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CHAPTER XXI.

Arrest and Re-arrest, Rather Mixed.

There is two hours difference betwe:n
Western Coast (or Pacific) time, and that
of Winnipeg. So that when the Smiihs
were receivings the telegram, as recount-
ed in the last chapter, at mid-day, Mrs.
.and Miss: Alymer were only finishing
breakfast at Krank Knoll, the house which
they had taken on the outskirts of Vic-
toria.

Their days passed quietly now, not for
want of opportunity for gaiety, for Vie-
toria lets itself go in winter, and among
the naval and military officers quartered
there, of course the Aylmers had friends.
But though they did not altogether es-
chew such opportunities for recreation as
came their, way, Ruth’s chief pleasure
was still in  the weekly letter which, after
various vicissitudes, arrived each Wednes-
day from the head-waters of the Fraser.
It was Wednesday today, and while her

“ mother glanced over the columns of the
Viotoria Colonist, Kuth was looking out
for the postman.

“Here he comes, mother,” she said, as
ghe saw’ his neat fur cap with the red
“tuque” showing ar the corner oflthe
road, “and there is someone with him—
who can it be?” .

But Ruth was not long in doub:t, for,
as she showed herself at the window,
Horace waved his arm.

“Mother, it’s Horace!”

“Oh! dear, 1 hope that nothing has
happened,” said Mrs. Aylmer nervously;
for Horace had not been expected back
for some weeks yet, nor had his last
Jeiter given any hint of a change of plan.

“Happened! why look at him, mother!
If anything has happened, he does not
seem much the worse for it. Send for
some more breakfast, dear; I'm going to
let him in.”

Certainly, if further proof were needed,
Horace’s appetite soon dissipated any re-
maining fears that Mrs. Aylmer might
have entertained that anything was
wrong with his health. He had come
dressed like a miner this time, and he ate
like a miner and a cowboy rolled into
one!

“And now you want to know what
‘brings me back,” he said, as he at length
put down his knite and fork. “Ruth,
you agreed to marry an honest, hard-
working farmer, and you are going to
be cheated, you are now engaged to a
common, vulgar millionaire!”

Then he told them the siory.

“] won’t say millionaire, perhaps,” he
concluded; “that was a touch of poetry.
Nor even a quarter of a millionaire even,
as they count them out here, reckoning
in dollars; but all the s.me, my share
of that bit of metaic r e: mo>w lying
at the Molson’s Bank will come in very
nicely for the furnishing. Ruth, we will
cut a dash a~d have a real piano instead
of a harmonium, which is the usual in-
strument on the prairies. But after I
have made myself a little presentable,
we will go round and see it. There is
going to be a regular show this afternoon
in the manager’s room, local business men
and the reporters, and so on, before it
goes off to be assayed. Champagne and
speeches, and so on, I suppose.”

“I hope they won’t drink so much
champagne that they wil let someone run
off with the nugz et.” said Ruth.

“If they did, Molson's would have to
fork up. Don’t be afraid, I shall be
thére; and, what is more to the poin‘,
so will Sandy. You don’t know Sandy.
I left him breakfasting at a hotel opposite,
and he wouldn’t sit except at a window
where he could see the bui ding. Molson’s
wasn’t going to run away while he was
there to stop it!”

The private view came off, and made
a great local splurge, and furnished much
copy for the Victoria and other western
papers. Sandy, of course, staying in the
bank until the nugget had. before his
eyes, been once more deposited in the
safe; whereby he was the recipient of
not a little chaff from Horace. It al-
most seemed as if Horace was determined
to do Ned’s share of lau hinz and his
own too, for Ned was not with them, hav-
ing branched off at the main line of the
C. P. R. to Winnipeg. For Horace, who
used to be rather reserved, was now ex-
panding. In truth, in Ca~adian parlance,
he was feeling good. Everything had
turned out well, ten times better than he
had had any right to expect. And, to
crown all, Ruth was here.
that he was in the vest of spirits.

Yet a day later-he began to have doubts
whether the cares of his new-found wealth
were not beginning to tell on him al-
ready. He hardly liked to-admit it; but

he had a sort of feeling that when he
went out he was being followed. At last,.
on the third day, the feeling grew so!

strong that he decided to speak to Sandy
about it.
“It is so,” rephed the latter, “and I
was going to speak to you myself.”
“What! have you been followed too?”

