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CHAPTER XVIII. (Continued).
’Eucombe rose. “This is right and
brave of you, Jack,” he said, his face
lighting up as at the reflected brightness

- of a good adtion. “But are you sure——"

+ “Sure? I am sure; that there is a girl
who might be a lady, a sensitive, refined
girl, forced through my shuffling and sin
of omission to go 'through the ordeal of
the pawnshop, and to live in a wretched
room rwhich it makes me sick to think of.
Paul, like a good fellow, go mow; don’t
wait. T would not ask you; it is not cow-
ardice this time, only if I go the manm,
Grisedale, will make a scene, and excite
ment will kill him.”

When Hascombe had gone, Fauconberg
wrote a peremptory letter to his lawyer,
and then, having done what he knew to
be his duty, he felt calmer, and could
quietly veview his situation. Tt amounted
to this: he was a beggar. The few thou-
sands that his discovery at Gains had
brought him would by this act be entire-
ly swallowed up, for he had squandered
o great part of the sum in the few weeks

_ of_ pleasure which had followed his re-

prieve. Yes; he was a beggar. As poor
in reality now as he had imagined himself
to be on the day when he begged of Lord
Davenham. .

“Thank God for one thing!” he ejacu-
lated. “If I am ruined finally this time,
T have got over the madness that would
have sent me to hell. I am a thousand
times richer now, for my wants are few
enough today.” :

Hascombe came fin with a grave face.
“I've bad mews,” be said. “Grisedale is
dead.”

“Dead?’ A wave of compunction swept
over Fauconberg. Guilty; he seemed des-
tined to be ever guitty mow.

“The poor fellow was seized with an epi-
Jeptic fit soon after you left,” Paul said.
#1t appears he wss subject to them,
brought on by his drinking habits. We
did what we could, and sent for Adam-
son, but Grisedale mever regained consel-
ousness, and died in balf-an-hour.”

“Tt is terrible,” Fauconberg exclaimed.
#And the girl?”’ -

‘“Miss Grisdale is greatly distressed, mat-
urally, although the end must in a way be
a relief to her, especially as there was
practically no hope for the poor man. I
persuaded her #to come back here with
me.”

“She is here?”

“In the matron’s rooin. 1 have given
her what you eent, and told her of your
_Tesolve.”

“Of course it has come too late,” Fau-
conberg said bitterly.

“She made no reproach of 'that wsort,”
Hascomb replied. . “Poor girl, she was
simply overwhelmed by your gemerosity.”

“Generosity!” Fauconberg cried in sélf-
scorn. “It is simply restitution.” =

“Anyhow, Miss Grisedale does mot see
§ in that light,” Tlascombe : godtinued.
“It seemp that' affer. her great-uncle’s
death they received a’large sum-ofimoneéy,

which her father soon got rid of to hook-|
makers and. in extravagant living. You|

have this ‘great comfort, my dear Jack,
&:ﬁmt’h‘ez m ‘eqused by your lawyer's
‘sharp practice has had. the result of saving
something for the girl to live on. Had
her father touched it, it would have gone
the way of the rest.”

. “Ah, yes, that's true, I suppose,” Fau-
conberg said, brightening a little.

“Miss Grisdale is anxious to sec you,”
his friend went om.

“I don’t want to be thanked, Faucon-

berg protested quickly. “If that’s her rea-
son, thanks ane hideously out of place.”
. “She declares,” Hascombe replied, “that
she will not accept what you offer, at any
rate until her Jegal Tight to if is proved,
and then only what may be just. I fancy
she knows something of her granduncle’s
methods.” -

“There is no question of justice,” Fau-
conberg replied. “If the od man was
grasping, was not I as guilty in the other
_extreme? I have written to Padwick in
unmistakable terms. And now, my dear
Paul, as last I am indeed a beggar.”

Hascomb grasped his hand. “And yet,”
he said, with a touch of enthusiasm, “you
are richer than you ever were before.”

Fauconberg shook his head. This noble,
anselfish friend of his did not know all.

Next day Fauconberg left the Hostel
early and did mot return until evening.
He wished to be out of the way of Miss
Grisedae’s thanks, knowing well, and yet
not daring to proclaim, that he deserved
none of them. With Hascombe as go-be-
tween, he arranged all the details of Grise-
dale’s funeral, and so took that sad duty
off the orphan’s hands, and she was thus
able to remain quietly at the Hostel all
day. When Fauconberg came back he
went straight up to the voom which he
had shared with his friend.

“I don’t want to see that girl,” he said;
“at least till everything is settled. I ex-
pect to hear from Padwick in the morn-
ing.”

‘Hascombe mnodded. “All right. I am
just going down to arrange about to-mor-
row’s night’s enbertainment, and will give
the matron a hint.”

He finished his pipe and went off. Fau-

|

—

“Ah, yes.” His face fell a little, It
was but business after all.

“Tt is a very sad position for her,” Bar-
bara proceeded. “Her father dying in that
terrible way, and she being left alone.”

“Yes, it is. Still, experience, here at
any rate, seems to show us that life’is full
of these mnnoticed tragedies.” He spoke
mechanically, but his heart was beating
fast. The moom seemed to him glorified
by the girl's presence, and his great fear
was that she might not stay.

