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HUSBAND OBJECTS 
TO OPERATION

Wife Cured by Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable 

Compound

Dei Moines, Iowa.-" Poor years ago 
I was very sick and my life was nearly 

spent. The doctors 
stated that I would 
never get well with- 
out an operation 
and that without it 
I would not live one 
year. My husband 
objected to any 
operation and got 
me some of Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegeta
ble Compound. I took 
it and commenced 

to get better and am now well, am 
•tout and able to do my own housework. 
I can recommend the Vegetable Com
pound to any woman who is sick and 
run down as a wonderful strength and 
health restorer. - My husband says I 
would have been in my grave ere this 
If it had not been for your Vegetable 
Compound."—Mrs. Blanche Jeffer
son, 703 Lyon St, Des Moines, Iowa.

Before submitting to a surgical opera
tion it is wise to try to build up the 
female system and cure its derange
ments with Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound ; it has saved many 
women from surgical operations.

Write to the T-ydia E. Pinkham 
Medicine Ce., Lynn, Mass., for 
advice—it will be confidential.

The Sound of
Wedding Bells

OB —

Won After Great 
Perseverance !

CHAPTER XXXIII.

"Dear Sir Hugh,—By the time this 
reaches you, I shall have become the 
wife of the Duke of Gretnam. At 
first blush you will, I fear, accuse me 
of treachery and deceit, but if you 
will bear with me long enough to 
read these few lines, I think you will 
understand that there may be other 
motives for the step than the hard 
ones you will assign to me. Dear 
Hugh—for I will still so call you— 
since parting from you to-day, I have 
felt that, though we have plighted 
troth, our hearts are not one. I feel, 
with a conviction I cannot shake, that 
the memory of another love still 
clings to you, and that it will cling to 
the end. I do not blame you, but I 
think it would not be safe to trust to 
the hope of its vanishing. What, 
then, lies before me; either to wed 
one whose heart is still with another, 
or to turn to one whom I know loves 
me with a devotion that is as sincere 
as it is beyond my merit. Dear Hugh, 
in becoming the wife of the dear 
duke, I feel that I am releasing you 
rather than deserting you, and that 
in time you will come to acknowledge 
that I am right. When that time 
comes, may I hope that, though we 
have parted so suddenly, you will 
still consent to grant your friendship 
to your old and true friend,

LUCY FAIRFAX.

When it is finished, she holds her 
head back, and regards it with a sat
isfied smile. It is really a clever let
ter, for it shifts the blame on to 
Hugh’s broad shoulders, and makes 
her appear the injured party in the 
transaction.

"Poor Hugh!” she murmurs; “will 
he be deceived by it, I wonder; men 
are so easily gulled—if one can but 
flatter their self-love! Will he storm 
and rave? No; I don’t think tie 
would ever do that. Perhaps he will 
quietly put the letter in his pocket >

and walk out of the house, without 
even letting them know that we were 
engaged. Poor Hugh!” And she 
sighs as she puts the letter in its en
velope, addresses it to Sir Hugh Fal
coner, and places it on the pin
cushion on her dressing-table.

Then she goes to bed, but not to 
sleep. Before her restless eyes pass
es a panorama, brilliant and dazzling, 
a panorama of triumphant progress, 
in which a small figure, glittering 
with the Gretnam diamonds, is the 
center and principal figure.

The dawn comes at last, dull and 
cloudy, and grows into a wet and 
boisterous morning.

It is a very pale face that meets her 
in the looking-glass, a pale face with 
a dark rim under the light, shifting 
gray eyes, but she smiles dauntlessly.

“Dear duke,’’ she murmurs, "he 
will pardon a little pallor under the 
circumstances; indeed, it is rather to 
my credit than otherwise.”

It is not an early household in Park 
Lane, breakfast rarely being served 
before ten, and when Lady Falcon
er’s maid knocks at the door, as is 
her custom, to know if she can help 
Miss Fairfax, Lucy calls out plain
tively that she has a headache, and 
will rest a little longer than usual.

“Tell the young ladies not to wait 
for me, please,” she says, in a sub
dued voice. “I will come down di
rectly.”

Then she puts her bonnet on and a 
thick veil, and carefully fits her tiny 
number six glove, and sits down to 
wait.

The clock of a neighboring church 
strikes the half-hour, and first touch
ing the letter as it lies on the pin
cushion, she opens the door and 
steals down-stairs.

