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(CONTINUED.)

CHAPTER XI
He thanks to Heaven for iife
Red unhoped, from despera
i rWalter Seatt,
Mr. Everard continued his
kindness to Kathleen the next
day. He brought his writing to

the morning-room, where, from

a very carly hour, she had es
tablished finish the

herself to

painting of the scenery for the
tableaux, and during the morn
ing he gave her veral hints
about color, which.assisted her
much., He even once left his

writing to pul in a few touches

to her picture with his own

hand

The tableaux were to come
olt that evening; but the unfor
tunate occurrencds of the last

two days had 50 occupied Kath-
leen's attention and taken up
her time, thal her painting had
fared badly, und there was still
a good deal left for her to do.
Her spirits were, however, 1600
much elated by the happy ter
mination of Rose's troubles (o
be ensily discouraged. She was
naturally

she had taken
hand, to throw herself into it
with an impetuosity which no-
thing could So, very
tired with the previous day’s
unxicty and distress, she had

too inelined, when

any work in

check

risen carly and persisted paint
ing the whole day, without al-
lowing hersell a moment Lo rest
or scarcely to cal,

She had undertaken also to
compose a song thal
Jack was to sing, and in which
the heroie exploit of the Sea

cousin

King was to be narrated. In
the widdle of the afternoon
Jack vashed into the painting-
room to tell her “She. must
wrile the words to the tune of
“T'he Hardy Norseman's Tlouse
of Yore,” for that it was

thi

only tune he could sing,” Un

luckily, Kathleen had already

commenced writing her vers
to another metree, and now het
wearicd brain could not chang
the meastr S0 Mr. Everard

had found her, an hour befor

dinner, sitting pencil”in hand, |,
in the midst of an  ocean of
scribbled paper, trying with
frowning brow to mend her
rhiym

i re  thoroughly over
Hir * he satd, as he saw her .
| we and dark rings
round her eyves. “You must go

| st before dinner.  You
Lave tnished your seenery,” he

looking at her painting

itical eye, “and véry suc

cessfully, oo, 1T will get this
fiung ap for- you, and you can
virge the lights after dinner
you are rested, Is ther
anytinng else I can do to help
yvou?

He had so completely  won
Kathleens conlidence by the
kindly inlerest he had shown
both her troubles and in her
work, that, forgetting for the
noment her extreme shyness

ut showing her poelical ef
furts, she held the paper she
bl been writing up towards
Lim with a despairing look.

Of Mr. Everard,”’ she ex-
¢ aimed, “if you would only

me a song about the

1 a Storm,’ to the tune of

fardy Norseman's Hous

O Yt r
his evening

Cousin Jack will sing
I have
him one; 1 havi

prom
writc
ving for the last quarter
hour, and nothing will

of a
1t 1 the right metre,”
I have not wrilten verses

ce [ was a boy at school,” he
. laughing; “but let me
what the style is to be)”
e took the paper. It was
bhoeaded, “The 1dyll of the Sea
Ring ™

“Ile rosa serene at that despairing cry;

ten intuition lit his eye.

He tiled with royal hand and stal-
‘wart form

1e bounding vessel on that night ot
storm|"

eess THE LITTLE soees|

Kathleen handed over h--r|
lines to him without hesitation,
quite pre-occupied with her ea-
aer desire to get him to finish
Now, to her surprise
saw his

them.
and mortification, she
lips quiver with a strong effort
to keep his gravity, as the title
caught his eve, As he proceed-
cd, the muscles of his face gave
way, and he broke out in a par-
oxym of laughter. Then he
made a strong cffort to regain
’U”I[)H\”"l'

