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TAKE IT TO*

CRAMPS—COLIC— 
DIARRHŒA

APPLY IT POE

BRUISES—SPRAINS 
— SORE THROAT

jettera Peasant 
IThan a Peer.

CHAPTER XXXI.
— THE .GAME OF LIFE.
'Jit the mention of the count, Ver

ona’s face falls again.
—Yes. we will go down," she says, 

with a very different sigh this time.
■ Jeanne and the princess go down 

the' Iront staircase and into the small- 
e^--drawing-room, but the count has 
not returned.
Ptlie fact is that they are quite de

lighted with him in the billiard-room. 
Does not some one say that your well- 
bred Russian is the most polished 
gentleman civilization has produced? 
The count’s manner is perfect; just 
as-he charmed Hal at the hotel, so he 
charms Nugent and the rest of them 
in the billiard-room. He can play—is 
there any game -of skill which a Rus
sian cannot play?—and they find that 
he~can not only play, but play well. 
While Vercup is pouring her new and 
strange confidence into Jeanne’s sym
pathetic bosom, the count is winning 
half-sovereigns with the most charm
ing skill; he is the life and soul of the 
party, full of anecdotes and courtly 

| s&Jries, which he tells even when he 
is- making the most brilliant shots.

I hi*.'face wrinkled into a smile all the 
while. Oh, a most charming man!

And as he likes winning half-sov
ereigns belter than anything else in 
life, he is in no hurry to return and 
look after Ids beautiful betrothed. It 
was a lucky chance which led Jeanne 
tatliink of the billiard-room—perhaps 
it1 was instinct.
"‘Not .'(mm back yet!" says Jeanne. 

‘Let us *go out into the grounds."
No sooner have they descended from 

the” terrace, and gone down the first 
,grw»r. alley of lines, than they come 
ujjMta a solitary figure, seated on a 
seat which commands a view of the 
fifincipa! drive. He is smoking a cigar
ette, and ic apparently watching most 
eagerly.

It is Hat. With a sudden, vivid 
Infltospn mantling over his brown 
I fàëè, lie jumps up, and, flinging away 
llilg cigaretie. comes toward them with 
|a£~e.xolamaUon of surprise.

;?jWby, Hal!” says Jeanne, “are you 
|edBposing a poem?" - •

j^How did you come?" says Hal. 
holding Verona's hand and taking no 
nSBce of Jeanne. “I’ve been watching 
ilro drive." he says, innocently; then 
hT"sic.ps as Verona blushes.
^Wo came up the sidewalk under 

| ttSi trees," she explains.
""That's how I missed you then," re

marks Hal, naively. “How kind of you 
to come. And where’»—

“The count?” says Jeanne, demure
ly. “He is in the billiard-room. The 
princes» and I are going to walk 
around to the south gardens; you 
may come. If you like."

I am afraid Hal wouldn’t have wait
ed for any permission. They go 
some llttie way talking common
places, the princess very shy, Hal 
very eager and shy, too. Then gradu
ally Jeanne lags behind, stopping to 
pick some flower by the way, and Hal 
draws a little closer, and saye, in 
low voire:

“I haven’t seen you lately, princess 
—haven’t you been for your usual 
drive’’’

She l"-oks around timidly, and drops 
her eyes from hie eager, wistful ones.

‘"Nc,” she says, softly.
“Nor by the stream?" says Hal 

“Haif you been ill?"
“Ne I am never 111," ehe answers.
“Have I—have I offended you? 

asks H:.l.
“Offended me!" she echoes, raising 

her glorious eyes with a world 
wonder and innocent reproach. “Oh, 
no—no! why should you think so?"

"I didn’t know," says Hal, anxious
ly. ''You—you seemed to avoid me. 
feared that I had perhaps said or done 
something." ^

“Oh, no! how should you?" she in 
terrupfs, with unconscious naivete.

How could he offend her, or do, or

he’

any, anything wrong!
“I have not avoided you! Why 

should I? But the count—
Ha! turns his head aside, and sets 

his teeth herd at that hated title.
“The count thinks that I ought not 

to ride alone, or feo out; and—aqd 
were you much hurt by your fall?" 
and she looks around at his forehead 
anxiously.

“Hurt? Not a bit" says Hal; “1 
did me good!"

“I can see the mark of the cut now,1 
she said, regretfully; “I was so sorry, 
and—and I would have run to inquire, 
but-----’*

“But they wouldn’t let you—I un
derstand," says Hal, so savagely that 
he frightens her, and Instantly tries 
to reassure her by adding: “But there 
was n# occasion; I was all right; a 
good tumble does me good, as a rule. 
And my sister, Jeanne, how do you 
like her?”

