
“There le no disgrace for yon, pape. 
It la not your fault that other men 
ere rogues and swindlers. Tell me 
deer, what will be the worst for nsr 

"The worst for me will be the 
workhouse or an alms-house à my 
old age, for ytm there will be hard 
work, Dolores!"

"Is ft so bad as that?" she asked, 
wandertngly. '«net we leave White"
Cltifer

"There le not even a chair In the 
houe^ which belongs to ns," he re
plied , +The house, pictures, furni
ture, plate, are no longer ours. We 
are absolute paupers, Dolores—and 
that les hard thing to say."

"Very hard, papa, bat I am suite 
sure I can work. J can. make money 
enough to keep you and myèelf. I 
will do anything—teach, paint, sing, I 

' would go on the stage—I would do 
anything to help yon.”

A soft en e4 look came over his worn 
face. ' y

“I knew it, Dolores; but you have 
never been used to work. The Clief- 
dens have until now kept some of 
their old state. If I could only have 
lived at White Oliffe until It was time 
to die! If I could only have slept 
where all the Cliefdens sleep! But I 
shall die la an-Almshouse, and be 
"burled like a pauper. How could you 
work for me, child?" he continued. 
"I have lived In luxury all my life,
I must have dainty food and choice 
wine! I must have comforts—food 
dree, good clothes, my books, my 
papers. How could you earn money 
for all those things?”

Before she had time to answer 
there came a great peal at the door
bell ,:'v "

“I can not see any one Dolores,” he 
said; and even then the very Utter
ance of the beloved name seemed to 
lighten bis sorrow. "Delores!" he re
peated, dwelling tenderly on the 
word.

But the visitor would take no de
nial, he had followed the servant 
to the drawing-room.

“I must come in. Cllefden,” be 
said. "I must see yon."

“It Is Lord Rhysworth," said Dol
ores, enclasping her arms, with a lit
tle flush on her face. - 

The ^letter entered—a tall, aristo
cratic-looking roan, rather above mid
dle age, bat not old «tough to tie 
called elderly. He was not handsome 
but his face was that of a noble, gen
erous man.

"Ton must forgive me, Squire," he 
said. ‘1 could not jfcelp coming _ to 
see you. Is the news Ï hear true? 
Has the company failed?”

"Yes, and I am a ruined man— 
gained, penniless—shall soon / tie 
homeless. I, the last of the Cliefdens 
in my old age must die—a pauper!"

“The flquire’s voice sunk Into a 
murmur, and his head fell upon his 
breast. Lord Rhysworth turned to 
the girl, whose face had grown color
less with emotion.

"Is U quite true. Miss Cllefden r he 
asked. '

iïtinlte true, my lord,
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dear? I*pn afraid he'll And pheasants 
and partridges rather tame after the 
big game he has been hunting lately.. 
We must do an we can to keep him 
contented, mustn’t we?"

The countess glanced at her as If 
about to speak, and It she bad spoken 
she would have paid:

“Ton will not find it difficult to 
but she remained all-
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THE SLEUTH STORY.

I To make à good 
detective story 
the early- chap
ters should be 

■ gory; a clammy 
corpse must tie 
provided, w l t h 
clues by which 

*■the cops are 
graded. T ’h ere 
must be murder 
as'a starter; the 
sleuthing tale 
demands a mar*- 

tyr. who has been slain with gats or 
aabree, to prompt the keen detec
tives’ labors. The lesser criées all 
prove a fizzle; the guns’ muet/ pop, 
the blood must drissle. Thus furnish
ing our early pages, thf cope pro
ceed to earn their wages. PoT bone-

Just FolksCHAPTER XLI.
I “Hush, dearest!" said Irene, softly.

"As if there were any chance of Royce 
| ceasing to love yon. And don’t be un- 

happy or anxious about hte silence, 
dear. Depend upon it, he Is away 
mating lions, and tigers somewhere 

; in the heart of Africa, where one 
I would be as likely to meet with a 
I post-office as—as a bonnet shop;" and 
I she laughed. "What tremendous ad- 
I j ventures he must have had. and what 

stories he will tell us—that sounds 
I other queer doesn’t it? hut I mean 
t ■ stories when he oomee home!" 
t , "When he oomee home!" echoed 
r | the countess, with a sigh. “It Is-tiro* 
r ; he came home, Irene. The estate, the 
I j people, went a master’s presence and 
|| guiding hand. It la time he came 
r ; and took his place in the county."
| "Yes,” raid Irene, dreamily. Then 
F she roused herself. "He will get a 
j tremendous reception when he does 
{ come back," she said, cheerfully.

By EDGAR A GUEST

. content him 
, «*-

“WUl you have some more tea, 
dear?" said Irene.

Then she got up açd crossed the 
hall to the "conservatory, reoppearing 
after a few minutée with a bunch of 
white blossoms. ,

“I shall not.be long," she said, look
ing over her shoulder as the mqyed 
to the door.

