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Pains Quit ! Back-Soreness Goes,
Torturons Lumbago Cured by “ Nerviline.”

This Wonderful Curative Lfelment 
lia» *lmost Magical 

Powers.

You can compare a congeetlve pain 
to a little fire. When congestion 
■moulders, pain comes and goes. Con­
gestion grows into inflammation, but 
pain, now intense, grows excruciating 
and stays, too. There is an absolute 
antidote of pain—it is Nerviline.

New, to you, perhaps is Nerviline, 
but known well In many lands as the 
moot penetrating and pain-subduing 
pain remedy ever discovered. Not 
oily or ill-smelling, but pleasant—it 
rube on. Not temporary action, but 
permanent in tie control of pain.

Not an ache or a pain anywhere 
that it cannot reach. No soreneee or 
strain that it has not the power to 
relieve.

Nerviline is the only remedy in the 
world sold under guarantees—if it 
does not relieve you, you get your 
money back. Proof enough that Ner­
viline is a remedy that will fulfill 
absolutely every requirement of a 
pain-reliever, both for internal and 
external use.

Backache it cures like magic. For 
rheumatism, sciatica, lumbago, neu­
ralgia, stiffness, sprains or strains, it 
is the only thing. Large bottle, 50 
cents; trial size, 25 cents; at drug- 

i gists.
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CHAPTER XXII.

When Lionel left Flora he went first 
to the library, and there sat down and 
took out and laid smooth before him 
the note he had read in the morning. 
He had not read it since. He read it 
how.

“You did not come last night, 
will give you one more chance. Come 
to-night, at the same time, to the 
same place. If you do not I will show 
you no mercy.—G."

That was the note. Lionel read it 
twice and three times. Then he rose 
and went to a cabinet and opened a 
drawer, from which he took a case 
containing a very elaborately finished 
revolver of an American pattern. He 
took it out of the case and turned it 
over, as if examining if it were in 
good order.

“He dares to threaten my wife!" he 
murmured. “He dares to make an 
appointment with her for such a time 
and place!”

He examined the cylinder and 
counted the cartridges. Then he put 
the pistol back in its case, and locked 
the case in the drawer again.

“He is not worth it," he muttered, 
and left the library, first putting the 
note in his pocket.

Instead of going straight from the 
castle, he stopped first at the closet 
where he kept his riding toggery. 
There were a number of whips there. 
He selected a short, pure whalebone 
riding-whip, of the pattern used by 
ladies, but heavier than ordinary. 
He swished it once or twice, trying 
it, and then walked out into the 
night

It was nine o’clock by this time, 
and he walked around to the north 
side and crossèd the lawn to the 
woods. He stopped a few moments, 
until his eyes became accustomed to 
the gloom, which was almost impen­
etrable, and then went slowly for­
ward.

Intuition seemed to take him in the 
right direction, for after a while, 
when he had stopped to listen, there 
came a voice out of the darkness:

“Ah," it said, in a tone of mockery, 
“I thought you would change your 
mind."

The thought that such a speech was 
directed at his wife made Lionel 
clutch at his throat as if his rising 
wrath had choked him. He stood so 
a moment, peering about to catch a 
glimpse of the speaker, and gradual­
ly he grew to distinguish the dim 
outline of a figure swelled to unnat­
ural proportions by the gloom.

That was enough. Only to know 
where he was. He sprang forward 
and made a clutch for the throat of 
the man, uttering, with a hoarse roar:

"You hound!”
. Lord Gree stepped back, feeling in­
effectively in his pocket. He hit 
against a root, stumbled, and fell 
backward. Lionel stooped, groped,

and caught him by the breast of his 
coat and pulled him to his feet, Lord 
Gree scrambling. Both men were 
breathing short and quick, like men 
in mortal strife. Neither was con­
scious of exertion, though it was cer­
tain to both that Lionel was the phy­
sical master.

“Stand up, you snake!” said Lionel.
The fumbling hand of the other had 

grasped at last what it had been seek­
ing, but it rested in the pocket yet.

“I have a few words to say,” went 
on Lionel, in short, jerky sentences. 
“Only a few. Not a word; but you 
must understand."

"Stop a minute, Warne!" panted 
Gree, using the familiar name.

