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CONSERATION

AND HEADACHES

Completely Relieved by this
Fruit Medicine, “FRUIT-

MR. ALFRED DUBOISSEAU
482 8t. Catherine St. E., Montreal,
“For three years, I was a terrible

sufferer from Indigestion, constant Head:
aches and Constipation. 1 took various
medicines for the trouble but bothing

. seemed to do me any good, '

Then, a friend advised me to try
“Fruit-a-tives’. . Now I am firee of
Indigestion and IIeadaches, the
Constipation is cured, and I have
gained considerable weight; and my
general health is fine. :

‘Fruit-a-tives’ is a grand medicine and
I cannot say enough in its favor,”

ALFRED DUBOISSEAU.

‘Fruit-a-tives’ are made from fruit
Juices and valuable tonics —and are
pleasant to tuke, their action being
gentle and mild, yet always most
effective,

60c. a box, 6 for $2.50, triat size 26¢,
At all dealers or gent postpaid by
Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa, Ont

DR. DeVAN'S FRENCH ‘PILLS
Areliable Regulating Pill for Wom
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en, $6 a box. Soid at all Drug Stores,

or mailed to any address on receipt
of price. The Scobell Drug Co, St
Catherines, Ontario.

PHOSPHONOL FOR MEN

Restores Vim and Vitality for Nerve
““and Brain; increasés “gray matter”,

T()nlc—\vnl build you up, $3 a box,

or two for.$5, at drug stores, or by
ceipt of price. The Scobell
. Cutherines, Ontarl
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McLean & McKinnon,

Barristers, Attorpeys-at.Law
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11, ‘l‘_le Woman Who
ved and Earned

BY JANE PHELPS i

A Modern Story of Home and
Business

CHAPTER XXIIIL

“Say Gerry, what do you think
has happened?” Mary Ryan sald
the next morning. She wag requir-
ed to be at the shop halt an hour
earlier than I was and often retail-
ed a bit of gossip when I came in.

“I haven't the least idea.”” I still
felt a bit hurt and worried over
Robert, and my mind was upon my
own affars.

“Yours truly is a full-fledged
saleswoman. No more hustling
down mornings for little Mary.
Let George do it now! George or
Annie, it makes no difference to
me, Watch out or I'll grab your
job. \I'm out to make a record.
Then more seriously: “Ain’t it
queer what little things do to
folks. If I hadn't been walking be-
hind Madame that day and picked
up her pocket book I wouldn't have
been here. Then I wouldn’t per-
haps ever been in a millinery shop
at all; I wouldn't have known you
or- anything.”

“Yes, it is sometimes a very in-
significant action that affects our
lives. 1 am very glad for you Mary
It isn’t anything more than you de-
serve, You can sell as well as I
can now. But don’t have your
eyes or heart fixed on my position;
I shall Jeep it myself—unless I am
discharged.”

“No danger of that,” she return-
ed then muttered something that
sounded like ‘I ‘wish- there was,’
but ‘a customer came in just then
and 1 forgot all about Mary.

For several days Robert came
home regulary. ‘We spent one
evening with the Weeds. - At first
1 enjoyed myself, but latey in the
evening something happened that
made me sorry 1 went. Betty and
1 were talking of clothes, I had
helped her fix a hat, when 1 over-
heard Frank say to Robert:

“I got my expected raise yester-

day Bob.”

“That’s ﬂne," Robert replied,
didn’t.”

“It must have been favoritism. 1
know they have always thought a
heap of you down there. They
used to blow about your ability."”

‘“Used to, is right.” Bob’s voice
was full of bitterness.

“Buck up, Bob, don’t let it make
you bitter. You’ll get boosted next
time.”

“I doubt it."”

“Pshaw! brace up; I didn’t think
it hag cut quite 'so deep.”

