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the drese ot a laboring man, with the 
thick hho.red.for beard covering the 
lower part of his face, his fcalr dull 
and unkempt, his hands roughened 
and hardened with work, hie eyes, 
formerly so smilijîjj-End gay, now full 
of a gloomy, mordae despair. He loo** 
ed like à man * mettle-age, he was 
so bent and bowed with toll and care; 
and Sidney's heart seemed ready to 
break with anguish at sight , of the 
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Here’s comfortableaseliiie#6 ruined life. wrppl 
a woman’s whim.

“You are shrry for me, Sidney f’ he 
said sadly.

"Heaven knows'that I am!" shé 
answered piteously.

“I wonder," he said, musingly, look
ing down at her .with a dreamy look 
in hi< blue eyes—“I wonder, if you 
are as sorry for me now, Sidney, as 
I was for you on the day I saw you 
made Stephen Daunt’s wife."

Sidney's face changed, and she drew 
back a little haughtily.

"What do you meant" she asked.
“I cannot tell You,” he answered, 

gravely. “When I saw, by chance, in 
a newspaper, an announcement of an 
approaching marriage between you 
and Stephen Daunt, John Dàhttt’s on
ly son and heir, I risked my life to 
warn you; but it was too lkte."

“Then it was you who----- ’’ She
faltered, looking up at him with di
lated eye». - ,

•T who climbed ttjkto your window 
on the ere of the wedding-day?" hie 
■aid calmly. “Yes, 1 risked my life in 
more ways than one that night, Sid
ney. 1 saw you sitting there alone, a 
happy smile In your eyes, as you 
thought, I suppose, of the happy life 
before you—ah, such a happy life, poor 
betrayed child f-^nd, If you had not 
fainted, I would hare told you what 
must ever remain untold now. The 
next morning, when I eaw you hj«„ 
wife, I think the bitterness of death 
was over for me.”

(To be continued.)

Trade.Petroleum Jell!#
for Su.T.S.Woi Petroleum deny ?* T * **

(Send for copy of our free boolf~"Inquire Within’’,}
CHESE8ROUGH MANUFACTURING COMPANY (CONSOLIDATED) 

37 STATE STREET. . . NEW YORK.
All "Vaulin*" Peoiavtt can *« eitointd in Drag Stow ar.m

underwear 
that will stand 
strenuous wear

~c»pel cowwtf-d*

All Vasehne” rr+4ucie c an be oorainea in urtsg ^roree ur.a
General Store* throughout Newfoundland. y

fekVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVJÏb
best ] 
are rr 
premi 
DR. F
is the 
wrap! 
free f 
Essen 
sence 
cheap 
certaj 
see M

whose beauty has made me what I 
am!" It1 ** “*'f v, i

“Frank, where is she?" 
fee- ifrew back from her ift amaze

ment.
“Do you think I know? Heavens! 

is it possible that you believed that 
horrible story—that you believed that 
I had killed the husband to run away 
with thii’wifeT!:' ’* !? 2 vT 

• Hush for Heaven’s sake!” she cried 
in an agon/ of fear, as the harsh bit
ter laugh rang out clearly on the still
ness of the night. "We shall be over
heard!"

“What matters?" he eaid, bitterly, 
but speaking in a lower tone now, and 
glancing out apprehensively into the 
moonlit grounds. "I am sick of the 
life I have been leading. To end it 
would be a mercy. Sidney, it is only 
the hope that some day I may be clear
ed that has prevented me from putting 
an end to myself. Do you know—«an 
you even, conceive what my life has 
been? No; how can you? Living In 
luxury and comfort and able to grati
fy your every whim, you cannot real
ise what it is to be hunted fsom pillar 
to post; what it is not to know in the 
morning what may happen before 
night; not to have it root over your 
head or a meal of dry bread to keep
you from starvation----- ”

A faint shuddering cry broke from 
her as she sunk down trembling on 
one of the rustic seats.

