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ROYAL

Yeast Cakes

BEST YEAST IN THE WORLD. ¥
DECLINE THE NUMEROUS INFERIOR |
IMITATIONS THAT ARE BFING OFFERED ¥
AWARDED HIGHEST HONORS AT ALL EXPOSITIONS

E.W. L COMPANY LIMITED.
Evmslyicrr;ronon-ro ONT. MONTREAL /

The Barl’s Son;

Bilis —em—

THO HEARTS UNITED

~ CHAPTER XXVL

All the county was in a state of ex-
citement over the “Lynne Court -Mur-
der;” but Ralph, in his
was calm enough. How could he be
otherwise with® Veronica's example
before him and with the conscious-
ness of his innocence to uphold him?

prison cell,

Mr. Saintsbury had engaged Mr.
Selby; the sharpest lawyer in the dis-
trict, and he had an interview with
Ralph a few minutes before the ex-
amination.

“I may as well say at once that 1
am sure you are not guilty, Mr. Far-
ringdon,” he said; “but I ought to
point out to you that the evidence is
very strong. It was most unfortun-
ate that you should have dropped
your knife on that particular night,
and more unfortunate still that you
should have been seen with deceased
and been heard quarrelling with
him.”

“Not quarrelling,” said Ralph. “Be-
sides, one does not stab the man one
happens .to have a few words with;
and if I had done so I should scarcely
have been such an idiot as to bury
him! ‘I could have said that he was
poaching and that I killed him in a

*fair fight!”

The door opened as he was speak-
ing and Mr. Whetstone and Burchett
entered. Ralph turned swiftly to meet
the latter and held out his hand, then
paused and dréw it back. Mr. Bur-
chett seized it and rung it, resigning
it to Mr. Whetstone reluctantly. Mr.
Selby looked on Kkeenly.

“You two evidently share my be-
lief in his innocence,” he said.

“Yes, Mr. Selby,” said \Whetstone,
with quiet confidence; while Burchett
did not think it necessary to speak.
“I came to see if I could do anything;
but you are here, and all that can be
done will be, I know.”

Mr. Selby nodded.

“Burchett, whom do you suspect?”’
he said, sharply.

Burchett shook his head.

Rheumatism Goes Quickly
its Virus - Forever Destroyed.

"1
EYERY CASE IS CURABLE.

Guwod-bye to Rheumatism!

Your aching joints, your stiff, sere
muscles, those sleepless nights and
suffering: days — good-bye forever—
your day is gone.

Sufferer, cheer up,
' good news below. ¢
°  “A man'met me a month ago, and
said, ‘don’t stay crippled, quit com-
plaining, limber up.’ My answer was,
. ‘I'm Yheumatic, I can’t do it’ He
looked me over in a pitying sort of
. way and told me to go to the nearest

drug store for Nerviline and Ferro-

gone. The combination had cu'r(ad
him. T was convinéed of his sincerity

and read the

bed on Nerviline three times every
day—rubbed it right into my aching

ts with every meal. 1 am well to-
ay, not an ache, not a pain and no|

“I don’t know, sir; I know nothing
of the man.”

“He must have had an enemy,” said
Mr. Selby. “One of his own class, no
doubt; and a bitter enemy, too, for
we Englishmen don’t use the knife
We must find out who his

Meanwhile, = you
Farringdon’s must

readily.
associates were.
friends of Mr.
cheer him up!”

He said “Mr.” Farringdon,
Ralph in the dark serge suit which he
had had made—his old clothes had
been ruined in the fire—looked “ri-
diculously like a gentleman,” as Mr,
Sedby remarked afterwards; and it
was difficult for him to remember
that his client was only a gamekeep-
er,

“We will do our best, Mr. Selby,”
said Whetstone. “I was prepossessed
in his favor the first time I saw
him—"

Mr., Selby nodded and glanced at
the ' handsome face, rendered still
more refined and aristocratic by his
illness.

“Not only that,” said Mr.
stone, who understood the
“but because of—of a likeness to—to
one¢ who was very dear to me.”

He drew a miniature from his
breast pocket, looked at it and sigh-
ed, and handed it to Mr. Selby..

The lawyer took it and examined
it. “A sweet face,” he remarked,
then passed it to Ralph.

Ralph looked at it, then startled the
others by a sudden cry.

“It is my mother.”

Whetstone’s hand went
heart and he caught his breath.

“I was right!” he murmured,
great agitation.

for

Whet-
glance,

to his

in

Burchett went pale.

“Your mother!” exclaimed Mr. Se]-
by, sharply. “Let me see!” He took
it from Ralph’s reluctant hand and
looked from him to the miniature
keenly. “Yes! likeness.
Who was she? remember!
Janet Burchett!”

Ralph uttered a ery and stood gaz-
ing from one to the other.

Whetstone groaned and went
him, but Ralph put out a hand to
keep him off. At such moments the
solitude, not sym-

I see the
Ah, I

to

3oul craves for
pathy.

