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Devotion

Fleming

The malicious eyes contracted a
trifle more as they transfixed the

audacious little flirt on the lounge. |

Captain Ffrench was out of his
depth, but felt vaguely and alarm-
edly that this conversation was
meant to be unpleasant.

“Because_that would leave me at
the present momgnt—I am the worst
person at figures in the world—Cap-
tain Ffrench, nineteen and twelve,
how much is that?”

“One and twenty, I should say, in
your case,” responded, gravely, Cap-
tain Ffrench.

“My father died, my dear Mrs.
Carlton,” said Dora, with a rippling
smile, “nine—teen years ago.
at the time seven years old, only
seven, I assure you the family Bible
is still extant. Last birthday I was
six and twenty. Six—and—twenty,
fully two years older than Eleanor, I
do believe. And then I lost my poor
“dear mamma so early. Things might
have been so different if she had liv-
ed. It must be nice to have a mam-
ma to look out for ore, to point out
« whom to be attentive to and whom
to avoid, in this deceitful
lay plans for one R
" “If one is not capable of laying
plans for one’s self—very true,” said
the other duellist, firing promptly.
“A mother in many cases would be a
superfluity. To be tossed about the
world and learn one’s own sharpness
from hard experience L

“I beg your pardon, Captain Firench
did you address me?”

“Would you not like to come ou®
and visit the fernery?” said Captain
Ffrench hastily, in horrible alarm
lest this bloodless battle should be
renewed, “or—or is it too warm?”

“Not in the least too warm,” smiled
Dora; “warmth is my element. Vera,
hand me my sun hat, please. Nelly,
dear, what are your favorite flowers
—I shall fetch you a bouquet.”

She tied the broad tulle hat over
the loose crinkling hair, the small,
pretty face, and ligh blue eyes, gleam-
ing with mirth and malice.

“It's a very fine thing to be moth-

er-in-law
To a very magnificent three-tailed
!  Bashaw.”
shé sang under her breath as she
went, but Mrs. Carlton heard her
and flashed a wrathful glance after
her enemy. She had been routed this
bout, but hostilities had only com-
menced; she felt she was an old and
able veteran, and they laugh best
who laughs last. As she thought it
Miss Lightwood's shrill peal came to
her from out the blaze of sunshine
into which she went with Captain
Dick. Dora’s laugh was not her
strong point, it was elfish and metal-
lic, and did not  harmonize

prettiness of face.

“That horrid old woman!” she ex-
claimed, “did you ever hear anything
so spiteful, Captain Ffrench? And
all because you happened to be civil
to me. Don’t put on that innocent
face, sir, and pretend you don’t know.’

| | HadHeadache
!  For Two Years

A Barrie Man Tells of Persistent
Headaches and Indigestion—
Finally Found His Way
to Goed Health.

For two lcng years the writer of
this letter was subject to severe head-
mches. The nervous system gol run
down, digestion failed, and there was
eontinued loss of weight.

The use of Dr, Chase's Nerve Food,

< ed all this, and now with scores
.lfl‘:gler Barrie® people Mr. .\'ude_r is
recommending the use of this food
cure as the best means of building up
. tha. o nausted nervous system and
curing headaches, indigestion and
all the annoying symptoms of a run-
down condition.

Mr. John Nader, 88 Penetang street,
Barrie, Ont., writes : “During the last
g¢wo years I had an attack of indiges-
#ion, accompanied by severe head-
~ches. I suffered from loss of appe-
tite, and my system became run
down. I also lost considerably in
weight. I began using Dr. Chase's
WNerve Food, and as they helped me I
<continued this treatment for some
time, My condition is now greatly
improved, my headaches are gone and
my health in general is much better.
I can cheerfully recommend the use
of Dr. Chase's Nerve Food
suffering from nervousness of any
kind.” 3

The reason Dr. Chase's Nerve Food
48 s0 effective in cases of this kind is
Yecause of its extraordinary blood-
forming influence. By creating an
abundance of. rich, red blood it
strerjgthens the actiom of the heart,
Te lizes the exhausted nerves and
builds up the system in eveny way.

e appetite is restored, digestion
improves, you rest and sleep well, and
the pew vigor and energy is felt in
evety organ of the human bodv. Dr.
Chage's Nerve Food is doing wonders
for men, women and children whose
yns_have become weak and,rup
. 50 cents a box, 6 hoxes for
, all dealers or, BEdmanson, Bates
, Limited, Toronto.
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{ this the fernery?
| green it
(not the splash of falling waters de-

| ,“By George!” said Captain
| “how uncommonly flattering,
endeavor to distribute
with more impartiality hereafter. You
gave her as good as she brought
| however, Miss Lightwood—that mn\l‘
I be a soothing recollection.”

