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Don’t set your mind—set Big Ben
Don’t bother your head about get

ting up. Leave it to Big Ben.
You ought to go to sleep at night 

with a clear brain—untroubled and 
free from getting up worries. You 
men, if you are up to date farmers, 
work with your brains as well as with 
your 1 lands. $>uch a little thing as 
“deciding to get up at a certain time 
in the morning” and keeping it on 
year mind often spoils a needed 
night’s rest and makes a bact “next 
day.” Try Big Ben on your dresser 
for one week. He makes getting up 
so easy that the whole day is better.

Big Ben is not the usual alarm.

He’s a timekeeper; a good, all-pur
pose clock for every day and all day 
use and for years of service.

He stands seven inches tall. He 
wears a coat of triple-nickel plated 
steel. He rings with one long loud 
ring for 5 minutes straight, or for 10 
minutes at intervals of 30 seconds un
less you shut him off.

His big, bold figures and hands are 
easy to read in the dim morning light, 
his large strong keys arteasy to nvind. 
His price, $3.00, is easy to pay be
cause his advantages are so easy to see. 
Big Ben is sold in St. John’s by the 
following jewelers:

T. J. Duley & Co.
A. McNamara

John T. Lamb

R. H. Trapnell

Beautiful Cynthia ?
U:t

Victory After Many Defeats.
, CHAPTER I.

THE BOY HERO.
Cynthia shook her head. But he 

still seemed to be waiting for a re
ply, and she faltered out, her eyes 
lowered, her face crimson.

“He—he wanted to kiss me."
“Did he really!” observed the 

young gentleman incredulously. 
“Well, he must be a fool. 1 mfcan.” 
hastily explaining, “fancy any one 
taking the trouble to try and kiss a 
girl when she didn't want him to! 
Well, I’m glad I came up. I’ll be off 
now. I was going to ride to Dursley 
for some fishing tackle. But I sup
pose my face would be noticed, and 
l"d better go home again."

He stretched out his hands for the 
reins. But Cynthia did not relinquish 
them.

“Come down to the stream," she 
said, “and wash your face. You look 
—horrid, and your father would be 
frightened."

He laughed at this statement.
“Not he!" he said, with a jerk of

his head. “It’s evident you don’t 
.know my governor. What’s he got to 
be frightened at? But perhaps I’d 
better go and have a wash up. Come 
on."

They went down to the stream, and 
Darrel knelt down at the brink and 
bathed his battered face.

The water felt deliciously cool and 
reviving, and presently he looked up 
at Cynthia, who was standing beside 
him and regarding him with intense 
interest.

“How’s that?” he demanded.
“It’s off your face," she said, “but 

you’ve still got some on your neck.”
She hitched the reins onto the rail

ing of the bridge and took out her 
handkerchief.

“Let me," she said; "you won’t find 
the place."

She knelt beside him, dipped her 
handkerchief in the water, and wiped 
away the offending stain. The boy 
endured her ministrations for an im
patient moment or two, then he 
sprang up.

Look at that Loaf !
That’s Cream of the West Flour for you !

If you’ll only try Cream of the West Flour I’ll stand every 
risk. I know what Cream of the West will do. If will 
bake bigger loaves and more delicious bread, too.

Cream & West Flour
Wheat flour guaranteed for bread

You lest try it. Ask your grocer. Tell him you're to get your money 
back’if it fails you on a fair, square trial. Tell him the Campbell 
Milling Company, Limited, shy so. He cm charge it tp us.

Milling limited, Toronto
PmUant

“That’ll do," be said. “I’m all right 
now.”

He got the pony, but just as he was 
mounting he looked at her, with no 
great interest dr curiosity, but as if 
he had remembered his manners and

the claims ol politeness.
“Oh, I say,” he said; “I didn’t thank

you for holding the pony. It was very 
kind of you. And, I say, I think 
you’ve no end of pluck, especially for 
a girl. Might I ask your name?" he 
added, with an attempt at courtesy, 
which was quite cdmic.

"Cynthia Drayle,” said Cynthia. 
“Oh, thanks," he said, regarding 

her across the saddle. “You know- 
mine. I live up the hill there, at the 
Court, you know. I only came back 
last night, and, of course, that's why 
I don’t know you. For you live about 
here, I suppose?”

Cynthia jerked her head in the di
rection of the cottage.

“Up there," she said. .
“Why, we’re kind of neighbors," be 

remarked absently, for as he gazed at 
her it struck him that she was rather 
iretty, as girls go. And he began to 
.ave a glimmering of an idea why 
3ampson had wanted to kiss her.

"Oh, well," he said awkwardly.
I'll go now. I say, you won’t tel! 

anybody—I mean, I hate a fuss, don’t 
you? But there! I suppose.the oth 
er chap will go blubbering to his fa 
ther and will blab it all over the 
place. Good-by.”

