Don’t
wasle fimes in
erperimenting,
Thirty Years'
unbeaten and increas-
ing Succeas is the
best proof of the claim of

ldge:

> fung Tonie

.!o be the WORLD'SCURE
Jor Coughs, Colds,
Asthma, Broonchitis,
and other Throat and
Lung Troubles.

{tena brob:ained from
any Chamisisr Sisre,
and Barey Many

ROWLARD’S

KAI.YDOR

FOR r: SKIN

COOLING, SOOTHING, HEALING

sod Emvallieat ; Presecves the Skin,
ncals all eruptinns, aod Be-nulu:
the C texi mere eff

than any ethér preparatisn; re~
meves Freckies, Tan. Sunbare,
Redacss, Rougbhmess and all irrita-
tlon and is warranted barmleas.
Ask Stares and Chemists tor Row-
laad's Kalydor of &7, Hutton Gardes,

Landen.

BUTTER-SCOTCH

Is the most delicious sweet for
children, and the fa.\uunte
in England,

CALLARD & BOWSER'S
Butter-Scotch - -

Is beyond criticisin
Mothers give it their children,
because it is pare, and Medical Men

say it is gourishing.
Ask the Confectioner
for it, and mote the
braad, the “Thistle.”

O T PUNCH i‘:.'....T“";ﬂ‘éE";

iostant care for Indigestion, Cramp.

Clark-s Warld Famed Rlood Mixture —
“The must =earching Biessd Cleanser 1hat
swiense and melical «kill have brought e

lught.”  Suff-rers from Serofuls, Scurvey,
Fosema, Bad Eegx Skban and Hlowd Dis-
easew, Pimples, aud Borva of auy kind are

soliclted (0 give It a1 trigl w test iz value.
Thuusaiubs of wouwlerful cares bave hesn
vllacted By JL Seil everywhere, Beware
wl w-‘r!hl-_'sskln_:lli(ion’s aud substitutes.

Mosquitoes EEEEEE|

AVOid tre orasnce of Carbolie, 30 40
drats. ants wnd Jnany echer
inmcte. That 3 why the use of

CALVE RT'S
207 Carbolic Soap

has bean found such & protection agunst

thgw alacas (1 n powsrfuly mntieestq,
tes & ajady remdly sporee at n hot
et ..u nparie s delighsful breskmess

o Lhe wu
ao-d b; Tocad Cacmishs amd Stores.

T ¥ €. Cacvrnr & Co . Manchestor. End |
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CHAPTER NINC 1
RETTY'S SCHEME. ' -
HE next evening Betty opened hes
father's study door and peeped
in.

Her faee was all aglow, as
surely it had never b:en before,
and her heart was beating il it seewed

to set her Lhroat throbbirg.

For Betty had a “scheims"—a scheme
which had kept her awake hali through
the previous night, and mwade her by
turne distrait and gay in the day—to
Dot's bewilderment., -

At the sound of the opening of the
door Mr, Bruce raised hiz head, and
wazed, unzezingly. at the girl's face, His
brain was just bezinming to warm and
quicken with new thoughe:. and a sheet
of ink-wet paper was before him.

“Should 1 mlerrupt"’ asked - Betty,
wheedingty. - G

~Eh7" suid her iather * . -

1 =Could your worship grant me ien
minutes?™”

She came into tlie room and shut the
door.

“~o more. lhen said her father: “and
1'd rather have given ¥ou them at any
time during the dn' Wellrr

He lifted hiz eves from his sprawling
biack serawl. and saw her face. -

“Whut iz the matter? he asked in sur-
prise. for the shining light in the girls
face waz wonderiul. her glowing eves,
her tremulous mouth?
© #I—Fve sot a scheme. daddie” she
=aid. and she dide’t sit down, She just
began to ‘walk’ up and-dcwn the smail
room.

“If you throw cobd water on it
said. “vou'll kill me. Oh. father, there's
no cold water in the world, so don’s
look for any, -I've used it all up during
the seventeen years of my reirigerated

ife.” .
! “Poor littk lcnc[e"' sa'd her fdt?.ler.
smiling humorously.

“L want to g away frem home,” she
said f«u-rnhl\' "rlght away by myself.
T want to live in an attic up ten ﬁ]ghts
of stairs. where I can see mothing but
chimney tops and sky by day, and stars
and sky at night. Now Dot ia here—"
. A zudden thought came to her father.

“Surely not a qu\rrel the first day.”
he said.

Betty laughed. - B

I shouid think nof,” she =aid. “We're
far too polite! We're keeping the first
quarrel fur the fifth day. Xo. if Dt
had not coms home I was going to
slangliter mv Pegasns aml  become a
model Martha, 1 was going to ‘make
and mend, and do all the housewifery
Ahat best becomes 2 woman.” HBut, oh, I
hate it so—I hate it so. And I love my

Pregasu="
*“But, child. yen can keep him at home
in your room.” .

