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Trist did not attempt to blind
himself as to the difficulties attend-
ing his strange undertaking, but he
was jxrepared to face them courage-

ously.
' If,” he said to himself, “I can
only fiind him . sober I will

manage tfie rest.”

Kte called a hansom, and drove to
the club of which the books showed
a subscription as due from Captain

Hfciston. In return for this privi-
lege its doors were still thrown
open to the disgraced soldier. Care-

ful inquiries at the door elicited the
information that Huston had beom
there.

"lie was took he went away
with a friend a good half-hour ago,
sir,” the pox-ter added, with a curi-
ous smile.

The smile did not escape the ques-
tioner’s glance, and in consequence
of it, Trist went upstairs to the
smoking room. Hie was not a mem-
ber of the club, but his name was a
power in military circles.

Upon inquiry at the door, Trist
made the discovery that the porter
had fortunately been asked to give
tbe direction to the driver of the

cab in which Houston! had been taken
away.

In his calm way he suddenly de-
termwied to follow Huston. i He
lighted a cigar at the spirit-lamp
ajrfixed to the door-post, and then
called a cab.

There was a considerable delay in
the Strand, where the traffic was

much
pouring
fusion,

ening &h'o,uts

econgested owing to the out-

theatres. Amidst the con-
the roar of traffic, the deaf-
of drivers, policemen,
and runners with latest editions of
evening papers, Trist sat forward,
with his arms upon the closed door
of -the hansom, and enjoyed his ci-
gar.

At .length the driver escaped into
a narrow street, and, turning sharp-

ly to the right, drew up before a
tall narrow house, hearing, on a
dinjfy lamp above the door, the leg-
end "No. 32, Private Htotel.” A

hopeless waiter, with shuffling sjxoes
and a shirt-front of uncertain ante-
cedents, ans'wered the summons of a
melancholy boll, which seemed to
tinkle uindcr strong protest, and as
briefly as possible.

"Captain Htusto-n  living here?”
inquired Trist.

"Yess'r. Er you the doctor?”
The war correspondent hesitated

for a moment. Then he stepped in-
to the narrow hall.

“Yes.” he said.

“Egot it bad this time, sir,
voluirfcerod the waiter, with melc.n-
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resources, he had found himself in
many strange situations during his
short thirty years. He had made
the best, of more than one awkward
dilemma by going straight ahead in
his patient, steady way. He listen-
ed to the stertorous breathing of the
sick man, and never thought of his
own fatigue. There was no sugges-
tion of complaint in his mind that
his evening of pleasure should have
had such an unpleasant finish.

As he sat and thought, the fire-
light flickered rosily upon his face,
it gleamed in his wormuily eyes,
glowed upon his broad high fore-
head. He was quite absorbed in his
reflections, and never glanced to-
ward the bed which was within the
deep crimson shadow. He judged
from the heavy respiration that
Huston was asleep; in this, how-
ever, he was mistaken. The ex-
soldier lay on his back, but his
face was turned toward the fire, and
his bloodshot eyes were wide open.
His lips moved restlessly, but no
sound came from them beyond the
strong indrawing of the sodden air.
His wavering glance wandered from
Trist’'s head to his feet, restless and
full of an insatiable hatred. Upon
the dirty white coverlet his fingers
moved convulsively, as if clutching
and losing hold of soinnvthing by
turns. >

Presently there was a soft knock
at the front door, and Trist rose
from his chair. His watch was
over; the hospital nurse had arriv-
ed, with her soft brave eyes, her
quick fearless fingers. As he left
the room, Trist turned and glanced
toward the bed. Huston lay there
with clo«od eyes, unnaturally still.

Then the war correspondent left
the room oil tiptoe. No sooner had
the door closed than the sick man’s
eyes opened. There was a peculiar
shifty light in the expanded pupils,
and the man’s horrible lips moved
continuously. Ho sat up in bed.

"Ah!” he mumbled thickly;
know him. That's the man
that’'s the man who’'s in love
my wife.”

The fire rose and fell with
crackle—for Trist had drawn the
coals together noiselessly before
leaving the room.—and in the semi-
darkness a strange unsteady form
moved to and fro.

"I know him,”
rible voice, “and ,
shoot him.”