“It is my own fault Frank. I
haven’'t been worth a damn for
some time. I can’t fix my mind
on my work. I lost a splendid order
today. The customer said I was
inattentive, that he would go where
the clerks thought of the customers,
instead of their own affairs. The
boss was pretty mad.”

I noticed the quick glance Frank
gave Bob, an apprehensive look
neither said anything / more and
we soon left for home... I felt sick,
so worrieg -was I by what I  had
overheara. '

I wanted 'to talk with Bob about
it terribly, but I feared to hurt his
feelings. He seemed so 'sensitive
of late; so quick to resent any sug-
gestion. So I chatted of imper-
sonal things al] the way hcme

“‘Betty Weed is so helpless about
some things,” I opined. “It was fun-
iy to see her try to fix that hat.”

*‘She can fix food if she can’t fix
hats. That wag an awfully good
supper. I coulq have drunk a quart
of that coffee.”

“Then stayed awake all night.”

“Might as well stay awake for
coffee, as to lie there thinking.”

“Do you lie awake much?”

“Oh, I guess I'll stand jt!”

Someway it wasn't easy to visit
with Bob nowadays. He seemed
always impatient. Not really com-
panionable as he was when we
were first married nor did he seem
to be particularly interested in
much of anything. He didn’t en-
thuse as he did at first over visiting
his old friends. Demurred some:
times when I proposed it. Really
I was at a loss to know what to
make of him at times.

“I wish you would tell me what
worrfes you. Perhaps talking it
over with me would help,” I finally
said.

‘Nothing  will help!” was his
brusque reply. We had reached
home so 1 dropped the subject.
Later in the night I heard him up
and reminded:

. “I told you the coffee would keep |:

you awake.”
“Oh, damn!”

retort,
CHAPTER XXIV,

was his mutterea

Robert’s people lived in the West
He had left home when quite young
and had_drifted away from them
60 that fic had not even heard from
them for years. His father and
mother were dead, and his only
sister, much older than he, had
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There can't'. be anyihing
serfously the matter with a
man except ill health. The
most serious thing, that ever
afled a house Is bad heating
facilities or other lnlerlot
plumbing.  Your health de-
pends upon the sanitary con-
dition of the place’ you live

in. Telephone us.

Fred H. Traipor ‘I

80 Grafton Street
Phone 8934,
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dnrrled and left the place her
parentg lived when he was a small

Look at that Gerry." he sald
handing me a letter, “I hag forgot-
ten there was such g person” .
1 opened the letter and turned it

over. It was signed: ‘“Your aunt,
Felicia,! Then I commenced to
read:

“My dear mephew Robert, I ex-
pect you will be very much sur
prised to hear from  me, your
mother’s younger sister. I shall be
in youy town in a few days, almost
as soon as this letter can reach
you and shall look you up. Natural-
ly you will not remember me, as
you were a babe in arms when I
last, and first, saw you. I hope
you wil] be glad to see one of your
mother’s kin, ang that you have
grown up to be the sort of man
she would want you to be if she
had lived. Your aunt Felicia.”

“Well?” 1 sald.

“I suppose we will have to make
the bhest of it, but I could have sur-
vived if she had not renewed her
acquaintance with the ‘babe in
arms’ as she calls me. I remember
mother did have a sister of that
name. I wonder if she is Miss or
Mrs., I can’'t remember, and noth
ing she says in that note tells us.”

“Do you suppose she intends to
stay long? 1 was rather terrifieu
at the idea of this visit.

“Goodness no! How can she? If
we were. keeplng house she mlght
but not here.”

“I felt like saying I was lhanktul
we were there if it would prevent
his aunt making a long visit, but
caught myself in time. After all
she was Robert’'s aunt;* almost the
only relative he had in the world.
If he wanted her to remain, it was
my business to be nice to her. Sol
replied:

‘‘She may like it here.
is she?”

“Oh, about fifty anyway!”

Two days afterward when 1
reached bome Robert was there
and so was—Aunt Felloia,

“Geraldine, this 18§ my aunt, you
remember she wrote she was com-
ing, Aunt Felicia, my wife.”

