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Leif Ericsson—The Discoverer of America

T
HE FIRST WHITE MEN to tread Americahsoü were Leif Bresson and his sea-dashed Vîking crew.
This was nearly a thousand years ago, when the Scandinavian peoples ruled the seas and held the secrets 
ot navigation. The history or the fair-haired, liberty-loving sons and daughters of Sweden,Norway and 

Denmark is rich in song and story. Wfe have millions of these splendid folk in our own land, and wherever the 
standard of Liberty and Human Progress has been raised they are found in the front rank, bravely fighting for 
the Right. Better citizens or greater lovers of Ffersonal Liberty are unknown, for centuries our full-blooded Scan
dinavian brothers have been moderate users of Barley-Malt brews. Who can truthfully say it has injured them in 
anyway? It is the ancient heritage of these peoples to revolt at Prohibitory Laws, and their vote is registered 
almost to a man against such legislation. For 57 years Scandinavians have been drinkers of the honestly- 
brewed beers of Anheuser-Buscn. They have helped to make their great brand BUDWEISER exceed the 
sales of any other beer by millions of bottles. Seven thousand, five hundred men, all in all, are daily required 
to keep pace with the natural public demand for Budweiser. ANHEUSER-BUSCH ‘ ST. LOUIS,U.S.A.
Bottled only*at the home plant.
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Distributpr St John’s, Nfld.
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there are so many to tell her
V

•——OB, THE—

Mistress ol Darracourl.
CHAPTER IX.

He turned and came toward them, 
and Lucille saw the old lady’s fierce 
expression soften Into a strange 
kindliness.

"So you are here still, afe you, 
strT” she said, and/the tone was gent
ler than her words,

“Yes, my lady," he replied.
"Humph!" she said, thoughtfully. 

"They told me you were going to 
leave the country. What are you do
ing here?" #

"I am Mise Darracourt’s servant, 
my lady," he replied, gravely, Juat 
raising his hat towards Lucille.

‘.‘Miss Darracourt’s 1 servant!" re
peated Lady Farnley, as It she was 
pondering over It. "Humph L she 
might have a better!"

"And she might have a worse," he 
said, w'th perfect respect, and with a 
grave smile.

“I'm not sure of that," she snapped, 
but she ^railed as she spoke, and her 
eyes dwelt upon bts face Indulgently. 
“I suppose I ought to tell her that 
yon are an Idle, ne’er-do-well, Harry 
Heroe, eh?" m nt*

“It would be quite superfluous, my

lady; 
that.”

"And you still keen him, my dear?” 
she asked, turning 1/ Lucille.

By this time Lucille had regained 
her usual cpmposure, and met the 
sharp eye steadily. V

“I am accustomed to judge for my
self, Lady Farnley,” she spid, coldly, 
almost haughtily.

“Well, well, my dear, you are your 
own mistress. I dare say he’ll be 
useful."

“Have you any. commands for me, 
my lady?" he said, almost iriterrupt- 
Ing her. I ^ g

"Eh? Oh, no; you can go,-sir; I 
see you are anxious to be gone," but 
as he turned she called to him again.

“What’s the matter, Harry? What 
are you limping tor?" He turned 
back with a slight flush on his tanned 
cheek, and hlo color showed the faint 
trace of the whip weal, which had not 
entirely disappeared. "And what’s 
that on your face?" she added, with 
something like concern. “Come here, 
Harry!."

He came closer, his eyes downcast.
“Yes; there’s a mark right across 

your face, and a cut on your temples. 
You have been fighting, sir!" and she 
held up her finger and shook it at 
him.

“No, I have not,” he said. “I met 
with an accident out driving. A mere 
nothing. Good-morning, my lady,” 
and he raised1 his hat and limped 
quietly away; but as he went his
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eyes sought Lucille’s Imploringly and 
! earnestly.

Lady Farnley turned to her sharp
ly.

“Hè’s been fighting! That was a 
story, of course!"

“Indeed, it was not!” exclaimed 
Lucille. “It Was an accident. The 
ponies ran away with me, and—and 
we sohuld have been killed, but he— 
Harry Herne—threw himself upon 
them and stopped them. He saved 
our lives! It was splendjfl! If he 
had not been there, one or both of us 
must have been dashed to pieces, I 
think!”

