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ZSBAFETY FIRST!

=safe by millions for Headache,

Unless you see the name “Bayer” on p&c
lets, you are not getting Aspxm at all. M

Accept only an “unbtohﬁ
Zgenuine “Bayer Tablets 6f Aspirini,” which conta
sand dose worked out by physicians during 21

eorc‘n&t-

mu‘e of his amazement and con-

fiision,  pushed past him, and, béfore
e ean recover himself, 18 fying to-
watd the house, and safely locked. m
her own room.

| Clarente, the new viseotint Lane,
mnd stupldly after the retreating
form for a full minute, then he pass-
&d 118 white hand over His brow. and

3 growied out an oath.

ipuks;o” -of
ns directions
éars and proved

Eirache, Toothache, Neuralgia,

-Colds Rheumatism, Néuritis, Lumbago, and ptin generally.
;’ Handy tin boxes of 12 tablets oost but o fow cents<Larger packages.

<Aspirin i8 the trade mark (registéered in
_aceticacidester of SaHcylicacid, Whild ‘it

be stamped with théi: general trulo
N

-wl 1

cangdey of mm Mand! of mu
mgnutacture, to assist the public againat i:;lt':::m.: ] m“ Dm‘:
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Betteral’easant
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER X
REPULSED.

“To geo me!” exclaimed Jeanney
opening her eyes.to their widest.

¥Yes,” he said. looking at her with
am earnest admiration and eagerness
in his eyes, which, now that they wers
not screwed up by an eyeglass, were
handsome and eloquent enough. “Yés,
to~see you. I want-to say something
to.you, to tell you something Je—Miss
Bertram.”

“Me?”’ said Jeanne, innocently.
«Won't Aunt Jane do as well—and
better?”

He smiled uneasily.

* @Miss Bertram,” he said, “I'm afraid
T've done mayself an injustice—I'th
afraid that T haven’t appeared to the
be§t advantage—down here upder—‘-’
snder the pecudiar circumstances, and
vand, th-at you don’t think very high-
yof me’

SIndeed,” said Jeanme, her foré-
Yemd wrinkling itself perplexedly;
“ygu have always been very kind to
mé Mr. Fitzjames.”

*No; you have been very kind to
meé” he said, earnestly.
rey, when I think what a consummate
idiot you must often have thought me.
I dor’t mind other women, or what
thdy fhink; but you are different, and
I want you to think well of me.”

Jeanne 2t that mement, if the truth
mdst be told, thought.that he had tak-
en-leave of his senses; but she sat
gulet and silent.

®The fact is, the truth is,” he went
onE more hurriedly, amd bending to-
wa¥d her, with his hstnds clasped on
hig-_kneos. earnestly; “[ haven’'t known
my own mind~no,\1 mean that 1 knew
what 1 wanted to do. and what my
people wanted me te do, and—and,
like a fool, I haven’t the courage to
ack like & man. Now it is different,
ang, Miss Bertram, 1 have come over
eafly, like this, to tell you that—Jean-
ne—"

P& stopped; for Jeanne, amazed
and bewildered®™had risen slowly.

“Don’t go—1 beg you won't go un-
tiloyoun have heard me!” he said,
eafnestly, and rising hurriedly, so
thgt he was between her and the op-
ening.

et me_say what 1 have to say,
though I tell it so badly. The truth is,
Miss Bertram—Jeanne—I love you!”

#t was said at last, and not s6 bad-
1y~ after all. But, well or badly, it
staggered Jeanne, and kept her mo-
tionless.

“I feel that

“Yes,” he said, eagerly, “I love you
—that is why 1 éame. this morning;
and I eould have sald it a8 trathtdily
a month ago, but®for cifcéuimstances
over which 1 #iad mno’ control. I love
y6u most devotedly, and I will dq
my very best to win your love, I—'

“Stop==oH, stop!” eried@ Jeamne,
finding her tongue at last. “I can’t, I
don't héar sny motre! Let me pads—
let me pass!” for he blocked the door-
way like an imagé of étone. 2

“No, don't go, I implore you!” he
pleaded. “I knoW what you think, but
I swear that I have thought o6f no one
else than you, and that I feel certain
that it cotild be no other than you,
Do stop! Jeanne, I swear I love you,
and have loved you all through; and
I've wishéd that I'd hever Seen that
beastly Park, and the people there'
Jeannes—"

“Let mé pass!” bruthed Jeanine,
trembling; “I Wweit't huf ln‘] tore.”

