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ously, shyly.

said.

to you as much as it does to some When That Languid, Lagey, Easily-

The other girl looked at her curi- Do You Feel moody,
Irritable, Depressed ?

-“Are you not. disappointed?” she
“But perhaps it does not matter

of us?”

Ny & Bogar,

e BUT——

A Qusen Among Wome

CHAPTER XXIV.

Diana lay still for an hour or two,
thoughts away
own future. TO

trying to force her
from Vane to her
live she must work, and she must find
work quickly; for she, who had spent
her childhood in poverty, knew that
her small stock of money, and the
sum which she would get for her
jéwelry, would soon be exhausted.
She could teach—she knew that; but
who would employ her without refer-
ences? She had her certificate, and
that would help her, if she could ac-
count for her life since she had gain-
ed it. When she went down-stairs to
the shabby room, that smelt of count-
less dinners and the cigars that the
smoked after
she found the

gentlemen boarders
their evening meal,
room empty.

There was a morning paper on one

of the chairs, and she took it up and
eagerly—if the word is not ill-
chosen, seeing that Vane, Vane, came
between her and the paper—scanned
the advertisements.
-, There was one by a schoolmistress
who necded a ‘teacher of drawing;
and Diana read it through twice
wistfully; and presently put on her
outdoor things and went, by bus, to
the address given. As she reached
the door, she found a dozen or more
women—how alike they all seemed,
stamped by the hallmark of genteel
poverty, poverty eloquent in their
shabby but well-cared-for clothes, by
their air of eager anxiety!—standing
about the steps; and Diana took her
place on the fringe of the ' group and
waited, with head bent. At intervals
a maidservant opened the door, an
applicant emerged, and the maid
beckoned the next. At last, after
half-a-dozen had entered and come
out again, the servant called out:

“The situation’s filled.”

The disappointed ones turned away
without a word, and Diana turned
with them. As she did so she knock-
ed against a girl who had been stand-
ing beside her, and Diana, seeing that
she had caused the girl to drop a
portfolio she had been carrying,
begged her pardon, and, stooping,
picked up the portfolio and held it out
to her. ;

The girl took it and looked up at
Diana with shy, wistful eyes; they
were as blue as a child’s, and shone
sadly in a pale, pretty face; so sadly
that Diana said, impulsively:

“I’'m afraid a great many of us are
disappointed.”

“Yes,” said the girl with a sigh
which - she checked, as if ashamed of

“Oh, yes, indeed it does,” Diana re-
plied. “I want work very badly. Are
those your drawings?”
The girl nodded. “Yes.
not brought yours?”
Diana started, and looked and felt
foolish. .
“I—I have none. Oh, yes! I can
draw, but 1 thought that they would
let me try. It was stupid!”

They had walked on, and the girl
now stopped.

“] am going to take a bus here,”

ghe said. “Good-by.”
“Good-by,” said Diana, and she held

out her hand.

The girl started slightly, a faint
color came to her pale face, and, as if
confused by the friendliness of a
stranger, she merely touched Diana’s
hand, and, with an inarticulate mur-

You have

mur, hurried on.

Diana thought of the girl a great
deal that day, and for many days af-
ter, when she, herself, was growing
despairful of getting employment.
For she found that in the great city
one could get anything and every-
thing but one’s daily brxead. Day by
day she trod the weary, flint-sown
path which he and she must “tread
who seek work in a town where for
every place there are a thousand ap-
plicants.

She soon had to leave the compara-
tive comfort of the boarding house,
and, deséending the scale of lodging-
houses by quick degrees, took refuge
in an attic—it was a descent, though
she had to climb three flights of
stairs—in a dingy house in one of
the river-side streets. With some of
the money that remained she had
bought a type-writer, and by a piece
of good fortune had succeeded in get-
ting some employment from one of
the institutions which give out copy-
ing-work.

It was badly paid, for the supply of
typewriting does not correspond with
the demand, and the market is cruelly
overstocked; but, by writing early
and late, she earned just enough to
keep body and soul together.

The -winter was almost upon her,
she was insufficiently clad and. fed;
and, as she had no monéy to spend
on newspapers, and no time to read
them, she did not see the agonized
appealé which Vane inserted almost
daily. Indeed, if she had seen them,
she would not have responded. The
memory of the past was so great an
agony that she tried to kill and bury
it, to forget it in the daily, hourly
struggle for mere existence.