“Deil a bit—but Ah’ve noticed that ye

were followed.”

“What the deuce can be their idea?
There can’t be any crooks so simple as
to think that I carry our nugget about
with me.”

“They’ll be wantin’ tac scrag ye, doon
some infamous place, an’ not release ye
till ye pay sae mooch. Ah! there’s some
muckle villains i’ th’ worrld!” ~

“But good gracious! What’s to be done?
I can’t go towthe police. They’d laugh
at me. I tell you what, Sandy, do you
feel inclined to lend me a hand?”

“Aye! that Ah wull!”

“Well, then, this shall be our plan.

I'll come from the Aylmers to see you|

at nine o’clock tonight. After staying
five minutes or so, talking to you in the
rotunda of the hotel, I will leave, turn
to the right, and walk slowly to the
main street, turn to my right again, and
go on till T come to the cross car lines.
You give me three minutes’ start, then
come on in my tracks. If
works all right, our
between us. What T come to the cross
car lines, I shall turn round. If we’ve
got him sandwiched, you stop under a
Jamp post and take out your handker-
chief with a flourish. Then I'll walk on
to the right again where the road goes
right out into the country, and we’ll get
our gentleman all to ourselves in a quiet
place; then we can close up the ranks a
bit and have a little serious talk with
bhim.” :
This plan was carried out that evéning
4o the letter. From the time that Horace
«quitted the rotunda of Sandy’s hotel till
He reached the point agrzed on, where
one street-car track crossed another, he
did not look round, walking slowly and
swinging his stick. Then, stationing him-

' great flourish; then,

_expected

No wonder |

Christmas Spirit Hovers Over Gotham

CHRISTMAS TREER
OTEEET. < .
New York, Dec. 19—Chmistmas trees
are pouring inbo New York to help its
citizens t:m.ke merry in hhe holidays, and
very few will be left unsold when the
market closes on Christmas eve.
Balsams and spruces from the Cana-
dian border may be had at Washington

HEADQUARTERS IN WEST
-~

KEEPING

_SALVATION A®MY LASSIE, |
1 THE, TOT BOILING

WASHINGTON

CooD THINGS FOR XTTAS DINNER IN
MARKE

L -

Market for from seventy-five cents for a from which the green branches in all di-|(boy and girl in the city primarily get riors who have been conquered but not

bundle of little ones suitable for decora- | rections, are three dollars apiece.
tive use to $10 for a big one such as are|
used in churdhes. !

Among the Christmas greens mistletoe
is the aristocrat in price. The smalles.
epraye sell at the street booths for fif-
teen cents each. Very beautiful pieces,

neighborhood of West street, bordering
North River, or the streets adjacent to

their holiday spruce or pine for Old Saint

Here, stacked up in tall, irregular rows,
rope bound to prevent disfigurement,
stand thousands upon thousands of

having a knot of wood in the centre, jtree headquarters, the spot whence everyiof the forest, they now stand like war-

subdued, overpowered by the ruthless

Nowhere else in the city is the Christ- ! Nick to decorate on Christmas morning. hand of the lumber men of the Maine
mag spirit mome prevalent than in the|

| forests,
| FKor days the Salvation Army lassies
have held sway at the street corners, col-

Washington Market, for between Park opruce and hemlock trees aewaiting pur- lecting coins for a hig dinner on Christ-
place and Fulton street is the Ohristmas chasers, Formerly the pride and glory mas to persons too poor to provide one

I for themselves.

he halted, turned as if to survey the long
vista of the well-lit Main Street, and at
once made out Sandy’s tall figure. There
was one individual between them. As he
looked, Sandy, in his turn, halted in the
light, and, drawing out a huge handker-
chief like a small tablecloth, gave it a
with  a trumpet
sound, fit to awaken the Seven Sleepers,
blew his nose. Horace turned again to-
wards the open country, and continued
to stroll on as before. When he found
himself in what he judged to be a. suffi-
ciently unfrequented neighborhood, he
again stopped. As he did so, some foot-
steps behind him stopped also. He turn-
ed round and strolled slowly back. A
passing street-car now gave sufficient light
to show that he and Sandy were closing
on a fairly tall but very sturdy-looking
man, dressed in an ulster and cheap furl
cap, who, a big stici tucked unde- his |
arm, was making a great show of lightln;i
his pipe. Horace and Sandy reached him
at ‘the same moment, and the stranger
politely turned half round so that his
stick should not block the side-walk, and |
struc: another match. Appirently, he|
that they would pass on; “ha
did not secm to suspect any connivance
between the two.

