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PURITY - QUALITY - ECONOMY
With the increased cost of labor. and
materials due to war conditions, it is
not reasonable to suppose that a really
first class baking powder can be made
and sold at the old prices. Rathor than
sacrifice the quality of
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“Better, lad—alimost well!” replied

Laureéhce, Fsing.

Ceell Jumped to hls teet. _

| “No, no, #if: you lle down again.
fagratitude 18 & mild name for thé
folly you intend. What, after all my

carefil nureig to undo.it by using

PO
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DENTIST, |(

Has removed to -

Strang’s Building,
329 Water St,,

Three  Doors West of
A. Goodridge & Sons.
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told, Laury, now!”
And Laurence, seéing that all re-
mofistrance would be but waste of
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“Love in the Wilds”

The Romance of a South African

Trading

Station,

CHAPTER XXX.

|
I thotight T might want to dash off

here and thére, When the fit seized
me, and did not fancy bel’ng_tled to
the farm. But”—and he paused and
|looked meaningly—“the settler came
in that morning, and, lad, I'm think-
ing it was-oh your account I signed!”
!and he laughed his short, rare laugh.
“I took a fancy to you the first time
I saw you at the Bay and, while the
settler was talking and wheedling, I

“JUST LIKE A GIRL.”

“fhen I wish I'd stood out,” sald
Ceeil.

And he looked half induced to snateh
the pipe from Lourence’s lips, but
gank kdown upon the ground at his
side and gazed thoughtfully thron.sh
the open door.

There was a placid, sereme, and
mysteriously happy look upon his face,
d & sweet, delicious calm in. the
Jirk, deep eyes that attracted the
wotinded man’s attention and set him
thinking.

Pizing his grave, questioning éyes
wpon him thoughtfully, he said, sud-
denly:

*Cecil, are you happy at the farm?”"

Geofl turned to him with a start
and a rosy flush.

“Yes, Laury,” he replied.
you ask?”

Laurence shrugged his torn and
blood-stained shoulders.

“Why, indeed, 1ad?” he said, dream-

ily.

“Why do

I asked the question,
Jooks made it unnecessary.

“f am happy heré, Laury,” he said,
lov&erlng his eyes. “I could be hap-
pler here with you than anywhere else
if you were well and in no pain. Poor
Laury!”

There was a world of pity in the

that would be base! 'Who would give
up his fréedom like that?”

And he turned with a look of inno- |
cent wonder upon his face.

Something in Laurence’s downcast
eyes made him start and turn pale.

“Laury,” he said, sharply, “tell me:
you have not bound yourself?”

Laurence nodded almost surlily,
with still averted eyes.

“Ay, l1ad!” he said. “Why not? I'm
happy h-re—at least I have no trou-
ble and. plenty of work, and I can
cheat memory here better than
where else. Why not? What is to be
said against it? Why should I not
make certain of a long run of this
quiet and harmless life—eh?”

Cecil breathed hard.

“Bound for—how long, Laury?” he
asked, turning his dark eyes upon him

. wistfully.

“Seven years,” replied Laurence.
“Seven years?’ murmured Cecil.

“l was watching your face and
it looked so happy and contented that '
though your |

“Bound like a slave—"
Laurence jerked himself up.
“A slave?” he repeated, with flash-

"ing eyes.

Cecil sank down beside him- and
clung to his arm with an imploring
face.

“Oh, Laury, Laury” he cried; “don't

{look like that—don’t! I'd rather you'd

kill me. You-—-you look so angry! I

last words, and something more than gidn't mean to anger you. My wicked

pity. _
“You are a strange lad,” said the

cattle-runner. smiling. “A strange lad
and somewhat of a puzsle. I'm

badly and driven us
against our wills,

here nor there—" He broke off curt- a
“And
Cecil, it
tho settler should ask you to bind
yourseif to him--for a secore of years,
say—bind yourselt to him band and |

ly, as if he bad said too much.
you are happy at the farm?

foot—what would you say?®™

The youth looked round with a

Barp, troubled look.

“Laury!” bhe oxeldmod. “Bound?

What do you mean—mnot be abie to

leave the farm when one would like?”
“Yes,” said Laurence, curtly, and

with & compreasion of tHe lps.

. *Bound 1ike a slave!” said Cecll, in
low but indignant tones. “No, Laury,

ak- |
ing that the world has served us both i
here rather 5"Don't be frightened nor taken aback
But that's neither ! so. The word s hard. Who calls me

tongue! Oh, Laury!”

