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Every one a Meal!
No measuring—no mixing—no seasoning 
—it’s all in the Cube—limply add hot water. 
Quick—handy—delicious and nutritious.
On a cold day a steaming hot cup of Oxo—made in one minute 
with an Oxo Cube—is a luxury you will appreciate. Its fine rich 
flavour—its concentrated goodness—the warmth, energy and 
well-being it creates, are a surprise and pleasure to all who use 
this delightful new food-invention.
A p1JLA Oxo Cubes are the latest achievement of food-science, 
AvUDcan(] have caused the cumbersome and old-fashioned
to meat-extract and fluid-beef to be relegated to the

™ background. All that these product^ can do Oxo 
Cubes can do—better — quicker — and with less 

VAip» trouble and cost. Order a tin to-day.

A
TINS OF 4, IO, 
506,100 CUBES.
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CHAPTER XXXVII.

He'went down the stairs and join­
ed the group, and was introduced to 
the bride-maids and the other guests, 
and laughed and talked with them; 
but he seemed strangely “jerky” and 
preoccupied, and they eyed him curi­
ously now and again. But they made 
the allowance which is due to the 
unfortunate" mortal who is cast for 
the part of gridegroom. and ascribed 
his manner to bis sense of the near­
ness of his doom.

“A man going to be married always 
looks like that,” said a young girl, 
as Vane, having been told that the

tog-cart was waiting, nodded to them 
nd strod down the hall. “He feels 

as if he were going to be hanged, you 
know.”

Vane went out with the. echo of 
hiv laughter in his ears.

It was an awful ride through the 
darkness. Florence had decided! lie 
had lost Nora forever. Her face 
danced before him all the way, her 
voice rang in his tars. Yes. Florence 
had decided !

He reached the inn and told tin 
groom to wait. But when he got tc 
his room he knew that he could no! 
go back that night. He went down­
stairs and sent the groom back wit! 
a mesage.

"Tell her ladyship that I will be 
over in good time to-morrow.” ht 
said.

On the way back to his room the 
landlord intercepted him. ,

“The gentleman hasn't come yet."

HOW MRS. BROWN 
SUFFERED

During Change of Life—How

Lydia E. PirJAamVVege- 
table Compound Made 

Her a Well Woman.

Vola, Kansas. — “ During the Change 
of Life I was sick for two years. Be- 

agjjjjja fore I took your med-

1

icine I could not 
bear the weight of 
my clothes and was 
bloated very badly. 
I doctored wi ththree 
doctors but they did. 

jpgas me no good. They 
-Ass-sigajd nature must 

have its way. My 
sister advised toe to 
take Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable 

Compound and I purchased a bottle. 
Before it was gone the bloating left me 
and I was not so sore. I continued tak­
ing it until I bad taken twelve bottles. 
Now I am stronger than I have been for 
years and can do all my work, even the 
washing. Your medicine is worth its 
weight in gold. I cannot praise it 
enough. If more women would take 
your medicine there would be more 
healthy women. You may use this let­
ter for the good of others.”—Mrs. D. 
H. Bkown, 809 N. Walnut St» Iola,Kan.

Change of Life is one of the most 
critical periods of a woman’s existence. 
Women everywhere should remember 
that there is no other remedy known to 
so successfully carry women through 
thia trying period as Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound.

If yea want «pedal advice write to 
' * > Co. (COBfl-

________ r will
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your honor,” he said.
“What gentleman?” asked Vane, 

absently.
"Mr. Harold Tempest, the—the 

best man. sir.”
"Oh. yes. No matter. He will be 

here, presently," said Vane, mechan­
ically ; and he went upstairs. He 
paced up and down the room half 
stupefied. After a time the landlord 
knocked ,and asked if his honor 
wouldn’t have some dinner.

