-son from a chorus

“Mr. President and Gentlemen.” It
was the short member ‘who thus ex-
pressed himself at the Jast meeting

. of the Hot Air Club,

‘“‘Haven’t got a cen ,’’ came in uni-
voices. T

“Gentlemen,"” continyed the speak-
er in an injured tong of voice, “you
have entirely mistnen my meaning
and . intention. Nozing is further
from my’ purpose thén to commit a
repefition of the foll§ perpetrated by
the Tall member :_tj:vur last meet-
ing. It eertainly es me sorely
that any member should endeavor to

. turn these fraternal Messions into a

source of personal fit. .
‘“The idea from witich I am about

to separaté myself ”
jo

THE FAT SMEMBER BNTERS AN OBJECTION.

character and is de-| A Dawson lady had a novel exper-
an abundance of hap- ience in the early days which she has

inhabitants of this not yet forgotten nor is likely %o
gtorget. ’itehaprwd for the time be-

pigéss to all !
district.

M—M]’nt and gro
' e, 2 “To b4 brief, therefore, it is my

firm beliéf and conviction that I have
a way to, settle all the grievances
under wh\ch this country has long
been suffening and at the same time
to make eqch member of this club in-
dependently rich.

““I propo§e that we shall go before

is of a purely'

more talking on the platform than I

could tell you aho

‘“He has sat up

fellows have been n-bed, and has
timegto the people —
such a self-sacrific & hero ‘1 pever

given all his

iheu'd of before.”

i “Nor have 1,”

:mnm_. “Poor J
altogether too h
'rest. The best
him is to leave
iwpuld be crueity
thim te Ottawa.”
' Whereupon the i
ling came to an

and melted away i the foggy atmos-

L 4

-

i »
\\

o

phere.

thipg we can do for

Last

im at. home. It
animals to send

ipient mass meet-
brupt termination {

.

-+

Michdel

from St.

The storm c

ing that with her family she was
in a tent which had been

living

;stretched over fa large frame.
. afternoon while ghe lady was cooking,
nt caught fire from

0
Hastily seizinfa

| the top of the
'sparks flying

handy she appli

m

moment.
built boat as ar‘i
it was this fach
them. The sto?:
next evening an

again.

at Eagle.

ael for the wi

and crew will
The passenger"

Isom were as . fo

Lindburg, J.
Jack Gregor,

The Isom star:ﬁ
with three barg
630 tons. One of the barges was left | ; £

| b hav
at Ft. Gibbon .4t the mouth of thejt:::,,‘::d"t"::"&r;e'r’“ More: shde
Tanana and anrﬂher at Ft. Egbert 2 3
Freight was also landed

{at every town ahd wood camp along | . ¢ :
shie oo sad & ly' about 400 tons 1s}urpnsed. It was only ten days since

STEAMER
~ WILL H. ISOM

——

Arrived From St. Michael

ening -

Encountered *orm at Mouth of
the River—Large Cargo of
F& 2

ght,

with two barges in
Klondike with%ne
barges . encountfred a very severe
storm which lagted for 36 honrs.

e up very suddenly
in the  night &nd while the boats
were about three miles from land. | it
The wind blew & terrific gale and ihe | -
waves were mbuntains high
dragged the boats through the wat-
er threatening their destruction every |

alone that saved |

The N. A. T & T. Co.’s magnif-
cent and powesiul steamer Will H.
Isom arrived in‘Dawson last

evening

While crossing

the Bering sea Trom St. Michael to
the mouth of the Yukon the Isom

tow and the tug

of-

the N. A. T.

and

The * Isom is a strongly |
also the barges and

B

= « Blundell’s Tmprovement « «

@ i

Venia Turnbull in-a quiet, unob-
trusive fashion was enjoying herseli.
The cool living-room at Turnbull’s
farm was a delightful contrast to the
hot sunshine without, and the drow-
sy humming of bees floating in at
the open window was charged with
hints of slumber to the middle-aged.
From her seat by the window she
watched with amused interest the ei-
forts of her father — kept from his
Sunday afternoon nap by the assid-
uous attentions of her two admirers
—to maintain his politeness.

‘““Father was so pleased to see you
both come in,” she said softly ; “it's
very dull for him here of an after-
noon with only me.” '

I can’t imagine anybody being dull
with only you,” said Sergeant Dick
Daly, turning a bold brown eye upon
her. - L4

Mr. John Blundell scowled ; this
was the third time the sergeant had
said the thing that he would have
liked to say if he had thought of it.

