Why not atrip “Way Down East’’ fo the
Famous Atlantic Resorts

Which stretch from Boston north to New Brunswick
and Nova Scotia? This strip of coast is dotted with
places of historic and literary interest. The scenery
is varied and delightful throughout, and every kind
of summer recreation is afforded. Comfortable hotels
and boarding houses are available, with a range of

prices to suit every purse.
Old Orchard Kennebunkport

" [Maine] [Maine]
and a hundred seaside resorts in Nova Scotia
[Evangeline Land]

are waiting for you. Travel there by the

Canadian Pacific Railway

Full particulars from any Canadian Pacific Ticket
Agent, or write M. G. Murphy, District Passenger
Agent, Toronto.

St. Andrews

[New Brunswick]

Algonquin Provincial

(Ontario) Park

A Thoroughly Universal Vacation Territory
Midst Wild and Delightful Scenery

Ideal Canoe Trips—A Paradise for Campers—
Splendid Fishing 2,000 Feet Above Sea Level

The HIGHLAND INN affords fine hotel accommo-
dation. Camps “Nominigan” and “Minnesing”
offer novel and comfortable accommodation at
reasonable rates.

Write for illustrated matter giving full particulars, rates, etc.,
to C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto, Ont.

Drink the Ale That’s Purest---it’s

WHITE
LABEL
ALE

You can get it at your own dealer’s in pints
and quarts, just right for a healthy, satisfy-
ing thirst quencher that never fails to please.

Try it to-day
Brewed and Bottled by

DOMINION BREWERY COMPANY, LIMITED, Toronto

COURIER.

who had now come in—*“have con-
nived at his escape.”

Ronald was silent, but Haselfoot, on
whom a light had suddenly dawned,
which made -him furious, replied with
intense anger: “I have not. - I know
nothing about the man upstairs, ex-
cept that as it was very rough weather
I gave him a passage in my vessel, and
that he is married to a lady with
whom I have very slight acquaintance.
They are lodgers quite independent of
me, are they not, Mrs. Carter? Ihave
nothing to do with them whatever.”

‘No, sir; you have not,” replied the
landlady.

It was evident-that the men did not
believe a word of Haselfoot’s. They
expressed their determination to. go
upstairs.

“Don’t-let Mrs. Walford be taken by
surprise. Tell her first,” said Ronald
to Mrs. Carter.

As the men left the room Haselfoot
turned on Ronald, prepared to rend
him.

)

UT at this moment a footstep was

heard, and Enid appeared. There

was a look on her white face
which overawed every man present.
She had the countenance of a woman
who had endured up to the pitch of
agony.

“Why are you here?” she asked the
policeman in a clear voice, though,
alas! she knew only too well. They
said afterwards that had she ordered
them out of the house they would have
had no choice but to obey her—she
had a constraining force about her at
that moment.

They answered her question.

“I‘have been telling these men what
nonsense they are talking,” said Mrs.
Carter.

“But they are not talking nonsense,”
replied knid. “You wish,” she contin.
ued, turning to them, “to see my hus-
band. Come upstairs, and I will show
him to you.”

Ronald felt like a pitiful coward be-
side her.. There was something grand
about her action, her gesture, as she
threw open the door, while Haselfoot
felt as if he would like to run any-
where out of sight of such a painful
majesty.

She went upstairs. The men fol-
lowed, hushing their footsteps insensi-
bly.

“Here is the man you. are in search
of,” she said, throwing the bedroom
door open.

The room was draped in white;
there was an awful sense of stillness.
Ronald looked, then looked again, as-
tonished and appalled.

For on the bed, clothed in white rai-
ment of the dead, lay, not the man he
had seen, but a Greek god cut in mar-
ble, an Appollo, with every feature
perfect, chiselled still more finely by
the hand of death. His chestnut hair
curled slightly and drooped a little on
his white brow, his finely-carved hands
were folded on his breast. This Henry
Jackson, the red-haired, untidy mill-
hand? This the grey-haired, scarred,
flat-nosed man he had been with at
Plymouth? It was impossible.

Then ‘he understood what people
meant when they said 'Cornwallis was
the handsomest man they had ever
seen; he understood why Enid had
given him her heart.

The men looked at one another.

“I had no idea of this!” exclaimed
Haselfoot in distress; “none whatever.
Why were we not told? I am very
sorry for you, Mrs. Walford. When
did this take place, and does anyone
know ?”

