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Every no\V and then, late as the sea
son is, a trout leaps into the sunlight, 
like a piece of quicksilver, and pre

tinkle of the vesper bell comes from 
the village of Forbach, which lies hid
den by the valley’s curve.the rustle of the dress, and looks,
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ere equally liable to the effedt» of exposure, and provision should 
be made, en every vessel, for the proper care of such cases. 
There are "Vaseline" ' preparations designed to relieve all the 
common alimenta of the seaman. These preparations deserve a 
prominent place in the medicine cheft, or better—a separate chest 
for "Vaseline” preparations alone.

DidsMaÂlUÿ

Capsicum
Petroleum Jelly& NlSF'

is a counter irritant which 
effectively relieves pains in 
the cheft and Stomach, cramps, 
toothaches, rheumatic and 
neuralgic complaints.

"VASELINE" Petroleum Jelly 
—for skin diseases* etc.

M Capetown JaHy
—a beneficial counter Irritant.

Euealyptal JeMy 
-for colds, catarrh, etc.

" Oxide of Zlno
—for eruptions, sores, etc*

" Carbolated JeHy
—for dress ingwounds, cuts, Ac. 

" Analglo
—for sprains, bruises, and

painful conditions»

Start a Med: Chest;cme
with a liberal supply of "Vaseline” Capsicum Jelly and 
“Vaseline” preparations shown here on liicjlid of the cheA.

Sold at all drug and gmneral storm».

ChesebrougL Manufacturing Company, New York City.
W. G. M. Shepherd, Distributor.

137 McGill St., Montreal, Canada.
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\ The Captain and

Better a Peasant 
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER XXII.
WOUNDED LOVE.

“Baden, is he?” says Clarence. “I’ve 
a brother there. I wonder whether he 
knows him? I’ll write to him and ask 
him to look your brother up; he might 
be of some use. as Hal is fresh to the 
place."

Jeanne looks around gratefully.
“Thank,you very much," she says; 

then, as If speaking to herself: “Dear 
old Hal it seems so long since I saw 
him—so long!”

"You haven’t been home, then?” 
Clarence ventures, timidly.

"No," says Jeanne, quietly, thinking 
of the reason.

She has not been home because she 
dares not face Aunt Jane’s keen, lov
ing eyes ; because she is afraid that 
those eyes will read through her mask, 
and discover the secret of her unhap
piness. No, she has not been home, she 
says, and sighs unconsciously as she 
adds, musingly:

"I wonder how Regis looks ? How 
long it seems since I saw the sea!”

"Look!” says Clarence, with eager
ness, and he points to a line of light 
which lias suddenly become defined 
In the distance.

"■What is that?" asks Jeanne.
“The sea!" he says, as pleased as if 

It belonged to him.
Jeanne’s face flushed.
"Really?” she asks, breathless with 

delight. “I did not know we were so 
near.”

“Quite near,” he says. “I’m almost 
glad you didn’t, or I should have lost 
the pleasure of showing you. And I 
may show you, may I not?”

Jeanne does cot hear the question, 
and goes on:

‘T—I generally run down before 
breakfast. There’s a near way through | 
the woods; you couldn’t find it alone. 
May I show you ?”

Jeanne rouses, and is about to say 
“Yes” with alacrity, as she would have 
done in the old days, but suddenly re
members that she is no longer Jeanne 
Bertram, but thé Marchioness of Fern- 
daC».

'"Tlmnlfs,” she says, “I need not trou
ble you. I dare say some of them will 
be going.”

Clarence’s face falls.
"Ah. yes,” he says, trying to speak 

cheerfully. “I thought you would like 
to see it to-morrow morning, as soon 
as possible.”

But Jeanne does not hear him; all 
her eyes are for the line of shimmer
ing, silver light.

Suddenly a sound makes her start 
It is Vane’s voice.

She Starts, she does more—she turns 
pale, as she recognizes the song.

"Let us go back,” she says, in a 
very low voice.

As they enter the drawing-room, 
there is a profound silence, and every 
eye is turned on them. Vane standing, 
almost lounging against the piano, 
hears

too, Just as Clarence goes down on one 
knee to pick up the flower which she 
had dropped.

