low ones. Then a pale young lacy} =

‘ sang a sentimental ballad in a voice
| which only reached the first two rows
of chalrs, and, following her, a pale
1 young gentleman, with narrow shoul-
ders, growled out “The Village Blacik-
smith.”

The audience, gentle and simple,
applauded everything vociferously,
and when the pale young lady forgot
her words, applauded louder than
ever. A lady and gentleman sang tlie
“Glou Glou” duet, which, though they
had practiced it, say, two hundred

times, was not quite in tune evn
then; and then the vicar, adjustiig

e e

Came Too Late.

CHAPTER IX.
“The Bird is Netted.”

“Well, you see, he’s the sort of man
you do learn to know quickly; so—
g0 frank.”

“Frank!” with a smile.

“Well,” he stamméred, “not exact-
ly frank, but——"

Olivia laughed.

“Never “What
you mean to say is that you admire
him very much, and that, like papa,

9

mind,” she said.

you have ‘taken to him.

“That’s it,” said Bertie, with a sigh
of relief. “So the squire likes him,
does he? Well, I'm not surprised.
I hope they’ll be great friends. He'll
cheer the squire up, and he wants it,
dear old squire.”

Olivia turned to him with anxious
eagerness.

“Then you have noticed that papa
has been dull and low-spirited late-
1y?” she said.

“Yes; I—I don’t think he has been
quite up to his usual form. He looks
bothered and worried about
thing,” said Bertie. “But don’t be
uneasy, Olivia; it can’t be anything
What could trouble him?”

Olivia looked vacantly at the fea-
thers nodding in Aunt Amelia’s hat.

“I don’t know of anything,” she
gaid, thoughtfully. “No, there can be
nothing. What is Mr. Faradeane go-
ing to recite to-night?” she asked,
after a pause.

“I haven’t the least idea,” replied
“He has said nothing to me

serious.

Bertie.
about it.
be well done, you may depend. Here

Whatever it is will sure to

we are.”

The entertainment had evidently
been regarded as an event _ot some
importance, for there was a tolerably
long string of carriages at the door,
and Olivia, as she entered the
schoolroom en Bertie’s arm, saw
that the place was crammed. Their
appearance was ‘the signal for a
burst of clapping and stamping, and
passing up a narrow lane between
the chairs, they made their way to
the platform amid a hearty welcome.

Aunt Amelia, “all becks and nods
and wreathed smiles,” ushered them
into chairs—all except Faradeane,
who took his seat in a corner among
the audience—and the performance

was proceeded with.

It was like the usual village enter-
There was the church
choir with a part song—sung by half

tainment.

a dozen girls and young men, the for-
mer all giggles, the latter all hands
and feet. Then the vicar, with a
vacuous smile, obliged with a solo on
the concertina—by no means badly
played; and Faradeane would have
enjoyed it if the worthy man had not
opened' h’is mouth at all the high
notes, and frowned terribly at all the

For the Ball Players.

™ STAFFORD'S
LINIMENT.

For bruises and aches and
sprains and sfmilar troubles of the
man who t.nhu—cell “Stafford’s Lini-

It mku cﬂt!ened and some mus-
cles supple and ready for work.

For your baseball friends—your lo-
cal tennis or football players—and
all who indulge in tny form of ath-
letics recommend

“STAFFORD’S LINIMENT®

Even the man who unaccustomed to
strenuous exercise attempts t6 mow
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his eyeglasses, announced that M.
Faradeane had kindly consented to
give them a recitation.

Every eye turned upon the* hand-

and Olivia’s among them.

He rose, amid the stamping and
clapping which weléomed every an-
nouncement, and slowly and pnoh-
trusively mounted the platform.

For a moment he looked round, as
if to ascertain the size of the room.
Then, in low, but clear tones, said,
“The Dream of Eugene Aram.”

Everybody knows the poem. It is
the best of Tom Hood's, far and away,
and he was a poet of no mean ordcr.
It is the confession of a murder made
to a schoolboy by the usher, who pre-
tends that he is only telling a dream,
whereas he is really giving every ce-
tail of his crfime, and the remorse th:t
haunts him.

Faradeane began, in a light tone
that reached the remotest corner of
the room, to describe the school and
the boys, and then gradually, and yet
as it seemed suddenly, to assume the
character of the murderer, upon
whose conscience the crime rides =0
terribly that he feels constrained to
confess it.

