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Destiny !
CHAPTER IV.

“I ALWAYS HATED YOU.”

"Raymond, you were once a gentle
man—or I woulc. throw you out of 
the window. Go!" and he pointed to 
the door.

Raymond got up slowly, and 
It with difficulty, and moistened his 
lips.

"Bruce, I swear to you that—that 
this is the first time----- "

Lord Norman then smiled, a cold, 
awful smile.

"Oh, do not think that I am about 
to deprive you of your booty, sir. 
Fou forget that I could not take it 
back;” and he pointed to the heap of 
money—“you have touched it!"

Raymond stretched out his trem
bling hands and drew the heap to
ward him, then with a sudden gesture 
of renunciation, he raised his dark 
eyes with the sinister gleam in them.

"No! I will not take it. But some 
day, perhaps, Lord Norman, you will 
wish that I had! I always hated 
you, but, before Heaven, I never-hated 
you as I hate you to-night! Take 
care, or I shall pay you back for that 
insult! Take care lest the cheat, 
whose very touch you deem defile
ment, prove clever enough to win his 
revenge!"

Without another word the detected 
cheat passed out.

Lord Norman stood musing grimly 
for a few moments. It was quite im
possible to sleep in his present mood, 
and he thought he would take a turn 
in the now quiet streets. As he pass
ed westward, he came to a large house 
standing at the corner of a square. 
The house was the town residence of 
the Duchess of Cliefeden, and a ball 
was in progress. There was just, time 
to look in; and with a listless step he 
Entered, passed through the crowd of 
lootmen, who recognized him and 
made way with respectful alacrity, 
and ascended the stairs. The immense 
saloon was still crowded, though the 
ball was drawing to a close, and 
Lord Norman could only make his 
way slowly through the throng of 
dancers and the knots of people chat
ting and laughing together.

He found the duchess at last Her 
grace was looking very sleepy and 
rather bored, and she almost frowned 
as Lord Norman came up.

"Aren't you ashamed to come near 
me?" asked her grace.

“I-am. Quite!” he said, quietly. 
“And I have come to tell you so."

He remained for a few minutes, 
until he had won her forgiveness for 
his late appearance, then wandered 
on again.

“If you are looking for Lady 
Blanche *ÿou will find her in the 
south anteroom. At least she was 
there five minutes ago,” said her 
grace; and he went to the anteroom 
leading to the grand staircase.

Seated on an ottoman was a very 
beautiful woman, just past girlhood. 
She was very fair, with thick, silken 
hair that was almost the color of pure 
gold, its brightness being relieved by 
eyes of dark velvety brown, that at

^Always Had Headaches
^ Liver Was Torpid and Bilious Spells 

I Brought Sick Headaches — Lest 
Mach Time, But Is Now 

Completely Cured. >
Here is convincing evidence that how

ever much you may suffer from liver 
trouble and consequent biliousness 
there is cure in the use of Dr. Chase’i 
Kidney-Liver Pills.

Over-eating is the most common 
cause -of sluggish liver action. You 
lose your appetite, hare distressing 
bilious spells, usually accompanied by 
headache and vomiting, the bowels 
become Irregular, constipation and 
looseness alternating, digestion is up
set and you get irritable and down' 
hearted.

No treatment so quickly awakens 
the action of the liver and bowels as 
Dr. Chase'4 Kidney-Liver Pills. For 
this reason this medicine is wonder
fully populsr and has enormous sales

Mr. Charles R. Tait, Newtown, N.B., 
writes: "I was nearly always troubled 
with headaches, and would often have 
to stop work for a day or two. I lost 
many a night’s sleep every month with 
bilious headaches, and although I 
tried doctors’ medicines, and also 
many other patent medicines, it was 
without success. When I had these 
headaches I would vomit, and could 
keep nothing on my stomach.

"I purchased a box of Dr. Chase’s 
Kidney-Liver Pills from G. M. Fair- 
weather, Druggist, of Sussex, N.B., 
and after taking one box I was so 
much relieved that I continued to take 
them until I am now completely cur
ed. My advice to anyone suffering 
from sick headaches is to try Dr. 
Chase’» Kidney-Liver Pills and be 
completely cured."

