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‘Doughnuts!

Rich and brown —

light and tempting —

that’s the way doughnuts come from dough

of Rainbow Flour.

Each taste demands another.

After you've eaten the first one, all t}}e
king’s horses and all the king’s men couldn’t

drag you from the sec
What makes the 1

Mother’s knowledgz

It’s not so surprisi

ond.

wtlike zest?

re and Rainbow Flour
ng that the best jlour

should make the best a’oug/zm.zty——is’ ,it? So
just remember to specify ‘‘Rainbow’ when

5
you want flour.

In using Rainbow
water (added Vslowly) 1S

ilour for pastry, more
required and less flour.

INBOW FLOUR

MAKES GOOD BREAD

Grocers have it in 7-1b., 14-lb., 24-1b., 49-1b. and

(o 98-1b. bags and in barrels.
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Canadian Cereal and Flour Mills Limited, Toronto, Canada ‘ 3
‘Makers of Tillson’s Oats—Rainbow Flour—Star Flour ‘«l:!!"!m‘,y
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Beautiful Cynthia.

—— O

Victory After

Man_y_ Defeats.

a!l matter to Darrel.

Mr. Drayle rubbed - his = eyebrow
and glanced at Cynthia, who was
locking much distressed.

“I'll step round and have a talk
with him,” he said.

“And I will go with you,” said Cyn-
thia, in a low voice.

They went round to the Burridge's
tiouse. Already signs of the ruin
Sampson was bringing about so per-

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

ALL’S WELL.

So the poor cousins who had shaken
the dust of the family mansion in
Belgrave Square from their feet were
invited Lo enter it again, and were
overwhe’med with joy by. the won-
derous windfall. And on this visit
lingered to call down blessings on the
sweet head of their benefactor, bless-
ings which Cynthia received with not
a  little embarrassment and some
pain; lut her lips were locked, and
she dared not disclose Percy’s secret,
even when the newspapers lauded to
the skies her generosity and unselfish
action.

On his collapse at the sale, Josiah
Burridge was carried to his aggres-
si\;ely new house, and was confined to,
his bed for several months. But af-
ter a while he recovered sufficiently
to be able to move downstairs.

He was quite incapable of attend-
ing to business, and i. was whisper-

ed in the village that ‘“some’ut had
gone wrong wi’ his mind.” Sampson,
his son, reigned in his stead.

But it was by no means a satisfac-
tory reign; for the Burridges bhad
shown at the sale their hands too
plainly; the innocent, childlike mask
had fallen from the old man’s face,
and revealed his true character too

Distrust and suspicion in his cli-
ent’s mind mean ruin to a solicitor;
the business dropped off, dwindled

er; and, of course, Sampscn flew tc
alcohol to console himself.

Once or twice he had been seen ii
the village in a state of intoxication
which not even the easy-going police
man could overlook.

He gave the offender a warning
and, for a time, Sampson confined hig
drinking bouts to his house; but one
day he created so great a disturbance
in, and out of, the inns that the con-
stable was compelled to summon him;
and, to Darrel’s annoyance and em-
barrassment, the next morning
Sampson was brought before him
charged with being drunk and disor-
derly.

Darrel instantly left the bench. His
fellow ' magistrates fined Sampson
and the painful incident would - have
| been closed by the conviction and the
payment of the fine, but Sampson ut-
tered sundry threats as he  left the
dock, and that evening indulged ir
another drinking bout.

