
Navel Oranges. 
Ripe Bananas. 
Dessert Apples.. 

California Lemons. 
Grape Fruit.

Huntley & Palmer’s
limited

Assorted Biscuits 
Fancy Cracknels «►,
Cream Crackers 

Breakfast Biscuits . 
Digestive Biscuits 

Ice Wafers ' <
Sugar Wafers 

Tea Rusks 1 4

Three Women
and this is wha

U. S. Picture & Portrait Co
Grafonola Department.cm and

kept them. She never knew 
an hdur without corns.

One used a harsh, unscien
tific treatment It was ineffi
cient and it often caused 
soreness.

The third applied Blue-jay, 
liquid o r filmier. Itwasdonein 
a moment and it stopped the 
pzun.Inalittlc while the whole 
com loosened i

Palethorpe’s
idge Sausages'Carol JHHHP

Stafford Sausages
It comes in theform you like

Gold Dishand came out best
methodsCease

, Ox Tongue in Glass ~ 
Oxford Brawn in Glass 
Tomato Brawn ht Glass 
hicken * Tongue in Glass

at least and try this.Blue-jay. k is
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A surb.|élief for

Ft WOMEN’S DISOR.
;£ DERS.

10 Day*’ Treatment Free.
Orange Lily is a certain 

relief for all disorders- of 
women. It is applied locally 
and is absorbed into the suf
fering tissue. The dead 
waste matter in the congest
ed region ia excelled, gir-
phy B I cà™ relîef : “'“blOodVessels and n^I^“ltBreAont!?Batre.tmenf U 
ened, and the circulation 1» tendered normal. Ae,.t^la
Tit ££& *SS*8SZ
o^the^omb'‘iSfTStoSwSBufflJ«t%? <^e

wo^Z At».
me her addreas.

Inclose * stamps and address Mrs. Lydia W. Ladd, Windsor. Ont 
SOLD BY LEADING DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE.

THE

fPhantom Lover.
eir-tte Anther of "A Bachelor Hus- 

hand.")
■ . -

•S2 CHAPTER XXXI.
•Raymond Ashton was always au 

outsider. . . . There* I won't say an- 
•ÿar word. You’ve come home, and 
thbt’s all that matters."

•It was only when they were safely 
UP in the room with the mauve cush
ions that she flung her hat down on the 
SOfa and dreV a long breath.
77‘Well, I never though^ we should be 

here together again,” she said-tragic
ally. ‘‘It seemed like the end of every
thing when I found your note on the ---------„-----
«flcuehion. I don’t know what I should j them, then who in the world didr she

had a letter from him since he went 
away, and that was on- New Year's 
Eve. It’s all been a mistake—a sham 
... he never cared tor me—he never 
really wanted me. . . •"

June threw away the cigarette and 
tried to raise Esther.

“What are you taking about? He did 
write to you—you told me yourself 
that he wrote beautiful letters—he 
sent you that money-rBsthfer! what 
do you meant?"

Esther looked up; for a moment 
June caught a glimpse of misty, sham
ed eyes.

"They weren’t from him ; those let
ters—the money never came from 
him,” she said in a stifled voice.

“What! My good child, have you 
gone out of your mind?"

June was a hundred, miles from 
guessing thé1 truth. "If hé didn’t write

have done if it hadn’t been for Micky.
‘-I don’t know what 1 should have 

done either," Esther said. She met 
June's eyes and flushed crimson. ‘Tve 
been horrid about h(m, I know," she 
added bravely. “And now I’m sorry.”

" June sail "Humph.” She sat for a 
moment staring at the floor, then she 
got up and searched for the inévitable 
cigarettes.

“You ought to go to bed,” she said 
in her most matter-of-fact tone. 
"Where did yoii sleep last night?”

"Nowhere—at least—we were in the 
train all night I did sleep a little, but

June took her by the shoulders..
"Off you go to bed, and don’t argue. 

I’ve had a fire put In your room, and 
Charlie is there with a new bow on. 
I’ll come and tuck, you up when you’re 
ready, and- .. . . "

'gut Esther refused to move.
-y c.'V.dh’t sleep If I went to bed. I‘ 

want to tell you about—about what’s 
happened. . . She paused breath
lessly, hut June was not going to help 
her.

*‘I don’t want to hear anything," she 
seid flatly. She looked at Esther and 
saw the tears in the younger girl’s 
efts. She put an arm round her, draw
ing her down to the sofa.

“Tell me all about it, then,” she said. 
"I’m just—Just longing to know.”

"But there isn’t much to tell, except 
Esther held out her left hand. 

