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-~ were very anxious about you. It was

-~ FLAVORING EXTRACTS

 NON.ALCOHOLIC

. THE
Lady of the Night

Amelia Makes a Success

CHAPTER XXVI.
ALONE IN LONDON.

“] am up in London on business,”
she sald, “important business. W\at
have you come up after me for? Is
Moorcroft burned down? I shouldn’t
be at all surprised, Jacob’s allowed

‘same tramp to throw matches about.

Well, I can’t go back at once. I've most
important business.—Dear me! How
pale and thin you look! You've been
smoking! Now, don’t deny it; I know
you have; it always makes boys ill,
-and serve them right!”

If she had not been so anxious, Nora
could have laughed at the grotesque-
ness of the situation.

“You've not had my letter, ma’am?”
she asked.

“Letter, what letier?’ said Miss De-
borah. “I've had no letter; at least, I
don’t remember any. Did you write?”

“Yes,” said Nora, almost in despair.
“I left Lonaway with Captain Marks,”
a lump rose in her throat. “Oh, was
he saved?’

“Captain Marks?”’ responded Miss
Deborah vaguely. “Oh, yes, you mean
the man who was picked up off Por-
lash.—Whatever’s the matter with the
boy?’—for Nora turned aside and

= covered her face with her hands to

hide the tears of relief and thanks-
giving.—“Oh, I remember; you were
with him. It was very foolish of you,
you might have been drowned. We

very foolish to go sailing in a fog; but

- men are silly creatures,. always - so

:;":: reckless and thoughtless. You must

s
-
—

tell me all about it while we are hav-
ing lunch.” '

It was then four o’clock in the after-
noon, and Nora, instinctively falling
into her old grooYe of guide and pro-
tector, led Miss Deborah to one of the
tea-places where, if Miss Deborah had
not been absorbed in turning over her
book, she would have been surprised

by Nora's appetite. By this time she '

had got to regard Nora’s presence in
London as a matter of course, and ask-
ed no further questions.

It appeared that the old lady had
started out to do some shopping; but
as she had long since forgotten what
it was she wanted to buy, they walked
about, looking at the shops, until Nora
suggested that they should go home,
wherever that might be.

“I suppose we had better,” assented
Miss Deborah; “Now I come to think
of it, whore are you staying, or have
you only just come up? I can’t think
how you found me; it was really very
clever of you, Cyril. However,” she
went on, “I daresay they can give you
e room where I am staying—Brown’s
Hotel, Norfolk Street.”

Nora, who had not the least notion
where Norfolk Street was, fell back

on the useful formula, “Ask a police-
man,” keeping a tight hold on Miss De-
borah’s arm while she did so, got the
old lady into a ’bus, and so madé her
way to the hotel. A room was procured
for Nora. Miss Deborah had engaged
a private sitting-room, and presently
Nora went down to it. The old lady
was seated at the table, with some pa-
pers spread out before her. She look-
ed up at Nora’s entrance, and nodded
absently. ' :

“Qh, here you are!” she said. “I am
going over some papers connected with
the business which brought me to Lon-
don. It’s .business connected with a
very old and dear friend of mine. I
came up to see Sir Joseph Ferrand, but
he is not in London. Fortunately there
was a gentleman in his office who is
acquainted. with the business. He was
very kind and considerate, and he has
promised to come and see me and go
into the matter, so that I might not
have to go to that dreadful City again.
Yes, he was most considerate; an ex-
tremely polite man, but rather strange.
I forget his name, a most peculiar
name, but it doesn’t matter; he’ll be
heré—— What is the time, Cyril?”

“Half-past five,” replied Nora.

“I think that is the time he said he
would come,” said Miss Deborah.

“Did you get the money for the rents
from Lonaway?”’ Nora asked-after a

pause.

Miss Deborah wrinkled her brow
and thought for a moment.

“Oh, yes. Captain Marks gave it me,
Why you didn’t bring it yourself I
can't understand.”

