DIANONDS FOR THE BRI

Or, a Proposal by Proxy

CHAPTER XV.—(Cont’d)

Thus it came about that Vincy,
who had just thrown'away the
stump of his cigar among the
laurels behind the garden shelter,
saw a lovely boy in a fantastic
dress of white satin stealing near
him through the shrubs. The child
was in segrch of a hiding-place, and
finally he crouched benind a tuick
arbutus. This must be the young
heir, who was to be dressed up
page-fashion to carry his sister’s
train; and at sight of the child a
new thought occurred to Vincy.
What if he strengthened his posi-
tion by decoying the heir from his
home, and holding him away for
ransom. Here might be an argu-
ment which would appeal more
strongly to the wife and mother
than the hushing up of an old story.
That payment over which she hesi-
lated in the latter case might be
promptly rendered if it broughs
back the child; he might even in-
crease his terms by three or four
rdded hundreds, which were sure-
ly worth the risk. And so the plan
figured itself in his mind—Annabel
would be afraid to inform against
him, and risk of detection would
be emall.

Vincy came lightly forward.
‘“Hillo, Ernest.”” he said. ‘‘That is
a good place, but I know of a bet-
ter way of hiding. Your mother
sent me to tell you, and she says
you may go if you like.”

‘“Hush, hush!’ said the child,
who supposed this stranger to be a
guest of the day. ‘‘Speak low, or
they will hear you, 'Phyllis an:
Lilla, if they are coming round the
walk. Where is the better place ¥’
And he looked up fearlessly in
Vincy’s face, with those dark eyes
like Dulcie’s, which were an inher-
itance from his father.

“I have my motor just outside
by the wood. Your mother thought
you might like a ride in it, and gave
me leave to take you. You will
have a joke over your little com-
panions when they cannot find you.
And think of their surprisc when
you come back, for nobody is to
sell.””

The boy flushed up with pleasure.
I'o ride on a motor; that had been
vways his ambition. And it did
teem a grand idea, to steal away
like this from Lilla and Phyllis, and
have them searching for him in
vain. But still there was a lurking
doubt.

“Did mamma say I might go?
Are you sure, for Cousin Joan told
us not to be long.”

“Yes,”” said the mendacious
ttranger. ‘‘She sent me to tell
you; for she is busy. as you know,
with the wedding. Come this way
at once, for the car is waiting.”’

Vincy lifted the child over the
fence .strengthened with rabbit-
wire, which divided the spinney
from the garden. Tt was lucky he
had run the car into this lonely
place, for the satin dress was con-
spicuous. Ernest scemed himself
to be aware it was unsuitable. “Can
[ go like this?’ he questioned.
"And I left my cap behind, because
the feather would catch” in the
bushes.”’

“I have got a spare coat on the
sar, and I'll wrap you round in it,”’
returned Vincy, while he reflected
that for the success of his scheme it
was well that this might be. One
small boy 1s much like another,
whizzing by at speed; but the
marked dress would be a different
matter. along ninety miles of road.
‘“And if I’m not mistaken, there is
n cap in the coat-pocket, one that
will come. down well about your
ears. It is better to wrap up when
motoring, for those who are not
used to it. For it makes a fellow
cold, you know, going so fast
through the air.”’

To go fast through the air! That
was just what Ernest loriged to do
from the bottom of his heart. This
stranger had brought his mother's
message of permission, so he was
fustified in giving himself up to the
anticipated enjoyment. It would be
ns good as the pony George Gower
had promised him out of the herd
at Grendon—George Gower, who
was going to be his big brother:
Lx‘rha]»s better than the pony, for

ere there was no danger of kick-
Ing and falling off. His eyes spark-
led with delight when he saw the
car, and he poured out a flood of

uestions while Viney was finding |
t

1e coat and enveloping his small
Agure in it, covering the abjection-
rble satin out of sight. The child's
appearance was further altered by
the cap with ear-pieces. and then
bhe was perched up on the seat of
the car, and bidden to hold on
tight, while Vincey started the
chinery and climbed 1o his place
take the wheel.

Ernest cried ount del
pnce thev were on the high-road and
at speed. There was * Epace
before them and a

on. and the car, though

this, favorable
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bird’s flight, he thought, as the air
rushed past his cheek—summer air
and soft, but with a certain chill;
the movement of a bird when it
shoots down without effort or beat-
ing of the wing. ‘‘You like it?’
Vincy said, amused.

“‘Oh yes, yes; it is splendid. I
have always wanted to ride in one,
but mamma said ‘No’ before.”’

