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OILLETT'S LYE 
EATS DIRT

CHAPTER V.
(Concluded.)

•'Take it all,” peremptorily.
“Ntr,” he said; “only the shilling. 

I’m not so poor as all that. And see 
here; I don't think 1 shall need to 
épend the shilling even.Lanyhow. 1 
mean to keep it until the last—until 
I’ve spent every other coin I’ve got. 
Yes; 1 intend to take care of this. 
Miss Nora. It shall be’ a little sou
venir."

“What's that?” she asked.
“Oh! a keepsake, a reminder. 

Whenever I look at, I shall remem
ber the Witches’ Caldron and Mis: 
Nora Trevanion. who wanted to give, 
me all hçr^jnoney.”

“You will not forget me?” she saiu 
In a low voice. “Are you sure’. 
When you get to London, into all the 
crowds of people and among the 
rows and rows of houses, you wili 
not be able to remember me and th« 
cottage.”

•“Ob, yes, I shall!” he- said. “See 
here.” • *» »

He took out his sportsman’s knife 
■with its innumcSrble blades, and 
opening the thick awl used for 
piercing leather, began to bore a 
hole' in the shilling.

“What are you doing?” she asked, 
bending down, and so closely to him 
that be could feel her breath on his 
cheek and a tress of her hair against 
his temple.

He looked up with his short laugh.
"I am going to make a hole in it 

and thread it on my watch-chain.

Her red, soft lips made a gesture 
of rejection.

“No; every one will see it, and— 
and will ask you where you got it and 
why you wear it, and you will have 
to tell them about this place; and 
you promised aunt and me that you

would not Don’t wear it there. 
Wait!" ,

She put her hand in her pocket and 
drew out a narrow red ribbon.

i’Thread it on this,", she said, with 
the • serious innocence and earnest
ness of a young child. “I keep it to 
tie up my hair when the wind blows 
too hard.”

“Then you’ll want It.” said Vane. 
"No, no," she insisted; "I can tie It 

up with string. It does not matter.”
“All right," said Vane, marveling 

at her innocence and ignorance of 
even the meaning of coquetry.

While he was putting the awl 
through the coin, she still bent over, 
watching him. A dreamy look came 
into her eyes, her whole expression 
softened, and unconsciously she be
gan to sing under her breath, just 
as a bird sings, from sheer happi
ness and delight in her life.

Vane listened in silence. He and 
she, the boat, the blue autumn sky, 
the waves, made an idyl, if they had 
only known it; but Vane did not 
know even the meaning of the word 
"idyl,” and she—ah, well, she did not 
know why she felt happier than ever 
she had felt in her life before; why 
something seemed to make music in 
her heart; why everything—the sea. 
the sky, the gulls that skimmed 
ibove them—had suddenly become sc 
iright and beautiful.

Vane looked up at last and met her 
;yes dwelling on him with a soft 
ireaminess; they lowered themselves 
rut not with shame.

“There,” he said, holding up the 
,-tddled shilling. “Done at last.” 

"Give it to me," she said ; and she 
aught it from his fingers. In doing 
o the coin fell.

TWO WOMEN 
SAVED FROM 

OPERATIONS
By Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege

table Compound—Their
Own StoriesHereTold.

Edmonton, Alberta, Can. — *• I think 
it is' no more than right for me to thank 
you for what your kind advice and Lydia 
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound have 
done for me.

“When I wrote to you some time ago I 
was a very sick woman suffering from 
female troubles. I had organic inflam
mation and could not stand or walk any 
distance. At last I was confined to my 
bed, and the doctor said ' I would have 
to go through an operation, but this I 
refused to do. A friend advised Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, and 
now, after using three bottles of it, I 
feel like a new woman. I most heartily 
recommend your medicine to all women 
whosufferwith female troubles. I have 
also taken Lydia E. Pinjtham’s Liver 
Pills, and think they are fine. I will 
never be without the medicine hi the 
house.”—Mrs. Frank Emsley, 903 Col
umbia Avenue, Edmonton, Alberta.

The Other Case.
r Beatrice, Neb.—“Just after my mar
riage my left side began to pain me and 
the pain got so severe at times that I 
suffered terribly with it I visited three 
doctors and each one wanted to operate 

s but I would not consent to an op
eration. I heard of the good Lydia E. 

ism's Vegetable Compound wss 
; for others and I used several bot- 

it with the result that I haven’t 
i bothered with my side since then, 

i good health and I have two little 
. B. CHILD, Beatrice, Neb.
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MADE BY 1HE VILLAGESi> IN BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.
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collection
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the Festival of Empire and Imperial Sets. Yokes. 

