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CHAPTER XXV.
A Game of Carde.

“Yes, Clare goes our way,” he said 
“and I know he sent his cab back,1

Percy sauntered up to the table 
where the count and his victim were 
at play, and stood for a moment or 
so looking on.

The carpet was a thick velvet pile 
the count was absorbed with his 
cards—a fresh hand just dealt—and 
did not see the handsome face looking 
down on him. With a little smile he 
arranged his cards and—what made 
Percy start as if he had been shot, 
then crimson with some fierce emo
tion, and with a stern frown dash his 
hand on the young boy’s shoulder.

St. Clare looked up, his blue eyes 
sparkling with excitement.

“Lord St. Clare,” said Percy, “we 
are waiting to take you back.”

St. Clare passed his hand across 
.his hot brow, and hesitated. If it 
had been any one else but Lord Ver 
ing, he would have treated the words 
with indignant scorn.

“I—I can’t come just this moment, 
Lord Vering, can 1? I am just in the 
middle of a hand----- ”

“Yes, I think so,” said Percy, calm
ly, utterly disregarding the count, 
who had turned scarlet with fury, and 
glared at him speechless for a mo
ment

Then in a profound silence, he said, 
with a sneer, repressing his passion:

“Have you brought your young 
friend’s nightcap, milord? Will you 
put him to bed, as well as drive him 
home?”

St. Clare flushed, there was an un
comfortable stir among the specta 
tors, but Percy was as calm and un
concerned as ever.

“Come,” said the count, with an 
aggravating smile; “milord means 
well, my dear St. Clare, but he is too 
accustomed to playing bear leader. 
Finish your game, my boy, finish 
your game. I’ll give you a lift 
home.”

Then Percy pressed the boy’s 
shoulder, to keep him silent, and for 
the first time looked toward' the 
count.

“Lord St. Clare will neither play 
' another game of cards with you, nor 
go back to Londpn with you,” he
said.

The count started to his feet, and 
glared around.
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‘Gentlemen!" he said, “what is the 
meaning of this extraordinary con
duct? Why am I thus insutled? 
Vering, I demand an explanation*.”

“You shall have it!” said Percy, 
sternly. Then keeping his eyes fixed 
on the now purple face of the count, 
he said:

"How much have you lost, St 
Clare?”

The boy pressed his hand to his 
head, and stared up at his stern face 
pleadingly.

“Never mind, Lord Percy, it doesn’t 
matter. Well—well—about—just—
.“Does milord mean to insinuate?” 

exclaimed the count with an air of 
indignant virtue and astonishment.

“I insinuate nothing ; I prove,” 
said Percy, and as he spoke he made 
one stride forward, ■ caught the left 
arm of the count by the elbow, and 
thrust him against the wall; then, 
with a twist of the wrist, he tore the 
coat sleeve right up to the elbow, and 
held it above the count’s head. 
Thereupon the ace of - spades gently 
fluttered out and fell to the ground.

There was a moment’s silence of 
stupefaction, and then a deep cry and 
a threatening movement toward the 
discovered cheat.

The count struggled, but Perdy, 
with the strength of a giant, held him 
against the wall, his arm bent back 
transfixed, foaming at the mouth and 
livid as a corpse.'

“That is the reason why neither 
Lord St. Clare nor any other gentle
man will sit at the same table with 
Count Hudspiel again,” said Percy 
"and now let each of you take your 
losings from that heap, and hand me 
the rest.”

But no one moved; perhaps they all 
declined to touch anything the noble 
count had polluted with his fingers.

Then St. Clare swept the whole of 
the heap of notes and money into a 
salver and gave it to Percy.

Percy emptied the contents of the 
tray into the count’s capacious pocket, 
and let his stiff and aching arm drop.

This terrible incident, which has 
taken so long in the telling, was but 
the space of a few moments in occur
ring, and the count, having gained his 
breath and liberty, opened his lips to 
speak and to threaten.

Advancing close to Percy’s stern 
face, he held out his clinched fist 
cursing and foaming.

“Beware, milord, beware! Blood 
shall wipe this out, or something 
worse! Ah, you stand there proud 
and mighty, but I can get at you, ml 
lord, and I’ll blight .you for tliir 

’night’s work.”
Percy turned away with ineffable 

scorn, and the count. made as if he 
were about to spring 'at him; but a 
strong hand seized him by the collar, 
and lifting him clean off the floor, 
Charlie pitched him through the door 
way, and out of society forever!
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CHAPTER XXVI.
For Revenge.

Count Hudspiel reached London 
somehow, his torn coat sleeve hidden 
under his light overcoat, but with a 
bruise on his face that nothing could 
hide, and a variety of aches and pains 
which he would not thoroughly ap
preciate until the morrow, when the 
fury of his passion should have al
lowed, him to contemplate them 
coolly.

