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CLEANS and DISINFECTS
THIS LYE IS ABSOLUTELY 
PURE. THEREFORE TOTALLY 
DIFFERENT FROM THE 
IMPURE AND HIGHLY ADULT
ERATED LYES NOW SOLD.
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j CHAPTER XLVIII.
She knew now that further disguise 

was useless. He had observed her 
too keenly to be mistaken. It would 
be folly to deny that she had a secret. 
She raised her white face to his.

"I do not deny that there is a se
cret,” slie said; "but, Adrian, it does 
not concern you. You have no share 
in it, and I decline to tell it to you.”

"You - must,” he replied, sternly. 
“This is our first disagreement, Vivi
en—our first struggle for supremacy. 
You owe me at least wifely submis
sion—you have never refused it. You 
must not refuse it now—you must 
tell me your secret.”

"I refuse absolutely," she said, “I 
tell you again that it does not concern 
you—you have no share in it— no 
right to ask to know it."

"Nevertheless, I do asflt. I can see 
some little way into it, but not far. 
Your secret concerns Lancewood, and 
it has also something to do with this 
boy whom you have been visiting."

. She started, and then controlled 
herself. It seemed to her that her 
whole life depended now on her self- 

V possession, on her self-control.

“If you refuse to tell me your se
cret, if you refuse to give me your 
confidence, you cannot surely refuse 
to tell jne who that boy is."

"I do refuse," she answered.
He drew nearer to her.
"Ah, beloved," he said, “do nçt be

so cruel, so hard—do not be unjust!
We- are husband and wife. We have
but one heart, one soul, one love, one
interest between us. I would tell you
the dearest secret of my soul. Why
do you wound me? Why do you shut
me out in the chill of doubt and sus- e
picion? Who is the boy?”

“He told you himself, Adrian," she 
replied.

“But you know that story is not 
true. He is no nephew of poor Dor
man’s, I am quite sure of that. Why 
did he speak so strangely? I shall 
never forget his words.”

It was strange that he should, as it 
were, beat round the secret, yet nev
er suspect it—that, while he felt 
sure it conperned both Lanbewood 
and the boy, he should never connect 
the two.

“I do not understand," she said 
coldly, "why you should refuse to be
lieve him.' Surely it is no uncommon 
thing to have a nephew.”

’ “It is your conduct which is un
common,” replied Lord St. Just, “not 
the fact of poor Dorman having a 
nephew. It he be, as he says, Ger
ald Dormman’s nephew, why have 
you never mentioned him to me? Why 
have you kept his very existence a

mystery from me? Why have/ you 
gone to see him under a false name? 
Why does the fact of his existence 
prey upoh you like a secret curso? 
You think," he continued, passionate
ly, "it is a chance that has led me to 
see and to notice all these things. I 
tell ypu, Vivien, it is the finger of 
Heaven. Answer me one thing—you, 
my wife, you whom I believed one of 
the purest, best, and noblest of wo
men, answer me one thing. If that 
boy is Gerald Dorman’s nephew, how 
comes he to have your face? I repeat 
it—your face, the curve of your lips, 
the shape of your features—how 
came he by those?”

He stopped abruptly, for the pale, 
beautiful woman had slipped from 
his arms and fallen like one dead to 
the ground.

At any other time Lord St. Just 
would have been terribly alarmed, 
now his fears were lost in anxious 
wqjttder. ...

What was this secret that she per
sisted in withholding from him? What 
could it be? Had Gerald Dorman 
contracted a private marriage and 
left his ch^d to the care of Lady St. 
Just? There was neither sense nor 
reason in supposing such a thing— 
that would not explain the mystery 
of the resemblance between this boy 
and Vivien.

“Who would have thought," said the 
unhappy nobelman, “that I should 
ever have such a sorrow as this? 
Only a few short weeks since I con
sidered myself one of the happiest 
of men, and now------”

He raised the pale, lovely woman 
in his arms and laid her on the 
couch; he bathed her face with frag
rant waters, and opened the windows 
so that the fresh sweet air might play 
over her; yet even as he rendered 
her these services his heart did not 
warm to her.

