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"(1 cup of Cocos’
Good at anytiour of the day* 

Baker’s Cocoa 
Is especially ^ood in the 
evening a short time before 
retiring Its flavor? ts 
delicious, its aroma most 
attractive, and it is condu
cive to restful sleep without 

hi hzln6 in any sense 
a the word, a Æ 
narcotic
Absolute!

: =;
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iy pure, 
and wholesome.

Walter Balter & Co. Ltd. |
ESTABLISHED 1760.
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Setters Peasant 
j Than a Peer.

CHAPTER XXVII. 
BARRIERS BETWEEN.

The girl shrank away and blushed, 
expecting ft further rebuke, which 
would certainly have been forthcom
ing. but, fortunately, some one at the 
outskirts of the little crowd sees a 
cjoud of dust, a very small cloud, in the 
distance.

’“-They are coming!” runs down the 
line, and knitting-needles and fingers 
stop instantly.

“Yes. it is them!” repeats the first 
authority. “I can see the blue jackets 
of the postilions! See, too, they have 
run up the flag at Der Krone! Do you 
think milord the marquis will stop 
Jor a moment? If so, what a fine view 
they will have at Der Krone. Yes, here 
they come!”

The murmur runs down the ranks, 
reaches the church, which instantly, 
as if-it were human and watching, 
bursts into a clangor from the belfry.

The little, fat landlord of Der Krone 
comes out on the steps, and, looking 
up and down the street, rubs his hands 
with a complacent smile, as if he were 
the proprietor of the coming show. 
From the windows people lean out as 
if they mean to precipitate themselves 
on the heads below; even the two 
stablemen wake up on this momentous 
occasion, and stand upright without 
the vid of the gateposts.

The cloud of dust grows larger, the 
gay uniforms of the postilions force 
through it. the clatter of horses’ hoofs 
arise above the murmur of the crowd, 
and suddenly there goes up a hearty 
guttural cheer, and the clear, soprano 
“Hoch!” of the women.

With a grandoise snacking of their 
long whips, the postilions urge their 
horses to a gallop, and the next min
ute the handsome'traveling-chariot of 
the milord the marquis rattles over 
the stones of the clean white street.

Suddenly obeying an order, the pos
tilions rein in their impatient horses 
—English bays, perfectly matched, and 
in the finest of fettle—and the carriage 
draws up at the door of Der Krone.

The crowd presses forward—not 
rudely, not intrusively, as, also, some 
crowds we could name are given to

ONE Wi 'S
EXPERIENCE

Of Interest to Childless 
Women.

Toronto, Ontario. —“I suffered for • 
long time from a female weakness, in
flammation, and a terrible backache 
caused by that condition. One day one 
of your booklets was left at my door, and 
I read bow other women with troubles 
like mine had been made well, so I got a 
bottle of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound and a package of Sanative 
Wash, and it helped me wonderfully, 
and I now have the finest little baby boy 
that any mother could want. I want to 
recommend Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound to any woman who has 
female troubles. ” —Mrs. Joseph La 
Bella, 773 Shaw Street, Toronto, On
tario, Canada.

The experience of Motherhood is a 
trying one to most women and marks 
distinctly an epoch in their lives. Not 
one woman in a hundred is prepared or 
understands how to properly care for 
herself. Every woman at this time 
should rely upon Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound, a most valuable 
tonic and invigqrator of the female 
organism.

“.In many homes once childless there 
jtfe now children because of the fact 
that Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound makes women normal, 
wealthy and strong, and this good old 
fashioned root and herb rtmedy con
tains ne nar'.otiei or harmful drugs.

doing—but with respectful curiosity. 
All eyes are bent for a momenjt on the 
tall, handsome marquis, who, with a 
quiet smile and high-bred air, bends 
forward to reply to the landlord’s 
“Welcome to Forbach, milord,” with a 
suitable response in German; then, 
with one accord, all eyes shift their 
glance to the face at his side, and a 
murmur of respectful admiration 
arises around.

Rarely—perhaps never—has For
bach seen such a beautiful face as that 
which looks at them with a pleasant, 
grateful and gentle smile.

And yet, it is not its supreme beauty 
which touches the hearts of the wo
men; talking it over, as they do, morn
ing. noon and night, for months, for 
years afterwards, they all agree that 
it was not altogether the beauty of 
the marchioness that witched hem; 
but something strange about her. a 
certain subtle kind of youthful purity 
in the girlish face, and an undefinable 
air of sad wistfulness.