“I don't mind being dull,” remark-
ed Mr. Turnbull, casyally.

Neither gentleman made any com-

| I like it,” pursued Mr. Turnbull,
{longingly ; “always ‘did, from a
| child.””
{ The two young men looked at each
{other ; then they looked at Venia ;

{the sergeant assumed an expression

passed away the;‘of careless ease, while John Blundell

from St. Michael |
and a cargo of 1,-

were brought to; Dawson. ’
The Isom willjreturn to St. Mich- |
er and the officers

to the outside.

brought up on.the
llows :
;Pratt-, K. C. Hurlburt, E. Orr,
age,
. C. Leak 2 2 ‘

E . L { perfect mine of information. He be-
?1:,“;:",' I‘{I:;;r,%l:ss.‘l;ug-is,‘/'Elt“cgt :ga.n to talk in low tomes to Venia,
Clark, D.-C. Sfevens, M. Metscham.

K.
A.
Emma Kelly,
HQ

Lauis

e Mr. and Mrs. F.

and John Hilditch

the stove pipe.
cloth which was

herself to the task | 1nhe¢ Dawson is

o’clock tonight.

WATER FRONT NOTES.

The steamer Bonanza King arrived I‘t,oner.
Tast evening with the following pas- | Mr.
sengers : L. C. Trouton, Mrs. James, | more ado.
M. Woodruff, Mrs.;
Wood, B. Laws, 'J. J. McArthur,

to arrive at 7

. {sat his» chair like’a Human -limpet.
the boats got into | N
port. sustaining bnly slight damage, | Mr. Turnbull almost grogned as he

It was an expedience that none of Feantneed his. Snichy .
those aboard dare to go through

‘“Beautiful,”’ assented the sergeant.
“I saw it yesterday.” N
J “Some o' the roses on that big\

‘ ““The garden’s locking ver) nice,’’
he said, with a pathetic glanc‘emd.

| Sergeant Daly expressed his grati-

{fication, and said that he was not

|he had arrived in the village on a
| visit to a relative, but in that short
{space of-time he had, to the great
{ discomfort™ of  Mr.

| himself wonderfully at home af Mr.
| Turnbull's. To Venia he related
istrange adventures by sea and land,
{and on subjects of which he was sure

{the farmer knew nothing he was a
|

{and the heart of Mr. Blundell sank
within him as he noted her interest.
| Their voices fell to a gentle murmur,
'and~ the sergeant’s sleek, well-brushed
head bent closer to that of his lis-
Relieved from his attentions,
Turnbull fell asleep without

Blundell sat neglected, the unwill-
{ing witness of a flirtation he was
’powei‘less to prevent. Considering

The steamer Cliffiord Sifton will {her limited opportunities, Miss Turn-
arrive in Dawson ‘this evening.

(bull displayed a proficiency which
astonished him. Even the sergeant
was amazed, and suspected - her of

, “You ! said the startled Mr.
i Blundell.

““Yes, me,” said. the other, some-
what sharply. ““But she won't
marry so long as Venia is at home.
It’s a secret, because if Venia got to
hear of it she’d keep single to pre-
vent it. She’s just that sort of
girl.”

Mr. Blundell coughed, but did not
deny it. ‘““Who is it?’’ he inquired.

‘‘Miss  Sippet,”” was the reply.
‘“‘She couldn’t hold her own for half
an hour against, Venia." :

Mr. Blundell, a great stickler for
accuracy, reduced the time to five
minutes. :

“And now,” said the aggrieved Mr.
Turnbuli, ‘“‘now, so far as I can see,
she's struck ‘with Daly. If she has
him it’ll be years and years before
they can marry. She seems crazy
about heroes. She was talking to
me the other night about them. Not
to put too fine a point on it, she
was talking about you.’”

Mr. Blundell blushed with pleased
surprise.

“Said you were not a hero,” ex-
plained Mr. Turnbull. “Of coursebl
stuck up for you. I said you'd got
too much sense to go putting your
life into danger. I said you were a
very careful man, and I told her how
particular you was about damp
sheets. Your housekeeper told me.’’

“It’s all nonsense,” said Blundell,
with a fiery face. “I'll send that old
fool packing if she can’t keep her
tongue quiet.”’

