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Sure and positive preventive, no matter how horses at
any age are afflicied or *‘exposed.”
tongue; acts on the blood and glands; expel
ous germs from the body.
Sheep and Cholera in poultry.
Cures La_ Grippe among
a fine Kidney remedy. l\eep
your drugg ist, who will zet u for you. ree
l)lstcmper. Causes and Cure

SPOHN MEDICAL COMPANY,
Chemists and Bacteriologists, Goshen, Ind., U. S. A.

PINK EYE, EPIZOOTIC,
SHIPPING FEVER, and
CATARRHAL FEVER.
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“Well, come now. dear. I am sure
they are all at sixes and sevene.”

“Cowme, then,” he €ays; and with a
last embrace he draws her arm within
ais, and cressing the hall, enters  the
baliroom.

Ag he does s0. and as if in accord-
ance with a preconcerted signal, the
band breake out into the opening waltz,
Couples are immediately formed, and
whispering, “Remember, darling, the
first dance is mine,” he leads her
siraight toward the velvet-covered
scialy upon which Lady Rookivell and
some other aowagers, and the Duch-
sy and Laura Derwent are seated,
wwaiting the starting of the ball.

“Yes. yes,” says Signa, hurriedly.
“Ijut they are all waiting, ilector.”

“Let them wait,” he says again, with
a swile: and then, as they come close
Lo the raised secats, he says:

“"How do you do. Miss Derwent?”

Laura Derwent starts—a  hundred
'yes are fixed cn her--and rises with
u broad stare in her eyes, speechl
bewildered—looking from llector War-

1 to Signa upon l:is arm.

“How do you do, Miss Derwent?” he
aLs.

Then at Jast, and to
zement of those nuar
jerwent, exclaims:
“Lord Delamere!"
CHAPTER XXIIL

rd Dolamere!” The title runs
ugh the room !ike a eignal. Those
wio have begua to dance, stop, as if
mutnal conseat. and stare in the
tion of the group round the raised

Tuoere is a dead, an  almost
pai nl\. silence. The duchess. a pleas-
it but not too intellectual old lady,
nta up her eve K3 s and eves Hee-
or Warren--the Rigirt Hemorable Dex-
1 12velyn Hecior Delanere 18arl of

e

ihe relief and
her, Laura

1hre

Delamoere and Marchant, Knizght of the
iarter and member of half a dozen
mighty order with eves of

ent: Aunt Podswell’ clasps her

nd turns pale;

ps and his hands fall to his side
these Of a mecaanicab figure. Mo-
tici, chugrin, absolute tear are

s in his counienance and at-
Even L a Derwent, qilick

ted as she is, is thoroughly over-

“ tied and thrown oif her mental
balance, Lady Rockwell alone seems
wed: with a sarcastic grin sne
looks from Lord Delemere to the oth-
vrs with the Keenest enjovinent. And

halt

Half-daz inercdulous,

- r v t eyes from ene to
and with a pale face and
n10 breath, waits for the next
de

it of the

L.ord Delamere,

Ry,
moticnless and

quite

looks it nothing had oc-
aund ts tor Laura Derwent's
greeting as if she had

o Lo Al

to pick up her handker-

1e is the first to recover trom

1 stupor which secis to have falicn

upen them all--all save Lady Rook-
Wweil,

With a lanith and a {lush, the beauty

her hand.
ou do, Lurd Delamere?” she
so0od enough to
is little surprise
vie oug'it o be grateful for! It is just
un.--mna touch tu a1 marvelous and
extraordinary picce of business!”™
He bows and goes up to the duchess,

lds. out

“flow doy
Lo AY

“You

Iv:lr you «do oot remember me,
eurorrace,” he eaye, I was a  little
boy in a velvet tu when I saw vou
me  to introduce  Miss

Periait

ess gives him lier hand ¢

5 Lo Signa, still standing.
but—-1I don't understand,”

open-eved, O course, you

nd

e fine

iPS

no
N Basps,
o Lord Delamers

“Yes, alas!” he
then he turns
: stily

s, With a smile,
Aunt Podswell,
with fearful!

trembling,

and,
and

o ¢
» fitting
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Uil masquerade, Por .s’\\nH__" he | &

savs, in.a kindly !
Y es-- My—emy murmurs the |

ife lady
s of the
Hecetor W\
Jin thicadbure

ble as
she h'x.;‘

rnubbod

poor and ua-

hie rector’s face |

. little drearz- |

J

known stranger whom she had dubbed
opra-singer and adventurer was the
great earl—her husband's patron.

