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After the Ball ;
OB,

Ihe Mystery Solved 
at Last.

Best Nerve Specialist
in England Was Consulted

Nervous disorders frequently result from injury to the nerves in acci
dents or because of the shock to the system. —-«

The writer of this letter was corralling a bunch of colts when his horse 
fell over a barbed-wire fence, and he was carried to the Royal Inland Hos
pital, Kamloops, B.C., in an unconscious condition, remaining in this state
for three weeks. \ _ . , , . , - 1

Not being able to obtain restoration of the internal nerves which con
trol the action of the digestive and other vital organs, he travelled to 
Europe and consulted England’s greatest nerve specialist, Sir Victor Hors
ley. Relief was only temporary, in spite of many treatments used.
- His letter gives the facts briefly, and tells how he was finally cured by 
n<n'ng Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food. Can you imagine any more severe testjjf 
this great nerve restorative t

Mr. Henry F. Venn, Cefn Bench, Maltorwa, B.C., write* : “Dr. 
Chase’s Nerve Food he* restored my nervous system and given me new 
health. Having met with a severe accident seven years ago, from which 
I was unconscious, and which left my nerves in a very sore plight, I was 
treated by doctors galore, and consulted one of the greatest nerve spe
cialists in England, but nothing seemed to do me much good. Hypo- 
phosphites and, in fact, all and every kind of nerve mixture in almost 
©very form wu used, but never with more than temporary benefit.

«But Dr. Chase's Nerve Food has acted very differently, for ttThas 
built up my nervous system until I feel like my old self again. If this 
medicine will do for others what it has done for me I shall not regret 
having written this letter. I have recommended the Nerve Food person
ally to many, aad shall always esteem its great restorative value.'
50 cents a box, all dealers, or Edmanson; Bates & Co., Ltd., Toronto.
Do not be talked into accepting a substitute. Imitations disappoint.

DRAW. CHASES
NEUVE FOOD

The Web;
OB,

PASSION. LOVE S TRUE
CHAPTER XL.

Retribution.

That evening, an hour before the 
romantic arrival of the Earl and 
Countess of Arrowdale, Guildford 
Berton had wandered up the avenue 
and gazed up at the great house. He 
had accepted Lady Ferndale’s prom
ise, and had waited as she had advis
ed him. What could she have intend
ed to imply, he asked himself, but 
that NoraU would come round to his 
terms, and was only asking for a few 
days’ grace? What could she do, but 
accept them? With all his passion 
for her, he understood her as little as 
the swine wallowing in its sty under
stands the mystery of the stars. To 
his base mind he seemed Just impossi
ble that any woman should choose 
obscurity and poverty before rank and 
wealth. Yes, he told himself in his 
solitary musings in the grim, desolate 
cottage, she would come round in

time. Any day, any hour, he might 
receive a message from her. She 
would come back and send for him, 
and accept his terms. He should be 
the husband of Lady Norah Arrow- 
dale, and, if not lord of Santleigh, 
the owner of the vast wealth left by 
the late earl. And so he waited— 
waited with a restless, feverish impa
tience, intensified into an agony far 
past description by the hideous se
cret which haunted him.

All day he spent shut up in the 
house in which his crime had been 
committed, and which seemed a tor
ture house and a tomb to him. It was 
only at night that he emerged from 
the gloomy silence of the haunted 
cottage, and then he avoided his tel- 
lowmen, and prowled about the dark 
lanes and round the Court.

He heard of Mr. Petherlck’s arrival, 
and knew that he was staying at the 
Court, but he did not go near him. 
He would wait, he told himself, until 
Norah returned and sent for him. 
Then—well, he called up a vision of 
victory and triumph which almost 
made him giddy, and for the moment 
dispelled the dark shadow which hov
ered about him.

This etening he had sauntered up 
the avenue with his head resting upon 
his t>r«.a!R, and, suddenly raising his

When Rheumatism Strikes the Heart 
It Kills—u Nerviline” the Cure.

Effect el Nerviline on Chronic Cases 
Is Almost MagicaL

toExposure to wet or cold Is apt 
bring on an attack.

