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‘Nervy'’

Don’t let your life be clouded by

new blood, new nerves, and new
clear, delicious beverage.
blood to the Anzmic, new
sleepless, mew vitality to the
Ailing.

Begin to get

ner\ es

a nere taste, but enough to do you good, by

Weak, Anaemic,
‘Run-down’

needlessly——don t remain Weak, Anzmic,
Let ‘ Wincarnis’ (the wine of sze) give you new health, new strength,

restorative, a blood-maker, and a nerve food—all combined in one
It strengthens the weak, gives mew rich

‘‘ Run-down,’’
And it does not contain drugs.

“Wincarnis' is made in Encland, and you can obtain a liberal free trial bottle—not

10 COLEMAN & CO., Ltd., Wincarnis Works, Norwich, England.
can be cbtained from all lcadmg Stores, Chemists, and Wine Merchants,

indifferent health—dont suffer
** Nervy,” ' Run-down.”
is a #bnic, a

life. * Wincarnis'

to the ‘' Nervy,”’ sleep to the

and new life to the

well FREE.

sending 6 cents stamps (1o pay pustage)
Regular supplies

Messrs. MARSHALT. BROS,,

Agents for Newfoundland :—
Water street, St Johns, Newfoundland.

Love in @ Flour Mill,

OR,

The Romance of Two
Loyal Hearts!

CHAPTER 1V.

Presently he reached the top of

the rise, and his foot trod on the

heather of the moor, which stretched

before him, a wide, unbroken ex-

panse. He glanced round him for a

moment, fully sensible of the exquis-
ite beauty of the scene which lay be~

low him, then he took his bearings

and walked on in the direction of the

little market-town at which he in-

tended to catch a train. |
i
|

two across |

He had got a ‘mile or
the moor when suddenly a breath of
cold air swept across the night, and,
as he buttoned his loose overcoat, he
sky

what that sudden chill

looked up at the questioningly,
for he knew
portended;

that

and in a very few minutes

which it had foretold came

creeping up to him; it was one of the |

mists for which the moors are fa-

mous—those mists which setm to

rise in a moment, which envelop the

wild plains in a vapour dense and

impenetrable, blotting out the whole
world and rendering the man who is
unlucky enough to be caught in them
a lost and helpless being.

Ronald ought to have stopped and
waited in the hope that the mist would
not last long; but he had no time to
lose, and he went on, though more

slowly. The mist grew he

began to feel more than doubtful of

thicker,
his way, and at last he was forced to
pull up. He seated himself on one of
which
filled his
it

the mossy excrescences rose
from the face of the moor,
pipe,

was empty.

and took out his matchbox;

This was a bad business, and with
a shrug of the shoulders he pulled up
the collar of bis coat and consoled ,
the

his

himself as best he
He
watch, and he did not know how long

could with

unlit pipe. could not see
he had been sitting there before the
mist began to lift slightly; he was too
impatient to wait for it to clear com-
pletely, and he sprang up and walked
on.

and foolish

It was a dangerous

thing to do, but Ronald Desborough

was just the man to do it; he knew
that any moment he might find him-
a bog and be lost in it for

self in

cver; but the knowledge of his peril

did not deter him; he trusted to his
Tuck,

betray him;

as usual, and his luck did not

for presently the mist

cleared away, almost as swiftly as it
had come, and-he could see where he
was going.

He could
the path, if

also see that he was oft
called,

was on a 'part of the moor

path it could be

and that he

which was strange to him; in fact,

like many others who had essayed to

cross that wilderness, he was com-

pletely lost. However, there was

nothing for it but to walk on in the
hope of coming upon one of the tur:i-

cutters’ huts or shepherds’ cots.

Every now and then fleecy remnanis

of the mist floated up from the vai-

ley; and suddenly through one of

them he saw something huge and
weird between him and the skylight:
it was a dark mass which revolved
steadily and slowly.

He stared at it for a moment, puz-
zled and astonished; then he laughed,
he saw that it was a windmill.
fantastic,
the

impressed Ronald

for
There
srotesque in the

was something

revolution of
vast sails which
and riveted his gaze upon them as he
there

made his way towards them;

was a touch of the mystical, the trag-
it seem-
like ‘the

waving

ic, in their silent movement;
ed to him that they were
arms of some mute monster,
Jlreateﬁingly in the intense silence
of the moonlit night.

7 1

awake, as he is grinding,” he said to

suppose the miller must be

himself. “Anyway, I can get a match
and find out where I am.”

