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Nanche?" he asked, guietly; them as cost you mothing, and any work you hafl bidden him keep their departure | that ¢ity of lovely faces, and the peo- " Baeon Pl
p kill her.

“What did you say! Say it again-—|ed.

ay it again! 1 didn’t “hear you—I
ould not have heard you. I must be
glirious  still! Floris—Floris!~—
rell, can’t you spesk?” he said,
arshly.

«“Bruee, it is quite true! Would to
[eaven it were not! She has left you,
guce! She has -gone off with Bertie
lifforde!™

He dropped her arm and stepped
ack, then he looked at her ealmly,
pietly.

«It must be a lie!” he whispered,
ugkily, just as Floris had whispered
» Josine a fortnight ago!

8he shook her head.

“It is the truth, Bruce!”

“How do you know? She has mot
written; she has—oh, Heaven! am I
wake or dreaming? Blanche, for
leaven's sake, tell me all? I know
yere is some hideous mistake—of
purse there is some mistake, and it
st ‘be put right at once. But tell
e all—don't waste a moment! Now
-now!"”

“Bruce, 1 can only tell you what I
now. The day you left she received
telegram; she started for the rail-
ay station at once, andj there ll‘ie
let Bertie Clifforde.”

“A lie!—a lie!” he groaned.

“Bruce, it is no idle scandal. Josine
ww them go off together.” m
“Jogine, Josine! Who is Josine?”
e demanded, hoarsely.

“Lady Betty’s maid—a great friend
t Floris’.”

“Fetch her!—fetch Lady Betty!” he
1id, pointing to the door.

Lady Betty went out—she was glad
y get out, if even for a moment or
w0, from the sight of his face, the
sund of his voice.

In five minutes she returned with
te two others.

He was still sitting in the chalir,
woking vaguely, vacantly out of the
indow.

“Oh, Bruce!” sobbed poor Lady
etty, going to him; but he kept her
ack with upheld hand.

“Girl,” he said, sternly, “tell me
hat this means! Speak the truth, if
»u can, or by Heaven—!"

His glance was terrible, and even
»sine quaked; but she had gone too
w to draw back.

“Milord, | know nothing but this,”
1e said in a low, steady voice—and
12 rcpeated her “lesson.

For a certainty Miss Carlisle had
¢t Baliyfloe with Lord Clifforde.

“And you—~you believe this?” he de-

may entrust to us will be done in
such a way as to give entire satisfac-
‘gon. . We are specialigts in extrc-
on and plate work, Our painless
methed of extraction, used solely and
exclusively by eannot be surpass-
Our artificial sets, which are of
the best guality, fit perfectly and defy
detection. Crown and Bridge work
and Filling at reasomable prices.
Plates repaired snd made strong as
aver.
Painless Extraction .. .. .. .. 86¢

¥uil Upper or Lower Sets .. ..$12.00
3 ‘PHONE 62.
M. S. POWER, D.D.S. (Graduate of
Philadelphia Dental College, Gar-

retson Hospital of Oral Sur-
gery and Philadelphia
Hospita

General pital,)
176 WATER ST. (opp. M. Chaplin’s,)
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anded, turning to Lady Betty.

“What can I do, Bruce?” she wailed.
»It is true; I have seen the porter, the
guard, and—and—"

Lady Betty shook her head.

“No, Bruce, not a word. I have
written te her, begging her to relieve
us of this terrible suspense with one
word, but she has not sent it.”

‘“Go!” he_said, pointing to the door,
and the two went out, leaving Lady
Blanche standing there with her hand
before her eyes.

She stood thus for 8 moment or two,
then she ventured to look at him.

He was sitting in the chair still, his
face turned from her.

She went up to him and knelt beside
him.

“Bruce—dear, dear Bruce—be brave.
Oh, Bruce! she is not worth it, she is
not, indeed!”

He turned his head, and she started
and shrank back.

His face was deathly white to the
lips his eyes filled with a despair that
seemed to have transformed him into
an old man.

