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THE EVENING TELEGRAM, ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND, JULY 24, 1918-2 The Greatest Mother 
in the Worlcence beamed from her dark eyes.

"I deny! No! It to true, I came 
with Lord Clifforde from Ballyfloe—"

He made a despairing gesture.
“Why should we bandy words Î 

Good-by, Florto, good-by! Tell him
he to safe from me, tell him that----- "
he turned as her voice rang out, clear 
and commanding:

"Stop!"
He stood stock-still and waited.
“Lord Norman, you have cruelly 

slandered me—ay, more, an absent 
man! One so honorable and good 
that hie name should not pass your 
stained and dishonored lips! You 
accuse me of flying—flying—with Lord 
Cliffords!"

She laughed—a terrible, piteous 
laugh.

"What mad story you have heard I 
know not The truth Is all I know or 
care of. Lord Clifforde met me by ac
cident at Ballyfloe station, he accom
panied me to London, and then, hav
ing done all that a brother could do 
to comfort and console me under my 
heavy trouble, he left me. Since that 
hour I have neither seen nor heard 
from him! There is my answer to the 
foul lie you heard and believed!"

He glared at her—white, breathless.
"You—you received a telegram from 

him!"
“A telegram?" she repeated. "Ah! 

From him? No, from home. It was 
to say that my mother was dying----- ”

“Great and merciful Heaven! Florto 
—Florto!" he cried in a voice of de
spair, "is this true? Oh, how blind, 
blind I have been; how mad! Floris, 
forgive me! Forgive—oh, my poor 
darling! Why are you here? Why did 
you not write to me? Why—my brain 
is reeling. Have pity on me, Floris, 
and tell me all, this hideous mystery 
holds me in a net!"

She saw the sweat standing in great 
drops upon his brow, and his hands 
clinch on the gate until they were 
white as hie face.

“I am here—earning my living," she 
said, simply. "I came here to be away 
from England, to learn to forget, to— 
to—I must go now—Lord Norman. 
Good-by."

“No!” he cried, hearsay; “not yet 
Go? by Heaven, you shall not go! 
Floris! Floris! My darling, my long 
lost darling!” and he stretched out

not summon strength enough to leave 
him. His eyes—so wistful, 80 sad, so 
reproachful—held her as by a charm.

he asked, sud-
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"Havs you been 111?’ 
denly, almost gently.

She shook her head.
“Why do you wear that black 

drees?" he asked.
"My mother----- ” she faltered.
He h*g his head.
"I did not know, Why did you not

tell----- but why should you? And you
are not ill?”

Creme De Menthe,Royalo” Port Wine
Plant? of healthy apart either at the 

nlMnl targets or for email game. Reining*
Br tÆffm ton UMC .22 Rifles are made with

■If I the same fine, unhurried care as ourI Mb «= big game riflea-they aie beautiful
Bn hard-hitting, accurate little weapons,

.*£30* durable enough for the boys—fine 
shooting enough for the expert

Three Remington UMC .22’s—a» are beauties
The Remington .22’» are distinguished for jesti
clean, graceful lines, safety features, facility , A UHM

Black Cherry Brandy, London Dock Sherry,
tect
wise binds them to 
Yet they are everywhere at the pol 
of danger. The sublimest courage d 
sides in him who goes into the trd 
ches, and over the top, and throuj 
No Man’s Land, willing to die, if nd 
be, to save others.

Yet perhaps even greater fortituj 
is demanded at the stations and h<j 
pitals where the sight and 
pain is ever present to t 
without
And yet the battli 
—dastardly, < 
brought even 
enemy airman, 
are doing 
girl nurses 
the calm, î 
of saving li 
the saved and the s 
prey.

The Red Cross was 
of war, and war has 
greatest exertions in : 
infinite demands of t

Ginger Wine Cordial,Sloe Gin

“And—and—you are happy?” he 
continued, hoarsely.

The look of reproach, of angelic 
sadness that shone from her dark eyes 
went to his soul.

He sighed—it was almost a groan.
“Has he tired of you already!” he 

said, hoarsely. "Great Heaven! to it 
possible? Floris, I could almost wish 
that I had not seen you!—and yet—”

Two tears gathered in her eyes and 
fell slowly on her cheek. The sight 
of them tortured him.

“For Heaven’s sake, don’t cry!" be 
said, hastily; “the—the past is over 
and done with. I—I am sorry you are 
not happy. Oh, Heaven! to see you

266 Water Street,
. St. John’s, July, 1918.

Dear Sir, or Madam
I beg to approach you as one whom I am of the opinion appre

ciates the good things of life with regard to some new drinks I 
am about to place on the market.

The wines in question, a list of which you will find at the 
head of this letter, are manufactured by a Toronto concern who, 
since that Province went “dry,” have made a special study of 
wines that were popular in the “good old days” and have endeav
ored to imitate these wines as closely as it is possible to do when 
same have to be made according to the Prohibition law.