She knows that the servants will 
be in the breakfast-room, and that if 
she be lucky she can get out by the 
back entrance, and fortune is with 
her, for, with the exception of a page, 
no one sees her, and he is too intent 
with his knives to take any notice. 
So she gains the street, and with a 
hurried step, and her cloak drawn 
around her, and her umbrella shading 
her face, she walks to the end of the 
road.

And at the end 6f the road, as he 
had arranged, stands the duke's 
brougham.

Her heart beats fast as she ap
proaches it, and she expects to see 
him looking out for her, but she 
reaches the brougham without seeing 
his welcome face, and stepping up to 
the door finds that the carriage is 
empty.

It gives her a start for a moment, 
but her courage does not desert her, 
and putting up her veil—for the 
coachman would not recognize her 
through the/ disguise, and would only 
be curious as^to her reason for wear
ing it—she goes up to him.

He looks down and touches his hat.
“The duke!” she says, with a smile 

of careless ease.
The man touches his hat again.
“His grace has gone to Audley 

Street to buy a pair of gloves, miss,” 
he says, with profound respect, and 
in a low voice. "And liis grace left 
word that if you came before he got 
back, would you please get into the 
brougham? I'll get down, miss.”

“No, don't leave the horse,” she 
says, and she opens the door and gets 
in, with a momentary uneasiness; 
but it is only momentary. After all 
she is before the time, and he will be 
back in a few minutes.

So she pulls up the screen windows, 
and curls herself up into a corner of 
the comfortable, luxurious carriage, 
and waits patiently.

She knows that she is quite safe 
for they will not go to her room to 
disturb her for an hour, at least, and 
before then, beforè that letter is dis
covered, she will be Duchess of Gret
nam.

Once more the glorious vision pass-

DO YOU WORK INDOORS
Then you need a winter tonic to 

keep up your blood-strength and 
nerve-force. For nearly fifty years 
physicians have prescribed

;cottx
_ 'EMULSION J

because it is a true food and an 
active tonic, easily digested and 
free from opiates. If you are run
down, if night finds you tiredjmd 
sleep is not refreshing, by all "* 
means get Scott’s Emulsion 
today, you Hoed It.
Scott a Bowne. Toronto, Ont. 17-31

| The man touches his hat again, and 
glances at her curiously.

If he expressed his thoughts aloud, 
i: would be in this form—“This is a 
turn go!” but he is a’ well-trained 
Lcjrvant, who has learned to respect 
tile whims and vagaries of his su
periors with a stolid countenance, 
jind he manages to look as if an un
married lady- going 
brougham to Ills
al

[One Sure, Quick, Safe Tonic is 
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! anaemic, nervous, run-down people— 
and this is the new health Zoetic will 

: bring to every man, woman or child whose 
; cheerless days and sleepless nights have 
' brought to a state of physical weakness 
1 or nervous breakdown, 
to Only such a tonic as Zoetic, the great 
health tonic will revive loss of vitality, 
strengthen the nerves, restore health and 
strength by means of this scientific 
aourtshmeaL

Zoetic, not unlike Hypnos—the God 
of Sleep;—whose help Aesculapius, ttie 
health-giver always invoked in working 
his miraculous cures. No — this is not 
bosh, not at all. For if Zoetic is taken 
regularly and according to directions 
you will be assured sound, restful sleep— 
feel well—eat well—look well—and rise 
in the morning refreshed and vigorous, 
ready for a good day's work.
LOGGIE PARSONS A CO., The Foy 
Bldg., Toronto, Distributors for f»—

SOLD BY T. McMURDO & CO.

38 before her. She secs Maud furious, 
and Lady Falconer white with anger 
and mortification. She sees herself, 
later on, calmly and coolly inviting 
them to Gretnam, and calmly and 
coolly patronizing them. She will 
wear the Gretnam diamonds, she 
thinks, the first time that Maud comes 
to visit her—yes, every one of them ! 
And she will be able to remind Maud 
of her kind promise to get the duke 
to give her away to Hugh. Yes, it 
will be a glorious treat, worthy of the 
gods! But the clock chimes a quar
ter to eleven, and arouses her from 
her reverie.

Why does the duke not come?
Then she realizes the danger of 

her position. Any moment now they 
may go to her room and find the let
ter.

Edie, who is often out early, may 
pass down the street and see the 
duke’s brougham; perhaps Hugh him
self may pass, and he would he cer
tain to stop and ask the coachmatj if 
the duke was inside.

The path to riches and honor sud
denly grows perilous.

