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THE ROUT OF THE ENEMY.
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CHAPTER XI.—Contipued.

“She has always got some vagary or
other,” he said; and then he took up
the “Circassian Slave” from Venetia’s
wo-k-table, and began twisting her
about into every sort of attitude.
The Circassian damsel had the usual
pink-and-white cheeks, round blue
eyes, and long two-like hair; a pair of
full striped silk trousers adorned her
lower 1'mbs, and there was the beauti-
ful simplicity of unadorned nature
about the remainder of her toilet.

“Pray don’t,” remonstrated Angel,
smiling; “you will certainly pull her
arms offl She is to have a gold tis-
sue vest, and a scarlet yashmak. We
copy all the dresses out of a book
They are quite correct, I assure you.”

Fomehow they had both drawn near
th: window again, and the scent of the
mignonette in the balcony outside was
wufted sweet and sirong into the room.
All herlife long, Angel remembered
that pink-cheeked doil, with its fixed
glass eyes and its silly smile, and al-
ways the scent of mignonette brought
buck those moments with a horrible
vividness to her memory.

“I am roglad_to find you alone,” he
said to her suddenly in an oddly seri-
‘ous voice, and he did not look at her
as he said it, only at the Circassian
slave, whom he was endeavouring to
balance upon the handle of Lady Les-
siter’s work-basket. *“I wanied so
much to speak to you alone.”

“I think you must have seen how it
is with me, have you not? I suppose,
when one is in love, it is not hard
for anyone (o guess. And though I
know I am such an ass that I can-!
not hide my own feelings, yet it seems
strunge tosay. that I haven't the
fiintest idea whether I am Joved
again or no; and 1 literally haven't
the pluck to risk everything by speuk-f
ing too soon. That is why I am so
gl to see jyou alone for a minute.
Angel, dear Angell can you give me
any hepef” >

She raised her eyes, and met his. |
They were fixed upon her earnestly
and pleadingly; there was even an
eager longing in them, but there was
no passion in their eagerness., In-
stinctively she knew that what she
hid expected to meet in them was

only

cious quickness. Then she greeted
Angel quietly, and gave her . hand
very coldly to Lessiter, not looking at
himi in the least, and making it plain
that she was surprised and not over-
pleased, at his presence. So that, after
a few common-place words respecting
her journay and the weather, he found
himself = constrained to take up his
hat and to go.

“What has happened?”’ she asked
Angel, quickly, as soon as he was out
of hearing. “There is something
wrong, Angell What has he been say-
ing toyou to worry youf”

“Nothing,” answered Angel,
ing.
But Dulcie knew instinciively that
it was a Spartan smile. She stamped
her foot in her usual impatient fash-
ion.

“Men are all fools!” ‘she cried irrit-
ably. “I have really no patience with
Horace Lessiter!” A

“Don’t be angry with him, Dulcie.”
Her soft fingers were busy unfasten-
ing the butions of her sister's jacket,
her lovely face, with its inscrutable
£mile, close to hers; there was no sor-
row in the dark eyes, no lines of pain
about the reposeful lips, for when we
suffer for those we love very much it
is an easier matter to school the face
thin ths heart. “Horace Lessiter has
only been talking to me about you.
He told me how much he loves * you,
dear.”

“He—told — you — he—loved mel”
repeated Dulcie slowly, with a pause
between every word, and there was
romething akin .to absolute horror’ in
her eyes. Then, with a little cry, she
flung her arms about Angel’s neck,
covering her fice with kisses.

“Oh, my Angell” she cried; “how dare
he say it—how dare he tell“you this!
It is filse—he doesn'tt love me; it is
a foolish infatuation, nothing
but a delusion, and a mistake aund
you know that I don’t care for him;
I think, in fact, that I hate him —I
do, indeed! Why did he say this thing
to you? It was a joke, a blind, he
doesn’t love me.”