But for the children—the grimy
house was a rabbit warren for them—
shé would have lost heart altogether
and let herself slip into the grave
which despair digs; but at her worst
and cruelest hours she could find
some consolation in nursing a sick

child, or feeding, with a share of her

own scanty meal, a hungry one.
# %* * * * E B
Desmoné March had arranged to

meet Garling at the night house near
Leicester Square on the second night
after the robbery, to share the spoils;
and he went down there in a state of
excitement and desperation, which he
concealed behind his debonair man-
ner and easeful smile. ;

The appointed time arrived, but his
slave and tool did not put in an ap-
pearance, and, after waiting until the
vile place was upon the point of clos-
ing, he went back to his rooms and
ate his heart out until the morning
paper came. With thembling 'hands

Tired Feeling Comes, Your
Liver is Slow.

Tells How to Cure Quickly.
“Even when I was young I was not
robust and healthy like other girls.
I suffered from headaches, and had
sort of blue feelings that deprived me
o: the joyful spirits and pleasures
other girls seemed to get: After .1
married I found I could not throw
worries off like olher women, and
those full feelings of despondency and
weariness made me very unhap-
py. There was no cause to feel so,

and my doctor said my liver was
sluggish, and this accounted for my
poor color, my tiredness, langour and
despair, The pills the doctor gave me

were too purgative, made me weaker
because they were too active for my
constitution. Dozens of my friends
recommended Dr. Hamilton’s Pills,
and they were so mild and helpful.
Well, I never used a pill that acted £o
quietly as Dr. Hamilton’s. They
were so comfortable to use, I was
afraid they might not help. But in a
week I knew they had been actively
engaged ir cleaning up my system.
They did the work of a tonic and blood
medicine combined. I improved (o a
mearvelous degree with Dr. Hamilton’s
Pills, and I now maintain the most
perfect kind of health by using them
just once or twice a week.”

It is Mrs. E. V. Erlanger, well
known at Gloucester, who relates the
above experience. She proved what
you and all others, men and women,
anything but Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, 25c.
are best for restoring health and best
for keeping the system in perfect run-
ning order. Don’t be misled into using
anything but Dr. Hamilton’s Pils, 25c.
a box, five for $1.00, at all druggists
and storekeepers, or postpaid by the
Cotarrhozone Co., Buffalo, N.Y., and
Kingston, Canada.

Desmond March drew a long breath
and clutched the paper spasmodically.
Was it true? Was he going to have
another chance?

It seemed as if he were to have
more than one, for as he was walk-
ing down Pall Mall that afternoon,
his head more erect than it had been
for weeks, a brougham  stopped
abreast of him, and a woman’s vcice
said: ;

“Mr. March?” g

Desmond started slightly and went
up to the brougham. A young woman
with a plain, commonplace. face and
a nervous smile and blush held out
her hand.

“You haven’'t forgotten me, I
hope?”’ she said with a simper.

She was the daughter and heiress
'of a late eminent soap-boiler; one of
the women who had gone down before
Desmond March’s fascinating. face
A little while ago, be-
fore Dalesford’s engagement, she had
almost proposed to Desmond March;
but he had failed to respond; the
earldom was then apparently near,
and he was not down on his luck.
But circumstances alter cases; and
now-as he pressed her hand he assur-
ed her that he had not only not for-
gotten her, but had thought of her
every day since she had left London.
“Is that true?”’ she said, blushing
still more redly, and with a smile of
gratification widening her mouth:
“Then come inside and let me drive
you home for tea. I've still got my
sister-in-law as watch-dog. So you’ve
been thinking of me? Really, now!”
“Of course I'll come; delighted!”
he said; and he opened the door, and
was stepping in when a thin, girlish
figure paused on the pavement be-
hind him, and a voice he knew so well
cried, despairingly:

“Desmond!” .
He heard it, and, with his hand on

and manner.

it. Did you notice how we turned | Be turned over the pages, -but his | the door, looked toward her. Lucy

away, as if we expected it?”
Diana nodded. “Poor things!” she
said invountarily.

saw 2 pa

bloodshot eyes could see no account
of a burglary at Glenaskel Castle.
What had happened? Had Garling
failed? Had he sold his “master” and
given him the slip? ]
‘As the days papssed and Garling
did not appear, Desmond came to the
conclusion that Garling had betrayed
him and escaped, and he began to

make stealthy preparations for his

own flight,  Tndeed, he had completed

“cal

waited, her eyes seeking -his implor-
ingly. She had not seen him for
weeks, since the night he had prom-
ised to marry her and go away with
her, the night he had taken her poor
little savings. Surely he would leave
this woman and eome to her, would
speak to her, at least!

