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Baby Eczema

Develops From Neglec:ted Chafing

and

F every mother could realize the danger
which lurks in the neglect of chafing

and skin
chances on be
ment. to apply

This ointm

affords promp
comfort. It

eczema, and makes a complete cure. Unlike

pore-clogging

action of the pores of the skin, fu']d therefore
leaves the skin in perfect condition.

Dr. Chase’s Ointment

60c a box, all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,

Ltd., Toronto.
) Imitations only

so delightfully soothing and healing, that it

Skin Irritation.

irritation she would not take
ing without Dr. Chase’s Oint-
after the bath.

ent is so clean and pure, and

t relief to the little one’s dis-
arrests the development of

powders, it promotes healthful

Insist on having the genuine.
disappoint.

Trade supplied by GERALD S. DOYLE, 309 Water Street, St. John’s, Agent for Nfid. Send
for price list and free samples.
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A Child of
J3OYrow.

CHAPTER XXXII. |

His brain, not very acute, set to

work. Arter all, she was here, un-
protected, far away fromn civilisation,
ubject to no other man’s influence:
could he not so wrest circumstance
as to gain possession of her? He

formulated a dozen plans,

vaguely
but none of them proved acceptable.
(hat night he did not join the ladies
ler the verandah, but sat and drank
a late hour, and then went un-

to bed.
e awoke the next morning,
haif-drunken slumber, he rea-
that it behoved him to be cau-
HHe had promised Maida that
vould say nothing more of his love
must be discreet and

her; -he

cattle-running. In fact, I'm useful a
most things.”

Robert leant back on his
hind-guarters and regarded him
the well-to-do man regards his bro
suddenly

ther in misfortune. Then,

an idea shot into his head: he wa

‘Talways thinking of Maida.

“You are a parson, are you?’ h

said. “A regular parson, I mean

What’s your name?”

I am in Holy Orders,” said the tramj

nity. But it was not ludicrous’ t
Robert Broseley.

“You mean that you can christe
Robert.

“Of course,”
“Don’t I tell yo

increased dignity.
that I'm in Orders.’
Robert Broseley, still leaning bae
on his horse, gazed across the pla‘
vacantly.

ing in his brain.

atchful,  Something might turn up
!p hiim, to place her in his power.
ngly, the next day, he al-
voided her, and, when he ;n«-t}
mecals and at other times, !
friendly and no more, and, |
Maida was reassured. She
that he had accepted her re-

usal, that he had become resigned.

But, all the same, she worked up her

old recitals tudied some new
¢

On the third day Robert Broseley
rode out to one of the out-stations.
He was be away three days; his
mother, and even Carrie, who found
absence

m amusing, deplored -his

was more relieved than
words can tell. The out-station lay

{ a considerable distance from Milda

and Robert met with an ad-

enture. That is to say, he came up-

a sundowner, who was tramping,

bundle over his rifle, to-

the hut in which Robert was to
that night.

sundowner wore a rusiy, black
and the fragments of a white
e, and had an appearance, an
expression about him different to the
ordinary tramp.

He puiled up beside Robert’s horse,
imid regarded him askant.

“Any station near?” he asked.

“YVes; Milda Wolda,” replied Rob-
ert, “Are you in search o? work?”

The sundowner nodded, and sat
down on his haunches by the road-
side, and Robert eyed him interroga-
tively. y

“What can you do?”’ he asked.

The man looked round vacantly and
wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand.

“Most things,” he replied. I can
turn my hand to most anything.”

“You look like a new chum,” said
Robert. “What was your lay over
there?”

e nodded his head in_ the direction
of England.

“Over there, and over®here, too, I
am a parson,” said thg tramp. “I've
seen evil days. I was a missionary,
but things have gone wrong with me.”

Robert regarded him'contemptuous-
ly.

“There’s no room for parsons here,”
he said. “It's a poor trade ,in these
parts.” |

“I daresay,” responded the man.
“But I'm good at sheep-washing and

“Look here,” he said. “I can giv

you some work—it's only out-statio

work; but I'll pay you well: you are

sure you are a parson?”