As I shook hands. with the tall-
eagle eyed woman whom Bob had
just dintroduced I did not wonder
he had not called me ‘Gerry. - Pet
names would not appeal to a Wo-
man of her type. I felt sort of
dazed and helpless as I lookeq at
her stern forbidding face, and no-
ticed the erect, ' uncompromising
way she sat in the straight backed
chair.

“I'll be ready for, dinner in a
moment,”’ I sald as I took off my
hat.

“Do hurrp,” Robert said in an
anxious tone, “we have been wait-
ing some time for you.”

“It is something to which I never
have been accustomed. A man
waiting his wife’s pleasure as to
when he shoulg dine,” she remark-
ed acidly. *“The wives 1 have
known have usually been the ones
to wait—if waiting were necessary.
But young women are not like they
used to be.”

I waited until she had finished
then hurried to tidy myself. I felt
like groaning aloud. What in the
world should I do if she decided to
remain some time with us? I felt
it would be nothing less than a ter.
rible calamity. I was sure of it
when, as I joined her and Robert,
she said:

“In my days young married folks
didn’t live in boarding houses.
Young women nowadays think of
nothing but gadding and clothes,”
she l6oked at my stylish serge
dress wlith scorn.

‘‘Geraldine is a business woman,
you know, aunt Felicia,” Robert
said, “and they have to look pretty
nﬂty"

“I do not approve of married busl

ness women, A woman's place is at
home if she has a husband. There
are single women enough in the
word to take care of all the bust

ness women should do.
needs a lot of steadying. And no
woman can look after a man and a

How old

business too. Don’t you earn
enough to support your wife
nephew?”

“Indeed he does!” 1 broke In
‘But I workéd when I married him,
I love my work, and there i8 mo
earthly reason I should not con-
tinue it. Robert and I think allko
about this.”

“Then 1 have nothing more to
say.” She lookeq keenly at Robert,

speak, then changed his mind,
Aunt Felicla had declared she

‘had nothing more to say, but
1 found ! must not take her too
literally. She was a widow, and

hep experience must have been an
unpleasant one because she was
goured and - critical of life to a
degree I have never seen equalled,
Yet she had her good points also,
ang I honestly tried to forget every-
thing but that she ' was Robert’s
aunt, and to do my best to make
her visit with us a pleasant ane.
Naturally, she was compelled to
be alone much of the time. But
Robert and I made plans for her
entertainment, ang each day gave
her a list of points of interest she
could visit. THhen in the evenings
we devoted ourselves to her refus-
ing all invitations to the Weed’s
or Murphy's, and inviting no one to
spend the evening with us, as
Robert’s aunt disapproved of both
cards and dancing.

One even/ng Robert did not come
home to dinner. I spent the even:
ing alone with her. Never before
or since have I been so thoroughly
miserable. Aunt Felicla was one of

UEDOREE .

the most curjous women I over‘

.mine was so much the larger of the

have met, ang

questions just as if she ‘had the

me
she

she would keep on quizzing
until she had learned what
wanted to know, &

“You are very torfunate fo marry
my nephew,” she remarked, “fami-
ly counts for so much, My own
married a man whose people didn't
amount to much.”

“But one doesn’t marry an entire
family!” I objected,

“Blood will tell!” was the senten-
tious answer.

She questioned me about his sal-
ary, also about my own. She show:
ed some surprise when she found

two, but inno way depreciated
Robert because of it. She asked
‘about our friends, their habits and
finances, and seemed to think me
lacking in some way when I told
her I never questoneq people about
their personal affairs. By the time
Robert came in—about 10 o'clock
—I1 was competely worn out.

“1 was so glad to sée you.” 1
told him when we were alone.
“Why, so particularly glad to-
night?”

“Oh, your aunt questioned me
about you, myself, and every one
we know! I have answered or
evaded until I am worn out. Please
don’t leave me alone with her again
while she remains.”

