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more or less all knocked into a heap my
self.” s come back to me,” she said to herself;

‘ ne is too proud for that. And I can
not go to him—1 cannot even write to 
him and tell him that I love him still. 1 
have dug the gulf that yawns between 
us; but I have no power to build a 
bridge across it Oh, Elizabeth, why 
did you compel me to give him up?1

So she reproached herself and her 
sister alternately, but the heaviest re
proaches she rained upon her own head. 
For Basil sue had only loving thoughts. 
i-4.e had behaved well; after that one de
termined, though vain effort to see "her, 
he had gone away and no message had 
come from him since. He bad been ill 
and depressso ill that there was no 
picture from his easel in last year’s ac
ademy. But whether he had ceased to 
care for her, whether he had forgotten 
her entirely, she did not know.

Phil Duncan had been very reticent 
about him during his recent visit home— 
at least, she had thought so. She had 
longed to ask him a hundred questions 
during the brief afternoon she had spent 
with him at Lynbrook; but "somehow her 
courage had failed her—their conversa
tion never got beyond the commonplaces 
of life.

If she could only forget him. If she 
could be as she was before he came to 
Sandhurst to paint her portrait, she 
might still be happy; but that was a 
vain wish. Lite’s happenings were all 
irrevocable. What she had written she 
had written, and she could neither erase 
the writing nor tear out the page that 
contained the record.

Sometimes she argued with herself 
that if her own love had survived, his 
love had survived also, and then she 
would set to work and tear her 
arguments into tatters.

44His case is 
mine,” she would say. 
gagement, drove him away, refused to 
see him. I wounded his pride and out
wardly flung his love back into his 
teeth. Besides, men are not like wo
men. Love is not everything to them 
as it is to us. They have so many in
terests. . They sooner forget. 'Besides, 
there are other women who are quite 
ready to open their arms to them. No, 
no, Basil hates me by this time—and 
quite right, too. If I were a man, I 
should hate a woman who had treated ? 
me as I have treated him.”

So from whatever standpoint she

ts
“The Vicarage is a very pretty one,” 

the curate went on, in the same dreamy, 
abstracted manner, “and the parish 
not large. We get to the end we desire, 
but not by the road we expected. An, 
well, it is not possible to have 
thing.”

44What, wanting more already? Well, 
really, Mr. Plenty!”

‘‘No, no, it is not that exactly,*’ the 
curate answered, blushing and witn- 
drawing his eyes from the landscape. 
“No, no, fortune has favored 
than I de
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a veryserve. Elizabeth is 
wonderful woman!”

‘‘You’ve said that before, I think,” 
Mr. Cleveland answered, grimly.

“Have I? Well, I mean what I say. 
But I think I will go now,” and he 
abruptly and took his departure.

Mr. Cleveland pushed himself further 
r, vly credit his own senses. J back into bis chair and closed his eyes.

•t:;v invalid, the saint, engaged 1 “Well, this is a kettle of fish, with a
. . i and to the curate! It was ! vengeance!” he muttered; ‘-and, by

“;i■;,,‘vond his comprehension, j ! ! don’t seem get quite to the
“ “r " , . „ i i„i.^ frAm ! bottom of it, either. The curate himself
;tii >i hls and looked from seems a good deal flabbergasted 1
„ the other, then exclaimed: wonder which of them has done the
M,i Heavens’." courting?”

v’uould you look astonished, Then Mr. Cleveland’s thoughts turned 
* ' "Elizabeth said. “We have t0 Dorothy. What would this new turn 

r now for nine months, ! events mean to her? Had Elizabeth 
° drawn to each other from the considered her in the matter, or had she, 

mutual affinity.” as in most other things, considered her-
explains how it is that Mr. se'f alone: 

vas c,,ilP SO often to Sandhurst, “Poor Dodo?" Mr. Cleveland mutter- 
be said. "Well, well!" «*» with a softening expression upon his

f coiir<v 'ou cannot raise any ob- ^ace- “This is rather rough on the little 
fat. ,[■?" Elizabeth questioned. j Slrl after all she has given up."

he questioned, slowly, ,Meanwhile, the curate was making
„am scratched his head. “Well— j J'13 wa?. slowly in the direction of Mud- 

You are old enough now to make up ! ‘e3“. His °-ves were upon the ground, his 
mind and it’s no business of min» j ’ram was in a whirl. He was not cer- 
erfere: hut. Good Heavens! I : tam -vet whether he ought to rejoice or 

have thought of the Pope j to be sorrowful.
It was not altogether pleasant to be

up the
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five minutes later, you would have been 
too late.”

