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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 voulions 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. *
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%' r’ , ASHAMED
OF THE

PIMPLES
How embarrassing it 1er to have pim

ples and blackheads break ont on the 
face, and particularly just when one 
is trying to look the best.

You will find a friend In Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment, for it not only cures pim
ples and blackheads, but also makes 
the skin soft, smooth and attractive.

In a score of ways Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment proves useful in every homo 
as a treatment for eczema, salt rheum, 
barbers' itch, ringworm and all forms 
of itching skin disease. <

AU dealers, or Edmanson, Bates A 
Cb., I#td., Toronto. Sample box free 
If you mention this paper.

Dr. Chase’s
Ointment

“Then he’s a lost man,” replied the *prlsonmenL But with the feeling of 
detective. -pity was mingled one of puzzled sur

prise. It seemed impossible .to con
nect a vulgaf- crime with the grave, 
patrician face and bearing, which re-

CHAPTER XXVII.
A Lost Man. '

Not within the memory of the oldest mained calm and dignified under the

WHEN LOVE
Came Too tale

CHAPTER XXVI.
“Willful Murder.”

The detective looked at him calmly 
and thoughtfully.

“Because the man who shot this 
woman went to meet her fuHy intend
ing to shoot her,” he said, quietly. 
"What I want to get pt is this gen
tleman’s Mr. Faradeanes motive for 
getting rid of the woman. That’s 
what I want to find out.”

“Do you know the woman? Have 
you identified her?”

• It was Bartley Bradfetone who ask
ed the question, and he did so with 
affected indifference, as if he were 
merely asking from curiosity.

The detective shook his head.
"Not had time yet, sir; but I shall 

know all about her directly.”
At this tone of confidence Bartley 

Bradstone shifted in ills seat.
"What does Mr. Faradeane say?” he 

asked.
“Surely he’ has explained his pre

sence on the spot, and the revolver?” 
said the squire.

Mr. McAndrew shook his head.
“That’s the queer part of it, sir,” he 

said. “I’ve seen Mr. Faradeane before 
and after the inquest, and lie declines 
to say a word. Now, if he had been 
the man he’d_ have been full of ex
planations; do you follow me, sir?”

“Perfectly,” responded the squire, 
with a sigh. ,

“They always are. They can account 
for everything; but Mr. Faradeane 
doesn’t seem to take the trouble to 
explain. That strikes me as being pe
culiar.”

“Perhaps he can’t explain,” said. 
Bartley Bradstone, his eyes fixed on 
the carpet.

The detective looked from- him to 
the squire, and then out of the win
dow, abstractedly.

“If he can’t, then----- ”
He stopped.
“Well?” demanded the squire.

inhabitant had there been so much ex
citement in the county.

That a murder should have been 
committed within a quarter- of a mile 
of the Grhnge, on Olivia Vanley’s 
wedding day, was bad enough; but 
that the suspected man should be the 
mysterious Mr. Faradeane of The Dell, 
raised popular curiosity and interest 
to fever heat. Then came the news 
that the bride had been stricken down 
with fever, and was lying dangerously 
ill at her father’s house.

Scarcely any other topic was dis 
cussed, and persons eagerly asked one 
another whether any new phase of 
what Was> already called “the Hawk- 
wood tragedy” had appeared. The 
only man who seemed to have retained 
his calmness In the midst of the ex
citement was the prisoner himself. 
While everybody else was eagerly de
bating the probability of his guilt or 
innocence, and endeavoring to ascribe 
the motive for his crime, if indeed he 
committed it, Harold Faradeane utter 
ed no word which could tend toward 
a solution of the mystery.

Some thought that it was impossi 
hie for him to be innocent; and when 
the coroner’s jury had returned a ver
dict of willful murder, people shook 
their heads, and pursed their lips sig
nificantly.

Then came the examination before 
the magistrates. Long before the 
hour appointed for the sitting, the 
small court at Wainford was cram 
med. Men who had met and taken a 
sudden liking to the grave, handsome 
styanger, and ladies who had admired 
and wondered about him, filled all the 
available seats. On the bench sat 
Lord Garfield, the chairman, and two 
of his brother magistrates, but, as was 
expected, the Squire of Hawkwood 
was absent; though it was remarked 
that a groom from the Grange was on 
his horse outside the court, ready to 
carry home the result of the examina
tion.

A look of grave and painful earnest
ness sat upon the old earl’s face, and 
he leaned his head upon his hand, and 
bent his eyes upon his desk. He, like 
the squire, had taken a great liking 
to the man accused of this terrible 
crime, and, but that it was a princi
ple of his life never to shirk a duty 
however painful, Tie too would have 
been absent from the bench. In the 
well of the court, near the clerk, sat 
the commonplace-looking London de 
tective, keenly noting every face and 
every voice around him, though to all 
appearance wrapped in stolid reflec
tion.

