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CHAPTER XXXIII.
“Oh. how long it seems,” said Maida 

with an . impatient sigh. “It must 
seem ages to Carrie, lying there in 
pain and counting the minutes, the 
hours. I do not think we have been 
separated so long before. My sister 
and I have been more than sisters, we 
have been all in all to each other— 
nearly always,” she added, as she 
thought of Heroncourt who had in
deed been all in all to her.

"We shall soon be there," said Rob
ert, in a low voice ; for as they near
ed the hut, approached the critical 
moment, when he should be forced to 
reveal himself to her in blackest 
colours as a common abducer, a trick
ster, and a fraud, his heart momen
tarily forsook him.

They came in sight of the hut and 
Maida, with excited exclamation, 
touched her horse with her heel. It 
bounded forward and Robert spurred 
beside her.

“Better dismount here," he said, as 
they came within a hundred yards of 
the hut. “I will go and prepare Car
rie—it wouldn’t do to give her a 
shock. Do you mind holding the 
horses?”

"No, no,” said Maida ; “but be 
quick, please, I am all in a fever to 
get to her.”

He put the horses’ bridles in her 
hand, stole a glance at her eager, 
rapt face, and strode to the hut. He 
found the Reverend Ronald Smythe 
asleep on a bundle of sheep-skins, 
and woke him roughly.

“Wake up!” he said. "Wake up 
and,clear out. Get out through the 
window and go down into the valley. 
Come to me when I coo-ee. I shall 
want you to do the Job for me that I 
engaged you for. Wake up, man!"’

The Reverend Ronald Smythe rose 
to his feet, stretched himself elabor
ately, and yawned.

"Is it a baptism?” he asked.
"Baptism be hanged,” replied Rob 

ert, roughly. "It’s a marriage.”
The tramp parson eyed Robert 

with sudden gravity.
"But that’s something serious,” he 

said.
"Marriage is always serious,” rex

torted Robert, sententiously. “What’s 
the matter with you ? You don't ob
ject? Because, if so, your objections 
cornea too late. You’ll do what, I 
want, or I’ll put a bullet through you. 
Do what I want, and I’ll give you a 
ten-pound note. Do you understand? 
I’m Robert Broseley, a man of my 
word; a few words at that. A ten- 
pound note—I don’t mind making it 
twenty; you clergy like to be highly 
paid.”

Smythe considered for a moment, 
then he shrugged his shoulders.

“Where is the lady?" he asked, 
looking over Robert’s shbulder.

“Never you mind the lady,” said 
Robert, with suppressed anger and 
impatience. “You be on the • spot 
when I call to you; and until I call, 
keep out of sight, mind, or I’ll put a 
bullet through you. Get out of the 
window, sharp!”

“My dear young friend—” began the 
Reverend Ronald Smythe; but Robert 
motioned to wards the window and 
significantly fingered a revolver which 
he had concealed under his jumper.

Get!” he said; and Smythe prompt
ly insinuated himself through the 
window of the hut and disappeared.

Robert looked round. It was a! 
rough place for his bride. For cook
ing purposes, Mr. Smythe had made a 
fire; there was the heap of sheep
skins, a box containing tinned meats 
and condensed milk, with the usual 
supply of tea, without which your 
Australian considers life unfurnished 
But no matter. Maida would soon 
listen to reason when she found her
self completely in his power. He 
went to her where she was holding 
the horses.

"She is all right.” he said. “I have 
prepared her. She- is in no particular 
pain ; but, of course, she is glad 
enough that you are here. Give me 
the horses."

He fastened their bridles to the 
solitary tree which stood near the 
hut; and, as he did so, Maida hurried 
forward and entered the hut. In the 
gloom, lightened only by the fire, she 
could distinguish nothing, but she 
went towards the pile of sheep-skins 
saying, gently and" encouragingly : 

“Carrie, I am come; I am here!” 
There was no answer, she felt the 

sheep-skins with her hand, and 
meeting nothing, no warm shape 
Carrie, shrank back and looked round 
her with surprise, but, as yet; with no 
suspicion. She turned her head and 
saw Robert Broseley standing in the 
doorway; his tall, broad figure sil 
houetted against the waning light.

