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Liniment for Sprain
years. 25c. & &H0c.

size plasters, $1.CJ.

Complexion, Hands
up, b0c. per botile.
Co., Montreal.

chitis, Colds, etc

haustion, and G-ne

dealers, write to t

Palatable as cream.

Ferrovim. ThelInv rorating Iron Tonic.

A SELECTED LIST OF

HOME REMEDIES

obtaiﬁable from any dealer in medicines, which every housekeeper can
purchase and use with confidence in their reliability for the purposes for

which they are recommended.
Perry Davis’ Painkiller for Chills, Cramps,

bottles.

Allen’s Cough Balsam for common Colds in the Lronchial Tubes. Especially
recommended for children gs it contains no opium or other harmful drugs.

50c. and $1.00 bottles.

«The D. & L.”” Hazol-Mentho! Plaster. A soothing and drawing plaster 'for

the quick relief ¢f Rheumatic Achesand P é
Combines the well-known virtues of Witch Hazel and Menthol. Each plaster in
air-tight tube. Price, 25c. each ; also supplied in 1 yard rolls, equalling 7 regular

Davis’ Liver Pills for Constipation and Sick Headache ; gentle but effective. 40 pills,25c.
Davis’ Menthol Sc've.

Skin injuries an affections. Required in every homz.

Dylcia Toilet Crcam. A delightful and effective liquid preparation for the
and Skin. Preserves against wind and sun. Attractively put
Send 5c. for fac-simile trial size bottle to Davis & Lawrence

¢The D. & L.” Cr-ulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oi'.
delicate women «nd children, restore the weight and \i-ality after attacks of Bron-
50c. and $1.09 bottles.

he Proprietors :

Davis & Lawrence Co., M{g. Chemists,

Bowel Troubles, and externally as a
s, Bruises, Sore Throat, etc. Uagd all over the world for 70

ains, LLumbago,

Soothes and heals Bites and Stings, Scratches, and many

Recommended for Thin Blood, Old Age Ex-
ral Debility. Combines the virtues of Iron and Beef with just

enough Pure Spanish Sherry Wine to aid the weakened digestion. $1.00 per bottle.
All these standard preparations are prepared in Canada.

25¢c.,

Backache and Neuralgia.

25¢. per tin.

[avaluable to build up

If not obtainable at your

Montreal
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" The is Dia Cast

For Better or For
Worse.”

CHAPTER XVI
For Better or Worse.

As Lashmore lifted her into the
wagon, he pressed her to him and
murnmured rather Loarsely, “My
wife!” Then on again, she nestling
within his arm, over vast plains,
through thick woods, then out in the
plains again and to a fertile valley
lying basking in the sunlight below
them, a substantial house, with smoke
wreathing from the chimneys, and be
hind and beyond vast hills crowner
by gigantic firs.

“Quirapata, dearest!” he said, wit!
a whisper, breaking the silence whic!
had reigned like a magic spell. “Bu
we do not stop here; the cottage—our
cottage—lies in the dip beyond the
trees ‘there.”

But they had to stop, for the round
and comfortable figure of a man with
a shrewd, good-natured face was
standing at the gate leading to the
farm.

“Mr. Coke,” whispered Harry.
“That's kind of him! He's one of the
best.”

Mr. Coke raised his hat, and, with
a smile, came to the wagon.

“I couldn’t let you come to Quira-
pata without saying a word of wel-
rome, Miss—I mean, Mrs. Lashmore,”
he said, as he shook hands with her.

Then he shook hands heartily with
Lashmore and nodded and smiled
approvingly.

“You'll find it all right down there,
I think,” he said. “Polly—that’s your
maid, Mrs. Lashmore—has got every-
thing réady for you, You'll come up
to the house when you feel inclined,
and as often as you feel inclined, 1
hope.”

Lashmore drew him aside and whis-
pered huskily:

“Thank you, thank you! Isn’t she
~isn’t she beautiful ?”

“She is!” assented Mr. Coke. “And
she looks as good as they make ’em.
You're a lucky chap, Lashmore. Be
good to her! Off with you, my lad,
and God bless you!”

Lashmore went back to Kittie,
laughing rather shakily.

“He told me to be good to you!” he | }
said as he pressed her to him. “Do|

you' think I shall be, dearest?”

