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A Quzen Among Women

CHAPTER X.

This latest visitor was a middle-
aged man, with a face that belonged
to that of the Ilaboring class. The
mouth was coarsely cut, the brows
heavy, the eyes evasive, half-cunning,
half-timid. His thick-set figure was
like his face, that of the lower middle
class, and he was dressed in a re-
spectable fashion enough, but quite
unlike most of the fashionable men
present. In short, the man might
have been taken for a well-to-do
tradesman from the provinces, or a
pilot, who had exchanged his rough
overalls and pea-jacket for his best
suit. A commonplace man enough, so
commonplace that, though several
looked up at his entranceé, no one
gave him a second gla‘vnce—~not even
Desmond March, who sudiously kept
his eyes on his cards. :

The man stood for a moment look-
ing round, as if he were renewing
his familiarity with the scene; then
he went, with the heavy step ' of the
man who has known physical toil, to
the counter for a drink, and, after
drinking it slowly, loitered, exchang-
ing a banter, as heavy as his gait
with the woman at the bar; then
seemed about to leave.

But he hesitated, and presently

gravitated to the table where Des-

As he did so, as his eyes: fell on

Desmond Mareh, he started, his face
paled, and he turned quickly, as if
"about to go. .

But Desmond March, .without tak-
ing his eyes off his cards, and with-
out raising or changing the voice in
which he had been speaking, said,
slowly:

“No; don’t go. 1 know you. Wait
till I've done here. I want to speak
to you.”

The man stood, biting his thick lips,
and looking, with a frown,  at the
handsome face, with its eyes still
fixed on the cards, and seemed to
hesitate, to rebel; but once again the
smooth voice said:

“I know you—knew you the mo-
ment you came in. Wait. Your play,
Wally!”

The man hesitated a moment, then
he went slowly to a chair, dropped
into it, and sat staring uneasily at the
door, as if he would have escaped
even then, if he had dared. ’

CHAPTER XI.

Desmond March did not hurry his
game, did not even glance at the
thick-set, commonplace man, who
leaned back in the chair, and, with a
poor attempt at eace and nonchal-
ance, waited Mr. March’s pleasure.

Desmond March and his pigeon
played until the latter could no long-
er see the cards; in fact,’ collapsed,
and fell across the table; then March
lelsurely put the 1.0.U’s the lad had
‘given him into a pocket-book, and,
dragging Lord Wally to his feet, ad-
‘ministered -a big glass of soda-water
and led him from the room. As they

without looking at him, 'said cheer-

. “Back directly.”
_ Having put the lad into a cab, and

{ he had put up a fight for it. His

{and disappointment. I hag":'av goodi
| look at him, of course, and I shouldn’t
be likely to forget him, ev

told the driverg the address—“better’
take him for a little round first, cab-
by,” he said pleasantly. “Here’s a
sovereign for your fare. Look after
him!”—March went back to the room,
and, beckoning to the man, signed to
him to take the chair Wally had va-
cated.

“What will you drink?” he asked.

“I'm not drinking anything,” re-
plied the man sfllenly. “I've stayed
because you asked me to; but I don’t
know you, sir, and I don’t know what
business you can have with me,”

Desmond March nodded to one of
the waiters.

“Bring some whiskey—out of Mr.
Moss’ own bottle, please!—and some
soda-water,” he said; then he handed
his cigar-case to the man opposite
him, and carefully lit a cigar for him-
self. There was in the action so
plain an indication of conscious pow-
er, of superiority, that the man, as if
hypnotized, lit a cigar, and took the
drink the waiterplaced before him.

“You don’t know me?” said Des-
mond March, leaning forward, and
eyeing his companion with a smile of
sardonic enjoyment. “My name is
March. Recall anything?”

The man shook his head.

