. THE_CANADIAN SALT CO, LlMITEz

WHEN LOVE

Ead

——

Came Too Late.

CHAPTER V.
The Key to the Riddle.

Olivia ran upstairs on tiptoe, and
en‘ered Bessie's room.

‘fhe girl turned her large, innocent
eyes upon the lovely face of her young
mistress with eager gratitude. :

“Not gone yet, miss?” she said in a
low voice.

‘* Not yet, Bessie. Are you better?”

“I am all right now, Miss Olivia;
only weak and trembling like. Has—
has the gentleman gone?”

“Mr. Faradeane? Yes?” said Olivia,
and she leaned down and smoothed
the white coverlid.

Gessie drew a long breath.

“And I scarcely thanked him,” she
said.

“Oh, but I think you did, Bessie,”
said Olivia.

The girl shook her head,
color came into

and the
her pale, childlike
face.

“I couldn’t thank him long enough,
miss. He did save my life, though he
made light of it, and put it off as
nothing at all. Toby had bolted, nnd
was racing like the wind, and the
gentleman—tell me his name again,
miss; it is a hard one to remember,
and yet it sounds nice—"

“Faradeane,” said Olivia.

“Ah, yes, Faradeane! I shan’t for-
get it. Well, miss, he came out of the
cottage, straight like a lion, and he
leaped onto Toby. I could just see
him before I fainted, and Toby knock-
ed him down, and I thought he was
killed, and then—I don’t recollect any
more till he carried me in here. Ie
said he wasn’'t hurt, miss; but I saw
the blood running from * his fore-
head.” " She shuddered. ' “Ah, miss, if
I were a lady like you I could thank
him as he deserves; but I'm only a
poor girl that doesn’t know how to
speak what she feels.” , <

“I think you thanked him very pret-
tily, Bessie,” said Olivia. “But I
don’t think he wanted or liked being
fhanked. He would not stop to spepk
to papa outside just now.”

A swift look of apprehension rosge
to Bessie’s face,

“Ah, miss, he was hurt, and was
trying to hide it; he didn’t want the
squire to see. Oh, Miss Olivia, what
ghall I do? There is no one there to
see after him.”

Resolve

to Succeed

Throw off the handicap of
petty 111s that make you
grouchy, listless and de-
ssedv. Get at the root of
your ailments—clear your
digestive system of impur-
ities, put it in good workin
order—-keep 1t h&lthywx

Olivia soothed her and returned to
the sqnin. ¢

“Bessie thinks Mr. F\rudeane was
hurt, badly perhaps—and that was
the reason he did not stay, papa,” she
said, with a little catch in her voice.

“Eh?’ said the squire. “Well, that
may be so.” And, instead of turning |
up the drive, he went down the lane
toward The Dell. Olivia walked in
'silence by his ride, and tﬁe squire
stopped at the gate, and put his hand
upon’ it. It was fastened securcly,
“The gate is locked,” he said, looking
puzzled and baflled.

Olivia touched his arm, and point-
ed to the window, upon the white
blind of which was the shadow;'of a
tall figure pacing up and down.

“Look, papa,” she whispered.

The squire stared at the
with a thoughtful frown.

“That is an unhappy man,” he re-
marked to her, also in a whisper. “At
any rate, he iz not so much hurt as
Bessie imagined.”

“No,” said Olivia, with a little sig!x‘
of relief. Then she touched her fa-
ther’s hand.
said, almost inaudibly. “I—I feel as
it we were watching him.”

“Well, retorted the
squire, with a suppressed laugh
Then he looked at her uneasily. “Yes;
let us go home,” he said. “You look
tired and upeset. This has been toc
much for you. I will walk down in
the morning and inquire how he is. 1
suppose he will not refuse me ad-
mittance. I am not a woman.”

And he laughed.

But Olivia did not echo the laugh
as he had expected; and she remained
silent all zhe way along the drive.

