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A SURE RELIEF FOR ¥
WOMEN’S DISOR-
DERS.

10 Days’ Treatment Free.

Orange Lily is a certain
reMef for all disorders of
women. It is applied locally
and is absorbed into the suf-
fering tissme. The dead
waste matter in the congest-
ed region is expelled, giv-
ing immediate mental and
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of the womb, etc.
months’ treatment.
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me her address.

physical relief; the blood vessels and nerves are toned and strength-

ened, and the circulation is rendered normal. t
based on strictly scientific principles, and acts on the actual location

se, it cannot help but do good in all forms of female trou-
gfo:lel:é?:;ing delayed and painful menstruation, leucorhoea, falling
Price $2.00 per box, which is sufficient for one
A free Trial Treatment, enough for 10 days,
worth 75c., will be sent Free to any suffering woman who will send

Inclose 3 stamps and address Mrs. Lydia W. Ladd, Windsor, Ont.
SOLD BY LEADING DRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE.

As this treatment is

(¢

Happiness
At Last;
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Loyalty Recompensed.

CHAPTER XVIL

She took the flowers and thanked
him with a smile, and he sat down be-
side her and talked in an under-tone.
The French maid announced “dinner.

“Deane, will you take in my sister?”
said Mr. Morgan Thorpe.

Trevor had already offered his arm,
and he let it fall to his side and cowled
at Bobby as he bore Laura off.

The dining-room was small, but it
looked very cozy. The table was an
oval, and lighted by a hanging lamp,
carefully shaded, which threw a soft
rose-colored light upon Laura’s ex-
quisite face. The plate was electro—
but Bobby did not know this—the
glass was good; there was a pleateau
of beautifully arranged flowers in the
center of the table. Champagne stood
in ice on the sideboard. The dinner
was a good one, and the French wo-
man waited with the noiseless dexter-
ity of her nation. The champagne flow-
ed freely, and Trevor allowed the mald
to fill his glass pretty frequently.

He sat opposite Bobby and took lit-
4le or no part in the conversation, but
vat the well-arranged and dainty meal
with a kind of sullen appreciation.
‘Morgan Thorpe kept the talk going,
and managed to get a good deal of in-
formation about his personal affairs
from Bobby, Laura spoke now and
again, and once or twice addressed
herself directly to Bobby. She told him
of her life on the Continent; of her
loneliness here In London; and she
looked so pensive and sad and breath-
ed such a soft little sigh, that Bobby's
heart thrilled with pity—for what he
didn’'t know. When she was speaking
to Bobby, Trevor watched them from
under his lowered lids; and every now
and then he glowered at Laura as if
he resented her addressing any one
but himself.

Mr. Thorpe grew still more cheerful
and amusing as the dinner progressed
and the champagne circulated, and
Bobby thought the meal the most de-
lightful he had ever eaten.

Presently Mrs. Dalton rose and
gathered her fan and flowers together
and smiled sweetly on the men, her
smile resting longest on Bobby.

“Do not leave me in my loneliness
too long,” she said; and Bobby would
have liked to have gone with her there
and then.

Mr. Morgan Thorpe got some port
and some cigarettes. Bobby felt some-
how that he’d had enough wine and
declined the port, but Morgan Thorpe
insisted, and filled his glass.

“Good wine, though I say it, my
dear Deane. It came from the cellars
of my dear old grandfather, the earl.”
He_didn't say which earl. “It is the
only thing I am likely to have from
him, alas!”