“It was luck she said ‘Yes’ this
time ; but she knows I am a steady
driver.”” Vincy’s amusement con-
tinued ; he laughed, and patted the
boy’s shoulder with the one hand
which was at liberty.

“It is very kind of you to take
me—sir. I don’t remember your
name,’”’ went on Ernest Swayne.

‘““‘Oh—Brown. You may call me
Uncle Brown,”’ returned the driv-
er.

“Thank you, Uncle Brown. And
I hope we need not go home just

t'.’!

“Well, no. TI’ll take you the
longer way round, as you like it
so much. Mamma will not mind.”’

It ‘was convenient that the child
went with him willingly, and was
happy and well amused. Any
struggle or outcry would have made
things difficult; as it was, the plan
bid fair to work smoothly to the
end. For another hour Uncle
Brown ran on at speed, slowing
only at the cross-roads where there
were finger-posts to read. Then
they came upon the outskirts of a
village of the larger sort, the main
street of which boasted a couple of
public-houses, and a baker’s shop
which was'also the post-office. At
this street Uncle Brown slowed
down, looking about him; and
some little way past the baker’s
shop he came to a standstill.

““Wait -here for me, Ernest.
Don’t get out, and don’t speak to
anybody ; I leave you in charge. I
shall not be many minutes away.”’

Vincy jumped down and stretched
himself, and then walked back the
half-dozen yards to the baker’s
shop. A fresh-looking young wo-
man was behind the counter.

“T want a eouple of buns, and a
cup of milk, if you can let me have
it, for my small nephew who is out
there on the car; children get
hungry on a long ride. And could
you accommodate me with a sheet of
paper and an envelope?! I want to
write- a letter.”’

Viney’s correspondence has before
figured in these pages, and this
epistle may be transcribed “asiwell.
It was brief, and bore no signa-
ture:

“T have the boy. Be prompt
and liberal, and he shall be re-
stored.”

Vincy addressed the envelope to
Mrs. Swayne, bought and affixed a
stamp, and put it away in his
pocket. He would drop it in some
other post-box along the route ; not
here, where the address might be
scrutinized, and he could be de-
scribed. And then he asked the
way to London, as the mistress of
the shop unlocked her till and
counted out his change.

“‘First turning you come to with
the telegraph wires, you strike into
the London Road, sir. Thirty-eight
miles it is from here, and the mile-
stone is just beyond; you will see
the figures. But I suppose thirty-
eight miles ain’t nothing to you
gentlemen going about on motors;
is it now?”’

Vincy smiled, and agreed the
distance was not much; privately
he was wondering how his petrol
would hold out, and if he had
started with a full tank. Then he
went out, carrying the buns, and
the woman accompanied him with
the cup of milk.

‘“‘Here, my boy,”” he said, with
the same affectation of a hearty
manner. ‘I want vou to drink up
this, as you’ll be thirsty and hungry
too before we can get in. You can
eat the buns after, as this good
lady is waiting.”’

“Thank you, uncle,”” said the
child, the very words that were in-
tended ; and then the cup was given
back. and they were soon again at
speed.

There was a stoppage twenty
miles farther on at a wayside post-
box, and there the Iletter was
{ dropped in which would reach An-
’nnbcl in the morning. ‘I "have
been writing to mamma,”’” Uncle
3rown said, when he climbed up
again to take the wheel.

“To mamma?’ Ernest repeated
in his surprise.
[ ““Ay, to mamma. As we have
gone so far as this, it will be bet-
| ter for you to come on and stay the
nicht with me. The housckeeper
| T have will take care of you. . And
| then T'll drive you back to-morrow
| to Fortune’s CnurtA”’ <
| Ernest looked serious over this
{ new proposal. He did not object

)

Ui ‘words, but his pleasure in the |

ride began to fail, and the buus
lost. their flavor. Uncle Brown
knew best. he concluded ; and Uncle

Brown had sent word to mamma;

but he had been looking forwand to
a triumphant return, and the be-
wilderment of Phyllis and Lilla.
Phyllis and Lilla would have gone
home by the morrow ; he would net
be able now to astonish them by
riding up to the front door, when

garden. It would never do-to dis-
grace himself by crying on a motor,
but he knew when the night came
he would sorely want his home, and
his white bed in the nursery, and
mamma. The mouthful of bun stuck
in his throat with something like a
sob, and the stream of chatter, the
frequent questions, with which he
had greatly taxed Vincy’s patience,
suddenly failed at its source. The
two drove on in silence through the
deepening afternoon.

