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That same night Sara stole into the

house by the side entrance. Her darn 
face was hard and set, and her lips 
writhed as if she were muttering to 
herself. As she put aside the dark 
cloak which almost concealed her 
Oriental dress, her fleshless hands 
opened and shut spasmodically, as if 
she were in a state of suppressed 
fury and excitement, and for some 
minutes she paced up and down her 

‘ room with the gait and the manner 
of a tigress. Then, as if with an ef
fort, she regained her usual compos
ure and, smoothing her white hair, 
she went to her mistress’ room and 
knocked softly at the door. There 
was no answer and she opened the 
door as softly, but at the threshold 
she stopped with a startled exclama
tion, for Lady Edith was lying face 
downward on the couch, one arm 
presed across her eyes, the other 
hanging limply down, with a letter 

„ crushed in her hand.
Sara locked the door swiftly and 

ran to her mistress! “Dearie, dearie!” 
she cried. “What is it, sun of my 
soul, what has happened? Speak to 
me, speak to your own Sara!”

Lady Edith raised her head, her 
face was white save for patches cf 
crimson, her eyes were glowing, 
burning, as if with lever.

“Where have you been?” she de
manded hoarsgly, her hand going to 
her threat as if she were chojting. 
“I want you. I want you to laugh with 
me,” she laughed discordantly. “This 
letter—look at it—read it! The vile 
thing! It is the second I have re
ceived. It is some enemy of his. I 
know that, and yet I am fool enough 
to be distressed, upset. Read it, Sara 
and tell me that I am a fool to take 
any notice of an anonymous letter!”

She still held the letter crushed in 
i -her hand, and Sara drew it away with 

gentle force and read it. Lady Edith 
was watching her with a greedy, de
vouring glance, expecting, hoping, to 
hear Sara’s derisive laugh ; but as she 
saw the woman’s face grow white, 
her eyes flashed and her lips twist 
with a hate that could not conceal 
itself, Lady Edith uttered a faint cry 
p.nd she shrank back.

"Read it!” she commanded almost 
Inaudibly.

Sara moistened her parched lips 
end in a strained voice read:

“This is from one who knows Mr. 
Clive Harvéy to be a hypocrite and a 
traitor and who thinks it right that 
the lady he has deceived should know 
it also. Let her ask him why he goes 
to a place called Bensottfs Rents, and 
What business he has with a young 
feirl there. He has been acquainted 
with her for some time, intimately 
and clandestinely acquainted, an-1

visits her frequently but cautiously.
He was /here to-day. Let Lady Edith 
Chesterleigh ' make enquiries, secret 
enquiries, and she may. escape the 
toils of this arch-traitor.”

Sara read to the end; then raised 
her eyes and looked with an agony 
of supplication at' the white, blotched 
face, as if she were appealing to her 
mistress’ pride and spirit. Lady 
Edith met the gaze and shuddered.

“Is it true?” she demanded. “Speak, 
woman ! Tell me the truth, the 
truth!”

“It is true,” said Sara.
Lady Edith sprang to her feet, as if 

she had been struck, and every fiber 
of her being were in fierce revolt 
and resentment against ' the blow. 
Sara flung herself on her knees and 
wound her thin arms round Lady 
Edith’s waist.

“It is true, it is true, dearie!” she 
cried in a kind of wail. “Light of my 
life, be calm! He is not worth a 
thought, a pang of yours. He is a 
liar, a hypocrite, and a traitor, as the 
wretch who wrote this says. It is the 
man Koshki. He and I have been 
watching, dogging Sahib Harvey, 
There is a girl—I have seen her. 
went to her months ago and warned 
her, bade her cast him off.”

Lady Edith writhed with humilia
tion; then grew rigid with rage.

“You went to her—how dared you?’ 
“Dared ! ” Sara laughed. “Is there 

anything I wouldn’t dare to win hap
piness for my soul’s love, my child!
I thought it was all over between 
them. But no! He, still cares for 
her; he meets her, goes to her.”