= And never rise on him. Never!™ said
the girl hotly. “It'a Betty, Hetty. all
day  long. There's no  peace” Ehe
clasped her Ymndz and faced her father.

“Aly life one long study in inter-
_ruptions.” she said, and her eves filled.
Ul rather lave a Timb or two off anl
bave done with it,” she said, speaking as
one who had several to spare. - “Hut
1l hourly sallng wway at mv tl'ouglns
—is—it"s positive agony.”’

No one could doubt ber. Her mob:le
face was working. her evea chining with
tears: she was suffering the agony even
“whilé shie =poke, B :

Her father threw dewm his pe' “Tle.
p-rr‘-;lps. better than anyvone in lhp uqrhl
could umlerstand her.

lie. ton, had yeazned for an aliie up
h-n flights nt ~taira, with' on!\ thue chim-
“ney pots amd” the star- world for comppny.
And he had beeh miven eight tumav ehil-
dien and a woatheeboard mltag!- »

TTHis prescnt ofwe I town waw Zthe

nearesl approach to lhr nttle nndﬂhe
ideal he had vet attained. - -
“} know™ ke sail *I Iuww. "But

how on earth can it be Jone? ¥ don't
want 10 blot out your stars. my child;
hut how can it be done? We must be
pracival, Betty!™

He tried to look so; threw back his
head and bent shoulders, and frowaned.
But of the two of them. Betty, though
more of an enthusiast, because younger,
was far wmore prnehml.

“Quite easily,”” she said cheerfullv.
“1  courss, ] know; for one thing. it
“an 5 money,™

she then told her father of her visit
1o lln “Times"” editor, and of her engage-
ment as letter-writer.

Mr. Bruce was as asionishel .as she
conld possibly have desired: and the sal-
ary vax in his eyes, as well as in Betiy's,
munificent.

“Forty-eight—practically fifiy ponmds
a year.” he said.

“Yes,” said Betty eagerly: “and that's
only one lettar & weck. 1 mighs be taken
on by New Zealand or Metbourps, T
shall try all the colonies, 1 could easily
wanage three letters a wesk—and then
pget time for iny stories. Tnm an attic all
things are possible.”’ -

Her father smiled,

“Te the young.” he said, “all things

are Tessible. Life looks just = golden
stairway. Betiy, to the lLighest Teaven
of all. And 1 suppoze, my child, it s—

or may be. We who've missed our foot-
ing BMame the stairway, and even doubt
tl.n Leaven™”

He stared before him with sad eves.
Flow e, too. had longed to climb—how
eager-hearted. warm -blooded he had been.
And now—now

“The desiré of the moth for ihe —f.ar"’
he muemurel.

Sowe of the glow. a very little, faded
from the girl’s bright face. Her father
noticed it at once. .

“(io on. my child,” he said. rousing
himzeli, *Climb. and climb. higher and
kigher. . . . I kEnow what you want
—vo't want your struggle. 1 won
stand in the way of your ten-storey-high
aitic. 1'll mke you a setiled allowance.
That's how = practical fatber should
talk. isn't it 17

“Nout a peany!™ said Betty firmly. “It
would spoil everything. father. . 1 am
practical. I've been into this dver aad
over.” 1 intend to be 3 self-suppoeting
voung woman. If I come to grief (and
no fear of that) I can come to you then
for an allowance. Let me have my flui-
ter, anyway.”

“Well, let me par rent.”

“Not a penny,” reileratod Betty.
a fraciion of a penpy!™ .

“Let me pay the —7

“Nobody rnd nothing” said the girl
firmls.

Her father considered, then a2 mew
thouzht came,

My dear.” he =said,
the world calls proper?
it's not.”

“Poch!” said Betty scornfully.
do I care for the world!™

“But we must consider it. Lock st
the thing. my child. You're seventeen,
arent you?! Now, can [ let you face
the world at seventeen., alomne? Cha-
perons. my child, though highly unplea-
sant shadows, are highly necessary

+Enppose,” said Beily, thoughtfully,
“ihat 1 got my aitic in some old lady’s
house. There are loads of old ladies—"

“With attics to let?”

“Yes,” said Betty, sioutly; “loads.
Y.oads who would be glad to let a room
for a trifte & week. An unfurnished
room. And if shes a- Jouely widow
lady,
how she would like to go to the “fumc-
tions' with me! Why, it would open up
life for her. TI'li put an adveriisement
in the paper. father, and 1 promise you,
i you den't approve of the old lady
and the attie, T’ llfnot _give up—but 111
try il vou do™

"}'rry well,” said Mr Bruce, smiling.
“we'll Jeave things like that. Rut,

“Not

“iz it. is it what
XNo, I'm sure

“What

ore cnld waler!™ said Reity.
"lco- it's lukewarm, How about Dot?

or_w dear little odd maid, think.