“You have not seen Miss Grisedale to-
day?”

“No,” he answered. #] have been out
all day, but have made all arrangements
for the funeral.” :

There was a moment's pause. Then she
said, “I think I know why you thave not
been near Miss Grisedale.”

A great fear came upon him. She was
speaking coldly, and he did not know
that it was merely the effect of mervous-
ness fighting a resolve.

“You know?” he asked awkwardly.

“She and Mr, Hascombe have told me.
And if you won’t let her thank you per-
sonally, I was determined to be the mes-
senger of her gratitude myself.” i

There was mo hesitation in her speech
now. The blood rushed to his face. “Miss
Evandale,” he protested, “I don’t want
any thanks. I mean if you knew how lit-
tle, really, I have done.”

“At least,” she returned, with a smile
wihich gave him a joy he had never known
before, “you have behaved homnorably and
disinterestedly; you have shown a good
heart. And to me, who once told you
such hard things of yourself, it seemed
only right that I.should acknowledge
this.” : P

“If T have gone up in your good opin-
ion,” he meplied, glowing with delight,
hardly daring to realize his good fortune,
“I am more, far more than amply repaid.
You would believe that if.yon kmew. I
would rather have one approving word or
look from you than praise from all the
rest of the world.”

She drew in a little 'at his outburst.
“You must not say that. T have no right
to be placed on a pedestal—-"

“But you have!” he cried insistentdy.
“In my—my heart, my life, at least. And
you do think better of me? [Heaven
kknows how little I deserve it! But you
db?” o

He was at her feet. She drew back
and looked at him steadily. “I came to
tell you so, trusting your better sense mot
to let me regret it.” ]

He sprang up. “You shall mot! Of
course you shall not. Only I-have had so
few looks or words from:you all through
these weary months; if you knéiw hoy I
haye hungered for what has come fo,me
today: yoir -would forgive me, and #rust me
néver Willingly to ‘offend you:” -7

“Yes, I trust you, or I should mot be
here like this.”” . : b ;

“It was good of you to eome.” .:.:i:

* I think ‘you ‘deserved- that’ I should
come ‘and speik to you,” she replied, with
a smile. “A’ woman can afford.te indnlge
a may who respects hep wishes.. And'I
do truly believe you have tried ‘to-retrieve
the jpast, and thiow some real. devotion
into your work -here)”. -, 50 0 v

“If,” he said, *“I have 'given. you cause
to thiok that, I‘am rewarded far Heyond
my deserts.” T

“Now vou are sounding a false mnote,”
she objected smilingly. “It is mot to me
you should look for approbation. Mine
can be as nothing.”

“And yet,” he returned vehemently, “it
is, it must be, all the world ito me. Miss
Evandale, dare I hope that there is a
chance of your ever caring for me?”’

She turned away in embarrassment, giv-
ing no answer.

“Don’t let me make you repent having
come to speak to me,” he continued, with
more restraint. “You know I would not
wittingly do that. Only if you knew how
1 long for the slightest sign of what T ask
—Barbara, will the time ever come when
I may tell you how I love you? how the
thought of you is making me a betiter man,
making me hate the worthless life I used
to lead, bminging a joy to my heart I
mever knew before, may I ever tell you
this without the offence I gave you once?
May I—Barbara?”’

iShe turned and looked at him for an in-
stant, as though to read the tmth in his
heart. Then she dropped her eyes and
answered, “Perhaps. But not now.”

“I ghould mnot thave spoken so much
now,” he said deprecatingly, “only 1
feared.”

surprise. “You feared? What?”
“I have heard rumors.”

married, eh? So have I—and contradicted
them.”

ly. Then a chill of despair seized him.

“Ab, but I have mo right to talk to you
i like this,” he exclaimed in an access of
| bitterness. “How dare I ask you to be-
! stow another thought on me I am a beg-
| gar.”

! It was the touchstone of sincerity in-
| deed. Barbara glanced sharply at him,
| feeling she would give much to be able to

conberg got his writing-case and sat down | read him, true or false. She did not think

“T rejoice to hear that,” he said fervent- |

chief advantages is that it can afford to
leave itself out of consideration.”

Impulsively he steppad nearer and caught
up her hand. “Barbara,” he said, ‘“how
g>cd you are to me!” i

As he was raising her hand to his lips
she snatched it away, and looking up at
her face in disappoinvment and contrition,
his eyes, guided by hers, to the door. It
had opened, and Sybilla Caspari stood in
the room.

‘Her face except perhaps to Fauconberg's
accusing fancy, bore no expression of any
feeling called up by the scene she had
come in upon. The greeting between the
pwo girls, ‘who had a slight acquaintance,
was pleasant enough—too pleasant, Fau-
conberg thought, on Sybilla’s side; as for

| Barbara, she was unaware of any reasen

why it should be otherwise.

“] must apologize for walking in an-
cenemoniously,” Sybilla said in a tone of
easy apology, ‘‘but I came to find Mr. Has-
combe. I was told I might find him here,
and as I am rather in a hurry to get back
to the West-end, T ran up quickly.”

She had noticed Fauconberg merely by a
casual bow, and he did mot go forward to
shake hands.

“This is Mr. Hascombe’s woom,” Bar-
bara veplied, “Mr. Fauconberg and I were
waiting for him.” .

