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'CLEANLINESS IS HEALTH

By . the use of Gillett’s
m};de a pleasure instead
d cleans

the water
dirt is visible

or invisible.

Lye., house cleaning is
of a drudgery.
thoroughly whether the
Destroys all bacteria

It softens

and infectious germs. removes obstructions from
drain pipes. closets, sinks. etc. Refrigerators are
made delightfully fresh and clean by using one
teaspoonful of Gillett's Lye dissolved in two

gallons of water.

“GILLETT’S LYE EATS

Made in Canada.
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The Girl ofthe Cloisters

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE SELFISH™ PASSION.

He wended his way to the park, his
head erect, his broad shoulders well
set back, so that the recruiting ger-
geant whom he passed looked . after
him longingly, and murmured, “if
vor weren't a swell, my fine fellow,
I'd have a try for you; you'd make a
splendid soldier, you would!” and
joined the strollers on the path. The
Ride was tolerably fuil, but he had no
difficulty in finding Edith Drayton.
She came along presently, riding nis
mare, and looking like an empress.
Hats flew off, and men’s faces lighted
up with a gleam of interest as she
rode by, and she bowed here and
there, but with an absent air of pre-

occupation which nettled many of tha'

cn-lookers and caused them to mum-

|
mur questioningly among themselves

as to what had come to the beauty
lately.

Lord Edgar gdvanced to the :ailg
and waited, and presently she saw
hith. A light came into Ler beautiful
eyes, and a faint tinge ot color on her
cheeks; aud as he raised his hat ske
pulled the horse up ~asily and rode
up to him. Be suce that the curious
on-lookers, who had received nothing
but an absent, haughty bow, remark-
ed this special favor.

“What a lovely morning!” she said.
“You are not riding. Why not?”

“I have been to your house,” he
said, “and came on because they said
you were here.”

She looked 2t him questiouingly,
a‘.ﬁd noticed his changed appearance in

an instant. lier face grew pale again,

and her lips tighter2d, but she smiled ;

still.

“You wanted to see me?”

He nodded, and in his
laid his hand on the mare’s neck.

“Yes, I have news,” he said.

“News! Good news?”

The words came smoothly enough,
and yet they seemed to choke her.

He nodded again.

“Yes, very good mnews.
found her!”

The mare moved; she had tighten-
ed the rein, and, under cover of get-
ting the animal still again, she con-
cealed the effect of his words upon

eagerness

I have

her.
“You—have found her!” she said.
“I am very glad—very glad.”
“I knew you would be,” he said,
gratefully, “I want to tell you all
about it, but I can not here. I will
come around to the square soon—to-
morrow, perhaps, if I may come.”
“You will always be welcome,
come when you will. Yes, come and
tell me all about it. Is she well?”
He drew close and smiled up at her
with a touch of red in his face.
“Yes, yes! and more beautiful than

ever.”

The one
and only

ol differe'nt—quite
different from any
other kind of sauce.

' Get & bottls to-day.
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The 0ld Marquis

She winced, and yet so slightly that
he did not notice it.

“I found her last night. Think of
it! After leaving you I was talking
to her of you, a few hours only after
I had been talking to you of her!”

She nodded; the hand that held the
whip gripped it in a convulsive
! clasp.
| “I told her you would be glad to
‘see her again,” he continued, “and
that you would be her friend; and she
Bhe has suffered
I can not tell

, ' was very grateful,
j so much. But there!

i you all here; and I am keeping you.”

i “Come as soon as you can, and tell
me everything,” she murmured, lean-
ing toward him; “and when you see

i her—I suppose you will be seeing her

| to-day—"

' “Yes, I am to meet her again this

| evening.”

—“Give her my she said;
and again the words did not choke
her.

His hand closed on hers and press-
ed it gratefully.

“Thanks! I will, I will!” he said,
fervently. “How can I thank you for
| your kind sympathy?” °

She might have answered, “By let-
ting me ride away and hide my
agony;” but she sat her horse with
graceful, indolent ease, and merely
{ smiled down at him.

Two or three men ventured to draw
near, and Lord Edgar, pressing the
: gauntleted hand again, raised his hat
and drew back.

As he did so, some one laid a hand
upon his shoulder, and, turning
around, he saw that it was Clifford
Revel.

