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“The Lost Will;|

~ Bilious

Mr. Chalfont took off his coat as
usual, ' got
chair, and, with his blackened clay in

He was im,moi'sed deeply in them;

into his uncomfortable |

h!l lips, began to work at his papers.|
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 / Some people have bilious
spells about every so often
until they get to be a habit:
The liver is at fault. Get

+ liver right by using Dr.

Sn2's Kidney-Liver Pills,

- 1 0VE TRIUMPES
AT LAST!

when suddenly he heard a tap at the ;
window—a_window with doors open- [, A S e ; arascs i)
ing to the ground. He gave no atten- g g L
tion to it; it was repeated twice,
thrice; then, thinking that some bird,
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/CHAPTER 1V.

Jack was silent for a moment or
two, as he attempted to master the
significance of the simply uttered an-
nouncement: then, very much’flushed,
and with a patuiul thumping of the
heart, he said, in a low voice which
he endoavoured to keep steady:

“That's—that'sa very extraordinary
1 mean—haven’t you
near to

thing to do, sir.
any relations, any one
you b i .

“I told you before—no. I've no one
in the wide world but you.”

“No one at all with any claim om
you?” said Jack with surprise, scarce-
ly knowing what he was saying in the
tumult of his feelings; for though no
one could accuse Jack Chalfonte of
being mercenary, the prospect of an
immense fortune, dropping, as it
were, from the heavens, excited even
him. But he was a just young man,
though by no means perfect; and he
telt constrained to repeat, “Is there
no one who has any claim on you,
pir?” 3

His question seemed to affect Mr.
Chalfont strangely; he took the pipe
from his mouth, his face grew red, the
syes which he bent on Jack were al-
most fierce.

he bile will not collect
1 Lue blood until it poisons
you.

There is no one organ in
the human body which has
so great a control of health
as the liver. Hence the far-
reaching effect of this
treatment.

Jack roge, lit his beloved briar, and
puffed at it furiously for a full min-
ute; then he said, a trifie hoarsely:

. “Look here, sir; of course, I'm
grateful to you; but I'm so staggered
that I dom't propery,realise what it

you, I've been poor and wanted mon-
ey. Ld just about thirty bob when I
called on you that morning at Copt-
hall Buildings; but I don’t want you
to do anything without thinking it
well over.”

“Y never do anything suddenly; I
never do anything without thinking it
well over,” returned Chalfont. “I've
been thinking of it for the last week;
and let me tell you a week's-a long
time for me to think over anything.
In fact, I made up my mind three
days ago. Horton has drawn out the
will; it's in the safe here; it only
wants signing. I'd sign it to-night if
the servarts hadn’t gone to bed, I'll

“What do you mean by that?™ h®} o .. Liinacces to it.”

demanded. “What do you 'mean by
‘elaim’ on me?”

“I meant, i& there no old ‘friend?”"
snswered Jack, surprised by his pa-
tron’s sudden show of anger. “Nearly
every man of .your age has some
&iend, if not relation however dis-
Pnt.”

“I've no friend,” said Mr. Chalfont,
#s face clearing; “I've plenty of peo-
ple who hang about me for what they
can get in money or tips; and I've no
relations that I know of. I've no one
but you, Jack,” he said, with a kind
of rough, reluctant sentiment. <"You
sav that, if I adopt you, in & regular,
legal way, they wouldn't give you my
title if I got one; but I can give you
this money. Hold on; it's ‘not a mere
whim, and because I've taken a fancy
to'you. Here, let me explain! I'm
giving it to you because I'm fond of
you; I cottoned to you the moment 1
saw you; but it’s not because of that
only; it's because, first of all, you
know what to do with the money—
which I don’t.”

Jack listened in a kind of stupor.

“You're a swell, one of the right
sort; a Chalfonte with the ‘e’” He
smiled grimly. “You'll be able to
keep house here properly; to meet as
an equal all these grandees that gad
about here; ruffle it with the best of
them. Yes; you're the sort of man
that ought to have a fine place like
this and plenty of money to keep it
going. -You can go into Parleyment,
get a ‘baronetcy, a peerage; you'd
make a good lord. You shall have
your chance. I'm going to leave
every penny, every stick and stone, to
you, Jack; and all I ask is that while
Tm alive you shall try and think
yourself the sofi you can’t be.”

WOMAN WORKS
15 HOURS A DAY

| sir”

| laconically.

Jack took out his silk handkerchief,
and wiped his brow.

“Good Lord!” he exclaimed, under
his breath, “It's staggered me. Dut,
thank Heaven,” he added, with a sud-
den air of relief, “you're stromg and
well; you'll live to be ninety.”

“Maybe; maybe not,” said Mr. Chal-
font dryly. “If I do, you shall stand
as my son from toenight; you shall
have as much money as you want;
you shall go into Parleyment, do what
you like; travel—no, not travel, you'll
have to wait till I'm dead, for I can't
part with you.”

Jack laid his hand, which shook
somewhat, on the broad, bent shoul-
der; but could find mnever a word.
With his own rough hand Mr. Chal-
font covered Jack's shapely paw, and
patted it; then he rose™ and. threw
back his shoulders.

