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CHAPTER XXXIX.

“Man proposes, Heaven disposes.” 
Never was truer proverb than this. 
Time passed. Lady St. Just's two 
boys grew in beauty and intelligence, 
the world went well with her. She 
was happy now that there were times 
when she even forgot the sin of her 
lifetime, when the shadow fell so 
completely from her that she no long
er remembered that it existed, when 
she was so entirely, so completely 
happy that she forgot everything else 
but the sunny present.

She heard at rare intervals from 
Gerald, and his letters were so sad 
that they made her unhappy for days 
after they came; they always' end id 
in the same manner, by his telling 
her that before he died he hoped to 
see England again, and herself also.

She was not ungrateful to him, but 
those letters saddened her so greatly 
that she wished they would not come.

Had her sin prospered? It seemed 
like it. At times she grew frightened 
at her own happiness. “Has Heaven 
pardoned me?” she asked herself 
when she looked round her. “Has 
Hea' en forgiven me?" she asked her
self, when she looked on the face of 
her best-loved child.

Lord St. Just had always made it 
a point of being in London for the 
season. He hall a magnificent man
sion there, Herton House, a fine large 
house near Hyde Park. There all the 
leading men of the day rallied round 
him. There, too, his beautiful, grace
ful wife held her court—the graceful 
dark-eyed woman whose bearing and 
manner were as those of a queen. To 
know Lady St. Just was to proclaim 
oneself known. Second-rate people 
did not frequent her house—it was 
not the resort of the light, the gay, 
or the frivolous ; the talented, wise 
and noble met there, and she had 
some reason to be proud of the soci
ety she gathered around her.

Until the day of her death she re
membered one May morning when 
the sun was shining brightly, and she 
was in the breakfast-room of Herton 
House waiting for Lord St. Just. The 
room was a beautiful one, gay with 
rose-hued chintz and white lace—gay 
with scented flowers and the small i
fire that burned in the grate. The i 
open windows looked into a square, 
pretty garden all filled with roses 
and mignonette, Lady St. Just’s fav
orite flowers. One dark and one gold
en little head peeped in at the door, 
and Vivien, who was looking at the 
flowers from the window, did not see 
her sons.

She was looking more beautiful 
than ever on that fair May morning

The fresh, perfumed air brought a 
color to her face, her dark eyes were 
filled with happy light, her mouth 
wore a grave, sweet smile, the won
drous wealth of dark hair was simply 
arranged—a rose with a deep glowing 
heart was its only ornament, and a 
rose nestled in the bodice of her 
white dress. Tall, graceful, the 
years seemed to have fallen from her 
as she stood there dreaming with a 
happy smile on her lips.

Presently she heard a noise, and, 
turning, saw the little ones behind 
her. They were handsome children. 
The eldest boy, Francis, was as fair 
as one of Guido’s angels, with golden 
curls and a rosebud face, the young
est had his mother’s dark eyes and 
dark hair, a mouth like a cloven rose, 
a noble face like Vivien’s, full of fire 
and intelligence—a child that one 
knew by instinct would grow into a 
noble man. The elder was five years 
old, the 'younger four, yet they were 
almost the same height.

“Mamma," cried the children, as 
Lady St. Just turned round, “we have 
run away from the nursery. Let us 
have breakfast here with you?"

Then, because she knew she loved 
the younger one best, she kissed the 
elder one first. Taking them both by 
the hand, she led them to the window 
and showed them some of the pretty 
opening buds.

“You shall stay with me,” she said. 
“Papa will be here soon; you shall 
take breakfast with us, because you 
are good."

She little dreamed as she spoke 
what would happen before that break 
fast was over.

CHAPTER XL.
As he entered the room. Lord St. 

Just thought he had never seen so 
pretty a picture as the beautiful, 
dark-eyed mother and the lovely 
laughing children presented. Hr 
went up to them, and tried laughingly 
to clasp all three in his arms. Hr 
partially succeeded.

“Now,” he said, “I hold in my arms 
all that is loveliest, most precious 
dearest In the wide world. But we 
must have some breakfast, children,” 
he added, “these fresh May mornings 
make one hungry."

The breakfast-table was a pretty 
sight in itself, with its costly silver, 
delicate china, flowers, ami richly cut 
glass. Lady St. Just took her place, 
with a child on each side of her. They 
talked and pratted gayly. Lady St. 
Just smiled as she listened, when a 
footman entered with the letters.

“Place them here," said Lord St 
Just; and then he turned laughingly 
to his wife. “I always think it a sad 
pity that letters should come a l 
breakfast time,” he said; “there is 
sure to be at least one unpleasant 
one amongst them, and that spoils 
the rest."

“I hope there is no unpleasant one 
there,” replied Vivien.

Lord St. Just seemed in no grea" 
hurry to look at them; he enjoyed 
the prattle of his children.