“Leave him to me. I'll take care of
this portrait,” whispered Mr. Selby,
and Whetstone and Burchett stole out.

“Now, Farringdon, be a man!” said
the lawyer, gravely. “I remember
your mother—she was more sinned
against than sinning—" :

To his amazement Ralph turned on
him with anger and indignation,

“What do you mean?” he said. “Do
you dare to cast a doubt—to hint—"
He fought with the passion of resent-
ment and went on more gently. “Mr.
Selby, there is some misttake. Burch-
ett—told me the story of my mother’s
flight—if she was Janet Burchett—
but she was married. I am her law-
ful son.”

Mr, Selby looked at him keenly.

“You have - proofs—certificates—
Now, who is this?” he broke off,. ir-
ritably.

The turnkey admitted Mr. Saints-
bury and Veronica: the governor had
given the accused permission to re-
ceive any visitors.

“Oh, it’s you, Mr. Saintsbury! Good-
mbrning, Miss Gresham,” Mr. Selby
continued more amiably. “I am glad
you have come, We have made a

portance.” ~He waited until the two

| young people had exchanged - greet-

ings: Veronica, with the love that
‘maketh not ashamed, had gone

discovery which may be of some im- |

Ralph shook his head.
“No,” he said, quietly. "‘They were
lost.”
In a few words he told the story of
his mother’s death and the absence
of the certificates.
Mr. Selby listened intently, but be-
fore he could say anything, Mr.
Saintsbury, who had been looking at
the miniature which Selby had hand-
ed him, broke in agitatedly: :
“Hadn’'t—hadn’'t we better leave
them alone?—the time is short—I—I
want a word with you, Mr. Selby.”
They went outside, and Mr. Saints-
bury, still struggling with his agita-
tion, caught the lawyer by the arm,
and, drawing him down the corridor,
addressed him in a hurried whisper.
“Great Heaven!”
Selby, for once startled out of his
“It isn't possi-

exclaimed Mr.

professional calm.
ble!”

“It is! I am not mistaken, I can-
not be! I noticed the likeness, though
I did not trace it at the time; but this
miniature— What is to be done?”

“Go to the earl!” replied Mr, Selby,
sharply. “Go at once! There is just
time. My dog-cart is just outside. I
will wait and go to the court-house
with Mr. Farringdon! Heaven and
earth, if it should be true! I cannot
realize it!”

“Give me the portrait!” exclaimed
Mr, Saintsbury, and, snatching it from
Mr. Selby's hand, he ran down the

stairs.

The earl was just starting for the
court-house when the dog-cart drove
up. He changed color as Mr. Saints-
bury was admitted.

“George!” he cried, and held out
his hand. “You back in England!
But what is the matter?”

“I've—I've terrible news!
—sit down, Lynborough,
God’s sake, keep calm!”

“You do not set me a very good ex-
the earl. “Now,

And yet
and for

ample!” retorted
what is it?”

Mr. Saintsbury sank into a chair
and wiped his forehead.

“I can’t break—it to you—there is
“Lyn-
mar-

no time,” he said, painfully.
borough, you remember your
riage?’

“Am I likely to forget it?” was the
stern rejoinder.

“Your wife—that sweet girl—why
did she leave you?”

“Because I soon grew tired of her,
and a little ashamed—and she dis-
covered it,” was the calm reply.

“Where—where did she go?”

“To Australia, I believe. It does
not matter. She died.”

“Died!”

“Yes; I received news of her death
three months later. I have suffered
remorse every month, every day since.
She died because she had fonnd out
that I was ashamed of having mar-
ried her. She was a good woman and
—and sacrificed herself for me. She
had kept the secret of our marriage
—not even to her own people, to Bur-
chett, to Whetstone, did she disclose
the fact that—that she was—the
Countess of Lynborough. Can you
wonder at my remorse?”’

“She was alive; she did not die!”
said Saintsbury.

“I cannot think that is true,” said
the earl, hoarsely.

“It is. I saw her. Out ‘there in
Austraiia. She thought you dead and
had married again. She must have
read the announcement of ILynbor-
ough of Haven’'s death and mistaken
it for yours.” 4

“You—you saw her? When—how
long?” gasped the earl.

“Five years after the marriage. Her
husband, the second one, had desert-
ed her, but she was not alone.”

“Not alone? Who—who—what do
you mean? A— child?”

Saintsbury’s lips moved for a mo-
ment inaudibly, then he said, husk-
ily:

“Yes—a boy. Your son!”

The earl sprang to his feet, his face
livid.

“My—my son! My son!” he echo-
ed, as if he were choking. “Where—
where is he? Ah, I see!. You are go-
ing to tell me he is dead, Saintsbury!”

“No, he is alive! I have seen him.”

The earl strode forward with the
step of a young man and canght
Saintsbury’s arm. ; *p

me!” he cried, almost fiercely.

