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how frightened you look still ! ” and 
she stared and laughed at him. “I 
dare say you wish I was dead.”

He started, and glanced at her un
der his btows.

"I’m sure I've wished the same 
many and many a time. But I’m still 
alive, you sec, and kicking,” and she 
folded her legs and stuck out her 
ankles. “Very much alive. I fancy 
I shall outlive you, my dear, though 
I do risk my neck every night. Drop 
in at the Palace of Amusement when 
you’re in London next, and' have ■ a 
lock at me.”

“I—I will," he said.
' "And so you’re staying in this 
dead-and-alive hole, are you?” she 
said, eying him curiously, 
der what you’re up to; some sly game 
or other, I’ll be bound. You always 
w ore up to a lay of some kind, weren’t 
you? What is it now, eh?”

"I don't understand you,” he said, 
with affected carelessness. "I’m just
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driven almost to distraction, could 
testify, and he lit up a cigar at start
ing to steady his nerves. He had also 
drunk a full glass of brandy-and- 
water for the same reason.

There was a short cut through the 
wood—-the same wood in which Fara
deane had pleaded for Bertie—and, 
thé moon lighting up every inch of the 
way, Mr. Bartley Bradstone decided to 
go through the wood.

Many another man would have been 
struck by the beauty of the scene, the 
soft light throwing the shadow of 
every leaf upon the ground in a deli
cate tracery, and silvering every 
branch of the grand old oaks which 
had been the pride of generations of 
Vanleys; but Mr. Bartely Bradstone 
was too fully occupied with thoughts 
of to-morrow to bestoVr any attention 
upon scenery.

“Only a few hours more,? he mut
tered, "only a few hours! I’m a
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We offer for this month our 
Entire Stock of Trout and Sal
mon Tackle at practically cost 
during this month. Now is the 
time to lay in a good stock as all 
these lines are being rapidly ad
vanced by the makers.
$1.50 Rods at....................... $1.13
$2.00 Rods at.......................$1.50
$3.00 Rods at .. .,. .... ,. $2.25 

50c. Reels at..,.. .. .'. .. 40c.
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erproof Lines at 19, 30, 45c, 
75c. and $1.10.

Single and Twisted Gut Cast 
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Fly Hooks at 45, 60 and 90c. 
per dozen. ,

Nameji Salmon Flies, 25, 30 and 
60c., at 19, 22 and 35c. each.

Fly Books, 50, 90c., $1.20 and 
$1.50, offered at 40, 70, 95c. 
and $1.20.

Strong Wicker Trout Baskets 
reduced to 60, 80c. and $1.00 
each.

Hooks to single and double gut. 
Regular 15 to 60c., offered at 
12 to 40c. dozen.

Landing Nets, Straps, Rod Tops, 
Floats and all other lines 
marked right down.

250 gross Deep Sea Fish Hooks, 
all sizes, offered at cost to 
clear.

S. E. GARLAND,
Leading Bookseller.
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constant torture — what sleep 
nights of terrible agony—itch-i 
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Spring Suitings. We were 
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care face of the woman wno, witn nei 
arms akimbo, stood ' regarding bin 
with a mixture of amusement anc 
contempt, combined with an enjoy 
ment of his. discomfiture which was al 
most tigerish.

At last he managed to find hii 
voice, a very weak and feeble one.

‘only a
plucky devil, and I deserve to win; 
and I will, too-! She’s plucky, too. 
Lord! it’s wonderful what a girl will 
do to save her father. How beautiful 
she is, and liow proud! But I’ll cure 
her of that, I rather think. I’ll let her 
know who’s master, once I’ve got her 
safe and tight. I’ll have no more of 
that fellow Faradeane, for one thing. 
She thinks a great deal too^much of 
him—a great deal. If he fancies he 
is going to hang about her skirts 
alter she’s my wife, as he's been doing 
lately, he’ll find his mistake out. That 
Farâdeane’s a beast, and I hate him."

He repeated this charming senti
ment twice, and with such

WHEN LOVE This week
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. '

Came Too Late
CHAPTER XX

"I should like to meet him,” said 
the bishop, amlbbly. “I very seldom 
forget a face, and his seems familiar 
to me.”

"If you’ll come with me to his cot
tage, I’ll ask him to dine with us to
night. He is a most charming com
panion,” said the squire, eagerly.

The bishop inclined his head, and 
the two men walked toward The Dell. 
As they did so they saw Faradeane in 
the garden, pacing up and down the 
gravel walk, and the squire stopped 
at the gate, and called to him.

Faradeane walked toward them, but 
at sijjïit of the bishop stopped sud
denly. It was only for a moment, 
however, aqd he came and unlocked 
the gate.

“Good-afternoon,” said the squire. 
"Let me introduce you to the Bishop 
of Latham, Faradeane.”

Faradeane raised his hat, and the 
bishop followed suit, and smiled. _

"We have met before, Mr. Fara
deane, have we not?” he said, pleas
antly.

