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THE

BAKING
POWDER

üiitch^il

Examine! Ahe eyes without
DRUGS, DROPS or DANGER.

He not only finds the trouble, but 
with his perfect optical machin- 

ery he can grind the correct len­
ses to suit the most complicated 
oases, and do it quickly.

There was a time when all com­
pound lenses had to be sent out 
of the country for, Involving a de­
lay of three or four weeks, but 
that day has passed; an hour or 
two is sufficient to produce any 
tense that may be called for.

Prescriptions filled or broken 
lenses replaced If you have the 
pieces.

TRAPNELL
TROUBLE APPEARS.

martin HARDWARE Company
Front and Mr next West Old Store

Jast received a shipment of

Ross
Rifles.

New stock Wineesters, 
Eley’s and Kynocks B.
Rifle and Shot Cartridges.

inctaester
Rifles.

.
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Mistress of Darraeourt.
(To be Continued.)

“Miss Darraeourt, I have told you 
the story of this man's madness. He 
was a coward, you will say! Ah, yes, 
1 know that! I have nothing but con­
tempt for him myself. He ought to 
have crushed his folly ^under his feet 
—ought to have remembered that he 
was lower even than her servants, 
and stamped out the love which was 
an insult to her. Yes, he knew that 
as well as you and I do, but he could 
not, and so, perhaps, after all, he was 
not such a coward when he fled as he 
might have been if he had stayed.
There was only one thing----- ” He
paused, and his face darkened. “If 
he had stayed he would have found 
some joy, some hidden delight in 
watching over her. For this lady he 
loved was almost alone in the world, 
with no friend to guard her. And 
there were dangers in her path of 
which, though he could not tell their 
full extent, he knew something. There 
was one man, a neaf neighbor of 
hers—a nobleman—of whom he knew 
more than she did.- This man was 
base and false! He might have stay-ii
ed and guarded her, but he dared not! 
The most he could do was to utter a 
word of warning.”

He paused and looked up at the 
sky; the rain was still coming down, 
but no longer with its former vio­
lence, and there was a rift in the 
clouds through which the sun was 
struggling bravely.

“My story ends with the rain,” he 
said. “I am afraid that it has not 
amused you, after all, Miss Darra- 
court,” and he smiled with mingled 
sadness and bitterness.

Lucille made no movement, nor 
said a word.

“There ought to be a sequel, I sup­
pose,” he said, slowly. “I could tell 
it in a few words. The lady fell in 
love with one of her own class, was 
married, and lived happy ever after­
ward, as she deserved to be, Heaven 
bless her! The man—well, he left 
the place which had become home to 
him, and turned wanderer on the face 
of the earth. And everywhere he 
went, his goddess was ever in his 
heart, and day and night he thought 
of her, and his lpve grew instead of 
diminishing, and so he lived unhappy 
ever afterward, as he deserved to 
be!”

He laughed a short laugh, and, 
picking up her saddle, put it on the
horse.

Then he approached Lucille, where

sbe still leaned motionless.
“It has nearly left off,” he said;

“there will be no more. I do hope 
you are not wet.”

Still she remained, without moving 
a limb.

He shook the water from his arms 
and his hat, and passed his hand en­

couragingly over the mare’s back. 

"Are you ready, Miss Darraeourt?1’
he said, gently. “I am anxious that 
you should get home now. I should 
not like to think that you had come 
to harm in my keeping! That would 
be a sad thought for toe to take away 
with me."

Lucille raised her head; she was 
pale to the lips, almost white, but her 
eyes shone with unusual brilliance as 
sbe put up her hands to untie his 
coat; but they trembled so that even 
the simple knot was impossible to 
her.

“Undo this,” she said, and her soft, 
clear voice was almost harsh.

He came up to her, and put his 
hand upon the coat sleeve.

“Are you angry with me?” he mur­
mured. “Do not be! I shall soon be 
gone !”

