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These diseases can be cured by
' Dr, Wilson’s
Herbine tht.u ¥
A ‘true blood purifyer®

contaimng the active
principles of Dandelion.
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lopd & strange, mournful beauty to
the haggard face, rise pnd meet hers,
and with & sydden | thrill, an gwful
shook, as if somathing had laid & gola

‘I hand on her heart, she knows that it

is Bip Horriek, 1
——
CHAPTER XXXIX,

1t s Bir Horrick! And yot, i it7 1s
it not, wather, » wild, imprebable
dream? Pauls stands motionless, her
eves fixed upon his fage, downcast now
88 he bends over the table; her heart
throbs se that shs feaps the young
Frenchman by her side must hear it
and wonder at the cause; her face—
so much of it as the mask lepves ex-

T

GIRLS! A MASS
OF WAW. GLEAMY
BEAUTIFUL HAIR

Let “Danderine” save and
glorify your hair

od by hul»-m she think he would
sit forpyer—that m is powerless to
draw back, to move; and he tufng full
gpon her, his srm knocking the fan
from her weak, ungertain grasp.

He looks surprised at the apparition
of a masked lady so close behind him;
then, concludipg that she is one of the
ususl idie spectators, he stoops, plcks
up her fan and hands it, with o simple:
“Pardon, mademoiselle.”

Paulg heolds out her hand with
averted face; she fegls as if the mask
were ugeless to copceal her, not know-
ing, in her inexperience, that the little
ban of satin, simple as it looks, and
thoygh it hides byt the ypper part of
her face, is one of the most effective
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Solo
Boots.

obtained here.

If comfurt in a Shoe is worth anything, it can be

It is a curious fact that nine-tenths of the Men and

« Women suffer with sore feet. - It’s-also true that nine-

tenths of the trouble is caused by the hard insoles not

cqnformmg to the foot. We have Comfort Shoes that
pever fai. to bring Comfort to Troubled Feet.

The inscles are covered with fine felted lamb’s wool,

covered with fine calfgkin. The foot settles into it

naturally, stops irritation gnd friction, no breaking-in,

the first minute.
a of our Comfort Shoes and you'll be con-
. ﬁve a size and width for every foot that

posed to view—is pale even teo the
lips, and her dark eyes gleam thraugh
the holes in the mask, o that it seems
to her strange that he upon whom they
rest does not feel them and leak up.

Hungrily, stegdily she regards him
1t is so long since ghe has seen hin
in living reality, though not a day or
pight has passed but she has kept

Mandrake, Burdock and
other medicinal her’s.

wtite il sioe, dve
times as large $1.90.
$ THE BRAYLEY DRUG co u-u.
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. of disguises, and murmurs a;

“Thank you.”

Hp would have bowed and passed
on; but with her murmur she glances
across at the young Frenchman, and
Sir Herrick, follewing her eyes, takes
in the state of affairs jn & moment.
Her attendant and escort has forgot-

' Wisse's Desdshod Wi
U 9. cutes Woits, Fellable,

For sale by all Druggists and first-
class’ Grocers.
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The Romance

Marrlage

CHAPTER XXXVIII,

Instantly, as if by magic, the scene
is changed. Behind them the ball-room,
brilliant and restless,
moving crowd, heavy with an atmos-
phere of perfume; before them a
saloon, dimly lit, and quiet, full of re-
pose and air that, by contrast, is fresh,
Paula draws a long breath, and looks
round her,

The saloon they have entered is
beautifully decorated, lit by wax can-
dles, and furnished in a tasteful
though luxurious fashion. A large
table stands in the centre, round which
are seated a circle of men and women.

She is wondering why they are seat-
ed there so silently, when suddenly
there sounds the voice of the croupier,
calling in a monetone in French, “Lad-
fes and gentlemen, the game is made!”