“That’'s off my chest, anyhow,” he
said, with a short laugh. ."Now we
can go on all straight. I'll sign that
will to-morrow, first thing. Time for
bed, eh, Jack? Have to be at the of-
fice early. to-morrow; why, it's to-
morrow already.”

They went upstairs together; at
Jack’s door Mr. Chalfent put out his
hand and gripped Jack’s, and the two
men parted without another word:

Most men in Jack's situation would
have lain awake that night; but he
slept soundly. At breakfast the- two
men met asg if the mopientous con-
versation had not taken place; it was
Mr. Chalfont’s way of treating the
biggest things in his life; once they
were done, there was no more to be
said. He went up to London, and
Jack busied himselt about the altera-
tions which, at his suggestion, were
being made in the estate. If, during
his overlooking, bhe reflected more
than once that everything om which
his eye rested would some day be his,
it may be forgiven him., Mr. Chalfont
returned just in time to dresa for din-
ner, and Jack noticed that he looked
rather tired and haggard.

“Had a hard day, sir?” he adked.

“So, 80,” replied Mr. Chalfont. “East
Oceans; but I think I've broken the

srkhmu."houldod.with 8 grim

* Jack winced. *“You'll be, you mean;
I~

» returned

meang; and yet I ought to; for, like'

probably wounded, had fidwn against
the window, he rose, drew back 'the
curtain, and opened the window. A
man stood outside, so near, that Mr,
Chalfont instinctively drew  back;
the’man entered ‘and, stepping  into
the light cast by the lamp, stood and
looked at Chalfont. Chalfont return-
ed the gaze confusedly for a moment;
then he fell back and reaching wild-
ly for his chair, sank into it and ut-
tered the ery which Jack had heard.

) CHAPTER V.

THE two men continued to regard
each other in silence; Chalfont half-
collapsed in his chair, clutching the
arms so tightly that the veins on his
hands stood out thickly; there were
drops of sweat on his brow, and in his
eyes that look which comes into
those of a hunted animal when the
dread thing from which it has been
flying has overtaken it at last and
brought death with it.

Strangely enough, in the eyes of the
man who stood regarding him there
was neither the fire of malignant pas-
sion nor overwhelmipg triumph; in-
Ndeed, there was something, not only in
the expression of Norton's face, but in
his attitude, which was almost pa-
gan in its calmnesf and immobility;
It seemed as if he had been looking
forward to this hour for so long, had
been vigualising it so vividly in his
imagination, that now the actual mo-
ment had come its giquancy was dull-
ed by oft anticipation. He looked
down-at the man in the chair almost
as the executioner might regard the
victim kneeling at the block, as if hey
the executioner, were but the agent ot;
justice ‘and had no personal feeling i )
the matter in hand. E

At last Chalfont found his voice, of
the semblance of a voice. “Norton ”
his lips formed rather than pronoun-
ced.
| “Yes, it's me,” said the other old
man, the avenger, and his voice was
as passionless as his face; in fact, it
was rather a weary and dragging
voice, “I've been looking for you a
long time, Bradshaw. I saw you com-
ing out of the swell hotel the other
night. I knew I should find you soon-
er or later; I didn’t believe in that
newspaper story of your death, it was
the kind of blind you’d put up, natur-
ally enough, and it didn’t take me in.
Somehow, I felt as you was alive and
that the day 'ud come when you and
I would reckon up our accounts.”

When he had finished this state-
ment, made with a curious kind of
simplicity, as if it were a pronounce-
ment of fate, he sank into a chair and,
leaping forward slightly, with ‘his
hands_on his knees—a trick of Mr.
Chalfont’s: the two men were strange-
ly alike in voice and manner and
bearing—he watched Chalfont’s face,
which had settled now into a kind of
livid greyness. Chalfont rose, me-
chanically relocked the window, drew
the curtain; then, with his. hcnd:
gripping the back of the chair, he
looked down at Norton and said, in a
curiously thin and hollow voice:

“Well, now you've got me, what are
you going to do? Mind though you
may th¥k you've surprised me, you
haven’t. I always knew you’d run me
down; always felt that this hour
would come. I've been expecting you
for years, Norton, and here you are;
and what are you going to do?”

igck of it; it's a big thing. You'll be} “I dunno,” said Norton quietly, re-
garding him contemplatively. “Back] /

Jalong I’d made up my mind that, when
1 come up with you, I'd shoot you on
sight; but that was yeArs ago, and
T've changed my mind, many times,

stand outside
the 'black

evidence against you,

the prison and wait—till

flag ran up.” )
Chalfont moistened his white

| of the scene were visible to him.

, since then. Sometimes I thought that |
| After dinner—a mesl which Jack | I'd give you over to the police, give
| made cheerful with an account of his

and his eyes blinked, as if the horror
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“I'm not saying that I won't do it yet.
It all depends.”

“On what?" demanded Chalfont,
curtly and hoarsely.

