" R R R

ENEA

ekt ik it

B

R 1

ﬂucé;

Love That Knew No
Bounds.

P i
CHAPTER XVI. -« rom
“He knows I am at his mercy, and
takes advantage accordingly!” said
the irate hostess. “Dishonest, 1 cal:
Rupert Vil-
It was

it;” and Sydney winced.
liers felt the minutes wasted.
love across

impossible to make

plateau of roses and jellies; with a

couple of Iynx-eyed waiting-maids
ready to make note—for kitchen gos-
sip—of every soft word or expressive
glance. And to Sydney, compariso:
of this, her delicate and elegant homse
_“‘ith Jacob Cheene's poor lodgings
rich only in what were banished here
—relics of her father—sight of he;

mother’s long white jewel-decke:.

Johu

joints, and

hands, with remembrance of
Lewis’s toil, pain-wrung
garments — thesc
that

interminable.

poverty-stricken
turned her so heart-sick each

minute seemed Invol-

untarily she breathed a heavy
as Rupert filled the glass from the
glittering silver jug, and he interpre
ted it according to his own desire.
“A hot dining room ‘is a bad 1)!3("
to shut you up in, Sydney, after si:
hours of railway-carriages. It's :
Iovely night,” emptying his glass, an:
walking off, with a gesture of per
mission from Mrs. Alwyn, to the long
open window at the end of the apart
ment. “Doesn’'t somebody say some-
where, ‘Methinks I will go forth anc
scent the new-mown hay? They'v.
been cutting in the field opposite this
' afternoon. effect
momentar)

halt upon her name—“won’'t you com:

Sydney”—with an
ive change of note, and
out? It's just what you will like.”

She got up, a tinge of color rising
and went to the window.

“Now,” he said, for her ear alone
“you will come with me, Sydney? Do!
1 have been wanting you so long.”

He put all needful pleading in hi:
tone. It sounded marvelously
" Would he stand by her now?
he did—

“May I get you a shawl?’ he per-
suaded on. “You must be taken care
of, you know.

true
And it

You are a valuable

person. You are coming?”’

But that stray hint, slowly, almost
faintly; “I dare—I can not come now
—indeed.”

“Too tired?” very softly.

“Yes—too tired, Rupert,”

 “They you shall not be {roubled”

* The young man reckoned himsel!
“ chivalrously unselfish. To give him
his due, when, as now, he deemed
“himself secure of his end, his disposi;
~tion was not unkindly. “Aunt Helen,
Sydney should sleep the clock round
to revive her from this jaunt. I am
bidding her good-night.”
“Wise, I have no doubt,” said Mrs.

sigh,

Alwyn. “Géod-nlght, ﬁuy “'dear,” as
Sydney, returning, stooped over her.

“What? Will I not come to your

oo by and B! Certaly ol

Gossiping at night is against my
rules, and you must defer to them for
a few more hours. To-morrow you
are your own mistress, and I suppose
we must honor the occasion by let-
ting you talk as you like and do as
you like.”

So, shivering over this
eomplaisant forecast, Sydney was dis-
missed; and Mr. Rupert, after a few
minutes star-gazing by himself, put

unusually

his head in, with—

“It’'s too agreeable out-of-doors for
anyone to stay in. Suppose you ven-
ture out, and take a turn with me,
Leonora? You won't mind a cigar?”
“Would you have asked Sydney to
allow it, Cousin Rupert?” said she,
Jouting.

“Circumstances alter cases, Cousin
Norah,” said he taking out his Russia
»ase, and thinking, “She's overold tc
yout: but it’s uncommonly becoming
to her.”

“Then suppose 1 don’t come?’ co:
(uetted Leonora, attitudinizing by the
vindow-frame.

“Take me, or leave me, as you will;’
s;aid the gentleman, resignedly, strik
ng his match and stepping out on the
gravel.

“Then I'll be benevolent enough tc
ake you,” she said, “out of pity!” and

tepped forth. after bhim.

CHAPTER XVII.

Mr. Villiers was down betimes next
norning.