Is she able to do'at once what you have
been doing for years!™ .

“f really think sbe’s very good,™ said
Betty. “xhe's 50 tidy, and ahe’s & book-

_full “of recipes, and one of the mnple-

teat work-baskets I ever saw.”
“Etill—" said Mr Bruce.

_ *And she can earve poultry,”
Betty; “she’s taken lessons in it,”
“But we rarely have poultry.”

“Uh, 1 know. But it's & sign, isn't

said

it? xhe sounds so capable. She lus -
lot of hints on sick nursing-—"

“Ruf we are seldom ilL”

“I know. Bat if you are! I'm only

showing you that taking her all round
she is Tar more capable 1than 1. T only
know a few childish  ailments—sore
throat, toothache, #arache, and a0 on.
And when I carve a fowl, ¥ start at one
end of the table and before I've half
done I've travelled all vound—1 and the
fowl. and the dish. and my work-bazket
is alwavs hali full of children's trea-
sures, Uh, I'm sure Dot is far better
than 1™ ;

“For evervday life—and = rough girl
like Mary?®”

“Oh. yes. Dot knows the duties of
all  servants, butlers, ¢ooks, under-
honseinaids, nursery  hounzemaids—"

Ay Bruce's eves twinkled.

“Then she can manage cur staff,” he
=aid.

Retty lauzhed,

“Fm orly showing ¥ou,” she said,
axain, “how much Letter she is than [
am. XNow, I couldn’t set one of those
servanks their duties if my very life de-
od on it” .
Suppase vou and Dol talk over pros
and cuns” suggested Mr Bruce. “Hear
wlat =he has (o =a¥. We must ron:
sider her, lemember, she has come
home out of consideration to ws—haz
given up. I suspect. a very comfortable
home, to make u2 happls.. You must
consult Dot.™

“411 go now.™
“Youn're quite right.

thiz insiant.” zaid Betty.
faither. I should

tell Dot. Have 1 takén up very much
of your time? I believe I've bheen hore
hours.”

AMr Bruee gave a whimaical lock nt
hiz Mackly-written page-— .

“1 was renl]v in poed vein.™ he smd.
“Xow I'm all attics and old Ia(]it-a.
Betty., do you l.nnvr thist

“Making a mmk nf life and all Mts- rwr?s—
Rich In the ziory of my rising sun.
Lizhtly 1 vaulted up four pair of stairg
1n the bmre dars wheo I was fweniy-

ﬂht‘ -
Yes: ‘i a4 garret—let him kno"‘l
will;
There was myF bed. ln!l hard it was and
apeail;
My :\hlu ihere — apd -1 devipber still
Halt I.l lame coupler cbarcoaled oo the
waik."”

who

Well, never mind the rest. It's a cry
of one old and wears, who has done
precisels what you would do. Go to—
go to; and shut the door™

Betty dound Dot in the dining room,
sitting idly in front of the piana. her
hands sunk an ihe keys, just as she had
struck her last chord.

The children were alt in bed. Cyril
liad dizappeared with his books jo his
bedroon.  Mr Bruce was in his study,
and Betiy she had lost sight of.

Last nmight Dot had been treated as a
visitor. She had been talked to. listen-
ed to. She had played and sung. and
1he family circle had seemed drawn to-
mether, Rut to-might thev had all gl)nll
their own ways without her.

Even Naney, her worshipper. had
crept to bed. almost blinded with one
of her headaches. 'There was a little
weariness at Dot’s heart. Until to-day
& 50Tt of exaltation had buoyed her up.
Perhaps che felt something of a hero-
ine; perhapz she felt he was coming
to be a heunsehold angel. And now—
now where was she? Where was there
room for her in all the weatherbeard
cottage precimets? Who wanted her?
Who was there to belong to? Noi her
father, certainly. He seemed to actu-
ally vequire mo ome—umless i was
Betiy. Not Cyril. He zave her scant
attention, and turned to Betty in all
things. XNot Betiy?! .That strange,
eager-eved sizter, who seemed to walk
with her head in cloudland, and—

“Dot” raid Beity, in the doorway, “is
that ‘The Lost Chord™ or a song with-
out words, or——"'

*I wasn’t -thinking.” snul Dot. raising
Jer hands Imm lhe k!‘l‘h and ]Ea"lng thg
piano. Cr

“If You're mot guing io ‘do anytulng
particular”” ssid Hetty, “lrt us have a
litile talk. T have -mmellung 1 would
like 1o consnlt you over,™ .

Dot's face brightened 7 7 7



