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CHAPTER XVIL
Eve’s Daughter.
As is usual with men—and artists
especially—when they are happy, he
sat up late that night smoking, and
thinkinz and dreaming.of Norah, but
in the morning  he started for the
early train.
He had got within sight of the sta-
tion, and was feeling for his watch
when he found that he had left it be-
hind him. In changing his everyday
waistcoat for one more presentable
and less paint-stained, he had taken
out his watch and a ring, and placed
them on the mantel-shelf of the sit-
ting-room that “he might not forget”
them, with the usual result.
As he remembered that now and
again chance wayfarers dropping in at
the inn ‘sometimes made their way, by
mistake, into the little room, he felt
annoyed with himself, and half stop-
ped, wondering whether he should
have time to run back.
At that moment a pink dress flitted
out of one of ‘the cottag‘e,s opposita
which. he was standing, and Becca
South tripped past, throwing him a
smile.
It occurred to him that he would
send a word of caution to Mrs. Brown
about the watch, and he called to
Becca.
She stopped, and came . back and
looked up at him- sideways.
“Did you call, sir?”
“Yes,” he said, hurriedly, for he
fancied he heard the train. “Look here,
Becca, I've left my watch on the man-
telshelf at the inn. Are you going that
way?”’
She nodded, still eying him like a
jackdaw. PEThA
“Yes, I'm going up to the Court, past
the inn.”
“Well, then,” he said, “will you be so

kind as to go in and ask Mrs. Brown to | much value on it.

take the watch upstairs to my bed-
room? Some one may come in—you
understand ?”

nod, “I'll do it.”
“Thank you, Becca,” he said. “I
seem doomed to give you trouble. And
he laid his hand on heér shoulder and
smiled at her gratefully. “By Jove,
there’s the train,” he exclaimed in the
same breath, and started off at a run.
Becca went down the road, and en-
tered the bar of the inn—if anything
so unlike an ordinary bar can be so
called—but it'was empty, and she was
about to call Mrs. Brown, when she
closed her lips suddenly, and on tiptoe
approached the small 'passage that
led to the sitting-room.
Neither Mrs. Brown nor the servart
was in sight, and Becca’s black eyes
flashed through the open door all over
the room. Its artistic litter was
something novel to her, and excited
her curiosity, and, after a moment or
iwo of listening, she stole inside.
She flitted to and fro, more like a
jackdaw than ever, casting swift glan-
ces at the sketches and canvases, and
turning over the books and knick-
knacks which were strewn about the
room; then she went to the mantel-
piece.
The watch was there, and she took
it up and looked at it. -As she did so
the chain dragged down the ring,
which, after the manner of rings roill-
el across the room.
Away went Becca in pursuit, and,
after a short search, she found it un-
cer the sofa.
It was a plain band of gold, with the
initials C.B. on it, which Cyril had in
a moment of preoccupation scratched
upon it with his penknife.
Becca turned it over and looked at
it, then she tried it on one finger after
another until\ she found that it fitted
the little one, and then held up her
hands and gazed at it admiringly,
thinking how nicely it showed off her
slim hand.
Eve like, she passed from the ad-
n:iring tc the covetous mood.
He had said nothing about a ring;
perhaps he had forgotten all about it,
and if—if she should keep it, he would
conclude that he had lost it. It was
a beautiful ring, but, no doubt, a gen-
tleman like Mr. Burne did not set

‘While she was looking and longing
and hesitating, Fate lent the evi} one
its aid, just as it had done in the mat-

“Yes, I know,” she assented, with a |ter of Catherine’s photograph. Becca
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‘should be discovered in the room, she | \
arted through the passage into the| . .1
Tiar, waited a moment, then, still tug-
ging at the ring under her apron, pass-
31 into the road. Before she had gone

tending to replace it. But as she near-|
ed the door, she stopped and hesitated.
After all, the worst was over. She
had ul\xen the ring, and she might just

1 well keep it. hedth. sum]y it will do as much
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“Mrs. Brown!”

Becdca walk-
ed toward the door as if she had only

©

“Oh, Mrs. Brown,” she said, “Mr.

to take his watch upstairs.
whether he said he’d left it on the
said in the sitting-room.”

