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Nothing Else is Aspirin

Waming!

Unless you see the name “Bayer* on tablets,

you are not getting Aspirin at all.

Accept only an ‘“unbroken package” of ‘“Bayer Tablets of
Aspirin,” which contains directions and dose worked out by
Eh»sncxans during 21 years and proved safe by millions for

eadache, Earache, Toothache,

Neuralgia, Colds, Rheumatxsm,

‘Neuritis, Lumbago, and pain generally. Made in Canada.
Handy tin boxes of 12 tablets cost but a few cents—Larger packages.

Aspirin is the trade mark (registered in Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Mono-

meceticacidester of Salicylicaeid.

‘While it is well known that Aapirin means Bayer

manufacture, to assist the public against imitations, the Tablets of Bayer Company
will be stamped with their general trade mark, the “Bayer Cross.”
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Than a Peer.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
“JOY WITH THE DAWNING.

A form, whose every feature is
grdaven on his heart, kneels at the bed
the~head bowed on the white, strain-
ed Jands, the.long, silken hair fallen
from its bands and covering tfe bow-
ed Shoulders.

For a moment he stands motionless, |

theh he opens the window and enters
the<room.

Bhe sound of his light step arouses
her, and Jeanne turns her head, star-
ing~wildly.

Then, without uttering a word, she
reads in his face that the past is
swept away; with a low cry, she holds
out_her arms, and the next moment
Vane is kneeling beside her, and has
her_'pressed to his heart.

“Jeanne—Jeanne!” he
“my darling! my wife! Oh, Heaven
forgive me! forgive me!”

Shaken by sobs, she clings to him,
her“arms around his meck, and all he
can.say is:

“Jeanne, my wife—my wife!”

At last she lifts her head and looks
at him—one long, hungering look that
cleaves through to his soul, then,
with a little half-sob, half-smile, she
lays her head against his, and seems
to sjeep.

Three—fivd minutes pass. Suddenly
she-shrinks fra\n him and puts her
hanfl to her cheek, and, with a low
cry-of horor, stares at her fingers.

“Hush—hush, darling!” he im-
plores. “Jeanne, Jeanne, it is nothing
~—nothing! My darling, it is nothing!”

But she will not be satisfied.

“No—no!” she sobs, panting. “Show
me!” And with eager hands she helps
him:take off his coat. “Oh—oh, Vane!
~—oh—oh, look!”

" Apd she covers her eyes.

Séothing her as a mother might a
child, Vane tears the sleeve from his
shirt and goes to the washing-stand.

Then springs up the woman, the
wife, within her, With a low cry she
stops him; with her own hand pours
out the water, and, shuddering,
washes the slight cut.

“There, see! Look, darling!” he im-
pores, laughing to reassure her.

murmaurs;

' dismay when Jeanne,

!“Why, it is pot so bad as your finger

Bettera Peasant

—don’t you remember? Look! a
seratch. There, bind that around it se,
and so; and now it is all right. And,
oh, Jeanne, I would have thought
death too cheap a price to pay for this
night’s proof of your dear love! There,
no more tears. Come to me, Jeanne,
my wife!”

And slowly creceps up the dawn.

v * % LR %

Vane and Jeanne were sitting side
by side, making’ mutual confession. A

w words clesred up the mystery of
their separation and disposed of Lady
Lucelle, and a few words on Jcanne's
part explained her flight from the
castle. It was good to see Vame start
when Jeanne, pointing to the inner
room, whispered that the Princess
Verona was there; it was also good
te see his look of astemishment and
blushing and
confused, told him that Hal Lad rum
away with the princess.

“And where is Hal now, darling?”

! Vane asked.

“Gone to fetcn you,” said- Jecaune,
bending her face against his,

While these two were drinking
gredt draughts from the fountain of
love, Hal was riding as fast as his
horse could bear him to Forbach.

When he arrives he is met by Lord
Nugent, who desires him to explain
the numerous disappearances of the
day—for they have all been discover-
ed by him. While the two men are
talking in Vane's studio sand ¥fal is
learning that Lady Lucelle has been
summoned urgently to Wingland, Willis
appears, and says that Count Mikoff
wishes to speak with the marguis.

Hal has just time to hide behifd a
curtain, when the coupt enters. He is
concerned about the disappearance ef
his intended bride, and appeals to
Lord Nugent to enlighten him.

