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'+ Condensed
=ijs the natural food for {
when Mother’s milk fails. It
-is just pure milk-and pure
sugar. ;

Doctors endorse it. ~ %
. Send for free Baby Books
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LADY LAURAS’
RELEASE

—OR-<

{THE STORY OF
A SPOILED BEAUTY.

CH APTER LIX.

“Why should I, when Gladys is

iead?” he moaned.
5 “For my part, I promise to keep
your secrets—the blackest my heart
vwill . know; and I will see that you
'-do pot ‘'want for money. /Your pun-
,ishmen{ I leave to Heaven” And
fwithout another word, she turned and
Jeft him.

For long hours afterward he sat
on; stunned and bewildered. lpeso-
Jate, shuddering, with the brand of
fCain. on his brow,. he- sat until the
gun had set, and then he wended his
Mweary way back to Culdale.

Late that same evening, as Lady
shidale was going to her room, sheé
#met: Captain Wy‘nyﬁard fu the hall,
Eﬁwoklng so haggard and go {ll1 that
ishe. eried out in genuine alarm.

“Hus‘h, Lady Culdale!” he said in
i hoarse whisper. * want Yyou Z
grant me a favor. Take me to her
room, and lét me stay  with * her
mwhile. I have something that I
must say to her.”

Lady  Culdale “felt- alarmed : at his
strange words and his wild looks.

“Wwill it not pain you too much?
You ‘are already very-ilL”

“No; I must see her. I have some-
khing I must tell her.”

“He is geoing mad!” thought Lady
Culdale.  “Oh, how I wish that I had
never asked him here!” Not the
faintest “suspicion crossed her mind
dhat Captain Wynyard had had any
ghare in the death of the woman
swhom , he professed to admire so
deeply. “I will ‘go with you,” she
said, gently; and she led the way
ko the room where all .that  was
pnortal of Gladys Rane had been
placed.

“Do not come in with mg," he
paid; “leave me awhile—alone with
fhe dead;” and he clesed the door.

Lady Culdale, although frivolous,
as a kind-hearted woman, and the

terrible event that had happened-'

pnder her roof had sobered and sad-
PBened her. “She did net like to leave
fhe unbappy ‘man, for she did not
ponsider him in a fit state of mind
fo be left alone; so she waited out-
pide the door. Never while she lives
will Lady Culdalp forget. the nonnd-
thct came ‘from that ‘deatn-chun

‘“the passionate torrent of wot_!.,

;Mlt. It'uu!uo tlut-

Taty o.u_-g; after a short space,
took him gently by the hand and [ou
him away. ;
‘“Hush!” she sald to him,
< 'The. liml l!,!. llh as it was,
Captain Wynyad left the house, and
they never saw him again. = -
The usual formalities !ollnivad*
an inquest was held, at which “the
verdict was “Accidental death;” and
then_one of the most lovely amd ‘bril-

liant women of her day was laid to|

rest, : :

Lady Kinloch felt the blow severe-
1y, for she had deeply lovéed the girl.
Her -indignation had béen great on
finding Captaln Wynyard bad been
visiting at Culdale with. her niece;
but she said mothing. It was useless
then,” for Captain Wynyard had dis-
appeared and Gladys Rane was dead.
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Rood Abbey was looking its fairest
when Angela reached . hom¢.  She
founid her mother still weak and 1Il,
but intensely thankful .to see her
once more. She clung to her, weep-
ing’ bitterly, and beseeching -her nev-
er to go from her agaih. She was
g0 ggntle, so patient, so resigned,
thut Angela's Weart ached to think
how much she had suffered.

“A thousand times welcome home,
my darling!” said Lady Laura. “I
do not know why you went, and I am
satisfied that the reason should re-
main untold. It is all right mnow
ahout the will—Mr. Sansome dos-
troyed it.”

“Thank Heaven! But, mamma,
you are looking véry ill! Have you
been 111 since ‘I went away? I have
not bheen absent long, but it seems
like' years;” and she sighed as she
remembered how much of horror and
disiress she had witneksed during
that short time.

They were walking together after-
ward, Lady Laura leaning upon her
daughter's arm as théy wended their
way among the fragrant garden-
heds.

“Mamma, “darling,” said Angela, “I
have much to tell you, if you think

you are strong enough to" bear it
What is the dearest wish you have
now ™

There was 8. sweet pathetlc dignity
in’ Lady: Laura’s face as she turded

to her daughter.
(To be continued.) .
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Lady Wyverne’s
Daughter.

CHAPTER 1.

If was a pretty and picturesque
scene upon which the June sunbeams
fell one bright summer morning soms
few years ago.,

Out upon the lawn of Severnoke
Castle stood & young girl, just in the
first spring-tide of. youth. There was
Something in the. brightness of Hher
face that harmonized with the beauty
of the day.

If was a plettire that anm artist
would have:immortalized—the .variety
of flowers of every color that diver-
smi the;gréeen grass of the lawn, and

oldcn ‘sunbéanis that lit up the
o 'I‘la center figure, which
seemed to conéentrate the light and
brightness, was ‘that of the young
girl, Florence; the only child of Lord
Wyverne. .A plain morning-dress of
white muslin showed to advantage
the auu r llrlhh lnn. '!lu rip-

tlus summer nomtu In her dainty|;
wlute hands she held some pieces of
bread, with, mh she was regaling
a ‘unlneelt peacock, that:was ex-
hnslting his urs and graces ‘in the
m :

“You will ¢ lpoll that blrd, Lady
Florence; you fiatter him too_much,”
said & clear’ vo!co, and the  young
girl started as she heard the words.

