N e

THE EVENING TELEGRAM, ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND, MARCH 23, 1915—2

GILLETTS LYE
EATS DIRT

r W) yeD jf
LLETT COMPA%
MON

\TORONTO ONT. i

Revenge.

CHAPTER XIX.

“And an ugly duckling in the bar-
gain,” supplemented Mrs. Snap-
dragon.

“Precisely,” laughed her mistress,
“and she turns out to be a beauty,
with the manners and accomplish-
ments of a princess. Well, it is cer-
tainly delightful. I have quite fallen
in love with the dear child.” Poor
Aubrey is green with jealousy.”

The Snapdragon’s yellow eyes
gleamed as she replied:

“I told Miss Aubrey a while ago
that her nose was out of joint now,
and she threatened to strike me with
her silver hairbrush. She’'s got a
temper as sweet as honey, Miss Au-
brey has.”

“What a spiteful ereature .you are,
Snapdragon! You're like a wasp,
ready to sting whenever you get a
chance. Hand me my bon-bon boy,
and get me something nice and bathe
my head; it has ached dreadfully for
the last hour. The Vancouvers will
be here for dinner, and I shall look a
fright—I always do when I've had a
headache.” -

The woman put aside the fine oli
lace she was mending, and, taking a
silver box from the mantel, set it be-
fore her mistress.

“I've never heard that sugarplums
were good for headache, ma’am,” she
remarked sententiously.

“Neither have I,” said the lady.
“Don’t be snappish, -Snapdragon. I
wouldn’t touch a morsel of sweet
stuff for the universe, but it is time
these precious pets had their lunch.
Here Snip, here Snap, wake up and
get something nice.”

At the sound of the lady’s voice
there was a sudden movement amid
the silken cushions, on which -her
daintily slippered feet rested, and
heads,
which might have been mistaken for

simultaneously - two fluffy

balls of woclen yarn but for the tiny
pink noses and diamond-bright eyes
that gave them life and expression,
popped up, and a succession of shrill
barks followed.

“Oh, you darlings!” cried their

mistress delightedly, and, gathering

the two little animals up in her arms,
she clasped them to her bosom and
covered their woolly little bodies with
kisses.

Snip and Snap were selfish little
beasts, however, and did not seem to
appreciate the devotion of their mis-
tress in the least. They squirmed
and snarled, snapping at the lady’s
jeweled hands and at each other, and,
as a last resort, broke forth into pite-
ous whining.

“Hush!” cried the Snapdragon, in a
“Hush this instant, you
This is a
headache,

temper.
pampered little wretches.
fine way to cure your

ma'am; I must say. Get out, you
pests!”

“No, no; let the little loves alone;
Snapdragon,” cried the mistress.
“You shan’'t scold them like that.
Here, Snip, here, Shap, sit up and
beg, and you shall have your bon-
bons.” ;

Thus admonished, the two little
dogs spra‘ng on the table, and, sit-
ting up on the‘i‘r hind legs, held up
their forepaws beseechingly, giving
utterance to queer little entreating
sounds.

“Hear the darlings beg!” cried the
lady. “They're the cleverest Ilittle
dears in the world, aren’'t they, Snap-
dragon?”

“They’re a bit too clever,” the wo-
man replied; “look, ma’am, they're
putting their noses in the bonbon
box.”

“Well, what if they are? Their
dear little noses are nice. Help
yourselves, doggies.”

The little beasts took a sugarplum
apiece, and leaping down, went scur-
rying across the room, the silver
bells about their woolly necks jing-
ling furiously.

Mrs. van Cortlandt clapped her
Jhands to her head.

“No wonder yeur head aches,
ma’am,” said her attendant, ap-
proaching with a gold-stoppered flask
“when you have such a
Let me

in her hand,
din as that about your ears.

4 put out the dogs?”

“No, no, let them alone. I'd rather
suffer than have my precious little
pets banished; they’re all I have to
love in the world.”

