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h my preference called
. veathier Leaten, indeed!
¢ better of my taste, Mr. Angus
Pocr! what do I ecare for
vour pmieity? Ther - enough,
it that he all; and wl
which of us it
Hic.
ven know what they will say,

That the impoverished penny-
a-liner is a fortune-hunter.”

“Let th x Trevanion eried,
with 3 d Kindling cheeks.
“Only v Lad best net it in my
heaving.  Gh,  Angzus, it you who
stoop, not 1o you. with your god-like
intellect. your matchless strength and
daring— you, who any queen might be
vroud to wed —you, who have saved my
life twic . Of, ! S

And here words
enthus in love for the first time;
but she lifted one of Macyrn
hands and Risseld it passic
defiant tears standing in
blue eye

Svlil?

e

tely, with
the stormy
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Lie said. “You “do

Trevanion.  Cod-like

aith, 1 wish those

merciless who cut me up like

mince meat every quarter, agreed with

vou. And as for wedding 2 queen, Sybil,

with every due revercnce for her most

gracious and widowed majesty, T had

much rather wed you. Oh, my love, 1

do mnot reslize my Hiss!  And yet I

coulkl not--no. 1 could not—have lost
you and lived!”

And then. of o« . Alv. Macgregor
emvhasized his declaration 13 an ardent
embrace.

“Don’t!™
tor Faustus cxpre
of such proceeding v opronling grimly.
And as for Svlphide. she wiil hark her-
seli into a fit. Piay take me home.
It grows late aial I wanat my dinner.
You will dine with us, of courses”

“Meost certainly. My paradise is by
vour side. And I may BANNA, MAY
It :

“Oh. pray, A
sitively. “There will be such a—-

“Seene? Yes, I dare say,” Macgregor
observed. coolly, “it is not the watch
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not yet.” shrinking sen-

*

she might reasonsbly have looked for- !

ward to for her beauti
Svbil, have you no de
own dJdexrest, Lhow dittle
e’

“1 Jove you!l™
very low voice.
“I may have been the
on earth—a low-born,

al daunghter. And.
Think, m)
knew of

hits?

ol

Sabi! answered in a

cipted

“Yaoa
make

have love

me doubt

Ny

' forward; in that mdr

He liite

Joubling - “not

Before our weld

Leart's da

ta you. Muol

much of reckiess wr

has Leen, Lat iz Wi

tell you, my spotiess Liide
And then,

arm
Yery suammer

Ml

vl
1ith hush over al

And E

CHAPTRR
xou
hin

Gaunt

XN
can . ”e
the

ani resi

1

savs

fow in the enrairy,

whor and

Servive, €

s backekin ridin
ot of the Retzest,

ner ev

’s brown |

atest villain '

passionately eriad. |

> ¢ the air ke a knif

brown face, as seen throngh ¢

wls of
< 1

Cavend: hing altogether m-
deseriby
vizion of hiz servant, Joe, lumber-
bout the house, and blustering ke
the god of the wind, aroused him from
his dream of delight, to the fact that
time ware apace, and that two dezen
sheets of fools
with hi
a

was somet

Secure the windows and bolt
doors, Joe,” his master said; “mak
secure and go to reost. There’s a
brewing.”

He went into the housze, finng off his
coat. donred a dressing-gown of purple
veivet--nld, paiat-smeared, but pic
esque— filled his meerschaum  afresh,
produced his MS, and set to work. The

n of Sylil retreated to the

mnd for the present, while the

showed up Cheops to pos-

ed the brigand, and mar-

Tiie hours wore on while

the industrions pen-seraper seraped over

tle paper: the author sm Ked, and drank

a black decection of strong tea, anl it

was  almost midnight before the last

sheet of MS. was flung on the fioor am-
ong ita fellows,

“Allal be praised
writer said, with a
lief and weariness. *1 can gend all the
pul ers and printers this side the
Siyx to the dickens for a week to come,
at least. How s the night, § wonder?
I'll siep out 1 see the sterm break
Charley™s ia for a drenching coming
home, and the lad’s as airaid of watcer as
a cat.”