The muscles stiffen, the Joints swell, 
and exertion brings on excrutiating 
twinges.

Often the pain shifts from one part 
to another, and this Is dangerous, as 
the heart Is apt to he attacked. Death 
as a rule follows a heart attack.

The pain of rheumatism is quickly 
rubbed away with Nerviline.

This is a swift, lasting and safe way 
to cure rheumatism. You can depend 
on Nervtihw. It has the power, the 
penetrating force, tie control orvr right “at’ 
pain that Is so essential to a rheuma
tic remedy.

Ner-Lote of testimony to prove 
Vühie'e certainty to cure.

The following letter Is from Mr. E. 
Q. Sautter, Port of Spain, Trinidad: 
"Last year I was severely troubled 
with rheumatism. I had it In my 
arms, shoulders and knees. The pain 
was at tlmee excrutiating, and laid 
me up so that I couldn’t work. I 
went to Smith Brothers’ Drug Store 
and was advised by the manager to 
use ‘Nerviline.’ That was excellent 
advice. I used Nerviline as direct
ed and was cured, completely cured of 
every trace of my old enemy.’’

Once you use Nerviline you’ll real
ise it’s different from all the others— 
that it contains something that gets 

the pain the minute you 
rub it on. Get the 25c. size to-day. 
Sold by dealers everywhere.

eyes, saw that the windows of the 
vast mansion were full of light

He stood still and gazed, and his 
heart beat expectantly, and he drew 
nearer and waited, h(s hands clasped 
tightly and feverishly behind his 
back.

Presently a servant came hurrying 
down the drive, and he stopped him.

The man started.
“Beg your pardon, Mr. Berton,” he 

safld. “You gave me a fright, sir.”
"What—why is the place lit up to

night?” asked Guildford Berton, con
trolling his voice, and speaking as 
calmly and composedly as he could.

The man touched his hfkt.
“The new earl’s coming, sir."
Guildford Berton’s hands gripped 

each other still more tightly, and he 
bit his lip as he choked back the ex
clamation which nearly burst from 
him.

“The earl!” he said, wonderingly.
“Yes, sir; quite sudden and unex

pected like. Mr. Petherick only 
heard this morning. There's Lord and 
Lady Ferndale and another gentleman 
there to meet him. Beggin’ your par
don, sir, I must be goin’ on,” and he 
hurried off.

Guildford Berton drew back among 
the trees. The news had startled and 
bewildered him. He had been so ab
sorbed with his one idea—waiting for 
Norah’s return and decision—that he 
had scarcely given a thought to the 
young earl, for whom they had been 
looking so long and fruitlessly.

He paced slowly down the avenue, 
and met the servant hurrying back.

“Do you know when the earl is 
coming?” he asked.

"No,” the man said, "nobody knew 
for certain ; but it was supposed that 
he would arrive to dinner.”

Guildford Berton hesitated a mo
ment, then said:

“And is Lady Norah—it is not 
known when she returns?”

The man shook his head, doubtless 
wondering why Mr. Berton did not go 
up to the Court _and ask the question 
of Mr. Petherick.

“I can’t say, sir; I haven’t heard 
that she is expected even.”

' (To be Continued.)

CHAPTER I.
Two Letters.

Dreams, books, are each a world ; and 
books, we know,

Are a titibstantial world, both pure 
and good;

Round these, with tendrils strong as 
flesh and blood.

Our pastime and our happiness will 
grow.

—Wordsworth.
WHAT need is there to describe 

Grassmere? Who does not know it, 
with its half dozen rustic houses, 
handful of farms, Irregular cluster of 
cottages, old, time-eaten church, rot
ting pillory and rusty stocks ;' its 
bright, silver stream, tall, regal trees, 
green robed valleys and heather 
covered hills ; and, lastly, its ancient, 
stately hall and moss-grown rectory?

English rural villages are very 
much alike, and between Grassmere 
and any other of the thousand and 
one English hamlets there was but 
little or no difference. Perhaps it 
might boast—for every village, no 
matter how small, boasts of some
thing—of 4s old hall, and of the an 
cient blood of the people who held it, 
and in doing so it would not be 
vaunting without cause, for Chiches
ter Hall was a noble pile, honored by 
age and a perfect halo of historic 
memories.

