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The Imprisoned Heiress
The Spectre of Egrelilonl.

CHAPTER XV,

“By Idonel I suppose you mean
Lord Asheroft,” said the countess, re-
garding the young girl keenly, “Did
you tell the truth, Aimee, when you
said you had not spoken to hig lorde
ship?”

“Did I ever tell a falsehood?’ aske
ed Aimee, indignantly,

“Never, child, and I am sure you
have not now, You could not meet
my eyes so fearlessly if you had
spoken falsely. You think Lord Ash-
croft would protect you?”

“l am sure he would,” answered the'
maiden, with enthusiasm, too innocent :

to suspect that the question was in-
tended only to probe the hidden emo-
tion of her heart. ‘“He looks so good
and so grand that I—I—"

She stopped in confusion,

“I see how it is,” said the countess,
more to herself than to Aimee. “What
fatality! How terribly unfortunate!
Oh, child, child! you know not what
you have done.”

“Why, what have I done?”
cannot know,

“Never mind. You

and I must not tell you. Promise me

that you will not stand at the win-|

dow again, Aimee, with the shutters
drawn up, and that you will never
venture from these rooms again. If
you did but know it, they are a safe
sthelter for you. There are persons
who would gladly see you die, and
until you go to a convent you must be
kept hidden here. Will you give me
the promise I require?”

Aimee shook her head sadly.

“My child,” cried the countess, “do
yvou not love your mother?”

“I should love you better if you did
not keep me confined here, You do
not love me as much as you love the
Lady Alexina.”

“How can you think that?”

“You give her freedom and make
her happy.”

“How

Aimee?

with
of

could I do otherwise
She is the
Egremont; besides, we have no rea-
son for keeping her concealed. But
the earl and I cannot own you.”

“Why not? What i the mystery
about me?” exclaimed Aimee, her face
kindling and her tones full of tre-
“Is anything-—
anything disgraceful?”’

“No, child. Yet I cannot tell you
the mystery. It is enough to say that
if you repeat your excursions outside
of vour roome you will bring a hor-
Remember,

her, owner

mulousness, there

rible fate upon yourself,
I hgve warned you.” :
“I will remember,” responded the
maiden, somewhat coldly,
The countess frowned at this reply
and an expression of terrible severity
gathered in her eyes.

“I suppose,” she said, “that you have | it love with Lord Ashcroft,

forgotten the care I have always be-
i her, there will be no end of trouble.”

stowad upon you, the tenderness I

have denied myself all pleasures—all
except one; and latterly I have kept
Alexina l!oluded that your existence
might remain unsuspected, Bhe 1t~
tle knew why I disliked to fill the
house with visitors, or why I refused
to take her out, Her youth was the
ostensible excuse, but you now know
the real and true reason, ' You are
ungrateful and unfilial,”

“Perhaps I am,” returned Aimee,
simply, “You have always been kind
to me—very kind and affectionate;
but, to tell you the truth, my heart
feels cold toward you., The feeling
hag been growing upon me for some
time. I suppose it’s because you keep
me a prisoner here.”

The countess grew very pale, and
shaded her face with her hands.

“Last night I had a dream,” con-
tinued Aimee, reflectively, “and it has
haunted me all day. I dreame\d that
a fair and lovely lady came to me,
laid her hand upon my head, caressed

me, and said to me, ‘Demand your
! freedom.” And I have demanded it
of you.”

The countess dropped her head low-
er.

“Oh, mamma,” said the young girl,
with sudden burst of emotion, spring-
ing up and kneeling beside her lady-
| ship. “tell me the mystery of my life.

If it should prove so terrible, as it

seems to you. I could be generous

enough to yield myself willingly a
| life-long prisoner for your sake. Since
. my life and liberty are sacrificed to
]it I should surely be made acquaint-

ed with it.”

“You can never know it, Aimee—
| never.”

“Then I shall give no promise. I
l shall not willingly bring trouble upon
| you. I will not run away and leave
you to suffer upon my account, but
I I will not deny myself one joy that
‘ I can attain, nor one pleasure that I
can grasp.”
|  The countess, white with anger,
| pushed the kneeling figure of the girl
| from her, and arose to her feet.