Knowing that Sydney was generai:
v earliest in the breakfast-room, ¢
alculated on receiving her alone. H
rad something in his waist-coat pock
t that he kept fingering, taking it ou
iow and then to thic’
old circle, set with sapphires thre

look at—a
fe had the words ready with whic
o offer this and birthday greetings
littls

peech through mentally half a doze:

ind—himself! He ran the

imes while pacing to and fro in th.
resh morning air, casting a glanc:
ach turn he took past the windov
o> see if she for whom he waited ha¢
ppeared. He felt the minutes tu
nultuous.
1is breakfast without that awkwar:
‘ensation as of a screw-propeller 2
vork under his shirt-front. He
ould dash off a line to Tufter am:
;undry others fixing a day for—
The door opened. “Now for it!
hought he, and made one stride i
‘heck! It was Leonora!

Leonora in pale-blue cambric, lock
ng, for twenty-nine, quite youthful
s she stood with her back to the
ight, her brown locks rclled

n a tight, knob, bathing fashion. No

awa)

iearing her cousin’s step, she wa:
restowing all her attention on somq
It was he:
irthday gift; charaeteristic enough-
. gilt-framed tinted

er own fair self in sumptuous arra;

sbject by Sydney’s plate.

photograph ¢

square bodice deep-cut, pearls on the
~vide display of bosom, coils
vell-nigh the only of the
vell-posed raised jus
'nough to give the stately curve o
Qe neck and -catch the upward til

golden
covering

arms, face

f the eyelashes, folded hands resting
n a tall vase so as to
indulation of the

conceal nc
handsome figure
t was the likeness of a very good-
ooking person, and the original, con-

emplating it with satisfaction, felf

jorry she.was going to part from it
one of fashion's beauties whom ghe

:ad seen could compare with it to he:
nind. Fashion’s Ah!—
audible “Heigh-ho!”—was
the day coming when some society
»aper, perchance, would go forth
vearing her lineaments to the upper
‘en thousand, her name above, not an
unwed belle, her signature below,
ot Leonora Villiers? “Heigh-ho!”
said she again, and éave a great start
when her cousin, advancing, échoed
her jocosely.

“What mean these plaintive sounds,
Leonora mia? Are you wishing it
were your twenty-first birthday over
again, and you were going to have all
sorts of good things given to you?”
“Indeed, no, Rupert. I am not en-
vioys' of Sydney in—any respect. I
suppose I sighed because I want my
breakfast.”

“Creditable subterfuge, if not cor-

beauties!
with an

rect answer. Well, I've been sighing

)@ | here t_he‘_lant half hour because I want

—my breakfast! Is Sydney taking

my injunction literally and going to
sleep the _clock round before shef{

iF

- pe

Once over, he could ge!

M a Child Is Cross,

- Feveris A ek,

s e
Look- Mother! 1If tomgue is coated,
cleanse little bowels witiv “Cali-

_ fornia Syrup of Figs.”

Children love this ‘*‘fruit . laxative,”
and nothing else cleanses the tender
stomach, liver and bowels so nicely.
A child simply will not stop playing
to empty the bowels, and 'tlie result
is, they become tightly clogged with
waste, liver gets sluggish, stomach
sours, then your little one becomes
cross, half-sick, feverish, don't eat,

sleep or act naturally, breath is bad,
system full of cold, nas sore throat,

stomach-ache or diarrhoea. Listen
Mother! See if tongue {3 coated,
then give a teaspoonful of “Califor-
nia Syrup of Figs,” and in a few
hours all the constipated waste, sour
bile and undigested food passes out of
the system, and you have a well,
vlayful child again.

Millions of mothers give ‘“‘Califor-
nia Syrup of Figs” because it is per-
‘ectly: harmless; children love it, an'
it never fails to.act on the stomach,
liver and bowels.

Ask your druggist for a 50-cent
nottle of “California Syrup of Fgis,”
wvhich has full directions for babies,
children of all ages and for grown-
1ips plainly printed on the bottle. Be-
wvare of counterfeits sold here. Get
he genuine, made by ‘“California Fig
‘ompany.”  Refuse. any other kind
wvith contempt.

“When she does we shall have tc
vait for mamma,” answered Leonora
deal

!émuro]y. “But take comfort,

ousin, they won't be long. I heard
namma call Sydnéey into her boudoi:
ust as I came down, to give her some
ace, and a lecture, I presume. This”

-indicating the picture—"is what 1
ave got for her. Do you think she
vill like it?”

“She must,” said Mr. Villiers; “that
:0es without saying. 1 do.”

