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books tell people to use it ;

cookery
and you know what a difference it makes to
the tastiness of a soup, a stew; & hnh, OF &
megt pie. But in summer stock'is such a

“trouble to make.

1t is far better to use Bovril.

Bovril gives the dish a delicious flavour.

And there is more real gooduss in Bovril
than in the richest stock or Bovril
has a_body-busiding pomr of from 10 to 20

times the amount

BOVRIL snm‘ ,hnes

Summer coo Eg I

“Flatterers”

The Shadow of
the Future.

CHAPTER XII
GREAT EXPECTIONS.

And as a man can’t be forced into
proposing against his will, Mrs. Alywn
could only acquiesce.

She bestowed, though, anything but
benedictions on Mr. Cheene for his
phare in this further procrastination!

Verily, during the next two or three
weeks any one would have found a dif-
ficulty in impressing upon Sydney
Alywn that money is the root of all
evil.

On the contrary, it seemed the root
whence flowers of delight and. com-
fortable fruits innumerable must sure-
Iy spring forth. At any rate, her share
of this earthly pelf was destined to a
joyful career, and as if determined to
lose no time in starting her income on
B happy mission, Sydney actually went
boldly to her mother the day after Ru-
pert Villiers left, and begged the loan
of twenty pounds, to be repaid out of
qhe very first of those might quarterly
?eceipts she was anticipating.

. This singular request arose out of
AR hour at the Gate House that noon.

There Mrs. Dacie, instead of being as
weual actually at work or waiting on
her good doctor-husband, was report-
e#d invisible; actually and confessedly
not well enough to be down-stairs, and
the sunny sitting-room looked sadly
empty, the master grievously hipped
end lonely without her cheery pre-
sence.

“She was not really ill. Oh dear, no!”
Mary said, with anxious effort to be-
1feve her own words, “only tired: with
the heat, perhaps.” And Dr. Dacie
tapped his thermometer, grumbling
over the glorious weather, very ready
pad desirous to persuade himself that
restore his good wife, deluding himself
by any fiction, rather than -confess
tkat the labor of making both ends
meet through many years was reveng-

ing itself now on mind and body.

But‘Sydney could well read between
these poorly deceptive lines, and be-
gan casting about how her new’power
could~amend ‘the situation.

“If the mother had taken a holiday
in the spring,” fidgeted the doctor,
dense as men so often are to the pos-
sibilites of the family purse, “she
might have been set up for the sum-
mer,” and lo, here was the rich young
woman’s opportunity.

“Why shouldn’t she go now, Mr.
Dacie?”’

“I want Her to, my dear. Her sisters
in Warwickshire would have her any
day, but—"

“But mamma couldn’t go so far”
broke in Mary, hastily, the color
mounting over the/ lines on her fair,
kind face; “I don’t mean”—as her fa-
ther began, “Pshaw!”—"I don’t mean
that she is too ill—but——"

And Sydney comprehended those
“buts” as well as possible. The doctor
had not got all that Christmas’ pay-
ments in yet, few though they are. An
active young man from Edinburgh had
gettled at Oakleigh and was diminish-
ing the scany list of patients every
quarter. There was no hoard laid by
for holidays, no fund to furnish change
for the house-mistress. “Why,” thought
Sydney, hiding the sparije of her swift
design behind the outspread newspa-
per, “it seems as if I were made rich
on purpose for this!” And not an hour
had she lost in securing from Mrs.
Alwyn that advance which was to
speed Mrs. Dacie on her health-seek-
ing journey.

That Mrs. Alwyn demurred at the
loan gqes without saying. But Sydney
in the strength of her new, position was
irrepres#sible. Between entreaty and
persuasion, backed by usurious offers,
she carried her point.

“If you lend me the money, mamma,”
she promised, when refusal seemed
imminent, “I'll give you that mirror
from the Hedyngham china-shop, with
yellow roses round it, for inetrest.
Now!” And then, pretending to joke at
the bribe she had every intention of
accepting, Mrs. Alwyn yielded. - Off
‘went Sydney, triumphant, to Mary
Dacie, and the upshot of a very April
interview was preparation for. Mrs.
Dacie to have a whole fortnight's rest
with her sisters at Chaddeley, and the
‘arch-conspirator’s only regret was
that nething could induce her friends
to use more than half the sum she
brought them.

“If we want more we will ask for
it,” Mary promised; so the solitary
note went into hiding against possible
1equirements, and Sydney, in most in-
fectiously high spirits, haunted the
Gate House till its mistress, with Mary
to drive her to the nearest station, was

fairly started for what St Clair’s folk |-

called “the sheers.” -

“Good-luck, for all of us go with
you, Moll” cried the doctor, as Punch
trotted off.