“I am a member of the Establishe

with an air of pomposity which, eve
at that moment, tickled Robert.
He tossed his flask to the man.

“Have a drink,” he said.

ed expectantly.
“Look here,” said
thinking I can find you scmething t

do. You might look

of Milda Wolda.”

ley,” said Mr. Smythe.

say,” said Robert, with a

hauteur.

taking out a pipe and hunting for hi
tobacco-pouch, which

empty.

horse's

“My name is Ronald Smythe. And

with a ludicrous assumption of dig-

and—and marry, and*® all that?” said

assented the man, with

A nebulous plot was form-

The Reverend Ronald Smythe took

a long drink at the whiskey and wait-
Robert. “I'm

after an out-

station of ours—I'm Robert Broseley.
“I've heard of you, heard of Brose-

“And heard no harm of us, I dare-
touch of

proved to be

t Robert tossed him his own well-

filled one, and, as the man leisurely

crammed his pipe, scanned him keen-

as | 1y,

" Robert was not a very acute per-
'» | son, ‘but he saw that the man was a
S | scallywag, and judged that he would
prove an easy tool.

e “Well, Mr. Smythe,” he said, “I can
? give you work on one of our off-
stations. You'll find it a bit lonesome,
but I'll look you up occasionally. And,
). | ook here, if I want you to do a stroke
of work in your own line—I mean the
&I parson line—I shall expect you to do
it

L The man bowed with an absurd air
of condescension.

“I shall be most happy, Mr. Brose-
ley,” he said. “Anything in the way
U § of baptisms, funerals, or marriages-
Robert Broseley nodded, the colour
k rising beneath his tan.

o “That’s all right,” he said. “Now,

I'll show you the way. Put your

hand on my saddle.”
e They
N ! shepherd’s hut, where Robert and Car-
rie and Maida had made picnic, and

Robert installed the Reverend Ronald

went slowly towards the

4 | smythe in due form.

i
b { Church of England,” said the man, “I'll ride over to-morrow and see

1l how you are getting on,” he said;

“and I'll bring you a horse. I may
leave you alone after that for a few
days; but I shall turn up again short-
ly. I may not come alone; I may
want you, in your capacity of parson;
you understand?”

The clerical tramp regardéd him for
O11 moment with some surprise, then
shrugged his shoulders and nodded.

“At your service, Mr. Broseley,” he
“Is there—is there any whis-
neuralgia

said.

Key here? I suffer from

and toothache.”
Robert Broseley

flask and rode away laughing.

He thought deeply and profoundly

tossed him the

That's so,” responded Mr. Smythe.Y s 14 1ode homewards; and as depth

S¥1nd profundity of thought were novel
.0 him, he was extremely quiet as he

dismounted; and very quiet all that

MOTHER OF
FOUR GHILDREN

How Lydi;.T?..Pinkham’sVeg-
etable Compound Kept
Her Well and Strong.

Lincoln, Illinois.—*‘I have used Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compoundy‘fior

four healthy chil-
dren. This summer
1 was in a very run
| down condition and
the veryhotweather
i seemed more than I
il could stand, but I
commenced taking
gour Compound in
u

/i

babywas born, I got
Bloni much better than I had before.
My baby was a girl and weighed 14
pounds at birth, and 1 recovered very
rapidly which I am sure was due to your
medicine. Iam well and strong now,
nurse my baby and do all my work.
had the same good results with your
medicine when needed before my other
children came and they are all healthy.
My mother has taken your medicine
with equal satisfaction.” She had her
last child when nearly 44 years old and
feels confident she never would have
carried him through without your hel
;‘s léer healih wu;I very poor.’’—Mrs, T
. CLoYD, 1355 North Gulick Av
catur, IIL I -
Espectant mothers should profit b
Mrs. Cloyd's experience,and tn?st to Lyg
dia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.
Free confidential advice had by ad-
dressing Lydia E Pinkham Met{idm

J

evening,

Maida played and sang in the draw-
ng-room and Carrie was busy fash-
ioning a blouse, and Robert sat in a
orner pretending to read a newspa-
4§ oer, but, more often than not, gazing
l yver it at Maida’s beautifuul profile.
He scarcely spoke to her that even-
‘ng, scarcely addressed her the next
day; and. the morning following he
rode over to the shepherd’s hut. He
found the Reverend Ronald Smythe
fairly contented, but politely clamor-
ous for whiskey, and, as before, Rob-
ert gave him a flask.