“Aimee,” she said, “I demand of you
! the fullest and most unquestioning
| obedience. If you go against my ex-
ipress commands, your fate be upon
your own head.”
|  With this, and without the usual
good-night kiss, she turned and
quitted the room, and the Quptzlvo re-
| sumed her seat on the fauteuil.

Passing into the drawing-room, the
countess closed the door behind her,
and addressed herself to the gover-
f ness,
i “Toplift,” she began, “you do not
know what your carlessness hag cost
I believe that Aimee has fallen
and
should he have become interested in

me,

have lavished upon you, the secrlﬂcesi “I know it, my lady,” responded the

I have made for you. I love gayety

governess,  “I thought this morning,

and society, yet since your birth Il' when the Lady Aimee. looked out at

-

“«I was Greatly Distressed
With Pains in the Back”
Mr. Alfred McNeill, Chapel Rock, Alta., writes:

dition before I had finished the first box.

er than I have for years, and although in my 67th year, can
wor: all day without any undue fatigue.” el

“During the winter of 1920-
21, I was greatly distressed with.
pains in my back and felt tired
and depressed most of the time.
Particularly during the night I
was troubled with frequent urin-
ation, some nights haVing to rise
almost every hour. - I-tried sever-
al different treatments without
success, until finally I began us-
ing Dr. se’s ~ Kidney-Liver
Pills, and they relieved my con-

I am feeling better this

Dr. Chase’s mﬂggﬂh
35 cts. a box of 35 pills, Edmanson, Bates ‘1rd., Toronto
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the yacht, that she had taken a great
fancy to his lordship. She asked

his name, and after I told her she
called him Lionel softly to herself.”

“What irreparable mischief, Top-
1ift! You must make amends for
your carelessness, Aimee refused to
promise anything, and you must keep
& closer watch upon her.” g

“Yes, my lady, but she steals out
when I am asleép. I might drug
her.” '

“You might, but it is better not.
The earl will never consent to having
her drugged, even if I would, You
must not be harsh with her, for she is
but & tender, fragile thing, You had
better hide your keys where she can-
not find them.”

“T will do so,” sald the governess
greatly relieved at discovering that
her young charge had not betrayed
her habit of taking opium, “I will be

as gentle with her as you always are,
my lady, The Lady Aimee never had

any reason to complain of my harsh-
ness or inattention,”

“‘8he never has complained of you,
Toplift, You feel as I do, that we
ought to make her life as pleasant as
possible, for it is a hard one at best,
But we must not be too indulgent,
lest she take advantage of our weak-
ness.”

“Have you thought what i{s to be
-done with her, my lady, when the
Lady Alexina is married and Lord
Asheroft becomes master of Egre-
mont?”

“She i8 then to be sent to a con-
vent, I have just told her so. She
does not like the plan, but you must
use all your influence toward making
her regard it favorably.”

“Am I to go with her, my lady?’

“No; you will always remain with
me, I hope, Toplift. You have been
so faithful to my interests that I
shall never part with you. But I must
See that Aimee
and be sure to

return to the earl.
retires immediately,
hide the keys.”

The governess promised particular

attention to these commands, and
Lady Egremont took her departure.

Toplift then hastened to her young
charge.

“Come, my pet,” she said, coaxing-
ly, “it’s time for you to be in bed.”

“I will come pretty soon, Dorcas,
but leave me alone now. That's a
dear old nurse.”

“But my lady won't like it——"

“I shall,” interrupted the little lady,
decidedly, “Go now. I'll come when
I feel sleepy.”

The governess hesitated, but a de-
sire to please Aimee, and the remem-
brance of the attractions of her novel
induced her to yield assent, and she
went back to the drawing-room.

“I intend to have my own way here”
thought Aimee, evidently continuing
the musings interrupted by her jailer.
“Since mama will not tell me the
gecret, I'll try and find it out for my-
self. I mean to see Lord Ashcroft
again,” and she blushed prettily.
“Hven if he is going to marry Alexina,
he may not despise my friendship, I
will tell him, at least, that I am not
a ghost, although I may have fright-
ened him”

With this charitable intention she
decided on waiting until the evening

of the next day, rightly foreseeing
that Toplift would be unusually vigil-
ant that night.

She then arose, went to her table,
and took from its drawer a small
miniature of herself painted wupon
ivory, She had painted it some
months before, to begui'le the lagging
hours, and it had been pronounced by
her three friends perfect and true to
life.