Mr. A. 8. Mace, J.P., endorses the 
shove statement and says: “This is to 
certify that I am personally ac
quainted with Charles R. Tait, and 
believe his statement in every wpy to 
be true and correct"

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, i one 
pill a dose, 25 cents a box, all deal
ers or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Limit
ed, Toronto. Substitutes wily only 
disappoint Insist on getting vfhat you 
ask for.
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WOMAN'S NERVES 
MADE STBONfi

By Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound.
Winona, Minn.—“I suffered formera 

than a year from nervousness, and was 
so bad I could not 
rest at night— 
would lie awake and 
get so nervous 1 
would have to get 
np and walk areund 
and In the morning 
would be ell tired 
out I read abeut 
Lydia E Pinkham’s 
yegetable Com
pound and thought 

I I would try it My 
nervousness soon 

1 left me. I sleep 
well and feel fine In the morning ana 
able to do my work. I gladly recom
mend Lydia E. Pinkham’s vegetable 
Compound to make weak nerves 
strong.”—Mrs. Albskt Sultsz, 60S 
O Imite ad St, Winona, Mina.

How often do we hear the expression 
among women, “1 am eo nervous, I can
not sleep,” or “it seems as though I 
should fly. ” Such women should profit 
by Mrs. Sultee’s experience and give 
this famous root and herb remedy, 
Lydia E Pinkham’s ..Vegetable Com
pound, a trial.

For forty years it has been overcom
ing such serious conditions as displace
ment», inflammation, ulcetttion, irreg
ularities, periodic pains, backache, diz- 
eineas, and nervous prostration 
women, and is now considered the at 
dard remedy for such ailments.

certain times were almost black, and 
eyebrows of rich auburn. In addition 
to her grace and beauty, Lady Blanche 
was possessed of that rarest gift in 
woman—an exquisite voice, capable of 
arresting the attention and keeping it 
as closely fixed while she spoke as if 
the hearer were under a spell. She 
was an heiress in her own right, with 
houses‘and lands enough to make the 
penniless sons go wild with longing. 
They thronged round her, and tried 
their hardest to win her, but to one 
and all she had only one answer—the 
soft, clear monosyllable—

"No!"
Lord Norman stood at the entrance 

of the anteroom, looking at the group 
within. They made quite a picture, 
the little circle of men—young and 
old—with the beautiful woman in the 
center, leaning back, with her face 
moving to and fro listlessly, her dark 
eyes fixed dreamily on the ground, the 
colorless cheeks swept by the long, 
black lashes.

Suddenly she raised her eyes and 
saw Lord Norman standing in the 
doorway; it would be too much to say 
that she blushed, but the faintest of 
all possible colors flickered in her 
cheeks, and her eyes grew softer and 
lighter for a moment before they were 
lowered to the ground again.

Lord Norman advanced to the 
group, and the man who had been 
bending over her and endeavoring to 
engage her attention, looked up, saw 
who it was, and with a shrug of resig
nation at once straightened himself 
and made room.

Lord Bruce changed greetings with 
some of the men, then sank down be
side Lady Blanche, and in a few min
utes the little circle of courtiers, like 
jackals at the appearance of the lion, 
quietly vanished.

“Where have you been, Bruce?" she 
asked.

I dined at Lady Betty’s," he re
plied.

Yes, I know,” she said, with a 
smile. "But since? It is nearly 
three."

"I have been to my rooms."
Slowly the dark eyes were raised 

to his face, rested there for a second 
or two, as if they were reading every 
line in it, then the soft voice murmur
ed listlessly:

“Has Lady Betty found a compan
ion yetr

He leaned back and looked round 
the room, carelessly, too carelessly by 
far, before he answered:

“Yes.”
“Ah, yes, I remember! Mr. Parks 

told me. A remarkably pretty girl, 
with black eyes.”

