able to talk

like thilmug—". ey

not possi pure
~—they unt feel fit—no head-
aches, dyspepsia or bilious
disorders.

These diseases can dbe cured by

. Wil
Herbine é::t;rs 5

A ‘true blood purifyer:
containing the active
principlesof Dandelion.
Masdrake, Burdock and
other medicinal herbs.
Sold at your store 25¢. &
bottle, Family size, five
times as large $1.00. 7
THE BRAYLEY DRUG CO., Limited,
e ST. JOBN N. B.
g;m ':':!I:ﬂ Deslihot Wi h eandy

l\t sale by all Druggists and first-
class Grocers.

The Romance

~ Marriage.

CHAPTER XXV.

What will he say? How will he ad-
dress her? Will he say, “My owa
Paula? or “My darling?” She can al-
most hear his beloved voice speaking
to her as she gazes at the envelope.

How strangely he writes, too; it is
s round hand, almost like that which
ladies favour nowadays, but a little
cramped and hard. It is addressed to
Miss Pguline Estcourt, too. He has
never, she thinks, called her Pauline.

For another minute—fully & minute,

—ghe dallies with it as one dalligs
with a sure and certain delight, hoard-
ing it up, and revelling i anticipa-
_tion,
At last she tears the envelope opea.
‘As she does so a faint perfume seems
to' arise from the inside, and she
smiles with a little wonder that Sir
Herrick should use scented station-
ery.

Then she takes out the note and un-
folds it, and & great blank falls up-
on her face; a bitter sense of disap-
pointment that makes her wince and
quiver.

It is not from Sir Herrick. It is—
ishe stares open-eyed and pale for &
moment, then with a low cry of amaze-
ment—only amazement at present;
there is no time as yet for any other
emotion—she reads on.

This is what the nrote contains,
written in a plain hand, that, for all
its roundness, is a woman’s:

“Miss Estcourt—When two women
are being wronged and deceived, it i3
the duty of the one that discovers it
to rTeveal it to the other. Duty and
something more prompts me to ad-
dress you. By this time you have
turned to the foot of this letter to
lnfn my name—do not cast my warn-
fng aside because I choose to hide
that name. I am told that she to whom
1 write and appeal is an honest, sim-
ple-natured country girl, with no

thumdnn‘tbrmaonotdn.
nmu.o.um!mum.”m
in vain. Miss Bstcourt, you and I have

| been deceived :and wronged by 8ir

Herrick Powis, it it be true that Ja|
has offered yom his love, and promis-
ed to make you his wife. That love he
had given to me long, long before he
saw you. That love, I believe, is still

mine. How can I think otherwisej

when he has spent the last three days
by my side, ‘as he has spent many and
many othets before; when he has 1uat
left me without & word or look of
¢oldness? I could not credit that he
has behaved so dishonourable towards
both of us, but that I have heard it
from an undeniable source. He cannat
love both of us. I camnot think that
he has forgotten me or cessed to love
me, else, why has he left you so soon
to, return to me? I am told that you
are very beautiful; that you have
fascinated him; that you will steal
him from me; but something, I know
not what, whispers to me that you are
too good, too pure and true for that
Am I not right? Do not think meanly
of me that I writs thus; you will not
think so when I confess, confess with
tears of bitter humiliation, that I
love him, love him very dearly, not-
withstanding  his falsity. Miss Est~
court, let him come back to me! He
cannot be so much to you as he is to
me; you have known him such a little
time, while I have known and loved
him_so long! I implore you to listen
to me, and to grant my prayer, for
his, for yours, for my sake! Oh, let
him come back to me! I know thut
by writing to you I am plaging -my
fate in your hands, but I feel that I
can trust it there. You will not be-
tray me, will you? It is not I who
have wronged you; it is you, though
unthinkingly, who have injured me. I
cannot write any more; 1 scarcely
know what I have ‘written, but I will
send it; I will trust you,

“P.S.—You may doubt what I have
said—it is possible; I should if I were
in your place. Well, then, ask him
whose portrait was contained in the
locket he has worn for the last two
years; ask him where he has spent
these last three days; ask him why he
left you so suddenly, and he will tell
you if there be any truth left in him.”

