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Believes She Was Saved
From Stroke of Paralysis

Interesting Newslast glance at the windows ot The 
Chequers, went quickly down the 
street

Events were shaping their course as 
they have a habit of doing, and In 
leaving Santleigh without seeing Mrs. 
Brown, or any person who could testi
fy to his presence there that morning, 
Cyril was but blindly following the 
dictates of Fate.

The station was to the left of Sant
leigh Park, and Cyril left the road and 
struck into a bypath. As he did so he 
heard the voices ot the village folk 
coming toward Santleigh, but he did 
not stop, and went on his way as 
quickly as possible.

The night was gloomy—the gloom 
that precedes the dawn—and Cyril’s 
mood fully harmonized with it. Every 
yard he put between him and Sant
leigh Court seemed to lengthen itself 
ominously, and his spirits fell lower 
and lower as he neared the station.

There were no voices to be heard 
now, and the stillness of the weird 
hour was only broken by the shrill 
screech of a camcrake. He seemed 
so utterly alone and solitary in the 
stillness that it was with a start and 
an exclamation of surprise that be 
saw a man half-lying, half-sitting 
against a stile.

Cyril had almost stumbled over him, 
and started back, eying him almost 
angrily. It is unpleasant to be start
led.

The man seemed to be asleep, but as 
Cyril was hesitating whether to wake 
him or not, he decided the question by 
slowly rising, and shaking himself 
very much as a Newfoundland dog 
shades himself when aroused from a 
short nap.

“Why, my good fellow, I nearly tum
bled over you!" said Cyril, rather im
patiently.

"Did you?” said the man, quietly. "I 
reckon that would have been as bad 
for me as for you.”

Cyril started. He had heard the 
voice before somewhere, but he could 
not recollect for the moment where.

“Do I know you, my friend?” he 
asked, peering at him.

The man shook his head.
“It isn’t likely sir," he said, indif

ferently. “I’m a 
parts.
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WHILE TO HEAD. Sir CeAll One Side Was Cold and Powertess When She Began Using Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food.

This is a nerve-racking age—not a 
man in an office or behind the coun
ter, striving hard to get on in the 
world, that does not feel the strain.

If nerves are in order, a man is 
strong, eats and sleeps well. Un
strung nerves means weakness, 
werry, sleeplessness and a general de
cay ot bodily strength.

Most men are careless of their 
■health. They trust to luck and that 
kind of thing, instead of taking Fer- 
rozone for a few weeks when they

of Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food. I was so 
nervous I could not sleep, and found 
it hard to get my work done at all, 
but, having no help at the time, had to 
do the best I could. Finally my left 
arm became powerless and cold, and 
this, continued to get worse until my 
whole side was affected, head and all. 
I decided to try Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food, and the first box helped me so 
much that I used several, and believe 
that this treatment saved me from 
having a paralytic stroke. It has 
built me up wonderfully, and I can 
recommend It most heartily, believing 
that if more Nerve Food were used 
there would be much less sickness."

Dr. Chase's Nerve Food cures in 
nature’s way by nourishing the fee
ble, wasted nerves back to health and 
vigor. Fifty cents a box, all dealers, 
on Edmanson, Bates & Co., Limited, 
(reronto.

The Borne Dressmaker should ha*. A dead nerve cell can nevér be re
placed. In this way it is different to 
other cells of the human body. But 
feeble, wasted nerve cells can be re
stored, and herein lies hope. '

In this fact is also a warning to 
take note of such symptoms as 
sleeplessness and loss of energy and 
ambition, and restore the vitality to 
the nervous system before some form 
of helplessness results.

Nervous prostration, locomotor 
ataxia and paralysis are the natural 
results of neglecting to keep the 
nerves in healthful condition. The 
use ot Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food when 
you suspect there is something wrong, 
will soon restore vitality to the ner
vous system, and thereby prevent 
serious developments.