“Now, i !” sad Horace <ternly; “per-
haps you wil kin ly inform me what you
mean by dosging my foot tens al over
the city this last day or two?”

“] don't knov what you are talking
about,” said the man, looking un. “I
have not be: f llowiig you or anyoze
else. 1 believe that I have a right to
use the public streets.”

In spite of his certainty, Horace was
shaken. His tone was that of an  linary
Western Canadian; not very refined, per-
haps, but the voice of an honest respect-
able man. Nor was his face, which Horace
now saw close for the first time, at all
like the face of the typical crook, it was
more—though just then Horace did not
think of it— like that of the typical police
man. Could he have been mistaken after
all? However, Sandy -now interposed:

“It’s a dommed lee, ye are followin’
him; Ah saw ye layin’ for him in th’
saloon, opposite th’ hotel. Ye watched
him coom oot, an’ ye followed him oot.
When he ganged fast ye ganged fast, an’
when he ganged slaw, ye ganged slaw, Ah
tell ye Ah’ve been abint ye all the road.
Noo then, what’ll ye be havin’ t’say for'
yourself?”

“Yes,” said Horace; “what have you!
got to say for yourself? Out with your;
reason, if you have any, before we march
you off to the police station.”

“Eh?’ said the man, fairly amazed.

“Take you to the police-station, I said,”’

“«

One Section of the Canal Swept by Flood

mtnmmm

Washington, D. C., Dec. 15.—Although canal work for only tho days, he said.
‘he fact is little known and less apprecia- | “The result,” Mr. Stevens declares, ‘‘sat-
ted in the United States, the Panama !isfies me the canal work is not likely to
Canal suffered, on December 3 last, from | be seriously retarded by flood. This was

2 | the worst since 1879. Within thirty-six
the Wm’;t flood recorded on the isthmus hours after its occurrence trains on the
since 1879.

Panama Railroad, which are necessary to
The great ditch between Empire and

the continuance of the work, were in mo-
Las Cascadas, which is the region where |tion. It is against the Panama Railroad
much of the great excavation will be done, | that the flood is most dangerous. The ex-
was, by the overflow of the Obispo River, | tent to which the canal can be damaged
converted 'into a torrential stream. The is only the extent to which the railroad
Obispo poured into the canal in a volume | can be injur it
125 feet wide and 25 feet high, eubmerg-l The Obispo River runs very close to the
ing all work tracks, surrounding every | canal at certain points. It is fed by rivers
steam shovel so deeply as to cover the | and creeks from the mountains and in the
working machinery, and bringing all work | rainy season frequently rises to great
to a standstill. heights. Such was the case on November
Despite the violence of this flood, which | 3. The gap where the river broke into the
came almost at the end of the rainy sea- | canal cut during the president’s visit was
"flled up with a mass of old French dump

TLOOD IN COLLERA CUT , DANAMA CANAL o= &

son, Chief Engineer John F. Stevens is e
repeated Horace, fairly roused. “Do you congratulating himself on the manner in cans and earth, the whole forming a dam.

think that you are going -to be allowed which the canal withstood nature’s attack. The downpour of December 3 subjected the

dam to a fearful strain.

The dump cars, according to reports re-
ceived in the Canal Commission offices
here, held together, but the pressure was
80 great that one end of the improvised
dam was swept away and the river poured
into the canal cut. The gap was widen-
ed until the torrent was 125 feet wide and
25 feet deep. !

The water thus emptied into the cama
took a current of about twelve miles an
hour toward Las Cascadas, north of Em-
pire, in the direction of Colon, the Carib-
bean terminal of the canal. The steam
shovels were so far submerged that their
great cranes stuck irto the air like huge
bowsprits on tug boats. :

Chief Engineer Stevens received at his

beadquarters in Culebra on Monday even- |

ing reports from various points which
showed that the flood was unusual. Indi-
cations were that the torrent in the canal
menaced life at various work villages along
the line. Most of the labor quarters are
located on high ground.