Lucille, who still fumbled at the 
knot, let her hands fall, and her eyes 
met his. Her lips opened as it she 
was about to speak, then closed again.

“You are not wet, thank Heaven ! ” 
he said, devoutly. “I should never 
have forgiven myself if you had 
caught cold! Come now, miss.”

But she hung back, her eyes fixed 
as if she was looking beyond him, 
her hands clasped nervously.

“Ah, you are angry!” he said, with 
a swift contraction of the brows. “Be 
patient with me; bear with me for a 
day, the last time ! Don't let me go 
with a hard word of yours In my 
memory?”

Then she spoke—harshly, almost 
hoarsely, she murmured:

“Do not go!”
He raised his eyes to hers, and 

started; then his face went pale, and 
his lips trembled, and he stood before 
her, silent and breathing hard.

“Do not go!” she repeated.
He put out his hand, almost plead­

ingly, as if to stop her from saying 
more; but she paid no heed to the 
gesture, and went on, hurriedly :

“I do not wish you to go—I wish 
you to stay!”

Huge drops gathered on his brow, 
and his lips trembled. She stood be­
fore him, a vision of loveliness 
more, a woman melting in the fire of 
a woman’s passion. Something, some 
evil devil, whispered to him, “She is 
yours—take her to your heart, oh 
fool!” And for a second he seemed 
to be yielding to the tempter’s voice; 
then, with an effort which seemed to 
rive his soul, he said:

“No; I cannot stay—I must go!”
“Do not go!’ she whispered again, 

scarcely knowing what she said, 
speaking just what her heart prompt 
ed. “I wish you to stay.”

“You wish me to stay!” he said, 
slowly, huskily. “You wish, now you 
know, Miss Darraeourt—Lucille—!

With a thrill at the sound of his 
voice uttering her name, she raised 
her eyes,to his. Their glance met for 
a moment; then, with a cry, ho 
sprang forward and caught her in his 
arms.

Upon them the sun, piercing the 
dark clouds at last, shone with the 
brightness of its summer radiance ; 
the birds shook the raindrops from 
their wings, and burst into song; the 
river ran laughing once more to­
ward the sea; all nature seemed to 
smile upon the woman’s surrender 
and love’s victory.

For while one could count twenty 
he held her fast locked in his em­

brace, his eyes looking into hers, his
lips bent toward her face thirstily.

IF HEAD ACHES AND YOUR EARS BUZZ 
YOU SURELY HAVE CATARRH-

It doesn’t matter how long you have 
suffered, or how often you have failed 
to get relief— even though Catarrh 
may affect every organ In your body, 
you can be permanently cured by In­
haling the soothing vapôr of Ca- 
taarhozone.

A few breaths through Catarrho- 
eone Inhaler clears the phlegm out of 
the throat and stops your cough. The 
nostrils are cleansed of offensive 

discharge and sneezing and 
; stop at once. Partial lose of 
and headache (very common 

of catarrh) are quickly 
_ and In a short time every 

çgtarrb disappears.

Nothing can be simpler or more 
pleasant than Ôatarnhozone. It’s heal­
ing plney vapor sends a warm cleans­
ing sensation through all the air pass­
ages in the head and throat—makes 
you feel better in half a minute.

“My ears buzzed by the hour and I 
had frightful head noises,” writes J. 
P. Purdy, from Port Huron. ‘Catarrh 
fairly filled my whole head and throat. 
I got relief mighty fast when I tried 
Catarrhozone; It hit the spot instant­
ly. You bet Catarrhozone i has cured 
me and I Simply swear by it.”

Get the complete $1.00 outfit; it 
does the trick in a hurry—never falls; 
small size, 50c.; trial or sample size, 
36c., sold by dealers everywhere.

Then, as if a thought had smitten 
him suddenly, he, still holding her in 
his arms, rose to his feet and held her 
half fainting, from him.

“Oh, my love, my love!—what have 
I done?” he cried, in an agony of re­
morse. “What have I done?”

