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Wholesale Hardware Dealers,

FRESH

Yarmouth
Bloaters !

If yoitry them for breakfast you will talk
bi all day.

411 Kinds of Fish for Sale.
WHOLESALE ONLY, 

up^to-date dealers handle our goods.
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A Great
Bargain

Last Spring we received a small ship
ment of BLUE SERGE too fine for Cos
tumes. We are now selling same at cost, 
$5.75 per yard.

If you want to secure some of this 
p— -* miirkly as we have
bnly * few dress lengths left.

J. J. STRANG > >. ♦: >:

>. ♦

THE EVENING TELEGRAM, ST. JOHN’S, NEWFOUIVPIiAJHJ, JANUARY 5, I9Z1-

22 Cal. Rifles and Cartridges
The 22 calibre rifle is the most widely used of all sporting 
arms. For small game, at week end outings, in competitive. 
shoots, this small bore rifle reigns supiemc. Remington 22 calibre 
rifles are very_ accurate,. easy to take down, strong and durable.

îwsfé0*) à.
for Shooting IfefhA

We recommend the Remington UMC 22- Long" Rifle cartridges 
distances up to 200 yards. '

Send for our special booklet on 22 calibre 
jifles and cartridges—It will Interest you.

Posted free upon request.
REMINGTON

^REMINGTON ARMS UMC COMPANY*
233 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

Better a Peasant 
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER III.
But Mrs. Brown, warned by the ab

sent look on her lodger’s face that he 
Is not listening, stops short, removes 
an imaginary speck of dust from the 
sideboard, and makes good her exit, 
fully convinced that her mysterious 
lodger is a struggling artist, who has 
come to Newton Regis in search of 
pupils.

Left to himself, the mysterious in
dividual draws his chair nearer to the 
fire, and relights his pipe, totally "neg
lecting the reeking muffins which Mrs. 
Brown has provided, and, staring at 
the glowing coals, smokes for some 
time moodily; then he gets up, and, 

.dragging a portfolio from a corner, 
lens it. and slowly turns over a num

ber of sketches. Presently he comes to 
•»a rough, but masterly sketch of a wo

man'll head. This he takes out, and, 
-ropping it on the table, looks fixedly 
it it, his hands thrust into his pock
ets.

It is worth looking at. for it Is the 
portrait of a woman of rare beauty— 

fciice almost perfectly oval, with the 
up«/ of eyes, apd the most golden of 
,lden hair.
He looks at it long and fixedly; then 

'lie takes it up and slowly tears it 
across, and tosses it onto the fire.

“So vanishes,” he mutters, watching 
the fierce flames as they swallow up 
the paper, “the dream and the hope 
of a life. Let those prate of woman’s 
love and woman’s nobleness who may, 
my faith in them is as these ashes— 
vanished. Whatever folly may beguile 
and deceive me, that baneful will-o’- 
the-wisp, woman's love, is powerless 
henceforth to lead me astray. From 
this hour I stand impregnable and in
vulnerable— I have done with you!”

And with a grim intensity he thrusts 
the ashes of the exquisite portrait in
to the depths of the consuming fire.

CHAPTER IV.
A 0001» SAMARITAN.

When Jeanne wakes next morning, 
King Frost rules supreme over New
ton Regis; the casement windows are 
covered with a delicate filigree of rime, 
the roads are like iron, and the old 
chestnut tree, whose leaves brush her 
windows in summer time, is covered 
with white. The moment she is dress
ed, Jeanne drags a bonnet-box from 
the wardrobe, and disentombs her 

,skates, and view them with a vague 
"hankfulness. For Jeanne spoke the 
simple truth when she hinted at the 

anger which attended small articles 
-at the Gate House. Mrs. Dostrell was 
.an, excellent woman, a genius at cook
ery, and amiable to a fault; but, like 
JÛDSt geniuses when pushed, she was 
fertile in resources, and the most tn- 
cpngruous articles were made to do 
duty in sudden shifts.
^So it continually came to pass that 

ths; dinner napkins were used as dust
ers? the hall chairs for impromptu 'ad
ders, portions of the best tea services 
for jam-pots, and Hal's skates had 
served to prop up the beer barrel. And 
if: such unconsidered trifles escaped 
Aunt Dostrell. there was Uncle Dos- 
trejl to seize upon them as materials 
fôEhis endiess experiments.

Even now, as Jeanne runs down the 
stairs, there -s a strong smell of fus
ing acids, ro'nglir.g with the odor of 
the bacon aud sausages, and Uncle 
Dostrell himself emerges from his 
laboratory with pieces of cotton-wool 
entangled in his buttons, and a shim
mering of steel filings in his gray hair.
: Uncle Dostrell’s experiments never 

get any further than experiments, nev- 
ver produce anything more useful than 
a sulphurous smoke, and, ùufortunate- 
ly, are attended, like most chemical 
experiments, by atrocious smells.