“Good-moraing, Mr. Lynno, _she’
said without ﬁirnlng round. ."It my
bird is proud, you must gt least
own that he has lomothing -to  be
proud of.” -

The young man- =at dbwn 6, watch
the process of feeding the peacock
and the pretty tame. -white, doves; and
then - it Wu that" the - plcture became
beautiful. ' There was the slightest
and prettiest air of embarrassment
fo the young girl’s face as his eyes
followed her every movement, al-
though she affected to be quite un-
aware of his close observation. She
revénged herself, however, by mak-
ing many little speeches to the birds
which weére intended for him.

These little symptoms were not un-
noted, for at the window of the

 breakfast-room, which openéd upon

the lawn, stood Lord Wyverne hims
Self, watching, with an eagér and
scrutinizing glanés,®the faces of his
daughter and his guest. With one
look at Lord Wyverne’s face, hig his-
tory was told. ‘Years of wild disord-
er, unbridled indulgence in vice and
folly, had left unmistakable traces:
The bént figure, the dimmed eyes,

the furrowed brow, the trembling

hands, told their own tale. Lord
Wyverne was not much above fifty,
yét heé ‘was:an old man. He was wont
to: boast” that ‘he had seen more of
lité i his fifty years than other men
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He shall sit down in mﬁd see
The golden days which W be,
Shall hear the &
The mérry talés | told,
And Hve them o d’be 8,
For every Hour of lfe he's had.
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had in a hundred. Most probably

that was trae. He had spent a nohle
fortune, 'When' it was: all’ gone, he
married an hefress, and in the
course of a few years he spent hes
fortune also. Lady Wyverne  died,
the doctor said, of heart disease, her
friends said of despair, leaving one
only child, Florence.

Rufned in fortuné, shattered in
health, sated and wearied of the
world in which he could no lont';r
play his favorite part,” Lord Wyverne
gave up his town house and came to
live upon the estate ho had so long
neglected.

It was not o ple:unt pictare to
gaze upon, this 'rutn'ed spend-thrift,
this possessor qt & mneble name, the
descendant of a neble race, who had
bartered - honor, character, and for-
tune for mere pleasure, There were
times when he turmed in disgust even
from Mmseit; and such’ a moment
was the presént, as he sfood watching
his daughter’s face, and trying to un-
derstand its expression.

“(To be continued.) |

Embroidery - trims lports coshnnea
of tricot.
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£309. Natuzoox, muslin, crepe, satin,
crepe de ¢hiné or radium sitk-eould’
be used for this. The closing is at the

centre back. One can finish this- in |-

knicker "or pantellette style.

The Pattern is cut in 4 Sizes:
Small, 34-36; Medium, 38-40; Large,
42-44; Extra Large, 48-48 inches bust
measure. A Medium size requires 2%
yards of 36 inch material. ' :

Pattern mailed to any ‘address on
receipt of 10c. in silvér gr stamys,

THE “LATEST” PLAY Sm FASH.
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will am natyre in ad;ust
ing your blood and gen-
% eral--*qystem into fit shape -
for the warmer weather.
You yourself ‘know, or ought to
‘know how you feel-if you feel -
listless, lazy, not sick; but far from °
well, then-you need a good
BLOOD TONIC
and we have lbebest on the market

Mandrake Bittors.

These Bitters are purely veget-
able, and are a valuable alterative
and strengthener and”a purifier of
the blood.

Prlqé 3SOOc. per bo.ttlo
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Stafford’s,

Duckworth Street and Theatre Illll

Tﬁe_ -\M'Iller Drop Head
SEWING MACHINES

CLEARING

PRICES
$42.00
$47.50

and

$50.00

CLEARING
PRICES

$42.00
$47.50
and

$50.00

The advantage of having the head of Machine drop in-

to the table—out of the way and out of sight—when =

not in use, is at once appreciated by every house-
keeper, and has made this type of machine the most
popular ever produced.

These are wonderful values, Come in and have one
sent home to-day. g

“RIM LAC”
THE LATEST THING IN OPTICAL SCIENCB."

‘

Lac. ntheedgeofalensegmtly m
ﬁ pearance, leaving a smooth glossy ﬂmg‘
is most attraqﬁve, and prevents chipping of
also cutting out the usual reflection f hght tren

" )

When you are “waizing arcund again” or at
functions where full dress is usually worn, don't yy
feel out of place with a jackét on? Now is the tim,
to leave your order for Full Dress or ‘Tuxedo. (y

ices for these Suits are remarkably reasonable,

'or special parades, or social calls, we can give yy

Something within your means in a Prince Albert, o
Morning Coat. We specialize in these garments,

JOHN NMAUNDER
' TAILOR & CLOTHIER,
281-283 Duckworth Street,

'l"

=T s = Liverpool, Eng. ,

Beg to-announce=:that
FALCON
Brand Table Salt, in:2-1b. tins
AND

UNION

Brhnd‘Table Salt, in 18-0z. cartons}

Can Now Be Obtamed
at xour Grocers
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