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The Cruise of the 
“Kingfisher.”
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CHAPTBH V.

She had emerged from the edge of 
the wood, and stood on a slight ele
vation looking over the plain oif “bur
row” to the sea.

As she stood there, not knowing 
what to do or which way to take, she 
heard footsteps, and instantly she 
took alarm. It might be the young 
man Rath, or it might—well, be 
something in the shape of one of the 
wild beasts with which her imagina
tion peopled the island.

Mechanically she threw herself 
down behind a bush, and waited.

The steps canfe nearer ,and she 
saw Rath coming across the open 
space. Her heart beat fast as she 
watched him approach. He had a 
rifle over his shoulder, and was walk
ing slowly, with his eyes cast down, 
as if he were deep in thought.

Girl-like, she could not help notic
ing the strength and grace of his sup
ple form, the almost classic beauty of 
his face, and its absorbed, self-con
tained expression, which is only to he 
found on the face of the solitary.

That he should find her hiding from 
him, crouching as if with fear, was 
intolerable to her, and she rose slowly 
and stood erect, an exquisite picture 
against the background of firs.

Rath heard her, and looked up, and 
in an instant brought his Winchester 
to position, and aimed at her.

Stella went white, and she quiver
ed like an aspen leaf; she could al
ready feel the bullet striking her 
heart: but she did not scream or cry 
for mercy.

Slowly she stretched out her arms, 
and looking straight along the barrel 
of the rifle, said in a low voice :

“Fire; but let me speak first!”
Rath hesitated, and lowered the 

Winchester; but held it as if ready to 
shoot at any moment.

“What do you want to say?” he 
said, not angrily, but with the calm
ness of the judge demanding of the 
prisoner why the sentence of death 
should not be passed.

The girl's breath came a little 
more easily.

"Come up here," she said; then, as-' 
Rath hesitated, she could not with
hold the taunt. “Oh, you need not be 
afraid, I shan't hurt you—though I 
am a girl. Besides, you can shoot me 
just as easily up here as down there."

This argument being quite incon
trovertible, Rath, after a moment’s 
hesitation, ascended the rise and 
stood within a few yards of her, lean
ing on his rifle, his eyes regarding 
her steadfastly.

Her heart was beating fast, but she 
managed to, conceal her agitation, 
and actually looked out to sea, as if 
something had attracted her atten
tion, and she had, for the moment, 
forgotten him; then she turned her 
gaze upon him, and enquired, with 
the calmness of the girl who address
es a man who is about the same age 
as herself, and therefore) of course, 
only a boy in her sight:

“Will you please tell me why you 
were going to shoot me?”

Rath did not reply. Though this 
was the first woman he had seen, his 
man’s instinct told him that it was 
safer not to reply to some of their 
questions.

“Oh, 1 suppose because you were 
afraid of me. How very strange that 
a big bo—man like you should be 
afraid of a girl; and I’m not a very 
big one, either. But I assure you 
there is no need for alarm. I shall 
not hurt you.”

A civilized being would have flush
ed With shame under this sweetly ut
tered taunt ; but Rath heard it un
moved.

"I am not afraid,” he said in a mat
ter-of-fact way.

“Oh! then it is because you don’t 
like me—my sex—and want to get rid 
of me,” she said. “I'm very sorry to 
have intruded; but you’ll do me the 
justice to admit that I’m not here by 
my own choice; and I assure you 
that I—we, my mother and I—would 
be as pleased to get away as you 
would to be rid of us. Can you help 
us to escape?"

Rath shook his head.
“Not yet,” ' he said, quietly. “It is 

far from the town where men and wo
men live. I do not know the way by 
land—you would be lost; and there 
is only the boat and my canoe, which 
would not live in the sea outside the 
bay. The Indians do not come again 
for eight months.”

“A ship might see us and take ns 
away?” she suggested, eagerly.

