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•chased and shipped on 
:lon? submitted prompt- 
ch markets closely and 
nakers. A Trial Indent

FURNESS, WITHY ftUlbbnl seed to hook passages at ruling rates 
m for Buyers ,and other travellers 
Intend returning to St. John’s by the 

Deposits are paid by us and tickets 
arrival at Liverpool. Our office lawith a Jelly and

the lid of that. I tell you, of all rail

irellers kindly note our address and when In 
us by letter or telegram to secure their return 
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In Tut Grty. than yours would be in such a cake, 

for I have lost the quest of a life, at. 
the moment when I conceived that I 
held it within mjr grasp. Yes, look up
on your handiwork; and be satisfied !".

With the violence of a mountain tor
rent pours out the passionate volume 
of accusation and reproach; scarcely 
remembering to whom he is speaking, 

■■■■yn tortured 
than addressing the

y nervoui
to take

À Suit or Overcoat at 
Mannder’s, sèlected from 
a splendid variety of 
British Woollens, cut by 

an up-to-date systèm 
from the latest fashions, 
moulded and made to 
your shape by expert 
workers, costs you no 
more than the ordinary 
hand-me-down. We al
ways keep our stocks 
complete and you are 
assured a good selection. 
Samples and style sheets 
sent to any address.

counter Irritant.

10 p.e. Discount
communing with his 
heart rather ' 'r 
beautiful girl who stands speechless, 
watching him with distraught eyes 
and white face.

Stopped for want of breath, he turns
to her:

"Did you ever pause to think upon 
what a perilous undertaking you had 
set out? Did you hope that the truth 
would never reach me, that I should 
not discover how hollow a joy I had 
won? Did you ever look forward to 

i this moment, when, the mask stripped 
from that child-face of yours, you 
would stand with your falsehood dis
covered, your treachery revealed? Or 
did you lay the flattering unction to 
your soul that my foolish passion 
would blind me to your deceit, and 
that the trick you had played would 
be condoned by a passing word and 
forgotten? You deceived yonreelt Yes, 
you deceived yourself. She wftom I 
loved was Jeanne, the pure-hearted, 
frank-faced girl whom I found play
ing with the careless heart of a child 
in the little fishing village; not the 
girl who, to gain title and wealth, lent 
herself to deceit and a 11? ! The Jean
ne whom I loved has gone, vanished 
forever, and In her place stands the 
Marchioness of Ferndale/ with whom 
I have- no part or lot. No! you were 
but half wise, but half taught; your 
woman's instinct Of guHe and cunning 
was only half matured, or you would 
have shrunk from this, Jeanne, and 
have married that other fool—Clarence 
Fitzjames——•** . *

Jeanne starts, and finds her voice.
~ "Marry him!" she says, aimoet In- 
audibly. e

He stops and fronts her, the light 
of passion blazing in hie eyes.

"Ah," he Says, “that touches yon. 
You see I know all. Will you deny that 
he loved you, that he offered to make 
you hta wife?"

Jeanne looks ht him steadily; her 
face la very pale, but her eyes are 
flashing.

“No!" she says, nottnâudlbly nor, 
though not loudly.

“No!" she repeats, and as she does 
so the Jeanne of the last few months 
—yielding, gentle, loving and soften
ed—seems to give place to the old 
frank, independent girl in whom lies 
—latent if you will—the pride of a 
lofty race.

It is the old Jeanne that speaks, 
Jeanne before love came and conquer
ed her, and the passion and pride In 
that “No!” are as Intense and marked 
as his own. » »

“Do you not deny it?" he says, mad
dened more by the very absence of the 
denial, for he has hoped that at least 
that part of my Lady Luoelle’s letter 
Is false. "You\do npt deny it, and not 
one word of this did you tell me. 
Heaven! what fools you make of us!
I. who demanded that I had won the 
love of <Jne utterly ignorant of the
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-for sprains, bruises, and
polnful conditions.

- From this date un
til end of year we 
offer all our stock of 
High Class/

Suitings

Better a Peasant pulous woman of the world—you,'-the 
innocent, guileless child I deemed you 
—to gain- your end.”

Jeanne’s eyes, wide open and be
wildered, Overcoatings

at a Special Reduc
tion of Ten Per Cent 
for Cash.

All orders will re
ceive prompt atten
tion and immediate 
delivery, and will he 
tailored in our usual 
first class finish and 
style.

Avâil of this offer 
and save money by 
placing your order 
at once.

Than a Peer are raised to his accusing 
you satisfied ?” ones. —

Jeanne raises her eyçs; her face is “Do you wish me to enter into the 
very pale, and her lips quivering. mean details?” he says, sternly. “Have 

“I—i do not understand. Oh, Ver- you forgotten—do you think I forget 
non,, what has happened?” and she what has passed? Do you think that 
clasps her hands in timid entreaty. I ljave lost all remembrance of your 

“You do not understand?” he re- feigned surprise and Ignorance when 
peats. “You are woman enough to that nervous fool blundered out the 
know the meaning of a lie-.—" title of the man you had married?”

Jeanne starts as if he had struck Jeanne starts, and puts one hand 
her—as indeed he had, to the heart, upoh a table which stands near her.

