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the poor; Mr. Hurst's was equally
easy to him, the addition mentally of
iﬁemn of domestic outlay, by which
Miss Hurst could satisfy herself
either she nor her tradesmen had
l_)een egregiously cheating one an-
other. But the worst of the labor lay
below the surface, certainly to one,
perhaps to two, concerned. For it
appeared that never a trifie had been
purchased for the house, done in, Or
wanted by it, that had not somehow
been necessitated by “Gilbert.” “Dear
Gilbert,” as this beat of managers
never failed to dub him, had in some
mysterious way compelled the roof
repairing, rooms repainting, a score

1 of fads supplying—though his tastes

were simple as a hermit’s!—and had,
by wants or wishes, drained the slen-
der family purse of its last pound.

hough,” cried Jean Hurst—a sin-
ccr;a\)éliever in her own ingenuous
self-deception—"I don’t mind that the
least! . Some call it drudgery for me

;l.ove That Knew No

Bounds.

S
CHAPTER XXIII.
“Oh, dear!” she
Jaughing in one evening near Christ-

cried, coming

mas time, when Sydney was reading

a resume of the past year’s politics to

= Mr. Hurst, “did you hear me scolding |

Fanny in the hall just now? The sil-
ly girl was creeping in from the or-
chard with a bunch of mistletoe to
haﬁg up in the kitchen.
said I, ‘none of that nonsense, if you
please! 1 can not allow you any such
tricks; Mr. Hurst and I never dream
of such absurdities. Mistletoe, in-
deed!” Ah! Gilbert, we've forgotten
such things, have we not?7

Her seniority might have prompted

B the speech;-but it was an awkward
..one. Mr. Hurst took it in dead silence.

4 Sydney,

on whose lips, since her fa-
ther died, nothing tenderer had lain

than Mary Dacie’s kiss, felt her
‘cheeks suddenly aflame; ° the more
needless those blushes, the more they
burned. Happily they faded unmark-
ed, while Miss Hurst hunted up her
wool-work. But tife color
would often now fly to Sydney’s face,

vivid

out of -somewhat indignant sympathy.

For poor Miss Jean’s determination
to level her brother to her own stan-
dard grew more and more aggressive.

He must live and move according to |

her solicitous rule; be pleased with
her great self-denying skill in pro-
viding him gentlemanly fare and hab-

iliments out of her narrow income;

& mever feel or never exhibit other de-

sire than to vegetate placidly under

her sisterly code. ' And how such a
man endured this life, Sydney, with
€yes open to the capacities of each,
marveled more every day.

- Marveled! Till she recognized in
thia pathetic submission to the affec-
tionate, figeting iemin‘ine despot the
culture of something superior to intel-

1 lect, and realized, each time she saw
" him harassed yet

uncomplaining.
wounded yet not outwardly wincing,
that the depest force of his strong
manhood was under more powerful
eontrol than that of either mere moral
or physical mastership. All of which
‘knowledge carried her on to very
dangerous regions.

1}

CHAPTER XXIV.
It was the last day of the year.

q_ﬁiss Hurst, with much importance,

‘' brought to the morning sitting-room

tw_'elve months’ accumulation of bills
‘and letters, the former all paid, the

L Jatter all answered yet she conceiv-

ed, requirinp to be “ru mthrough” be-

~ fore filing or destroying. And this

sacrifice to the manes of the fleeting
months involved such examining and

¢ ‘explaining that all other occupations
* had to be set aside to assist at it.

Sydney’s share in the work was
ple, censisting of tearing innum-
able epistles into ' diminutive bits,
~of which Miss Hurst made gueer

‘No, Fanny,’ |

to have to manage like this; Mrs.

Grea\es often says it is—you know
%who 1 mean, Gilbert. Miss Grey is

tearing up one-of her letters now. But
I always answer ‘No.” I care for no-
thing while I see you comfortable,
Gilbert, dear!”

With which triumphant speech this
| epitome of skill and devotion gather-
;ed up her account books, swept and
| garnished for another year's cam-
paign, and bestowed -a caress of mild
patronage on her brother’s ' thick
| brown hair, that was showing lines of
| white long before its legitimate time.
For an instant a sting, all but unbear-
able, confessed itself in the quick,
contraction of brows and

Sydney knew that look must
caught it,

fierce
mouth.
come; watched covertly,
Srief though it was. Another moment
't was quenched in the nobler peace
his face habitually wore. Her own
ayes sunk, filling with tears.

