 thing, and, for the

6 ' THE SEMI-WEEKLY TELEGRAPH, ST. JOHN, N. B, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 24, 1900

ZRELTE sy i oA
.

THE MESHES
OF MISCHANCE
8L BY GILBERT WINTLE

& Great Human Interest Serial Filled LDith Action
Now Published for the First Time

! the theaire, and ‘so on; can’t always lug
| a pipe about you know. Have one?”
“No thanks. Off'rin’ me a cigarette's

(CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)

“Shut up, Carey, I haven't heard any-

haven’t seen anything. That is, I Shﬂﬂ’berriea. Not fillin' enough. Give me a
have forgotten everything as soon as I am |weed or a pipe!”

matter of that, I like off’rin’ to feed a donkey with straw- |

WELLMAN

|

|

1

| MUST GO TO THE NORTH POLE BY AIR, SAYS

2w
RO
vy

T o

(%!

‘la'n'd' all that. Fe’x the finest old fe];‘.n-w‘ it was just as T said that. I remembes,

you ever szmw; if his ld}‘ and guests are | that he twisted his ankle.” fisa
!miy balf as Bice as be is, we shall enjoy | “Twisted his anklc?”’ ‘“m

| oursellves as much as at any dance we ever |
went to. Shall T ask tomorrow morning
#f 1 can bring you?”’

“Yeq i

New) ol e i dveGapOUT, b1 Bl
l(,hixu; amvl went upstaime to mend (tuse .
i Beast! He wanted to get Miss Maude's
| eympathy, After that. that is when shd
| came back from hunting wp a brother to
take lim up and shew him where the
bandages, or whatever it was, were kep$,
we had our dance, what was leit of it

“ATl might; then that's settled.”
‘1 At a quarter past nine the following
evening, Horace and Ned, in evening drees,
{and lizht overcoats, alighied at :hlmlvgétn-
| ticn and set out in search of The Mywtles. | ¢ : :
iOn:ae directed by a policeman, it was not Then I saw Mm hobbling off with anothes
{hard to find, and turned out to be a pretty tchap, going. towards the station. (eod
!vi-l‘.n at the end of a new road. v t‘“g: "i};‘.}lmkﬂwﬁhﬂﬁf t}}lmtqn'h'atx’);s no;n‘

They w itea b rty now awaiting | 1% V¢ ing there at the Smiths whea
’thci;‘qg\::e:: {2? Tl?e l\‘rgly!;-qtlw. That is tg I’T the other slde of the A,t]antlc;“
say, the grown-ups were awaiting their "\Vhat harm will that do you?
{guests; and these, apart from Father and Oh, I don't know.” Then, rather {n-
| Mother Smith, incuded two soms, the elder consequentially, “I sny, Wyndham, did
{an officer in the P. and O. service and | you ever see much a seplendid girl in your

| ieutenant in the Royal Naval Reserve, the

life? Did you notlee her hair, and her

in the street. If it’s any comfort to you,| I daresay you're right,” replied Carey, |

1 may tell you that I don't know either |laughing, and possessing himself of the | waist, and her—?"

|second a recently graduated L. R. C. B,

=T

TR

&
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ST ‘mrq- ————

the pumber of this house or the name of |casé, which he slipped into his pocket.

the street and I will take particular care |
not to notice them as I go away. But,
pleaze understand, that I am not a re-
cruit,”

“Then, how and why did—"
“My dear sir, kindly listen half a min-
ute and you'll understand. I live in Vie-|
toria street, and was walking home when
I saw you get off a ’bus just in front of|
me. 1 wanted particularly to epeak tol
you, so I 'took the liberty of following:
you home and here 1 am.” |
“What did you want to talk elout?
You'll never have a better chance than,
you do at this minute.” i
“I wanted to speak to you about a
debt. In fact, about the £4,000 for which
Ned Gascoigne went surety, for you. But
I'm wfrabd that—’ Horace judged -t
more polite to leave his sentence unfinish-

il

“But, my dear fellow, you never mean
to tell me that Ned expects to see any of |
that again!” cried Carey, quits aghast at
the idea of such an exhibition of sordid-
nese. “Hang it all, man!”’ he continued
fndignantly, ‘here am I, a poor devil of!
B social outeast, e meritorious, hard-woirk- |
ing adventurer; whereas Ned is a Omesuq,I
even if you aren’t, and—" .

“Ned Gascoigne is, if anything, rether
worse off than I am. I own property
3 ,worth perhaps five hun-
and have aleo my weekly
as about the same eum in

Ipghtit

E

pistol business, it’s
of thing for a young buai-

way to make to be
mixed up with. I don’t quite know why,
@ither. It can’t be the score of mor-
ality, because, whatever you do, I am
sure you are quite an angel of virtue com-
pared to some company promoters I hear
about. However, there you are, pre-
judice rules the world, and one has to bow
to it. After all, you know, it's not mask
and pistol now-a-days, ,but jemmy and
i doesn’t

“Romance never dies, Kipling says,”’
laughed Carey. ‘“‘However, if you must he
going, I will come down and let you sut
1 have a friend downstairs, who is only
waiting till you have gone to talk over a
little business.”