Lucille looked down at him, with 
heavily-drooped lids and tremulous 
lips.

“What have I done?” re repeated 
like the cry of a man in the agony of 
despair. “Oh, my love, forgive me! 
I am not worthy to touch your hand.
and I have dared----- ! Lucille,
have won your love, and I am lower 
than your hate! Oh, Heaven forgive 
me! Heaven forgive me!” and he 
bowed his head upon her hand.

She put forth her other hand and 
laid it upon his head with the slight, 
flutering touch of a bird, while her 
glorious eyes shone upon him with 
the effulgence of a woman's first love.

“Harry! Harry!” she murmured
“No, no! Don't sphak to me!” he 

groaned. “Lucille!—Miss Darra- 
court!—Oh, Heaven ! how shall I tell 
you? I am not worthy even to .kneel 
at your feet! I love you! I love you! 
But you—you must not look at me— 
touch me! There is a gulf between 
us that even such love as mine can­
not cross! Lucille, I am lower than 
the lowest of your servants—there is 
a stain upon my life----- ”

He broke off, panting and breath 
less, and for all response she mur­
mured once more: .

“Harry!”
“A stain which death cannot wipe 

out!” he went on, hurriedly, almost 
fiercely. “Don’t tempt me, Lucille, 
or I shall forget that I am an outcast 
—and—nameless!”

She shrank back, more from the

vehemence of the words than any
significance which they conveyed.

“Do you hear?” he cried, hoarsely. 
“Nameless ! Do you know what that 
means? Do you know the depth of 
degradation in which- I am sunk? 
And do you think I will drag you 
down into it? No! Rather than that 
I would bear your scorn and con­
tempt! Ductile, have pity on me! 
Send me away in anger, with the con­
tempt I deserve! Don’t tempt me!”

The sight of his anguish unnerved 
her.

With a low cry, she shrank still fur­
ther from him and leaned against the 
tree, almost in her old attitude.

He rose, white and exhausted.
“Lucille—for I will call you so for 

this once—listen to me. Don’t speak 
to me, don’t look at me, or I am lost! 
Lucille, I did not know, I did not 
dream that—that you loved me! If 
I had I would have cut out my tongue 

* ■ ■' - .

before it should have uttered a word 
to betray you. Lucille—oh, my dar­
ling, how can I tell you? Ah, I can­
not! I can only tell you that we 
must part! A cruel fate divides us!
I love you! In those words all my 

wretched story is told! I love you, 

so truly, so deeply, that even though 
I have won your love, I will not drag 
you down to my level! No; there is 
enough of manhood left in me still 
for that! ' What! drag my goddess to 
the level of my mire! No, Lucille ! 
Others will tell you what I am. Spare 
me the story from my own lips. 
Enough that any love between you 
and me is impossible. Oh, Heaven! 
how hard It is! but, hard as it is, I 
will save you against myself—your­
self! I will go at once—to-morrow— 
the day afterward. You will see me 
no more. Dearest, let this day be 
blotted out from your memory; let It 
be as if it had not been! You will 
never see me again. Forget that ever 
such a man as Harry Herne existed. 
Be happy, dearest, and I shall be hap­
py! Ay, though thousands of miles 
divide us, though we shall never look 
into each other’s eyes again, I shall 
be content. For I have this to com­
fort me, Lucille—that if Fate had 
been less cruel to me, I might have 
won you!”

He stopped, heartbroken and crush­
ed by the struggle.

“Come!” he said at last, pale and 
trembling still, but firm and inflex­
ible in his noble resolve to save her 
from herself. “Come! This shall be 
as if it had never been. You—you 
are the Lady of Darraeourt, and I am 
your servant, the vagabond and ne'er- 
do-well,. Harry Herne.”

He stood by her horse, his head 
erect, his face illumined by his hero­
ic purpose, and wai‘ed for her.