"One of ua! There were two of 
you, then? That girl with you! I 
could have spared her!"

“Oh, Lady Farnley! It was not 
Miss Verner—It was the Marquis of 
Merle!"

Lady Farnley turned towards her 
with a sudden start.

“The Marquis of Merle with you! 
and—and Harry Herne saved him!” 
she said, with a strange Inflection. 
"And—and what did he say? Did— 
did he thank him?"

"Yes," said Lucille, her eyes flash
ing; “In a way peculiar to marquis
es, perhaps.^. He struc.k him across 
the face with his whip, and the mark 
you saw was the result.”

The old lady stopped, and with her 
fàce white as death, save for the 
rouçe spots, grasped Lucille’s arms.

“What!" she gasped. “Struck him 
—with a whip!—the marquis struck 
Harry Herne!"

"Yes,” said Lucille, compressing 
her lips; “he struck him—for no 
cause, unless for saving his life!”

“The—the coward!” She trembled 
like a leaf, and Lucille took her arm 
and drew it within her own. "Thank 
you, my dear; thank you. I am an 
old woman ,and easily upset. 'Struck 
him! Oh, Heaven; there will he 
blood spilt! I know It—I know it! 
To strike him! Well,' well—what 

happened? Quick, my dear!” 
“Nothing,” said Lucille, with

strange quietude. “Harry Herne—he 
might easily have killed nim with a 
single blow!—bore it like a man!”

"A man! A gentleman!" exclaimed 
the old lady. “I see It all. You were 
there, and he wouldn’t quarrel before 
you. Oh!” and she drew a long 
breath.

Then she turned swiftly, Imploring
ly, to Lucille.

"My dear, mischief will - come of

this. It will; I know it. But you 
must prevent it Do you hear?” she 
insisted anxiously. “You must send
him away-----"

Lucille’s brows came down.
"Why should I send him away?" 

she said, her eyes glowing with hau
teur, as it seemed. “He has been 
here all his life—long before I came. 
He loves this place, with better cause 
than I have. He prayed to me to let 
him remain. He saved my life, bore 
insult for my sake, and, to reward 
him,. I must—send him away!"

The old lady looked up at her, with 
mingled admiration and distress.

“Well, well, .well!" she muttered. 
"You won’t, I see. Oh, you have all 
the Darracourt spirit, my dear! Well, 
I can’t help It. Harm will come of
It. You don’t know-----"

She stopped abruptly, and Lucille 
broke in qluetly.

“What is it I do not know? Why 
are these two men such enemies? And 
what is this Harry Herne? Will you 
tell me?"

Lady Farnley looked from side to 
side, then she rose.

"No, I cannot tell you,” she said. 
"It Is not for me. It. Is not for you 
to know, either. Let it rest my dear. 
I—made too much of it, I daresay. 
There! Here’s the carriage!” and 
she got up with an air pf relief. “Help 
me in, my dear; I’m shaken all to 
bits, and I thought nothing would

Consumption
Its Diagnosis, Treatment and Care

FREE

move me any more, but I didn’t cal
culate on- this.”

“You" will not tell me?" said Lu
cille.

The old lady seemed to shrink from 
her.

“No, no! Don’t ask me,” she mut
tered; “and"—catching Lucille’s arm 
as she stood back—"and don’t ask 
any one else to tell you. Do you 
hear? Be a good girl now, and hu
mor an old woman who likes you al
ready, and will be fond of you, If you 
will let her," she was almost whim
pering, "Let the thing rest. Oh,
dear! Tell them to drive on, Waltl
Promlie me, my dear-lt'i for your
own good—promise me you won't In
quire; now there's a good girl. 
Don't scowl at me like that."

Lucille forced a smile.
“I did not mean to scowl,” she said 

quietly. “Very well, I will promise 
—for the present. But I may ask you 
to release me from that promise, La
dy Farnley.”

"That I never will,” said the old 
lady, swiftly; and with these words 
the carriage moved away.

CHAPTER X.
You might live In a worse place 

than Wandsworth—and you might 
live in a better.

It is not poverty stricken, like 
some of the neighborhoods in London, 
the greatest and finest and richest 
city of the world; it is not exactly 
squalid, but It is emphatically and de
cidedly depressing.

