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ECORSE TS

Style and Economy—

Good reasons why you should
buy the D & A or La Diva Corsets

These **Made-in-Canada’’ Corsets have all the
style and workmanship formerly found only
in very expensive imported corsets, yet their

price is most moderate and is made possi-
ble only by a splendid equipment and

large sales,

style to suit you. Sold by most

Dominion Corset Co., Manufacturers
Quebec, Montreal
and Toronto

There is a size and

corset stores.

A
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The Ward ol the
Earl of Vering.

CHAPTER XIX.

The Love of Other Days..

“Oh, he, Wild Jack, had been over
the whole globe!” laughed Lady Pace-
well, with a little blush. Her lady-
ship had been one of Wild Jack’s lady-
loves. “Yes, he disappeared
suddenly, and only came above the
horizon an hour or two before the old
earl died.”

“How romantic!”

quite

“Wait; there is more romance than
that! It seems that he did not return
alone—of course, I am onl'y telling
you gossip now, for I am not in his
confidence, nor is any other man or
woman, I believe—but the story goes
that he brought a young girl—-"
Lady Pacewell broke _ off suddenly.
“Tell me my dear—your eyes are so
good—is that a carriage coming along
the park?”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Gorton.

“Then, I shall have to postpone the
history of Lord Vering, for that must
be the late comers of our party. I ex-
pected them by this train. Go in,
dear, and give the gentlemen their
tea, will you? I must receive those
people, and see if any dinner is left,”
and she turned into the dining-room.

The carriages came swiftly up the
drive of Ashwell Park, and, as the
gentlemen left the dining room and
got their tea in the drawing-room, the
new guests made their entrance at the
hall.

The drawing-room of Ashwell Park
was a large, old-fashioned room, with
quiet nooks and curtained recesses,
and four French windows opening on
to the terrace. The party was not a
large one, and by the time the new
arrivals had finished their dinner and
reached the drawing-room, the pariy
already settled
spread about at the piano, the whist-
table, and some in the recesses, talk-
ing over the coming season. One or
two of the gentlemen were, by spec-

in the house was

ial permission, smoking out on the
terrace, for the night was a warm one,
as we have said. Among the latter
was Lord Percy, leaning over the Bal-
ustrade, sﬁloking and
, usual.

The newcomers drew round the tea
table, at which Mrs. Gorton was still
officiating, talking and laughing, and
making acquaintance.

Percy heard the increased number
of voices, and, with a start, awoke
from his reverie, lit another ' cigar,

thinking, as

and drew farther away, to resume his
meditation.

Of whom was he thinking? Of a
now struggling
and English

certain young girl,
with English grammar
manners at Minerva House.
Presently, a: lady—one of the new-
comers—detached herself from the
rest and sauntered through .the open
window on to the terrace. ;
Presently, the aroma of a cigar
she coughed slightly,

A gentleman was smok-

reached her;
and turned.
ing near her; at the little cough, he
started, and, throwing the cigar away,
came forward.

“I beg your pardon, Lady Pace-
I did not know any
near——" Then he stopped, for the
lady had started, and, with one hand
balustrade,

well; lady was

resting slightly on the
turned face to face to him.

“I am not Lady Pacewell,” she said,
in a voice sweetly soft and tremulous,
with a half-doubtful questioning.

At the sound of that voice, Lord
Percy pulled up short, and uttered an
exclamation:

“Lilian—Marchioness!”

turned away from him, with her hand
clinched tightly.
“Percy Chester—Lord Vering!”

There was a moment’s silence, the
man looking at the woman who had
betrayed him, the woman pressing her
hand to her heart and struggling for
calm. :

She was the first to break that ter-
rible silence.
me marchioness. 1

“You called

am not marchioness. I am—Lilian
Devigne.”

“What!” he said, in a voice low and
troubled. “Lilian Devigne?”

“Yes,” she said, with a weary smile,
that gave a pensive loveliness to her
face beyond words, “I am still Lilian
Devigne.”

Percy’s dark eye-brows contracted,
as he looked at her and listened.

a grim cynicism that brought the red
blood to her delicate face.

“He is dead,” she replied, in a low
‘“Have you not heard?”

“I have heard nothing,” he said.
“I have been out of the world since

”

voice.

He paused, sxgmﬁcant]y, and she
winced visibly.

“When did he die—where?”