“But you must{” he c¢ried, excited-
ly. “I love you, Jeanue, madly; 1
cafi’t 16se you!”

[~ It was a foolish speéch.

Transfixed for an instant, Jeafine
paused, thé firé in her cheek and
éyes.

“You have fot $ot fie ¥et,” ‘she
said, proudly; thefi shé wrung her
hands; “oh, let Mmé g6—I won't hear
any more!”

“Won't?” “he 'sald, hoarsely, tHor-
oughly astounded by her persistent
refusal to hear him. “Leét me tell yoi
all—everything, Tf—if you think ﬂht
I am poor—="

“Let me go!”, cried Junne, Below
her breath, and Wwith set tééth.

“Jf you think me poor and not in
a position,” he went on, still bleck-
ing her way, “you==you are mistaken.
1 was last night, but that is changed;
the money I received was———"

Jeanfie* put Her hands g¢ver her
éars.

“Hear mie!” hé pléaded; “I am no
longer & younger son; I:am.no long-
er Clareénce Fitsjames! my brother
i8 dead and I am Viscount Lane!” and
a8 he spoke; he drew & black-edged
envelope from his pocket.

“T sl a visdount now, and the next
in successioh, Jeanne,” he eald, “and
you—if—if you will only listent, will
be Countess of Airdale. You will not
refnse me!”

Jeanne's. small, pink hands drop-
ped from her ears, and she looked at
him with an indignant firé in her
beautiful eyes.

“And yoy tan Come and--and say
this to mie with your brother just
dead ?”

“Jeanne!” he pkasded.

“Jeanné—Jeanne!” she cried, pas~
sionately, her éyes full of tears, “how
dare you odll me ‘Jeanne’! What have

I done or said that you should do so?
S e e e S
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Améagétsnt, chagrin and mortified

vanity strove with baffled passion, as |

he.picked up his hat and triea to
smooth it.

That he should be refused as the

Honotable Fitzjamies was hard to be-
lieved, but that any one should de-
éliné the honor of picking up the
handkerchief thrown by thé Viscount

Lane, heif 10 ati eédrldom, was simply

{ficredible.

But he had to believe it atddst, and
after standing for & few minutes to
féalize it, walked off, by a path, to
the gate.

Still .less than befére would ‘one

fiave recognised in this gloomy Brow’

&nd sulléf mouth the exquisitedly
¢alm and non-chalant Clarence.
“What an ass I have beén,” he miuft-
tered, “and afi to no purpose! What
Will my pééple say when they hear
this? How beautiful she looked as

‘she stood stamping her féet. By Jove,

1 thought she’ would strike me! A
ohild, .too==d ¢hild! Cotld she have
tihderstood? Yes, I put it plainly
éfiough. And she refused a coronét!
Phew! I must be as ugly as sin, or<
of something. And now there's that
#onfounded pillmaker and his gang!”
fie exclaims, with a Shudder. “That's
& lucky escape, anyhow. I can’t go

back there, and I won’t, that's flat!

They'll hear of this~everybody, my
people, too, and the old earl will rave
ke a madman, and-——"

He stopped muttering, for he heard
thé rastle of a fauslin dress behind
him, and,’ looking around, saw, to
his astonishment Jeanne  hurrying
down the path ’

He raised his hat and slipped his
féet in the stirrup to beat a hasty re-
treat, -when he heard her call him.

Instantly the blood rushed to his
face. She had thought better of it. But
a glance at Jeanhe's face as She stood
at a ltf1d. distance, sent him cold
again.

She stood for a moment to gain
breath, jnn& fong enough” for him  to
notg with longing pangs the exqui*te
grace of her lithe figure; then she
held otit her hand, .

“Mf.; Fitzjamés,” she sald, with a
little remorseful tone, “I—I am very
sorry if I have been rude—or—or un-
kind—no!” for encouraged with a wild
hope, he had dropped the bridle and
taken.a step nearer. “I\fo, I only came
because I felt—bécause I did not like
you to go away without saying good-
by, and thinking that I had been un-
grateful. Indeed, I am very much—
obliged.” T

“Is that all?” he said, sullenly.

“That 18 all,” said Jeanne; “except
—-—" and her eyes dropped;
‘véry—very sorry.”

“You should you be?” he said, with
a sneer. “Young ladies are generally
proud enoughe—"

Jeanne's eyes flashed, and her
graceful figure drew itself as straight
48 an arrow.

“1 am not proud of anything you
have said,” she breathed, quickly. “I
shall not rememiber it—I shall forget

) it in five minutes.”

