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CHAPTER XXII
“To-morrow?” and her face flushed.
“Yes,” he said, sButt X

do not know that he will find his way

promptly.

to Park Lane quite so quickly.”
“No?” scornfully.
“No, first.

Blair has been through a rather heavy

not just at You see,

mill, and he is—well, to put it shortly
—rather crushed.”

“I understand.”
that
fight shy of all his acquaintan-

“Yes,” slowly, “I imagine he
will
ces for a time, women especially.
Why, he can scarcely bring himself
to say half a dozen civil words to me,
his best friend.”

“‘His best friend!”” she murmur-
ed,

““His best friend!” he repeated, w'th
emphasis. ‘“So that one must not ex-
pect too much from him just yet. In
a week or two he will comeé round,
and you will find him only too glad to
drop in for afternoon tea.”

She looked at him quickly, for there
seemed a hidden meaning in his words
commonplace as they were.

He nodded.

“Yes, just that.

some afternoon,

He
and

drop in

will,

will
you of
course, greet him as if you had ‘parted
from him only the night before. Make
a fuss over him, and he will be off
like a frightened hare, and you will
lose him. But just receive him with
the politeness due to an ordinary ac-
quaintance, and he will not be alarm-
ed.
ping in and—and—" he smiled signi-

hint would be

He will get accustomed to drop-

ficantly—"“any further
superfluous.”

She sat silently regarding the fire,
with this new hope, the news of Mar-
garet’s death, shining softly in her
eyes, and he sat watching her.

“What fools women are!” she mur-
mured, at last.

“I would rather you said that than
I,” and he laughed softly.
she ‘went
“The one thing denied to us, that

“We are like children,”
on.
is the thing we.must have and cry
I wish—I wish that

I were dead or had no heart!”

“The two things are synonymous,”
he said. . “Without a heart one,
‘deed, might as well be dead.”

She looked at him with momentary
interest and curiosity.

“They say that you have no heart,

Austin.”

“But you_know that I have;” he re-

" sponded at once. “But we won’t talk
about my heart, it is a matter of such
little consequence, isn’t it? And now

I think I will go. I have come likas

the messenger with good tidings, ard

my presence is now superfluous. You
will see Blair shortly. I need scarce-

Iy hint that not a word of the past

should escape your lips.”

our eyes out for!

. in-

He spoke as carelessly and coolly
as usual, but his eyes watched hers
closely as he waited for her answer.

“No, no,” she said; “I will say no-
thing about—her,” and she sh\}ddered.

“Certa.i&:ly not. Take care you: do
not. It is g'rewsome work raising
-spectres, and I wam you that to

send him from your side at once.”

She sighed and bit her lips.
“He—he cared for her so much?’
she murmured huskily.

Austin Ambrose shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“Who can tell? I suppose so. Cer-
tainly, he raved- about her enough.
But all that is past, you know; thec
girl is dead, and time—which, so they
say, will wipe out anything save an
IOU—will erase her from his mem-
ory.”

He got his hat, and stood looking
down at her slight figure as she sat
leaning forward over the fire.

Then she glanced up and caught his
eyes.

With a little start, gshe rose and held
out her hand.

“I—I do not know what to say to
you, Austin,” said, falteringly.
“To speak of gratitude seems a mere

she

formal way of expressing what I
You have done me a great ser-
She stopped and hesitated,
his steadfast gaze.
“If there is anything I can do——"

feel.
vice——"
embarrassed by

He shook his head.
“No,” he said, with a smile, “there
is nothing you can do for me, thanks,
except win the day and be happy.”

“And—and yet you spoke of—hinted
at—some possible reward!” she said,
wondering whether she should offer
him money,

“Are you dying to make me a pre-
a thousand pounds?” he
said, laughing softly.

sent of, say,
“I am sorry to
balk your generous intentioms, but I
do not want money—at present. I am
not rich, excepting in the sense that

the man whose requirements are

No, I do not want
Some day I may

small is never poor.
your money, Violet.
—1I only say I may—come to you and
remind you of my share in this little
may never do so;

business. Perhaps I
)

but, at any rate, your bare ‘I thank
you’ will reward me sufficiently now.”

“Then, I thank you,” she said.

He pressed her hand, looked into
her eyes with the same half-comical
smile, and then left her.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Blair came back to town, thin, and
pale, and haggard, with only one de-
sire in his heart: to forget the past
and kill the present! He had been
wild and reckless as a youth, and .it
had only been his love for Margaret
that had checked him in his road to
ruin.

