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HAS NO EQUAL
it not only soften» the 

water but doubles the cleans­
ing power of soap,-and makes 

everything sanitary and 
wholesome.

RSFUM SUBSTITUTES.

WHEN LOVE
Came Too Late.
! CHAPTER XXIX.

A Terrible Self-Sacrifice.
“God knows!" he said, reverently. 

“We are all In His hands. ■ If you 
knew all--and you never will know, 
thank God!—you would understand; 
yes, and you would say that if you 
had been In my place you would have 
done the same."

"You say that?” she asked, with an 
Inscrutable expression in her eyes— 
“that I should do as you are doing; 
that I should take another person's 
crime upon my shoulders and suffer 
/or him?”

“Yes,” he said, and he met her gaze 
steadily, “I do say that; and you know 
that I would not speak untruthfully, 
even to persuade you to do what I 
want you to do.

“'What Is it?” she said, with a little 
pant

“I want you to forget that such a 
person as Harold Faradeane ever ex­
isted ; to erase from your life all mem­
ory of him, and—bis misfortunes. 
Don't let me have to reproach myself 
with the thought that I have cast a 
shadow over the life of the only wo­
man I ever-----”

He stopped, I
Her lips quivered, and her gate toll 

for a moment, then she raised her eyes 
again.

"You. ask me to do this?” she said.
VI do with all my heart and soul," 

he responded
"Then I tell you that If I were capa­

ble of such baseness, I should be as 
vile—as vile as the man who commit 
ted the murder—the man you are 
screening? No! You ask too much. 
The rest of the world may take your 
silence for guilt, but I will not accept 
It! I will not rest until I have dis­
covered the truth you are concealing." 

He uttered a cry of alarm, of dread. 
"Olivia!"
"Yes!” she repeated, her eyes flash­

ing, her lips trembling. “I am only a 
woman, but I will do what you would 
have done in my place—save my 
friend even in spite of himself!”

He grasped her arm, his face white 
and set, his eyes full of a terrible tear.

“If any words of mine, if any en­
treaty can stop you in this course-----

hand to save me-
“Excepting yourself!" she said.
He turned away, and laid his hand 

upon the door.
"And you will not?”
“And I—cannot!” he • responded. 

“Go now—every .moment—
He put out his hand to her, and she 

took it in hers and held It for a mo­
ment, her tearless eyes fixed on his, 
as If she hoped even against hope, at 
that last moment, to see some signs 
of yielding; but his eyes met hers with 
the sad firmness and resignation they 
bad worn all through.

'Good-by—God bless you—the best
and sweetest and truest-----” His
voice broke; the warder opened the 
door, and Faradeane, seeing Bessie 
standing in the corridor, beckoned to 
her. “Bessie!” and be held out his 
hand with a faint smile. “Take care 
of her! She looks so ill—and weak. 
Take care of her—and never let her 
come here again! Good-by—don’t cry, 
Bessie."

“Now, ladies, please!” said the 
warder, respectfully, but firmly.

As the door closed with a heavy 
clang, Olivia started and turned with 
a little cry of agony and despair to 
ward the cell.

Then Bessie drew her aside. The 
colonel put them in the brougham, 
and Olivia sank back, white and ex­
hausted;. but there were no tears in 
her eyes, though Bessie cried bitter­
ly.

When they had got home Olivia 
made her way upstair*, and, throwing 
herself down on her knees beside the 
bed, hid her face in her hands, one 
thought taking possession of her to 
the exclusion of all else. She forgot 
that she was married to Bartley Brad 
stone, forgot that In the bosom of her 
wedding-dress was the sum for which 
she had sold herself, forgot even her 
father and his great need. All she 
remembered was that Harold Fara­
deane lay in prison charged with the 
awful crime of murder ; and that, un 
less some hand was stretched forth to 
save him, his days were numbered.

mered Bartley Bradstons; and he took 
the note to the other end of the rbom. | 

It wae only one line;
I wish to see you.—F.
Bartley Bradstone stared at it, and | 

| bit at his lips nervously.
“Just say all right, will you?” he 

said to the policeman. “You—you can 
get something to drink in the ser­
vants’ hall. Er—er—by the way, is 
Mr. McAndrew back yet?”

