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ing round the room and furtively at
her as she resumed her seat.

“Reading again!” he said, with a
forced smile. “One would imagine
you were cramming for an examina~-
tion. What is it? Shakespeare. Ah,
always a play! I sometimes think

B | you are stagestruck."”

IN THE TOILS:

But Happiness

Comes at Last.

CHAPTER VL
SIX MONTHS LATER.

To-night she had been reading
“Hamlet” for the fiftieth time, and,
for the moment, had almost forgotten
the present and the past, until it got
too dark to read. When she began to
think, it. seemed gliding from on2
dream to another, her life appeared
so unreal. Only once had anything
happened to form a connecting link
between the present and the past. One
night at the theater she had seen two
fx—= that she knew; they were Lord

(#<y were in a box almost opposite
t*>one in which she sat; and in-
st.inct.ﬁc-ly, she could not tell why, she
had drawn. behind the curtain. Ste-
phen Rawdon had noticed the move-
ment and sudden flush which
spread over heér face, and was about
to ask her the rteason of them; but he
himself looking across seemed as em-
barrassed, and drew back also.

This was the only thing that had | teseth

come out from the past, as it were,
and she had only seen them once.

It had been instinct alone that had
caused her to conceal herself; she did
not know that Charlie Heatherdene
had been most interested in the search
for her at the time of her disappear-
ance.

“I have very Iittle else to do but
read,” sald Olive, locking up st him
steadily.

He was silent 2 moment, then he
shifted his position so that the light
fell upon her face, while his was in
the shadow.

“No,” he said, “I fancy you must
find it rather dull, e¢h, now, I am
obliged to be out so much?”

“Are you obliged?” she asked guiet-
Iy, without raising her eyes.

“Of course,” he answered.

“I did not know,” she said.

“No, you don’t know everything,”
he, sald moodily, “I've wondered,
lately, whether it wouldn't be better
if you did know a little more.”

Olive looked up at him steadily.

“I think it would be better for us
both,” she said. “I know nothing of
—of anything that is happening——"

“Or going to happen,” he puts inm,
with a twist of the lip that might have
answered for a smile.

She repeated his hddition,

“Since—since the day we were mar-
ried,” she went on, no shadow of a
flush on her pale face, “I havé been
in ignorance of what our life should
be; I have thought sometimes that it
should not be what it is.”

‘“What do you complain of?" he
said, leaning against the mantelshelf,
and looking down at her with a
strange mingling of expression on his

home, plenty to eat, drink, wear——"

Olive looked up at him with a cold,
questioning regard - ‘that. made him
wince.

“I have done the very best for you
while I could,” he went on 'imrrledly.
“It is not my fault if I eannot keep it
up. Yes,” he continued, setting his
; “it is a8 well that you should
know how the case stands; it was
foolish to have kept it back, perhaps;
I did it for the best. In gne word
then, I—or rather, we—are ruined.”

Olive did not start or turn pale; she
simply looked up at him questioning-
ly.

“Ruined!” he repeated moodily, but
with his dark eyes watching her fur-

Olive was thinking of him now—
the free, open grace of his handsome

face, the true-hearted ring of hls

tively. "I have been unlucky for the
. Dpast three months; everything has

voice, and the kindly look in his eyes‘gone wrong; the cards——" he stop-

as he took the box from her hand—
thinking of him, and the cold stare of
Lady Florence, in an aimless fashion,
when the rumble of the cab wheels
roused her.

She raised her ‘head and listened;
then, as she heard the .  outer door
open, and footsteps along the passage,
ghe laid down her book and rose, with
her hand upon the bell. Before she
could ring it, the door opened, and
Stephen Rawdon entered.

He paused for a moment, and even
by the dim light of the fire she noticed
a strange look on his face. His

glance, shifted quickly from her face

to her hand, as he said quickly:

ped abruptly, and bit his lip. “A man
may have a ron of bad luck when he
least expects, it, and that is my case.
To-night matters have reached a cli-
max. Everything in this house—the
chairs we sit on, are pledged under a
bill of sale; we may be turned into
the street to-morrow-—homeless aud
penniless.”

There was silence for a moment,
then Olive looked up.

“This is what I had to learn,” she
said.

“Yes,” he replied. “You don’t seem,”
with a short laugh, “to be much over-
come.”

“Why- should I be?” asked Olive,
calmly. “I have been used to pover-

“What are you ringing ‘for?”

cooking, use

For househeld use, for light, heat or

face, eagerness, doubt, nervousness, '
desperation. “You have a comfortable :

lady and will then understand the
great good it is acoomplishing in
many thousands of similar
throughout the continent.

Every woman should think long md
earnestly béfore consenting to
operation of this kind. It is a dmple

ways entirely satisfactory.

only avold the risk and expense of an
operation, but find yourself restored
to health and vigor.