Even as she leans forward, and takes 
the bouquet of flowers which a tiny 
mite has toddled up to the carriagè to 
give hef, they note it. It is there be
yond, beneath the smile ; a certain 
wistful, unsatisfied look seems to give 
an added softness to the deep eyes, 
and a pensive curve to the mobile 
mouth.

All press forward to hear her speak. 
They are only a few words that she 
says—in German, with a strong Eng
lish accent, all too soft for the deep, 
guttural language, but hearing them, 
one woman turns aside, with her eyes 
full cf tears, and murmurs :

“Poor child!”
But the next moment the marquis 

gives the word, the postilions smack 
their whips, and the horses dash for
ward anrid a deep cheer, which he ac
knowledges with a bow and a smile, 
and she, girl-like, by turning half a- 
round in the carriage, and gently wav
ing the bouquet.

It is a little thing to do—it costs her 
no more than a smile and^a bow, bui 
it just settles—"fetches,” is the ex
pressive American word—the good 
people of Forbach. and , wins every 
heart in it for my poor Lady Jeanne.

“How handsome he is, the marquis! 
What princely grace!" say the girls to 
chorus, and:

“She is an angel, past expression!” 
murmur the men. "Oh, beautiful in
deed! ”

Scarcely has the marquis’ carriage 
disappeared down the street than three 
other carriages dash into it. They do 
not halt at the Krone, but the crowd 
cheer, though not so lustily as be
fore, and catch a glimpse of fair ladies 
and grand gentlemen. One face in the 
third carraige attracts marked atten
tion. and even a slight murmur of 
admiration. It is, in its way, as fair a 
face as that of the girl marchioness, 
but it excites no enthue .sib, and no 
tears are shed as it flashes past with 
a cold, languid smile. It is Lady Lu- 
celle.

“Quite a reception,” she says, look
ing over at her opposite neighbor, 
with half closed eyelids. “Vane is 
evidently a king in the land.”

Clarence Lane looks around with a 
petulant air of impatience.

“.They make a fearful row,” he says, 
irritably. “Blinded by the dust, one 
only requires to he deafened to make 
the misery complete. What’s it all 
about? Anybody would think we were 
a kind of lord-mayor’s show!”

Lady Lucelle smiles ironically.
“You wouldn’t object to the dust or 

the shouting, my dear Clarence, If it 
was on your account. Don’t be synlcai.
It is very tiresome to be obliged to ride 
twenty miles with me, but you’ve had 
a very fair innings, and your turn will 
soon come again."

"What do you mean?" he asks, but 
his face flushes and he.looks down.

The countess smiles.
"The dust has been thick all this 

week, but it hasn’t quite blinded me, 
my dear Clarence,” she says.

“My dear Clarence” opens hie life 
to retort, and thinks better of it, and

throws himself-hack with an air of 
weariness.

As she approaches the castle, Jean
ne looks thoughtfully around her. The 
frank-hearted smile with wy,ch she re
sponded to the welcome of the vil
lagers has vanished, and in its place 
is the half-sad, half-proud and wholly 
reserved look which, people say, Is 
characteristic of the Marchioness of 
Ferndale.

As she leans back, with her bouquet 
up to her face, almost hiding it, the 
wistful look is very marked.

As a matter of fact, she is indulging 
in that foolish habit which too many 
of us are prone to. She is looking back 
—looking back to that day when, with 
Vane J>y her side, as he is now, sho 
drove up to the castle, in England and 
learned with wonderment and delight 
that it was her future home. How hap
py, how gloriously happy she was to 
be; how tender, how nobly loving he 
was to her on that, her marriage day. 
Poor Jeanne, as she looked forward 
then, thought the Castle Ferndale was 
to be her earthly paradise, and that, 
if any thing, her cup of happiness 
would fill up and run over.

How different has been the result to 
what she anticipated. Since that even
ing Vane and she have not exchanged 
one word of love.

To the outer world they are as other 
husbands and wives, but a gulf, which 
seems never to be crossed, yawns be
tween them, neither has a word of 
anger.

The most pàssionately-fond hus
band could not be more attentive to 
his wife than is Vane ; he is not only 
courteous, but studiously so. His tone, 
when he addresses her, is of studic-d 
respect, his touch gentleness itseif. 
She has but to express a wish to find 
it gratified; it is at her desire that 
they have come to Germany a week 
before their time. If she had decided 
at the last moment not to come at all 
he would, without hesitation, have 
countermanded the preparations, and 
have been ready to go elsewhere. He 
has consulted her wishes on the small
est points, and has acceded to t.negl 
with cheerful alacrity, excepting in 
one instance only, the choice of guests.