If she had still been by his side, he
would have swung round and become
one of the steadiest of men—she would
have been his saving 'and guardian
angel. But he had lost her, and with
her all that had made life worth liv-
ing.

So he came back to the old life in
London, hating it with a
bitter as death, and yet not knowing
of any other way in which to kill time
and escape_ from the past.

As Austin Ambrose had . said, his
friends were glad to see him, but they
were aghast at the change which a
few weeks had wrought : the old
light-hearted Blair; and the pace he
the most

weariness

in

‘was going alarmed even
reckless of them.

They dared not ask him any ques-
tions, for there was something about
him, a touch of savageness and smoth-
ered bitterness in his manner which
warned them that any display of curi-
osity would be resented.

“I can’t mal§e Blalr out,” said Lord
Aldmere to Colonel Floyd. It was at
a well-known club, which does not
open its doors until well-regulated
people have gone to bed. “What he
has been doing, Heaven only knows;
but' I never saw a man so changed.
Why, it was only this summer that he
was in the best of form, bright as a
—a stal’, don’t you know, and now—
look at him!” he concluded, glancing
across the room at Blair, as he sat
moodily over the fire, a big cigar in
his mouth, his haggard face drooping
on his breast, his sad eyes fixed gloom-
ily on the ground. “Never. saw such
a change in a man in all my life.”
“He has been ill, you know," said
the colonel, eying the drooping, list-
less/figure with a troubled regard;
“had a fever and all that kind ‘of
thing.” .

“Yes—I know,” said the marquis,
stammeringly; “but other fellows have
had foven, and they don’t cut up like
that. T had the tever-—-no, I think it

would be to raise a spectre which will Use [{] casweis” '0r

Liver and Bowels
When Consllpated

When blllons, headachy, sick, for sour
stomach, bad breath,

bad colds.

LT T
Get a 10-cent box.
Take a Cascaret to-night to cleanse
your Liver, Stomach and Bowels, and
you will surely feel great by morn-
ing. You men and women who have
headache, coated tongue, a bad cold,
are bilious, nervous, disordered stom-
ach, or have backache and feel all’
worn out. Are you keeping your
bowels clean with Cascarets — or
merely forcing a passageway every
few days with ‘salts, cathartic pills or
castor oil?

Cascarets immediately cleanse and
regulate the stgmach, remove ' the
sour, undigested and fermenting food
and foul gases; take the excess bile
from the liver and carry off the con-
stipated waste matter and poison
from the bowels.

Remember, a Cascaret to-night will
straighten you out by morning. A
10-cent box from your druggist means
healthy bowel action; a clear head
and cheerfulness for months. Don’t
forget the children.

but I pulled round all right, and was
as jolly as a sandboy after all. It
isn’t the fever that’s done it, Floyd;
there’'s something else, depend upon
it, \Vherje has he béen all this time?
nobody knows exactly.”

“You'd better ask him,”
colonel, with grim irony.

“Ask him!” stuttered the marquis;

said the

“I dare say! I expect I should get
my head snapped off!
said something about Paris yesterday,

‘But you

Some fellow

and turning to Blair, said:
were there then, weren't you, Blair?
and Blair just turned and glared at
him as if he was going to eat him!
No, by George, you bet I don’'t ask
him anything!”

“Perhaps you'd better not,” assent-
ed the colonel. *“Discretion is the bet-
ter part of valor. But he isn’t always
like this, is he?” he asked, in an un-
dertone.

“No, not always,” replied Aldmere.
“He’ll wake up presently and puil
himself together, and then he’ll go
into the dining-room and order some
dinner, and as like as not when it
comes ne’ll march out and leave it!
I've seen him do it twd or three times,
by Jove! and then later on he’ll take
a big drink, and when he’s livened up
a bit, he’ll go down to the Green Ta-
ble.”

The colonel

Table was

whistled. The Green
the fashionable gaming
club, and the proprietor might appro-
priately have inscribed over its hand-
some stone doorway, ‘“Abandon hope,
all ye who enter here!” for many a
man had found cause to rue the hour
in which he passed its portals.

There was no more dangerous place
in all London than the Green Table,
and Colonel Floyd’s whistle was not
by any means superfluous.

“And does he win?” he asked.

