Keep all the soldier

&

boys you

know well supplied with the
best flavored gum you.can buy
—Adams Black Jack. A stick

a day keeps bronchitis away.

. Every time you

buy it for yours

self, buy it for a soldier.
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IN THE TOILS;

But Happiness
Comes at Last.

CHAPTER XXXIL
LIKE AN INQUISITOR.

There was n silence, profound and
prolonged for a couple of minutes;
then, as if unconsciously, Stephen
Rawdon’s hand reached for the
brandy; it was not stopped this time.

Slowly he filled a glass and slowly
drank it, as if he were meditating
som~ rlan of action.

“If—if you have said all you want
¥ say, I think I'll go now,” he said.

Hastley Derrick smiled sarcastic-
ally.

“I think not,” he said. “There is no
hurry, and there is some brandy in
the bureau. Besides, I have not said
quite all I want to say. I want to
know, my friend, what you purpose
doing. Do you mean to call on Lady
Heatherdene, at Grosvenor Square?”

Stephen Rawdon looked at the keen
eyes with a sullen determination in
bis face.

“If that is your intention, I should
recommend you to abondon it,” cong
tinued Hastley Derrick, with a pleas-
ant smile, “Lord Heatherdene is the

best-tempered man in theée kingdom, ’

but he is also the strongest; and I
think a blow—or say a kick—would
be almost more than sufficient to dis-
compose you, my friend.”

Stephen Rawdon = flushed— the
brandy was warming him— and a saw
age light came into his hollow eyes,

“I don’t think Lord Heatherdene
will lay a finger on me, Mr, Derrick;
I don’t think so.” \

“Because,” went on Hastley Derrick
~‘‘because you think you have a hold
on his wife; is that it, my friend?
You are mistaken. Lady Heatherdene
is not at all the foolish sort of woman

you seem to consider her; she has no
confidence ffom her husband.”

This blow, delivered with slow
composure, had its effect. Stephen
Rawdon turned to the fire again.

*“Do you mean to say,” he asked,
“that she has told him everything?”

“I mean to say that Lord Heather-
dene is perfectly well aware that his
wife was unfortunate enough in her
early life to fall into the hands of an
unscrupulous scoundrel, who obtain-
ed her confidence and Lbetrnye(l it—
as scoundrels usually do.”

CHAPTER XXXIII.
DOCUMENTARY EVIDENCE.

STEPHEN RAWDON crimsoned, and

his lips twitched, but he sat motion-
less, turning up his face a moment
afterward with an ugly smile.
-~ “She has told him that, has she?”
he said. “So I should have thought.
It's a pity she doesn't tell him the
whole of it; she couldn’t, though,
could she? Ah! so I am not to go
to Grosvenor Square; am I not?”’

“Unless you are anxious for a
thrashing, and go for that,” answered
Hastley Derrick. %

Stephen Rawdon clenched his hands
on his knees, and pushed his face for-
ward.

“No, Mr. Derrick,'I shall not go for
a thrashing, and I shall not get it. I
shall go for something else, and I
shall get it.”

“In—deed,” said Hastley Derrick,

eying him with amused scrutiny.
“And what may that be?”
“I shall go,” said Stephen Rawdon,
raising and holding out one c¢lench-
ed hand tremblingly, “I shall go for
my wife!”

Hastley Derrick had amuged him-
gelf by trimming his nails during the
latter part of the conversation; as
Stephen Rawdon delivered this re-
tort, the dainty mother-of-pear]l pen-
knife fell to the ground, Its owner
stooped and slowly recovered it, and
then, resuming his old, easy attitude,
looked the speaker full in the face—
his own, was set with a hard smile,

“That was very well dome,” he

[se—p—

And the Worst is Yet to Come—
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| the hand and t.io lips it concealed

1 “No,” he said, as If he had weighed

tmwmmmu have met
with some success. - Your wife—that
is a very admirable and effective—
(Jle.” A :

" Stephen Rawdon folded his arms
and met the contemptuous  eyes
steadfastly. - | ./

“It’'s the truth, and you know it,”
he said. .

