
THE EVENING/ TELEGRAM, ST. JOHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND, JUNE 8, 1916—2

MADE I
Canada!

Y ROYAIA
Uyeast^

“KYRA,”
OB,:

The Ward ol the 
il Earl of Vering,
Li ‘-------------------

CHAPTER X.
“All Women Are False.”

“ T will wager fifty pounds to ten 
that the marquis proposes to her,’ 
said the count, in that quiet, boasting 
voice of his. And, if you will believe 
me, Perce, I couldn’t keep my tongue 
still; I must stop, and I said: 'Count 
Hudspiel, I can’t take your bet, be
cause I know for certain that you 
would lcse, and it is no bet if that is 
certain ; but I know that Miss Devigne 
will not marry the marquis, because 
she is engaged already.’

“'To whom?’ asks the count—‘not 
to your cousin, Mr. Merivale, although 
you may think so. Come, take my lit
tle wager.’

“You know how he speaks, Perce, 
like a German, confound him!—and 
so I took it. It was wrong, I know, 
but I couldn’t stand by and hear that 
bragging fool bounce like that, could 
I? So I took his bet, Perce.”

Percy struck a light
“And you have lost it, Charlie!" he 

said, quietly, “for Miss Lilian Devigne 
will marry the Marquis of Orland.”

Charlie opened his mouth, ' then 
closed it quickly, as he caught sight 
of his cousin’s face by the light of. the 
one wax candle which Percy had 
lighted.

“Oh, Perce, dear Perce! How 
white and ill you look! Oh. what is 
it?. What has happened?” and his 
face grew anxious" and concerned.

"Nothing much, Charlie,” said Per
cy, smiling. “Never mind my white 
face. I’m tired, you know—no bed 
last night, a scramble of a dinner, 
and a long journey, to say nothing of 
bad news.” _

“But—but—something’s the matter. 
Do tell me Perce. I will be careful 
and thoughtful. I can’t bear to see 
you look like that!” and the boy’s 
lips quivered.

“Hush, Charlie,” murmured Percy. 
“It is nothing much—only a mistake. 
May you never meet with such an 
one. Only a slight mistake, old boy, 
which the lady you admire so much 
has made. She thought that she car
ed enough for me to be my wife, and 
found, after all, that it was the Mar
quis of Orland she was in love with.”

"What, that tottering old man!” 
gasped the boy, in horror.

“Hush ; he is the Marquis of Or
land, Charlie, and his kind are always

young and handsome and worthy of 

being young girls’ husbands until 

they die!”
“Ah, I see!” cried the boy. “She 

has left you, Perce, for him? Perce,
I hat,e her! Yes, I hate her! You for 
him! Perce, dear, dear Perce, I scorn 
and hate her! She is lovely, but she 
is a fool! Oh, Perce, to leave you, so 
strong and handsome, so—so great— 
for that limping, painted old skeleton ! 
No; I won’t say any more, not a word. 
Dear, dear Perce!” and with a gréai 
gulp the tender-hearted boy hid h's 
face upon his cousin’s broad shoulder.

“Hush!” said Percy, "not a word 
more for either of us, Charlie, old boy. 
I’m hard hit, as you see. Yes, I must 
own that, you know; but I can get 
over it—very quickly—out of her 
sight. Charlie, listen to me. You go 
to Oxford next week. Well, we will 
both of us cut London at the same 
time. We will keep the chambers on, 
and Beamish shall look after them, 
that when vacation comes round you 
can run up here and enjoy yourself 
while I am away. You can look after 
things, Charlie, and I know I can 
trust you to keep a straight heel! 
You won’t forget that any mishap to 
you would hurt me more than if it 
had occurred to myself. You will 
keep straight, Charlie, for my sake! 
and when I come back we will meet to 
part no more, as the hymn says, 
least on this side of the river.”

“Yes, that’s all very well—that's all 
for me, as usual,” groaned the boy 
“you never think of yourgelf! Bat 
where are you going, Perce?”

“Anywhere — somewhere where 
there are no Lilian Devignes, Charlie 
boy! I’ll go and seek communion 
with the wolves and the bears, out, 
among the big game; they’re wild and 
rather rough, but they are better than 
the women of our modern high-press 
ure civilization. Never fear for me 
Charlie. Do you go on right, look af
ter Beamish, and keep a straight heel 
and I shall be satisfied. And now go 
to bed, dear boy, and sleep on it 
There, there, my dear old Charlie boy 
if all the world were false there 
one true heart beats for me while you 
are in it! Good night!”

