pway, by all mea 4
ff, T'll' cheer, if r;s, et 1t
‘the separates’ for it

lean mad. - You'!—why

have a ghost of a char;ce)"'ou
pw that,” returned :
€; but you're going ﬁ‘:‘ﬂg:
you swellg are. cool, I've p )
pplied - the Dburglar, ga.ung“n
panion in blank .astonishme >
st if ever I heard thé llkesnctﬁ

* urged Maurice, “you r
hgging that you Can,goag:iaL
e when you like. Why shou?gjf
se to take me with you?”
rd!” cried Mr. Blades; “hold
ebody! T'd. faint dead, on]
parians here bring. you roung
I water instead. of brandy, ag
ay amongst civilized peop]'e »
und your foolery,”, excla.im},d
angrily. “What do you mean?”
talk so loud,”  interposeq
juickly. “I mean this, that
-I might think fit to do, I
burden myself with a greén.
b yvou in the businesgs.”
be well paid for it,” retorteq
sullenly. s
” said Blades, “that’s anoti
Why couldn’t you. say SOOtg:f

;;e I didn’t think of it.”

go off in hystrikes—I

I've heard—beg pardonir;?\:
an of business once.”

you came to trouble. It ain’t
be wondered at. Didn’t yoy
out, when you wafited ‘any-

hat .the easiest “way “was to

bver had got it t6' sell what
ed for it? It would have
,deal of time in the present

(To be.continued.)

s, Trees, Plants

arm, garden, iawn,;  boulevard
atory. Acclimated stock. Old.
ished nursery on- the Mainland.
free, !

M. J. HENRY,

stminster Road.
British Columbla,

le Farm Property and
Stock For Sale

will be received by the under
to the 8th day of Mar 1907,
hrchase of  the undersi, farm
nd stock n:xelou,gin§1 to the esfate
Hoey, late of -Lillooet,  B.C.
'may be for the whole or any part
certy as below listed.
fpoundantly - supplied with :water,
of about 380 acres partly umder
Specially adapted for fruit
ituate about six miles beldw- Lil-

Vancouver,

D0 acres of pasture ldnd 'sitpate
n Mountain, B.C. o
orses, 15 hogs, .14 ..cows with
cows, 34 .yearlings coming two
13 heifers and steers two years
b three, two bulls, 63 yeéarlings
o years old.

§St or any tender not necessar-

tenders, sealed and endorsed
Hoey Estate’” to

DENNIS MURPHY,*
FETITRG2 T getictteey

o Sprolt-Shaiw.
BUSINESS ,
201/ //7

OUVER, B. C.
8 HASTINGS BT., W.:

Choice of 2 to 4 Pnsltim

Students always i
emasd.

graauate.
Great ‘De
I, PMme. and ‘Gregyg  Bhort-
aphy, Typewriting: (on the six
nakes of machines), asnd ' Lan-
ught by cempetent speciaiists.
DTT. 8. A., Principal. 3
VEN. B, A.. Vice-Prealdent.
ERTS, Gregg Bho!
NNEHR,. Pitman

ORRIG CULLEGE.

litl Park, VICTORIA; B. C.
ligh-Class BOARDING 'Coilege
of 8 10 15 years. Refihements
bointed Gentleman’s home In
ACON HILL PARK!  Number
Dutdoor sports. Prepared for
ife or Professions’ ot Univer:
inations, Fees inclusive an
derate, L. D. Phone, Vi

al. J. W. CHURCH, M. A.
TRY AND LIVESTOCK
A pure bred Pekin drake and &

ducks, not akin. Drake must
nder 7 Ibs. G Bernard, Mill-

Three or, four bronze tm-kgn.
atlnE price, etc.,, to Insklp,
B ¥

First class Jersey cow, just
cond calf, very gentle, rice
er- calf, $50.00.  Oldfield, f.,ak e
pot” Saanich road, Box 408 city.

RE RAMS-—.A limited number
ange rams on bhand, also some
yn ram lambs. G, H. Hadwen,

p—First- class helfer, just fresh,
le; also family cow, good milk-
p. Can be seen after 8 p. m.
r, Fraser street (take ‘1‘8.
[}

- -Span farm _horses, Wagon,
few good roadsters, . buggiles,
wagons; house and acre land;
house to ilet, centrally located.
J. J. Fisher, Carriage 8bhop,
eet. ofl

Horge, buggy and  harness;
aving same to dlspose of please
ate. Inguire Box 451 Colonist.
! particulars and lowest price.

Young boar fit to serve. Give
ht, breed and lowest price.’ Ad-
D.. Cobble Hill, H. & gl‘ Ry. n20

Lot of nlce Jers Heifers.
ordon Head. b “n28

A pure bred Pekjn drake and 4
rcks not.akin. Drake must ngt
7 pounds. =G. Bernard, w&lé

Ladies to do plain and Mgbt
home, whole or spare.time;

ent any distance chatges

nd p for full particelars
[Manufacturing Company, Mog

kA few registered Shropshire
lamnb to ‘Ist- prize shearling
ctoria. 1o

SINESS CHANCES.