Charlie regrets that he camnot, but
the interview does resuylt in the
count’s enlightenment, however, for
he notiees a spurred boot projecting
from beneath the curtain. He gives no
sign, but when Hal'mounted on a fresh
horse, sets out once again for Dur-
bach, the count follews on another.

Hal arrives at the imn, and is at
breakfast with Verona, Jeanne and
Vane, when the door opens amd the
count appears.

Hal springs to his feet, but Vane,
with a gesture of command, ferees him
down again, and goes forward, White
as death, Verona falls back onte Hal's
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arms and Jeanme, mo lm _agitated,

with quiet gomposure,

and the rest, and holds out his hand.
The count, grinning and grimacing,
refuseés to take his eyes off the group,

stops him.

“¥ expected you, count,” he says.
“will you step outside vlth me?” and,
putting his hand on the ‘count’s arm,
he leads him out.

But the count, having suceeeded in
tracking his prey, refuses to be led
too far, and pulls up, as straight ana
upright as a soldier, outside the door.

Vane smiles in spite of himself.

“Po not bz alarmed, count,” he says;
“I will answer that our young friends
will not attempt to escape.”

“Soh!” says “the count, livid with
passion, but making a last attempt to
keep up his old -carelessmess. ‘“You
will answer for them, my lord! It is
well; I am only toe delighted; but per-
mit me to remind you that her high-
ness, the Princess Verona, is possess-
ed of a legal guardian, and that, if she
were not, I"—and he touches his
breast with a pointed finger—*“I am
her future husband.”

“Count,” says Vane,-gravely, and
with a certain -kindliness, “I doubt
that! These young people have made
up their mjnds to fall in love with each
other, and the princess is so much in
earnest that she elects to run all sarts
of danger—conventional and other-
wise—rather than go to St. Peters-
burg, Let us settle this matier now.
You can shoot me afterwards, if you
like; and as you are a much better
shot than I am, I have no doubt you

twill. I know how excellent a shot you

are, for I remember you when, as cap-
tain in the Czar’s Guard, you used to
practice in the St. Petersburg shooting
gallery.”

The count suddenly winched, but the
next moment he looked as ceeol and
fixed as ever.

“You have the advantage of me in
the matter of your memory, my lord.”

“Yes,” says Vane, “I was not sur-
prised that you did not remember me,
for I was at that time only Lord Elds-
worth, and wore a plentiful beard and
mustache. But I remember you, count,
and can fix the date. It was the year
when all Venice was convulsed by the
assassination of the Minister of
Peolice.”

The count’s eyes went like glass in
his effort to retain his composure.

“If you think, my lord, that that fact
has any interest for me, your are mis-
taken.”

“I think not,” says Vane. Then sud-
denly he alters his tone, and laying
his hand en the count’s arm, he says,
with a smile: ‘Count, let us be candid
with each other. You wish to secure
the Princesg Verona for a wife; you
have been hetrothed tp her since—
well, too many years ago for her con-
sent to hgve been asked to the arrange-
ment. The princess is no lomger a
child, but a woman, and a very charm-
ing young lady, teo. Netwithstanding
her engagement to you, she has given
her heart elsewhere—to my brother-in-
law.”

“A boy!"” says the, count, shrugging
his shoulders.

“It is a fault which every year will
mend, and all too soon, count,” retorts
Vane. “Boy as he is, he is old enough
to know his own mind, -and both he
and her highness appear to have made
up their minds with talerable firm-
ness.” .

“Excuse me, my lord,” says the
count, “but this alliance, which you
appear te encourage, is scareely an ud-
vantageous one for her highmess; Mr.
Bertram is not only young, but un-
titled and poor.”

“The Bertrams came over with the
Conqueror, eount. ‘As to his poverty,
I will remove that disability. The day
he marries the princess I will settle
three thousand a year on her -high-
ness.”

The eount bites his lip.

“And if I stand upon my rights?” he
says.

“Then I telegraph to the Austrian
Government that Count Mikoff, who
can give the key to the assassination
of whieh I spoke, is here at Durbach.
I am aware that the minister did not
fall by your hand; but I am alsq a-
ware that your able brain devised the
conspiracy which led to his, perhaps,
deserved punishment. Come, count,
such a diplomatist as yourself knows
when he is beaten.”

The count, with a slow smile creep-
ing over his pale face, shrugs his
shoulders and bows.

“True, my lord,” he says, “T am van-
guished."

