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1 of the shops and the occasional sight ]

BEST YEAST
IN THE WORLD

Bread made with Royal
Yeaet will keep fresh and
made any other.

MADE IN CANADA
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The Recompense of
Love!”

CHAPTER XXX,
“They are,” assented Clive, with a
laugh.

o

“Come round the corner and
have a drink.”

He led the way to-the public house
and called for a®small whisky and a
large soda. The cabman stared at
him with tipsy surprise.

“If you was to order a sponge and
a piece of soap as well, guvnor, I
might have a bath,” he said derisive-
ly. ;
He took a gulp of the sobering
with a
finished,
then he said slowly and gravely:

mixture and Clive waited,
brain on fire, until it was

“Pull yourself together, my man. 1
want to know where %ou took thst
young lady.” The cabman set down
his glass and stared resentfully
Clive; but his gaze softened as Clive

at

dre)w a five-pound note from his
poéket and laid it on the counter.
“Pick it up and put it in your pocket,”
he said; “and take me to the place at
I'll  dis-
charge you there and you can drive

which you left your fare.

away as if the business no further

concerned you. Refuse, and you'll
find yourself in serious trouble.”

The man stretched his brows and
shook himself as if with an effort to
throw off the fumes of liquor, and,

taking the note, carefully folded it

of a sailor and longshoreman.

The night had grown dark and wert,
and the faint and murky lights from
the street lamps and the wretched
houses partially revealed the squalor
of the neighborhood; there was a
smell of tar and of bilge-water in a
thick atmosphere; and, late as it was,
Clive could hear the clang of ham-
mers proceeding from some of the
blockmakers’ shops where the men
were workigg overtime.

Presently he heard the dull lapping
of water against the slips which 1led
down to the river; and as he leaned
over the apron of the cab and looked
about him, the misery of the narrow

’streets and alleys, the noisesomeness

of the whole place, smote him with a
nameless dread.

The cabman pulled up, and Clive
They
had stopped in a place close by the

leaped out and looked round.

river, almost devoid of houses and so
badly lighted that it
pitch dark. The cabman nodded to-
ward a low, half-ruined shed which
looked as if it had been deserted by
some bankrupt blockmaker or
builder.

“They went in there,” he said gruil-
fly. “Queer kind o’ it,
guvnor? The young lady, she didn't

was almost

mast-

place, ain’t
seem to fancy it, an’ she drew back-
like, but the gentleman that come out
to meet her he says something to her
—1I didn’t catch what it was—and they
\;'ent in together. He come out again

’

an’ give me a drink—two or three
drinks it was, for the matter o’ that --
an’ I drove away. An’ that’s wot I'm
goin’ to do now. Don’t catch me mix-
ing meself up with anything quear.
Good night, guvnor.”

another

“I'll give you five-pound

note to remain,”
But the cabman winked and shook
his head.

worth two in the bush, sir,” he said;

“One fiver in the ’and is
‘““specially when there might be a
beak and quod at the end of ’em,” he
added over his shoulder, as he drove
off.

Clive went to the ruined shed and
found a door. It seemed to be ‘the
only means of entrance; for he exam-
ined the side of the building that ran

and put it in his pocket.

' “Dashed. if I didn’t think there was
something wrong about it!” he said.
“Jump in, guvnor. I’ll take you there
right enough. Your a ’tec, I suppose?
But mind! I don’'t take no hand in
this. I drives you to the place anid
I drives orf again; no questions ask-
ed, no questions _’answered. Is that
straight?”

“1'il

be ready in less than one minute.”

“That’s straight,” said Clive.
He ran up to Tibby’s room, white
and breathless.

“I have found out where they have
taken her, Tibby!” he said. “No; 1
can’t wait to tell you! There’s not a
I
bring hér back to you, please God.”

moment. to léée. .Remain here.

As he got into the cab, he gave, the |

man a sovereign and told him to

drive quickly. They went eastward.
To Clive the way seemed intermin-
able, and his heart sank lower and
lower as they left the large and re-
spectable thoroughfares and began
to pierce the dingy slums of the far
east. They were approaching the

river, hé knew that by the character

down to the water, and he west back
to the door and knocked. The silence
was so profound that it seemed im-
possible that any living thing could
be within it; but.he knocked again
he
door.

and his heart leaped as heard
the

voice from behind it muttered

footsteps approaching A
cau-
tiously:

“Ish that you?”

