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The New Custard
from England

with the rich creamy flavour,
so different from anything. you-

have had before.
Pare—V"

In Tin

“~some — Nutfitions.
A.u from ali Stoves.

“Love in the Wilds”

Th'e Romance of a South African
Trading Station,

CHAPTER XXIL
DAYS OF ANGUISH.

deuced fortunate then,”
Charles, with hfs light
laugh—your tuoyant, light-heasted
gir Charles Andersons would laugh
even at the undertaker’s bill for their
own funerals. “I am almost bored to
death, Dartmouth; and with to Heaven
I had been in your place vegetating in

“You are
retorted Si-

the country and quietly waiting for '

& cool quarter of a million.”

3 through the heart.”

A slight frown contracted the brow '

of the captain. He did not care to
hear the last few months and his own
good fortune jested on.

‘ “You would have found it almost as
tunendurable,” he said; “there is not
much to choose between town and
country, or town and anything else
that I know of. Very few things are
worth living for; very , few games
worth the candle.”

“I want to know if any are,” said
Sir Charles. “I haven't had a hand in
them if there are. But you want to
hear some news and not to listen to
iy grumbling. Well, look here; here’s
a text for my discourse. That young
lady there, behind those high-paced
cobs, is little-Lorretta; she is the
last center of attraction. We've had
her here since you went away. Good-
looking, don’t you think?” he. whis-
pered, as he lifted his hat with a deep
bow.

“Pagsably so,”

said the captain,

glancing indifferently at the fair de-'

moiselle., “Whose heads has she been
turning—"

“Heaps—not only heads, but pock-
ets, too,” said Sir Charles, and he
laughed and sighed at the same mo-
ment. “Her last is young Willie
Taunton—Lord Taunton now—the old
peer died a month ago. She will soon
elear him out, for there isn’t much
more than the encumbrances of the
estate left to him. Poor Willie; he is
not a bad sort!”

“yYour fool seldom is,” said the cap-
tain, with & quiet sneer,

“ ‘He laughs at scars that never felt
a wound,’” quoted Sir Charles, quick-
ly. “You are made of flint, old fellow,
or some other composition equally
hard, and are un-get-at-able, or you'd
have been plucked before now. Well,
there she is, and there is poor Willie,
and, for the matter of ‘that, there are
a good many more in the same-boat.”

“Sir Charles Anderson for one.”

“Myself for one,” sighed the young
baronet. “But we will not pursue
this unpleasant subject, as the lee-

]

dare? No? A fact. Everybody ecould
gee it but the old lord, and he was
quite blind. He wouldn’t believe it
when tkey told him.-However, he call-
ed Wildare out, and they met at
Calais.”

“And the result? asked the Cap-
tain, with indifferent coolness.

“Wildare shot the poor old boy

“Ah, lost his life. as well as his

L
ter her for three days, lld then re-
turned to find the  squire xnocked
over, In a few hours he died.”

“Yes?” said Sir Charles, eagerly. \
“He dled, and left me by will the
Dale and twenty thousand a nnr,"‘
said Captain Dartmouth, as quietly

T

a8 before,

“What extraordinary luck!”
claimed the young baronet.
“The very remark I made myself

ex-

‘when I heard it Now let us put these

animals to it. Dinner is set for six.”

Sir Charles knew his friend too well
to mistake this hint, and rode on in
silence toward the club, where the
two, with some others, were tJ dine
together.

An they turned the cormer of Pall
Mall a handsome carriage passed
‘them. Sir Charles pulled up sharply
and lifted his hat to the two ladies
who were in it, ard as the younger
beckoned with her hands he turned
and rode up to it, followed by Cap-
tain Dartmouth.

Sir Chales, with a flush of pleasure
on his face, bent down and exchanged
a few words with the lady and then
turned to Reginald Dartmouth.

“Countess, this is my greatest friend
Captain Reginald Dartmouth. Captain
Dartmouth, Couniess Vitzarelli.”

Reginald Dartmouth lifted his hat
and bent low, the Countess Vitsarelli
bowed slightly, and a soft smile light-
ed up a dazzlingly beautiful face as
she said, in a voice slightly toned
with a foreign accent and exquisited-
ly musical:

“I am very glad to know any friend
of yours, Sir Charles. Captain Dart-

wife!—that is rhyme, but there's very

tain, with a sneer so cold and care-
less that his companion half shudder-
ed,

“'Pon my soul, Dartmouth,” he
said, “you take things uncommonly

cool! Old Markham was a chum of

yours, was he not?’

“We played whist together,” said
the captain. “But that is no reason
why I should weep because he was
idiot enough to get shot by the man
who had been mad enough to relieve
him of his worthless wife.”

“Well, you are a cool hand!"” com-
mented Sir Charles. “’Pon my soul,
nothing astonishes you! Perhaps you'll
tell me some news. I'll warrant me
I'll show a Iittls" more interest.”

