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A SURE RELIEF FOR WOMEN’S DISORDERS
• TEN DAYS' TREATMENT FREE. J ■*

Oiuft Lily 1» a oar tain relier for all disorders of women. Xt Is apoled toeaSy 
end to absolved Into the eufferinp tissues. The deed waste matter m the COD- 

' rested region Is expelled, giving immediate mental and physical relief; the Mood
i /■"" " ■' .......- ■ ■ '■ vessels and narres are toned and

'a strengthened, and the eVçulstion 
la rendered to normal. As this 
treatment Is Eased on strictly 
scientific principles, and acte on 
the actual location o# the disease, 
it cannot help but do good in a.1 
forms of female troubles. Includ
ing delayed and painful menstru
ation, leueorboea. Calling of the 
womb, etc. Price «1.00 per box.
- * * * * — -n-—a æ----- —-----, mfwtTK’awhich to sufficient for one month’s 
treatment. A Free Trial Treat
ment. enough for 10 days, worth 
75c, will be sent free to any suf
fering woman who will send me 
her address. Enclose 3 stamps end 

* address Mrs. Lydia W. Ladd. 
Windsor, Ont

SOLD BY LEADING DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE. dfcS

Lord Cecil’s 
Dilemma

—OR—

The Picnic
—In—

Woodall Forest
CHAPTER XXXV.

The determination to face the worst 
at any cost had taken so strong a hold 
on the Earl of Swinford that he could 
think of nothing else, and the probable 
outcome.

He knew that It would be a terrible 
ordeal, and that his ancient name, 
which had never before been dragged 
Into the filth and mire of the law 
courts, would be stained forevermore.

Under any circumstances, the 
charge of murder was a horrible thing. 
Even when a man was guiltless of the 
crime, the mere odium of suspicion 

■was hard to shake off. In the lower 
Tanks charged me with this crime 
, were avoided—in the middle ranks 
they were financially ruined—in his 

[own class, it would take centuries to 
(■gloss over the stain.

He had no plea of not guilty. He 
jwas guilty of killing a man, but by 
accident. Would the judge and the 

ftury and the world believe that it was 
'tly accident? Could they be brought 

4> believe this when he had hidden 
Aie body, and kept his horrid crime 

‘a secret for more than twenty years? 
No—no! he did not think that anyone 
would believe him guiltless. And 

(Then, to add to is guilt, he had let an
other man. be tried for the murder of 
Edgar Emden—a long, weary trial 
that had killed an innocent man with 
'the disgrace of it! It would be use
less for him to urge that he knew 

nothing about it—that he was thous
ands of miles away—where no English 
newspapers were to be seen, even had 

'he been inclined to read them! He 
had been a weak and wicked coward, 
and, after putting himself upon trial, 

(he decided that he was guilty of severe 
punishment.

But there was one faint hope. Had 
Edgar Emden really died? This ques
tion was ever in his brain. If so, 
■where was the body? Had it been re
moved by the steward? He could not 
forget Gladys’ cry—that Lady Marcia 
was still waiting for her lover—that 
she believed that he lived—and would 
some day come back to her.

The day after his discovery that the 
tarched recess was empty, he spoke to 
;Lady Marcia In a manner that start- 
fled her. He had lain awake all night, 
;and looked wretched and haggard.

"Do you believe in dreams, Marcia?” 
he asked.

"Some dreams carry a certain 
«mount of significance, Edward,” she 
replied. "Why do you ask?”

"Because I had a strange dream 
'last night—a most vivid affair, I can 
assure you."

Cnticnra Is Woderfhl 
For Year Hair

IS wl
H ■

He laughed in a constrained, nervous 
manner, and fidgeted about the room 
In a way that was unusual for him.

“What was your dream like, Ed
ward? Was it pleasant or unpleas 
ant?”

“I will leave that for you to decide, 
Marcia.”

“Th^ is a strange remark."
“Not at all. I dreamed he was not 

dead, after all. Ha! ha! Wasn't that 
funny?”
. He stared at her with anxious, ex
pectant eyes; and though he affeted 
to laugh, there was no mirth in the 
sound.

"You dreamed of Edgar—you dream
ed that he lived? I have had a similar 
dream many times,” Lady Marcia said.

"And what significance do you at
tach to your dream?”

“Why do you ask, Edward ?”
Lady Marcia looked at him gravely 

and curiously.
"Because It seems so strange to 

dream about a man who has been dead 
for twenty years!"

"Not dead, Edward! I am sure that 
he is not dead. I have never believed 
it for one moment I know that Ed- 
gap will come back to me. You may 
smile, but a woman’s faith is all-en
during. I was stung by his foolish 
jealousy of you—my brother. I would 
not have explained even If I could 
have done so, but I was bound to keep 
your visits secret, and my pride was 
hurt. We were both young, self-will
ed, and foolish.”