“I did not know the margin wae so 
narrow as that,” Phil said with a lit
tle eh adder.

''But you will not turn back to the 
point where you parted company:” ’ 

“There can be no turning back, Phil. • 
We must go forward and ever forward; 
Now, don’t look distressed, things are,,. 
best as they are.”

“So the book is closed?”
“Aye, closed and locked. Now let us * 

talk about other things.”
Phil did not allude to the 

again. And as the winter wore away he ‘ 
began to wonder if there might be still ;, 
hope for him. If Basil had ceased to 
love Dorothy and she no longer cared 
for him, would it be presumption on bjs * 
part to seek to win her love?”

He was better in health than he had 
been for a long time; and though ho 
knew he would be always more or less 
o£ an invalid ho might live to a fair old 
age, and if-----

But he had no words wherewith to 
clothe his thought. But in fancy he saw 
Dorothy presiding over Lynbrook House, 
a sweet and gracious presence. He felt 
the genial sunshine of her smile and 
basked in the splendor of her eyes. For 

in the long run to the right end.” years he had .loved her deeply, tenderly,
“Oh, I don’t know,” Was the reply. * * , * - • • “Yes, I am getting back again to that unfalterragly. No other face had ever

“Some things can never be right again,” D was nearly Christmas before news point myself,” Basil answered, with a se^med so fair as hers, no otner voice
“You think so now. Bat Elizabeth’s of Elizabeth’s engagement reached Phil thoughtful -look in his eyes. awoke such music in his heart. And yet

with the curate will smooth Duncan at St. Moritz. It was Mr. “And yet you talked just now as never dared aspire to her hand.
We’ve a lot of things oat wonderfully.” Cleveland who wrote. He had promised though you believed something totally ** did not seem, right to ask her to share

“I don’t see it, father. I feel as if 1 Phil to &ive an eye to things at Lyn- different.” *he burden and shadow of his feeble
brook and report from time to time; but “Did I? I was not aware of It.” health.

“Not forgive her? Now, I feel quite 88 ^tc was nothing to report, he had Phil laughed. “My dear fellow,” he .And yet Basil 130 longer valued the
—6 other way. Nobody can say that 1 I no* written until the second week*in said, “when I as much as hinted just and sl)e was tree to be won, why

I am not fond of her, and that I have not j December. The astonishing item of : now that the mistakes of the past might i f"0”"! be not make the attempt to win,
” Dorothy 1 done my duty by her and all* that. But i news was in a postscript I be rectified, you shut me up In a mo- ûeE/
way from, there’s no denying she’s a bit of a trial. | ^il gave a prolonged whistle which ment.” . Easil was busy on a picture which he

her prospective brother-in-law. | One has to go her way somehow, and made Basil look up suddenly from his “Excuse me, Phil, but I fear I don’t j°tended sending to the Academy, and so
“She was an invalid but she is as • really it’s time somebody else had a turn I breakfast plate with an inquiring glance quite see what you are driving at.” bappy and absorbed was he in his work

in his eye. “We were talking about Dorothy .1 he never seemed to think of
“It’s a letter from Mr. Cleveland,” Cleveland.” thing else.

Phil explained, “and it contains a most 4,Yes,' go on.’ . pbil watched the picture growing with
astonishing piece of news.” “Well, with Elizabeth out of the way, in“P1*e delight. All the old cunning,

“Indeed Y* shè will be able to follow her own and more> had come back to his friend’s
“Elizabeth is engaged to be married.” heart” fingers—all the old delight in his craft
Basil dropped his eyes without re- ^Exactly. What next?” be a greater picture, Basil,

mark and went on with his breakfast. "Don’t be cynical, Basil.” tba” Eady Bountiful,’ ” Phil eaid
“îbu do not appear to be interested.” “My dear fellow, I was never more t0 him one day.

Phil said, with a smile. serious.” ** hope so.”
“Why should I be?” “Dorothy Cleveland is one of the ‘<Th? conception is finer. I like that
“Oh, well, you knew the family, and sweetest girls on earth.” _ splendid figure on the lonely peak. Did

Elizabeth’s is certainly an Interesting <4I have never said anything to the her face come to you in a dream?” 
personality.” contrary.” t‘*n a day dream.”