Something like a sneer passed over
Trevor’s thick lips as he iiled his
burgundy glass with “the earl’s” port,
As he drank, and he filled his glass
several {imes, a faint flush rose to the
sallor ol hiz cheeks, and his eyes be-
gan to glow with a sudden fire; but
he @14 not talk, and sat twisting his
glass about, his eyes shifting from
one mas's tace to tha other,

With the port and the cigarettes,
Morgan Thorpe decame a still nore
delighttul csvpanion. ile seemed, to
RBobliy, to have bean orerywhars, and
{0 kuow everything snd sverybody. He
was full o reminiepces and. an-
ecdotes, it was, “I'l tell you a thing
= s e ]
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that happened to me when I was
travelling in Hungary with the Duke
of Seltzberg,” or, “a remarkable thing
occurred to me when I was staying
with the prince at the Marquis of
Goodwin’s shooting-box in Ayrshire.”
And he told all these fabulous stories
so modestly and with such an air of
truth, that Bobby-could not but believe
him. )

The sound of a piano floated out to
them from the drawing-room, and, as
it it were a signal—which it was—
Morgan Thorpe sald, with a wistful
glance at the decanter:

“We ought to join my sister. Will
you take some more wine, my dear
fellows ?”’

Bobby shook his head, but Thorpe
filled Trevor‘s glass again, and Trevor
tossed the wine off as if it were water.

They went into the drawing-room.
Laura looked over her shoulder at
Bobby with a smile, and Bobby, as if
drawn to it, made straight for the
piano. She had a wonderful touch, and
played like an artiste. Bobby had nev-
er heard such music. She played
Chopin; a soft and sensuous nocturne
which filled the small, perfumed room
with an exquisite melody.

“Would you like some cards?” asked
Morgan Thorpe in a casual way, when
the nocturne was over. “Trevor, Deane,
what do you say?”’

“I don't care,” sald Trevor. “Yes; if
you like.”

“Those horrid cards!” said Laura,
turning with raised brows and a lit-
tle moue of disgust to Bobby. “I hope
you're not fond of cards, Mr. Deane!
I think they are so tiresome.”

“I don’t care a bit about them,” sald
Bobby, Then, with a boyish desire to
seem a man of the world, he added:
“Of course I play sometimes—whist
and loo.”

“Don't play to-night,” she said in a
low voice, “If you will not, I will sing
to you; and we can talk while the
others are playing. Mr, Trevor is de-
voted to cards.”

Bobby flushed, and was speechless.

“Ah, well,” said Mr: Morgan Thorpe,
“if Deane doesn't care about it, you
and I will have a hand at ecarte, Ter-
vor.,”

He opened the card-table and got
the cards, and the two men sat down
and commenced to play.

“You said you would sing for me,”
said Bobby,

“And I will keep my promise,” she
said,

She sung as perfectly as she play-
ed. Her voice was not strong—a Joud
voice would have been too much for
the small room—but it was exquisite-
ly sweet, and managed—well, as artis-
tically as were her eys, her smile, her
complexion.

She sung an Arab hunting song, and
Bobby could hear the thud of the hoofs
upon the sand, could feel the breath
of the sirocco upon his cheek.

“Sing something else,” he said.

She nodded at him, smiled, and sung
a Tuscan love song.' It was so ex-
quisite, so moving, that Bobby's young
and unsophisticated heart beat nine-
teen to the dozen.

The champagne and the port, the
air heavily laden with perfume, the
fascination of this beautiful little
creature, were mounting to his brain.
He breathed hard.

“That was beautiful,” he said. “What
a lovely voice you have! I could listen
to you all night.”

“But I should be go tired!” she mur-
mured, with a litte plaintive smile.
“Ah! but, no! I love to sing for those
who like to hear me, who love music;
and I know ‘you love it, Mr. Deane.”

Under the spell of her voice, Bob-
by's head whirled. He could not speak.
She rose from the piano.

“Let us see how they are going on,”
she said,

Light as a thistledown she meemed
'to Dobby to float across tho room, She

| went behind«Trevor, and leaning her

hand upon his shoulder, in & Wiy that

‘| seemed to Bobby very friendly and

girliah, said, gayly:

. "Are you winning ™

Trevor looked up st Mor with an
ardont look fn his emall aves.