“I—love her!" says Verona, with a 
warm flush; “I have never seen any 
one like her! so beautiful and gentle- 
hearted. Oh, I think you are to be en 
vied, and her husband, ‘the great mar 
quis,” as they call him, must be a 
very very happy man!”

“Vane?” says Hal, looking 
puzzled. “Oh, yes; he Is very 
I dare say; we don’t see much of him;

ie’s a famous painter as well as a 
marquis, and spends most of his time 
in his studio. You have not seen him
yet—you win directly----- ’’

“Perhaps." says the princess, rather 
sadly, and looking around for Jean
ne; “I must be going now—the count.'

Jeanne comes up and meets Hal's 
eager, imploring glance.

“The princess Is not going, Jeanne, 
surely.

“No," says Jeanne, confidently; “the 
princess and the count will stay to 
dinner, will you not, your highness?"

Verona starts, and looks up with a 
sudden flush of pleasure at Jeanne.

“If I may,” she says, “I should be 
so pleased. But," she adds, putting her 
hand on Jeanne’s arm, Imploringly, 
“you must not call me 'princess’ or 
‘your highness.’ I do not like it—from 
you. Would you be so kind ae to call 
me Verona?"

Jeanne takes the tiny hand, and 
draws her toward her.

"May I? I will, then—sometimes!
And she kisses her.
Hal’s feelings, ae he witnesses this, 

are more easily imagined than des
cribed; but he conceals them by vig
orously picking some flowers, and, 
making a bouquet—the clumsiest that 
ever was made, probably—hands them 
to her.

“Will yov. take them?”, he asks.
Verona takes them with a blush as 

vivid as his own. -
“You’ve got flowers in your own 

garden a thousand times better than 
these, Hal tells me,” says Jeanne.

“But I would like to have these,” 
says the princess.

Arid she looks at her rough posy as 
though it were the most beautiful 
collection of rare exotics in the world.

They get back to the drawing-room, 
and there is the count, all smiles and 
polish, talking to Nugent, and the 
member of Parliament. He looks up 
as the three young people enter—how 
young they all look against his wrink
les—and his keen eyes rest on the 
princess' face, but he greets Hal as 
if he were the dearest friend he pos
sessed,

You and the princess will dine 
with us to-night, count?” says Jean
ne. “The prince never'leaves home, 
or I would include him."

■Most delighted,” murmurs the
count, “but----- ” And he looks at his
faultless morning coat.

'Oh, there is plenty of time to make 
your toilet " eays Jeanne. "And will 
you please beg Senora Tltella to ac
company you?"

The count bows. It is an artful 
stroke of Jeanne’s, and throws off 
suspicion.

Thanks," he says. “We will return 
at once, it you are ready, princess."

And with a multitude of bows and 
with courtly grace, fie bears off i^is 
beautiful prize.

What a splendid fellow,” says 
Nugent—“most amusing man I’ve met 
for years. Can’t he play, too! Lane, I 
thought you were a good hand at pool, 
but the count could give you long 
odds. But isn’t he rather old, eh? I 
suppose not, though.”

Old!” says Hal. savagely, “he's as 
old as Methuselah!”

And he goes out, muttering.
Nugent looks after him, and emits 
low whistle, but it is apparently 

[Jost on Clarence, tor he is bending 
low over Jeanne, and talking earn
estly in his rapt, absorbed manner. 
Nugent looks at his watch.

'We’d better all get into civilized 
clothing," lie says, but as Lane ap
parently doesn’t hear him, ho saun
ters out alone, and goes to his room.
It is in thd same corridor as Vane’s 
studio, and as he passes, seeing the 
door ajar, he pushes it open and looks

“1 think I like you 
better as BOVRILI S»

'J'HE enormously important vital 
elements which give beaf its 

special place as a food, are contained 
in a bottle of Bovril- To drink 
Bovril is practically to drink beef. 

. It takes, a joint of beef to make a 
bottle of Bovril.

Concentrated in Bovril is a vast 
fund of strength and energy. Take 
Bovril and you absorb this strength 
and energy into yourself. «

Bovril increases vitality. It builds 
up the defensive forces of the body, 
guarding you against illness ; it is an 
immediate and most beneficial stimu
lent in all cases of fatigue and 
exhaustion.

MOTHER!
“California Syrup of Figs’1 

Child’s Best Laxative

Accept ’’California" 8yrup of Figs 
only—look for the name California 
on the- package, then you are sure 
your child Is having the beet, and 
most harmless physic tor the little 
stomach, liver and bowels. Children 
love its fruity taste. Full directions 
on each bottle. You fnuet say "Cali
fornia.”

that I’ve half the brain you have, but 
somehow I used to try and help you. 
Is there anything wrong now? Can I 
help yqu. I’d do anything—hut there, 
you know that!”

