GREEN TEA

He8T

you have not tasted the best.
Fresh, fragrant and pure. Tryit.

“When hearts commend,
From minds the sagest counsellinge depart.”

“When Hearts Command”’-

By ELIZABETH YORK MILLER

CHAPTER IX.—(Cont'd.)

Ardeyne compressed his lips.
bad known what was coming. Hugo
Smarle had killed Tony Egan, his
friend and business partner, and Tony
Egan had also been a friend of the
doctor.

“There'll be a law suit.

own train of thought.

“Recovered!”
“And
cialist.

Unfortunately, Philip Ardeyne pri- i
vately agreed with the sentiments her
tone more than the actual ‘words ex-
pressed. He had crgued against the
release of Hugo Smarle, but the board
Was up against the stubborn fact that
whatever might happen in the future,
at the moment—and for some time
past—the man who killed Tony Egan
was sane. And, as the doctor said,
there was nothing to do but let him
out.

“How can it possibly affect you?”
Ardeyne asked. “i'oor Tony was kill-
ed in a quarrel by a lunatic who has
been confined at Broadmoor for fifteen
years. The man isn't going to bother
you, and surely you aren’t hankering
after further revenge? I had a talk
with one of his relatives, a sensible
sort of fellow, and he assured me that
Smarle would be well looked after, He
has a family—a wife and a daughter,
I believe—and they are going to take
him to some quiet place abroad.”

Mrs. Egan shrugged her shapely
brown shoulders.

“There’s a side o1 it of which you
know nothing,” she said. *“I would
have given half of what I possess to
keep Hugo Smarle where he was for
the rest of his life. Sane, you say!

sneered Mrs., Egan.

you call yourself a brain spe- The uncle who die

pockets.
awyer, wasn't he?”
didn’t make his money by it.

was a brewer.”

where.to find him.

sible for his
Alice,

second

romance, A
almost—in love with Carrie
cure him. Yet she was here,
once he had made love to her.

sibility of her

“Well, 1 say he's not sane. You
watch and see. He'll be making hor-
rible accusations before long. It was
mouey over which Tony and he quar-
relled. You'll sce. He'll rake that all
up again and try to rob me. Perhaps
he’ll murder me. Then I hopc' you'll
be satisfied, Letting a maniac loose
on the world! Really, Phil, you doe-
tors take a lot on yourselves—a fear-
ful responsibility, I call it. Hugo
Smarle’s been waiting for this oppor-

found Alice.
ing glance.

from that corridor.
“Mother’s tired,” she said.
going to have dinner
night.”
“Oh, I'm sorry—still, it will

me, ¢h?

Smar There was nothing whatever €ven to be guessed.

|

to do but free him. I may tell you!

He that he'd have been discharged a year
ago if I hadn't held out against it.”

Yon'll see,” |

Mrs. Egan passionately continued her

b“lt v:’ill drag |

, e (¥ .

:,I‘u:’v?gw!'?:tg::rln, wn?ndg;a l':)u:.n]'l'ln ﬂl:d |Ing to meet Hector Gaunt again. All

"’él" you sure you care for me—a

“Sure? I should think I was!”
“You really
aver and ever’
is answer was na satisfactory -;

eircumstances permitted, “ ., . . A

n
why should {ou get such ideas into
gour head? There never was anybody

ut you" (a -uﬂm “.'F eration) “and
there never will be, {v sAme assur-
ance from you, please.”

For a fleeting instant she turned
and looked at him, her eyes so liquid
and lovely with brimming adoration

|In their depths, There comes but one
woman in & man’s life with such eyes
.'o‘: love; he is lucky, indeed, if he finds

r.
’ And Phl“g Ardeyne told himself
|how lucky he was—this wonderful
|prize was his. How tenderly he would
cherish it

i CHAPTER X

It was a pity that Jean Carnay had
not the remotest suspicion of that
|other woman’s presence in the hotel
¥ (The Mimosa Palace was a big place,
yet they would have been certain to
meet that evening if Mrs, Carnay
had not decided to dine in her own
rooms. After dinner the band played
in the lounge, part of which was clear-
ed for dancing, and everybody fore-
|gathered there for coffee,