“More interesting than admirable.” “You loved her once?” Pâture will be talked about.
“From yonr point of view, no doubt. did, to my sorrow.” mat*0? CaI1 it: .<Dawn on the Alps’?”

But you have a reason for disliking her. no. Basil. True love is not such _ N?» I am calling it ‘The Angel of thé
“Rather I had a reason; hot that a. tender plant that it shrivels up and Mcrnmg. ”

page of history is closed.” dies under the first frost-of disappoint- .or awhile there was silence, then
“Not necessarily. Circumstances al- menti” Phil said: “And you have decided to go

ter cases. Ddrothy will be free to fol- “-f admit it dies hard, and leaves a j *0.,ti,cnic? when you have finished it?”
low her own heart.” terrible desolation in its place.” i ‘Yes, it is such an easy run from

“My dear fellow,” Basil answered, *4It doesn’t die at all, Basil, and you bere* And 1 have wanted to go there 
with a pathetic smile, “Dorothy has al- ■know it." ,.£ean?* you aIon£ with me?”
ways been free to follow her own heart.” 4‘My dear Phil, you are actually get- * think not,” Phil answered

“No, Basil, in that you are mistaken. tÎDg dogmatic.” slowly. “I’m rather afraid of Venice!
Dorothy has been dominated by a strong “We have a right to dogmatize on v* t,™0ve ^rom here I think I shall
er will than her own.” matters of which we are certain.” hack home for a month or two,” and

“Basil looked up with a smile. “I BasiI laughed. Jr* h^rt throbbed a little faster, for he.
have no wish to argue the matter,” he “Oh, I say, old man, is this an argu- bought of Dorothy and wondered 
said. “In any case, we cannot alter the ment fr°m experience?’ might dare make love to her.
past*” “If it is, it should be all the more con- Basil s picture was finished at length

“But we need not let the past domi- vîncinS. My point is, there is no reason and_fle”tl off t0 England,
nate the future.” why yon and Dorothy should not come .*rhmk better of it, Phil, and come

“I do not see very clearly how we are toge,th*r again.” ™th me \° ItaJy»M Basil said to him one
to avoid it. The past and future stand “There you are mistaken, Phil. There >> paQ6mg iu the midst of his packing 
related to each other as soil to seed or 36 a very 8tronS reason.” 1 should be only in the way,”
trunk to branch; onr to-morrows grow “What is it?” answered, with a laugh,
out A>f onr yesterdays.” “The existence of two people.” „ * ?nBfnse’ you are uever iu the way.”

“But what of our to-days? The pres- “Who are they?” Also,” he went on without heeding,
ent is in onr grasp. The clay is in our “Dorothy Cleveland and qiyself.” 11 18 too Parly in the year yet for m»
fingers to mould as we will.” “Excuse me, but that is mere quib- ;° moYe> and dually, my heart inclines

“Ton are thinking of Dorothy?" T .
“Tes. She gave von nn frnm . •Sot s0- Dorothy gave me np deliber- _ ° th«t ease I will not press you,"

taken sense of duty She honestly bl" q£lr: ,Sbe knew wbat she waa “bont. momiaS Basil started
hexed that her sister would dte by £ 1 WhkV°U ! J r,1°De"
tural or unnatural means, unless she that I w !' , d° y0U kDOW '
promised to remain by her side She was Î 1 h , 1 ”‘hfr
literally terrorized £to the bourne™ Sd her- ^ ^ ^ a,°ne !

took; but now that she is once more «! »„'»• i
free, what is to hinder----- ”

Then excuse me if I say I feel sure j 
you are mistaken. True love is not so :
lightly thrown away. Doubtless she! .. .................-, ,
discovered her mistake." | nr»K=' a. hy the R- M. S. Em-

“Then you honestly think she has ü6kt ?°™,nff 01
ceased to care for you?" j, panese sealers and Rut,-

-<£ d0-» j ’ " “Ur 1,Uv ‘“i Advertiser saja:
“Oil, Basil, I am sure you are doing ! way, °uf startling ha™*’nir,gsathat “tell^o 
grave injustice to one of the sweetest t*10,1,01. ot the crew or Hie Japanese sehuon- 

ond bravest girls that ever lived.” : kfst lt0*® Milni> 0I' Hakodate, la April

a uortll- 
througii

bjection?
own

,a™ “It seems to me now like a hideous 
dream,” was the reply. “There is no 
sense of realty about it, no cohesion, no 
sequence. Ï was simply weighed down 
with an unutterable feeling of despair. 
My one desire was to escape, to throw 
off the burden, to be at rest,”

“But God meant otherwise,” Phil said, 
reverently.