It was on the tip of Horace's tongue to.
have asked who this friend was, for he
could not get it out of his mind that the
voice had been familiar to him. How-
ever, all things considered, the question
would have been too indiscreet.

So, with a cordial handshake—he simp-
ly couldn’t phly the pamt of outraged re-
spectability with this most genial and gen-
tlemanly crimunal—he quitted the house;
and, true to his promise, walked rapidly
away, without looking either at the num-
ber on the door, or the name at the street
corner. Fle then purposely went on at
random through a maze of small streets,
ultimately picked up his bearings again 'n
Horseferry Road, and, ten minutes later,
wag letting himself into his own rooms,
where he threw himself into an arm-
chair and indulged in a good thearty

“Now why is it,’ he esked himself,
musgingly, “that 1 detested Carey when
be was just a dissipated undergraduate;
whereas, now that he seems to be a full-
blown thief, I really rather like him? T'll
have a cigarette and think it over. Why,
what e nuisance! I've lost my cigarette
case. Well, I didn’t think Master Carey
would have been industrious to the point
of picking his guests pockets.”

However, a moment’s thought sufficed
o recall to his recollection that he him-
placed it on the table, and bad

to put it in his pocket egain

-

was gone, there was (or rather there

Horace thought there was) an end of it.
So he filled a pipe; and, after that,

more than one more, for he was too ex-

Late to bed as was Horace, he was yet
s full hour ahead of Carey, to whom,
with the reader’s permission, we will, be-
fore dosing the chapter, return.

As soon as he had &hut the front door
behind Horace Wymndham, he walked to,
wnother door, at the farther end of the
passage, which he opened and called softly
down the flight of stairs leading to the
basement—

‘“‘Hooking!"”

There was a shuffling of feet, the gas
which burned dimly somewhere in the
basement, was extinguished, and some-
one came groping up the stairs, twice
lighting a match on the way, for not so
much as a glimmer of the sitting-room

“Now to business. Have
squeeze of this key?’

“No, and what's more I don’t think
that I ever shall, the way I'm trying now.

You see, old Smith keeps his bunch of

you got a

keys in his waistcoat pocket, and I don’t
get a chance. If he kept them |
in -his coat pocket it’ be - easy !

enough; I'd get the squeeze’ while he was
washing his hands. The only thing I can
think of is this. He’s giving a dance at
s house at Ealing on Monday.

that’ll be you.
put 'em in his dress waisteoat; Mrs. S.
wouldn't let him; spoil the bloomin’ sit
of it, y’know. So if one or other of us
can oply manage to slip upstairs into the
old josser's bedroom; the job's as good as
done.”

“H’m,” raplied Carey, meditatively. “It;

seems easy enough, but all depends on
whether he leaves them there or not.

Your Mr. Smith seems a careful old gen-

tleman.” )

“Careful be sugared! It's just ’abit”
(sometimes, when he was excited, Mr.
Hocking’s “h’s” were apt to get a little
out of hand). “But that’s only at the

bank, that is; the night of his ball he'll !

be so flustered that, if his wife doesn’t
watch him, he’ll: forget to tuck his ghirt
in, let alone keys!”

‘“My dear fellow, you put it so tersely,
that you convince me,” said Carey. “Still
it's rather close work; the job is for
Tuesday.”

“It don’t take more than an hour or
two to file & key. Amnyway, that's our
only chance. There are only two other
keys besides Smith's, and théy’re out of
the question. (Qld Lord Netheravon, our
president, has one, and he’s in Norway.
Wateon, the managing director, has the
other, and he’s a conceited swine, who’d
think the world was coming to an end
if anything so low as an ondinary bloom-
in’ clerk came within ten yands of him.
No, it'd be easier to pick the King’s
pocket than his! Smith or no one, that’s
our game. Ho-<h! I'm devilish sleepy.”

“In that case,” Carey replied, “you’d
better get home to bed, but you’ll have
to look in tomorrow afternoon—and coach
me up about these Smiths. What sort
of people they are, what their house is
like, everything. Ome way.or another,
we've got to got a squeeze of that key.”

“Right-oh! MNow ta-ta! By the way,
who was your pal?’

“Just a man I knew at Oxford, who
saw me in the street and insisted on com-
ing in with me.”

“La~di-da! at Oxford was he? Well,

! I'm sorry for him; but, if he was at Ox-

ford, it’s certain that he hasn’t got the
pleasure of my acquaintance! Tal ta!”

But that was just where Mr. Hocking
made a mistake, for, oaly a few short
hours before, Horace Wyndham and he
had beert driving their respeciive quills
at adjacent desks!

Left alone, Carey put in a steady two
hours’ work, taking stones out of their
settings; then went quietly to bed.

CHAPTER V.
A Quiet Interlude. :

Horace's housework solved itself very
simply. Each day, after he had left for
the bank, the porter’s wife came in and
made the bed. All his meals he took
at the A.B.C. p. So much for week-
days. On Sundays he got up late—this
particular Sunday it was very late indeed
—and made his own breakfast over a gas
stove. Then he went out to the Abbey
service, and afterwards, wet or fine, it
made no difference, it was his custom to
take a ’bus as far morth, east, south, or
west as the ’buses go, that is to say, to
the outskirts of Loodon, and from there
start for a good, long country tramp. He
would get a meal of eome sort at a
oyclist’s tea-room, and come back by
train.  On his return his room would be
done, and he would cook himself eggs and
bacon for supper.

