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ireadful to be ill and all alone In that 
said Miss Amelia.ELDERLY WOMENWHEN LOVE solitary spot!

“Poor man! I really-think you ought 
to call, Edwin, and you, too, Bartley. 
I wonder"—with an air of maiden tim
idity—“it he would think It intrusive 
or—or pushing, It I sent him 
beet tea."

The squire laughed quietly.
“Better not, you think, Edwin? 

Well, perhaps so; one can't be too 
careful.

SAFEGUARDED TelegramWhen the nervous

Came Too Late, persistent
symptoms is head-some Fashion PlaiesSy ache. Nervous bead

le / acfae has been de-
// scribed as the cry

V of the starved brain
for more blood.

Because of its remarkable blood- 
forming and blood-enriching quali
ties, Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food ranks 
first as a means of overcoming nerv
ous exhaustion, nervous prostration, 
headache, Indigestion, sleeplessness, 
Irritability and all the annoying 
symptoms of nervous breakdown.

It is not a# mere relief, but thor
ough cure; for it rebuilds and recon
structs the wasted and depleted 
nerve cells.

80 cts. a box, 6 for $2.80.

As usual, W
Sale we will off*CHAPTER XVI.

The Home Dressmaker should 
■ Catalogue Scrap Book el ear 
tore Cute. These wfll be found 
useful to refer to fro* time to

Bartley Rradstone’s Victory.
“Don't be Billy,” retorted Annie. 

"Why should she marry Mr. Brad- 
btone if she doesn’t want to? You 
don’t suppose that it was for his 
money—she, the squire's only daugh
ter and heiress!”

And this argument of Annie’s was 
put forward throughout the county 
whenever anyone expressed astonish
ment that Mr. Bartley Bradstone 
should have carried off the prize 
which so many had coveted, or ven
tured to suggest that his money had 
something to do with his success. Why 
should she, the- daughter of the 
wealthy Squire of Hawkwood, want 
to marry money? And this argument 
was always found unanswerable.

Mr. Bartley Bradstone bore himself 
very modestly, considering the great
ness of his victory. He was a little 
louder In his speech, perhaps, and 
there was a look of elation in his 
small eyes which was pardonable in 
a man who had snatched the Rose of 
Hawkwood before the envious eyes 
of far better men than himself; but 
his speech toned down and his look 
of elation diminished when he was in 
the presence of his betrothed.

He went to the Grange every day, 
and nearly every day he and Olivia 
rode or drove out together, accom
panied by Aunt Amelia or one or 
sometimes both of the Penstone girls, 
and though Olivia was always cheer
ful and pleasant with him, it was a 
cold kind of cheerfulness, a forced 
sort of pleasantness. The paleness 
which Mary had remarked had not 
disappeared, and there had come into 
the dark eyes a far-away look, which 
might represent the quiet Joy of an 
engaged girl, but was rather sad and 
unsatisfactory for the man who loved 
her. And he did love her, more deep
ly and Intensely each day, with an 
absorption which only the truly sel
fish man who has set his heart upon 
gaining an object la capable of.

Three or four times a week he din
ed at the Grange, his place, as was his 
right, beside Olivia, and all through 
the dinner she sat and listened when 
he spoke, and answered, when a reply 
was necessary, with the same far
away look in her eyes, the same pallor 
on her cheeks.

One evening after dinner, when the 
squire and Bradstone had come into 
the drawing-room for their tea, which 
Miss Amelia was dispensing with nods 
and becks and wreathed smiles, that 
lady said, suddenly:

“Oh, Edwin! what is this I hear 
about dear Bertie? Is it true—it can’t 
be true—that he has gone off sudden
ly to Australia to shoot lions?’’

Olivia was sitting on a low chair 
beside the open window, a book lying 
on her lap, page downward, her eyes 
fixed on the tall elms that lined the 
drive. For a second a warm flush 
rose to her face, but tor a second only, 
and her gaze did not falter.

“I shouldn’t think It could be true,” 
replied the squire, dryly, “seeing that 
it Is Impossible."

“There are no lions In Australia, 
unfortunately, Miss Vanley," explain
ed Bartley Bradstone, as he carried 
the cup of tea to Olivia?

“No? Really? How Interesting! 
You are always so well Informed,

But I really think you 
ought to call, Bartley."

“I will, it you like,’’ he said, but 
not very readily. "Shall I, Olivia?"

She turned her pale face slightly 
toward him.

"I do hot care," she said, and open
ing the door, went out, and up the 
stairs to her own room. She stood 
by the white bed looking dreamily 
before her for a moment or two, her 
father’s words echoing dully in her 
ears; then she remembered why she 
had come upstairs, and was about to 
ring for her maid, when a great wave 
of heat seemed to sweep over her.

