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WE HAVE SHOES FOR 
EVERYBODY 1

This is Everybody’s Shoe Store because we've 
Shoes for all Mankind.

Everybody’s Dollar looks the same to us.
We sell the best Shoes we can procure at as low 

a price as possible. We fit feet, purse and mind.
MEN’S SHOES.

In all good leathers, High or Low Cut, great var
iety of shapes and styles. Dress Shoes, Business 
Men’s Shoes, Shoes for Young Men, Shoes for 
Workingmen.

$2.50, $3.00, $3.50, $4.00 to $7.00. 
WOMEN’S SHOES.

For Street wear, for Dress Occasions, High or 
low cut. The Choicest leathers, and the best Shoe
making. Oxfords, Ties, Slippers, etc.

$1.80, $2.00, $2.30, $2.50 to $6.50.
BOYS’, MISSES’ and CHILDREN’S 

SHOES.
All styles and sizes. We fit Children’s Feet per

fectly.
$1.00, $1.30, $1.50, $1.70 to $3.00.

We want to interview Everybody who has a 
Shoe want of any sort, whatever.

No fancy prices here—nothing but good, solid 
Shoe Satisfaction.

PARKER & MONROE, Limited.
THE SHOE MEN.
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Your System 
Demands
an occasional corrective to insure 
good health and strength. Success 
is almost impossible for the weak 
and ailing. Enjoyment is not 
for the sick. Impaired health 
and serious sicknesses usually 
begin in deranged conditions of the 

omach, liver, kidneys or bowels.

i Great Intrigue,
'* —or, the—

Mistress oi Darracourt.
Vi ----------------

CHAPTER XIII.
“Like most sorrows that are born 

with us,” he went on, “this shadow 
did not trouble this man much for a 
time. He was young, and Fate, which 
had put this thing upon him, had giv

en him health and strength to help

him to bear it. He lived apart, com
muning with himself, and with no
confidants but Nature. As the years 
rolled on, and he grew to manhood, it 
seemed as if the shadow had grown 
lighter, and that it would not matter 
much, and he grew, it not contented 
with his lot, at least resigned. Let

ere recognized all over the world 
to be the best corrective of .troubles 
of the digestive organs. They tone 
the stomach, stimulate the liver, reg
elate the bowels. They cleanse the 
system, purify the blood and 
act in the best and safest way

Fate have done what she might in the 
past, for the present there was the 
sunshine for him as well as his fel
lows. With Nature for his close 

i friend and companion, life promised 
some show of gladness even for him. 
Then there came suddenly, unexpect
edly, a change. A man who had 
stood by him and permitted him to 
live in the place of his birth, died. 
The young man, deprived of his pro
tector, was to leave the place. In 
wretchedness and misery, he was tak
ing a farewell of it, when there sud
denly came before him, like a star 
from heaven, a flower from the Gar
den of Paradise—a woman.”

He paused and drew a long breath,

but did not raise his eyes or move.
Lucille gathered the coat more close
ly round her, and turned her face 
farther away from him.

“Till that moment he had never 
given a thought to women; love was 
a thing he had read about only to 
marvel at. All womenkind were 
alike, and nothing to him. But In 
this one moment, something, of which 
he knew nothing, fell upon him like a 
spell. She was beautiful, more beau
tiful than anything he had ever 
dreamed of; but it was not her love
liness that seemed to strike him and 
touch his heart; it was something 
vague and undefined, something that 
he could not put into words, that 
seemed to enter into his life and take 
possession of him. It was worked, 
this miracle, in an instant. He did 
not know that it y as love; he only 
knew that there was standing before 
him a being who could draw him af
ter her, through life or death, with a 
word, a look, a smile!"

He stopped and let his hands fall to 
his side.

“Shall I go on?” he said, in a low 
voice.

xLucile murmured a word; It sound
ed like “Yes,” and he went on.

“He found that this beautiful crea
ture, who seemed to him llki a god
dess, was indeed as far removed from 
him as a goddess could be. Circum
stances had made her almost his mis
tress; he begged and prayed that she 

him remain her servant,let

a Hunch:
FIRST thing you do 

next get a tidy red tin 
of Prince Albert and fill 

up a] jimmy pipe or roll a 
matin’s cigarette. Either 
will make peace with your 
tôngue before the first 
inning’s over. For you 

never smoked the 
likes of P. A.—to
bacco made by an 
exclusive patented 
process that takes 
out the bite and the 
parch.

Fringe Albert
the inter-national joy smoke

No matter what you pay for your pipe 
or cigarette makin’s tobacco, you’ll 
never stay put till you get acquainted 
with “the inter-national joy smoke.”

