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Don’t Wait Another Minuté Before
Sending For a Free Trial of My
New Home Treaiment That Any-
one Can Use Without Discomfort
or Loss of Time. New and Dif-
ferent From Anything You Have
Bver Tried.

iat Me Prove That It Will Quickly
Rid You of Pile Suffering.

»  TRIAL FREE.

No matter whether your case is
of long standing or recent develop-
ment—whether it is chronic or
scute—whether it is occasional or

rmanent—you should send for this
g:ee trial treatment.

No matter where you live—no
matter what your age or occupation
«Af you are troubled with piles, my
treatment is just what you need.

1 especially want to send it to
those apparently hopeless cases
where all forms of ointments, salves,
and other local applications have
failed. :

I want ‘you to realize that my
method of treating piles is the one
safe, best treatment.

-~ This liberal offer of free treatment
is too imgortant for you to neglect
a single day. Write now. Send no
money. Simply send your r-me and
address to E. Bmlzauge 758a Pa
Bldg., Marshall, —bb. w
now—TODAY- e

The 0ld Marquis

OR,

The Girl of the Cloisters

7

CHAPTER XXXVIL
THE SECRET OUT.

With a shriek, Lela sprung to her
feet and tore at the handle of the
door, as if to get near the awful spot,
that was a quarter of a mile from
them; but Bowen leaped the
bcx, and, white and trembling, put up
his hand.

“Sit still! for Heaven's sake, #it
still, my lady! Drive to Lord Edgar’s
villa!” he shouted, as he sprung upon
the box, again.

“Oh, my lady, my lady, don't tzke
on so!” implored Lovel, as Lela,
Crouched on the bottom of the cab,
hid her face in her hands, as if to
shut out the picture that was burnz
“Don’t take on so!
mayn't be

from

into her brain.
Bear My master
hurt!”
“Dead! dead!” she moaned.
For Heaven’s sake, don’t
If he’s
your

up!

“No, no!
think it! Not yet, my lady!
not dead, want all
strength.”

you'll

The wordsﬁ were wisely chosen.
They acted like magic. With a sud-
den cry, she sat up, and pressing her
hand to her heart, she gasped out to
him:

“Don’t speak to me! Not a word!
I will, I will believe you!
He is rot dead!

I will be—strong!”

The frantic Lorses dashed down the
hill toward the town, and reached
the villa; the fly had to make its way

that seemed zon-
spot—that of their
A wild hum of hor-
ror and sympathy, of disappointm=nt
and alarm, seemed to fill the air.

On Lela’s now acute ears the name
of Lord Edgar struck frequently; and
once she heard a man standing near
the fly, as it whirleq past him, say:

“Dead as a stone!”

No, no,
ne!
me!

through crowds
verging to one

own destination.

through every
limb; but still she bore up, still mas-
beat. back by
woman’s force of love and will, that
death-like stupor that
fought to claim her for its own.

Suddenly, with a jerk, the fly stop-
of the villa, and
out, forced
back the crowd to make way for her,
and taking her arm within 'his, led
her up the steps.

The door was closed, and two police-
men stood on guard, answering the
questions of the crowd who
around in hushed gquietness.

Lovel got out the -words -*Lady
Fane!” and one of the policemen
khocked on the door, and they enter-
ed.

As if by instinct Lela passed
through the hall, and, going like one
blind, felt her way, as it were, up the
stairs, and ertered a room in which
she could hear a hushed murmur of
voices, Lovel close upon her heels,
and Bowen following.

She stood for a moment and looked
around. :

There, on the bed, lay the stalwart
form of the man whom she loved—
her husband, her lover, her god! She

And she quivered

tered and overcome,

nameless,

ped at the door

Lovel, flinging himself

stood

saW_1o one else, though a doctor was |- ‘

leaning over him, and the tall, bent
figure of the marquis stood on th
other side of the bed. o4
She made one step forward, stag-
to fhe bed. and foling on ber knees, |
looked at the white face, white but for

He will want|

conscious of nothing seva it in that
moment of anguish; then she turned
her eyes heavy with drcad,” to the
grave face of the doctor, and if cyer
eyes spuke, herg spose then.

“Ig e dead?” they askeil.

He hi up bis” fingir  warningly,
and his lips formed the word “No.”
With a sh\;dder of relief that was
so fierce that it was a'most & pain,
ker face feil on her hands.

A mom mt passed. then she kncw
that some ¢uc had touched her, and
looking up, she saw the marquis
standing beside her.

She had no fear of him now; there
was only a look of stupor and' sur-
prise in her eyes that any one should
speak to her.

“Come with me!” he whispered.

She looked at him, wearily. Did
he mean léave her husband? She did
not move.

“Come with me,” he said again.
«1 ask it for his sake,” and he point-
ed to the bed.

Something in his voice touchéd her.
She looked at the doctor, and he nod-
ded. ¥

“Please do so!” he said. He had ro
idea who she was.

“I can not leave him,” she panted,
almost inaudibly. “Why do you ask
me?” Then it flashed upon her. “Ah,
you do not know! I am his wife!”

