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SPIrIN

Nothing Else is Aspirin

Warning? Unless you see the name “Bayer” on tablets,
You are not getting Aspirin at all. ‘

Acc;pt ’only_an ‘“unbroken package” of ‘‘Bayer Tablets of
Aspu_'u}, ’ whxc_h contains directions and dose worked out by
physicians during 21 years and proved safe- by millions for

Headache, Earache, Toothache,

Neuritis, Lumbago, and pain generally. Made in Canada.

«Handy tin boxes of 12 tablets cost

Aspirin s the trade mark (registered in Canada)

of Bayer Manufact -
aceticacidester of Salicylicacid. While it is well known that A.p!rl: ‘;r‘;:::t- )Bf:;:r
manufacture, to assist the public against imitations, the Tablets of Bayer Comptag
Will be stamped with their general trade mark, the “Bayer Cross.”

N

Neuralgia, Colds, Rheumatism,

but & few cemte—Larger packages.

“Flatterers™

The Shadow of
the Future.

CHAPTER XXIL
IN WHICH MR. HURST MAKES AN
AWKWARD DISCOVERY.

“If it is any pleasure to you to hear
it, I will say I consider our arrange-
ment quite perfection. If you had
seen my brother before you came,
which is impossible, but you know
what I mean, you would understand
how different he i® now. And in
pastry, too, the change is astonishing.
Time after time Rebecca used to send
up crust that really might have been
tossed over the roof with less injury
to {tself than the tiles. Now, you can
testify, Miss Grey, our dinners’are not
disgraced by such cookery. And why?
Ah ha! Rebecca knows better than to
let her fire out when I'm near! And
Gilbert's spirits are so improved, too.
Why, I heard him laughing yesterday.
What was it at, Miss Grey?”

“Only a line from Horace in the pa-
per I was reading.”

“And you could pronounce it pro-
le?"

“T tried.”

“] envy you. What a muddle I used
to make of those foreign bits, First
I hopped them, hoping he  wouldn't
miss them, but he always did. Then I
spelled them out, but that didn’t an-
swer. But I labored to amuse him. I
used to get bits from the comic pa~
pers, and say, ‘Here’s something so
droll for you to hear, Gilbert,’ and I
would tell him the funniest jokes, and
yet he hardly ever laughed. But I said
to him last night, ‘Gilbert, Miss Grey
is quite valuable. Worth much more
than the salary I can afford her. But
rather than lose her I would work for
a poor gentlewoman’s fancy reposi-
tory.” So if ever you require a little
rise, Miss Grey, tell me, and I'll man-
age it.”

But Miss Grey had no intention of
asking for a rise. The light addition
she carried off now to her store swell-
ed the total to thirty-six pounds; and
that would afford Christmas boxes for
a long while to St. Clair’s. The money
outlay of her present life was Next to
nil. The fateful loan advanced by her
mother, was repaid, for Jacob Cheene
had sent her, in six notes, the residue
of her six thousand. Now she, who
had longed to be in some ways lavish,
must only be so in coin less limitable
than gold, must spend youth and en-
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ergy in brightening this home that the
waves of her self-will had cast her
into, and for lack of nearer interests
must beat the bot;nds of this narrow
dominion till, perhaps, ske grew into
an old maid like Miss Jean Hurst.
Well, she thought, rather than have
been wed and then waked up to find
herself bartered for wmetal that
rang false, her lot was one she would
have chosen open-eyed, for it was y
no means despicable, from its lowliest
function of imprivong pie-crust to its
worthier of lifting some gloom-off Gil-
bert Hurst’s career.

In this last direction her powers
waxed stronger week .by week. As
summer waned, day only seemed to
break on Gilbert Hurst with the first
sound of Sydney’s voice. Her presence
transformed his life. Did he ask him~
gself “How?’ Well, by countless wo-
manly intuitions; by the contact of a
most animated . intelligence. If, by,
aught else, the time to formulate other
influence had not come. It was yet
hidden, unsuspected, but—growing.

September took Sydney for her ﬁrst‘
exeat from Wynstone. The dispersing |
of her money accomplished, Jacob
Cheene urged that they might meet.
The asked for hours were given in-
stantly, though Miss Hurst was dis-
appointed that the object and destina-
tion of her journey were not explain-
ed. ;

Quite early, when the sun was show-
ing a copper-colored disk behind an
autumn haze, Sydney set out to the
railway station. Footsteps had already
brushed the dew-spangled cobwebs
from the path by the poplars. The
white gate stood open. Outside was |
Mr. Hurst. He heard the first fall of
her foot, and, his face lighting up with
that full expressivenesgs that made his
deprivation seem incredible, askad,
might he make his morning walk be-
gide her.

