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A Child of|

Sorrow.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

-

“All right,” he said. “The beggars
were there; but we gave them a good
hiding, and they have scooted.”

“That’s good,” said Dartford, heart-
ily. “The women were all safe? You
were in time?”

“Oh, yes, we were in time for
that!” responded Heroncourt, with a
laugh so strange and bitter that
Dartford stopped and turned to look
at him with surprise.

“Hallo, old man! What's the mat-
ter?” he asked.

“Matter!” Heroncourt.
“Nothing:~ What should be? I
mever more fit, never jollier in my
life.”

David Jones had slipped

retorted
was

into the
came out with a

took it

house, and now
drink, and Heroncourt
tossed it off.

“I'll have some more,

and

please,” he
said. “That was good.”

“What's the
whispered Dartford to David Jones, as

matter with him?”

Heroncom‘t gulped down the second

drink,

. David Jones shook his head sadly.

' “A hit overdone, sir,” he said.
Dartford

and led him to a kind of tent, which

took Heroncourt’s .arm
hiad been improvised over the buried
ireasure.

T,-“You lie dowh 'and rest, old chap,”
hie said.
il'p, that's what you are.

“You're pretty well knocked
Been enjoy-,
ing yourself too much. I know your
‘sort.”

»

* “No, no,” said Heroncourt. “I'm as

fresh as paint. Give me a smoke.
T've lost mine somewhere.”

Dartford took out his own pipe and
filled it, and insisted upon putting a
blanket round Heroncourt: the touch
of him was as hot as fire; his eyes
were hlazing.

“Now, you rest a bit. You will be
better after the smoke,” he said, and
strolled out casually enough, but took
to running when he got outside. He
got hold of Lucy.

“Go into the tent; take some things
with you. Heron—Mr. Tudor has got

a fever or something.”

o
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c¢ing up and down, smoking furiously,
and, after merely glancing at
took no notice of her. She made up a
bed in the most sheltered part of the
tent, and then sat down beside it and
took out a piece of needlework; and
she carefully kept her eyes averted
from him and did not watch him: but
of course she noted every movement,
and, when a stifled groan broke from
him, it found an echo in her faithful
heart.

Presently he sank on the bed, as if
exhausted; and, as if suddenly aware
of her presence, looked at her with a
bitter smile.

» “What are you doing ghere?” he df

manded, sternly. “I don't want 'any
woman bothering about me. Go away!
Get out of my sight!”

“I am going,” she said, meok]y.. 2. |
am only tidying up.”

“Leave it alone!” he reterted, ang-
rily. “I hate women about me!”
She poured out a tin of watess:
which he promptly flung across the'
tent. She left him, but remained just
outside the tent, her

listening intently.

hands
After
stole in; he was lying full length on

clasped,
awhile she
the bed, the pipe dropped from his
outstretched, more
She

stifled a cry, and, bending over him,

mouth, his arms
like a dead than a live man.
lifted his head on the pillow, put his
arms straight, and drew the blanket
over him. Then she maistened: this
burning lips and sat beside him hold-
ing his hot hand in her loving one.

It may be stated most émphatically
that, for all its anxiety, this was the
happiest time of the girl's life. Dart;)
ford came in presently and she held
up het" hahd'wirningly.

“He is asleep, but he is very ‘bad‘
isn’'t he?” he asked, anxiously. :
“He has got

“Yes,” she whispered.

the fever. T know what to do, I know
quite well. You will leave him to me,
please, oh, please, sir.”

and

Dartford nodded an ‘assent,

after a time of sorrowful watching,

went out. A few paces from the tent
he almost stumbled over David Jones.
The little man had been sitting there,
waiting and listening—and thinking;
thinking as Heroncourt had not been
able, because of his misery, to think.
That man, Robert Broseley, had not
nooked or spoken like a happy bride-
The

quent upon his

groom. disappointmeni conse-

sudden separation

She caught up one or two things

and ran to the tent; but she paused

outside, with her hand to her heart,

!loy's sullen demeanour and

from his bride of a few hours scarcely

iaccountod to David Jones for Brose-

discour-

and looked up at the sky,' and thenitenus behaviour. It seemed. to the

entered gently. Heroncour't was pa-

‘,little man that there was a kind of
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wild place.
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mystery about the affair. Why, as
Mrs. Broseley said, should he have
chosen a clandestine marriage, when
the bride was a general favourite and’
would have been welcomed by the
Broseleys. It puzzled the little man;
so thet he was cog}tnting. cver the
problem even while he was fretting
about 'Heroncourt. ) |
“Dash it all, you nearly had me
over,” said Dartford, as he stumbled;
“Oh, yes;

and regained his balance. }
but

he is very bad; got the fever;

lLucy’s there "in charge; she’ll nursoI

him; she’s a good hand.”