Sybilla turned. “Perhaps as he is not
here, and I cannot stay, Mr. Fauconberg
wiil gire Mr. Hascombe a message for me.
I want to leave these two songs for Miss
Arnold to try over, as I shall mot be able
to bring an accompanist tomorrow night.”

Fauconberg took the roll of music, and
Sybilla turned to Barbara. “Are you stay-
ing here late this evening, Miss E\'f\.m
dale?’ ehe asked. +

“No,” Barbara answered. “I must be
going back in time for dinmer.” /

“I have the carniage here,” Sybilla said.
“Do let me give you a lift and have your
company. It is such a long dreary drive
to take by oneself.”

A thrill of fear shot through Fauconberg
as he heard the invitation and Barbara’s
pleasant acceptance. He saw the motive
in it, that design which was the logical and
deserved outcome of the situation, amd,
seeing,was helpless to prevent it. He made,
it is true, a feeble effort to avert thg dan-
ger, although any hope jof suceess was
chilled out of his heart. It took the form
of a suggestion that Barbara shonld deliay
her departure until Hascombe’s return for
various reasons which he was putting for-
ward, -weakly enough, when Sybilla - cut
him short." + e

“Migs Eyandale is comting with me,” she
insisted,. with an assumption of  playful
perémptoriness. “I am sure she ds quite
fagged enough for one day. You men,
with your zeal and your strong constitu-
tions, ave so unreasonable, I am sure
there is mothing of importance to keep
Miss Evandale and deprive us both of a
companion on that long drive.”

There. really was mothing, and Faucon-
berg, full of misgivings, had to see them
to the carriage. § he went indoors again
Hascombe came ffom 'the matron’s moom.

“I thought you 'were out, Paul,” Fau-
conberg remarked.

““No. I have been in for %he last hour,”
he repiied. “You have seen Miss Evan-
dale?”

“Yes. She has just gome with Miss Cas-
pari.” e

Something in. his tone made Hascombe
glance”at his face. “Miss Caspari. Has she
been here? 1°thought I saw her carriage.”
. “Here to some purpose,” Faucomberg
‘returned bitterly. “She came up to your
noom, ostensibly to find you, in reality to
surprise me.” i

“No, no,” Hascombe ‘protested.

“Yes. And they have driven off to-
gether,” Faucenberg said miserably. “She
will tell her’ everything. Barbara will
never Jook at mt again.” -

CHAPTER XIX.

““I had grown pure as thé dawn and the dew,
You had grown strong as the sun and the

sea: :

But none shall triumph a whole life through,
For Death is one ahd the Fates are three.

At the door of life, at the gate of breath

There are worse things waiting for man than

death; ;

Death could not sever my Soul from you,
As these have severed your soul from me."’
Everything! True enough; yet when

Fauconberg wsed the comprehensive word

he little imagined how much it might in-

clude. All through a eleepless night he
worried -himself in forecasting the result
of the fatal companionship on that long
hour’s dpive. The very marked. insispence
with which Sybilla had carried:Barbara
off forbade the tidea of a harmless gonver:
sation. No; it had been done with a pur-
pose, and the result would- surely be that
his love was lost to him for ever. He toss-
ed in fury at the thought, at his own
folly, at the. hideous luck which could
make that impu}lsé of a moment the curse
of his life. How little it would have meant

to ninety-nine men or women out of a

hundred, and he was to be ‘the hundredth;

it was curelly hard.
He regretted now his error in sending

Paul Hascombe to Sybilla; considering lher

| passionate character, it had been a mis

She looked up at him in ‘}wl‘f-annused‘; take. It +was jealousy that had brought

| her down there on a flimsy excuse, and it
lwas to her jealousy that he had mow to

She laughed. “That I was going to be|look for the ruin of his hopes, his life.

Would it come? He fclt it was sure, yet
the suspense was unbearable.

It did not last long. With the first post
in the morning the blow fell. A letter ad-
| dressed to Hascombe in Barbara Evan-
‘Lda!e’s handwriting lay on the breakfast
| table. Fauconberg, who on that morning
i vas down first, took it in to Paul’s moom.
| “What does she say” he asked hoarsely.
Hascombe opened the letter and read
| the few lines it contained, and Faucon-

| berg, watc!
jing its 2

hing him, felt despair tighten-

ip as the serious expression on his

to work. He had a long letter to write | he was acting; yet the probabilities were| friend’s face deepened at each succeeding

to Tokelove at Gains beling that func-jso greatly in favor

of disingenuousness

tionary of the change of ownership, and | that she was bound to doubt.

giving directions for certain personal be- |

“At least,” she replied a little coidly,

Jongings to be sent up ito London. He had | “your poverty has the merit of being the
just finished this when the door opened, | refqﬂt; of a vomuntary and disinterested
and the rustle of a dress made him glance | action.”

up, half in annoyance at.itht idea that it |

was Miss Grisedale after all. But his face
changed in an instant as he saw Barbara
Fvandale.” - -

“[/hope 1 am mot disturbing you,” she
said, as he sprang up and went forward
to meet her. “Mr. Hascombe told me you

“An act of mere justice, of retribution,”
he said, self-reproachfully. Amd against
that must 1)5‘ wset my culpable neglect in
not insisting upon its being done sooner.”