As any attempt at explanation would
have been hopeless, Nora was silent,
and Miss Deborah went on—

“Speaking of money, you'd better
take charge of mine, Cyril, or I am
' sure I shall lose it.” As she carried her
purse in the bottom of her reticule
there was good reason for her fears.
“You had better get yourself some
clothes—you seem to me to logk very
shabby. L must &we you «ome - more
wages; but never xind that now; get
what you want, and we can settle up
afterwards.”

As she was speaking, there came a
knock at the door, and a servant an-
nounced—

“Mr. Stripley.”

Mr. Stripley entered ‘in his wusual
! manner, his hat held in both hands,
i his head thrust forward, his huge
mouth stretched in a deprecatory grin.
His eye darted from Miss Deborah’s
placid countenance to Nora, who was
staring at him in natural surprise; and
he seemed slightly disconcerted.

“My boy,” Cyril’” said Miss Deborah.

Mr. Stripley dacked at Nora, who
rose and left the strange pair to-
gether.

CHAPTER XXVII.
ELIOT'S NEW FRIEND,

Eliot was more than grieved when
he found that Cyril had gone without
wishing him good-bye, but he did not
deem the boy heartless; he knew how
much Cyril hated a scene,) and that he
had shirked the pain and the fussofa
farewell.

Eliot missed him terribly, and wan-
dered about for the first day or two

—
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| down, the rocks and hailed the skip-

1 L&”m%?hw%‘

Eliot, all unsuspecting the terrible
news he -was to hear, trotted Iightly

per.
. “Good-morning,” he said. “A differ-
ent boat this time. The Happy Lucy is
in’ dock, I suppose? Nothing wrong
with Captain Marks, T trust.”

. .The man loked at him curiously, and
and then sald gravely—

“Of course, you haven't heard, sir,”
“he said. “Captain Marks has been very
bad; but he’s pulling round. It was a
nasty shock, and it got upon his mind,
as you might say. It’s rather tryin’
‘bein’ run down, specially in a fog.”

Bliot, his face growing pale, stared
at the man.

“Run down?”’ he said. “When? Not
—the day he last sailed from Lona-
way?”

“The same, sir,” said the man quiet-
1

Y. \

Eliot put out his hand behind him
to steady himself against the rock.

“The lad—Cyril! He~he was pick-
ed up also?”

The captain shook his head, and Eliot
gank on to the rock and covered his
face with his hands.

“Leastways,” the man hastened to
add, “I don’t say that he wasn't; but
nothing’s been héard of the young gen-
tleman. I’'m sorry to bring such bad
news, sir. It’s the loss of the lad, the
uncertainty as to what’s become of
him, that’s bowled Cap’en Marks over
so completely. That boy might 'a been
his own son, seein* the way he took
on. Cheer up, sir; no news is good
news, specially at sea.”

Eliot got up, and crept away out of
the man’s sight. He was stunned and
overwhelmed by the news; and it was
some time before he could go back
and get'the few particulars which the
captain could give him. He tried to as-
sure himself that Cyril had been pick-
ed up; but his heart was as heayy as
lead, and he endured a sense of
bereavement as keen as if he had lost
his nearest and dearest relative.

He carried the sad tidings to the
farm and the quarry, and he had hard |
work to keep from breaking down. He |
could not bear to hear Cyril’s name on
their lips, and he got his things to-
gether, and, so to spes®, fled from tho‘
island, where he had beeén so happy,'
but the memory of which would al-|
ways be associated in his mind with
the loss of the boy whom he had grown
to love so deeply. '

On reaching Porlash he at once went
in search of Captain Marks, who, brok-
en and weak over the story of the
wreck, and eagerly and anxiously dis-
cussed the possibility of Cyril’s having
‘been saved; but it was a negative
kind of comfort, and Eliot, with a sad
heart, . went- on to Mr. Trunion's at
Nelsworthy, = intending to ' proceed
thence to Miss Deborah’s, on the
chance of her having received some
tidings of Cyril. Mr, Trunion had
heard the news of the loss of the
Happy Lucy, and was inclined to be-
lieve that Cyril had been saved.

