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size plasters, $1.0.

up, 50c. per bottle.
Co., Montreal.

chitis, Colds, etc.

Palatable as cream.

haustion, and General Debility.

bottles.

Required in every home.

¢The D. & L.” Cmulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil.
delicate women and children, restore the weight and vitdflity after attacks of Bron-
50c. and $1.0V bottles.

"HOME REMEDIES

obtainable from any dealer in medicines, which every housekeeper can
urchase and use with confidence in their reliability for the purposes for

" which’ they are recommended.

Davis’ Painkiller for Chills, Cramps, Bowel Troubles, and;externally as a
t for Sprains, Bruises, Sore Throat, etc. Used all over thetwerld 70

Allen’s Cough Balsam for common Colds in the Bronchial Tubes. Especially
ed for children as it contains no opium or otherharmfuledrugs. 28c.,

B0c. and $1.00 bottles.

«The D. & L.” Hazol-Menthol Plaster. A soothing and drawing
i uick relief of Rheumatic Achesand Pains, Lumbago, Backache.and

e
om%mes the well-known virtues of Witch Hazel and Menthol.
air-tight tube. Price, 25c. each ; also supplied in 1 )'axd;rolls,.equalling T regular

Davis® Liver Pills for Constipation and Sick Headache ; gentlesbutieffective.. 40 pills, 25c.

' Davis’ Menthol Salve. Soothes and heals Bites and Stings, Scratches, and many
Skin injuries and affections.

Dylcia Toilet Cream. A delightful and

Complexion, Hands and Skin.

25c. per tin.

effective liquid preparation for the
Preserves against wind and sun. Attractively put
Send Bc. for fac-simile trial size bottle to Davis - & Lawrencs

Ferrovim. The Invigorating Iron Tonic. Recommended for Thin Blood, Old Age Ex-
Combines the virtues of Iron and Beef with just

enough Pure Spanish Sherry Wine to aid the vieakened digestion. $1.00 per bottle.

All these standard preparations are prepared in Canada.
dealers, write to the Proprietors:

Davis & Lawrence Co., Mfg. Chemists,

If not obtainable at your
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A Child of
Sorrow.

CHAPTER 1L

“Give me my reel of cotton, if you
please;” said Carrie, coolly, as if he
had thrown or dropped it, “then you
can see if the kettle is boiling, and
help Maida lay the tea. Put it at the
end of the table, because I can't be
disturbed; and Ricky, open the win-
dow a little more—at the top-—and
bring me that piece of tape off the
mantel-shelf

“Would you also like me to fetch a

cab, clean the grate, and wind up the |

clock while I'm about it?” he re-
marked. “‘Is thy servant a dog—'"

“Not yet—they call them puppies
when they're young,” retorted Carrie,
blandly but promptly. “My dear
boy, men are divided into two classes
—the ornamental or the useful, now
you've got to be useful because you
see you're not— Leave my hair alone
or-I'll stick the scissors into you.
(C'an't you see I'm engaged——"

“Not you! ' No one would be such a
bally idiot,” he put in like a flash.

“Engaged in what you have never
been—in work. Silly boy! There!
Go and play with Maida—it's all
you're fit for. I was wrong to think
of trusting you to lay the tea; you'd
steal the sugar or scald yourself with
the kettle. Rick, don’t you wish you
were going to the Countess of Glass-
bury’s to-night,” she sighed, “to see
and hear the Heavenly Maid,” it was
a pet term of hers for Maida. “Oh,
don’t I!”

“Yes. We might go disguised—"
he began.

“You as a gentleman: no one would
know you,” the sharp tongue darted
at him. “No, no, I don’t mean that.
I'lIl take it back, Rick!
the kettle! 1It's boiling itself to death

do De careful, there’s a good boy;
the last time you tried to iift it off
you scalded Miss Jenkins’s cat, and
scolded

Miss Jenkins me—sorry,

Maida; that fool of a boy is here and
his wretched puns are infectious;
they're worse than measles.”

“Ah, talking of puns,” remarked
Ricky, as he lifted the kettle with
the awkwardness peculiar to the hu-
man boy, “you should go and see the
new piece at the Frivolity. I looked
in last night—"

“Looked in! I like that!
ed outside the gallery door for an

e wait-

hour and a half, Maida, you know.
Looked in!”

