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What is CASTORIA
Cantor!* Is e harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Pare
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It Is pleasant. I* 
contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Marcotte 
substance. Its age Is Its guarantee. It destroys Worms 
and allays Feverishness. For more than thirty year» It 
has been In constant use lor the relief of Constipation, 
Flatulency, Wind Colic, all Teething Troubles and 

, Diarrhoea. It regain tes the Stomach and Bowels, 
assimilates the Food, giving healthy and natural sleep. 
The Children’s Panacea—Tho Mother's Friend.
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A CRUEL DECEPTION
OR WHY DID SHE SHC1N HIM? BY EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS

Chas. Sargcant
First Class Livery 

Horses for Sale at ill limes.

Public Wharf. Phone 61

Do you try to buy high- 
grade printed matter the 
same aa you would pig 
Iren end cut at eo much 
per. It can’t be dene. 
Why! Because printed 
matter to be RIGHT must 
be sixty per cent brains 

mixed with forty per cent 
of material and mechani
cal execution.

Printed matter turned 
out of The Advocate Job 
Dept. Is RIGHT.

TRILBY 
SHOE CREAM

lei
mu» atocs to opcn box

SELF OPENING
HINGED COVER TIN
No broken Unger nails.
No knife or lever needed In 

opening this box.
PINCH IT TO OPEN 
PINCH IT TO CLOSE

THAT» ALU

ONLY 10c EVERYWHERE
Everett Barron Co.

Amherst, N. S.

HOTEL M1RAMICHI
J. A. WHELAN, Manager.

Mwt Luxurious and Up-To- 
Date Hotel in Northern 

New Brunswick

NEWCASTLE, Miramichi.N.B.
FEATURES OF

HOTEL MlftAMICHI

Telepbboe Connection In every room. 
Artistically Furnished Rooms with Private 

ih*.
BulkHni Is of Brick with Adaqvst* Fire

Sitvatios—The Heart ci the Sportsman’s
tsÉss:

Fishing Privileges eo the North Shorer fly.1

U-WT SUM, I, Cmamdoa

Rotes «M0 end SUO e Day

eir Francis Powell, tie painter, was 
awrled quietly before a sheriff In 
tBeagow, la Joe. Sir, Presets Is «1 
year» of age, aad hie bride, who Is 
*S, waa a servant la bid hoeanho 
betas the daughter of Ms gardener

dyne pal, of Canadian Nerthweet 
Land Regulation,

Any pei ion who Is tne sole heed 
4 a family, or any male over IS years 
old, My homestead a quarter section 
o' available Dominion land In Man
itoba, Saskatchewan or Alberts. 
The applicant muet appear In person 
at the Dominion Lands Agency or 
Bub-agency for district Entry by 
proxy may be made at any agency, 
on certain conditions, by tether 
mother, eon, daughter, brother or 
sister of Intending homesteader.

Duties: Six months’ residence 
upon and cultivation of the land In 
each of three year». A homesteader 
may live within nine miles of Me 
homestead on a farm of at least «0 
acres solely owned and ocupled by 
him or by his father, mother, eon. 
daughter, brother or sister.

In certain district» e homesteader 
In good standing may pre-empt a 
quarter section alongside his home
stead, Price 13 per acre

Duties: Must ieslde upon the 
homestead or pre-emption six months 
In each of six years from '•ate of 
homestead entry (Including the time 
required to earn homestead patent) 
and cultivate fifty acres extra.

A homesteader who haa exhausted 
his homestead right and cannot 
obtain a pre-emption may enter for a 
purchased homestead In certain 
districts Price S3 per acie. Duties: 
Must reside six month» In each of 
three years.cultlvate Efty scree and 
erect a house worth 3300.

w. w. cor.Y.
Deputy of the Minister of the In

terior.
N. P. — vnau’horised publication of 

this ndvertlsment will not be paid 
Our.

FfliOTPI«h. MARVEL. «a»,t ue 
other, but send stamp for Illus
trated book—sealed. It gives fa . 
particulars and directions invaluable 
to ladies. WINDSORSUPPLY CO. .Windsor, OnL 

General Agents foe Canada.

