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Mistress of Darracourt.

CHAPTER XXX.

The marquis bit his lip until his
keen, sharp teeth left livid indenta-
tions; but what could he say? He
guessed, intuitively, that the man was
half monkey, half cat; that 1f he did
not keep him in good humor, Sinclair
might turn and rend him. The mar-
quis .was a good judge of character,
and was quick to detect the coarse,
passionate nature under the thick
coating of suhservience and vulgar-
ity. It would not do to anger Mr.
Sinclair.

“I shall be delighted,” he said, with
a cold smile, “but I am engaged un-
til dinner time. If you will come at
hali-past eight

“All right,”
ing up; “I'm your man. And, look

said Mr. Sinelair, jump-

here, marquis,” he added, turning at
the door; “don’t you be nervous on
my account; I know how to behave
myself; you've no call to be afraid.”

When the marquis entered the
drawing-room a little before dinner,
he found Lucille seated, waiting for
him. She was beautifully dressed, as
asual, but of late her attire had al-
most a touch of mourning in it. To-
night, the clear skin of her neck and
throat shone through the black lace
like Indian inlaid work of ebony and
ivory. \

“You look almost  funereaal,” he
said, with a pause. ‘Has anyone died?”

“No,” said Lucille, calmly, listless-

ly; and as the mono-syllable dropped
from her lips she mentally wished
that one were dead—the Marchioness
of Merle!

“I am glad of that,” he said; “for I
expect a friend to dinner.”
“TI will tell
them!” and she rang the bell.

“Yes,” she responded.

“You don’t inquire who it is,” he
said, when the servant had retired.

“Who is it?”

“A man named Sinclair,” he said,
“A good
He was

with assumed carelessness.
sort of fellow, but rough.
at school with me. I think you saw
here yesterday.”

Lucille opened her eyes for a mo-
ment, with faint wonderment.

“That man?” she said.

“Yes, that man!” he repeated, fac-
ing her, defiantly. “I told you he was
rough—you saw that for yourself—
but he was at school with me. In
fact, I am indebted to him——" He

paused. A sudden resolution smote

him to tell her that he was in the
man’s power, and the sum that would
free him, but his pride prevented
him, and, instead, he turned to _the
table. “I owe him my life; he saved
it in an accident—a boat accident. 1
suppose, under those circumstances,
you can be civil to him.”

“I should be civil to him under any
circumstances,” said Laucille, quietly.

As she spoke, the footman opened
the door and anmouneced, in a tone that
just indicated his astonishment at the
presence of such a guest, “Mr. Sin-
clair,” and Sinclair entered.

He was in evening dress, but the
evening dress which the singer at a
music hall wears—Iloud, pronounced,
and vulgar in every fold and aspect.
A false diamond shone in his shirt
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Jto her of Harry Herne.
7 do not care.” ;

front, and a huge pair of brass studs
glittered at his wrists, and he was
perfumed with hair oil and patchouli.
Lucille looked up at him with that
calm, cold regard, which from a beau-
tiful, queenly girl is more trying.than
a judge's frown.

“Mr Sinclair, let me introduce youn
to my wife, Lady Merle,” said the
marquis. “I have told her ladyship
that you and I are old friends, and
that I owe my life to you! If you
were not a skillful swimmer, I should
not be here now.”

Mr. Sinclair bowed, and half
stretched out his hand, but drew it
back.

“Proud to make your acquaintance,
my lady,” he said. “Merle’s told you
the story, has he? Yes, I was always
a neat hand in the water, eh, Merle?”
and he winked at the marquis. “Very
‘ot for the time of the year, my.lady!”

Lucille inclined her head, almost
too amazed to speak, and the footman
announced dinner.

All through the meal the marquis
tried to “cover up” his tyrant, so to
speak, and Mr. Sinclair, awed by the
beauty and grace of Lucille, did keep
his tongue pretty quiet; but the few
words he said only increased Lucille’s
wonder. This man a schoolfellow of
the marquis! It seemed incredible:
She rose as sdon as she could; and
Mr. Sinclair, who had made no at-
tempt to ‘'rise and open the door for
her, leaned back in his chair, and
whistled.

“By Jingo! marquis,” he exclaim-
ed; “her ladyship’s the most beauti-
ful creature I ever saw—bar one!”