It was only for a moment that she 
saw him thus, for he closed the rough 
door, and, leaning his back against it, 
folded his arms and regarded her 
steadily. But, for all his outward 
calm, bis heart was throbbing tumul 
tuousiy. The man loved her to the 
best of his ability, with all the force 
of which he was capable; and not on 
ly loved her, but worshipped her wi 
the reverence which his mad passion 
had overpassed, broken down, so 
speak, but which was still there, a la 
tent force.

"Where is Carrie?” she asked 
do not see her. She cannot have left 
the hut, with a sprained ankle. Where 
is she? How dark it is?"

She went to the fire and raised the 
burning wood and looked round her 
but the illuminating flame showed 
her no Carrie, and, with the stick with 
which she had stirred the fire still in. 
her hand, she looked enquiringly, at 
Robert Broseley. The fire-light play, 
ed on her face and form, giving her 
mystic charm which increased his 
passion. He drew himself up and ex 
tended a hand towards her, half in 
appeal, half in command.

"She is not here,” he said.
"Not here?” echoed Maida, with sur

prise, but still with no fear or sus 
plcion. “I thought you said that she 
was at the hut? She cannot have left 
it—with a sprained ankle.”

Her eyes sought his with eager, 
anxious questioning. Her love for 
Carrie, for the sister whom she sup 
posed to be in pain and perhaps in 
peril, absorbed her, to the exclusion 
of any other emotion.

“She is not here,” said Robert ; “she 
has not been here. We rode in an
other direction—she has not been 
near the hut—there is nothing the 
matter with' her—she has not sprain
ed her ankle.”

“Not! Then why—why did you tell
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me so? Why did you bring me here? 
Where is Carrie? You rode out fvith 
her this morning.”

"Carrie is all right,” he said, 
left her in the Western Valley. I gave 
her the slip. She will ride back to 
Miida Wolda. She is all right."

“But why—why did you tell me this 
falsehood ? Why have you brought 
me here?” asked Maida, her eyes wide 
open in amazement, the colour mount 
ing to her face.

He drew a long breath.
“Can't you guess?” he said, liis 

voice thick and hoarse, his heart 
throbbing. "You that arc so quick, 
so clever. I brought you here—it was 
a trick, I own it—I brought you here 
because I wanted you to myself, that 
you might listen to me, that you 
might understand what sort of man I 
am.”

Maida stood perfectly still, one 
hand holding the fire-stick, the other 
pressed against her bosom. Even now 
she did not understand, did not rea
lise the peril in which she stood.

“I don't know what you mean,” she 
said. “Why did we come here? Why 
did you play this trick upon me? You 
could have said what you wanted to 
say to me there—at Miida Wolda.”

“And in vain,” he said. ■ “You would 
not have listened to me there, you 
would have put me off; perhaps, very 
likely, you would have gone away. 1 
brought you here because here you 
must listen to me, because we are 
alone and you cannot give me the 
slip, cannot ignore me. You have 
treated me as if I were a hoy, as if 1 
were of no account, as if what I said 
to you, what I told you of my love 
was mere child's play. But it wasn’t. 
It was the love of a man, and, like a 
man, I brought you here, where you 
are in my power, where you must 
listen to me and where you must yield 
to me.”

Maida's heart beat fast, the blood 
seemed to surge to her brain in a 
burning flood. Not yet could she rea
lise the full significance of her situa
tion. Strangely enough, at that mo
ment her thoughts flew, swallow-like, 
hack to Marston Towers. She saw 
herself betrothed to Heroncourt, his 
bride-elect, the wedding-day close at 
hand, her happiness not only within 
sight but almost within touch. The 
intervening past seemed to fade away 

l unreal and intangible dream: 
she was to be married in the coming 
morii to Heroncourt.

Then the reality of the present 
swept over her. She had 'lost Heron- 
ourt forever: she was in this Aus

tralian, desolate wild, in this fire-lit 
hut, at the mercy of this lawless man 
wfepse passion for her would know no 
scruples. She put her hand up to her 
brow and swept back the soft, dark 
hair with a gesture of despair. And 
yet, not of despair, for with her peril 
her spirit rose to meet it.

