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reached, the descent before a gang sént down toe clear the line, 
the difficulties surmounted. ' ’ K% be several hours afore

And then she thought of the six- we’re-----
forty. The six-forty ! It stabbed 
her to think of it ; it set her tremb- .he * f or eheacf damp-4±is s^denrl^ doctor nodded |H

membranee ' If I can’t get on I’ll come,” he
The six-forty with its five mile said gently. “If it had not been 

run before it, its clear road, its that I could allow no one in the
passengers, its huge speed, its tear-, kingdom to delay me, I wouldn t • ,,, . A 4. •

&’EMgilts se vSESkeoS.StSU;“>e« .ÎKK&SL:- He felt 

•rolled ever with a shriek of es- climbed in beside her. A word h1» own face suddenly flush as he 
caning steam • saw the coaches pil- from him to the guard brought the 1°°^d lnto smiling grey eyes 
Sd one upon ’another heard the train to a standstill at the little of the man who had spoken, 
screams ?the groaning and the track-side cottage. Ben met them For, after one has been in pris- 

despair.' Before bet mo-an Qg’ of the* passengers: saw at the garden-end, his face white. on for nearly three years, it comes
i the moor—wild, rugged, Creeni^g over !he rufol - “’E’s nearly gonel” he whisper- « something m the nature of a

f. Then «he glanced at ™«d men, women and children- couldn't jou tod the doctor!" M an oidmanr resp«itablwhuman 
It wanted tolf an hour S? tB&SffZfiXL'Sl

train (pA <-Vi« flame# - —— - tage. v - °f Markdale Prison. I
*s to And in fifteen minues-fifteen “Where’s your nerve, man?” ‘J^our ago he had no^ced this 
ly cot- minute, at the mort-it would he ÏÏSîÆ &

Jss&szïâïSiânato > d0‘er * * zt'aartt s\sstr. errand6 *ïJÎSd the tunnel once Later on Ben fetched Dr. Kent, a gateway, leading to the fields,
» more chanced meeting it there and The two medical men talked togeth- which bounded the road on One side 

her death ST# or in the garden till thetrain pass- the stranger had overtaken him,
abe, nearer But even if she won through, ev- ed the cottage once more, picked and went on, without Waiting for
railway ran e„ U he, ?,nt«,n toigfrt the into ?P the ««ranger, and went -to, «fcgfe.jj
a nul© after^ to a standstill, a precious half-hour ourney through the cleared eutt- ^Mutang 
thh cutting.' would he lost.’ It meant death to

------ route. h»r hah»-. Rh* could not doubt
seen Death come to 

r, to the babies of 
•able, and die knew
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“No, no. I hope And trust she faced one said promptly.
has forgotten me. No; not quite pounds a week; you cai_____
th!at> ? But let’s torn to something comfortably on that. Now,If I
®lsf > <»r— , And he laughed cyn- were you, I’d get married m eootf 
ically. “We’re coming to the town as possible, and take Miss Mildredi 
—Farnwood, I suppose. Perhaps Austin—or Miss Mildred Auatht, 
you’d prefer to drop me now. Éx- Challinor, as you say her name is— 
convict 271 isn’t quite the company away from this typewriting busi- 
you II want.” ness. Get a nice little house fo=r

Poon- Westmere was as gen- her to look after; they’re quit,»; 
îal as ©ver. “Perhaps you’ll take cheap round here ” 
that job I offered you—eh? Pay “I will? By George, I will!”
isn t wonderful—two pounds a Fenchurch said, still intoxicate,!' 
week-but I guess you won’t mind with the sudden joy which ha& 
that for a start?” - come into-his life.

