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Picnic Specialties

Drinking:Cups, .. ot i 5 for 5c, 6 for 5c, 10c each
J.'lutcs ........... 5c a dozen
10c a package
Contains one llea\_v crepe paper table cover, size 52 in.
long, 42 in. wide; also 12 napkins.
] .aced Dessert Papers, 24 to a package 10c a package

]'lk‘lli('

Paper TiableNaplsing? o0« oo 0 o - 15c a hundred
Wax ]';x])(‘l' fnr lunchcs ............ 10c a roll *

STEDMAN’S BOOKSTORE

LIMITED

Both Phones 569 160 Colborne St.
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We Are Having a

CHINASALE

4
¢
b
&

CHINA HAS GONE
AWAY UP IN PRICE

To-day the cost of china dinnerware is fully 25 per cent. higher
than before the war, and every mail brings us advice that china
manufacturers are advancing their prices still higher.

%
. i : 1 +
In the face of this we are now offering for a short time 1

ALL OUR ENTIRE STOCK OF FINE CHINA

at a reduction in price of
per cent. or 1-4 off

AND IN SOME LINES 1-2 OFF

THINK OF THE MONEY YOU SAVE BY BUYING
NOW
This is a great opportunity to get a new DINNER SET or a
single piece at less than the present wholesale price.

JUST

- JAMES L. SUTHERLAND

IMPORTER OF FINE CHINA
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J.S. HAMILTON & CO.

44 and 46 DALHOUSIE STREET

DN
ANADIAN AGENTS
Four Crown Scotch, Pelee Island Wine Co., Henry
[homson & Co.’8 Irish, Webb & Harris’ Jamaica Rum,
Cody’s Cocoa Wine

BRANTFORD AGENTS
arline’s Ale, Porter and Lager, . Walker & Sons’
Whiskeys, Sloe Gin, Radnor Water,

Ale, Frontenac Beer.

1\'(».\\"

mmiller’s Ginger

PROP RIIL'l ORS

ugus mu ?  Communion Wing,
anpagne, J. S. Hamilton & Co.’s Brandy,
? Clarets.

“L’LEmpercur
“Chateau

Our stock of Wines and Liquors is one of the
reest and most complete in Canada.

J.S. HAMILTON & (0.

BRANTFORD

$1.75, $2.25, $2.50
hot-blte: $2.25, $3.25, $3.50

Howie & Feel

NEXT NEW POST OFFICE

RIDE CLEVELAND CUSHION
FRAME BICYCLE

[t is made by the -manufacturers ol
I’s best bicycles and a wheel
oth and durability,

the worle
rreat stren

A WHEEL TO BE PROUD OF

$55.00

C.J. MITCHELL

PHONE 148 80 DALHOUSIE ST,

By Katherine Cecil Thurston,
Author“of “The Circle,” Etc.

Copyright, 1904, by Harper &
Brothers

CHAPTER XX.XIIL

OR awhile there was silence;
F then Loder, bitterly aware that

he had conquered, poignantly
conscious of the appeal that
Eve's attitude made, found further en-
durance impossible. Gently freeing his
hand, he moved away from her to the
fireplace, taking up the position that
she had first occupied.

“Ive,” he said slowly, “I haven’t
finished yet. I haven't said everything.
I'm going to tax your courage further.”

With a touch of pained alarm, Eve
lifted her head. “Further?”’ she said.

Loder shrank from the expression oun
her face. “Yes,” he said with difficulty,
“there’s still another point to be faced.
The matter doesn’t end with my gouing
baeck. To have the situation fully saved
Chilcote must return—Chileote must be
brought to realize his responsibilities.”

Eve's lips parted in dumb dismay.

“It must be done,” he went on hur-
riedly, “and we have got to do it—you
and 1.” He turned and looked at her.

“1? 1 could do nothing. What could
1 do?" Her voice failed.

“Lvervihing.” he said. *“You could d¢
everything. He is morally weak, but
he has one sensitive point—the fear of
a public exposure. Once make it plain
to bim that you know his secret and
you can compel him to whatever course
Gf action you select. It was to ask you
to do this—to beg you to do this—that
I came to you tonight. I know that it's
demanding more than a woman’s reso-
lution—more than a woman’s strength.
But you are like no woman in the
world!

