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Get“More Money” for your Foxes

Black, Silver, Cross, Red, White and Blue, Lynx,

Bear, Marten and other Fur ‘uun

SHIP YOUR FURS DIRECT fo “SHUBERT- the largest
exclusively in NORTH AMERICAN RAW

house in the World

a reliable—responsible—safe Fur House with an unblemished rep-
utation existing for ‘'more than a third of a century,” a long suc-
cessful record of sending Fur th%wrs prompt, SATISFACTORY
AND PROFITABLE returns. ‘pthz Shnibert o
the only reliable, accurate market report and price list published.
Write for it—NOW—it’s FREE '

ed in your section

rite for

\| A.B.SHUBERT, Inc. &2 etht teo v r:

Love in @ Flour Mill,
/ OR, i

The Romance of Two
Loyal Hearls!

CHAPTER L
“Here’s Ronnie Desborough!” said

some one, and the Princess gave an

“ECHOES
of the Past;

The Recompesse of
Love!”

CHAPTER XXXIIIL

<

No convalescing is so rapid as that

*of the man whose recovery is to him

as important as life and death. Two

days later Clive crawled down on
Quilton’s Arm to a cab and was driv-
en to Benson’s Rents. Quilton help-
ed him up tHe stairs, but, after knock-
ing at the door for him, seated him-
self on the top step. Mina’'s voice said
“Come in,” and, with his heart throb-
bing, Clive entered.

She was seated at the piano, the
notes of. which he had heard as he
laboriously climbed the stairs,. and
she rose and looked at him, her face
crimson, then white, her hands press-
ed to her bosom; and her blush, her
attitude, recalled old times to Clive
and gave him courage.

“Mina!” he said in his still feeble
“Ah, come to me, Mina!”
battling

struggling with the

\
voice.

She stood for a moment,
with herself,
magnetic influence of his vaice, fight-
ing against the desire to obey. Where
were all her resolutions, her careful-
ly laid plans to avoid him, to separ-
ate herself from him?

“Come to me!” he said again. And
all the resolutions and plans melted
into thin air at sight of his pale and
wasted face, his She
remembered at that moment only the
bound ﬁéure lying beside her, the

hollow eyes.

weak voice, scarcely sounding above
the lapping of the water, murmuring
hoarsely: Mina.”
Against her will, she was drawn to-
ward him; she moved to him slowly:

“I love you,

his arms were round her, her head
But as his kisses

raised her

was on his breast.
rained on her head, she
head and, with her eyes drowned in
tears, she murmured in broken ac-
cents:

“Oh, Clive, Clive, I cannot help it;

I love you! I can’t let you go. I

can’t, I can't!”
Quilton lit a cigarette and sat\ou
patience.

the stairs with =~ admirable

Presently a step sounded from be-
low and a voice said in shrill tones:

“You juét come off them stairs,

young ’Arry Marks. I ’spose yonr
mother thinks she owns the whole of
the ’ouse instead of the top attic, and
let her kids
soapbubbles all. over the place
sloppy mess that chucls
There!

no occasion to cry. Got no more

Women Know

that they cannot afford to be
ill. They must keep themselves
in the best of health at all
times. Most of all, the digest-
ive system must be kept in
good working order. Knowing
the importance of this, many
women have derived help from

'as the right to play
and
make a

everybody down? there ain't

These safe, sure, vegetable pills
ickly right the conditions
t cause headache, languor,
constipation and biliousness.
They are free from habit-form-
do not irri-
tate or weaken the bowels.

Women find that relieving the
small ills promptly, prevents
the development

They depend on :

Pills to tone, strengthen and

g P B of Spacil Valae o Women

soap, 'aven’t yer? Well, ’ere’s a pen-
But you mark my

words, you'll be the' death of some

ny to buy some.

one some day, and there’ll be a hin-
quest; and your mother’ll be took up
for murder in the fust degree. There:
goodness
an’ go an’ spend that penny, sharp.”

The and Tibby
stopped short and surveyed Quilton

wipe your nose, for saka,

steps . ascended,

with a critical and indignant air.
“Can’t you find anything better 12
do than sit there poisoning the hat-
mosphere with .cheap cigarettes, and
settin’ a bad example to the other
brats?” she demanded.
Quilton disregarded this

and jerked his head over his shoul-

inquiry

der.
“He’s in there—with Mina,” he

said. “Two’s company, four’s mnone.
Sit down, Tibby.”