“Ah, Phil, I had no God in those dark 
days! 1 had lost the faith of my child
hood.”

“But God had not lost you. That ex
plains all that has happened since.”

“A man without faith is a poor crea
ture, Phil. He is at the mercy of every 
adverse wind, and when health slips 

viewed the question, she always reached, from him he has nothing left." 
in the end, the same conclusion. She had , “He is not conscious of anything left,” 
flung away her love, under a mistaken Phil said, with a smile. “!But I reckon 
sense of duty, and now she must abide we are never forsaken; and in ways that 
by the consequences to the end of the f we do not understand things work round 
chapter.
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altogether different from, 
i.i i«j broke the en-

à as soon
lc married.” , ,, , .
owe Mr. Plenty something for all ■ ca“e” uPon suddenly to give 
0«J he lias done to me," Elizabeth romance, of his youth and settle down to

very ordinary prose with a woman whom 
lie eared nothing for. It might be trne 
that Mary Priestly no longer occupied 
the place in his thoughts and in his 
heart that she once did. Time had taken 
the fire out of his passion, and robbed
him of . the sweet impatience of youth. ,, .. , .
Nevertheless, there were times—brief generally satisfactory as tile Russian blouse suit, which 18 a corn- 
moments—when he wae able by a little bination of shirts and trousers, and seems to form the connecting 
effort to project himself back into the link in dress between infancy and boyhood. The suit pictured is 
old days, and feel something of the old made of dark red French flannel it closes on the right side, anil
beteT'cieveiam? lie cbuid never^eel^vimt ia trimmed with white braid and small white buttone.________
he had once felt for Mary Priestly; ' ------- ------ —r-------- ----------
there was nodialo of romance sufround- meaning gesture. “We’ve settled it all have a wonderful way of righting them
ing her head. No glamor of youth and this morning. Tou see, the Vicar of selves, after all.”

Plenty stood by Elizabeth’s side thirty and the nameless charm of in- Briardene has had a stroke and that
! gennqus girlhood to glorify her presence, brought it to a head."

“But—but---- "

matter

[■and as his wife I hope to be able
■pay him."
hope you will, indeed," said Mr. 

dand. 'By George, it will make a TIMES FASHION HINTS.
re!"

tou will miss me, of course,” Eiiza- 
[ said; "but you will soon get used

|fs! you! Well, I rather think we 
1; the house will seem another place
mot you!"
But you will think of me being more 
it and more useful in a new

For boys of from three to seven years there is nothing so

'ell. yes, but it will take a good deal 
inking.” ,

k his bend bent, listening to the con
ation but taking no part in it. Now 
then, when Elizabeth appealed to 
he assented to her words; bnt he 

ibyno means certain whether he was 
lis right mind or whether he was 
le awake.
It. Cleveland at length took him by 
arm and led him into his own den. 
Look here, Mr. Curate.” he said, “we 
r as well talk the matter over quietly
teen ourselves.”
Fes. yes,” said Mr. Plenty, abstract- 

“it would be well to talk the mat-

Then, too, she had been an invalid—in-
“Oh, it is not so sadden as it appears,” fixing it up 

and notwithstanding her assurance that the curate said, interrupting. 441X7— ° 
she was well, how did he know that known each other for months, you know.
when the present excitement was over, And—oh, well, 1 must not let ont all shall never be able to forgive her.” 
she might not drop back into the old those little secrets, must I?” and he 
groove and be just as bad as ever? laughed once more. He was growing al- the other way. Nobody can say that 1 
There was no depending upon these most hysterical, 
hysterical people. They were always apt “But Elizabeth is an invalid, 
to break out in fresh places, and when said, drawing still further away from, there’s no denying she’s a bit of a tria), 
least expected.

Neither conld he deny to himself that 1
he had been deliberately trapped. To well as ever now. Love has cured her. with her.” 
put it vulgarly, Elizabeth had been too She says that herself, and between our- 
many for him. She had outmanoeuvred selves I do believe she is very fond of 
him, outgeneralled him, outwitted him. j me.”
It was very humiliating, and in his hearr 
he resented it.

