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You'll rever know how quickly a bad
ecough ~an be conquered, until you try
this famous old home-mads remedy.
Anvone who has coughed all day and
all night, will say that the immediate
relief given is almast like magic.
takes but a moment to prepare and really
there Is nothing heiter for cougha.

Into a 18-oa. bottle, put 24, ounces of
Pinex; then add plain granulited sugur

. syrup to make 16 ounces. Or you can
use clarified wnolasses, honey, or corn
syrup, instead of sugar syrup. Either
way, this mixture saves about two-
thirds of the money usually spent for
cough preparations, and gives you a
more Jpositive, cffective remedy.
keeps perfectly, and tastes pleasant—
childeen Jike i3,

Yof¥ can feel this take hold instantly,
woothing and healing the membranes in
all the air passages. It promptly loosens
a dry, iight cough, and soon ‘you will
notice the phlegm thin out and then
disappear altogether. A day’s nse will
uscally break up an ordinary throat or
cheat cold, and it {a also aplendid for
bronchitis. croup, Loarsencas, and bron-
chial asthma.

Pinex is a_most valaable concentrated
compound of genunine Norway pine ex-
tract, the most reliable remedy for
throat and chest ailments

To avoid disappointment ask your
druggist for “21%, ounces of Pinex” with
directions and don’t accept anything
else. Guaranteed.to give absolute satis-
faction or moneyv refunded, The Pinex
Co., Toronto, Ont. ©

Happiness
At Last;

Loyalty Recompensed.

CHAPTER XXIV.

She drew a long breath. He
smoothing the tendrils of her soft hair
from her forehead, was looking into
her eyes with the hungry, craving
look of love.

«I am glad,” she responded, with in-
nocent abandon.

“That is right!” he said. “And you
shall never regret it, dearest—never!
While I live, I will spend every hour
in making you happy. You believe that
—you trust me?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “But think!
Am I fit to be your wife?”

The word fell like a bolt from the
blue. His wife! His face went white.
Put she went on, all innocently:

“You—you are so—so far above me.
jam only Decima Deane.”

He laughed as he thrust the grew-
gome specter of his past, of his bonds,
away from him.

“You are, yes, Decima ADeane—the
girl I love, the one woman in theworld
to me. Oh, my darling—my darling—"
Hig voice broke. “Decima, tell me, am
I awake or dreaming?”

“'She raised her head from the pillow
6t his breast, and kissed him on the
lips.

“Awake,” she breathed.

He returned the kiss four-fold.

. “Listen, dearest,” he said. "To-night
we will start for—for—anywhere; it
does not matter where.”

She looked at him with a faint smile
at first, then with as faint a questioning.

“Start? Why?”

.He met her inquiring eyes,
tooked aside.

.*We must go away together,” he
said, hoarsely. “There—there: will be
some fuss and—and stir, We—we. will
go:to—yes, to Egvpt, to Cairo.”

“Shall we be married there?” ‘she
asked, her innocent cves on his face.

“Married?”’ the word echoed on his
lips hoarsely. “What—what does it
matter?”

:The word again reminded him of
his bondage, of the fact that he was
married already. He thrust the re-
membrance from him once more. He
would not remember.

“You can trust me,
said.

“Trust you? she repeated after him,
w'ifh a slight knitting of her brows.
“What do you mean? I don’t under-
stapd.”

“Sea here, dearest,” he said, his eyes
falling before the innocent directness
of hers. “There are circumstances—
it may be nccessary that—would you
come with me?—does it matter whe-
ther we are married or not?”’

With all her ignorance of the world
‘and lUfe’s miserable mystery, Decima
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not bear it!”

knew something of the sacredness, the
necessity of the marriage tie.

“I—I don’t understand. It is very
stupid of me,” she faltered.

He turned white and Dbit his lips.

“Suppese—I ask you to come with
me without being married? he said,
desperately. “Suppose there was some
reason why—why—we could not be
married like—like other persons—
would you risk—dare all? Would you
trust me and—and come with me?”’

