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THETOILS;
But H_azppines_s;
Comes at Last

CHAPTER L

A CHANCE TO ESCAPE '

In her excitement she has drawn
closer and closer to the motionless
figure, and now she is so close that
she could, if she does not restrain
herself, actnally touch {it, but she
seems to remember herself in time.
She pulls up short, and brings her
hand down upon the window sill.

“Girl!” ehe says, with a short
breath; “you are enough to drive a
woman: mad. There! J—I can’t bear
your white face any longer. Take—
take the work home, and think—think |
—as you go, of the chance that lies be- !
fore you—-the chance of escaping from
the life you are so sick and tired ot.'
and from mo—oh, I know,” she sdds"
bitterly, “there is no love lost be-'
toweer us, thodgh I am your father's !
over with the
¢ress, and think! Not that it mat-'
ters, for sconer or later you will ma.r-;

gister. There, go

rv Jacob Durney.”

Olive waits to hear the last threat,
for it is nothing less; then, having
put on her hat and cloak, leaves the
room.

As she goes into the open she
pauses ¢ moment, and looks up with
a long sigh, as if for breath; then,
with the light box in her hand, hur
ries on.

Looking at her,
said: “There goes a princess in dis-
guise—ithere’s a girl who will cause

air,

one would have

many a heartache,”
But the princess i1 disgunise was

only a poor hard-worked girl, and the
only heart that ached—unless the
other was Jacob Burney's—was her

own.

CHAPTER IL
ANOTHER OFFER.

IT was dusk by the time she had
reached the end of the long street,
and when she turned to the right,
*here rose up_ before her the tall elms
that surrounded her destination, the
Court.

She was about to enter the avenue,
when a footstep caused her to turn
her head, and there came out from
among the trees and stood before her
a young man,

Olive was not given to starting or
blushing, and was not by any means
timid, but paused irresolutely,
and a faint color stole over her pale
face, and gave the finishing touch to
Ler beauty. The man raised his hat
with an eager, deferential air, and re-

she

vealed a face that just escaped being
handsome, a face full of a certain
caring, deflant recklessness, cnd had
just a suspicion of selfishness about
it. At that moment it was at its
pleasantest, full of an eager wistful-

ness and eager humility,

Olive had seen this face twice—
three times before. She could scarce-
ly pass on; indeed, the stranger al-
most stood in her path.

“Miss IDIstcourt—Olive!” he said,
and anxiously putting out his hand

3

actly what is needed in o many ca

of exhausted nerves. It is composed
of the ingredients which nature re-
quires to form new blood and create
new nerve force. For this reason it
cannot fail and for this reason R suc-

Mr.
street, London, Ont., writes: “About
three years ago I got my foot smash-
ed in an elevator in Detroit, which
completely wrecked my nerves. I doc-
tored with the doctors there, but they

not seem t6 be able to help me.

nerves were in such s state that I
could not go down town alone, or g0
any place where there was a ”
Sometimes my 'mother would have to
sit and watch over me at night, and
sometimes I could not get any sleep
at all. But one day last winter I com-
menced using Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food,
and before I had completely used the
first box I could see a difference in
my condition. I contimued using these
pills for some time. ‘The result was
splendid. I feel so much better, can
sleep well at night, can go out on the
street and attend gatherings like the
rest of people. I am so pleased to be
able to tell you what Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food has done for me, and to
recommend it to other people.”

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50 cents a
box, a full treatment of 6 boxes for
$2.75, at all .dealers, or KEdmanson,
Bates & Co., Limited, Toromto. Do
not be talked into accepting a substi-
tute. Imitations only disappoint.

ment—only a moment. Listen to me
for a moment only, I beg of you. At
least, wait until I have asked you to
forgive me.”

Olive hesitated, looked irresolutely
to the right and 1left, then stopped
and looked at him with a slightly
troubled gleam in her dark eyes.

A sudden (ash lit up his face, a
flash of satisfaction and surprise—
evidently he had not expected his
prayer to be answered.

“Thank you—how can I thank
you?” he said, in a low voice. “I
don't deserve that you should stop or
speak to me, I know that; but—but
I could not leave the place until I
had obtained your forgiveness.”

Olive looked at him. with a faint
flush.

