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A Terrible
Disclosure;

OR,

What Fools

Men Are!|

R
CHAPTER XIIL

“About me!” exclaimed Lela, turn-
ing pale as the vision of that awful
meeting in the garden rose before
her.

“Y—es! T can't understand it.
Shall I read it? ‘I wish to mention &
subject that I had hoped would never
be referred to by either of us. I refer
to my late librarian and his grand-
daughter, Miss Lela Temple.'”

Lela drew a long breath, and came
gliding round to him.

“Why should he speak of me? Ah,
Edgar! he has found out that we are
married,” and she trembled.

“No, no! Don’'t be frightened, my
darling. Listen. “Though 1 bhave
made enquiries, I-have failed to dis-
cover the whereabouts of these two
persons. You, who, no doubt, have
made inquiries on yotir own behalf,
though I am convinced that you would
not bé 86 unwise as to ruin yourself
by disobeying me, may have found
them. If so, I shall be glad if you
will let me know in what position
they may be. I do not wish that any
servant of mine should be in a condi-
tion of poverty, and shall beé glad to
be asgured that such is not the case.’
That is all!” said Edgar, staring at
thé nate.

“What does it mean?” faltered Lela.

“I don’t know. 1 can't éofijecture.
If he were any one élse, I should say
that he wds anxious that you should
not be suffering from his crfuél injus-
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Luckily for him, Lela never thought
of glancing at a néwspaper, or sheé
would not have failed fo havwe caught
sight of his name in the sporting coi-
umn, which was full of a coming race,
and had a great deal to say about thé
wondeérful horse Assassin—its bad
temper, and thé pluck and racing ca-
pabilities of its noble owner.

It was full of it this morning, and
Lord Edgar saw that the horse was
a gerater favorite than it had been—
why, hé knew not. With a little im-
patient sigh, heé folded the paper and

and again as something yague and in-| “I don't kmow,” she answered,
distinet—in the - coming future - she }hmiu. too; “but.I am - sure-he did
might have, would have, to preside at |Rot want me to see him. It was just
grand dinners, banquets, social -and | the sert of thing a woman weéuld do.”
political; but would any of them be|[ “Oh, indeed! =~ What artful crea-
so perféct and delicious as those |tures women must be.” s

which were eaten in the dainty Al-j “Well, it was, I am sure”—langh-
bany Chambers, with her darling, her |ing again—"that there was nothing in

lover, her husband, for sole compan-|his eyes.” -
jon? “There was a picture of a remark-

Then, the dinner over, they would |ably pretty young miss, if he saw
go into the little drawing-room-<her | you.”

boudoir, he called it—and she would “Now, HEdgar, don’t be foolish"e
insist upon his smoking a cigar, and | kissing him. “I wonder who he is?™
as sure and certain that day followed “OHl, thé parson’s church warden,

¢ day, she would find herself seated |or-—anybody: what does it matter?

at his feet, with her head upon his|The guestion is, what are you going

knee, to do? Will you go for a drive?”
Then, Lovel would, after knocking| She was silent for a moment, them,

discreetly, come in noiseléessly with |as if heér thoughts had strayed, she

the tea; and it would be: said:

“Lela, I've got a box for the theatre; “Edgar, does Bdith Drayton know

in my pocket! What do you say?”’|we are in London?”

And she, sfter artfully ascertaining “Yes, I suppose s0,” hé replied. “I

whether he wanted to go, and would | suppose Clifford told her.”

$ay “yes.” “Why does she not call?” she ask-
He would always place her behind |ed. 5

the curtains of the box, and more of- He had asked himself the

ten than not would watch her face |question, and shook his head.

rather than the stage, revéling in the “I don't know. I'll ask Clifford.

delight depicted in her eyes and on | Perhaps she is out of town; every-

her lips. The face was always fairer | body, exéepting our beénighted selves,

to him than that of any one béhind |[are otut of town.”

the footlights. As he spoke, Lovel knocked and
Sometimes, but not often, he would | entered, first giving Lela time to glide

s¢é someé friend or acquaintance; but | from Lord Edgar's side and assume

hé never spoke; and would give them }an absorbed ifiterest in the flowers on

the table.

& bow and pass on.
The time had not come wheén he *“Mr. Reévél, my lady.”

could introduce her as his wife. “Speak of an angel and you héar

Heaven knows what they thought; he | the rustle of its wings!” exclaimed

cared not. Lord Bdgsar, cheeérily. “How dare you,
Then, the theatre over, the minia- | CHf?”

ture brougham wotuld roll off t6 one Carefully dressed as usual, with an

of the best of the restaurarmts, and he orchid in his buttonhole, and his

would choose some dainty little dish | pleasant smile on his face, Clifford

for her; he had a fited idea that, be- | Revel approached, Lela with extend-

ing so sHm and fairy-like, she needed | ed hand. ;

a great deal of keeping up and nour-| “The tiptop of the morning to you,

2423.—This excellent model has a
blouse finished with surplice fronts.
The skirt is a two-piece model. As
here illustrated, white serge was
used with trimming of black and
white checked catin. Gingham,
chambray, linen and shantung would
also be nice for this siyle. Skirt ard
blouse may be vs:a sperately.

