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Try an Ide Cellar
and note the number
of trips it will
stand to thelaundry
beforeshowing signs
of wear.
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For Love
ofaWoman;

OR, .
New Romeo
and Juliet.

CHAPTER XXIIL
A SAD HOME-COMING.

«y_—es, she is,” she assented, as if
the admission cost her an agony. “Oh, i
yes! And he is goin! I thought he
would have stayed the night!”

“And I didn’t,” said the marquis,
grimly. “He is a Stoyle, and it's not
our way to take the loss of our mis-
tresses meekly.”

“Did you give him the letter?” she
asked.

The marquis uttered an exclamation.

“Phew!” he said, with a laugh, “I
knew there was something I should
forget. I told you and Churchill that1
vou’d better play the game yvourselves
and that I should bungle it. You see,
I am so unused to intrigues of this de-
scription,” and the great intriguer of
Nis generation smiled grimly.

“Give it to me,” said Lady Grace, as

’truck by a sudden idea.

The marquis pointed to a cabinet.
_ “It's there somewhere,” he said, in-
~®lently.

Lady Grace opened the door sharp-
iy.

“Take care, please,” he said, with
a smothered yawn. “That cabinet is
unique, and I have left it to you.”

She made an impatient gesture,
caught up poor Doris’s letter, and
glided from the rcom and up the cor-
ridor.

‘As she did so, Lord Cecil came out
of his room, followed by his valet, with
a portmanteau in his hand, and wrap
on his arm.

“Lady Grace!” said Lord Cecil.

“Why, where are you going?”’ she
exclaimed. “I have only just heard of
your return. You are not going
again?”

“Yes,” he said, trying to speak light-
iy, and force a conventional smile; “I
am as bad as a queen's messenger.”

She laid her hand lightly on his arm.

“Something’s the matter,” she said,
in a low voice. ‘“What is it? Ts it any-
thing you can tell me—anything I can
help you in?”
~ He shook his head as he signed to
his man to go on.

“I have learnt bad Lady
he said, as coolly as he could;

news,

Grace,”

but his voice shook as he added, “No,
you cannot help me, and, I fear, no
one can!”

She came closer to him, and laid
her hand upon his arm, looking -up at
him with her magnificent eyes soften-
ed with womanly sympathy.

“] am so sorry! Can you tell me
what it is? Stay! Where are you go-
ing?”’

“To London,” he replied.

“To London!” She leaned over the
balustrade and looked at the great
clock in the hall. “You have plenty
of time. Stay one moment. Lord Cecil,
do you remember the first night you
came?”’

“Yes,” he said, gravely.

A faint flush rose to her face.

“And all I said to you? Do you think
I should have spoken to you as I did
unless—unless I had liked you?”

“] appreciated your candour, Lady
Grace,” he said, in the same grave
tone.

Her hand trembled on his arm

“Well, then, I am going to be still
more candid. I am going to ask you
to try and fancy that you had askéd
me to be your wife and that I had re-
fused.”

It was his turn to flush now, and
his eyes dropped under her fixed,
earnest gaze.

“Do you know why I say that? It is
because you may not n?isunderstand
me when I ask you—as I do now—to
let me be your friend.”

“I am grateful, Lady Grace—" he
began in a low voice; but she stopped
him. 5

“Wait.
fer. I will be a real friend, Lord Cecil,
I will prove that a
woman and a man can be friends with-
out being—lovers! Now, then,
me, and show me that you trust me
by telling me what this trouble is.”

Her eyes looked so honest, so eager,
so trustworthy, that Cecil—his heart
wrung with the misery of scuspense
and doubt, his brain heavy and be-
and harassing

It is no idle, meaningless of-
if you will let me.

trust

wildered by fatigue
anxiety—fell into the net.

“I will trust you, Lady Grace,” he
said, and there was a quiver in his
voice which was no discredit to his
manliness. “In a word, I have lost
the girl I love.”