For a moment he appeared - unable
to speak then he put his hand on her
shouider.

“Blanche,” he said, hoarsely, almost
inaudibly, as the voice of a man at
death’s door, “you can do me no good!
Leave me to myself!”

“But—but——" she cast a quick,
fearful glance ro\;nd the room; his
pistol case stood on a side table, and
there was despair, frenzy on his face.

He smiled an awful smile.

“No, Blanche, do not be afraid! ) §
shall not do that, Will you go now?”

She got up slowly. She longed, with
a longing past expression, to throw
her arms round him, to pour o6ut the
passionate love of her heart at his
feet, to remind him that there was still
one-who was faithful, but she dared
not, dared not!

She had gone-to the length of her
tether for the present; for the future?
—well it 1ay in-the hands of the gods!
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They reached London in the even-
ing, and the whole of the night Lord
Norman sat in his room, ag he had sat
at Ballyfioe, his eyes 3xed on the
ground, his gray face set into a mar-
ble ealm.

In the morning he went to his soli-
citor's and obtaining the address of
Mr. Morrell, drove to his office.

Mr. Morrell was considerably start-
led at the apparition, as he -slmost

deemed it. of the once handsome,

light-hearted earl against whom he
had fought so long.

“I-—I am afraid you are il my
iord!” he said, with his nervous
sharpness. )

Lord Norman waved all common-
place greetings aside.

“I have come to learm what you
know—of WMiss Carlisle!” he said,
sternly.

Mr. Morrell flashed. e felt a
strong temptation to answer at once,
and tell all, but he had given a prom-
ise, and he was a lawyer.

“Be seated, my lord,” he said.

Lord Norman declined the ¢hair.

“I ask y~: for Miss Carlisle’s pres-
ent address,” he said, with a terribly
significant calmness. ,

Mr. Morrell shook his head.

“I deeply regret, my lord, that I am
unable to furnish you with Miss Car-
lisle’s address,” he said, gravely.

“Do you know it?”

“Yes, my lord; I know it.”

“And you withhold it &t her re-
quest?” he demanded, his dark eyes
gleaming from his white face.

“I do, my lord. I gave Miss Carlisle
my solemn promise that I would keep
her whereabouts a sscret. It is with
the deepest regret——"

. Lord Norman took up his hat and
went to the door, then he pausd, and
facing round, looked steadily i.uto the
lawyer’'s nervous and embarrassed
countenance.

“You can communicate with Miss
Carlisle, I presume?”

“Certainly, my lord. I shall be hap-
py to forward any message——"

“Tell her, please,” he said, in a
low, clear voice, “that she has noth-
ing to fear from me; but if he should
chance to cross my path I will shoot
him as I would a dog! That is all!”
and he slowly turned and went out.

Mr. Morrell gasped for breath for a
moment.

“Phew!” he exclaimed. “Tut, tut!
That is it, is it? Now, who would
have thought it of such a quiet, beau-
tiful girl? * Tut, tut! But as to giving
her his message—no, no, really I
think it would be better to say noth-
ing about him. Dear me! dear me!
Looked half mad! Tut, tut! I/ can
understand now why she \lnsllted. up-
on changing her name! Poor girl! 1
wonder what the rights of the story
are, after all? Shoot him—who is
‘him,” now—Ilike a dog! No, no, my
lord, I can't send such a message as
that!"”

And so good little Mr. Morrell de-
cided to say nothing about Lord Nor~
man's visit, and thus another 6poninz
door was closed against Floris’ good
angel!

CHAPTER XXV,
A STREET QUARREL.

“IF 1 were asked' which was the
most beautiful month in the year,”
said a famous French traveler, “I
sho}ld answer ‘May;’ ard if you asked
me where I would choose to spend it,
i1 should say ‘Florence.’” ~

It was May, a lovely, balmy, pleas-
sntly smiling May, and Florence was
looking at itz best.

