
•eh misery.

tion, heartburn, dyspepsia; when the 
food you eat ferments Into gases and 
stubborn lumps; your bead aches and 
you feel sick and miserable, that's 
when you realise the magie In Pape’s 
Dlapepato. It makee all stomach mis
ery vanish In live minutes.
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THE WEDDING DAT.

ST. JOHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND. FEBRÜARY 4, 191S-2

Time passed on swiftly, and at last 
the happy day Itself dawned bright 
and clear. In Blnglelgh—and, indeed, 
for miles around—all work was laid 
aside, and there was a general holi
day. The villagers were in holiday 
attire and holiday humor, not only 
because of their love for the young 
squire and his bride, but also because 
the Verners’ rule had ended, and with 
It much apprehension on their part. 
The man they had respected had come 
into his own. The day of Squire Reu
ben’s wedding was to be a gala day 
tor all and one that was not likely 
to fade from their memories.

There was a clash and clang of 
bells, and Sir Edwin had driven off to 
church with Olive, who looked so 
lovely in her wedding dress, that her 
father felt it would be hard to part 
with her, even though she was only 
going to the Grange.

So great was the excitement around 
the countryside, that a stranger might 
well be forgiven for imagining that an 
election was in full swing. Certainly 
a carriage on Its way from Wool cot 
had to stop, on account of the happy, 
laughing crowd, and one of its in
mates, no less a person than Lord 
Cravenden himself, leaned out of the 
carriage and asked what was the mat
ter.

The man whom he addressed did 
not recognize his lordship, and stared 
at him in surprise.

"Why, sir,” he said, in a tone al
most of reproach, “it’s the young, 
squire’s wedding day, an’ there’s the 
bells.”

“Aye, sir, it be Squire Venter's wed
ding day,” said another of the men; 
‘‘an’ a fine day it be for us.”

Lord Cravenden looked mystified at 
thé villagers’ happy faces; for his 
memories of either Squire Verner or 
his son were not stich pleasant ones.

"Who is the bride?" he asked.
The man laughed, as he answered 

proudly: “Why our Altos Olive, of 
course, sir."

Lord Cravenden frowned and drew 
back, as the carriage went on its way.

“So she married him after all,” said 
his mother, the dowager, in regretful 
tones.

“Yes," he said. “I’m sorry for her.”
"Do you know them, dear?" asked 

his young wife, in her clear, soft 
voice. She looked lovelier than ever 
an! entirely happy, as she sat by her 
husband’s side, for she had been an 
overwhelming success. During their 
brief stay in London, she had captiva
ted all hearts, till at last her hus
band, who worshiped her, declared 
himself jealous of her popularity, and 
laughingly carried her off to Craven
den Hall, where they had remained.

Now he looked at her fondly, as he 
said:

“Yes, dearest, and I dislike the man.

ir indigestion Or 
Sour, Add Stomach

If your atomach Is la • 
revolt—if you can’t get It regulated, 
please, for your sake, try Pape’s Dia- 
pepsin. It’s so needle* to have a 
bad stomach—make your next meal a 
favorite food meal, then take a little 
Dtapepsln. There will not be any dis
tress—eat without fear. It’s because 
Pape’s Diapepsin “really does” regu
late weak, out-of-order stomachs that 
gives It its millions of sal* annually.

Get a large flfty-cent case of Pape’s

«apepsln from any drug store. It Is 
e quickest, surest etomadh relief and 
cure known. It acts almost like ma
fic—it is a scientific, harmless and 

pleasant stomach preparation which 
truly belongs in every home.

He is an utter bounder. How on earth 
so refined a woman as Olive Seymour 
could marry such a clod, I can’t con
ceive."

“Perhaps she loved him," murmur
ed his wife softly.

“Impossible!” returned Lord Crav
enden hastily. "Wait till you see him, 
my dear, and you’ll agree with me. It 
is a mystery."

“She has done it to save her father 
from ruin, I think," said the dowager 
sadly. “Poor girl, I wish now I had 
stayed at the Manor; I might have 
prevented it"

Mary looked at her sympathetic
ally. She had learned to love her 
mother-in-law; and she hated to see 
even a passing cloud cm her smooth 
brow.

Lord Cravenden took his wife’s 
band.

“We are nearly back, my darling,” 
he said.