“Oh, Frank, oh, Frank, it has not 
been so bad as that—it has not been 
so bad as that!"

“So bad as that?” he questioned. 
“Sidney, I have been near starvation 
more than once."

“Oh, great Heaven!"
The thought was a very terrible one. 

Never had the sadness and misery of 
Frank’s fate been quite atiient from 
-her thoughts; she had pictured him 
hunted, concealed, hiding tor his life, 
but she had not fathomed the depths 
of misery to which he had fallen, and 
Frank was not unselfish enough to 
spare her now. The relief Was great 
to be able to pour out his misery 
where he knew he should find sym
pathy and commiseration. He eat 
down beelde-the crouching, shivering 
girl, and Sidney's great dark eyes 
looked upward at him In the moon
light, while she wondered if the dark, 
bronzed face was indeed the faoe of 
the gallant young lover who had woo
ed and almost won ber tor his wife. 
She herSelf would not have recogniz
ed him in the disguise he had assumed,
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The Cloud With a Silver lining
CHAPTER XVI.

elon. “I hare not had reason to de
pend upon your word," he added, with 
a little jeering laugh which made 
the girl shiver from head to foot.

“Perhaps not," she said, patiently. 
“Perhaps I deserve all your reproach
es; but you did not ask me to meet 
you here to-night only to listen to 
your reproaches, Frank.” x

“No, Heaven knows,” he ejaculated, 
“I did not risk my life for such a poor 
satisfaction as that!"

“Your life?" she questioned.
“Yes, my life. If I am caught, It 

moans death, Sidney; but Heaven 
knows that my life has not been such 
a precious possession since that wret
ched night that I would take much 
trouble to save it!"

“Hush—oh, hush!” she cried, in pas
sionate pain. "Why are you so cruel, 
Frank? Are you not innocent?"

“Innocent? Ay, innocent as your
self,” he answered earnestly, leaning 
toward her. “That is what makes it 
so hard, so bitterly hard, Sidney. 
Were 1 guilty, all that I have suffered 
would not perhaps be too great a pun
ishment for such a dastardly crime; 
but I am innocent—before Heaven 1 
am innocent! And 1 have suffered tor
tures enough to have been guilty of a 
hundred such crimes,”

"Then why hot—why not,” she be
gan, tremulously.

“Why not stand my trial?” he con-
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to the drawing-room. All was dark 
there: and Sidney groped her way 
across the room, and sunk down trem
bling by the window, powerless in her 
terror and agitation, her breath com
ing audibly in gasping sobs.

she moaned—“it NO other underwear combines these qualities to such a 
degree. Yet Stanfield’s is not expensive. Measured 

over a long period of strenuous wear, garment for garment 
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cannot do it, 
toBÏ kill me!’’-
y*en she dragged herself to her feet 

again, and with fingers which shock 
so terribly that they were almost pow
erless unfastened the window.

The rain had ceased and the stars 
were shining in the deep blue sky as she 
closed the window after her and pass
eront into the quiet night.
aSlth the Cassation of thé rain the 

sWm had risen, and the wind was 
whistling fiercely around the gables 
and chimneys of Easthorpe. A sud
den gust caught Sidney’s long cloak as 
site closed the window, and, snatching 
tie long, heavy folds from her tremb
ling hahdsSmade her stagger^ as she 
etBflil. As 1688 4r»he recovered left 
self, she moved on. down the terrace, 
and hurriedly crossed the lawn to a 
little rustic summer house, which con
tained a table and two garden-chairs.
Vpbn one of these Sidney sunk, so 
breathless and exhausted that the per
son who was waiting for her there, j they stood together, he put out both 
mid who had started forward hastily ^ hands and took hsrs, looking down at 
to j—ct her, hesitated to speak to her ( the beautiful -pale Ace on which the

moonlight Rill. ’’Tail me—and speak 
the truth—did you ever doubt me? 
Did you think me guilty of murder?" 