He shook his head again.
“No ships .pass within sight of this 

part of the island.”
Stella sighed, and slid slowly to the 

ground.
“So we must stay prisoners until 

when—for months? Oh, it is dread 
ful ! dreadful for us and you, but 
worse for us. I think, perhaps, after 
all, you had better shoot us.”

He looked down at her thought 
fully.

“I suppose that you would kill us 
quickly; we should not have much 
pain,” she remarked.

He frowned.
“I am not going to kill you. I will 

do you no harm—if you will keep out 
of my way.”

She looked up at him with innocent 
—or mock innocent—widely opened 
eyes.

“Thank you—thank you very much 
I am grateful. I have also to thank 
you for your kindness in putting the 
milk and things outside the door last 
night. *

“You must eat,” said Rath.
“Yes,” she admitted, repressing a 

smile; “but I don’t like being be 
holden to a person who hates me so 
much that he wants to shoot me ev 
ery time he sees me."

“Why did you deceive me?” he said, 
rather sternly. “You pretended to be 
a boy.”

“I didn’t!" she retorted, indignant
ly; then she blushed furiously. “Oh! 
you mean because I was dressed like 
one. It was not my fault. I was 
asleep when the ship was sinking, 
and I took the first clothes the man 
flung to us. I didn’t suppose you 
would take me for a boy, that it was 
necessary to inform you that I wasn’t.

Do yon 
suffer from

| Indigestion
Indigestion is largely due to a debilitated condition of the stomach. 
In this condition the stomach is un ible to digest food—this is, extract 
the nutriment from it. Therefore, the food lays in the stomach and 
ferments, causing pains, fullness and heartburn. You almost dread 
mealtimes because of those terrible indigestion pains afterwards.

But—try taking a wineglassful of 'Wincamis ’ a quarter of an 
' hour before meals. You will find that ' Wincamis ’ will give a “ tone’’ 

and a vigour to the stomach and enable it to perform its functions in 
a natural manner. Don’t continue to suffer needlessly. Take 
* Wincamis ’ to-day. Will you try just one bottle ?

Begin to get well FREE.
•Wincamis* i^nade in England, and you can obtain a liberal free trial bottle—not 
a mere taste, but enough to do you good by sending 6 cents stamps (to pay postage) 
to COLEMAN & CO., Ltd., Wincamis Works, Norwich. Regular supplies can 
b« obtained from all leading Stores, Chemists, and Wine Merchants.

___ Agents for Newfoundland
Messrs. MARSHALL BROS., Water Street, St. Johns, Newfoundland.
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Catarrhal Forehead Pains Go Quick !
Sniffling, Clogged Nostrils Cured

Not a Sign of Cold, Catarrh, or 
Throat Trouble Will 

' Remain!
Quick relief for that headache— 

just one breath through Catarrhozone 
Inhaler and you feel better.

The soothing, piney vapor of Ca
tarrhozone clears the head Instantly; 
Its healing balsamic fumee takes the 
•ting out of the nose, stop sniffles, 
ease the throat, cure the cough and 
destroy all the vllenese of catarrh.

No other remedy treats Catarrh so 
directly, so quickly; every breath you 
draw through the Inhaler carries a 
marvelous lot of healing virtue—car
ries death to the germs that cause the 
trouble.

You can’t keep Catarrh—nor can 
you bang to a cold, or have any chest

or throat trouble If you use Catarrh- 
ozone. It is guaranteed to make you 
well.

“My head used to fairly split with 
an awful pain over the eyes.

“It was always worse when my 
catarrh was bad. I had the meanest 
sores and cruets Inside the nose, and 
continually coughed both day and 
night. The first day’s use of Ca
tarrhozone made a grand Improve
ment Every hour I felt better. 
Catarrhozone cured me perfectly.?

O. P. DINOMAN, 1
Cordova, Ont

N<f one ever uses Catarrhozone 
without beta* satisfied. If your case 
Is curable, Catarrhozone will do the 
work. It Is guaranteed—get the com
pete dollar outfit Small size 50c. 
Sample trial size 25c.