I must

“Tp 1o m ;
It is,” answered Dora, setting her
“ever since I can re- |

teeth viciously;
member I always hit
doubled up her sm

hard.” She
e ) all fist instinctively
and Captain Ffrench eyed it with

“Yes,” he

said, “I should think a
that battering-ram would
settle almost any sort of combatant.
lHul. perhaps, it is morally, not phys-
ically, that you pitch into people.
)M“m"l whacks are so much easier to
year.

blow of

|
|
' "I)nl you think so?” laughed Dora.
| “Judging by your exceedingly uncom-

fortable expression a few moments
ago._[ would never think it. Honest-
ly, it was in abominably bad taste

| this pugilistic encounter in your pres-

ence; but what was I to do? You
!w:nrd yourself—it was she who began
it

“And ' was defeated with great
slaughter! It was a perfectly fair
fight, Miss Lightwood, and I rather
enjoyed it. I bespeak the office of
bottleholders when the next match
comes off. For I infer this contest
for the—" He paused and looked
down; Dora looked up, and at the
mutual glance, so full of meaning,
both exploded into a frank laugh.

“Championship!” said Miss Light-

| wood. “For what else could it be?

Oh! Captain Ffrench, conceit is the
vice of your sex—beware of it. Is
How cool and
looks; and a fountain—is

licious? That reminds me—if I get
up to-morrow, will you take me to

| your enchanted island, all unbeknown

to Madame Carlton? Early rising is
not my prominent virtue, but Vera
painted the delights of her water ex-
cursion in such glowing colors, that
I think it is worth one's morning nap
—for once.”

Captain Firench protested he would
be only too blessed, too honored. In
reality he was more or less bored.
For the past half hour he had been
sighing inwardly for the seagirt se-
clusion of Shaddeck Light, his books
and drawing board. Not that he had-
n't enjoyed the skirmish, too, and
the conversation of this piquant little
woman of the world was spicy and
novel. But enough was enough— of
the first principles of flirtation he
was absolutely ignorant; he had not

at all-
with the rose-hued mouth and baby |

to those |

had his afterbreakfast smoke, he had

1111.1 had his everyday, rain-or-shine,

| constitutional walk He wondered
what Eleanor was doing. How dif-
ferent she was from this pert—poor
Dot's ready
in his eyes—

audactity was pertness
forward, sharp-voiced
| little person, who talked so much
vapid inanity. He could see Eleanor
with her slightly bent head, her clear

face, her large, sweet, serious eyes,
thoughtful and a little sad. For
there was always a touch of sadness
about Eleanor—why, he wondered?
Her mother nagged her no doubt;
she was a hard old vixen, and could
be deucedly unpleasant when she
liked; but somehow he thought the
tropble lay deeper than that. She had
to work hard, but she had the earnest
nature of women who do not shirk
work, who even find in work their
greatest solace when life goes wrong.
“Poor girl,” he thought, and quite
a new sensation stirred somewhere
within Captain Dick's broad chest. He
was not the sort of a man to fall too
easily a victim to the tender passion
but, if he were, and time, and pro-
pinquity and a drowsy country house
given, a tall, seren girl, with gentle
voice and ways, all womanly sweet-
ness and graces—— And then the
shrill treble of Miss Lightwood broke
in upon his dream, as her own was
broken in upon a while ago, and
claimed for the time as her own.
In the hall, Mr. Carlton, blandest,
old-time gentlemen and
courteous hosts, entertained Mrs.
i Carlton with gossip about the neigh-
i borhood and details of the fine old
families, the Huntings, the Deerings,
the Howells, of the old Puritan breed,
who had come over from Connecti
cut in 1650; and whose fathers had
made fortunes in the halcyon days,
| when St. Ann’s sent out her fleet of
| “blubber hunters,” and dark-eyed
foreign sailors reeled drunken about
its quiet streets, Vera nestled near
Eleanor's chair, and related her ad-
venture of the morning, at which
. Miss Carlton laughed.
[ “Was it not a horrid shame!” criéd
Vera indignantly, “and 1 never ‘sus-
pected—no, not once—he kept such a
virtuous and unconscious face. He
knew that fellow! he' was a bashful
fool, and he sneaked upstairs to bed.
Yes, very bashful, I should think;
his modesty will' prove fatal some
day, if he doesn't take care!”
Eleanor laughed again:
“It was unpardonable—it was, real-
ly. I hope you did not commit your-
self to any yery awful extent, Vera?”