Vane said" no; he would have' some 
whisky and water. The landlord 
brought up a bottle, and Vane filled 
a glass and drank it. He drank two 
or three such draughts, but they had 
no effect upon him. Intense mental 
anguish, like intense physical pain, 
declines to be deadened by alcohol 
He paced the room, or sat wiyi his 
htred upon his arm, through the live­
long night. Toward morning Jie fell 
asleep. The sound of bells awoke 
him. He started and looked round ! 
him with a bewildered air; then his 
face lighted up with joy. Of course. 
It was his wedding morning; he was 
going to be married to Nora—to No­
ra. Then the truth broke in upon 
the delusion and he let his head fal. 
again and groaned.

. .o, not to Nora. > He should never 
wed her. It was to Florence Heatl'.- 
cote! " s

He dragged himself to his feet and 
began to wash and dress. Some one 
knocked at the door, and with the 
towel in his hand he went and open­
ed it.

“What is it?”
“The gentleman has come; he

wants to see you," said the voice o? 
the landlord.

"Very well," said Vane; “I shall be 
down directly.”

He finished dressing and went 
down-stairs into the parlor coffee 
room. A young fellow in an ulster 
turned from drumming on the window- 
pane to greet him. At sight of Vane’s 
face, white, haggard and drawn, as 
if he had only just recovered from r 
serious illness, the young fellow ut­
tered an exclamation.

“You—you have heard the news 
already?” be said, solemnly.

“News—what news?” said Vane.

with callous indifference. “You arc

Harold Tempest—the”—his vplce un­
consciously grew bitter—“the best 
man?”.

“Yes, yes,” said the young fellow, 
nervously; “but I say, you know, 
are you sure you haven't heard? You 
look so devilish seedy and cut up."

“Heard what?” said Vane. “You 

are late, aren't you? We" expected 
you earlier—yesterday.” He spoke 
in cold, mechanical tones. The young 
fellow eyed him curiously.

“If you haven’t heard. Tempest, 
prepare yourself for—for—bad news

Vane smiled a ghastly smile.
“Bad news? Fire away, man,” he 

said, with stony indifference. “What 
is it?"

“I—1 thought you might have 
heard,” he said, slowly, “News 
travels so jolly fast, nowadays; the 
telegraph and all that, don't you 
know.”

“I’ve heard nothing. Have only 
just got out of bed,” said Vane, im­
patiently. “How the devil you have- 
managed to get here at this unearthly 
hour in the morning I can’t conceive. 
Won’t your news keep till you’ve had 
some breakfast? You look seedy 
enough.”

He went, toward the bell as he 
spoke.

Mr. Harold Tempest caught his 
arm.

“Wait a moment. Vane; don’t call 
the servant in just yet till I’ve—I’ve 
told you. I came on by the day mai! 
as far.-as it would bring me, and 
coached the rest. I've been travel­
ling all night—”

"You look it.”

I “Yes; they wanted to telegraph. 
I but I said that it would be awfully 
i iough telegraphing to you. dropping 

on you so suddenly just before voui 
wedding, and that I’d tell you whei. 
I reached you. I stayed with then 
as long as I could.”

Vane stared at him. Had the fel 
low gone mad?

“What on earth are you talking 
! bout?” he demanded, almost angrily 
"I can’t make head or tail of it, c: 
understand what it is you mean. Why 
didn't you come last night, and what 
was it you were going to telegraph 
lo me—only you didn’t?”

"Am I not telling you—breaking it 
to you? Westleigh’o dead.”

Vane started and looked at him.
"Westleigh—dead?” be breathed.
Harold Tempest nodded gravely.
‘Yes. I—I was trying to break it 

to you.”
“When—how—did he—’’ stammer­

ed Vane.

“Yesterday morning,’’ replied Har­
old Tempest. “At least, about mid­
day. It was an accident. The coacl. 
—you know he bad taken to tooling 
the coach from Newton Petrock to 
Westleigh? Well, something was 
wrong with the wheel, and the bless­
ed. thing turned over on its side 
Westleigh was pitched down among

tte horses—one of 'em was a young
mare, and restless—and—and she
kicked him. He must have been kill­
ed in an instant; it wt\s right on the 
temple.” He put his finger to the 
spot on his own head.