“Gladly,” she ansewred, “if"—in-
stinctly choosing words that would not
wound—*if he knew that road as mar-
velously as he did others about Wyn-
stone.”

“Thank you,” he said, ‘but my
memory is only canine. I was our
cousin’s godson, and came holiday-
making to Capel Moor till I learned
every nook about the place. I was to
have been her heir, but she changed
her mind.”

“Oh! What made her do so?” Syd-
ney exclaimed, with more impulse than
discretion.

“Common-sense. In those days I
had a notion I could carve out what
fortune I liked. Our worthy cousin
took me at my own estimate, and left
her little property to the one she
thought would want it most.”

like leaving B managing magpie in

" proach to comiplaint Mr. Hurst ever

| thought their

Natural, this, yet Sydney couldm't
help feeling that, a8-events had dis-

charge of a disabled eagle! Then she
phor, and made amends. i

“Perhaps it does not signify, Mr.
Hurst, whith had the mondy. Your
sister delights in using it for you.”

“Poor Jean!” he answered, with a
smile that had sadness in it. “Her
small estate is eaten up by one pen-
sloner. When I was young I was ar-
rogant, I fancy. - I've fallen on lines
that take that Sort of nonsense out of
a man, Miss Grey. Poor Jean!”

That reiteration was the nearest ap-

made over his own and his sister’s re-
lative pogitions. But Sydney, looking
up shyly, saw how the grave serenity
of the whole face betokened mastery
of strong passion and will rather than
the placidity of inboern composure, and
the pity that welled up within her was
less for “poor Jean” than for Jean's
brother.

“Mind,” he said, as they reached the
valley through which the coming train
was sounding like distant wind, “there
are the roots of a tree across the path
a little way on. Don’t forget them {f
it's dusk when you return.”

“Thank you; but it will not be dusk.
I shall be home at six.”

“Good news. We shall be wanting
you. Good-bye till then.”

He lifted his hat. His words were
grateful to her. At the Dale her
adieus were differently phrased. She
could have shaken hands for short
farewell, but one of Miss Hurst’'s su-
per-refined rules restrained her. “I
tell my brother it makes him look
ridiculous to stand with his hand ex-
tended, and the person who is going,
perhaps, never noticing it. So I ad-
vise him only to bow. I spare his
feelings in all these little ways, you
know.” So, with “Good-bye,” Sydney
let him turn back, standing some sec-
onds to watch with what perfect ease
and certainly his tall form took the
homeward way. Wynstone regained,
Mr. Hurst heard footsteps pattering
near the door.

“Who is it?” he asked, stooping, for
the steps were of a pygmy, and a juve-
nile treble responded:

“Please sir, me.”

“And what may ‘me’ be wanting?”’
He was always gentle with childrea.
No one in Capel Moor feared the blind
gentleman. }

“Oh, it you please, sir, it's some
foxes’ gloves mother have sent the
lady.” .

“What lady? Miss Hurst?”

“No, sir; the young lady, if you
please, as come by yesterday and give
mother sixpence ’cause she’ve sprained
her wris’.”

“And you don’t know her name?”

“No, sir. But, if you please, she's
the pretty lady.”

He took the flowers carefully in-
doors, and summoned Rebecca to put
them in Miss Grey’s room.

Miss Hurst met the flowers én route,
and learned . their story from .her
brother. The little messenger’s adjec-
tives, how« #:r, escaped repeating.

“It would be Ruth Jones, I expect.
Miss Grey likes the road past their co*-
tage, and she’s a person that, I've no
doubt, poor people would take to.”

An opinion of which pehniless Mr.
Hurst entertained no doubt whatever,

Arrived at Stillcote Upton, and Mr.
Cheene’s dwelling, Nancy, in stiff lilac
print, her carroty locks skewered away
under a white muslin helmet, ushered
Sydney through what has been Miss
Ambler’s shop, but was now promoted
to the dignity of a private sitting-room
up-stairs, splendid with American
cloth, to the lodger’s apartment, which,
rehabilitated by drugget and curtains,
polished windows and fresh paint, 1ook-
ed quite an elegant apartment but five
shillings a week more lettable than
three months before.

