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P. A’s a double Beader!

Jammed in a jimmy pipe Prince Albert is the best tobacco you

or any other

man ever did fire up!

Rolled into a makin’s cigarette Prince Albert will lick the tar
out of any other tobacco—bar -none—that ever sold across a

counter!

“Your next move is to prove out this kind of language. Just
slip into the next store and get a tidy red tin of

PRINGE ALBERT

« the inter-national joy smoke

We staked three years and a fortune to perfect a patented -
rocess that produces in Prince Albert the most wonder-

St
W

ul pipe and cigarette tobacco eves known!

Listen: That patented process has absolutely revolutionized the manu-

facture of smoking tobacco.

parch your throat. All you got to do
mind, quick-like, is to try it out and then compare it, puff for puff
with any tobacco you ever smoked or heard about!

P.A. can’t bite your tongue and it can’t

to get the question off your

Prince Albert is the largest seller in the United States. It
is now being imported into Newfoundland and is sold by all
the leading dealers in one-eighth-pound tidy red tins.

R.J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C., U. S. A,
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The Eatl’s Son:

TND HEARTS UNITED

l,‘ ‘ : - i '
CHAPTER X_XXIII.
“Your worships,” he said, “I am

e h

grateful to Mr. Selby for leaving to
me the task of clearing up the mys-
tery of this painful case. I will not
take up the time of the court by ad-
dressing you, but will call—"

- “Let him free—let him free!” shout-
&d the crowd,; but it was quieted by‘
the clerk and t_he police, and one after
another the witnesses, the boy, who
found the bodies, and Doctor Camp-
bell, who proved the death of master
and maxi, passed through the witness
bbx. Then, crowd grew almost
unmanageable, Lord Saintsbury en-
tered and in low, but clear tones read
Gibbon’s confession.

It was listened to with an almost
jntolerable. impatience, the people
looking eagerly from' Ralph, who
stood gripping the édge of the dock,
to the earl and Veronica.

‘““Nough said!” shouted a womaxn.
“Let "un go! Let the young lord free,
he’ve been there in that ' shameful
place long enow!”

Old Lord Sebrow, who acted as

chairman of the bench that morning.:
held up -his hand and at length suc- |
ceeded in obtaining silence.

“The crown withdraws the charge.
Mr. Graham?”

“Yes, my lord, with sincere regret |
that it should have been made—"

“Silence, please! Ralph Farring-|
don—" said Lord Sebrow. ‘

“Lord Denby! Lord Denby!” shout-

'cd the crowd.

—“Ralph Farringdon, otherwise |

| Lord Denby,” said the old lord, mak- |

ing himself heard with difficulty, “it |
is our pleasant duty to tell you that !
we find the charge made against you |

is not proven, in fact, we know that |
' you are innocent of the crime of |

| which you are accused, and we dis- |

charge you. You leave this court |
with a character unstained as far as |
this case is concerned, and we show |
thé regret expressed by the prosecu-§
tor for the erown.” !

Ralph bowed his head.

‘I thank you my lord,” he said in a
low but clear voice, and his eyes: went
straight to Veronica.

His Words had been almost drown-
ed by the roar of the crowd which
disregarding the injunctions of the
police, now swayed towards the dock
with outstrétched hands. One or two
of the persons nearest to him had
seized his arms and, before they could
be prevented, had lifted him bodily
from the shameful place and, setting
him on their shoulders, bore him into
the open air.
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. IF YOU WOULD KNOW

——

{ ening. The Lynne
| entrance, and the

{ were carrying Ralph placed him in it,
i and the mob pressing round it threw

|2 moment; then Ralph took Ver
‘nica’s hand and raised it to his lips.
At this the enthusiasm of the|

Here they were recived by

mass of people, who had been unable

to get into the-court, with an outbursti
{ into the carriage. and the old man

of cheering that was well-nigh deaf-
carriage was
drawn up opposite the magistrates’
persons—there
were women amongst them—who

up their caps and shouted trinm-
phantly. No doubt not a few of them
forgot that he was no longer Ralph
Farringdon the gamekeeper, “one of

)

ourselves,” as they put it, and were
under the impression that his acquit-
tal and liberation represented a tri-
umph of the “masses” over the

“classes.” Another reason for their
excessive joy may be found in the
fact that Ralph had been a favorite
with all—excepting the poachers—
and that before the charge of mur-
der he had ‘already been a popular
hero iﬁ consequence of " his 1'escue. of
Ada. =

“Thank you, thank you!” he said.
“I'm as glad as you are that I've been
cleared of this charge—"

“Aye, cleared, sure enow!” said a
voice, indignantly. ‘“But how would
it 'a been if t'other as did it had na
met his fate?”