"No, I go right on."
“Your wife------"
The hand that held him by the 

breast shifted suddenly to his 
throat.

“Heed what you say!” said Lionel 
hoarsely.

"Take your hand off my throat."
“When I’m through with you."
Both men talked in hoarse, panting 

gutturals now, with desperation and 
some fear in Gree’s tones, and a sort 
of repressed ferocity in Lionel’s. The 
brute in each was to the fore.

“I’m dangerous," said Gree.
“I think so,” answered Lionel, hold' 

ing, without a quaver, the throat of 
the other. "But you won’t be when 
I'nt through. I want you to listen. 
It'll be over sooner.”

“Don’t choke me. I’ll listen."
Lionel changed his grasp to the 

collar, bursting the false collar of the 
shirt, and his knuckles pressing the 
bones of the other’s throat.

“Now keep still and listen,” said 
Lionel. “I intended to kill you first— 
shoot you. You’re not worth it I'll 
kill you next time, though—if there 
is a next time—if you're not satisfied 
You are a dog, a cur—there is 
word for you—not one vile enough 
for you. You know what you’ve done. 
No need for me to tell you. I know 
everything. I ought to cut your hand 
off—I ought to slit your tongue. You 
ought to be put in the pillory as the 
custom was in the old times. I would 
do it now, but there is no time for it. 
I am going to whip you ! ”

Lord Gree had feared what was in 
the free hand of Lionel. He had not 
dared to take his hand out of his 
pocket for fear of what might be in 
Lionel’s hand. Now he knew. It was 
a whip. He drew his hand out of his 
pocket Lionel did not see the sheen 
of the glistening barrel.
_“I warn you! don’t touch me!" 
panted Lord Gree.

“You warn me!” said Lionel, and 
his whip rose and fell with a whistling 
sound over the shoulders of the oth­
er.

The desperation that took the place 
of courage In Lord Gree made him 
raise his pistol and draw the trigger. 
The sharp report rang in the air, a 
gasp broke from the lips of Lionel, 
and his fingers loosened their clutch 
on the collar. But only for a mo­
ment, then they tightened again.

"Well for you now that I left the 
pistol behind. But you sha'nt escape. 
No, no, no!” and there was a terrible 
ring in his voice.

Once again, and for the last time,

his hand shifted and caught fairly 
around the throat of Lord Gree, where 
it squeezed horribly.

Lord Gree fumbled desperately with 
the pistol, put up one hand to tear the 
other’s from his neck, and failing to 
move it, clung to the sinewy wrist.

Drop the pistol!” said Lionel, 
shaking the moaning wretch, and 
without dropping the whip, used the 
hand that held it to wrench the wea­
pon away and throw it into thé woods. 
“Now I shall punish you."

After that he said nothing more, 
and Lord Gree was capable only of 
inarticulate but awful cries.

Lionel forgot his humanity, forgot 
everything except that he held in his 
grasp the man who had insulted his 
wife and who had pierced his side 
with a bullet. He could feel the blood 
trickle under his shirt.

He lifted the whip and brought it 
again and again with blinding fury 
across the face of his* antagonist, 
across his head, across his neck, and 
when he could, lift the whip no longer 
he used what strength remained to 
him to throw the wretch from him.

He did not even give him a last 
word, but walked out of the woods 
and across the lawn to the castle. At 
the threshold the thought of Flora 
came to him, and he shuddered at his 
own terrible wrath. He passed some 
of the servants with drooping head 
and went to his own apartments. Har­
rison was there.

"Harrison,” he said, "I have had a 
little trouble. I think there is a tri­
fling wound in my side.”

Then he sank into a chair, and let 
Harrison take off his coat and other 
garments.

Harrison did not even make an ex 
clamation of surprise or concern, but 
went at his work with a steady hand 

"Shall I need a surgeon?" asked 
Lionel, when Harrison was enabled to 
look at the wound.

“It would be better."
“Not unless it is necessary,” an 

swered Lionel. "Wash the wound and 
see."

Harrison did so.
“The bullet—I think it was a bul

let------"
“It was."
“The bullet went through the flesh 

and grazed a rib, your . lordship. It 
has bled terribly, as you can see," and 
he held up the saturated garments. 