And yet what could he do? Strictly j of herself, 
speaking, fie had only himself to blame. ! Mr. Plenty looked surprised, and drew 
He had not been careful; he had made himself up to his full height, 
much of her, and led her to think that ] » ^ « ,
he had meant more than he did. He rwiit rush of color coming to her cheeks, j
tried to recall some of the little speeches 1 “I was not thinking of you at all for 
be had made. He had used terms of the moment.”
endearment again and again. They had I “Of course I am not as young as I 
spoken of love—there was no denying it. once was,” the curate said, meekly.
Of course, he had intended her to inter- “Neither is Elizabeth for that 
prêt his words as people did the Songs ter,” Dorothy answered, 
cf Solomon; but, being a woman, she had “No, that is so,”
done nothing of the kind. She had lost j came suddenly sober again. •* The debit 
sight of their spiritual meaning alto- j side of the account had an awkward 
gether—had taken his words literally j way of obtruding itself, 
and cherished them in her memory and ! Dorothy walked the rest of the way 
in her heart. It was a somewhat awk i home like 
was not at all sure that the blame was a heavy blow. She had sacrificed all s*ve obedience to the will of 4 higher
not more his than hers. He ought to for Elizabeth, and this was the end 01 P°wer- Whether that higher power was
have considered this contingency, and 1 it, and for a moment the sense of Eliza- herself, or nature, or Providence, was 
backed out months ago if he was not pre- j beth’s ingratitude submerged every oth- ^ no means clear. Mr. Cleveland made 
pared to take the consequences. This ! or feeling. She felt as though she could ° 11 A 3 '
was the debit side of the account. | never forgive her thster. Elizabeth had

When he considered the credit side he played a part that was hateful and de- 
looked a little more cheerful, and walked testable. In the light of this last act 
with more buoyant step. At last he was it seemed as if she had never eonsider- 
within sight of being a vicar. That meant ed anyone but herself. Every interest 
a very great deal. A deanery or a bishop- had been bent to her whim and will 
ric did not. seem impossible, after all. ! She had played the part of saint and m- 
Moreover, being the husband of Eliza- valid because it had suited her purpose 
beth meant being the son-in-law o-f and increased her authority. She had
Peter Cleveland. There were possibili- sone off into hysterics when opposition
ties in that fact he had’ never measured threatened her, and she had got almost 
yet. Peter Cleveland was reputed to suddenly well when it suited her purpose 
be enormously wealthy and had
Hence, as the husband of his eldest “And I have sacrificed everything for • 1,0(10 xXns In 110 humor to discuss the
daughter he might in time have the nothing,” Dorothy wailed to herself. w*th her sister. Moreover, she

was of too generous a disposition to say 
_ an unkind word if she could avoid it. So 

watching her opportunity she stole

deed, he regarded her as an invalid still; 1
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ness and for any-
Doroth.v laughed $n spite of herself. 
“The curate is a mild.sort of a man,’ 

Mr. Cleveland* went on. “But—well, 
“Oh! how could she?” Dorothy ex there’s a limit. Those tame people can 

claimed, not thinking of the curate but generally hold their own téhen cor-
I nered.” :n!; . ..

“It seems to me like midsummer mad- 
w u» Au,* UWbuu j ness,” Dorothy said, “and I wouldn’t

“I beg your pardon,” Dorothy said, à I mind telling her so.”
’ * * “Oh, indeed!”

The words catne in a shrill, rasping 
] voice, and turning their heads they 
Elizabeth advancing with a very deter
mined stride.

ou seem a good deal dazed,” Mr. 
eland remarked when the door of 
itudy closed behind them, 
t will be a great change for me,” 
Plenty answered, looking through 
window to the distant landscape, 
gbeth says that you will present 
kith the living of Briardene.”
Ph. that is the game is it? Well, 
l that seems a reasonable proposi- 
anyhow, and, of course, you will 

I something to live upon,” and Mr. 
Hand lit a cigar, and for some min- 
I he smoked in silence. The curate 
hot smoke, but sat with his elbows 
he arms of his chair and his chin in 
hand, looking with a strange, ab- 
rte<l expression out of the window.
P the whole, Mr. Cleveland 
N with the arrangement. It would 
I relief to have Elizabeth taken off 
lands. She had been for many years 
N deal of a cross. She restricted 
Increments, she imposed her will 
I his, she ruled the household, and 
(always in the way he liked; she in 
(red with his free action. He had 
f’n plans and ambitions of his own, 
le dared not carry them into effect 
nse of Elizabeth.

