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. CHAPTER VII.

“I’ve remembered,” he said, fixing 
his eyes upon him. “You’re right; 
I’ve not met you before; but you re
mind me of a man, a pal of mine, 
who’s gone under years ago. His 
name was Percival. Ever heard it?”

The young man’s face flushed, but 
so slightly that the actor did not no
tice it; but Workley did, though his 
-eyes made no sign.

"No,” said Bannister; and he went 
out.

"Seems offended,” remarked Jim. 
“What sort of a chap Was the man he 
reminded you of?”

The little man shrugged his shoul
ders.

“About as hot a member as they 
make ’em,” he replied. “This chap 
that’s gone out is the image of him— 
get the same look in his eyes, and the 
same nasty twist at the corners 6f 
his mouth. Do you know anything 
about him? Where does he live, for 
instance ?”

The actor shook his head indiffer
ently.

“Don’t know. Know nothing about 
him, excepting just meeting him at a 
pub. now and again—generally here. 
Let’s have another drink.”

The young man went down Drury 
Lane into the Strand, and across 
Waterloo Bridge, frowning thought
fully, and ' gnawing at the lip which, 
as Workley put it, “had the nasty 

- twist” to it; for the little man had 
mentioned the young fellow's real 
name, and lie knew that Workley had 
referred to his father. Of that father 
the son knew very little, and that lit
tle was of a kind which had prompted 
him to disown his parent and. deny 
his own name.

Crossing Waterloo Bridge, he turn
ed down one of the squalid and mis 
erable streets on the right, and, open
ing a door of one of the dirty hous
es, he went up two flights of stairs, 
and into a small and poverty-stricken 
room.

A woman was bending over the 
fire, cooking a herring in a frying- 
pan; and the ill odor of the fish, 
mingled with the evil scent of the 
cheap lamp, filled the room with an 
atmosphere too thick and powerful 
for adequate description.

As he entered, the woman looked 
round. She was not very much more 
than a girl, and, seen in a more fa
vorable light, would have been good- 
looking; and, indeed, even in the dis
mal gloom of the smoky lamp one 
could see that, with proper food and 
gentler curcumstances, she would 
have developed into a beautiful wo
man. She was dark, and her large 
eyes, almost black, shone with a 
feverish lustre from the colourless 
face. Her lips, well formed, droop
ed at the corners, and the straight (

brows were joined with an anxious 
care-worn expression. But her voice 
was cheerful and affectionate as she 
turned and looked at him with a fond 
smile, which, brief as it was, had 
tenderness enough in it to transform 
the expression of the face from one 
of suffering and want to one of gentle 
welcome.

“Oh, you’ve come at last, Ralph! 
I’ve just cooked you—”

“Phew!” he said, coldly, and with 
an air of disgust. “If that’s for me, 
take it off the fire and pitch it out of 
the window if you like. I don’t want 
it; the smell’s enough for me. Put 
it away somewhere, or I’ll go out 
again.”

She took the pan from the fire and 
carried it outside the door, and open
ed the window.

"I’m sorry, dear,” she said, apolo 
getically; “but—but there was only 

enough for a herring—”
“I thought you went for your mon 

ey this afternoon,” he put in, with an 
air of disappointment and anger, 
“You don’t mean to say they didn’t 
pay you?”

“Oh, yes, they did, dear,” she mad 
haste to reply; "but there was two 
weeks’ rent—”

“Which you could have left,” he 
said.

“Thej’ wouldn't wait, Ralph; they 
wouldn’t, indeed! She told me so 
to-day. And I had to buy some oil, 
and I bought the tobacco for you 
Then there was only enough for 
loaf of bread and some butter.”

"Oh, for God’s sake, spare me the 
details!” he said, curtly. “I came 
home—perhaps missing a good thing 
—thinking you'd have a shilling or 
two.”

“I’m sorry, Ralph!” she said, going 
up to him and putting her arm rounl 
his shoulder. “And you’re wet! Tak* 
off your coat and let me dry it.”

“Oh, don’t bother!” he said ; but 
he sullenly permitted her to take the 
coat off. “Did they promise you 
rise?” he asked, after a pause, during 
which he filled his pipe from the 
packet of expensive tobacco whic! 
she had laid on the table beside him

She shook her head.
“No, dear; and I didn’t like

press it. You see, there’s plenty hun 
Bering after my place in the ballet, 
poor as it is. Oh, there’s hundreds 
that would be glad to snatch at it 
But I’ve been to Mr. Abraham’s, th 
agent’s, again this afternoon, and he 
said that he thought he might get me 
something at the Halls; anyway, that 
he'd be sure to remember me.”

“Yes; we know what that means! 
he said, with a sullen sneer. “Look 
at me! I tell you what it is, Nita, I 
don’t think I can stand this much 
longer. The life’s pulling me down 
I shall cut it. Don’t be surprised if 
you find, some fine day, that I’ve gone 
off to—to Klondike, or somewhere.

