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Colds
chapped hands
and chilblains

EFORE * cold "settles” on you—use Mentholatum.
Apply it to the nostrils, inside and out, rubbing gently. 

Congestion subsides and free breathing is soon restored.

Ote çj«M}memholaWn
quickly and gently relieves chapped skin, chilblains 
and other Tittle ills." It is antiseptic and healing.

At oil chemistsOpal Pots
Wholesale

1l&M

J. B. LTD., John’s.

Bettera Peasant 
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER XX.
RECEIVED.

Jeanne does not cry tor long, the 
very violence of her grief forbids that, 
and almost as suddenly as she threw 
herself on her knees, calling on “Hal,” 
she is upright again and facing hef 
position.^Vith a little tremor of shy
ness and alarm," she looks at the 
strange richness of her surroundings, 
upon the decorations of the dainty lit
tle rooms, the rare hangings and ex
quisite furniture, the costly appoint
ment—where is she?

As she goes to the table, her hands 
fail on a magnificent dressing-case, 
and her gaze rests on the coronet and 
initials emblazoned on each . of the 
brushes, upon the golden tops of the 
scent-bottles.

And here Jeanne remembers that 
she is the Marchioness of Ferndale; 
it is not all a strange and fevered 
dream. Tj^p man from whom she has 
fled, whose hard, cruel words ring In 
her burning ears is her lover, is the 
great marquis, and she—is his wife.

Jeanne hides her face in her hands, 
and thinks—thinks as she never 
thought before, staring at the sweet, 
pale face which stares back at her in 
the glass.

Every word of that bitter accusation 
she calls up, sparing herself not one. 
She has deceived him—yes; no mat
ter with what motive. It is true that 
she has deceived him! How could she 
tell him of the doubts and fears which 
kept her silent on all concerning that 
baleful visit of the Lady Lucelle. She 
had deceived him, and lost his love— ;

if ever here to lose. If ever it was hers 
to lose! That is the thought which 
makes her lips quiver and her heart 
ache. It is true, all that the fair-hair
ed, fashionable beauty told her! Vane’s 
love for her was a fancy, and it has 
gone—dispelled by the discovery that 
his whim was balked and his identity 
known ! /

It is a bitter thought, but it is tye 
only thing that saves Jeanne—Jean
ne, alone in the great castle—saves 
her from utter despair, for it rouses 
her pride!

“He does not love me,” she says to 
thç dainty Venetian mirror, “and he 
fears that I shall bring scandal and 
idle gossip on the great name he has 
given me. He need not fear! I, too, 
can-be proud and cold; I, who am not 
plain Jeanne Bertram now, but the 
Marchioness of Ferndale ! He thinks 
that I shall make a noise before his 
people, and let the servants see the 
trouble between us! He shall see. Oh, 
Jeanne—Jeanne, if you have any cour
age, now is the time to see it! Be 
brave!”

Then she falls to pacing to and fro 
on the thick Persian carpet, her little 
hands clasped before her, her dark 
brows drawn into the straight line 
across her eyes, as they used to be 
when the Nancy Bell was nearing the 
bar and danger loomedlahead, her red 
lips set tightly and closely, and her 
heart beating quickly.

For the future, from to-night, they 
are to live apart, widely sundered, 
though living in the same house, 
breathing the same air. He has said 
it—so shall it be. There shall be no 
moan, no wail, no complaint made by 
her. As he reminded her, she is the 
marchioness, and not plain Mrs. Vane, 
for whose incomings and outgoings 
the world cares nothing; she. is the 
marchioness, whose every word and 
look will he noted. “Well!” and she 
confronts her glass defiantly, “he
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shall see how she can play the part 
which he haa set heg.”

And as this resolve Is made, Jeanne 
is a girl no longer, but a woman- 
proud, contemned, and Injured! •

If he could see her .now, surely It 
would recall to him the lithe,' upright 
figure, standing as so often he has 
seen it stand on the beach, wjth the 
dear eyes looking out to the eea; qprt 
he would take hack the bitter words 
and angry looks that have built up the 
barrier between them.