“Which,” returned Leonora, with a
Iroop of her red lips,” “is a perplex-
Am I
o infer that because you like it—or

ng arrangement of sentences.
;ay so—Sydney must do the same?
And do you expect my step-sister’s

ypinion - invariably to -mold itself
sweetly to yours, good cousin?”’
“Oh, I've no fears on that point,”
eplied Mr. Villiers. thinking with
musement, “Ah, charming Norah, s¢
u are disposed to be spiteful, then
ire you?”

“Then I hope’ you may find you've
dryly

‘Oh! here comes mamma,” lcoking uj

10 need for them,” said ‘'she,

he hall. *“Sydney regerves hersel!

‘or the last to-day, to be ‘received

vith united honors. Why, mamma.
vhat is the matter?”
; She might well ask. Mrs. Alwyr
ntered with a rapid sweep; storm or
er brow‘; extremest paleness under-
ving pearl powder, making her al-
nost ghastly; the grand dame com-
letely lost in the angry woman. She
nushed to the door, cut short Mr. Vil-
'ifers’ salutation, and throwing . her-
self into a chair, panted, in an aban-
ionment of violent agitation.

“Aunt Rupert

Villiers, while L.eonora ran to the

Helen,” exclaimed

rell—sal volatile must be wanted—
‘are you ill? Or what on earth has
1appened ?”’

“Ah! what, indeed? Why,”
VIrs. Alwyn, turning on him with an
ilmost ferocity that made him fall
vack a step—“why, what
would have happened, at all, Rupert.
dou't ring, Leonora; Phillips is not

to' come in—never at all, if you had

et me follow my own senses and stop
sydney from going on that crazy

ourney! Now you'll see what vou
nave done for yourself—for Sydney—
‘or all of us. Oh, it's enough to drive
A woman . wild!”

“My dear aunt,” Rupert began,
soothingly, but she flung a snarl at
him with “Don’t Mr. Villiers! Don’t
speak to me. If you’ve
any persuasion

cried

never

Not to me!

in you, any reason,
any influence, go and exert them on
Sydney. Tell her I shall never for-
give her; not”"—with a tempest-clap
of iromical laughter—“that she will
mind that! Tell her she'll break

Y

your heatt, Ru

pe‘rt;-ill\’ent‘ aﬁy bléa " ‘ o Y & 4 5
you choose; but; mr mercy’s sake, put Evcntn |
o end o his mund e, or 1 can'ttel
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what will come to us all. Go-to her,
pray! Isaid 1 “should
Leonora, my poor darling, get me
some water!”’ -
Profoundly puzzled, AIr.

went, as he was bidden, to the bou-
doir.

send  you.

Villiers

Not too quickly, for he wanted
to arm himself with some clew to this
sudden turmoil before entering. What
was the mad idea that was to be the
undoing of them ail? Another love?
Another engagement? Something be-
neath her? Not likely, with Sydney's
temperament, but women are ungainly
cattle, he thought, with a sudden
spice of savageness, in affairs of the
heart. Once Mrs. Alwyn had said
something of a man called Drayton.
Was he at the bottom of -this

balloo? Had not he, Rupert, been hot

hulla-

enough in his siege? At any rate he
vowed, with the peach so near his lips
he wouldn’t lose it now, for want of
warm wooing ! So with the hot front
of impatient fervor he- prepared to
fight, tooth and nail for his own—in-
terests—and thus entered Sydney’s
presence.

She seemed waiting for him, and
met his first gaze of quéstioning en-
treaty with a bearing incomprehensi-
ble in its blending of womanly firm-
ness with girlish tremor.

“My dear. dearest Sydney,” he ex-
claimed. "offering to grasp both her
hands—he was ready to take her to
his arms even—the bolder the attack
‘he better now!—but she repulsed
wim with a blush that was not un-

zind, and asked, lcoking up most
vistfully,

“Have you heard, Rupert? And do
rou—"

“I have ‘heard,” he interrupted,
“cnly that you have been frightening
Aunt Helen with some fancy that is to

upset us all. But I can’'t have that.

vou know!"” (with a masterly soften-

ing of tone. She could never keep

her eyes on him like this if there
were another man in the case).

(To be Continued.)

>d us why we handle the 5 Star
Trade Mark line of Shoes in pre-
ference to others.

Well, we’ll tell you.

