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Happiness
At Last;

Loyalty Recompensed

CHAPTER XXVI.

He rolled off the nefarious scheme
fluently, and she listened, with her
head on one side, her eyes fixed on the
fire. Then she laughed.

“I dare say I could manage that,”
she said.

“Of course,” he said, with a laugh.
“The boy’s in love with you. You take
him unawares; give him no time to

think. You can promise him anything |

—seeing that we can start in the morn-
ing.”

‘She yawned. There was no compunc-
tion in her nature, no sense of shame.
She had been an adventuress all her
life, and a successful one—simply be-

cause of that absence of compunctionl

and shame.

“Very well,” she said. “ORN, yes; I

can do it easily enough. But mind, Ij

take that two hundred, Morgan.”
His face fell.

“My dear Laura! Think of my ex-

penses!”

She looked at him with a glint of

anger in her eyes.

“I take that two hundred,” she re-!

peated, emphatically. “You have plenty
of money; I know that; and I've won-

dered sometimes where you get it. You |

have had more than you got from Tre-
vor and Deane.”

He changed color, and she laughed
contemptuously.

“Don’t trouble to lie,” she said, cool-
ly. “I shouldn’t believe you. And I
don’t care how you get it. All I know
is, that T mean to have this hgul. And
do you know how I am going to spend
it

“Another diamond bracelet?
dear, you might get it on credit.”
; “No; I'm going to spend it on de-
tectives. I am going to find out that
husband of mine.”

Mr. Morgan Thorpe smiled a sickly
smile.

“My dear Laura, you know best;
is it worth while?”

“Yes!” she said, with sudden fury.
“] mean to find him. You've tried—or
pretended to—and. have-failed. I'm
going to try,

“My dear, why be angry with me? I
hope you will succeed; though why
you should want him, seeing that you
hate him like poison—"

“Yes, you’re right. I hate him like

My

poison; and that’s why I want him. I'm |

going to make life a hell for him.”

She rose and stood looking before
her with eyes which blazed with a
malignant fire; her lips were parted,
showing her white, even teeth; her
powder showed almost yellow against
her white face; her small hands were
clinched tightly at her side.

Morgan Thorpe looked at her with
a mixture of fear and admiration.
+“Upon my soul, Laura, I don’t envy
him if you do find him,” he said, with
an uneasy laugh.

She drew a long breath.

“You’d have no cause to,” she said.
significantly, as she moved toward the
door. “Tell me when you want me 1o
get that money. Good-night.”

The next morning Mr. Morgan
Thorpe began his preparations for a
sudden and secret flight. Such prepar-
ations with gentlemen of Mr. Morgan
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character are beautifully
simple. They consist in getting as
many articles on credit as -confiding
and trustful tradesmen will supply. He
bought a nice stock of clothes, some
| choice cigars, a few—but they were
i costly—articles of jewelry; he borrow-
ed as many five-pound notes as he
could from men with whom he had
scraped acquaintance.

It was, “By Jove! I've left my purse
at home! My dear fellow, will you
lend me a few pounds for to-night?™
And at last, when the landlord of 31
Cardigan Terrace wrote demanding the
rant by return post, Mr. Morgan
Thorpe informed his sister that every-
thing was ready for the exodus, and
that she might bring off her
coup against that young fool Deane.

She went up to her room after din-
ner, and locked the door, and in about
an hour she came down and presented
herself for approval, as it were.

Morgan Thorpe looked at her, as she
stood before him, and uttered an ex-
clamation of admiration. She was pale;
there were dark rings round her eyes;
but her expression was the highest
| achievement. She looked hunted, har-
assed, full of despair.

“By Heaven! you ought to have gone
on the stage, Laura!” he said, frevent-
ly. “You ought, indeed. Why, you'd
melt a heart of stone with that face
| and that look! Really, I think I should
try for three instead of two hundred!”

She laughed, the heartless, callous
laugh of the adventuress.
| “Too high a sum would frighten my
| baby,” she said. “Call a cab for me,
Morgan. Here—give me a glass of
champagne before I go.”

He gave it her, still eying her with
admiration.

“Perfect
ecstatically.

She laughed and nodded exultingly.

“Oh, I shall play the part all right.
It’s easy enough with such an innocent
child as he is.”

“If Trevor comes I'll have him told
that you're in bed with headache.”

She arrested the second glass on Its
way to her lips, and exclaimed:

“Thank God, I shall escape from
him! He was here yesterday, and—
well, that was a hard part to play! It
| was as much as I could do to keep
from screaming out: “I hate you—hate
yvou! Take your hands off me!”