“Give me the stamps, papa," cried 
little Francis, who had a fine collec
tion in a private box.

“Let me read the letters first, 
Frank," he replied laughingly; “then 
you shall have them all."

He turned over the envelopes care
lessly.

“Here is one from Ryan," he said, 
“he will be coming next week; one 
from your jewelers, Vivien; and one 
for you in a hand I do not recognize. 
What a clear, bold, legible hand! 
‘The Lady St. Just, Herton House, 
Hyde Park.’ ”

He gave a large white envelope to 
little Arthur.

“Give that to mamma, Art," he

“Catarrhozone” Prevents Bad Colds
Strengthens Weak Irritable Throats.

Employs Nature's own Methods and 
Is Invariably Successful.

Few will escape a cold this winter, 
but alas! many colds run into Ca
tarrh. ”

Neglected Catarrh Is the straight 
gateway to consumption.

Catarrhozone is a germ-killer—des
troys microbes that cause Catarrh.

It heals and soothes, relieves the 
cough, gives throat and lungs a 
chance, cleanses the nostrils, clears 
cut the phlegm.

You feel better in an hour.
In a day you’re greatly relieved, and 

in goes the curing of Catarrhozone till 
rou’re well.

No treatment so direct. Catarrho-
ae goes right to the spot—acts

quickly cures thoroughly catarrh, 
bronchitis and all throat affections.

“Nothing could kill a cold so fast 
as Catarrhozone," writes Amy E. 
Snelling, from St. Johns. “Last month 
I had a frightful cold in my head, 
suffered from itching nose, running 
eyes and torturing headache. Ten 
minutes with “Catarrhozone" Inhaler 
gave relief and In one hour I was well 
of my cold. Catarrhozone I consider 
a marvel.”

Carry ‘Catarrhozone’ inhaler in your 
pocket or purse—take it to church— 
to the theatre—to work—use it in 
bed. It prevents and cures all man
ner of nose and throat troubles. Com
plete outfit, guaranteed $1.00; small 
size £0c.; sample size 25c.; at deal
ers everywhere.

Digestive 
Disorders 

Yield When
the right help is sought at the right 
time. Indigestion is a torment 
Biliousness causes suffering. Either 
is likely to lead to worse and weak
ening sickness. The right help, 
the best corrective for disordered 
conditions of the stomach, liver, 
kidneys or bowels is now known to be

Pills
and the right time to take this fa
mous family remedy is at the first 
sign of coming trouble. Beecham s 
Pills have so immediate an effect 
for good, by cleansing the system 
and purifying the blood, that you 
will know after a few doses they

Are the 
Remedial 

Resort
L*rt«t Sale of Any Medicine in the World. 

Sold everywhere. In bonee, 25 cents

said; but the child, having his own 
little notion of fun, said—

“Mamma, see if you can get this,”' 
and ran away, trying to hide himself 
behind a large chair.

It was but an invitation to romp, 
and Lady St. Just rightly judged it 
to be so. Mother and child played 
with the letter. It was terrible—as 
though a child played with the gleam
ing handle of a sword that was about 
to slay him.

“Now Art, give it to me," said Lady 
St. Just; and the boy, knowing ai 
once when she meant what she said 
gave it to her.

But he was not to be cheated out o 
his romp—he made a grasp at tin 
rose in his mother’s dress, and scat 
tered the red leaves far and wide 
Vivien ran after him, caught him ir 
her arms, and kissed him.

“You little rogue!” she said 
“Adrian, I cannot attend to my letter? 
while the children are here—we must 
send them away."

“Never mind the letters, Vivien,” 
returned Lord St. Just. “Nurse will 
be here soon—the letters can wait."

So she played on with the little 
ones, while the letters lay on the *.a 
ble, among the one with the large 
white envelope. She had given one 
careless glance at it, but the hand 
writing was quite unknown to her 
It was so plain, bold, and legible, thai 
in her own mind she decided that i' 
was a begging letter—they were gen 
erally far better written than an; 
others; and in her own mind she de 
elded also that whoever wanted bel; 
should have it.

Then the game ended. Nurse came 
for the children, and they were dis 
missed with a hundred loving caress
es.

“I am all in ruins,” said Lady St 
Just, with a smile—the rose-leaves 
were scattered all over her dress, the 
masses of dark hair were all unfas
tened—“and I made such a careful 
toilet this morning,” she added. 
“Those children grow so strong 
Adrian.”

“They have nothing else to do but 
grow,” said Lord St. Just, cheerfully 
Then he bent over his wife. “You 
are always lovely, my queen," he 
said. “I like to see you with your 
hair loose. The children know what 
suits you."

“You are a flatterer, Adrian,” she 
said, as Lord St. Just in his turn 
quitted the room.