“Oh, come!” remonstrated March,
with a shake of his head. “You knew
me the moment you came up to the
table, and you were going to bolt, if
I badn’t stopped you. A bad memory
is a great drawback; I've always felt
that, and cultivated mine. For in-
stance, I can go back twelve years—
yes, it’s twelve years ago—and recall
a very pleasant visit I made to a
friend who held an official pesition
under government; in fact, he was
the governor of Portland convict pris-
on—-" -

The man had his glass half-way to
his lips, but he arrested the action,
and put the glass down. His ruddy
face paled, his thick brows came
down, and his lips drew ‘together; bfit
he said nothing, and kept his eyes
fixed on the handsome, smiling face
opposite him.

“A very interesting visit it was”
Desmond; March went on, in a ru-
nﬁnéﬁng fashion, as: if he were
pleasantly recalling the time. “Of
course, I went over the prison, and
saw a great deal of the -convicts.
There’s always a peculiar, gruesome
charm about prison life—to the spec-
tator; just as there is about the
morgue and the scaffold. Ever seen
a man hanged? I have—got in with
a press ticket. It's interesting. That
cigar doesn’t draw, I'm afraid. Take
another!”

The man ignored the offer, and
Desmond March resumed:

“One night the whole place was in
a state of excitement; usual cause—
a convict had escaped. All the ward-
ers—guards, do you call them?—were
up in arms, the alarm bell was rung,
and the hue and cry was out in hot
pursuit. The man had stunned a
warder, got into the yard, and skim-
med up a pole—they were repairing
a roof, or something—to the outer
wall. His name was Garling, and he
was one of the model prisoners, and
had earned ever so many good-con-
duct marks; but he had been playing
the saint with an object, and was the
last man likely to be suspected of at-
tempting to escape. It looked as if
he would get clear off, for the pur-
suit was at a loss for a couple of]
days; but on the third, if I remember
rightly, they found him, half starved,
behind a hayrick. Another drink?”

He ordered it, but the man took no
notice of -it w|hen it was brought, and
still kept his eyes fixed on ~ March's
smiling ones. -

“1 was present when the fellow
was brought in. Poor devil! He had
had a rough time of it! Hb was cov-
ered with mud and blood—one of the
guards had been obliged to club him
over the head, for, weak as he was,

clothes were torn, the skin hanging

to the palms of his hands in shreds,
and he was half dead with exhaustion

Vigorous Health Restored
" to Run-Down Women.

Secmed to Have Lost All Ambition,
Was Pale and ‘Angemie.

Made Wonderful Recovery When Dr.,
Hamilton’s Pillg Were Used.

“I was never actually sick,” writes
Mrs. Norman La Pierre, wife of a

“yet I never could get strong like
other women. I ate well enough, but
somehow rich and red blood I could
never make. When I married I took
a great pride in my housekeeping,
but it kept me tired all the time. Mrs.
Lechance, my neighbor, loocked well
—she told me her health had bean
made up by Dr. Hamilton’s Pills. I
only thought of pills as a physic, but
now I know. that Dr. Hamilton’s Pills
are more, for they quickened my
stomach, liver and bowels—made 1ne
stouter and stronger, gave me such
color in my cheeks as I never had be-
fore. I sincerely believe Dr. Hamil-
ton’s Pills should be used by every
woman—that’s why I write this let-
ter.”

No medicine invigorites and renews
health and spirits like Dr. Hamilton’s
Pills, 25¢. per box, five for $1.00, at
all druggists and storekeepers, or
postpaid from the Catarrhozone Co,,
Buffalo, N.Y., and Kingston, Ont.

cuse me, that match has set your
sleeve alight! Permit me!”

With an electric swiftness, he
caught the man’s arm, forced back
the loose sleeve of both jacket and
shirt, and reveéaled a long, vivid scar.
The man sprang to his feet, his face
white as death, his eyes glowering
under his thick brows; but Desmond
March leaned back, and, with a smile,
motioned him to be seated again; and
the man, after a moment or two,
sank back into the chair.

“Now we've cleared the way, let us
be comfortable, Mr. Garling,” Des-
mond March said pleasantly. “Take
your drink, light up another cigar,
and—enjoy yourself. What on earth

did you come here for?”
With a shrug of his broad shoul-

ders, and a jerk of his head, Garling
drank some whiskey, and lit a fresh
cigar; then he leaned his elbows @n
the table, and regarded his tormentér,
as if he expected some more ques-
tions ,and he was not disappointed.

