A SURE RELIEF FOR
WOMEN’S/DISOR-
DERS.

10 Days’ Treatment Free,

Orange Lily is a certain
relief fcr all disorders of
women. Tt is applied locally
and is absorbed into the suf-
fering tissue. The dead
waste matter in the congest-
ed region is expelled, giv- 1
ing immediate mental and

of the womb, etc.
months’ treatment.

me her address.

physical relief; the blood vessels and nerves are toned and ltrennh-
ened, and the circulation is rendered normal.
based on strictly scientific principles, and acts on the actual location
of the disease, it cannot help but do good in all forms of female trou-
bles, including delayed and painful menstruation, leucorhoea, falling
Price®$2.00 per box, which is sufficient for one

.A free Trial Treatment, enough for 10 days,
worth 75c., will be sent Free to any suffering woman who will send

Inclose 3 stamps and address Mrs. Lydia W. Ladd, Wmdsor, Ont.
SOLD BY LEADING DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE.

As this treatment is
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BetteraPeasant
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER XXI.
«“By George, they do! Wentworth—
he's here—was melted almost to tears

last night. He's been staying at Fern- |

dale, hasn't he?”

Vane nodded.

“Who else have you got here, Char-
lie?”

Th. a houseful,” replied Lord Nu-
gent, laughing. “The mother thought
the marchioness wouldn't like it if we
didn’t have a crowd to do honor to the
n!archloness and I let her have her

. There's Wentworth, and Dalling-
ton. and Lady Caroline; and I say,
Vane, T ought to tell you—Lady Lu-
celle is here
~Vane changed color for a momens,
then he said, quietly enough:

“Is she?”
~«yes. I'm awfully sorry, but it
wasn't my fault, the mother had ask-
ed her with the rest, and I couldn’t

d6 anything without making a fuss'

““Why should you?” said Vamne; S §
shall be very glad to see her.”

“Oh, all right,” said Charlie, with
a»htt]e sigh of relief; “didn’t know,
you know; I'm not over fond of her
myself but she keeps a house going,
ypu know, and there can’t be much
niischief about her at present, for just
now she is setting her cap at Lane.”

~vane started, and irretrievably
spoiled the white necktie he was put-
ting on.
<*“Lane—
here?”

..Charlie nodded.

T“Yes, and not a bad fellow, either.
They tcl! me he is much improved up-
on what he was before his brother
x;_em over the majority; maybe he has;
1 ‘didn’t know him when he was only
Bitzjames. But he is a decent fellow

Clarence, you mean; is he

sz rather hard hit last year, some-
where in the country, don't know
where or the lady’s name; he’s awful-
lf quiet on these points, but Lady Lu-
celle will take him in hand, I expect,
and if he resists her he’ll be the only
man who ever did.”
~‘Vane seemed scarcely to be listen-
iﬁ‘g; two white mneckties had joined
th& first, and were lying all crumpled
and ruined.

“I shall have to call Willis, afier
all” he said, quietly. “I can never tic
those confounded things.”

“All right,” said Charlie. “I'll send

him. I must go and get cleaned myself.
Ta-ta, old fellow. Sparks knows you're

here, and will let us-have some of the|

yvellow seal for dinner. Confound the
fellow, I believe he’s saving the rest
of the bin for you!” and, with a light
laugh, he sauntered out, shouting for
Willis as he went.

But when Willis came in the neck--

tie was tied, and his services were
not required. Indeed, it seemed as if
Vane had given up all thought of con-
cluding his toflet, for he dropped into
a chair, and, thrusting his hands into
his pockets, fell into a brown study;
and certainly if his old chum had seen
him at that moment, he would have
declared that he looked anything but
“chippy.” At last, with a sigh, he
reached for his waistcoat, and fixed
his watchguard; as he did so his
fingers played with the locket attach-
ed, and half-absently he opened it, and
discovered the portrait of as sweet a
face as man would wish to look upon.
It was remarkably like Jeanne. After
looking at it long and wistfully, my
lord marquis raised it to his lips and
kissed it. Not with the demure, placid
affection of a husband, but with the
passionate wistfulness of a lever.
Then he sighed, put on his coat, and,
going into the corridor, knocked at
the door.

It was opened by Mrs. Fleming.

“Her ladyship says if you are ready,
will your lordship please go down?”’

Vane nodded, and went on without
a word. Most husbands would have
gone in—we are afraid—grumbled at
the delay, while they admired their
wife’s dress; but Vane receives her
ladyship’s command and obeys.

