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THE ‘WHOLESOME

BAKING

POWDER

Rumford is dependable, uniform in its leavening and
certain in its results. Its real saving is
not in the price alone but also in the nu-
tritious and wholesome ingredients it adds
to the food. It never spoils a baking. -
Many a good cook owes to RUMFORD
her reputation in baking.

G.

D. SHEARS & SON,

Agents.

- -

Happiness
At Last;

Loyalty Recompensed.

CHAPTER XXIV.

.As she spoke, she looked up and
down the mantel-shelf, as if she were
searching for something.

"I‘put a long pin—a hat-pin—there,”
she said.

Mechanically he searched also, push-
ing aside the curios and ornaments.
In doing so, he took up the portrait,
lying face downward, and was putting
it down again, when, as mechanically,
he lganced at it.

7le did not start, uttered no cry, but
he stood stock still and stared at the
bewitching face in the silver frame, as
if he had suddenly fallen under a spell.
Gradually a deathly pallor spread over
his face, his eyes became distended.

“Who—what?” broke from his set
lips.

Decima had found the pin, and had
turped to leave the room. She came
back to him and looked over his shoul-
der.

“That portrait? Whose is it?” she
asked. =

She had not seen his face.

His senses seemed to be deserting
him; he could not remove his eyes
from the face, which, with its “beauty
of the devil,” seemed to smile up at
him mockingly, derisively. His silence
smote her, and she looked at him. A
low cry. broke from her lips.

“What—what is the matter?’ she
murmured. “What—is it? I—I found
it, sgaw it. Whose portrait is it?”

Though he tried to crush.the answer
down, it would come, ‘as if he had lost
control of his voice.

“It is my wife,” he said, as a man
speaks in his sleep.

She shrunk back from him as if he
had struck her.

“Your—wife?”

The -words were scarcely audible,
and yet ‘to him they seemed to ring
through the room.

He still gazed at the face. How had
it ‘come there? What juggling fiend
had ‘conjured the thing up to confront
him with it at this moment—the mo-
ment of his life?

“Your—wife?” Decima repeated, and
she shrunk a step further away from
him.

“My wife!” he said, hoarsely, still
staring at it. Then he lifted his eyes
heavily, slowly, and looked at her,
looked and realized that he had spok-
en aloud, that he had told her.

With an oath he flung the portrait
into the fire-place. It fell with a crash
as the glass and frame were shattered
on the tiles; then he stretched out his
hands toward her.

“Yes, my wife. Decima, you know
now why I can not marry you. I am.
married already.”

“No—no!” she put up her hands to
her ears as if to shut out the words.

“It is true!” he said, hoarsely, with
a calm more terrible than any vio-
lence. “I am married to—that woman
whose portrait lies there. That—is why

GENUINE ASPIRIN
HAS “BAYER CROSS”

Tablets without ‘‘Bayer Cross’’
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Get genuine “Bayér Tablets of As-
pirin” in a “Bayer” package, plainly
marked with the safety “Bayer]
Cross.”

Genuine “Bayer Tablets of As-
pirin” are now made in America by
an American Company. No German
interest whatever, all rights being
purchased from the United States
Government.
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%pmved safe by millions for
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I can not marry you. Listen—for God’s
sake, don’t shrink from me!” for as
he had taken a step toward her she
had drawn back with a gesture of
denial.

“Your wife! Then—then it is not I
you love—you can not! It is she!”

“Love her?' He laughed with fierce
bitterness. “You don’t know what you
say. Love? I hate, I loathe her!”

A cry broke from her lips.

“But she is your wife.”

He made a gesture of despair. How
could he tell her, make her under-
stand?

“Decima, she is my wife, but I hate
her! No man with a spark of manhood
could do otherwise, Child, listen—don’t
shrink from me. Don't—don't look so,
or I shall go mad. She is a bad, worth-
less woman, I left her. I have not seen
her for years. She is nothing to me;
i nothing—nothing. Don’t you under-
! stand ? But that she is my wife I should
have told you of my love long, long
ago. Ah, that you understand. Come
to me. Child, have pity!”

He knelt to her, and drew her hands
from her face. She yielded, or rather,
she did not resist, but her eyes were
fixed vacantly above his head, as if
she were trying to understand—and to
bear—the truth,

“Decima, now that you know, you
will not turn from me?”

“Your wife!” She drew one hand
from his grasp and pressed it against
her forehead with a piteous little ges-
ture of helplessness,and despair. “Oh,
| why—why did you not tell me? Your
wife!”

“My God! don’t repeat it!” he cried.
“Try—try and forget it. Decima, you
—you will not desert me; you will not
draw back? I can not live without you!
If you turn from me—"

He rose and caught her in his arms,
for she had swayed to and fro, as if
she were about to fall. But his touch
| seemed to give her strength to resist

him, and after a moment—a moment
! during which he lpoked into her eyes—

she recovered from the terrible faint-
, ness and drew herself from his arms.

“Let—Ilet me go! ah, let me go!” she
panted. “I will go! I want to go! Your
wife!”