“Who is that? What does she

want?” asked Miss Bangs, the emin-
ent soap-boiler’s: daughter, with cén-
temptuous surprise.

Desmond March shrugged his
shoulders.

“Begging,: I suppose,” he drawled;
and he took a shilling from his pock-
et and tossed it toward the white-
faced girl with the piteous eyes.
Then, as she recoiled  with a low,;
heart-broken cry, he turned and en-
tered the brougham and was driven

away.

CHAPTER XXV.
“Can nothing be done, my lord?”
It was Mr. Starkey who put the
question, as he sat on the edge of his
chair in the earl’s room at Wedbury.

It was in the afternoon, and the shad-
ed lantp threw its greenish light up-

on the old man’s face, and revealed

its pallor and the hollows grief and

disappointment had dug in it.
He shook his head and drew his

,
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Highly recommended,
¢aref|illy selected ard
specially prepared.

“ Whole, in Syrup.”

Try one Jar.

J..C. BAIRD,

Water Street.

thin white hand across his brow with
a weary gesture.

“Nothing, I should say,” he replied.
“] have not seen Vane for weeks, for
months. Have you?”

Mr. Starkey gave a low negative.

“]—I have heard of Lord Dales-
ford,” he said hesitatingly.

“So have I. Who has mnot?”
the earl bitterly. “He must be mad;
and if he is not already so, be.
No man could lead the life he is lead-
ing for long. They tell me—Captain
Mortimer told me—that he is terribly
changed—the shadow of his former
self—and that he looks as if he were
going to——" .His voice broke, and
he shaded his eyes with his hand. “I
was afraid that it would end in this
way. We Wrayboroughs take things
seriously where our hearts are con-
ceérned; you know that, Starkey.”

“And it is the awful suspense, un-
certainty,” murmured Mr. Starkey.
“It is that which has told upon Lord
Dalesford. I should have thought it
impossible for any one to disappear
so completely,” he went on, after a

said

will

pause, “especially so beautiful, so dis-
tinguished a young lady as Miss
Bourne.”

The earl nodded:

“Yes. And God knows every effort
to discover her ha¥ been made; no
stone has been left unturned.”

“Mr. Fielding?”

“No; he cannot help us. He has
done everything short of employing
the police—though I think he has
gone even as far as that—but has
been as unsuccessful as the rest of
us. She may have left the country—
no, 1 agree with you,” as Mr. Starkey
shook his"™ head. “We should have
been able to trace her at one of the
ports.”

“And Mrs. Burton knows nothing?”

“Nothing. Or, if she does know
anything, will not disclose it. She
persists in remaining dumb to all our
entreaties. She has left
no one knows

Rivermead
whither,
Heaven help us, we seem to be in an
impasse; and my poor boy— But
I beg your pardon, Starkey;
wanted to see me on business?”’
Mr. Starkey nodded. “Yes, my
lord. It is about the Sunninglea pro-
perty.
“Good news! Is it possible?”’ mur-
mured the earl in bitter irony.
(To be Continued.)
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A NEW
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ﬁtréwbe"ma‘s!

AND
TOTALLY
DIFFERENT

Not only softer, smoother, more satisfying
than any other, but distinguished by the
“'True Oriental Odor,” a fragrance inim*
table in its subtlety and charm.

-
.'In addition to Massatta, we carry u complets
line of Lazell’s Famous Specialties, including
the most exquisife Perfumes, delightful Toile
Waters superb Creams, and Powders of un
questionable excellence

At all Druggists, St. John’s, Nfid.

New Books!

The War That Was Foretold, be.

War Album—Heroes of the War (Por-
traits), 6 in set for 20c. Sets
and 2 now on sale.

Lord Kitchener—Histery of His Life
60c.

A. B. C. Guide to the War, 30ec.

German Atrocities, LeQueux, 30s.

The Great War in Parts, 18c. part.

The War of the Nations, 15c.

The Life of Lord Kitchener, ba.