The marquis did not start, but his
hand, which he had laid gently upon
her shoulder, fell to his side, and his
lips closed.

“I am his wife!” she repeated, pit-
eously.

“That is not true!” said a voice, a
strained voice, almost hoarse in its
intensity.

All eyes were turned in its direc-
tion, and Lela, turing hers wearily,
saw Edith Drayton standing beside
the bed, her hand clinched at her
heart as if to still its fierce throbbing,
her eyes fixed with an awful, passion-
ate yearning upon the white face be-
neath her.

The doctor looked from
another with a frown.

“Not—true!” said Lela,
cally, as if she
words. - “Who says it?
—his wife!”

“It is not true!” said the
again, and this time the dark eyes mot
here with a defiant hate.

Lela staggered and turned to the
béd; then she turned suddenly.

one to

mechani-
the
I am his wife

had dreamed

voice

She saw mothing but that face, Was|

LIFT OFF CORNS
* WITH FINGERS

Doesn’t hurt a bit and costs only
few cents

Magic! Just drop a little Freezone
on that touchy corn, instantly it
stops aching, then you lift the corn
off with the fingers. Truly! No hum-
bug!

Try Freezone! Your druggist sells
a tiny bottlé for a few cents, sufficient
to rid your feet of every hard corm,
soft corn, or corn between the toes,
and calluses, without one particle of
pain, soreness or irritation. Freezone
is the discovery of a noted Cincinnati
genius.

“Yes—I will go. I am—not fit to
I shall be stronger directly.
You will”—pitcously—*"let me come
back!” to the For she
thought that the words, the very face
ot Hdith Drayion, were phantoms of
her disordered brain.

The marquis drew her arm within
his and led her out, and tke doctor,
turning to Edith Drayton, somewhat
sternly pointed to the door.

She knelt at the bedside for a mo-
ment and touched Lord Edagr’s hand
with her lips, then followed.

Trembling, Lela allowed the mar-
quis to take her into a room on the

—stay.

marquis.

same floor and place her in a chair.
Then she looked up at him.

“A few minutes’—she breathed—
I shall be strong
Oh, my lord, my lord, have
Don’t let them keep me
from him because I seem weak! I—
I saw him fall” ana she shuddered
looked down at her,

“a few minutes!
then!

pity on me!

The marquis
and his stern, white face quivered.

“My child!” he said, then his voice
“Girl, I know not what
to think. Why are you here?”

“Why?” She stared at him with her
pain-dimmed eyes, then she laughed
“Are
you mad to ask such a question?”
she said. “Why am I—I, his wife?”

The marquis turned to where
Edith Drayton stood white and pic-
turesque.

grew harder.

—a hushed, discordant laugh.
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The Flavour Lasts

All three kinds sealed
in air-tight, impurity-
proof packages.
SURE to get WRIGLEYS

Be

D IN COLOURS _FREE !

the 01d Mother Goose Rhymes will prove fnte
The little boeé i, mm:.w 1 prove a%
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“Perhaps, madame,” he said, “you
can explain this mystery. Perhaps
you will tell me wh'y.r :t such a mo-
ment as this, you—and she—are
here.”

Edith Drayton looked at him stead-
ily.

“I am hers because”—her volce did
not falter; it grew, if anything, fuller |

nd deeper—“I love him. She"—and
she pointed to Lela—*"is here because
she thinks hergelf his wife!”

The marquis turned to Lela—to
Lela, staring as if through a mist for
a moment, then the full meaning of
the words—the cruel words—seemed
to strike her, and slowly she rose and
stood upright.

“You hear? said the marquis,
sternly. “What have you to say?’
Lela struggled for breath,

strength.

“] say that I am Lord KEdgar's
wife,” ghe asked, and her voive, low
and hushed as it was, was full of
sweet dignity. “It is my husband who
lies in the next room, and I must—I
will—go to him!” and the slight, slim
figure seemed to dilate.

The marquis’ brow grew dark.

“Either you are deceived, or—" He
paused; he could not say the words,
that were then on his tongue; he
could not, looking at the pure, sweet,
anguished eyes, say them.

“She has been deceived!” said
Edith Drayton; “this is no time for
concealment, my lord; even pity—
and I do pity her—must yleld to
truth. Miss Temple—"

“I am Lady Fane!” breathed Lela,
her eyes flashing.

“Miss Temple has been cruelly de-
ceived,” said Edith Drayton, as if
Lela had not spoken. “But I have
spoken the truth. She is not Lord
Edgar’s wife and has no claim to be

for

near him.”

The marquis stood leaning on his
stick, silent, and at the moment the
door opened and Clifford Revel en-
tered. He paused as he saw the mar-
quis and seemed as if about to retire,
but Edith Drayton seized his arm, not
hurriedly, but with a gesture that
would not brook no denial.

“If you yordship demands proof,
this gentleman may give it, for he
planned and carried out the' decep-
tion.”

Clifford
the other, his face growing whiter
and whiter bencath the sccraful and
.piercing eyes c¢f the marquis

“What is your business here, ;ir?"
he said, with a fierce coliness.
whos invitation do you' intrude in
this house?”

