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CHAPTER XXX.
A STRANGE MEETING.

Darrel laughed as he stretched him-
self out ebediently,' remarking apolo-
getically, “Abdurmahn and I get on
very well as long as I refrain from
shaking his conviction thaf he has a
kind of orphan child to take care of.”

In less than five minutes he was
fast asleep. The stranger, -not so
tired as his rescuer and host, lay with
open eyes, which rested with rather
a strange expression - on the stars
which shone through the mouth of the
cave. Suddenly Darrel stirred in his
sleep and uttered a word—one word
only.

The man beside him
raised himself on his elbow, to find
Abdurmahn's flerce eyes flaming
through the darkness at him; and,
knowing that if he made a movement
which ,the Afridi might deem suspic-
fous, he would probably never make
another, he dropped down again,

When Darrel woke he found the
stranger sitting up and regarding
him with intense gravity.

“Good sleep?’ he asked. “I won-
der whether you will think me intrus-
ive if 1 ask you your name?”

“Not at all,” sald Darrel, stifling a
yawn and stretching himself. “My
name's Frayne—Darrel Frayne.”

“1 thought so,” observed his com-
panion ealmly, “I knew your father,
and now that I can see you, T see that
you resemble him.”

“You—Kknew—my father?” sald
Darrel sharply. ‘“Who—what is your
name, sir?”

“Bradley Drayle,” was the quiet re-
ply.

Darrel sprang to his feet, his sud-

started and

. _den movement causing Abdurmahn to
~” spring toward them, knife in hand.

“Bradley Drayle!” echoed Darrel,
--in a husky voice, for the poor fellow
was almost certain that he- was
dreaming; ‘Bradley Drayle!
then you are Cynthia’s father!”
Drayle nodded with his pleasantly
“.cynical smile.
“Yes. The world is a small place.
“You have heard the remark before,

no doubt, Here are you and I on a
hillside in the great Goola Pass; we

meet as strangers; you have savad

Could Not
~ Digest His Food

Suffered For Years From Indigess
- tion Until Cured by Dr. Chasels
Kidney-Liver Pills.

Mr. J. D. S. Barrett.

1f you suffer from chronjc indiges-
tion, forget about the stomach and
pay attention to the condition of the
liver and bowels. Ten to one that
is where the real trouble lies.

The liver gets sluggish and fails to
filter the bile ‘from the blood, the
bowels Lecome constipated and the
Wwhole digestive system is upset,

3 As to cure, you cannot do better
than to read of Mr. Barrett's
experience with .Dr, Chase’s Kidney-

. Liver Pills, There is no treatment
80 prompt and thoroughly effective.

Mr. J. D. 8. Barrett, Nelson, B, C.,
and formerly of Twillingate, INfid.,
writes:—*“For several years I was . a
great sufferer from indigestion.. The
least bit of food caused me consider-
able trouble and often I could scar-
cely eat a meal a day. = The many
reniedles I tried proved futile until in

1906 I began the use of Dr. Chase's

) iver Pﬂls..xand after using.

eight 3 I was completely

‘time I have not

th indigestion, which
‘blessing.”

Then—

my life—sorry to remind you of it—
have slept side by side—at least, you
have slept, I am glad to know—and
in the morning light we find that we

England, a place not one Englishman
in fifty thousand has ever heard of.
How do you do, Mr. Frayne?”

He held out his hand, and Darrel
caught it and pressed it. Drayle felt
the young man's hand shaking like a
Suddenly Darrel withdrew his
hand and covered his face, for he was

leaf,

well-nigh unmanned—re-
member he was weak" still—by the
Drayle looked straight in
front of him and kept silence for ¢

stunned,
meeting.
minute or so, then he said, in a low

“l understand, Frayne. The
sight of me has brought back—I -wa:

voice:

sorry, very sorry, to hear of Sir An
son's death, and—your misfortune.”

Darrel nodded, but he could not
ipeak yet. His heart was thumping
the blood was surging through his
“Cynthia’s father, Cynthia's
father!"” he repeated to himself mute-
ly.