Hastley Derrick put up his white
hand and stroked his mustache; both

trembled. -

the sssertion judiciously. “No, that
will not do, my friend.. It you have
not got anothér card, you had better
throw up the game. You say I know
—Row; I do happen to kmow some-
thing of the matter. I have a good
memory, and I distinctly recall a cer-
tain moonlight night when a good-
looking ‘young villain®tempted an in-
nocent and unsuspecting girl to elope
with him.”
Stephen Rawdon changed color but
his gaze did not flinch.
Hastley Derrick smiled.
“I was close behind them and heard
every word—every word. Scoundrels
of all kinds wonld do well to carry on
their villainy either in the migdle of
an open field, or some spot equally
free from such near ambushes as trees
and hedges. I was behind the elm that
stands beside the seat in Hawthorpe
churchyard, Mr. Rawdon, the night
when you induced Olive Estcourt to
leave her home by a promise of mar-
riage.”
Stephen Rawdon nodded defiantly.
“I don't disbelieve it,” he said, with
an ugly sneer, “you are quite capable
of playing the eavesdropper. You
forget, however, that she wanted little
inducement, that she offered to
come—-"
“Which fact renders your scoun-
drelism doubly black,” said Hastley
Derrick, with a certain ferocity in his
voice.
Stephen Rawdon smiled sardonic-
ally.
“You seem to take the matter to
heart; but keep your hard names till
you know whether they are deserved
or not. You say that I tempted her
away with a promise of marriage, and
you hint—"
“Hint!”
¥“You hint that I betrayed and de-
ceived her. You are a clever man—
Mr. Derrick—very clever, and pride
yourself on your knowledge of men
and the world; but you are wrong in
this case. I neither betrayed nor de-
ceived her. I married her!”
He folded his arms again, and smil-
ed with evil triumph.
lfuuey Derrick looked at him with
glittering eyed and waited,
“You heard me tell her,” continued
Stephen Rawdon, “that Y would get s
license and marry her privately. You
heard the name of the clergyman who
was to marry us—"
Hastley Derrick made no sign.
“His name is Edward White.”
Hastley Derrick’s face twitched.
_“You remember him, no doubt,”
went on Stephen Rawdon, with a
sneer. “He was. a fine gentleman,
like yourself; you and l‘e were at the
same college together. He took or-
ders in the ordinary way, as you, with
your good memory, will no doubt re-
collect.”
“He was and is a clergyman of the
Church of England, and properly
quglified, and he married us—Stephen
Rawdon and Olive Estcourt—three
days after that little scene in the
churehy/ud.'at which you played spy
and eavesdropper.”
He paused, and thrust his hands in-
to his pockets, with a swagger of open
and deflant triumph. - :
Hastley Derrick looked gt him stead-
ily, and smiled. g
“All this-rests upon your word—
your word!” he said—“which is quite
sufficient to condemn it as a lie!”
“You- are polite, Mr. Derrick,” re-
torted Stephen Rawdon, with a sneer;
“but I can pase it over. I bave en-
joyed your hospitality, and will en-
deavor to swallow your l(lll!ﬂtl with
But you are wrong -onge
more; it does not rest upon my word
alone.” 4 Rk i
“Where did this supposed marriage
take place?” said Hastley Derrick, in
& low, suppressed tone, ;
“At a lodging-house—number sev-

_ [enty-two, Hopley Strest, Southall,”

the gtage instead of the paint brush; |

Hastley Derrick folded” his arms,
and threw back His head, with a smile
of sarcastic admiration. y
“Admirably conceived!” he mur-
mured. “You would have also been
able to earn an honest, if precarious,

class, my fine friend. Everything cir
cumstantial and expressly minute.
and, of course, Mr. Edward White and
the lodging-house keeper are dead;
and equally, of course, the house will,
by a strange chance, have happened
to be pulled down.”

“Nothing of the sort,” retorted Ste-
phen Rawdon, with a shake of the
head. “Bdward White is alive, and
acting as curate down in the country.
The lodging-house keeper will, no
doubt, be alive; they were young peo-
ple, and quite entered into the affair;
and the house was in excellent pre-
servation, a new one, in fact. Ah, Mr.
Derrick, I can sympathize with you
deeply. It is hard for a man, who;
th\inks himself clever and infallible,
to find that he has made a mistake like
Olive Estcourt, Lady
you may

ordinary fools.
Heatherdene, is my wife,
take my word for it.”