suavest of

Dick,

my civility

[ amateurs go."”

‘turnul to her daughter, pricked up

you look as if you doubted it.
years ago, I met Captain Firench at
a house in
gave music lessons.

adopted him as an uncle, also. The
mother was a French lady. To the
children T was simply Mademoiselle
—he was Uncle Dick. But I
knew his name ,never spoke to him
There was a shade of annoyance on
having this confession extorted. Her
mother was listening, unctuous and
well pleased.

pression, then,” said Vera. “I said
this morning, ‘That is Miss Carlton’s
picture’; and he said,
Carlton is a very pretty girl.’
comes Dot, alone; I wonder what she

has done with him? S
have you left Captain Ffrench?”

Buy Your Groceries and Meats
FROM CHARLTON’S

Cash and Carry
IT WILL SAVE YOU MONEY
Oleo, H.A. or Gold Coin Ib. 36¢

plied Dora, sauntering in, a great nose
gay in her hand.
quet, Nelly.

i
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“I asked him a great many ques-
tions about Captain Ffrench, I
knu\y.” said Vera, still hot and re-
sentful, and seeing nothing to laugh
at; “:u_ni he hufl not a good word to seas with Captain Dick past fairy
say of h_lnrselr. I dare say he was isles all dotted with smaH'. gray hous-
II'I_L"]HV_ it is a sl}hjcct on  which he es, until they finally, and rather un-
1s informed. Still,” with a sudden in- expectedly came to anchor some-
consequent cha'ngu r)_f tone, “I think where in the upper part of Fifth Av-
hu--\]\(,rfl\,lct.‘.ic({?""l you?” | enue, I)A('*fnrv_ .\1(5. Trafu)n's_ front
. ) : door. Captain Dick moored his craft
l.-\{nl handsome?” ! to the browstone steps, and was go-
:\\ vllhrik‘l}ltr,” | ing up to ring the bell, when—
“And awfully clever? don't | hree for the governor,” said the
 you don’t know, because it is pat- | pleasant voice of Captain Dick, in
ent to the dullest observer. He talks | the flesh, “one for you, Miss Carl-
lrl“.v».x book when he likes.” | ton, and half a dozen for myself.
“Then he doesn’t always like, for I| None for vou, Miss Lighl\v(md"none
have heard him, when he talked more | \ 1 Y

v I ) ) c for you, Miss Vera, although T sup-
like Captain Dick Ffrench than Em- | pose it is rather soon for your five
erSon or Carlyle.” | hundred to begin.”

“Ah! I don't know them. All thci
same, he is clever. He is a musician | He handed Eleanor her letter, and
Dora, who was also awake, saw with
one quick, keen glance that the writ-
ing was a man’s.

“I did not expect——" Eleanor be-
gan in surprise. Then her voice fal-
tered, failed, she looked at the en-
1 velope, and grew pale. She lifted her
Eleanor’s cheek flush- | eyes, and cast an anxious glance at
ed suddenly and Mamma Carlton,with | Captain Dick, but his
one ear bent to her host, the other | was impassive.
marked St.

coiled on the floor. The daydream
Fhang_cd gradually into a real dream,
in which she was floating over sunlit

Now

“He plays the violin tolerably, as

|

“And he draws beaut ifully. And |

you needn’t be so critical. Hc'has‘

your picture over the mantel at Shad-
deck Light.”

“Nonsense !"”

countenance
Her letter was post-

Ann’s, the chirography
[hk‘ near one to (‘Ellfh more.

