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nd you don't tip me «
“1 can't swim.”

I do I'll you or
you,” he answered
silly nothings these two young

rescne
* Uttered as they made the circuit
it long wood bordered mill pond!
t least was just tasting the first
illuslon of: love, and the glassy
€ of the water that reflected the
bending over it, the bunches of
flag growing here and there and
pcatiered patcheés of broad lily
with now and then a white bloe
made & most plcturesque back
d for the girl who sat In the
Her piquant face, shaded by
id sun hat, was fairer to his eyes
pny of the lllies she plucked, and
# drew one sleeve up a little to
for them the round arm and
ed hand she thrust into the wa-
poked tempting enough to kiss,
miller had shut the gate and gone
when they returned to the mill.
you know,” remarked Frank
they bad left the mill behind and
driving through a bit of woods,
I have anticipated this visit for
8?7 I know scarcely anything
the country, and it is all a reve-
to me. I've seen pictures of old
and ponds covered with lilies,
o painter can ever put the reality
anvas. Why, that great wheel,
ed with moss and churning away
a4y so steadily, with a willow
ng over it, is a poem in itself!"”
¢ mill was built over a hundred
i ago,” observed Alice, “and has
grinding away ever since, 1 love
eit it, for it takes me back to child-
and,” she added, a little sadly,
1akes me live over the happiest
of my lfe, when father used to
me with him everywhere he
iut the mill will never grind with
vuter that has passed,” ™
k, “and ‘the
b dead baclk
I wish I had been country born.
Ik I've mizzed countless pages of
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ilng to his companion,
rapidly falling in with
ity and—and its pretty sights?
"hose idea was it to pounce upon
hat way at school?" exclaimed Al-
suddenly, throwing off her retro-
ive mood and smiling again,
g it yours or Bert's?"

confess I coaxed Bert to do it.
had to take the train at 5§ o'clock
he morning and have coffee and
at the station for breakfast and
nd sandwiches for dinner.”

nd all to surprise one poor little
olma'am and break up her school,”
in Alice. *“Was it worth all that
vance?”

p to the present moment,” an-
¢ Frank, “I must honestly say
as. This drive and the mill I con-
i cheap at any price.”

don't mean this part of the sur-
o " gald Alice, blushing a little at
ypen admiration. And then in self
nse she added: “What has become
he Gypsy? Bert writes me that
two are planning trips in her al-
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he is still in winter quarters,” an-
ol Frank. “I've been too busy

¢ silly nothings these two young peo-
ple uttered!
iving law to do more than thiak
:-t‘, I've reformed, you know."
bice made no reply. The memeory
hat he had so evidentiy wished her
nfer regarding his reasons for this
departure came her in an in-
ht and brought a little wonderment
o the possible gutcome of It. Turn
ch way she would and propose
at topic she might, he seemed bound
@ It as 8 vebicle of his undisguised
tion. BShe had wished to con-
bim as 8 friepd, becar
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Do you know,"” he |

| peen a friend to her adored Grother
when that brother needed one, and
| while she had written him a dozen
| chatty letters which might be printed
for all the privacy they contained, she
had studionsly refrained from allow-
hit y infer even that she bhad any
| interest In his actions,

they arrived home Albert was

zza and Aunt Susan had sup-
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y the sylphlike picture

marked cheerfully as
her her brother,
tlhie is vours, and what can 1 do
aln yours
planned to take Frank to a
trout tomorrow morniog™ ' re-
sponded Albert, “and in the afternoon
you and he can hunt for mill ponds and
grottoes, if you like, or gather laurel.”

“And leave me alone all the fore-
noon?’ put in Alice. *“No, thank you.
1'm shut up for five days, and you can’t
get rid of me so easily. Why can't I
go too?”

“I'm agreeable,” replied her brother,
“only a trout brook is not nice walking
for a lady.”

“I'm aware of that,” she responded,
“and you two can go fishing, and I'll
hunt for laurel in the meantime. We
can take a basket of lunch with us and
make a day of it in the woods.” Then,
a8 a possible contingeney presented it-
self to her, she added: “Why not let
me lnvite my friend, Abby Miles, to go
for company? 8She and 1 can pick lau-
rel, and when you have caught all the
harmiess little trout you want we can
meet where we leave the wagon and
bhave a picunic.”