Do forgive my rudencss,” he

exclaimed.  “It is not the lines,
it is an absurd association that
has upsel me 4

jut it was all in vain, Some-
thing had evidently struck upon

his sense of the ridiculous, and

more he struggled againg
it, the he I h
could only have told her why
he laughed, it would not have

the

more l;lxl;{!lu d

altered, but he had a reason

which prevented  him  doing
this

Meantime Kathleen, with all
the seusitiveness of sixteen on

the subject  ob verse-making

more physically exhausted and
she
re of, felt tried beyond en-”
the

paper out of his hands, she tore

lired out than was herself
wa
durance, and, snatching
it into shreds,

“Ihere

shi

was no need for apo-

logy,” said, haughiily.
might have known I was mak-
ing myself an objeet of ridi
Then, unable any longer

she

enle”
to
rushed out of the room straight
to her own chamber, where she
locked herself in, and-—-shall 1
ronfess it? =Andulged in a fit of

tears,

control her  feelings,

Very much ashamed of her-
self she felt when she recovered
ond remembered what a little
thing had made her lose her
Yet she could not quite
[t seemed
a betrayal of con

temper.
forgive Mr. Everard.
to her like
He

in

had drawn her on

him with
her romances,
It as if he had
been quizzing her all the time
(

fidence
o trust het
thoughts, even

ind now she fe

wonscience did whisper some-
thing of the kind help he
that
, when she was in difficult

had

adiyen her iing, and

‘AV\\

mori

s over her ship, a few touches
rom his hand had madeé it send

cfore the wind just as she

ited. Bul the offence of hay
ing madeé game of her out
veighed it all. "It was too un

Eind,” she kept sayving lo her-
If; and she valorously resoly
d keep henceforth to herself

ind not aceept help from him

oul anything.

Most especially,” she mur
mured passionately, “he shall
have nothing to do with my

poetry.”
this resolution
the

across him

Having made
he

teast risk of coming

determined to avoid

0 '\'H St [I; "’\’)\I‘ ’!(l\\"‘ "‘ ('!(‘I\Y’
yway all the from the
lrawing-room.

mess
to the small
you
. and see if my picture is |
pul up

“Just look in

drawing-room

Rosd

as DAsSs,
And if there is no one
there you can pul my paint-hox
on the table. 1 should like to
add a few strokes to bring out
he lights on my picture mor
harply, after it is hung in the
right place.”

In a little while Rose came|
back, saying she had put the|
painting-room tidy, that
Mr. Everard had just finished
hanging up her picture, and!
was

and

gone to his own room.
“And the picture looks. beauli-
ful, Miss Kathleen, just like réal
waves,” added the girl, with
sparkling cyes. “Mr. Everard|
said so-himself as I met him at
the door; and he told me to go
in and look at it, and he said he
hoped you were lying down to|
rest.” !

Kathleen's' conscience gave |
another sharp prick as she re-|
membered how o\crvdinql_\"]
rude she had been to him. But|
she did not want to listen just
then; and she ran down, forget:
ting her fatigue in her eager-
|ness. to secure the quiet half-

hour before dinner for ccrtnin‘
last effects she had been con-
templating.

She could not help feeling
she entered

pleased as

the | suffered.

“Only my arms; they are|
scorched behind,” replied Kath- |
leen, still sobbing, and shaking|
all over with the terror she had |
“0! let me go up-|

{
drawing-room. The recess (re- |ﬁt:;ir<. Mr. Everard, before any |

gularly prepared for the

|
ta-jone comes. Don’t let my uncle |

bleaux) had the most w:-irdiklm\v there has been a fire; it!

like effect in giving an air nfli,s his great horror.
The re- | much hurt, indeed I’'m not.

veality to the scenery.
cess projected from the end of
the small drawing-room paral-

Fold-

lel with a conservatory.

ing doors shut off the Sll)u”:“l\'("l that she was
drawing-room from the larger |think of disturbances

one.,

not
Let {
me go upstairs before there is
another disturbance.”

Mr. Everard was greatly re- |
~able to
and, un
locking the door, watched anx-

I'm

To secure herself from al! in- | iously if she eould walk with-|

terference or obnoxious help
Kathleen locked herself in.
Then the breathless de-
light of a young artist, she sel
herself put the
strokes to a work which had

with

to

suceeerled beyond her highest
hopes—strokes of real phos-
phorescent light, which lit up
the long green sweeps of trans-
wlueent water, while brilliant

high lights, edging the crests of
mountainous waves, gave them
the breaking
foam.

