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Makes the True
Home-Made Bread \
‘Your Mother Used to

Canadian women are the
most attractrve in the world because

they are the most womanly.
Their interests are centred

home bodies.
in their homes.
in bread-making.

They

They are

are proud of their skill

"BEAVER FLOL

They know that with ¢“Beaver”

Flour, they can make bread that equals anything turned
out by the most skilful chefs in the world.

One of the first things noticed by travellers in
Canada is the fact that «all you women know how to

make good bread.”’

If they knew all the facts, they would add “all
your best bread makers use “BEAVER” FLOUR.

The reason is quite simple.
It is really #wo flours in one.

blended flour.

«Beaver”’ Flour 1
It conta

s a
ins

the quality, nutriment and flavor of Ontario Fall wheat

and the strength of Manitoba Spring wheat. “Beaver” N
Flour is a perfectly balanced flour.
casy because it is always the same in strength, quality
You can make more bread to the barrel

and flavor.

W]

i

than with any other flour—big, brown, nutty, delicious
loaves that will delight both the eye and the palate.

Perhaps you have never tried “Beaver”’ Flour.

Your

grocer has it. Try it. You can’t rnal';c the best

pastry without it.

Dealers—write - us - for 3 prices on Feed,. Coarse

Grains and Cereals.
®

THE T. H. TAYLOR CO.Y LIMITED, CHATHAM, Ont.
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It makes baking" %/
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R. G ASH & CO., St. John’s, Sole Agents in Nfid., will be pleased to quote prices.

tracts, which latter I don’t under-

unconsidered trifle that related to his 1

'
1p to farming; and—and—by the wa;

an you give me a minute?”

my picture, of course—and that's a
great honor for a young artist, sir.
The critics, too, speak well of it, and
I have made a step forward in my
career. I'm not a poor man, either
as times go, Mr. Holt, and, in short, I
am come to ask you to give me your
daughter, Miss Muriel.”

Farmer Holt stopped as if he had
been shot in the back, pulled round
and confronted the artist as  if %e
were some monster in a show.
“Give—you—my—DMuriel!” he re-
peated slowly. Then tramping on
again as he spoke. “Young sir, you
are mad as a March hare.”

Mr. Vandike, too astonished at the
reception of his proposal to speak for
a moment or two, almost ran at his
side, silent.

“Well,” said Farmer Holt, turning
to him, “haven’t you gone yet? Give
you my daughter Muriel? Not if
there weren't another man in the
country. Mr. Vandike, 1 don’t mean
ny offense, but when my girl mar-
ries she’ll marry a farmer. That's a
sort. of man I understand; he grows
*orn and trecs, and owns fields and
narrying a man who only paints
o

Mr. Vandike opened his mouth and
shut it again.

“Are you .serious, Mr. Holt?”
;aid, fumbling for his glasses.

“That 1 am, and no doubt of it,”
said the farmer. “But Jook you
iere.,” he added thoughtfully, “don’t

ake any offense, for, on my honor, I

wnt mean any, and you Kknow
simply, I don’t understand artisis
nd artist's ways. My girl's a simple
ountry lass — true of heart, mind
‘ou, and as good as a parson— but
she don't understand them, ejther,
ind 1 know she wouldn’t be gaml}‘
vith them, so think no more about if.
)ecause I tell you I won't give my

onsent, and I know her too well 12
ear she’ll marry without it.”

“But,” urged the enamored artist,
surely, you will let me try my for-
une with Miss Hoit, sir; if—if I have
.ad the good fortune to gain her
eart, you will at least give me tim=?
‘1 turn farmer if you like—anything
—but let me hear from her own lips
hat there is no hope for me.”

The farmer thought for a moment.

“Well, so you shall,” he sai
fuietly; “‘on one condition, and that
3, if Muriel says no, you pack up and
nake studies of cows and trees in

nother country. Come, it is not &

arms. I'll never consent to her |

|adies’

Coats,

Misses’ Goats,

Children’s  Goats!

Winter Fashions in Ladies’ Coats,
at HENRY BLAIR’S.

This seasons show of Ladies’ Coats
S 2t G
eclipses all others, public opinion
’
says cut perfect, style correct, prices

right, come and see them

HENRY BLAIR

GREAT ANNUAL

PIANO and ORGAN

Reduction Sale.

Business_Alterations being effected, we have commenced our
Great Sale from September to end of year.

105 OR GANS
31 PIANOS
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beautiful Muriel, and thinking even | —<
% . “What am I doing now?” asked th¢ Nothing Bhe G bl pifored t

Save from

Great Cash Reductions.
the publiec.

15 to 40 dollars

stand.”