“Lost her!” she said,
open eyes. “Ah, yes, I know!
Marlowe, is it not?”

“Yes,” he said.
thing? For Heaven's

with wide-
Miss

“Do you know any-
sake tell me
everything—"

“I will,” she said. “But I have heard
nothing more than this: that she has

gone to Australia with—with a man

And the Worst is Yet to Come—
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to whom she was engaged before—"
“And you believe it?” he said, with

 grave reproach.

“No,” she said, at once, “I do not
believe a word of it.”

He took her hand and pressed it, a.ll
unconsciously, so that the rings al-
most cut into her delicate fingers.

“How shall I thank you for ‘saying
that?” he exclaimed, in a law voice,
which showed how deeply he was
“They are the first words of
You do

moved.
comfort, of encouragement!
not believe it?”

“No, I am certain it is not true. She
has left Barton, I know; but as to the
rest, why it is too absurd! Shall I tell
you why I do not believe it? Because
I have someéthing for you which will
explain all, I've no doubt,” and she
held out the letter.

He almost snatched it from her.

“A letter!
how—" ;

And he stared at her with eager im-
patience.

“It came while you were away, and
I took it. Don’t be angry.”

“Angry! Has ' seen it but
yourself ?” .

“No one! No one! I kept it.—Of
course I felt that its safety was of im-
portance to you. I should have for-
warded it to you, but I knew ycu were
moving about, and I feared it might
be lost.”

“I see, I see!” he said, and already
hope was displaying itself in his face

anyone

and voice.

“Yes, that will tell you where she
is, and why she has gone, no doubt,”
said Lady Grace; and with an affect-
ation of delicate consideration she
turned to the great oriel window that
he might read it undisturbed.

a cry, and,

Suddenly he uttered
looking round, she saw him leaning
against the balustrade staring at the
letter, which shook like an aspen leaf
in his hands.

“Oh, what is it?” she breathed, and
her face went almost as white as his
own.

He looked up with a bewildered
stare; then, with a working face, seem-
ed to struggled for composure.

“You—I—we were both wrong!” he
said, hoarsely. “She—she has gone!”

“Oh, no, no!” murmured Lady
Grace; ‘“don’t say that! Do not be-
lieve it! Oh, Lord Cecil!” and she laid
both her hands upon his arms and
looked up at him beseechingly, sym-
path‘singly. as a sister might strive to
soothe and encourage a brother.

-“Yes,” he said, almost
and with a catch in his voice,

inaudibly,
“it is
Great Heaven! and
I loved—I trusted—I—" He turned his
head aside for & second, then faced
her, every muscle of his face quivering
under the effort to appear unmoved.
“Lady Grace, the letter proves the

true—it is true!

marquis’s estimate of women to be a
true one, and mine—Heaven help me!
—false! Read it. No, I cannot! It is
the only letter she ever wrote me—it
is sacred! The first and the last! Great
Heaven! to think that she—she—" and
as he recalled the pure and innocent
face, the truthful, trustful eyes that
had looked up so devotedly, so pas-
sionately, with such an infinity of love
into his, his voice broke and he could
not utter another word.

“No, do not show me the letter!”
“It should be sacred to you.
Where

she said.
And I do not believe it yet.
were you going, Cecil?”

Her omission of his formal title es-
caped him at tﬁe moment.

“To London,” he said. “But where”
—and he made a despairing gesture—
Nothing matters
now!” and he forced a rueful smile.

“Yes, but it does matter,” she said.
“There may be some mistake—there
is, there must be! It is useless to ask
you to remain here, I feel that. Go to
London, Cecil, and go to the offices
of the ‘Orion.” Go and see if her name
is on the passenger-list. I will stake
my faith in the honour and truth of my
sex that it is not.”

He seized her hand and pressed it
again.

“How can I thank you?’ he breath-
ed. “Yes! Ah, what woman’s wit will
do! I will go to the office,”

“And you will let me know? You
will not forget—your friend?”

