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A Qreat Intrigue,
i—OB, THE—

Mistress ol Darracourt.
CHAPTER XXXIV.

Harry Herne had formed no .plan 
whatever. His one overwhelming de­
sire was to get down to Darracourt, 
to confront his accusers, - and meet 
any charge which they might bring 
against him.

When he thought that “he had been 
remaining quietly in hiding while Lu­
cille considered him guilty of so vile 
and base a crime, he felt as if he 
could scarcely retain his reason. That 
the whole affair had been schemed by 
the marquis he had not the slightest 
doubt; but as to how he should clear 
himself and unmask the plotter he 
had not the least idea.

It was dark when he arrived at the 
station, and there was scarcely any 
necessity for him to turn the collar 
of his ulster up to avoid recognition, 
but he did so, and giving his ticket 
to a porter, got off the platform by 
way of the bank and made for the 
village, intending to put up at the 
inn. But as he neared the Court 
woods the idea struck him that he 
would go to the hut. It was just pos­
sible that it had remained empty, but 
if not empty, no doubt Hope or Loye- 
day would have been put into it, and 
he could trust them; whereas his 
sudden appearance at the inn would 
create some excitement and perhaps 
lead to the utter failure of his object.

With his head burning and his heart 
aching with the memory of the past, 
he made his way along the familiar 
paths, and at last reached the hut.

He had met no one, and with a 
sense of satisfaction he saw that the 
little clearing showed no signs of a 
new tenant. The hut was empty.

He did not scruple to force the lock 
and entering, looked round with 
dull, aching pain; the room was ex­
actly as he had left it, the books still 
lying open upon the table, the chairs 
littered as he had left them on the 
night of his flight

For a few minutes he stood looking 
round with a sense of unreality. Could 
it be possible that he had gone 
through so much—that he was to 
marry Marie Verner the day after to­
morrow—or was it not all rather a 
dream! The night was sharp and 
cold, and he lit a fire and tidied the 
room a little. He had bought some 
food at one of the stations and a flask 
of wine, and he forced himself to 
make an apology for a supper; then 
he threw himself down in front of the 
firé, and drawing his travelling rug 
rug round him, tried to think collect­
edly and form some definite plan; 
but exhausted nature claimed her tri­
bute, and be fell asleep. When he

awoke in the morning the wintry sun 
was forcing its way through the cur­
tains, and he rose refreshed and calm­
ed. Sleep had brought him a full 
realization of the situation.

What was this that he had rushed 
down to Darracourt to do? To clear 
himself in Lucille’s eyes of the sus­
picion that hung over him. To do 
that he must accuse and prove the 
Marquis of Merle guilty of the diabol­
ical plot—the marquis, her husband! 
Could he, Harry, who loved her so 
deeply, degrade her husband in her 
eyes? What satisfaction would it be 
to him to prove to her his innocence, 
if in doing so he compelled her to ac­
knowledge that the man she had mar 
ried was a scoundrel. It was too late 
now. By his own folly he had lost 
her—lost her forever!—and he must 
abide by the consequences. The least 
he could do was to refrain from bring

ing misery upon her wedded life; she 
would discover her husband’s true
character in time, doubtless; but it 
was not for him, her lover, to tear the 
mask from the marquis’ face and re­
veal him to his wife in all his vile­
ness.

No! He would go back to London 
marry Marie Verner, who loved him 
and take her right away out of Eng 
land, to which he would never re­
turn.

Perhaps it was better that she 
should think him base and unworthy 
of a single thought; it was better that 
he should never recall to her that 
past which had been so sweet that 
the remembrance of it, as he sat there 
in the silence of the hut, made his 
heart ache with an indescribable 
longing and regret.

“Let it rest!" he muttered, as he 
thrust his things into his bag, and 
beat out the embers in the grate. “Let 
her think me the criminal the marquis 
has made me out to be rather than 
she should spend the rest of her life 
knowing him to be what he is!”

But though he had resolved to go 
back, he still lingered. It was hard 
to tear himself away from :the spot 
he loved so well, knowing that he 
should never see it again; and 
scarcely conscious of what he was 
doing, he opened the door and wan­
dered into one of the paths. He would 
take just a last glance at the house 
which represented to him the shrine 
of his lost love, and then----- !