“You forget that you’ve got a
daughter now, ma’am.”

“No, I don’t, but hold your tongue,
Snapdragon, and do something for
my poor head.”

The woman shrugged her shoul-
ders and her yellow eyes gleamed as
she went softly behind her mistress’
chair and began to take down her
hair.

1t was beautiful hair, soft and
abundant, and of that peculiar tint of
gray so becoming to a woman of
middle age.

Mrs. van Cortlandt was proud of
her hair, prouder than she had ever
been in her youthful days, when it
was as black as a raven’s wing.

“Ah-h, how soothing that is,” she
sighed, as the woman bathed her
temples with a cool, evaporant, frag-
rant liquid. “There is magic in the
tips of your fingers, my good Snap-
dragon.”

“And a sting on the tip of my
tongue, ma’am,” added the woman,
with a shrug.

“Precisely,” laughed her mistress.
“But I don’t object to that; I rather
like a sharp-tongued woman. Am I
looking dreadfully old to-day, Snap-
dragon?”’

“You've neglected your massage
,treafment of late, and the crow’s-feet
under your eyes are a trifle more no-
ticeable than usual; but I can reme-
dy that. I spppose you want to look
your. best to-night?”’

“My very best, Snapdragon.”

“Is it to be a large dinner party,
ma’am?”

“Oh, no, not more than a dozen,
and a box party afterward, but the
Vancouvers will be here——""

“And you wish to impress them,
ma’am?”’
“Snapdragon, you're a treasure.
You divine my wishes before they
I wish
to impress, overwhelm, overawe thosa
pretentious people, and I look to you
to manage it. Now, my good Snap-
dragon, tell me what I shall wear?”’
“Your black velvet, of course,
ma’am.”

“And my diamonds?”

The Snapdragon shook her head

take shape in my own mind.

If Head Aches And Your Ears Buzz

quu Surely Have Catarrh

It doesn’t matter how long you have
suffered, or how often you have failed
to get relief—even though Catarrh
may affect every organ in your body,
you can be permanently cured by in-
haling the soothing vapor of Catarrh-
ozone. ;

A few breaths through Catarrhozone
inhaler clears the phlegm out of the
throat and stops your cough. The nos-
trils are cl d of offensive mucous

at once. Partial loss oumm_f

pleasant than Catarrhozone, It’s heal-
ing piney vapor sends a warm clean-
ging sensation through all the air
passages in the head and throat —
makeés you feel better in half a min-
ute. 3

“My ears buzzed by the hour and I
had frightful head noises,” writes J.
s Purdy, from Port Huron. “Catarrh
fairly filled my whole head and throat.
I got lief mighty. Iut when I tried

> How To Make the O,
Quickcst,Simplest Cough &
‘Remedy

Much Detter than the Ready-
Made Kind and You Save $2,
Fully Guaranteed

O O0.04 0000 ©.06,00,00,00000000

This home-made cough syrup is now
used in more homes than any other
cough remedy. Its promptness, ease
and ccrt«mty in_conquering distressing
zonghs, chest and throat colds is reall
remarkable. You can actually feel it
take Lold. A day’s use will usually over-
come the ordinary cough—relieves even
whooping cough quickly. Splendid, too,
for bxunohms. spasmodic croup, bron-
chial asthma and winter coughs.

Cet from any druggist 2% ounces of
Pmcv (50 cents worth), pour it into a
10-ounce bottle and fill the bottle with
plain granulated sugar syrup. This gives
you, at a cost of only 54 cents, 16 ounces
of better coawh syrup than you could buy
for $2.50. “Iakes but a few minutes to
nrepare. Full directions with Pinex.
Castes gocd and never spoils.

You wiil be pleasantly surprised to
~ote how quickly it loosens dry, hoarse
T txght cougls, and heals the inflamed

wembranes in a painful cough. It alse
tops the formation of phlerrm in the
no. t and bronel.ial tubes, thus ending
e pertistent loose cough.