He loved her none the less; but It 
was not in human nature to forget 
he had loved her with all his honest 
heart. He had devoted himself to 
her, he had lived for her and her 
alone, and now he had found that she 
was keeping a secret from him— 
that, while he thought himself soul 
of her soul, he had never even known 
her thoughts—that one part of her 
mind and heart was barred from him. 
It was not pleasant; no man living, 
however much he might trust and 
love his wife, would care to look up
on her face and know that she was 
keeping a secret from him.

Lord St. Just bent down and kiss
ed his wife's pale face.

“Vivien, my darling,” he murmur
ed, “what is this dark horror between 
us? My wife, my love, trust me."

Her dark eyes opened slowly. He 
was shocked at the pain and despair 
in them.

“Do you really love me, Adrian?” 
she asked. “Do you love me enough 
to care to keep me alive?"

“My dearest Vivien, most certainly. 
What do I care for in life except 
yourself?”

“Then, if you love me, cease to ask 
me any more questions. The secret 
is not all mine; you have no share 
in it; so I cannot tell it to you—I 
will not reyeal it If you love me, 
cease from speaking of it."

“No,” said Lord St Just. “I am 
certain of one thing—no wife has a 
right to keep such a secret from her 
husband; moreover I am quite sure 
that the hand of Providence has led 
me so far, and will lead me still fur
ther, even if you refuse to tell me. 
Now I shall consider it my duty to 
find out what you have chosen to 
conceal. In all sincerity, in all sor
row, I say still more—there can nev
er be peace between us until you 
have trusted me fully and entirely. 
We may sit at the same table, live un-

Be Bright, Well, Strong, 
Restore Youthful Look !

Let your fight for better health be
gin now! Before you feel any warn
ing of physical collapse, cleanse, and 
strengthen and build up your system. 
The one remedy for that tired droopy 
feeling is Dr. Hamilton’s - Pills, the 
acknowledged king of all tonic medi
cines. Thousands of men and women 
in the late years of life retain their 
youthful looks and feeling simply be
cause they regulate their system with 
this old reliable family remedy, Noth
ing so good for the bowels, stomach 
or kidneys. Cures ' headaches, pre
vents biliousness, stops aching pains 
in the back and limbs. Get a 25c. box 
of Dr. Hamilton's Pills to-day. 2

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

Hover a Failure With Catarrhosone; It ..................... -
Cures Completely,

Don't sniffle and, sneeze with a nasty 
cold. Kill It at once by “Catarrh- 
esone.” It's the surest thing on colds 
ever known; simply knocks them out 
In no time. The medicated vapor of 
CATARRHOZONE spreads through all 
parte of the breathing organ», and Its 
beneficial" action Is felt Instantly. 
Doesn’t matter Whether the cold le In 
the heed, sheet or lu et», Catarrhosone 
will reach It and cure It quickly.

Easy to use—you bet It Is—not • 
■Ingle drug to take because you elmply 
breathe In the most healing and sooth
ing of Piney vapors that come from 
£e wonderful Catarrhosone Inhaler.

‘I can cheerfully testify that Ca- 
tarrhozone Is simply a magical cure 
tor 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 cohghed constantly. I took many 
medicines. I was sick of the sight of 
them. Finally, I tried Catarrhozone. 
Its effect was magical. It soothed the 
Inflamed membranes, stopped the 
sneexlng, and cured 'In no time. 1 
never met anything to kill a cold like 
Catarrhozone."

Get the complete $1.6* outfit; it does 
the work quick. Small else 60c.; trial 
•ample sise 26c. at all dealers every
where

(1er the same root, but we shall be al
most as strangers until you have told 
me all.”

CHAPTER XLIX.
Lady St. Just persisted in with

holding her secret from her husband, 
and he as resolutely declared that she 
must reveal it.

“How cruel you are!” she sobbed.
"Cruel, Vivien? I do not wish to 

wound you. It is you who are cruel. 
Put yourself in my place. Suppose 
that you foiyid me changed, unhappy, 
full of a sullen, brooding sorrow. 
Suppose that you discovered I was 
keeping a secret from you; that you 
found I was in the habit of visiting 
some place unknown to you, of pass
ing by a strange name; that you 
found I cared greatly for a child 
whose face resembled my own as 
Harry Dorman’s resembles yours. 
What should you think?”

She made him no answer.
“I know,” he continued, “what any 

man who had less faith in your good
ness and truth than I myself have 
would think about your silence. I 
know what the world will say if it 
gets hold of the story, and finds out 
how much the boy resembles you.

