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Preparation of

. Cod Liver-Oil’

This "'builder-up'’ is rich in the medicinal
and nutritive propertles of the best
Norweglan Cod Liver Oil—without the
It also conlains
Extract of Malt, Extract of Wild Cherry
and valuable Hypophosphites, which
tone up the whole system and parti-
cularly strengthen the Lungs, Throat

disagreeable taste,

and Bronchial Tubes.

In 50c. and $1.00 botties, at

your druggist's.
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OR, A CURIOUS MYSTERY EXPLAINED.

CHAPTER XXXVI.—(Cont’d)

‘“‘But what a terrible autumn for
you!”’ exclaimed I'rithiof, ‘‘And
to think that all this should have
sprung from- that wretched five-
ipound note! QOur stories have
‘been - curiously woven together,
Sigrid.”’ ey Bk

t As she thought of the contrast

between the two stories her tears
'broke forth afresh; she walked on
!silently, hoping that he would not
' notice them, but a drop fell right
"on to his wrist; he stopped sudden-
1y, took her face between his hands
and looked full into her eyes.

- ““You dear little goose,”” he said,
““what -makes you cry! Wasg it be-
cause I said our stories had been
"woven together?”’

F “It’s because I wish they could
have been alike,’”’ she sobbed.

,  “*But it wasn’t to be,’”” he said
quietly. ‘It is an odd thing to say
to you to-night, when your new life
is beginning, but to-night I also am
happy, because now at last my
struggle is over—now at last the
fire is burned out. I don’t want

anything but just the peace of be-|

ing free to the end of my life. Be-
lieve me, I am content.”’ -
Her throat seemed to have closed
up, she could not say a word just
because she felt for him so intense-
' ly.  She -gave him a little mute
caress, and once more they paced

- along the garden path. But her

-whole soul revolted against this no-
tion of content. She understood it
as litile as the soldier marching to
his first battle understands the calm
indifference of the comrade who
lies in hospital. Surely Irithiof
was to 'have something better in
his life than ‘this miserable parody
of love? This passion, which had
been almost all pain, could surely
not be the only glimpse vouchsafed
himof the bliss which had trans-
figured the whole word for hert
Theré came back to her the thought
of the old study at Bergen, and she
seemed to hear her father’s voice
gaying :

“I should like an early marriage
for Irithiof, but I will not say-too
much about you, Sigrid, for I don't
know how 1 should ever spare
:f'ﬂll.” Sy
_ And she sighed as.she remember-
ed how his plans had been crossed
and his business ruined, and his
heart broken—how both for him and
for Frithiof failure had been de-
creed. . iy _

Yet the Christmas bells rang on
in this world of strangely mingled
jov and sorrow, and they brought
her much the same message that
had been brought to her by the si-
lence on Hjerkinsho:

“There is a better plan which
can't go wrong,”’ she said to her-
self.

CHAPTER XXXYVI1i.

““I1 have some news for vou,’’ said
Mr. Horner to his wife a few days
after this, as one evening he enter-
ed the drawing-room. The huge
gold clock with the little white face
pointed to the hour of eight, the

golden pigs still climbed the gol-|

den hill, the golden swincherd still
leaned meditatively on his golden
staff. Mrs. Horner, arrayed in
penmck-hlue satin, glanced irom
her husband to the clock and back
aga:= *o her husband.

tMews '’ snhe zeid, in a distinctly

T —

discouraging tone. ‘‘Is it that
which makes you so late ! However,
it’s of no consequence to me if the
dinner is spoiled, quite the con-
trary, I am not particular. But I
beg you won’t grumble if the meat
1s done to a cinder.”’

“Never mind the dinner,”” re-
plied Mr. Horner, captiously. *‘I
have other things to think of than
overdone joints.- That fool Boni-
face has taken me at my word, and
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OUR COURSE IN

GENERAL :
OBSTETRICAL
MASSAGE
ELECTRO OR
SCHOOL NURSING

Qualifies you for the best "}
positions. Study at home or
attend the School. Gradu-

ates earn $15.00 to $40.00
per week.
Send for Free Mook on Hur!in_g_

‘Red Cross School of Nursing
358 Queen St. West

| the Bonifaces were deceived in him.

| pretty and pleasant enough, but the

pushing people—a sure sign of vul-

actually doesn't Intend to renew
the partnership.’”’