“I can’t go back and listen to them 
talking of him—not just yet, not just 
yet!” she murmured-, putting her 
hand to her throat. "He has been ill 
—but what is he to me?" with a dry 
sob. Her hat and a fur cloak 
lying on a chair, and she took them 
up absently, and putting' them on, 
went down the stairs on to the ter
race.

"Just five minutes alone!” she mur
mured. “Five minutes to think—no, 
to ftirget! Oh, if I could forget!” And 
she beat her hand upon the balus
trade. “It would all be so easy if I 
could forget.”

She stood for a moment or two 
looking wistfully down into the dusky 

then a sudden desire to lose 
herself in its shade possessed her.

“I’ll go and see Bessie,” she mur
mured. She had not been near the 
girl since the

■
 46 and had the 
Change of Life, 
e friend recom
mended it and it 
gave me such relief 
from my bad feel- 
ings that I took 
several bottles. 1 
am now well and 
healthy and recom

mend your Compound to other ladies." 
—Mrs. Mary Ridgway, Durand, Wis. 
A Massachusetts Woman Writes:

Blackstone, Mass. — " My troubles 
were from my age, and I felt awfully 
sick for three years. I had hot flashes 
often and frequently suffered from 
pains. I took Lydia E. Pinkham’i 
Vegetable Compound and now am well.” 
—Mrs. Pierre Cournoyer, Box 239, 
Blackstone, Mass.

Such warning symptoms as sense of 
suffocation,hot flashes, headaches, back
aches,dread of impending evil, timidity, 
sounds in the ears, palpitation of the 
heart, sparks before the eyes, irregu
larities, constipation, variable appetite, 
weakness and dizziness, should be heeded 
by middle-aged women. Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Compound has carried 

safely through this crisis.

A PRACTICAL HOUSE DRESS.Have just opened our new 
Spring Suitings. We Were 
fortunate

BOYS’ KHAKI BELTE 
PIECE SUITS

8 to 16 years. All one 
price .. .......................

m securing 
splendid range of

EngHsh Worsteds 

and Irish and 
Scotch Tweeds.

MISSES’ MUSLIN D1
Slightly soiled. Redu 

$1.50 and $3.00 to
72c. and $1.10.

"To warn me!” repeated Olivia, 
shrinking back, suspiciously.

“Yes, miss, a solemn warning! 
Don’t treat it lightly; give heed to it, 

I.wouldn’t do It 
what

Notwithstanding the scar
city of the woollens and the 
drawbacks in freights, we 
are able to show as good a 
selection as before the war. 
The latest in cut, the best 
in make. Write for sam
ples and self - measuring 
cards.

for Heaven's sake, 
for everybody. I wouldn’t risk 
I’m risking to-night for any other’s 
sake. I’m a fool to do It for yours, 
but you spoke to me kindly, and-- 
and------ What’s that?”

She broke off with a glance of-ter
ror toward the road. .

“I hear nothing,’’ said Olivia, half 
convinced the woman was mad. “Be 
quick, please, I—I cannot wait Of 
what do you warn me?’’

“Is It true that you are to marry 
Mr. Bradstone, miss?” she asked, 
earnestly.

Olivia Inclined her head.
“Yes.”
“Then, for the love of Heaven, and 

while there’s time, draw back. You 
don’t know------’’

“Stop,” said Olivia. “I cannot lis
ten to yob. Say what you have to say 
against him—for you have something 
to say—before him. I will not lis-

BOYS’ WASH SUi 
New clean stock, 65c., $ 

$1.50.
Worth from 80c. to $

were

many women

But is it true that he

persisted—for to Miss Amelia the 
whole earth beyond, say, Italy and 
France, was a ravening wilderness.

“He has gone out on a hunting and 
shooting expedition, yes," said the 
squire, absently.

“Now I do call that so stupid!” ex
claimed Miss Amelia. “Why on earth 
couldn’t he be satisfied to remain at 
home? Why did he go, do you know? 
Some love disappointment, I sup- 

and she laid her hand on one
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TAILOR and CLOTHIER,

281 and 283 Duckworth Street, St. John’s, Nfld. LONDON
avenue

THE COCAINE PERIL.
LONDON, Aug. 7th, 1916.

The new regulations 1 against the 
sale of cocaine are wholly admirable, 
provided one forgives the Home Office 
for not dealing with the evil many 
months ago, when the restriction of 
the hours of drinking and the arrival 
of a number of American soldiers of 
fortune with the Canadian Expedition
ary Force first had the effect of 
spreadingr the vice widely in the West 
End of London—a most unlooked-for 
result of the Board of Control’s liquor 
restrictions campaign. Reputable 
druggists are to blame, too, for pro- ‘ 
viding soldiers with these opiates for 
use when wounded. I have heard that 
the Germans all carry such pain
killers, and that our men picked them 
up in great quantities on the ground 
gained at Neuve Chapelle and in 
other early fights. There are, indeed, 
many causes for that spread of the 
habit among soldiers. There are no 
reasons against its suppression. One 
point, however, will cause some difti-

SLATTERY’Sfearingengagement, 
the scrutiny of the simple, loving eyes 
more than she 
else.

pose
shoulder and sighed.