“Nonsense! It is good for you
to have company when I am out."
‘“But you don’t have to be out,
and please do as I ask.”

*‘Oh, very wel!  She won’t stay
forever.” His answer was so indif-
ferent, so unlike Robert that I felt
hurt. He was begoming very diffi-
cult, I sometimes hardly knew him
for the gay, happy Robert I had
married. i
“Where did you have dinner,
Dear? At Marion Hovey's?" I do
not know why I asked him if he

had been at Marion’s. I never had
done so.
“Yes, I called her on the tele-

phone ang she said they were to
have fricasseeq chicken for dinner
and.asked me if I didn't want some,
I grabbed her up quickly, I can
assure you. 1 am so everlastingly
sick of this grub that I would go
anywhere to eat if I had an invita.
tion.”

1 wondered what he had to say
that he aeeded to telephone Marjon
but his tone precluded further. ques-
tioning. I would not imitate his
aunt, I thought, as I repressed the
desire. .

“Did you enjoy the dinner?”

“Did I? You should have seen
me eat, ] was so ashamed of my
appetite that I stopped at the drug
storé on my way.home and ordered
a big box of candy sent to Marjon.*

“That probably cost more than
you, dinner,” I said, hurt because
he had not brought me candy for
some time.

“Perhaps, but not worth more
than to go and sit at a table where
everyone is pleasant and happy,
and where the talk is interesting,
instead of listening to a lot of gos.
sip or talk in which it is impossible
to be interested vecause one -cares
nothing for the people.  I'm sorry
you begrudge Marion the candy.”

had no compunc-’ '
tions about satisfying that curio. sto Pam nb Out
gity. She asked the most persohal | ™%

right, and if I tried to evdde them|"

enralgia Torture|

Instant relief! Rub neuralgia pain
from your face, head or body
with “8t. Jacobs Liniment.”

You are to be pitied—but remem-
ber that neuralgia torture and pain
is the easiest thing in the world
to stop. Please dGa’t continue to
suffer; it's so needless. Get from
your druggist the small trial bot-
tle of *‘St. Jacobs Liniment;"” pour
a little in your hand and gently rub
the “tender nerve” or sore spot,
and instantly—yes, immediately—
all pain, ache and soreness is gone.
“St. Jacobs Liniment” conquers
pain—It is perfectly harmless and
doesn’'t burn or discolor the skin.
Nothing else gives relief so quick-
ly. It never. fails to stop neural-
gia pain instantly, whether in the
face, head or any part of the body.
Don't suffer! il

had loved her he would not have,
wanted to marry me. It sounds
simple, but at the time it did not
seem go simple as it sounds.
‘“How long will your aunt stay?”
I asked the next morning.

“How do I know! Why don't you
ask her?”

“Oh, Robert, liow could I?"
Robert was stil] depressed and a
bit morose. It seemed futile to try
to talk Lo him, so I desisted. It was
as bad as lving with a bear with
a sore paw; I told him, he was so
grouchy.

After breakfast I said to Aunt
Felicla—ag Robert had insisted I
call her—

“You must be sure to go to the
Museum before you leave.”

Ag if 1 had put into words th
thought in my mind, she answered

“I shall have plenty of time for
that ang other things as well. b}
told Robert 1 should remain anoth-
er month with you—you know you
leave me alone all day—that I feel
another month will be scarcely
enough to become acquainted with
you boti.” She invariably spoke of
being left alone in an injured voice
that annoyed me. She knew
I went to buisness and if she didn’t
like it ghe might go.

I really tried to hide my exaspera-
tion from her and answered her al-
ways in a respectful way.

She never sympathized with me
or seemed to think it anything out
of the way when Robert remained
out,as he now often dig —just  as
he had before she came.

‘“You don’t need me, now that you
have aunt for company,” he sald
when I reproached him for not le.
ting me know that he would not be
home.