‘It's very sensible of you, John,”
said Mr. Turnbull,  ‘‘and a sensible
girl: would appreciate it. Instead of
that, she only sniffed when I told ber.
}ow careful you always were to wear

nel next to your skin. She said
sheNjked dare-devils:”
“I Syppose she thinks Daly is a

dare-de™y,”” said the offended Mr.
Blundell. %‘And 1 wish people would

not talk abdyt me and my skin. Why
can't they mimy their own business?’’
Mr. Turnbull e him significantly,

xnd-them-u“mg—\l veéry upright
position, slowly fills his pipe, and
declining a profiered m@fch rose and
took one from the mant

“I was doing the best I
you,” he said, staring hard™at the
ingrate. “I was trying to ke
Venia see what a careful husband y
would make. Miss Sippet herself is
most particular about such things —
and Venia seemed to think something
of it, because she asked me whether
you used a warming-pan.’’

Mr. Blundell got up from his chair
and, without going through the for-
mality of bidding his host good-bye,
quitted the room and closed the door
violently behind him. He was red
with rage, and he brooded darkly .as
he made his way home on the folly
of carrying on the traditions of a
devoted. mother without thinkinh for

““He might ii we walked up. and
down five million tintes,” said Blun-
dell, unpleasantly.

‘“He might if we walked up and
down three or four ‘times,” said Mr.
Turnbull, “‘especially if you happen-
ed to stumble.”

“I never stumble,"’ said the matter
oi-fact Mr. Blundell. “I don’t know
anybody more sure-footed than I
am.”

*‘Or thick-headed,” added the exas-
perated Mr. Turnbull.

Mr. Blundell regarded him: patient-
ly; he had a strong suspicion that
his friend had been drinking.

“‘Stumbling,” said Mr. Turnbull,
conquering his annoyance with an
eflort—‘‘stumbling is ,a thing that
might happen to anybody. You trip
your foot against a stone and lurch
up against Daly; he tumbles over-
board, and you off with your jacket
and dive in off the quay after him.
He can't swim a stroke.”’

Mr. Blundell caught. his breath and
gazed at him in speechless amave.

“There’s sure to be several peo-
ple on the quay- if it’s a fine after-
noon,’””  continued his instructor.
““You'll have half Dunchurch round
you, praising you and patting you on
the back—all in front of Venia, mind
you. It'll be put in!all the papers
and you'll get a medal.’

‘“And suppose we are both drown-
ed ?”’ said Mr. Blundell, soberly.
“Drowned ?  Fiddlesticks!” said
Mr.  Turnbull. ‘“However, please
yourself. If you're afraid—-""
“I'll do it,”’ said Blundell, decided-
ly.
““And mind,” said the other, ‘‘do
not do it as if it's as easy as kissing
your fingers; be hali-drowned your-
self, .or at least pretend to be. , And
when you’re on the quay take your
time about coming round. Be longer
than Daly is; you.don’t want him to
get all the pity.”
““All right,”’ said the other.
‘“‘After a time you ean open your
eyes,’” went on his instructor; ‘‘then
if I were you, I should say, ‘Good-
bye,” Venia,” and close ‘em again.
Work it up aflecting, and send mess-
ages to your aunts.”
“It sounds all right,” said Blun-
dell. :
“It is all right,” said Mr. Turn-
bull. “That’s just the bare idea I've
iven you. It's for you to improve
&n it. You've got two days tqw
thimlg about it.” K4
Mr. *BJundell thanked him, “for
the ncxt"*wo days though little
else. Bein®ra careful mah he made
his will, an wlay a compara-
tively cheerful figméof mind that he
made his way e#™Bunday afternoon

to Mr. Turn s. \ .
The serggant was bkeady there
i in low tones Wjth Venia

by thg window, while Mr. nbull,
sitgifig opposite in an oaken ar i

“No,” said Blundell, slowly, “but
it would be much better if I saved
somebody else. I don't want Daly
to be pitied.”

“Bah! you are backing out of
it,” said the irritated Mr. Turnbull.
“You're afraid of a little cold wat-
gy ;

“No, I'm  not,” s3aid Blundell ;
‘‘but it would be better in every way
to save somebody else. She'll see
Daly standing there doing nothing,
while T am struggling for my life.
I've thought it all out very careful-
ly. I know I'm not quick, but I'm
sure, and when I make up my mind
to do a thing, I do it. You ought to
know that.”

“That’s all very
other; “‘but who
push in ?”’

