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too, who were there when we Were!gon; 80 To one wm know where 1
little, happy children. I cannot face take myf:'t'iri:ke.tr“for.‘-.' 2 t
1 them. No; I must get quite away by{ “You will ‘Junch before leaving, my
must bear my trouble | lady?” says Lane,
“Oh, ves! You can tell them to
With eagef. impatient fingers ' I have it ready at half-past twelve,” I
seize my dressing case, and, opening} answer. I am really quite cheerful,
the lower drawer, turn out the money"‘cons;dermg the general state of af-
it contains onto the table. Fortun-| fajrs. . "It jg‘.t_wglv,e now,” I add, as
ately 1 have plenty; there is a roll of Lane ri)gea(ﬁ-—om h_t_er knees and fast-
pank notes which “daddy”‘gave me| ens the straps of my trunk.
on the morning I wd8 married, and “1 think that is_all, my lady,” she
which 1 have had no occasion 10| says, looking round the room. “Yes,
I count them over, and findj | think so.--You had better go down
and tell them what T want.”
And 56 L.am lgl’t alone—alone for
the last timte.in the room Adrian was

go sure I should be happy in.
Well, we:- have made & great

Oneina
Thousand,

| BUT TRUE TO
" THE LAST

CHAPTER XXII.
THAT LETTER.

you leave

myself. 1
alone.
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Am. Granulated

AT LOWEST MARKET RATES.

The Home Dressmaker should keep.
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat-|.
tern Cuts. These will be found very |
usefal to refer to from time to time.

A

touch.
they contain three hundred pounds.
I have nearly a hundred more in gold
and notes, ‘and I put them away se-
nurély and fasten the drawer. I take
out of this case, which was a present
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9651.—A PRACTICAL lOpEL.
Adrian wid

pathetic re-
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‘“Why couldn't
alone?’ 1 ery, with

“Why, when you found he

mis-

proach.

had married another woman, couldn’t
yon let your fancy for him die out?*
You must have seen that your mar-
riage was not to be, or it would not
have bheen prevented as it was!”

“What do you mean? Are YOl
mad, Audrev?’ she exclaims, with a
of amazement.

perfect imitation

“Do yvou think I don’t know,” 1 say,

“that 1 have not known for some
time—that Arthur St. Clair and my
hushand are the same?”’

“Oh, vou have found that out. have
“Trust you to
Well,

never

you?’ she sneers:

leave anything in mystery!

Adrian loved me first—has
ceased loving me—loves me now, as
no man will ever love an insignifi-
cant ereature like you. He hates the
fetters that bind him to you, because
they keep him from me. He curses
himself for his madness in marrying
yvou hecause of the likeness vou bear
me. Can't von see this? Won't you
believe it?”

Her tirade has not excited me much
—it is a peculiarity of mine that as
others grow angry [ recover my
calmness. 1 look at Theo now as 1
should at a mad woman.

“I do not believe you,” 1 say, with
slow distinctness.

“Don’t you?” she says, with a tri-
umphant smile. “Then shall [ prove
it to you?”

“Prove what?”

“That Adrian loves me best?”

“If you can,” I return. “But when
he comes home, | will ask him, and
forece him to sayv ‘Yes' or ‘No’ before
bpth of us.”

“He will not be home until dinner
time,” she sayvs; “and that is a long
period to wait in suspense.. If vou
are anxious for the truth, I can give

it to you.”

As she speaks, she riscs, and, open-

ing the dressing case on the table,

takes from it a letter, which she

tosses 10 me contemptuously. It

falls short of my knee and drops to
rbe floor. It crosses my mind that
Theo makes a mistake when she suf-
fers her hatred or her anger to lead
her into vulgarity. T pick up the
Jetter, and see that it is addressed
simply to “Lady Lasselles.” T shiver
as 1 recognize Adrian’s large, unmis-
takeable handwriting, and I take out
the enclosure, with a feeling of sick-
ness which threatens
me. But I

to overwhelm
dare not give way. 1
must read it. p
The date at the top is “Wednesday
evening.”

