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fall and badly cut my shins. The wounds

did not give me much trouble for about a

week, and then my legs began to swell and pain

me very badly. The doctor told me that my clothing
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an antiseptic wash. I used these for a short time, but instead

of getting better the blood-poisoning and the pain got worse.
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had poisoned the wounds.
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imes their usual size, and}] healing and antiseptic.
known remedy for children’s sores, erup-
tions, rashes, etc. Try a sample,

to work again. Icer-

TAKE THIS ADVICE

If you sustain any cut, bruise, or in-

jury, if you are suffering from any skin
disease, ulcer or chronic wound, don't
delay—try Zam-Buk.

Zam-Buk is something entirely differ-

ent from ordinary ointments. It s purely
herbal, contains no poisonous coloring
My legs were at matter, and is at the same time soothing,

It is the finest

Al stores sell at 50c. box or post free for price

from Zam-Buk Co.. Toronto.

FREE

Seud this compon, 1c. stamp
and mame of thia paper to
Zam-Buk Co,, Torsnto, and
receie free box. M1 B

ADDRESS ALL APPLICATIONS F OR SAMPLES AND RETAIL OR-DERS TO T. McMURDO & CO., ST. JUHN’S, N.FLD.
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Mistress of Darracourt.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

Look here, I'll tell
you all about myself in a jiffy. My
name is Doyle. I‘fn a horse dealer—
as you've gugssed, no doubt. But,
mind you, there are dealers and deal-
ers, and I'll tell you at once, sir, that
FPm an honest one. Perhaps that’s
why I haven’t made my fortune years

“Yes; join me.

ago. I've got a good._connection—I
buy horses all over the place—Eng-
land, Ireland—wherever I can get
good ’uns. Those you saw came from
Ireland, and there ain’t better any-
where—but that's neither here nor
there. Join me. I don’t want a part-
ner—don’t believe in ’em; but if you’ll
work with me, I'll treat you like a

gentleman—as I see you are—and
give you"he laughed—"two pounds

a week” and he held out his huge
hand.

Harry grasped it gratefully; then
his face clouded.

“You are very .good,” he said, “and
I am more grateful to you than I can
say, but—-"

“Well, say three pounds, then!”
broke in Mr. Doyle, hastily; “I don’t
want to be mean, you know!”

“It is not the money; I think you
have offered me quite enough,” said
poor Harry, hesitating; “but you
know nothing of me——" He stop-
ped.

Mr. Doyle looked rather grave.

“Do you mean to say that you have
been in trouble?” he demanded rather
blankly.

“In sore trouble,” said Harry, grim-
ly; then he smiled, as he caught the
man’s meaning. “No, not the trouble
you think, Mr. Doyle!
. honest man!”

“Right you are!” exclaimed the
other, striking him on he back, heart-
ily. “There, ¥1l take your word for
. it! T shall soon find out whether it’s
~ true or not! T'm a bit of a judge of
faces—a dealer has got to be, you
know—and I flatter myself I can tell
an honest man as soon as I can a

wind-broken horse. Right yom are!
=

I, teo, am an

Trouble, eh?
haps? No?
you don’t like!
is—it’s like a bruise, you don’t want
it about.

Lost your wife, per-
Well, don’t tell me, if
I know what trouble

people feeling and pawing
You’ve no call to tell me anything
about it. You don’t mind telling me
your name, I suppose?”

“Not the least,” said Harry, and he
told him.

“Hem! Good name! Well, sir, I
think we’d better be toddling! Where
are you stopping?”

Harry told him.
they were
driven through one of the parks to a

He called a c¢ab, and

quiet street, in which stood a tall
gateway; at the side of the gateway
was a pleasant little house, with
flowers in the window boxes, and a
creeper climbing about, which gave it
quite a rustic appearance. (

“My cottage in the wood,” said Mr.
Doyle. “Stables at the back.
here when I'm in London. Only keep
an old woman, who'll be delighted to
have some one else to do for.”

What could Harry say? He went

down to the stables. There were a
great many stalls, and nearly all fill-

ed,

Mr. Doyle strode into the middle of
the yard, and called several men by
their names.

I live

“Here, 100k here,” he. said; “this
gentleman—Mr. Herne—gives orders
here when I'm out of the way. Un-
derstand? Right,” and strode on.

Before half an hour had passed Mr.
Doyle had plumbed Harry’s
ledge, and was more than satisfied.

know-

Harry walked back to the hotel
that night in a state of confusion and
wonderment. Providence had taken
up the thread of his life and spun it
on a fresh wheel, as it were, in a
moment.