“It's a stunning piece. Going well,
too. Our guv'nor was there, in a pri-
vate box. Got our new client with
him. Don’'t you trouble, Maida: bet-
ter not touch the kettle; you might

really scald yourself, and {hat

Oh, hark at}

| wouldn’t do. It wouldn’t matter if it
was me or Carrie; her hands are so
{ red already. Hah! hah! That's al-
most good enough for the Frivolity!
Oh, yes, the guv'nor was there last
night, looking as if butter wouldn’t
melt in his mouth, and with a smile
soft (‘110:1;',1'1 to paint the house with.
I know that smilee. We put it on
when we've got a new client to pluck.
Not that there's many feathers on
Lord Heroncourt; but what there are,
we shall have, you bet; when I say
‘we,” I beg you to understand that I
mean  Spinner & Peckloft, my worthy
—hah! hah! worthy employers!”

“And who is Lord Heroncourt?”
asked Carrie, superciliously, as she
bit off an end of cotton.

The boy drew himself up and
struck an attitude of exaggerated
disdain.

“Even you, my dear Carrie, ignor-
ant as_you are of the ‘hupper suck-
les,” must surely have heard of Lord
Heroncourt.”

“Nary wevrd,” retorted Carrie, in-
differently, and with a shrug of her
shoulders. ] Eﬁm

“Is such benighted ignorance pos-
sible! And this is the beginning of
the twentieth century. Maida, you at
least are not buried in such Cimmer-
ian darkness—"

“You'll hurt yourself with one of
those words, strain what you  call
your mind trying to find the meaning
of them,” put in Carrie, with marked

i
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anxiety. “Don’'t answer him, Maida,
dear. Don’'t humor him. He's dying
to tell us about his lord—some mush-
room peer or other he-has opened the
door to, or called a carriage for.
Rick, if you throw that piece of
bread I'll put down this work and
turn you out with my own hands.”
“Lord Heroncourt? Rick, put the
piece of bread down, there is a dear,
good boy! Carrie, don't tease him.
Father will be in before the tea is
laid—Lord Heroncourt?” said Maida,
momentarily knitting her dark, finely
pencilled brows. “I have read some-
thing about him in the newspapers.
He has lately come into the title, has
he not?”

“That's the man,” said Ricky.
“That’s our new and noble client. He
was Lord Vaser, Viscount Vaser, he-
fore he came into the earldom.. There
was enough in the papers about him
them. ‘Wild Vaser,” 1
called him. There used to be para-

believe they

graphs about him in the society pa-
pers and the sporting rags. He won
the mile championship; and a horse
of his pulled off the City and Suburb-
an. If I remember rightly, he was
No. 2 in his 'varsity boat. Of course,
it was long before my time; but they
talk about him at Oxford even now.
He's gone a deuce of a pace; been in
the grip of the Jews all his time; and
now he's in the grip of our people.
And may Ieaven have mercy on him!
as the judge says when he is putting
on the black cap.”

“Is he so poor, in so much trouble?”
asked Maida, as she arranged the tea-
things slowly, in her dreamy, absorb-
ed fashion.

“Oh, absolutely poor,” replied
Ricky, tossing up the bread knife and
catching it deftly a !a Indian juggler.
“He's got a castle in Devonshire or
Cornwall or somewhere in -those
parts, with miles of land; but it’s all
mortgaged, and I fancy my esteemed
firm, Spinner & Peckloft, hold the
mortgage. There’s a London house in
Park Lane, or adjacent thereto; but
thats let furnished. The noble earl,
as the sporting papers are fond of
calling him, lives in diggings some-
where in St. James's.”

.C. SPARK PLUGS

80c., $1.00, $1.20.
Spare Porcelains, - - - 4b5c.

DEALERS WRITE FOR PRICES.

Nfld. Agent: R. G SILVERLOCK,
210 New Gower St.

P. 0. Box 532.

“Poor young man,” said Maida,
very quietly. g
“What's the
said Carrie, in her sharp, thin, girl-
ish voice. “He’s ah earl anyhow, an<

maticr with him?"

people are poor without being ea-l:
—look at Ricky, look at us. We don’t
wail and moan. He will have to mar-
ry for money. I suppose he's good-
looking, Rieky? You describe him as
though he were the hero of a three-
volume novel.”