As for the rector, ne cannot find
words to express his dismay, and
stands onen-mouthed and erimson, and
Delamere considerately leaves him to
recover himself. But Lady Rookwell
cannot be passed by.

“Well,” he says, with a most pleas-
ant light In his eyes, as he stands
looking down at her, with Signa on
his arm, *“I suppose it is useless to
expeet your forgiveness, Lady Rook-
well, T have one consolation, that my
little disguise never deceived you for a
moment,” and he laughs,

“Yes, but it did—fer a moment, but
nor for long,” she savs, with a mali-
ciouz chuckie. *“1 smelt a rat the first
night 1 met vou at the Rectory. You

see, T remember my room, and when
I get home that night, my lord, I stud-
led 1l. and—he! he!—I detected the

wolf in lamb’s clothing. I hope you
have enjoyed yourself; I hope you are
deriving an immenge amusement from
the dismay and mystification of all
the good people,” and she waves her
fan to the guests murmuring amongst
themselives.

His face grows grave

“Yceu misunderstand and wrong
me,” he says in a low voice: “I did
not desire to mystify anyone. I had,
at starting, no rcason but to avoid

fuss, but later—no matter, T will ex-
plain everytiing, even to your xatis-

faction

“Yon will be cleverer than T think
you if you ean,” she retorts, signifi-
cantly; *“but if you think this little
dramatic surprise has lasted long
cncugh, it weuld bé better to set these

two hundred people a-dancing, my
lord,” with a grin at the title.

He nods and smiles.

“Yca are quite right,” he says.
“C'ome, Signa."

Sh

he stands motionless for a moment,
and then makes 2 fammt movement to
withdrew his arm, but he holds it too
tightly, and putting his arm round her
t. he takes her hand and they be-
gin to danee,

One-half the room is still In doubt
t has actually happened.
» that the gentleman whom
not taken the slightest no-
4 have treated with the ut-

loct  since he  came here
amongst them is the zreat Earl of
Delam but the rest 2re simply

15 to the evident excitement
at nhas created: and soon the
sirains of one of the best

inviting
London bands make thein oblivious, at
least for a few minutes to the momen-

tary sensation When Lord Delamcre
and Signa move away, the tonzues of

the group he has left loosen them-
selves With a groan the rector wipes
the perspiration from his face and

creens near to iiis wretched Amelia.
“Great heave he whispers, husk-
ily. *“\WWho--who would have thought
it possible! There is net any mistake.
[ suppnse. No—no. it evidently

nsg!"”

is

true, But to think of it—to think of—
of —the way we treated him some-
times! My flesh creeps, Amelia! Of
cour=e, that living is gene! If T could
but have guessed it! On, dear—oh.
! It—it is really too bad!, And
“Knew {t all the time, mno doubt!”
whispers Aunt Amelia, sh “Jos-
always said there was—

eph, 1

i uncommon--and distin-
ibout him!"”

“id vou? I don’t remember it!” re-
torts the rootor, his desperation glv-
inz him courage. “1? 1 had followed
vour advice 1 should have treated him

Jike a tramp! Thére! don’t make an
exnibition of yoursclt before all these
for 4 --.u Amelia beging to

» hysterically
is \r-r\ remarkabdle!” says the
fcllowing with her eva-

ure, easily distinguish-
od by its band of blue ribbbn . “This—
really, | ¢o not like to suzgest it—but
*his isn’t o little piece of masquerad-
ing thrown in  for our amusement.
Miss Dery.ont?”  and she smiles pon-
dirgusly it that young lady.

,quldbgwen on the”

“Would to heaven it were!” ex-
claims Laura Derwent, fanning ner-
self furiously, and staring into va-
cancy. “No! It is Lord Delamere. I
should know him from a thousand. I
recognized him {n a moment! And to
think—to think—that I have been or-
dering him about all these weeks!
That, not content with begging a
man’s house I have been trcating him
like a superior kind of clerk of the
works or steward. Oh! if I could sink
into the earth!”