Her
glowed; she hesitated a moment, then
she sat down beside him, her sharp

little chin resting on her hand. There

face brightened, her eyes

was silence for a minute or two;
then Quilton said in a low voice and
a face as inexpressive as a ship’s
figurehead:

“How. old are you, Tibby?”

“You mind your own business,”
she replied. “How old are you, if it
comes to that?”
replied Quilton

you marry me,

“Twenty-two,”
promptly. “Will
Tibby?”

Tibby surveyed him with infinite
scorn.

“I don’t marry infants,” she said.

“I'm old enough to be your father,”
he said, shaking his head, as if he
were driven by an all-compelling fate
it was useless to fight against. “I'm
old enough to know better than to
make a fool of myself; but still I'm
doing it. I'll even go so far as to ad-
mit, if you insist upon it, that I love
you. It sound curious, but the more
curious thing is that it’s absolutely

true. Do not strike me, Tibby, for I

of big ones. |
s

am old and an orphan. I am also an
imbecile and an idiot, for I am pos-
Isessed by the firm conviction that if
you say that you will not marry me
I shall be a remarkably wretched and
Do not ask me
to account for this strange and ludic-
rous condition of mind; but believe
me that it is a kind of
which, in my case at any rate, will
prove Qquite: incurable.
'Tibby, 1 ask you again—will

unhappy individual.

insanity

Therefore,
you
marry me?”’

Tibby stared at him, with her head
on one side—just as she was wont to
stare at the joint of meat offered by
the butcher for her approval—then
she heaved a long sigh of compas-
sionate resignation and said in a pity-
ing tone:

“It’s a shocking thing to think of
a poor ’elpless idiot wanderin’ about
the world alone and getting into all
sorts of trouble without anybody to
stop him; so I suppose I must!”

* * * ok * * * ¥

It was not a double wedding. Clive
suggested one, but both Quilton and
Tibby declined, with thanks.

“I once knew a double wedding,”
she said, “where the parties got so
mixed up that one of the bridegrooms
went off with the wrong bride. Of
course, I shouldn’t mind exchanging
William Henry; in fact, I daresay I
shall have to advertise him presently
in one of those papers where people
offer to exchange a clothes-horse and
a tea-caddy for a sealskin jacket;
but it’s only fair to give him a little
trial.” ; <

And Quilton had nodded éomplete
approval of her sentiment.

(To be Continued.)

Paint marks can be removed by
soaking them for a short time in ben-
zine or turpentine, then rubbing them
with emery paper or a little pulver-
ized pumice Stone. ¢

A teaspoomful of camphor added
to a quart'of soft water will kill
earthworms in house  plantsy The
plants should be quite ready for

water when it is applied,

*

imperceptible start; a faint touch of
colour came into her pale face as she
cast one swift glance at the tall.
splendidly built young man who was
entering, then as swiftly looked away.

Ronnie Desborough came in with a
smile on his handsome face, his good-
humoured grey eyes glancing round
cheerfully. The most careless obser-
ver would have diﬂerentiéted him
from the rest of the men present; for
most of them were pale, and bore
traces in face and bearing of constant
dissipation; but Ronald Desborough
looked what he was, the most “fit”

and happy-go-lucky man in the world.

He was as erect as a soldier, and
carried himself with the unconscious
grace of The
course of life which had set its hall-

mark on so many of the men in the

an athlete. foolish

room, had as yet graven no lines in
-| his face, nor turned-its healthful huc
to pallor. He was young, of extraor-
dinary physical strength, and of thc
bright

which had come té him

and cheerful temperament
from the
strain of Celtic blood in the great
he had
stretched out his hand to the cup of
laugh of

enjoyment; it would remain for Time

Desborough family. As yet,

pleasure with a careless

to show whether he would Ilater
snatch at it with the snarl of feverish

despair which is born of satiety.

