would not. Don't wear it there.

I Wait!? - . A

A Milligg_aiiress;

Gountess Westerleig.

CHAPTER V.
(Concluded’)
“Take it all,” peremptorily.
“No,” he said; “only the shilling.
¥m not so poor as all that. And see
here; I don’t think I shall need to
spend the shilling even,ianyh‘(yw. 1
mean to keep it until the last—until
I've spent every other coin I've got.
Yes; 1 intend to take care of this,
Miss Nora. It shall be' a little sou-
~ venir.”

“What's that?” she asked.

“Oh! a keepsake, a
‘Whenever 1 look at, I shall
ber the Witches' Caldron and Mis:
Nora Trevanion, who wanted to givc

reminder.
remem-

me all hex Jmoney.”
“You mll not forget me?’ she saic

in a low voice. “Are you sure'
~When you get to London, into all the

crowds of people and among the
rows and rows of houses, you wili
not be able to remember me and the
cottage.”
‘“Ohy, ves, I shall!” he.'said. “See
here.” e Y
He took out his sportsman’s knife
with its blades, and

opening the

innumearble
thick awl
piercilng ,leather. began to bore a
"hole"in the shilling.

“What are you doing?”’ she asked,
bending down, and so closely to him
that he could feel her breath on his
cheek and a tress of her hair against
his temple.

He looked up with his short laugh.

e | am‘going to make a hole in it
and thread it on my watch-chain.”

Her red, soft lips made a gesture
of rejection.

“No; -every one will see it, and—
and will ask you where you got it and
why you wear it, and you will have
to tell them about this place; and
you promised aunt and me that you

TWO WOMEN
SAVED FROM
OPERATIONS

By Lydia E.Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound —Their
Own Stories HereTold.

Edmonton Alberta, Can. —**1 thmk
it i§ no more than right for me to thank
you for what your kind advice and Lydia

. E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound have
done for me.

““When I wrote to you some time ago I
was a very sick woman suffering from
female troubles. I had organic inflam-

. mation and could not stand or walk any
_distance. = At last I was confined to my
bed, and the doctor said ‘I would have

_ to go through an operation, but this I
- refused todo. A friend advised LydiaE.
 Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, and
- mow, after using three bottles of it, I
feel like a new woman. I most heartily

i | recommend your medicine to all women
w‘hosnfermth female troubles. Ihave

“also taken Lydia E. Pinkham’s Liver
Pills, and think they are fine. I will
ver be without the medicine in the

*&me._"—-ﬁllu. FrANK EMSLEY, 903 Col- |
 Alberta. 8 ‘excange, -1 that you won't rorget

; m Ncb.-—-".l’nitnﬁur my mar-

used forf{

She put her hand in her pocket and
drew out a narrow red ribbon.

ness of a young child. “I keep it to
tie up my hair when the wind blows
too hard.”

“Then you'll. want it,” said Vane.
she insisted; “I can tie it
up with string. It does not matter.”
“All right.” marveling
at her inmocence and ignorance of

“No, no,”
said © Vane,

even the meaning of coquetry.
While he was putting the awl
through the coin, she still bent over,
watching him. A dreamy look came
into her eyes, her whole expression
softened, and unconsciously she be-
gan to sing under her breath, just
as a bird sings, from sheer happi-
ness and delight in her life.

Vane listened in silence. He and
she, the boat, the blue autumn sky,
the waves, made an idyl, if they had
Vane did net
know even'the meaning of the word
“jdyl,” and she—ah, well, she did not
know why she felt happier than ever
she had felt in her life before; why
something seemed to make music in

only known it; but

her heart; why everything—the sea.
the sky, the gulls that
1bove them—had suddenly become so
wright and beautiful.

Vane looked up at last and met her
with a soft

skimmed

:yes dwelling on bim
ireaminess: they lowered themselves
yut not with shame.
“There,” he said,
siddled shilling. “Done at last.”
“Give it to me,

holding up the

and she
In doing

she said;
aught it from his fingers.
o the coin fell.
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“Halloo, that was your fault,” said
Vane.

She swept to her knees and hunted
for it,;and he did likewise, their
heads close together.

