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“Miss Darracourt is happy in the 
possession of a well-balancéd mind," 
said Mrs. Dalton with solemn appro
bation. “To a well-balanced mind 
the vicissitudes of fortune are imma
terial!”

“Then I must have a mind without 
any balance at ail!" retorted Marie 
Verner. “For the vicissitudes of for
tune—if that's whaP you call being 
left such a place as this—would send 
me. stark, staring mad!"

Lucille went and laid her hand up
on her shoulder.

“You will send Mrs. Dalton stark, 
staring mad if you go on in this 
fashion, Marie," she said, gently. 
“Play by all means and give your 
feelings vent!”

“And how are you going to give 
yours vent—always supposing you 
have any?" demanded Marie.

Lucille went to the window and 
opened it.

“In the fresh air," she said. “I can 
hear you op the terrace here."

Marie Verner plunged into an op
eratic oy^rtpre, and. the music rang 
through the room and floated out to 
the fresh evening air. Lucille stood 
for a few minutes listening, but after 
a time the music seemed too oppres 
sive, and she walked along the ter
race until she reached a small, cir 
cular space which overlooked the 
park.

In this nook there was a seat, and 
welcoming the quietude, Lucille 
walked to the ejlge of the parapet 
and looked over.

As she did so it was with a- sudden 
start of surprise that she saw a young 
man sitting against the trunk of a 
tree almost immediately beneath her.

For a moment she thought that it 
was a gardener, but as she looked at 
him she saw that his dress was 
scarcely consistent with that of a 
servant. It was hardly that of a gen
tleman either. Lucille decided that it 
must be a gamekeeper; there was a 
dog lying beside him.

All unconsciously he had assumed 
an attitude of easy, almost patrician 
grace, his long legs outstretched, his 
head resting upon his hand, and there 
seemed something in the pose that as 
little suited a servant as his dress.

Scarcely knowing that she was 
scrutinizing him, Lucille looked down 
at him, the thought crossing her 
mind, “Even this man belongs to me!” 
when suddenly he raised his head. If 
Lucille had felt surprise and doubt 
before, both were redoubled now as
the upraised face seemed to flash up

on her. It was'the face of a Greek
god, beautifully molded, with dark 
eyes and delicately cut lips. From the 
sun-tanned forehead the closely-cut 
hair broke Into ripples of light 
waves.

It was the handsomest face Lucille 
had ever seen, but something beyond 
its manly grace smote upon her. The 
eyes were beautiful, bat. the expres
sion, full of an Innate nobility and 
power, far exceeded their beauty. It 
was the face of a Saxon prince, full

of a dominant masterfulness, , tem
pered by a nameless something 
which might be that of a great grief 
or a great, unsatisfied desire.

Lucille’s breath came fast and her

heart beat quickly, why, she knew
not. She would have turned and
walked away, for it seemed unfair to 
be standing there looking down at 
him while he was all unconscious of 
her presence, but a strange kind of 
fascination held her; and while she 
stood wrestling with the feeling, 
which annoyed her, a third figure 
came upon the scene.

The dog, which had been as fast 
asleep as a dog can be, suddenly rais
ed its head, and pricking up its ears, 
gave a warning growl. His master 
turned his head, and. Lucille, looking 
in the same direction, saw the tall, 
thin figure of the marquis step slowly 
from among the trèes and standing 
looking up at the house.

The fading light in the sky fell full 
upon his pale face as he stood lean
ing one white hand on his stick, the 
other thrust in the breast of his light 
overcoat, and his dark eyes shone 
like black marble as they ranged 
along the house.

Lucille had scarcely time to won
der why he should be there, and why 
he should stand looking at the house 
with so strange an expression, when 
the dog uttered another growl, and 
the marquis, with the faintest possi
ble start, turned and saw the man 
lying at the bottom of the tree.

Instantly the pale, cold face lit up 
as. if a lurid light had fallen upon it, 
and the thin lips parted and showed 
the white teeth. Then the face re
sumed its ordinary impassiveness, 
and, standing motionless, he looked 
down upon the other man.

“So you are here still!" he said, 
slowly, as if he were measuring each 
word.

“I am here still,” assented the 
other, and at the sound of his voice 
Lucille felt a thrill of satisfaction. 
Against the hard, measured tones of 
the marquis this other man's voice 
rang musical and sweet.

“And why?" demanded the mar-., 
quis. “This is no place for you—now. 
Things are altered. Miss DarracOurt* 
can dispense with the attendance of a 
loafing pauper-----”

The other man leaped to his feet, 
his handsome face all ablaze, then h|
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Digestion Restored,

Health Renewed
Here Is More Proof of Quick Cure for

All Folks That are Weak, Ailing, 
Nervous.

