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[« ;w;.; Terribly Weak .
Ba.’by Was

DR. CHASE’S

¥

mumam,nm'
wood, Ont., writest

®  “After my baby was bom, |
_was terribly weak and run
| down, with - pains acress my -
§ back.. I had heard so much
- of Dr. Chase’s'Nerve Food that
ed to try it Tln:e

‘to make

weﬂmm.

lalso used Dr, Chase’s Oint-

ment for a rash which broke

out on the baby, andthensh

Juppeared completely in a

GERALD S. DOYLE, Distributor.
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At the Mouth of
the Treacherous Pit
STORY OF LOVE, INTRIGUE AN)) REVENGE
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CH/APT'ER XXX,

Presently a sound roused her and
sent the color in a hot flush to her
- face. It was the noise of the waves
ton the shore. She opened her eyes
bthen,and in thefr depth there was a
* look of keen pain,

A few minutes later she was on
"board the “Queen of the Seas.” An
elderly lady, plainly dressed,
passed unnoticed. How vividly
remembered the time when, from the
‘ moment she had stepped on board
runtil she had left the steamer, she
had been the one great attraction.
All that was ended now. She had,
as it were, been dead and buried all
these long vears.

The waves beat against the vessel,
and the winds wafted her onward;
whilst Mme, St. Ange’s heart
moment grew harder and colder.

The white cliffs rose before her at
‘]nst_ She<alone knew why it was
{that she trembled and faltered when
her feet touched English ground.

On landing she took a ticket to
London._ intending, after resting one
night there, to go to Deepind on the
morrow.

she

each

It was so strange to hear
Fnglish spoken all around her, to see
English faces again, She felt be-
wildered.

“I have been buried so long,” she
said to herself. “I feel like one ris-
en.from the dead.”

Arrived in the metropolis, she went
to a hotel that long years before
Mme. de Ferras had made her home.
It had changed since those days, and
the proprietor had little time to spare

for the plainty-dressed, elderly wom-
an who asked for & bedroom and|

wanted nothfng more,
By the earliest train in the meorn-

ing Mme. St. Ange went gn to Deep-
There was no clostng of the
upright,
scenes. S’hel

ing.
eyes now, She sat

watching the familiar

quite

she.

which was familiar to her, and on
the platform of which, with her kind-
1y, loving mother, she had been hun-
dreds of times, always happy, trium-
phant, blithe, and gay, Now she came
to it alone, unloved, with the seeéds
of death and a lifedong hate in her
heart. .

There was an omnibus waiting to
take passengers to Deeping. The
conductor looked at her as she en-
tered.

“Where to ma’am?” he said, with
a touch of his hat.

She remembered the name of only
one place,

“The Rhysworth Arms Hotel,” she
answered; and her blood grew cold as
she uttered the words.

At the Rhys_wonh Arms there were
new faces—no ong recognized her.
She wanted a sitting-room
bedroom—she could not tell for how
long. She was on her way to the
North of England, but wanted a rest.
She might remiafn two or three days,
or a week—Iit was uncertain.

i’hose who attended upon Mme. St.
Ange noticed her curious manner, her
bewildered looks, her strange face
and wild, burning eyes, Still she
seeméd to have plenty of money, and
that was the chief consideration.

and a

ed the landlady of the chambermaid.

“I do not know, She is a married
lady, and I think she said her name
wag Onge. I did not quite catch it.”

CHAPTER XXXI,

The morning afir was blowing
freshly, the rooks were cawing in the
great oaks, the blackbirds were sing-
ing in the hedgerows, the whole
earth lay smiling and glad, when

knew every field, every clump of! Mme. St. Ange, left the hotel to re-

trees;

Fielden woods, the gray * towers

she saw in the distance thegvisit the places she had once loved
of! 80 dearly. They were all in

the

Scarsdale, and the forest near Deep-: vicinity of Deeping Hurst. The old
ing Hurst, Ah, Heaven, the paftn that home of her rival was nearest; then
rent her heart was like the stinging | came Scarsdale; Beaulieu lay at some
of a poisoned arrow! Bitter s.nguiah‘ little distance to the west, and F‘uld-
filled the dark eyes; the expression . en Manor toward the south. It was
on the changed countenance was one g neighborhood singalarly rich 1in
of mute misery. Once, with some of grand, old historic houses. Mme. St.
her old impetuosity, she threw her-l' Ange decided to look first of all on

self back in the carriage.
“I cannot bear it!” she said,
was made to come!®™

But she had more to suffer yet. She
stopped at the station, every brick of iar

“I ' again;

the home of her youth—Beaullea—
she attracted no attention as
| she went through the streets,

Once more she trod ths old famfl-
paths winding through the

After partaking of some slight Te- |

freshment, she went out, saying that | beat £ s
the hour of her return was uncertain. | brit. KIAdYy. #4 the hews fxwes in

‘““What does she call herself?” ask- | black drees.