She looked up at him with no fear
in her eyes; nothing but a faint sur-
prise.

“I would go anywhere with yon,”
she said. “I could not refuse.” She
drew a long breath and smiled up at
him. “And why should I not? If we
can not be married, we can be friends,
just as we have been at Leafmore. I
was very happy there—ah, very happy!
And I should see you every day, should
I pot? Perhaps Bobby could go with
us? But I suppose not. He could not
leave his work, could he, even for a
time?” :

Before her
Gaunt quailed. ,

Aunt Pauline’s system had been very
thorough. He bit his lip, and for the
first time his eyes fell before her pure
gaze.

“Come—come and sit down,” he said,
huskily. He drewsher to the big chair,
but she signed to him to sit, and sink-
ing on to the thick fur rug at his feet,
she leaned her arm on his knee and
her head on her arm. Gaunt stroked
her hair with a trembling hand and
stared at the fire. ’

Conscience stung and lashed him,
but its sting, its whip, fell upon a
heart made insensible by passion. 1f,
he argued to himself, he did not take
her away, she -would marry Mershon.
He knew the pressure which would
be brought to bear, knew that she
would not be able to withstand it. She
would marry a man she did not love.
And from such a hell, such a life in
death, surely, Gaunt, the man she lov-
ed, ought to snatch her at any cost.
The happiness, the misery of her life,
hung in the balance.

After all, would the wrong be very
great? He could take her away to some
land where she would not be likely
to meet any English people. They
could hide themselves under an as-
sumed name. No breath of shame or
reproach should touch her. He would
watch over her happiness every hour
of his life. And she should be happy!

And—and perhaps fate would take
pity on them and kill that other wo-
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\ man, his wife. Then he would marry

Decima, and—and all would be well.

One knows what an admirable ad-
vocate the devil can be, and now he
was pleading with Gaunt not only for
Gaunt himself, but for the girl he lov-
ed. He could not let her go.

“Decima,” he said, and his voice
counded so labored that she raised
her head and looked at him with some
apprehension in her eyés, “I—I want
you to under§tand. We must go—if we
go—alone; ‘we could not take Bobby
with us. Child, the world—everybody
—will blame me for taking you.”

“It would be wrong?’ she said,
thoughtfully.

“It would be wrong,” he said, as if
the admission were wrung from him.
*“That is, in the eyes of _the world;
but—but I am not sure—I feel that
even if it be wrong, it would “be a
greater sin to let you.go back to—to—
him.” -

She shuddered.

“I could not go back,” she said,
gravely. “Not now, not now, I know”
-=ghe ‘paused; then ‘went on, with a
sweet abandon—*“that I love you.”

He bent his head until his . lips
touched her hair., Then he rose, and
taking her in his.arms, put her in the
chair.

“Let me think,” he said.

He began to pace the room, and
walked to and fro with quick steps.
His blocd was at fever heat, and
something beat at the back of his brain
like the crash of a wave against a
rock.

Now and again he stopped and aim-
lessly took up some article from the
table and looked at it mechanically.
One of the things was a quaint Persian
dagger in an exquisitely enameled
sheath. He drew the blade, looked at
it without seeing it, then replaced it.

As he did so, the thing fell from his
fingers. As he picked it up and poised
it on the table, Decima looked round.

“Why are you so troubled?” she
sald in a low voice full of loving sym-
pathy.

He came to her, and kneeling beside
her, took her fiands and pressed them
agrinst his heart

“Dectma, you must leave yourself,
your fate, in my hands. You must trust
to me. If I let you go now, it—it must
be forever. I shall never see you
again.”

She utiered a faint cry, and stoop-
ing, looked into his face with terror
and grief in her eyes, on her lips.