“Frank!"
“Ah, be honest! You did believe 

me so? Then no wonder others did, 
when you—the girl I loved, and toy 
promised wife—-could hold such a be
lief!"

"Frank, listen! It was for a few 
moments only—the evidence was eo 
overwhelming, and you were not here. 
Oh, listen to me!’’ she cried piteously. 
“I never thought you had done it in
tentionally—never—not for a mo
ment; but I feared it had been done in 
hasty anger—by accident, perhape. 
Ah, how could one think calmly at 
such a time? But, when your note 
came to me, Ï knew—I knew that you 
were Innocent! Frank, it you had 
stayed, your Innocence would hare 
been proved.”

“If I had had one true friend at Ash
ford, my Innocence would have been 
proved easily enough, In spite of my 
flight But I had none—not one friend 
in the town in which I had épent all 
my life—where my father lived, where 
you, Sidney-—"

“I?” ehe cried bitterly. “What could 
I do—a girl, helpless, powerless, brok
en down as I was then? But Frank” 
—she put her little hand pleadingly 
upon her arm—‘‘I am not powerless 
now. Let me help you now. Let me 
help yon for our old -friendship's 
sake.” ; . " ' -

She was weeping now. The hood had 
fallen from her head, the sweet, pal
lid face wse raised to his in intense 
compassion add pity.

“Am I to pioflt by the wealth you 
have acquired by your treachery to 
mo?" he sett, bitterly. “How could I 
trust you, Sidney? If I believed in 
the truth of any human being, I be
lieved in yours; and yet you were 

other woman

StanfieWi R»< La I
all - wool, heavy 
Men's Shirt and Drc 
era (Sian *#-**>. 
#*.75 per germent.

h lit
Mon», medium 
weieht (Sitst *5- 
tt), at #*.55. 
t Site a «0-541, at 
#*.75. Alto Shirt 
and Drawera

dvertittd
3whal#br«$â*j
B! naif fer par pip.

The Maker of
Tiny Towns

In one of the busiest streets of Lon
don there dwMl a certain man 
named Thorp, whose business ii a 
most uncommon one—the pinking ot 
models—and he makes a very good 
living out of It. A recent visitor to 
the "shop,” tells of what he saw as 
follows:

In the fading light I surveyed the 
fascinating array ot tiny houses, 
roads, and miniature horeee and carts. 
Across a little bridge Lilliputians 
were strolling with lifelike gait. It 
brought to mind a page from “Alice 
in Wonderland." Phantom children 
might have stolen out from behind 
the shadows, but I Could see nobody 
but a kind-eyed man In the corner, 
smiling to himeelf as he bent over a 
littered bench and careeecd a treasur
ed model la hie fingers. *

“They are not destined,” laid Mr. 
Thorp, as he welcomed me into his 
workshop, “for the nursery, but prin
cipally for courts ot law. I hare 
made thousands ot them in the last 
forty years."

As a “Bluecoat” boy he made a mod
el town ot cardboard and wood. He 
charged his schoolfellows a penny 
each to aee it! But Mr. Thorp’s later
model» have appeared at many exhibi
tions—some could be .seen at Wem
bley. Queen Alexandra was an inter
ested visitor to his exhibit ot Old Lon
don Models in 1808, and he still 
•hows with pride, the sixpence Her 
Majesty paid for admission.

“Models play a tragic part in hu
man affairs,” he told me. ‘"A short 
time ago a model of a bungalow was 
produced in court, and still more re
cently another ot a hut on a poultry- 
farm was used to assist a Jury.’’ Lord 
Darling once paid Mr. Thorp a noat 
compliment. The details of an action 
defended by Sir Edward Marshall-*Hall 
were very complicated, but when 
counsel produced a model the judge — 
then Mr. Justice Darling—smiled. 
“Now," he eaid, dryly, “I understand 
what you have been talking about for 
the last hour.”