That is all: no signature, no trace
as to whence ‘the blow has come, 0o
sign of the hand that has thrust the
dagger at Panla’s quivering heart.

Motionless she sits staring at the
letter, but seeing it not; a great thick
veil seems to have dropped before her
eyes, shutting out the good heaven—
the golden sky; an intense stillness
and awful hush seem to have fallen
on the world, and only the pleading
words ring in Her ears, as though she
could actually hear the tearful, im-
ploring vaice ofthis other unknown
girl. So she sits, stunned .and help-
less, while one could count fifty; then
a sudden revulsion seizes her, and
dropping the letter as if it were a
poisonous reptile, she looks up  and
laughs, hoarsely:

“Ig is a lie—a cruel, wicked lie!
Yes, that is what it must, it must be;
and”"—and she laughs again with in-
finite self-scorn—“I was taken in by

it—actually taken in by it!” ghe ex-|
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Now 88 Years 0ld But Works At
Trade of Blacksmith and Feels
Younger Since Piles
maono.

]
I *&n un town orgom&

raal method I

Jacob Lyon, Homer, Mich.

1 wish that you counld hear him
tell o! his man 4 ar‘ vlr‘luo
ointments, ulvu, i tora. ete., be-
fore he tried m{ e is a
htto: Just rece vod !rem lm

E, R. P Q. lnuhdl. Mlch.

Dnr Sir: {ou 5

whlt lyour trentme t enon?or

had suffered with p!lrn foy

mlny {eau and used suppos torlu

and ds of treastments, but

never ¢ot rel!ct until I tried ourl.
now completelg cured. Altg

am 88 years old, and the ?dol
active blacksmith in Michigan,
feel %ears younger since the lln
have left ma, I wlu surely rego
ul:‘ond it to all I o su
'this way. You can use my lette
Aany way you wish and I hope 1{
wm lead others to try this wondor-

ful remedy. v
ours truly,

& ) 3 J. L. LYON,

ere a0 thousands of afMict
Ruoplo suffering with piles Svﬁg
ave never yet tried the one sensi-
ble way of treating them.

Don't be cut, Dan't waste money
on foolish salves, ointments, a-
}r(}ris. c‘}tc but s:end today for a %‘r

my n rna
henl}ng Bl o 1 method for tha
. No matter whether your cgse is
of long standing or recent develop»
ment-——whether it is occasional or
{grmanent—you thould send fer
lsoftee ttrial trheatment

matter -vhere you live—no
matter What your age or occupation

U are troubled with piles, m

ln’r&}llwd will relieve you vrompti
liberal offar of free treat-
ment {8 too important for you to
xsiggfiecttma.n?ingle dgly ]erteunow
Qney. m mail th
coupon—but do this n%vyv—-—'l‘OD 2

FREE PILE REMEDY
¥ R. Page,
548 Page Bidg. Marshall, Mich.
- he:dn ‘:' ee trial of your
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claims, stretching out her hands as
if to a palpable listener. I was, in-
deed, but only for the moment. Oh,
how could she, whoever she is, do
it? Who can it be? Whom have I
wronged that she should play me
such a cruel trick? Who—"

Swiftly, suddenly, the question
seems to demand an answer. Yes,
who can have done it? Some woman,
that for a certainty. Then— As she
feels the doubt growing upon her, an
awful, shuddering horror falls upon
her, and she puts up her hands as if
to ward it off.

What is it the woman says? Ask him
whose is the portrait he wears in his
locket? Ask him where he spent ths
last three days? Ask him why he left
her—Paula—so suddenly? Why—why
—this woman knows that he has some
such portrait—knows where he has
beem—knows that he left her! She
must, or she would not dare to write
thus.

With a low,. inarticulate cry, she
cowers aéainst the stump and hiding
her face in her hands, struggles
sgainst the horrid suggestions, the
awful audacity of the writer.

