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Y°U can make a bigger and better 

loaf of bread with “Beaver” 
Flow than with any Western 
Wheat Flour.

Of course, there’s no comparison 
between Ontario fall wheat and western 
wheat. Bread made of Ontario flour 
alone is immeasureably superior to that 
made of western wheat in texture, fine
ness, whiteness and flavor.

It is true that western wheat flour 
makes a big loaf—but it is heavy, tough, 
full of holes and uninviting both in 
appearance and flavor. “Beaver” Flour 
has the delicacy of flavor—the fineness

of texture—the snowy whiteness of the 
best Ontario fall wheat, with the strength 
of Manitoba wheat flour.

Because “Beaver" Flour contains both 
Ontario fall wheat with a little Manitoba 
spring wheat to increase the strength.

“Beaver" is the original blended flour 
—a product of Science and patience- 
perfected after years of testing.

If you want real home-made bread with 
the real home-made flavor—if you want 
light, delicious Pi.stry, Cakes and Pies—■ 
use “Beaver” Flour, best for one, best 
for all. •

DEALERS—Write us for prices on Peed, 
Coarse Crains and Curenls. 138

THTAYLOR j-HAM ONT.
R. G. ASH & CO., St. John’s, Sole Agents in Newfoundland, will be pleased to quote 
 prices.

or.

CHAPTER V.
(Concluded.)

“You know every inch of the chan
nel, 1 suppose, Miss Nora?’* he said. 
“Do you mind if I smoke, by the 
way?”

She looked at him with faint sur
prise, then shook her head.

“Every inch," she said; “I can sail

her right up to Bristol, or over to
Wales, or to France, if need be, and 
in the dark.’’

“Let's go to France," he said, set
tling himself down still more com
fortably. “Let's ,sail to America— 
inywhere; this is delicious! Don't 
you think so? No? That's because 
you are used to it. whereas I haven't 
had a sail for a couple of years."

“Yes; I am used to it,” she said, 
absently. “I have been used to it 
all my life."

Vane turned on his elbow, and 
looked at her.

“I beg your pardon," he said; “but 
how old did you say you were?"

“Nineteen.” she replied, after a 
slight pause—“i think," she added, 
simply.

Vane smiled.

“You don't .know for certain, then?"
She shook her head.

“Not for certain; but I think so. I 
will ask my aun‘." »

“And you have spent all your life 
here?” he said, thoughtfully puffing 
at his pipe.

“No," she said, in her direct fash
ion. “not all. I remember being 
brought, here—just remember it, like 
as if in a dream."

“When were you brought here?" he 
asked.

She qliook her head.
“I don't know. I don't remember."
“Like Tapsy, in ‘Uncle Tom's Cab

in." you can t give an account of 
yourself," he said. “ ‘You 'spects you 
crowed.’ You’ve read ‘Uncle Tom's 
Jabiu?' Oh. I beg your pardon!" he 
made haste to add.

She looked at him with her brows 
drawn.

“Do all tlie girls you know read 
tnd write?" she asked.

Vane nodded.
"Yes; but upon my word that 

leoms to be all they can do," he

mswered. “There's
;ould sail a boat as you can, or 
tlimb ticklish cliffs, as you do. They 
flay tennis, it's true----- ”

“What is that?" she asked.
Vane tried to explain the game in 

i few words, and she listened, her 
lend resting on her hand, the other 
.rm thrown over the tiller, her 
jrows bent, her whole mind evidently 
concentrated in the effort to under
stand something of what his life and 
those of his kind could be.

The morning resembled that of 
summer, and Vane had to shade his 
eyes, but the strong light did not 
seem to inconvenience hers, which, 
as they swept the horizon now* and 
again, were as keen as an eagle's.

“And what else do they do?" she 
asked.

“What else? Oh, they go for rides 
and drives.”

"Can they ride, any of them, bare
backed?" she asked.

