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For Constipation
Constipation is the chief cause of «piles. 
By an entirely new principle Nujol softens 
the food waste without forcing or irritating. 
This prevents straining and enables them bn y 
tiny muscles »« the ««ills of the intestines, 
contracting and expanding In their normal 
way, to squeeze the Cood waste along and 
out of the system. .
It is absolutely harmless and pleasant to 
take. Try it.

The Modem Method of Treating an Old Complaint

\ujol Booklet.—“ Thirty Feet of Danger,” (Constipation-auto-intoxication 
i«i adults)—will be mailed gratis on application to sole agent for New
foundland. *

J. B. Orr Co., Limited, New Martin Building, St. John’». Newfoundland

Better a Peasant 
Than a Peer.

and her graceful figure clad In its 
plain muslin frock. That face and that 
figure are haunting Vernon Vane, 
even at this moment, as he is dashing 
up Regent street in a hansom cab, and 
chafing at the business which keeps 
him, even for ah afternoon, from his 
girl-love.

"I shouldn’t be surprised," says 
Hal, as they pause at the top of the 
lane leading up the road which climbs 
the high, cliff-like hill, “if Uncle John 
doesn’t lose his head, with all the 
fuss and confussion, and blow the

CHAPTER XII.
A STRANGER IN EDEN.

“If I’d known Vane was going to 
come this trick," he says, ruefully,
“I’d have got him out into the Nancy 
Bell, and drowned him; and/ that
wouldn’t have been any use, for henhouse up, wedding-dress and 
can swim like a dogfish.”

For a while Jeanne comforts him 
and herself with the reminder that 
she will soon he back.

She is telling him so now, and they 
two, having escaped from the house, 
are strolling down thé lane, her arm 
around the hoy’s neck, her face 
dreamily happy, her voice soft and 
low, and full of that subtle melody 
which Love lends to his slaves.

“It won’t be long, Hal,” she says,
“and we shall come back and settle 
down within sight of the old house, 
and—and ”

“But Vernon does not say so,” says 
Hal, incredulously; “he says his plans 
are all uncertain. I believe, Jeanne, 
you don’t know anything about what 
you are going to do."

Jeanne flushes slightly. It is quite 
true; she does not.

“Not yet,” she says, dreamily. “But 
we shall come back—oh, yes, we shall 
come back. And, Hal—what time does 
the last train get in?"

Hal grinp.
Ho you ever think of anything else 

but Vernon, Jen?" he says. "Did he 
say he would come back to-night?
Perhaps he’ll lose the train,” he sug
gests, wickedly.

Jeanne looks startled, then she 
pinches his ear.

Hîes, he will come to-night,” she 
s*ys, looking toward the horizon 
longingly, as if Vernon had been ab
sent a year, instead of six hours; “he 
jierver breaks his word. And, Hal, don't 
von think we ought to go back?”

“No, not yet,” says the boy; "I can’t 
stand ail that cackle about the fal
lals, and to-morrow's feed. Let’s go 
down the lane into the road, Jen.”

AM so, side by side, they go-through 
the crimson flood of sunlight, Jeanne’s 
-face, In all its fresh loveliness, be
neath her broad-brimmed' gypsy hat.

all!
Jeanne, there’ll be nobody to pull the 
cotton wool out of his hair, and brush 
the steel filings off his waisSsoat to
morrow. Oh, hang it, jlen, I’m very
fond of Vernon, but----- ”

“Dear Hal,” murmurs Jeanne, coax
ing his red and not too steady hand. 
“You'll be a good boy, Hal——" 

"You’ll be a good girl, JëanneT” Ye 
retorts, his mood changing. "What, 
going to give me a lecture, like a mo
ther when she says good-bÿ at school. 
Why, then, you’re only a child your
self, and will have to put on your best 
behavior. I say, look there,” he breaks 
off, nodding to the high-road; “they’re 
coming down the'hill at a pretty good 
pace, anyhow.”

Jeanne leans around on the stile 
and looks; earning down the hill there 
is a carriage, drawn by a pair of 
spirited horses, who evidently don’t 
know the road, and don’t like it.