At that moment the carriage pulled 
np, as /the crowd of people came down 
from Blnglelgh and Reave Hollow. It 
was impossible for the carriage to 
pass along the narrow lane; and as 
Lady Cravenden looked out on the 
happy throng, a sudden thought 
struck her.

“Walter," she said, "do let us go in
to the church; I do so long to see an 
English country wedding.”

Her husband hesitated ever so 
«lightly.

‘‘I don’t want to know the man," he 
said, “though I shall always have the 
profoundest respect for Miss Sey
mour. Still, dearest, we will get in at. 
the back if you like, where we shall 
be unnoticed."

The dowager was also anxious to 
catch one more glimpse of her old 
favorite, so, accordingly, the three 
travelers descended and made their 
way to the church. But the sacred 
edifice was full already, and the little 
party was compelled to wait outside, 
half hidden by an elm.

“Evidently the villagers don’t share 
your dislike for the young squire, or 
they wouldn’t make such a fuss,” said 
Lady Cravenden, as she watched the 
children with flowers in their hands, 
ready to throw them beneath the feet 
of the bride.

(To be Continued.)

t Happiness
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Comes at Last.

And the Worst is Yet to Come—

CHAPTER fc 
A CHANCE TO ESCAPE.

The girl, with a gesture of assent, 
lays down thé hat and shawl she had 
taken from thé tiUAO* stands with her 
hands folded» the embodiment of im
patient resignation.

“I suppose you want your tear says 
the elder woman, coming to the table 
and fidgeting with the drees as she 
had done with the reels and cottons. 
“It’s time you had it. I wonder whe
ther they would like to be kept with, 
out their meals, even for a quarter of 
an hour, up at the Court? Ah, it’s a 
hard life the poor lead; but you don’t 
want me to tell you that—you're tired 
enough of it I know! you look it— 
sick and tired of it, any one can see, 
Olive Bstcourt”

Tie girl makes no reply, but goes 
slowly to the window and looks wear
ily out As she stands, with still fold
ed hands, her dark face set toward 
the light she makes a'grand picture 
for painter or sculptor; the face of a 
woman, the figure of a girl—a face 
that lacks only the light of happiness 
to become as beautiful and bewitching 
as Circe’s.

“Why don’t you speak?" asks the 
other.

The girl raises her eyebrows.
“What is there to say?" she replies ; 

and her voice is, like her face, rich, 
harmonious, full of shadowed, sub
dued music. “I am tired—yes; but I 
shall not be refreshed by telling you 
so.”

“You might be—at least you’ve 
never tried; you’d rather brood and 
brood. You’re like your mother, 
Olive-----"

A flush spreads swiftly over the 
dark face, and her lips contract but 
only for a moment

“The image of her. You can’t help 
that though sometimes I wish you 
could. Well, the thing is done) and 
IH get the tea. Perhaps”—she paus
es, and strokes the dress halt nervous
ly, half fiercely, before she goes on 
more abruptly—“perhaps this is the 
last dress you’ll make for other wo
men, Olive Bstcourt"

Olive, not startled, simply aroused, 
turns her dark‘eyes questlonlngly.

"What do you mean?” she asks, in 
her lox voice.

"What I say; here’s one that can 
tell you better than I can," she adds; 
and, as a knock is heard at the door, 
catches up the drees and crosses the 
room.

"Yes, Mr. Burney, Olive Is in here,” 
she says, though no one has spoken. 
“Come in; I’m going to make the 
tea.” .

The door opens slowly, and a man’s 
face appears, followed slowly and 
hesitatingly by the rest of his body. 
It Is not an unpleasant face, belong 
tog to neither a young nor an old man. 
Indeed, it was difficult to tell Jacob 
Burney's age, It might have been 
more than sixty, or less than forty- 
five. One of those faces which one 
sees matched with a stout well- 
developed, upright and well-preserved 
body, with only a suspicion of age 
about it and something almost of 
youth. Some wit more pointed thun 
kind, had called Jacob Burney 
chronological enigma,” no one could 
guess his age.

"Come to, Mr. Burney, and sit 
down," said Mrs. Dennett "Olive has 
finished her work, and will be glad of 
seme one to talk to for a change; sit 
down." » *

The last pert of the sentence was 
almost a command, and Jacob Burney, 
Obeyed, rather precipitately. Then 
he smoothed his neat mutton-chop 
Whiskers, and looked up, with a hesi
tating, yet solemn, expression, at Olive 
who was moving to and fro, putting 
away the remnants of her toQ.

