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Dr. Wilson’s Herbine Bitters
are specially valuable. The blood is
apt to be clogged with l’mpuriti’n
which are the cause of headaches, indi-
gestion and that tired feeling which

comes with the Spring.
Dr. Wilson’s Herbine Bitters have
stood the test of fifty years
and have proved to be a
true blood purifier,
- ————— > g
BRAYLEY DRUG COMPANY, Liwtt 8
Wholesale Dru%g(ists <
St John, N.

Deadshot Wormstick 10c. in candy form

for children is a safe and never failing cure.
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firand Allianes;
sl
Love That Knew No
Bounds.

CHAPTER XXXI.
Then Richard Drayton made up his
Leonora’s flutter-
He went
“After

mind what to do.
ings were calming down.
up to the man beside her.

all” said he, curbing a strong in-

clination to kick this cozener, “there

is something else ‘I must speak of to
you. Suppose we step out together
for half an hour?” ;

“Oh, tiresome!” murmured Leonora
to her pale fiance,

“One minute only, cherie!” he an-
swered in the same tone, stopping to
lift her white hand to his mustache;
then the two went out in the lobby
together, and -in one man’s scowl of
contemptuous disgust the other saw
his game was up.

My hat! My gloves! Ah,
the lazy beggai‘ is not here. I must
wait upon myself. Excuse me.” And
with that he dived with snake-like
rapidity into an unlighted passage,
whence for nigh five minutes his
companion impatiently awaited his
return. No sign of him then, Rich-
ard Drayton followed in the same di-
went through baize-covered

“Jean!

rection;
doors,- down a long corridor ending
with a second staircase, up which
came Jean, humming gayly. Then it
all flashed on him. Number eighteen
was a double house; a corner house.
- By the side entrance the bird had
flown. “Monsieur  Morecoombe-
‘Wood? Oh, he has set out since many
minutes—rapidly! - Woull Monsieur
return to Madame Alwyn?”’ asked
Jean, and to his excessive mortifica-
tion Mr. Drayton felt that was the
-only thing he could do.

Ushered again to her salon, the

. lady was doubly surprised to receive
him alone. Tenfold more when he
begged a private interview, and—
Leonora, in bewildered annoyance,
having swept away in through fold-

. ing doors, to throw herself on a
couch in the next room, and listen at-

. tentively to every sentence uttered in
- the one she had left—beyond expres-
pion startled at what he had then to
LN AT 450 4 6 11 0 1)
“Am I satisfied with the marriage

- projected for my daughter?’ Thus

. he broke the ice. “Of course I am,
Mr. Drayton! Mr. Morecoombe-Wood

_is a gentleman of property, of leisure,
~of undeniable position, of excellent
birth. His family is irreproachable.

ter, his closest friend, has visited us
here. . He can not speak too highly of
him, . My daughter stays with Count
Kuster’s circle through the winter
Berlin season: I do trust”—faltering

expression, “you are not come to me
with any annoying hearsay. Slander
floats in Paris as well as other plac-
es. But I have no desire to hear any
of Mr. Morecoombe-Wood.”

“My dear madame,” was the reply,
“I wish fervently I had mo worse than
slander to report. Try your utmost
not to be upset. But there is no time
to lose. The truth must out come
what may. I am bound to tell you
this man you have received as ‘Mr.
Morecoombe-Wood’ is just plain
Francis Thompson: a fraudulent
clerk in England; a thief in his em-
ployment in Brazil; - a card-sharper
noted in a dozen cities; an unmitiga-
ted scoundrel under all conditions.
You have but one thing to be thank-
ful for in your connection with him—
that is, that you have probably seen
the last of him.”

“The—last—of him!” gasped Mrs.
Alwyn, her cheeks shriveling with
anger and fright beneath their coat-
ing of cosmetics. “Mr. Drayton, this
I—you—he shall con-
front you! He shall disprove this!
Take me—take me to him! How can
I, how can my child, know peace till
we find this false!” And with fren-
zied weeping and fright, powder and
rouge rubbed off, leaving a woman
grotesquely aged and faded, Mrs. Al-
wyn demanded a carriage to take her
and Mr. Morecoombe-Wood’s calumn-

fator to the Boulevard de Maresherbes
there to win denial for these most

abominable accusations!

is—not true!

