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“As you have settled the matter, there
is nothing left for me to say,” returned
Clarence, gloomily.

“1 have settled it, but for one more
word or 0. I wish you to write to Miss
Haven, stating that you are pleased
over the contemplated union between
her and myself.”

"I caunot do ao, for it would be false!”
ideclared Clarence. “It would be an ar-
rant falsehood to state that I am pleas-
ed, when, on the contrary, I am most bit-
terly opposed to this maddest of all mad
marriages.”

The oid gentlemen sprang to his feet,
with tle alertness of a boy of seventeen,
l’instc-:u} of a feeble man of two and sev-
enty,

“I command you to do as I say!” he
cried furiously, shaking his forefinger
‘ominously at the pale young man who
faced him so sorrowfully.

“Anc-—T refuse!” said Clarence, in a
law, faltering voice. *“l cannot disgrace
my manhood, and my principles by writ-
ing an untruth,” he maintained.

“Again 1 repeat that 1 command you
to do =o!™ cried the banker, his fine old
face falily distorted and unrecognizable
throngh his intense rage.

“Natring on earth, not even your com-
mand. could force me to countenance
such .a monstrous union!” flashed out
Clarence, bitterly.

That was the apeech which was like a
brimstone mateh to the gunpowder of
the father's anger. The words were
spoken almost in a whisper, but they
secmed to echo like warning thunder
thro the room, and repeat themselves
over and over again during the moment
of utter silence which ensued.

Banker Neville stood motionless  and
dumib, giaring into the handsome, white,
determined face, with a baleful light in
his g1y eyes, which boded no good to
the Weman, wio met his gaze un-
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Nt ene penny will T aceept, father,”
he' L said, interrupting him haaght-
ily “Loean amd will do without it.”

Turniug he had stacoered, rather un-
steadiiy toward the He
pausced on the thy with the knob
in hi nd, and bacek,
huskily

“You
judgmert of me,
in vour
and
outs
stran_er a
can come in
ties of affection
mained unbroken
last~"

Trere was not
tenderness in the
turned him; he
with: intense despair

“Goed-by, father!” he had said, husk
ily \WHll vou not say good-by? l
am passing out of vour life forever, you
Kknow

The
heel
room
bany

By
storniy

Vot his

door,
ald
lnoked

saving,

kave 1 hard in
and harder still
I have lovel

life. and ‘it

very
1ther,

ol me,

treatment
vou all
neart

woman

reverenced

my
to

voungy

me to see
and
ud sever
should have
us while

tair
Detween us
that

between

the
re

life

one
harsh stony, set face

toward had noted that

oid banker had turned on
and waiked switly  into an inner
osing the door alter him with a

his

that. (Marence  knew  that %he
intersiew an end,
ne knew how he turned away,
Rrojpe S way the
reached the street.
+ he went he searcely remem
il that he knew was that he
on and on until the atars died
and the gray dawn of
y morning broke through the dusky
the eastern sky
one in a strange,

was at

down

clonds in

hrough the “gray
a glory of
huew a new day had begun.

ok off hat for a moment,
cool morning air might fan his

brain Looking about him in
dawn, he saw that he was en

of the little

mists, changing
crimson and  gold,

his

sy
the outskirts
Brool!
e
trie
togei e
that
sl st
Wase it
hadd tost
that this
fathe:
it
s face dropoed into his hands, and
burming tears, that were ro shame to

down tree,

facultios

an a fallen
benumbed
vhat he
nim wo little merey

gataer his
wondert

Heaven showed
ant pity

not enough to endure that
grief, the losing of the
oved so well, was addel

Inst
had

he

gave |

From this hour!
I will |

my |

walls, |

one !

this |
Neville |

his |

i neck,

had held up his hands with |

haol |

vour |

how a |

gleam of softened |

broad stair- |

bewildered |
he saw a blood-red ball of flame |

village of |
and |
had done |

he |
Parbara, the idol of his heart, |

his mar<ood, broxe through his eye-
lids, and ti-ckled through his fingers,
until at length his strong frame shook
with heart-wrung sobs.

What strange trick wae fate playing
him? But a few short months before
he had been fortime’s favorite; now
he was fickle fortune's plaything—bui-
feted about by her as she would.

For a moment, when his heart was
nearest to bursting. with the weight of
hia woe, he wished that he conld die.

Then, manfully, he shook off the hor-
rible feeling from him.