“Yos, at present,” he said, nodding’

| 8t & pile of woney beside him,

© T 8m 50 glad!® she suid. “It is not
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very iterly, dut 1 like Morgan to
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 lett <ide wf he: head,

. “T'll g0 you double thie irand, if you

g | like,” he said, carelessly.

doemn™ Jome oftrm.” remarked |

She bent over Trevor so that the
soft tendrils of her hair touched his
red head. He looked up at her with
a sudden flush, and answered at ran-
dom:

“Eh? Oh, yes; if you . like. There,
I've lost!” he said; and he laughed
discordantly as he pushed the stakes

{ across the table.

A fresh hand was dealt, and Laura
remained behind Trevor. Something
must have been the matter with her.
hair that night, for her white hand
went up to it and smoothed it very of-
ten, now on the right side, now on the
left, as she bent over him. He played
wildly; the flush on his face grew
redder, his eyes glanced up at her
beautiful face with a kind of suppress-
ed and sullen passion. He lost the
small heap of money beside him, and
the pile at Morgan’s elbow grew larg-
er. Morgan Thorpe stroked his mus-
tache. As if it were a signal—which
it was—she went back to Bobby, who
had been turning over a photograph
album in which her portrait appeared
frequently.

“And so you are going into the
army?” she said. “How I envy you be-
ing a man!”

Thereupon, Bobby was led to talk
of his prospects. She listened to him
with her soft black eyes fixed on his
face with an expression of sympathy
and liking. She went to the piano
again and sung to him several times;
but betweent the songs she flitted
across the room- and leaned over Tre-
vor, her hand upon his shoulder as
before. And as before, her hand wan-
dered to her hair.

Strange to say, whenever she stood
behind him, Trevor lost.

At last he rose with a discordant
laugh and something like a muffled
oath.

“I've lost all the coin I've got,
Thorpe,” he said. “Here’s an I1.0.U.
for the rest.”

He flicked the I.0.U.
table. 2

“You've had bad luck, my dear boy,”
said Morgan Thorpe, pleasantly, “Ah,
well; the beauty of cards is, that
what you lose one day you win the
next.”

“Oh, 18 it?” said Trevor. “I don't
find it so. I'm going.”

He went up' to Laura, and, drawing
her aside, talked to her in a low volce.
She listened with a pensive smile—
the non-committal smile which a wo-
man knows how to manage so well—
then she glided away from him to
Bobby.

“I hope you will come to see us of-
ten,” she sald in a low volce,

Bobby tried to murmur his thanks,

The French maid appeared with a
spirit-stand, Bobby had some whisky,
though he didn’'t want it; he also ac-
cepted a big cigar, though he didn't
want that, His brain was in a whirl;
his bright eyes were flashing; his
heart was beating fast. Laura was
standing beside him, smiling up at him
with a friéndly, almost a loving, smile,

“I wonder whether you would come
and dine with me?”’ he said, looking
round with boyish eagerness, his eyes
resting, however, on the beautiful face
beside him. “I've got rooms at Prince’s
Massions, They’re not mine, really;
they belong to a friend of mine, an
awfully good fellow, Lord Gaunt—"

Mr. Morgan Thorpe, who alone heard
this, was mixing himself a second
glass of whisky. He was just pouring
in a small quanity of water, and with
an awkwardness scarcely to be ex-
pected of so cool a hand, he let the
caraffe slip from his grasp. The water
poured over the table, and in the con-
fusion Bobby's speech was almost un-
noticed.

“How clumsy of me!” exclaimed
Morgan Thorpe. “Forgive me, my dear
Laura. We shall be delighted, my dear
Deane—delighted. Must you really be
going? Ah, well, the happiest hours
come to a finish.”

Laura went out into the small hall
as the two men put on their light over-
coats. Bobby found difficulty with his,
and she helped him with her small
white hands.

“You will come again?” she said.

“Yes—yes, indeed!” said Bobby, “if
you will be so good as to ask me.”

