" gH\ EYENING TELEGRAM, ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND, JUNE 5, 19192

PileSufferers

Don’t Walt Another Minnte Befors
Sending For a Free Trial of My
New Home Treatment That Any-
one Onn Use Without
or Losy of Time, New aad Dif-
ferent From Anything You Have
Bver Tried 4

pnd

Let Me Prove That It Will Quickly
Rid You of Pile ing.

TRIAL FREE.

No matter whether your caseé is
of long standing or recent develop-
ment—whether it is chronic or
acute—whether it is occasional or
permanent—you should send for
free trial treatment.

No matter where you live—mno
matter what your age or occupation
—if you are troubled with piles, my
treatment is just what you need.

1 especially want_ to gend it to
those apparently hopeless cases
swhere all forms of ointments, ealves,
and other local applications have

iled. i
tallevmnt: ‘you to realike that my

method of trealh:g piles is the one
fe, best treatment.
n'lgms liberal offer of free treatment
{s too important for you to neglect
& single éiay.l ertg now. S;r;duga
money. imEy gsend your T -m™
address to B. R. Pigé, 7b8a
Bldg., Marshall, Michewbil. mw
now—TODAY: >

The Old Marquis

5

The Girl ofthe Cloisters

CHAPTER XXIX,
A NYMPH OF THE WOOD.
“It will be long drive?”
Edith.
Lord Combermere shrugs his shoul-

a says

ders.

“Not too long.
pleases she can go inside.
fcrtable inside, you know.”

“Oh, don’t think of me!” says the
patient lady. “I shall enjoy it!”

“Then we shall say ‘done?” asks
Lord Combermere, smiling.

“Yes, we will come,” replies Edith,
languidly. ‘“What time?”

“The general will call for you at
eleven,” Lord Combermere.
“Horribly early, I'm afraid, but if we
are to gef back by eight, we must start
in time.”

“We shall be ready,”
gazing out at the square.

“Thanks. I'm awfully grateful,”
remarks his lordship. “I had doubts
of.the success of the thing, but I am
confident now. I shall tell the rest of
the people I mean‘to ask that’yourare
coming, and shall meet with very few
refusals.”

He takes up his cane,
around ‘with that expression of inene
relief which men assume when they
are about to take leave; but Edith
Drayton brings him to a pause.

“Nearly everybody is out of town,
I suppose?”

“Seeing that you are still in it—"
he commences, gallantly, but she in-

If Mrs. Drayton
Very com~

says

says Edith,

and looks

terrupts him.

“Have you,” she says, turning the
rings on her finger, and speaking in
the most languid of tones—‘"have you
seen Lord Fane lately?”

“Lord Fane?” he says, thoughtfully.
“No. By the way, I heard—"

Then he stops short, as if he had
been on the point of committing him-
self,

“You heard?” she says, calmly, ber
dark eyes fixed upon him with languid
interest.

Lord Combermere stretches on
left glove with delicate care.

“Oh, mere hearsay,” he says, apolo-
getically; “but I heard that he was in
Spain.”

Her face blanches for a moment,
tlten resumes its ordinary color.

“In Spain! This is not the season
in Spain—it is too early!”

“Yes,” he says ,staring at his
boots—"“yes, I know; but that is what
I heard.”

He shuffles—actually shuffiles—with

the

his patent-leather-clad feet, and holds |.

out his hand. -

“To-morrow, then, at eleven,” he

sé_ys, cheerily. “And don’t be nervous. |-
can't drive,|

Although the general
you'll be quite safe. The horses are
as-quiet as cows.”

“What did he mean by Lord Bdgar
being in Spain?” demands Mrs. Dray-
ton, as soon as the door had. closed
on their wisitor. | .

“I do niot know. You heard him.”

“Yes, and saw him. Edith, mark my
words—there 1s something wrong
about Lord Fane.”

