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THE HEIR
OF

Lancewood
CHAPTER III.

Gerald Dorman never forgot the 
day of the baronet’s return. It was 
intensely warm and bright—one of 
those days in June when the blue sky 
has no cloud, when no summer wind 
stirs the trees, even the birds seemed 
to find it too hot for singing, and had 
retired into the shadiest depths of 
the trees. The warm air was full of 
sweet odors, the rippling of the foun
tains made pleasant music—it was a 
day when nature seems awaiting 
some unwonted event, and the world 
seems to stand still in its golden haze.

The day had arrived, the travellers 
were to be at the Abbey about seven. 
Still Vivien had spoken no word.

Gerald went to her when the morn
ing was over; he looked at the proud 
face—it was unnaturally calm and 
still.

“I am half frightened, Miss Neslie, 
he said, “to ask you what carriage 
should be sent to the station.”

“Any you please,” she replied 
shortly. “I have no suggestion to 
make on the subject, and decline to 
discuss it."

With that answer he was compelled 
to be content, but it was to save her 
that he studied so hard to make all 
things pleasant and to carry out Sir 
Arthur’s wishes—it was to save her 
that he went so carefully and anx
iously through the house, trying to 
find out if everything was as its mas 
ter w'ould’ like it.

It was six o’clock before Gerald 
Dorman presented himself in the 
character of an invited guest in the 
drawing-room. He looked with some 
curiosity for Miss Neslie’s entrance. 
How would she receive the coming 
Interloper, the young wife who was in 
great measure to wrest her kingdom 
from her?

She came in soon afterward; and 
- though he had seen her often in the 

brilliancy of evening toilet, he was 
startled. She looked older, more dig
nified, more stately; she looked far 
more like the wife of the master of 
the house than his daughter. It was 
such a strange toilet, too—all black, 
with gleaming diamonds throwing 
out the loveliest of lights—a dress of 
rich black lace; the perfect curves of 
her shoulders and arms were shown 
to perfection, the white neck looked 
the fairer for the contrast. A dia
mond star shone in the coils of silk
en hair; a diamond cross glittered on 
the white breast. She had evidently 
chosen a toilet that would add to her 
age and dignity; she had tried to 
look older instead of younger, and 
she had succeeded. The lovely South
ern face had lost none of its color;

My Corns
Were Ended This Way

Countless women have told 
other women about Bine-jay 
plasters. Now a million corns a 
month are ended in this scientific 
way.

Women who know Blue-jay 
do not suffer corns. When one 
appears, they put a Blue-jay 
piaster on it. That ends the pain. 
In 48 hours the com is gone 
forever, with no soreness left.
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the dainty rose-leaf flush was on her 
cheeks, the rich crimson on her lips. 
He had looked op many fair women, 
but none so fair as this daughter of 
the Neslies.

She did not speak when she entered 
the room ; she looked at him with 
calm, graceful indifference—it was 
not often that she seemed to take any 
special interest in the young secre
tary. He rose with a grave, cere
monious bow; she took up a book and 
sat down by the open window.

“How proud she is!” he thought. “I 
am dess to her than the ground be
neath her feet, than the leaves on the 
trees—less than the faded flowers she
throws away—yet I-----  Dear Heaven,
I dare not think how I love her—I 
fare scarcely say it even to myself!

He watched her as she sat there; 
the white jewelled hands that turned 
the pages of her book so listlessly 
never trembled, the color never var
ied on her face, even when the sound 
of the carriage wheels was heard, 
and Gerald Dorman rose with an agi 
tated face, saying—

‘They are here, Miss Neslie.”
‘They are earlier than I expected 

was the calm reply.
She did not lay her book down or 

make any sign of disturbing herself. 
Gerald trembled with excitement and 
agitation.

‘Miss Neslie, are you going down 
in the hall? Sir Arthur will expect 
it, I----- ”

“Pray do not trouble yourself, Mr. 
Dorman ; I am not going down Into 
the hall. You can, of course, please 
yourself.”

