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S CHAPTER XXXIV.
After waiting for another hour in
jncreasing impatience, she concluded
accident had happened to
had

it did not seem like-

—
that some
Robert—that

and thrown him

his horse slippod

ly; but it was the only thing she co 1d

think of; and, tying her bunch of
flowers to her saddle, she moun.2d
with some little difficulty and rcde

off in the direction of Milda Wolla.
But at the spur of the valley she sud-
dely became uncertain as to the right
way, and, as is usually the case, tcok
the wrong one.

She rode on for some distance be-
fore she was struck by the unfamili-
arity of the scenery, and she pulled
up and looked about her with some-
thing like dismay, for she felt that she
She sat looking

had lost her way.

about her helplessly for some min-

utes, then deciding that it would be
bhetter h.y go on then spend the night
in the open, she continued her course,
of the that

eoing at right angles to Milda Wolda.

ignorant fact she was

The sun was sihking fast—darkness
would scon be upon her; the road, too,
was rugged and broken, and her horse
other,

seemed, for some reason oOr

uneasy and unsettled in his  mind.
Carrie had plenty of pluck, but her
dismay was beginning to grow large
1f she did not return
Maida

This seemed

in' proportions.

before Robert, would be anx-

ious and alramed. the

worst feature of the situation to Car-
rie.
Presently she sent up a shout which

rolled across the plain in a weird,

eérie fashion, but evoked no re-

gponse; indeed, the silence began to

weigh very heavily upon her spirits;

and it was with a joyful bound of the

heart that sunddenly she heard, or fan-
cied she heard, the sound of a horse'’s

hoofs coming in her direction. She

up and listened intently, and

heard the

cours

sound more distinetly: of
it was Robert coming in search
of her. She called to him as loudly as
she could, and, to her immense relief,

was answered by a distant coo-ee.

It was repeated again, and much
nearer to her, and she presently saw
a horseman riding towards her at
something like a hand-gallop. She

gspurred her own_horse, and was sur-
prised and startled to see that, though
the approaching steed was Robert’s,
the man who rode it was a stranger.
Had anything happened to Robert?
Had he sent this man as a messenger?
She thought it best to pull

wait,

up and

Smythe, as he rode towards her, re-
garded her with as much snfprise and
doubt as she regarded him. The man
was a ne'er-do-well; but he was not
altogether bad, and, during the course
of a less

more or disreputable life,

had contrived, Heaven knows how,
to retain some cof the instincts of a
gentleman, as was proved by his re-
fusal to do Robert’s bidding. It was
evident to him that Robert had some
piece of villainy in hand, and he con-

cluded that it was better for him to

clear out: after all, it was a less sin
to steal a horse than to marry a wo-
man against her will to such a man as
Robert Broseley.

He raised his hat as he came up to
Carrie and checked his horse close by
her side, and Carrie scanned him with
a natural anxiety; but something in
the man’s appearance—perhaps his
quasi-clerical cut—reassured her, and

she said, calmly enough:

“Good-evening. Can Yyou tell me
where I am?”

He looked at her with increased
surprise, and Carrie made haste to

add:

“I have lost my way; I want to get
to Milda Wolda. Mr. Robert Brose-
ley and T came out riding,
You don’t hap-

and we
have lost each other.
pen to have seen him?”

The Reverend Ronald Smythe eyed
her with secret amazement: here was
an unexpected thickening of the plot.

“I know Mr. Robert Broseley,” he

said, guardedly. *“May I ask your
name?”
“Carrie Carrington,” replied Car-

rie. “My sister and I are staying at
Milda Wolda.”

“Ah, I understand then!” murmured
Smythe, almost to himself. “How
did you come to mis§ Mr. Broseley?”

“We dismounted; I went to gather
some flowers, and when I came back
Mr.
not at the place where I had left him.

1 waited,

Jroseley was not there—1 mean,

raaher foolishly, as I see

now, thinking that he would come
back, then I rode on and lost my way.”
“There are no other young ladies at

Milda Wolda?” asked Smythe.

“No. Why?” said Carrie, opening
her eyes.

“Nothing—nothing,” replied the
Rev. Ronald Smythe.

