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Better Cakes=

FOAUSE Beaver Flour blends the light, delicate
B qualitfes of Ontario winter wheat with the
strength of Western hard wheat, it makes lighter,
whiter and mcre delicious cakes than any other
flour you can buy.
This blendinz makes Beaver Flour ideal for cakes,
pastry and bread.

e THE BEAVER MILLS, CHATﬁAM, ONT.

EAVER FLOOUR

Blend of the Best from East and West
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%, EXHIBITION WEEK

is a great time

To Have Your Auto Ignition
e Overhauled

also
FARM LIGHTING PLANT
“Qervice and Repairs”
“A" Visit Costs Nothing”

'PALMER - WATSON
ELECTRIC (CO.

256 Queen Street

146

R. Brow

mond Street
arlottetown

Fire, Life, Accident, Sickness and
Plate Glass Insurance at Lowest rate.
Agent at Summerside, Lloyd Lewis,
Good Strong Stock Companies.
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“T'HE LOVE
PENDULUNM”

BY MARION RUBINCAM

WIN'S MESSAGE
Chapter 34

Never before had I done 80 much
,r accomplished so little, as during
that mad, feverish, wasteful winter.
Ordinarily 1 had a great deal of
poise—that winter 1 ‘had almost
no‘l\lf.ﬂrst I went about because my
\unt wanted me to, then I begar)
vanting hourly distraction. At
(irat 1 felt it my duty to please my
nnt and my father, since they
yere giving me h very generous

\come. To sure, it was my own

+am either my aunt or my father
Lt myself. Yet I felt dependent
1 bound to please for that rea-
oason—though all the time the
money meant little to me.
Part of it was reaction from the
arrowness of the little town, too.
“They were sO self-satistied, B8C
nug, SO sure their way was the
{ouly right one,” I told Colin one
‘1.v And Colin mnodded, slowly
nnifing away at his cigarette,
" 'S0 I plunged in to every frivol:
ty the city offered—and the city
cred many distractions. No one
v mentioned. Win me.
| myoryone semed to have forgotten
| 1;im but me. Aunt Harriet now and
{lion referred to my “late unfortun
ate - affair,” and father once . Té
narked that he had seen Win on
the street.
From mother Taylor, who now
vrote me faithfully, I heard only
1t Win was still in the apart-
~nt we used to have together,
that he was “doing very well,” and
3"!.’1( he wrote her about once in
| two months, In spite of her devo
; cn, she managed to get « along
v well without him, she = was
bhusy running several “worthy
»s” at home. .
So T went everywhere I could.
uncheon, teas, dinners, theatres,
Week end parties for skatine
were the rage now, and  summer
honses were opened for winter
.nests. My aunt approved of a
\arvellous skating costume of blue
and white wool that I bought, and
had at ‘lot of expensive pictures
f me taken in it. These went
ahout, with the  usual = “social
notes.” I wondered whether Win
:-aw them? The pictures were very
flattering, so I hoped he had.
Meantime I made myself very
charming to Nardonski, having
found out that Gwendolyn wished
to keep him in her crowd. Mean
time I helped my aunt in her gent-
le and clever little game of “gett
ng Gwen out of things.” She was
o successful that at the end of
ihe winter no one saw that lady
xcept at large parties—or about
town “with people one wouldn't
inow,” as my snobbish aunt put
it

Several times I saw Gwen when
[ was dining out, I always saw
her in the audience at the big con-
corts, though no longer in the box
where Nardonski- bowed to her.
‘he was an extraordinary figure
hat drew everyone’'s eyes. This
winter she affected black, and

¢nt everywhere, in a time when
bort skirts and youthful  styles

¢ worn, in long, clinging trail
ni+ gowns of velvet and fur and
1hin,

I began to lose my dislike of
wr. I began to admire her rich
hair in its eccentric fashion, and
hor curious, cat-like eyes.