ALL—'THE—WAY—BY—WATER

Eastern
Steamship

INTERNATIONAL LINE

Winter Fares
NEWCASTLE TO BOSTON

First Clase ................................. 19 66
Second Class ..................................7.90
State Room ................................... L00

Leavee St. John Wednesday» at 
9.00 A. M. for Lubec, Eastport. Port
land, and Boston. Leaves 8L John 
Baturdays at 7.00 P. M. direct f-r 
Boston. Returning, Leaves Central 
Wharf, Boston, 0.00 A. M. Mondays, 
for Portland, Eastport Lubec end 8L 
John. Leaves Boston Fridays 9.00 A. 
M. for Eastport, Lubec, and BL John.

MAINE STEAMSHIP LINS 
Direct service betwe n Portland 

and New York. Leave» Franklin 
Wharf, Portland, Tuesdays. Thurs
day», and Saturday» at 0.00 P. M. 

Fare ISM each way.
Through tickets at proportionately 

lew rates, on sale at all railway sta-

U R. THOMPSON, T. F. * P. A.
A. a Fleming, Agent 
 fk Jeha. m. a

Miner#» Liniment Cures Dandruff.

(Continued)
“She had seen his name," the girl
ild to herself, and the old contem

ptuous look crept over her tip#.
The mother, an she folded up her 

eyeglasses and pat down the paper, 
was thinking:

"Taunton and Torre! So he is go
ing home at last. What n chance! 
What s position! By this time he 
hae learned forgetfulness. He must 
have done eo, or why should he‘be 
going back?"

She looked at Alwynne critically 
white ahe ate her chicken, aad there 

a a rush of satisfaction through 
her mind.

Yea, the girl was more than beauti
ful. Her graceful head waa made for 
s coronet her slender throat for his
torical jewela. There were few men 
v.ho could stand the witchery of euch 
n face a, Alwynne’», particularly un
der some circumstance», aad Mrs. 
Brabante’» mind determined that n 
sea voyage waa included In these cir
cumstances.

She ate her dinner and talk-1 to 
her daughter In her slow, measured, 
artificial manner. She was an ex
ceedingly handsome woman. There 
sas n shadowy likeness between Al
wynne and herself. It lay In the de
licately cut features. In the height 
and form—perhaps. In her youth, the 
mother had had the same exquisite 
akin; but the great dreamy eyes, the 
eveevarylng color and expression In 
them, the soft tender look that crept 
about the beautiful lips, these were 
Alwynne’» alone.

“The doctor has been to see me. 
He Is most attentive, quite a charm
ing young man! He telle me we shall 
have fine weather tomorrow, and that
I may, perhaps, venture on deck for 
an hour or so."

Alwynne said nothing. She was 
playing absently with the fringe of a 
shawl, twisting It aronnd her slender 
fingers. Finally, after a moment of 
•lienee, she looked up end smiled at 
her mother. She knew exactly what 
this sudden convalescence meant.

Her mother lifted her eyes to the 
girl. She had enjoyed her dinner. 
She was full of pleasurable Inten
tions. She waa more than satisfied 
with the prospect her Imagination 
raised up before her: but now, as 
she looked at Alwynne, she frowned. 
Of late she had noticed this coll, con
temptuous expression on the lovely 
young face; of late, once or twice, an 
uneasy auspiclon of what lay be
neath the girl’s languid Indifference 
had forced Itself most disagreeably 
upon her. Her lips drew themselves 
Into a thin line. She had no Intention 
of conceding one lota of her will to 
any living soul without some Insuper
able powers compelled her to io so, 
and certainly Alwynne had none of 
these at her command.

“You look pale and tired! You 
must go to bed, Alwynne.”

“I am not tired, mamma.’’
"Then you must be 111," Mrs. Bra

bant» said, conveying her wine to her 
mouth In n most graceful fashion. “It
II not natural for girls of your young 
age to be eo pale."

Alwynne flushed. She fretted be
neath this tone.

"Dear mamma," she said, with a 
laugh that was meant to be light, "I 
am not a baby!"

Mrs. Brabante examined her shape
ly fingers, with their burden of Jewel
ed rings.