saw

mat-
CHAPTER XXII.

and the curate be- No Turning Back.
Elizabeth was in one of her morally 

aggressive moods and proceeded, in a 
high-pitched voice, to read her father 

one who had been stunned by a.nd Dodo a lecture on the duty of pas-

was

run
a more or less gallant defence of his po
sition, but was borne down In the end 
by an avalanche of words. He 
match for Elizabeth, especially when 
she began to quote Scripture himself, 
nevertheless he had a profound rever
ence for them, and an almost supersti
tious dread of anything which might __ 
vor of opposition to their teachings. 
Hence, when Elizabeth began to throw 
at his head quotations from the Pro
phets and the Apostles ho always suc
cumbed to the attack aud allowed the 

; verdict to go by default. ^
! Dodo was in no humor to discuss the

if hewas no

th day of December, A. D.,

JOHN BELL. 
Solicitor for Applicants.

16 rorate will have his hands full, 
lie reflected; “but still, it is 

lair that these burdens should be 
Of course, I am very fond of 
daughter, but she is a bit of 

al- These saints give one a heap 
Ne sometimes. Perhaps having 
I, a husband, she will manage to 
F>ng with him comfortably.”
[wked up at length,

sa-
!

Phil
krccs of the leading coun- 
[rld.
Ip- a
Kconomy. 
iy, etc.
*. Editor, I would say that 
dea of mine, but during my 
Britain and to many large 
luite recently my conviction 
Ml as to the necessity of in- 
‘priictical business course” 
31gh school, and even into 
ols of the city. If elected, 
y do my utmost to (prevail 
ition department the advis- 
king this very necessary 
ther, adding t 
as an optional 

ur boys and girls can take 
ness course or the regular 

a part of each.
ALF. HUGGETT.

to do so.no son.
and said.

P here, Mr. Plenty, you will need 
compensation—that is, I mean yon 
M a good deal to keep up an 
r ment. Elizabeth has been used 
I* 00mfort and luxury, and I am 
Ie that the tithes of Briardene 

it; so I will make her 
ipe allowance. Do

Pi! JPry "°°d °L you. I am sure,” 
Lnty answered, mildly. “I really 

v>r considered money in the mat-

'.v:

handling of unlimited cash. ] “Oh, Basil, Basil, what have I done?”
“I really^ ought to congratulate my- 1 And yet a little further reflection con

self,” he said to himself. I shall be vinced Dorothy, as reflection had con- ............. .. ,tx"‘ vPPvuumq sue stoie away
able to drive my carriage, and as for vinced the curate, that any other course e£ °^n room* leaving her father and 
Elizabeth, she is a very handsome wo- was impossible. It was a very humii-.- J^abeth together.
man after all, and will be able to hold ati°g reflection, no doubt, but the fact *°,r awhlle s,.ie stood with her elbow 
her own anywhere. It is a tremendous was indisputable. Elizabeth’s will had (’n t/e ™antel-Pieee looking at a photo- 
rise in the world for me, and I shall be been supreme. She had ruled without ”raph of BnsiI Pendarvis, which 
the envy 'of half the country.” Then seeming to rule, had got her own way h0W she £ever had the courage to re
lie raised his eyes, suddenly arrested by by insisting that other people should move' eyes looked at her to-day
the sount of a light footfall. nave theirs. She had so skillfully JeProachfully than nsnal, and she

“Ah, Miss Dorothy,” he said, rushing thrown dust into people’s eyes that they îelî .that s.h.e. was deserving of all. She 
forward with outstretched hand. “1 were scarcely aware of the fact, and had treated him badly, not willingly, but, 
want you to congratulate me” when they did what she willed them to ?S She ?aw now* mistakenly. Neverthe-

He was feeling for the moment quite do, some of them rather prided them- eSf\* willingly or unwillingly, she had 
jubilant. The consideration of the selves in their fancied opposition to her. him snffer* and had perhaps earn-
credit side of the account had almost Dorothy was met at the door by her , hIS c^nf:omPt. That she had suffered 
intoxicated him. father. “Come into my den. Dodo,” he als0’ and probably more deeply and