“I have nothing to forgive,”
said.

“Yes, yes!” he responds eagerly,
“you have a great deal to forgive, I
know that. I had no right to speak
to you, I have no right to speak to
you now; Dut—but how could I help
myself? You told me when I saw
you the first time—it was at the post
office, you remember—ah! I remem-
ber it!—that there was one belonging
to you to whom I could speak, to
whom I could go. They told me—I
mean the people in the village—how
cruelly you were shut up, how hard
you worked—you! who ought not to
know what the word means, who
ought to live a 'life of joyful, pleasant
ease! You see, Miss Estcourt, I have
learned all about you—please, do not

she

with a gesture of entreaty, “one mo-

go! Wait a moment until I have fin-
ished!” .

And the Worst js Yet to Come —
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“If’ you:send) me away

_ m—!muﬂmm go, I shall
'{ never see you-again, . Let:it be:so, if

- you .50 decide; but:Y will not:go—I

| say I will not.go,” he-sad, with s.pes-

sionats Kind of defiance—“until I
have told you that I shallynever for-
get: you—that Iilove you!”
Olive started,,and raised: her: pale
face, and lookediat him.

“Yes,” he wentcon with a«gesture,
“] have said it. I'meant to say X«
plainly the next time I met you I

; liave waited here in- the villageto seo

you, and'toteuma.ndthen,um
would have it so, to‘leave you for-
ever! Miss Estcourt, am I‘to go?”

Olive trembled, ;and was silent for
& moment, 2

“Why do you speak to‘me: like—like
this?” she said. “Why do you tell me
this? I bave only seen you  three
times. You do not ‘know “me; . you
know my name——"

“I asked the people at the post
office,” he broke- in quickly. “Waa
that wrong?”

Olive was silent.

“When I saw you the second time,
it was one evening in-the churchyard.
You were sitting under the'trees, and
I remember the very look of the sky,
and the sun upon the church tower.
When I saw you the second time, I
asked you to let me come-and see Mrs.
Dennett—your aunt, the -only. person
belonging to you whom Iicould see.”

Olive shook her head.

“Yes,” he asgented eagerly. “You
told me that I could not come-—that
I was never to speak to you again,
and I promised that I 'would not do
s80. I meant to keep that promise, and
to go away from this place, that will
be the happiest or the most miserable
spot on God’s earth for me, just as
you decide. Well, it was too hard a
thing to promise; I could not do it
1 am l.ere, you see, almost against my
will; T cannot-go! Since that even-
ing when I first saw you, I have had
not peace or rest—I think I am be-
witched, Miss Estcourt; do not send
me away!” :

It was so strange, so startling, so
unlike anything that the girl, in her
innocence, had ever read or dreamed
of, that she stood silent and tremb-
ling, not knowing whether to go on
without a reply, or to move away with
& cold rebuff.

But the man at her side did not
give her much time for thought.

"{ know what you are thinking—I
can read your face,” he said hurried-
ly. *You are thinking that you do not
know me, that I am an utter stran-
ger, that I am everything that is béd
—that, although I know your name,
you are ignorant of mine.”

Unconsciously, Olive’s face gave as-
sent.

“You ree,” he exclaimed, with
eager triumph, “I can read your
thoughts! Well, let me tell you who
I am. My name is Rawdon—Stephen
Rawdon. I am an artist; I came
down here to sketch and to take a
holiday. I am like yourself—I have
no father, mother, sister, or brother.
I am quite alone in the world; and--
and that is all; there is nothing else.
I live in London, alone, always alone;
and T shall go back to-night, miser-
abls, unsettled, unhappy, unless you
tell me that I may stay, in the hope
that I may see you now and again, if
only for a minute at a time.”

Olive shook her head; she had had
time to reaiize the position, and com-
mon sense was battling hard against
the charm of the glib tongue, the nov-
elty of the situation, and the dim,
faint chance, of which she was
scarcely conscious, of escape from
the fate that awaited her at her aunt’s
hands.