Mrs. Fleming closes the door and
goes back to where Jeanne stands,
clasping a diamond bracelet on her
round white arm. A diamond tiara
sparkles in her silken, wavy hair, dia-
monds on her taper fingers, diamonds
clasp her white, slender throat.

As she stands robed in one of
Worth’s masterpiece, she looks so tall
and stately that she scarcely re-

now, and a good shot. There’s rather i cognizes in the marchioness the slim

a joke against him just now. Seems he, :
{ bowlder, or crouched at the "helm of

little girl who leaped from bowlder to

the Nancy Bell

But as she turns, one sees it is the
same face, the same sweet, fresh love-
liness, not one whit hardened or dim-
med by her sudden rise. There is the
old little curl of the soft, expression-
able lips, the old natural trick of the
eyelashes drooping over the dark eyes,
and it is not until she scans the beau-
tiful face critically that shegdetects a
certain something that is strange,
that the oM light-hearted girl lacked.
Is it sadnéss, pride, regret? What is
it that gives the dark eyes, and the

Daintiness—
The*“Eternal
Feminine”

Changing styles—new manners and customs
—but alhays and forever femmme damtmeu.

In some ¢
dress of } ,wr)nn days.

! family chest you find a dainty
That dress was laun-

dered with ihe same pure Kirkman’s Borax
Soon tbat you use for ‘dainty clothes today.

A soap of honest quality, that removes the

dirt witic

ajuring the most delicate fabrics.

_enerations of careful housewives

i SOAP

For sale by all dealers

“SAC. BLACKWOOD

/St. Johns, Newfoundland

Dutnbator

~ his ancestral home;
© since,

red, mobile lips, an undonuble. ex-

pression of wistfulness?
1t i8 not always there. It is not there

now_that' Mrs, Fleming comes back,{

and fastens the armlet, but it was

| there when Vane's st.ep was heard at

the door. . ek
[ It is three months since Vane, Mar-

qujs of Ferndale, brought his bride to
three >months

mad with passion~and disap-
pointment, he charged her with being
false and dishonorable, and declared

. that they should-be apart, and they ]

! are apart still.

To the outward world, to those im-
mediately about them, they are a pat-
tern couple. No.servant, no one of the
many guests, has ever heard a harsh
or unkind word spoken between them.

A Spanish hidalgo could not be
more courteously polished
Vane when he addresses his wife, no
lady of Castile more superbli bred
than Jeanne while receiving those
courtesies. That*it is a love-match pure
and simple, the many who have hung
about her with adoring admiration,
are all positively convinced. It is only
too palpable that his word is her law,
and that she has only to express a de-
sire, and he knows no rest until he
has satisfied it.

Have not the whole side of the Farn-
dale grounds been replanned, because
 Jeanne once remarked that she did
not care for landscape gardening?
Were not fifty men working night and
day in gangs, cutting a glade through
the home wood, -that she might get a
glimpse of the river from her room?
Was not my lord himself in the saddle
for three days, looking far a match
pair for her pony-carriage? And did
he not, the night when her ladyship
cut her little finger in the conserva-
tory, go through the pelting rain for
the doctor, because no one could ride
Kaigser—the swiftest horse’ in the
stable—but himself?

The servants’ hall and the smokmg-
room are full of these and similar
stories of my lord’s passionate devo-
tion to the beautiful young mar-
chioness.

But no one has ever heard one word
of love, one touch of tenderness, ex-
changed between them.

And no such word has been spoken.

The last word, the last touch of
love, was given before Vane opened the
fatal letter.

She is the Marchioness of Ferndale,
the most popular and_sought-after wo-
man in the country; but for the rest,
she might as well be sailing the Nancy
Bell or snowballing Hal, and Vane
might still be climbing the Pyramids
or lounging about the Paris clubs.

Jeanne had kept her vow, and play-
ed her part well. To the world she is
the loving wife of Vane, Marquis of
Ferndale. To him she is the proud, in-
sulted woman, who keeps him at arm'’s
length, behind a barrier of injurel
pride which he is as powerless to
break down as he is to-remove the hill
upon which his castle stands.

“I am quite ready, am I not?” says
Jeanne.

“Quite, my lady,” says Mrs. Fleming,
eyveing her with affectionate admira-
tion. “Monsieur Worth knows what

these last, lingering touches to the
exquisite dress.

Jeanne laughs. It is the old, sweet
laugh, with just a little trace of
melancholy.