This is absurd, Mr. Robert," she 
said. “You cannot intend to keep me 
here, to prevent my going back to 
Miida Wolda. Please let me pass.”

She took, a step forward. He stood 
| motionless with folded arms.

“You cannot go, you cannot pass,” 
he said. “Don’t you understand? You 
; re in my power. Did you think that 
my love was so small a thing that it 
would die out because you said ‘no’? 
You don’t know me. I have never 
!oved any woman before, I have never 
ecu any woman worth caring for un

til I met you. I swear that to you. 
Out when I saw you I knew what wo
men meant, I knew what love was. 
You’ve taken up all my life, all my 
houghts. I can’t live without you. 
fou thought that I had forgotteh, that 
I had given up all thought of you be- 
ause I was so quiet, because I seem
'd to take no notice of you. But I’ve 
teen thinking of you all the time, I’ve 
'cen longing for you.”

He took a step towards her and ac- 
ualiy went down upon his knees, his 
>ig hands extended imploringly.

“Maida, listen to me. I love you, I 
vaut you to be my wife, I’ll do all I 
:an, all any man can, to make you 
îappy. I can’t live without you. Just 
say that you'll be my wife, that you’ll 
ry to love me, and I swear that you 
ihall be happy; you shall have every- 
hing that a woman can desire—I am 
•ich, I shall be richer; that house in 
England—you shall go there, you 
shall do what you please; I’ll be your 
slave, just a dog to follow you, to 
obey your wish—”

His voice broke and died away in 
hoarse, inarticulate murmur.

Maida shrank from him until her 
back touched the log wall.

“You arc mad,” she said. “I am sor
ry—sorry* Remember — remember 
your mother— Oh, let me go! I will 
not say a word, I will tell no one. Let 
me go back to Miida Wolda. I will 
leave there in the morning, you shall 
never see me again. You will forget 
me—you will be sorry that you ever 
gave a thought— Oh, let me go!

He rose to his feet and folded his 
arms again.

“It is you who are mad,” he said 
"Mad in your pride and coldness. You 
don't know what love is.”

“Oil, do I not?" broke, from her 
quivering lips as she thought of Her 
oncourt.

“You don’t,” lie said, thickly. “You 
don’t know what sort of a man I am 
I have always had my way; I mean to 
have it now. Come, be sensible. What 
more do you want? I tell you I am 
rich. I can give you all you English 
women want. You shall do what you 
like, go where you please, when you 
are my wife. Be sensible. If Carrie 
were here she'd give you the same ad
vice, say what' I say.”

“No, no! Oh, Carrie, Carrie!” ex
claimed Maida, piteously.

Then she drew herself up and look
ed at him with sad reproach, with the 
dignity which womanhood can attain 
to so easily.

“I cannot give you" what you ask,’ 
she said. “My heart is not mine, 
have never told you—but—my great 
sorrow—there is someone else—some 
one I can never forget—"

The blood surged to his face which 
had been white up to this moment 

(To be Continued.)
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The Hume Dressmaker should keep 
Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat

tern Cuts. These will be found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

A PRACTICAL DESIGN.

2132—Ladles’ “Cover All” Apron.
This model will make an ideal morn 

ing house dress, especially for warm 
weather. It is comfortable, has ample 
fulness and lovely, spacious pockets 
which are ctit in one with a belt, that 
holds the fulness of the garment. The 
design is good for gingham, seersuck 
er, lawn, percale, alapaca, brilliantine 
and sateen. The Pattern is cut in 
sizes: Small, 32-34; Medium, 36-38 
Large, 40-42, and Extra Large, 44-46 
inches bust measure. It requires 4% 
yards of 36-inch material for a Medi 
um size.

A patern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents 
in silver or stamps.
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No scarcity at
Maunders.

However,we beg 
to remind our cus
tomers these goods 
are selling rapid
ly, and cannot be 
replaced at the 
same price.

John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, St. John’s, Nl*pi 
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2 in 1
White SHOE POLISH.

At all stores.

