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The Shops
known for good values and 

up-to-date styles are the places 
to ask about the D dk A and the 
LA DIVA Corsets.

Made-in-Canada” in one of the 
best equipped corset factories in' 
the world, they offer all the qual 
ity formerly found only in high 

grade imported corsets,but 
sell at little more than 

half the price.
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Maples. Having surveyed that huge 
pile of red bricks for some minutes, 
he made his way to the railway station 
and disappeared.
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Came Too Late.
CHAPTER XXVII.

A Lost Man.
He did not utter the dreadful word, 

but the pause supplied it.
Faradeane looked down at him with 

pale, calm face.
"Now, most men would be satisfied 

with that,” continued Mr. McAndrew, 
“but I'm not. I don’t want you to give 
me any information that shall go fur
ther toward convicting you. No, I 
could get that for myself, but I want 
you to tell me,” he rose and stretched 
out one forefinger, “who did this mur- 
derP

It was a strange and startling 
speech, and another man would have 
been thrown oft his guard and com
mitted himself; but Faradeane had 
steeled himself for all ordeals.

"Be content,” he said, gravely, al 
most solemnly. "You have your evi
dence; act upon it, and do your duty, 
sir!”

Mr. McAndrew reached for his hat at 
once.

“Very good, sir!” he said, as it he 
accepted Faradeane's response to his 
appeal as final. "I shall do my duty. 
Is there anything I can do for you— 
any message? You will communicate 
with your lawyers at once, of course?’

Faradeane was silent for a moment, 
then he said;

"I shall not need a lawyer.”
The detective looked at him fixedly.
"No lawyer! No counsel!” he said.
"What lawyer, clever though lie' 

might be, could disprove the evi
dence?” said Faradeane, wearily. “You 
yourself have said it is conclusive.”

Mr. McAndrew turned his hat round 
in his hands, still watching him.

“Very good, sir; and there is noth
ing I can do—no message?”

Faradeane went to the window, and 
his lips twitched.

“If you should see Mr. Vanley—the 
squire,” he began, “will you tell him,

please-----He stopped, then shook
his head. “No, I can send no message 
even to him. Things must take their 
course.”

“And no message to—Mrs. Brad- 
stone, sir?” inquired Mr. McAndrew, 
softly, and with the deepest respect.

For a moment Faradeane’s face 
changed color, then he said, almost 
haughtily;

What message should I* have to send 
to that lady?”

Mr. McAndrew inclined his head.
“Very good, sir,” he said. “I wish 

you good-day.” He tapped at the door, 
and as the warder opened it for him 
he looked over his shoulder. “I forgot 
to say that Mr. Bradstone asked me 
if there was anything he could do for 
you, Mr. Faradeane.”

Faradeane’s face did not move a 
muscle.

“Thank him ; no,” he replied, firmly.
Mr. McAndrew paused outside the 

closed door, with his hand to his 
mouth, looking hard at the stone floor; 
then he went out. As he was passing 
the office the governor tapped at the 
window.

“Well,” he said, with an affectation 
of carelessness.

“It isn't well; it’s bad, colonel,” re
plied Mr. McAndrew, grimly, and with 
just a shade of annoyance and disap
pointment. “Your friend—Mr. Fara
deane, the prisoner—is resolved upon 
giving himself away, as the Americans 
say, and I’m afraid he’ll be sorry when 
it’s too late.”

With these oracular words Mr. Mc
Andrew left the governor, and went 
back to the hotel for his lunch. Sev
eral times during the consumption of 
a modest chop he paused with a mor
sel on his fork, and stared thoughtful
ly before him, as if he were struggling 
with some knotty problem; and after 
his lunch was finished and paid for, 
he lit a cigar and sauntered to Hawk- 
wood Woods. He stood in the glade 
where the murder had been committed 
and Faradeane arrested, for several 
minutes, carefully noting the fallen 
tree, and indeed every inch of ground ; 
then he walked back to the Grange, 
and back from the Grange to The
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CHAPTER XXVIII.
A Prisoner and His Visitor.

For more than a fortnight Olivia 
wandered in the valley of the shadow 
of death; then the crisis came and 
passed, and life still counted . her 
among its subjects. But her recovery 
was so slow that another fortnight 
elapsed before, thin and pale, a bruis
ed and broken lily, she was carried 
from her bedroom to her boudoir.