No, he could not die for the wighing,
for his time hadwot yet come. He musg

ruggle on manfully, and meet what-

te was in store for him.

For a youny man who had known ev-

*v luxury to be thrust all at once up-

his own redonrces, seemed, for the
time being, appalling.

He bad eounted nis
hindreds, gay, washing eollege fellows,
whose aim had been to shine in society’s
world—young men who were proud of
their family positions and of their in-
heritances.

Would any of these old chums receive
Lim or stand by him now that he was
penniless and an outezst from his once
palatial home? He thought not. There
waz not onc among the many to whom
he conld go for sympathy, expeciing a
glod hand to bLe hell out in welcome to
Lim.

2 wondercd vagziely what Ial: would
gay or think when she heard of his

friends by the

freed from the bomds which bound her
to begoar, as it were.

Wave after wave or sorrow swept
over liim. Then, by a great effort, he
aroused himself.

“1 will show them all that, although
T am penniless, 1 am not east down
while 1 still have my health and
strength!”

So ruminating, he arose from the fal-
len Jog. standingg in the path lesitating-
ly. meditating whether he should go
LowW.

e would not take one cent of the
money his Tather  had said he would
place in the hands of his lawyers for
him. though he starvel with hunger by
the wayside.  As he stood there, fate de-
cided the present for him Lif not the fu-
ture.

Clarenca was about to move on, iittle
caring, gittle heeding which awreetion
he took, when suddenly he was aroused
| from his reverie by the sound of a piee-
ing sereann.

Turning quickly in the direction from
wheace it proceeded, he beheld a sight
which eaused all thought of self to blot
gquickly from his mind: A young girl
flying across an adjacent field, seream-
ing with terror, while down the patch,
in full pursnit of her, tore an enraged
bull, attracted by the fluttering erimson
searf s=he wore,

Clarence Neville took in the sitnation
At a time than it
takes to tell it. he had decided upon his
{ own course of ac tion, which was to save
[ her life by imperiling his own.

With a dozen flying leaps he had
reached the young girl's side, crying
out:

“C'onrage: heln is a!
will dave yvon'”

With those words he grasped dexter-
iously the crimson searf from about her
and shouting out: “Run for your
life, and cet over the fence to the other
side.” leaped of in an opposite direction
over the fields. brandishing the red silk-
en scarf above his head.

For an instant the animal stood quite
gtill in a swdden halt, as though bewild-
ered at the person wha
flaunted the red searf which so enraged
i himy by his brilliant. glowing color flut-
tering in thee sunshine, the nest instant
the infuriated had whirled abont
and was plunging in the direction the
red, flying searf had taken, sceming to
lost sight utterly of the s reaming girl
he had been pursuing but a moment be-
fo

Ferror
il that barely
| ont her rescuer’s instractions ere
fell headlong in the thick, green grass
on the other side of the fence in a dead
raint:
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had barely time to
note that out of danger. ere
he wheled =udldenly about, making for
the fence, relying upon his swiftness to
outrun the plunging, bellowing beast
| who was so hotly pmsuing him.

Tn his college dava lie had been one of
the best athletes in he had
i outrun all of his classmates

e depended upon the tacties he hvml
learned and practiced then to save his
life now.
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the red scart from
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caughts npon af his coat, trom
with his otrength see@®ed unable to de-
tach it, running as he was at that ter-
rific rate.

He realized, that effort to
digiodge it only took that much strength
l from him.

The fence was searcely thre: feet
from him now. He attempted to leap
P that distance, but in that awfiul mmstant
he stumbled and fell headlong, and vhe
{next moment the bull was upon him.
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CHAPTER XI..
A fortnight elapsed since the events
| marrated In onr last  chapter.  \When
Clarenee Neville opened eves, he
foumd himeelf in a strange room, Inxu-
riously furnished, and -was mad or
dreaming? -his eyves gazed up into the
fiwce of a lovely voung girl, whem he
never remembered having seen before,
As he looked at her in puzzied wonder,
the young girl turned quickly to some
one sitting on the opposite side of the
room, exclaiming:
“Oh, pana, papa
inr to, at last,
This remark brought a short, stout,
iddle-aged centloman hurriedly to the
site side of the bed.
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No other keeps the skin and scalp
so clean and clear, so sweet and
healthy. Used with Cuticura Oint-
ment, it soothes irritations which
often prevent sleep and if neglected
become chronic disfigurements.
Millions of mothers use these pure,
sweet and gentle emoliients for
every purpose of the toilet, bath
and nursery.