Then it strikes her suddenly that
they have entered the gaming-room of
the saloon. It comes home 1o the
young Frenchman at the same mo-
gent, and he makes & fmlt—tum but
Paula does not respond,
ptand looking on for a mintte in sil-
Pace.

The usual group strrounds the
table, Old men and young, painted wo-
men, and women with grey hair, ave
soated, eagerly watching the revelvs
ing needle as it epins round the red-
and-black table,

Gamblers of the mest prenounced
type #it elbow te elbow with novices
who have just dropped in to try their
Yuck and‘stake a few gold pieeces,

They are all so intent on the game
that they scarcely look up at the two
figures who have intruded on thair

domain Fascinated by the silence,

Paula slips her hand from her cava-
lier's arm and draws nearer the table.

As shie does so a door at the end of
the room opens noiselessly, the foot-
men make way, and a tall, stalwart
figure enters.

With slow, listless step it approach-
es the table, stands for 2 moment
jooking at the game, then drops a
handful of coin upon the red and sinks
futo & chair.

The red wins, and the new-comer
takes up his winnings, As he does so
be lifts his face, and the light of the
wax candles falls upon it. A hand-
some, haggard face,
heavy lines of sorrow and the worst
pf all cares—ennuyi; a face premature~
iy old, pale, and wayworn, and bitter-
Iy sad; a face that the gods might
weep over, so hopeless, so youthless
Is it

Paula, standing opposite it, feels
sttracted by it with an awful kind of
attraction, and gradually lets hQer
ayes fall upon it.

filled with a!

and they i

marked with-

him in her mind’s eye; apd new & wild
kind of gladness, a subtle sort of de-
light, takes possegsion of her at th2
thought that he is within reach of her
outstretched hand. What would kg do
if she were to bend forward and whis-
per his name—if she were to murmur
in the midst of the silence, “Rick, look
up, I am here!”

Then the joy and delight give place
to sadness as the haggard weariness
of the pale face grews upon hor.
Beautifyl still—it would be beautitul
in her eyes though scarred and twist-
ed out of shape—besutiful still is the
face she has loved so dearly and pas-
élonately; but, ah, how changed! What
months of wild, reckless, desperate
dissipation stand vecorded in those
deep lines about the dark eyes and
clean-cut, mobile lips! What a story
of wasted time and futile regrets and
remorse in the shadows of the eyes
themselves!

Oh, Rick! is it you, er but the
wrack of the astalwart, glorious youth
who wandered by the stream just a
year ago?

The voice of the Frenchman recails
her to the present and the situstion.

“Will mademoiselle. wish to return?”
he asks in a deferential whisper.

Paulp starts and looks at him as if
she had indeed awakened from »
dream, then she puts her hand upen
his arm; but suddenly an idea strikes
her, and she bends her head and 'h'll-
pers:

“Have you ever played?”

He shrugs his shoulders; but his
eyes, fixed upon the fascinating table,
answer for him,

Pauls smiles,

“I—1 have & fanoy to ‘try my luok;'
fen't that the preper expressien? Will
you stake a napoleon for me?"

He neods, with nicely concealed
eagerness, It is what he has been long-
ing to de,

“To please you, mademoiselle,” he
says, with a smile of devotion, and he
takes a3 napoleon from her purge and
leads her towards the table; but
Paula hangs back.

“No, no,” she says, still in 3 whis-
per, “I will keep here in the shadow,
there is an empty place. Let me stand
here and wateh you.”

“But I shall ieave you unprotected.”