During all the time of almost un
endurable anxiety and suspense Bessie 
had scarcely left her. No nurse could 
have shown more devotion, no sister 
more tender and self-sacrificing love.

Almost as thin and pale as Olivia, 
she watched beside her night and day, 
fully repaid if Olivia’s hand closed up
on hers with a feeble pressure, or if 
she murmured gratefully her name.

Quite a thrill of relief ran through 
the county at the news of her con
valescence, and attention, which had 
been mainly devoted to her, concen 
trated itself upon the man who lay in 
prison awaiting his trial, and upon 
Mr. Bartley Bradstone.

He had never been popular; but 
those who liked him least—and no one 
liked him overmuch—felt constrained 
to pity him. He seldom left The Ma
ples, excepting to walk up to the 
Grange to inquire after his bride, and 
those few persons who chanced to 
meet him were struck by the change 
in his appearance. He had been ra
ther ruddy and robust, but he was now 
thin and emaciated, and looked ten 
years older than he had done on the 
day of his wedding. There was not 
only a look of age, but an expression 
of anxious unrest, which struck every 
one who saw him; and, strange to say 
the wan and haggard expression on 
his face did not leave it when Olivia 
was pronounced out of danger.

“That poor devil Bradstone has 
been completely bowled over,” one 
man said. “Looks as if he had all the 
care of the world on his shoulders,' 
and that very exactly described Bart 
ley Brad stone’s appearance.

He haunted the Grange daily; but 
he had not seen Olivia since the wed 
ding day.

“Keep him away from her, if you 
wish her recovery to continue,” the 
doctor had said, and the poor squire 
repeated his words.

“Oh, I won’t worry her,” said Bart 
ley Bradstone, in the dull, apathetic 
manner which had settled upon him 
“Sick people take all sorts of fancies; 
she'll see me when she’s better, and— 
and we’ll get away.”

“Yes, yes,” said the squire, with a 
heavy sigh. “When all this trouble is 
over. It is this terrible murder which 
hangs like a dark cloud over us all.”

“Does—does she speak of it at all? 
askêd Bartley Bradstone, looking 
down at the carpet, as if he were sud
denly interested in the pattern.

The squire shook his head.
“Not to me; not to Bessie, I think. 

She has seen no one else, exceptin; 
the doctor.”

“That’s right,” said Bartley Brad
stone. “Don’t let anybody talk to her 
about it; she'll forget it before long.1

It almost seemed as if Olivia had 
already forgotten it, for day after day 
passed and she made no mention of 
the terrible incident which had strick
en her down. She lay on the sofa, her 
thin and now fragile form carefully 
enwrapped, her hands folded lightly in 
her lap; her lovely eyes, strained with 
hidden pain, fixed on the elms which 
showed through the window. Bessie, 
who even now scarcely ever left her, 
would sit silent for hours, sometimes 
with a book, sometimes at needlework. 
It was only when the squire entered 
that Olivia’s pale face warmed with a 
smile. But one morning, after a long 
silence, she said, so quietly but sud
denly that Bessie started and let the 
work fall from her hands:

“Bessie, tell me all; tell me the 
truth.”

“About Mr. Faradeane, miss?” fal
tered Bessie, who had not yet learned 
to call her mistress by her wedded 
title.

“Yes,” said Olivia, turning her eyes 
upon her with solemn entreaty and 
insistence. “Don’t be afraid; I am 
Strong enough. Tell me all. What 
have they done with him?”

Bessie's lips quivered and her eyes 
filled.

Women as Brave
As the Men

THEIR STRUGGLE SHOWS A RE
MARKABLE SPfitIT.

Talk of the bravery of men, but 
where can you find a finer spirit than 
among the half-sick women who are 
fighting and struggling to do their 
duty against terrible odds of ill- 
health, anc. who wilt not give tp?

One woman in every three is strug
gling against weakness. Most of them 
are not exactly sick, but, oh, how mis
erable!

The burden and misery of it all has 
its foundation in the blood which is 
thin and watery. The red cells are 
too few. The very stream of life is 
reduced in vitality. Weakness and in
evitable ill-health are the certain re
sult.

Every ailing or weak woman can 
quickly règain her health in this very 
simple way. By filling the sys 
tom with the nutrition that comes 
from rich red blood, a quick change 
for the better will result. To accom
plish, take two chocolate-coated Fer- 
rozone Tablets after each meal. 
You’ll feel better immediately for the 
simple reason that Ferrozone renews 
the blood. It gives you vim, vigor, 
endurance, restores a tired, worn-out 
system very quickly.