Surely, this is Thursday?

Yes, in spite of my whirling brain
and wildly beating heart,
ber that. Then it was written last

night—probably after we

I remem-

retutrned
home!

“My own dearest Theo,” the letter
begins, I have quite made up my
mind that this wretched state of
things cannot go on muech longer. 1
cannot live without yon any longer,
darling; you must come to me, and
let me be all in all to you. I dare
gay your people will blame you for

;aking this step—they are sure to

rlb so—but, oh, my dearest, if you
knew what an agony of doubts and
fears 1 live in, you would take pity
on me and come! This seeing you
by stealth, this fear lest any other
man should come and steal away my
jewel, and, lastly, this change of
quarters, are all driving me mad. If
the regiment had been staying here
longer, 1 might have waited a little;
but it would only have been waiting,
Theo. We were surely made for
each other; so what does it matter
whether we go a little sooner or lat-
er? 1 shall expect you .to answer
‘Yes’ when I see you this evening,
Wh:n a

seem till then!

darling. long time it will
“Your own—A.”

I read this epistle twice—Theo is
quite right—there is no mistake.
There is the Roman “VIL"” surround-
ed by the word ‘“Cuirassiers,” and
beneath it the motto of the regiment.
I am even conscious that it smells
strongly of Adrian’s favorite scent. 1
fold it up carefully and replace it in
the envelope; then Theo’s voice
breaks the silence.

“You are satisfied, I hope?”

“Perfectly,” I say, icily. “You have
proved that, as the possessor of Adri-
an’'s love, you have more right to him
than I; and you shall have him.”

As 1 rise from the chair, 1 cannot
help seeing -the gleam- of joy which
lights up her face.

“Give me my letter,” she says, as
I reach the door.

*Nol-d

have the most right.

“to that 1
I will keep it

return, firmly;

Theo,” 1 add, seornfully, “to remind
me, if ever I should he” tempted te
forget it ,that by right of love, Adri-
an belongs to you.” Then I close the

dcor softly, and go away,

| lock mysel! into my bedroom

with the express intention of having
a good cry; but T am surprised to

find myself unable to indulge in any
luxury of that kind. T sit down by
of what? That the blow has fallen at
last—that everything is over between
us—even my vague rla)’ dreams of a
that bliss-
ful “some ¢lay” so many of us believe
in. I used to say and think that if I
conld but be

reconciliation “some day,”

perfectly certain of

Adrian’s wishes and
should be more content.

I am perfectly certain.

feelings, 1

Well, now
I'have read
the proof of it, and the death warrant
of my love, in his own writing—tho
careless, bold characters that I have
kissed so often. .Ah, well, I shall
kiss them no more now! Now that
the certainty is come, T am a little
surprised to find that, after all, I do
not feel so very different; I had al-
most expected that I should fall
down and die, or feel like one who
has lost a limb or an eye; but I do
not. I move unconsciously more ful-

warmth as much as ever. ‘The trees
wave in the summer breeze just as
sweetly as they did last year; the
fresh, summer flowers have just ‘as
delicate a tint as of yore; the birds—
ah, there is a difference there! Is it
possible that that diseordant shriek-
ing can proceed from  those ' tiny
throats, or are the nerves of my ears
and head out of tune? S

the window, and try to think—think

ly into the sunshine, and enjoy the |

Gured Eczema

Suffered for Years—Tried All Kinds

from my godmother, all the -jewellry
which Adrian has given me, or which
belongs to his family, and pack them
away in the larger case, which was
oné of his marriage gifts to me. In
the middle drawer, I lay that letter,
together with a large photograph of
Odrian, and one of my father. Dear
old “daddy,” 1 wonder what he will
say when he hears of his little lass’
troubles! - I look round the room in
gsearch of anyvthing else I may wish to
put in  here; there is rmthing.' I go
into Adrian’s dressing room, vacantly
and without any especial reason, and
in a glass on the table is a tiny bunch
I kiss the simple
passionately,

of forget-mo-nots.
half-withered flowers
for T remember that some time yes-
terday he must have taken them out
of the oak tray of lilies and forget-
me-nots which I keep filled in the
He has

give

inner hall. 1 will take these.
worn them, and Theo did not
them to him—she would not have
chosen anything so unpretending and
I lay them m the same

drawer with the two photographs and

simple.

my death warrant; and, having lock-
ed it I ring for Lane.

