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perhaps three weeks. We
r make a mess of things.”
e shifted hig position.
- weeks!” he repeated. “Couldn’t

ouldn’t.” Loder spoke au-
¢lv. “I might never want to
paper; but, on the other
t have to sign a check one
ughed. “Have you ever
that I might have to,
1 a check?”’
<s that escaped me.”
ur fortune that you may
¢ it bought for you?”’
again. “How do you
m not a blackguard?’ he
low do you know that I
yut one day and leave you
Irv? What is to prevent Johu
i realizing £40,000 or £50,-
making himself scarce?”
t do that,” Chilcote said,
il decision. “1 told you
ness last night, and it wasn't
\loney isn’'t the rock you'll

vou think T'll split upon some
that's beyond the question.
, bhusiness again. You'll risk
ng your signature?”
nodded.
Now item two.” Loder
1 his fingers. “I must know
and fuces of your men
s far as 1 can. Your woman
jou't count. While I'm you,
be adamant.” He laughed
jeasantly. “But the men are
the backbone of the whole

"

e no men friends. I don't trust
of friendship.”
aintances, then.”
looked up sharply. “I think
he said. “I have a
for absentmindedness that
v you anywhere. They tell me
through the most substan-
1 in the house as if he were gos-
jough I may have lunched with
» game day.’
der smiled. “By Jove!” he ex-
imed. “IFate must have been con-
structing this before either of us was
orn. 1t dovetails ridiculously. But 1
must know vour colleagues, even it it's
You'll have to take

there,”

ounly to cut them.

me to the house.”
“Impossible!”

“Not at 11! Again the tone of au-

thority fel Loder. *“I can pull my

and tarn up my

will notice me.

» fall of the after-

you ’‘twill be all

the likeness should leak
1 risk.”
lzughed confidently. “Tush,
<k is the salt of life. I must
i at your post, and 1 must see
you work with.” He rose,
weross the room and took his
ym the rack. *“When I go in
t=ing 1 like to go in over head
irs,” he added as he opened his
jar.
ipe filled, he resumed his seat,
s elbows on the table in un-
s imitation of Chilcote.
. match?’ he said laconically,
out Lis hand.
nse Chilcote drew his match
his pocket and struck a light.
hands touched an exclapfi-
iped him.,
we!” he said, with a fretful
of disappointment and sur-
hadn’t noticed that!” His
¢ fixed in annoyed interest on
(tended hand.
following his glance, smiled.
we should both have over-
it c¢lean escaped my mind.
an ugly scar.”” He lifted
Il the light fell mofe fully
e the second joint of the
ran a jagged furrow, the
a wound that had once
bone.
aned forward.
v it?’ he asked.
shrugged his shoulders
ncient history.”

s dare present day enough.
.ward, very annoying!”
looking at his hand, didn’t

“There’s only one thing
he said. “Each wear two
third finger of the left
rings ought to cover it.”
speculative measurement
of his pipe.
oked irritable and disturb-
st rings. I never wear

“Flow did

1 his eyes calmly. “Nei-
said, “but there's no rea-

yte's irritability was start-
ished back his chair. “I don’t
" he said.
eyed him amusedly. “What
jecgar you ave.” he said. “You
danger of a man signing
and shy at wearing a piece
I'll have a fair share of in-
to study.”
moved restlessly., “Every-
ws I detest jewelry.”
are capri-
t's got to be the rings or noth-
- as I make out.”
again altered his position,
¢ the otfler's eyes.: At last, aft-
truggle with himself, he looked

‘vbody knows jyou

ppose you're right!” he said.
vour own way.” It was the
tangible concession to the

.. Wilk

100k his  yictorv. cnietisy

| stend of soda, if it's all the same.”
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Good [ Lle said. “Ulhen 1Ts all sraigut
sailing?”

“Except for the matter of the—the re-
muneration.” Chilcote hazarded the
word uncertainly.

There was a faint pause; then Loder
jaughed brusquely. “My pay?’

The other was embarrassed. “I didn’t
want to put it quite like that.”

“But that was what you thought.
Why are you never honest—even with
rourself ?”

Chilcote drew his chair closer to the
table, He did not attend to the other’s
‘emark, but his fingers strayed to his
waistcoat pocket and fumbled there.

