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Somewhere in the world life is at 
stake every minute of the day. Right 
at our own doors, perhaps, is going on a 
struggle as grim and fierce as any fight 
or flight on record. You hear the hol- 
low tearing cough ; see the ooze of blood 
which tells of the wounded lungs; mark 
the emaciated body and hectic cheek, 
and know a life is at stake. 
The use of Dr. Pierce’s Golden Med- 

ical Discovery has saved many a life in 
just such a crisis. It cures obstinate, 
deep-seated coughs, stops the hemor- 
rhage, strengthens ®weak ” lungs, and 
restores the emaciated body to its nor- 
mal weight and strength. 4 
There is no alcohol in the “Discov- 

ery,” and it is absolutely free {rom 
opium, cocaine, and all other narcotics. 
«T desire to send you this brief, unsolicited 

testimonial,” writes Rev, Joseph H. Fespernian, 
Barium Springs, Iredell Co,, N. C. *In 188 oue 
of my daughters was suffering on account of a 
severe cough, hectic fever, wasting of flesh and 
other symptoms of diseased lungs. I promptly 
gave her Dr. Pierce's Goiden Medical Discovery 
with gratifying success, and she now enjoys 
excellent health, This experience cdused me | 
to recommend Dr. Pierce's medicines to my 
neighbors, who, without exception, used them 
with favorable results.” : 

Dr. Pierce’s Common Sense Medical 
Adviser, in paper covers, is sent free on | 
receipt of 31 one-cent stamps to pay 
customs and mailing only, or if cloth- 
bound volume is desired send 50 stamps. 
Address Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y. 

A FORBIDDEN 
MARRIAGE. 

BY LAURASJEAN LIBBEY, 

(Contigued.) 

“He considered it quite a nne 1ark 

to insinuate, wherever it was not ; 
known otherwise, that he was single 

free to woo and win any fair maid 

who might please his fancy. 
“It could do no harm to Reine, 

carrying out this little joke,” he 
told himself, complacently. 
He liked to sec young girls’ eyes 

brighten at his approach—to know 
that their hearts beat quicker at the 
sound of his voice; and that their 
blushes were for him. Of course, all 

this would be at an ehd if they were 
to find out he was married; so, why 

inform them of the. fact when the 
information was not called for? 
When they had no visitors at home, 

or had no invitations out, Waldemar 
Waldron spent his time as he liked. 
Perhaps it was quite as well that 

not know how he spent 
the hours that she found so sad and 
lonely. 

Three months had passed; and* 

those months had made a sad change 
in Reine. She was thinner and pal-' 
er. The lovely blue eyes looked as 
though showers of hot tears had 
dimmed their lustre. The fair, 
rounded cheek had lost its delicate 
contour; and if one came upon her 
suddenly, they might have secn tears 
on the lovely, drooping lashes. 
But she was so loyal to her hand- 

some, debonair husband; she would 

not even own to herself that she was 
disappointed im her marriage. She 

was so young and loving. She long- 
ed for kind words and caresses. She 
longed for such expressions of fond- 
ness as Waldemar had shown ler 
before she had married him, 

It almost scemed to her that the 
whole world knew that her hushand 
did not care for, her, and that she 
was a neglected, desolate bride. 

It was a sad thing for one so 
young to be so lonely, and to be so 

utterly neglected. Once or twice she 

XAT vain mesSengers were sent nore 

and there for him. Waldemar Wald- 

ron was not to be found. That even- 

ing, while strangers gathered around 

Reine's pillow—who had summoned 

the physician again, for she was 

growing rapidly worse—at the self- 

same moment the physician was 

gravely. counting the strokes of 

Reine’s pulse, solemnly shaking his 

head, while those around her were 
weeping silently—at that moment 

Waldemar Waldron was seated at 

the head of a banquet table, odorous 

with the breath of roses, making a 
speech of welcome to the gay, 

piquant opera singer whose dashing 

beauty had taken New York by 

storm, and in whose honor he had 

given this elegant supper. 
It was three days ere the notion 

occurred to him that it was about 
time to return home to Reine. 
He quite expected a storm of re- 

proaches and tears as he entered his 

wife’s pretty blue-and-gold morning- 
room. The slender, girlish form he 

expected to see was not there. He 
ran lightly up the stairs to her 

boudoir. She was scated, in a white 

cashmere wrapper, before the fire, 

gazing thoughtiully at the pictures 
the glowing coals made. 
She was looking wofully thin and 

pale and dull. She greeted him 

gravely, answering his questions 

when he spoke to her, in clear, 
steady tones. 

