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“Why, eh? Because I didn t, said

a moment
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Would you, busy man, know real 
refreshment ? Then treat yourself 
to a Gillette shave when you dress 
for the evening.

What a welcome break it makes 
between the hustling, bustling day and the 
evening’s social enjoyment ! How the 
cool, clean Gillette shave transforms the 
face of the wearied worker into that of the 
fresh, well-groomed man of pleasure !

Yes, you have plenty of time, for it

Gillette Safety Razor there’s no preliminary 
honing or stropping—no gingerly fussing 
around for fear of a cut. You simply 
lather up and SHAVE, without loss of 
time or temper.

If you would always look your best, 
however urgent the demands on j'our time 
may be, you really need the Gillette Safety 
Razor. Ask your Druggist, Jeweler or 
Hardware Dealer to show you the different 
styles of Gillette Sets—as handsome as 
they are efficient.won’t take you five minutes. With the

Standard Sets $5.00—Pocket Editions $5.00 io $6.00—
Combination Sets $6.50 up. 407

The Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Limited
OFFICE AND FACTORY :

The New Gillette Building, Montreal.
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CHAPTER VIII.

“Oh. yes I am," said Mr. Vandike, 

shaking his head with a sigh. “Don't 

you say no; please don't. I'm such 

an unlucky fellow always. The thing 

never will come right when I want it, 
and I never can get the shadows in: 
there's always something comes and 
spoils my picture. Now I've got hung 
at the Academy, you won't spoil my 
pleasure by saying no, Miss Muriel, 
surely!" - t-

Muriel, with the instinct of her 
womanhood knew that the wound was 
only skin deep, and that his love for 
her was of that kind which, in artis­
tic jargon, he would have called “half 
tint," so she acted on the impulse of 
the moment and wisely.

VMr. Vandike,” she said, “I'm a 
simple country girl, a farmer's 
daughter; you are the nephew of a 
lord, a gentleman and an artist. 
Look me in the face and tell me as a 
gentleman and an artist if you think 
in your heart of hearts I am a fit wife 
for you. There is nothing in common 
between us. Yau would tire of me— 
before a month had passed, and would 
sigh for a proper companion in one of 
the great London ladies, who under­

stand your life and its purpose. Am 

I speaking too wisely for such an 
ignorant girl ? I can only say what I 
feel. Dear Mr. Vandike, we have been 
so happy together, but if I thought 
you really loved me I should be mis­
erable for every merry hour we have 
so enjoyed. You don't love me—no, 
you won’t make me unhappy by pre­
tending to be very much hurt when I 
say what dear father has said al­
ready.”

Mr. Vandike looked out of the win­
dow. Muriel laid her hand gently on 
his.

“You have forgiven me for speak­
ing so forwardly,” she said, “and eve 
shall part as friends?”

“That we shall,” Miss Holt," said the 
young gentleman, suddenly removing 
his gaze to her face and grasping 
her hand. “And—and I shouldn’t be 
acting honorably if I didn't say that, 
1 think you're right, after all. Not 
that you are not worthy to be the 
wife of a king, but—but that I don't 
love you half so well as you deserve, 
though if I stayed here within sight 
tit you another day,” he added earn­
estly, “by Jove! I should love you 
all that and a trifle over. So I’ll go. 
and I wish you a better man Miss 
H'-’ll, good-by '

“Goo'd by,” said Muriel, and she 
struggled against her fears, for she 
knew the worth of the heart that beat 
beneath the veneer of fashion and 
London manners—“good-by. We shall 
meet again. I feel sure, and then be 
better friends than ever. You will be

For Dandruff, Falling Hair, or 
Itchy Scalp—25c. “ Danderine.”

SAVE TOUR HAIR! DANDERINE DESTROYS DANDRUFF AND STOPS 
FALLING HAIR AT ONCE—GROWS HAIR, WE PROVE IT.