But poor little Mrs, Carnay remain- |
ed upstairs desperately reviewing the|
plan she had concocted for the pre-
servation of her daughter’s happiness. |
| She was suffering from heartache, |
[ too, brought on by a too free indul-
gence in regret. It had been disturb-|

“Smarle has recovered his sanity,” ' 1 . ‘ts | these years she had regretted him, but
dAor&{'e“{n?e.:u}i;li;n '(;"I‘r'e’re was nothing to ;‘LT“LL{Z‘&O':::'E?”;?”fos A cle?rr' jrather painlessly. There had been so |

A |many other things to think about
y —alw w A 'l
:St"hl:r :'&u‘h:rid:ﬂ:&); ofnr'lglunrgn::n {even to worry about. There had been
and left |
you such a nice little fortune was a |

her five years of marriage ending in
sugh tragedy; there had always been
Alice, a solace; and the shadow of

“He 'was,” Philip replied, “but he |Hug0 Smarle, a menace. So she had

That hurried with her treasured child from

came originally from his father, who |

plqce ot place, repelling close friend-
Iships, living lightly on the surface of

. s hing which might at any mo-
Somehow the conversation unded.!"‘“m"‘. 2 g y
The whole thing had destroyed the ment crack and
fine flavor of Philip An‘lt’:yne'sd dnyl.
p o o1 is 0!
i Lo ot e el 5 e Sotte B g &
the newspapers, for because of that|, 3 " ki
i known | in the little lip of a sitting-room be-
publicity ~ Carrie Ezﬁr:m;ﬁg henm: fore the olivewood fire and thought
ignorant of the fact that the same OVer “'hlﬂ'- it might have been like for|
publicity had given the same informa- her and for Alice had she braved

i b/ vas respon-
- Ay A H"r‘xi\e:;:“in;z \I:-i',h Hector Augustus Gaunt.

plunge her into the;
depths. Well, it had cracked. And
now she was expecting the plunge, nl-;

With a book on her knees she sat

things out as the left-handed wife of |
Would the

;child really have suffered? No one

ha /iy : : vould have known Hector had made!

Mrs. Egan’s dissatisfaction with the Wou A
release of Hugo Smarle irritated him | that .({{ule. ""’“hr to her.
less than the fact of her being here |Was alive; he had heard from her un-
in this hotel, a looker-on as it were |¢Xpectedly on the subject of money
upon these idyllic first hours of his
A year ago he had héon—
gan. o ~
But sudden disgust had risen up to|for the bigamist he undoubtedly was, |
and

His old wife

|after a long lapse of years, but there
had been no question of her bothering |
|him, no question of denouncing him

But Jean had been badly frightened. |

He | The baby was coming—the baby who

feared her laughter, feared the pos-
{;urting Alice. The po-
sition carried with it a certain amount

I?m'sn %hnt mean he can contract bu i- ‘){Thhucn“}]li‘::rl:::.gong sounded as hej‘

ness?” | ¢ 8 8
“Certainly ” - walked down the corridor away from

hur,zl‘e;lt.m"‘) i Ardeyne was her rooms, and at the end, by the con-

cierge's desk inquiring for letters, he

The girl threw him a quick, inquir-
Perhaps che expected to
be told why he had suddenly appeared

“She’s
upstairs to-

be
rather nice to be alone, just you and
"

True Romances Barred

We regret very much to inform our Canadian friends
that our magazine, TRUE ROMANCES, has been barred
by the custom or post-office officials,

Magazines are barred from Canada because of com-
plaints registered against them. We find, however, ‘thut
adverse critics of our publications rarely read them. From
the title and general appearance they sometimes class them
with publications which depend entirely upon their sale
through lascivious appeal. As a reader of this publication
vou know that the magazines we publish are not of that
character. 1

We would be greatly pleased, therefore, if you would in-
dicate your friendly feeling toward TRUE ROMANCES and
your confidence in it by petitioning the Commissioner of
Customs, Ottawa, Canada, that such reinstatement be made.