He was too late for the Abbey today;
#0, his breakfast over, he started for Le
Roy Place, to see if Ned Gascoigne would
like to join him in his walk. He had de-
cided to say nothing to Ned about his
extraordinary interview of the night be-
fore. He had, in fact, practically. given

his word to say nothing concerning the !

most extraordinary part of it; and, that
being so, it seemed better not to allude
to it at all. He had just made up his
mind on this subject when the felt him-
self prodded in the back by a walking
stick, and, turning round,. was gree
by Ned himself, frock-coated and kid-
gloved, as if for a walk in the Park,
where. indeed. he was bound.

Horace was in tweeds and a bow-
ler. However, it 'was easier for him
to go thus into the Park, even

if & trifle unusual on a Sunday morning,
than for Ned, in his glorious raiment, to
go for a country tramp. So the two
friends turned westwvard—they were in
Piccadilly, near Bond Street—wending their
way tawands Hyde Park Corner.

But a few short months ago, Horace
would have fairly gasped at the idea of
joining church

I'm in- |
vited, and I'll ask %o bning a friend; |
Now, he’s safe not to |

parade in a tweed suit, |

sl right, and, following his host upstairs,

light could penetrate down here.However,

rather baggy about
once in the hall, the newcomer could see

en rning had ‘ooked threatening and he had
dresseu acvordingly, and carrying a thick,
rustic-looking walking stick; today he
hardly gave the matter a second thought,
g0 thoroughly had he put away from him
er to be seen, Carey had swept them .1l Society and all its ways. On the other
into a drawer before going down. Not haend, the City had not yet had time to
that he minded their being seen by Mr.“spoi:l liim; all theme was of real good and
Hocking, but because he did not wish | real refinement of Eton and Oxford re-
to unsettle the latter’s nerves by letting mained to him, though their mannerisms,
him know that anyone else had eeen them. affectations, and artificialities had failen
F¥or this Hocking, though a companion | from him, as a domino that one slips off.
in crime, was anything but a bold com-  Horace was now a man at his very best.
panion. "On the contrary, he was a weak- o far from botherirg his head about what
Jy vicious young COity man, full of low people would th:f:}( of him, when he got
tastes: not altogether a coward perhaps—- Amongst the fashionable throng, he was
that ;q to say, like a mongrel cur, he! slily chuckling to himself at the wry faces
wv\'ouh*l‘hﬂ.ve fought savagely at bay, but | that the exquisite young gentleman at his
much preferred to enarl and run away—!
he was certaindly  entirely lacking
in the daring, adventurous spirit
which half redeemed " his leader’s
crimes. Indeed, Carcy, who, as a rule,
always “worked” alone, had merely sought
means to ingratiate himself with Hocking,
because he had found in him the only man
who would serve his purpose in a certain
big enterprise. in which some assistance
could not be dispensed with, as the read-
er will see in the sequel.

“Didn’t know you smoked cigarettes,”
Hocking said, holding up Horace’s case,
which he found at his elbow.

“Qh, sometimes; between the acts at

was soon sitting in the chair just vacated
by Horace Wyndham.
The incriminating articles were no long-

then and there, jus: as he was, to a certain
little cottage on the Great Nomth Road,
bearing over the door the inscription, “Cy-

gurine, and drink muddy tea, in company
with a roomful of dusty, jovial, black-
nailed, vulgarly profane counter-jumpers!
“]1 say, Wyndham,” remarked his com-
panion, “allow me to observe in the most
delicate way in the world, as Mr. Chucks
would have said, that, if you have stumbled
on such a_rattling good joke. it would be
only friendly to mpare me a little of it.”
“Was I smiling?
roh! I don’t koow—mnothing much—a

“

the knees, for the!

|side would make were he to bear him off |

alists’ Refreshment House,” and there rit|
him down to munch thick bread and max-!

I was thinking about |

‘
!
I
}
|

i

New York, Nov. 21—Walter Wellman,
| who succeeded last summer in establish-
ing a base on Spitzbergen for his airship
expedition to the North Pole, is again in
New York, and confident that he will be
able to sail over that coveted goal of ex-
plorers next summer.

Mr. Wellman, who was accompanied by
his chief aid, Major H. B. Hersey, meteor-
ologist of the expedition, expects to start
' from Spitzbergen in July or August and
reach the Pole within a day or two.

Difficulties in getting his base ready and
defective construction in hie airship Mr.
Wellman blames for his inability to make
a- start last summer. These, however, he
said, had not surprised or disappointed
him, as he had chartered his vessel, the
Frithjof, for two years, with an option
on a third, and the work of preparation
had been arduous. .

“With the Arctic summer so short,” he
said, “we could scarcely do more than
establish our base. When Major Hersey,

RAISING THE FIRST ARCH CF THE GEEAT
BALLOONK FHOUSE :

who was in charge of the finst division of
our expedifion, ‘reached Spitzbergen on
June 21 everything was still frozen up,
and he had to metaphorically take the
skipper of the vessel by the throat to get
him to enter the little bay the ehore of
which he bad chosen for the site of our
camp. .