"I’m glad you’ve finished your work, 
Miss Olive," he said at last 

“Thank yon," replied Olive, "so am 
: v- r4:%- . ”

"I dare say, I dare say," he assent
ed, with that pre-occupied air which 
a man wears when he says something, 
while he wants to be saying soi 
thing very different 

"I think yon work too much. Mi* 
live. All work and no play ms 
wfc a dull hoy, you know."
"Ye*. I know," said the girl, with

not Jack—that rule oùly holds good 
for boys, Mr. Burney."

The old man—if he was old—fidget
ed slightly ou Ms chair, and shook his 
head solemnly.

"I don’t think that Olive; and I’ve 
been thinking a great deal about you 
lately."

“Yeer said the girl, with a little 
stare of surprise, mingle^ with her 
grateful smile. "That is very kind of 
you, Mr. Burney."

“Not at all—not at all!” he pro
tested, rather feebly. “In fact I 
can’t help thinking about you, so 
there’s no merit in it is there?"

As he asked the question, gravely, 
almost grimly, the girl stopped short 
on her way to a drawer, and looked 
at him, her dark, distinct eyebrows 
arched with a plain, unfeigned 
prise.

“Thinking of me—obliged to think 
of me, Mr. Burney?" she says, with a 
taint smile playing about the corners 
of the, mobile lips. "That "sounds 
very strange. I thought" and now 
she speaks gravely, almost grimly, 
“no one in this wide world could by 
any chance have any thought about 
me.”

'There you’re wrong," said Jacob 
Burney—"believe me, you’re wrong— 
I think of you every day, Olive—aye, 
and at night too! You see, I’ve seen 
so much of you. I’ve known you 
were’’—unconsciously he puts his 
hand about a foot from the floor to 
suggest her height at the commence
ment of their acquaintance, but per
haps remembering that it will be as 
well not to go too far back, hesitates, 
and says, instead: “Since you were 
rather young. I knew your father”— 
Olive, who had been standing by the 
table, comes across to him, and leans 
against the window, her hands clasp
ed loosely, her eyes fixed dreamily on 
the street—“I knew your father," con
tinues Jacob Burney—“knew him be
fore he ran away and married your— 
your mother."

The girl moved her eyes from the 
street to the Speaker’s face with a 
quick, interested, ' half-dreading 
glance.

“You—you knew my mother, Mr. 
Burney?” she says softly, curiously. 

Jacob Burney shakes his head.
“No, not your mother—nobody 

knew her. Your father came back 
alone after six years’ absence from 
the village—came back without any 
money, hut with a little girt The lit
tle girl was you, Olive.”

The little girl sighs, and returns to 
her contemplation of the distant hor
izon.

“He,” continues Mr. Burney, with 
all the pleasure of a gossip—"he was 
in black, and so were you. Your mo
ther, so he said, was dead; he didn’t 
say much else about her. She was 
lady, he said—a perfect lady, but it 
was whispered that she was an ac
tress.”

Olive looks up, with a startled cu
riosity.

“An actress, Mr. Burney?"
He noda solemnly.

Whether it was true 
He didn’t care 

to talk about her, and hadn’t' much 
time, indeed, for he died, as you know, 
a month after he came back, and left 
you with his sister—with your aunt, 
Mrs. Dennett And here”—he winds 
up with the air of one who has com
pleted one chapter of a history satis
factorily—"here you have been ever 
since."

(To be Continued.)

Fashion

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogne Scrap Book of ear Pat. 
tern Cuts. The* will be found very 
useful *> refer to from time to time.

AN UP-TO-DATE DBESS FOB THE 
GROWING GIRL.

S30Ü

2306—This makes a fine school 
frock. The back and fronts are plait
ed under square yoke sections, which 
may be ommitted. The sleeve may be 
in wrist or shorter length.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 8, 10, 
12 and 14 years. Size 12 requires 
yards of 36-inch material. Galatea, 
gingham, linen, khaki, serge, velvet 
and corduroy are nice for this style.

A pattern of this Illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents in silver or stamps.

A GOOD COSTUME FOB GENERAL 
WEAR.

“An actress.
/

or not, nobody knows.