Ç^Tehurch stared at him. “And, look here,” Westmere
‘Do you really mean it? I’ve went on, “take my advice ami 

told you the truth. I came out of don’t you,mention anything to hei 
prison th!s morning.” about her own trouble. I don’b

Tut! Lots of ns make mistakes know what it is, of course: but you' 
—only we don t get caught. You’ve wait until you’re comfortably mar- 
paid the full penalty for yours, ried, then she’ll teU you all about- 
haven t you? We , will you take it, I expect. But you just pretend

you know everything until then. SI 
See what I mean?” . SbSSSPI

U “Yes,” Fenchurch nodded, I j 
“Perhaps «t wül be as well.”

Two months later tljey wer< 
quietly married at a small church * 
near Farnwood, in the presence oi 
Westmere and a friend. It was 
Westmere who gave the bride away 
and Westmere who gave the only

Thàft same day Richard Fen- fgftj.. ten-pound

church began his duties as assist- f £ j t ^k>8 duration^’rhatTh“

• After a'time, m fact, he began ,* * * * * *
to wonder how Westmere made an They had been married in the 
income ont of his business.'* But early morning, and late in the af- 
John Westmere was perfectly ser- ternoon they sat on the cliffs at 
ious, and sometimes very busy, Westbeach, where their honeymoon 
andtïetachurch formed the opinion was to be spent, 
that Westmere had private means, . Dick Fenchurch had been repeat- 
and indulged in this* business as a ing over and over again the fact

th»* his i0i was too great t 
i It would be, pprhaps, five weeks pressed. But 
after his release fronts gaol, and lie there had 
Dick was beginning =«o recover fear, 
some sense of1 independence, some “Dick,” she said 
faint desire to win a place for him- turned suddenly. 1 

.-!?self in the world, some little feel- crept into her voice 
The name of the red-faced man ing that he might yet live down his vVTiat is it, deadest ?” he asked , 

was Wertmere, and he was in bus disgrace, when one day Westmere quickly. f -
iness in Farnwood. Walking wa* came to him. In his hands be held She took his hand,
his great recreation. He would three of four sheets of foolscap, “You love me, Dick? Could you

hi> buti““to st’if ”e to Ssr&tt'Müs!■ W
think her name is— 
started. Get she

t do. Uan't take anyeme doesn’t get much work in this town.
- mess like minef’^He You might take these Up to her, and 

d turned round on Dick, ask her to do them for me some

«sere, - _
: ..“No; she’s only, just come Nice For

^1$"° «tore*

i nodded ahd went out. Had And he rei
he observed the smUe which came . j|It was my pi 
over Mr. Westmere’s face after he trying to sp

sysr-h6nü8ht wk“’1 F“d 1
str. K -

small rooms, and at first Dick And, though ât first he wished tie 
Fenchurch did not see the very to give you up, afterwards he 
small'brass plate attached to one agreed to help me. 
of th. <joor« “Miss Au.«m, T,p«- "We to». ». -o.ld tov« »» 
writing.” to us again. So I—we asked fath-

Just as he did espy it, the click, er’s fnend, Mr. Westmere, to help, 
click of a machine began within. He was to wait for you, follow you,
He stepped to tfte door, and tap- and find you employment. It was 
ped. Above the click of the type- he who took the office, and played 
writer came a soft voice, somewhat at being an accountant. Then lat- 
nervously : “Come in !” er, when he thought you weré re-

Fenchurch opened the door and covering from your—your trouble, 
walked inside. Opposite him sat he sent word, and I came to act 
the typist, her head bent low over my part. I never really said I was- 
the machine. By her hair, that poor, Dick.” , , J
wondrous golden-red—surely, it She rose hurriedly, and faced 
could not be—— Unconsciously, he the man, who stood staring blank

ly# at ~ heTWÊÉÊÊÊËÊÈÈÊÊÊk 
— “Don’t, Dick!” she cried, and? 
held out tier arms towards him,
“You are not angry, are you ? You 
don’t think I trapped you ? I want 
ed to stand by you and help yo 
fight your way back again. Tel 
me, Dick—tell me ! You don’t hati
me because I loved you too much tt 
lose you?”