“That sults me,” said her brother,
and without walting for further dis-
cussion this diplomatie fairy in white
arose and remarked: “I'll got a shawl,
and then I'll trouble you, Mr. Nason,
to escort me over to Abby's. It's only
a few rods and I want you to meet
her. She's ever o nice.”

The plan as mapped by Alice was
carried out to the letter, and when the
two young men joined the girls at noon
they found a broad flat rock in the
woods had been covered with a table-
cloth and spread with a tempting meal.
The girls had gathered great bunches
of pink laurel, and a cluster of it deck-
ed the table. After dinner Alice insist-
ed that they visit the mill pond once
| more, and when they returned at night
’ with two haskets of trout and laurel

and pond lilies enough te stock a flower

stand the day was voted an eminent
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Frauk made one error, however, for
just bLefore they left the mill he slipped
away unobserved and, finding the mill-
er, put a bit of paper Into his hand
I with the remark, “Keep this to pay for
the boat,” and left him hurriedly.
When the old man made examination
be found be had a five dollar bill. To
surprizes of this kind he was not ac-
customed, and before noon the next day
there wasn't a man, woman or child in
Sandgate who had not heard of it

CHAPTER XVIIIL
AT evening Frank begged for
music, and Alice sung for two
long hours. When the concert
sy was ended Albert observed:
“If there's one song in the house that
you have not sung, Alice, 1 wish you
would sing it. I hate to have you

omit any.”

“I have only sung what I was asked
to,” she replied. “Is not that so, Mr.
Nason?"

“That true,” replied he boldly,
“and you have not sung one that I
wouldn't enjoy hearing again tonight.”

“Oh, I have enjoyed them all,” said
Albert, “only I thought you might have
missed one, and, as Frank remarked
coming home that he was hungry for
musiec, 1 wanted him satisfied.”

The next day they attended church,
only this time all three walked back
together, Alice was graclousness per-
sonified. All her jokes and smiles and
all her conversation were lavished
upon Frank. Several times Frank,
who intgitively felt she did not wish to
be left alone with him, started to ask
bher to take a walk that Sunday even-
ing, but each time his discretion pre-
valled. “If she is willing to listen to
any lovemaking, she has tact enough
to give me a chance,” he thought, “and
unless she is [ had better keep still.”
The evening was one to tempt
Cupid, for the moonlight fell checkered
through the half naked elms along the
roadway, and where here and there a
group of maples stood was a bit of
gshadow. The whippoorwills had just
returned to Sandgate, and over the
meadows scattered fireflies twinkled.
The houses slong the way to the vil-
lage were wide apart and the evening
air just right for a loitering walk. To
Frank, anxious to say a few words
that would further his hopes in the
direction of this bewitching girl, it
seemed a waste of good time not to
tuke advantage of the evening. It was
almost past and the lights im the
houses across the valley had long since
vanished when he obtained a little
consolation.

The charm of the evening had stilled
conversation, and neither had spoken
for a long tine when he said rather
disconsolately: “My anticlpated visit is
almost over. May I ask you to go in
and sing just one song for me, Misy
Page?”

“With pleasare,” she responded In
her sweetest tone; “what shall it be?”

“I will leavs that to your selection,”
he replied. |
4 Wiheut a word ghe led the way In
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she wanted, opened and spread the
music on the rack. .
It was “Ben Bolt.”

" She sang it in a minor key, and as
the opening words, “Oh, don't you re- |
member sweet Alice, Ben Balt,” floated )
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The first visit of Frank Nason to the |
Page home, hig sleighrides with Alice
and his appearance at church had
caused no end of comment. It v::i::.I
known that he had been a classmate of |
Albert and came from Boston, and lat-
er Aunt Susan vouchsafed the infor-
mation that she “guessed he came from
one o' the first families and that he ap-
peared right well behaved.”

It was all she really did know, for
both Alice and her brother were con-
siderate of her failings and knew it
was not safe to discuss their visitor in
her presence. The tempest of gossip
had not more than half quieted down
when it received a regular boom from
his second coming. The pupils of the
north end district school spread the

callers and that she had dismissed
school at once and gone on with the

She turned her now serious eyes toward
hiln.

stranger. Old Amos Cuartis, the miller,
told of their visit and, wonder upon
wonder, how the next day “her Lean”
had given him a five dollar bill “jest
fer lettin’ "em use a leaky old boat fer
an hour.”