Lady Marcia’s lips quivered.
“I thank you for those words,” cried 

the earl. "I thank you for your faith. 
Itis the sweetest thing in life to me."

Lady Marcia could not understand 
his strange speech—his strange man
ner. For weeks she had grieved about 
him; his haggard face was ever be
fore her. He was weighted with some 
trouble, fancied or real, that he would 
not share with her. Her efforts to 
console him had been almost rudely 
repulsed; her very presence was often 
an annoyance, and his misery was re
flected in Gladys’ face. This was the 
cruelest part of it all. No wonder 
that Lady Marcia felt hurt—no wonder 
that a shadow had even risen be
tween aunt and niece—and once they 
had been all to all to each other!

And now the fear was growing that 
my lord’s mind was affected. His 
words, his actions, were not those of 
a sane man. Why should he refer to 
Edgar Emden? Why should her be
lief in her lover’s existence be the 
sweetest thing in all the world to 
him?

“Eldward,” she said, gravely, "you 
are not well—you have been ill for 
many weeks. I shall send for our 
physician, whether you like It or not” 

"You will do nothing of the kind, 
Maria,” my lord replied, sharply. “If 
the physician came I would refuse to 
see him.”

"Oh, my brother, why are you so 
changed toward me? You have even 
taken from~me the confidences of 
Gladys, you have colored her young 
life with some miserable secret of 
your own, and while my heart Is 
bleeding for her, and for you, I am 
now a stranger to you both!" *

“I am 111, Marcia, but my illness is 
not of the body. I have been weight
ed by cares that few mortal men 
could endure and live. I have carried 
them to every quarter of thé globe. I 
have tried to fly from them, hut in the 
silent watches of the night they have 
gibed at me—east, west, north, and 
south. I thought that my cup of 
misery was overflowing, that not one 
more drop could be added ; but It waa 
a fallacious hope, tt hope I may call 
It. I came home to be undeceived; I 
came home to find the last measure 
of gall and wormwood awaiting me, 
and Gladys alone stood between me

the murder of your lover—I am to 
be charged with the murder of Edgar 
Emden! The night that he left you 
with cruel upbraiding, he must have 
been mad with jealousy. He watched 
me, he followed me, and struck me 
from behind. I turned and closed 
with him. In the struggle he fell In
to the lake, and I was too exhausted., 
to help him until he floated on the 
water, as I believed, dead. I hid the 
body, intending to return and bury 
it. I was unable to come back, and 
my subsequent movements are known 
to you. That is the dread secret of 
my life—that is the crime that Col
lins witnessed—this is the power that 
he revealed to me when I charged him 
with embezzlement.”

Lady Marcia’s face was white. She 
had never 'dreamed of a revelation 
such as this, but she sprang to the j 
earl’s side with cheering words. I 

“Edward, I do not see that you have ' 
committed any crime. Why did yon‘ 
not tell me all this before?” she said,1 
softly.

"The world is to be my judge now,” 
he said. “It is the disgrace of it that 
is killing me. I dreaded that you 
would reproach me, but there is the 
chance yet that he lives. I told you 
that I had hidden the body . Until 
last night I have never had the cour
age to look at it again. I was nerved 
to desperation, and opened the stone 
recess into which I had thrust it, pre
pared to see naught but bones. It 
was empty. I was delirious with a 
mad delight, and then I dreamed that 
he still lived. Oh, blessed hope ! ”

He laughed shrilly, and Lady Marcia 
whispered soothing words in his ears.

It was at this moment that a ser
vant announced the steward, and Col
lins pushed past him with scant cere
mony, and closed the door in his face.

I gave you until New Year’s Day 
to think over my demands—nay, my 
commands, my lord,” he blurted out. 
“but I have changed my mind. I must 
have your reply now. I have seen 
Lord Cecil, and his manner does not 
please me. I will not be hoodwinked."

The earl did not look at him, but 
his form was quivering like an aspen.

(To be continued)

and a degradation that I thought worse 
than a hundred deaths!”

Lady Mar da listened in pained 
surprise, and doubted not that his 
reason was dethroned.

“I see that you do apt believe
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STAFFORD'S CORN CURE 
used. It is easy to apply. Price 

Postage Sc. extra. .
, DR. F. STAFFORD * SON, 
Wholesale and Retail Chemists and 
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he went on. “You think ' me mad. ! ^ 
Would to God I were! My secret was 
known to another—Collins, the stew
ard. His silence was conditional, and 
for redsons which you will soon learn 
he desired my child to become. the 
wife of Lord-Cecil Stanhope. I was _ 
coward enough to agree ; I was coward . 
enough to lay my awful position be- | 
tore Gladys— to strike at the very J 
root of her sweet young life; and I ; 
hoped that you would never know ( 
why she had consented to be the 
mistress of Stanhope Towers—the 
wife of a man she despises. But it 
is not to be, Maria ; they have driven j 
me too far. Thfi sariflce will never J 
be made. I am forced to tell you this 
story. I never thought that I should j 
have the courage, but my mind is in j 
a strange whirl of hope, and doubt, J 
and fear. It will come better from ^ 
my lips than from the lips of others, j 
and I pray to God that you may find j 
it in your gentle heart to pity and 
forgive me.”