If he could "see her nbw, her white 
little forehead Tuckered in her en
deavor to solve the problem of her 
future course, he would himself solve 
it th/ere and then. But while she fights 
for courage, struggles against the dull 
anguish that, beats St her' heart, he Js 
moodily, remorsefully wasting the 
precious moments of reconciliation in 
the night air; and thus wasted they 
vanish, to return, who shall say when?

CHAPTER XXI.

UNDER A VENEER OF COURTESY.
“Oh, yes, ’tie now September, the har

vest has begun,
The golden-bearded barley is ripening 

in the sun.”
' So hums a gentleman, who, Leaning 
on his gun, stops to wipe the perspir
ation from his face. Tramping by his 
side in a companion sportsman. Both 
of them we know, for the man who is 
singing is that Lord Charles Nugent, 
who, nine months ago. said farewell 
to a certain Vernon Vane on the plat
form of Marly Station.

There is the same careless, happy- 
go-lucky expression on his face, and 
as he whistles and hums the old Eng- ! 
lish air and quaint words, he looks 
more like a schoolboy * than a man 
whose name is famous votaries. His !
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ALVINA
V The I «proved
Twidest Preparation ef as Extrait 
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“Lucky beggars, most of you are," 
says Lord Charles, with light envy. 
“Never was hit in my life; don’t know 
what a grande passion is. Seen plenty 
of pretty women, too, in my time. 
Suppose my day will arrive perhaps 
•when I’m old, and have the family 
gout. One generally gets knocked over 
by a schoolgirl, doesn’t one? and ac
quires a past fondness for bread and 
butter, and marmalade.”

“Chaff away,” says Clarence, "it 
you don’t know what it means, you 
are the lucky one. But about the mar
chioness?”

“Eh? Oh, I was going to observe that 
everybody says she is to be the new 
beauty. Two or three of the fellows in 
the smokinfe-room last night had been 
staying at Ferndale, and they swear 
she’s the most beautiful young créa- j 
ture they’ve ever seen, and as charm- !

companion is no other than our old jng ag she lg>beautiful. Rather
friend Clarence, Viscount Lane. Now, 
Lady Lucelle had said in her letter 
that Clarence Fitzjames was very 
much changed since he had become 
tord Lane, and she had only spoken 
the truth.

He had spent the last three months

derful that, isn’t it! For my part, most 
of the lovely women are confounded 
bores. It’s the same with horses ; if 
ever,you see anything on four lçgs as 
pretty as paint, you may lay your life 
there’s something wrong—deuce of a 
temper, splint thrown,” or something.

in travel and in losing that languid, j jjut ot eour6e the ^marchioness is the 
lackadaisical air, upon which, as ! exceDtiBn fhnf proves the rule
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Clarence Fitzjames, he prided himself 
pretty considerably, but which as Lord 
Lane he felt ought to be abandoned. 
He had cast off the self-affectation, 
and, as no one can travel and move 
about in the world without acquiring 
a little information and increment of 
knowledge, he was rather more sen
sible than of yore.

As a finishing touch I should like 
to be able to add that his morals had 
improved, but—well, /the less said on 
that part of the subject the better, 
perhaps. A man’s manner may be im
proved by his becoming a viscount, 
but hie morals, as a rule, remain what 
they were, or grow more luxurious 
with increased opportunity.

But certainly Clarence was improv
ed, was less conceited, less lazy, and 
if not less selfish, had learned civ 
art of concealing his selfishness, and 
passing for a “real good fellow.”

Upon the hill up which the two men 
were climbing stood a gray old pile, 
Nugent Abbey, Charlie’s ugly but- sub
stantial country seat.

“Jolly hot,” says Nugent; “more like 
July than September; no wonder the 
birds seemed half-asleep.”

“And we’ve been pelting along so,’ 
remarks Clarence, wiping the perspir- 
action from his face'and shifting his 
game-bag to the other shoulder.

