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and ulcers had been removed by the action
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menstruation,

periods, etc. For all these and the other troub!u
‘Women'’s Disorders, Orange Lily furnishes & podln, scientific, never-
failing cure. It is applicl direct to the suffering organs, and its oper.

ation is certain and beneficial. As a trial actually
hereby offer to send, absolutely free, a box worth
ten ‘days’ treatment to every suffering women who
Mrs. Lydia W. Ladd, Windsor, Ont.
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Marriage.

CHAPTER XXI

The major stooped and gave it to
her, and she stood—as if too proud to
sit down—and fanned herself.

*Now tell me all about it,” she said
in a voice of command that would
brook no hesitation. “Tell me every-
thing. When—when did 1t happen?
Where i8 he?”

“At Powis,” replied the major.
‘“Won't you sit down, Flossie? Pray
sit down. I beg—"

“No,” she says, shortly; “you sit
down. Sit there,” and she pointed to
& chair, “where I can see and hear
you,” and she began to pace the room.
“At Powis; that used to be his own
place. And—and the girl; what is she
like? How did he meet her? Who is
she?”

The major, impassive as he was,
staggered under this torrent of ques-
tions.

“He met her— Bless my soul, I don’t
know where! She’s—she’'s a—"

“One of your grand ladies—a swell,
1 suppose,” broke in the clear voivce,
bitterly. “It is always so: one of those
that would look down on me—Flossie
Hamilton, of the Frivolity—as if I
were dirt. I know them. Don’t I see
them in the stalls, with “those cold,
fixed eyes staring at me like figures
i a wax-works. Perhaps I've seen
her there,” with a snap of the small,
white teeth.

“My dear child, it isn’t likely; she
is—a mere nobody.

“What?” incredulously.

“A mere nobody,” repeats the maj-

or, plaintively, extending his hand..

“A_—a sort of farmer’s daughter.”
“What?” again, and Flossie's eyes
ope nincredulously.

“Yts, a farmer’s daughter, without

& penny,” says the major, almost tear-
fully.

Flossie draws a long breath, and
the fan goes quickly, keeping time to
the rapid tread upon the thick carpet.

“Then”—suddenly, with a start—*“if
she is a nobody, and poor, she must
be---beautiful. Is she? Tell me, what
§s she like?”

*Like,” murmurs the major. “Real-
ly—I—well, my dear Flossie, impres-
sionable as I am by your sex—"

“Can’t you tell me?” with a stamp |
of the tiny foot. “Is she beautiful?”  the sun emblazéned in its midst, &0
“My dear child, no,” says thé maj- ' clear and bright that the rods lying

or, uttering the falsehood with calm
emphasis. “Nothing of the kind; the
girl has red hair and freckles.”

“Red hair and freckles,” she echoes,
incredulously.

"Yes; beélieve me, that makes the—
the matttr so inexplicable. The poor
boy must be bewitched.”

“Then”—with a sudden, swift glance
at the glass—"then she is not 30
pretty as me, Is she, or is she not?”
swifily, impatiently.

“My dear child,” and the major
holds up his hands, “there is no com-
parison. I tell you the girl has red
hair and freckles, and no style, ab-
solutely no style. Poor Rick must Ve
bewitched, as I said, as I told him.”

The pale face flushes suddenly, and
the blue eyes sparkle dangerously.

“Not pretty, not a swell, not rich;
and he leaves me for her. He—he
must be mad!”

“He is, he is,” assents the major;
“but in this case that does not make
it the less disastrous, Flossie; for, un-
fortunately, they marry madmen, and
when they come to their senses it is
too late to undo the mischief.”

“Marry!” she says, turning upon
him like a tigress, her eyes flashing,
her hands clenched. “He shall not!
Do you hear? He shall not! Leave me
—me, for a girl with red hair and
freckles; marry her! I'd sooner—I
will—kill him first,” and she raises
the fan in her hand as if it were a
dagger to strike the blow.

The major looks at her with veiled
gatisfaction-in his cunning eyes.

“My dear Flossie,” he murmurs,
with feigned remonstrance.

“I tell you I would!” she says, with
a gasp. “I'd sooner see him lying dead
at my feet. No, no!” for the mental
picture has smitten her suddenly, and
gone straight to her heart, and she
covers her face with her hands and
shudders. “Not that! I didn’t mean
that!”

“My dear Flossie,” he murmurs, “of
course not. Ridiculous. I understand;
and, after all, there’s an easier and
pleasanter way of preventing this ah-
surd marriage.”

“What?” and her hands fall, her
eyes meeting his eagerly.