"No, sir,” replied the man. “Not yet, 
sir. Rather strange his keeping away 
so long; but I suppose he’s getting 
evidence in London. There’s never 
any knowing what these big detectives 
are after."

When the policeman had gone, Bart­
ley Bradstone dropped into a chair 
and bit his nails, glancing now and 
again at the peremptory summons.

"He—he orders me about like a 
I dog,” he muttered, with an oath. "Just 
like a dog! But I’ve got to go. Yes,

| though I’d rather give a thousand 
pounds than face him, I’ve got to go. 

j He’s got me, curse him! Got me 
tight! If there was any way out of 

| it, any chance-----”

Believe me—believe me—it would be 
useless. The evidence is conclusive. 
No jury in England could tail to find 
me guilty. No one can stretch out a

CHAPTER XXX.
“Quits."

That afternoon a policeman walked 
up to The Maples and inquired for 
Mr. Bradstone. That gentleman was 
standing at the window, his hands 
thrust in his pockets, his head sunk on 
his breast, and the sight of the con­
stable sent the blood rushing through 
his head, and made him clutch at the 
window-sill with a gasp of dread.

“A letter, sir, from the prisoner, 
said the man.
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He got up with a groan, and went to 
the sideboard for the familiar brandy, 
then put on his hat, and with as calm 
a countenance as he could command, 
walked down to the prison.

Faradeane was pacing to and fro 
with a steady, thoughtful stride; and, 
as he faced his visitor, Bartley Brad­
stone started at the change which the 
close confinement—and the ordeal of 
Olivia’s visit, though Bartley did not 
know that—had worked In the hand 
some face and stalwart figure.

"You—you sent for me,” he said, 
unsteadily, and carefully avoiding 
Faradeane’s stern, searching eyes 

“Yes; you were wise to come.
"Of course I should come,” mumbled 

Bradstone. “If there Is anything I can 
do—God knows I’m wretched and mis­
erable enough,” he broke off with a 
whine, "I feel as If I could shoot my­
self.”

"I dare say,” said Faradeane, not 
contemptuously, but with simple as 
sent more biting than the most polish­
ed scorn, "But you cannot do that;
It would reveal the truth, and cover 
her with the shame from which I—and 
you—have resolved to shield her at all 
cost. At all cost, do you hear me?”

”1 hear,” said Bartley Bradstone, 
leaning against the table and looking 
round the cell with a shudder. "I’ll 
do anything. I said I would when- 
when

’I agreed to take your crime upon 
my hands and suffer for you,” sail 
Faradeane, grimly. “I have sent for 
you to tell you what you must do.”

He looked up almost eagerly.
What is it?”

“You muât leave England,” said 
Faradeane, slowly and deliberately, as 
if he were propounding a carefully 
considered scheme.

Bartley Bradstone’s eagerness in­
creased.

‘I’ll do it,” he said. “I—I’ve thought 
all along it would be better for me to 
get away. There’s no knowing what 
may turn up. This detective fellow 
from London, I don’t like the look of 
him,” and he covertly wiped the per­
spiration from his pallid forehead. 
"He might find out-

What can he find out?” asked Fara­
deane, sternly, and with a searching 
look. "What had this woman done to 
you that you should shoot her?

T didn’t mean to! I swear it!” ex­
claimed Bradstone, with a terrible 
oath. "I—I only meant to frighten 
her, and—and the cursed thing went 
off, and-----”

He dashed his hands before his eyes 
and shuddered.

Faradeane turned away with a 
spasm of disgust.

“What hold had she on you?” he^de­
manded.

Bartley Bradstone shot a suspicious 
cunning «lance at him.

’She—she wanted me to marry her,” 
he said, in a low voice.

’You—you cur!” he said, not ang­
rily, but with infinite scorn.