At the foot of this announcement is a brief form of
petition provided for your convenience. Will you not sign
it to-day and mail it to E. J. Blackley, 180 Richmond St.
West, Toronto, who will present it together with the large
number of similar petitions to the Commissioner of Customs
as soon as they are all in.

MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc.
The Honorable C | of Cust
Ottawa, Canada

| belleve that TRUE ROMANCES is o magazine of good
moral tene and high Ide and that it ls honestly entitied to re-
Instatement upon the list of magazines eligible for circulation
throughout the Dominion of Canada. Accordingly | respectfully
petition you to make such reinstatement.

Name

would have no name; and there was
mad, but chivalrous Hugo Smarle
‘v»;:‘sll‘\jmg to marry her and father h«r"
child.

Thinking about Hugo, Jean was
forced to admit a great deal that was
favorable to him. Hugo had always
been kind to her, and no cne in the |
|wide world would ever have guessed |
from him that Alice was not his own
child. Thank heaven, thought Jean,|
there had never been any other chil-|
|dren,
|  Quickly she picked up her book as
the sitting-room door opened. It was
|not quite ten o'clock, but Alice had!
|come l:ll). bringing Dr. Ardeyne with
her. hey hoped she was not too
|tired; Alice herself was a little tired.
| And then Mrs,

'funcllul &ujudlcn. Suppose he doesn’t

;i_g love me, Phlllp—-'!or‘

that his very soul seemed to drown |

| BATY

{ America

beamed.

of the

like me

(To be continued.)
Why Do We Dream?

What s the cause of dreams? Why
does the brain, which is under control
in what seems a wild and frrational
way?

The answer i simple: If the blood
while we wake, work while we sleep
did not continue to circulate while we
slept, we should never dream thuse
fantastic dreams which puzzle us »so |

much, It it because our blood still|
circuletes  through the brain that
thoughts, vague and unconnected

moestly, must continue to be thrown off
and cause what we call dreams.

Our power of thinking, while ".
wake, is governed by reflection, and Is
sound or unsound according to our
mental capacity When asgleep, how-
ever, this no longer holds, though it Is
sald that persons who, in their wak-
ing hours, habitually keep their minds
and fancies under strict control, have
far more rational dreams than those
whose mental self-control s weak

The brain, the most sensitive por-
tion of the body, Is composed of atoms
refined to the most exquisite degree
In all probability, when Science pos.
sesges the delicate instruments neces-
to explain all atomic nature, it
will be found that what is commonly n
called “grey matter” is akin to the un- | m’": now, I can't pay it
known force which produces Light | O'Brien -“But it I walt till yez pay,

The ordinary light--which you dis-| It. I'll niver git s
tinguish from darkness—Is, in reality,
hardly lees artificial than manufac
tured light. It is produced by a cer-
tain force acting upon the ether and
transmuting It into light-waves. These
light-waves, in their turn, act upon the
retina of the eye and enable you to
see,

What this force le Science caunot
exactly say. It {8 certain, however,
that friction {& the chief cause operat-
ing to produce light, and herein you
get the analogy with the human brain.
In order to move or “throw off” the
atoms of the brain, friction is neces-
sary. That friction is caused by the |
circulation of the blood, and the more
sensitive the quality of the brain, the
more easily it responds to the action
of the blood circulating through its
thousands of small blood-vessels. This
is the point where thought is created.

So you dream while you sleep, for
the reason that your brain, by virtue |
of the never-ceasing blood-circulation, |
continues to throw off its atoms and
carries, by force of habit, a jumble of
symbols which, not being under con
trol, issue forth wildly, vaguely, and
unintelligently or at least without co-
ordinatiion. '

——lpeee |
Minard’s Liniment Heals Cuts. l
|

Purity
l’d('k.lgv

The Irish of It
Kelly—“If yez force me to pay that

-
Minard's Liniment for Dandruff.

Sarcasim.

Alice for the first time saw a cat,
carrying her kitten by the nape of its
neck

“You win't fit to be a mother,” she
cried scathingly. “You ain't hardly fit
to be a father!”

WOMEN! DYE FADED
THINGS NEW AGAIN

Dye or Tint ;l;_Wom, Shab-
by Garment or Drapery.

