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Moostook Potatoes are Going bo 
Texas 

Austin, Texas, Oct 2:—More 

500,000 bushels of seed Irish potatoes | 

into Texas from | 

Maine during the next three months, | 

according to estimates of men who | 

are in close touch with the potato- | 

growing industry in this state. Last | 

will be shipped 

: 

{ 

| 
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than | laid it on the library table her eyes 
involuntarily noted the superscription 
written in the long, angular, fashiona- 
ble writing of a woman. 

And slowly the inevitable question 
took shape within her. 

How long she stood there she did 
not know, but the points of her gioved 

year four ful cargoes of seed pota- | fingers were still resting on the table 

toes, aggregating about 75,000 sacks 

of three bushels each, entered Texas 

from Maine throkgh the port of 

Galveston. 

There promises to be nearly double 

the acreage of Irish potatoes plant- 

ed the coming season over last sea- 

son. Effective on Nov. 15, a car- 

load rate of 35 cents per 100 pounds 

is announced for seed potato ship- 

ments from Stocktan, Me., to Gal- 

veston, minimum carload weight to 

be 40,000 pounds, in connection with 

steamers of the Bull line to New 

York and the Movgan line, New 

York to Galveston. 

BALD AT 35 

KILL THE GERMS; NOURISH THE 

HAIR ROOTS AND YOU'LL 

NEVER GROW BALD—USE 

PARISIAG SAGE. 

It’s your own fault if you grow 

bald at 35 as thousands of men do— 

yes! and women also. If you have 

dandruff it is because the germs are 

already devouring the very life of the 

hair at its roats. 

Kill these germs with Parisian 

Sage and stop dandruff, itching 

scalp and falling hair in two weeks. 

It’s guaranteed, you knowi this 

delightful and refreshing Parisian 

Sage that 1s now sold all over Can- 

ada, and if it does not prove better 

than any other hair tonic you ev?’r 

used, get your money back. It puts 

life and beauty into dull iaded hair. 

Large bottle at E. W. Mair’'s and 

druggists everywhere. Regular price 

50 cents. 

WHY THE YOUTH’S COMPANION 

SHOULD BE IN EVERY 

FAMILY 

Because it is unutual, and no other 

source can supply the same kind of 

reading. The fact and fiction are 

novel, and every line is fit to read 

aloud. A year of The Youth’s Com- 

panion as it is to-day is of inex- 

haustibli entertainment and benefit 

to the family. In quantity, it pro- 

vides more than any other American 

monthly periodical—and is the more 

gppreciated because it comes fifty- 

tUo times a year instead of twelve. 
The Companion as it is to-day, en- 

larged, and broadened in scope, in- 

and her gaze was still concentrated on 

the envelope when she felt Selwyn's 

presence in the room, near, close, and 
looked up inte his steady eyes—and 

knew he loved her. 

And suddenly she broke down, for 

with his deep gaze in hers the over- 
wrought specter had fled. 

“What is it?" he made out to say, 

managing also to keep his hands off 

her where she sat, bowed and quiver- 

ing by the table. 
“N-nothing—a—a little crisis—over 

now—nearly over. It was that letter— 

other women writing you—and I—out- 

lawed—tongue tied. Don’t look at me; 

don’t wait. I—I am going out.” 

He went to the window, stood a mo- 

ment, came back to the table, took his 

letter and walked slowly again to the 

window. 

After awhile he heard the rustle of 

her gown as she left the room, and a 

little later he straightened up. passed 

his hand across his tired eyes and, 

looking down at the letter in his hand. 

broke the seal. 

It was from one of the nurses, Miss 

Casson, and shorter than usual: 

“Mrs. Ruthven is physically in per- 

fect health, but yesterday we noted a 

rather startling change in hier mental 

condition. There were «ring the day 
intervals that scemed | rfectly lucid. 
Once she spoke of Mis: ond as ‘the 

other nurse,” as thou) she realized 

something of the conditions surround- 
ing her. Once, too, £'.¢ seemed aston- 

ished when 1 brought her a doll and 

aslved me, ‘Is there a child here, or is 

it for a charity bazaar? 
“I.ater 1 found her writing a letter 

at my desk. She left it unfinished 

when she went to drive, a mere scrap. 
I thought it best to inclose it, which 1 
do herewith.” 