Poor lady, the miserable drive had
a yet more miserable end. The swin-
dler, never unprepared, had got the
start of them. From his elegant ap-
partement, hired, not as he had assur-
ed them for the year, but for one
month only, the eoncierge told them;
furnished not from his purse but from
his landlord’s; monsieur had but a
short quarter of an hour before re-
moved many personal belongings,
“summoned to Bordeaux!” And not
his belongings only were missing.

“Where,” cried Mrs. Alwyn, “are
the cases of china ’sent here direct
from England? They were to Dbe
ready when my daughter came. We
were to have a frieze of ‘Spode,” Mr.
Drayton, worth a hundred guineas!
There was Wedgwood too. And a
piece of Falence de Henri Deux!
Priceless! Where is it? Where is
my daughter’s trousseau? Half had
been sent here. They were to have
come on Saturday themselves. There
was lace! There were jewels! Mr.
Drayton, Mr. Drayton, I am losing
my senses! What am I to do? What
am I to do?” :

Difficult, this, to answer.

Between the wrath of the unpaid
concierge, the lady’s ravings, and his
own imperfect command of French,
Richard Drayton had a distracting
night of it. Back at the Avenue Bois
de Boulogne sounds reached the salon
where he was left awhile, of- Leon-
ora’s bewailing, upbraiding, blaming,
her mother fondling, soothing, scold-
ing, retorting; both finding their one
congolation in casting the onus of
this catastrophe upon each other; a
deplorable duet, lasting till long after
midnight.

Then, tortured and disheveled, the
elder lady appeared again, revealing
a yet more serious cause for her vio-
lent agitation.

“Mr. Drayton, if this horrible night-
mare be true, where is the—man?
He must be found, detained; for he
has grossly robbed me!”

“If you loss be bearable, I would
almost counsel your putting up with
it for the sake of your daughter. If
you move the law against him you
will only have to suffer painful pub-
licity, and he owns nothing but ill-
gotten gains at cards. Nothing can
be i'gcovered of him.”

“But it must! It shall!” half
shrieked Mrs. Alwyn, and then di-

-| vulged the further fact that besides

smaller sums” lent him “Just till his

pdlvldends‘ came in,” and for furniture

whigh he represented himself as pur-
chasing, the sharper had actually in-

| ?w‘m ’ d‘” into taking’ her

alf ‘her entire
the English

angrily before Mr. Drayton’s pitying |

ness, only to have her worst fears
confirmed. In fatuous credulity she
had been befooled of five thousand
pounds, and Richard Drayton dared
hold out no hope of recovering one
farthing!

He went by daybreak to set the po-
lice astir, Mrs. Alwyn insisting on
that course, the result of which was
the discovery, some four-and-twenty
hours later, that the swindler, in flax-
en wig, and yet another alias, had

for an American port. Whether he
had meant to carry out the marriage
on the ensuing Saturday,
wrong his victims yet more heavily,
conld never now be known.

Major Villiers, stopped by telegram
from coming over, so strongly urged
by letter their making the best of a
wery bad business, ‘that all idea of
legal retribution was discarded. At
the end of the week Mr. Drayton left
the bitterly distressed ladies prepar-
ing to give Paris a wide berth as
soon as they should be fit to travel.
Then, remembering it for the . first

time it all this hurly-burly, hé ven-
tured the suggestion that the pre-

sence of Mrs. Alwyn’s youngest
daughter might be some comfort now.
Might he, or might Miss Dicie, send
Miss Sydney to her?

But the mother answered, with con-
centrated irritation, “Most . certainly
not. My daughter has chosen to strip
herself of all that might have helped
us. Now, therefore, less than ever
can I condone her willfulness or suf-
fer her return!” And seeing she was
too angry and too actually ill to be
reasoned with, Mr. Drayton had to
take back to England this unsatis-
factory reply as the corner-stone of

and so

his—in so many ways—most unsatis-
factory expedition.

