
under the old colors more, that the that she regards me as her good 
sentry at the gate has saluted you for angel, ahd hates that any one should 
the last time. I have seen the tears pay me homage but herself? True," 
stand In a man’s eyes at his farewell I added Jennie, laughing, “she was, 
tinner, and heard his voice shake, as | good enough to make an exéeption in 
he thanked his old comrades for Mr. Weaver's case, but the qütcR-wlt- 
drinking hid1 health. Puling sentiment ted chit knew that she 
was it? Well, I don’t know; he’d been from him,” • • 
five-and-twenty years in the corps, and “Well, Jerthie, it has decided me»
I suppose had contrived to keep a upon one point. I’ll not risk your 

somewhere, although he life on board the Maid. I did mean 
had been hardly so successful about to have asked you to marry me quietly 
his hair. If it were a thing to laugh at some one of the adjoining villages, 
at, I can only say there was little in- and to have carried you off with me 
dicâtion of that feeling visible in the when the time came; now I am going 
faces of even the youngest of those to ask you to wait, and trust me till 

• that had met to bid him “God speed”; I return to claim you. Can you do 
and “poor old buffer, he’s awfully cut that, dearest?” .
up,” was the harshest commentary .«çan j trust you?.. returnéd the gn-1 
that met my ears upon that occasion, proudly, as she reared her Tread, and 

Maurice’s letters show that he 18 fastened her gfand grey eyed'on his. 
now thoroughly possessed with the “You don’t' understand much about a 
idea of escape, thoùgh, as to when he WOman’S lové, Dainty, or yoti would 
may see his way into compassing it, never ask me such a question. Do 
he is still utterly vague and indefinite. yon thihk, when ! gave my heart, I did 
But Dainty Considers that it is high not give my faith? If I. had hbt thor- 
time he made all his preparations for ough trust in you, my love would lié 
assistance, in the hope that his broth- shattered shivered, this minute. I am 
er will ere long find himself without yourSi Dainty,. Whenever you think fit 
Portland prison; he is well aware that t0 come fdr me; afid if months went 
help then must be prompt if it is to by, arid I néVér even heard from you, 
be of use. Dainty has some small nd ttetitfiohy Should, make me think 
difficulty, at the close of the yachting ybu fyse till your own hand oh ÿouf 
season, in hiring a smart hundred and ovvn jjpg tt)ld ^ that you wére What 

More fully j can never think you. .1 know hew 
much I am beneath you, but the man 
I love with mÿ whole soul would, hever 
put such misêry upon me. If he did,” 
continued the girl bravely, though not 
Without a quiver in her voice, “what­
ever pain it ni^ght cogt me, I would 
say I, was wejlt rid of him.”

Dainty’s s réply was what may be 
easily imagined. There fcre episodes 
in love-making concerning which it is
well to remèrobet the old story of bum. fiimM
Apelles, and draw a veil over, when Dieppe Grows wearisome.
^”c5'P,tlon fa*ls “B; Buttna.h^,Ï5£rl Mrs. Ellerton and Rose Fielding all
did fail npon Jennie s ear to the effect thla tlme are 8tm dragging on a
that she should never have to P monotonous existence at Dieppe. To 
hetj flrn; in the utterer. . the sorrow-stricken mother, this "quiet

Still both women and Seclusion seems the fittest life she
pledged troth as rtrae Wne out of 6ouId lead; but wlth Mlss Fleiding it 
mmd, and been as to otherwise. Deeply as she was
est as these two at this minute, grieved at Maurice's sentence, acutely
yet what has come of It. If t as. she teit his disgrace and punlsh- 
were a cemetery^ for ^e-vow^ ment_ yet- a8 ls only natUral at her
how quickly boards of kea^l 'T°“k„ age, she has now recovered her spirits.
have to interfere wlt^ the overstock Sh6ilooka back mournfully stiU at the M Bllerton
ing of the burial-ground. sad desolation his crime has wrought, a. , , " t iistiessly in

Dainty goes back to Wfeyipouth not only on himself,, but on ail those gazing vacantly out at
lighter of. heart; there is something she holds dearest to toer. Nevertheless. H*® Street in8which they lived
re-assuring in Jennie's strong, Pfls- at one-and-twenty It is rare indeed ^^^u^atf this is a verv h^mdmm
sionate love. That womanly devotion. tbat sorrow does not mercifully yield „1,™. îü5thZ 1 numarum
that refuses to believe In Our failure, to the assuaging Influences of time. ““L*”' th.rr'
has been sweet to most of us id our Mlaa Fielding begins to find her pres- .^hy so, my • acouaint-
tlme; has comforted us in our hours ant ltte somewhat hard to bear. She ei7au ka^e Tt vour age it is hard 
of depression, and braced our nerves is bored past conception. ted as rou do tier“”
Thnld*1,?f^the.UMistTs^^re* restless Not for one moment does she allow fancy Dieppe society would be
The Matdot .the Mist Is r®®“®®a this to become, apparent to her aunt. gomewhat harder to endure,” replied
than ®ver^oWQ,Suttering^nher< snowy Rosle la far too loyal and too loving Mlss Fielding as her lip curled, “If
pinions , off thd Shambles, no» etrptçh- lnher disposition not to do her utmost th en stare so rudely at me
lng tT^8.t t J 8and to ®one®al such feelings. No daughter i walk upon “la plage," or
hrmîdi^ on ^nf*?he ntoht ^ust Inside couiabe more devoted than she to her the pier are to be deemed a fair speci- 
brmging -up for the night just iMide had been mother to her so long. “en0f the male section composing
the breakwater and, anon returning to But thg ,ck eyea of a woman, so men 01 tne 
h®rK_old restlng-place in Weymouth loyl and sympathetic Mrs. EUer-
harv>r i ton, ire not easily Winded. She saw
copi®a than ever with the geological tM(, bravely as the. girl struggled
formation of Portland. He ls^jncps against lt Bhe waaigetting moped,
santly exploring that Island He car- dlBtfalt| Uvfng .qj*, ; isolated life In a
r ®® a hammer and a small bag, In o never very lively ..watering-place. It 
which he now and then gravely puts natural •- Rose Fielding the
nuS^rLtes,r°tkia: to Vpresumet