Suggestions of replenished . purses
filled the air. Jacob, in his Sunday
suit, was waiting for her. The odor
of excellent coffee, prepared by Miss
Ambler’s hands for Mr. Cheene’s visit-
or, blendid with the sceme of a gor-
geous nosegay, and a scheme to make
this day as festive as possible was ef-
fectively carried out, with only a few
minutes’ unpreventable collapses.

“l have worked you too hard,
Jacob,” Sydney said, anxiously, when,
Nancy having stumped off with the
breakfast, she fetched her father’s of-
fice stool, and seated herself at the old
clerk’s feet; “you. -are .thinner and
paler. You are tired with all our
talking.”

“Tired with pleasure; then, Miss
Sydney, and that never kills.” -

“I had not need kill you—our one
friend—my father’s and mine” -

“No fear. If it could, it would have
done it these last few weeks.”

“Were the people glad, then?

“Glad’ isn’t word enough, Miss Syd-
ney. They were nearly dazed ‘with
delight, some of them.” . ... «

Then he told her how the few
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pounds here, the few hundreds thers, :

had come like a gift on those who had
0 savings lost. How|
some could not belleve their luck till

jne dream.

(to be continued.)
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- A trust company is not—as is sometimes assumed-—an
. erganization conducted for the sole benefit of capitalists.
. It is a financial corporation to serve all the people in the

* efficient ma:

ment of their securities, estates and trusts.

If your estats is small, there is all the more reason w
it should be cared for by a reliable administrator su

as The Royal Trust Company. o
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“LOST AND FOUND” AGAIN,

It's a long . time
since we have

had one of our

“Lost and Found”

columns, isn’'t it?

I am afraid the

Letter - frlends

§ who have sent in

~Jost ads for it,

have lost their

faith in me as

well as the

poems they want

" found. But I have

n ot forgotten

them, T"have just been waiting to get
enough queries to fill a column.

I have them to-day, and some more.

“What Has England Done?”

“Could you possibly obtain a copy of
& poeém ‘Writtén as &n answer to crit-

icism on England’s part in t\e war,”

writes oné Letter Friend. “The title
is: ‘What Has Ehgland Done? ”
“Could you please find out for me

the authorspip of the following:

‘Thus you for yourself grow no fleece,
oh sheep’.

‘Oh that I were where I would be

Then would I be where I am not

But where I am there I must be

‘Where I would be I cannot.””

“I wondered if you would help me in
finding an old book for children? My

mother had a copy of this book which

had been hers from childhood; It was
destroyed in a fire and I would like to
have a copy before my little boy is

old enough for stories. It'was & brown

book and on the rear cover was a pic-

ture of a little girl with buttons down

her dress and the old rhyme °‘Rich
man, poor man,’ etc. In.the book was
a story about a colony of ants and a
piece of poetry about a little girl who

had gone shopping for her dolly. This

is all I remember of the -contents. I
would gladly pay postage on a most
dilapidated copy if someone has the
book and no longer needs it.”

“Do you know the satirical poem
“A Fool’s Prayer”? The last line is ‘Oh
Lord, be merciful te me, a fool’. Also
the satire about a Mra. Partington
who mops the Atlantic ocean? Also
the missing lines of ‘A Soul’s Solilo-
quyl?n
“To-day the journey is ended,

I have worked out the mandates of

fate;
Naked; alone, undefended,
I knock at the Uttermost Gate. /
* * * L]
Lo, the gate swings wide at my khock-
ing. —_——
Across endless reaches I see
Lost friends with laughter come flock-
ing
To give a glad welcome to me.
Farewell, the maze has been thread-

ed,
Tkis is the ending of strife,
Say not that death should be dreaded
"Tis but the beginning of life.””
“Was That Somebody You?”

“Could you find out the name of the
poem that hasg the lines in it:

Somebody did a golden deed—
Was that somebody you?”

“The name is desired of the author
of two poems of which the first stan-
zas are as follows:

(1)
‘It seemeth such a little way to me
Across that strange country, the Be-
yond,
And yet not strange for it hath grown
to be
The home of those of whom I am so0
fond.
They make it seem familiar and more
dear
As journeying friends bring distant
~ countries near.’

2)

‘Then let us live as if no death can
sever

The aspiring soul from frail and mor-
tal frame,

Then let us die as if to live

In that unfathomed all from which
all come, -y §y <4

Enough to know twhereveér be the
landing

'Twill be the port of peace past un-
derstanding:.”” e

“Can you furnish me with the miss-

ing lines of the following summing up

of a definition of Dignity?

