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Best Nerve Specmhst
'in England Was C onsulted

But Nervous System Falled to Respond to Treatment Prescribed.

Nervous disorders frequently result
from injury to the nerves in accidents
or because of the shock to the sys-
The writer of this letter “was in-
Jured in a mix-up with some colts,
remained wunconscious for three
weeks, and in spite of continued
treatment in hospital could not ob-
tain restoration of the internal
nerves which control the action of
the digestive and other vital organs.
He travelled to Europe and consulted
England’s greatest mnerve . specialist.
Relief was only temporary, in spite
of many treatments used.

His letter gives the facts brieﬂy
and tells how he was finally cured by
using Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food. Can
you imagine any more severe test of
this great nerve restorative?

Mr. Henry F. Venn, Cefu Ranch,
Malakwa, B.C., writes: “Dr. Chase’s

* Nerve Food has restored my nervous

system and given me mnew health.
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CHAPTER XV.

The Teeth of the Tiger.
From his hiding place he could not

see their faces, but he could imagine
the joy and rapture that glowed in
them, and the mental vision tortured
Lim as acutely as if he had actually
seen them. He longed to fling him-
self between the two and tear them
apart, and his limbs writhed in impo-
tent rage, so that the branch which
he held shook and trembled.
T'resently he- peered round the tree
and saw Cyril gather together his
painting materials—Norah
him with a proud tenderness display-

ed in her every movement and glance :

——and then he watched .them as they
walked slowly away, side by side,
their eyes meeting, their hands touch-
ing. Once, as they were nearly out of
his sight, he saw Cyril bend his head
and kiss her, and at this, the last
straw as it seemed, Guildford Berton
flung himself on the ground, face
dcwnward, as if to shut out his re-
membrance:

Five minutes passed, and then, as if
with an effort, he got up and began
to pace up and 60wn.

“Let me think!” he muttered. “Let
me think!” and he pressed his hand to
his forehead as if with an effort to
gain composure. After a time calm-
ness seemed to come back to him, and,
with something of his usual impassive
manner, he sat down at the foot of the
tree, and, with his hands tightly
clasped, sank into deep thought.

Lord Ferndale had said ‘to Norah
that he did not understand Guildford
Berton. Few people did. He was a

mystery to all save himself, and that

a young man, generally accounted
clever, should give up his profession
—in which he had shown promise of
distinguishing himself—and bury him-
self in a country village, seemed to all
who thought of it the wildest folly.
But Guildford Beston was no fool.

helping !

Having met with a severe accident

in a very sore plight, I was treated
by doctors galore and consulted one
of the greatest merve specialists in
England, but nothing seemed to do
me much good. Hypophosphites and,
in fact, all and every kind of nerve
mixture in almost every form was
used, but never with more than tem-
porary benefit.

“But Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food has
acted very differently, for it has built
up my nervous system until I feel like
my old self again. If this medicine
will do for others what it has done
for me, I shall not regret having writ-
ten this letter. I have recommended
the Nerye Food personally to many,
and shall always esteem its great re-
storative value.”

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50 cents
a box, all dealers, or Edmanson,
Bates & Co., Ltd.,, Toronto.

Even at this moment he was wise
enough to crush-down the mad passion
which was always ready to rise, like
an evil genius, and master him, and to
review his position.