"That isn’t any of the Marly post- 
horses, I’ll bet!” says Hal, resting his 
chin on his hands, and watching the 
prancing and restless pair with all a 
boy’s enjoyment.

“What a splendid carriage, Jeanne,” 
he says*. “If they don’t put the brake 
on they’ll come to grief directly; the 
drop just here is the stiffest on the 
road. What a dusts” ’ _

As he speaks, the carriage has de
scended almost to a level with them, 
and they can see still more plainly 
than before that the heavy chariot is 
forcing and chafing the heavy horses 
almost beyond endurance, and that the 
coachman is pulling bis hardest and 
looking apprehensively down the steep 
incline below him.

“The brake—the brake!” says Hal. 
“Why doesn’t the idiot—halloa!” he 
breaks off. and jumps off the stile as, 
with a slip and a tumble, the near 
horse plunges on to his knees and 
rolls over. /

Ha! runs down the bank and is on 
the road almost before the coachman 
has got down, and Jeanne, following, 
is In time to see a face at the window, 
and bear a voice crying: 

i “Open the door—what has happen
ed r

| Hal is already on Ms knees beside 
the fallen horse, and takes not the 
slightest notice, but Jeanne runs for
ward. and lays her hand on the handle 
of the door; at the same moment an
other hand touches it Both hands 
meet, and Jeanne, looking up as the 
door opens, sees the fair face of e-wo
man looking affrlghtedly out at her, 

For a moment Jeanne ie too startled- 
to speak. It Is not the beauty of the 
face, with its delicate tints and ex-

, , t, * quieitely carved features, and faircough remedy. It tastes good, apd m ,. , _ , .., . .... .
spite of its low cost, it can be àepended golden hair that positively glitters in 
upon to give quick and lasting relief, t the sunlight, but the whole figure. In 
eoS wav >that t£s» tabU j -hort. it is Jeanne’s first experience 
It loosens and raises the phlegm,.stops of that last marvel of our high-pres-

the su red civilization—a fashionable beety.
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ÿ Home-made, but Has No 
g Equal for Coughs

Stake* a family supply of really 
dependable cough medicine. En*» 
ily'prepared, and asrea about f1.

If yon have a severe eeiich or the» I 
cold accompanied with soreness, throat 
tickle, hoarseness, or difficult breathing, 
or if your child wakes up during the 
night with croup and you want quick 
help, try this reliable old liome-mado 
cough remedy. Any druggist can supply 
you with *2’/a ounces ot Pinex. 1’our 
this into a 16-oz. bottle and fill tlio 
bottle with plain granulated sugar 
syrup. Or you can use clarified mt)- 
lasscs, honey, or corn syrup, instead 
of sugar syrup, if desired. This recipe 
makes 16 ounchs of really remarkable 

It tastes good, apd in

throat tickle andr soothes and heals 
irritated membranes that line thé throat 
and bronchial tubes with such prompt
ness, ease and certainty that it is really 
astonishing.

Pinex is a special and highly ronren- 
trated compound of genuine Norway 
pine extract, and is probably the best 
known means of overcoming .severe 
coughs, thropt and chest colds. *
' There are many worthless imitations 

of this mixture. To avoid disappoint
ment. ask for "2% ounces of Pinex" 
with,fuI1 directions and don’t accept any
thing else.' Guaranteed to give absolute 
satisfaction or money promptly r re
funded. ■» The 
Put.

And to Jeanne it is nothing more or 
leas than a marvel; woman-like, she 
takes it all in—the graceful, trained 
figure, dressed to perfection, from the 
Parisian boot , to the delicate gray 
traveling hat; from the exqxtialteiy- 
fitting gloves and the silver bangles to 
the priceless traveling scarf of China 
■ilk. which lies neglected on the dusty 

_ road. There is another person in the
Pinex Co.. Toron . carriage, evidently the lady’s maidi 

I—— ' ’ .V
♦

wtyo stands, pale, and bewildered, 
grasping a Jewel-case and a sun-shade, 
and looking as If the end of the world 
had come. • \ "> •

For a moment the lady doès not ap
pear to be conscious of Jeanne’s pre
sence, but stands shaking her French 
gray dress, and scolding in haughtily- 
languid tones the perspiring men-ser
vants.