Two hundred and fifty doilars
nth in the year from Victoris
Here is a dairy farm for- 8 '
stor, going concern. Make: a]r
to -view, Box 50, Mayne IH”'
Partner or investor immedlate-
e in highly profitable theatrieal
Experience not essential .
Hopkins, Broadway and For-
et New York City. 10

Author of “Saddle and Sabre”

CHAPTER XXIV.——-Contlﬂued.
S ia Maurice qulietly.
“Exa said Mr. Blades, who was
r tired of hearing his own voice
never Cont to slope from Portland—
ou Yyhat's the matter with you.
thats W % can't do it on your own
Wells o more nor a baby. ‘Now," says
ho” ratner, ought to have said,
philanthropic pippin, what's
or for restoring an innocent
family?”
¢ Will T guarantee you?” said
nterrogatively.
ally,” said Mr. Blades de-
and shaking ‘his - head,
¢ business, you know. What's
of your guaranteeing inside
Jus old combination’ of stone,
, impatiently.
ain’t got a quicker head
ss,” replied he Dburglar.
y sum up what You are going
iee in the hands of a pal of mine
‘5% ck and Comipasses,’ Charles
.+ Drury lane, before: I--move a
' '] feel pretty ripe for 'a burst
f, and-I've got together most
tackel needful; but {)lain;t ready
: 4 shan’'t be probably for ‘an-
:.?;,ﬂpnrmight. If you make it worth
O while, we'll go.” .
at will  make it worth your
ced Maurice. “I fancy any-
within reasonIcan promise you.’
¢ me think it over a bit.” - And
te two paced. round and round in
silence.
oListen, now,” sald Blades, at last.
ember, 1 shall run a heavy risk
ing to take a greenhorn like you
ith me. - All the work will have
jone by me, because I reckon
he candle will ‘be about as
vou're good for—of course
we must go by night. You're grit, and
won't flinch?” he e‘xclaimed suddenly,
ctaring his companion straight in the
face. Z A
FuTrv me,” replied Maurice simply,
andT his blue eyes met. those: of. Mr.

3lades undauntedly. o
Blﬁ\'enu'ﬂ do,” replied the latter. 2§

't often make & mistake about a
?,?;?mi\;\ You may be clumsy, but Xqu
won't funk. Now,” he continued, “T'll
have two hundred lodged .in_ Loundon
before I start, and know it is there.
And vou shall sign & promissory note
to pay two hundred more within - a
n if you get clean off.” Will that
do?” 5 tid

aurice laughed.
33\i\'l}l\at are y%u grinning at?” inquir-
ed Blades testily. “Is it too mucl}‘.’ Th'i,s
child don’t do it cheaper, thg.ts all.

“No, I am 'laughing at you; retorted
yaurice. “You count yourself a man
of business. What do you . suppose a
convict's promissory note .would - be
worth?”

“Well, I mean some -of your folks
cHall sign it” replied thre burglar,
somewhat chapfallen at his egregious
i f promise you any

«1 can't of course -
thirigtstiu 1 have communicated with
my friends,” said Maurice.: “What, you
want is two hundred idown, and. two
more within a month, if I accomplish
my escape.”

Blades nodded. ‘

“yery well You /say. youiare not
ready ‘,\ ot. Continue your preparations,
and think how yow mean to procee
when everything is. ripeIn the mean-
whire-f ‘will see if the money can be
found ’
ook here,* ~replied - the -burglar,
o speak -like & gentleman. t¥ou've
made no haggling about the price, and
I've put it up pretty stiff. If we deal,
and do go, I'll play-on the square with
vou, I'll not cramp your 'chance by
hampering you with me. There's . iy
hand.” Vi

And the two' clasped ‘hands.

If Mr. Blades' last speech sounds a
little magniloquént, we must not do
that astute gentleman: injustice. He
certainly meant +to behave honestly fo
Maurice,. He justly surmised - that
amateur help would be at his disposal
a5 soon as he was outside the prison,
but of amateur assistance Mr. Blades
had the most supreme contempt. He
judged, 'in the few: minutes: that he
had for reflection, the sooner he shounld

disembarrass himself of his companion |

the better would be his ‘own chance of
escape. And with ah assurance 6f two
hundred pounds awaiting him in-Lon-
don, Mr. Blades felt that .recapture
would be bittez indeed,: True, he was
aware that no one as yet had ever got
cear away from Portland; but then,
he argued, no vne of his capabilities
had ever tried. Mere edunglers, all
these predecessors of his, he thought.
A very different affair from the cele-
brated Bill Blades making such an at-
tempt. As for that second two hun-
dred, ‘well, he never expected to see
any of that, but it was just as well
to put-it in the bond.

Had he dreamt what help Maurice
was to raceive from the outside, and
by what skilled hands -it. would be
tnducted, he would probably have
made it a sine qua non that he should
thare his fortunes.

hx“lf-—.\‘inqe this story was penned, I
i}_f“‘neen informed that a prisoner did
1-\3&;’. succeed in making good his escape
o"h Portland. He was of an orderly turn
and, and returned his convigt garb,
arefully done up in brown' paper, to the
‘;‘}"rQ(r". about a year afterwards with an
timation that he had no further use for it.

CHAPTER XXV.
The Maid of the Mist.

IhTh‘n plot thickens; we are nearing
hf denouement of the drama. Dainty
r"tsir’mrmally requested permission to
léu: from the army. To a kindly
!Hmﬁ from his colonel begging him to
hlr:m-ww it again, he has replied,
i }1 but courteously, that his mind
- sl‘u»‘,ruughly made up—that much
U 1€ regretted leaving the old corps,
t%fmstzmces were imperative.
-] !’;[k_ust be, then, as you wish,”
b ,F.}r; chief in reply. “You know
B { I,,l‘x-rton. how sorry we shall all
n_”r\ﬁ_ 0se you.  If 1 thought it was a
o one; difficulty, I'd say have a talk
Uﬂpx ‘ny‘ at all events, before you de-
€ but I feel that it is otherwise. T
se I shall best further your views
sending on your papers ‘'to the
Guards at once, and will do so.
» You will come down to say;
ou are gazetted out. We sh:IS;

Dainty a pang to answer this
was so like the frank, cheery
;ft)lf'!‘] who penned it with whom
had always been a special fa-
'Tom the day he joined, a beard-
But his answer was decided