“Well, Jeanne, my dear!” he says, 
smiling through his dazed, preoccupied 
<?yes. “Got your skates ready?—freez
ing, I suppose. Strange arrangement 
of straps. I*ve often wondered why 
they couldn't invent something sim
pler; if you’ll let me have them after 
hre*>fazt, I’l! ses if I can’t fix a spring 
inslea*-----

But Jeanwt mad# wary by exporl-1

to his feet with a bark of grateful sat- 
ence, clings to her skates tenaciously, 
and laughs a “No, thank you, uncle!. 
I know! you’ll file them all away, and 
dissolve them, as you did the brooch 
you were going to regild."

“Tut, tut!” says the old gentleman, 
smiling. “You’ll never appreciate 
science, Jeanne.”

“Not while it devours everything 
that comes within its reach. But come 
along, uncle, don’t go back, breakfast 
is ready.. And oh, uncle, I want five 
shillings for Hal's new skates.”

“Eh. certainly, my dear,” says the 
old man, funibling in his pockets 
promptly, but he brings out nothing in 
the shape of money, save a shilling 
and a half-penny, reposing among bits 
of quartz, and zinc, and copper, and 
Jeanne, laughing at his rueful face, 
drags him Into the breakfast-room.

“Never mind, uncle. I’ll get it out of 
aunt. Wait; let me pick these pieces 
of cotton off your coast—that's it; now 
come on,” and the old man, keeping 
passive in the hands of the young girl, 
is led to his seat.

Aunt Dostrell is just as practical as 
her brother is theoretical, and is al
ready serving out the ham and eggs 
with the air of a matron at the Found
ling Hospital. She looks up sharply as 
Jeanne enters.

"I was just going to send up to you, 
Jeanne; I didn’t expect to see you 
down. Your boots, Jane tells me, are 
wet through and through, and your 
shawl saturated with melted snow. 
Where did you go last night?—and 
Hal’s boots are Just the same."

Jeanne looks confused for a moment. 
Hal stares at his plate with an in
cipient grin struggling on his face. 
Jeanne has kept her mistake a pro
found secret even from Hal, has strug
gled to forget and wipe it from the 
tables of her own mind, but her heart 
beats apprehensively. Can the stranger 
have been mean enough to walk around 
and complain? The red flushes her 
face, then she puts on a bold front.

“The boots will dry, aunt. We wfere 
out in the snow yesterday afternoon. 
And, aunt, Hal wants five shillings for 
a pair of skates for the Park, you 
know.”

"You can’t buy skates in Newton 
Regis. Jeanne.”

“Hal can walk over to Marly-----
“Hal will have to stay,,In this morn

ing if he is going out this afternoon,” 
says Aunt Dostrell, with mild firm
ness.

Hal looks the picture of despair, but 
Jeanne—generous Jeanne, half-boy at 
heart—comes to the rescue. • 

“Then I’ll walk over, aunt,” she 
says, and Aunt Dostrell, vanquished 
at all points, slowly and reluctantly 
produces two half-crowns while Hal 
r.ods gratefully across the table, and 
indulges in a quite, inoffensive dance 
on the tips ôt his toes.

Meals don’t ooccupy much time at 
the Gate House. There is the remainder 
of the pig to be manipulated by Aunt

Dostrell, and Uncle John is all anxiety 
to get hack to his crucibles. Half-an 
hour afterwards Jeanne is stepping 
briskly down the streets, her lithe 
figure clad in its serviceable blue 
serge, one streak of crimson across 
the skirt, her brown-gold hair rip
pling in its tight coils under her close’ 
little sealskin hat, her beautiful face 
bright and frank, her heart beating 
blithely under the influence of the 
crisp, frosty air.

Jeanne can walk blithely, and look 
frankly, for, as yet, she is id “maiden 
meditation fancy free.” With Jeanne 
all is real as yet; she has not yet pass
ed beyond the portals of the (rest 
temple of love. Love is to Jeanne as 
an unmeaning symbol of some deep 
mystery, of the very nature of which 
she is entirely ignorant. The library 
at (be Gate House is small, and is ab
solutely deficient in works of imagina
tion. Jeanne knows, the few readable 
books by heart, but, although they 
have taught her something of the his
tory of England, its language, and not 
a little of chemistry, they have taught 
her nothing of the divine passion, the 
absorbing element of a woman’s life.

Jeanne and love have not, as yet, 
met, and the heart that beats so health
ily and regularly within her bosom is 
that ef a child, strong and fearless, 
true and noble, but a child's still. The 
greatest joy that Jeanne has yet ex
perienced is a fair wind in the sails ut 
the Nancy Bell, the blue sky above her, 
and the rushing water beneath the 
keel.