“Who—who is she?” demanded 
Lady Edith, her bosom heaving.

“She is called Mina,” said Sara. 
“She is the singer girl—the girl at 
the concert who was struck dumb 
when She saw him among the people. 
As this man says, the sahib—the 
fool-beast—was with her to-day; I 
saw him.” Her voic^e broke and she 
clung more tightly to the tense fig
ure. “Dearie, you will cast him off, 
you will have done with him! He is 
not worthy that you should touch him 
with your finger-tips, not worthy that 
the glory of your eyes should rest up 
on him'. Think no more of him, light 
of my soul, but spurn him from you. 
Let him go, let him go! He shall not 
go unpunished ! ”

“Unpunished!” broke from Ladv 
Edith’s white lips, and she laughed 
horribly. “Who shall punish him 
He will not suffer. It is I, I only, who 
will suffer. He will marry this girl, 
this girl of the gutter in which she is 
so fopd of dabbling. She is one of 
his ‘péople.’ Pretty, I suppose?”

Sara’s eyes fell and she ground her 
teeth. Lady Edith laughed again.

“Yes; I know the type! And he 
can leave me for her! Leave me who 
loves him! Punished! Is there any 
punishment too bitter, too cruel for 
so vile a traitor? Yes; the word fits 
him. Oh, if I could only think of 
some way to strike him, to make him 
suffer a hundredth part of the agony 
he is causing me!” •

Her voice choked and she became 
inarticulate, and she tore at the lace 
at her bosom as if she were stifling, 
as if her heart were bursting. Sara 
glided to her feet and drew the 
quivering form to the couch—her 
eyes were glittering, her thin lips 
twisting, her teeth clenched.

“Hush, dearie, hush!” she whisper
ed, hissed rather. “Be at rest, my 
angel! Keep your soul calm. He 
shall not go unpunished, I, Sara, 
swear it!”

Lady Edith tried to throw her oif. 
‘'What can you do?” she demanded 
scornfully. “We are both helpless
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How To Get Rid 
Bad Cough
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A Home-Made Remedy that Will 
Do It Quickly. Cheap and 

Easily Made

there Is no cause for alarm, nay dear 
Clive—she was taken ill last night. 1 
sent for Sir Andrew as soon as I 
could this morning, and he said that 
tshp-ywas stiffeffring from some strain,

y< ... , - .....which refuses to yield to ordinary reme
dies, get from any druggist 2%,ounces of 
Pinex (50 cents worth), pour into a 16- 
ounce bottle and fill the Dottle With plain 
granulated- sugar syrup. Start taking 
a teaspoonfnl every hour or two. In 24 
hours your cough will be conquered or 
very nearly so. Even whooping, cough is 
greatly relieved in this way.

The above mixture makes 16 ounces—a 
family supply—of the finest cougn syrup 
that money could buy—at a cost of only 
54 cents. Easily prepared in 5 minutes. 
Full directions with Pinex.

This Pinex and Sugar Syrup prepara
tion takes right hold of a cough and gives 
almost immediate relief. It loosens the 
dry, hoarse or tight cough in a way that 
is really remarkable. It also quickly 
heals the inflamed membranes which ac
company a painful cough, and stops the 
formation of phlegm in the throat and 
bronchial tubes, thus ending the persis
tent loose cough. Excellent for bronchi
tis, spasmodic croup and winter coughs. 
Keeps perfectly and tastes good—chil
dren like it.

Pinex is'a special and highly concen
trated compound of genuine h or way 
pine extract, rich in guaiacol, which is 
so healing to the membranes.

To avoid disappointment, ask you. 
druggist for “2% ounces of Pinex,”—do 
not accept anything else. A guarantee 
of absolute satisfaction, or money prompt
ly refunded, goes with this preparation, 
The Pinex Co., Toronto, Ont.

women and can. do nothing but look 
on and smile at their happiness.”

