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SHE COULD NOT 
STAND OK WORK

Bat Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound Restored Her 

Health and Stepped
Her Pains. t

Portland, Ind. — “I had a displace- 
■seat and suffered so badly from it that

| 1.1 at times I could net
I | lui be on my feet at all.
1 \ i I—J I was all run down

/\ \j ___ and so weak I could
—-a \ ! not do my house-

A'V. work, was nervous
ÜtiyZ I* wf ! and could not lie 

down at night, I 
'took treatments 
from a physician but 
they did notbelp me. 
My Aunt recom- 

! mended Lydia E. 
Pinkham's Vege
table Compound. I 

I tried it and now I 
'am strong and well 
again and do ay own 
work and I give 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s 

r.pound the credit” 
î Kimble, 935 West 

Race St., Portland, Ind.
Thousands of American women give 

this famous root and herb remedy the 
credit for health restored as did Mrs. 
Kimble.

For helpful suggestions in regard to 
such ailments women are asked to write 
to Lydia K. Pinkham Medicine Co., 
Lynn. K: >s. The result of its long 
ex per-"' is at your service.

Vegets .
—Mrs. Joseph!:.j

For Love 
of a Woman ;

now? You make your own terms, and 
I’ll agree to them. You’ll find me 
straight and honest—”

But Jeffrey paced on. He was sa 
old theatrical hand, and he knew full 
well that a Juliet may score In the 
balcony scene and let fail in the later 
and most important ones.

But there did not seem much fear 
of failure with Doris.

Off the stage, and in her dressing- 
room. shq was quiet and subdued ; but 
the moment she got on the boards her 
eyes flew to the centre box, and she j 
seemed to draw inspiration from the 
handsome face that leant forward in 
rapt, almost devout, attention.

The play proceeded. The great 
scene, in which Romeo takes leave of 
Juliet, his newly-made wife, wen with 
a rush. The audience cheered until 
it was hoarse. Thrice the young act
ress was called to the front, and 
everybody who had brought a hoquet 
flung it at her feet.

Jeffrey, pale and statuesque, im
plored Doris to be calm.

Tt is not all over yet,” he said, 
warningly. “There is the last scene. 
Remember what I taught you. It is 
the last scene in which a Juliet who 
is a Juliet declares herself. Do not 
let their applause make you forget 
what is due to your art., I would 
rather that they remained mute and 

i silent, Doris.”
j And for the answer she simply

neurone
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of their devotion, she bent her girlish 
head low.

She had nearly crossed the stage, 
had reached the spot exactly opposPe 
that on whicn Lord Cecil stood. Then, 
and not till then, he raised his bunch 
of violets and tossed them at her feet.

She paused a moment in her trium
phant progress—for it was nothing 
less—then stooped and picked up the 
rought-and-ready bouquet; Romeo’s 
arms were quite full.

For an instent her eyes rested on 
Lord Cecil’s face, then, as if with an ^ 
involuntary m ovement, she raised the ; set credit for

cheeks. She could see the handsome 
face all aglow with excitement, and 
admiration as he raised his right arm 
and flung the flowers; she could see it 
at that moment, and the mental vision 
shut out all the rest of that eventful 
night

Suddenly she heard her name spoken 
beside the carriage window, and 
leaning forward, she saw, in real 
earnest the face which had been he- 
inspiration. It was Lord Cecil Nev
ille’s.

“Miss Marlowe,” he said, leaning for
ward and speaking quietly, pleadingly. 
“Don’t be angry. Pray forgive me. 
I could not pass on without saying a 
word—one word of thanks.”

“Thanks ?” she murmured.
Her eyes were lifted for a moment 

to his ardent face, then dropped to 
the violets and rested there.

“Yes. I was in the theatre,” he 
said. “You did not see me, of course; 
but I was there, and—I can’t tell you 
how we all felt, how we all feel. It 
was superb: any way— But there; I 
c*n only thank you.”

“You have done that already,” sho 
said, with a smile, as she raised the 
violets.

Lord Cecil Neville blushed. I am 
afraid it would be rather difficult to 

this statement in cer
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bunch of violets to her lips and pass
ed off, the side wings engulfing her. 

Three times more they called her, as

OR, L

New Romeo
and Juliet.

CHAPTER VI.
A BUNCH OF VIOLETS.

Lord Cecil drew a breath of relist.
"They are always together ; thoy go 

from theatre to theatre. He is a very 
rxi raordinary old gentleman, and very 
trying at rehearsals, so I’ve heard the 
actors say; but he knows all about it, 
quite as well as the stage-manager.”