Angel only shook hér head softly;
she had dreamt a foolish dream, but
she was' awake now; there could be
no more deception for her. *

“Hush, Dulcie,” she, said, pushing

smil-

winting. Sfomething, she scarcely
understood what, struck her with that
cold chill of vague mistrust which
smites us -when our life’s hardest
blows are about to be dealt to us. Her
rosy colour, which his opening words |
had brought in a flame to her face,
died ‘away and left her pale and cold.l
“l do not understand: yeu,” she fal- |
tered; and the scent of the mignonette |
came in once more in a heavy whi[fj
upoa the fluttering breeze, and Les~ |
siter twisted the fairhaired doll round |
and round by the arm just as a vent |
to his nervousness. The two things |
were somehow  jumbled up togethor
then and forever after in her mind.
“Uh, you must understand, Angell” |
he said, with a short, uneasy laugh.J
“You and she are so much together, so |
devoted to each other; surely ntcunnoL‘
bive been quite unnoticed by you, at |
ull events, how deeply 1 am atiached
to her? 1 knew she would be here to-
day, and I thought, before I  saw
her, 1 would try and find you alone,
and ask you to help me. Sometimes,
indeed, I can't help fancying thnl[
Dulice has guessed my love, and is not !
S0 zngry with ‘me; and then again, at
other times, she repulses me al every
word, so that I begin to wonder if
she do>s nol actually hate me.”
“Dulciel You love Dulice, then?”
The words came out somewhat slowly |
—they were a little bit harsh, Loo,
because her throat was dry and parch-
ed; otherwise there was no sign of
emotion in the quiet words. '

“Love herf—of course I Jove her!”
he cried, with a sudden enthusiasm,
which no doubt, at the time, he really
and truly felt from his heart. “There
is no one in the whole world like
herl  Tell me, Angel — do you think
there is uny hope for me?”

He flung away the doil, so that it
fcll on to the ground. The wooden
head strack with a  sharp rap
against the parquet floor. Even at
that moment it went through her
mind, with that sort of comic
realisation ol little things that is
always present with us even at the
very crisis of our lives, that Lady
Lessiter would be in despair if that
doll was broken; and then she forgot
it ugain, because in his earnestness he
hid caught hold of her hands, and was
looking into her face with a curious
mixture of love for the absent Dulcie
and of admiration for herself.

“Give me a scrap of hope, Angel!” he
cried. And then . Angel, who, all
unknown to herself, was  of
that fabric of which the heroines of
this world are made, Angel smiled at
bim.

“l am sure you need not despair,
Why should not Dulice love you? There
must be every hope for you. [ will
belp you all I can.”

“What a  dear girl you arel” he

cried, with a laugh; and then kissed
her hand—and that was very hard (o
bear, harder, perhaps, than allthe
“rest. ;
Then there came a cab laden with
luggage, nnd both of them knew that it
was Dul i, And inth:litile confusion
of her arrival, Angel once more regain-
ed her usual selfcontrol, and Horace
Lessiter settled his collar and pulled
down his cuffs, and met her as com- '
posedly as if he had imparted no love- |
Jorn confidences to her sister before
her entrance.

But as to Dulcie, she wasas a needls, |
Bhe came flying in, full of life and ex- |
jeitement, to throw her.arms about hep !
#sister’s meck; but when she saw Horace |
there she stopped short, looking from |
one to the other with a certain suspi- |

her a little. away. “Why need ) you
be co upsct? I have told him how
much I sympathise with him how
much [ ghould like to see xou his
wife.” .

“And I will never, never be his
wifel” cried Duloie, passionately, “‘un-
less,” shs added half-laughing, “unless
I see you happily married first your-
self, then I shan’t mind who I
marryl”

Angel said nothing — only her pathe-
tic eyey looked at hor sadly, like the
gaze of a dumb animal that can-
not epeak its pain.

“Come upstairs to your room,” she
said presen'ly; “we will say no more;
some day things will be all different
with ‘us both, no woubt.”

But her sister’s words, sank deeply
down in her heart. { ’

“Dulcie hus guessed my miserable
secrel,” she suid Lo herself, “though,
think God, he never found it out.
‘Lhey shull noi suffer from my folly,
either of them. When I am married
then it willi come right she said; that
is8 what I have to do then. It will
not hurt me much—it will not signify
—nothing can matier much, and to
them 1t will bring happiness.”

‘lhat was how it came to pass that
Joseph Hulliday’s task, the following
morning, was made so much easier for
him thn he had anticipated.