“I don’t know,” replied the squire. 
"He did not come to bid us good-by; 
the vessel left suddenly, Lord Garfield 

I only heard of the boy’s de

aught
‘Yes, I’ll go and see Bessie!" 

and she passed down the steps.
As she did so, Bartley Bradstone's 

commonplace figure came out by the 
drawing-room window and stood 
clearly defined against the light.

“Olivia! Olivia!” he called.
She drew back into the shadow and 

set her teeth

We are in a position to supply the trade 
with a fine lot of ,

There’s danger------” Olivia paused,
and the gipsy, with a little catch in 
her voice, as if she were struggling 
tor breath, hurried on: “If you don’t 
believe what I am going to tell you, 
if you think I’m lying, ask him, ask 
this Mr. Bradstone, If he knows——’’

Her voice dropped, and Olivia, more 
moved than she knew, bent lower; 
but at that moment, before the woman 
could utter another word, a man’s 
voice, thick with drink, and threat
ening, rose from the other side of the 
gate:

“Liz! Liz! Where the devil are 
you?”

The woman shrank, as If she had 
been struck; then, drawing her 
shawl over her head, whispered, re
proachfully, “Too late!” and crying, 
"Here I am, Seth!” hurried through 
the gate into the road.

(To be Continued.)

says.
parture from Mr. Faradeane------”

Olivia was holding her teacup for 
some milk, which Bartley Bradstone 
had brought her, and It slipped sud- 

spilllng the

Denims, Cotton Tweed, A SMART BUT SIMPLE GOWN,

and in a few days
Splendid assortment of Percales,

besides several Job Lines,
All at Very Low Prices.

then, as he 
again, evidently to look for her In 
the house, she glided rapidly Into the 
avenue, and went toward the lodge. 
She had almost reached It, was with
in touch of the big gates, when the 
figure of a woman passed through 
the open one and stood before her.

Olivia’s nerves were strained to 
their utmost tension, and she shrank 
back with a low cry of alarm.

The woman stretched out her 
pleadingly.

"Don’t, don’t, miss!” she sale 
suppressed whisper, “I’ve not come to 
hurt you!”

“Who are you? What do you want?" 
asked Olivia, trembling a little, but 
recovering her presence of mind, for 
it seemed to her that she had heard 
the voice before.

The woman came nearer, and the 
light of the lodge window falling on 
her face, Olivia saw that it was the 
gipsy who had told their fortunes at 
the picnic.

"You know me, you remember me, 
miss,” she said, still In a whisper, and 
with a kind of hurried earnestness.

“Yes," said Olivia, breathing more 
freely, for there was a" sad and weary 
expression in the woman's face, which 
called for compassion rather than 
fear. "Yes, you are the gipsy. What

wentdenly from her fingers, 
tea over her pure white frock.

Bartley Bradstone had his Hand
kerchief out, and was on his knees 
at her side in a' moment, but she 
drew back out of his reach. "It is of 
no consequence,” she said, calmly.

“I’ll get you another cup. That 
pretty dress! Won’t you let me wipe 
it for you?’’ he pleaded, tenderly.

“No, no, thanks," she returned In a 
voice of suppressed Irritation. “I will 
go and change it,” and she moved to 
the door; but as she did so. Aunt

W. A. SLATTERY,
Slattery’s Bldg., Duckworth & George’s Sts.

P. O. Box 236. St. John’s, Nfld. ’Phone 522.
hand
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now really!” and Olivia paused to 
gather up some fancy work from the 
piano. “He was such a great friend 
of Bertie's, was he not? And I don’t 
wonder. Such a charming man! I 
really do wish he were a little more— 
more sociable. You might ask him to 
dinner again, Edwin."

The squire rose and shook his 
head.

'Mr. Fara-

Apricots, Corn & Meal By s.s. Florizel, Aug. 24th, 1916:

Family Mess Pork,
Small Rib Pieces.

This Pork lias been unob
tainable for some time; we man
aged to secure 10 barrels by this 
steamer.

Lachute, Que., 25th Sept., 1908. 
Minard’a Liniment Co., Limited.

Gentlemen,—Ever since coming 
home from the Boer war I have been 
bothered with running fever sores on 
my legs. I tried many salves and 
liniments; also doctored continuously 
tor the blood, but got no permanent 
relief, till last winter when my 
mother got me to try MINARD’S 
LINIMENT. The effect of which was 
almost magical. Two bottles com-

Just Arrived:
boxes Evap. Apricots, 
bags Corn Meal, 
bags Yellow Corn.