"No, they are gray," he said, and, in 
that short speech he had told her all 
she had been quietly angling for. Her 
eyes drooped, but not before a swift 
light had shone in them, and the fan 
closed and fell, feather-like, in her 
lap. He had noticed this girl so 
particularly as to rentomber the col
or of her eyes.

Unknown, unguessed at by all, there 
lay hidden behind that calm, placid 
exterior, a latent passion, which 
burned within her heart as the fire

beneath an Iceland geyser. The fire 
glowed fiercely at this moment, fed by 
the oil of Jealousy, but there was no 
trace of emotion In the soft, equal 
voice, as, rising, she said:

"Will yon find papa, Bruce? I 
would like to go'now!"

He got np and gave her his arm, 
and hunted for Lord Seymour, whom 
they found yawning in a corner, evi
dently just awakened from a nap, and 
with the old peer grumbling drowsily 
at their heels, they went down to the 
hall.

With extreme care and gentleness 
he arranged the fur cloak round the 
white shoulders, and put her into the 
carriage.

“You will come and see me to
morrow, Bruce?” she said.

"Yes, of course. Good-night," he 
replied, and turned away.

The carriage door closed, and the ^ 
over-fed, fidgety horses sprang for
ward so suddenly '. that they nearly 
knocked down a man who was cross
ing the road at the moment The 
coachman, with a carefully suppress
ed oath, pulled up short and the man 
got to the pavement As he did so, 
Lady Blanche looked out to see what 
was the matter, and the mah caught 
a glimpse of her face, upon which 
the light from the windows was now 1 
streaming. In an instant Raymond, 
for it was he, recognized the original j 
of a portrait which he had seen ip j 
Lord Norman’s room. More than i
that, he had caught in the dark eyes j 
and colorless face, a look of passion
ate jealousy which Lady Blanche had 
suppressed while Lord Norman had 
been with her.

It was not much for a man to work 
upon as a leverage for doing a fellow- 
mortal an injury, but Oscar Raymond 
was not an ordinary man, and it was 
enough for him.

Y/ith a smile and a nod, he crossed 
the road, and, setting off at a jog 
trot, followed the carriage to Lord 
Seymour’s house, in Eton place.

T. J, EDENS
By schooner from 

lottetown :
200 half bags 

P. E. I. POTATOES 
(Blues).

Blue Nose Butter, 2 lb. 
prints.

Moir’s Fresh Cakes. 
Strawberry Jam—E. D.

Smith’s pure. 
Cherries—Crystallized. 
Dates—1 lb. cartons. 

Pure Gold Jelly Powders. 
Salmon, Tinned—Janes’. 

Peerless Gloss Boot Polish.

50 boxes Milk Macaroni. 
20 boxes Canadian Cheese,

10 M. BLACK CAT 
1 CIGARETTES.
$15.00 per M.; 17c. per pk.

FRESH
5 cases 

COUNTRY
3 gross

BON AMI SOAP.

5 brls.
PORK LOINS. 

Shirriff’s
ASSORTED JELLIES.

T.J. EDENS,
Wnckwerth St and 

Cross.
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CHAPTER V.
A HARD PUNISHMENT. 

FLORIS was just finishing dress
ing on this her first morning "in 
service,", and the breakfast bell was 
clanging through the house, when 
she heard a knock at her door, and a 
strong voice, with a decidedly French 
accent, requesting permission to en
ter.

Floris opened the door, and saw a 
tall, thin French girl, with small 
dark eyes, that instantly fixed them
selves on Floris’ face, and just as 
quickly sought the ground again.

“Pardon, mam’selle, I am her lady
ship’s maid. Her ladyship's”—she 
paused just a second—"compliments," 
—Lady Pendleton had said “love"— 
"and would mam’selle kindly attend 
at milord's breakfast table? Miladi 
is unwell."

“Certainly,” said Floris. “Will you 
tell hqr ladyship that I am sorry she 
is unwell, please?" -

The girl bowed, and Floris hurried 
downstairs. She was late; and it was 
a bad beginning; but she had slept but 
little, and that restlessly. The 
French maid made a pretense of fol
lowing her, then she stole back to the 
bedroom, and with deliberate care
lessness made a complete examination 
of the wardrobe, and every article of 
Floris' whict she had left unsecured.