Clive knew the voice, it was Kosh-
Almost by an inspiration Clive
imitating her
voice, The
door wes opened and Clive sprang in,
thurst it to with his foot, and seized
Koshki. There was a dim light burn-
ing somewhere in the shattered build-
ing, and Clive caught the gleam of a
revolver in Koshki’s hand. He struck
him a blow on the arm, then gripped
him’ by the throat; but he was not
quick enough to prevent Koshki call-

Ki's.
thought of Sara and,

replied, “Yes, quick!”

ing out.

There came a response from sever-

al voices and the hurrying of fooi-
| steps, and Clive knew that he would
His grip

! have to fight against odds.
]on the scoundrel’s throat tightened,

-
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8 Are iou Anaemic?

sustain and nourish the body.

Our biood is composed of red and white corpuscles—the red fo
- mourish the body, the white to fight disease.
" corpuscles are more or less deficient. !
The eyes become dull, the face white,

In Anzmia, the red
Thus the blood cannot properly

and a feeling of intense weariness pervades the whole system. There

.is nothing so effective in Anzmia as

‘Wincarnis." Because,

* Wincarnis ’ floods the body with new, rich, red blood, which gives

i a sparkle to the eyes, brings the roses into the cheeks, and
‘ vigour, new vitality and new life to the whole body.
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Begin to get well FREE.
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said Clive hurriedly.

| 1ying, bound as he had last seen her,;
and only a few yards away from hita |
With a hoarse cry, he tried to move, |’
| to go to her; but he, too, was bound

| move his head. 5

Doc Scrubbing Br(.i':'.h

Works with a rush

When Old Dutch ' @leanser
speeds hirm —

Prev attacks

Of aching backs

And guards the hé'nd
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Koshki, nearly chokirg, stagzered;
with a twist of the leg Clive hurled
him to the fioor.
have ‘allen on a stone, for he gasp-
Clive
sprang to his feet and saw two figures

ed and became unconscious.
coming toward him from the opening
of the passage; the
rough boarding that lined it had fali-

a portion of

en away, and Clive pressed himse\elf
into the space thus made, and wait-
ed.

One of the men held aloft a ship’s
lantern, and Clive saw that the two
coming assailants were foreigners;
they looked like Poles or half-breed
Russians, and scoundrels of even a
lower class than Koshki. One of them

had caught up an iron bar andg he
Leld this ready to strike as he rushed
forward. They had passed Clive be-
fore they caught sight of Koshki lying
they stopped

Clive sprang onto the man with the

by the door, and as
bar, struck him between the eyes, and
tore the bar from his hand.

Startled by his sudden onslaught,
both men drew back, and Clive. seiz-
ing the moment of hesitation, felled
one of the men with bhis own weapon.
left
like a rat at bay, and Clive, with the

The other looked from right to
bar raised, said thickly:
“Stand back, let me pass! There is
a lady here—take me to her and I'll
give you money, more money than
The

hesitated a moment then he said in

yvou’ve got for this job.” mail
broken English, and unintelligibly:
“I no understan’. Are you zee peer-

lece. We working-mgn—ho lady
here.”

“Mina!” shouted Clive, 3

There was a 11101he11t or two of si-
lence, then he heard a faint cry, a
it

stopped suddenly, abruptly. Half-mad

cry that tore his heart in twain.

with dread, with fury, he struck the
man down, caught up the lantern and
rushed along the passage. It opened
into a blockmaker’s loft, a loft long
sincedeserted and empty save for a
few rotting pieces‘ of timber, broken
spars, and ends of rope ;and, there,
lying in the corner, with her
.bound to her sides, was Mina.

Mingling with the odor

heavy scent which clung to the thick,
dank atmosphere. Clive knew it at
once; it was chloroform. With
he sprang to her

her
name on his lips,
side ard knelt over her.

“It is I—Clive!
safe!”

He knew that she was unconscious.
He searched for his knife with which
to cut the rope that bound her; and
he actually got the edge of the knife
against the rope when he felt a sharp
pain in his side, folowed by a heavy
blow on the back of his head.

He managled to rise, and swung
round upon Koshki, who grippeq him
and flung him heavily to the ground.