He sprang onto the pony, put it 
through the water, and went up the 
hill at a canter. But presently he 
stopped, turned, and shouted down tc

her;
“Here, I say, you come along. IT 

stop here till you get home. ■ Ht 
might come back, though it’s not very 
likely,” with a grin. “But you can’t 
he sure. He looked a sly kind of 
beast."

He held the fretting pony in bant 
until Cynthia, with downcast eyes 
had mounted the hill and reached tht 
cottage.

It stood, prettily embowered by 
trees, on the edge of the moor that 
rose and stretched behind it.

There was a simple, charmingly 
simple, garden in front of the cottage 
running over with ordinary flowers, 
which filled the air with their per
fume. There was an orchard and a 
kitchen garden at the back. The 
house itself was old, with low, tim
bered ceilings, thick doors, and wide 
fireplaces. It was very comfortable 
and cozy.

Cynthia loved it.
She ran into the kitchen, tossed 

her hat on the settle, and hastened tr. 
get the tea, which she laid on the end 
of the long table which figures in 
every Devonshire .kitchen.

Presently her father came in from 
the garden, in which- he had been 
working.

Bradley Drayle was a small anc, 
neatly made man with a keen face 
calm but observant eyes, and & 
shrewd mouth, from which proceeded 
strange and unconventional opinions, 
expressed with the pleasant cynicism 
of the modern philosopher.

“Rather late, Cynthy, aren’t you?’ 
he observed. Then, as he glanced at 
her, he added, “Anything the matter?”

“Yes," said Cynthia at once. She 
never concealed anything from hei 
father; and he had taught her to tell 
the truth about even the smallest 
trifles. '

“I was kept In. Had to do an im
position—but Miss Angelica let me off 
half of it. I like Miss Angelica."

“What was the trouble?” asked her 
father.

“Put my tongue out at Lucy 
Grimes. She made a face at me.”

"Strange hpw often our tongue 
gets us Into trouble," mused Drayle. 
“Would you oblige me by putting- 
yout> tongue out now, Cynthy?”

Cynthia, who was accustomed to 
her father’s strange remarks, and al
ways obeyed him implicitly, project
ed her pink tongue through the pink
er lips.

“No,” said Drayle, after regarding 
her gravely and critically, “It is not 
an improvement to 'the human face 
divine. Put It back, Cynthy."

“There was something else, dad," 
she said. “As I was coming home 
that horrid boy, Sampson Burridge, 
stopped me at the bridge and wouldn’t 
let me pass. He wanted to kiss me, 
and I ran away.”

Drayle glanced at a whip hanging

RAILROAD MAN 
HAD TO LAY OFF

Until Hi Took 6IM FILLS
Buffalo, N.Y.

“I have been a Pullman conductor on 
the C.-P. R. and Michigan Central for 
the last three years.

About four years ago, I was laid up 
with intense pain in the groin, a ve-y 
sore back, and suffered most severely 
when I tried to urinate.

I treated with mv family physician 
for two months for Gravel In The 
Bladder but did not receive any benefit. 
About that time, I met another railroad 
man who had been similarly affected 
and who had been cured by GIN PILLS, 
after having been given up bv a pro
minent physicians who treated him for 
Diabetes. He is now running on the 
road and is perfectly cured. He strongly 
advised me to try GIN PILLS which I 
did—with the result that the pains left 
me entirely,”

FRANK S. IDE.
50c. a box, 6 for $2.50. Sample free 

if you write National Drug and Chemical 
Co. of Canada Limited, Toronto. 137

Sampson,” he said, in a low voice.
"There’s no need, father," said Cyn 

thia, who had seen the glance. "He 
has had a thrashing already."

“From you? Did you use a stone in 
a sling, like David, or stab him with 
your sharp elbow, Cynthy?"

“No,” she replied. “Young Dar
rel Fayne came up on his pony just 
in time, and he and Sampson fought 
It was a terrific battle, but Darrel 
Fayne won, and Sampson went off. 
They were both covered with blood 
and Darrel Fayne’s lip was cut, and 
he’s got a black eye; but he says that 
he’s going to put some steak on it 

and that it will soon be all right. It 
was very kind of him, dad, wasn’t it?"

“Very," responded Drayle.
He took a drink of tea, then sat 

gazing thoughtfully at the cup and 
rubbing his eyebrow, a habit so fre
quent with him that, encouraged by 
the frictipn, his light eyebrow was 
much more plentiful than its compan
ion, and gave a peculiar appearance 
to the side of the face to which it 
belonged.

“Very kind, indeed," he said, after 
a pause, “and I am much obliged to 
him. He has saved me a considerable 
amount of trouble and an unpleasant 
task. For though I admit that many 
of one’s acquaintances deserve to he 
whipped at thé cart’s tail I have no 
desire to be the executioner. I am 
very much obliged to Master Darrel 
Frayne—but, all the same, I wish 
you could have chosen another aven
ger."

