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EXTRACTS
NON ALCOHOLIC__

Your favorite recipes need the delightful flavors of 
Shirriff’s Non-alcoholic Extracts to insure the success 
they deserve. Shirriff’s Extracts (Non-alcoholic) 
are especially economical because only half the 
usual quantity is required. Your grocer has them 
in all popular flavors.

Vanilla 
Lemon 
Orange 
Almond 

Peppermint 
Strawberry 
Raspberry 

Wlntergreea 
Rose and 

others.

“Flowers of the 
Valley,”

OB

MABEL BOWARD, 
OF THE LYRIC.

CHAPTER XVII.
A MINIATURE PAGANINI.

“This lady," said the boy, flushing 
" find stammering, “wants lodgings.” 

Then he went up to the woman and 
Spoke rapidly, and Iris caught the 
words, “So kind to me! Carried my 
Violin!”

The woman eyed Iris with all a Lon
doner’s keen scrutiny and suspicion, 
hut her shrewd, gray eyes softened af
ter a moment’s inspection of the sad, 
beautiful face, with its unmistakable 
expression of refinement and good
ness.

“Do you want lodgings, ma'am?" 
“Yes,” said Iris, simply.
“I've got rooms to let,” said the wo

man, but still doubtfully; “will you 
twalk inside, ma’am?”

Iris followed her upstairs into a 
■mall parlor, the boy limping after 
them with an eager flush on his face. 
Iris noticed that though the room was 
R tiny box and poorly furnished, it was 
scrupulously clean.

“Take a seat, ma’am.” said the wo- 
tnan.

The hoy remained at the door, his 
eyes wandering anxiously from one 
face to the other.

“I am a stranger in London,” said 
Iris, in her low, soft voice ; “I have 
only just come up from the country. 
,Your little friend is quite right when 
he says that I want lodgings.” j
(. The woman nodded.
’ “I’ve got a ccuple of rooms to let, 
kertainly.” slie said; “I suppose you 
Can give references, ma'am?”

Iris’ pale face crimsoned for a mo
ment

“I am quite a stranger,” she said, 
«that is—I cannot give references”— 
then as the woman’s eyes seemed to 
grow hard, she added with a happy 
thought—“but I have money, I can pay 
in advance.”

“Well, it’s not usual,” said the land
lady. “Now, Master Paul, you leave 
toe to manage this business”—for the 
lad had muttered what seemed to be an 
eager expostulation—“the lady knows 
k person has to be particular nowa
days.”

“I unfferstand,” said Iris, sadly, and 
she took up the bag which she had 
placed on the table; “I do not blame 
you. I will go now.”

Paul limped in hurriedly, and laid 
his hand on the land-lady’s arm.

“Oh, Mrs. Barker!” he pleaded ; 
“don’t let her go! Don’t you see how 
tired she looks? Don’t you' see that 
she’s a lady! Don’t be angry with her, 
please, miss,” he entreated, hurrying 
to Iris, "everybody is so hard and sus
picious, they are made to be so! Don’t 
go, miss.”

The landlady colored. j
“I’m not hard and suspicious, Mas

ter Paul,” she said, indignantly; “all
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! Home-made Remedy 
Stops Coughs Quickly

“•i A fm5ij supply eeilijr and 
quickly made. Saves a boat *1.

» » '!■ » ♦ » » » » » .{■ » » » » » ♦ »
You might be surprised to know that 

the best thing you can jise for a severe 
cough, is a remedy which is easily pre- 
pared at home in just a few momenta. 
It s cheap, but for prompt results it 
beats anything else you ever tried. Usu
ally stops the ordinary cough or chest 
cold in 84 hours. Tastes pleasant, too— 
children like it—and it is pure and good.

Pour 2% ounces of Pinex in a 16-oz. 
bottle ; then fill it up with plain granu
lated sugar syrup. Or use clarified mo
lasses, honey, or com syrup, instead at 
sugar syrup, if desired. Thus you make 
16 ounces—a family supply—but cost
ing no more than a small bottle' of 
ready-made cough syrup.

And as a cough medicine, there is 
really nothing better, to be had at any 
price. It goes right to the spot and
gives quick, lasting relief. It promptly 

sale the inflamed membranes that line 
the throat and air passages, stops the 
annoying throat tickle, loosens the

I Pinex is a highly concentrated com
pound of Norway pine extract, famous 
for its healing effect on the membranes.