David Jones nodded.
 “Yes, if Lucy’s there, it's all right,”
he said. Then, after a moment’s con- |
sideration, he said: “I"m going to ask
I should like to go
If you will let

you a favour, sir.
back to Milda Wolda.
me have a fresh horse—I
away longer than I can help.”

There was something in the man's
tone and manner which caused Dart-
ford to look at him curiously.

“1 don't know what the devil you've
all been up to to-night,” he said. “Ycs
you can have the horse.”

2 '“Thank you, sir,” said Ddvid Jones;
he, hesitated a moment; “Perhaps YOu.
won’t’ mind mnot saying that Pre

won't he

gone?” ’

Dartford nodded again.

“You're a ‘queer ‘old fish,” he
“but you've got your wits about you:
1 don’t forget you saved that money.
Take what you like. and. off you go.”

David, Jones chose the best horse,
took a revolver and a 'supply of cart-
ridges and some food in his saddle-
bag and very quietly rode out from
the station.

While Heroncourt
gleep it could be called—Lucy slipped
away and concocted one of the simple

said;

was asleep— if

medicines upon which people in the
wilds rely. They are generally call-
ed “old women’s remedies,” and are
brewed from plants and herbs which
grow about our path Qn'd are so fa-

mjliar:that. We 'pass them unnoticed,

tHeir Sovereigh virtues. "1t is: a far
.cry from such placesas Dartford to
‘the nearbst -déctors but often, when
serious .cases necessitated hisi pres-
ence, lie arrivedsto find that bne of
the old women’s remedies had ‘effect-
ed as much good as he could: have
dore, and, there was nothing leéft for
him to do but nod approval and regie-
ter a recovery. !
When Lucy returned to her patient,
she found that delirium was. setting
in. . His brow was wet :with sweat, he
was toséfng to and fro and mumbling
and ‘muttering, at first incoheiently.
She ‘administered a few teaspaonfuls
of her ccncoction, and sat beside him
holding his hand and trying to soothe
him; but the delirium was strong on
the incoherent
sentences grew intelligible. She tried
not to listen; but how could she help
doing so? At first he raved about a
certain larold, his fall from a horse,
and death; then, presently, his mind

wandered oif on a new tack, and a

him, and presently

panie came from his lips, followed by
deep sighs.

It was a strange name—Maida; and
Lacy wondered, feeling guilty because
}she could not help listening, whether
it was a man’s or, a woman’'s; but
suddenly he cried, “I love you, Mai-
da!” and she knew.

She was pale -enough béfore, but
now every vestige of blood left her
face; she dropped his hand and
shrank back from him,
heaving, her eyes burning with
shed tears; but she took his

again and set her lips tightly.

her bosom
un-

hand

Every time he spoke the name—and

what infinite tenderness, what elo-
quent passion he threw into it!—her
hand went from his, a shiver
the hand always
she suffered
as only a woman can suffer. She di-
vined now why he had often been so
silent; so rapt in thought as
times not to hear her when she spoke
to him; she guessed now why he had
been so restless, so fond of solitude;
why, indeed, he had come out to that
And yet she bote it
meekly, telling herself that it was
only natural; that for certain he‘must

love some woman, some lady of his

ran
through her; but
went back. For hours

some-

|own class: and what woman would 3

not love him? The highest in the

‘land might be proud of the love o6t
Such'a ‘man.  But, all the same, she

suffered, and before noon she ‘was

X TWj!i'l"!"i;m).;liaggard, more  with' the
- emotion ‘that racked her, than her

JA. W. Kennedy,
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it—all agony owept away in a mo-
ment. : :

This relief is yours from.the first
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long vigil. Through all her pain and
suffering, her attention, devoted at-
tention, was unrelaxed; she adminis-
tered the brew of herbs at regular
intervals, and after awhile it took ef-
fect, the delirium passed, and, with a
thankful, grateful heart, she saw him
fall asleep.

In his wild tossing to and fro he
had thrust the pillow from him, and,
while she was adjusting it, his head
rested for a moment or two upon her
While she was bending over
him, her sad eyes beaming with infin-
Dartford
stole in, so noiselessly that she, did

bosom.

ite tenderness and love,
not hear him.

Her attitude, the 'expression of her
face, were not lost wpon him; and he
would have stolen out again; but she
heard his laid Heron-
court’s head gently on the pillow and

looked ‘up,

movement,

her-- face suffused with
blushes.
“He is better,”
sleeping—a proper sleep.”
Dartford nodded.