“Then again in your favor,” she added
with a fright emile, perhaps to keep the
| tone above the sentimental, ““is the com-

were up there alone, but I did not gather | sciousness of your duty and the regret at

you were busy.” :

“Busy? No. I have finished the letter
T was writing. It is good of you to care
to come and see me.”

Her manner was a little embarrassed as
she took the chair he bhrought forward.
“There was something I wanted to say
to you.” A little hesitancy was still evi-
den't in her manner, arising, perhaps, from
the awkwandness she felt in making the
advance. Fauconberg sat down on the op-
posite side of the fireplace, looking at her

unrestrainedly with eyes full of wonder |

~and hove.
“Jt ig about that poor girl, Miss Grise-
dale.”

the delay. A change from the John Fau-
conberg of a year ago.”

He brightened too. “If only I could
think that I had a chamce, or that you
were not so far away from me.”

“Far away from you’” she laughed.

gulf, I mean, that is responsible for more
wrecks than all the seas in the universe.”
“Sometimes the same thing is spoken of

{ fully.
“Or the golden ladder—which a man of
lflmm)r has to climb down,” he rejoined.
“Surely,” she said, with am engaging

|
} touch of commonsense, “one of weall;h'si

| line. Without # word Hascombe, when e
| had come to the end gave him the letter. 1t
| was simply to the effect that the writer
fw}hs compelled by unforeseen circum-
| stances to discontinue for a time her work
| for the Hostel. It ended with a sympathe-
| tic expression of vregret and a request to
| be allowed to contribute to any epecial
{ need which might arise in comnexion with
‘the work.

This was all. Nothing definite; not as

much as a hint at the real cause of the
| severance.  With -an effort Fauconberg
| maintained command of himself as he read
i it.
t «Ag T expected,” he remarked,letting the
| paper fall on the dressing table. “Spite
“ has beaten me. So much for acting
straightforwardly.”

“It ewnay not be as bud as you think,”

“Separated by that wretched go",den'l Hascombe srid, taking up the letter to try|

‘mn.l find a suggestion of hope between the
‘I lines. - :
| TFauconberg shook his head impatiently.

as the goiden bridge,” she observed play-|“Tt is all over,” he exclairel in access of |

H)itm‘xm»s. “I always told you, Paul, I.was
ino goed. [ bring ili-luck and disaster wher-

lever T go. By Heaven! I think after all |
11 had to whase her two blocks to give it

“Don’t—don’t tak like that,” Ha:scoxu’bei back to her.’—Philadelphia Lnquirer. ‘Waa freed fro mall blame by the jouri

{ Murray Lydford was right.”

| breakfast, and Fauconherg set himseli to

 stupid - heart rather left me in the lureh,

remonstarted. “Don’t faill back to that
hideous cynical faliacy. Are the things of
this world to make a man show an ab-|
solute reckless disregard for the next?”

“It is all very weil for you talk like
that, Paul, but —— he stopped, remem-
bering certain signs that he had moticed.

“I know what you think, Jack,” Has-
combe said, mot suspecting the reason Of
the other’s breaking off. “You look upon
me as a man ‘'who cannot 8ympathize Wiwu
you, who finds it very easy to give you
cold-blooded advice, inasmuch as he has
never felt as you do. Don’t be too sure
of that. If my life were laid bare~before
you—I mean the life as is known only to
myself and my Maker—you might Iind
more reason than you dream of for look-
ing for sympathy from me, sympathy in
the real sense of the word.” He paused,
and for a few moments both were silent.
Then Hascombe went on, “Now, Jack,my
dear friend, don’t let thie turn make you
reckless, even if it i8 womse than I be
lieve it to be. Don’t let a trial be a
stumbling-block; have patience and trust
that all will be well.”

“Tt s hard luck,” Fauconberg exclaimed,
and his voice shook, “that my hopes are
to be wrecked because I can’t care for a
girl who chooses to be fond of me. Does
she think this move of hers is likely td
change my feelings toward 'her? I can’t
understand why Barbara should take the
matter so eeriously, unless she has been
told a pack of lies.” :

“Barbara Evandale is a very high-mind-
ed girl,” Hascombe suggested. “She would
shnink from the idea of robbing another
woman.”

“Robbing!” Fauconberg gave a hard.
scornful laugh. “At least, she has no right
to condemn and punish me unheard. She
shall hear me, though. I will go off to
Brook street this very minute and tell her
the truth.”

“Do you think she will see you?”’ Has-
combe asked quiefly.

“She shall,” Fauconberg replied hotly,
“if I have to wait on the doorstep all
day. She may throw me over once for all,
but she safl hear first what I have to
say: 1 suppose mow sehe’ll marry Ren-
eagle.” There was a catch in his voice; he
turned to Hascombe with a passionate
getsure and his friend was shocked to see
the desperation in the changed face.
“Paul, I can’t tell you. God in Heaven
only knows how I care for that girl.”

He turned away to hide the working of
his face. Hascombe #aid his hand gently
apon- him. ‘Tt is too early to despair,” he
waid gently. “Shall I go and see Miss
Kvandale?”’ ! i

Fauconberg thought a moment.” “I
don’t like to ask you, Paul,” he answered
“My love affairs bring nothing but trouble.
They are best left to work themselves
out.”