Oh, Heaven! If it should be true!
It it should—what was it Bob said
about him when- first he heard Sir
Herrick’s name? What was it that
idiot Stancy de Palmer dared to
breathe. “A wife in every port!*

“Nn; it's a monstrous lie!” she cries,
lprlngl.ngl to her feet. “It cannot be
) true, nat a sidgle word of it. Oh, Rick;
iRick" come hack to me, ané tell me
that it is a crue! !Jke you havs playsd
’to test my love for you; tol) me that
i 1 am 10! to believe it! Oh, come back
'{o. r22i" and’ with 8 cry she sinks
down and bursts into hysteric sobs.

Poor little Paula, poor little, simple
Tpae!

How long she lies thus, prostrate
with her struggle against deubt and
deéspair, she does not know. ~Time
passes on unheeded; the birds sing
their last song, the trout take their
last fiy and sink into the-depths, a
star peeps out in the heavens, and
Bob's manly tread comes on the path
anmtl stops beside her. -

m mr' ha dammll. 'Wm-vhy!"

“Hallo, Paula! what are you do-}

ummmk'mmmr

.§ he demands.

“Ill—no,” ‘she says, and she turns
her white face to him with a sickly
smile, “I am-—tired.”

“Tired!” he says, with kindly rough-
negs. “Tired! Why—what's the mai-
ter? What is it? Has anything hap-
pened? Is it this letter?” and he stoops
and picks it up from where it lles like
a snake in the grass.

“No, .not” she says, extending o
trembling hend. “Give it me.”

“But it fs—is {t™ he says. “What
is 1t? Who is it from? Sir Herrick?
Look hers, Paulal” :

“Give it me!” she says, feverishly.

Bob 100ks at her with grave earnest-
ness. »

“I can't have this, you knew. If
there's any trouble, I must know of it.
There’s nobobdy else in the world
you've got, young ‘un! Come, what is
it? Is it from Sir Herrick? Confound
him, if he—"

*No, no! It is not from him!” she
psuts. Then she stands up and pu's
the roughened hair from her face and
lsughs—ea laugh in which the merri-
ment is of a ghastly kind. “Don't—
don’t look 8o flerce, Bob! 1t's nothing.”

“Nothing, is it?”" he says, {ronically.
#And it only takes nothing to cut you
up like this, eh? That's nonsense,
Paula. Look here, I'm—I'm a sort of
father to you. you know—at any rate
you haven't got anyhody else to ook
after you--and, though I hate reading
other people’s letters, I'm going to
read this.”

“No, no!™ she says, with a gasp.
Then she laughs wildly. “Well, read
it, and laugh as I do. I declare I was
laughing when you came up; didnt
vou heay me, Bob? It is too ridiculous.
Anonymous, toe! Why, everybody
knows {hat snonymous letters li2,
dem't they? There, read {t——and—we’ll
jaugh together.”

But she doesn’t laugh as she stands
and watches him—watches him with
fearsome, covert glance and trembling
lips.

Bob reads for a moment in silence,
then he growls—a deep, low growl,
not unlike that of 8 faithful dog when
he sees his master threate ned with an
attack from some cowardly tramp.
Then he finishes it, and folds it, and
puts it in his pocket.

“Well!” says Paula, with feverish
impatience, “Why don’t you speak?
What do you stand there like a—a—
dummy for?”

Then he moves his eyes to her face
and looks at her, .

“Do you believe it?" he says, and
there is a shamefaced look in his hon-
est eyes.

«19 retorts Paula, widly. “Not a
word of it! Do ypu? But of course you
don’t,” and she laughs, widly.

Hp is silent for a moment. Then he
eays:

#1 don’t kmow. Be quiet. I don't
know. It's very likely a lie—it’s
anonymous, you see. But I shall soon
know.”

“But—what do you mean? How can
you know?”

“1'll go and enquire,”
that quiet tonme of resolution which
Paula knows so well. “T'll go to-night.
I was going to-morrow, you know. m
find ‘out what she—this weman tells us
to find ont, and—"

«Bob!” and she seizes his arm, her
whole tace filled with terror. “You —
you will not do anything—you will not

he says in

hurt him if—i—"

Bob smiles a smile of rough scorn.
“Don't fear,” he says, curtly. “The
days for that sort of thing are over.

"“No, I sha'n’t hurt him.”

“Promise mo—"

He pauges a moment. Then he looks
at ker with a darkening brow.

“Come in,” he says.