Iie strolled out. The night had shut
down black and starle qut that bloed-
red moon .which lighted the widow and
her companion on their ghastly errand,
gleamed fierce and wrathfu! still throu h
the inky pall. The surg

sigh of min

z of the gaie
in the park was something tremengous,
and cne or two hig drops, precurse:s of
the tempest at hand, fe1l heavily as be
opened the wicket and passed cut.

He turned into the Prior’s Walk as
usual. The darkness of Ercbus reigned;
the trees writhed and groaned in travail
about him; the night and storm, down
there in tha wooadland, were sublime. He
walked on, fascinated by the terrible
grandeur of the convulsed elements, un-
til, as Le neared the Priory, he stopped.
For there, alonzy the deserted reoms, he
caught the swift glancing of a light.

A light at midni i he hay
Priory. \What did it Had the
dead ~ Dominicans  aris from their
graves to chant matins as of yore? Was
it the ghostly prior geing his unearthly
rounds, or was it something human, and

= worse, cxploring the old man-
his unchristian hour?
by Geerge!™ cried Maegregar,
| striding taronza the wet grass. “’Be he
or be he dead. as the children say
logeal, I'i! ascertain what
g heve”
wed the din
ed the open wis His first
{ impulse was to enter and follow;  but,
ere he eould act wpon it, he saw the
light returning, ard heard ths rapid
ad of footsteps appreaching He drew
into the shadow of a projecting
<z and waited. A figure emerga}
her —then the first turaed to
window. Macgregsr plunged
ent the man turn-
indow with a ¢

then ‘3
{ic 1he

e

ed from the v of

vith me.”
let me ses

{ A woman, iy !
{ Whew™ Macgregoi™s <

: Tand 1 sught
| know wager

that voice.
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Ingrs
ed Mrs,
anyr ma %
have
ains
v. waen Pve
Calin yonr
ase your s
antil I find
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WS wriit
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s Louse, elinzglin

down

alarm, !

So Bad
e Was Ashamed

Tried Everything but Did It No Goed.
One Box of Cuticura Ointment
Took Pimples Away.

Pimj

ut seven

20 pimples broke
out all over my face H '

d neck,
they wou
red, then they would tum T;pi:c.
and matter would « out. Sometimes
they would itch 50 I cu hardly slecp. I
was nshamed to go down strect, my face
locked 50 bad. I went to several dectors
and got medicine, which did me no goo'_d..and
bouglt ointient, salves and patent medicines,
tem would cure my face and
end advised me to try Cuticura
ot one box, and it took the
fore I had it all used up. I
nde re! y. Any

had any soap <q
(Signed) Aylmer
Dec, 24, 1910,

Sores Ali Cver Bahy's Body

“When my baby boy was six moaths
old, his body was comjlctely covered
with Jarge sores that scemcd to ftch and
burn, and cause terrible ruffering.  The
eruption began fa ples which would
open and run, making large sores. His hair
came out and finge:s nailz fell off, and the
gores were over the catire body, c:ugs‘lng
Jittie or no sleep for baby or my f. Great
scabs would come off when I jemoved his
shirt. We tried a great many remedies but
nothing would help , till & fricnd
me to try Cuticura Soap snd ©
used the Cuticura Scap and Oin 3
a short time before 1 could sce that he wos
fmproving, and in elx wecks' time he wzs
eatirely cured. He had suffered sbout six
wecks befcre we tried 13 Cuticuss Scap snd
Qintment, ult!u:‘u.:’h we lé:d "ln?hi?:cﬁé

her things and doctors 100. B b
{"';nkun Rge.med:»en will do all that is c_l_nime‘d
for them, and a great deal more.” (Signed)
Mre. Noble Tubmanr, Dodson, HMoat., J=n
28,1011,

b, Cgtwkum smpdngdu

T LS an ealers €
u;Po!ler Drug & Chem. Corp., 55 Celumbus
Ave., Boston, U. 8. A, for a liberal
sample of each, with 32-p. booklet.

Cuticura Ointmest sold
averswhere. Send

but she was not herself to-night. The
ghastly ordeal she had gone t!irough, the
ghastly sight she had scenm, the intease

fear she had of tic lambent lightning,

all conspired to unnerve her.

She cowerad before this man in abject
terror, and her tceth shattered audibiy
in her head.