Loder saw the gesture. “Look here,”
1e said, “you are overtaxing yourself.
I'he affair of the pay isn't pressing.
Wwe'll shelve it to another night. You
look tired out.”

Chilcote lifted his eyes with a re-
fleved glance. “Thanks. I do feel a
bit fagged. If I may, I'll have that
whisky that T refused last night.”

“Why, eertainly.” Loder rose at once
and crossed to a cupboard in the wall
In silence he brought out whisky,
rlasses, and a siphon of soda water.

Say when!” he said, lifting the whisky.

Now. And I'll have plain water in-

“Oh, quite.” Loder recrossed the
Instantly his back was turned,

foom.
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“To the career of John Chilcote

Chileote drew a couple of tabloids from
his pocket and dropped them into his
glass. As the other cune slowly back
he laughed nervously.

wPhanks. See to your own drink
pow. I can manage this.” Ile took the
jug anceremoniously, and, caretully
guarding his glass from the light,
poured in the water with excited
haste.

«What shall we drink to?’ he said.

Loder methodically mixed his ow®n
drink and lifted the glass. “Oh, to the
career of John Chilcote!” he answered

For an instant the other hesitated.
There wus something prophetic in the
sound of the toast. But he shook the
fecling off and held up his glass.

“o the career of John (hilcote!” he
sald with abother unsteady laugh

CHAPTEK VIL

T was a little less than three
I weeks since Chilcote and Loder

had drunk their toast and again
Loder was seated at his desk.

His head was bent and his hand
moved carefully as he traced line after
line of medaningless words on a sheat
of foolscap. -Having covered the page
with writing, he rose, moved to the
center table and compared his task
with an open letter that lay there. The
comparison seemed to please him. He
straightened his shoulders and threw
back his head in an attitude of critical
satisfaction. So absorbed was he that
when a step sounded on the stairs out-
side he did not notice it, and only
raised his head when the door was
thrown open unceremoniously. Even
then his interest was momentary.

«Hello!” he said, his eyes returning
to their scrutimy of his task.

Chilcote shut the door and came has
tily across the room. He looked ill and

barassed. As be reached Loder.he.put-
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SOLDIERS’ SMOKES

Colonel Cole was a merry old soul,
And a merry old soul was he;
He puffed at a pipe with an empty
bhowl,
Then he ealled for his Soldiers
Three.

Every Soldier had something to
smoke,

But nary a smoke had he.
Tee-hee, tee-hee,
Laughed the Soldiers Three,
We've some to spare, and we’re glad
to share
What's come from home for Sol-
diers Three.
DON'T FORGET THE COURIER
BOX

OUL NIS DANA REIrVOously diu Wdlabu iy
arm.

Loder looked up. “What is it?? he
asked. “Any new development?”

Chilcote tried to smile. “Yes,” he
said huskily. “It’s come.”

Loder freed his arm.
end of the world?”

“No. The end of me,” The words
came jerkily, the strain that had en
forced them showing in every syllable.

Still Loder was uncomprehending
He could not or would not understand

Again Chileote caught and jerked ai
his sleeve. “Don’t you see? Can’t yo
see?”

“No.”

Chilcote dropped the sleeve and pass:
ed his handkerchief across his fore-
head. “It’s come,” he repeated. “Don’t
you understand? I want you” He
drew away, then stepped back again
anxiously. “I know I'm toking you un-
awares,” he said. “But it's not my
fault. On my soul, it's not! The thing
seems to spring at me and grip me’—
He stopped, sinking weakly into a
chair.
~ For a moment Loder stood erect and
immovable. Then, almost with relue-
tance, his glance turned to the figure
beside him.

“You want me to take your place to-
night, without preparation?’ His voice
was distinct and firm, but it was free
from contempt.

“Yes: yes, I do.” Chilcote spoke with-
out looking up.

“That you may spend the night in
morphia—this and other nights?”

Chilcote lifted a flushed, unsettled
face. “You have no right to preach.
You aceepted the hargain.”

Loder raised his head quickly. “I |
never’— he began. Then both his face
and voice altered. “You are quite
right,” he said coldly. “You won't have |
to complain again.” i

}
|

“What? The

Chileote stirred uncomfortably. “My
dear chap,” he said, “I meant no of-
fense. It's merely’'—

“Your nerves. I know. But come to |
business. What am I to do*?”