More 1*raise for Dr. Hamilton’s Pills.

“For a period last summer the 
thought of food excited feelings of 
nausea,” writes Mrs. C. A. Dodge, of 
Bloomsbury. “Thé heat had made 
me listless and the distaste for food 
reduced me to a condition of semi- 
starvation and brought me to the 
verge of nervous collapse. Tonics 
were useless to restore an active de 
sire for food. The doctors told me 
my liver and kidneys were both at 
fault, but the medicines they gave me 
were too severe and reduced my 
strength so that I had to abandon 
them. At the suggestion of a friend 
who had been cured of blood and 
skin trouble, I began the use of Dr. 
Hamilton’s Pills. The difference 
first noticed was, that while they 
cleansed the system, instead of feel 
ing weaker I felt better after taking 
them. Indeed their activity was so 
mild it was easy to forget I had taken 
them at all; they seemed to go right 
to the liver, and in a very brief time 
not only did all source of nausea dis
appear, but I began to crave food and 
I digested it reasonably well. Then 
I began to put on weight until with
in three months I was brought to a 
condition of good health. I urge Dr, 
Hamilton’s Pills for all who are in 
poor health."

Get the best of all medicines to
day and refuse a substitute for Dr 
Hamilton's Pills of Mandrake and 
Butternut. Sold by all druggists and 
storekeepers, 25c. per box or five for 
$1.00. Sent postpaid by The Catarrh 
ozone Co., Buffalo, N.Y., and Kings
ton, Canada.

armsstretched out his strong 
laughed.

“You speak for Miss Dârracourt, 
marquis! With what authority?"

The marquis smiled coldly.
“The authority of a' friend and 

neighbor, who conceives it to, be his' 
duty to protect her from the burdeif 
of an idle vagabond.”

The other man held up his hand al-'. 
most imploringly, while the veins on 
his forehead twitched and swelled un
der the effort of self-command.

“Don’t!" he exclaimed. “Go on and" 
leave me alone. I cannot strike you, 
and you know it. You are a coward, 
marquis, to taunt a man whose hands 
are bound."

The marquis smiled, and his eyes 
glittered.

“I've done!” he said. “Take my ad 
vice and leave the place. If you want 
money-----”

Tt(e other man raised his hand 
Lucille saw it tremble and shake like 
a leaf—and pointed toward the wood.

“For Heaven’s sake, go!" he said. 
“I can give myself another moment, 
and that is all.”

The marquis turned with a cold 
laugh, and moved toward the park. 
Having reached the trees, he paused 
and looked back.

The two regarded each other for the
space of a moment, then, with a smile 
full of cold, calculating hate, the 
marquis walked away.

Lucille stood white as death. Ev
ery instant she had expected the in
sulted man would spring upon his 
tormentor. In the grasp of those 
strong arms she felt that the mar
quis would have been as powerless 
as a bundle of straw, and her heart 
leaped with a sense of relief as the 
tall, tbin figure disappeared.

The man who had been left flung 
himself down upon the grass and hid 
his face* in his hands for a moment 
then he dashed them away with 
wild, impetuous grace.

“The marquis was right after all 
Gip," he said to the dog. “I am 
pauper and a vagabond, and I’d bet- 
Aet'Cut it! But”—and he raised his 
eyes and looked round with a sudden 
wistful tenderness—“but it is hard 
To leave it all! Heigho! Yes, Gip 
we'll go!"

He strode off in the direction " of 
the lawn, and Lucille, waiting until 
he had disappeared, descended the 
steps from the terrace, and, obeying 
an impulse of the moment, went and 
stood where he had stood as he con 
fronted the marquis.

She had scarcely reached the tree 
when she heard a step behind her 
and, turning, found herself face to 
fqce with him.

He was as much startled as her
self; then he took off his hat, mur 
mured something of an apology, and 

, calling the dog, who had run up to 
Lucille and was making overtures of 
friendship, was strolling away, when 
suddenly he stopped, and, with 
flush upon his sunburned face, said 
in a voice that trembled slightly:

“I beg your pardon, miss! Are 
you one of the ladies who came down 
with Miss Dârracourt to-day?'

Something prompted Lucille to an 
swer “Yes," instead of “I am Miss 
Darracourt!"

“I thought so," he said, his hat 
grasped in his hand. “I—I—no, I
wilf not say it. Forgive me for speak
ing to you! Good-night!”

Lucilli? raised her beautiful eyes 
with grave regard.