“I want you to pack me some

things immediately,” 1 say in - as

natural a tone as I can command.
“Yes, my lady—for how long?”’
“You had better put in two dozen

of everything,” I answer, “and ali

the pocket handkerchiefs and collar:
yvou can find.”
: “Any dinner dresses, my lady?’
“Of- course, Three will be enough
—and some morning dresses; put ir
that velvet one which came home last
week.”
Lane fetches out a huge “imperi-

al,” and is goon busily engaged ir

Mling it 1 foel T must give  gom

explanation of this sudden journey

or she will be saving something

downstairs.

“I am going to Thorganbhy for :
short time, Lane,” I say, telling the
untruth pretty well, considering th¢
small amount of practice I have hac
'n that way.

“Am T to go with you, my lady?”’

“I think not, There are
nlenty of servants to attend to me
Whom is the carriage for?’ I gay, as
the open carriage is driven round te
the door, ;

Lane.

“For Lady Lassgelles; she is going.
to lunch with Mrs. Colville,” says
she—"“go Green told me just now.”

Nothing could have happened bet:
ter for my purpose; probably nei-
ther she nor Adrian will Yeturn :fo:
dinner; and, as he never comes intc
my -room while'1I am dresgsing, mj}
flight will not be discovered until 1
am- far. beyond recall.

“When you go down tell some of
the men that I want the stanhope-
phaeton at one o’clock.”

“Yes, my lady.” .

By this means-T avoid taking Maw-

Like Magic

of MMW at Results
- From Dr, Chase’s Ointment.
You-can soon tell when people are

of leading Manufacturers, Merchants,

take, and diseovered it only when it
is too_late Lg.:rectify it. . ANl I can do
now  is to spare Adrian the annoy-
ance. of seeii{g me day after day, of
feeling that e can never be free
from me, and myself the -continual
agony of witnegsing his love for an-
other, .

1 go down presently and eat my
lincheon. I do not, as I have done,

8o often hefore, make a pretense. and
end by taking nothing. No; I make
a better meal than I have domre for
weeks; chiefty, I think, because I'am
possessed with -.a wild, raging fever
of excitement, and 1 am anxious to
get to the end of my journey without
hreaking - down.
my sealskin coat and hat,- and asks

Lans “brings down

which dressing case I am gaing to
take with me.
“The.small one,” I fell
then I look .round. once more upon
the home which ought to have been
my earthly  paradige, with eyes which
take in every. detail with a hungry
yvearning, until a mist of tears shuts

st the Tamiliar ohjects, and T am
fain to eovér them with my shaking

her; and

hand.
(To be Continued.)

MRS SATTA

Not only softer, smoother, more satisfying
than any other, but distinguished by the
“ True Oriental Odor,” a fragrance inimj-
table in its subtlety and charm.

In addition to_Massatta, we carry a complete
idne of Lazell’s Famous- Specialties, including
‘he- most exquisife: Perfumes, delightful Toiley
Waters superb Credms,” and Powders of un-
questionable excellence. .-

ONDON DIRECTOR)

(Published Annually)

&nables traders throughout the Worlg
to communicate direct with Engligh

MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
In each class of goods. Besides belng
a.complete commereial guide to Lon
don and {its: suburbs, the director:
contains lists of

- EXPORT MERCHANTS

with the Goods they ship, and the
“lolonial and, Forelgn Markets they
supply;

STEAMSHIP LINES,

arranged under the Ports to whick
they- sail, and Indicating the approxi-
mate Sailings; s

PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES.

ete., in the principal provineial towns
and-industrial centres of the United
Kingdom." " -~ - . iz i

A copy of the current: édition wil)
be forwarded, freight paid, on receint
of Postal Order for 20s.