Her mhd‘l tancy she could m her
mother’s fach, as she had ‘Apert &.

_ A(hundreda of tim“, Iobtins out of the
‘great bay-window, with its wreath of |
ynmon-ﬂoﬁrm around it, waiting

with loving words to welcome her.
“There is no love like a mothels,”
Lola thought; and a great, tearless
80b rose from her heart to her lips.

COonld it be that but a few years ago
she had been & beautiful, happy, in-
nocent child She éould remember
80 vividly the day when Mrs, Cliefden
came from White Cliffe, bringing with
her Dolores, and how madame rad

sald they were.to be friénds and to

love each othsr always.

A cruel, bitter smile curled her lip.

“Well,” she said, “it I have suffer-
ed, she has suffered more: and that
was all“I asked.’

Her heart gréw hard and eold
again. She looked into the old hall,
nothing was changed. It might have

.| been only yesterday that she placed

the flowers she had gathered cn the
hall table, and laughed at her own
fancy for calling herself a red rose.
She walked back to Deeping. In
the High Street she saw a fruit-shop
where some fine grapes and peaches
were for sale, She was thirsty and
fafnt~from fatigue, and® she thought

that nothing would! be more delicious' |

and refreshing than a bunch of pur-
ple grapes. She went in to purchase
them, and sat down. There was
some little delay in sérving her, and,
while she was thinking that
would be a good opportunity to ask
a few questions without attracting at-
tention, a smart, little pony carriage
stopped at the door, and a beautiful
girl in a blue dress descended from
it.

Mme. 8t. Ange, watching eagerly,
with eyes full of pain, fell back with
a low, startled cry when she saw the
girl’s face, and clung to the chair, as
though to prevent herself from fall-
ing, It was Sir Karl’s face under
another guise; there were Sir Karl's
clear, blue eyes, with no shadow of
guilt or. guile in fheir depths. There
were his clustering waves of ‘hair,
there was -his' mouth, at -once 8o
gragions - and’ 86 proud. ~ For g few
modmfs*n fwag as thuugn the !tght
had “stricken Rer Qumbd, - Then-'the
girl was by her side, and a gweet,
silvery voice was saying—

“I should like some of those nice
grapes, Mrs. Grey, for a sick wom-
an whom I am going to see.”

The low voice was Iike Sir Karl's.
The soft blue eyes glanced carelessly

If each could have but
have known!

was the woman for whom she had
sought, the woman with whom rest-
ed the knowledge of her father’s fate,
what griéf and trouble might have
been spared her.

Mme, St. Ange watched each move-

ment of the graceful girl. She listen-
ed to each word she spoke; she could

have cried out, “Karl, Karl!”® She
was nearer losing her senses and
reason just then than she had ever
been, Karl’s yes, Karl’s voice! Her
head “drooped on her breast; she
could not hold it up.

“] am afraid you are {11,” said a
sweet, kindly voice; and the eyes like
Karl's were bent upon her compas-
sionately.

“Thank you, I am quite
madame answered, coldly, and
young girl drew back with a chilled
and’ disappointed air,

Mme, St. Ange did not hear what
else passed; it seemed to her that
her mind was all chaos, That some
one spoke of Lady Fielden she kuew,
then the beautiful girl was gone, and
she sat there with her grapes before
her.

She raisgd Mer miserable eyes to the
woman who had just served her.

“Who is that young lady?” she ask-
ed..

well,”

this

If some good srm.lt[peepu:lg would sure astonishi me! {
| conld have told Gertrude that this

the |

gves me strength. 1

permission to use my
momaf letter "—Urs Ipa RYB
Allen, Al
Womenwho
Lydia E.Pinkh
Ontario, for a tree
Pinkham’s Private
“ Ailments Pecnhar toWomm."
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Mom;nN MARVELS,

The -world s
full of wonders

» I'm , glad I've
lived“to 'see, be-
fore the - Reaper
stnders t h i s
‘' happy life and |
me. I've lived to |
see men travel
as swift as light-
ning stroke in
cars that kick up
gravel and leave
A a trail of smoke.