The inclosel he opened: 

“’hil, dear. though I have been very 

ill, I know you are my own husband. 
All the rest was only a child's dream 

of terror.” 

And that was all, enly this scrap, 

firmly written in the easy flowing hand 

he knew so well. He studied it for a 

moment or two, then resumed Miss 

("asson’s letter: 

“A man stopped our sleigh yester- 

day, asking if he was not speaking to 

Mrs. Ruthven. [ was a trifle worried 

and replied that any ,communication 

for Mrs. Ruthven could be sent to me. 

“That evening two men—gentlemen 

apparently —came to the house and 

asked for me. 1 went down to receive 

them. One was a Dr. Mallison; the 

other said his name was Thomas B. 

[Tallam, but gave no business address. 

“When I found that they had come 
' without your knowledge and authority 

I refused to discuss Mrs. Ruthven’s 

condition, and the one who said his 

name was Hallam spoke rather per- 

cluding the Family Page, the Boys’ 

Page, and th? Girls’ Page as depart- 

ments, with eight splendid serials ° 

and 250 shorter stories, its accurate 

and impartial editorials, Science 

and Current Events, makes a vol- 

ume of matter that touches every 

genuine interest of the family. 

So carefully is it edited, so varied 

is its contents, that a family would 

be well supplied with entertaining 

fiction, up-to-date information and 

wholesome fun, if no other periodi- 

cal entered the home. 

If you are rot familiar with The 

Companion as it is to-day, let us 

send you sample copies containing 

chapters from Frank Lillie Pollock’s 

great Canadian serial, ‘“The Timber 

Treasure,”” and the Announcement 

for 1914. 

New subscribers who send $2.25 for 

the fifty-two issues of 1914 will re- 

ceive free the remaining issues of 

1913, and a copy of The Companion 

Practical Home Calendar in addi- 

tion. 

THE YOUTH’S COMPANION, 

144 Berkeley St., Boston, Wass. | 

New Subscriptions Received at this | 
Office. ; 

A WELL-KNOWN MAN 
Minard’s Liniment Co., Limited. 

Dear Sirs,—I can recommend your 

"INARD’'S LINIMENT for Rheuma- 

tism and Sprains, as I have used it 

for both with excellent results. 

Yours truly, 

T. B. LAVERS, 

St. John. 

The two greatest e pinsions cf the 

British Empire have talen place under 

Britain's two greatest Queen's, Elizabeth 

and Victoria. 

Be in earnest about your home. 

M see it bright, make it pretty. 

Touch it up with paint—Ramsay’s 

Paints. Be sure you us2 Ramsay's. | 

It goes so far. Ask abcut it, A. E. 

Jones will show you these paints in | 

many colors. 

emptorily and in a way that made me 

think he might be a lawyer. 

“They got nothing out of me, and 

they left when I made it plain that I 

had nothing to tell them. 

“l thought it best to let you know 

about this, though 1 personally cannot 

guess what it might mean.” 
Selwyn turned the page: 

“One other matter worries Miss 

Bond and myself. The revolver you 
sent us at my request has disappear- 
ed. We are nearly sure Mrs. Ruthven 

has it—you know she once dressed it 

as a doll, calling it her army doll—but 
now we can’t find it. She has hidden 

it somewhere—out of doors in the 

shrubbery, we think—and Miss Bond 

and 1 expect to secure it the next time 
she takes a fancy to have all her dolls 
out for a ‘lawn party.’ 

“Dr. Wesson says there is no danger 

of her doing any harm with it, but 
wants us to secure it at the first oppor- 
tanity.” 

He turned the last page. On the 

other side were merely the formula of 

leave taking and Miss Casson’s signa- 
ture. 

I'or awhile he stood in the center of 

the room, head bent, narrowing eyes 
fixed; then he folded the letter, pock- 

eted it and walked to the table where 
a directory lay. 

Ile found the name, Hallam, very 

easily—Thomas B. Hallam, lawyer, 

junior in the firm of Spencer, Boyd & 

Hallam. They were attorneys for Jack 

Ruthven. He knew that. 