Then came Win's message, and
then more rumors, and once again
i hated her with! all the strength
[ had

i1is letier, in his strange but so
vmiliar handwriting, fairly leap
« out at me from the morning's

of mail. I tore it open with
ubling fingers, my breakfast

gotten, the other letters
ioglected.

“My dear Connie,”” be. began,
‘You seen to be the most popular
voung woman in New York, judg-
ing by the publicity you receive.
You used to say you huted that,
you quarreled with me violently
once because I wanted you to send
your picture to a magazine. I

ilo
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"|A Letter from Mrs. Smith Tells

How Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound Helped Her

Trenton, Ont.—‘‘I am writing to
you in regard to Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Com-
d. Iwould not
without it. - I
have taken it be-
fore each of m
children were bo;
and afterwards,
and find it a great
help. Before my
firstbabywasborn
had shortness of
breath and ring-
Vi ing in my 1
— felt as if I would
naver pull through, Omdl{lfriend
of my husband told him what the Veg-
etable Compound had done for hi
wife and advised him to take a bottle
home for me. After the fourth bottle
Iwas a different woman. I have four
children now, and 1 always find the
Vegetable Compound a great help as
it seems to make confinement easier.
I recommend lttomg ,"~Mrs.
FrED H.SmiTH,JohnSt.,Trenton, Ont.

Lydia E. Pinkham’sVegetable Com-
pound is an excellent medicine for ex-
ctant m rs, and should be taken
ng the entire period. Ithasa gen-
eral effect to strengthen and tone uf
I ery redpect sifectoally a8 patire
every e a8 na
intended. ousands of women tes-

tify to this fact.

«'I;I' :oneulcd'.' Reduces unnatural
color corrects greasy g
ly antiseptic, White-Flesh-Rachel.
. Send 10c for Trial Size
FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, Montreal

Gouraud's

Oriental Cream

meet you now on every = news
stand|

“] have been thinking that, as
syou are so popular, you might
tind it inconvenient to be tied to
me. If you want an entire separa
tion, I shall do everything I can—"

1 don’t think I ever finished

.| :hat letter. After all these months,

Winthrop could still reach across
the space between us and hurt
me in a letter as he had so often
hurt me in speech.

The rest of the letters stayed
there until night. After I had
-otten over the first sick pain .o!
it. T dressed and went to my aunt's.
I had to go to someone, and she
would know whatever gossip was
ihout,

1 showed her the letter.

“What have you heard
Win? Why should he
write me like this?”

Aunt Harriet suddenly soften-
\d, and grew sweeter and more
tovable than I had ever seen her.

“I suppose you had better kuow.
\ friend of Nedda's heard that he
wants to marry Gwen. I thought.
vou know, that she would drop
him as she drops all these chaps
she grows enthusiastic about. But
‘he hangs on to him—though I
haven't seen them together for ‘a
ong time. Win has a great deal of
charm—she may really like him—"

“But.a separation—a—"

“Well, why not?” asked
farriet calmly.

“I couldn’t bear it,” I said, and
hurst suddenly into hysterical
ears..

But I was ashamed of showing
my feelings, so I controlled myself
1s soon as possible.

“Now, don't go and call up that
little Colin—" she said as I left.

But that was my only refuge. I
1eeded Colin’s gympathy and
itrength as I had never needed
winything before.

about
suddenly

aunt

HEART BALM
Chapter 85

Bnut 1 did not call up Colin, Per-
saps if T had been perfectly calm
:nd logical I would have gone to
my own place and telephoned him.
But an empty taxi was passing when
T left my aunt’s house, and I
hailed it and mechanically gave
Colin's address. It was mnot  yet
noon and I knew as Colin spent his
mernings working he would be in.

His housekeeper ushered mea in-
to.a tiny reception room, and said
the would send “Mr, MacReady'
in to me in a moment. Bvidently
she took me for a ‘client who
wanted to-arrange for a portrait
While she was gone I started about
me in surprise, wondering for a
moment whether 1 was in the right
nlace. I was so absorbed with my
own affairs that I had the curious
feeling that everything outside my-
jelf was unreal. Every woman who
has been through a sudden sorrow
or crisis must know this feeling.