Such flavor, such aroma, such freshness ! Why, 
just to write about it or talk about it puts that 
“lead me to it” spirit right into your system.

*KS>-

You join the P. A. band and find out for yourself 
why Prince Albert is sold to more men in the 
U. S. than any other pipe and cigarette tobacco!

Prince Albert it the largest seller in the United States. It 
is now being imported into Newfoundland and is sold, by 
all of the leading dealers in one-eighth-lb. tidy red tins.

R.J.REYNOLDSTOBACCO CO.,Winston-Salem,N.C.,U.S.A.

Our Lines of

Fruits, Jams & Vegetables
Put up in Tins and 

Glass are of the
FINEST.

HARTLEY’S JAMS in 1 and 2 lb. I HARTLEY’S MARMALADE in 1 
crocks. I lb. & 21b. crocks & 7 lb. tins.

ENGLISH CARROTS, PARSNIPS and BEET in 2 lb. tins.

FRUIT—TINS. 
Apricots 
Peaches 
Pears

Egg Plnms 
Cherries 
Apples

Sliced Pineapple 
Whole Pineapple 
Pineapple Cubes

VEGETABLES— 
TINS. 

Tomatoes 
Sugar Corn. 

Early June Peas 
Asparagus 

Spinach 
String Beans 
French Peas 

Italian
Peeled Tomatoes

FRESH FRUIT. 
CaL Oranges 

Apples 
CaL Grapes 
Table Plums 
Grape Fruit 

Ripe Bananas 
Lemons

BOWRING BROTHERS,Ud.
’Phone 332. GROCERY. ’Phone 332

“From that hour his life was 
changed. In place of the peace 
which he thought he had found, there 
was a dull, aching pain in his heart, 
which never rested day or night.

“His books—his solitary life had 
made him studious—became dull and 
meaningless. There was room for 
only one thought in his mind, only 
one feeling in his heart—the thought 
of her, the longing to be near her.

“He was a coward, you say! Yes, 
he was a coward; but he fought hard 
at first. A hundred times an hour he 
told himself with savage force that 
she was as far above him as the stars 
are beyond the muddy pool on which
they shine. He told himself that he

was not even as other men; if he had
been like his fellows, equal even to 
the lowliest of them, he might have 
gone into the world and struggled 
and fought and climbed until he had 
reached a place at least beside her 
feet. But ambition was barred .to 
him ; though he had become the 
greatest among men, there would still 
be the shadow upon his life—the 
shadow which would stand like a fig
ure clothed In black between him and 
her.

“And yet, although he knew this, he 
could not cast aside his madness; it 
grew until it possessed him like am 
evil spirit of old, body and soul! Hie 
lived only on one thought, the desire 
to be near her, to hear her voice, to 
bring in the light that beamed from 
the lovely eyes which had enshrined

themselves in his heart. He was her 
servant, and he saw her now and 
again. Day by day his madness grew 
until all things took its color. All 
the world was represented by the 
beautiful creature to whom he was

’ most 
everybody 
in Canada 

uses

but a servant. He treasured every 
word she spoke to him; the dumb 
things she touched with her dear 
fingers became precious to him; a 
glove she had worn whs as a thing 
sacred, and hoarded as a miser 
hoards his gold.

“And all the time he knew that the 
passion he was fighting against would 
at last turn and rend him, that the 
fire which burned in his heart must 
in the end consume It. He saw that

in the future a greater misery would
be in store for him. Some day one 
would come, her equal, who would 
love her—ah, not as he loved her, no 
other could love like that!—but 
would come and take her away. There 
was no vestige of hope in his heart, 
his madness never reached that pitch, 
there was only blac.k despair and 
helpless rage against the fate which 
had dug so deep a pit between them 
forever and ever.”

He paused and stretched out his 
hands, with a deep sigh,

“For a time he hugged his secret, 
persuading himself like a fool that he 
could hidfe it from all eye?, from hers 
especially. But at last the time came 
when he knew that his strength was 
failing him, that his madness would 
drive him some day into telling her— 
her, his mistress, his goddess!—that 
her servant, the wretched man upon 
whose life there rested so deep a stair 
—that this man whom she regarded 
as little higher than her dog or her 
horse—loved her! Loved her with as 
passionate a devotion as a prince 
could feel ! Loved her so dearly that 
he could live no longer within the 
sunshine of her presence and keep si
lence! He knew with what scorn she 
would drive him fiAn her, he knew 
that the contempt which must burn 
In her eyes would live within his 
memory to torture him till he died, 
but he knew that the day would come 
when, overmastered by his love, 

draw that scor

There was silence for a second, 
while he took breath, then he went on 
in a low voice :

“What was there left for him, for 
this madman, Miss Darracourt, but to 
go away? Go where he would, he 
must carry his wound with him. 
While there was sight In his eyes and 
memory In his brain, he would see 
her and hear her, though he put miles 
between her and him; but at least he 
could go away and save himself the 
misery of knowing that she knew his 
secret and scorned him.”