-| arranged.
| The bank advanced a sum of $10,000,

everything |
gentleman will be|

to follow a man all about and annoy him
at your own sweet will, you d— loafer?
Because, if you do, you are likely to find |
yourself mistaken.. Come on, Sandy.”

Suiting the-action to the word, Horace
continued: < |

“My friend here will take one arm, and |
I will take the other, and if you take my'
advice you will come quietly to the Cen-
tral Police Station. If you do, we shall
not hurt you; if you don’t, we may have
to be a little rough, and you will only|
have yourself to thank for it.”

The man was a constable, old in the
service, and with a fairly large criminal|
experience. He was not specially noted
for detective abilities, but was counted |
one of the steadiest men in the Foree,!
so, when Wyndham returned to Vancou- |
ver, he had been given the pompamtive-i

{ly easy job of keeping an eye on him. |

After the communication from England,
Wyndham might have been arrested with-
out further delay. However, the police
had not got a demand for that at Van-
couver, but at Winnipeg only, and, be-'
sides, Horace made no move to get away;
also, Inspector Mackay was expected every
minute, ought to have arrived some hours
before in fact, bemng only delayed by a
block on the line.

As we have said, the constable was an |
old officer, but that evening he was ex-|
periencing the truth of the proverb, one |
is never too old to learn.

“I let ’em lead me away like a d
he said, the

after- !

kid,” telliny story
wards to a friend. “I did really. Scemed |
like a god-d—— dream. Talk about c:tsy’

jobs—shadowing crooks, who walk yout

back to the office, in case you should '
catch cold or hurt your complexion—well,
I should reckon!” E
At the time all he found breath to say
was, “Well! if this ‘don’t beat the god-
dam record!”
*“What’s that you're muttering?”’ cried

Horace. ‘“Any of your cheek now, and
it will be the worse for you” And so|
the pro ession began; and so, to the]

eternal hilarity of poor Constable Ryan's
comrades, it continued right up to the
door of the Central Police Station. Just

The flood caused general suspension of the
i

t

a little valise in his hand, talking to the

Vancouver chief. It was Inspector Mac-

kay.

“Well, chief,” he was saying, “there’s
nothing like getting a thing like this
polished off at once. He might be all right
tomorrow morning, as you say; on the
other hand he might not, and I shall
sleep more comfortably if I knew he is
under lock and key tonight.”

“As you like, inspector; we shall have
to wait till my man reports him in for
the night. Seems a pity to make a scandal
at the house though,” the chief added,
musingly. “If we could only get him
here on some pretext—hullo!”

There was a good deal of noise made as
Horace and Sandy bustled their man up
the steps and into the office; as the
latter, maddened by the grins of such

| of his comrades as were standing round,

began to resist. Had our friends been a
little calmer, they night have thought
it curious that their prisoner should go
comparitively quietly through the streets,
and now begin to give trouble right in
the clutch of the Law. But they just
gave him a shake to make him behave,
then Horace turned to make his com-
plaint to one of the men in unifirm; but,
just then catching sight of the chief, whom
be knew by sight, standing in the cor-

per, addressed him instead.

“Chief,”” he gaid "1 am  glad
L have found you here tonisht;
1 want to ask your - advice ab ut

this fellow here. He has been following me
all over the town lately, and annoying me
so 1 have just taken the liberty to bring
ham here; what’s to be done with him?”

** Y ou—have—brought—him—here?”’

“Yes, 1 thought that was best, though
I own [ felt rather like gving him a
thrashing myselt in-tead. But, between
ourselves, | had a'sort of idea that he
would probably be known here. And per-
haps you would thank me for bringing
him.”

“Well, T must say, inspector, you breed

seli well in the radius of a big arc-licht. inside was a man in an, overcoat, with ' ’em pretty cool in London,” eaid the chief

“Better go '

'tuming to his companion. England. I was a clerk in the bank, and
| ahead.” |1 left suddenly just before the robbery; |
T'hen Inspector Mackay etepped for-'and I can only suppose that they started

ward, touched Horace on the shoulder,and to issue warmnts against anyone of whom
saxd: they had the slightest susp.cion. Now,
“Homace Wyndham, I arrest you on a'somehow or anotuer, they have heard of
charge of murder and burglary, commit- my whereabouts. and some idotic red tape
ted at the premises of the Anglo-Ruri- rule or other makes them arrest me, At
tanian Bank, at London, on the night of all events, that is all 1 can think of to ac-
‘T'uesday, June 21st, of this year. You count for it.” \
need not say anything now to the charge| “Aye, mon, I believe you, as if it were
and 1 warn you that anything you do say mysell,” replied Sandy. “An’ ’tis my own
is hable to be taken down in writing and uncle, d’ye mind, that they say you mur-

vestigation Department, New Scotland
Yard. No warrant is necessary; but 1 have
one, and here 1t i8.”

