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CHAPTER XVI.
Once or twice she managed to es

cape from the circle of courtiers who 
attended her every movement, and 
got, for a little rest and coolness, in
to a conservatory; and there she let 
her thoughts fly back like a home
ward-bound dove, to the man who had 
told her of his love, the love he deem
ed so hopeless; but the marquis was 
near her in a minute or two; now 
with an ice, and again with a prayer 
for another—just one more—dance.

“We may as well pack up our traps 
and leave the field,” remarked one of 
her most ardent admirers, a certain 
dashing young artillery officer, who 
had come home from the last war, 
covered with fame and glory, which 
he was dying to lay at her feet. 
"Merle is making all the running, and 
means to win her, and, by George! he 
will do it, to, whether she likes him 
or not. Look at him now; he scarce
ly left her a moment for the whole of 
the evening.”

It was not the first time the re
mark had been made, and such re
marks tell. One by one the men 
seemed to acknowledge the greatet 
perseverance or claims of the mar
quis, and dropped away from her, un
til, when her carriage was announc
ed, he stood alone beside her, with 
her cloak on his arm, her fan and 
bouquet in his hand.

“Good-night, dear,” said Lady Farn- 
ley. “I’m awfully tired. Very rude 
of me to say so, ain’t It? But I'm very 
proud and satisfied.”

“You ought to-be,” said LUcille; 
“we have had a very pleasant even
ing.” i

Lady Farnley laughed.
“Quite the proper sort of speech,’’ 

she said. “Thank you, my dear; but 
I wasn’t thinking of my little dance, 
but of you. I feel as if you belonged 
to me sometimes, and triumph in 
your triumphs. There, go home and 
sleep soundly, and keep your roses. 
Give me another kiss.”

As Lucille bent forward, the old 
lady whispered in her ear:

“I’m glad you have taken my ad
vice, dear,” she said.

“Your advice?” said Lucille, smil
ing. “What advice was that, dear 
Lady Farnley?"

“Go down, and see if they have got 
the carriage windows shut, marquis," 
said the old lady. Then, when he had 
got out of hearing, “I am glad you 
have decided to send that poor boy 
away, dear."

“Send him away—what poor boy?” 
asked Lucille, but the color rose 
gradually to her face.

Lady Farnley made a little grim
ace.

“How uncompromising you are7 my 
dear,” she exclaimed. “Why, Harry 
Herne, of course. I didn’t advise you 
to send any one else away, did I?”

“Harry Herne!” repeated Lucille, 
the color fading slowly from her face, 
her voice sounding like a stifled, 
meaningless echo in her ears.

“Yes, they tell me that he is mak
ing preparations for immediate de
parture. My maid got It from her 
sweetheart, one of your grooms. I 
am glad of it; depend upon it, you 
have done right. I can’t tell you 
why,” she went on hurriedly, “but you 
were right I should have liked to 
have seen him once more before be 
went, but he’s gone by this time, I
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dare say. Never mind," and she sigh
ed. “Poor Harry! There, here’s the 
marquis. Weil, are they closed? 
That’s right. I want to take care of 
our beautiful rose. Good-night”

Lucille put her arm in the mar
quis’, but scarcely knew whither she 
was being led.

“Harry Herne gone! Gone to
night!" The words rang in her ears, 
the stars seemed to dance In a mist. 
Gone! Gone! She would never see 
him again! Oh, what had she done 
to leave him without a word, without
making a sign to keep him.

“So ends a happy, a very happy 
evening, alas!”-murmured the mar
quis, his glittering eyes fixed on her 
pale, disturbed face; but Lucille 
scarcely heard him, and, murmuring 
something unintelligible, drew back 
into the corner of the carriage, the 
word, “Gone!” ringing in her ears 
like a knell.

The Marquis stood looking after the 
carriage until the lamps had grown 
into stars along the road, with a 
strange smile on his lips. It was a 
smile that just matched the glitter in 
his eyes, and spoke of his confidence 
and coming victory.

CHAPTER XVII.
Lucille’s heart ached, and her head 

felt like lead. She had been conning 
over the words she would murmur in 
Harry’s ears as she hid her face 
against his heart. She had imagined 
their meeting and all that he would 
say a hundred times. She had in 
tended going to him, sending for him 
to-morrow, or, at farthest, the next 
day, and now—now he might be gone

There are two kinds of hunger in 
this life which assail us, I mean of the 
mental kind; gold hunger and love 
hunger. Men will risk their honor 
their limbs, their lives for gold, and 
women will risk all these at once for 
love.