Your Rheumatism
The twists and aches of rheumatic 
sufferers usually yield to the rich 
oil-food treefoaent in ,

ççqto
ObEskSu

when everything ehe fails. Besides 
helping to purify and enrich the 
blood Scott’s strengthens the func
tions to threw off injurious acids 
and is especially beneficial during 
changing seasons.' Many 
doctors themselves take 
Scoff’s. You Try Mm
Scelt a Bnroc, Toronto, OnL 17-M

Fads and Fashions.
There are some very pretty even

ing gowns all at chiffon. ,
Slipover bloueea are thought very 

well of to some quarters.
Button back blueses also find their 

place to many spring lines.
Hats are of the simplest shape, da*

£3/7
i IT.

Waist—2317. Skirt—2313.
This model comprises Ladles’ Shirt 

Waist Pattern 2317 and Ladies’ Skirt 
Pattern 2313. The models may be 
combined in one material or, the waist 
may be of linen, crepe, madras, satin 
or flannel and the skirt of serge, 
broadcloth, gabardine, mixed or plaid 
suiting. The waist pattern is cut in 7 
sizes: 34, 86, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 in
ches bust measure. The skirt to 7 
sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30. 32 and 34 la
ches waist measure. A medium size 
will require tor skirt and waist 6% 
yards of 4-inch material. The skirt 
measures 214 yards at the foot, tfith 
plaits drawn out j 

This lllustrtioan calls for TWO 
separate patterns, which will be mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents FOR BACH pattern, to silver or 
stamps.

MeiTsWorkSliirts,
Men’s COLD WEATBER SHIRTS.

WE HAVE THEM!
Shirt Flannels and Winceys have been difficult goods to 

even at high prices, but we have managed to procure a fai,u 
decent assortment of MEN’S FLANNEL and WINCEY SHIRTS 
at pretty decent prices. 19

If you want a bit of Red Flannel to wear on your “chlst" 
/ these times, you’ve got to pay about 31.16 per yard for it -ti 

takes about three and a half yards of Flannel to make a Shirt 
and there Is the cost of making. Now, do a little figuring w. 
offer— *
MEN’S STRIPED WINCEY SHIRTS at............ -.. ..flAO esel
MEN’S HEAVY GREY FLANNEL SHIRTS at............$1.95 ^
MEN’S,. FINEST QUALITY STRIPÉD and, GREY FLANNB, 

SHIRTS at $3.00 to mo each.
These latter range to size from 1414 to 1716 Inch neckband» 

and are made with detachable collars. Most of our other Shirt» 
are made with collars attached.

We have a lot of other Work Shirts which we do not mentioi 
here as the quantities are small Amongst them

A Big Seller i§ Our Men’s 
Khaki Winceyette Shirts, 

only $1.35 each.
You will have to admit, on the present prices of material!, 

that onr Shirt Prices are more than reasonable. But be warned, 
we can’t do these prices for always, so buy now. We mention 
that we have

BOYS’ STRIPED WINCEY AND FLANNELETTE SHIRTS, 
without collars; sizes 12 to 14.

HENRY BLAIR
E are still 

showing a 
splendid se

lection of : : :

TWEEDS
and

No scarcity at
Maunder’s.

Howt v;r,webeg 
to remind our cus
tomers these goods 
are selling rapid
ly, and cannot be 
replaced at the 
same price.

John Maunder,
Tailor and Gothier SL Johns,

Size

Address to full;—

Venise is slowly puzMng lt-

velvet gowne

John Smith, Late General Merchant of 
Brigus, CJB. Te Oitport Bayers 

sad Seilers.
Having sold out my Internet to the 

business at Brigus and removed to the 
City, I am now open to act as your 
SL John’s Agent. Goods bought at 
the lowest rate, and everything you 
have to sell sold at the highest price 
obtainable. My long experience in the 
general but 
at your dl|

Correspondence solicited.
Ofikei He. $86 Duckworth Street,

npTl7£m.tth,s

i MINARIPS LCraiENT I
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Warner’s Rust-Proof Corsets.
A Work-a-Day Corset

as well as for Dress.

Warner’s Corsets are made to 
wear, not to rust, break or tear. 
You may pay all kinds of money 
for a Corset but you will never 
have a better fitting, a better 
wearing, or a more comfortable 
Corset than a Warner’s.

We can give you any Warn
er’s style that is correct for 
fashion and your figure, and we 
confidently expect to $11 every 
Corset requirement with s 
Warner’s Rust-Proof, so remark
able are they in shape, comfort 
and wear.