"Ah, yes!" she murmured. “A fine 
lady, but poor. No rings, no brace
lets, no rich dresses; but, beautiful, 
and miladi will think her an angel! 
Bah! I shall hate her! I know It!
I feel it! Something tells me that 
Mam’selle Carlisle and Joslne will be 
at daggers drawn. We shall see!” 
and with a shrug she arranged a wisp 
of her black coarse hair in the glass, 
and left the room.

Floris hurried downstairs to the 
breakfast room. A footman was carry
ing in some hot dishes, and Sir Ed
ward was seated at the table with the 
Times—containing a full report of his 
last night’s sj>eech—and a heap- of 
letters.

He rose as she entered, and his 
weary face lightened for ’a moment 
at the vision of fresh, young beauty, 
and his eyes rested upon the simple 
cotton dress, that fitted so admirably, 
with an expression of vague admira
tion and satisfaction.

"Lady Pendelton is unwell this 
morning, but no doubt they have told 
you,” he said, as if anxious to avoid 
any unnecessary words.

"Yes,” said Floris, with ready tact;
*1 am very sorry. Coffee, Sir Ed-

such a face, and such ready tact as 
to condense a question into two words, 
must be worth having.

She gave him his coffee, and took 
some bacon in exchange, and Sir Ed 
ward ate his breakfast, looked over 
his speech, opened his letters, and 
penciled drafts of the answers in the 
corners for his secretary to amplify.

Presently he pushed the letters 
from him, and took up his cup, 
garding her attentively.

"I hope you are—that you will be 
comfortable with us, Miss Carlisle,1 
he said.

"I am sure that I shall, sir," she 
answered.

He knocked his spoon against his 
cup thoughtfully, with a preoccupied 
air.

If there is anything you require— 
but my wife will see to that—I meant 
to say, that if you want anything in 
the shape of reading, please get what 
you want from the library. Here 
the key.”

It was a great concession, if Floris 
had only known it.

A servant came to the door.
“The brougham, Sir Edward."
He jumped up with the alacrity of 

a clerk making a dash for his train 
or 'bus, and commenced to bundle his 
letters into a dispatch case with one 
hand, while he took up his coffee cup 
with the other.

Floris rose.
(To be Continued.)

2445—Embroidered flouncing, lawn, 
nainsook, batiste, long cloth, silk, or 
crepe are good materials for this 
style. The fullness of the garment is 
gathered at the waistline, but may be 
worn loose, if desired.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: Small,
132-34; Medium, 30-38; Large, 40-42, 
and Extra Large, 44-46 inches bust 
measure. Size Medium will require^ 
3% yards of 36-inch material.

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

Large Stock, 
Usual Good Values.
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Everyday Etiquette.
“I have just moved to the city. Now 

will you please tell me whether I 
should leave cards for each person 
when calling upon a woman who has 
three grown up daughters?” asked Lil
lian,

“No, yon should leave one card for 
the mother and cne for the three 
daughters. If the ladies were not 
mother and daughters you would 
leave a card for each,” replied her 
helpful friend.

2134—Boys’ Blouse and Trousers. 
This model is ideal for warm wea

ther, with the low neck and short 
sleeves, and the trousers with straight 
lower edge. The blouse and trousers 
may be of the same material, of lin
en, drill, khaki, galatea, gingham, 
pique, serve or corduroy, or the blou
se may be of linen or other wash fab
ric and the trousers of serge or cloth. 
The Pattern Is cut in 4 sizes: 4, 6, 8 
and 10 years. Size 8 will require 3 
yards of 36-inch material.

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

No scarcity at

Maunder’s.
However, we beg to 
remind our custom
ers these goods are 
selling rapidly, and 
cannot be replaced 
at the same price.