mènts, and Dainty has promptly re- (nPa mXate way must after a time “My mother, why <to_you say so. 
plied that the instalment of two hun- }“ a twr hmmlnm Dienne life very Have 1 ever complained?
dred pounds shall be duly paid.to any llumdrum ”PP Y “No," replied Mrs. Bllerton with a

that worthy may authorize to , re- wearisome. h 1 „ sweet, sad smile, as she drew the girl
celve it at the “Cock and ^Campasses," .•‘‘It Is not good furher- thought Mrs. t0 her and kissed her; “but do you 
whenever Mr. Blades may say that he Bllerton. It matters , little to me j, ia necessary for my children

ready to act where I bear my cross. I never can tQ compiain before I see things are
“That’s what I call business,"! said mix in society again, but in England not we[, wlth them? You are not 

the burglar, when he heard of it. “You there would be plenty Of people willing yourgeif, child—the brightness is dying 
tell your, pal, as soon as I cgn light pf to take charge of so pretty and attrac- out you "VVe mustn’t have that, 
a hook we arer off. He’d béât pay ig> tive a girl as Rosie, . Moreover is she Rosie; and .therefore I decree pur de-
tiie minute y»u give him the offlde not still the heiress she ever Was. parture from Dieppe forthwith,
rve got it. Imust trust you a bit, so There was something consolatory to „But are you sure you will not re- 
I might as well right out. take your the poor mother In this reflection, that gret ltr. gaid Roaie hi a low voice, ..as
oath the money shall be paid as soon her son had so franlyy confessed ate atle f0ndled her aunt’s hand,
as I say I’m ready; and I won’t wait, crime. “Why should i?” returned* Mrs,
to hear It lé soi. You see, a hook Su'Ch “He fell,” she woul^. whisper to her- Bllerton quietly. “It was as well, per- 
as I want is a big thing to run in; and self, "but he did all in his power to haps, to go abroad when we did. Nay;
what’s worse, It’s cursed big thing to make restitution ; he had resort, to no more, on your account there was ur-
stow away when you’ve got. It. home, subterfuge or legal quibbles; he owned gent reason that we should. And be­
lt ain’t easy to hldè. These warders his wrong-doing, and if he wronged tng her%, we could n6t do better than 
are always prying and rummaging Rosie, he Is. now making bitter expia- stay. I am not a wprldly Woman, I
about our apartments, when we’re out tion for so doing, and, thank Heaven, hope, Rosie, but I have lived in the
—just like so msity London litrid- the child is not a penny the worse." world all my life. Our miserable story
ladiest »6d I’m' rather nervo'tis about Mra. Bllerton did not know of Mr. js ho doubt by this time pretty well
their coining on my jewel-case as It La room’s opinion. She was-not aware forgot. If we settle ourselves any- 
is Do you^twlg?” that it was a moot question yet, in where but in London, or Brighton,

And' Mr - Blades gave a wink, and legal*circles, whether Maurice had not which 1s much the same thing, I dent 
ihdùlked In a grimace, which he had committed perjury to save the woman suppose there will be many people who 

at-a music-hall at. the East he loved from the consequences orhis win recall It to their memory. While 
End- from a popular comic singer. fraud. For Rolf Laroom, in his first you, darling, what have you to do 

Carefully has Dainty surveyed eyery burst of anguish at the Utter collapse with it?" .
crevice and .Assure on the west sidfe of Qf those webs he had been at such “Oh! mother,” cried Rosie reproach- 
the island!"for from that alone does trouble to weave, had been by no fully, “as if It did not concern me!

hold It possible that Maurice cap means reticent concerning Maurice’s No!" she continued passionately, put- 
escape. Chesil Reach, with its chain passion for Miss Fielding; had con- ting her little hand on Mrs. Bllerton s 
of sentries;' the Castle town side, with tided It, Indeed, to Mr. Simmonds and lips, “I am not thinking of my prop­
its men-of-war boats on the <jui vive; two or three other worthies of that erty, and you know it. No, she re- 
or. the more oyen shingle about Church stamp, who, though they could be close piled, in answer to hér aunt s depre- 
Cove upon which the Custom-house as oysters when they saw cause for catory shake of the head, I dont 
people keep: such jealous eye, are all keeping their mouths'shut, yet upon think you were going to say so; you 
alike lié thinks, impracticable. The this occasion divined no reason why wouldn’t be so cruel. But can you 
West Cliffs, feoth their steep and al- they should not inddlçe man’s .natural think that trouble to Maurice or Daln- 
most unapproachable nature, are com- disposition for scandalous story. So ty ls not also sorrow to me.? Ah.i 
pâràtlvfeS1 neglected; and yet Dainty that Maurice Ellerton’s case had been surely you know me better! And 
thinks,' in moderate weather, and more 0ften discussed, both-on the Stock Ex- here Rosie fairly took possession of 
especially should the wind hot blow change and in the Law Courts. her aunt, and kissed and fondled her,
from the Southwest, that a boat might Rosie, too, of late,- has been con- a slight moisture beneath her long 
creep eà'sily into one of these fissures, siderably excited by Dainty’s letters, lashes gradually increasing, till both 
and that, with the assistance of a They know that he to staying at Wey- women indulged .in the luxury of a 
rope, or rope ladder, a man might mouth, and that he hears pretty con- good cry.
easily descend to it. " -etantly from Maurice. But while Mrs. "Nevertheless, Rosie, said Mrs. El-

