ﬁrmm-wu&ﬂo :
a woman, and that woman his own
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It mahes the whole_dish more nourishing.

Sweet Eval-

CHAP’I‘ER XXV,

“If you are trying to insult me,” she
began.

“Insult you!” he raved. “Insylt you
+~when I saw you with my own eyes
~I saw you coming out of the theatre
with him .” He broke off chok-
ing.

There was a little silence, then—

“T saw you—too,” said Eva - very
quietly.

The hot colour rushed to his face.

“You saw me . . . Well! and
what if you did! I can explain what I
was doing—it was the merest accident

;Do you think I'm going to have my
wife talked about—going to have her!

.” The contempt in her eyes
stung him,
“You don’t believe me,” he demand-
ed savagely.
She did not answer, but her silence
was eloquent. |
“It was the merest accident,” Philip
said again agitatedly. “I went to dine
with Featherstone, I told you—I'd no’
more idea than the dead that he knew |
Kitty Arlington—{it appears they’ re |

staying in téown—and he'd promised |
1o take her to a theatre—there was a
#icket to spare and he asked me to use
Jt. He never told me  his cousin’s
name—I'd no more idea than the dead |
who she was till we met her I
couldn’t back out then—it would have
been too ahsurd " He stopped.

Fiva moved a 1ittle closer to the
fire: she was shivering, but not with
cold.

“There is no need to offer me any
explanation, I have not asked you for |
any. I don't—want any.” ‘

“You mean that you don't bellem!’

me?’ he dymanded stormily.

Again no answer,

"X've.told you the simple trutl1," he
rushed on, “There’'s no rieed to maka'
a myeiory of it, Ask Featherstonhe 1(;
you don’t believe me—or Kitty her-
self.”

“I'm not interested.”

{ Could Not Eat

Constipation is caused by a
i torpid condition of the liver. Dos-
i ing with salts, castor oil, etc., to
move the ‘bowels, cannet afford
mors than temporary relief.

If you are to rid yourself of
this ailment and the scores of an-
noying  symptoms and diseases
which come in its wake, it is
necessary to get the liver nght
such treatment as js suggested m
this letter:

Mrs. Alvin Rlchatdl R. R.
No. 1, Seeley’s Bay, Ont., writes:
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 head to foot. “If you think I'm proud

{ asked you for anything—and now, be-

i that he could never havé her-=that
\'she cared nothing for him, that' she

‘,f‘or a momeht he wet

'her across the face . . .

“No, you'rs too interested in your
own concerns and Calligan to have
any time to spare for me and mine,”
he broke out furiously, “Do you think

"I'm blind? Do you think I'm a fool |

that I can’'t see? But it's got to stop.

selr-oont.rol.

queer, jerky way, alinbst as if she iwa.u

‘| walking in her sleep. She did not look

at Philip; she reached the door and

| pt her fingers on the Handle; thenshe
1spoke in an odd,

choked voice of
finality: 3
| “Thig—this — finfehes — it . .. »
And then again: “This—this—finishes
w—fp iy o

She walted a moment, not in the
least because she expected him to an-

believe that she would net wake up
and find that this horror was only a
nightmare creation of sleep; then she
dragged the door open and walked
across the dark hall to her own room,
She shut the door, but she did not
logk it; she turned of every light and
walked over to the looking-glass,
She stared at her reflectlon with

name coupled with another man’s?
What do you ‘suppose my mother
would say if she knew? There’s never
been any scandal attached to the wo-
men of our fa_mily g

She turned on him then. Her eyes

 dazed eyes—the pretty evening gown

had been torn by _Philip’s ruthless
hand, there was a bruise on‘her bare
arm, and the red, angry mark of his
hand on her face; her hair was a little
dishevelled, and she mechanically
taised a hand to straighten it

For the moment she was only con-

were blazing, her cheeks crimson.
“Oh, I'll kill you—T'11 kill you, if
you say any more!” she panted. “How

dare you speak to me like this? I've|

suffered enough at your hands al-
ready, God knows!” She was sobbing
—dry, rgly sobs that shook her from

{of your name, you ‘re mistaken. I'd
give anything in the world if only I'd
never seen you! I've kept my share of
the bargain faithfully. I've never

scious of a dull sort of m'isery. Philip
had struck her—he hated her so much
that now he was not merely content

struck her.