“But it is not serious?”
“No, your lordship."
“Bind it up and dress me again."
"I beg your pardon, your lordship, 

but I don’t feel competent to bind it 
so you will be safe to go about with 
it."

"I’ll take the risk, Harrison. Bind 
it. Her ladyship mqst know nothing 
of this, nor the other servants, of 
course."

“Certainly, your lordship."
The wound was bound with a great­

er skill than Harrison's modesty would 
have prepared any one to expect, and 
Lionel was dressed again. He was 
pale and a little unsteady when he 
rose to his feet. Harrison proffered 
his arm. Lionel pushed it aside.

“Give me some brandy, Harrison."
The brandy was given, and on the 

stimulus of it Lionel walked out and 
down to the little drawing-room 
where Flora still sat, just as he had 
left her. He was glad then that she 
did not look up until after he had 
taken a seat, though he remembered 
it differently afterward.

“I was longer than I thought to be," 
he said. v

She raised lfer head slowly and 
looked at him. He believed then that 
his eyes were uncertain because of his 
weakness, and that was why there 
seemed such a look of terror in her 
face.

“I am glad you are back," was all 
she could bring herself to say.

She could neither think nor prac­
tice any deception then. She had 
been waiting to be told that he was 
dead. She had expected to wait and 
to wait, until waiting became so un­
endurable that even she could not 
continue it And there he was! He 
had had some sort of encounter. She 
could tell that by* his change of cloth­
ing, which she had noticed the first 
thing. But he was alive, and she had 
not known how glad she would be to 
have him so.

*»***#,
When Lionel was taking his seat 

in the drawing-room Lord Gree, out 
In the gloomy woods, was recovering 
consciousness, and trying to grope his

Learned from a Sample
Nineteen Years Ago

That He Could Depend on Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills to Cure Many of 
the Common Ills of Life.

Living eighteen miles from a drug 
store Mr. Carr found it necessary to 
keep in the house some treatment to 
regulate the action of liver, kidneys 
and bowels. ,

To the habit of keeping these im­
portant organs active by the use of 
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, when 
required, he attributes the good health 
of his large family.

Here, surely, is evidence of the 
value of these pills as a family medi­
cine to protect the members of the 
family who use it from the common 
ills so many of which arises from con­
stipation of the bowels and torpid con­
dition of the liver and kidneys.

Mr. James Carr. Maynooth, Ont., 
writes: “About 19 years ago I receiv­
ed an envelope containing two boxes 
of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills. I 
was doctoring at the time with two 
doctors, and as they did me no good 

used the Pills, and by the time I

had finished one box I was cured of 
the pain in the back and shoulders.

“We have great confidence in Dr. 
Chase’s Medicines. I have a family 
of ten children and have never had a 
doctor in the house for any of them. 
We live eighteen miles from a drug 
store and find that these Pills cure 
nearly all the ordinary ills by regu­
lating the liver, kidneys and bowels. 
That we are all well and sound I at 
tribute to their use and I have recoin 
mended them to hundreds and given 
away many a box because I believe 
there is no medicine so good.”

By awakening the action of liver, 
kidneys and bowels Dr. Chase’s Kid­
ney-Liver Pills cleanse the system of 
poisons and remove the cause of bili­
ousness, headaches, backache, lum­
bago, kidney disease and rheumatism 
One pill a dose, 25 cents a box, all 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co. 
Ltd., Toronto.

way to a tree to help him rise to a 
standing posture.

And when he had risen he passed 
his hand across his face and felt a 
dampness there, and his eyes ached 
so that he kept them shut and felt 
his way along from tree to tree, only 
opening his eyes to look when it was 
necessary to make out the direction.

He had a carriage, with the know­
ing tiger waiting on the seat, hid in 
the copse near the road. He found it 
after a hunt, and took his place in it.

“Go home, quick!" he said, and the 
boy kept the reins and drove into the 
next village to Basingwell.

"We go by the earliest train to Lon­
don;” was the last thing he said to the 
little tiger.

CHAPTER XXIII.
Mr. Simmons was a man who could 

keep a secret as well as the next. It 
weis seldom that anything passed his 
lips without deliberate intention on 
his part; but he was only human, too, 
and could not exist without some sort 
of confidant, so he was in the habit 
of going into a little dimly lighted 
den where he kept his books, and 
there whispering his soul to his led­
ger.