The wintry sun had vanished be 
hind a bank of clouds, the "air was 
so still that the path of the rabbit as 
it scudded across the path smote on 
his ear as distinctly as the short beat 
of a drum. All the woods seemed 
listening, waiting. He stood for a 
moment or two looking round him, 
bidding the familiar trees farewell, 
when suddenly other footsteps than 
those of a frightened rabbit were 
audible. Some one was coming up 
the glade. He drew back behind the 
thick trunk of a tree; it was not 
worth while being seen and setting 
tongues to work.

The footsteps came nearer, and in 
a moment or two he saw a female 
figure approaching. His heart beat 
fast, and he put one hand upon the 
tree to steady himself. Before she 
came close up to him he saw that it 
was Lucille.

She was dressed in colors that 
seemed to indicate half mourning, 
but round her neck she had thrown a 
soft scarf of ruby, which lit up the 
pale face that had never, even in its 
moments of happiness, seemed to him 
more lovely.

With her hands holding her shawl 
close to her bosom and her eyes fix­
ed sadly, wistfully before her, she 
came on slowly, dreamily. It was like 
the ghost of herself revisiting her for 
mer. haunts in search of her lost hap­
piness. But for all her sadness and 
pallor it was Lucille, and Harry’s 
heart leaped and throbbed at sight of 
her.

Should he let her pass, let her go 
on her way ignorant of bis presence. 
As he asked himself the question Lu­
cille stopped to draw the shawl more 
closely round her, and drew a long 
sigh. It Was so full of sadness, so 
eloquent of her void, empty life, that

1 Sleep Soundly,
Feel Like New.”

ALL WHO LACK VIGOR, THOSE 
WHO ABE DISPIRITED AND 
WORN OCT, SHOULD BEAD THIS 
CAREFULLY.

Proof That Health and Renewed Vi­
tality Quickly Return When Right 
Remedy is Used.

“I am only thirty years old, yet for 
almost two years I have felt more like 
seventy-five. I have found it difficult 
to sleep at night, and in the morn­
ing so depressed and heavy that ef­
fort was difficult. My hands were al­
ways clammy and perspiration on 
slight effort would break ont all over 
me. It was not unnatural that 
should begin to brood over the 
chance that I should be unfit to do 
my work, and this dread made my
sleepless nights perfect misery. After
repeated trials of medicines and mix­
tures, Dr. fiamilton's Pills gave me 
the first gleam of hope. From the 
very first I could see they were dif­
ferent in action from other pills. 
They didn’t gripe and acted as natur­
ally as if nature and not the pills were 
c^ehnsing my clogged-up system. My 
spirits rose. I felt much better. The 
sluggish action of the system gave 
way to normal activity. Dizziness and 
headaches ceased, appetite, good col­
or and ambition to work returned, and 
have remained. I am like a new man, 
and I thank Dr. Hamilton’s Pills for 
it all.”

This was the experience of J. E. 
Parkhurst, a well known grocery 
dealer in Jefferson. Follow his ad­
vice, use Dr. Hamilton’s Pills for 
your stomach, kidneys and liver, and 
you'll enjoy long life and robust good 
health. All druggists and storekeepers 
sell Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, 25c. per box 
5 boxes for $1.00, or postpaid from 
the Catarrhozone Co., Buffalo, N.Y. 
and Kingston, Canada. 5

to cry out to her,
and coning forward,
her name.

“Lucille!”
She started, 1

he whispered

at him as if she 
then, with

and abruptness as he saw her pale 
face, white as snow, and the lids 
droop over her glorious eyes, and 
fearing she was going to faint, he 
took a step toward her with arms 
outstretched.

But she shrank still further away 
from him, and held up her hand as it 
to keep him back.

“Lucille!” he breathed, gently.
“Do not be frightened----- ” • "

. “You here?" she panted, turning 
her eyes upon him eagerly, and yet 
fearfully. “Don’t speak to me for a 
moment! Not for a moment! Ah! 
and she drew a long breath.

He stood watching her with all his 
soul In his eyes. It seemed not 
months, but a day, a few hours only, 
since they had stood side by side—qy, 
heart to heart!

“Why—why did you come?" she 
asked at last, and the words dropped 
from her tremulous lips almost in- 
audibly. “Ah! why did you come?”

“I came----- ’’ he said, then he stop­
ped. How could he tell her without 
going Into the whole. story, and re­
vealing her husband’s—bér husband’s 
—villainy! “I came for one last look 
at my old home, marchioness,” he 
said.

She shuddered at the title, and 
turned her eyes upon him with pite­
ous entreaty, reproach, accusation, all 
in one.

‘How—how dared you?” she pant­
ed.