“No, no!” crooned Sara. “Sara is 
not helpless. She comes of a different 
race to the mem-sahibs. They- en 
dure and bear and do nothing, but 
Sara’s people take not a blow in such 
fashion. We strike back and strike 
quickly if the blow is for ourselves 
how much more surely and quickly it 
it is given to the child of our bosom, 
jJnpunished ! We shall see! You 
shall see, dearie! And when the hour 
comes you shall say that the punish 
ment is worthy of the evil he 
wrought What! Sara stand by with 
folded hands and meekly bent head 
while her child, the life of her soul, 
is torn and lacerated!” Her eyes di 
lated, her white teeth gleamed, her 
whole aspect was that of a tigress 
thirsting for blood and already scent
ing it.

Lady Edith gripped her by the 
shoulders as she knelt, and, bending 
forward, looked into the dark, glow 
ing eyes with an expression which 
reflected that in them.

“Are you sure, are you sure?” she 
panted. “Can you—can you reach 
him—reach her?” She caught her 
breath. “Can you make him suffer 
through her?”

Sara’s distorted face twisted into a 
smile; she laughed, a low, harsn 
laugh1 and nodded two or three times 
with an expression of vindictive tri
umph.
“Can I not, dearie!” she hissed. “You 

shall see. And seeing, you shall be 
satisfied. Yes; satisfied! Be calm, 
missie, possess your soul in patience. 
You will not have long to wait. Sara 
promises you that, Sara who nurse-l 
you on her bosom, Sara who knows 
how to strike when her beloved one 
is hurt and wounded to the heart !”
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rat it
lapse, and that she must remain 
qu(et and see no one. He added that 
he ought to go out of town, up north 

somewhere, and Edith took it. into her
ea-d to start for Scotland------”

To Scotland!” echoed Clive. "Do 
ou mean that she has already- 

gone ?"
Yes,” replied Lord Chesterleigh 

gravely. “She insisted upon going at 
once; she would not let me send for 
yqu or even let you know. I have 
ust taken her to the, station.”

Clive rose and paced up and down, 
glancing with a troubled air at 'the 
mass of work on the table. “It 
impossible for me to go to her,”
:aid.

“She knows that,” Lord Chester- 
eigh said quickly, “and she does not 
vish you to. Don’t be hurt, my dear 
oy. Sir Andrew thinks it would be 
tetter for her to be quite alone for 
ittle while.” He paused a moment. 
‘You know Edith, Clive. She is—is 
•different to most women. I was go-
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Antiseptics In Australian Blue Gum
Proves a Cure For Bronchial Catarrh.

and quickly disappears— catarrh of 
long standing Is Invariably cured be
cause Catarrhozone kills the germs 
that cause the trouble.

As a cure for Asthma and a pre
ventative of Grippe every doctor Is de

em-

BAD COLD IN THE HEAD, THROAT 
WEAKNESS AND CATARRH < 

j CUBED QUICKLY.
[ Medicated AJr A Marvel!

Catarrhozone is far superior to any 
Internal medicine.

Its relief is almost instantaneous— I lighted with Catarrhozone. One w 
5uet takes long enough to breathe its j tpent throat specialist says If Ca- 
healing vapor into the lungs to give 
.wonderful soothing relief.

Catarrhozone goes right to the tin
iest cells In the lungs, carrying heal- 

soothing balsams to the places 
at are tainted with Catarrhal in- 

ation. A sneezing cold Is cured 
ten minutes—a sore throat to heal- 
snd restored In an hour or two— 

hrwrcWtto U iwtbed *»»7

tarrhozone Is used two er three times 
ea-ch day yon will never suffer from 
any disease of the head, throat, nose 
or lungs. This to good news to many 
of our readers who must require a 
safe, sure ana permanent cure tor 
their colds and winter Ills. Every 
good druggist sells Catarrhozone, 
large outfit $1.00; small size 50c.;

CHAPTER XXX.
Clive did not go round to Grosve- 

nor Square that night, for he felt 
that he could not meet Lady Edith 
and play his part in what had become 
a tragedy, with Mina’s voice still 
ringing in his ears, the remembrance 
of her tears, the touch of her hand, 
so keen and vivid. He worked at his 
office up to a very late hour and, of 
course, got very little sleep during 
what remained of the night, or, ra
ther, the early morning.