But her courage does not fall.
“He will be here in a moment,” she 

thinks, reassuringly. “Those gloves 
have taken long to put on! Poor 
duke! As it one cared whether a 
duke wore gloves or not!"

Then she nestles still closer to the 
corner and waits.

The minutes seem to grow into 
hours. Every footstep on the pave
ment makes her' heart beat and the 
blood rush to her face.

But the footsteps pass, and her 
hand falls on the handle of the 
brougham, and the clock strikes 
eleven.

Then, with a sudden start, she rea 
lizes fully her position.

Longer waiting is impossible—in
tolerable.

She opens the door and step® out 
on to the pavement, and touches the 
coachman's arm, rousing him from 
that semi-sleeping state into which 
coachmen—and coachmen alone 
seem to be able to fall.

"Yes, miss,” he says, without a 
start, and with an effort to look wide 
awake.

"The duke has not come,” she says, 
in a low voice, and a glance up and 
down the street. "He—he was to 
take me to a morning exhibition of 
pictures. We shall be late.”

"Yes, miss,” he assents, with re
spectful regret, and he looks down 
the street, helplessly.

”1—I cannot wait here," she says. 
“No. miss," he assents again, “cer

tainly not!”
The man’s commonplace answers 

drive lier almost wild.
“What is to be done?" she says, 

almost sharply, resolving in her mind 
to discharge the man when she be
comes his mistress.

“I’m sure I don’t know, miss! His 
grace said he wouldn't be five min
utes. He said he was only going to 
buy a pair of gloves; he’s been long 
enough to buy the whole shop full! 
Perhaps”—and he hesitates, evidently 
not liking to make the suggestion. 

"Well, well,” 'she says, impatiently. 
“Perhaps his grace has forgotten, 

and gone back to Queen’s Gâte, 
miss?”

She winces angrily, then she 
laughs, softly.

“I don't think his grace has for
gotten,” she says; “but—but,” des
perately, “perhaps you had better 
drive there and see. He may have 
gone back for something.”

“Very good, miss,” says the man, j 
touching his, hat, and gathering up 
liis reins.

“Stop," she says, with a dçep flush, j 
“I—I think I had better go with you.” >

Evening
Telegram
Fashion Plaies

iffi his master's 
master’s house, 

one and without invitation, were 
one of the most natural ;ind every
day occurrences.

So she gets in, and, trying to crush 
down a faint, horrible fear that will 
n ake itself felt, she coils herself up 
once more.

The brougham spins along through 
the busy streets and stops at the 
■créât house at Queen’s Gate, and she 
■Tails for one of the footmen to open 
the door.

But no one comes, and at last she 
;:uts her hand on the inside handle, 
-hen she hears the coachman getting 
.own from the box.

He opens the door and touches his 
Hat, staring behind him.

“What is the matter?” she asks, 
mpatientiy.

The man puts his hand up mechan
ically.

“Beg pardon, miss ; but I don’t 
luite know ; seems as if something 
vas going on inside. None of the 
ootmen about, and there’s another 
brougham here.”

She hesitates a moment.
Another brougham ! Perhaps—it 

s a mad thought—the duke has been 
ompelled to come back to fetcli 
omething, and he lias ordered an- 
'ther brougham to go to her.
“I will get out,” she says, and she 

ilights and passes him into the hall.
The door is open, and the porter 

lands in the center of a group of foot
men.

(To bo Continued.)

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
■iseful to refer to from time to time.

A COMFORTABLE NEGLIGEE.

Eczema Cured
Five Years Ago.

A Treatment Which Has Proven a
W'onderfnl Healer of the Skin— 

Certified Evidence of Lasting" 
Cure.

Jordan, Ont., November 26th.— The 
old notion that eczema is a disease of 
the blood is refuted time and time 
again by the cures ‘that are daily be
ing effected by Dr. Chase’s Ointment.

It matters not what the cause may 
have been if you apply Dr. Chase's 
Ointment regularly you will obtain 
nelief and cure of eczema. Here is 
the proof.

Mrs. Stephen G. Thwaites, Box 205, 
Jordan, Ont., writes: “My brother 
had a bad case of eczema on his legs. 
He was troubled nearly all one fall 
and winter with it, and could not work 
for days at a time. He tried d i lièr
ent salves and ointments, but none 
cured him. One day he tried Dr. 
Chase’s Ointment, and it gave almost 
instant relief. He continued its use, 
but had not quite finished the second 
box when he was cured. It is now 
about five years since then, and it has 
never returned. We certainly can re
commend Dr. Chase's Ointment, and 
are very grateful for my brother's 
cure.”