He crosze] over, leaned his arm on
the mantel, and stsed looking down on
her, aa a royal etag might lock on a
trembling kitten. She tried to meet
thosa stera, triumphant, merciless cyes,
but her own fell in te dread.

“Spare mec!” she murmured, involun-
tarily, “Oh, Mr. Macgregor! I have done
nothing wrong.”

“No? Then, what brought you and Cy-
ril Trevanion to Menkswood at this un-
holy hour of night?! To find the lost
will, was it not:”

The clever shait, shot at random,
sped home. She locked at him with
wild, dilated eyes and parted lips.

“Miss Trevanion was right, then, from
the first. You did know the where-
abouts of the will, and— the general?
Did vou murder him. Mrs. Dawson, as
you did your husband:”

She made no reply. Ier chattering
teeth, her trembling form, her scared
cyes, answered for ker.

“Strange, Mrs. Ingram,” Macgregor
went om, “you did net do this sooner.
The fellow who calls himself Cyril Tre-
vapion—who is the galley slave I saw
at the Bagme cof Toulon—would have
married you weeks ago; and you might
have turned Miza Trevanion out, and
reigned Lardy Paramount in her stead.
It is rather late in the day now. The
galley slave and the murdress must give
Mace to the rightful keir —to Cyril Tre-
vanion hixaseif!”

“It is false, Angus N
little widow screamn
“Ustid Trevanien dc
down with the Lurning s
dle of the Pacific.”

“He did t! Cyril Trevanion lives,

i=

:ip in the mid-

cut |

{1t!” the

*s § Tre

! oregor.

and will claim his own as sure as Heav-
en 18 shove us «o down
with the burning  clang to a
epar, and thre ter was picked
up by a homewan vessel. He ve-
tarned to Epgdand @o iind a usurper in
his place—to see the voman wlho duped
him fifteen years before the honored
gucst of his home. lie stood still and
watched th sessel a grim
sens¢ of r farce xmused
hin. But now the play is playel out,
the tuttle is feught, the victery won.
Cyril snion comes to claim his own,
The lost will, which yo ve so kindly
foumd for him to-might, will give him
all; d the galley slave shall go back
to Lis Iiving tomb, and the murden
of Jue Dawson and General Trevan
will go to the Speckhaven jail

her trial for life. Cyril Treva

and woe to you, Ruse Dawson, when|

he =2

“I

comes !
don't veneve it! I won't believe
wretc 1 woman wildly sergam-
Fit is a foul aud baseless lie!
rever believe it, uuless 1 see Garil
anion alive!™
Nee him, then!™
starting “up. an
con:

ed.

e
*t me well - Rese Dawson
Edith Jugram. 1 am Q)

ler win-
Pt
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which all
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Wearied
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Anown
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she had shown to him, to her dead hus-
band, to her living son, to his father,
he would show her; he had told her so,
with a face stern and set as doom. All
ker fair prospects, so near their fruition,
melted away in thin air; nothins re-
mained but imprisonment or transporta-
tion for life. Yes, one chance remained
—one terrible alternative. No one knew
as yet—mo one would know umtil Sir
Rupert’s return on the morrow. He
had said so. Whkat if he were to dic
H s

Her ghastly face turned dark red =as
the devilish thought flashed through
her mind. It was one chance—the enly
one. Ske would mever be suspectad;
all might still go well. She misht mas-
ry the man the workl as vet the t
General Trevanion’s som;  she micht
leave England, and reign like a princess
abroad. She might triumph over the
woman she hated; the victory be hers,
after all. And if the worst came—why,
she could hardly be worse off, caught
“red-handed,” than she was now.

She got up and paced the floor. her
black brows bent over her gleaming
eyes, her lips set in a steely line. Cnce
she thought of her lover; he mizht rid
her of their enemy, if he had but half
the spirit of 2 man. But he had not,
and she sconted the idea at once.

The bLusy brain worked. In hali an
hour her rapid plan was fermed. She
sat down and scrawled a line to Miss
Chudlcigh.