! For a few minutes Horace was too dazed
i to speak. Then he said, turning to Sandy—
! *1 need not tell you I am quite innocent
Sandy. Not only that, but I can easily
prove it; but not, I fear, till 1 get to

ough, for he knew nothing of the ev.dence,
and rather liked Wyndham’s looks, more
especially as he was quite a local celebrity |
from having been one of the finders of th |
nugget. “We'll treat you as well as we
can; but you are in custody, and must |
come right away to a cell. We’ll put you |
a cot in it, and, for tonight, that’s the
best we can do.”

CHAPTHR XXIL.
“Pawlet Died Yesterday.”

bere are no extradition proceedings to
Pgone through in a British colony; but
few formalities took wup another day,
during which Inspector Mackay chafed a
good deal at what he considered the loose
ways of the colonial police. Not that the
prisoner was not well guarded, for he was;
but pretty well everyone, from reporters
down, who thought they had any busi-|
ness with him and whom he consented to|
sce, was allowed access to his cell. Sund,\',‘;
of course, was one of the first of these]
visitors; and came again later, with the
manager of the local branch of Melson's
Bank. For Horace, though he anticpated
no difficulty in proving his complete in-
nocence, knew that, even so, funds are |
always a good thing to have when one
has a legal defence to see to. Nor is it—|
and for this hint he was indebted to the
trendly - Vancouver chief—always advis-

able that the funds should be directly in

g brings light into B
was formerly dark

m]‘zjoglln?:?ly{:iz fsl‘; o) tion will be .
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Smiths.
Smith’s letter hud gone, his own havingf
boen too late to stop it, partly beciuse he! And yet—? there was so much that he

the prisoner’s possession, or lodged in his
name in a-bank, or sent to him in prison.

3sud1 sums; in fact, it is their duty; and
| the unfortunate accused camnot have the
wse of themn until a magistrate’s order has
! been secured; and this, when there is the
! slightest suspicion that the sum in ques-
|tion may be part of the proceeds of a
| robbery, is often very hard to get.

Horace’s interest in-the nugget lying at’

!a bank at Vancouver, and undoubtedly his
!own, couid not be attached by the Lon-
i don police. So, having seen Sandy and the
}bank manager, and then one of Viectoria’s
| foremost lawyens,

| which Horace handed over to the lawyer,
Mr. Graham, who, on receipt of a code
message, would cable the whole sum to

pected to employ, or to any other given
address. The latter part of the arrange-
ment was Mr., Graham’s; Horace would
never have thought of it.

Properly
Write letters; but he did, and Sandy car-
ried them out and posted them. One was
to Ned, and another to the Smiths, a
third to Mr. Pawlec. He calcuiated that
by sending a letter via New York, it
might reach the old lawyer a day or eo
before his arrival. Then he sat down to
com, ose the hardest letter, yet which

his letter to Ruth. But that letter
never written,

Rauth, warned of what had happened by
the morning paper, and later by a visit
from honest Sandy, who cailed, at Hor-
ace's express request, now that there was
real danger and trouble to be grappled
with, turned out, as is often the case, to
have no nerves at all; but proved herself
the brave, self-reliant, strong-hearted girl
she really was. The jailor's announcement,
“A lady wants\to :ee you, Mr. Wyanuham,
and che chief says you can see her in the
office,” came as Horace still sat, as he
tad sat now for twenty munuies, his pa-
per dated, but otherwse blank, before
him, unable to compose a word.

At the jailo’s wods he jumped up like
a man who did not know what it was to
have a trouble on his mind, and followed
him to the oftice. Without hoping, Hor-

was

wis!.ed—=if that cun b: understood—for
this interview, and now he had it.

It was not at all the conventional in-
terview be.ween the accused man and his
lady love,
smiing; and Rnth hal come prepared to
"keep up hs spirits. It is hardly necessary
to say that, not for an instant did she
think he would have any difficulty in
proving his innocence; but she did not
know- of the comple e alibi wh'eh he had
in Mr. Pawlet’s com any on the night in
question, When he explained this, she
felt no more alarm.