Mallison he also foumd—Dr. James 

Mallison, who, it appeared, conducted 

some sort of private asylum on Long 

Island. What was Ruthven after? 

= Chapter 28 

UTHVEN was after his 
divorce. That was what 

it all meant. His first 
check on the long trail 

came with the stupefy- 
\ ing news of Gerald's 

\ runaway marriage to 

v ’ the young girl he was 
laying his own plans to marry sone 

day in the future, and at first the news 
staggered him, leaving him apparent!y 
no immediate incentive for securiug 

his freedom. 

But Ruthven instantly began to real- 

ize that what he had lost he might 

not have lost had he been free to 

shoulder aside the young fellow who 

had forestalled him. The chance had 

The Younget Set 
passeu—iunidl patucamir cage. DU 

he'd never again allow himself to be 

caught in a position where such a 

chaance could pass him by because he 

was not legally free to at least make 

the effort to seize it. 

Fear in his soul had kept him from 
lLlazoning his wife's infirmity to the 

world as cause for an action against 

lier, but he remembered Neergard’'s 

{impudent cruise with her on the Nio- 

brara, and he had temporarily settled 

ou that as a means to extort revenue, 

not intending such an action should 

ever come to trial. And then he 

learned that Neergard had gone to 

pieces. That was the second check. 

Ruthven needed money. He needed 

it because he meant to put the ocean 

hetween himself and Selwyn before 
commencing any suit, whatever ground 
he might choose for entering such a 

suit. He required capital on which to 
live abroad during the proceedings if 

that could be legally arranged. And 

meanwhile, preliminary to any plan of 

campaign, he desired to know where 

Ills wife was and what might be her 

actual physical and mental condition. 

Beit Ruthven was totally unprepared 
for the report brought bim by a pri- 

vate agency to the effect that Mrs. 

Iluthwven was apparently in perfect 

health, living in the country, main- 
taining a villa and staff of servants; 
that she might be seen driving a per- 

fectls appointed Cossack sleigh any 

‘ay with a groom on the rumble and a 

companion beside her; that she seem- 

ed to be perfeetly sane, healthy in 

hody and mind, comfortable, happy 
tnd enjoying life under the protection 

of a certain Captain Selwyn, who paid 

all her bills and at certain times was 

seen entering or leaving her house at 

Ldgewater, 

Excited, incredulous, but hoping for 

the worst, Ruthven had posted off to 

his attorneys. To them he naively 
confessed his desire to he rid of Alixe. 

Ile reported her miscenduct with Neer- 

gard—which he knew was a lie—her 

pretense of mental prostration, her dis. 
appearance and his last interview 

with Selwyn in the cird room. He 

also gave a vivid description eof that 
gentleman’s disgusting behavior and 
his threats of violence during that in- 

terview. 

To all of which his attorneys listen- 
ed very attentively, bade him have neo 

fear of his life, requested him to make 

scveral affidavits and leave the rest 
to them for the present. 

Which he did. without hearing from 

them until Mr. Hallam telegraphed 

him to come to Edgewater if he had 
nothing better to do. 

Mr. Hallam was a very busy, very 

sanguine, very impetuous young man, 
aud when he met Ruthven at the Edge- 

water station he told him promptly 
that he had the best case on earth; 

that he, Hallam, was going to New 
York on the next train, now almost 

due, and that Ruthven had better 
c¢rive over and see for himself how 
gayly his wife maintained her house- 
bold, for the Cossack sleigh, with its 
gray crimson tchug, had but just re- 
turned from the usual afternoon spin, 
and the young chatelaine of Willow 
\iilla was new on the snow covered 

lawn, romping with the coachman’s 
luge white wolfhound. Ruthven drove 

to the villa, 

There were clumps of evergreens 

about, tall cedars, a bit of bushy fore- 

land and a stretch of snow. And 

across this open space of snow a 
voung girl was moving, followed by a 
white weolfhound. Once she paused, 
hesitated, looked cautiously around 
her. Ruthven, hiding behind a bush, 
saw her thrust her arm into a low 

evergreen shrub and draw out a shin- 
ing object that glittered like glass. 

Then she started toward the house 

again. 