Gradually the voice grew deeper,

some- | graver, more intense; and as he ap-

proached the verse which tells of tke
crime, the silence in the crowded
room was intense. Step by step the
confession proceeded, until it reached
the point where the murderer in vain
endeavors to conceal the body of the
man he has slain, and at this point
the voice, the gesture, the very face
of the reciter were so awful that 'a
shudder ran through the audience,
and from the center of the room a
woman’s sobs rose audibly.

Olivia sat, her eyes fixed on Fara-
deane’s face, her heart almost mo-
She had seen good actors in
their strongest characters, but she
had seen mnothing more terrible than
this “Dream of Eugene Aram” as re-
cited in the vil]age schoolroom.

Every now and then a thrill of hor-
ror shot through her; then, as the
guilty man told .of thé remorse that
haunted him as he stood among the
school children, all so pure and inno-
cent, and tried, unavailingly, to ‘join
in their evening prayers and hymns,
she felt the tears rise to her eyes,
and a big lump grow in her throat.

The effect was awful, and when, in
his ordinary tone, the reciter wound
up with the lines which record the
arrest of the guilty usher, she sank
back with a sigh of pity and relief.
For a moment or two the audience
stared at the reciter, at this stranger
with the handsome face and sad, dark
eyes, in awful silence; then Lord Car-
field broke the spell by a vigorous
clapping of hands, and amid a storm
of applause, Mr. Faradeane, with a
faint smile, stepped quietly and slow-
ly from the platform.

As he did so he glanced—was it by
accident?—toward Olivia,

She met his glance for a moment,
then lowered her eyes, and turned to
speak to the vicar, who, worthy man,
was sitting with his hands clasped on
his knees, and his eyes and mouth
wide open.

‘““My dear Miss Vanley,” he gasped,
“what an exciting recitation! I—I
don’t think I ever heard anything
more—more terrible, Mr, Hara-
den——"

“Faradeane,” said Olivia.

“I beg your pardon—Faradeane—is
a most accomplished actor, most ac-
complished.”

i "Oh.ﬂunkyou-omnch S0’ very |
much,” murmured Aunt Amelia, Jork
ing her feathers at Faradeane. “It
| was wonderful, perfectly wonderful.
Iwunemnohorﬂﬂedlnmylﬁe'
‘Iﬂlr it has made our poor little en-

tionless.

nol!llmdom"

some, grave-faced man in the corner,.

‘ Nervous, sick headaches tell
of exhausted nerves, and warn
you of approaching prostration
or paralysis. By enriching the
blood Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food
restores the wasted nerve cells
and thoroughly cures headaches,
sleeplessness and other nervous
disorders.

50 Cents a Box, all Dealers, or
Edmanson, Bates & Co., Limited,

Toronto.

Dr Chase's\.€

Nerve i‘ﬂood'

Faradeane, with a smile. “You are all
too good-natured, Miss Vanley,” and
he sank into his corner and was hid-
den from the curious and awe-struck
gaze of the audience.

The entertainment proceeded; but
after the event of the evening, the
part songs and duets fell flat, and the
big audience dispersed, thinking and
talking of nothing but “The Dream of
Eugene Aram” and the strange gen-
tleman who had made them shudder
and turn pale.

As the Grange party left the room,
Lord Carfield came up.

“Where is your friend, Mr. Fara-
deane,. Bertie?” he asked. “I wish
you would introduce me. I never
heard Hood’s poem better done.”

Bertie, who had Olivia on his arm,
looked round and beckoned to Fara-
deane,

“My father,” he said,
know you, Faradeane.”

Mr. Faradeane came . forward and
bowed.

The old earl looked at him with a
rather puzzled expression. ?

“Haven’t I seen you before, Mr.

“wants to

Faradeane?’ he said.

Faradeane looked him steadily in
the face.

“T think not, Lord Carfield,” he said.

“No! That’s strange. I had a
fancy that we had met before this.
Allow me to thank you for an intel-
lectual treat. Your recital of ‘Eug: e
Aram’ was remarkably good; remark-
ably good. I never heard it betfter
done, never.”

Mr. Faradeane smiled.

“There are hundreds of people who
could do it better, Lord Carfield.”

“I dare say,” said his lordship, “but
I have never heard them. It made
me shudder; but that is the effect
you wanted to produce, no doubt.
What amazes me, though, is how a
man who hasn’t committed a mur-
der—I don’t suppose that you have;
Mr. Faradeane?’ Faradeane smiled
strangely. ‘“What astonishes me is
how a man who hasn’t slain a fellow-
creature could portray the feelings
of the criminal so closely as you have
done.”

“It’s all trickery,
said Faradeane.