Jeanne stands upright as an arrow, 
with a faint flush of color on her face, 
and a sudden light in her eyes. But 
they are not called there by the fact 
that all eyes are turned on her and 
Clarence, but by the sight of Lady Lu- 
celle looking up with half-closed eyes 
at Vane, as she plays for him the ac
companiment to the song, which was 
the first she had heard him sing. He 
has not sung since her marriage, and 
yet he sings for Lady Lucelle, and 
chooses this song.

A sudden pang shoots through Jean
ne’s young heart. It is scarcely jeal
ousy—rather wounded love.

With a sudden, swift smile, that 
sends the blood to Clarence’s face, she 
says:

“May I change my mind? I would 
like to go down to the beach to-mor
row, if you will show me the way.”

Clarence inclines his head, scarcely 
trusting himself to speak.

“At what time?” he asks under his 
mustache. “Is nine too early?”

“Nine!” says Jeanne, and she moves 
away as Lady Lucelle, the song being 
ended, amid a loud buzz of eager ad
miration, comes up to her. \

“Is not the marquis good-natured. 
Lady Ferndale? So soon after dinner. 
Do you know the song? It is a great 
favorite of mine— very great favorite! 
We heard it when we were at Naples— 
did we not, Lord Ferndale?”

Jeanne, hiding the quiver of her 
sensitive lips behind her fan, smiles 
serenely, but the, words have struck 
home to her innermost soul.

The song which he had sung to her 
in the old house. How often had he 
sung it with this blue-eyed, golden
haired woman, and why did she flaunt 
it in his wife’s eyes'.' j

She’s still asking the question when ! 
Vane comes up and leans over her - 
chair.

“Will you play, Jeanne?" he asks, 
in the low, constrained voice in which 
he always addresses her. "The count
ess has sent me to ask you.”

“Pray excuse me!” says Jeanne; 
and, with a slight incline of his hand
some head, as if he had received a 
blow, he takes her refusal to the 
countess.

CHAPTER XXIII.
THE FISHER AND THE MAID.

On the right a rising line of moun
tain—green, purple and crimson in 
the rays of the setting sun; on the ; 
left the fringe of pines, which stand ' 
as outposts of the deep, dark, shadowy! 
wood. Above,* blue sky, flecked here» 
and there wuh fleecy clouds ; below,, 
an undulating valley, broken by rocky 
little ravines, through which runs a 
noisy, silvery stream. Altogether, as 
sweet and romantic a bit of scenery as 
painter ever tried to depict or poet to 
describe—and failed. So quite is this 
secluded spot that one might fancy 
oneself in one of the valleys of Here
fordshire ; but this is not England—it 
is Germany; the fringe of firs in the 
beginning of the Black Forest, and the

has one lying snugly in the 
it his side.
!” he eaye, taking a peep at 

“not so bad for Germany. Let’s 
have another throw.”

Slowly but steadily he works his 
way. Two, three, four restless piecas, 
of wet silver kick and flounder beside 
the first; and Hal, growing excited, | 
strides from bowlder to bowlder, ob
livious of time or place, whip-whip
ping every spot, likely or unlikely.

So rapt and oblivious to he to all hut 
his work that he makes his way around 
the curve into a spot where the bowl
ders grow less frequent, hid the water 
deeper. He is about to turn and re
trace his steps, when he gets a rise, 
and is fighting skillfully with his flail, 
walking along as he dees so, when hie 
foot catches in some light, diaphanous 
object. With an impatient exclamation, 
he stumbles upright, and takes hie 
eyes from the water to cast them upon 
a sigh£ which to so unexpected that he 
not only forgets his fish, hut very near
ly his manners also. .

For close at his feet—indeed, they 
are standing upon her light dress— 
sits a young girl, so motionless as to 
appear part and parcel of the bright 
grass and wild flowers, and seems so 
like a wild flower herself that it is 
little wonder Hal has stumbled over 
her unwittingly.

He is about to speak, when she holds 
up her hand, puts it to her lips, then 
points to the stream with a quick, im
pulsive gesture, which is at once so 
commanding and imploring that Hal 
turns to his fish, and, perhaps, not, 
unmindful that he is being witched, 
plays his victim with all the skill he 
knows, and lands him, literally at her 
feet.

