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believe me, I did it from kindness. I 
knew she might not understand it— 
but I thought you would, Arthur, let 
us have a beautiful pendant made for 
her—she will be pleased.”

“My dear, generous wife,” said the 
easily-persuaded baronet. "I hardly 
gave you credit for so much consid­
eration. We will send the order to 
I-ondon at once.” ■ :

Some weeks afterward a beautiful 
pearl necklace and pendant arrived 
for Vivien—but she never wore ei­
ther.

F. V. CHESMAN, 178 Water Street. Telephone 495.

THE HEIR

Lancewood
CHAPTER X.

“No,” replied Sir Arthur, “that I 
certainly have not.”

And Vivien was so delighted with 
the reply that she kissed him loving­
ly, as of old, before the young wife 
came between them. 

i “That does my very heart good, 
papa,” she said. “I thought you had 

: c,uite forgotten my mother.”
“My dear Vivien,” returned Sir Ar­

thur, earnestly, “when you know 
-more ofi life, you will know that a 
man never forgets and never ceases 
to love his • first love.” And Lady 
Neslie, overhearing the words, felt 
the bitterest hatred for the dead mo­
ther and the living child.

“I should like to see what the face 
| v-as like that he thought so beauti­

ful,” she said. And that evening she 
called her maid A.o a solemn consulta­
tion.

“Marie,” she said, “I want you tP 
discover for me—first, whether there 
is a portrait of the late Lady Neslie; 
secondly, where it is. You can find 
out by a few well-directed questions 
in the servants’ hall.”

In twenty minutes’ time, Marie re- 
| turned to tell miiadi that there was a 

very beautiful picture of the late La­
dy Neslie, and that it hung in Miss 
Neslie’s boudoir—it used to be in the 
Blue Room, but, when the pictures 
were removed from there, Miss Neslie 
Insisted on having it taken to her 
apartments. Miiadi laughed a mock­
ing little laugh, and instantly made 
up her mind that, if it were possible 

• to give Miss Neslie something disa- 
: greeable to think of, she would do 

so. She was jealous—jealous of the 
dead wife who had been so dearly 
loved, and whose child was heiress of 
that grand domain.

So, with a sharpened arrow in her 
heart, and a smile on her lips, she 
went into Vivien’s room. She was so 
bland and smiling that it was hard 
to imagine she could be unkiyd.

"I ought to offer you a thousand

apologies, Vivien,” she said. “I know 
tnat I am intruding, but I wanted to 
ask you if you would recommend me 
some really nice book to read.”

Vivien was not pleased at the in­
trusion, but she was always polite. 
She answered kindly—

“I do not know what your taste in 
literature is—I have not seen you 
read many books. Try one of Dick­
ens’.”

“I will. What a pleasant room this 
boudoir of yours is! You have a beau­
tiful view from the window. How 
fond you are of flowers! Your room 
is full of them.”

“Yes; I love flowers,” assented 
Vivien.

Then Lady Neslie went to the door, 
r-s though about to leave; she looked 
round the vyalls.

“You have some nice pictures. Dear 
me, what a strange face that is! Is 
it a portrait?”

She was looking at the pictured 
face of Vivien’s mother. Vivien made 
no answer. Lady Neslie walked up to 
it.

“It is a strange face,” she said, as 
though studying it. “I do not like it; 
the expression is disagreeable, sullen 
and proud—the eyes want intelli­
gence. I should not keep such a pic­
ture in my room. Is this one of your 
boasted Neslies, Vivien?”

Vivien had grown white even to the 
very lips; her anger was so great 
that she was literally speechless. La­
dy Neslie looked at her.

“Have I annoyed you?” she said, 
quickly. “I am sorry. Surely this is 
not the portrait of any one you care 
for? If so, I am very sorry. I would 
not have spoken of it had I known."

Vivien’s anger was terrible.
“Lady Neslie,” she said, slowly, 

“that is my mother’s picture.”
“Your mothers!” exclaimed Valerie. 

“How sorry I am! Why did you not 
stop me? How could I know? I al­
ways understood she was a beautiful, 
woman.”