The buxom Abby Miles had the best
and longest story to tell, and her
praise of Mr, Nason, how polite he was
and “how he couldn’t keep his eyes
ofi'n Alice all the afternoon,” was
whispered to every girl she knew. The
five dollar incident created the most
gossip, however. The miller had re-
marked that a “young feller who
threw money round that way must be
rich,” and that remark soon grew into
a story that Alice Page’s bean was
worth a million and that she was en-
gaged to him.

As might be expected, the subject of
all this gossip heard none of it until
the storm had reached alarming pro-
portions. Mrs. Mears was the first
one to tell the extent of the gossip.

“They tell me,” said that worthy
matron to Alice one Sunday after
chnreh, “that you ain't likely to teach
school after this summer.”

“And why not?’ answered Alice.
“Don't I give satisfaction?”

“Oh, 'tain’t that, I guess you can
imagine the reason, and I want to be
the first to congratulate you. They
tell me he's worth a pile ¢’ money, an’
he's sartinly well favored so far as
looks goes; but, then, ‘handsome is as
handsome does’ was allus my motto.”

Alice colored.

“Do you mean Mr. Nason, my broth-
er's friend?’ she said seriously.

“Why, who else would I mean? I've
heard that you was to be married this
fall and that he is worth a million.
They say he told Amos Curtis he was,
though I don't believe that. But any-
way, Amos says he gave him $5 ‘jest
fer usin’ his old boat that wa’n't worth
gplittin’ up fer kindlin's!"” )

“It's not true, not one word of it,”
exclaimed Alice angrily, “and if you
care for me one bit I wish you would
tell everybody I said so.”

S8he waited to hear no more, nor for
Aunt Susan, who had lingered to chat
with some one, but walked home hur-
riedly, as if to hide herself. Once in
the silent house she began to cool off.

“I won't believe he told Amos he was
worth a million,” she said to herself.
“He isn't so stupld as that. But I
am afrald the silly boy did give him

l well as Bert,” Alice thought, “and I
! am glad I Eept him at a distanece, jus:
. to pay him for being so silly with his

> | usnally bad a Sunday evening ¢

news of their teacher's unexpected |

$5, which has started all this gossip.”

When Aunt Susan eame in she fairly
pounced upon her, “Why haven't you
told me, auntie, about all this gossip
that's going the rounds regarding Mr.
Nason and myself? I know: you have
heard it.”

foolish to listen to em. I've heard it,
of course, but so long as it's no discred-
it to you, why, let it go into one ear and
out t'other, same as I do! Folks must
talk in this town, an’ what they're say-
in’ 'bout you ought to make you feel
proud—that a yousg feilow like bim

' got the thicker ETeW the tangle of

| thick to see anywhere, and after &

and werik mosey wanted (o collé

“It's all nonsense, Alice,” answered  afternocon sun began to seem about due

that lady rather sharply, “and you are |

Y

“He's got Aunt Susan on his side as

money.”

Late that afternoon Alice ealled upon
Abby Mlles and: talked about every-
thing except the subject she most want-
ed to talk about, and then Abby
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CHAPTER XIX.

RANK NASON had consoled
Lkimnself during the many
months of hard study with

: visions of a yaechting trip in
July and August, when perhaps in
some manner Alice Page could be in-
duced to come, with his mother and
sisters to chaperon her and her broth-
er and some other friends to complete
the party.

He had the Gypsy put in first class
shape and all her staterooms refur-
nished, and one in particular, which he
intended Alice should occupy, uphbol-
stered in blue. So well formed were
his plans that he timed the start so as
to utilize the July moon for the first
ten days and mapped out a trip taking
in all the Maine coast, spending a week
at Bar Harbor, and then a run up as
far as Nova Scotia,

He had described all the charms of
this trip to Alice and extended to her
the most urgent invitation. He bad
obtained her brother’s promise to sup-
plement it and also to make one of the
party, and he had persuaded his sister
Blanch to ald bim with his mother, but
he had met discouragement on all sides.
In the first place, Alice wrote it was
doubtful if she could go. It would be
2 delightful outing and one she would
enjoy, but it would mot be right to
leave Aunt Susan alone for so long, and
then, as her school did not close untll
the last of June, she would have no
time to get ready.

To cap the climax of Frank's discom-
fiture, when July came his mother an-
nounced that she had decided to go to
the mountains for the summer,

“It's no use, Bert,” he said to his
friend one evening. “I wanted your
sister to go to Maine with us and moth-
er and the girls and a few more to
make a party, but it's no go. I can't
induce your sister to join us, and it's
no use if she would, for mother has
determined to go to the mountains, and
that settles it. If you and I have any
guting on the yacht we must make up
a gander party.”

