What’s more, you save about §2 by
it, Easily made and costs little,

* You’ll never really know what a fine
‘bugh syrup you can make until xou i}

are this famous home-made

ou not only save $2 as compured wnth
the ready-made kind, but you will also
ftave a more effective and dependabie
remedy in every way. It overcomes thu
udsual coughs, throat and chest colds in
24 hours—rdteus eyeu whuopmn cough
guickly.

= Cet 214 ounces or Pinex (50 cents
aorﬂn) from any good drug store, pour
into & 16-0z. bottle and fill the bot~

e with phain f”m’ lated sugar syrup.

ere you have 16 cunces—a familv sup-

y—of the most eflective cough syrup

\at money can buy—at a cost of only
w') cents or less. It mever spods.

- The prompt and ‘posiiive results given
by this pleasant tasting cough syrup!
awe caused it to be used in more homes

an any other remedy. It quickly
foosens & dry, hoarse or tight cough,
xals the inflamed membranes that line

e throat and bronehial tubes, and
rélief comes almost immediately. Splen-

d for throat tickle, hoarseness, bron-

itis, croup and bronchial asthma.

n]’ nex is a hiihly concentrated com-
.d of genuine Norway pine extract.

md lias been used for gencrations for

ﬁroat and chest ailments. .

* Avoid dlsappomtment by asking your
druszmst for “214 ounces of Pinex”
with full directions and don’t accept
apythine else. A guarantee of abso-
Jute sotisfaction or money promntlv
réfunded goes with this preparation,
Tj.e Pinex Co., Toronto, Out,
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CHAPTER XIV.
‘.[-'HE RED CROSS KNIGHT.

“Lord Cravenden,” she said. “I—
[—eannot.”

Hb started, then stood motionless
)esTde her. ;

“,'l'ou cannot!” he said hoarsely.
'Yn,u mean you—you send me away;
.hem is no hope?”

f,‘}%‘,o, no.. I will not let you deceive

ro_x':gself,” said Olive, in distress.
#¥ou mean—you can't mean—that
r@_{love some one clse?” he question-
s

phve

Fdr a moment her face flushed;

m}}f she said, in a low voice full of .
Ué’;ﬁty:

“,‘iou havg no right to ask that, 1
hink.” :

E&o." he said, hoarsely. “I have no

1ghi. Forgive me! Forgive me, as
Olive—Miss

trouble

row will soon forget me.
jéymour, I shall you
LgaIn I accept my sentence. After
o:!ﬁght I will go away, perhaps for
re.a;(s——you shall not be aznnoyed by
nifpresence any more.”

i‘fe held out his arm to take her
)20l to the ballroom; but she shrank
i :
#No—I will stay a little while.
’lgase leave me, Lord Cravenden.”
Sfie held out her hand in farewell
o-:l_ﬁm, and he raised it to his lips;
heh he drew aside the curtain that
cr‘e_e'ncd the recess, and left her,

As he did so, a figure in red—
dephistopheles—raised his hand
he_scarlet feather in his cap;

o;éan Verner, from the opposite end .
if the ballroom, nodded in auswer,'
ml came across to him. .
j‘_N,ow.” said Normanby. “Now
Quick! DBefore she._has

not

to
and

is

'f;uv time.
img to leave the place.”

"'But——but," stammered Morgan,
how do you know she has refused
dm2*

“Look at his face!” said Norman-
v scornfully. “Go, man—go!” He

mshed Morgan forward. l

Morgan reached the recess, when a
undden fear seized him, annd he be-
h6ﬁkh‘ himself of some excuse for
ot entering the lion's den. And then:
¢ remcmbered that he had in his
ocket a letter trom Polly—it was the

vy

¥oi

: whispered fiercely.

