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CHAPTER XXXVII

“Ieah,” he said suddenly, ‘fhzve ydu
geen a beautiful little poem called ‘An
' Untlmely Thought? It is supposed to
be written by a husband waiting at the
foot of the stairs while his wife puts
the last finishing stroke to her toilet.
He wonders whén and where he shall

‘ die. .

@)1 wonder what day of the week?
1 wonder what month ‘of the year?
Wwill it be midnight or morning?

And who will bend over my bier?

# 'what a hideous fancy to come
As I wait at the foot of the stair,
‘While Lilian gives the last touch
To her robe or the rose in her hair?

#p I like your new dress—Pompa-
dour?
And do I like you? On my life,
You are eighteen, and not a day more,
And have not been gix years my
wite?

«Those two rosy boys in the crib
Upstairs are not ours to be sure!
You are just a sweet bride in her

+ bloom,
All sunshine and snowy. and pure.

“:Aq the carriage rolls down the dark

street,
The little wife laughs and makes

cheer ;
But . . .I wonder what day of the

week? A
1 wonder what month of the year?

‘ Leah listened attentively.
£ “It is very sad and very sweet, Basil.
Ah, it is a terrible thing—death! To
think that nothing in the world can
save one from it, neither wealth, nor
love, nor——" 2

“Are you afraid of death?” he inter-
rupted.

“Yes, I am—perhaps more than
most people. When T was a little child,
I was taken to Westminister Abbey,
and was left alone amid the monu-
ments until my friend cameé back for
~me. One struck me so much, Basil. T
‘forget the name of the persons in
'memory of whom it has been erected.
I remember only the subject—a young
'and beautiful wife clasped'in her hus-
‘band’s arms, and Death, in terrible
guise, trying to snatch her from him
‘and drag her into his hideous den. I
iwas greatly tmpressed with it. Child,
ias T was, I thought how horrible, how
jstrong death must be, when even the
tlove of her husband could not keep a
iwife safe in his arms. I think that was
ithe first time I ever felt ‘afraid of
ideath. Oh, Basil, now that I am so
‘happy, I do not want to die!”
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“My dearest Leah, I hope there is no
question of it. What makes you think
{ and speak of de-.t.h, when 1 hn.ve come
purp‘ely to tell yon about our home""

i “It is your fault,” she replled, half
| laughfngly. “You would recite those

lines, and you wondered which would.

die first.”

“wéll, it I am to blame, I will soon
make amends by changing the con-
versauon:" :

She was looking at him with grave
sweet eyes. :

“Basgil,” she. said, “you tell me that

in your fancy you saw e moving

about the rooms at Glen, and taking
my place in/them. One strange thing
with me is that I can never do that—I
can never imagine myself at Glen. I
never go beyond my wedding-day; the
life that lies beyond it is all dark and
blank. I think of you, and of being
with you; but I see no further. I never
behold a future in which we are both
here at Brentwood or at Glen. Do you
not think it strange?”

“You are fanciful, Lu.h " he replied.
Yet her words touched him,

“Is that it? 1 have often wondered
in my own mind how it was. You are
suré it is Yancy, Basil—not presenti-

| ment?”

He laughed at the idea that po&
sessed her. :

“I do not believe in presenuments
Leah,” he said; “fancy and presenti-
ment are to my mind the same thing.”

“I do not think so0,” she replied.
“I have heard of so many forebodings
that have been realized.”

“Has one of your own ever been
‘realized?” he asked.

And she was compelled to answer
“No.”

“Before I met you, Basil,” she said,
“I did dream at times of the future;
now I have a weird sensation that the
end of everything comes with the
evening of the day, and the morning
begins a new life.”

“I was much amused, remarked Sir
Basil, “at hearing that Lady Drum-
mond had cured her youngest daugh-
ter of a terrible love-fever by the sim-
ple expedient of giving her a .very
difficult piece of needlework to do. I
must follow her example in this re-
spect, Leah. I must give you some
problems in Euclid to solve; some
chapters of l;iitoi'y to study—some-
thing to clear these cobwebs from your
brain.” :

“There is one -thing that I would
much rather you gave me,” she said,
shyly.

“What is it, Leah?” she asked.

There was no answer.

“Leah what is it?” he repeated.

And' she ,looked up at him ynh a

. | beautiful flush on her face. 1
“I honestly believe you mean this,”

he replied, bending over her, and kiss-
ing her lips. “Did you mean that,
dear?” 3 g
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- One morning mm ‘came down
full of hright pidis and puticipstions.

coffee, m:do !ren the !runnt freshly-
‘ground: bmug, Leah, on the contrary,
‘px_‘eferred drinking orange pekoe from
.2 cup of priceless Sevres, Sir Arthur

discussed his breakfast, talked about ||

the party of visitors whom he would
like to gather under his -roof  for
Christmas, about Sir Basil, and how
much ‘hetter he had seemed to be
the previous evening, and finally
walked to a table in-another -part: ot
the'room, on. which the- post-!

lying.