His new life began the next day.
Mr. Doyle proved as good as his word,
and trusted him up to the hilt. A
natural consequence ensued; Harry
Herne was, as Mr. Doyle had been
sharp enough to see, a gentleman; he
understood a horse; he never made a
mistake. The consequence was that
Mr. Doyle rapidly recognmized his su-
perior, and bowed to Harry’s decigsion
without question. The new life
would have made Harry happy
enough, but, alag! there was a rift in
his heart which made th\e music of
existence mute. He used to go whist-
ling and singing about Darracourt,
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with a word—and such a pleasant
word-——for every soul he met. Now he
rarely, if ever, smiled, and was as
sparing of his speech as a Brahmin.

The men in the yard regarded him
with a mixture of admiration ang awe
—admiration for his handsome face
and splendid form, and awe for the
grave, quiet manner and that name-
less something which proclaims the
man of gentle birth. Mr. Doyle swore
sometimes, Harry never. Mr. Doyle
was often disobeyed, Harry met with
instant and cheerful obedience.

It was hard work. Long journeys
had to be made, often to no purpose.
Strings of horses had to be conveyed
to and from London. There were let-
ters to write, people to see. Harry
had no time to dwell upon the past
excepting at night, and then, ah!
then, in the quietude of the little
room, with the flowers outside the
window to remind him of the coun-
try, how plainly the vision of Lucille
came floating into the room!

There he would sit, his head droop-
ing, his heart aching and aching for

just a sight-of her, just to hear her

sweet voice once more,
At times, too, in the day, the black

fit would seize him, and he would
stride up and down the flagged court-
vard, his face pale and set. At such
times the men did ‘not care to ap-
proach him, and even Mr. Doylé kept
out of his sight.

'Now, whenever very particular
“swells,” as Mr. Doyle called them,
came to the yard, he used to hand
them over .to Harry.

“You see, my boy,” he would say,
“you are one of their sort, and they
take all you say as gospel truth,
while they eye me askew sometimes,
though I may be just as straight.
You can sell them a horse in half the
time, and get more money—especially
if there is a woman in the case. By
George, some' of these days one of
'em will walk off with you, as well as
a nag, see if they don’t.!”

And'Harry would shrug his shoul-
ders, and the bitter look would come
into his face.

One morning there drove into the
yard a quiet-looking brougham. Mr,
Doyle called Harry at once.

“Here’s one of your customers!”
he said. :

Harry was going out; but there
stepped from the brougham, a -tall,
thin gentleman, with a pale face and

| gray, steely eyes.

Harry stopped short as if he had
been pulled back by a string, - and
turned into the little office agahi.

“Go and see him for me,” he said

He had recognized the marquh.,

as the mpqull’ own. Y

ter?”

1 “Nothing, mihinx!" said Hlﬁ'!; im-

patiently. “Well? Did you do any

| business? : ey

to Mr. Doyle. 1

Now the sight of him had torn open
| the wound in his breast, and sickened
| him, and when Mr. Doyle came back [ §
he found him sitting with his head |

in his hands, his face almost as pale |

“Hello!” he said. “What's the mat- |

wouldn’t! It’s the Marquis of Merle!”

“I know!” said Harry, absently.

“You know?”

“I've seen him. Well, well?”

“Oh, he didn’t buy! A nice fellow
he is! About as warm as they make
them! Spends most of his time at
the Hazard. They tell me he’s going
to Old Nick as fast as he can gallop!
Get home and lie down, lad; you look
knocked up. The fact is you do more
than your share of the work; you go
and rest!”

“Rest!” said Harry.
rest I want, I want rousing!” and he
laughed a laugh not pleasant to hear.
“I think I'll go for a ride,” and he
thrust his hat on his head and walked
into the stable.

A young horse had arrived the day
before, a handsome animal in every-
thing but teri‘lber. Harry had had a
brush with him in the early morning,
and had almost found him too much
even for his accustomed hands. He
went up to the guadruped and put the
saddle on him; the animal laying its
ears  baek and letting out with the
ferocity of a tiger.

“Here!” said Mr. Doyle. “Don’t

ride that beast, take my cob.”

But Harry shodk his head.

“I want something to do,” he said,
grimly.

“Well, he’ll give it to you, sure
enough,” said Mr. Doyle. “But don’t
take him, there’s a good lad.”

“No, it is not

E

Harry's will was notorious in the
yard, and even as b2 made this re-
monstrance, Mr, Doyle knew that it
was useless.

He watched the pair, both so will-
ful, go out of the yard with a mind
full of misgiving.

