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Chaosing the Mmrld

for a washable Frock for the

growing child—
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MOTHER natuully thmlu
the possibilities of the fabric

shrivking in the wash.

It is

thererore a relief to her to know
that the fabric will not shrink
or lose its charm if Lux is used
for its cleansing, .

Durability, charm of colour, qualit
texture, the [reshness of newness—t

are preserved to all good fabrics washed

with Lux.

A packet of Lux—a bowl

of warm water—and dainty hands
can cleanse delightful fabrics

in a delightfully easy maaner.

The beautiful pure Lux

* flakes are whisked into a
creamy, bubbly lather inan

instant.

this

Genily squzeze
cleansing

fram

through and through the

sgilcd

rinse iIn
and hang to dry,
harm a
It coaxes rather

FOR DAINTY FABRICS cannot

thread.

texture — then

clean water
Lux

silken

than forces the dirt from
the clothes.

Packets (two sizes) may
be obtained everywhere,
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Beﬂera Peasant
Than a Peer.

CHAPTER XXXV.
A PRETTY PLOT.

Verona sighs sadly.

“‘Papa does not think of me—of any-
thiig but Italy,” she whispers.

‘“TConfound Italy!” exclaims Hal, un-
der his breath. “And because the count
is an old friend, and had a hand in
some of these conspiracies, the prince
quietly hands him the greatest trea-
sure the world possesses!”

‘“Papa does not think. And—and in
Italy girls marry when their fathers
wigh them, and I—I have been promis-
cc 4o the count ever since I could

talk.”

) Hal greans.

“iThis is too awful, too wicked to be
believed. But it shall npt be. I'll balk
Mister Count of his prey. There must
Le some way—chance—time will give
us Bome opportunity, and I must think
—think!” and he thrusts his hands
thrpugh his short curls desperately.

‘Chance—time!” echoes Verona, sad-
1y. #Alas, there is no chance can help
us,sand for time——"

She ‘pauses and hides her head.

“What—what do you mean?”’
Hal.

She does not look up, and her voica
drops so low that it is almost inaud-
iblé.

“I am afraid!” she says, trembling.
“Afraid! of what?” says Hal, fierce-
iy = %

“I-am afraid——" and she clings
closer to him, and hides her white face
shudderingly, “that they are going to
take me away—soon.”

Hal’s face grows as white as her
own, and he holds her so tightly that
his hard, strong arm hurts her, but she
neither cries out nor moves.

“Take you away! When? How do you
know ?” he "ejaculates, brokenly.

“1 overheard the count and Senota
Titella—"

“Confound her!” B

“~—talking. It was ag the terrace;
they did not know that I was near. And
they are going to take me—and papa—
to Russia :

“Russia!” almost shouts Hal.

“_and—" she breathes, shudder-
Ing again, “the day after to-morrow.”

Hal is speechless, overwhelmed, be-
numbed. =

says |

“Russia! the day after to-morrow!
This, then, is the meaning of the
count’s smiling amiability. This is the
Russian style of revenge! He sees it
all now, understands why the count
cunningly/refrained from making any
cisturban;éo when he found his affianc-
ed wife fn a young man’s arms; under-
stands the signs of preparation which
George saw and could not comprehend!

It is_ a terrible blow, and for the mo-
ment stuns him; he sinks on the
gnarled roots of the-tree, and Verona,
ciinging to him, all unconscious, save
of her misery and helplessness, lays
her head upon his knee, not crying,
but in silent terror.

‘Presently Hal speaks, and at the
sound of his voice, she starts; it is so
grim and stern, so thoroughly like an
Englishman’s when he’s hard pressed,
bhut will not give in.

“And you would have gone?”
£ays. >

She looks up tearfully, pleadingly.

“What could I do? One against them
all—they would ' have carried me
away.”

Hal sets his teeth and breathes
hard.

“And when they had got you there,
they would have married you to the
count!”

She shudders and hides her face
again.

“Verona,” he says, suddenly spring-
ing upright and holding her in his
arms, at arm’s length, while he scans
her face questioningly, but with a
world of passionate love: “I love you,
you know it, and you—you love me.
‘Will you trust me?”

“Trust yon?” she says, and her lips
curve into a smile of absolute h.ith
and devotion.

“My darling!” he murmurs, brok-
enly, “this is no' time for hesitdtion,
no time to dally with the danger. We
must play the game with the count,
and fight him with .his own weapons.
Ve;rona, will you marry me?”

‘She surts, the crimson floods her
face and neck and she shrinks away,
maiden-like.

“Wi.. Sou marry me? he repeats,
imploringly, yet commandingly. “You
must—or marry the count. There is
no middle coursé. Me or Him. Which
is it to be, darling?”