Good!” says Vane, good-humoredly,
and he holds out his hand. “Then
come in and have some breakfast, And,
by the way, as the princess has kindly
sgreed to accompany us to England,
and as we have to start at once, I
will avail myself of your kind media-
tion with the prince.”

The count smiles 1miuuy tut
bows.

“You press.me, Ferndale,” he says
hard! I am to carry the
w of my o'u wnt. w.n. I

" Vane smiles.,

.muu
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“One thing mere, “t' We leave

flieg to her. Vane alone seems cool and } -

self-posseased;
be places himself Between the count

and is about to speak, when Vane
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ERE are four rid-
dles for boys and
girls with wise
heads. We told the artist
to draw the pictures 0 re-
present the riddles, but he
guessed the right answers
—and put them in teol
$o we barred him from
the contest and told him
to keep it a secret. Luck-"Y
ily, he got the answers all,
jumbled up, so you won’t
be any the wiser.

If you can unscramble’
the jumbled letters be-
neath each riddle picture”
and put them in their right
order to spell the right
words, you will have the
right angwers. It isn’t an |
easy task. Good thinking,
patience and'perseverance
may find you the answers.
Try it.
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THE PRIZES

FIRST PRIZE, Geayine Culvet Chummy Rager. .

ALUS
$250.00
40.00

Pnu Ty er
T it W ey SR 35.00
Fourth Prise, Magl!ﬁcent Gold Watch and Chain
: OGS’ Wolst Wiadele .. ... oo innine. 25.00
?’{-‘x’)‘. ;nu g"rench Bpaby Do;'ll u}c‘i Wicker Carnue 15.00
3. n:e. Q icture Machine wit! 10.00
Seventh tg T » , Self-fller F!ouuw‘l 5.00

‘What Otben Have Done YOU Ccm Do

Here are.the names of only a few of the boys
and girls to whom we have already awarded bxz

Zes: .
&rl J Bea;:g.o Surf Inlet, B.C., Chummy Culver Racer.

1f you think you have found | Harry Dwyre, %g ...................... Type
the answers, write them care- %T’é::wﬂmkd YRR .sk&vs-Jmllrd Watacrh
fully on a sheet of white paper. tﬁ Hug) s, 'Sat' sk " e Pon;
Put on nothing but your four | Lyle Benson, Iton, On: Cash
Helen Benesch, Junkms “Alta.. Cash

answers and your name and ad-
dress in the upper right-hand
‘cornerof thepage. Handwriting;
spelling, punctuation and gene-
ral neatness wll count if more
than one answer is correct. §

We will write and tell you
immediately if you are correct
and send yau a2 handsome illus-
trated list of all the prizgs that
you cap win.

vls 17
each%oy an

for us.

Florence Nesbitt, Amprior, Ont. Cash
gws;in ;ioet,er. Leammann Al‘“' e 4h
rankie Kirby, . A Kod:

a Wﬂ‘énﬁ é- i 6%-“0 et Watch

lose on p.m.
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We will send you the names any others too. Only boys
d wnder aad

mr send answers,
mrl wd e nqm perform a smalf service
Send your mwer- this very evening to

Dept. 43¢ - 253-2§9 prl Ave., Toronto, Ont.
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: THE
Phantom Lover.

(By the Author of “A Bachelor Hus-
band.”)

CHAPTER 1.

“New Year's Eve!” she echoed. She
closed her eyes for a moment, and
Micky had an uncomfortable ‘sort of
feeling that she was looking back on
the year that was dying and could
see nothing pleasant in the whole of
the twelve months. Presently she op-
ened them again with g little sigh,
“Well, I don’t want anether year like
the last one,” she said.

“You won't have,” he told her
promptly. “T've got a sort of feeling
that there are lots©f goed things com-
ing along for you. The luck has to
change some time or other, and if
you'’ve had a rotten time in the past
you won’t have it in the future.”

“I donm’t believe in luck,” she said.

“Don’t yeu? I do,” Micky declared.
He nated the despondency in her face;

CLEAR YO0
COMPLEXION|

3 DR

Wumm
[nave ever haa”

.lmatﬂhvithnlortu

he felt @ strong desire to see her smil-
ing and happy, He rattlgd on, talkiag
any nonsense that came into his head,

The waiter came dewn the room and

set the dishes an the table. He gave a |’

sort of supercilious sniff when Micky
asked for 3 saucer of milk for ile cat.
He looked at ©harlie with scuru—
Chavlie, ourled up on the giris ‘lap
now and purring lustily,

}"Ot course, you know, we really
ought ta have a bottld of wine,” Micky
said dupious.y. “Just something cheap,
as 1tf§ New Year's Eve.”