“Are you going to say, as usual,
that it suits me better than anything
else?’ she said. “You're a stupid old
thing, after all, for you haven't learn—
ed to flatter properly.”

“I don’t flatter, my lady,” says Mrs.
Fleming. “I'm not the only one who
thinks you beautiful, my lady,”
she looks up with a certaxn timid wist-
fulness.

“That’s worse still,” says Jeanne,
smiling. “Are you going to repeat all
the nonsénse you heard that foolish
old duke simpering the other night?”

“No, my lady. I wasn’t thinking of
the duke—though Tully overheard

woman he’d ever seen. I’was thinking
of my lord, the marquis.”

A soft flush stole over Jeanne’s face,
and she bent down to arrange a flow-
er at her bosom.

“If you were a young girl I should
tell you not to repeat everything you
hear,” she says, quietly; “but you are
past mending, I am afraid. Where's
my fan?”

“Here, my lady; but won’t you take
the bouguet my lord sent up for you?
He went straight to the conservatory
and cut most of the flowers himself.”

Jeanne glanced at an exquisite posy
of hothouse flowers which had been
lying on the dressing-table, and if old
Mrs. Fleming’s eyes had been sharper,
she might have seen a wistful look
cross the sweet face, but Jeanne shook
her head.

“No,” she said; “give me my. fan,
please,” and passed out.

Charlie only spoke the truth when
he said that the house was full—only
Charlie’s mother, the countess, could
have told how eagerly invitations had
been sought for. ;

People were always anxious to meet
the great marquis, the musician, ar-
tist and traveler, about whom so many
sfories wpere told that his presence
gave a smack of romance to any house
which he visited. Added to this, the
fame of his bride’s beauty had spread
abroad, and made -people curious to
gsee the woman who had at last con-
quered and tamed the eagle. That she

| did not belong to the exclusive world,

only added-a piquancy to the curios-
ity. .

than is|

and

M()THERl

“California Syrup of Figs"
Child’s Bpst Laxative

Accept “California” Syrup of Figs
only—look for the name California
on the package, then you  are sure
your child is having the best, and
most harmless physic for the little
stomach, liver and bowels. Children
love its fruity taste. Full directions
on each bottle. You must say “Cali-
fornia.”

“She was a dairy maid, wasn't she,
dear?”

“No, a fisherman’s daughter, I be-
lieve, and Lord Ferndale used to help
her mend the nets. So eccentric and
romantic, isn't it?”

This is the sort of thing that had
gone on.

There was one who could have re-
vealed the truth, Lady Lucelle; but
she professed as profound an ignor-
ance of the marquis’ bride as any one.

Jeanne swept dewn the stairs in
her lace and diamonds, calm and com-
posed, just the Jeanne of old, with the
additional confidence which three
months of admiring homage and po-
pularity will give any one.

Swept down .the stairs to find a
tall, stalwart figure standing like a
sentinel in the hall. It was Vane.

Jeanne raised her eyes for a mo-
ment, and a slight, just a slight touch
of colc.>r swept over her face as she
came forward.

“I thought you would like me to wait
for you,” he said, and Jeanne noticed
a certain significance in the tone.

“Thanks,” she said, simply, and laid
her finger tips on his arm,

He glanced at her, taking in the
beautiful whole with'a thrill of ad-
miration; but not a word more was
said. Merely that cold “Thanks.”

Bowing low, the footinan wushered
them into the drawing-room. The
hum ccased as if at a signal. Serenely
Jeanne looked around; the room was

distinguished-looking men. An old
lady in velvet and lace came up and
took her hand—it was the countess,
Charlie’s mother—and welcomed her
in kindly, stately fashion.

“I would have come up {p your

suits your ladyship,” she ddds. giving ) room, Lady Ferndale, but thought you

would be tired. Marquis, how many
years is it since me met?” .

“I am ashamed to say,” said Vane,
with his grave smile.

“It is to'be hoped he hasn't forgot-
ten us all!” says a soft, sweet-voice at
his elbow, and Jeanne is almost guilty
of an uncourtly stare, for there, in
front of her, smiling sweetly and gent-
1y waving her fan with a subtle, placid
serenity, is—Lady Lucelle.

Jeanne isjabout to hold out her hand
—as to an old acquaintance, but Lady
Lucelle, smiling still, and with the
most perfect composure, looks at
Vane, and waits for an introduction.

With a face as grave as a judge,
Vane bows.

“Lady Lucelle, permit me to intro-
duce my wife.”