Yesterday you refused to tell me why 
you disliked women and feared them. 
Won’t you tell me now?”

“They are dangerous thin’gs,” be 
said. “I .promised my father—”

He stopped, and she regarded him 
with keen interest and curiosity.

"I never heard such—nonsense!” 
she said, in girlish fashion. “It is 
very evident that you have not met 
many—"

“You are the first I have seen,” he 
said, calmly.

It was so amazing that she had to 
reflect over it; then she said:

“Won’t you sit down, and put that 
ugly gun aside?”

“It isn’t ugly; it is a very good 
Winchester,” he remarked; but he 
laid it on the grass and sat down, but 
not too near her.

“Is it loaded still?” she asked; and 
as he replied in the affirmative, she 
took it up gingerly, but raised it to 
her shoulder and pointed it at him.

“Now, why shouldn't I bill you?” 
she demanded, her eyes dancing with 
girlish t*n and triumph. “Why 
shouldn’t I kill you, and take the is
land? It is yours, you say. It would 
be only fair.”

He 'did not move a muscle, but look
ed her straight in the eyes.

"Yes, it would be only fair,” he 
said, with perfect calm.

She lowered the rifle and held it 
out to him with a feminine little 
shudder.

“Put the thing behind you, where I 
cant see It,” she said.

He obeyed her, with a touch of col
our in his face; for, despite his calm, 
he had, in his ignorance of woman’s 
pleasing little ways, fully ’expected 
her to fire.

“Now, if I owe my life to you, you 
owe yours to me, and we are quits. 
But It isn’t very pleasant to be threat
ened, is It?”

He did not reply, and she sat for a 
moment in silence; then he said:

Is there anything you want? Now 
you are here, and must stay here—’

You don’t want us to starve,” she 
finished. “It is very good of you. If 
there anything I want!” She sighed 
“Oh, plenty of things ! I want my 
trunk that went down with the ship” 
—she glanced ruefully at her one 
skirt—“and I want medicine for my 
mother, and a piano, and a brush and 
comb and back-hair glass— Oh, whal 
is the use of telling you what 1 
want?”

There is a brush and oomb in the 
small cupboard—” he began; but she 
interrupted him.

But what I want most is to get 
away from this place.”

As he had already informed her 
that he could not help her in this, he 
did not deem any further assurance 
necessary, but sat regarding her for 
a moment in silence, then he said:

“What is your name?—what are 
you called?”

“My name is Stella—Stella Mor- 
daunt,” she replied. “Do you like it?” 
she demande*), dryly.

“I don’t know,” he said, gravely, 
"Well, It can’t be helped, if you 

don’t."
“How did yon come here?” he ask

ed, presently, and reluctantly, as It 
he were fighting against his curiosity.

"In a boat,” she retorted l then, as 
If relenting, she went on: “That’s a 
long story.” ’

“Where did you come from—an is 
land, li.ke this, or a town?” he inquir 
ed.

“From an island—England; and 
from a town—London. I suppose you 
have heard of it?”

He nodded.

“Yes; I know there is such a place. 
I have heard my father speak of it.

She stared at him. That a man who 
spoke as he did, like a gentleman 
should know no more than this was 
little short of incredible.

“Where is you father?” he asked.
“My father is dead, I think.”
She added the last words pensive 

ly, doubtfully.
It was Rath’s turn to look surpris 

ed.
“Don’t you know?” he asked.
She shook her head

“I can just remember him; a tall 
man, with a pale, stern face—like 
yours when you stood down there just 
now with the gun raised. We were 
living then in (he country; I can only 
just remember that, too. It was at 
big house, with great rooms and a big 
garden. I can remember the terrace 
where I used to play; there were two 
huge stone lions with snarling faces 
—they used to frighten me when 1 
was a very small child—that crouch
ed at the side of the stone steps. An 
there was an old gardener who used 
to pick flowers for me; he fras very 
kind. Then we left the big house 
mother and I, and went to live in e 

street in London. It was a quiel 
street, out of the crowd and noise, bu< 
it seemed dreadfully narrow and pool 
and miserable after the big house 
with the large gardens and green 
fields.”