“That Is precisely what you are, Al
wynne," she said pleasantly. "A baby, 
a mere child, who does not know 
what Is good for herself. Marie, go 
and undress mam’selle, and kindly 
bathe her face with the water I carry 
In my Jewel casket."

Alwynne bit her lip; at tha*. mo
ment the resemblance between cioth- 
ei and daughter was stronger.

"1 can put myaelf to bed. ihanx you 
mamma!" «he said coldly and proud
ly." and you know I object to use any 
face lotions or preparations. If my 
skin Intends to turn brown or black. 
It shall do ao with no hindrance from 
me. I am perfectly Indifferent about 
lt!“

She had never spoken to her moth
er like this before.

Mrs. Brabante looked at her In 
amaxement, and much Inward dlamay 
and anger.

"I do not think that 1» quite the 
way In which you should apeak to 
me," she said coldly, ai Alwynne 
paused at the door.

"I am sorry, mother," «he said, an 1 
her voice was full of trouble. “Very 
sorry I" «he added. Then she turned. 
“Don’t you see bow It I» with nref I 
am eo tired of all these—these prepar
ations I am tired of thinking of noth
ing but my face and my appearance. 
There must be some other life better 
than this. There must be acme way 
of «pending one’» day» more profit
ably than by—"

She «topped. She could not «peak 
the burning word» that rushed 
through her mind. They were bad 
enough to think—they wire worse to 
«peek It was not possible. Indeed, to 
frame the thought» Into word» to od- 
equately expree» her contempt end 
abhorrence for the sort of life she 
was compelled to live.

Mrs. Brabante met her daughter’» 
eye, and smiled. There was more ef

a sneer in the expression than n 
smile.

"Toe are giving me a new view of 
ye* character tcMdsfht. Alwynne;" 
■he said. In that light to* that al
ways Jarred on the glri. "Hitherto. 
I must confess, my deer, I have been 
somewhat perturbed by your very 
evident Indifference to all forms of 
religion. I see now I have wronged 
you!"

"Yes, mother,” Alwynne said, with 
emotion. She turned her face away to 
hide the tears that would spring to 
her eyes. “Yes, mother, you have 
wronged me; and—and ”with n alight 
panse—“you are wronging me now. 
Yon know what la In my heart, hut 
you will not understand!’

Mrs. Brabante laughed good-humor
edly enough.

"1 should have enough to do If I 
tried to fathom and piece out the 
workings of a hysterical girl’» roman
tic mind. My dear Alwynne, you are' 
like the child who cries for the moon. 
Because you have no real cause for 
trouble you must needs make one. 
Yon have everything you want What 
girl has more than you? Your life Is 
one of luxury and perpetual comfort 
Your clothes are the beet to be had, 
your education has been superb, your 
health Is satisfactory, your appear
ance attractive; and yet with nil this 
yowf’—iMrq. Brabante lapghed—“you 
are miserable, and yon have yearn
ings tor something or other, you don’t 
quite know what! All this 1» strange 
I) you. but exceedingly natural to me. 
It le n form of Illness which attach* 
all emotional young folk. It has to 
be gone through Just as one goes 
through the measles or the whooping 
cough, but it leaves no trace behind. 
I give you a few weeks In London, Al
wynne, and you will have forgotten 
all about these morbid religion» de
sires. You will have no more yearn
ings to Join the Salvation Army or 
some auch organization, and you will 
declare that a hat from Paris la, after 
all, more becoming than the hallelu
jah bonnet! Now to more monda e 
things! Have you hjd some dinner? 
No? Ah, I thought not! Marie, see to 
this, please, end be sure mam’selle re
tiree at once. I would make you 
sleep here tonight Alwynne, but the 
doctor *■ coming In to chat-for half 
er. hour, so—”

And so Alwynne escaped. She wenl 
to her cabin and flung herealf down 
ou her berth. There were tears in 
her eyes, but they did not roll down 
her cheeks. Her heart was aching: 
she felt eick and tired. What use to 
kick against circumstances? What 
use to struggle or to hope for a 
change in her surroundings? It was 
ao true a great deal of what her 
mother had «aid—she had so much 
Compare her life with the boy out
side?