“Am I going to lose?” he muttered.
“After all! I was winning, slowly,
but surely! Slowly, inch by ‘inch, I
was getting that proud old fool under
my thumb. Sooner or alter his vaga-
bond nephew, the viscount, would have
sold his birthright, and-the earl would
have made me his heir! Then this
girl turned up. But I had reckoned
on that. She is a- woman, and to be
won, and I would have won her! Yes,
1 feel it! Slowly and surely I would
have gained the ascendancy over her,
as 1 have gained it over her father.
Everything was in my favor. She
would have been thrown into my so-
ciety every day. I would have won
her. 1, the steward’s son, would have
been the husband of an earl’s daugh-
ter! I should have ranked as an
equal in the place where my father
was servant! But now”—he looked
at the spot where Cyril had sat, and
gnawed at his lip—“now, this wander-
ing vagabond, this scamp, steps in be-
tween me and her!” His hand open-
ed and shut convulsively. “He will
marry her in spite of her father, and
all.that should have been mine will be
his! "All! Even Norah!”  The word
dropped from his lips with an inten-
sity which seemed to startle even
himself. *“Yes, I am a fool,” he mut-
tered. “I—I love her! That is my
mistake! It is that which has made
me weak and set my brain on fire! I
love her! But for that I could bé cool
and play the game carefully, but—
but my love confuses me—drives all
the thoughts out of my head!” He
sprang up and paced up and down.
“And she, she hates me, or is near to
hating me! And I feel it whenever I
am in her presence; I read it in her
face, in her voice when she speaks to
me! . And she will marry this artist
fellow, who comes from no one knows
where, and I”—he ground out an oath
—“E suppose I must give it all up, go
back to London, and begin the old
hateful life, made all the more hateful
by the thought of all I had hoped to
gain, all I bave lost! No, by Heaven!”

he exclaimed, raising his hand as if
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Sometimes It Doesn’t Pay to Be Evil Minded. Borgan.
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unconscious and which left my nerves &

him at this moment, and, thinking it

seven years ago, from which 1 was {ss Cyril or Norsh coming back, he

8s yreparing to return to his hiding-
place, when hé saw that it was Becca
South.

He muttered an imprecation, but, ré-
suming - his usual impassive manner
he went to meet her with a torced
smile on his dark face.

Becca pulled up a few paces from
him, and looked aside, as if she were
not in the best of humors, and her
first rds vtirere spoken in a piqued
and injured tone.

“I didn't expect to meet you,” she
said.

. “Well, Becca,” he, retorted, taking

kissing her. “Unexpected pleasures
are all the sweeter. What is the mat-
ter now? ‘In one of your tantrums?”
aud he smiled down at her with affect-
ed good-humor.

“No, I'm not,” she said, shortly, but
welking by his side as he moved away
from the glade; it was just possible
Cyril or Norah might return. “But 1
ought to be. You're keeping away
from me!” and she began to poutv and
flash her black eyes upon him.

“Now, Becca,” he said, fighting with
his impatience and speaking ina soft,
persuasive voice, “do try and not be
gilly. Keeping away from you! Why,
you silly child, I should like to be
with you always.”

“And why aren’t you?”’ demanded
Becca. “Why can’t all the world know
we're engaged——"

He cast a glance around, as if he
dreaded that the trees would carry her
words to human ears.

“I'm tired of this playing at hide-
and-seek. You're ashamed of me, Mr.
Berton!”

Guildford Berton bit his lip, but still
kept on the patient, humoring smile.

“Now, Becca, don’t talk nonsense,”
ne said, soothingly. “We’ll take all

lre world into our confidence over our

love affair, as you wish, but presently,
presently. You know how often I have
told you that if it were known that
you and I were going to be married,”
he spoke quite glibly, but it was for-
tunate for Becca that she did not see
his eyes at that moment, “it would
ruin all my plans! You must wait
patiently, Becca dear.”

She began to cry in an angry kind
of fashion.

“I—1I’ don’t believe you care for me
now?” she sobbed. “Ever since that
girl came you've changed—yes, you
have.”

He started.

“That girl! What girl?”- he asked,
but he looked at her keenly.

“Why, Lady Norah!” retorted Becca,
between her sobs. “Oh, I'm not blind.”

He laughed. :

“You are sillier than ever, you fool-
ish girl!” he said, banteringly. “What
on earth can Lady Norah have to do
with you and me?”

Somewhat reassured, Becca pulled
out her pocket handkerchief to wipe
away her tears, and in doing so out
came the photograph of Catherine
Hayes.

Guildiord Berton’s sharp eya:aught
it in a moment, and he stooped and
picked it up, and, holding it over his
head above her reach, shook his head
at her amilingly.