“The valley where Andree had inflated
his balloon for his ill fated expedition was
full of ice and snow, and a lot of dynamit-
ing had to be done before we could put
down onr foundatioms. This took consid-
erable time. ;

“TI reached Spitzbergen with the aero-
nautical part of the expedition on July 9.
Altogether we landed six hundred or seven
hundred  tons of material and supplies,
having to use lighters for the work, as our
vessel, couldn't get within two hundred
vards of the shore. Our fifty workmen
worked hard until September, when the
winter began to set in, and as a result we
completed our balloon shed, the largest in

THE "WOOD AND STEEL FRAME CF THR ‘WELLMAN
HOUSE W SPITZBERGEN :
THIS FRAME 15 TO BB COVERED WITH SAlL CLOTH
10,000 YARDS BHNG REQURED

the world ;our machine shop, engine room
and living quarters. The framework of
the balloon shed is constructed of steel
and is ready at any time for the great can-,
vas cover, compriging ten thousand squaie
yards of material, to be stretehed over it.'
The shed is 815 feet long by 85 high and 8
wide.

“Mr. Pearv has demonstrated. I think, |
the impracticability of making the pole by |
sledging with dogs over the ice. He isi
perhaps the most efficient in the world to- |
day of Arctic sledgers. He always main- |
tained that if he could establish a base on |
the ghore of Grant Land and get an early !
sledging start he could attain the pole. |
He accomplished the former the last time, |
but fell three degrees short of his goal. |
If he cannot reach the pole in that way I ‘1
do not believe anybody else can.

“We shall return to Spitzbergen in May
and expect to be ready to ‘set sail’ im our
airship during July or the early part of

»

August

Juncheon . party, or something. Huillo!’
And Horace was spared funther explana-
| tions by a deus ex machina, or rather a
i dea in Victoria, in the guise of a very pret-
|ty young lady, who was bowing to them.
. Not content with bowing, she stopped the
| carriage, and, aided and abetted by a gang
;of hired ruffians, to wit, a fat coachman,
solemn footman, and a pair of grey horses,
procesded to kidnap the two friends, and
ourry them off to her mother’s house in
Baton Square, thereby settling the lunch-
eon question for that day at all events.
‘Miss Rutch Aylmer, that was her name,
wes not omly one of the prettiest young
iadies in London that year, but also one of
Honace’s oldest friends. Not a society ac-
queintance at all, but a real friend, one
whom there had not been the slightest rea-
ison for him to have dropped, though his
were from the same county, from the same
parish even, and had been Ruth and Hor-
agw to each other ever sinoe he had been
a nice chubby little boy, in a Fauntleroy
collar, and she a baby. Ned only knew
her from having stayed with Horace, but
then Ned became friends quickly with
everyone. i
{ Ruth Aylmer was a spoilt, only child;
but that, of course, is a mere figure of
), no amount of spoiling would have
her any harm. And so thought
Horace Wyndham, as he stole sidelong
| glamces of admiration, for he had the place
|of honor on the back seat, while she chat-
| tered away gaily, as if to make up all the
Ia.mvea.m of conversation since they had
‘met. As a matter of fact, Miss Ruth had
felt Horace’s desertion more than—well,
more than she had any intention of letting
him see. She meant to pumish him, too, a
|little, but later on. At present poor Hor-
|aice was embamressed, and her seemingly
i frivolous prattle was carefully calculated
o give him a chance to recover himself.
Horace was embarrassed, but not quite in
the way she thought.
seeing his old playmate agein like this,
suddenly, after an interval of more than
half a year, he found himself in the pres-
ence of a cumous, and qute umlooked-for,
ocomplication: Ruth had grown up! Of
course it was to be expected, mo he told
'himself; all girde did, sometime between,
say, seventeen and nineteen; but she had
done it somehow all at omce, when he
wasn’t looking as it were. It was taking
a mean edventage. And when he looked
at this glorious, blonde creature, all veil
| and lace, and parasol, and sweetness, whom
he had thought of o lately as a jolly Blue-
eyed schoolgirl, he felt—well, he wouid
lave found it rather hard to explain; but
certainly little Ruth Ayimer had no buei-
!nes! to go about malking people feel like
that!
| New Gasooigne, whose gpirits, never very
‘lowr, were even higher than usual that
morning, was not long in valunteering the
information that they had both lost all
their money—as far as Horace's ﬁna.nme}.]
| breakdown was concerned, of course, this
was no news to Miss Aylmer, and that
they were going to Canada to carve out
| names and fortumes, and so on. It was
{only by dint of continuaily reminding him-
seif that it was Sunday morning. and he
| was driving in the sacred West End with
& young lady,
a strong desire to ¢roll forth to the world
at large that—
“To the Colonies
away! eail away!
i etc., ete.
.\ Naw it was Ruth’s turn to be grateful to
[Ned for his chattering, which saved from
| being noticed the slight start and momen-
tary look of pain in her eyes. )
mistress of herself again at once., saylng
merrily: ‘“Canada! How lucky I was to
find you this morning, we have one Cana-
dinn and another, like yourselves, shortly-
going-to-be Canadian to lunch today. There
they are, with mother, on the baleomy.”
{ Looking up as the cawriage stopped, Hor-

