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Paving the Way.
(Continued.)

Torey indulged in a good think. She
knew that without her this wedding
would most likely never take place;
but she also fancied that Aunt Dove,
to save money, would accept her in
Miss Crump’'s place. The girl men-
tally put herself in this situation, dnd
it was by no mfeans a pleasant picture
which she imagined. But she faced
it bravelv. To make Miss Crump
happy meant that she must walk in
the companion’s tight shoes; it meant,
too, becoming a still more strictly
guarded prispner than she was at
present. But Toney had never really

thought first of herself, and though | of mine—a particular friend, in fact

it was a struggle, she resolutely
fought it out.

“Pups did such 'eaps of disagree-
able things for othe: people, of course
I must do the same. Perhaps Crum-
pet will come and see me sometimes,
or I might get a week out if Uncle
Evas really turned his hand to help-
ing. Oh, I'm so strong, it won't be
really so bad for me, and Aunt Dove
will save by it. ‘Then I've got Trick,
and poor Crumpet had nobody. Of
course I can do it. Now I think I'll
wake -her up and break the news to
her.”

Toney seized Trick—he was very
tired of being good—and held him up
close to the sleeping Miss Crump's
face.

“Kiss  her, dear, your nose is so
cold, that must wake her. It wakes
me, you know, Trick, and that's why
you do it.”

It did wake Miss Crump, who start-
ed up as if she bad heard the warning
bell.

“Was it for me, Toney?" she said,
sitting bolt upright.

“No, it was nct the bell, only Trick's
nose. I believe Aunt Dove's forgotten
all about my duty to my_neighbouh!
Ten to one she's gone out, so lie still,
Crumpet dear, and let's have a talk.”

Miss Crump sct up and similed; she

had been dreaming of old dayvs and

days, and yet it is pleasant. Belore
you came, Toney, I had no one to

my happiness.” \

this afternoon!

cart, so she gave me a lift.”

“What’s the use of :talking of, old

alk to. It seems %o strange to think

“Well, it would be stranger if—
hum dear, 1've been to Winchley
“Oh no, you went to church.”

“1 did both; and, wasn’t it funny,
I met Mrs. Todd driving her little

“I don’t know this Mrs. Todd very
well; I've seen her. But why did
you want to go to Winchley this af-
ternoon?”’

“Well, it made a sort of change,
didn't it? I feel sometimes here as
if 1 must run somewhere just to pre-
vent stiffening up all over. Mrs. Todd
is a motherly sort of body and asked
me in. She’s got a lodger.”

“Has sRe? There are nice rooms
over the shop.”

“Yes, and I went up just to see
what they were like.”

“Oh, Toney, if Lady Dove knew!
And on a Sunday too! 1 ought tc
have gone with you, -but I couldn’t
find you!”

Toney laughed immoderately.

“I1 should think not! Didn't I run
just about. Why Pups said he neve
knew such a runner as 1 was. It's
yne of my gifts, but I shall lose it, |
know I shall.”

“Who was the lodger? Did you se«
her?”

“Why, ves, I went to see her—him
[ mean. He knew a friend of
friend of mine in Australia, and yo:
know we ulwa_\'&neighbourl out there
[t's a creed with us, we try to makc
new-ccniers feel at home.”

“Oh, dear Toney, how mice for yo
to talk of vour home. Was he
pleasant gentleman?”

“Well, he didn't just know m.
home, vou see, but he knew a frienc

a ¢hum of mine.”
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She felt a lump in her throat, and the

‘uture years of Aunt Dove’s compan-
onship appeared to her as nothing,
f they could gain freedom for this
sad human being.

“I'm speaking all the truth, every
bit of it, Chum dear. He's here, -and
he’s longing to see you. 1 told him to
call upon us.”

“Oh no, no, you should not have
done " that. Besides, “lLady Dove
couldn't spare me, and—and 1 dare
say Henry is no richer than he was.
He was not one to make moné_\'. he
never was—oh no, no.”

Miss Crump suddenly rose and
paced the "little room, which & since
Toney’s arrival seemed homeljke.

After a few minutes Miss ('rrump be-
came calmer;. indeed, when she sat
lown again, she looked much as
usual, only her hands still trembled
as she took up a_book. Tonéy was a
little disappointed to see her so calm

again.

“A chum! You have a good many.’

“Well, a goodish few; but only one
particular chum just now.”

Toney was tryving to break the news
very gently.

Miss Crump. blushed a little.

“Oh, it wasn't a- friend of mine
Toney: but do you mean that h
knew—? Oh, T ought not to hay«
told you.

Toney laughed again and nodde«
her head.

