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ACH FERY HOME 

Ing question. 

A bright cheery home makes cheer people 

Any furniture of the right sort helps to 

make a home a home. 

Let us get together on this house furnish- 
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Complete House 
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FIRE, LIFE ACCIDENT, AUTO 

AND GENERAD ANIMAL | 

.: INSURANCE :- 

M. BREWER 
LOWEST POSSIBLE RATES 

CLAIMS PROMPTLY PA(D 

OFFICE NEXT ABOVE GIBSON 

GROCERY, QUEEN STREET, 

PHONE 334-31 

cm 

UNDERTAKER 

REGENT STREET 

The best and most modern 
Funeral Equipment in the city 

; Is Conducung 

Undertaking 
Business 

610 QUEEN STREET 
Phone 26-11 

RESIDENCE 

Phone 448-11 

EDUCATIONAL 

PRINCIPAL. 

EON 

Full particulars furnished on appli- 

LE cation. Address 

W.J. Osborne, Principal 
Fredericton, N. B. 

JENTISTS 

DR. J. B. CROCKER 
DENTIST 

Office Kitchen Building 
Opposite Post Office 

Telephone Office 419-11. House §7-H) 

English Dentistry 
Dr. GERRARD 

Qualified by Collegiate Examination 

Office and Residence Se 

KING ST. - Opp. Boyles’ 
{ Phone 574 Fredericton 

lw. J. IRVINE 
DENTAL SURGEON 

Opp. Soldiers’ Barracks 

and next donr to Bank of N. B. 
building. Queea Street. 

Office Hours—10a. mw. to | p 
m;2p.m.to5p.m 

PHONE 137--11 

Dr. Barbour 

DENTIST 

Inches Building 

or York and Queen Sts 
RE CP TE TS TS 7 TSS, 

J. Bacon Dickson, LL.B 
Attornev-at-law, Notary, et: 

| 548 Queen St. Opp. Officers (uarters, 

Fredericton, N. B.. 

‘Below the Standard. 
How do you Feel today? 

Not quite right? Energy a little be- 
low standard—mot strong enough to 
make much exertion? 
Nyal's Cod Liver Compound is what 

you need. 
Don’t get fIrightened about these 

words ‘‘Cod Liver.”” You'd never know 
it from the taste. ¢ 

It’s a real tonic containing Cod liv 
er extract, extract of malt, wild cher 

ry and hypophosites —a splendid 

combination. 

The cod liver extract builds you up 
—so does the extract of malt. The 
wild cherry soothes the bromical tract 
and the hypophosphites supply phos 

phorus to the nervous system—just 
the thing it needs. 
And the taste is pleasant. 

The price is one dollar. 

STAPLES PHARMACY 
Alonzo Staples, Prop. 

‘We make this confection 

a 3 

 plied-at-short notice. 
quick sellers 

- 

~ Crispette machine at our factory, 439 Charlotte Street, 

where visitors are invited to watch the process. Crispettes 
are made from the finest pop corn and are in great demand 

~ Grocers and confectioners in the city and country sup- 
Give us a trial orde-. 

The Enterprise Bottling Co. 

AH. Woods, Mgr. 

CC RRERCCSPCR 
IT TOUCHES THE SEL] 

People are talking about our Famous 

CRISPE TES 
They are most delicious and go to the right spot 

J 

in large quantities with our 

They are 

Factory ¢39 Le £t. 
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| 'the chair behind her. 

“TXen what aid you do?” "Enoch’s| 
face was full of hatred and defiance. 
His eyes flamed with the tumult of an 

animal at bay. ! 

“There was only one thing to do.” 

Zilla Paget lay back in the chair and 

smoothed the chinchilla of her muff 

caressingly. “Of course I brought it 

away with me, every scrap of it. You, 

would not have let such a valuable, 

asset into the hands of a dustman, 

would you? There are only two pages 

missing. Do you care to see it?” 

“Damn you, no! I have no wish to 

see it,” snarled Wentworth. 