“Pinex is a most \dluable concentrated
‘Ompo und of ge vmmo Norway pine ex-

act, rich in guaiacol, which is so heal-
orx to t e mernubranes.

m id disappointment, be sure and

By ou T d"l*mvmt for “215 ounces Pinex,”
~d “don’t accent anything else.

A gnarantee of absolute satisfaction,
r_meney prmr.vtlv refunded, goes with
his preparation.  The Pinex Co., Te-
‘cnio, Ont.

with emphasis.

“Not for the world, ma’am.”

“Not wear my
Mrs. van °~ Cortlandt,
they cost

“Yes, ma’am, I know, and they’ll

but your rings and the diamond
aigrette in your hair.”
“Well, well!”

“«

sighed the lady,

diamonds.

day, the very finest ever seen in New
York.”

Snapdragon thrw up her hands and
laughed shrilly.

“Why, of course she musin’'t dream
of wearing them!".she cried. “Fancy
teens, wearing rubies at a quiet din-
ner! TI'll tell you what Miss van
Cortlandt will wear, ma’am: that
rose-tinted mousseline de soie, with
lace, and pink roses, and not a single
jewel but the necklace of pearls yom
gave her this morning.”

“A mere trifle,” said the lady
“that only cost a few hundred. Great
heavens, Snapdragon, what a poky
old Puritan you are, to be sure.”

“Better be a poky old Puritan.
ma’am, than an overdressed parven-
ue,” retorted the woman. “But you
are tiring yourself out with all this
useless talk.
ters to-night, you must let me have

If ’'m to manage mat-
my-‘own way about it, ma’am.”

CHAPTER XX.

Kelpie had been at Van Cortlandt,
Place just one week, but she had not
quite decided whether she preferred
the life of a grand lady or not. In
some respects: it pleased her im-
mensely, in others she found it dread-
fully tiresome.

“If I only had wings like a dove,
wouldn’t. I go fluttering back to the
old lighthouse through all this whirl-
ing white snow,” she was saying to
herself as she stood at the window
of her luxuriously appointed room.
looking out at the. wild November
storm.

“I can fancy how the sea will roar
and toss, and how lonesbme it will be
up in the old watch room, and I'm
sure daddy and Tom would be glad to
see me. :

“I haven’t made up my mind yet
‘whether I like this sort of life or not.
Lounging around in this almiess
fashion, with nothing to ‘do but eat
and sleep, and letting other people
wait on yvou, seems awfully stupid.
Mrs. van Cortlandt gave me orders
at lunch to go to my room and take a4
nap, so I might be fresh  and wide
awake for her dinner pérty to-night,
but sleep is quite out of the question.
I've never been used to taking naps.
I feel dreadfully dull and stupid from
want of exercise; if I were at the
dear old tower I should skip down
and take a sharp little row and be all
right.

“A run down’ that quiet-looking

face against the glass, and looking
longingly down at the whirllns now‘

1“1 wonder what my lady mother

would say it I sho‘ﬂd%ﬁugmp ?
ould be h

'moment.

diamonds?”’ cried
aghast. “Why,

be just lhe’ thing for your ball, but
you mustn’t wear a jewel for dinner

i
had set my heart on showing off my
You’ll be telling me pre-
sently that my daughter shan’'t wear
the rubies I bought for her yester-