“Fell down!" she pays, not sharp
ly, not even angrily, but with haughty, 
contemptuous ecorn; “of course. This 
is "not a French road. Is the horse 
dead?’’ " * .-

The horse replies to the query by 
struggling up and shaking himselfT

"IC is" both negligent and careless," 
she says. “Pray, let us.go on!”

The man touches his hat and shakes 
his head. .

“What is the matter?” she asks.
"Pole’s broke off short, my lady,” 

says the man, fumbling at the frag
ment. .

“Do yon mean that wd shall not be 
able to go on?” êhe asks.

"Afraid not, my lady, till we get 
this mended.”

And he looks around as if'he expect
ed to see a wheel-wright’s shop drop 
down from the sky.

Her ladyship turns and apparently 
remembers Jeanne.

“Oh,” she says, "did you help me 
out? Thanks, very much.’’ .

Then, as Jeanne's quiet bow con
vinces her that she is a lady, her lady
ship adds more graéiously, and with 
a sweeter tone:

“It really was very kind of you. I 
wonder you were not afraid. One’s 
own people seem to lose their senses 
in accidents of this kind."

"I am very sorry,” says Jeanne. 
“The hill is very steep here, and dan
gerous for those who do not under
stand the road.”

“Which my people1 do not.” says 
the lady.' “Where are we?” she adds, 
looking around, with the air of a per
son who has left civilization and 
plunged into an unexplored diSK 
trict.

“This is Newton Regis,” sayS^Jpan- 
ne. . : . .

“But I don’t see a house!” exclaims 
her ladyship, with indolent vexation. 
“Is there a village—a hotel—any place 
where one can get out of this dusty 
road? I suppose I shall have to re
main in the carriage while they get 
another, or something. I must ask you 
to be quick,” she adds, turning to the 
servants.

“There is a village in the valley,” 
Jeanne Says, “but our house is much 
nearer than the inn, if you do not 
mind walking toAhe end of the lane. 
It will be more comfortable than sitt
ing in the carriage.”

“You are really very kind,” says 
her ladyship, still more sweetly and 
musically, mye deliciously reposeful 
and self-contained than Jeanne had 
ever heard before in her life. “But it 
is intruding, I fear----- ’’

“No,” says Jeanne, in her frank 
way; "and it is not very far.”

“Well, thanks, I will stay. You, Wil# 
son, you had better remain here while 
James goes down for another carri
age. How far is Leigh Court from 
here?” she asks, as she follows Jean
ne up the slope.

“How far, Hal?” asks Jeanne, but 
Hal, alarmed by the apparition of the 
fashionable beauty, has made his es
cape immediately after the upraising 
of the horse. • ,

“I ' think it is eighteen or twenty 
miles,” says Jeanne.

Her ladyship sighs.
“Quite out of the world! And do 

you live here?” she asks, looking at 
Jeanne, as if she wondered how any 
human being could exist so far out 
of the world:

"DANDERINE"
Girls! Save Your Hairl 

Make It Abundant!

Immediately after a "Danderine" 
massage, yeur hair takes On new-life, 
lustre and wôndrous beauty, appear
ing twice as heavy and plentiful, be
cause each hair seems to fluff and 
thicken. Don’t let your hair stay 
lifeless, colorless. plain or scraggly. 
You, too, want rots of long, strong, 
beautiful hair.

A 35-cent' bottle of. delightful 
“Danderine" freshenaetyour scalp, 
checks dandruff and tailing hair. 
This stimulating “beauty-tonic" gives 
to thin, dull, fading hair that youth
ful brightness and abufidant thick
ness—All druggists!

“Yes,” says Jeanne, smiling, “and 
am very happy."

This quaint addendum is like Jean
ne, and is almost defiant.

The indolent blue eyes rest with 
languid interest upon the fresh young 
face.

“I am glarf to hear it,” she says; 
"I didn’t think it could have been pos
sible. I assure you that every inch 
of the road has only added to my re
gret at traveling it! I have but just 
left Paris—’’

Jeanne, smiled, and blushed faint- 
ly.

“And I am just going!” she thought.
“—and am quite exhausted. It only 

needs this to put a climax to my suf- 
fering./'Did you say your house was 
not very far?”