If you care for heavy hair, that 
glistens with beauty and is radiant 
■with life; has an incomparable soft­
ness and is fluffy and lustrous you 
must use Danderine, because nothing 
else accomplishes so much for the 
hair.

' Just one application of Knowlton's 
Danderine will double the beauty of 
your hair, besides it immediately dis­
solves every particle of dandruff; you 
cannot have nice,, heavy, healthy hair 
If you have dandruff. This destruct­
ive scurf robs the hair of its lustre, 
its strength and its very life, and if 
not overcome it produces a feverish­
ness and itching of the scalp; the hair

roots famish, loosen and die; then the 
hair falls out fast.

If your hair has been neglected and 
is thin, faded, dry, scraggy or too 
oily, don’t hesitate, but get a 25 cent 
bottle of Knowlton's Danderine at any 
drug store or toilet counter; apply a 
little as directed and ten minutes after 
you will say this was the best invest­
ment you ever made.

We. sincerely believe, regardless of 
everything else advertised that if you 
desire soft, lustrous, beautiful hair 
and lots of it—no dandruff—no itch­
ing scalp and no more falling hair— 
you must use Knowlton’s Danderine. 
If eventually—why not now? A 25 
cent bottle will truly amaze you.

a great man, whom your wife will be 
proud of, and I shall cry over every 
success you make—so. there! I’m 
almost crying now. Good-by.”

“Good-by,” said Mr. Vandike, shak 
ing her hand again, and away he 
went, stopping, however, at the corn 
er to look back and mutter:

"I'm half afraid I do love her now 
by jingo! I wish I had a study of her 
in sepia to cry over.”

Muriel, though she had no sepia 
sketch of Mr. Vandike had a good cry 
not over her departed lover, but for 
him who was near at hand, and for 
herself, who was so unhappy as to 
have so many proposing suitors when 
the favored one was compelled to 
hold jhis peace.

In came the farmer and found her 
not in tears, but scarcely recovered 
from them.

“Well, lass,” he said, eyeing her 
earnestly, "that artist fellow is pack­
ing his traps and is off to London. 
Has he been to say good-by?"

“Yes. father,” said Muriel, and h 
tears threatened again.

"Hem!” said the farmer, chuckling. 
“See what it is to have a pretty face, 
lass. Every idiot on the highway 
fancies himself in love with it. But 
dry your eyes, my dear, there's good 
corn among the weeds. Heaven be 
praised, and a fair sample is coming 
this way. Alfred comes back to­
night?" she said in that absent way 
one uses when speaking because 
speech is expected of us.

"Yes. Mr. Heatherbridge," repeated 
the farmer, coming behind her and 
laying his hand on her head. “But 
why so cold and stately, lass? A lit­
tle while ago it was ‘Alfred,’ sweet 
and kind like, now it's Mr. Heather- 
bridge, prim as a parish cler.k. What’s 
that old song your poor mother used 
to sing, something about the milking 
pail? Here, by the bye. that sets me 
off again. What'll you think, lass, of 
our neighbor, young Leigh?”

Muriel’s heart leaped, and her head 
dropped lower over the needle.

“What has he done, father?" she 
said in a low voice.

“Took a drove of stock, a hundred 
cows if there was one, tramping down 
the avenue like the beasts out of 
NoahNZArk. Oh. why didn't I buy 
that farm and so be rid of it?”

And he groaned.
“Why didn't you, father?" asked 

Muriel, afraid to remain silent, yet 
knowing not what to say.

the farmer. “Perhaps I had some­
thing else to do with the money, 
lass,” and he stroked the beautiful 
head. “Perhaps I'm a fond old idiot 
—indeed, as Alfred 'u’d say. most like 
I am. But there, you love your old 
father, lassie, dear, don't you?”

Muriel turned and threw her arms 
round the old man’s neck without a 
word. She could not trust herself to 
speak. It seemed so hard to love him 
so dearly and yet keep a secret—such 
a secret, too—from him.