“Eve,” he eried, with sudden vehe-
mence, “can’t you see that it's impera-
tive—the one thing to save us both?”

He stopped abruptly as he had be-
gun, and a painful silence filled the
room. Then, as before, Eve moved in-
sinetively toward him, but this time
her steps were slow and uncertain.
Nearing his side, she put out her hand
as if for comfort and support and, feel-
ing his fingers tighten round it, stood
for a moment resting in the contact.

“I understand,” she said at last very
slowly. “I understand. When will you
take me to him?”

For a moment Loder said nothing,
not daring to trust his voice. Then he
answered low and abruptly. “Now!”
he said. “Now, at once! Now, this
moment, if I may. And—and remem-
ber that I know what it costs you.”
As if imbued with fear that his cour-
age might fail him, he suddenly re-
leased her hand, and, crossing the room
to where a long, dark cloak lay as she
had thrown it on her return home, he
picked it up, walked to her side and
silently wrapped it about her. Then,

still acting automatically, he moved !

to the door, opened it and stood aside
while she passed out into the corridor.

In complete silence they descended
the stairs and passed to the hall door.
There Crapham, who had r¥turned to
his duties since Loder’s entrance, came
quickly forward with an offer of serv-
ice.

Jut Loder dismissed him curtly, and,
with something of the confusion bred
of Chilcote’s regime, the man drew
back toward the staircase.

With a hasty movement Loder step-
ped forward and opening the door
admitted a breath of chill air. Then
on the threshold he paused. It was his
first sign of hesitation—1ihe one instant
in which nature rebelled against the
conscience so tardily awakened. He
stood motionless for a moment, and it
is doubtful whether even Eve fully
fathomed the bitterness of his renun-
ciation—the blackness of the night that
stretehed before his eyves.

Behind him was everything; before
him nothing. The everything symboliz-
ed by the luxurious house, the eagerly
attentive servants, the pleasant atmos-
phere of responsibility; the nothing rep-
resented by the broad publie thorough-
fare, the passing figures, each uncon-
secious of and uninterested in his exist-
ence. As an interloper he had entered
this howse; as an interloper—a mas-
juerader—he had played his part, lived
1is hour, proved himself; as an inter-
loper he was now passing back into the
lim world of unrealized hopes and un-
iwchieved ambitions,

ITe stood rigidly quiet, his strong fig-
ire silhouetted against the lighted hall,
his face cold and set; then, with a
touch of fatality, chance cut short his
struggle.

An empty hansom wheeled around
he corner of the square, The cabman,
seeing him, raised his whip in query,
mnd involuntarily he nodded an acqui-
sscence. A moment later he had helped
Eve into the cab.

“AMiddle Temple lane,” he directed,
pausing on the step.

“Middle Temple lane is opposite Clif-
‘ord’s inn,” he explained as he took his
place Dbeside her. “When we get out
there we have only to cross IMleet
street.”

Eve bent her head in token that she
understood, and the cab moved out
uto the roadway.

Within a few minutes the neighhor-
hood of Grosvenor syuare was exchang-
ed for the noisier and more crowded
one of Piecadilly, bhut either the cab-
man was overcautious or the horse was
below the average, for they made but
slow progress through the more crowd-
ed streets. To the two sitting in si-
lence the pace was we!l nich unbear-
able. With every added movement the
tension grew. The methodieal ecare
with which they wmoved seemed like
the tightening of a string already
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strained .to breaking point, yet neither
spoke, because neither had the courage
necessary for the words.

Once or twice as they traversed the
Strand, Loder made a movement as if
to break the silenee, but nothing fol-
lowed it. He continued to lean for-
ward with a certain dogged stiffness,
his clasped hands resting on the doors
of the eab, his eyes stiring straight
ahead. Not once as they threaded their
way did he dare to glance at Eve,
though every movemeunt, every stir of
her garments, was forced upon  his
consciousness by his acutely awakened
senses,

When at last they drew up before
the dark archway of Middle Temple
lane he descended hastily, and as he
mechanically turned to protect Eve's
dress from the wheel he looked at her
fully for the first time since their en-
terprise had been undertiken. As he
looked he felt his heart sink. He had
expected to see the marks of suffering
on her face, but the expression he saw
suggested something more than mere
mental pain.