a slip of a girl, not yet out. of her,

street below would quite set me on|
my feet,” shé went on, pressing her |

ThHe Snapdragon would find
it out, of coﬁrse. She has eyes in
the back of her head, but tl;ey could
not do worse than send me back to
daddy and Tom, and I shouldn’t be
heartbroken.
“Let’s se’e,” she continued, con-
sulting the jeweled watch in her gir-
dle, “three o’clock, and the dressing
bell won’t ring till five; two endless
hours. I'll do it; a run in the fresh
air will give me an appetite for that
wonderful dinner party I've heard.so
much about.
“Mrs. van Cortlandt’s dreadfully
afraid I shan’t know how to behave
myself,” she went on, her bright eyes
dancing. “T should like to shock her
ladyship by putting my knife in my
mouth, or pouring my coffee in the
saucer. It’'s wicked, I know, but she
isn’t my mother, and there’s no use
in her pretending to be. I'm dear old
daddy’s granddaughter, and all the
powers under the sun can’t make mec
believe otherwise.”
Kelpie's lips qunered and. he!'
eyes fiilled with tears, but she winked
them away, and, going into an ad-
joining room, opened the door of <a
huge wardrobe. and glanced over its
There were gowns of ev-
tailor-

contents.
ery description, from
made suits to ﬂuf%y, filmy gauzes that
looked like summer mist, all provided
by Mrs. van Cortlandt’s lavish hand.

“She is very good to me, and I
ought ‘to be grateful,” thought Kel-
pie, “but I can’t believe she’s my mo-
ther, all .the same.

“Ah, this is just the thing,” she
said, and taking down a fur-lined
storm cloak, she enveloped herself
from head to foot, pulling the close-
fitting hood over her head. “It will
be no end of a lark, as Tom would
say.”

She left the room with a light step,
closed the door behind Qer, and
went boldly down the front stairs,
but not through the gorgeous vesti-
bule that led to the street door, lest
the stately footman- should be on
guard:

Trembling with excitement, she
turned toward the music room, and
made her way out by a side door
leading through a small courtyard
into the very street she had looked
lown upon with such wistful longing.

A stiff wind was whirling the fast-
‘alling snow in every direction, and
‘or 2n instant Kelpie almost lost her
reath. But she rallied speedily and
went on at a brisk pace. She had
been longing for freedom for days,
and she found the strong, fresh wind
and the cold touch of the snow-
flakes delightful.

It reminded her of a storm at sea,
when she used to go out on the para-
pet and the wild winds tossed her
hair and the white foam beat in her
face. :

(To be Continued.)

IN ALL OUR -
NEIGHBORHOOD

There Is Hardly A Woman
Who Does Not Rely Upon
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound.
Princeton, Ill. —*‘I had inflammation,

hard headaches in the back of my neck
and a weakness all

Vegetable Com-
pound with such ex-
cellent results that I
| am now feeling fine.

1 Compoundand praise

I shall be
glad to have you
publish my letter.
There is scarcely a neighbor around me
who does not use your medicine.””’ —Mrs,
J. F. JonnsoN, R. No. 4, Box 30, Prince-
ton, Illinois.

' Experience of a Nurse.
Poland, N. ¥.—*“In my experience as &
nurse I think: Lydia E. Pink-

and the putting on of the new.
and dressy in Spring Coatings.
silk facings?

The coming of Spring means the shedding of the old coat
We are showing something neat
Have vou seen our Greys with
Topnotchers, aren’t they Also something good
in Scotch suitings, Gleniris and Wha-haes; all hand made.

EXCLUSIVELY MAUNDER.

MILL SUPPLIES, ETC.,

Rubber Belting, 4 and 5 ply.
Leather Belting, Single and Double.
Belt Lacing.

Circular Rip Saws
Circular Cross-Cut Saws.
Steam Jointing, Rubber Insertion.
Rubber Sheet, Asbestos Gaskets.
Asbestos Sheet, Asbestos Cement.
Steam Packings, High and Low Pressure.
Superheat, Babbit Metals.
Magnolia Metals, Rubber Fire Hose.
Cotton Mill Hose, Condenser Tubes.
Hex Bolts and Nuts, American Axes.
Axle Handles, ete., etc.
SELLING AT LOWEST PRICES.

BOWRING BROS., Itd.,

’Phone 332.
HARDWARE DEPARTMEN T

The Newest and Best all the Time.

The Pretender by R. W. Service, au-
thor of The Trail of ’98, 60 & 8Qc

The Great Splendour by Gertrude
Page, author of The Pathway, 60c.
and 80c.