They came in sight of the cottage, ! | &
and Kittie drew a long breath. “Oh, |

how. beautiful!” she murmured. .
She was at the gates of her earthl)

1t A man was waiting to take away the
horses; a rosy-cheeked, well-fed look-
ing girl was standing at the door te
receive them,

“Well, Polly,” said Lashmore,
beaming at her; ‘“this is Mrs. Lash-
more, your new mistress.” . His voice
rang with pride. The girl gazed at
Kittie with an admiring awe; she had
never seen any one like her, and
thought of the portrait of the queen
on the almanac nailed on the kitchen
wall.

“Supper’s ready, miss—ma’am
when you're recdy,” she faltered.

Kittiec went up to her room, a dain-
ty room with new furniture, snow-
white chintz, with flowers on the
Iressing-table, the window sill, every-
vhere. She took off her things slow-
ly, and heard Lashmore’s voice as he
alked to the girl below. Still in a
'ream, she went down stairs aéain;
he supper was laid, as Polly had
aid; Lashmore had changed his rid-
ng-suit for one of blue serge. He

oked, as Mrs. Vanstone had said,
:mazingly handsome, distinguished;
1 man whom any woman jmight love
and be proud of.

He drew her to the head of the ta-
ble and kissed her.

“Welcome home, dearest!” he said.

He held a folded paper in his hand,
and he shook it at her, laughing, his
eyes brilliant, his face flushed with
happiness.

“What do you think it is, Eva?” he
said. “You’ll ‘never guess! It's the
draft of a deed of partnership. I'm
‘man’ no longer, but part ‘master.’
Didn’t I say he was one of the best!
You’ll like him, darling; no one could
help it. He’s as sharp as a needle,
but as soft-hearted as—as a woman.
He’s been like a father to me; and I
feel like—like a son to him. You
must eat something, dearest!”

He put something on her plate,

poured out a glass of wine, brought
them round to her, and, of course,
availed himself of the opportunity to
take her in his arms.

“Do you think you like the place,
dearest?” he asked. “Do you think
you will be happy here, away from
the old country and—all your
friends?” He looked at her anxious-
ly, gratefully, as he put the question.
“Don’t think I dom’t know: all that
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you have given up for me, and that
my. only way of making it 'up to you
is to make you happy.”

She raised her eyes to his with
something like entreaty in them.

“I—I have given up nothing,” she
said, “I have made no sacrifice. I am
—ah, yes; I am happy, happier than
I deserve to be.” The last words
were spoken more to herself than to
him.

He laughed, but his eyes glowed.
“That's your way of putting it, dear-
est,” he said. “You speak like an
angel. You are an angel! But I was
wondering whether you'd feel lonely
—there is n6é other woman here but
Polly.”

She caught her breath. “I shall not
feel lonely. I do- not want any one

else. I only want—you.”
She breathed the word with such

an intensity of passion that he sat
and looked at her for a moment in
silence.

“My wife!” he said in a whisper.

There was such an accent of de-
votion, of pride, of perfect trust in his
voice, that it broke Kittie down. She
struggled for a moment, then her
head fell in her hands, and she burst
into a storm of tears. He sprang to
her and put his arms round her.

“My dearest, my dearest!” he mur-
mured consolingly, and in a terrible
fright and anxiety . “What is it?
What is the matter? Tell me, Eva.
Oh, my love, why do you cry? 1Is the
sacrifice too great, are you—repent-
mg?”

His face was white, his voice
shook. She hid her face against his
breast, pressed it there, as if to force
back her tears; her small hand grip-
ped his coat and clung . there, as a
drowning man clings to a rogk; her
voice found its way through her sobs.

“There is no sacrifice,” she said; al-
most inaudibiy. “I am not giving up
anything. I am wicked, wicked, wick-
ed! Oh, I can’t tell you—but I ought
to do so, I ought! But I love you—it’s

my love that makes me wicked—and
selfish. If you knew—if you oniy
knew—but I can’t tell you. I feel as
if it would kill me. I couldn’t bear to
see you change to me—! should die.
Yes, I should die!”

Manlike, he thought it was eonly
hysteria. He had come upon her
suddenly at Cornita; she had had a
Jong journey, the excitement of -the
wedding, the solitude of this ' lonely |
spot—perhaps all newly married girls
broke down in this way. He soothed
her, kissed her brow and lips, geiuly
stroked the hair from her forelxgai,
drew her on to his knee and murmur-

{ed phrases of tender endearment and
| eacouragement. :

I expected that. Leav-
:  father, wealth,

only natural. But, dearest, you know
that I love you, that I would give my
life to make you happy? And you
love e.—Just a littie, don’t you?”