Paula smiles and gently touches his
arm wtih her gloved finger, and with
8 bow of jmplicit obedience he takes
the empty chair, and threwing a whis-
pered “I play for you, mademoisells,”
he lays & coin on the black,

Paula stagnds just outside the ring
of light that falls from the rpund,
shaded candelabra; but she does nout
watch her cavalier; her eyes aye fix-
ed on the haggard face of her old
lover opposite, The Frenchman wins
and looks back over his shoulder at
her with a smile as he places & fresh
stake; but Paula does nmot notice the
look or the action, She is watching
Rick with an absorbing interest. e
wins oceaslonally, loses occaslonaliy,
but ever with the same impassive, an-

In a few moments yqu can trans-
form your plain, dull, flat hair. ¥You
egn have it abundant, soft, glessy
and full of life, Just get at any drug
or toilet counter a small hettle of
“Danderine” for a few cents. Then
moeisten a soft cloth with the Dan-
derine and draw this through your
hair taking one small strand at a
time.” Ipstantly, vyes, immediately,
you have doubled the heauty of your
hair, Jt will be a mass, so soft, lus-
trous, fluffy and so easy to do up.
All dust, dirt apd excessive oil is re-
moved.

Let Danderine put moye life, color,
vigor and brightness in wyour hair,
This stinulating topic will freshen
your scalp, check dandruff and falling
balr, and help your hair to grow
long, thick, strong and beautiful.
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interested eipreulon. A lady, paintad
and masked, who sits near him, drops
her fan; he picks it up snd restorcs
it to her ag heedlesg of her bewiteching
smile as if she were an animated doll;
every now and then he forgets to place
his stake, and sits lost in thought, his
lips tightly compressed, his brows
knit. It is quite evident that he cares
nothing for the game; that the great
goddess Chance has no charm for him;
pnd that he is simply striving to kill
‘the time that hangs so heavily on his
hands.

Presently, gradually, the desire that
possesses every woman to be near the
man she loves takes hold of Paula.
She feels drawn towards that motions
less figure with the pale, sorrewful
face; she looks af her partner and
eéavalier. Ha is absorbed in the game,
and like a true gambler has forgotten
her, at least for the present.

Noiselessly she glides in the shadow
round the table and stands behind
Riek. New, indeed, she' could touech
him, In fact the outline of her dress
does float against his elbow, and if
he were to move he could not fail to
be aware of her presence.

An awful audacity has taken pos-
gession of Paula; like a guardian
angel she stands over him, one hand
clasping her fan, the other holding
her mask as if she fears it may slip
from its place and betray her.

All unconscious of her nearness, he
plays on; the man who rakes in the
stakes, or pays the winnings, chants
his monotonous cry, “The game is
made, ladies and gentlemen; make
the game.” The music of the saleon
floats through the half-open dporway,
the coing chink, the bank-notes rystle,
and still Paula stands, her hand with-
in an inch of her lost lover's face, her
breath fanning his hair.

Suddenly, so suddenly that Paula
gtarts affrightedly, he turns his head
and makes a signal to a footman,

“Bring me some champagne.”

The footman brings a glass and a
bottle; wine and food of the cheicest
and daintiest kind are supplied gratis
to the players by the establishment,
and 8ir Herrick drinks a glassful and
returns to the play.

Pen minutes, a quarter of an hour
glapse. Paula glances over at her
whilom guardian; he is deep in the
game, and oblivious of her and every-
thing else but rouge-et-noir; his nice,
pretty little face is all aglow, his eyes
are shining with  excitement; there
are—though Paula notices them not—

um:ummm-mmm
wam&m Suddenly, but

A with slow, mechanical movement, ﬂp

8 plle of gold pieces and rolls of notes |

ten her, degerted her for the muore
fascinating goddess—Chance.

The tall, graceful figure, so exquisite-
ly dressed in its poetical Moonlight
costume, tells its own story—she has
strayed from the adjoining bgll-room.

He looks at her with faint interest
—feels it vather & hore that she should
make any ¢all upon his attention; but
he ig too much of a gentleman to leaye
her alone in her predicament.

“Mademoiselle is waiting for some-
one?' he gays in Franch, for he takes
her for a Frenchwoman-—remember
she is in aWorth costume.