The words struck a note that the
speaker had not contemplated, for
they recalled the fact that Ralph’s
cousin, the nephew of the old man

who was just then coming towards -
them, lay dead at Lynne Court. A si-}-

lence fell as suddenly as that when a
mill-wheel stops. A Hand had been
stretched -out from the blue ether to.

snatch Ralph from mortal peril, but|

at the same time it had dealt out to-

the guilty an awe-inspiring punish- |-

ment.

So in comparative silence they |
made way for the earl and Veronica.| J—
Ralph leant from the carriage and|

clasped his father by both hands, and’
they looked into each other’s eyes for

;blazed up again and a cry of sym-

pathy ran through the serried masses.

Ralph assisted the earl and Veronica

stood erect—a striking figure at that
electric. moment—and held up his
hand.: There were many there who
had borne the gréat Lord Lynborough
no great wilk He had been a hard,
if a just, landlord;- he had never
shown the least sympathy ‘with the
people on his lands, the stranger with
in his gates; he had lived the life of a
thorose recluse. But as they stared
at him they were one and all con-
scious that the man—old as he was—
nad changed. The austere face had
softened, the har deyes were aglow

with a novel sympathy, the once
haughty frown had gone and the thin
iips. which many had never seen but
with a eynical sneer, quivered with
emotion. They moved once or twice
as if he were speaking, but the words
were inaudible, but at last those near’
him heard him murmur:

FREE TG ALL SUFFERERS

if voufeel 'GUT 0f SORTS' 'RUN DOWN' JGOT the BLUES'
SUFFER frore KIDNEY, BLADDER, NERVOUS DISFASLS,
CHRONIC WEAXNESS. L KIN ERUPTIONS,PILES,
.v}‘lme thr FREE 1x: G £ MEDICAL BCOK ON
ese diseases and WONDERFUL CURES effected by
THENEWFRENCH REMEDY, nol No2ZN

1 o3

THERAPION .o
3 vourself if it is
he remedy for YOUR @WN.allment, No ‘follow up’ cir-
:ulars.  Send stamp addressenvelope to DR. LECLE=C

MED.COHAVERSTGEKRD.HAMPSTEAD LONDON.ENG
THERAPICN nither Vg, Prige 2/9 LEADING CHEMISTS:

“My friends—thank God with me—
my son was tost and is found. My son
—my dear son!”

{To be Continued.)

—OR, THE—

Mistress of Darracourt.

CHAPTER 1.
The old lady, Mrs. Dalton, sat stiffly
in the carriage, bland and smiling;
Miss Marie Verner, ‘the ‘eompanion,
bent forward with a half amused, half
ironical smile; but Lucille Darracourt
leaned back with a somewhat dreamy
expression on her lovely face. It was
not melancholy, it was not apathetic;
it is difficult to say what it was be-
yond thoughtful and somewhat sad. ~

As they passed under one of the
triumphal arches, and the crowd
cheered, one man, more observant
than his fellows, remarked:

“She’'s mghty beautful, but she's
mighty proud.”

“Proud!” exclaimed a neighbor;
“all the Darracourts are proud, and
with reason!”

The carriage approached the last
and the largest of the triumphal
arches, the one near the gate, and the
rcad was lined with villagers, who
waved their hats and shouted. Miss
Darracourt leaned forward and bow-
ed her beautiful head, and then drop-
ped back, and Miss Verner, who, of
‘course. did not bow, looked sharply
from one side to the other, then turn-
ed her eyves upon the occasion of the
demonstration.

“My dear Lucille!” she exclaimed,
with a laugh, “how cool you are!”

“Cool!” said Lucille, letting her
eyes rest for a moment on the eager
cnes of her companion.