But he saw the whole thing, for,

though something of a knave, he was
no fool: Robert Broseley had landed
one sister in a lonely spot, and so got
her out of the way, while he had lur-
ed the other to the hut.

met

“1t is very fortunate I have

you,” he said. “My name is Ronald
Smythe—the Reverend Ronald Smythe

He raised his hat again. “I have
just seen Mr. Robert; in fact, I have
the

herd’s hut in the velley beyond here.

just left him. He is at shep-
\'1‘)111‘ sister is there—"

“My sister!” cried Carrie. “Oh, you
mistaken. I left her at Milda
Wolda.”

“I don’'t think I am mistaken,” said
Smythe, blandly.

with Mr. Robert.

are

“She is at the hut
She has met with a
slight accident, find I volunteered to
ride over to Milda Wolda and inform
you that it was only of a very insig-
nificant character, and need cause you
no alarm.”

“But why is she there—why did
Robert ride away and leave me?”

Mr. Smythe shrugged his shoulders.

“I really cannot explain. I would
suggest’ that she went out for a ride,
rode in your direction, and was met
by Mr. Robert.

their way,

They may have lost
ghe may have had some
reason for going to the hut—in fact,
my dear young lady, I am quite unable
to explain. But it is very certain that
she is there.”

“But you are not going the way to
Milda Wolda,” said Carrie.

The Reverend Ronald Smythe was
equal to the occasion.

“Am I not?” he exclaimed, with an
bland, child-like innocence.
“Dear me! I am afraid that I, like
you, have lost my way.
doubt I shall find it. This horse, as
you no doubt observe, is Mr. Robert’s.
I shall let him have his head. I will
ride over to Milda Wolda and tell them
that you are

air of

However, no

quite safe. You, no
doubt, will like to join your sister at

the hut.”

“Of course,” assented Carrie,

“We never have coffee at
our house, because I can’t
make good coffee”.

Have you ever started right

—with Chase

“SEAL BRAND” COFFEE?

& Sanborn’s

In %, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverized--also

fine ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.
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the saddle and flung it from her and
jumped on the animal’s back.

time to lose.”

\ said. “No; notwithstanding your ex-
\planation."

‘Bright Eyes

indicate buoyant health. When
the eyes are dull, liver and bow-

els need regulating. Quickly
restore healthy conditions with

BEECHAM'S
PILLS

Lers of Any Medicine in the World,
o e e ymhere. " In boxes, 25¢.

promptly. “1 must go to her at once.
I do hope she has not hurt herself
much! It is very kind of you to take
so much trouble; and we are Very
‘grateful to you, and I am sure Mr.
Robert will be.”

“No doubt,” said Mr.
blandly. “You keep a straight course,

and you will sight the hut in less than

Smythe,

heart beating with a sudden fear, a
vague dread.

“What that?” asked.
“There is someone in the hut.”
voice,

was she

Then she raised her and,
obeying a sudden impulse, cried:
“Maida! Maida!”
“Carrie! Carrie!” came

the Tre-

sponse from the hut.

Carrie swung round upon Robert,
her face white, her eyes flashing.

“Why, it's Maida!” she cried. “She
is there in the hut. I know her voice.
I cam.lot be mistaken. Let me go to
her!”

She slipped from her saddle and
sprang to the door. Robert also dis-

mounted and stood her,

looking at
frowning heavily.

“Let me into her!” cried Carrie.

“She is here. What are Yyou doing
with her? I will go to her!”
Robert considered for a moment,

half an hour. I will not detain you.
Will you please tell Mr. Robert that
I am glad to be of some service to
him?”

“yes, yes; I will” said Carrie.
“please tell Mrs. Broseley that we are
all safe.”

She rode off, and the Reverend Ron-
ald Smythe watched her reflectively.

“Now, I wonder which is the way tc
Milda Wolda?” he
“pecause that is the way I don’'t want

said to himself,
to go.”

Carrie went on her road, and pre-
sently the darkness fell; but just be-
fore the shades descended she, for-
tunately, caught sight of the hut. She
was very anxious about Maida and very
puzzled as to why Maida had gone to
the hut, and why Robert should have
deserted her—Carrie—and joined
Maida.

As she approached she saw in the
semi-darkness a stalwart figure pac-
ing up and down outside and present-
ly recognised it as that of Robert. His
pacing ceased and he stood, erect and
alert, waiting her approach; and as
she camg up he sprang towards her.