Sitting inside and outside a house 
at the same time! This was the unl- 
qne experience enjoyed reoettly by 
the guests or a well-known public-man 
who was very proud ot hie pretty 
villa, m had placed a small model 
of the building on the dining Able.

Models of buildings coat from $808 
to 82,500 to make, hut they often save

instance, Mr. Thorp made .“model of
the entire working arrangements of a 
flour mill, situated in the country. 
The owners were then able to demon- i
•trite certain detatta la their head
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, Somtj of the films are the most feeble 
I have ever seen. Apparently the 
best jg.o to England.

There , is more excitement over a 
-mayoralty election than we make over

Not for Saleoffices in London, without the expense 
of journeys to the country.

Some queer cliente have visited Mr. 
Thorp. One day a young man com
missioned him to make a model of a 
farm in Canada from particulars he 
supplied. The model was then photo
graphed from every conceivable view
point. Whilst hie love-sick visitor 
vu writing a letter to a lady, Mr. 
Thorp saw these words on the back of 
one ot the1 prints : “This was, yours 
It you had come out to me."

"Extensive alterations are being 
made to the underground at Piccadilly 
Circus, London," Mr. Thorp continu
ed. “The plane look like a jig-saw 
puzzle. But I can lift the lid off Lon
don and show you underneath." After 
he removed the top from a large mod
el of the station, the arrangement ot

a general, parliamentary election.
An enormous number ot people dis

regard birth control and are ruining 
their digestions with mountains ot 
candy, rivers of sweetened soda, anil 
whole Icebergs.

Tilings I Have Not Seen.
Anyone carrying a cane or wearing 

a vest...
- Adruukenjoan in the street. I told 
this to a . friend and he said I must 
be Birnd.-.<vî-»

A waiter who takes the slightest 
interest itt your dinner. As long as 
hb gets your tip toe doesn't care what 
you eat or how-you -like it.

5 :.c -TMftgs fcJiave Heard.
The question: "Don’t you wear a 

monoelc and carry a stick? I thought 
all-''Englishmen did.”
:“IT1 get you a temporary member

ship card for my club.” This is an 
excellent custom. .

Indigestion, no* mat
ter how slight, is * nui
sance. It can ruin the 
good nature of the most 
genial of us.

If you are troubled 
this way, you'll be glad 
to know a simple way to 
avoid it.

just try eating a few 
pep-o-mint Life Savers 
after meals.

It’S wonderful how 
these little mint circles 
relieve that heavy, logy 
feeling after eating.

„ Probably that’s why 
our grandfather* so often 
had their bulky little 
bags of peppermints 
handy in their pockets.

Life Savers are grand
dad's bag of peppermints 
up to date.

Sift all the dry ingredients together 
before the liquids are added, whey 
makitfg biscuits. -

Englishman’s View of 
American Fashions

London, Sept. 24.—"American wo
men are more richly clothed than the 
women ot any European country, and 
90 per cent, of them wear silk foulard 
ard dresses, real silk stockings—and, 
incidentally# very little else, I should 
Imagine," according to R. G. Thom
son, a prominent English' draper— 
haberdasher—just back front the Un
ited States:
■ This was just one of a series ot im
pressions h6 :>ad of America and Am
ericans, which he has listed thus:

Things I Have Seen.
Ninety-nlfie of the male population 

wear stra* bats.
Chemists sell, among other things, 

radio sets, toys, cigars, candy, iced 
drinks, etc., etc. 1 think they also 
seil drugs, but I am not sure.

Sunday newspapers run to 1,000 
pages—at least. I think there are that

Drain canned peaches, top with 
whipped cream, and use on individual 
biscuit short-cakes.CATSUP«TOMATOThe world’» moat famous 

batteries for bells, buzzers, radio, 
gas engines. TOMATO SOUPCHIU SAUCE. COCKTAIL SAUCE
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