That ledger knew such of his se­
crets as had materialized, so to 
speak; but now and then there was a 
trifle of speculation which promised 
profit without risk or employment of 
a penny, and that did not go down 
in black and white. Then it was that 
Mr. Simmons indulged in his only ro­
mance. He would shut himself in his 
den, and would draw forth the great 
ledger, and pat it and stroke it while 
he whispered to it his hopes and his 
fears. And occasionally he would 
bestow upon it the sweetest of human 
caresses—a kiss.

It was the only folly of the worthy 
Mr. Simmons, and is mentioned mere­
ly to let it be known that he had at 
least one frailty in common with the 
rest of mankind.

Mr. Simmons had been hilarious 
since the day of his visit to the cas­
tle—the day on which he had pur­
loined a paper from a Bible in the 
library. The only evidence the 
world had of this hilarity was in an 
increased courage to hold out for a 
better bargain when there was one 
in progress; but to his ledger he 
made frequent confidences of his se­
cret joy, and always ended by pro­
phesying great profits very soon.

On the morning after the meeting 
in the north woods of Basingwell he 
closed a delightful seance with his 
ledger, locked that friend in his fire­
proof, burglar-proof safe, and saun­
tered forth into the street, bound for

the house of the Countess of Dare- 
leigh, whither he had been invited by 
note the evening before. The countess 
was at home, of course, and the astute 
Mr. Simmons knew by the first glance 
at her that something was wrong with 
her. Knowing that Lord Gree had 
gone to Basingwell to pursue his pro­
ject of revenge, he was prepared to 
learn that the countess had become 
aware of his disposition of one of the 
notes. i

"I wished to see you about those 
notes," said the countess, severely.

“Certainly. Did you vish to pay 
them?" asked Mr. Simmons, with his 
air of astonishing and exasperating 
innocence.

“Yes," said the countess, to the ex 
treme surprise of the money-lender.

“You vished to pay them!” he shril 
ly exçlaimed, wondering how his 
plan had gone so wrong. “The set 
tlements haven’t been signed, haf 
they ?" x

“No," answered the countess, with 
a mingling of virtue and triumph 
that puzzled Mr. Simmons; “but I am 
prepared to pay the notes. Where are 
they?”

"I didn’t bring them, my lady," said 
Mr. Simmons. “I didn't suppose you 
vould be ready, don’t you know."

“Of course," said Lady Dareleigh 
"you have the notes in your posses 
sion?”

Then Mr. Simmons thought he un 
derstood. Lady Dareleigh was mere 
ly practicing a little finesse in order 
to make him squirm. He had done 
that sort of thing himself, and it 
amused him that one of his victims 
should suppose that’ he could be made 
to squirm.

“I have vun of them," he answered, 
with the greatest coolness. “The 
other I sold to Lord Gree. He was 
very anxious to have it.”

“Yes,” said Lady Dareleigh, her 
eyes flashing, “you betrayed us."

“Merely a matter of business, my 
lady. He offered me a good price, 
and I let him have the paper.”.

“Do you know that you are a scoun 
drel, Mr, Simmons?" said she.

He shrugged his shoulders and 
smiled. It was quite evident that it 
did not matter to him what her opin­
ion of him might be.

“But," she went on, “you have over­
reached yourself this time. Lord Ba­
singwell knows everything, and you 
must deal with him now."

A few days ago that would have 
been a sorry bit of news for him, but 
it did not trouble him now, so he only 
smiled a trifle wider than before and 
shrugged his shoulders a little high­
er.

(To be continued.)

You can’t beat

Old Dutch
for takin 
stains off rust and 

knives

Old Dutch | 
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Good TEA
IS important.

When you buy

Upton’s T ea
You will be sure to have good tea. It has always been 
a favourite on account of its purity. Lipton’s Tea is 
put up in 14 It»-, V2 lb. and 1 lb. air tight, dust proof, 
germ proof packages or in hand&n.ie decorated 5 lb. 
tins. v

Prices : 50c. and 60c. lb.

A Special Sale Bargain in Tea.
We also offer for a limitéd time a limited quantity 

of a superior make of tea other than Lipton’s at 40c.