" Cutloura Soap and O are sold *

the world. A liberal samplo of each, with 32-page
bookilet on the care and treatment of the skin and

scalp, sent post-free. Address Potter Drug & Chem,
Corp., Dept. 21D, Boston, U. 8. A,

you are. my boy,” said the old gentle-
man, kindly, “and are having a hard
time of it in getting your scattered
thoughts together. let me help you.
Your last recollection was being chasedy
through the field by un enraged bull, you:
stumbled aud fell headlong, lying there
stunned, at the mercy of the furious
animal rearing over you.”

“Oh, yes, 1-—I remember,” gasped
Ciarence. “How did it happen that he
dild not kill me?”

“It seems a miracle,” replied the gen-
tleman, “but in reality it cam2 about
in a very ordinary way. 1 saw the
whole oecurrence--the enraged animal
chacing the young girl, who is my daugh-
ter ,and your noble rescue of her, draw-
ing the attention of the ferocious beast
upon yourself. In less “time that it
takes to tell, T had dashed into the
house for my rifle. I was just in time
to make good use of my weapon, while
running toward you, to wing him as he
leaped upon you. It was a miracle
that the shot took effect, but it did,
and he fell with a roar of pain, barely
escaping crushing vou. We had you
conveyed here to my home, and here you
Lave been ever since.”

Clarence Neville gazed in astonishment
into the kindly face,

“Yos, yes, I can recollect all now,” he
said.  “The young girl was saved then?”

“Yes, thanks you, and was un-
liarmed,” replied the father, with tremu-
Jous lips. *She wishes to thank you
herself for saving her life, hut [ have
advised her not to talk with you about
it until you are able to sit up. And I,
too, shall add my thanks —ay; my heart-
felt gratitude for both. You have been
very ill,)" went on the old gentleman,
“the doctor says it was a relapse of a
fever from’ which you had not wholly
recovered.”

The young girl had retraated from
the opposite side of the bhed, but after
a few moments stole quietly out of the
room, down to the verandah, where ghe
knew her father would soon join her

This proved to be the case.

“How is he, papa?” she eried, hurry-
ing to meet her father as he stood l;ll
the threshold of the doorwiy.

“Ah, if he but knew A | have fallen
in love with my handsome hero al-
ready,” she breathed, whispering her
secret into the heart of the beautiful
rose that nestled on her breast. I al-
ways had an idea.” she ruminated, “that
1 should meet my hero romantically, and
such was the case, It came near being
a tragedy, however, but for his interfer-
ence, How nice that papa will take
lim for a secretary.” and she threw her-
self down on one of the piazza seats.

“The first time | talk with him
I shall know whether he is destined to
like me or not. [ seem to be gifted
with a premonition that way. I knew
the last secretary would fall in love
with me, and this he did, acting in such
a perfectly ridiculous manner that papa
was obliged to send him awoy. 1 think
this young man will be sensible, The
old house was getting quite gloomy —
how nice it will be to have some one of
my own age to ta’k to, especially when
evening comes,” and Lilian Harvey nest-
led herself in the broad depths of the
great piazza chair, much after the fash-
ion of & young kitten, day-dreaming, as
romar.tic young girls will,

CHAPTER XI.T.

A week later (larence Neville was
duly installed in Judge Harvey’s office
in Boston, as private secretary, He
was an inmate of his own country home
at Brookline suburb, coming down on
the train with him each morning. and
returning witt him each night. 3

It scemed almost a mirade to him
that Lie did not run across a single per-
son who knew him during the first fort-
night.

After the dinner hour, (larence found
time hanging heavily upon his hands,
for he had nothing to do during the
long evening but think, and those
thoughts were always of Bab, whom he
had loved and lost, Bab, his bride of but
one short, blissful hour:

In that fortnight, fair Lillian Harvey,
the old judge's darling, the idol of his
life, had taken it into her pretty head
to fall desperately in love with her
father’s handsome young secretary.

Mr. Neville spent most of his even-
ings in the judge’s magnificent library,
browsing among the gems of iiterature
of centuries back which it contained,
and here Miss Lillian usually found her
way in eearch of some particular book
which the merry rogue well knew was
not to bhe found among those austere
works of grave old authors.