Mrs. Merritt Nichols, R. R. No. 3, 
Dundalk, Ont., writes: "I take plea
sure in writing to tell you the great 
benefit I have derived from the use
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place the ring on Becca South’s finger, 
and her kiss of gratitude, he would 
not have attributed Norah’s coldness 
to that incident. What on earth could 
Becca South be to him, but a simple 
village girl, who never occupied his 
thoughts for a moment when she was 
out of his sight?

When he got to The Chequers he 
was not surprised to find the little inn 
wrapped in slumber and darkness. He 
had not expected Mrs. Brown or the 
maid to sit up for him. Two o’clock 
a.m. was to the good folks of Sant
leigh an unearthly hour. ,

He knocked at the door gently at 
first, then, as no response came, more 
loudly. He stood there for some min
utes, five or ten, perhaps, but if The 
Chequers had been a tomb instead of 
an inn it could not have been more 
silent.

The time was going on, and the sta
tion was some distance. As he stood 
there in the quiet street thé tempta
tion to give up his journey to Brittany, 
give up everything, and remain to 
clear up the trouble with Norah, as
sailed him strongly; but he resisted 
it with all his mental force. To turn 
back now that he had got his hand 
to the plow and the first furrow cut, 
would be almost unmanly. Norah her
self would be the first to regret it, if 
she did not even reproach him ; and as 
for Jack Wesley—well, Cyril could 
almost hear his cynical voice girding 
at him for throwing away the first 
chance of winning fame and fortune.

He knocked again presently, then, 
as the clock chimed out the halt-hour, 
he resolved to leave his things in Mrs. 
Brown’s care.

The Web and every Ring is carefully examined before going out. 
''ut of town orders receive every attention from
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The Dictates of Fate.

CYRIL hurried across the park, and, 

gaining the road—the road in which 

he had pulled up the Ferndale horses, 
the road along which he had walked 

with Nora®!—went at a sharp trot to

ward Santleigh. There were others of 

the guests, people from the village it
self and the outlying hamlets, who 
passed along the road that night; but 
Cyril, by taking the short cut across 

the park, had got ahead of them, and 
he neither passed nor met any one.

As he reached the horse pond the 

church clock struck two. The sou#nf 
startled and roused him from his 
painful reverie. All the way along he 
had been going over the incidents of 
the miserable evening—the evening 
which he had looked forward to with 
such keen anticipations! And as he 
thought over it all he could scarcely 
realize what had happened. He had 
been in the company of Norah a whole 
evening, and they had only exchanged 
a few words, and those, on Jier part, 
of the coldest! What was the mean
ing of it? What had he done that she 
should treat him so? Had her father, 
the earl, been putting pressure upon 
her, and persuaded her to give him 
up? Was she so fickle that a few 
days’ absence had been sufficient to 
bring her forgetfulness?

He laughed at the idea. He knew 
Norah too well to be able to entertain 
it for an instant.

And even his jealousy of Guildford 
Berton was dispelled by the cool 
morning air.

But the key to the enigma was Just 
as far off as ever. That she was of
fended with him for some reason or 
other there could be no doubt, but 
what was the reason? Even if Cyril 
had known that Norah had seen him
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through the disordered conde 
Mexico she had determined ■ 
time to the United States ■ 
plete its difficult task of rest® 
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of-the-way parts, sir," he said.
“Well, I am, I confess,” assented 

Cyril.
“And I’m hanged if I could tell you,” 

said Furlong with a short, gruff laugh. 
“The fact is London and I don’t agree 
together for long, sir. It’s well 
enough for a town-bred man, but I’ve 
been a wanderer all my life, and after 
I’ve been shut up in one of your great 
cities for a week or two I—well, I 
just begin to suffocate.”

“I know the feeling," said Cyril. 
“Look here, I’ve got to catch the mar
ket train, and my time's short; per
haps you won’t mind keeping me com
pany for half a mile; that is, unless 
you’d rather go to bed again.”

"No, I can put my snooze off,” said 
Furlong, and he stepped out beside 
Cyril.