The days passed, and so little ob-
trusive was Robert that Maida, with
the ‘modesty of a woman devoid of
vanity, was almost convinced that he
had forgotten her; for he spoke to
her but seldom, and seemed to avoid
her. 'The cloud lifted somewhat from
her mind; but she was none the less
determined to leave Milda Wolda and
take tol reciting in Melbourne and the
other large cities.

On the .ﬁfth morning Robert strode
into the' parlor where the girls and
Mrs. Briole\eley were sitting, and, ad-
dressing”’ Carrie, said:

“What do yow say to a ride, Miss
Carrie? I'd ask Miss Maida, too, but
her horse has cast a shoe and the
smith has gone to one of the stations.”

“I'm willing,” said Carrie. “My
| motto is like that of the MacCleod of

MacCleod. , ‘Ready, aye ready.’”

“It wasn't the MacCleod’s,” said
Maida, gently,

“It's 2
“Where

“Never mind,” said Carrie.
good enough motto anyway.
are we going, Mr. Robert?”
“I thought of going to the shep-
herd’s hut,” he said.

“Oh, no more picnics!” remonstra-
ted Carrie. “I was nearly suffocated
with the smoke. last time.”
“Oh, no,” he said, quickly. “We'll
just 1"i(lc there and back; we shall bcl\
in, in time for lunch.”

“It will be a sharp ride,” remarked
Carrie, as she left the room to put on
her habit.

after-

They started half an hour

wards. Robert strove to be amusing
as they rode along side by side; but
every now and then he fell into pro-
dark brows
black

When they had got about half-way to

found silence and his

gathered over his small eyes.

the hut, he pulled up and said:
“There’ll scarcely be time to reach

the hut.

for the point and go round that way?”

What do you say if we make
“I'm willing,” said Carrie. “I'm
ready for anything so that we are
back for lunch, for I feel the premon-
itory signs of absorbing hunger.”

He laughed grimly and they rode
on. When they had come to the point
to which he had referred, he said:

“We'll dismount here and give the
horses a rest.”

Carrie leapt from her saddle and as
usual began to gather some of the
flowers which starred the plain.

Robert Broseley watched her with
knitted brow. Then he said, sudden-
iy:

“They're only scrubby things you
have got; there are better in the val-
ley beyond. You wait here, and I will
get you some.”

He rode away from her, and when
he was hidden from her sight by the
bend of the hill he turned his horse
and rode, still out of her sight, to-
Milda Wolda. He

there an hour later. Maida was sit-

wards reached

ting under the verandah, thinking

deeply, wondering how she should
break her departure to Mrs.

ley, who, she knew, loved both her

Brose-

and Carrie as if they were her own.
Robert Broseley pulled up his horse
on his haunches and leapt from the
saddle, and Maida rose intending to
avoid him by going into the house;
but he stopped her by a gesture.

“Don't go, Maida—DMiss Carring-
ton. I've something to tell you: it's
bad news."”

“Bad news!”. cchoed Maida. “Oh,
what is it—Carrie, where is she?”
“It's about Carrie,” he said. “Don’t
nothing to bhe
She has met with

be alarmed; there's
frightened about.
an accident—sprained her ankle——

she is at the shepherd’s hut—where
we were the other day, you know.”
Maida pressed her hand to her
heart and bit her lip.
“I must go to her. Mrs. Brose-
ley—"
alarm

“No, 1e,” e .sgid: “Don’t

my mother. It isu’t safe to frighten

her—a sudden shock—she is not

strong—as you know. If you'll comc
with me—you can take care of her.”

