T e———— o, T

v -

new method.
it softens

take. Try it.

,

crwEm Ty rrTrETTETTES Ty, rF&,q,p,::,.’:,f,,,._A._._,,‘g{gg:::ga-z

TETETTEYTRT V™ wovre »

TEILE

Onofof thc trou‘blesome and pam}ul
_effects ‘of "continued constipation is
hemorrhoxds, or piles.

Nujol relieves constipation by an entirely
Without forcmg or irritating,
the food waste.
many tiny muscles in the walls of the in-
testines, contracting and expanding in their
normal way, to squeeze the food waste
tﬂong and out of the system.

It is absolutely harmless and pleasant to
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.;; * CHAPTER XXIX,

=S IN SILK ATTIRE.

‘And what could Nora do alone and
friendless in London? She had already
had a grim experience of the cruelty
of the Great City, and knew that she
could nat face it again. As she puced
up and down like a young tigress in
its. cage, pausing now and again to-cast
hateful glances at her reflection in the
glass, an idea darted into her active
hfain. It was a wild idea, so wild and
far fetched that she wpuldjhave thrust
i¢ aside as too, impossible, biit for Miss
Deborah’s pe r idiosymcrasy.
»Nora caught.her breath and grew

le and red b¥y:turns as the idea gr
i8to shape. She bathed er_ face 3
was almost gratified to find that it was
pale and drawn, and that she looked
rhally il She lay down on the bed
again, and presently Miss Deborah
chme up and knocked at the door. She
Had a basin of beef tea in her hand,
&nd she was evidently very anxious.

#Nora turned her face away from the
1fght, and Miss Deborah leant over her
and feit her forehead.-

»“Are you better, Cyril?” she asked.
*Y've brought you some.—Poor boy! I
wionder what's the matter with him. I
hbpe it isn’t one of the nasty fevers-or
tlings that are laways going about:
Ipndon! 1 don’t sep any spots about
him.” She peered inte Nora's face anxi-
opsly. “But perhaps I had better send
fer a doctor; I suppose I should be

le to find one; there must be plenty

them in this unhealthy place.”
~Nora sat up and took some of the
beef tea, while Miss Deborah. patted
har on the arm with a helpless kind of
sfmpathy.

i § don’t want a doctor,” said Nora.
"!‘here s nothing much the matter with
nge; it’s the London &ir. I should be
aH right 1! I could get out of it for a
little whil

“Miss Debomh caught at the sugges-
tion. “Of course!” she assented
pfomptly. “You must go away. Youj
nfust go to ‘Moorcroft.” I wish I could
cdme too; but I can’t leave London
just now; I've got business to'do with

that Mr. Stripley.”
“I don’t like leaving you alone,” said
Nera, with genuine reluctance.
iss Deborah stared at her with in-.
nocent surpfige. “Bless the boy!” she |
exclaimed. “Does he think I'm net
cdpable of taking care of myself, that
I .want some one to look after me! |
Hpw do you suppose I got on before
yqu came up?”’
f'I don’t know,” retorted Nora. “If,
you ’d only promise me not to try and !
8 the road without a policemap—"
but it you did promise, you'd forget it,
Miss Deborah. If only there was seme
ofi¢ I could leave behind me t2 fake
cdre of you—! Suppose I send some
oxe, would you - -let them take my;

P
"You silly boy!” expostulated Miss !

door, and
. -} to the bed with a kind of |
- then suddenly
cut the strings of the boxes, and, fever-

"| nerself in her proper raiment that she

Bhe locked the
she sprang to hr tnt.

{shly taking out their contents, lpnul
them on the bed and geged at them
rapturously. With the same feverish
haste she tore off her boy's clothes,
and, more slowly now, as if the action
were one of subtle plouure. she dress-
ed herself in woman’s attire. The very
touch and feel of the things were an
exguisite delight; her colour came and
went as she put on one aricle after
gnother. She would not look at herself
until the whole was complete, then,
when she had put on her hat and coat,
she went slowly to -the glass—and
started back with a commingling of
emotions.

It was so long since she had seen

was struck by a sense of unreali

but this was at first; and present

she began to glow with satisfaction,
and the blood mantled in her .cheek,
and her eyes sparkled. like stars on a
frosty night. Her lips unconsciously
parted with a smile, her .blush grew
deeper; then it faded, and.  the ' lips
drooped with a sudden sadness. Yes;
she might be pretty, but she was not,
could not be, as beautiful as the girl
who went driving about with Eliot
Graham; and even if she were as
beautiful, what good would it be to

her? She must not let Eliot see herj| . -- -

she must keep out of his sight.

