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t Dr, Wilson’s
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A ‘true blood purifyer*
containing the active
priacipies of Dandelion.
Mandreke, Burdock and
othes medicinal herbs.

Sold at your store2sc. &
Potile, Family sise, five
times as large §1.00.

THE BRAYLEY DRUG mﬁlhﬂd

's Deadshob 'mnkk. in candy
*s.‘nﬂmm Relisble, Harmless,

For ulo by all Druggists and first-
class Grocers.
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e OF A

Marriage.

CHAPTER XXXII

back again at the tn-h young \bce
sbove her. B

Pllh M ‘struggling against the
am that has taken hold of her,
mﬁnt for some commonplace re-
mark and ‘finding none.

At last the silemce grows oppres-
sive, and she says, suddenly, after her
manner:

«Have you beeh {1l long™

“Ti19" replies the other, and a faint
smile curves the delicate lips. “Yes;
it D am {1l That is s Question that
pussies the doctors. T have been like
I am, as you see me, for—for—how
fong is it, Weston?™

“Nearly a twelvemonth, miss,® says
the maid. “But”—emplatically—"yon
are better, much better now.”

“1 am better, much better now,” re-
peats the invalid, with a strange smils
at Paula—a mocking, yet by no means
bitter smite, “I think I am quite well,
really; only the doctors will not let

me walk about, and insist upon my
being treated like a mummy,” and she
draws her other arm from under ihe
multitudinous wraps.

Paula notices that the arm--as much
of it as is geen——is white and beauti-
tul shaped, though thin, and that a
magnificent bracelet, set with dia-
ﬁxonds, glitters on the wrist; there
are.also costly rings half-way up the
tapering finge™s.

The invalid holds her hand in the

«you are very kind,” she says, and | sun for a moment, then piunges it be-
the hectic flush grows deeper. “It Is E hind the costly furs that envelop her

hot, very hot. I left my sunshade at
home. Why did you leave it, Weston?”
turning her eyes to the maid, who
stands silent at her side.

“You said, miss—"

“Yes, I remember; I didn’t think -1
should want it. Thank you,” to Paula;
“put how about yourself? If I take it
you will be baked,” and a smile that
lights up the delicate face as & piece
of Dresden is illuminated by a flash
of sunlight, passes over it.

“I like being baked,” says Pauls,
putting up the sunshade. “I never use
it, My complexion was irretrievably
ruined years and years ago,” and ghe
puts the sunshade into the thin, white
hand.

‘ayears and years ago!” retorts the
oi.herl. and a faint, pleasant mockery
curves her lips, making the face quite
elpquent, and conveying the speaker’s
pieaning in an instant. “Then it must
have been when you were quite a
child.”

Paula colours and laughs.

#Yes, when I was quite a child,”

ghe says, “Is that better? You donm't

féel it so much now?”

“No; that is much better,” says the
of.her, gratefully, her blue eyes fixed
with a distinct gaze of admiration on
Paula’s face. “It is very kind of you.
i am afraid you are sacrificing your-
pelf!”

*“Not at all,” says Paula.

There is silence for a moment, dur-
g which the beautiful invalid has
glanced indifferently at the beach,
lqd, with anyth_lng but indifference,

{

as if she had received a chill

“Oh, quite well,” she says, with a4
laugh, “Néuville is working wonders’
for me. Have you been 1l1?” and her
eyes seek Paula’s-face with evident
interest. 3

“11” gays Paula, with a smile, “No,
I have never been ilL”

The blue eyes look at her rather
keenly.

“No? I thought you had been.”

Paula colours rather under the keen
glance.

“No,” she says, with a smile, “ex-
cepting the measles and the whoop-
ing-cough, I have suffered nothing.”

The blue eyes rest on her face still
with their look of curiosity.

“Have you been here long?" says
their owner.

“A few months,” says Paula. “And
you?

“How long it is?” asks the other of
the maid.

“Ten days, miss,” is the prompt,
respectful reply.

“Ten days,” repeated the invalid.
“] have been travelling about. I don't
like to say where I haven’t been; I
have been to so many places. The doc-
tors order me about as if I were a
volume in a circulating library."”

“And do you like Nouville?” asks
Paula, intensely interested, and yat
marvelling to herself why she should
be.

“I hated it,” said the invalid, with a
vehemence that makes Paula stare. “I
hated it until now; but I think I like
it better now that I have seen some-
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Grove’s O=-Pen-Trate Salve
Opens the Pores and Penetrates

A Remedy for Chest Colds, Head Colds, Sore
Throat, Stiff Neck, Earache, Spasmodic
Apply freely to the akin
just over the affected parts and rub it in,

GROVE'S
O-PEN-TRATE SALVE.

is also an Excellent Germicide for the Nose and

I§:should be applied to the nostrils so that on 5
inhaling
in the presence of patients who are sick thh
contagious diseases, or when you are entering
lyded cars or other public places during an
emic of Grij g or Influenza, Any Grip or In-
reathed through the nose
destroyed by this germicide salve boton tho
germs can reach the throat.
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thing of it. Are you
hotel!”

