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CHAPTER X,
11 was a room corresponding to his 

own; and if anything more meagerly 
furnished. There was one thing, 
however, remarkable about it, and 
that was the number of engravings 
and plates of old country houses 
which were stuck and pinned upon 
the walls, and a musty old secretaire 
which was crammed—the drawers 
were too full to shut—outside and in 
with dusty, time-stained papers.

In a corner of the room, near the 
secretaire, ^at an old man, a very old 
man.,

' I “Been at work again, Mr. Pollard? 
Mr. /Sinclair asked, j 
. “Work? 'Yes—oh, yes,” said the 
old man. in a hollow voice, with a 
glance at a heap of papers lying at 
his feet. “Always at work, always. 

: No end to my work. I’m like the sex
ton: days in. days out, wet or fine, 
graves must be dug!” /

“Ah!” said Air. .Sinclair; “but you 
dig graves that’s dug already, eh?” 
and be laughed.

“Dig graves, that are dug •already," 
he repeated. “Yes. Nobody knows 
what secrets are hidden, what stories 
are» buried, what treasures are con
cealed, what sins and shame are put 
away and covered up, as the bidets 
think, from all mortal eyes, Sut I 
kkow.” J

“Yes. young nrian,” resumed Mr. 
Pollard, fixing him with a glassy,' col
orless eye. “To me the noblest of 
them all is speckled1 and flawed by 
some shame which they think secret, 
but which I know.”'

“Ah,” said Mr. Sinclair again; “not 
.very pleasant for the ’igh and lofty 
ones, Mr. Pollard. And all these pa
pers there, littering up that old book
case oé yours, contain those secrets, 
I suppose.!’

"Yes, all there—all there!” he mur- 
. mured. “Lords and ladies, dukes and 
earls; even the mere barons, their se
crets lie there, covered with the dust, 

1 as they think them < covered from 
memory and knowledge. But look 
young man”—he stretched down and 
drew his hand over the top of a roll 
of parchment—“even as I wipe the

dm! Iron that roll, I
word, wipe off the dust of ages and 
reveal the truth. But, no—they will 
die with me, They will die, and he 
buried with me.”

“Very proper, too,” said Mr. Sin 
clair. “And very much more comfort
able for the ’igh and lofty gentry that 
they tell about. Bless me, I ought to 
tell you that fî’ve been down in the 
country to-day.”

“Country!” repeated the old man. 
“Ay, the green country. It’s years 
since I was there.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Sinclair. “Down at 
Darraconrt-----”

“Darraconrt?” repeated the old 
man. “Darraconrt? * I don’t know— 
ah, Merle; Merle, you mean.”

“There is a place, called Merle, and 
a marquis,” said Mr. Sinclair. “Yes, 
I was there ; the Hall, they call it”

“The Hall? No, the Court Fool! 
Idiot! Do you think I do not remem
ber?”

This astonishing exclamation was

trews»!***"?
all the more embarrassing to the reci
pient by reason of the expressionless 
and colorless manner in which it

was delivered.
“Of course, of course—quite right.

Don’t be excited, Mr. Pollard,” said 
Sinclair. “The Court, if you like; 
there Is a young lady there, a Miss 
Darraconrt-----”

To his dismay the old man turned 
his yellow face towards him, and 
opening his white lips, smiled an aw
ful smile.

“Fool! I know the whole story.
With a word—one word—1 could-----”

But Mr. Sinclair did, not wait for 
the end. •

“No doubt, no doubt,” he said. “I’ll 
go now, Mr. Pollard. Good-night” 
And muttering, “The old fool’s as mad 
as a ’alter,” he stole out and closed 
the door after him.

CHAPTER XI.
Lady Farnley’s report of the Lady 

of Darraconrt was so glowing that 
visits and invitations poured in from 
all sides; and on all sides it was 
decided that Lady Farnley, enthusi
astic as she had been, had not ex
aggerated. There were some who de
clared that they did not believe the 
story of the school at SL Malo, and 
that Lucille must have been perfect
ly “finished" and brought out before 
she came into the property. How 
else could she have obtained that 
quiet dignity and easy,- unconscious 
grace which she possessed in so con 
spicuous a degree?