He came to call upon his  girls in
Pont Street before they -went on 1o
Slay. at his senior partper’s in Crom-
well Houid, and by Lady Lessiter’s invi-
tation he siayed to iuncheon. Mr.
Hulliday was at the very bottom of his
heart a litile bit afraidg of hig daugh-
ters; sinc: his wife’s death they had
lived a goud deal away from him with
their mo.her’s relutions in Canada; he
had been glad enough to be
them when they weie children, bui by
unrll bye, when they came Lome 1o live
w.th him, h: found himseif out
sympithy wish h'm. '|h. hearts of
children are easily caught and entwin-
ed to those wi.h whom  their daily
lives are spent, but  when all that
early time is over, and grown-up sons
and daughters, with fized opinions and
feelings of their own, come back like
strungers (o iheir father s house, then
It is not easy 10 awaken that filial de-
voulon s that bas been allowed to lapse
«nd become as nothing in their lives.

Angel and Dulcie were devoted to each
oiher, and they were very defereniia]
Lo their father. They never rebelled
aguainst his authority, or questioned
any of his decrees, but they belonged
to each other more than they belong-
ed (o him. H> felt it, and yet he
co:ld n t compliin of it, Angel wus
col.ly submi-sgive to him, Dulice coldly
contempluous. They were quite pro-
perly and dutifully affectionate, but
l)}»ylive'd lives that were apart from
h}<, They were out of sympathy with
him.

‘Thus, it was with
of inward trepidation that, after lunch
at Lady Lessiter's was over, Mr. Halli-
day requested his eidest daughter to
give him a few minutes’ private con-
versation. Venetia and Dulcie went
upstairs, and Angel and her father
were left alone inthe dining room
amongst the remains of the feast.
_Joseph Halliday, had, after due- de-
]‘lh(’rﬂlinn, fixed upon Angel as the sub-
Ject of his discourse from several m-
portant reasons.

Angel was the eldest.
decidedly the handsomest.
always been the mostL
docile. Supposing
gel would be less

no small amount

Angel was
Angel had
tractable and
all went wrong, An-
alarming in direct

of |

ntaconisn_: to his schemes, than would
more impetuous and versatile sis-
ter, and, moreover, Matthew Dane .was
certain to like her the best. Therefore
it was to Angel that he addressed him-
self, The conversation that took place
between them was as follows.

“ My dear, I wish to say a few words
to you alone.”

*“ Yes, papa.’

“I would rather you did not men-
on what I am about to say to you
to your sister. Kindly promise me this,
my dear.”

*“ I will promise it to you, papa.’

“You are going this atternoon to
atay with my talented and esteemed
Senior partner, Mr. Matthew Dane.”

“ Yes, papa.”

“I trust you will do ali you can to
make yourself thoroughly pleasant to
btm and to his invalid wife.”

“You may be sure of that, papa.”

“Your future life very much de-
pends upon yourself §”

** Indeed, papa ¢"

“ Yes, Mr. Matthew Dane has ane-
phew, Geoffrey Dane. If you remember
he came down to us for a Sunday ‘once
in the winter."”

“1 remember.” Hitherto Angel’s
eyes had wandered away over the flow-
er boxes into the street. Now, with a
sudden flagh, they fixed themselves
upon her fathers face. They looked
wide awake and full of attention.

“ 1 daresay you will meet him very
often at his upcle's.”

“Shall we, papa #”

“ Very oiten. Did you like what you
Saw of him, my love ¢~

Lhis time Amge! paused Sust long
enough to count ien.

Then she answered somewhat slow-

“ I think I liked him, decidedly.”

“Iam glad of that, my child, because
that makes evérything easy and plea-
sant. Well, my dear, you must under-
stand that it is very possible that
Geoffrey Dane may bea very rich man
some day."”

" How interesting,” murmured An-
gel,” with a faint sarcasm, which her
father was far from perceiving.

“ Very rich, indeed,” he repeated im-
pressively. ‘It is his uncle's purpose
to take him into the business as part-
1ner—as junjor partner—in which case,
jat his uncle’s death and my own, he
[will inherit the {whole of the magnifi-
{cent business of Dane and Trichet.”

As Mr. Halliday spoke these last
words, he swept out his arms with a
wide encirciing gesture, as though to
express the vast magnitude of the idea
he wap embodying.

“ Lucky Mr. Geoffrey Dane,” said An-
I gel, coolly fixing her quiet eyes sol-
(‘emnly upon her father's face.
| Perhaps she was impressed, perhaps
| she was only secretly loughing at him.
| Joseph Halliday did not exactly know.
He only felt rather uncomfortable.
"Ahem—yes—lucky as you say, my
love. Bul all this is upon one condi-
tion, mind ;” peinting his fat forefing-
er at his daughter’s face, “and that
one condition, my love, is that Geof-
irey Dane marries one of my daugh-
ters.”