To avoid disappointment ask your 
druggist for “2y2 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.

I said was that it wasn’t usual to take 
any one without some kind of refer
ence. But if the young lady offers to
pay in advance----- ”

Iris took out her purse at once, and 
her eyes grew moist, for the thought 
of turning out again into the crowded 
streets, homeless and friendless, was 
dreadful. **

“There is some money,” she said, 
laying a couple of sovereigns upon the 
table.

The landlady’s face cleared at the 
sight of the gold, and she took one 
sovereign and pushed the other back. 

“The rent is ten shillings a week, 
« ma'am,” she said; that’s two weeks in 

advance. This is the room, and I hope 
you’ll' be comfortable. I’m not hard, 
though Master Paul says I am; and 
I’ll do what I can to make you com
fortable, and now I hope you're satis
fied, Master Paul!”

The boy nodded and smiled, his blue 
eyes sparkling with satisfaction; then 
his pale face flushed, and he stood on 
tiptoe and whispered in the landlady’s 
ear.

"Master Paul says that maybe you1 
like a cup of tea, ma’am,” she said, 
“and would take it in his room, while 
I tidy up a bit here.”

“I will, gratefully,” said Iris; but 
she added, gently, “the room is 
clean as it could possibly be already

It was a lucky speech, and it won 
Mrs. Barker’s heart more effectually 
even than the gold had done, and she 
followed Paul out of the room with 
the first smile her face had worn dur 
ing the interview.

Iris sank into a chair and looked 
round. As she had said, the room was 
perfectly clean, and small, barely fur
nished though it was, it seemed 
haven of refuge after the turmoil of 
the crowded streets.

The adjoining room was even small 
er, but it was aa clean, and Iris, taking 
off her bonnet and cloak, seated her
self on the edge of the little bed with 
a feeling of thankfulness and of grati 
tude to Paul.

The future lay still dark and misty 
before her; but, at any rate, for the 
present, she had found shelter and 
hiding-place.

After about a quarter of an hour had 
elapsed, and just as she was coiling up 
her hair, and feeling refreshed and 
cheered by a good wash, there came a 
timid knock at the door, and, going to 
it, she found Paul there.

“I—I thought perhaps you had for
gotten, or changed your mind, miss— 
about the tea, I mean,” and, as he 
spoke, his blue eyes rested upon her 
face, that now, without its bonnet and 
long shrouding veil, seemed ten times 
more beautiful to him. "This way, 
miss; I am quite a near neighbor, you 
see,” and he led her Into a room op
posite, her own.

It was, if anything, even more poor
ly furnished than hers, but it contain 
ed a piano, which took up nearly all 
one side of it, and a violoncello stood 
upright in the corner. Sheets of music 
lay upon one of the chairs, and the lad 
swept these off and drew it to the table 
for Iris. Over the mantelshelf was a 
portrait of Beethoven, and others of 
well-known composers decorated the 
walls. Humble as the room was, there
were touches about it which gave proof 
that the lad was an artist, and pos
sessed the artistic lève of refinement, 
and the grace with which he put her 
chair and not his own, opposite the 
teapot, struck Iris at once.

“What a dear little room!” she 
said; “and there til Beethoven and 
Mendelssohn ; and you have got 'a 
piano, too! And do you live here all 
alone?',’ she added, wonderingly.

He nodded as he took the teapot to 
fill It at the kettle on the fire.

“Yes, all alone, miss, since”—his 
voice dropped—“since father died. 
That was three years ago.”

Iris’ lips quivered.
“I have lost a father, too, Paul,” she 

said, "but a very, very litle while ago!”
“I am so sorry!" he murmured, in 

a low Yoifo. s
"But you must be very lonely,” said 

Iris, hurrying away from the subject
“Yes,” he said; "sometimes I am, 

very. I should be worse but for my 
music. I have always got that! My fa
ther was a music teacher,” he went 
on, his eyes fixed In rapt attention up
on her white hand, as she poured out 
the, tea. "He died of consumption. The 
doctor said that if he could get away
from England tor the winter----- " he
stopped. “But we were—I am very 
poor, you see,” he finished, with simple 
and unconscious pathos, "and so he 
died.”
“My poor boy!” murmured Isis, her

eyes filling. “And do you teach music, 
too?”

