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■A SURE RELIEF FOR IF 
: WOMEN’S DISOR- 
: DERS.
; 10 Days’ Treatment Fre*.
- Orange Lily is a certain
- relief for all disorders of 
: women. It is applied locally 
; and is absorbed into the suf- 
: fering tissue. The dead 
; waste matter in the eongest- 
; ed region is expelled, glv- 
l lng immediate mental and
- physical relief; the blood vessels and nerves are toned and strength- 
• ened, and the circulation is rendered normal. As this treatment is
- based on strictly scientific principles, and acts on the actual location 
I of the disease, it cannot help but do good in all forms of female trou- 
: bles, including delayed and painful menstruation, leucorhoea. falling 
: of the womb, etc. Price $2.00 per box, which is sufficient for one
- months’ treatment. A free Trial Treatment, enough for 10 days, 
; wbrth 76c., will be sent Free to any suffering woman who wilVSend
- me her address.

y
Inclose 3 stamps and address Mrs. Lydia W. Ladd. Windsor, Ont 

SOLD BT LEADING DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE.

Better a Peasant 
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER XIII.
A CREATURE of fancy.

As she speaks. Lady Lucejle, who 
been watching her as a cat does a 

mouse, flushes, and looks ^ager.y at
her. /

"Tou dont? Snppose—I only say 
suppose—thaï. I knew this sweetheart 
of yours, this wonderful painter and 
musician with the soft, dark eyes and 
broad shoulders? Suppose 1 were to 
tell you something-—”

“Don’t tell me anything,” says Jean
ne, resolutely. “I don’t want to know 
anything.”

“My dear child,” says her ladyship, 
“your simple faith in and devotion to 
a man whom you have only known 
six months is sublime, or ridiculous, 
whichever you like. Do you think that 
a man who has deceived you once will 
not do so again, and tfiat when you 
have less or no power to resent it?”

“Deceived me—how dare you say 
that?” says Jeanne, an angry red on 
each cheek, and a flash in her eyes 
that look ominously dark under the 
straight eyebrows.

“My dear Jeanne,” murmurs Lady 
Lucelle, softly, “yout own confession! 
This Vernon Vane, he is poor?”

JBknne does not answer.
“Unknown, save through his art? 

Plain Mr. Vernon Vane?”
‘Tes,” says Jeanne, desperately.
‘•Then he has deceived you,” says 

Lady Lucelle.
JQl Jeanne’s native fire has up- 

Bpojng and is blazing.
‘Sow do you know that?” she says, 

Impetuously. “You say so, but I only 
safiC you this morning, and-----”

‘Ï may be indulging In Action! 
Trap,” says her ladyship.

TSen, with a pecular smile that is 
no£so sweet as malicious, she takes 
from under her crepe wrap a small 
châfr and locket, opens the latter, 
with her eyes still on Jeanne, and ex
tends it in the hollow of her white 
pafin.

There are my credentials," she 
says. “Do you think it a good like
ness?”

Jeanne is about to refuse to- look 
at rpnything belonging to this Lady 
Lucelle, who has so traduced her 
lover; but curiosity is too strong, and 
shEtakes the locket. It is some witch- 
erÿÇ some trick of black art, or can 
this; be Vernon Vane’s face that looks

up at her from the trinket? It is his 
face.

Jeanne turns pale, and her lips 
tighten, as the first jealous pang she 
has ever' felt seizes her like the clutch 
of an iron hand.

“Are—are you his sister?” she says 
at last.

Lady Lucelle smiles a sweetly-bltter 
smile.

“It is lie, then ?” she says, “I thought 
so! His sister? No, I was to have been 
his wife!”

"His wife?” Jeanne’s lips form the 
words, but no sound comes.

“Yes—and only six months ago.” 
says Lady Lucelle, with fine irony, “If 
he told you—as no doubt he did—that 
you are the first woman he ever lov
ed, it was false; he loved me; he had 
loved half-a-dozen before, and”—she 
pauses, with a cold light In her eyes 
—“he will love another half-a-dozen 
before he dies!”

Jeanne catches her breath, and 
.then could stab herself for showing 
the pain of the blow.