"What is it you wished to say to 
me?" she said, “and why are you
afraid?”

He bit his lip, and his hands .tight
ened on his hat, but his’ eyes met hers 
steadily; and when he answered, his 
voice had lost its tremor and rang 
clear and musical.

“I was going to ask you a favor, 
miss," he said. “You are a friend of 
Miss Darracdurt—you can see her 
when you please—you will see her 
to-night. You look kind and gentle, 
he drew a short breath, and Lucille’s 
face flushed, “will you speak a word 
for a hard-pressed man?”
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‘For you, $o you mean?" said Lu
cille, trying to speak coldly.

’Yes, for me!” he said.
‘What is it you want?” she asked.
‘1 want her permission" to remain

here—at Darracourt!" lie said, as if
he were trying to . speak calmly and
found it hard to succeed. “I will be 
her servant—I will do anything. I 
have been here since—since I was 
born." His voice grew hoarse for a 
moment and rang with a dull pain. 
There is not a tree, not a horse, or a 
hound that I do not know and love. 
And they tell me that—that I must go 

that things are changed! The 
squire knew me, and allowed me to 
live upon this places but now—the 
lawyer—Mr. Head, tells me I must 
go, and I feel that I cannot!" He 
looked round with a wild gesture of 
despair. “I’ve no claim upon this la
dy—God bless her!—no, no claim; I 
only ask to be her servant. For 
God's sake, plead for me, miss! For
give "me for seeming "■ so "■wiM and 
fierce; my heart's in this—I might 
say my life! Plead for me!”

The voice, the man's handsome 
face, touched Lucille to the heart; 
the color came and went in her 
cheeks.

“Tell me your name?” she murmur
ed.

He raised his eyes to hers.
“Harry Herne," he said in a low 

voice.
“I will remember it," said Lucille. 

“And I can answer for Miss Darra- 
court; yoXi shall stay.”

His face lit up and his dark eyes 
flashed upon her with a strong man's 
gratitude.

“How can I thank you?" he said, 
with a catch in his breath. “It may 
seem a light matter this, but to me—" 
He stopped abruptly. “Thank you! 
Thank you! Will you tell me your 
name?" he added, his voice dropping 
to a grave respect that was as full of 
dignity as his suppressed passion.

Lucille crimsoned, then she raised 
her eyes and looked at him.

“My name is Lucille Darracourt," 
she said.

He did not start or utter a word, 
but he stood regarding her with a 
rapt look, ‘bëtofe "WhftK“ Lùdlllé's 
eyes drooped.

“I might have known,” he breathed 
—“I might have known.” There was 
a pause, then he went on in a very 
low, grave voice: “Miss Darracourt, 
there is no servant of them all who 
shall serve you more devotedly than 
I will do—no, not one! Till I die I 
will never forget what I owe you for 
those words, ‘You shall stay.’ God 
bless you and watch over you, Miss 
Darracourt!”

As he spoke he raised his strong, 
shapely hand, and then, bending 
down, he too.k the edge of her white 
muslin dress, and raising it reverent- 

‘ly to his lips, kissed it once, twice.
The next moment he had gone, 

and Lucille was left leaning against 
the tree.

She stood while one could have 
counted twenty, until the sound of his 
footsteps had died out among the 
bracken, then, with a sudden quiver, 
she covered her eyes with her hands, 
and, woman-like, burst into a quiet 
cry.

And if Miss Verner had seen her 
then, she would not have had to com
plain of her coolness. The ice had 
melted; the kiss young Harry Herne 
had pressed upon her dress seemed 
to have reached as high as her lips, 
and 1t burned there like a live coal as 
she turned and fled toward the house.

(To be Continued.)

Evening

Fashion Plates.
The Heme Dressmaker sfceali keep 

« Catalogue Sera» Book of oar Fat
tens Cats. These will he feaai ?«j 
seefal ta refer to frees tlase to ties#.

THE NEW FRENCH REMEDY,
THERAPION NO, 1
CURKSDISCHARGBS, EITHER SEX,WITHOUT INJECTIONS,

THERAPION No. 2
CURES BLOOD POISON. BAD LEGS. SKIN ERUPTIONS.

THERAPION NO. 3
CURES CHRONIC WEAKNESSES. DRAINS, LOST VIGOR, AC. 
SOLD BY LEADING CHEMISTS. PRICE IN ENGLAND. 89- 

6BND STAMP ADDRESS ENVELOPE FOR I 
FREE BOOK TO Dr. Le Clerc Med. Co. | . I
Haverstock Rd, Hampstead, London.! FOR YOU 1
TRY NEW DRAGEE (TASTELESS) FORM OF ê. acv to takf

THERAPION EEC
SEE THAT TRAnE MARKED WORD ‘THERAPIONMS ON 
BRIT. GOVT. STAMP AFFIXED TO ALL GENUINE PACKETS.