“Why did you go?” Rath asked.

MRS. THOMSON 
TELLS WOMEN

How She Was Helped During 
Change of Life by Lydia E. 

Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound.

s

Philadelphia, Pa.—“I am just 62years 
rf age and during Change of Life I suf

fered for six years 
terribly. I tried sev
eral doctors but none 
seemed to give me 
any relief. Every 
month the pains were 
Intense in both sides, 
and made me so 
weak that I had to 
80 to bed. At last 

■El » friend recommen- 
gpÇ | ded Lydia E. Pink- 

. —-—I ham’s Vegetable
Compound to me and I tried it at once 
and found much relief. After that I 
had no pains at all and could do my 
housework and shopping the same 
as always. For years I have praised 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com
pound for what it has done for me, 
and shall always recommend it as a wo
man’s friend. You are at liberty to use 
my letter in any way. ’’—Mrs. Thomson, 
649 W. Russell St, Philadelphia, Pa.

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 
carry women so successfully through 
th« trying period as Lydif E. Pinkham’s

if want special advice 
write to Lydia E. Pinkham Med
icine Co. (confidential), Lynn, 
Mass, Your letter wm be opened, 
read and answered by 
and bold In ------ -

Unconsciously, he drew a little 
nearer to her, and stretched himself 
at full length, leaning his head on his 
hand, his dark, earnest eyes fixed on 
her face.

“I don’t know,” replied the girl. She 
was almost speaking to herself, or as 
one might speak who was talking to 
some one who would not fully under
stand, so that It did not matter very 
much If she were too confidential. 
After the loneliness, the mere act of 
talking was grateful and pleasant. 
“My mother cried when we left the 
big house, and, of course, I cried, too; 
and my mother was ill and unhappy 
—always unhappy.” •

“Why did you leave the town, the 
big city, and come to sea?” he aske^, 
presently.

"My mother got: wprse, and the doc
tor said she would die if she remain 
ed in England. It is nearly always 
cold and wet and damp there, and in 
London—the big city—there are fogs 
that stifle you.”

“Then why does any one live 
there?” he exclaimed, wonderlngly; 
“why not come to an island like this?”

She looked at him, as If any at
tempt at explanation would be hope
less.

“So we had to come abroad. I was 
glad to leave London, but sorry to 
leave England. Ah! you don’t un
derstand!" Her voice fell. “But my 
mother did not care; she was, she is 
too ill to care for anything. Oh! i 
have forgotten her! Is it far from 
the hut?”

She sprang to her feet.
“No; it is just round the bend. You 

can almost see it; you can hear if 
any one calls.”

She hesitated a moment, then sank 
down again, and Carl snuggled up be
side her and stretched his paws on 
her dress, and rested his head on 
them, and gazed from one to the 
other, no doubt rather relieved to 
find that the shooting was over for 
the present. Stella stroked his rough 
head as she went on:

“Then the vessel sprang a leak—is 
that right? I think it struc.k a rock

THE NEW FRENCH REMEDY.
THERAPION NO. 1

IURR8 DISCHARGES. EITHER SEX.WIT tidÜT INJECTIONS.

THERAPION NO. 2
CU*ES BLOOD POISON, BAD LEGS, SKIN ERUPTIONS.

THERAPION NO. 3
CURES CHRONIC WEAKNESSES, DRAINS, LOST VIGOR. &C. 
SOLD BY LEADING CHEMISTS. PRICE IN ENGLAND. 89. 

SEND STAMP ADDRESS ENVELOPE FOR I a 
FREE BOOK TO DR. LECLERC MED.CO. I I
HAVERSTTOK RD, HAMPSTEAD. LONDON.! FOR YOU f
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SEE THAT TRADE MARKED WORD ’ THERAPION ’ IS OH 
BRIT. GOVT. STAMP AFFIXED TO ALL GENUINE PACKETS.