Artists "traveled far and from all 
corners of the civilized world to gaze 
ecstatically upon its antique beauties 
and transfer its left wing, right wing, 
and its noble facade to their bulky 
sketch books. The greatest poet of 
the day had visited it and made it the 
scene of one of his greatest songs 
and antiquarians, when discussing its 
age, beauties and history, were wont 
to grow eloquent and declare that it 
was the purest specimen of old Eng 
lish mansions.

With all this to back them, the 
Grassmerians may be excused in look 
ing upon the hall as the greatest 
piece of glory in brick and stone un 
der the sun.

The present owner of the hall, Sir 
Fielding Chichester, was as proud of 
the majestic pile as the villagers who 
dwelt outside its gates. He loved 
every inch of it, from vasty cellar to 
carven chimriey-stack, and could have 
told, had he chosen to do so, its whole 
history, from the day when Luke Chi 
Chester laid the huge foundation stone 
with his own hands—which were 
scarcely cleansed of the blood spent 
in the later wars of King Charles the 
Unfortunate—to the present time, 
when its grim walls and corridorls 
were brightened by crimson damask 
and statuary, and the sunlight of 
peaceful happiness shone through its 
stained windows.

put Sir Fielding Chichester would 
not have chosen to have told it, for 
he spoke but little, and then only of 
his books, for Sir Fielding lived and 
had his being only in the spacious, 
gold-domed library of the mall. There 
you could find him almost the whole 
day through, and very often all night 
There, between four high book-lined 
walls, the owner of a vast and beau
tiful estate, the possessor of an an
cient name and an enormous county 
influence, and father of a handsome, 
noble-hearted son and lovely daugh
ter, spent his life. It was his; in no 
odor of Russia leather and time- 
stained parchment could he breathe 
other air save that filled with the 
freely. In nothing but the absolute 
silence of the vast library, with its 
double doors and thickly painted win
dows, could he be at ease, and in no 
friend—not even in his beloved chil
dren—could he find that comfort and 
companionship which the silent re
cord of the mighty dead opened up to 
him.

Yet the man was no mere book
worm, blindly creeping through the 
mountain of knowledge; no shrunken 
student in snuff-stained and neglect
ed attire. No, these almost inevitable 
consequences of such a life in another 
man were averted in Sir Fielding Chi
chester by the old blue blood which 
kept him a perfect gentleman, even 
to the tying of his cravat.

Slightly bent, yet still looking tSll, 
with pale face and clear-cut features, 
keen, bright eyes and lofty forehead,

and small hands and feet, he could 
have held his head up in point of 
aristocratic appearance even with the 
Charles Chichester whose kingly form 
shone down from its gilt frame in the 
picture gallery outside his library- 
door.

With such ancestors, it was little 
wonder that Chpdleigh Chichester 
should be both distingue-looking and 
handsome. He was of rather larger 
build than Sir Fielding, with fair hair 
and dark eyes. That there was a look 
of firmness about the lower part of 
his face, and an air of thoughtful de
termination upon the white forehead 
were matters of congratulation, con
sidering that the whple care of the 
estates fell upon his (rfoad shoulders.

Everything was left to Chudleigh, 
and had been since he was of an age 
to understand the steward’s books 
and the nature of a landlord’s duties.

He was now twenty-three years old, 
though looking younger, bein| fair, 
good-looking, as we have said, and 
heart-free, save for the affection he 
bore his father, and the great love he 
poured out on his sister, Maud, the 
belle of the county and the object of 
Grassmere’s adoration.

We have experienced comparatively 
little difficulty in describing one 
small portion of the Chichester family, 
but as our pen writes “Maud” it fal 
ters and stops, motionless and pow
erless to describe the vision pf beau
tiful purity which memory calls up. 
If we may say that her face was a 
perfect oval, her eyes dark, deep and 
as clear and fine as the dew upon a 
rose, her mouth perfect and bud-like, 
and her hair a marvelous shower of 
silken tight, how nearer are we to 
producing sweet Maud Chichester 
than when we had merely written her 
musical name?