“Can you give nie any news of my
daughter?”’ asked Drayle, as quietly
us before, and still with his eyes set
straight. !

Darrel shook his head. “No,” he
‘eplied hoarsely. “She was well wher
| saw her last, there in England, Oh
\Mr. Drayle"—his volce broke for @
moment—"1 must tell you! You
know-—she must have written to you
—I1 love her, She was all the world
I-—I losgt her! She did not
are for me. She promised to marry
ne, but she found that she did not
are enough; she wrote and told me

veins,

0 me,

30 ” His voice failed, and he
‘verted his head.

“It is not like Cynthy not to know
1er own mind, and it is still less like

Jer to change it,” said Drayle grave-
ly.

“Don’t blame her,” exclaimed Dar
rel quickly and almost angrily. “I
was a mistake, and she found it ou
in time. It was like Cynthia to face
tke truth.”

Drayle shook his head and rubbec

his eyebrow,
“[ dont understand”' he sai(
simply. “And I must admit that [ an

curious to learn the reason of he:
| action; for Cynthia, unlike most o
{ her sex, has generally a reason, and :
How
strange that you and I should be dis

good one, for her proceedings.

! cussing them, and in this place!”

{ “Of course she had a reason,” saic
! Derrel, with something between
! sigh and a groan. “But we won't tall
ioi' it, Mr. Drayle, please.”

[ “We won't,” said Drayle,
“We will forget it
it when we

lacon-
ically. until we
remember to remember
get back.”

“Forget!” cried poor Darrel, be-
tween his teeth. *That's easier said
'sir. Forget! Why, there isf’t an
[hnur of the day that I don’t think of
her; for, you see, Mp# Drayle, that I—
I love her still!” :

Drayle laid his hand upon Darrel’s
shoulder and pressed it. &

“So you told me in your sleep last
night, lad!” he said gently.
good Abdurmabn”—for Darrel’s vigi-
lant guardian had’' approached them
threatingly—“I am mnot quarrelling
with your fnaster, and I've no inten-
tion of killing him.'" Come, Darrel—
ves, it must be, ‘Darrel,; lad—we'll
mgke a bee line for England and get
Cynthia’s explanation, though I've a
shrewd notion of what it will be. You
see, l've known" our little Cynthia
longer than you have, and I'Ml venture
to go bail for her!” A

“No, my

CHAPTER XXXI.

A LOVE-INSPIRED HOPE.

. Qynthia reached the cottage. She
,walked slowly, her hand stretched out
as if she were still blind, still grop-
ing her way. . .

| Parsons saw her from an upper

window, and, with 2 ery of ' alarm,

2

| rushed down the stairs and. caught ! [

both come from a little village in old {

thia?’ she asked apprehensively, and,
as Cynthia seemed incapable of
sbeech, Parsons led her into the sit
ting room. Cynthia’s hand closed
tightly on Parsons’ arm as if she felt
the need of some support.

“l am not ill,” she said, in a dull,
mechanical way. “No; I am not ill,
and yet—have I fainted? 1 met Mr.
Sampson Burridge—he told me—what
was it he told me, Parsons? Ah!”

She remembered, and uttered the
sound of a mortally stricken person;
hen she smiled and put out both
iands as if to thrust back some dread-
'ul threat, some great calamity. “It
was only Sampson Burridge; it is not
rue—he said it to pain me, in re-
venge.”

Parsons had- deftly removed Cyn-
hia's hat, and was plying the eau de
‘ologne bottle—her panacea for!all
udden attacks of faintness, headache
nd the nervous illg of life.

“What 18 it he told you, miss?" she
sked moothingly. “Whatever it was,
‘11 be bound It was a lle. Everybody
ere hates that man and hig father;
md I've got to hate them myself al-
eady, To think that he should have
he impudence to stop you and speak
o you after being told not to.”

Cynthia had been staring  vacantly
t the floor, and suddenly she raised
er head,

“Get a telegraph
tease,” she said.