CHAPTER XXXII.
When Sydney woke after
strange night of overwrought
tions ,the sun high in the heavens,
and sounds about the house, told her

that
emo-

usual rising hour long past.

As she fully roused to realization
of what crimsoned her cheeks and
smote her with a pain she could not
have parted from for worlds, a light
tap sounded at the door, and Miss
Jean’s head was cautiously intruded.
“Oh, awake- this time!” she exclaim-
ed, advancing cheerfully. “I looked
in twice before, but I wouldn’t allow
Fanny to disturb you. ‘No, Fanny,’ I
said; “when people sleep so heavily,
it is a sign they require it; though
it I reasoned like that for mysell
I should be rarely up before noon. I
am sure the birds were twittering and
it was getting quite dawn tc-day be-
fore I had had a single doze!”

This was a general delusion of Miss
Jean’s, a harmless hallucination, nev-
er gainsaid in her household. But
this morning the martyr-like boast
carried with it singular dread. Ner-
vously determining to hear the worst
at ‘once, Sydney lifted her head to ask,
“Did anything disturb you, then, so
very much last night?” And the
suave self-delusion of the reply—“Oh,
nothing fresh! Only, as you may im-
agine, after such an agitating talk
with. my poor brother I was not able
to close my \eyes for hours!”—was a
relief beyond expression. The new
‘mystery of her own ilfe, ineffable, fol-

she could keep safe from outside cog-
nizance. To have _had the other
phase o fthe late hours’ brief drama
suspected, known, would have been
terrible. Miss Jean’s shocked inves-
tigations, their inevitable  sequence,
Mr. Babbington’s officially scandaliz-
ed upbraidings, these Mr. Hurst was
spared. Immeasurably grateful she
felt that this was so. '

‘ While Sydney rapidly thought, Miss
Jg;n‘cha}ted on: wondered Miss Grey
could sleep with undrawn curtains;
it was bad for her eyes; she always
be) his. Yes,

got safely off from Havre and set sail

ly, sweet, miserable as it might be,|

hépe for him. She quite imagined he
had done a®s much for himself, but go-
ing off as he had this rhorning to Dr.
Legh showed her mistaken.

« “Gone!” Sydney echoed, sitting up,
he fears’ for him all starting to the

fore again. ~*When? Had Mr. Hurst
left Wynstone that morning?”

*“Good gracious;” cried Miss Hurst.
“Do you sleep in a dressing-gown,
Miss Grey? Haven't you ' sufficient
blankets? Wou)d you like Cousin
Priscilla’s knitted quikt? Why didn’t
you tell me you were cold?”

“I am not, indeed,” Sydney stam-
mered, “only—my head ached. I fell
asleep with this on. And you said—
Mr. Hurst—" :

(To be Continued.)

The
Gatlin
Treatment

EST. 1900.

For Drink or Drug Habit

The results accomplished by
the Gatlin Treatment have caus-
ed the establishment of Insti-
tutes throughout the world for
the cure of the liquor and drug
habits. This great treatment
quickly and permanently re-
moves the craving for stimu-
lants, tones up the entire sys-
tem, placing the patients in the
same or better mental and phy-
sical condition as before the
habit was formed.

The Gatlin Treatment is ad-

ministered without hypodermic
injections, contains no powerful

nerve-racking drugs, nothing in

any way harmful, is quick, cer-
tain and lasting in its effects.
Through its efficiency thousands
of men and women have been
permanently cured.

Special treatment will be fur-
nished those who prefer taking
treatment at home. For com-
plete information 'sent in plain
envelope, address—

GATLIN INSTITUTE Ltd,

41 Longard Road,
HALIFAX, NS,
may6,13i,w,s
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A NEW

TOTALLY

Not only softer, smoother, more satistying
than any other, but distinguished by the
*“True Oriental Odor,” a fragrance inimi
table in its subtlety and charm,
2

In addition to Massatta, we :

line of Luze!l’s Famous Spec‘;z;trlz.:.a &T“:Ig:
the most exquisite Perfumes, delightful Toilet

Waters superb Creams, and Powd
Questionable excellence. _am

At all Druggists, St. John’s, Nfid.