“Em not engaged any more,” she said 
with a faint attempt to laugh. “He— 
Mr. Ashton—is married. . . .” :

' *:l know—Micky told me before we 
went to Enmore. I hope he's married 
a vixen who’s lead him an awful dance, 
tt would serve ;her right to let her 
knew the sort of man he is—to let her 
know the sort of letters he’s been 
writing to you—to show him up pro
perly.”

Esther hid her face in the mauve 
cushions.

"Oh, but he has never written to

demanded crisply. "And if he didn't 
send-the money, who In the wide world

She caiight her breath on a sudden 
illuminating thought.

“Esther . . . not—not—Micky!”
"Yes.” It was the smallest whisper, 

and it was followed by a tragic sil- ; it wasn’t fair.

curtly. “And of course, I didn't know— 
if I had, I should bare told him that 

-he was a tool to waste his time and 
money bn a girl Who thought nothing 
of him,” she added flatly. Her voice , 
changed all at once. “Oh, isn’t he Just 
splendid!’! she said emotionally. "I 
don’t understand it in the very least, 
why he has done it, or how he. man
aged it, or anything, but I think it’s 
the finest thing In all the world- 
Esther turned away,
, ”1 knew him before we met here— 
he wanted to tell you, but I asked him 
not to-.—" She stopped and dragged 
on again.

"I met him on New Year’s Eve—I 
was so miserable—there seemed no
thing to live for, and he was kind and 
so . . . so . . . ,1 told him a little of 
what wae wrong, and I suppose he 
guessed the rest.”

■ “And when he 'Went to Paris, that 
tlmp it was all for youf sake, and it 
was'for your sake be kept coming here 
—oh!’’—June rose to her feet with a 
gesture of intolerance—"if you don’t 
just adore the ground he walks on,” 
she said, "you ought to, and that’s all 
I’ve got to say."

Esther made no answer; she was 
looking into the gre with eyes that as 
yet sew only the ruins pf a dream that 
had been so. beautiful, the rapidly re
ceding shadow of the man whom she 
had once made à giant figure in her 
life.

“I never want to care for any one 
again," she said presently in a hard 
voice, “You told me once that people 
were happier it they didn’t love, and 
I think you were right.” "

“I wps an idiot to ever say such a 
thing," June cried to a rage. “And 
you’re a bigger idiot If you pretend to 
think I was right There’s nothing bet
ter in the whofc world than being lov
ed----- ” Her face flushed like a rose.
"It Micky had cared for me even 4 
quarter as well as he does tor ybu I 
would have married him, and that’s 
the truth,”, she declared. “It was only 
because I knew he hadn’t anything ex
cept friendship to offer me that I knew 

” She tried to cover
ence; then June got up and began 
walking aimlessly about the room; she 
felt as It she had beep robbed of aU 
breath.

Twice she turned and looked at Es
ther’s huddled figure, then, she went 
back, laid a hand on her arm and- said 
in an odd, gentle voice that was 
strangely unlike her own brisk tones ;

"And do you mean to say that you 
don’t Just think him the finest man in 
all the world?” . .

Esther sat up with sudden passion.

the serio’usness of her words with a 
laugh: She lit another cigarette. “And 
now, having got rfd of "my heroics, 
let’s talk sense,” she added more calm
ly. "But you ought to go to bed. You 
look, worn out. You’ll be a wreck in 
the morning."

”1 don’t -want to go to bed, I hive 
such a lot to tellyoy I shall have to 
leave here, of courte; I haven’t got 
any money. I must try and find a post. 

I I thought of asking Eldred’s to take 
"me,,back; there might be a vacancy

Say*
lieved by Lydia E. Pinkham’s

Owen Sound, Ont—“I suffered for 
ten years with female organic trouble, 
imSnnnnnrannmnneuraipa and mdi- 

geettbn,. and was 
weak and had such 
bad pains I could 
hardly walk or stand 
up at times. When-; 
I would sweep I 
would have to go and • 
lie dowh. I amid 
not deep at night, 
and would wander 
around the house 
half tne time. I tided

__everything butnoth-
ny good, and the last doc

tor I had told me he never expected 
me to be on my feet again or able to do 
a day ’s work. One day one of your 
little boojks was left at my door and my 
husband said I should try a bottle of 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com
pound. IthankGtodldid.foritrelieved 
me, and I am now well and strong. I 
think there is no remedy like the. Vege
table Compound for anyone who has my 
troubles, and have recommended it to • 
my neighbors. You can publish my letter 
for the benefit of those I can’t reach. ’’ ■ 
—Mrs. Hènry A. Mitchell, 1767 7th 
Ave., East, Owen Sound, Ont 

If you have any symptom aboutwhich. 
you would like to know write to ther Lydia 
E. Pinkham Medicine Co., Lyqn, Mass., 
for helpful advice given free of charge.