In a word, Lucille was pronounced 
a distinct and decided success. The 
unmarried men went mad about her, 
and swarmed round- her in eager 
shoals; but alas! they received no 
encouragement. ’ The great heiress, 
the richest “catch” in the country, 
was civil to one and all, and that was 
all.

Now, there was one man who did 
not join the ardent swarm of wor
shippers who buzzed round her, and 
angled for a word or a smile, and 
that was the Marquis of Merle, who 
wanted her most, and who had sworn 
to marry her within six months, who 
must marry her unless he meant to 
drift to ruin and disgrace.

She met him nearly everywhere she 
went—at dinners, and afternoon teas, 
at musicales and dances, but beyond 
shaking hands with her, and once, in 
the evening, perhaps, exchanging a 
word or two with her, he did nothing 
to mark his special attention. But 
when he spoke to her it was in a 
lowered voice, a voice which was 
unusually saddened and subdued, and 
he stood and looked at her from a 
distance, with a humble, pleading 
gaze, which, though he concealed it 
from others, he took care should 
meet her eyes whenever she glanced 
at him.

It was flattery of the most artful 
and effective kind, and it was backed 
up by Marie Verner, who never lost 
an opportunity of pleading his cause 
in a light and careless sort of way.

“I really do pity that unfortunate 
marquis, Lucille,” she said, as they 
were being .driven home from a din
ner, during which the marquis had 
only said two or three words to her, 
and had appeared as if lost In melan
choly reveries.

“Pity him! Why should you pity

him!0 said Lucille, coldly.
“Well, I cannot help it. The poor 

màn is so palpably and genuinely 
miserable. He knows that he has of
fended you, and he thinks you will 
never take him back into favor. If I 
were in his place I should take my 
forgiveness as a matter of course, and 
be as bold as the rest, hut he holds 
you in too much respect and awe for 
that. He has simply lost his tem
per, owing to hjs anxiety on your 
account.”

“Or his own,”4 sa|d Lucille. “We 
had this discussion before, Marie. If 
I have been offended with the mar
quis I have—forgiven him, and now 
let it rest, dear.”

Marie Verner sank back amongst 
the soft cushions, and laughed care
lessly enough, but the next morning 
the marquis received a short note, 
unsigned, and contained in three 
words, “1 should call.”

That afternoon the Marquis of 
Merle was announced.

Marie Verner, who was sitting at 
the piano, while Lucille was reclining 
on a.couch by the window, not read 
Ing, but with a book in her hand, 
looked up and smiled, as she shrug
ged her shoulders. « o4ki |

Do Tour Looks 
Quite Satisfy You?

If lour Color is Bad, if Ton Softer 
From Pimples, Here Is Good

Advice.
Fine Results in Two Weeks.

Miss Nettie E. Callaghan, a well- 
known young lady in t Middleton, 
writes as folldws: “I was affecteu 
for two years with a rash, and ugly 
looking pimples that spread over my 
face. My color was poor, and ifiy 
blood evidently completely out of or
der. Certainly it was a most despair
ing sort of a case, because various 
treatments did but little to help me. 
A friend of mine in Toronto, Ont., ad
vised me to get Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, 
so I sent at once for five bdxes. In 
two weeks I felt like new—looks im
proved, spirits rose, and I felt I was 
getting well. I have used this remedy 
for a long time, and now wouldn’t 
be without it.”

If you are in ailing health, have 
blood disorders, stomach trouble, or 
headaches, Dr. Hamilton’s Pills will 
help you quickly. All druggists and 
storekeepers sell Dr. Hamilton’s Pills 
of Mandrake and Butternut. 25c. per 
box, five for $1,00. Sent postpaid by 
the Catarrhozone Co., Buffalo, N.Y., 
and Kingston, Canada.

“Poor marquis! Summoned up 
courage to call, has he? I expect he’ll 
be frozen to death for his pains.”

“Not by me,” said Lucille, coloring; 
“I do not do things by halves. You 
are a very energetic advocate, Marie.

“Oh, I like the marquis; perhaps 
all the better for his little display of 
temper; besides, he may do me a 
good turn some day. Always useful 
to have a marquis for a friend. Hush 
here he is.” And she dashed into a 
valse as the tall, thin, aristocratic 
figure appeared in the doeyway.