He stood before her, his lids hiding
nis burning eyes, his lips tightly com-
pressed.

Maida had no suspicion of his evil
intent.

“I will come at once,” she said,
struggling to calm herself and ° keep
her self-possession.
“Right,” he “Just
stairs and get your habit on without

my mother knowing. Don’t be fright-

said. slip up-

ened—it’s only a strain.”

“I am not - frightened-—-but— O,
Carrie!” breathed Maida.

She ran upstairs and slipped on her
habit and came down to him. No one
had seen her; Mrs. Broseley was in
the kitchen. Robert
horse saddled and was
her round the corner of the
She mounted—his great® hand
as he lifted her into the saddle—and

had got her
waiting for
house.
shook

they rode off.
(To be Continued.)

POSITIVE SALE!

* Extensive Timber Limit, to-
gether with Freeholds, on the
waterside of South and West
Rivers, Hall’s Bay; apply early

JAMES R. KNIGHT

tvening
Telegram

Che Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Bock of our Pat.
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time.

A SIMPLE HOUSE DRESS.

2144 — This model is splendid for
gingham, chambray, linen, lawn or
percale, and also nice for gabardine,
flannel, cashmere and challie. The
closing is at the centre front and the
fulness is held at the waistline, over
sides and back, by a belt.

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34, 36,
38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust meas-
ure. Size 36 requires 614 yards of 36-
inch material. The skirt measures
about 214 yvards at the foot.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A VERY ATTRACTIVE DRESS FOR
THE GROWING GIRL,

2149—This model may have long
sleeves with deep cuffs, or
sleeves with shaped cuffs. It is a
popular, one-piece style, with pouch
pockets and a smart sailor collar.
The, Pattern is good for gingham,
drill, linen, poplin, galatea, voile,
chambray, percale, batiste, serge and
gabardine. It is cut in 5 sizes: 4, 6,
8, 10 and 12 years and requires for an
8-year size, 33, yards of 36-inch ma-
terial.

short

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

Size .. .. .. .. ..

Address in full:—
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The Newfoundland
Year Book,

tions, Banks, etc., of the Colony. Only
42e, post paild.

GARLAND’S Bookstores

177.9 Water Street.

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES GAR-
GET IN COWS,

P TR oo S R o R R

Just off the press, full of valuable | Ladies’ Middy Blouses, newest styles.
and authentic information relating to | Misses’ Middy Blouses, to fit from 10 to 16 yrs. Sale Price
Newfoundland Public Offices, Institu- [ Children’s Middy Blouses, to fit from 4 to 9 yrs. Sale Price 15c.

E are still
showing a
splendid se-

FﬂShlﬁﬁ P lales |lectionof : :

TRESDS

and

SERGES.

No scarcity at
Maunder’s.

However,webeg
to remind our cus-
tomers these goods
are selling rapid-
ly, and cannot be
replaced at the
same price.
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2 1n 1
White SHOE POLI<H.
At all stores.

58 Be sure and ask for 2 IN 1.

1
i

Black, Tan, White Paste, White Liquid.
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Your Business
Success

Rests upon the dependability of your
service of supply.

Three big facts—big buying power,
tremendous production, expert work-
manship—stand behind our claims of
superior ‘gervice.

It wi_H pay all merchants to see
our spring ranges in

Men’s and Boys’
Suit :, Dveralls,

Shiric, elc.
DO IT NOW.

J. J. 8§T. JOHN.
SLOAN’S LINIMENT,

Known the world over for its immediate
Retailing at 25¢. per bottle.

cure;

J. J. ST. JOHN,

AGENT,

Dackworth Street and LeMarchant Road.

GRELT CLEARANCE SALE

of Ladies’, Misses’ and Children’s

Middy Blouses.

NOTE PRICES:

Sale Price .. 8159

89c¢c.
SEE THEM TO-DAY.