She stood before the mirror, fasten
ing the shining mass of hair—a 
sweet, noble woman; and she forgot 
all about the letter.

She saw it when the servant came 
in to clear the table.

“You have forgotten this, my lady," 
he said, handing it to her.

“My begging letter,” she thought to 
herself. “Now let me see who is in 
trouble."

She stopped for half a moment, as 
her husband had done before her, to 
note the clear, bold handwriting, then 
she opened it—opened it with the 
May sun shining in and the rose- 
leaves lying around her—opened it 
with a smile on her lips which was 
never seen there again.

The.room seemed to whirl round 
her, a red mist settled over the white 
pages, then died away/ and the letters 
stood out In characters of fire.

“Will you come to me at once, La

dy St. Just? I am dying, and I can
not die until I have seen you. Come 
alone—I have something to say. Do 
not delay—come to-day.

“From your deveted
“GERALD DORMAN."

The address given was Victoria 
street, Regent’s Park. The writing 
on the envelope was strange to her, 
that in the letter she recognized as 
Gerald’s—faint, crooked, almost ille
gible, still she knew it was his.

Then he was in London—he had 
returned from America! How 
strange that Gerald should be dying 
and she not know!

He had something to say to her. 
What was it? A deadly, horrible fear 
that she could not describe, / and for 
which she had no name, came over 
her; a sudden subtle instinct told her 
that what he had to say was concern
ing her sin.

He could not die until he had seen 
her. Why? She did not hold the 
peace of his soul in her hands. Why 
should he say that? Then she re
proached herself for having a foolish 
fear. He had loved her very dearly, 
this poor secretary; he had loved her 
with a mad, insane worship. He 
wanted only to look on her face 
again and bid her an everlasting 
adieu.

She said to herself, “Down with 
this foolish coward fear!” What 
could there be to say concerning her 
sin? It was repented of; the poor 
boy was dead—the whole matter bur
ied long ago. What need for fear?

“I will go at once," she said.
She rose from her seat, but was 

compelled to wait some little time; 
she trembled like an aspen-leaf.

After a time she walked up to her 
room. She met Lord St. Just on the 
stairs, and turned away lest he should 
see the pallor of her face; then she 
looked after him.

“Adrian," she said, “I shall not go 
out riding with you this morning. I 
am going out about some business of 
my own.”

“Very well, my darling,” he replied, 
carelessly. He would sooner have 
thought of questioning a bishop about 
his theology than his wife about her 
movements.

“I may not see you until dinner,” 
she said. “I cannot tell how long I 
may be delayed."

“Do not forget that we shall have 
a party,” he reminded her—“a politi
cal party, Vivien—and I shall want 
you to talk."

“I will not forget," she replied, and 
then hastened to her room.

“I am going out,” she said to the 
faithful Joan, who still remained with 
her. “No, not my riding-habit—a 
plain dress and a shawl. Joan, you 
must go with me. I am nervous."

The maid looked at her mistress.

“There is nothing wrong, my lady, 
I hope?" she said.

“What should be wrong, Joan?" 
asked Vivien.

“Nothing, I hope; but, my lady, you 
have got your anxious look back—a 
look I have not seen on your face 
since before you were married.”

(To be Continued.)

Prized equally in 
hospital and home, 
because no other 
Coffee is at once 
so rich, so strong, 
so delicatë, and so 
unfailingly good.

In X» 1 and 2 pound cans. 
Whole—ground—pulverized— 
also Fine Ground for Percolators.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL
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THE WHOLE STORY 

of what our “Safeguard” method of 
Filing and Finding will do for you IS1 
told in a nutshell. It will keep you 
out of many a hole by ensuring imme
diate handling of every paper of yotir 
records when reference to them is im
perative— and loss of them is disas
trous. _

9îobe^Yvermekc Co.
PERCIE JOHNSON,

A iront.

“The Million 
Dollar Mystery.»»

You will be interested ti know that 
the shipment of the above book, which 
we have been expecting for the last 
eight days, has at last arrived.

As the number is limited, wo would 
advise you to get your copy early, else 
you will be one of those- who will 
again be disappointed.

“The Million Dollar Mystery” is the 
most popular book we have handled 
for years.

Send, phone, or write for yours 
now.

Cloth, 60c.; if mailed, 62e.

DICKS & CO., Limited,
Biggest, Brightest, Busiest and Best, 

Book, Stationery and Fancy Goods 
Store in Mid.
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than any gtber, but distinguished by tfe$ 
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tobîf w its subtlety tad charci

ifts addition to Massatta, tarry & complets
Une of Lazell's Famous Specialties, tmludln,9 
the most exquisite Perjumes, delightful Toller 
Waters superb Creams and Powder* af s,*

exceUutjCA.
At all Druggists, St. John’s, Nfld.
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Just recèived a small 
shipment of

Choice CODROY BUTTER,
alsci

CANADIAN BUTTER
in rolls, and

PURE IRISH BUTTER
in 1 lb. bricks.