Exhibition, Crystal Palace. 1911. Stocks.
Plastrons.STOCK COLLAR. 35 cents (half)

up.
Five o'clock 

D'Oyleys. 
&c.. and 

everything
made In Lace. Yard Lace 
and insertion from .10a 
.20, .25 up to 82.50
per yd

Booklet entitled ** As 
Interacting Heme Indus
try,M illustrating over 
100 designs of Pillow 
Lare, post free to any
fiart of world. The 
•tce-makers arc very 

glad of any orders, 
however small.

BUCKS llaad-mede 
PILLOW LACB set- 
wears say other.

Mrs. juealiam 
Armttrong

Olney Back 
England.

All ready b^ed 
to a nicety; whole, 
mealy and full 
flavored. Hearing 
only is necessary. 
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mall gift in the purest Innocence, 
and so he would accept it 

■Let this be said for Vane Tempest: 
bat in this, the first act of Nora’s 

life’s tragedy, he meant no evil.
Wliat wr.â that you were singing 

just now, Miss Nora?” he asked, pre
sently.

He had dropped back again full 
length in the boat, with his folded 
arms pillowing his bead, his hand
some face turned up to the sky.

“Was I singing? I didn’t know. 
'Vhat was it—‘Three Fishers Went 
Sailing’?’’

She hummed it. sung it, rather, in 
: sweet, low tone, every word as dis- 
inct and clear as a bird’s note.

"Oh, that’s first-rate,” said Vane, 
pprovingly : “that’s what I call a 

pretty song—rather mournful, though 
suppose, the poor fellows did get 

rowned.”
"In winter 1 have stood on the 

each and seen them washed in,” she 
aid. dreamily.
“It must be rough here in winter?’ 

he said.
She nodded gravely.
“I should like to see it,” he said 

neditatively. “I might run down 
—” He pulled up. “Oh, I forgot, 
promised your aunt that. 1 wouldn’t 

ome back, or as good as that.”•ff 4“No,” she murmured, almost ifr 
“You will not -come back, 1tudibly.

TOW."

As she spoke, the happy light left 
er face, her eyes clouded, her lips 
oivered. Vane saw nothing.
À silence fell upon them; the cloud 

n her eyes grew moist; she put up 
er hand almost fiercely to dash -away 
be threatening tears. Then sudden- 
y she sprung to her feet, and uttered 

>. low cry.
Vane, startled, raised his head, an* 

law her gazing westward, with an 
■ager look in her eyes.

“What is it—what's the matter?’’

asked Vane, paying due attention to 

the sail.
“1 can't tell you,” she said. "I 

must not Don’t ask. You are not to 
know.. Haul the sail sheet tighter. 
That’s better. We arc. getting the 
breeze. Oh,. If it would only blow— 

‘blow like a hurricane !”
Vane staved at her. The dreamy, 

pensive maid had become transform
ed into a wild Norse king's daughter. 
There was a "battle” written large in 
the glorious eyes and on the suddenly 
paled cheek and tightened lips.

Do you think- we shall do It?” he 
asked, as the boat sped on shore
ward.

‘We must,” she answered. “It is 
toy fault. She told me to watch, and 
I forgot all about it—I forgot every
thing ! *

The delicate lines came into her 
forehead, and she swept her hair 
back with her hand with the irnpa- 
itnt, half-fierce gesture be had no

ticed once or twice before.
I fancy the wind is getting up,” 

he said, after another pause, during 
which he had been watching the 
other boat and saw that she was mak
ing for the same point as themselves.

Man loves a chase of any kind. 
Vane’s heart began to warm up to the 
work in hand.

“it will he a close race, Miss 
Nora," he said.

“If it would only blow,” she mut- 
ered. "They don't know the chan 
nel; they can’t land. They will be 
trowned ! ”

She set her teeth hard.
"They appear to be no friends of 

ours.” he said, with a smile.
She shook her bead.
"Can’t you give her more sail?" 
Vane shook his head.
"Not another inch,” he replied.
She looked up at the sky.
"There is wind coming," she said. 

'Dut It wijj be too late."
“I don’t .know that,” said Vane; 

xnd a few minutes . afterwards the 
irreze did stiffen.

