She
Couldn’t Go-

Her.Corns
Would

She remembered the ago-
nies of the last dance.® It
kept her at home to coddle her

touchy corns.

She simply couldn’t

face the pain again.

How easy it would have been, what instant
relief, if she had only known of Blue-jay.
Other millions of men and women have found
relief this way. Blue-jay stops pain instantly.
And the miserable corn is gone, roots and

all, in 48 hours.

New shoes —smart styles— have no terrors
to Blue-jay users. These soothing plasters,
inset with a medicinal waz, have ended mil-
lions upon millions of corns.

Many tests conducted by experts show that
the first application removes 91 per cent.
Stubborn casesrequire a second or third treat-
ment, Why wait longer? Why suffer?

Also Blue-jay Bunion
Plasters

A Child of
Sorrow.

CHAPTER IIL

“There are plenty,” she said. “You'd
have no difficulty in marrying well,
Byrne.”

“Thanks for this unsolicited testi-
I think I'll go
now; you couldn't say anything nicer
if I stayed. Haven't you some kind
of show on to-night?”

monial to my charms.

_E;_the people will be here in.a
few minutes.
before they arrived.
to dinner ‘because I knew

I didn’t ask you
Glassbury
would ask questions; and you always
hate them.
any rate, for a little while,
You go and smoke a cigarette while

I want you to stay, at

Byrne.

I get Louise to see to my hair.”

“Very well,” he assented. “But

your hair’s all right.”

“I know,” she said, as he opened
the door for her; “but I also know
you want that cigarette.
in the smoking-room

“Don’t stay
all the time;
you’ll hear the musie.”

Heroncourt sauntered off to the
smoking-room—he was like a son or
brother of the house, and came and
went as he pleased—and he got a cig-
arette from Glassbury’s own box and
threw himself on a lcunge; but pre-
if his
would not permit him to remain still,
and paced up and down the

sently he arose as thoughts
long
room asking himself why on earth he
cared, and why he could not go on
in this old way and leave Heroncourt
and the title go to the deuce.

“Marry for money,” tlie phrase
stuck to his mind like a burr, and,
like a burr, irritated him. The thing
was common enough; yet, strangely
enough, he hated the thought of it:
strangely, because Heroncourt was
not a susceptible man; and, though
he had moved all his life in a circle of
beautiful women, he had never been
in love.

I wanted you to come !

Presently the sound of the piano

and a violin came floating to him
from the great drawing-room, and he
pitched the half-smoked cigarette into
the fire-place and walked into the
hall. The door of the salon
open, and at the sight of the crowded

to break his

was

room he felt tempted
word to the countess and make his
escape; but amongst the few things
for which Heroncourt had respect was
a promise, even a trivial one, espec-
ially to a woman, and putting the
temptation away from him, he enter-
ed the room.

He was probably the tallest man
there, and as he happened to enter at
one of the rare moments of silence—
Joachim was playing-—his entrance
was noticed, and women smiled and
men nodded to him, and all of them
looked at him with that expression of
interest which his unexpected ac-
cession to the title excited.

He kept out of the crowd and leant
against a wall, his arms folded, his
thoughts moving in harmony with the
wonderful strains of the violin. When
Joachim had finished, and the ap-
Lord Glassbury

came up to him, and in his loud and

plause broke out,

cheerful way greeted him heartily.
“Glad youv'e come, Byrne. There's
Ethel over there. But you’ll have to
cut your way to her with a hatchet.
Come and have a cigar and a drink
with me; this is as hot as
Tophet.”
“All right;

court.

place

I'll come,” said Heron-
“I've already seen Lady Glass-
bury.”

The two men moved towards th\e
door, but some new-comers were en-
tering and blocked the way, and as
they were standing waiting for a
clear passage there arpse a murmur
of anticipation and cries of “Hush!”

“We're in for the next piece,” said
Lord Glassbury, with a groan. “Hal-
lo, by George, what a pretty girl!”

Heroncourt turned and saw moving
towards the piano, a tall, slim figure
in a black satin skirt and a low-cut
blouse of silvery, dove grey, above

which the soft, rippling hair shone

like a raven’s wing. Her face was

“Seal Brand” means a certain,
definite blend of high-grade
coffee—uniform in quality
and always delicious.

Don’t take any chances—
always insist on having
“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE.

Ia %, 1 and 2 pound tins.

'verized—also

‘Whole—ground—pul
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turned from him; but as she took her
seat at the piano, she looked round,
her dreamy eyes sweeping the audi-
ence as if she were saying, “Will you
listen to me!”’ and Heroncourt had a
clear, full view of the face.
He did not say a word in agree-
ment with Glassbury’s ~exclamation;
but he thought, at that moment, that
it was the loveliest face he had ever
seen. Thére was a murmur of curi-
osity, and a woman near them aske?
Lord Glassbury in a whisper:
“What does she do, sing—play?”
Lord Glassbury shook his head.
“Sorry,” he said; “don’t know. I
she sat still and did nothing but le:

enough.”