Ile'has "drawn a plan for his broth- Bllerton IS under the impression that lerton, at length, "we will leave Dieppe 
er’s direction; he has selected the par- Maurice has, froth interest made ip as soon as may be. Write to Dainty 

ance of the Maid of . the Misti and ticular spot that he deems most eft- his behalf, good conduct, or Some at once, and tell him to find us _a home 
though boisterous weather may favor gible, arid Written the fullest particu- other cause of that nature, obtained in England—you and he shall settle 
his outbreak from the prison, though jars that h> can think of regarding it. relaxation of the prison roles with re- there.” „. ... ,
a stormy, night may drown." the noise He has directed an agent in London gard to correspondence, Rosie Is thqr- Now that letter, Miss Fielding felt, 
of chisel or file; yet How Is he to corn- to communicate with Mr. Blades’ oughly aware that Dainty has found required a little consideration, so she 
municate With the Island's" rock-bound frlehflsv and, those mysterious individ- means to communicate with his broth- put on her hat and started for a Mow 
shores under such: Circumstances? Of uais have written to their principal, er surreptitiously. Once more does 0n the pier, during which to think it 
course the ha-Vén of Portland itself that "the party he’s a-doing business that idea which she *had so preached over. Miss Fielding held strongly to 
will bë utterly'debarred him. Men- with is quite the gentleman, and has to her cousin bn his last visit cross the principlethatfresh air wasamar- 
of-war's boats, pickets of soldiery, and lodged ofie hundred already op ,ac- her mind. Can it be possible that velous clearer of the intellect 
the police, will effectually close any count." ^ . Dainty is plotting Maurice’s rescue? Rosie’s flrst idea was to aelect Wey-
hope of successful rescue'em that side. Mr. Blades' mind is inflamed at this if he can send letters to him in an mouth, but she fell into the natural 
If Maurice is to be* got off the island intelligence. Visions of halls of daz- indirect way, he Can send files, chisels, error that, because they, knew Maurice 
at all it must bë from some of those zling light on the Surrey side, of comic rope-ladders, etc.—all the necessaries, was an inmate of Portland, Weymouth 
creeks or fissures used of old by the songs, of unlimited . tobacco, of un- ;n short, that Miss Fielding's lively generally was also aware of that fact, 
smuggling community. Can a boat stinted drink, -of the society of laddies imagination depicts as essential to ahe thought their presence there would 
approach such in rough weather? In more free than, polished ln discourse, breaking bonds. Rosies ideas on the attract attention; might, indeed, prove 
Dainty’s judgment, certainly not; and —all these flash across the mind of subject are derived principally from fatal to that very conspiracy she 
vet when Maurice to once out of the the burglar. A picture of Elysium, the London stage, and novels of the longed to hear about 
prison evefy hour he remains on the which is,' sad to say, confined by no jack Sheppard or Monte Cristo type. "No," she reflected, Weymouth will 
Island’makes his recapture more im- mean# to the felonious Classes it to gke muses over the famous escape not do; but it shall be somewhere very 
minent—the proceedings of the Maid much 4P (Uogiie .under the plausible from the Chateau d’lf, and wonders near Weymouth.
of the Mist more likely to attract title of “seehig itfo" amongst-the youth whether a sack and simulation of Bournemouth! Well, she d never 
attention. » of the metropolis. death might not be equally effective been there, but that could not be far

When he talks with Jennie on this Yes, it to seeing life in one aspect, at Portland. She knows that the great off. Miss Fielding, after due consul- 
subject the girt owns that he to right, though it is to be feared that, those convict establishment is on the sea, tation of Bradshawe upon her return 
but she argues November is usually who so affect it, whether on the north and almost persuades herselfr-ithat home, comes to the conclusion that 
a much less boisterous month than or soiith side of the.'Thames, don’t Maurice might win his way to free- Bournemouth Will do, and sits down 
October ? quite realize thé life at which ttfey dom in that wise.- It is most irritât- to write accordingly. „

“To succeed. Dainty, we must trust look on. The skeleton at the revel is mg,* she thinks, being so far from “Dear Dainty, she rays, mother 
luck, aftd I Have great beyond their ken. Yet to trade the Weymouth. If she could but see and I are wearied of foreign parts.

history of thé leading; characters Dainty, he would tell her everything; We are tired of Dieppe, and so, my 
thereof is as gruesome a task, as ever and here Rosie makes a little moue, cousin, it devolves upon you to find 
anatomist of character set himself for she is fain to confess that Dainty us a home in England. My life here 
down to perform. The live» of. those had always been a very good hand at has become painfully monotonous. You 
"great comics,’’ how marvelously short keeping his own counsel, and that all know how men will stare at a girl 
they are. And do you think those of her coaxing and teasing (the combi- with any pretensions to good looks, 
their drink-bemused admirers are nation, too, was difficult to withstand) who has the misfortune to b® ?oa- 
profitable to follow out? had at times failed to discover what tinuaily without an escort; and, Dainty,

Dainty, formerly so cool and imper- he meant to do, or what he had done. I am not positively ugly, although, sir, 
turbable, waxes nervous- and Irritable She shakes her pretty head, and you never do properly appreciate my 
under this mental strain. Hé' seems knits her delicate brows a good deal, manifold attractions. But other, eyes 
to lack the stiiff'ef which cdnsplrktors as she reflects on this. She wants to are not quite so blind as yours, and

walking alone here has become posi­
tively unbearable. Don’t think, though, 
painty, I am writing in this way to 
you on a mere paltry grievance of my 
own, but the mother, too, professes 
herself tired of Dieppe, although, bless 
her, I half suspect it is a good deal 
on my account. Still we have made up 
our minds to leave as soon as you shall 
send us word you have found a home 
for us in England. We have selected 
Bournemouth, and I should imagine 
you will have little difficulty in finding 
something to stilt us there.

“And now I am all impatience to 
know what is to come of this corre­
spondence you have opened with Mau­
rice’. Haye $ou any Idea of carrying 
out what I once suggested? I suppose 
I ought not to ask. But, Dainty, I 
must know; please do tell me a little 
about it. I promise to be satisfied -with 
only a hint of what you intend to at­
tempt. Am I foolish to ask that much? 
—I fear so; but if you would give me 
the tiniest inkling of what it is you 
propose doing, I should be satisfied. 
As it is, I can think of nothing" else. 
Your continua) residence at Wey­
mouth, and ydjir having opened this 
correspondence with ; him, miist mean 
something. You know, Dainty, how 
deeply interested I am in anything 
that concerns him. For pity's sake, 
do let me know what you are about.

“The mother is pretty well, and sends 
her love.

hums the Captain moodily, as he re­
flects over this last resolution; though 
why he should connect Dainty with 
the aristocracy is not quite to be ex­
plained. But the veteran having taken 
lt into his head that Frank Ellerton’s 
intentions regarding his niece are not 
honorable, lumps him with that vision­
ary, debauched upper-class so dear to 
the lovers of. nautical melodrama, 
wherein the dissolute Lord Invariably 
abducts Lovely Sue while honest Wil­
liam Is away at sea—William and his 
shipmates, of course, turning up just 
at the critical moment and covering 
that insolent ravlsher with confusion.