For the first time in her life there
was no softening in her heart towards
him; for the first time in her life she

him; it was {rrevocahle now, and
final. Her own words, “This—finishes
—it,” summed up the only emotion in

cause I try to find some little happi-
| ness for myself, you insult me like

this, and Mr. Calligan i8 your friend,f
second cousins or something. She’s ‘too"’ She struck her hands together |

in impotent anguish. “It's your fault
1 went with him to-night. You put me
off for gome—some Maft 4t the club

| I'd never even heard of. You left me

I went with him—I was glad to go
with him—rather than be here alone

iall the evening, and I'll go again—
I'll go again” she said, shrilly. “I

don't care what you say—you're not
my master—you never will be

“Not your master!” He caught her
arm, bruising her soft flesh merciless-
ly, He was mad now--mad with rage
and jealousy and her stinging con-

her Heart.

She would stay with him no lotiger;
she would put an end to this marriage
that had been no marriage at all.

She had adored Philip with all the
strength and energy of her being, but

now she remembered hothing save

what se ad endured at his Hands.
She found hetrself spéaking aloud in

| here alone, and Mr. Calligan came in. i the silence.

“If I stay I shall only suffer misery
and shame and jealotisy; if I go I

| shall - suffer, too, but at leust I shall

keep my self-respect.”
It sounded almost as if she were

"|arguing with someone as she stood
| there, n tragic flgure in the brilllant-

1y-1it room,
She thought of her wedding day and
the moment when she had trampled

tempt—mad because he knew that | her dress underfoot; she should have

she had spoken truly, and that, no
'matter what physical violence he
used, he could never master her.
“Not your master!” he sald . .in
| chokingly. “We shall see. I forbid you

‘to ga out with Calligan~forbid you,
| do vou hear?” He shook her in his

blind rage; he saw Hher wince under
the steel pressure of his fingers, and
it gave him a flerce sort of joy.

She threw back her head, and laugh-
ed at him, |

“Forbid me—you!” she msaid cut-
tingly.

She had never looked more desir-
able to him than she did in that mo-
ment; her eyes were blazing, her
cheeks crimson; one slender strap of
her frock had slipped, showing\her
firm, white shoulder, and in the midnt,
of his passionate rage it stiddenly '
camie over him with desolating force

wor" 7" go on laughing at him, defying
him -arihg nothing for . his love, ahd
mad—the
events of the'evening had tufned his
blood to fire, nobddy would evéer know
what he had suffered since he saw -his
wife with Calligan, la=ghing and
looking happier than she had' ever
done since their marriage—and. goad-
ed by her mocking eyes and defiant
words, he raised his hand and struck

The shock of it sobered them both,

- and for a moment there was a utrlﬂo

gilence in the num roofit,

Philip had released his wite sn&
had fallen back against the wno,

|

‘panting mgm'y

"au u&m ﬂude of m,

gone' then, 'she told herself wildly—
she ought never to have get out on
this impossible journey.

‘She walked away from the glass
and sat down on the couch at the foot
of the bed, clutching its sides with
both hands as if to keep herself from
falling,

The clock out in the hall struck one,

|nnd then half-past, but she did not

move, She was chilled through and

| aching in every limb, but she was not

conscious of ft.

Presently she closed her eyes gid-
dily; there was & throbbing pulse in
her head that seemed to be driving
her mad; sheé operied them again with
& little moan of pain to find Phillp
standing beside her. -

He was as white as a ghost, with
contracted brows and miserable .eyes.

(To be continued.)

Stafford’s
. COD LIVER
OIL
Compound
TONIC and TISSUE
' BUILDER

'mi eomMnauog hismm the ¢ur-
ative properties of cod liver oil with-

rfonny of the latter’s digagreéable |

tututu. as well as the medi
‘ot the- other standard fremedies

t t enter inté its a-pmnm
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Bva was standing like a statue; the ;
| red mark made by his hand stood out
.raecnslnuy u’llnlt_l the marble white
1 of her face; presently she moved in a

swer her, but because she oobuld not

with- neglect and indifference—he had
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#hown, brocaded chiffon and velvet
are combined. One could uss serge
and taffeta, or Canton crepé and figur«
eéd silk together.