He shook his head.
“No, miss. I tried- to get some teach

ing,' but people said I was too young 
and too little—I think it was because 
of the latter more than the former— 
and they would not engage me. I play 
the third violin in the-’brehestra at the 
Lyric Theatre, miss,” he added, with 
a totffch of simple pride that went to 
Iris’ heart.

“That is very grand!” she said. “But 
Paul—I may call you Paul, may I not? 
—it is such a pretty name.”

"Oh, yes! Do, please, miss!” he said, 
eagerly.

“Well, I will,” said Iris; “but you 
must not call me Miss----- ” she stop
ped abrupty, and her face crimsoned. 
Her own name had almost passed her 
lips—the name to which J3he had- now 
no right. “You must call me Mabel,” 
she went on, inventing a name at hap
hazard.

"May I?” he said, his eyes glisten
ing.

“Yes; my name is Mabel Howard, 
but you must call me Mabel, We are 
such very near neighbors, yoÿ see, as 
you said, Paul.” j

"Yes,” he murmured, "it seems like 
a dream. And to think that I should 
have gone round that side of the park!
I might have gone the other way, and 
then—then I should not have seen you ! 
Oh, how glad, how glad I am!” and he 
clasped his hands with a childlike ges
ture of gratitude. “But you are not 
eating anything. I wish,” wistfully, 
that I had something better than 

bread and butter, Miss—Mabel!”
There is nothing I like better," said 

Iris, taking a slice quietly. “But you 
are eating nothing, either.”

He colored.
“I—I can’t; I am too happy!” he 

said. “It is all so wonderful to see you 
sitting there! I think I shall wake 
directly and find myself all alone as 
usual, and my meeting with you real
ly all a dream. But now you must come 
and sit in this chai». It is so comfort
able, see! My father made it for me 
because I am so little. You cap lean 
right back, and rest beautifully. 
There!” and he patted a cushion and 
arranged it carefully.

“That is very nice,” said Iris; “but 
T cannot take your chair, Paul.”

"Yes, yes,” he said, eagerly, and he 
lowered himself on to the floor almost 
at her feet. "I know you are tired, and 
I want you to rest. You would carry 
my violin, but it is my turn now,” and 
he laughed a little, silvery, childlike 
laugh.

"Tell me more about yourself,” said 
Iris, after a moment or two of silence.

He thought, with hi» head on one 
side, and pushed the long, fair hair off 
his forehead.

“There it, no more to tell,” he said, 
simply. “I haven’t any one in the wide 
world belonging to me that I know, 
and only one friend that I know of— 
Mrs. Barker—and y6u. May I say that, 
Mabel?”

‘Indekd, you may, Paul,” said Iris, 
gently; "but I think you have shown 
the friendship on your side. But for 
you I should have been wandering in 
those awful streets now”—and she 
shuddered—“instead of sitting here in 
your pretty room and comfortable 
chair.”

He looked up at her musingly.
“Were you going to ask me why I 

am so lonely and friendless, Paul?” 
she said, softly.

The boy colored, and hung his head. 
“You seem to read my very 

thoughts,” he said, contritely.
‘If I do, I know that they are very 

kind one, Paul,” she said, gently. "But, 
indeed, it was not fair of me to ask 
you to tell me your history when I
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Time to Put Your 
“Stanfield’s” on

UNSEASONABLE fine Fall weather 
causes thousands of people every year 
to start the Winter with a cold. Be fore

warned and get inside your “Stanfield’s” now.
You can fit out the whole family in 
Stanfield’s Underwear in one trip to any good 
store and NOW—to-day—is the time to do it

Stanfield’s
Underwear

is delightfully comfortable—so soft that it will 
not irritate the most sensitive skin-—following 
every line and curve of the body as naturally 
as the skin it clothes—no bunching, binding 
or gripping—nothing at all to deprive you of 
the feather-bed comfort of the pure lamb’s 
wool against your body.

Made in Combinations and Two-piece Suits, in full length, knee 
and elbow length, and sleeveless, for Men and Women. 
Stanfield’s Adjustable Combinations and Sleepers for growing 

Children (Patented).

GOOD DEALERS

cannot tell you mine.”
"I do not want to know,” he said, 

eagerly.
“This you shall know—and see how 
trust you, Paul,” said Iris. "Mabel is 

not my right name, but that I cannot 
tell you. -You must trust me, Paul, 
when I say that I have done nothing 
wrong, though you found me alone in 
London and friendless!”