He was at his office again a little 
after ten, and looked so fagged and 
wan that his secretary was moved to 
remonstrate. 1

“You’re rushing on to a breakdown, 
Mr. Harvey,” he said. “I know the 
signs very well; I saw them in Mr. 
Mervyn ; ”—Mr. Mervyn was a former 
home secretary—"he looked just as 
you look and he wouldn’t listen to any 
of us when we warned him, but he 
had to cave in, he had a very bad 
time."

Clive laughed indifferently. “I’m 
stronger than I look, my dear fellow,” 
he said, “but thank you all the same. 
I’ll knock off for a bit when we get 
through this present batch of work.”

The secretary had scarcely gone off 
with his pile of letters whén Lord 
Chesterleigh was announced ; and the 
moment he entered the room Clive 
saw that something was the matter.

“Edith!” he said apprehensively.
“Yes; It’s Edith,” responded Lord 

Çheisterleigh. “Çhç i? nçt wçlj--!

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat

tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to tune.

1476—A BEC0MIN DRESS FOR
MOTHER’S GIRL,

ng to say that she is peculiar, but 
hat is not the word. You know how 

highly strung she is, how sensitive 
and, for all her apparent calmness 
’.nd self-possession, how easily and 
ieeply she is moved. The strain at 
the election, poor Adolphus’ sudden 
leath, the postponement of the wed- 
ling—they have, to use a common 
but expressive phrase, got on her 
nerves. She has gone to our shoot
ing-box—it is something more than a 
box—at Talnymuir, and there she will 
be quiet, absolutely quiet, and well 
looked after.”

“No; she has not taken Sara, for 
some reason or other-she did not wish 
to have her, but she has taken her 
maid, who is almost as devoted to 
her as Sara is. Thtere is nothing to 
be alarmed about, or of course I 
should not have let her go, or should 
have gone with her. As it is, I shall 
run up as soon as I can get away.” 
He was foreign secretary again, of 
course. He sighed. He looked at the 
table, laden with papers and letters. 
‘Here are we two slaving as city 
'.lerks never have slaved, and all the 
hanks we shall get at the end of our 
'erm will be vituperation and abuse. 
3ven at this moment I know that I 
must not keep you, and, indeed, I 
must get back to my own den.”

“I’ll write to Edith at once,” said 
ZTive, in a low voice,

Lord Chesterleigh turnèd, with his 
hand upon the door. “Yes, do. But 
don’t be alarmed or worried if she 
should not reply quickly, for she told 
me, just as the train started, that Sir 
Andrew said she was not to write 
letters or worry about anything.”

(To be Continued.)

WOMAN WOULD 
NOT GIVE UP

Though Sick and Suffering; At 
Last Found Help in Lydia 

E. Pinkham’s Vegeta
ble Compound.

Richmond, Pa. — “ When I started 
taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 

Compound I was in a 
dreadfully rundown 
state of health, 
had internal trou
bles, and was so ex
tremely nervous and 
prostrated that if I 
had given in to my 
feelings I would 
have been in bed. 
As it was I had 
hardly strength at 
times to be on my 

feet and what I did do was by a great 
effort I could not sleep at night and 
of course felt very bad in the morning, 
and had a steady headache.