Morgan Thorpe laughed.

“By this time to-morrow you will
have put a good many miles between
{ you and that too ardent lover of yours,
my dear,” he said.

He called a cab, and, closely veiled,
she entered and was driven off.

As she passed from the house to the
cab, Trevor came round the corner.
He saw her and recognized her, and
he stood still for a moment, with
astonishment. Then he went on to the
house and knocked.

Thorpe's

actress!” he murmured,

as coolly as he could.

“Yes, sir,” replied the French maid,
blandly; “but madame is confined to
her room with a bad headache.”

She saw him wince and start, saw
the blood leave his face slowly.

“T'm sorry,” he said, curtly. “Tell
her— But never mind. Good-night.
Marie.”

He went down the steps and walked
a few paces. Then he ran. The cab
was still in sight. At the end of the
street he hailed, and jumped into, a
hansom.

“Follow that “cab!” He said. “Keep
out of sight if you can. Follow it, and
mind you don’t lose sight of it!”

He crushed an oath between his
teeth.

- * * L L L - *

Gaunt stood with his back to the
i door which he had closed on Decima—
{ and waited. He heard the frou-frou of
| & woman’s dress; the other door ppen-
| ed, there came the faint perfume which
he remembered so well and loathed so

tered.

' The lamp was low, and shaded by a
deep crimson shade, the

flickered. In the faint light she did not

ln the first moment or two of her en-

| trance see him. She moved to the fire,

! | carefully threw back the hood of her
fur cape, and held out her hands to
| the fire; and he, motionless and in sil-
ence, watched her.

l He had once loved, or persuaded
himself that he had loved, this woman.
He could have laughed aloud with bit-
| ter self-scorn and mockery.

She warmed her hands daintly,
glanced at the clock, yawned, put up
her hands to smooth the hair which
‘the hood had ruffled, then turned ana
!'looked round the room, and—saw him.

For a moment she did not recognize
{ him, and uttered a faint cry of sur-
prise. Then with a shriller, though
strangely repressed cry, she moved
toward him, her head projected, her
. eyes fixed on him. She looked, as she
| moved, like an exquisitely beautiful
snake. She was within a couple of
paces before the words—

“It is you!” broke from her parted

“ 3 % :

grand |

“Is Mrs. Dalton at home?” he asked,

bitterly, and the woman, his wife, en—'

fire-light :

Gaunt, white and rigid, made a ges-
ture of assent.

“Yes,” he said. “Why are you here?”

She drew a long breath, as if she

f were choking, then she came nearer,

and stared at him as she broke into a
laugh—a laugh of triyumph, of deri-
sion.

“It is you!” she repeated. “You—
my husband! Well— My God, it's too
good to be true! You—you here! How
did you come? Why?” She looked
round the room, as if amazed and per-
plexed, and then back at, him. Her
beautiful face flushed beneath the
paint; her eyes shone like stars with-
in the artistically drawn shadows. It
was the face of a mask suddenly, hide-
ously endued with life.

“This is my home—my rooms,” he
said. His own voice seemed to him as
if it belonged to some one speaking at
a great distance.

“Your—your rooms!” she repeated,
dully. Then her eyes glittered, and she
laughed. “Yours! Then—then—you are
Lord Gaunt?*

“I am Lord Gaunt—yes,” he said, as |

dully and mechanically as before.
She put her hand to her forehead
and then to her throat,

'

as ~if the:

thoughts that were crowding on her |

were suffocating her.

“You are Lord Gaunt! These rooms

are yours! You are
swell—and my husband!”

“Yes,” he said in exactly the same
lifeless tone, “I am your husband.”

She leaned against the back of a
chair and breathed heavily, then she
laughed.

“I have found you—found you at
last! And you are Lord Gaunt! And
I am—yes, I must be, of course—Lady
Gaunt! Lady Gaunt! My God, this was
worth living for!”

CHAPTER XXVII

“It is worth living for!” she repeat-
ed, with a choking laugh. “To think
of it!” She snatched up a book from
the small table near her, and dashed
her hand on the inner cover, which
bore his book-plate with list coat of
arms above his name and title. “To
think that I knew you were the owner
here, that I've seen your name in all
these books, and never knew, never
guessed—"

She paused, breathless with excite-
ment and triumph. Her voice, usually
so musical, was thick and vulgar, the
vulgarity of a common nature burst-
ing through the thin coating of veneer,
and she was at that moment, for all
her beauty and grace, a virago of the
worst type ¢s she confronted him.

