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Delicious and Economical
EVERY LITTLE LEAF OF THE GENUINE

Mr. Ayre Repliés"I know,” says Hal. “Perhaps I 
might—I mean—that Is------”

“Year ,
“I thought," says Hal, tumbling with 

his basket, with a very red face, “that 
I might, that you wouldn't mind it I 
called to ask it that beastly hook 
hadn't hurt your arm much.”

"Will you?” she says,, not eagerly, 
but with a frank smile of pleasure. 
"That is very kind ! I shall be very 
glad! It is very quiet and dull—is 
quiet the right word? You see I do 
not speak English very well.”

"Why!" exclaims Hal, enthusiastic
ally, 'rou speak it perfectly! Your 
grammar is first rate, and—and—in 
fact, you couldn’t speak it better if 
you, tried.”
1 "Now you are complimentary,” she 

says, “and that is not like your coun
trymen—they always speak the 
truth.”

“Do they?” says Hal, ironically. 
"Not always, by George!”

There is a minute’s silence after 
this subtle burst of satire. She breaks

Ends Stubborn Cougha to Mr. Smith,in a Hurry
Tor reel effective—». Editor Evening Telegram.

Dear Sir,—When you put over War- 
wide Smith’s letter, which appears in 
the Telegram to-night, the heading 
"The Position of the C.E.I.’’ you, in 
your paper, like the Rev- 'Mr. Forbes, 
in his pulpit, stated something which 
le not true (?) It is Just possible that 
his letter states Warwick’s position.. 
That, of coürse, depends upon War
wick’s mental state when he wrote it. 
He is evidently pleased with himself 
that he is again a member of the 
C.E.I. and wants to let everyone know 
it. What is biting him anyway that 
be in this way, gets after me? I 
never did him anything but good in 
my life. He used to be a great sup
porter of mine in the old days in the 
Institute, and was a great help to me 
in the Literary Association which I 
started in the Institute, but of which 
the past years I have heard nothing. 
That is a side of the Institute whith 
should have been developed. He ap
pears to be mad with you, for not 
deleting, as he calls it, the references 
to the Church of England Institute, 
which were contained in my .letter to 
you concerning the resolution of the 
Board of the Gower Street Methodist 
Church, which referred to His Honor, 
Judge Morris, the Press and myself. 
Here am I complaining that you have 
cut out too muclT -and Warwick, on 
the other hand, complains that you 
have not cut out enough. Truly an 
editor’s life is not a happy one. 
(Quite so—Ed. Tel.) He says that 
the Institute has a good reputation in 
the community which it is anxious to 
maintain. Who does not know of 
the good reputation of the Institute, 
and why is it now necessary for War
wick to publish the fact, and why is 
the Institute now anxious to main
tain the reputation which it has so 
justly deserved? Is it because War
wick is once paore a member? We 
know that one bad apple can spoil a 
barrel, but as one Swallow does not 
make a Summer I do not believe 
that one member, even if that mem
ber is Warwick Sniith, will be able to 
very greatly harm the reputation of 
the Institute—but now that he is 
again a member I can easily under
stand its anxiety to maintain its 
heretofore excellent reputation. His 
competency to judge of the effect of 
my epistles, lengthy or otherwise, is 
open to question. It is easily seen 
that he is not able t<r~ read them 
aright for, from his communication 
he clearly shows that he has the im
pression that I referred to. the present 
Council of the Institute as having 
wooden heads, when’ a casual perusal 
of my lengthy epistle, as he calls it, 
will show any person a little less 
stupid than Warwick,, that I did noth
ing of the kind. The words “Coun-

home-made remedy ha. no eg nab
Ka.ilj and cheaply prepared.

You’ll never know how quickly a bad 
cough can be conquered, until you try 
this famous old home-made remedy. 
Anyone who has coughed all day and 
all night, will say that the immediate 
relief given is almost like magic. It 
takes but a moment to prepare and really 
there is nothing better foV coughs.

Into a 16-oz. bottle, put 2% ounces of 
Pinex; then add plain granulated sugar 
syrup to make 16 ounces. Or you can 
use clarified molasses, honey, or corn 
syrup, instead of sugar syrup. Either 
wav. this mixture saves about# two- 
thirds of the money usually spent for 
cough preparations, and gives you a 
more Jpositive, effective remedy. It 
keeps perfectly, and tastes pleasant— 
children like it.