: unmistakably masculine, but there

“It is there—nonsense or not— a | was no curiosity in his face.
crayon, as like you as two peas, flat- “I must deliver the governor’s,” he
tered if anything. It seems, Miss | said, and went. Miss Carlton rose

Slyboots, you and Captain Dick are
very old friends.” eves followed her. The surprise, the
. “Oh, no, no! I never spoke to him | falter, the pallor, the postmark—Dora
in my life until four days ago.” had seen all. Dora had eyes that
Vera's large, dark eyes lifted and | saw everything.
looked at her. They were eyes of | “Now 1 wonder what you are
crystal clearness, the one beauty at|about?” mused Miss Lightwood, “and
present of her face, down through | who our unwelcome corespondent is?
which one seemed to see into the ab- | Are you a fiery Southern lover come
solute white truth of a child’s soul. | to guard your own, or are you a little
“I am telling you the truth, Vera,” ?

bill?”
she said, her cheeks still hot, “though Little bills were the bane of Dor-

a’s life, but this was no dun. It was
short and affectionate enough to es-
tablish the accuracy of Miss Light-
wood's first guess. And it closed:

I know you will resent My diso-
beyving orders, but, resent or not, I

slowly, and went upstairs. Dora’s

Some

New Orleans, where I
He came with

an uncle of the children, and they

must see you. Do not be too.hard on
a poor devil, Nelly—it is eight months
since we met. See you I simply
must. I will be on the other side of
the boundary wall—where Mr. Carl-
ton’s peach trees flourish—about
seven this evening. I will wait until
nine, as I don't know the Carlton din-
ner hour. Do not fail. I expect a
scolding, but a scolding from you, my
darling, will be sweeter than words
of honey from another. E. D.

CHAPTER  VII.
In the Cool of the Evening
Day had passed, evening had begun.

never

till T met him here.”
Vera dropped back on the marble.

Eleanor’s face, as if half provoked at

“You evidently made a silent im-

Miss
Here

‘Then

Dot!

Vera lapsed into a daydream, still |

Vera rubbed her eyes, and sat up. |

—————

HEATERS !

Wood Heaters. ... ..

)y 2SS AT

Our stock is complete. Call in and let us show
You the different lines.
“Hot*Blast" Oil-Heaters. . ..i i ivn s cviins $3 00
New Perfection Oil Heaters ........... it 6 50

“Belle Oak” Combination Heater, burns

wood, coal and gas without any chang-

“Belle Oak” Coal and Wood Heater ....26 00to 28 (0
“Sunny" Gas Heaters.. ..

“Reflector” Gas Heaters......

7 00 to $25 00

...... 28 00 to $32 00

to....15 00 to $20 00
6 00 to $6 50

Bell Phone 23

E. MILLER, The Hardware Man

Rural Phone 53

It was six o'clock, and the white,
quivering heat was spent, a breeze
rose fresh from the Atlantic. Aut-
tered every lace curtain, and blew
through every open window and dcor
@f fhe fine old Carlton mansion.
Over in St. Ann's the noises of the
day were done; down in the warm
flushed west the sun—who had nobly
done his duty all day long, and baked
the earth to powder—was sinking out
of sight. Revived by siesta and bath,
the ladies of the household were rob-
ing for the great event of the day—
of all our days—dinner.

“Dot,” said Vera, tiptoeing around,
and straining her neck to get a view
of the small of her back, where she
wished to plant a bow, “I am afraid
it is of no use.
be Eleanor.”

“What is of no use?”
for this remark had been made—like
the generality of Vera's remarks—
apropos of nothing. But she smiled
too, as if she understood. Their
rooms adjoined, the door of communi-
cation was open ,and both were be-
fore their respective mirrors.

“About Captain Ffrench. Bother
this sash! I can't get it to come
straight. I think he must be falling
in love with her, Dot. He has her

I am afraid it is to |

asked Dora, !

picture, as T told you, over there in
that funny little light-house, and he
has a way of looking at her—What
are you laughing at?”

“At your perspicuity, dear; at your
profound knowledge of the ways and
manners of Richard Ffrench. This
big, solemn Dick who thinks we are
all dying for him. Solyou think 1
have no chance?”