LOCAL—
New Potatoes.

New Cabbage. • 
New Turnips. 

New Beets.

1774—This attractive model wcsrtd 
be nice for taffeta In a solid color, m 
stripes or checks. It Is also good 
for linen, batiste, crepe, chambrey, 
gingham and other wash materials. 
The sleeve and neck frills could be 
of net, tulle or lace. Contrasting ma
terial could be used for the skirt and 
waist trimming. The sleeve may be 
finished In wrist length, or In elbow 
length with a pointed cuff. The Pat
tern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 
and 44 inches bust measure. It re
quires 7)4 yards of 36-inch material 
for a 36-Inch size. The skirt meas
ures about 3)6 yards at the foot.

A pattern of this Illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.

he said,“It is no use, 
deane has plainly Indicated his desire 

I asked him yeeter-to be left alone, 
day, and several days before, when I 

I am afraid- he
By s.s. Sable I.:

10 boxes P. E. I. BUTTER.
2 lb. prints.

AMERICAN BEAUTY BUTTER, 
1 lb. prints.

met him out riding, 
has been, and Is, 111.

Olivia put her hand upon the door, 
but still waited.

“Oh, I am so sorry! Fancy how
Your Boys and Girls! GEO. NEAL GBAYENSTEIN APPLES. 

CALIF. ORANGES.
CUCUMBERS. 

FRESH TOMATOES. 
GRAPE FRUIT. 

BANANAS. 
TURKEYS. 
CHICKEN.

N. Y. CORNE» BEEF.

An indoor snow-ball battle will 
furnish amusement on days when an 
outdoor one is Impossible and It Is 
not as disastrous as it sounds. Put 
all the furniture In the corners of the 
room. Then take a quantity of old 
newspapers and let the children crush 
them Into huge balls. Have them di
vide Into sides. Place them on each 
side and let the bombardment begin. 
The side which sends

—------ ------- —'rim'
Simply Wonderful tor Chest Colds

Makes ’Em Well Over Night
Nervlline. Although five times more 
powerful than most other liniments, 
yet Nervlline has never yet burned or 
blistered the tender skin of even a 
child.

It’s worth while to remember that 
Wherever there Is an ache or pain 
Nervlline will cure it.
. Try It on your sore muscles, on a 
stiff joint, on the worst possible case 
of rheumatism, neuralgia, sciatica, 
or lumbago. These are ailments Ner
vlline la guaranteed, to cure mighty 
quick

The mother of a large family can 
save heaps of work and worry, can 
cure little Ills before they grow big, 
can keep the whole family well by 
always having Nervlline bandy on the 
shelf. The large 60c. bottle Is the 
most economical.

K«thing Half So Quick to Relieve and 
Cure as Good Old “Nerrlllne."

P ——•
♦ Bunt tie awake to-night coughing 
jeer throat sore—don’t let our chest 
cold develop further—that’s the way 
to coat on pneumonia.

Be eenetble, and, as thousands be
fore you have done, uee Nervlline. It 
■ere Is a bully fine thing to knock out 
a cold or bad cough.

After once using Nervlline you'll 
■wear by It for all tine to come.

Ton'll say It’s more like a miracle 
than anything else to feel Its warm 
soothing action upon your tight chest 

Ton’ll he amazed at the quick way 
II cured your cough and broke up your

SCREENED OLD MINE White House Coffee, 1 lb. tins. 
Red Rose Coffee. 1 Hi. tins. 
Arburkle Ceffee, 1 lb. tins. 
.Barrington Hall Ceffee, 1 lb. tins 
Barry’s Coffee, 1 lb. tins.North Sydney Coallargest

number of balls to the other side in 
a given length of time wins.

A paper railroad is a qulter form 
of amusement. The children cut the 
paper Into strips about half an inch 
wide; thep these strips are laid on 
the floor, end to end, and held ti) 
place by pins stuck lengthwise Into the 
carpet. Single or double tracks run-

X Seal Coffee, I lh. tins.
|U| Pure Gold Coffee, 1 lb. this,Address in full

Ex Steamer $10.00.
Ex Wharf - - 10-20.

Also, all Sizes Anthracite Coal, $15.50. 
Buy before prices advance. .

800 bxs. CHOC. NUT BAR. 
85e. box.Name

belt drapedThe narrow 
three times about the waist Is as fash
ionable as ever.

Little flounced dresses, simple, ex
cept for the flounces, are fashionable 

1 for the little girl.

A. H. MURRAY, Beck's Cove,
!e lor even a child to rub on

. ■: .. sel. . -, •
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