All the rich color that usually deep-
ened and softened the charm of her
beauty had been erased as if by a
long illness, and against the new pal-
lor of her skin her blue eyes, her
black hair and eyebrows seemed
startlingly dark. A chill colder than
remorse, a chill that bordered wupon
actual fear, ‘touched I.oder in that
moment. With the first impulsive

 gesture he had allowed himself, he

touched her arm.

“Eve”— he began unsteadily. Then
the word died off his lips.

Without a sound almost without 2
movement, she returned his glance, 4 .0
something in her eyes checked what he
might have said. In that one express-
ive look he understood all she had de-
sired, all she had renounced—the full
extent of the ordeal she had consented
to and the motive that had compelled
her consent. He drew back with the
heavy sense that repentance and pity
were equally futile—equally out of
place,

Still in silence, she stepped to the
pavement and stood aside while Loder
dismissed the cab. To both there was
something symbolic, something prophet-
ic, in the dismissal. Without intention
and almost unconsciously they drew
closer together as the horse turned, its
hoofs clattering on the roadway, its
barness jingling, and, still without real-
ization, they looked after the vehicle as
it moved away down the long, shadow-
ed thoroughfare toward the lights and
the crowds that they had left.
involuntarily they turned toward each
other,

“Come,” Loder said abruptly.
only across thg road.”

Fleet stroet"’is generally very quiet
once midnight is passed, and Eve had
no need of guidance or protection as
they crossed the pavement, shining like
ice in the lamplight. They crossed it
slowly, walking apart, for the dread of
physical contact that had possessed
them in the cab seemed to have fallen
on them again. ;

Inquisitiveness has little place in the
region of the city, and they gained the
opposite footpath unnoticed by the cas-
ual passerby. Then, still holding apart,
they reached and entered Clifford’s inn.

Inside the entrancg they paused, and
Eve shivered involuntarily. *“How
gray it is!” she said faintly. “And how
cold! Like a graveyard.”

Loder turned to her.
ment control seemed shaken. His blood
surged, his vision clouded. The sense
that life and love were still within his
reach filled him overwhelmingly. He
turned toward Eve; he half extended
his hands. Then, stirred by what im-
pulse, moved by what instinct, it was
impossible to say, he let them drop to
his sides again.

“Come!” he said.
way. Keep close to me.
hand on my arm.”

He spoke quietly, but his eyes were
resolutely averted from her face as
they crossed the dim, silent court.

Entering the gloomy doorway that
led to his own rooms, he felt her fin-
gers tremble on his arm, then tighten
in their pressure as the bare passage
and cheerless stairs met her view, but
he set his lips.

“Come!” he repeated in the same
strained voice. “Come! It isn’t far—
three or four flights.”

With a white face and a curious ex-
pression in her eyes Eve moved for-
ward. She had released Loder’s arm
as they crossed the hall, and now,
reaching the stairs, she put out her
hand gropingly and caught the banis-

“It's

For one mo-

“Come! This is the
Put your

ter. She had a pained, numb sense of-

submission, of suffering that had sunk
to apathy. Moving forward without re-
sistance, she began to mount the stairs.

The ascent was made in silence. Lo-
der went first, his shoulders braced,
his head held erect. Eve, mechanically
watchful of all his movements, fol-
lowed a step or two behind. With
weary monotony one flight of stairs
succeeded another, each to her unac-
customed eyes seeming more colorless,
more solitary, more desolate than the
preceding one.

Then at last, with a sinking sense of
apprehension, she realized that their
goal was reached.

The knowledge broke sharply through
her dulled senses, and, confronted by
the closeness of her ordeal, she paused,
her head lifted, her hand still nervous-
ly grasping the banister. Her lips part-
ed as if in sudden demand for aid, but
in the nervous expectation, the pained

apprehension of the moment, no sound
escaped them. Loder, resolutely cross-
ing the landing, knew nothing of the
silent appeal.