“Well.” said Vera reluctantly, “you
see, everything was in her favor. You
did not have fair start Dot. Elea-
mor was here three days ahead, and
a good deal can be done in three days
—" Vera broke off, for Dora was
ghing immoderately. The simpli-
ty, the earnestness of little Vera
were too comical. .

“Vera, child ,you will be the death
of me! Do you really think I have
come down here to marry Dick
Firench—if I can. What a humiliat-
ing idea! Not but that it would be

| worth while—" She glanced wistfully

out over lawn and garden, green
glade, and dense shrubbery. “Yes
it would be sworth while, and what 1
can—I will (fn."

“Worth while repeated Vera
“ 1 should think so. It is like the Gar
den of Eden. Old Mr. Carlton must

(Continued on page 7)

Where

“Am I my brother’s keeper?” re-

“Here is your bou-
Captain Ffrench cut the
flowes, and I arranged them. [ am
a milliner, you know, by profession,
and have artistic tastes.”

“Ever so many thanks—your taste
is exquisite.”

“But where is Captain Ffrench?”
persisted Vera, rising on her elbow,
“you are responsible for him—he was
last seen alive in your company.
There is no old well out in the*gard-
en, is there? that you could drop him
into, a la Lady Audley? And besides
he isn’t a husband in the way—"

“Vera, dear,” said Dora sweetly,
“you are horrifying Mrs. Carlton,

with your wild talk of husbands. My

Hamburg Steak. Ib. - -

28¢

sister—she is only sixteen—talks
dreadful nonsense sometimes. In-
deed, it is a family failing—not on

the Carlton side, of course.”
“But, Captain Dick—Captain Dick!

Creamery Butter, 1b.

« = B

Round or Sirloin, Ib - -

35¢

What has become of Captain Dick?”
reiterated Vera.
“He has gone to St. Ann’s for let-

Whey Butter, Ib.

- 49c

Rib or Rump Roast, Ib. -

28¢c

ters,” said Dora resuming her place
on the lounge. “As it stands about
one hundred and fifty out in the sun,

Pure Lard, Ib. -

- 35¢C

Shoulder Roast,Ib. -

24¢

you may imagine how fascinating he
finds your society, when he prefers
it to a blazing three-mile walk. Now

Domestic Shortening,

bulk 29c

Picnic Hams, Ib. - -

3lc

don’t talk to me, please, I am going
to take a nap.”
Which she did almost at once, her

Corn Flakes, -

2 for 25¢

Rolled Shoulder, Ib. . .

35¢

mite of a hand under her rose-leaf
cheek, sleeping as a baby sleeps, with
softly parted lips.

Shredded Wheat -

2 for 25¢C

Cottage Rolls, skinned,

40c

“How pretty your sister is,” Elean-
or said gently.
“Yes, is she not?” Vera answered

Laundry Soaps -

3 for 25¢

Bacon Sliced, 1b. ;

50¢

proudly, “and so much admired wher-
ever she goes. People turn in the
streets to look after her, and Madame

Panshine s

3 for 25¢

25¢

Corn Starch ik

le Brun says she never had a forewo-
man half so popular before.”
“You are not in the least like her.”

2 for 25¢

l_{ead Cheese ki
Sausage, lb. S

25¢

“Oh, no, not in the least. I am the
ugly duckling, you know. There is
generally one ih every hatching.”

Jelly quderg; V;')ackage - 10c

Weiners, Ib. L

25¢

“And, like the ugly duckling, will
turn by and by into a stately swan,”
said Eleanor, smiling down on the

Liundry Starch -

2 lbs. 25¢

Salmon, small tin . .

14¢

dark, thin face, with its great Murillo

- 40c

Bee See Herring, tin .

15¢

’ i C
fres. 1l J . Weston’s Fruit Cake,
“No.,"” Vera said shaking her head
with a sigh, “such transformations

Bread, 24 oz. loaf

are only in fairy tales and pantomin-
es. I am the ugly duckling, and 1

10c

Sardines,

2 for 25¢

shall never be the swan. But I don't
mind. I would rather have Dot pretty
than be pretty myself.”

Here Mrs. Carlton rose, excused
herseif, and departed. Mr. Carlton
left to write letters in his study, El-
eawor resumed her magazine, and
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highest market prices. -Cash
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(Continued
be awfully rich, 1
“A millionaire, )
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