Jeanne is perfectly free from vanity.
That she is beautiful no one has as yet 
told her, not ever Mr. Bell, who wor
ships her, but who would as soon dare 
to beard his bishop as to breathe « 
hint of hia adoration to the frank, and 
sometimes pitilessly candid Jeanne.
Poor Bell can only tremble in her pre
sence, and lavish nervous, admiring 
and tender glances through his spec
tacles. y

Newton Regie, generally, has not 
awakened to tho fact that the girl who 
came among them a little, wee thing, 
is rapidly growing into a beautiful wo
man. and now. as she passes down the 
street, all who meet or see her give 
her a smiling greeting, some pausing 
on tlieir way to look at her supple 
figure as it moves gracefully down the 
lane.

There is one ironmonger in Marly, 
who unearths from his extremely vari
ed stock a pair of skates, which, luck
ily, are Hal’s size, and with those on 
her arm and sundry other small pur
chases in her pocket. Jeanne turns to-1 
ward home. There are not many young ' TTP* T O UVD T*
ladies who would venture a six miles’ J, X U H£fJ\£|aa

ture; the thorn is (One, but the paid 
is left behind, and, with a wall, he 
falls back, and, holding up the leg, re
gards it dolefully.

“Why, you can’t Walk!” says Jean- 
“your poor foot’s so swollen, isn’t 

ever mind; I must carry 
do you live? Why, you are 

Park dogs.”
Terrier does not deny It, and 

Jeanne to take him tip, 
which she is about to do, When a man's 
voice, directly behind her, says;

"What is the matter?” *
Jeanne starts—not so much at the 

unexpected sound of a human voice, 
but because she recognizes it, and 
turns her head.

Behind her, on the path, stands her 
victim of the preceding evening, his 
six feet looking gigantic on the path 

hia dark eyes regarding her 
with grave amusement.

Either he does not recognize her or 
does not choose to exhibit such re
cognition, and Jeanne, with a wild 
hope of getting rid of him, says, quiet
ly:

"Nothing, thank you; at least, it’s a 
thorn in his foot.”

“Mind how you handle him, then 
says the quiet voice. “Dogs in pain bite 
sometimes.”

“No,zthey don't—never, scarcely," re 
torts Jeanne, with quiet indignation. 
“I’m not afraid of him.” -)

“All right,” he says, coolly. “But 
hadn’t you better let me take the thorn 
out?”

“Ive taken it out,” replied Jeanne, 
"but he can’t walk.”

“Let him try,” say sthe stranger.
“He has, and he can’t,” says Jeanne, 

decisively. “His foot is quite swollen, 
poor fellow!”

The stranger Jumps into the ditch, 
and bends down.

“It is-swollen,” he says. "Didn’t you 
discover it at once?”

“No,” says Jeanne. “It isn’t my dog;
I found him here; he was crying. I am 
going to carry him home.”

The stranger looks at her skates 
and her muff, both lying on the path, 
and with great alacrity, says:

“Allow me to do so; you are already 
loaded, and he is no light weight for 
you.”

”1 can manage it.” says Jeanne.
And she picks up the terrier and 

reaches for her skates; but when she 
has secured them, there is the muff, 
and by the time ehe has got that, one 
skate has fallen, the dog howls, and 
the stranger nods, as if he knew how 
it would be.

“I did not like to contradict you,” 
he says, “but you see you can’t carry 
him. Allow me."

Jeanne hesitates for a moment; then, 
with evident reluctance, motions to the 
skates.

“The dog’s the heaviest,” he re
marks, quietly.

“I’ll carry him,” says Jeanne.
He bows, takes up the skates, and 

gives her his hand up the ditch.
(To be continued.)

Insure with the

QUEEN,
the Company having the largest 
number oi Policy Holders in 
Newfoundland.
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A Suit or Overcoat at 
Maunder’*, selected from 
a splendid variety of 
British Woollens, cut 
an up-to-date 
from the latest 
moulded and 
your shape by exper 
workers, costs 
more than the 
hand-me-down. We al
ways keep bur stocks 
cosmic», and vnn are 
assured a good selection. 
Samples and stvle sheets 
sent to any address.

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, 282-318 Duckworth Street

sa.

100 Per Cent. Value
The clothes we turn out are uniform in 

style, quality and workmanship. Every 
suit is tailored with the same care. Every 
stitch sewn into it is as important as the 
making of the suit itself.

Every progressive dealer will readily 
realize the increased patronage and profit 
he may enjoy by handling clothes of such 
qualities. Ask your dealer for

VICTORY BRAND CLOTHES.