He would like to have given her
champagne, but dared not suggest it,
He was quite sure that if she knew he
was a rich man she would fly off at a
tangent. He ordered an inexpensive
hottle of red wine and filled her glacs.

““Well, here’s luek to the New Year,”
he said sententiously. “And to our de-
lightfully unexpected meeting,” hLe
added.

She flushed up to ‘the eyes.

“Are you always so kind te people
as 'you ‘have heen to me?” she asked
temsely.

Micky blushed.

“Oh, I say!¥ he .protested. “You
don't ‘call this being kind, do you? I
assure you it's just pure selfishness.
1 should have spent my evening aione
if we hadn’t met—and I hate being
alone; I bere myself stiff in five min-
uytes. I'm just—honeuyred that yoy
should have allowed me to eat my sup-
per with you . If you knew how beast-
1y fed-uyp I was feeling . . . the world
seemed @ positively loathsome place.”

She laughed; she leaned her elbows
on the tabie and her chin in her hands,
looking at him with thou‘httul eyes.

“Are you poer?' she asked with
disarming frankness.

“Poor as-a church mouse,” said
Micky promptly.  “At least”—he hast-
ened to amend his words—“I'm one
of those unfortunate beggars whe
spepd moaney as fast gs they get it.
I've never saved a Ralfpenny in my
life.”

This at least was the truth.

She nodded,

“Neither have I—I've never had one
to save. . . .”

The despondency was back again
in her voice; Micky broke in hastily—

“Before we go any further I think
we ought to kmow onme another’s
names.” He fumbled in a pocket for
a card, but changed his mind quickly,

‘| vemembering that his cards bore the’

address of the expemsive flat which
he honoured with his presence. “My
name is Mellowes,” he said. “I've got
several Christian names as well, but
People call-me Micky. . . ." He wait-
ed, looking al her expectantly. “Won't
you. tell me yours?” he asked.

: She was staring down at.her plate,
He could gee the dark fringe of laghes
against her cheeks. &nddw she look-
ed up,

“Why do you want to know my

‘u‘mnr We lbtll never meet again, I

 Micky-leaned a little forward.
“If we-don't," bv’uu m m

lm that to every womanm you
She broke gg, struck by the chlgﬂn l:
Mieky's fage.. “No—} “oughtn’t to
have said that,” she went on furried-
Iy, “I beg yeur parden. . . . I
ought not to have said it, and I will
tell you my name if you really want
to know. “My name is Bather—Esther
Shepstone,”

“Thank you!” said Micky, “And now
we're going te drink to good resolu-
tions for the New Year. . » . have

; 'you made one yet?”

She shoek her head.

“What's the yse? Beaides, . -
don’t want to make amy.”

“Very well, then, I'll m-.ﬁ one fer
you.” He refilled her glass and hand-
ed it to her. “Now say after me: “I
resolve that during the ceming year
I will be good friends with Micky
Mellowes —"” Oh, I say, don't—
please don’t. . . .

She had drepped her faee in her
hands again, and Micky had a miser-
able convietion that she was erying.

But he was wreng, for presently
she leoked up again, and her eyes
were dry, though a little hard and
hright.

g

(to be contipued.)
rEe————— T

Her Fare to Heaven.

——

There ‘has just come into the pos-

session ef the Berlin Museum a group{.

of ancient Roman objects which were
disceveréd in the tomb of a little girl
of the period of the Emperor Tiberius
that is to say, some 1,900 years ago.

The objects, which must have been
placed there by the child’s parents,
are in nearly as good a state as they
were when the child lay dying with
them in her arms.

There was a coin of Tiberius in the
dead child’s hand—the fee to give to
tie ferryman for the erossing to ‘the
other side. 'There was a bex contaim-
ing her little dolls. There was a liftle
doll’s table, too, and a doll's "silver
candlestick. The little girl had
dressed her dolls, and had
them up,’* for there was a bex of
cosmeties with a pieture on the cover.