Vane shuddered.

“The coach was dragged for a dev­
il of a distancé,” went on Harold 
Tempest, “and young Vernon appears 
to have been underneath it—”

“Young Vernon—Westleigh’s son?”
“Ÿes; didn’t I tell you? He was 

with his father on the coach (that 
morning, as luck would have it. 
They got him’ out alter a time and 
carried him home, but he died soon 
after midday.”

“Good God!” Vane exclaimed, ^ith 
horror and grief. “Both—you say 
both?”

“Yes, both—both on the same day. 
Awful, Isn’t it? 1 wish I’d broken 
It to you better, Vane; but, after all, 
I’m better than one of those beastly 
sharp telegrams that come upon you 
like a hundred of bricks.”

“Yes. Thank you,” said Vane, 
hoarsely, with his hand to his head.

“I'm glad I got down here in time 
to put the wedding off,” said Harold 
Tempest. “It's an awful nuisance, 
a dreadful blow for you ; but—but I 
suppose it wouldn’t do to let It take 
place as if nothing had happened, 
though really, when you come to 
think of it, and how hard it is on 
you and Lady Florence—”

Vane started. Put off the wedding! 
The thought—alas! the hope—shot 
like a gleam of light athwart the 
gloom of this awful news.

“I—I don’t know,” he faltered. 
“We must go on to the Grange at 
once. Ycu'll—you’ll have some 
breakfast;” and he rang. But when 
the breakfast was brought in neither 
of them was equal to more than a 
cup of coffee, and it was drunk al­
most in silence. Vane stood and 
stared into the fire, apparently so 
lost that young Tempest took upon 
himself to ordeg, the carriage. They 
got into it and were driven toward 
the Grange.

“I'm afraid you'll have to go 
straight to Westleigh,” said Harold.

Vane looked up.
“What?”
“They’ll want you at once; they 

are wanting you now, in fact, and the 
lawyer chap—what's his name?—toll! 
me to tell you that they could dt 
nothing till you came. Tell the 
earl,’ he said, ‘that I'll send the car­
riage to meet each train.’ ”

“The earl—what earl?” askei 
Vane, confusedly.

Harold Tempest stared at him.
“Good Lord!” he exclaimed, “yoi 

can’t have forgotten that young Ver- 
•lon was the late earl's only son. and 
that, as he is dead, you have got tht 
title, end are now Earl of Westleigh?'

Vane looked out of the window.

“I had forgotten that—yes, I had 
forgotten it,” he said. humbly. 
“Would to Heaven 1 were not! Yes.' 
he added, after a pause, ”1 will go tr 
Westleigh at once if—if the wedding 
does not t-ke place.”

“’Pon my word, I don’t see how it 
can!” remarked Harold Tempest. .

“We shall see,” said Vane. “It 
rests with Lady Florence.”

As they drove up to the Grange 
they coudl plainly observe the signs 
of the prevailing excitement. Foot­
men and grooms, with white favors, 
stood about waiting for the guests; 
a group of villagers, In their Sunday 
best, and with favors also, and huge 
bunches of primroses and. violets.

bung about the gates and Clustered
in groups on the roads leading to tht 
church,

(To be continued.)

coldly,

strict confidence.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

“Fire away,” said Vanq, 
recklessly.

What bad news, what news or a 
worse calamity could this young 
fellow bring him than had already 
befallen him? He had found Nora 
blit to lose her again; this time in­
deed forever, and most hopelessly; 
for was he not going to marry Flor­
ence Heathcote?

The young fellow looked at him 
with increased surprise mirîgled 
with his solemnity. No doubt h 
thought Vane looked a miserable 
kind of bridegroom enough.
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Girl’s’ Nerves 
Fully Restored

Was Never Able to Obtain Lasting 
, Until Dr. Chase's Nerve Food Was Used.