“That is it,” says Jeanne, as they 
came in sight of the familiar red 
bricks.

Her companion raises her eyelids 
languidly.

“A romantic spot,” she says; “it is 
like the first scene tn a modern 
comedy-opera. And this is Rawton 
Megisr

“Newton Regis," corrects Jeanne. 
“Will you come in and rest?” she 
adds, and her'ladyship follows her 
into the cozy drawing-room.

“If you will excuse me,” says Jean
ne, “I’ll- go and find my aunt.”

Her ladyship bows gracefully, but 
with the most cool indifference, and 
Jeanne, half-amused, half-irritated, 
wholly interested, goes in pursuit of 
reinforcements.

Her ladyship, left alone, goes—as 
a moth to the candle, or a stream to 
the sea—to the lookiing-glasS, and, 
slowly, peeling offyOne glove, smooths, 
with her lace handkerchief, a, few 
flecks of silken yellow hair, and then 
looks with languid curiosity around 
the room.

Aunt Jane having caused the Hol
land covers which usually incase the 
furniture to be removed, In honor of 
the_coming morrow, the dainty little 
room looks at its best.

(To be continued.)
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Restoring 
Nerve Power.

In many pcQple the tissues of the 
nerves have suffered from the* strain 
of War and from the shortage of 
fats. You can restore your nerves 
io. a natural way by eating 
“Skippers." The .pure olive oij. in 
which they are packed is worth its 
weight in gold to those who suffer 
from “fat-starvéd" nerves.
Your retailer will supply you with

66, “SKIPPERS."
A guarantee on every am.

I»

Are Brisling With good points.

Angus Watson & Co., Limiteii. 
Newcastle-on-Tyne, England.

What Carpentier
Thinks of Moran.

The following from Reynolds’ News
paper of London, anent Carpentier 
end Moran, Is of Interest, thç inter
view coming «titer the win scored by 
Moran over Beckett:

“It was so very disappointing,” de
clared M. Descamps, Georges Carpep- 
tier’s boxing manager, After the fight.

"The first rojind Was good. Bwkett 
looked so strong and flt that I thought 
he would win. Moran-then changed 
his tactics and poor Joe was trapped.

“It was a great mistake on Beckett’s 
part to start infighting while Ms op
ponent was still fresh. He should 
hate boxed. Moran was much the 
older man, aild therefore would have 
tired quicker, leaving Beckett a chance 
to deal a knockout blow.

“It takes a lot to hurt Moran. It 
Is impossible to put him down for the 
count unless the blow carries full 
force and lands on a vital point. Al
so, Beckett was not so confident as 
usual.”

Questioned on the subject of Moran 
using his forearm in the fight, M. Des
camps replied: “No! Moran fought 
quite fairly. " what some peovle took 
offence at was merely an exaggerated 
form of the American stylp of boxing.

“The best man won on the evening’s 
performance," added M. Descamps, 
“but I would not go SO far as to say 
the result would be the same in an
other contest.”

"Would Moran stand ainy chance 
against Carpentier?”

M. Descamps replied, emphatically, 
“No. Georges would have him in 
three rounds. He would dash in like 
this—and punch like so. Moran, he 
would thpn.be—out!”

The volatile manager began to II 
lustrate his words with imaginary 
knockout blows to sundry opponents

Hying Altitudes.
A Lieutenant of the French aviation 

corps recently successfully subjected 
himself ti> a test to déterminé whether 
or pot Ms life could be sustained at 
12.000 metres (39,360 feet, or about 
7% miles altitude)', says Popular 
Mechanics.

Entering a large air-tight cylinder, 
the signal to start the/exhaust pump 
was given. At a pressure correspond
ing to an altitude of about 13,500 ft. 
(2% miles), the experimenter was 
compelled to resort to a specially de
signed mask and an oxygen tank.

At .about 30,000 feet (564 miles), ob
servers noticed that Tie seemed to ex
perience difficulty in moving his 
limbs. This is an experience report
ed by all aspirants to the altitude re 
cord.

When the pressure had dropped to 
a figure corresponding to the height 
of about 34,000 feet (6% miles), the 
subject closed his eyes as though
weary.