(To be continued.)

ALL

STANFIELD’S LIMITED TRURO, N.S.

SUFFERED 
FIVE YEARS

inally Was Restored to 
tealth by Lydia E-Pinkham’s 

Vegetable Compound.
Paris, Ont. —“For five 

fared from
veers I suf- 

caueed by displace
ment of my organs 
and in my back. All 
of this time I was 
unfit for work and 
was taking different 
medicines that I 
thought were good. 
I saw the advertise
ment in the papers 
of Lydia E. Jnnk- 
ham’s Vegetable 
Compound and took 
it faithfully. I am

_______ now in perfect health
_______ my own work. I recommend
it to others, and give you permission to 
publish this ‘letter in your little books 
and in the newspapers as a testimonial. ’ ’ 
—Mrs. D. Cassady, Box 461, Paris, Ont 

Why women will continue to suffer so 
long is more than we can understand, 
when they can find health in Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound !

For forty years it has been the stand
ard remedy for female ilia, and has re
stored the health of thousands of women 
who have been troubled with such ail
ments as displacements, inflammation, 
ulceration, irregularities, etc.

If you want special advice write to 
uydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co. (confi
dential), Lynn, Mass. Your letter will 
be opened, read and answered by a 
woman and held in strict confidence.

THE HORSE.
Sometimes when 

viewing motor 
cars, and mark
ing how they 
slay my friends, 
I sadly say, “I’ll 
thank my stars 
if this wild 
drama ever ends! 
’Twould be a 
blessed thing, in
deed, if men 
these motors 

CocJSBCM would eschew, 
and go back to the faithful steed that 
hauled pur fathers fro and-to.” And 
then dead horses I recall, the grand 
old steeds I used to drive; and, count
ing up their failings all, I’m rather 
glad they don’t survive. Old Dobbin 
sleeps where clinging vines their 
soft and slumbrous shade produce; 
he’d get his tall across the lines, and 
then he’d kick the dashboard loose. 
For good old dappled Prince I sigh, 
his pedigree was long and rich; at 
every little thing he’d shy, and dump 
the buggy in the ditch. And Barb, 1 
the Arab, lies beneath a granite boul
der, gray and. big; she’d get the bit 
firm in her teeth, and run away, and 
smash the rig. And* faithful Nemo 
used to walk along the highway, white 
and straight; and he would hump 
himself and balk If I’d suggest a 
smarter gait. And when I think of 
all the nags I used to drive in other 
days, the spavined plugs, the equine 
hags, the- blacks, the chestnuts and 
the bays; I think perhaps I am at 
fault to wish them back, upon thé 
scene, and to my flivver’s seat I vault, 
and burn three quarts of gasolene.

Penances of the 
Duchess of Gloucester.

Old London Bridge was the scene of 
many penances. In 1440, the Bridge 
Street—by which Is meant as well the 
passage over the river as the main 
street beyond it on each side—was the 
scene of the public penances of Elea
nor Cobham, Duchess of Gloucester, 
on the very grave charge of having 
practiced necromantic rites, in con
junction with other persons—“Thomas 
Southwell, a priest and canon of St. 
Stephen’s, who died in the Tower; 
Roger Bolynbroke, a priest and great 
astronomer, and Margery Jourde- 
maine, or Gardemaine# a witch, of Eye, 
besides Westminster; the former being 
hanged and quartered at Tyburn, and

GIRLS! GROW THICK 

LONG, HEAVY HAIR 

WITH “DANDERINE”

Hie latter burnt at Smithfleld.” Being 
convicted, she was sentenced to a sev
ere public penance, and banished for 
lite to the Isle of Man, but was after
wards imprisoned in the castles of 
Chester and Kenilworth. On Nov. 9, 
1440, the Duchess was sentenced to 
perform penance at’three open places 
in London. On Monday, the 13th, she 
went by water from Westminster and 
landing at Temple Bridge, walked at 
noon day through Fleet Street, bearing 
a waxen taper of two pounds weight 

i to St. Paul’s, which she offered at the 
high altar; on the Wednesday follow
ing she landed at the Old Swan and 
passed through Bridge Street and 
Gracechurch Street to Leadenhall, and 
at Cree Church, near Aldgate, made 
her second offering; and on the even
ing of Friday she was put ashore at 
Queenhythe, whence she proceeded to! 
St. Michael's Church, Cornhill, and so J 
completed her penance. On each of 
these processions her head was cover- j 
ed only with a kerchief; her feet was 
bare ; scrolls containing a narrative of 
her crimes were affixed to her white 
dress ; and she was received and al
iened by the Mayor, Sheriffs and Com
panies of London.

