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WOIIAN SOILL
‘GOULD NOT WALK

lydh E.Pinkham’sVegetable
Compound Restored Her
to Health.

Perth Am N.J. = ““For three
rears I suffe: ' with s severe female

could notwalk across
the floor., The doc-
tor said I would h:vo
tohlvean
I read about Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vege-
dlliitable Compound in
i my nevntpa?or and
tnod it. Now I am better, strong,
have no pains, backache or dizZy spells.
Every one tells me how well I look, and
I tell them to use Lydia E. inkbam’s
Ve etable [Compound — that is what
es me feel well and look well. I
reoomxnended it to my sister and she
I;usmg it now. . You can use this letter
you wish, for it is certunlv a grard
remedy for a woman’s ills.”” — Mrs,
MARTHA STANISLAWSKI, 524 Pemn St.,
Perth Amboy, N.J.
For forty years L
Vegetable Compound hasbeen overcom-
ing such serious conditions as dufhce-
ments, inflammation, ulceration, irreg-
ularities, periodic pains, backache, diz-
ziness, and nervous prostratlon of
women, and 1 is now considered the stan.
Aard r - - for eneh ailments.
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CHAPTER XXIX.

“Yes—that is it; I am tired,” said
Decima, dully.

She went into the bedroom. A fire
was burning brightly.

The woman lighted some candles,
and looked round tentatively.

“#Jg there anthing I can got you,
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L He loved her! Bo hhd sad ‘203 his

words.
Oh, how happy M was! To be
loved by him! “Every thought is of

and soul! You hold my heart in the
hollow of your hand!” What words
they were! And they were true, true;
28 he'could not speak falsely.

$ow happy she was! Was there

evpr & girl in the world so bl d, 8o

you! I love you with. all my heart-
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fortudate as she? To be loyved by him!
To know that his love was so-gresat
that he kept her ribbon—the poor
little. faded ribbon!—next his heart,
day and night, just because she had
worft it in her hair. But wkat had
happened? Why did this terrible

‘| weight, this dragging fear and shame,

crush out-all her happiness?

Then she forced herself to remem-
ber, and so she recalled the discovery
of the portrait, his words “My wife!”
and all that had” passed afterward,
ghe opened her éyes and covered them
with her hand, and a low cry of mis-
ery. broke from her white and trem-
bling lips.

He was married. Another woman
was his wife; it was not she, Decima,
whom he ought to love, whom he could
marry. He belonged to some one slse—
the beautiful woman whose picture he
had held in his hand. Oh, what should
she do—what should she do? She lean-
ed forward, and rocked herself toand
fro. The anggish in her heart was like
a physical pain racking and tearing
at her.

She knew what she ought to do. She
ought to cease loving him from that
moment. - It was her duty, her solemn
duty, to tear his image from her
heart; to.love him no longer, to forget
him,

But, alas, for poor human nature!
she found she could not do this.

It is only the impossible heroines in
impossible, goody-goody novels who,
when they have discovered that the
man-they love is‘unworthy of them, 6r
married to another woman, rise and
nobly crush down their love, and cast
it from their hearts.

She ought to do it; but—well, she
could not,

miss? I'm sorry that one of my maids}, Her face burned with shame, her

ain’t here. Perhaps you'd let me take
your boots off for you?”

Decima sunk into a chair, and

thanked her; and the woman took off
the wet boots.
- "Why, miss, you're shivering with
cold!” she #hid. “Shall I get you a
little something? Lor’, I forgot as
everything is locked up! But I could
run round the cormer and get you
some brandy or some port wine.”

Decima forced a mechanical smile

to hér white, wan face.
. *0Oh, no, no; thank you!” she said.
“¥ shall be warm directly. It was
kind of you to make so nice a fire—
and, good-night!”

When the door had closed, cke sunk
back and shut her eyes.

What was it that had happened to
her? Let her try and think!
had been so happy—so happy—only
an hour ago; less than an hour ago!
What had happened since then?

But only‘the cause of her happiness
came: back to her at first. Ffhe re-
membered that Lord Gaunt had come
in, that they had sat talking, that his
presence had filedd her with a kind of
gladness and pleasure. And then—
he had told her that he loved her,'and
then, 'in a strange, mysterious way,
a veil secmed to have been torn aside
from her inner life, and she had
réalized that she loved him, that she
had loved ‘him for—oh, ever so long,
ever so long!’