Gaunt stood quite still, his eyes fix-
ed on her with the calmness of despair,
the impassivity of disgust.

“Why  did you leave me?” she de-
manded, stridently. “Why did you do
it

“Can you ask?” he said, very quietly.
“Do you think it was possible for me
to remain with you when I discovered
—what you were, what and who it
was I had married ?”

The reply infuriated. her. She took
a step toward him, and stared into his
face with the passion of hate burning
in her black eyes. -

“You deserted me!”

“I left you, yes,” he said, as calmly
as before; “but deserted—in the strict,
the legal sense—no. I provided for
you—"

“A beggarly allowance. You married
me in a false name!”

“No,” he said again, with a touch
of weariness in his voice. “Edward
Barnard are two of my names. I con-
cealed my family name and title; yes,
that is true. I must have had some pre-
sentiment—of what you were.”

She flung her arms out.

“The law will reach you,
you!” she hissed. i

He made a slight gesture of indiffer-
ence.

“You can not get rid of me!” she
exclaimed, with an air of triumph.
“You can not divorce me! You would
if you could!”

“No,” he said in exactly the same
tone. It was as if he were confronting
the passion with the calmness of de-
spair, the indifference of the rock to
the howling wave ywhich beat against
it in vain. “Do what you will, I should
not seek for'a divorce. I am content to
suffer anything. rather than bring
shame and disgrace upon the name 1
bear.” .

“You can bring no charge against
me!” she said, defiantly.

"He made a gesture of assent.

“I am glad,” he said, with a sigh.
“I left you because I discovered what
you were before I married you. Be sil-
ent a moment!” for she had opened
her lips as if about to protest retort.
“Put yourself in my place. I loved you,
deeming you all that a girl should be,
all that a woman should be who takes

punish

the name-of an honest man, I found— |,

Ah! why should I tell you? You know.”

She flung herself into a chair, and
leaning her face on her hand, looked
up at him with a mixture of defiance
and hatred.

“What else could I do but Ileave
you?” he said. “What other course was
open to a man of honor when he had
discovered that he had married—an
adventuress of the worst, the vilest
type? God knows I loved you—"

She laughed discordantly.

“Not you,” she retorted.

(To be continued.)

Stafford’s Prescription “A.”
Never fails to cure Indigestion
and all Stomach Tmnble caused

a nobleman—a |

BIG SALE

NOW ON

I have 500 Ladies’ Winter Coats, slightly soiled, from $6.90 to
$15.00; Ladies’ Sealette Ostrich Coats, good quality, $29.00 each;
Mlsaeu Coats.from $8.00 to $12.003 Ladies’ Sweater Coats, Navy
Blue and Cardinal, from $8.50 to $8.90; Ladies’ Raglans from
$6.90 to $12.00; Ladies’ Skirts, asstd. colors, from $2.95 to $8.003
Ladies’ Dresses, Serge and Cloth, from $8.90 to $7.90; Ladies’

Nightdresses from $3.50 t

33.90' Men’s Pants from

$3.90

to

$7.163 Men's Suits, good qunllty Serge and Tweed, from $15.00 to
$356.00; Boys’ Suits, to fit a boy 15, from $11.00 to $15.003 Men’s
. Bweaters from $2.90 to $3.90; Men’s Top Shirts from Ol 10 to
$2.503 Men’s Raincoats from $7,90 to $11.00; Men’s H)se from

8bc, to 65e.; Ladies’ Hose from

from $4.50 to $4.90; also Big Bargains for wholesalers.

80c. to 50¢c.; White Bed Spreads
I have

= also left over 500 dozen Murray’s Assorted Chocolate Bars, 49¢,

dozen.

ANTONI

MICHAEL,

194 New Gowex St. (East of Springdale St.)

In other words buy

COCHET COTTON

every woman loves.

¢

Christmas Presents
Cheap,

them yourself. See our stock of STAMPED
WORK, BAG FRAMES,

just how to make the pretty, dainty things that

Robert Templeton’s,

333 Water St.

the material and make

KNITTING WOOL,
and BOOKS showing

In stock:
Anth rac:te
Coal.

Egg size.

ALSO

Smaller sizes for
Stoves.

H.J. STABB & C0

novl5,eod

7
Grove Hill Bulletm

FLOWERS

Orders for Xmas Flow-
ers taken now. Cut and
in Pots. ‘Patrons are cor-
dially invited to visit our
Green Houses and inspect
the flowers.