“Take the morning while it is fine,
and have your walk now, Miss Grey,”

counselled Miss Hurst; and having

nothing for you, Mr. Hurst?’ and
heen answered, “Nothing whatever, I
{ thank you,” she hurried out into the
fresh, keen air, there haply to get rid
of the pent-up irritability engendered
by the last twb hours.

What peculiar set of nerves had
started quivering she could not tell.
Nor could she define precisely why
Miss Jean’s maladroit tenderness pro-
voked her oftener and oftener to the
verge of expostulation. Driven up a
corner, she might have averred it
was bare instinct prompting protec-
tion of one who, with rare self-
restraint, forbore all self-defense.
But up to this inquisitorial corner she
was not to be hedged till all ways out
but one were closed. Meanwhile, she
sped along the breezy upper road, the
river always in sight—that : river
which once Mr. Hurst had called, in
half-jesting earnest, his very good
frignd, for “he could trust it with his
cares, it listened, sung to him,
soothed him, went by and told no
one!”—permitting herself no specula-
tion on the future beyond an unan-
swerable “Shall I be here when next
year ends, as now?”

!

An undreamed-of factor in the solu-
tion of this question met the girl, as,
with well-poised figure she stepped
.ightly across the frost-bound path. A
pair. of elderly eyes observed her
with interest from a  well-built
brougham, till the vehicle took a turn,
and, coming to the porch at Wynstone,
deposited its occupant on an untime-
ly call. :

It was Mrs. Preece, wife of Capel
Moor’s non-resident rector, whose
modern Gothic dwelling peeped at his
second seldom-visited parish - from
among the brown trees on the oppos-
ite side of the water. One mile and a
half lay between the ecclesiastical
edifices over which the Rev. Everard
Preece presided, but communication
between the villages could only be
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held by crossing the stream, or by
a five-mile detour over the nearest
bridge, and this may account for the
fact that the Preeces’ poorer flock at
Capel Moor had to shift spiritually
very much for themselves, tending
their sick or comforting their dying
according to their own rustic lights,
taking their Sabbath services at one
hour ‘or another, or not at all, as the
state of the river or road, or rectory
horses, decided. ' It was a condition of
affairs that many averred would

accordinz to tesquplals Is an ex- |+«
of éeqm, we chue al

cellent man.
good one. But we have had a great
deal to think of in getting him. The
applications we haie had, and the
letters I have written! More than
once I have said to Mr. Preece, ‘Oh,
how I wish poor Mr. Hurst over there,
had taken orders before this sad in-
capacity came on him—'"

“My brother, Mrs. Preece, never in-
tended to take orders.”
“Ah, but if he had!
have been the curate, with a

Then he could
little

pore sermons, and it need not have
cost us so much—we may have to
put down a horse as it is!—and the
stipend might have been a help—"

Miss Hurst bridled at this.

“A help, Mrs. Preece, we are quite
able to do without. There is no need
for my brother to exert himself. I
see that he wants for nothing!”

' “Undoubtedly!”

Mrs. Preece wanted these Hursts’
friendliness for the curate, or the
man would leave, out of sheer dull-
ness, so she tacked neatly off the
shoal. 2

“I should have; said it would offer
occupation, an interest, for Mr.
Hurst. That was what I meant.
Thqugh." glad to turn the subject,

never have been allowed if
Birch had not been a good living,
by a rich man. Had poverty entered
into the situation, “then,” said these
prejudiced folks, “the rector would
soon have felt the pastoral crook
about his shoulders!” And, lately
a vindictive local paper had stirred
up such a hubhub on the matter that

the rector’s wife came herself fo an-
nounce.

Ushered straight into the study,
Gilbert Hurst was unable to elude
this guest, whose heavy conversation-
al touch experience had taught him to
dread; 8o, with his annoyed sister, he
rose to receive her. '

“The same as ever?” questioned
Mrs. Preece, in rasping tones of con-
dolence, ignoring Mr. Hursi’s bow,
and diving after his hand, which she
persisted in holding in her own Dbe-
mittened clasp while she spoke. “No
better? No likelihood of restoration
of that precious power? None? Oh,
how I feel for you! Do let me give
you a chair. I can find one for my-
self. We, who are not afflicted, ought
to wait on those who are! But never
do I see you, Mr. Hurst, without say-
ing afterward to my husband, ‘Afflic-
‘jon has fallen on rich ground—rich,
Bverard; Mr. Hurst knows it is well
He carries himself as an
a Chris-

ordained.
Englishman, a gentleman,
tian!’”

