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the Treacherous Pit

STORY OF LOVE, INTRIGUE AND REVENGE

CHAPTER

He would not do anything without
telling Dolores. He looked up with a,

, great sigh, It seemed to him that all;
i the 'perplexxties of his life were re-|
turning. . The red rose for him had

thorns.  He looked up to find his
wife's eyes fixed upon him.

“A gigh, Karl!—and such a deep
one! What is it about; and from
whom is your letter?”

His first impulse was to tell her,
his second not to let her know, if pos-
sible. It could bring her only sharp-
est pain, and could do no good. Her
words returned to him that her name
was a burden of Sorrow, and her hap-
xiiness too bright to last, A supersti-
tious chill came over him as he look-
ed a the letter. He would not tell
Dolores what was in it, But she saw
that he looked pale and agitated.

“You have had news, Karl?’ she
said suddenly,

“No, my darling—indeed I have no
news at all,” he replied.

“Show me that letter-you have in
your hand,” sHe 'said.

The Squire looked up in wonder at
the change in his daughter’s voice.
Sir Karl was at a loss for a few mo-
ments. He knew that if he did show
the letter to Dolores, it would make
her miserable, she would imagine all.'
kinds of horrors, and perhaps their
happiness would be destroyed. If he

XIX.

tween his desire to save her pain and
" his desire to be Aruthful to her made
him wretched,

“What day of the month is it Karl?”
asked Dolores, as they stood together | to sce some one this evening on busl-,

in the library afier luncheon.
“The tenth of June,” he replied.
“Well, I shall always remember the
tenth of June,” she said, half laugh-
ingly, “as the first day on which you
secmed dull after our marriage.”
“I am mot dull, surely!” he cried.
“That cannot be, Dolores.”
“You are; and a greater crime,
Karl, you could not commit—in my
opinion ' at “least,” for I love to_ hear
your laughter. What has been the
matter all aay? Even papa has no-
ticed it; he says that he fears you
are not well”
She went up to him, and her finger
traced the lines on his face.

“This is quite a new line over your.

brow, Karl. I never saw it until to-
day. Now what has brought it here?”

“I ca}xnot tell. I think you wil soon
send them:.all away. Kiss the lines,
Dolores, ‘afid they will vanish as§it
by magic."u

She kissed them with her . sweet,
fresh lips, How he longer with all
his heart to fold her in his.arms and
tell her all his perplexity! How at
that"moment he hated Lola for com-
ing between them! Never was man
s0 sorely perplexed; and the loving

refused she might be vexed, and think
he was keeping a secret from her,
He compromised the matter by thrust-I
ing tle letter into the depths of hls,
pocket, and saying to her that he
would show it to her later. on.

“Is it anything important?’ she,
csked l

“Oh, no,” he answered—‘“only a Iit-|
tle favor asked by a neighbor!”

Then her anxiety left her. It could
only be a letter from one of the ten-
ants who-wanted something done. i

In some strange manner all the
Srightness was gone from the day,
fhey went out for a long drive after
breakfast; but Sir Karl’'s jests were

! secret from me—that is, you are try-

- have not the faintest chance, believe
'me. Yeu had better tell me at once
| béfore I find it out.”

! ed to see him it would be only to tell
i Dolores afterward every word that
: had passed between them. Of that he

wife Tead the,perplexity-in his face.
“Karl,’ she 8aid, “you are keeping a

ing to keep it; but you will not suc-
ceed, I can read yoeur thoughts, You

“My darling Dolores, I. shall never

| keep' any secrets !rom you,” he an- |
. swered; and he spoke the truth. Heb
I never intended so to do, If he did

meet Lola to ascertain ‘why she want-

felt convinced; so he took her in his
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.the &uin said that Karl was not
woll; that there was a look of distress
about his' face which could come only
from physical pain; but he laughed at
Dolores’, forebodings of trouble.

“All happy wives have those fears,”
he said, “There is nothing wrong,
only Karl is not well.”

“Are you going-to drive me home,
Karl?" asked the Squire, when the
dessert was placed on the table.

The baronet flushed all over ‘his
handsome face—not a faint flush, but
a hot, burning color, which deepened
{when he saw his wife and her father
| looking at him with wondering eyes.
| “Why, Karl,” laughed Dolores, “you
| are blushing like a girl! And what a
| beautiful blush! I wish I eould
look like that!”

But the Squire’s heart sunk within
him, “There was something wrong,”
he thought. Ah, surely a time of sor-
row and trouble had not begun for
hie child!