“Can’t help it,” rejoins Charlie. “I’m 
afraid Ferndale and his wife will b 
there now before I get home, and I’m 
anxious to see him when he arrives 
not that I need stand on ceremony 
with him; but there’s his wife, whom 
I haven’t seen yet. You don’t know 
her, do you?”

“No,” replies Clarence, with a yawn 
that shows his double row of exc si
lent teeth, “nor him neither. We have 
never met, although I’ve heard of his 
going to the same house as myself; 
but something kept either him or me 
away, and we never met. Awful big 
pot, isn’t it?”

"What, old Vane?” laughs Charlie." 
“There isn’t a jollier fellow going.— 
when you know him. A little stiff at 
first, perhaps, and a little what-do- 
you-call-lt?—eccentric; but as easy 
going as a windmill. Awfully glad he’s 
coming! We haven’t seen each other 
for nine months. The funniest start 
he went on that ever you heard of!”

“Sh-sh!” breaks in Clarence, sud
denly, “there goes a brace!” and, rais
ing his gun, he brings them down.

“And his wife—what’s she like?" 
asks Clarence, trudging back with the 
newly-slaughtered victims in his hand. 
“Usual kind of them, I suppose—till 
and serene, in black satin—it’s black 
velvet it It’s a duchess, satin for a 
marchioness, and I suppose all the 
rest ot ’em have to go in silk.”

Nugent laughs,
“Getting quite'a cynic in your old 

age, Lane. No, the marchioness isn’t 
anything of that kind. Why, man, 
didn't you hear them talking about 
her at dinner last night?”

“There was a great deal of cackle 
about some one, but I didn’t pay much 
attention,” says Clarence, with a lit
tle sigh. /

Charlie laughs, and claps him on 
the back.

"Thinking of past times and lost 
lores, eh, old man? Oh, I’ve heard you 
were awfully hard hit -daet year— 
somewhere down in the country, 
wasn’t It?”

Clarence nods, and sighs as he lights 
a welPworn brierwood pipe.

“You’re right, I was; and what's 
more, I haven’t got over.lt yet, for all 
your chaffing."

exception that proves the rule, 1 and 
Ferndaie’s a happy man!”

By this time the two men had made 
their way into the grounds, and were ! 
crossing the lawn.

“Well, I’ll go and make myself fit,” ; 
said Clarence; and Lord Charles, ! 
throwing his gun and bag to a ser- j 
vant, inquired if any visitors had ar- 
rived. j

“Lord and Lady Ferndale, my lord,” ! 
said the man. “The marquis is in his 
dressing-ropm.”

Charlie sprang up the stairs two at 
a time, and knocked at the door of one 
of the dressing-rooms attached to the ; 
suite set apart for the marquis and : 
his newly-married wife.

‘•‘Come in,” said Vane’s voice, and 
the next moment the two friends were 
hand in hand.

“Well, old man!” exclaimed Charlie, 
cheerily, “awfully glad to see you— 
awfully! How are you? Let’s have a 
look at you.” And with a laugh he took 
Vane by thp elbows and turned him 
around to the light.

Vane laughed, but with an under
tone of uneasiness that the other no
ticed instantly. /

“Hem!” said Charlie, dropping*his 
hold and flinging himself into a chair, 
“I’ve seen you look chipper, old man.”

“I’m well enough,” said Vane, catch
ing up the hairbrushes and brushing 
away like mad; “in fact, I’m quite 
well.’’

“And the marchioness?” asked Char
lie. “I ought to have asked after her 
first; always forgetting my manners. - 
Awfully good of her to come to us so 
soon. And now, old man, I’ll con
gratulate you. Jove! I was a pfophat 
when I prophesied mischief would 
come of that hermit business at New
ton Regis.”

'Mischief?” said Vane, with a slight 
smile.

Charlie laughed.
"According to all accounts, you're 

the luckiest of lucky men, Vane. We’ve 
had no end of reports of her beauty 
and popularity. Yoh always were fot- 
turiate, old fellow!”