The Pattern i8 cut iu 7 sizes: 34, 86,
38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches Dbust
measure. Size 38 requires 53 yards
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Evaporated Peaches, 25 Ib. boxes,
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Currants.

California Tinned Apricots.
California Tinned Peaches.
California Tinned Pears.

F. McNAMARA,

QUEEN STREET.

RARRRRARRRIE IO

4

Q

¥

The London Times
& L
following extract from an =

e by A. G. Gardiner, editor of t

don Daily News and which a

jn the Atlantic Month
etches the influence of the Londd(
ies before the “Thunderer” w
med to the list of Northcliffe orga
%e nistory of the Times has be
: tal part of the history of the nj
" gor more than a century. T
dynasty of. the Walters had beco
ill:l very real sense a sort of four
estate of the realm. No family co
claim to have had a more powerf

¢ a more dignified influence on t
ik of the nation than theirs h
pee. They had often exercised thd
swer in an anti-social and narrg
way, but they had preserved from ge
mﬂon to generation a tradition
dignity and responsibility that wi
of inestimable value.

! «walter of The Times,”
Their personal honour and disiata
egiedness were above challenge. T 148
inéorruptibillty was never questiondd
and they maintained a certain austel

air of detachment and superiority
of a caste set apart. Fhey never car
into the pubic eye, or disguised the
gelves under titles. It was enough
pe “Walter of the Times.” Wi
peerage could gild such a name? Thj
were not suitors of kings or stat
men. They were the trustees of t
pation; kings and statesmen must wi
upon their word.

The earlier, more liberal, more g
erous spirit of the paper grew cdid
with time. Property and privilege
usurped the sovereignty once exde
cised by nobler iripulses, and Jo y
Bright’s saying that he was “nev@d
guite sure he was right until i
Times said he was wrong” truly
gistered the change. But its motivh
were above suspicion, its authority 1
equalled. It commanded the r(‘sp’t
even of those most hostile to its poligg!
and throughout Europe it was accegl
el as the authentic vehicle of the i .
tional purpose.

As the forum of controvery it v ;
inferior only to Parliament itself, f
just as the main stream of advertisi
had canalized itself into the Da
Telegraph, so the great argument
aflairs had been canalized through

(SIS

columns of the Times. Its correspofigh
ence was unique ic all the world. '
was not possible to keep pace {
the movement of modern thought v
out a careful study of the letters @il
the Times.
We may measure its strength
the catastrophe it survived 30 i
. There had been no parallel in Engli
journalism to the magnitude of @
catastrophe. British politics were @
gulfed by one tyranny theme, the < ¥
ject of home ruie for Ireland.
Times had throughout been tle
tiring and most powerful foe
tionalism. It stood for ur
it: corollaries of supremacy
ster and coercion for the rest of
land, with a passion and sincerity §
the more formidable because of the §
tellectual capacity with which
were fortified.
The Eaunching of a Thunderhol
When, with the enormous
oL its name and reputation, it lan

ticé and oppressign, but——— Well, 1
nevér knéw him pitiful o6r merciful
before.”

There was a silence for a moniént,
then she said, in a low voicé:
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i i ' 7-8 yard at the foot. N
thrust it out of sight, and got his ures about 1 % =
’ e ishment; an idea which caused Leéla|Lady Fane! Excuse the form of| A pattern of this iilustration mail- | 3 ! oo

ci are'tte case.
- no inconsiderable amount of amuse-|greeting, but it is such a lovely morn-|©d %0 any address ou receipt ol 10