With a muttered apology he secures 
the jumping, kicking prey, and puts 
him into the basket; then raises his 
hat, blushing like—like a boy.

“I’m—I’m very sorry,” he says. “I 
hope I haven’t hurt you; very clumsy 
and awfully stupid, but I was looking 
at the fish;----- ”

He stops short for lack of words, 
and stares at her in his old Way.

Hal is not a lady's man, and the ef
fect of beauty upon him is to make 
him as speechless as an oyster, and 
apparently as stupid.

And the face that looks up to him is 
beautiful enough to strike an older 
tongue dumb, and bring about a fit of 
shyness to a more mature nature than 
Hal’s.

“I’m afraid,” he says, looking down 
at her dress, "that I’ve torn your frock. 
If it hadn’t been for this confounded 
trout I should have seen you—and

She looks up, striking him silent 
j again.

“It does not matter—no, not in the 
' slightest,” she says, in very good Eng

lish, but witji an accent that serves to 
I intensity the music'. “I am very glad 
you have caught your fish.” 

i “And I’m very sorry I ever hooked 
him," says Hal, “if I’ve spoiled your 
dress.”

! She laughs, and just touches her 
torn skirt, with a good-natured con
tempt.

“It matters not—not in the slight
est,” she repeats. "How he did jump!
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It is September—in fact, it is the 
week of the marquis and marchioness' 
visit to Charlie Nugent’s, and it is as 
hot here in Germany—hotter than in 
England.

A sublime stillness reigned over the 
valley, broken only by the laughter 
of the stream as it throws itself ylap- 
fully against the stones in its path, 
by he occasional call of a bird to its 
mate among the pines, by the vesper 
bell tinkling melodiously among the 
hills, and by the hum of the innumer
able bees. All this sounds like noise ; 
but it is by sounds like these that na
ture symbolizes silence.

Suddenly, and yet slowly, a human 
figure emerges from the shadow of 
the forest, and comes into the red sun
light. 1

Now. as a matter of stern fact, the 
hurpan figure, as it appears in modern 
civilized life, does not improve Scen
ery. Even the pyramids can be made 
to look small and vulgar, if a score of 
modern tourists are seen scrambling 
up their mathematically correct sides. I

But’though this human biped in the 
valley of Forbach wears a suit of 
cheviot knickerbockers, and smokes a ' 
short brier, he does not spoil the scene j 
so much as he might. For one thing, 
he is young and good-looking; for an
other, he is tall and straight, and for j 
the rest, he possesses the grace of 1 
strength and health, and is altogether, 
perhaps, as pleasant a sight to look 
upon as the stream, the trees, or the
mountains themselves. j TT .

1 Have you got any more of them ?
With his hands in his pockets, his Ha, goefl down on.hig kneeg, and op. 

pipe in his mouth, and a cased fishing- ! . . h t ,
rod under his arm, he saunters along, Ffivl’hTsays.
watching the stream and puffing away 
as indolently^ happy as the big king
fisher, which, perched on a rock, with 
its head on one side, eyes him curi
ously.
• Presently he . finishes his pipe, 
knocks the ashes out upon his hand, 
and noiselessly and slowly proceeds 
to put his rod together. Five minutes 
after he is whipping the stream, and, 
as he turns his face, one may re
cognize an old friend ; it is Hal. That 
boys should grow is one of nature’s 
by-laws; and either owing to the fact 
that the Bertrams are a tall race, or 
the other fact that Hal is particularly 
strong and healthy, Hal had grown 
exceedingly tall, and looks in the sun
set almost a man. It is only when one 
hears him laugh—which he wouldn’t 
do now with all these trout about for 
the world!—that the fact of his ex
treme youthfulness becomes patent. 
Looking at him, one is reminded of 
two things—that few countries can 
turn out a better sample of a young 
man than the English, and that this 
particular sample is a remarkably 
good one.

With that peculiar patience which 
belongs to the fly-fisherman, and to 
him alone, Hal whips the stream, cast
ing the dainty bait in shallows and 
depths, and wiping the perspiration 
from his tanned face with his disen
gaged hand, never raising his eyes 
from the clear water as it rushes mer
rily by him.