CASINO !

First Restored -
French Village.

Northern France.
The first devastated village of the 

battlefield regions in Northern France 
to be completely restored in Clery- 
sur-Somme. ' The inauguration cere
mony took place (Sunday) Oct. 16.

i

Buy a 35-cent bottle 
of “Danderine.” One 
application ends all 
dandruff, stops itch
ing and falling hair, 
and, in a few mo
ments, you have doub
led the beauty of your 
hair. It will appear 
a mass, so soft, lus
trous, and easy to do 
up. But what will 
please you most Will 
be after a few weeks’

Think It Over*

How big is our own particular little 
universe, which is smaller than a pin- J 
point in comparison with the universe 
itself?

Photographs taken at the Mount 
Wilson observatory indicate that light,: 
which travels at a speed of 186,000 
miles per second, would take 1,000,000 
years even at this pace to travel from 
one edge of it to thé other.

Mr. John Bray, a member of the

Salvage From Devastated Areas oi 'Danderine” is to the hair what fresh

use when you see new hair-fine and. Astronomical Society of France, c»l- 
downy at flrst-yes-but really new ,culatlng on th,s bae,a- declares that 
hjtir growing all over thé scalp.

showers of rain and eunohine are to 
vegetation. It goes right to the 
roots, invigorates and strengthens 
them. This delightful, stimulating 
tonic helps thin, lifeless, faded hair to 
grow long, thick, heavy and luxuriant.

our universe—relatively microscopic 
as it is—measures from edge to edge 

itbe unimaginable distance of 6,869,- 
713,600,000,000,000 miles!

He adds that, astronomically, our 
solar system is small, for it wou!<) 
take 4,400 of such systems plgced'edge 
to edge, only to reach the nearest star.

FAREWELL WEEK—
YOUR POPULAR FAVOURITES

THE GLADYS KLARKE
PLAYERS.

TUESDAY, WEDNESDAY, THURSDAY,

“Blindness of Virtue.”
A powerful Sex Play by that eminent Eng

lish Author-Playwright, Cosmo Hamilton. Child
ren under 15 years will -not be admitted to see 
this production unless accompanied by parents 
or guardians.

FRIDAY and SATURDAY,

"A Wife's Secrete"
A play with a big theme. -

The C. L. B. ORCHESTRA (lender Capt. 
Morris) will render selections betweerc the Acts.

NOTE.—There will be no Matinee perform
ance of “The Blindness of Virtue.”

BOWRING
Delco Lighting Plants.

A Complete Lighting Out
fit for Churches, Schools 

and Dwelling Houses.
‘-W

U

Caloric Pipeless Furnaces, 5
for heating all kinds 

of buildings.
Prices on Application.

BOWRING BROTHERS, Ltd
Hardware and 

Electric Departments.
DOTS,31 ___ _______________

SIX GOOD OILS:
MEXICAN PETROLEUM,
TEXAS COMPANY,
SINCLAIR CONSOLIDATED.
COSDEN & COMPANY,
MIDDLE STATES OIL,
STANDARD OIL OF INDIANA.

We bel.vve each one is a good buy at the present 
market, either for quick appreciation or the long pull. 
Each has had far higher prices and each one is worth 
much more than selling for right now.

J. J. LACEY & COMPANY, LIMITED,
STOCKS AND BONDS. TELEPHONA 11(4.

Automobile Storage !
Come in and let us show you our storage 

plans and terms and you will be convinced that 
it is better to give us your car for the winter 
storage. We can also give you a very reason
able price on overhauling.

THE RED TAXI CO..
Theatre Hill.

OCt27,tf

THIS WEEK'S SPECIAL IS

Royal Crescent Wool 
13c. Slip.

—— —
And numerous other Bargains.

BON MARCHE,
268 Water Street (opp. Bowring Bros.) 

OPEN AT NIGHT. #*1|*
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