“I may not need you, Dear, but
I always want you,
Felicia was listening.

“Lots of us want things we can’t
have.”

I had reached a stage with Rob-
ert when I was almost forlornly
proud of my self possession—Not
from me should his aunt hear any
complaints, Often when we sat to-
gether I found my thoughts wand-
ering. But always 1 shepherded
them back, finding it necessary to
ask her to repeat what she had said
at times, ang so earning a look of
disapproval,

“Don't.be silly, Robert!”

We said no more, yet I could not
sleep, I lay wondering what it
could be he haad said on the tele-
phone to Marion, and wishing he
had brought.me a box of candy.

* As Mary Ryan had.said, it is the
little things in life that seem to
count, :

CHAPTER XXVI

Robert had been so frank in his
telling of his evening with Marion
Hovey that I tried to be sensible
and not feel hurt; but I couldn’t.
I had spent a miserable evening en-
tertaining his aunt while he was
having a good time, It comforted
me a little, but only a little, to
know he had called me up before
accepting her invitation, As always
I said to myself:

“He wouldn’t have done it when
we wera first married. and I am no
different now.” That a man expects
more from a wife than from a
sweetheart did not occur to me.

There wag something dangerous-
ly close to jealousy burning in my
heart. But I trieq to remember that
Robert had known Marion long be-
fore he had known me, and that

A man]|

He flushed and seemed aBout to)
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letter to us:
I take ;leuum in stating that I
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have used Hawker's Tolu and

Cherry Balsam for the-last eight
years, and consider it the best :

cure 1 ever used. I find

w er'’s Livnr Pills an excellent

H H. ‘A. McKEOWN,
Chief Justice, N. B. Supreme Court.
Hawker's Tolu and Cherry Balsam
should be in every home, Bay it
today and be prepared. It will
helpto guard against “The ‘Flu”,

by all druggists and general stores,
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None genuine without Company's name.
RAWKER'S LITTLE LIVER PMLLS

| CURE ALL STOMACH ILLS.

RAWKEN'S RERVE AND STOMACH
THE QREAT INVIGORATON,
BUILDS UP THE GYBTEM.

One night Robert had not come
in by half past seven, and I propos-
ed we go to the motion pictures.
Aunt Felicia agreed, although she
assured me she would not thing of
going at home. She did not con-
sider them quite moral.

The picture was a good one and
so I paid little attention to the
house until Aunt Felicla nudged
me and said:

“That looks like my nephew over
there,” she pointed.

I looked. It surely was Robert—
and Marion Hovey. I knew it was
him before he turned his face to-
ward us. He did not see us, and
was whispering and smiling at
Marion, who looked happily con-
tent.

I wag not angry. I was not know-
ingly, jealous, But a black and all-
suffusing h to

” I replied. Aunt |’

Art Hickman's .Dance Orchestra Came
From San Francisco to NewYork To Make
These 8 Exclusive Columbia Dance Recerds

From the St. Francis Hotel, San Francisco, by way
of the New Ziegfeld Midnight Frolic and the Biltmore
Hotel to the Columbia Recording Laboratory. That
was the record- brcakmg, rccord-makmg trip this ex-
clusive Columbia organization undertook to play:

My Buby . Amn—Fox-mn from “F ol]ne: of

)
On the Stroou of Curo—Onc—ltep Fi

Peggy—Fox-trot « . alggt g } Aau
Tell Me Why—Fox-trot . v
Hesitating Bluu-—Medley Fox-tmt—lnno.
ducing “Beale Street Blues' and ''Hesitation Blues Au]
Those Draftin’ Bluu—Medlcy Fox-uo:—} 90¢
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Here's George Meader’s
First Double Record
This splendid tenor, the latest addition
to Columbia’s long list of exclusive artists,
thrills you with that song of love and
longing, “I Know What It Means to Be
Lonesome.” Coupled with I ‘Never
Knew,” a ‘solo sure to make you sigh fo1
the caresses of your own sweetheart.
A-2826 — 90c
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Charles Harrison

Toscha Seidel’s Supreme Violin Sclo
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make my body cloud and my heart
numb.