“She is a raconteur,” said a lad)
“I heard her at Howare
She is reall;
too! Di

near them.
House the other night.
wonderful—and so young,
you ever see such a marvelously ex
pressive face?”
She was hushed
had touched the keys, a soft prelud
was floating through the room; it wa
followed by a soft and as melodiou
an air; and then, suddenly, the clea:
recite Owe

down, for Maid

mellow voice began to
Meredith's “Misery.”
Of course, it is a wonderful poem
it is difficult to read it without feel
ing unutterably wretched; but im
agine it recited by such a girl a
Maida Carrington, in such a voice a
hers, with the subtle accompanimen
with her ever

wailing in harmony

tone, now almost a whisper, now
deep contralto note, and now a ring
ing like the music of a tenor-bel’
and in every line and all the tim
thrilling with dramatic suggestion!

The silence was intense; men hel
their breath, women put up the!
fans to hide the tears in their eyes
When the voice and the music ha
ceased, the silence hung upon the:
for an instant or two, then the ap
plause broke out like a thunder-cras!
The whole audience was = excited b
admiration and enthusiasm; indeec
only one person in the room remain
ed calm, and that person, strangel
enough, was Maida.

She stood for a moment, her taper
lightly on the

ing fingers resting

keys, her small, exquisitely shape
head slightly bent in response to th:
continued applause. Her gaze wa'
still dreamy, and a smile that shon¢
in her eyes and curved her mobile lip
like the

whic!

was not in the very least
smile of gratified vanity with
we are all so painfully familiar; i
was just the smile of a child who is
pleased because you are pleased witl
it.

At that moment she was thinking
not of the brilliant crowd who were
clamoring for an encore, but of Car
rie: the piece had been a success, anc
Carrie would be so proud and delight-
ed.

Lady Glassbury made her way t¢
the piano.

“It was beautiful—more than beau
tiful, Miss Carrington,” she said
“You will not be surprised that we
should want you to recite—sing—I
do not know what to call it—again
for us.”

“I shall be very happy,” said Maida.

She sat down and struck a chord—
a loud one this time, like a trumpet-
call, and gave them cne of Kipling's
soldier ballads. Men grew hot, wo-
men beat time with their satin shoes,
looked at with
sparkling eyes and parted lips; and,
when she had finished, the men, and

and one another

some of the women also, called out,
“Brava!” as they clapped. They
wanted more, and Maida would have
given it to them; but Lady Glassbury
saw that the lovely face had grow2
paie, and, laying her hand upon the
girl’s arm, she said, very sweetly:
“No, no; you shall not do any
more to-night—I will not let you. I
can well imagine how trying it must
be. I will find my husband, and hé
shall take you to get some wine.”
But Maida shrank back, just the
very least, and murmuring, “Thank
you, I never take wine; I do not want
anything; I will go now, if I may,
pleage,” ‘made her way between the
c¢rowd, which was beginning to
ﬁrﬁss upon her, to the anteroom,
where she had left her out-of-door
things.

She was trembling a little, but not
excited—certainly not with - vanity;
for, like all true artists, she was re-
membering one or two shortcomings
and one or two mistakes of infle¢tion

us just look at hér it would be gooc |

HELP FOR
WORKING WOMEN

Some Have to Keep on Until
They Almost Drop. How
Mrs. Conley Got Help.
Here is a letter from a woman who
had to work, but was too weak and suf-

Telegram
Fashion Plafes.

The Home Dressmaker should keep
p Catalogue Scrap Boek of our Pat.
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time.

fered too much to continue. How she

regained health :—

Frankfort, Ky.,—*1I suffered so much
with female weakness that I'could not
- - —do ‘my own work,

llll nad to nire it done,

I heard so much

i about Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable
Compound that I

tried it. I took three

bottles and I found

it to be all you

claim. Now Ifeelas

well as ever1did and

{ am able to do all my

=1 own work again. I
recommend it to any woman suffering
from female weakness. You may pub-
lish my letter if you wish.”’—Mrs.JAMES
CONLEY, 516 St. Cluir St.,Frankfort,Ky.

No woman suffering from any form of
female troubles should lose hope until
ghe has given Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound a fair trial.

This famous remedy, the medicinal
ingredients of which are derived from
native roots and herbs, has for forty
years proved to be a most valuable tonic
and invigorator of the female organism.

All women are invited to write
to the Lydia E. Pinkham Medi-
cine Co., Lynn, Mass., for special
.advice,—it will be confidential.

and as usual they
A maid

her on with her things, gazing at her

and emphasis;
were haunting her. helped

'\'1‘.!:‘opon—mouthod admiration and

something like awe, and followed
and watched her down the stairs as
Maida went out of the house.

Heroncourt was’tie only man in
the room who had not applauded. He
1ad leant against the wall with fold-
d arms and had remained almost
motionléss during the whole of th2
nerformance. It had seemed to him
(hat loud applause, cven applause of
any kind, would be so inadequate as
o~ be almost an insuit. One does not
‘lap one’s hands before a Cimabu: or
before an Italian

sheut “Brava!”

ake; and to him the girl and he:

ichievement seemed the perf:::a
of nature and art. He knew that the

warvellous notes of lLer extraordin-
ary voice would haunt him for days;
want them crushed cut ard

long-

he ¢idn't
Irowned by the roar of the

haired basso profundo whose huge
form was now approaching the piano;
he therefore availed himself of an

opportunity of getting through the

ecrowd and went slowly down the
stairs into the hall.