“Dear me, yes,” said Mrs. Brown.
“That’s just like him; he’s so careless
end forgetful. Some of these days he’ll
get the blame. But there, he’s an ar-
.pect?” she added, raising her voice as
she went into the sitting- room.
“Is it there all right? cried Becca,
in her clear treble.
“Yes, all right, and thank you, Bec-
ca South!” called back Mrs. Brown,
and Becca went on her way singing
like the innocent, light-hearted girl
she was. ;

CHAPTER XVII.

An Astounding Declaration.
CYRIL did not buy a paper, but sat
in the cormer of the carriage by the
open window and thought of Norah,
and his reverie  was so pleasant and
engrossing that he started with sur-
prise when the train arrived at Pad-
dington.
He was in so great a hurry to get
his business done and return to Sant-
leigh—and Norah—that - he did - not
get on an omnibus, as a poor artist
should, but called a cab.
Jack Wesley’'s chambers were in
Winchester Street, Strand, and the
first thing Cyril saw, as the cab stop-
ped, was his friend’s head at the open
window. He waved Jack a greeting,
and stood at the door of the cham-
bers with outstretched hand.
“Behold he cometh, clothed in his
right mind!” he said, cynically, but
with a pleasant smile.
Cyril wrung his hand and looked in-
to the grave, earnest eyes affection-
ately. :
“Yes, dear old Jack, I've come,” he
md..
“And in such haste that you hired a
chariot. Was it the burning desire to
reach me, or have you discovered a
gold mine in Santleigh?” and he went
back to his writing table, but sat
astride his chair, and leaning his el-
bows on the back looked up at Cyril
with a smile.
Cyril’s face flushed, and a glad light
flashed into his eyes.
“Yes, Jack,” he said, “and something
even better than that!”
“Oh!” The monosyllable dropped
liké a stonme. “Indeed! Then you
might have spared yourself the trouble

temptible bit of business I've got for
you.” :
Cyril laughed.
“Dear old Jack!"™ he said, laying his

ing him. “How I've missed that cyn-
ical voice of yours! , Why, it seems
‘ages since. we parted, instead of days
—-ages!” His voice softened. “But

"Jtell me all about it; what’s the row, |
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word might regard himself as made;
Shs pacuSy auived. the public in all things artistic is-like

a flock of sheep, and must have its
Burne asked me to come and tell you raifiwathas.

* forem set the lead, and the sheep followed.

mantelshelf or on the table, but he e Newall

Stream.” Well, I thought there might
be something in it.”

lose something, and honest folk will your modesty is thrown away in this

shop!
tist gentleman; and what can you ex- o cond;tion that you paint another

Cyril, thoughtfully.

of rushing up on the small and con-|

hand on the broad shoulder and shak-}

r who obtained his lordship’s good
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Jack Wesley smiled,
“Very nicely put. Go to, young man;

Yes, he has bought the picture

for him.”

Cyril started and laughed.
“If every one made that condition,
Jack, I should be a millionaire.”
Jack nodded.

“Yes, it sounds rather
doesn’t it? But there’s reason in his
madness. He wants you to paint a
bit of the seashore outside his place
in Briftany.”
“In Bi‘itta.ny?" echoed Cyril, and his
face fell.

“Jack looked hard at him.
“What is your objection to Brittany,
my friend?” he asked. ;
“That it’s not in England,” replied

insane,

“That’s more Brittany’s misfortune
than its fault, andb you can scarcely
eipect Lord Newall to move it over
here; or do you expect it?”’
Cyril sat astride a c_ha.ir in front of
Jack’s, and leaned his chin on his
arms.

“In Brittany,” he repeated.
how long will it take me?”
“Not being an artist—thank merci-
ful Heaven!—caﬂ’t say,” replied Jack.
‘What on ‘earth can it matter to you
ltow long it takes you?”
“It does matter,” said Cyril, grave-
Iy. ' ;
Jack Wesley shrugged his shoulders:
“When Fortune came -and smiled, he
‘Begz%ig, you hag, begone.
Cyril rose and began to pace the
room. To leave Santleigh and go to

Brittany; to leave Norah for weeks,
»

“How—

»

perhaps months!
Jack Wesley watched him gravely.
“What ails you, man?” he said. “But
hear me out. It is not only the money
—and I suppose that is not wholly a
matter of indifference to you?”
Cyril stopped a moment to murmur,
“Don’t be angry with me, Jack!” and
resumed his pacing.
“I’m not angry; only surprised. I
thought you would fling up your hat,
order round champagne, and behave
youréelf in your usual imbecile fash-
ion when luck comes your way. But
to proceed. It is not only the money,
thougl; that is. a fair sum enough, but
there ie 'something ' else hanging to
it; the something you and 1 are al-
wayi cis.inoring and whining for—
Fame.”- - !