“Then you go and rest;

she said. “He is

you'll be
I'll send the old woman.”
hand

worn out.
Lucy's eyes flashed, and her
closed over Heroncourt's.
“No!” she said, almost sharply.
not.leave him; w0 one else; shall+"
“All right,” said Dartford, meekly.
Byt he was  Tright;
iafter he had éono, her head droppe.d
and presently sdnk on the pillow be-

and,, an‘ hour

:side Heroncourt’s; but she still' held
his hand, .and, at a_slight' movement
of his, she starte@ up, her face crim-
'son, her eyes NHeawy. !

Towards' eveging’ Héroncourt awoke
stared :gLv/hel:. _Ii"a‘ised’_'.h'ims'elf on his
arm; then, remembering Maida, and

a.groan.  Lucy gave him a drink, then

her, and, half-crouching,
watched him. He lay  still, as if
thinking, and xica}kndi\zdng -'tsﬂ!t ‘Siie
was: present, bighed doep]}\ two or
three times; thcx'{ he turned over and
closed his eyes.

Lucy stole out and met Dartford.

“He is better, he is awake,” she
said; “but do not let him talk.”

As Dartford entered:

turned to him with a gesture of im-

Heroncourt

patience and annoyance.
“I seem to have been lying here a
devil of a time,” he said in a thin,

hollow voice; “and Heaven knows
there is plenty to do. TI'll get up.”
He tried to . pipe, but  fell
swearing with impatience and sur-
prise at his weakness.
“Hold on,” said Dartford.

don’t appear to realise

“You
that you've
been awfully ill. You've had the fe-

ver, old man—got it now. I thought

you were in for_ a long and a bad
bout; and so you would have been if
it hadn’ been for Lucy. By George!

she’'s worked a miracle! I never
knew anybody like ihat girl. She's)
nursed you like—like a mother.
What's the use of your trying to get
up? You can’t move; you're as weak
You lie still and take it
easy: it’s your omnly chance, if you

want to get about again soon.”

as a mouse.

“Give me some water,” said Heron-
court.

(To be Continued.)
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The Home Dressmakor should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Boek of onr Pat-
term Cuts. These will be found very
useful to refer to trom time to time.

A PRACTICAL, COMFORTABLE AND
POPULAR UNDERGARMENT.

~
2158—Muslin, cambric, lawn, ba-
tiste, sz.1tin, silk and crepe may be used
for this model. The ruffle supplies
fulness at the lower edge. The gar-
ment may be finished in drawers style,
or serve as a chemise, or chemise
petticoat.

The Pattern is cut in ¢ gizes: Small,
'39-34; Medium, 36-38; Large, 40-42,
and Extra Large, i44-46 finches bust
‘measure., Size K Medium requires 3%
lyards of 36-inch material.

A pattern of -this illustration. mailed
to.any address, on receipt of 10c cents
in silver or stamps.

A CHARMING /DRESS FOR PARTY,
DANCING AND BEST WEAR.

1937—Junior Dress.

This model could be attractively de-
veloped in blue or pink crepe, crepe
de chine or messaline, with a waist
of chiffon, mull, net or lace.  The over-
blouse forms a tunic over the skirt.
It is cut in deep points in back and
front, outlining the waist, which may
be full or plain, over the front. The
sleeve is nice in wrist or elbow length.
The dress may be developed without
tunic and overblouse. It is.good for
serge, gabardine, poplin and wash
materials, nice for taffeta and cloth
combined, and would be lovely in sat-
in and chiffon. The fPattern is cut in
3 sizes: 12, 14 and 16 years. It re-
quires 314 yards for the dress and 3
yards for the overblouse, for a 14-year
size, in 27-inch material.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10 cents
in silver or staps.
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HARVESTING
TOOLS !

“English and Am. Scythes,#
- ".Grass Hooks, .
Hay Forks, Hay Rakes,
Cultivators,
Digging Forks,
Scythe Snaths, Scythe
Stones, Lawn Mowers,
Pruning Shears,
Grass Clippers.

BOWRING BROTHERS, Liinited,

Hardware Department.
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However,webeg’
to remind our cus-
tomers these goods
are selling rapid-
ly, and cannot be
replaced at the
same price. *
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John Maunder,
Tailor and Clothier, St. John’s, Nfid.

J. J. ST. JOHN.
SLOAN’S LINIMENT,

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

J. J. ST. JOHN,

AGENT,
Duckworth Street and LeMarchant Road.

-~ FREW’S SUMMMER SALE.

Ladies’ Blouses, Ete.
Ladies’ Misses’ and Children’s
One-Piece Dresses

at greally reduced prices.  Buy now and save money.
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