INSIST ON HAVINC THERAPION. •

irst and went down, and the rest you 
mow.”

“What became of the rest of the 
leople on the big ship?" Rath asked.

Stella shook her head sadly.

“I don’t know. There were not 
nany boats; it was not a regular pas
senger ship. I heard one of the men 
say that nothing could live in such a 
storm, and I suppose it was only by a 
miracle that we escaped. Perhaps 
we were the only two.”

“It is very likely,” he assented, 
calmly; he had witnessed the fury of 
the waves too often to be smitten with 
the awe which one unaccustomed to 
the sea would have felt at this re
flection. “So that your friends will 
not search for you? They will think 
you are lost."

“We have no friends,” said the 
girl. “It will not matter to anyone 
if we are dead or alive—except to 
you, who, of course, must wish that 
we were dead.”

“No,” he said, judicially: “I do not 
wish that, though I am sorry you 
came here.”

The girl bit her lip.
It is a pjty I am not a boy,” she 

said, ironically.
It is,” he assented, with some

thing like a sigh. “I should like you, 
if you were not—yes, there is some
thing about you I like; you hav% a 
pleasant face—different to the Indi
ans; and your voice— Are rll wo
men’s faces and voices like yours? 

The girl stared at him.
“Oh, no;” she said, simply. “They 

are much better, prettier, and sweet
er.”

“Are they?” he said, reflectinglv. 
“I wonder why they are so wicked, so
dangerous?”

Stella shook her head.
“They are not all,” she said.
There was silence for a moment, 

then she turned to him, as if sudden
ly smitten with an idea.

(To be Continued.)

[Got His Man 
at 700 Yards.

AMAZING SHOTS. — MARKSMEN 
WHO WON VICTORIES.

Private Fulton, of the Quen’s West
minsters, the crack shot who tied for 
the King’s Prize last year at Bisley, 
recently shot from a range of 700 
yards a German officer who was sig
nalling to gun batteries from a win
dow. He thus saved the lives of 
many of his comrades. It has beer 
asserted that in warfare an expert 
marksman is little better than the 
ordinary soldier, but, although this 
may be true in the heat of battle, 
there are occasions when the cool
ness and nerve of an expert rifleman 
may not only save his own life, but 
the lives of a hundred others. During 
the. Indian Mutiny, Edward Ross, a 
Queen’s Prize winner, utilized his 
skill as a marksman to save a mili
tary station full of women and 
wounded soldiers from, being sacked 
by natives. A strong body of rebels 
attempted to cross the River Gogra 
to attack the station, which had few 
unwounded men to def end'll. Ross, 
who had only just arrived at the sta
tion after a ride of eighty miles, on 
hearing of the threatened danger, 
hurried to the river bank, and with 
the aid of four sepoys dug a trench 
close to the only fordable spot. When 
the enemy appeared and manned a 
large flat boat in which to cross, 
Ross, with unerring aim, picked off 
the rowers, and forced the vessel to 
return to the other side. Again and 
again the natives’ made the attempt, 
but Ross,’ with a dozen rifles expedi
tiously loaded by his attendants, kept 
the enemy from crossing for three 
hours, when a body of British troops 
with big guns arrived on the scene.

At the siege of Lucknow, Sergeant 
Halliwell won the Victoria Cross for 
saving countless lives by picking off 
the natives who endeavoured to man 
big guns which were placed in such 
a position that, they could have poured 
a pitiless hail of lead into the town. 
The guns were placed on a roof close 
to the city, but Sergeant Halliwell de
termined that they should be silenced. 
Procuring the best rifle obtainable, 
he took cover behind a pile rtf debris, 
and with uncanny aim picked off the 
enemy clustered round the guns one 
by one. Hour after hour he continued 
his vigil, his only change of position 
being to turn over now .and again up
on his back to relieve his cramped 
limbs. At nightfall his comrades, 
crawling upon hands and knees, 
brought him food and drink. Eventu
ally the battery was raided and blown 
up, much to the relief of the gallant 
sergeant.