Mr. Verille always laid aside his own
book to help her to search for what she

to

ever

wanted, and the evening sluaye passed
without their being able to locate it.

If Clarence Neville had been heart
whole and fancy free, Lillian Harvey’s
bright repartee and merry wit might
have aroused in him some interest. As
it was he quite forgot her very exist-
ence when she was out of his sight.

His one thought was:

“Would he, by any chance, see Bab,
ere the sun, which had just risen, would
set.”

He bought the daiiy papere, and per-
used the society column with feverish
interest, for very often he fou.nd in .it
little paragraphs concerning Bab.

They always called her the prettiest
girl of the Hub—in fact, the bele of
Boston,

Now that
November
ciety had

month  of
around, so-
begun to awaken
from ite summer letnargy, there was
no end of gay, eoci unctions, and

“Thank Heaven, he has regained con-
sciousness at last; ay, my dear,” he
went on, “I agree with you. I am heart-
ily glad that he is through babbling
empty nothings ,and has returned to
the light of reasoning once more.”

“But who is he, papa?” whispered the
lovely young girl, nestling her telltale,
blushing face and curly, golden head on
her father’s breast.

“His name is Neville, my dear, and
by what I can gather from his vemarks.
he must have recently come from New
York. The doctor was right about a pre-
vious illness—he had just recovered
from an attack of brain fever in one
of the hospitals there.”

“He must iu&wd be a New Yorker,
then,” returned the girl, thoughtfully.
“How are we ever to reward him, papa,
for the great service he rendered m in
saving my 1if?” ®

“I think that will be easier than we
anticipated,” returned her father; “for
the young man is in search of a posi-
tion.”

“Oh, papa, and you are in want of a
secretary,” cried the girl, breathlessly.
“Did you think of that?”

“You anticipate what I was going to
say, my dear Lillian,” replied the gen-
tleman, laughingly. “I offered the young
gentleman the position, and he has
accepted it. Indeed, I may say he was
very glad of it, I did not ask him for

the  chill
had rollel

a reference,” he went on, more to him-
self than to the girl; “his brave act of
chivalry in saving your life, my darl-

ing, at the peril of his own, shows me
that he is a manly young man, and one
of sterling quality. Ineeded no other
reference, In conyersing with him I soon
learned that he had beem a Yale etud-
ent. That also argued his respectability.”

“And will he live here with us, papa ]
inquired Miss Lillian Harvey, eagerly.

The old judge took the lovely young
face between the palme of his hands,
and kissed it repeatedly. *

“As my office and his work is in Bos-
ton, he may prefer regiding there. He
may live here if he cares to—life in the
dull little vidage of Brookline may mnot
be suitable to a young man from New
York ; generally it is the older men who
like living in neighboring villages, going
in every morning and coming out each
night. We must leave that to him to de-
cide.”

“Mamma is sure he is & perfect gen-
tleman,” replied Miss Lillian, “and she
would like him to live here,” she declared.

“And how about the daughter?” ask-
ed the judge, pinching the rosy cheeks.

“I don’t mind his living,” replied the
girl, trying to look serious, though her
whole face beamed all over with smiles
at the prospect,

“There is just one drawback to the ar-
rangement,” said the old judge, looking
thoughtiully out over the distantcorn-
fields,

“And what is that?” queried the girl,
eagerly, quick d’'sappointment notice-
able in her voice,

4 \To be Continued.)
———————

BRITAIN'’S OIL FUEL PROBLEM.
(PhilacZeliifa Record)

A hot debate has heen raised by the pro-
posal of the Brit'sh Admiralty to sub-
stitute oil for coal 2s fuel in all ships of
their fleet. Lord Béresford declares it
would be a gambhls, but his lordship is
always against the Government when any
innovation in tie navy is suggested.
The issue does not turn on the relative
efficiency or ecohomy of oil and coal
as fuel; but the guestion is raised whether
a kingdom with a world's supply of coal
to draw wpon in the island which is its
naval base should resort to another fuel
which must be imported from tands be-
yond thousands of miles of sea. There
are few oll flelds in British Empire; in-
deed, if the unimportant Trinidad field be
excepted, there are none. Germany could
get oil for her si:!ps from Russia without
running a blockade; but Great Britain
would be dependent upon the lack of
watchfulness of her n-val snemles and
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CHILD SLAVERY.
(Montreal Herald.)

The early riser who happens to see the
onrush of laborers, in the morning hours,
is astonished to remark the great num-
ber of little ones who board the trams.