; 1mmrouyummwnuhen.,
"anid Which he had posted after all— | &

which Morgan, in his hurry to dress
for the ball, had thrust unread into
his pocdket. The time required for the

perusal of the letter would dvehim‘

the respite he wanted. So with a

trembling hand, Morgan Verner open-

od tHe missive and read ag follows:
“My Dear, Dear Morgan:

I hope|

you will forgiv my writin to you, but"’

I am so dredfully. unhappy and I miss
you so. Father wants me to marry
Rouben, and oh, dear, dear Morgan I

believe I shall have to if you don’t.

come back quick. I don‘t know wot to
do and though Reuben don’t care tor
me a bit, I'm afraid, not likin to tell
father he is wrong, I shall have to—
I do doy you and you only and am
tryin to mrake myself a lady fit to be
your wife—so come back quick to
your own devoted POLLY.”
It was a pathetic letter—confused,
ill-spelled, tear-stained—but it was
more effectual than all Normanby's
hints and lectures. . Morgan loved
Polly Styles—as much as it was pos-
therefore,

one except himself. Now,

-sible for his selfish nature to love any

he thrust the note tntd the blue sﬂk'I

{ waistband of his Romeo costume, and
turred savagely on Normanby, who
had suddenly come back to him,
chafing at the delay.

“Let alone, Normanby,” he
“Here is a letter

I have just found in my pocket, and

me

it's from the other—the little girl I

told you about.”

“What does it matter,
said his friend,
calra for the moment.

you {idiot?”

“Yes,” said Morgan, “it matters,

because it icatmefoodandui
active tonic, easily digested and
free from opiates. lf you are run-
down, if night finds you tired and
sleep is not refreshing, by all
means get Scott’s Emulsion
today. You Need It.

Beott & Bowne, Toronte, Ont. 17-31

hind her, 3aw a horseman riding to-
ward her fast and furiously.
nReuben! He shouted some words
1um sounded like a warning, but

Olive rode on: her horse was too

fresh to be pulled up sharply, and she

could not hold 'him. Reuben came

nearer and called again:

{  “The mill stream is not safe.”
This time Olive distinguished the

words, and shé - tried to turn her

" horse, but vainly. He dashed off at a

brought me the news hlmselt like the hard pace, and, as he heard Reuben’s

good fellow‘he is.”

Sir Edwin left the room, and Olive
strove bravely.to render herself suffi-
ciently calm to meet Reuben; but
when, after a little time spent in re-
moving all traces of emotion, she de-
scended to the dining room, ghe
found her father there alone. Reuben
Wynter had made his report, and had
left London once more for Bingleigh.

“He looks very ill,” said Sir Edwin,
inquirios. “] fear
too much for

in answer to her
the responsibility is
bim.”

Olive returned to her room to help
Topsy to pack. Her heart beat high
with renewed hope; perhaps thers,
in peaceful Bingleigh, away from all
the rank and glitter of society

fwhich she had plunged so happily,

losing his habitual

she might come to a better under-
standing of her fzelings.
Mr. Normanby, who

call on the following day,

happened to
seemed

and I don’t care what you say, but I genuinely surpr’ised and regretful at

'won’t go in there—I'm hanged
do.”

Polly’s letter into his pocket,

pushing aside the angry Normanby'f

returned to the ballroom.

CHAPTER XV.
IDLE WORDS,
IT was the morieg after the ball,

blinds down, under the pretense ot

if I the hurried departure of his tenants,
Having thus spoken he thrust but put it down to the plotting of John
and, Verner.

he murmured,
“the bub-

“Poor Sir Edwin!”
as he left the pretty house,
ble is about to burst.”

All unconscious of the storm which

to break over

was sO0 soon

into‘

th etr'

heads, Olive and her father t"a.veled"
and Olive sat in her ‘boudoir wit’h the back to Bingleigh Hall. 2 ;

“There’s no place like home after

resting frcm the fatigue of the pre- all father,” said Olive happnily, whén’

ceding night. But, as

fact,

with despair and shame, for the out—i

burst of I.ord Cravenden had'let light have to go up to London again,”
at ' her father abstractedly, as he pushed

on her real state of mind. Now,
last, che knew why
marry Lord ~Cravenden or

Verner; it was because she was her-‘
self in love—and the object of her knock at the door,
love was LReuben Wynter, the steward ter entered.

of Bingleigh Hall.
With a start

couch, pacing restlessly up and down Edwin-and his papers.

the room.
“It is madness,

infatuation. What shall I do?”

she could not aside his letters.

|

[

a matter of they met at breakfast on the follow-
she was almost Deslde herself ing day. g

shall
said

“No, Olive, my dear—but T

“I have sent for

Morgan Reuben now.”