“That is my mother’s portrait,” re­
peated Vivien, “and you know it. You 
are very clever. Lady Neslie, but you 
are not clever enough to deceive me. 
From some motive of your own you 
have come here purposely to insult 
me through my dead mother; you 
have achieved your purpose. Will 
you oblige me now by leaving me?”

Count Ten ! Bad Cold Relieved
Figure Three Hours—Cold Cure,

Hover a Failure With Catarrhosene; It 
Cures Completely.

Don’t sniffle and sneeze with a nasty 
old. Kill It at once by “Catarrh- 

It’s the surest thing on colds 
er known; simply knocks them out 
no time. The medicated vapor of 

LTARRHO ZONE spreads through all 
i of the breathing organs, and its 

action is felt Instantly, 
n’t matter whether the cold is in 

, chest or lue vs, Catarrkozone 
reach it and cure it quickly.

to use—you bet it Is—not a 
i drug to take because you simply 

i In the most healing and sooth- 
piney vapors that come from 

Catarrhosene inhaler.

“I can cheerfully testify that Ca- 
tarrhozone Is simply a magical cure 
for colds,” writes P. P. Clement, of 
Augusta. “For days last winter my 
head was completely filled up with 
cold. My eyes ran water, I sneezed 
and coughed constantly. I took many 
medicines. I war sick of the sight of 
them. Finally, .1 tried Catarrhozone. 
Its effect was magical. It aoothed the 
inflamed membranes, stopped the 
sneezing, and cured in no time. 1 
never met anything to kill a cold like 
C&tarrhosone.”

Get the complete |1.00 outfit; it does 
the work quick. Small size 60c.; trial 
sample size 25c. at all dealers every­
where

Lady Neslie turned scarlet with 
shame at having been detected.

“I assure you----- ” she began.
“Hush!” said Vivien, calmly, 

“there is no need for further words. 
That is my beloved mother’s picture— 
and she was as worthy of honor and 
esteem as you are of contempt.”

But Lady Neslie had recovered her­
self by this time. She laughed.

“What an absurd mistake! I am 
really sorry. 1 must tell Sir Arthur. 
But it is foolish of you to be cross 
about it, Vivien,”

She found that she was talking to 
the air—Miss Neslie had left the 
room.

“Never mind,” said her ladyship to 
herself. “I have hurt her; but the 
victory is not a great one, after all.'’

That little incident simply deepen­
ed Vivien’s contempt for her father’s 
wife, while if increased in some vague 
way Lady Neslie’s awe of her.

There had been a slight disagree­
ment over the jewels that Vivien’s 
mother had worn. At her mother’s 
death they were all locked away; but 
it was the right and privilege of the 
reigning Lady Neslie to wear them 
and Valerie was not one to forego her 
privileges. Sir Arthur had spoken to 
her about the jewels, and she was all 
anxiety to see them. It happened that 
more than once Sir Arthur had also 
spoken to his daughter of them.

They are family heirlooms,” he 
had said. "As I have no wife to wear 
teem, you must wear them, Vivien, 
when you come of age.”

That promise he could not keep. 
Lady Neslie mentioned them when 
she had been some days at Lance 
wood.

“I should like to see them, Arthur,’ 
she said. “Perhaps some of the set 
tings are old-fashioned. If so, the 
stones must be reset”

And one morning, when a sudden 
shower of rain prevented their going 
out, Sir Arthur asked his wife and 
daughter to join him in the library, 
where the cases were all arranged for 
inspection. They had never been 
touched since the dead Lady Neslie 
had closed them, and Sir Arthur re­
membering that, looked gravely ar 
them. Vivien felt it deeply. » 

“Papa,” she said, "I can be of no- 
use here. Why did you send for me? ’ 

“I thought you would assist Valerie 
in selecting what should be reset— 
you have so much taste in such’ 
things.”

“I can suggest nothing,” said Vivi­
en. “They were my mother’s Jewels.
If I were consulted, I should say 
keep them for her sake Just as they 
are.”