“You shall not go until you have
heard me!” he said, fiercely. “Child,
you don’t understand, or you would
not torture me. Sit down!”

“No, no!”

“Ah, but you must! You must listen.
Decima—"

She stood, her hands clasped tight-
1y, her face upraised, her eyes fixed on
vacancy; and her despair almost
drove him mad.

“Decima,” he began again; then sud-
denly he stopped. There was a sound
in the corridor. A voice, a woman's
voice, said in clear, metallic tones:

“Thanks; don’t trouble. I know. the
way. I will go in and wait until he
comes in.”

At the sound of the voice Gaunt
started and looked over his shoulder,
as if his senses were playing some
flendish trick on_ him.

Decima heard the voice, the words,
but she did not move.

“God! it is she!” broke from his
white lips.

He caught Decima’s arm, but stood
as if paralyzed for a moment, then he
said in a hoarse "whisper:

“Go—that room!” and dashing opsn
the door, half led, half dragged her
into the adjoining room. Then he
closed the door and stood with his
back to it and—waited!

CHAPTER XXV.

It was the long arm of Coincidence
——guided by Morgan Thorpe’s cunning
—which had led Laura to Prince's
Mansions that night of all nights.

Three days before there had been a
little dinner at Cardigan Terrace. It
was like all the other dinners, perfect
of menu and cozy in character, and, as
usual, Trevor and Bobby were the
only guests.

Now, Bobby had come back from
Leafmore with a good resolution. We
would see no more of Morgan Thorpe
and Luara—for, alas! it was as
“Laura” he had habitually thought of
her, and not seldom addressed her, so
far had«poor Bobby gone. Bobby made
this resolve firmly—surely, that grim
road to the infermal regions, which
is comstructed - of good resolutions,
must*be the most endurable ever
!uluhql, more endurable than stone,
i more sHppery than asphalt!—and he
meant to stick to it. But the morning
after his resolve, behold! Mr. Morgan
Thorpe, arrayed in faultless attire, en-
tered Gaunt’s rooms, and greeted Bob-
by as if he were a long-lost brother
suddenly returned. 3

“My degr boy,” he exclaimed “where
have you been? I called the other
night, and wag filled with alarm when

they told me that'you had left London:

I feared that you had fled from us for

good.” which, though he did not in-|’

tend, was a particularly accurate way

| of putting it. “I was quite cut up, I as-

sure you, and as to Laura—" He paus-
ed and smiled at Bobby. “Well, per-
haps I'd better not say how my news
affected her. Mustn’t. tell tales out of
school, eh, Deane?” «

He leaned forward and touched Bab-
by on the knee, and Bobby grew red
and hot.

“I—I had a wire from home, and
had to run down suddenly.”

Morgan Thorpe glanced
sharply. P

“No bad news, I trust? he eald.

“N-0,” replied Bobby, after a mo-i
ment's hesitation. *At leut.--—woll.-i
something had gone wrong—some
business; but it’s all right now.” |

“I'm glad to hear it. I was afraid
one of your people was {11,” said Mr.

at him

. Morgan Thorpe, with charming sym-

pathy. “And I'm glad you are back.
‘We missed you, my dear Deane, though
You were away for so short a time.
Trevor came and dined with us, but— |
well, Trevor is a deuced good fellow, |
but he didn’t compensate us for your
absence. I never saw Laura so triste
and dull. You really must come round
soon. What do you say to dining with ;
us to-morrow night?”

Bobby's good resolution rose and |
looked at him sternly, and, still more |
red and uncomfortable, he stammered
an excuse.

“Engaged! I'm sorry, and I'm sure
Laura will be. Well, we'll hope for!
another night. What are you going to
do this afternoon? Drop in at the club |
and have a quiet shell out with Tervor
and me.”

What could Bobby say? It would
have been extremely difficult for him
to remark: “Look here, Thorpe, I've
made a mental vow to cut you, there-
fore—get out!” What young man of
Bobby’s age and temperament could
have done that? Oh, parents and
guardians, when you are inclined to be
hard on your erring sons and wards,
I pray you remember your own youth
and the temptations thereof!

“All right,” he said; but there was
another pause of hesitation, which, be
sure, did nct escape the wily tempter’s
notice. -

“Half a moment,” said Bobby, as his
visitor rose to leave. “I'll—I'll take up
those 1.0.U.s, Thorpe. I've got some
oof. He went fo the bureau of inlaid
satin-wood and took out his check-
book; but Morgan Thorpe waved his
hand with delighted indifference.

“No need to bother about that just
now, my dear Deane,” he said. “Be-
sides, I haven’t the 1.0.U.’s with me.™
They were in his pocket at that mo-
ment, of course. “And dashed if I re-
member what I did with them. They're
at home somewhere, I dare say. Bring
the check next time you come and
dine with us.”

Again, what could Bobby do? He
could scarcely force the check upon
Mr. Thorpe.

“All right,” he said again. “But—
but, Thorpe, I wanted to tell you—"
He colored again, but the old Bobby
asserted itself, and he looked Thorpe
in the face squarely, and as he did so,
there was an expression in his face
which was singularly like that of De-
cima’s.