A moment’s silence—a moment ol 
agony for the girl who waited—and 
then Fenchurch had seised her, 
and was kissing her madly, pas
sionately.

“Hate you !” he gasped, for s- 
wild torrent of love was surging- 
through his veins-^^H^HI^H 
hardly believe it possible You did 
tins for me ? I’m not wojjth it, Mil
lie! But, please Heavsa I’ll fight 
and try to make my name—out 
name, dearest—more worthy or 
your lève !”—London Answers.
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“The train passes my cottage- 
on the way back. Won’t you come,' E
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the fob?” 
“Yes.”

rn • -■ ■ ? ■
gç-

nrtv Stc Fenchurch said nothing more. 
He scarcely realized that thqre was 
so much good in human nature, and 
he could not express what "he felt. 
He gripped the other’s hand 
Westmere understood.
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ux. Kent went into the cottage, “Yes.” Dick got the word out 
where Ben and Sue stood hand-in- this time ■ .......IMÜ! ÇP PW

I “^u’werelad^’^Sûilto.r^S'Bodied, tod the toe Wlk-

ghe«»id. “H» toy’ll recover, Ney- 
er have I seen a more delicate or 
more skilful operation. H Had it 
>een delayed an hour, death must

struments. You don’t know, I 
suppose, who attended-you? You 
don’t know the name of the n 
so provided* "*
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clam
more,

ed on. Fenchurch was a c 
well-built fellow of thirty ; his
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“A Royal personag 
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o ie. .
: there to 
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-.3,5 ad. Hdwm hard to 
d a little.
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father—we ' 
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had no trouble at 
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you everything.” 
had risen suddenly, anjlN* 1
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& Most.people think that holidays mit S’soi___________ || I

are a blessing, but some have had to you. I put you down as a legal 
more cause to look back with satis- man—a solicitor, you know.” 
faction on their holidays than oth- Dick had become sudden-
ers. ly very calm. He was even enjoy-

Six years ago a Glasgow man, fog this scene, though it made him 
bd Wlowen&took a trip to feel the bitterness stigbmore kebn- 

London. One day he was wander- iy. “That’s what I was before— 
ing along the Thames embankment before the crash came.”
>ear Chelsea Bridge when the tide “Tell me about it,” said West- 
was low. His attention was at- mere. And it seemed the most 
tracted by something sticking out natural thing in the world now for 
of the sand and mud. On fovestiga- Fenchurch to give this stranger 
tion, this proved to be a wooden the history of those tragic events 
box containing ingots of copper to three years ago. X - ' '’ . V J 

to the value of #250. . They were tragic, though the
extraordinary piece of luck story was neither uncommon nor gasped, 
to a Bradford man, named remarkable. Simply he was a The head 

Jenson, while on his holidays a lew young solicitor, engaged to be mar- 
yehra ago. An uncle of his had ried to a girl who was som ;wh|| 
invited him to come and Stay at above him in social position* Anx- 
his farm in North Lincolnshire, [fou* to nave sufficient mdhey to 
While there he . began collecting keep l 
birds’ eggs, and one day he climbed fo the 
an apple tree to investigate the ■ 
contents of a nest. Finding it was 
an old one, he pulled it.down,*hen 
several fragments of paper flutter
ed from the brokeù nest. They 
proved to be three five pound notes.

One of the richest oil fields in 
Pennsylvania was discovered by a 
holiday tripper. He happened to 
be a miner, and, while picnicking 
fo the district, he laid some of his 
sandwiches on the grass. When he 
picked them up, hé found that they 
tasted of petroleum. He knew at 

that there was oil under-

ed motio>> u“I came out of prison—came 
three years; penal servi-
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’ ' ’ but appear-

.
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Anknew the six-forty
was raised. Then Dickcame

cried, in amazement :
“Millie! You here! What does 

it mean?" . „
He was too astounded himself 

to. notice that she was not won- 
drously amazed. He mistook her 
nervousnvuS for astonishment.