At first Ruthven thought she was his 

wife. Then he was not sure, and he 
cast his cigar away and followed, 
slinking forward among the ever- 
greens. But the youthful, fur clad 

figure kept straight on to the veranda 

of the house, and Ruthven, curious 

and determined to find out whether it 
was Alixe or not, left the seini-shelter 

of the evergreens and crossed the open 

space just as the woman's figure dis- 
appeared around an angle of the ve- 

anda. 

Vexed, determined not to returm 

without some defipite discovery, Ruth- 
ven stepped upon the veranda. Just 

around the angle of the porch he heard 

a door opening, and he hurried for- 
ward, impatient and absolutely un- 

afraid, anxious to get one good look at 

his wife and be off. : 

But when he turned the anzle of the 
porch there was no one there. Only an 

open door confronted Lim, with a big, 
mild eyed wolfhound standing in the 
doorway leoking steadily up at him. 

Ruthven glanced somewhat dubious- 

ly at the dog; then as the animal made 
no offensive movement he eraned his 

fleshy neck striving to see inside the 

house. 

He did see—nothing very much, only 

the same young girl, still in her furs, 
emerging from an mner room, her 
arms full of dolls. 

In his eagerness to see more Ruthven 

pushed past the great white dog, who 

withdrew his head disdainfully from 

the unceremonious contact, but quietly 
fellowed Ruthven into the house, 

standing beside him, watching him out 

of great, limpid, deerlike eyes. 
But Ruthven no longer heeded the 

dog. His amused and slightly sneer- 
ing gaze was fastened on the girl in 

furs who had entered what appeared 
to be a living room to the right and 

now, down on her knees beside a 

couch, smiling amd tulking confiden- 
tially and quite bappily to herself, was 
placing her dolls against the wall. 

Then the great white dog growled 
very low, and the girl in the fur jack- 

et Jooked around and up quickly. 

' the last excitement he could ever ves 

SH ————— 
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his pale eyes fixed on her, and she 
stared, sprang to her feet, still staring. | 
Then into her eyes leaped terror, the | 
living horror of recognition distorting 

ber face. And as she saw he meant 
to speak she recoiled, shrinking away, | 
tarning in her fright like a hunted 

thing. The strange doll in her hand | 
gifttered. It was a revolver wrapped | 
in a red rag. 
*“W-what’'s the matter?” he stam- 

mered, stepping | 

forward, fearful 
‘of the weapon 
she clutched. 

But at the 

sound of his voice 

she screamed, 

crept back clos- 

er against the 
wall, screamed 

again, pushing 

the shining muz- 
zle of the weap- 
on deep into her 

fur jacket above 
her breast, 
“F-for God’s 

sake,” he gasp- 

At the sound of his PE gat fire— 

- Sheclosed both 

eyes and pulled the trigger. Something 
knocked her flat against the wall, but 
she heard no sound of a report, and 

she pulled the trigger again and felt 

another blow. 
The second blow must have knocked 

her down, for she found herself rising 

to her knees, reaching for the table to 
aid her. But her hand was all red and 
slippery. She looked at it stupidly, 
fell forward, rose again, with the acrid 

smell of smoke choking her and her 
pretty fur jacket all soaked with the 
warm, wet stuff which now stained 
both hands. 

Then she got to her knees once more, 
groped in the rushing darkness and 
swayed forward, falling loosely and 

flat. And this time she did not try to 

rise. 

It was ber way. [It had alway« been 
her way out of trouble—the quickest, 
easiest escape from what she did not 
*hoose to endure. 

As for the man, thgy finally cou 
trived to drag the dog from him and 

lift him to the couch, where he luy 
twitching among the dolls for awhile 
then stopped twitching. 

Later in the night men came wit! 
lanterns, who carried him away. 

doctor said that there was the ee 

chance for partial recovery. But it wa 

ure 10 indulge in. 

INE days is the period of 

time allotted the human 

mind in which to won- 

der at anything. In 
New York the limit is 
much less. No tragedy 

can hold the boards as long as that 
where the bill must be renewed three 
times a day to hold even the passing 
attention of those who themselves are 

eternal understudies in the continuous 
netropolitan performance. 