“It is false!” she says.
“Take care how you cast names, 

dear Jeanne,” says her ladyship, warn- 
ingly; “you were wrong before, you 
know. My dear, I am sorry for you— 
I pity you almost as much as I pitied 
myself. But, cut bono, what is the 
good of taking these things to heart? 
We were made to be the playthings 
of such men as—Vernon Vane. My 
dear Jeanne, I deemed him a hero, a 
king, a demigod—in a word, I loved 
Mm too much, and that wearied him. 
It is the sure way to sicken him of 
his whim, for he is all whim. I see it 
all quite plainly—oh, quite. Having 
tired of me, because, possibly, I had 
no sympathy fer art, and did not care 
to follow him meekly through the rab
ble, when my place' was by birth and 
breeding among the high—because I 
did not sit at Ills feet, content to in
hale turpentine and listen to nothing 
but art—art, he wearies of me, and 
flies for refuge to nature. Oh, I know 
the slang and the cant phraeee of 
those gentry! He finds nature in the 
shape of a pretty—no, you are a love
ly girl, who, because she does not 
know the world, is content to think 
him hero,, king and demigod—loves 
turpentine, and 'will Helen while her 
demigod has a tongue to wag.”

She pauses for breath, and Jeanr.e, 
white with passion, and—alas—alas! 
—fear and Jealousy, tries to speak, 
but Lady Lucelle holds up her hand.

“Wait! This creature of fancy and 
whim, having an eye to romance, 
thinks it must be a charming idea to 
start in the world afresh, in a new 
name and new character—to pose, in 
fact, as a struggling artist, open to

any amount of sympathy and admira
tion. And he has succeeded. My dear 
Jeanne, he ia as rich as Croesus! He 
haa estates in four counties in Eng
land, a palace on the Arno, a house 
in Paris, serrants and horsemen with
out number. Vernon Vane, the strug
gling artist!” and she laughs. “Did 
you ever hear of the Marquis of Fefn- 
dale?”

Jeanne shakes her head, staring 
straight before her.

“No? Impossible! My 'dear, you are 
the only person In the world that 
hasn’t The Marquis of Ferndale Is 
famous—for his wealth, for' his genius, 
for his changeability, for his eccen
tricity, for everything that can dis
tinguish a young man born next to 
the bloo* royal.”

“And' what—what Is he to me-?’’ says 
Jeanne. , ,

“Child,” says her ladyship, “your 
soi-devant artist Vernon Vane, is the 
Marquis of Ferndale!”

Jeanne stares open-eyed, and pale 
of countenance. Then she laughs a 
strange laugh.

“Well,” she says, “what If he is?”
It Is not what Lady Lucelle quite 

expected.
“I see.” she (says, with a smile, “you 

-still doubt. Well, then, put him to the 
test. Ask him to-night if he knows 
Lucelle Stanford ; ask him if be is the 
Marquis of Ferndale or not; ask him

B
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T shall ask him nothing!" says 
Jeanne, stamping her foot, her face 
aflame, her eyes passionately gleam
ing with mingled love and fear.

“What Is it to me if he be an artist 
or marquis—what is it to me if—if— 
what is his past to me? I love him as 
Vernon Vane, and I will marry him as 
Vernon Vane! Yes, Lady Stanford, I 
love him!” repeats Jeanne, with a 
child’s courage added to a woman’s 
passion. "No word of mine, prompted" 
by you who lost him-----”

Lady Lucelle rises majectically, but 
crimson.

“Who lost him!” repeats Jeauna, 
setting her teeth, “shall separate us. 
That is what you would do,” she goes 
on, rapidly, hurriedly, like a moun
tain stream impetuous to gain its end 
and there have done. “I am not of your 
world—I do not know It; but I know 
that you would seperate us if you 
could, and that you knew such ques
tions would do it. No! he has good 
reasons for keeping these things from 
me, if they are true—and I will not 
ask him.”