Meanwhile Mr. Bartley Bradstone
had ridden back to his splendid and
gorgeous house in anything but a
good humor. Your parvemu, while he
would give®half his newly gotten
wealth to be a gentleman, invariably
hates every gentleman .he meets.
‘Bartley Pradstone had taken a dis-
like to Lord Bertie, first because he

shadow

80 we are,”

was a gentleman, and secondly be-
cause he was, evidently, an old friend
of Olivia’s, and possibly a lover. As
he contrasted her manner to Bertie
with the cold reserve with which she
treated him, he clinched his teeth and
jerked at the reins, making the horse
start and shy.

“She treats me as if I were the dirt
under her feet,” he muttered, sullen-
ly, “just the dirt under her feet! And
I like her all the ‘better for it, con-
found her! But it’s a dangerous game
to play with Bartley Bradstone, Miss
Olivia, if you only knew it! Perhaps
the day will comne when you will lower
your pride a little. It will be my turn
then. By Heaven! I'd give—I don't
know what I wouldn’t give, to see
you at my feet! And it shall come to
that, too, or I'm not the clever fellow
people think me. It is very hard if
Bartley Bradstone isn’'t . a match for
a dozen Lord Granvilles, though he
is the son of an earl.”

He rode up to the long,
planted avenue to The Maples, and a
couple ot. grooms came out to take
his horse; but, as they had kept hima
waiting half a minute, he snarled at
them as he flung himself' from the
saddle and mounted the stone steps—
painfully white and new—which led
to the front entrance. A footman was
waiting to take his hat and stick, and
his valet stood at the top of the stairs.

The squire and Lord Carfield were
capable of hanging up their hats for
themselves;- but that would not have
been “good enough” for Mr. Bartley
Bradstone, who liked to see his gor-
geous_footmen whenever he could,
and insisted upon being waited upon,
literally, hand and foot.

He passed through the hall—which,
notwithstanding its painted windows,
and men in armor, and brown - oak,
looked as new as the’' rest of the
place—and, going into the dining-
room, rang for a glass of sherry; thef

newly

from the !ideboard but Mr. Bradstone

butler and footman “served” the glass
of wine on a heavy,nﬂver salver. The’
master of The Maples dnnk it, and

| 100ked round with a rutless sigh.

; | he muttered.

“Y was a fool not to mr. after all,”

“Come away, papa,” she|

squire would hnve got it for himself |*

flung hhnlalt into a chair while the |’

: “It was cutting off my | |
.A’nontol?lumy face. 1t's deuced |
mh«'byono'lnu.bu‘tltvlhmt

PHRSL IN SIDE
~ AND BACK

How Ms. Kelly Suffered and
How She was Cured.

Wis.—*‘I was veny irreg-
ular, and had punn in my side and back,
but after taking
Lydn E. Pinkham’s
V egetable Com-
pound Tablets and
using two bottles of
the Sanative Wash
am fully convinced
that I am entirely
cured of these trou-
bles, and feel better
all over. I know
your remedies have
done me worlds of
good and I hope every suffering woman
will give them 'a trial.”’—Mrs. ANNA
KELLY, 710 Chestnut Street, Burling-
ton, Wis.

The many eonvmcmg testimonials con-
stantly published in the newspapers
ought to be proof enough to women who
suffer from those distressing ills pecu-
liar to their sex that Lydia E.Pinkham’s
Vegetable .Compound is the medicine
they need.

This good old root and herb remedy
has proved unequalled for these dread-
ful ills; it oontuns what is needed to
restore woman'’s health and strength.

If there is any peculiarity in
your case requiring special ad-
vice, write the Lydia E. Pink-
ham Medicine Co. (confidential),
Lynn, Mass., for free advice.

thrust in his pockets, wandei'ed about
the room. Presently he cast a glance
it the many pictures, all in heavy gilt
frames, and stood before one repre-
senting a girl reading a -book. It was
1 recent purchase, and he had bought
it' because ‘he fancied that it
what resembled Olivia; and
times a day he would stand before it

some-
twent;

and gaze at it.

“I'll have her own portrait here
presently,” he murmured, moodily.
‘T'll give Millais the commission to
paint it the ‘day we’re engaged S

This resolution seemed: to afford
some satisfaction, for ‘with something
‘ess of his recent su!lennéss, he rang
the bell for his valet to dress him for
linner. {

As ‘he did so the footman entered
with a noie on the salver.