It was his coup d’etat! He expected
that it would have a great effect upon
| her, that she would start sensational-
| ly, exclaim dramaticaily, or, at the very
|least, blush vividly with maidenly
surprise. Angel did neither the one
nor the other—she smiled.

“Is this an offer of marriage, papaf”
she enquired tranquilly.

“ Tut, tut—my dear. How you dorun
away with things, you girls. Nothing
of the sort—nothing of the sort. Only
you will understand it is a scheme be-
tween Matthew Dane .and myself.
Why, Geoffrey himself, lucky dog,
knows nothing of it, yet.”

"Perhaps his uncle  is braking it
to him at this very moment " suggest-
ed Angel, coolly. “It's always nice to
think that people are well grounded 1n
the parts they are expected to perform.’

Again Mr. Halliday experienced that
vague sensation of discomfort and be-
’ wilderment.

- “Yes, quite 8o, love. Ahem, well,
all T want you to understand is that
I have promised Mr, Dane that no silly
(sentimental objections to so admirable
a plan for the future of two young
persons, who in station and age are
admirably suited to one another, shall
arise from you. Do you fellow me, An-
gel 2

“Yes, I think I do, papa,” she said
slowly. “ You mean that when Mr.
Geoffrey Dane shall vouchsafe to ask

|

sid Uffme to marry him, [am to accept him«
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| dutifully and gratefully. Is that it?”
| “Well, you needn’t have put it quite
80 plainly, perhaps, but still—well, yes—
| that’s about the upshot of it, I suppose.
| Will you promise me this, Angel ¢”

“Yes, papa. I will promise,” she an-
| swered quietly.
? It was the
spair.

Mr. Halliday gave secret thanks to
Jthe Almighty, in that he had been so
| singularly blessed in the possession of
] a daughter so dutiful and so fully alive

to the responsibilities of her position.

quietness of utter '‘de-

CHAPTER XII.

The City offices of the great house
of Dane and Trichet were by no means
of an imposing nature. They were sit-
uated-at the end of a narrow cul de
sac, leading out of Cheapside, which
terminated in a small, square, stone-
paved court, round which dingy four-
storeyed houses of smut-begrimed brick
had frowned dismally at one another
for upwards of a century. The square
consisted of about a dozen houses, in
the centre one of which, facing the
street that led to it, the great mer-
cantile house carried on its existence.
It could not be distinguished by any
outward evidences of wealth and pros-
perity from its poorer neighbours, nor
were its windows ome whit brighter,
or its stone window mouldings one
atom less broken down and dilapidated
than those of its fellows on either side
of it, that were in an altogether lower
sphere of existence, so to speak, to it-
self. If you went in through the door-
way over the well-worn stone thres-
hold—worn by the footsteps of many
merchant princes, who had come and
gone backwards and fdrwards across
it—you came into a small outer ves-

tibule, where sat a respectable elder-|
ly man in a livery coat and brass but-
tons, who acted as porter, and who
had sat there for the last fifty years.
Passing this individual, you came at
once into the clerks’ offices, two lofty
rooms, opening one out of the other,
with handsome stuccoed ceilings and
heavy oaken panellings ; the outer room
was occupied by six young men, of ‘the
usual type of City clerks, unremarkable
in fade or feature, shabby-genteel as
to clothing, and for the most part me-
diocre in ability. They worked, how-
ever, like machines, coming early and
staying late, eating their luncheons out
of paper parcels, furtively pulled out
of their pockets, and living from Mon-
day to Saturday mornings solely upon
the prospect and the retrospect of the
blissful Saturday afternooms and Sun-
days, when most of them * cycled ”
themselves away over the green-bhorder-
ed high roads of Hertfordshire and
Kent, in search of a stock of health
and fresh air, apon which to renew
the monotonous labours of the ensu-
ing week. No doubt they were exceed-
ing ‘useful, to their employers, and fill-
ed, each in his humble sphere, a nook
in the ccnstruction of the Great House,
from which the Great House could not
easily have spared ome of them.

The inner, or second room—with
which this tale is more intimately con-
cerned—was smaller and more select ;
it contained threé -men only, all of
them gentlemen by birth, and each of
them possessing in dignity his own lea-
ther chair and his own writing table,
Of these thee, more anon.