“No,” says Paula, “I am living with
my sister at Oliff Villa—that little
white house there,” and she points to
it

The invalid nods.

staying at the

name of the place. Weston?"

“Acacia Villa, miss.”

“Acacia Villa, though there is no-
thing like an acacia in the place,” says
the mistress, with a smile.

Pauld remembers Acacia Villa; it is
one of the best houses in the place.
Bvidently the pale, blue-eyed invalid
in one of the swells, perhaps a youag
lady of title.

“Yes, I know,” she says; “it is nice-
ly sheltered.”

“So the doctors sald”—wearily, and
with a smile, as if it were a fine jest.
“And you live on the cliff? I will be
sure and remember, Will you take
your sunshade now?”

“No,” says Paula; “keep it till you
return home. I will send for it.”

“But—"

“Pray, pray do,” says Paula, eager-
ly. “I do not want it, I shouldn’t use
it. Keep it; it will guard you against
the heat, and I will send for it.”

“Thank you,” says the invalid, still
keeping her eyes fixed on the dark
ones above her. “You have been very

gince I came. Would you think me
very rude if I asked your name? My
rame is Hamilton—Florence Hamil-
ten.”

Paula repeats the name absently,
mechanically.

“It is a very pretty name,” she says;

Estcourt—Paula Estcourt.”

“Paula—Estcourt!” gasps the in-
valid. “Paula—" and she falls back
in the chair, the hectic flush flying
from her face, and the sunshade slip-
ping from her hand.

in her gentle pity she bends over the
chair, to the enclusion of the maid,
who has uttered a cry of alarm, and
lifts the frail form in her arms.

For a full minute Flossie Hamilton
lies lifeless in the arms of the girl
whose life she wrecked and ruined,
her head, with its short, sunny, curls
lying against Paula’s bosom, her
white, thin hand, sparkling with cost-
ly jewels, lying across Paula’s strong
arm,

“Poor girl!” she murmurs, her
heart beating, the dark eyes fllling
with tears, “how ill she louks.”

“Yes, miss,” says Weston, sacly, as

with eau-de-Cologne the white fore-
head, in which every vain is traced so
distinctly, “my mistress is very Ill in~
deed, but she has been worse.”

“Does she often faint like thist”
asks Paula, standing so as to gua:d
the unconscious form from the curi-
ous eyes. X

Weston shakes her head,

“No, miss; I have only known her
to faint once once before—that wag
at the beginning of her illness; then
she broke a bloodvessel. She frightens
me dreadfully; my mistress is gen-
erally so—so brave and plucky. It is
the heat, I suppose. No offence, miss,
but I think she has been talking too
long.” i

“] am very sorry,” says Paula, re-
morsefully. “I had no ides that I was

P ‘doing any harm.”

“QOh, no, miss, certainly not. She is
coming to.” -

The blue eyes open with a vacant
gaze that grows intemxnnt as it falls
upon Weston.

. “Where am 17’ she asks. “I've had a
dreadful dream,: Weston”~and  she

| shudders—<areadtul! I"—then, as she
-—;anlmmmrm.,

And I am lodging at—what is' the |

the first person that has spoken to me |

“mine is not nearly so pretty. It is|

“Poor girl!” murmurs Paula, “the:
heat has been too much for her.” And |

'ra;rmumoq«mm'
wﬁmﬂ&omsmb~ i

SRR

S.F. Mustard

eaten with roast beef and other meats, fish,

e T

It has received

Bfons ‘2l cver
world.

MACOR, SON&CO., |
i  dontreal ‘orente
Sy Conglion Agentn, 2

“My dear,” says Paula, pityingly, 1
have to reproach only myself for keep-
ing you 80 long in the sun. Indeed I
did not know. Are you better now?”

Flossie keeps her blue eyes fixed
intently on the lovely face, with the
peach-like bloom and deep, dark eyes
softened by renmder pity; then she
sighs, and smiles, and bites her lip.

“I beg your pardon,” she says; “I
—1I did not know you, or what I was
talking about. Yes, I am better now.
I think I will go home. You have been
very kind.” And she looks down, but
the next instant her eyes seek Paula’s
as if they were magnetised. “Did you
—or did I dream it?--did you tell me
your name?”

“Yes,” says Paula, nodding with a
smile, “I did; you asked me.”

“It was—"

“Paula Estcourt.”

A faint shudder runms through the
frail form; but the actress calls her
art to her aid.

“1 fancled that I had dreamt it as
1 went off,” ehe says, with a smile
lighting up hef pale face, and the hec-
tic flush returning to the sunken
cheeks. “You called it an ugly name,
{ didn’t you, or did I dream it? I don't;
1 think it is very pretty.”

“You mustn’t stop to discuss my

| should not be in the sun a moment
longer than you can help. Shall I tell

‘| your man to take you home?”