“Yes, he knew him. He liked hin
awfully, and told me about him.”

Miss Crump blushed scarlet, . anc
her white hands trembled a little.

“Toney, did he happen to say if he
was well, and if his wife—"

“He did say something about no
being very well; but there's no ‘gin
and no piccaninnies. He's all alon¢
in fact. Chum dear, it's no us«
breaking it gently any more; he's he
and he's invalided home, and he's
longing to see you, and you must b
longing to see him.” Toney 'had ut
tered all these last sentences as fas:
as_her tongue could go.

“You are make-believing, Toney,’
said Miss Crump, bending forward :
little. “I know it's my fault for tell-
ing you my fancies, but please don't
dear, it was all real to me.”

At that moment Toney began to un-
derstand the depth of a lonely soul.

the young lock was still in her face.
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Fillmore & Morris, Amherst, N.S.
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the whole amount at once, please send us some as ou-

stock is getting low.

Blacking & Mercantile Co.’y,
Dear Sirs,—We have nothing
Mathien’s Syrup and can conscientiouly desecribs it as
the mosepopular and successful Coag{
handle. Owing to the absenee of ahy drug store in
.thix vicinity there. is a great variety of proprietary
medicine sold in the conrse of the year, and Mathien's
Svrip pre-eminently leads in its own class. Yours

~ sincerely,
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| with Trick. The noise brought in Sir

“Crumpet, you do believe me, don't
you?”

“Perhaps—I don’'t know, I must not
excite myself. 1 gave all that up
long ago. 1 can’'t do my work if—if
[ think of things.”

Toney found out then that people
cannot at once be happy when they
1ave been long accustomed to sor-
row. ;

But Toney’s time for sorrow had
10t yvet come; she could not be happy
or -long, and when the dinner bell
rang she jumped up, for she knew
that Miss Crump would prefer being
eft alone to have a grand think about
he news.

“Aunt Dove, you never came (o
1iear my Catechism,” said Toney
cheerfully, when the soup was being
taken round. ‘“Perhaps you thought
[ didn't know it, but I do, at least I
lid know it out there, but here one

Your duty to your neighbour somehow
s more difficult.”

“l was engaged,” said lLady Dove.
‘I shall/ hear it another time. Must
sou really leave us to-morrow, dear
reneral? We shall miss you sadly.”

“No onf,is very much missed,” was
the General's answer.

“] can tell yvewall the news in a
etter,” said Tohe_\' encouragingly. “I
nust learn to write notes. There's a
»ook on Aunt Dove's table which tells
rou how to begin to all the grand
yeople.”

“I prefer your own unassisted geni-
18, Toney,” he answered, smiling.
“Do you? Well, that is nice of you!”
That night Toney lay awake for full
ive minutes scheming how she was
0 make everything come right for
Jdiss Crump, then happy, dreamless
sleep blotted -out all her earthly puz-
zles. ;
The time-table began again the ne§:t
norningy but before Toney was ex-
)ected to appear, the arm-chair had
)een covered and placed in the very
middle” of the room, so that its full
3lory might be seen. It was a very
creditable piece of work and the girl
was proud of it, because, thought she,
Crumpet would look so much pret-
tier in a.becoming arm-chair when he
came to ask the important question.
Would He come, or had she made her
journey in vain? How would they
meet? ' These questions were worked
into the brilliant cretonne, and fin-
ished off by a dance round the chair

Kvas, who thought the house was. on

seems to forget all the old lhings.‘

fire, or that some misfortune had

cious! Your aunt will be coming,
down soon. This isn’'t your time-

table, is it?” and he laughed. ¢ l
“No, but it's the birthday of the
chair cover! Look, Upcle Dove! Do
you think—just try to imagine what
I tell you—do you think this arm-
chair would be the' right place for
your young woman, if you wanted to
pop the question?” ;
“Toney! I don't want to do that;
you know I'm married.”

“But if you weren’t married, and if
you were dreadfully in love, do you
think if she sat in that chair in the
middle of the room, that you woutd
at once fall on your knees? 1I'll put
a soft mat for you.”

“My dear Toney! Gentlemen don't
fall on their knees, they have too
much regard for their clothes.”

“Oh dear, then whatever do they
do? Uncle Dove, do be serious.
please, it's most important.”

“Important for whom?”

“For Crumpet! I want her to have
an offer just here, but you won't tell,
will you? 1It's a deep secret, only |
don’'t like to do anything underhand,
and you are master here.”

“Am 1? Well, but I can’'t supply
Miss Crump with a lover. It isn't
possible. You told me Jim was al-
ready engaged two deep.” -

“Jim! Oh, uncle! Why, Crumpet
is a lady; she has a very choice mind,
I'm sure, and he is quite a saint,
something like King Arthur.”