“No, no!” she breathed. “I—I could

“You see!” he said. “And i you
could not, how then could I, whose
love for you is a thousand times great-

_(.er than your love for me? Dearest, 1

must take you with me to-morrow. We
will- have: to say good-bye to the past:

| we will have to begin & new life in a

strange place—among strange people.
‘Will you come?

‘A great solemnity fell upon hes.

‘I must coms,” she said; and the
low, sweet voice thrilled through

| him. “I must do whatever you ask me.

J—I could mot let you go away from

| me, and see you no more. I—1I think-—

I hope—I shouid 'die if you did.’

“DANDERINE”

Girls! - Save Your Hair!
Make It Abundant!

Immediately after a “Danderine”
massage, your hair takes on new life,
lastre and wondrous beauty, appear-
ing twice as heavy and plentiful, be-
cause each bkair seems to fluff and
thicken. Don’t let your hair stay
lifeless, colorless, plain or scraggly.
You, too, wants lots of long, strong,
beautiful hair.

A 35-cent Dbottle delightful
“Danderine” freshens your scalp,
checks dandruff and falling hair,
This stimulating “beauty-tonic” gives
to thin, dull, fading hair that youth-
ful brightness and abundant thick-
ness—aAIll druggists!
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He almost laughed.

“That settles it,” he said, with a kind
of reckless, desperate gayety. “Now,
see, dearest, you must go back to Lady
Pauline’s—it’s too late to start to-
night. To-morrow morning—at eight
o’clock—is that too early?”

She smiled at the triviality of the
question. What hour could be too
early? What did it matter?”

“Well, then, you must leave the
house and take a cab to Charing Cross
Station.”

“To Charing Cross Station?”
repeated, carefully.

“Yes; I will meet you there—I shall
be watching for you; and then—we2ll,
the rest remains with me.”

She leaned back and looked at him
with perfect trust and confidence, as
a woman looks when she has placed
her life in the hands of the man she
loves.

“And when shall we be married?”
she asked. “Will it be soon, or shall
we have to wait a long time?”

His face quivered.

“It—it may not be for a long time,”
he said, trying to speak calmly. “Un-
til then we shall have to live away—
away from everybody. You will not
even be able to write.”

A troubled,® perplexed expression
shone in her eyes a8 they rested on
his. She thought, with a pang of pain
and remorse, of her father.

“Why? Because it will be wrong w0
—t0 go away with you? Yes, I think I
understand.”

But he knew that she did not—fully.
He was Silent 2 moment, then he said,
in a constrained voice:

“You do not ask me why I can not
marry you now, Decima?” d

“No,” she said; “I am waiting un-
til you choose to tell me.”

“I will tell you—some day,” he said,
thickly. “Promise me that—that when
T do, you will not turn from me, De-
cima! Promise me that—that when
you know you will still love me.”

“I promise!” she said. “How could
I turn from you? How could I cease
to love you? I shall always love you
while life lasts. I couldn’t do otherwise
if I tried, whatever happened. Even if
—if you did not love me.”

“Hush!” he broke in, almost sol-
emnly. “That is impossible. If you
knew—" -

He glanced at the clock.

“I am afraid you must go, dearest!”
he said. “Heaven! what it costs me to
let you go, to part with you even for
a few hours!”

She rose, her hands resting on his
shoulders, and he kissed her dress as
it touched him.

“It will not be for long,” she said,
with a happy little sigh .“I shall not
sleep, I know. I shall lie awake and
try and realize what has happened to
me. It all seems like a dream.

““May you never wake from it, dear-
est!” he murmured.

She laughed softly.

“I wonder where Bobby is? I shoald
like to have seen him, to have told
him. But I am not to tell him; I for-
got.”

“No,” he said;
one.”

“My things are in his room,” she
said. “I will go and get them.”

(To be continued.)
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LADIEY’ COVER ALL APRON.

B

3049—Hers 1s a smart and attrac-
tive apron model in one-piece style,
which closes at the front over the
sleeve portions. Gingham, percale or
seersucker are good for its develop-
ment.