M. A. BASTOW,
aug26,3i,eod Beck's Cove.
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MINAKD’S LINIMENT CURES DIS- 
TEMPES.

A Fair Showing,
garments of our tailoring make and we are 
always glad to show visitors examples of our 
high-class workmanship, as well as the newest 
fabrics and smartest designs.

You can’t judge such unusual values by our 
prices, so call, let us take your measure and 
prove the merits of work in

Tailoring for Men.
J. J. Strang,

Ladles’ and Gents’ Tailoring,

153 Water Street, - - St. John’s.
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Ladies’
BLACK HOSE.

Good 
Weight,
Fast 
Colour,
Extra 
Value,
Only
20 cts.
pair.

This is a new line and considerably heavier 
than the 20c. Hose you have been buying from 
us lately, but in the same fine make. But the 
weather will be cooler from now and you had 
better be prepared.

See Window !

Henry Blair

NEW GRAPES !
First for the Season.

Due Ta-morrow, ex Tobacco, from Liverpool,

30 Kegs Colored Grapes,
30 eases Silverpeel Onions

1 F. McNAMARA. Queen Street.
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This Week’s Bargains !
We want to clear the balance of our Summer Stock of

Ladies’ Blouses and
One Piece Dresses.

And have marked them down to real clear-out prices.
GET ONE TO-DAY.

WILLIAM FREW.

‘A New
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From the Fronl

Messages Received 
Previous to 9 A.H

1 OFFICIAL.
LONDON, Aug. 30 

The Governor, Newfoundland:
The French Government report ; 

tillery duels at various points. Tin- 
lias been a successful bombardme 
of the enemy’s lines in the north.

Tire Russian Government report i 
tirement of Russian forces in Gain 
The retreat in tlie Middle Niemn 
also continued. Fierce lighting 
taking place between the Vilna RL t 
and the Xiemen.

BOXAR LAW

ADOPT CHANCELLOR’S VIEW j
BERLIN, Aug. 30

It was understood to-day that G- 
many’s course with regard to i I 
Arabic case has been decided upi I 
and that it Is in line with the rect | 
conciliatory statement made by 1 
Von Bethmann-Hollweg. the Germ; 
Chancellor. This development fv 
lowed the return to Berlin of Char 
cellor Admiral Von Tirpitz and otic 
participants on the eastern front. > 
oliicial statement was made regardii 
the German decision, but there seen 
to be good ground for the belief tlr. 
the Government have adopted ti 
viewpoint set forth by the t hancello

BRITISH FOREIGN OFFICE STAT1 
AIENT.

LONDON. Aug. 30.
The British Foreign Office to-nigl 

issued the following statement: Judr 
incuts have recently been deliver.- 
by the German prize court at Han ■ 
burg in the cases of the steamsbi; 
Maria and Batavier. The - Maria ira 
a Dutch vessel carrying a cargo < 
wheat shipped from Portland. Or 
gon to Belfast and Dublin She w; 
captured bv the German cruisel 
Karlsruhe, on the Atlantic, Septen l 
her 21st last and sunk. The Batavie l 
was a Dutch vessel bound for Londo.l 
and was captured in the North Sea o r 
March 11th, and taken to Zeebrugg 
on suspicion of. carrying coiltrahail I 
Tlie sinking of the Maria is justified 
by tlie German prize court on th- 
ground that having regard lor tic 
place of capture, the commander o 
the Karlsruhe was unable to take tlr 
vessel into a German port or a po: ; 
of the allied powers, and so acted v 
pursuant to article 113 of the Germai 
naval prize regulations. This " a 
said not to require any further ex 
planation, and payment of indemm.

Havana 
Cigars !

Direct from the Factories.
BOCK & CO.

IIY. CLAY.
CABANAS.

One case of 10.000. Just in by 
S. S. Stéphane.

500 Boxes

Necco One
Cent Candies,

Chocolate Nut Bar. 
Chocolate Slicrbct.

Boston Baked Beans.
Acme Mixture.

Royal Chocolates, etc.

HEINZ’S—
Tomato Soups.
Cream of Celery Soup.
Olive Oil.
Peanut Butter.

25 boxes New Cheese.
100 boxes AVhlte Swau Yeast.
25 cases AVagner’s Early Gar

den Peas.
25 eases AVagner’s Shoe Peg 

Corn.

By S. S. Florizel, Thursday, 
August 26:

56 brls. NEW POTATOES.
20 brls. APPLES.
10 cases CAL. ORANGES.
10 hunches BANANAS. 
TURKEYS, CHICKEN.
X. Y. CORNED BEEF.

T. J. EDENS,
Duckworth SL and 

Military Road.