Bartley Bradstone opened and eyed
it- with an expression of displeased
surprise.

‘“Where is he?” he asked.

“The person is in the hall, sir,” re-
plied the footman.

“Show him into the library,". said
Bradstone; then he stood looking et
the sheet of paper, which contained
“Ezekiel
with a thoughtful frown, and a few
minates afterward went- into the 1ib-
rary.

In.the brand-new reom with its

ohly two words— Mowle” —

brand-new furniture and rows . of
newly bound books sat, on the edge
of one of the morocco chairs, a thin,
hatchet-faced man, like a
He would have served' very
well as a model for Uriah Heep; but

instead of that ‘“umble” personage’s

dressed
clerk.

red hair he wore a palpable wig,
whose hyacinthine curls,
in pious falsehood upon the cadaver-
ous forehead, made the face look like
2 skull; indeed, being close shaven
and without a single eyebrow or eye-

clustering

lash, it would have closely resembled
one under any conditions.

Bartley Bradstone shut the
close. s

“Well, Mowle,” he said, with mark-
ed coldness, “this-is an unexpected
‘pleasure. What - has brought you
down here?” ?

Mr. Mowle siretched his thin, color-
less lips by way  of a smile, and

door

_bony hand. = |

he uid. and his ‘voice matched his
person, bolnz hollow and stra.lned.

it his thmﬁ were totally devoid of
moisture,
'most anxiously, Mr,  Bartley, and T
thought it best to run down,” and he
glanced upward with a peculidr ex-
pression of servile obsequiousness.
“What's wrong?” demanded Bartley
Bradstone, eyomt him with suppress-
ed irritation. “Why didn't you tele-
graph, whatever it is?”

Mr. Mowle fingered his chin and
blinked his lashless lids.

“The wire’s useful, but not always
‘to be trusted,”especially in couniry
places like this.: The young lady at
the office is generally so curious, hav-
ing so little to do, Mr.  Bartley. I
might have written, but . I thought
from what you said that time was
important; so I ran down.”

“Yes, yes, I see you have,” said
Bartley Bradstone, with ill-concealed
impatience; “and now you're here
you had better stop to dinner——"

Mr. Mowle shook his head.

“No, no, thank you, sir. There is
1 train in an hour and half's time,
and I've kept the fiy—"

Bartley Bradstone frowned.

‘“Theére is no occasion for that,” he
:aid, with bombastic pride.! “I dare
;ay I can find something to take you
Jack to the station.” He rang the
»ell. “Pay the flyman and discharge
1im,” he said to the footman, “and or-
ler the dog-cart.” )

Mr. Mowle, pawing at his lank chain
vatched the pompeusly attired foot-
man with a vapid air, and then allow-
»d his eyes to roam round the extra-
ragant decorations and furniture of
‘he room.

“Yow'll have
Bartley Bradstone.

“Thank you, sir;, thank you, Mr.
Bartley; but I'm a teetotaler, if you
remenber.” -

Bartley Bradstone nodded.

“Oh, yos, I remember. But what is
it?”

.
some wine?” said

Mr. Mowle produced a pocket book
from the interior of his shiny frock
zoat, and, toking out a paper, handed
it to Bartley Bradstone.

“You can rely upon that informa-
tion, sir,” he said in his hollow voice.

Bartley Bradstone looked at the
baper

(To be Continued.)

If Subject to Colds
Here is Good Advice.

Don’t load your stomach with cough
syrups. Send healing mediation
through the nostrils—send it into the
passages that are subject to colds and
Catarrh. Easy to do this with Ca-
tarrhozone, which cures a cold in ten
minutes. Even to the lungs goes the
healing vapor of Catarrhozone —all
through the bronchial tubes, nostrils
and air passages—everywhere a trace
f disease remains will €atarrhozone
follow. You’ll not have colds, nor
will you suffer from sniffles, bron-
chitis or throat trouble if Catarrh-
ozone is used. Get it to-day but be-
ware of dangerous substitutes meant
to deceive you for genuine Catarrh-
ozone. All dealers sell Catarrhozone,
large size, two months treatment,
costs $1.00; small size, b50c.; sample
size 25c.