“That suits me just as well ag, and
in fact better than, the other plan,” re-
plied Albert consolingly. “If we have
a lot of ladies along we must dance at-
tendanece upon them, and if not we can
fish, smoke, play cards, sing or go to
sleep when we feel like it. I tell you,
Frank,” he continued, evidently desir-
ing to cheer up that young man, “girls
are all right as companions at home or
at balls and theaters, but on a yacht
they are in the way.”

A week afterward, and early one
bright morning, the Gypsy, with
skipper, crew and a party of eight
jolly young men on board, sailed out
of Boston and that night dropped
anchor under the lee of an island in
Casco bay. She remained there one
full day and the next ran to Booth-
bay and found shelter in a landlocked
cove forming part of the coast line
of Southport island. It was after din-
ner next day, and while the rest of
the party were either playing eards or
napping in hammocks under the awn-
ing, that Albert Page took one of the
boats, his pipe and sketchbook and
rowed down the coast a mile to an in-
let he had noticed the day before. The
outer point of this was_formed by a
bold cliff that he desized to sketch, and
pulling the boat wellS'up behind the
inner point, tying " painter to a
rock and taking ushions along,
bhe found a shady and sat down.
The sloping rock selected for a
seat was a little da but he thought
nothing of it, add lighting his pipe be-
gan sketching,

He worked for an hour putting the
weed draped rocks and long swells
that broke over them into his book,
and then, lulled perhaps by the monot-
onous rhythm of the ocean, lay back
on the cushions and fell asleep. The
next he knew he was awakened by a
cold sensation and found the tide had
risen until it wet his feet. Hastily
getting up, he took the cushions and
returned to where he had left the boat,
only to find it had disappeared. The
rising tide had lifted the boat and
painter frem the rocks, and it Was
nowhere to be seen.

“There must be some road back up
on the island” he thought, “that will
lead me near the cove where the
Gypsy is” and, still retaining the
cushions, he started to find it. But
he was a stranger to Southport island,
and the farther away from the sea he

serub spruce and briers. It was too

half hour of desperate scrambling the

east. He had long since dropped the
cushions, and finally, in sheer exhaus-
tion, he sat down on & rock to collect
himself. :

“It looks as though I'm billed to stay
here all night,” he thought as he noted
the lowering sun, “and nobody knpows
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gone ten rods ere he came to one, and
then be breathed easier.
were torn, his hands and face scerateh-
ed |-_\‘ briers,

was setfing in the east,
to think,

gone, and
crawl out of

&im. He

IHe sat Jdown
All sound of the ocean was
Hness that seemed to
the thicket was around

rested a few moments more
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sound of

lened At the =ight,
iplding up bis hand as 3
“LExcuse me,
to the man, who eyed
“but will you tell me where I am?”

“Waal” in a slow
drawl, “yve're on Southport island an’
'bout four miles from the jumpin’ off
place. Whar might ye be goin'? Ye
losked bushed. '

“I am,” answered Page, “and badly
bushed too. I lest my boat over back
here on the shore and have had a
cheerful time among the Mohawk
briers. I belong to a yacht that is
anchored in a cove of this island, I
can't tell where, and if you will take
me to her I'll pay you well.”

The man in the wagon laughed.

“Say, stranger,” he observed with a
chuckle, “you 'mind me o' the feller
that got full an’ wandered round for
a spell till he fetched up to a house
an’ sed to the man that cum to the
door, ‘If you will tell me who I am or
whar I am or whar I want ter go I'll
give ye a dollar.”"™

Page bad to langh in spite of his
plight, for the humorous twinkle in
the old man's eyes as he uttered his
Joke was infectious.
© “I'd like ter 'commeodate ye,” he add-
od, “but as I'm carryin’ Uncle Sam’s
mall an’ musat git home an’ tend the
light, an’ as ye don't know whar ye
want ter go, ye best jump In an’ go
down to Balnt’s Rest, whar I live, an’
in the mornin’ we'll try an’ hunt up
yer boat.”

It seemed the only thing to do, and
Albert availed himself of the chance.

“Can you tell the spot where you
found me?” he sald to the man as they
started on. “I'd like to go back there
tomorrow and find my cushions.”

“Waal,” was the answer, “as I've
druv over this road twice a day for
nigh on to thirty year, I'm tolerable
familiar with it.' My name's Terry,
an’ I'm keeper o’ the light at the Cape
an’ carry the malil to sorter piece out
on. Who might ye be?”