Too many girls grow up with weak, 
anaemic bodies and exhausted nerv­
ous systems- Indoor life and too 
much application in school are some- 
times the cause.

I The bl00d needs enriching and the 
! nerves need strengthening by such

Thu11?Cni 88 Dr’ Chase’a Nerve Food.
’ fo°d cure is doing wonders for

of eirls whose par­ents had almost despaired of theirl-wVomeneVe‘0Ping int° *rong,°helîthî

nuerTnr™,agnalV95 «Woodville ave- 
. Wffér^Trnm Write8: "My daughter 
, hood an* nerv°ufne3s since chtld- “°°d, andany medicines she tried did
I d° any la8t*ng good. We read in

FoodPaJ??H8 abo“t Dr Chase’s Nerve „”°d* * d my daughter used it with
i has Æ T^ir Thi8 treatment « strong11 system and so

o ! !lk"TnotSer that 8he fee,«

» & Chase’» Nerve Food, 66 cent* 
a box, 6 for $2.60, all dealers, or Ed-
rontoT"’ Batea * Co- Limited, To-

Evening 
Telegrai
Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat­
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to timey

9710.-1 PRACTICAL GARMENT. 
Ladles’ Apron.

rs '
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Hill, by

QUEER TITLES and OTHERS
Iu Colonial Paper Novels, 50c. Each.

a^-°dd and the stories are 
a little bit different from the usual 
run of fiction. Try one of them and 
you will get a story that will make 
you want another.
The Man Who Stroked Cats, by Morley 

Roberts.
A Romance of Billy Goat 

Alice Hegan Rice.
The Town of Crooked Ways; by J. S 

Fletcher.
Li Queer Street, by Fergus Hume 
Lady Susan and not the Cardinal, by 

Lucas Clceve.
Mixed Grill, by W. Pett Ridge 
Thirteen, by E. Temple Thurston. 
Queer Stories from “Truth.”
Gioomy Fanny, by Morley Roberts. 
The A, B, C Girl, by L. T. Meade. 
Intellectual Mansions, by Philip Gibb 
The Patchwork Papers, by E. Temple 

. Thurston.
Members of The Family, by Owen 

Wister.
Father Ralph, by Gerald O’Donovan 
Corporal Cameron., by Ralph Connor 
Joseph in Jeopardy, by Frank Danby. 
The Haughty Maid of Mitcham, by 

Dick Donovan.
The Storm Dog, by Lilian Arnold.
The Love Letters of a Faithless Wife, 

by Lucas Cleeve.
Child of Storm, by C. Ranger bull. 
Memory Corner, by Tom Gallon.

These are all 60c. each in Paper, 2c. 
more If mailed. Only one or two 
copies of each.

97461

Ladies’ Costume with or AVitliout
Chemisette and Tunic.

Brown poplin will trimming
fancy braid, ehadow lace 1er chenils- 
ette, and fancy buttons for decora­
tion is here shown. Velvet, corduroy, 
sstin, crepe, serge, panama, or voile
are all equally appropriate. The 
blouse fronts are lengthened by point­
ed bib extensions, that hold the full­
ness, and form a unique feature of 
this style. The model is recommend­
ed for simplicity and style. The skirt 
may be finished without the tunic. The 
pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 32, 34, 36, 38, 
and 40 inches ,bust measure. It re­
quires 7% yards of 44 inch material 
for a 36 inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

P. P. P.
Three words that mean much.

PLEASING
PORTRAITS~

PROMPTLY.
THE HOLLOWAY STUDIO, LTD,

I

Comer Bates’ Hill and Henry St. ’Phoae 768.

THE, CANADIAN BANK 
OF COMMERCE.

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O., LL.D„ D.C.L, President 
ALEXANDER LAIRD, JOHN AIRI*

General Manager. Asst General Manager.
CAPITAL, $15,000,000. BEST, $1*500,000.