His crush hat and light overcoat
were brought by a footman, and Her-
the open

oncourt sauntered through

door and down the steps. On the
pavement he stopped to get out his
cigarette-case, and while lighting his
cigarette he saw Maida standing a
few yards off, evidently trying to find
a cab.

There was a long line of carriages,
and there¢ was the usual small street
crowd waiting to see the guests come
liked

but he

out. Heroncourt would have
to have called a cab for her;
hesitated; he felt, somehow, that she
would not like him to intrude upon
her; but it occurred to him that he
might get a cab for her without her
knowing it, and he was looking up
and down the street in search of one
when he saw one of the loafers move
away from the crowd and edge up to
the girl.

Heroncourt vaguely suspected mis-
chief—the man had the slinking,
hang-dog air of the professional pick-
pocket—and Heroncourt strode after
him. The man snatched at a plain,
simple, gold bracelet which gleamed
on Maida’s wrist; Heroncourt
her start and heard her utter a sud-
and—

saw

den, sharp cry as of pain;
well, it must be frankly admitted that
he lost his head: the girl’s cry went
through him. :

His blow—a terrible one—fell on
the man’s evil mouth, and the wretch
went down as if he had been struck
by lightning.

(To be Continued.)

filled with water on the stove to soak.
It only hardens whatever may have
adhered to them, and makes them
more difficult to clean. Keep them |

from heat.

full of cold water and soak them away '

A PLEASING FROCK FOR THE
LITLE MISS.'

)

1371—Girls’ Dress in Empire Style,
with or without Bodice.

As here shown, white batiste, with
Swiss “all over” and bands of inser-
tion, were used. The dress is nice for
white or colored lawns, with or with-
out combinations of other material,
lace or embroidery. It is also good
for challie, crepe, gingham, organdy,
mull, or wash silks. The bodice may
be omitted, and a ribbon sash or gir-
dle substituted. The Pattern is cut
in 4 sizes: 2, 4, 6 and 8 years. It re-
quires 23 yards of 36-inch material
for a 6-year size.

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

A SIMPLE APRON MODEL.

2078—Seersucker, gingham, per-
cale, lawn, drill, alpaca, brilliantine
or sateen may be used for this style.
It is fitted by shoulder and underarm
seams and has deep arm openings for
comfort and ease.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: Small
for 32 and 34 inches bust measure,
Medium for 36 and 38 inehes bust
measure, Large for 40 and 42 inches
bust measure, and Extra Large for 44
and 46 inches bust measure. It re-
quires for a Medium size 43, yards of
36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed

to auy address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

3N Y TR
Address in full:—

Never put pans and Kkettles half, Name .. .. .

WIKARD’S LINIMENT CURES
DIPHTHRERIA.

MINARD’S LINIMENT EELIEVEsS

RET2ALGL)

Corduroy
Velveteens

JUST OPENED.

The Best Value for your money to-day of any materials for
making Costumes, Skirts or Dresses is shown in these beautiful-
ly silky finished Corduroy 'Velveteens. Corduroys combine rich
appearance with the highest wearing qualities, whereas you are
aware you can now pay very high prices for other materials
and get neither of.these qualities.

Other Dress values that we can recommend are shown in
our selection of

Mercerised
Dress Poplins,

All the leading shades, at 75c. ahd $1.15 yard.

Then we have a few snaps in Dress Material that are old
stock (and to-day old stock is the best stock), these include

French All Woel Amazon Cloths,

For Costumes, etc., in colors of Myrtle, Reseda, Brown and
Grey only, at $1.15 and $1.30 yard.

These cloths cannot be replaced at any price to-day. Other
old values you can save a lot of money on we show in certain
colors of Alpacas, Cashmeres, Voiles, Crepelles, Nun's Veilings,
ete.,, and besides these a lot of Shepherds’ Checks at various
prices. A

NEW BUITONS,

For Coats, Costumes and Dresses, just opened.

HenryBlair
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showing a
splendid se-
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TWEEDS

and

SERGES.

No scarcity at
Maunder’s.
b s g g s

However,web2ag ;

to remind our cus-
tomers thesegoods
are selling rapid-
ly, and cannot be
replaced at the
same price,

e
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SLATTERY’

Wholesale Dry Goods
House.

To The Trade:

137 Doz. Children’s
GINGHAM DRESSES

Assorted sizes and patterns.

At Lowest Possible Prices.

Slattery Blﬂg., Duckworth & George’s Sts.
Phone 522. P. O. Box 236.
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Childs’ We

Our new shipment 4§

nice af

tain a very
ment ’0,‘: Children’s 1
wear in
WHT. LAWN BODI(
NIGHTDRESSES,
FROCKS,
PINAFORES :
ROBES.

ALEX

Popular Drape

Open Week Everg
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