As for Selwyn, a few people noticed 

his presence at the funeral. But even 
that episode was forgotten before he 
left the city six hours later under an 
invitation from Washington which ad- 
mitted of no delay on the seore of pri- 
vate business or of personal perplex- 

ity, for the summons was peremptory 

and his obedience so immediate that a 
telegram to Austin comprised and eon- 
cluded the entire ceremony of his leave 

taking. 
Later he wrote a great many letters 

to Eileen Erroll, not one of which he 

ever sent. But the formality of his si- 

lence was no mystery to her, and her 
response was silence as profound as 
the stillness in her soul. But deep into 
her young heart something new had 

been born. 

In April the armored ships left the 
southern drill ground and began to 

move northward. A destroyer took | 

Selwyn across to the great fortress in- 
side the Virginia capes and left him 
there. During his stay there was al- | 
most constant firing. Later he contin- 

ued northward as far as Washington, 
but it was not until June that he tele- 

graphed Austin: 

Government satisfied. 

New York. 

Austin, in his house, which was now 

dismantled for the summer, telephon- 

ed Nina at Silverside that he had been 

detained and might not be able to 

grace the festivities which were to 

consist of a neighborhood dinner to ! 

the younger set in honor of Mrs. Ger- 

ald. But he said nothing about Sel- 

wyn, and Nina did not suspect that (he ip 
her brother’s arrival in New York had 

anything to do with Austin’s detention. 
As Selwyn came leisurely up the 

front steps Austin, awaiting him fe- 

verishly, hastened to smooth the florid 

walked into the room, big hand ex- 

tended, large, bantering voice undis- 

turbed by the tremor of a welcome 

which filled his heart and came near 

filling his eyes: 

aly ?™ 

“Sure thing,” said Selwyn, laughing | 

in the crushing grasp of the big fist. 
“How are you, Austin? Everybody's 

tn the country, 1 suppose,” glancing 

around at the linen shreuded furni- 

ture. “How is Nina? And the kids? 

Good business? And Eileen?” 

“She's all right,” said Austin. “Gad! 

Appropriation | 
certain next session. Am on my way to ) 

| away as the child said distinctly: “I'll 

| the slightly bent bend 
, the splendor of her Lair, and the slow- 

jocose mask over his features and | 
| tinged with the hues of paradise. 

Sumner. vy pees your nggage: ova, | 

is it all here? Enough, 1 mean, for us | 
to catch a train for Silverside this | 

afternoon ?”’ 

“Has Nina any room for me?’ asked 

Selwyn. 

“Room! Certainly! I didn’t tell her 
you were coming, because if you 

hadn't the kids would have been hor- 

ribly disappointed. She and Eileen 

are giving a shindy for Gladys—that's 
Gerald's new acquisition, you know, 

So if you don’t mind butting into a 

baby show we'll run down. It's only 

the younger bunch from Hitherwood 

House and Brookminster. What do 

you say, Phil?” 

Selwyn said that he would go, hesi- 

tating before consenting. A curious 

feeling of age and grayness had sud- 

denly come over him, a hint of fatigue, 
of consciousness that much of life lay 

behind him. 
So Austin went to the telephone and 

called up his house at Silverside, say- 
ing that he’d be down that evening 
with a guest. 

Nina got the message just as she 

had arranged her tables, but woman is 

born to sorrow and heiress to all the 

unlooked for idiocies of man. 
“Dear,” she said to Eileen, the tears 

of uxorial vexation drying unshed in 

her pretty eyes, “Austin has thought 
fit to seize upon this moment to bring 

a man down to dinner. So if you are 

dressed would you kindly see that the 

tables are rearranged and then tele- 
phone somebody to fill in—two girls, 

vou know? The oldest Oraig girl might 

do for one. Beg her mother to let her 
come.” : 

“Whom is Austin bringing?’ Bileen 

asked. 
“He didn’t say. Can't you think of a 

second girl to get? Isn't it vexing? 

Of course there's nobody left—nobody 

ever fills in in the country. Do you 

know, I’ll be driven into letting Drina 
git up with us—for sheer lack of ma- 

terial. I suppose the little imp will 
have a fit if I suggest it and probably 
perish of indigestion tomorrow.” 
Eileen laughed, “Oh, Nina, do let 

Drina come this ence! It can’t hurt 

her.” 
And so it happened that, among the 

jolly throng which clustered around 
the little candle lighted tables in the 
dining room at Silverside, Drina, in 
ecstasy, curly hair just above the nape 

of her slim white neck and cheeks like 

pink fire, sat between Boots and a 
vacant chair reserved for her tardy 
fa ther. 