He was startled and touched by the
tearful eyes and imploring voice and
sank back again.

“Tut, tut, lad!” he safd, grimly.

: slave? ’'Tis but a seven-years' ap-
prenticeship.”

And he laugned grimly.

Cecil got up and crept back ta the
i block of wood with a sad, thoughttul
face. \
The fierce Jook had cut to the heart,

“And—and thst was what you were

|

| talking about when I came out of the

office the morning we started; Laury?”

“Yes,” he said. “The sattler had of-
tuukodmtobindmuomto
hlm!orumnmn dut I had refused.
'#1, awhile ago, Shough of it very hard-
ly—as you do, lad—ns slavery; be-
sides, I was uncertain and restiees.

|- 1| |to a smile of tnefrable peace and bap-| tom

’thought: ‘The lad is young and weak
{and helpless; he’ll feel strange and
lonely with the boys, if the fit seises
'me to go. If I sign I can’t go, and
he’ll have a friend here to fight his
’battles until the wolves or a panther
pushes me off the board.’ So I sign<
Cecil’s face was a study during this
confession—for it was little else.
| At first it turned paler than before,
'a transient flush passed over it, then
the eyes seemed to grow larger, to
fill and deepen with a wondrous, mar-
velous tenderness, the lips quivered
with some fine, unspeakable emotion;
,then, as the man’s curt, grave volce
ceased, the lad covered his face with
his hands, silent and overcome.
Before Laury could express his sur-
prise at the result Cecil seemed to
have recovered himself, and, turning
to him with a look upon his face that
struck Laurence to the heart, said, in
thrilling tones:
“So, Laury, you agreed to be a
slave—hush! I will say the word—for
me!”

CHAPTER XXXI.

Oh, shame to men! evil with evil!
Firm concord holds, men only disagree
And creatures rational.—Milton,

For the remainder of the evening
Cecil was particularly silent and re-
served, attentive and watchful, ever
ready with the bandage and the broth,
but very quiet and thoughtful.

So much so that Laurence was puz-
zled, and after an ineffectual attempt
at conversation, he fell to watching
the lad’s face with a half-dreamy con-
templation, and, in a fit of speculation
as to the causes that had sent the
handsomed-faced, soft-voiced lad imto
the African wilds, he fell asleep.

Cecll, who had been waiting for this,
rose and covered him with the rus,
replenished the fire outside the hut,
and then, after shutting the door, sank
down upon the floor beside his head,
and gazed long and fixedly upon  his
weary yet placid and * noble-looking
face.

Gazing thus, an expression. of wist~
ful, indescribable tenderness settled
like a-cloud upon the youth's face, his
iips quivered, his eyes filled with
tears, and, as if yielding to an uncon-
trollable impulse, he bent his head ql
suddenly, swittly, yet lingeringly,
touched the bot lips of the stalwart
ruhner with his own. :

m a8 it with shame, he started |

time, sat dowh on the block.

“Now, here i8 a cup of coffee—don’t
drink it all until cook a steak for you.
1 supposé you feel rather hungry af-
ter all the alops you've had?”
“I do,” confessed Laurence. “But
speak fiot so6 contemptuously of the
broth, lad. It was very good, and all
the sweetér for your making,” he ad-
ded, gratetully.

The youth colored.

“Come, no compliments, Mr. Laury!
You'll be waxing me to let you do all
sorts of wild things else. Steak ra-
ther underdone? Well, it's good for
you. Wait a minute for the salt. No
pepper, of course. There you are.”
And he set before the hungry and
convalescent a tempting antelope
steak, nicely browhned and salted.
Laurence did not fall too, though.
“Not a scrap until I see you simi-;
larly served, my lad.”
And he put the plate aside resolute-
“Very well, Mr. Impatient,” said
Cecil.
And he hastily put ({nother Juicy
steak on the irons for himself.
Then they sat side by side and ate
them.
It was an enjoyable breakfast, with
good appetites and the most glorious
Bcenery to add a zest.
All the carefully-laid dejeuners
would not compare with it.
They ate slowly, talking meanwhile,
and looking through the open door at
the mountaind and sweet flower land.
Both were happy—Laurence with a
strange, mysterious happiness he
could not fathom or understand.
“The fever has left me entirely,” he
said, as Cecil disposed of the plates
and kettle. “And, saving for a little
weakness and the tingling of the
scratches, I might fancy these last
three days a dream.”
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Lunch
Cake,

40c. per lb.
Doughnuts,

30c¢. per doz.
E. WILLS,

" Cor. Cochrane and
apré,6m,tu,f Duckworth Sts. ‘
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LUMBER!