P S W 99 Wy, Duster ment; and then they would go home | ing, and you look so bright and fresh S W T oF e
fiy?” he asked. “Lomdon's delights|,, . protty rooms again and' talk|that one is tempted to be rustic!” and
FER RO Wmely Schiusied yot.” over the evening. he bent over her hand impressively.
“What will you say?’ She sniiléd up at hini, Liglf ashamed Happy! How could they, loving Lela had confessed her distrust of
“What shall I say? Why—why, I of her delight in the sights and| o other as they did, be otherwise? | him, but Lotd Edgar and she had Yes, the best there is; and
shall say that I know where you aré, | amusemeénts. Théy had been up if| wywpat shall it be? Any shopping agreed that the subject should not be the wearer of a Warner’s looks
and that you afe certainly not in|town now nearly a week, and Lord |4y 4577 mentioned between themygand though comfortable. She looks as
Wk Edgar had made those days a rownd| jei; snook her head laughingly. |the same cold chill that had struck though she really enjoyed
And he smiled. of pléasure for her. After breakfast| «No1 Why, there is nothing léft|her when she first saw him revisited wearing her corset. Even poor
“I wish—I wish he ecould know,!he would take her for & drive in thelsn 1o ¢ buyt” she said. “Besides,|her now, she smiled and bade him dressing cannot conceal the
Edgar,” she whispered. park in his tall dogcart, with the|q, o0 think I have mo pity, you poor, | welcome. good. lines that a Warner’s Cor-
Heé frowned and bit his lip. it wae|much-beloved clestaut. Them the¥|gear poy? The hours you have wait-| “On my way to my office, to the set will give.
a perpetual remorse to him, this 1ité } would lunch at heme, or someétimes at| o9 gpout in the brougham for me! Oh, |slavery of the mill, my dear Lady It is the best Corset we sell.
of deception—the éné thorn ia thé bed | Blanchard’'s or Veréy's. In the after- by the way, Edgar, I forgot to tell|Fane! . I've just dropped in to say :
B Sl v 1o sotins consert gt g 1 : £ You may be stout or extreme-
you. om do you think I saw yes- | ‘good-morning,’ and have a few min ly slender, but we can fit you
with a Warner’'s—fit you com-
fortably, too, with a Corset that
we guarantee not to
RUST, BREAK, or TEAR.

he said, firmily. |Of pérhaps w‘ndq round “ DIetUre | ¢ orqayom utes’ chat; this pretty room, and yoar
géllery; then Homé to dinner—that “Can’t guess. WhHo was it?” ;happiness—tbo sight of it—gives a
Price from $1.80 up.
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of rosés.

“So he shall,”
“Nothing but difé necessity Has keépt
nié, silent. He shall know, and very
soon. If"—he stopped suddesly, for
he was going to say—“if Assassin
wins the race, I shall be able to send

L83

ORI

deélightful little dinner, s6 beautifully “Why,” ahd she blushed & dée'ﬂﬂﬂavor and & pleasant aroma to my
cooked and sérved, with Lovel to] xnoon “the Reverend Mr. Browne.” daily toil. How are you, Edgar,
wait, ot 11ké & machine, but like a “The Reverend Mr. Browne? Oh,|luckiest and happlest of mortals?’
wizzard guessing what they wanted ah, yes! Did you? Where?” «All right!” exclaimed Lord Edgar,
this check back, and Hhave momey |before they asked for it. Ah, those| wpancy your forgetting his mame!” wringing his hand and gazing up into
enough to enable me to tell my fa-[liftle dianers! with Lord Bdgar all 10 {gq gaiq, with & pout. “In Pall Mall. | pis talse face with & genial smile. “We
ther that T have lost the right to take | herself, sitting opposite her In his|y w5 yiyping in the brougham outside | were just talking of you!”
midney from his hands.” But he stop- | eVening dress, so near that DY |your clup, waiting for you, whem I[ e Sl .4 4
péd in time. He had just said that |difetching gcross the table they could | o 1 walking slong with & man— swortly S j‘f ..
he would have Bo secfets from her,|touch hends, which they did often|.... o secullar-looking man! It was thoughts e tonges!
but he did mean to ride (his race|When Lovel Had left the room fof &fino pon with him who attracted my| et & fellow you arel Never
without telling her. He knew that|momentl—with the sweet little room | \yieniion, or else I'should not have|WoNt & WOrd! Lels was Just aying| gy 9443 - gkirt—24as, 7
the dread with which she would te-!#oftly glowing in the Mght of the Wax [, .. .s e Browne. He was & man | D8t 9he had met Mr, Browne.” Here is a Combination that will
gard the idea of his riding & steeple- | candles reflected in the Venetlan mir-| 10 o so0e 1ike those children, dear, (To be Continued.) make a pretty afternoon or calling
cHage would be almost more than she | YOrs and ancient brass repouse work; B s Ao WheE'T seant Wliing frock. The blouse fronts are closed
over a tucked vest. Tbe square neck

could bear to see her suffering from. [ With the old chima and antique bron-| ... oyoregsion. Just as it he were Eczema Cnred {s trimmed with a collar cut in points : :
“If a little event that I am hoping|%es; with the beautiful cabinet ple-|yy,g o0 geat, But he was neither, over the front. The skirt i made | LSRRI OCOOE