The Hooks that never
O, MUSTAD & SON, the largest manu-
tacturers of fish hooks in the world.
These Hooks are the
shaped and best fi
Mustad’s Key Brand as exclusively
atad im Nreway dec23.00d.tf

~ JUST IN:
10T-0FUN and
COMIC LIFE

for quarter ending March 1914,

containing

Bright and interesting Stories,

Large es of Comic Pictures

- and :

The Best School and Detective
Stories. - 5

Evening
Telegram
Fashion Plates.

4 Catalogue Scrap Book of eur Pat-

~tern Cuts. Thouwnlbotondve?ng

useful te refer te from time to time,

9957—A PRACTICAL USEFUL

Ladies' Bungalow Apron, with or

without Sleeve and Collar, and in
High or Square Neck OQutline.

Percale, gingham, seersucker, drill,
cambric, lawn, chambrey or kinder-
garten cloth may be used for this
style. The fronts are fitted with darts.
This model affords ample protection
for the dress, and is cool and com-
fortable. The pattern is cut in 3
sizes: Small, Medium and Large. It
requires 41% yards of 36 inch material
for a Medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in sil-
ver or stamps.

9715.—A PRACTICAL GARMENT.

i

s Ladies’ Apron,
rcale, gingham, lawn, seersucker
demin, and alpaca are suitable for this
design. It is fitted with shoulder
and underarm seams, and , finished
with a shaped sleeve trimming, and
Pockets. The pattern is cut in 3
f':::si: Su;?/.ll, Medium and Large. It
uires 414 yards of 36 inch
foxl" a medium size. i,
pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt i
silver or stamps. e [

e, e 28 Bs pe
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Address in full:we

Nlll' $0 %4 3 Deee e 2@ NS e >exane

ﬂ.&.!‘.‘ll.lnl‘““nll‘nn

C.ll.lnll..‘ﬂl'lnnnl]nt.

N.B.—Be sure to cut out th

tration and send with the  coupon,
:;etuuyinlled ::t. , rn cam
Price 100 Gns h‘;.l than 156 days.
or stamps. Address:

The Home Dressmaker should keep |

DESIGN. |

Lobsters, Scallops,
HALIBUT, elc.

LOBSTERS,
SCALLOPS,

’Phone 379

for

HALIBUT,
FRESH HERRING,
May 21st.
And by Shenandoah:

2 cwt. WILTSHIRE BACON.
12 LOAF CHEDDAR CHEESE.
CAMBRIDGE PICKLES.

’Phone
319

.

\

E. BEARNS,

here Quality Counts.

"Phone
379

Style,
Quality,

“hose are three poinfa
« which our Suits Eie
ell all others, :

: .
Our Spring
Suitings

have arrived, inéluding
novelty & staple shades,
direct from the London
market. All personally

selected. No two alike.

Call and convince your-
gelf,

CHAPLI

THE STORE
o THAT PLEASEE_

@

We Carry a Full Line of High Crade
Marmalades, Jams, Jellies
and Fruits!

=

JANS.
Hartley’s,
Robertson’s,

MARMALADE,
Robertson’s,
~ Golden Shred & Scotch,
Hartley’s,
Tangerine, Ginger,
Orange,
Heinz,
Grape Fruit,

JELLIES.,

Red Currant, in 1% Ib. tins.
Pure Apple, in 1 Ib. tins,
Aspie, without wine & liqueur.
Genuine Guava.

Pure Calve’s Feet.

Pure Gold, assorted,
Khora.

FRUITS IN TINS.
Sliced Apricots.
Pears.
Sliced Peaches.
White Cherries.
Egg Plums.

FRUITS IN GLASS.
Strawberries.
Elvas Plums.
Greengages.

Cherries, Pears.

FRESH FRUIT.
Cal. Navel Oranges.
Table Apples.
Yal. Oranges.
Cal. Pears.
Ripe Bananas.
Tangerines.
Pineapples.
Ripe Tomatoes.
Cocoanuts.

BOWRING BROTHERS, Ltd.

GROCERY,

’Phone —332