Your Boys and Girls.

During the hot days a little child
must be kept cool, Dom't forget that
barefoot sandals—the little heelless
foot .coverings that children wear

sible and that children like them.

hold with. this species of foot-

wear and lét th don the sandals
every hot day and-- go where they
please in them.  They are the next
thing to going barefoot.

* ‘Sponge the little body very gently
‘with t_epid water if the child seems too
tired 'for a tub bath, and repeat the
operation several -times during the
hottest days. A teaspoonful of am-

“{moniated toilet water will make this

sponging doubly rotreshing, but if this
is used be'careful ‘not to have the

wb.ter get.into the ‘youngsters eyes.

When the little- head feels burning
,hot and the hair is- wet with perspira-
tion. aml is sour as well, ‘a shampoo
uld not be amlul and it would

coughed lpologeﬂuﬁy behind a huge ;)._;“

iy 2 ceuldered the question |°

without stockings are cheap and sen- "

Supply the younger generation of your |

S thouht !t bdst w run down. sir,” |

k o. 3

Havinz en:oyed the confidence
of our Outport and City patients
for many years, we beg to re-|
mind them that we are *“doing
business as usual” at the same
old office, 203 Water Street.
Remember, Lehr’s Teeth stand
for durability and workman-
ship,.combined with good fit.

Good Clean Extraction
Without Pain .. .. ..

A. B. LEHR,

(The Senior Dentist)
s,tu,thtf 203 WATER ST.

: T
r.l.=.l. St. JOhN.

SPARE RIBS
at $19.00 brl., or 10c
per Ib. ;

50 gqts. PRIME SHORE
CODFISH" at $5.50
qtl.,, or 6c¢. per Ib.

150 bags BRAN at $1.80
bag.

10 kegs IRISH BUT-
TER, the very best
procurable, at 50c.
1b.

50 boxes KIRKMAN’S
BORAX SOAP, 100
bars, at $6.50 box.
or_8c. bar.

Try Kirkman’s
SCOURING POWDER,
large tins, 8c.

J. J. ST. JOHN,

Duckworth St. and LeMarchant

Road.
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THE BIG LEAGIIE
SERIES.

By Bert L. Standlsh 75¢. ea.

Here they are! Just what
you’ve been looking for. Base-
ball and Romance combined, the
most interesting stories ever
written.

The author managed a league
team a number of years .ago
and is thoroughly familiar with
the doings of baseball players
on and off the field. Father and
son will find equal delight in
reading these magnificent stor-
ies. .

Grit,” ‘Baseball at its Finest,”
and the Girl in the Case”—these
are the elements which compose
the most successful juvenile fic-
tion ever written. You don’t
have to be a fan to enjoy these
books; all you need to be is real-
ly human and alive, with plenty
of red blood.

Lefty o’ the Bush.

Lefty o’ the Big League.
Lefty o’ the Blue Stockings.:
Lefty o ’the Training Camp.
Brick King, Backstop. |
The Making of a Big Leaguer.
Courtenay of the Center Gar-
aen.

Covering the Look-in Corner.
Lefty Locke, Pitcher Manager

GARLAND’S

Bookstore,
177-9 Water Street.

Per “S’.S.

" Oranges, Apples, Peatﬂ.

| "‘Slepllano,”

Bamnas,‘ Grape Fmt, Lemons,

. Turkey & Chicken,
Celery Tomams, Oysters.

Full Upper or Lower Sefs $12.00 |

“Any Boy with Plenty ofy|}

ToTolo

can make mem'
~ and nieer foo.
Come and
‘See them.

ROBERT TEMPLETON.
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Now in full swing. Wonderful Bargains in
LADIES’ BLOUSES, LADIES’, MISSES’ and CHILDREN’S
ONE-PIECE DRESSES, DRESS MUSLINS, PERCALES,
GINGHAMS, ETC., ETC.

Call to-day and see our Great Bargain Offerings.