“That’s all right,” said Blundell,
vaguely. “Don’t you worry about
that; I shall find somebody.”’
Mr. Turnbull turned and cast
speculative eye along the quay. As
a rule, he had great confidence in
Blundell's determination, but on this
occasion he had his doubts.

“Well, it's a riddle" to me.,” he
said, slowly. “I give it up. It
seems— Halloa ! Good heavens, be
careful. You nearly had me in
then.”

“Did 1?7 said
“I'm very sorry."
Mr. Turnbull, angry at such care-
lessness, accepted the apology in a
grudging spirit and trudged along in
silence. Then he started nervously
as a monstrous and unworthy sus-
picion occurred to him. It was an
incredible thing to suppose, but at
the same time he felt that there was
nothing like being on the safe side.
and in tones not quite free from sig-
nificance he intimated his desire of
changing places with his awkward
friend.
“It's all
soothingly.

well,”’ said the
else is there to

a

Blundell, thickly.

right,” said

regarding him fixedly; “but T p r
this side. You very near hadsfhie ov-
er just now.” ~
“I staggered,” said M¥. Blundell.
‘““Another inch .#fid I should have
been overboard# said Mr. Turnbull,

with a shugder. “That would have
been a ni ow d’ye do.”’
Mr, #Blundell coughed and looked

8 ards. ‘‘Accidents will happen,”’
e murmured. ;

They reached”the end of the quay
again and stood talking, and when
they turned once more the sergeant
was surprised and gratified at the
ease with which he bore off Venia.
Mr. Turnbull and Blundell followed
some little way behind,” and the
former gentleman’s suspicions were
somewhat lulled by finding that his
friend made no attempt to take the
inside place. He looked about him
with interest for a likely victim, but

Blundell, |

“I know it is,” said Mr. Turnbull yadnurat.mn,

‘‘He—he—push — pushed me
gasped the choking Mr. Turnbull

Nobody paid any attention
him; even Venia, seeing that he
safe, was on her knees by the si
the unconscious Blundell.

‘“‘He—he’s shamming,”’ bawled
neglected Mr. Turnbull.

‘‘Shame !’ said somebody, wif
even looking round.

‘“‘He pushed me in," repeated.
Turnbull. “‘He pushed me in.’*

““Oh, father,” said Venia, wit
scandalized glance at him, ‘“how
you ?”
- “Shame !
briefly, as

said the bystanders
they watched anxiously
for signs of returning life on the
part of Mr. Blundell. He lay still
with his eyes closed, but his hearing
was still acute, and the sounds of a
rapidly-approaching barrel trundled
by a breathless Samaritan did him
more good than anything.
‘“Good-bye, Venia,” he said, in a
faint voice; ‘‘good-bye.”
Miss Turnbull sobbed and took
hand.
‘“He's’ shani ing,” roared Mr.
Turnbull, incensed beyond measure at
the faithful manner in which Blundell
was carrying out his instructions
‘““He pushed me in.'j =4
There was an angry murniur from
the bystanders
‘“Be reasonable, Mr. Turnbull,”
said the sergeant, somewhat shar ly.
‘‘He nearly lost 'is life over you,"
plucky a thing as ever I see. If I
said the stout fisherman. “As
'adn’t ha’ been ’andy with that
there line you’d both ha’ been drovn-
ed.”
“Give—mu love — to everybody,”
said Blundell, faintly. ‘“‘Good-bye,
Venia. Good-bye, Mr. Turnbull.’
“Where's that barrel ?"’ deman
the stout fisherman, crisply. *%
ing to be all night with it ?
two of you—"'
Mr. Blundell, with a great efiort,
and assisted by Venia and the ser-
geant, sat up. He felt that he had
made a good impression, and had no
desire to spoil it by riding the bar-
vrel. With one exception, everybody
\x'u'fogarding him with moist-eved
The exception’s eves
were, perhaps, the moistest of them
all, but admiration hads no place in
them
“You're all being made fools of,"
he said, getting up and stamping. ‘I
tell you he: pushed me overboard for
the purpose.’’
““Oh, father !
manded Venia, angrily.
your life.”’
““He pushed me in,”’ repeated
farmer. “Told me to look
jelly-fish and pushed me in.”
“What for ? inquired Sergeant
Daly. e
‘‘Because—"' said Mr. Turnbull
He looked at the unconscious serg-
eant, and the words on his lips died
away in an inarticulate growl.
“What{(or ?"" pursued the sergear
in triumph. *‘Be reasonable,” N
Turnbull. Where’s the reason in
pushing you overboard and then nea -
ly losing his life saving you ? Thzt

his

ed
0-

Now,
H

f-

how can you?”
‘‘He saved

e

at a

in vain.
““What are you looking at?’’ he de-
nded, impatiently,

an expr
which would have shocked Tago. -
‘‘We were just thinking of having a |,
blow down by the water,”” he said,
as Blundell entered.

