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— SORE THROAT

Better a Peasant 
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER IV.
A GOOD SA MA RIT AX.

Par a full minute Jeanne, for the 
first time in her life, is too shame
faced to took up; she almost fancies 
that if she does she will see him put 
his hand up to rub the snow from his 
neck, a»/ he ,did lost night. Is it pos
sible, she thinks, that he has not re- 
cogwlztcl tier Perhaps not. At last, 
she ventures to glance at him. Calm 
pod r.nreac ho v'alks beside her, his 
liamleoim.-, si i"l>tly-haggard face as 
imp*as*'.: us a Spanish hidalgo’s.
Jeanae’s heart, rmrr. a little, and she 
takes anothei glane* Ves, it id the 
same man. the sam» weti-worn hunt
ing coat and boots, and he is walking 
t.eside her and carrying her skates!
And last night she threw lialt-a-pound 
of snow ddwn the back of his1 neck!
It is just snob a coincidence as, would 
ordinarily cause Jeanne to laugh; but 
there is something about the stalwart 
figure- a grave dignity—something 
about the hand some face, with its 
grandi?', almost sadly-set gravity, 
which" keeps the laugh in check. So 
they walked on in silence.

Presently ho seems to awake or 
arouse himself from a reverie, and 
looks down at the dog.

“He seems better,” he says; “per
haps he can manage to walk.”

Jeanne main* a movement to put 
Master Terrier down, but he is far too 
wise to allow of any such proceeding, 
and howls immediately.

“No. indeed, he can't poor dog!”
_Sys J-'anne. “It would be cruel to let 
him try.”

“You seem very fond of dogs,” hd"j back of my neck 
•>ys, regarding her.

“I am,” says Jeanne. “But no one 
could be so heartless as to leave him 
)>’Ü!g there in the snow.”,

“Do you think the snow so very 
terrible?” he inquires, with polite 
gravity.

Jeanne colors her brightest carna
tion.

“I—I don’t mind it myself; do you?”
It is an insane question, because it 

gives him his opportunity; but he 
does not take it.

"Not at ali,” he says.
Now. if Jeanne had been a woman 

of the world, she would have let things 
rest where they were. Would have 

'bhatted demurely about things in gen
eral, and dogs in particular, would 
"have skillfully steered clear of the 
snow topic until they reached the 
park lodge; then she would have tak
en her dog to the keeper, regained her 
skates, politely thanked her courte
ous companion, and let him drift 
away. But Jeanne is frank as a child ; 
concealment hangs on her as heavily 
as the Man of the Sea did upon Sin- 
bad, and, with her usual directness, 
she say’s:

“It is very kind of you to carry my 
skates after—after—what occurred 
yesterday afternoon. I am sorry, I beg 
your pardon. It was a mistake. It was 
I who threw the snowball at you,” she 
says at last, desperately, her face 
crimson and her eyes set with a 
mingled defiance and contrition.

“I knew that,” he says, with a quiet 
smile, almost weary in his gravity*’

“I didn’t think you knew me again,1 
says Jeanne.

“I knew you in an instant,” he re 
sponds. “Pray don’t think any more 
about it’. If I afforded you any amuse' 
ment, I am quite content.” There is 
something in his tone and words which 
irritates and exasperates Jeanne, 
there is one thing which a girl of 
seventeen hates more than another, it 
is to be treated as a child, and Jehu

ne resents his cool, not to say indif
ferent, reception of her apology.

“But I did not mean it for you," she 
says, earnestly. "I did not know It was 
you who was coming.”

“No?” he says, looking at her with 
the same contemplative smile. “May 
one ask for whom you intended the 
pleasant attention?’

Jeanne hesitates a moment. She 
would like to maintain a dignified 
silence but somehow this stalwart, 
handsome-faced stranger seems to 
absorb all the dignity himself, and, 
almost against her will, she says :

“I thought it was Mr. Bell.”
“And who may Mr. Bell be?” he 

asks.
“He is the curate—my brother's

tutor.”
“I see.” he says, stroking his mus

tache. "The clergy are greally re
spected in Newton Regis.”