That sob rose more than once,
and the little fellow had hard work
to choke it back as the feeling of
strangeness increased. The coun-
try faded away from them, and pre-
sently they touched the fringes and
outskirts of the great city. Then
the streets narrowed and filled with
traffic; streets with endless turn-
ings, through which, with an ia-
quiry here and there, Uncle Brown
contrived to thread his way. The
final stoppage was before a shabby
lodging-house, and a slatternly wo-
man came to the door.

““This is my small nephew, Mrs.
Freeman,’’ he sajl to her. ‘I want
you to take care of him for to-night.
He has come up to London with me
for a motor-ride, and I am his
Uncle Brown.”’

CHAPTER XVI.

The guests at the interrupted
wedding were so far considerate
that few of them made any length
of stay for entertainment at the
Court. Colonel Swayne did not ap-
pear, but Joan Winthorpe bravely
did her best to help Annabel, and
proved an admirable lieutenant.
The absence of the master provok-
ed comnient ; the situation was evi-
dently graver than it was conveni-
ent to declare.

The gossips whispered together
and put up eyeglasses to inspect
the show of presents in the library,
curious, as such guests often are,
to see what others have felt it in-
cumbent on them to offer, and
whether their own individual gift
compares well among the crowd.
What would be done with them
was & point variously mooted. Of
course, there would be no wedding
after the scandal of this interrup-
tion, it was nothing but a pretence
to say it might take place on the
| morrow. Mrs. Swayne must know
i better than to expect it, though she
| told her falsehood without flinch-
ing. Mrs. Winthrope, who was a
cousin, said much the same, but
Mrs. Winthrope had the candor to
admit she did not know. The gos-
sips concluded the presents would
be sent back, heart-breaking as it
would be to any bride to relinquish
such an array; and then it became
a question what would be the right
attitude of the givers.

All this added zest to the inspec-
tion in the library and then there
was a service of refreshment—wine
and coffee and some light substan-
tials, for many of the guests had
come from far. But there was no
cutting of the great bride-cake—
that, under the circumstances.
could not be. The carriages, hast-
ily summoned, came round irregu-
larly and after delay, for there were
servants also to be refreshed. Mrs.
Swayne, standing in the hall to
speed the departures, felt her face
grown stiff with the desperate effort
to smile—to smile not only through
this new disaster, but under that
private agony and apprehension of
her own which lay heavy on her
heart.

(To be continued.)
s
THE DECLINE OF EXERCISE.

Physician Thinks Motors Are Mak-
ing People Lazy.

Any one who takes ar outing,
particularly at the seaside, can
hardly fail to ootice the revolution
that has taken place during the last
decade in the methods of enjoying a
vacation, says the Medicial Jour-
nal. The automobile yhizzes by on
the roads and the motorboat sput-
ters noisily within sight of the
shore, each bearing its crowd of
pleasure seekers, while even the
swimmers are supported, a large
proportion of them at least, by an
artificial contrivance designed to
keep them afloat without exertion

Rowing, walking and swimming
are the three ideal exercises, all
demanding the open air and all
having definite objects apart from
their excellent effect on bodily
health. But the modern amuse-
jmonts. such as motoring and motor
boat racing, have nothing to recom-
mend 'them save that they too re-
quire outdoor space.

Golf seems to be increasing the
number of its devotees, even if the
latter go to the links in high pow-
cred cars. Tt is not only the rich
who bécome lazy; the omnipresent
trolley car embodies the favorite
recreation of the poor.
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LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON.

“T won't pay another penny of
vour debts for vou, von diserace.
You must either go bankrupt or
get married. I had to do the
same.”’
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they thought he was hiding in the |’

LETTERS OF |
A SON IN THE MAKING

TO HIS DAD.
—By R!X‘Ic!VOV

g

N

[Mr. McEvoy will write for
this paper a s:ries of letters
from the west, They will
appear from time to time un-
de- the above heading, and
will give a picture of the
great Canadian west from
the standpoint of a young
Ontario man going out there
to make hisway. These let-
ters should be tull of iunte.est
for every Ontario father. ]

No. 6.
Vancouver, Sept. 2ist, il

My Dear Dad:—

Here I am at the end of my journey,
though not as far west as I intend to go
before returning east. It is only four
and a half hours by boat from here to
Victoria, the capital of the Province, so
I shall try and get there for a day or
two before starting for home. Uncle
John met me at the station when I got
in and took me right up to their home
in Fairview for breakfast. Aunty and
the cousing were there, of course, and
gave me a great welcome. They certain-
ly have been good to me, and they have
given me the best bedroom in the house,
with an outlook over the city to the
mountains beyond.

