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SHE WAS
ONLY TWENTY

Yet Suffered with Functional
Disorder and Was Cured
by Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound.

ring Valley, Ill. —“Formlnymth
lfgﬁerged fro¥n penodl c pains—I doc-

six

perfect
health, and I cannot thank you emg
for the relief it has g;n me.”’—M
KATE LAWRENCE, 725, Spring
Valley, IIL

School %:rls and girls who are em-

ployed at home or in some occupation,
should not continue to suffer tortures
at such times, but profit by the‘experi-
ence of Miss Lawrence and thouunb
of others who have tried this f
root and herb remedy, Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound, and found
relief from such suffering. If compli-
cations exist write the Lydia E. Pink-
ham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass.
result of their 40 yem ce in
advnsing girls on this subject is at your

P

A Terrible
Disclosure ;

OR,
What Fools .
Men Are!

CHAPTER XX.

“It—it is a lie!” he cried, pushing
Nagle from him—*“a lie! Do you
think T am a fool to be deceived by
such a clumsy trick as that?”

Nagle walked up to the book-
shelves, and took down a volume, and,
opening it at a certain page, pointed
to a line in it.

Clifford Revel snatched the book
from him, glanced at it for a moment,
then, with an oath, let it fall to the
ground, and stood dazed and crushed,
as if he had Yeceived a death-blow.

“You see?” said Nagle. “And now
Revel, it is my
Lose mno time,
You have
and
You

you understand?
turn to offer advice.
but leave England to-night.
been playing with edged tools,
they have turned against you.
are in danger—danger that increases
with every hour. Take my advice,
and seek safety in flight.”

Clifford Revel pointed to the door.

“Go!” he said, hoarsely and broken-
ly. “Leave me to myself!”

Nagle started, and looked at him,
and Clifford Revel ‘understood the
look, and smiled.

“No, I shall not commit suicide,”
he said, in a hollow voice that still
had a trace of its old, sardonic irony
“I will take your advice. All is
Go!”

in it.
not lost yet.

CHAPTER XXI.

“Upon my word, I think you have,
all of you, made a gerat deal of fuss
about it,” said Lord Edgar, with a
laugh. “It isn't half so bad as the
other cropper I got when I broke an
assortment of limbs.” From what the
doctors say, I suppose it was concus-
sion of the brain, and, seeing that I
haven’t any brain to speak of, why,
it hasn’t mattered much.”

A fortnight had elapsed since the
accident, and Lord Edgar was & ated
in an easy-chair in the drawing-room
of the villa, a mild==a very mild—ci-
gar in his lips, and a glass of barley-
water and chablis by his side.

At the window sat the marquis,
Jooking out on to the Badmere
tourse, which had been so nearly fa-
tal to his son.

Lord Edgar wore a black patch on
his forehead, where the hair had been
rut away, and looked rather thin and
pale, but otherwise there did not seem
much the matter with him. Of the
iwo, the marquis looked the most ab-
sorbed and serious. And for a very
good reason. At present, Lord Ed-
gar knew nothing of his false mar-
riage, and Clifford Revel’s other vil-
minies; and the marquis was dread-
ng the moment when concealment
would be no longer possible.

And that moment was drawing very

Lear,
“] ean’t quite understand yet how

t all happened. The beast must have |!

iwerved ‘and mm( itself down tron'
theer m-tamper
“Very likely,” ~the mar-
Lord Edgar sighed. ; :
“I must uk Clifford when he comes.

lnt tho mson be what it may, that
slip e:uoed me to lose the race, and,
I am afraid, an immense sum of
money,_sir.” ¢

“What does that ma¢er”’ said the
marquis, shortly, his eyes fixed medi-
tatively on the heath, his thoughts
with the poor girl in the next room.

“The suddenness of the fall - must
have been rather startling,”-said Lord
Edgar. “Thank Heaven, my 'darling
was not there to see it!” nyd he
drew a breath of relief.

The marquis’ lips tightened. Shodld
he tell him that Lela was there, and
did see it? z

Strangely enough, very little had
p:en said between them about Lela.
On recovering consciousness, the first
thing Lord Edgar knew was that Lela
was kneeling beside him, and that his
| father was standing by the bed, and
he took it as a matter of course that
his father had now become acquaint-
ed with their marriage. Since that
time he had always spoken of Lela
as if she had been fairly acknowled-
ged by the marquis, and was not sur-
prised to see that they appeared on
excellent terms together. Once or
twice, indeed, he had caught the mar-
quis glancing at her, with an expres-
sion that was.almost one of pity;
lover-like, he gave Lela the credit of
softening the marquis’ heart.