The child was fond of playing with.
bricks; her box contained some little

cubes painted ir four colours. There
was a gold breech, probably ene she
wore at parties, of the most delicate
filigree work, and a gold bracelet. All
the things seem to have been: put

there by a mother whe knew how to |

find the way to a child’s heart.

Scotch Logic.

A patriotic, Scotsmay was present;

at a meeting at which an -eminent
Shakespearea nséholar -dwelt con the
virtues of his favourite auther. At
the close the Seot approached the lec-
turer, and said:—

“Ye think a fine lot o' Shakespeare,
professer ?”’

“I do, sir,” was the emphatic reply.
“An’ ye think he was mair ¢lever than
Rabbie Burns?’

“Why, there is no comparison be-
tween them.”

“Maybe no, but ye tell ys the nicht
it was Shakespeare whe wrote ‘Un-
easy lies the head that wears a croon,’
Now, Rabbie would never hae written
sic nonsenge. Rabble would hae kent
that a king, or a queen either, disna
gang to bed wi’ the eroon on his head.
He wad hang it ower th’ back o a
chair.”
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HIS Best Joke.

Asked recently what he censidered
the best joke he had ever heard, Mr.
@G, B. Burgin, the popular novelist,
He was etanding near
the harber in. Mentreal when a herd
of young bullocks rushed wildly by

and upset an elderly clergyman who,'

abserbed in .a hoek, had not noticed
their hurried approach.

He got up, dusted himself, and
shook his fist after the retreating
herd.

“Yau seem upset,”.I:fatuously re-
marked (to-.guote Mr, Burgin).

“F am indeed upset, my friend. You

see these bullocks?”
“I aee them.”
lped his eyes with a red hand-
kerch “Hinc ille lachryms,” the
free translation of which i3 “Hence
these steers.”
T ———————————

Sixteen Manitoba physicians have |

been suspended for periods ranging
from one week to six months, as a
result of the whelesale issuamce of
prescriptions for wiskey as a bever-
age, by the Council of the College of
Physicians and Surgeons for Mani-
toba. - One of the doctors suspended
gave 10,000 prescriptions &uring a
one-month peried, according to testi-
mony :ebtained by a special cammit-
tee of . inquiry lppointed by the Coun-
cil
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for a washable Frock for the
*growing child—

MOTHER naturnlly thinks of
the possibilities of the fabric
shrinking in the wash.
therefore a relief to her to kmaw
that the fabric will not shrink

or lose its charm if Lux is used
cleansing,
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Hints to Hom
Decorators.

The"decorating of the hom
is a fine art, the best results cg
only be obtained hy carefu
study ef surroundings the fo
lowing hints may be helpful:

If your room faces North u
a Warm Coloured Paper such
Brown, Yellow, or Red,

For rooms whieh get a goo
deal of sunshine, paper of coo
er shades such as Greys an
Blues may be used.

Care should be taken to Har
monize Your Wall Papers wit
the Paints. Fawns and Ta
usually bled nicely with naturd

wood finish -or grained doon
and wood-work.

Remember Green is N m.res
Colour for a Decorative Back

ground, and Green Papers of the
softer shades usually contras
well with rugs, curtains, and
pictures partieularly if the lat
ter have gilt frames.

Small Rooms may he made f
leek Larger by the use of Strip
ed Papers.

On low ceilings only use a nar
row bordering, or perhaps bettet
again a drop ceiling of white
paper which joins up almost un
notieeably with the white ceil
ing, and so gives the room the
appearance of more height tha
it really has.

It is important to buy your
Papers at TEMPLETON’S wh
keep a Splendid Selection of the
Newest Patterns at Prices which
.defy Competition.

‘Robert Templeton,
Water Street;

otatoes!|f IIE

25 barrela Lb‘CAL POTA-
"TOES — Ready for de-

livery to-day,

“WHITE CABBAGE.

20 barrels GOOD SOUND
CABBAGE. -

PARSNIPS -
0 100 i
lirmlr uckEn PAR-
SNIPS.
CARROTS.
15 boxes, each 50c. Ibs.
' SQUND CARROTS.

That S

Superior Qualit,
Shirtings, 36 i

cloth, 40 inch
was 70c., now

: Grey Calicoes, 3
wide, only 2(

Superior Quality
Calicoes, only
55¢. and 60c.

English Check

~ Striped Flannele

White Dress an

price 75c.,

With arriv
make New Pri
stock we are a
market quotat

You get a
having kept o
%b.the very best s