Lucille, with an effort, came to­
ward him. He trembled as she ap­
proached, for the longing to take her 
in his arms, and hold her against all 
the world and his conscience nigh 
overmastered him; hut he fought 
against it and conquered.

She came and put her hand on his 
shoulder.

“Is that the last word?” she whis­
pered, tremulously.

“The last!” he said, hoarsely. 
“There is no help for it!” But as he 
took her in his arms, he bent his 
head and kissed the fold of her hab­
it as it touched his face.

“The last?” she repeated, and her 
face went white as death, as she 
looked heavily, vacantly before her. 
“Then you have broken my heart!”

(To be Continued.)

TOE 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 end 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 theif Trade Cards for $5 or 
large advertisements from $16.
THE LONDON DIRECTORY CO., LTD,.

26 Abchurch Lane, London, E.C.

EUROPEAN .

AGENCY.
Wholesale Indents 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 Goods, 
Provisions and Oilmen’s Stores, 

etc., etc.
Commission 2% p.c. to 5 p.o.
Trade Discounts allowed.
Special Quotations on Demand- 
Sample Cases from $50 upwards. 
Consignments of Produce Sold on 

Account.

WILLIAM WILSON & SONS
(Established 1814.)

25, Abchnreh Lane, London, E.C. 
Cable Address : "Annuaire, London."

Blue will still sold an important 
position among fashionable colors.

FWëiE MENARD’S

CEMENT!
White’s Portland 

CEMENT.
The Best Cement in the 

market.

H. J. Stabb&Co.

WARNING !
IN THE INTEREST OF 

THE PUBLIC SAFETY.
The Rifle Range on the 

South Side Hill will be in 
constant use, from daylight 
till dark, for musketry prac­
tice, until our Regiment 
leayes for England.

All persons are therefore 
prohibited from approach­
ing the Rifle Range within 
200 yards from either side, 
or within 1,000 yards of the 
targets to the eastward.

Any unauthorized person 
so doing will be liable to ar­
rest, besides incurring seri­
ous danger from rifle bullets.

A number of red flags 
will be used to indicate the 
Danger Zone. This prohibi­
tion does not extend to any 
part of the Hills west of the 
800 yards Firing Point.

By order,
JOHN SULLIVAN,

Inspector General Constabulary.

ST. JOHN’S RIFLE
ASSOCIATION,

W. H. RENNIE, Hon. Secretary. 
sep2,tf

Carry your own

ELECTRIC LIGHT
wherever you go. Avoid the uncer­
tainty and danger of matches, oil 
lamps and candles. Eliminate the in­
convenience of groping about in the 
dark. Get an

EVER READY
Flashlight 

and have a safe, bright, dependable 
electric light always at your service.

FOR
Outings
In the Garage
At Home " ; • j
In Camp
In the Stable
On the Farm
In your Motor Boat or Car 

The Ever Ready Flashlight comes in 
mighty bandy. We stock Genuine 
Ever Ready Lamp in 4 sizes; also ex­
tra Refills and Bulbs.

Garrett Byrne,
Bookseller * Stationer,

The Island Guardian newspaper publishes a 
list of prospective dividends for this year. Study 
them carefully.

Five Companies will pay 100 p. e. & over 
Ten Companies between 75 & 100 p. c. 
Ten Companies between 50 & 75 p. c.

The business is growing rapidly. Now is 
your time to get in. The St. Lawrence Silver 
Black Fox Company offers you one of the best 
propositions on the market to-day. Send coupon 
for full information.

julyl4,eod,tf

Jast received

2000 barrels

BIG DIVIDENDS

FOXES t

TRAPNELL
The F)€6ight Specialist

WM. MORAN,
Secretary-Treasurer,

P. O. Box 506, Charlottetown, P.E.I. 
Kindly send me by return mail a pros­

pectus and other advertising matter in con­
nection with the St. Lawrence Silver Black 
Fox Co. Ltd.

Name................................... .. ..
Address........................................


