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The Fire Bollbetter tor It, since it is eo deceitful! 
No, you shell net go yet Tea here 
net heard all. Tour sins have found 
yen out.”

"Go on! I am listening!”
"Where is my eon|p jchfldT Where 

is this child of yours whose existence 
you have concealed so long?”

‘Mr. De Vere!”
"Oh! start and look, and coin fresh' 

lies! I knew you of old, madam! 
Deny it, as you did your father! What 
An unnatural heart you must have,
Jacquetta, to deny the existence of 
your own child, that I might leave all 
my wealth to you! Answer me; where 
is my son’s child?"

"It is dead! It died the day of its 
birth!"

"It is false!” said Grizzle, sternly. 
“It lives!”

"You hear that!" said Mr. De Vere, 
triumphantly. “Your very confeder
ates have turned against you! Add 
no more falsehoods to the rest. My 
grandchild lives!” <

Again the bewildered look came 
over her.

"I am going crazy, I think! Yen 
told me she was .dead,” she said, 
turning to Grizzle.

“I never did. You paid me for tak
ing'iare of It, and Concealing Its exis
tence!" '

Her eyes turned voluntarily upon 
Orrie.

"Yes, look!” said Mr. De Veré, bit
terly, “How well you know who it 
is | Does she not bear her father's 
facer . ' . " f$;'i

“Is she my child?"
“Paugh! you sicken me with this 

acting! As if you needed to be told 
whose child she was! Speak—ac
knowledge the truth!”
. "It is useless! You would not be- 
Ieve me.”

“Speak, I command you! I have a 
right to know! Is she not your 
daughter r ■ - >

“She may bb. I do not know. My 
heart always told me we were more 
than strangers."

“Oh! it did? I am glad your heart 
knew how to tell the truth for once, 
as it does not seem to be generally In 
the habit of doing so! So, Miss Jac
quetta De Vere, of Fontelle Hall, has 
found a father in the outlawed Cap
tain Nick Tempest, and a daughter in 
old Grizzle Howlet’s protegee, all in 
the same dayr

She dropped her face in her hands 
with a low, bitter cry, that could not 
be repressed. Every one present sat 
mute, waiting for what was to come 
next Mr. De Vere’s brow did not re
lax; for, like all slow to anger he was 
still slower to forgive. His lip curl
ed scornfully as he looked on the lit
tle, dropping figure and bowed head, 
once so high and haughty.

“So you can feel shame? you can 
feel remorse? you can feel humilia
tion?" ' i

“I am not ashamed!”
"I am sorry to hear it! But I for

got—those who stoop to deception, as 
you have done, heldom feel shame.". 

She raised her head and hands.
“Oh, my God!” she said, as the 

words of the dying cardinal came to 
her mind, "if I had loved thee as I 
have loved this man. Thou wouldst 
not have cast me off thus!"

There was a pause, which no one 
seemed inclined to break. She arose 
to her feet at last.

“Is there anything more? What 
else have I done?"- 

"Ah! you are anxious to he gone;1 
but I have not quite done with you 
yet. Why did you never tell me what 
sort of a mother you had?"

"I did not think it necessary. It 
could have done no good.”

“Oh, so you do not deny that? Well 
I am glad you perceive the necessity of 
speaking the truth, at last! You did 
not think it necessary? No I dare 
say not! You took good care I should 
not know it!"

“Must I answer for my mother’s 
sins?" V

“Yes; the sins of the father shall 
be visited on the children, even to 
the third and fourth generations, 
saith the Lord.”

"You can quote Scripture against 
me, too. Heaven and earth seems to 
have forsaken me alike! Ah, well! 
let it be! What else, Mr. De Vere?"

"The worst of all!" he said, In a 
low, passionate voice. You have been 
unfaithful to your marriage vow!”

Her white face turned crimson, and 
she' started like one who had receiv
ed a spear thrust through the heart. 
Turning for the first time toward 
Disbrowe, she gave him a look he nev
er forgot.