You' are safe, quite

CHAPTER XXXI.
When Clive came to, it was to a

his feet. He opened his eyes heavily
and looked about him, and memory
returned with all its anguish.
dim light was still burning and by it
he saw the motionless form of Mix;a,

at arms and feet, and he could only

Koshki & head must |

arms |

of rotting .
wood and bilge-water was a faint, |

“Mina, Mina!” he called to her, try-
ing to keep the horror from his voice. ]

consciousness of something cold: ‘atfp

The |

him, and the water that was lapping'
it his feet was lapping at hers; and
in a flash he understood the signifi-
the
tide was rising slowly but surely; 1‘

cance of their joint positions;

would rise to the ledge just above

receding, wouid
suck them out to the dark and filthy
river, which would bear them on its

their heads; then

mysterious bosom to the sea or wash
them up to some muddy bank
which they would sink and be
lorever.

into
lost
He and Mina were alone in
awful place, and yet not alone; for
Death was hovering \between them,
to strike. ft evident
that Koshki had thought Clive already
dead, or he would not have left him
ungagged; but there was no hope for
him»in this; for Clive knew that his
voice, weakened by exhaustidn and
loss of blood, could not carry many
yvards. And even if he could
made himself heard there was

that

waiting was

have
little
chance of assistance coming him

in that place of ill-repute.

to
Cries for
help, even women'’s screams, were too
frequent to attract attention,
less aid.

For

muchn

himself—ah, well, he could
have met death, if not with indiffer-
ence, with calmness and composure.
But Mina, The

broke out on his forehead

Mina! perspiration
and he
writhed in his bonds until the ropes
cut into his flesh. He was not able

even to writhe long, for his wounds

were bleeding and he
able to stir.

was scarcely
He lay still trying to
summon all his fortitude—not
.{himself,' but for Mina. He could al-

i most hope that she was already dead;

for

for, if so, she would be spared the
J'unspeakable agony of watching and
waiting for the death that was slow-
ly approaching.

He began to grow delirious, and I:é
that

thought

. fought against the mist was

‘‘creeping over him, but he
that he had fought in vain, that he
heard

i was really delirious when he

something that sounded like a sigh.
He waited a moment or two, the sound
came again, and, as calmly as ha
could, he said:

“Mina!”

The response he had scarcely dar-
ed hope for came back. It was only

i a breath, a quavering breath, but it

made him thrill through all his aching ‘

veins. It was one word, breathed
with infinite love and (Iespéix':
“Clive!”
He could not speak for a moment.
The anguish of knowing that she was
that

yvet he was powerless to help her, to

lving bound &0 fhear him and

set her free, to save her life, choked

the words back; but presently he
managed to control himself.
he said. “Are you

“Dearest!” m

pain? Have those scoundrels - hurt
you?”

“No,” she replied faintly.
scarcely feel; I'am drowsy, in a kind
of stupor. Ah, but what does it mat-
ter about me? It is you, you, Clive,
of whom I think! It was my folly,

my senseless credulity which has

“I can

brought you, lured you into their
hands. It was Koshki who sent the
false message. It was he who sprang
on me and bound me when one of the
othér men brought me into this place.
I knew that they had snared me to
spite you; and I was terrified, afraia;
but! I was glad, glad, Clive, that I did
not leave word where I was going;
the thought that I had not done so
and that you could not follow me
helped me to fight my fear. And now
their hands!”  She
“How did you
some

you are here in
breath.

come here? Was it
folly of mine that you traced me?” "

“] found the cab, Mina, he said.
“There was no folly on your part; it
is I who have been wickedly, crimin-
ally foolish—for I did not leave word
and no

panted for
through

where I was following you;
I tell you this,
I know

help can come to us!
Mina, because I know you,
that brave heart and soul of yours,
and that you would turn from any
affectation or encouragement of de-
lusive hope.”

“Yes,” she said, with a of

touch
i ¢
not have you tell me anything but the
truth. It would make it harder. And,
indeed, it would not be hard to die,
here so near to you, almost close by
If I could die alone, for

loving pride in her voice. would

your side.
life is not so precious to me.”
A dry sob burst' from Clive and he

writher in his bonds.

“There might yet be - a chance for

us, Mina,” he said. “If I could make

myself heard. The
might be passing——’
(To be Continued.)