} they’d sail away, sail

127

hee auw  Mis: | Aylmer,  placid and
elder'y, ententaininz a genteman and
a  clever-looking - girl in  pince-nez.

|~ The man was a stranger to him, but he
! knew the girl dlightly, she was a Miss
i Edith Venner, a cousin of the Aylmers,
who sometimes stayed with them. She
must be the going-to-be, and the man
ltﬂlerefm‘e the real Canadian. And this,
| after mutual introductions, proved to be
the case.

| having no wish to take up the calling of
| governess,
%of the semi-genteel,
[ tions, so dear

enterprising  Fnghish Mgir'l, fond of the

tered herself as astudent at the Women's

| touchy pride had made him do so. They |

The fact is that,

that he managed to suppress:

!A-gn'mﬂbuml College, Swanley; whemnos,
their course completed she and two
friends intended sailing for Cenada amd
setting up a combined bee and poulltry
ranch in Western Ontario. In the mean-
time she was finding out all she could
about her future home. Today ehe was
up from Swanley from Saturday to Mon-
day principally to meet Mr. Prevost, of
the Agent-(ieneral’s office, - whom her
aunt, Mrs. Ayimer, had asked to lunch.

1.8 Mr. Prevost.was a quiet, solid,
rather heavy-looking young man, whom at
first giance ome was inclined to set down
as, being rather characterless and some-
what stupid.

A very litlle conversation served to
show that he was anything but stupid,
and then, glancing 4t “the massive head
and heavy  brows, with the kindly hu-
| morous grey eyes twinkling beneath them,
one wondered how;” five minutes before,
one could have Deen idiot enough to
think so. v

During lunch it was principally to Miss
Venner that Mr, Prevost talked; while
Miss Ruth, who had decided that, after
all, gince Horace was so soon to cross the
ocean, perhaps the more magnanimons
course would be the better, monopolised
her old playmate; Ned Gascoigne talking

deal with everyome.

hostess, during a pause; “I almost feel a8
if I ought to lose all my money and go
too. I wonder how I should manage?”

Mrs, Aylmer meant, of course, that she
wondered how she would manage as a
Colonist, but Ned Gascoigne took up her
remark in another sense.

‘““Manage ‘to lose your money, Mrs.
Aylmer? Well, it’s not easy, of course.
Got to look out for quicksilver mines,
and confidence men, and so on. Lot of
judgment, and er;-discretion, and that
sort o’ thing wanted. Still, with' energy
and perseverance, a really clever person
can do it.” 'Then, with the air of a mo-
dest hero, “I did it.”

There was a general laugh at this. Not
very hearty perhaps, on the part of Mr.
Provost, who had had to work hard ever
since he left school, and thought himself
very lucky to have his present, not too
well-paid, berth ‘at the age of thirty-five.
However, his business was to help intend-
ing immigrants, and he had seen too many
far more unlikely-looking cases twrn out
successful to despair even of this frock-
coated young gentleman, who talked
nonsense and thought it funny. Seo, after
luncheon, he took an opportanity to ask
Horace and Ned if they. had any plans?

“Manitoba I had thought of,” replied
Horace, who perhaps owing to his solitary
life, had lately been a great newspaper
reader and thus really knew something of
the possibilities of the different provinces
of the Dominion. '“We have each got a
a little capital,” he continued, “but I
thought we’d bank that till we had had
time to look round.”

‘“When do you start?”’

“In a month or so, I expect.”

“Start now, Mr. Wyndham,” said Mr.
Prevost, emphatically. “You’ll get there
just at the veny best time. The farmers
will all be on - the look-out for tharvest

rather in your favor, I think. Many a
magter irritates his men ten times more
than he helps them by insisting on being
one of his own laborers. Now I'll say,
good-bye.” s i

When the ladies heand that the two|
friends were going to start almost at once
—Horace did not specify the exact day—|
they were very much surprised, since they |
did not intemnd leaving England for several
weeks, as had indeed been the case. Ruth,
for all her resolution, could hardly keep
back ther tears.

“You -will write, Horace,” she
said. They - had strolled out on
the balecony, where they = were alome.
“You must let us know  how you
get on; itll be so interesting—to—to
Edith.” |

“To Edith omly?”

“Welll, to—other people.”’

“Ruth, dear,” he said, drawing her to-
wards him, ‘“‘we’ve kmown edch other all
our lives, but I've just Jost six months c,-.f|
your society by being a proud ass, and I'll,
itake no chance of missing a lifetime of it. |
{ When I go to Canada I shall make a home |
.as quick as I can, not a @ and home, that’ll
come later, but a home. Then I shall come
back and see if you care to share it?”|
| Then, as Ruth was about to speak, “No, |
_dear, no promise! I won't let you prom-

a little with Mrs.”Aylmer, and & great jse I’ve only five hundred pounds in the if not feline criticism, of her best friend’s

world, and it wouldn’t be homorable of

“It's quite an exodus,” said their placid ime. No, child! I won't take a promise, I|

tell you. T'H only take—this!” ]
Just then Miss Venner made her ap-
pearance. If she saw anything, and Edith !
Venner’s pince-nez did not generally miss '
much of what came into their field of vis-|
dom, she was discreet enough to make no |

sign.  Soon after, Ned and Horace left.
“Well, really!” half laughed. half sob-
bed Ruth to herself, as she wavel her
hand to them from the balcony, “if only|
for form’s sake, he might have given me'
the choice of saying either yes cr no!” |
= = |

CHAPTER VL
Mr. and Mrs. Smith at Home.—Danc.ng.