“Come and sit down and I'll tell
you,” he says.

-CHAPTER XXII

“And to-morrow you will be far
away in London,” says Paula.

It is evening; the sun is sinking to
rest behind the woods, the sky, that
has been like a sheet of steel, with

And the Woret is Yet to (,«ome—
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much. All the afternoon they have
been wandering beside the stream,
tafking sometimes, but oftener silent
in the
minds of both of them is recalled that
morning when they wandered there
first, when Love stood at a little dis-
tance, but fitting his arrow to his bow,
and ready to smite them.-

hands would meet and clasp, and their

ghances which mean so much But can-
not be written in any known lan-
guage. And now, as the time comes
for them to depart—for Sir Herrick
is going up to town by the evening
mail—a gentle melancholy sits heavi-
ly upon Paula’s soul; so heavily that
it feels like a presentiment, a sensa~
tion of coming disaster that, strange
to say, another young lady—Flossie
Hamilton—experiences about the
same time; but Paula is not the girl
to be overcome by foolish presenti-
ments, or to-make this last hour of
their communion a miserable one.

And Sir Herrick is very quiet; he
ljes full length at her feet as she sits
on the stump, the old stump behind
which she hid when the Palmers came
down upon Sir Herrick.

Very beautiful she looks, Sir Her-
rick’s girl-love, this evening. Love is
a powerful tonic; it will lend come-
liness to the plainest of maidens, and
it seems to have glorified Paula's
fresh young loveliness.

Surely there is a deeper light in the
expressive eyes, a brighter gold in the
chestnut hair, & new and mystic grace
in the lithe young figure. Love has
sailed down from his empyrean
heights and touched her with his
magic wand, and added to her charms.
~ At least so it seems to Sir Herrick,
as he lies back with his head on his
arm, his eyes fixed on her face with
that absorbed, watchful, devout look
which true love alone wears; the look
which longs and desires, and yet re-
veres, all in a glance and at one and
the same time.

“And this is the last day,” says
Paula, with gentle sadness; “to-mor-
row you will be engulfed by the
mighty London; it will swallow you
up and devour you utterly.”

“There will be enough left to hold
memory of you, my darling,” he says.

“Will there?’ she looking
“are You

says,
down at him, you sure?

know what the poet says:

« T ove is of man’s life a thing apart,
*Tis woman’s whole existence!’ "

“That’s Byron,” he says, with a
smile. “I thought women never read
Byron.”

“Don’t they?” says Paula, innocent-
ly. “I've read him. And you will re-
member Mpyrtle Cottage and its in-
habitants. Are you quite sure? I won-
der where you will be this time to-
morrow evening?’ And eshe looks
down on him with dreamy enquiry.

“Oh, at the club,” he says. “Very
likely sitting in my chambers lonely
and grim, and wondering what you
are doing. What shall you do?”

“Are you going to ask me to look
at the sunset at a particular moment,
or drink your health at a quarter past
six, or something of that sort,” she
says, with a too palpably affected
galety. “Do not; I never  remember
vows of that kind; I should be sure
to forget. And yet'—wistfully—“you
might safely do so, for I shall think
! of you all the time; while you~-

“ ‘Love is of man's life a thing apart.’

on’t sit all alone in your rooms; go
to the club and enjoy yourself, smoke
cigars and play billiards: they do at
the club, don’t they? Be Hhappy. 1
should like to be sure that you were
happy. I like to see¢ that strange light
_in your eyes which shines there,.all
!ucmthm.uitwcu.vhnmm
! amused and happy. I wonder—"
“Well, little wlph.” he says, lexn-
ing forward with an air of enjoyment.

§ | Hc delights most in her when she

is in this mood, when her clesr intel-

_hctunou'tnsubon the common-
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| | and philosophy. At such times he says.

to himself, esuiting, “I have won not
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For sale by all Druggists and first-
class Grocers.

always be able to fetch that light into
your eyes?”

“Always, while any light is possible
to them, or I have ears to hear your
voice, my darling,” he says—“always.
And you are sorry that I am going?”

She looks down on him thoughtfully,
with maiden tenderness; the sweet-
est of all tenderness.

“If you were to tell this stream here
that the sun, which is now dropping
into the west, didn’t mean to rise for
three days, do you think, if it could
speak, that it would not say it was
sorry? I think so; and the fish, and
the birds, and the flowers. Well, then,
you are my sun.”

“My Paula!” he says, in a low, al-
most awe-toned voice.