Doctors
Use This
for Eczema

If you are afflicted with skin dis-
ease, the kind that seems to baffle
medical treatment, and leaves you
wild with itch, do not fail to investi-
gate a prescription that is now re-
commended by many of the best skin
specialists, even in preference to their
own prescriptions. This is the sim-
ple, soothing, liquid external remedy,
D. D. D. Preseription. This liquid
stops the itch instantly, and effects a
cure that is permanent. In fact, it
took thousands of cures, case after
case, before the best doctors were
convinced of the absolute merit of
this remedy. ;

It is now thoroughly established
among medical authorities that ecze-
ma is purely a skin disease, due to a
germ, and curable only through the
skin. It is not a blood disease at all.
The effect of D. D. D. Prescription is
to penetrate the pores, kill the disease
germs and to soothe and heal the
skin, restoring it:to its healthy con-
ditien.

! D. D. D. has been found to be espe-

cially effective in all forms of Ecze-
ma, Bad Leg, Pimples, Dandruff, Ul-
cers and other skin diseases.

Get a bottle of D. D. D. Prescription
to-day. Sold Everywhere.-

Thames police

’

ENGLISH WOMAN SUSPECTED AS
SPY, DODGES GERMANS.

New York, Oct. 29.—Mrs. Malcolm
Carter, an English woman, escaped
the fate met by Miss Edith Cavell, the
executed nurse, by a clever ruse. ac-
cording to her story told here to-day
following her arrival from Liverpool
on the White Star liner Adriatic.
Mrs. Carter said her passports were
torn up by order of Gen. von Bissing,
military commander of Brussels, and
that she was suspected of being a
spy. Fear that she would be executed,
she said, led her to don the clothing
of a travelling cheese peddlar and
with the help of Dutch smugglers es-
caped from Belgium. She said she
had to walk twenty miles through a
dense swamp to reach the Dutch
frontier.

EVERYDAY
ETIQUETTE

“Do you consider it proper to ad-
dress an envelope to a doctor’s wife
as: ‘Mrs. Doctor White’?’ enquired
Marie.

“She should be addressed as ‘Mrs.
Robert White’ as she has not the right
to use her husband's degree,” replied
lfr annt.

e
What i1s it?

It’s a new Smoking Mixture, and a real
good one, that’s already asked for eagerly
by dozens of diseriminating smokers.

It’s a mixture of finest grdde selected leaf
tobacco, mellowed by tropical suns, careful-
ly blended by experts; and sold by every-
body who likes a good brand on their coun-
ter.

V. C. is delightful in pipe or cigarette, has
no drowsy, tired after-effect, and no sting-
ing or burning after-taste. Let V. C. Smok-
ing Mixture be your next choice of tobacco,
and make that choice at once ; you'll be kick-
ing yourself to think you didn’t start using
it sooner.

shperialobaccobz
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Gas the Beneficient Spirit.

The nightly hot bath is the children’s joy, and a pleasure to
their nurse also, provided that its preliminaries do_not involve
wordy warfare with an indignant cook who requires the kitchen
fire for her own purposes. All such trouble is obyiated by the
installation of a gas water-heater, which solves the hot water
problem once for all.

It is as great a boon to the master of the house who wants
to shave in a hurry as to the hockey-playing daughter who comes
in tired and muddy, or to the nurse whose baby charge shows
signs of a threatened chill. Such symptoms often yield before
the simple remedies of an immediate hot bath and a night passed
in a room well warmed and at the same time ventilated by a gas
fire. Where gas is the family friend, there health, peace and
contentment should reign supreme.

ST. JOHN’S GAS LIGHT GOMPANY.
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In war times and in-peace times,
"In good times and in dull times,
In hot times and in cold times—

You want Underwear—why not the best?

‘““ Choose Jaeger?”’

From the house with the All Wool Policy.

Smyth's, 286 Water St.

Phone 726. P. O. Box 701.
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J. J. &t. John.
45¢c.~-The Real Irish Butter--45c.

Just landed ex s.s. Durango from the Killarney Lakes,
another shipment of the best IRISH BUTTER, which
is little cheaper, retailing at 45c. Ib.

500 dozen Nicely Perfumed

Toilet Soap,

in 1 doz. boxes. Price 35c¢. doz.

J. J. ST. JOHN,
DUCKWORTH ST. & LEMARCHANT ROABD,
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NEURALGIA
 LAME BACK
LUMBAGO

- STITCHES

- £he was lying almost _p‘ar_allel with |

RHEUMATISM
SCIATICA
PLEURISY
FACEACHE

”

_ _ 250. and 1 YARD ROLLS $1.00
. DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO., =~ -

HAZOL-MENTHOL PLASTER

MONTREAL

CANDLES!

Beeswax Candles for Altar purposes.
' 2 Grades—2P p.c. & 6D p.c. Beeswax,