“My name's Page, and I'm from Bos-
ton, and a lawyer by profession,” re-
plied Albert.

Uncle Terry eyed him rather sharply.

“I wouldn't ’a’ took ye fer one,” he
said. “Ye look too honest. I ain't
much stuck on lawyers,” he added with
a clinckle, *“I've had ’'sperence with
One of 'em sold me a hole in the
ground onct, an’ it cost me the hull ¢
twenty years’ savin's! Ye'll ’scuse
vaa fer hein’ hinnt—it's my natur.”™

“Ob, I don't mind.,” responaea
bert “But you
indee us all by one rascal”
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Nervous Women

Their Sufferings Are Usually
Due to Uterine Disorders
Perhaps Unsuspected

A MEDICINE THAT CURES

. Can we dispute
the well - known
factthatAmerican
women Jdre ner-
vous ?

How oftendo we
hear the expres-
ion, ‘I am soner-
vous, it seems as if
I should fly; ” or,
“Don't speak to
me."” Little things
—rannoy you and
make you irritable; you ecan't sleep,
you are unable to quietly and calmly
perform your daily tasks or care for
your children.

The relation of the nerves and gen-
erative organs in women is so close
that nine-tenths of the nervous pros-
tration, nervous debility, the biues,
sleeplessness and nervous irritability
arise from some derangement of the

. which makes her a woman.
Fits of de jon or restlessness and
irritability. Spirits essily affected, so
that one minute she laughs, the next
minute weeps. Pain in the ovaries and
between the shoulders. Loss of voice;
nervous d ’ 3
at the ]m?;:op:oi;nﬂon. All this points
to nervous prostration. ;

Nothing will relieve this distressing
condition and prevent months of pros-
tration and sufferingso surely as
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.’

Mrs. M. E. Shotwell, of 103 Flam
Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y., w:ifxsmﬂd .

“ ot express the wonde
hnv: ::nn ienced by taking Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound. I suffered for
a long time with nervous prostration, back-
ache. headache, loss of appetite. [ could
not sieep and would waik the floor almost’

every ht.

¥ h%mreedoctom and got no better, and
life was a burden, I was advised to
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compo
and it has worked wonders for me.

*1 am a well woman, my nervousness is all
gone and my friends say I look ten years
younger.”

Will not the volumes of letters from
women made strongoby Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound convince
all women of its virtues? Surely you
cannot wish to remain sick aasd weak
and discouraged, exhausted each day,
when you can be as easily cured aa
other women.
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| call on me &t my office in
EARTON, VERMONT.

Reasonable Terms

Anyouoe wishing to bay or sell Real Estate
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splendid Contracts:

Life and Accident Contracts written by
The Travelers

Insurance Co.

Are Splendid Contracts.
about them.

P. L, WEBS AGENT,
Barton, Vt.

%

Grass Seed
Sanford Corn

the iy, We are olerieg
some good values.

Garden Seeds in Bulk
The best that can be bought. |

Bradley’s Fertilizers

The world’s best by every test.
New Patterns in Crockery
American Field Fence

For all purposes.

Granulated Sugar, Floyr
(Flour drops with wﬁ'x@.)

Salt,, (Worcester .

A tendency to ery |

TWOMBLY & COLT

Barton Landing,

The Babcock
Wagon

have the bestline in the county.

Can sell you a good wagon
for $36.00.

Field, Eclipse and Eureka Corn
Planter that will plant one or two
1ows. We have the improved
early Sarford Corn, gets ripe 15
days earlier than the common
Sanford Corn and larger growth.

F. S. Whitcher.
We Want bavings Acconnts

We want every young

man in this vicinity to
open a Savings account
with us.

We want every parent
in thé community to open
an account, either for
for - yourself or jyour
children. |
de-
‘posited  regularly will
amount to a comfortable

Small amounts,

sum before you realizs it.
Bring ONE DOLLAR
- OR MORE acd open an

account.

The Central Savings Bank
and Trust Co,

Barton Landing, Vit

J. G. TURNBULL, President.
C. D. FRENCH, Vice-Pres,

R. A. BEAN, Treasurer.

We have the King of the Corn .

Inquire

¢till takes tke leed. We never

zold as many as we have this year.
If you are thinking of getting".-i'a_;'.‘,.-__
wagon call and see our line.- Wo*é}

-