Why. there was no comparison, sud 
yet he was richer than she, for he 
had that priceless treasure—the know
ledge of a true slater's love and truer 
sympathy to hug to his breast, und 
give him comfort and strength.

She shivered a little. She had 
never seemed more lonely than she 
did tonight. She had never realized 
the gulf that stretched between her 
aelf and her mother so completely, ao 
utterly.

Marie came In by and by. Her 
brown eyea were very tender. She 
was full of pretty words to express 
her affection for the glri. She chat
tered volubly aa ahe bruihei Al
wynne’» beautiful hair. She knew 
there waa something wrong; but she 
asked no questions. She spoke of 
her own affaire, and ahe brought a 
light to Alwynne’i face as she told 
her how Basil Canning had caught 
hold of her and questioned most eag
erly for Alwynne’» health. And with 
little anecdote» and broken senten
ce», which always amused Alwynne, 
Marie undressed her for the night

The Frenchwoman wae never tired 
of extolling the loveliness of her 
charge; there waa always some new 
beauty, some fresh charm, to her, and 
tonight ahe Juat gathered the slender 
form In her strong arms, and hissed 
the sofe curls tenderly.

“My angel!" ahe said, aa she 
whisked away with an authoritative: 
“Sleep well now!’’

Alwynne lay staring about her 
cabin. She had got used to the mo
tion, and tonight the sen waa calmer, 
and they were going fast Into fine 
weather. Outalde, she could hear the 
tramping of feet up and down, for it 
was early yet, and the moon had 
brought up some stragglers. There 
were voices Just beyond the wall of 
her room. She could hear them talk
ing almost distinctly, but she did lis
ten, her thoughts claimed her atten
tion, but nil at once she seemed to 
wnfce from her hasy dream.

It wae the boy'» voice she heard, 
full of gratitude in every note

“Good night my lord!" he wsa lay
ing. “How good you are! How cen 
I thank yon! 1—”

“Never mind thank», my lad!" the 
other voice answered, “or. If you 
must be grateful, thank your pretty 
angel, tor eke deserve» 111 By the 
way. did you ask. la she 111?"

Al Wynne’s heart beet a little quick
er. There wae something pleasant to 
her to the iaterast that rang to Ms 
voles she scarcely heard the boy's

answer; she wan waiting tor the, 
other to speak again.

“That 1» good! I am glad! I was 
afraid she might have take» coll; ft 
waa almost too roagfc for her yester
day. Toe are going, really? This 1» 
ycur best way. Good night!"

Alwynne dosed her eyes. That 
firm, vigorous, good salutation sounl- 
ed like n pleasant note of music. She 
heard a chair scrape the deck, and 
knew Lord Tnnntoo waa sitting bach

The scent of hi» cigar floated 
through the open porthole. The pac
er» up and down had gone away. It 
seemed to Alwynne as though he and 
«he were alone. In n dreamy sort of 
way «he seemed to derive pleasure 
from this thought and by soft de. 
greet the cabin with Its swaying 
movement passed from her eye*, and 
•he had forgotten ber trouble in a 
deep and dreamless sleep.

CHAPTER IV
Five days of the voyage had gone 

The weather had grown steadily bet
ter; the sun had come out end 
given » decided touch of warmth 
along with Its brilliancy at noontide. 
The atmosphere was delicious, spring 
beaming on every breeze, whispering 
of the golden summer that was not 
tor oft now.

The deck was crowded. It looked 
like an Impromptu hospital, with Its 
rows of long chairs, each bearing a 
bemuflled and berngged figure.

With the fine weather had come 
back health and strength, and laugh- 
tei was the order of the day.

Every one was more Or less ac
quainted with the personal appear 
ance of every one on board.

Lord Taunton was n never-failing 
source of Interest though he waa vot
ed very stiff and unsociable; and it 
was noted that he kept exclusively to 
hi» party, to the distinguished woman 
very like the Empress Eugenie, who 
sat enthroned with her sables about 
her and the far rugs surrounding her, 
li though ebe were Indeed n queen, 
and the tall, slender, graceful girl, 
whom some one declared wps beauti
ful, but whose face wae always 
shrouded In an extra thick veil, and 
whose chief occupation when not 
reading, was talking and .walking 
with a delicate, flaxen-haired boy. 
whom the ubiquitous somebody had 
further declared was not of this party, 
but waa traveling alone.