“And so you have tramped down 
stranger in these here for change ot air?" he asked. 

Have you got such a thing as “Yes, and change of thoughts; more 
a light about you?” of the latter than the former, Mr.

Cyril took out his matchbox and Burne. It's difficult for a man to 
struck a light, and as it burned up he leave off thinking in a big city, and 
uttered an exclamation of surprise, i I’m not so fond of my thoughts as to 

“Why, it’s Furlong, isn’t it?” he want ’em always with me." 
said. Cyril remembered Jack Wesley’s

A look of surprise came over the half-expressed hint as to the man’s 
man’s rugged face, and he stared un- antecedents, and glanced at him rather 
der his bushy brows at Cyril. curiously.

“That’s my name," he replied, “and “But what made you choose Sant- 
you------? You are the young gentle- leigh?” he asked.
man I saw at Mr. Wesley’s?" "Is that the name of this place?”

“I am,” said Cyril. “This is a said Furlong. “I didn’t know.” 
strange meeting, Mr. Furlong! This “The village lies the other side of 
is the last place in the world I should the park.”
have expected to see you in.” “And the big house—what is that?”

“The place isn’t half bad,” remarked “Santleigh Court, one of Lord Ar- 
Furlong, glancing round calmly, rowdale’s country seats,” replied Cyril 
“I've seen worse, and I’ve seen bet- stifling a sigh, for with the mention 
ter." of the name back came the thought

“But—but, if it isn’t a rude question, of Norah. 
what are you doing down here?” asked -«Ah! Well> i didn’t choose it in 
Cyril, hurriedly glancing at his watch, particular; all places are alike to me 

“I was trying to get a little sleep,’ ao that there are plenty of green fields 
replied Furlong, as coolly as if it were and fresh air,” said Furlong. “Some- 
quite the usual thing to pass the night where I can breathe, and can lose the 
in the open air. feeling that the houses are drawing

Cyril laughed shortly. together and coming on top of me.”
“Not a very comfortable bed, I’m “j understand,” said Cyril. “And 

afraid.” my friend, Mr. Wesley, does he know
“I ve had better, and worse, return- that you have fled from the houses?” 

ed Furlong as before. “Yes," replied Furlong. “I told him
Cyril looked toward the station j was going to take a few days’ holi-

aga*n- day, but I didn’t say in what direction
“Do you know any one down here?" j waa going. 1 didn.t very wen know

he asked. myself, you see. Perhaps, sir”—he
Furlong shook his head; then smil- hesitated for a moment—“perhaps, if 

ed grimly. it doesn’t make any difference to you,
“I see. You’re rather curious to you won’t mention that you’ve met 

know what brought me in these out- me?”

1884—Ladies’ House Dress, with or 
without Pockets and with Sleeve in 
Either of Two Lengths.

Dotted percale with trimming of 
shown. Stripedwhite linen is here 

seersucker, checked gingham, challie, 
serge and taffeta are also nice for this 
style. The Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 
34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust 
measure. It requires 6% yards of 
44-inch material for a 36-inch size. 
The skirt measures about 3(4 yards 
at the foot. *

A pattern of this illustration mailed

AT THE LOWEST PRICES, BUT UPON WHICH 
YOU CAN ABSOLUTELY RELY, AT

BLAIR’Sto any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.

A POPULAR AND 8) 
MODEL. We offer:—

REAL GOOD TEA @...............
EXTRA GOOD TEA @............
SUPERIOR QUALITY TEA @

We are enabled to do this as we import these teas 
in large quantities direct from Ceylon when the mar
kets are at their lowest, and we give our customers all 
the benefits. We have on these values quadrupled our 
Retail Tea Trade during the past year, as all our cus
tomers find our teas are the very best they can get 
for the money. The above are all straight Ceylon 
Teas, but we can also give you the milder Blended 
Teas as packed by Messrs. Lipton, Ltd., London (and 
which have always hàd a large sale), at 50c. and 60c. 
lb. The other teas previously mentioned are put up 
by ourselves to suit a large portion of the Newfound
land market which does not care for blended teas.