During the Boer an Irish private 
on one occasion had a bet with his 
comrades that he could hit a tin mug 
from which a Boer in a distant en
campment was drinking. The soldier 
won his wager, for from a range of 
600 yards he knocked the tin from the 
Boer’s hand. Later on the incident 
had an astonishing sequel. The shock 
cf the bullet hitting the Boer’s tin 
caused a crust to slip down his throat, 
which actually suffocated him.

OR. DeVAN’S FEMALE PILLS
tiedicine for all Female Complaint $5 a box 
•r three for $10, at drug stores. Mailed toan\ 
-Idress on receipt of price. The Scohrvl n«u' 
o., St. Ca^iariues, Ontario. __
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Something New u Books,
AT 50c. EACH.

All Cloth Bound Illustrated American 
Copywrlght

Look through this list carefully, for 
in it you will find many of the “Best 
Sellers.”
The Story of Damon and Pythias by 

Albert Payson Terhune.
The Voice in the Fog by MacGratb. 
The Secret of Lonesome Cove by Sam

uel Hopkins Adams.
The Million Dollar Mystejy by Harold 

MacGratb.
Back Home by Irvin S. Cobb. .
The Mistress of Shenstone by Florence 

Barclay.
Before Adam by Jack London.
Desert Gold by Zane Grey.
The Rosary by Florence Barclay. 
Their Yesterdays by Harold Bell 

Wright.
With the Best Intention by Bruno 

Lessing.
The Compact by Ridgwell Cullum. 
Ranching for Sylvia by Harold Bind- 

loss. v
The Winning of Barbara* Worth by 

Harold Bell Wright.
The Sixty-First Second by Owen John

son.
Tarzan of the Apes by Edgar Rice 

Burroughs.
Tales of the Fish Patrol by Jack Lon

don.
The Uphill Climb by B. M. Bower.
The Just and the Unjust by Vaughan 

Kester.
Love of Life by Jack London.
The Game by do.
When God Laughs by do. I
The Faith of Men by do.
Calling of the Wild by do.
The Iron Heel by do.
Moon Face by do. *
The House of Pride by do. i
Children of the Frost by do.
Cruise of the Snark by do.
South Sea Tales by do.
Martin Eden by do.
Burning Daylight by do.
Ship’s Company by W. W. Jacobs. 
The Sea Wolf by Jack London.
Lost Face by do.
Cabbages and Kings by O. Henry.

(See Daily News for another list.)

DICKS & CO., LTD.,
Biggest, Brightest, Beslest and Best 

Book, Stationery and Fancy Goods 
Store In Newfoundland,
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i: “Thistle” Blend

ii Scotch Whisky
Is a First Favorite, 

because its the
Forest Spirit 

Distilled
For

human consumption ; 10 
years in Oak barrels 
before it is bottled, 

and reasonable 
in price.
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ii J. C. BAIRD, ii
Water Street
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NEW NOVELS
% ____

By the Best Authors.

Fads and
Fashions.

HOARD'S LOTMNT C
■oms, as*

Dm

Cotton satins are 'being used for 
petticoats to be worn under sheer 
good:.

The white and colored linen hand
kerchiefs grow constantly more 
sheer.

The military grays are relieved 
with coral, cherry, Dutch blue or dull 
green.

Sweaters come in both gay and 
subdued colors and of fancy or tail
ored design.

A lining of pompadour silk will 
give dash and color to the blue 
black suit.

There are odd little bags of taffeta 
and they have two little ruffles at the 
bottom.

Piped scallops appear on skirts of 
the new taffeta dresses and with ad 
mirahle effect.

Skirts of little girls’ dresses are in 
pleated effects, and have double or 
triple skirts.

One sees many shades of covert 
cloths greenish gray, grayish brown, 
tan, sand and putty.