You’ll feel like new all over once 
you get Ferrozone working through 
your blood. It puts color into faded 
cheeks, brightens the eye, quickens 
the step, brings back that wonder-' 
ful feeling of youth.

One of the finest things Ferrozone 
does is to make you eat lots and di
gest it as well. With keen appetite, 
sound sleep, strong nerves and lots 
of nourishing blood you’re bound to 
regain robust health. Any sickly girl 
or ailing woman that Ferrzone won' 
make well must be incurable. There 
is a secret power in Ferrozone and 
is worth a trial at all events. Fifty 
cents per box, six for $2.50. At all 
dealers in medicine, or by mail from 
The Catarrhozone Co. Kingston, Ont.

“They have sent him for trial, miss, 
she replied in a low voice.

Olivia looked at her steadily, and' 
her breath came in quick little pants.

“Sent him for trial ? They "think he 
is.guilty?” she said. “He, who would 
not hurt a dog, shoot a helpless wo
man! Why should he do it? Who ivas 
she?”

Bessie shook her head.
“No one knows, miss. Mr. Fara

deane will not say anything, and—and 
that is why they say he did it. If he 
would only speak and explain, then 
people would believe him.”

Olivia remained silent for a few mo
ments, thinking deeply, her hands 
tightly clasped.

“And he will say nothing?” she in
quired in a low voice.

“Nothing, miss; not a word!” said 
Bessie, the tears rolling down her 
cheeks ; “and they all say—the ser
vants in the hall—that the detective 
from London”—Olivia started and 
looked at her—“says that if he will 
not explain he—he will ”

She stopped with a choking little 
sob.

i.
There were no tears in Olivia’s eyes. 

Hot and brilliant, they looked out at 
the window, the lines graven deep in 
her white forehead.

“There is some mystery,” she said ijj, 
a low voice. “I know that he did not 
do it”

“Who did, miss?” sobbed1 Bessie. 
'Some one did it—some one they can' 

find; and everybody knowing Mr. 
Faradeane was In the wood, and that 
the pistol was his, will believe him 
guilty. Why, oh, why doesn’t he speak 
out?”

Olivia was silent for a moment, then 
she raised herself on her elbow.

“Where is he?” she asked.
(To be Continued.)

FOR FALL AND WINTER NOW SHOWING AT

BLAIR’S
Our Values are Absolutely flie 

Best Obtainable.
This year's style in Coats is distinctive. The Coat with the 

flare (or wide) skirt is the mode. Coats this year are either 
without belts or come with a half belt effect. This is quite dif
ferent from last season’s Military Coat, which had a belt all 
round and was much tighter, in the skirt.

Despite increasing cost of Coats, through rising prices of 
materials, and the fashions demanding more cloth in each, we 
are enabled to offer you the NEWEST GOODS at the LOWEST 
PRICES.. This we are enabled to do by our early contracts and 
also by bur moderate margin of profit, which has built us up 
such a successful coat business, as it is Well known our values 
are the best. Our prices are:— |

$4 90,5.90, 690, 7.90, 9.50 and upwards
We are also busy opening a full selection of

Misses’, Children’s and 
Infants’ COATS,

which you can depend will be the best values procurable.

Henry Blair
IIIHH

Evening
Telegram
Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker shoald has* 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of ear IM. 
tera Cuts. These will be fouus earns 
useful to refer to from time to time

A DAINTY FROCK FOR MOTHER’S 
GIRL.

182:T-—Girls’ Dress, with Sleeve In 
Either of Two Lengths, and with 
Round or Square Neck Outline.

| Batiste, lawn, pique, linene, ging
ham, percale, cashmere, crepe and 

! nun’s veiling are nice for this model. 
The dress is gathered over the sides 

, in Empire effect. The sleeve may be 
1 finished in wrist or elbow length. The 
' Pattern is cut in 4 sizes : 1, 2, 4 and 

5 years. It requires 2% yards of 44 
inch material for a 4-year size.

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

Suitings !
Have just opened our new 

Spring Suitings. We were 
fortunate in securing a 

splendid range of

English Worsteds 
and Irish and 
Scotch Tweeds.
Notwithstanding the scar
city of the woollens and the 
drawbacks in freights, we 
are able to show as good a 
selection as before the war. 
The latest in cut, the best 
in make.. Write for sam
ples and self - measuring 
cards.