“Hallo, Becca! What’s this? Come,
that’s good! You talk like this to me,
and at the same time carry young
men’s portraits in your pocket, eh?”
Becca's face grew crimson, and sha
tried to reach the photograph.

“It isn’t a young man’s,” she said,
half sullenly.: “Give it me back!”
“After 1 have admired my rival,” he
said, with mock jealousy. ‘“Really,
Becca, I'knew you were a little firt,
but—-what's this?” he broke. off, as he
looked at the portrait. “It is Lady
Norah’s?” he addéd, as he read the in-
scription, and his voice  changed.
“Where and how did you get it?”
Becca, avoiding his dark, merclng
eyes, lied promptly.
o1 found it on the staircase,” she
n!d. “She must have dropped lt.'f,
._He looked at it ;ttcntlvely.
‘Wﬁ'] llkely" ;
"Will. thc it me hck lt yon'vb'

g o
'he were actually reghteﬂng a vow. “11 48
will not! There is time yet! Isetmy| Wi’
brain mlnst yours, Mr. Cyril Burne, 5
and I will fight to the last—the last!” ;
#}s Wu in the bracken startled

hej’- hand, after a slight struggle, and:
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in my side and back

ntil I nearly went

crazy. 1 went to
differentdoctorsand

they all said I had

female trouble and

be operated on. I
i|lhad suffered forfour
years before this

ting worse the more
medicinl I took. Every month since I
was a young girl I had suffered with
cramps in my sides at periods and was
never regular. I saw your advertise-
ment in the uvlmer and the picture
of & woman who been saved from
an operation and this picture was im-
pressed on my mind. - The doctor had
given me only two more days to make
up my mind so0 I sent my husband to the
store at once for a bottle of Lydia
ﬁnkham 's Vefot:blo Compound,and
bolieve me, I only took four doses be-
fore I felt a change and when I had fin-
ished the third bottle I was cured and
never felt better. I t you the priv-
ilege to publish my letter and am only
too glad to let-otherwomen know of a‘ng
cure.”’—Mrs. THOS. MCGONIGAL,
Hartville Street, Phila., Pa.

lay near the little blue phial.

“Not just yet,” he said. “Don’t be
afraid, you shall have it back pre-
sently.”

“What do you want it for?” she de-
randed.

He could not have given her the only
reason: that anything belonging to
Norah was precious to him.

“For nothing,” he said, lightly. “You
shall have it back to-morrow. Now,
den’t bother, Becca,” and he drew her
arm within his and put back a tress
of her black hair behind her ear in a
caressing, lover-like fashion; and
Becca ceased to think any more of the
photograph of the sad-looking woman
she had “picked up on the stairs.”

CHAPTER XVIL
Eve’s Daughter.

NORAH left Cyril and walked home-
ward almost entirely happy. The

only bar to her perfect happiness was
the fact that she could not go straight
to the earl and tell him all that had
happened.

She had a naural detestation for se-
crecy and deception, and she thought,
with a sigh, how delightful it would
have been if her mother or the faithful

either of them and pour out her heart

For it seemed to Norah, as she went
through the sunlit woods and over the
velvety lawns, that she was the most
fortunate girl in all the world. There
had never been ' another man since
Adam was created like Cyril, and she
stopped now and again, that she might
recall his image and- think of all he
had said.

And it seemed to her that he had
spoken, as he looked and behaved, like
a hero. He had said” that she might
have married some man with a title;
but to her he seemed the noblest of
men, and it was just in har}nony with
his character that he should wish to
wail until he had made a name before
he went to her father and asked for
her.

He had said that he would rather
be a self-made man than a belted earl,
and she agreed with him. Agreed with
him! 1If he had declared that the
moon was made of green cheese she
would have assented.

Yes, she was happy, with the happi-
ness which comes to a girl who has
won the heart of the man to whom
she has given her first—her best love.
" She wondered how long it would
be before she should see him again,
how long before he would come and
demand her hand of the earl.