“Nonesense!” Hascombe returned with
an attempt at cheeriness. “You must, not
take this gloomy view. T think it would
be better for me to go to Brook street. If
that letter means what you suppose, Miss
Evandale 'would maturally have hersell
denied to you.”

Fauconberg turned and impulsively
grasped ‘his hand. “It s good of you,Paul;
much morée than I deserve or dare ask.
Yeg; i, will be best.” ; o

So Hascombe went off after a hurnied
pass the few hoyts gs bopefully as hiis
suspense would ]t him. ;

It was not till the middle of 'the. after-
noon that Paul metprned. -

“Bad.news?’ Fageonberg cried;; with the
first glapce at his face. ‘ .

Haseqmbe's. breagh: was . laboring . with!
even the short ascent of the stairs to. his
woom,. and_he sank down wearily in his
chajr, “I.am sorry;to have been so long,”
he said breathlessly, .. “but I was taken
rather, i1}, after. leaving Brook  street; my

and. I thought if I did mot ‘turn in and
see our; friend Dro/€Cromford T mvight have
some difficulty” in getting home. And he|
would mot let me go; insisted, on my
lying on & sofa for two mortal hours. It
was unfortunate, as I wanted to get back
quickly, although I have nothing much to
tell you.”

l&You SOJW her?” 1

“For a few minutes.” i |

“Sybilla’ has told her the whole story?”’ |

“She practically admitted -at any rate
that she kpew dt.”

Fauconbérg’s hopes were breaking fast
with- the veticence of each succeeding
answer. “And it is all over with me?”
“’After” a moment’s hesitation came the|

‘reply. “I very much fear so. But — |

I(Yes?:" "
"“T was rather puzaled. There secms to |
be some other and stronger reason for de-|
cision than the love passage with, Miss
‘Caspari. But I could not find out what
it was.”

“Not Reneagle?” .

“No. Something to do with yourself. She
—Miss Evandale—said that much, but
would mot be mone explicit. She said that
there was an impassable gulf between
you.”

“Ah!” TFauconberg sprang up with a|
cry.of despair. “She said that? But what
—what can the gulf be? Not the mortgage
business; she knew that yesterday, and
told me I had behaven honorably and
all that. Paul, what lies has that jeaious
fiend been 'telling her?”’

The other shook his head. “I do mot
know. She would tell me mo more. Our
interview ~was over in a very few
minutes.”

“But I will know,” Fauconberg cried
desperately. “She shall tell me. T will not
let the matter rest so and have my life
turned to misery and my character
blasted in her eyes by that woman’s
tongue. I have done all T could, and it is
not fair. T have sufféred enough, but this
is beyond endurance. I am off to Brook
street.” i

“Not now?” Hascombe expostulated. ‘1
feel sure it will do no good; you will not
bz admitted. She said—"

“Ah, yes? You have not told me ail.”

“I am keping nothing back. Only that
she did not mean to see you again.”

“She shall see me!”

“Sybilla Caspari will be here tonight for|
the concert. We may  find out from her |
I will —7 |

“From her!” Fauconberg eried scoru-!
fully. “She will lie to us as she has lied |
to Barbara. No, I will know what this
gulf is; I will be heard in my defence.” ‘

(To be continued.) !
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The gale which blew all Sunday night
and through out the greater part of Mon-
day, was assjsted in its work of destruc- |
tion by a heavy fall of wet snow, which‘[
clinging to the wires, by its weight broke
the lighter omes in many places, and put|
such a strain upon the 7whole line that|
in many place long stretches of poles are |
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river these eighteen’ yoar back.”
The speaker, a heavy-shouldered, long-

lying on the ground, with wires tangled
and grounded.
" The -gangs now at work will b2 rein-
lent prospect for the resumption of traffic
a little after noon of today with Boston,
Montreal and all western Canadian and| THE RE E ]I \
Manager Synder went over the line to| 7 OF THE MOOSE
Greenville yesterday taking out a repair|
crew and augumenting it wherever 1nen‘k
Tfle Telephone SGTVLCG. “To the bast of my knowledge there twell occupied, Lije slipped down the fur-
The New Brunswick Telephone Com-|ain’t been no mecse secn this side the| ther side of his tree and recaptured his
pany did not suffer very severely in the | Snider. e had by this time entirely re-
this trouble did mnot last very long, and a iof* the situation. [Having elipped in a
good city service was maintained. The |legged backwcedsman, paused in his todk | new cartridge he stood forth boldly and
e‘ricton were repo_rted ‘down last evenir}g. of his bread-tined digging fork and bit off | target. As the amimal moved this way
Communication with bhedx:@, Buctouche | 5 liberal chew frem his plug of black to- |04 that, he at length presented his flank.
and Amherst could be obtained last even-|paeco. - His companicn, digging parallel | lhe big Snider roared, amd he dropped
e?'pected it lganaégement that the lines | pothetically, feli in his trousers’ pocket | “tantly. Sandy came down from his little
w_ll be all in gr%o order by noon today, as|¢.p his own plug of “black jack” and cast | tree and touched the huge dark form and
a large crew of men are out on the road |, " .;ntemplative eye up the wide brown | MEItY antlers with admiring awe.
been caustad. dln therlg;ty itself very ]itple ged and desolate line cf burnt woods which | had. thrown the cow and calf into a
gamag? (\;asL olx)le.Q . 1? ’plate glass win- | oot diihe il | panic. Since the woods behind them nvere
ow of G. L. P. Swetka's grocery store,| "y, woods a long array of evect, black, |9dderly filled with such thunders, they
Bol;}tlz stfir&xe{litr;eCrot\;‘smled on time for the very significauce of solitude agiinst below ‘them, dmm. the brown slopes and
’l‘llex'l‘t‘ealngr -Prin(Iz): I{Bu ert ined in tha lonely afterncon sky. The austerity pa t_]xe gray cabins, they saw the river
s pert remained in| oTp oo \was merely heightened by the gleaming among the alder thickets. There
bay. { - PSP s .
| further ecrner of the petato field, and by d?!“n t'_h? fields they ran, with lonz, sham-
{ the faint tints cf vicley light that ii‘.v\vcd‘b‘m‘g, awkward strides that took them
avie bhe B il fom D B {over ‘the ground at a tremendous pace. At