Paula inclines her head and glances
across at the Frenchman,

Sir Herrick looks ab the young fel-
low with a half-amused, half-bitter
smije. )

“Shall I—" he says; then, as Paula
shakes her head, he says :“Perhaps
you will permit me the honour of at-
tending you until your friend has fin-
ished his game?”

Paula does not speak. Bhe knows
that a word will betray her; and tak-
ing her gilence for consent, he offers
her his arm, and indicates 8 seat be-
hind the chair,

She puts a quivering finger on his
arm. Heaven, how the touch thrills
through her! And he leads her calmly,
absently tb the settes.

She i8 no more to him than the
painted lady to whom he restored the
fan a few minites ago.

Trembiing, she sinks upon the satin
couch, longing, yet dreading, that he
should leave her. For if he should go,
when—ah, when! shall she see him
again? And even te have him near her,
to hear his voice is sp precious,

He leans agaipst the wall of white
paint and gilding, watching the young
Frenchman's absorbed face with a
sardenic smile,

The minutes pass; they seem hours,

to fill the room and envelop the play-
ers, - Is she going to faint? The horror
the dread creates causes her to mpve
and draw a long breath.

“I beg your pardon,” he says, with
a slight start; “did you speak? I am
afraid you are tired of waiting. I will
tell your friend,” and he brings him-
self to an upright position.

“No,” says Paula, forgetting herself
and speaking in English.

He stops and looks down at her with
absent surprise.

“You are English?” he says, almost-
to himself,

(to be continued.)
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Then he pauses and looks at h‘)V/

days, months to Paula, A mist seems |,

T8085. '!'hu isa sood modol
duvetyn, taffeta, satin, serge, velve-
teen, tricoting and crepe. The vest
may be.ef contrasting material.

The Pattern is cut in 3 Sizes: 16,
18 and 20 years, BSize 18 requires
5% yards of 44 inch materigl, Skirt
measnres 1% yard at its lower edge,

A Pattern of this illystration malled
to any addrvess on receipt of 10¢, in
silver or lc. and 2¢, stamps.

A PRETTY FROCK FOR PARTY (R
BEST WEAR.

8001, For this style net or em-
broidered orepe and crepe de chine,
satin or silk could he combined. The
design is also attractive for other gom-
binations. The skirt i made Wilh
“pouch” drapery at the sides, The
overblouse is finished with girdle ends,
to which a sesh of ribhon or material
may be attached,

The Pattern is cul in 4 Sizes: 8, 10,
12, and 14 years, Hige 10 requives
4% yards of 27 inch material,

A Pattern of this illugtration mailed
to any address en receipt of 10c. in
silver or lc. and 2¢. stamps.
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LONDON DIREGTORY,

(Published Annually)
enables traders throughout tho World
to communicate direct with English

MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
in each class of goods. Besides belng
s complete commercial guide to Lon.
don and Suburbas, it contaips ‘ists of

EXPORT MERCHAANTS
with the goods they ship, and the Oals
enial and Foregn Markets they sup-

of leading Manufacturers, Merchaits,
etc,, in the principal Provinalal Towns
and Industrisl Centres of the United
Kingdom.

Business Cards of Merchauts sad

gomes,
FOR WOMEN at .,
TOR MEN at .

. ..$4.25, $6.50, $9.5Q to $13.50
..$10.50 to $20.00

mon tuu thurl,nt

PARKER & MONROE Lid.,

octad,th,s.t,
&z

Kohler & Campbell

PIANOS

Thc Besl Piano in the World
at the Price.

Musicians’ Supply Co.

Duckworth St., St. John’s,
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pumansmra—

A Suit or Overcoat at
Maunder’s, selected from
a solendid variety of

British Woollens, cut by
an un-to-date svstem

from the latest fashions,
moulded and made to
your shape hy expert
workers, costs you no |}
more than the ordinary §
hand-me-down. We al- §
ways keep our stocks
complete, and vou are
assured a good selection.
Samples and style sheets
sent to any address,