“For all your seeming, child-like in- “Do you forget hoi^you humored my 
cocence, you know how to deceive whim—as you no doubt deemed It!— 
with the aentest Of your sex. You and allowed me to think that I had 
know the meaning of a lie, and the carried out that whim successfully? 
value of It" Jeanne, can you look me in the face,

She looks up to apeak, to remon- and tell me that you did not know 
strate, but the words die on her lips, that I was ether than Vernon Vane, 
struck dumb by the intense bitterness . the artist; that you did not know, in 
of his haggard face and flashing eyes, marrying me, you would 

“Are you satisfied ?” he repeat?. Marchioness of Ferndale1

1PABDH.CHAPTER XX. 
DECEIVED.

Old Mrs'. Fleming, Tally, Southall, 
Willis, any one of them, would know 
better how to meet this terrible, hard- 
facefl, passionate man than the slight, 
loving girl who faces him, shrinking 
and; panting with alarm. Thus they 
stand and look at each other, the fury 
blaring in Vane’s heart to white heat, 
rendering him blind to reason or jus- 

| tice^-renderlng him insensible to love 
itself.

Ai last he turns, closes the door, and 
speaks:

"*anne,” he says, and how differ
ently the naqie leaves his lips, that 
name which he was wont almost to 
sing, or so it seemed to Jeanne, “Jean
ne, you have deceived me.”

IVis a simple thing to say; said 
withr a smile and a caress, it amounts 
to nothing, but said as Vernon Vane, 
Marquis of Ferndale, utters it, it 
souipl^ in Jeanne’s ears as the accusa
tion ’against a criminal before a stern, 
unyielding judge.

She looks at him for a moment 
questloningly, then her eyes droop. .

Watching her with a keen agony of 
fear tend hope—the fear lest Lady Lu- 
cello should be right, the hope that 
Jeanne will meet him with a denial 
and indignant question—watching her 
as if his life depended upon the an
swer her face shall give him, he notes
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CHARLES J. ELLIS
HIGH (CLASS TAILOR, 302 WATER STRS1subdued

lights at the hack of her, he cannot 
see her face distinctly, and as she re
mains silent, a wild hope rises within 
him.

“Jeanne!” he says, making a step 
toward her, and speaking with fever
ish eagerness, “Jeanne! tell me you 
did not know it—toll me------”

But he stops suddenly, and the light 
dies out of his face, for Jeanne lifts 
her head, and he sees 1st her eyes that 
Lady Lucelle la—right.

"Ÿou knew it?” he says, almost 'n- 
audtbly.,

“Yes,”' says Jeanne, “but----- ”
And she looks up eagerly; with a 

gesture, he stops her.
“Spye me!” he says, “spare me and 

yourself the mockery of some sophis
tical excuse. What can explain away 
such deceit as you were guilty of? 
What can palliate the lie, acted and 
spoken, which led me to think that 
you did not know my identity? Fool— 
tool!” he mutters, pacing to and fro,' 
gnawing at hi» mustache, and work
ing the fatal letter within the-jAlms 
of his clinched hand. "Did I not know 
that there was no such thing for me as 
a pure, disinterested love? Did I not 
know It! What curse is it that hang» 
over me—a curse that, like a two- 
edged sword, strikes both ways, and 
temps the deceit I suffer by. Oh, 
child!” and he turns with outstretch-

FIRE INSURANCE. FIRE INSURANCE. will be

SCOTTISH UNION ft NATIONAL INSURANCE COMPANY OF 
, EDINBURGH. SCOTLAND.

GENERAL ACCIDENT,"FIRE * LIFE ASSURANCE CO* LTD. 
OF PERTH, SCOTLAND.

The above Insurance Companies carry on a successful and 
extensive business, and always have maintained the highest 
character tor the honourable and, liberal discharge of their obli
gations.

Our first aim in every policy we Issue Is to ensure the holder 
complete protection, our second to grant tKt protection at the 
lowest possible rate. Writ^or phonef us.

Nfld. Labrador Export Company, Limited,
e,t,tt Agents, Board of Trade Building.
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We have caught on in
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A delicious article of Food, smoked to 
your perfection. Try some from your
Grocer.

Wholesale only.
NFLD. ATLANTIC FISHERIES, LTD
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No Matter How the fire 
is Caused

We have a small Quantity ofof âne utterly ignorant of the 
meaning of the word. You came to me 
with hie love vows ringing in your 
ears. Came to me with the placid

3HH1
if you're not insured you're * 
loser. Take time to see about 
your policies. We give you the 
best companies and reasonable
rates. • ^
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smile and winning artlessness of a 
child—Heaven! that deceit should 
Wear so sweet a face!”

(Toi be continued.) in TIERCES and BARRELS 
in stock and are prepared to 
sell it at very low prices for 
prompt delivery ex. store.

NTierces contain about 35 
gallons each and barrels con
tain about 20 gâtions each.

PERCŒ JOHNSON,
Insurance Agent.

■Bayer" is only GenuineI think I like 
better as BOVI

ifpi
1 § 'PHE enormously

elements which beef it. and goes.special place as a food, ax 
in a bottle of Bovril. 
Bovril is practically to i 
If takes a joint of beef 
bottle of Bovril.

dawning up-

Best fe NetI

mmM

imam!»1,

•swlfc

MSM «Mfiiiiilpti 
-agis n i r ■toÉHIM

pang

’■ "v:

•

9/ K

to o

É_u