“But, deavest,” she said, “I am sorry
I made you write to put off Mr. Smith
denouncing this Carey.”

“I don’t know, Ruth, probably it marde
no difference one way or the other, the
police are such fools that nothing much
matters what one tells them or doesm’t
tell them. However, think goodness!

vhere's a eol'd British judge and jury in
the background for a plain man to tell his |

tale’ to in a plain way.”
“Then we'll marry, dear, and come out

used against you.” dered. Mr. Policeman, if you want my |btogether” _
“Who the devil are you?” opinion, yu're jest a fule.” “And live in peace, Ruth, ch? I like
“Inspector Mackay, of the Criminal In-| Now, sir,” eaid the chief, kindly en- adventures, but there have been rather’

too many alarums and excumions lately
for. my health.”

Extrao d.nary as it seems to say, and
as it seemed to the constable who stayed
in the room during the interview, they
laughed and joked, and made love like
this for a quarter of an hour, when their
guardian held wp his wawtch warningly as
a signal that the time granted Ruth had
elapsed; then they kissed and said good-
bye.

Back'in his cell Horace lay on his bed
and smoked. He was thinking over
Ruth’s remark about bis letter

had not thought of doing so, partly be-
cause he felt that his own leiter, sent

to Singapore, would be effective in putting
Carey on his guard.

To te.d the truth, he
was now not over-pleased with his own

Bank had, in the first instance, looked

sufficiently supiciows to cau-e a warrant ! .
to be irsued for his arrest; how came it|peg without spuaking to anyone.

that, when Hocking had made a full con-

the following plan was

Mr. Pawlet, whom Horace of coumse ex-'

| They did not
speaking, Horace might not

would . be also tne longest of them all, |

| the train.
|one of the numerous little country

{one from

acé had stopped, without wshing. he had |

| nuisance,

to the]
He bad not told her that Mr.|had learned to love so well,

fession—that was what the papers said—
the warrant had not been at once with-
drawn? It was now several months eince
Hocking’s death. This was a point that
ne.ded clearing up, a point that, the more
he considered it, the less he liked.

There was a big crowd at the wharf to
witness the dejarture of Inspector Mac-
kay and his prisoner; but the crowd were
d sappointed, the inspector and his eharge
kad gone on board at daylight, and were
now comfortably installzd in a lower-deck
cabin, and there remainzd during the
whole of the six hours taken by the trip
from Viecioria, on Vancouver Island, to
Vancouver Town on the mainland. - There
the steamer com=s a'mo-t rizht alongsde
the train, and Hcorac: and the inspector
wene but littl> anncyel changng from
the boat to the section which had been
reserved for them in the tianscontinental
express. At two o'clock the train pulled
out.

“Well, well,” sail Horace, cheerfully,
“this C. P. R. seems to be running itseif
into the thread of my life in a remarkable
way A year ago 1 hardly realized its ex-
istence, since then I have done two long
journeys on it, the first s a g-een tender-
foot going to the West, then as a stal-
wart Manitobian going to push my for-
tune as a miner; now I am making the
ccmolete transcontizental trip in  the
double- ca acity of millionajre, more or
less, and accused man, on’my wiy to be
tried for my life! However, I hope the
next trip wll be a more cheerful one than
any of them.”

Inspector Mackay ¢aid nothing; Dbut
looked at him cuwidous'y. The inspecior
was eufficiently Scotch to be superstiti-
ous, and wondered whether he were not
fey. For, ac-ording to his ideas, the
chances of Horace Wpyn'ham’s ever re-
cros-ing the Can:dian continent were, lo
put it mildly, exceedingly remote. Not
that first day only, but throughout the

! journey, Ins'ector Mackay had constantly

to rub his eyes—metaphorically, of course,

; ;and pinch himself to be sure that he was
,’l‘he police have a way of impounding '

awake. He had never known a pnsoner
iike this before. And the strange thing

| was that he began to l'ke him.