He came upon a narrow, deeply rut-
ted road which led to .the mill from
and he went to
and knocked. There was a

he valley beneath;
the door
ight in the window above the door;
yut no answer came to his knocking,
and he tried the door and found it
locked.

He hammered

on it again and

shouted; but still there was no re-
sponse; and, choosing a good-sized
stone from the roadway, he flung it at
the window. There was a crash of
shattered glass, a voice rose from
within, and presently the door was

unbarred violently, thrown open, and

‘““Folks say I’'m sad,’
I’m really glad,”’

Sad Iron cried with '

“Although I’m ’flat,’
I’m bright at that,

-

old Dutch has polished me.,”

a strange figure appeqred on the
threshold.

At the first moment of seeing it
Ronald thought it was a man’s, for it
had a sack on its shoulders, and
wore a large soft hat on its head; it
was speckled white with. flour, and

it held a shining flour scoop in iis
hand. But, eyes travelled
downwards, he saw that the
part of the figure was clad in a short
blue skirt; and, as he stared in
amazement, a voice, a girl's

said impatiently and

as his

lower

clear,
musical voice,
resentfully:

“Well, who is it?

want?”’

And what do you

CHAPTER V.

Ronald recovered from his surprise
sufficiently to raise his hat.

“I beg your pardon,” he said. “I'm
awfully sorr& to disturb you; but I've
I was crossing the
moor, a mist came on, and—— Will

vou be so good as to tell me where I

lost my way.

am?”

The girl swept her disengaged hand
across her face and wiped it free from
the powder which flecked cheek and
eyvelashes and the rough tresses of
the dark, almost black hair which fell
She

and

in disorder on her low brow.

stepped across the threshold,
Ronald gazed at her with still great-
ed surprise; for he looked on a face
of singular beauty. It was one of an
almost perfect oval,
redly

with

features, with lips glowing

above -the flour-beladen sack;
stars>that shone abgve him;
dark,

the small, shell-like ears.
Though Ronald did not know
books, only of cricket-bats, fencing-
Joils, boxing-gloves,
of Murillo’s girls just

as frame.

The dark-grey, brilliant
1is somewhat startled ones,
, trace of fear or shyness; indeed, her
together with
frown as if she resented his appear-

eyes

cark brows came a

snce and his manner of announcing

“You threw a stone and broke my
window,” she said laconically, in 'a
Ceep, but sweet, contralto.

“I did,” admitted Ronald.
sorry. But I knocked first,
many times, and I could not make

You must let me pay for

“I'm
ever S0
you hear.
the window, and accept my apologies.
Where am 1?”

“This is the Moor Mill,” she
not ‘sullenly, but with resentment still

said,

in her tone.
“Thanks,” he said;
I want to get

“but that doesn’t
help me much. to
Shelford.”

“Shelford?” she repeated, almost as
if she had never heard of the place.
“It's over there somewhere.” She
waved the shining scoop vaguely in
which he had
Come. “You are out of your way.”
“That’s evident,” said Ronald,
his cheerful, devil-may-care fashion.
“Well, I must try and find it. I say,

would you be so kind as to give me

the direction from

in

a match—a box, if you can spare it?”
“T’l1l see,” she said.

She turned, and was about to close
the door and, probably, bolt it; but,
in the act of doing so, she paused anil
looked with unconcealed keenness at
his handsome face; something in it
must have reassured her, for she left
the door .open, and disappeared in the
interior of the mill

Ronald, who always preferred sit-
ting to standing, stepped in and seat-
ed himself on a flour-bin. The im-
pression of the /girl's beauty, which,
in its way, was as weird as the mill,
had not worn off; and he was won-.
dering who she was, and whether she
was alone in that extraordinary wild
and dreary spot.

It was not only her beauty which
had set his curiosity agog and awak-
ened a strange interest—this part of
Devonshire is rich in pretty girls;
you cannot take a mile’s walk without
seeing them; they are famous wher-
ever the English tongue wags—bnt,
there was something about this girl
of the mill which di@erentiate’d her
from the ordinary rustic bea@ty. For
instance, the Devonshire lass of the

meek,and always shy, in the pras-

~ ence of strangers, especially of the

with cleanly cut

cyes of a dark grey, as brilliant as the
witn
soft hair framing the upper part
of the face, and only half screening

it—

for he knew nothing of pictures or of

tennis-rackets,
guns, and horses—she looked like one
stepped from
the doorway which might have served

met
without

peasant class is usually somewhat , and surely.
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Davis & Lawrence Co., Montreal.

certainly not meek, and was as cer-
She had confronted
Iim with the courage and self-posses-

tainly not shy.

sion of a man, with the fearlessness
tnd self-reliance which are supposei
to be the characteristics of the male
cnly.