“What ! a hot day like this 7
said Venia.

“I was just thinking how beauti-
fully cool it is in here,” said the

himself. : D
For the next two or three days, i+

Venia's secret concern, he failed

put in an appearance at the f

fact which made flirtation

sergeant '‘a somewhat teresting

business. Her sole reedfpense was

the dismay of her _fi#fher, and for

parliament,at its next session and
ofier to buf this entire "district be-
ginning saylat the boundary line and
running up o Stewart river. I-think
possibly th§t for two hundred and
fifty milliop ' dollars we should be
able to buy; the whole territory in-
¢luded in thg boundaries mentioned.

of extinguishing ithe flames with very
good success.  Aghole about a foot in
diameter was burned in the tent but
before any furthpr damage was done
she had the fire'under control.
Meanwhile a sing stranger saw

would be a fool’s trick. It was
o Blunde_lL.Efpw a thing as ever I saw. g
Mr. Turnbull

‘‘What you ’ad,

said the stout fisherman, tapping
him on the arm, “‘was a little touch
o’ the sun.”

“What felt to you like a push

said another man, “and over you

The Thistle wil:Tleeave Whitehorse
for Dawson tonight, “I wonder whether it is very hot

The Bonanza Kin" will leave theioutside ?"" she said, at last, rising
W.P. & Y. R. dock at 7 o'clock to- and looking out of the window.

night for Whitehors ‘Only pleasantly warm,” said the
. Increased Atluilc Freights

long practice.

into the harbor.
6h,”’ said the other, briefly.

sergeant. ‘It would be.nice down by “T never such a monster. It

the water.”

ROty - pesiehy  tan “I'm afraid of gisturbing father by

ed with water

‘‘We couldf then make laws to suit
nurselves. e could have our own
jgovernor each member of the

to the "rescue.
investigate Ne t
the bucket at

the smoke and n{:icing a bucket fill-
Without waiting to

e hole in the tent.

w the contents of

American Steamship
paring to recommissién a mumber of

‘Hamburg, Aug. 30.3-The Hamburg-|
ompany is pre-

its- steamers, which hgve been laid up

our talk’’ said the considerate daugh-
‘ter. “You might tell him we've gone
for a little stroll when he wakes,"

his benefit she dyelt upon the ad-
vantages of the*Army in a manner
that would ha#®e made the fortune of

sergeant, who was hoping for a re-
petition of the previous Sunday’s
perfiormance.

must be a yard acrass.’
Mr. “Turnbull pped, but could

went."”’
‘‘As easy as easy,’’ said a third.
“You're red in the face now,"’ sai

see nothing, and evem when Blundell
pointed it out with his niger he had
no better success. He ped for-

ward a pace, and his suspi®ons re-

His aim was sojgood that the water
went right throdgh the opening made

a recruitinggergeant.
‘‘She’s { crazy after the soldi-

‘.ilsu::'-(::::,] l;)nnvge.f:ot‘:l:r'c?:n;lxl, i:)l‘l:: for some timie; in €0 uence of ex- she added, turning to Blundell. the stout fisherman, regarding hir

‘“It’s cooler outside,”’ said Mr.

‘ed the presi

own salari none of us, would need
worry againgover the paltry matter
of a mﬁtto.“

““Thap’s 411 very well,” said the
{all mémbert who had not forgotten
the snub tofwhich he had been sub-
jected, ““butgwhere is the two hund-
red and fifty fmillions to come from?”

“The ver® easiest part of the
scheme, my flear sir,” answered the

. “All we need ta do

y for the right to pur-

k at the same time for
an appfopr{ation = to cover the
amount invojved. I can assure you
that there will be no difficulty.

“Of coursefas the originator of the
“idea 1 shall Jrequire to be appointed
to the office jof govefnor and="'

“You maf as well stop  right
there,”” in upted the fat member,
“for 1 havejdetermined to become
thé governo® myself. You have all
the glory th#t any one member is en-
titled to having conceived the
idea.”