IFor a second she stood hesitating;
then her own weakness, her own
shrinking dismay, were submerged in
the interest of his movements. Slowly
mounting the remaining steps, she fo!-
lowed him as if fascinated toward the
door that showed dingily conspicuous
in the light of an unshaded gas jet.

Almost at the moment that she reach-
ed his side he extended his hand to-
ward the door. The action was deci-

“sive and hurried, as though he fearcd

At last’

“*Chilecote s dead.”
0 trust himself.

For a space he fumbled with the
lock. And’Eve, standing close behind
him, heard the haudle creak and turn
under his pressure. Then he shook the
door.

At last, slowly. almost reluctantiy,
he turned round. *“I'm afraid things
aren’t quite—quite right,” he said in a2
low voice. “The door is locked, and 1
can see no light.”

She raised her eyes quickly. *“But
you have a key?” she whispered.
“Haven’'t you got a key?” It was ob-
vious that to both the unexpected check
to their designs was fraught with dan-
ger.

“Yes, but”— He looked toward the
door. “Yes, I have a key. Yes, you're
right,” he added quickly. *“I'll use it.
Wait while I go inside.”

Filled with a new nervousness, op-
pressed by the loneliness, the silence
about her, Eve drew back obediently.
The sense of mystery conveyed by the
closed door weighed upon her. Her
susceptibilities were tensely alert as
she watched Loder search for his key
and insert it in the lock. With min-
gled dread and curiosity she saw the
door yield and gape open like .a black
gash in the dingy wall, and with a sud-
den sense of desertion she saw him
pass through the aperture and heard
him strike a match.

The wait that followed seemed ex-
traordinarily long. Listening intently,
she heard him move softly from one
room to the other. And at last, to her
acutely nervous susceptibilities, it
seemed that he paused in absolute si-
lence. In the intensity of listening
she heard her own faint, irregular
breathing, and the sound filled her with
panic, The quiet, the solitude, the
vague, finstinctive apprehension, be-
came suddenly unendurable. Then all
at once the teusion was relieved. Loder
reappeared.

He paused for a second in the shad-
owy doorway; then he turned unsteadi-
ly, drew the door to and locked it.

Eve stepped forward. Her glimpse
of him had been momentary—and she
had not heard his voice—yet the con-
sciousness of his bearing filled her with
instinetive alarm. Abruptly and with-
out reason her hands turned cold, her
heart began to beat violently. “John”—
she said below her breath.

IFor answer he moved toward her.
His face was bereft of color; there was
a look of consternation in his eyes.
“Come,” he said. *“Come at once. 1
must take you home.” He spoke in a
shaken, uneven voice,

Eve, looking up at him,'caught his
hand. “Why? Why?” she questioned.
Her tone was low and scared.

Without replying he drew her im-
peratively toward the stairs. “Go very
softly,” he commanded. “No one must
see you here.”

In the first moment she obeyed him
instinctively; then, reaching the head
of the stairs, she stopped. With one
hand still clasping his, the other cling-
ing nervously to the banister, she re-
fused to descend. *“John,” she whis-
pered, “I'm not a child. What is it?
What has happened? I must know.”

For a moment Loder looked at her
uncertainly; then, reading the:expres-
sion in her eyes, he yielded to her de-
mand.

“He'’s dead,” he said in a very low
voice. “Chilcote is dead.”

CHAPTER XXXIV.

at our disposal. At the mo-
ment of Loder's disclosure time
was denied to Eve, for scarcely had the
words left his lips before the thought
that dominated him asserted its prior
claim, Blind to the incredulity in her
eyes, he drew her swiftly forward and
—half impelling, half supporting her—
forced her to descend the stairs.

Never in after life could he obliterate
the remembrance of that descent.
Fear, such as he could never experi-
ence in his own concerns, possessed
him. One desire overrode all others,
the desire that Eve’s reputation, which
he himself had so nearly imperiled,
should remain unimperiled. In the
shadow of ‘that urgent duty, the de-
spair of the past hours, the appalling
fact so lately realized, the future, with
its possible trials, became dark to his
imagination. In his new victory over
self the question of her protection pre-
dominated.