He went—more to save her than 
gratify himself—and he owned that It 
was a sight well worth seeing—the 
grand entrance hall, with Its mosaic 
pavement, its great stands of flow
ers and orange-trees, the wealth of 
antiquities that decorated the walls, 
the long line of domestics, all stand
ing to welcome the bride. He saw 
Sir Arthur, tall and stately, with a 
pleased, bright expression on his

He saw a sudden darkening of the 
baronet’s face; but just then a sweet, 
lingering voice said;

“How charming, Arthur! Are all 
English mahsions like this?”

The voice was sweet and clear, the 
accent pretty and piquant, after the 
fashion of French ladies who speak 
English well. It seemed to have a 
magical charm for Sir Arthur; his 
face cleared and his eyes brightened.

“No, Valerie,” he replied; “there 
are few houses, even In England, like 
this.”

Then Lady Neslie spoke to Mrs. 
Spenser, to the butler, and one or 
two of the servants. Sir Arthur turn
ing to her, said:

“We will go to the drawing-room, 
Valerie—Miss Neslie is there. Come 
with us, Mr. Dorman."

It seemed to Gerald that the master 
of the Abbey was, after all, in no 
hurry to meet his child. He seemed 
to linger by the way, pointing out a 
rare picture or statue to his wife. 
Gerald began to suspect that the 
proud baronet felt some little tre
pidation at the thought of'meeting his 
still prouder daughter. They passed 
through the magnificent suite of 
rooms, the stranger’s sweet voice 
sounding like the cooing of a dove; 
yet, sweet as it was, Gerald feared 
that there was something Insincere in 
the ring of It.

When they reached the drawing
room, Vivien was still sitting where 
he had léft her; but when they en
tered she rose with a stately grace 
all her own. Sir Arthur released his 
wife’s hand and went up to his 
laughter. She stood before him, tall, 
dark, dignified, with all the pride of 
her race flashing In her dark eyes.

“My dear Vivien,” said Sir Arthur, 
‘how welt you are looking! Have 
you no word for me?”

She did not ’ clasp her arms round 
his neck, after the old impulsive fash
ion, nor did she raise her beautiful 
face to kiss him; and Sir Arthur felt 
that it was the beginning of hostili
ties. She held out her hand to him.

‘Welcome home, papa,” she said, 
briefly.

‘Thank you, Vivien. And now, my 
darling, I want you to welcome some 
one else—I want you to welcome my 
beloved wife.”

If it had been to save her life, Vivi
en could not have smiled, could not 
have uttered a kindly word. She 
made a stiff, formal courtesy, and 
there was a moment of painful si
lence. Again Gerald saw the baro
net’s face darkening—again the soft, 
cooing voice seemed to break the 
spell. Sir Arthur’s wife held out her 
hand to Sir Arthur’s daughter.

The greatest pleasure I had in 
coming to Lancewood was the hope 
that you would love me.”

You are very good,” said Vivien, 
coldly.

Good—nay,” opposed the sweet 
voice, “I do not know that I am good. 
Ah, that is an English idiom! They 
are hard to understand. If wishing 
for love makes one good, then am I 
good.”

A smile, almost of contempt, curl
ed Vivien’s lips as she saw her father 
looking with rapt devotion at his new 
wife.

As though words meant any
thing!" thought Miss Neslie. “Hers 
are sweet enough, but the very sound 
of her voice is false.”

Sir Arthur turned to his daughter.
“I venture to promise for you, Vlvi-face, leading by the hand a lady 

whose features he could not see, for I en’ that y°u will soon love Lady Nes- 
she wore a veil; but her figure was |lie—no one can help it. Valerie, you
the very perfection of grace. Sir Ar
thur held her hand in his, and In a 
few well-chosen words introduced 
her to his dependents as their future 
Lady Neslie. Then, seeing Gerald, he 
held out his hand, with a frank, kind
ly smile.

“I am glad to see you, Mr. Dorman. 
We have had quite a royal reception, 
such a welcome home as we shall 
never forget I have been quite touch
ed by It. Where is Miss Neslie?”

