THE EVENING TELEGRAM, ST. JOHN'S, NuwrUUNDLAND, JANUARY 13, 10202 -

—

produce bowel movement. Liver,

and kidneys

are influenced to more

active effort with resulting increased
effect. It is always safe to take

‘Beecham’s Pills

Sold everywhere in Canada.

In bezes, 28c., §0c.

The Romance

oF A

Marriage.

CHAPTER XIV.

. In May's eyes the world holds no
one so handsome, so noble, so lov-
able, a8 the great, simple-minded
youhx gentleman whose whole
thoughts are on his farm, and-whom
Alieé looks down upon as a boor, and
Mr. Stancy regards with superior con-
descension. They go along in silence
for some minutes, and then May says,
gently:

“I'm afraid you are sorry that we
came, Mr. Estcourt.”

“Eh?’ says Bob, looking down st
the stil] face in the moonlight, its
large, blue eyes turned up to him with
meek regard. “Sorry? What do you
mean?”

“If we hadn’t come you would have
smoked the old, black pipe, wouldn't
you?” she says.

Bob laughs.

“Perhaps,” he says; “but don't mind
that.”

“I wish you would,” she says, al-
most as if she were asking a favour.
“I am sure you would be happier; be-
sides—"

“Besides what?” says Bob in his
blunt fashion. ¢ g ;

“It ‘doesn’t seem hatural to see you
without that black pipe.”

Bob laughs and he nods at the
forms in front.

“} ghould risk a row,” he says.
“AMce is very strong about my pipe.
She says that I'm not fit society for
any respectable young lady, and hints
rather plainly that I shall die a
bachelor unless I relinquish my old
and trusty friend. Awful hard fate
that, isn’t it?” "

“T don’t know,” murmurs May. “Per-
haps she wouldn’t mind, after all.”

“She—who?”’ says Bob, who is not
quick at following a meaning.

“Your—the young lady.. Why, didn't
you say that no one would marry
you?’ says May, laughing but colour-
ing a little.

“Oh,” says Bob, “there are other

things beside the pipe,” and he shakes

his head solemnly. “There is no fear
thatl shall ever be put to the est.
Poor men don’t marry now, you know;
and I’'m awfully poor. I hope we get
a good harvest this year.”

“Qh, so do I!” says May, devoutly.

He stares a little at the emphasis.
“Why, what will it matter to yeu?

he san.inmﬁy,nottouym-
ly. “Mr, Palmer doesn’t farm any-
thing to speak of, and it wouldn't
matter if all went wrong to you, you
know. You're not a farmer’s daugh-
ter—lucky for you.”

“] wish I was,” says May, very
softly, almost to herself.

This is such an astounding aspir-
ation that Master Bob stops short.

“Qh! come, I say, you know!” he
says, looking down &t her open-eyed,
and with an amused “smile. “You
wouldn’t like it, you know. To be
short of money-as all farmers are now
by George—and to have no carriage,
and footmen, and—and all that sort
of thing"-—-vaguely.

“But I should,” says May, earnest-
ly. “I don't care for carriages, and
I detest footmen. I hate money!”

“It's lucky your father isn‘t here
to hear that sentiment,” says Bob,
simply; “he would have a fit.”

May laughs softly.

“If you had seen as much of it as
I have, and all the trouble it brings,
and the nuisance of it,” says May,
‘you'd say the same.”

Bob looks down at the pretty face,
very sweet and gentle in the moéon-
light, and yet touched with a bright
eagerness, and his eyes droop.

‘Oh, well!” he says, “you’ll get used
to it, you know. It's no use wishing
you were poor. You see you weren't
meant for a farmer’s wife—I meagn
daughter”—hurriedly, and with a sup-
pressed sigh. ‘You were cut out to
be a great heiress, and—and will mar-
ry some swell, perhaps, with a‘hlndle
to his name—great heiresses general<
ly do, you know; and then you'll look
back at this wish of yours and laugh ™

May is silent for a moment; then
she says, very softly:

“You haven't lit your pipe yet.”

“No,” he says, simply. “I forgot
it. You really don't mind? It's aw-
fully good-natured of you. I wonder
all girls aren’t like you!”

“Paula?” suggests May.

“Oh, Paula!” he says. “Paula is a

*i brick! I don't kmow what I sheuld

do without her. It's a pity all girls
aren’t like you. What a jolly place
the world would be!”

May laughs.

“I'm nobody and nothing,” she says.
“Sometimes I feel as if I were all
alone in that great old place, hating
all this fuss and ‘show. I don’t think
the world is any the better for me.”