He reached London, and instead of 
seeking refuge in the haven of his 
apartments in Harley Street—he 
could not show his face at any club, 
for fear the news of his exposure 
should have reached them, such news 
traveling fast—instead of going 
straight home, he bent his steps to
ward Queen’s Gate, and stopping in 
front of the house occupied by Lady 
Devigne, waited long enough to sat
isfy himself that there were still 
lights in the drawing-room, and 
rang the bell.

Pushing past the alarmed man
servant with a half-muttered explana
tion, he made his way into the draw
ing-room.

Lady Devigne and Lilian had just 
returned from a fashionable recep
tion, and were taking that half- 
hour’s rest before retiring which 
seems so necessary and enjo>able 
after the crowd and excitement.

At the entrance of the count, with 
his haggard face and wild manner, 
Lady tievigne uttered a low cry of 
terror, as if she were looking on an 
apparition. *

Lilian turned pale, but gazed at him 
in abhorrent silence.

The count threw his hat on thé 
table, and sank into a chair.

Lady Devigne half rose, then drop
ped back again, with clasped hands.

“Oh, Eugene! what has happened ?"
The count looked up with an oath, 

his eyes bloodshot, his face distorted 
with passion.

“This has happened,” he said, 
hoarsely. “I have been insulted— 
struck—yes, struck—kicked out of a 
room full of my friends—disgraced!”

Lady Devigne uttered a low moan, 
and covered her face with her hands.

“Look at this,” almost screamed 
the count, tearing off his overcoat, 
and holding out his stiff arm, from 
which the torn sleeve hung- limply. 
“And this!”—here he dashed his 
hand against the bruise on his face.

"Hush!" cried Lady Devigne. rising 
and going up to him, imploringly. 
“Hush, for Heaven's sake! The ser
vants—they saw you come in, they 
may be listening! Oh, Eugene, for 
my sake, be careful!”>

"For your sake!” sneered the 
count, throwing off her trembling 
hand passionately. “You think al
ways of yourself; it is always for 
yourself that everything is to be kept 
secret! Secret! There's no more 
secrecy! I am degraded, I tell you, 
and all the world will know it by the 
morning!”

Lady Devigne stood near him, cry
ing and trembling.

“Tell me, Eugene, tell me!” she 
said. “I am so terrified, I don’t un
derstand----- ”

“No!” he said, “all you think of is 
yourself and your prying servants! 
What matter it to you how I stand 
with the world, so that you can go on 
smiling falsely through It. I'll bear 
it no longer. I’ve sacrificed myself 
too long for you! Now, I don’t carè 
who knows that I-

She stopped him with a cry of 
alarm.

she said, with scornful eyes.
“No concern of yours, my fine, 

white beauty, is it?” said the count, 
rising and standing before her. “And 
hasn’t it been for you that I’ve for
bore to claim my rights, that I’ve hid
den the rest, and let you live as you 
do! No concern of yours! Wait un
til to-morrow—when the world 
knows that the man who was kicked 
out of the ‘Star and Garter’ is yorfr 
mother’s husband! Ah! that touches 
you, does it? Do you think you’ll be 
able to go In with the rest as proud
ly and majestically? Do you think 
they’ll allow the step-daughter of a

No Girl Need Have
a Blotched Face

disgraced man to hold her head so 
high among them? No, your cursed 
English will turn you out like a 
black sheep, as they have me! They’ll 
show the house you and I, and she”— 
pointing to Lady Devigne—“live in, 
ks if it had the plague, and you’ll 
know what it is to feel as I do novf! ’

He sank down Into the seat again, 
panting and cursing, wiping the 
sweat from his livid brow and snarl
ing like a maddened wolf.

Lilian Devigne sat with her hands 
in her lap, motionless and calm.

“Hush! hush!” replied Lady De
vigne, wringing her hands. “Won’t 
you tell me what has happened, Eu
gene? Who has done this—who is it 
that has insulted you?”

“Who!” he answered, hoarsely, 
glaring at Lilian. “Who but the grim- 
faeed lord you’ve been sighing and 
scheming for. Lord Percy Vering- 
curse him!”

Lilian Devigne moved slightly, and 
a smile of despairful, malignant sat 
isfaction crossed her white face.

“He did!” she breathed.
If she had loved Percy she adored 

him now! She could have crawled 
on her knees to kiss the hand that 
had punished the man who had been 
her torture, her daily and nightly 
horror.

“He did!”
"Yes—oh, you smile, but I’ll pay 

him, back, never fear! For this 
night’s work I’ll mar his whole life— 
I’ve sworn it, and I’ll do it if it costs 
me my life!”

Lady Devigne shuddered. She had 
married this man ip Germany sc 
years back, believing him to be noble 
and wealthy; she never dreamed him 
to be a government spy, an adven
turer, and a rogue, but she was aware 
that, vile as she knew him to be, she 
had not yet learned the depth of his 
black nature.

“Don’t, don’t!” she pleaded. “You 
make my blood run cold; you will 
kill me!”