Harry, utterly indifferent to where
he was going, made for the park in-
stinctively. If he could only get a
clear place for a fight and a gallop
with ‘this four-legged demon he felt
that he might cast off the black fit
which the sight of the marquis had
aroused.

The fight soon commenced; fortu-
nately the park was nearly empty,
and Harry got the clear place he de-
sired. For a quarter of an hour the
animal tried every trick he knew to
get rid o‘ the burden which sat and
nipped him like grim death. He
kicked, reared, plunged, tried to bolt,
but in vain; the hands that held him
were like steel; the rider seemed to
know and ' anticipate vicious
trick. "

At last the horse gave it up as a bad
job and consénted to go along like a
rational animal. The foam flecked its
starting, its
Harry’s hands were tir-

every

breast, its = eyes were
mouth sore.
ed, but there was something like
peace in his heart, and for a time at
least he had mastered the demon
which kept continually whispering:
“Throw honor and conscience to the
dogs; go and make her your wife,
you fool! Why lose all your life? Go
and take advantage of her love and
marry her!”

He was riding along, his head
drooping, his touch upon the reins
slack but commanding, on the best
of terms with the horse, when sud-
denly a carriage came to-ward them.

Harry did not look up until it was
quite near; then something seemed
to compel him to do so, some strange
influence which he felt as strongly as
if he had heard his name called.

He raised his head, and
moment his heart
mouth.

There, seated in the

Lucille!

She was alone, and
with a pale face and half-closed eyes.

the next
leaped into his

landau, was

leaning back,

She was changed, wonderfully chang-
As beautiful
as ever, with the same loveliness, and

yet—what was the difference? Her
name rang in his ears, he thought

he had called her; but it was fancy
only.

ed; he saw it at once.

The carriage came along slow-
ly; she did not raise her eyes; it
passed—passed so clogely that he
could have touched her by leaning
forward.

And she had not looked up! He
drew a long breath, his eyes flashed,
his heart leaped.

It was.no use to struggle any long-
er; he must, he would claim her! His
own, his very own!

With a cry that really was no more
than a whisper, though he thought it
was a shout, he turned the horse’s
head to dash after the carriage. He
would speak to her, call her name,
say “Lucille, my darling! my love!
have pity on me—I cannot live any
longer without you!”

In his mad haste he plunged the
spurs into the horse, and struck it
with the whip.

The devil in the animal not having
been-cast out, but only tired out,
roused itself. With a snort and a
plunge he flung himself sideways and
fell!

(To be 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

—_—
Irish {J. J. St. John} Butier

- Gentle and simple like
00(1 Butter.
The s.s. Carthaginian brought us another fresh ship-

ment from the Lakes of Killarney. Nothing better ever
: entered the Narrows.

J. J. ST. JOHN,

Duckworth Street and LeMarchant Road.

————

iy THE BIG
Furniture Store.

Bamboo, Rattan and
Wicker Goods.

An immense shipment just received.
CHAIRS, ROCKERS, TABLES,
FERN STANDS, CAKE STANDS,
UMBRELLA STANDS,

CLOTHES BASKETS,
MUSIC RACKS, WHATNOTS,
MAGAZINE STANDS.

Visit our Showroom and see this
splendid display of goods.

CALLAHAN, GLASS & (O

Dueckworth & Gower Streets.

If You Want Something Good
YOU CAN GET IT HERE.

Prepared Soups,

IN GLASS and TINS.

With these all ready to heat you can be prepared for most any
emergency.

Chicken in 1 Ib. tins.
Boneless Chicken.
Chicken & Tongue.
Boars’ Head.

Bacon in Glass.

Asstd. Meat Pastes in Glass
and Tins.

Asstd. Fish Pastes in Glass
and Tins,

British Moor Honey,

Mushrooms in Glass.
Asparagus (Red Top).
Spinach.

Vegetables in Glass.
Italian Tomatoes.

CHEESE—
Gorgonzola.
English Cheddar.
Canadian Dutch.
McLaren’s.

SINCLAIR’S HAMS and
BACON.

Blue Nose Butter in prints,

30 and 10 Ib. tubs.
T e A B R e i, i S

Pickling Tomatoes,
Pickling Spices.

Preserving Plums.
Gravenstein Apples.
Ripe Bananas.
California Pears.
California Oranges.

BOWRING BROTHERS, Ltd.

Phone 332. GROCERY. Phone 332.

Inamelled Belt Pins !
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The Hall

The Life ¢
Boulge
The Lift

The Welsh

End of season stock selling at reduced prices, now
all 75 gepts each. An exceptional opportunity to se-
cure one of the handsome Pins below cost. .
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