A NEW SKIRT MODEL.

TAILOR and CLOTHIER,
281 and 283 Duckworth Street, St. John’s, Nfld.
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Poison, left in the 
... blood by deren.ed
kidneys ennse rheumatism, lumbago 
backache and bodily pains.

l4Mtinr core la only obtainable 
when the activity of the kidneys Is 
restored.

This Is best accomplished by Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, because 
of their combined action on liver, 
kidneys end bowels. The system le 
cleansed, the blood pnrlUed end the 
Paine and aches disappear.

One pUI n dose, *5 ets. a hex, all 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates * Co., 
Ltd., Toronto.

Dr. Chase’s
Kidneu-LiveR Pills
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NEW
Convertible Collar 

OVERCOATS.
We are meeting with great success with our new style two 

collar effect Overcoats.

This Coat
in single or double-breasted is made long with belt at back, and 
can be worn with lapels turned back br buttoned up to the chin 
with motor collar. Made in a great variety of prices and goods.

Ask Your Dealer 
for Our Coats.

Nfld. Clothing Company, Ltd.
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1756—Striped wool suiting in brown 
tones was used in this instance.

The skirt is nice for any of this 
season’s dress materials, and is a 
practical style for wash fabrics, such 
as gingham, linen, drill, corduroy, 
pique. In serge or taffeta it will be 
nice for wear with shirtwaists or 
blouses. The Pattern is cut in 7 
sizes : 22, 24, 26^28, 30, 32 and 34 in
ches waist measure. It requires for 
a 26-inch,size 3% yards of 44 inch ma
terial. The skirt measures a little 
over 3t4 yards at the foot.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents in silver or stamps.
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Size .... «

Address in fall:—

Name

EUROPEAN
_AGENCY

Wholesale Indents promptly execu
ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit
ish and Continental goods, Including 

Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather, 
Chemicals and Druggists* Sundries, 
China, Earthenware and Glassware, 
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories 
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods, 
Fancy Goods and Perfumery, 
Hardware, Machinery and Metals, 
Jewellery, Plate and Watches, 
Photographic and Optical Goods, 
Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores, 

etc., etc.
Commission p.c. to 6 p.e.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotation» on Demand. 
Sample Cases from $60 upwards. 
Consignments of Produce Bold on 

Account

WILLIAM WILSON ft SONS
U, AbcBur*h>Lane! London, EC. 

CsBe Adders* i «AnnwUr* Lends*/»

I Fresh Cream-doil]

Bishop Sons & Ei
Limited.

Grocery Department

N. Y. Chicken,| 
N. Y. Corned Bet

BELGIAN HARES I
KILLED TO ORDER.

Stilton Cheese.
, Gorgonzola Cheese. 

Cheddar Cheese. 
McLaren’s Cream Cheese. 

Parmesan Cheese.

Vegetable Marrows. 
Cncnmbers. 
Cauliflower.

White Table Onions. 
Lettuce.

Radishes.
Celery.

Tomatoes.
Dandelion 
Spinach.

Asparagus 
Shccotasfi.

Tickling Tomatoes.

Moirs Slab Cakl
Oxford Sausage in Tomat 

Wild Boars' Head. 
Scotch Haggis.

English Brawn SausageJ 
Frankforts Sausage. I 

Veal and Ham Sausage. I 
Fork Sausage.
Liver Sausage.

AMERICAN BEAU] 
BUTTER

Royal Mint Sauce.
Red Pepper Sance.

Green Pepper Sauce.
Chili Sauce.

Lea & Perrin’s Sauce.] 
Bananas.
Oranges.

Table Apples.
Grapes.
Lemons.

Pineapples.
..Gyape Fruit. 

Preserving' Plains.

Abdulla 
Cigarettes.

Abdulla 
Tobacco.

’Phone 6'

LOCAL FISHERY.—Yestel 
ternoon and again this morns 
fish were plentiful on til 
grounds and fishermen who! 
ample bait supply secured ii[

NEW PURCHASE. —The 
A. V. Conrad, of Lunenburg. I 
register, has been purchased f 
Smith Co., Ltd., and will be I 
the general trade of the Coul 
Conrad Is no stranger to this I 
ing well known to our local

The . .surpassing 
Coffees is not surpril 
you consider the stj 
our fifty years as a 
house - 
Fifty years ofc 
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