Presently, in the midst of the hum 
and buzz, the clerk called “Harold 
Faradeane,” and a policeman opened 
the door of the dock, and the prisoner 
entered.

He was very pale, and those who 
knew him felt a thrill of pity as they 
saw how haggard and drawn his face 
had grown during the days of his irr.-

Why Harry Moved Back to the City—By Dorgan

battery of eyes, and seemed to give a 
direct denial to the ’ charge which the 
clerk read out As he would not be 
required to plead guilty or not guilty 
until- the trial—if the magistrates 
should decide to send him for trial— 
Harold Faradeane remained silent.

T propose to produce sufficient evi
dence to warrant jpy demanding that 
the prisoner should be sent for trial 
my lord,” said the superintendent of 
police, and he called the constable 
and Browne, the keeper.

They told the now-familiar story of 
the finding of the body, and Fara
deane In close proximity, waiting, as 
it almost seemed, for detection, and 
the picking up of the revolver near 
to his feet

The spectators listened breathless
ly; some of them had heard the story 
in the Grange hall on Olivia’s -wedding 
day; but they listened as Intently now 
as if it were all new to them.

Faradeane stood with one hand rest 
Ing on the rail In front of the dock 
his eyes fixed on the ground, his whole 
bearing that of a man completely re 
signed to whatever might happen 
not indifferent, but simply resigned.

The earl looked up and at him as the 
evidence was concluded.

“Have you any questions to ask, Mr! 
Faradeane?" he said in a grave voice, 
and thé crowded court remarked thajt 
he addressed the accused by his name 
instead of as "prisoner.”

“No, my lord,” came the quiet reply.
Lord Garfield’s brows came to 

gether.
“Surely you must have some ex 

planatlon to offer,” he said, just as he 
had said on the day of the murder 
“Is it possible that you should fail to 
recognize the serious position in 
which you are placed?”

Faradeane raised his sad eyes, in 
which, sad as they were, there was 
nothing of craven fear or imploration.

“I fully appreciate my position, my 
lord,” he said, “and I regret that 
have no explanation to offer.”

Lord Garfield pushed his notes aside 
with a grave impatience.

“Was there no one near the body 
excepting Mr. Faradeane?" he asked 
Browne.

"No, my lord.”
“You met no one? Think, and an 

swer carefully. There was a large 
number of persons present at the 
Grange on that day; did you meet no 
one in the drive or in the wood?”

“No, myx lord. The folks were all 
on the lawn listening to the singing 
and speech-making In the tent. I met 
no one, till I fetched the constable.1

Lord Garfield asked the same ques 
tlon of the constable, and received the 
same answer. No one had been seen 
in the wood or coming from It but the 
dead woman and the man Harold 
Faradeane, who stood so patiently and 
calmly waiting.

“Has the murdered woman been 
identified?” 'asked Lord Garfield. "Is 
anything known about her? There 
should be some-evidence of motive.

“The woman has been Identified, my 
lord,” said the superintendent, enter
ing the box. “Her name is Bella Lee 
but she was known ,ps Bella-Bella. She 
was a professional acrobat, and quite 
famous in London, my lord.”

"And in what way do you connect 
Mr. Faradeane—the prisoner—with 
hér? I cannot see------”

He stopped. It was apparent that 
he was endeavoring to find any loop
hole for escape or explanation.

The superfatendent hesitated; then, 
catching the placid eye of Mr. Mc
Andrew, replied :

“Some information Is in our pos
session, my lord; but we do not pro
pose to produce it at this stage. We 
depend upon the evidence of the game- 
keeper and constable."

‘Our duty is clear,” said Lord Car- 
field, but with a reluctance which was 
distinctly palpable. “We must commit 
the prisoner for trial. Have you any
thing to say?” he asked.

At this moment there was a slight 
disturbance among the closely-packed 
persons near .the door, and Mr. Bart
ley Bradstone entered. He looked 
round him with the air of a man de
termined not to show nervousness, 
and then up at the face of the prison
er. Had he anything to say?

Harold Faradeane glanced ever so

---------------I------ --------------- :---------

Does Catarrh Bother 
You? Are Your Nos

trils Stuffed?
Why not give up that snuff and 

stop dosing your stomach? The one 
sure treatment Is “Catarrhozone,” 
sure to cure because it goes where the 
disease really is. Certain to cure in 
your case because it has restored tens 
of thousands worse than you are. Ca- 
tarrhozone is a thorough cure because 
it destroys the causes as well as the 
effects of the disease. Relief to 
prompt, cure is quick with this pow
erful remedy which is guaranteed to 
cure Catarrh in any part of the nose, 
throat, bronchial tubes or lungs. To 
bo really cured, use only Catarrho- 
zone and beware of dangerous sub
stitutes meant to deceive you from 
genuine Catarrhozone which is sold 
everywhere, large sizp contains two 
months treatment, costs $1.00; small 
size 60c.; sample size 26c. 1

slightly at Bartley Bradstone, then 
met Lord Garfield’s grave and troubled 
regard.