“And now, Wyndham,” said Ned, asthe,
strolled across the Park, “perhaps you'll
teli me how you intend to be ready.to sail
in two days. It'll be rather sharp work
for me, but you, with your things to sell
and your old bank to take a tearful fare-
well of, I'm shot if I see how you're to do
it i

“The selling my -furniture, and of the
nine years or &0 that are still to run of my
lease, is simple enough. I shall give my
old lawyer carte blanche to do everything
and remit me the money when it's done.
‘The bank, 1 grant you, is rether more awi-
wand. They’ve been decent enough to me,
and I should like to give them proper no-
tice; I would, too, cost what it might, il I
thought it wotld make any real differencé
to them; but, when all is said and done,!
the Anmglo-Ruritanian doesn’t put up its
shutters just because a junior clerk doesn’t
turn up some fine morning. 1 think it's a |
case of the Jess said the better, so I shall
go to business tomorrow and Tuesday as
usual, and on Tuesday evening leave a note
for the mamager to say l've gone. If he
doesnt’ like it—he can do the other thingz.
It seems a bit rude,” he continued, mus-!
ingly; “and, what's more, it i3 a bit rude,
Ibu't. then I've got so much at stake.”

New Gascoigne, not having Leen present !

' doctor
! brother, home on leave; next Maude, pret-
Ity as o picture, and as good as ghe is

| row of which lay the path from the gate
! to the frcnt door, where Mr. Smith, re-

, passed them on to Mrs. Smith and the

! a Mr. Canning I think it is; but it was

| Mr. Canning. She liked Maude, too; but
what ginl is there in the world who does)

| other Smiths,
porch, for evervone was going. Ned wounld

just now puiting in a year or twvo as ship’s
in the same Lne, and, like his

pretty, with eyes that are laugzning all the

! time and unruly brewn hair, that se:ms to
want to laugh in chorus; next Ktacl just

“Now, Ned, dry up; you've got a baf
atlack; I'm afrald of infection. Besidegy
I want to think.”

“What d'you want to think about?

“Plans. I've any amouni of things ¢@
finlsh settling up, and we start for Livers
pool tomorrow night -

|left school, a quieter edition of aer siater.

This completed ¢he grown-ups, pro-|
perly - eo  called; but two more|
were up, even .if mnot grown up'
—a blue-coat boy and a schoolgirl. Up-

stairs, three other smaller branches of the

Smith tree were' peeping over the ban-
nisters; finally, little Tommy Smith, smal-
lest. twig of all, safe in dreamland seince
an hour ago, enored in his cot in the
parental bedroom, one little pink fist in
his mouth and two little pink feet ooca-
sionally kicking the clothes about, for it
is midsummer and Tommy has nettle
raeh.

The garden was tastefully decorated
with Chinese lanterns, through a double

splendent in white waistcoat and beaming
smil, his bald head shining benevolence
from every bump, stood welcoming each
new arrival. Arthur, the eldest son,
seconded his father and ehowed them
where to put their hats and coats, then

rest of the company in the drawing-room.
Dancing was already in full swing, and
Horace and Ned soon had partners. For
if Ealing does not give many dances, or
run up heavy supper bills for them, it
makes the most of those it does give; and|

thus both our friends were kept so pleas- ;-

antly busy that it was some time before
they exchanged a word. Then Horace,
sitting out a dance in the garden with a
voung lady, whom he had seen before—
she  was a stenographer at a big etock-
broker’s, where he had been on the bank’s
business—was accosted by Ned, wandering
disconsolate, with a dangling programme
and a general air of looking for some-
one.

So, with & grunt, Ned subeided into
his corner, whence he gazed smentimentals
ly on the hat rack opposite, while Hor-
sce was cudgelling his brains to dilacover
n rveagon for James Carey's mpraining his
ankle on hearing that he, Horace, was
at the SBmitha, Carey could not suppose
that Horace would give him away. Why,
even if there ‘had been no promise, one
doesn't make a scene at a friend's house.
He had to give it up. Then he fell to
wondering how Carey came to be at the
Smiths at all. They were hardly the sort
of people whom he would visit on busis
ness, Remained pleasure, Yes, that
must be the solution.

“When the enterprising burglar's not a-
burgling, :
He loves to lie a-bagking in the sun.” .

And doubtless to waltz and flirt as
well.
“After all,” sald Horace to himaself, “I
don’t see that it’s any business of mine.””
(To be continued.)

NEW BRUNSWICK
CHRISTMAS TREES
FOR NEW YORK

Americans Expect to Ship 15,000
from Harvey Station if Weather
Permits.

Harvey Station, Nov. 21—There i» near<

ly a foot of enow in this section but as
there has not been much frost the roads

“] gay, \Horace; you haven't seen Miss
Smith, have you? I’ve been looking for,
her everywhere; I've missed one dance, |
and I don’t want to miss the mext. Sahe‘
must be somewthere.” I

“I suppose she must,” replied Horace, |
smiling; “but I'm afraid I can’t help you,
Ned, because, to tell the truth, 'm not
exactly sure who Miss Smith is.”