She looks at him for a moment with
absolute faith and love, murmurs
“You,” and then droops like a lily op+-
its stalk.

Hal’s face lightens and his eyes
flash as he presses her to him.

“‘How could I ask?” he says.
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ink, Verona, think!"
: She does think, and, white gnd

: tmbling. clings to him. “Never to

gee him-again!”
“No—no!" she sobs; “I could not

11ve”

“Nor I!" says Hal. “But we wlll

[ live, and be happy, too. Think, darl-
{ing! My wite! my wife!

Think of
that! Tt's enough to send one out of
one's senses to think of it. And I want
alt my wits. Let me see—Ilet me see!”
and, with the old familiar gesture, he
runs his hand through his hair. “Ah,
I've got it. George!l™ :

“Géorge!” echoes Verona, sottly

“Yes, George; tho ‘man who brought
my message—"

She blushes and hangs her heod.

“And brough® me your ﬂowers‘ God
bless him! He's the man to help us.
He's stanch as steel, and, by Jove,
now I remember it, he hinted at—at
somethng of the kind—"

At what? she asks, wonderingly.

“At—Verona, mow don't tremble
and be frightened; ‘it is a mere no-
thing; it’s done every/day in England
--you'll be quite safe ‘yith me, my
dariing! Think with me! Verona, you
must’ let me, instead of the count,
take you away.”

For all his preparation,
astonished and stunned.

“You—take me nwny'"
murs. -

Then a crimson blush ﬁxes to her
face. |

“Oh, Hal!”

He thrills as she breathes his name.

“Well, there is nothing dreadful in
that,” he says, trying to speak light-
ly; “and I shan't take you #o Russia,
darling! No, we’ll go to—to——"

He stops, for the simple reason that
he doesn’t know where on earth to
go. But he runs on rapidly:

“We'll go to some place I'll hunt
out to-night, and there we'll be mar-
ried, and then we’ll see if his excel-
lency can carry you off to Russia.”

“Oh, 1 dare not!” she mukmurs,
panting.

“But I dare,” says Hal, with a grim
smile. “You are in my hands now, my
darling. You have said you loved me,
you know, and in England that means
a great deal; it means that the man

she i3

she mur-

her out of all danger; and if you're
noet in danger now; nobody ever was.
Yes, that must be it—must! there’s
nothing else. for it. They've brought
(1t on themselves, we're not to blame,
not a jot; at least, you t{e not, darl-.)
ing. And—don’t cry, or I 'shall think
you are afraid of me.”

“Afraid!” .she eays, raising hes
swimming eyes with a glance of swect
reproach; “I afraid! See!”—and she
opens his brown hand and puts her
iittle white one into it—"see, I am
yours; do with me what you will”

(To be continued.)

THE
Phantom Lover.

(By the Author of “A Bachelor Hus-
* band.”)

GHAPTER I

Somewhere out in the night a wo-
marn was_ crying, crying desolately.
The sad, rather monotonous sound
broke the silence of the street and
fload thropgh the open ‘window of
a room where Micky Mellowes was
wondering how the deuce he should
get through' the long evening lying
before him.

Micky was in a bad temper. It was
not often that he was in a bad tem-
per, but he had begun the day by wak-
ing with a headache, which. was still
with him, and which accounted for
the wide open window and the breath
of icy air which was filling the room
and fluttering the curtains; and half
an hour ago some people-with whom
he had been going to dine had rung
up and told him that the party was
off owing to the sudden death of a re-
lative, thereby leaving the' evening
long and empty on his hands.

It was New Year’s Eve, too, which
made matters ‘a thundering sight
worse.

He wondered if Marie Dehnd/vu
eeling as sick about it as He was.

esting flirtation with Marie, which
bade fair to develop into’/something
deeper with careful engineering on

a catch, and though so far he had
proved himself singularly adroit in
avoiding mothers with marriageable
daughters, the Delands were begin-
ring to pat each other on the back and
to look pleased,.

When the sound of crying retched
Mmhahadb«nteollnglotlomugh-

|17 ted-up with ite that it hed seemed

ﬂr»m.ntuonu" :

is to protect his sweetheart and help'

Micky was in the middle of an inter-|—

‘the part of her family, for Micky was |-

Girls! ~ Save) Your Hairl
Make lt Abundant!