It may safely be said that Ronald
Desborough, or Ronnie, as he was
called by his
was one of the most popular men in
society. Alas! popularity, like all

other forms of success, has its penal-

innumerable friends,

ties; he had got into a fast set, and
he moved, joyously, unthinkingly, in
it, the swiftest of the swift.
a member of the Ace of Spades Club,
but be-
cause he had been insensibly drawn

He was
not® because he loved cards,
into it; the horrid vice of gambling
had really no charm for him; he lov-
ed a horse-race for its own sake, was
good at most of the sports all strong
men delight in, and was far happie:
tramping over the turnips with a
gun, or throwing a fly in a Scottish
stream, ihan sitting on a summer’s
evening in a darkened room playing
cards; and, whether he won or losit
this evening, his temper would re-
lmain unruffied, his pulse unstirred.
cheer-

“Sorry I'm late,” he said

fully, as he and his partner stood

beside their chairs.
Lydstone looked up with a scowl.
‘“Been waiting here no end of a
time,” he “Thought
punctuality was a rule of this Club?”
“So it is, I believe,” said Ronnie.
“The fact is, Brandon and I drove
to Rich-

said sullenly.

that new pair of his down

~_"BRAND
CoFFEE

Canada’s
Best

In %, 1 and 2 pound cans.
Whole— ground—pulverized —
also Fine Ground for Percolators.

CHASE & SANBORN,

MONTREAL.

velour is trimmed with a small white
 wing placed flat on the brim, close to
the crown on the left side. This makes
'a very chic and useful hat.

mond, meaning to have a bit of din-

time for our appointment with you;
but the nags got a bit wild, and we
had a trifling accident; shied at a
German . band—no  wonder!—and
turned over the apple-cart. How do
you do, Princess?’ She had come
forward to the table and seated her-
self, and was looking at him, looking
over him, with a kind of furtive ap-
prehension. “No one hurt!” he has-
tened to add. “We picked up the
pieces and got back all right; but
We're most awfully
deal.

I suppose?

late, of course.

sorry. Let’s cut for Yours,
Usual stakes,

Bring some wine, please.”

Lydstone.

They began to play. Lydstone and
Brandon with keen and rigid
fulness; Ronald Desborough in the
smiling, debonair fashion with which

care-

he played all games; the Princess
with her usual timidity and barely
concealed nervousness.
with Desborough and Brandon from
the start;
did not let a trick slip; Lydstone’s
narrow face grew darker, his thin
lips twitched, he stared at the centre

of the table, only raising his moody

The luck was

Brandon played well, and

eyes to scowl at his wife, who grad-
ually grew paler and obviously more
nervous. Once or twice he rebuked
her, in a low voice like the snarl of
a dog, for some mistake; and on one
of the occasions he was doing so she
had glanced at Ronald Desborough
with, perhaps, an unconscious appeal
in her blue eyes. He caught the
glance, but, of course, he could say
nothing. :

The Lydstones’ luck, joined to. the
Princess’s faulty play, continued;
and presently, at the end of a rubber,
Desborough said, in a casual way:

“Shall we drop it now?

shameful luck, Lydstone,

You’ve had
and both
you and Lady Lydstone must be sick
of it.
another night; eh, Brandon?”

We will give you your revenge

“Certainly; by all means,” respond-
ed Brandon promptly. He rubbed
his shoulder and smiled ruefully. ‘I
am quite ready to drop it; for, to tell
you the truth, I'm feeling a bit shaky.
Must have come out on my shoul-
der.”

He hadiione nothing of the kind,
and was not hurt in the least, and he
winked almost imperceptibly at Ron-
ald; but Lydstone caught the wink,
his face flushed darkly, and he glared
at the two men.

“We will go on playing,” he
sullenly.
ute ago;

said
“You were all right a min-
it’'s not usual for the win-
ners to cry off; and it's early yet.”

“I'm sure the Princess is tired,”
said Ronald, rather unwisely.

Lydstone turned to him with an
ugly sneer.

“Permit me to answer for my wife,
Desborough,” he said.

Ronald coloured

slightly. “I beg

your pardon,” he said.

ner there and get back in plenty cof |

THE FIREMEN

may save your home and belong-
ings from utter destruction by the
flames, but the smoke and water
will create a great deal of havoc,

FIRE INSURANCE

will make good your damaged pro-
perty and supply you with suffi-
cient ready funds to replace de-
stroyed articles. Have me write
you an insurance policy to-day.

PERCIE JGHNSON,

Imsurapce Agent.
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Whisk:

Don’t be careless and sim-
ply ask for Whisky.

Ask for
House of Lords,

a mellow full strength,

10 Years Old

Scotch — a favourite with
the public.