For Nina had waited as long as sho 
dared. Then Boots had been summoned 

to take in Drina and the youthful 
Craig girl, and, as there were to have 
been six at a table, at that particular 
table sat Boots decorously facing Ei- 
leen, with the two children om either 

hand and two empty chairs flanking 
Eileen. 
At dinner Drina and the younger 

Craig maiden also appeared to be bent 

upon self destruction, and Boots’ eyes 
opened wider and wider in sheer 
ainazement at the capacity of woman 
in embryo for rations sufficient to 
maintain a small garrison. 
“There’ll be a couple of reports,” he 

said to himself, with a shudder, “like 

Selwyn’s chaosite, and then there'll be 
no more Drina and Daisy. Hello!” 
He broke off, astonished. *“Well, upon 
my word of words! Phil Selwyn, or 

I'm a broker!” 
“Phil!” exelaimed Nima. 

tin, and you never told us!” 
“Train was late, as usual,” observed 

Austin, “Philip and 1 don’t mean to 
butt into this very grand funoction— 
Hello, Gerald! Hello, Gladys! Where's 
our obscure corner below the salt, 
Nina? Oh, over there!” 
Selwyn had already caught sight of 

the table destined for him. A deeper 
color crept across his brenzed face as 

he stepped forward, and his firm hand 
closed over the slim hand offered. 
For a moment neither spoke. She 

could not. He dared not. 

Then Drina caught his hands, and 
Eileen’s loosened in his clasp and fell 

“Oh, Aus- 

For a moment ncither #»Hoke. 

kiss you after dinner. It can't be done 

here, can it, Eileen?” 

Selwyn, beside Filecn, had ventured 
"on the formalities, his voice unsteady 

and net yet his own. 

Her loveliness had been a memory. 
He had supposed he realized it to him- 
| self, but the superh fresh beauty of 

dazed him. There was a 

strange new radiancy, a living bright- 
ress, to her that scemed alrwost unreal, 

Exquisitely unreal her voice, too, and 

crowned with 

ly raised eyes, two deep blue miracles 

“Are you remaining to smoke?” aske 

ed Eileen as Selwyn took her to the 

doorway after dinner “llecause if vou 

are not I'll wait for vou. 
“So you've stuck the poor old gov- 

ernment at last, have you? Toek 'em | 

all in—forts, fleet and the marine cav- | 

“On the lawn out there—farther out, 
in the starlight,” he whispered, his 

voice broke, “my darling” - 

She bent her head, 
before him, turned, looked back, 
answer i her eyes, her lips, in every 

limb, every line and contonr of her, ns 

' she stood a monient looking back. 

Austin and Boots wer» tating voln- 

bly when he returned to the tables now 

veiled in a fine hinze of aromatic smaoie, 

Gerald stuck close to Lim hapny, ex- 

her | 
i 

| 

other, 
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The Hand That Moves The 
Lever Saves 16 2-3 Per Cent. 

Coal Bill 

Here is the opportunity for the housewife to 
deal the high c st of living question a hard jolt 
without any effort on her part. 

The way is to make sure that her new range is 
controlled by a Gurney Economizer, which will 
save 1 ton of coal in every 6 burned in an ordinary 

The Economizer is to the stove what the con- 

every inch of the coals. 

ford.” 
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T trol lever is to the engine or automobile. 

control neither is efficient. 

These features are 

Without 

With the Gurney Eccnomizer it is possible to 
quickly-vary the heat of the oven. 
require different temperatures. The Economizer 
keeps this desired temperature absolutely uniform. 

Various foods 

It also means that when cooking is over, you 
may have a cool kitchen and still have your fire 
going — while you can have the fiercest heat in a 
few minutes by a slight pressure on the lever. 