The White Clothing 
Mfg., Co., Ltd.,

Duckworth Street

The Best Cough Syrup
Home made.is

Here*
5« wmj

the coeg-h
triedJon

fouVe probably heard of this well- 
known plan of making cough syrup at 
home. But have you ever used It? 
>J hen you do, you will understand why 
thousands of families, the world ever, 
feel that they could hardly keep house 
without it. Its simple and cheap, but 
the way it takes hold of a cough will 
quickly earn it a permanent place in your home.

Into a 16-oz. bottle, pour 2% ounces 
of Prnex; then add plain granulated 
sugar syrup to fill ub the bottle Or, 
if desired, use clarified molasse» honey 
or corn syrup instead of sugar emip. 
Either way, it tastes good, never spoils, 
and gives you lb ounces of better cough 
remedy than you could buy ready-made for $2.50.

It is really wonderful how quickly 
this home-made remedy conquers a 
cough—usually in 24 hoqrs or less. It 
ecems to penetrate through every air 
passage, loosens a dry, hoarse or tight 
cough, lifts the eblegm. heals the mem
branes. and gives almost immediate re
lief. Splendid for throat tickle, hoarse
ness, croup, bronchitis and bronchial asthma.

Pinex i, n highly concentrated com
pound of genuine Norway pine extract, 
end has been used for generations for 
throat and chest nils enta.

To avoid diiapcolnttnent »*k your 
druggist for ounces of PJnex” with 
directions, and don’t accept «nyfç.îng 
else. Guaranteed to give absolute eaUe- 
faction or money refunded. Jbe Putex Ci., Torosto, Ont * ”

walk to Join a skating party; hut 
Jeanne’a pedestrian powers are con
siderable, and Marly is half-way be
hind her when, juet at the entrance to 
the wood through which runs the dir 
ect cut to Regis, she is brought to a 
halt by the low whine of a dog.

Between Jeanne and the animal 
creation is a sympathy vast and deep. 
That she has not a dog of her own is 
owing to the fact that no animal’s lira, 
is worth a day's purchase at the Gate 
House, In consequence of the multi
farious poisons, liquid and solid, which 
Uncle John leaves about the house and 
yard. Jeanne stops short and turns to 

i the hedge instantly, and, guided by a 
lung series of whines and suppressed 
huwls, finds a small dog of the Man
chester terrier breed lying in the frosty 
ditch by the wayside. At sight of Jean
ne’s pitying face, he, as Is itsjial with 
his hind, fails over on his back, sticks 
bis legs In the air and elqwly wags 
his tall. :

“Poor doggy!” eays Jeanne, “what’s 
the matter?”

The terrier weepingly explains in 
his own language, and Jeanne, who 
possibly understands him, quickly dis
covers that he has a thorn in hia foot. 
Now a thorn in the foot is the one 
thing that utterly crushes a dog. No 
amount of licking will get rid of it, 
and. indeed, only makes matters worse.
I think it was a thorn which Androcles 
extracted from the lion’s foot Like 
Androcles, Jeanne knows not fear. She 
goes down on her knees, tears off her 
gloves, and deftly removes the cause 
of trouble. Master terrier watches the 
operation with intense anxiety and in
terest, and, on its conclusion, jumps 
is faction, bijt his bark is too prema.
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What you have been looking for 
and have not got yet—a first-class 
Piano and Player-Tuning Service. 
The demand for this service is‘grow
ing rapidly, so please send in your 
orders early. If your need is 
musical instrument, consult us.
Marmaduke H. Findlater,
(Graduate of the Faust School of 

Tuning, Boston, formerly of New 
England Conservatory of Music).
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St. John’s, nov!7,eod,2m
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Save Used 
Postage Stamps

We pay cash for used 
Newfoundland Stamps.

We buy all kinds of used 
Newfoundland postage 
stamps in both large and 
small quantities.
Liberal prices paid prompt
ly by money order.

Our big buying price list 
will be sent to you free 

It you write for it

Imperial Stamp Co.,
Station 0,
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DO YOUR EYES 
BOTHER YOU?

THEY CAM BE MADE COMFORT
ABLE Bf PROPERLY FITTED 
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DILEY & Company, Ltd., §
The «liable Jewellers and Opticians.

A Trust Company as Executor
A Trust Company as Executor affords the Estate for which 

it Is acting all the advantages oi the best private Executor with 
none oi the weaknesses which are inseparable from indiridnal 
Executors hips.

In addition, there are many exclusive advantages possessed 
by a Trust Company which should be carefully considered by 
all Intending Testators before appointing an Executor for the 
administration of their Estates.

If yen are interested, communicate with the Officers oi this 
Company and they will explain the matter tuUy to you.
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Sir Herbert S. Holt, President. A. J. Brown, K.C., Tlce-Pres, 
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11 Place d’Armes Square, Montreal.
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