It looked like a miniature copy of
the Lady Jasmine's portrait, ~

There was, perhaps, moré strength
and sweetness in it, but otherwise it
was the same.

From the same drawer Aimee pro-

duced a picture of Lady Egremont, set

in a frame bordered with seed pearls.

To move this frame and put it on
her own portrait, was a labor of some
minutes, but it was accomplished, and
the young girl regarded the change
with pleasure.

said, gleefully. “I will give it to him
to-morrow evening, and then mnot

see him again. I only want to let
him see that I am not a ghost. But

Ah! I know.”

She went to a lMttle writing-desk
upon her work-table, and seated her-
self to the task of inscribing her name
under her portrait, °

“He will like that, I am sure,” she|

how shall I let him know who I am?|

Give the children all the fresh,
home-made bread they can
eat, Nothing makes them
thrive so w!

Children’s Bogeys

By BERNARD RAILTON.

A few days ago I called upon some
friends of mine— a young married
couple—whom I had not seen for
some months. They have a jolly little
son about two years old.

This young man and I were great
pals once. Every time I went to see
him he used to chuckle with glee. But,
to my amazement, the moment ha set
eyes on me this time he burst into
tears and kicked and struggled to g=t
away from me.

.

Bobbed Hair :
Not Allowed

GUARDIANS’ ORDER TO NURSES,
—SHINGLING ALSO FORBID.
DEN.

Romford, Essex Board of Guard-
fans has adopted a report of the Hos-
pital Committee recommending that
the nursing staff be instructed that,
in future, bobbed or shingled hair
will not be allowed and that anyone
already bobbed must allow her hair

to grow,

Miss Haslam, a guardian, who has
bobbed hair herself, said she object-
ed to the recommendation. “Think,”
she said, “of the long halr coming
down and tickling a patient.”

Mr, J. W. Rigby, chairman of the
Hospital Committee, said there had
been a discussion on the matter in
the nursing papers, and most of the
matrons were against bobbed hair,

High Heels and Powder,

Mr, E. R, Goodfellow jocularly sald
that perhaps it was a question of
morals, and, if so, the committee
ought to go into the matter of wheth-
er the nurses should use face powder
or wear high-heeled shoes when off
duty, .

He added that this was an unwar-
rantable interference with the liberty
of the staff, Perhaps when the Hos-
pital Committee built a new nursing
home, they would put a statue of
Bumble in the entrance-hall. This
was a pettifogging piece of Bumble-
dom,

The chairman, Mr. B. G. Bratchell,
said he did not see why the nurses
should not be allowed to do as they
liked. Mr. E. Lambert said the only
reason given by the chairman of the
Hospital Committee was that it was
done at the desire of the matron, and
he certainly did not think they should
eurtail the liberty of the nurses.

“What on earth is the matter with!
the -lad?” I asked his mother.

“Oh,” she replied, “I expect he
thinks you are the doctor.” !

Apparently the child had been {ll
some little time before anda it was
necessary for the doctor to exaqlné
his throat, which the boy had dis-
liked very much. From that day,!
whenever he had been mnaughty, his
mother had said, “Now, if youn're not a
good boy I'll fetch the doctor to you."i

Gradually this menace of the dnc- |
tor had become a positive fear with
the child. The very mention of his!
name terrified him. Any strange mun
wearing an overcoat who visited the
house reminded him of the doctor. ‘

I remember the agonies I suffered
as a child from fear.

I was always particularly afraid of
the dark. A nurse had once told me
that if I was not a good boy a black
man with a big sack would come and
take me away. As I was never allowed
to have a light 1/11 my bedroom, when-
ever I woke in the night I was abso~
lutely terrified. Every shadow looked
like a man with a big sack on his
back. Shaking with terror I used to
cover my head with the bed-clothes
and pray hard to God not to let the,
black man get me,

Policemen were another bugbear of
mine. For years after my childhood,
whenever I passed a policeman I
trembled. And to this day, if I am in
a strange town and wish to know my
way I never think of asking a police-
man, This is a fear compléex which I
have never been able to eradicate, |

Personally, I think it should be
made a criminal offence for grown-up
people to frighten young people. Far
more harm is done to the mentality of [
a child in this ‘'way than by actual
physical punishment.