She walked about, for the pleasure
of feeling her skirts, of hearing them
swish as she turned.or. they  rustled
against the furniture, and now and
then she cast glances at herself in the
glass. Presently she regarded her face
fixedly:: would Miss.Deborah recognize

her? She ventured to hope not, for the |

change of -attire, the feminine arrange-
ment of the hair, had metamorphosed
her as completely as _her former

Deborah. “You seem to think that I'm
a baby or a lunatic! I don’t want any
one to take care of me; I've taken care
of myself all these years.”

“By a special and merciful Pro-
vidence,” murmured Nora to hersélf;
then aloud: “But if I send some one,
you will let them stay? I'll come back
as soon as I am well enough. If you
will agree to that, Miss Deborah, I'll
go; if you won't, I'll stay.”

“There, there! have it your own
way,” said Miss Deborah absently.
“And you’'d better start as soon as you
are able to do so. You'll want some
money,”

She found her purse, fumbled with
it, and upset some of the coins on the
bed. Nora took a few pounds, restored
the others to the purse, and gave it
back to Miss Deborah.

“You had better keep this room,”
she said. “I may be back very soon. I
shall try and sleep now, and if I feel
better when I wake, I'll go at once. I
wornt “go to™‘Moorcroft’; it’s so far.”
Her voice faltered, .and. shé grew hot
as ‘she proceeded with the easy task
of deceiving Miss Deborah. “I will not
go far from London, I shall be all right
in a dgg or two; and I will write and
let you know when I am coming back.”

Miss Debhorah saifl “Yes, yes!” sooth-
ingly, and toddied off with the empty
basin and plate. Nora lay quite still
for an hour or two, then she went
down to the sitting-room with her bag
in her hand and announced *her im-
mediate departure. Miss Deborah was
deep in a book, but she roused herself
and took an affectionate farewell of
Nora.

“Good-bye, my boy,” she gald. “I
hope you will come back quite chang-
ed.”

Nora stdrted guiltily at these words
and bit her lip; and, for a moment for-
getting the imaginary difference be-
tween their positions, she put her arm
round Miss Deborah’s neck and kissed
her, and there were tears in her eyes
as she turned away and went out.

Her heart was beating fast as she
reached the street, for she was aware
that she was playing a difficult and
dangerous game; but her apprehension
was mingled with another feeling—
that of a strange elation, as if she
were going to recover something that
had long been lost. She took a cab(
4and had herself driven to one of the
large draper’s establishments in Ox-
ford Street; but the sight of the great
front with its costly display of dresses

and millinery daunted her, and she;
told the cabman to.drive her to_a shop |
in one of the smaller streets.

She fought hard against her nerv-
ousness as she made her purchases;
for she knew that the shopwoman was }
eyeing her curiously, and wondering |
i why on earth a"young lad should be
buying a more or less complete out-
fit for a girl; but Nora mumbled some-
thing about making a present to a sis-
ter who was going abroad, and the wo-

! man appeared to accept the explana-

tion. !
Nora drew a long sigh as she drove
back to the hotel, but it was a slgh
of only partial reliet for the'most dif-
ficult part of her plot was still to be
achieved. When the cab drew up at the
door Nora got out' and reconnoitred.
Forturately for her purpose, it was the

| slackest part of the day at the hotel;

there was no one in the hall excepting
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‘I'and she was about to spr

change into boy’s clothes had done;
but presently to her dismay she found
she was taking long steps and -carry-
ing herself like a boy, and she spent
the rest of the evening in the en-
deavour to get back to woman’s gait
and the hundred and one indescribable
little movements which mark her sex.
She was fearfully hungry, but she
dared not leave the room in search of
food, and so at last she went to bed
and fell asleep, her eyes fixed to the
last waking moment on the feminine
clothes lying across the chair,

ICHAPTER XXX,
ON THE ICE.

Nora got up early in the morning,
before any of the servants were stir-'
ring, hid her boy’s clothes in a bag,
dressed herself for outdoors, and stole
unseen out of the hotel. She got some
breakfast at one of the tea-shops, and
then went for a@ walk to pass the time
which must elapse before she could
present herself te Miss Deborah.