“It's no usé your going to Moor-
croft,” he said. “Miss Railton is in
London—has gone there on some busi-
ness. Now, about these plans, Mr. Gra-
bam.—I shouldn’t let this matter weigh
upon me if I were you. He’s sure to
have been sighted by some passing
vessel, and we shall get tidings of him
presently.”

With an utter lack of enthusiasm
Eliot produced his plans and explain-
ed them. Mr. Trunion was more than
interested. ’

“I believe you have hit upon a good
thing,” he said; “there’s money in it.
You seem to have grasped the thing
pretty thoroughly.”

“Cyril helped me,” murmured Eliot,
rather to himself than to Mr. Trun-
ion.

“And, of course, we shall ask you
to look after the business for us.”

Eliot shook his head decisively.

“Thanks,” he said. “I couldn’t go
back to Lonaway.”

Mr. Trunion made a little gesture of
impatience. “Not yet, not yet,” he said.
“] daresay you've had enough of it
just for the present. Where are you go-
ing? What do you intend to do?” He
was a good business man, and had
quickly seen that Eliot Graham was a
young man worth keeping hold gt

“I shall go to Londen,” said Eliet.
“] may hear something of my friend
at Lloyd’s or the shipping office; but
I am going to Moorcroft first.”

“AlrF right,” gaid Mr. Trunion. “It
isn’t far. My man shall drive you over;
though, as I téll you, Miss Deborah
isn’t at home.”

“There may be & telegram,” said
Hliot.

“Quite so, quite 80,” said Mr. Trun-
fon. “About Leondon, now. There's &
man there who can help us: in  this
scheme of yours. You go up and see
him, show him the plans and tell him
just what you told me. Of course, I pay
pour expenses. Later on we ¢an talk
about a salary; we might arrange it
by way of commission. We'll see about
that. I should like you to go and see
Miss Railton, but I don’t know her ad-
dress, nor dées that old fool of a man
of hers. She’s gone off without leaving
it; just like her: eccentric! Tl give
you a letter to the man I. of,
and ‘you can go on to London from
l'orlg.;lx‘.‘lt Here’s some wh write, it
you any more. eer
Mr, Graham. And after all,” he ulda,
as a gentle reminder, “the boy wasn't
a relative of yours.

'The colour rose to Eliot's face.

“He was -the be:t and truest frie

ewfoundland :
W. G. M. Shepherd
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ALL a safe Dentifrice Should Do—it cleans the teeth
No dentifrice can take the place of the dentist. Any preparation that seeks to do the

dentists’ work usually contains strong drugs or harsh grit—harmful to the enamel of the teeth.”
And think of the effect of such risky chemicals on the tender membranes of your mouth !

Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream cleans thoroughly, safely,
the teeth without harmful grit, or the

You, too, should use COLGATE’S—it’s safe.
(Ask for “COLGATE’S’’ at your favorite store TODAY.

TRIAL SIZE RIBBON DENTAL CREAM MAILED FOR 4c. IN STAMPS.

WHY DON'T WE DO IT OFTENER!

Did you ever get
up very early in
t h ¢ morning
without wonder-
fng, once you
were fairly up.
why you did mot
do it oftener?
A few days ago
I had the change
to make a four-
hour motor trip
if I would get up
about three hours
: earlier than I
usually rise. T wanted to make that
trip as it represented an opportunity
to get to a place I had to reach and
which would have been tedious and
expensive to reach by train. But oh,
how I hated to get up so early in the
morning.”

I got everything in perfect readi-
ness for a quick get-away the night
before. I stuck the alarm clock um-
der the bed,"waked every half hour
expecting to hear it go off, and fin-
ally fell into my-first’ deep sleep of
the night an hour béfore 1 had to get

LETTER FROM
MRS, WAKELI

Tells Remarkable Story of
Sickness and heovery.
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Ont.— ‘I suffered
eemed to be
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up, and was shaken out of it by the
whirr of Lthe detestable thing. (Really
one can almost sympathize with an
alarm clock, it is so faithful and so
detested in the discharge of its duty.)