“You will send me away!” he said
bitterly. “You are offended because
I have stopped and spoken to. you
like this. Be just! ‘What other
course was: open to me? I knew
that I loved you, that I could not be
happy unless I won you, and yet. I

| was not to have the opportunity of

seelng you. They: told me that your
aunt, the only person belonging to
you, meant to sell you——"

' “To sell ‘you,” he repeated, with a
pascionate intemsity, “to some old
decided me; 1 shoutd"have gona but

L

for that plece of news, I swore that|

vamﬂoo!ﬁ%ﬂup
nerve force. Scoft’s is help-
ing-thousands and will give
you the stfength you need.

Bcott & Bowne, Toronte, Ont. 17-38
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chance of helping you? I do not in-
sult you by supposing that you con- |
sent to your aunt’s scheme, it is not

word! Tell me that it is not so—that
I may hope to see you again®
Olive shook her head.

.speak to mie again,” she said, in her
low, soft voice—yet it was a troubled
voice, too, for his words told, every
one of them, and she was just in the
ftate when such words were likely to
tell,

“Then you do not believe me? he

you think that I am lying, perhaps!”

"No‘, no!” said Olive, flushing, for
there was a reproach in his voice, al-
most flerce in its intemsity.

“Then,” he
“grant my prayer; let me see you
once—only once more, to-morrow
evening, I will wait for you in the

possible, it is too 'shameful, Onol
|

*I cannot see you—you must not

exclaimed eagerly, I

~ :
9
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*, JUST IN TIME FOR THE COLD SPURT.
Two partiedlarly good Hines of

Winfer-Weight  Underwear. |

Our stock of ‘these iz o bit beavier than we like it to be,

and to hasten its reduction we make two very special price
il _. ‘ | cuts. The garments are just what you would expect to fing

) f at-this Store—shapely, easy-fitting and warm.

Drop in! We are more than eager that you should see

- these. Two special prices await you—

$3.00 - $5.75.

said despairfully; “you mistrust me,|| | |

churchyard, you always walk there.
Oh, I have watched you when you did
not think that I was near. Give me
one word—only one. word, say ‘go’ or
‘stay.” That is all I ask. You will

come? No! At least, you will come

In his eagerness, he was terribly
excitable and passionate, he laid his
hand reverentially and respectfully
arm. Olive felt it
tremble and quiver, and her heart

enough on her

pathy. Her lips formed the

”
'

word
“no,
there was a .clatter of horses’ hoofs,
and the flash of carriage lamps:

Her companion seemed stratled, and
drew back with a quick movement.
Olive turned as quickly.

“Oh, go!” she said.

“Yes, yes!” he responded. “But to-

morrow—to-morrow! You will
come!”
Then he vanished,

among the trees.

so to speak,

seemed.to quiver and palpitate in sym- ;

but before she conld utter it

Expiry of Lease.
Ertire Stock Must be Cleared Oui.

to tell me that I must go?” 3 ©

risk passing.

A chance of a Lifetime for you.
must go this month,

Snaps for the Oulport Wholesale Trade, Lines
that would take 6 to 8 months to. procure from the
Manufacturer, and in many cases nof procurable at all.
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Olive stood, too confused for the

by a couple of spirited horses, drivenl
tandem fashion, dashed close besidej
her—so close, that the leader, a ner-
vous, fidgety animal, was startled by
the motionless figure, sprang
aside. The road was none too wide,
and but for the skill of the driver,
there would have been a decided up-
set. But, with a flick of the long
whip, the leader was brought to omr
der, and the thing dashed on, but not
before Olive, her senses strained to
the utmost, caught the sound of a
cheery, musical laugh, and the words,
thrown carelessly out on the evening
air:

“Very near a spill that time,
George. What was it—a witch?”
“Dunno, my lord,” was the reply, in
a servant’'s voice. “A young lady go-
ing up to the Court, I think, my lord.”
Olive hurried on, too agitated to
think, walking fast, as if trylng to get
away from the necessity of realizing
that strange scene which had—

though she did not know it—opened
the great drama of her life.

Pale, but calm, for it would not do
to be anything but calm at the Court,
she rang the great bell which hung at
the entrance, and was admitted to the
hall. A footman, resplendant in the
Rivers’ -dark-purple livery, motioned
her, superciliously, to a seat, and then
leisurely ascended the vast staircase
to aequaint her young ladyship that
Olive was walting.