Then- I remembered that Colin
had done over his apartment. He
was making quite a good- income
Now, but instead of moving into
\ more pretentious place, he had
kept his old apartment and had
it done over in a beautiful fash-
jon.

He came hurrying in, with roll-
ed up sleeves and old = working
clothes, his hands covered  with
naint.

“Sorry to have kept you,” he
ipologized. “I've been cleaning off
an old canvas. What is it, Connic?
You look rather badly.”

“All right, come back into my
workship,” Colin never called his
studio anything but his “work-
hop.” “Do. you llke my grand
reception room? Done ‘for my
millionaire clients. You look
lovely against that black velvet
hanging Connie, especially with
your pale skin. Shall I do you a
portrait?"’

“No,” I said abruptly. “Whera's
the workshop."”

He led the way to a small room
with a north window. I had been
in his place before when he gave
little parties, but never in this tiny
studio. It was littered with can-
vases and paiats, with odd stools
and chairs and pieces of lovely
old brocades and velvets for back-
grounds. It looked more like a
Fl:gtographer's studio taan an art-
BU'S,

I held out the lette

andshe read it. S
“So that accounts for the try
face,” he remarked, calmly t:ilrc.
ing I:he letter into bits.

“Reason enough!
shall T o o oM
“‘Oh, answer it, I suppose. It
:‘svunl { hthlngI with let,t)el's—lttos 2::

er them. I thin| i
R k we'll have some
“Lunch! I don’t want to eat!”
m;l do.b'rlllxen we'll answer ‘I,ta.'t" He
g a bell and
bl the  housekeeper
“I think we'll keep Mrs,
for luncheon,” he said. "Sh;l‘a‘zlo';
feeling well ), i

4 ,» 80 we'll have a lot of
:grtn coltfet:.hl think we might have
e of at
et consomne you make
The woman nodded and
away.
“You take it calmly enough,”
bu:st out. “Congomne and c?)l;iee!

Nothing,” said Colin caimly,
Connie my ' dear, you are slwayé
trying to make a tragedy out of
life. You are always on the edge of
:;r:.nd"ollmul. The climax never

you learn
it. Now Then—" - FIO0T. G
He stood staring ht me 4
ment. I was on the edge ot.n:nr:.

what

went

ous tears again.
“I wish you would do me a fa-

4 andhe looked thoroughly tired out.

and sit-1ihAL ‘st with
B eatd mo.” he sald
nly. “Will" you? 1 want to
make a sketch for a figure in - &
group picture, and I have no
model for it.”

1'sat down as he asked. He went
to work industriously. I never knew
until afterward that he did it only
to distract me, to give me some-
thing else to thing about. The in
stinct in me to do.as I was asked
came up at once—the curious yieid,
ing quality that never said “no” to
Win, nor to my family. When the
housekeeper announced lunch, I
tound I was calm and ready to eat
it.

After lunch be began:

“Win doesn't want to get away
from you, as you think, He wauts
you to come back. But he—"

“If he wants me I'll go at once.”

“No, not yet—not if you are
wise. I know about this rumour
concerning Win and Gwen. I don't}
believe it—but I expected some
such letter as this. That's why I
asked you the other day whether
you had heard—"

“But it's evident he wants
get away."”

“No, it’s evident he wants to see
you. I'm more afraid of that than
that he wants to marry this other
woman. I'm afraid you will go as
soon as he asks you to come back.”

“1 will.” :

“And there make a mistake and
start all his trouble over again.
Let him wait and avant for a while
—then—""

“Do you really think he—is feel-
ing—that he likes me more?”