“Oh, of course,” said Bartley Brad-
stone, who was standing near, and
listening with a moody . bitterness.
He had been watching Olivia durirg
the whole of the recital, and had re-
marked, with furious jealousy, the ef-
fect produced on her. “It's just a
knack,” he said.

Lord Carfield turned to him - with
that slow, calm regard which always
drove Bartley Bradstone half mad. .

“Mr. ‘Bradstone is quite right,” said
Faradeane, and the pleasant assént
chafed Bradstone still more  than
Lord Carfield’s cold glance.

“We'd better be going, hadn’t we?”
he said, and almost pushing past Ber-
tie, he offered Olivia his arm.

Lord Carfield,”

at her with an ugly red glowing in bis
face. :

frightened: you!” he - said, almost
loud enough for Faradeane to hear.

isn't fit for a mixed audience.”
Olivia, coldly.

“You are tromblh\x. ‘then,” he said,
with hure!y mpnuued tnry

Lord Carfleld had looked, snd taking
her hand frim his arm, tmnll w

torhhmm quite dht!ngnhbd' q_ow ]

| Wainford, sir,” said the 1lad,

As she put her hand upon it, he feit}
that she was trembling, and looked | I

“This confounded business  has|

“In ‘my opinion, that kind of thing|

“I am not frightened, thanks,” uid

Bartlay Bradkﬁono bit his llp at]

this distinct rebuke, and was forced
‘fto walk’ down the room alone,

As he approached the door, chafing
F'with envy and mortification, a lad en-
tered, and, looking round, came up to
fhim with a telegram.

“What's this?’ demanded Bartley

Bradstone, roughly.

“A telegram, sir,” the lad said. “The
postmaster said I was to bring it
here, as it might be important—"
“He is a fool,” said Bartley Brad-
stone. “Besides, a telegram at this
time!”

_“I had to ride over with it from
shyly;
“and I didn’t like to come in till the
entertainment was over.”

Bartley Bradstone opened the en-
velope, scowling, and read the tele-
gram. It L

“Have got all you want.
is netted.—Mowle.”

He crushed it in his
looked furtively round as if he al-
most suspected that the rest of the

It ran thus:
The bird

hand, and

| party knew its purport; then his face

cleared, and he glanced at Olivia with
an ugly smile of sinister significance.

“You snub me, do you, my lady?”
breath. “You'll
change your tone presently, I fancy.”
the open air

he said, under his

And he went into
mumbling the words of the telegram.
“Mowle’s a fool
wire,” he said, wiping the perspiration
from his forehead. “But he’s right.

The bird is netted!”

CHAPTER X.
In The Moonlight.

was streaming over

of Eugene Aram,” as they made their
way through the string of carriages.
Faradeane paused to
night;
offer her hand.
“My dear Mr. Faradeane!” she ex-

us! Bertie, the squire quite expects
you back to smoke a cigar with him;
do, do persuade him to come with
you. Really, I feel that I cannot lose
you, Mr. Faradeane.”
Faradeane hesitated; but Bertie,
eager to snatch a few more minuics
of his idol’s society, pressed his arm.
“Come on,” he said. “The squire
will be pleased, I know.”
Olivia stood silent, her eyes
dreamily on the moonlit scene.
“Must we go back in those stuffy

carriages,” she said, in a low voice.

fixed

“Can we not walk, aunt?”
“Certainly, you may,” replied Miss

“But I think I will ride;

these night dews are rather treacher-

Amelia.

ous, I'm sure,” and she dropped her
head on her shoulder, and simpered,
“Mr. Bradstone will be kin denough
to take care of me.”

Bartley Bradstone’s face would have
supplied a fine study for a painter of
character, but he was helpless; and
with a stifled oath, gave her his arm.

(To be Continued.)
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A SMABT ' BREAKFAST GOSTUME.

1728

Nrriceay

1

Blouse and Cap—1780.
Petticoat—1728.
Comprising Pattern 1780, which

Pattern 1728, which may serve as a

scene, lighting up the crowd of people morning skirt or a petticoat. Silk,
still talking of the wonderful “Dream | crepe, gingham, percale,

challie or
washable satin could be used for
these models. The skirt has full
gathered portion joined to a hip yoke
section. The blouse or sack could be
The Pattern
of the blouse, which includes the cap,
is cut in 3 sizes: Small, Medium and
Large. It requires 33 yards of 36-
inch' material for the sack and %
yard for the cap, for a Medium size.
22, 24, 26,
28, 30, 32 and 34 inches waist measure.
It requires 35 yards.of 36-inch ma-
terial for a 24-inch size.

This illustration calls for TWO sep-
arate patterns which will be mailed to
any address on receipt of 10 cents
FOR EACH pattern in silver or
stamps.