At this moment the two London 
critics came up for a drink, and one of 
them bowed to Lord Cecil.

“Quite an eventful evening, my 
lord,” he said, with the easy respect 
of a, fellow-Londoner.

“Ynss,” said Lord Cecil. “It is a 
grçat success, I suppose. Do you 
know who Miss Doris Marlowe is?”

The critic shrugged his shouers.
“Haven’t the least idea. Quite a 

Stella incognita, but she will not be 
so after to-night. We shall see her in 
Drury Lane before many months are 
passed.”

"Who was that?” his friend, the 
other critic, asked.

“Lord Cecil Neville," was the reply. 
"Thë hier to the marquisate of Stoyle. 
A splendid fellow, and. strange to say, 
not a bit spoilt, though all the women 
make a dead set at him.”

“The Marquis of Stoyle,” said the 
other, thoughtfully. “That old villain? 
And this is his nephew. He is im
mensely good-looking.”

“Oh, a splendid fellow. Did you 
ever hear that story about him—”

And they moved away.
Lord Cecil drank half his soda-anti- 

brandy, and then went back to his 
bcx.

Meanwhile, a thrill of excitement 
seemed to run through those engage.! 
behind the scenes. A theatre is ren- 
dred faomus by its actors, and it 
seemed that the Thetare Royal, Bar
ton, >-as going to be made celebrated 
ini the place ot the first appearance of 
a great actress.

“If she can only carry us through to 
the end!” muttered Jeffrey, as he paced 
to and fro, his hands clasped behind 
his back, his eyes flashing fire.

“Oh, she’ll do it,” said the manager, 
who happened to hear him. "Don’t 
you be afraid, Mr. Jeffrey; that young 
lady is a genius. I knew it from the 
first. She will carry it through to the 
very last. And about the engagement

j smiled. She did not tell him that if they could not let her go from their 
while she could see a certain face in \ sight, and thrice she came before them, 
the centre box all would be well.

The pause before the last scene ar
rived. The whole house was talking 

^ in excited whispers. To the Barton 
folk, ardent theatre-goers as they 

f were, nothing like this had ever be
fallen them. A flutter of excitement 

: van through the house, and amongst 
; the crowd thronged the lobbies Lord ^
' Cecil walked about, as excited as the ’ wih tjieir calico wrappings 
‘ rest.

Suddenly, as if he had been stricken 
by an idea, he turned up the collar of 
his coat and made his way through 
th press to the streets and looked 
about him eagerly.

Some women selling oranges' came 
hurrying up to him, and amongst 
them a woman with a basket of violets.

He bought the whole contents of 
her basket, and bade her tie them to
gether. Then, with the flowers in his 
hand, he went back to the theatre ; 
but, instead of going to his box, he 
made his way to the stalls and stood 
close to the orchestra.

The last scene came on. Again it. 
is unnecessary to describe it. The 
grim and solemn vault, the beautiful 
figure of the girl in the death-throes, 
the terrible agony of Romeo, were all 
here, rendered real and life-like by the 
genius of the actors.

Spellbound, the house watched and 
listened in profound silence; listened 
to the passionate, despairing plaint cf

i

tain quarters in London.
"I couldn’t get any better ones,” he 

said, apologetically.
“No,” she said, “I think you could 

not. Yes, I saw you in the theatre,’ 
and, modestly, girlishly, -bowed her she added, as if she had been thinking 
acknowledgements. sentence. “Were—were you

Then_tired, hot, and thirsty—the surprised, or did you know?” and she
crowd began to disperse. glanced at him with a half-curious

Lord Cecil Neville alone remained : smile, 
on the spot from which he had thrown j “Surprised!” he said. “I could 
his hoquet. He could scarcely be - ^ scarcely believe my senses. I had n 
lieve that it was over until the at- j idea< until I saw you on the stage, that 
tendants began to cover up the seats V°u, who were so good to me yester-

and, tak- da7> were a great actress.”
ing the hint, he made his way out. | “I am not,” she said, in a low voice 

The groups of people he passed am only a very little one. To- 
through were talking about her tri- night I succeeded ; another night 
umph. He caught a word here and might fail." a faint shadow came on 
there, and, all unconsciously, found her face, as lie looked puzzled; then 
himself at the stage-door. At least, she smiled, as she broke off, to add 
he thought, he should get a glimpse of “I have something of yours.”
her as she drove away from the thea
tre. I

Meanwhile, behind the scenes the mine?” 
greatest excitement prevailed. There : “Yes,

"Yes—my heart!’ 
comment; but he

she said.
had never baen a Juliet like her, they , I haven’t it here,

’ was his mental 
said aloud, “Of

“A handkerchief 
and she smiled

were declaring; and they prophesied again. Then suddenly her face grew 
a success in London which should crimson, for she remembered that 
even eclipse that of Barton. she had left it in the bosom of her

Romeo, and the deeper agony of Jul
iet, who awakes to find her lover dead.