forced at daylight, and there is an excel-
American points. |
By Oharles G. D. Roberts.
could be secured. 2 J
city beyond the swinging of the wires, and ‘x'nvered his nerve, awd now felt master
Woodstock and Carleton lines out of Fred- | of digging potatoes, leancd on the handle | waited for the moose to offer him a fair
ing, but not farther than Amherst. It i8|\jth him on the next row. 1 1 sym-|With a ball through his heart, dead in-
fooking after what trouble might have slope of the potato field toward the rag- In the meantime the nolse of the firing
5 1 '3 -nd . 1 . .

Paradise Row, was cracked. fire-scarred rampikes, appcared to scrawl could not flee in that direction. But far
port as there nvas a tremendous sea in the vellew glow of a birch thicket at the was the shelter they craved, and

| the foot of tthe field they blundered into

’ PSR

FEARFUL ON RIVER

| ing sunset. As tha sky was serawled by |
Steamers Had Rough Time--- tne gray and black rampikes, so the slope
’Waring Had Boat Swept from was scrawled by zigzag lines cf gray and

2 b black snake fencs, leading down to three
_ Deck and Disabled Rudder. cg cibins with their cluster cf leg barns

the lane, leading to Sandy's cabin.

Now, as luck would have it, Sandy had
that summer dezided to build himseli a
frame thouse to supplant the log cabin.

The men on ® river boats, when they|and sheds. scattered irregularly along a A?‘a preliminary, he had dug a epacious
reachied: - Indiantown Monday reported |terrace of the slope. A quarter of a mile jon e e s sl e
ome ‘of the worst storms Sunday night on furiher down. beyond the little gmy%dfenp 8 WD = = e aanadad for
the river for years. The Victoria, as she [dwekings, a sluggish river wcund between Hie sonig of tmpy pohitos.  And, in
lay ‘at ‘the Cedars on Sunday night, lost ald:r swamps and rcugh, wild me;ulm\'s.,'w(?ﬁ?ﬂ‘ o Peven c‘my of the . from
two of her lines and was .in danger of go- As the gecond potaty digger was lifting | B e ,_he mu‘nd Piornted o Wi
ing adrift in the gale. his plug cf tobaceo to his meuth his hand ‘ & low fence whmh‘omn‘c_:;‘;d B9 he meteened

“The Beatrice Waring, however, suffered |stopped helf way and  his grizzled jaw | Al s m e
the most. She was exposed to the full |drorped in aston'shment. Tor a couple cf - ll?u'z‘doulks el v 1):1'1'nym'dM“.'eei'ls.
force of the gale and at times the waves |scconds Le stared av the rogged hill crest. | v“!})em e Rae H.E.‘Mhed s
made her shiver from stam to sterh. About | Mhen. it bein~ con rary to his cod2 to rhow o - oewa b
10 o'clock Monday morning, while com-|surprise, he bit off his chew, returned the |