“Sometimes, but not often,” replied
the marquis. “Loses four nights out
of five. Seems to have lost his game,
too. You know hoyv good he was at
most things? First rate all round
man, you know. But now he seems
to have lost his head, and plays like &
I saw him miss two
Poor

man in a dream.
points at baccarat last night.
old Blair'”

“Poor old Blair!” echoed the Col-
“Can’t something be done?”
The young marquis shook his head
sadly. s
“Whe could do'anything? In the old
times, Plair was as good-natured &
fellow as you'd meet in a day’s wa.ﬂk;
but, by George! as I said, you dare
If one of us

onel.

not speak to him now.
were to drop a word signifying that he
was going to the devil—well, by jin-
go! he’d send us there ourselves, and
pretty sharp.”” y
“I suppose it was some love affair?”
said tha colonel, thoughtfully.
“Don’t know. Perhaps so. There is
one fellaw who could- tell us, and
that's that fellow Austin Ambrose.”
The colonel made a grimace.

“I hate that fellow more than ever,”
he said. “He’s back, too, by the way.
Shouldn’t wonder if he has been with
Blair all the time, and isn’t, in some
way. or other, mixed up with the
business. I never thought that fellow
up to much.”

“Don’t see what harm he could be
up to,” said the young marquis. “And
80 the fair  Violet won't go down :to

speak ot Margaret Hnle to Blair - was measles, or m\nmps. or something, Scotland this autumn. eh, F‘loyd"’
-

“No,” said the colonel l:uetully;
“and so I can’t, either, confound it!
Not that there seems much use in
hanging about, for one can’t get a civ-

il word from her lately.”

“They say,” whispered the marquis,
“that she’s still sweet on Blair.”

The colonel glanced over at hifq
and Shrugged his shoulders.
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A
Ash, Miss E.
Adams, George
Aylward, Miss M., card,
New Gower Street

{| Andrew Brothers

same

“Then she's wasting that
sweetness on desert air, Aldy, for to
my certain kxiowledge he hasn’t been
near Park Lane since he came back.

The Home Dressmaker shounld keep
Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat-

tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time.

Hallo, talk of the devil—here is that
fellow!”
For Austin Ambrose entered the
room in his peculiar noiseless fashion
and, bestowing a nod upon the colon-
el and the marquis, crossed the room
to Blair’s chair. ;
Blair looked up as Austin Ambrose
greeted him, looked mp with that list-
gpiritless glance which speaks
hopes

less,
so eloquently of the wrecked
and consequent despair.
“Well, Blair,” said Austin Ambrose,
with “Thought I

should fird you here! You've dined,

his slow smile.
of course?"

Blair thought a moment as if
were trying to recollect.

“No, I haven’t,” he said.

“No?” cheerfully. “Come and have
some, gri]lzd bones with me.”
’ was the list-

he

“I hate grilled bones,’
less response.

Austin Ambrose laughed and drop-
ped into a chair.

“So do I, if it comes to that, bnt man
must eat to live;
bones. Rlair,” and he leaned forward,
“you have seen the evening paper?”

“No,” said Blair, lighting his cigar,
which he had allowed to die out.

“No! ~Then you don’t know
Springtime has lost?”

“Has he?” was the indifferent
sponse. “Did I back him?’ and
passed his thin wasted hand ever his

but ‘never mind the

that

re-
he

forehead.
Austin

brows.
“Did you back

what” a question.

Ambrose raised his eye-
him? My dear Blair,

Pidn’t you tell me
this morning to get what odds I
could?”

“Yes, I remember,” said Blair, lean-
ing back and gazing into the fire.
“That’s the horse you thought so well
of, isn’t it?”

Austin Ambrose colored faintly.

“Well, I don’t know. I would not
puk it exactly that way. But I did
think he had a chance, and I backed
him myself for as much as I could af-
ford,” he said in a much lower tone
than Blair had used, for he did not
want_ the marquis and the colqnel to
hear them.

“And he. lost?” said Blair, indiffer-
ently. “Well, somebody must lose,”
and he shrank back in his .chair as if
he were both weary and cold.

“I suppose the money is all right?—
I mean that you have a balance at the
bank?” said Austin Ambrose.

Blair rodded languidly.

Oh, yes, I think so,”
“If not, Tyler and

“I suppose so.
he sald, carelessly.
Driver wil! see to it.”

(To be continued.)

¢ XCITEMENT.