“Hello, Cliff!” he said, . heartily
seizing his hand and shaking it.
“What on earth brings you here?”

“Legs and business,” said Clifford
:Revel, with his fatnt smile, and a
'glance that took in the group of men

love,”

{and the tall, superb figure of Edith
Drayton above them. “I am going to
. the War Office, and, having a minute
or two, turned in the park—rather a
roundabout way, but then we civil
servants have so much time on our
'hands. Wait a moment, will you,
{ while I pay my respects to Miss Dray-
! ton?”

Lord Edgar drew back, and Clifford
Revel made his way through the lit-
tle circle. He was a nobody—a civil-
service clerk, but there was some-
thing about him—a sang-froid—that
cleared a way for him and made men,
and far greater and better men, make
room for him. . Now, for instancé, they
drew aside as. he came forward, nod-
ding to one and the other and rais-
ing his hat from his pale, clear-cut
face, and left him alone with the
beauty.

He did not lay his hand on the
mare’s neck as Lord Edgar had done;
he would not have been guilty of such
a breach of etiquette, of which Lord
Edgar knew nothing; but, though he

umbrella, his attitude kept her mo-
tionless as much as Lord Edgar’s
hand upon the horse had done. His
whole bearing seemed to say, ‘“Wait;
I want to speak to you,” and for the
life of her she could not throw him a
word and ride away. :

“A beautiful morning, Miss Dray-
ton,” he said, aloud, for the bemnefit of
the little circle; then, in a lower
voice, he added: “You have: heard
the news?

She looked straight in front of her,
but her lips made a movement of
assent. :
 “He has told you he has found
her! An unlucky accident. ' I would
have liked to have kept them apart
for a few weeks longer. But one
always has to allow for chance.”

“And chance has beaten - you,” she
said; and even in her intemse agony,
she could not altogether repress a

1" But he either did not notice it, or
+ | chose to appear as if he did mnot.
{4 “Beaten is a hard word, I have!

£

| stood with his hands resting on his

still some cards left. I am about to
play a very strong one.
this morning—knowing that he would
tell you—that you might not be dis-
couraged.” 7

Her eyes sought his for the first

time with a glance of interest and

I came here

curiosity. He smiled.

“Oh, yes, I have some cards left!
The game is not yet won; there is no
Marchioness of Farintosh at present.”

Her hand trembled as she gather-
ed the reins between her fingers.

“I do not see—" then she paused.

» He smiled.

“But you will; trust to me.” Then,
as the mare began to fidget he raised
his hat, as if he had been merely ex-
changing commonplace greetings, and
stepped back.

Edith Drayton glanced at Lord &d-
gar, sitting on an arm of a seat, and
then rode on.

Clifford Revel to
Lord Edgar, quite regardless of the
cool glances directed toward him by
the other admirers whuom he had so
calmly displaced, and 3£nked his arm

sauntered back

in his cousin’s.

Drayton
to you
it

“I was just telling Miss
that she ought to be grateful
for that horse, my dear Edgar;
suits her admirably.”

“Grateful! It is I who ought to
be grateful to her!” exclaimed Lord
Edgar, warmly. “She has been a
true friend! I don't know what 1
should have done without her during
the last seven miserable days.

“And now you have found Miss Le-
la, you will be able to do wit.hout Miss
very well,” said Clifford
ﬁevel, with his caustic smile. “I am

Drayton

glad I met you, my dear fellow; I was
just coming on to your rooms—"

“Come on, then,” said Lord Edgar,
impetuously.

—“To ask you not to set off for the
place—what is it—Thrushfield ?”

® arkworthy.”

“Ah, yes, Larkworthy, until I had
seen you. I have been thinking over
your situation, my dear Edgar; in fact,
I must admit that I spent seven
hours that ought to have been de-
voted to Bedfordshire last night in
pondering over the position.”

“That is just like you!"” exclaimed
Lord Edgar, warmly. “Well?”