There was a moment of blank si
lence—of silence Inexpressibly pain
ful—and every one felt It to be so. 
Where was she who had always hur
ried to meet him, who had been wont 
to fling her arms round his neck, re
gardless of who was present, and give 
him such a rapturous welcome home? 
Sir Arthur looked abound, but the 
fair face of his daughter was not 
there. Gerald hastened to reply:

'Miss Neslie Is In the drawing
room, Sir Arthur; she awaits • you 
there.”

will like to go to your apartments.
Perhaps, Vivien, you----- ”

“Has Lady Neslie a maid?” she ask
ed, quickly.

“Yes,” replied Sir Arthur.
‘Then she had better go with her. 

I will speak to you, papa.”
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CHAPTER IV.
Lady Neslie left the drawing-room, 

and, with her maid and the house
keeper, soon found herself In the 
magnificent rooms appointed for her. 
She listenëd to Mrs. Spenser’s ex
planations, and then courteously dis
missed her.

‘"this Is very good, Marie,” she said 
to her maid, when they were alone. 
“I never thought to find Lancewood 
so grand. It is a palace; I have seen 
nothing like it."

“It is none too good for miladi,” 
observed the girt; “and I wish you, 
miladi, years of happiness in it.”

“I shall be happy enough,” said the 
bride; “plenty of money always make 
one happy. Marie, find me the pret
tiest dress I have. This young lady, 
Sir Arthur’s daughter, is stately and 
beautiful as a princess; I feel quite 
plain and Insignificant by her side. 
Find me something very nice, that I 
may surpass her.”

“She cannot be more beautiful than 
miladi,” declared the girl, flattering
ly.

‘Yes, she Is. You do not under
stand. She has the face of a prin
cess; she has the manner of a prin
cess; she speaks like one. Find me 
my prettiest dress and my rarest 
jewels. She shall not surpass me.”

“But, miladi, Is it good taste—jew
els and a courtly dress for this dinner 
en famille? I think not. My late 
mistress, the Duchess of Fitzburgh, 
never made a very elaborate toilet 
for dinner with her own family.”

“Of course you know best,” said 
Lady Neslie, impatiently. “I wish 
there had never been a Duchess of 
Fitzburgh; she is always being quot
ed against me. Have your own way, 
Marie.”

“No, miladi—your way, not mine. 
It your ladyship will trust to me, 
your toilet shall he such as Sir Ar
thur’s daughter cannot help admir
ing.”

There was a strange familiarity be
tween “miladi” and her maid when 
they were together alone. When Lady 
Neslie was Impatient, Marie gave her 
plenty of sound advice, always quot
ing, as a last resource, the Duchess 
of Fitzburgh. Left to herself. Lady 
Neslie would have chosen some elab
orate costume; she would have deck
ed herself with costly jewels. Marie’s 
good taste prevailed. The young wife 
wore a dress of plain white silk, trim
med with silver net, a few beautiful 
pearls in her hair, and a necklace of 
pearls round her throat. It was pret
ty and bride-like. Lady Neslie own
ed that nothing could be better.

“I shall have to dress well and use 
all my powers of pleasing,” she said 
to herself ; “for Miss Neslie does not 
like me, I am sure. I have won Sir Ar
thur—now I must try to win her.

If she had seen Vivien just then, 
she would have despaired of ever 
winning her. Mr. Dorman had, much 
to the baronet's discomfiture, quitted 
the room. He had hoped to avoid all 
private conversation with his daugh
ter, but her strong will prevailed— 
they were left alone. Then Vivien 
went up to him and clasped her arms 
round his neck.

“Welcome home, papa! I could not 
kiss you before, with that stranger 
here. Oh, papa, why have you brought 
her? Why have you married her? 
Was not I enough for you? Why did 
you bring her here—a girl—only a 
girl? Why did you marry her?”