Maud was nineteen, but as unlike 
the usual type of girls at that age as 
it was possible for her to be. Per 
fectly free from affectation, for she 
had no female friend to teach it to 
her, without an ounce of vanity, she 
was as open, as pure and as noble- 
minded as only a young girl of blue 
blood brought up In such circum 
stances could be.

See her as she enters the break- 
fast-room one November morning, 
clad in a dark morning dress of 
deep, rich color, that serves as a foil 
to her fresh, young beauty, her hair 
brushed from her fair, white forehead, 
and her eyes sparkling with affection 
as she crosses to the fireplace, against 
which the tall form of her brother 
Chudleigh is leaning. .

“Up already, Maud!” he exclaim
ed, taking her in his arms and lifting 
her up—unnecessarily—for a kiss. 
“I did not expect you for another half 
hour.”

“Well, don't look so disappointed, or 
I will go to bed again,” stia retorted, 
with a pout. “Is papa down yet?”

“Yes, in the library,” replied Chud
leigh. “I have sent to tell him the 
coffee is on the table, but-----”

“I will go,” said Maud, and with a 
tight step, hurried from the room.

Chudleigh looked after her with a 
sigh and a sudden cloud flitted across 
his brow; then he resumed the old at
titude—a somewhat despondent one— 
at the fire.

“Dear Maud, dear Maud,” he mut
tered, “poor Maud—heigh-ho!”

In a few moments the door opened 
and the beautiful girl re-entered, 
with Sir Fielding Chichester leaning 
on her arm. In each hand was a book, 
and in the breast of his waistcoat was 
a folded paper, evidently thrust there 
in a moment of abstraction and for
gotten.

(To be Continued.)

List of Letters Remaining in the G.P.0 
to Jan. 2nd, 1917.

Andrews, Charles,
care Mrs. Noseworthy,

Pennywell Road 
Andrews, Isaac, Patrick St.

B
Bartlett, John
Basher, Wipnie, card, Quidi Vidi Rd. 
Bell, Wm„ sr„ Nagle’s Hill 
Byrne, Edward, card, Alexander St. 
Bucham, Miss Mary, Duckworth St. 
Byrnes, Miss A., Prescott St.
Best, Joseph, Holloway St.
Bounds, Mrs. Joseph, Wills’ Range 
Butler, Miss, late Newtown 
Bursey, Mrs. A. L., care Mrs. Hinds 
Bursey, Susan, retd.
Brace, Miss Mary 
Byrne, R. C.
Burry, Mrs. Baxter, Long’s Hill 
Barnes, J. J., Boggan St.

Carr, Mrs. Augusta, card 
Chaulker, Miss Maud, Military Road 
Colbert, Thomas, retd.
Cotter, D., Nagle’s Hill 
Cooper, W. W.
Corkuin, Miss Helen V., Gower St. 
Cuff, George,

care Joseph Ryan, Murray St. 
Constable, Miss Lizzie 
Cole, Mrs. Philip, card, Livingstone St. 
Churchill, George, Gower St.

D
Davis, Miss Theresa, New Gower St. 
Davis, Miss Sarah, Gower St. 
Davenport, J. E.
Dwyer, Michael, Nagle’s Hill 
Diamond, Miss Jennie, Bond St. 
Dower, James, Nagle’s Hill

King, John. New Gower St 
L

Lamb, Miss H„ New Gower St,
Legge, Elijah 
Linthorne, Miss Alfreds,

Methodist College Home 
Lynch, Mrs. Amelia, William St.

EUROPEAN
AGENCY

Wholesale Indents promptly execu
ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit
ish and Continental goods, Including 

Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather, 
Chemicals and Druggists* Sundries, 
China, Earthenware and Glassware, 
Cycles. Motor Cars and Accessories 
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods 
Fancy Goods and Perfumery, 
Hardware, Machinery and Metals 
Jewellery, Plate and Watches 
Photographic and Optical Goods 
Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores 

etc., etc.
Commission 2 Mi P-c. to I *.«.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Sample Cases from $50 upwards. 
Consignments of Produce Sold on 

Account

WILLIAM WILSON ft SONS
(Established 1114.)