“Congratulate you, Mr. Plenty?” said, his face beaming. “I’ve got a ^°re aoîIte,y than )ie, did not mend mat- 
womnn ” Mr Dorothy questioned, with a look of per- Pîcce of news for you that will make 11*5 a blt\ mistaken notion of duty

after awhile as if sneaking plexity în her sweet brown eyes. “On your hair stand on end.” .wrec^ed-a ber own life and for all
1 'ery wonderfu, woman'" wbat?” '‘T kn°w what it is. father," she an- ; bad "early wrecked his also,

i'. indeed; if yon have not found “Ab' yon wili neTer sness,” and the swered, demurely. "I’ve seen the cur- . , she "'as offering martyrdom in
you soon wiir Sh^is «-rate laughed boisterously. “We have ate." «good cause for a worth, end there was

1 ilioiiiand—one in ten thousand t,lkon “VCT.vbody by surprise, ourselves “You have, eh? Well, come iu and iet =:mni-’#*■ .v b,l0y hpr UP- To her
■ • t n tùousanrt’ inciuded,” and he laufehed again. us talk the matter over." simple faith the end justified all.

I Dorothy waited for him to continue. “You really seem pleased, father," ''.°W , c‘n, 3be ^covered what the
I “The truth is nobody expected it. I Dorothy said, throwing herself wearily n\?S sbe„feif cr"‘:'ied and humiliated,
j confess I didn’t, and I really don’t into a chair. ht S h on which 3he had leant had
I think Elizabeth did. Rut it’s the un- “Weil. I believe I am on -he whole," nro*en beneath her weight and she 
! expected that happens, isn't it?" , be answered. “Bnt my stars! the cut- j ,'SP(1 ana maimed by the fall.
I “Sometimes it is,” she answered, a atv w'-' have his hands full.” : f 1 haXe sacriSeed myself and my love

■ little bit sadly. “But you have not told “It is an outrageous thing,” Dorothy ; n°ihJ,nK’ shc sail1 to herself, bitter- 
_e yet what has happened.” answered, indignantly. , a, the reproachful eves of the pho-

“No, of Course f haven’t but the truth “Well. no. I wouldn’t snv that” he „aerap ,l.s,eeT,nP^ . to darken before her 
is your sister Elizabeth and I are en- answered, slowly. “It’s rough on you. . ,h' ‘:iBasil." she moaned,
gaged." I allow. If one had only known what rn\aJ°Te ^°U.awRV fnr her 8ake- She

“Engaged?” Dorothy said, starting was coming things might have been dif- • , mp lf- and I had no power to 
' lîizc vour ennd back and turning suddenly pa!e. ferent. Bnt that’s always the mischief . ..t0re ”"t heart because 1

• : :nd questioned hetweer! “* knew y°u would be surprised," the *n this topsy-turvy world. One never nnw'"'mv1LW!’.r tb? t^llt of.Heaven, and 
■ curate said, as if eujoying a triumph. doea know. Perhaps things will work , 1 ! ciufice ls fl1;ng into my face.

‘ is it. It is th. “But your sister is a very wondertui , out better than we think.” 18 ™st' suffering is reward-
isn't it?" unexpected woman/. I “We can never undo what we hate ed^lth ™"tempt.”

‘ vf.ii are rivhti r r„„i “But you mean to say that—that—” done, father,” she answered, sadly. h sa? '"to an easy-ehair and hid
and yet to be just he -*^be curate tossed up his head with a “No, that’s true, my child. Bnt things e ln ber hands. “He will never

(To be continued.)
reasons and

BX Cl TING ION COUNT Mi’s.

: Japanese Sealers Cantered 
, Schooner Sunk by Russian

the course I 
set of sub- a

some-you under by Russians—
. Guns.“My dear Phil,, . , you are the beet

yfriend I have in the world, and I : _ 
everything to you, even my hope of
VlAOtTAVl B

owe

. representing the Com
ill Company, of San Fran- 
u whom the Yreka Copper 
urcliased a complete plant, 
eel, for operation on their 
luntslno, is in the city, a 
minion hotel. He will leave 
)oast for the purpose of 
[Installation of the plant as 
le after its arrival. Mr. 

! that

“No, no. Basil, don’t say that.” 
“But I do say it, Phil, 

think to re-opeu this subject again 
with you.