I didn't see anything of the Fraser
Valley coming here, as we passed through
it at night. I am told that it is one of
the best parts of the trip, so I ghall ar-
range to go home by the Toronto Ex-
press, which leaves the C. P. R. station
here at nine o'clock in the morning and
goes through the valley by daylight. By
taking this train I shall have seen all
the mountains, as what I shall miss on
this train I shall have seem coming out
on the Imperial Limited.

I like Vancouver fine, what I have seen
of it. The business portion of the town
is well paved and has some fine, solid
buildings. It has more prosperous stores
for its size than any place I have been
in, and they have the art of making
their windows attractive down to the
last word. There are one or two hills
and steep streets in the down-town sec-
tion, but for the most part it is level.
Quite a large portion of the up-town

part is cut off from down-town by False
Creek, an arm of the sea which reaches
inland for over two miles. At high tide
there is twelve feet of water in the creek,
which is crossed by three long bridges.
At low tide there is practically no water
in“the creek at all, and the mud flats
are exposed, with only puddles of water
here and there. The first time I saw it,
it looked quite like a harbor, for there
were small boats with rafts of logs ly-
ing close to the sawmills, which line the
banks of False Creek. The mills all have
their piles of lumber characteristic cf
this lumber country, and all have great
furnaces, as big as houses, where the
waste from the mills is burned. Flames
are constantly leaping out of the open
tops of these furnaces. which are fed
from a sort of spout which projects over
them. There is a comstant stream of
splinters and lath-like pieces of wood fal.
ling from the spout to feed the flames.

To the south of Vancouver on quite a

SOUND SLEEP
Can Easily be Secured.

‘“‘Up to 2 years ago,”” a woman
writes, “‘I was in the habit of using
both tea and coffee regularly.

“‘I found that my health was be-
ginning to fail, strange nervous at-
tacks would come suddenly upon
me, making me tremble so exces-
sively that I could not do my work
while they lasted ; my sleep left me
and I passed long nights in restless
discomfort. I was filled with a
nervous dread as to the future.

‘A friend suggested that pos-
sibly tea and coffee were to blame,
and I decided to give them up, and
in casting about for a hot table bev-
erage, which I felt was an absolute
necessity, I was led by good fortune
to try Postum.

“For more than a year I have
used it three times a day and ex-
pect, so much good has it done me,
to continue its use during the rest
of my life.

““Soon after beginning the use of
Postum, I found, to my surprise,
that, instead of tossing on a sleep-
less bed through the lotg, dreary
night, I dropped into a sound,
dreamless sleep the moment my
head touched the pillow.

“Then I suddenly realized that
all my nervousness had left me, and
my appetite, which had fallen off
before, had all at once been re-
stored so that I ate my food with
a keen relish.

““All the nervous dread has gone.
I walk a mile and a half each way
to my work every day and enjoy it.
I find an interest in everything that
goes on about me that makes life
a pleasure. All this I owe ‘to leav-
ing off tea and coffee and the use of
Postum, for I have taken no medi-
cine.”” Name given by Postum
C'o.. Battle Creck, Mich.

“There’s a reason.”’ and it is ex
nlained in the little book, ‘“The
Road to Wellville.”” in pkgs.

Ever read the ahove letter®> A new one

appears from tims to time Thev are
genuine, true, and full of human Intergst.

Safe investments having broad markts
are available for any individual desir-
ous of placing surplus funds to obtain
a salisfactory return of interest—4\/;
Per cent. to 6 per cent.

There is every
standard- bonds
ketable and on
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advantage in - buying
which are readily mar-
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This company offers Bonds of bsuch

characler.

The prospective investor

may be thoroughly informed and may
personally investigate these securities by
hqving our Statistical Department sub-
mit the results of our own investiga-
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hill are the residential districts known
as Grandview, Fairview, and Shaughnessy
Heights. From the latter place you get
a magnificent view all over Vancouver,
and beyond Burrard Inlet, the harbor, to
North Vancouver and the mountains,

We have heard of the Yellow Peril in
the East, and you realize what is meant
by it when you get to Vancouver, where
there are 11,000 Asiatics out of a total po-
pulation of 110,000. Chinamen are here
in great numbers. They are employed
quite a lot as house servants. Often
when going through a good residential
district, I have seen a Chinaman come
out of the kitchen door on to the side
verandah, busy on some domestic duty.
They go about, some of them, as char-
women do in the East, and they get 62
a day for such work. They are liked
better than\ the Japanese, as they seem
to be bettér Wearkers. The Jap boy knows
the minimum work he can do and the
maximum wage he can get, so they say.
The Chinese are great market gardeners,
too, and all the vegetable peddlers I have
seen out here have been Chincee. Some
of them are very well off, and own fine
horses and waggons, while there are
many who carry their goods in baskets
swung one at each end of a Dbamboo
pole, just as you gee .in pictures of
Chinese coolies. Of course there are mer-
chant Chinese here who are very well off.
Uncle John took me to dinner with one
of them who goes home to China every
year. He came to Vancouver twenty-
eight years ago, and was ‘herc when the
place was called Gastown. Ile has taken
advantage of his opportunities, and must
be worth a great amount.