His voice broke, and his head sank 
lower, and there was stillness for a 
moment or two.

Lucille leaned against the tree, mo
tionless as a statue, though it seemed 
that the throbbing of her heart must 
be heard by him.

Every word he had uttered seemed 
to fall like fire upon her ears; her 
face was crimson, and then white, her 
lips tremulous.

“What should she do? What should 
she say? It is easy to blame her, to 
say she should have silenced him 
and sent him away. An ordinary girl, 
brought up under the wing of a 
watchful mother, would have known 
what to do in an instant, and would 
have done it; but Lucille was not an 
ordinary girl. She had been brought 
up in a large school into which ro
mance never entered. She had had 
no mother to instill into her a rever
ence for the proprieties and the rules 
which regulate conventional lives. 
She had never heard a word of love 
from lips of man until this moment. 
Like a ship in a storm, anchorless 
and rudderless, her mind drifted to 
and fro in helpless confusion and in
decision.

But amid all this bewilderment and 
confusion was a strange feeling of 
wild happiness and satisfaction. He 
loved her! This great, handsome 
man, who had saved her life, loved 
her! He was her servant, yes; but 
what servant had ever spoken as he 
had spoken? There was not a word, 
not an inflection in the musical voice 
that might not have come from a pa
trician.

And he loved her so deeply, so pas
sionately, that he must go away from 
her, out of her sight. A dull pang as
sailed her at the thought; and then 
there flashed another thought upon 
her.

A wild, mad idea, but it came and 
stayed for a second.

Suppose she were to turn to him 
and say, “Harry, do not go! Stay, 
for I have no scorn for you, but love!

At the thought the blood ran riot 
in her veins, and her heart gave a 
wild leap. Then she recollected what 
he had said—that there was a shadow 
on his life which divided them as a 
gulf. What did he mean? What was 
it? Drifting in an unknown sea, she 
asked herself the question again and 
again in the few seconds which elap
sed, while he stood silent, then she 
heard his voice, and came back from 
dreamland to listen to him.

(To tie Continued,)

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 
Kingdom.

A copy of the current edition will be 
forwarded freight paid, on receipt of 
Postal Order for $6.

Dealers seeking Agencies can ad
vertise their Trade Cards for $6 or 
large advertisements from $15.

THE LONDON DIRECTORY CO., LTD,.
26 Abehnrch Lane, London, E.C.

FRESH BUTTER!
|Searston:
Montreal Boxes, 14 lbs, each.
|||ptoic

JAS.

New Fiction of the Better Sort.
Read this list, containing most of the English and American best sellers.

Paper, 50c. Cloth, 75c.
John Barleycorn by Jack London. 
Diave of the Green Van by Leona 

Dalrymple.
The Wanderer’s Necklace by H. Rider 

Haggard.
Quinneys by H. A. Vachell.
20.10 by the Author of Adventures of 

John Johns.
Waiting by Gerald O’Donovan.
The Silent Captain by May Wynne. 
Full Swing by Frank Danby.
Sylvia by Upton Sinclair.
Terms of Surrender by Louis Tracy 
Capitvating Mary Carstairs by H. s!

Harrison, 75c. only.
A Change in the Cabinet by H. Belloc, 

75c. only.
louth Sea Shipmates by John A. Barry

The Silver King by A. Wilson Barrett.
The Amazing Partnership by E. P. Op- 

penheim.
Down Among Men by Will L. Comfort.
Th-j Man and This Woman by Lady 

Throubridge.
The Milky Way by F. Tennyson Jesse.
A Peoples' Man by E. P. Oppenheim.
The Happy Hunting Ground by Alice 

Perrin.
The Governor of England by Marjorie 

Bowen.
The Way of the Cardlnes by Stanley 

P. Hyatt.
The Judge’s Chair by Eden Phlllpotts.
The World Set Free by H. G. Wells.
Also a cheap edition of In a Cottage 

Hospital, only 30c„ and The Story 
of My Life by Evelyn Thaw, 30c.

CAR LAND’S BOOKSTORES.
177 and 3P3 WATER STREET. ST JOHN’S

We have Just Received
A SHIPMENT OF

Cocoa
all sizes.

TW’ as thls lot wiU not last very lone 
cannot get another shipment out atand vre 

present

T. A. MACNAB & Co.