• «. Why buy imported biscuits when you can. get a BROWNIN 
. _ that fills every requirement. ,. ■

See display in KNOWLING’S CENTRAL window, then ask your dealer
X . for - • • ■ \ -

BROWNING’S BISCUITS

now. • . .“ But her 
weary and hopeless.

voice sounded
.

“I didn’t; think-of him at til—it was 
like having a knife turned to my heart
■*hen I knew," she said wildly. "Oh, j,,ne swooped down oiuber. 
you. can’t'understand if you've never ..ÿou poor tired baby, come glong to 
cared for anybody what it feels like .to don’t worry any more. You’ve
know that you’ve been made a fool of. got me whatever happens, and if .the 
WbeU he told me I felt that I hated worst comes to the worst there’s al-
him—there didn't seem anything fine 
or good in what he.had done; I only 
knew that I’d been played with, made j 
fun of, ...” She stopped, sobbing des
perately, but for once June attempted 
no consolation. She was looking at

ways June Mason’s wonderful 
food for both of us to live on.”

They went upstairs together.
“There’s nothing like sunshine to 

put you on good terms with yourself,” 
she said philosophically. “Whenever

was bustling about, and she gave a ' 
lfffie sigh. - j

The evening dragged away.
“What are you thinking about?”; 

June asked^ once abruptly. "You look 
so sad, don’t look sad,-my dear! there’s " 
lots of -happy days to come yet—hap- 
pier'days than you’ve ever had.”

Esther was only halt listening. It 
was .too late for Micky to come now 
was the thought in tier mind. Suppos
ing he never came again?

She cried herself to sleep that night. 
When she woke it wae late in the 
morning, and June-had had her break
fast .and gone out. ^ :

She came in.while Esther was dress
ing. She looked very pleased and alert.

"Business, my child!” she said en
thusiastically. "Such a duck' of an Am
erican! and Mick's introduction!: Mr. 
George P. Rochester!—isn’t it a lovely 
name? He’s going to establish me 'flnn- 
ly in little old New York, as he calls 
it,- and make my fortune. I’m going put 
to lunch with-him at one o’clock, and 
you’re coming too!—Off, yes you Are!” 
as Esther shook her bead. "I’ve told 
him all about you already.’’ Esther 
laughed. ‘ , ’

"You must have got on very last,” 
"she said. “And anyway I’m not going 
to play odd-man-out.”

June made a little grimace.
(To be continued)

Micky’s portrait on the shelf. and there j.m ln ,he dumps or feel that rm look.
™tqo a —n. Hnpfnl ton^arn... In hcr V ■ ... —was a wonderful tenderness .tomber 
queer.eyes.

“Who . told" you?” she asked then. 
“Who told you that it was Micky?"

‘•He did—he only told me when he. 
knew why I was going to Pari»—he 
told me in the train, it’s been frtm 
Mr. Mellowes all along—the money 
I’Ve had every week—my clothes—this 
coat ... he’s been paying for my food, 
and for me to live here. . . ." She rais
ed her eyes to June’s face. "Did you 
know?" she asked shakily. "He said 
you didn’t, bnt somehow . .,

June rounded on her angrily.
"If Micky said that I didn't,- that

‘Tire never ought to be good enough,"

ing particularly plain, I put on my 
pest hat and go out ip the sunshine, 
and I assure you I’m a good-looking 
woman when I come home again."

"You’re always better than good- 
looking,"' Esther told her.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
June tucked Esther up in bed and 

replenished the Are. She turned ■ 
the gas, leaving the room flrelit.

"June," Esther said timidly. “What 
did your aunt think? What did she’say 
—when:—wien ’’

“She said we must go back and fin
ish our visit another time—she took 
a great fancy to you." |

“Yonfre saying that to please me.” |
“I!m not! honest Injun!" June heard 

the tears in Esther's voice; she bent r 
and kissed her gently.

“Now, not another word! I refuse to 
answer another question! Pleasant 
dreams—or better still, no dreams at 
all.” She went away, and shut her 
door behind her.

Esther lay awake for a long time 
watching the firelight on the walls and 
ceiling, and thinking of what had hap
pened.

It seemed impossible that she had 
-even really seen and spoken to Ray
mond Ashton; impossible that instead 
of loving him desperately, she could 
only shudder at the memory of him.