Mrs. Brabante waa exceedingly well 
pleased that It should be generally 
Imagined that the Earl of Taunton 
waa of the same party as herself. She 
had managed to make hla acquaint
ance quite easily. Her quick brain 
had seen Immediately ahe came on 
deck that the young man whom she 
knew well by sight was desirous of 
becoming acquainted; and it came 
atout somehow quite naturally, that 
they should sit and chat together 
easily.

Alwynne leaned back in her chair, 
that bright sunny da.y She had some 
letters to write, and her head achel, 
ahe told her mother.

Mrs. Brabante abrugged her should
er» and said nothing. She knew that 
twenty four hour»’ confinement waa 
more than Alwynne could stand, and 
ahe was quite prepared for the girl’s 
silent appearance heal le her chair the 
following morning.

Alwynne turned a little pale behind 
her veil aa she heard her mother 
laughing and talking to some one. 
She acknowledged the Introduction to 
I/ord Taunton with the merest and 
coMeet bend of her bead, and then 
•he sat down and began to read.

Her mother made an effort to draw 
her Into conversation. She and Lord 
Taunton were deep on some political 
questions.

"Alwynne prefer» poetry to poli
tics," she said laughingly.

Alwynne eaned bach In her chair. 
She bad declined Lord Taunton’s of
fers to wrap her rug about her very 
courteously, but coldly.

"I «hall go for a walk presently,” 
she had said.

She tried to center her thoughts on 
her hook, but her ear» would wait for 
his voice, and ahe found her ears fol
lowing Ms words eagerly.

Mrs. Brabante waa n remarkably 
clever woman. There waa no subject 
of conversation ahe could not take 
her share in. and worthily, too. She 
read everything; she followed every 
public matter of Interest; ahe had 
traveled all over the globe; ehe waa 
a splendid linguist and ahe had a 
been and caustic wit

Taunton waa interested, attracted, 
Impressed, Just ns she meant him to 
be. He found himself dwelling per 
eletently on these two beautiful wo-' 
men, who bore ao unmistakably the 
all of birth and breeding that defined 
the women of hla world. He was 
drawn out of Ms sombre thoughts by 
their lnflaenee, by the mother's bril
liant Individuality, the gtri’» silent 
aid gentle lovelases.

Three days had gone by, and be
tween Mrs. Brabante and himself wee 
established the moot cordial relation*. 
They seemed to have known one an
other all their lives. Tnnntoo had 
rarely responded to n friendship so 
readily as he had done'In title one. 
He waa full at admlratloa 1er this

ever irnsass. with her doer head

“What n statesman le lost In yen 
; enld to her laaghlsgly, one late

It was the fifth day. On the morrow 
toey would be at Queenstown, sad 
the day following they woeld land.

"Lord Bereeford often paid me the 
■me compliment" Mr». Brabante 
«aid. echoing hi» laugh; “but, tome- 
bow, I have never found myself quite 
ready to regret the mistake of my

=L-
Taunton looked out over the mov

ing water; the «un was beginning to | 
set He wae growing more interested 
and ponied each day. Of course, it 
waa impossible for him to lead the 
conversation Into any groove 'that 
might, perhaps, enlighten him as to 
the status and position of his more 
than pleasant acquaintance; but 
every now and then Mrs. Brabante let 
fall some word that only tended to in
crease his perplexity.

6he had spoken now of one of 
England's greatest politicians, and It 
was more than evident that there had 
been an intimate friendship between 
herself juid this man. On the other 
hand, she seemed to have few friends 

ong the fashionable women of 
London, but this was «plained by 
her long absence from England.

Mias Brabante will be presented 
this season, I suppose?” be said, now 
changing the subject, aa he perceived 
Al Wynne’s figure moving to and fro 
La the distance, with that subtle 
grace which seemed to touch him at 
every turn.