Never, perhaps, since the play was 
played, was actress more touching 
more tear-compelling than Doris Mar
lowe that night at the Theatre Royal, 
Barton; and as her last words died 
away in solemn silence, a great sob 
seemed to rise from the crowded 
house.

Then the sob gave place to a thun
der of applause. Once more the 
sober audience seemed possessed by 
a spirit of delirium; men sprang te 
their feet and waved their hats, women 
rose and waved their handkerchiefs 
with which they had wiped away 
their tears; and cries of “Juliet! Jul
iet!” resounded through the theatre.

A pause, and presently Romeo ap
peared, leading Juliet by the hand.

The audience stormed and cheeerd 
as on man, and those who had not 
already thrown their hoquets to hsr 
threw them now.

She was pale to the lips, and the 
blue eyes looked almost black as she 
bent them on the cheering crowd, and 
like a queen towed beneath the tribute
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And Doris, looking pale, stood, 
smiling dreamily through it all. Even 
while Jeffrey paced to and fro in her 
dressing-room, too excited for speech, 
she remained calm and serene, wrap
ped in a kind of spiritual veil.

Managers, actors, thronged round 
her with congratulations even the old 
dresser declared, with tears, that 
nothing had been seen like it.”

At last, the porter announced that 
Miss Marlowe’s fly was waiting, and 
Jeffrey took her away from the excited 
crowd.

“Draw your cloak well round your 
throat,” he said, as anxiously as if 
she were so fragile that a breath of 
wind would sweep her away. “Give 
me those violets to hold for you,” he 
Laid.

She drew her hand back, almost 
with a gesture of dread, and a dash 
cf colour came flying into her pale 
face.

“No, no; I can manage, thanks,” Ae 
said, quickly. “How sweet they 
smell, do they not?” and she held them 
up to him for a second.

“Yes,” he said, absently. “Were 
they thrown with the rest?”

“Yes,” she said, in a low voice. 
“Some one of the poor people In the 

pit, I daresay you don’t agree with 
me?” and he smiled.

“But I do,” she said, averting her 
face. "Yes, I think them worth all 
tb£ rest!”

They had traversed the long passag 
by this time, and reached the fly. 
Jeffrey put her in carefully, and was 
himself following, when he stopped 
suddenly, frowning and biting his 
lips.

“Doris,” he said, “you leave all to 
me? You leave all to my judgment, 
as hitherto? You are a famous woman 
now—or will be to-morrow—and may 
like to be independent. Would you 
rather wait till to-morrow and make 
your own arrangements with the 
manager, or shall I, as of old—” 

“Jeffrey!” she broke In, with a re
proachful look in her eyes.

“Very well,” he said. “Brown has 
made me a very large offer for a 
month. I put him off just now, but 
I think I will go back and accept for 
you. I shall not be many minutes.”

Doris leant back, and, closing her 
eyes, pressed the violets against her

she had
dress. “I—I will send it to you if you 
tell me where."

“Let me call for it,” he said, eager
ly.

Dois’s brows came together, and 
she shook her head gently. She knew 
that Jeffrey’s welcome to a stranger 
would be a rough one.

(To be Continued.)

Wanted an Experienced Milli
ner to take charge of our Milli 
nery Department; good salary 
will be paid to a competent per
son; apply to ALEX. SCOTT, 18 
New Gower Street.—june24,tf

For Your Holidays.
Something good to read. Good 

Books by. the best Authors 
In the cheap Editions.