Moving under his compulsion, he
guided her hastily and silently down
the deserted stairs, drawing a breath

of deep relief as one after another the |

landings were successively passed, and,

still actuated by the suppressed need |

of haste, he passed through the door-

way that they had entered under such |
different conditions only a few min- |

utes hefole
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O fully appreciate a great an-
l nouncement we must have time |.

PUSH BR

FORD-MADE GOODS !

Show Preference and Talk for Articles Made in Brantford

Factories by Brantiord

Workmen—Your Neighbors

and Fellow-Citizens—Who Are Helping to Build Up
Brantford. Keep Yourself Familiar With the Foilow-

ing:

The Wm. Paterson & Son Co.

HIGHEST GRADE BISCUITS
AND CANDY

SMOKE

El Fair Clear Havana Cigars
: 10 to 25 cents
Fair’'s Havana Bouquet Cigar
10 cents straight
Manufactured by

T. J. FAIR & CO., Limited
BRANTFORD, ONT.

Goold, Shapley & Muir Lo. Ltd.
BRANTFORD

Gas and Gasoline Engines, Wind-
mills, Tanks, Pumps, Water Boxes,
Concrete Mixers, Power Sprayers, etc.

We manufacture the most complete
and up-to-date line in our business.

YOUR DEALER CAN SUPPLY
YOU WITH

Blue Lake Brand Portland Cement

Manufactured by
Ontario Portland Cement Company

Limited
Head Office - Brantford

O T e

HIGH-CLASS PRINTING
COURIER JOB DEPT.

Crown Brand Com Synp

Bensons Pmpared Com
CANADA STARCH €O

Don’t
YOU WANT TO

your money—what
the

terms. !

AUTOMATIC
TELEPHONES
SATISFY

You?

KNOW, when you

buy or rent, what you are getting for

it 1s and how much

cost—don’t you?

YOU OWE IT TO YOURSELF to
thoroughly examine our service and
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MADE IN KANDYLAND™

Ice Berg

COCA COLA AN

SUNDAES is as follows:
Kitchener’s Call

Heavenly Hash

Banana Split

Dick Smith

Jack Canuck

Isle-of- Pmes. ... ... 500 10c
Allies’ Peacemaker

Pride of Canada

Blood Orange Ice

SOME OF WHAT WE SERVE FROM OUR

ICE CREAM SODA, ALL FLAVORS
EGG PHOSPHATES, ALL FLAVORS

A partial list of our CO!

All Made From Our PURE JERSEY VELVET ICE CREAM

Fountain

D GRAPE JUICE
MBINATION DISHES and

Tommy Atkins’ Smile....10c
Coney Island Dream

Chop Suey

David Harum

Chocolate Soldier

Lovers’ Delight

Buster Brown

Cleopatra

The Candy Man

TREMAINE

50 Market Street
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Lakes—Ideal Travel
and Recreation Cruises

—awith all the material comforts—luxurious
sppointments and pleasant enjoyments of occam

travel an the Largest Liners.

muwmmomdanmﬂmnmm—mwﬁ
Locks—Fishing Trips—Basket Picnics to Natuse’s Wildest Mooks—Fimest Meals—and cossfest
included. <

shic berths all

To Duluth, Fort W"lliam, Port Arthur, Soo,

Mackinac, Georgian

mmmwmmneamdam
best routes throngh the enchanting waters of Lake
i ‘wenderful

Superior—Georgian Bay, aad the
30,000 Islands.

From the light draft “Wanbic™ which weadsher

ia
>~~&-Ské'*”-: A5 R A W B s e T

mnnongthcmynid:olnlanwtheﬁznd

Floating Hotel “ Noronic® —all ame
suiied to the routes they serve.
Choose Your Cruise
Let ws 2ssist you in planning your cuting.

We have booklets full of vaiuzble informatien

segarding these different cruises—

Bay, 30,000 Islands

Check the encs that youaad
.

¢ [E.W.Hefton, Gen. Pass.Agesh.

NORTHERN NAVIGATION CO.

Sarnla 5

el 3

Ontario
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