It was one ot the rnlu ot the
household “at Brentwood thut. the Tet-
ters should - never “bé openéd’ ‘until
after breakfast, the = general’s ‘idea
being that, if they- contained bad'
news, it was better to delay it, if
good, it would be'the better for keep-
ing. He took the bag in his hands, alt
unconscious that it held for him and
for others a certain doom:

“We have numerous correspondents
thig morning,” he said, turning out the
contents. e

Some - of the letters contained’ in-
vitations and news from friends;
others. were circulars and charitable
appeals. At last the general came to
one envelope that seemed to puzzle|
him. He looked at the post-mark, andz
saw the word “Southwood.” Who could |
have written to him from SOuthwood?;
That was the little town on the slopo,
of the great green hill near: Dene Ab-|

bey. He ‘had driven through it once(’

-or tyice; but' he was not aware that §
He knew any one living there.

“Leah,” he cried, “here is a strangs
thing—a letter from Southwood? That
is the place by the sea, is it not?”

“Yed,” she replied; ““but I have
never been there. I did ‘not know that
you had any correspondenm in that
part of the co\mtry, uncle.” {

“Nor did L” he said.- “Thig letter 15
written by a lady, I am sure. It is an
easy, élegant, flowing. hand”

“The quickest way to see from whom

signature;” Isughed Lesh:’“You do.
not seem to have t.hought of that un-
cle.”

opened the envelope, drew out the let-
ter, and read it. As he did so, all the
color died from his face, and the smile
from his lips. He perused itAllowly

Alarmed b); the expression or his eyes,
she rose from her seat by the fire and
went ‘over to him. 7

“This concerns you, Leah,” he said\‘
“It is written by your sister Hettie.”

“By Hettie!” she cried. “Oh, uncle,
what is it? May I read it?”

- But, when she held the letter in her
hands.\her agitation was so great that
she could not see the words.

“Tell me what it is - about!” she
cried, in distress: “I cannot read—I
cannot see! What is it about, uncle?”

The general looked at her wiih
pitying eyes.

(To be continued.)
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“It is better than history or Buclid,” {

she replied, laughingly,

And when the bright-hued birds and

the fragrant blossoms were witnesses
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any other mxké of R’ubber
Baots on the market..

“Are made altin one'plece. :

Have heavy double gole—

runs all the way under, heel.

3rd—Excel Boots

Have reinforced 7-ply- to
to* prevent cratking a?:i’
: Wrmkllng

4th—Excel Boets

Have 8-ply heavy t1re tread
gole.: .

5th—Excel Boots

Have 5-ply uppers to prevent
chafing.
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6th—Excel Boots

Are vacuum ecured under
heavy -steam pressure to

withstand hard wear.

7th—Excel Ms 5

Are‘made of pure live rub-

ber, ‘soft and pliable. -
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He joined in her- laughter, thenl .
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Even-Handed Justxice.v :

(From London Tit-Bits.)

A brawny blacksmith was appointed
Justice ‘of the_ Peace. The first ‘case
he heard was one arising out of .the
death of a cow under the ‘wheels of
a goods train. Plaintiff’s counsel|”
enumerated the - many-virtunes of the
cow; he described her gentlemess; he
told of the great bereavemeént to her
immédiate family, consisting of a
young calf, and dwelt upon’the heart-
lessness of a system which by’ its

brutal carelessness had . made stew-~

meat of the parent and an orphan of
the offspring. :

As he sat.down, vthe “néw Juatlce
said, with a voice husky with’ emo-
tion:—“I've leard '‘enough!. ‘Plain-
tiff wins.” * And he-then proceeded to
enter :ludsmernt tor the tnﬂ unonnt
of damages. -

But the lawyer for t.he othor ‘side
protest.od “He was -nvmxud=
with sutomatic tear - valves -
frictiop-proof jaw. Anm o
ters pertlneat to the issue, he lntro-
duced the Union Jack, Magns Charta,

ter than a lmf drawn out eulogy
over*the dead.

Some men remain bachelors. bhe-
cause they are unable to choose be- |
tween beauty and intellect

Lui:ky}s the man who receives a
kick from the left hind foot of a rab- |
_bit ‘instead of ‘from either hind tootI
of a mule.

Why does the. average man always |
get less ‘credit than heé thinks he is

ent,itled to, and more than he deser-

ves ?—Chicago News.

Church F ellowship.

(From* the Chlcagé News)

thn» Talbot tells of an adventure |

Bishop Kemper had in the early days |
of Kansas.’ Dr." Kémper was' travel- |
ling in a stage coach which was held ©
up one night." ; ‘
_The. bishop “remonstrated with the
road agent, saying, “Surely you would |
not rob a poor ‘bishop engaged in the

: ‘duchute of ltls saéred dutfes?”

- ““You’re bishop, eh  What |

and “Little Grey Home in the West |
concluding ﬂn wholc by bgutingh ¥

“RUBBER BOOTS
are sold by all Reliable |
Dealers from coast to §

LOOK FOR THE

“Stocked in
SHORT. RUBBER
~BOOTS
for Men and Boys.

STORM KING RUBEER j'
 BOOTS & ||

f'and Boy %

If ydﬁr:'dgaler cannt }
supply them, drop a card-

to PARKER & MONROE {

LTD:, Sole: Distributors. |
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