William F'rewr.

Our Greai Summer Sale,

A Word about
Carpet Squares

We have just opened the finest dis-
play of Wilton, Axminster and
Tapestry Carpet Squares that have
ever been seen in the Island.

These Carpet Squares are remark-
able for their exquisite colors and
perfect design. Beautiful old Blues
and deep Brown tones are blended
in a fine Wilton that is very pleasing
and restful to the eye. Another—a
Tapestry in quaint Grey Tints has a
lovely Pompadour border of roses in
subdued colors. Yet another in love-
ly Old Rose and Reseda.

There is also a quantity of hand-
some Axminster Art Squares suitable
for Den, Dining-room and.Library.

U. S. Piclure and Portrait Co.
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SLATTER Y’S.

We are in a position to. supply the trade
with a fine lot of

Denims, Cotton Tweed,

and in a few days
A Splendid assortment of Percales,
besides several Job Lines,Y  #&
All at Very Low Prices.

W. A. SLATTERY,

Slattery’s Bldg., Duckworth & George’s Sts. ;
P. O. Box 236. St. John’s, Nfid. . ’Phone 522.
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Cabbage, Oranges & Bananas.

“Just received 5 M CABBAGE PLAN TS,

50 crates Cabbage—green.
60 bunches Bananas.

50 cases California Oranges—all counts
PRICES RIGHT,

g
FRENCH ORGANIZE POSITION

PARIS, Aug. 3.

‘Ngrth of the River Somme sever

German attempts last night agair
Moneau Far
officially a

Frend

were repulsed. It is
nouncea this afternoon that

‘troops have organized their positi

between Moneau Farm  and He

Wood.
RUSSIANS ADVANCING ON KOVE
LONDON, Aug. 3.
According to deéspatches receiv
from Petrograd, the Russian advand
aghinst Fovel continues. Gener
Kaledies’ troops have pushed forwag
ten miles since they crossed the be:
of the Stokhod River,. which -wou
place-them only ten miles from K

vel, -

AUSTRIAN DESTROYERS

ITALIAN SEAPORT.

ROME, Aug. 3.

An official statement says that tw

Austrian destroyers shelled Biscegli

an Italian seaport on the Adriat
near Bari.

SHE!

A REMARKABLE LETTER.

LLONDON, Aug. 3.

A Prankfurter- Zeitung despat«
from Reuter’s correspondent at Aix
sterdam, reproduces from the Rhe:
isch Westfaelischen Zeitung of ©
ser; a remarkable letter, argui
that the Germans had the right
treat as common murderers any su
jects of neutral states caught figl
igg on the side of Germany's e
mies. The letter in part says: \
are waging no war with the Unit
States, but North Americans, wl
we encounter with arms in tl
hands ought too be treated as
Frankfurter Zeitung says.” It
if the Rhenisch Journal would
sider it legal for England to
shot Germans who fought agai
Britain in the Transvaal.

ROGER CASEMENT HANGED.

LONDON, Aug. 3.

Roger Casement wass hanged
Péntonville jail for high treason at
o’¢lock this morning. He was pr
nounced, dead nine minutes aft
nine. A small crowd gathered in fro
of the building at seven o’clock th
morning. There was keen exciteme
when a teiegraph messenger arriv
at the prison gate, and an eleven
hour reprieve was speculated up«
The death bell tolled eight minut
before nine; this was greeted with :
outburst of cheering, which was
peated at intervals. When the cla

i of the bell announced that the hai

cheered, wh
McCarre

during

ing was over, many
others Father
who attended Casement
hanging, told the Associated Pres
that the condemned man met
death courageously. “Casement we
to his death like a brave and bo
man,’* said Father McCarrell. “Ju
before the black cap was adjusted
said in a clear, distinct, slow voic
‘Into Thy hands I commend p
spirit.” Tken, still standing at
full height, he added: ‘Jesus, recei:
The trap was sprung
o'cloek. A(

groaned.

my soul.’
one minute after nine
cording to one of those present, Cas

akes work
lways deper "*

M
|
‘ B

ver two-thir