Diamond Dyes

Each 15-cent package of “Diamond
Dyes” contalns directions so simple
that any woman can dye or tint any
old, worn, faded thinz new, even if she
has never dyed before. Choose any
color at drug store.
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His Cutest.

very literary, and from |
She had just been “doing”
the home of Sir Walter Scott

The guide was a little bored.

“ ‘Marmion’ is just too
“And ‘Ivanhoe,’ why, that be-
longs! ‘Kenilworth,' now- isn't that
the real liturry goods? And ‘The Lady
Lake'--but there, anything of

She was

‘she

Scott's
“And do you know his “Emulsion?" "
asked the guide |
“For goodness' s: ! Why, I think
that's just the thing he

wrote,”

cutest ever

“The one hundred per cent halches

s s : . L Carnay broke the - : "
tunity. That's why he's pretended  Alice smiled .’.‘hy]'\" Yes, it will be news she had prepared l‘urythl'm, keep- | ) o :;‘.’32'&:’.}:“»-
to be cured-—-" nice. Philip— B, |ing her face in shadow as much as ' n..w..lq»hmst&km

Ardeyne laughed. Yes, my d"‘"""""_ rards the | POSsible. { C Z E M A " Collins NeverFail Produch Iid
“Every madman pretends to be! They were walking 1"“:'“ e kl ® _ “By the way, —ostensibly of the skin and scalp ) HAMILTON, ONT
cured, as you put it, or, rather, he Stairs to the d,‘"‘g'nz"'”"m' ice kept | yo.n addressed Alice— cle John ton that we have been Iy LARGEST MAKERS~ POULTRY GGDDS

imagrines himself never to have been her face straight ahead 'f"d spoke In | Baliss is on his way to Genoa from tee by mall and in our offies
anything but sane. But you can't & very low tone. No one RS BeAT, but | paris. 1 had a telegram from gyki”“‘ :l'.',:“:.": Lo ’_‘;",‘:',L g o g Bl = e
gumrel with me about this fellow, she did not want what she was Saying |me to meet him at Ventimiglia— | | Daibios sour ca Seed

[ “Uncle John Baliss?” echoed Alice. |

Balliss, she knew, was her mother's
1mmd(-n hame. “A relative of yours,|
|mumsey ?"

| “My brother,” said Mrs. Carnay.
| Alice looked surprised. She had
never heard of her mother's brother,

s for Sale

|never knew there had been such a
| person; but she was well used to reti.|
|cence, even in family affairs. So she
‘merely remarked, “How interesting!"
“...And” Mrs. Carnay contin-
Iug‘d, “I thought I'd ask him to break
{his journey and stop over with us
for a week nrlao. It's a good many!
years since I've seen your—your|
|Uncle John.” : i
| I should like to see him,” Alice
said.
If Philip had not been there she |
|would have expattated upon the|
fact that, barring a fleeting child- |
{hood’s memory of Christopher Smarle |
| she had never met a single relative on
| either side of the flmir. Bu' Alice|
|was just a little ashamed of their iso-
{lation.  Other people had shosls of
|relations, but ‘she and her mother|
seemed not to have one who was the
| slightest bit of use to them for social |
| purposes.
| They talked a little more before
Ardeyne said good-night. He wanted |
to hire a car for to-morrow and make
rather a picnic of meeting uncle John, |
|but Mrs. Carnay said no. Her brother |
{was a little peculiar in some lhinft.
(and he had not been very well lately.
It would be better if she met him
{alone. He might require tactful coax-
ing to wet him to alter his plans.
| "Ardeyne thought to himself: “She
|
|

wants to tell him about Alice and me.
I hope ‘uncle John' isn't a tremendous-
ly important person—or given to
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ou Can Stand

on this Wash Bodrga

Our SMP Pearl Ware Wash

Board is so strong, tough and

durable that a f uI‘;-grov};n n_ltal? ott'

woman can stand on it withou

doing the rubbing surface or any

part of it the least harm! The enameled sur-
face won’t chip, flake or peel off. Think of
the wear there is in such a wash board!
There is the same wearing qualities in all
articles in SMP Pearl Ware. Try out the
wash board and be convinced.
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