It is here that the honest, hard
working artisan seeks his well-earned 
repose—it is here that the small 
tradesman makes an equally hard- 
earned livlihood, and it is here Mr. 
Sinclair, or, as he was styled on the 
posters, Mr, St. Clair, had a local 
habitation and a name.

Amusement was provided in 
Wandsworth by the Oriental Music 
Hall.

It Is not an imposing edifice by any 
means, but, though it Is attached to a 
saloon and adds considerably to the 
revenue of that establishment, it is 
quite respectable.

It was the evening of the day Mr. 
Sinclair had paid his visit to Darra
court, and he had just finished im
ploring the Wandsworthians In the 
Oriental to "Come Into the Garden, 
Maud," and assuring them that he 
was “The Pilgrim of Love.”

He was in anything but an amiable 
and peaceful mood as he climbed the 
narrow staircase of No. 21 Eden Row 
to the almost as narrow room In 
which he lived.

Mr. Sinclair lived in what is term
ed “the first floor hack." It was a 
small room, meagerly furnished, the 
most conspicuous article being, next 
to the bed, a large litograph portrait 
ot "Senor St. Clair, the world-famed 
tenor," the next an enlarged photo
graph ot a girl with yellow hair, 
great gray eyes, and thin lips—the 
portrait ot Miss Marie Verner.

“I’ve never felt so fearful as to
night," he muttered. "It’s seeing 
her, I suppose, and the thought that 
she’s left that school, and gone to live 
among the swells. Oh, It I’d only 
married her! I was a tool to leave 
her free. A fool! and now I shan’t 
sleep all night, and—there’s nothing 
to drink,” he added, thirstily.

At that moment there came three 
or four peculiarly dismal groans, as 
It seemed from behind the box, but In 
reality from the next room.

Mr. Sinclair glanced at the wall 
with a scowl.

“And now he’s going it, to make 
things worse. And he’ll keep It up 
all night, I suppose."

Another groan seemed to Indicate 
that the supposition was not un
founded, and Mr. Sinclair, mutter
ing, “Well, I suppose I may as well 
go and talk to him as sit and listen 
to him groaning," put out his candle 
for economy’s sake, and, groping his 
way to a door on the landing, knock
ed not over gently.

A voice, which seemed to come from 
a distance, answered, “Come in!" and 

Mr, Sinclair entered.
(To bo Continued.)
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Bargains 1 Bargains!
Everyday Bargain Day all this and 

next week, at
HENRY BLAIR’S.
f-BK SPECIALS n SUMMER HOSIERY—6

60 doien Ladles' Plain Black Llile lloae, cannot be repeated. 
Regular value 86c, Now.......... »........... ..  *8?®* Per PB*r

20 doaen Ladies* Plain Colored Lisle Hose, embroidered clocks,
Navy and Oreen only. Regular price 46c. Now............ 2pc,

40 dozen Ladles’ Plain Colored Lisle Hose In the following 
shades: Pale Blue, Pink, Hello, Old Rose, Navy, ^tyrtle, Re
seda, Light Tan, Champagne. Amethyst. Reg. 40c. Now 20c. 
per pair

50 dozen Ladles’ Plain Colored .Cashmere Hose, In Belt Tana, 
Greens, Light Navy, Grey, Purple, Amethyst and Vertical
Stripes. Regular value 65c, Now ,v_. .............39c. per pair

30 dozen Men's Plain Cashmere Half Hose, In Self Colors and 
Fancy Embroidered Fronts and Stripes. Regular value 46c.
Now........................................................................29c. per pair*

60 dozen Men’s Plain Lisle Half Hose, In Black and Light Tan. 
Regular value 15c. Now......................................He- Per P®lr

6-BIG SPECIALS-6
NOTE.—The above 6 Lots are all the latest up-to-date goods, 

smart styles and newest shades, famed for good value In Hosiery. 
A trial solicited.

HENRY BLAIR
Garden Tools!
Griffin’s BEST Crown 

Scythes, . 
Griffin’s Riveted 

Back Scythes, 
American Scythes, 
B. Y. Grass Hooks,
Scythe Slones, ol 

aU kinds, 
Digging Forks, 
Potato Hooks, 

Hay Rakes, 
Scythe Snaths, 

etc., etc.