(To1 be continued.) ■
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square derives fts name from the an
cient mansion abutting on it where 
in 1M0 the Grand Monarch- resided 
when he came to Si Jean de Luz to. 
meet his bride, the Infanta Marla 
Theresa of Spain. .Three times a 
week, on band nights, the townsfolk 
gather in the square apd, with snap
ping fingers and twinkling fiet, dance 
the fandango beatetH the plane trees 
to traditional Basque'airs played with 
Indefatigable vigour by the red- 
capped musicians. It is on band 
nights that the fire bull from time 
to time during the season makes its 
appearance. A rocket that rises 
screaming into the night from the 
adjacent bank of the Nivelle gives the 
first warning. A deep sigh of excite
ment rises from the crowd massed 
about the bandstand or gathered at 
the small tables on the terraces of 
the cafes. Two more maroons are 
fired, and then, suddenly, eerily, the 
limits of the square are extinguished, 
and it Is as though an Invisible hand 
had illuminated the stars. -A pro
found silence falls.

A harsh spluttering, a loud report, 
rttdely shatter the expectant hush. 
The crowd squeaks with excitement 
as, In a lurid trail of fire, a huge 
black object is seen tossing above 
the solid barrier of people that dams 
the approaches to the Place. It Is the 
fire bull. Dimly seen in the half- 
light the throng, swaying hither and 
thither, rushes to greet it

Spraying out on either side of its 
high curved back a broad jet of 
fiery rain that descends in a shower 
upon the spectators, the great bull 
seems to be careering aleng over the 
people’s heads.

It Is a fearsome-looking animâl, 
nearly life-size, its curving white 
horns supporting, a sort of tall white 
framework connected with a long 
fnse running from shoulder to tail. 
When the ball comes nearer one sees 
that it is merely a huge papipr- 
mache frame-work carried on the 
shoulders of a running .man, whose 
legs are visible beneath, and that the 
head, shoulders, and back are elab
orately festooned with fireworks.

The fnse on the back contains 
what the firework shop calls “golden 
rain." .For a good quarter of an 
hour, what time the bull careers. 
madly in and out of the crowd, 
swerving to right and left, swinging 
abruptly about, rearing up, the cas
cade of fire never ceases to pour 
from Its flanks, interrupted only for 
an instant at intervals by the ex
plosion of a cracker amid showers 
of sparks.

In its darkened kiosk the hand is 
playing an inspiring march and with 
its strains blend the excited cries of 
the multitude, men shouting and 
laughing, girls squealing and children 
streaming in sheer delight There 
are -hundreds of people on the square 
and as they fall back precipitately 
to leave a passage for the flaming 
hull the effect is as of a field of coi?i 
swaying to the wind at night. The 
Place is a heaving mass of black 
save where the tore de fuego cleaves 
a way, Its fountain of orange light 
picking out the faces of the crowd.

The man beneath the bull is blind
ed by his burden, so at the head 
trots an attendant, clad from head to 
foot in white to make him distin
guishable in the half-light, as a 
guide. When th^ golden shower has 
almost reached
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A QUEEN
THE STORY IN THE LONE INN.

CHAPTER XV.

and there Is no use trying to heck 
out. Come be a good girl, and don’t
be ashamed of the old man who is

3ready to stand by you while there is 
a shot^in the locker, or a timber of 
this old hulk hangs together.

His voice aroused her from her 
trance, and, looking at .him fixedly, 
she turned to Grizzle, and said, calm-

"When you leave Fontelle, you 
may take to fisticuffs as oson 
as you please; but you will be 
good enough, both of you, to restrain 
your natural inclinations in my pres
ence. Once again—and for the last 
time, Jacquetta—do you mean to say 
that you do not know who your fath
er is?"

"I do not. By Heaven and all Its 
hosts, I swear It!" she passionately 
cried.