A short passage led through a glass
door to another room beyond. This was
smaller and dingier than either of the
others, ‘but was of infinitely greater
importance, being, in fact, the private
room of Mr. Dane himself, and being
in consequence invested with a cer-
tain mysterious solemnity, not unmix-
ed with awe in ithe minds of all the
young men, both commén and select,
who sat without.

——
CHILBLAINS ARE FROST BOILS.

Remedles for Them Not Numerous—Treat-
ment That May Prevent Them.

‘When winter brings a crop of chil-
blains on the feet, and perhaps on the
hands also, it cannot be called an en-
joyable season. The susceptibility to
these pests varies in individuals. Af-
ter they have once made their appear-
ance they are likely to come again in
the same place where they have been
before.

With many people the beginning of
cold weather is accompanied by the
first throbs of pain in the spot where
htere has baen a chilblain in preceding
winters. Then the afflicted place
swells and becomes inflamed until a
shoe is hardly to be endured. If noth-
ing is done to check their progress,
chilblains sometimes coms to head 3ind
break open like a boil. In fact, the
German name, “frosgt boil,” accurately
describes the nature of the disease. In
Germany, owing in part probably to
the mature of thz climate, which makes
the cold peculiarly penetrating and
stinging, and in part to houses being
80 poorly warmed that the inmates
constantly have cold hands and feet,
this affliction seems much more com-
mon and more severe than here. Music
students sometimes have their hands
80 covered with chilblains that it is
difficult for them to 1;racti(~e.

Chilblains are a blood di‘sease. The.
cold acts on some people as a blood poi-
son, and these troublesome boils result.
The remedy is not to be found in out-
ward applications only, although those
may give relief; but something must
be taken to restore the blcod to a heal-
thy condition. Tablets composed of
one-fourth of a grain of calcium sul-
phide is recommended by a physician
as a blood purifier. One of. these is
to bg takem three times a day for three
or four days, when the chilblains first
start. - No medicine can worke a per-

anent cure, because whenever the
hands and feet become thoroughly cold
the diseasad condition of the blood will
return.  The remedy should be kept
at hand and repeated as many times
during the winter as any signs of the
chilblains appear. Sulphur is also
sometimes given where the chilblains
are of long standing. The same rem-
edy ‘is also used where there .is a con-
stitutional tendency to corns.

As an outward application for chil-
blains various plast:rs and washes are
recommended. A cloth smeared with
vasgline bound on the foot at night
will take out the inflammation and
soreness. Both arnica lotion
alum water rubbed in several times a
day are good remedies. These are
especially useful when chilblains are
on the hands, where plasters would be
inconvenient.

There is little hope of getting rid of
chilblains after their coming is once
established as a habit, unless great
care is taken toavoid their cause. That
lies in violent changes of tempera-
ture as much as in exposure to cold.
The fect and hands should be care.
fully protected from cold, and if chill-
ed they should not be held near g hot
fire. The hands should not be put in-
to very hot or cold *water, and after
washing it is well to rub both hands
and feet with a little eamphorated oil.
A dry condition of the skin is usually
found with chilblains, which if count-
eracted by the oil and camphor will
oftan drive away chilblains when just
starting.

By taking the proper precautions
against incurring chilblains and using
remedies promptly when they appear
they may be 8o subdued as to give: lit-
tle trouble. But their victim need
have no hope of securing immun-
ity from them in cold weather except
at the price I,\f eternal vigilance.
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A THRILLING EXPERIENCE,

A STORY TOLD BY A WELL-KNOWN
SALVATION ARMY CAPTAIN.

His Body Racked From Head to Feot With.
Rheamatic and Neuraigic Pains—Would
Prefer Death to Undergoing Such Sufe
fering Agiin. !

From the Post, Lindsay, Ont.

It is the lot of but a limited number
of people to enjoy. the confidence of
such an ex ly large circle of
friends and comrad as does Capt.
John A. Brokenshif€, who was recent-
ly interviewed by a Post reporter at
the home of his parents at Rosedale a
pretty hamiet situated at the head of
Balsam river in Victoria county, where
the ‘elder Mr. Brokenshire, who has
reached the three-score yearsand ten,
has held the position of lockmaster for
the past twenty-two years. Capt.
Brokenshire, the subject of this article,
is 34 years of age, is well-known and
highly respectad throughout many of
the leading cities ' and towns of On-
tario, where, during his seven years
service in Salvation Army work he
has come in contact witha large num-
ber of people. He has been stationed
at Toronto, Montreal, Peterboro, Ot-
tawa, Morrisburg and minor places,
and at one time was a member of a
travelling S. A. string band. The
following is Capt. Brokenshire’s
own statement: — “I . had been
slightly troubled with rheumatic pains

or several years, and had to
give up the Army work om different
occasions on account of my trouble.