The color stole to her white face,
her eyes became suffused with tears,
tears of joy and imfinite delight and
peace.

. As she sat there, she conid hear
his voice. “I love you—I love. you!”
it had said to her. Oh, wonderful, life-
giving ‘words! She could see bie face
—it stole between her closed lids and
her eyes—the handsome face she
loved so dearly. She could feel his
kisses upon her lips, upon hLer hair,
and ‘a thrill ran through her. and the

_Aip “tired as a dog”
and sleep is full of
- ugly dreams you need
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heart grew hot amid its pain-as she
realized that, notwithstanding what
she had learned that evening, notwith-
standing that another woman was Lord
Gaunt’s wife, she loved him still.

Ah, where was all Lady Pauline’s
teaching? In spite of it all, she was bad
and wicked, for she could not cast
“him off.-She loved him still. It was
horrjble, horrible! and her guilt weigh-
ed upon her and crushed her, so that
her head bent still lower in her shak-
ing hands.

Yet, how was she to help loving him
while his last words of entreaty were
ringing in her ears? He had knelt to
her as one kneels and prays for life
itself. He had said that he could not
live without her. And, alas! at that
moment her heart echoed his passion-
ate, despairing avowal. She felt that
she counld not live without him.

She slipped from the chair and to
her knees, trying to pray for strength
togbear this awful sorrow which was
breaking her heart; ‘but Gaunt’s face
rose before her; his voice rang in her
ears. Over and over again she went
through the scene, until it seemed to
be repeating itself in the very room,
as if he were still present. She rose
at last and began to undress, but still
mechanically. Hvery now and then she
paused and looked at her hand. He had
held it; she could feel his hand gvip-
ping it still. As she parted her hair
from her forehead she could. feel his
hand upon her head, the caressing fin-
gers, the lingering kiss,

“Oh, God help me; what shall I do?”
she wailed. “I love him, Why did he
make me love him so?™ °

Then ‘she remembered his misgery
and anguish, and a hot wave of pity
swept over her, -and swept away, for
a time, her own sorrow -and bitterness.
How he, too, must be suffering! He
had said that he loved her a thousand
times better than she loved him. It
was 'not possible, of course; but how
he must be suffering! She remember-
ed the expression of his face, the agony
ringing in his voice.

And she should never see him again!
The thought struck her heart like ice.
Never to see him again! All her life!
And she was so young! Why, she might
live to be an old woman! All those ter-
rible years stretching before her, in
which she should go on loving and
longing for him, and with no hope of
seeing him again! ;

Oh, why could she not die? It would

e had not been so very wcked; she
tried to lead the good life Aunt!
Pauline M held up for her. Would |
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he was bending over her, and she-put
out her hand as'ifto thrust hlm away,
sobbing: ‘o

“No, no! She is your wife. It is !he
whom ,you love, not me! You must not
touch me, kiss me!”

Toward morning she fell into the
deep sleep Of exhaustion; but the sleep
was one long dream, in which Gaunt
knelt before her, clutching at her arm,

"his voice rising and falling in the

anguish of his entreaty.

A little after eight o’clock the char-
woman knocked at the door, and De-
cima awoke. She tried to rise, but
could not. ‘It seemed as if her limbs
were weighed with lead, as if there
was one gpot in her brulx.l. burning like
a hot coal. J

The woman knocked again, and De-
cima called to her to come in. Her
voice sounded weak and ‘Strained, and
the woman hurried to the bed with a
vague alarm which grew into definite
dismay as she looked at the white face
with the two spots of crimson glowing
under the glittering eyes.

“Lor’, mis&! ain't you - well?™ she
said, aghast” “You look—you look as if
you was in a fever, that you do! You
must 'ave got a chill las’ night.”

Decima eyed her with profound in-
difference. '

“Yes; I think I am ill,” she said, as
if she were speaking of some one else,
some one who @id not matter in the
least, was of no possible importance.

“I feel as-if I could not move, and—|}’

and—my head is on fire.”

The woman was alarmed.

“I'll—TI'11 go for a doctor,” she sald,
half speaking to herself. “I don’t like
the looks of you at all, miss.”

Decima smiled indifferently; it was
a piteous smile.

“Do you think I am going to die?”
she asked, calmly, almost hopefully.

The woman forced a laugh.