She uttered a faint cry of delight 
a the boat flew through the waves, 
er gunwale almost touching the 

'oam.
“Let me take the ■ helm," he said. 
She waved her hand in the nega

tive. - ~
"No, no! We are gaining. Do you 

ee? Look!”
He looked and saw .that, though 

he, pursuing boat was drawing near
er, Nora's was still ahead. Presently 
6 saw that there were four men in 
he other craft, and he thought he 
aught the shimmer of a gold band 

>n the cap of the man at the helm.

"Halloo, that was your fault," said 
Vane.

She swept to her knees and hunted 
for it, and he did likewise, their 
heads close together.

“It is lost already,” she said, with 
something between a laugh aud a 
sigh, “and now you will forget. No; 
here it is!” She bro.ke off with a 
laugh. She passed the ribbon through 
the hole and swung it to and fro.

“Where will you hide it?” she said, 
meditatively.

He undid the top button of his 
waistcoat.

“Put it round my neck, please," he 
said. “It will be safe there.”

She leaned forward and passed the 
ribbon over his head. Her small 
hand unwittingly touched his neck. 
She dropped the ribbon and drew 
back with a little quick breath, and 
a strange, half-wondering look in her 
eyes, as if the touch bad thrilled her.

Vane saw nothing of this sudden 
shrinking, as he methodically stowed 
the shilling away under his waistcoat 
and patted the spot where it. lay.

“There you are, Miss Nora, and I’ll 
keep'my word, remember. I won’t 
spend it until I’ve spent every other 
penny I’ve got, and I can’t very well 
forget the Witches’ Caldron while 
the shilling lies snug and warm In 
its place. By the way”—he laughed 
—“I ought to give you something in 
excange. ao that you won’t forget 
me."

She shook her head.
“No,” she said, with simple direct

ness, ‘It isn’t necessary. I shall not 
forget.”

Vane fingered his ring, but paused.
“Better ’not,” he thought. Her ’ 

aunt would not like it; and, after all, 
it would he—well, bad taste on his 
part. The girl had given him her

ie asked.
She pointed.
"Do you sec that boat?” she said, 

n a low voice, as if she were afraid 
hey might be overheard.
Vane strained his eyes.
“Yes, 1 can see it,” he said. “What 

bout it? There’s no fear of its run- 
ling us down, is there?” aud, he 
aughed.

She turned to him with an expres- 
lion on her face which drove the 
anile from his.

“What on earth —or rather on the 
;ea—is - the matter?” he exclaimed.

‘ They are making for thé beach," 
•he said, in the same low voice. "We 
fiust get there first—we raustR 

She put the boat about, and signed 
cp him, almost with an air of com
mand, to luff the sail, and glanced 
from it to the other boat, and then 
••ound the sea-line with a quick, com
prehensive gaze.

“Why must we gat thelg 'first?”

Headaches and 
Heart Trouble

Nervous Prostration of Three Years’ 
Standing Cored a Year Ago by Dr. 
Chase’s Nerve Food.

iyone who knows the discourage- 
; and despair which accompanier 
helplessness of nervous proetra- 
wlll,appreciate the gratitude felt 
he writer of this letter, 
s. H. C. Jones, Scotch Lake,
. writes: “I suffered from nerv- 
rostration for nearly three years, 
frequent headaches, had no ap- L 
and was troubled .with my 

heart. After consulting two doctors, 
without obtaining satisfactory results, 
l began the use of Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food, and was completely cured by 
thij treatment. It is nearly a year 
sipie I was cured, and I want others* 
to know of this splendid medicine. I 
now attend to my housework with 
pleasure Mind comfort, and am glad to 
have theropportunity of recommend
ing Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food.” t.

At least some benefit Is bound to be 
derived- from each dose of this 
food cure, as day by day it I
?ew blood, and builds up the system.

0 cents a box, 6 for $2.50, all * 
era or Bdmaneon, Bates A Co., 
tted. Toronto.---- ------

"Look here, Miss Nora,'r he said, 
;rlmly. *If you are afraid of those
el lows for some reason of your own, 
■diy not put the boat back and make 
or the. open sea? They are more 
leavily laden than we are, and it fsn’t 

fast a boat, I should say.”
She shook her head.
“You don't understand," she said, 

n a low, troubled vdlee. “We must 
tot home—home before they come."

“All right,” be said. “I don’t want 
-ou to tell me anything, and I only 
vaut you to understand this, that 
/ou and 1 are literally In the same 
boat, and that I will do anything you 
.ell me—just that.”

She looked at him.
"No, up! You must know nothing. 

If they as,k you, you -will tell the 
truth, that you kn6w nothing. Ah!"