But while the Captain is still medl-f 
tating in this fashion, he ls suddenly 
astonished by the advent of Mr. 
Weaver, In deep mourning. That gen­
tleman has returned from leave, hav­
ing, in the interim, buried his father. 
He has rejoined his regiment, with His 
passion for Jennie rather increased 
than otherwise during his enforced ab­
sence—with his worldly prospects 
somewhat improved—and has made his 
way out to Upway immediately. He 
has determined to ask Jennie more 
sejrlously than ever to share his lot. 
His father’s death has put him Into 
possession of some four hundred a 
year, and "Mr. Weaver ls very earnest 
ln hi# love now that he fancies he has 
some chance of bringing It to a pros­
perous issue.

Jennie is out, but the Captain re­
ceives hlm wjth much cordiality. Tim 
is a special favorite'of his. The Cap­
tain cannot but admire a. man who 
can, when called on, take his liquor 
with so little detriment to himself as 
Mr. Weaver. Not, as I have said be­
fore, that this was a besetting weak­
ness of the Irishman’s, but he had a 
wondrous faculty that way when occa­
sion required him to test it, and could 
swallow with Impunity what would 
have bereft most men of their senses.

Mr. Weaver’s mourning makes the 
Captain somewhat uncomfortable; he 
feels that he must restrain his natural 
disposition to harmony in the presence 
of such emblems of late sorrow, but 
he considers it all the greater reason 
for a prompt production of a bottle 
and glasses. He fills for himself and 
his guest with a solemnity befitting 
thé circumstances, and finally 
up by trusting Mr, Weaver “ 
well at home.’! Then, becoming con­
scious of his blunder, he stammers, and 
finally falters out, “I mean that I hope 
your mother and sisters are as well 
as can be expected.”

"Thanks, yes,” replied Mr. Weaver 
shortly, which curtness only further 
tended to confuse the Captain, who 
took it as evidence that his unucky 
observation had hurt his guest’s feel­
ings— thing inexpressibly disturbing 
to the bibulous but tender-hearted 
veteran.

Mr. Weaver, however, was absorbed 
-in thought as how best to broach his 
attachment to Jennie. For Mr. Weaver 
had resolved this time to open the 
•trenches hi form, and to attack Jennie 
armed with her uncle’s consent and 
approval. Hé was in a position now 
to claim her fairly. No great match 
in a worldly point of view, certainly; 
but then Jennie was a daughter of the 
people, and could scarcely hope to do 
better; It. had ■ never crossed Tim’s 
mind that Jennie's heart was no long­
er in her own Keeping. He had never 
marked how her eyes glistened and 
her cheeks glowed while he talked of 
Dainty Bllerton; qnd yet what a tell­
tale face It was to '•one who should 
hold the index! Her every thought 
was transparent to him who could read 
aright. There was no guile about 
Jennie. Her very soul looked out at 
you from beneath the straight dark 
brows. Her play of feature was mar­
velous, and the girl’s countenance 
answered to every gust of the spirit 
within, as the sea to the gentle wooing 
or boisterous caresses of the capricious 
breezes.

“There’s nothing like coming to the 
point at once,” thought Tim at length. 
“A Mg fence grows bigger the more 
you look at it."

c,T, ptkr XXIV.—Continued.
„ ,„'* «aid Maurice quietly.

"2° " said Mr. Blades, who was
"E tired of hearing his own voice 
„.„r 1 d slope from Portland— 

matter with you.
own

know all about it, for she is quite im­
pressed with the idea that Dainty is 
already engaged in a tremendous con­
spiracy; and then Rosie feels almost 
frightened at the idea of being con­
fidante to anything so desperate. Her 
belief in Dainty’s coolness and daring 
Is unbounded. Could she have seen 
him last week, her faith in that former 
virtue would have been somewhat 
shaken. Moreover, there were certain 
other passages in his life, of late, that 
Rosie would hardily have regarded 
with approbation. It was not likely 
that Miss Fielding would look upon 
Jennie Hoidershed with favorable 
eyes. Not that there was any petty 
meanness or jealousy about Rosie, but 
she rather liked Dainty herself, and 
therefore could be hardly expected to 
hear calmly of his appropriation by 
another; that other, too, a girl so 
inferior to her self ln social position. 
But Dainty had never mentioned Jen­
nie’s name in his letters. It was 
scarce likely that he would, although 
he had not the faintest idea of Rosie’s 
tenderness for himself, 
that she was attached to his brother.

How blind men are compared with 
women on this point! A woman rare­
ly falls to discover the victim within 
her meshes; but men are constantly 
quite oblivious of their success, and 
blunder along, all unconscious that the 
fruit may be had for the plucking; 
fruit, too, that they would ofttimes 
have fain gathered, had they 
known it might have been easily won. 
Still Rosie had never deluded herself 
with the idea that Dainty had more 
than brotherly affection for her. 
knew all about Maurice’s sentiments, 
and rather regretted them, 
carefully abstained from ever giving 
him the faintest encouragement. If 
she had a little tinge of the coquette 
in her—and she had—she at all events 
did not wish to exercise her spirit of 
caprice on one whom she loved very 
dearly, although not quite as he would 
have her do. And Maurice had felt 
this; loving her with ever-increasing 
passion, yqt knowing intuitively that 
his love was hopeless—that to speak 
would be but to pain her and himself. 
The bankruptcy of Bllerton, and Its 
consequences, had put an end to all 
that for ever.

are made—that calm, equable tem­
perament that nothing daunts, that 
nothing huifleir. Many a promising 
revolution has been wrecked because 
some one of the leaders could bear to 
wait no longer. Fortunately, In this 
case, the initiative must be taken by 
Bill Blades, and that illustrious bur­
glar has been used6 to waiting, like a 
Sioux Indian on the warpath, for the 
accomplishment of hip purpose. There 
is no fear that he will risk failure by 
precipitation; and yet, when the titne 
for action comes, Mr. Blades is usually 
prompt and resolute.