In the first place the Brown’s
> Star Trade Mark is more com-
plete than any ‘other. For in-
stance we have Men’s White
House Shoes in “Bench Work,”
“President Quality” and ‘“Na-
tion’s Quality.” For women we
aave “White House,” ‘“Mansion”
and “Usona” Shoes. For boys
and girls the “Buster Brown”
line. Brown’s Shoes are-—
Distinetive in Style,

Comfort in Fit,

Superio in Finish,
Unescelled in Wear,

We are now showing Ladies
Low Shoes in Button and Laced
styles; also in one, two, three,
four and five strap Shoes in all
leathers. Prices: $1.50, $2.00,
$2.50, $3.00, $3.50, $4.00 up.

If you want to see and talk
Good Shoes, our time is yours.

F. SMALLWOOD,

Ladies’ Department.

SALT! SALT!

Now Laﬁsding per
$5. “Havso,”

A Cargo Best Qualty
- CADIZ

’

&

Street.

Some of our friends have ask- |

i

Telegram

Fashion Plates.

-

The Home Dressmgker. should kcep
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat- :
tern Cuts. These will be found very
‘useful to refer to from time o time,

9905.—A COMFORTABLE AND
63 - PLEASING MODEL.

For School and General Wear,
Girl’s Dress, with Shicld, and Three
Piece Skirt.

Blue and white striped galatea is
here combined with facings of white
linene. The fronts are crossed wide
at the closing and finished with a
notched collar, cut square over the
back. The skirt has plaits at the side
seams. The sleeve is finished with a
deep cuff. The Pattern is also suit-
able for cashmere, prunella, gingham,
chambrey, challie, percale, tub silk,
linen or lawn. It is cut in 4 sizes: 6,
8, 10, and 12 years. It requires 5%
vards of 44 inch material for an $
year size.

A pattern of this illustration mail-
ed to any address on recipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.

9904,—AN IDEAL BRESS FOR
SCHOOL OR GENERAL WEAR.

Girl’s Dress with Over Blous('-é

Plaid gingham, in blue and - bgown
tones is here combined with Sblue
chambrey. _The effect and the style
are attractive. The model will de-
velop equally well in galatea, lawn,
pércale, serge, voile, poplin, silk, or
challie. The overblouse closes on the
shoulder"s. over an undersleeve, fin-
ished with wrist length sleeves and a
round collar. The lines are girlish
and the model, is comfortable and easy
to develop. The Pattern is cut in 4

siz.es: 810 12 and 14 years, “1t pe.
quires ofy yards of 40 inch materia]
for waist and skirt: overblouse e

quires 1% yards, in the 10 year size
A pattern of this illustration-maile(i
to any address on receipt. of $0c. in
silver or stamps.

m' LR} e o0 e »a
Address in full:—

Name .. .. 2 cees o0 s0 DK Su evedse

BE PE e 00 90 W e va oK e 00 o4 B
SE D PG 20 Bt 2 00 2K Pd De 26" 0q B

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus-
tration and send with the'' coupon,
carefully filled out. The pattern can
not reach you in less than; 15 days.
Prleen:;)c. uAcl‘;. in cu%,ﬂponm note,
or stamps. dress: egram Pat-
tern Department. :

Fresh Béef,
P. E. I. Turkeys,

DIRS

“Sounds Like More,
Tastes Like More
More Centers,
‘More Coating,
More Popular,

More for the Money,

Many More More’s.
But ONLY ONE

MOIRS

" When talking o

CHOCOLATES.

7 And Tastes Good,

DINGE R And is Good.

77

The largeat selling brand in the

world.

PRINGE ALBERT

| TOBAGCD.
JAS. P. CASH, Distributor.
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'New Wall Papers!

You will have no trouble to make your selection from our immense stock of

NEW WALL PAPERS

which we have just received. ., All neat, pretty and
signs, suitable for Kitchen, Hall, Parlour or Bedroom.
seeing our stock before buying elsewhere.

WILLIAM FREW.

most attractive
Make a point

Smart
Stylish
= Suminer
ifing
Specially Selected.
SEE STRANG'S,

. STRANG

Ladies’
and Gents’

ailoring,

., 153 WATER STREET

| St. John's.

" SR

{ Samples and Prices for
Postal Card.

 Satisfaction Guaranteed
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(Cheap to clear.)

dvertise in Telegram.
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