Then her ladyship, with the sweet-

Kim: sy tHat you ‘were thb loveitest| est smile, extends her hand, gloved

innumerable buttons.
(To be continued.)

THIS MOTHER
AND DRUGHTER

Both Made Well by Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound.

with

Steele, Ala.—*‘During the Change of
Life I had bot flashes, was nervous, run
down, and had sick
headaches for two
or three days at a
time, I took Lydia
| E. Pinkham’s Vege-

| and better in every
waytbnnlwu. M

f daughter’s healt

| broke dewn last
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this grand old remedy has relieved much
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For confidential advice wnte Ladit!.
Pinkbam Medicine Co.,
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per steamer to-day.

80 barrels FRESH CAB-
BAGE. -
60 hags ONIONS.
40 cases ONIONS,
15 bags PARSNIPS.
15 bags CARROTS.
5 cases LEMONS.
40 boxes PLES.

100 cases ORANGES.
Orders now booking
for
200 brls. FRESH PACKED
- APPLES — Starks,

Baldwins and Ganos.

Soper&Moore

Whelesale Grocers.

Fashion
Plates.

A PRACTICAL GARMENT FOR

HOUSE W/ORK.

rattern 3485 is illustrated in {his
style. I#is cut in 4 Sizes: Small, 32-
34; Medium, 36-38; Large, 40-42, Ex-
tra Large, 44-46 inches bust measure.
A Medium size will require 7% yards
of 27 inch material. The width of the
skirt at lower edge is about 2 yards.

A pattern. of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 15 cents
in silver or stamps.

s e

A GOOD SKIRT STYLE FOR MA-
TURE FIGURES.

t

Pattern 3478 is portrayed in this
model. It is cut in 7 Sizes: 24, 26, 28,
30, 32, 34 and 36 inch size requires
3% yards of 44 inch material. Striped
or checked suiting, heather mixtures,
velours, serge, satin, taffeta and velve-
teen could be ysed for this model. The
width of ‘the skirt at’the lower edge
with plaits ‘extended is about 2%
yards.

A pattern of this illuatration mailed
te any address on recelpt of 15 cents
in silver or stamps.

.

"“ ee 90 90 20 80 00 e -.-o.“.. .
Address in full:—

Hame .. .. oo ot 0o 0ses Wl ee e
90 es o0 e c- 80 ee 80 00 08 se ee'ee

PE on oo 2o ou oal o0 =8 00 PR (@ sa we

 NOTE:—Owing to the continual ad-
‘vqmq in price of m:r. wqe:‘ e:c..

to advance the pri
oti-ﬁuu -n. yok b
ﬂ_

rqnnﬂon,hmmf

:homlhﬂute. Tliron’in It

wmmtuumumn
resylts. 'l‘ry

Eskimo

Scarf Cap
< for Girls,
'Regular
$1.50

for

98¢.

BLOUSES.

An- assortment
of .
White
Lawn

Blouses

al
$1.58.

Values up to

$4.00.

Cloan-Up Specials.

Hpvmg cleaned up after the |
flood, we are now in a posnhon
to offer you the benefit of some
oddments left over from our
stock that was damaged by
water. . '

BOYS’ and
GIRLY
Heavyweight
COTTON
HOSE,

Ladies’
Slip-Over

Sweaters.

Ladies’

“Fleece

Lined
Underwear,

long -sleeves,
heavy weight,

98c.

Garment,

MEN’S
FLEECE
LINED
UNDERWEAR

Heavyweight,

35¢. $1.25
Pair. Garment.
WOOL CAP and SCARF SETS
for Girls.
Regular $1.80.

Now..........

~ Regular
©$7.00.
Now

$5.29.

Ladies’
Wool

Scarves,
in col'd effects,
with fringe,
Reg. $2.30.
Now

$1.29.

Ladies’
Felt Hats,
Paddy
Green,

..$1.25

only

59c.

each.

MILLEY’

\\
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Beaver Board

About $10.00 worth of Beaver Board will put a hand-

some ceiling on your Parlor.

Beaver Board is really good enough for your Parlor and
is at the same time cheap enough for your kitchen.

The Beaver Board which we are now sellmg is SIZED—-*
ready for painting or decoratmg

A Beaver Board ceiling looks good and wnll last as long
as your house. -

———

Look for the trade mark on the back of every board.

Colin Campbell, Ltd.

Distributors,—Vulcanite Roofing and Beaver Board,

Brkks’l'aatd& is the best [}
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