“Don’t you? retorts Bob, emphati-
cally. “Why—” he stops rather ab-
ruptly, and looks up at the moon.
“It’s & fine night,” he says, rather
curiously. “I think we shall have a

Yet to Come—

% And the Worst is

good harvest after all. Hallo! Where's

the moon gone?” \
. “How dark it is!” she says, and she

lsughs/and she stumbles over a stone
in the farm-yard path.

‘“pagke my arm,” says Bob, and he
takes her hand and draws it within
his. ; '

It is such a tiny, little hand that
his great, strong palm swallows it up,
and it seems to nestle so warmly and
confidingly that he cannot release it
for a moment, but make quite an un-
necessary business of placing it on
his arm. Doubtless he thinks that she
does not notice it; but if he could see
the rose-red filush -that files to her
face as her hand lies in his, Master
Bob would be undeceived—or perhaps
he wouldn't.

“Keep close to me,” he ssys.
“There's a puddle on your side, and,
of course, you haven't got thick boots
on.”

Thus advised, May draws a little
closer, and his strong arm presses the
tiny hand that lies on it so confidingly
closer to him.

In the semi-darkness he ventures to
look down at her with a strange,
yearning wistfulness in his honest,
boyish eyes, but averts his gaze as
they come into the light shown by the
window.

“Here we are,” he says. “Oh!
Stancy’s going in. Come omn,” and he
leads her to the door; but here Alice
turns with an exclamation of disgust.
“That horrid pipe!” she says. “I
thought I smelt it coming along. If
you must smoke, Bob, and it seems
that existence is impossible to you
without doing so, why don't you smoke
cigars or cigarettes, like Mr. Stancy 7"
and she throws a sweet, approving
glance at that gentleman.

“There! I told you so!” says Bob
to May, who has slipped her hand
from his arm. “I told you there would
be a row. I'd better go round the
stable,” he says, “until it blows over.
You go in and rest.”

“Yes,” says May; “but I'm not tired.
I'm sorry I asked you to smoke gow,”
and she laughs.

He looks at her, then over his shoul-
der at the three now enmtering the
parlour, . S |
“Really not?” he says. “You wouldn't
like to see the colt, I suppose? There's
some puppies, too,” temptingly.

“But I should,” she replies, “if I
may—"

“Oh, better not ask,” says the aban-
doned Bob. “Go first and tell them
afterwards, that’s the way. I learat
that at school, and it answers just as
well at home. Come on. Give me your
hand,” he adds, like a great school-
boy.

May’s face lights up, and -she puts
her hand into his.

“Wait a minute, the lantern’s here,”
and he lights it. “Now, then, before
Alice has time to sheut after us. But
you are sure you'd like to go?” hesi-
tating a moment.

“I'm quite sure,” says May, with a
bright smile.

Bob,. still holding her hand—which
is scarcely necesasry now that they
have got the lantern—leads her to the
stable and ualocks the door, and, set-
ting down the lanterm, strips the
cloth off the colt.

“Don't be afraid of him,” he says,
“he's used to Paula. Here, I've got a
piece of sugar in my pocket—oh, no!
it's this confounded dress-coat; I for-
got. Never mind, here’s some corm,
hold it in the palm of your hand. Give
it to me.”

May holds out her hand, palm up-
wards, and Bob is so struck by the
smaliness, softness, and pinkness of
the tiny palm, that he stands staring
at it, with the corn grasped in his
owi.

“You're not afraid he'll bite me, are

‘ you?” says May, laughing. “I'm not.”

“Eh! Oh, no,” Bob says, with a
little start, “he wom't bite you” And
he drops the corn into the outstretoh-

LET “DANDERINE” _ |
BEAUTIFY HAIR |

l Girls! Have a2 mass of long,

thick, gleamy hair

double its beauty. You can have lots
of long, thick, strong, lustrous hair.
Don’t let it stay lifeless, thin, scrag-
gly or fading. Bring back its color,
vigor and vitality. \

Get a 35-cent bottle of dalightful
“Danderine” at any drug or toilet

,counter to freshen your scalp; check

dandruff and falling hair. Your hair
needs this stimulating tonic, then its
life, color, brightness and abundance
will mnm—H}:m!

“Give me some more,” she = says,
turning her eyes without raising her
head. “How he likes it. If I were to
feed him often he would learn to know
me, wouldn’t he?”

“Yes,” says Bob, fillling her hand
again. “Don’t you feed your ponies
at the Court sometimes?” g

“No, never,” she says, with a sigh.
“Stancy says it is unladylike to go
into the stables; besides, there are so
many grooms always hanging'aboﬁt,
and they all stand and touch their
hats, and wait as if something were
going to happen. It is nmothing but
form, and fuss, and ceremony even in
the stables,”” and she smiles rather
sadly. “I'd rather have this dear lit-
tle thing for my owmn than all our
horses.” : i

A sudden light comes into Bob’s
face.