“Phere will be plenty to remind
you,” he said, sullénly.

“No,” said Jeanne, firmly; “for no
one will know.”

“You mean——" he said, eagerly

“I mean,” said Jeanne, with swéet
dignity, “that I shall tell no one what
—~what you have told me this morn-
ing.” *

“You will not!” he said;
sura?”

1 am quite sure,” said Jesnne, her
Hps curling with the haughty scorn of
her passionaite nature.

“Thanks—thanks,” he exclaims, “I
—]—of course a fellow doesn’t like to
e pointed at, you know, and—it's
very thoughtful of you. o

“You-may rest-quite assured,” said ]

“you are

| Jeanne. “And good-by.”

“You will tell no ofie?” he said.
nne hesitated a moment, a sud-
den crimson dyed her face. Then she
‘sald, firmly and quietly:
“No one. Good-hy, and she held out
her hand.
"Qood-hy,” he said, taking it con-

fusedly, and’ -prinzing into the saddle, |

rode on.

' CHAPTER XL
HUMANITY,
lunwhlle, where was Vane? It was
very near morning before he startled
‘Mrs. ‘Brown from hiér beauty sleep by-
Mﬂ: on um up “'the = Aarro}
to ‘his room, and’ long

“I am’

J. B. MITUHELL & SON; LTD,
827 Water Sfwy St. John's.’

He jumiped into thé boat, rowed out
to sea, touk his swim, and returned,
glving a good-morhing to Old Griffin,
who was tinkering sbout the Nancy
Bell:

“Fine mornin’ for a sai],” says the
old man, pulling his forelock. “’Spect
we’ll see Miss Jeanne sgon, ‘cording
to the wind, God bless her!” i

“Aye—aye,” echoed Vernosi Vang,
echoing te benediction in his heart:
“God bless my darfing!”

Then, having made Old Griffi
happy with a cigar, and half a crowh
to buy a light for it, he started homé-
ward.

“In an hour I might go up to thenl,
and I,shall see my Jeanne—my -little
Jeanine,” he thought.

Mrs. Brown stared at her eceentric
lodger very much as Aunt Jane stared
at Jeanmie, for he came in whistling
“one o' ‘them furrin’ tune§,” as Mrs.
Brown called it, and “seemed like a
boy,” as he pitched the towels on a
thair and strode up and down the

breakfast.

Like every one else who had come
itno oclose contact. with him, Mrs.
Brown had grown -attached to her
handsome lodger, and was mnever 8o
pleased as when shé could get a few
words with him.

“I'm afraid you haven’'t much 8ps
petite this morning, sir,” she said,
$athering up the wet toWwels.

"Why fiot?’ asked Vernon Vane,
looking guilty. ¢

“You wasn’t home till so late. Oh,
I héard you go up, sir, begging your
[ pardon.”

“All right!” he laughed. “Yes, T was
late, but 'I’ve the appetite of a tiger,
Mrs. Brown, for all that. It’s the salt
\water, I suppose.”

“Perhaps It is,  sir,” said Mrs.
Brown, with a sigh; “but for all that,]
I do tremble when I hear you g0 down
to the beach, for the old people say
you be so reckless.”

“Nonsense!” he said. laughing
again. “Don’t be afraid, Mrs. Brown,
there’s no danger. I value my life,
now, beyond a lac of rupees. No;-1
ghan’t drown myself!”

And leaving the bewildered DMrs,
Erown to puzzle over his new mood in
the kitchen, he fell to breakfast.

It was a hurried meal, for alli his
thoughts were of Jeantle, and beforé
very long he had caught up his hat
and was starting tc plead his love
with Aunt Jane.

Just a8 his hand was on the gate,
however, the postman came down the
\gtreet, pulled up short, and with &
touch of his hat, gave him a letter.

Vernon: Vane glanced at it, and was
thrusting it carelessly in his pocket,
when, as if by a 8écond thought, he
took it out again and opened it.

Humming the while; then-§uddenly the
alr ceased, and he looked thoughtful,

.| and ‘at last he hurried back into the

house, and with the letter in his hand,
fell to pacing the room.
It was not a very long letter, and
it was not in a lady’s handwriting.
This was it: ’
(To be continued.)