“I don’t know what is to be done,”
said ‘Darrel to Cynthia and Mr.
Drayle. “The fellow appears to be

startlingly and distinctly for further
concealment; . both father and son

were regarded by the county with dig-

;
|
frust and susploion, |

. jSampson’s misconduct was 4 pergon.
o

bent- on ruining -himself; besides, he
is upsetting the vollage——" he ad-
ded, frowning; you ‘see, it was now

his own village again, and therefore

TVVENTY YEAIRS -

Makes a great difference in most women. . They are troubled with “:ervu"—
sleeplessness

they suffer from

ackache, headache, s
hot flashes, dizzy spells, or many. other symptoms of female
' ‘and inflammation be treated with

cal -disord

The should wil

Tablets and the i ity and weakness of the female system corrected and
,ﬁ'm& Favorite Prescription. The strain upon the young

woman or the woman of middle the nerve and blood forming structures—

*In the winter of 1908, I became greatly run down
In the 906, 1 bocame greatly run
y but sm v ind, at last, resclved ¢ Ql:‘rhtﬁho-

, & sensation of irritability or

Dr. Pierce’s Lotion

is the time to take this restorative tonic

merely to ill
and

: sistently were observable in the once
trim place; the garden had been neg-
lected, the windows had not been

|
'

clezned for some time, the steps were
'.dirty. Cynthia looked round with a

and threatened to disappear altogeth I :igh, then laid her arm on her fa-

her's arm quickly, for she had

aught sight of old Burridge seated

n one of the benches. He was lean-
ng forward, his huge- hands resting
m his stick; his loose mouth was

'orking, ' his face twisted with a

mile of cunning and satisfaction.

“We will speak to him,” said Drayle.

As they approached, the old man
ooked up, and shading his eyes, star-
ad at 619111 vacantly; then he rose
slowly to his feet and nodded patron-
izingly.

“How d'ye do? Mr Drayle, 1
chink, and DMiss Drayle, Cynthia
Drayle. Glad to see you!” he said,
wvith the catch in the voice peculiar
o0 the sufferer from that most awful
risitation—paralysis of the insane.
‘Come to look round, eh?” he chuck-
'ed -and waved his stick as if indica-
ting a vast space. “Yes, great chan-
ges. Sampson and I have hard work,
but we've nearly finished. You see
we'd got the plans out long before
the crash came. The whole place has
been restored. Cost a lot of money,
Mr. Drayle, a lot of money! But
we'd made up our minds to spare no
expense, once the Court was ours.
You remember what it was, of course;

Mr, Drayle?” ,

quavered on, looking about him with

her father’s arm, gazed at the afflict-
ed man through her tears.

‘“You remember what'it was in Sir

now, what we've made of it; a credit

ignore him for a bit, but ‘theyl give

eH was quite incapable ¢
Suddenly the smile of

He scarcely paused for a reply, but :

an air of pride; and Cynthia grlpplngv 1

Anson’t time; and you see what it is .

to the country, eh? - Oh, Sampson’s a | #
clever boy, he knows what’s what.|
He’ll make a solid place and a nameb— i
for himself, mark my words. The |}
gentry may look down upon him and |

in and accépt him as one of ’em be-|
| fore long. Money’s everything now:
Y days, Mr, Drayle, eh?’

ﬂedup to them and caught Mr.

Drayle by the cbat’s'le'eve.
“But perhaps you've come on busi-

| ness, Mr. Drayle? About the moor,

isn* 1t? ngi, now, I'm ready to talk

Ao you; we're still willing to buy;
| but you must be reasonable—-"

At this moment Sampson came
from the house. At sight of the visit-
ors, his bloated face grew redder, and
he advanced with ‘a ‘blustering air.

“Anything you've got to say to my
fatlier, you'd better say to. me,” “he
said. “He's not ﬁt'for business.”

“So 1 perceive,” said Mr. Drayle
with a pitying glance at the huge yet
shxunkén figure which had sunk on-
to the seat again. “We shall go into
the Louse, if you will allow me. Cyn-
thia, you had better go home.”

But Cynthia shook her head. “I will
wait for you -ﬁéfé,". she sald; and she
seated herself beside the stricken old
man. Half an hour elapsed before
\lr. Drayle returned to her; he was
alone, He did not speak until they
had passed . through the gateway.
Tren he said ‘quietly: :

Exit Mr. Jésiah Burridge, exit also
his son, Sampson.”

“You mean——" she asked as
quietly, but pressing his arm.