“Cool! Yes! Spqgw! lce! Good
heavens, lcok at me! 1I'm all excite-
ment! Even Mrs. Dalton is moved;
aren’t you?”

“It is a most touching spectacle,”
said the old lady, with prim urbanity

“Most touthing,” exclaimed Mlarie
Verner, mimicking her; “and, yet, Lu-
cille, you take it as if you had been
used to it all your life.”

“What would you have me to do?”
asked Lucille Darracourt quietly.

“What would I have you do? Any-
thing! Everything!”

“If T were a man, I might get up
and take off my hat and thank them;
but I am not a man.”

“But even a poor, miserable woman
might show some emotion,” retorted
Miss Verner. “But you sit there, and
take it all as if you were an empress.
Who would think that one month—
a week—ago, you were a half-starved
pupil in the south of France!”

“We were very well fed,” says Lu-
cille, with a smile.

“Bah! I know! But think of it!
A pupil at a school at St. Malo, with
no expectation of anything better, and
now the mistress of—all this!” and
she waved her hand to right and left.
“If any thing were needed to prove
you are a Darracourt, which, thank

heaven, there is not, your demeanor
would complete the evidence.”

A faint flush spread over the clear,
oval face of Lucille Darracourt.

“You forget,” she said, “that  all
this welcome is meant for the heir—
the\owner—of Darracourt. It is not
meant for me, for me myself! If I
had been anyone else—old, middle-
aged, a man, for instance, they would
have shouted just as heartily. It is
thg owner of Darracourt they are
welcoming, not me, Lucille.”

“Well, but you are the owner of
Darracourt,” argued DMarie Verner,
“and it is for you, and yet you sit
Oh, good

there as calm and cool
gracious me, what is that,”

It was the Darracourt brass band
which, having caught sight of the car-
riage, had burst forth into dishar-
mony.

Lucille smiled.

“We are near the house” she said,
quietly. “That is the brass band.”
Miss Verner leaned forward, and as
she did so, she saw through the trees
which lined the lane a large edifice
to the left of the Court.

Merle Hall, Lucille! See!”

caught a glimpse of the long, white|
facade shining between the, trees.
.
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assured -if we get your
order. We take special
pains that each garment

shall be up to our high
standard of excellence.

. ORIGINAL

and exclusive designs in
Sack Suits, English
walking suits and even-
ing clothes. Style in ev-

ery garment.

"Phone 795.
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W. H. JACKMAN

(The West End Tailor),
39 WATER STREET WEST,

St. John’s, Nfid.
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Ganned Vegetables \

AND FRUIT.

VEGETABLES.

Carrots
Parsnips
Turnips
Early June Peas
String Beans
Beet
Hal. String Beans
Hal. Peeled Tomatoes
Red Top Asparagus

IN GLASS.

Petit Pois—Extra
Haricot Verts
Champignons
Macedoines

FRUIT.

Apricots (Cob Web)
Apricots (Silver Dale)
Cherries
Apples (Gallon tins)
Sliced L. C. Peaches

Silver Dale Peaches
Cobweb Pears
Sliced Pineapple

/- Whele: Pineapple

IN GLASS.

Sliced Hawaiian Pineapple

Lemon Cling Peaches
Red and White Pears
Cherries in Syrup
Strawberries in Syrup
Greengages in Syrup
Fruit Salad

’Phone 332.

%

BOWRING BROTHERS, Ltd.

GROCERY.

"Phone 332
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THERE WAS
A TIME

when a man wore a
heavy winter over-
coat, or none at all.

But that idea has
changed — men are
beginning to realize
that

Lightweight
Overcoats

are the meost service-
able and sensible
Overcoats they can
own.

Ours are correct in
style, correct in price,
in color and in value,

' too.
1 & ®
“What is that?” she asked, pointing < | ;
| her sunshade at it. “That must be |. S RRGE 2 1)

Lucille glanced aside, and just| THE STORE THAT

PLEASES.

N

%

A\

NN

AN AN NN

AT

Specig

Th4

* Euroj

larize
of wa
Grea
Britis
unknt
warsh
since
it is
has t}
iterra
exists
trade

that

cruise
of act
deser
the ]
and - ¢
trade

with {
Z0es «
Britis

1t b
rnons