_She had said that if the earl refused
it would ,make no difference to her;
and nnder the great oaks she repeated
her vow. N‘omhs shoul& separate her

froin her w«;, Her lover.

Wl;an m hed the house nho saw
dages standing - auutae,
es in the drawing-room.

Pa.—*One yen ago 1|
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With a fall line of the following :
Knives and Forks,
Dessert and Table Knives,
Dessert and Table Forks,
Tea, Dessert & Table Spoons,
Pocket Knives,

Carvers, etc., etc., etc.

MARTIN HARDWARE CO0., LTD.

Catherine had been alive, to go to \
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I’s a Benefit o You

Kitchen Cabinet.

A

FURNITURE
BUYERS!

China Closet.

Dining Room Tables :

Surface OQOak, 42 inch
top, 6 feet extension on
good square pedestal. Value

$20.00. Owur

Price .. .. 318 50
Solid Oak, fumed finish,

42 inch top, 6 feet exten-

sion, supported on heavy

pedestal. Value $27.00.

i1 32450

Quarter Cut, golden fin-
ish, 45 inch top, 8 feet ex-
tension, supported on heavy
handsome pedestal. Value

price .. .- 9$47.00

Dining Room Tables :

Quarter Cut, fumed fin-
ish, 42 inch top, extends 6
feet, supported on heavy
pedestal. Value $30.00

2 827.00
0ak, golden finish, square
top, 42 inches wide, 6 feet

extension, supported with 6
heavy legs. Value $14.00

g ¢
Quarter Surface Oak,
golden finish, square top,

extends 6 feet on good
heavy legs. Value $35.00

Ay ¢ 5 KL

Now
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Orders

¥ T,T ' \_ I | Now Taken

for our

English

CHESTER-
FIELDS

and

EASY

CHAIRS

to match.

We are showing 3 Splendid KITCHEN CABINETS, the Latest Designs.

EVERYTHING AT THE OLD PRICES.

(Callahan, ﬂlass & ﬂo., Limited,

.

Corner TnsAmE HILL AND DUCKWORTH STREET.
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AT THE CRESCENT. .. .
'x-u vmgraph company pﬁésentg

ard fn'a mem 3
“The umnunt.,,.:

' Jdrama and the Lubin Company “Fath-

er’s Night Off,” a comedy scream. Pro-
{ fessor McCarthy plays a new program
Tof music and Douglas J. Stewart sings

the latest novelty song. Take in this
hi;. week end _show to-day m'- fine. .

THE LATEST PATRIOTIC SONG
“When Your Boy Comes" -hck_ ick fo. .
You,” words and ‘music ¥
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In Sadness and Hopeless
turn to Potsdam of B
jons of Guards Surpass
Sights of War — Amel
Saw. That Xaiser’s ¥
Realized They Had Me
ers at Contalmaison
Lumber Wagons, But
fie is Beginning to Re:
Their Best Treops.

D. Thomas Curtin, a
writer who spent ten mag
many, but who was onl
write what the censor
his return héas been reveg

conditions in the land
Various circumstances

"Curtin’to witness a sigh]

bidden to the German p
turn of the wounded fro
In this his second artic
months’ stay in Germany
the return to Potsdam of
of the Prussian Guard a
counter with the Britis
maison and the efforis o
ties to hide them from ti
this he writes as follow
don Times:

The 4th of August is
sary of what is known i1
“England’s treachery”™—
England entered the war
German government tell
is “a base and cowardl
try and beat her by star
women and children.”

On that sunny and fre
looked out of the rail
window some ‘quarter of
we arrived at Potsdam
merous brown trains ma
Red Cross, trains that 1
by night in Germany.

There were a couple
the Guard Cavalry in th
riage with me. They al
“Ach, noch einmal” (*V
them?”) discontentedly
elder.. They were-a glo
they had reason to be.
public has begun to k
deal about the wounded
yet know all the facts, be
ed men are, as far as po
in Germany and never s¢
ist centres unless it is a
avoidable. The official
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