Chilgote rose excitedly. “Yes,, busi-
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i to deal with.

| again, and in the green lamplight it
| possessed a grayish hue.
| ly Loder turned away.

| sorting papers.

| the night. You have read De Quin:

| ed. Something in Chilcote’s drawn,
[ times see in the eyes of another struck

| want me to do?”’ he substituted in an

| must he 1 o’clock.”
| said.
| 3

“Loder, I have an idea!

|-are me, why shouldn’t I be you? Why

{ It's magnificent!

ness. Let's come 10 pusiness. ns
rough on you, taking you short like
this. But you have an erratic person
I've had a horrible day—
a horrible day.” 1lis face had paled
Involuntari-

Chilcote watched him as he passed
to the desk and began mechanically
“A horrible day,” he
repeated, “so bad that I daren’t face
cey?” he asked, with a sudden change
of tone.

“Yes.”

“Then read him again and you'll un-
derstand. I have all the horrors with-
out any art. I have no ‘ladies of sor-
row. but I have worse monsters than
his ‘crocodile.”’ ” He laughed unpleas-
antly.

Loder turned. “Why, in the devil's
name”— he began; then again he halt-

excited face checked him. The strange
gsense of predestination that we some-

cold upon him, chilling his last at-
tempt at remonstrance. ‘““g’hat do you

ordinary voice,

The words steadied Chilcote. He
laughed a little. The laugh was still
shaky, but it was pitched in a lower
key.

“You—you're quite right to pull me
up. We have no time to waste. It
He julled out his
watch, then walked to the window and
stood looking down into the shadowy
court. “How quiet you are here!” he
Thén abruptly a new thought
struck him, and he wheeled back into
“Loder,” he said quickly—
While you

fthe room.

shouldn’t I be John Loder instead of
the vagrant we contemplated? It cov-
ers everything; it explains everything.
I'm amazed we nev-
oy thoughtYof it before.”

FOR THE LADIES
Ladies’ patent Oxfords on a good
last and new stock, all sizes, reg. $2.00
Oxfords, while they last $1.00 per pair
Coles 'Shoe Co, 122 Colborne street.

The state entomologist of Oklaho-
ma, has proved that bees suffer from
paralysis at times.
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OF HONOR

Ot@awa, May 12.—The following is
the list of casualties issued at 9 p.m.
last evening:

1ST BATTALION
. _Killed in Action

Edwin John Davis, Covington, Va,,
U.S.A.

Wounded.

Harry Griffin, England; Harry Ryd-
er, England; Wentworth Johnson,
England; Charles Lind (formerly gth)
Swedeén,

3RD BATTALION
Killed in Action
Lawrence S. Shields, Ashcroft, B.C.
Wounded.

D. Bethune, Scotland; Joseph Joys

Dickens, (no particulars).
Missing.

Charles H. Bowyer, New Toronto

Postoffice.

2ND BATTALION
Wounded.
J. R. Barker, England.

sTH BATTALION
Wounded.

A. Boulter, Scotland; Peter Kelly,
Scotland; John Felix Rogan, England
7TH BATTALION
Killed in Action
B]Cames Maurice Keith, Atchelitz,
& gussell Kirkley Arnold, Chilliwack,

Lance Corp. Thomas Robert Noyes,
Narmata, B.C.

Lance-Corp. Sidney Oliver (former-
ly 12th), Greenwood, B.C.

Seriously IlL

Sigurdur ‘Goodman (formerly 11th),

Piney, Man.
8TH BATTALION
Missing.

John Kellagher, Ireland; Thomas
Stewart Leslie, . Dundee, Scotland;
David H. McMullan, Ireland; Archie
McAllister (formerly 11th), Scot-
land; Harry Phillips, England; John
Brown, Scotland; Earl R. Butler, Iré-
land; Archibald Harry Christopher,
England; George W. Clement, Eng-
land; Arthur James Edmondson,
London, Eng.; Hamilton Borradaile
Chipman (formerly 6th), London,
Eng.; Samuel James Ferris, Alder-
shot, Eng.; Thomas Hampshire, Eng-
land; Joseph Hughes, North Wales.