“QOh! you can’t mistake her—most bean-
tiful girl in the room—wavy brown hair,
and splendid eyes, dressed in sort of black
and white business, with—er—lace, and so.
on, don’tcherknow!” i

Here Miss Messon, who was a great
friend of Maude's, burst out laughing,
then came to the resoue.

“I think Maude went for a etroll over
there, with a Mr. Ca—Ca—Canning; yes,

some time ago, and I thought—

But Ned was off ‘“over there,” that is
to say, into the ganden of the mext villa,
not vet let nor the dividing fence com-
pleted.

Miss Messon pursed up her lips and
looked a trifle severe, not at Ned’s abrupt-
ness, but she thought Maude's absence a
little too long with the very handsome

not enjoy a little' occasional disapproval,

going on? :

The rest of the evening Horace danced
hard and enjoyed himself thoroughly; he
also made better acquaintance with Arth-
ur Smith, the sailor, and Fendinand, the
doctor, and liked them both. Ned he

are bad for traffic. Wheels are being
mostly used.

oose appear to be plentiful in this lo=
cality and are frequently seen and several
have been shot by residents. Bectiom
Foreman Wilmot Tracy recently shot &'
Jarge one near Cork station and T. Harrls,,
of Cork, shot one having a spread of fiftyy:
inches. The head was purchased by T.
Robison, who will have it mounted.

A. 8. Crosby, of New Haven (Comm.),
with a number of men have been here for
more than a .fortnight getting epruce
bushes which they will ship to New York
to be used for Christmas trees. He ex-'
pects to ghip about 15,000 bushes from :
this station but his operations ere being;
retarded by the snow.

Thomas Robison has the work on Mel
new hotel well advanced and tor
have it opened about the end of year,

The building is nhrgvandhsndoumo::'!‘
and adds much to the appearance of the
village.

OBJECT TO DUMPING
ENGLISH CRIMINALS |
INTO CANADA'

Montrea! Board of Trade to Memori-
alize Government to Have Practice.
Stopped.

<

e

Montreal, Nov. 21—A#% a mesting ofthe - %

hardly saw again to speak to till, as the
party was thinning, they met in the hall,’
and found that each was looking for the
other, to see if he was ready to come

{ away. So they eaid good-night together;

hospitable Mr. and Mrs. Smith warmly
telling them that, now that they had once
found their way to The Myrtles, they must
not forget it, but come again, and come
often. Horace did not think the occasion:
suitable to explain that this was their
last n'zht but one in England, more es-
pecially as his host was a high official of
the bank which he was about to treat, to
say the least, a little cavalierly, so he
contented himself with thanking them for
their kindness. After getting their coats,
there were more good-byes with various
now assembled round the

have liked to have lingered over one of
these, And then they set off for the station,
walking briskly so as not to miss the last
train to town. This train is always very
empty on the up journey, in fact, is only
run for the return trip, when it becomes
the last theatre train and is crowded; so
they had no difficulty in getting a ocarriage
to themselves.

“Wyndham,” said Ned, when
guard’s whistle had blown and the wheels
begun to move, “I've got a surprise for
you. Who do you suppose Mr. Canming,
who man off with my partner, turned out
to be? Our driend Carey!”

“Whew!” _

‘“And, what’s more, our friend Carey
improved out of all believing. He used to
be rather a mean looking, slinking sort of
customer, yvou know. But now—well, as
for assurance—I tell you you'd hardly have
known: him.”

the | -

| cellent

board of trade today a stand was takem
on the practice of certain English magis-
trates who deport criminals to this coun-
try insteed of sending them to jail. I¢
was the opinion of the meeting that the
habit of euspending sentences in such
cases 'was a wrong, especially when the
dumping of criminals to Canada only
transferred their careers of crime o @
Jand where there was no feed of such
victimizers.

The council of the board of trade there-
fore resolved to address the premier at
Ottawa agking representations to be mada
to the proper authorities in England urg-
ing that magistrates be restrained fromy
sending criminals to the dominion, 1

BRITISH COMEMNT ON
CANADIAN MATTERS

Praise for Canada’s Proposal to Re-
duce Postage on English Periodi-
cals—Would Abolish Heredity In
House ot Lords. ol

RS

Montreal, Nov. 21—A special Londom
cable says:

Referring to the Hon. Rodolphe Lem-
jeux’s proposed Canadian preference on the
postage of English newspapers in Can-~
ada the Globe says the proposal is both
sane and patriotic and hopes that the
Hon. Sydney Buxton, the British post-
master-general, will co-operate in this ex-
work. Nevertheless, says the

She was |

help, and the big rush of harvest labor-|,; 5 certain conversation on Mrs. Aylmer’s
ers will not have begun. S(’ you'll be able balcony, did not, of course, grasp the full
to pick and choose. Don't stick out for import of this last remark. Nevertheless,
money, be content if you are offered your|he nodded.

board; you’ll be learning the ropes and| ‘“You see,” Horace continued, talking
spending nothing. Then, the first thing|half to Ned, half to himself, “it isn't as ii
| in epring, you take up land and start on I was a clerk with money passing through
| your own. It means a whole year saved.| my hands; I'm at present a mere entering
I wouldn't lose a day if I were you;| machine. I enter certain sums in a book,

there’s a steamer sails from Liverpool on and add 'em mup—till—till I'm sick of 'cm;{

Globe, cabled mews is even mora impos-
tant than the contents of magazines and
reviews, as things are perverted and cabled
news often gets several days start. Even
move injury, it says, is done to a proper
understanding  between Canadians and
English by wrong facts than by all tha
floods of cartoons and pictures and com-
ment which adorn American periodicals.