The countess Inclined her bead, hut 
did not where Irene was_ going. „

In less than half an hour she came 
back without the flowers, and with 
a saddened and grave look on her 
lovely face.

"And now It Is time to dress, I sup
pose,” she said. "Let me help you 

I upstairs, dear." i
The" countess reached for her stick 

—she suffered severely from rheu
matism, caught the night of the too—

■ and put her hand on Irene’s arm.J "How quiet It Is!" she said, but not 
complain in glÿ. “I often think that 

1 you should go away, Irene; that this 
dull life must he bad for you who 
are so young".

!"Cto away and leave you?" said 
Irene, with a laugh. How dare you 

: propos! such a thing’ I am not dull,
I dear; there is always something for 

ytte to do, and the time passes,"—she 
, was going to say ‘quickly enough," 

but she faltered. “Don't talk of my 
going away until Royce comps back,” 
she continued, cheerfully: "I shall go 
then and leevg you two together tor
ch! quite a lohg time. Perhaps I 
shall go to Africa and see how I get 
on with the Hons fnd the tigers;” 
and she laughed again.

The countess said nothing, and they 
moved slowly across the hall. At the 
foot of the stairs she stopped, and 
leaning upon her stick, looked round.

“Do you think he win be pleaped 
with what we have (tone—the re
building?" She said. It seemed as It 
never tor a moment could she. cease 
thinking of him. '

“I am sure he will,” replie! Irene, 
confidently. “For one thing, Royoe 
was never difficult to please, and tor 
another, I think it hai all been done 
so nicely. In a year or two, when 
the ivy has grown, no one will be able 
to tell the new part from the old."

(To tie continued.)

TEMPER
High she held her lovely head,

I had promised and forgot;
Bitter were the things she said.

And her voice wits sharp and hot.
In her eyes a flash of Are

Lit unuttered thoughts of pain,
I had crossed one sweet desire 

And apologies were vain.
Those brown eyes had danced for me. 

Those glad lips had often smiled, 
New I stoqd aghast to see 

Loveliness by rage defiled.

Till I saw her so distressed 
And tier charms by ftiry swayed,

I had never dreamed or guessed 
Beauty could sc quickly fade.

Then we laughed the storm away. 
Kissed and soothed the bitter sting, 

But I’d learned why sages say 
Temper is a cruel thing.

“EXCEL” Boots have heavy 

square Tread Soles to give 
EXTRA WEAR. Moulded 
insteps to prevent slipping. 
Re-inforced legs to prevent 
wrinkling arid chafing.

nfng story its ancient curves you have 
to follow—all other edhemea prove 
vain and hollow. The stqjy writers oft 
endeavor to pave the beaten ■ path 

forever, atid give us something new 
find pleasing, a sleuth who has no 
Watson wheezing, a crime In whtqh 
no blood is strearolnS^-but all their 
schemes are idle dreaming'. A stiff 
must furglsh the beginning, a futile 
Watson 'must be grinning, the' baffled 
cops must pull their boners,' while 
Sherlock finds the daggers’ ownprg.

Lift Off-No Pain!
SPÈCIAL PRICES ibutors for Newfoundland

11 England. I don’t know whether
■ ■ Royce would care to take it, but It la 
' nice that they should pay him honor. 
• Lord Balfarras says that all the

; county la proud of him. The country 
h newspapers printed the account from 
ï- the ‘timee,’ and everybody is talking 
; about him.”

The -countess bent her head. Was 
p she thinking of the day she told Royoe 
' that he had brought shame end dle- 
; grace upon the eld ,neme?-

“Royce will newer be a politician;”' 
she said. "He will settle down among

■ Ms own people, and be satisfied
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Doesn’t hurt a bit! Drop a little 
"Freezone” on an acMng corn, instant
ly that corn stops hurting, then short
ly you lift It .right off with fingers. 
Truly!

Tour druggist sells a tiny bottle a 
“Freezone” for a few cents, snfflcieit 
to remove every hard corn, soft coin, 
or com between the. toes, and toe 
calluses, without soreness or irrila- 
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SELLING IN CANADA WHOLESALE 
v 3 AS SHOTGUNS,

Canadian Market is Now Being Flood
ed With Weapons Which Six’ Tears.

Ago Wen» Used to. Canada’s

A Spanish omelette demands an ap
petizer. Serve a couple of sardines, 
a little pickled herring, and a cheese 
ball do lettuce with French dressing.

HAMILTON.t-A hardware dealer 
recently called on by a Financial

faloes or a tiger or
she anawer- Poet representative, told of a wide- j 

spread demand for a German double- 
barrelled shot-gun wMch has re
cently flooded the Canadian market. 
This man sold some three dqzen of 
these shjpt-guns during the past year, 
in a community in which sporting

’ “I am very sorry,” said Lord Rhys- 
worth. The words were simple but 
they had the ring of sincerity and 
truth. "I am more sorry than If the 
same misfortune had happened to 
myself,” he continued. “Is there ho 
way out of It?”
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The Squire had received that letter

and he had hardlyIn the
stirred since. hours he
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