The Pattern is cut in 4 Sizes:
Small, 32-34; Medium, 36-38; Large,
40-42; and Extra Large, 44-46 inches
bust measure. Size Medium requires
4% yards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mafled
to any address on receipt of ibc in
silver or 1c. and 2c. stamps.

LADIES LOUNGING OR REST ROBE.

Pattern 3422 1s here illustrated. It
is cut in 4 Sizes: Small, 34-34; Med-
jum, 36-38; Large, 40-42;

Medium size will require 6% yards
of 36 inch material.

Figured crepe in silk or cotion,
voile, georgette, batiste, charmeuse,
taffeta, satln, corduroy, serge, gabar-
dine or crepe de chine could be used
for this.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 15c. in
silver or stamps.
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Size .. ..

Address in full:—

Name .. «¢ o0 .

%e o6 00 Pe °a 20 es o8 T 00 es e ee
e 60 00 S0 2O PO . M0 S8 S0 0 W o0 ee
NOTE:—Owing to the continual ad-
vance in price of paper, wages, etc.,
we are compelled to advance the prics
of patterng to 16c¢. each.

The New Number of
SPARE FIOMENTS

is an' extrao rdinary good

& one. Get your copy now at
Byrne's Bookstere.

Price 50c.

| GARRETT BYRNE.

Bookseller & Stationer.

Extra '
Large, 44-46 inches bust measure. A
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Corn, Bran, “Corn Meal, Oats
g Tominy.

+PRICES RIGHT.

AYRE & SONS, Limited

Store Department.

Cleérance Salé;f

IT IS A GENUINE FORCEABLE SALE, WHICH OUR STOCK MUST
] BE REDUCEDB.

Regardless of Cost.

SEE FIRST OUR

Men’s and Boy’s Suits and Overcoals

Before you buy elsewhere.

Men’s SUITS,

IN PINCH AND PLAIN BACK.

To-day’s Value, $22.00. .. .. .. .. . .Our Special Sale Price
Suits that were selling for $35.00. . .Our Special Sale Price
Suits you will see selling for $45.00. . . .. . .Our Special Sale Price $33.00
Suits originally $55.00. .. .. .. .. .. .. ..Our Special Sale Price $41.00
For keep in mind that we are offering Clothes of the finest quality.
THIS FALL’S NEWEST STYLE at values unequable elsewhere at these
rices. . .
g We make this positive and unheard statement that the values we
offer now are absolutely unmatchable in town; and we back up that claim
b%r %ﬁerfing to refund any purchaser’s money who is not fully convinced
of that fact.

$15.00
$24.75

Men’s Overcoats,
ALL POPULAR AND NEW MODELS.

Formerly $30.00. Reducedto .. .. .= .. .. w0 o0 voee o0 on o0 .. 822,50
Formerly $36.00. Reducedto .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. ..827.00
Formerly $42.00. Reducedto .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. .. ..$31.00

Also a large variety of Raglans, Rain Coats, Mackinaws, Single
Pants, Sweater Coats, Shirts, Ties and Socks

Specially Reduced.

Every unnecessary expense in selling these goods has been done
away with. You will find 100 per cent. value in the Garment and not in

the Sales Room.
“The Small Store with Big Values—where your dollar learns to have

more cents.”

SAXON & CO.,
252 Water Street.

(3 doers west of the Bank of Montreal.)

$3.90

A bag of Basic Slag contains about 200 Ibs. of Fertilizer, which if
put on your ground before the snow comes will work for you
throughout the Winter and have your ground ready for seeding in
the Spring, thereby making unnecessary the purchase of high
priced Fertilizers.

sep29,3m,w.fm

Buy a Bag
of Basic Slag

About this time every yéar we sell large quantities of Basic Slag,
if you are not using it, now is the time to begin. )

Use about 5 bags fo the Acre: it is suitable for Potatoes, Turnips,
etc., also for meadow and hay lands,

Colin Campbell, Ltd.
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