“Yes,” says Vane, and he turned to j 
tell Willis, the valeti who had enter
ed,, that he might go again; “yes,” he 

’said. “So they say she is very beauti
ful, do they?”

(To be continued.)

SENSATION! 
Ten Days’Sale

THE BALANCE OF OUR STOCK OF

Men’s and Boys’
Winter Overcoats £ 

Mackinaws 
HALF PBICE.

HEN’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 fer......................... $12.00
MEN’S OVERCOATS.

All Woollen Makes.
Regular $28.00 for...................

: MEN’S OVERCOATS.
All Woollen Makes.

Regular $33.00 for...................
MEN’S OVERCOATS.

All Woollen Makes.
Regular $35.00 for,................... . .$17.50

BOYS’ OVERCOATS ,
from.............. .. $7.75 each upwards

This tremendous reduction really does give 
you GOODS AT PRE-WAR PRICES and far 
cheaper than we expect to be able to- offer you

FANCY

=========
We have a small quantity of

in TIERCES and BARRELS 
in stock and are prepared to 
sell it at very low prices for 
prompt delivery ex. store.

Tierces contain about 35 
gallons each and barrels con
tain about 20 gallon's each.

GET OUR PRICES

F. McNamara,
QUEEN STREET.

’Phone 393 :

GRAPES and ORANGES
*v *

Now in Stock:
50 Kegs Choice Green Grapes. 
50 Cases California Oranges,

Count ISO’s and 200’s.

BURT & LAWRENCE.
,14 New Gower Street.»

jlokfyj oj c-l r.(,Q
Stem

$14.00

.$16.50

We have just received a shipment

California Pure Products-
LIBBY’S,

Extra Blackberries,
Put up in 2 lb. Tins.

SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.

Libby, McNeill & Libby.
marls,lyr

!

CURED
in 6 to /# Days
AU druggists are authorized to 
refund the money If PAZO OINT
MENT fails to Cure any case of 
ITCHING, BLIND, BLEEDING 
or PROTRUDING PILES. Cures 
ordinary caaee In 6 days, the 
worst cases in 14 days.
PAZO OINTMENT instantly-Re- 
Iieves ITCHING PILES and you 
can get restful sleep after tbo 
first application.
ft is guaranteed by Paris Med
icine Co., St, Louis, Mo., Manu
facturers of the world-famous 
Grove’s Laxative Bromo Quinine 
tablets.

This signature is on every box 
of PAZO-OINTMENT. 60c.

.the same goods next year. But as we believe 
thi 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 stock quickly.

HENRY BLAIR.

VV'V'Y/.\TrV ▼>rAvY/a'vY'.\Y'jATzj.xYr

NOTICE!

Nfld. Government Coastal Mail Service

tu,th,s,tf
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Freight for S. S. PORTIA will be received 
at the wharf of Messrs. Bowring Brothers, Ltd., 

1' for usual western ports of call, going as far as 
Channel, from 9 a.m. to-day, Wednesday.

CATCHING ON.
That is what we have been doing.

We have caught on in

SMOKED: COD FILLETS.
A delicious article of Food, smoked to 
your perfection. Try some from your 
Grocer.

Wholesale only.
NFLD. ATLANTIC FISHERIES, LTD.

nov29,2m

W. H. CAVE,
_ Minister of Shipping.
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We Act as Agents
For Executors

Those who have had placed upon them the responsi
bilities of Executorships or Trusteeships qnd who find 
the burdens connected therewith greater than,they care 
to undertake, wHl do Well to place their responsibilities 
with the Montreal Trust Company by-appointing the 
Company their agent.

Montreal Trust Company
Sir Herbert S. Holt, President A. J. Brown, K.C, Ylce-Pres. 

il Place d’Armes Square.
F. G. Donaldson, General Manager, Moatreal.

St John’s, Nfld. Branch, Boyal Bank of .Canada Building. s 
sep2g.lyr.eod C. E. JUBIEN, Manager.
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