(To be Continued.)
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HEY! THERE,

your premises are afire. Are you pre-
pared for such an emergency? That's
our question, and which refers to in-
surance.

Now is the time. Give us your or-

der and we will write you a policy at

once,

OUR STRONG COMPANIES GIV.
AMPLE SECURITY.

' PERCIE JOHNSOY,

Insurance Agent.
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Pork, Beef, Jowls.

Spare Ribs at $19.00 brl., or
10 Ibs. for $1.00.

§ Molasses—1st runnings.
§ Tea, Sugar, Kero Oil,
Oats, Bran & Cattle Feeds.

the best in Yewfoundland
at 45c¢. Ib.

5. 1. ST. JOAN,

Duckworth St. and LeMarchant

goes higher put
in your stoeck.

1500 barrels on hand and to
arrive, of best brands.
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Upholstering
Up-to-date.

One of our most well-known branches of
business is that of upholstering, and this
Fall our stock of upholstering fabrics is
of particular interest and attractiveness.

Among the selections are some elegant
striped Silks in beautiful shades and de-
signs. Rieh, quiet Tapestries, and fine
quality Plushes and Velours in solid col-
ors.

Our Upholstering Department is up-to-
date in every detail. Our staff of work-
men are thorough masters of their craft,
and our special feature in this—as in every
other department—is quality combined
with prompt and efficient service.

Estimates given.

U. S. Picture and Portrait Co.

General Furnishers.
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Electric
Flashlights

. Spare
Batteries and Bulbs

Just arrived at

BLAIR’S.

Our goods are the top notch as
regards quality. Flashlights and
Batteries ‘are in the Reliable

mm

“Beacon” make, and Bulbs are

the Famous “Tungsten” Bulbs
which are long lived themselves

and give longer life to the bat-

* In The Stohhold Inferno Are ti

Unsung Heroes of “The Ragi

Main.
In the glamour and glory of a sd

fight there are few who give a though
to the unseen heroes of the stokeho

- —the men who toil in an inferno, al

smoke and heat and fire, while "tH
guns thunder about their heads; o
whose unresting toil the safety ani
success of our warships so Jlarge
depend; and who share mone of thi
excitement and reap none of the re
wards of battle, while cheerfull
facing its deadliest perils. .

Such unstoried heroes are the mem
of the “Black Gang”—the men who
deep lown in the bowels of our shipg
of war, keep the furnaces at whitg
heat to ‘extract the “last ounce”
speed—a speed on. which many hun
dreds of lives may hang.

Nowhere in the world will you secs
such strenuous labour under suck
almost inhuman conditions, and no
where will you See a more conrageous
devotion to duty.

He Has No Chance.

he ship may be. sinking, the in

rushing water sSwirling knee-deep ove
the plates. on which the stoker i
standing; but no thought of the boa
and no escape for his life is for
He must stick {0 the post till the
fire is drawn; and if he has time
race up the escape-ladder to the 1
deck, well and good. If not—ar
odds are all against him—he g«
down, a “mute, inglorious” hero, to 1
death. It is all “part of the 2
work,” and he gives no thought to th
price he ' may have to pay.

Let us take a peep at the “I
Gang”
roar and the

at their work, while the gun
shells shrick above
stokehold the

furnace-mouths s

As we enter the
blasts from the
our eyes and sear our
every gasping breath we draw. Lifl
seems impossible in such an atmog
phere.

lungs wi

Along one side of the narrow chan
ber, lofty and dim, are
boilers, some fifty in number, quiv
ing with the power that is in
and rocking backward and forwa
with the heave of the ship. And or
posite the boilers stand the sto
—figures carved in jet and pol
with the sweat which streams
every pore; clad only in trousers
have ohée been white, with a filth
and stea.mmg “sweat-rag” knottg
loosely- round their necks.

ranged tl

Sometimes He Faints,

As the door of the furnace ope
harsh glare striks the drj
ping bodies, and throws up eve
tense muscle in vividest
they thrust and strain at their
wieldy tools you see the hi
shadows which tell of live
swelling and knotting, till it
they must burst through their sheath
of skin.

Gathering up a shovelful of coal
cach man propels it with a quick-for

the white,

relief.
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