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12 THE ORITIO.

“1'll get you to leave it for a few days loogor. I must get a {rame for it,
i\/l A TT Matt, and then you shall have it all complete. Now, let me look at you,
* agein,” he said, taking her by both hands and looking up at her sunny
face.
A TALE OF A CARAVAN. “ Are you pleased? Will you take care of the picture for the painter’s
(Continued.) sake?”’ )
——— Matt's snswer was embarrassing. She quietly sat down on his knee and
“Don't you belleve him, sir,” said the old salt, **if he tells you he's|gave hima smackl?g kiss. ,
poor, He's a shark, Willlam Jones is, snd couldn’t own up even to his “ Matt | Matt " he cried. “ You musn't,”

own father. It's my belef he's gold hidden somewhore among them sand-| _ DBut she put her warm arm round his neck aud rested her choek agoinst

bills, let alone what he’s got in the savings bank., Ah, he's an artful one, | hisshoulder.

is William Jones.” “I should like to have pretty dresses and gold bracelets and thingsand
Brinkley had said nothing of his own private suspicious, but had merely | to go away from Willlam Jones and stay with you.” , ,

introduced In a general way the subject of Jones' worldly positisn, Further “ My dear,” said Briokloy, laughiog, * you ceuldn't. It wouldn't be

conversation with Tim, who bad made a few straggling acquaiotances in the | proper.” .

district, corroborated the other's testimony, Tne youog man bzcame more **Why not ?” asked Matt, simply.

convinced that William Jones was worth studyiog. “The world is censorious, little one. I ama yousg man; you are a
Matt hed not turned up that morning. Instead of looking after her, | youog lady. We shall have to shake hands soon and say good-by. There,

Briokley took another stroll towards the vicinity of the Devil's Caldron, | there,” he contioued, seelng her eyes fill with tears. * I'm dot gone yet. I

He had not gone far before he discovered that hewas watched again. The | shall stay ss long as I can, only—really—you must look upon me as quite

figure of Wiiliam Jones followed in the distance, but keeping him well in | a0 old fellow. I am awfully old, you know, compared to you.’

view. . He geotly disengaged himself, and datt sat down on a camp-stool close
It was certainly curlous, by. Her face had grown very wistful and ead. .
He walked over to the cliffs and looked down at the scene of yesterday's | Matt,” he said, anxious to change the subject, *tell me somethiog

bathing adventure. A strong wind was blowing, and the waves were surg- | more about William Jones. .

ing up the rocks with deafening roar and foamy spume. The place looked | ‘I bate William Jones. I hate everybody—Dbut you.

very ugly, particularly near the Caldron. All the passage was churned to “ Really 1

milky white, and the sound from b=neath was, to use an old s'mile, like the “Yes, I do.”

roar of isnumerable chariots. “Well, I feel gre.:atly flattered. But abou! the gentle Jones? Yousay
He glanced over his shoulder and saw the head of William Jones eagerly | he was out all last night?”

watching, the body being hidden in intervening rock. Matt nodded. R .
“ Strange ! he reflected. My predatory friend can’t keep his treasure, “ He goes out nigh every night,” she said, ** and often don’t come home

if he possesses any, down in that watery gulf. Vet whenever I come near [ till moroing.  Sometiaes he finds things and brlags ‘em. H2 finds bits o’
it his manner tells me that I am ¢ warm,’ as they say in the game of hide [ g0ld and old ropes, and bottles o’ rum.”
and seek.” “Very odd. Where?”
To test the matter a little further he set offon a brisk walk along the *“ He don't teil ; I koow.” .
cliffs, leaving the Caldron behind. He found, as he suspected, that he was | I wish you'd tell me, Matt. Do. I have a particular reason for want-
no looger followed. Returning as he came, and resuming his old position, | ing the information.’
he saw William Jones immediately reappear. Matt hesitated. ) ) )
That day be discovered no clue to the mystery, nor the next, nor the| * You won'tsay Itold? Wiliam Jones would be dowrright wild, he
next again, though on each day bhe went through a similar peiformance. WOU]d-' . i
Strange to say Matt did not put in an appearance, and for reasons of his|  ‘ I'll keep the secret faithfully. Now 7" )
own he had thought it better not to seck her. Thus urged, Matt informed her friend that on two occasions, out of
On the morning of the third dsy—a dark, chilly morniog, after 2 night | curiosity, enc had followed her guirdian ou his nighily pilgrimages and
of rain—Tim put his head into the cavaran, where his master was seated at watched him go in tke direction of the Davil's Caldron. Onbath occaslons

his easel, and grinned delightedly. the night was very dark. On getting clear of the coast-guard station, and
¢ Mr, Charles! She's come, sor !" among the sandhills, Jones had lighted a lantern which he carried. Trem-
% Who the deuce has come ?” cried Brinkley. bling and afraid she had followed the light slong the chffs, then ou: among
¢ The lady, your honor, to have her picitte taken. Will I show her [the sandhills.  But all at once the light and its brarer had disappzared into
iato the parlor?” the solid earth, leaviog her 1o find her way homs in terror.
But as be spoke Matt pushed him aside and entered. She wore her| = The explanation of all this was, in M2tt's opinicn, very slmple. Wil-
best clothes, but looked a little palc and anxious, Briokley thought, greet. | liam Jones was a bad man and weat to visit the fairies.”
ing her with a fawiliar nod. * Yes,” she cricd, **and every time he goes the fairies give him summat,
“So you've come ot lsst} Tim, get out, yourascal. I thought you had | and he briogs it home.” . .
given me up.”  Each ume you followed him,” asked Brinkley thoughtfully, “he dis-