“Edward, my brother, how wildly, 
how foolishly you talk! Am I to be 
your judge? There is nothing in the , 
world that could influence me agaidst I 
you.”

She would have put her arms about1 
him, but he pushed her off, and she 
sank trembling into her seat again.

"No! no! Do not touch me! Hear 
what I have torgSy!"

His tones were frenzied, and he 
covered his eyes with his hands.

“Marcia, I am to be charged with

/

Buying for the man of the 
family
Men’s Suits.

All going at half price. 
Come in and try one on. This 
is the greatest bargain for 
the year. Regular $40.00.

Now $19.00

MURPHY'S GOOD THINGS!
Housewives of the community! You who are the purchasers of the household ! 

We have prepared for you one of the greatest Sales of the year. Here are some of its 
wonderful bargains, but there are hundreds more just as good right here in the store. 
You must come yourself to be convinced. Come and sharé in it.

Now

SLAUGHTER SALE OF

Ladies’ 
Hats

This is a splendid chance to 
get a hat for less than half its 
real value.

Regular ,. .$3.98 & $5.98

- $1.98 and $2.48

Children’s Pink 
Sateen Bloomers.

How’s this for value ?
Per pair 59c.

Ladies’ Hose.
In Black, Brown and White.

3 pairs for 49c.

Stamped Bureau Cloths 
and Centre Pieces.

Some beautiful patterns.

Each 49c.

Pillow Cases.
*- /
Beautifully embroidered ; ev

ery home needs them.

Each 75c.

Boys’ Suits.
Don’t wait until your bey- 

needs a suit; buy now, be
cause when you want one 
there will be none left at this 
price. Come in now and see 
them. Reg. $16.00.

Now $9.98

Ladies’ Strap Vests.

Ladies’ Fawn Middies.
Sizes 36 to 44.

No wonder they’re popular. 
Girls know what they’re about 
when they choose one of these. 
Just drop in and try one on.

Each $1.98

Ladies’ Sailor Hats
In Navy, Black and Red.

Each $1.98

Cake Turners.

Each 19c.

k-
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Ladies’ Camisoles.
In Pink Silk, nicely trimmed 

with ribbons and lace.

Regular 
Now ..

.$1.50 
.. 69c.

Baby Rattlers. 

Each 25c.

Pepper and Salt Shakers 

Each 12c.

Men’s Hose
In Black, Brown, White, 

Grey and Green.
3 pairs for 49c

Babies Wrappers.
Of a splendid fleece-lined 

open in front.
Each 29c. to 35c.

Coffee Strainers.

Each 15c.

Girdles.
Every young lady needs a 

couple of these for her dresses. 
The price is so low you can buy 
one for each dress.

Each 22c. & 39c.

You’ll agree this 
gain.

js a bar-

Each 25c.

Men’s Watches.
Will last for ever, 

and looks as nice as
Cost less 
a $15.00

Only $1.95

Ladies’ Underskirts.
Of White Nainsook with 

dust frill. Get yours now.

Each 98c.

Ladies’ Handkerchiefs.

Each 8c.

Baby’s Rubber Pants
elastic at knees andWith 

waist.

Each 39c. & 69c.

STAPI E 
TAFFETA R/BLON

Ribbons.
In all widths and shades. We 

have some very pretty Cami
sole ribbons.
Baby Ribbon .. 6c. & ?
Hair Ribbon .. .. 29c. to 6! 
Camisole Ribbon .. . < . 71

Tea Strainers.
Each 9c.

Soap Boxes.
Each 12c.

Tape Measure.
Each 8c.

- -
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Note Books.
Everybody needs a Note 

Book, so here’s a chance to get 
a bargain in one.

Each 10c.

Neck Laces.
In long glass 

pretty shades.
beads in very

Each 39c.

Veiling.
All shades ; some have fancy 

border.
Per yard 29c.

Scissors.

Each 39c.

White Silk Hose.
For holiday wear.

Per pair 69c.

Bed Ticking.
30 inches wide.

Per yard 49c.

Bed Spreads.
Here’s a bargain. A beauti

ful, full-sized Bed Spread for 
only

$2.49

Black and Red 
Glaze Belts.

Large Tea Aprons.
pockets ; daintilyWith

trimmed.

Each 39c.

Each 19c.
■■ .

317 WATER STREET.
*

Store Open Every Night and Every Holiday.,

Palmolive .. .
ROSe «- i- .: -. • i,

Cocoanut .. .. 
Infants’ Delight 
Cuticura ..
Herb .. »...

Bottle Beads.
For dress trimming; 

shapes and shades.
all

P«R Bottle 12c-

——
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