Small boys, and even small girls, hurry
along the street, their dinner hastily
wrapped up and carried under their arm.
They almost tumble, as they go, for
want of sleep. They look ahead, with
hazy eyes, as if they had an inkling of
the dreary path they are so soon con-
demned to follow in the turmoil of the
bl; city.

hey are already bent forward, as If
under some unseen burden, and they
thread the way with that creeping step
which recalls the chained inmate of the
ergastula. They are devold of flesh.
The pallor of their cheeks asserts the
murder of childhood, and their strained
lips hint at the coming of that dread
disease which slays its thousands and its
tens of thousands, and soclety goes on
without giving heed to this crying injus-
tice done unto the men and women of
to-morrow—if {llness and misery do not
mow them down. It pays no attention
to the ever increasing threat that arises
from these little outcasts from the world
of childhood.

The presence on the street of children
going to work at six o’clock in the
morning, with a meagre lunch under ther
arms, {s a slashing armament of all the
official hypocrisy that dwells in officlal
reports on that vile aspect of white slave-
ry, the child laborer.
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When Will Moon's Rays Fall Just Right in Chalk
Creek Canyon to Reveal Fabulous Spanish
Treasure to Old Tom ?

SOy
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(By W. H. Alburn)

Staff Corespondence

Brown's Canyon, Colo. In “Colorado
George's” cabin, several miles to the
east, hidden in a gulch between steep
mountains, lives an old. miner who
believes that he haz the secret of a
Spanish treasure than any
ever carried by across the
Spanish main.

It i3 a lonely place, far from human
habitation. But Tom Summers, the
present tenant, wants no company.

At evening, when the cliff shadows
his cabin and the wild creatures of
the hills come down to drink he lights
his lamp and sits for hours poring
over a strange old parchment.

Often he sits thus all night. And
then, at dawn, he shoulders his pick
and shovel, with a haversack of cof-
fee, bread and bacon, and starts off
on the tong tramp to the base of
Mount Princeton, southwest of Buena
Vista. But he goes there only when
the moon is near the full.

As long as his food lasts Summers
moves slowly up and down the Chalk
Creek Canyon, tapping rocks, digging
away cebris, peering into caverns,
sleeping by day and working by moon-
light, and pausing often to consult his
worn parchment,

When he has found the locality
indicated by the chart, the moon’s
rays, at a certain elevation, will fall
upon the entrance of the secret cavy-
ern® where the romantic “conquistad-
ores” stowed their gold. But Summers
has not yet discovered the precise
spot, or the time of the night, month
or year when the moonbeams make
the proper angle to bring into rellef
the rudely carved figures of men and

greater
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“HE LIGHTS A LAMP AND SITS FOR HOURS PORING OVER A VERY

STRANGE OLD

animals that mark the cavern and are
not seen by daylight.

Treasure or no the can-
yon is a wonderful place, The chaik,
cliffs stand as mighty warders, and
at their base thousands of mysterious
caves and channels wind far back into
the bowels of the big mountain.

treasure,

There were Spanish explorers and
miners in these “Mexican Mountains”
long before Americans penetrated
the rich gulches——centuries before
Cripple Creek and Leadvill. Evry-
where traces of old mine workings
have been found. And Summers’
theory Is that a band of them had
taken the easiest and richest pick-
ings of the mountains and then, bhe-
fore they could get back to Mexico
were attacked by Indians and eached
their gold here for safety. Only one
of them Lscaped, the story runs, hear-
ing the secret, and Summers thinks
he” bas the chart which that man
left

PARCHMENT. ”

The searcher is sure that some day
e will find the cavern and its old
v.oocern chests with rusted locks and
werm eaten covers, bulging with gold
niggets and the yellow stream run-
rirg in streams from the rotten sides.
And with them, perhaps, will be rare
oid coins and handfuls of precious
slones.

And then the quest of centuries will

ended.

For Summers is not the only man
who Las spent his life in this search.
Many and many a miner has turn-
ed back from the lure of gold-bearing
rock to the lure of the Spanish Treas-
ure.

Residents hereabouts all know the
tradition, in variois forms, and the
way it touches m=21s8’ minds in the
lonely canyon.

“There's a gold noyil
mountains,” they szay.
miners’ brains. His lasr viciim was
an engineer from the itio Grande rafl-
read. And after him came Tom Sum-
mers.” 5
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