“Yes, I've bought them out,” he re-
plied. “They will . trouble us no
longer, Cynthy. you will do me the
justice to-admit that 1 do not often
preach, therefore permit me to call
your attention to the fact that, not-
withstanding his progressive and
skeptical age, virtue is still sometimes
triumphant and vice consistently pun-
ished; also that a certain remark of
the psalmist yet bholds good: ‘The
wicked flourish like a green bay tree.
It is not necessary to finish the quo-
‘ation. In this instance the Burridges
“ave finished it for us. The village—
to say nothing of Captain Sir Darrel
Frayne, D. S. O.—can now rest in
peace.” ;

“Father,” said Cynthia, “I have al-
ways bhad a sneaking fondness for
you. But at this moment 1 don’t
know whether I love you or admire
you most.”

“Thank you, Cynthy,” he respond-
#d, dryly. “May you never be able tc
decide!”

THE END.

ALL F(R LOVE.

~ CHAPTER 1.
BETROTHED BY WILI.

“You heard Philip say that?’ ex-
:slaimed the-Honorable Silas  Russell
aghast. *

"That was just what he said, though
{'m sure I don't know what possess-
ed me to tell you of it at this late
lay,” sald tke gi‘h in a tone of chag-
sin. “I'“expect my ‘unbearable tem-
ser’- has -Been upset by your Iletter,
and so what was my own secret for
ten years has slipped out unawares.”

“Tell me about it, Lady Beth,” said
ver father gravely. ;

“Well, you know, as a kid, I always
adored Phil. He was the Beau Brum-
mel, the Sir Arthur of my childish
ldeals, and I was heart-broken the
day 1 was told he was going to Japan
with his father, who had been trans-

ferred to that branch of the firm’s
business. I fled from the sight of
everybedy, and, being - a great tom-
boy as you doubtless recall, climbed
into the old beech at the foot of the
garden to have my cry out where ne
one could see me.

“I had "j'ust got myself in hand
_encugh to control my sobs, when Phil
and Teddy - Armstrong came along
the meadow .on the other. side of the

From- Spaln's richost
ne Province. Matur- |
- ed in wood for wser

| and ran after Phil.

'tence;they' had been fishing—and
stopped directly under the tree. I
held my breath, and they could not
gee me on account of the dense foli-
age. ‘Of course I'll be no end lone-

some without you Phil, but you:are a

mighty lucky fellow,’ Ted was say-
ing. ‘Lucky?” repeated Phil rather

gloomily. . “Yes, with such a chance to
see the world during this wonderful
trip you're going to have; to say no-
thing about the fortune that is wait-
ing for you later on’

“‘Oh, you refer to the money Miss
Eliza has left me—a queer kind of
hequest that,’ said Phil with a short
laugh. ‘I guess you don’t know the
conditions that go to make up the tail
to that glittering kite.” ‘What do you
mean? Ted asked. ‘Well, old boy,
since we've always confided our trials
and tribulations to each other, I'll tell

you about this, though it is supposed

circle, . When Miss ‘Eliza was a girl
she fell in love with my father. Her
affection was not returned, and she
nursed her grief in solitude for years
—auntil after my mother died—when
she transferred her fondness to me,
and began to take a fresh interest in
life. :

“*‘She made no end of presents,
kept me generously supplied with
spending money—greatly to my fa-
ther's annoyance—and petted me to
my heart’s content. Of course I grew
fond of her, and thought her the
greatest woman on earth. When she
died, a little while ago, she left a
will  dividing her fortune -equally
Yetween Beth Russell—who is her sis-
‘er’'s child—and me, provided we
would marry when Beth comes ,of
age—that’s the tail to the glittering
kite, Ted.