Perhaps you are right,” said Sir 
Arthur; but Lady Neslie cried, ab­
ruptly—

No. I cannot wear them as they 
are. They would not suit me. I 
should like these pearls arranged as 
flowers, and this huge, old-fashioned 
diamond comb made into a pretty 
tiara. They will not do for me at all 
as they are.”

"Well, you shall please yourself, 
Valerie,” said her husband. "They 
are yours to wear during your life­

time. Vivien is there anything 
amongst them that you would like?’

The girl’s proud eyes were dim 
with tears. It was inexpressibly 
painful to her to see what had been 
her mother’s taken possession of af­
ter this fashion. She took up a prêt 
ty little pearl pendant.

“The last time I saw my mother 
she wore this. I should like it, papa. 
I remember taking hold of it, and she 
told me to mind that I did not injure 
t he- stones. I should like this.”

Lady Neslie, looking up, saw the 
softened expression on her husband’s 
'.ice.

“Every time he sees that on his 
aughter's neck he will think of her 

-lother,” she. said to herself; and 
-gain a quick unreasonable jealousy 
’[ the dead came over her.

“You will spoil the set if you take 
hat,” she said, quickly.
Vivien laid the pendant down.
“I will not take anything, papa, 

he said, quietly, and fearful of be- 
.raying how keenly she was hurt, 
.he quitted the room.

Sir Arthur’s face clouded over.
“That was not very good-natured, 

little wife,” he said; and she laid her 
'land coaxlngly on hfs shoulder.

"Wait until you hear why I did it, 
iear. You do not .know what a ten­
ter-hearted, earnest girl your daugh 
ter is. If she had taken that pendant, 
every time she wore it she would be 
thinking about the mother she has
lost, and would have been miserable
. ; ._________ ■ - - -_____________________>__________

WOMAN SUFFERED 
TEN TEARS

From Female Ills—Restored 
to Health by Lydia EL 

Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound.

Belleville, N. S. .Canada. — “I doctored 
for ten years for female troubles and 
did not get well. I read in the paper 
about Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound and decided to try it I write 
now to tell you that I am wired. You 
can publish my letter as a testimonial.
- Mrs. Suvrine Babins, Belleville, 
Nova Scotia, Canada.

Another Woman Recovers.
Auburn, N. YT-»I suffered from 

nervousness for ten years, and had such 
organic pains that sometimes I would lie 
in bed four days at a time, could not eat 
or sleep and did not want anyone to talk 
to me or bother me at all. Sometimes 
I would suffer for seven hours at a time. 
Different doctors did the best they could 
for me until four months ago I began 
giving Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound a trial and now I am in good 
health.”—Mrs. William H. Gill,No. 1C 
Pleasant Street, Auburn, New York.

The above are only two of the thou­
sands of grateful letters which are con­
stantly being received by the Pinkham 
Medicine Company of Lynn, Mass., 
which show dearly what great things 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com­
pound does for those who suffer from 
woman’s ills.

If yon want spe­
cial advice write to 
Lydia E. Pinkham 
Medicine Co. (confi­
dential ) Lynn,Mass.
Your letter will be 
opened, read and 
answered by a wo­
man and held in 
strict confidence.

CHAPTER XI.
Though there were all the elements 

of strife in the household at Lance­
wood, yet all was perfect calm. Peo­
ple migfit surmise what they would— 
they knew nothing for certain ; insen­
sibly they ranged themselves on ei­
ther side—they became partisans ei­
ther of Lady Neslie or of the heiress 
of Lancewood—but outwardly all was 
calm and gay.

Only one person saw beneath the 
surface, and that was Gerald Dor 
man. Sir Arthur’s marriage had con 
siderably increased his labors. Be 
fore that Sir Arthur would at times 
answer a letter, audit his accounts, 
give audience to his tenants ; now he 
did none of these things—they all fell 
upon the secretary. Sir Arthur was 
too deeply engrossed with his wife 
He had to attend to her whims and 
caprices, and to escort her during 
her visits; he had not been so busily 
occupied for years. Yet, though his 
work was incessant, Gerald found 
time to watch the course of events.