She turned her face from him, and
leaned one white arm upon the bal-
‘cony.

“He died the day before that fixed
for our marriage; died
after a heavy dinner at the Duke of
Glocmin’s,” and she smiled, bitterly.

Percy stood regarding her, in si-
And so the price she had be-

in an hour

lence.

trayed him for had slipped from her
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germs have their breeding-place in the waste
products of the body. Don’t, then, let your bowels clog and throw
these harmful germs back on the blood. Take no
illness. Keep your bowels free, and the bile regulated with
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The lady echoed the low cry, and :

“And the marquis?”’ he said, with.

grasp! It was ba;'e justice—and yet—
and yet he pitied her—a ,dangeron§
sentiment for any man in his position
to feel for a woman, and such a wo-
man!

There was a profound silence; ther
she turned to him.

“And you? Ah, but I have no right
to ask! I have no right to ask, al-
though I have thought of you so often
—always! Lord Percy, I have wrong-
ed you past forgiveness; I have pray-
ed that you might forget, as pro-
foundly as you, no doubt, hate me!
But I cannot forget—I cannot forgive
myself!"”

As she spoke, she placed her hand,
whitely gloved, but not mere .white
than her exquisite arm, against ‘her
heart, and then let it fall upon the
stone balcony. :
“I cannot forget, and I see myself
vile and base, and yet not so base as
weak, and I loathe myself. I did not
know you were here. They told me
you remained at home, secluded and
alone; that you visited no one. I did
not dream that I should be likely to
meet you here, or I would not have
come.”

Still he was silent.
for him to say?
“And yet,” she
inaudibly, “it was not to spare mysel!
that I would have avoided you. I am
punished night and day, by conscience
by remorse, and I hug my punish-
ment. If I had spent one hour o’
happiness since—sinee you left me, 1}
should die now at your feet witlh
shame. But I have suffered, Lord
Percy, almost enough for expiation
Even you, could you but know its
extent, would deem my remorse suf
ficient. No doubt, long before this
you have had no feeling in the mat
ter but one of profound thankfulness

What was there

resumed, almosi

for your escape from one so worth-
less,‘so worldly, so mercenary; and
my presence here can only cause yov
annoyance, not pain. How often do 1
say to myself:
thank Heaven—he never
No man so good, so wise, could have

loved me!

really loved me.””

“That assurance was false,” said
Percy, in a deep, low voice, speaking
for the first time. “I loved you, and
you knew it.”

She hid her eyes in her hands, anc
a slight through her
frame, whether of pain or pleasure,
of his words, who can say?

“The deeper the wrong, then. Now
I know that you must hate the sight
of my face.”

She looked up at the sky, and smil-
ed.

tremor ran

“It is too late to-night, or mamma
should ask them to let us go. To-
morrow she shall make some excuse,
and we will get from your sight.”
He leaned over the balcony for a
moment; then said, gravely:

“There is no need for anything of
the kind. 1If v;'e two cannot meet
without pain to either, it shall be for
me to retreat, but there
should be no such feeling after these
years. There is no bitterness in my
heart against you, Miss Devigne; if
I cannot forget, I can forgive.”

As he ceased, his noble words ring-
ing low and clear on the evening air.
the beautiful woman,
breathless eagerness, she bowed her
head upon her hands, and her bosom
rose and fell with her efforts to sup-
press the sobs. that shook her.
“Hush!” he said, gently. “Hush!'
You magnify the—the mistake of the
past. You have suffered too greatly;
it is all expiated, for I have forgot-
ten, but I am not unhappy. It is time
that you should strive to forget.”
“You are happy,” she said, in a low,
tremulous voice, her eyes fixed on his
face, as if she could . read his soul.
“Y_ou tell me that I may stay here,
that you do not‘ hate me; if you knew
how great a weight you had lifted
from my heart—if I could but then
hope that you would ever bring your-
self to forgive me!” »

He smiled gravely.

“I have forgiven you long ago,” he
said, simply.

She looked up at him, with wide,
tearful, abashed eyes; then, as he
held out his hand, she bowed her
lovely head over it, and—he fancied
afterward that she kissed it.

“How noble you are!” she breath-
ed. “How noble!”

Then, without a word more, she
looked at him full in the face, and
meekly howed, and glided away.

not’ you;

listening in

‘He never loved me—"

FOUR WEEKS

~ IN HOSPITAL |

Mrs. Brown Finally Restored to
Health by Lydia E.Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound.