"The crimson flushes the girl’s face
for a m'omgnt,'thenlnhe says, coldly:

“Very likely., At any rate, it is no
business of outs, mother.” >

On the morrow the general arrives
in the square with the four-in-hand.
It is a nice coach, and the horses

look qutet, if not quite ‘as quiet as

P
o

are one or two other women—all
known to Edith—Lord Combermere,
and a young marquis who is justfresh
from college, and who regards the
expedition as an elaborate spree
spoiled by the presence of ladies, of
whom he is immensely afraid. The
two groomis drop down and adjust the
ladder, and Lord Combermere gallant-
1y assisis Mrs. Drayton to ascend, but
not until she has feebly suggested
that she should be allowed to travel as
an inside passenger.

“Impossible, my dear Mrs. Drayton;
full of hampers and wine-boxes, to
say nothing of a collection of water-
proofs and umbrellas that would set
up a second-hand clothes-shop. Clax-
tone, will you make room? I knew
yeu'd like to sit where you could see
the horses, Miss Drayton.”

The bashful young marquis, smitten
dumb and crimson by the apparition
of Edith’s loveliness, scrambles out of
the way, and after some minutes of
shuffling they are all “packed,” as
Lord Combermere calls it; one of the

grooms blows a horn, with some difi-'

culty, and they start.

It is a lovely morning; the gener-
al doesn’'t - manage the horses 8o
badly when he gets them off the
stones; and Edith would Enjoy‘herselt
but for the haunting care, the demon
of unrest and jealousy that forever
reigns in her bosom lord.

If he—Lord Edgar is always “he”
in her thoughts—were but by her side,
and that other girl whom
was at the other end of the world, or
dead—yes, dead—she, Edith, could ke
happy.

But as it is, she plays her part; her
sweet lips are set in a peaceful smile,
her dark eyes flash now on Lord Com-
bermere, and now on the boy mar-
quis, with every sigm of pleasant en-

he loves

joymént, and when she speaks there is
no touch in her tuneful voice of the
rever-ceasing ache which fills her
heart.

“Going along first-rate, eh, Comby?”

LIFT OFF CORNS!

Apply few drops then iift SOT8,
touchy corns off with

Doesn't hurt a bit! Drop & little
Freezone on an aching cern, instantly
that corn stops hurting, then you lift
it right out. Yes, magic!

A tiny bottle of Freezone costs but
a few cents at any drug store, but is
sufficient to remove every hard corn,
gsoft corn, or corn between the toes,

{and the calluses, without soreness or

irritation.

Freezone i the sensational discov-
ery of a Cincinnati  genius. It is
wonderful.

most as fast as the train, don't you
know, because the line wanders about
go, and we are going nearly as-the
crow flies. Pretty placé, Pangley,
eh, Claxtone?” 3

“Oh, yes, awfully jolly,” stammers
the lad; then he summons up cour-
age to address Edith for the first
are comfortable,

time. “Hope you
Miss Drayton?”
“Yes, thanks,” turning
her eyes upon him, so that he wishes
he hadn’t spoken, so completely has
the serene glance overcome him. 1
am ashamed to have turned you out

she says,

of your seat.”

ton.” :

Lord Claxtone blushed, and would
have retreated into a silence lasting
for the remainder of the drige, but
Hdith smiled encouragingly at him,
and said, softly: '

“It is pleasant to hear one friend

sides, Lord Fane is: a friend of mine.”

“Is he?’ said the lad, delightedly.
“I'm glad of that. We used to be
great chums at college—at least, he
used to be good to me, as an old hand
to a freshman. I called upon him yes-
terday, but he’s out of town.”

Edith’s heart beat fast; perhaps she
would now hear where he was.

“Yes,” she said, - encouragingly,
“Gone: abroad, I suppose?”

Lord €laxtone shdok his head.

“] den’t know. His man didnt
seem to know, either. Neither did
Clifford Revel, whom I met and ask-
ed. “He said he th‘mtht Fane was
yachting, but wasn't sure. At any
rate, he—Lord Fane, I mean—must
be in town in a fortnight, because he
is entered for the gentleman’s race at
Badmore.” i

“Oh!” said Lord Combermere, lean-
ing forward with an ‘interested look.
“Going to ride in the steeple-chase,
éh? How do you know that, Clax-
tone?”