A STYLISH GOWN.
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The stock and jabot 
fashionable again.

combined are

to feel 
Fresh and Fit
—you must keep your stom
ach well, your liver active, 
the bowels regular, and your 
blood pure. Your physical 
condition depends on the 
health of these organs. 
When anything goes.wrong

just take
a few doses of Beecham’s Pills 
and avoid any serious illness. 
They are a fine corrective and 
tonic for the system, and a 
great help in maintaining good 
health. A single box will 
prove the remedial value of

KEtHAM'S
PILLS

Lergwt Sale of Any Medicine in the World. 
Sold everywhere. In boxes, 25c.

Be sure and ask for 2 IN 1. 
Black, Tan, White Paste, White Liquid.
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Your Business

2153

MINARDI LINIMENT CUBES 
TEMPER.

PIS-

<‘A

Waist—2152. Skirt—2153.
For the development of this attrac

tive frock one could have bordered 
goods, or shantung in contrasting col
ors. Qrgandy and gingham would be 
a very attractive combination. The 
skirt is made in tonneau style. Pat 
tern 2153 furnishes the model. It is 
cut in 6 sizes : 22, 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 
inches waist measure. The waist 
pattern, 2152, is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36 
38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure 
It will require 6V& yards of 44-inch 
material to make the entire dress of 
one material" for a medium size. The 
skirt measures about 2*6 yards at the 
foot, with plaits drawn out.

This illustration calls for TWO 
separate patterns which will be mail 
ed to any address on receipt of 10 
cents FOR EACH pattern in silver or 
stamps.
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Rests upon (he dependability of your 
service of supply.

Three big facts—big buying power, 
tremendous production, expert work
manship—stand behind our claims of 
superior service.

It will pay all merchants to see 
our spring ranges In

Men's and Boys' 
Suits, Overalls, 

Shirts, etc.
DO IT NOW.

in 1917

Newfoundland Clothing Co. Ltd.
GREAT CLEARANCE SALE

of Ladies’, Misses’ and Children’s

Middy Blouses.

No.

Size.......................

Address In full:— 

Name .. ................

MINARD’S LINIMENT CUBES GAB- 
GET IN COWS,

NOTE PRICES: •
Ladies’ Middy Blouses, newest styles. Sale Price .$1.59
Misses’ Midd'v Blouses, to fit from 10 to 16 yrs. Sale Price 89c. 
Children’s Middy Blouses, to fit from 4 to 9 yrs. Sale Price 45c. 

SEE THEM TO-DAY.

J. J. ST. JOHN.
SLOAN’S LINIMENT,

»

Known the world over for its immediate 
cure. Retailing at 25c. per bottle.

J. J. ST. JOHN,
AGENT,

Duckworth Street and LeMarchant Road.
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GERMAN REFOJf

BERLIN I 
The artillery duel in Ft, 

again increased to great*1 
reports the German Gem 
The bombardment has beei, 
the Belgian coast from Bixl 
Hollebeke. The statemef 
Strong forces of Russians 
manians endeavored to rec( 
ground taken from them 
Fokshani, but all attacks, 
sed and the number of pri: 
en by the Teutonic Allie 
increased to 3,300.

A GOOD SIGN.
CHRISTIANA 

, The* Swedish Governmei 
ing to the Posten, has invij 
ropean neutrals to partie 
approaching conference 
Scandinavian Minister of 
Stockholm, at which the di 
neutrals are subjected i 
America’s entrance into tin 
be discussed. It is said 
received favorable replies.

THE NEW PREMII'I
PEKING,

Foreign Ministers in Peki, 
ing Paul May, the new Bel 
ister, have all recognized 11 
Government by calling on l| 
Chang in response to the 
by the Foreign Office, whict 
ted Fang Kato Chang as 
The official documents now 
President.

GENERAL MAURICE’S ST I
LONDON,

Continuous rains and fogs I 
past week one of little acth j 
Western front, said Major 
Frederick Maurice, Chief I>| 
military operations at the 
in his weekly talk to the 
Press to-day. The German 
ques in their usual fashion, I 
the General, report that 
British attacks were repu l| 
heavy losses. That shows | 
mans are jumpy and nerv.j 
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