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Pains Quit ! Back-Soreness Goes,
Torturons Lombago Cored by “ Nemfine’

This Wenderfol Curative L[aiment 
Ha» Mmost Magical 

Powers.

You can compare a congestive pain 
to a little fire. When congestion 
smoulders, pain comes and goes. Con
gestion grows into inflammation, but 
pain, now intense, grows excruciating 
and stays, too. There is an absolute 
antidote of pain—it is Nervillne.

New, to you, perhaps is Nerviline, 
but known well in many lands as the 
most penetrating and pain-subduing 
palh remedy ever discovered. Not 
oily or ill-smelling, but pleasant—it 
rube on. Not temporary action, but 
permanent In It» aontrol of pain.

Not an ache or a pain anywhere 
that it cannot reach. No soreness or 
strain that it has cot the power to 
relieve.

Nerviline is the only remedy in the 
world old under guarantees—if it 
does not relieve you, you get your 
money baclft Proof enough that Ner
viline is a remedy that will fulfill 
absolutely every requirement of a 
pain-reliever, both for internal and 
external use.

Backache it cures like magic. For 
rheumatism, sciatica, lumbago, neu
ralgia, stiffness, sprains or strains, it 
is the only thing. Large bottle, 50 
cents; trial size, 25 cents; at drug- 

i gists.

Love in a Flour Mill,
OB,

The Romance ol Two 
Loyal Hearts !

CHAPTER XIII.
Dexter Reece replaced the mini

ature in the drawer, sank into a chair, 
thrust his hands in his pockets, and 
pondered. A footman entered with 
some newspapers and placed them 
on the table, murmuring an apology.

“I did not know any one was here, 
sir," he said. “Tea is served in the 
hall.”

Dexter Reece nodded, and remained 
in the same attitude, lost in thought, 
for a minute or two; then, with a sigh 
and a shrug of his shoulders, he rose 
and went towards the hall. Evelyn 
and Cara were standing half-way up 
the stairs, looking at one of the pic
tures; and Reece, not seeing them, 
went to the table, on which a servant 
had placed freshly made tea. He 
poured out a cup and was raising it to 
his lips when Evelyn, chancing to 
turn her head, caught sight of him.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Mr. Reece!” she 
said apologetically. “I will come and i calmly 
give you your tea." smile.

He turned his head and looked up 
at them. Cara’s back was towards 
him; she was examining the picture.

“Pray, don’t trouble,” he said.
“Oh, but I will come!” said Evelyn.

“I have Miss Raven here; I have been 
showing her some of the things in the 
hall."

Dexter Reece, with the cup in his 
hand, smiled, and inclined his. head 
with polite indifference; and as he 
did so, Cara turned and looked down 
at him. The light from the great 
oriel window over the entrance door 
fell full upon her face, showing up, 
accentuating, every feature. Dexter 
Reece threw up his head, uttered a 
stifled exclamation, the teacup fell 
from his hand, and he stood, white 
and breathless, staring up at her, 
looking, indeed, very much as a man 
might look if he' were gazing at a 
ghost.

“Don’t look so upset," said Evelyn; 
“it is really not of much consequence; 
the house is overrun by old china, 
and most of it is deplorably ugly."

“I must apologize for my clumsi
ness,” he said gravely. “I can’t think 
how it happened; the cup slipped 
from my hand------”

“Just as the cups always do," broke 
in Evelyn, who was almost distress
ed by his agitation. “There are plenty 
more in the set; we seldom use them 
all. I suppose you have been at work 
this morning?”

“Yes,” he replied mechanically. 
Then he turned to Cara, and said, 
with a banality unusual with' him; 
“It has been a beautiful day.”

“Yes," she assented, quite calmly, 
as if he did not interest her. She 
glanced round the hall, then looked 
at Evelyn. “I must go home," she 
said.

“Must you?” asked Evelyn reluc
tantly. “I’ll tell them to bring the 
pony round. I am going up to get 
you that book of prints you were so 
interested in. I won’t be long. Give 
Mr. Reece some more tea, dear," she 
added, as she ran up the stairs.

Cara poured out some tea; Reece 
took up the cup, and, leaning against 
the heavy chair, looked at her, now 

and with a conventional

CHAPTER XIV.
At the sound of the falling cup, 

Evelyn swung rçund.
“Oh, what have you done, Mr. 

Reece!” she cried, with a laugh. 
“You have broken one of the old 
Chelsea cups, and Mrs. Pinner, the 
housekeeper, will never forgive you: 
but I shall, for I think they are rather 
ugly."