Having delivered which speech, at
~nce patriotie, polite, and pious, Mrs.
Preece relinquished the unrespon-
sive palm, seated her fur-incased fig-
ure by Miss Hurst (she provokingly
conscious "of her oldest shabbiest
hemespun), apologized for the un-
seasonable visit with the simple ex-
planation that the hour suited her
better than a later one, and then en-
tered on their parochial quandary.

“It seems Capel Moor is considered
hYenighted! - Why, I can not really see.
We keep a school mistress here. We
give the choir a treat. We offer 2
guinea to any one who will take the
duty if the water is out, or Mr. Preece
or the horse ill, so what more can be
expected reasonably? Nothing! But
people are not reasonable, so I have
urged my husband to yield to the
times and keep a curate. A man, as I
say, to look after our sheep on Capel
Moor. He will cost us a hundred and
fifty a year, so the sheep ought to be
grateful.”

Here was news! Five small farm-
houses, and an occasional tenant of a
fishing-box on the river-side, formed
the present aristocracy of the village.
A resident clergyman would be an ex-
citing addition. To do Miss Hurst
justice, her first thought was that it
might be some omne Gilbert would
take to.

“Have you chosen a curate?’ she
asked, and on hearng, “Yes,” and
that he would be there in a fortnight,
inquired his' name, and where he
would take up his abode.

“At the manor. ‘You ‘know the
house is too large for the people who
rent it.. They will be glad to let half,
and attend to Mr.— Mr.—I forget his
* | name—and his young family,” an-
lrwered Mrs, Preece.

"Then the gentleman is married?”
"A widower. just home ~from

Capel |
held |

the outcome was'an alteration, which-

“that exceedingly lady-like girl who
lives with you must be a great as-
isistance in passing time. She looks
quite intellectual.” ;
“Oh, yes! Miss Grey is a very ac-
ceptable admitted  Miss
Hurst, awkwardly. “Gilbert, was
there not a book we promised Mrs.

Preece the last time she was here?
The day Miss Grey was gone out, you

know. We seem to have forgotten it.

person,”

Jan you remember what it was, Mrs.
Preece?”

“Not the least, and it’s of no con-
sequence,” returned the rector’s wife,
not easy to divert from any point on
which she felt curiosity; “I recollect
\iss Grey was out in September when
[ came, and I was sorry for it. My

husband noticed her in church and
called her beautiful. And a cousin of
mine who came over to service was
loud in his admiration. I met the
young lady just now, and I'm bound
to say I think the gentlemen are
right. Ah, Mr. Hurst, how I wish
you could confirm their opinion!”

(To be Continued.)

USE “TIZ” FOR SORE,
TIRED, ACHING FEET

No more puifed-up, burning, sweaty.
caloused feet or corns.
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Every Thing
In Loose Leaf

l

From the smallest vest pocket |
memo book to the largest ledger and
all at New York prices.

We can duplicate any book you are
now using, or any ruled, printed and |
punched form your business requires, |
and save you money. See'the work
we have done in our printing and
binding plant for many of the city
and outport firms; ask for samiples;
get quotations; it \nll be a pleasant
surprise to you to find that loose leaf
work can be done in town so perfect-
1y and at such low prices.

See our steel back
red Russia Leathers Loose Leaf Led-
ger, guranteed for fifteen years.

The best loose leaf ledger made.
Yet the price is not higher than that
asked for inferior grades.

Compare our $12.00 and $14.00 per
M. Ledger~Leaves with - the quality
and prices of those you have been buy-

ing and see how much money we can
save you.

us. Experience has made us loose

leaf speialists.

DICKS & Co., Lid.

Biggest, Brightest and Best Book, Sta-
tionery and Fancy Goods Store in

Newfoundland.
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900 mnms MADE HAPPY N
SUNDAY.