Mrs. BE-M. Ford, 82 Delaware ave-
nue, Chatham,\om. writes: “For’ four
years I suffered from my nerves. I
was restless and could not sleep well,
I had headaches, neuraigic
through the body and
There was buzzing in my ears and
twitching of nerves and muscles. I
also had palpitation of the heart,
which caused shortness of breath. I
was easily tired and always drowsy
after eating. When walking or on my
feet very much my feet would seem
to go dead in my shoes. I consulted
two doctors and both told me that I
would have to have an - examination
and probably an operation, but I
would not have either. Shortly after
this I commenced using Dr. Chage’s
Nerve Food, and after a treatment of
this medicine I can say I am now
feeling fine, I am able to do my house-
hold duties without difficulty, and be-
gides this, attend to a half-acre of
garden. I can go about without that
dead feeling in my feet, and am grate-
ful to Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food for my
cure. I think very highly of this
medicine and recommend it to. other
sufferers whenever ‘I have an oppor-
tunity.”

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50 cents a
box, & fail treatment of 6 boxes for
$2.75, a’ all dealers, or Edmanson,
Bates & Co., Limited, Toronto. Do
not be talked into accepting a substi-
tute. Imitations only disappoint.

ty; until we were married I earned
my own living; I can do so again. I
shall be glad to help you; I would
have been glad to bave' helped you
from the first.”

He looked at her with astonish~
ment for a moment, then burst into
an unmirthful, mocking laugh.

“What!” he: exclaimed. “Do you
think that you can do any good at
dressmaking? Why, all that you
could earn in a month would not keep
us a“day!”

Olive flushed at the cruel rebuff.

“If I could do more!” she said re-
gretfully. “But at least I can do
what I .can” ~Then, moved; by a sud-
den impulse, she got up and put her
hand on his arm. “You will let me
help you,” she said.

He moved uneasily, his eyes drop-
ped under the steady, splendor of
hers, and he truned suddenly pale.

“You—you can help me,” he said
suddenly, in a low, hurried voice; in
another and a better way than that.”

Olive sank into the chair again—
for the first time she had made an
overture to him—had shown any ten-
derness, and he had let it pass un-
noticed.

“Tell me how, and I will do it,” she
said quietly.

“I knew it,” he said, with a strange
mixture of confidence and doubt; *I
knew you would—you have always
been a—a sensible girl. Yes, you will
help me. Who should help one an-
other,” he added, with an uneasy
laugh, “if man and wife do not.”

Olive looked up waitingly, and as
if to avoid her regard, he moved fur
ther into the shadow and began walk-
ing to and fro,

Then he stepped in front of her, and
with 2 pale face and forced smile,
sald:

“Look here, Olive, I have determin-
ed to trust you. I've told you that I
bave got into a mess—it don't matter
how; ill luck is the same, come how
it will. I've had a run of bad luck
since—since we were married. That's
not your fault,” he added hastily, as
he saw the delicate lips twitch and

" then set firm, “Matters have come to

a crisis. This afternoon I thought
that the worst had come, and it will,
without a doubt, if we do not seize
the chance which Fortune’has thrown
in our way.”

Olive looked up. The clock on the
mantelpiece chimed the half hour,
and he put his hand on his watch
pocket with & start. :

“Forgot!” he said, with a' hmh
laugh; “that went a month ago. This
elock is right? There is ne time to
lose. 'What- u there h‘im;?h'f’ﬂgn

‘house? -
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surprise.

“Yes," he nodded, “} have asked
some one to come in. Make haste
back, and I will explain.: It must be

lady | Teady in a few moments.

- Olive went out to give the neces-
sary instructions, and while she was
gone, he went to a cabinet in an ad-
Joining room snd poured out,a glass
of brandy. His hand trembled as he
held the glass, but the draft seemed
to give him courage and composure,
and when Olive came back, he was
standing in his old attitude, and met
her with a curious smile.

“Have you told them? he said.

arrange matters. This evening I was
wandering about Pall Mall, wonder-
ing whether anything would turn up,
and stopped for a moment close to a

name, the other as an old acquaint-
ance. His name is Derrick—Hastley
Derrick. They stopped on the stgp
so close to me—they conld not see
me—that I heard every word they
said. They were saying good-by.
Derrick starts to-morrow morning—
to-morrow morning, remember—for
India. His friend asked him to go

by, and Derrick replied, saying he had
an engagement. I heard him say
something else—that he had a large
sum jn gold and notes about him.”

Olive, listening with calm attention,
raised her eyes and fixed them upon
the pale face above her.

Stephen Rawdon glanced at her fur-
tively,and went on more quickly:

“As I was walking on, I felt a hand
on my shoulder, and found that Der-
rick had seen me and caught me up.
Now, I never liked this Derrick. He
served me a shabby trick once. The
story is too long to tell you now, but
the point of it is that he won a large
sum of money from me at cards. I
haven’t forgotten it, and I aught to
have had my revenge long ago. I
might, when he came up; the thought
struck me that it would be a capital
opportunity of getting my own again.
Do you follow me?” He broke off,
clearing his throat excitedly.

Olive, staring straight at the fire,
inclined her head.

“I never liked the man,” he went
on, as if there was some excuse in
the assertion, “and it made me mad to
think that he was off from these parts
and that I shouldn’t get a chance to
rake my money back. Well, I told him
that I was married, and he wanted to
be introduced. He asked me to intro-
duce him to you, pointblank; made a
point of it, in fact. 'What could I do
but ipvite him to come and spend the
evening?” :

Olive’s face set like stone. .