Child’s Boots; sizes 6, 7, 8, 9
and 10, only $2.00 per pair, at F.
SMALLWOOD’S-—nov15,tf

'fat; add diced cooked potatoes

DECLINING YEARS.

] When life’s sun

and you're tirad
in feet and knees,
it is good if you
can rest, work-
ing "only when
you please, choxr-
ing ’round” your
cozy nest, feeding
hens and herding

bees. It is good if | £

you can say,

“Youthfu] years I '

gave to toil, planting prunes and
threshing hay, wrestling with the fer-
tile soil; and the dimes I put away,
put them down in castor oil. Now that
I am gone to seed, lame in all my
bones and thews, I can loaf and smoke
and read, only toiling when I choose;

oh, a cheerful life I lead, here I yawn |
and rest and snooze.” And there is no |
hent |

sadder sight than an old man,
and frail, laboring with all” his might
for a paltry slice of kale, fearing he
may die some night in a poorhouse
or a jall. Past my gate the old men
g0, to their heavy, weary tasks, dig-
ging pathways in the snow, heaving
coal and lifting casks, while the man
who saved his dough on his silkan
cushions basks, Past my pgate I see
them wend, and their ancfent hinges
creak; to their bitter tasks they bend,
drawing fifteen bucks a week; and
their heartsick sighs ascend to the
heavens cold and bleak. Oh, my
nephews, one and all, put the kopecks
down in brine! Save a package,

{ howe'er small, with the wise boys

stand in line; when night's shades he-
gin to fall, have a bundle just like
mine!

little
and
just before serving add a cupful of

Brown slices of onion in a

milk in which two eggs have been '

beaten.

e e e

BOOBBOOBO IO

PRETTY CHINTZ &
CRETONNES

35, 43, 47, 49, 57c.

Cretonnes, 48 inches
widé Reversible

85¢, yard

SCRIM
CURTAININGS
White

17,19, 23, 30, 35, 40,
50c.
Créam and Ecru

17, 19, 25, 30, 35,
4

Fancy Flowered

18, 39, 4.

White Curtain Net
30, 38, 45, 50, 60,
; 65¢c.

Cream Curtain Net

40 and 50c.

Cream Madras
Sc.
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WADDED QUILTS

sinks in the west, | §

Attractive Chintz and
Sateen covered.

$3.00, 4.75, 5.50,
6.75, 8.50, 9.50

LR

ity;

Col’d. F

Velve
$3.50,
5.5

}
Plain;
90C., ’ F
1

Good
65, 80¢

In Bla.

$1.50

elp

H RUGS
Jute Rugs
g colors.

1.10, 1.30
xminster

‘7 0, 4.75,
6.50

‘Mats

pa Brush
9, 1.35,
5

"Mats .
earing qual-
i designs

1.00, 1.35

' Door Mats
) ;lmson, Old

2

White

TABI

COVERS

‘Pamask, hem-

stite

border

TABLE NAPKINS
Bleached, 20 ini 2:20 doz.
25 in. 2.75 doz.

6,9,11

YOU ||

4

FANCY LINENS |

Crash Sideboard Clothy |
Fancav Col'd. Embroid, {
5

and 90c. |

Crash Cushion Covers |
67, 80c., $1.35 |
Crash Table - Centres |

45, 60, 75c. |

White Lace Trimmed )
Bureau Scarves '

40, 65, 90c. |
White Lace Trimmed {
Tray Cloths i

§1.10, 120 |

White Lace Runners
57, 75c.

Lace Squares

Crash Laundry Bags
Lettered in assorted
Colored Silks

95¢. and $1.50

WOOL BLANKETS
$5.25, 6.50, 8.00

Finest quality Pure all-
Wool Heavy English
Blankets, per pair

$8.50, 10.50, 11.50,
13.50

Colored Tapestry Table
Covers
Crimson and Green

$1.90, 2.75, 3.75,
4.50, 6.00
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Free Lathering Soap

’ ]
RO I I

oSyt s S

Lost City Quest

EXPLORERS TO TRY T0 CAPTURE
'MONSTER WHALE SHARK.

——

For his great adventure in British 'S¢
Hondurags with Dr. Thomas Gann and W
Lady Brown, wife of Sir Richmond ;M
Brown, Mr. F.'A. Mitchell-Hedges re- | ‘

LLELEN $ 4

LAY

spring they dis
lost city of Li

‘_'{hn peoplé.

'
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