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“Qh, Gertrude, won’t you help me 

peel these peaches? It's most train 

time, and supper isn't anywhere near 

ready.” 

The voice came with a pleasantly 

suggestive clink of dishes through the 

screen door to where Gertrude Wood- 

ford stood under a large elm. 

“I think the train is in,” she an- 

gwered, entering the cool, pleasant 

house in answer to her mother’s call. 

“For the land's sake!” Mrs. Wood- 

ford turned to her handmaid and gave 

an order with some asperity. Keeping 

summer boarders was really the one 

excitement of her dull life, eagerly 

looked forward to during the long win- 

ter months when her daughter pursued 

her musical career in the city and sha 

lived alone on the rugged Cape. 

“Small this year, aren’t they?” she 

gaid, watching her daughter's pretty 

bent Lead and .referring to the fruit. 

“Not more so than usual,” the girl 

laughed. 
“Well, I don’t care,” Mrs. Woodford 

declared. “Mr. Garst says he never 

tasted sweeter peaches, and as to Mr. 

Clifford”— 

“Who's trifling with my august ap- 

pellation?”’ called a gay voice as a 

young fellow swung himself on to the 

piazza, “Miss Woodford, I don't know 

which I shall devour first, you or the 

peaches, I'm so ravenous!” 

“I was just going to say that your 

appetite was all right anyhow,” Mrs. 

Woodford laughed. “Did your cousin 

come down with you?’ she added. 

“Yes, Garst got as far as the ham- 

mock and collapsed.” 

“Go and call him, Gertrude. 

is ready,” her mother said. 

The girl rose and went through the 

hall. Inside the door she paused, look- 

Supper 

ing with darkening eyes at the man 

who lay full length in the hammock. 

The slight clash of the screen-as she 

stepped outside caused him to turn. 

He sprang up at once and came toward 
clean shaven 

face and a figure singularly muscular 

in spite of the fact that he walked 

with a slight limp. 

“It is heavenly here after even a 
“I have just 

been thinking that the most marvel- 

.ous changes in our lives come when 

we least expect them. I wonder if 

“you know what this summer has been 

10 me?” 

He was looking gravely into her 
eyes, and the color mounted to her tem- 

‘ples. 
“Stephen, the fish is getting cold,” 

his cousin called impatiently, and Ger- 

trude went quickly into the house. 

In compliance with a previous prom- 

{se to Jack Clifford she went with him 

after supper to see the sunset from a 

hill near by. When they were seated 

on a bowlder watching the vast sweep 

of ocean and crimsoning sky she turn- 

ed suddenly to her companion. 

“YWhy is Mr. Garst lame?” she asked 

gently. Sa 

“Well, I suppose it won't do any 

harm to tell you,” Jack hesitated, 

“though we never speak of it when he 

is present. His leg was crushed in‘a 

railway accident trying to save the 

girl to whom he was engaged.” 

*Did he save her?” 

“Yes” 

“Then why were they not married?’ 

“0b, she threw him over for a man 

twice his age and the trifling adjunct 

of $3,000,000!” 

Gertrude Woodford drew ber breath 

sharply. 

“She tried to stuff it down Stephen’s 

throat that she was sacificing herself 

to save her father from financial ruin, 

and I think he believed her,” Jack 

went on. “Then she attempted a 

platonic correspondence with him aft- 

er ber marriage, but he would bave 

none of it. All the same I don't be- 
lieve he has ever quite forgotten her, 

Anyway, he could not do so now, even 

if he would.” 
“What do you mean?’ 

“Tor she is come, for she is here; 

as Jean Ingelow says in ‘The Letter 
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“Here?” 
“Yes, at the Ocean View. I saw her 

on the piazza tonight as I came up 

from the train. Iandsomer than ever, 

by Jove! Tall woman, with bronze 

Bronzed, you mean. I saw her ar- 

rive this morning,” Gertrude said e¢old- 

ly. 
“The man Very 

shufiled off this m 

leaving her cc 

old y considerately 

tal coil’ two years 

nplele mistress of 
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up here,” she said, 

‘Let us get back to the 

“How told it 

with a shiver, 
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JULY CLEARANCE SALE 
Is the Talk of this Community. 

have had this year, 
advertised. 
We provided She 
Clearance Sale will 

836 cash sales were recorded last Saturday. 
Our patrons were pleased. We 

Hundreds of people asked for extra pric 
A few more left. 