“He, he!” grins Lady Rookwell, with
intense enjoyment. “You met your
match, my dear Laura, that day a:
Lasq—(asalina'"

“Aunt, I'll never forgive you!” she
exclaims with tears in hér eyes. '_‘_lt'
too cruel. But it serves me right.

“That’s the truest word you ever
spoke, my dear; but, take your punish-
ment like a man, as you ought  to
have been, and enjoy yourself. After
all, you have succeeded; you have got
your great fish here, and you will get
vourself talked about! Society papers!
Wln it will be in all the papers. 3y
dear, you will make nnother sensation
out of this little affair.”

“It is too cruel of him,”
poor Laura.

“] won't have that!” exclaims Lady
Bumbleby. “I don’t believe he meart
it that way at all, I liked him from
the first: 1 quite fell in love with him
that eveninz at your place, my dear.
Jie was so very amusing and pleasant.
I never lawuzhed so much in my life!”

“He ,Is amusing enough now,” re-
torts Lady Rookwell, sarcastically.
“But you don't many of you laugh!”

“And that dear girl, Miss Grenville,
I am delighted at her good fortune,”
adds Lady Bumbleby.

“Ah!” says Laura Derwent, with a
start; “I was forgetting her! Yes, of
course. Why, she will be the Countess
of Delamere!”

“Of course,” retorts Lady Rookwell,
concisely. “He, he! What some of the
mothers with marriageable daughters
will say of her, when they quite real-
ize the big fish has escaped them after
—I beg your pardon, my dear,” to tha
duchess, who has six daughters some-
Where about the room.

“Oh, dont apologize to me; my girls
arc all engazed, or in the nursery,”
says her grace, graciously. “And that
young lady, Miss—Miss Grenville, is
enzaged to Lord Delamere, Indecd!
Yes, she is a fortunate girl!”

The *“fortunate girl” meanwhile 1s
still dancing with the greatest man in
the county. The man who until a few
moments ago she thought plain Hec-
tor Warren, ,md whom she cannoci
cannot yet realize as a mighty carl.
Her brain seems whirling, her heart
throbs and palpitates; the magnificent
room spins round, but yet he holds her
n a firm!y-gentle grasp, knowing that
all eyes are watching her, and deter-
niihed that they shall not see the dis-
may and bewilderment that he knows
are dominant in her mind.

But presently, as some ccuples drep
out of the cirele of the dance, he stops,
and gently taking her arm, leads her
into on2 of the ante-roows, and clos-
ing the door, screened by a curtain,
draws her to him, and lookinz down
into her troubled eyes, murmurs:

“Speak to me, Signa. My darling,
tell me vou have forgiven me.”

She tries to withdraw herself from
im, but he holds her by main ,though
gentle, tender force.

“Speak!” ha whispers. “Tell me
that you think me inconsiderate, un-
fair, anything- but ¢peak. 1 cannct
Lear to see you look like that ,so full
of douhf and— trouble. Will you not
sau‘ lh:&‘) fergive me, my darling?”

*Forg she echoes, vaguely, put-
ting-up her hand and pushing the hair
irom her brow with a gesture cof be-
wilderment; then sie iifted her eyes
0 him.

“I5 it true?” <he murmurs.

“What, dearest—that my name
Heetor Delamere, instead
W ﬂrrrn ? Yes.”

**That you are--Lord DNelamere?”

llu inclines hi: head sligntly.
; oigna; but will that make any
No, ne, it cannot! Why
You would not g.ve me

repeats

is
of Ilector

\hom'l 1%
cauge 1 hate my name and rank worse
than I do?”

*Nam
she smi
them,” h
pura truth.

“Then you were thinking —""

He ses, und in that moment of
silenee she remenibiers the story of the
murdered man and the ruined girl—ot
(Casalina—the nanme flashes on her
brain in letters of fire. The man she
loves ana is plizhted to is the Lord
Delamere whose wickedness is in ev-
ery man’s niouth, whose very name
she has learned to fear, and alimost to
detest. Her face grows deadly white
and her vpreath comes slowly.

nd rank!” <che says; then
I was not thinking of
says, simply, and with

sSigna’” he and his own face
18 pale and %X, and hisg voice stern
and grave—"Signa, 1 know what is

my love

passing through veur mind;
gives me the power of reading yc
every thought in your cy2s. You are
thinking ol the evil you have heard of
me. Is it not so?”