Then, again, her face and her man-
ver did not belong to the type repre-
cented by the class in which he might,
ruite reasonably, have placed her;
’here was a note of something higher,
ot only in her voice, but in the direct,
‘earless gaze of her wonderful eyes.
: She came back presently and held
out a box of matches.

She had cast aside her sack, and
onald saw that her figure possessed
He

“id not know that lshe had never worn

~ grace which matched her face.

stays, and therefore was not aware
hat the beautiful
‘ours of her lissom

curves and con-

figure were in-
‘ebted to her freedom from that fem-
‘nine article of attire. Like most men
f his kind, Ronald
.hough perhaps unconscious, admirer

and as he lit his

was an ardent,
of female loveliness;

pipe his eye rested on her, respect-
fully enough, byt with keen apprecia-
tion.

“Thank you,” he said. “I suppose [
may smoke; though I suppose I ought
not, in a mill?”

“You won’t do any harm,” she said,
‘n her deep, sweet contralto.

She stood w_ith her left hand rest-
‘ng on her hip, her right still holding
he shining scoop. Ronald did not
know it, but at that moment she weas
»xactly like one of those little Roman
statues one sees in the British muse-
500. But

natural

dated somewhere B.C.
attitude,
did strike him;

um,

her eloquent of

crace, and he drew
at his pipe and looked at her with a
He
rondered if she were as curious about
but,
vrere, she displayed no sign of being
It seemed to him that she was

half-conscious sense of pleasure.

.im as he was about her; if she
50.
only patiently desirous of his depar—l
ture.

He characteristically,
happy and at his ease. He had for-
gotten all about the train at Shelford,

was, quite

was simply enjoying his pipe, his nov-
cl surroundings, and, more than all,
the presence, the proximi{y, of this
He woulad
the
the

heautiful young creature.
have been quite content to sit on
of’

corn-bin for the remainder

night, gazing at her; he was made so.
“I'm fearfully thirsty,” he said pre-
sently. “Will you give me a drink of
water?”

but she leit

him, and presently returned  with a

She made no reply;

jar and a glass.

“It's
and you look tir

“There’s some beer,” she said.
better than water;
ed.”

“Do I'..’" he said.
but it is a long timé since I've had a }
for that;
He
drank the ale almost at a draught.
“That’s he said. The beer
warmed him; rather
chilled coming
“May I beg another glass?
it’s very good!”

“I don't feel so;

drink—or anything to eat,
matter—and I won’t say no.”
good!”
had been
the mist.
Ah, yes,

he
through

The generous ale, brewed by a

neighbouring farmer, and innocent of

any deleterious compound, ran

through his veins and set his heart

jumping. His eyes, as they dwelt on
her, grew bright and cheerful. ¢
“Are you all alone here?” he asked.
sYem:”

hesitatingly.

she said fearlessly and un-
“My father’s gone down
to the village. He is late to-night;
perhaps the mist kept him.”

“And you are working the mill?” he
asked.

She nodded.

“Yes; there has been

no wind for the last two days; it

sprang up to-night, and I set her zo-
ing.”

“You are—young to have so much
vt |
something might go wrong.”

responsibility,” he said. mean,

“What could go wrong?’ she askeq,
with a mild contempt for his ignor-

ance. “It's easy enough. You've only

to watch the hoppers, and any one

can do that. I've done it all my life.”
“Really!”
She met his eyes fearlessly,
|
here,” he said;

he said, gazing at her.
openly.
mill

didn’'t know there was a

“at least, not mill

Has

a

in working. it been working
long?”

shoulders slight-
Ronald

un-English.

She shrugged- her

ly, in a fashion that struck

a

s somewhat foreign,

“It has been working ever since I
can remember,” she said indifferently.
“My father

child, quite a child, and it

a
a

came here when I was
has been
working ever since. Do you live near
here?”

“No,”

enough;

replied Ronald, truthfully

“I live in London. I'm going
there now, if I can get there.”

She leant against the woodwork of
eyed him

the narrow passage, and

thoughtfully.
“Perhaps are hungry?’ she
“I didn’t think to ask you. Will

butter?

you
said.
you have some bread and
There’s nothing else.”
“Rather!”

“I'm simply starving;

Ronald

but

responded

promptly. :

I didn’t know it until this moment.”
(To be Continued.)

Thousauds Are Ailisg
From Constipation

No condition causes so many dis-
eases as constipation. It not only
prevents proper kidney action, but
causes Anaemia, Stomach Trouble and
Indigestion.