If you possess a Gurney-Oxford your advantages 
are innumerable. The Divided Flue means heat 
for every hole on the stove. The New Special 
Grate guardsthe lowest fire, The Broiler exposes 

exclusively ‘“Gurney-Ox- 

It will furnish your kitchen handsomely — it 
will do your work adequately. 

Stoves and Ranges, Warm Air Furnaces. 

FEWER BROS. 

Woodstock, N. B. 

ooo acoaoe 

crteu, sSny vy turns. Uthers came up on 
every side—young, frank, confident fel- 

lows, nice in bearing, of good speech 
and manner. 

And outside waited their pretty part- 
ners of the younger set, gossiping in 
hall, on stairs and veranda in garru- 
lous bevies, all filmy silks and laces 

and bright eyed expectancy. 
The long windows were open to the 

veranda. Selwyn, with his arm through 
Gerald’s, walked to the railing and 
looked out across the fragrant starlit 

waste. And very far away they heard 

the sea intoning the hymn of the four 
winds. 

Then the elder man withdrew his 

arm and stood apart for awhile. A lit- 

tle later he descended to the lawn, 

crossed it and walked straight out to 

the waste. 
The song of the sea was rising now. 

In the strange little forest below, deep 

among the trees, clfin lights broke out 
—, 

across the unseen Briar Water, then 
vanished. He halted to listen. He 
looked long and steadily into the dark- 
ness around him. Suddenly he saw 
her—a pale blur in the dusk. 

“Is it you, Philip?” re 
She stood waiting as he came up | 

through the purple gloom of the moor- 

land, the stars’ brilliancy silvering her 

—waiting—yielding in pallid silence to 

his arms, crushed in them, looking into 

his eyes, dumb, wordless. 

Then slowly the pale sacrament 

changed as the wild rese tint crept into 

her face, Her arms clung to his shoul- 

|ders, higher, tightened around his 
neck. And from her lips she gave into 

his keeping soul and body, guiltless as 

God gave it, to have and tv hold be- 

yond such incidents as death and the 
eternity that wo man clings te save in 

the arms of such as she. 

THE END. 
passing slowly | __ a nin 
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The winning of 
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ery bottle oi ‘“‘Putnam’s’’. Use no 

at all dealers. 
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gitsiness is Busnazs 

“PATRIOTS” OF 1911 NO LONGER 

AFRAID OF TRADE WITH 

STATES. 

During the election campai n of 

1911 the anti-reciprocity high taiiff 

fed interests bombared the Fnglish 

speaking people of Canada wi'h de- 

'clarations that if ‘‘the pact’ wcre 
‘ratified and Canada should trale 

more freely with her neighbors tae 

Dominion would be pried out of the 
Empire ard become a mere adjunct 

to the United States. Afi:r two 

years of the Borden Goverameit 

Canada imports three times & much 

from the States as from Greot Bri'- 

lain and exports almost as much 

‘south of the border as to thc Mot - 

‘er country. It is certain thal wi.h 

‘the great reduction of the Ai:ricun 

‘tariff Canada’s exports to the 

States will increase proportionatei,. 

Where now is the ‘‘committee of 

eighteen,” whose words and money 

were so much to the front in 19117 

Where is “British born’ Arthur 

Hawkes? Where do the Toronto 

World and News stand? The noisy 

‘Union Jack fever of two years ago 

‘has cooled. The noble eighteen are 

igilent as long as their own high 

protection is secure, while 

{their selling power to the Btates is 

increased. Arthur Hawkes has  be- 

come disgusted with the ‘“‘empty 

shell’”” Naval subterfuge of Mr. Bor- 

gen. The Toronto News and World 

arc demanding the abrogation of the 

Canadian dnty on wheat and flour so 

that Canadian wheat flour may 

eo free to the States. 

After such n somerscult perhaps he 

fore lone Vir. will ho offer- 

up the holes ii the 

used to be =, elo- 

quent about, will enlist 

Nantel, Coderrte, Pellet. 

est of the Naticnalists of 

i tariff 

and 

S3londin 

ing to patch 

, Union Jack he 

Lour- 

and 

1he 

and 

Tory Alliance into suppo.. of a 

Naval policy which will inclu Can- 

adian ships, manned by Ca -dians 

and controlled by the Canadian Gov- 

the I..perial ernment, ag part of 

joavy 
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