Faradeane looked him straight in 
the face.

“Your lordship mistakes rile for a 
better man, I hope,” he said, with a 
smile.

The bishop bowed with ready cour
tesy and self-possession.

"It is not so, then. “Pray forgive 
me.”

“Dine with us to-night, will you, 
Faradeane?” said the squire, with af
fectionate familiarity.

Faradeane hesitated a moment, then 
ebook his head.

“Not to-night,” he said.
The squire knew him too well to 

dream of pressing, him; and the bish
op, having exchanged a few words 
with him, he and the squire turned 
homeward. .J

Half an hour later /JSartley Brad- 
srone left The Maplesjj/n walk to the 
Grange. Most men are nervous and 
restless on the, day before their mar
riage, but Mr. Bartley Bradstone was 
nervous and restless to a remarkable 
degree. He had wandered about his 
huge house all day, bullying the work
men and the servants, and it was- not 
until his brougham had been brought 
to the door that he had suddenly de
cided that it would do him good to 
walk instead of ride to the Grange.

He had got himself dressed in his 
evening suit with even more than his 
usual care, as his badgered valet.

for?”
course. a --«j
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from France. It took me in, it did, 
indeed! I suppose you thought I 
should run after you, didn’t you? Run 
after you!” r,nd she laughed with 

"What are you doing down 
Give an account of yourself,

very little notice; but suddenly, as 
the match was falling from his fin
gers, the figure of a woman slipped 
out from among the shadows and 
stood right in his path.

He stepped back with a start of sur
prise, and stared at her; and she, with 
a quick movement, flung the shawl she 
was wearing from before her face and 
laughed.

It wag only a woman’s laugh, but it 
made Bartley Bradstone shrink back 
trembling and shaking like a leaf; 
the cigar fell from his fingers, and he 
stood—or, rather,

scorn, 
here?
Bartley? Have you got such a thing 
as a cigarette about you? The, smell 
of that cigar has set me off longing 
for a puff."

He handed her his silver case, and 
she smiled as she saw how his hand 
shook.

“Here, light it,” she sal 
nonchalant air of command.

He lit the cigarette, and handed it 
to her.

“Now, then,” she said, blowing the 
smoke through her handsome nostrils 
"Let's have a true and particular ac
count of yourself.” »

“I’m—I’m staying here for a time,” 
he said, trying to speak in a careless, 
matter-of-fact tone. “I—I haven’t 
been quite the thing—France didn’t 
suit me—and I ran down here for a 
change. I’m going back almost di
rectly.”

She looked at him with charming 
Incredulity.

“I don’t believe a word of it,” she 
said, flicking the ash from' her cigar
ette, and leaning against a tree in an 
easy attitude, as if she were leaning 
against the ropes of her trapeze. “I 
don’t believe you’ve*been out of Eng
land at all; and what’s more, I don’t 
care. You may go where you like, 
'and do what you like, for what I care, 
Bartley.”

He drew a breath of. relief, and the 
color canae slowly back to his face.

"Then—then you didn’t come down 
here after me?” he said, with a pitiful 
attempt at a laugh. «

"I certainly did not,” she retorted, 
with unaffected scorn. “Ï came down 

twinkled—”be:

Keep the Home 
Fires Burning
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•Before -Fleur 
goes higher put 
in your stock.

But in the nights, and v.hen you are away from home, 
you can

with a

Use one of our1500 barrels on hand and to 
arrive, of best brands.leaned—against a 

tree like a man who is suddenly con
fronted with a ghost.

The "Woman, planting her feet firm
ly on the path, stared at him for a 
moment in silence, then burst into 
another loud, mirthless laugh.

“Why, it’s you!” she exclaimed,,and 
| her iaugh rang through the wood. 

“You! Well, this beats anything! 
You of .all men!” and she struck her 
hands on her hips and laughed again.

Bartley Bradstone’s tongue seemed 
to cling to the roof of his mouth, and 
hie face, ashen pale, was distorted like 
a man’s in mortal agony.

“Bella!” he said at last
“Yes, that’s me,” retorted the wo

man. '’Oh, I’m no ghost, though you 
Took as it you thought I was! Great 
goodness, fancy meeting you—and 
here! Well, wonders will never 
cease. You! Why, I thought you 
were thousands of miles away, and 
you ain’t By Heaven, I’m in luck! 
Come, man, pull yourself together ; 
I’m not a ghost, I tell you, not me! 
Don’t pretend you forget Bella. How1 
are you, Mr. Bradstone?” and with a 
mocking smile she held out her hand.

Alcohol HEATERS,Pork, Beef, Jowls.
Spare Ribs at $19.00 brl., or 

10 lbs. for $1.00.
Molasses—1st runnings.
Tea, Sugar, Kero Oil.
Oats, Bran & Cattle Feeds.