. and he begged the colo-

- his horses up for sale to

! men feel a pang about leaving
regiment. It is a wrench to
to those . with' whom you
living for years past on the
a brother in that intimate
rle that I verily believe is
:»_m of the twin professions:,
that you will never muster

|at, I can only say there was little in-

d|rare sea-boat, and makes light of bad

't if you don’t manage to do

under the old ‘colors more, that the
sentry at the gate has saluted' you for
the last time. I have seen the tears
stand in a man’s eyes at his ‘farewell
linner, and heard his voice shake, as
he thanked his old comrades for
drinking hi$'health. Puling sentiment

was it? Well; I don’'t know; he’d been |from  him.™ -

five-and-twenty years in the corps, and
I suppose had contrived  to ‘keep a
h sormewhere, although he
had been hardly so successful about
his hair. If it were a thing to laugh

dication of that. feeling visible in the
faces of even the youngest of those
that had met to bid him “God speed”;
and “poor old buffer, he’s awfully cut
up,” was the harshest commentary
that met my- ears upon that ‘occasion.

Maurice’s letters show that he- is
now thoroughly possessed with the
idea of escape, though, as to when he
may see his way into compassing it,
he is stil} utterly vague and indefinite.
But Dainty ¢onsiders that-it is high
time he made all his preparations for
assistance, in the hope that his broth-
er ‘will ere long find himself without
Portland prison; he is well aware that
help then must be prompt if-it is to
be ,of use.
ditﬂculty, at the olose of the yachting
season, in hiring a smart hundred and
twenty ton schooner. : More = fully
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 Maid of
the Mist.  She is' always appeéaring
and = disappearing at most abnormal
hours. She lies motionless at her an-
chorage, just inside the harber 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 Tumor
comss that she is hove-to in the West
Bay. While at other times the rising
sun discovers hef 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 deseribe their owner as eecén-
tric—“ a chap who never ‘séems to
know where he wants to go, or when
he ‘wants ‘to go there.” But that he is
a liberal ‘master all agree; strict' only
on one point—to wit: -that they must
be all ready to weigh anchar when-
ever the whim seizes him.' “It ailn’t
a liberty craft, and that'sa fact,” said
one of them; “but we are well paid
and found, to maké’ up for it.”

So, after a little, the Maid of ’the
Mist . flits” in and out of Weymouth
Harbor without exciting, much com-
ment. But the year draws rapidly to
a close. Yachts have folded their but-
terfly wings. and returned to ' that
chrysalis state in which such pleasure-
craft pass the stormy .days of winter
and spring, Still does the owner ‘of
the Maid keep Hhis flag flying, and
constantly ‘put out to buffet with-the
now. often angry. Channel. * She'is a

weather. . "He's 2 qneer_cgsao?ler:aou&'
mgster,”, mutter X s blessed

the w%rse it 'is’,x‘?\'%e’ygg&é?‘ Pl'xe “don’t
seem to. like it!” And they might well

say so, for Dainty has had his schoon- ments, and Dainty has promptly. re-

er out -in some of the fierce. October
gales now blowing, which ordinary
yachtsmen would have carefully . es-
chewed. But then Dainty is not yacht-
ing for pleasure. :

He asked the captain upon one of
these occasions whether he dared go
through “the Race,” or try-to run in-
side of it. w8 g

“God forbid:” apswered that taci-
turn mariner cuntly.” “She’s a real
good “boat, and will do all one can
honestly ask her; but we’d be swamp-
ed in the Race today, and go to splin-
ters on the Bill, if we tried to run in-
side:” ) y

“Make for the West Bay, then, in
your ‘own ‘way,” replied Dainty.

Very seldom did Mark Redman, the
‘skipper, venture to question his mas-
ter’s_orders; but, upon this occasion,
‘he replied . briefly: . :

“It's risking men’s llvm naught.
If we go_in thére, we sh %o pieces
on Che&il Beach, as like as not, ~You
know" what. 8ort of a surfs running
there -today, sir,” SERFEL AN

“Put. her about,” answered Dainty;
‘and, walked, forward- to-enjoy a..good
look at the-boling Race, about a mile
to leeward.. G

If Dainty asked ‘these questiomns, it
was not:the guestioning of a fool. .He

“honestly -wanted  to know whdt: theiine hold it ‘possible that “Maurice ‘can

schooner: could do in extremities, and
he knew  that Mark Redman’ was, not

knew every ‘inch of ‘that coast, .and
was “no. shrinker from ‘possible peril.
Show 'him the way, and Reédman was
not the-man to blench® from  danger.
It was' hi§‘'employer’s whim ito’ yacht
in .rough ‘weather—good; the yacht
was ‘a fine sSea-bodt, “well-found. and
well“manned, no great harm in that.
But sueh: tricks as ‘running through
the Race.or. up the West Bay with a
heavy sou’-wester blowing, was simply
juggling with life for. mo reason.

Dainty gets nervously, us upon
this point; &8 :the - Season. progresses.
If his- brother is to succeed inm- his
eseape; itvmust be -through, the assist-
ance ‘of :the “Maid-of . the Mist]' and
though “boisterous -weather may faver
his outbreak from.  thé. prison; though
a stormy might may drown the noise
of chisel or.file, yet How 4s he to com-
municate with the jsland’sirock=bound
shores under: such: éircumstances? Of
course .thie “haven .of Portland. itself
will be - utterly’ debarred -him. . Men-.
of-war's boats, pickets of soldiery, and
the police; will effectually cldse any
hope of successful rescueon that side.
If Maurice is to be got off the island
at all, it must be from some’ of those
creeks or fissures used of 0ld by the
smuggling’ community, - .Can. a boat
approach such in rough weather? In
Dainty’s judgment, certainly not; and
yet, when Maurice is once out of the
prison, every Hour he remsins on the
island makes his recapture more im-
minent—the proceedings of the" Maid
of the Mist. morée likely to .attract
attention. yim.y

When he talks with Jennie on this
subject, the girl owns that he is right,
but she argues November .js usually
a much less boisterous month than
October, : ?