Her face, already of an ivory pal
lor, went whiter, and she stopped in 
the act of putting on her shawl and 
hat, and looked at him, holding her 
breath, as it were.

“You—you wouldn’t do that! No 
you couldn’t be so heartless!” she 
panted. Then she forced a smile, 
and bent over him. "I’ve been a 
good wife to you, Ralph.”

He made a movement of impa 
tience; and—how soon a wife learns 
to check all signs of unwelcome af
fection!—she drew away from him.

T must go. If I can borrow a 
shilling, I’ll bring something home

Strongest Liniment in ioo Years
Best for Either Man or Beast

Nothing for Family Use- Can Compare 
With It

BUB ON NERVI1INE.

When you have been exposed to wet 
and cold and your muscles are full of 
pain, nerves are jumping with neu
ralgia, then you should have ready at 
hand a bottle of Nerviline. It robs 
pain of its terrors, gives relief to all 
suffering, brings ease and comfort 
wherever used.

No care or expense has been spared 
- to secure for Nerviline the purest and 

best materials. It is prepared with a 
single aim; to restore the sick to 
health. This cannot be said of the 
preparation that an unscrupulous 
dealer may ask you to accept instead 
of Nerviline, so we warn yon it is the 
extra profit made on inferior goods 
that tempts the substitutor. Of him 
beware.

Get Nerviline when you ask for it, 
then you are sure of a remedy that

will cure all aches, strains, swellings, 
and the pains of rheumatism, neural
gia and lumbago.

In the last hundred years no Uni
ment has been produced that can com
pare with Nerviline in strength, in 
penetrating power, or in curative 
ability.

For nearly forty years it has been 
Canada’s household remedy, and 
mothers will do well to follow the ad
vice of Mrs. Jessie Beggins, of Stella 
P. O., Ont, who says:
“Very frequently there are ailments 

in the family that can be cut short if 
Nerviline is handy. When my child
ren come in from play, with a cough 
or a bad cold, I rub them well with 
Nerviline, and they are well almost 
at once. Nerviline is fine for earache, 
toothache, chest colds, lumbago, stiff
ness, rheumatism or neuralgia. In 
fact there }a scarcely a pain- or ache in 
man or beast it won't cure quickly.

The large 50c. family size bottle is 
the most economical; trial size 25c.; 
at all dealers.

Did Child Wake Up 
Cross Or Feverish?

Look, Mother! If tongue is coated
give “California Syrup of Figs” 

to clean the bowels.
Mother! Your child isn’t naturally 

cross and peevish. See if tongue is 
coated ; this is a sure sign its little 
stomach, liver and bowels need a 
cleansing at once.

When listless, pale, feverish, full of 
cold, breath bad, throat sore, doesn't 
eat, sleep or act naturally, has 
stomach-ache, diarrhoea, remember, 
a gentle liver and bowel cleansing 
should always be the first treatment 
given.

Nothng equals “California Syrup of 
Figs” for children’s ills; give a tea
spoonful, and in a few hours all the 
foul waste, sour bile and fermenting 
food wihch is clogged in the bowels 
passes out of the system, and you 
have a well and playful child again. 
All children love this harmless, de
licious “fruit laxative,” and it never 
fails to effect a good “inside” clean
sing. Directions for babies, children 
of all ages and grown-ups are plain
ly on the bottle.

Keep it handy in your home. A lit 
tie given to-day saves a sick child to
morrow, but get the genuine. Ask 
your druggist for a 50-cent bottle 
"California Syrup of Figs,” then look 
and see that it is made by the “Cali
fornia Fig Syrup Company.”

for supper. Don’t put your coat on 
again till it’s dry.

She went out, and the man, when 
her footsteps had disappeared 
brought in the herring and ate 
Then he lit his pipe again, yawned 
and catching sight of the piece 
newspaper in which the fislr had been 
wrapped, took it up and began 
read it.

Suddenly his hands clutched at the 
paper, his face flamed red, his eyes 
grew wide, and an exclamation broke 
from him. For this is what he read

“The Rattan Romance.—Notwith 
standing the unceasing efforts of the 
family solicitor, Mr. Bulpit, of Mar 
ket Ration, the heir to the title and 
vast estates of Ratton has not yet 
been discovered. The heir—indeed 
the owner, for there now stands no 
one between him and the historic 
earldom and almost uncountable 
wealth of Ratton—is a son of the 
third brother, Ralph Percival. It 
known that Ralph, the father, was 
well, anything but a respectable man 
and that, for reasons easily under 
stood, he found it wise to conceal hi 
name, He was in Australia, where he 
married, and Mr. Bulpit is assured 
that a son was born. This son, if lie 
is alive, is the Earl of Ratton. The 
latest tidings of the father leave him 
playing small parts in a country 
theatre. Perhaps the son may be 
found following in his father’s foot 
steps.”