“Ah!” sighed the squire, “I don't 
like my new neighbor; young men- 
farmers especially—are so pig-headed 
there's na trusting them. What's he 
want a hundred cows, for? What 
will he do next? Something unpleas­
ant and awkward. I ll be bound.”

“Oh, father!" said Muriel in a low 
voice. “'Tis not like you to be so 
unjust. Mr. Leigh has never done 
an unkind or unneighborly thing to 
yeu yet. It was not pig-headed, sure­
ly, to take so much trouble about the 
straw yard, the first night, too. and 
so late. He has had so much trouble 
that makes him quiet, and he works 
so hard, and for all the annoyance he 
gives us the Holme might be empty 
now.”

“Hoity-toity!" exclaimed the farm­
er, sinking into his chair with his 
usual violence. "Mr. Leigh's in your 
good hooks, lass! Quite the champion. 
I do declare. But nobody's finding 
rault with him. as yet; plenty of time 
to pity him when they do. I'm only 
agrieved over the avenue, and you 
know it's a sore point with me.”

“Why do you not make some ar­
rangement with Mr. Leigh? Buy the 
avenue if it is his to sell. He would 
make another entrance—do anything 
-rather than give you a moment's 

pain!”
“Hem!" said the farmer, looking at 

her till he forgot to light his pipe, 
and the wisp of paper was burnt out. 
“You seem to know a deal of young 
Leigh, most of his mind included. 
Have you seen much of him?”

Before Muriel could reply the dogs 
>et up a warning hark, a tap came to 
the door. and. glad of the excuse to 
aide her sudden flush, she ran to the 
•1cor and opened it.

Mr. Heatherbridge stepped in.
“Hullo! Alf. my lad!” exclaimed the 

‘armer, setting down his pipe. “Wel­
come back—quiet, you dogs—welcome 
back, my lad; it seems an age since 
i saw thee!”

Mr. Heatherbridge shook hands 
hen turned to Muriel, who stood glad 
xnd yet sorry, to see her old play- 
uate back again.

“Not a word for me, Muriel?" he 
said half reproachfully.

“A'es, a great many.” said Muriel, 
and shook hands.

"Sit down—sit down.” said the 
farmer, “and tell us the news. Mur­
iel can ring for a jug of ale and a 
pipe.”

Delicious 
Bread or Your 

Money Refunded
Every Barrel Cream of the 

West Flour Guaranteed for Bread
Yes, madam, I am the Cream of the West miller. 

I know what Cream of the West is. It’s a strong 
flour. It has extra bread-making qualities, and J’ll 

guarantee great, big, bulging loaves of the lightest, whitest, 
most wholesome bread.

■■■West Flour
the hard Wheat flour that is guaranteed for bread
Tell your grocer you want to try Cream of the West. Buy a barrel 
subject to the guarantee. Tell him we expect him to refund your money 
if the flour fails to do as we claim. He won’t lose a cent. We will 
reimburse him in full. Show him this paper with the guarantee. It is his 
authority to pay you back if you ask him.

oaoao do do dododc

(Sirotante*

IE hereby affirm and declare that Cream of the West Flour is a superior bread flour, 
and as such is subject to our absolute guarantee of money back if not satisfactory 
after a fair trial. Any dealer is hereby authorized to return price 

paid by customer on return of unused portion, of barrel if flour is not as 
represented.

The Campbell Milling Company, Limited, Toronto.
ARCH13AM) CAMPBELL. PRESIDENT

R. G. ASH & Co., Wholesale Distributors, St. John’s

MRS. STEVENS 
RECOVERS

After Years of Suffering. 
Tells How Her Health 

Was Regained.

Waurika, Okla. — “I had female trou­
bles for seven years, was all run down, 

and so nervous I 
could not do any­
thing. The doctors 
treated me for dif­
ferent things but did 
me no good. I got 
so bad that I could 
not sleep day or 
night While in this 
condition I read.-of 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Com­
pound, and began 

its use and wrote to you for special 
advice. In a short time I had regained 
my health and am now strong and well. " 
-Mrs. Salue Stevens, R.F.D., No. 2, 
Comanche, Okla.