She does not speak,  but a heavy
cizh leaves her half-parted lips.

“l see!”’ he murmurs; “you believe
it all—the idlc gossip of a scandal-

loving world, Signa!” and there is a
world of tender reproach in his sad
voice,
Her heart beats with a wild hope,
and her lips quiver.
A “It—{t was not true, then?” she mus-
ors.
“True! Look at me, Signa!”
She raises her eves slowly and fixes
them upon him; then, with a low ery
of exquisite delignt and joy, she leans

toward him, and he folds her in his |

arms..

“Oh, Hector, forgive—forzive me!”
she pants, faintly. *“Ah, how 1 have
wronged you! 1, who ought to have
held your name stalnless. though all
looked as black as night against you:
Forgive me, Hector!”

“Not that word from you, my pure,
stalnless angel!” he murmurs, husk-
1ly. *“Ah, Signa, you have much io
forgive, 1 ‘oth.ng Signa, let the past
be puried between us. Enough that 1
am not guilty of the crimes’—and a
smile crosses his face—“that dear old

Lady Rookwell, half in jest, laid to
my charge.”

“Yes, yes, in jest—it was only in
Jest,” says Signa, hurriedly. I

might have known)t if—if I had
known that you were the, Lord Dela-
mere of whom she spoke. But I did
not; I never guessed it, though now
it seems strange, stupidly strange
that 1 did not.”

“It is strange,” he says, with a
smile; “to me the disguise secmed so
transparent as to be incapable of
deceiving even the dullest. 1 sup-
pose 1 don’'t look much like an old
earl"—with a laugh—*"or you got ac-
customed, all of you, to imagining a
monster, and as 1 was not quite that,
you accepted me for an honest man!”

Signa smiles; the color is coming
back to her face, the happiness to her
heart, and in her violet eves shines
the old, quiet joy in the passionate
love which pours into them from his.

“And you are mot eorry—you do
not repent!” he says, with a smile,
bat still a little anxiously.

“No,” the answers. “But—"

“Well?”

“But—ah, Hector, that
the air was very nice.”

“And will not Northwell Grange on
solid earth be nice, too?"” be demanda.

“Nice is not the word,” she savs,
then she sighs. “But—if you are the
Earl of Delamere, 1—ah, Hector, I
shall make such a poor countess.”

cottage in

He laughs and holds her at arms’
length, that he may scrutinize her
with wistful, love-hungry =ves.

“Yes, a poor, plain, stupid young
person, with no eutward - grace cr
charm—yeg, you will make a poor
countess!” Tihen he laughs again.
“Poor foolish lttle bird,” ne says, “do
you know that you will look just the

type ¢f the popuiar igea of a couut-
ess’—Llhat there is not anoiller girt in

the roum who would so tittingiy in
every way fill the piace You nave
deigned 1o accept? No, 1n your

beart you do nct, but 1t 1s true, my
darling. ‘lhere is not a porira.i
¢f the dead-and-gone women of our
race so nobie and beautiful-—"
“Hush, bush!” she whispers, put-
ting her finger on his lip, but with a
look of deiighted:joy in her eyes.
tisses the gloved {inger pas-

*“it-is zrue. my darling—how could
it be otherwise? You are your fath-
er's child, and he was one of nature's
noblemen. Do you mnot remeniber
how 1 admired and reverenced him?
Yes, Signa, you will make something
of the old title which 1, alas! have
dragged in the dirt, or left to grow
rusty and tarnished. I have always
dishked it—it has seemed to me like
the worthless soll which encourages
the growth of the toadstools; all sorts
of parasites have be:n attracted to
it; but now you will set a diamond in
{ts forehead. =23 Tennyson says, and
all wili go well.™

“Will it?" he

says, thoughtfuily,

tingering the lappet of his coat. *If
[ could think so. “What is this,
Hector?”

And she touches the broad biue rib-
bon that crosses his breast,

“That,” he says, with a smile, “is
the ribbon of the Order of the Knights
cf the Garter.”

“Oh, yes, of course!” she says, with
a smile. “Ah, you—yocu see 1 have
not yrt realized the greatness i your
real state, Hector.”

He iaughs.