Wounded

Robert Wpyatt (no particulars);
George Bowles, England; Edward C.
Hannam, London, Eng.; George Bruce
Adams, Scotland.

10TH BATTALION
Wounded

Sergt. John Miller, Scotland; Neil
Campbell], no particulars; D. A. Rich-
ardson, Ireland; R. Williams, Wales;
Lilliam London, Scotland; John Ter-
ris, Scotland; Henry Stevens, no par-
ticulars; Thomas Roche (formerly
11th), no particulars.

13TH BATTALION
Wounded

William A. Jay, Montreal; George
William Stead, Victoria, B. C.; G.
Campbeli, Papillion, Neb.; U. S. A.;
David Clarke, Montreal; Gus Rees,
(formerly 17th Battalion), Ambherst;

N.S.; Bernard J. Dahimann, Water-
loo,, Que.; Thomas Henry Moon,
London, Ont. :
15TH BATTALION
: Wounded
Richard Pirt, England; Lance-
Corp. Gordon Caldwell Stewart, 1,238
Dufferin street, Toronto.
16TH BATTALION
Wounded.
; John Moore, England; W. Wil
liams, England; Corp. James Gordon
Craig, Scotland; Corp. George Ken-
nedy Gray, Glasgow, Scotland; Lance
Corp. Emil Olsen (formerly 17th),
Norway; Maurice Jacklin Watt, Lon-
don, England; George Stock, London,
England; Alexander McLeod, Scot-
1an<_i; Frank Marshall, Eng.; Erskin
Moilliett, England.
1ST FIELD ARTILLERY,
; Wounded
Major Charles H. L. Sharman, Ot-
tawa.
2ND FIELD ARTILLERY
| Wounded
Gunner John Smith, Scotland.
3RD FIELD ARTILLERY
Killed in Action,

Gunner George Talbot, Ireland.
NO. 2 CANADIAN FIELD AMBU-
LANCE.

Seriously Wounded.

James Mair, Aberdeen Scctland.

| FINAL EFFORTS MADE

By Special Wire to the Yourier.

Quegnstown, May 12.—Final efforts
are being made on a large scale to re-
cover the Lusitania’s dead. Not only
are the tugs Flying Fox and Storm
Cock cruising about the scene of the
disaster, but a group of admiralty
patrol boats is scouting a wide area.
Beach patrols also are on the lookout
from Queenstown to the southern tip
of Ireland. One patrol boat has been
designated to bring in any bodies
which may be recovered, leaving ail
the others to continue the search,

If you haven’t yet given PURITY

a trial do so and you will use no other
Flour again, i)

IMPORTANT CHANGES IN
GRAND TRUNK TRAIN
SERVICE, EFFECT-
IVE, MAY 15TH.

New train No. 55 will leave Toron-
to 10.15 a.m., daily except Sunday,
for Barrie, Orillia, Severn, Muskoka
Wharf, Huntsville, Algonquin Park,
and North Bay, making cofinections
at Muskoka Wharf for Muskoka Lakes
and at Huntsville for Lake of Bay
points. This train will carry the high-
est class of equipment, including apr-
lor-buffet car to Algonquin park and
ipa\rlor-cafe car and first-class coaches
to North Bay.

Train No. 43 nowgleaving Toronto
11.30 p.m., arriving North Bay 9.55
{p.m. daily except Sunday, willibe
i cancelled north of Gravenhurst.

; ,Full particulras on application to

jagents.

FUR

GOING OUT OF THE |

[TURE. BUSINESS

3

| CLIFFORD’S)

Furniture House

Has decided to discontinue the Furniture
Business, and will offer their entire High-
class Stock of FURNITURE, valued at

AT MANUFACTURERS’ WHOLESALE PRICES!

This is the first and only genuine opportunity that the people of Brantford and
surrounding country have had to purchase high-grade and

UP-TO-DATE STYLE IN FURNITURE at These Sacrifice Prices

We Are Actually Going Out of Business, and Everything Will be Sold

(Continued on Page 12)
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SALE COMMENCES MONDAY, APRIL 26

and will continue until this mammoth stock has been disposed of. Don’t miss
this opportunity. Cliffords—one of the oldest establishments in Brantford.

§ CLIFFORD’S, 78¢

.
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