“Twelve years ago,” said Desmond
March, as if he were calculating, “you
had two years to serve when you
made a bolt for it. I remember, be-
cause they were surprised at your not
waiting, seeing that your time was
so nearly out. Why didn’t you?”

Garling cleared his throat, and
smiled grimly.

“The last year, the last month, the
last day’s, the-worst to bear,” he said.

“And you had an extra term, or did
they let you off easy?”

“They let me off—easy,” said Gar-
ling, with dry irony.

“Let me see, what were you in for?
Ah, yes, a little affair of a bank, and
a safe. Why, of course! I remem-
ber. They used to call you the Iron-
monger, because you were so good at
negotiating safes and strong rooms.
That was one of the interesting bits
of information my friend the gover-
nor gave me. The Ironmonger. And
it wasn’t your first conviction. So
they gave you your ticket, and you—
now, pardon my curiosity, what did
you do? Get into trouble again?
Have you just come  ‘out’?’ He
glanced at the man’s thick, iron-gray
hair, which was of the ordinary
length. “Ah, no; I see that you have
not been in the ‘jug’ lately. What
has been your game, eh, Garling?”

Garling’s lids dropped. Then he
raised them, with a curious smile.

“If T was to tell you the truth, you
wouldn’t believe me,” - he said, and
‘the smile broadened for a moment;
then passed, and left his face grim
again; but there was a strange, half-
mocking expression in his eyes. .

“L s daresay hot,” said vDesmon’v

may as well be hanged at once, with

“Yes; 1 have been &

well known resident of Labeniene, |

March. - “That’s the worst of having|
a bad name; you lose.your credit, and{

Garling musingly.  Then, suddenly,
he said: :

“And now let we ask you a question
or two, Mr. March. I drop ih» here,
just like any other man might do, for
a drink, the publics being shut, and I
run against a person that remember\s
me, and spots me at once. That per-
son is a gentleman, a regular swell—
though he does pass the time rooking
a boy. No offense, sir—"

“None at all!” responded Desmond
March cheerfully. “My young friend
wanted to play, and you can’'t dis-
oblige a friend, you know.” !

no business of mine; but, what I'm
asking myself, and what I want to
ask you, is—what is your game??
‘Why couldn’t you have let me come
and go without interfering with me?
You're a gentleman, . Mr. March, a
swell, and far above a common man
like me; why did you want to pounce
on me, and throw up in my teeth that
I was once a lag; in short, what is
is your game sir?”

Desmond March stroked his mus-
tache, and looked at the man through
half-closed lids.

“You wouldn’t believe me, if I said
I had none, eh, Garling?”

“I certainly should not!” was the
prompt assent.

“And yet it's the truth,” said Des-
mond March, with a smile. “When 1
saw you coming in, and locking like
a respectable tradesman, or an engin-
eer in a good way-of business, I won-
dered who you were, why you’d chos-
en to come to Moss’ little den—the
last place for a respectable trades-
man, you know. Then, when I recog-
nized my old friend, the convict who
had so nearly escaped, I thought it
might be rather amusing to have a
chat with you. You see, I'm a stu-
dent of human nature, and you must
admit that you are a quaint bit of
character.”

“I see,” said Garling, with tighten-
ing lips. “It was sheer wanton devil-
try, eh, sir?”

Desmond March

shoulders.

“Call it what you like, my friend.
But—who knows?—I may want you
some day.”

“Want me?”’ The man echoed the
words resentfully.

ghrugged his

“Yes. I'm a gentleman, as you say;
but I'm a gentleman who lives by his
wits—as you have seen. Now, to one
of my profession, a man of yours is
sometimes useful. Oh, don’t look so
black, my dear fellow; I'm not at all
likely to ask you to exercise your well
known skill on a bank, or any other

ways in which you can be of service
and it is pleasant to know that you
can't refuse to serve me, if I require
you to do so, and that the service
will cost me nothing, or next to noth-
ing.”