“It is strange Clifford does not come
down,” said Lord Edgar, sipping his
wine, and frowning thoughtfully.

“Yes,” said the marquis, between
his teeth.

“He used to be able to get leave
whenever' he wanted . it. Can't you
write a line to one of the big people
at the office?”

“No,” said the marquis.

Lord Edgar smiled.

“You-are emphatic, sir,”
good-temperedly.

There was a silence for a moment,
and Lord Edgar rang the bell.

“Lovel, go to her ladyship’s maid,
and ask if her mistress is awake yet,
and how she is.”

Lovel departed, and returned pre-
sently.

“My lady is awake, my lord, but
has a bad headache, and would like to
be left undisturbed, my lord,” said
Lovel, in a low voice.

Lord Edgar sighed, and a look of
vague uneasiness came into his face;
he sat silently for a moment, biting
his lip and looking at the marquis’
calm face, as if he wanted to speak,
and at last out it came: Y

“Father”—it was another strange
thing that ever since his illness Lord
Edgar had called the marquis by the
gentler title.

“Well?” said
knew the moment was approaching.

«]—J¥ gcarcely know how to put it
but—but I am uneasy

he ° said,

the marquis”™ He

into words;
about Lela.”

The marquis leaned on his stick,
and frowned out at the heath.

“Is she simply knocked up,
darling, with nursing me, or is it
something more serious? Ever since
1 got out of bed I have not seen her.
She keeps me at arm’s length, as it
were. Surely, she is not dangerously

poor

Rheumatism
Entirely Gone.

After Twenty.seven Years of Suffering
—Swelling and Puffiness Has Dis-
appeared—Not & Pain or sm Ache
Left.

A most astonishing cure cof rheu-
matism and eczema has been regort-
ed here, and Mrs. Ray is crthusiastic
in telling her many friends how cure
was effe

Rheumatism and eczema frequently
go together, and in this case caused
the most keen distress '~ imaginable.

ing from many years of rheumatism
have disappeared, and there is not a
pain or an ache left.

Mr. G. H. Ray, R. R, No. 1, Kin-
cardine, Ont., writes: “Mrs. Ray hes
been using your Kidney-Liver Pills.
She was very bad with rheumatism
and eczema, and had had that fearful
itch for twenty-seven years. It was
simply terrible what she suifered. I
persuaded her to try $1.00 worth of
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills. She is
now on the last box, and lot me tell
you she scarcely knows herasclf, she
is so free from both these dJiszases.
All the swell and puffiness caused
by the rheuma "has gone away,
and she has gone down in weight 183
pounds.  She, neyer has an ache.nor

{ pain, biliousness nor sick headzche all

these months. She often zays herself
‘How glad I am that I know "vkat to
do instead of pcy‘.nz doctorl so smuch
to make me worse.”
There- one way that the

\picious.

Al]l the swelling and puffiness result- [

in, and you:are keepin‘ it ‘from me?”

The marquis was silent, but shook
his head.

“Whatever it is,” said Lord Edgar,|
“you and she must know that, now I
have strength to crawl about, I snust
go to her! What is it you are keeping
from me, father? Do you think I have
not noticed that you are acting in
concert with her? What is the mat-
ter with my poor darling?’ and he
half arose, discovering his weakness
in the uncertain movements of his
limbs.

“Sit still,” said the marquis, in his
grave voice. “She is not well enough
to see you, and you are not well
enough to go to her.”

“Send the doctor who is attending
her to me,” said Lord Edgar, quickly.

The marquis bit his lip. 5

“No doctor is attending her,” he
said.

An impatient sigh burst from Lord
Edgar’s lips. v

“No doctor!
I may not see her!
come to Great
—" ;

“Leave the bell alone,” said' the
marquis, rising and hobblh;g to _the
door. “I will go and inquire how she
is.” !

- He summoned Lela's maid, and beg-
ged permission to see Lady Fane, and
presently she took him to a sitting-
room which Lela had used for her
own. 8

She was sitting by the table, with
writing materials before her, but the
pen had fallen from her fingers on to
the ‘paper and made a great blotch,
and that was all. She arose as the
marquis entered, and stqod white as
marble, with her hands clasped to-
gether, but outwardly calm.

The marquis was silent for a. mo-

And she is so ill that
That she cannot
sir,

me! heavens,

ment.

“I have come,” he said,
the hour I have been expecting has
Your hus—my son—insists

“because

arrived.
upon seeing you.”