Ladÿ Lucelle smiles sweetly as ever.
“As you please. I don’t blame you 

for refusing to risk a coronet; not at 
all—you are wiser than I thought you. 
I never knew a woman yet—in your 
class—so simple as to be blind to her 

-own interest.” ' ,
Jeanne looks as she is, half mad 

with rage.
■' “No, I was wrong, I see. But for
give me! I did it for the best; I would 
have thanked the woman—or the man 
who had warned içe against one who 
had systematically concealed his past, 
his position, his very name. But you” 
—she shfugged her shoulders and 
drew her wrap about her—“my poor 
child, I think you are wiser.”

Jeanne pants. This is a thrust that 
strikes home, because it is t^ue.

"At any rate, give me the credit of 
trying to be your friend, will you not? 
We shall meet) some day—unless the 
marquis chooses to carry on the mas
querade—and you will see that I am 
right. He will love you for an hour, 
and cease to do so the minute you 
balk some whim or fancy. Just now 
it is his whim to wed a simple maid 
who shall love him for himself alone. 
How long do ycu think such love will 
last?”

Jeanne does not answer—the cruel 
words so sweetly spokên cut Into her 
like knives.

"I can hear the carriage,” says Lady 
Lucelle. "Good-by—will you not kiss 
me?”

No; Jeanne will not even hold out 
her hand, and, with a little sigh and 
a shrug, the fashionable beauty floats 
out, leaving a delicate perfume be
hind to keep Jeanne tiiad with re
membrance.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE BRIDE-ELECT.

Marquis of Ferndale! Could, it be 
true?

J«ume standing, as Lady Lncelle 
had deft her, in the center of the room, 
about which still clung the delicate 
perfume shaker from her ladyship’s 
delicate robes—Jeanne, utterly be
wildered and storm-tossed, asked 
herself if it could possibly be true!

Then there arose before her the re
membrance of small, and at the time 
unnoticed, incidents which had oc
curred ' lately. She remembered how, 
on one occasion, Vernon had drawn a 
rough sketch on a piece of paper 
which he had taken from fhlg pocket, 
and on which were stamped an elabo
rate crest and armorial bearings ; she 
had asked him at the time whose they 
were, and he had answered so care
lessly and Indifferently that she could 
not now recall the reply.

How was it, too, that he never spoke 
of the past hut) in a strangely guarded 
■way, never alluded to his relations, 
even in his loving converse with her?

Was there not, also, something mys
terious in his visiting so unknown and 
secluded a spot as Newton Regis?
• Could It be true? . ■ , .yAti

Jegnne, pacing up and down, felt 
rthat however much her ladyship had 

exaggerated in other matters, she was 
true in stating that Vernon Vane, the 
painter, was the Marquis of Ferndale. 
if so, why had he concealed hie tdent-

MOTHER!
“California Syrup of Figs” 

Child’s Best Laxative;

Accept ”,California" Syrup of Figs 
only—look for the name California 
on the package, then you are sure 
your child is having the beat, and 
most harmless physic for the little 
stomach, liver and bowels. Children 
love its fruity taste. Full directions 
on each bottle. You must say “Cali
fornia.”

ity from her, from Jeanne, who loved 
him so entirely, so passionately? This 
question distressed her more than the 
past had done—why had he not trust
ed her? Could it be for the reason 
which Lady Lucelle had assigned? 
Could it be because he was. so dis
trustful of the disinterested love of 
woman that lie wished to place it be- 
young all doubt?

Jeanne’s face flushed with sorrowful 
indignation at the idea.

“I should have loved him, let him 
be what he might," she murmured. 
“Why did he not trust me?” \

Then came with painful Intensity 
that pang of Jealousy which Lady 
Lucelle’s assertion of Vernon’s love 
for her had' aroused In Jeanne’s 
breast Had he really and truly loved 
her, and grown tired of her?

Jeanne’s face grew pale, and her 
soft lips quivered. It was a bitter blow 
to her pure, sweet, maiden love, the 
thought that another woman had lis
tened to his low, musical words of 
love—that other lips had received the 
kisses which Jeanne had deemed so 
entirely her own.

Jeanne was not a woman of the 
world; she was only a girl under the 
influence of her first, pure, passion
ate love, and knew nothing of the 
sophistries with which women con
sole themselves when ~they find that 
their lovers have knelt at other and 
earlier shrines. She was so little a 
woman of the world, that she did not 
think for a moment of the worldly 
advantages which would accrue to her 
as the wife of a marquis.