"Oh, Lord, no!” he replied. “They 
have the newest and most pàtent 
saddles, and always have a groom 
with them—a man to look after them. 
Can you?” '

She inclined her head.
“Yes; I can ride the wild ponies on 

the moor.”
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“Then I should say you could ride 
mything,” he commented, emphatic- 
.lly. “Well, and the girls you were 
isking about, they call on each 
other——"

She frowned. The phrase convey
'd no meaning whatever to her.

"Call? ‘Coo-ce’ to each other, do 
you mean?"

Vane laughed.
“No, no! They call at each other's 

.cusps and sit and talk about—oh 
yoodness knows what they talk 
bout!—their bonnets and dresses 
nd so on, 1 suppose; and they drink" 
ea—any quantity of it! and they
lanbe. They go to balls, you know."

She shook her head.
"No, 1 don't know. 1 don't under

stand." «

“And I'm a bad hand at explaining 
hings," be said. "I always was. 1 
:t.ould never give you an idea of 
vhat they are like or hoto they live 
1y Jove! I should like to see you in 
-.ohdon. Miss Nora."

She bent her eyes on the bottom 
if the boat.

“Yes; it would be good fun taking 
rou about, and seeing you enjoying 
ourself. I should like to, seat you in
chair in the park, where you could 

;ee the carriages drive past, and the 
vomen ride by; and then I’d lake 
•ou to the theatre," he laughed as he 
lictured the amazement and delight
vitli which she would, no doubt, be 
iverwhelmed ‘by, say, a drama at 
Drury Lane—"and you should lean, 
o dance, and go to 'a half."

She raised her eyes; they were 
ilowing like coals.

“Tâke me!" she breathed through 
her half-parted lips.

Vane colored, and mentally called 
himself all the fools under the sun.

“I wish I could," he said, meeting 
her wild, innocent gaze as steadily as 
he could.

“You said you would like, to tike 
me, just now.” she said. “Why -can 
you not? I can work. L ean cook 
and catch fish—ah! there are no fish 
there, you say! But I coujd be use
ful in all kinds of ways."

Vane sat up and stared at tbe sky. 
Her perfect innocence, her complete 
ignorance of the most elementary of 
tbe laws wherewith Propriety has 
shielded herself, were appalling and 
overwhelming. He did not know 
what to say for a moment or two,

At last, still looking skyward., be 
said, gently:

“Perhaps your aunt will come up 
to London some day, Miss Nora, and 
bring you with her. If she should,

then 1 will take you to the places I 
have told you about."

The eager light left her eyes, and 
her face fell. She shook her head.

“She will never leave this cot
tage," $be said—“never. I ahall stay 
here till' I die. I thought when you 
spo.ke just now about taking me, that 
you meant what you said."

“Well, ao I did. in a sense," said 
poor Vtuie; “and I’d take you to
morrow—or, after I’ve been to the 
Hall—it you were only a boy instead 
of a girl."

She drew a long breath, and her 
eyes expanded wistfully.

“If I was a boy,’’ she said, in a 
tone of Intense longing and regret. 
"I wish I was. Oh, I am always 
wishing It. I hate girls. I hate be
ing a girl. They can never do as they 
like, or go where they like. If I was 
a boy I could have run away and 
gone to sea years ago. I hate these 
things"—she looked down, with a 
superb disdain in her glorious eyes 
on the scant serge frock—“they’re al
ways in the way. They catch in the 
rocks when I’m climbing, and they 
draggle in tbe sea when I’m trailing 
the net. and they keep me from 
swimming fast. Oh, if I was only a 
boy! Why am I not?"

She asked the question through 
her short, even teeth, and scowled 
under her black brows.

Vane puffed at his pipe. He did 
lot know how to answer this out
burst. He felt very much as a man 
"eels who has caught a lion’s cub and 
iocs not know what to do with It.

“I think you are best as you are, 
Miss Nora," he ventured, soothingly.

She turned upon him.
“Would you like to be a girl?" she 

lemanded, almost fiercely.
It was upon bis lips to respond 

with: “If I could be like you,” but 
he stopped himself.