Invitations had been given right .and 
left; the castle was almost as large as 
a small town, and the list, a lengthy 
one, had been placed in Jeanne’s hands 
before the formal invitations were is
sued. |

| She looked it through languidly and 
listlessly enough until she came (o 
Lord Lane’s name; then, without look
ing up, she said:

“Has Lord Lane been asked?” 
“Clarence? Yes, I think so,” said 

Vane.
“I thought he was going to Norway,’ 

said Jeanne.
“He said something about it, but 1 

don’t suppose he will object to sub
stitute Germany.”

Jeanne looked up for the first time. 
There was a faint, a very faint touch 
of color on her face.

“Why should he substitute it?” she 
said. "His party is made up, I believe.”

They werfe in the morning-room at 
Nugent Abby, Jeanne seated by the op
en window with the list in her hand. 
Vane standing beside her courteously, 
listening and attentive.

As she spoke, he walked to the win
dow and stroked his mustache thought
fully.

“Do you not wish him to be askedr’ 
he said; “I put his name down be
cause I thought you had got on to
gether so well.”

Jeanne looked fixedly at her list; it 
she had loked up, his face would nave 
given her no hint as to his thought 
It was as impassive and calm as the 
sunlight itself.

"I!” she said. “I have no. objection 
—why should I have? Let him be ask
ed, by all means, if you wish it.”

“I,” he said, then he stopped, for 
she had taken out her pencil, and writ
ten something at the bottom of the 
list.

“I have added Lady Lucelle’s name,” 
she said, quietly, but with a dash of 
color in her face; “it was forgotten, 
apparently.”

“I don’t think she will care much for 
Germany—the castle stands in an out- 
of-the-way place; too far from Baden 
to he gay.”

“She can refuse if she does not care 
to go,” said Janne. “Unless you wish 
her to be left out, I will ask her.”

“I have no wish in the matter,” he 
replied, calmly; “please yourself in 
every way.”

•T was thinking of your amuse
ment." said Jeanne, rising. “You seem 
to get on together, and she is—an old 
friend.”

Vane bit his mustache and turned 
as if about to speak, but Jeanne mov
ed across the room, and he held the 
door open for her in silence.

It was always thus; the Bertram 
pride and the haughty Ferndale temper 
were formidable barriers.

Then how was Jeanne to know that 
the moment the door had closed upon 
her he fell to pacing the room and bit
ing bis mustache, muttering :

“Was she in earnest—would she 
have left him out? They are always 
together—on land and sea, morning, 
noon and eve. If I hear her laugh, it 
is at some speech of his; she never 
fails to greet him with a smile; and 
lie—-well, he would be stone if he did 
not warm under such kind treatment ; 
the m^n does not exist who could re
sist her! If one could but wipe out 
that black night! Heigh-ho!”

And how was he to know that the. 
cold hauteur died out of Jeanne’s face 
as she ascended the stairs, and in its 
place came the sad, wistful expression 
which well matched the murmur:

“I was right, carefully though he 
tried to conceal it. He would not be 
happy without her. Let her go witn 
us!”

If to both had been given the dan
gerous gift of foreseeing events, cer
tainly Jeanne would not have added 
Lady Lucelle’s name to the list, and 
as certainly Vane would not have made 
a point of Lord Lane’s ' visit to the 
Konig’s Schloss.

And now as they approached the 
long road which winds between two 
lines of huge elms, Jeanne’s face grows 
from wistful to eager. Vane, who has 
been watching it, smiles rather sadly 
and curiously.

“We have seen nothing of Hal yet,” 
he says.

(To be continued.)
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Something Always 
New and Fresh at

ELLIS & CO.
LIMITED, /

203 Water Street.

Milk Fed Chicken.

Fresh Kippers. 
Finnan Haddie.

CALIFORNIA ORANGES. 
FLORIDA ORANGES. 

TANGERINES. 
GRAPE FRUIT. 

BARTLETT PEARS. 
BLUE GRAPES. 

GREEN GRAPES. 
CALIFORNIA LEMONS. 

PALERMO LEMONS.

Fresh Celery. 
American Cabbage. 

Parsnips. 
Carrots. 

Beetroot.

Fresh Codfish. 
Fresh Caplin.

NEW DESSERT RAISINS. 
NEW TUNIS DATES. 
NEW SMYRNA FIGS. 
JORDAN ALMONDS. » 

VALENCIA ALMONDS. 
NAPLES WALNUTS. 

MARASCHINO 
CHERRIES.

FRESH SUPPLY

CHOCOLATES & BON 
BONS.

limonds saws
We make and temper 
our own steel which 
gives the teeth of 
Simonds Saws a tough
ness and hardness 
which ensures their- 
keeping their sharp 
cutting edge under 
severe usage.