(Rev. S. F. Coffman, Vineland, Ont., 
states: “This is to certify that. I know 
Mrs. Thwaites and the party to whom 
she refers, and her statements are 
correct.”)

Mr. J. E. Jones, 228 University 
avenue, Kingston, Ont., writes: “I had 
eczema in my hand for about five 
years. I tried a great many remedies, 
but found that while some of them 
checked it, none cured it permanently. 
Finally I tried Dr. Chase's Ointment, 
and in six weeks my hand was com
pletely better. I would not do with
out a box of Dr. Chase's Ointment in 
the house if it cost $2 a box. I am 
giving my name to this firm so that it 
wiiil get to those who suffer as I did.'

Dr. Chase’s Ointment, 60 cents i 
box, at all dealers or Edmanson 
Bates & Co., Limited, Toronto. Sub- 
stintes will only disappoint you. In
sist on getting what you ask for.

1917—Ladles’ Dressing or House 
Sack.

Crept, lawn, flannel, flannelette, 
satin, challie, cashmere, taffeta and 
China silk could be used for this 
model. The fulness at the waistline 
may be gathered or left unconfined 
The pockets may be omitted. The 
Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 38 
40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust measure 
It requires 3 yards of 44-inch material 
for a 36-inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
iu silver or stamps.

A SMART GOWN.
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THE

LONDON DIRECTORY
(Published Annually)

enables traders throughout the World 
o communicate direct with English

MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
n each class of goods. Besides being 

complete commercial guide to Lon
don and Its suburbs the Directory con
tains lists of

EXPORT MERCHANTS
with the goods they ship, and the Col
onial and Foreign Markets they sup
ply;

STEAMSHIP LINES 
arranged under the Ports to which 
they sail, and indicating the approxi
mate Sailings;

PBOVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES 
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants, 
tc., in the principal provincial towns 
nd Industrial centres of the United 

Kingdom.
A copy of the current edition will be 

orwarded freight paid, on receipt of 
Postal Order for 80s.

Dealers seeking Agencies can ad- 
zertise their trade cards for £ 1, or 
arger advertisements from £ 8.

The London Directory 
Co., Ltd.,

86 Abehurch Lane, Louies, E.C.

Waist—2252. Skirt—2251.
This model comprises Ladies' Waist 

Pattern 2252 and Ladies’ Skirt Pat 
tern 2251. Pussy willow satin in 
new shade of brown is here combined 
with embroidered crepe for the un 
derwaist. Serge, velvet, broadcloth 
and cashmere are also nice for this 
style. The Waist Pattern is cut 
6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40. 42 and 44 in 
ches bust measure. The Skirt Pat 
tern is cut in 6 sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30 
and 32 inches waist measure. A me
dium size will require 5 yards of 44 
inch material for the skirt and bolero 
and 2% yards for the waist. Skirt 
measures about 1% yard at its lower 
edge.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patterns, which will be mail 
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents FOR EACH pattern, in silver 
or stamps.
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of the finest quality, our own make. Every one guaranteed to 
be of Solid Gold. All sizes, and prices ranging from

$3.00 to $61.00.
Be sure and buy your Wedding Ring from the 

RELIABLE JEWELLERS,

T. J. DU LEY & CO.
Bing Measarmg Cards Sent on Application
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Warner’s Rust-Proof Corsets.
A Work-a-Day Corset

as well as for Dress.

Warner’s Corsets are made to 
wear, not to rust, break or tear. 
You may pay all kinds of money 
for a Corset but you will never 
have a better fitting, a better 
wearing, or a more comfortable 
Corset .than a Warner’s.

We can give you any Warn
er’s style that is correct for 
fashion and your figure, and we 
confidently expect to fill every 
Corset requirement with a 
Warner’s Rust-Proof, so remark
able are they in shape, comfort

Y an(j wear_ wt. j

Price : $1.40 per pair up

eazæaœ

No.

Size

address in fall: —

Name

Paria declares that when the war is 
over all women will wear their skirts 
in two sections.

A simple slip of a dress of whit, 
crepe de chine is topped with a bodice 
of geranium red velvet.
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No scarcity at
Maunder’s.

However,we beg 
to remind our cus
tomers these goods 
are selling rapid
ly, and cannot be 
replaced at the 
same price.

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, SI. John s, NlldJ
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