Lucille thought, as she crouched in 
the carriage that rolled smoothly 
along the drive, that she would give 
all she possessed, ten years, half of 
her life, to hear her lover's voice, feel 
his arms round her, to hold him in her 
own and whisper, “Harry, I love you 
I cannot let you go! I care not what 
you say; I will be your wife!”

If he were gone, what would be 
come of her! She knew him well 
enough intuitively to feel sure that if 
he had gone he would make no sign 
send her no word. The years would 
roll by in dreary weariness, and all 
the brightness would go out ' of her 
life, and.—she could not think any 
longer in silence. Putting her hands 
up to her face, she uttered a low 
moan of distress.

“My dear Miss Darracourt!" ex
claimed the horrified Mrs. Dalton 
"Do you feel ill? Are you going to 
faint? I will let down this window 
my smelling bottle----- ”

Lucille put it aside with a hysteri
cal laugh.

“It is nothing,” she said. “The room 
was hot and—yet, put down the win
dow; thanks!"

The carriage reached the door as 
she spoke, and she got out and walk
ed quickly, feverishly up the steps, 
the footmen standing by to assist her.

“Oh, the house seems as hot as 
fire,” she murmured, with an impa
tient sigh. “I will stay on the terrace 
a little while and get cool.”

“Do you not think----- ” began Mrs
Dalton, anxiously, but Lucille stop
ped her quickly, almost haughtily.
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For Indigestion and Biliousness
those foes of comfort and well-being, there is one 
family remedy universally regarded as the best 
corrective of deranged conditions of the organs of 
digestion. Present suffering is relieved promptly,
and worse sickness prevented by timely use of

Let this wonderful remedy tone your stomach, stimulate
s, regulate your bowels and 
throughout your entire system.

your liver and 
you will feel* -----------  ̂— » ■ ■ ^ vus vuvuv pj*CTVVfall»

common and^mimr1 ailments of life* BeetlLr^f Pills
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“I cannot go Into the house yet 
Pleaae leave me alone.”

Poor Mrs. Dalton bowed her head 
before the stately young beauty In her 
ballroom magnificence.

“I may send you ay shawl?” she 
murmured meekly.

“Than.ks—stay, give me yours,” 
said Lucille, and she took It and flung 
It round her. The action tore the 
clematis from her hair, hut she dis
entangled It from the fringe and 
thrust it quickly, but carefully, with
in the bosom of her dress.

Then she walked quickly to the end 
of the terrace, away from the win
dows, and leaned over the balustrade, 
•looking in the direction of the hut

If there had been a light burning lit 
it she could not have seen it from 
where she stood, but she tormented 
herself by thinking that she could, 
and by imagining the pretty room 
she had been bare and desolate, and 
Harry—gone!

The word seemed to echo through 
an aching void In her heart and sink 
Into silence, leaving her desolate. She 
stood for stine time silent and motion
less, then gradually a great craving 
fell upon her—a craving to go to the 
hut.

A swift blush mantled In her cheeks 
at the Idea, but she began to argue 
against her conscience. It he had 
gone, there would be no harm In go
ing to the empty cottage; It would be 
some poor comfort to her In her pre
sent state to see It, and If he had not 
gone—well, then he would never 
know that she had been near him.

She was all alone In the world. It 
she had had a mother she would have 
gone to her, and kneeling at her feet, 
have told her everything, and get 
comfort and guidance; but there was 
absolutely no one to whom she could 
go with her full and aching, yearning 
heart. She was “lord of herself, that 
heritage of woe!” and a law to her
self.

The craving, the impulse, grew up
on her so strongly that It could not 
be resisted.

Half fearfully she went down the 
steps, and crossing the lawn, entered 
the park preserves, and was gathered 
up In Its shadows. Five minutes af
terwards a thin, girlish figure, wrap, 
ped In a black cloak, darted Into the 
woods on her track. It was that of 
Marie Verner.

All unconscious that she was fol
lowed, Lucille, lighted by the flecks 
of moonlight which came through the 
trees, made her way along the path 
to the hut, and presently she saw it 
standing out keen and distinct In the 
little clearing. There was no light In 
the window, and an air of desolation 
seemed to pervade the spot. Wlti. 
sinking heart she stopped short and 
leaned one hand against the trun.k of 
a tree, while the other was pressed 
to her bosom. Yes, he bad gone, 
and she was left with her sad heart 
full of love for him. She could never 
see him again.

