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CHILDREN NEED FOOD-NOT ALCOHOL
- How careless it is to accept alcoholic medicine for 

children when everybody knows that their whole health 
and growth depends upon correct nourishment« If 
your children are pale, listless, underweight or puny, they 
absolutely need the special, concentrated food that onlysewn EMU
gives, to improve their nutrition and repair waste caused by 
youthful activity. During school term aH children should 
be given Scott’s Emulsion because it benefits their' 
blood, sharpens their appetite and rebuilds their 
strength by sheer force of its great nourishing power.
^ Scott & Bowuc, Toronto, Ont. _ 17-37

Deceived
AND

D isowned
BUT

Trae as Steel !
'CHAPTER XIII.

A WAGER—IN WRITING.

“It is a painful thing; but, as a man 
of the world;' I cannot believe in that 
beautiful adage, ’Honesty is the best 
policy.’ I like honesty—I adore it— 
but I cannot afford it Therefore, Mr. 
Verner, I will consent to act as an 
accomplice in your pretty piece of 
villainy, if you accept my poor and 
humble services. I am willing to be 
as great a rogue as you are; but if 
you refuse my aid, if you prefer to 
wear the .transparent mask, and play 
the virtuous indignant—in fact, if you 
dare me to do my worst, I will most 
assuredly do it.’*

“You—you will do what?" asked 
John Verner hoarsely.

“Go this afternoon and place the in
teresting facts of the case before the 
w-orthy baronet."

Verner started and trembled; then 
he drew -a deep breath, and, leaning 
.forward, said in a hushed whisper:

"And if I accept your help. If I 
place inyself in your power—what is 
the price you ask?"

“Come," retorted Normanby cheer
fully, “this is the right light in which 
to view the matter. My price for plac
ing you in possession of a large for
tune, for securing the hand of Olive 
Seymour, the heiress, for your unpre
possessing son, Morgan, and for ele
vating you to a pinnacle of the high
est beatitude, is—exactly twenty 
thousand pounds.’’

Mr. Verner started with a groan, 
and Normanby smiled.

“I have not quite finished. Hear 
me out, and one groan will do for the 
whole. And your influence at the 
next Parliamentary election."

"My influencer’ asked John Verner 
huskily. 1 -

“Yes—as master of the Grange you 
possess enough to give powerful aid 
to one wishing to become member for 
the borough. I am a trifle ambitious 
—a little weakness from which I have 
been free up to now—but when I see 
such shallow, ordinary men—nothing 
personal, my dear Verner—making 
their way in the world, I feel that I 
ought to do something; so I have de
cided to be a member of Parliament."

John Verner stared at him with 
dazed and bewildered eyes. "And this 

' is the man whom I thought a weak- 
minded, indolent imbecile," he said to 
himself.

“I am in your power,” ha went on, 
at last. “How, and by what means.

y >u obtained this—this—information, 
I cannot surmise.”

“Don’t trouble," said Mr. Norman 
sweetly, yet with a mocking 

laugh. “I could tell you the secret 
history of half the men and women 
v o shall meet at the Countess Ver- 
rinder’s ball next week. A little bird 
t 11 me, squire—a little bird!"

“Some traitor," snarled John Ver 
nor.

"Very likely," admitted Mr. Nor
manby, smilingly. "The tribe of Ju
das is not a small one. But to busi
ness, my dear sir! Do you accept my 
terms?”

"I cannot help myself," Verner said 
curtly. “I am in your hands.”

"You could not be in better, I as
sure you," returned Normanby, as he 
took a paper from his pocket.

"This," he said, “is a little docu
ment which, I think, will cover all our 
needs. I will read It to you.

’’ T promise to pay Julian Norman 
by the sum of twenty thousand 
pounds, for value received, on the day 
of the marriage of my son, Morgan 
Verner, with Olive Seymour, the 
daughter of Sir Edwin Seymour, of 
Dingleigh.’

"There,” he said, as he laid the doc 
ument on the table; “it is very simple, 
and requires just your signature.

John Verner looked at the paper 
for some time before he took up the 
pen; even then he paused irreso
lutely.

“Don’t sign it, if you feel any doubt 
on tliè subject," said his captor, 
lounging back and watching him with 
careless curiosity. "As a matter of 
fact, I might do worse than marry the 
heiress myself."

He laughed softly, and John Verner, 
clenching his teeth, signed the paper.

"Now," he said bitterly; "now you 
have made your bargain, what are 
these services which I am supposed 
to have bought?"