“I shall never forget all you have
done, all you have been to me this day,
Lady Grace,” hq said, fervently; and
with a grave solemnity that might well
have become one of the old knightly
Stoyles whose pictures looked down
on them, he raised her hand to his
lips.

A deep red suffused Lady Grace’s
face, and sh: drew a quiclk, sharp
breath.

“Go, then!” she said, her hand rest-

“it doesn’t matter.
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| Bave You
Pains,
Cramps,
Callouses or
aBurning Sensation

at or near where the finger
poiats? If so,

DR. SCHOLL
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Anterior Metatarsal
Arch Support

which will positively relieve
that particular foot ailment,

For Sale at all
RELIABLE SHOE DEALERS.

Werite for Dr. Scholl's Free
Booklet, *‘ Treatment and
Care of the Feet.

The Scholl Mfg Co l.l.ltd

112 Aichnlo St Ent Tuolto

Aleo Chicago, New York, and Londen, Eng,
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ing on his clingingly, “and came back
with good news!”

He nodded, and with the letter in his
hand, ran down the Lady
Grace leaned over the balustrade and
looked at him, her heart beating wild-
ly, her eyes flashing with suppressed
She looked at that mo-

stairs.

excitement.
ment like one

Whose soul and brain with keen desire,
Burnt in a flame of all-consuming fire.

Then, as the door closed behind
her, and she heard the retreating
sound of the dog-cart, she drew her-
self upright, and, pressing her hand
to her forehead, she thought intent-

1y

“A wrong step now, a false move, |
“Oh! ‘
if I were there with him! if I could

and I lose him!” she murmured.

be sure that Spenser Churchill had got
her out of the way! Ah!”

The ejaculation was forced from
her lips by an idea worthy of a wo-
man. Without waiting a moment she
si)rang up the staircase to her own
room.

“Find the next train to this,” she
said to her astonished maid. “Don’t
There may not be a
moment to iose. Pack a bag—a small
bag—and order a brougham. Say no-
thing to anybody but the groom of the
chambers, and tell him to keep his
tongue quiet—give him. this!” She
handed her a couple of sovereigns.
“Wait! I want this to go to the tele-
Stay! No! I will take it

stand staring!

graph-office.
myself as I go!”

“The office is closed, my lady,”
the maid, looking up from the port-
manteau she had already commenced

said

to pack.

Lady Grace’s face fell, then it clear-
ed again.

“Of course! All offices are closed

by this time; none will be open till to-

morrow. No matter. Give me a tele-!

graph form.”
She sat down and wrote quickly:
“He will be at the ‘Orient’
office the first thing to-morrew. Act.
Meet me at the square at ten.”

packet-

(to be continued.)

The new brown velveteen jacket
dresses have vests of Pompeiian red
duvet.

MRS, LEWIS
OF BROOKLYN

Tells How She Was Made
Well by Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable
Compound.

Brooklyn, N. Y.,—*Eor one year 1

was miserable from a displacement, .

which caused a gen-
eral run-down con-
dition with head-
aches and pains in
my side. My sister
induced me to try
Lydia E.Pinkham’s
Vegetable Com-
ound. I found it
elped me very
much and such a
splendid tonic that
I am recommend-
milt to any woman
o has similar
troubles.”’— Mrs. ELSIE G. LEWis, 30
Vernon Ave., Broeklyn, N. Y.

Such conditions as Mrs. Lewis suf-
fered from may be caused by a fall or
a general weakened run-down condition
of the system, and the most successful
remedy to restore stren to muscles
and tissue and bring sbout a normal
healthy condition—has proved to be this
famous root and herb m cine, dia
E. Pinkham’r Vegetable l

If you have disturbing lymptoml you
do not undersund write Lydia E. Pink-
bam Medicine Co., Lynn, Msass. The
result of their 49 yom experience is at
g nrvlu

Fashion
Plates.