SIMONDS CAXADA SAW CO-, LIMITED
St Inti Street aeS Sun Aieaue, 

atomm
IMCIUYEI, I. C. ST. IMS. H. S.

READYMADE 
SENSATION! 
Ten Days’Sale

THE BALANCE OF OUR STOCK OF

Men’s and Boys’
Winter Overcoats £ 

Mackinaws
HALF PRICE.

MEN’S MACKINAWS.

Regular $20.00 for ...... . .$10.00
MEN’S OVERCOATS.

All Woollen Makes.
Regular $20.00 for .. .... .. . .$10.00 

MEN’S OVERCOATS.
All Woollen Makes.

Regular $22.00 for .. .. . .$11.00
MEN’S OVERCOATS.

All Woollen Makes.
Regular $24.00 for..................  .$12.00

MEN’S OVERCOATS.
All Woollen Makes.

Regular $28.00 for.................. .. . .$14.00
MEN’S OVERCOATS.

All Woollen Makes.
Regular $33.00 for.............. ... .. . .$16.50

MEN’S OVERCOATS.
All Woollen Makes.

Regular $35.00 for........................... $17.50
BOYS’ OVERCOATS 

from..................... ...  .$7.75 each upwards
Tl.is tremendous reduction really does give 

you GOODS AT PRE-WAR PRICES and far 
cheaper than we expect to be able to offer you 
the same goods next year. But as we believe 
tb 1 Readymade Business in Newfoundland is at 
the moment overdone, we have decided to re
duce in this Department as regards our Busi
ness and we have taken a step that we know 
will reduce ztock quickly.

o ©
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10|>c. Discount 
iJ on Soilings and 

Overcoatings.
From this date un.-

til. end of year We 
offer all our stock of 
High Class

Overcoatings
_. and

Suitings
at a Special RedUc. 
tion of Ten Per Cent 
for Cash.

All orders will re. I 
ceive prompt attend 
tion and immediate] 
delivery,_ and will be] 
tailored in our usual f 
first class finish and] 
style.

Avail of this offer 
and save money by 
placing your order 
at once.

CHARLES J. ELLIS,
HIGH CLASS TAILOR, 302 WATER STREET. I

HENRY BLAIR.
tn,th,e,tf

TRY IT
Mackintosh’s

TOFFEE
DELUXE.

Baird & Co.
Agents.

------- -- - ■—IgsassssssassssJ~

Try our Special Cambridge 
Sausages. Made fresh daily at 
ELLIS’.—novio.tt

Canadian National Railways !
FROM MARITIME PROVINCE POINTS TO 

QUEBEC, ONTARIO AND THE WEST.
X . ....  .........................................

Solid steel equipment, latest type of steel 
sleepers, Standard dining cars, steel Colonist, 
also first-class coaches.

. For information regarding fares and reser
vations, etc., apply

J. W. N. JOHNSTONE, General Agent
• Board of Trade Building, Water Street,

novl,eod,tf St. John’s, Newfoundland.

Forty-Two Years in the Public 
Servic^-The Evening Telegram.

AT THE

Big Feed Depot
Prime Timothy Hay,
Baled Straw,
Bright YeUow Corn Meal, 
Round and Crushed Corn, 
Linseed Oil Meal,
Black and White Oats,

Bran.

LOWEST PRICES.

F. McNamara,
QUEEN STREET.
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THE FINISHING TOUCH TO A DINING TABLE

Holmes & Edwards’ 
FLATWARE.

Into each piece of “Holmes & Edwards’ ” Flatware 
goes Intelligence, Artistry and Skill. Behind each 
piece is'the Fixed Purpose that the Goods shall be 
Superior1 in Design, Quality, Materials and Workman
ship, and amply fill that elusive craving for

“SOMETHING DIFFERENT.”

D. A. McRae
=5=
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Red cross line i
New York—Halifax—St. John’s.

Rotte your freight by this line, the only all year service be
tween the above-ports.

WINTER SERVICE—Sailings about every three weeks. 
Summer service—Fortnightly.
Excellent accommodations, for First and Second Class Pas

sengers.
The S. S. ROSALIND will probablÿaeaVe.Jtow Yotic on Feb. 

19th text. •- "A t -;r
For further information re passage tore* freight rates, etc.,

appl}! to *' ; ; i__; ■ 1
G. S. CAMPBELL k CO, 

Halifax N.S, 
Agents.

V CO, Agents,
ni tenait meg, 17 Battery Place, 
7 5 ' New Y«rk, C.Sjt.

VEY & COMPANY, LIKTAgenU,
Steamship Dept, St John’s, NeyvIoilifitTSlfllC
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