Oddfish by Robert Hugh Benson, au-
thor of Initiation, 60c.

The Man with the Deuble Heart by
Muriel Hyne, 60 and 80c.

Blue Water by Fredk. William Wal-
lace, 80c. i
World’s End by Amelja Rives, 60 and

80c.
The Laughing Cavalier by Baroness
Oreczy, 60 and 80c.
Bdrbed Wire by E. Everett Green, 60c.
Broken Shackles by John Oxenham,
60 and 80c.
Prince and Heretic by Marjorie Bowen,
60 and 80c.
Meg Hamilton by Anme S. Swann,
60 and 80c.
A Soldier of The Legion by €. N. and
A. M. Williamson, 60 and 80c.

Maria by Baroness Von Hutten, 60
and 80c.

The Second Blooming by W. F. George,
author of A Bed of Roses, 60 and
80c.

The Clean Heart by A. S. M. Hutchin-
son, 60 and 80c.

The Spider’'s Web by Reginald W.
Kaufman, 75c.

The Letter of the Contract by Basil
King, 60 and 80c.

The Taste. of Brine by Mrs. Hubert
Barclay, 60 and 80c,

The Whalers by J. J. Bell, 60 and 80c.

Pink Lotus by May Crommelin, 60c.

The Girl that Gges Wrong by R. W.
Kauffman, 76c.

The Cap of Youth by Madame Alba-
nesia, 60 and 80c.

The Double Life of Mr. Alfred Bur-
ton by E. P. Oppenheim, 60 & 80c,

The Greater Law by Victoria Cross,
60 and 80c.

The Woman Ruth by Curtis Yorke.

GARLAND'S Bookstores, 177 & 353 Water St., St. John's

Ladies’ CORSETS! |

We are now showing full lines’ ot the celebrated

P.C. &D. & A. CORSETS.

. Correct style and perfect quality in every pair. ;
Sn our SPECIAL EXTRA LONG COBSET with tha tour oS

Schooners

Sale Cheap!

St. Bernard, 69 Tons.
Henry West, 61 Tons.

'Henrietta, 56 Tons.

Emily Harris, 71 Tons,
Lucy, 24 Tons.

Bishop, Sons & Co,

LIMITED.
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There ‘s a Book ia

DO YOU SEE IT?

Four Hundred Choice Recitations
and Readings, 40c.

Three Thousand Things Worth
Knowing or Everybody’s Guide, 50c.

Manners for Men, 25c.

Manners for Women, 25c.

Manners for Girls, 25c.

A Word to Women, 25c.

The Book of Stitches, 25c.

When Was That? (a Dictionary of
Dates), 15c.

Proverbs and Maxims, 15c.

The Pocket Doctor, 15c.

A _Dictionary of Poetical
tions (classified), 15c.

Just for Fun, 15c.

Bright Ideas for Entertaining, 50c.

Adfter Dinner Stories by Famous
Men, 50c.

Speeches and Toasts, How to Make
and Propose Them, 30c.

Twelve Hundred New Riddles, 15c.

Here’'s to Ye, or Toasts for Every
body, 15c.; containing also 150 After
Dinner Stories s d to any occasion.

Health and Beauty, 15c.

Training for Athletics, 30c.

Home Exercises for Health and
Strength, 30c,

Running and Cross Country Run-
ning, 50c.

Text Book of Hockey, 30c.

DICKS & CO., LTD.,

Biggest, Brightest, Busiest and Best
Book, Stationery and Faney Goods
Store in Newtoundland.
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This List for You!.
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In Milady’s Boudoir

By GWEN SEARS.

PUTTING THE TRESSES IN GO(
: CONDITION.

’I‘here is a season of the year wh
‘han' besm: to fall out in tH
incomprahensxhle way. Com
‘ot‘ones vcherished tresses lea
e:d at every domx up 2! t