Mrs. Brabante closed her book, 
keeping one finger between the pages.

“Well, I am undecided,” she said 
■lowly. “I know it is a strange thing 
for a nineteenth century mother to 
•ay. Lord Taunton, but, do you know, 
i shirk a London Reason for my 
child. I suppose I cannot hope to 
keep her always to myself,” she add
ed, with a sort of wistful note In the 
voice, which was most effective. “But 
I cannot help being a little selfish, 
and I dread thrusting Alwynne Into 
the fierce rush that life ie In a great 
city. Perhaps you understand a little 
what I mean, Lord Taunton?”

“I think,” the young man answered, 
in a low voice, “I understand entire
ly, Mrs. Brabante.”

His eyes were on Alwynne’s face 
now. She was coming toward them; 
she was laughing and talking to Basil 
Canning. How fair and young and 
innocent ehe looked! His heart 
throbbed and contracted as he gazed 
at her. Oh, the mother was right! 
Such a flower must not be flung into 
the furnace df fashion to be scorched 
and singed—burned, perhaps. Who 
could tell?

He rose to his feet, with a word of 
excusé to Mrs. Brabante, and went to
ward the girl. He felt a thrill almost 
of jealousy for the fair, delicate boy 
who seemed to win all her smiles. 
Why was she cold and silent and stiff 
with him? What had he done that 
she should make such a difference be
tween him and Basil? He could 
scarcely believe she was the same 
girl who had clung to his arm in the 
wind and rain, and had answered hipi 
in a bright, laughing voice.

Mrs. Brabante watched hinr'gD with 
intense satisfaction.

“It works well,” she said to herself, 
“and it is she who has done it. Her 
very sullenness and coldness arre * 
powerful magnet. She could not have 
done better if she were the cleverest 
woman in the world! Taunton and 
Torre! The dream Is almost too good 
to be true!”

Alwynne flushed, and then paled, 
but she could not refuse his invitation 
t'j walk. Basil, obeying a smiling 
gesture from Mrs. Brabante, went to 
fulfill some errand, and they were 
alone.

They walked up and down in silence 
aud then stood, as they had done that 
second morning of their acquaintance 
leaning against the rails at the l>o\v.

Taunton waited for her to speak, 
but she seemed dumb—cold, proud, 
and dumb, like some beautiful statue. 
A wild longing came over him to 
suddenly seize those little hands, and 
force her eyes to look Into his. She 
had not met his gaze once of late.

“Your mother has given me per
mission to count myself as one of 
her friends, and call upon her in 
London,” he said when he spoke. 
“May I also consider I have the honor 
of pour permission added to hers?”

“I have no permission to give,” Al
wynne said coldly, and with an im
perceptible pause. “I have no 
friends, Lord Taunton!”

His face flushed. “I think I under
stand,” he said, with grave courtesy. 
“You consider me presumptuous—too 
hasty. You do not permit yourself to 
sequaint friends eo easily. Miss Bra
bante. I must a»k your pardon.”

Was it he who spoke thus—he, 
Taunton and Torre?—the man who 
wae renowned for hie imperious na
ture—hie proud, impenetrable, haugh
ty reserve? Could it possibly be he 
who had sued for pardon from this 
unknown girl?

A faint thrill of surprise communi
cated Itself to him, but—but It was 
not the feeling paramount In his 
mind. It would have been difficult, 
Indeed, to have analysed the exact na
ture of hie heart at this moment, al
though perhaps a sort of dogged de
termination to force this girl to bend 
to. his will was the principal of all.

Alwynne had flushed as he spoke, 
but her was too thick to let him 
see this change In her face. His 
proud contrition touched her deeply
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to forgive," she 
«aid. ie the same cold fashion, and 
she moved cn a few steps.

Taunton reeved with her. Her «old- 
ness tried him beyond endurance. He 
was drawn cut cf himself. He forgot 
the pest, forgot his ehame an 1 sor
row, forgot even hie pride In the pas
sionate impatience and intoxication 
that this girl's «lient indfference 
aroused in him.