J. McNeil,
Phone 247. Box 792.
\ -

Winter is Here,

Ladies and Gentlemen—Do you;
want an Overcoat or Suit turned,
dyed, repaired, dry cleaned or press-
ed.

city. We guarantee first class’ work
and quick delivery. Give us a chance
to show you what we can do. We do
altering, turning, French Dry Clean-
ing, dyeing, washing, pressing, glove
cleaning, hat cleaning and re-block-
ing.

The Clothes Hespital,

200 Duckworth Street
(Opp. T. & M. Winter's).

C. J. OKEEFE, Clothes Doctor,
junel0.eod.tf

IT IS HERE--
Read This!

What you have been looking for

and have not got yet—a ’irst-class‘
Piano and Player-Tuning Service.

The demand for this service is grow-
ing rapidly, so please send in your
orders early. If your need is
musical instrument, consult us.

Marmaduke H. Findlater, |

(Graduate of the Faust School of

" Tuning, Boston, formerly of New
England Conservatory of Music).

Address:— Phone 649A
Ordnance Street,

St. Jolin’s, novl?,eod,2m

TO RENT—One Private b

 CF LESTER. ,wn.i.um FREW. Water St

| Stable to accommodate one or two
adrns and wagons; centrally loca-
Ipundry premhlel Apply 15

We guarantee to turn Overcoats
and Suits cheaper than anyone in this ;

Christmas |
Cards!

SPECIAL TO WHOLE-
SALE BUYERS.

e e
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Our new Christmas Cards
for this season have arriv-
ed and we are now showing §
a large and selective assort- -
ment on which we are §
quoting very attractive
{ wholesale prices.
¥ big values in Packets of As-

sorted Cards, Boxes of As-
sorted Cards, Single Cards j

s <

>

e

each with envelope. Our ¥

-

IS

exceptionally good values,
and ‘ moreover they are all
entirely new stock. We
would be pleased te quote
you our Special Prices on
all kinds of

Christmas Cards.
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GET OUR PRICES.

GARRETT BYRNE

Bookseller & Stationer.

-
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! Hides & Furs Wanted.

50,000 Muskrat Skins; also
Silver, Cross, White & Red Fox,
Marten, Mink, Bear, Weasel and
Lynx Skins.
Highest Market, Prices.
Special Prices for Cow Hides.

North American

Scrap and Metal Co.

Phone 367. Office: Clift’s Cove.
(Opposite Jas. Baird, Ltd.)

ST. JOHN’S.

octl6,tf,fp

For Sale

\
i

1 Broug ham
| 8 Steel Tlred Buggies.
| 4 Hood Buggies.
2 Sq. Body Waggons.
Surrey.
' 1 Very Heavy Express | e
4 Light Express Wag-
. gons with two seats.
15 Sets Express Harness
15 Sets Carr’ge Harness| -
20 Prs. Camage Hames

Here are §

in box and Single Cards

Packets this year contain i3

U. S. Picture & Portrait Co.

Your Living-room or Parlor will
surely need perhaps one—maybe
several new pieces of Furniture this
month when you’re smartening up

_your rooms for the coming Christ-
- mas.

Our Showrooms are crammed with
the very things your rooms are
needing. Everything for walls and
floors as well as the Furniture itself.
Call and ask to see what you require
in our store, you are always welcome
here, and you gre never importuned
to buy, but—if you do buy you can
be quite sure of complete satisfac-
tion, both as regards quality and:
price.

w,f,m,tf

Prevent Leaks.

Harris & Elliott, Lid.

Wholesale Hardware Dealers.

Champi

Roofing.

200 Reolls in Stock.

L

100 Per Cent. Value

The clothes we turn out are uniform in
style, quality and workmanship. Every
suit is tailored with the same care. Every
stitch sewn into it is as important as the
making of the suit itself.

Every progressive dealer will readily
realize the increased patronage and profit
he may enjoy by handling clothes of such
qualities. Ask your dealer for

VICTORY BRAND CLOTHES.
The White Clothing
Mfg., Co., Ltd.,

Duckworth Street

o ————a e e eSS ————

— —

GRAPES and APPLES!

NOW IN STOCK:

300 barrels Choice Fall Apples.

50 kegs Grapes.
50 sacks Silverpeel Onions.

Also,
Prices Right.

BURT & LAWRENCE.

Retlrlng from Business!
‘,Greét Slaughter Sale.

““Our ‘entire stock of READYMADES, BOOTS,
LES, MILLINERY and GENERAL DRY GOODS, clear-

RUBBERS,

‘feserve. Sweeping reductions in -every depart-
of Sale strictly cash..
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