“Of course, I didn’t think there was
a chance of his coming, and was quite
surprised when he said he would.
Quite surprised!” he repeated,. with

here in”"—he looked round at the
clock, and did not turn agoin, but
watched Olive through the glass—"in
ten—by Jove! he may be here in five
minutes. Now, I want you to help me
make it pleasant for him.

“You know what I mean,” he said,
flushing and frowning—“don’t look as
if you didn’t understand, Laugh and
talk, and give him all the usual at-
tentions; and”—he broke off with a
laugh, as if the idea had just occurred
to him—*“the last time I was with
him, he and some other fellows play-
ed me a rather clever trick; they ho-
cussed my wine——"

Once more she looked up.

“Ah, you are not up in slang—yet,”
he nid,‘ with an {ill-concealed sneer.
“They put some laudanum into my
glass, and sent me to sleep for a
couple of hours. Don’t you under-
stand ?”

(To be Continued.)

NOTICE !
Owing to the increased
cost of Drugs, Bottles, Car-

facturing of STAFFORD’S
PRESCRIPTION “A” and
STAFEORD’S PHORA-
TONE, we have been com-
pelled to advance the prices
from 25¢. and 50c. to 30c. and

“For three?” said Olive, with great

“That's right. Now, listen; there are
only a few moments in which to—to

club to see if T had a cigar. 'T'wo men :
came down the steps; one I knew h!&

to a house to bid a certain lady good- !

an uneasy laugh. *“Well, he will be

tons, etc., used in the manu-|

A COMFORTABLE, EASY.TO-MAKE
HOUSE DRESS. ;

1894—Ladies’ - House Dress, with
Sleeve in Either of Two ILiengths.

This style is simple, attractive and
comfortable. The right front overlaps
the left at the 'cloeing. The slecve
may be finished in wrist or elbow
length. The fulness at the waistline
is to be confined by a belt or to bo
gathered, with a casing underneath.
Gingham, seersucker, drill, linene,
linen, alpaca, chamtray, gabardine,
flannel, flannelette and serge are all
good for this style. The Pattern is
cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and
44 inches bust measure. It requires
6% yards of 36-inch material for a
36-inch size. The dress measures
about 23 yards at its lower edge.
A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

A NEW AUTUMN FROCK.

Walist—2321. Skirt—2319. °
Here is a dainty combination of
Ladies’ Waist Pattern 2321 and La-
dies’ Skirt Pattern 2319. In dark blue
serge with trimming of gray braid.
this will make a pretty and also prac-
tical dress. With blue wool velours,
black braid could be used. For . a
smart dressy gown, one could have
satin or crepe, or gabardine with fur
g .The waist pattern is cut
in 7 sizes: 34, 36, 88, 40, 42, 44 and 46
inches bust measure. The skirt is cut
in 7 sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30, 32 and 34
inches waist measure. It will require

tire dress for, a 86-inch size. The
skirt meuurol l.bout 25 yards at the
foot.

This illustration calls for TWO sep-
arate patterns, which will be mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
FOR EACH pattern, in silver or
stamps.
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9 yards of 44-inch material for the en- | {

A Work-a-Day Corset—*“
as well as for Dregg,

Warner’s Corsets are mage to
wear, not to rust, break op
You may pay all kinds of p

_ for a Corset but you wil]
have a better fitting, a better
wearing, or a more comfy
Corset than a Warner’s,

We can give you any Wam.
er's style that is correct o
fashion and your figure, anq yy |
confidently expect to fill every
Corset requirement .with
Warner’s Rust-Proof, so remark,
able are they in shape, comfop
and wear. ;
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TWEEDS
nd
SERGES.

N o*fcarcity'at
Maunder’s..

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

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier St. Johus, Nﬂl
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J. J. ST. JOHN.

BIG DROP IN PROVISIONS,
We carry a large stock and our prices are lower than the
onther man’s. Touch in and see,
450 bris. VICTOR FLO 200 bris. FIVE ROSES,
250 brls. ROBIN HOOD, 150 bris. VERBENA.
100 bris. DAILY BRIAD
120 puncheons BEST BARBADOES MOLASSES
125 brls. PORK at $42.50 and $45.00 brk
95 bris. BEEF at $30.00.
1,000 bags CATTLE FEED,
500 bags GLUTEN FEED, $4.00.
860 bags WHITE & MIXED OATS, 600 bags BRAN.

J. J. ST. JOHN,

136 and 138 DUCKWORTH STREET.
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I""WE CAN DELIVER THE GOODS.

In stock, a large assortment of

DRESS GOODS

—m——. y
Poplms. Cotton Cashmeres, Canton Cords,
Mdms, Plaids, Cllepe de Chene, Serges,

EXESXESESSNEEXE ==

GARNEAU LIMITED,

Whe" mmmumz&m Duckworth Streeh.
_ Phone
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Bought at Last

offer at

as prices will positively b
Furniture within the nex
It consists of :(—

Sideboards, E:
Bureaus & Si

in various sizes and
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Corner Water
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Foreign Minis-