The blood rushed to his face and 
his eyes flashed, hot words came to 
his lips, but he choked them hack.

Dared!" he breathed. “Well, it 
was for the last time.”

The last time!” she echoed—“I 
thought you were abroad."

He shook his head.
She tried to keep her eyes from 

him, but his eyes seemed to draw her 
as à magnet does the needle.

“You have not been out of Eng­
land? Why not? Why did you run 
such risk? For her sake you should 
have put the ocean between this 
place and you.”

“For her sake!—for whose?” he 
said. i

The color rose to' her white face 
and died away again, as she shudder­
ed.

“For your accomplice’s," she said 
weakly—“for the girl you tempted to 
her ruin.”

He stood silent, battling with the 
rage that threatened to burst out.

“The girl I tempted?” he said, 
hoarsely.

“Are you married to her?" said Lu­
cille, after a pause.

He remained silent; his head seem­
ed to spin round, the trees, Lucille, 
herself, floated vaguely before him.

“Are you—going to be?" she ask­
ed.

The color rose to his face. Did she 
mean Marie? How did she know?

Lucille’s head drooped.
“I—I am glad to hear It,” she said 

almost too low for him to catch the 
words; “it Is the only atonement you 
can make. Be—be good to her, poor 
girl! Tell her”—she paused and 
drew a long breath—“that I forgive

her—that, for the sake of old times, 
I try to think kindly of her."

"And of me?” he said, the rage 
rising like a hot flame in his throat, 

She cast a divine look of forgive­
ness upon him.

“And of you? Yes.”
It was more than he could bear.
“Great Heaven!" he cried; “I can 

endure it no longer! Lucille—why do 
you treat me like this? What have I 
done—whom have I tempted and 
ruined?—speak! I can bear it ! 
longer—no longer!”

She shrank from him, putting up 
her hands, white and trembling.

“Don’t—don’t speak to me! I—I 
will not hear you! Go!—go at once! 
There is danger, terrible danger to 
you every moment you stay here! 
Go!—oh, Heaven!—flÿ, Harry, fly!” 
and she looked round wildly.

He seized her hands and held them 
tightly, painfully.

“Why should I fly?" he said, hoarse­
ly, passionately. “Danger! What 
danger can there be to me? Lucille— 
look at me! What is it that you think 
I have done? No! I will not let you 
go!" he said, as she tried to tear her 
hands from his grasp. “I meant to 
go without a word, leaving you to 
think what you liked; but It’s too 
late. I have seen you—and the sight 
of you has robbed me of all strength. 
This mystery shall be cleared up; 
yes, though it should break both our 
hearts. Now, tell me—tell me all! 
Why do you shrink from me as If I 
were a criminal? Ah!"—for she 
cowered and leaned against the tree 
—“you think I am one! You think—! 
Lucille—Heaven forgive you!—I 
know what is passing in your mind! 
And you could think me guilty!”

His eyes seemed to pierce her very 
soul; his words rang in her heart, 
and filled her with a wild, sudden 
hope.

(To he continued.)

A. B. C. Guide to 
The Great War 

With Map, 30 cts.
War Map of Europe, showing 

the war strength of the Armies 
and Navies of the nations in con­
flict, 30c.

LATEST FASHIONS. 
Weldon’s Journal, Oct.
Weldon’s Bazaar of Children’s 

Fashions, Oct.
Harris Dressmaker, Oct.
Spare Moments, latest division, 

30c.
Latest Novels, Newspapers and 

Magazines.

Garrett Byrne,
Bookseller & Stationer.

Newfoundland 
Women’s Patriotic 

Association.
Subscriptions may be sent to the 

Treasurer, or to any of the following 
members of the Financial Committee: 
Lady Davidson, Mrs. John Ayre, Miss 
Browning, Mrs. Garrett Byrne, Mrs. T. 
J. Duley, Mrs. T. J. Edens. Miss Hay­
ward, Mrs. A. Macpherson, Mrs. H. 
Rendell. , '

The Treasurer cgs to acknowledge, 
with thanks, receipt of the following 
subscriptions to date:—
Amount acknowledged .. ..$4,625.62
A Friend.................................
Collected by the Women of 

Lamaline from the follow­
ing settlements, and remit­
ted by Mrs. G. B. Pitman:

Point Crew...................$13 50
Lories............................. il 21
Camera......................... 3 45
High Beach................. 9 65