“Her ‘ladyship would be flattered by
your admiration,” said the marquis,
with a smile that was more like a
scowl. “Will you take some wine?
There are port and claret.”

Mr. Sinclair filled and re-filled his
glass, and presently his voice grew
thick and his manner more familiar
and confidential.

“Been an admirer of the fair sex

all my life, marquis; but devoted
Don’t men-

tion names—but you know her,” and

he wagged his head with playful mys-
tery.

“Indeed,” said the marquis, paying
no heed to the man’s maunderings,
but plying the decanter.

“Yes! Fairest of the fair! Not
another woman in the kingdom to
compare with her. She's the sole
queen of my ’art, marquis, and when
I've made my pile—when I've got that

slave to one of 'em only,

cash, you know—mean to lay it at her
feet. She don’t know nothing of it at
present—never shall—oh, 1I'll keep
my word to you,
honor among thieves, you know! I
lay it at her feet—at her feet——"
He seerﬁed as if he were about to re-
hearse the performance of the mo-

marquis!—honor—

ment, for he slipped forward and al-
most fell off the chair. “Feel sleepy
somehow, marquis,” he said. “Got to
go to the Oriental—mustn’t be late.
Say good-night now—will see you in
the morning.”

The marquis took hold of him and
helped him to his feet, then got his
hat and led him downstairs.

at was impossible for the marquis
to remain in London with this incu-
bus dogging his steps and haunting
him. He felt as if every one he saw
eyed him suspiciously, and was ready
to denounce him, and as the hunted
animal makes for the deepest coverts,
so the marquis, with Mr. Sincldir
close upon his heels, turned toward
Darracourt. :

“What do you say to going back to
the Court?” he asked Lucille.” “I am
sick of London, and it is too late—or
too early—for Paris. There is no
place like one’s own home. Will you
go back?”

“Yes,” said Lucille, and a sigh
quivered on her ilps. Back to Darra-
court, where she had tasted the
sweetest happiness of her ﬂfe, but to
find it turn to bitter, Dead Sea fruit.
Back to Darracourt, every foot of
whose lawns and woods would speak
"Oh, yes; I
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Gained in Weight,
Jligeihon Restored,
127" Health Renewed.

b e °
Here is,Jiore Pibof of Quick Cure for
. All Folks That are Weak, Ailing,
" Nervous.

More Praise for Dr. Hamilton’s i’ills.

“For a period last summer the
thought of food excited feelings of
nausea,” writes Mrs. C. A.' Dodge, of
Bloomsbury. “The heat had made
me- listless and the distaste for food
reduced me to a condition of semi-
starvation and “brought me- to the
verge -of nervous collapse. Tonics
were useless to restore an active de-
sire for food. The doctors told me
my liver and kidneys were both at
fault, but the medicines they gave me
were too severe . and reduced my
strength so that I had to abandon
them. At the suggestion of a friend
who had been cured of blood and
skin trouble, I began the use of Dr.
Hamilton’s Pills. The difference I
first noticed was, that while. they
cleansed the system, instead of feel-
ing weaker I felt better after taking
them. Indeed their activity was so
mild it was easy to forget I had taken
them at all; they seemed to go right
to the liver, and in a very brief time
not only did all source of nausea dis-
appear, but I began to crave food and
I digested it reasonably well. Then
I began to put on weight until with-
in three months I was brought to 2
condition of good health. I urge Dr.
Hamilton’s Pills for all who are :in
poor health.”

Get the best of all medicines to-
day and refuse a substitute for Dr.
Hamilton’s Pills of Mandrake and
Butternut. Sold by all druggists and
storekeepers, 25c. per box or five for
$1.00. Sent postpaid by The Catarrh-
ozone Co., Buffalo, N.Y., and Kings-
ton, Canada.

tion of wealth, and now she was ap-
proaching the Court, the wife of the
Marquis of Merle, with not a joy be-
fore her, nothing but a life of loveless
apathy! - The marquis sat beside her,
silent and glcomy. He had won what

he had been plotting and scheming

for, and now this heavy blow had

fallen upon him! His name, rank, all
he possessed, were at the mercy of a
vulgar scoundrel. To-morrow Mzr.
Sinclair would be following on his
track, and unless the marquis could
procure the money to buy him off,
would dog him day by day, night by
night! As the carriage drove up to
the entrance and Lucille saw Mrs.
Dalton standing at-the door to wel-
come her, a faint flush stained hes
cheeks, but it fled as quickly as it
came, leaving her pale and wan again,
and Mrs. Dalton, as she took her in
her arms, looked at her with dismay.