You can feci this take hold instâptly, 
eootliing and healing the membranes in 
all the air passages. It promptly loosens 
a dry, tight cough, and soon ytiu will 

’notice the phlegm thin out and then 
disappear altogether. A day’s use will 
usually break up an ordinary throat or 
chest cold, and it is also splendid for 
bronchitis, croup, hoarseness, and bron
chial asthma.

Pinex is a most valuable concentrated 
compound of genuine Norway pine ex
tract. the most reliable remedy for 
throat and chest ailments.

To avoid disappointment ask your 
druggist for “2% ounces of Pinex” with 
directions and don’t accept anything 
else. Guaranteed to give absolute satis
faction or money refunded. The Pinex 
Co., Toronto, Ont. •

TEA
is fresh and full of virtue. Every leaf counts in yotir 
teapot, and will yield .the most delicious flavor.

SAISD & CO. wholstsjohn°sents

FRESH FROZEN CODFISH, SALMON, CAPLIN,
COD TONGUES, SMELTS, HADDOCK, TURBOT,

SMOKED CODFISH, HADDOCK, KIPPERS, Etc.
—ALSO,—

TINNED SALMON, COD TONGUES,
LOBSTERS, SARDINES.

We positively guarantee the quality of above, which is prepared so 
that, every fish retains its full fresh flavor. Modern methods and scru
pulous care ensures you getting “the best there is in fish.”

“Wait while I shut my eyes.”
Hal takes up his penknife, and, 

mentally confounding his trembling 
hand, make the necessary incision. It 
is merely a pin’s scratch, but as he 
performs the operation and seen the 
little jet of blood follow his knife, he 
feels as if he had run the blade into 
his heart, and actually turns pale— 
that is, as pale as his sun-browned 
face will allow him.

“Is it done?” she inquires, plainly 
showing that the operation has not 
caused her much pain. “May I open 
my eyes?”

“Yes; look!” says Hal, and be holds 
out the fatal hook.

She slowly opens her eyes, and 
languidly looks first at the hook, and 
then at her arm.

“What a little thing to cause so 
much fuss; isn’t that he right word?”

Hal nods, and is about, to viciously 
pitch the hook into the stream, but. 
suddenly changing his mind, puts it 
into his pocket.

“Does it hurt?” he asks, anxiously.
"No, not much,” she says. “It isn’t 

poisoned, is it?”
“No,” says Hal, starting up at such 

Poisoned !
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Than a Peer “Are you staying all alone?”
“No,” says Hal, “I’ve got my coach 

with me.”
» She stares at him. opening her dark 
eyes to their widest.

“Your coach-and-four ?’’ she asks.
“No—no!” says Hal, laughing, “my 

tutor, Peter Bell, a clergyman who 
looks after me,” he adds, with a smile, 
“and sees I don’t get into mischief and 
fall into the water. Though, by the 
way, I had to pull him out of the lake! 
He is at the hotel;"it was too hot for 
him, and he stayed behind, reading 
the paper.”

“And you are going to be a clergy
man?” she asks, thoughtfully.

“Not I,” said Hat? decidedly; “I’m 
going to be a barrister, or going into 
the army—I don’t quite know which. 
But it’s holiday time just now.”

“I see.” she says, musing. “Well. I 
hope you will be happy.”

Hal doesn’t bow, as he ought to do 
—doesn’t lift his hat; but, in blunt 
fashion, he says:

“Thanks—the same to you.”
And it is much to his surprise that, 

instead of smiling in reply, as an Eng
lish girl would do, she looks dreamily 
before her, and sighs.

Suddenly—too suddenly for Hal— 
she stops short at a little path.

“I go along here," she says. “We 
must say good-by.”

“Good—good-by," says Hal, and he 
raises his hat.

She makes him a little bow.

For Prices, ’PhoneCHAPTER XXIII. V
He turns quickly, and sees the girl 

standing a few yards behind him, 
holding her hand to her arm, in which 
the hook has caught.

"Oh!" says Hal, with dismay. “Why, 
I had no (idea you were so near.”