“To succeed, Dainty, we must trust
to have some luek,"and I have great
faith in our suceess.”

“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
me. I wish she had kept her prognos-
tications to hérself.” Ao

“You are foolish, my own, to" be up-
set by the fancies of poor half-witted
Nance. She would say the sdme of
any one who threatemed to take me

away from Upway. Don’'t you knowJ

.

Dainty 'has soms small no

"which, he now.and .then gravely puts
-a ' fragment: of rock. . He also makes poiit. d&ush‘ler'";Of,‘;ﬁ,bW GHITDY Bouses.

fupop-the: same-subjeat. . i 5 ooy
He hess recelved: & great-stimujus gﬁlﬁéhgm ook 5 538

~—just  like; so ' mi on” ™
ladiesy ‘afid I'my rather nervous ‘about
ofi my’ jewel-case as it|yaraom’s opinion. She was'not aware

“is.: Do youtwig?”’ that it was a mdot ‘question yet, in

“End-, frg

that she regards me as her good |&re made—that calm, equat 1-
r ; . r : ., equable tem-
angel, and'hates that any one’ should | perament that nothing daunts, -that

Pay me homage but herself?
Added - Jennl: IGUEhIng -

) e True,” | nothing hurries. Many  a promising
laughing, ' “she ~was{revolution has “been wreéked because

good eénough to make an exéeption in|some:-one of the leaders could bear to
iﬁ}'. Weaver's case, but the quick-wit-| wait no Jonger.” Fortunately, In this
ed chit ‘knew that she ran no-danger|¢dse, the initiative must be taken by

Bill ‘Blades, and. that illustrious bur-

‘Well, Jeérnie, it -has* decided me| glar has been used to waiting, like a
upon - one point, ‘ ‘T'll  mot risk’ your|Sioux Indian on the warpath, for the
life on board the Maid. I 'did mean|accomplishment 6f hig purpose. There
to have asked you to marry me quietly|is no fear that he will risk failure by
at some’ one of thé adjoining villages, | precipitation; ‘and yet, when the time
and to'have carritd you off ‘with me| for action comes, Mr. Blades is usually
when the time came; now I'am going|prompt and resolute,

to ask you to walt, ‘and trust-me till

Dainty, also,” will probably be cool

I return to claim you. Can‘ you do|enough and‘quick of action “when the

that, dearest?”

Grama begins, but this anxious expec-

“Can I trust you?’ returnédd the gh-l- tdtion of the' rising of the curtain it is

proudly, as she reared her

ead, and that frets him:

It is not the being

‘fastenéd' “her grand grey eyés on his. under fire; it is the getting there that
“You don’t underStand much about afis the great strain on the nerves of

woman’s ‘love, Dainty, or you would|the recruit.

When .the first "shot or

mnever ask me such a_ gquestion. Do two "begin to ‘tell, then is the most
youn think, when I gave my heart, I'did thrilling~time -of the battle. You are
not ‘glve my faith? 1If I had not thor- not 'yet' warm" to"‘the" work, - the' fierce
ough trust in you, my, love would lié|lust of’ carnage has fiot yet Ieavened
shattéred; shivered, this minute. 'I am your® soul;" your ‘coinrades ‘ begin to

yours, Dainty, whenever you think fit| drop Sparsé

“gt first, “then ‘a ‘trifle

to come for me; and if menths went|quicker, and apparently from all but

you

by,‘-;,f.xig 1 néver even heard from you,|invisible causes.

if as“you close 'up;

ony  should make me think|and: the corses le®thick ‘and gory, the
till' your own hand or your|blood ‘is in your hestrils, the savor: of

own lips told meé that you were what the -strife makes your pulse bound;

I .can never. think you.. I kmow hew

the ~savage desire to ‘kill “possesses

much I am hensath you, but the man|¥ol; the thirst for your fellow-men’s

1 love with my whole soul would never
put such miséry upon me. If he did,”

lives maddens “you;' little ‘you ‘reck
who_ falls 'by ‘your -side - then. "You

continued the girl brevely, though not|scarce pause to' ldok as you press on,

without a quivér in her voice, “what=

always on, till either you stop breath-

ever pain it niight cost me, I would|less, flushed and 'Victorious, or - reel

say I was well rid of him.”

back with the ' crushed, broken, de-

Dainty’s; réply was. what may be|Spairing sensation of defgat.

easily .imagined. ” There “are 'episodes
in love-making concerning ‘which it is
well to remember the old story  of
Apelles, and draw,a veill over, when
description fails. us. But a - whispe
did fall upon Jénnie's ear, to the éffec

A CHAPTER 'XXVI,
Dieppe Grows- Wearisome.
"“Mrs.: Eilérton and-Rose Fielding all

this. time are still dragging on- a

i } : ;
that she should never have to Tepent) . . ¢ noug existence at Dieppe, To

her firm faith .in the uftterer.

the sorrow-stricken mother, this quiet

Still - both -women and ~men have}: -
. by A ~¢ | Secliision -i seems the fittest life she
pledged  troth. as .true time ‘out ‘of éould ‘lead; but.with Miss Fielding it

mind, and been as thoroughly in earn- i

otheérwise. . Deeply as she was

S esée y ; and
est as these two.at this minute; an Eiabaneue Mitideeain-sentence, sottely

yet what. has .come of it? 1If there
were a cemetery’ for broken love-vows,

as’ she felt his disgrace -and puunish-
ment, yet, as is;.only natural at-her

. 1d
how quickly. boards of health would} o, "o Vo oo recovered her spirits.