Another Woman Recovers.
Newton, N.H. —“For five years I suf­

fered from female weakness and drag­
ging down pains. Lydia E. PinkhanFs 
Vegetable Compound has restored my 
health and the pains are gone. ” — Mrs. 
F. A Peasleb, R. F. D., Box 88.

Because your case is a difficult one, 
doctors having done you no good, do not 
continue to suffer without giving Lydia 
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound a 
trial. It surely has remedied many cases 
of female ills, such as inflammation, ul­
ceration, displacements, tumors, irregu­
larities, periodic pains, backache, and it 
may be exactly what you need.
, II, 7®2 waa* special advice write to 
Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co. (confi­
dential) Lynn, Mass. Your letter jriU 
be opened, read and answered by a 
woman and held in strict confidence.

When Muriel, instead of ringing, 
fetched them with her own hands. Mr. 
Heatherbridge opened his budget of 
news.

As he had expected, his aunt Dor­
othea/had left him the farm and all 
the money she died possessed of. 
"Unto those that have much shall be 
given.” But. though it was as plain 
as a pikestaff, the lawyers managed 
to find a hole in the will, and Mr. 
Heatherbridge had been mending it 
in London at no small expense.

While he told his tale his eyes wan­
dered constantly to where Muriel sat. 
and a smile grew on the farmer's face 
as he noticed the errant glances.

“And so it’s all settled, Alfred," he 
said. "Fill your glass, lad; I’m al­
most as glad to see you as the father 
was the prodigal son—and you're 
quite a wealthy man. Fancy thc- 
Howe and Mrs. Dorothea's, what a 
responsibility! Ha! ha!”

"Yes. indeed." said young Heather- 
bridge, glancing at Muriel nervously 
"Almost more than a young fellov 
can manage—alone."

"Not more than he can enjoy," , 
laughed the farmer. "Well, we've 
taken care of »l.e farm for you. lad. 
There's Muriel, there, been a mother 
to the chickens, and locked after the 
birds as if they'd been her own.”

"I’m very grateful to Muriel," said 
Mr. Heatherbridge. looking round at 
her tenderly;, “I know she'd be kind 
enough—she is all kindness and 
thoughtfulness.”

No. I'm not,” said Muriel. “I am 
all forgetfulness, for .to-night’s Sat­
urday night, and I’ve forgotten the 
clothes. Have you any more news? 
If so, please save it until I come 
hack.” And, with a smile, she tool \ 

up a candle and left the room.
Mr. Heatherbridge rose to open the 

door and stood looking after her for 
a full minute. Then he came back 
and seated himself at the table, and 
commenced fidgeting with the black 
studs at his wrist.

“I’m glad to get back,” he said 
presently.

“No doubt—no doubt, my lad." 
said the farmer. “A farm's ill-gad­
ding without a master.” /

“Aye, but for more reasons than 
the farm,’’ said young Heatherbridge. 
“Farmer, did Muriel ever tell you of 
a conversation we had before I went 
away?"

“No,” said the farmer, puffing hard 
at his pipe; “no, lad.”

WeH, I thought perhaps she bad.
I asked her to be my wife, farmer;

indeed. I've loved her a long time."
Farmer Holt's heart «beat fast am 

bis eyes winked.
"Yes. lad.1’ he said, "and what di. 

she say?”
“She ■gave me no answer." said 

young Heatherbridge nervously; “in­
deed. she ran away.” And his face 
clouded.

“H^! ha!” laughed the farmer; 
"she did. did she. the minx? Don'; 
lock so down, lad: you don't under­
stand 'em: they're coyer than yot. 
think. Run away, did she? Ha! ha!" 
And he laughed at such an excellent 
joke as anj" girl running away from 
the owner of the Howe, Mrs. Dor­
othea's farm, and ever so many 
thousands in the County Bank.