"Nothing, my lord,” came the reply.
“Remove the prisoner,” said Lord 

Garfield in a low voice, and Faradeane 
followed the policemen from the 
dock.

A murmur of pent-up excitement 
rose from the crowded court, and sev 
eral ladies who had grown pale and 
somewhat hysterical during the ex 
amination drew long and audible 
breaths of relief.

“That man is not guilty,” said one 
of them. “I am as certain of it as 
am that I am sitting here. No man 
capable of shooting a defenceless wo 
man could stand up and look as he 
did. If he were a bad man he would 
brazen it out, and he would show him 
self to be a hardened criminal ; and 
if, on the other hand, he were only a 
weak man, who had yielded to a sud: 
den temptation, he would, this morn 
ing, have been utterly cast down and 
overwhelmed with grief and remorse. 
Instead of presenting either appear 
ance, he looks round like a man who— 
who is too noble to have committed 
the vulgar crime, and still too noble 
to despise us for suspecting him.”

Now, Mr, McAndrew was standing 
just beneath the lady who had de
livered her opinion, by no means in a 
whisper, and he looked up at her, and 
smiled behind the hand which lie 
passed over his mouth. And he was 
still smiling as, shouldering his way 
out of the court, he came upon Mr. 
Bartley Bradstone, who in a purpose 
less kind of fashion was standing and 
being generally pushed about, as he 
stared with a species of fascination at 
the dock in which Faradeane had just 
stood.

Mr. McAndrew touched his hat.
“Good-morning, sir; quite a crowd.
“Y—es, yes,” replied Bartley Brad 

stone.
At that moment there came the 

tramp of drilled footsteps in the ebr 
ridor in which they were standing, and 
a cry of “Make way there! Stand 
back!”

It was the prisoner being escorted 
to the closed fly which was to tak 
him back to the prison.

Bartley Bradstone started, and took 
half a step forward, his eyes fixed on 
Faradeane’s face. ,

“How is Mrs. Bradstone this morn 
ing, sir?” asked Mr. McAndrew, stand
ing right in the way of the policemen 
and their charge.

“Very ill, dangerously ill still,” said 
Bartley Bradstone, still with his eyes 
on Faradeane.

Faradeane started and stopped. He 
had caught the reply. His face went 
white, and seemed to quiver, as if with 
some sudden fury.

"Ill! Dangerously ill!”'he said, In 
a hollow voice.

There was still a crowd in the cor
ridor, and all eyes were turned upon 
him.

Move on, please, sir",” said the po 
liceman, not roughly but firmly.

(To' he Continued!)

Evening 
Telegram
Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker should 1 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of ear 
tore Cats. These will be loud 
useful to refer to from time to I

A STYLISH DRESS.

FOR FALL AND WINTER NOW SHOWING AT

BLAIR’S

1824 — Taffeta, serge, gabardine, 
nun’s veiling, satin, velvet and broad
cloth are well adapted for this désign. 
The waist may be finished without the 
cape collar. The sleeve is close fit
ting from elbow to wrist. The skirt 
is fittétt with deep pockets, and 
gathered under the belt.

The Pattern for this model is cut 
in 6 sizes: 32, 34, j}6, 38, 40 and 4? 
Inches bust measure. It requires 7% 
yards of 44-inch material for a 36- 
inch size. The skirt measures 3% 
yards at the foot.

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

Our Values are Absolutely the 
Best Obtainable.

This year’s style in Coats is distinctive. The Coat with the 
flare (or wide) skirt is the mode. Coats this year are either 
without belts or corde with a half belt effect. This is quite dif
ferent from last season’s Military Coat, which had a belt all 
round and was iyuch tighter in' the skirt.

Despite increasing cost of Coats, through rising prices of 
materials, and the fashions demanding more cloth in each, we 
are enabled to offer you the NEWEST GOODS at ,the LOWEST 
PRICES. This we are enabled to do by our early contracts and 
also by our moderate margin of profit, which has built us up 
such a successful coat business, as it is well known our values 
are the best. Our prices are:— —>

$4 90,5.90, 6 90, 7.90, 9.50 and upwards.

We are also busy opening a full selection of

Misses’, Children’s and 
Infants’ COATS,

which you can depend will be the best values procurable.

A POPULAR MODEL.

185Î ; :

1831—Middy Suit for Juniors.
Linen, galatea, voile, khaki cloth, 

gingham, chambrey, percale, mixed 
suiting and flannel are good for this 
style. The blouse is made to slip 
over the head. * The skirt has shaped 
yoke sections which may be omitted. 
The Pattern is cut in 3 sizes : 12, 14
and 16■ years. It requires 6% yards 
of 44-inch material for a 14-year size.