have to interfere wit
ing of the burial-ground!

b the overstock: igy . 100ks ‘back mournfully still at the
sad desolation his crime has wrought,

Dainty = goes- -back  to Weymouth{not only on himselfi but on- all those
lighter of. heatt;. s there. is something| ghe holgs'daa.rest f.om'herf1 Nev:x}thglless.
re-assuring in ;Jennie's strong, PA&S-jat one-and-twenty it .ds rare indeed
sionate love. That womanly devotion,|that sorrow’ does not:mercifully yield
that-refuses.to believe in our failure,it; the assuaging -influences of time.
has been sweet to most of us in our|miss Fielding begins: to find -her pres-
time; - has comforted us in.our hours|.ni life somewhat hard to bear.  She
of depression;, and braced our nerves|ijg hored past:conception. 3

to once- more .buffet with .the ,world.

Not for one moment does she allow

The Maid: of ithe Mist is more restless :

than. ever+now sfuttering her. .Snowy ;{usl ‘tol bgcon;e. a_pparfnt to herlaulnt.

pinjons off. the Shambles, now: stretch-| osié is far #oo:layal and too loving

ing away towards.the Isle of Wight; n her disposifion notto do her utmost
i to conceal such feelings. - No daughter

sometimes -folding - her

wings...and could be more-devoted than she to her

bringing -up - for the night just inside i

the breakwater and, anen: returning to ‘gh:’ i‘gd })eeinkmothet ft° her so long.

her. old resting-place in  Weymouth| =% € quick_.eyes of & woman, SO
- Ty loving and symphathetic as Mrs. Eller-

harbor.

Dainty, too, .seems mOIe 0C-}i ) " are not-easily:blinded. She saw

cupied than ever with. the geological that, bravely .as - thes-girl struggled

formation -of Portland. ‘He, is .inces-
santly. exploring: that island. He car-

against 'it, she was--getting . moped,
distrait,” living: -this.fisolated life in.a

bag t
ries a hammer and a small » nto never very lively cwatering-place., ~It

‘pleasant Londen 88

was ‘only natural;; Rose Fielding, the

ted ‘a little for

riumerous notes,it Jactq be presumedu,og, ‘o pretty an ,p;gula‘.r girl ‘in &

for heér natura

late. Maurice, in his last letter, has v
s - s " | “espleglerie” angdclever talk, and per-
informed him of Mr. Blades' yeduire Haps even a little xz:)re as an. heiress

in a moderate way, must after a time

plied ‘that-the instalment of two huyn- 2 : 3
dred pounds sghalt be duly paid;to any f;:;./ﬂt;fg‘e humdrum Dieppe life very

one that worthy may authorize to re-
ceive it -at the “Coek andyCompasses,’
whenever Mr. ‘Blades qmay say: that he
is-x%ea.dy to agt.: e ) s
“Phat’s what I call business,”! said

Ellerton. t
where I.bear. my.oross. .I never can
mix in sociéty again, but in England

{#7¢ §s not good for. her,”. thought Mrs.
“It - matters.. little to. me

the burglar, whén he heard of it. “Xou ‘there would be plenty. of people willing

tell your, pal, as soon as L can light pf
a thook ave -are off. He'd, best '.pa,y.%p

e minute yeu give him ‘the office
T've got it.” I must trust you a bit, so
I might ag wéll right out.
oath the money shall be paid as soon

to take charge of so pretty. and attrac-
tive a girl as Rosie,--Moreover, is she
not” still the-heiress she ever was?”

There was something consolatory. to

Pake your|the poor mother in. this reflection, that
her son had so frankly confessed his

as I say I'm.ready; and I won't wait|crime: i

to ‘hear it is 80, - You see, a hook such

“He fell,” she wpuigi Whisper to her-

as.I want is a Big thing to run in; and|self, “but he: did: all in his power to
what’s worse, it's cursed big thing to| make restitution; he ihad resort.to no
stow away when you've got it home.| subterfuge or legal quibbles; he owned

It ain’t easy to, hidé. These warders|his wrong-doing, an

if he wronged

are . always - prying and rummaging|Rosie, he is.now ‘maling bitter expia-
about-our-apartments. when we're out|tjon for so doing, and, thank Heaven,

their - .coming

80 ' ‘many = Londen’ “'18nd- | the child is not'a -penmy the worse.”

Mrs. Ellerton did not know of Mr.

Blades gave :a wink, and|legal’circles, whethér Maurice had not

_a_popular comic singer.

A

‘indulged. in a griniace, which he had|committed perjury to ‘save the woman
.aequired. at ‘a music-hall at. the East|phe Joved from the”comsequences of’ his
DY 8. I fraud. For Rolf Laroom, in his first
' “CarefiiMly has Dalnty surveyed every|urst of anguish at the ‘utter collapse
:crevice and fissure on the west side of| of those webs he had been at such

the . island: for from that alone does|trouble to weave, had“‘been  by. no

escape.. €l

i means  reticent conceéfning Maurice’s
esil Beach, ‘with 'its ‘chain|passion for Miss Fiélding; had con-

\ M of sentiies; the Castle town:side,with| fded it, indeed, to- Mr. Simmonds and
only ‘a. fitst-class sailor, but' one. Whoits men-af<war boats on the.gui vive:|two or three other “worthies of that
or. the more oyen shingle about Churchstamp, who; though they could beclose
Cove,  upon which the Custom<house|ag oysters when they saw cause .for
people ‘kéép’ such jealous. eve, are.all| yeaping ‘their mouths”shut, yet upon
alfke, He ' thinks,  impracticable. Theltnis occasion divinéd’ no reason why
West (Cliffs; from_ their steép and al-|'they should not indiflge man’s natural

‘most’unapproachable nature, are com-

disposition for. seandalous story. So

paratively . neglected; ‘and yst Daifity|that Maurice Ellerton’s case had been
thinks, in_moderate weather, and more|sften discussed, both on the Stock Ex-
especially should - the wind not ‘blow|change and -in thé Law Courts. -

from ‘the ‘Southwést, that a boat mijght

Rosie, too, of late;“has been con-

créep  eagily: into .one of these fissurés,|siderably excited by “Dainty’s letters.