(40c.)
per pound only. This is put up in 1 lb. packets only. 
You will find this a good tea also. Try a package at
once.

HENRY BLAIR
JUST ARRIVED 

per Durango:

A splendid variety of Suit­

ings. No two patterns 

alike. These goods were 

ordered before the big 

jump in Woollens and our

Customers 
can have the 
advantage off 
OLD PRICES

Our new style sheets for 

Fall and Winter just to

hand.

281-283 DUCKWORTH STREET.

SLATTERY’S

Wholesale Dry Goods House
Being In close touch with the American Markets, 

can quote the finest wholesale prices on all classes ol 
POUND REMNANTS and REGULAR PIECE GOODS, 
FLEECE LINED UNDERWEAR, MATS, RUGS and 
CARPETS, etc.

Before placing this season’s order, we would appre­
ciate an opportunity to quote our prices.

SOLE AGENT for the Leader Overall Co. (Local 
manufacture).

Slattery Building, Duckworth and 
George s Streets,

ST. JOHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND.
P. O. Box 236. ’Phone 622.
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THE COAL COMMITTEE.
I understand that the comman-L 

ed coal, the eight dollar coal, isl 
hausted, so that the work of this r 
Committee is ended. They were 
pointed solely to oversee the prl 
distribution of this Coal, ami it is f 
to find that it has lasted so long 
everyone has been supplied and 
factories and other institutions 
been kept running. In the diet 
tlon of the Alconda’s and Flora 
and other Government cargoes, 
the regulation of price of this ir.l 
ing coal, the Government alone1 

‘responsible. Concerning the m: 
in which this has been done, th*: 
traordinary manner in which the 
emment have virtually given ovej 
coal trade for the next three or r 
montfig td Thfiee firms to the < | 
sion Of all other coal dealers. 1 
have further comments to make 
Sufficient to say now that the j 
tract is creditable neither to 
firms nor to the Government.

DTl’HTHTlirA.

There are some parents who 
template keeping their children 
front school while there is so 
diphtheria' about, amd indeed 
seems to be such a quantity of i i 
it were better to close the school; 
take any risk of an epidemic, 
course this would he a terrible 
as far as the C. H. E. Exams 
concerned—it would be well-nig j 
possible to get through all the 
tiling that would be required to 
lambs for the examination slauj 
ill June if a month was lost nu 
But instead of closing down wl: f 
have open air sessions? Take 
classes out for walks—take thei 
Signal Hill and tell them about 
sky and clouds. Make the sea 
interesting to them by the story 
tides, and its fishes. Let the C. 
Kxams. go to Germany, and mai I 
children interested instead of : <f 
students.

There is too much danger in 
theria to disregard it. In the old 
whole families were stricken and | 
and we are reading every day no 
the very serious sickness prevail j 
( ape Breton and in some parts 
States. My idea of a Public Hi 
Office is that it should exist to j 
a City well, not to wait till the | 
become sick. How active a D< 
ment it should be then always, 
accurate should its knowledge 
civic conditions everywhere. !kh| 
ergetlc should it be to watch 
street and every backyard, even tl 
amine children to see if they 
susceptible to disease germs. . 
lubiic Health Department ougll 
be just about the busiest instill 
m St. John’s. In this time of gl 
there might be many little tips thaï 
1 ublic Health Office might circd 
and which might put many of it 
our guard and enable us to escaij 
clutch. One might go on with 
suggestions like these, but enougl 

Present. The Public Health <1 
might do worse than attempt to

UoctersCendemo Thj
Most Pills unfortunately are 

and drastic; they cause inflamm. 
and great discomfort. Rather 
nature is the way a pill should 
111 'dly but effectively. Science 
established nothing more satisfai 
as a tamily pm than the old rel 
P'Bs of pr. Hamilton's, which 

-rty ycars_ have had a premier ] 
“ ,Vmerica. Dr. Hamilton’s Pill! 
In” na**<* an<* O®11 1»e effectively 
in a®e<*’ fi-" children, and in 

and women of all ages, 
or towel medicine is 
No remedy for indig. I 

lve -—3 or* biliousness is so ei 
cur 10 80 certain to qti
Pm® 88 a 26c. bog erf Dr. Ham;
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