It was the biggest selling day we 

furnished the goods precisely as 
e lists to send 0 their friends. 

Please call or write for one. 

last all this month. The most seasonable goods are selling fast. 

Better call early and get your share. 

This big 
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EP 14c, Straw Matting mn to 

Helen to clear at 15¢. 
clea 

A FEW SPECIALS NOT MENTIONED IN OUR PRICE LIST: 

Japanese Matting. 

rat 10e: 18c. Straw Matting to clear at 12%. 92¢. Straw 

Ded 

23:29. 
money Pog) 

ort iers, 14 pairs left to clear &2.85. 
Fine Lace Curtains to clear $3.00 pair. 
et it’s worth, that's all. 

Shenille FPortiers. 

$4 50 Portiers, 6 pairs left to clear 
If you don’t buy here your 
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“ickler & Co. 
The People’s Clothiers, 

R¥ g RI FAV 

Hatters and Shoers. 
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A group from the summer hotels and 

cottages was standing near Mrs. Wood- 

ford's house watching the sunset when 

they descended. Gertrude would have 

passed on, but Jack Clifford detained 

her. Unwilling as she was, she had to 

submit to an introduction to Mrs. Ar- 

‘mitage, Stephen Garst's former fiancee. 

The latter turned to her at once, with 

a scrutinizing look. The girl was too 

pretty not to be dangerous. 

“1t is beautiful here in these late 

summer weeks,” she drawled. 

“J think it beautiful at all times, The 

Cape is my home,” Gertrude answered 

quietly. 
“Ivleed! Then you are a native. 1 

should hardly have thought it.” 

A faint color rose under the girl's 

skin at the supercilious tone. 

“Miss Woodford’s forefathers settled 

here over 200 years ago,” Garst broke 

in quietly. “1 believe her ancestors 

for six generations back are buried in 

the little cemetery at Plum Cove. Not 

many of us can go as far back as 

that.” 
Mrs. Armitage looked quickly from 

Garst to the girl beyond him. But 

Gertrude had left the group with her 

head held high. She wanted none of 

Garst’s vindication of her family. She 

had almost reached the house when he 

overtook her. 
“One moment,” he pleaded. “I want 

so much to speak to you tonight.” 

“1 am afraid I must ask you to ex- 

cuse me,” she said icily. 
Fad Garst known that the cold, di- 

rect look which she sent into his eyes 

was really the outcome of burning 
jealousy he would not have turned 

away with so heavy a heart. 
Jack Clifford had hard work to per- 

suade her to accompany them on the 

vachting party arranged for the next 

umiorning. 

“You forget that I am a ‘native. 

The summer people might object,” she 

said, with a bitter little smile, and 

Garst set his heel into the ground as 

he listened. 

When they reached the wharf Ger- 

trude turned to Jack Clifford. 
“01d Captain Lufkin is sick and can’t 

go, the boy tells me,” she said quickly. 

“I think we had better give up the 

0d 03s? 

“Miss Woodford” 
with mock reproach—“I am pained 
that you should thus undervalue my 

yac¢htsmanship. “Nothing but patriotic 

feeling prevented my offering my ex- 
pert services to Sir Thomas, Step on 

board the Widgeon, ladies, and fear 

nothing.” 

But fear entered Gertrude’s heart 

| 

—Jack looked at her | gi 

more than once when they had left 

the little harbor and she noted the 

darkening horizon. 
Mrs. Armitage was sitting near 

Garst, beautiful in her soft white flan- 

nel yachting suit. After half an hour’s 

sailing Gertrude crossed to where Jack 

Clifford sat at the helm, thus bringing 

herself on Garst's other side. 

“Do put back,” she whispered to 

Clifford. “We are going to have a 
squall, and a bad one.” 
After a critical glance at the sky 

Jack put the boat’s head around. But 

even as he did so a cold blast, which 

was the foreboding of coming ill, shiv- 

ered over them. Gertrude drew her 

breath hard. She alone knew what the 

twvind would be when it struck them. 