Jeanne colors and looks angry.
“He is very good-natured,” she re

torts with significance, “and would 
not at all have minded.”

“And you think I am not good-na
tured. and that I have taken it to 
heart?' he rejoihs, smiling at her 
tightened lips and daintily-wrinkled 
forehead.

“I—I think you consider that I was 
very—very rude and nnlady-like,” 
says Jeanne.

“My dear Child----- ” he begins
aroused at last by her persistence to 
something like earnestness on his 
side.

"I am not a child,” says Jeanne, 
drawing herself up straight as an ar
row, “I am seventeen."

“Your pardon,” he says, and, with 
intense gravity, he raises his hat. “My 
dear lady. I am quite convinced that 
it was a case of mistaken identity, and 
I am flattered at beings mistaken for 
anything so respectable as a clergy
man. I rather like a snowball in the 

when it is thrown 
by so prêt—gracious a lady as your
self, and I am not in the least offend 
ed.”

“You are more offended than ever,’ 
asserts Jeanne, triumphantly. “I can 
tell by the way you speak.”

“And you are never mistaken.” he 
says. "Well, if you insist upon having 
it in so many plain words—I forgive 
you, Miss Jeanne.”

“Jeanne looks up with a sudden sur
prise on her fair face.

“Yes, that is my name,” she says.
He nods.
“Yes, I know. I asked Mrs. Bjown 

last night. You see I was curious.”
“You told her----- ” begins Jeanne,

with barely-concealed scorn.
“Nothing!” he says, solemnly ; “sim

ply asked who lived at the old' red! 
house, and she told me. Was that 
wrong?”

“No,” repiles Jeanne, musing.
And this, then, is the artist who has 

come to Newton Regis in the dead of 
winter for some mysterious reason 
known only to himself. Jeanne feels 
ail the curiosity of her sex aroused.
It is something to be walking beside 

! a real live artist’s neck. - Somehow

and can draw. I can’t. I’ve tried, but 
my houses won’t stand up straight, 
and my trees look like mope.”

“That la unfortunate,” he says, 
gravely. x

Jeanne laughs. She has got over 
her unwonted shyness and regained all 
her usual frankness. He seems so very 
grave and staid—though there is not 
a hue of gray in his closely-cut hair 
—that It is like talking to Uncle John 
in his most lucid moments.

“Isn’t it?* she assents. "But girls 
are very stupid, Hal says, and I think 
they are—don’t you?"

“Yes,” he says, gravely.
Jeanne laughs her short, soft laugh 

again, not at all offended at this 
prompt and ungallant assent 

“This is the Park Lodge,” she says, 
“where the dog lives. I will take my 
skates now, please.

“I will wait until you have got rid 
o^| your interesting patient,” he re
joins, and opens the gate for her.

Jeanne runs into the lodge, and he 
hears her blear young voice recount
ing the discovery and rescue of the 
nomad, interrupted occasionally by 
the whine of Master Terrier, who 
evidently does not like losing his soft 
couch on her muff.

Then she comes back, and finds 
him leaning against the gate, her 
Skates over his arm, his hands thrust 
in his pockets, and with the same ab
stracted look on his face.

Seeing her, he slowly slips the 
skates off Ills arm; as he does so, the 
village postman passes,. touches his 
hat, and suddenly stops short, and 
commences looking over his letters.

"Mr. Vane—Mr. Vernon Vane?’ he 
inquires.

The stranger nods.
"Only one for you.” says the post

man, handing him a letter.
Mr, Vernon Vane drops it in his 

pocket, and hands Jeanne her skates.
"Thank you,” she says. “Good-morn

ing.”
He raises his hat with a grave smile, 

and strides away^ too well bred to ac
company her, now that there is- no 
excuse for it, and Jeanne follows af
ter him more Slowly, and quite at her 
ease.

It never occurs to -her that she has 
been rather more free and communica-- 
tive with a stranger and a gentleman 
than is conventional. In all the ways 
of the world Jeanne is still childishly 
ignorant. To have tramped by his 
side in silence would have been im 
possible to her, and slfe has only talk 
ed according to her nature—frankly 
and without reservation ; her heart
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A POPULAR STYLISH DRESS FOB 
v SLENDER FIGURES.