“I question it,” said the captain,
with his low, unfeeling, well-bred
laugh. “I haye no news—that is, with
the exception of egotistical tidings.”

“That {8 what I want, old fellow,”
replied Sir Charles. “Tell me about
yourself,”

“I “have nothing to tell,” sald the
captain, quietly. “You remember “tell-
ing me some gosaip about Dale--Mias
Rebecca Goodman, you know? Well,
I took your advice, as you well know,
Intending to marry the girl.”

“That’s candid!” laughed the cther

The captain raised his eyebrows.

“It is true,” he returned, uncon-
cernedly. “I never trouble to beat
round the bush or tell falsehcods if
it is not necessary. I intended marry-
ing the girl. My cousin, you will rc-
member, had been turned out to make
room for her. I don't generally fail
in small matters I take in hand, and
I don’'t think I should have coms to
ground to this matter had not the in-
tended bride—run away.”

“The-deuce!” exclaimed Sir Charles.
“So it was true, after all? We heard

' something of it.” *

“As I suppose—the ¢oulp of the
towu. I did not think that the vulture
was common to these parts. Well, ro

turer says. You know my Lady Mark- | matter. She ran away and left me

ham has run away with young Wil-

checkmaed—nonplused. . I looked af-
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mouth of the Twenty-second? Yes?

| “No, of the Twenty- » i
little reason in it,” retorted the cap-| o 0. TWesEy- S S

Reginald, in the voice he knew so well
how to soften.

“Ah, yes! The other js Captain Dar-
ton. I had mistaken. Your English
name puzzle me so! They all end in
either ‘on’ or ‘es,’ and I get so con-
fused!”

Once more the smile lighted up her
face, and Reginald Dartmouth won-
dered what there was in it, and in the
fash of the full, dark eyes, that touch-
ed a chord within his own heart and
vibrated through his whole being.

Sir Charles had gone round to the
other side, and/was talking to the’ old
lady, who was now introduced under
the name of Madame Campani.

The captain, with his hand firmly
grasping  the bridle of the pulling
chestnut, said:

“London is very full. I do not think
I ever saw it more crowded.”

“And I never saw it even so full,”
replied the countess, with a smile.
“It is my first visit to the Vanity Fair
of the world.”

“That is a title we Hnglish bestow
on your Paris,” said the captain,
guessing that the beautiful woman
was French, yet uncertain enough to
put the reply as a trap for her.

“Paris is not my city,” she said. “I
am not a French-woman,” and again
she smiled, this time,- the captain
thought, at having outgeneraled him.
“But you are wrong; Paris is not real-
ly half as gay as your London. It is
more on the surface in La Belle
France. Here you make a trade of
your pleasure and drive deep and soar
high for it Am I not right, Sir
Charles?”!

“Always, my lady,” replied Sir
Charles, “You are the only infallible
person in the universe.”

“And you the most incorrigible,”
and she touched his arm with her
daintily-gloved morsel of a finger.
“But we must be going. We dine at
seven, and madam here always takes
two hours to dress.”

“For shame, Lucille!” interposed
the staid, middle-aged chaperon.

The countess laughed.

“Well, whether it takes two hours
Yor your toilet or one, we must be go-
ing. Sir Charles, I count on you for
to-morfow; and Captain Dartmouth—
can you prevail upon him to favor
us? It is short notice and a verbal m-
vitation; but perhaps Captain Dart-
mouth will pardon both, and henor
us.™ : \

She turned her large, brown eyes
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‘| bowed low, as he said:

T shall only be 'too Bappy to do so: |-
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Sir Charles? :
-l”/:m gone, |-
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Only Tablets with ‘Bayer Cross™’
are Aspirin==No others!

It you don’t see the “Baycr Crons”
on the teblets, refuse them-—they are
not Aspirin at all.

Your druggist gladly will give yon
the genuine “Bayer Tablets of Aspir-
in” ise genuine Aspirin now iu
made by Americans and owned by an
American Company,

There {8 not a cent's worth of Ger-
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yarious other containers. But now
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stamped with the safety “Bayer
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larger “Bayer” packages.
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“Hello, Dartmouth!” he said, ban-
teringly. “Moon-struck, star-struck,
or Lucille-struck? The last, I expect.
Is she not beautiful? he exelaimed,

fervently, as the captain, with de-
iiberate calmness, turned his horse’s

head and j'oined him, -

“Yes,” he said. “Who is she?”

“The Countess Vitzarelli.”

“Yes, I heard the name; but who is
the Countess Vitzarelli?”

“’Pon my word, I don't know, and,
I was nearly adding, I don’t care.
She’s of the right sort, though. They
know her at the embassy and at the
court, She moves in the best circleg,
and is kowtowed to the duchess her-
self, They say that she is the daugh-
ter of one of the old Ttalian princes,
and that she is as rich as a doge. They
have taken the Carmavon House, in
the park, and their turn-outs eclipse
Lord Fitz’s, There is a regular army
of retainers, and everything is car-
ried out with princely magnificence.”