“What !” eried his wife, ‘‘not now
that all this affair is cleared up, and
you have apologized so handsomely
to young Falck 1"’

‘““No; it's perfectly disgraceful,”
said James Horner, looking like an
angry turkey-cock as he paced to
and- fro. ‘I shook hands with
Falck and told him I was sorry to
have misjudged him, and even
owned to Boniface that I had
spoken hastily, but would you be-
lieve it, he won’t reconsider the
matter. He not only gives me the
sack, but he takes in my place that
scheming Norwegian.’’

“But the fellow has no capital,”’
cried Mrs. Horner, in great agita-
tion. ‘‘He is as poor as a rook ! He
hasn’t a single penny to put into
the concern.’’

“‘Precisely. But Boniface is such
a fool, that he overlooks that and
does nothing but talk of his great
business capacities, his _industry,
his good address, and a lot of other
rubbish of that sort. Why, without
money & fellow is worth nothing—
absolutely nothing.”’ |

“¥rom the first I detested him,”’
said Mrs. Horner. ‘‘I knew that

It’s my belief that although his
character is cleared as to this five-
pound note business, yet he is real-
ly a mere adventurer. Depend up-
on it, he’ll manage to get every-
thing into his own hands, and will
be ousting Roy one of these days.”’

“Well, he’s hardly likely to do
that, for it seems the sister has been
keeping her eyes open and that
idiot of a Roy is going to marry
her.”’

“To marry Sigrid Falek?’' ex-
claimed Mrs. Horner, starting to
her feet. ‘‘Actually to bring into
the family a girl who plays at danc-
ing c¢lasses and parties—a girl who
sweeps her own house and cooks
her own dinner[”’

“I don't know that she is any
the worse for doing that,”’ said
James Horner. “It’s not the girl
herself that I object to, for she’s

connection, the being related by
marriage to that odious Falck, who
has treated me so insufferably, who
looks down on me and is as stand-
off-ish as if he were an emperor.”’

“If there is one thing I do de-
test,”’ said Mrs. Horner, ‘it is

garity. But it’s partly Loveday’s
fault.” If I had to deal with the
Falcks they would have been taught
their proper place, and all this
would not have happened.”’

"At this moment dinner was an-
nounced. The overdone meat did
not improve Mr. Horner’s temper,
and when the servants had left the
room he broke out into fresh in-
vectives again the Bonifaces.
‘“When is the wedding to be?”’
asked his wife.

““Some time in February, I be-
lieve., They are house-furnishing
already.”’ .
Mrs. Horner gave an ejaculatio
of annovance.

““Well, the sooner we leave Lon-
don the better,’”” she said. “‘I'm
not going to be mixed up with all
this, we’ll avoild. any open breach
with the family of course, but for
goodness’ sake do let the house and
let us settle down eisewhere.
There’s that house at Croydon I
was very partial to, and you could
go up and down easy enough from
there.”’ ;

“We’ll think of it,”’ said Mr. Hor-
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bye, we must, I suppose, get them
.some sort of wedding present.’’

“By good luck,’”” said Mrs. Hor-
ner, I won a sofa-cushion last
week 1n a raffle at the bazaar for
the chapel organ fund. It’s quite
good enough for them, I’'m sure. I
did half think of sending it to the
youngest Miss Smith who is to be
married on New-year’s-day, but
they are such rich people that I
suppose I must send them some-
thing a little more showy and ex-
pensive. This will do very well for
Sigrid Falek.”’

Luckily the opinion of outsiders
did not at all mar the happiness of
the two lovers. They were charm-
ed to hear that the Horners were
leaving London, and when, in due
time, the sofa-cushion arrived, sur-
mounted by Mrs. Horner’s card,
Sigrid, who had been in the blessed
condition of expecting nothing, was
able to write a charming little note
of thanks, which by its straightfor-
ward simplicity, made the donor
blush with an uncomfortable sense
of guilt,

““And, after all,”” remarked Sig-
rid to Cecil, ‘“we really owe a great
<deal to Mrs. Horner, for if she had
not asked me ‘to that children’s
fancy-ball I should never have met
Madame Lechertier, and how could
we ever have lived all together if
it had not been for that?’

““In those days I think Mrs. Hor-
ner rather liked you, but somchow
you have offended her.’”

. ““Why, of course it was by earn-
ing my living and setting up in
model lodgings; I utterly shocked
all her ideas of propriety, and,
when once you do that, good-bye
to all hopes of remaining in Mrs.
Horner’s good books, It would
have grieved me to displease any
of your relations if you yoirselves
cared for them, but the Horners—
well, I can not pretend to care the
least about them.”’

The two girls were in the little
sitting-room of the model lodgings
putting the finishing touches to the
white cashmere wedding-dress
which Sigrid had cut out and made
for herself during ¢he quiet days

: —eme———
proof that trouble had not spoiled
or soured the lives either of Cecil
or Frithiof lay in their keen enjoy-|
ment of other people’s happiness.