Enid made mo reply, for no one
knew. Cornwallis had died as she was
repeating the verse of the hymn, and
she had resolved that no eye should
behold him save that of the under-
taker. Neither Mrs. Carter nor the
doctor had even seen him without his
disguise. She performed the last of-
fices for him herself, though she felt
as if her strength would never carry
her through. No sooner had they been
performed and the room made ready

| than the men had arrived.

Haselfoot left the room. The offi-

| cers followed him, leaving one of their

number to guard the door.

Ronald returned to Enid.

“How splendid he is! But what you
must have suffered!” He continued.

“I am afraid I must talk of other mal-
ters. These men will take me, if not
now, as soon as they can get a war
rant for my apprehension, if a Wwar
rant is necessary. I have made up mY
mind. The poor fellow who is goneé
gained nothing by trying to evade the
law. I will not follow his example:
My motives were good, but my actions
were a mistake. I think I would ratl:
er undergo punishment, for I feel as 1
I deserved it. But they do not suspelCt
you. Go while there is time. I will
shield you in every way possible, and
my father will supply you with money:
If you would live for a little while Witl
my mother, and comfort ‘her, in the
midst of your own grief, it would be
very kind.”

She turned her eyes to him.

“You are going to prison for MY
sake,” she said firmly, “to shield me
But I refuse to be shielded. I will 80
to prison also.” ‘

CHAPTER XXVIIL
Explanation.

¢¢NJOW,” said Haseifoot to Ronalt
as soon as he had come dowl
stairs, “pernaps you wiil ted
me the meaning of all this, and 58
why I have been made a cat’s paw 0k

His anger had cooled down consid
erably since he had seen the dead
form above, but he was angry sl apd
~nowed it.

“I will tell you,” replied Ronald
gravely, and ‘toid lum Lhe entire stor¥
from beginning o end. “I feel I 0W®
you a sincere apology, and I tender it
now,” he added. "I am aware that
might have brought you into troud®
but—" he paused a 'moment, then cO&
tinued, “whatever I did was done £
the love of her.” :

Haselfoot listened attentively. W22
Ronald had finished the other was co0%
scious of a choking sensation in L
throat. He heid out his hand
grasped Ronald’s.

“What a girl! What a heroine!
should ‘have done what you did BY’
self, if I could. - Don’t say anow®
word about apologizing; no apology L
needed. But now what about YU
self, for I am afraid you will find your
self in an uncommon tight place.”

“I know I shall, but my fears 8
more for her than for myself.”

“Surely they can’t come down O%
her for shielding her husband.” I

‘‘He was not her husband then.
fear the worst.” K

Haselfoot’s frank face wore a 100
of profound concern. “Can’t anythi#®
be done?” 2

“ I fear not. I have been wondeﬂn;
how Cornwallis was traced, and haV

come to the conclusion that either ‘thg
lighthouse men must have mlg‘;s

when they landed after their shift
over, or else that some of your I
hearing that the search for ‘Col‘!}‘,’"a
lis was not over, suspected sometnis®
and gave information.” 2
“But ‘what could my men hava
seen? Simply that I gave a triend 2
passage for a few hours—a most €Y
mon occurrence.” : a
“It wasn’t common, though, for yoe
to go to the Eddystone lighthouss
Who can tell how things get know?',
“The man upstairs told me thatb “170
though they showed a bold front
Mrs. Carter they only came here
surmise, not from knowledge.” A
“Poor chap! He is out of it sl
last, and a good thing for him. 1
what a transformation in appe?
ance!”

“Yes; he was uncommonly cle_v%ﬁ
If he had been a better man he m‘g;r
have done great things. Well, Powe
fellow, he’s gone. Who are we thab of*
should judge him? No doubt the Iﬂter
cy of the great Father is far greaf it
than that of man. God help us all !
is not!” 3 d

“I will go away and live on bogy
for the present. She shall have * g
rooms until she ecan make her ?laﬂ
She will want her friends down.

“My good fellow,” said RoB#
touched, “she will not want them tne
But thank you very much. It 18 /»
best arrangement that could be m& 'd :

Haselfoot went out and telegraP .,
for Ronald’s father, who came at 0 P

“I would have kept this from you ailﬂ'
my mother if I could, but ag it 18

el