“That is a feat which I, clever as I
am, cannot accomplish,” said Hastley
Derrick serenely. “I could not take
your word for anything, great or lit-
tle; good, bad, or indifferent. As I
saild before, it's a lie, my friend. A
cleverly devised lie, but a lie, all the
same.”

“Don’t take my word, then,” said
Stephen Rawdon, with an oath.
“There 18 something that you must
believe.” And, with a hoarse laugh,
he took a small roll of paper from his
pocket and flung it on the table.

Hastley Derrick looked at it with
the indifference of contempt.'

“Take it up and examine it,” said
Stephen Rawdon. “I am not afraid of
your pitching it on the fire. I can al-
ways procure a copy. Examine it.”

“To oblige you,” said Hastley Der-
rick. :

And he took up the roll with the tips
of his white fingers, as if he were
afraid of catching some disease from
18-
The insult was cruelly distinct, but
Stephen Rawdon ground his teeth and
brestrained himself, while Hastley Der-
rick unrolled the paper, and read.

He read it, with tightly compressed
lips and a set face; examined it min-
utely, murmured the written words
half audibly, then turned, with a
smile upon his face that startled and
utterly bewildered his companion.

“You are quite right,” he said, the
sear on his €ace showing white am'i
distinet, his- eyes glistening like a
snake's, and his lips pale with some
emotion which Stephen Rawdon could
not understand. “You are quite
right; this is a genuine document—
oh! I know a forgery when I see it,
and I know White’s hand too well to
be decelved—this is a genuine docu-
ment, and, as you say, Olive Estcourt
iis your wife, and not Lord Heather-
dene’s! Allow me to apologize!” and,
with a bow, he held out the paper.

Stephen Rawdon took it, with a puz-
gled frown and prolonged stare. For
the moment he was staggered by the
effect which the evidence had produc-
ed upon his listener, an effect exact-

ly contrary to that which he had ex-
pected. Then his ugly smile of tri-
umph returned, and, carefully putting
tl;e certificate back in itz place, he
saig: ;

“Now, then, who is tc prevent me
going to Grosvenor Square, and claim-
ing my wite?" : |

I said Mv\ Derrick, with a
smile. ) \

(To be Continued.)
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|JUST WHAT YOUR LITTLE ONE

Qm A SET OF SHORY '

NEEDS
4 . - CLOTHES

2416—The dress ie ideal, in that it
is comfortable, neat and easy to make.
The sleeve, cut in one with the body
portions, may be finished in wrist or
elbow length. The slip petticoat could
do duty as a dress for warm summer
days. The drawers are cut on com-
fortable, loose lines. One could use
lawn or nainsook for all of these gar-
ments, or make the dress of dimity,
batiste, crepe, linen, pique, voile or
cashmere. The undergarmnts are also
good for cambric, long cloth, lawn,
outing and canton cloth.

The Pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 6
months, 1 year, 2, 3 and 4 years. The
dress wlil require 2 yards of 36-inch
material. The petticoat, 15% yard of
27 or 36-inch material. The drawers,
134 yard of 27 or 36-inch material, for
a 3-year size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A COMFORTABEE GARMENT FOR
THE SMALL CHILD.

2393—This model will make an ex-
cellent play suit. It is good for gala-
tea, gingham, reersucker, pique, drill
and other wash fabrics, also for serge,
flannel and flannelette, ;

The Pattern is cut in 4 sizes: 1
year, 2, 8 and 4 years. Size 4 requires
3% yards of 24-inch material,

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address’ on receipt of 10 cents
in sflver or stamps.
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' No scarcity at

Maunder’s.
ARy

to remind our cus-
tomers thesegoods
are selling rapid-
ly, and . cannot be
replaced at the
same price.

However,webeg ’

John Maunder,

Tailor and Clothier . St. Johns NEj

It Pays
to Paint

Paint protects the
wood frém the effects
of sun, rain, wind and
snow. It costs less to
paint your house fre-
quently than to make
repairs. Paint saves
the big ’&1” of depreci-
ation. this, with
the satisfaction of hav-
ing your house bright
and attractive. Any
painter willtell you it
pays to use the best
paint. We sell is.