1 did not belfeve what -Colin
said. But when I left a few moments
later, I felt calm  again, and
quieted. Colin, his bulgy working
clothes making his figure uglier
than “ever, smiled a little goodbye
from the doorway.

to

AN ANSWER.
Chapter 86.

Was it really true?

What was behind ‘Winthrop's let-
ter? Did he want to be free—or
did he really think that I wanted
my freedom, since I d to be
going about 'in such a frivolous
manner? Or was this the begin-
ning of a reaction on his part?

Win never believed I could stay
away from him, or keep silent so
long. ' He was always sure of my
love, entirely too sure. Imade the
enormous mistake of giving him all
he wanted and more than he
wanted. It is a fault of my type
as I know mnow; 1 sacrificed every-
thing for my love of him, and found
my greatest pleasure in doing so.

Had he been another eort, that
would only have made us happier,
but his happened to be the type
that finds zest in the unattainable.
That was Gwen's great hold over
him, but I could not see it—I was
too jealous, too easily worried.
Gwen would be as charming to him
as anyone could be—but he had
only her friendship and that he
_shared with a great many other
[men. Gwen was always beyond his
{réach, always to be sought after,
never to he had.

And I did not realize this untily
tlong after. If I had, I would havei

profited by her example—and would
not Have been so jealous.

Colin made another illuminating
iremark that aftrenoon. He had
heen so busy when I interrupted
him at noon that he had sent me
away almost at once after luncheon,
promising to come late in the after-
noon to talk over the next step.
He did not come until nearly six,

“Ieaid I would not answer until
you came,” I began, “So I haven't.
Now what shall I say?”

1 went over to the big antique
desk, where paper and envelope
were ready.

“Not so fast,” Colin said. *“Con-
nie, when will you learn that noth-
ing is gained by hurry, everything
by deliberation in some cases? This
is ‘one of them.”

“I'must answer it now.”-

“All right. But—wait, don't fush
80, This is Wednesday, Dale it
Friday. Then give it to me and I'll
mail it Saturday and Win won’t get
it until Sunday.” uhsbe s

“But why?”

“Dear girl, how lacking you are
in the firet principles of feminine
arts! Keep him guessing, that's

I obediently dated the letter
ahead. 7 :

“Now, what sort of letter will
you write after my lecture on in-
difference?” $

I1'began to write and he tosmoke.
When he had finished his third
cigarette T handed him my very
brief reply.

“My dear Winthrop:

‘“The inconvenience and disagree-
ableness of getting a legal separ-
ation are so great that I would not
think of asking for it unless you

wanted fit.
“CONSTANCE.”
Colin laughed.

“That does very well. It says
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to drop.”
“What do you think he'll do?”

different.

my weakness, would have done.

ter boxes.

him,” he said. “As I told you,

early.”
“He’s . still

Colin began to laugh.

about:
at home or in any one place.”
. IColin 1lit another cigarette.

Win went along?”

then. It would be ideal.”
Colin shook his thead.

where you started,

Connie. No, don’t go back yet.”
Win—"

“Almost anything,” I amended,

"DRIFTING.
Chapter 87.

“Almost anything,"

this mad rush isn't living.”

two different things,”
“Wafit, Connie—he'll

ha‘?s you'll come around to his.”
Perhaps,” I answered.

He i8 ruining his health
his time, getting nowhere—"

ways right,” Cqlin answered.
fully.
been a nuisance to you.”
held out his hand.

I took: it, and we stood hand

hand for

ed at eacll other.

dropped my hand.
cigarette.
“That'’s
here,” I sald.

And why am I a blessing?”
ed, walking to the fireplace,
than you need.

like so much?"”

fully.

ymuld not

==
N

ight In

who knew perfectly well I was in
love with her and always had been,
(knew that, too, and told me I was
foolish, He sald the best thing al-
ways was to get away and forget—
and he was quite right. But you
see, I can advise you to be strong
and independent, and I cannot be so
myself,

“She promised to write, and she
did, and does still, though only at
long, irregular intervals. When I
don't hear for many months, I'm
apt to get the blues, wondering: if
anything has happened ‘to her.
When I do hear, I get the blues, be-
uu:e her létter brings things up

n." 7

“I'm 8o sorry,” I went up to him
and put my hand on his arm. “Have

heard?”