“And better still come back!” cried
Sydney (how often she remembered
that valediction later on!) And, then
gshe hovered as blithe as a bee about
the doctor, beguiling him into tales of
when he and his Moll were young, and
what a pretty woman she was, till by
and by Mu'y ‘came smillng back, re-
porting her mother gone off lookink
better already; and an eloguent clasp
of Sydney’s fingers sent the girl away
so brimful of comtentment, she could
almost have cried for gratitude over
her golden monunds

An evil! Nty, that was downright
slander. Money was delicious. Delici-
ous! If this poor fraction had sent
such circles of relief rippling -‘over one
whole household, what might the rest
do? It colored with a rosy hue even

| the dull, neutral tints of her home. If

hermothoreonidmﬂoworucun&

framed mlrror, che uhou!d often have| '

pealm of Bach's
wmugh here) among her

 Again and uﬁn , happy harmony
rang out “Rejoice #nd be thankfull
Rejoice and be thankful!” And per-

haps in all the centuries that the wide- |

winged, oak carved angels had looked

gravely down tront the timber roof, no
truer votive notes had risen from be-|

low than these of Svdnex Alwyn’s.un-
selfish exultation.’ . o
' “Are you as happy as you sound?”

said some one close by, as she ceased |.

singing; and she discovered that the
rector, unseen, had been her sudience.
“Well, I do believe I am,” she an-

swered, blinking the tell-tale moisture |.

from her long lashes as she closed the
organ and- released the curly-headed
Peggs. “You don’t think me utterly
childish for it, do you?” ;.

“Nay,” he answered, very: kindly,
knowing not from her, something of
the Gate House .doings. “You have
every right to revel in the present, and
what it As bringing you. Only, take an
old man’s counsel. Don't set your
heart on it too much. Riches sometimes
make themselves wings'and fly away.”

“Ah, but,” she answered, “mine shall
not. I mean to be a penurious old
lynx, and never exceed my income.”

“Good!” laughed Mr. Vaughan; “long
may this wisdom last! But,” 1spsing
into seriousness, “if ever this money
of yours eludes your vigilance, if it
melts away, let the record of. its use
leave a pleasant memory behind. For,”
half soliloquizing, bachelor fashion, “to
ten degrees less warmth would guite
have Qne your best with all you had,
so long as you wors able, there’s al-
ways c.mfort in that. Though'™ as
Sydney’s feature reflected his grave
mood. “I ought not to dose my pupil
with truisms to-day. I had been writ-
ing to that friend Drayton, and I spoke
of and fell quoting my attempts at
consolation. Now for something cheer-
fuller. Will and Ben” (the boys had
got their scholarships and were away
at school) “are doing famously. The
impudent lads send word they’ll coach
you when they come home in July!”

“So they shall,” said Sydney, gladly,
though the dim by-flitting of that other
sorrow-tried life had made her nerves
vibrate sadly for a minute, “and they
shall both have Genevas with backs
that won’t bend and crystals that won’t
break for their pains. Tell them so,
please.”

“I shall do nothing of the sort,
penurious Miss Alwyn,” returned the
rector, “for fear you should change
your mind.”

“I change myymind!” reproachfully.
“But, Mr. Vaughan,” stopping short in
the heurch porch, “is—is—Mr. Drayton
ever coming to see you again?”

“He promised he would, but writes
that this propérty of his is in con-
fusion. He may turn out worth much
less or much more than he expected. I
suppose he is busy over htat.”

“] wish he would come,” said Syd-
ney, and the rector looked puzzled.

“What, even now?’ he asked.

“More now than ever,” said Sydney;
and then went off, leaving her old
friend wondering what this wish for
Richard Drayton betokeened, and whe-
ther it sounded auspicious for that
dark-mustached young man so often
at the Dale, at whom his. “even now”
had pointed—a hint, perhaps, too in-
definite to evoke response.

But, atking license from the in-
nuendoes sowed by Mrs, Alwyn as part
of her tactics, other tongues were
more out-spoken, and speeches, at
first bewildering, clearer later on,
greeted Sydney even as she went-home
that day.

“I’'m wholly fearful we’ll be a-losin’
of ey now, miss,” said old Mrs. Hills,
her fdather’s last attendant, to whom,
in passing, she mostly stayed and
spoke. “’Tain’t likely you'll be long
here now.”

“Why not?” sked Sydney, unnspici—
ously. Some absurd version of her
coming fortune must have reached the
old dame, she supposed. “Why should I
go away? I don’t want to.”

(To be continued)
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THE I-SHALL-WORRY ROD,

Is there an “I-
shall-worry-er” in
your family?

You know the
kind of person I
mean—the father
or mother or wife
or husband who
circumscribes the
acts of son or
daughter or hus-
band or wife by
saying “If you do
that I s hall
worry.”