Hag 1 really lost my husband’s
love? What did it mean? I had
tried to be a good wife. In what
had I failed? 4
“Please don’t let Robert know we
saw him tonight,” I whispered to
Aunt Feiicia. “He feels undep ob-
ligations to that young lady —her
mother died,” it was a miserably
lame excuse for him but 1 need not
have worried.

“It s kind in my nephew to try
to cheer up the bereaved. I should
think the young lady would have
thought it in better taste to remain
at home, however.”

I felt guilty that I had inferred
Marion’s mother had just passed
away when she had been gone sev-
eral years, but I made no explana-
tion.

GERRY IS WARNED
CHAPTER XXVII,

I thought with a tightening of
the throat how  Robert always
praised Marion, how he even seem-
ed to think her more capable than
either Jane or Betty. I held his
aunt back when the picture was
over. I wanted him to get out first,
Then he would not see us.
He did not come in until after
Aunt had gone to her room. I wat-
ched him in an oddly impersonal
way as ae talked tome, I told him
his aunt had gone to bed, but said
nothing of our having been out.
Neither did he volunteer any infor-
mation as to his movements.
“Wherae did you go tonight Bob?"
I finally asked, unable to restrain
myself.

‘To a show!”

‘Alone?”

“For heaven's sake, Gerry, one
would think I was a kid in short
pants to hear you quiz me.”
“I don't mean to quiz Robert, but
I am very lonely when you atay
out evenings” He made no reply
and T sald no more.
:You should be proud of Rob-

left for the store the next day. “He
spoke of going to a show last night
and I questioned him a little. He
says he has been working very
hard and neded relaxation.”

THECANADIANDRUG C0., Limtd

“Roberl does work hard,” 1 ad-
mitied, “but he doesn't seem

got advanced as rapidly as we had

ert,” His aunt told me before I}’

to
-
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hoped when we were married.”

“Perhaps you do not give him
any incentve.”
“I don't know what you mean?”
‘‘Some women are so constitut-
ed that pretty clothes and a chance
to show them off are more to them
than the happiness or comfort of
the man they marry.”

“I suppose you mean—are talk-
ing of me?”

“Robert tells me he  hates this
boarding house—that  he would
rather go hungry than ‘eat here day

ber, Geraldine, I warned you.
“I'll remember.”

" I wondered why everyone seemed
50 determined to make me unhap-
py by “laming me because Robert
did not get on. He had not been ad-
vanced, and his salary raised. We
had been married a year, in which
time mine hag been raised twice, It
would b2 simple lunacy for me to
give up. We were comfortable, had
a little now for extras besides our
living expenses. I would have a
really plain talk with Bob—I had

But I know the way you feel. You
are just like all the city girls now-
adays. You hate to spoil your
pretty hands washing dishes and
working about the house; you
would rather sell hats. or work in
an office. 'When I was a girl a mar-
ried woman thought her place was
at home, making her husband com.
fortable anq happy so that he
didn't have to  run getting into
temptation.” 2

“It's a pretty poor sort of a man
who ‘can't withstand temptation.

after day. Why don't you keep| And as for Robert und me. I never| intended to for a long time, I did
house for him?” shall give up my position until he| not believe that it was a simple

“What on? You surely couldn’t | earns enough to give us a decent| matter of longing to keep house
expect ug to live on Bob's salary!” | home. %'here is no earthly reason| that was depressing him, It was

I felt like telling her that it was
my money what was paying her
board while she visited us.

“I guess you could if you tried.

why I should.” It was the nearest

to a quarrel we ever had come,
“You make your own bed. You

will have to lie in it.. But remem-

something else, something more
vital to my happiness.

It might be that it was Marion
Hovey.
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