The young fellow stared at the 
paragraph as if he were in a dream 
but his mind was awake. He could 
remember his father, raffish, disre 
putable, stumbling half drunk across 
the stage of a country theatre, and 
remember the swagger with which, 
when quite drunk, he would boast 
that he was “a gentleman, sir—a 
gentleman born and bred!” Could 
remember other such incidents 
seemingly insignificant at the time 
but, heaven and earth ! how signifi
cant! how pregnant with meaning 
now, when viewed in the light of this 
dazzling, electrifying paragraph!

He felt dizzy, overwhelmed, and he 
gazed round the room like the man 
half stupefied. Then suddenly he be 
gan to realize what it all meant.

His father’s name was Ralph Per
cival—though he lived under an 
alias—his own name was Ralph Per
cival. He was the Earl of Ratton!

He fell into the chair, and instinct
ively looked round for something to 
drink. There was nothing.

'An earl—an earl! Untold gold, 
and not a drop of anything! And in 
this filthy den!” He laughed harsh
ly, thickly, with bitter scorn of his 
circumstances. “An earl! My God!

shall go mad! Uncountable wealth! 
And it’s waiting for me! I’m a gen
tleman—no, a nobleman!—and I live, 
here in this—!”

He looked round and struck the 
table furiously; and then he caught 
sight of a skirt—a mud-stained skirt 
—hanging on a chair, and a strange 
look came into his face—a look of 
disgust, which slowly gave place to 
one of cunning; the nasty twist of 
the under-lip again came out 

"I’ve been a fool ! ” he muttered—“a 
cursed fool to marry. A pretty fool 
I shall look with a woman—a low-

class woman—hanging at my heels 
when I go to claim my rights. ’A 
ballet-girl countess!’ That’s what 
the d——d papers will call her. And 
it will stick to her, and to us, for life. 
I couldn’t face it. I’d rather stop 
where I am, what I am!”

He leant his chin on his hands and 
gnawed at his lip, his eyes half hid
den under his lids. And he did not 
look pretty at that moment, or very 
much like an earl.

“Why shouldn’t I?” he muttered, as 
if he had been examining an idea. 
“Who’d know? She wouldn’t. She 
never sees a paper, and the true story 
of my life wouldn’t get into it. Why 
shouldn’t I make a clean cut of it 
By the Lord, I did give a hint just 
now! That’s lucky ! Yes, luck’s 
turned for me, even in small ways! 
An earl—an earlj lla4 a
drihk! My head’S sv ..unng! A bal
let-girl countess! No, no; it wouldn’t 
do! She wouldn’t like it—she
wouldn’t be happy. Y’es; it would be 
kinder to make a clean cut of it, and 
—and I'll do it—I’ll do it for her
sake. O------n it! I didn’t know who
and what I was when I married her, 
and it wouldn’t be fair to shove her 
into such a place—it wouldn’t be fair 
to her. No; I’m doing the right 
thing. She’ll soon get over it. Wo 
men soon forget. There’s plenty of 
other fellows, and Nita’s a stylish- 
looking girl.”

The meanness grew more distinct 
and hideous on his face, his eyes 
more shifty, as if he were afraid lest 
he should catch sight of his own face 
in the broken glass on the wall. He 
got a sheet of paper and wrote has
tily, with a hand—in justice to him 
let it be said—that shook a little:

“Dear Nita,—I find I can’t stand 
this life any longer. I’m off to Klon
dike, or abroad somewhere where 
there’s an opening. A pal has prom
ised to help me with a passage, and 
I’m going to start early to-morrow: 
Don't fret about it. I’ll come back 
when I’ve made my pile. With love 

“Yours, RALPH.
He stuck this up against the lamp 

on the grimy mantel-shelf, put on his 
coat and seedy hat, and stole, like 
thief, down the dirty, rickety stairs 
and into the night.

********

The next day a tall young man en- 
‘ered Mr. Bulpit’s office at Market 
Ration, and enquired for that gen
tleman.

The clerk eyed him curiously and a 
little suspiciously; for, in the first 
place, the young man was a stranger 
and, in the next, he was pale-faced 
and shabbily dressed and mud 
bespattered, as if he had walked 
many miles, which he had.

“What name?” asked the clerk, civ 
illy enough, but coldly.

“My name doesn’t matter,” replied 
Ralph, in a voice hoarse with fatigue 
and suppressed excitement.

“Mr. Bulpit is out.”

Ralph leant against the table, and 
wiped liis face with a grimy hand
kerchief.

(To be Continued.)
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Tlie 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.

Henry Blair’s.
1247.—A DAINTY BOUDOIR SET.