“Oh, yes, he’s good-looking enough,
1 suppose,” said the boy. “He's what
you girls would call good-looking.
Oh, yes,” grudgingly, “he’s tall and
thin and got a waist—he was in the
Guards for some time, and they say
they all wear stays there; and he's
got a curl in his hair and dark eyes.
I suppose he wore a moustache when
he was a soldier: he hasn’t got it
now; at any rate, he hadn’t got it last
night at the Frivolity. He attracted
a good deal of attention. I could see
the opera-glasses levelled at him from
where 1 sat—"

—“In the gallery,” put in Carrie.
“Right you are: in the gallery,”
retorted Ricky, defiantly; “and a very
good place, too, when you can’t afford
a better. And just to show there’s no
malice, I'll treat you next Saturday,
if you care to come.”

“Thank you; but I'm not in the
habit of going with boys to the gal-
leries of theatres,” said Carrie, tilting
her nose higher than nature had
levelled it.

“Oh, indeed!” said Ricky. “Very
well, then; I'll ask Miss Willoughby
on the third floor. She’ll go.”

“Miss Willoughby would go with
you, or anyone, to a dog-fight,” re-
marked Carrie.

“Miss Willoughby is a sensible,
amiable—"

—*“Red-headed idiot,” put in Car-
rie.

As they leant across the table to-
wards each other, with sparkling
eyes and red faces, utterly deaf to
Maida's gentle remonstrances and ad-
monitions, the door epened and the
father of the two girls came in. He
was .a short, thick-set man, with a
face that would have made distraught
the most advanced student of Lava-
ter; it was such a strange mixture of
strength and weakness, of the dream-
er and the pra('tfcal man. The face
was square, the brow no worse than
ordinary, the nose was straight, the
mouth large but mobile, but the chin
and the jaw-line were weak and re-
ceding. The upper part of the face
was strong and decisive, the lower
weak and hesitating. The short and
rather dumpy figure was dressed in
the approved city fashion: dark
trousers, a white waistcoat, rather
tumbled and stainéd, a coat with
short tails; a black neck-tie of cord-
ed silk, a tall collar, and a silk hat
worn rather at the back of the head.
Of course, he carried a small black
bag, beloved of the city man from all
time. He looked as tired as most city
men do at that hour oi the day, and
the smile about his lips wavered
somewhat as he said, removing his
hat as he spoke:

Ricky?

I'm late, I'm afraid. Been detained in

“Well, dears; well, Master

the“city. Is tea ready? Hope so. 1
always get home to tea, like the man
in the song, eh, Ricky? Is that toast
I smell? Hope so. Nothing like
toast for tea. Feeling quite well,
Maida? What's all this,

Dress-makking, eh? Be down again

Carrie?

in a moment.”

With a nod and a smile, he closed
the door on his podgy form, and
Maida finished setting the tea.

“Father seems more cheerful than
usual,” remarked Carrie, displaying
her usual quickness of perception;
“things have gone well with him to-
day.”

“I wish I was a city man,” grum-
bled Ricky. “I'm firmly convinced
I could make my fortune in busi-
ness.” :

“How strange,” murmured Carrie,
sarcastically. “I'm firmly convinced
you'd make yofxr fortune in Barnum
& Bailey's show—as a freak.”

“You might join me as the mer-
maid,” retorted Ricky, snafching at
her hair.

“Touch my hair again and I'll—"

( Tp be Continued.)

MINARD'S LINIMENT CURES DAN-
DRUFF.

has heaps of friends, I suppose. Other |.

THE STEAMER

rospero

will leave the whart of

Bowring Bros., Ltd.,

FRIDAY, 1st JUNE,
at10 am,,

calling at the following places:

Bay de Verde, Trinity, Catalina,
Bonavista, King's Cove, Greenspond,
Wesleyville, Seldom Come By, Fogo,
Change Islands, Herring Neck,
Twillingate, Moreton’s Harbor, Ex-
ploits, Fortune Harbor, Leading
Tickles, Pilley’s Island, Little Bay
Island, Little Bay, Nipper’s Harbor,
Tilt Cove, La Scie, Pacquet, Baie
Verte, Coachman’s Cove, Seal Cove,
Bear Cove, Western Cove, Jackson’s
Arm, Harbor Deep, Englee, Conche,
St. Anthony, Griquet, Quirpon.