With every moment he was re-
gaining something of his composure,
the business man's mentality was be-
ginning to assert itself. He saw that
his deadly foe was prematurely aged,
feeble of frame, and, but for his aw-
ful knowledge of the past, nothing so
very terrible,

“See here, Norton, you and I aren't
strangers; we know and understand
each other. You know I'm not a man
to be driven——" —

“I ecould drive you to the gallus,”
interjected Norton, with a quietude
which was horribly impressive.

“Maybe. No, nothing ' could drive
me there,” retorted Chalfont, as quiet-
ly; “not while I've got a shot in my
revolver or there’s cyanide to be pur-
chased. But don’t let’s bluff each
other. You've got me covered, and I
throw up my hands.” He actually
made the familiar gesture, and, as his
hands fell to his side again, he went
on:

“Let’s come to busingss. What do
Of coursgy you mean

you want?
blackmail?”’

“I dunno,” said Norton again, with
& hollow cough, “That's what I've
meant for many & year past, but if it
was myself only that was concerned,
I dunno that I shouldn’t refuse to
touch a penny of your money. I've
been watching you through the chink
of the curtain, and while I was a-
doing it, it seemed to me that the
worst punishment I could land yomu
would be to let you/go on as you've
been doing—waiting, waiting, for me
to pounce on you. I've been watching
your face, Bradshaw, and if ever a
living ™an dwelt in purgatory, it's
you.”

“That’s true encagh,” said Chalfont,
with a business man’s acceptance of
an obvious truth, even though it was
presented by a foe. “I've been in pur-
gatory, as you Bay”

Norton nodded twice. ‘“Yes;
with all your money—you, the ‘great
Mr. Chalfont’— Oh, I've heard all
about you; why, I've read about you
in the papers for years past, little
tiinking it was you. You're rolling in
money, you're a great swell, living in
a palace kind of house, wﬁh all the
world at your feet; but when 1 looked
at you through the window there, it
came on me all of a sudden that, bad
time as I've had since you robbed me,
perhaps you've had a worse.”

(To be Continued.)
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_Girls'
Nerves

When an undue amount
of nervous energy is con-
sumed in the brain there is
bound to be failure of the
other functions of the body.
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2559—Blye and green plaid woolen
for the skirt and trimming, with blne
serge for waist and tunic, is here
shown. This model is also goed for
gabardine, silk, velvet, checkad suit-
ing, gingham, repp and poplin.
The Pattern is cut in 4 sizse: 8, 10,
12 and 14 years. (Size 10 reqaires §
yards of 36-inch material.
A pattern of this llustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 centr
in silver or stamps,

A COMFORTABLE SUIT FOR THE
LITTLE BOY.

2330—For this model, the blouse
cculd be of drill, madras, linen ov
flannel, and the trousers of serge,
clk:eviot, or of wash fabrics. The sus-
pender portions are a new feature,
They could be omitted.

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 2, 3,
4 and 5 years. Size 4 requires 1%
yard of 44-inch material for the waist
apd 214 yards for the trousers.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
ip silver or stamps.
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THE WEDDING RING

suggests the selection of an article guar-
anteed to be Finest Gold, good clour, and
made with greatcare—a ring to be found

"T. J. DULEY & CO.,
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i the Czecho-Slovak

Does away with losing
day.

Now Opening: B
Hats. New

$1.2
]
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A Divisiofs

Bohemians are
Italian

Russia, in a fine emotional moment, | t!
produced a Battalion of Death—wo-
men soldiers with poison phials in |
their blouses, sworn never to surren- | pc
der. Bohemia, the enslaved and | w
gown-trodden, the mere historical m
2mnant of a nation, has producedrw
w32 first Division of Death. | Te

It has been known for some time |
$hat there were about 20,000 Czecho- ‘ D
Slovak troops in a single group with |
the Italian army—first in trainin:im
_near Perugia and later at the battle | st
front itself. It is mnot commonly]‘ w
known, however, that these soldiers |
will never be used on the defensi\'elfth
except in the last extremity, and are
being held by the high Italian com- | in
mand to be flung. across No
Land when Italy strikes her
great blow.

The reason for this is simple. These | lagy
men will be hanged if they are cap- | hidd
tured by the Austrians. Four hunA,t'
red and seventy
gince the war started have been hang- 1
ed in Trieste alone—over one pnr,’{ qui
cent. of the population—for offenses:| f1
much more venial in Austrian
than that of serving in the ranks ’!f;f
the enemy. An army loses most ]):-i.\-“ It4
oners when it stands on the defensive l S
When it strikes, its casualties in kill- | t:
ed and wounded are higher, but the
wounded can be cared for in the rear
of the advancing forces. Therefore
division will be

|
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WINTER HATS!

This season Hats will not be as easy to obtain as
other years. At present we have a good variety. Come
early and make your selection. Prices reasonable.
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A Vacation

For those jolly, informa
stars; for delightful days by
river—take a%()ng a Colum
voices sweet and clear, plaj
snappy, catchy music you |
popular entertainers will be

Colu

Make this a musical vag

“idea how much added ple3

ourself and your friends.
acation Models—compact

- —and hear the newest noy
. war song hits, all the lively
' want for your vacation.
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