Price : $1.50 per pair np.

100th Annual
THE ANNUAL REPO! 

§£ . have pleasure in presenting tl

bTebÆ t’u8lnee8 f°r th6 ye- e°d!d3l8tI^^Tand Lose Account 31st Octobe

~ •*ye*ar ’ended" Slat October, 181 
, ltS deducting charges of management an r ^ngtun7rovislon for all bad and doubtfE

debts ......................................

terly Dividend 216 Per cent, paid 1st Marcl

irterly" Dividend" 216 per cent paid 1st Jun

W1i7 nér cent paid 1st June, 1917.............
,UIerly^Dividend 2% per cent, paid 1st Sept

7 erfy Dividend W Per cent, payable 1st De<j
1917 .. •

Bus 1 Per cent, payable 1st Dec., 1917

Tax on Bank Note Circulation to 31st 0<t 
1 Ascriptions" to Patriotic Funds, 373,500, of whlij 

Nation for Bank Premises.......................

dance of Profit and Loss carried forward 
Uance LIABILITIES.
lital Stock . :................................................

of Profits carried forward

v;-,.,

he 100th Annual General Meeting 
he Shareholders of the Bank of 

htreal was held in the Board Room 
he Bank’s Headquarters, 

ongst those present were: D.
Angus, Esq., R. B. Angus, 

J. H. Ashdown, Esq., H. W. 
clerk. Esq., Colonel Henry Cock- 
H. R. Drummond. Esq.. G. B. 

er, Esq., c. R. Hosmer, Esq., Har- 
Kennedy, Esq., Wm. McMaster, 
> Sir Vincent Meredith, Bart., Lord 
Shnessy, K.C.V.O., Sir Frederick 

as-Tayior, Alfred Piddington, 
Dr. F. j. Shepherd, James Rod- 

Esq., Edward Sawtell, Esq., C. J.
K. C-, John Patterson, Esq., 

t-Colonel O. R. Hooper, Hugh 
Esq., W. R. Miller. Esq- Estate 

George CaverhiU, Esq., W. 
tekadar, Esq., De: W. Gardner, 
Read; Esq., R. Campbell Nelles, 
A. D. Braithwaite, Esq., F. J. 
urn. Esq., E. P. Winslow, Esq., 
Clarke, Esq,, and H. E. Raw-

®*q.
PRESIDENT’S ADDRESS. 

^Vincent Meredith, in moving the 
of the Report of the Dlrect- 

the Shareholders, said:— 
i third of Novembr last, the 
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ned Dividends.................. ......................
terly Dividend, payable 1st De

cember, 1917 ..................................  3400,000.|
mis of 1 p.c. payable 1st December,

1917 ................................................. 160-00°l

/fetes of the Bank in circulation............ ••
dance due to Dominion Government .. ..

sits not bearing interest............................
osits bearing interest, including interest
crued to date of statement........... .... ..
osits made by and Balances due to oth
Banks in Canada .. -...........................
nces due to Banks and Banking Correspon
ents elsewhere than in Canada............

Ills Payable........................................................

ances under Letters of Credit.............
bil’.ties rri ■T-r’-1-’-’ *’-« foregoing .. ..

ASSETS.
[ and Silver coin current...................

ilon Notes.............................................
tits'in the Central Gold Reserves .... 

nces due by Banks and Bank
ing Correspondents elsewhere
than In Canada........................ 316,629,089

and Short , (not exceeding 
thirty days) Loans in Great 
Britain and United States___ 100,610,214

ilon and Provincial Government Securiq
not exceeding market value..............

Dway and other Bonds, Debentures and Stoij
not exceeding market value..................
adian Municipal Securities, and British, 
eign and Colonial Public Securities otj
than Canadian........................................

ties of other Banks ...................................
ques on other Banks..............................

nt Loans and Discounts In Canada (less
bate of Interest) ...................................
as to Cities, Towns, Municipalities and Sclij
Districts..................................................

rent Loans and Discounts elsewhere than| 
Canada (less rebate of Interest) .. 

verdue debts, estimated loss provided for

ok Premises at not more than cost (less amd 
bilities of Customers under Letters of Credit! 

epoeit with the Minister for the purposes ol|
Fund..........................................................
er Assets not included In the foregoing

MCENT MEREDITH, President.
FREDERICK WILLIAMS-]