Dainty, also, * will probably be cool 
enough and quick of action "when the 
drama begins, but this anxious expec­
tation of the rising of the curtain it is 
that frets him. It is not the beini; 
under fire, it is the getting there tha; 
is the’ great strain on the nerves of 
the recruit. When the first shot or 
two begin to tell, then is the most 
thrilling*-tirpe of the battle. You are 
not yet warm tor* the work, the* fierce 
lust of- carnage has not yet leavened 
yotir’soul; ypiir cotntades begin to 
drop Sparsely at first,'then a trifle 
quicker, and apparently-from all but 
invisible causes. But as you close up, 
aild the corses lie *thlck and gory, the 
blood is in your hostrils. the savor of 
the strife makes your pulse bound; 
the savage desire to kill possesses 
yob; the thirst for your follow-men’s 
lives maddens yoti; little you reck 
who faite by ÿour' side then. You 
scarce patise " to*' look as you press oh, 
always on, till either you stop breath­
less, flushed and victorious, or reel 
back with the crushed, broken, de­
spairing sensation of defeat.

CHAPTER XXVI.

never 
-You
that's 
Ye!!. y°u
h°°k no mr®rt®ePOrought to have raid, 

nil- philanthropic pippin, whats 
B ; «Leer for restoring an Innocent

your uee>
“•What*1 will 1 guarantee you?" raid

S^ifkr. Blades de- 

h,„1v and shaking his head, 
Pr®®, a"iVt business, you know. What’s 
* of vour guaranteeing inside 

nrecious old combination of stone,
xtïitirice impatiently.

vou ain’t got a quicker head 
business," replied >he burglar. 

f.T .1 VOU sum up what you are going 
J lodge in the hands of a pal of mine 
10 Vhc *t' iek and Compasses,’ Charles 
aL„, Drury lane, before I move a 
®tr!!r 1 feel pretty ripe for a burst 
firfmv=elf, and I’ve got together most 
°?«tackel needful; but I ain't ready 
of,6and Shan’t be probably for an- 
! . fortnight. If you make lt worth

What e’wîn "mike- lt worth your 

asked Maurice. "I fancy any­
thing within reason I can promise you

Yet me think It over a bit. And 
the two paced round and round In

'•Li'ten. now," said Blades, at last, 
‘ember. I shall run a heavy risk 

? r “g to take a greenhorn like you 
‘" with me. All the work will have 
0UthP done by me, because I reckon 
holding5 the candle will be about as 

n is vou're good for—of course 
must go by night. You’re grit, and 

flinchhe exclaimed suddenly, 
Cing h"s companion straight in the

want to 
what’s the

can't do it on your
a baby. ‘Now,’ says

ran no danger

heart

.
:Maurice

•Now,

;

He believedI

oiher
my

twenty ton schooner, 
manned than usual for her size is this 
vessel of Dainty’s, and very eccentric 
is her master in the use he makes of 
her; weighing anchor and starting 
upon desultory cruises at all hours of 
the day and night; enthusiastic upon 
sea fishing, and strangely persistent 
upon trying the West Bay in pursu­
ance of that diversion. The boatmen 
about the pier are at first much aston­
ished at the vagaries of the Mp.id of 
the Mist. She is always appèaring 
and disappearing at most abnormal 
hours. She lies motionless at her an­
chorage, just inside the harbor at sun­
set,' not a sign of life hardly on board 
of her; the next morning she Is gone. 
Has been seen off the Bill, or rumor 
comes that she is hove-to in the West 
Bay. While at other times the rising 
aun discovers her unexpectedly lying 
once more, again in her old berth, 
having come in silently and mysteri­
ously during the night.

The skipper is a taciturn man, from 
whom little is to be gleaned, while their 
crew describe their owner as eccen­
tric—“ a chap who never séems - to 

“ Maurice laughed. . , know where he wants to go, br when
■What are you grinning at. he wants to go there.” But that he is

Prt Blades testily. “Is it too much? This a iiberal master all agree; strict only 
don’t do it cheaper, that s all. on one point—to wit: that they must

- No I am laughing at you, retorted be aI1 rea^y to weigh anchor when- 
Vauri’ce “You count yourself a man ever the whim seizes him. “It ain’t 
of business. What do you suppose a a 1$berty craft, and that’s a fact,” said 
convict’s promissory note would be Qne df them; “but we are well paid
worth?” , and f°und, to make" up for it.”

“Well, I mean some of your ro k after a llttle> the Maid Of the
shall sign it r®PUel* H1® itgitious Mist flits Ip and out of Weymouth
somewhat chapfallen at his egregiou Harbor w[thout exciting much corn- 
mistake. „nv_ ment But the year draws rapidly to

“I can t of course promise you ny^ a c]ose Tachtg have folded their but-
thing till 1 hay® “What vou terfly wings, and returned to that
my friends, said ^a.urp^' d two chrysalis state in which such pleasure-
want is two hundred d w ’ lt h craft pass the stormy days of winter
more within a month, if I accomplish ^ g£rlng gtm £oea the owner of
my escape." the Mald keep flte flag flying, and

Blades nodded. t constantly put out to buffet with the
“Very well. \ ou ray you are not ^ often angry channel. She is a

Mt p WjrWSSd wJath^-b“He.Saadarekrecu"fome^dr
if ?he nmney6 can

,he burelar seem to like it!" And they might well 
■Look here r®^1®5 ^* T6'® ’ say so, for Dainty has had his schoon-

">™ «Peak like a gentleman. _ You ve ^ Qut jn gome of the flerce October
made no haggling about the price, an» g now blowlng, which ordinary
I’ve put it up pretty stiff. H*« o®ak yachtsmen would have carefully es- 
tnd do go, Ill play On the square wnn h d B t tben Dainty is not yacht- 
you, I'll not cramp your chance by w^or nteaiure
hampering you with me. Tliere s my. |Ig ag^ed the captain upon one of
hand-'' ‘ . these occasions whether he dared go