What she wanted was her lover, not 
a coronet ; and the knowledge that he 
had loved another woman before he 
had won Jeanne’s love was worm
wood and gall to her.

The dusk came creeping silently 
down, and found her still pondering 
and chafing over the secrets which 
had been revealed to her, and still un
decided what to do.

He—artist or marquis, whichever 
he was—would be here in a few 
hours. How could she let him with 
the old light-hearted gayety—how 
could she let him take her in his arms 
and kiss her with the same freedom 
as of old, while- this shadow would 
assuredly creep In between them?

Supposing she told him of this 
strange meeting with the fair-haired, 
lovely woman of fashion?—supposing 
she told him all that Lady Lucelle 
had told her? What would happen?

This woman, who professed to have 
known him longer and better than 
Jeanne did, had said that he was a 
creature of whim and fancy, and that 
he would cease to love the woman 
who balked or thwarted his lightest 
whim. If this were true, then—then— 
he might turn from her, and the mar
riage might be broken off !

Jeanne’s face blanched and her 
heart stood still at the thought.

(To be continued)

zDRESSMAKER 
SAVED FROM 

OPERATION
By Taking Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s VegetaMe Compound 

jn Time. _
Ithaca, N.Y.—“Three years ago I 

suffered from pains in ray right side, so 
[Severe that I could 
not raise my feet 
fromthefloor. Pains 
would shoot down ray 
limbs and through 
my back, and the 
doctor said I had 
an abscess. I was in 
bed two weeks with 
an icebag on my |ide 
and expected any 
day that I might 
have logo to » hos
pital for an opera
tion. A friend cam* 

to see me and told me of your won
derful medicine —£ydia E. Pintham’s 
Vegetable Compound. I began taking 
it, mid after taking six bottles I 'feel 
well and strong, do my own work and da 
dressmaking tor others. I cannot speak 
too highly of your medicine and recom
mend it to others who suffer with female 1
trouble. It is a Godsend to «Wf 
women, and you may use my name at 
anytime. ”—Mrs. Perm Hi* HULSizna. 
21* EL Fall St, Ithaca, N.Y.
. Women who suffer from any each ail
ments should not fail to try tins' A»«u 
root and herb remedy, Lydia B. Pink- 
ham’. Vegetable Cempound.

Fashion
Plates.

a smart coat" suit.
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ENflNE OWNERS!
Why not have your Engine thoroughly 

overhauled this winter; it means added years 
to its life of service. Our Repair Department 
can handle any kind of engine, marine or 
stationary, gasolene or crude oik

All work done thoroughly by a staff of mechanics every 
one of whom arc specialists in repairing and installing engines.

No job too big, no job too small.
Out reputation for good work should be an inducement 

to'M call” us when you have engine trouble.

JOB’S STORES,Ltd
Marine Department.

Comprising Cost Pattern 3452 and 
Skirt Pattern 3383. The Skirt is cut in 
7 Sizes:, 24, 26, 28, 30, 32, 34 and 36 
inches waist measure. With plaits ex
tended it measures about 1% yard. The 1 
Coat is cut in 6 Sizes: 36, 38, 40, 42, 
44 and 46 inches bust measure.

For the entire suit in a. medium size, 
6% yards of 44 inch material will be 
required. Velvet, velours, 'fiuvetyn, 
twill, serge,and trlcotlne are attrac
tive for this model.

This illustration calls for TWO sep
arate patterns which will be mailed 
to any address,,on receipt of 16c. FOR 
EACH pattern in stiver or stamps.

A PLEASING MODEL.
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Pattern 3446 to here illustrated. It 

is cut In 8 Sises: Small, 32-34; Medium, 
36-38; Large, 40-42 Inches bust mea 
sure. A Medium size will require 1 % 
yard of 36 inch material.

Crepe, crepe de chine, linen, cam
bric, batiste, dimity, washable satin 
and silk may be used to make this 
style.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to apy address on receipt of 15c. in 
silver or stamps.