“You a
the tall me
not be bur
load of h
pleasure in
for, the posit

A rap fire
the meeting
said that:

uite right,”” spoke up
r, *“‘one person should
with too heavy a

nting my own claims

n."’ L

" the president brought
order. ‘‘Gentlemen,’’
tary, “I have examin-
on three separate and
iops

h time without re-

cussion and ) ;
that the official rush-

sults. I noti
er is not p
man velun

. No affirma

to act in his place ?”’

t declared the meeting
adiourned,
norship beingleft in abeyance. -

Clarke’s very few

, therefore I shall take

during this dis-

t. Will any gentle-
e answer being receiv-

matter of the SDV?""

lady who stood
The stranger
door and seein

exactly betoken

by the flames, £ half drowning the

i

anced through the
injured lady som@thing that did not:

his way without #aying a word.
3

pectations of
rectly beneath.

in the face of the

atitude mushed on |

er Tageblatt says

campaign, and is

renewal

of
ies.'” i
f

The European:phpers do not like
the president’'s  utferances concerning
the Monroe doctrifie. The N

&' The s
forecast of the pla‘iorm f
t in
warning to FEurope,’ th
just at the right time

ropean governmesnts
their

their own purpose.

avenue.
$4 per.suit.

incr -
freight traffic, especially in grain.

Besides heavily taxing the people,
the provincial govern
utilizing the indemni
the foreign powers as 3 p!
raising loans and are porpuptly ap-
propriating large sums

Atlantic

s of Chiph are
to W paid
ext for

money to

Before buying your Winter Under-
wear call at Mrs. Anderson’s, Second
Outside prices—$2, $3 and

considering a Bros store.

WANTED—Firstelass
No other need apply.—Macaulay

woman cook.

crtl

mmercial treat-

Just opened a ful, line of furs,
sealskins, etc. Our prices are right.
Palace Car Pur Store. D. C. Mac-
Kenzie, 2nd Ave. near King St.

reasonable prices.

The Plunger at Auditorium.
The finest of office statiomery may
be secured at the Nugget printery at

Job Printing at Nugget office.

LIC
tionee
Sat
The iollow

“Frost
half miles.”’
“The John:

orF lM.O.'I'ANT MINING PROPERTY

instructions of the owners there will be ofiered for Sale by PUB-
/CTION at the sale rooms of Messrs VERNON & STORRY, Auc-
Boyle's Wharf, First Avenue, Dawson, on
¥; Qotober ath, IPOR, at 3:00 p. m.
Mining Properties- and Interests. :
acgregor Hydraulic Concession, on Indian river,, 2 and one-

‘‘An undivided
sion on Gold Bottom
“An undivided one-
on Kirkman Creek, 5
ALSO HILLSIDE PLAC

““The lower half of left 1
ery on Dominion Creek.” .

““The upper hali of left limi
on Dominion Creek.”

““The upper hali of leit limig#of ?
on Dominion Creek.”
ALSO CREEK PLACER MNING CL

AUCTION SALE

-

o

ydraulic Concession, on Cnv'u Creek, 5 gﬂQ.”
fourth interest in the Hermann Hydraulic Conces-

, 2 and one-half mifés."’

”»

-
INING AIMS :

&

-~

interest in the ’l'nmer Hydraulic Concession

it of Nt 3 (three) below Upper Discov-
7’0. 4 (four) below Upper Discovery

5 (five) below Upper Discovery

‘the mouth ‘of Laxt Chance

Mr. Blundell, o had risen with
the idea of acting the humble but, in
his opinion, highly necessary part of
chaperon, sat down again and watch-
ed blankly f{ronf the window until
they were out o?%ight. He was hali]
inclined to think b, hat the exigenci
of the case warrapted him in arefis-
ing the farmer at once. 4

It was an hour fater when tfie far-
mer awoke, to himself albné with
Mr. Blundell, a sfate of aflairs for
which he strove With some pertinac-
ity to make that; aggé::ved gentle-
man responsible. % '

“Why didn’t you: go with them ?”’
he demanded. H

“Because I wasnlt asked,” replied
the other.

Mr. Tarnbull sa$ up in his chair
and eyed him disdBinfully. ‘“For a
great, big chap like you . are, John
Blundell,”” heé exclaimed, ‘‘it’s sur-
prising what a {dittle pluck you've
got.” ¥

“I don’t want to,go
wanted,” retorted hr.