And the two clasped nanaa. th*nnvh “fhp "Race ” or try to run in-If Mr. Blades' last speech sounds a trough the Race, or try to run
little magniloquent, we must not do
that astute gentleman injustice. He Goa for bid i \ 
certainly meant-to behave honestly to turn mariner cu 
Maurice. He justly surmised that good boat, and will do aU one can 
amateur help would be at his disposal honestly ask h®r: hut we d be swamp- 
as soon as he was outside "the prison, ed in the Race toda>, and_go t<L<®1!° 
but of amateur assistance Mr. Blades ters on the Bill, if we tried to run in- 
had the most supreme contempt. He side/’ .. ’ . _ „ ..
imaged, in the few. minutes that he ‘ Make for the West Bai . then, in
had for reflection, the sooner he should your own way, replied Dutiity. 
disembarrass himself of his companion Very seldom did Ma* ®*dman the 
the better would be his own chance of skipper, venture to question his mas- 
escape. And with ah assurance of two ter s. orders; but, upon this occasion, 
hundred pounds awaiting him in Lon- he replied briefly: .
don, Mr. Blades felt that recapture It’s risking mens 1^55gl”aVl£k1: 
would be bitter indeed. True, he was If we gain there, wepieces 
a vare that no one as yet had ever got on CheMl Beech, as U*A atr-liot. Top 
clear away from Portland; but then, know what of a su?ya running
he argued, no une of his capabilities thetfe to.day, sir. ^ .. ;
had ever tried. Mere bunglers, $11 “Put about, answered Dainty, 
these predecessors of his, he thought and,îîf ^ ‘"5«n5 » 
A very different affair from the cele- look $t the holing Race, about a mile 
brated Bill Blades making such an at- to leeward. ■
tempt. As for that second two hun- If Dtinty adkefl 'these questions, it 
dred, well, he never expected to see was not the Questioning of a tool. He 
any of that, but it was just as well\honestly wanted to know what the 
to put it in the bond schooner could do in extremities, and

Had he dreamt what help Maurice he ;tl^,t Mark Rëdçiftn was. npt
was to receive from the outside, and only a first-class sailor, but one. who 
by what skilled hands lt would be knew evéry inch of that coast, .and 
conducted, he would probably have was no shrinker from possible peril, 
made it a sine qua non that he should Show him the way, and Redman was 
share his fortunes. not the man to blench from danger

It was hiS’ employer's whim to yacht 
In rough weather—good; the yacht 
was a fine sea-bo£t, well-found and 
well-manned, no great harm, in that 
But such tricks as -running through 
the Race or up the West Bay with a 
heavy sou’-wester blowing, was simply 
juggling with life for no reason.

Dainty gets nervously .$n$IdUs upon 
this point as the season progresses.

but “Ever, dear Dainty, yours,
“ROSIE FIELDING.”

When Frank Bllerton ' received that 
letter, he was more confirmed than 
ever in his idea that Rose was strong­
ly attached to his brother.

She

She had

CHAPTER XXVII.

The Captain Interferes.
Captain Hoidershed, now it has 

downed across him that it is his duty 
td watch over his niece and save her 
from the possible results of her own 
indiscretion, is much troubled. His 
confidence in Jennie is unbounded, but 
he does think that her intimacy with 
Dainty may give her a sore heart and 
wet eyelashes If he does not see to it. 
That gallant veteran falls into that 
very common mistake of thinking that, 
because he has been round the world, 
he" Is therefore essentially à man of 
the world. As If there were not men 
who traverse the earth Incessantly and 
remain children to their dying day 
with regard to that somewhat ques­
tionable acquisition, worldly knowl­
edge. It may be useful, but it is doubt­
ful whether that intimate acquaint­
ance with the springs of the worst

Uface.
•*Trv me," replied Maurice simply, 

met those of Mr.

the latter.^ &
&°ftYoummay be "toW b^you 

1 4 funk Now.” he continued, I u
two hundred lodged in London 

before I start, and know it Is there. 
5 vou shall sign a promissory note 
to pay two hundred more wi Un a 

nth, if you get clean off. Will that

"I
1

JHwinds 
left all

mon
do?"

side ■ of human nature—that habitual 
analysis or the motives of our felow- 
creatures—conduces much to one's
happiness.

Now the Captain is quite aware that 
when he interferes with his nièce, he 
has to deal with what, in his vernacu­
lar, he denominates a d-—d mutinous 
crew! But If there is one thing that 
dear, bibulous old "gentleman believes 
in, after the transcendent powers of 
that cherished telescope, lt ls his capa­
bilities of strategy. "Women, sir," He 
would say, ln confidential moments to 
his Intimates, “won’t drive, They must 

humored, coacted, anti then, by 
blank and 'blahkï you. cto turn ’em 
round your tittle flngër.” The real fact 
being that His lady passengers, in hm 
seafaring days, had simply bullied his 
very life out, and led him a very hard 
time of it indeed; strategical conces­
sions to Mrs. Thompson having been 
Instantly followed by arbitrary and 
unconditional demands tiWn Mrs. 
Johnson. To know of what seflshness 
and exaction your fellow-creatures can 
be capable, you must have made a 
long sea-voyage. To fathom how far 
women can be unreasonable, you must 
have doubled the Cape. I have known 
a lady Indignant because there were 
not fresh eggs for breakfast six weeks 
after we ha» lost sight of land. The 
captains of Green’s clippers could 
strange tales unfold on this subject If 
they cho'sé. .___ _

The Captain’s first steps in chaper- 
onage are unfortunate. To his delicate 
insinuation that it is unseemy for a 
young woman to be so much, abou 
with a young, man as she is with Mr. 
Bllerton, unless she is going to ; he 
married to him, Jennie laughingly re­
torts:

"Well, there’s no saying 
do when he asks me.”

“But that’s just It,” replies the Cap­
tain angrily. "He hasn’t asked you, 
and I won’t have you go 
him in the way you do.”

“How is tie to ask me," replies Jen­
nie demurely, “if I doh’t give him an

°P"Hés had plenty of opportunities, 

and——’’
"How do you know 

advantage of them?” Interrupted the 
girl. -f.Y ' * Viv

It"
“No, I do not mean that;- but I think 

it would be \yell for both of us it we 
moved to England.”

“What has put that Into your head, 
mother?" and as she spoke the girl 
rose, crossed the room swiftly, and 
seated herself in a low chair by Mrs. 
Ellerton’s side.

be

one

is

towered that taci- 
“She’s a ready.

a

"Captain," he exclaimed. “I’ve come 
to ask a favor of you.”

“Happy, my lad, to, 
can for you,” replied tl

“Well, it isn’t exactly a favor, and 
yet it is—oh! bother, this’ll not do at 

Sure it’s your consent and bless­
ing I want.”