Mr. Heatherbridge's face brighten­
ed.

"You don't think she meant to give 
ue the cold shoulder, farmer?”

"Not she." retorted tile farmer. 
Haven't you been boy and girl to- 

;ether since ye were girl and boy ? 
-h. lad,,ye don’t know 'cm. If she'd 
topped I'd a" said things looked awk- 
ard, but she run away. Ha! ha!” 
"And what do you say. farmer?" 

asked Mr. Heatherbridge eagerly. 
"You know me and my affairs; you 
know 1 m as fond of Muriel as T can 
be, head over heels in love with her. 
and that I'll do everything that's 
handsome in the way of settlements. 
If you'll give jour consent, and she'll 
give her hand. I'll laj" down twenty 
thousand pounds for her—or more, 
farmer, if you think it well!”

“No. no; that's plenty, lad.” said 
Farmer Holt, beginning to draw r 
plan on the table with his finger.

Twenty thousand pounds is a spk .- 
lid sum : but mind, it's not a penny 
nore than the dear lass' due. and. n 
show you 1 say no empty words, look 
you here!" And he leaned over tha 
able and looked eagerly at the otli-i' 
ager face opposite him. "The da; 

she marries you. lad. I'll hand you 
ten thousand pounds as her dowr 

A rich man always wants more. . 
ten thousand pounds unexpectedly 
semed delicious.

"Aye. aye !:’ said the farmer 
triumphantly. "I'll do it. lad. I prom­
ise you. and I'll ask you only one 
thing in return."

“What's that?" asked young Hcat'.’.- 
erbridge. “though you needn't men­
tion it. farmer, for I say 'Yes' to it 
whatever it is—if you'll but give n: > 
Muriel alone.”

“Yes." said Farmer Holt, and he 
pointed to the plan o.> the tab' 
"This corner—you know it, lad? Oi i 
and efton have vo--'nur father 
i—haggled over it. That corm i" 
spoils my land ; that corner I imist 
have if -.ou have my Muriel and b t 
dowry!”

Mr. Heatherbridge held out a 1 nil 
hat trembled like a leaf.

“A corner!" he breathed eager'- 
"You shall have it all. farmer; every" 
inch: only let me have Muriel!"

"Done with j’ou," laughed the farm­
er, "for the corner alone." lad. An 1 
now go and try your fortune; the 
dear lass is In the parlor, and heir's 
good luck to thee!” And he raised 
his tankard and drank it at i 
draught.

(To be continued.)

MINARD’S LINIMENT FOR 
IN^BYWHEBE.

SALE

’ Two-Year Corns
Can be Ended in Two Days

Your oldest corn-pared and doctored mines the corn. In two days it loosens 
since >ou can remem- and comes out. No pain, no soreness, 

no inconvenience. You simply for-

month are re-
removed in this simple get the corn.
Wa^‘ A million corns

Apply a little Blue- moved in that way.
îrt d°”e And they never come back. New
Stoni instant!the pam corns may come if j-ou continue tight 
stops instantly. shoes, bit the old ones are gone

Then that wonder- completely, 
ful wax the B&B _ All this is due to a chemist’s invent- 
wax gently under- ion, which everyone should know.

A in the picture is the soft B&B wax. It loosens the com.
B protects the com, stopping the pain at once.
C wraps around the toe. It is narrowed to be comfortable.
D is rubber adhesive to fasten the plaster on.

Blue-jay Corn Plasters
Sold by Druggists —15c and 25c per package
Sample Mailed Free. Also Bloe-jay Bunion Plasters. (242)

^^^^ABIack, Chicago and New Y ork, Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.
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The following a 
in which the Profit! 
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Policy No.
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886
989
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1,694
2,157

At age 30 a savir 
fit-bearing Endowr 
$5,000, payable to 
6r by way of annl 
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Canada L
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