“I !” she cried, and rose to meet 
him. “Oh, Dick, I’m so glad to 
see you !”

Forgetting everything, save that 
her arms were stretched out to
ward him, and that her eyes- call
ed him, he took her in his" arms.

Only, a little later, he asked.
“But tell me, Millie, how has it 

happened, 
father—has he lost-----

“Don’t, Dick!” she begged. "I’m 
toying to forget I ever had money. 
I want to forget that.”

And Fenchurch, because he was 
fv man, thought he understood. He 
did not question her again. Later 
be would do so. But for the pre
sent it was sufficient that she still 
loved him, as she had loved him 
before those black days came. And 
now, because she was only a typist, 
because she was alone, he could of
fer her something—a name that 
was tarnished, perhaps, but one 
that for her sake should be made 
bright again.

Almost unwittingly, it seemed, 
he told her this, and she acquies-

he night came the rumble, 
the clatter of the onrush- 

She rounded the curve 
catching sight of the head- 

zhts ; of the steam by the driving- 
heels, floating backward like pen

nants ; of the scudding smoke over-

" ,rèDàESi6
her head, waving it madly, 

□ing, though even then she 
knew her puny cries Were swamp
ed in the roar of the whirling 
wheels. ?

ts died 
grating 
on. The

:or’s the
ms ing train. u t.

his wife^hen he did marry.. when ne aia marry, 
sf in which she |had

____accustomed, Fenchurch had
speculated, had lost, and had rais
ed money in a mad moment from 
hi a bank on certain sharps which he 
held jointly in trust. He had forg
ed the name of his co-trustee to do 
this, fully convinced, that he would 
be able to replace the money be
fore any inquiries were made.

But discovery of his Bin was not 
long delayed. There came a.day 
when he stood in the dock, was sen
tenced to three years’ penal servi
tude, and, of course, had been 
struck off the Rolls.

“And the girl—the young lady 
you were engaged tot”; asked 
Westmere, when Fenchurch paus
ed wRiPH

“She—she said she would wait.” 
Fenchurch was struggling to keep 
control of himself. “I— But, of 
course, it was impossible. I hope 
—hope she’s found some man more 
.worthy of her now.”

“And you’ll not attempt to see
her?”

manne
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of the
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Your money—your

the whir the brakes were put I
engine glided on, and she slippe< 
from the rail with it only à dozen 
feet away from her. Still the lan
tern waved as a hoarse Woke shout
ed to her and the train went by.

It began to draw up. Heads ap- 
beared at every window, 
leapt down, lantern in

-

qnee ________
ground, and, keeping the secret to 
himself, he bought several acres of 
land in the district. He put down 
a drill, and at a depth of seventy 
feet “struck oil,” and ultimately 
retired with hie holiday-won for
tune 1

Bournemouth was the Martin 
point to fame of one of oùœ best- 
known doctors. While speeding a 
holiday there, he witnessed1 a dis
astrous carriage accident, the on
ly occupant, an old lady, being ser
iously injured. He immediately 
rendered all the assistance he 
could, and by his timely aid saved 
her life. She died suddenly a year 
later, and the astonished young 
doctor found that he had been lefi 
$50,000 for his help at the time of 
the accident.

A fortune was literally thrown 
away on holiday once. A man nam
ed Kinghorn, while taking it easy 
at Digby, in Nova Scotia, saw a 
lump of tallowy substance floating 
about in the bay. He took it home 
and endeavored to boil the lump 
down to make soft soap.