“What is it, my dear boy?™

“Oh, only this; that I've made wup
my mind to cut cards for the future.
The fact is—well, my governor has lost
some money, and I can’t afford—"

Morgan Thorpe seized his hand.

“My dear Deane, I'm delighted to
hear you say that—not, that your fa-
ther has lost money, but that you are !
going to cut cards. It's strange, but
I was just going to ask you if you'd
mind my giving you a word of advice,
of warning. I was going to ask if you'd
drop gambling. I was indeed! It was
on the tip of my tongue. To tell you
the truth. Laura and I have been—
now, you won’'t mind, you won’t think
us intrusive and impertinent, I hope,
Deane—"

“No, no,” said Bobby. “Gon on.”

—“Well, we've been thinking about

you—she is always ready to talk about | g

you, you know. You must know that
she—well, takes a great :interest in
you, and she begged me to ask you not
to play.”

Bobby felt 80 grateful, so touched
by the beautifdl woman’s goodness and
care for him that he could not speak.

“And I promised her that I would.
If T had not done 8o, she would have
spoken to you herself. I'm convinced
she would. Ah, I assure you, the dear
girl has plenty of pluck when she has
resolved upon doing the right thing,
when she is convinced that a duty
lies before her.”

(To be continued.)
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ALVINA

The Improved
Tasteless Preparation of an Extrast
PS of Cod Liver Sl

Especially Recommended for
Persistent Coughs,
. Bronchitis,
Anemia

A Splendid Tonic for Delicate
Women and Children

% Prepared by
DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO.,
an-uheturh; Chemists, Montreal

| AH. Muray & o, i
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Bales Timothy Hay

Now due per “Canadian Miller.”

Lowest Prices Whilst Landing.

! IN STOCK :
. 200 cases Silverpeel Onions,
100 kegs Green Grapes
200 barrels King Apples,
700 sax P. E. L Turnips, cheap.
1500 half sax P. E. 1. Potatoes.
50 barrels Cranberries.

GEO. NEAL, Ltd.

This is a question that the eco-
nomical woman must needs ask about
all her clothes.

When she asks it about a Corset,
we answer confidently: It will in-
deed!—if it is a

Warner’s
Rust-Proof
Corset.

It will wear longer than you
thought possible and it is “guaran-
teed not to rust, break or tear.”

Prices from $3.60 pair up.
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SLATTERY'’S
Wholesale Dry Goods

ase now offering to the trade the following

English and American Dry Goods.

English Curtain Net. White Curtains.
English Art Muslin. Valance Net.

White Nainsook. Whl!;(t!e Sseraqcker-
Children’s White Dresses | Children’s Gingham
Misses’ Colored Dresses.

Ladies’ Handkerchiefs.
Gent’s White Handker-

Gent’s Colored Handkers
chiefs. chiefs.

Also a very large assortment of SMALLWARES.

SLATTERY’S DRY GOODS STORE,

Duckworth and George Streets.
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'Retiring from Business!

Great Slaughter Sale.

Our entire stock of READYMADES, BOOTS, RUBBERS,
MANTLES, MILLINERY and GENERAL DRY GOQODS, clear-
ing without reserve. Sweeping reductions in every depart-
ment. Terms of Sale strictly cash. :

WILLIAM FREW, Water St.

We are selling Salt at lowest prices delivered to schooner,
or ex our Water Street Stores.

COAL!

All our Coal is now sold, hut we will have a small cargo-in
-~ _November. : -
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RED BALL VAC LONG RUBBERS.
RED BALL VAC STORM KING RUBBERS,

Best in the world. Double wear in each
pair. -

Mail orders receive prompt attention.
Special prices in case lots for cash.

F. Smallwood,

The Home of Good Shoes,
218 and 220 WATER STREET.
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Four Crown Raisins

To-Day ex S.S. “Digby,”
from Liverpool,

Four Crown
Fancy
Maagla Raisins,

Packed in
28 pound boxes.

LOWEST PRICES.

==

=== ———3

F. McNamara,
QUEEN STREET.

No Matter How the Fire
By is Caused

#f you're not insured, you're a
loser. Takes time to see about

your policies. We give you the
best companies and reasonable

rates. 4
PERCIE: JOHNSON,

fnsurance Agent.
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A Trust Compaily aé Executor

A Trust Company as Executor affords the Estate for which
it is acting all the advantages of the best private Executor with
none of the weakmesses which are inseparable from individual
Executorships. - 3

In addition, there are many execlusive advantages possessed
by a Trust Company which should be ecarefully considered by
all intending Testators before appointing-an Executor for the
administration of their Estates. g

If you are interested, communicate with the Officers of this
Company nad they will explain the matter fully to yon.

Montreal Trust Company

Sir Herbert S. Holt, President. A. J. Brewn, K.C., Vice-Pres.
F. G. Donaldson, General Manager,
11 Place d’Armes Square, Montreal.
8t. John’s, Nfid., Branch, Royal Bank of Canads Building.
sep28,1yr,eod . E, JUBIEN, Manager.
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