“Sgw it in the lists a week ago,”
answered the lad, proud of his know-
ledge.

“Strange,” said Lord Combermere.
“I fancied Fane had decided to cut
the turf.”

“So he had,” said the general, with-
out turning his head. “But CHfford

speak so admiringly of another. Re-|

Fashion
- Plates.

A SIMPLE, PRETTY FROCK.

-
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25290—Net over organdie, or dimity,
organdie, batiste, lawn, crepe, wash-
able silk, foulard and chameuse,
voile and marquisette; all these are
nice for this style. The waist is made
with surplice closing. The slzeve
may be gathered to the cuff, or finigh-
e¢ in ‘short length, loose and flowing.
The skirt is joined to the waist. A
girdle or sash or ribbon forms a
suitable trimming.

! Revel persuaded him to enter for
i this. I heard him at the club. Fane
| stood out for a time, but gave in even-!

}
.tually——Rovel can always persuade

The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes: 16, 18
and 20 years. Size 18 requires 5%
yvards of 36-inch material. The skirt
measures about 1% yard at the foot.

A pattern of this illustration mailed

“Don’t—don’t mention it. I like him into anything if he sticks to him !ty any address on receipt of 10 cants

sitting behind the driver; always used
to sit there on Fane's coach.”

“On whose?” she says, quietly; she
can not hear the name without a thrill

and tremor.

says the general, inwardly delighted% “On Fane'’s, young Farintosh, you

that he has been able to bring them |
accident. | hand at college. First-rate whip he is

thus far without a direful

know. He used to keep a four-in-

“Pretty good pace, too? Do you like|tco. But he’s first-rate all around.

going fast, Miss Drayton?”

without turning his head, because he !
|
fall!™

dare not take his eyes off the horses.

“Very much. But isn’t this [fast

enough? What time shall we get to— ) ic,” said Lord Combermere,

what % the name of the place?”

“Pangley. About half-past two. Al—'

he asks,!

i laugh.

Never saw such a fellow to ride: take
anything, good or bad, stick om or

“Claxtone’s got on his favorite top-
with a
“He’ll talk about young Fane
all day, if you'll let him, Miss Dray-

all
three brands
sealed in air-tight

packages.

Easy to find—

it is on sale
everywhere.

Look for, ask for,

be gure

to ¢get
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handsomely done in colo

{eyes upon him with a faint shudder.

- | of what must have been a frightful ac-

leng enough—and he consented.” i

Edith listened  with theé same smile |
"on her face, but a troubled perplexity
in her heart. She never saw Clifford
Revel, never heard his name men-
tioned but she experienced a suddeén
i chill of fear. She fancied she saw a
motive in everything he said and did;
ighe fancied that nothing he did but
had some subtle scheme in it to ad-
; vance him nearer to his coveted prize.
!Why should he be se gnxious for Lord
Bdgar to ride in this race? She lis-
tened, her face slightly sheltered by
the sunshade.

“Hem!” said Lord Combermcre,
thoughtfully. “I wonder what horse
Fane means to ride? I'd back him
for a hundred or two if I knew the
horse; Claxtone is right, Fane can
ride.”

“Well, I can tell you,” said Lord
Claxtone, with a little air of gratified
importance. “He’s going to ride As-
sassin—"

_“Assassin!” said Edith, flashing her

“What a fearful name!”

in ,silver or stamps.

A NEW AND STYLISH MODEL.

Lord Combermere ‘laughed.

“Isn't it? Fact is, almost all the
names are getting used up, and inen
are at their wits’ end for a good
name.”

“I don’t call Assagsin overgood!”
said Lady Debenham, languidly.

“No, nfit very pleasant, is it?” as-
sented Lord Combermere; “but, by
George, it fits the brute!”

“Why?” asked Edith, sharply, with
a little catch in her voice,

“Because he kills anyone who comes
within reach of his heels,” said Lord
Claxtone, decisively.

“Steady, Clax!” laughed Lord Com-
bermere., “He's not so bad as that!
He-has won the name because he kills
all“the other horses—that is, outruns
them, if he gets a good start.”