“But have not yet paid for,” put in 
Mr. Normanby pleasantly. “They 
will show themselves all in good time. 
Meanwhile, go on in the virtuous 
path you have been treading, and 
when my little bird whispers to me,
I will tell you what to do."

John Verner sighed. "Can I—dare
I trust------” he murmured, as If to
himself.

"You can’t help it,” laughed Nor 
manby, with infinite relish. "Leave it 
all in my hands; they are strong 
enough to mold even more daring 
plans than yours. Go forth, my

of the lodge which was now his home, | 
the dream took possession of him in, 
all its sweetness.

Sir Edwin had been in town a 
month, and Reuben had conducted 
affairs at Bingleigh without any mis
hap. The men were becoming at
tached to him, and his own indomlb- 
n >le perseverance and energy did the 
rest. To-day, therefore, he was up 
’•«times, and about to set out for the 
I 'all, when a man came running up 
to him, and, panting for breath, ex
claimed:

“Master Reuben, old Dowell’s farm 
’eve caught fire. It do be burned 
down."

Sending the man for aid, Reuben 
turned and hurried to the scene of 
the disaster. It was only too true;
I he farmhouse was indeed burned to 
(he ground almost before a pall of 
v ater could be fetched, and Reuben 
s’ood in the center of a small crowd, 
contemplating the ruin.

Old Dowell, the farmer, approached 
with despairing eyes.

“Sir Edwin ought to know of this, 
Mr. Reuben. Can’t you send a mes
sage, sir?"

Reuben thought for a moment.
“No," he said. “It would upset Sir 

Edwin to have such news told him 
suddenly. ■ I will try and go myself."

The farmer’s face cleared a little.
"That’s main good of ye, Mr. Reu

ben," he said; "an’ then you can ex
plain, better than I, that it bean’t my 
fault—that I’ve done all I could."

"That I will," said Reuben; “and 
bring back orders to rebuild the farm 
house, if I know anything of him."

Giving instructions to clear away 
the ruins as much as possible, he re
turned to his cottage to prepare for 
tlie journey.

He was soon ready, and a herse 
v. as brought down for him to ride to 
the nearest station, Woolcot. As he 
entered the lane, Brag, the horse, 
shied, and Reuben saw a woman's 
head projecting over the low hedge. 
The next moment a girlish figure 
came through a break, and he recog
nized Polly Styles. She called timid
ly to him, and, with heady courtesy, 
Reuben reined up his horse.

Polly's pretty face was vpry pale, 
a,;id looked almost drawn in the bright 
sunshine. Reuben could see that, al
though endeavoring to speak with a 
show of indifference, she was tremb
ling violently.

"Good morning, Miss Polly," he 
said.

Good morning," she replied, in a 
low voice, then, with evident haste, 
she went on: “The fire is a terrible 
thing, isn’t it, Mr. Reuben? Is it true 
you’re going up to London, right off 
now?”

“Yes," he answered. “I’m off to 
catch the train."

You will sec Sir Edwin and Miss 
Olive, and—and Mr. Verner?"

I shall see Sir Edwin, I hope, and 
possibly Miss Seymour"—his face 
flushed slightly, for hie heart seemed 
to sing within him at the mere 
thought of being in the same house 
with her—"but I am not certain of

Nature Says
“I can remedy most ills, and 
help you to escape many ail
ments, if you give me timely 
aid.” Naturally, Nature prefers

BEECHAM’S
PILLS

Li-rgeal Sale of Any Medicine in the World. 
Sold everywhere. In boxes. 25c.

his pocket. "Good-by now, or I shall 
h se my train." He raised his hat 
with his usual pleasant smile, and 
galloped off.

But at the end of the lane there 
ft me another interruption ; tills time 
it was Farmer Styles, who chuckled 
a.:d winked, as Reuben half pulled
up.

‘All ! Been saying good-by to Pol
ly. eh? Quite right. She won’t tor
s’ t you, don’t you think It," said the 
v. nrthy farmer, and with another 
ci tickle he strode off.

Reuben lelt annoyed by (lie words; 
hv knew there was some misunder
standing, but he could not stop now, 
sa rode off at once. At the station he 
gave Brag into the care of one of the 
men, who was to look after the horse 
ti 1 a groom from tlie Hall should 
c: me down for it. Then he took the 
train to London.

On his arrival he went direct to the 
h use in Park Lane, and asked for 
his master.