“It is lost already,” she said, with
something between a laugh and a
sigh, “and now you will forget. A No:
here it is!” She broke off with a
laugh. She passed the ribbon through
the hole and swung it to and fro.
“Where will you hide it?” she said,
meditatively.
He undid the
waistcoat.

“Put it round my neck, please,” he
said. “It will be safe there.”

She leaned forward and passed the

ribbon over his head. Her small
hand unwittingly touched his neck:
She dropped the ribbon and drew
back with a little quick breath, and
a strange, halt-wonderlng look in her
eyes, as if the touch had thrilled her.
Vane saw nothing of this sudden
shrinking, as he methodically stowed
the shilling away under his waistcoat
and patted -the spot where it lay.

“There you' are, Miss Nora, and I'll
Keep  my word, remember. I won't
spend it until I've spent every other
penny I've got, and ‘I can’t very well
forget the Witches’ Caldron while
the shllllng les snug and warm in
its place. By the way'—he laughed
paath onght to give you ‘something in

top button of his

fmer |5

She shook her head. g
“4NG)” sha_'; 'ald.‘ with slmple direct- |
neps,, "I@bp?t necessary. I shall not
forget.””

Batter *nof.’ “he . tllought. <Her'

,mnt iouzd not llkg it"and after all,

“Thread it on this,” she said, with|
b+ ¢ £ 1
hxe ~serious innocence. and earnest-

:mall gift in the purest innocence,
and so he would accept it. =
‘Let this be said for Vane ’l‘empest:
‘hat in this, the figxst act of Nora's
life’s tragedy, he meant no evil.
“What wad that you were singing
just now, Mias Nora?’ he asked, pre-
sently.
He had dropped back again full
length in the boat,
arms pillowing his head, his hand-
some face turned up to the sky.
“Was I singing? 1 dido't know.
What was it—'Three - Fishers Went
Sailing’?” .
She hummed it, sung it, l'ﬂﬂl(ﬁ‘, in
. sweet, low tone, every word as dis-
inct and clear as a bird’s note.
“Oh, that’s first-rate,”

pprovingly;

suppose, the poor fellows
rowned.”
“In winter 1 bave
aid, dreamily.

“It must be rough hcxe in winter?”
he said.

She nodded gravely.

“l should like to see it,”

neditatively. “I might run

ome back, or as good as thag”
“No,” she murmured,
wdibly.
now.” -

As she spoke, the happy light lef

vivered. Vane saw nothing.

1e threatening tears. Then sudden

1 low ery.

sager look in her eyes. ~
“What is it—what’s

1e asked.
She pointed.

hey might be overheard.
Vune strained his eyes.
“Yes, 1 can see it,” he said.

1ing us down, is there?”

aughed.
‘mile from his.

wa—is -the matter?” he exclaimed.

nust get there first—we musti

from it to the other boat, and then
ound the sea- line with a qmck com-
prehensive gaze.

“Why must we

Headaches and

ervous Prostration of Three Years'
Stariding Cured a Year Ago by Dr.
Ghnaes Nerve Food.

2 who ‘nows the discourage-

helpleuneu of nervous prostra~

williappreciate the gratitude felt
e writer of this letter.

H. C. Jones, Scotch Lake,

1 “I suffered from nerv-

; with:
heart. -After consulting tvo daet:;l,,

,wlﬂout obtaining satisfactory

I beganithe use of Dr. Chase
treatment. It is

Vug ﬁnséred hls ring, but paused. ;

m’v :

"."breeze
S blm\ 1ike - hunlcane"'

with his folded |

-

said Vane,
“that’s what I call a
Jretty song—rather mournfut, though
did get

stood on “the
each and scen them washed in,” she

he said,
down
-——"  He pulled up. “Oh, I forgot.
promised your aunt that I wouldn’t

almﬁ_'_t -
“You will not .come back, 1
er face, her eyes clouded, her lips
A silence fell upon them; the cloud
n her eyes grew moist; she put up
er hand almost fiercely to dash away

v she sprung to her feet, and utteped

Vane, startled, raised his llcad,'amﬁ;
saw her gazing westward, with “an

the matter?”