Belts of children’s dresses are made 
either of leather or of the same ma
terial as the dress.

Bordered foulards are good this 
season, and rich-colored foulards hqve 
borders of riotous colors."

Leghorn hats, elaborately trim
med with lace, flowers and ribbons, 
will be worn in the mid-summer.

Charming is the costume with coat 
of navy blue, bound with white silk 
braid and worn with a white skirt.

The fashion of yokes* finds favor 
not, ohly with skirts, but blouses, 
coats and dress waists are designed 
with yokes.

GENERAL & WAR LITERATURE- 
ALL THE BEST AND LATEST.

The Man and the Moment by Elinor 
Glyn, 60 & 80c.

The Day of Judgment by Jos. Hock
ing, 80c.

The Thirty Days by Hubert Wales, 60 
and 80c.

The Great White Army by Max Pern- 
lea, 30c.

God’s Country and the Woman by J. 
O. Curwood, 80c.

The Turhlrient Duchess by Percy Jas. 
Brebner, 80c.

The Blum, Buckle by Wm. Hamilton 
Osborire, 80c.

The Man of Iron by Rd. Dehan, 60 
and 80c.

The Graves of Kilmorna by Canon 
Sheehan, 60 ami 80c.

The Wall of Partition by Florence Bar
clay, 80c.

Innocent by Marie Corelli, 60 and 80c. 
The Honourable Perclval by Alice 

Regan Rice, 80c.
or Patrol of the Sundance Trail by Ralph 

Connor, 80c.
Facing Fearful Odds by Jos. Hock

ing, 80c.
The Laughing Cavalier by Baroness 

Orczy, 60 and 80c.
A Mixed Pack by Dorothea Conyers, 

60 and 80c.
Whom God Hath Joined by Arnold 

Bennett, 60c.
Percy and Others by F. Anstey, 60 

and 80c.
The Carnival of Elwence by Marjorie 

Bowen.
Prussianism and Its Destruction by 

Norman Angell, 30c.
Deeds That Will Never Die by Fraser. 
Fighting in Flanders by E. Alex 

Powell, 81.10.
How Belgium Saved Europe by Saro- 

Sarolea, 30c.
Home Life in Germany by Miss A. 

Sidgwick, 30c.
The New (German) Testament, lOcS 
Mutual Aid by P. A. Kropotkin, 36c. 
Keeping Fit by O. S. Marden, $1.10. 
What I Found Out in Germany by an 

English Governess, 60 and 80c.
We have also received a new supply 

of My Heart’s Right There, by F. M. 
Barclay, 80c„ and Europe in Arms— 
The Titanic War of the Nations, 86c
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Hr. Gra<
The market was 

fresh herring ever! 
They are very Snq 
per dozen.

Mr. F. C. ArJ 
tarwls out but upl 
sign of ^codfish has 
A. intends to visit | 
day or eo until,a 
will théü put out 
voyage. .

Mr. Mark Tliomal 
Boston on Tuesday | 
home and friends.

The British Band 
last night for the 
The sum of $35 
concert was very cl 

Mrs. Jonathan ! I 
been in the United

FRESH ST0l| 
TO-I

By "s.s. M| 
30 crates New 
20 cases Califor 

5 bags Parsnip 
5 cases Lemon.1) 

10 boxes Table 
100 bags P. E. 1.1 
80 bags P. E.

H0USECLEAN1N

Old Dutch Cleat 
Soap Chips, 7c. 
Satina Laundry 
Whitewash Lima 
Chloride of Lim) 
Lye. 8c. and 1 
Parsons’ Heuseh

Ferry’s Flower 
Seeds, 5c- phi 

Asparagus, 3. lb I 
Bee Jelly Powdl 
Dates, 1 lb. pkg.. 
Cranberries, S0<

NO ADVANCE 
Bulldog .. 
Dannawalla 

10 per cent. 
6»*

FRESH ÈC