[

Cleveland, Ohio.—*‘ For years I suf-
fered so sometimes it séemed as though
I could not stand
it any longer. It
was all in my lower
organs. At times I
could hardly walk,
for if I steppedon a
little stone I would
almost faint. One
day I did faint and
my husband was
gent for and the doc-
tor came. I was ta-
BN cn to the hospital
and stayed four weeks but when I came
home I would faint just the same and
had the same pains.
A friend who is a nurse said for me to
try Lydia E.Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound. I began takingit that very day
for 1 was suffering a great deal. It
has already done me more good
than the hospital. To anyone who is
suffering as I was my advice is to stop
in the first drug-store and get a bottle
of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound before you go home.”’—Mrs. W.
C. BrowN, 1109 Auburn Avenue,Cleve-
land, Ohio.
Why not take Mrs. Brown'’s advice?
Write for free and helpful
advice to Lydia E. Pinkham
Medicine Co.(confidential), Lynn,
S.

Percy looked after her, in silence;
then he paced up and down, with
bent head and frowning brows; his
heart beat gquicker than he liked it—-
he was not so unmoved as he had
‘seemed.

How beautiful she was—how un-
speakably bewitching—this old love
Her beauty had lost some-
thing of its girlishness, but it had
gained a spirituality that compensa-
ted for it tenfold.

He laid his hand upon the balcony
and vaulted over into the garden, lit
a cigar, and strode off toward ethe

of his!

park.

Among the trees, a new
thought took possession of him. Thesc
woods reminded him "of those others
across the sea, white with snow, and

train of

silent as the grave—reminded him of
Kyra. He had not forgotten her. Ah,
no'! There was not an hour of the
day that the vision of her lithe, dark-
robed figure, lying before -him, cling-
ing to his hands, with its lovely face
upturned so piteously. No, Le had
not been near her, because-— He
stopped to ask himself why. Not be-
cause he did not care for the child,
but because he cared too well. It was
not well that she should center her
passionate affection on him so in-
tensely; she was young; if she did not
see him, her passionate dependence
on him would slacken and grow less
absorbing. He would keep away from
her for a while, until she had learned
to think less entirely of him—to de-
tach herself somewhat, to form new
ideas and new friendships. It was
fcr her good that he should do spo,
and—he looked up at the trees, and
then sighed—perhaps also’ for his
own. Yes, here in the solitude and’
stillness of the night, he knew that
the child was enshrined in his inner-
most heart, and that she was so much
to him that he could not tell how
much, or in what way. 5

“Li.ttle, dark-eyed, lithe-limbed Ky-
ra, Heaven send that you Ilcarn teo
love me less, and all the world more!”

(To be Continued.)

A shell eight inches long and 3 in
diameter which was fired into At-
lanta, Ga., by Gen. Sherman was
found in an excavation dug in a street.

The shell has the appearamce of a
solid shot and not an explosive shell
and is now being used by H. M. God-
frey, who found it, as a paper weight.
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Your Dress Dyed a
New Shade.

You would be surprised to know the number of
dresses we are receiving to be dyed some new shade.
We invariably give pleasing results in this respect.

Try Ungar’s Laundry and Dye Works,
: : HALIFAX.
Messrs. NICHOLLE, INKPEN & CHAFE, St. John’s,

.Agents for Newfoundland.
junl2,14,16

Decking.

H.J. Stabb& Co

All the Latest and
Best Books,

MAGAZINES & FASHION BOOKS
just received by the Durango. Come
in and look them over.

The Unknown To-Morrow by Wm. Le-
Queux, 35c.

The Way They Have in the Army by
by Thos. O’Toole, 35c¢.

The Girl from His Town by Marie Van
Vormst, 35c.

The Greater Power by Guy Thorne,
35¢.

The Road That Bends by Luby M.
Ayres, 90c.

Because of Misella by A. W. March-
mont, 90e.

The Passionate Elopement by Comp-
ton Mackenzie, 90c.

Degenerate Germany by Arthur 1.

The Reason Why by Elinor Glyn, 35c.

Beyond the Rocks by Elinor Glyn, 35¢.

Beltané the Smith by Jeffrey Tarnol,
90c.