The St. James (azette says “a real im=

Horace said nothing.

“He was flirting away for all he was
worth, but T never saw a fellow look more
surprised, than he did, when I came on
lﬂhom. If he hadn't been looking away
 from her at that minute to see who was
. interrupting them, and if it hadn’t been
! pretty dark out there, I think Miss Smith
| would have noticed it. But, bless you!

Miss Venner, being so placed |
' that she must either be dependant on her,
relations or fend in the world herself,|
| had chosen the latter alternative; but, |

lady companion, or any other|
semi-menial occupa- |
to the heart of the penny |
| novelettist; and being: a capable, sensible |

country and the open air, she had en-

Wednesday, take it.”

would have to wait, at any rate, till his
month was up at the bank,.when, glanc-
ing across the long drawing-room, his eyes
fell on Ruth.

“By dJove!” he eail to himself, ‘this
dhap’s Tight, a vear saved is a year gain-
ed;” then added aloud—

“Thank you, Mr. Prevest, I've no douot
your advice is sound, and we'll follow it.
Ned, we start from Liverpool Wednesday,
steerage, mind.”

Mr. Prevost amiled a little grimly as he
looked at Ned, but seeing the latter was
laughing e said, good-naturedly—

“Well, gentlemen, I'm not in the pro-
| phesying business, so you must under-
stand that I don’'t guarantee anything,
but I can agsure you that I have no
doubt in my own mind that you will do
well from the start, and g ten years be
rich men. Not being used to work with
your hands will be a little against you at

first, but only at first. Later on it'll be

Horace was about to reply that they|

and if T were a dozen Jim the Penmen' it was only for about three seconds that
rolled into ome I couldn’t hurt the bank | h_e looked scared; he rose to the situation
 financially. Yes, that’s what I’l have to| like a bird, and, before 1 had a chance
‘do. Watson'll get my note on Wednesday | to get in a wond, he was saymg, ‘Haullo!
morning; he'll swear the City's going to| Gascoigne, wherever did you spring from?
| the devil; weil, let him, T shall be on blue | You remember me, don't vou? I had the
water by that time. Talking of the buuk,l pleasure of meeting you at Oxford; Can-
| Ned, that reminds me: don’t you agree|ning, vou know, Canning of Brasenose, a
|that we're hoth all the better for our little | year or two senior to you, I think. All,
exmmvinn'inm }-espemafbﬂe eocn_elvy?" in a breath he had cut ehort any contre-|

UL don’t quite see what it “h*‘s to do| temps that might have been caused by
with: the bank, replied Ned, but T cer-| my calling him by his real name, had
tainly a:ree. You've been making a hermit| noged before Miss Smith, as an Oxford
of younrself, :_md I"\'u l)(.‘f‘l\ leading the ].nvn‘ man, which is true, of course, as far as
of a bardoafing 'ltoh(mlléll. Of course it's | 5 gocs, and had patronised’ me. D——|
done us good; it’s shaken us up. f iut 7 i |

1

why?” sl bl i . i
“Because ' if you care for a littie miore! h \\'('U,t mtmﬁmnmeg,l and Y did ?',0]““
society, I can take you to a dance tomor- | \'igg’e’n o mentzon that I was there with

- |

row. H
“Like a shot; but T thought, Wyndham,| “I was so flabbergasted that I hardly
know what I said. 1 couldnlt well show

that you’d given Mayfair the chuck.”

“There’s no Mayfuir about the dance I'm [ him up, or ask him for my four thou’;
speaking of. It’s at the louse of one of | and he knew that as well as [ did.. Yes,
our senior clerks, in fact, he’s a sort of| [ did eay that you were there, at least,

deputy manager now, has a key of the safe, 1 think so; yes, I'm sure I did, because

g‘l"% ;o i A, FEPL S S

perial service will be done by the new
postal rates foreshadowed by Mr. Lem-
ieux. We congratulate the dominion gov-
ernment and ourselves.”

, Hamar Grecawood, M. P. speaking at
Darlington, referred to the Liberal strug-
gle in the house of lords. He eaid the
upper house should be constituted on the
principle of the Canadian senate. He hail
no objection to increasing the number of
lords by making women peers but would
object to women in the house:of commons.
(Laughter). England, he said, would never
get the colonies to send represcentatives
to an imperial council as long as there
was this hereditary and episcopal ele-
ment.. He was the best imperialist. who
wanted to make the lords move acceptable
| to the increasing millions of those self-
| governing colonies. E

The local apple market is reported a@
decidedly better. The demand and the
prices have increased considerably,
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