“I am so very sorry,” said Sir
Karl; “I really can not go. I have to

| ness, and I must keep my appoint-
ment.”

He detested the bare idea of it as he
utierel the words.

“Can I drive anywhere with you?
asked the Squire, his heart sinking
more and more with the sense of com-
ing evil.

“This is the first time you have |
been unable to drive papa home,” ob- !
served Dolores, “How strange! Shall
1:drive ‘you,  papa?’

But a vague belief that his beloved
child would be better and safer at
homoe came to the Squire,

‘No, my darling. If you can spare’
James, I will take him.

“James can go with pleasure,” said
Sir Karl, with a look of relief—a look
not unnoticed by the Squire.

So it was arranged. The Squire, af-
ter bidding a loving good-night to his
daughter and her children, drove off
with “James Ashford, the groom, in
the pony-carriage,

“] am not going straight home,” he
said, “I shall go round by Deeping.”

No wéming came to them that this

|
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{ after year until they are of no use for

‘which is in the water but the inside

was their last meeting on earth, that:
a terrible cloud was hanging over the ‘
havpy household, and that the sweet |
bright look on the face of Dolores
would be seen there never again. They
stood together, Sir Karl and Dolores,
little dreaming of what that night
would. bring forth, watchipg the car-
riage, and waving adieus to the
Squire until he was out of sight. Then
Lady :‘dlanmore said gently to her
husband: .

“I hope papa is not disappointed.
He likes to have you drive him, Karl.” |

“And it pleases me to do so,” re-
joined the baromet. “It is as great :1.1
disappointment to me as it is to him.
But it will nof happen again, I am
sure he will forgive me this time.”

“Yes, I am sure he will,” said Dol-
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At some of the pom vhm there is |

& miniature fleet of ‘these ' stay-at-

home boats the harbor-master. ‘has. i

moored them all together out of the
WAY ot _the trafic. They .are of all
types lnd sizes apd ages. Although
they appear to be utterly IlXeless,
there is generally a caretaker on
board to trim and set the lamps, open
‘the ports and skylights, do a bit'of
pumping where it is required, and
generally keep things as ship-shape
as possible. At other places or where
there are only a few, a 'longshoreman
will go the round and have them un-
der his charge. In the docks there
are many of these odd craft tucked
away in some remote corner.

There are many reasons why these
boats are left to lie at their moor-
ings. A number are the victims of
the trade “slump”; there are no mar-
kets, and consequently there is no
use for them. Others are for sale for
various reasons, while not a few are
getting old and their classification
number—the hall-mark of seaworthi-
ness—has expired.

A Legacy Of The War.

At the e.nd of the war there were
hundreds of ships which, being de-
signed and built for some specific war

mmd at the turn of ]

use, became obsolete on account of |
their being useless for other purposes :
except at a heavy cost of reconstruc-{
tion. Those which were not bought
to be broken up or sold lie at their
moorings in various creeks and har-
bors.

Away out of sight in large and in
small boat yards are many yachts
which have not been in commission
for years, in many cases long before
the war . Their owners have been un- |
able to use them; some have not|
found new owners ,and lay up year

the sea.
The life of a ship is not materially

affected by being laid up if reason-
able care has been taken of vital
parts, such as ‘keeping the bilges
clean, ventilating the cabins, and hav-
ing a coat of paint put on now and
again. A boat whicn may look a sad
spectacle to the eye will, after being
through the hands of workmen, look
none the worse for years of idleness.

Wooden boats are perhaps the more
sensitive to neglect., As a rule the
wocd to decay first 1s mot that part

portion and particularly that strip of

outside planking which sailors call
“between wind and water.”

Just Folks. l]

By EDGAR A GUEST

UNINSTRUCTED.

“I'm going to send you down to earth,”
Said God to me one day. _

“I'm giving you what men call ‘birth’—
To-night you’ll start away;

I want you there to live with men
Until I call you back again.”

I trembled as I heard Him speak,
Yet knew that I must go;

I felt His hand upon my cheek,
And wished that I might know

Just what on earth would be my task,
And timidly I dared to ask.

“Tell me before I start away
What Thou would have me do; I
What message would Thoa hayve me
say,
When shall my work be through?

That I may serve Thee on the earth,

Tell me the purpose of my birth.”

T

In town and country, on land and sea, in homes
rich" and poor, Purty Condensed, Milk is ﬁ
daily use. For cooking and for use in Coffee
and Cocoa it is upiversally favored. . Keep a
supply in the house and you'll never be short
of “milk and sugar,” for Purity is both.
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of seasoned ag
has emergy ¢,
spare. The bogy
made of choicey
tin, is much
need of paint; |
know the fep.