He was Informed by the footman 
v iio opened the door—a stranger to 
Reuben—that Sir Edwin and Miss 
Seymour had gone out of town for 
the day, and would not return till the 
morrow.

“What name .shall I say, sir—Mr. 
Verner?"

Reuben started.
"No," lie said, surpriuedly.

Evening
Telegram
F tshiofl Plaie

The Home Dressmaker should keen 
B Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat
te re Guts. These will be fouad very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

A GOOD DRESS FOR THE GROW
ING GIRL.

E are still 
showing a 
splendid se

lection of : : :

TWEEDS
and

No scarcity at
Maunderjs.

Ho we ver, we beg 
to remind our cus
tomers these goods 
are selling rapid
ly, and cannot be 
replaced at the 
same price.

is not my name."
“I beg your pardon,

‘'That
i.

friend—and prosper!”
John Verner, his face pale with an

ger and mortification, took his leave; 
and Mr. Normanby, as he returned to 
his seat, laughed again.

"A good morning’s work,” he said. 
“Father and son in one morning! 
Twenty-five thousand pounds!"

ALittle Sali Goes
if It is

Modem»OÜMdi

1
TW CANADIAN SALT CO. LIMITED

«IT

CHAPTER XIV.
THE RED GROSS KNIGHT.

IT was the day before the Countess 
Verrindcr’s fancy-dress ball, and the 
sun, which shone but murkily upon 
the parched grass of Hyde Park, lit 
up the meadows of Bingleigh with a 
rich, mellow light.

The fashionable world of London 
had not long gone to bed, when Reu
ben, the young steward1, was up, start
ing with fresh energy upon his daily 
round" of work. Sir Edwin had not 
exaggerated when he said that the 
post was one of responsibility, but, 
great as it was, Reuben welcomed it. 
for the work kept him from thinking 
and brooding on the wild passion 
which had taken possession of his 
heart *

During the day he succeeded in 
driving away the memory of the fair 
face of Olive Seymour; but at night, 
when he was sitting In the little room

seeing Mr. Verner."
'Perhaps you will," said Polly ! man falls seven times 

hopefully. “If you do, would you give ! envelope contained an 
him this little note for me. You are 
always so kind, or I wouldn’t trouble 
you. I don’t know his address, and 
—and—he said I wasn’t to send up to 
the Grange, because of the squire—"

Reuben started.

"Is it to Mr. Morgan Verner you 
wish me to give it?" he asked.

Polly’s face turned crimson and 
pale by turns.

“Yes," she said. “It’s—it’s about a 
little dog he left in my care, and it’s 
—It's not well. Please do give it to 
him, won't you?"

"I’ll do my best, Miss Polly,” he 
said, putting the letter carefully Into

sir." said the 
mm. “But you looked so like, that I 
t! ought you were a relation. I'm 
v< ry sorry, sir. Will you leave a 
message.”

; "No. I will call again to-morrow," 
'replied Reuben, g,p<l Jie turned away. 

As ho was going,fiown the steps he 
noticed, just at the foot of them, an 
envelope lying on the footway, and, 
seeing it embossed with a coronet in 
gilt, stooped and picked iit up.

The name attached to it was that of 
a gentleman who lived at No. 306 
Vane Road. S. W. Having nothing to 
do, Reuben thought that lie would go 
and deliver it at the house itself. But 
when he arrived in the long, wide 
street, he discovered, to his surprise, 
that there was no No. 300 to be fourni. 
He then tried No. 205 and No. 106; 
the addressee was known at neither 
of them, nor could Reuben find the 
name in the directory. Finally he put 
the card Into his pocket with a sort of 
half notion of sending it, unstamped 
though it was, to the post office. Then 
he forgot all about the matter; then 
he thought that he would open it. This 
lie did, to his shame be it confessed, 
but are we not told that even the Just 

a day? The 
invitation to 

j tlie fancy-dress ball at the Countess 
1 Verrinder’s.

On the following morning he called 
again at Park Lane. This time it was 
the butler who opened the door, anil 
Informed him that Sir Edwin and Miss 
Seymour would not return that day. 
as they were going to the fancy-dress 
hall from their cousin’s house. Would 
tlie gentleman leave his card?

2269 —Brilliantine, plaid or checked 
suiting, gabardine, poplin, voile or 
serge, arc nice for this style. The 
waist is made with Norfolk plaits, 
and is lengthened by a gathered skirt, 
in moyenage effect. The closing is ef
fected with a shield, under the front. 
The sleeve, as one-piece modal, is 
finished with a smart cuff.

This Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 8, 10, 
12 and 14 years. Sizp 10 will require 
3V4 yards of 44-inch material.

A pattern of this Illustration imiled 
to any address on ; receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.

A NEAT HOUSE DRESS.

2281

'HifieW'

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier St. John s, Nf-1

We have just received a shipment of

44,640
Tins of “2 in 1.”

This is the largest shipment of Shoe Polish ever 
brought into Newfoundland. The sales of “2 in 1” in
crease monthly. It preserves the leather you know.

T. A. Macnab & Co.,
Wholesale Distributors.

Telephone 144. City Club Building.
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Your Business
in 1917

The gentleman did not possess such ■ y
a thing, and the butler changed his 
tone. There was no message, either 
However, he got Morgan Verner’s ad
dress from the butler, and went away, 
saying that he would call again. 

tTo be contlnuPii.i

“sameness”A
enjoyable

that is mosft 
the daily, un

varying goodness of a cup of 
“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE. 
It never fails to greet you with 
that same exquisite fragrance, amber 
clearness and delightful flavour, 
that win people with the fir^t cup.

2281—Now that housework has been 
promoted to domestic science, women 
are taking more interest in the style 
and kind of garments for home work. 
The model here portrayed has reversi
ble fronts, good lines, ample fulness, 
and may be made with the sleeve in 
wrist or elbow length. Linen, khaki, 
drill, percale, lawn, 'dimity, cashmere 
and flannelette may he employed, but 
the wash fabrics are most satisfactory 
for service and laundering.

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34, 
36 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust 
measure. Size 38 requires 6% yards 
of 44-inch material. The skirt por
tions measure about 2% yards at the 
foot.

A pattern of this illustrtation mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents in silver or stamps.

No.

Size

addreei In tall:—

Name

In 1 *nd 4 pound tine. Whole—ground—pulverized—also 
fine ground lor Percolators. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE Jc SANBORN, MONTREAL.
184

Black velvet hats are always large 
and flaring.

Scarf collars and sashes are new 
ideas for blouses.

Tweed is even a greater favorite 
than Jersey clotti.

French lingerie uses filet and Irish 
lace as well as Valenciennes. j

Reels upon the dependability of your 
aervlce of supply.

Three big facta—big buying power, 
tremendous production, expert work
manship—stand behind our claims of 
superior service.

It will pay all merchants to see 
our spring ranges In

Men's and Boys'
Suits, Overalls,

Shirts, etc.
DO IT NOW.

Newfoundland Clothing Co,, Ltd,
CAN GIVE IMMEDIATE DELIVERY

of the following Brand New Engines:

Two 8 H. P. Trask Stationary Engines.
One 3 H. P. Trask Stationary Engine.
Three 8 H. P. Trask Fisherman Marine Engines.
One 4 H P. Trask Fisherman Marine Engine.
One 60 H. P. Batten Marine Engine.

Have a large list of new and 
rebuilt Engines for sale at spe
cial prices. If you are thinking 
of buying, send for particulars 
and prices on the size you need.

If your present engine is not 
satisfactory, or you want more 
power, exchange it for a new 
one. Liberal allowances made 
to apply on new engines, two or 
four cycle, any H. P..

For anything in the Engine, 
Machinery or Motor Boat line 
write to

140 Water Street
•"-w.s.tf

W. H. TRASK,
?vd Her St. John's.
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Wards of Carlj 
II ape.

II ■! <7.
(Collected by Mif 

Mr. Till

Wm. Duff & Sorq 
J. and J. Maddoi | 
Leonard Ash 
J. Udell & Sons 
Rev. and Mrs. ( Ho| 
James Moore ..
Dr. Stentaford .
Thos. R. Smith .
M. J. Hawker ..
Francis Winsor 
Geo. Walsh .. .
John Chipman .
John Mills ..
John Tucker ..
Mrs. John Tuclci 
Ambrose Tucker 
T. C. Badcock
Friend..............
Friend..............
George C. Forwar 
Miss M. Howell 
George Dean ..
Thos. Finn 
Mrs. Thos. Finn j 
Putk, Finn, sr.
Oscar Howell 

"w; H. Batt ..
Saunders, Howell^ o„ 
J. D. Howell ..
F. Howell ..
John McCarthy ..
John Doherty ..
W. J. McCarthy . 
Sympathizer . .
E. A. Howell ..
John Woods ..
John Taylor ..

’Kodak
Kodak's ft
■ ■ -.J1-1 L”"
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