BROS., Ltd.
Hardware Dept.
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HEW. TREATISE ON TUBERCULOSIS
By Freeman Hall, M.D.

This valuable medical book tells in plain, simple 
language how Consumption can be cured in
Î'our own home. If you know of any one suffer, 
ng from Consumption, Catarrh, Bronchitis, 

Asthma or any throat or lung trouble, or are 
yourself afflicted, this book will help you. Even 
if you are in the advanced stage of the disease 
and feel there is no hope, it will instruct you 
how others, with its aid, cured themselves after 
all remedies tried had failed, aad they believed 
their case hopeless.

Write at once to The Yonkerman Co., 1900 
Rose St, Kalamazoo, Mich., and they wilffiïàÿgus tttysxses

ent absolutely Free, fortheywantyon to have 
lie wonderful remedy before it i» too late.
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FRESH BUTTER !
» ea.

Choicest Table Quality.
jas.rMI

OUR CLOTHES
represent a conecientioaa 
effort on our part, to give 
you maximum value for 
your money.

EACH SEASON 

We carefully choose the beet 
quality-fabric in the mort 
attractive patterns and col
ors and manufacture into 
baits, combining the latest 

Fashion and Fit Ask your dealer for our popular
Brands, AMERICUS, TRUEFIT FITREBjRM, BTÏL*
UNFIT, PROGRESS.

Made eaiy by

Newfoundland Clothing Co,

Most of 
Servie 
Aboul

Rear-Admiral n| 
admiral t. ho mai i 
a County Wexford 
service before | 
and is the son o 
of Borodai c, Cbm 
His father is dei| 
Wexford. He ma 
est daughter of .A .1 
Chicago'. He emj 
1884 : he served il I 
obtained a D.S.O J 
despatches, was 
4th class ,Medjidi« 
to a Commander. 

'In 1900. was agaij 
spaUhes, obtaine 
and was ptjpmotc 
thus been twice p;| 
in active service. 
Admiral in 1910.

With tit:' thougfl 
. file Empire direct/ 

our Fleets at seul 
correspondent of 
iin account of th ] 
commanding the 
in war cannot fa J 
leteet. Foremost! 
mirql Sir John .il 
libintment was at 
To a, large tlumbl 
hit;herto probably! 
personality. Dur| 
of the immédiat-: 
many other men 
familiar to the t| 
come to the fronrf 
ficers are referred 
sketches.

A glance, 
as a whole 
speaking." tl\i 
mirais. [Tl 
cers flying their 

•can be called.veto 
though the term 
gard to their sen 
have had oyer. 4" 
ln the First Flee 
Vice-Admiral Sir I 
57. and the y oui 
Sir David Reatt 
age fs about 52 

, a dontrast to th 
Navies which emj 

i of between tin ai
Sir John Jellict 

,er-in-Chief of tint 
supreme commanf 
was 54 in Deoeml 
the .Navy sjnee 1H 
specialist. winliin| 
gunery when at , 
ant 'in ,1882. T.wi 
service, lirst in tl 
1882, and second!] 
when he was wo 
Seymour's exped 
Peking Legation | 
ho was Chief st.i 
Ouglliiess as an a | 
ihbwn as Naval 

• troller director 
Third Sea Lord i 
which latter posj 
Afloat, lie lias lie 
«landing that F hi 
commanding f
the Home Fleet, 
of tin1 "lied ' |
manoeuvres lie 
raiding" the lliiin| 
Const places.

Rear-Admiral 
of the Stuff to ï
brother in-hiw to I

■ mirais having ni 
Sjr Charles i'ayzo

at t!| 
show? 

this is 1 
rhWe a|

Nova
Mui

>>

-have an envi 
with disceri 
and are amo| 
curities peri 
for the invesj 
by trustees 

‘ How unbl 
record is n| 
from the fai 
DOLLAR ol 
terest has eN 
them by detj 

There are! 
issues of No] 
cipal Bonds 
list of ofU 
Dartmouth, 
Kentville ai 
prices yield i] 
p.c. Send 
reports. .

Member* Moptrf 
Investme 

Outright or