The man at the helm in the other 
boat stood up and shouted. Nora’s 
eyes flashed in a defiant, mocking 
smile. i

“What did he say?" asked Vane.
“He called out to me te stop,” she 

said, grimly.
Vane smiled.
The boat aped on. Vane saw 

Nora's bosom heaving, her hand 
clinching, her eyes flashing.

“We shall d6 it!" she murmured. 
He nodded.
Presently they reached the en

trance to the channel,
"If it was only dark," she breath

ed, "not a man on the coast ■ would 
dare follow us—not a man. But they 
will see the way we take, and follow 
us; they are clever enough for that. 
Lower the sail the moment—the very 
moment I call out,” she added.

(To be continued.)
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Babbitt’s
Cleanser

is already stocked by the 
following:

J. J. St. John,
W. E. Beams,

C. P. Eagan,
Jas. Baird, Ltd.,

J. D. Ryan, 
Bishop, Sons & Co

if ytror grocer says, ‘Tm 
sorry, here’s one ‘just as 
good.’ ”

You say “No! I want 
BABBITT’S.”

He will then say to him
self (of course), she knows.

DEMAND—THAT’S 
ALL!

10 cents,
Everywhere.

THE 6 BEST

WHISKIES
That Ever Left 

Scotland.

Premier,
‘ Gaelic’ Old Smuggler, 
White Seal,
Johnnie Walker, 
White & MacKay s 

Special, and 
Stuart Royal.
These Whiskies we sell at

$U0 per bottle,
$13.00 per case.

Also, several Cheaper Brands.
Goods shipped on the same 

day as order is received

(P. I. SHEA,
314 Water St. ’Phone 342.

COSSCCCCCCssor

WATS,
Hominy Feed

BRAN,
—AND—

p.e?E. i.

POTATOES
'Selling at very Lowest Prices,

AT-

SHEA’S
GROCERY and 
FEED STORE, 

Cot. George’s and
Prince’s Streets.
Thons I42A.

Advance Show
-OF-

Ladies’ Fall and

Costume Skirts and Golf Jerseys,
-AT-

HENRY BLAIR’S.
Now showing the latest styles in Ladies’ Winter 

Coats; new colorings, new shapes, cheap prices. Also 
first portion of Misses and Children’s Winter Coats now 
on view.
100 Ladies’ Cloth and Serge Costume Skirts, in Navy and 

Black only, from 95c. to $3.50 each.
A fine show of Ladies’ Long Knitted Golf Coats, from 

$1.60 to $6.00.
A few Ladies’ Sets Golf Coats, Cap and Scarf to match. 

Pre-eminent for good value in Ladies’ Winter Coats.

HENRY BLAIR
aug29,eod

\-t%i
M'lpt1 I
ad

!WJ»l'c«<ï9uS»
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A. PEI

Choice Barbados

Molasses
In tierces and barrels ; also,

BRIGHT WEST INDIA SUGAR.
SALT.

BAINE, JOHNSTON & CO

and
t
Argosy, Ainslecs. Amei 
Blue Book. Cosmupok 
Everybody's. Fry's. i;,| 
Jfunsey. McClure's, 
New Nash's. Popular. 
Pouplar Mechanics Ph 
Red. Red Rook 1, 
Review of Review - Sin | 
Story Teller. Top Sou : 
Technical World. Wide

Fresh Can. Butter !
In tubs, 30 lbs. each.

Also slabs, 2 lbs. each. ,
CHOICEST QUALITY.

Mail Orders a Specialty.

JAS. R. KNIGHT,
311 Water Street

1029—$7.50

1061—$5.00.

1059—$5.00.

104—$3.00.
ST

1UU—$2.50. 
102—$3.50. 
104—$4.00.

SOUD GOLD GEM SET RINGS,
High Quality, 
Attractive Prices.

We illustrate here a few de
signs picked from a large and 
beautiful stock of Gem Set Rings. 
They are all Solid 10k Gold, and 
while very moderate in price, are 
made with the same strict re
gard to the settings and finish 
as more expensive ones.

A Ring is a gift that the reci
pient will treasure—and remem
ber the giver by. Do not over
look this selection when choos
ing yours.

Send for Ring Size Card—it’s 
free.

T. J. Duley & Co.
The Reliable Jewellers.

Preserve Covers,
In Combination Packets, for i and 2 lb. Jars, containing ' ,

25 Wax Tissues and 25 Gummed Circles.
4c. package; 5c. post paid. '

GARRETT BYRNE, Bookseller & Stationer.
------------------ -—1 Mt>MU