Olive blushed as therc came a quict
and Reuben Wyn-
hag-
gard, and after the first bow to Olive,

He was pale and

she rose from the he fixed his atlention rigidly on Sir

All his ac

,’counts, which were neatly kept, were

" gshe murmured, “an  sulmitted to his
and efter a hasty glance at them, Sir:

master’s scrutiny;

Presently the door opened softly,. Edwin professed himself more than

and Sir Edwin entered.
“QOlive,” he =said,
Are you i7"

“why, how dark

he room fis.

“No, father, dear,” she answered,

bravely struggling to keep her volce |

calm, “but very tired.”
“Yes, of course, dear,”
ther. “I don’t know whether this life
is good for you. I have news from
Bingleigh.” Olive  started.

“Bad !

I
|
|

news, too—Spade Oak Farm is burn-'
ed down—I feel half inclined to re- |

turn——"
“Oh, yes,
impulsively.

do, father!”

already: Do go back!”

in the city,” said Sir Edwin.

[

said Olive’
“I am tired of London‘companied by Topsy
,books and cushions,
* “I would if it were not for business E restlessly about the park,

satisded,
“Do you know {f Lord Cravenden
has returned, Reuben?” he acked, as

. the steward gathered up his papers

“No, Sir Edwin. I heard one of the
men say that his lordship was off on

sald her fa- | his travels again—I don't know whe-
i ther

it’s returned Reuben
gravely.

Almost uncongciously, Olive gave a
sigh of relief; and Reuben, without
so much as a glance at her, made a
deep bow and left the room.

Later in the day when .Olive, ac-
laden with
was wandering
she saw

true,”

l1Reuben in the dlstance. and Topsy,

“Why should you bother yoursel! with whom he was a prime favorite,

with it, dear?” said Olive.
rich encugh, surely. Besides, let Mr.
Verner attend to it; it is all his fault;
you would never have thought of it,
it it hadn’'t been for him. Do let us
go back to Bingleigh, dear.”

“Very well, I will tell Reuben s0,” |

‘said her father, weakly ylelding.
usual.

1

}

“Reuben!” she exclaimed. - “Why, .

where is he?”

“Pownstairs,” said Sir Edwin. “He

bGéé’i“"mgu"‘m
els :
lotches will d

keepthehveiacmaandﬂle

Pimvbaw tms;ghﬂy

“We are ventured to speak.

“Mr. Wynter don’t look well, Miss
Olive,” she remarked; then she gig-
gled. “They do say as he’s in love
with Polly Styles.”

Olive was averse to gossip at .all
times; but at the girl’s idle words
her heart seemed to stand /still.

“With whom, pray?’ she said cold-
1y. -

{'With Polly Styles, miss, Why,
the day he went to London, shé
tramped over the fields to say good-
by in the lane.”

“It would bo a most lultabla
match,” said her mistress. we_lessly.
rising to her feet as she spoke.
“Come, Topsy, it is getting cool, I
think. We will go back home.”

All boauty uemea to !uvo ‘yanish-~
ed from thq hmm tll‘ lntercst
from the neighborhood; u.ui when
she reached the nﬂuey o:hnr ‘room,

,wetwmmwwmom

{ horse pounding behind him, fairly
bolted. Olive smiled with the ex-
citement of the ride, and her in-
creased confidence in her own pow-
ers of riding; but the smile vanished
as she came in sight of the roaring
mill stream. She understood now
what Reuben  meant—but too late.
She tried again to restrain the now
maddened animal; but with a tug at
the bit that dashed the reins from
Olive’s weak hands, the horse bore
straight on, and attempted to Imp the
foaming water.