striding over obstacles. Just now her heart
ing down the ‘“Reach,” the wind was at| cbaces Lo his pceket and coolly remarked: | was mad with panic, and her eyes* full of
its height and a boat was torn from its | “Well. I reckon they've come back.” }Ehe gleam of h‘he_ cover she nwas seeking.
tastenings on the hurricane deck and car-| “What do you mean?” demanded the She cleared the fence without an effor:,
ried away. It was useless to attempt to|first speaker,” who had resumed his dig- ind nvent crashing to the bottom of .the
recover it and the light craft, tcesed by |ging. { cellar. Not three paces behind her came
the waves, drifted across to the farther| “There be your moccse after these eight- 1 the calf.
shore five miles lower down. To add to|cen year,” said the other. | By this time, of course, all the little
the discomfert. the centre rudder chain| Standing out clear of the dead forest | vettlement was out, and the flight of the
broke with the foree of the'waves, and |and staring curicusly down upon the fwo | CO and calf down the field had been fo--
with some dqﬁcuﬁty the , Waring was | potato (ligéfm, were ithree mocse—a mag- | lonwed with eager éyes. Every one ram ab
brought down to the Public Landing and | nificent black, wide-antlered:bull, an u:- ‘ once to the cellar. The unfortunate .cow
moored to the wharf. = . | g3inly brown cow and logleared fgs | ™= soen o lmee injoved herself so ter-
While there’the Crystal Stream passed | cared calf. A potatn fiz'd. N e (1:',’,_',1.‘§i,bly by the plunge that, without waiting
on _her way down and. the Dassengers on |ging in it, was soinething far apart Soni i for the owner to weburn, the young farmer
the Waring could see as she rolled from| hijr cxperience and man.es.iy tied chan |fmm the third cabin jumped down and
side té side the 'paddie wheel mearest them | \vith interest. i ~"7 ¢nded ‘her sufferings nvith a butcher knife.
coma clean out of the water with“&ach al- | “Keep still now, Sandy,” muttered the
ternate roll. When making several land- | first speaker Wo| Whk e Thlithe wage SUANUD stupidly at his dead mother, and
ings on her way down the steamer found | . '\vood-fo}k.’ “ICeep still till they gt 1.;;:1‘| showed no fear of .the people ‘that came
no responsd to her whistles for small craft | ¢4 415, ' : B e ilwp to stroke aml admire him. He seemed
to put off to meet her, the men on land so ahbsolutely docile, in fact, that when
apparently not caring to risk the danger of | ot 1ninutes, and the moose came further Sandy and Lije came proudiy down the hill
their. boats capsizing. to s op‘en o Avden to- gab 4 BALEEE ok 10 tell of their achievement, Sandy de-
A stop of about three hours was made |,: them. Thefi, leaving their pcgm‘o £l | Clared that the youngster should be kept
at the landing, waiting for the.storm 0l anding in fheir farrcws. the m;1 st;mi‘\;' and made a pat of.
abate, and th2 Waring then procecded as quiel]\'adnwn the field, down the rocky | “Seems to me,” he said to Lije, “that
far as the Narrcos, where the'water was|pasiure lans and into the noarest house seein’ as the moose had been o long away,
found very rough. In her erippled condi-| Hepe the man cilicd Shady g5k dewn his | We hain’t treated {hwem jest right when
tion steaming wes difficult, and the Sea!eyp—an old muzz'e-loading. s;ég‘;:‘bun-e‘ed they come back. I feel like we'd ought to
King being in sight, took her in tow and | yusket—and hurriedly lcaded it with make up t0 the little feller.”
bro~ught her safely to her wharf, where she | buckshet, while the other, who was some-
arrived about 5 o’clock. : | what the mcre experienced hunler, ran on |
There awas a general feeling of relief | o the next cabin and got his big Saider |
when Indiantown was reached, the ladies|yifle. The moose, meanwhile, having ! Dead.
on board especially were not sorry to once | \atched the men fairly indcors, turned | Glasgcw, Nov. 12—George Lenox Wat-
more reach terra firma. If they did not |, de and fli <o browsing on the tigy | son, the yacht designer, died this morning,
suffer from sea-=sickness at least some of | Loplar sanlings which grew along the tcp |aged 53. He was born in 1851.
them _had‘ no wish to experience over again | ¢ tha field. ‘[ Mr. Watson was- a native of Glasgow.
the pitching and 1"01]111.8 that they had been Saying nothing to the pecple in the | He built a number of yachts for the pur-
bhl:ough for the‘prewoqs = .'hom's. houses, after the reticent backwocds fash- : pose of winning back the Amwerica cup—
r“}e tugs Hope and Champion are now | i,y Sandy and Lije strolled carelcssly | the Thistle was the finst-—but he never suc-
at Fredericton, and, 4f possible, will bring | qown the rcad till the potato field was | ceeded in making a boat which could de-
down ,g;he last ((f"_W if“f)m the booms, | yiqden from sight by a streteh of young i feat the United States defenders.
amrunting to 500, joints. sacond-zyowth spruce and fir. U ; i
e i bl el T C;lZéll.}glll)I:/l? gl i
ﬁ!e mainland because of the gale. A vis- :m(i gained the f(;rust of 1:.::mpgku:+ on ‘t;,ul;i British By-election.
itor to this city fram Westmorland sayé | f the hill. Here they circled widely, |  London, Nov. 12—The election yester-
t_{le storm was very heavy there. crouzhing in the coarse weeds and dodging | day in the Horsham division of Sussex Te-
Storm Heavy at Halifax. from trunk to trunk, until ‘they knew |sulted in the return of Lord Turnour, Con-
" : ol i they were directly behind the potato field. | servative, by a majority of 784 In the
‘l;alniux, Nov. 14—(Special)—The storm |1 }cn they creps noiselessly cutward toward | last general elections the Conservative cam-
which commenced here Sunday night eon-| 1o gnot” where they had last seen the |didate was elected by acclamation.
tll“li*{l ﬂ”] day teday with hm"l.‘)' rain, f”;d moose. The wind was dlowing softly jntoi : :
tenight the wind, which had been south-}thein faces, covering their scent, and their | J Ci s
~ast, changed to northeast; and blew with flullrgm\' J;omespungdutlxes fitted the cu)lcr$ Cockshut's Majority is 17.
great force, the weather turning cold, with | ¢ {he desolation arcurd them. I Brantford, Oni., Neov. 13—(Special)—
srow  flurries. Now it chanced that the big bull hud!'l'he recount in Brantford riding inereases
Repo:ts reeeived from Pietou repcrt the changed his mind and wandered l)z\ck;lhe majority of Ceclkshug (Conservative)
gale very severe in that locality, but up|among the rampikes, leaving the cow and | by two, making it seventeen.
td tonight no wrecks or serious damage is | caif at their browsing among the. pc plars. |
reperted. The ‘wocdsmen, therefcre, came upon him
At Yarmouth the storm was also heavy, | ypexpectedly. Not thirty yards distant he |
but no sericus damage done. |s ood eyeing tliem with disdainful curios-