. BN ders are a gjp
m the anclent tg
looks quaint. ' It . has a homemaq,
steeripg wheel, with wire togethe
tied; and yet when driving it I feq
«11' swollen up with pride. For tn
old buse is all my own, I owe no may
a groat; and like a king upon hy
throne I sit and guide my boat. Th
sparkplugs are not very good |
fashioned them of zine; the pistong
made of cottonwood, are sometimeg
oh the blink; but they are mine
such as they are, my credit's goo
and clean; and so I tool my groanin
car with high and haughty miep
My %vagon lacks the modern curveg
it has no four-wheeled brakes; it
action’s hard upon the mnerves, i
bucks and creak and shakes; and
yet no man can view my truck, ang

| say, “I'll call poliece unless you pay

the silver buck you owe for gas ang
grease. I'll summon here the hal.

| berdiers, unless you pay me now for

mixing up your busted gears that timg
you killed a cow.” 'd rather driv
s, rusty bus amd owe no man @ cen
than scorch around with pomp anq
fuss while creditors lament,

Fads and Fashions.

Alligator trimmings are used o
slippers of beige suede.

Printed crepes and taffetas are
rich in design and color.

Black, white and red seem to he
the leading shades in shoes.

It is rumored that dark blue wil
soon have a decided&gpogue.

Frocks are flat in back, and rather
tull at the front of the skirt.

Figured silk dresses are worn with
scarfs of the same material.

Edges of gray Summer fur are

Colorful cross-stitching is used o
0ol smocks of silk and cotton crepes,

Plaits are used at the sides of clim
skirts to give additional fullness

A touch of red is necessary
the smartness of the summer cos-

tume.
A very smart handkerchief of

{ Mlack chiffon has a grinted border
“in red.
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tew—he%even forgot to smile. His one  arms and kissed her until she cried | ores, smiling. “You are always so
- — , : at 1 ercy. God smiled at me and softly said:
thought was, What did Lola want © or mercy good {0 him, Karl. If I loved you “Oh, you shall find your task,

with him, and should he tell Dolores? “We have been married all this| for nothing else in this world, I must | I want you free life’s paths to tread,
So do not stay to ask.

He looked at the bright, sunny face- time, Karl, and you kiss me as if we | love you fpr your copnstant kindness ! Romembor. it ybir Dot ou o,
so 1adiant with happiness and love.| had been married only a day or two.” | to my father.” That I shall ask no more of you.”

“« (L3 [ |
My beautiful wife he cried, He longed to remain with her; it How oftei &4-my work T o,
So commonplace and grim,

Genume Bea 'er,, Board

Five Cents Per

Do you knbw that Be
paint or calcimine,

’ ey gy e e

Do you know that we e the only ﬁrm in § St. J ohn s selhng Genu—
ine Beaver Board,

How could he sadden it even for 8.
moment? .And yet he hated to keep a| “every day of my llte I Jove you more | was «o pleasant out in the sunshine,
with the one being he loved so dearly | *}1“ ?n:msifffe:;ggw’ﬁfml, knew

by his side, Dolores worg the .dress | I wonder if, with every test,

that was his favorite—a pale-violet| I1've truly tried to do my best.

silk, with a superb suite of pearls.| Apron effects, cape backs and plait-
She never even looked at that dress | ings are three popular features of
again after that evening. summer frocks .

“] am sorry I must leave you, Dol-
ores,” he said, “It"is very annoying
to have our pleasant evening spoiled
in -this way.”

She looked up at him. ’
“\Where are you going, Karl? It is
so unusual for you to have business
intervie\’u in the ev A ;

“It .is not only unusual, but it is
awfully - disagreeable,” he replied..
“1 will take gooﬂ-wo that it never
happens” again.”

- “Tell me what it-is all about,” she

secret from her. The struggle be-|and more.”
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Nothing like Kell 0gg’s
to keep the'yotng
hopeful just bubbling
over mtb good lredﬂ:.

.Say ‘Bayer Aspirm” |

said. “You know everything of interest INSIST! - Unless you see the

to gou.1s of equal interest to me.” | *Bayer Cross™ on tablets you.
“L il tell.you all about it, my darl- | “are not gettmg the genuine
hc'.'ﬂm:i"unn"udto&n’pw
m numl hncy tlu nullnc lom