One man gets all
fussed up and
rattled, w h e n,
from old Eur-
o p e’s smoking
shorey 'dispatches
, tell how hosts
embattled h a v e
rshed a new sup-
| ply of gore. An-
other by t h e
spring ‘campaign-
ing 1is exercised,
A, withers
wrung; he bores us all by his ex-
plaining of Vital Themes, with tire-
less tongue. A third has bought a
brand new motor, and plans excur-
sions near and far; he cares mot for |t
the groaning voter, nor for the echoes i
of the war. The time for which a
fourth was wishing has come at last,
and he is gay; to-morrow he will go
a-fishing, and he is digging bait to-

digging—his garden means a happy
time, and he is whistling' while he’s

climb. I view such things without
emotion; yet friends can hardly hold

lotion for dyeing whiskers bladk or
brown.

Stafford’s Liniment is sold in
over 500 stores. Save the out-
side ,Green Wrapper. See adver-

16562. Girl’s Dress, with Sleeve
either of Two Lengths, and Collar in
either of Two Outlines.

8 and 10 years.
of 44 inch material for a 6-year size.

ther across country is
east wind and dull.

A CHARMING GOWN.

Composed
1658, and

Waist 16568—Skirt 1659.
of Ladies’ Waist Pattern
Ladies’ Skirt Pattern 1659.

As here illustrated, white linen em-
broidered in self colour was used.
The waist is smart and up-to-date,
with the surplice vest portions. The
skirt may be finished with or without
the drapery. Serge, jersey cloth, taf-
feta, voile, batiste, crepe, gingham,
tub silk, gabardine and nun’s veiling
are all nice for this style.

The waist pattern is cut in 6 sizes:
34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust
measure. The skirt is cut in 6 sizes:
22, 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 inches waist
measure. It requires 73% yards of
44-inch material for the entire gown
for a 36-inch size.

This illustration calls for TWO
separate patterns, which will be mail-
ed to any address on receipt of ten
cents FOR EACH pattern in silver
or stamps.

SMART FROCK FOR MOTHER’S

GIRL.

A

in

As here shown, brown and white

gingham was used, with trimming of
white linen.
dress overlaps the left at the closing.
The sleeve may be in wrist
finished with a band cuif, or with the
turnback cuff in short lemgth.
skirt is a three-gore model.

The right front of -the
length,
The

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 4, 6,
It requires 23 yards

A Pattern of this illustration mailed
o any address on receipt of 10 cents
n silver or stamps.
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GET IN COWS,

Abel, B.
Anderson, Miss Katie, card
Austin, Chas., Freshwater Road

B (
Barrow, Miss Suéie, Freshwater Rd.
Babcock, T. C.

Baird, M., Freshwater Road

Barnes, Mrs. Wm., New Gower St.
Bration, Mrs. John.

Barrett, Miss Ethel

Byrne, Miss A., Duckworth St.

Bell, Wm., Mt. Scio

Bellow, Miss J., Water St.

Bride, Thomas, Water St.

Brown, Mrs. Samuel,

late Bay Roberts
Brown, Mrs. George (of George)
Bollen, Miss Charlotte

care Mrs. Dobbin, Gower St.
Bowman, William

Blundell, Hezekiah, Spencer St.
Burton, Major and Mrs.

Butt, Samuel H.

Butler, Walter

Barrett, Miss Annie, Pennywell Rd.
Bartlett, Ernest

Baldon, Miss Charlotte, Gower St.
Buddon, Joseph
Butler, James,
Bell, H. T.
Brown, Alfred

C
Carrigan, Mrs. John, Flower Hill
Clancey, Mrs. H., Newtown Road
Cavanagh, Mrs. Simon, Water St. West
Coady, Michael
Cole, Arthur, care Harvey & Co.
Coady, M.
Collins, Miss May, Victoria St.
Coleman, Mrs., Spencer St.
Codner, Mrs. A. E,, Water St.
Crocker, Miss Minnie
Coleman, Thomas, Barter’s Hill
Connors, P. J.
Cullen, Miss Lillian, care G. P.
Coles, Miss Mary
Crowley, Miss May, Job’s Square
Chalk, John, Williams’ Lane
Cole, Mrs., John St.
Casey, Mrs. John, Parade St.
Carbery, M. J., Bell St.
Cook, Miss G. L., card
Colbert, Miss Clara, New Gower St.

D
Day, John
Davis, Willis
Dalton, Mrs. Annie, card, Gower St.
Dempsey, Catherine
Dean, Thos., care General Delivery

Brine St.

0.

Donnelly, John, card

Doody, John T., Mundy Pond Rd.
Dorothy, Miss Jennie, Casey St.
Doyle, Mrs. Jas., Casey St.