Immediately after a “Danderine”
massage, your hair takes on new life,
lustre - and wondrous beauty, appear-
ing twice as heavy and plentiful, be-
cause each hair seems to fluff and
thicken. Don't let your hair stay
lifeleas, colorless, plain or scraggly.
You, too, want .lots of long, strong,
beautiful hair,

A 3b-cent bottle “of
“Danderine” freshens your scalp,
checks dandruff and talliqg hair.
This atlilulatlng "bea.uty-tonlc" gives !
to thin, dull, fading hair that youth-
ful brightness and abundant thicks
ness—All druggists!

piritedly that a sort of vague curiosity
stirred in Micky's heart; here at least
was some one even more fed-up with .
life than he himself, and with a sud-
den impulse he turned from the win-
dow, and, snatching up a hat and coat
which he had thrown down when he
came in an hour earlier, made for the
stairs.

He was half-way down when an
apologetic cough at his elbow arrest-
ed him; he stopped and turned.

“Well, what is #?"

“If 'you please, sir, Mr. Ashton has
just sent round to ask if you could
make it convenient to be in at ten>o’-
clock this evening, as he wanta to see
you particularly.”

Micky looked surprised; Ashton
had been very particularly engaged
for that evening, he knew. Evident-
ly something had happened to upset
his plans as well.

“Ten o'clock? All right; I dare say
T shall be in.” -

He went on down the stairs.

Out on the path he paused and
looked up and down the street.

The 'imipulse that had sent him out
had died away; it ‘was beastly ‘cold,

and mueh more comfortable by the

fire. He hesitated, and in that moment
he saw the figure of the girl again.

She had stopped now in the Kght of
a street lamp, and seemed: to be look-
ing at something she carried in
arms—a child! Surely not a child}

Micky’'s curiosity was aroused. He
buttoned the collar of his coat more
closely round his chin and went on.

The girl-had moved too, almost as if
she felt instinctively that she was be-
ing followed, and as Micky drew a-
breast with her she shrank a little to
one Bide as if afraid. :

“What's the matter?” asked Micky
bluntly.

They were some few yards from
the lamp now. But, as she turned to
look up at him with gtartled eyes, its
yellow light fell on her face;. and
Micky saw with amazement that she
was quite young and exceedingly
pretty, in spite of the distress in her
eyes, and the tears that were, still wet
on her cheeks.

“What's the matterg” he asked
again, more gehtly, and waited for
the pathetically shaken denial which
he felt sure would come.

“Nothing—nothing at all.”

(To be continued)

“IT WAS A COUGH THAT CARRIED HI QT €
I Iy was A COFFIN THEY CARRIED HIg OFF B+

DON'TDIE®

It is unneceuury. We luvo una

 the lives of hundreds of our fellow-

townsmen and will save your’s if you
come to us in ﬁua. Mn

Almost  every-
~ one Knows what
‘s Joy it is to
have a few bulbs
- growing and de-
| veloping day af-
ter day and.fin-

themaelves in the
miracle of blue
m/’v.vhit, or yel-
low blossems,
It isn’t just the
beauty of them
t h at enriches
3 : one's life, it is
-~ &  the joy of watch-
ing them develop from day to day.
~ Do you know what I think ia just
as interesting and, in its way, just

delightful |

| S0 many ‘plants or bulbs.

{ od the seed or bulb of ambition,

®r | rewards of honest toil.

as beautiful? To watch character
growing., Both your *own and other
people’d, I mean. We all have quali-
ties that we want to develop, and
most of us as we grow older do de-
velop them.

The Ideal is t\g Seed.

Make it a sort of game with your-
self. Visualize the qualities that you
want to develop as you grow older as
By ypur
wish to develop them you have plant-
of
courage and patience and forbearance
and unselfishness and tact and self
i control, and they are growing in your
heart, and now and then you get &
glimpse of the progréss they have
made.

Of course it isn’t a day to day pro-
cess this. time. - It’s a month  to
month, or perhaps a year to year
affair. X

The foreces of human nature can-
not be hurried any more than the
forces of nature. ¥

And then it’s not always a painless
process. It does not seem possible
for human beings to grow and de-
velop unless they have the discipline

‘ally fulfilling|

| born saint there is no ‘such dangse.

of hard w&h of dlmmhmﬁtla of '

more hard work, bf oppesing circum-
stances, of mere hard work,

Discipline is the rain and without
it the plants will surely wither,

And the Bulbs Never Blossomed,

1 have seen people from whom the
discipline of hard work has been re-
meved by some accident of inheri-
tance and I ha\ve geen the courage.
and patience and unselfishmess that
were growing in their character gar-
den become stunted and fail of flow-
ering.

Don't forget to wutch the other fel-
low’s' character plant ‘either, and
don’t forget to mention, now and then
to him or her (especially if it's ‘a
matrimonial running mate) that you
have noticed the growth, Approval
like that is sunshine and is needed|
as much as the rain.