‘and - that, with  the -assistance. of a
Tope, or rope ladder, a man might
easily  desgéend to it. -~ ¢

They know that he is staying at Wey-
mouth, and that he hears pretty con-
stantly from' Maurice. But while Mrs.

“Hééhas Grawn a'plan for ‘his broth-| mierton is under the impression.that
ers divection; he has selected the.par<i mayriee has, from intérest made ‘in

tietilar -spot ‘that he deems: most eli-|

his” behalf, good conduct,  or some

gible, ‘and Wwritten the fullest particu-|other cause of that nature, obtained

Jars‘that hé can think of regarding it.

relaxation of the prison rules with re-

He has~dirécted.an agent in London|eard to correspondence, Rosie is’thor-
to -~ commuuicate -with- - Mr.. ‘Blades'| oughly aware that Dainty has found

frieh@s;-and; those mysterfous individ-

uals have written  to, their -.principal, | or surreptitiously.

‘means. to' communicate with his broth-

Once  ‘'meore -does

that “the party: he's a-doing business|that idea which she had so preaghed
with is quite' the gentleman, and has|io her cousin on his last visit eross
lodgéd one ‘hwidred "already -on .2c-'her .mind. Can it be possible that

count.”

Dainty is: plotting Maurice’s rescue?

Mr. Blades’ mind is inflamed ‘at this! ¢ he.can send lettérs to him in -an
intelligence. ' Visions ‘of halls.of daz-|indirect way, he can send files, chisels,
zling .light on the Surrey;side,.of comic| rope-ladders, .etc.—all the necessaries.
songs, .of .unlimited.. tobacco,: of - un~{in short, that Miss Fielding’s lively
stinted . drink,~of the society of ladies|imagination depicts as essential to
more free. than.polished in discourse, [:hreaking bonds. = Rosie’s .ideas on the
—all: these flash dcross the mind. of | gubject . are derived principally from

the burglar.

A" picture  of Elysium,|the London stage, and novels of the

which -i8/"sad *to" day, confined by no| yack Sheppard or Monte Cristo type.
meank” to ‘the félonious élasses it is|Spe muses over the famous escape
itich «n /vogue:wader ‘the :plausible| from the Chategu d’If, and wonders
title of “seeimg-iife”: amongstithe'vouth| ywhether a  sack and simulation of

of the metropolis. ;

death might not be equally effective

Yes, it is séeing life in one aspect;{at -Portland. She knows that the great
though it is -to be feared that. those|econvict establishment is on the sea,

who so affect it, whether on the north|and  almost

ersuades herself§that

or south side’ of .theé 'Thames, don’t{Maurice might win his way to free-
quite realize thé lifé at which tHey|dom in that wise: It is most.irritat-
100k on. The skeldton at the revel is|ing she thinks, being so far from

beyond their ken.
history of the
thereof is as gruesome'a

Yet to trade the| Weymouth.
leading ;| characters| Dainty, he would tell>her everything;
gk, as ever|and here Rosie makes a little moue,

If she eould but see

anatomist of - character .set’ himself|for she is fain to confess that Dainty
down to parform. The lives of. those! had always been a very good hand at
“great. comics,”, how marvelously short|Kkeeping his own counsél, and that all
they .are. -And do you. think tho®e of|her coaxing and teasing (the combi-
their .drink-bernused . admirers: are}nation, too, was difficult to withstand)

profitabla to follow out? °

had at times falled to discover what

Dainty, formerly so cool. and imper-|ne meant to ‘do, or what he had done.

turbable, waxes nervous- and irritabk
under . this ‘mental strain.” "He seem!

She shakes her« pretty - head, and

knits her delicate brows a good deal,

to lack the stuff of which conspirators|as she reflects on ‘this. She wants to

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 an¥thing 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 wers certain
other passages in his life, of late, that
Rosie would hardlly have regarded
with apprdbation. It was not lkely
that Miss Fielding would look upon
Jennie Holdershed = with fayvorable
eyes. Not that there was any petty
meanness, of 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 in social position.
But Dainty had never mentioned Jen-
nie’s name in his letters.. It was
scarce likely that he-would, although
he had mot the faintest idea of Rosie’s
tenderness for himself. He "believed
that she was attached to his brother.

How blind mén 'are compared with
women on this point! A woman rare-
ly fails 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 but
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.. She
knew all about Maurice’s sentiments,
and rather regretted them. She had
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, yet knowing intuitively that
his love was hopeless—that to speak
would be but to pain her and himself.
The bankruptcy of Ellerton, and its
consequences, had put an end to all
that for even.

“Rosie,”. said = Mrs. Ellerton one
morning, as the girl sat listlessly in
the window, gazing vacantly.out at
the quiet .street in which they lived,
“I am afraid this is a very humdrum
life. for you.”

“Why so, my mother?”

“You have no friends or acquaint-
ances, child.. At your age it is hard
to stand so isolated as you do here.”