What has changed you?” he askel. 
almost fiercely, beneath bis breath, 
as they walked down the deck ! 
fast growing twilight 

Alwynne’s heart beat to suffoca- 
cation. It was so hard to have r? 
fight with him when every nerve in 
her body, every pulse within her. 
eiery breath she drew, seemed to be 

regulated by him. She had had 
many painful moments of late In her 
life, but they had been theoretical, 
rather than practical, in their pain. 
They had been moments of uncom
fortable thought, cf unconscious con
tempt of sorrow, for the chasm that 
yawned daily more black and b‘g be
tween her mother and herself; but 
now the pain and the trouble was go
ing to be very different—something 
more real, something greater than 
she bad imagined, would be possible.

Against the bard thoughts her con
tempt had raised up for him were the 
softer ones that would come—sensa
tions and strange emotions so sweet 
as to bewilder her young brain.

She had seen the change in his 
face these last few days. Her wo
man’s heart read the meaning in his 
eyes. She did not need her mother's 
radiant expression to translate It for 
her; but up to this moment Alwynne 
had steeled herself In contempt She 
bad credited him bitterly with all the 
meaner motives that sometimes ac
tuate a man.

"I hare a pretty face. He is dull, 
bored, blase, I am an amusement. 
Perhaps he Is poor, as so many of 
these old known families are, and he 
fancies I have money. He is piqued 
because I do not speak. Perhaps— 
perhaps, mamma has hinted, as she 
a’one can do, that I am sentimental 
P.2 imagines already I love him!”

So her thoughts had run wildly In 
the seclusion of her cabin. She en
couraged them. She wanted to think 
bodly of him. She wished she had 
rfver seen him. She longed for land, 
ar.d the day that would separate him 
from her sight.

(Id be continued)

GERMAN ATROCITIES
HORRIBLE TO EXTREME

Paris, Sept 2—Mrs. Herman H. 
Harjes, wife of the Paris banker, who, 
with other Americans, has been deep
ly interested in relief work, visited 
the North Railroad station, and was 
shocked by the sights she saw among 
the Belgian refugees.

“The station,” said Mrs. Harjes, 
presented the aspect of a shambles. 

It was the saddest sight I ever saw. 
It is impossible to believe the tortur- 
e? and cruelties the poor unfortunates 
had undergone.

*1 saw many boys with both their 
hands cut off, so- that it was impos 
sible for them to carry a gun. Every
where was filth and utter desolation. 
The helpless little babies, lying on the 
cold, wet cement floor, and crying for 
proper nourishment, was enough to 
bring hot tears to any mother’s eyes.

A mother, with twelve children, 
jsald: ‘What to become of us? It 
seems impossible to suffer more. I 
saw my husband bound to a lamp 
post He was gagged And being tor
tured by bayonets. When I tried to 
Intercede in his behalf 1 was knocked 
Ecnseless with a rifle. I never taw 
him again.’

FIRST DOSE ENDS INDIGESTION, 
HEARTBURN OR GAS ON 

STOMACH

The quation as to how long you 
are going to continue a sufferer from 
indigestion, dyspepsia or out of order 
stomach is merely a matter of how 
soon you begin taking Tonoline Tabs.

People with weak stomachs should 
take Tonoline Tablets occasionally, 
and there will be no more indiges
tion, no feeling like a lump of lead In 
the stomach, no heartburn, sour ris
ings gas on stomach, or belching of 
undigested food, headaches, dizziness 
or sick stomach, and besides, what 
you eat will not ferment and poison 
your breath with nauseous odors. All 
these symptoms resulting from a 
sour, out of order stomach and dys
pepsia are generally relieved five min
utes after taking Tonoline Tablets.

Go to your druggist and get a $1 
box of Tonoline Tablets and you will 
always go to the table with a hearty 
appetite, and what you eat will taste 
good, because your stomach and in
testines will be clean and fresh, and 
you will know there are not going to 
be any more bad nights and miserable 
days for you. Tonoline tabs freshen 
you and make you feel life lo worth 
living.

Tonoline Tablets cost $1.00 ter * 
50 days' treatment At druggists or 
mailed by American Proprietary » a, 
Boston, Maes.
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