The
might, for he was in complete ignor­
ance of Mr. Weaver’s attachment for 
Jènnie.

"Ah, sure you know what It is I 
You must have seen it all 
I’m consumed with love en-

do anything I 
the veteran.

all.
what I may

Captain stared, as well he
i

about with

mean, 
along.
tirely. You’ll not be such an old—I 
mean you'll not be so devoid of feeling 
as to withhold your consent."

“What the blank, etc. blank are you 
driving at?” inquired the Captain 
fiercely.

“Isn’t I 
Tim

I
*he

he’s not taken

!
"He has never spoken to me on the 

subject,’’ said the Captain loftily.
“Which is no sort of reason that, he 

should not have whispered a word or 
two to me," laughed his niece.

“Has he? I insist upon knowing.
"So you shall.”
“Go on, miss." ,
“When I have made up my mind to 

tell you."
“Do you call this respect for your 

uncle, you hussey?"
“That’s not a pretty name to call 

me. * Do you consider it’s respect for 
your "niece, to hold her guilty of not 
being able to take care of her own
8°“Pitter patter, ciitter clatter, chittet* 
chatter!—a woman’s tongue is like the 
wind off he Cape, which always blows, 
but never In the right direction! You 
are all alike!’’

“Which shows how little you know 
about us, my dear uncle. Neither are 

tongues so given to foolishness as 
you ifnagine.”

“You’re1 a saucy wench! repied tne 
Captain sulkily, quite overcome by this 
laàt retort “But I fjpoke for your 
your good, child—I did, honestly.”

“Dkm’t I know it?” replied the girl, 
as she glided to his side and laid her 
6heek against his grizzled locks. “But 
leave Jennie to herself. Frank Eller- 
ton will work her no harm, believe
me.” , . .

So far the Captain had not made 
much way; hut that does not prevent 
his still brooding over the subject. He 
is too chivalrous by nature to descend 
to espionage of any sort. He confines 
his telescope still to the discovery of- 
wondrous accidents In Weymouth Bay. 
The collisions, upsets, and narrow es- 

from drowning that he there

telling you I am?” returned 
sharply. “It’d be hard to speak 

plainer, I’m thinking. Maybe it’s the 
liquor has muddled your brain. You’ve ' 
not much of a head, you know.”

The Captàin turned purple with 
wrath, but this was too serious to be 
met with a salvo of his usualvùàrtillery.

“My head, sir,” he rejoined majes­
tically, “is clear enough, if other peo­
ple's were. What the devil do you 
want my consent to?”

Rather a relapse, this latter part of 
his speech.

“How am I to make the old fool 
understand ? ” mused Mr. Weaver. 
“Haven’t I been drumming it into him 
the last five minutes, and sorrow a bit 
does the old villain comprehend me! 
Whist, now! ah, leave the tumbler 
alone,” he continued aloud, as the Cap­
tain proceeded to reinforce his dignity 
with another gulp. “Haven’t I been 
telling you all along I Wanted to marry 
Miss Jennie, and am I not asking you 
to consent to it?”

“Well I am considerably (blanked )>” 
replied the veteran, bringing his fist 
on the table with a ihighty thump, “if 
you ever mentioned Jennie’s name till 
this minute.”

“What’s that to do with it?” in­
quired Mr. Weaver laconically; “If I 
didn’t I meant to do so — it’s all the 
same.”

“It’s not sir!” thundered the Cap­
tain. “How the;-------  do you suppose
I’m to understand you?"

“Faith, and you do now, anyway,” 
retorted Mr. Weaver. “By my father’s 
death I’ve come into a little money, 
and could take care of a wife. Will 
you give me Jennie?”

“And what does Jennie say about 
it?" inquired the Captain with much 
curiosity, and considerable conviction 
that what his niece said would be a 
good deal more to the point than any 
decision he might come to.

“I don’t know.”
“Never asked her, eh?” said the 

Captain.
“Asked her, bedad! Oh, yes; I*ve 

asked her often'enough!”
“And sh<

Note—Since this story was penned, I 
®*.Te been informed that a prisoner did 
JttuaHy succeed in making good his escape 
from Portland. He was of an orderly turn 
or fflind, and returned his convict garb, 
orefuiiy done up in brown paper, to the 
governor, about a year afterwards -with an 
mtlmation that he had no further we for it.

CHAPTER XXV.
The Maid of the Mist.

I

i

1
ids upon

vu»» -------^__v>^rog^ses.:
If his brother is to succeed in\ his 

cape," if-'must be through fhe assist- 
ice of the Maid of the Mist) and

es

The plot thickens; we are nearing 
tne denouement of the drama. Dainty 
Das formally requested permission to 
retire from the army. To a kindly 
mer from his «colonel begging him to 
nink over it again, he has replied, 

xvo .l but courteously, that his mind 
thoroughly made up—that much 

f he regretted leaving the old 
ncumstances were imperative.

.t must be, then, as 
u4?,te h's chief in reply. 
veU, Ellerton, how 

be to lose

corps, our

you wish,” 
“You know 

sorry we shall all 
im* , y®U- If 1 thought it was a 

one> difficulty, I’d say have a talk 
,mr" at all events, before you de­

an™ but 1 £eel that n is otherwise. I 
appose I Shall best further your views

Hor«/endm^ on your papers to the 
wse Guards at once, and will do so. 

tvi.i Lv* you wi,l come down to 
«rod-bye, and shake hands 

rote you are gazetted out We shall 
hurt if you don’t

1
so

.
1

say 
with us

feel
manage to dothat

letreZ°ST Damty a Pan8 to answer this 
«nia-1 was. 50 ,lke tlle frank, cheery 

Wvdi,«ri W^° penaed u with whom 
voritLV d always been a special fa- 
1», ' , roin the day he joined, a beard- 
heverrh ", But hls anawer was decided, 
r..Jl i "\anci he be«eed the colo- 

tj Put his horses up for sale to

continually witnesses are terrible evi­
dence of the awful recklessness of the 
Weymouth people, or of their visitors, 
albeit the looa) press still chronicles 
no loss of life. But the Captain has 
not abandoned hls point; he can do 
nothing with hls- niece; he will have 
a talk with Frank Ellerton.

to have some 
faith in our success."