“Have you been ill, my §ady?” she
said, tenderly, when they were alone
in Lucille’s room.

Lucille laughed, and bent and kiss-
ed her.

“Don’t call me ‘my lady,’ dear,” shé
said. “Call me ‘Lucille,’ as you useid
to do. I11? No, but I don’t think
Londor} suited me! I am very, very
glad to get back. Do I look so woe-
begone, then?” she asked, suddenly.

Mrs. Dalton hesitated.

“You look pale, dear, and—and list-
less, but as beautiful as ever; more
beautiful, I think!”

“Since when has flattery been_rais-
ed to the rank of a medicine?”’ sgaid
Lucille, trying to speak light-hearted-
ly. “I shall soon get back my color
and spirits in the Darracourt air. And
now tell me the news! About Marie
—have you heard from her?’

Mrs. Daiton pursed up her lips.

“Yes; I got a.short note saying that
she had followed her relative abroad;
that 18"all, Lucille!” then she paused.

“Go on,” said Lucille.,

“Well, I don’t know what I was go-
ing to say exactly, but, t tell ybu the
truth, Marie Verner rather puzzles
me! She was never a favorite of
mine, you know!”

“Poor Marie!” said Lucille, with an
absent smile; “you and Lady Farnley
never did her justice.”

“I don’t know that,” said’ the old

lady, dryly. ¥‘But;doesn’t it strike |

you as odd, dear, that she has not
sent her address, or told us anything
about this aunt? I never heard he\r
mention her until now!”

“Qh, Marie is rather odd,” said Lu-
cille, simply. “It is just like her to
rush off at once and nurse any one.
We shall hear directly.”

“And have you had a happy time in
London?” asked Mrs. Dalton, as she
took oft Ltcille’s heavy furs, and Lu-
cille sank on to the sofa, with a sigh.

“Happy? Oh, yes!” she replied.

“And the marquis—is he quite
well?” .

“Quite, yes,” said Lucille, quietly.

“I thought he looked pale and ra-
ther overdone,” said Mrs. Dalton.

“Did you?” said Lucille. “I haven’t
noticed it. Oh, by the way, dear, a
visjtor is comig to-morrow! His
name is Sinclair, and he is an old
friend of the marquis.”

Mrs. Dalton’s housekeeping spirit
rose at once.

“A visitor so soon!” she said. “Very
well, I will see that he is comfortable.
Is he a nice man, .dear?”

Lucille laughed, with a strange bit-
terness.

“Nice? That is scarcely the word
for him!” she said, and that was all.

On the morrow Mr. Sinclair put in
his appearance. He had assumed a
semi-sporting attire, and looked, if
anything, more vulgar than ever; so
vulgar that when Mrs. Dalton saw
him and heard his voice, with its
cockney, low-bred accents, she start-
ed and stared in surprise.

Her surprise increased when she
found that Mr. Sinclair was not only
tolerated by the marquis, but that
the former gentleman was more than
familiar with Lord Merle, and that
he ordered the servants about as if
he were the master, and the marquis
the guest. His loud voice could be
heard all over the place, and every
time it reached the marquis’ ears his
face seemed. to grow paler, and his
thin lips to contract more sharply.

It was only in the presence of Lu-
cille that Mr, Sinclair toned down.

There was something in her dignity
and beauty that cowed him, and he
weuld sit like a beaten spaniel, silent
and overawed until the ladies left the
room; then he would fill his- glass,
and slap the marquis on the back,
and exclaim:

“Now, we'll have a jolly hevenin’ of
it, marquis. Ladies are all very well,
but they don't go well with wine and
walnuts, eh?”

Most of the day the marquis would
shut himself up in his study to avoid
his old man of the sea, but Mr. Sin-
clair amused himself by going out
shooting, as he called it, and Hope
was driven almost mad by the loss of
his best dogs, which Mr. Sinclair, who
had never had a gun in his hand in
his life until now, persisted in mis-
taking for pheasants.

A cloud seemed to hang over the
Court, and Lucille, instead of regain-
ing her color and spirits, grew more
wan and listless.