"I ran up to see you catch a fish,” 
she says, with a little smile, “and see! 
I am caught myself." ,

And she laughs, as she tries to free 
the line.

“Stop! wait!” cries Hal. in alarm. 
“Don’t’ pull at it—you’ll fix it firmer. 
By George!”

And. with a troubled face, he drops 
the rod and takes hold of her arm.

“Is it fixed so tight?” she says, 
quietly. “Can’t I pull it out?’’

And she gives the line a little jerk, 
and utters a low exclamation of pain.

“Stop!—stop!" says Ha(, holding 
her hand. "You mustn’t pull it!”

"It’s gone right through the sleeve of 
my dress and into my arm,” she says, 
with a naive smile. “Now I can under
stand. I’m a very big fish you've
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“Offended!” echoes Hal, taken a- 
back. “No, how should you?”

“Then why will you not call?” she 
asks, innocently.

"Because," says Hal, then he stops 
short; “because I didn’t know that you 
were a princess. Your people, you see 
—I mean your people wouldn’t thank 
me for being so free-and-easy. I’m— 
well—I expect they wouldn’t consider 
me good enough. I’m not a prince.”

“No?” she says, with a little puzzled 
smile. “Will you tell me your name ?”

"My name is Bertram," says Hal, 
“Harry Bertram. I’m called Hal.”

“Hal,” she repeats, and the name 
sounds for the first time in the boy’s 
ears like a note of music. “Hal Ber
tram. It is a pretty name. And why 
will you not call, Mr. Bertram ?"

“Oh!” says Hal, “don’t call me Mr. 
Bertram.”

“No? Hal Bertram, then.” she says, 
evidently anxious to please him., “why 
will you not call?”

“Well,” ho says, “well, yes, then, I 
will call, your highness!’’

She smiles and holds out her hand.
"Good-by, Hal Bertram,” she says, 

and Hal, uncovering, takes her hand, 
and shakes it, boy fashion. The

Beaver Board
an unsportsman-like idea. ‘
No! If it doesn’t hurt you now, it 

• won't afterward.”
"That is well," she says, pulling 

down her sleeve, but still rubbing her 
arm. “Then I needn’t say anything 
about it. The senora would make so 
much—fuss—and compel me to go 
about like a cripple if I did,” and she 
laughs. "Well, are you going to catch 
any more fish?”

“No,” says Hal, with rather a rue
ful laugh ; “I’ve caught quite enough 
to-day. I’m very sorry!”

“It was -all my fault,” she says, most 
affably. "I ought not to have got be
hind you. I shall know better another 
tjme. Besides, it might have been 
worse J I might have been caught in 
my eye, you know ! ”

Hal shudders palpably.
“Don't mention such a thing!" he 

says, staring at her large dark eyes. 
“I shan't touch a rod for years with
out thinking of this beastly hook. I 
hope it won't—it won’t fester.”

“What—the hook?” she asks, in
nocently.

“No, your arm,” explains Hal. "But,” 
he adds, “that’s out of the question— 
they never d<V’

“That’s all right," shi 
now I'll go for my book 
the grass."

Hal runs back, and. after a little 
search, finds the volume; it is Tenny
son’s poems in Italian.

“Here it is,” he says, handing it to 
her; “is there anything else?”

"No, thank you,” she says; "and 
now I will go and not disturb your 
fishing any longer.”

“I shan't fish any more,” says Hal, 
decidedly. “I’ve got quite enough.”

“Yes,” she says; “and the sun is 
sinking, too. Are you going to For- 
bach ?”

“Yes,” says Hal, longing to ask 
where she is going, but not daring to. 
“Yes, I’ffl staying at Forbach."

“Ah, yes, you are traveling—you are 
a tourist?” she says, curiously.

“For goodness’ sake don’t call me 
'It makes
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Beaver Board is really good enough for your Parlor and 

is at the same time cheap enough for your kitchen.grave
and demure, and is about to pass on, 
when Hal suddenly bethinks him.

“Oh!" he says. “Wait—I mean, do 
you mind telling me your name?—so 
that I can inquire, you know.”

“My name?” she says. “Yes. My 
name is Verona—the Princess Ver
ona.” and she emiles.