A SIMPLE SET FOR THE LITTLE
TOT,

2880.—This comprises a pretty
Bonnet, a Sack and a Dress with Ki-
mono sleeve and simple lines. It will
not take long, or be difficult to de-
velop these models. Lawn, dimity,
crossbar muslin, challie, poplin, voile
or crepe are nice for the dress and
sack. Flannel or silk may also be
used. The cap may be of silk, cloth,
or velvet, lawn, or batiste.

The Pattern for this attractive set
is cut in 4 sizes: 6 months, one year,
2 and 3 years. Size 2 will require
36 inch material, 2 yds. for the dress,
7% yard for the sack, and 1% yard for
bonnet, with 1% yard of lining.

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

A COMFORTABLE GARMENT FOR

RE0

2490—This model is good for ging-
ham, galatea, chambray, linen, Indian
Head, percale and khaki. The short
sleeve and low neck make it ideal for
warm weather. Waist and body por-
tion of the fronts are cut in one, the
body portion of back being buttoned
to back of the waist.

The Pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 1, 2,
3, 4 and 5 years. Size 4 requires 2%
yvards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration
mailed to any address on receipt of
10 cents in silver or stamps. *
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European Ageney.

Wholesale Indents promptly execu-
ted at lowest cash prices fer all Brit-
fsh and Continental goods, including:

Books and Stationery,

Boots, Shoes and Leather,

hemicals and Druggists’ Sundries,

China, Earthenwars and Glasswars,

Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories,

Try it and be convinced.
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New Relief For Constipation,

“LES FRUITS”

with the modern
living, constipation is li]
ly to be always
They also agree thzu
constant use of any drug
for the relief of constipa.
tion is exceedingly unwis
—unwise for two reason

- a drug constantly
used loses lts eﬁ'ect and requires a constantly i
creased dose. Second, because the constant 1
of any drug is bad anyway.

So the cry is constantly going up from t
constipated, “What can we do?” It will he i
teresting to a great many to know that an :
swer has been found in the re-discovery of
method which was used with meat success
our Forefathers, and in Arabia far back in the
twelfth century. The food is called “Ies Fruit
because it is composed entirely of figs, da
prunes, raisins and the leaves of each with
substitution of the Alexandra leaf for the
leaf. The taste is pleasant, if not to say
ous, and the effect is exceedingly

A First,

Physicians agree that
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SOLD ONLY AT ;

Ellis & Co., Ltd.

203 WATER STREET.
R R R LR LR R R 5 7

habits

We are still showing
a splendid selec-
tion of

Tweeds

and

Serges.

No scarcily al
Maunder’s

However, we beg fo
remind our cusfom-

ers these goods are
selling rapidly, and
cannof be replaced
2f the same price.

J ohn Maunde:

Tailor aund Clothier, Si m.,.,

Business

That is where we shine.

Good Goods weli made, mod.
erately priced, and honest effort
made to deliver on time. Expert
accounting and satisfactory sete
tlements of all claims.

The biggest clothing manue.
facturing organization in News.
foundland backs up its claim
for Superior Service.

WHOLESALE ONLY.
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Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods,
Bample Cases from $50 upwards.
Fancy Goods and Perfumery,
Hardware, Machinery and Metal,

Jewellery, Plate and Watches,

Photographic and Optical Goods,

Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores,
etc., ete.

Commission 214 p.c. to § p.e

Trade Discounts allowed.

Special Quotations on Demand.

Consignments of Produce Sold o»

Account.
(Established 1314.)
®5 Abchurch Lane. Lendon, E.G
Cable Address: “Annumaire, T.on?®

Will'am Wilson & Sons

loser.
your policies.

~ 1s Caused

No Matter How the F

if youre not insured, you're a
Take time to see
We give you the
best companies and reasonable
rates.
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PERCIE JOHNSON,

Insurance Agent.

MINARD'S LINIMENT CURES DIS-

TEMPER.
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