DANDERINE

Stops Hafr Coming -Out;
Thickens, .Beautifies.

room while she arranged his simple

For a few lines he read hurriedly,}

Pattern am ﬂs uud to mue this
design. 1t 18 ocut in & Sizes: Small,
32-347 Medium, 36-38; Large, 40-42;
Extra' Large, 44=40 inches bust mea-
sure. . To make the design ior a
Médinm size will require 4 yards
ot 88 ineh material. ~

Gihgham, geersucker, chambrey,
lawn, alpaca, sateen and drill sve at~
tractive for this style.

A pattern of this illustration mall-
ed to aniy address _on receipt of 15c.
ln sitver or stamps.

e

BOY'S BLOUSE AND XKNICKER.
BOCKER TROUSERS.

Pattern 2436 furnishgs these
practical ‘styles. It is cut ip 5 Sizes:
6, 8, 10, 12 and 14 years. A 10 year
size will require 1% yard of 36 inch
material for the Blouse and 13 yard
for the Knickerbockers.

Serge, cheviot, corduroy and khaki
afe good for the Knickerbockers and
cambrie, madras, linen, chambrey and
flanhel for the Blouse.”

A pattern of this illustration mail-
od to-any address on receipt of 15¢.
in silver or stamps.

-
e

R

"“ B8 of 00 oé a0 45 40 o4 40 4

Address in fulli-
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NOTH:=~Owing to the continual ad-
vanoe in price of paper; wages, #to,
we are compelled to advance the prier
of patterns to 166. each.

Have You a
“Sacred Goldﬁsh ?

one, it should be returned td Japan!
Prissts from the Far Hast are
searching for these goldfish, for they
are sacred to the Tites and oult.oms
of Japan. - ° ‘
Nine years ago three of thui - fish "
were lent to the Japanese
dt the White City in Legfon. At the;
close of the exhibition thef were .om
'by_an official whe was under’ "the’ i
‘pression mt they were ordinary gold-
Harly this year & pair were Iun
muwum&"lhopht.ondon A
‘hortified Japaness customer, who no-

umm;vmahmmylur
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Why not hava'your Engine thoroughly
overhaubd this wiﬂter, it means added years
to its life of service. Our Repair Department
can handle any kind of engine, marine or

stationary, gasolene or crude oil.

All wotk done thoroughly by a, staff of mechanics every
one of whom are specialists in repairing and installing engmes.

No job too big, no job too small.
‘Our’ teputation for good _work should be an inducement

‘ call”™ s when you have engine trouble. :
e

JOB’S STORES, Lt

Marine Department \
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It ibu have, nid it is a double-finned '
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The Metal Shingle & Siding Co.,

LIMITED:
Manufacturers of

Portable Metal Buildings and Garages.
/Steel Buildings and Truss Barns.

Metal Doors and Windows.

Kalemeined Doors and Windows.

Metal Shingles, Sidings and Ceilings.
Metal Lath and Corner Bead for Plaster.
Preston Safe Lock Shingles.

Skylights and Ventilators, Revolving Doors.
Steel Sash, Rolling Steel Doors.

Steel Fireproof Partitions.

Fireproof Windows and Doors.
_Copper Cornices, etc.

P. C. O’DRISCOLL, Limited

Agents for Newfoundland.
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Our Stock- takmg Sale!

- o

\

As we are soon to take stock preparatory to closing our books, Jan.
81st, we are desirous of having our stock as low as possible and are mak-
ing an effort to reduce same and are offermg the following reductions.

25 TSN T | |
$2.95

$4.95
$5.95

BEDSTEADS. - Worth $12.00. Now .. .. ..
WOVEN WIRE SPRINGS, 3 ft.
WOVEN WIRE SPRINGS, 4 ft. .. ..
COPPER WIRE SPRINGS, 4 ft. .. .. .. ... ... .0l
MATRESSES at all prices.

CREEOIRN . . crht ot icsmiion o
BUREAUS . 3
WASHSTANDS VSRS TR
UPHOLSTERED CH.AIRS Shka b

es' 8¢ oo ‘e e 98 o % S s e o s s st =

e o8 e s a8 e moe * o8 s s

.$10.50, $12.50 and $14.50
..315.50 to $45.00
.$7.50 to $15.50
..$19.50 up
..$55.00
e e 000

88 84 86 08 eb s 8e es e 8 s

4% 48 o8 o8 s o

PARLOUR SUITES, 5 Pieces .
DINING SUITES, 6 Piéces .. .. .. .. .. Yo ..$45.00
MISSIONSUITES B e e e 24 88000

And our Celebrated. KITCHEN CHAIR .will be on sale again next

week at the old prlce, $1.55.

b

Co., Ltd.

uﬁfsprincdalg Streets, St. John's,
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