Her Royal Highness, LeQucux, 60¢,

Night Watches, W. W. Jacobs, 60c.

Facing Fearful Odds, Joseph Hock-
ag, 60c.

The Campaign Round Liege, 30c.

The Six Rubies, by J. M. Forman, 60c.

The Silent Captain by May Wynne, 60c.

A Silent Witness by R. A. Preeman,
60c.

Latest War Maps, 20c and 30e.

Garrett Byrne,

Bookseller & Stationer.

J. J. ST. JOHIN.

If You Want to Save Money
Call on Us.

Flour is cheap now but
likely to advance. We carry
a large stock at low prices.

Windsor Patent
Five Roses
Verbena

Royal Household
Olivette, &ec.

Ham Butt Pork, Fat Back,
Heavy Mess, Jowls,

Spare Ribs, Boneless Beef,
Plate Beef & Beef Cuttings,

| Molasses, Sugar,

and the best value in Teas.

. See our Flou: at $6.20 brl.

\J. J. ST, JORN,

136 & 138 Duckworth Street.

\

Gold Filled
Bar Pins !

We have just opened a new assort-
ment of Fine Quality Gold Filled Bar
Pins in Plain, Engine Turned, Hand
Engraved and Stone Set.

Each one of them is perfect in design
and workmanship and would make an

ideal offering for & moderate priced
and heautiful gift.

Prices from

b0c. to $2.50.
T. J. DULEY & CO.,

The Reliable Jewellers.
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Quality COUNTS!

We have just opened a splendid assortment of WINTER

THE STORE THAT PLEASES.

SUITINGS and OVERCOATINGS, the quality and utility of

which are second to none in the.city. Let us make your Suit or
Overcoat and convince you that we are

CHAPLIN, The King of Tailors

(('

FOR SALE

Ex S. S.%Stephano,
2,000

SACKS CORN.

2,000 sacks

Yellow Gorn Meal,

N

T

’Phone 768.
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OFFICIAL FROM PA

PARIS, Dec. 8.—t

In the region of Arras i
attack has given us posses
announced, of Vermelles
toire. Vermelles has been.
two months, the scene o
' fighting&®* The enemy had 1
ing there on Oct. 16, an
21st to the 28th of Octobe
in forcing us back from th
From the 25th of Octobe
and mining operations s
baek, until we were agair
contact, and on Dec. 1st v
the Park Chateau of Verm:

In the region of the Ai
Champagne, there have
artillery engagements, and
tillery dispersed several
of the enemy.

In the Argonne, Forest
and to the northwest of
Moussen and the Forest
we gained a ‘little ground.

TAKES POSSESSION OF
LES.

PARIS, Dec. 8.—(

In Belgium the Germ:
bombarded Qost-Dunkirk
two and.a half miles west

Between Bethune

taken pessession of the

Vermelles. and a
to the east, on
the railway line.

and Ler

portion
which we

ASSUME THE OFFEN
LONDON
Official advices from Ber
the reports that the Al
sumed the ‘effensive in 1
Belgium, bhut do not indicat
movenient has yet
able proportions.
declared, have heen
and have been defeated.
spdtches from Holland are
fect that fierce fighting is
gress along the Yser Cana
ports are in
the latest official Frencl
cations which, however, tel
that the forward movemer
Allies is being attempted
all along the line. Berlin
looking toward the possil
ment of Warsaw as
capture of Lodz, in Russia:

grown 1

P

partial agree

a resi

SERBIAN VICTOR

The Serbian victory
the northeastern
emphasized in
statement to-day,
as follews: The enemy v
whelmed and had to retire
der. In the pursuit we
officers and 1,810 men priso
tured two howitzers, nine of
many rifles and telegraphic

iron
the N wJyie
tile oervila

which

RUSSIA ADMITS DEF
LONDON,

It is officially admitted
grad that the Germans ha
Lodz after a bombardment
Portions of the city on fire.
nied, hewever, that the loss
is a gevere reverse; since the
not control the main line of
from Petrgkow to Warsaw,
a branch line. The Russ
holding the junetion point
ki, ‘and until the Germans a
Ocelipy Koluszki they cannot
vantage of the railroad systc
I8 no longer any misappreh
Petrograd as to the seriot
the situation in Poland, b
officials assert that the Russ
anticipated the  German pl

- are | developing further
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