He smiled like a fiend.
“Ah-, always yourself! But it 

for myself now! Look at me! Have 
I been hard on you—have I not yield
ed to your wishes—have I not con
cealed the tie between us—given up 
a home”—he looked round malicious
ly—“given up my wife; all that you 
might go your way unfettered and 
unperiled ; and now you’ve no word 
for me, but all for yourself.”

“It has been for your interests,” 
sobbed the miserable woman. “You 
have had more than halUof what be
longs to me! Have I ever refused 
you money? You shall have some 
now, Eugene------!”

He struck his pocket mith a loud 
laugh.

“Money! who cares for it! Money! 
The fool left me all—plenty of it! 
Money! No, what I want, what
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THE SUMMER COLD.
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you catch a cold, 
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and proper thing 
with hosts of 
coughers you're 
enrolled, and you 
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The ■ man who 
t s n ’t barking 
then who doesn’t 
sneeze and 

MASDUi. u wheeze and yip, 
can’t hope to class with other men 
who revel In the Joys of grip. But 
when you have a summer cold, and 
cough a streak the long day through, 
you suffer agonies untold, and there’s 
no sympathy for you. You sit and 
suffer in your flat, and feel like some 
back number dame, who wears around 
a last year’s hat, and therefore can’t 
get in the game. And e’en the drug
gist who’ll dispense his cures, and col
lar your doubloon, will hint that there 
is little sense in having colds along 
in June. The doctor, who in winter 
days, would soothe you with a kindly 
smile, remarks he’s tired 6t healing 
jays who have diseases out of style. 
The man who has a summer cold no 
comfort finds beneath the sky; it for 
a nickel he were sold, he’d think the 
price was rather high.

ELECTED
The people of St. John’s and vicinity have elected for another term of

15 DAYS
OUR NEW YORK BUYER’S SALE, commencing, anew July 1st, and lasting 
till July 15th. Greater Price Reductions is the order from Main Office.

Give the people of 
St. John’s a chance in their life

time to get Bargains’.
Move out the stock—let nothing remain — Furniture, Crockery, Glassware, 
Enamelware, Kitchenware, Ladies’ Ready-to-wear, Men and Boys’ Clothing 
must be sold regardless of cost and loss.

Now is the greatest time for
BARGAINS.

STORE WILL BE OPEN TO-NIGHT ’TILL 10.30 O’CLOCK.

Given Away Free,
A beautiful 8-Day Parlor 

clock will be given away ab
solutely free. See it in our 
Window to-night.
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WHAT TIME WILL IT 
STOP I

This Clock will be given 
away to the person guessing 
the correct or nearest cor
rect shot in the bottle in win
dow. Come and have a guess 
to-night. ^
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| Going ! Going ! Going !
jjj =======================================
jjj Yes, people, that is what is happening. Our third shipment of

l Baby Carriages
are going very fast at our Sale Prices,

as the following will show:
Was $18.50. Now .. ..................... $15.15 Was $2.80. Now........... .............$3.15
Was $19.00. Now .. . ,f.............$15.85 Was $5.50. Now........... .............$4.40
Was $21.00. Now .. ..................... $17.50 Was $11.00. Now .... ; .............$8.85
Was $24.00. Now .. ..................... $19.75 Was $16.00. Now........... ...........*. $13.00

“Oh, hush, hush! Lilian, why do will have, is revenge! Revenge!” $
you not speak to him?” turning an and he ground his white, dog-like

ifiimploring glance at the motionless teeth.
figure beside the curtain. “You—you wouldn’t do any thing— tfi

Lilian Devigne shrugged her siioul- rash!” breathed Lady Devigne, re- sders. coiling.

“It is no concern of mine, mamma,"
(To be Continued.)

The above Carriages are in Sleepers, Roadsters, Sulkys, Go-Carts, Collapsible 
Carriages, etc.

Any mother requiring a Baby Carriage, now is her chance to secure a Bargain, 
for they cost more to land them to-day.
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Father Galway, formerly i 
End of St. John’s, but now 
the large Cathedral in Whe 
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L-s 8l Michael’s was filled to 
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ute at the Elevation. H 
preached a most learned di 
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sic for the occasion was 
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the number of about 150 st| 
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joint parade under comma] 
Greene then proceeded frd 
going via Main Street to tlj 
Company when a turn wa 
then proceeded to the 
grounds where they were 
Rev. Ff. McGrath and Fa] 
on the piaza. Magistrate 
or, behalf of the Star of til 
read an address of welcoi | 
McGrath, while Vice-Pro 
iingsley on behalf of the 
dation presented the Ven | 
or with an ebony silver-mo 
ing cane; and Lieut. Greer I 
of the C. C. C., tendered th| 
and hearty welcome to 
as the Chaplain of then) 

, Botli the President of th< | 
Sea and ïâeuL'tîf the Can 
easion to;refer to the pro
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