“More than Nance would have, dar­
ling," replied Dainty moodily. “That 
child's whimsical fancy that I am des­
tined to be your destruction haunts 

I wish she had kept her prognos­
tications to herself." liZLL

"You are foolish, my own, to be up­
set by the fancies of poor half-witted 
Nance. She would say the same of 

who threatened to take me 
Don’t you know

»!

boot.
thèlr f.M feel a pang about leaving 

lr >M reeiment. It is a wrench to 
to those with whom you 

footing',,'; hvLnr for years paat on the
*oamÏJ a brother in that intimate 
boknou J , that 1 verily believe is 
to think /u1.01 the twin Professions;, 

-K that you will never muster,

?aS" adieu 
have been

me.

Your lords, with euoh fine baby faces, 
That strut In a garter and star,

-Have they, -under their tanihor and laces, 
kind, honest heart of a tar?any one 

away from Upway.
(To be continued.) 1The
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■ddle and Sabre”

^ay, by all rrxQans; "and" if

w. r&.'S'nsuS
w that,” returned Maurice 
le; but you’re going with 
you swells are cool, I’ve b..„ 
plied the burglar, gazing at 
.anion in blank astonishment, 
it if ever I heard thé llljeg J

* urged Maurice, “you are 
tgging that you can go out of 
e when you like. Why should 
ise to take me with you?" 
rd!" cried Mr. Blades; “hoM 
ebody! I’d faint dead, only 
arians here bring you round 
i water instead of brandy, a» 
ay amongst civilized people" 
und your foolery,", exclaimed 
angrily. “What do you mean?"

talk so loud,” interposed 
[uickly. "I mean this, that 
•. I might think fit to do, I 
burden myself with a greèn- 

> you in the business." 
be well paid for It,” retorted 
sullenly.

’’ said Blades, “that’s another 
iVhy couldn’t you say so be-

al-

se I didn’t think o1 It."
I go off In hystrikes—I know 
I’ve heard—beg pardon—you 

ian of business once.” 
you came to trouble. It ain’t 
be wondered at. Didn’t you 
out, when you wanted àny- 

lat the easiest way was to 
iver had 
ed for it?

got it to sell what 
’? It would have 

deal of time In the present

(To be continued.)

s, Trees, Plants
irm, garden, lawn, boulevard 
atory. Acclimated stock. Old* 
shed nursery on the Mainland, 
free.

M. J. HENRY,
Vancouver,imlnster Road, 

British Columbia.

>le Farm Properly and 
Stock For Sale
will be received by the under- 
to the 8th day of March, 1907, 

irehase of the undersigned firm 
nd stock [belonging to the eetate 

1 Hoey, late of Lfilooet, B.C. 
fmay be for the whole or any part 
Icertv as below listed, 
bundantly supplied with water, 
of about 380 acres partly uider 

L Specially adapted for fruit 
ltuate about six miles belbw® Lil-

K) acres of pasture land situate 
l Mountain, B.C.
>rses, 15 hogs, 
cows, 34 yearlings 
13 heifers and steers two y<

: three, two bulls, . 63 yéàrllngs 
> years old.
test or any tender not necessar-

tenders, 
loey iBsta
\-9tioai :

B. C.

14 cows with 
coming two 

ears

and endorsed

Mm?.
sealed 
te" to

•Sprott-Shw
USINCS$j

iQUVER, B. C. . > 
I HASTINGS 81. W.

Choice of 2 to 4 Positions
student* always lagraduate.

Great D<_______
uai, Birma and Gregg Sheet- 
Igraphy, typewriting (*n th» all 
Bakes of machina*. aBé Lea- 
light by competent «pedal 1st». 
DTT. ». A., Principal.
FvRN. B. A., vice-president, 
Ierts, Gregg Shorthand.
INNER. Pitman Shorthand.

ÎORRIG COLLEGE,
till Park, VICTORIA, B. C.
Ugh-Claae BOARDING College 
of 8 to 16 year». Refinements 
jointed Gentleman’s home In 
ACON HILL PARK. Number 
►utdoor sport*. Prepared for 
.lfe or Profession»1 or Ualver 
nations. Fee* inclusive ano 
derate, L. D. Phone, Victoria.

al. J. W. CHURCH. M. A.

.TRY AND LIVESTOCK

-A pure bred Pekin drake end * 
1 ducks, not akin. Drake must 
mder 7 lbs. G Bernard, Mill-

-Three or four bronxe turkeys, 
tating price, etc., to Inski£,

Î—First class Jersey cow, just 
eond calf, very gentle, price 
er calf, $50.00. Oldfield. Lek 
?et Saanich road, Box 408 city.
[RE RAMS—A limited number 
range rame on hand, also some 
no ram lambs. G. H. Hadwen,

I—First class heifer, just 
le; also family cow, good 
i. Can be seen after S 
r, Fraser street (take

fresh, 
milk- 

p. m. 
Bsqul-

sl8

E- Span farm horses, wagon, 
few good roadsters, buggies, 

wagons; house and acre land; 
house to let, centrally located. 

|^r. J. Fisher, Carriage &hOj>,

kHoree, buggy and harness; 
pvlng same to dispose of pleaae 
ite. Inquire Box 451 Colonist, 

particulars and lowest price.1
-Young boar fit to serve. Give 
ht, breed and lowest pr|ce. Ad- 
).. Cobble mil. B. A N. Ry. ng)

Lot of nice Jersey Heifers, 
rdon Head. n23

A pure bred Pekin drake and a 
rcks not akin. Drake must not 

G. Bernard, Mil1*7 pounds.
f!2

Ladies to do plain and lkpbt 
home, whole or spare 

work sent any distance charges 
nd t-etamp for Aril particulars

nnu'facturing Company, Mon-
fS

E—A few registered Shropshire 
[lamb to '1st prize eheartlng 
Ictoria.

SINESS CHANCES.
-Two hundred and fifty dollars 
tt-h In the year from Victoria 

Here Is a dairy farm for- a 
*or, going concern. Make AP* 
to view, Box 50, May ne

[Partner or investor immediate- 
in highly profitable theatrical 

Experience not essentia» 
Hopkins. Broadway and For- 

t New York City. . jlO i
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