Absorbed in the ecstacy of a
young artist, Kathleen backed

appearance of

and backed to observe the effect
she was producing, quile for-
getting a candle she had taken

out assistance. Kathleen seized
a large shawl that was lying
among the stage drapery, to
cover her, and, turning a be

finishing | sccching look to Mr. Everard

“Put it all straight, will you?”
she “and let
anybody know.” They will say |
I am always getting in to scra

enfreated, don’t

pes.  What would become of |
me if T

Her voice broke down.

“My dear child, you go’

straight and get your burns ai- |
tended to,” said Mr. Everard in |
a decided tone, *and don’t for- |
get yourself. I will see that all
is put right here, and that your |
uncle'is not vexed.”

As he spoke, he opened the

down from the table and placed | window to let out the smell of |
. 3 . |

on the floor, in order to throw | burning, and then began to rc-
‘

one particular dim ray of light|move the fragments of broker|

that she wanted on the sea. She | glass and burnt remnants that
was recalled from dreamland|lay about, while poor Kathleen, |

by a sense of intense heat and|whose burns were beginning 10|

a'sudden glare of light.

| pain her sadly, could only give |

The whole horror of Ler po-|him a look of gratitude, and |

sition burst upon her in onc|with one faint, “Thank vou,”
I 3

moment.
self in alone —and she had set

herself on fire.

It is wonderful how many|wards the folding-doors were
Y| {

i
[
|

She had locked her-|ieft the room and made the best 3

haste she could upstairs.

|
A quarter of an hour uﬂmu;
[

thoughts can condense them-|thrown back, and as the party |
elves into a second of time|collected in the drawing-room

when we are in great peril,

|

before dinner, every one, even

Kaihleen's first impuise was those who had seen the painting

help
remiember that she had made

Then there was a dim
idea of trying (o reach the door

at her.

to unlock it, and a sense of there
being no time; while memory
vivdly wayward,
which
had made her so determined to

have

y painted the

undisciplined feelings

no one {o interfere with

her.  She understood clearly

the full danger of her position,

[to send forth one loud cry for|in progress, were almost elec- |
her sccond, distinetly to| trified at the effect it produced.

{ while Lord Melton, from whom |
itimpossible for any one to get|it had been kept a profound m--‘

cret, was quite enchanted. The
poor little artist’s utmost ex-|
peclations were exceeded; hulI
she herself was enduring f.‘l!:
too much pain to be able to en-|
joy her triumph;

of

was compelled to resign herseli

. |
and, anxious |

* she|

another “disturbance, '

|
|
|

to Nurse and Rose’s doc loring. |

sending a message down to

hut into so small a space with| Eleanor, “that she had slightly

1]
ials The
her parents when they sh
hear she was burnt to death
the horror of such a fate--all
realized themselves as distintly
in that one brief moment as if
ach separate thought had had
hours in which to develop.
Then all seemed to fuse into
the one desperate effort to do
battle with the fiery foe, as gath-
ering the skirts of her dress
round her, she flung herself on
the door, and rolled herself to
and fro over the jets of flame
that ever and anon sprang up
from portions of her dress/
But she could not put it out
ani a sense of despair was
seizing on her heart, when she
heard the side of the conser-
valory come crashing in; some-
thing dark fell heavily upon

around her.

WO(

{ her, and she felt so tightly roll-

ed” up that she could scarcely
breathe.  The next instant she
heard Mr, Everard’s voice in a
tone of intense anxiety.
*Child, child, are you" much
burnt?” he cried. “Speak, I

tentreat you.”

But Kathleen could not speak
for a moment. She could not
tell whether she were hurt or
not. The ruch of thankfulness
that her life was spared seem-
cd to overpower every sense.
In a minute or two, however,
she recovered enough to sit up
on the floor and sob out:

“I'm not hurt, but oh! I'm so
frightened!”