There was a slight sonr.d ns if a'
drawer were being searched in a ta-
ble or piece of furniture which was
not qiiite firm upon its base, and a
moment later the door was opened
without noise. In the passage a

"1
with

merry

mumbled the hor-
I'm going to

chJoly efOusion. single jet of gas burnt mournfully,
“What?"’ and threw a flood of light through
"D. T., sir.” tlie open doorway.
Trist nodded his head shortly, Upon the threshold stood Huston,
and laid aside his hat. quaking and swaying front side to
"Teike me to his room, please,” he side. In his trembling fbigers he
said. held a large Colt's revolver of the
The waiter shuffled on in front, cavalry pattern. The tips of the
and the young fellow followed him conical bullets peeped from the
up the dingy stairs, walking lightly chambers threateningly. His
where the polished knots of pine- clumsy hands were fumbling with
wood peeped through the clammy jthe hammer, which was stiff and
oilcloth. " Jdeeply sunk within the lock; the
The doctor came, and stayed long-l light was bad. He raised the pistol
er than he could conscientiously closer to his swimming eyes, and the
spare out of his busy life. It was !barrel, gleaming blue and brown al-
half-past one o’'clock in the morn- ternately, wavered in the air.
ing before he went away, leaving The next instant there was a ter-
Trist alone with Huston, to whom rific report through the silent bouse.
sleep had come at last. Before * * * * * *
leaving he promised, however, to A moment later Tiist arid the

send an experienced nurse.

The war correspondent sat in a
deep leather-covered arm-chair be-
fore tlie smoldering fire, contemplat-
ing his own shoes. A man of many
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nurse were at the head of the stairs;
they had raced up side by side. The
woman seized a worn sheepskin mat

that lay at the door cf an empty
bedroom, and, drawing her skirts
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illustrated 11 the Case of Mr3. Tumer-, Who Was Thoroughly R
stersri By tha Use of This Sraat Food Qures

The human body is composed of
certain elements, such as iron, pot-
ash, lime, scda, magnesia, etc., and

feature replaces wasted cells and tis-
BUps by extracting these elements
from the food we eat. Consequently’
errors in diet, insufficiency oi food or
failure of the digestive organs to
properly perform their work are
among tho most usual causes of dis-
ease.

Or.ce the system is weak, run down
or exhausted tho natural process of
reconstruction is tediously slow, usu-
ally slower than tlie wasting pro-
cess, and the end can only be physi-
cal bankruptcy and collapse.
Tt is just at this point that Dr.
phase's Nerye Food proves its won-
ferful power as an assistant to ria-
hire. tin's great food cure contains
Lh condensed pill form the very elo-
tneRts required by nature to revital-
ize and build up the system. These
Immediately enter the blood stream,
and through the medium of ihe cir-
culation al the blood end the nerv-
Dus system carryestrength aud vigoi
to each aud every organ of tlie body.

lire. F. Turner. 830 Aylmer Street,
Peterborough, Ont.. and whose hus-
band is employed at the Hamilton
foundry, states;

Ilor some months past | found
myself growing very nervous, and
Igradually becoming a victim of

isleeplessness and subject to frequent
attacks of nervous headache. About
six weeks ago | began using Dr.
Chase's Nerve Food and cannot
speak too highly of this medicine. 1
can sleep well now. the headaches
have entirely disappeared, and | be-
lieve that my system generally lias
been much improved by the use of
this treatment.”

Nervous prostration and exhaus-
tion. headaches, dyspepsia, di??.y and
fainting spells, paralysis, locomotor
ataxia, feelings of weakness, dapros-
sion and despondency arts readily
overcome by this treatment,, work-
ing. as it does, hand in hand with
nature. Though gradual, the results
are all the more certain and lasting,
and by noting your increase in
weight ypu can prove to your satis-
faction that new, Arm flesh and tis-
sue 7s being added. Dr. Chase'*
jNerve Food fifty cents a box, eix
boxes for $2.50. At all dealers, or
jBdmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto.
ITo protect you against imitations,
the portrait and signature oi Dr. A.
iW. Chase, the famous rocipt book
iauthor, are on every box.

aside, knelt down and raised tbe
mutilated face.
“Don’'t let it run on the floor,”
ahe gasped, “it is so horrible!”
They were both old hands and
callous enough to be very quick. By
the time that the startlad household

was aroused, the dead man (for the

great bullet had passed right
through his brain) was laid upon
his bed, and Trist had already gone

for tlie doctor.

“No one must go in,” said the
nurse, standing upon tho threshold
and barring the wa™. “He is dead
There is nothing to be done. Wait
until the docor comes.”

Presently Tript returned, bringing
with him the surgeon and police in-
spector. They all went into tbhe
room together and closed the door.
Trist turned up the gas and watched
the movements of the s-urgeon, who
was already at the bedside.

“Where is the bullet?” as'ked
inspector.