¥
for comes off satisfactorily, Lela, I|tures, and the odor of crushed roses|, . .. .. 1 jeaned forward and called Flve Yea]'s Aﬂo. with gathered tunic portions, and : :
“SLATTERY'’S

will tell him, and end this deceptien, |in the Efruscan vases. to Mr. Browne— Did I do wrong, will prove & splendid style for, remod-
Wholesale Dry Goods.
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Sole Agents for Newfoundland.
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: . . ing. One could combine serge and
There, don't say any more abotit it. She was my Lady Fane; in the fu-)qeap9 A Treatment Which Has Proven 8 |satin or foulard in this de“‘: R
And he soothed her with 4 kiss, and | ture time—Lord Edgar talked of it| «gwrong! Bless my soul, no!” re-

Wonderful Healer of the Skin.— two other contrasting matérials. The
took up his Times. sometimes, and she thought of it now sponded Lord Edgar, frankly, and Certified Evidence of Lasting Blouse Pattern 2443 is cut in 7 sizes:
o with a look of pleasure. “I wish I'd

© s,

Cure. 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches
bust measuirs., The Skirt 2444 (n 7

R |
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you ask him to come and see us?”
“No; I should have done so,

time again by the cures that are daily
but | being effected by Dr. Chase’s Oiat-
ment,

size the entire dress will require 814
yards of 36-inch material, witheut the

2000 yards Black Linnenette,
2000 yards Bleached Damask,

HERHE
E

though he looked rouind—and so .did 1t matters not what the cause may | (untc 2 SO Toak.

the other man—he merely raised his|have been if you apply Dr. Chase'’s
Bk sht thenitiiniia kv Ointment tegularly you Wwill obtain| This illustration oalls for - TWO
, y relief and cure of eccema. Here is | 8oparate patterns, which will be mail-

“George; that's strange. I wish he | the proof. ed to any address on receipt of 10

had stopped. Tl ask Clifford where | ; ¥ie. Sigphen . Thwaltes Box 305, | sents FOR EACH pattern, fn silver o,
I ean find him. j stamps.

It struck me at the | had a bad case of eczema on his legs.
wodding that—he was rather soosa- 1o 72t troubled nearly ail ono _tal
tric, but I took a great fancy to him.” [for days at a time. He tried d iffer-

ent salvées and ointments, but none

3000 yards Cotton Tweed.

- Also a large assortment of
Dress Goods, Dress Muslin,

and many other lines for your Spring trade
“So did 1" said Lela, softly. “He|.ype4 nim One day he tried Dr.|)

; . Headquarters for POUND GOODS.
looked so pale and unhappy, as if he ghue'l Oilxllgent and it gave 1't;ll:nost BI%6 .o veeo o0 0o ne e W s
» | instant re continued us : - - 3
had some great trouble on his mind.” |}t hag mot quite fnished the second | TIPNBBFFTA v 8 Slattery Bldg., Duckwortb. Street.
“Poor fellow. Perhaps he is poor. bg:“ :l;:n he Wumwm& It :l'i now | Address in fun:=v " X ; = 'Phone 522 P. O. Box 236
Z 8 o 8 B p o . . e
1 wish T'd asked Clifford how much | never revurned. . We cortataly can ro.|RAMAam add. & ¢ « 1 E
he gave him.” lcommend Dr. Chase’s Ointment, and NAI® .. oo o0 20 20 50 ve oa 2 MaVOny
“It is not too late now,” said Lela, :;:J:ry mtetul Tor WY . mpary
gently. “But I haven’t finished, Rg-- “:g:m 8. F ‘e?m. thzl:tncxl. 13;“’
: “This certify: ow
gar. I told you I moticed the man!jyrs Thwaites and the party to whom
who was with him; well, in the sften |she refers, and her statements are

noon, while I was standing at the correct.”) “

R
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NO MATTER HOW THE
FIRE IS CAUSED
Mr. J. B. Jones, 228 [University

:“I had §f you’re not insured, yOU’f!ii

window here, 1 saw the same man "nuo‘{mmm.wﬂt?“ x .
waiting on the other side of the road, Iltrig a great 2:“; “:”d?::' S : & loser. Take time to

and when he came opposite he stop-|but found that while i?;ﬁm ‘;fnet:te;' about your pOliCie'- We d 5‘2 ! B don’t delay—ship all

ped and looked up at the window; but - i : ! o ies af "Sh 2

directly he saw me he pretended tht‘ and | Pl . i - : 3 ) \ you thebll)est ct?“nnlpam : ; # - i R :
be"—she stopped - and laughed— : - . " e TR IS ; A . B
“waated 1o ge¢ something out of s : ‘ PERCIE JOHNSOX -~ The Largest Hou

is knowr}‘to intelligeq
“Shipping tq
brices Newfoun

eyes, and then went on.” o

<{ “Oh, come!” laughed Lord Edgar.

{oy showtd ne a0 @att Why
shouldn’t he look up?” S
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