However, we can suit you to a T no matter what 
your taste.

40c. lb.

45c. lb.

50c. lb.

cial life is exceptionally 
His grasp of American politj 
tional, State and municipal, is] 
ject of amazement to those t 
the first time are admitted to 
cle of intimate conversation w 
and it is no exaggeration to 
that if Lord Bryce had been 
portray in an altogether ui;

He would write to her 
from London. After all, he could pro
cure his artistic tools and some 
clothes when he got to town. It would 
be rather awkward traveling in dress 
clothes, but he had an overcoat, and 
could keep it buttoned over his coat 
and gleaming shirt front. There was 
only just time for him to catch the 
train, and even if he succeeded in 
waking Mrs. Brown some time must 
elapse before she could get dressed. 
Yes, it would be much better to leave 
his things and catch his train. De
lay was always dangerous—in his 
state of mind, exceedingly so.

He buttoned up his coat, and, with a

tions of this great American I 
monwealth, Cecil Spring-Rice I 
were he at liberty to write, com 
an equally graphic picture of tl 
who go to make up that col 
wealth as it is to-day. It j 
prove a wonderfully interestinj 
plement to Lord Bryce's volum! 
in America the personal elemi 
rather, I should say, the persj 
of the men who direct things i 

financial, r,(

HENRY BLAIR
KHS.v

1591—Ladies’ Night Dress, Perfor
ated for Sack Length and Short 
Sleeve.

Muslin, cambric, lawn, batiste, 
crepe, silk, flannel or flannelette are 
good for this style. It may be finish
ed with a bit of lace or embroidery, or 
with tiny ruffles of material on collar 
and cuffs.

tical, industrial, 
and even social life plays a far ( 
role than in the Eastern Hemisi 

A popular impression prevai 
Sir Cecil remains secluded wit! 
hallowed precincts of the Britif 
bassy at Washington, terribly 
cessible, and to be seen ofily wi 
Acuity, by appointment. Yet 
truth were known he goes free 
to New York, is every now and

A Pedigree Doesn’t Always Count, Dorgan.
In such shape the pattern 

could also be used for a dressing sack. 
It is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 
and 44 inches bust measure. It re
quires 4 yards of 27-inch material for 
the sack style and 7 yards for the 
gown style for a 36-inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in Bilker or stamps.
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All Women Need nevei 
our house. 
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a corrective, occasionally, to right a disordered stomach, 
which is the cause of so much sick headache, nervous
ness and sleepless nights. Quick relief from stomach 
troubles is assured by promptly taking a dose or two of

paint, then a third finishing coat of 
white enamel. When dry, wash over 
with cold water to harden it quickly. 
Do not cover these shelves with oil
cloth or paper, and notice the Im
provement. As there are no covers 
under which crumbs can collect there 
is nothing to encourage mice.

Beecham’s Pills Have^AKanMerryTEiTBrighL? you 
-with Cl 
SEAL BI

MANUFACTURED IN ENGLAND.8.entl£ 0,1 the stomach, liver, kidneys and bowels; assisting 
The^mo^m?® 0rganV,nd keeping them in a healthy condition. 
These famous pills are vegetable in composition—therefore, harmless 
leave no disagreeable after-effects and are not habit-forming. ^
A box of Beecham’s Pills in the house Is a protection against the 
many annoying troubles caused by stomach ills, and lays the foundation

BUY BRITISH COCOAQUICK AND EASY. — The Giant 
Junior Safety Razor, 225,000 sold to 
the soldiers on the Western front; 50c. 
with 7 blades; extra blades, 40 cents 
1er dozen, or 3 for 10 cents. CHES- 
,EY WOODS, 28Ï Duckworth St., head 
McBride’s Hill, Sole Distributer. 
Wholesale only. For sale at adver
tised stores.—oct6,tf
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