“I fancy Dieppe. society would be
somewhat -harder to- endure,’ replied
Miss Fielding, as her lip curled, “if
the men who stare so rudely at me
whenever I:walk upon “la plage,” or
the pier, are to be deemed a fair speci-
men of the male section composing
it.”

“No, I do not mean that;: butI think
it would be well for both of us.if we
moved to: England.”

“What has put that ‘into-your head,
mother?” and as she spoke the girl
rose, crossed the rgom swiftly, and
seated herself in a low chair by Mrs.
Ellerton’s side.
- My ',uwlé,_i-?f,eaw ‘has: made ‘Tme
‘selfish,” déar; amd‘l h&ve not sufficignt-
ly considered how terribly dull all'this
is for you.” "

“My ‘mother, why do you say s6?
Have I ever complained?”

“No,” replied Mrs. Ellerton with a
sweet, sad smile, as shé drew the girl
to her and kissed her; “but 'do you
think it is necessary for my children
to complain before I see things are
not well with them? ' You are mnot
yourself, chilj—the brightness is dying
out of you. We mustn't have that,
Rosie; and ;therefore 1 decree our de-
parture from Dieppe forthwith.”

“But are you sure you will not re=
gret it?’ said Rosie in a low voice,as
she fondled her aunit’s hand.

“Why ~ should ¥?” returned’ Mrs.
Ellerton quietly. “It was as well, per-
haps, to go abroad when we did. Nay;
more, on your account there was ur-
gent reason that we should. 'And be-
ing her®, we could n6t do better than
stay. I am  not a worldly woman, I
hope, Rosie, but I have lived in the
world all my life, Our miserable story
is ho doubt by this time pretty well
forgot. If we settle ourselves any-
where but in London, or Brighton,
which is. much the same thing, I don’t
suppose there will be many people who
will recall it to their memory. While
you, darling, what have you to do
with it?” :

“Oh! mother,” cried Rosie reproach-
fully, “as if it did not concern me!
No!” she continued passionately, put-
ting her little hand on Mrs. Ellerton’s
lips, “I am not thinking of my prop-
erty, and you know it. No,” “she Te-
plied, in answer to her aunt’s depre-
catory shake of the head, “I don’t

"think you were-going to say so; you

wouldn’t be so cruel. But can you
think that trouble toe Maurice or Dain-
ty is not also sorrow to me? “Ahlt
surely you know me  better!” And
here Rosie ‘fairly took possession: of
her aunt, and kissed and fondled her,
a slight moisture beneath her long
lashes gradually increasing, till both
women indulged jn the luxury of a
good. cry.

“Nevertheless, Rosie,” said Mrs. El-

lerton, at length, “we. will leave Dieppe
as soon as may be. Write to Dainty
at once, and tell him to find us'a home
in England—you and he shall settle
there.”
' Now that letter, Miss Fielding felt,
required a lttle consideration, so she
put on her hat and started for a blow
on the pier, during which to think it
over. Miss Fielding held strongly to
the principle that fresh air was a mar-
velous clearer of the intellect.

Rosie’s first idea was to select Wey=
mouth, but she fell into the natural
error that, because they knew Maurice
was an inmate of Portland, Weymouth
generally was also aware of that fact.
She thought their presence there would
attract attention; might, indeed, prove
fatal to. that very conspiracy she so
longed to hear about.

l‘l‘ﬁ ,’ she reflected, “Weymouth will
not do; but it shall be somewhere very
near Weymouth.,”

Bournemouth! ‘Well, she’d never
been there, but that could not be far
off. Miss Fielding, after due consul-
tation of Bradshawe upon her return
home, comes to the conclusion that
Bournemouth will do, and sits down
to write accordingly.

“pDear Dainty,” she says, “mother
‘and I are wearied of foreign parts.
We are tired of Dieppe, and so, my
cousin, it devolves upon you to find
us a home in England. My life here
has become painfully monotonous. You
know how men will stare at a girl
with any preétensions to good looks,
who - has the misfortune-to be con-
tinually without an escort; and, Dainty,
T am not positively ugly, although, sir,
you never do properly appreciate my
manifold attractions. But other_ eyes
are not quite so blind as yours, and

walking" alone here has become posi-
tively unbeakable, Don’t think, though,
Dainty, I ‘am writing in this way to
you on a mere paltry grievance of my
own, but the motheér, 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
sénd us word you have found a home
for us ‘in England. We have selectad
Bourhemouth, and ‘I should imagine
you will have little difficulty in ‘finding
something to sdit 'us there.

And now I ‘'am agll ‘impatience’ to
know what' is to come of this ‘corre-
spondence you have opened with Mau-<
rice. Haye ‘you 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 satisfled .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 tinjest inkling of what it is you
propose. doing, I ‘should be satisfied.
As it is, I can think of nothing else.
Your contlnual residence at Wey-
mouth, and your. having opened this
correspondence with- him, must 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.

“BEver, dear Dainty, yours,
“ROSIE FIELDING.”

‘When- Frank Ellerton’ received that
letter,” he was more confirméd than
ever in: his idea that Rose was strong-
ly attached to his brother.

CHAPTER XXVII.
The Captain Interferes.

‘Captain Holdershed, now - it has
dwned across him that it is his duty
to watch over his nlece ‘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 a 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, weorldly knowl-
edge. It may be useful, but it is doubt-
ful whether that intimaté acquaint-
ance with the springs of the worst
side - of 'Hyman naturé—that habitual
analysis of the motives of our felow-
creatures—conduces much “to one's
happiness.