Hex&zrms strained round his neck
and she hid her face still more close-
ly against him.

“Yes, yes, I love you, I love you!
That is it, that is why! Oh, I am
weak and wicked—I can’t speak—I
can't tell you.” She raised her face
suddenly and looked at his anxious,
but still love-laden eyes. “Harry: 4
“Do you know that is the first time
vou have called me that,” he said
with a forced.laugh-—he really must
try and get her to laugh, coax her in-
to a lighter mood. “Harry! I didn’t
know the name sounded SO gpod. 1
like to hear you say it. Call me by it
again, dearest. But what were you
going to say?”

She looked beyond him for a mo-
ment; then her eyes returned to his,
seeming to search them, to plead for
mercy, to seek assurance there of his
love, of his pardon.

“If”—she said, as if speech cost her
pain. “If some day you found that I
was—was not so good as you think
me; that I had not—not given up all
that you thought I had——"

-“Would I love you still!” he laugh-
ed. ‘“Why, yes!”

Her hands writhed together be-
hind his neck, she drew a long breath
and her eyes closed; but, as if she
were forcing herself to speak, she
went on again, her eyes seeking his,
with a feverish, agonized eagerness.

“But if—I want to know how much
you love me? They say that when a
man loves with all his heart, he can
forgive everything.”

“I am prepared to forgive every-
thing, Eva, dearest,” he said with a
laugh, as he tried to imagine some-
thing he would have to forgive, some
little, trivial, foolish, girlish fault.
“Try me!”

“] am—I am!” she panted. “I hm
trying’ to tell you—but, oh, I can't, I
can't! If you found that I had de-
ceived you, I was—was—not what I
seem—would you love me still? Oh,
don’t laugh. If you knew—if you
knew!”

His face suddenly grew grave, a
look of anxiety, of something between
disappointment and doubt came into
his eyes.

“You were going to tell me that
you once—once cared for some other
man,” he said huskily. “Hold on,
dearest! Don’t be frightened. Was
it long ago; befcre I met you that
nigﬁt—you remember—at the Exhibi-
tion at Earl’'s Court? Was that one
of the reasons why, when I saw you
again at Ripley's Court, you kept me
to my promise, our agreement, pre-
tended that we had never met before?
Was he—did he exist then?”

She shivered and shuddered in his
arms as he referred to Ripley Court!
for his words called up Eva Lynd-
hurst and all that may have passed
between them; and her heart- grew
hot with jealousy.

(To be Continued.)

Mother! Give Child
“Syrup of Figs” if
Tongue is Cvated

If cross, feverish, sick, bilious, clean
little liver and bowels.

Children love this “fruit laxative,”
and nothing else cleanses the tender
stomach, liver, and bowels so nicely.

A child simply will not stop playing
to empty the bowels and the result is
they become tightly clogged with
waste, liver gets sluggish, stomach
sours, then your little one becomes
cross, half-sick,- feverish, don’t eat,
sleep or act naturally, breath is bad,
system full of cold, has sore throat,
stomach-ache or diarrhea. Listen
Mother !. See if tongue is coated,
then give a teaspoonful of “California
Syrup of Figs,” and in a few hours
all the connstipated wasté, sour bile
and yndigested food passes out of ihe
system, and you have a well, playful
child again.

Millions of mothers give “Califor-
nia Syrup of Figs” because it is per-
fectly harmless; children love it and
it mever fails to act on the stomach,
liver and bowels. .

Ask your druggist for a 50-cent
bottle of “California Syrup of Figs,”
which has full directions for babies, |
children of all ages and for grown-
ups plainly printed on the bottle.
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CURESCHRONIC WEAKNESSES, DRAINS, LOST VIGOR, &7
SOLD BY LEAD'NS CREMISTS, PRICE IN ENGLAND, 29.

END STAMP ADDRESS ENVELL > FOR A CURE
g‘nll BOOK TO UR. LE CLERC MED, "0,
HAVERSTOCK RD, HAMP&TEAD, Lorpon LFOR YOU
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THERAPION =5,

SEE THAT TRADE MARKED WORD *THER \PION' I
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SPECIALS
FOR SHOPKEEPERS !

We have one or two bargains down
here that will appeal fo you.  We
have a few dozen Boys’ Toy Reins,
with nickel plated bells—a regular
20c. article, which we are offering 4t
$1.20 dozen.