A JAUNTY SPORT COSTUME.

Blouse—1761. Skirt—1756.

Striped taffeta in green and blue
was used for the smock, and green
jersey cloth for the skirt. Tub silk,
linen and washable satin is also nice
for this style. The skirt is a three-
gore model with lap tuck at the front

tions and big pockets. Pattern 1761
furnishes the model for the smock. It
is cut in 7 sizes: 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42
and 44 inches bust measure, and re-
quires 3% yards of 44-inch material
for a 36-inch size. The Skirt is cut
in 7-sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30, 32 and 34
inches waist measure. It requires 35
yards of 44-inch material for a 26-
inch size, which measures 3% yards at
the foot.

This illustration calls for TWO sep-
arate patterns, which will be mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
FOR EACH pattern in silver or
stamps.
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“This Dry Cleaning Proeess
" Has a Wonderful Scope.

Our process has a wonderful scope for cleaning all sorts of*
garments and material. Elaborate or fragile texture, as laces,
gilks, chiffons, and all tender materials, which cannot be cleaned
by this process without injury.

Ungar’s, Laundry and Dye Works,
HALIFAX,

Messrs. NICHOLLE, INKPEN & CHAFE, St. John’s,

_ Agents for Newfoundland.
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Keep the Home
Fires Burning
Every Day!

But in the nights, and when you are away from home,
you can

‘Use one of our

Alcohol HEATERS,

at 50c. each.

It’s a wonder. Boiler is complete with handle and
cover, there is a tripod and a tin holder of solid alcohol
(nothing to spill). Everything is compact.
folds up and so does boiler handle, and the boiler will
contain tripod and aleohol holder and a cup and saucer.
Alcohol refills cost 15¢. each. These Heaters are useful
at all times, but especially for

Tripod

Infants and sick people at night.
Anyone who hates laying fires in hot weather.

Picnicers, trouters and owners of motor cars, motor
cycles side-cars and motor boats.

Travellers on the railway or elsewhere.

Henry Blair

As usual,
Sale werwill offe

BOYS KHAKI BELT
; PIECE SUI

8 to 16 years. All one

price ..
MISSES’ MUSLIN 1
Slightly soiled.

$1.50 and $3.00 to
72¢. and $1.1¢

Red

BOYS' WASH
New clean stock, 65¢.,
$1.50.
Worth from 80ec. t«

ROBI

seam. The smock has front yoke por- |

Surtings

Have just opened our new
Spring Suitings. We were
fortunate in securing 'a

splendid range of

English Worsteds

and Irish and
Scotch Tweeds.

Notwithstanding the scar-
city of the woollens and the
drawbacks in freights, we
are able to show as good a
selection as before the war.
The latest in cut, the best
in make. Write for sam-
ples and self - measuring
cards.
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War News
Messages Received
Previous to 9 A.

s &
OFFICIAL.
LONDOCN, Aug
The Governor, St. John’s:
On the Somme front we p ogre
~further, the enemy losin eavil
Yuntu attacks. 2 < :
On \dlm(l\\ the French capt
the enemy’s third position bet
Hardecourt and the Somme, tak
thousand prisoners. :
At Verdun the enemy succeeds
retaking Thiaumont work. Elsew
they were repulsed with great Ic
The Italians in a highly succe
offensive captured Gorizia, and
tinue to advance eastward and O
Carso plateau. The)
thousand prisoners.
Pressure on the Galician front

Temmacz a

captured si:

1 Stanislau
result

tinues.
been occupied W the
Bothmer’s army has begun to ret

Since the beginning
000 prisoners and sixty-eight
have been captured.
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y S.S. Stephano,
Aug. 3,'16:

N. Y. Turkeys.

N. Y. Chickem.

N. Y. Corned Beef.
California Oranges.
Bananas.

Grape Fruit.
Plums—Blue.
Plums—Red.
Gravenstein Apples.
Peaches.

Pears.
Cantaloupés.
Lemons.
Celery.
Tomatoes.
Cucumbers.

10 bris. Green Cabbage.
10 bris. New Potatoes.

T 25 eases
CAMPBELL'S SOUPS.

. GOLDEN PHEASANT-TE
. 1 1b. tins, % 1b. pkgs,
: half chests.

25 cases
No. 1 SALMON—1916 pack
- No. 1 LOBSTER—1916 pack.
I‘RESH COUNTRY EGGS,
qu. TURNIPS & CABB.
.. _ receiyed daily.
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Gt
-  DANNAWALLA TEA . .50c
10 per cent. discount of

- 5 1b. pareels.