900 families of this city will for the first time
know what real meat comfort is. Scores of house-
keepers will walk straight to DEVINE'S, "The
Right House,” on to-morrow (Saturday) and bu Uy
a SAVORY ROASTER. One thing is sure, if you
intend eating meat you must have a Savor,
Roaster. Beware of imitations. Get the Genuin

Stamped Savory.

corduroy and |

Bring your loose leaf problems 10|

SPEY ROYAL,
10 Years Old.

A Canada Life Endowment.

New Glasgow, N.S,,
February 26th, 1914,
J. L. FLICK, ESQ., =

[

District Manager, \
Canada Life Assurance Co,, f
New Glasgow, N.S.

Dear Sir,—

I wish to state that I am well satisfied with the results which
your Company have given me in connection with my Endowment
Policy No. 47,775, which matures on the 17th of March.

I find that the returns give me over $424.00 more than I have
paid in premiums, in addition to the protection that I have had
during the Policy term. I consider this all the more satisfactory
taking into account the fact that the dividends were applied as
a Bonus every five years. I, therefore, received a return beyond
Bank interest, in addition to the protection.

Yours very truly,
JOSEPH STEWART.

GIVES RETURN OF $424 OVER COST.
C A C. BRUCE, Manager, St John's.

Pure Malt Scotch Whiskey,
Finest procurable.

Good-bye sore feet, * burning feet,
swollen feet, sweaty feet, smelling
feet. tired feet.

Good-bye corns, callous¢s, bunions
and raw spots. No more shoe tigh:-
ness, no more limping with pain cr
drawing up your face in agony. “TIZ”
is magical, acts right off. “TIZ”
draws out all the poisonous exudsa-
tions which puff up the feet—the only
remedy that does. Use “TIZ” and
wear smaller shoes. Ah! how com-
fortable your feet will feel. “TIZ” is
a delight. “TIZ” is harmless

Get a 25 cent box of “TIZ” now =t
any druggist or department store.
Dont't suffer, Have good feet, glad
feet, feet that never swell, aever get
tired. A year’s foot comfort guaran-
teed- or money refunded.
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SALT ! SALT!

Now_ Landing, per
S.S. “ Havso,”

A Cargo Best Quality
CADIZ
SALT.

M. MOREY & CO.,

J.C. BAIRD,

Water Street.

EGGS FOR HATCHING

S. C. BUFF
LEGHORNS

(Golden Eagle Strain.) s

“Fine feathers make fine birds,” but
—fine feathers make ga mighty poor
breakfast. That is why we breed the
eggtype bird, we want to get plenty of
egﬁs and we get them.

you want the most beautifu
in the poultry world, that w1lll bll;g
eggs in plenty, give the “Buff Leg-
horns” a trial. Grand pen mated this
season, headed by an eggbred cock-
er:ﬂl rec;gt(l){) imported.

ggs t per setti .
fertility guaranteed. ot S

S. EMBERLEY,

n.w;l‘ «¥am Wood Street.

P. 0. Box 786, c.’ma Address.

T. P. Halley

Sohcitor
. La.w Oﬂmel-

Renouf Bulldinc,

. Duckworth Street. ‘
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Investors
Maritime Telegraph & Telephone Co.
Commo

The value of this stock as an investment can be judged from the
following figures furnished by the Maritime Telegraph & Telephone
Company:

The Nova Scotia Telephone Company, Ltd., had an increase of
subscribers in

W 0 . Aot 880
IR oo 0F 683
308 . o08 656
N SSASEEOREE ) (A 740
R '}9}1 SO ¢ 705 .
@ Maritime Telegraph & Tele hon , had AN
INCREASE of subscnbegrs I:n Y o i o emede
AR 0w OF o oL 2153
TUES- oL oL of 2379
The president in the fourth annual report states that from present

Llégcatio;m THIS GROWTH WILL BE CONTINUED for some time to
e.

\
Investors will do well to write for full particulars.

F. B. McCURDY & CO.

Halifax, St. John, N.B., Sherbrooke, Que., Montreal, Ottawa, Kingston,
Charlottetown, St. John’s, Nfld., Sydney, London, England.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Mgr., St. John’s

Sorravally* zom‘”e,

Uighly recommended by Leading Physiclans I3 all Countries

HAYWARD & Co,

Water Street East

B—

Office: Queen Street.
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MAN’S FRIEND,

JOB PRINTING
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