Dexter Reece went down on one 
knee and began to gather up the 
broken pieces of the cup; his face 
was red now; there was a bewildered, 
confused expression in his keen eyes. 
The two girls came down the stairs; 
and Cara picked up a fragment of 
the precious china which Dexter 
Reece had overlooked. She placed it 
in his hand, and, as he took it, his 
eyes sought her face and scanned it 
with an eagerness which he was too 
agitated to conceal. For the face of 
the girl at the mill bore an extraor
dinary resemblance to_ that of the 
miniature which he had just been ex
amining, the portrait of Sir Morti
mer’s wife.

“This is the first time you have 
been to the Hall, Miss Raven?" he 
said half-interrogatively.

“Yes," replied Cara, walking to a 
cabinet, and bending over it 

“You have seen the outside often 
enough, I suppose?" he said in a cas
ual way; but his eyes, narrowed to 
slits, watched her keenly, and noticed 
the grace of her form, the ease of her 
movements.

“No," she replied, still bending 
over the cabinet

“That is strange,” he said. “I sup
pose you have been living on the 
moor some time?”

“Since I was a child,” she answer
ed; “but I do not often leave the 
moor; my father does not like me to 
do so.”

Dexter Reece pricked up his ears. 
Was he mistaken, was his imagination 
misleading him, or was there in real
ity a vague Italian, accent in her 
voice?

“Since you were a child,” he said, 
with an air of friendly interest 
“Then, you were not born here?"

“No," she said, leaving the cabinet 
and coming to the table, where she 
stood with her fingers resting lightly 
on it, her eyes glancing from him to 
the fascinating objects in the hall. 
“I was born in Italy—I‘think," she 
added indifferently.

Dexter Reece’s heart beat fast; the 
conventional smile became wooden 
on his face.

“You only think?” he said, stretch
ing the smile still further.

“I don’t remember,” she replied as 
indifferently as before.

But your name is English,” he 
said.

“Is it?” she asked. “I did not 
know. My father is an Italian.”

“You speak English perfectly,” he 
remarked. “And where did you come 
from—I mean, before you came to the 
mill?”

As he put the question he glanced

over the graceful form, at the beau
tiful face. With her now neatly donef 
hair and a plain serge dress which, 
because of its age, fitted her closely, 
she looked a totally different girl to 
the unkempt and roughly clad one he 
had seen at the mill. He could have 
cursed himself for having so com
pletely ignored her at that, their first 
meeting.

“I don’t know," she replied. She 
raised her eyes to his suddenly and 
looked at him with “Why do you want 
to know?”

Dexter Reece actually coloured.
“Oh, for—for no particular reason,” 

he responded, with a smile.
“Then it doesn’t matter," she said 

calmly.
Evelyn came running down the 

stairs at that moment with the book 
of engravings in her hand.

“Come along! if you really must 
go, Cara,” she said.

The two girls went out to the pony- 
carriage that was waiting. Dexter 
Iteece followed them, and put them 
in ; then, when they had driven off,* he 
returned to the hall; but, after a mo
ment or two, he went to the library, 
took the miniature from the cabinet 
and examined it with feverish eager
ness. Yes; there could be no doubt 
about it; the resemblance was extra
ordinary. With the miniature in his 
hand, he sank into a chair, and, shut
ting his eyes, pondered over the prob
lem which the resemblance presented.

This girl of" the Mill, which stood 
within a short distance of the Hall, 
was the very image of Sir Mortimer’s 
wife. She passed as an Italian, her 
face was that of an Italian; they had 
come to the place when this girl was 
but a child. Could it be possible that 
there was any connection between 
this Cara Raven and the child who 
had been stolen on the night Sir Mor
timer had been murdered? Could it 
be possible that this girl’s father, the 
miller, was in some way or other 
connected with the murder, the theft 
of the ruby, the abduction of the 
child?

The mere suggestion of such an 
j idea sent the blood racing through 

Dexter Reece’s veins. He tried to 
calm himself, to hold himself in hand, 
to argue against the possibility of 
such a connection. Was it likely, he 
asked himself, that the murderer, the 
man who had stolen the priceless 
ruby, who had abducted the child, 
would return to England and take 
up his abode so near the scene of his 
crime? It scarcely seemed probable 
—possible; but Dexter Reece, in his 
study of human nature, its foibles 
and its weaknesses, was aware that 
the extraordinary animal, man, will 
frequently do the unexpecteed, and 
that the criminal, by a strange and 
nameless fascination, is often drawn 
as if by an unknown power, to the 
scene of his crime.