“Not till you promise,”
“Bob, I—I love him still!”

A dark shadow comes
face.

“Well, I promise,” he says. “Come
in now. And—and don’t let Alice see
you You look lke—like s ghost”

“A ghost?” she says, her mournful,
trenzied eyes raised to his with a hag-
gard smile. “I feel as if everything
had died within me! Oh, Bob! if this
~—this be true, I wish that I were
depd!”

she gasps.

over his
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SLATTERY’S
Wholesale Dry Goods

aie now offering to the trade the following.

English and American Dry Goods.
English Curtain Net. White Curtains.
English Art Muslin. Valance Net.

White Nainsook. White s,o-rnctn.
Children’s White Dresses W.D_; Gingham
Ladies’ Handkerchiefs.

¢ Misses’ Colored Dresses.
Gent’s White Handker- Gent’s Colored Handker-
chiefs. ; g chiefs.
Also a very large assoriment of SMALLWARES,
SLATTERY’S DRY GOODS STORE,

Duckworth and George Streets.

) |0 |2 |0 |9 o |l )ojal|e

l'l'if”'

1900 |0 j9 |o |22 |94 o)) e ',J!J'U'J't, a3

R BN A S

|15 SN E T T o Y O 5 o R )

RESULTS FOR 1919
London Life Insurance Company,

HZAD OFFICE: LONDON, CANADA.

New business .. . .$24,800,000
Total amount in force .. 76,400,000

Surplus on Gov’t Standard (not reduced).. 1,156,000
Undisturbed Dividends 75 per cent. over Estimates.
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The only Canadian Company having the economie
advantages of an INDUSTRIAL-ORDINARY organi-
zation.

POLICIES—“GOOD AS GOLD.”

G. VATER PIPPY, - - District Manager, St. John’s.
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New Amvals

FROM ENGLAND.

o
===

A Fine Selection of

Serges & Tweeds:

Also, a splendid assortment of

Winter OVERCOATINGS.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

J. J. Strang,

B@®Tailoring of Quality,
COR. WATER and PRESCOTT STS.
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IN STOCK:

GENUINE
LINSEED OIL

in casks and ten, fiveand two
gallon drums.

———

The Direct Agencies, Ltd

Hardware Headquarters,
W holesale Only.

Fashion
Plates,

2960—This pretty model is just the
thing for ‘romping and playing, It
makes an ideal, simple, home dress,
Fhe gtyle is suitable for khaki, dril,
seersucker, gingham. poplin, lawn or
percale; ‘Unbleached muslin finished
with blanket stitching and with helt
and bumny in some contrasting coior,
would be very attractive.

The Pattern is cut in 5 Sizes: 2, 4
6, 8 and 10 years. fize 6 requiras ?
yarde of 36 inch material.

A pattern of this iilustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10-. ia
pilver or lc. and 2¢. stomps.

e

A NEAT FROCK FOR THE LITTIE
Miss.

20563—This style is good for ging-
ham, chambray, lawn, batiste, nain-
sock, or voile. It may also be ma
of flannelette, poplin, repp, or silk.

The Pattern is cut in § Sizes: 1, 2,
3, 4 and 5 years. Size 4 requirss 2%
yards of 36 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to’ any dddress on receipt of 10c. in sil-
ver or lc. and 2c. stamps.
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LONDON DIRECTORY,

(Puhlhhod Annually)

Y | onables traders throughout the World

%o commupicate diregt with Engllsh
MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
ln each class of goods. ~Besides being
& complete commercial guide to Lon-
don and Suburbs; it contains ‘ists of
EXPORT MERCHAATS

with the goods. they ship, and the Col-
enial aad Foregn Markets tey sup-
rly; slso

PROYVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants,
etc., in the principal Provincial Towns
nd xndutml Centrn of the Unite
Kingdom. =

Business Cards of Merchants sod
Deglers seoking

“BRITISH AGENCIES
mmhlﬂlm“der each tradd
hmwmmmumn.m
of §5 for each trade heading. Large
urprunmonu from $15 to $60.

A copy of the directory will be sent

» lv voltw Tecelpt of postal orders fof

The Londm Directory
Company, Ltd.,
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