On one 6F the bridges, and leaning
against tho stone-work and looking

| down at'the river was'a young girl.

SHa was dressed in mourning—not

ple had elceted to call her, not by the
pame she had assumed, Lillian Wood,
but “the pretty - English lady!” and
there were many who were pleased at
winning a smile from her sweet, sad
{ace as at drawing the copper coins
from the grand people who rode lazily
throngh the parks or crawled languid-
iy along the quays.

Among the English at Florence it
had been quite an smusement, during
the long winter months, to guess at
the history of the graceful English
girl who was seen so often in her soli-
tary walks about the city; but not one
of the chatter boxes ever imagined
for a moment that the girl who lived
in the little house at the corner of the
square, with the eccentric’ old Mrs.
Sinclair, and who was called Lillian
Wood, was none other than Floris
Carlisle, once so nearly Countess of
Norman! R

Floris had to comé to Florence in
the beginning of the winter, with a
heart that was too heavy, as Dante
says, to ache much, and had found a
quiet but not unfriendly welcome
from the lady who had engaged her.

Mrs. Sinclair was one of those ec-
centric people who permit themselves
to be absorbed by an idea, and give up
everything in life to the pursuit of it.

 Mrs. Sinclair’s great ambition was
to write an exhaustive work on bot-
,:iny v
‘ She was passionately fond of flow-
ers, and had made them’ her: study
«ever since she was a girl; but the book
had not got itself written yet, though
she was now an old woman with
white hair_and failing eyesight.

It was in consequence of this fail-
ing eyesight that she had advertised
for a young girl to assist her, and she
soon found that she had secured a
treasure in Floris.

Floris’ work was not difficult; for
two hours in the morning and an hour
in the evening she was occupied in
making notes and copying extracts for
1;he great work; the rest of the time
was at her own disposal, and she dis-
posed of it in learning Italian in the
quietude of her own room, or wander-
ing dreamily about the beautiful city.

To all intents and purposes, sO
completely was her present life di-
vided from the old one that Floris Car-
lisle might indeed have been dead and
Lillian Wood have sprung from her
ashes.

Mrs. Sinclair had no friends besides
the clergyman and the professor; no
English' newspaper ever entered the
house; no tidings of the great world
on the other side of the channel ever
reached the Violet Villa, as it was
called, and Floris knew nothing of
Lord Norman’s accident and illness,
guessed nothing of the plot which
Lady Blanche and Oscar Raymond
had so skilfully woven and put into
execution.

Slowly, dreamily, Floris crossed the
bridge on this May evening, and reach-
ed the library. - She stood talking to
the librarian, to whom she was known
and then she set off for home.

was walking quietly through a nar-
row street when, suddenly, there
came upon the drowsy, shadowy si-
lence the sound of men’s voices rais-
ed in anger,

There was no one in the street ex-
cepting a couple of children at play
in ‘the road and a woman lolling at a
door, and Floris. was . wondering
whence the sound proceeded when,
from the house opposite which she
was standing, two men came out.

They came out hurriedly; the fore-

vociferating in the sharp, excited Ital~
{an fashion.
_Bomething in the appearance of the

With her book under her arm she|.

most one in - gilence, the other one

ple dress, a short-waisted petticoat,
and a oompin.tion garment consiat-
ing of waist and drawers which could
also serve as a model for bloomaTs.
The dress is a design good for lawn,
batiste, gingham, chambray, voile or
percale. For the undergarment mus-
lin, cambric, long cloth and nainsosk
could be used. If the combination un-
dergarment is used as rompers, it
could be of galatea, gingham, drill,
linen, repp or percale.

The Pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 1, 2,
3, 4 and 5 yeqars. Size 4 requires, for
the dress, 23 yards; for the petticoat,
18 yard; for the combinacion, 1%
yard, of 36-inch material.

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

A DAINTY DRESS FOR PARTY OR
BEST WEAR.