“In the woodwork of the door,”
answered Trist.

the

The doctor left the bedside and
came into the middle of the room,
standing upon the hearthi*ug with
his back toward the fire.

“1 should be of opinion,” he said,

“that was an accident.”

The inspector nodded his head,
and looked from the nurse to Trist.

“Does anybody,” he asked, "know
who he is, or anything about him?”

“1 know who he is and all about
him,” answered the wax correspond-
ent.

Notebook in hand, the inspector
glanced keenly at the speaker.

“ And . who are . you?”
asked, writing.

“Theodore Trist.”

“Ah!” murmjjrod the doctor.

The inspector drew himself up arid
continued writing.

“Do you know, sir, what he was
doing with the pistol? Had he any
intention of using it Upon himself or
upon any other?”

Trist looked
calmly.

T do not know,”

it

he

at his questioner

he answered.

CHAPTER XX.

Like ono in a dream Theodore
Trist passed out into the narrow
street somewhat later. It was
nearly three o'clock in the morn-
ing; the ball was scarcely over, and
yet to this unimaginative man it
seemed ages since he had spoken
with William Hicks, listening in a

to the swinging waltz
miusic all the while. When he reach-
ed his quiet rooms, he was almost
startlad at the sight of his own
dress-clot.hes, spotless shirt front,
and unobtrusive flower. He had
quite forgotten that these garments
of pleasure were beneath his over-
coat. His night's work had not
been in keeping with dress-clothes.

“1 will think,” he said to him-
self, "how it is to be broken to
everybody to-morrow.” And with
great serenity he went to bed.

vague way

It has not hitherto been mentioned
that Mrs. Wylie possessed one or
two vice:; of a comparatively harm-
less description. The most promin-
ent of these was unpunctuality at
the breakfast table. This is a most
comfortable vice, and quite in keep-
ing with the placid and easy-going
nature of the lady.

Brenda, being of a more active na-

ture, was usually down first, and
the fact cf having been out to a
ball the night, before rarely acted as

a deterrent. It thus came about
that she was alone at the breakfast
table when Trist was announced. It
was a dainty, womanly little meal
set out. on the snowy cloth, and as
yet untouched. Brenda was in the act
of opening the newspaper when Trist
entered the room. She did not re-
member until afterward that, as he

shook hands, he took the journal
from her and laid it aside. Per-
haps she noted the action at the
time, but he was never in the habit
of acting just like other men, and
the peculiarity of this little move-
ment did not. strike her sufficiently
to remain upon her memory as a
distinct incident.

“Ah!” she said gaily, “you think

it prudent to strike while the iron
is hot-—I being the iron. I am not
red-hot, but quite warm enough to

be unpleasant, and just too hard to
be struck. Please explain why you
never claimed the three dances you
asked me to keep?”

Trist smiled in his gravest way—
a mere reflection of her bright
gaiety.

“That is what | came to ex-
plain,” he said.

He passed her standing at the ta-
ble, and went toward the fire. There
he drew off his gloves in a peculiar-

ly thoughtful manner.

“Theo,” said Brenda, “have you
had breakfast?”

“Yes, thanks!”

fffis manner was habitually mis-
leading, and it was quite impossible
for her to s-ee that he hatl bad news
to impart.. His strong, purposeful
hands were always steady, which is

S'onuwhat exceptional; for the fingers
betray emotion when the eyes are
dumb.
“Rather,”
“than break

she continued lightly,
my faith to you, |
planted myself, so to speak, among
the wall flowers, where I was con-
tent to bloom in solitude.”

“Through the whole dance?”
asked meaningly.

“Well . not quite.  Wfiien |
was satisfied that you were not
there, 1 danced with someone else.”

Me smiled, and said nothing.

Brenda moved one or two things
upon the breakfast table-—things
which in no way required moving.
I For the first time in her life ahe was
Ibeginning- to feel ill at ease with
" LLis man. For the first time she

he

dreaded vaguely to hear him speak,
because she was not sure that he
was at ease himself.

At last he began, and there wae a
strange thrill in his voice, as if it
were an effort to open his lips.

“It has been my fate
Brenda, to be with you or near you
during most of the incidents in your

life here he paused.
“Yes,” she murmured unsteadily.
"1 have,” he continued, “perhaps,

use to you. 1
times

been of some small
have been happy enough at

to tell you good news, and .
once or twice | have been the mes-
senger of evil. Now .. ."”
“Now,” interrupted Brenda sud-
denly, as she came toward him, for

a light had broken upon her —“now

you have bad news, Theo? Surely
you are not afraid of telling it to
me!”