Meadow. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 42 00
North Side, Lamalne.. 24 88
Lamaline East............10 00
Point aux Gaul .. .. 10 11
Taylor’s Bay.............. 5 40
Lord’s Cove .................. 18 63
Allan's Island .............. 17 37
Miss K. Carter.....................
Miss S. Carter.......................
Miss G. Carter.....................
Miss V. Carter.....................
Mrs. Phil Knowling..............
Mtsl Edwin LeMcssurier ....
A Friend................................
Mrs. Thomas McCarthy .. 
Mrs. Cooper, Grand Falls ..
Mrs. E. J. Macgregor...........
Mrs. Burgess .. .. ............
Mrs. Ellen Brown .................
Lizzie Ryan...........................
Mrs. Peter Wakeham ..
Mrs. House............................
Mrs. C. Archer Ellis.............
Miss Jeannie Ellis................
Miss Eupice Ellis..................
Miss Ada Ellis................. .
Little May.............................
Mrs. Ruel..............................

5 00

166 20 
5 00 
5 00 
5 00 
5 93 

10 00
4 00 
1 Où 
1 00

15 00
5 00 

-5 03
50 

1 00 
50

1 00 
5 00 
1 00 
1 00 
1 00 

50 
10 CO

Total .. .......................... $4,879.
Contributed by Lady Davidson—$60.00 

worth of wool.
KATHERINE EMERSON', 

Hon. Treasurer.
October 13 th, 1914.

EUROPEAN
^AGENCY.

Wholesale Indent» 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 Oooia,
Provisions and Oilmen's Stores,

etc., etc.
Commission 2% p.c. to 6 p.e.
Trade Discounts allowed.

dons on Demand, 
from $50 upwards, 
of Produce Sold
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Grand Opening ot
New Lyric Tenor at the N'lckcl Thea­

tre.
Arthur C. Huskins, the new lyric 

tenor at the Nickel Theatre, made a 
most successful appearance last even­
ing. It is safe to say that no enter­
tainer of recent years made such a 
favourable impression or received 
such, enthusiastic applause as did the 
young vocalist who sang to St. John’s 
for the first time last evening. Mr. 
Huskins who has a charming person­
ality and an atractive appearance has 
made more friends than the ordinary 
entertainer in so short a time, and 
his work was of such a perfect and 
finished character that he at once 
found /his way to the hearts of all. 
His success was unique and Mr. 
Huskins must feel highly delighted. 
His opening ballad was the sweet 
Scotch song “Bonnie Sweet Bessie” 
and in it the singer excelled himself. 
He is the possessor of a beautiful 
voice, and this attractive love song 
afforded him every opportunity to dis- 
ply his ability. Every one present 
was delighted and at the end the ap­
plause was thunderous. Several 
times Mr. Huskins had curtain calls 
bnt his hearers were so charmed that 
they would not cease their applause 
until he consented to sing again. His 
second number was a dainty little 
song which also proved very popular. 
We are positive that no artist of re­
cent years has been received in such 
an open hearted manner, and that his 
engagement here will be successful 
goes without saying. All the old and 
classical songs are included' in his re­
pertoire and lovers of high class 
music can look forward to some good 
things.

The programme will be repeated 
this evening and all who have not 
beard him should make an effort to 
attend. The pictures are splendid.

Sulphate ef Ammonia.
St John’s Gaa Light Company.

Dear Sir,—I have analyzed a sam­
ple of Sulphate of Ammonia made at 
your Works, and I found 20.5 per cent, 
ot NITROGEN, Sulphates of Ammon­
ia and Nitrate ot Soda tire the two 
principal Nitrogen manure.

Sulphate of Ammonia is less solu­
ble than " Nitrate ot Seda, consequent­
ly it 1» a safer manure to us* during 
a wet season.

Your* truly, , ! -

D, ‘

BUY AN OVERCOAT 
with the New

" Barleil” Pockets,

F
OR the man who is really a good dresser and 

particular about his appearance, we have 
a splendid asset in the “Bartell” Patent 
Pocket which we are exploiting in our 

Men’s high-grade Overcoats this Fall It has 
special features that must surely appeal to the 
man who insists on always looking well-groomed 
and is a boon to anyone who has pockets that 
must be “for use and not for ornament.”

This season’s Overcoats in Tweed, Chin­
chilla, etc., with the “Bartell” pocket are very 
desirable garments. We carry a full stock of
them in all the fashionable colors and mixtures,
and in all sizes.
1 The “Bartell” Pocket never sags or becomes 
untidy, while it is capable of holding far more 
than the ordinary pocket. Call and see our Over­
coats, see the “Bartell” demonstrated, and get 
our prices. You’ll be delighted at the result

U. S. Picture & Périrait Co.

I We have Just Received
A SHIPMENT OF I

Bendorp’s Cocoa,
ALL SIZES.