The Wines which I am now offering are the result. Nothing 
like them has ever been on the market since Prohibition days, and 
they should in no way be confounded with brands of non-alcoholic 
wines which have previously been on the market and which in the 
main are syrupy and nauseating.

Especial care has been taken to imitate the original flavors 
as far as it is possible, in fact it is practically impossible to dis-
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tinguish the two Liquers mentioned above from the real thing, 
while the other wines are very similar in flavor to their name
sakes. A not unattractive-feature is that the drinks are bottled 
in quart bottles, absolute counterparts of their real namesakes.

It is my desire to get a sample bottle of each of these wines 
into your home, for I am of the opinion that once you try them 
you will become a steady user of one or other of the kinds offered. 
I am therefore going to ask you to give me an order for One 
sample bottle each of “Royalo” Port Wine, London Dock Sherry, 
Creme de Menthe, Sloe Gin; Black Cherry Brandy and Ginger 
Wine Cordial at One dollar per quart bottle delivered (the same 
price as in Canada), that is $ix Dollars in all.

(These sample orders will be filled through one of the St. 
John’s dealers handling these goods, and delivery will be made as 
soon as the first shipment is received, probably some time in Sep
tember.) Orders may be phoned to my office—telephone num
ber 60. # -v- ....— -

Special prices to the trade upon application.

I am sure you will be pleased with this sample order and I 
hope to hear from you at your convenience.

With best wishes, ' s
Y ours very truly,*

P. E. OUTERBRIDGE,
Agent for The Gordon Wine Co., Toronto. 

Out of Town Representative:
MR. H. B. THOMSON.

In his mind’s eyes he sawRuled his heart
her as she looked that day, so fair and 
bright and girlish!

He looked up at the house. It was 
a villa almost shrouded by trees; 
there was a tight burning In the win
dow on the ground floor, and through 
the onen window came the sound of
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Destiny !
Why do you“I do not understand! 

speak to me like this?— 
ask me these questions 
cruel, cruel, knowing how wicked you

heartless

■why do youCHAPTER XXIX.
the sport of the gods.
"She loved Bertie all the time, poor 

girl,” he thought bitterly, as he stop
ped and looked at the river, leaning 
on the bridge, all unconsciously, 
where Floris so often stood. “Poor 
girl, why did she deceive me? Why 
did she not come to me and say, 
‘Bruce, I do not love you; I find that 
my heart is not given to you; I love 
Bertie?’ Heaven knows I would have 
let go without a single hard thought.

He lit another cigar and turned 
from the bridge.

Presently he heard the sound of a 
piano. It would not have attracted 
his attention—for it was not the first 
piano he had heard that night—but 
there was something In the air that 
seemed fr.mifiar.

What was it? A voice now rose, a 
very soft, pretty voice, and accompan
ied the piano. He could not catch the 
words, and yet, almost unconsciously, 
he found himself supplying them! 
What were they ? Surely he had • heard 
them sung to this tune!
“My sweet girl-love, with frank gray 

eyes.
Though years have passed, I see you

still,
There where you stood beside the 

mill,
Beneath the bright autumnal skies. 
Low o’er the marsh the curlew flew, 
The mavis sang upon the bough.
Oh, love, dear love, my heart was 

true,
It beats as truly, fondly, now,
Though years have passed, I love you 

yet;
Do you still remember, or do you for

get?”
Where had he heard them? They 

were the verses Floris had sung to 
Bertie one morning—the morning of 
the fancy fair! A pang shot through

have been—how hard 
yourself!”

“I?" he said, In amazement; and in 
hls eagerness and excitement he pusb- 

but, as she shranked the gate open 
back, he too stepped back and closed 
It again. “I!"

"Oh, do not mock me,” she almost 
wailed. “I do not want you to say 
that you are sorry; I did not wish to
see you ; I was learning to forget----- ”

Her voice faltered and broke.
he echoed, almost fierce-

to the gate and stood behind it, so 
near that he could have touched her 
with his hand, but he could not see 
her face.

So there she stood within reach of 
him, all unconscious of bis proximity.

She stood for a moment and then 
, }>ut at that instant a longing 
her face which had fallen upon 

became irresistible, 
to his full height and turn-
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He rose 
ed to the gate.

He knew her at once, and his heart 
seemed to stand still.

If It had been to save his life he 
could not have resisted speaking her 
name.

“Floris!” he said, softly, yet in a 
tone of intense feeling.

She heard him, and uttering a faint 
cry, put her hand to her heart, but 
she did not tura.her head.

Perhaps—who knows?—she thought 
that it was a trick of her imagination.

How often in her dreams had she 
heard him call her thus! In her 
dreams!

“Florto!” he said again.
Then she turned her white face and 

looked at him.
For a minute «they looked into each 

other’s eyes, as «if they were looking 
at the ghosts of their dead selves.

Then she saw ‘It was indeed he, and 
with a low cry of pain—actual pain— 
she covered her face with her hands.

He set his teeth. He misunderstood 
the gesture, and took it for one of 
guilt and remorse.