“1 don't exactly know,” he an-

swered slowly, laying his hand up-
on the white fingers resting u’pon
his sleeve, ‘'whether it is good news
or bad. Huston is dead!”

She had continued smtiling bravely
into his eyes until the last words
were spoken, then suddenly she turn-
ed her face away. He watched tho
color fade from ber cheek, slowly
sinking downward until her throat
wvas like marble. Then sihe with-
drew her hand deliberately from his
touch, as if there hald been evil in
it. After a moment she burned
again and looked keenly at him with
wondering, horror-stricken eyes.

“Then,” she murmured monoton-
ously, “Alice is a widow.”

It was a strange thing to say,
and she had no definite conception
of the . train of thought prompting

the remark. He looked at her in a
curious, puzzled way, like a man
whio is near a truth, but fears to
prove his proximity.

“Does she know?” shle asked sud-

denly', rousing herself to the neces-
sity of prompt action.

“ No. I have not your aunt's ad-
dress in Cheltenham.”

Brenda looked at the clock upon
the mantelpiece, a reliable mechan-
ism, which kept remarkable time
considering its feminine environ-
ments.

“Mrs. Wylie will be here in a mo-
ment; we will then consider about
the telegram. In the meantime

. tell me when it happened, and
how?”

“1t happened at two o’clock
morning . suddenly.”

Brenda looked up at the last
word, although it was spoken quite
gently.

“ Suddenly
“Yes. It .
with a revolver
The man’s gontle,

this

o
he shot himsolf
by accident!”

inscrutable eyes

fell before Brenda’'s gaze. He mov-
ed uneasily, and turned away, ap-
parently much interested in the or-

naments upon the mantelpiece.
“Were you present at the time?”

“No. I was downstairs. He was
in his bedroom.”

“Tell me,” said, the girl mechanic-
ally, "what was he doing with the
revolver?”

Trist turned slowly and faced her.
There was no hesitation in his

glance now; his eyes looked straight

into hers with a deliberate, calm
meaning. Then he shrugged his
shoulders.

“Who knows?” he murmured, still

watching her face.

When at length Brenda turned
away she pressed her lips together
as if to moisten them, and there
was a convulsive movement in her

throat. They understood each oth-
er thoroughly.

“There will, of course,” said Trist
presently, “be an inquest. It s,
however, quite clear that, being left
for a moment alone, he rose from

his bed in a fit of temporary in-
sanity, and having possessed himself
of a revolver (possibly for suicidal
purposes), he shot himself by acci-
dent.”

Brenda had crossed the room
the window, where si.3 stood
her back toward her companion.

“Yes!” she mjurnvurod absently.

She was swaying a little from
side to side, and her face was rais-
ed in an unnatural way. Trist
stood upon the hearthrug, with his
elbow resting on the mantelpiece.
He was watching her attentively.

to
with

“1 have,” he said somewhat hasti-
ly, as if it were an after-thought,
“some influence with the newspa-
pers.”

Of this she took absolutely no
notice. It would appear that she
had not heard his voice. Then
Trist moved restlessly. After a mo-
nwnt's hesitation he lifted his arm
from the mantelpiece with the ap-

parent intention of -going toward
her. He even made two or three
steps in that direction — steps that
were inaudible, for his tread was
esingularly light. Then the door
opened, and Mrs. Wylie came into
the room.

“Theo!” said the lady, with rath-
er less surprise than might have

been expected.

In a moment she had perceived
that there was something wrong. The
very atmosphere of the room was

tense. These two strong young peo-
ple had either been quarreling or
making love. Of that Mrs. Wylie

was certain. Her entrance had per-
haps been malapropos; but she could
not go back now. Moreover, she
was the sort of woman who never
errs in retreating. Her method of
fighting® the world was from a
strong position calmly held, or by a
steady, sure advance.
“Gtood-morningl Theo!” she said,
with that deliberate eheeriness which
is the deepest diplomacy. "This is
an early visit. Have you come to
discover the laziness of the land?”
“No,” answered Theo simply.
Then he turned and looked toward
Brenda in a way which plainly said

AFTER OTHER HELP FAILED

Dr. Williams’ Pink Fills Restore 9
Young Lady to Full Health
and Strength.

Doctors and nurses reooonmend Dr.