3423

Pattern 3423 is here portrayed. It is 
cut in 3 Sizes : 16, 18 and 20 years. A 
16 year size will require i% yards of 
36 inch material. ;

Serge, velveteen, taffeta, satin, 
broadcloth, duvetyn and charmeuse 
are attractive for this style. The width 
of the skirt at the lower edge is about 
2 yards with plaits extended. —

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 16c. in 
silver or stamps.

A NEW HOUSE DRESS IN “TIE ON” 
STYLE.

A Suit or Overcoat at 
Mamider’s. selected from 
a splendid variety of 
British Woollens, cut hy 
an up-to-date system 
from the latest fashions, 
moulded and made to 
yoor shape hy expert 
workers, costs yon no 
more than the ordinary h 
hand-me-down. Weal-' 
ways keep our stocks 
com«»^K and v«n are 
assured a good selection. 
Samples and stvle sheets 
sent to any address.
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- If you try them for breakfast you will talk 
about them all day. _ “

AD Kinds of fish for Sale.
WHOLESALE ONLY, 

jyi the up-to-date dealers handle our goods.

NFU). ATLANTIC FISHERIES, Limited,
St. John’s, Newfoundland.

nov29,2m

Prevent

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, 282-318 Duckworth Street

beats not one whit the faster, nor is 
her color a tone the higher for the 
episode in her quiet life.

But, nevertheless, she thinks a lit
tle of this artist stranger, and finds 
herself wondering whether he fs real 
ly old, and whether he is as good-na
tured as he said.

“At any rate,” she says to herself, 
laughing,* “it wasnlt a hard snowball, 
and it couldn’t have hurt him, and I’ve 
apologized!” and, with a clear con 
sciences, Jeanne goes on her way;

HORSE AILMENTS
of many kinds 

quickly remedied with
DOUGLAS’

EGYPTIAN
LINIMENT

'‘The best all-round liniment for the 
e table es well as for household 
•ns*. Cures thrush, sprains, bruises.
STOPS BLEEDING INSTANTLY 
AND PREVENTS BLOOD POISON. 
1NG. Keep it handy.

At all Dealers and Druggist*.
- Manufactured only hy I

DOUGLAS A CO., NAPANBE, OsL

Agent for Newfoundland

GEORGE NEAL
Box 313 St. John»

Jeanne is vaguely disappointed. An 
artist ought to wear his hair long, 
look thin and pale, and have a soft 
voice ; her companion's hair is cut 
short as a soldier’s, he is broad 
shouldered, his voice is deep and 
strong, though quiet and musical, and 
his face, though rather haggard, 
neither thin nor pale.

There is an eloquent silence, dating 
which they emerge from the wood, and 
near the village. He is the first to re. 
sume the conversation.

“A pretty wood; is it a short-cut to 
the station?”

"Yes," says Jeanne. "It is called the 
Home Wood, because it is near the 
village; there is a forest on the other 
side there,” and she nods in the direc
tion of a dark outline of trees. “That 
is beautiful! Perhaps you will paint 
the wood?”

“Very likely," he says.
“Then there Is the river, and the old 

bridge, and the chapel on the hill; 
that looks best by moonlight—you 
must see it some night, and paint it.'

He looks down at her, struck by 
her frank candor.

I will, by moonlight," he says. "I 
must get some one to act as guide.”

Oh, any one will show it to you," 
says Jeanne.

Mrs. Brown?’ he suggests, with a 
smile. \

Jeanne laughs, softly.
“Mrs. Brown couldn’t climb the 

hill ; my brother will take you to it, 
if you likp," she -adds, ingenuously.

I shall be very glad,” he says, “if 
he would not think it too much trou
ble.”

Oh, Hal will not think it any trou
ble—and if he did, he would be only 
too pleased to go if you will show 
him some paintings. He is very fond of 
drawing."

“And you?' he asks, concealing a 
•mile at her'* naivete.

“Yes,” sajw Jeanne, "so am I; but 
Hal is passionately fond of painting.