"Floris,” he said in a low voice, “is 
it indeed you? Are you afraid of me?”

“Forget
ly. "You can talk of forgetting to me! 
Do you think that any human being, 
however callous, can forget another 
she has so wronged as you have 
wronged me?”

“Wronged you!" she cried, in a low 
voice, “wronged you! I? Oh, Bruce, 
Bruce!"

“Yes, cruelly, foully wronged me!” 
he said, passionately. “Did ever man 
love a woman more dearly than I lov-

from

YOU
“Blanche!" he echoed, huskily. 

Great Heaven! He was to be married 
to her In a few days, married to her; 
and Floris----- "

She put out her hand to him.
"Oh, Bruce, Bruce, how could you 

have been so wicked?"
He hung his head.
“Be just!" he murAured. "You left 

me. I was alone in the world! I had 
lost you—what did It matter whom I 
married----- "

She moaned and hid her face, then 
she looked up suddenly.

“I left you!” she said, in a low, in
tense tone. “You had lost me! Oh, 
Bruce, Bruce, you were falee to me 
before I left Ballyfloe. You think I 
do not know----- ”

He started.
"I false to you before—I false to 

you! Floris, what to this? For Heav
en’s sake, speak plainly! Speak out 
at once! I am almost frenzied with 
this torture! I false to you! Am I 
dreaming?"

She looked at him, her eyes full of 
a sad reproach and despair.

“Why do you force me to speak?” 
she said, in a low voice. "What can 
it matter now? All is past between 
us. You are married----- ”

"No!” he thundered.
She panted, then her quick eyes 

read the truth.
“Ah, not yet, but going to be. Is It 

not so, Bruce?"
He hung hls head, then he looked 

up.
“Never mind Blanche,” he said, 

hoarsely, "tell me what you meant by 
being false to yon. What lies have 
they told you? Great Heaven, what to

ed you? And you stole away 
me, jilted me without a word of warn
ing—one word of remorse or peni- 

If I did not love you, I couldtence!
strike you down at my feet now."

She shrank back from his blazing 
eyes and wild, wicked words.

“I did you no wrong," she said, 
sadly, her lips quivering.

He controlled himself as if by a 
mighty effort, and drew a long breath. 

“We will not bandy words,” he said, 
‘I will not detain you many 

I want to say this, 
>. When I heard of 

md his—I swore that
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moments longer, 
and then I will go. 
your treachery- 
wherever I met him, let it be when 
and where it might, I would kill him. 
But I have repented of that rash oath; 
I should have remembered that your 
love made him sacred to me. Tell him 
that he need hide no longer—that he 
need not fear me. For your sake he 
shall go unpunished for as black a 
piece of treachery as the world has 
seen since Judas!"

Floris put out her hand to him.
“What are you saying? What are 

these wild words? Whom am I to tell 
—oh, am I dreaming?"

“Whom? The man who stole A>u 
from me—Bertie Clifforde,” he said, 
white to the lips and unnaturally 
calm.

Floris put her hands to her brow.
‘‘Bertie Clifforde—the man—! Oh, 

Heaven, what does this mean?"
He looked at her, a wild, mad doubt 

rising in hls mind.
“Yes, Bertie Clifforde! Are you not 

married to him?"
“No,” came from her parched lips.
He clutched the gate.
“No! Then, do you tell me—but no, 

he would not be so base and vile as 
that Then where to he? Yon fled 
with him; you left Ballyfloe together ! 
Will, you deny that?” *

Floris came nearer. Truth alone In 
her face the dignity of Injured lnno-1
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Tells How.

need noand she shook her head, her great 
eyes fixed on him with a wistful 
yearning.

"Will you not speak to me?" he said, 
holding the gate with hto hot hands, 
his heart beating fast. “You are not 
afraid of me! You have no need to 
be! Speak to me, Floris!”

She opened her Ups—the lips he 
had kissed.

"No; I am not afraid,” she murmur
ed, and her voice sounded to him like 
a ghost's. “How—why did you come 
here?" and she looked around.

“I am staying here, in Florence," he 
said, with a voice that shook from 
agitation. "I did not know----- "

“You did not know that I was here,” 
she finished for him, “or you would 
not have come.”

"No; I should not have come! No! 
And yet I am not sorry that I have 
seen you!” (

A pause for a moment. She could
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If every girl who suffers as Miss 
Wells did, or from irregularities, painful 
periods, backache, siaesche, dragging 
down peins, inflammation ereleerstiea 
would only give thb famous root sad 
herb remedy ta trial they Would seen 
find relief from such suffering.

For special advice women are asked to 
write the Lydia E. Pinkhem Medicine 
Co., Lynn, Mesa The result of forty 
years experience is at your service.
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To remove the stain of iron mould, 

first drop a little powdered salt on to 
the mark and then aqueese on a little 
lemon juice; hold the stained part of 
the article against the steam of a 
boiling kettle and the stain will dis
appear. ' Advertise in the “Evening Telegram
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