And she bends forward and peeps 
in curiously, extending a finger and 
touching one of the trout, with a lit
tle, musical laugh.

“What pretty fellows,” she says; 
“and you caught them all? I watched 
you coming around the valley, and 
wondered what you were doing. Is that 
little fly what you caught them with?”

“Yes,” says Hal, and he places the 
fly in her hand, his shyness vanish
ing slowly under the charm of her 
frankness.

“What a little thing to catch so 
large a fish!”

Hal laughs.
“Here are some more!” he says, and 

opens his flybook.
As she takes it in her hand, Hal no

tices for the first time in his life how 
white and small it is. And she, it the 
truth must be told, wonders as much 
at the browness of his; from his hand^, 
to his face is no great distance—in
deed, it is very near her own as they 
both bend over the flybook—and she 
looks up, wondering again at the deep 
tan which extends from ear to ear, 
forehead to chin.

Quite unconscious of her gaze, Hal 
turns the leaves of his book—dearer 
to him, alas! than any volume ever 
printed—and points out the various 
flies.

“Ah!” she says, “it is interesting, 
this fishing. Will you not go and catch 
some more?”

This seems so remarkably like "You 
may go now,” that Hal Jumps to his 
feet, and catches up his basket with a 
boyish flush.

“Yes,” he says. “I’ll go now.”
“But not far, please,” she says, with 

a naivete which is irresistible. “I 
should like to s6e you catch another.”

“All right!" _ says Hal, immensely 
relieved, and, adjusting his line, he 
goes a little distance and begins again.

The girl folds her hands around her 
knees, and watches him under her 
broad, tilted hat, watches him with the 
pleased interest of a child,_ and yet 
with a certain gravity which does not 
properly pertain to her years. Hal 
goes on step by step, and is almost on 
the way of forgetting his companion, 
when suddenly he hears a cry of pain, 
and feels his line caught—both at the 
same moment.

. (To be continued.)

SENSATION!
Ten Days'Sale

THE BALANCE OF OUR STOCK OF

Men’s and Boys’
Winter Overcoats & 

Mackinaws
AT HALF PRICE.

MEN’S MACKINAWS.
Regular $20.00 for ..' .... .. . .$10.00

MEN’S OVERCOATS.
All Woollen Makes.

Regular $20.00 for...................... .$10.00
AJEN’S OVERCOATS.
0 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
This, 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 
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.

In Stock:

100 dozen Sheath Knives,
20 dozen Bait Knives,

100 dozen Splitters,
300 dozen Pocket Knives,
50 dozen English Razors.

Harris & Elliott, Ltd,
McBRIDE’S COTE.

Wholesale Hardware Dealers.

10 p.c. Discount 
on Suitings and 
Overcoatings.

From this date un
til end of year we 
offer all our stock of 
High Class '■ -

Suitings

and

Overcoatings
at a Special Reduc
tion of Ten Per Cent 
for Cash.

All orders will re
ceive prompt atten
tion and immediate 
delivery, and will be 
tailored in our usual 
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

HENRY BLAIR.
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Rebuilt Organs and Pianos !
Every Instrument Guaranteed.

GODERICH—5 octaves, 10 stops, high top, 3 sets 
reeds .........................^....................$100

DOHERTY—5 octaves, 11 stops, high back, 5 sets 
reeds and sub bass, solid walnut case; an ex
ceptionally fine instrument.............................. $110

EÆERTY PIANO CASE 6 OCTAVE ORGAN- 
11 stops, top rail and mirror ; fine case .. . .$125

REBUILT SQUARE PIANO—Fine case............. $175

Musicians’Supply Co.
.Royal Stores Furniture, St. John’s.

DUCKWORTH STREET. *
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New Florida 
Cabbage, Etc.

Due To-Morrow Ex, S.S. “Rosalind,”

New FLORIDA CABBAGE,
crates. First for the season.

FANCY S. PEEL ONIONS,
100-lb. sacks.

TRIMMED LEATHER,
10 to 12 lbs. average. 

LOWEST PRICES

F. McNamara,
QUEEN STREET.

’Phone 393

Advertise in the “ TELEGRAM ]