“No, but probably I shall soon.
It’s been six months since the last

|letter, so one must ocome along

soon. I'm too sentimental tonight,
Connie. The result of your affair,
mr firelight and the fact that I

ternoon.”

“Better come with me, and I'll
keep you,cheered up. I'm dining
with my aunt, 80 I can take you
along for dinmer. It's not a party.
Then we are going to the last act
of some plag—I don't know which,

nothing and leaves the matter up
to him, to make more definite, or

‘Colin' folded the letter, slipped it
into the envelope, sealed it and put
it in his pocket. He evidently did
not trust me enough to let me have
the letter to hold a few days and
mail, He was sure I would repent,
tear it up and write something quite

Colin was right—that’s what I, in

felt the thing was accomplished
when the letter went into Colin’s
pocket. It would have been.as hard
to get it back from him as to get
it out of one of.the little green let-

“I don't :think you'll hear from

sincerely believe he wants to make
up. But don’t do it—yet. It's too

going about with
Gwen—not always openly, though.
I've seen her alone sometimes—"

‘Do you think hespends all his
time running about town with her?”
‘‘With her, or someone else. Win
must' spend his leisure running
He can’t ever stay quietly

‘‘He'll probably get over that—
though I'll admit he's been at it for
some time. Would you still like to
g0 back to Wellsville to live, if

‘“I'd 1ike nothing better,” I eaid
promptly, “No one would gossip

“You see, you haven’t changed,
nither—you and Win are each just
Neither will
yield an inch. You mustlearn that
the great art of life js compromise,

“But I'll give up anything for

“Would you though?” He turned
around with a little cynical smile.

7 I 'repeated.
My ideal is a quiet life, with only

a few real friends, with time’ to
) | ness, set off
read, time to think, time to relax—|great udva(x)xtag'(] |.y f67 thoush of

“Win’s ideal and yours are still
Colin said

come around
fo your view in time, perhaps. Per-

! “But
Win's is wrong, and mine is right.

, wasting

‘‘One’s own point of view is al-

“And a blessing,” he said, and

in
moment, while we look-

“Your point of view agrees with
mine, at least,” I remarked, as he

He nodded, hunting for another

six sl[nce you've been
“Isn't that a lot?
You look badly, Colin. What is it?

“You're a blessing because yom
and your troubles keep me from
brooding over my own,” he answer-

“What troubles? You haven't any
family, and you have more money
I8 it the girl you

. Colin smiled at me, a little wist-

“Yes, in a way. You see, hefore
she married, I asked her please to
write to me now and then just so I
lose all track of her, Her
who {8 a fine chap, and

at the Marsdens, with all the sociai
lights out for it, and then—"

“Great heavens, you're already.up
to two a.m,” :

“No, only about one. Then a
fewv of us are going down to a funny
little restaurant where they have a
magician—sounds awful, but he's
really remarkable, they say. He

who you are in love with—it makes

the parties that go down.
I

ready jealous of—"
as bad as the rest of them.”

thing, and this sounds amusing.
1| The man is Russian, nad they say is

well.”
“What an awful combination.”
“Hp isn't always right though.
He told one chap he was in love
with some woman and gave her
name, and it happened to be the
chap’s own grandmother who died
when he was a year old.”
“Enough! You're chattering
worse than the silliest society but:
terfly of the season. I'll go home
and dress,and come for you in less
than an hour.”
“I'll be ready,” I promised.
I held out my hand.
“Compromise, Colin! = You just
told me the great art of life is in
compromige. I'll make a bargain,
I won't have the blues tonight, if
you won't.”
He shook my hand.
“Right! Now put on your most
frivolous frock.”
“Very frivolous! Blue sequins,
so 1 glitter like a peacock. You
can paint me in that against your
black velvet curtain, and I'll put on
white powder to gain a becoming
pallor, in case I look red cheeked
and healthy.”
The reaction was setting in. 1
wanted to laugh and dance and be
happy. I even sang a little while I
dressed and when I rang for Ellen
to fasten my gown she smiled a
little in approval of my good ap-
pearance.
1 was conscious
looked that evening.