Then, as the lad wrung his hand 
and reluctantly left him, Percy Ches 
ter drew his writing materials to 
ward him, and by the tifcht of the one 
wax candle, wrote :

"My Lord:—It is only due to your 
superior knowledge and foresight that 
I should admit the truth of your pro
phecy. The woman I loved has prov
en false. Noth withstanding her
treachery, however, I still remain firm 
in my refusal of your kind plan on 
my behalf, and quite content to abide 
by the consequences of such rejection 
I am now, my lord, about starting for 
the New World, and I hope on a new 
life. I may hot return for some years, 
but in whatever land I may be, I shall 
always find nothing in my heart for 
your lordship but gratitude and re
spect. i

“I am, my lord, Tl
“Yours most truly.

“PERCY CHESTER.”

A new world ; a new life. Ah! Per
cy Chester, as you sit with your face 
hidden in your hands, all looks black 
and somber, hopeless to your mental 
gaze; but who knows! you may find 
in that same new world and new life, 
a new joy, in the light of which the 
somber clouds shall scud away as the 
mists of night flee before the morning 
sun. "All women are false!” you 
groan, thinking of the fair face and 
sweet wiles of her—she who has be

OH YES, l WAS FOND OF MY Wlf"£- 
IN FACT, I USED To GO HOME AND 
HOLD HER HANDS EVERY NIGHTS
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Forced to Leave School,
Had St. Vitus’ Dance.

Astonishing Cure of This Nervous Tro uble Effected by Use of Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food.

Here Is a cape where life-long 
gratitude will be felt for Dr. Chase’s 
Nerve Food. As a school girl and in 
later life Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food came 
to the rescue when, the nerves gave 
out. Now a healthy, robust woman 
happily gives the credit to this great 
food cure for restoring her to health 
and strength.

Miss Sadie M. White, 38 Waterloo 
Street, Fredericton, N.B., writes:—

“When ten years of age a friend of 
mine had St. Vitus’ Dance and she 
had to leave school -and go under a 
doctor’s""care. Instead of benefltting 
by the treatement she appeared to get 
worse. Her tonsils and tongue be
came so swollen that she could scarce
ly take qpy nourishment. For two 
weeks she was this way and then took 
convulsions and nearly choked to 
ddath. She was ordered to the hos
pital, but soon got worse again. I 
recommended Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food 
to her and she used nine boxes, stead

ily growing better. Three years later 
a severe fright brought on the nervous 
trouble again, and she suffered every
thing a human being could endure. 
Her mother bought a dozen boxes of 
the Nerve Food, and with this treat-, 
ment she was fully restored. I Wish 
you could see her now, a strong, 
healthy, robust woman with two love
ly babies. She still uses the Nerve 
Food when she feels out of sorts, but 
has had no return of the old nervous 
trouble.”

For weak, puny, nervous children 
there ie nothing like Dr. Chase’s Nerve 
Food to enrich the blood, restore the 
starved nerves and start them on the 
way to health. When they fail to get 
proper nourishment from the food 
they eat, this food cure presents the 
necessary ingredients in condensed 
and easily assimilated form, and 
strength and vigor Is restored. 50 
cents a box, 6 for $2.50, all dealers, or 
Edmanson, Bates & Company, Limit
ed, Toronto.

trayed you. Wait! Behind the veil of 
the future there lies fate.

CHAPTER XI.
The Indian Maid.

Twilight—darkness, indeed, but for 
the snow. Snow on the wide-stretch
ing plain, snow on the hills repring 
their great, threatening heads in the 
distance, snow on the leafless trees of 
the prairie wood—such an evening 
as rendcres the glowing fires enjoy
able, and the light of a pair of wax 
candles through the steam of a tea
kettle appear the epitome of comfort 
—such a scene of wide-stretching, 
snow, dreary mountain peak and 
grim forest as the poet who wrote 
the ode to Nature’s solitude might 
have conjured up for inspiration And 
yet there is human life animating the 
ghostly landscape, and heightening its 
dreariness by contrast; for, slowly 
approaching the forest, across the 
open gla*j£, rides a solitary horse
man.

Though it is twilight, the air is So 
clear and keen that his figure and 
face can be seen at some distance, and 
once seen, they are not to be passed 
over by the most careless observer.

A tall, strong-framed, though thin, 
and somewhat depressed by evident 
lassitude, broad shoulders, muscular 
arms, and a leg that, clad now in 
tight-fitting gaiters of buffalo-skin, 
might have made its mark in the days 
of satin breeches and silken hose; a 
face—so much of It as can be seen 
for the fur cap and upturned collar 
of the horseman’s cloak—cleanly cut, 
heavily mustached, dark-eyed ; the 
hand that holds the frozen bridle is 
long, thin, shapely; and the air with 
which the rider looks about him Is 
some what different to the sharp, fer
rety expression which distinguishes 
the ordinary fur-trapper.

And yet what man, other than a fur- 
trader or a lunatic, would be riding 
across the plains of the Snake River 
in a North American winter evening?