Almost as thç thought ran through 
her, she saw his stalwart form come 
from among the trees. He stopped 
for a moment and raised his head, as 
if he were listening, then, hearing 
nothing, he went toward the door of 
the hut. Another moment and she 
knew that she should lose him, for 
she could not enter the cottage. 
Scarcely knowing what she did, she 
took a step forward,

His quick, keen ears heard her In 
a moment, and he stopped short.

“Is that you, Susie?” he asked
She scarcely distinguished the 

words—oh/ Heaven ! how well she re
membered them afterwards!—but 
went towards him.

As she crossed the patch of moon
light, In which her jewels shone and 
flashed, he saw her and started.

Heavens! Is It a dream?” he mur
mured, turning his pale face towards 
her.

She stopped and held out her hand. 
Still he stood for a second as he 

were not sure that It was not a vision 
and strode towards her and caught 
her hand, breathing her name In a
wild rapture:

"Lucille!"
"Harry!" she murmured, her glor

ious eyes raised to his, and burning 
with a maiden’s first passion.

He stood, holding her hand press
ed to his heart, for a moment, looking 
Into her eyes, his breath coming thick 
and fast

“Is It really you? Oh, my
nr
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Corns

Paring a corn brings 
only brief relief. And 
there is danger in it.

The*way to end corns is with 
Blue-jay. It stops the pain 
instantly. Then it loosens the 
corn, and in 48 hours the entire 
corn comes out.

Blue-jay is applied in a 
moment. From that time on 
you will not feel the corn.

Leave it on for two days, 
until it gently undermines the 
corn. Then lift the corn out. 
There will be no pain or sore
ness.

Blue-jay has ended sixty 
million corns. Nearly half the 
corns in the country now are 
ended in this way.

There is nothing else like it. 
And no man who knows will 
even suggest any other way for 
dealing with corns.

Blue-jay
For Corns

15 and 25 cents—at Druggists 
Bauer & Black, Ckicajo sad New Yolk

Make» of Physiciens’ Supplies
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Fashion Plates.

The Heme Dressmaker ehemld keep 
a Catalogua Scrap Book ef ear Pat
tens Cats. These will be feaad very 
asefal te refer te frem time t# time.

1087.—A VERY ATTRACTIVE
AND PRETTY STYLE.

Boys’ Jersey Suits.
A SPLENDID VARIETY OF NEW GOODS 

Colours:- Navy, Brown, Sax, White 
and Cardinal. Size: To lit from 2 
years to 6 years. The correct thing 
lor present wear.

Robert Templeton.

m7

GRAVENSTIEN APPLES.
We have now in stock:

GRAVENSTEIN APPLES, PLUMS, TOMATOES, PEARS, 
ORANGES, BANANAS, CABBAGE and POTATOES, 

all selling at lowest possible prices.
By giving us a trial order will convince you our prices are 

right.

BURT & LAWRENCE, 14 New Gower St.
Tel. 759. _________________Box 245

dreaming of you, dreaming of you ev
en in the stillness, and thinking I 
should neter see you again—never 
again. And you are here!”

“Then—then it is true,” she said, 
almost Inaudibly, .reproachfully, “you 
were going?”

“Yea, yes,” he said, spea.king like 
one in a dream, his eyes fixed hung
rily upon her face—“yes, I was go
ing, I shall soon be gone. I—oh, my 
queen, how beautiful you look to
night! Even yet I cannot think that 
It Is yottc really you, and not some 
vision! See what a pass I have come 
to that I. cannot trust my own eye
sight!”

Every -word was the sweetest that 
she had ever heard:
^ “Are you so glad to see me, then?” 
she murmured.

“Glad!”': ~
“Why then, will you go, and never 

see me again?” she demanded, with 
all a woman’s logic.

. “Why? Because——” He put his 
hands to his brow, and then looked 
round hlm, às If he were indeed awak
ing “Lucille.” he said, almost fierce
ly;, “what are you doing here—alone! 
—at night? Why did you come? You 
must not stay a moment!—half a mo
ment!”

“Not In my own park?” she mur
mured.

“No! Not here!” he said, desper
ately. “Oh, my pure, innocent angel, 
that I should have to speak to you 
like this! But, dearest!—Ah, why did 
you come? It makes it all the harder 
for me; all the harder to tear my
self away,” and he hung his head, 
clinging still to her hand.

“If it is so hard, why go?” she 
whispered. “Listen, Harry,” she went 
on piteously, for he had turned his 
face away, as from some temptress. 
"Don’t be angry with me. Don’t— 
don’t—think lightly of me—”

“Lightly of you, my queen!" he 
broke’In. .

(To be Continued.)