Another section of the yellow peril is
formed by our fellow subjects the Hin-
doos. These you see everywhere, and
they are easily distinguishable by their
turbang, which are of all colors, some
pink, some red, some white, some yel-
low—I don't know what color I have not
seen. There were ten of these chaps in
the trolley coming home from New West-
minster yesterday. They seemed quite
at home and were laughing and jabber-
ing away among themselves the whole
way back to Vancouver. I am told that
the different colored turbans indicrtle dif-
ferent castes, and that the men work for
the most part in the saw mills. They are
very swarthy, and for the most part are
black-bearded men.

Coming home from New Westminster 1
saw something that would surprise any-
one from the East. Passing Hastings
townsite, I saw the way they clear the
land here when they are in a hurry. They
bave a powerful donkey engine, and by
a system of pulleys they hitch cables to
the trees as they stand and drag them
holus-bolus to a pile in the centre of the
8pot they are clearing. If the tree is too
large it is cut into logs, and the logs are
hauled on to the pile. I saw some logs
two to three feet through, Some of the
piles are forty to fifty feet high. When
the pile is as high as they are going to
make it they start another, and o get
all the timber into piles. These piles are
then get on fire. There was one of theso

piles on Shaughnessy heights, only a few!
blocks from Uncle John’s house, and this,
was set on fire one night. The gpectacle
was immense. The flames in a solid sheep'
leaped about forty feet into the air, and
the glare illumined the whole district. ’
Good-bye for the present,
JIM. |
P. 8.—TI have opened this to explain that
I have carried this letter around in my
pocket for a week. You see, I wrote i$
on election day, and in the excitement
down town that night I completely for-
got to post it, and it has been in my
pocket ever since.:-J.
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TRUE TO HIS PROMISE.

“Dearest, will you let me shara
your every sorrow after we are
married ¥’ she whispered as she
cuddled her cheek against his.

‘“Yes, darling,”’ he replied, again
plucking a delicious kiss from her
sweet lips. >

It was the same lady ‘who twa
years later wearily cried out:

‘“Oh, Tom, why can’t you ever
come into the house without bring-
ing a tale of trouble with you? I'm
so sick of hearing about how hard
you have to work to keep the bills
paid.”’
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Free Sample of Cuticura Ointment
Cured Baby’s Skin Humor.

That the Cuticura treatment is
the most successful and economical
for torturing, disfiguring affections
of the skin and scalp could receive
no more striking proof than the re-
markable statement made by Wil-
liam Whyle, 325 Tudor road, Lei-
cester, England. !

““A sample of Cuticura Ointment
cured my baby’s face. She had the
measles when one year old, and it‘
left her with a very scurfy forehead
and face. It was very irritating
and would bleed when she scratched
herself. I took her to the doctor |
“and he gave her some ointment. T
tried it and it did no good. One
night I said to my wife : ‘How would
it be to send for a sample of Cuti-
cure ointment? I did so, used it
and my baby’s face grew better.
She has now a lovely skin, and I
can safely say that Cuticura cured'
her.” g

Although Cuticura Soap and
Ointment are sold throughout the’
world, those wishing to try for
themselves without cost their ef-
ficacy in the treatment of eczema,
rashes, itchings, burnings, scalings
and crustings, from infancy to age.
may send to the Potter Drug and,
Chemical Corp., Dept. 2W, Boston,
U.S.A., for a liberal trial of cach.
with 32-page Cuticura Book. an au-

thority on skin and scalp affectione.
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THE BEST PRESERVES

DURING THE PRESERVING SEASON

IS DAILY WINNING FR ESH LAURELS.

Its uniform high quality commends itself to all good
housekeepers.

Extra CGranulated
Sugar

“BEST FRUIT, BEST SUGAR, BEST PRESERVES.”

Ask your Grocer for Redpath Extra Granuated Bugar

The Canada Sugar Refining Co., Limited, Montreal
Established in 1854 by John Redpath.
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