_He may have stopped on his way
to read the paper, or hold a conversa-
tlon with one of his fellow servants,
or else my lady was engaged, for
Olive walted for what seemed half an
hour befors he édno,u felsurely down
the stairs, end, with & polished bow,
mm!uru step up to Lady

and

— T —_—

moment to go on. A dogcart, drawn l Y=
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Household Notes.

Bread crumbs that are used to roll
fish in before frying are better with
salt, pepper and chopped parsley add-
ed, . :

Fireproof dishes which have ' be-
come Brown frem baking ean be clean-
ed by seaking in a strong beraz water,
When tea leaves are allowed to re-
main in the boillag too jlong the
arotma is lest and the tamunin extract-
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This pervents them from turning

black,

When dipping erequettes or oysters
in egg, add one tablespoenful ef water
and two of milk to each egg. This
will save eggs,

In these days when flour ig high
avoid having bits of dry bread left
over by eutting the bread as it is want-
ed at the table.

The eareful housewife will market
-early in the moerning, ihereby saving
much {ime and having the first choice
in the market, ; ¢
A kettlg should never he gutie full

tey

antagonize the invalid,

Meat should .be broflad oaty M
enough to loosen all the fibres 4
meat will spring up iastantly
pressed with a kaife it is doen&

i the iegs of the table of cuairt ¥
unéven, tack @ piece of eork ¥ o
short leg, The tacks will euk B
the cork amd net serateh the fiosh |

Marks on mahogany, ecaused ¥
dampness, may be removed bF P
bing the surfaee with @ soft
moistened in' a little sweet ok
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LONDON, Dec. 31st, 1917. .
: ' | tions «
; THEY ENOW THE BISHOP. !if:nd l

L Who is the Londoner who, if he’er willt
blks along the Embankment in civ- gard th
& attire is recognized and saluted the fina
v every Colonial soldier strolling pe irre:
here? The Bishop of London. Ihap- phats or
- to walk from the Temple t0. <;hen h{
sring Cross behind him this after-| siop, 2
on and can certify that every Col-|jeen m
bial soldier knew him and saluted— ' gitracti
{1l rather a special favor for the big  with th
ehting men from the Colonies to the Pu
pay. Yet I have seen lothers in gtitutiod
Whitehall walk blankly past Lloyd | man,
reorge.  beginni
throug

HE LATE DR. GARRETT ANDER- i5p,
SON.

| The memorial service at Christ
iChurch, Endell Street (in the West-
eentral district of London) to the late
Garrett Anderson, the first Eng-
ish woman doctor, was a moving tri-
bute to her work for the world. Two
dgnificant features marked off the
gorvice. First, women took a consid- | world)

able part in it. In place of the or- |
dinary choir a number of women ]
medical students led the singing, !
others acted as sideswomen, while a!
lwoman played the organ. Then, !
lagain, the note of the service was not

much ¢
Loondon
Britisl

In its

achiev
by-way
to Thry

Londo

In ¢
of all
of illug
port

0y in the memory of a noble career. | trade.
Instead of the customary funeral
march the service ended with “Hark!
ithe herald angels sing,” followed by
@ carol. One felt that all this was o :
Hilting, and the Bishop of Stepney in|ies Ol
8 glowing tribute emphasised the les- | threep
fon to be drawn by the “gpiritual | Withor
daughters” (as he called them) of the | deman
deceased ploneer. In her earliest| like :
struggles she was cheered by gir |and I
James Paget, the great doctor, aml;“’m v
Now his son the Bishop seemed to re- ' Put bog
vae the enthusiasm of the father em- | Wer¢

riched by the son’s affection in a

moving and noble eulogium.
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HISTORY FROM THE SHOP WIN- |
DOWS. ‘

The rewriting of history from the|
Polit of view of a single institution| A n
OF a single form of enterprise is no |far a
néw thing, but from one or two ven- | cd inl
turesome and not - unsuccessful ex-|allen
periments Jately we seem to be threat- | perioc
8ned with a rather notable develop- |the 1
ment of & The time may yet come | East
When every tradesman will think it | perial
 Décosgary to supply his cu!tx)mors‘\vom
With a history of his own town as ‘ could
\8ten from his shop window. It will |ests ¥
‘.%ﬂlﬂrchml and entertaining his- | law 1
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