P. & T. Board,
Rough Board,

1. J. STABB & CO.
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Now Landlng

Studding,
Joisting, -

Scantling,

Clapboard,
Palings.

And he smiled gravely.
“A very unpleasant one,” said Cecil,
with a sigh. “Panther wounds and
low fevers are not nice nightmares.”

(to be continued.)

“I Wonder
Would It
Help Me?2”*
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High Grade -
Smokers Goods!

JOHN COTTON'S
World-renowned Smok-
ing Mixture
TOBACCO.

Bock & Co.s High
Grade

HAVANA CIGARS.

Made from the-finest to-

baccos grown on the Is-

landof Cuba. .. .. ...
The Famous

PALL MALL
Cork Tipped

CIGARETTES.

Each Cigarette will
smoke to the end with
delieious taste and ar-

A shipment of . the
above goods just arrived
and can be had at our
Store,

JAMES P. CASH,

Tobacconist, Water St.
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In the Amencan Markel

we found a temporary depression in the Gar-
ment Trade, and we decided:that Ready-to-wear
Goods were much better value than materials in
the piece. We therefore bought accordingly.

OUR SHOWROOM DISPLAY OF LADIES
AND CHILDREN’S READY-TQ-WEAR
IS MOST EXTENSIVE.

Thevalues speak for themselves, but you
must see the styles to fully appreciate them. We
show :—

Ladies’ Lawn Embroidered Underskirts
@ $1.70, $2.00, $2.40, $2.70 and $3.70

Ladles'Lawn Embroidered Nightgowns
i3 @ $2.40, $2.70, $2.90, $3.00 and .$4.00

Ladies Lawn Embroidered Camisoles
@ $1.00, $1.20, $1.75 and $2.00

Ladies’ Lawn Embroidered Knickers

@ 90c., $1.00, $1.30 and $1.60"

Ladies’ Envelope Chemises (Teddies)
@ $1.65, $2.40, $2 70, $3.00 and $3.70

Ladies’ Pink Bloomers, 'worth at. least $1.50
or : . .$1.00 pair

WIIE"'"ER THEY GET “THE VOTE” OR

NOT THIS SEASON,

Ladies of Fashion should be “in the Pink”. Pink

Lingerie is being worn very extensively this

year::* Our buying of Lingerie includes some

very. damty styles

Good Values in Ladies” Costume Skirts.

Black and Navy Serge Skirts

@ $9.50, $10.80 and $12.90 each

Silk Bengalme Skirts @ $8.00, $9.50 and $12 50

Faney Plaid and Check Silk Sklrts at various
prices.

White Summer Skirts, stylish and launderable
to-the fullest; English materials, Canadian
made, @ $4.75 and $5.50-each..

“Iany other makes and styles in Skirts also
on show.

Bargains in Ladies’ Serge Costumes.

. Onc very speclal lot, worth $40,00, only $28.00

each.

Another lot, tailor cut, silk lined, @ $50 200 and
$60.00 each.
THESE ARE “REAL COSTUMES.”

Girls’ Summer Dresses in Clever Styles.

We have a large assortment of Children’s
Check Gingham and Middy Dresses such as we
know you will not see elsewhere. These are
made in Canada from good old British mater-
ials, 80 {ou know they will come ‘outall right in

he vras =

Girls’ Wki.2 Lawn Underwear.

In this department we offer you reall -
darful values, cons1der1ng the pg',lces of &Xgﬁs
to-day.

Children’s White Cambric (Combir‘\tlon) Un-
/derskirts @ 65¢., 85¢., $1.00 and $1.25 each

Children’s White Cambric. Embroidered Knick-
ers @ 50c., 55c¢., 80.., 95¢. and-$1.25.

(:hugr:;: ';Rr?mpers—Last year's goods at last

We have also sor-2 Boys’ Wlal'ung Suits at last
year’s prices.

'The markets are very high, and will be until

theie i 1s greater production, but we are endeav- -

to give our customers the best possible
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