“Carrie!” he exclainied. “Why are
you here—how did you come?”’

He spoke in a hushed voice, so that
Maida should not hear.

“Robert!” cried Carrie. “What does
Why did you leave me
Maida
1 met a man, a clergyman, a
He told me that

Maida and you were here; that Maida

it all mean?
—why are you here—why is
here?

man named Smythe.

had met with an accident!”
Robert Broseley bit lip
frowned up at her in anger and per-

his and
plexity.

“The man was a fool!” he said.
“There is no one here but myself. One
up

were gathering flowers and told

of the runners came while you
me
that there was something wrong with
the herd here. I rode off at once—lI
called to you to ride back to Milda
Wolda; but I suppose you didn’t hear
me. I am sorry you've been fright-

ened. You've lost your way, I sup-
pose. That man Smythe is a fool. Why
should Maida be here?”

Carrie sat on her horse and looked
semi-darkness with

at him in the

amazement, disquietude, doubt.

“It is all a jumble, a mystery,” she
gsaid. “I don’t think you are very po-
lite to have set a herd of cattle above
me. What did the man mean, Wwhy
should he tell me such a story about
Maida?

horse.”

Besides, he was riding your

Robert had hard work to suppress
an oath.

“The man is nothing better than a
horse-thief,” he said. “He stole mine.
You'd better
'
ride with you as far as Milda Wolda,

I shall follow him up.
get home as soon as possible.

or near enough for you to find your
way. I must get back here—I ought
not to leave—the herd.”

“Oh, well, be quick!” said Carrie.
“] am fearfully hungry and dread-
fully tired already. Couldn’t I have
up of coffee before I go?”
“No,” he said almost
“There’s nothing in the hut—I sent it

all away.” )

He ran to Maida’s horse, unstrapped

“Come on,” he said. “There's no

N

Carrie pouted. f

“I don’t understand it at all,” she

At that moment a faint cry arose

from the hut.
for help.

It sounded like a cry

Carrie reined up her horse, her

s
2

then he said:

“See here, Carrie. Maida is going
to be my wife—that hound Smythe is
going to marry us; I will find him
and bring him back. I love Maida—
you are not blind, you must have seen
it. This was the only way. I mean
to marry her in spite of evgrything.
You go in and tell her so.”

Carrie

He unlocked the door and

rushed in and caught Maida in her
arms.

“Oh, Maida, Maida!” she exclaimed.

«What does this mean? Why, why
did you come here?”
“He said you were—ill, that you

wanted me!” panted Maida. “Oh, Car-
rie, I am so glad that you are here!
I am not afraid now. I do not care
for anything now.”

Robert regarded the two girls un-
der his knit brows. Then he turned
to Carrie.

“Don’t you understand?” he said;
“I love your sister. I asked her to be
my wife and she refused. That's not
enough for me; it doesn’'t baulk me;
1 mean to have her. That hound you
met was to have married us—he’s a
parson. You say he met you: then I
can find him and bring him lere. You
can be at_'\vitness to the marriage. No;
dom’t talk!” for ,Carrie had turned a
face full of passionate indignation

for
Stay

here, you two until I come back. You

upon him. ‘“There is no time

talk; I mean to have my way.

everything
I %hall
bring him back.in a few hours. Talk
it over, think it Carrie”’—he
stretched out his hands to her—“I'll

will find plenty of food,

you want, in the hut here.

over.

do the right thing by your sister; T'll
do the best to make her happy. Have
her for my wife I must and will.”

locking

He swung out of the hut,

the door behind him, and flinging
himself upon Maida's horse, rode off
in Smythe’s trail.

(To be Continued.)
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Monumental Works,
ST. JOHN’S, N.F.
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(Established 1874.)

829 and 338 Duckworth Street.
On hand a nice selection-of Head-
stones and Monuments. All sizes—
all prices. Our beautiful new photo-
graphic catalogue of our original de-
signs sent free to any address on re-
ceipt of postcard. Also our Mail Or-
dering Form, which makes ordering
by mail safe and easy.

Special designs for goldiers, and
also some beautiful designs in Church
and Lodge Memorial Tablets.

N.B.—Superior carvings and dur-
able lettering, combined with long ex-
perience, gives us the superiority.
Genuine stone - frost-proof sockets

roughly. i are supplied free with each order.