Dealers seeking Agencles can ad-
vertige' their trade cards for £1, or

At all Dmgglsts, St. John’s, Nild.

Eadies’ Apron  With Prineess Front.

This model has many points of com=
fort and convenience. It is cut high
over! the bust, and low under the arm,

thus avolding unnecessary material.
It is securely held in place by the
shoulder straps and has a convenient
pocket. It is pleasing and graceful
and may easily be developed in lawn,
gingham, percale, cambric, demin or
alpaca. The pattern is cut in 3 sizes:
Small, Médium and Large. It requires
47% yards of 36 inch material for a
Medium ‘size.

A pattern of this illustratjon mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in sil-
ver or stamps.

9661 —A PRACTICAL COMFORTABLE
MODEL.

e e —

Ladies’ Skirt for Maternity. or invalid
Wear., .

This design has many good faatures
and will be found convenient and easy
to develop. It is suitable for wash’

‘fabrics, for clothl or silk.  The Pat-

tern-is cut in 3 sizes: Small, Medium
and Large.
44 inch material for a Medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of.10¢ in sil-
ver ‘or stamps.
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It requires 51 yards of |

COLIN CAMPBELL.

J. J. ST. JOHN.

10,000 VERY CHOICE CIGARS.
BROCK’S BIRD FOOD.
ROSE’S LIME JUICE.
SUNSHINE CUSTARD POWDER
BIRD’S CUSTARD POWDER.
BLLANC MANGE POWDER.
TINNED RABBIT.
TINNED BAKEAPPLES.
When you want a cup of appetizing TEA, get
our 40c.

J. J. ST. JOHN.

The Employers Liability
Assuranece Corporation,

Limited,
OF LONDON, ENGLAND.

Accident, Liability, Health & Fidelity Guaranteed.

For particulars apply to

W. & G. RENDELL, St. John's,

Agents for Newfoundland.

“Scotia”

Six per cent Debenture

Stock,

Seasoned

Security,

Safe as regards Principal Invested.

Sure as regards Interest Return.

Secured by Assets valued at nearly
Five Times Amount Debenture
Stock Issued. =
Price 98 and Interest.

F. B. McCURDY & CO.,

Membera- Montreal. Stock Exchange,

C AL BRUCE, Manager,
: st. Johy 8, Nfl

Men’s Laced Shoes

- Men’s Tan Shoes

MEN’S TAN LACED
MEN’S DONGOILA

Children’s Tan DBarefo
Sandals, { to
48, 50, 52°'to 80e.

Children’s Kid Bals,,
6 to 2: $1.10, $1.1
$1.20 to $1.30.

sueChild’s Kid Bution Boot
$1.15, $1.20, $1.25, 1.
to $1.55.

o Chlldlen:a White Cany

; Shoes, 80, 82, 81,
88¢. to $1.10.

Clild’s 2-Strap Canva
Shoes, 80, 85, 90, 95¢
$1.00 to $1.30.
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lus Earned.
In 1912 the Canadian Life earned surplus
of $1,530,667, exceeding by over $237,000 the

~ earnings of 1011, and by a much larger
- amount the earnings of any previous year.
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I“lean upon the window leége,. and ;';"t‘::"l‘::;u m“:h:ﬂ;‘ﬁ:y’ trfﬁi‘p‘;:f larger advertisements from £8.
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What T must do. 1 must huo-my' un- |- 8nd cure is o‘nly.v-:‘ matter: of time ac:& n
"D, 0, RopLIN. | Whole world—the world . which
RS AL E | knows me, that is. Yet

wonder bow I shall feel when Adri- | perimenting with all sorts of oint- THE LONDOXN DIRECTORY, Cos Ty . not reach you in: less than 15 m :
| tells me that when "he returns. he | @Stonished at the quick and satistac- | tern ot o, ate. » GAHADA ‘.\ ;
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