“Well, and I'l ltell you the result
of my cogitations; but not now. Wait
at your rooms for a couple of hours,

iss S. A. Wernicke of
Hilton, B.C., writes that she is
coavinced Zam-Buk saved her
arm when blood-poisoning set
in as a result of an injury. She
says:

"I was sewing when the
needle slipped and penetrated
my finger to the bone. Soon
my finger and then my hsud
began to swell, and became so
stiff that I could not use it. I
became anxious and trled rem.
edy after remedy. Aseachone
failed I tried another, but my
hand only got worse and the
ﬁiwn spread right upmy arm.

rge lumps appeared, and the
paln wasawful. Then a friend
recommended Zam-Buk and |
lost no time in trying it. It
wasn't long before the pain
grew less and less, the lumps
disappeared and then the swell-
sng wut reﬂucleld. Zam-Buk

rew out all the poison and
then healing eom:::nced.  §
continued using Zam-Buk nn-
til I was completely cured, and
am convinced that if it hadn't
been for this wonderfud }
I should have lost my arm,” -

No matter how smalt thi
_jiry, it should have immed

attention if you wo
..,»_;3_-9. cons

will you? At least, I will be there as
soon as I can, and I'll tell you of a
plan I have hit upon to get you out
of your difficulties.”

“Any plan you propose will be a
good one, Cliff!” sajd Lord Edgar.
Then he looked at his watch. “I
want to catch the afternoon train.
Come and lunch with me; come now.”

“I can't do that--the business of
the state, you know. I have some
work to do. Il be with you at two
o'clock; will that do?”

“Admirably!” returned Lord Kdgar.

“Very well, then. Till then, -au
revoir!” and touching Lord Edgar
lightly on the shoulder, he parted from
him.

Getting clear of the crowd, Clifford
Revel called a hansom and_ told the
man to drive hfim to Southwark
Bridge.

The man stared for a moment—
fares from Hyde Park don’t general-
ly go so far eastward—then, with a
grunt of despair, whipped up the
horse and started.

It is a good distance from Hydle
Park to Southwark Bridge, but
Clifford Revel leaned back and smok-
ed a cigar with cool patience, and,
giving the man sixpence over his fare
—when he expected at least two shil-
lings in exceSs—strolled quietly over
the dirty bridge, and made his way to
Espalier Terrace. He did not ask
the way to Espalier Terrace of a po-
liceman, because he had taken the
precaution to look it out on the map.

Espalier Terrace was a row of
grimy, dingy houses in the heart of a
grimy, dingy net-work of streets.

Clifford Revel thought it was the
most wretched place he had ever
seen, one house being exactly like its
neighbors, and all squalid and hide-
ously commonplace. There were two
three poverty-stricken shops,
mostly in the ‘“general” way, and a
down-at-the-heals public-house, which
smelled fearfully of stale beer
silent spirits. Clifford Revel stopped
and lighted another cigar as a deo-

or

dorizer.

He walked down the terrace, exam-
ining the numbers, until he reached
No. 7. At No. 7 he stopped, and,
obeying the injunction on a small
rung and knocked. A
appearance

brass plate,
slip-shod girl,
would warrant any one in arriving at
the conclusion that she had been
called away from cleaning the grate
with the tip of her nose and one
cheek, so smutty with blacklead were
they, opened the door and stared at
him as if he had been an apparition
or some curious monster. Curious,
indeed, he was to her, for in all the
course of her life, perhaps, she had
never seen a well-dressed gentleman
v}ith a eostly exotic in his button-
heole and a fragrant Havana his
mouth.

In deference to the exotic, she made
an attempt, a futile one, to wipe the
smut from her cheek.

“}¢ Mr. Nagle at home?”
Clifford Revel, quietly.

The girl stared and shook her
head. The power of speech had de-
serted her for the moment.

“Not? When will he be?” he asked.
“He lives here, I presume?”

“Yes,” said the girl, without taking
hér eyes from him. “1f you’ll wait,
I'll go and ask.”

And, with a cautiousness peculiar
to the neighborhood, she closed <che
door in his face.

After a minute or two, during which
he heard an upstairs window open,
and knew that a head had been thrust
out to stare at him, the girl returned
and opened the door again.

“Yes, he lives here. He's a lodger.
He’s out now; but perhaps you’d bet-
ter come in—he mayn’t be long.”

Clifford Revel accepted this not
particularﬁ warm invitation, and
entered the murky passage; and the
girl jerked her hand toward the diriy
pta.!ra.

" “His room’s the second-floor back,”
she said. “You'd better go up and
wait for him; he said he shoulda’t be
many minutes.”