Ann Veronica—H. G. Wells, 68c.
The Yellow Dove—George Gibbs, 

60c.
Castle Sombras—H. Grenhough 

Smith, 60c.
The Man Who Knew — Edgar 

Wallace, 60c.
The Cine of the Twisted Candle 

Edgar Wallace, 60c.
The Lady Killer—Stacpoole, 60c.
The Drums of War—Stacpoole, 

60c.
Adrien Le Roy—Charles Garvice, 

60c.
St. Martin’s Summer — Rafael 

Sabatini, 60c.
Lady Connie — Mrs. Humphrey 

Ward. 60c.
The Pretender — Robt. W. Ser

vice, 68c.
Kent Knowles—Joseph C. Lin

coln, 60c.
The Heritage of the Desert — 

Zane Grey, 70c.
Riders of the Purple Sage — 

Zane Grey, 70c.
The Lone Star Ranger — Zane 

Grey, 70c.
The Border Legion—Zane Grey, 

70c.
Desert Gold—Zane Grey, 70c.
The Light of the. Western Stars 

—Zane Grey, 70c.
The Rainbow Trail—Zane Grey, 

70c.
The Way of an Eagle — E. M. 

Dell, 70c.
Laddie—Gene Stratton Porter, 

70c.
Freckles—Gene Stratton Porter, 

70c.
The Spoilers—Rex Beach, 70c.
The Beetle—Richard Marsh, 70c.
Pan’s Mountain — Amelie Rives, 

70c.
A Flame of Fire—Joseph Hock

ing, 70c.
Salt Haven—W. W. Jacobs, 70c. 
Seeing Life—E. P. Oppenheim, 

50c.
And all the latest English and

American Magasines and News-^
papers.

GARRETTBYRNE.
Bookseller k Stationer,

2873.—This will be very attractive 
in linen, repp or chambray, with em
broidery or braid trimming. It is 
good also, for gingham, percale, pop
lin, silk, gabardine and serge.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 8, 10, 
12 and 14 years. Size 12 will require 
5% yards of 27 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents in silver or stamps.

Bedsteads and 
Spring Mattresses!

We are now showing a 
large assortment of White 
Enamelled Bedsteads and 
Child’s Cots. Also superior 
Spring Mattresses. Ask to 
see our celebrated 
Mattress ” the best 
market.

“ Duke 
on the

A PRETTY DRESS FOR MOTHER’S 
GIRL.

Bowring Brothers, Limited, |
HARDWARE. §

june!7,eod ____

Silk Stockings
are nice, but if your shoes are soiled 

the effect is lost.

USE 66 in 9

2835—This model is good for chal- 
lie. lawn, dimity, batist'j, voile, silk, 
linon, percale and other wash goods. 
A plaited panel joins the side fronts 
of this model, which are cut to form 
a pointed yoke over the centre front.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 2, 4, 
6 and 8 years Size 6 requires 3% 
yards of 27 inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receeipt of 10 
cents in silver or stamps.

Black, White, Tan or Ox Blood, and you will 
be happy.

T. A. MACNAB&CO, a
mayl4,eod,tf

The First Principle of Modern
Business is SERVICE.

No.

Size

Address in full:—

Name • « •* *•: n «.

LONDON DIRECTORY,
(Published Annually)

enables traders throughout the World 
communicate direct with English 

MANUFACTURERS * DEALERS 
in each class of goods. Besides being 

complete commercial guide to Lon
don and Suburbs, it contains Msts of 

EXPORT MERCHANTS 
with the goods they ship, and the Col- 
niai and Foregn Markets ikey sup- 
ly; also
PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES 
leading Manufacturers, Merchants, 

etc., in the principal Provincial Towns 
and Industrial Centres of the Unite 1 
Kingdom.

Business Cards of Merchants aid 
Dealers seeking

BRITISH AGENCIES 
can now he printed under each trade 
in which they are interested at a cost 
cf $5 for each trade heading. Larger 
advertisements from 516 to $60.

A copy of the directory will be sent 
by. post on receipt of postal orders for 
*7.50.

The London Director} 
Company, LUL,

tô. Abchnrch Lane, London, E.C. 4.

That is where we shine.
Good Goods weli made, mod

erately priced, and honest effort 
made to deliver on time. Expert 
accounting and satisfactory set
tlements of all claims.

The biggest clothing manuc 
factoring organization in New» 
foundland backs up its claim 

I for Superior Service.
WHOLESALE ONLY.

Z %
! Ghwfe-
fWffl

Newfoundland Clothing Co., Ltd.

Unsweetened
TO MAKE YOUR 

ICE CREAM.
SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.
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No Matter How the Fire 
is Caused

if you’re not insured, you’re a 
loser. Take time to see about 
your policies. We give you the 
best companies and reasonable 
rates.

PERCŒ JOHNSON,
Insurance Agent.

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURE 
COLDS, Etc.

Forty Years in The Public
i— The Evening Telegram
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