Vane Tempest was neither a saint 
nor one of the “goody-good^” young 
men who are so much in evidence 
nowadays, but he was Da gentleman 
and had sense etiough to see that it 
would not be. fair to deal out the 
stereotyped compliments to this wild 
young creature, whose innocence 
was like that of a mountain flower. 
“Well, for some things, but not for 
others," he said. ‘"I’m afraid if you 
were a boy. Miss Nora, you would be 
getting into all sorts of scrapes."

“Did you get Into scrapes?" she 
demanded.

Vane laughed shortly.
«

"Mtist particularly so," he said,
rather ruefully.

“What sort of scrapes?" she asked,
!er cyea fixed intently on him.

"All sorts," he replied, absently, 
,s the many errors of Ills youth rose 
lefore him. “I've got Into rows 
yithout end. I've spent all my 
noney------”

She shifted her hand from the til
er, and thrusting it into her «pocket 
wrought out a shilling and some 
sen ce, and held, them out to him in 
he palm. •

Vane stared at her, then colored, 
nd laughed.
“Why won't you take it?" she said, 

rowning. "Why do you laugh? You 
said you have spent all your money.
( give you this. Do you laugh at me 
because it Is so little? It is all I’ve 
tot. I saved it. Take it. It is of no 
ise to me. 1 should never spend it. 
low could I? Take it, please."

Vane did (he wisest thing possible.
“Thank you. Miss Nora," he said, 

luite gravely; “I'll take the shil- 
ing."

(To be Continued.)
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Emperor As Private.
Emperer Nicholas, of Russia,fully 

accoutred as a private recently made 
a seven miles march in order to gain 
personal experience of service as a 
common soldier according to the 
Daily Telegraph's St. Petersburg 
correspondent. The Emperer was 
attired as a rifleman, with the usual 
rolled overcoat, pouchis with 120 
rounds of ammunition, trenching 
spada, ration bag etc., altogether 
weighing three quarters of a hundred 
weight, exclusive of th^ rifle. Thus 
equipped with the outfit of an infan
tryman,the Emperor marched up hill 
anti down dale for seven milesRiving 
*hq salule of a private soldier to the 
fficers whom he met on the way. 
veryone was apparently ignorant 
hia identity until the next day, 

hen the Emperor entered himse'f, 
ofcording to the régulations on the 
pimentai roll as “Private Nicholas 

t, , * omanofi, married, of the Orthodox
you must >-s sure to let me know, and l{„ith frolu Tetuskoe-Selo. I

Babbitt’s
Cleanser

is already stocked by the 
following:

J. J. St. John,
W. E. Beams,

C. P. Eagan,
Jas. Baird, Ltd.,

J. D. Ryan,
Bishop, Sons & Co.

If your grocer says, “I’m 
sorry, here’s one ‘just as 
good.’ ”

You say “No! I want 
BABBITTS."

He will then say to him
self (of course), she knows.

DEMAND—THATS 
ALL!

10 cents,
Everywhere.

OATS,
Hominy Feed 

BRAN,
-----AND-----

PeBE. I-

POTATOES
Selling at very Lowest Prices

— AT-----

SHEA’S
GROCERY and 
FEED STORE, 

Cor. George’s and
Prince’s Streets.
•Phone 843A.

THE 6 BEST

WHISKIES
That Ever Left 

Scotland.

Premier,
4 Gaelic’ Old Smuggler, 
White Seal,
Johnnie Walker, 
White & MacKay s 

Special, and 
Stnart Royal.
These Whiskies we sell at

$1.20 per bottle,
$13.00 per case.

Also, several Cheaper Brands;

Goods shipped on the same
day as order is received

IP. I. SHEA,
314 Water St. ’Phone 342.

Fresh Can. Butler
In tubs, 30 lbs. each.

Also slabs, 2 lbs. each.
CHOICEST QUALITY.

Mail Orders a Specialty.