We have a big stock and a great
variety of Rubber Balls, in grey and
colored; at all-prices from.80c, dozen
to $5.60 a dozen. ' We have Toy Water
Pistols' at $2.20 a dozen; Pop Guns at
90c. a dozen; Pencil Boxes at $1.30 a
dozen; Mustache Whistles, 15c. a
dozen; Bird Call Whistles, 15c. a doz.;
Safety Whistles, $1.70 a dozen; Boxes
of Colored Paints, $1.70 a -dozen;
Hoops, 50c. a dozeéen, 80c. a dozen, $1.20
a dozen and $1.70 a dozen; Tin Rat-
tles, $1.50 doz.;: Celluloid Rattles,
$3.00 doz.; Flutes, $1.20 doz.; Ink—
Red, Blue and Black. Exercise Books,
from 24 pages to 200 pages. Writing
Tablets, Pens, Pen Holders, Pencils
and Slate Pencils at lower prices than
they can be purchased in town.

Come in and be convinced.

DICKS & Co, LTD.

Biggest, Brightest, Busiest and Best
Book, Stationery and Faney Goods
Store in Newfoundiand.

13 1. st Joud. |

In Stock and fo

Arrive :

800 brls. Flour—All Choice
Brands.
bags Yellow Corn.
bags Corn Meal.
bags Bran.
bags Black Oats.
brls. Granulated Sugar
brls. Ham Butt Pork.
brls. Libby’s S: P. Beef
brls. Pork Loins.

cases Sunlight Soap—
12 oz. bars.

cases C. C. Beef—6 1b.
tins. ~

cases C. C. Pork—6 Ib.
tins.

gross Seadog Matches,
barrels Holyrood Cab-
bage.

Jo Jc ST. JEQEN' i
Duckworth St. & LeMarch-
ant Road.
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JUST AS YOU WANT
it, we cut the choice meats we offer
you. Come in and tell us what you
want and how you want it and see
how satisfactory
i OUR HEATS,
our service and our prices prove.
You will like sanitary cleanliness of
our market, our honest weight and fair
dealing also.

M. CONNOLLY.

Fall and
Winter
Suitings and

|

%

{

Overcoatings

made(in the

MAUNDER

If you can’t find what
you want come here.
QOur Serges are guaran-
teed dyes, and very
reasonable in price.

Samples, style sheets
and measuring forms
sent to any address.

281 and 283 Duckworth Street, St. John’s, Nild.
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in the smartest styles
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Day.

We have thought thaf
possibly

The Weather Might Dry Up

if we mentioned that we can have you properly cloaked
so that you will not fuss about even the present weath-
er. We have at present in stock a splendid assortment

Ladies’
Shower Coats
and Raglans,

1 best quality eloths
but still

"o 2 J £
At Frices thal Defy any
£ oye
Compeliiion.
We sincerely trust that this' weather may not con-
tinue any longer, but still if it becomes fine this is the
best chance to buy a good Shower Coat you are going

to have for a long time, and you know that in
country you must always be prepared for the Rainy

Henry Blair

The “ONOTO”

Self-Feeding Safely
Fountain Pen,

BRITISH MANUFACTURE.

In the Onoto you really have got a
Fountain Pen which you ean carry
upside down in your pocket without
a drop of ink leaking out.. A turn u¢
an Oneto Pen seals it absolutely avd
renders it safe to carry in any pori-
tion. Further, the Onoto fills itself
in a flash from any ink supply, and
by the arrangement which enables
you to render it leak-proof you can
regulate. the ink supply to suit your
own particular’ requirements. The
Onoto stands alone as the one really
Self-Filling Fountain Pen,

_It's the Pen that fills itseli in 5
seconds and never leaks—it’s British.

REMEMBER ‘THE NAME—“ONOTO0,’|

$.75.

Your Business

O OO Q.!" ‘.0‘\0" ("r‘xﬁ‘_ﬁi 0“0‘ G‘ (‘/‘ r,\ (,i.. q!‘r,\ o

Success in 1917

Rests upon the dependability of your
gservice of supply.

Three big facts—big buying power,
tremendous production, expert work-
manship—stand behind our claims of
superior service.

It will pay all merchants to see.
Jur spring ranges in »

Men’s and Boys’
Suifs, Overalls,
Shirts, efc.

DO IT NOW.

of ol o) of ol o) o) ofoloNok

Displa;

is now open for yo
ideas in Men’s We:
has anticipated you
and as we were ear
your Spring outfit

and 9§
Nl

every

30¢
Ela

Talking of Neckwea
Just give us a call, 4
would like to help ¥
choose Ties that a
just right, and we a

’