'"Then, behold him here!” exclaim
ed Mr. De Vere, pointing to Captain 
Tempest, who arose to his feet, tri
umphant. "Oh, falsest of the false! 
that you whom I believed the soul 
of frankness and honor, could be 
guilty of such mean deception as this! 
And, to think, that X should have been 
so poor a dupe, to be fooled by a 
r-niling face and a smooth tongue! 
Oh! never till now did I realize ‘how 
lair an outside falsehood hath!’ ”

There was a cry from all, and a 
ruanimous rising to their feet. Jac- 
ciuetta stood like one petrified—turn- 
< i to stone. Mr. De Vere sternly 
■v nved.them back, and went on: 1 *

countenance convicts

Crisp, golden toast filled with the rare, rich flavor *1 
Sun-Maid Raisins—nothing could be better for breakfast!

Order my raisin bread for Wednesday and have this 
delightful treat every Thursday morning. Phone your 
grocer or baker-np^ Tell him to put you on his list 
for a standing order. Then he wifi deliver or reserve 
a loaf for you every Wednesday. :

Raisin bread is baked “special for Wednesday” by 
bakers every week everywhere. Have this inexpen
sive mid-week treat every Wednesday in your home.

THE BOBBING FAB.
"You ought to know. Do not de

ceive ms now, but tell me. Is he my 
father?”

“You know he is. What’s the good 
of asking?” said Grizzle, in an lip- 
patient yet somewhat subdued tone; 
for there was that in the young girl’s 
very, calmness that awed her.

“Then it has come to this, at last! 
I knew this pleasant dream could not 
last forever.”

“But, you thought to keep It off as 
long as possible," said Mr. De Vere 
sarcastically. "A few falsehoods, 
more or less, made little difference to 
you.”

“God forgive you, Mr. De Vere! 
From you, at least, I have not de
served this."

“No—you have deserved much 
consideration, much kindness, from 
me! Oh, false heart! that I should 
ever have believed you true!”

“You think me then a liar and an 
impostor?”

Something in her tone moved him; 
and he looked in the little, sorrowful 
face and beseeching eyes, with their 
pitiful look, so very sad to see In 
eyes so proud as hers. But, the mem
ory of all Grizzle had told him bear
ing so powerfully the impress of truth 
came back to him; and nerving him
self with remembered wrongs, he sav
agely answered:

“I do!”
Her clasped hands dropped.
“Once more—God forgive you, Mr. 

De Vere!"
“Pray for yourself," he said, haugh

tily. “You need forgiveness as much 
as me.”

“May I go?” she said, wearily drop
ping her ht ad. "I am tired and sick! 
I never meant to wrong you; and, if 
you would only believe that, I could 
forget the rest.”

“I do not believe it, Jacquetta! I 
can never believe yon more. You have 
deceived me too long and too often 
tor that”.

She leaned heavily against a chair.
"May I go? Will you not spare me? 

You/are breaking my heart!"
"Let it break! You will be all the

My niece’s hair 
is bobbed; I view 
her with alarm; 
methinks she has 
been robbed Of 
beauty and of 
charm. She had 
the finest hair, 
ere scissors made 
It drop! No dam- 
s e 1 anywhere 
could boast a 
finer crop. .If 

, Wftkl. OMM waved above her 
brow, it curled about her neck; I gaze 
upon her now, and she appears a 
wreck. But I’m a mossback wight, in 
love with ancient ways, and nothing 
seems just right that happens now
adays. When I rebuke my niece for 
cutting off her hair, she answers, 
"Give me peace—they do it every
where! At every modern scheme yptl 
mosebacks stand aghast; oh, xvopty 
you have me seem a relic of the paÀJ 
When other maidens bob, you’t haw 
me wear it long, avoid the barber’s 
job, and get myself in wrong. Wh#n 
other heads are shorn, you’d have my 
topknot great, you’d have me feel tjty 
scorn of people up to date.” Defiantly 
she talks, defiantly she grins; she’s 
glad she has no locks demanding 
bands and pins. She almost makes qje 
feel that she’s in earnest, too, $»- 
joicigg that the steel was sent her 
tresses through. But sometimes when 
I pass her room I see her rise and 
face the looking glass with teardrops 
in her eyes. Oh, Celia, why those 
tears? And why that sigh dismayed? 
Are they because the shears have 
made your glory fade? Yon face me 
with a stare of righteous wrath and 
say, "I would not have the hair that 
I have thrown away!”