“Why?” as,ked Cynthia, with sur
prise, for, though Darrel’s manner to
ward her had been anything but flat 
tering, she thought him rather a nice 
boy than otherwise. “Don’t you like 
him?”

“I don’t dislike the lad,” said 
Drayle. “But his father does not like 
me. I am sorry for it, for his sake 
—because dislike is such an unpleas
ant and wearing sentiment. It is bad 
for the digestion. Few things are 
worse. You see, Cynthy, every time 
you meet the man you dislike, you 
have an uncomfortable feeling in the 
pit of the stomach. The blood runs 
up to your head, and your nerves 
are switched off the straight line. It 
is worse than wicked to dislike a man, 
especially a neighbor. It is foolish."

“But why does he dislike you, dad?
I notice that whenever you meet Sir 
Anson and bow to him he only just 
touches his hat, and always looks an
other way.”

Telegram
Fashion Plaies.

Tht Horn* Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of oar Pal 
tern Cats. These till be found rer; 
asefal tv refer to from time to tim.

9525. A SIMPLE COMFORTABLE 
LOUNGING ROBE.
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Stops Bleeding at Once. 
Prevent* Blood Poisoning. 
Removes all Inflammation, 

Soreness and Swelling.
25c. at all Dealers.

~ON REQUEST
Tl

Ladies’ Dressing or House Sack, with 
Long or Shorter Sleeve.

White handkerchief linen embroid
ered in blue was used for this design. 
Lawn, dimity, nainsook, crepe, silk, 
flannel or flannelette are equally 
suitable. The model is fitted by 
shoulder and underarm seams, and 
closes under the plait in front. The 
sleeve may be finished in bishop style 
with a band cuff, or in shorter length 
with a turn over cuff. The fulness at 
the waist may be confined by thé belt. 
The Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 32, 34, 
36, 38, 40 and 42 inches bust measure. 
It, requires 3% yards of 36 inch ma
terial for a 38 inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in sil
ver or stamps.

PATTERN COUPON.
Please send the above-mentioned 

pattern aa per directions given below.
, da .. .. ,, ,,

Else................................
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EVERY OFFICE MAN
Should enquire about 
my handy, labor saving, 
filing devices, at the 
earliest opportunity

gladly supplied

The Canada Life.
In each of the past four years the Canada Lif- 

has earned a LARGER SURPLUS than ever 
before in its history.

Favorable mortality, and low expenses, the re
sult of good management, have helped.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,
St John’s

£'

Ladies’ Kimono or Lounging Robe.
White silk and wool crepe cloth was 

used for this design, with a finish of 
feather stitching. The model is suit
able for silk, lingerie fabrics, lawn or 
cashmere. It will also develop well 
in flannellettee, iden cloth, or eider
down. The waist and sleeve portions 
are- combined, and the skirt and waist 
are gathered, in the joining at Empire 
waist line. The design is easy to de
velop and will be found comfortable 
and attractive. The pattern is cut- in 
3 sizes: Small, Medium and Large. It 
requires 4 yards of 44 inch material 
for a medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

9582.—A SIMPLE BUT ATTRACTIVE 
NEGLIGEE.

We own and offer for sale in lots to 
suit purchasers, a block of

Harris Abattoir 
Company, Limited,

6 per cent Bonds, due 1st February, 1929.
Interest is payable half yearly, 1st February 

and August. In denominations of $100, $500 and 
$1,000.

The Bonds are secured by a first mortgage on 
all the property and other assets of the Company. 
These assets are valued by the Canadian Apprais
al Company at nearly three times the amount of 
the bonds outstanding.

Net Profits over a term of five years average 
nearly four times the amount necessary to pay 
the bond interest.

Price 100 and accrued interest, yielding a full 
6 p.c. on the money invested.

Circular giving full particulars will be sent 
upon application.

F. B. McCURDY & CO.
MEMBERS MONTREAL STOCK EXCHANGE.

C. A. C. BRUCE Manager,
Si. John's.
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ORANGES, ONIONS, eic.
Now due per “ Durango,”

50 cases Sweet Oranges,
50 cases Small Silverpeel Onions,

20 cases Choice Lemons. Ami just landed : 
50 barrels American Cabbage.

Fresh Goo<ls al Prices.
EDWIN MURRAY.- m,7n
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“Clan Mackenzie”
SCOTCH WHISKY,

OLD and MELLOW
In Bottles or on 

Draught.

HAYWARD & CO.

Just opened 
a shipment of 
Ladies’ New 
Style Tailor- 
made Coats for 

, Spring.

Three t] 
beaten

$e-Th|
Whiskeys
land. Try 
vinced.

JAS. R.
v. ommiss