Now the Captain is quite aware that
when he interferes with his niece, he
has to deal with what, in his vernacu=
lar, he denominates a d——d mutinous
crew! But-if thereis one thing that
dear, bibulous old ‘gentleman believes
in, after the transéendent powers of
that cherished teleseove, it is his capa-
bilities of strategy. - ‘“Women, sir,”. he
would say, in confidential moments to
his intimates, “won’t drive. They must
be ‘humored, coaxed, - and:. then, By
blank  and7blanki you | turn’ ‘em
round your little finger.” he real faet
being that Ris lady passengers, in his
segfaring 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 © from Mrs.
Johnson. ° To know of what sefishness
and exaction your fellow-creatures can
be capable, you must have made a
long sea-voyage. To fathom ‘how far
wornien can be unraasonable, you -must
have doubled the Cape.. I have known
a lady indignant 'becausé there were
not fresh eggs for breakfast six weeks
after. we had lost sight of land. “The
captains of Green’s clippers ¢ould
strange tales unfold on this subject if
they chose. g

The Captain’s first steps in c¢haper-
onage are unfortunate. TO his delicate
insinuation that’ it is unseemy for a
young woman to be so much: about
with a young man as she is with "Mr.
Ellerton, ' unless “she “is going tox be
married to him, Jennie laughingly re-
torts: 3 i

“Well, there’s no saying what I may
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 about with
him in the way you do.”

‘“How is He to ask me,” replies Jen-
nie demurely, “if I don’t give him an
opportunity 7"’

“He’s had plenty - of opportunities,
and- i

“How . do you know he’'s not taken
advantage of them?” interrupted the

irl, : ‘
¥ “Fe has never spoken to me on the
subject,” said the Captain loftily.

“Which i§ no sort of.reason that. he
should not have whispered a word or
two to me,” laughed his miece.

“Has he? I insist upon knowing.”

“So you shall.”

“Go on, miss.”

“When I have made up my mind to
tell you.”’

“Do vou call this respect for your|
unclé, you hussey?”

“phat’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
good name?”’ £ i

“pitter patter, clitter clatter, chitter
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
our tongues so given to foolishness. as
you imagine.”

“You're a saucy wench!” repied the
Captain sulkily, quite overcome by this
last retort. - “But I spoke for -your
your good, child—I did, honestly.”

“Don’t I know it?” replied the girl,

as- she glided to his side and laid her
fheek against his grizzied 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; but that does not prevent
his still brooding over the’subject. He
is too ehivalrous.by nature to.descend
to. espionage of any sort. He confines
his “telescope still to the discovery off
wandrous accidents in Weymouth Bay.
The. collisions, upsets, and harrow es-
capes from drowning "that he there
continually witnesses are terrible evi-
dence of the awfyl recklessness of the
Weymouth people, or of their visitors,
albeit the loe¢al press still chronicles
no loss of life. But the Captain has
not abandoned ‘his point; he can do
nothing with his- niece; he will have
a talk with Frank Ellerton.

Your. lords, with euch fine haby faces,
That strut-in a garter and star,

hums the Captain moodily, as he re-
flects over this.last resolution; though
why he should conneect Dainty with
the aristocracy is not quite to be ex~
plained. ' But the veteran having taken
it 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 ravisher with confusion.

But while the Captain is still medi4
tating in this fashion, he is 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 fathar.
He has rejoined his regiment, with his
passipn 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
sqriously “than ever to share his lot.
His fatWer’s death has put him into
possesSion “of ‘some four hundred a
year, and "Mr. Weaveér is very earnest
in his love now that he fanéies he has
some chance of bringing it to a pros-
perous issue.

Jennie is out, but the Captain re-
ceives him with 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 facuity 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. Weayver'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
 the circumstances, and finally winds
up by trusting Mr, Weaver “left all
well at home.”, Then, becoming con-
scious of his blunder, he stammers, and
finally falters out, “I mean that Ihope
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 inéxpressibly  disturbing
to . .the bibulous. but tender-hearted
veteran.

Mr. Weaver, however, was absorbed
tin thought as how best to broach his
gttachment to Jennie. - For Mr. Weaver
'had. resolved 'this-time to open the
itrenches in form,.and to attack Jennie
armed with: hér uncle’s consent and
approval. Heé was in a position now
‘to elaim her fairly. 'No great match
in a-worldly point of view, certainly;

people, and’ coul 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 eyeés glistened and
her cheeks gloweéd while he talked of
Dainty Ellerton; and 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 ecountenance
answered to every gust of the spirit
within, as the sea to fhe gentle wooging
or boisterous caresses of the capricious
breezes.. _ . ;

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

“Captain,” he exclaimed. “I'vecome
to ask a favor of you.”

“Happy, my lad, to, do anything I
can for you,” replied the veteran.

“Well, it isn’t exactly a favor, and
yet it is—oh! bother, this’ll not do at
all. Sure it's your consent and bless-
ing I want.”

The Captain stared, as well he
might, for he was in complete ignor-
ance of Mr. Weaver’s attachment for
Jénnie.

“Ah, sure you know what it is-I
mean. You must have seen it all
along. I'm consumed with love en-
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 telling you I am?” returned
Tim 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 Captdin turned purple with
wrath, bhut this was too serious to be
met with a salvo of his usuakjartillery.

“My head, sir,” he rejoinefll majes-
tically, “is clear enough, if other peo-
ple‘'s were. © What the devil do yow
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 mighty thump, “if
you ever mentioned Jennié’s name till
this minute.””

“What’s that to do; with it?” in-
quired Mr. Weayer 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 T'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 weuld be a
good deal more to the point than any
decision he might come to.

“I don’'t know.” L

“Never asked her, eh?” said ths
Captain.

“Asked her, bedad! Oh, yes; I've
asked her often enough!”

“And she—="

Have they,.under their tambor and laces,
The kind, honest heart of a tar?

(To be continued.)

‘but then Jennie was a daughter of the
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