Dimly Olive heard a hoarse cry of
dismay from the man behind—the
rext minute her horse had missed his
footing, and she was struggling in
the swift, cold current.

Witbout a second’s pausc Reuben
threw himself off his own horse and
plunged into the water. By a bold
stroke he managed to get in front of
her, and, seizing her by her habit, he
brought his  precious prize to the
bank, Olive had only fainted, but
Reuben, as he held her limp form to
his breast, gazed at her white face
with hLorror-stricken eyes—:—for ke
thought that she was dead.

“To be Connnued.)
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Japan

For exquisite design and artistie

effects Japan excels.

If you have not seen our China-
ware you have missed seeing the
prettiest goods ever shown in this.
city. There are yet a few sets left

unsold.

It is real Japan manufacture and
came direct to us from that country.

AYRE & SONS,

Limited/
Hardware Department.
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- The New Year.
Deep as the f¢ g
A which always stir
hearts and minds o:
\ day of all the year,
4 ‘e a hundred
deeper and more impressive in
historic times through which v
We have traveiled thy
memorable for many
events even in those times, and
gtand on the threshold of ano
which we know with certainty
must contain other events
gtill. Does it contain peace?
the Allies’ side, fighting with re
ahd greater determination for
right and justice which al
make peace W achic
ask ourselve does
wictory? We :
hope so. If we look
much natural misgivi
we can do so also with mu
hope and confidence, born of the
developments of (‘1(‘ past year
firmly founded on the consc
that has been ours from
ning of the purity |11
of our cause. In the pirz
that hope and confidence we
our readers the happiest of
Years.

Our New Press.
We have attempte
ahother page to sketq
the most cursory fa
some of the lan
of*the past Yye:

Za
Y

tory. We have been hal

7ithe task and compellgd to

that we had intenc
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will get you specially good value
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May be you will te needing a pair of

Evening Gloves,
Thena 650-

A. & S. RODGER’S

Kid

in a pair
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Your Business |
Success in 1917

ests upon the dependability of your
service of supply.

Three big lacts—big buying power,

sremendous production, expert work-

manship—stand w m olaims of

Suits, Overalls,
Shirts, efc.

A Valuable New
Year’s Gitt.

We wiil give you 25c discount off
all TOYS and'FANCY GOODS you buy
from us between now and New Year’s
Day. We have a great stock and a
big display of LEATHER GOODS,
such as:—

Ladies’ Hand Bags, Purses,

Cigar Cases, Writing Cases,

Pictures, Manicure Sets,

Cut Glass Ware, Silver Teapots,

Silver Photo-Frames, Music Cases

Candle Shades, Electric Light Shades
and a hundred and one other items
that make mest acceptable New Year
Gifts. - Remember, the offering holds

'good from now until New Year’s Day.

Come NOW md get the most ;tmo-
tive pieces. %
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ers by the fact tha WWour
which we hoped to 1
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o-day’s public
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to his nativ
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Watc‘nmg it Service:

C. of E. (‘A\Tn!r:HR;\L.—«Thero
e a Watchnight Scrvice to-night
1.15. -Collection to purchase ecal
he poor.

ST. MARY’S. re will b
Vatchnight Service to-night at
thurch of St. Mary the Virgin,
jencing at 11 o’clock.
COCHRANE ST.—The usual Wat
dght Service will be held in Cochr
Rreet Methodist Centennial Chu
his evening, to commence at
felock. Sermon by Rev. Dr. Bo
the offering will be in aid of
unds of the Methodist Orphanage.
GOWER ST. — The usual Wat
ght Service will be held to-nis
leginnidg at 11 o’clock. Friends -
dcase” remember the offering wh
11 be taken up in aid of the
lhange and the sexton.

| GEORGE ST. — ‘The usual Wat
ight Service wil be neld to-night,
at 11 o’clock. Friends
lease remember that a collecuon v
tlkhn up for the poor.
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