Garling scowled at him watchfully.

“You're making a mistake,” he said,
at last. “You've got no hold cn me.”

“No? Let us see. Now, my good
Garling, you have only Just returned
to England from abroad. How do I
know? By your hands and face, of
course. We don't get that peculiar
tan in LoOndon town, or in any other
part of England. It was got under a
southern sky, Garling; and-it hasn’t
had time to wear off.”

Garling knawed at his lips.

“You've sharp eyes, Mr. March,” he
remarked.-

“Didn’t I tell you I lived by my
wits?” retorted Desmond March.
“Then, again, those . clothes weren't
‘made in England-—they're foreign, or
colonial. Right again? And now for
one mqré guess. Shall I hazard the
conjecture that you, though a ‘ticket’
man, haven’t reported yburself to the
police for a long, a very long time?”

Garling's lips twitched, and e

"glanced round the room ' apprehen-

sively. %
(To be Continued.)

the proverbial dog. ;Been abroad?” a

Garling nodded indifferently. “It's|

safe; but there may be several other
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Our Storm Boots are the very
best on the market; Waterproof
and all Solid Leather through-
out. Double 'wear in each pair.

Men’s. Field Boots, 17 ins. high.
Prices .. .. ..$7.50 & $6.00

Men’s Storm Boots, 14 ins. high.
Prices .. .. ..$6.50 & $5.50

Men’s Storm Boots, 12 ins. high.
Prices .. .. ..$6.00 & $5.00

Men’s Storm Boots, 10 ins. high.
Prices .. .. ..$5.00 & $4.50

Men’s Storm Boots, 8 ins. high.
Prices .. .. ..$4.50 & $4.00

Men’s Waterproof Bellows Ton-
gue Boots, ordinary heighjc. :
Price .. .. ..$2.80 per pair

Boys’ Storm Boots, 10 ins. high.
Price i e 08380

Boys’ Storm Boots, 8 ins. high.
Pride: . i-5 .00 093660

Youth’s Storm Boots, 8 ins. high.

Priee i ..$3.50

We keep a large stock of Boys’

and Youth’s ordinary height
Bellows Tongue Boots.

Prices $1.90 & $2.30 per pair.
Larrigans. Prices $3.75, $5.40,
$6.00 and $8.75,
according to height.
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The Home of Good Shoes.
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Just Received !

A Choice Shipmeat of

FRESH
BUITER

AND

New Laid Eggs

J. C. BAIRD,

Water Street.

CAREFUL INSPECTION

of the high grade meats we sell re-
veals only wholesofie quality and
those nutritious properties that go' to:
make good red blood:and build up
strong muscle and sinew.

GOOD MEATS
every family needs, and ‘we supply the

best at fairest prices. :
-Why don’t you'try ordering of us?

Phone 420, 176 Duckworth St,
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The Piano you promised your home this Xmas should be

ordered now. OUR ORDERS ;

for Xmas Pianos are going forwqrd from now to end‘of month
so that delivery may be ensured in time.

WE CHARGE COMMISSION ONLY.

Profit wiped out. Be wise and catch on.

The well-known and famous KOHLERS and TONKS.

CHESLEY WOODS,

Sole Nfld. Agent~ Water Street.
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uality COUNTS!

We have just opened a splendid assortment of WINTER

SUITINGS and OVERCOATINGS, the quality and utility of
which are second to nonein the &ity. Let us make your Suit or
Overcoat and. convince you that we are

THE STORE THAT PLEASES.

CHAPLIN, The King of Tailors

This IS When There
Really Are

| Coat Bargains.

Those ladies who have not yet bought a New
Winter Coat will really get a Coat Bargain now.
English Cloths and English labour. Styles the
newest and the smartest.

ALL OFFERED AT COST.

Owing to late delivery and general conditions,
also

All our Infants, Children’s and Misses
COATS at Cost.

Our regular Coat values\are-always good, but
when we get to rock bottom like this there can be

Absolutely no approach fo cqualling
OUR VALUES.

You can make every comparison, but do it
quickly. 4 e