Vane paced up and down the room, 
pulling Xt lits mustache, then he stop
ped and held out his hand.

“No, Charlie," he eays, “you can’t 
do anything for me ; no man aliive can. 
Where is Jeanne"?" he asks, suddenly.

“Jeanne’ I left her in the drawing
room talking to Clarence.

Vane starts slightly—not so slight
ly but Charlie sees it 

"Good Heaven, Vhne!” he eays, hot
ly, “you don’t mean to say----- ”

“What?" demands Vane, with a pale, 
anxious face.

‘That you are fool enough—yes, 
fool enough—to be jealous of—of any
body.

“Why don’t you say of Clarence 
Lane?" says Vane, with a reckless 
smile.

“Well, of Clarence, or of anybody 
else,” rays Charlie, energetically. 
“You can’t be so blind—why, anybody 
can see with half an eye that Jeanne 
thinks of nobody else but you—is de
voted to you, and, besides, I’d stake 
my life, my honor, on her single 
mindedness and absolute truth—I*

Vane is seated at a table with writ
ing materials, but evidently not writ 
ing, for be is leaning back with his 
hand shading hs eyes.

Something about the figure sitting 
there so solitary, ao silent, so des
pondent, gives Charlie—he is Vane’s 
oldest friend—a sudden chill.

“Asleep, man?” *e says, cheerily. 
Vane starts and looks' round.
“No," he says. “Is that you, Char

lie? Come in.” .
“What are you doing—writi ij? 
"No,” says Vane. with\a smile, and 

with an effort at cheerfulness; “no, 
was enjoying a think.”

“Rather given to that, lately, aren't 
you, old man?" says Charlie, laying 
his hand on the broad shoulder. 
“How’s the work getting on? WI at, 
not commenced yet? I thought you’d 
finished It, you have shut yours If up 
here so much."

Vane «ties, and stares at the can
vas musingly.

"No, I'm not in the humor for work, 
Charlie,” he eays; “It seems to go 
against the grain. I don’t know why, 
but I can’t work lately.”

Charlie takes him J>y the shoulders, 
and turns the handsome face to the 
light.

“Vane, old man,” he eays, “you are 
out of sorts. You'don’t look the thing. 
What’s the matter? Confound It, you 
ought to be the happiest man in crea
tion. You hAre got everything a man 
can want—money, one of the oldest 
titles, the garter, genius, and the love
liest young creature for a wife! Oh, 
hang ft, old man, what’s the matter? 
la It one of the old black fits?”

Vane smiles bitterly.
“No,” ho saysy “I haven’t had one 

since -since thb.day of my marriage."
“No, I should think not, with such 

a sweet girl ae Jeanne by you? side!” 
says Charlie. “Vane," he goes otù with 
a sudden gravity, "you used to come 
to.me In all your pld troubles; not

Vane lookr at him sadly.
“You go too fast, Cbarliq,” he says, 

in a low vc.ice. “Defense Is not need 
ed when there is no accusation—

“I beg your pardon, old man," eays 
Nugent, wiping his forehead. “I've 
taken a liberty, I know, but it’s im 
possibli to be in the same house with 
that wife pf yours and not to—1 
well, to love her."

Vane holds out his hand—it Is hot 
and dry. * •

"I know it," he says. "Adi excepting 
Clarence, eh’ You see, you can an 
swer for Jeanne, but will you answer 
for him ’’’

“For Clarence? He’s an ass!" says 
Charlie, hotly. “Good Heaven, why 
don’t you send him away—a wordj 
will do It?"

“And let the world say I was afraid 
of hiu and—my wife?” eays Vane, 
smilingliitterly.

Clarlie begins to pace up and down 
now, and Vane leans against the 
mantelpiece, watching him absently, 

(To be continued.)

"The Little 
Nurse fur 
Little lilt"

MeNTHOLATüM also 
soothes and softens chap
ped, roughened hands; 
relieves chilblains and 
cracked lips ;stops colds 
—almost over-night.

Ttleni
heals gently and sooth
ingly as well as quickly, 
and is perfectly safe and 
harmless to the skin. 
Antiseptic, too.

OP»l Pots At ail ehemiete

WMeeale

U>A

YOU’LL HEAR
-FROM-

BLAIR
Something About

LOW PRICES.
That Store Can Tell You 

About ’Em, it 
Has ’Em.