effect 
Treaty 
ia is rl 
ing Mil 
from •> 
tions ;

Endorsed by bakers every w here, 
end by the Bread and Cake 
Bakers’ Association of Canada

Bread Salesmanyour Baker, GrocerPlace a standing Wednesday“Yctir very 
V>u; for you have your father’s face! 
jod, to think I should have ever 
tîerished the spawn of such a viper! 
'o think that you could have known 
this and acted a living lie all these 
years under my vefy eyes!—that you 
should have held secret meetings 
with this man/and given him money 
~—my money—pilfered from me, to 
pay him and this wretched old wom
an to keep your secret! Had you told 
î > he was your father in time, I 
night even have overlooked the dis
grace of having the child of such a 
vrrteh connected with my family; 
1 new I can never believe, or 
1 v ;t, or forgive you! The daughter 
< each a father—of such a mother, 
! ring my name! Oh! how indeed 
1 we I fallen, when I have lived to 
: ie such a day!”

Ho strode up and down the rooip, 
like one beside himself with grief and 
rage, and humiliation. Still she stood 
like one turned fo stone—mute, voice
less motionless. She had a vague ex
pectation of something terrible, but 
nothing like this. She passed her 
hand over her eyes, like one fax a 
tream.

"Come, Jacquetta, have done with 
this," said Captain Nick, roughly. 
’We have had enough of this tooling 
I’m your father, and that’s the end of 
It. And, what’s more, you know It,

| [ power to drive her 15 miles an hour.
. ■ rT,i______I_ ,_____ , 1 _ .. .. mnnh nnTITn — tnThere is four times as much power to 

drive her half as fast again.
Most assuredly, speed costs.
“And the same thing,” he added, 

“is true of automobile engines, 
though the variation In power will be 
somewhat different.”

When it comes to flesh and blood of 
course it is impossible to get it down 
in ekact figures as to how much power 
is takes to drive the human engine a 
little faster than ordinary; but the 
expert on boat engines, who is also 
by way of being somewhat of an ex
pert on human engines, assures me 
that there is no doubt that when we 
speed up the human machine we use 
up energy out of all proportion to the 
speed obtained.

An Expensive Bun.
If you run to the station in three 

minutes instead of walking It in six 
you use up much more than twice the 
energy.

If you rush all day long trying to 
catch up with that hour that you 
somehow lost in the morning, you use 
up a great deal of more energy than 
if you did the same amount of work 
at your ordinary rate of speed.

Speed costs.
We pay in money when we buy It 

in boats or in automobiles or breed it 
in horseflesh. We pay often in dan
gerously depleted energy when we 
constantly take it out of our own 
hides. , . .

SIDE TAL
By Ruth Cameron.

era OF ALL PBOPOBTIOTT.

■
 Speed costs.

In boats, in 
autos, in horses 

1 and in people.

We were look 
ing at some sec
ond hand boats 
the other day. 
One exceedingly 
nice looking lit
tle ’craft was

priced at $500.
Near it was another boat not quite 

so nice looking so far as paint and 
general finish, no better as to line, 
and quite a little smaller.

“How much do they v/ant for that 
one?” I asked hopefully, mentally 
setting the figure at about $300, since 
the other was $500.

“Eight hundred,” said ’ the agent 
who was selling them.