86, Abehareh Lane, Loedem, ffX. 
Cable AtfrMt* •‘Annual»- luma'

M 1J

Foley, Miss Annie, Lime St.
Ford, Mrs. E., retd.
Flynn, Miss Katie, Mullock St.

G
Gladney, Mrs. Agnes, Carter’s Hill 
Green, Miss Ella M., LeMerchaut Rd. 
Greenor C., card. Pleasant St.
Gushue, Leonard, Water St. West 
Greenin, Miss Dora, Temperance St.

H
Haines, Mrs. Samuel,

care Mrs. Jabez Butler 
Hawkins, Mrs. Wm, Monroe St. 
Halward, Miss Sarah, Patrick St. 
Harding, Mrs. C.
Hawco, Miss B„ Duckworth St. 
Hawkins, Wilfred, New Gow-er St. 
Hennessey, Mrs.,

care Mr. Power, 32 ---- - St.
Hickey, Miss Aggie,

care Mrs. Morrissey, Patrick St. 
Hopkins, Mrs. Jane,

care General Delivery 
Hollahan, Mrs. James, Battery Road 
Hobbs, John
Holmes, Miss A., Hayward Avenue 
Hogan, Thomas, care Reid Co. 
Hussey, Mrs. S.
Hurley, John J., Water St. West 
Hart, George, Brine St.

Johnson, Miss G„ Bond St. 
Judge, J., New Gower St.

Keeping, Miss Maggie A.,
. care Gillis, Patrick St. 

Kennedy, Miss P„ Cookstown Road 
Kearney, Martin G.
King, Joseph
Kelly, Miss Annie, Livingstone St.

Martin, Miss Helen, Carter’s Hill 
Martin, Miss L., Long’s Hill 
Mason, Mrs. Joseph, Casey St.
Meadus, Miss Barbara 
Mercer, Miss Janet, Lime St.
Miller, Miss Leonard, Coronation St 
Miller, Mrs. Clara, Cochrane St.
Mills, Miss Lizzie, He£ry st.
Moore, Mrs. John, Colonial St.
Moore, Mrs. M., Cook St.
Moore, Edgar 
Meaney, Miss L„

care Mrs. Anderson, Circular Rd. 
Murphy, James 
Mullett, Miss B., Henry St.
Murphy, Joseph, George’s St.

N H
Newhook, Leander 
Nicholas, John
Nixon, Mrs. D„ card, Mundy Pond Rd. 
Noseworthy, Miss Ida, Bond St.
Nugent, Mrs. Edward P., 34-------  St.

0
Osbourne, James, Hamilton Avenue. 
O’Sawyer, Mrs. Frank

P
Pretty, Miss Jemima, Forest Road 
Percy, Albert 
Parsons, Miss Ethel 
Peddle, Miss Alice,

care Mrs. Chard, Monroe St. 
Power, Mrs. Peter, George’s St.
Pierce, Mrs., Cochrane St.
Peddle, Miss Nellie, Water St.
Penney, Mr. Michael, Hamilton St. 
Payne, Andrew, care Gen’l Delivery 
Penney, Miss Carrié, Long’s Hill

R
Rellis, Miss B„ card,

care Parker & Monroe 
Richardson, care G. P. 0.

S
Shaw, Jane, card '
Sainsbury, Paul, late Newtown, B.B. 
Shaw, Miss C.
Simmons, K., Pleasant St.
Simm^ Miss Bride, New Gower St. 
Scott, Miss Fannie,

care Mr. Ryan, LeMerchant Rd. 
Snow, Mrs. Timothy, Duckworth St. 
Shute, Mrs. James, Simms’ St.
Stone, John, South Side 
Spurrell, Herbert, care G. P. O. 
Squires, Miss Sarah, Henry St. 
Spurrell, Miss Blanche,

New Gower Street 
Sheppard, John ,
Saunders, Miss Maud, Cabot St.