Spring Show ol

CRIPPLED BY 
RHEUMATISM

4M N.Y. Ave., Whiting, Ind. Jan. 20th.
n-n'oilIeKU P,lease «"d me a box of Gin 
Fills ? When I sent for the last box, I was 
all cnppled up with Rheumatism and my face 
was so badly swollen, that I could hardly see 
out of my eyes, but after taking about six of 
the pills, I felt some better; and after a few 
days, I had no more pain. I have recommen
ded Gin Pills to some of my friends who are 
troubled in the same way. I never intend to 
be wjthout them as I have tried so many 
•ther pills and got no results

Mrs. ED. DEAN.

GitiPÜlsro* THE JL KIDNEYS

You can readily tell if your kidneys 
or bladder is affected. You’will have 
pains in the small of the back, groin 
or hips, your urine will be highly 
colored, brick dust or mucus depo
sits will show in the morning, your 
wrists or ankles may swell, all due 
to inactive kidneys which Gin Pills 
will soon put right. 262

Gin Pill, are “Made in Canada’’. 50c. a box, 
6 for $2.50—at all dealers—Sold in U. S. 
under the name “GINO'' Pills. Trial treat
ment free it you write National Drug & 
Chemical Co. of Canada, Limited, Toronto,

PILLS
kfOR THE
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Ladies’ Dressing Sack, Boudoir Cap 
and Slipper.

For the sack and cap, lawn, dimity, 
embroidery or crepe would be pretty. 
The slipper may be of felt, eider 
down, flannell, blanketing, or silk. 
The sack would be lovely in dotted 
Swiss with edging and insertion of 
“Val” lace, and tiny bows of wash 
ribbon, or of velvet to hold the parts 
together. A cap of net or of Swiss 
with edging is nice and becoming. 
For the slipper light blue or pink 
quilted satin would be warm and 
comfortable. Any of the pretty flow
ered crepes or cretonnes would also 
be nice for the slippers with a soft 
lining of contrasting color. The 
Pattern is cut in 3 sizes: Small, Me
dium and Large. It requires % yards 
for the cap, 1 yard for the slippers, 
and 2% yards for the sack, of 27 inch 
material for a Medium size.

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

1254—A DAINTY NEGLIGEE.
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Ladies’ Dressing or Honse Sack with 
Bell or Bishop Sleeve.

Cotton crepe in a soft shade of 
pink or blue or in cream white, with 
a plaiting of self material or wash 
ribbon, would be very nice for this. 
A simpler finish' would be to bind the 
edges with ribon or satin, or to orna
ment with feather stitching. Dimity, 
lawn, organdie, batiste, cashmere, 
crepe de chine, silk or voile .are also 
suitable for this style of garment. 
The model is pretty and comfortable 
and very easy to develop. The bell 
sleeve is cool and dainty, but for 
warmth the bishop style may be pre
ferred. The Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 
34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust 
measure. It requires 3% yards of 36 
inch material for a 36 inch size.

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

No...............

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

Address in full: 

Name.................

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully filled out. The pattern can 
not. reach you in less than 15 days. 
Price 10c. each, in cash, postal note, 
or stamps. Address: Telegram Pat
tern Department.

LADIES’ HATS,
All the latest shapes, Black and Colored, in Chip, 

Tagel and new makes of Straw ; extra 
good value and

Cheap Prices.

New Ottoman and Satin Brilliant Ribbons,
New Flowers, Wreaths, Foliage, Small Wings, 
Ostrich, Fancy and Brush Mounts.

New Swiss Embroideries,
in Edgings, Insertions and Readings.

NEW VEIL NETS.

BLAIR
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Within the next few weeks you are going to 
buy a new Spring Suit—that’s certain. Per
haps to-day, perhaps to-morrow, perhaps in a 
month—hut you’re going to buy it.

We think you ought to know why it’s wise to 
“Do it now.” The best reason is that our stocks 
are complete—you’re bound to get more style 
satisfaction out of a broad choice than a narrow 
one—you get the broad choice now—you may 
not get it later.

This is why we invite your inspection of the 
stylish patterns nowr on hand.

Chaplin,
- THE STORE THAT PLEASES.
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Beef, Butter, etc.

Ex Train Monday:

Beef, Hogs, Mutton, 
Lamb, Butter.

JA& R. KNIGHT

Most People
Are now Economizing in the 

matter of Dress.
WE ABE HELPING

the average man to dress as well as 
ever by placing on the market stylish, 
well-made Suits at a saving of at least

^ ONE-THIRD.
* If you are pessimistic, ask any reli

able dealer for any of the following 
brands:
FITREFORM, TBUEFIT,

AMERICUS, STILENFIT, 
PROGRESS.

MADE ONLY BY

The Nfld. Clothing Company, Ltd.
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