“Thanks, Will; and now for
sheep.”

The reader may feel rather su:--&

’ E
g the | Goody's voice musical while ery herd bargain, young man.” And | t0 be sold.
croned his darling’s name. mer, not rudely, but with simpl :e looked the artist full in the face.

OF tenishment. Mr. Vandike without a word turncd

LADI

At the same time, by way of paral- |2

i “Eh—eh? I meant in private, bu | & to the farm.

v s it

RUBYWO0D.

CHAPTER VIIL.

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed the |
old man. '

“Yes,” said Leigh. “Yesterday I‘
signed the contract to supply one of
the largest London milk companies,
come good, come ill, and to pay
penalty in hard coin if I fail.”

“Maester Wynter, you bean’'t doing
anything rash?” breathed the
shpherd.

“No; I am but putting into practics
a favorite saying of yours, Will
‘Nothing venture, nothing have.” Tais
three thousand pounds, turned ino
cows, will yield me a large profit, a=d

then——

{ aad an object in making a conﬁdaxtt‘
| 5t 01 Will. ‘

The old man gazed up into his face i
| see and talk to one who had seen |

and caught the direction of his eyes.

yrised at Leigh’'s sudden communi-
~ativeness, but, though he would!

scarcely have owned it to himself, he |

Old Will was a favorite of )Iuri;l.‘i
and Leigh secretly hoped and belie'.'-}

| 2d that at their next meeting the old |

man would, without betraying con-,
fidence, tell her enough To assure her}
of his earnestness.
The same motive, or one of a sim- |
ilar nature, led him up to Old Goody’s
cottage that “evening, where he hadé
esarned himself a welcome by briny-
ing a bottle of wine occasionally and !
talking in his kindly fashion to Jaffer. !
To-night he sat on the old bench |
yeside the door and drank in thirstily :
a long, detailed account of Miss Mur-
iel's birth, habits, manners and vir-
tues, to which he had, with reprehen-
sible artfulness, led the conversation.

He could not in honor see her and talk
to her. The next best thing was to!

|
!
{
i

fed

i Holt, standing at the entrance of the

| avenue, was tricken with astonish-

i drove of cattle making, apparently
| straight for him. He cleared out oi

i he shouted.

{ assure him that there was a mistake,

| sion satisfied him that his neighbor,

lel. Miss Muriel sat on a heap of hur-!

Jles beside William's shepherd’s cait
and listened to a long account of
Maester Wynter's doings, and receiv
1 as much consolation and deligh
srom it as the doting old man could
desire.

—_——

CHAPTER VIIIL

Two or three days later, Farmer

ment at the appearance of a large

the way slowly and like one in a
dream.
“Whose beasts are these, my man?”

“For the Holme Farm,” replied the
driver, and the farmer was about to

when the apparition of old William's
stolid face at the tail of the proces-

Mr. Leigh was “going heavily into

ttis is private enough,” looking

iround and seeing no one but

{ ploughman half a mile off. “I'm go

rg to ask 2 favor of you—the great

est favor for some time because—

| well—I'm not a good hand at this

| sort of thing; in fact, I've never donc

it before. Mr. Holt, you know my po-

{ sition pretty well; I'm an enthusiast

at my art, and I think I may say the

[ stand a fzir chance of turning ou
essful. You know thev've hun;

me at the Academy this year——"

Farmer Holt stopped in his trudg
and stared at the aristocratic fea
tures, as if he feared their owner hac
taken leave of his serises.

“Bless the man!” he exclaimed
shaking his head, as if the puzzle
were too much for him. *“Hung you
at the Academy! What on earth de
you mean?”

“I mean my picture, of course,” ex-
plained Mr. Vandike, more confused
and embarrassed than ever. “I mean

He found Muriel sitting at the win-
‘'ow working — or, rather, resting
rom work, for her sweet face was
eaning upon her hand, and her eycs
vere fixed on the table thoughtlessly.

Mr. Vandike fancied that he saw
ears in them, but Muriel looked up
30 merrily, and smiled so happily
that he was sure he had been mis-
aken, and put the fancy down to his
mbarrassment.

“Mtss Holt, I've just seen your
‘ather,” he said, fumbling for his
aveglass, which, from the first mo-
nent of his proposal, had slipped
wver his shoulder and added to his
omfusion. “He sent me to you S

“Yes?" said Muriel. “Has he left
inything behind? What is it?”

“No, no!” said Mr. Vandike. g
sked him a question, and at first he
said no, but afterwards he agreed il
vou would say yes, he would change
it to yes, too.”