He soon grew to .dislike the new 
mistress of Lancewood ; beneath all 
her seeming carelessness and light 
hearted gayety he saw malice and 
Jealousy. Every slight, every triflin; 
insult, offered to Vivien made his 
blood boil. He had kept his word— 
without ever intruding, he had been 
her most faithful friend. In a thous 
and ways that no one save himself 
understood he shielded her. He was 
careful to show her the greatest de­
ference and respect—more, if possi 
tie, during this the time of her down 
fall than he had shown her in pros­
perity. He always spoke of her and 
to her as though she were still mis 
tress of tiie Abbey. Whenever she 
was not present, and he could make 
an opportunity, he spoke of her as 
heiress of Lancewood.

For the secret of this nan’s life 
was that he loved Vivien Neslie witli 
lie whole force of his heart and soul 

—loved hqr silently, desperately, 
hopelessly. He never dreamed of any 
return, he was content to lavish his 
adoration on her, to pour out the love 
ft his soul at her feet. He had nev- 
?r dared to raise his eyes with love 
to her face. He worshipped her as 
pagans do the far-off bright stars. He 
was one of those who delude them­
selves: He never said' to himself that 
he had talents, and that he could 
work until, by his success, he should 
win her. He raised for himself no 
such false hopes, he dreamed no fool 
ish dreams, he never imagined that 
he should win her; but his love was 
so great that he was content to give 
ail and look for nothing in return. It 
was the very madness of love—it was 
too great, too entire, to have any al- 
oy of selfishness. If the fair proud 
young heiress had bidden him lay 
himself at her feet, that she might 
trample on him, he would have done 
so; had she bidden him give her his 
life, he would have laid it down with 
a smile on his face. He gave her all 

he asked nothing; he was content 
to live in her presence as flowers live 
in the sun. He asked for nothing 
permission to serve her, to live and 
die for her. He was content if from 
time to time she gave him a smile, a 
kind word, or even a kind look—if 
she allowed him to do something for 
her that required both time and skill.

It was not a presumptuous love, for 
he had never dlred to touch even th 
hem of her dress. Once, in giving he 
a book, his hand touched hers, and it 
seemed to him that even that slight 
touch drove him almost mad. Her 
beautiful face often bent over the 
same page with his own, ^her hair 
brushed his cheek ; he trembled then 
like a man seized with -ague, 
raised her dark, proud eyes to 
once.

Are you ill, Mr. Dorman ?” 
asked.

He answered “Yes,” aqd with un 
steady steps he left the room.

(To be Continued.)
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FOR SALE !

White Ends,
$2.20 a Load delivered.

Clean and dry.

ROBERT TEMPLETON.

WE LEAD IN MEN S BOOTS
-AT—

$3.50 and $4.00.
Men’s

“ Ambassador ” 
Boots, at $3.50.

We have Vici Kid Blucher, 
Tan Kid Blucher,
Patent Leather Blucher,
G unmetal Blucher,

with swing, nobby or 
straight toes.

Men’s
^Tonrist Boots,

in
Vici Kid Blucher,
Gunmetal Blucher,
Patent Leather Blucher, 
Patent Leather Buttoned, 
Vici Kid Buttoned,

at $4 00.
Tan Calf Buttoned & Blu­

cher' styles

at $4.50.

PARKER & MONROE, LTD., The Shoe Men.

Bananas, Oranges, etc.
To arrive Thursday. .

100 cases CALIFORNIA ORANGES—all counts.
60 buns. CHOICE BANANAS, 60 brls. NEW POTATOES.
30 brls. NEW TURNIPS, 70 crates TEXAS ONIONS.

Will have Cabbage—if good enough to forward.
And to arrive :

P. E. I. BLUE POTATOES. PRICES RIGHT.

BURT & LAWRENCE,
R°' 24f> 14 New Gower Street TeL 758
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O'Sullivan's
-AND-

Cum Diphtheria.

O’SULLIVAN’S

Rubber Cement
-ARE-

The Strongest 
and Best

July26.eod,tt
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