As tjie barometer touched a figure' 
equal to a height of 39,360 feet, the 
trial was stopped and air slowly ad
mitted to the cylinder that there 
might be no disastrous shock. The 
mock ascent took 47 minutes and 30 
seconds, while the descent was ac 
ccmplished in 17 minutes.

The esperlment demonstrated that, 
so far as atmospheric conditions are 
concerned, human life may be sus
tained at great heights. ?

The Lieutenant expects to make 
use of -the experience in a future at
tempt to establish a new internation
al altitude record, x.

Piracy Not Dead.

, If proof be desired that the ro
mance of the sea is not dead it may 
be found in the account of the com
ing trial ot Black Sea pirates, in 
Paris. The men are alleged to have 
overpowered the drew ot the steamer 
Souirah, plundered the passengers, 
and got away in the ship’s boats with 
91,400,000. Though the black brig 
that opened flaunted -the “Jolly Ro
ger" no longer prowls the main, yet 

«piracy has never died,-and there are 
still wide tracts of ocean which the 
merchant skipper, unless well arm
ed and manned, is careful tq avoid. 
The worst ot these lies between the 
Straits of Malacca and the Japan sea. 
Both Chinese and Malays are skilful 
sea robbers, while the Acheenese are 
even more bold and daring. Other 
times, other Inethods. The ways of the 
modern Chinese pirate are well illu
strated by the raid on the French 
steamer. Robert Lebaudy in the sum
mer of 1913. This ship, after leaving 
Canton, landed eighty passengers at 
Kungi-ki,' and shipped thirty others. 
The latter, piratee in disguise, waited 
only until the vessel was out ot sight 
of land, then each produced a pistol 
and held up captain, pilot and crew. 
They seized the key of the strong 
room, from wMch they get" 930,000, 
then searched the passengers. One 
woman who objected was shot dead. 
Having secured everything of vaine, 
the captain was forced, at pistol point, 

■to run close in and put the raiders 
ashore with their booty. In 1906, the 
British steamer Salnam was seWed 
in exactly similar tiisMon; Captain 
Joslln was wounded, and Dr. Mac-; 
Donald,- a missionary, was murdered. 
The Alp itself was run into a creek, 
and the booty transferred " to waiting 
"snake boats."

The NEW EDISON
y The Phonograph With a Soul” _

At last you can
What Edison Did

duringthe Warr ;

YOU wondered—every-' 
body wondered, and 
practically nobody - knew 

how Edison “did his bit.” 
At last the official an
nouncement is out ! Gome in 
and get your copy of the bul
letin: “What Did Edison 
Do During the War?”—or 
write, if you can't call. x 
) It tells what Edison did 
while Chairman of the 
Naval Consulting Board— 
hqw he spent months at 
sea, experimenting and in
venting devices for foiling

the German submarines. 
* The bulletin also tells how 
Edison stood the gaff and 
kept the price of the New 
Edison down to bed-rock 
during the era of high costs 
and soaring prices. The 
New Edison has increased 
in. price (in the United 
States) l^ss than 15% since 
1914—part of this increase 

*is war tax. The bulletin also 
tells Mr. Edison’s views on 
our Budget Plan which 
makes the New Edison 
easy to buy.

1

FRED V. CHESMAN,
Edison Dealer, St. John’s.

Watch for the announcement of Mr. Edison’s new research !

Rutii Cameron
WHAT IS POLITENESS I

polit:What is 
ness?
One of the 

newspapers in a 
certain city has 
recently been 
conducting a po
liteness contest. 
Every day it 
sends out a re
porter who is told 
to hunt- for the 
politest person 
he can find and 
give him 950,
It is an

every time I asked the way in a 
strange city tq have the person from 
whom I asked it, give up the course 
he or she was following and go with 
me. I would have to make conversa
tion, it would be a strain. I would 
much prefer to have my question 
answered as clearly and helpfully as 
possible.
One Can Embarrass by Offering Too 

X •- Much.
I think courtesy has its inhibitions 

as well as its generous impulses. To 
offer too much is sometimes to ham- 

inter- Î per and embarrass. Indeed, there are 
esting contest times when with the best will in the 

and I fancy will raise the general world one does not know just what to 
average of politeness in the city— do.
for the time being at least. When one i Here is what I mean by that. On 
does not know whether or not the ; a busy street the other day I saw a 
stranger who is inquiring directions, j young girl on crutches hovering at 
or the stupid customer who asks so , the curbing, evidently waiting for an 

questions, is a opportunity to make the difficult

seated, but not to give a seat to i 
but a distinctly elderly woman. Vej 
old men are another problem, 
longs to help and yet shrinks fra 
hurting.