When stationed in Morrisburg four

years ago, I me completely un-

fitted for work, as I suffered terribly
with pains in the back of my neck,
down my é£houlders and arms and
through my body. in fact I had pains
of astinging muscular nature from

the back of my head to my toes. I

could not bend my head forward if I

got -the whole of Canada to do so, and

when in bed the only slight rest I got
was with a large pillow under my
shoulders, thus letting my head hang
backward. I could not get up, but
had toroll or twist myself out of bed,
asmy spine seemed tobe affected. My
medical adviser pronounced my trouble
neuralgia and rheumatism combined,
which he said had gone through my
whole system. He prescribed for me,
but the medicine gave me no relief. I
tried various other remedies but they
were of no avail. Believing my case
to pe hopeless 1 determined to start
for my home in Rosedale, but the jar-
ring of the train caused such terrible
agony I was compelled to abandon the
trip at Peterboro’, where I was laid
up for three weeks, when I finally
made a herculean effort and reached
home.. As my mother says, “I looked
like an old man of 90 years of age
when she saw me struggling with the
aid of two heavy canes to walk from

the carriage to the house.” At home I

received every possible attention and

all the tregfments that kind friends
suggested, but I was constantly going

from bad to worse. In January, 1896,

after many months of untold agony,

I determined to try Dr. Williams’ Pink

Pills, having read so much in the news-

papers of the great benmefits received

by others from their use. To make sure
of getting the genuine article I sent
direct to the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co.
at Brockville, for the PPlls. After tak-

ing two boxes I noticed a slight im-

provement in my condition which gave

me some encouragement and I kept on
until I had taken twelve boxes, al-
though before I got through with the

sixth I could go to bed and enjoy a

good night’s rest, such as T had not

done for years. I never at any time
enjoyed better health than I am doing
at present. Since my recovery I have
induced several friends to take Pink

Pills for various troubles, and in each

case they have effected cures.

The above is a voluntary and correct
statement of the facts of my case and I
trust that many olhers may by reading
this, receive the blessing that I have.
If necessary Iwould make am affidavit
to the above facts at any time.

CAUGHT IN A BEAR TRAP,

1)
1]

Canadian Half-Breed Was Three Nights
and Four Days Without Food.

Last epring there occurred at Green
Lake, a hundred and thirty miles
north-west of Prince Albert, Saskatch-
ewan, an accident which /illustrates
Ilhs stoical character of the Indian or
half-breed. A French half-breed nam-
ed Merasty was setting a bear trap
near Green Lake. He accidentally
sprung the trap and was pinned fast
by ths logs intended to catch bears.
H> wasknocked prostrate, and his
right arm and right lep were held so
[fast by the heavy logs that to move
ywas impo:sibl:s. H> was sus’'aining the
{weight of tweniy-five logs. Thatisa
|very cpi.rsely settled part of the coun-
try ¢nd the probability of being rescu-
ed from his agonizing position  was
smull indeed. The bones in his arm
{and l>g had been crushed. But he did
[no‘ despzir. With his free hand he
jm n g:d to secur: th> butcher kuife
he ualways carried, and at once began
cutting the log, but as he was so much
exhausted and being able to use only
his left hand and that only
with extreme difficuliy, he made slow
p ogress, With fortitude equalled by
f-w he succeeded in cutting the six-
inch pine log half in two. But he
could do no more, and lost conscious-
ness. H: remained in the bear trap
three nights and four days with no-
thing to eat or drink, and nothing but
death staring him in the face. In the
meantime, Merasty’s wifz wondered
what detained her husband so long,
and, at last, thinking some accident
must have happened, she staried out to
the bear trap. Of course she believed
Merasty dead, but she speedily 1.fied.
one by one, thelogs from the trap,and
happy torelate she arrived in time to
save the life of her husband. Merasty
is still alive and lives at Green ‘Lako,
but hel will always carry the marksof
‘h> adventure which wo.ld undoubted-
ly have proved fatal but for the fortun-
ate assistance from his wife. J