INSIST ON HAVING THERAPION. •

Dr. A. F. PERKINS,
Dentist

All branches of Dentistry care
fully and skillfully performed 
Special attention given to Crowi 
and Bridge work and the con
struction of Artificial Plates. 

Office:

216 Water Street
T. J. Duley & Co.)

9790—A NEW AND BECOMING 
STYLE.

Ladies’ Apron.
Suitable for gingham, percale, cam

bric, nainsook or lawn. The design 
has front and back waist portions cut 
wide over the shoulders, and caught 
in deep tuck darts below the bust, ter
minating in deep plaits at the panel 
edges. The design is cut with square 
neck edge. The pattern.is cut in 3 
sizes—Small, Medium and Large. It 
requires 4% yards of 36 inch material 
for a Medium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

9667—A SIMPLE STYLISH DESIGN.

Ladies’ House Dress.
Suitable for gingham, galatea, cham- 

brey, lawn or percale, this model may 
also be developed in ratine, linen oh 
linene, for more dressy wear. The 
fronts are cut low and a shawl collar 
finishes the neck. The skirt has a 
hem tuck at the centre back. The pat
tern is cut in 6 sizes—32, 84, 36, 38, 
40 and 42 inches bust measure. It 
requires 5 yards of 44 inch material 
for a 36 inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt bf 10c. in 
s.ilver or stamps.
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Garden Tools! 
G URn’s BEST Crown

Scythes,
z Griffin’s Riveted 

Back Scythes, 
American Seylhes, 
B. Y. Grass Hooks, 
Seylhe Slones, ot 

all kinds, 
Digging Foiks, 
Potato Hooks, 

Hay Rakes, 
Scythe Snaths, 

etc., etc.

BOWRING BROS., Ltd.
Hardware Dept.
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BOOKS on all subjects or for any occasion 
you’ll be sure to find thun at Garland’s.

Speeches and Toasts—How to Make 
and Propose Them, 30c.

Manners for Men by Mrs. Humphrey, 
20c.

Manners for Women by Mrs. Humph
rey, 20c.

The Mother’s Advice Book by Dr. 
Harry Roberts, 30c.

The Young Wife’s Advice Book by 
Geo. Black, M.B., 30c.

Complete Etiquette for Ladies and 
Gentlemen, 30c.

Practical Palmistry by Henry Frith, 
30c.

How to Read Character in Faces, Fea
tures, etc., 30c.

How to Read Character In Handwrit
ing, 30c.

The Doctor and Nurse's Guide by 
Geo. Black, M.B., 30c.

Concerning Marriage by Rev. E. J. 
Hardy, 20c.

Health Exercises and Home Gymnas
tics, illustrated, 20c.

Billiards for Beginners by John Rob
erts, 30c.

Bccton’s Complete Gardening, 30c.
Beeton’s Ready Reckoner, 30c.
Beetou’s Bible Dictionary, 30c.
Practical Home Cookery, 30c.
Gaines and Amusements for all Oc

casions, 30c.
A Complete Guide to Photography, 30c.
The Chairman’s Guide by Henry 

Frith, 30c.
How to Dance by Edward Scott, 30c.
French Seif Taught by Franz Thinmi, 

25c.
German SeI6«Taught by Franz Thimm, 

25c.
How to "Speak in Public, 25c.
Gypsy Witch Dream Book and For

tune Teller, 25c.
How to Shine in Society, 25c.
Plays for Amateur Actors, 30c.
Practical Ventriloquism by Robert 

Ganthony, 25c.
Revised Edition of Hoyles’ Games, 30c.
First Aaid to the Injured by St. John's 

Ambulance Association, 30c.

GARLAND'S BOOKSTORES,
177 and 353 WATER STREET, ST. JOHN'S
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FARMERS! 1
GIVE I 
YOUR 

Live Stock

MOLASSINE
i

HARVEY & Co. |
J. J. ST. JOHN.

Our IRISH BUTTER takes the prize every time.
“ECLIPSE” is the name of our 40c. TEA. It has a 

wonderful sale.
Our ROYAL PALACE BAKING POWDER is getting 

m every home; 1 lb. tins, 20c.; % lb. tins, 14c.;
!4 lb. tins, 7c.

50 gross TOILET SOAP, 5c. bars, at 35c. doz.

J. J. ST.
Duckworth St. and LeMarchant Road.
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