Why not use Dr. Hamilton’s Pills
and get cured? This excellent medi-
cine restores normal bowel action in
one night; thousands say so.

Just think of it! Your system will
be pure and clean. You’ll be free from
headaches, sour stomach, biliousness
—in -short, you’ll have jovial spirits
and perfect good health. Get a 25c.
box of Dr. Hamilton’s Pills to-day. At
all Dealers.

Beaver surfaced cloth is keen

rival te velvet this seasomn.

a

High side-laced boots of black

' patent leather are still worn.

Danglers of silk acorns are
charming finish to certain gowns.

a

Light-colored spats promise to be
as fashionable this season as last.

Many of the evening gowns
trimmed with rows of rose buds.

are

Small-checked panne velvet
some very striking suits.

makes

All Rheumatic Ten

Aching Bones and Sore toints Cured

dencies Dcstroyed

Away Go the Crutches, Every Suffer-
er Made Well Quickly.

Old age is usually afflicted with
rheumatism. Very few past fifty es-
cape its tortures.

Many it bends and deforms. Upon  l
the effects of its awful suffering. Ner-
viline will cure rheumatism. It takes |t

and swollen joints.

ed knuckles. It does this quickly

c
Nerviline is not used internally. |
You just rub it on—Ilots of hard rub- |
bing is required for a minute or two,

trating through the tissues:
it drawing out the congestion, feel
}sink in deeper and de-per till at last

heart of the muscle affected.
the countenances of others it marks | You will be amazed at
power over pain, a power it gets from

the pain out of throbbing muscles herbs and roots it contains. It’s harm-
It untwists gnarl- | 1ess—any child can use Nerviline, can
reb it on for a sore throat, for a bad

family remedy half so useful.

economical;

"‘““"‘"!‘“’ ‘e‘"’"v byt this 5‘" Fas m then you teex Nerviline _pene- | deslers,.

you feel
it

t touches the core of the joint or the

Yeu won't stay in pain with Nervi-
ine—no one ever do¢s. Just try it—
its magical

he extracts and juices of certain rare

old, for stiff neck, for earache. No
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BRITISH THEATRE
On Monday Night

SEE THE GREAT FOUR-ACT DRAMA, ENTITLED:

Called Back,

Adapted from Hugh Conway’s famous Novel. Of spe-
cial interest at the present time, the various scenes
being located in London, Petrograd & Venice.

A DRAMATIC MASTER-PRODUCTION, WITH AN
ALL-STAR CAST SUPPORTING THE
FAMOUS ANNA LITTLE.
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ROSSLEY S EAST END THEATRE!

St. John'’s Leading Vaudeville, Dramatic and" Picture Theatre,
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Another Big Surprise To-Night.
DON’T MISS IT. GREAT FUN.

CARROLL and ELLOR.

Special Act for Children’s Matinee.
And Lots of Splendid PICTURES.

The Biggest and Best Show in Town.
NOTE.—The Best of all the acts for Monday night.
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5¢. The Crescent Picture Palace. 5ec.

“The Strange Case of Prmcess Khan

An Oriental Mystic feature, produced in two re by

Selig Compse m}

T

The cast

“THE BEAUTIFUL LADY”—A Biograph drama.
cludes Mary Malesta and Isabel Rea.

“THE WESTERN WAY"” or “BRONCHO BILLY'S GRATITUDLE™
—A strong western drama with G. M. Anderson.

“ROONEY THE BRIDE’

DAN DELMAR the Popular Crescent Vocalist, singing Novelty
Songs and Ballads.

*—An uproarious Edison comed)

CHILDREN TO THE BIG MATINEE ON SATUR-

DAY—EXTRA PICTURES.

SEND THE

)
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WEEK END BARGAIN

LADIES’ VESTS

Job Lot—29c¢. each.
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SPECIAL:
P;l:liﬁ_( E BLANKETS--50c. pr Ib., all sizes

THE WEST END BAZAAR,

51 Water Sireet, West.
THE WEST END BARGAIN STORE.
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Special Selection

MEN'S OVERCOATS !

WARM ENOUGH FOR A CAB-DRIVER—STYLISH
ENOUGH FOR A BANK CLERK.

It will cost you nothing to call and see them. It

may save you $10.00 on your winter overcoat if we can
please you.

Remember these are a Special Lot, newest style,

and good quality material; .
cial thing is the price. ial; but perhaps the most sp

The large 50 cent bottle is the most:
trial size 26 cents. All

Robert Templeton.