A spasm of wistful pain crossed her
pale face, and her lips quivvered.
“He is, naturally, growing sus-
I am surprised he has not
insisted upon coming to you befof
this. This morning he said: ‘If w
were so ill, how would it be possibreg
for you to go to Faneworth the day
after .to-morrow? What am I ¢fo
say?”

And the great marquis, whose name
for diplomacy and strategy stood so
high, leaned upon his sticks, and bit
his lip, utterly perplexed and non-
plused.

Then Lela spoke.

“I have been thinking”—she had
been doing little else, \poor child, since
the moment she had known the truth
—*“and I have come to a decision. I
must leave this house at once, my

lord. I—I have no right here, now

.that Lord Edgar has recovered.”

She said it with such simple inno-
cence and pathos that the marquis’
eyes drooped before the anguish in
hers, s

“No right,” she repeated, in her low,
rare voice. “When I am gone, you
must tell him. He—he will beéar it,
and will know what to do.”

The marquis stood with compress-
ed lips and heavy frown. He had
spent a fortnight in the society of the
girl whom he had sworn should never
be his son’s wife, who was mnot his
son’s wife yet. He had watched her
as she, with a devotion no woman

could “have exeened, had nurud tho-
man whom she thought she mrried—-—
her husband; and, though he had of-
ten seen the tears, come into her eyes

and roll down her cheeks, he had
never heard a word or a moan of com-
plaint. She had behaved like an an<
gel, a saint; in her innate purity, ske
had even refrained from  bestowing
one kiss or caress, beyond a touch of
the hand, on the man whose life she
was watching over, |

And, thinking of it all, as he stood
and looked at her, the marquis’ heart
melted. }

“You will go!” he said. “Where?”

She sighed. '

“To Germany”—she touched the
blotted paper with her finger. “I—I
have been trying to write to my
grandfather, but I—I cannot! I can-
dot!” and her 1lips twitched. “But, |
if I can find strength to tell him, per- '
haps he will love me still—he will let
me stay with him. You will take
Ed—Lord Fane—to Faneworth, my
lord? Will you—shall I be asking too
much if I ask you to let me know
how he——" ghe could go no further
for the tears, but turned her head

i

aside. ;

The marquis, for the first time in
his life, was' guilty of uttering an
oath before a lady.

“By Heaven and earth!” he
claimed—the gout was coming on—
“this is too much! I cannot stand it
any longer! Child, come with me!”

Lela shrank back as he extended
his white hand. l

ex-

“No, no! I could not bear to say
good-by!” she said.

“Come with me, I say!” .he said,
almost sternly, though his voice
shook; and, gra@ping her arm, he
drew it within his own and led her
into the room where Lord Edgar sat
perplexed and troubled. '
“Lela!” he erclaimed,
forgetting his weakness.
better?”

He would have crossed the room
and taken her in his arms, but that
the marquis put up a hand, and stop~
ped him. :

| “Wait!” he said. R
i “What do you mean?” “démanded
Lord Edgar, his face paling—he was‘
still weak. ‘“What is it, Lela? Why
do you not come to me?”

rising and
“Are you

For answer she looked at him sad-
ly.

“I will tell you,” said the marquis.
“Sit down, Edgar. Child you.stay by
my side.”

Edgar sank into the chair, his eyes
fixed on Lela anxiously, but glancing
now and again at the
haughty face with a half-born tear
and doubt that he was ‘about to
snatch Lela from him.

not let you come near her is an all-
sufficient one. If it were possible, I
would have kept the truth from you
until you had regained your strength,
but it was not possible. At any rate,
1 suppose you will be man enough to
bear the shock, and to decide on a
course of action.”

“] can bear anything but suspense
where Lela is concerned, sir,” said
Lord Edgar, with a short breath. “Go
on, sir!”

The marquis leaned upon his stick,
and looked down at him.

(To be Continued.)

And tl}e Worst is Yet to Cdme—

SPECIAL PURCHASE

Manufacturers Stack,

consisting of

2304 Ladies’ Wash Skirts,

In Pique, Duck Crash, Fancy
Striped and Black and White Check.

Selling at one price :

$1.49 each.
S. MILLEY.

For Cash Only.
No approbation or charge on this lot.

marquis’ s

“Edgar, the reason the child can- ‘

Springs

Lol R

We have a large ship-
ment of ‘Bedsteads to
arrive in the next few
days, bought last year,
which we are offering
7at Special Prices and
rwill ‘book orders for.
It will pay you to wait.

Our
Springs
Stand
The
Test!