“After taking the second bottle I no
ticed that the headache was not so bad, 
I rested better/ and my nerves were 
stronger. I continued its use until it 
made a new woman of me, and now I 
can hardly realize that I am able to do 
so much as I do. Whenever I know any 
woman in need of a good medicine I 
highly praise Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg
etable Compound.” — Mrs. Frank 
Clark, 3146 N. Tulip St., Richmond,Pa.

Women Have Been Telling Women 
for forty years how Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound has restored their 
health when suffering with female ills. 
This accounts for the enormous demand 
for it from coast to coast If you are 
troubled with'any ailment peculiar to 
wemeh why don’t you toy Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound? It 
will pay you to do so. Lydia E. Pink- 
<W Mtdidfle Co., Lynn, Maa#,

Girl’s Dress» with Sleeve in Either of 
Two Lengths.

This charming model has the front 
in attractive shaping, forming a point 
ed extension over the belt. The col 
lar is new and in Quaker style. The 
sleeve in wrist length is good for cool 
weather. The short sleeve is com 
fortable and attractive with its pretty 
shaped cuff. The style is good for 
gingham, galatea, percale, chambrey, 
lawn, linen, serge, repp, poplin 
cashmere. The Pattern is cut in 
sizes: 4, 6, 8 and 10 years. It re 
quires 3% yards of 44 inch material 
for an 8 year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. 
silver or stamps.

1482- 
WAIST—1482.

V

-1433.
SKIRT- 1433.

1433

A Practical Stylish Dress. for Busi
ness, Morning or General Wear.
This design is made up from Ladies 

Skirt Waist Pattern, 1482, and Ladies 
Skirt "Patern, 1433. The Skirt is 
six gore model and is cut in 6 sizes 
22, 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 inches waist 
measure. It is excellent for velvet 
corduroy, serge, voile, poplin, cloth 
linen or taffeta. The waist is cut in 
6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 in 
ches bust measure. It will develop 
attractively in crepe, batiste, madras 
voile, serge, flannel, taffeta, corduroy 
or velvet. Figured prunella in blue or 
brown, black or blue serge, with sat 
in or velvet facings would make of 
this style- a good suit r for business 
wear. It requires 6 yards of double 
width material for a medium size.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patterns which will be mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. 
FOR EACH pattern in silver or 
stamps.

Size

A «hires* In fnll:-

Xsme

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the Illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out. The pattern can 
uot reach you In less than 16 days.

The most successful way to soften 
a hardened paint brush is to dip it in 
vinegar. Heat the vinegar to the boil
ing point, allow the brush to stand in 
it for a few minutes, then remove and 
Wash thoroughly with soap and water.

JUST ARRIVED
per Durango:

A splendid variety of Suit

ings. No two patterns 

alike. These goods were 

ordered before the big

jump in Woollens and our

Customers 
can have the 

advantage of 
OLD PRICES

Our new style sheets for 

Fall and Winter just to

hand.

281-283 DUCKWORTH STREET.

LADIES’
IMITATION FUR SETS,
in the fashionable Plush makes, fringed ; colors: 

Black, Beaver and Brown.

Only $2.70 Set
These are Very Hot Stuff.

See our window this week for these and other 
Ladies’ Imitation Fur Sets. We have also now 
a splendid assortment of

Children’s and
Misses’

IMITATION 
FUR SETS.
The slogan is: BUY EARLY, as in many sets 

there are no duplicates.

Henry Blair
© @|©|® ©l©|®|®|®|®

SLATTERY’S

Wholesale Dryfioods House
Being in close touch with the American Markets, 

can quote the finest wholesale prices on all classes of 
POUND REMNANTS and REGULAR PIECE^JOODS, 
FLEECE LINED UNDERWEAR, MATS, RUGS and 
CARPETS, etc.

Before placing your Fall Order, we would appre
ciate an opportunity to quote our prices.

SOLE AGENT for the Leader Overall Co. (Local 
manufacture).

Slattery Building, Duckworth and 
Georges Streets,

ST. JOHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND. ,
P. O. Box 236, :i ’Phone 522.
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