Men Have Their Problems, Too. |

It did not seem to me as if 
could ever have problems of this s 
until the Authorman said one dayt 
he often wanted to offer to carry | 
woman’s suitcase and did not 
offer Ifest she regard it as an attei 
to scrape an acquaintance.

Remembering the times I hufl 
longed for help with a heavy suiten 
I counselled him to run the risk, 
perhaps I was wrong.

What is politeness anyway? 
someone has put it in a jingle: 
“Politeness is to do and say 
The kindest tiling in the kindest will

Of course it isn’t always possible^ 
know instantly what is the kin* 
thing, but I fancy if one has that r 
at heart one will not go too 
astray.

STOP THAT C0UGK

many unnecessary 
reporter who" may hand one 950 for 
one’s éourteay, one is apt to make a 
little extra effort to be courteous.
Do Ton Like to Have People Go With 

Ton!
But what gets me is the reporter's 

idea of politeness. On one occasion 
he asked directions as if he were a 
stranger in town, and then pretended 
to go in the wrong direction. The 
man who had given the /directions

crossing. My first impulse was to go 
to her and guide her across. My 
second was to leave her alone lest 
the proffered help make her helpless 
ness» seem more poignant. &ie "was 
younger than I. It might sadden and 
even offend her to have me offer 
help. I wonder which impulse was 
right? I obeyed the second and she 
crossed safety by herself.

Again in trolley cars I am always 
puzzled whether or not to offer my

followed him up and sbt him right geat tQ mlddle aged women. To old- 
again. One would have, thought he
would" have received the 950. But he 
did not—because he did not go along 
with the reporter and show him the 
way!

Now do you tMnk that politeness 
requires that? I don’t.

It would certainly embarrass me

er women one gives a seat as a mat
ter of course, but how about the wo
man from 50 to 60? She may bitter
ly resent that accenting of her age. 
My theory is not to take a seat (un
less by reason of being unusually 
tired I feel I have a right to it) until 
all women olider than myself are

'A good many people have thoul 
that a cough did not amount to mil 
—most excellent people whose fried 
were sorry to lose them. Now del 
make this mistake—a cough is 
first step towards serious and of# 
fatal sickness. Stop it right there.

Stafford’s Phoratone Congh and f«lj 
Cnre has proved a marvellous coal 
stopper. - Price 35c. bottle. Post! 
10c. extra.

Manufactured by
DR. F. STAFFORD & SON, j 

Wholesale and Retail Chemists 
Druggists,

St John’s, Newfoundland.

Looked Out for No. 1.

1 IN ABB’S LINIMENT
THEHIA.

FOB DIPH.

Win You Try7
A SAMPLE OF

"SA1ADA"
TEA i

You cannot know bow really delicious tea can be until 
you have tried “Salada”. Send us a postal card. Address 
"Salada’N Montreal. E7T» I

BAIRD & CO.

(From London Ideas.) 
Green, Brown and Johnson i* 

Invited to Robinson's Christmas

On the way there Brown reman» 
to Johnson and Green:

“By the way, you fellows, I 
want to give you a friendly warm 
Beware ot Robinson’s champagne!'

So when the drinks were prods'* 
Johnson and Green said they *ot 
drink nothing stronger than le» 
ade.

Much to their surprise, hoi 
Brown did not follow their exam 
but drank the champagne. So ol1 
way home they asked him:

“What really was the matter 
Robinson’s champagne?"

“Oh, the quality Was all right," 
plied "Brown, quietly. “It was 
quantity I thought would be deft 

, '—not enough for everybody.’

Mlnsrd’rf Liniment Cures Diphfl

/