Hal stands turned into stone. A 
true Englishman, he respects rank. 
This simple, frank girl, whose arm 
he has been cutting about with his 
penknife, is a princess! What right 
has he to be walking so far with so 
great a lady?

He lifts his hat.
"I—good-evening,” he says. “I didn't 

know. Of course I won’t call. Good
evening,” and he is about to turn 
away, when he feels ,a soft, warm hand 
on his arm.

“What is the matter? Have I offend
ed you, sir?”

The Beaver Board which we are now 
ready for painting or decorating.
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assertion. Warwick pays me a great 
compliment when he states that it is 

i a matter of great astonishment to 
many of the members of the C.E.I. to 

| learn that Mr. Ayre is still connected 
j with the Institute, as he has not bqen 
j in its rooms since his retirement from 
the .presidency. What do you think 
of that? There are some people who 
accuse me of hankering after the 

| limelight, and here Warwick tells 
j you that although I have been Hon- 
j orary President of the Institute for 
i eleven years I have said so little about 
it that it is a matter of astonishment 

I to many of the members. Had not the 
; Board of the Gower Street Methodist 
Church passed a resolution censuring 
me just as the Council of the Church 

/of England Institute did the time 
when the Coronation Choir was here, 
nearly twenty years ago, 'I should 

, probably naver have mentioned it. 
even now. Why, if some people oc
cupied such a position as Honorary 
President of the Church of 'England 
Institute for the past eleven years, as 
I have done, they would be demand
ing a highly paid Government job or 
at least a seat in the Upper House. 
They would not be content with such 
a humble Government position, such 
as Warwick adorns. I have never 
said a word about it and still there 
are some who say I wish to adver
tise myself. Walt till I start in the 
advertising line and then I will as
tonish you, and as for Warwick he 
will be so dumbfounded that he will 
be unable to open that caustic mouth 
of hts. Here I am still plain George 
Ayre, not even a K.C., and even In
stitute members, according to War
wick, are hardly aware of the fact 
that I am its Honorary President. 
Those members who attended the 
dinner given a couple of years ago to 
the Institute football team on their 

j winning the championship of the 
! Newfoundland Football League for 

1918, were aware of the fact, because 
the then President of the Institute.

says.
Mr. Hunt, honored me with an invi
tation to that dinner and asked me to 
speak, and on the printed toast list 
I was referred to as Geo. W. B.’Ayre, 
Esq., LL.B., Honorary President of 
the C.E.I. What do you think of 
that? Where was Warwick then, that. 
he was not at that dinner and did not' "t,, 
hear me speak? Why, I even sang a 
couple of songs. Sang songs! Just 
fancy ! There is no doubt about it 
because at that dinner the present 
Premier the Hon. R. A. Squires,

again be put to paper, in my turn ‘ 
should like to suggest to Warwick tl*1 
the less he calls attention to the M 
that he is a member of the Institute, 
the longer he is likely :o remain one, 
for as he himself tellu n> it is anxious 
to maintain the good reputation it cas 
acquired in this community, and tie 
less he is knowoi the longer is that re
putation likely to be maintained. As 
I asked at the beginning of my lotte! 
what is biting Warwick?

Yours sincerely.
GEO. W. B. AT»

Feb. 7th. 1921.

read aright an extremely simple and 
clearly written letter, competent to 
judge whether the Institute has noth-

which 
the

ing to do with the matters 
have recently been discussed in 
papers. Like all great reformers I 
am misunderstood. I do not complain, 
out I think that before Warwick 
rushes into print he ought to know 
something about what he is writing, 
and ought to get some one to explain 
to him the little things, which in my 
letters now and again rise to the 

face. Some would call them 
jokes hut I am not one of that kind. 
My reference to what happened in the 