Clifford Revel held up his cigar.
“I may smoke?” he said.

The girl stared in silence, and, tak-
ing it as an affirmative, he retained
his cigar and climbed up the stairs.

whose

in

asked

|1t grew (darker and dirtier and grim-
{ier as he ascended, but he found the

I-fleor back,”.and pushing open

|a door, entered the room.

{To be Continued.)
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A SIMPLE DRESS FOR HOME OB
SERVICE.

2802—Gingham, khaki, drill, seer-
sucker, percale or lawn, could be
used for this style. The garment is
a ‘“one-piece” model—with a sleeve
that may be finished in wrist or elbow ,
length,

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34,
36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust'
measure. Size 38 will require 6
yards of 36 inch material. The dress !
measures about 214 yards at the foot. !

A pattern of this illustration mailed |
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A DAINTY DRESS FOR MOTHER’S

2808—Batiste, voile, charmeuse,
satin, taffeta, velvet, serge or gabar-
dine could be used for this maodel.
The tucks on the skirt may be omit-
ted. The dress may be finished with-
out the bolero and with long or short
sleeve. This style lends itself nicely
to combinations of material.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 6,
8, 10 and 12 years. Size 8 requires
3% yards of 27 inch material for the
dress, and 3 yard for the bolero.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.
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Get the Tang of Spring
Into Your Appearan%

No need of our friend the swallow
to let us know that the hot days ap,
near, when our young chaps gy
around.

Most every .young man these days
is welecoming King Sol with a change
from Winter attire.

A New Tie, A New Shirt, A Cap
A Hat, brighten up your appearance
wonderfully well—and it pays t,
“look different” once in a while,

Let Us
Give You The
Spring Touch,

Prices that “touch” your pockets
lightly.

Men’s English
Trench Coats.

. Here’s a splendid line of Genu-

ine Khaki Gabardines for men,
only just received from the Old
Country.

These Trench Coats are finely
cut and tailored, belted—with
strap cuffs, self-lined through-
out, and guaranteed for durabil-
ity and good service. All sizes.

We also carry a full lline of
Men’s Waterproof Coats in vari-
ous grades and prices and in all
sizes.

‘U.S. Picture & Portrait Co.,

¢ Saint John’s.

—

European Ageney.

Wholesale indents promptly execu- '
ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit.
ish and Centimental goods, including: .
Books and Stationery,

STEER BROS.

Just received:

One Car HAY.

300 Rolls 2-PLY FELT.
- 100 Barrels COAL TAR.
50 Tierces COAL TAR.

16 Cases
Jeyes’ Fluid & Cylin.

75 Sacks FEATHERS.

100 dozen WASHBOARDS—Glass, Zinc
and Weod.

We have a large stock of

MIXED and UNMIXED PAINTS, PAINT
BRUSHES, ETC. °

MOTOR SUPPLIES, BATTERIES, OILS,

GASOLENE, ETC.

STEER

—

BROS.
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Conflicti

Hawker May Hav

iand---Authentid
To-day --- Unit¢
Missing --- Bro
Back to Versaillf

CONTRADICTORY REPORTS AS TO

THE FATE OF HAWKER AND | Of
GRIEVE. »

LONDON, May 19.

A wireless despatch to the Admi

plty from Carleton Station, says
Bopwith machine is down in latitude
$2.30 north, longitude 11 west, whizh

s about 40 miles west of the mouth.|
#pf the Shannon.

REPORTED SAFE.
LONDON, May 19.

Aviator Hawker is reported to be

pafe, according to a
fespatch from Tralee, Ireland.

§ The British = Government
p’clock this evening had no in

Central News |

HAD NO INFORMATION.

LONDON, May 19.

at

lion whatever concerning the fat
@A viator Hawker, according to a st

Bnent made in the House of Comm
By Lieut. Col. Leslie Orme Wils

ns

n on

fbehalf of the Government.

REPORTED PICKED UP.
LONDON, May 19 (10.20 p.m.)

B The British Admiralty has r¢

B8 wireless message that Hawker's 1
BBhine has been found in the s

;: hiles. off Loophead, at the mou

fhe River Shannon.

It is not

@Whether Hawker was found.

Riraity statement adds that Hawk
fRachine has been

picked up. Lo
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