‘The visible poise of self-dominion

* . = *
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Passengers and Freight
ST. JGHN'S, NFLD-NORTH SYDNEY, CB,
STEEL. STEAMSHIP SABLE 1

Sailings from St. John’s, 10 a.m. every Tuesday,

Sailings from North Sydney, 2.30 p.m. every s,
urday. First-class accommodation.

One Way Fare $30.00 includ.
ing Meals and Berth.

HARVEY & CO,, Ltd. FARQUHAR & CO., Lt4,,
St. John’s, Nfid." ' ... Halifax, Nova Scotig,
FARQUHAR TRADING:CO.,-LTD.,
North Sydney, C.B.
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Rebuilt
Organ;,

EVERY INSTRUMENT
GUARANTEED,

Our Catalogue gives the

opinions of some of our heg

musicians and will conving

you we can save you mong,

It is yours for the asking,

§ Musicians’ Supply &

DUCKWORTH STREE]
(Royal Stores Furniture,)

Calm heroism of character facing thei

inevitable

Pride in the hour of abasement and

humility in the time of exalta-
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Poetry Does Matter.

By the by, isn't it interesting to no-
tice that the majority of these losses
are poems ratker than stories . or
books? It shows, doesn’t it, that poetry
really méans something in the lives
of men and women?

tion.

Caesar’s Two
e o v L] L

Visits to Britain.
Julius Caesar, the celebrated Ro-
man General, first invaded Britain in
B.C. 56, when he embarked twp leg-
ions (12,000 men), set sail from Portus
Itius, tbweeen Calais and Boulogné;
and arrived the following day to find
swarms of Britons already armed to
prevent his landing. He sailed abdut
seven miles along the coast, and dis-
embarked near the place where Deal
now stands, though some believe that
he landed at Hythe. His troops were
at first afraid-of leaping from their
vessels to fight with the natives, till
the standard bearer of the . Tenth
Legion jumped into the water, and
exclaimed, “Follow me, fellow sold-
iers, unless you will betray the Ro-
man Bagle to the enemy.” Whereupon,
the invaders instantly imitated his
bold example, and a terrible struggle
ensued, in which the Britons were
overcome. This is said to have happen-
ed on August 26; four days later, how-

4 eyef, ia storm shattered the fleet. |
Caesar:lost many men in his conflicts
with the Britons, and having accepted
& promise of hostages from them, he
prudently. returned to Gaul, having

S——————

arden Fragrance'
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been absent only twenty-five days. As
the Britons did not send the hostages
they promised, Caesar undertook a
second Jinvasion in the following
spring. He forced Caswallon, a na~-
tive chief, to submit to him, and to
promise a yearly tribute to Rome, and
then withdrew his legions once more
to Gaul, having spent four months in
the island on this occasion. The chief
result of these visits to Britain was
that they made the island and the

civilised world better knewn to each |.
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Fashions and Fld;.

‘White cloth capes lined “with ' blue
crepe de chine are weora with dark
marine blue costumes,, :

A child’s pink linen frock has its
scallops bound in blue linen, and is
sashed with blue velvet.

The moderately low round neck and
an absence of sleeves are noted in in-
formal evening gowns.

Rows of black braid trim a frock of
white crepe with sash and side panels
of ‘searlet- Georgette.

A frock of white organdie has scal- |

loped bands’ and a  little scalloped
jacket of “duck” blue limen. ]
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KAUSTINE |

Equipment is universally recognized as the standard
for waterless sewage disposal. Over fifty thousand
systems are now in use, and are approved by lead}ng
authorities after the most severe tests and searching
investigation. The principle is right, and the quality
of material used throughout the.entire KAUSTINE
product is right, permitting us to-stand firmly back
of the equipment by a binding, long-term guarantee.

Ask for literature. .
C. A. HUBLEY,
Call Phone Write

406 Water St. 950. Box 909, St. John’s,
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‘British Fabrics, and the

‘“markecl:zd%;‘ own to meet
{ the dfeprin prices.
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Ellis Make Clotheg

Have that REAL
STYLE that MEN re-
cognize at a glance.
They are carefully
TAILORED by FIRST
CLASS wc:" men, from
the BEST ALL WOOL

latest LONDON and
NEW YORK STYLES,

All goods have been

Order: your SPRING
SUIT and OVERCOAT
BORGE e e T T :
- CHARLES J. ELLIS,
o Engiish and Armerican Tzilor,
302 WATER S"REET, -

SCON

USE FAIRY SOAP
for fine Laundry Work such as Woolens
Laces and.all Fine Fabrics.
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