Freight received until 6 p.m., on
Thursday.

For freight or passage apply to the
Coastal Office of

Bowring Bros., Ltd.
Telephone 306.

A HEALTHFUL
MALT BEVERAGE.
NON-INTOXICATING

BAIRD & CO.,

Agents.
181 WATER STREET.
P. 0. Box 157.

The Kewiouarrla-d
Year Eook.

Just 'off the press, full of valuable
and autherntic information relating to
Newfoundland Public Offices, Institu
tions, Banks, elc., of the Colony. Only
{2¢c. post paid.

GARLAND’S Bookstores

177.9 Water Street.

SALT! SALT!

20,00ﬁhds.
CADIZ SALT.

We are now booking orders ex

Store or ex Steamer.

Lowest Market Prices.

e

M. MOREY & CO.
Office: Queen Street.
Hodder & Stoughton’s

35¢. Novels,

Containing some of the best books
ever published. Come in and see

GARLAND’S Bookstores

1779 Water Street.
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FASHIONED HOSE

~ Ameriea’s
LEADING LINE.

With modern dress, neat
hosiery is essential. Bur-
son Hose are unequalled
for wear and elegance.
They are the only seamless
hose on the market. Ask
for BURSON and have no
other.

Prices, 40, 45, 50,65, 80c.,
$1.00 per pair.

Colours: Black, Tan and
White. 3

Sizes 814, 9, 914 and 10.

R. TEMPLETON

if:©wr Baseball Column.
|

PLAGIARISED AND OTHERWISE.

J
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The many fans who remember the
brilliant playing of Ross Waterfield,
of the Shamrocks, before going over-
seas, will rejoice to learn that he has
been awarded the Military Medal for
gallantry on the field. Nothing less
was expected of him, and we are glad
to publish the following, which was
sent to us as An Appreciation:—

WATERFIELD,
We're glad to hear his name again,
As not so long ago
His name was flung from tongue to
tongue
By rooters high and low.
He won his share of name and fame
He's on the Honour Roll.
Yet when he played, he played the
‘game
With all his heart and soul.

Whether he snorted at the bat
Or killed line drives, or slid,
His every step was “full of pep”
This tense Tabasco Kid.
Before he travelled Baseball's pike
And since he’s crossed the main
The game has never seen his like
And never will again.

The lads to-day are quite as fast,
There’'s many a fancy stepper;

But we must dig into the past
To get the old Red Pepper.

In some respects he’s been excelled,
But for good old classy ball

Our brave old Rossie Waterfield
Was Daddy of them all.

Brendan Sinnott—the Gallipoli and
Somme veteran--will blossom forth
this season resplendent in his green
and gold uniform. Manager McGrath,
of the B. 1. S., is expecting great
things of hin Bill’'s” arm after two
vears’ bomb ving ought to be able
to put th 1

A youth may swat an awful lot
And rip the lecague asunder.
Hée clouts away in early May
And is a world-wide wonder.

As June comes on his work grows wan
And falters in his hitting.

And soon the guy who hit so high
Upon the bench is sitting.

He holds his sway in early May
But, long as I remember,

One Mister Britt is always “IT”
In August and September.

STROLLS THROUGH SPORTVILLE.
By William F. Kirk.

THE SINCERE ROOTER.

Old Bangs was a rooter from soda to
hoc,

And every one knew it who lived in
the block.

He fanned with the janitor morning
and night,

While wending his way to the ball
park at three.
He fanned with
ordering steak, :
And told what position the Giants
would take.

the butcher while

ate” with'®

He fanned with the janitor morning
and night,

| Recalling the old days when Matty
} was right,

He fanned with the landlord who
came for the rent,

With all of his firends, whether lady
or gent;

With strangerc he met in the subway
each day,

With old or with yoang, with the wise
guy or jay.

He argued with friends and he argued
with foes—

Old Bangs was a rooter clear down to
his toes.

On leaving the church of a bright
Sunday noon,

Right glad that the service was over
S0 soon,

He'd dream of the game for the fol-
lowing day

When Stallings’ young huskies were
coming to play.

While down at the office his work
wasn't right,

For he dreamed nine full innings in
slumber each night.