Our Oxford Coppered
Spring is made of the~
best coppered wire, made
by factory in building
by secret process and
guaranteed to give every
satisfaction. ~We . also
have the Woven Wire /f

,W'lyal of a friend like Russia,
Ilk!ndest blow of ali,

:Ofthese heéroes; and the other

- the school has

OUR SPECIAL HEALTH MATTRESS

is made of
pure wool
centre filling,
good ticking,
6 inch band,
well compress-
ed, which
keeps it from

~ sagging. Built

by the only machine of its kmd in' the country. You can depend
. reliable Mattress 1f you buy our Special Health. Other graders)zedovs(r)rrl1 iegén(ﬁ)a o

ARGH Bﬂ., lid-; :

Corner Sprmgdale and Water Streets.
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3 h.pd to bemade._,Theyamed that,
| rather than take the matter .to. the
courts, they would let Preddam Kru

e ger  decide. nger ap-
‘| pears to have heﬁﬁted about as' little

{as King Solomon did. He instructed

‘| the elder brother to' make wut he:
: . publieation, but as a gl

NO'PICE. TG
are - requested to - 4o
untnbutions with their

NAMES, not" . necessarily for

weeks more to get in shape

. Wwants Lurry up with some
. wanderers, the Cubs are just

ﬂfa eat ye up-
| JING FROM THE GRANDSTAND

e boots one round in a circle

ell
you {)onehead put sand on your

e fzils to come through

Your dome’s full of

cks
lclr:ery nice when they’re getling
is8 “the breaks,
men they handle the ball mighty

sweet,
ember
4 me of ball
‘llﬂ plaved in a grandstand seat.

you fans that this old

00ks like a cinch when he camps

'nenth a fly,
AndYOU'“ yell m disgust if he drops

t,
éobbles a grcunder you’re up in

the air,
t you'll cheer like a fiend if he

stops it.

out on the diamond some day 1t
you want

1o see how they buzz round your
feet,

il then you’ll agree that this old |
game of ball

fen't played in a grandstand seat.

|
|
|
|
l

# ] was out there I could hit it a

B> mile”

You say when some batter
three;

.d if even the ump misses one by a
hair,

You will yell “Yeu poor boob,
you sce?

e a tip from a pal, they're all in

there to win,

And it’s best to be always discreet,

lwhether winning or losing, this old
game of ball,

Isn't played in a grandstand seat.
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Victoria Day.

The eve of Empire Day, called Vic-
the

: )

T SPRINGDALE STREET SCHOOL. |
|

|

wria Day, was observed at
Springdale Street Commercial School

on Thursday, by a report of the patri-
olle work of the year; inspiring |
gpeeches and a programme by
gchool; and Miss Coaker’s report |
giowed that one
socks had already becn knit by the |
puplls of the school for the soldiers,
and three pupils had knit as high as
fifly pairs each. The patriotic col-
mﬁons were also kept up, the
Ml gardening proceeds given to
fie'Halifax Relief Fund, and a medal
ayirded to John Jones, Commercial
Diﬁrtment, who scored highest

matks for production and essays on |~

thé work accomplished.
'l‘he Principal, Mr.
m a speech on the Empire, com-
plﬂng it to an oak tree, with its
to0ts, the colonies, sinking deeper in-
fothe soil by the action of reversed
bréezes, making the Empire strong-

érlike the oak trec, or as a poet says: '’ f

“SHill more majestic shall thou rise,
More dreadful from each foreign
- stroke;

Af the loud blast that tears the skies,
Sétyes but to root thy native oak.”

the |

J
P.- G. Batler, |

|
| &

Il';
!
|

thousand pairs of:n

also referred to the part each |

enbny is taking in the work and the

that should
iy nerve everybody to greater ac- |
ﬂ@. Over three hundred old pupils
Bave already volunteered for the
War, and many have made the su-
Dféme sacrifice. Two “Rolls of Hon-
0 are being prepared and framed in |
‘h school, one containing the names |

‘hea of the present pupils who have
@ntributed twenty-five cents or more
foWards the noble object for which |
worked during the
D8t three years, and for

the |

|

the |

l

which it §8

Will continue to work, however long

8 war may last, viz., The Triumph |

\!t Right, believing that the secret of

ﬁ&to it with British bull dog grit,
‘i Victory crowns the day.
Canon Field gave a bricf
Freedom’s cause,
g&recitatxons and
¥ the school, and

songs
the

"Miccess is British persistency, stick- |

address ¥
and referred to

rendered §
display of

, which he said reflected credit

the lady teachers who were re-
Mr.

8, one of the teachers, also gave

t 8peech on the war,

impressing all

‘the living spirit of Empire, that
0Uld live in the hearts of the chil-
M, The school was then given a
ole holiday for the purpose of gar-