And no one ever bothers to think of
6lden days that saw our patient
fathers behind their plodding bays.
The might of science reaches around
me everywhere; I hear great songs
and speeches come gsifting through
the air, the comic¢ andthe tragic, the
spiel by frenzy warmed-—I've lived to
see the magic of radio performed. My
good old Uncle Peter, he -died long,
long .-&g0;. -the angels:iwatch him
teeter Where Eden’s rosés grow; had
any penidn told him . su@i- 'marvels
would arise, I wondef: wﬂo conld hold
him, for he detested: iies. I often won-
der greatly what'long dead men would
say, if they; severe and stately, could
from the ehurchyard stray, and hear |
the ‘purring, sighing, of countless
motor caré, and see the airmen flying
among the ‘clouds and stars? I often
wonder vainly what sights my eyes
might view, if I should leave, insane-

ly, my grave beneath the yew, when
I've been calmly sleeping a hundred |

years or three; the outcome of my |
|

IQCH.A@ HUDNUT
THREE FLOWERS FACE POWDER

U )) The Face Powder that is Differat

Having the Puﬁcnl-rly Desirable
of dbesiveness and per- |

aling odor of%ﬂdﬂomn

ln All Popuhr Shulel

Funchal Did |
Thriving Trade

Somitecnd
UNTIL SPARRQWS SHED PAINT.

FUNCHAL, Madeira, July 26—(A:
P.)—Canary birds are much sought
by tourists on the various liners which
stop at their crossroads of the ocean.
Birddealers rush to greet incoming
steamers and do a thriving business.

But tourists have recently found
that many of the canaries purchased
here began, after. a few days'to fade.
They were sparrows which had beén
painted a bright yellow. ' Disgusted
purchasers reported the frauds to

fum

their consuls in Funchal, and .crews |

of the passenger steamers now. warn

passengers to lock out for hand-made’|

canaries,

EINARD’'S * LININENT FOR DPIS
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A‘nothért
WOMEN ’S

MISSES’ BLACK HO

CHILDREN'S WHITE % HOSE

= Fancy-Tops.
2. 29¢c. up.

COLOURED 3/, HOSE

Fawn, Grey and Brown

45c¢.
INFANTS’ COLOURED

Pink, Royal,

27¢c. Parr.

SOCKS

Blue and Sax

o) | sJM»: |

)SIERY!!

——

1012121191

|40 §2 je ol

Shipm_'ent ’
LACK HOSE

B and 45c. Pair.

OSE—23¢c. and 45c.

om 20c. up.

SOCKS

ed Colors. _
“Navy and Black.

28¢

VALUE.

DOMINION PORK & BEANS

15¢. tm.

3 tins for 46c¢.

POTTED MEATS
7c. tin.

CAMPBELL’S assorted SOUPS

NESTLE’S

MALTED MILK

7-o0z. Btls., 50c. 15-o0z. Btls., 95c.

GLAXO,

1-1b. tins, $1.00

ROBINSON’S PATENT BARLEY
and GROATES, 50c. tin.

Wilson’s Roet iBeer ' Ex-
Ginger Beer Powder

the Jelly with the pure

N1 fo 1o ]2

tract, '15¢c. bottle

5¢c. Pkg.
Easy Jell

fruit flavour.
Pint Packages
14c.

Lipton’s
Cream. Caramels

*in

Y4 andVe-lb. tins.
Durkey’s

Salad Dressing
Heinz

Tomato

Soup

Swansdown Cake Flour.

* Chiver’s
“English Jams

s screw top glass
Jars.

. .58c.

..58c.

. .48c.

..45¢.

. /45¢.

A full assortment of

NEEDLERS

CHOCOLATES &
CONFECTIONERY

the finest in the land.

A trial will convince.

A Fresh Supply of
MOIRS’ and DRAKE’S

CAKES
BUNS, JELLY ROLLS.

Why be

LIQUID

troubled with Insects

when we can supply

S. 0. 8.

GAS, the sure Killer.

75¢. and $2.00

with Sprayers Complete.

TANGLEFOOT

2

|0I1vlclciel©lvlvl®lclololololclololclelclofn

ololol

Ol elslsiol

jojoiof0f >

0|90

olofietolofe|o)

-—

PPN o

|11

]

|9

|||

)0

STEEDMANS
'POWDERS  Wire Dlsll Covers—-45c 60c. 75¢. $1.10 ea.

‘Black Fly Wire Gauze, 30 inch . .45¢: yd::

Green Fly Wire Gauze, 30 inch ..50c. yd. -

Copper Wire Gauze, 24 inch . . . .$1.20°yd. |

- Copper Wire Gauze, 30 inch . . . $1.80-yd.—| 8

H Galvd. Wire Gauze, 30 inch ... . .55¢ yd e

The woman replied coldly. She
had been displeased by the stranger’s
repulse of QGertrude’s well-meant
kinduess, i

“That'is & visttor of Lady Flelden’s |
—lady Vielden of Fielden Manor,” |

w*m is lho-dﬂlt is her
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