“Dear Gwendoline—TLast evening's
mail brought me a letter from a f nd
in London, telling me she was danger-
ously iti. I leave by the 1150 uain,
and will probably be absent a weck. Be
Kind erough to inform your
he retures, aud Colonel
should he call.
and believe me,

“Aff ctiona

She lcft the house, gi !
to Miss Chudleigh's mail; and so well
had the cosmetiques done their work
that the girl eaw nothing unusual in the
widow'’s lock or tome.  She was very
simply dressed in a travelling suit of
dark grey, soft and noiscless of texture,
and with a thick mass of black lace in
ker pocket, ready for wse. And thrust
icto the bosam of her dress was a load-
ed pistol--a silver-mounted little toy.
that years ago had Leen the property of
Captain Hawksley.,

Mrs. Ingram did leave Speckh
the 1150 train-— but ouly to s
the first staiion three miles eff

Mere she donned the hlack
and very slowiy made her w
town. No slowly did she wa
afternocn sun W setiing as she
through the back streets and quiet
into the high road whic hled to Me
wood Priery

A gap somewhere in the bonnd iy w
——going to ruin iike all the
ted her, and she flitted aw:
Lerself in the darkness of i
woodland.

And the summer stars came out. and
the waning mouvn -only a slender siiver
sickle now—glanced down throagh the
green boughs into the dark heart of the
forest, where this lost woman crouched
like a tigresz in the jungle. There
Was no remors ker heart. and no
dread—urless, indeed, the dread of fail-
ure. A whole hectacomb of lives would
have been a2 nothing to her, standing
in the way of her ambition, m
her liberty and life. Angus Mag,
must never ic!l his sty or hers;
must die to-night and make no sign.

As the night were en towand
night the sky clonded. One by one th
stars sunk in the darkne and were
quenched. I hid its
behind the s

It was there where
she crouched. Nhe got .. drew ferth
the loaded pistol- the death-deaiis
—amd stele out frem the covert.

“He walks every
has told me”

wn the Prior’s Walk, ¢

It is ¢
watch him come
(To be Cortinued.)

WIFE_OF THE P. M.
TALKS TO WOMEN

Tells What Dodd’s Kidney Pills
Did For Her.

She Suffered for Two Years and
Found a Cure for All Her Troubles
in a Single Box.
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WOMAN AND SLAVE.

FCR MAKING SOAP,
SOFTENING WATER,
REMOVING PAINT,
DISINFECTING SINKS.
CLOSETS,DRAINS,ETC.

SOLD EVERYWHERE
REFUSE SUBSTITUTES
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Russla during the vears when they are
surposed to be pre g themselves for
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THE BIRKENREAD.

The Birkenhead was wrecked near
Cape of Good :iope in 1852 (Feb. 2§).
Of 638 persons cnly 184 we:re saved;
454 of crew and soidiers perished.

Right on our fiank the cri:ison sun

weat down:

The deep sea rolled
pose:

When, like the wild si

captured town,

A cry of women rose.

arcund u dark re-

riek fro:n gome

: The stout ship Birkenhead i.y Lkard
and fast
Caught withcut hope upon & hidden
rock;
Iler tiznbers thriiled as ne
through them passed
The spirit of thur shiock.

s, when

And ever like base cowards, wLo leave
their ranks
! In danger's hour, before th:e
steel,
Drifted away, discrderly,
From undernea‘!:

ish

of

pianks,
ver keck

Cenfusion spread, for,
couast seemed near,

Sharks hovered thick
white sea-biriv

The bouts d hold—n:-t

and lc: ue haste
Cried cne. ™
devoure.
The man thus clamoring wis, I scarce
need say,
No officer of curs.

Our English hearts beat t:.e
would not stir;
The base apeal we heard, b
not;
On !and, on sea, we kave ¢u- colers,
sir,
To keep without =z

M we

needed

We knew our duty better il.z
For such loose Labblers, and :iade no
I'Q‘])l_\',
Aill our good Colonel garc< ' word,
and there
Formed us in Lze

iie

i

There rcse no murmur ficr  the
ranks, no thought,

By shameful strength unt<u-:od life
to seek;
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To tramaple dowr: ¥+ weak.
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children go;
The oars ply back &again, #£ud
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iist, inch by inch, the <Jrowning
ship sar™ low,
Still under steadfas!
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Wearing their wound
shall rise again,
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