He sprang from his chair and pac
ed up and down the room, his thin 
lips working, his eyes glancing from 
side to side, like those of a wolf 
searching for a trail through a bound
less forest If this girl, this miller's 
daughter, were the stolen child of Sir 
Mortimer, she was the heiress not 
only to the great ruby, but to the vast 
sum of money realized by the other 
jewels and held in trust for her. She 
was not only a miller’s daughter, not 
a waif of the solitary moor, but a girl 
of high birth, and wealthy to boot

During his stay at the Hall, Dexter 
Reeece had now and again regarded 
Evelyn Desborough as desirable prey. 
But Evelyn Desborough as a possible 
wife sank to insignificance compared 
with this strange girl, Cara Raven— 
if she were, in deed, Sir Mortimer’s 
daughter. To put it shortly, our 
friend, Dexteiv Reece, was agitated 
by the emotion from which a man 
would suffer who stood before two 
caskets, either of which might con
tain the treasure he coveted.

He did not meet Evelyn before din
ner that night. Mr. Lexham had 
gone, there were no other guests, and 
Sir Reginald, Evelyn, and Dexter 
Reece dined alone. As usual, Sir

As age advances 
the blood gets 
thin, the nerves 
exhausted a n <1 
vitality runs low.

By building up 
the nerve force of 
body and mind 
Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food is an un
bounded blessing 
to people of ad
vanced years.

50 cents » box. all 
dealers.

Dr. Chase’s!^%/ 
Nerve Food

:
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Reginald was absorbed in his own 
gloomy thoughts, and appeared al
most unconscious of the presence of 
the other two; so that Dexter Reece 
could talk to Evelyn as if no third 
person were present

"You took Miss Raven home?" he 
said, as he filled his glass.

“Yes," said Evelyn. “I am so glad 
that I brought her here. She is such 
a charming girl.”

“Really?" he asked, with an eleva
tion, of his brows.

“Yes, really,” she said emphatic
ally. “I have never met any one like 
her. She is so—so original. It’s a 
poor way of describing her; but I 
can’t think of any other word for the 
moment’’

“How is she original?" he asked. 
“Well," replied Evelyn, with hesita

tion, for it is always difficult to ex
plain an impression, “she is so un 
like what one would imagine a girl 
of her position, in her situation 
would be. She has lived all her life 
at that mill on the moor, and yet she 
is not at all gauche, not a bit shy or 
awkward. It is difficult to explain 
what I mean; but you will under 
stand when I say that she is calm and 
unembarrassed as one of ourselves. 
You must have" noticed that, Mr. 
Reece?"

“Yes," he said, “I did notice.it. How- 
do you account for it?”

Evelyn shrugged her shoulders.
“I don’t account for it. I can't. 

She is a very strange girl; but I like 
her immensely. I feel drawn towards 
her; she interests me more than any 
girl I’ve ever met. I am quite sure 
Lhat if I saw more of her I should 
love her."

Sir Reginald lifted his head.
“Of whom are you speaking? what 

girl is this?" he asked in his weary, 
listless fashion.

“The girl at the old mill on the 
moor, father,” replied Evelyn; “the 
girl who stopped the cobs. You know;
I told you."

Sir Reginald nodded, and apparent
ly abandoned all interest in the sub
ject.

Dexter Reece also changed the top
ic of conversation. He found it diffi
cult to sleep that night, and the next 
day, soon after breakfast, he walk
ed up to the moor. As he approach
ed the mill he saw the sails were re
volving slowly. He did not walk 
straight up to the door, but, seating 
himself on one. of the granite boul
ders at a little distance, was appar
ently lost in studying the view; hut 
presently he went up to the mill and 
knocked at the closed door.

It was opened by Cara, who was 
dressed in her rough, quaint, working 
attire, bedecked with the flour, which 
powdered her dark hair.

“How do you do. Miss Raven?” 
said Dexter Reece.

Cara regarded him coldly.
“I am very well," she said. “What 

do you want?”
“Only a glass of water, if I may beg 

it of you," he said, with a convention
al smile.

‘Wait there,” she said; “I'll bring 
it to you."

Dexter Reece seated himself on an 
old mill-stone outside the door, and 
presently came, not Cara, but—Lem-’ 
uel Raven. He had a mug of water 
in his hand, and he presented it with 
a courtly little bow to Reece.

(To be continued.)