He would not believe that she had 
been ill. 

“It wes quite an ingenious little 
story te’ greet. him with,!’ he i de= 
clared, ‘but she could not make him 
believe it,”’ ) 

He never did credit it—not until 
the doctor sent in his little bill, days 

"IT had intending taking you tw a 
grand concert to-night,”” he said. “I 

secured the tickets already.’ 

““We cannot go, Waldemar, hecause 
I am so ill,” she said plaintively. 

“If vou choose to stay at home, 

that will not alter my intention,” 

he said, brusquely. ‘‘I shall go all 
the same.’ 

And, without a word of compassion 

or pity for her illness, he left the 
house again—left her alone in her 
pitiful despair. Only the angels knew 
what she suffered in the hours that 
followed, while her husband 
thoroughly enjoying the lights and 
music at the grand concert, amusing 

himself by scanning the prettiest 
faces in the audience. 
There was one lady whom Waldron 

had introduced to Reine to whom she 
had taken a decided dislike, much to 

her husband's annoyance. 
“Mrs. Smith wants to be fast 

friends with you,” he declared, with 

a frown one day,— ‘what's the rea- 

son you don't like her?" 
“I do not know, Waldemar,”” she 

returned, slowly, ‘‘there is something 
about her—not quitec—congenial.”’ 
The frown deepened on his face. 
“She is not an educated Jady,’’ she 

went on; ‘‘her manners are quite 

vulgar, and—she paints her face.’’ 
Her husband laughed long and loud 

at that, 
“I do not like her lady friends 

whom she brings here with her, any 
more than I like herself—they actu- 

ally seem to have lived in a different 
world from me—I do not understand 
them.”’ 
Again Waldron laughed loud and 

long, although Reine could not see 
anything particularly amusing in 

what she had said. 
“I have invited Mrs. Smith to ac- 

company us to the opera,” he said; 
‘““see that you treat her well—she 
don’t like your cold way—mind, she's 
not to be slighted.” 

“It woulda not be agreeable to me 
to have her accompany us, Walde- 

mar,” said Reine; ‘‘vou ought cer- 
tainly. to have consulted me before 
asking her.” 

‘“Nonsense,’”” he declared. ‘‘She’s 
the rage of New York—there's not 
a man but—'" he stopped short, and 
looked a little embarrassed, Reine 
thought—‘‘but,”” he added, after 

stopping to cough slightly, ‘but 
would be delighted to have her in 
their box—with his wife.” J 
Reine sighed, telling herself silent- 

ly that the presence of Mr. Smith 
would spoil her pleasure of hearing 
‘“‘Norma.’’ 
“I invited her here to dine 

us,”’ he explained, “‘thinking 
would please you.” 

Mrs. Smith arrived late, and when 

with 
that 

had timidly goue to Waldemar, with | she had thrown off her wraps, Reins 
tears in her lovely eyes, to plead 

with him to show a little more con- 
sideration toward her. ‘ 
He caught up his hat and gloves, 

looking at the tear-stained, grieved 
face with an impatient frown. 

“If there is anything I do detest, 
it is a crying woman,’”’ he observed, 
angrily. ‘Do not repeat this scene 
again, Reine. I really cannot en- 
dure it. I shall not return home un- 
til I feel quite certain you are over 
this weeping scene.” 