“I put it on because T wished to
do you honor, my dearest, not for
any vanity on my part, 1 longed to
raake myself feel some way, though
cnly in a worldly sense, more worthy
of you; and so I crowded this on

“It has frightened them!” she savs,
with 2 smile. Then she arches her
eyebrows. “Peor Aunt Podswell!
Even in my bewildesment I could not
help noticing her distress! lector,
was not fair”

o!" he says. “Listen while 1
explain, Signa: I came down here
with the intention of just'glancing at
the old place, and directing it to be
done up and seen to. I knew that if
I came down in my proper person
should have all the good folks of these
paris round me; and 1 don't like to
be surrounded. Peace is the only
jov, you know. I had been been here
two or three days undetected and un-
suspected, and was going again, when

it

—
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when days are wet and
“all out-doors” is sloppy,

is a good pair of rubbers, -
rubber boots or rubber
farm shoes.

The sure guide to good
rubber footwear—your
guarantee of service anc

protection—isoneofthese

Trade Marks:

MAPLE LEAF
RUBBER .l

“«JACQUES CARTIER”
“MERCHANTS”
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“DAISY”
“DOMINION"
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the beach. I fell in
at that moment.

does any one ever
that I loved you
will always

I met you cn
love with jou
don't know wiy;
know why? But
from that moment. 1
swear."”

“Hector!"” R
(To l)e comlnued.) i

Tells Just What
They Did For Her

WELL-KNOWN LADY MAKES A
STATEMENT REGARDING DODD'S
KIDNEY PILLS.

She Had Numerous Troubles, Al of
Which Came From Discased Kid-
reys, and Found a Cure In Dodd’s
/Kidney Pills.
Ayre’s Qlff,

cial).—Mrs, W. Coules

The Farm, a member of one

oldest f ea living in -this neigh-

horhood has consented 1o give the pub-
lic the be 1t of her experience with

Dodd's Kidney Pills.

“My trouble ~M|m>(l from overworx,

Mrs. Macdona states, "and I suffered

Macdona,

1 0

for two years. I w 13 treated by a
doctor, but the re n(\t g 3
factory. My jo

cramps in my
broken and u
heavy and sl

ays tired and ner-
sed and low-spirit-

ful and I
vous. I wa

ed, 1 had a bitter taste in my mouthk
in the m izs and 1 was often dizzy.
“I pers q with the 1 t exertion

re or pain
Then rheuma-

and 1 often n,:i
*on the top of Lthe
tism was
taken just t
Pills and t!

h('ul
ided (o my troubles. 1 have |

hoxes of Dodd's Kidney
have done me good, not
only in one v, but in many. Even
my rheumatism is much Dbetter.”

Mrs. Macdona's symptoms all show-
ed that her kidneyvs were wrong. If
you have similar symptoms try Dodd’s
Kidney Pills.

MAN IS SHORTER.
When Adem and Eve Lived They

Were as Tall as Trees.
It was a Freach savant - named
Tlenrion, who 200 yvears ago gave to

the worid authoritative statements as
to the height of Adam and lve, He
paid that the Tather of the race was
123 feet- 9 inches high and Eve
feet 9 inches. e noted that from the
creation of the enlarged editions of

13

humanity degenaeration had Dbeen
rapid;- that Ncah was only twenty-
seven, Abroham  only twenty and

Moses but thirteen feet in height.
Accor tlmh lu this French authorityy

1f ‘the C ur dispensation . not
arrested deerease .man b. this
time--200 years ago—would have been

and we may

a mere microscopic ohject,
he would

conelude that by our. time

|

; bacteria gets
Que., April 19.—(Spe- | forming 2 gas which e
of !

of the ' that

i people feel
i tired, appetite fickle,

WHAT IS A COOK?

She is a Bacteriologist for Ome
Thing—Read This and See.

Madame, do you know that you are
a bacteriologist? The chances are
you don't. Every time a woman ‘goes
irto the kitchen to cooi siae becomes
a bacteriologist in proportion as she
is a good cook. Perhaps she will not
call it that, but that is what she is,
nevertheless.,

It is well for people t» undersiand
that there is a lot of bacteriology
about the kitchen and to study it as
l'acteriology. The process of making
Lread rise is innoculation, pure and
simple. Bacteria is introduced into
the mixture of salt and water and
flour in the form of ycast, and this
to work right away,
s the bread
ty rice. It is the kcat and water
help things along. Mould and
Yeast belong to the same hacterio-
logical families, and there are a lot
of others of the same sort.