William FUrow

Advertise in the Telegram

(Tapl. LeDrew
Defends Himsel

Editor Evening Telegram.

Dear Sir,—I am writing you in r¢
ply to an anonymous letter which ay
peared in your paper of August 4t
in which 1 was accused of *“leavin
passengers behind at Portugal Cove
1 am writing this in justice to myse
and wish to state the fatcs cf the cas
as they really were. Previous to s
doing I wish to say that I consider
to be a most cowardly way to attac
a man in the public press by usir
either an assumed name or a nom-d
plume. Is it possible that the parf
(or parties) who wrote the letter ha
not got the courage of their convid
tions? If not, why not be manly a1
gign their name (or names), then
would at.least have the satisfactiol
of knowing to whom I am replying
As it is 1 am in the dark, as it wer
However, the true facts of the inc
dent are as follows: On the day i
question 1 waited at the wharf i
Portugal Cove until I received tl
passengers and mail on board. O
receiving the said passengers an
mail (and there being no prospectiv
passengers in sight) 1 backed tl
steamer into the stream, which h:
always been (and still remains) ti
custom. After having backed aw:
from the wharf and Dbeing turne
around, thus heading for Bell Islan
and at the time being fully one-qua
ter of a mile on my way to Bell
land. I was notified that “cars wed
coming over the hill.” This was 14
first and only notification 1 receiy
regarding any ‘“prospective passe
gers” having been left behind. H3
1 been notified previous to leaving t
Cove that evening that returning s
diers and others were on their way]
wotild have most willingly accomn
dated them; but as it was, 1 was
notified, and as 1 said before, w
I got the passengers and mail
board I went about my business.

I trust that this explanation wil
satisfactory to everybody concern@
It i8 truthful in every particular
are all liable to make mistakes Wl
this (apparent) one would not |
occurred had 1 been notified in tim

I' shall be grateful if you will
kind enough to give this reply #
same amount of publicity as tH
which was given to my accuser
accusers).

I beg to remain,
Yours very truly,
JOHN E. LeDREW]}
Master S. S. Otl
Bell Island, August 6th, 1917.

[The writer is mistaken as to
anonymous letter in our columns.
jtem published in the Telecram
not contributed by any correspond
under any name.—Ed.] g

EASY WORK.

man wi

talk

sages

toiling in 1
ditch, jong w
for meager wa "
to tell them @
all wealth 't‘
dross

pretty

that everythiyg

a frost. 38

near

i a total loss
VAT MASON,_y cept @ chs
s o spirit. Now
have earned one bone a day, at o
grinding labors, so I feel honest §
I say wise things to toiling neig
It'’s easy for the man who's Lale
ne’er had yallar janders, to har
bunk to those who ail with it
mups or glanders; to tell them
they ought to smile and
hats and chortle, when toothacii
caus i

wave

disordered bile is
pain immortal. But I,
cheer-up rhyme, to brace some. a
brother, have rheumatism half §
time, and jumping gout the other
many giving us advice and optin
chatter, and telling how to cut the§
when busted flat or flatter! And

of them have never known the la
ample riches, the toiling for a wrd
ed bone in quarries, fields and dit¢
And few of them have been, I w
from humble homes evicted, and
of them, methinks, have seen the «

of the afflicted. It's easy work to @&
the bunk when you are
plenty, to one who, sweating {0

who writ

3

clothes

plunk, is sore in need of tweaty.

FROM THE WRECK.— The s
Mary Cashin, Capt. Harvey, readcid
port yesterday with another loac
freight salved from the wrecked i
Kristianiafjord. P

The 3rd Prize of $10.00
Stafford’s Lucky Number Cd
petition was won by Mrs. I

sons, 96 Springdale St. Lu
number was 1556.—aug3,tf

BULL RUN®
BYCARLED
By
‘He'll Go |
to the Willie
House If Thes

Auto Agents
Don’t Let
Up Just
a Bit
On Him!