“Yes,” she says, and there was &
touch of solemnity in her voice. “My
sun. I see how cold the world must
have been before you came—how cold!
It makes me shudder. And I lose my
sun for three days!” with a smile. “It
is a long time; do not be surprised if.
when you come back, I am pale and
shrunken, with all my leaves blighted
and bent earthwards,” and she laughs.

He looks at her, andithen a stradge
expression come into "His eyes—an
expression which has visited them ty
flashes many times during the last
two days, as the fulness of her sweet,
pure nature has unfolded itself to him.
Regret, remorse, even shame are em-
bodied in the shadow which falls over
his brows.

“Three days are not long, Paula,”
he murmurs. “Then I shall be back —
to stay with you as long—as long as
you will let me, until—until we meet
to part no more while life lasts. See,
you make me almost a poet by ex-
ample!” and he laughs, a restless, un-
easy laugh. “More than that, you
make me nervous and apprehensive.
Say the words—just three words—
‘Don’t go, Rick!” and I won’t go—
there!” and he rises on his elbow and
looks at her resolutely.

She laughs softly,

“They are the last words I should
say,” she responds. “Didn’t you say
that you ought to go, that business
called you? No; you said more: you
said ‘honour’ called you!”

His face darkens, and he plucks at
the grass with a restiess hand.

(To be continued.)

DOUBLE BEAUTY
OF YOUR HAIR

“Danderine’’ creates mass
of thick, gleamy waves
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can have it abundant _soft, glessy
and full of Tifa Juss got al any
drug ‘or toilot counter a smali bottlo
of “Danderinc” for a few cents. Then
moisten a soft cloth with tho “Dan-
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!‘ashion
Plates.

A POPULAR STYLE OF SCHOOL
OR PLAY DRESS.

Pattern 8121 is here portrayed. It
is ce¢ in 4 Sizes:
years. Size 8 will require 8% yards
of 36 inch material for the dress, and
1% yard for tha bloomers. This
style includes the bloomers illustrated.
It is a practical, serviceable model,
suitable for all wash fabrics, and also
for serge, gabardine, plaid or checked
suiting, velvet and taffeta.

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

A DAINTY MODEL FOR “PARTY”
OR “BEST” WEAR.

27562—Girls’ Dress, with sleeve in
Either of Two Lengths.

Lawn, bastiste, crepe, chalie, taf-
feta, messaline, gabardine, nun’s vedl-
ing, linen and other wash fabrics are
nice for this style. Braid, bands of
embroidery and lace arc suitable for
trimming. The Pattern is cut in 4
gizes: 6, 8, 10 and 12 years. It re-
quires 1 yard of lining 27 inches wide
for the underwaist, and 3 yards of
material for the dress, for an 8-year
size.

A nattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.
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Ilres_sing Well

On a small amount of money is difficult to-day,
but it is an impossibiliiy for any lady with any
amount, of moncy te be well dressed unless she

Properly Corseted.

The ladies who wear

T w. B.”
Corsets

have reduced the worries of good dressing to a
minimum. In the “W. B.” Corset they have the
first foundation of smart dressing. The “W.B.”
Corset is the best value for the money, and
means economy as well also as comfort.

HENRY BLAIR

Sole Agents for “W. B.” Corsets.

NOSEWORTHY’S
'PHOTO STUDIO,
406 Water Street West,

solicits your trade for a first-class and up-to-
date Photo, 2nd also wish to inform you that we
are at your service

Day or Night.

MANUGFACTURERS & DRALERS
in each class of goods. Resides being :
s tomplets commercial guide to Lone
dam and Suburbs, it cosiains ‘isis of

and Industrial Centres of the United
Kingdom.

Business Cards of Merchaats ast

-time during 1920, but would advise the placing of or-

We Thank Our
Many Customers

For their patronage during our 25th year of manufac-
turing, which has enabled us to BEAT ALL PREVI-
OUS SALES RECORDS, and assure those that have .
been disappointed as regards deliveries that this was
unavoidable owing to the GREAT DEMAND FOR OUR
PRODUCTS. We will make every effort to deliver on

ders early in order to have them handled promptly.
OUR MOTTO FOR 1920—“QUALITY FIRST.”

NFLD. CLOTHING CO., Limited.
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JUST RECEIVED

A small shipment

ACCORDEONS,

§8.00, $13.00, $16.00, §18.00.

Chas. Hutton,

Musical Mdse. Dept.

No Mdtter How the Fire
is Caused |

if you're 1ot insured, youle 8
. loser.. Taks time to wee about
your pelicies. We give you the
best corspanies aud reasonable

rates.

PERCIE JOHNSON, -

lnsurance Aemf-
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