Sir Arthur loqked very uncomfort
able. It was not the pleasantest posi
tion in the world. He tried to make 
the best of it. He threw his arm 
round her and drew her nearer to 
him.

(To be Continued.)

The Sergeant’s Mess.
“Do you mean that you want me to 

press your trousers?” she demanded, 
with all the sternness she could mus
ter.

“Why, certainly, my dear,” replied 
Sergeant Euchre, affably. “Am I ask
ing too much?”

“Well, I should just about think 
so, Charles William. I’d have you to 
know that when you married me you 
didn’t marry a flat-iron.”

Charles .William thought a lot. That 
same evening Mrs. Euchre chipped in 
with, “Oh, Charles, you might just 
button my dress up the back before 
you go out”

But Sergeant Euchre merely filled 
his pipe as he chuckled softly, “Not 
much, popsy-wopsy. You must re
member that when you accepted me 
you did not marry a buttonhook.”
- And setting hie cap. at a. rakish an
gle, he made for the sergeant's mess.
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Fashion Plaies.

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat» 
tern Cuts. These will be found very 
Useful to refer to from time to time.

1331.—A PRETTY DRESS FOR
MOTHER’S GIRL.

1331

try

Girl’s Dress with or without Bolero 
and Collar, and with Sleeve in 
Either of Two Lengths.
This style may be developed as a 

simple comfortable school frock, in 
gingham, percale, lawn, or poplin, 
or, for more dressy wear, as a “best 
dress” in linen, batiste, voile, crepe 
or silk, with embroidery for the bol
ero,, or in linen, with the free edges 
finished in embroidered scallops, or 
with bands of embroidery in the now 
so popular cross stitch In colors. The 
sleeve has a straight cuff in the wrist 
length style, and in short length it is 
finished with a pretty shaped cuff. 
The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes : 8, 10, 
12 and 14 years. It requires 3% yds. 
of 44 inch material for an 8 year size, 
without bolero it will require % yard 
less.

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

,--------------
1328.1321.—A PLEASING MODEL

A

1321

It;
•A

For Morning or Afternoon Wear.
Simple, yet very attractive is this 

combination; it embodies several new 
style features. The Waist Pattern, 
1328, with yoke effect and convertible 
collar, is new and smart. The Skirt 
Pattern, 1321, in an eight gore model. 
Linen in white, or In any of the new 
shades, with self or contrasting ma
terial for trimming, would make, in 
this style a lovely morning dress, 
serviceable and practical. Tub silk, 
taffeta, crepe, cashmere, poplin, faille 
or serge, gingham, or lawn could be 
used with equal good effect. The 
Waist Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 
38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure. 
The Skirt in 6 sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30 
and 32 inches waist measure, It re
quires 5% yards of 44 inch material 
for a medium size, for the skirt and 
waist.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patterns which will he mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. 
FOR EACH pattern In silver or 
stamps.
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N.B.—Be sure to cut out the Blue 

tratlon and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out The pattern can 
not reach you in lees than 16 days 
Price 10c. each. In cash, postal note, 

stamps. Address: Telegram Pat- 
rn Department.

Furniture 
for the 

Home.

The Big 
Furniture

Store.
Spring Goods Have Arrived.

LINOLEUMS, CANVAS, CARPETS and RUGS In all the daintiest 
designs.

BEDSTEADS, DRESSERS, WASH STANDS, PILLOWS, 
BOLSTERS, MATTRESSES, COUCHES, LOUNGES,

EASY CHAIRS, TABLES, BUFFETS, SIDEBOARDS, 
DESKS, OFFICE CHAIRS, BOOK-CASES.

A great saving on all you buy at this store.

CALLAHAN, GLASS & CO.,
DUCKWORTH * GOWER STREETS.

INTERESTING to LADIES
Ladies’
Costumes,
in smart Tweed effects and 

Black and Navy Serges.

Values Very Special
and cannot be repeated.

Ladies’ 
Shower Coats

We have sold a large 
number of these this sea
son, as we have the stock 
and our prices are the low
est. But present prices can
not be repeated.