Thg tears forced their way to her 
eyes, and scorched her cheeks. But for 
Micky, where might she not have been 
Bow?—and he had refused to f even let 
her thank him. Her heart was filled 
with a new humility. At best her words 
would be. so poor—like beggare in the, 
palace of his generosity.

But she would, see him. again soon— 
shq" comforted herself with the assur
ance. In spite of his changed manner 
and apparent indifference, she was 
sure she would wee him again. Micky 

June had said of him—never tatt
ed!

It washier last thought as she tell 
asleep, that she would eurely see him 
toe next day.

But Micky did not come!
Esther "rested till lunch time, after, 

which June insisted on a walk,
’e shining, and it's wicked 

stay indoors," she declared; she

Fresh English Goods 
Just Received.

ELLIS & C0.
LIMITED, / »

WATER STREET.

Fresh New York Turkeys. 
Fresh New York Chicken. 

Fresh New York Ducks.

Fresh Tomatoes. 
Fresh Celery,

Sweet Potatoes.
• New Cabbage.

Green Peppers.
New Cucumbers. 

Beetroot.
Parsnips.
Carrots.

« New Turnips.
New Artichokes.
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nairoeydid - ~
20 million corns yearly .Those 
folks never keep come—never 
suffer com aches. —

Why don't you join them? 
Learn the right way to treat 
coma.

Blue-jay ia a-scientist's in»

Planter or Liquid

- '
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to be looking 
to where June

SEE THAT YOU GET
V.;

A FEW OF OUR MANY VARIETIES:
BOSTON CRACKER 
COCOANUT TAFFY 
FLUTED SUGAR 
JELLY WAFER 
VANILLA CREAM

BABY LUNCH 
CAMPAIGN 
FINGER 
LEMON CREAM 
CITY SODA

LUNCH 
CURRANT TOP 
GRAHAM WAFER 
MIXED CAKE 
G.B.S. PILOT

COFFEE 
FRUIT 
JAM JAM 
ORANGE GEM 
BROWNING SODA

BY BUYING GOODS MADE IN NEWFOUNDLAND
t - *

You get value for your money ; you keep local workmen employed, 
to make the Newfoundland dollar worth one hundred cents.

aprt5,6i

product

THEM

CREAM BAR 
FIVE O'CLOCK TEA 
GINGER SNAP 
PRINCESS WAFER

and
help

BROWNING £
For Father’s Birthday
Dad's a pretty 
Good scout after all. 
He has worked 
Pretty hard 
For a good

Many years 
And he put 
Us through school 
And got us 
Good jobs 
And he has 
Backed us up 
And cheered us up 
Ever since

But we’ve noticed 
That when he feels 
Well enough 
He goes put 
To hear a concert 
By the band 
In the park.
He says it rests him.
So we’re going to get 
Him some private bands 
And orchestras 
And stngers 
And everything

On Columbia Records 
And-a Columbia 
Grafonola 
To play them on 
So Dad can rest.

We went to work. 
He comes home 
Prttty tired now 
At night,

IHaPPLIAND
We have now in stock:

100 Boxes CHOICE TABLB APPLES.
100 Bo*ee CHOICE CALIFORNIA ORANGES—all counts. 

50 Sacks SILVERPEEL ONIONS.
PRICES RIGHT. -

BURT & LAWRENCE.

Direct from the Gardens at

HENRY BLAiR’S.
Sunny Peak Ceylon Broken Orange Pekoe 

Tea, a delicious and precious beverage, only

50c. per lb.
Put up in 1 lb. Sealed Packages.

Mount View'Finest Broken Orange Pekoe 
Tij oed Tea, pure, fragrant, delicious flavour; 
best value in town, only

65c. per lb.
Put up in 1 lb. Sealed Packages.

Direct %tpm the Hill Tea Gardens of Sunny 
Ceylon, where the

BEST TEA is grown.

HENRY BLAIR.
fm.w.tr

FIRE INSURANCE. FIRE INSURANCE
SCOTTISH UNION * NATIONAL INSURANCE COMPANY OP 

EDINBURGH. SCOTLAND.
GENERAL ACCIDENT, FIRE * LIFE ASSURANCE CO, LTD. 

OF PERTH, SCOTLAND, j
The above Insurance Companies carry on a successful and 

extensive business, and always have maintained the highest 
•" tor the 1

BOX 841.

discharge of their ohU-
ts ffiîensure thé holder 
tlut-yrotoctien at th.^every

Write
I* NEW GOWER

Two Years in the 
Service— The Evening Telegram