“Would you really like him?’ he
says. “By George! I neyer thought of
that. You shall have him!”

May colours and shrinks back, and
Bob, misunderstanding, colours and
shakes his head.

“No, of course not. I beg your par-
don. Mr. Palmer might not like it.
I didn’t think of that.”

May looks up eagerly, but no words
come. Something tells her it is true.

Bob, a little embarrassed by his
blunder, turns his attention to the
pupples, who have been keeping up an
incessant leaping and yelping during
the colloquy.

“Get down!™ he says. “Get down!”

“Oh, don't be angry with them,”
pleads May, and she stoops and picks
up cne of the fat, sleek mites.

“They’ll spoil your pretty dress,”
says Bob, remgnstratively.

“That doesn’t matter,” she says. “Do
you really think it is pretty?” meekly.

Bob nods, his eyes travelling from
the dress to the face.

“Awfully,” he says. “But then, you
see, I should think any dress you wore
pretty. I mean—" he blunders, then
stops short.

May hides her face over her puppy,
who instantly takes advantage and
bobs a kiss upon her cheek.

And poor Bob changes his mind
about the colt, and wishes, instead,
that he were a fox-terrier pup.

(To be continued.)

OTHER TABLETS NOT
ASPIRIN AT ALL

Only Teblets with ‘‘Bayer Cross’’
are Genulne Aspiria

Fashion

Plates.|

A SIMPLE SCHOOL DRESS FOR
THE GROWING GIRL.

3035—This is a model good for
serge, gabardine, voile, checked or
plaid suiting, and also for all wash
fabrics. As here shown, brown_serge
was used with collar and cuffs of tan
poplin. The sleeve may be finished
in wrist or elbow length.

The Pattern is cut in 3 Siges; 12,
14 and 16 years. Size 14 will require
514 yards of 27 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration msil-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c.
in silver or lc. and 2¢. stamps,

A GOOD SCHOOL FROCK.

3057—For this one could have ging-
ham, lawn, linen, repp or poplin,
gserge or plaid suiting. The sleeve
may be in wrist or elbow length.
Braid or embroidery forms a suitable
finish.

This Pattern is cut in 4 Sizea: 4, 6,
8 and 10 years. Size 8 will require
3% yards of 27 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
1o any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or 1c. and 2c. stamps.
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Troubles!

Shoes!

with your Shoe Troubles!

Feet!

m tu tha t
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Every Man that has trouble in securing a pair of
Shoes that will fit him perfectly should come here for

No matter whether your feet be large, small or of
medium gize, you are sure to find a last that is especi-
ally zdapted to YOUR foot, if you will but come to us

We've Shoes in every variation of size and width,
made for the express purpose of fitting Hard to Fit

We're showing all the correct Winter Shoes in the
Con~ervative or the Extreme Styles!

Shoes at $6.00, $8.00, $9.00, $11.60, $20.00.

Just Test our Expert Shoe Service and see the re-
gult of buying Your Shoes Here!
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Parker & Monroe, Ltd.

THE SHOE MEN.
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We Always Have Some

Good Values

to offer you that you won’t strike everywhere,
and still have some to<day, despite the ever ad-
vanecing American market and the extra ten per
cent. exchange we are “soaked” for the privi-
lege of paying them our good coin.
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Floor Coverings.

CONGOLEUM—
2 yards witdle; the best
of the American Floor
Cloths.
Special Price,

$1.89 yard.

Men’s Overcoats.

BEST AMER. TWEED
COATS—Unlined, but
heavy, and tailor fin-
jshed. Reg. $25.00 for
$17.50.

(Just to turn the stock
into money.)

TRENCH COATS—Val-
ues a surprise to
everybody, only $15.00
to $20.00 and upwards.

Blankets.

COTTON BLANKETS,
from $2.69 pair only.

WOOL NAP BLANK-
ETS, full sizes,at $6.90
and $7.70 pair.

WOOL BLANKETS at
the lowest prices.

Flannels and

Flannelettes.
STRIPED
FLANNELETTES

at 37c. and 39c. yard.

WHITE WELSH FLAN-
NELS.

PURE WHITE SAXONY
FLANNELS.

RED FLANNELS.

HENRY BLAIR
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How About That
Office Desk ?

You've been talking Office
for some time? Intend-
ing to renew with modern ones?
To get a good Typewriter Desk
bulyh stenogoraphler‘i ¢
your chance selec
! Solid Oak Desks in various de-

D.:sks

. for the
' Here's

signe—roll or flat tops, different
sizes and finishes fropz:{ a sugglyt ;
8
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