* “I~1 cannot—at present,” stam-

“Take me to him—bring him tof

“The carriag‘é, my Jord—I beg yom"r :
lordship’s pardon, but I fear your

f1ordship will be late.”

The ear] passed his hand across his
brow with a bewildered gaze. -Talbot
stood in the doorway, and the earl
looked at him with a strange expres-
sion.

“I—I would like a .glass of wine,
said Mr. Saintsbury; but it was‘of the
stricken old man he was thinking, and
he poured out a glass for him.

The earl understood and, with a
slight ineclination of his head, drank
the wine.

“We must go now; I cannot wait!”
he said, hoarsely. *“After the exam-
ination—you must tell me all!”

Saintsbury did not know what to
do, and could only stand and watch
the old man as, leaning .on Talbot’s
arm, he went out to the carriage.

The court was crammed, but the
earl got in by the magistrate’s en-
trance and took his place on the
bench. As ‘he did so he looked to-
wards the dock,” and his and the
prisoner’s eyes met. The old man
started and gazed long and steadily
at Ralph’'s pale but calm face. Then
his eyes dropped to Veronica, who
sat just beneath the dock. She met
the‘élance sadly, and the tears rose
to her eyes, but she turned them to
Ralph swiftly and kept them there
while Grey gave his evidence, A
murmur ran round the Court as he
unfolded as much of the case as was
necessary, Already it seemed as if
the prisoner’'s guilt were proven. The

knife, the quarrel, his unexplained
flight that night! They turned to Mr.
Selby eagerly, but almost pityingly,
for whgt defense had he?

(To be Continued.)

SCIENTIFIC DENTISTRY !

We have all the latest ap-
{_))liances for doing the best
ental work, and experts in
all our offices to do it. At St.

John’s:— ~

DR. J. W. SILLIKER, Spe-
cialist for extracting teeth
and on crown and bridge
work.

Dr. M. S. POWER, Special-
ist at gold inlays, gold fill-
ings.

ALBERT PACK, Mechani-

cal Assistant.
MISS H. SIMMS, Lady At-

tendanf,. ‘
Maritime Dental Parlors,

176 Water Street. 176.

Examination Free.
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Not only softer, smoother, more satist
£lnn any 9!het, but distinguished by"t:
True Oriental Odor,” a fragrance inim'

table in its subtlety and charm_

, delightfal Toiler

excellence.
At all Druggists, St. Johw's, Nl
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The Home Dressmaker sheuld keep
a Catalogue Serap Book of our Pat-
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful te refer to from time to time,

1000-9995.—A GOOD DRESS FOR
BUSINESS OR GENERAL WEAR.

style, combined with a good service-
able skirt model, both equally de-
sirable in gown effect, or made for
separate wear. As here shown white
drill was employed, with a finish of
simple stitching. The blouse may be
finished with long or short sleeve.
The yoke and sleeve is combined.
The skirt has a narrow front panel or
insert, and is plaited over the front
panel and back. The Waist (or
Blouse) Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34,
36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust
measure.: The Skirt -in 6 sizes: 22,
24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 inches waist
measure. It requires 6 yards of 40
inch material for a 36 inch size, for
the entire dress. The Skirt meas-
ures 1 1-3 yards at the lower edge.
This illustration calls for TWO
separate patterns which will be mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c.
for each pattern in silver or stamps.

R

‘1017.—A GROUP OF STYLISH
- COLLARS,

These models are smart and up-to-

date. They are suitable for any of
the prevailing dress or lingerie ma-
terials. No. 1, would be pretty in
cool, dotted net or in batiste or lawn.
No. 2 is very appropriate for pique,
or linen. No. 8 could be made of
cloth, silk or velvet. No. 4 is also
good for such fabrics. The Pattern
includes all styles illustrated, and re-
quires for No. 1, % yard, for No. 2, %
yard, for No. 8, 5% yard and for No.
4, % yard of 24 inch material for a
Medium size. 1t is cut in 3 sizes:
Small, Medium and Large.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stainps.
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THE CELEBRATED
Arthur James’

‘Fish Hooks

“Extra Double Tinned.”

BOWRING BROS., Ltd.,

Agents.

HARDWARE DEPARTMENT.
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This illustrates a charming Blouse |

New
Sultings

Spring
Cog@_gs

Now is the time for
your Spring Order.
Latest designs in fab-
rics, a distinctiveness
in style and a pleased
customer—all in the
“Maunder” make.

Samples and meas-

uring cards on appli-
cation.
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“STEPHANO”

To-day, July 23rd.

NEW YORK CORNED BEEF.
NEW YORK CHICKEN.
TOMATOES.
WATER MELONS.

 GRAPE FRUIT.

20 crates BANANAS.
20 brls. NEW TURNIPS.
25 crates CABBAGE.

10 brls. NEW POTATOES.

: And in store
200 bundles No. 1 HAY.