Reginald Dartmouth listened efiger-
'« though his faee showed little or-no
interest,

“It is a noble name,” he said, quiet-
ly. “I do not remember meeting with
any living representative of it, though.
Vitzarelli?” s

“Yes, Lucille, Countess Vitzarelli.
beautiful as the owner. By Jove, we'd
all fall in love with her if it was of
the slightest use! Some of us have
done g0 as it is. You'll be a victim, I
think, Dartmouth, 'Pon my word, I
never knew you so tongue-tied. You
are in love a Iready.”

And he laughed merrily.

“No,” said Reginald Dartmouth;
“not in love, but troubled. I can not
help thinking I have seen her face
before. And yet—no, it can not be. It
must be a resemblance to some one.”

“If you mean she is like some one
you know, or, rather, knew,” said Sir
Charles, slowly, and glancing at his
companion’s face with a marked hesit-
ation, “I can help you.”

“Who is she like?’ asked Reginald'
Dartmouth, marking the tone  _and|
hesitation and looking at his com-
panion.

“Bella,” replied Sir Charles.

Captain Dartmouth shrank back
and turned white at mention of the
name.

Sir Charles was about to apologize,
but the cold smile, half scornful, half
threatening, that rose to the other’s
lips stopped him.

“Not a word, my dear fellow! The
name took me by surprise, that is all.
T shall not show the white feather
agaid if you bawl the names of all the!
ballet girls in London or Paris |
through the street. Yes, she is like
Bella. It is strange!"”

(To be Continued.)

Beautiful name, I think—almost as|.

Dr. Lehr,

DENTIST,

Has removed to

Strang’s Building,
329 Water St,

Three Doors West of
A. Goodridge & Sons.
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‘At Our Meat Counter.
NEW SPARE RIBS.
FAMILY STYLE PORK.
HAM BUTT PORK.
FAT BACK PORK.
PORK LOINS.

VERY CHOICE BEEF at
18¢. 1b.

STERIOR HAMS and
BACON.

ASHLAND HAM.

oo SALMON every
morning.
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J.J.St.John,

136 - 138 Puckworth
Street

Insure with the

UEEN,

the Company having the largest
number ol Policy Holders in
Newfoundland.

Every satisfaction given in
settling losses.

Office: 167 Water Street.

Adrain Bldg. P. O. Box 782.
Telephone 658,

QUEEN INS. CO.,

GEOKGE H. HALLEY, 7

Agent.

MARK YOUR LINEN With

JOHN BOND’S
‘Crystal Palace’
MARKING INK

The very finest preparation
made for marking all kinds of
White-wear: After repeated
washing the Ink remains as
when first applied—a beautiful
int 2se Blue-Black, Linen
marked with John Bond’s “Crys-
tal Palace” Marking Ink is per-
manently protected because

IT NEVER FADES OR WASH.
ES OUT.

Price.? Small size, 20¢;
Larger size, witi Linen Stretch-
er, 386¢c.; Postage, 2¢. extra -

GARRETT BYRNE,

Bookseller & Stationer.

FOR SALE.

5 'hro Thousand E Empty Slcks :

‘and Lead in barrels..
Bestquahty Apply to the -

Kurtzmann
Art Pianos.
Kohler & Campbell
Pianos and Players.
Gulbransen
Player Pianos.

If it’s a Musical Instrument write us.
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Musicians’ Supply Co.
' . (Royal Stores Furniture)
DUCKWORTH STREET.

Brilliant Set
Hair Ornatments.

THE CORRECT THING FOR EVENING
WEAR.

Fashion’s latest decree calls for a dainty
and distinctive ornament to be worn in the
haxg‘, and we have been fortunate im pro-
curing a most select assortment of real
Fifth Avenue styles, in both design and
quality. Absolutely new and genuine re-
productions of the most expensive Dia-
mond and Platinum creations in

COMBS and HAIR CLIPS.

T. J. DULEY & Co., Lid.,

The Reliable Jewellers & Opticians.
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Wholesale . Dry Goods

are now offering to khe trade the following

English and American Dry Goods.
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English Curtain Net.
English Art Muslin.
White Nainsook.
Chiléren’s White Dresses | ™~ ' 0 =

Misses’ Colored Dresses. |- J.adies’ Handkerchiefs.

Gent’s White Handker- *{ “Gent’s Colored Handker-
chiefs. )= -chiefs.

Also a very large assorgment of SMALLWARES.

SLATTERY’S DRY GOODS. STORE,
Duckworth and George Streets.
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White Curtains.
Valance Net.
White Seersucker.
Childrew’s! Gingham
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Furness Line Sailings
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