“Do you see that boat?”’ she said,
n a low voice, as if she were afraid

“What
bout it? There’s no fear of its run-
and . he

She turned to him with an expres-
sion on her face which drove the

“What on earth —or rather on the

She put the boat about, and slgned
t¢ bim, almest with an air.of com-

mand, to luff the sail, and glanced

get thefg '.ﬁlfst;":

despair which accompanies’

-Food, and was completely -cux::m :

; asked Vane, p-ylng due attention to

hc sail,> %

b { cant tell - you, shé {w.ld “l

‘, ’ﬁust not. Dont aak You are not to|.

know.. Haul the gall dheqt tighter.
That's better. We are .. Betting | the
on, lf it would ouly blow—

. Vane starcd at her. The dreamy.

pensive maid had become transform-
€a luto a wild Norse kings daughter.

| There ‘was a “battle” written large in

the glorious eycs and on the suddenly
paled cheek and tightened lips.

‘Do you think: we shall do it?” he
asked, as the boat sped on shore-
ward.

“We must,” “It 1is
my fault.. She told me to watch, and
I forgot all about it—I forgot every-

she answered.

4 thing!”

The delicate lines came into her
forehead, and she swept her hair
back with:-her hand with the impa-
i¢nt, half-fierce gesture he had no-
ticed once or twice before.
“] fancy the wind is getting up,”
‘he said; after another pause, during
which he had been watching the
other boat and saw that she was mak-
‘ng for the same point as themselves.
Man loves a chase - of any Kkind.
Vane's heart began to warm up to the
work in hand.
lt will' “be a close race, - Miss
Nora,” he said. : -
“If it would oixly blow,”
ered. “'l‘hcy don't know the chan-
They will be

she mut-

ael; they can't land.
trowned!” E

She eel her teeth hard.

“They appear to be mno friends of
-ours,” he said, with a smile.

She shook her beacl.

“Can't you give her more sail?”

Vane shook his head.

“Not another inch,” he replied.

She lcoked up at the sky.

“There is wind coming,”
“But. it will -be too late.”

“I don't -,know that,” said Vane;
‘and a few minutes. afterwards the
reeze did stiffen.

she said.

She uttered a faint cry of delight
s the .-boat flew through the waves,
¥1~ gunwale almost touching the
‘oam.

: “I,et me take the:-helm,” he said.
She waved her hand in the nega-
tive. -

“No, no! ' We are gaining. Do you
ee? Loek!"”
He looked and saw _that, though

he, pursuing boat was drawing near-

v, Nora's was still ahead: Presently
¢ saw that there were four men in
he other craft, and he thought he
aught the shimmer of a gold band
m the cap of the man at the helm.

“Look heré, Miss Nora,” he " said,
aimly, iy you are afraid of those

‘ellows for some reason of your own,
»hy not put the boat back and make
They - are more
“eavily laden than we are, and it fsn't
s fast a boat, T'should say.”
She shook her head.
“You deon't understand,” she said,
-1 n a low, troubled voice. “We must
ot home—home before they come.”
“All right,” he said.
‘ou to tell me anything, and 1 only
yvant you to understand - this, that
you and 1 are literally in the same

or the open sea?

“I don’t want

“They are making for the beach,” | boat, and that 1 will do anything you
she said, in the same low voice. “We

ell me—Just that.”
She looked at him.

“No; no! * You must know nothing.
if they ask you, you -will tell the

cruth, that you know nothing. Ah!”

The man at the helm in the other
boat stood up “and shouted. Nora's
ayes flashed in a defant,
smile.

“What did he say?” asked Vnne
“He called out to me te stop,” she-
said, grimly.

Vane smiled.

“The boat. sped on.
Nora’s - bosom. heaving, her
clinching, her eyes flashing.

. “We_shall dé it!” she - ey
He nodded i G . ,1
Presently they reached the en-
trance. to xhe channel,

“If it was only dark,” she breath-
ed, “not & man on the coast:would
dare follow us—not a man. But they
wlll‘lee “the way we take, and follow
us; t.hoy are clever enough for that. |
'>I0wer the sail the n_;oment—-—the very |

Vane saw

mocking |-

hand |
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