"When—when she found I. was mar­
ried already she threatened to—to go 
then and there to the Grange and 
blare out a scandal before—before 
Olivia."

Faradeane winced as the beloved 
name left the man’s lips,

“And I—I couldn’t stand it! It 
drove me mad! That’s It! I wae mad 
—mad! But 1 didn’t mean to shoot 
her, only to frighten her.”

Faradeane got as far from him as
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the small cell would permit, and, look 
ing down at him, said, slowly and 
sternly:

“Take that paper and write as 
tell you.”

Bartley Bradstone looked up fear 
fully.

“What are you going to get me to 
do?” he whined. “Don’t—don’t be 
hard on me for—for her sake.” 

Faradeane pointed to the paper.
“Let there be as few words as pos 

slble between us, if you please. Write 
as I tell you. Refuse, and I give you 
up here and now.”

Trembling and shaking, the wretch­
ed man clutched the paper.

I, Bartley Bradstone, shot the wo­
man called Bella-Bella in Harkwood 
Spinney. ,

"Sign it.” ........ ....
Bradstone lifted his ashen face.
“Good God! You—you seem 

mean to hang me, after all," he gasp- 
ed. "After all your fine talk of saving
her from trouble-----”

’,’Silence!" said Faradeane, sternly, 
“Do as I bid you. There is no time 
for hesitation ; the warder will be here 
In a very few minutes. If that is not 
written and you have not solemnly 
pledged yourself to carry out my 
scheme for your safety—for your 
safety, do you hear?—I send for Col 
on el Summertord and denounce you.

With a groan, Bartley Bradstone 
wrote the short confession. It was so 
feeble a scrawl, so twisted and broken 
as to be almost illegible.

Faradeane took it—and as he did so 
the real criminal noticed that he 
touched It as one touches some nox 
ious thing—then folded it and put it in 
an envelope.

“Address it to Miss Van—to your 
wife,” he said, grimly.

Bartley Bradstone started and 
clutched at the table.

“To Olivia! To her!” he gasped 
"Is that your game? You—you know 
what she’d do. You know she’d hang 
me twice over, with Joy, to save you.”

Faradeane raised his hand, but let 
it fall to his side.

“Do no^ try me too hard,” he said, 
hoarsely. “Address it.”

With another groan, Bartley Brad­
stone obeyed. Faradeane took a sheet 
of paper from his breast-pocket and 
placed It before him.

Bartley Bradstone read it and ut­
tered an exclamation, and staggered to 
his feet; then sank down again, as if 
too weak to stand. This is what Fara­
deane had written:

Your husband has left England for­
ever. If. at any time, under any pre- 

| tence, he should break the vow he 
has made to me, and attempt to claim 
you, open the enclosed envelope 
While he retrains from troubling you, 
keep it sacred and inviolate, and if he 
should die, leaving you unmolested, 
burn it. You have spoken of your 
friendship; In the name of that friend­
ship, with all the earnestness of a 
man over whom hangs the shadow of 
death, I leave you this charge. My 
honor is in your hands.

HAROLD FARADEANE.
M (To be Continued.)

BOOKS FOR B1GBER 
EDUCATION EXAMS.

j AND ALL OTHERS NOW IN STOCK.

PRIMARY.
Literature—Richard of the Lion 

Heart, Ballads of British History.
History—Blackie’s History Reader, 

Book 3; Cambridge History Reader, 
Book 2.

Hygiene—The Way to Health, Part 1.
PRELIMINARY.

Literature—Richard of the Lion 
Heart, Xmas Carol, Ballads of Brit­
ish History, Book 1.

History—Nelson’s Highroads, Book 
4A, Prothero’s, Gardiner’s, Part 1.

Hygiene—The Way to Health, Books 
1 and 2.

Scripture History—St. Luke. 
Geometry—Hall and Stevens’ Geom­

etry, Part 1.
Latin—Macmillan’s Shorter Latin, 

Part 1.
Book-keeping — Thornton’s Primer 

and Easy Exercises.
School Management—A Primer of 

School Method, or Practical. School 
Method.