Strand, Pearson’s, Review of Reviews,

London, Royal English Review,

Woman at Home, Lady’s World,

Grand, Premier, Cassell’s,

New, Novel, Family Reader Quarter-
ly, 45c.

Something to Read Quarterly, 45c.

Family Herald, Red, Wide World,

Lot-o-Fun Quarterly, 35c.

Weldon’s Ladies’ Journal,

Weldon’s Children’s Fashions,

Weldon’s Illustrated Dressmaker,

Harrison’s Dressmaker,

Fashions for All,

Young Ladies’ Journal,

Jose Lille’s Juvenile
Fashions,

Graphic, 111. London News, Sphere,

Daily Graphic, Daily Mirror,

GARLAND’S
Bookstore,

177-9 Water Street.

and Practical

The man who smokes them
says our

Royal Bengall
Little Cigars

are the best value in the
city. Try them,

10 for 25e.

Wholesale and Retail.

Cash’s
Tobacco STORE.

L

may save your home and belong:
ings from utter destruction by the
fames, but the smoke and water
will create a great deal of havee.

fIRE INSURANCE

will make good your damaged pro-

perty and supply you with suffi-

elent ready funds to replace de- '

_stroyed articles. Have me wﬂu
you an | insurance: )ollcy
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New Goods, ex S. S. Durango,
AT SLATTERY'S®

Wholesale Dry Goods House

174 pieces APRON CHECKS.
142 pieces DRESS COTTONS.
30 pieces DRESS GOODS.
30 pieces DRESS MUSLINS.
100 pieces WHITE SHIRTING.
60 pieces ART MUSLIN.

Also in stock a large assortment of

Amencan Pound and Piece Goods.
ALL AT LOWEST PRICES.

W. A. SLATTERY.

Slattery’s Bldg., Duckworth & George’s Sts.
P. O. Box 236. St. John’s, Nfid. ’Phone 522.

@E@@Hﬂ@@@@@@ﬂﬂ@@@@@l@@@m

ARE YOU A MAN

who likes to be dressed well? If so, read this: It is, no doubt,
YOUR
ambition to get clothing fit for a
KING
and if you will enlist you will be able to get your uniform and
great coat made by us. Our prices are right
AND

our styles and qualities are of the very best.
factory throughout the

COUNTRY

where you will be bétter treated than by us, and where you can
get better value. We are the oldest established factory
in Newfoundland. If you

NEED
proof of what we say, give us a trial and
YOU

will not be disappointed. We are noted for the finest military
and civil clothing in Newfoundland.

Niid. Clothing Company, Lid.
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. city of the woollens and the
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oring
Suitings !

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-

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 sani-
ples and self - measuring
cards.

- TAILOR and CLOTHIER,
281 and 2?83 Duckworth Street, St. Jolm’s, Nﬂd.

Mmlﬁ%’ﬂ WI%TNT- i, Amrﬁ“ In The Eve‘llng Tele!!'ﬂm

.

Sc. The Cre

EVERY AFTERNOO}

“When {

A drama of political int

* L CoShn

“BRONCHO BILLY'S ¥

with (.. M. Andersor
“HEART TROUBLE”—

and Alan Hale

“HEARST-SELIG NEW!
world happenings.
“SNAKEVILLE'S HEN

PROFESSOR Met

The Usual Big Childx

A NEW AND CLASSY M
—A COMFORTABLE 1

Veoetahle

In Glass:
TOMATOES.
CORN.
REFUGEE BEANS
TINY PEAS.
LITTLE GEM PEA
PETIS POIS (Extr:
CHAMPIGNONS,
MACEDOINES.
HARICOTS VERTS

DATE NUT M
BUTTER.

TEA.

Is the Tea U are usi
ing sat
brands Teas—
ROYAL, CROWN,

OUR BENT.

Bowring

’Phone

—JL)—-

GUENT:
HE ‘i' W \i
comfortabl
‘ouse.
GUENT:
HEAD WAITER:

ioned p: ome in’
HE \1‘ \\\:Hl\
cerned. But there's t
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to d! nd to—This ‘ere
time, and—

GUEST: You may &
have that bath . . . (&st
though he does talk a
I've struck a decent bi
sharply.)

For particulars of Gas

The St. John

No. 6 “ COLNM
50--No. 256

50--No. 35

Beoy from as
Franklin’s

Showroom,

;prl,tt