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

No. .. ..

Size .. •• •• ., .. ..

Address In full;— ,, ■

Name.................................... ...

.......................... ..... -.. ■■ V. Vï JÏ fc

:ent •** tete.eit e-e e-e a*. m «« eeee M MM MJi

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

OVERCOATS

Capl Boiler Writes.
fc‘ “A LITTLE MEDAL.”
• Mrs. John J. Butler, of Topsail, re
cently received a letter from her son, 
Captain' Bertram Butter, who, we I 
need hardly remind okr readers, has 
been awarded the Military Cross. He | 
enclosed the following letter from 
General Hunter Weston, of which he is j 
justly proud: —

Headquarters. VIII Corps, B.E.F., 
22nd August, 19IC. 

To CapL B. Butter,
1st Battalion Nfld. Regiment.
1 heartily -congratulate you on the 

honour done you by Hts Majesty the 
King in awarding you the Military 
Cross for your gallant action on the 
night of 26th-27th June, 1916.

AYLMER HUNTER WESTON, 
Lieutenant-General, 

Commanding VIII Corps. 
In his letter, Capt Butler says: 

“We have been out of the trenches 
for a week now, but we shall be go
ing back again in a few days’ time.

' I am getting quite used to it now, and 
am getting an expert at dodging bul
lets and shells. So far I have kept 
out of their way generally, and I hope 
to be able to stick it out right through.

When I go to Lon
don I Shall be sending you home a lit
tle medal to keep me in remembrance. 
It ought to be worth more than a 
football medal, so I want you to keep 
it yourself'untii I shall need it, which 
I hope "’•will be very soon. It was a 
little waîlHNthe night I won it, but 
thank God, Ÿ came through all right, 
though some bf the boys did not.. I’ll 
tell you àll a haut it after the war.

. . . There were lots of these
m“dels won by our boys on July 1st 
which nobody will ever hear of, and 
which will never be awarded ; but 
war is an awful game—seme have the 
luck to be noticed and others haven’t.”

Personal.
Rev. Dr. Fenwick. Mrs. Fenwick I 

aad Miss Alice Fenwick left by last | 
evening’s express en route to Toronto.

Mr. Hutchings, K.C., went out for I 
a few days shooting on last evening’s 
express; also his daughter Miss Irene 
Hutchings, who goes to Toronto where 
she will attend college.

Dr. L. E. Keegan left on last even- | 
Jng’s express for the West Coast.

Misses Mews, Darby and Moore left I 
by last evening’s express for Sack- ] 
ville University.

Magistrate Fitzgerald returned | 
yesterday to Grand Falls.

Everyday Etiquette.
“What is the proper way for a I 

married woman to sign her name to| 
letters ?”

- “When signing a business letter 1 
and she wishes to indicate that she is I 
a married woman she should sign | 
(Mrs.) Mary K. Jones. When sign
ing a social letter she should use her I 
full nantie without ‘ the prefix,” re-1 
plied helpful auntie.

EARLY SHIPMENTS.—Fish ship-| 
ments from points in the Belle Isle 
Straits are unusually early this sea-j
son.

SAGONA HEARD FROM—The Reid 
Newfoundland Go. received a message 
from Capt. Parsons of the S.s. Sal 
gona, saying she reached HopedaiJ 
on the 18th and was then coming 
south. Almost all the floaters werq 
leaving the coast and within a fey 
weeks the fishery would be over.

The G«
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But modern sk 
of surpassing flavo

Same with old au 
but modern appeti

Itch! Itch! Hch! Per S.S. “Stéphane,’

They are so di 
you will never knoj 
New Post Toasties

They eost no

We are meeting with great success with our new style two 
collar effect Overcoats. \

This Coat
Instant relief from that itch.
A few drops of a. simple, soothing 

liquid aqd the itch is gone as it by 
magic—gone that endless, gnawing, 
nerve racking itch. Can you imagine 
it—all agony swept away in a mo
ment. ;

This relief is yours from the first 
few drops of the simple, external 
wash, the D. D. D. Prescription for 
Eczema—that fnarvelloue new dis
covery for skin diseases which has 
aroused universal praise.

It you suffer from any skin ailment 
whatever, get a bottle of D. D. D. Pre-

Oranges, Apples, Pears, 
Bananas, Grape Fruit, Lemons, 

Turkey & Chicken, 
Celery, Tomatoes, Oysters,

N. Y. Butter,

in single or-double-breasted is made long with belt at back, and 
can be worn with lapels turned back or buttoned up to the chin
with motor collar. Made in a great variety of prices and goods.

Ask Your Dealer 
for Our Coats.

MMES STOTT Company, Ltd.
MtiiABD»D mramrr ccili

Sold Everywhere.seription to-day