Suddenly as if she had received a 

mortal blow the Widgeon went over— 

over until her mainsail lay almost level 

on the water. With a horrible, hungry, 

suggestive hiss the sea rose over the 

combings of the hatchway. 

Too terrified to scream, the women 

held their breath, clinging for dear life 

to whatever they could hold on by. 

Mrs. Armitage flung herself on Garst's 

shoulder. 
“Stephen! Save me!” 

But in that moment when death 

seemed upon them he was not even 

aware of her presence. His arm went 

around the girl at his side and drew 

Ler close, his lips brushing her cheek, 

while her damp hair blew against his 

face. Gertrude scarcely cared whether 

it was life or death. 
Then she suddenly wrenched herself 

free and flung her weight upon the 

tiller, putting it hard to port, for Jack's 

amateur skill seemed to have deserted 
him. The Widgeon came round, shud- 

dering, into the wind and lay like a 
frichtened thing with flapping sails 

| while the squall raced by. 

+] think we owe our lives to you, 
Miss Woodford.” One of the women 

from the Ocean View approached Ger- 

trude when they were safely landed on 

the wharf, but Garst drew her aside. 

“Sweetheart!” Iis voice vibrated as 

he bent over her. 
Mrs, Armitage turned to look after 

ing an end of her bedraggled 

skirt. 

ell,” she said slowly, “for nerve 

ive me a native!” 

Native White Steck. 

TLe mortality in the colored popula- 
tion of ‘the ited States 1s ‘nearly 

hat ofilitite Siitte population. 

¢ stock has the advantage 

white stock at most ages 

COAL 
ALL KINDS. 

Barc and 

Soft Coal 

NOW IN STOCK. PRICES LOW 

P.FARRELI 
Telephone 52 
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D'S FAIR 
LOUIS. 

Travel via St. John and 

CANADIAN PACIFIC WABASH 

SHORT LINE 
DIRECT TO THE MAIN GATES 

GOOD HOTEL IN TBE GROUNDS 

THROUGH SLEEPERS 
St. John to Montreal, 
Montreal to St. Louis, = 

$2 50 
6.00 

Return Rates from St. John: 

$30.50 Ticket, Geod for 13 Days 
40.70 Ticket, Good for 60 Days 
48.80 Ticket, Good to Dec. 15,04 

Send for Descriptive Pamphlets and Time 
Tables 

CC. B.. FOSTER, 

D P.A., O.BR, ST: JOHN, N.B EE 

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY. 
COMMENCING JULY 4, 

No. 4 Express, leaving 8t. John 11.10, will 
make connection with 

CANADA'S NEW TRAIN 
THE 

“ OCEAN LIMITED” 
LEAVING MONCTON 14.40 
LEAVING MONTREAL 7.45 

Making connection with Grand Trunk Fag 
Train, 

‘INTERNATIONAL LIMITED’ 
¥OR 

TORONTO, BUFFALO, DETROIT, CHICAGO, ST. 
LoUIs, 

Only One Night on the Road for Ontario 
; Points. 

Tre THROUGH THE. vsusn 

Famed HMatapedia Valley in Daylight. 
July 4—a10i 

NOW IS THE TIME TO BUY 

Carleton Co. Oats, 

Ont. White Oats, 

Victor Feed, 

Feed Flour, / 

Corn Meal, 

Middlings, Bran 

Straw and Hay. 

Just unloaded one car Sydney 
and one car Cumberland Coal, 
excellent for Blacksmiths’ use. 

Also Caleined Plaster and Lime. 
x 

Fred. H. Everstt, 
Successor to J. Scott, Campbell 

Street. Tel Sie: P.O. Box 3 
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F. ST. JOHN BLISS, 
Barrister, Notary, ete, 

Offlces—Corner Carleton and Queen sts. 
Entrance Carleton street—Televhone 48 

COME TO US. 

Don’t send your Job Printing out of town 
We'll do it for you at the 

ERALD OFFICE 

i Ame Tivitations. 
arald Office 