Williams' Pink Pills because they
have seen their wonderful power to
make new, rich, red blood, and to
cure all diseases due to poor blood
or weak nerves. Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills are not a common medicine.
They do not. purge and weaken.
They contain 110 poisonous drugs.
They are s«fe, sure, simple, stimu-
lating and scientific. That is why

these pills should be taken by all
who are weak, bloodless, nerveless
and sickly. Here is a bit of very
positive proof of the wonderful pow-
er to conquer disease which Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills possess: Miss
Esther E. Lewis, Lynn, N. S., says:
“At the age of sixteen my health

failed me completely. At that time
I was attacked by la grippe, whioh
was followed by measles, from t'ho
after effects of which I was left in a
deplorable condition. | became very
pale, suffered from headaches, dizzi-
ness and want of appetite. I tried
several medicines, but they did me
no good; on tihe contrary | was
growing weaker and finally becamo
to bad that | would take spells of
lineariseiousness lasting from fifteen

minutes to an hour at a time, and |
had become so weak that | could
hardly move about. At this stags
1 was advised to try Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills, and | have good reason

bo bless the day | began their use.
| had only taken them a few weeks
when | began to recover and under
their continued use for some tim»
longer | fully regained my former
good health. I will be glad if my
exfperience will be of benefit to somq
other poor sufferer.”

When buying the Pills see that, thq

full narrw> “Dr. Williams' Pink Pills
for Pale People,” is printed on the
wrapper around each box. Sold bj

all dealers or sent by mail at 51
cents a bopr or six boxes for $2.50
by writing the Dr. Williams' Medi>
cine Co., Brockville. Ont.

that sfhe was expected to come for
ward into the breach he had effect-
ed.

Brenda came.
not so grave as Trisrt's,
were colorless.

“Theo has- come,”

Her face wai
but her lips

she said, "witl

bad news. We must telegraph to
Alice at once. Alfred Houston had

. . an accident last night.”

"W hat?” inquired Mrs. lie,
turning to Trist.

"He is deadr—he shot himself by
accident,” replied the war corres-
pondent.

Mrs.  Wylie walked to the fire-
place.

“Let me think,” she said, jinlf to

herself, “what must be done.”
She knew that Trist was watch-
ing her, waiting for his instructions

in his emotionless, almost indifferent
way. Then the widow met his gaae.
Sho made a scarcely perceptible
movement toward the door with her
eyelids. With a slight nod he sig-
nified his comprehension of the sig-
nal.

“1 must,” he said, “go back now
to to Huston's . roofiiB. Will
you communicate with Alice?”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Wylie simply.

Without further explanation he
went toward the door, glancing at
Brenda as he passed. Mrs. Wylie
followed him.

“We tire better without you just
now,” she whispered in the passage.
"Write me full particulars, and wait

to hear from me before you come
back.”
(To Be Continued).
SATISFIED MOTHERS.
When sales are large and increas-

when customers are satisfied to
the extent of continuing to buy tha
same remedy, then it must be ad-
mitted tbat the remedy has real
merit. Baby's Own Tablets occupy
this enviable position. Mothers
having once tried them seldom fail
to duplicate the order — no other
remedy for children can truly claim

ing,

as much. Concerning the Tablets
Mr. C. W. Stradford, (general deal-
er), North Williamsburg, ont.,
writes: “Baby's Own' Tablets have

a large sale, and every purchaser is
more than satisfied. We use them
for our baby and have found thsm

all thiat is claimed for them.”
Baby’'s Own Tablets cure colic,
indigestion, consl ipation, diarrhoea,
simjile fevers and all the minor ilia
of little ones. They make baby
bright, active and happy and a joy

to the home. Sold by druggists or
will be sent by mnil at 25 cents a
box by writing the Dr. Williams’

Medicine Co., Brockville." Ont.

Mother (reading telegram)—''Henr;,

telegraphs that the game is over
and he came out of it with three
broken ribs, a broken nose, and four

teeth out.”
who won?”
say.” Father

Father (eagerly)-—“ And
Mother—*“He doesn’t
(impatiently)—"Con-
found it all! That boy never thinks
of anybody but himself! Now I'll
have to wait until 1 get the morn-
ing paper.”

To prore to yon th'it Dr.

Chase's OiutuiBnt is mcurtain

and absolute cure far each

aru evsrj- form of itching;,

ble?dinfaTnl protni®inpr piles,

th# raanijfa-jt. TTrf.- - liavo srnarantecdSee tns-
timoniais in tli0 daily press nn>i <ssk you tir.cij.

borawh?.tthe; think of.it, Ton cap. us3 it ar-

rour money bsr-ic if act eiired. bOc a bov. at

ail dealers or Edkanfon,Bates S Co0.,Toronto*
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