Three Hours’ Sleep More Preciims.

As T lay there siruggling with the
desire to go back to sleep again I was
assailed by the temptation to stop
struggling with my sleepinéas, go to
gleep and forego the trip. Three
hours more sleep, seemed far more
precious tharn any trip. I might ac-
tually have ignobly yielded if it hadn’t
been that it would have  thrown
everything out of joint had I mnot
appeared at the appointed place.

But nothing changes one’s outlook
in life ‘80 much as washing, dressing
and getting a steaming cup of coffee
into one. Three-quarters of an hour
after I got my protesting body out
of bed, we were under way. And
then the mere thought that I might
have missed all the loveliness ap-
palled me.

That Heavenly Freshness.

Surely there . is nothing lovelier
than & beautiful young girl unless it
is a beautiful young morning. There
was that heavenly freshness on the
face of everything that gives a touch
of charm to the commonplace and
makes beauty transcendent. Even
the town looked lovely as it lay
asleep and once we passed beyond its
confings into the country, with fits
apple orchards and its green mea-
dows ana’ hillsides and  its freshly

-} leafing trees just emerging from their

morning bath of dew, we caught our
breath for the overwhelming beauty
of it.

And then I said, as somre million of

people before me who have passed |
‘through this experience of greeting

the miracle of the new day have said,

‘| “Why don’t I get up. early oftener?

Nothing 18 %o lovely, later in ' the
d'y.'b‘ k¢ " ¢

- T.P'm £

The Rust Record.

The greatest waster in the whole
world is rust. It costs Great Britain
alone £32,000,000 yearly!

When the oxygen of moist air com-
bines with the sensitive surface of a
metal it produces an oxide. This is
rust and nothing else.

Aluminium is the only metal that
will not rust. Gold is generally taken
to be a rustless metal, and it is true
that if will not combine with oxygen
of itself—without aid, that is. Given
the aid, it will rust.

Ornamental steel—that with a pur-
plish- or lilac colour—is the worst
ruster, because the colour tinge has
been mroduced by part-oxidisation, and
the process begun artificially is con-
tinued naturally.

Dry air will cause rust, but the
metal has to be at a high temperature.
A poker which has been made red-hot
will rast when it cools. Grate-bars do
the same. The flakes that come from
red-hot iron when it is hammered are
but rust.

The best preventive of rust is fat-
oil (ome part) mixed with restified
spirits of turpentine (five parts), and
applied with & sponge. The highest

steel! polish “‘on mathematical instru-
ments remains absolutely unaffected
if this solution is applied.

Tinware {8 rendered practically
immune from the rust flend if, when
new, the ware is smeared with pure
lard "and baked in a hot oven.

Say “Diamond Dyes”
Take No Other Dye

Unless you ask for “Diamond Dyes”
you may- get a poor dye that streaks,
spots, fades and gives that dyed look.
Every package of Diamond Dyes con-
tains simple directions for home dye-
ing or tinting any new, rich, fadeless
color into garments or draperies of
any material. No mistakeal Na
failures!
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Cut six-inch square pieces out of any
rich pastry and on each put a spoon-
ful of jam.  Pinch  together the
corners and drop into deep hot fat
Fry and drain.

To 1 cup of shredded pineapple add
the pulp of 2 oranges, 2 cups fresh
strawberries, % cup strawberry syrup,
1 tablespoon lemon ‘juice. Sweeten,
chill and serve in sherbet glasses.
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GOOD health cannot b
A7 maintained if constipation
isallowed to poison the system,
Nujol works on “an entirely newf
prineciple. . Without forcing or irri-
tating, it softens the food waste.,
This enables the many tiny muscles:
i -the intestines,® contracting and

I in their normal way, to,
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