When I was a child and first had
some bulbs given me I pulled them
up- after they had beén growing &
few days to see how the roots were
doing. Somehow those bulbs never,
seemed to prosper. The parallel is,
I imagine, sufficiently obvious,

Don’t Plant the Weed of Smugmess,

Another warning. Deon't let the
weed of self approval or smugness
get\in among these bulbs. That's
one of the greatest dangers of cen-
sciously trying to improve one’s char-
acter. If you improve it uncon-
sciously because you are a natural

But when you make a conscious ef-
'ort and watch the bulbs grow you
are apt tg drop in that seed. So don't
pay too much attention to these bulbs, |
just enough as I said before, to catch
a glimpse of growth now and then
when you find it isn't so hard to xive‘
up something as it used to be; or
that you are able to wait less impa-
tiently., That is all that is-good for
either you or the bulbs;
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THE SAFE COURSE.

- 1 haven't sand-
4
bagged any man,
or kidnapped
R anybody’s child;
I've followed up
f my;old time plan
& when all the
§-world was run-
ning . wild. 1
haven’t swiped a
Henry car, or
| gathered in il-
legal spoil; but
I have pickled in
., a jar the small
I pity men
who rob and slay, who will not like
good scouts behave; they never ‘have
a decent day hetween the cradle and
the grave. There’s no use talking,
life’s a frost unless we dodge all sin
with skill; our breaks are made at
frightful cost, and every man must
pay his bill. We can’t be happy or
serene as through this world of ours
we go, unless our records are as
clean as is the well known driven
snow. Oh, some for long may dodge
the cops, and carry on a course of
crime, but when we sin . all comfort
stops, we cease to have a bully time.
We have no joy, no peace of mind,
our nerves are racked, our' hearts
are sore; avengers seem to walk be-
hind, and retribution stalks before. I

pity those who cheat and ' steal or

slug a stranger for his roll; their
lives are bleak, they never feel the
peace that warms the white man’s
soul,
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Lift muht off
without Pain

Magic! Drop a little “Freezone"
on an aching corn, instantly that
corn stops hurting, then “shortly you
lift it right off with fingers.
hurt a bit.

Your druggist sells a tiny bottle of
“Freezone” for a few cents, sufficient
to remove every hard corn, soft corn,
or corn between the toes, nnd cal-
luses.

d W

The publisher of the best Farmer's
paper in the Maritime Provinces in
writing to us states;

“I would say that I do not know
of a medicine that has stood the test
of time like MINARD'S LINIMENT.
It has been an unfailing remedy in
our household ever since I can re-
member, and has outlived dozems of
would-be cqmpetitors and imitators.”

.
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A Suit or Overcoat at
Maunder’s, selected from

splendid variety of
British Woollens, cut by
an up-to-date system
from the latest fashions,
moulded and made o
yout shape by emert
workers, costs you no

more than the ordinary
hnd-me-dm We al- |
ways keep our stocksl

!
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l-‘or l.owesl I’rlce

W A. MUNN,

Wﬂ Ql Trade Bnildlnn.

'WHAT ARE YOUR
. EYES
' WORTHSTO YOU ?

Why not have them attended
to and looked after same as you
would any other valued possess-
ion? ;

A small eyesight error left
uncorrected may lead to some-
thing serious later on.

Properly fitted glasses is the
correct remedy and costs you
little.

Have your eyes examined:to-
day—they are worth it!

T. J. DULEY & (0.,

Limited,

The Reliable Jewellers and
Opticians.

m,w,itt

Doesn’t | i

SEND IT TO THE LAUNDRY.

You can cross wash day out of your life forever.
Our Service of Quality offers the solution by caring for
your whole family wash.

All Flat Pieces, including Bed Llnén Towels, Table
Cloths, ete., washed, neatly ironed and ready for use.

Wearing Apparel, including Underclothing, Dresses,
ete., carefully washed and dried, ready to be dampened
and ironed.

And. the price—10 cents a pound. Flannels and
Starched Work charged extra. Give us a trial.

EMPIRE STEAM LAUNDRY, LTD.,

*Phone 730. . King’s Road, St. John’s.
feb28,3m,e0d Bk
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The BRUNSWICK |

" GRAMOPHONE
with its wonderful ULTONA
and 1}5 magnificent TONE AMPLIFIER.

Hear lts recreations with your own

N

ears ‘and compare il with any other
Gramophone imported.

CHARLES HUTTON,

The Home of Music.

DOOCOOCOBOCOTK BELLLL L RLE

NOTICE !

s We have the only Lense _Grinding Plant in New-
foundland and are showing in our window the process
of grinding lenm from the rough blank to the finished

wait weeks for your glasses when you can
made by us, ut the shortest notice. This
service. We can dupliute any lense

losses.
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