Of course, most of us who cook
don't know things: by these terms.
We do not know that when we put
in the yeast we are inoculating the
dcugh. And there may be a number
of other forms of inoculation that we
Go not know, ecither.

But it is well for every woman to
remember that she is the baecterio-
Icgist in charge of the family lakora-
tory, and inform hersel? in ways the
best she can find to the end that in
ker innoculations of the food with
heat and salt and other ehemicals she
doesn’t introduce other things that
will incubate into bacterfa that are
not nearly so healthful as the yeast
tl at goes into the bread.

A clean kitchen and a eclean cook
riake the finest sort or laboratory
and bacteriologist for family uses.

e A .

Ie who does a good deed is instantly
ennobled. He who does a mean deed
Is, by the action itself, contracted.—
Emerson.

—— e

A GOCD MEDICINE
FOR THE SPRING

Do Not Use Harsh Purgatives—A
g Tonic Is All You Need.

Not exactly not feeling
quite well. is the way most
spring.  Easily
sometimes head-
and a feeling of depression.
Pimples or eruptions may appear on
the skin, or there may be twinges ot
rheumatism cor neuralgia. Any of
these indicate that the blood is out of

sick—Dbut
That
in the

aches,

order—that the indoor life of winter
has left its mark upen you and may
ecasily develop into more serious

trouble.

Do not dose vyoursel! with purga-
tives, as many people do, in the hope
that  you can put your  blocd right.

all. M. Henrion did ; Purgatives gallop through the system

f. 0. b. OSHAWA not have been at = R ; $
not give any explanation as to how he ! and weaken instead pl giving
The Chevrolet has the famous valve-in-head arrived at his estimate of the hclfvhl | strength. Any docior  will tell you
S of these ancients. i this is true. W hu! you need in spring
motor which means fuel cconomy and power. Perhaps the me 35t gizantic story on | is a tonic that will .muk" new blood
record is thatsconcerning an immense “)1}‘1 }"’#;ll ‘"l]_l‘;:: ]H"l \It‘j. I)rl.i.\h.hams’
This alonc would )thd your LI)OUSIHE, the skeleton, said to have becn in Sicily, ()-'::]1‘\(10 ln{\iul:mn:lil(\’-n ;,‘r'(‘“l‘y l;]i:llic g::::‘
which measured 300 feet in length. | ** 3 S SURESicy. BRI sure-
Chevrolel in prefétence to any car selling for < gl G e R e 1y, ¥ By L0l this medicine
A sl e = i makes new ood which clears the
less than $1000, yet there are many other refutation. as it 1s S:l‘lll"t]]lrli"\t ‘ff“t':"‘lf‘ skin, strengthens the appetite and
5 .~ beside this giant was his walking stick. makes ‘tired, depressed men, women

which was thirty feet long and thick
as a telegraph pole. A clever calcu-
lator made the estimate that a walk-

exclusive features to augment your decision.
Sec the Chevrolet before you bu_y your car.

and children bright, active and strong.
Mrs. Maude Begg, Limberg, Sask.,
says: “I can unhesititingly recom-
mend Dr. Williams’

ing stick only thirty feet in length for Plnk Pills as a

CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY ° A ; a man who measured 300 feet would | y5od builder and tonic. 1 was very
OF CANADA, LIMITED There is a Chevrolet dealer in your locality be as ridiculous as one of seven inches | ;nych run down when I began using
anxious to give you a demonstration. See him for a man of ordinary stature. the Pills, and a few boxes fully re-

OSHAWA, - - CANADA

e - eo————

The head and the heart generally

. g work in unison. About one man in

o a milllon can lose his heart without
losing his head.

before you buy your 1917 motor car. Write to
Oshawa for a new catalogue showing all Chevro-
let models.

stored m:y health.”

Sold by all medicine dealers or by
.mail at 50 cenis a Lcx or six boxes
for $2.50 from the Dr. Willlama’ *

Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont,

VWWISTERN SERVICE AND DISTRIBUTING BRANCH +
REGINA, SASK.