Ladies’
Colored Cotton
Overalls and
House Dresses,
Splendid values. You need 

these.

Overalls, at $1.00
each.

Dresses, at $1,15
each.

FACE
POWDER,

Limited quantity, only

25c. box.
This lot is part of a 

Bankrupt Stock and retail
ed in New York at 50 cts. 
per box.

Henry Blair
SLATTERY'S

Wholesale Dry Poods House
Being in close touch with the American Markets, 

can quote the finest wholesale prices on all classes oi 
POUND REMNANTS and REGULAR PIECE GOODS, 
FLEECE LINED UNDERWEAR, MATS, RUGS and 
CARPETS, etc.

Before placing your Spring order, we would appre
ciate an opportunity to quote our prices.

SOLE AGENT for the Leader Overall Co. (Local 
manufacture).

Slattery Building, Duckworth and 
Georges Streets,

ST. JOHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND.
P. O. Box 236. ’Phone 522.

The Standard Books on Sex Education.
By Dr. E. B. Lowry.

TRUTHS—Talks with a boy concerning himself, 50c.
CONFIDENCES—Talks with a young girl concerning 

herself, 50c.
HERSELF—Talks with women concerning themselves,

$1.00.
PIMSELF—Talks with men concerning themselves,

$1.00.
FALSE MODESTY—That protects vice by ignorance, 

50c.
These notable books on Sexual Hygiene have been 

endorsed .by the leading Medical, Educational and Re
ligious authorities.

They lead to Better Health, to Sex Purity, and to a 
High Practical Morality.

GARLAND’S Bookstores,
177 & 353 Water Street.

Outport customers please add 2c. for postage.
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LONDON, Juj
The Governor, Newfoundland 

Tlnf French Government red 
Arras Cathedral bombarded. 
Argonne the French gained 
in German trenches at severs | 
The enemy ' had previously a 
somewhat here.

The Russian Government re] 
enemy advance north of 
The Russians retired on their 
line without accepting co: 
battle. On the Lublin front v 
sians captured nearly 23,000 
ers during the week from tk> | 
the lltli of July.

BONAR

RESUMES HIS DUTIF.J
LONDON, Juj 

Sir Edward Grey, whose 
has been benefitted sufficient 
his rest, lias resumed his ci 
Secretary of State for Fore] 
fairs.

AMERICAN SPY ARRESTl
LONDON. Jul| 

The pritish police attach 
ance to the arrest at Graverel 
night of an American who, wf 
rested,, was wearing the unit 
Princess Patricia’s Canadian] 
ment. When arraigned in coj 
prisoner, whose name has 11c 
made public, said that he boul 
uniform in Plymouth a fortni : 
from ji soldier for 50 cents, 
remanded for further inves

BRITISH ASSIST SERüj
LIVERPOOL, Juj 

That British troops are 
Serbia fighting with the 
against the Austro-Hungaria: 
given official confirmation to j 
Crawford Price, British eye 
with the Serbian forces. He 
British armf authorities ha

T. J. EDEN!
Duckworth St. 

Military Road.l

By s.s. Florizel to-day : |
N. Y. Turkeys.
N. Y. Chicken. 

California Oranges. 
California Lemons. 

Frc<h Tomatoes. 
Cabbage.

New Turnips. 
Cantaloupes.

20 bunches Bananas.

20 bris 
New Pofatoel 
15c. gallon.

No advance in our TEA' 
BULLDOG Brand 40. (
DANNAWALLA Bra nd.. 50< J

Best Family Flonr. 60c. stonl 
c Lamb’s Tongues, 13c. lb. I 

Bacon—cured with Corn ( ob| 
Loin Pork, 14c. lb.

' New York Corned Beef. 
Purity Butter—fresh every ^ 
Welch’s Grape Jnice.
BenPs W'ater Crackers.

SPECIAL: 
j 6 cases Fresh Country Egg| 
.'Fresh Salmon, Friday, July

T. J. EDENS,
Duckworth St. 

Military Road.