He assumed a coldoess, though he felt it not, for he kad made up his | 3ppeared at about the same place 2 . )
mind oot to * encourage " the young person. “ Yes,” said Matt, “ and the light acd him eunk right down and never

**1 couldn’t come before, they wouldn't let m2.  Bat last pight Willjam | corne up 383i°-"‘

Joues he didn't come home, and I broke open the box and took out my * * * * * *
clothes acd ran straight off here.” The result of the information thus commuaizated was to leava the youog
Het face clouded as she proceeded, for she could not fail to notice the | man of the caravan far more curious than ever, Iz determined toturo the
coolness of the young man’s greeting. tables on William Joncs, and to watch his movements, oot in the daytime,
“ Well, since you have come, we'll get to work,” said Brinkley. ¢ It's | bat during the sumer night, waitieg for his appzarance in th: immoadiate
chilly and damp outside, so we’ll remain here ia shelter.” neighborhood of the Devil's Csldron.

Matt took off her hat and wuen proceeded to divest hersclf of her coarae The firat night he saw nothing—it was stormy, with wild gusts of »io.
jacket, revesling for the first time the low-nccked silk dress beneath. | The secord vight was equally uneventful. Nothing daunted L. zcut fora
Meantlme the youog man placed the sketchin position. Turning presently, | third and last time, and lay io the moonlight on the cliffs, lo:klog towards
he beheld Matt's transformation. the village.

Old and shabby as the drees was, torn here and there, and revealiog be- The pight was dark and cloudr, bat from time to tim: the mooa came
neath glimpses of cosrse stockings and clumsy boots, it became ber , out witk sudden Lrilliacce ot the sez, which was gertly stirred by a brecz:
wonderfully. As aresult of much polishiog with sosp and water her face Vercm the land.

shooe agaip, 20d her atms and neck were white as snow. Thus attired e waited for sevcral hoars.  About midoight he rose to go homa.
Maut looked no longer a long, ehambling girl, but a tall, bright, resplendent As Lc did eo he was staniled by the sound of oars, and, lying down,
young lady. ; perceived a small baat approaching on a silver patch of moorlit sea.

It was no use. Briokley could not conceal his admiratian, Mait's arms The moca came out, and he saw that the occupant of the boat was a
alone were cnough to mzke s painter wild with delight. solitary man,

* Why, Matt, you lock pesitively mayo.ficent. I Lad no idea you were It ap;roached rapidly, tuaking direet fur the Davil's Caldron. Lyiog
80 prey.” down on his face and peeping over, Brinkley siw it stcp just outside tac

The girl blushed with pleasure, , passage, whilo the man stood up, stooped, hifted somethiog heavy from the

* * * * * i * * ; bottom and threw it overboard. Then, afier watchicg £31 2 moment a dark

The young man worked away for 2 goad hour anda half, at the cod of | ot ject whick drifted shorcward, right into the Caldron, he rowed zway
which timc he put the finishing touch to the sketch. ———

“ Finis coronat opus !” be cried. ** Look, Mait{” ‘ * IT CURED MOTHER."

Matt examined the pictui¢ with uncuucealed dejight. It was herecif a | PNTL s, - My uotter 5as suuenia g fnom dygepepraa and iad oo appetite. Everytuing

farled Lo vmze Lor wntal cne day. wii o visiticg & fricnd's houss, I saw a bottle of B 1S,

litle idealized, but quite charactenstic acd altcgether charming.
) d b log | 1t va the talilo 3 on inoaizing what they used it for, I 2oon found cat what it cared, and

* May I take it home ?” she asked, cager'y.

when 1 went beie Gl mostiet sho slicuas Ury 1 o alo aaid sho Lad no faith in anything
and oyt Lotep it. Nedwitistaviiiog ot olyection I weat in tin eveniog and brought
EHT ROF KsSA hame a It 1 it was in the birse for a week b-fore we ool ivdice her ¢ take “i
1 s S 4 At 125, 1% A0 WAS jetun,: woro all the tme, e cun-entad oty g, and on taking ha!
HALIGO Z\ IAN tiso bottle found it was curing her.  Aonther ledtle cured her und wo lelicve raved Ler
Madeoat : RAGIC, hife, We aronever without B, B, B, now. It is sach a kol remnidy for headacho as wel?,
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