Branches throughout Canada and in the following cities:—
LONDON, ENG. PORTLAND, ORE.
NEW YORK. SEATTLE. !
SAN FRANCISCO. MEXICO.

A general banking business transacted.

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS
These may be opened with $1 and upwards. Interest will be allowed at 
best current rates.

St. John’s Branch, = - - S. H. Logan,
nov7,7i V Manager.

Si
K
K

Percale, gingham, lawn, seersuck­
er. demin and alpaca are suitable 
this design. It is fitted with should­
er and underarm seams and finished 
with , a shaped sleeve trimming, and 
pockets. The pattern is cut in 
sizes: Small. Medium and Large, 
requires 4% yards of 36 inch materi 
for a medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt ’ of 10c. i 
silver or stamps.

9746.—A STYLISH AND UNIQUE
DES1G?

Provincial and Municipal Deben­
tures to yield from 5 to S\ pr ct.

Town of Amherst,
Town of Pictou, 
Municipality of Shelbourne, 
Province of Nova Scotia, 
Town of Sydney,
City of Halifax.

Prices on application

Sole

95FMR

F. B. McCURDY & CO.
Bankers and Brokers.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,
St. John a, Nfld

Aiimi

The Surplus Earned.
In 1912 the Canadian Life earned surplus 

of $1,530,667, exceeding by over $237,000 the 
earnings of 1911, and by a much larger 
amount the earnings of any previous year. 
This is of importance to policyholders, for
their Dividends must come from this account.

wm LIFE ASSURANCE CO.
C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,

St J oka's.

im

A

ty

Garland’s List of Up-to-Date Novels
Adirees la full:—

Name .. .. ».............. .. .

’ * • •-« »-•- « »TB «C* •’« e>
81m..................

■ns km ».« »:« ».•

■ce km »:« >-e » •
N.B.—Be sure to cut out the lllue- 

tratio* and send with the coupom, 
carefully filled out. The patter* can­
not reach you in lees than 16 days. 
Price 10c. each, In cash, postal note, 
or stamps. Address: Telegram Pat­
tern Department

Youth will be Served by D. Wyllarde 
So it is with the Ddmsel by N. Wyme. 
fiendish by Maurice Newlett. 
Passionate Friends by H. C. Wells. 
Richard Furlong by E. V. Thurston. 
Child of the Storm by H. R. Haggard. 
Virgin Fortress.
Not in Israel.
Girl Who Would Not Work by Q, Dew 

James.
The Hero of Heart by Maud Diver 
Thorley Weir, by C. F. Benson.
The Inside of the Cup by W. Church-

The Curse of the Nile by D Sladen
Th™,?eldquarter RecVuit by R. Delian. A Wife Out of Egypt by N. Lorimer 
Both Sides of the Road by B A. Clarke

Stella Maris by W. J. Locke.
Vision of Tears^by Curtis Forke. 
Justice Suspended.
Simla by Maud Diver.
House of Seven Devils.
Grace Church by John Ayescough. 
Father Gregory by Wren.
The Poison. Belt by A. Conan Doyle. 
Gen’l John Regan by G. A. Birming­

ham.
A Young Lady by H. C. Newte. 
Western Men with Eastern Morals by 

W. N. \Vills.
Bunch Grass, by Vachell.
Hard Pressed by F. M. White.
Red Hand of Ulster by G. A. Birming­

ham.
Before Adam by Jack London.
So it is with the Damsel by N. Wynne.

Stafford’s Prescription “A” is 
a fine remedy for Indigestion, 
Dyspepsia, Catarrh of the Stom­
ach and Nervous Dyspepsia. 

BOOKSELLERS, STATIONERS, Etc. Take a teaspoonful before eating
and enjoy your meals. Price 25 

CURES and 50 cents. Postage 5 and 10 
cents extra.—nov6,tf

GARLAND’S Bookstores, 177 & 353 Water St, St John’s.
DICKS & CO., LIMITED,

MIN ARB’S LINIMENT
COLDS, Ac.
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