“Not you, miss!” she said. “Lor’, it’s
only a feverish cold as ’ave took ’old
of you!”

Decima sighed and turned her head
away, and the woman, after looking
round helplessly for a moment, stole
from the room and did the most sen-
sible thing she could have done. There
was a telegraph office within a few
yards, and she wired to Lady Pau-
line, and then hurried on to the nearest
doctor.

When she came back, Decima was
staring at the ceiling with eyes which
shone “and glittered with fever, and
her hands were clinched on the satin
coverlet as if she were holding on to
consciousness by a supreme effort of
will.

‘When Lady Pauline
found the doctor bending over Decima,
applying iced bandages to the burn-
ing head. He.greeted Lady Pauline
with a silent nod, and, in silence, for
a moment she knelt beside the bed.
Then she said in a tremulous whisper:

“She is very ill! What is it?”

“Brain fever,” he said, gravely and

arrived, she|
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For Motor Boats and Motor Cars,
We have about 35 barrels on hand and

will -sell at $1.00 gallon, why pay $1.50
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Forewarnad
Forearmed'

Stanfield’s Under-
—wear is made to resist
attacks at all points.
It helps you repel
the invasion of winter
cold.

Its carefully woven
texture . gives maxi-
mum wear.

It won’t shrink and
become too small af-
ter one or two wash-
ings.

Different qualities
and sizes. Prices right
at

Dunhill's
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PIPES
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Absolutely the firiest Pipes adeland
acknowledged as’ such all. thé-Wworld

over.
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Bruyeres .. .. .. .. .-%75

Shell Briars

i $7.50
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on Sale-at Athé Store :
“Where -Quality Counts.” -

L. J. DULEY s Co., Ltd,

“The Reliable J ewelers and Optlclan&
ST. JOHN’S, N.F.
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aloud. There was no need to w'hispex'.i

for Decima could not hear..
“How did she come here? I know no-
thing!” she said, as she took off her

bonnet and cloak. .He was her own

doctor, and he spoke with the candor
which he knew she desired and would
approve.

“She came last night, about four o’-
clock, so the charwoman tells me.
Then she went out—to her brother’s—
and returned about ten. She was quite

well on her first arrival, so the wo-'

man says, but looked pale and tired
when she came in later.”
(To be continued.)
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SUPERIOR QUALITY

PICKLED MEATS.

In Stock :
Libby’s Special Plate Beef,
New York Jowls,
Light Family Mess Pork,
Spare Ribs--Tierces and barrels.

NEAL, Ltd.

Parlor
Furniture!

Your Living-room or Parlor will
surely need perhaps one—maybe
geveral new pleces of Furniture this
month when you’re smartening up
your rooms for the commg Christ-
mas..

‘Qur Showrooms are crammed with
the very things your rooms are
needing. Everything for walls and
floors as well as the Furniture itself.
Call and ask to see what you require
in our store, you are always welcome
here, and you are never importuned
JYo buy, but—if you do buy you can
“be quite sure of complete satisfac-
tion, both as regards quality and
price.

|U.S. Pieture & Portrait Co.

Prevent Leaks.

*“Ghampion’
Roofing.

200 Rolls iu Stock.

‘\
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Harris & Elliott, Ltd.

Wholesale Hardware Dealers.

qualities.

100 Per Cent. Value

The clothes we turn out are uniform in
style, quality am
suit is tailored wi
stitch sewn intao”
making of the siﬁt Rself

Every progresswe wdealer will readily
reahze the mcr%ronage and profit
he may enjoy- g clothes of such

workmanship. Every
vﬂge same care. Every
sas important as the

our ’ﬂanler for

VICTORY BRANﬂ CLOTHES.

The White Clothlng
Mig., Co., Ltd.,

Duckworth Street

S
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SLATTERY'’S

‘Wholesale Dry Goods

are now offéring ﬁ!:ﬁle:‘m the following

English and Ametim Dry Goods. .

‘English Curfain Net. =
English Art M
White Nainsook. -
Children’s White Dresses
lﬂ-:' gr‘i:“d Dresses,
. Gent’ ite Handker-

W‘ﬁte Curtains.

Children’s Gingham
Dresses.

Y.adies’ Handkerchiefs.
Gent’s Colored Handker-
chiefs.

Also a very large assortment of SMALLWARES.
sumv's msoonsmm
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