A shrewd, almost a suspicious light
shone in the keen eyes.

“Do you want to get rid of me? No,
no, of course, I know you do not;
but, indeed, I am quite well now. I
{ often faint, do I not, Weston?" eager-
Iy,

Weston, remembering her answer to
Paula’s question, remaigs silent.

‘I am in a stupid sort of state,” goes
on Flossie, hurriedly, “and—and easi-
ly overcome by the heat. It was only
the heat, of course,” very emphatical-
1y.

Paula nods.

“Yes, yes, in one moment. Have you
i —do you remember ever to have
heard my name before?’ she asks,
with a mingled fear and hesitation.

Paula thinks a moment.

“N—o, I don’t remember. Why do
you ask?”

Flossie shrugs her shoulders, and
breathes a sigh of relfef.

“I just asked,” she said. “Well,
good-bye, I—I can’t thank you enough
for your kindness.”

Paula shakes her head and holds
out her hand, moved by a sudden im-
pulse; but the action has a strange

effect upon the other. She turns as
she kneels beside the chair and bathel!

she remains motionless for the mo-
ment; then she draws her hand from
under the furs, and slowly, almost
with reluctant fear, puts it into
Patla’s cool, firm one.

Paula feels the hand burn like & hot
coal, and, pressing it gently, puts it
back amongst the furs, almost as if
it were a child’s.

(To be contiffied)
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Indigestion, Acidity, Soumness
and Gases ended with
“‘Pape’s Diapepsin”’ =

The momehnt you eat a tablet or two
of Pape's Diapepsin all the lumps of
indigestion pain, the sourness, heart-
‘burn and belching of gases, due to
leldlty. vanish—¢truly wonderful
S of people know that it is
needless to be bothered with indiges-
ton,’ mu or a disordered stom-
lach. A few tablets of Pape's Diapep-
sin neutralize acldity and
| at once—no waiting! Buy s of

{ name now,” says Paula, gently. “You
kind to me. Why, I wonder? You are !
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MODEL IN *TIE ON

Pattern 3109 here {llustrated is cut
in 3 Sizes: 16, 18, and 20 years, For
the 18 years size, 5% yards of 44 inch
material will be required.

Duvetyn, serge, taffeta, satin, pop-
lin, crepe and crepe de chine would
be attractive for this model. Blue
duvetyn with pipings of beige, aad
collar and cuffs embroidered in col-
ored worsted is smart for this, The
width of the skirt at lower edge with
plaits extended is 1% yard.

A pattern of this {llustration mafled
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.

A GOOD OUTFIT FOR THE HOUSE-
KEEPER.

.
4
H

w

Pattern 3110 ig here showm. It is
cut in 4 Sizes: Small, 32-34; Medium,
36-38; Large, 40-42; Extra Large,
44-46 inches bust measure. The
apron and cap may be made of one
material, percale, seersucker, ging-
ham, sateen, khak! or alpaca. The
apron is not cumbersome, for it is
cut so as to avoid any surplus ma-
terial, Sige Mediumn requires 8%
yards for the apron and 7% yard !nr
the cap, of 36 inch material.

A pattern of this {llustration malled
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps,
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Wholesale indents promptly mn-
ted at lowest cash prices for -}l Brn-
ish apd Continental goods, in¢

Books and Stationery,
Sh and

Boots, Bhoes Leather,

Chemi and Druggists’ Sundries,

China, enware and Glassware,
and Accessori:
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-n WARNER B
Rn,sl-Prpol Corsels-

-~ The value in Warner’s

" Rust-proof Corsets has al-

‘ways been one of their fea-

tures. That is why we are

[ =<able o guarantee them to
you.

Our new models have ar.
rived gnd among them are
unususl values, in the lat.
est fashion lines such as
are here shown for avers
age figures.

We have also many spe-
cially recommended styles
for stout figures and slen.
der—all guaranteed not to
“RUST, BREAK or TEAR”,
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Sole Agents for Newfoundland.

How About That
Office Desk ?

Yor’ve been talking - Offiee °
D:sks for some time? Intend-
ing to renew with modern ones?
To get a good Typewriter Desk
for the busy stenographer?
Here’s your chance . to select
Solid Oak Desks in various de-
signs—roll or flat tops, different
sizes and finishes from a supply
only just cr»i- d from the best
makers in the U. S. A.

Just remember—Your office
equipment has a lot' to do with
the business impressions you cre-
attg 1 Keep yours ap-to-the-min-

U.S. Picture & Portrait Co.

IN STOCK: at

Hardware Headquarters

Cast Soil Pipe,
Leadand Iron Pipe,
Lead Traps & Bends

Pipe Fittings.

The Direct Agencies, Ltd

No Matter How the Fire

b

ff you’re not insured, you're a
loser, Taka time to see about

K:;“’ policies. We give you the
eompames and reasonabl

Pmm JOHNSON,

lnnn-meeAgent.
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