““That's where you make a mis-
take,”’ said the otler, regarding him
severely ; ‘‘girls like a masterful man
and, instead of getting your own
way, you sit dowr quietly and do as
you're told, like aztame—tame—”

“Tame what ?”’ jnquired Mr. Blun-
dell, resentfully.

“I don't know,? said the other,
frankly ; “‘the t thing you can
think of. There’'ss Daly laughing in
his sleeve at youg and talking to
Venia about Wata&floo and the Cri-
mea as though be'd been there. I
thought it was pftetty near settled
between you.” 4

“So did I,”" said-Mr. Blundell.

“You're a big mgn, Jolin,” said
the other, ‘‘but yow're slow. Youw're
all muscles and no head.”

“I think of things afterwards,”
said Blundell, humbly; ‘“‘generally af-

where I'm not
Blundell.

ers,” b said to Mr. Blundell, whom
he wgs trying to spur on to a des-
per, eflort. ‘““I've been watching
close, and I can see what it is
ow; she's romantic. You're too
slow and ordinary for her. She
wants somebody more dazzling. She
told Daly only yesterday afternoon
that she loved heroes. “Told it to
him to his face. 1 sat there and
heard her. It’s a pity you ain't’ a
hero, John.”” -’

‘“Yes,"” said Mr.
if I was, I expect
thing else.”

The other shook his head. *‘If you
could, only do something daring,’’ he
murmured; hali-kill somebody, or
save somebody’s life, and let her see
you do it. Couldn’'t you dive off the
quay and save somebody’s life from
drowning ?"’

“Yes, I could,” said BlundeM, ‘if
somebody would only tumble in.”’

‘“You might pretend that you
thought you saw somebody drown-
ing,”’ suggested Mr. Turnbull.

“*And be laughed at,”’ said Mr.
Blunde]l, who knew his Venia by
heart.

‘‘Youi always seem to be able to
think of objections,” complained Mr.
Turnbull; “I’'ve noticed that in you
before.”’ .

“l’d go in fast enough if there was
anybody there,”” said Blundell, “I'm
not much of a swimmer, but—""

‘“All the better,” interrupted the
other; that would make it all the
more daring.”

‘““And T don’'t much care if I’'m
drowned,”” pursued the younger man,
gloomily.

Mr. Turnbull thrust his hands in
his pockets and took a turn or two
up and down the room. His brows
were knitted and his lips pursed. In
the presence of this mental stress

Blundel; ‘‘then,
she’s like some-

Turnbull, with a wilful ignoring of
facts; “much cooler when you get
used to it.”

He led the way with Blundell, and
Venia and the sergeant, keeping as
much as possible in the shade of the
dust-powdered hedges, followed. The
sun was blazing in _the sky, and.
scarce half-a-dozen people were to be
seen on the little curved quay which
constituted the usual Sunday after-
noon promenade. The water, a dozen
feet below, lapped cool and green
against the stone sides.
At the extreme end of the quay,
underneath the lantern, they all
stopped, ostensibly to admire a full-
rigged ship sailing slowly by in the
distance, but really to effect the
change of partners necessary to the
afternoon’s business. The change
gave Mr. Turnbull some trouble ere
it was effected, but he was success-
ful at last, and, walking behind the
two voung men, waited somewhat
nervously for developments.

Twice they paraded the length of
the quay and nothing happened. The
ship was still visible, and, the ser-
geant halting to gaze at it, the com-
pany lost their formation, and he
led the complaisant Venia off from
beneath her father's very nose.
“You're a pretty manager, you
are, John Blundell,” said the in-
censed Mr. Turnbull.

“lI know what I'm about,” . said
Blundell, slowly.

“Well, why don't you do.it?” de-
manded the other. I suppose you
are going to wait until there are
more people about, and then per-
haps some of them will see you
push him oyer.”

“It isn't that,”. said Blupdell,
slowly, “but you told me to improve
on your plan, you know, and I've
been thinking out improvements.”

turned with renewed vigor as &, hand
was laid caressingly on his shotder.
The next moment, with a Wild
shriek, he shot suddenly over the
edge and disappeared. Venia and the
sergeant, turning hastily, were just
in time to see the fountain which en-
sued on his immersion.

*‘Oh, save him !’’ cried Venia.

The sergeant ran to the edge and
gazed in helpless dismay as Mr.
Turnbull came to the surface and
disappeared again. At the same mo-
ment Blundell, who had thrown' off
‘his coat, dived into the harbor and,
rising rapidly to the surface, caught
the fast choking Mr. Turnbull by the
collar.