“Decidedly,” grumbled the inspector to
himself, “I am getting soft. The best
thing I have to do is to apply for my pen-
sion and write my memoirs, or go in for
growing potatoes, or bee-keeping, or some
nice quiet occupation like that. It’s clear
l'm geiting past my usefulness at this
business.” =

Not for Horace now the walk through
the train, and th= walks to stretch his
legs at the various stopp.ng plices, which
had served to while away the tedium of
the journey, on the previous occasions on
which he had travers d the line. He and
his gnard had an end e:ction of an old
first-class sleeper, now used as a colonist
car, which means that they had a sort
of litile cabin to themselves. This
cabin w's made for thee pasen-
gemns, so that they were not at all cramp-
ed for room. Also they cou'd smoke there.
go to the dining car;
but, by special arrangement, had their
meals brought to them.

Literature was to be obtained; and,
though the inspector had taken Horace’s
money, he:let- him have what he wished
for anything reasonable. Thus eat, smoke,
read and watch the snow between whiles,
was Horace's portion for five whole days.
Only once did an incident occur.

It was early morning. Horace was just
awake, and, as usual, the first thing he

1did was to raise the blind a little by the

side of his berth, amd to look to see
whereabouts the train might be. His
eyes fell on perhaps the most glorious
sight of the world, a sunrise over the _an-
adian snow. His meditations, as he drank
in the beauty of the spectacle, were in%er-
rupted by the whistle of the engine, suc-
cecded by a perceptible slowing down of
Then a slight curve brought
i
stations into view. These Ilittle boxe:
dignified by the name of station, are all
made on one model at the C. P. R. work-
ghops, and brought by train to the point
required. They are all painted a regula-
tion color, and, tili one is close enough

' to read the mame, there is practically noth-

ing but the surroundings to distinguish
another. In winter, on the
prairie, when the surroundings are all
equally the great white, even blanket of
snow, one stalion is an exact replica of
the mext. So it was only when the train

| got quite close that Horace knew that it

| was indeed his own,
Horace came, as we hive seen, | /

the station nearest
Church Farm. Someone was either get-
ting on or getting off, or the train would
not have stopped, and the flag at the sta-
tion proclaimed that it was someéne get-
ting on. He was peeping through to see
who, but could not at first, as he only

|got such a sidelong glance at the plat.

form; then came a familiar voice, and
the train moving on a little, not having
drawn up quite right, a familiar figure
came into his field of view, no less than
that of Tom Petens, a valise in his hand,
and, a moment later, lookinag very bonmy
and smart, in her little astracan cap and
racoon jacket, Miss Sally Root. Perhaps
till that moment Horace had never quite
realized his position. Everything had
been done in such a gentlemanly way, no
handcuffs, ‘or marching through the
streets, no public examination before a
magistrate, and himself and his friends o
sure of his acquittal, that it had seemed
more of a most annoying mischance, a
rather than a real misfortune
that had overtaken him. Now, however,

| the blood came gushing to his cheeks, and

he blessed the arrangement that prevent-
ed any chance of Sally and him meeting,
though it seemed to him that she would
be sure to hear of his presence in the
train. He took another look as they
steamed off at Tom standing on the plat-
form waving his mittened hand, at.the
comfortable box sleigh he knew so wel,
drawn up behind the station, and Maggers
waiting philosophically—could it be that,
by any horrible dhance, any nightmare of
mistake, that he would never again see
or know this free Western life that he
that he—7?
Oh! no, the thought was too horrible!

could mot undeistand; there was some-
thing, too, in this English police offiz:r's
face that he did not understand. One
would almost say that he believed him
guilty. e would try to pump him that

kindness of heart in sending that leiter.|very day.
Certainly, his defence was too plan for
there to be any necd of his incriminating | days any longer than they need be, Horace
Carey, or anyone elwe, to prove his inno- | and -his guardian used to lie late in-bed,
cence; still, there was the reflection that!|and it was still wanting some time to the
it was not exactly the cue for a suspect|hour at which they usually got up. Be-
to be gencrous to the real criminal, and, ! fore that time, to Horace's great relief,
it it were to do again, he certainly would he saw Miss Sally get oft the train at
not do it. Another thing came to worry
him. Allowing for the purposes of a,y*l,{u-‘_
ment, that his sudden departure from the|

There being no reason for making the

Winnipeg. He afterwards learned that
ghe had been quite ignorant of his being
there. Fow of the passengers were up
when she got on board, and she had sai
in a first-class car amnd geot off at Winaie

(To be continued.) i/