—  1 ,

COTTONS. UNDERWEAR.
Superior Quality White 

Shirtings, 36 ins. wide, 
only 30c., 33c. and 
35c. yard.

Ladies’ White Fleeced 
Vests and Knickers 
only 75c. garment.

White English Long- 
cloth, 40 inches wide, 
was 70c., now 50c. yd.

Ladies’ White Fleeced 
Corset Covers only 85c 
each.'

Grey Calicoes, 36 inches 
wide, only 20c.( 23c.
and 30c. yard.

Ladies’ White Stanfield 
Combinations. Were 
$4.50, now $3.00.

Superior Quality Fleeced 
Calicoes, only 45c., 50c. 
55c. and 60c. yard.

English Oheck Ging
hams. Last year’s 
price 70c., now 45c. 
yard.

Striped Flannelettes only 
23c. yard.

Ladies’ Cream Cash-, 
mere Stanfield Combi
nations Bargain at 
only $5.50.

Men’s Jaeger Fleeced 
Shirts and Drawers,
all sizes, only $1.25 
garment.

White Dress- and Blouse 
Voiles. Last year’s 
price 75c., now 50c. 
yard. *

Some of these ranged as 
high as $2.00 garment, 
but we have made all 
qualities one range now.

With arrivals of New Goods we are able to 
make New Prices, and regarding any goods in 
stock we are adjusting prices of them to lowest 
market quotations.

You get a square deal here on prices, and 
having kept on our full staff, we can give you 
the very best service and attention.

HEIMY BLAIR,
tu,th,s,tf

c | c.| o| r>| p| p.| r,| c,fr>| o| r>| c| c,

J. B. MITCHELL & SON, LTD, 
327 Water Street, St. John’s,

A. M. PRATT & CO., Ltd.
Melville Chambers, 50a Lord Street, Liverpool, 

England. /
General Merchants, Buying and Selling 

Commission and Forwarding Agente.
Every description of Merchandise purchased and shipped on 

a commission basis. Rock-bottom quotations submitted prompt
ly on receipt of specifications. We watch markets closely and 
buy at best possible terms from largest makers. A Trial Indent 
will convince.

LICENSED TICKET AGENTS FOB FUBNESS, WITHY * 
CO. LTD«-7-We shall be pleased to book passages at ruling rates 
and arrange accommodation for Buyers and other travellers 
when visiting England and Intend returning to St. John’s by the 
above Company’s steamers. Deposits are paid by ua and tickets 
delivered to travellers on arrival at Liverpool. Our office is 
within five minutes’ walk of all railway stations, leading hotels 
and embarkation stage.

NS.—Will travellers kindly note our address and when In 
England Instruct us by letter or telegram to «cure their return

New Laid Eggs, etc.
Ex S. S. Gaspe, Feb. 21st.

N!~T LAID CANADIAN EGGS, $1.00 per doz. 
P. E. I. PARSNIPS, CARROTS and BEETS. 
NORTHERN SPY APPLES, known as the

Winter Gravenstein, small size, 15c. per doz. 
P. E. BUTTER, 2 lb. prints and bulk.
LOCAL and CANADIAN CABBAGE. 
CALIFORNIA LEMONS, 360 size, 37c. doz. 
“KIT” COFFEE—Small and large size. 
MACARONI and SPAGHETTI, 15c. p&kage. 
FRY’S COCOA, y2 lb. tins, 37c.
FRY'S COCOA, Vi lb. tins, 19c.
DR. TIBBLE’S VI-COCOA, i/2 lb. tins, 45c. tin.

C. P. EAGAN,
Duckworth Street ô Queen's Road

Linseed Oil Meal

OATS, Etc.
To-day, ex “Canadian Sapper” and 

/‘Manola” : -
On- Carload (500 bags) LINSEED OIL MEAL. 
One Carload (700 bags) WHITE OATS.
“GILT EDGE” CANADIAN CREAMERY 

BUTTER—28 lb. boxes.
“GIL? EDGE” CANADIAN CREAMERY 

BUTTER—56 lb. boxes.
‘CRUSHED CORN—100 lb. bags.
WHOLE CORN—100 lb. bags.

LO VEST PRICES.

F. McNamara,
QUEEN STREET.

’PHONE'393.

anll.131.tn

À Suit or Overcoat at 
Maunder’», selected from 
a splendid variety of 
British Woollen^, cut by 
an up-to-date system 
from the latest fashions, 
moulded and 
your shape by 
workers, costs you 
more than the

way* keep our 
complete and you are 
assured à,good selection. 
Samples and style sheets 
sent to any address.

John
Tailor and Clothier, 281-283 Duckworth Street