“‘Great Scott! the old girl must
still have had a latent spark of ro-
mance in her, in spite of her youthful
disappointment. It looks, tvo, as if
she had kept it alive by reading those
old-fashioned English match-making
novels, laughed Ted. But what will
happen if you kick over the traces?
‘Oh, the whole pile is to be handed
over to the Board of Foreign Mis-
sions if either of us balk. ‘Jingo!
that’s a corker, isn't it? It makes
sach responsible for the other—a
kind of twin case of being your bro-
ther’'s keeper, eh? You are years
clder than Beth, too.” ‘She is eleven
ind I am nineteen,” said Phil sulkily.
That’'s hard luck to clip your amor-
us wings at such an impressionable
:ge,’” said Ted laughing, ‘and forece a
en-year engagement on you, regard-
'ess of whether you and your bride-
clect will be congenial to each other
at the end of that time. Still, Beth
is a bright little thing, and she may
develop into a beauty later on——'

“‘A beauty!’ roared. Phil in a pas-
sion—'that freckled-faced little fright
with her red hair and pug nose, to
say nothing about her absolutely un-
bearable temper.’ ‘Why, Phil, I really
thought Beth was a favorite of yours,’
Ted observed in surprise. ‘Well, she
is nice in many respects, and I have
made something of a pet of her,’ Phil
owned reluctantly. ‘And hectored her
unmercifully, too, at times, which
may perhaps account for the flashes
of temper you so criticize. I think
Beth is a trump, for a girl of her age,
in spite of the freckles, red hair and
pug nose,’:Teddy shot back at him,
and I hgve adored him ever since for
his loyal defence of that wretched lit-
tle eavesdropper up in the tree,” Beth
interjected a little catch in  her
breath.

“‘Good for you, Ted; guess I'm the
one who has lost my temper this
time,” Phil confessed sadly, ‘but I
reckon you'd kick to be held by a

leash of this kind, for ten years, It
puts a fellow on his honor, t0o, other

| Wie the gl will ose her balt of the

fortune when she should have the
Wwhole. If I could ‘make over my

| share to her and settle it - that way,

I'd do it mighty quick, and be glad to
be frcg. But come on, or I shall be

| letting go of < miyself again, and I

must get home to lunch.’ Phil start-

| ed on, but Ted stopped to ti¢ his shoe
{1lacing. Suddenly he gave 'a great

start, and cried out, ‘Jerusalem!’' in a
queer tone, then sprang to his feet,

3 5'1'0 be _ant%;‘xgﬂ‘é‘%?n; :

e

not to be talked of outside the family |

Every Article in the Store a BARGAIN 3t

 LARACY’S.

BOYS’ and MEN’S CLOTHING at Cost.
LADIES’ CORSETS for 60c.; sold at $1.00.
BOYS’ WHITE BLOUSES from 35c.

CROCKERY and GLASSWARE at give away
prices.

LARACY’S are going out of business and are
selling off.

345 and 347 Water Street.
_(opp. the Post Office.)

$10,000
N 4:0 0

DEBENTURES.

We are open for offers in lots to suit
purchasers.

F. B. McCURDY & CO.,

Membera Montreal Stock Exchange.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,

St. John’s.

We want a bid for a
block of Newifoundland
Government 4 per cent.
Debentures.

F. B. McCURDY -& CO,,

Members Montreal Stock Exchange.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager. « = « < « St John's, Nild.

TO FARMERS!

We have just received another large ship-
ment of our Celebrated Fertilizers, consisting
of :—

Nitrate of Soda.

Basic Slag.

Aristook Potato Fertilizer.
Special Potato Fertilizer.
Scottish Potato Fertilizer.
Canadian Potato Fertilizer.
X X X Special Fertilizer.
Grain and Grass Fertilizer.
Imperial Superphosphates.
Bone Meal.

COLIN CAMPBELL.
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ST. JOHN.

BUTTER!

This week we talk Batter. All
the way from Old Ireland, ONE
THOUSAND = POUNDS of the
genuine article. Its equal not to
be had.

J. ST. JOHN.

UCKWORTH STREET.
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longest service,
moulded as a u:
The TRACT
~against the da:
- of disaster.
“ " It’s of truth
.- The official