Tracey, Robert W„ 70 ----- Street
Tavernor, Miss M. E., Duckworth St.

U
Udle, Mrs. James, Duckworth St.

W
Warren, Miss Mary, care Post Office 
Warren, Miss Milley, care G. P. O. 
AVarren, Miss Mary, Springdale St. 
Walsh, Martin, Long Pond Road 
Walsh, Thomas, Long Pond Road 
Warner, A. E„ Bannerman Avenue 
AVoodfine, Miss Mary, Signal Hill

J. ALEX. ROBINSON, P. M. G.

SHOE POLISHES
BLACK-WHITE-TAN -104
KEEP YOUR SHOES NEAT.

THE F.F. DALLEY CO..LTD. BUFFALO.N V

T. A. MACNAB & Co.

Wholesale Distributors for Newfoundland.

r | r.J r,\ r.| r.|

THE
WORLD FAMOUS 

ALADDIN 
KERO. OIL LAMP

Saves the eyes, saves oil, saves bad odour, 
saves dimness and gloom, saves fires and thereby 
saves lives, saves money.

CHESLEY WOODS,
(Sole Nfld. Distributor)

282 DUCKWORTH STREET.
(Head McBride’s Hill.)

War Ne
Messages Recei 

Previous to45
THE SUBMARINE ME

LONDON, 
Ihe submarine menace to 

chant service is far greate 
any period of the war and r, 
our energy to combat it, sai 
Jellicoe, First Sea Lord, in 
at a luncheon given in his 
London to-night. Jellicoe 
menace must and would be 
of that he was confident, but 
ish would have to make 
inevitable losses. In order 
they were dependent upon 
building industry of the ci 
which he appealed to put 
best efforts, continuously anj 
gingly in order to mai 
strength of the mercantile 
The approximate number of 
all classes comprising the I 
vy to-day is nearly four thoj 
includes battleships, battle 
destroyers, submarines and 
sweeping flotilla in which n 
skippers are employed. AV 
mercantile marine the nav 
the nation, could not exist. 
Sea Lord said no one can 
finer personnel than we haj 
navy. Admiral Jellicoe de 
concluding that education] 
every man to arrive at a ji 
ciation of the justice of our 
to conduct himself as becon: 
fighting for the freedom 
nations and for the liberate 
manity from Ihe threatened 
of military slavery. Can 
any doubt of the issue wher 
damental belief is associate! 
With an all pervading patrij 
unflagging zeal we will go 
accomplishment of the end 
our Allies have in view.

BOTH SIDES DRIVEN
PETROGRAD,

In the Oituz Valley on thd 
Roumanian front the Russil 
begn pressed back furthei 
Teutonic forces, the war 
nounces. In the region ncl 
River the Roumanians took 
fensive ami drove back the 
ents" for more than one mil

ITALIAN BATTLESHIP, 
berlinJ

The Anzeiger of Basel r^ 
Rome the destruction of 
battleship Reina Margherid 
semi-official Overseas Noj 
It is confirmed that she wj 
Avions, Albania, by a mini 
do and 600 out of 830 sai| 
ed.

PRESS COMMENT ON AI| 
PLY.
LONDON, !

The Pall Mall Gazette, 
on the Allies’ reply to Prel 
son, says : “The note shod 
broom to sweep away manj 
cobwebs. The passages 
tine the resettlement of KJ 
of the most supreme inter! 
has been no more montiuj 
nouncement for a hundred 

, is a proclamation that will I 
world’s pulse beat faster 
fresh enthusiasm into the 
freedom.” The Globe says : 
sure the German people wi 
the note in a spirit of welcn 
that, the Entente Allies’ obi 
known to them, the longingl 
will be more than ever manf 
Germans npw know that i| 
the Allies’ dreams of that 
lion which they have been 
expect. What has the indivj 
man to lose by acceptance 
ties’ terms? Such reorganizl 
enable him in common wit I] 
of Europe to live in seci| 
peace.

Paris, Jan. 12.—Comment-! 
reply of the Entente to Pre.-j 
son’s note the Radical orgd 
ment, says : “It will confirij 
timent all over the world
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