: J. C. BAIRD.

The Am. Novel of 1915.

MICHAEL O'HALLORHAN

by Gene Stratton Porter.

This is the story of Mickey the news-
boy and his ward-peacher, whom he
found with a crippled back and cried
for until she was cured. It tells of
Mickey’s part in the romance of Doug-
las Bruce and Leslie Winton; and of
the kindliness of Peter Harding and
his wife to peacher, and finally of
Mickey’s own love story with the waif
he found years before.

The book possesses, like all of the
author's works, a deep feeling for
nature, the charm of the woods, the
flowers and all growing things.

Paper 65c.; cloth 90c. Not a dull
page in all the 500 pages.

Garland’s Bookstores,

177 & 353 Water Street.
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Her small hand slid along the ta-
ble and just touched, his arm; he met
her troubled, anxious eyes, gathered
from their expression that she wish-
ed him to playing,
with hi.s cheery “All right!” took up

continue and,
the cards again.

Fortune remained faithful to himn
lost his head; he played badly, anid
even /worse.
a palpable mistake and lost a trick,
Lydstone leant across the table ani,
snarled through his clenched teeth,
“You fool!”

She sank back, her hand
out with a gesture of fear and appeal,

stretched

and the tears rose to her eyes. Ron-

hands’

nie, his eyes blazing and his
actually clénched, sprang to his feet!
and turned to the unmanly coward.
The. Princess, still seated, caught the
clenched hand and murmured a ter-
rified “No, no!”
man, with all the alertness of his
race, stepped swiftly 'between the
two men. The other men and wome2
ceased playing, and stared at the;
group; some of them rose hastily and
went towards it. Coming -on the si-
lence, the strained absorption,
sudden outburst of passion, absolute—!
1y novel in that room, created a kindi
of hysterical excitement.

(To be Continued.)

Brandon, an Irish-

this

A perfectly plain sailor of ' satin

|
and Brandon; Lydstone had evidently

the unfortunate little woman played,
Suddenly, as she made

Globe Steam Laundry

mayls.tf

.H ’YWARB& Co., _Waler Street, East

Do it Now!

Ring up, write or send us in
ftructions to =all for vour

Laundry

weD NeX? Yo feguare sny work
done.

EXPERT WORKERS
LATEST MACHINERY.
PROMPT SERVICE.

Halt!
Give. the Countersign.

Lash’sTobaccoStore

There is not the least doubt about the quality of our
Tobaccos, Cigars and Cigarettes. We beg to draw special
attention to the following brands:—

TOBACCO. CIGARS.
John Cotton’s Mixture. Romeo & Juliete..
Hymin’s Mixture. Governor.
Cash’s Mixture. Conchas.
V. C. Mixture. Boek.

Our Pipes and Smokers’ Requisites are imported
from the leading manufacturers and are of the very best
quality.

JAS. P. CASH, Tobacconist,

WATER STREET.

CIGARETTES,
Pall Mall.
Melechrino.
London- Life,

Garrick.

You=-=Everyone==

Uan save the price of a new Gown, Opera Cloak or Suit by
sending it to UNGAR’S to be Dry Cleaned. Look over
your wardrobe and see if there is not some soiled or spot-
ted garment that has good material in it. Do not discard
your garments but send them to UNGAR’S and you will
be pleased with the result—shape restored, fresh, brigh
and like new.

Messrs. NICHOLLE, INKPEN & CHAFE, Agents, Nfld.

UNGAR’S LAUNDRY & DYE WOR® S, Halifax.

JUST ARRIVED

per Durango:

A splendid variety of Suit-

ings. No two patterns

alike. These goods were

ordered before the big

jump in Woollens and our

Customers

can have the

advantage of
OLD PRICES

Our new style.sheets for

F4ll and Winter just to

hand.

CLOTHIER e

Gs:\;

TG YL RIOANS,

281-283 DUCKWORTH STREET.

Kerosene Oil!

We sell only highest grade Genuine Petro-
leum Oil.

We sell all Oil in new oak ironbound casks.

We sell per imperial gallon—one-fifth more
than wine gallon.

We can sell you Better Oil at the Best Price.

Co., Limited.
Phome 148. P O. Bax 476.

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES DIPH-

THERIA,

SR S skl Wit