She felt strgngely shy, just as shy
as she had felt. when she had first put
on her boyish <disguisé} and she had
a feeling that every oné was-looking
at her curiously, especially the wo-
men, Many persons did, indeed, look at
her, but with -admiratfon not suspic-
ion: there was probably no more beau-
tiful girl in the London streets that’
morning than Nora Ryall. At last, with
a fast bedting heart, she went back to
the hotel, passed up the stairs, and
knocked at the door of the sitting-
room. “She had to knock thrice before
Miss Deborah noticed the summons;
then she said, “Come in,” and Nora |
opened the door slowly and entered.

Miss Deborah was ® poring’ over a |
book as usual, and she gazed at the)
graceful, tasttefully dressed young:
lady with evident astonishment. Nora |
glided across the room ,s0 that she '
stood with her back to the light, and
said in a soft voice, as unlike Cyril’s
as she could make it—

“Miss Deborah—Miss Railton?”

“Yes; I am Miss Railton,” said Miss
Deborah, still staring with amazement.
“Do you want to see me? Who are
you? I seem to know you—and yet, I
can’t remember

“I’'m Miss Merton,” said Nora, “Ada
Merton—Cyril’s cousin. He sent me up
to you. I am to take his place while he
is away—if you will let me?”

Miss Deborah leaned back and still
stared. “Well I never!” she exclaimed
i at last indignantly. “The impudence
of that boy! To think of his audacity
in sending me a girl! And he knows I
don t like them, that I never have any-
‘thlng to do with the hussies.”

“I'm not a hussy, I assure you,” said
Nora, her lips opening with a smile;
for her spirits rose at the success, so
far, of her daring scheme.

“Yes, you are,” retorted the old lady.
“All girls are hussies——-and I suppose
you call yourself a girl?”

Nora’s high spirits fell again at this
innocent. thrust, and she stood with
. down-cast eyes, shrinking from Miss
Deborah’s stare..

“I don’t want.any one to look after | ¢
me,” said Miss Deborah. “I told that
impudent boy so. You’d better go backl
to where you cgme from. I've ro use
for girls, hussies or not—can’t bear
them!”

“I should be afraid to go back,” said
Nora. “Cyril would be very angry with
me. Please let me stayy on—on trial.
You will find that I shall be very -use-
ful—not so useful as Cyril, of course;
but you might let me stay with you
for a time. Please do!”

Miss Deborah fidgeted in her chair
and rubbed her chin hesitatingly.

“I'm .sure I don’t know what the
world’s coming to,” she remarked
peevishly. “I wish that boy were here;
I'd teach him to play his monkey
tricks on me!”

“He did it for’the best,” said Nora
gently. “He is very fond of you, Miss
Debomh' and, irdeed I am not sur-
glnud" toryou have been very good to

n :

Perhaps a quaver in Nora's voice
to;lched Miss Deborah, for she shrug-
g her, shoulders pettishly and said

“‘Oh, well, now you are here, I sup-
pose you had better stay—for tho day

at_any ra.te.—-’!’ho impudent yo\mc ]
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“Westclox

fine .pivots

OU like an honest clock for

the same reason you like
an honest man, You can depend
on what it says.

alarms make and

hold so many friends because
they run’and ring on time.
The secret of their depend-
-ability isinside the case—West-
clox construction.
The wheels turn on needle-

of polished steel.

Fricton is greatly reduced; the
clock runs more smoothly and
- gives you longer service.

Big Ben, America, Sleep-
Meter and’ Baby Ben are the
four top-notchers of the West-
cloxline.But allVVestclox alarms
have this same canstruction. The
men who make; Big Ben take
pride in making every West-

clox right.

It will pay you to look for
the Westclox mark of good time-

keeping on the dial
the clock you buy.

will have a timekeeper that you
can depend on for honest, faith-

ful serviee:: —

WESTERN CLOCK CO., LA SALLE, ILLINOIS, U. S. A.

Makers of Westclox: Big Ben, Baby Ben, Pocket Ben, Glo-Ben, America, Sleep-Meter, Jack o’Lantern
Factory: Peru, Illinois. In Canada: Western Clock Co., Ltd,, Peterborowgh;Ont.~
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Harbor Grace Notes.

‘We note that Nurse Jean Munn df
the General Hospital Staff, St. John's,
has just passed a fourth most success-
ful examination, this time averaging
98% per cent. and finishing her course
{ six months in advance of the time
limit. Nurse Nellie - Dwyer, in the
same examination, followed next  in
the record of Miss Munn. These two
young ladies are ‘both Harbor Grac-
jans and we tender our hearty con-
‘gratulations, with very best wishes
for their future success in the high
calling they have chosen.