“My poor child,” said Mr.
Everard. tenderly, as he took
off the heavy black cloak in
which he had enveloped her.
“You must be burnt—try and
tell me where you are hurt.”

sorts of combustible mater- | burnt

of | be
|

|

|
herself, and should no! |
able to come downstairs.”
In the course of the r\'(‘niug.-
both Eleanor and Mary came
up to see how she was; full of
regrets for-what had happened,
and eager with their accounts
of the admiration the sea-piece
had called forth.

“You'will find yourself guit
a heroine when you come down
again,” she added, making o
comical grimace. “Why! ther
was Lord Meiton with his own
noble hands altering and re- |
arranging the lights to make
the effect better; and cousin
Jack got quite excited, and im-
provised the sea-song that you.
faithful ~ecreature, forgot
write for him.”

to

“I heard Lord Melton and Mr.
Everard talking it over toge-
ther, after the lableaux were
finished,” joined in Eleanor,
“and the former said he eould
have sworn Mr. Everard had
painted it himself, it was so true
to life. And, Kathleen, dear,
you must tell me exacily how
your burns are, for Mr. Ever-
ard seems quite anxious about
you."”

“Oh, yes!” laughed Mary,
dancing round Kathleen's chair

1

“you have made quite a con-|

quest of little ‘inky fingers.” »

“Hush, Mary dear, don’t call
him that—it is so rude o a vis-
itor—and don’t talk nonsen-
se—"

“Well, I'll behave myself,”
interrupted Mary, sitting down
and primming up her mouth
demurely, “and 1 won't speak
ill of your love; only remémber
—it is not lawful to marry your

grandfather.”
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CHEVROLETCARS |

We have been appointed dealers for this

up to date and efficient car. -
If you are in the market for a car this
vear see us about the CHEV ROLET.

THE FAMOUS

Bull Dog Fanning Mill

A car load on the way. NONE BETIER.

Also

Wild Oats Separators.

We have one of the very latest improved

makes. SEE THEM.

A. J. BORGET, Agent, HUMBOLDT, SASK.

THE_CARMEL . MERCANTILE CO., LTD.,
Agent, CARMEL, SASK.
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£k  Watchmaker and Jeweller
4 Issuer of Marriage Licenses. Main St, HUMBOLDT, SASK. by
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Brune Drua Stove !

Bifts for all Mccasions

Gramopbhones with all different Finds of Refords,
to supply you with suitable music and pleasantry.

Ularlatt’s Gall Stone Uledicine Ad:lerii-fa

and other ledicines, Herbs and Chemicals
always in Stock,

Write fo us in Enalish or German. Mail Orders promptly erecuted,

. §. Havgavten
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Fullness of Tone! Adaptibility! Beauty!

Let us explain, why these three outstanding qualities pro-
duce new and increased pleasure when you listen to the

MELOTONE

With the Melotone,
harmoniously. De
are now made

the mausie of any Record is expressed most
licate upper tones which formerly were lost,
audible by the sounding chamber, which is con-
structed of wood on the principle of the violin. The Melotone
is able to play all kinds of Records BETTER than' other
Phonographs. The Melotone Factory in Winnipeg is the ouly one
in Western Canada. This Instrument is fast takiig the lead
over all other phonographs and, as to construction, durability
and low price, it is now excelled by none, It oﬂ‘ers, the largest
selection of Records in Western Canada, at from 20 cts. u wird
All instruments are guaranteed, and you get your monep back
if not everything is as represented. .

M. J. MEYERS  Jeweller and Optician HUMBOLDT
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You are safe in a threefold i your
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cription to us: 1) We use for the gresc:::z::g:uﬁy e
the doctor prescribed, every article being of sta

‘fresh and pure: 2) We examine and reexamine th

tion, whereby every error as to drag ty ks
3) We are satisfied with a reambdmfeo;rgﬂ v
lowest prices for the best quality.
why you should buy from us,

G. R. WATSON,
DRUGGIST  7%e
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