Ord r now, as this lot will not last very long 
and vie cannot get another shipment out at 
present

T. A. MACNAB & Co.
aug28,eod,tf

" Seal ” Brand
Coffee,

will help you make your breakfast one of the 
pleasantest memories of the day

In 5, 2 and 1 lb. tins and on Retail.

BLUE NOSE BUTTER 
in 30 and 10 lb. tubs and 

2 lb. slabs.

Armour’s Pork & Beans 
Red Cross Baking Powder

Sinclair’s Bacon 
Cheddar Cheese 
Gorgonzola Cheese 
Sliced Bacon in Glass

Our Best 
Crown 
Royal TEA

Bultalo Flour, in 14-lb. Sax.
Pickling Tomatoes 

Pickling Spices 
Malt Vinegar 

Essence Vinegar 
Distilled Vinegar 
Taragon Vinegar

California Pears 
Gravenstein Apples 

Ripe Tomatoes 
Ripe Bananas 
Cantaloupes 
Grape Fruit 

California Grapes

BOWRING BROTHERS,Ud.
Thone 332. GROCERY. Thone 332

GRAVENSTEIN APPLES, Etc.
To arrive and in stock:

150 brls. APPLES, Choice Gravensteins.
15 boxes ORANGES.

30 cases SILVERPEEL ONIONS.
10 bunches BANANAS.

30 half barrels PEARS.
PRICES RIGHT.

BURT & LAWRENCE, 14 New Gower St.
T*L 75». Box 146
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AUSTRALI A'S J
(From Secretary of

LON I
Following is from | 

reau:
Commonwealth of a| 

fared another Brigade i 
Brigade Train and I-j 
complete. This offer 
gratefully accepted 
Council.

The Duchess of Coe J 
fifty-seven thousand ; - 
ed by the women of ( 
pital purposes. Of t 1 
thousand pounds will ^ 
purchasing motor anj 
Each car will be insc 
Women Motor Ambuiiü 
ance will be used to In 
maintain a .Naval Bos 
hundred beds to be n. 
dian Women's Hospit 
has graciously cons 
Patroness.

i

TROUBLE IN SOU!
(Official Mess 

LON I
To Governor.

St. John's. Xfld.
Tbe following front 

reau embodies a telesll 
by the Secretary of Stai| 
onies from the Govern, 
the Union of South Air.

“Since the resignatii | 
Beyers as Commanda'! 
the Citizen force, there 
dications that somethin: 
with the forces in the 
the Cape Provinces, whi 
ed under the command 
Maritz. The Govern™ :1 
send Colonel Conrad 1! 
over the command. Or 
inst., Colonel Brits sent 
Maritz to come in and r 
To this message Maritz | 
insolently that he was 
report to anybody: all ; 
his discharge and Colon] 
come himself and take . 
maud. Colonel Brits tin 
Ben Bouwer to take o 
mand. On arrival at ' 
Major Bouwer was ink! 
w-ith his companions, b I 
was subsequently releaf 
back with an ultimatum 
to the Union Governmen 
the Government guaranty 
o'clock on Sunday morn 
eleven, that they should 
al HeVtzog, De Wet. B 
and Muller to meet him v 
in order that he might 
structions from them, he 
with make an attack on < 
forces and proceed furti 
the Union. Major Ben 
ported that Maritz was i: 
of some guns belonging t 
that he held the rank of < ; 
manding the German troc 
a force of Germans unde 
ditlon to his own yommn: 
arrested all those of his 
men who were unwillineL 
Germans, and had seni til 
as prisoners to German 
Africa. Major Bouwer sa 
ment between Maritz and 
ment of German South»| 
guaranteeing the indepem 
Union as a Republic, and 
fish Bay and certain othl 
of the Union to the Germai 
dertakiag that the tiernj 
only Invade the Union on 
Maritz. Major Bouwer 4 
numerous telegrams and ll 
8es dating back to the i>| 
September. Maritz boas l 
had ample guns, rifles. . 
and money from the Gel 
that he would over-run til 
South Africa. In view of t| 
affairs the Government is 
vigorous steps to stamp 
bellfon and inflict condii 

on all rebels and t|

Wamation declaring
It the Union, will

Extraordinary t<J 
12th October, 1914.”
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