Our ECLIPSE TEA is 
the best in Newfoundland 
at 45c. lb.

tleman, didn’t you?” and she laughed.
The color flushed his face, then left 

it pale again.
“I wonder what your game is,” she 

said, after a moment or two. 
don’t care. I shan’t interfere, 
are you staying? At the inn 
I’ve put up? You may as well come 
and have some supper with me. We 
can have a chat over old times,” and 
she showed her white teeth In a grin.

“I’m—I’m staying with a friend 
‘and I’m • going there

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. Tripod 
folds up and so docs boiler handle, and the boiler will 
contain tripod and alcohol holder and a cup and saucer. 
Alcohol refills cost 15c. each. These Heaters are useful 
at all times, bat especially for

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.

But I

J. J. Si. JOHNhere,” he said; 
now.”

He pulled out his watch.

She stretched out her hand and 
took It as calmly as if It had belong
ed to her, «ïaMHM

(To be Continued.!

Duckworth SL and LeMarchanl 
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The “Camel'

here"—and her eyes 
cause the air of London didn’t agree 
with me, and I thought I’d take a 
change. Come down after you! Why, 
man, what do I want with you while 
you pay me my allowance regularly^’" 

“I thought----- ” he began.

CHAPTER XXI.
The Avenger. j 

Great drops of cold sweat stood up
on Bartley Bradstone’s forehead as he 
looked at the handsome, devll-may-

Fountaln Pen, with Gold 
Pen, $1.75.

The “Falcon” Fountain Pen, 45c.
The “B. & H.” Self-Filling Fountain, 

fitted with Gold Pen. Prices $L75 
and $2.50.

The “Temco” Fountain Pen, a pen 
of superior writing qualities, fit
ted with 14k. Gold Pen. Price 
$6,00.

The ÜOHoto”, a self-filler, built to last 
a lifetime, $4.50 each; gold band
ed, $5«t0.

STYLO PENS.
The “British Bulldog”, 65c.
The “Scotch Collie” in mottled vul

canite, 75c.
Thé "St. Bernard,” large Ink holding 

capacity, 95c.
The “Retriever,” 76c.
The “Spaniel,” 95c^ and others up to 
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SLATTERY’S I Crisis Has Been 
Reached in the WToo Late.she broke In. “And you don’t ask what 

I’ve been doing?” with a smile.
"I—I hope you’ve been enjoying 

yourself,” he said, conclllatlngly.
"“A lot you care! As it happens, I 

have been enjoying myself. I’ve made 
a, hit, and I’m one of the great London 
favorites, Bartley. What do you 
think of that, efe? Did you ever hear 
of Bella-Ôella?”

He shook his head. .
“Not ypu! You’ve been away from 

lpngland »o long» don’t you, 4tnow!” 
and she laughed sarcastically. "Well, 
I’m Bella-Beilf», the Flying SWtfllow. 
There isn’t one to touch me on the 
trapeze, they say; and I believe they’rë 
right* I’m making quite a pile, I am;

Every Neuralgic Headache Cured ! 
Use “Nerviline We are in a position to supply the trade 

with a fine lot of.
There is no reason why you should 

be, suffering from any form of stom
ach trouble when you can obtain 
Stafford’s Prescription “A” for 25c. or 
50c. a bottle and be cured.

Stafford’s Prescription “A* cures 
Indigestion, Dyspepsia, Gastritis, Ca
tarrh of the Stomach, and Nervous 
Dyspepsia.

The usual symptoms are: — "Un- 
cpmfortable feeling about stomach 
and bowels after eating. Headache, 
Nausea, Langour and Depression of 
Spirit», Irritability of Temper, Ten-
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From France And Belgium.

New York, N. Y. Sept 1—The M 
on correspondent of the World oa'J 
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Inquiries in financial and oil 

barters in close touch with Holla 
av~ elicited the fact that the b j 
revaiig fn well-informed quart! 
lat Qermany probably will shorl 
®r line in the west before'long. Till 
«Awo possible lines to which I 
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Denims, Cotton Tweed,There may be a thousand pains; yet, 
excepting sciatica, neuralgia is the 
worst Most remedies are not strong 
enough or penetrating enough to re
lieve neuralgia. You know everything 
you have tried has failed to give even 
momentary relief, and you have de
cided that neuralgia must be borne 
forever.

Do not make this mistake — try 
NERVILINE.

Apply it to the eore spot Notice the 
glow that spreads deeper and wider as

and in a few days
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GARRETT BYRNE,derness and even pain over Pit of 

Stomach, Chilly Sensations, Slight 
Feverishness, Bad Taste, Loss of Ap
petite Constipation, etc.
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DR. F. STAFFORD & SON, 
St John’s, Nfld.

retire, one

W. A. SLATTERY.BUTTER.
Manufacturers of and RetatL);ive power is carried Slattery’s Bldg., Duckworth & George’s Sts.A lew Cases FRESH EGGS, large she.

- - \ V.

mism

msi

mzi

'mm

K.V& •->;

ÜS

mm