He strode out of the room, and 

again the wretched girl-wife fell face 
downward on the velvet carpet. 
There, long ' afterward, the servant 

found her, unconscious still, 
In vein they chafed the little white 

hands and blue-veined temples. The 
fluttering breath grew fainter and 
fainter. Kindly hands unfastened the 
amber satin dress she wore, and topk 
from the twining golden curls the 
pale roses that clustered among: 
them, laying her on the lace-draped 
couch, and a physician was quickly 
summoned. 
When he heard the moans and bit- 

ter sighs that quivered on the pale 
lips of the miserable young bride, he 
knew perfectly well it was not a case 
for drugs. 
“Who could minister to a mind dis- 

eased?’’ He left her a quieting com- 
pound, and recommended that her 
husband: should, be, sent, fore... 

looked at her in amazement,—her 

style of costume was a ttle pecu- 

liar. Mrs. Smith evidently observed 
it. She said, nonchalantly. 
“I came prepared to go to the 

opera,—we must go carly, my dear 

Mrs. Waldron, It is to be a gala 
night; there will be quite a crush of 
all the upper crust of New York—all 
the elite 1 mean.” 
Reine did not reply. 
Very soon Waldemar joined them, 

and it almost seemed to Reine her 

husband actually forgot her presence, 
he was so engrossed in bandying 
jokes—yes, jokes—with the golden 
haired Mrs. Smith. 

For a few moments after dinner, 
Reine found herself alone with her 
husband,—she hurried to his side 
with a pale, perturbed face. 

“Oh, Waldemar,’ 

tress, ‘I cannot go to the opera 
with Mrs. Smith in that—that dress. 
I—I—should died of mortification.” 
“What is the matter with it?’ he 

demanded. ‘I thought it was some- 
thing stunning.’’ 
Reine’s face flushed in dismay—‘‘I 

should think you would see for your- 
self, Waldemar,’”” she murmured,— 

‘“there—there is not much—to—to— 
the waist.’ 
‘“‘Hump’’ sneered Waldron, ‘‘that's 

only your prudish taste. That's call- 
ed decollette by women of fashion; X 
shauld think wou would kuoy that.”’ 

was 

she cried in dis- | 

TI call 1t ‘py anorner name, yailae- 

mar,’ she replied; “it is—immodest. 

I—I—think I should die of shame il T 
had to sit beside Mrs. Smith in that 

dress.” 

“Don't make a fool of yourself, 

Reine,”” he cried, scizing her arm 

roughly. hon dare’ “ell Mrs: 

Smith that; you would make an 

enemy of her for life.” 
“Well, what if 1 do?’ she answer- 

ed, spiritedly. 
“You would rue it to the last day 

of your life,”” he hissed. “You shall 

go to the opera with her and make 

yourself as agrecable as you know 

how."’ 
Reine went, but it was with one 

of the heaviest of hearts. As she 
had expected, all the lorgnottes in 

the house were repeatedly turned to 

their box. Reine shrank behind the 
silken curtains, Mrs. Smith Seemed 
to enjoy this close scrutiny hugely. 

It | was .a ' great relief to Reine 

when the long evening was over, and 

they were en route home. 
“I wmaver ecnioved myself so well 

in all my Iife,” ‘declared Mrs. Smith, 
enthusiastically, as she parted from, 

Reine. “It was a grand social 
triumph for me.” 
Those words puzzled Reine for 

long hours. afterward. She was to 
know the meaning of them all too 
soon. On the day following this 
event a lady called, whose friendship 
Reine prized highly. 
She greeted Reine with a grave 

face, and during the course of the 
conversation, the lady brought 

around the subject of the opera of 
the previous evening. 
21 sew, you inc your Hox, Mys. 

Waldron,”” she said, ‘‘but—for the 

moment, I cotild hardly persuade my- 
self that it really was your box.” 
“Why?'' asked Reine, smiling. 

“l do not know as I should speak 

about it; still, I feel it is my duty 

to enlighten you, my dear,” returned 

the lady. “‘Please remember it is 

only the friendly interest I feel in 
you that forces me as it were, to 
speak; to put it plainly, the person 

who was with you, is a creature no 

lady who values her reputation can 
he seen speaking to. Of course you 

did not know: she is a near neigh- 

bor and appears to be a woman of 

wealth, but ah, my dear, such as 

she are -the world's sharks, 1 pray 

you, close your doors against her. 
Do vou comprehend me?” 
Reine was too shocked for 

ance. 
‘I told my husband from the very 

first 1 did not like Mrs. Smith,’ she 
said. 