how well I
1 was con-
scious that Colin, with his homeli-

1f I thought of
Win at” all that evening, I put the
thought of him out of my mind in-
stantly. s

DRIFTING FURTHER
Chapter 88

All that winter I went about as
hard as I could. I méver allowed
myself a moment's leisure, for if I
did, 1 dropped—mentally and phy-

“Now you are sarcastic, and not|sically. I caught my father’s trick
nice to me,” I answered reproach -
“But I can’t blame you, I've

of skimming the papers and maga-
zines, so-1 could talk with super-
ficial intelligence about the news of
the day. I had all the best of the
new books sent me, skimmed them,
and read reviews of them—and talk-
ed about them with great anima-
tion and very little real knowledge.
In cther words, I was becoming
exactly like all thesze other’ women,
My aunt, hearig me finish an
opinion on 2 mu:h discussed novel

tells you your name at once, and
most -awful mix-ups with some of
Billy
Trevor threatened to divorce his
wife when they went, because the
man named someone Billy was al-

“Connie, what rot! You're getting

“I know, but one has to be gome-

a ,Nihilist and has second sight as

MEN AND Ho

How closely related is m
more intelligent of the ani
in many of the ailments to v
are prone and the remedies
they answer. ’
octors and veterinarians
.times surprised tolearn of th
of their methods of handli
mients of ‘man and beast,

Sprains, burns, scalds, scra
many other minor injuries,
day ailments, too in men a:
take the same course, and bolh

| immediately to the same

Absorbine. Jr.

Absorbine was first disco:
very close student of the ho:
Young, and by him, devoted ti
Its very exceptional benefits
were promptly seized upor
human race and, in a miilde;
preparation is sold all over th
today as Absorbine Jr. It ifli
men, women and children eve;
a positive germicide—a ger
and a prompt and certain h
hurts. It is useful not' o
the purposes served by ordl
ments and embrocations,
mouth-wash and for anything
a germicide is needed. D
antil you need it. Get it in
today. $1.25 at your druggis|

“You see, it's as I sald.
she was tied up to that m
had mo ideas beyond runn
house and repeating his o
She might just as well ha

a suburban housewife! Nowgd
really developing some M
ence.” )
I smiled a little to mysel
opinion ‘I had delivered
much conviction was the

a ten minute's perusal of ate
of that novel. My intellige:
borrowed from  headline!
glances at magazine articld
repetition of other people.
Nevertheless, I was de¥p
one’ thing which neifher  ng¥
nor my father gues~cd,
a ‘certain independeunce O
Before, 1 had been a curiol
bination of weakness and sii!
ness, a very usual sort of o
tion. T
Father became restless du
winter and announced one
that he was off for Spain tl
that week.

“Wwant to come?” .

“No thanks,” I answered§8
ually as he had asked me.

“You've odd taste,” myRae
answered, looking at me cirgusly;
“Don’t you want to see anygigg o
the world?”

“Yes. But not now.”

He thought this over fo§d
ment.

“pll make 1t France, i
come. You wouldn't feel i
there, since you speak Freiel
well,” ;

“I wouldn't feel strange i
I just don't want to g0 awdy

He frowned a little, st@s
the smoke of his cigarettegigine
what was in his mind—thdiiar O
forelgn countries that had fagje
mother ‘o lonely and misergie at
homesick when.he took he

Both he and my mmt‘ watl i

tha'’ was Qut that week, remarked
to my father.
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