{ The calf, however, was unhurt. He stood

Thén we’ll gy for our guns.”
The men stocd motionless for a ccuple

Designer of Cup Challenger

None can have a Weli-Balanced
|

Constitution without taki
Owing to llle. .“'il't'-’f being (1<)“~'“7“1119 tU‘ity, his splendid antlers laid back while s
the storm, “ﬂh_f“—\’ﬁ fer :he f;il'h'f‘ time for ho thrust his lligi sensitive ncse, trying to | B EE % %ﬁgﬁgs
years, ' is practically cut o rom com- | the wind of these mysterious sirangers. |
munication with the United States and %eifnih““.i“d\ menzea in} his small, \\'Z\E‘t('-‘l'jl
Uiper Canada; but by cable messages were | ful eyes, and, altogether, his appearance |,
sent from here tonight for Montreal and i was so fcrmidable that the hunters were |
the west by cable from Canso to New |just a trifl> flurried and fired tco .h:bt_ﬂy.

York and from there to Montreal by |The big bullet of Lije’s Snider wentiwide, | :
special train. ]:while a ccuple of Sandy’s buckshet did no'| All pe
| more than furrcw the great baast’s sheul- |
The Rose and the Star. | Ger. ‘The sudden pain and the sudden |
| monstrous noise , filled him with rage, and | of B
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CHAM’S PILLS.

Why is the rose so gay in its filmy beauty | i i | 7 "
Nl | Y | with an ualv :}H‘\lmz roar he charged. | Thdr gigantic success and genuj
And “{hydlls the star of eve always, in the | “Up a. trec, Sandy!” velled Lije, set~'l wort o

cloudless west, S ? . | n Y i : “ .
The rose lives On‘sly igr z?dduy Gnd b dany |EiOE the examplg. Bult the bull was so! and t

in the dust it lies, : | cose @t his heas! that he could not carry in th
R i e o siver and Al | hig 18 with hish. He Giaped B A () GO

» | his rifle

a joy to mortal eyes— | foot of the tree ‘and swung himseli up in |

Why, 1 say, is the rose so gay, and the even- B : H e
ing star mever glad? | the dead Dranches just in time to escapc

The voice of the wind I caught, o'er a shat- | the animalis reawing plunge.

tered rose it blew, s S T 2 N e i:n‘
And I know its words, as it wandeied by,! Sandy meanwhile had found Qimself in|

in the garden old were true. |a serious plight, i taere being no suitable | o
‘L;The rose is gay, though bnief its breath, | refuge just at hand. Those trees which | ood, clgnse 3
ecause it ne'er ha‘h looked on death; [ . 1 had v 188 i
But the evening star on high— | were big ‘enougi had I:ald no bmn‘cl' “
Why should it nct be sad? Alas, spared by the fire. He had to ruun some)
1t h“‘lil w;a‘tfcr:ed a million summers pass, | distance. Just aes he was hesitating as (0|
Like beautiful visions over a glass, Rk i ) as cine for : ok
And——a myriad roses die!” | what he "‘1“‘"‘,‘1. dio, miie .100,1\”1‘5 t-m, ,‘l e o

—Samuel Minturn Peck, in Smart Set. | or stump behingl which h: m'git h.uh;
while he reloaded ‘his gun, the moose|

| caught si f him, forgot about Lije and

NMany A . . caught sight of i, oTe : i
y Automobiles | came charging thjrougn the weeds. Sandy|

The automobiles “in use in the United |iad no more t'me! for hesitation. He drop-|
New York has the greatest number, 6,400; iped his unwieldy thusket and clambered |
Maszachuseits comes next with 5,045, and int> o blackened jand brancy hackmatack, |
New Jersey third with 3,600. {vo small that le ‘feared the nvsh of the!
| ull might break i down. It did, indeed,}
arack ominouwd’y wihen the headlong bluk |
There was a young maid from Missouri, | reaved upon it, buy it stood. And Sandy |
Who flew in a terrible fouri, {felt as if every bianch he arasped were
Because a bold Mr | 5

7 an egeshell .
Who hugged her and kr | an ccfru_u ! I |
Seeing that the "bu-lls attention was sol

#ficct upon the
vivify the eniire
ery organ of the
o continue its al-
thereby inducing a
perfectly bajdficed condition, and
making life g

Y H

BEECHAM’S PILLS
have stood the test of the most
exacting experience through many

years, .

Prepared cnly by Thomas B

Hclesti%)a England‘.ly L ec.cham, St
everywhere in Canada and U,

Awmerica. In boxes, 25 cents, o

From Missouri.
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