How is one to believe that this tpan 
slowly picking his way over this seem 
ingly endless plain, miles away from 
civilizatipn, food, fire, comfort—this 
man with the patrician face and bear
ing, clad in beaver skin and mocca
sins, and bestriding a horse as weary 
as himself? How is one to believe 
that he was, and might be again, if he 
chose, the pink and form of fashion, 
the beau of a London season, the well- 
beloved of aspiring daughters,» the 
hope and aim of conspiring mammas, 
the pride of an ancient house, the 
friend of the noblest In the land, and 
—the enemy of himself? All this, and 
more, is Percy Chester, heir to an 
earldom and "lord of himself, that 
heritage of woe.” Three years ago if 
any one had said, “Per.cy, my boy, 
you’ll printer In North" America, and 
spend the cheerful days among red
skins, beavers and grizzly bears, of
ten hungry, nearly always cold, gen
erally dissatisfied,” he would have 
laughed the prophet to scorn." and 
talked about what he meant to do with 
the Pytchley and the Quorne.

Yet, here’ he was, alone in a soli
tary waste, very tired, very hungry.

and tolerantly cold, while far away 
his old companions and friends were 
careering through a short London 
seasrin, and wondering “what on earth 
had become of Chester, you know!”

Perhaps a similar kind of question 
he was putting to himself as he set
tled down Into his saddle and pulled 
his cloak more closely round him : 
certainly with an Impatient kind of 
shrug, that generally comes as a fin
ale to self-communing, he checked 
the slow progress of the horse, with a 
word, and looked round him.

Apparently the landwark or object 
for which he looked did not greet his 
aching eyes, for with a pursing of the 
lip and an emphatic shake of the 
head, he said to his sole companion— 
the horse:

“Something wrong here, old lady; 
we’ve missed the way, or Spotted Wolf 
has played us false. The tribe should 
be hereabouts or we made a mistake 
in the tracks.”

The horse—who, of course, under
stood every word of the foregoing, 
raised his head, looked round with 
uplifted ears, then neighed.

“Exactly my opinion," said its mas. 
ter. “If I understood you rightly, 
old lady, Spotted Wolf is not—not to 
put too fine a point on it—to be relied 
on, or the tribe has gone; which is it, 
I wonder? Not that it matters, for 
whichever way it goes, we must camp 
out in the snow to-night. Let us get 
under the trees.”

toth a shake of the head, the tired 
horse put its best foot foremost, and 
again the silence, so weird and awful, 
fell upon the scene.

With that silence unbroken, man 
and beast entered the skirt of the 
wood, and there as if by mutual con
sent, made a halt.

Dismounting, Percy Chester flung 
the bridle over his arm, and with eyes, 
ears and nose—for the hunter and 
fur-trapper must follow that feature 
jn more ways than one when he is 
roughing it in North America—on the 
alert, proceeded to a cautious recon- 
noiter.

After a few minutes of intense lis
tening our hero pitched upon a little 
hollow made by the meeting of the 
limbs of these trees, and which was 
comparatively free from snow; drew 
the saddle from his mare, rubbed her 
nose with a handful of snow-water, 
abstracted a like quantity of corn 
from his saddle-bag, directed her at
tention to some green leaves that 
sprouted from the winter shrubs near 
at hand, and while she was nibbling 
them with the keen enjoyment of a 
hungry horse, rubbed her down as 
carefully as if he himself had dined, 
rested, and was at ease.

All this done very quickly, and with 
every now and then a word or two of 
encouragement and good-fellowship, 
the traveler proceed to clear a-apace 
in the snow, to pile upon it the priest 
boughs and twigs he could find, and 
to turn.them into a good, roaring

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
■ Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat
tern Cuts. These will he found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

A SET OF NEW TUNICS.

f?I3
1713—These attractive styles may 

be used for any material. Lace, em
broidery, embroidered crepe or voile, 
taffeta, faille, net, tulle, chiffon or 
crepe de chine, all are suitable and 
appropriate. Style No. 1 is made with 
plaits over the front, is cut -vith 
deep points at the sides, and gathered 
to a band or belt. Style No. 2 shows 
a deep plait over the centre front and 
at the sides; it has gathered fulness; 
which falls in graceful folds over the 
hips. Style No. 3 Is equally attractive, 
showing a long point in front and in 
the back, where the fulness forms a 
wide plait over the centre.

The Pattern which includes all 
styles Illustrated, is cut in 3 sizes : 
Small, Medium and Large. No. 1 will 
require 1% yard of of 44-inch ma
terial, No. 2 will require 3 yards and 
No. 3 will require 2% yards, for a 
Medium size.

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

A SMART STYLE.

J7U

Even blouses have tiny pockets. 
Small hats are trimmed with flam

boyant bows.