-The armies of the Crown 1 
jjjjpprecht of Bavaria again ard 
ting the Allied line In a new off^ 
with Paris apparently as their I 
tive, between Mont Didier and 
on over a front of about 20 miled 
ceded as usual by a heavy bod 
ment, with shells of all calibrd 
witn noxious gases. The enem 
tlal manoeuvre evidently has ini 
the bending back of the Allied 
toward- the town of St. Just 
north wing and toward the r; 
junction of Compeigne on the 
flank, getting astride the Ois 
driving southwest toward the 1 
capital. The French troops a 
slsting the Impact with their v 
valor, but the Germans on their; 
and in the center have been a 
pierce the line distances from 
thirds of a mile south of Mont 
to relatively to two and a half 
at Ressons-Surmatz In the 
There to Noyon, however, the 
line is holding strongly. If i 
should rest with the enemy oi*s 
new battle front it p.sfihly 
badly affect the stability of th 
of the defenders from Hie Oise 
Marne, northwest of Chateau T#t| 
in order to straighten out the 
salient that would then pro;ect 
ward with the Soissons sector 
apex. The Allied commanders 
asserted were not taken mtawai p] 
the new offensive. On the other 
they had anticipated since the C 
of the army of the German 
Prince to gain its objectives be 
Soissons and the Marne and 
on the southern part of the limfilrj 
ning to Rheims that the Germai 
command would decree another 
oeuvre to the north and prepar 
accordingly were made to wiilj 
the shock. The fighting is 
tremely sanguinary character] 
whether it will be confined to th( 
af present affected remains to bq 
At last accounts it had not 
north of Mont Didier to the villj 
Cantigny which the Americans 
holding. Comparative quiet pi| 
in the region of the Marne ar 
that portion of the line in F1.I 
held by the British. There had 
no occurrence of interest aceij 
to Field Marshal Haig’s latest 
The only attack reported il 
Fernch official statement in the 
of Rheims was delivered by tlnj 
mans, who suffered serious 
but gained no ground.

From the Astico region to the 
River in the Italian theatre ther< 
been intense artillery duels, be; 
infantry engagements of great | 
portance, although the British 
of the Assa and the Italians e( 
the Brent» River have carried 
successful surprise attacks, infil 
considerable losses on the cnem| 
taking prisoners and machine 
Similar attacks by the enemy 
Valaiza and Astico Valley wer, 
pulsed.

NEW OFFENSIVE BEGIN!

No.

John Maunder,
and Clothier SI John’s, DIM Tailor

PAR’-’, Junt
A new offensive, begu l this tool 

by the Herman Army, developed! 
sustained violence on a front 
kilometres (approximately 21.8
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LONDON DIBECT0BY,
(Published Annually)

ENABLES traders throughout the 
English World to communicate direct 
with
HANUFACTUBEBS * DEALERS 

In each class of goods. Besides be
ing a complete commercial guide to 
London and its suburbs the Directory 
contains lists of

EXPORT MERCHANTS 
with the goods they ship, and the 
Colonial and Foreign Markets they 
supply;

STEAMSHIP LINES ! 
arranged under the Ports to which 
they sail, and Vindicating the approxi
mate sailings; X

PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES 
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants, 
etc., In the leading provincial towns 
and Industrial centres ot the United 
Kingdom.

A copy ot the current edition will 
be forwarded, freight paid, on re
ceipt of Postal Orders for 25s.

Dealers seeking Agencies can ad
vertise their trade cards for £ 1, or 
larger advertisements from £8.

Address in full:—

Name ,• ., . ... .. ..

*•»• .#• >• •*. pa •« w n

Saturday, May 11'
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Now Landing, 
Choice Cargo

North
Sydney COAL.

Music Is more of a necessity to-day than It is in 
times of peace.

Emerson Pianos,
Emerson Piano Players. 

Milton Pianos,
Milton Piano Players.

Prices and terms to suit everyone. See and hear them. 
Second hand pianos and organs taken in part payment 

for Pianos and Piano Players.

CHARLES HUTTON,
Sole Agent for Newfoundland,
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