“Well,” said Muriel, taking up her
vork, all unconscious. “And, pray,

foundland.

by buying from the oldest established Piano anl Organ House in New-
Every Instrument guaranteed. .
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We cheerfully recommend the Rose-
berry Boot to any woman looking for
a high class hoot at a medium price.

The Roseberry has all the style and

what was it? Do you want to take
my new colt?”
“No,” said Mr. Vandike nervously.

Affection made even old eyes sharp, | her sweet face, and heard her dear J' milk.”

and the little ones of the old man | voice only a few hours before. " With a groan, for he could not but

grew dim with sudden tears. | So there he sat, listening with all | think of the daily transit of four hun- arve'
“Maester Leigh,” he

A
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“Heaven speed thee what:>'er thyj

muttered.!his heart and ears to petty details ! dred hoofs through his dearly loved

which to any other but a lover, might

: | | .
path, whatever it be cows or con-'have seemed trivial, snapping up any

upon every other. If your liver

the brain, tone the nerves and

®

I’s Best to Remember

that every organ of the wonderful human body is dependent

be impure; if your bowels are inactive your stomach and
digestion will show it. And one trouble leads to another.

Heeckams Sills
have become the most famous “and the most approved family
remedy in the world. They are known for their wonderful {
and unrivaled power to cause regular, natural action of the
liver and bowels. They are gentle, safe but sure. Beecham’s

Pills benefit. every organ of the body—brighten the eye, clear

Remove the First Cause
of Trouble

Special directions for women with every box. Sold everywhere, - 28c.
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goes wrong your blood will ?
]
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|
{
|

increase vigor—because they

| kim by name.

reath and otherwise discomposed,

avenue, he trudged off, pulling up,
however, before he had got far away,

in response to a panting voice calling

The summons proved to proceed
‘rcm the aristocratic lungs of Mr.
vandike, who, very much out of

came up, wiping his face with an im-
maculate handkerchief.

“By jobe, Mr. Holt, how you walk!
I saw you at the end of the lane,
and thought I should catch you up
cagily, but your stride put me 1o
shame. Awful hot, isn’t it?”

“It is uncommon healthy hot,” re-
torted the farmer, who was not in the
humor to relish fashionable ad-
jectives. “It’s ripening the corn,.if
that be awful.”

“Ah, just so; excuse me, I'm not

of Healing

K does not take iong for Dr. Chase’.
Ointment to prove its magic healin;

power. A single night is often suf
ficient toe produce the most startling
results.

Mrs. Chas. Gilbert, Haystack, Pla
centia Bay, Nfld., writes.——"I was &
sufferer from Salt Rheum for ter
years, and had =zabout despaired of
ever being cured, so many treatments
had failed. Reading of the wonderfu.
cures effected by Dr. Chase’s Oint
ment, I commenced using it, and was
entirely cured by eight hoxes.”

Mr. » Stanley  IMerrill /™ Delaware,
Ont., writes:—“For years T was trou-
bled with my hands cracking, often
becoming so sore that I could hardly
do any work. got some of Dr.
Chase’s Ointment, and happily find
that one or two epplications of same
to_the affected parts makes them well.
I have had ne trouble since using the
ointment for sore hands.”
.Jlnr&e(n’lhér“se" Omégxent, 60c aBl;'ox, at

alers, or Fdmanson, Bates &
Co.. Limited. Toronio.

‘No; I want to take you, my dear
Miss Holt.”

“Me!” said Muriel. “I can't spare
the time, you know, for a full-length
victure, Mr. Vandike.”

“Not for a picture, but for a wife,
dear Muriel,” said Mr." Vandike, lean-
ing on the table.

Muriel dropped her work and look-
2d up, pale, trouble and sad.

“Oh, Mr. Vandike,” she said in her
low, grave voice, “I am so sorry! Oh,
say you are not in earnest; it is only
one of your horrid Jol;e;' Don’t look
so serious! You cannot tell how
grieved I shall be if you are un-
happy! But you are not serious, are
you?”’

(To be continued.)

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES DA%D-
RUFF.

article.

Patent Leather.
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geod shape of a much higher priced

Lace and Button Viei Kid, Tan and

PRICE: $2.50.

Parker & Monroe, Ltd.
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Gravenstein Apples, Elc.

Now
100 Bris. Choice No. 1. Apples.
100 sacks BRAN,
100 sacks GLUTEN FEED.
30 Kegs GRAPES.

in Stock

30 Bris. Choiee Green Cabbage.

30 sacks BLACK OATS.

50 sacks CATTLE FEED.
Prices Right.

BURT & LAWRENCE,

Mox 245 14 New Gower Strect.

‘Phone 759

Call or ¢
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