He failed in his attempt, howev 
er, and threw away the supposed 
tallow. The lump when be firs' 
found it weighed about 100 lb., and 
he kept about 6 lb. of it as

lut stop- 
shoulder, 

d an ob- 
foe lantern 

m of horror, 
ahead of her,
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STRANGE POLICE COURTS.
n yi The recent instance of a judgi : 

and the officers of the court pro 
ceeding to a plot of ground to tr; 

upon the spot, is by n 
the first instance of its kind

The guard
«to*,* ---------- in hand. The
fireman left his engine, groping his 

told Way back to the screaming woman 
rt- at. the rail side.

occurrence be- “A fall—a fall in Archer s cut- 
cutting had ting!” she wailed, and toppledfor- 

beatiSb ward into the fireman’s arms. #

trains had loosened its “’Twas as she said,” she heard 
,, letting down tons of a gruff voice saying as she came to. 
of red earth and loose “The train must ha’ bin wrecked—

several hundred tons—rock. She s 
saved the train and. all of us !”

, the Sue opened her eyes. A man 
sub- bent over her, and a pair of kindly 

mère.' stern eyes looked into hers.
“AH right—feeling fitter? I’m a 

doctor. You saved us all, we hear. 
You’re a brave woman——”

“A doctor?”-she cried shrilly. 
“Then come—my baby—’e’s dying 
^HTthe cottage—not far back—

___  Please come !”
<Tm afraid it’s impossible. I’ve

a very important operation------ ’
“Yon can’t get on to-night, sir— 

at least—not yet awhile,” announc- 
ol her baby-only »d the guard. “We shall have to 

-W " r.-: ■ ■; J*

she
•é obliterated in a pile of 
which ithe ferns and wild

r flowers still a case 
fitisane
Cases have been heard In all sort 
of queer places. A few months agi 
a witness who was very ill had t* 
be examined, so a magistrate aw 
the parties interested went to hi 
private house, which was convert 
ed in a police court for the time be 
ing, the matter being satisfactorilj 
settled. On one occasion an urgent 
application was made to a judge 
just as he was about to set out for 
the assizes. Tt was imperative that 
he should not miss his train. The 
upshot of the matter was that a 
first-class compartment was reserv
ed for the party, and before the 
judge arrived at his destination the 
matter, which had been argued en 
route, was disposed of.

§ap“:::
ram, and the constant vibration

her

iosity. Imagine what he thought 
when he discovered, a little while 
later, that what he had thrown ___
away was ambergris, worth $36 an <<j promised to wait, Dick, she 
ounce! He had unknowingly Baid. “But, oh, I didn’t think I 
thrown away thousands of dollars, ghould have so little to offer you !

More than one mine has been “Q0 little?” he asked. “Why, 
found when on holiday bent. The «Jarling, it’s wonderful ! I am al-
first nugget of gold fo the Carolin- most glad that this----- ”
as, for instance, was picked up by But, seeing the look which 
a man named Budd, who was foto her eyes, he kept clear of the 
spending a few days in the district, gubject which might bring her pain.
This nugget alone fetched $4,250 ! When, an hour later, he left her,
Two brothers, who were paving a his heart was filled with a new joy. 
visit to Chili after an. earthquake He would fight and make his-name 
there, came across a huge block of one that holà he and she would 
almost pure silver in or newly open- not, he ashamed to bear ! -
ed crevice. They set up a mining $[e told Westmere this, much to 
plant there, and in a couple* of the astonishment of the goed-nat- 
years netted 1780,600? Net a bad|ured “accountant.” — . ^
holiday—oh? ’ ' “I’ll rale# your salary,” the red- ED. •

stones, in piled confivion fon- the
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en rock, sending a volley of stones

vs
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come.
Probably the suprême humai * 

achievement is self-mastery.

a our-
%

- afeâSfeeüS (Kimgê

. ., - ■ i , ■ J■ S.-.,; 52

ÜÉ.

m

&
r.re

m
m

■
m

vi->'

en
■r-

m

mm.

-S.".:t

«r^ï

;ve ISk

teh'.-î*'

IT-3 f?

mw

■ f 111

r,ê ■ a*

#. f m

arsevaw»

..

/i ■ “4,

■m
m

î&
r m

bC

3

-

!

■

■

ï-M

.