REASONABLE PRICES AND A
SQUARE DEAL.
apri2,6m.tu,th.s
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Special Magazines,
For September:
SNAPPY STORIES,
TOP-NOTCH, PARISIENNE.
BLUE BOOK,

DAILY MIRROR, etec.
ALL AMERICAN NEWSPAPERS.

S. E. GARLAND,

177-9 Water Street.

The Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Serap Bock of our Pat-
tern Cuts. These will be found very
aseful to refer to from time to time.

HOUSE

BECOMING
DRESS.

A NEAT AND

2136—In seersucker, gingham, linen,
percale, drill or lawn, this ﬁosign will
be very attractive. It is also nice for
wool fabrics, for tub silk, challie,
crepe and serge.

The Pattérn is cut in 7 sizes: 34, 36,
38, 40, 42, 44 and 46 inches bust meas-
ure. It requires 7 yards of 36-inch
material for a 36-inch size. The skirt
measures about 2% yards at the foot,

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt ef 10 cents
in silver or stamps.

FOR BUSINESS, HOME
. PING.

OR SHOP-

Waist—2155.
There is nothing more neat or com-

Skirt—2147.

fortable than a trim shirt waist of
linen or crepe, combined with a well-
fitting tailored skirt. Pattern 2155
shows a smart waist model, ideal for
any of the materials now in vogue.
The skirt, 2147, has plaits over the
sides, and a shaped belt portion. The
waist pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36,
38, 40, 42 and 44 inches bust measure.
It requires 3 yards of 36-inch material
for a medium size. The skirt is cut in
6 sizes: 22, 24, 26, 28, 30 and 32 inches
waist measure. Size 24 requires 4%
yards of 36-inch material. It meas-
ures 3% yards at the foot with plaits
drawn out.

This illustration calls for TWO
separate patterns which will be mail-
ed to any address on receipt of 10
cents FOR EACH pattern in silver or
stamps.
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KEEP MINAR'DS LINIMENT IN THE
HOUSE.

MINARD’S LINI’HI'SNT CURES GAR-

A Table
of Tables!

different

All Furniture
guaranteed for

/

We give here a Table of Tables
of all descriptions that are now
in stock in our F

PARLOR TABLES,
WRITING TABLES,
LIBRARY TABLES,
OCCASIONAL TABLES,
WORK TABLES,

DEN TABLES,

CARD TABLES,

KITCHEN TABLES, and
EXTENSION TABLES.
The latter, of Golden Oak and
Mahogany, can be obtained in
designs,
square shape, and are -apable of

6, 7 or 8 feet extension.

urniture Dept.

round or

sold by us is
perfection of

finish and: quality.

U.S. Picture & Portrait Do,

HOUSE FURNISHERS.
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NO MATTER HOW THE
FIRE IS CAUSED

if you're not insured, you're

a loser. Take time to see

about your policies. We give.

you the best companies and

reasonable rates.

PERCIE JOHNSCR.,

{nsurance Agent.
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ON THE SPOT

ARRIVE.

Rests upon the dependability of your
gervice of supply.

Three big facts—big buying power,
tremendous production, expert work-
manship—stand behind our claims of
superior service.

It will pay all merchants to see
our spring ranges in

Men’s and Boys’
Suits, Overalls,
Shirls, elc.

DO IT NOW.

Newfoundland Cl

Your Business
Success in 1917
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: Book on Sale.

Fashion

CHARLES

Sole Agent

GET IN COTS

A free pattern, your own choice, with

Book.
HUTTON,

for Newfoundland.
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Pansy Giiile-s

To Editor of
Dear Sir,

let me t
the well

the man

Her Th

Government 1|

August
Evening Teleg:

May I ask you
hank. all my good fr
wishers of our su

¥ generous gifts to

Yes, I did enjoy myself, and s
little mistresses. Dear Jent
only Donkey in Newfoundlar
a real dear to give so many

Many
voice, it
tance).
get so ti

thanks, I

love to he
sounds so well (at
Yes. you and your m:

red. But you have h«

make some little girls and bo
for the winter, and it was re

work for

you, too. Then coms

BULL RUI

BY CARL ED
Now He
Has Decide
to Draw
for a Choice
So We
May Expect
Car Purchase
Very Soon!