(To be continued.)

How to Grow Hair.

It has been proved that Henu=
leaves contain the ingredients thatl
will positively grow hair. That the)
contain this long-looked-for article i
proven every day.

This preparation is called SALVIA
and is being sold with a guarantee to
cure Dandruff and to grow hair i
abundance. Being daintly perfur'ne(!.
SALVIA makeg a most pleasant hai
dressing. McMurdo & Co., vour drug
gist, is the first to import this pre
varation into St. John's and a large
generous bottle, can be procured for
50c.

A, A- MARKS,

+701 Broadway, N.Y.

C:lebrated makers of Artificial
Legs and Feet, Arms -and Hands.
Any person having lost a limb or
part of limb, just write a Post Card
to our Agent in St. John’s and re-
ceive from him a free booklet or
treastise of 414 pages on Artificial
Limbs, prices of same, how to use
them and their uses to the maimed
and injured.

Measurements and diagrams
taken and limbe supplied by our
representative in Newfoundland.

Peter 0’Mara, The Druggist,

46 & 48 Water St., West,
- St. John?’s, Nfld
P. 0. Box 357. Telephone 334.

Outport patrons attended to on
arrival of train or steawer.
> ap25,eod,tf

O%e Latest
Catalogue

At the Popular Bookstore

The' twing of Suffering Creek, by
7R01dgwell Cullum; paper, 50c., cloth,
c.

Tkhe Quest of Glory, by Marjorie Bow-
en; paper, 50c., cloth, 70c.

The Rhodesian, by Gertrude Page;

paper, 50c., cloth, 70c.

The Court of the Angels, by J. M. For-

man,; paper, 50c., cloth, 70c.

The Hired Girl, by Mrs. Coulson Ker-

nahan; paper, 50c., cloth, 70c.

Initials Only, by Anna K. Green;

paper, 50e¢., cloth, 70c.

Red Money, by Fergus Hume; paper,

50c., cloth, 70e.

Anne of the Barricades, by S. R.

Crockett; paper, 50c., cloth, 70c.

The Principal Girl, by J. C. Snaith;

paper, 50c., cloth, 70c.

The Adventures of a Modest Man, by

R.mW. Chambers; 'paper, 50c.; cloth,
C.

Memory Corner, by Tom Gallon;

paper, 50c., cloth, 70c.

The Penitent, by Rene Bazin; paper,

50c., cloth, 70c.

The Rosary, by Florence Barclay, 70c.

The Mistreéss of Shenstone, by Flor-

ence Barclay; 70c. -

The Following of the Star, by Flor-

..ence Barclay,: 70c.

Through the Postern Gate, by Flor-

ence Barclay, 70c. ;

Ca{r,dles in the Wind, by Maud Diver,
C.

.The Great Amulet, by Maud Diver, 25c.

Cazpst: Desmend, V. C., by Maud Diver, |

: C. i £l

Is Home Rule, Rome ‘Rule, by Joseph

Hocking, 25c¢. -

‘ordsln'ary People, by Un& Silberrad,

- 15¢. - IR R
'me.') Crimson Blind, by S. M. White,

e (¥

15¢. :
The Bmur%l& White Devil,

Is to save it, and the way to save SAVE MONEY is to buy from JUR

BARGAIN Counters.

We have thrown out on these counters many articles worth Jouble the Pl’;(;e
we are asking for them. THEY MUST GO as we've got to turn these things

into money.

Range of Prices are 10, 15,20, 25 cls. ea.

B S S e e R

(&~ SEE SIDE WINDOW for
Crockery and Glassware, at NEXT ﬁ

| T0 NOTHING PRIGES.

SEE FRONT WINDOW for display

of various articles, value up to

ssc.; now one price, 2{¢, each.

Cold type cannot do justice to these Extra-

ordinary Offerings. The proof of all is here.

C.L. March Co. Lid.

A. & S. Rodger’s

GREAT SUMMER SALE

Lasts Only a Few Days Longer.
Bargain Lots are not 'yet exhausted.
Extra Special Values in Tucked Lawns, at 22, 25 & 32c.
Manufacturers Embroidery aud Insertion Ends at less
than cost, 6 to 10 yard lengths.

Dainty Allover Embroidery, 40c. yard.

New lot of that perfect washing fabric *Tobraleo.”
Unestimable in value for Children and Ladies
Summer Wear.

A. & S. RODGER.

by Guy ||

< £ 22

With Qur Sale of

HIGH-CLASS

OUTING SHOES,

m&-See Our Special Prices.

I} The Home of
. Good Shoes.
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