With a trembling hand she wrote:
Darrel

form, .- Parsons,

Please tell me where Mr:
rayne -is,” and was addressging it to
when the ,{eﬂection
.mote her swiftly that she- had no
ight to inquire; she had given Dar-
el up long ago! She crushed the
2legram in her hand and sat brood-
1g over the torture Sampson had in-
icted.

Was it a lie? She had heard noth-

ng of ‘Darrel; she had not had the
Jourage to ask after him, to pro:

.ord Northam

dounce the name which was engraven

on her heart; she had, since Lady
Westlake's death, scarcely read a line
n a newspaper.

She was so absorbed
eiror of the dread Sampson’s words
wad evoked that she did not hear the

WOMAN SIcK
FOR YEARS

Wants Other Women to Know
How She was Finally
Restored to Health.

in the vaguc

Hammond, Ont. — “I am in
through the Change of Life and g::s twg
years-had hot flushes very bad, head-
aches, soreness in the back of head, was
gonstipated, and had weak, nervous feel-
ings. The doctor who attended me for
& number cf years did not help me, but
I have been entirely relieved of the
above symptoms by Lydia E. Pinkham'’s
Vegetable Compound, Blood Purifier and
Liver Pills, and give_you permission to
publish my testimonial.”’ — Mrs. Lours
BEAUCAGE, Sr., Hammond, Ont.,Canada

New Brunswick,
Canada. — ““I can

Lydia E. Pinkham’s
VegetableCompound
to any suffering wo-
g7aman. -1 have taken
it for female weak-

/M ki DEVERE Bmomz:’
Harvey Bank, New

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound, made from native rootsand herbs,
contains no narcotic or harmful drugs,
mdto-d.yholds'therecorddbelngﬂw
most successful remedy for female ills.
we know of, and thousands of voluntary

this fact.
it mww"méﬁ“ Pink

ed:

highly recommend | ;

testimonials on file in the Pinkham lab- |

oratory at Lynn, Mass., seem to prove |

Every suffering woman owes |
b l.

“It is Lora 'ﬁdrthﬂm, Miss Cynthia.

Shall T tell him you are ill—ask him |
to wait?’

. But Cynthia rose and went toward |
the door, and Northam saw her as he

‘entered the little hall. ‘He stopped

short, for ‘her face was that of omne

-who is prepared for a deathblow.

Without speaking, she held out the
crushed telegram. He took it, read
it, and raised his eyes to her; and his
face was that of the man who Iis
doomed to deal the blow.

“Come inside,” he said, and he fol-
lowed her into the sitting room. “You
were going to send that? The answer
would. have been ‘I don’t know.’ 'Cyn-
thia, you will be brave. You'll bear
in mind that )nothing is. known for
certain. He was in this. last expedi-
tion—you didn't know that? I thought
not. There was fighting—won't you
sit down?’ She shook her head.

“Tell—tell me quiekly,” she said, in
a low voice. *“It is the suspense!”

He nodded and shook her hand. “A
man has come down with me, one of
the Rexfords, which Frayne joined.
He has some news, some message.”

She looked over her shoulder, and
after a moment’'s pause, as if to give
her time to summon her strength, he
turned to the window and beckoned.
A thin, worn-looking young man
came limping up the path and  stood
in_the doorway of the room.

“Come in, Dunton,” said Northam,
in a low voice. “This is Miss Drayle.
Yes, you'd better tell her now, at
once,” he added, for Dunton, shrink-
ing from his painful task, had looked
from one to the’ other aghast.

“I'm=I'm sorry to be the bearer of
bad news, Miss Drayle,” he said, al-
most inaudibly. "But-—bu.t I prom-
ised, I've—I've a message from Cap-
tain Frayne, It was Intrusted to me
the night before the attack on the
fort, you know. We exchanged mes-
sages,"

Cynthia held out her hand; it trem-
bHled no longer; her face was
but deadly white; her eyes were fix-

calm,

ed on his with an expression which
poor Dunton remembered for the rest
of his life. He placed the tiny packet
in her hand, and both turned
aside. She  undid the .wrapper and
looked down at the ring as it lay it in
her hand. Then she spoke. To their
their alarm—her
voice was as calm as her face, curi-

men

relief—and yet to

ously and unnaturally calm.
“He gave you this to give to me if
—if ‘he died, i he were killed?” she

asked,

(To be continued,)