I heard a woman who is of that
type, talking the other day about some-

thing her son wanted to do (not an?

unreasonable thing I thought). “Boys
are so selfish,” she sighed; “he is
simply determined to go though. I have
told him again and again that I shall
worry all the time he is gone if he
does. And yet he still wants to go.
Of course I shan't let him, but I can’t
understand his persisting after I have
told him how unhappy it would make

ime. I suppose young people aré just

raturally selfish. Perhaps when he is
my age he will understand how a par-
ent feels.”

Perhaps he will.

May He Not Forget How a Child Feels.

But I hope he will also not have for~-
gotten how a child feels and will not
rule his children by the “I shall worry
rod.”

I think there are few more selfish
words in the language than “I shall
worry” used that way.

I since heard another mother explain
that the reason she didn’t want ‘her
husband to take a certain-tfip which
several other men were to take and

which involved but a tiny degree of
risk, was that she loved him more than
these. other women loved their hus-
bands and therefore she wouldn’t bear
to have him take the slightest risk.

Loved him more! Stuff and non-
sense, I say—loved herself more, she
meant,

He Is Afrald HE Wil Saffer.

For the more you see of the “I shall
worry-er” the more you come to real-
ize that what he is afraid of is not
so much that something will happen
to you as that he will have the dis-
comfort of worrying.

Worry is an unpleasant sensation.
He knows that he is apt to feel it
|under certain conditions and, instead
| of trying to decide whether this is jus-
tifiable or not, instead of trying to
control his mind, he tries to control
the conditions.

Of course at the other end of the
scale is the form of selfishness which
consists of taking foolish unnecessary
risks fr the sake of amusement, or
to win admiration, regardless of-the
fact that one may be jeopardizing the
happiness of others.

As Usual.
Omne come back, as usual, to the gol-

den mean.
The abnormal worrier is absolutely

unjustifiable worry by controlling his
mind, instead of controlling other peo-
ple’s acts.

Stafford’s Prescription “A”
will cure that uncomfortable
feeling caused by Indigestion
and Dyspepsia. Price 35 and 70c.
Postage 10 and 20c¢. extra.—a26,tt

selfish unless he tries to get rid ott‘

BﬂWRlNG

Bros., le '

Hardware Department.

ﬁ&yyr&xywywvawwg

v
Q

D ;‘\ ‘l*\ '_/‘\
ARG

\4‘\_,/ Y7
PRV

4

@
Q

7
A

¥

!‘yg Q
RNALD

T

English and American Scythes.
‘En'glisli and American Scythe Stones,
English and American Grass Hooks.
Patent and Combination Snathes.
Hay Forks, Hay Rakes.

Spading Forks-D. and Long Handle.
Potato Diggers, Weeding Forks.
Garden Trowels, Shovels, Spades.

Rakes, Hoes, Lawn Mcwers.
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VI-COCOA

throughout the

World as a most valuable and
nutritious Drink and Food. Vi-
Cocoa is, on account of its pro-
tective and stimulating qualities,
particularly valuable in a North-

Made by

Freeman S Foods, Lid.

England.
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English ‘Brogues’

For Men and Women.

)\

Heavily perforated

& JUST OPENED
Gent’s Dark Brown Calf “Brogues”.

soles, low flat heel, warranted, all solid leather.
Reliable English manufacture,

_at $9.00 the pair. -

heel and toe, two full

.

m-‘-"nnﬁ" f‘
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Medium wide toe and
Alow heel, extra weight
/. sole, with hdndsome- per-

forations from toe to heel.
Warranted all solid lea-
ther,

Ladies’ Dark Brown

“Brogues”.

at 310;@.

. Women's Whﬁe

 skin “Brogue” O;ﬁmb

rforated at ﬂ.ﬁﬂn&
ish toe; a smart Dress Slug

A Suit or Overcoat at
Maunder’s, selected from
a splendid variety of
British-Woollens, cut by
an up-to-date system
from the latest fashions,
moulded and made to

workers, costs vou no
more than the ordinary
hand-me-down. We al-
ways keep our stocks
complete and you are
assured a good selection.
Samples and style sheets
sent to any address.

EAMLED.
All over town
the coppers' run,
¢8| to pinch the man
who wields a gun
| not wisely - but
i too ‘well; . they
My risk their lives
i nd ltrl-'ln their

hdlnu. he is a wolf
andltwoukln-ns

your shape by experf-‘

John Maunder,

Tailor and Clothier, 281-283 Duckworth Sir

school, or, haply, join the “T"”
no, he gets another gun, brass k¥
and -sandbags by the ton, and I
some voter die.” No wonder thé
cops lose heart, or that the briny ¥
drops start, and make their ’
downs wet; why toil upon the
ner’s trail, if he, when landed 5“‘
jail, becomes the village Dpet’

comb the alleys and the slum®
murderous and thieving bums, by
masked as men, if Justice taps "
on the wrist, and sees them b7
women kissed, and turns them !
again?  We have our carni¥

crime, for eriminals don't ser™

time, but get a reprimand; and 1

reprimand’s severe, a lot of ™

goops uproar, and wail to beat