If he can’'t see a game when the
Jordan he’s crossed,

Old Bangs will regard it as Paradise
lost.

THE BASEBALL BEE.

The busiest little bee in the world
buzzes in the derbies of the genuine
baseball rooters. Men have been and
are card sharks, golf enthusiasts, bil-
liard fiends, soccer followers, football
fans—but the man who is stung by
the Baseball Bee is stung to the core
and with a sting that last while life's
fluid runs the bases. He is part ol
baseball, and baseball is more than
part of him. Baseball has him.

“John,” his wife will say, “I want
you to meet professor Squires, who
discovered the reason why a stream
flows more swiftly in its centre than
along its banks.”

“Glad to know yer,” says John.
“What d'yer think of the way the
Giants are going?”

“I am sure I don’t know,"” says the
savant.

“Well, kid,” replies Jahn, “well,
kid, I know, and you can’'t take it
from me. They're going to walk in
this year—walk in, not scramble in
| This man McGraw forgot more than
Socrates ever was wise to.”

And so it goes. The stars may or
may not move in their courses for all
John cares, just so the baseball star
den’t have too-many off days. All the
royalty of Rumania may hock the
family diamonds to swell the war
fund, just so the baseball diamond
are kept in condition and the national
game is allowed to go merrily on
Kingdoms may rise and fall for al
John cares to the contrary—if only
they spare enough ball-gamers from
the selective draft to keep both leagues
going until Fall.

1

When you hear a low, soft humming,
That's the Baseball Bee a-coming!

THE BASEBALL FARMER.
He used to be a baseball star,
But now he runs a farm.
t He views the contest from afar,
And rubs his pitching arm.
His corn amd oats are coming fine,
But like an army vast
He hears t&)cm thunder down the
line— %
The rooters of the past.

The corn that stands in even rows
Looks like a host of fans;

The hills of earth the farmer hoes
Have turned to cheering clans.

“Ah, well,” he said, “we farmer men

May think the past was fair,
I earned five thousand yearly then-—
Now I'm a millionaire!”

“ A Breaking Up

The Government held a party meet-
ing in the House of Assembly Cham-
ber last evening and it lasted until
an early hour this morning. Various
rumors are afloat as to what happen-
ed during the many long hours of
discussion. Some say that there is
going to be “a breakin\g up” over the
outcome of the meeting. That term
has a theatrical definition and applies
to prolonged holidays. Whether this
has any suggestive application to the
present Government's term of office
is another matter. Another report is
given much currency, . that one of;
those higher up in thé ranks of the
party got off some hot stuff, arising
out of recent cabinet friction and, it
is said, went so far as to repeat the
challenge that he made in the Legis-
lature last year, namely—that nobody
present could take a splinter out of
his head.

Reids’ Boats.

The Argyle left Paradise at 4 p.m.
yesterday afternoon. :

The Clyde left Horwood at 6.20
p.m. yesterday, outward.

The Dundee left Wesleyville at 0.45
p.m. yesterday.

The Ethie arrived at Humbermouth
at 6.30 a.m. to-day.

The Glencoe left Fortune at 2 a.m.
to-day, coming east. :

The Home left Springdale at 10.20
p.m. yesterday.
"."The Wren left Heart’s Content at
3.30 p.m. yesterday, outward.

Fishing Rods, Trout Lines,
Baskets, -Wading Steckings, Fly |
and Bait Hooks, to be had at
BOWRING BROS., Ltd., Hard-
ware Dept.—may25,eod,tf
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t.q The following rc{
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Station yesterday:

FOR THE NAYY.
Geo. S. Peckford, Change Isla
Jonas Blake, Change Islands
Llewellyn Butldp, Little Bay 1
W. Duder, Little Bay Island

Ed. B. Simms, Pilley's Islandj
FOR THE ARMY.

John B. Fitzgerald, K¢
Harold Warr, Pilley’s

Pierce Budgell, Pille

THE FORESTRY (OMPANIE

Major M. S. Sullivan

command of the Forestry

mow in training at the C. (
this service are the best obtaing
and cn reaching the Old Countr
do credit to the country
them.

Oporto Market. |

The condition of the Oporto m:
@8 received yesterday, is:
Last
Week
Blocks  (Nfid.) .. .. .. 6,755
Consumption .. .. .... 3,465
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