I" x\ell so much the better; it will
I'imol- 5.S?nt RlIrprise to you. Yea, 

Elizabeth a handsome al* 
[w:,ti° tlnt you may he able to rub 
L" ,oufc any worry about ways and

Ie i s a

I did not 
even

For several months, p.s you 
know, it has been a sealed book between 
us. But I am glad the talk has been 
started, nevertheless. There Is 
thing I always meant to tell you some
time, but I put it off, for I could not do 
it without re-opening all the past. When 
I went to Cornwall I 
own life.”

a

“I should be sorry to do an injustice | "Crnlning nor'nrd through the Jan-in sea 
to anyone,” was the reply, “but I am die drifted .into a small port south 
bound to face the facts, and they seem **aaoaate. The master was putting iu to
to.be incapable of any other interpréta-j rÆing thît^wîî Tuf’, but suî?en2y
t;on than the one I have given." : tried‘"tS puteaMut^idn’^wSnd'h^

And the other person?” Phil question- ! .droi)pe<1' however, and his vessel drifted 
ed after a pause. I lLu: landward currents.

"I guessed as much—that Is the rea- . “P”t Y°nrseIf in. my place. Phil, and | picion*1 ashore or'nct. c”m.u!' Vut
son I followed you.” judge from that standpoint.” ! some Russians put out to the Chltuse in

Basil dropped his coffee cup suddenly 1 °'vli it was rough-on you, Basil, I Ïh;,,.1’?!?'^silnF ,out t'> hi,L! r" s“--tendor, 
and stared. but:---- ’’ ! seal Cacher d The* Oütose” co“eI ”S ®

“The conviction came upon me one day “N °. my friend, this year's sunshine ' didn’t see it in that light, und as"''™boat* 
at Lynbrook," Phil went on "and it be- ' does not riestr°y the fact of last year’s ?U1‘ ca.toe 0,b he loaded hls.nomii gun with
came so irresistible that I was bound to I storms- Don’t imagine i bear malice cr : in renlT«,eact upon it" | anything of that sort. No, no, the : ShcSr

“But you never told me," Basil said I -storm ovpr and the seas are , calm the scalers chipped i;1 with their sealing
with a gasp. ’ i again to-day, bnt the barque that went f™?!.„??d ,n b'ilsk ensued. Three

"No; in your state of health, to have ; in mi<l-ocean cannot be r: cover- , manned totoardthe schooner1*1' R”s8i"ns
told you would have defeated the------('d*
end I had in view.”

“Then you got your own doctor to 
send me here for my sake?”

“Not so. It was after he had ordered 
me abroad that I began to fear about 
you.”

For a moment there was silence; then 
Basil said, slowly. “If you had arrived

onewonderfulYreka Corn- 
supply power 

e operation of between six 
It would be run altogether 

r. He expects to be busy 
Lchinery in shape for at

the
rj' would said

meant to take my

Butn matter of fact, I have :
'qua I.” endBIRTH.

t Nelson, on Jan. 2nd, the 
pk Morrissey, of a son. 
kn, on Jan. 3rd. the wife of 
Lean, of n daughter.

MARRIED.
MSTRONG—At Vancouver, 
L by Rev. R. Cr. MncReth, 
unian and Miss Elizabeth

you are right, Mr. 
ho curate said, pathetically.
s'‘- much!”n do was;

people do so much,’’ 
answered, .bluntly.

*till looking out of the | 
rc-hiting in his hand.

I

was

compensations,” he 
pause, as if speaking 

never thought it
_ This hap-

! pvned a short distance south of Vladivo- 
; stock, and the crew of the Siefn Mara, an- 
j other schooner now on her wav to Yoko

hama from- Victoria 
the survivors wore

I—At Rosslnnd. on Jan. 1st, 
kher Welch, Frank Getzon 
Ima Rnch
6—At Ladner, on Jan. 1st, 
kswald, Jolui Burr and Miss

very
- “You are still a fatalist, Basil."

“No, my friend, this year’s sunshine 
again. And don’t imagine that I regret 
the past. The suffering and conflict have | at..ila„diï,oetork sti,,'l
made me a hotter mnn min . ! . ^he liusslan cruiser lakntat reportedmaae me a bettii man. The night having sank a Japanese schooner which
orings out the stars. All is for the best, I 11(1 discovered poaching off the Copper Is)-
of that I am sure. I have foimd firm an<ls- The Siefu scalers say this must
footing at last ” have been either the Aiwo Maru or the| Juntin Maru, both of which are missing.”

that they heard 
the Russian prison

. say 
in tl1

DIED.
Vancouver, on Jan. 4tb, 

rDermld, aged GO years, a 
lengarry County, Ontario, 
lew Westminster, on Jan. 
I Elizabeth, widow of the 
B. C. Brown.
k Saanich, on the 7th inst., 
[aged 82 years.
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