Duff, Michael, card

Duke, Patrick

Duff, Alice J., Water St.
Dunphy, A., Victoria St.
Dunphy, Thomas

Dunn, Andrew

Durrant, Mrs. James, Lime St.
Day, George V.

Dwyer, Mrs. J., Holdsworth St.

Ebsary, Albert, S. S. Glencoe
Elliott, Rev. W., care Gen’'l Delivery
Emblem, Ruth K.

Ellsworth, Pte. G., George’s St.

F
Fraser. Miss Minnie, care F.
Fennessey, James
French, Wm., Gower St.
Fifield, Harry
Fitzgerald, Miss V.,
Forsey, J. E

Forbes, G. O., George’s St.

Fulford, C. E.

Flemming, Mrs., Newtown Road
Flynn, Nellie, Military Road

Ford, Harry, care John Ford, — St.
Furlong, Minnie

G
Gardner, Mrs. Laurence,,
Garland, Miss Emma J.,
Waterford Bridge Road
Garland, Miss Helen, Water St.
Green, Miss Minnie, Freshwater Rd.
Greeley, Mrs. James
Green, Miss, Lydia,
care Mrs. Bearns, Gower St.
Green, O. F.,, care G. P. O.
Gitson, R., card
Giles, J. B., card, late Coley’s Point
Goodland, Mrs. A. J., slip, Victoria St.

care Balsam

H
Helphard, Nelson, off Newtown Rd.
Hayward, Miss Katie
Hiscock, George
Hickey, Miss Aggie, late Holyrood
Hiscock, J. W., Balsam Place
Hill, Miss Maud, Water St.
Hilliar, Miss Effie, card
Hickey, Miss Aggie, care Gen. Delivery
Higgins, George, care Gen. Delivery
Hollett, Samuel, care Gen. Delivery
Horwood, Norman
House, Capt. Ed.
Hopkins, Mr.
Horwood, R., card
Houlihan, Mary, care Mrs. Cooper,
LeMarchant Road
House, Gordon, care G. P. O.
Hallamore, C. W.
Haynes, Wm., Central St.
Houlihan, Miss Mary, Freshwater Rd.

I
Iddoilas, H. J.

J
Jennings, Frederick, Richmond St.

Johnston, J., McBride’s Hill
Joy, Mrs. John, Lime St.

K
Kennedy, Edward
Kennedy, Terrence, New Gower St.
Kent, William, Patrick St.
Kin, Mrs. Bertha

L .
Learning, Joseph,
. late Alexander Bay
Lewis, Patrick, Booman St.
Lewis, Mrs,, card, Brazil's Square
Lyons, Gregory, care Gen. Delivery
Laurence, Miss Nance
Lynch, Miss Julia, Prescott St.
Linegar, Thomas, Newtown Road
Long, Mr., City

Doyle, Miss Margaret, Monkstown Rd.

B. Wood

card, Pleasant St.

Fox, Miss Jane, Waterford Bridge Rd.

M

Malyan, F., Gower St.

Malone, Michael, late Badger

Manuel, C. A,

Martin, Mrs. S.

Martin, Mrs. George, Casey St.
Maley, Mrs. Thomas, Water St. West
Marshall, Mrs. M., King's Rd.
Martin, Mrs. T. H., Forest Rd.
Madden, Mrs. J.

Madden, John, South Side

Mercer, S. R., care G. P. O.
Mitchell, Mrs., Adelaide Street
Miller, Miss S.

Mitchell, Mrs. H. C., Gower St.
Molloy, Mrs. Mary

Moore, Miss A., Carew St.

Moore, Pte. Leo., retd.

Mills, Julia, Pennywell Road

Mills, T. C.

Morley, James

Moore, E. B, or C.

Moore, Robert

Moore Neddie, Butterine Factory
Murphy, Frank

Mutford, Miss Mabel, care Mrs. Syme
Murphy, Patr; =k, Riverhead
Murphy, Patrick, care Mrs. Jas. Boong
Moores, J.