Sise .. .. .............
Address la full:—

», M. M M n M .M M M

NOTE:—Owing to the continual ad
vance In price ot paper, wages, etc., 
we are compelled to advance the prior 
ct patterns to 18c. each.

Roman Ruins
in North Africa.

North Africa—Morocco, Algiers— 
comprises, according to Louis Bert
rand, a French writer, a storehouse 
of historical and archaeological treas
ure. unsuspected by the great major
ity of Frenchmen, and other travellers.

M. Bertrand declares that most of 
his countrymen visit the colonial pos
sessions much as they would visit à 
spectacular review or something of 
the sort, as a bizarre experience of 
strange sounds and colors and mus
cle dancers, whereas, If they would 
but open their eyes, they might be? 
hold dead cities raising up their 
heads and almost hear the echoing 
footsteps of the Roman legions. He

We have in stock some splendid Ham 
Butt, Mess, and Fat Back Pork, selling at 
lowest prices.

HARVEY & CO., Ltd.
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Beaver Board
About $10.00 worth of Beaver Board will put a hand
some ceiling on your Parlor.

Beaver Board is really good enough for your Parlor and 
is at the same time cheap enough for your kitchen.

The Beaver Board which we are now selling is SIZED— 
ready for painting or decorating. -. _ r

A Beaver Board ceiling looks good and will last as long 
as your house. ___ _

_____ ...*n
’ *—~vr

Look for the trade mark on the hack of every board. 1 „.

Colin Campbell, Ltd.
Distributors,—Vulcanite Roofing and Beaver Board.,

/ . ". . . .. M. . ?

archaeologist—■ sort of head hunter, 
who, instead of concluding to con- 

polnts, in fact, to North Africa as 8j^er a ^uin as something worthy of 
the richest museum of Latin ant»- rggpçct and precious for its own 
quity in the world, where the ruins ’ Bake whlch should be piously pre- 
of the imperial occupation are thickly gerve<|i regards it as a subject tor 
strewn tor leagues, crying out tor scientific vivisection. As soon as he 
the pick and spade of the excavator. hae ripped it open and picked out the 
“From VpluWli» iu Morocco to Glgthi head of a he-goat, or something, he 
In Tunis,” declared the writer, “bn ’ abandons it to disintegration again, 
e line two thousand kilometers long, |
the Roman ruins are landmarks in Disinterred Ulttts.
Africa, With their triumphal arches, ; M. Bertrand describes many of the 
colonnades, pagan temples, basilicas ’ disinterred cities at great length and
and Christian burial places, they out
line a shattered royal road without a 
peer.” •

Making a plea for intelligent study 
of the Roman remains, M, BertranlJ-paragraph. selected at 
sternly criticizes a certain type of - suffice as an example:

with the intellectual’s love for ela
borate detail. His i article is accom
panied by a number of beautiful pho
tographs. A translation of a single 

random, may

“About these great centres of an
cient civilization press a crowd of 
colonies or municipalities whose ruins 
have, in many places, been cleared 
by the archaeologists — Cuicul, 
ThibUis, Thubursicum, Maudaure, 
Theveste. The first Is ^nothing less 
than extraordinary in the strange 
coloring, of its setting—a circle of 
mountains whose red tones recall the 
purple stripe on Roman senatorial 
tunics—an unique red against which 
the whiteness of ivory, the w'arm 
blush of colonnades; pediments and 
architraves itand out In splendor.

"Cuicul, the modern DJemtla, al
ready promises to eclipse Ttngad. not 
only because of Its unusual framework 
of mountains, but in the, grace, beauty

and number of its monuments, 
little Capitaline temple that efflW 
ishee one of the sqnarpe, excites < 
most glorious comparisons; from'n 
height of its monumental base **> 
seen through the tour columns ot 
peristyle, which now supports t>utJ 
single string course of sculp 
marble, -it Inevitably recalls the B 
temple of the Wingless Victory on^ 
Athenian Acropolis. One can 
about the uncovered streets of ' 
dent Cuicul, step across triuinP' 
portals, stroll about its forum i 
dedicatory altars apd the pedestnl*
statues.”
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