The_blouse 3666 is cut in 6 Sizes:
34, 36, 38,,40, 42 and- 44 inches bust
measure, The Skirt 3828, is cut in 8
Sizes: 24, 26, 28, 30 ,32 and 34 inches
waist measure, 'To make this smart
gown for a medium size will rejtire
4% yards of 40 inch material, or if
made as /1llustx ated, 114 yard of figur-

ed .material and 3% yards of plain
material, 40 inch wide. The widrh of

the skirt at th i litt
did not try to make any excuses for! o i g - arer8

yards. '

This illustration calls for TVO sep-
prate patterns, which will be malled
to any address on receipt of 15¢. FOR
HACH pattern in sllvér or stavps,

AN EXQUISITE STYLE,

8839, For afternoon of dinner
parties, this model is “just the thing
to wear.” It has new and pleasing
lines, and not the leanst among its

features is the uneven -Nem effect, .

produced ' by the inserted panuls at
the sides of front and back. It arepe
de chine and satin, crepe de metsor
and pgeorgette either in matched
shades or contrasting colors, this

style will be very attractivh. One |

‘He had always prited himself on his| = tes'
chivalry; he was afraid of the storm
‘of passion that had swept away his

iy )

===

3666-2828. The graceful draping ot'
i this model is not. the only attractive
; feature. 'The sleeveless long shoulder
blouser and jumper poftions  arél
unique and very attractive. As here}
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_FLANNELETTE
offered in St. John’s since 1913.
) 27 inches wide

19¢

yard

PYJAMA STRIPES, 250 yd.

Splendid quality, not remnants, but full
pleces, any length cut.

BON MARCHE,

Opposite Bowring Brothers,
268 Water Sreet.
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FALSE ECONOMY.

It is often remarked by
customers, “I must try and
make my old clothes do for
the winter,” Perhaps the
winter may mean very much
longer. To protect your
body against our cold winds

you wanf warm’’ woollem.‘

An . investment -in. a." good.
Suit or Overcoat may save
you months of illness. Dur-
able material, cut and mould-
ed to your figure by expert
wotrkmanship in the garment
at MAUNDER'S. Samples
and  self-m--8uring cards
gent to your address.

John Maun er

Tailor and Clothier, 281 283 Dackworth Slreet

'MOREY'S COAL IS GOOD COAL !

IN STOCK:

could aiso have soft tridotine of serge, |

tafféta or velveteen with satin,

Besl Screened North Sydney

and

American Anthracite .|

COAL.

The Patterfi is cut in 6 Bized: 84,

86, 88, 40, 42 and 42 inéhés bust mieas-
ure. ‘A 38 inch size will require .5
yards of 40 inch material. The width

of the skirt at the foot is a'little thore §

than 2 yards.
A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any .addrgss on Teceipt ot 16e. in

sllver or stamps.
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TO CHOOSE FROM.

We are now selhng to clear our entire stock
: ,of 70& pocket size Novels for

50(:. each.

.+ ‘All of the Leadmg Authors. ,
Ouiport orders shall receive immediate at-

‘.'tentxon Moﬂr parsonal selection also post

- V_paid oxf@a&igt of price.

1000 Books

'If your have good Hosiery you won't
darn it so much, The place to buy Good

*Hosiery is BLAIR’S. There is less darning

of then' Hosiery than there is of others,
But a stitch in time saves nine, and we
just wish to say we have lately received

A Lot of Mending
Wools

in a large variety of colors at

4c. oar,

Some Hosiery Specials

OPENED:

Men'’s Black and Colored Wool
Cashmere & Fingering Socks.

Tﬁese are the last word both in Qual.

ity and Good Value.

We offer Men’s English Heather Fing-
ering Socks at from 75c¢. pair only.

Ladies’ and Children’s Black

Fingering Hose.

Quality, Weight and Warmth here.
Ladies’ at $1.00 pair; Children’s from

70c. to 90c. pair.

lenry Blar

C. A. HUBLEY

Electrical Equipment installed, Wiring
and Repairing, Lights, Bells and Phones.

Satisfactioa guarnntee‘&

<

Phone Lo
950. , ,Cair-“

Box 909,
11n s, Nfld.

160 WATER STREE-T WEST.
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