Me
MecD. Lillie, Ronald, Patrick St.
McKenney, Miss Nellie, Gower St.
N g
Noseworthy, Miss Minnie,
LeMarchant Read
0

Olsen, Miss Nellie, care G. P. O.
O’Brien, Thomas, James St.
O’Brien, Mrs. Reuben, George St.
Osmond, Miss A., New Gower St.
Osmond, Miss Della, late Grand Fallg
0O’Cain, James

1)
Parsons, H. C.
Parsons, H. H., Hamilton St.
Parsell, Wm., Neagle’s Hill
Pearse, H. T.
Pye, Edward, care General P. O.
Penny, Thomas W., Freshwtaer Rd.
Pennell, James,
care Mrs. Spracklin,  Water St
Bert, Carnell St.
Mrs. M.
Miss Blanche,

care General Delivery

Pinsent, Chesley, G. P. O.
Phillips, E. J,, G. P. O.
Pitcher, Caleb, cale British Hall
Piercey, Frank, S. Prospero
Pike, Herb, S. S. Prospero
Prowse, G. F.
Power, Miss Josie, Duckworth St.
Poole, James, New Gower St.
Power, Michael, care Royal Stores
Puddister, Hannah, Hamilton St.
Puddister, Nora
Perchard, Mrs. Chas., Monroe St.
Puddister, Miss Nora, Gower St.

Penny,
Penny,
Pike,

Q
Quick, R. C.
Quigley, George, Contractor
Quigley, Miss Bessie, Water St. West

R

Ryan, Miss Maggie, Water St. West
Ryan, Chas., Gower St.
Reardon, Miss Elsie, South Side Rd.
Regan, Miss Mary, Water St.
Redly, Michael,

care Hon. Geo. KnKowling
Randell, Capt.
Richards, Miss F.
Reinholt, A., Parade Street
Richards, Miss Eva B., Young St.
Roil, Miss M., card, Freshwater Rd.
Rogers, Albert, Water St. West
Ross, Geo., Mt. Scio
Roberts, George, slip, Allandale Rd.
Rodgers, R. J.
Roache, Miss Mary
Rodway, Miss Ethel, Freshwater Rd.
Rodgers, Miss Lillie May, George St
Ryan, Miss Katie, Carter’s Hill
Rodgers, Miss Lillie May, George St
Rolls, Miss Frances, card,

Cookstown Road

Mrs. Tom
Tk

Ryan,
Roberts,

S

Sparks, James, Long’s Hill
Saunders, Mr.,,

Metropolitan Hotel,
Street, Mrs.
Skeans, Mrs. J., Field St.
Stevens, J.
Scheffman, Solomon
Stead, Mrs., Casey St.
Sellars, Mark Hubert, Flemming St.
Stuckland, Benjamin, Spencer St.
Sincheon, Mary, LeMarchant Rd.
Smith,. Robert, Hamilton St.
Strong, James, care Gen’l Delivery
Snow, Master Wm:, Water St.
Somerton, Miss A.
Scurry, Michael
Squires, Robert, Summer St.
Squires, Henry, Summer St.
Squires, Miss ‘Alice, Summer St.
Spurrell, Miss D. B.
Squires, Joseph, Long’s Hill
Sullivan, Angus
Spurrell, Miss Margaret

T

Tapper, Miss A.
Twaddle, Mrs. F.,
Tibbo, Jack
Thomas, John M.
Tucker, James, New Gower St.

Y

Vardy, Jessie, Theatre Hill

Vokey, Philip, Carnall St.

Vokey, Mrs. Mary Ann, Coronation St.

w
Walsh, Thomas, Long Pond Rd.
Weizel, J.

Weir, James, Newtown Rd.

West, J. R, care Gen’l Delivery
Walsh; Mrs. E.,, Lime St.

Whelan, Miss Bride, Casey St.
Wheeler, Miss Crissie, Monkstown Rd.
Wiseman, John, slip, late Port Nelson
Wheeler, Miss' Emily A., care G.P.O.
Williams, Jack, Carter’s Hill

White, Mr. E,, LeMarchant Rd.
White, Mrs. J., Freshwater Rd.
White, Miss Margaret

Whitten, Miss Ida, card, John St.
White, Miss M., Knight St.

Williams, Mrs. C., Gower St.

White, Mrs. Wm,, Lucas House
Whaden, John

Y-
Younden, Mrs. A., Casey St.
Young, Herbert, Freshwater Rd.

George St

Hayward Ave.

H. J. B. WOODS, P.M.G.
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Straw Hat Color |

B_YS-LA STRAW HAT COLOR s/
: eal Straw Hat Color in every
"’“‘ Ot too glossy and still fast and
. Makes old hats look
Stlike News fiot like old hats painted |
works well on Satin

and ‘Basket Work.

A BOTTLE WITH BRUSH |
 Droggist

or Dealer, L
Mg&s’m Co.,

i ot