Fashion Plates.
The Home Dressmaker should keep 

a Catalogne Scrap Book of out Pat
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

1526—1527.
WAIST, 1526. SKIBT, 1527.

15Z7

A Stylish Costume.
Comprising Ladies' Waist Pattern, 

1526, and Ladies’ Skirt Pattern, 152 
As here shown, worsted pliad in green 
and blue tones were used, with vest 
and collar of white satin, and facings 
of green velvet. The waist and skirt 
niay be finished separately if desired. 
The styles are good for velvet, silk, 
poplin, serge, broad cloth or corduroy. 
The sleeve is new and graceful, in 
wrist length. It may also be finish
ed in short length, with a turnback 
cuff. The skirt has box plaits over 
the sides of back and front, and flares 
gracefully at the foot. The Waist 
Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 
42 and 44 inches bust measure. The 
Skirt Pattern is cut in 6 sizes ; 22, 24 
26, 28, 30 and 32 inches waist meas 
ure. It requires 5(4 yards of 54 Inch 
material for a medium size for the en 
tire dress. The skirt separate could 
be developed from 3% yards of 54 
inch material. The Waist from 3(4 
yards of 27 inch material with 1(4 
yards of lining.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patterns which will be mail 
ed to any address on receipt of 10c 
FOR EACH pattern in silver or 
stamps.

1363.—A UNIQUE AND STYLISH DE 
SIGN.

Ladies’ Costume, with Sleeve in Eith
er of Two Lengths, with or without 
Over Back, with Two Styles of Col- 
lar and Waist Fronts.
This simple but attractive model, 

offers several style variations. It may 
be made with a flaring or a low roll
ed collar, a sleeve in wrist or short 
length. The fronts may be shaped in 
points or in straight outline, and 
closed at the side, or finished with 
revers. The skirt is cut circular and 
with four gores. For linen, pique, 
corduroy, poplin, repp, gingham! 
chambrey, taffeta, serge, percale or 
lawn, this style is very suitable. The 
Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 
40, 42 and 4* inches bugt measure. It 
requires 6 yards of 44 inch material 
for a 36 inch size. The skirt' measures 
about 3 yards at the foot.

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

JUST ARRIVED
per Durango:

A splendid variety of Suit

ings. No two patterns 

alike. These goods were 

ordered before the big 

jump in Woollens and our

Customers 
can have the 

advantage of 

OLD PRICES
Our new style sheets for 

Fall and Winter just to 

hand.

Nw.

Seneparate skirts are made of vel
vet, velveteen, corduroy and novelty 
woolens.

XINABD’S LINIMENT RELIEVES 
NEURALGIA.

Size

Address 1» hills—

Name

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the Illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out. The pattern can 
Dot reach you In less than 16 days.

Ya1 // o /? Ci. mrt/££-

281-283 DUCKWORTH STREET.

The Eastern Trust Company-
A few reasons why an estate can be better administered by 

the Eastern Trust Company than by a personal executor or 
administrator : —

1. The Company affords the estate absolute security; it has 
a paid-up capital of $931,000.00, and a reserve fund of
$229,300.00.

2. It has a long experience in the work of administering 
estates; it is incorporated for this business of acting as a trus
tee, and, unlike many other trust companies, it does no other.

3. Its existence is perpetual. Your estate, in the event of 
the death of a personal executor or administrator, must lock 
around for a substitute, and the work of administration is im
peded during that time, and the new executor is unfamiliar 
with the policy of his predecessor, and confusion results. Tk = 
company's existence is perpetual, and there is a continuity of 
policy in its administration that the death of its officers does 
not break.

4. It possesses the confidence of governments, universities 
and prominent charities and adminis ere their funds;

5. A number of other advantages which will appear in due 
course.

The Eastern Trust Company,
marS.m.tf

Pitts Building, St John’s.

Ready for Your 
Selection

are the most popular fabrics and smartest de
signs. Come in and see what attractive suits

We are Tailoring 
for Men

at this season. We know we could fit you cor
rectly and satisfy you in every particular with 
our high-class work.

Let us take your measure this week.

J.J.
Ladles’ and Gents’ Tailoring,

153 Water Street, - - St. John’s.

Pictorial Review Patterns!
; JANUARY NOW ON SALE.

taininJThouïfn7RSefVJ, CeDtS for Winter Fashion Book con-' 
you get free- Patterns. Select your 15c. pattern, which
cents for noHt=tnd °5 number> size and age with coupon and 2
Patterns wi„ „ft ^Tanged or^t "without tlnoïT™'

CHARLES HUTTON, Sole Agent.
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