And still there came no tidings of
Marie Verner. This struck Mrs. Dal-
ton as strange and mysterious, but an
air of mystery seemed to be so natur-
al about the Court that she kept si-
lent.

(To be continued.)

EUROPEAN
: AGENCY.

Wholesale Indents promptly execu-
ted at lowest cash prices for all Brit-
ish and Continental goods, including
Books and Stationery,
Boots, Shoes and Leather,
Chemicals and Dyruggists’ Sundries,
- China, Earthenware and Glassware,
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories,
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goodl.
Fancy Goods and Perfumery,
Hardware, Machinery and Metals,
Jewellery, Plate and Watches,
- Photographic and Optical Goods,
Provigions and Oilmen’s Stores,
ete,, ete.
Commission 2% p.c. to 5 p.e.
‘Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand.
Sample Cases from $50 upwards.
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Fashion Plates.

' The Meme Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Book of eur Pat-
tern Cuts. These will he found very
useful to refer to from time to time,

1060—A SIMPLE DAINTY FROCK.

Crild’s Dress, With Long or Short

Sleeve and in Empire Style or
Loose.

Dimity, lawn, crossbar muslin, nain-
sook, batiste, mull, or silk may be
used for this style. It is also good
for gingham, henrietta, albatross or
flapnellette. The sleeve is in raglan
style, affording comfort and ease to
the arm and shoulder. The Pattern
is cut in 4 sizes: 6 months, 1, 2 and 4
years. It requires 21 yards of 26
inch material for a 4 year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in

silver or stamps.

9886—A PRACTICAL AND PLEASING
HOUSE OR HOME DRESS,

o

w\r\i/'

Ladies’ House Dress (in Raised or

Normal Waistline) with Long or
Shorter Sleeve.

Black and white checked gingham,
with facings of white linene is here
shown. The design would be pretty
in figured lawn or dimity or in a neat
percale pattern. For serviceable wear
it would look well in grey or blue
striped seersucker, with collar, cuffs
and facings in contrasting color. For
afternoon or porch wear there are
many dainty materials, also linens
and ratines, that will lend themselves
admirably to this style. The pattern
is cut in 7 sizes: 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42
and 44 inches bust measure., It re-
quires 5% yards of 40 inch material
for a 34 inch size. The skirt meas-
ures 13, yards at the foot in a Medi-
um size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address. on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.
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CONFIDENTIALLY SPEAKING
the Tailor doesn’t make the man, but upon the
Tailor depends the success of every man’s ap-
pearance.
OUR TAILORING FOR MEN /

insures not only a successful appearance, but
satisfactory service and long wear.

Come in and let us take your measure this
week.

J.dJ. Strang,

Ladies’ and Gents’ Tailoring,

153 Water Street, St. John’s.
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TRAPNELL
The Fyesight Specialist

Examines the eyes without
DRUGS, DROPS or DANGER.

He not only finds the trouble, but

with his perfect optical machin-
ery he can grind the correct len-
ses to suit the most complicated
cases, and do it quickly.

There was a time when all com-
pound lenses had to be sent out
of the country for, involving a de-
lay of three or four weeks, but
that day has passed; an hour or
two is sufficient to produce any
lense that may be called for.

Prescriptions filled or broken
lIenses replaced if you have the

" TRAPNELL

IS YOUR MAN WHEN EYE TROUBLE APPEARS.

-
Sugar, Butter and Cheese.

Just Received :

Choice Prime Butter,
In 14 and 28 1b. Boxes.

American Granulated Sugar,

In Parrels.

50 Choice Cheese,

Twins

Selling at Lowest Market Rates

COLIN CAMPBELL,

85 Water Street.

N

The Indication of Value
Plumbing is the Workmanslnp

A good plumber can do wonders with a dlﬂk:ult job. The
ARumber of orders received from friends of customers leads us
to believe that we are good. We have on hand a large stock of

STEAM & HOT WATER RADIATORS,

all sizes, and can flll any order sent us cheaper than yeu sam
import at the present time.

PITTMAN & SHAW,

Plumbers, Steam and Hot Water Fitters,
68 PRESCOTT STREET,

Thene 91

'GRAVENSTEIN APPLES, Ete.

arrw%ll ax;d ll(l; stock:

oice Gravensteins.

15 Darek B  as re

- 30 cases SlLVERPEEL ONIONS.
-~ 10 bunches BANANAS.

150 brls.
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