Messrs. John Rorke & Sons of Camr-
bonear schooner Lena, Captain John
Wiseman, arrived in port and went on
dock on the 13th:imst. She came off
again yestefday, repairs having been
effected. In the recent race betwcen
Captain E. Burke of the schooner
Cape Pine, and Captain Doyle of the
Miriam H., from Sydney, N.S., to St.
John's, bqt.h coal laden, Captain)

Nora knew that the batt.le was won, ¥ g

the room_and hug the old 1 but
she fortunately checked the tln. q

“You'd bogiqr co l.nd m- m

Doyle was the winner alright, but'

Capt. Wiseman of the schr, Lena beat
them both, having left Sydney a short —pr=

time after, but anchored in Carbonear

five hours ahead of the other schoon-
erssarrival. Well done the Lena and
her*sturdy Captain.

Schooner Theresa, J. Butt, master,
arrived from Western Bay last week

and went on dock. She came off dock |

again on Saturday and left port.

S.S. D. P. Ingraham, Capt. M. Rose,
arrived in port last night from St.
John's to go on dock, bemz taken up
this morning.

Schooner F. P. Union, Captain
Blackwood, went on dock last week,
She came off yesterday morning and
left port again,

A resident of the South,Side in the
person of Mr. William Gillard passed
.away there on Saturday and was laid
to rest on Monday last. He leaves be-

hind a wife and four children, two by
a former marriage, and two by the lat-
~tcr, who are onmnly quite young. De-
ceased has been ill all the winter-and
wice meeting with “an  accident in
I\atifax some years ago, has been prac-
tically totally blind, the end now
comes as a happy release from the
suffering and cares of his earthly ex-
istence. The bereaved have our sym-
pathy in their loss.

S.S. Prospero, Captain Field, ar-
rived here last night on her way to
Labrador, and took in freight and
passengers, leaving port again after a
short stay.

et

The body of John Pumphrey, son of
Mrs. and the late Daniel Pumphrey,
who.'pasgsed away at Grand Fills re-
cently, will be brought here by to-
morrow afternoon’s train. The funeral
will take place from the Railway Sta-
tion, when the remains will be laid to
rest in the Roman Catholc Cemetery.

CORRESPONDENT.

June 16, 1921.

The Habit Sluck

A hard drinker was told by his doc-|
tor that he could be cured if every
time he felt that he must have a drink
he would immediately take something
to eat instead.

The man followed the advice and
was cured, but, the habit of asking for
food had become so fixed with him

yhntoncehewumrlylockodupu
a lunatie.

He was staying at an noul. md
he&ﬂuamwmmoﬁonmthorm
next to his, he mmmm
‘the mafter was. 1 uw.ndml,d
mdlydmmthooﬂeo,ﬁﬁm to | use

the clerk
‘M ‘man- l"ﬂﬁtﬁ%h‘tﬁ&

Heavy watermelons : are always thg
best!

The perfect applo cover has
wooden handle. ..., % :

Tomato juice will tenieve ink ntunc
from fingers.

The flavor of~meat-should ot bq:
destroyed by the flayqar of its grav'y._

Airproof and . méistureproof comwe
tainers should be used_ to-store cot!ce--

Washed and dried cherry pits m&kc
fine filling for kiddies’ beanbags.

The water in. which  ‘potatobs haves
been boiled will clean flat silyer verﬁ'—'

well ' "~'|»|‘1”']!'li‘. "

Rural Route J.l. Muoonehe. Qu
The Minard’s Liniment People.

Sirs,—1I feel thiat I should be doins‘:-’
a wrong if I neglected to write youll
I have had four tumors growing o

| my head for years, I bad them cugy

off by a surgeon fifteen y
ago, but they "l‘? tin n:::E

three months ago I_had one as larges
and shaped like-a lidy's: ble oni
the wgry plate wherd iy shonid:
be parted, and it was getting so em

in public that it
canstadl wors'to. e Apout” threns

nths I
ment tbr Another MW«.
the label good for tumars. Well
tried it and knts

months,

ent mmmwn-—

mor. and were it not that they had®:
cut fifteen years ago, no marki.

hn-. 1 have not been aske=

‘ed thuuqumamudnuul..