luted me on my singing, and I, of Institute, like all my references, and 
course, congratulated him on his unlike that of the Rev. Mr. Forbes, is 
speaking. That was only fair. It Ts true #and as Warwick ought to know 
no news to me to be told that the “Truth is mighty and will prevail.” If 
Institute is now numerically and I am not greatly mistaken the incid- 
financially stronger than ever before ent to which P referred happened 
in its history. I have watched it too before Warwick or Mr. Hunt, my im- 
closely for that, and probably worked mediate successor in the Presidency, 
in the background for'1 the Institute, who has occupied that honorable 
right here in the city, when Warwick position for the past eleven years^ 
was working for himself somewhere was even a member, so for the life 
in the United States or elsewhere, ! of me I cannot see how it, in any way, 
when I venture to bet that it was not ; could reflect on the present or any 
the phurch of England Institute that i Council of the Institute for a great 
was occupying his scattered thoughts, j many years back, even if they were 
No one is more pleased than I to see not called a Council but a Board which 
the Institute prosper. Mr. Withers, ■ they were not. I do not' mind in the 
I and others planted, Mr. Hunt and least defending the Bench or the Bar 
others watered, and Mr. Long and from an attack founded on an incor- 
othere, Warwick included, are now rect statement. I do not mind defend- 
reaping the harvest. I learn with ‘ Ing myself, it I have some responsible 
minglefl feelings that Warwick is : person tq answer, but I strongly ob- 
agaln a member of the Institute. At Ject to a controversy with such as 
times he is and at times he is not. Warwick. If he can show me that he 
He reminds me of Finnigan. Off j writes as chosen representative of the 
again, on again; and now he tells us j Church of England Institute, which

ijs, in her soft, that!” says Hal, laughing, 
me feel like the Idiots who go about 
with a knapsack and dressed like 
mountebanks! No, I’m staying at For
bach till some friends arrive. They are 
coming to that castle—Schloss, they 
call it—on the hill there.”

“The Konig’s Schloss?” she says, 
nodding. “Yes, I know it. It belongs 
to a great English milord, t can't it? 
What is his name?”

"The Marquis of Ferndale, said Hal.
“Yes,” that is it. Your English names 

are so difficult to remember. Ferndale, 
that Is pretty.”

"Yes," says Hal, carelessly; "his 
name is Vane, though ; at least, that’s 
what we call him. He married my sis
ter.” ,

"Your sister,” she says, thoughtful
ly. "Is she like you?” naively.

“Like me—Jeanne?" says Hal, in
differently. "I’m sure I jion’t know. 
No, I should say not. Jeanne is very 
pretty.”

The girl looks at him with a little 
grave smile,playing about her mobile 
lips. r \

"She le pretty-t-and not likp you,” 
she says. "And she’s the marchioness 
—is that right? Yes, the Konig’s Sch
loss is a beautiful place. Do you know 
the Villa Verona?"

"No,*’ says Hal. 'Is that------" and
he hesitates.

“That is where I live—where I ami 
staying.” she says, frankly. “It is » 1 
little white house—oh, not so large as 1 
the Schloss!—just by the elinrch.”

When Choosing the Material 
for a washable Frock for the 
growing child—

M°LH5*
Ï0UNG WOMEN

AVOID PAIN révolu]
[VIOTHER naturally thinks of 

* the possibilities of the fabric 
shrinking in the wash. It is 
therefore a. relief to her to know 
that the fabric will not shrink 
or Jt-se ils charm if Lux is used 
for iis cleansing.
Durability, charm of colour, quality of 
lex! un-, tiie freshness of newness—these 
aie j reserved to all good fabrics washed 
wuh Lux. A packet of Lux—a bowl 
of warm water—and dainty hands 
can cleanre delightful fabrics 
in a delightfully easy manner.

UTT AN.
his One Tells How She 
Was Benefited by Taking 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg

etable Compound. GRIP
ge table Compound, and I am much 
tter and able to go about all the time, 
rich Î could not do before. I reeom- 
rnd Vegetable Compound to my friends 
1 know they suffer the same way, and 
ii may publish my letter if it will help 
y one, as I hope it will.”—Misa Z. G. 
Lackwell, 2073 Osier’Place, Regina, 
pk.
If every girl who suffer* as Miss Black- 
Bl did, or from irregularities, painful 
hods, backache, sideache, dragging 
pn pains, inflammation or ulceration 
Lid only give this famous root and 
r> remedy a trial they would soon 
I relief from such suffering.
I hardly seems possible that there ii 
I 'man in this country who will con
ge to suffer without giving Lydia E. 
«ham’s Vegetable Compound a trial 
gr all the evidence that is continually
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tablets x î
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