Domestic Economy — Chamber’s 
Home Management Manuals, 1 and 2.

Algebra—First Algebra, by Baker 
and Bourne; Hall & Knight’s, Black 
ie’s.

INTERMEDIATE.
Literature — A Book of English 

Prose, Grey’s Elegy.
Geometry—Hall ft Stevens’, Books 

1, 2 and 3.
History—Gardiner’s Outlines, 56 to 

1910; Hist. Geography of the British 
Colonies, Prothero’s.

Navigation—Macmillan’s Primer of 
Navigation.

Chemistry & Physics—Jones’, Greg 
ory & Simmonds.

Household Science—Home Manage 
ment Manuals, 1, 2 and 3.

Latin—Macmillan’s Shorter Latin 
Course, Part 2; Eutropius, Macmillan' 
Elementary Classics.

Greek—First Greek Book, by White. 
French — Siepmann’s P r 1 m a r 

French, Part 2.
Office Routine — The Beginner’ 

Guide to Office Work.
School Management — Garlick = 

Primer of School Method, Practical 
School Method, Cox ft McDonald.

Scripture History—Old Testament History.
ASSOCIATE.

English—Henry VIII., Julius Cae 
sar, Saul and Rabbi Ben Ezra, Es 
says and Tales, by Joseph Addison.

Literature — Richard II., Quentin 
Durward.

Navigation—Hall’s Theory ft Prac 
tlce of Navigation.

Education—Lectures on Teaching 
or Manual of Method, Garlick Fitch ; 
Foster’s ft Shore’s Physiology.

Algebra—Baker ft Bourne’s Elem 
Algebra, or. Hall ft Knight’s Elem 
Algebra.

Trigonometry — Hall ft Knight’s, 
Pendlebury’s.

Geometry—Euclid, Books 1-4.
Latin—Caesar, Book 2: Cicero—In 

CaTalinan, Orantlo Prima.
Greek—Xenephon’s Anabasis, Book 

1; or Euripides Hecuba.
History—Hist, Geography of the 

British Colonies, Rodger’s,
Geology—Gelkle’s Classbook of Ge­

ology.
Hygiene — Practical Domestic Hy­giene.
Elementary Physics — Lessons in 

Physics, by Higgins.

S.E. GARLAND,
Leading Bookseller.
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' Dogs Head ”
Brand,

“Bass e” and 1 
Guinness’s” Stout,

QUARTS

As we have a large stock of 
QUARTS

to dispose of during the re­
maining 3 months we will ac­
cept a reduced price to clear.

J. C. BAIRD. I
Water Street.
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Coats
FOR FALL AND WINTER NOW SHOWING AT y *

BLAIR’S
Our Values are Absolutely the 

Best Obtainable.
This year’s style in Coats is distinctive. The' Coat with the 

flare (or wide) skjrt is the mode. Coats this year are either 
without belts or come with a half belt effect. This is quite dif­
ferent from last season’s Military Coat, ,which had a belt all 
round and was much tighter in the skirt.

Despite increasing cost of Coats, through rising prices of 
materials, and the fashions demanding more cloth in each, we 
are enabled to offer you the NEWEST GOODS at the LOWEST 
PRICES. This we are enabled to do by our early contracts and 
also by our moderate margin of profit, which has built us up 
such a successful coat business, as it is well known our values 
are the best. Our prices are:—

$4.90, 5.90, 6.90, 7.90, 9.50 and upwards
We are also busy opening a full selection of

Misses’, Children’s and 
Infants’ COATS,

which you can depend will be the best values procurable.

Henry Blair
♦ >4te*»«J»«M**S.S ................................... ...................ft t .... ................

Have just opened our new 
Spring Suitings. We were 
fortunate in securing a 

splendid range of

English Worsteds 
and Irish and 
Scotch Tweeds.
Notwithstanding the scar­
city of the woollens and the 
drawbacks in freights, we 
are able to show as good a 
selection as before the war. 
The latest in cut, the best 
in make. Write for sam­
ples and self - measuring 
cards.