“New Amaleur
~ Photo Department.
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We wish to announce to the Public
—both city and outports—that we
have opened a new Amateur Depart-
ment at our Studios, Water Street, and
we are now ready to take and deliver
Amateur Work at a very short notice.
(Note Price List) below and give us a
trial order.
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Printing Only.
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A Special Price for 1 dozen and 4
dozen Prints. - :

| THE TOOTON STUDIOS,

310 and 406 Water s;

Choice New Buttr,
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' Quality guaranteed.
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The Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat-
tern Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time.

9614—9455—A PRETTY BEACH OR
OUTING DRESS

For Mlisses and Small Women.

White serge with a simple finish of
stitching and ornamental self cover-
ed buttons is here shown, The design
would also look well in blue cotton
volle with red for collar and cuffs and
red covered buttons, or green ging-
ham with white trimming would be
effective. The Waist Pattern, 9614 Is
cut in b sizes: 14, 15, 16, 17 and I8
vears. The Skirt Pattern, 9455, is ent
in the same sizes. It will require €
yards of 44 inch material for a 14 year
size.

This iHustration calls for TWO
separate patterns which will be mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10c.
FOR EACH pattern in, silver or
stamps.

9602.—\ COMFORTABLE AND CON.
YENIENT MODEL.

Ladies’ Apron with or Without Pocket.

Gingham, percale, lawn, cambrie,
denim, alpaca or seersucker may be
used for this design. The waist is
gathered.to a ' pointed belti: The skirt
has three gores, and ‘is finished with
ai ample convenient pocket. The pat-
tern s cut in 3 'sizes: Small, Medium
@nd Large. ‘It requires 414 yards of
36 inch material for amedium size.

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

b
NO“o -3 il
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Name .. .. ..

Address in full:— o

% 90 00 95 08 'eves s

sese we s vin eh de BN e8 oo bu. bo e

e \
N.B.—Be ‘sure to cut out tHe illus-
tration and send with the coupon,
carefully filled out.. The pattern can-
not reach you in less than 15 days.
Price 10c. each, inscash, postal note,
P8 .Add“ t:feu Telegram Pat-

Arrived This Morning
S‘.S. NORHILDA :

100 Crates Ch. Green
FLORIDA CABBAGE
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We own and offer for sale in lots to suit pur-
chasers a block of

NOVA SCOTIA STEEL &
COAL COMPANY, Limited

6 P. C. PERPETUAL DEBENTURE STOCK.
This Debenture Stock is secured by mortgage and is iss
in denominations of $100 or multiples thereof.

After making provision for the Bonds issued, the assets ar
valued at nearly five times the amount of the Debenture Sto
issued.

The average earnings of the Company for the last th
years after payment of interest on 5 p.c. Bonds were equal
over four times the interest on the Debenture Stock outstanding

PRICE 08 AND ACCRUED INTEREST.

Prospectuses, application forms, illustrated booklets

reports will be supplied upon request,

F. B. McCURDY & CO.,,

Members Montreal Stock Exchange,

C, A. C. BRUCE, Manager. =+ +« « = « NSt John's, Nild,

The Canada Life.

In each ot the past four years the Canada Lile
has earned a LARGER SURPLUS than
before in its history.

ever

Favorable mortalty, and low expenses. the re

sult of good management, have helped.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,

St. John's.

OUTPORT BUYERS

CALL AT LARACY’S.

All their stock of
Dry Goods, Crockeryware and
Glassware is Selling off.

You can buy your spring stock very cheap

Lt AT

LARACY’S, 345 and 347 Water Streel,

Opposite the Post Office.

What it Means

To be burnt out none but the sufferers fully know!
Why not fend off such a dreadful calamity by i
surance—even for a portion of your property:

Why not come where rates are low for this pro-
tection? :

_PERCIE JOHNSON

: Mlil&’ : Insurance Agent