He got outside, and the cool even-
ing air struck upon his heated brow.
He felt as if he had come from some
enchanted palace in which a beautiful
creature with soft black eyes had
reigned like a queen of the fairfes.

“Nice people,” he said to Travor,
with boyish enthusiasm.

Trevor grunted.

“You know them very well?” sald
Bobby.

“Oh, yes,” sald Trevor, sullenly.

“What a lovely creature Mrs. Dal-
ton 1s!" said Bobby, looking up at ‘the
sky.

across the

pressed ferocity, ’

“Look here, Deane—~" . ;o
There was so muqh-,punnnodi-

Trevor eyed him with & kind of sup- |

“Oh, you think so, do-you? he nald, |

Goods.

- Our huge stok

of Ruber‘Footwear, comprising
ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND PAIRS,

100,000 Pairs of Rubber Boots,
Shoes and Gaiters,

are now opened for your inspection.
Gaiters for the whole famil

We have Rubbers and
y -== all Bright, New, Clean and Fresh
Best “ Canadian” Brands, in Black, Brown and White,
for Men, Women and Children, at Rock-Bottom Prices.

WOMEN’S
SANDAL RUBBERS.

Black and Tan,
only $1.00.

WOMEN’S STRAP RUBBERS

Spool Heel; in Black
only, $1.20.

WOMEN’S SPOOL HEEL.

In'Blaek .. ... .. .. ..$1.29
TN o 5. oo 0. . SLTB
In White .. ... . 8150

WOMEN’S
STORM RUBBERS.

1.00 to $1.20
I Yenat oo ss .. SKB
High, Low & Medium Heels.

WOMEN’S

LONG
RUBBERS.
Water wave,

silk finish
leg,
~ only $3.90.

BOYS’ LOW CUT HEAVY
' SOLE RUBBERS. )

Red Sole and Heel.
Sizes 1 to 5, $1.30 to $1.50.
Sizes 9 to 18, $1.10 to $1.25.

Bright finish,

BOYS’ STORM.,
Heavy Sole and Heel, dull finish.

’

“Red Ball” Brand; sizes 1 to
5 only.
Priced at $2.00 to $2.20.

SMALL BOYS’ STORM
RUBBERS.

Sizes 8 to 13.
Priced from 83c. to $1.35.

GIRLS’ LOW RUBBERS.

Low cut, in Black,
sizes 4 to 10, 79¢. to $1.20.

In White,
sizes 4 to 10, at $1.35 to $1.47.

In Tan,
sizes 4 to 10, $1.35 to $1.47.

MEN’S MUD RUBBERS.

In Black
InTan,. .. ........

R I

In Black .. .. .. ..$1.40 to $1.70

In Tan .. .$2.35

MEN’S STORM RUBBERS.

; Black only, at
$1.40, $1.69, $1.70 to $2.50.

GIRLS’ STORM RUBBERS.
Sizes 11 to 2.

In Black .. .. .. ..87c. to $1.35
In Tan .. ... ..$1.23 to $1.30

GIRLS! HEAVY .STORM
“WHITE ROCK” RUBBERS.
Sizes 11 to 2.

Priced $1.63 to .$1.70.

MEN’S GAITERS.

savageness In his tone that Bobby atop- |
ped and stared at him, o i
[Trevor bit his lip, and looked fromi
side to side. 2 Y
“We part here” he said: “Good:
night.” . ° :
(To be continued.) ..
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L Vin cards, and ralsed )

the

the »oft blaek huir. Mor- |
¥horpe jlanced i hor hesltaiing- M
£ha repeated the action. - {Dr

" 1 Buckle,at.. .. ........$850
1} 2 Buckle and Strap .. .. ..$5.50

GIRLS" Gé.rlmns.
Sizes 11 to 2, $3:10°to $3.30.
®'s lz?Q,_ﬁ\,lk:kle 2;.'nd Bitton.
CHILDREN’S GAITERS.
Sizes 5 to 10,$2.70:10 $2.90.
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