“But as he only starts decently once
in five times, he doesn’'t stand much
chance,” sajd the general, who was
sipposed to be up in turf matters.

“But it any one can start him, Fane
can!” exclaimed Lord Claxtone,
stanchly,

Lord Combermere nodded.

‘““Yes; and he means to ride him?
Well, I'd rather be excused! I have
geen the animel—in one of his tem-
pers—1fiing a jockey from the saddle
lke a stone from a catapult—what’s
the matter, Miss Drayton?’ for she
had turned her head aside, and not
80 soon but that he saw how deathly
white the lovely face had grown.

stant with a smile in her eyes.
~ “Nothing! How coolly you talk of—

“T beg your pardon! 1_ought to

haye remembered. Ah! Miss Draston, |

2823—This design has several new
style features. The Skirt is cut to
form a pouch pocket at one sid> of
the front. Foulard, shanting, crepe,
crepe de chine, gingham or linen
would be nice for this style.

The Pattern is cut in 7 sizes: 34,

i 36, 38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust

measure, Size 38 requires 6% yards

iot 36 inch material.

Skirt measures about 124 yards at
lower edge.

A pattern of this illustration
mailed to any address on receipt of
10 cents in eilver or stamps.
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European A

Wholesale indents o
ted at lowest n:: w&ng’m.ﬂ
tacludiang: |

fsh and Continental goods,
Books and Statlonery, - -
R:otl. Shoe:‘;mln Leather,
emicals ruggists’
China, Earthenwars and

i T

Cycles, Motor Cars ‘and

She swung around to him in an in-| Bam

- |facturing organization in New.
. | foundland . backs up its claim
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NEW GOODS
Now in Stock.

Scotch Oatmeal.

«“Rola” Egg Powder,

“Army Rations,
Blue Starch.
Sinelair’s “Fidelity” Hams.

- Sinelair’s “Fidelity” Bacon.

- Sinelair’s “Cedar Rapids”
Sliced Pineapple, 2’s &-234%s.
New Texas Onioms.

Bacon,
Fresh Bologna Sausage.
Heinz Baked Beans, 30c. tin.

Heinz Porkless Beans, 30c.
tin, -

of.olololo

{o

“International”
orand FAMILY

' MESS PORK.

Small Rib Cuts,

- Jowls with Tongues,

California Apricots,

- New Cabbage.

California Oranges, 1, 4
California Lemeons, A
Table Apples. ¥
Moir’s Cake.

California Prunes.

Ivy Soap—Boxes of 50 bars,
“Sunmaid” Seeded Raising,
“Sunmaid” Seedless Raising,

"C. P. EAGAN,

Duckworth' Street and Queen’s Road.

Late Openings

Ladies’
Blouses
Ladies’

Ladies’ American Straw Hats

Ladies’ American Crepe de
Chine Blouses in White
and Flesh Coloured

American

Muslin

American Silk and
Bengaline Dresses

Ladies’ American Black Silk
Underskirts.

Also Assortments:---
Ladies’ Overalls and Aprons
Ladies’ House Dreuses

Ladies’ Mercerised---or Imi-
tation Silk---Sweater Coats.

HENRY BLAIR
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P. O. Box 532.
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Phone 65A.

OTICE!

We have secured the services of MR. GEO.
ELLIS to take charge of our

OXY-ACETYLENE WELDING DEP'T.

All' descriptions of castings welded.

R. G. SILVERLOCK,

210 New Gower Street.
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That is where we shine,

Good Goods well made, mod.
erately priced, and honest effort
made to deliver on time. Expert
accounting and satisfactory sete

‘tlements of all claims.

The biggest clothing manu.
New-

for Superior Service.

WHOLESALE ONLY.

Felpaiew an s
Jor o ast SpEy S

The First Principle of Modern
Business is SERVICE.

oundland Clothing Co.,
- Summer FOOTWEAR

SPECIAL BARGAINS FOR THIS WEEE.

$5.40.
..$5.40
'§7.20
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