His manner of greeting1 the two 
young ladies was simply perfection. 
Respect, admiration for Marie Ver
ner; an awed humility and suggestion 
of reverential worship for Lucille.

“We thought you were never com
ing to see us, Lord Merle,” said Ma
rie Verner, with an arch nod.

He looked at her almost piteously, 
and the glance was not lost upon Lu 
cille, as he had intended it should not 
be.

“I—I—” he stammered, with a 
splendid affectation of embarrass
ment, “I thought that-you would have 
had a surfeit of visitors this last fort
night, Miss Darraconrt; and, indeed, 
I should not have ventured upon com
ing this afternoon, hut that my gar
dener requested me—commanded me, 
is the word—to bring you some or- 
ctrtds which he flatters himself are 
unique.”

He had a bunch or rare exotics in 
his hand, and extended them to Lu
cille with a bow such as a knight of 
old might have made when he offered 
the prize for which he had risked his 
life and limbs to the lady of his love.

Lucille too.k the flowers and exam
ined them.

“They are very beautiful,” she said, 
pleasantly.

“I am glad you admire them,” he 
said; “they are curious.”

“They are delightful!” exclaimed 
Marie Verner “We have got nothing 
like them here; have we, Lucille? 
I’ll go and get a few of our miserable 
specimens, and you shall see how far 
you excêl us,” and she ran from the

room as Innocently as possible,
The marquis took a chair near the

couch.
“I cannot tell you how gratified I 

am, Miss Darracourt,” he said, in a 
low, humble voice.

“Gratified?” repeated Lucille, rais
ing her brows.

“That you should receive me,” he 
went on, hurriedly. “I had expected 
that won would have declined to see

The Hooks that neve:- miss,, made 
by O. MUSTAD & SON, the largest 
manufacturera o(f Ftob Hooks in the 
world. Thèse tiepks are the best 
tinned, best shaped and best fish kill
ers, Ask for Mustad’s Key Brahd as 
exclusively used Is Norway.
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me. I deserve that, and any punish
ment you might think fit to vjplt up
on me for my conduct"

“Do not say any more, Lord Merle ”
she said. “If you think that you have
offended me, how much more cause
save you to consider that you have 

injured another person?”
His lips tightened for a monient, 

then he looked up at her, with humble 
eagerness.

“Yes, I know. You allude to the 
young man Harry Herne. I did insult 
and wrong him, Miss Darracourt, and 
I am anxious to make amends. I have 
sought him with the intention of do
ing so, but he has kept' out of my 
way, I fear persistently. Believe me 
that I will make whatever amends 
may lie in my power; and if I suc
ceed, may I venture to hope that you 
will not only forgive, but forget my 
display of hasty and evil temper?”

Lucille could not resist the plead
ing voice, the humble, imploring gaze. 
She held out her hand with a smile.

His pale face flushed as he took her 
hand, and it seemed as if he were 
about to raise it to his lips, when 
Marie Verner, who had been waiting 
outside the room for a suitable mo
ment to enter, ëarne in.

“Here are the miserable speci
mens,” she said, “and I had to beg 

;hard for these.”
; “Really,” said the marquis. “How I 
wish I could show you my orchid 
house. Is it quite impossible?” he 
added, looking from one to the other 
eagerly.

“Nothing is impossible to a man,’ 
said Marie Verner, pertly. “I don’t 
know why we shouldn’t go and sec 
them. Mrs. Dalton can come with ns 
and play propriety. What do you say, 
Lucille?”

Lucille, thinking that it would seem 
ungracious to refuse, got up at once.

“I will ask Mrs. Dalton if she could 
go. You mean us to come now?”

“Yes, certainly,” he said, with un
concealed pleasure. “No time like the 
present.”

The four set out for the short walk 
to the Hall.

The marquis seemed as if a load had 
been lifted from his heart, and ‘became 
the most charming of companions. He 
talked most to Mrs. Dalton,- but he 
took care that Lucille should be drawn 
within the circle of the conversa
tion, and gradually the distrust which 
she had felt for him began to lessen.

Suddenly, as they passed through 
the large gates of the park and -were 
emerging in the road, they saw Harry 
Herne on horseback.