1711—Ladies’ and Misses Bathing 
Suit (With Bloomers).

Mohair, brilliantine, serge, flannel 
and silk are nice for this model. The 
waist fronts are crossed over a vest 
that is cut in with round low neck 
edge. Bell shaped short sleeve, and a 
four gore flare skirt complete the de 
sign.

The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes for 
Misses: 16, 18 and 20 years, and in 5 
sizes for Ladies, 36, 3j8, 40, 42 and 44 
inches bust measure. It requires 3% 
yards of 44-inch material for an 18- 
year size; size 38 would require 3% 
yards.

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

BIG SHOWING
-OF-

American HOSIERY
For Ladies and Children from the Leading American Mills.

Superior Goods at Low Prices.

In fact we are now offering you American Hosiery all at 
last year’s prices. This we have achieved by booking up last 
Fall for this Summer’s requirements, since when goods have 
advanced considerably. Further than that, you can depend on 
our Hosiery when washed, proving FAST, as we have been par
ticular in buying Hosiery that was manufactured last year, and 
with the Fast Sulphur Dyes. Therefore you can depend on our 
Hosiery values being as right as ever all round. We offer 
you amongst many others:—

Special Values, at 20c. pair.
in Ladies’ Plain Thread Hose, reliable makes, in Blacks, Tans, 

Whites, Pinks and Pale Blues / »•
Of course we have 15c. values, too, if you want them in Blacks, 

Tans and Whites.
A very special value is our Ladies’ Sutrite” White Mercerised 

Hose, with the maker’s guarantee on every pair, at 40c. pair.
All smart dressers will be interested in our assortment of Ladies’ 

Half Silk and Heal Silk Hosiery, in Black, White & Colored.

Get Wise and Save Money by Buying 
The Children’s Hosiery Here.

See our “Johnnie Jones” Hose for Johnnie Jones and all 
other boys. These are good, strong, clean and true. Will suit 
Johnnie’s sister, too. Prices 18c. to 24c. pair, according to size.

Henry Blair

No.

Size

Address in full:—

Name

TV.

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
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.

TAILOR and CLOTHIER,
281 and ?83 Duckworth Street, St. John’s, Nfld.

»♦♦♦♦■. w I >♦**

Knight Property,
with Timber Limit, with immediate 
possession for active operations. 

Apply to

JAIMES 8. KNIGHT.
JON ARIFS LINIMENT CUBES DIFH-

Canada Starch Company, Ltd,
Cardinal, Ontario.,

Manufacturers of:

CROWN BRAND SYRUP, 
CORN FLOUR,
POTATO FLOUR, - 
LAUNDRY STARCH.

T. A. MACNAB & CO.
(City Club Building)

WHOLESALE DISTRIBUTORS FOR NEWFOUNDLAND.
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War News.
I Messages Received 

Préviens to 9 A.M.
BRITISH ARMY GOES 

MOURNING.
INTO

LONDON, June 7.
The British Army went into mourn- 

I tag to-day for the late Chief. Every 
officer wore crepe on Ills left arm. 

I Throughout the country flags were at 
I ball mast. There was no suspension 
I of activities having to do with the 
Ifrosecution of the war, and at the 
I War Office and other Government de- 
I partments officials continued to work 
lout the details of the scheme which 
I Earl Kitchener formulated. From the 
I Allies and neutral countries, Domin- 
I ions. Colonies and Dependencies, 
I came a flood of cablegrams express- 
ling sympathy. The news was rc- 
Iceived in the South African asse 
Ibly during the discussion of the esti- 
I mates. Premier Botha, who v a - 
I deeply affected, made an immediate 
I announcement and moved adjourn- 
Iment, while members, Dutch and 
I British, remained standing as a tri- 
pate to the man who hail won the Do- 
Iminion for Great Britain against 
I forces in which many of the legisla- 
I tQrs had fought. Newspapers and 
Imany commercial organizations have 
Jlaken up the demand for the- mimedi
late internment of all aliens from enc- 
Itay nations, on the ground that the 
I Germans may have been advised from 
(England of Earl Kitchener’s depart- 
lure and that such have been respo - 
Jfible for the destruction of the llav p-
Ithire.

r»8. PAPERS DEVOTE COLUMNS 
ON KITCHENER’S DEATH.

NEW YORK, June 7. 
Morning newspapers publish col 

Ptans on the death of Kitchener, in- 
gtiuding sketches of his career, cu- 

*3 of his achievements and ex
istons of sorrow at his death. All
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The Canai
Manufactured by The Ford

The Ford is absolutely r| 
tires and gasoline, and has 
other car in Nfld. Don’t bu\"| 
buy one for service.

Price: TOURING ....
RUNABOUT . .

GEO, BAR