Costume for Misses and Small Wo
men, Consisting of a Surplice Waist 
with or Without Tnnic, and a Two 
Piece Skirt. The Waist with Short 
or Wrist-length Sleeve.
Figured crepe in a new shade of 

green is here depicted with trillings 
of old gold messaline on the edges 
of cuffs and collar. The waist is 
made with a chemisette at the low 
neck outline. The surplice closing is 
becoming and youthful. The tunic 
shows graceful plaits In panel style. 
The short sleeve is finished with a 
neat cuff. The Pattern is cut in 1 
sizes: 14. 16,’ 17, and 18 years. It re
quires 6 yards of 44 inch material for 
a 17 year size.

A pattern of this Illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c: in 
silver or stamps.

1007-9920.—A COMFORTABLE
SUIT FOR FALL MATERIALS.

OUR CLOTHES
represent a eonsclentioas 
effort on our part, to give 
you maximum value foe 
your money.

EACH SEASON 
we carefully choose the beet 
quality-fabric in the moet
attractive patterns and col
ors and manufacture into 
Suits, combining the latest

Fashion and Fit Ask your dealer for our popular
Brands, AMERICUS, TRUEFIT FITRERvRM, 8TIL-
ENFÎT, PROGRESS.

heB-W lüysirs,.» r* w '** w ** *

Made ealy toy
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Newfoundland Clothing Co., Limited.

War Literature of Great Interest
The Times’ History of the War in 

South Africa in 2 vols.
Napier’s Battles in the Peninsula, 75c. 
The Siege of Gibraltar by Drinkwater, 

75c.
In the Fighting Days at Sea by Ed.

Fraser, $1.50 for 75c.
War and Peace by Count Leo Tolstoy,

$1.10.

Battles of the British Army, illustrat
ed, $1.00.

Deeds of Naval Daring by Ed. Gifford, 
30c.

Adventures of War with Cross and 
Crescent by Gibbs & Grant, 65c. 

Life and Battles of Napoleon Bona
parte, 50c.

Our Navy by Archibald Hurd, 30c. 
The Londons of the British Fleet by 

Ed. Fraser, $1.50 for 75c.
Nelson and His Captains by W. N.

Fitchett, 75c.
Aviation by Claude G. White, 30c.

The Romance of Aeronautics by Chas. 
C. Turner, $1.50.

Our Sailor King by A. A. Smith, 65c.
The Battle of Wavre and Grouchy's 

Retreat by Hyde Kelly, $2.50 for 
$1.25.

Hurrah for the Life of a Sailor by 
Admiral Sir Wm. Kennedy, 65c.

Patriotic Songs, a Book of English 
Verse by Arthur Stanley, $1.50 for 
90c.

Blucher and the Uprising of Prussia 
Against Napoleon by Ernest F. 
Henderson, $1.50.

The Life of Nelson by G. Callender, 
B.A., 75c.

The Life of Napoleon I. by J. Holland 
Rose, $2.00.

The Life of Admiral Lord Collingwood 
by W. Clark Russell, 90c.

Hutchinson’s History of the Nations, 
to be published in 50 fortnightly 
parts, 20c. per part. Vols. 1 to 
15 in stock.

GARLAND’S BOOKSTORES,
177 and 393 WATER STREET. ST. JOHN’S

This combination portrays Ladles’ 
Cape Coat Pattern 1007, and Ladies' 

kirt Pattern 9920. As here shown 
roolen mixture in brown tones was 

used, with trimming of tan serge and 
brown velvet on the cape coat. The 
designs are good for broad cloth, vel
vet, corduroy, taffeta, cashmere, or 
crepe. The cape Is cut with raglan 
sleeve portions. It Is stylish and 
shows the latest features of fashion
able wraps. The Cape Pattern is cut 
In 3 sizes: Small, Medium and Large. 
It requires 3 6-8 yards of 64 inch ma
terial for a Medium size. The Skirt 
is cut In 6 sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30 and 
32 Inches waist measure, and requires 
4 1-8 yards of ?4 Inch material for a 
24 Inch size.

The Skirt measures 1% yard at its 
lower edge.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patterns which will be mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. 
FOR EACH pattern In silver or 
stamps.
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GIANT JUNIOR 
SAFETY RAZOR

THE WONDER OF ALL SHAVERS.

SO cents with 4 Blades.
Extra Blades 8 for 10c.

This Razor does perfect work, Is a marvel of cheapness combined 
with quality, and has an immense sale throughout the United 
B.atee. ,

Special terms wholsale. Outport orders mailed—cash only.

CHESLEÏ WOODS,
Sole Agent for Newfoundland.

Office and Sample Booms: 140 WATER 8TBBBT,
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