The wedding was to be ﬁxt1'en1&1y1-'“
quiet. Early in the morning, when'
Cecil went to see if she could be of
any use, she found the bride-elect
in her usual dress and her house-
keeping apron of brown hollind,
busily packing Frithiof's portman-
teau.

“Oh, let me do it for you,” she!
said. ‘‘The idea of your toiling
away to-day as if you were not go-
ing to be married |”’ - +

Sigrid laughed merrily.

“Must brides sit down and do'

nothing until the ceremony?’ ghe
asked. ‘“If so, I am sorry for them;

I couldn’t sit still if I were to try.!
How glad I am to think Frithiof.
and Swanhild will be at Rowan,
Tree House while we are away! I,
should never have had a moment’s!
peace if I left them here, for Swan-
hild is after all only a child. It is'
so good of Mrs. Boniface to have
asked them!”’

““Since you are taking Roy away
from us, I think it is the least you
could do,’’ said Cecil, laughing. *‘It
will be such a help to have them
this evening, for otherwise we!
should all be feeling very flat, I
know.”’

““And we shall be on our way to
the Riviera,”’ said Sigrid, pausing
for a few minutes in her busy pre-
parations; a dreamy look came into:
her clear, practical eyes, and she
let her head rest against the side
of the bed.

““Sometimes, do you know,’’ she
exclaimed, ‘I can’t believe this is.
all real. I think I am just imagin-
ing it all, and that I shall wake up.
presently and find myself playing
the Myosotic waltz at the academy
—it was always such a good tune
to dream to.”

““Wait,”” said Cecil, ‘‘does this.
make it feel more real 7"’ and hast-
ily going into the outer room she.
returned, bearing the lovely wed-
ding bouquet which Roy had sent.
‘“Lilies of the valley !”’ exclaimed

they had spent at Rowan Tree| Si8rid. “Oh, how exquisite! And
House. ILvery one entered most | MYrtle and eucharis lilies—it is the-
heartily into all the busy prepara- 1'1'1*.":-51;;r beautiful bouquet I ever
tions, and Sigrid éould not help |%2W:

thinking to herself that the best (To be continued.)

They do not contain phenacetln,

25¢. a box at your Druggist's.

TORONTO, - CANADA

et T ——

ner, reflectively. ““And, by .the

MATIONAL DRUYG & CHEMICAL CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED.

R e [

Sick headaches—neuralglec headaches—splitting,
blinding headaches—all vanish when you take

Na-Dru-Co Headache Wafers

acetanilid,

morphine, oplum or any other dangerous drug.

123 e .

it s e L A A T A Rt RS L AR AT 5

1"!.::'\ R R .l . ".-"I e, AR AR L -.:\."-___::. o ...1":, ‘.h_ 5
o S Rt e e o e s, S e,
ol it e ot e ol A e R A R i e L Ty e

more water than the city

man.

3 : AT " ) - -
g - . :r'_':‘-:r.i.e:'::' o Mgumw I.mmrﬁv*ﬂﬂ—’#‘dﬁ*urw i GRNAL £
: s g _-l' 7 i el ] i P R e - Sl 2 " " .

S-PARKLING WATER, cool and
sweet, refreshes the farmer who

e budlds a
—— Concrete Well or Tank

THE FARMER, above all others, appreciates good water. He drinks

: The city-dweller is dependent upon
the public water-supply for the purity of his water, while the farmer can

)
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b have his own private source of water, and thus be sure that it is pure
7 and healthful. -

. AN hasn’t found a better drink th I w =' :

? Al e an cool water, properly coliected and stored. But in order to keep
:;"'; I r P ¥ : = = =

% water iresh and pure, a tank or well casing that will keep out every possible impurity must be used.
%7

7 CONCRETE IS THE IDEAL MATERIAL FOR TANKS AND WELL-CASINGS. e
7 I is absolutely water-tight, protecting your water from seepage of all : I 'HERE are scores of other uses for concrete on

7 5 y i _set : 3 your farm—on every farm. If
7 I kinds. It cannot rot or crumble. It is casily clcagcd inside. Time you would like to know of them, write for our book, *“What the ]*I:'::mcr Can
7 and water, inctead of causing it to decay, actually make it stronger. Do With Concrete.”® The book is absolutely free.

f'g UR Farmers' Information De- Address Publicity Manager WHE‘N you go fo buy cement

ff,,:i partment ""”:l ""!FIJ'““ fo d"“"‘:: be sure that this label is on
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