“What will it say?” she asked 
faintly.

“Nay, If you do not understand, I 
will not explain, Vivien. I have used 
entreaties, prayers, expostulations 
all in vain. Now I threaten that un 
less you tell me the secret yourself, 
1 will at once set to work to find It 
out; and I will never rest until 1 
know It.”

“I will never speak to you again If 
you do that,” she threatened,

“I cannot help it,1 Your silence to 
me Is terrible; It shows that there Is 
something far from right. I consid 
er myself bound in duty to fathom the 
mystery. It strikes me that the boy 
himself would be the one to help 
me.”

“The boy himself!” she repeated.
“Yes, he seems struck .with the 

word ‘Lancewood.’ If I were to send 
for him, and try all I could to awak
en his memory, it seems to me I 
should get near the truth.”

“Would you really do this, Adri
an?” she asked.

“I would, indeed,” -he replied. “I 
should have no scruple in doing it.

She remembered how the boy had 
seemed in some vague way to recog
nize her face. How would _it end? 
How much would he learn from him? 
All surely—most surely all. With a 
deep moan she buried her face in her 
hands. Lord St. Just knelt by her 
side.

“Dear wife,” he said, “there is a 
struggle in your heart, a struggle-be
tween right and wrong; be brave— 
let the right prevail. Own the truth, 
no matter what follows. Only cow
ardice needs secrecy. In the name of 
Heaven, by the love you bear to me 
and to your children, by the value 
you set upon your fair name, by your 
pride of race, I entreat you to tell 
me—trust me.”

There was no answer save a low 
moan. He continued—

“I am your husband—the one in all 
the \forld who loves you best. Why 
can you not trust me? Who could 
help you and comfort you as I can? 
Who would share your troubles as I 
should? My darling, do not repulse 
my warjn, true, deep love, but trust 
me. I am not a foe, not an angry 
Judge, but your true lover. It there 
Is anything In which you have done 
wrong, let me set you right."

He kissed her face, he kissed her 
hands, he called her by every loving 
and tender name.

‘Let me use the truest weapon in 
my armoury," he said, playfully. "For 
the love of Lancewood trust me, Vivi
en!"
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a Catalogue Scrap Book ot our Pat
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useful to refer to from time to time.

1377.—A FASCINATING NEGLIGEE.

Direct from London.
A swell line of MEN’S CAPS have just arrived to 

us, straight from the makers, of exclusive models in 
all the popular shapes and made of the very best 
Scotch and English Tweeds.
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There came a low cry from her lips, 
but she did not speak.

"It is from Lancewood your troubla 
comes,” he said—“I can see that— 
Lancewood and this boy; but I cannot 
see yet how they are connected. 
"Heaven, which has already shown me 
so much, will show me more. There 
is some mystery. Poor Gerald Dor
man, the boy, Lancewood, and your
self are all concerned in it. With a 
little more patience I shall make it 
out Vivien, would it not be bettor 
for you to tell me than for me to find 
it out?”

“Yes," she whispered—“but ghe 
me time."

"Take all the time you need, if you 
will but trust me in the end,” he 
said.

She tried to think that what he said 
was true. It was neither fate nor 
chance that was guiding him, but tlie 
finger of Heaven. She had done a 
gerat wrong, a great injustice ; it 
could never prosper. Yet how could 
she give up Lancewood to Valerie and 
her dissipated friends—to the boy 
who really seemed to her to have no 
claim? How could she take the place 
from her son, whom she had fondly 
believed would make so noble a mar
ier for it?

Then, again, she reflected that if 
she did not tell her husband every
thing he would find it out; he was so 
near the truth that a few questions, a 
few inquiries, would elicit it; she had 
never dreamed that he would connect 
Lancewood and the boy.

She remembered Gerald’s dying 
words—“He must go back to Lance
wood—promise me." Dare she total 
ly ignore those solemn words?"

“What shall I do?" cried Vivien 
wringing her hands.

“Trust me," said her husband. “The 
time has come when you must tell 
the truth. Do not hesitate; be-brave 
Vivien, and tell it."

“You will hate me," she moaned 
"but, oh, believe me, Adrian, it wr.s 
not quite my fault! I was mad when 
I uttered the words that led to It all— 
quite mad; and he w,as so devoted to 
me he thought I meant It. I did not, 
it was all a confused horror."