2487—In soft batiste, china silk or
crepe, handkerchief linen or dimily,
this will make a pretty frock. It is
also mice for all-over embroidery,
flouncing, embroidered voile or dot-
ted swiss. The sleeve may be in
wrist or elbow length.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 8, 10,
12 and 14 ycars. Size 10 requires 4%
yards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.
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ish snd Continental goods, including:

Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes Leather,

Provisions and Oilmen’s-Stores,
; o ete, ete,
2% pc. to § Do,

Lazenby’s Potted Meats
McLaren Cheese.
Elk Horn Cheese.
Parmesian Cheese.
Tomatoes—Glass.

Black & Red Currant N\

Shirriff’s Marmalade.
Junker Tablets.
Sheet Gelatine.

Libby’s Mince Meat

Mushrooms in Glass.
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BOWRING BROTHERS, Limited,

332 GROCERY, St. John’s.
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THE WEDDING RING

suggests the Selectiofi of an article guar-
anteed to be Finest Gold, good clour, and
made with greatcare—a ring to be'found

T. J. DULEY & €O,

We are still showing
a splendid selec-
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Tweeds

and

No scarcity at

However, we beg fo
remind our custom-
ers these goods are
selling rapidly, and
cannol’ be replaced
f the same price. .

Maunder’s.

Germany and Russia

That the disturbance in Moscow
following the assassination of thd
German Ambassador amounted td
“a serious counter-revolution,” is
statement that rests upon the solé
authority of a Berlin news burea
obedient to imperial control. Th¢
news transmitted through such a me
dium must necessarily be accepted
with wariness; a wireless messagg
to London says that the disorder has
been suppressed. That is probable
enough, for Moscow is the seat of
what the supporters of the Soviets
call their Government, and it would
naturally be assumed that they have

ances. Moscow is not the place just@s
now where an uprising against the
authors of Russia’s misfortune wouldi,
be likely to take a formidable and cf-te
fective shape. i

There is hardly room for doubt that
Germany will take her revenge upon
Russia, as she did upon China when
she seized the Kiao-Chau in repar-
ation for a similar affront. Any
Government would resent and demand
due reparation for such an insult as
{te murder of its Ambassador in a
foreign capital, but Germany is sure
to make her demand serve her gen-
eral purpose of seizing upon the
whole of Russia and confirming her
control of its governmental and com-
mercial affairs. Her revengeful pro-
cedures may bring matters to a crisis §
in Russia, they may rouse the people §
to a pitch of courage necessary for §
resistance, but that is by no means ‘
certain. Further outrageous acts of |
this character may be expected, for
Russian society has advanced far
enough toward actual dissolution to
have made a near approack to that
condition of anarchy where every
men’s hand is against every other
man from whom he may hope by \'io—{
lence to obtain food, money, clothing, I8
land, or the gratification of the pas-
sion of hate. We know that there
has been a great deal of promiscuous
butchery by the sincere believers in
total “liberty” whom the misrule of [§ i
the Bolsheviki has freed from all re-
straint. Further works of savagery, [§
even on a large scale, would be the
natural sequence of past procedures
under the Bolshevist Government; an
increasing destitution supplies the §
motive.

The new danger to Russia arising |
out of the murder of Count Von Mir- |
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From New York to-day,
July 6th:

crates NEW CABBAGE.
crates NEW ONIONS.
cases CAL. ORANGES.
5 cases CAL. LEMONS.
2 cases CANTALOUPES.
cases GRAPE FRUIT.
TURNIP TOPS.
NEW TURNIPS,

Black Cherries—iu tins, ex spe-
cial.

Peackes, Lemon Clizg, 212z 1b.
tin, $0c.

Pears, 25¢. tin.
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Libby’s Seups.
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heavy crape, stiff and hideous, but of { first man sttracted Floris’ attention,
| simple black merino, relieved b¥ 8 |as she stepped back to allow them to|,
tonch of white lace or linen at the pass she saw that hre was an English-
sieeves and throat. - © fan { 3 :
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(To bo Continued.)
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