(To be continued.)
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Black Diamond Line
fiSilMÏB BIT® BCLEM8 HEALS Aï» BERÎ» ?? ****

iSD IXTERMEDIATE POSTS.
IHœDCU*0»W.,»lm

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 Druggists’ Sundries, 
China, Earthenware and Glassware, 
Cycles, Motor Cars and Accessories, 
Drapery, Millinery and Piece Goods, 
Fancy Goods ' and Perfumery, 
Hardware, Machinery and Metals, 
Jewellery, Plate and Watches, 
Photographic and Optical Goods, 
Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores, 

etc., etc.
Conimission 2% p.c. to 5 p.c.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand. 
Sample Cases from $50 upwards. 
Consignments of Produce Sold on 

Account.

WILLIAM WILSON & SONS
(Established 1814.)

26, Abchurch Lane, London, E.C. 
Cable Address: “Annuaire, London."

FIRST CLASS.
• One Way Return

Montreal to or from SL John’s $40 to $45 $65 to $76 
Quebec to or from St. John’s 40 to 46 65 to 76 
Charlottetown to St. John’s.. 26.00 — —
Charlottetown to St. John’s

and return to Sydney.. .. 40.00
Sydney to St. John’s............. 16.00 $0.00
Children under two years of 

age between Montreal and 
8L John’s ----- 6.00

Montreal to or from St John a....$20.00
Quebec to or from St Johns...... *ojo
Charlottetown to St. Johns .: •• Wvtf 
Charlottetown to St. John’s and. re

turn to Sydney- Vrv..--E.HL-L-r -rr
Sydney to St. John’s....................... 8-wu
Children under two- years of age, 

between Montreal and SL John's

$36.00
36.00

2.00 -----
Jiy2l,ti 3*

HARVEY & CO., Limited,
AGENTS BLACK DIAMOND LINE.
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OPENING ANNOUNCEMENT! |

IfîE desire to announce 
•V the arrival, and our 
opening display of Ladies’ 
Fall and Winter Coats and 
Wraps- These Coats are 
perfect reproductions c f 
very becoming and ex
clusive French and Am
erican Models, in all the 
newest and most fashion
able shades and materials, 
handsomely trimmed and 
beautifully tailored 
throughout. In all sizes. 
We invite your inspection.

U. S. PICTURE & PORTRAIT COMPANY.

THE LONDON DIRECTORY.
(Published Annually) 

enables traders throughout the World 
to communicate direct with English

MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS 
in each class of goods. Besides being 
a complete commercial guide to Lon
don and its suburbs the Directory con
tains lists of

EXPORT MERCHANTS 
with the goods they ship, and the 
Colonial and Foreign Markets they 
supply;

STEAMSHIP LINES
arranged under the Ports to which 
they sail, and indicating the approxi
mate Sailings;

PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICES 
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants, 
etc., in the principal provincial towns
and industrial centres of the United

A copy of the current edition will be
forwarded freight paid, on receipt of 
Postal Order for $5.

Dealers seeking Agencies can ad
vertise their Trade Cards for $5 or 
large advertisements from $15.
THE LONDON DIRECTORY CO., LTD,.

25 Abchurch Lane, London, E.C.
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You Sleeping 
Saggy Bed?

Have You a Kink in Your Back in the Morning ?
To do a better day’s work you must have a better night’s sleep. In these days 

of rush, busy men are asking for something in the bed spring line which will give 
absolute rest to the tired body, and in the “Ideal Spring” you have what you are 
looking for. ’

Made of the very best tempered wire, built with 240 double coil springs, woven 
at the top and bottom in such a way as to give gently to the shape of the body. 
This insures the even, comfortable support upon which is based the superiority of 
the Ideal Spring. As the motor car superceded the horse, so does the Ideal Spring 
supercede the old saggy spring you have been sleeping on so long.

/ i
Certainly have a look at them. As usual our prices are right.

We Guarantee Satisfaction.
They lit all makes of Bedstead, 

and what’s more our Crescent Felt Mattresses lit them.

C. L. MARCH CO., LTD.
The Popular Furniture Store, Water and Springdale Streets.
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■HARD’S LINIMENT - LUMBER. 
Mil’S FRIEND,

gfe v-i f, V''.’?' HîEh r ■ .‘aÜr •< l'ï
Advertise in the Evening Telegram
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