CHAPTER V.
ON THE ICE. -

"Now mind, Hal,” says Jeanne, 
Warningly, as Hal strides by her side, 
swinging his skates to and fro and 
whistling, “you are to behave your
self this afternoon. Remember, you are 
to keep with us, and not to start off 
for the other end of the lake by your
self.”

Ha.l Stops his •whistling, and looks 
rather guilty. Jeanne, with a thorough 
knowledge of Hal’s ordinary behavior, 
has hit upon a very fair estimate of 
his intentions.

“Oh, you won’t want me,” he says, 
with ill-feigned carelessness.

3133

Pattern 3133 supplies this design. It 
is cut in 7 Sizes:*4, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 
and 46 inches bust measure. A^ medium 
siTb will require 5% yards of 36 inch 
material. The width of the dress at Its 
lower edge is about 1% yard. Striped 
or checked gingham, seersucker, per
cale, madras, linen, and lawn are suit
able for this style.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
Perhaps not,” says Jeanne, “but ! to anY address on receipt of 15c. in 

you are not to desert us. You wicked j silver or stamps, 
boy, I know what you are planning-
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100 Per,Cent. Value
The clothes we turn out are uniform in 

style, quality and workmanship. Every 
suit is tailored with the same care. Every 
stitch sewn into it is as important as the 
making of the suit itself.

Every progressive dealer will readily 
realize the increased patronage and profit 
he may enjoy by handling clothes of such 
qualities. Ask your dealer for

VICTORY BRAND CLOTHES.

The White Clothing 
Mfg., Co., Ltd.,

Duckworth Street

you Will skate off and leave me!
“Pbor helpless dear,” retorts Hal. 

"A* if you wanted any help! You skate 
better than I do, Jen.”

“No matter.” says Jeanne, firmly.

Size.................. ...

Address in full:-
"you must stay with us, and you must 
be attentive. Remember, you have 
promised to teach Maud to cut can
dles.”

“Oh, I say, you know!” remon
strates Hal, “that’s all nonsense.”

“‘Nothing of the kind,” rejoins Jean
ne, severely; “you must keep your 
promise. And, Hal, you are to be care
ful and not knock anybody down— 
not even me.”

“All right,” says Hal; "you are aw
fully particular this afternoon, Jen— 
on your best behavior. You never.used 
to mind a tumble.”

’And I don’t when we’re alone, but 
I object to spectators.”

(to be continued.)

Last Spring we received a small ship
ment of BLUE SERGE too fine for Cos
tumes. We are now selling same at cost, 
$5.75 per yard. ~~

If you want tffiecure some of this 
Serge at Cost, come quickly as we have 
r-'1-* - few dress lengths left.

200 Rolls iu Stock.
t _„ ................ .

Harris & Elliott, Ltd.
w,f,m,tf

Wholesale Hardware Dealers.

THOSE WHO! 
ARE WISE

keep well nourished 
’ ’ and take

SCOTT’S 
EMULSION.

at regular intervals I 
throughout the 
winter, as added 
protection against 
weakness.

I Scott A Soiree. Toronto, Get. 20-44 I
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A Trust Company as Executor
. A Trust Company as Executor affords the Estate for which 
It is acting all the advantages of the best private Executor with 
none of the weaknesses which are inseparable from individual 
Executorships. **

In addition, there are many exclusive advantages possessed 
’ by a Trust Company which should be carefully considered by 
all intending Testators before appointing an Executor for the 
administration of their Estates.

If yon are interested, communicate with the Officers of this 
Company and they will explain the matter fully to yon.

Montreal Trust Company
Sir Herbert 8. Holt, President A. J. Brown, K.C., Vice-Pres.

, F. G. Donaldson, General Manager,
11 Place d’Armes Square, Montreal.

St John’s, Nfld, Branch, Beyal Bank of Canada.Building. 
sep?8,lyr,eod C. E. JUBIEN, Manager.

DO YOUR EYES 
BOTHER YOU?

THEY CAN BE MADE COMFORT-I 
ABLE BY PROPERLY FITTED 

( GLASSES.

T. I DULEY & Company,
* The Reliable Jewellers and Opticians.-
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