“Any fool can tell at a glance it is 

a first draft. Merry must have written 

like mad. There is hardly a change 

in it. Except for my own role, every 

line stands almost as it was written.” 

Enoch suddenly leaned, forward in 
his chair. “You think you've got the 

strangle hold on me?” 

Miss Paget laughed triumphantly. 

‘The strangle hold!. You Americans 

| have such jolly strong words! That's 

great—the strangle hold.” 

She rpse and folded the pages of 

manuscript, put them in her bag, then 

she drew olf her coat and hung it on 

She lifted a 
gold case from the pocket, picked out 

a cigarette, and scratching©a match 

lit it, blowing a delicate ring of smoke 

across the rcom. It flitted into Went- 

worth's face. 

*“T alway. krew,” she bent over to 

drop a fleck of ashes on a tray. De- 

side her, “or rather I have guessed for 

a long time, that you did not write 

‘The House of Esterbrook.” 

“What gave you that impression?” 

“For one thing, everybody tells how 

you and Merry. were friends once— 

Castor and Pollux sort of guys, don't 

you know. You hate each other now. 

An owl could see that with its eyes 
shut.” 

“If you ever left the stage you sod 

make big meney in the detective busi- 

ness.” Enoch laughed harshly. 

“Perhaps,” she acceded. “Then 1 

have rehearsed too many plays not to 
know the author when I bump into 

him. I knew months ago that Merry 

wrote “The House,’ but I could not 

prove it. You haven't got it in you 

to do that sort of work.” 
“Thank you.” Enoch laughed un- 

steadily. 
“Here's the whole situation. If Miss 

Wentworth and you-do not fancy hov- 

ing me here as a—guest, no better 

word than that occurs to me now, 

‘Grant Oswaid might be interested; at 

least he might insist om paying the 

royalties to the—author. Or, I could 

get a fancy price for the story from a 

New York paper. I am ‘told they pay 

tremendously on this side for a rip- 

ping sensation. This would make one, 

don't you say so yourself?” 

“My God!” Enoch stared 

with desperate eyes. 
Miss Paget rose, mnpinned her hat 

and tossed it upon ‘the table. She 

stood surveying Wentworth with a 

gleam of amusement in her eyes. Then 

she crossed the room and leaned out 

at the window. “‘Hi, there, Cabby,” 

she called, “wake up. Bring in the 

rest of that luggage.” 

at her 

CHAPTER XIX. 

A Break in the ‘Waverly Place Home. 

“There is amother bit of baggage.” 

Dorcas ‘spoke to the cabman, who 

stcod beside a carriage in front of the 

Waverly Place house. He lifted Yit- 

tle Robin aud set him on a seat with 

a grip beside him. Dorcas paused with 

her hand on the carriage door. 

“Wait,” she ordered, as the man 

turned to go im the house; “here 

comes Jason with a valise. 

The cabman §ifted it from the hands 
cof the old negra and swung it up on 

the front scat. 

“Jason,” said 1hre ‘girl, beckoning to 

him as she ram ap ‘the steps of the 

house, The servant followed her. They 

stood under the dull gleam of a lamp 

in the vestibule. She laid her fingers 

cn the nob of the inside door and heid 

it as one does when #n fear of an in- 

truder. “Jason,” she repeated, “I 

want to talk with vea for a minute.” 
“Yes, Missy.” There was a tremor 

in the old negro's voice, 

Dorcas stood gazing at him steadily, 

although a quiver in her chin belied 

the bravery. 

“Jason, den't ask me again to take 

vox with me,” she pleaded. “If you do 

1 chall weaken. I do not know whero 

I am going myself, + I have nowhere 

to take you. I shall miss you terribly, 

you understand that. But you must 

stay shore and Jook after Enoch and 

tha 'hov end everything. Ycu arg 

pecded here us you never were xl your 

life Nhofere.” 
“Tot dn Tard es take me wid yo' 

¥fisegy. I'll sleep ywhar. A ccrner 

1:4 edllar ‘11 (do fn ane 

story you have told abo: 1 

leaving ycu ch 

me? Sometimes I think of tha 

You wheeled mother cut on the 

to care 

piazz: 
where the locust trees were in bloom, 

and I almost believe that you did not 

tell me, but that I remember it my- 

self.” 