“Smith!’* cut in Reine's friend; 
‘““why, my dear, that is not her 
name, she is called the notorious 
Madame Eglantine, She has wealth 
and beauty that a’ princess might 
envy, but good women shun her as 

they would a scorpion.” 
“It is so strange that my husband 

did not know,” said innocent Reine; 
“but. then we have not been long 
in New York city.” ! 
“Very strange,” repeated the lady; 

and she soon after took her leave, 
congratulating herself as she rolled 
away in her carriage, that she head 

opened Mrs, Waldron’s eyes to what 
was going on; it was her duty to 
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GREATLY ALARMED. 

By a Persistent Cough, but Permanent. 

ly Cured by Chamberlain's Cough 

Kemedy. 

Mr. H. P. Burbage, a s'udent at law 
in Greenville, S. C. bad been troubled 

for four or five years with a contiououe 

cough which he esye, ‘“‘greatly alarmed | 
me, cagsing me (0 fear that 1 wes in the 

firet stage of consumption.” Mr. Barbage 
baving eeen Chemberlain’s Cough Rem- 

edy advertised concluded to try it. 

Now read what be says of it. “I soon 
felt a remarkable change and after using 

two bottles of twenty-five cent size, was 

was permanently cured. Sold by all 

druggists. 
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HUSH! 
MAIDS KNOW 
that the long agony 
of female weaknesses, 
the torture of their 
mere mature sisters, 
may be all avoided by 
the use of the great 

South American 
Nervine Tonic 

which gives impulse, 
power, vigor and vim 
to every vital organ, 
thus producing or 
preserving BEAUTY 

'§ of FACE and FORM 
by feeding the nerves 3 
directly until they put the sys- 
tem in order. 

Edward Purrey, of Sydney Centre, 
British Columbia, states: ‘*My wife 
was taken down with nervous pros- 
tration which later developed into 
paralysis of one side. Three bottles 
of SOUTH AMERICAN NERVINE 
worked wonders for her. We can- 
not speak too'highly of the remedy.” 

Dr. Von Stan's Pineapple Tablets 
digest the food in the stomach 
without the aid of the stomach, 
giving the stomach a rest.— 
They heal the stomach hy the 
best cure—the rest cure. 
Price, 86c. 21 

LDBY W. H, CARTEN 

DOUBLE , 

FEED-DOORS 

Just about the meanest 

thing a furnace can have 

is a dinky little door. 
Ever have one? Hit the edge 5 p 
as often as the hole? One has 5 
to be an expert stoker to shovel y 
coal into some furnaces. If > 
you're not an expert you'll get 

as much on the floor as in the 

furnace. 

The Sunshine furnace is 
equipped with a good, big door. 2 
You can put your shovel in and drop the coal just where 
wanted—no trouble, no taking aim, no missing, 

it is 
no scattering, or 

annoyance. 

Everything about the Sunshine furnace is on the same scale 
of thoughtfulness. / 

Sold by all enterprising dealers. Write for booklet. 

M¢Clary’s 
LOKRDOR, TORONTO, MONTREAL, WINNIPEG, VANCOUVER, ST. JOEN, K. B. 

Greatest variety ever shown 

in the City. mmm 

In order to retain the fresh 
.green color of your lawn, cut 
the grass once a week not clos r 

‘than one inch, usinga 

A 

JAMES S. NEIL. 
Fredericton’s Wholesale and Retail Hardwareman, 28 a) 

~The New Spring Goods 
Are here. The largest variety in the city to select from. You 
will find PRICES and FIT satisfactory. HER 

ZF 100,000 lbs. Wool wanted in exchange for the best Twe 
in Canada, £4! £3 bd 

Fine Tailoring. f 
our Stock is;now complete in all the leading makes in a 

~ Overcoatings, 
Suitings and 

Trouserings. a 

riod | GEO. 8S. STANGER, ; 
Merchant Tallor. 

EAT ABOUT YOUR 
N 33 : y - 

Spring and Summer Suit 
: Cat It is time now for you to or 

your new Spring and Summer Sui 
and you are almost sure to find some- 

thing to please you in the fine stock o 

English and a 
a Canadian Suiting 

I am showing for this season, and ya 
will be sure to find prices righ 