5 Stains, Alaba

HARDWARE D
YOU can keep all

Harland’s White Enamel,

BOWRING BROTHERS, Ltd.

)| OGler

B. H. English Paint, Varnishes,

stine, Marbleine,
Paint Brushes, Ete.

EPARTMENT.

painted and varnished surfaces
clean, bright and lustrous by using

O

25¢c. to $3.00 sizes
and

Two styles
Price &9 each
O-Cedar Polish lightens house=
work, and beautifies the home.
Let your fine furniture, piano,
automobile, enjoy frequent ap
plications.
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Wholesale Dry Goods.

TO THE

TRADE.

, We always carry large stocks of
English. and American

DRY GOODS.

_ Headquarters for

POUND GOODS.

—

Now Landing

’

" %o Cure's-Cold Ir One Day
Take LAXATIVE BROMC QUININE

(Tablets.) It stops the Cough and
Headache and works off the Cold. E.

X_Gnovrsdmm‘mem box.

| ‘“‘m ]
M. MOREY & CO.
R . S,

Anthracite |

'Phone 522.

019191919 |9|2| )@ )2 | |2

12 §9)9 JQ)f¢

Slattery Bldg., Duckworth Street.

. P. 0. Box 236

191900 ‘u.u’s‘ow'o\‘o]u |9 |- 14
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APPLES!

stock;

50

100 barrels I:lqs.:’s, Large Apples, good SO
bltl’Ck NoZ’s | lgsl" all winter
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A GERMAN DEFEAT.

PARIS, March 31. (Offic
The desperate battle continue
evening, and reports reaching
quarters confirm the tremendot
feat sustained by the German
on 30th March between Mont
and Moreuil. The fire of the F
infantry mowed down the Germa
talions, who, replaced, renewed
and again their attempts again
lines. Moreuil, taken by the Ge
recaptured by the French and re
by the Germans, was finally st
and carried at the point of the
onet with matchless bravery by
¢o-British troops blended togd
The northern districts of Moreuil
was wrested from the Germans

a magnificent struggle and the

ture of numerous German pris
Between Moreuil and Lassigny
further confirmation reach us of
plete German failure. French tg
also succeeded in reaching the
skirts of Cary on Matz. The «

division who recaptured Piemon tji

held it against all German att
captured seven hundred priso
German raids on the right bank ¢
Meuse failed. Intermittent canno
elsewhere on the Western front.

ATTACK ON ARRAS FAILS

LONDON, March {

(Via Reuter’s Ottawa Agend

A special despatch from Reu

correspondent at the British fdg

8ays: “On this, the tenth day orf

battle, we can regard the situ
with more confidence than a
ago. During the last few days
man‘progress on the front of the
ish armies has been almost tri
Except for a determined attack |}
ing for its object the capture of
Tas and turning our flank in
direction, the Germans have atte
ednp operations on a large scale,
In the vast majority of the minor
counters we have had much the
ter of the exchanges, this being
8pleuously true of the area from
T8 Where the Germans repeat
made vicious drives to capture |
Strategical positions. How gteat
been their 1osses during the whole
days it is impossible to compute,
Germans have now put into the er
ble of the batfle over eighty divis
of infantry, ang an have been mor
less Unmercifully hammered. Wit
the last few days comparatively
Tman divisions have been . thr
into the line, which probably me4
that the enemy is preparing a sec
great blow which may fall at
tifle witn all the tremendous we
t Was behing the first blow. 1
W faileq. Nowhere did the G
m! make that gap which was
98 end of their endevor, and
¥ We stand unshaken across th
Seven divisions were to t
S48 but fajleq. “This decisive ch
hltefu(iet;man advance is import:
o er delays the enemy’s p
¢ Paign,
g —
SRTER FionTING AT ORVILLE

PARIS, March 31
Ottawa Agency.)
atement issued 1I:
“Among  the glorio
2: of the formidable battle
. euil-Lassigny front, which
N Open country, must
.011:(1 the bitter fighting at (
!;t welve kilometres southe:
lndDidiqer, as well as at Lep
Plessis de Roye, a little v

Bemi-officia] g,
’»!ang says:
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