“Yes, honey.” The tears rolled down 

the negro's wrinkled face. “She called 

to Lucy to bring yo' out. Yo’ wan't 

nuffin but er little pink face en two 

doubled-up fists dat wan't ez big ez a 

cotton blossom.” 

The old man paused to wipe his 

eyes with a red bandanna handker- 

chief. 

“And she said?” continued Dorcas. 

The girl was trying to smile. 

“She said, ‘Promise me, 

long ez yo’ lives, to care fo’ my baby, 

my sweet little gal baby, she'll never 

remember she saw her mother. Take 

care ob her, Jason, ez if de Lawd his- 

self had gib her in yo’ charge.” I 

promised, honey,” the husky voice 

died away in a cob; “I called de Lawd 

to witness right thar dat I'd look out 

Jason, ez 

fo' yo’ all my life, ez well ez an ol 

darky could do.” 

“You have done it, Uncle Jason.” 

Dorcas tock the sooty hand between 

her palms. “If mother could know 

how faithfully you have filled your 

promise—and somehow I feel, Uncle 

Jason, that she does know—she would 

say that you have the whitest soul God 

ever put into a black body.” 

“Oh Lawdy, Missy, can't I come wid 

yo’? 1 don’ need no money. Yo’ 

needn't pay fo’ me anywbar—" 

“Jason, you blessed old saint, it isn't 

money I am considering. I bave plenty 

of money. Mother left Enoch in your 

care as much as she did me. You 

have told me that.” 

The negro bowed his head solemnly. 

“Won't you stay with him?” 

Jason pointed to the inner door of 

the vestibule. “Honey, what's a-goin’ 

to happen? Do yo' reckon dat Marse 

Enoch’s a-goin’ to marry dat—pus- 

son?” 
“Jason, 1 don't know. 

jmust stay here.” 
hr 510 a The old servant spoke 

Only you 

in darkness when he tapped at the 

door. 
Andrew seated himself in a shadcwy 

corner beside the window. A glimmer 

of light from a street lamp fell upon 

the girl's face. In her eyes was an 

appealing loneliness which he had 

never seen befcre, : 

“Miss Dorcas,” he began with grave 

gentleness, “what can I do for you? 

You krow me fairly well. There is 

nothing heroic about me. I doubt if 

I could fight a duel. It makes me 

shiver even to touch a pistol—but I 

am ready to stand un to be shot at it 

it will make things easier for you.” 

“I believe you would,” said Dorcas 

with an unsteady laugh. 

“I swear I would,” he assured her 

with simple gravity. The ‘girl felt 

deeply moved. 

“There will not be any shooting, and 

I don't know exactly what you can do 

for me. I don’t even know what to 

ask you to do. I thought of turning 

to Mr. Oswald at first. I didn’t. I felt 

I could come to you more easily.” 

“Thank you for saying that.” An 

eager happiness flushed into the man's 

face which seemed to warm each fea- 

ture beneath the surface. 

Dorcas stood before him trembling 

and irresolute. “It is so hard—loving 

my brother as I do—to sit in judgment 

on him or to discuss him, even with 

you. You love Enoch, or rather—you 

did once?” she asked quickly. 

Merry nodded. 

“Since things went wrong between 

you,” Dorcas hesitated for a moment, 

“cince that time he has changed; you 

cannot realize how he has changed. 

Still, we were together and alone, and 

I kept thinking that the old happy 

days would come back.” 

She stopped short and Merry's 

brows wrinkled into lines of perplex- 

ity. What has happened? What can 

1 do to help you?” 