Fountain and 
Stylographic Pens I

We have a large stock of both. The 
Fountain Pens priced from 85e. to 
$6.00, and the Stylos from 55e. to $1.75 
each.
The "Beaver” Fountain Pen, 86», 85c. 

and 70c. each.
The “Camel” Fountain Pen, with Gold 

Pen, $1.75.
The “Falcon” Fountain Pen, 45c.
The "B. ft H.” Self-Filling Fountain, 

fitted with Gold Pen. Prices $L75 
and $8.50.

The "Temco” Fountain Pen, a pen 
of superior writing qualities, fit­
ted with 14k. Gold Pen. Price 
$5.00.

The “Onoto”, a self-filler, built to last 
a lifetime, $L60 each; gold band­
ed, $5.80.

STYLO PENS.
The "British Bulldog”, 66c.
The “Scotch Collie” In mottled vul­

canite, 75c.
The "St. Bernard,” large Ink holding 

capacity, Me.

GARRETT BYRNE,
Bookseller A Stationer,
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NEW
Convertible Collar 

OVERCOATS.
We are meeting with great success with our new style two: collar effect Overcoats.

This Coat
in single or double-breasted is made long with belt at back, and 
can be worn with lapels turned back or buttoned up to the chin 
with motor collar. Made in a" great variety of prices and goods.

Ask Your Dealer 
for Our Coats.
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“Many of us Have Beei 
Saying That For Years’
Bishop Bury Points Out The Great |

Possibilities of a Permanent Anglo-
Russian Alliance—The Affinities <<t
the Two Peoples.
The world is’ coming to see that] 

there arc strong spiritual affinities) 
between the English and Russian peon 
pies, and that in the future they) 
should work together for the world a 
good.

Many of those who protested agaln^ 
an alliance with Russia overlooked 
this fact, and they should careful!?! 
read a striking article by Right Rev[ 
Herbert Bury, the'Englleh Bishop fo 
North and Central Europe, contrthui) 
ed to that most Interesting review. 
Twentieth Century Russia (Is.).

In Russia, says Bishop Bury, "fai 
and wide' Is the conviction, alroailjl 
firmly hold and steadily Increasin''! 
that there are no two people, not will, 
standlnu.their distinctive, character ,| 
more naturally adapted to agree to j 
get her! and so support each other and 
bring their common Interests lmq 
mutual confidence and support. .

The Coming Together.
The Russians are feeling every via 

more affectionately attracted toward 
ourselves, while the English* peopl 
are feeling even more interested In al| 
things Russian. We are both beii 
true to our national characteristics 1 
the progress—for I like to think then 
is progress—of our alliance. Tie 
Russians are putting their hearts in: 
it, as led by their friendly disposé 
tions and affectionate natures; whil 
we, with our habitual caution and r 
serve, are learning all we can.' and 
consulting and pondering how far w 
can trust and repose confidence; bn 
the result is a sure and steady com 
ing otgether of the two peoples.

“It was in Siberia that I first bega 
to see the great possibilities of a per 
manent Anglo-Russian alliance, 
learnt at the different mines wher 
the proprietors and staff are British 
and all those employed are Russia: 
subjects, and excellent relations ar 
maintained between the two, how wel 
fitted we and they are to get on to 
gether and understand each other.

Notable Conversation.
“I remember also, when at Tsarj 

skoe Selo last, X was waiting for a fe\j 
minutes until the Emperor was able t 
see me, and entered into conversatioi 
with a distinguished general in at 
tendance, and expressed myself b 
this effect, he became quite excited a 
he said: "Why, many of us have be' i 
saying that for years, and with til 
greatest conviction and expectatlor 
and your own countrymen seem mi 
to have oil Idea of it.

“Later, also, when saying the sam 
thing to one of our leading diploma' 
ists ,at home, who thoroughly know

Clothing

In stock the followir 
GOSSAGE’S WHÉI 
GOSSAGE’S HOUSl 
GOSSAGE’S MAGK 
GOSSAGE’S PlTRIl 

All size bo|

geo. m.

|C \

l