“Keep still, he cried, sharply, as
the farmer tried to clutch him; “‘k
stilt or T'll let you go.” i
‘““Help!” choked ‘the farmer, gazing
up at the little knot of people which
bad collected on the quay:

A stout fisherman who had not run
for thirty years came along the edge
of the quay at a shambling trot,
with a coil of rope over his arm.
John Blundell saw him and, mindful
of the farmer’s warning about kiss-
ing of fingers, etc., raised his disen-
gaged arm and took that frenzied
gentleman below the surface again.
By the time they came up he was
very glad for his own sake to catch
the line skilfully thrown by the old
fisherman and be drawn gently to the
side.

“I'll tow you to the steps,” said
the fisherman; ‘“‘don’t let go o* the
line.”

Mr. Turnbull saw to _that; he
wound the rope round his wrist and
began to regain his presence of mind
as they were drawn steadily towards
the steps. Willing hands drew them
out of the water and helped them up
on to the quay, where Mr. Turnbull,

critically, ‘‘and your eyes are star
ing. You take my ' advice and ges
'ome and get to bed, and the firs

thing you’ll do when you get vyour
sepses back will be to go round an

thank Mr. Blindell for all ’e’s dons
for you.” -

Mr. Turnbull looked at them, ane
the circle of intelligent faces grev
misty before ! his angry eyes. On

man, ignoring his sodden condition
recommended a wet handkerchief tie
round his brow.

“I don't want any thanks, Mr
Turnbull,” sajd Blundell, feebly, as
he was assistgd to his feet. ““I'd dc
as much for ypu again.”

The stout fisherman patted. him ad-
miringly on the back, and Mr. Turn-
bull felt like a prophet beholding a
realized visiop as the spectators
clustered round Mr. Blundell and fol-
lowed their friends’ example. Ten-
derly but firmly they led the hero in
trimuph up the quay towards home,
shouting out eulogistic descriptions
‘of his valor td curious neighbors as
they passed. Mr. Turnbull, churlish-
ly keeping his distance in the rear of
the procession, received in grim sil.
ence the ° congratulations of his
[riends. :

The extraordinary hallucination
caused by the Sunstroke lasted with
him for over a;fveek, but at the end
of that time h mind cleared and he
saw things in same light as reas-
onable folk. i;ia was t e first to
congratulate . upon hiz recovery;
but his extr, rdinary behavior in
proposing to tm Sippet the very
day on which herself became Mrs.
Blundell convin ber that his re-
covery was onlg partial,
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“Well?”” said the other. :

“It doesn’t seem much good saving
Daly,” said Blundell; “that's what
I've been thinking. He would be in
as much danger as I should, and he'd
get  as much sympathy; perhaps
more.”’

“Do you mean to tell me that you
are backing out of it?’ demanded
Mr. Turnbull.

sitting in his own puddle, coughed up
salt water and glared ferociously at
the inanimate form of Mr. Blundell.
Sergeant Daly and another man were
rendering what they piously believed
to be first aid to the apparently
| drowned, while the stout fisherman,
with both hands to his mouth, was
yelling in heart-rending accents for
a barrel.

Mr. Blundell preserved a respectful
silence.

“We'll all four go for a walk on
the quay on Sunday afternoon,” said
Mr. Turnbull, at last.

“On the chance?” inquired
staring friend.

“On the chance,” assented the oth-
er; “it's just possible Daly might
fall in.” ! 3 '

was holding forth
‘corner recently ‘to a
onlookers. “I teMl
speaker, *‘you fellows
w hard that man
Clerke‘has worked. Why, ever since
1899 he has nothing fut work
‘for m m of mm“‘ m
-committees than any

vt _Qne in the' country. He
wﬂtﬂm Tet

ter I get to bed.” |

Mr. Turnbull sniffed, and took a
“turn up and down the room; then he
closed the door and came towards
his friend again.

“I dare say you're surprised at me
being so anxious to get rid of Ven-
ia,”” he said, slowly, ‘“‘but the fact is
I'm thinking of marrying again my-
self .’ e

ebral embolismg was

morning, but was

His physiciansy Judge Durand
may live 48 h , but that his re-
covery is alm impossible.

My entire stock must be wld; as I
intend leaving for the outside. Prices
to suit.—Mrs. Anderson’s, Second-
avenue. _ : ;
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