"You forget," he said, "that I do 
not ' even know of what you are 
speaking. Tell me one thing, Vivien 
which will make all else easier—tell 
mo who Is the boy?"

Should she tell him? If she did 
not, he would find it out—he wouh 
be sure to do so; it would be bettor 
to trust him now that he was so near 
the truth.

She rose slowly from the couch, she 
stood before him in all the magnifi
cence ot her beauty, her face pale, her 
eyes filled with the fire of pride; she 
drew herself up to her full height. 
He looked at -her in wonder and 
Amazement.

(To be Continued.)
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Ladies’ Kimono with or without Epau
lette Collar, and with Sleeve in 
Either of Two Lengths.

This model is charming in lavender 
and white crepê, with pipings of lav
ender satin. It would be nice in pale 
pink China silk or blue dimity. It is 
also nice for flannel, albatross and 
cashmere. The right front is shaped 
in tab extensions at the closing, and 
overlaps the left front in graceful 
outline. The neck finish is unique. 
It may be omitted. The Pattern is cut 
in 3 Sizes: Small, Medium and Large. 
It requires 5% yards of 36 inch ma
terial for a Medium size.

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

1878.—A COMFORT 
OPTING SUIT
BOY.

ABLE I6EAC1I OR 
FOR THE SMALL

137S

Heaviest and strongest tires 
made, per rated sizes.

Built extra strong—for sturdy service on bad roads. 
Positively safe—GUARANTEED not to skid on 
wet or greasy pavements.
OILPROOF—they save you money by preventing 
oil rot and tread softening.^

Guaranteed for 6,000 actual 
miles, V. C.’s average nearer 
twice thia]distance.

Bishop, Sons 
& Co., Ltd,
foie Agents.

So. Wellington, B. C. — * ’For a year dur
ing the Change of Life I was all run 

down. I was really 
too weak to walk and 
was very despondent 
and thought I was 
going to die, but af
ter taking Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegeta
ble Compound and 
Blood Purifier m y 
health and strength 
returned. I am very 
thankful to you and 
praise yourmedicine.

‘ Boys’ Blouse Suit.
Linen, drill, khaki, galatea, percale, 

gingham, and chambrey, are all suit
able for this style. The blouse has a 
new feature—the short sleeve, and a 
jaunty flat collar. As here shown 
striped gingham and white percale 
were combined with good effect. The 
trousers may be of serge, or cloth and 
the blouse of wash material. Corduroy 
or pique would also be nice for this 
suit. The pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 3, 
4, 6 and 8 years. It requires 1*4 yard 
of 36 inch material for the blouse, and 
1% yard for the trousers for a 3 year 
size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.
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I have edvised several women who suf
fered ee I did to try your remedies. You 
may publish this if you wish.” — Mrs. 
David R. Morris, South Wellington, 
Vancouver . Island, B. C.

No other medicine for woman’s ills hai 
received such wide-spread and unquali
fied endorsement. We know of no other 
medicine which has such a record of suc
cess aa has Lydie E. Pinkham’s Vegeta
ble Compound. For more than 30 years 
it has been the standard remedy for wo
man’s ills such as inflammation, ulcera
tion, tumors, irregularities, periodic 
pains and nervous prostration, and we 
believe It is unequalled for women dur
ing the period of change of life.

If yon have the slightest doubt 
that Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta- 
Ule Compound will help you, write 
to LydlaE. Plnkbam Medicine Co. 
(confidential) Lynn, Maes., for ad
vice. Your letter will be opened, 
read and answered by a woman, 
and held le eSrict confidence.

Size ..........................

Address In hill:— 

Name ........ -............

N.B.—Be sure to cut nut the Illus
tration and send with the coupon 
carefully filled out. The pattern can 
.ot reach you In less than 16 days.

Just arrived: another shipment of

Gill
Nets,

6 in. mesh; length, 69 1-2 fathoms— 
mounted ; complete with leads 
and buoys.

Robert Templeton

Lumber!
Pine, Spruce, Fir.

Cut to order. F. 0. B. the R. N. 
Co’s. car. Prices on application 
to

JAS. R. KNIGHT

To Arrive ex Train on Monday
50 bris. N. S. Apples.

Also Tuesday ex Stephano

100 bags Potatoes.
BURT & LAWRENCE, 14 New Gower Street.
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