“Yesterday,” began hurriedly 

“when I went home after the matine 

Jason stood waiting in the vest 

for me.” He did not say a word, 

I knew that something had happened 

I pushed him aside and ran upstairs 

I could thimk of nothing but that 

Enoch had beea taken ill. As I passed 

the hall raek I noticed the queer um- 

brella Miss Paget carries. It has a 

tiger's head for a handle—you remem- 

ber it? Evea in my anxiety I thought 

how strange it should be there. When 

1 reached the library she sat beside 

the fire, reading a magazine.” 

“Where was Enoch?” 

“Im his little study, with the door 

locked. He came cut when she begun 

to talk to me.” 

“What did she want?” 

“Andrew,” the tears sprang to the 

girl's eyes, “that woman has c8me to 

live in our home." 

“To—live—in—your—home!” Mer- 

ry's voice had an incredulous tone in 

it. “ICnoch has not—married Zilla 

Paget?” 

“l do not know. I cannot under- 

stand. I think that Enoch hates her.” 

“Then why is she there?” 

“lI do not know.” 

“He didn't explain?” 

“No. He looked like a thunder- 

cloud. She talked. She said she had 

come to live in our house. Her clothes 

| were unpacked. She has taken the 

spare room. Her things, a lorgnette, 

and a scarf and gloves were scattered 

about the library.” 

“Enoch must be—insane!” 

“Oh!” cried Dorcas. Sudden horroe 

flashed into her face. “Oh! you don’t 

think—that ?” 

“No. I'm a beast to have frightened 

you. It is not that. Enoch is as sane 

as you sre.” 

she 
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(To Be Continued.) 

itt Suggestions 
that will be appreciated 

Beautiful Neckwear, Vanity Bags, Coin Purses, Bead- 
ed Purses, Leather Hand Bags, Fancy Girdles, Fancy 
Scarfs, Back Combs, Side Combs, Baretts, Fancy Hair 

Bar Pins, Beauty Pins, Kid Gloves, Chiffon 
neck ruffs, beads, ties, boudoir caps, fancy ribbons, 
frillings, cuff links, fancy hat pins, fancy belts, fancy 
tea aprons, down quilts, handkerchiefs, fancy linens, 
mufflers, table cloths and napkins, piano draperies, 
cushion tops, kimona cloth, umbrellas, axminster rugs, 
viyella waist lengths, coatings, fancy linen towels, 
table linen, ladies’ dresses, ladies’ coats, ladies’ suits, 
misses’ ceats, children’s coats, ladies’ skirts, ladies’ 
underskirts, ladies” blouses, babies’ jackets, babies’ 
fur robes, ladies’ marabout furs and muffs, ladies’ 

kimonas, ladies’ rainceats, ladies’ sweaters. 

A. Murray & Co. 

dins, 

Pungs Sleighs 
A variety of styles and finishes 

See the new 

Foredoor Auto Sleigh 

Sleigh Robes, Fur Coats, Fur 

Lined Coats, Cloth Coats 

with Fur Collars, Ladies Neck 
Furs, etc. 

Prices Right 

Terms Reasonable 

J. Clark & Son Lid. 

Oysters! Oysters! Oysters! 
FRESH EVERY DAY 

AT 

WASHINGTON’S CAFE YORK 
STREET 

Co To Hawthorn’s 
for - 

. Tobaccos, Cigars, Cigarettes, Etc 

WH HAVE A WELL ASSORTED SBTOCE ON HAND 

J HF. HAWTHORN 

LOW PRICES TO THR TRADE. 

WE JOIN 

Efficency as to Plumbing, Steam, Hot 

Water and Warm Air Heating with Low 

charges in view of excellence, labor, pipe 

fittings and other materials and our skill in 

adopting them fo your domestic or business 

purposes. 
£9 

Glad to estimate on your work 

anytime, even if you don’t favor us with hreeer— 
HalCHARGE ARGES: 

* your next order. 

D. J. SHEA 

nr 

Metal 
Worker Phone 563 