JAS. R. KNIGHT,
311 Water Street

Our stock of Winchester Rifles
comprise the following ;

Single Shot, 1902 Model, 22 CaL, 18 in. brl.
Single Shot, 1904, Model, 22 Cal. 20 in, brl.
Repeating Rifles, 1906 Model, 20 in. brl.
Repeating Carbines, Half. Mag., 1894 Model, 32.40. Cal., 20 in. brl. 
Repeating Carbines, Half Mag., 1894 Model, 38.55 CaL, 20 in brls. 
Repeating Carbines, Half Mag., 1892 Model, 44 Cal., 20 in. brls. 
Repeating Carbines, Full Mag., 1894 Model, 30 Cal., 20 in. brls. 
Repeating Rifles* Half Mag., 1894 Model, 30 Cal., 20 in. brls. 
Repeating Rifles, Full Mag., 1894 Model, 30 Cal., 26 in. brls. 
Repeating Rifles, Half Mag., 1894 Model, 30 Cal., 26 in. brls. 
Repeating Rifles,. Full Mag., 1894 Model, 32 W.S., 26 in. brls. 
Repeating Rifles, Half Mag., 1894 Model, 38-55, 26 in. brls. 
Repeating Rifles, Half Mag., 1886 Model, 45-70, 26 in. brls.
Self Loading Rifles, 1907 Model, 351 Cal.
Self Loading Rifles, 1910 Model, 401 Cal.
Repeating Rifles, 1895 Model, 30 Army Cal.
45-70 Single Shot Springfield Rifle.

Also CARTRIDGES of any description. GAME 
BAGS, GUN COVERS, etc.

MARTIN HARDWARE COMPANY.

UPTON'S TEAS
Largest Sale

*

in the World $
-------  m

Best value in the market £ 
for the consumer. —yRed Label.. ,40c. per lb. u: 

Yellow Label". 46c. per lb. pj
in %, Ys and 1 lb. double u: 
air-tight bags, and in 5 Ec 
1U patent air-tight de- pj

ycorated tins.
Lipton, Limited, Grow-1> 

ers of the Finest Tea the jg 
world can produce in S 
Ceylon and India. Lip- y 
ton’s have been awarded ÿj 
for the pure quality of LE 
their Tea the following ir 
first-class honors : ™

3 Grand Prizes, and ir 
5 Gold Medals, gj

and the highest and only u: 
award given for Tea at S 
the Chicago Exhibition, rg 

No other Tea can show S] 
a record like that. y

Try a Y\ lb. Red Label 
for 10c. It is the best jjj
value you can buy. y

HENRY BLAIR
Sole Agent in Newfoundland for Lipton, Ltd., 3 

Tea, Coffee and Cocoa Planters. tfi

TRUEFIT Suits
Represents the Highest Value in 

Material, Style and Finish.

The leading merchants 
can save you many dollars 
on yotir next suit if you ask
for TRUE-FIT BRAND.

We also make Men’s Top 
Shirts, Ladies’ Raglans, 
Large size Overalls.

Wholesale Only.

Newfoundland Clothing Co., Ltd.

P‘0. Box 236 SLATTERY’S THON 522.

TO THE TRADE and OUTPORT DEALERS.
We stock this season the largest and most varied as

sortment of Dry Goods from the English and American 
markets yet held by us.

The outport dealer will find it to his advantage to con
sult us about prices before going elsewhere.

See our special line of JERSEYS and CARPETS.

W. A. SLATTERY. Slattery Building
Duckworth & George’s Streets, St John’s, Nfld.

LADIES’
in Linen and 
Navy Blue, fl 
Tan and Lt. 

At Halt 
CHILDREN! 

to fit 4 years 
At Halt 

SKIRT EMII 
45 inchij 

Regular 75c. 
Regular 1.00

LADIES’ 
Regular 35c. 
Regular 20c.

Fall days 
rainy days| 
nice and 1 
with you, 
mem V noil

|Th( .
“rainy da;

1 We h| 
Men’s am 
est styles ! 
textures ;1 
are in adxl 
of what vT 
in “rainy

U.S.

141,000 VII 
BTlol

BIRD’S
BLA1

When |
our 40c.