“But why on earth! , . I be-

flnish. He was pla 
folks and their di 
ter of boats. tf 

“Because NH 
engine,” he eXph 
15 miles an hour 
can’t make"more 
boat had as powe 
it would bring $li 

Think of it, $7- 
hour. It seemed 1 
til I . consulted a 
and he assured n 
nothing extraordi 

“But the engine 
powerful,” I obj< 
more than twice i

Four TJife
“Surely,” he sa

jot down somiMfl 
ures from -whttt 
information that 1 
amount of power

Those Dumb Women Folks. boat ten miles Ai 
The agent didn’t wait for me to present, approximately The amount of

tly used to women 
ibness in the mat-

>t a ten-horse-power 
lined, “it can make 
and that other boat 
than ten. If that 
irful an engine in it
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Deserted Twins
Search for Mother

horns the bull Is 
dlreeted to a high platform on the 
far side of the square, where the 
Nivelle glitters beneath the stars.

The bull is hoisted on to this sort 
of altar, a blac^, uncouth, squat sil
houette against its spout of flame. 
Even as the golden rain ceases the 
herns burst into fire. Catherine 
wheels revolve, Rqm*n candles go 
soaring into the nigtit, bursting with 
a faint »l»p amid a cascade of colour
ed lights, squibs Hare and explode 
with a joyous bang—In short, a minia
ture firework display begins which 
terminates by a whirling disc of fire 
spinning upward*, upwards, to burst 
high above the Place in a shower of 
glory. Then the lights go up, the 
bull—a very commonplace sort of 
property bull when viewed under the 
lamps—disappears into the crowd, 
and we all go home.

This diversion sounds, as it looks, 
exceedingly dangerous. As a matter 
of fact It is quite innocuous, for, by 
some secret of pyrotechnics, the 
golden rain does not burn even if it 
falls on the face or hands, and one

WHITE PLAINS, N.Y.—Twenty- 
eight years after they were deserted, 
two sisters—twins—have started a 
search here for their mother. The 
two women themselves learned they 
were sisters less than two years ago, 
when one of the sisters was told of 
her adoption by her foster mother. 
This was on the eve of her marriage, 
and the foster mother felt that shd 
should not keep secret any longer the 
fact that the bride was not her own 
daughter.

After, the two sisters found each 
other, they decided to make an at
tempt to find their mother to share 
with them their prosperity,as they 
married well-to-do men. The twins 
were mere babies when they were de
serted on a farm near Here. Later 
they were adopted by different fami
lies.

Advertisements have been inserted 
In the gewspapers in the search for 
their mother.

Just Folks.
By EDGAR GUEST.

THE HOUSE HADE UG7,Y.
“I want a home of lovelinets,” be 

told the architect;
“I want the finest bulldinir which 

your workmen can erect.
Let every window seem to smile to 

greet the morning sun.
And let there be no jarring note when 

once your work is done."
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Whether bobbed e
or long—here's a way to make 
your hair lie fashionably smooth

■/T HE newest bob»—whether sMn- will lie just as you want it—even } 
\ f <t«i or Stiaight-cnt—lie smooth immediately after a shampoo.
V t ie head. The smartest arrange- You can get Stacemb at all drag '
-can tor long hair are almost severe and department stores in opalescent 

• '.fir plainness. A jars or in tubes. Try it todayl

The house was built. No cost was 
spared. No jarring note was 
there;

That which the eye finds beautiful 
was smiling everywhere;

And then the decorators came, and 
once again the man

Said: “Furnish now this house for 
me ae richly as you can.”

Glk PILLS
FOR THE

KIDNEYS
They tapestried hie stately walls;

They stretched upon the floor 
Such rugs as Kings of Persia knew, 

They searched the country o’er 
For treasures rare with which to 

grace each room, and when ’twas 
done

If every home held loveliness that 
structure Was the one.

on a bo I
that it it amount

Deranged Kidneys 
may-in time lead

And yet when he came home at night 
he sneered at her who smiled- 

He had an ugly temper and spoke 
harshly to his child;

And none beneath that root was glad

If you
symptom take Gin
Pills. They will
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W,
1 =*•