The question seemed to fire T:iffora
Revel into a reckless passion.

Revel lcoked from one 1o

"y

“This house is your son’s, my lord,
for the present, and I am here as his
guest. Can you say as much?” lc re-
turned, with an evil sneer.

The marquis was silent.

“I am Lord Edgar’s guest,” said
Clifford Revzl. “And while he lives”
—no one can describe the fiendish
malignity of triumph that breathed in
the tone in which the significant
words were syoken—“I have the right
to remain.”

The marquis did not flinch, but
filled him with fierce scorn, but Lela
shrunk quivering into her chair.
Edith Drayton pointed to Lela.
“Mr. Revel, this lady says she is
the wife of Lord Edgar; I have denied
the truth of her statement; I call
upon you to bear evidence in my fav-
or.”

He winced, and looked at her re-
proachfully, and was silent for a mo-
ment, then he looked around.

“I came to inquire after Lord Ed-
gar—my cousin. Is he alive?”

“Yes, sir,” answered . the marquis,
with stern defiance. *

“And is there any - hope?”
Clifford Revel.

The marquis’ eyes dropped.
Clifford Revel turned his head aside
to hide the gleam of triumph that
shone in his eyes, then he looked
around again.

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion
Plates.

A BECOMING HOUSE DRESS,

PRSI 1 Sy gy |

!

2848—For this, striped seersucker,
checked or plaid gingham, or percale,
could be used. Lawn, linen, drill and
coityn gabardine are also desirable.
The sleeve may bé finished in wrist
length, or in % length. The chebis-
ette may be omitted. The skirt is a
three-piece model and measures about
2 yards at the foot.

The Pattern for this pleasing mudel
fs cut in 7 Sizes: 34, 36 38, 40, 4%,
44 and 46 inches bust mcagure. Size
38 requires 6 yavds of 36 inch mater-
jal.

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

A DAINTY ¥KOCK FOR THE
TLE MISS.

2775—You can have this ir challie,
dotted Swiss or batiste, with a yoke
of tucked lawn. The design is mnice
also for ginghem, voile, albatross, or
poplin. The sleeve may be finished in
virist or elbow length.

The Pattern is cut In 4 sizes: 4, 6,
8 and 10 years. Size 8 will require
3% yards of 36-inch material.

te any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.
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European Ag'jency..

- Wholesale inderts promptly execu.
ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit-
fsh and Continental goods, including:

Photogra| : Optical Goods,
Provisionr and Oilmen’s Stores,
Trade Discounts ’iz;‘

i

P B8

—

English Goods Just Arrived :

2 cases Southwell’s LEMON CRYSTALS,

1 case Morton’s BROWNING.
2 cases Morton’s BORAX.
cases Morton’s SENNA LEAVES.
case Morton’s BORACIC ACID.
case Keating’s INSECT POWDER.
cases Morton’s EPSOM SALTS.
case PRESERVED GINGER.’
~ase Morton’s SULPHUR.

cazes LYLE’S GOLDEN SYRUP.
cases Gray’s CONFECTIONERY.
cases JEYE’'S FLUID.
cases Bird's CUSTARD POWDER.
7=ces NEAVZ'S FOOD.

LOWEST PRICES.

STEER BROS.

DO O b ik N bk b QO

UNITED STATES
STEEL PRODUCTS
COMPANY.

Manufacturers of

C ge Qualit -
ooperage Quality Tlll Pla[ e’
Sleel All Grades and

Hoops Sizes.
All Guages and Oll Barr@l

Sizes. Tin
9

Black and Gal-
l a specialty.

P. C. O’DRISCOLL, Limited,

Agents for Newfoundland.

Allies Mz

A pattern of this illustration mailed :
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Bedsteads and
Spring Mattresses !

GEBEEIBED

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

Summer FOOTWEAR!

" SPECIAL BARGAINS FOR THIS WEEK.

Ladies’ Tan Laced Boots only .. .. .y s oo oo o0 +:50:
_Tan Buttoned Boots only .. .. SR
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ENGLISH TROUT an
SALMON FLIES.
HOOKS TO GUT.
RINGED HOOKS.
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Prince of Wal
Flag Naval
Soldiers i |

READY TO ADVANCE.

COBLENZ,
s Concentration of troops
bry to advancing further into Ger
many if the Germans refuse to sign
the treaty will begin to-day through-
out the occupied area. Orders to this
effect was received from Foch yester-
day.

June 17.

prepaTa-

PRINCE OF WALES IN CANADA IN
AUGUST.
OTTAWA, Ont,,
His Royal Highness the Prince
Wales is expected to arrive in Canada
during the month of August and will
be present at the beg
Canadian National exhibition a
ento and at the official opening
new Canadian Parliament I
he following staff will accom
him on his Canadian tour: f
Btaff the Marquis of Salisbury, Chief
Private Secretary Li
Griggs, Assistant Secretary Sir G
frey Thomas, Bart., Equerries,

June 18.
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