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A TALE OF OLD QUINTE By T. Muriel Merrill jj

4I -I

in The Canadian Magazine. -
K Quiet "by’the shores of Quinte lay the \ carryinx armful» , „

Indian village, Jee-yoh-day-hoon-waw- j lires. Once she was ordertd’^LmZ fr0m mouth to m°"th. 1 while undoing his bundle
-ETfS ,<rhe ”94» WS went busily errand by the shrill voice and^apMc ta ÏL'cart ShT' A man 1116 Indians bestowed uncomprehend-
about their work, while the.men lolleà gesticulating of a squaw P ^ the garb of a hunter leaped out, I lng looks upon him. ‘/There Is no
in the sun, one carved a pipe bowl, an- Then, when a few spare moment» drawlns It up after him. The Indians white squaw here. My brothers eyes 
other smoking while ctlll a'third told came, she wandered doA'tb the Логе thev W»b ЬЦПШ-Є,Ц have lled to him." said the Chief

h^ ÎTde tT,nStt a fa,,en trL 3b® ^ІаСопГ " frien-‘y /Mta® ®y«* tell me nothing but the

ÉlIfppEl kS3î
settlers, had not yet commenced easing them. і lni»L d hlm up to the
their migration to this new Pre=„r>ti„ - - ! v age and offered him meat, fish, and

13 n6w Presently a canoe came round the a pipe to smoke.
points, propelled by a solitary paddler.
As he drew nearer, the girl's heart 
throbbed, for there was Something 
strangely familiar In hie 
tire sw ing of his paddle. •

A hand fell on her shoulder, and as 
she was roughly hurried away, she 
heard the word "Yengese’’—English—

which glistened In the fire-light. He ; kettle, and glided ornaments 
handed the beads to the Chief as a pre- -
sent.

Then a brave stepped forward, a mink 
skin in his outstretched hand. But the 
hunter spurned the fur from him.

“I want not furs,” he said. "Look,” 
turning to the Chief, "all this I will 
give three for tlje white sqaw who 
stood by ^the shore.”

The Chiefs eyes gleamed avaricious
ly, but he shook his head.

"Nay,” said he, "'tls not enough.”
The hunter carried another bundle 

from his canoe. In it were cloth, and 
sharp knives and hatchets.

"Nay,” said the Chief, "it Is not

fore.”

The hunter handed him hts rifle.

“It Is well," said the Chief.

“It Is good,” replied the hunter. ? 

They led the girl out to him.

"Come,” said he, as he put his arm 
gently round her. Then he helped her 
into the canoe.

were con
tained therein.

“Yet not enbugh,” said the Chief. 
The fourth bundle was carried up and 

untied. Twisted, rope-like tobacco,
some tools, and a great black bottle 
came to view.

’
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The chief glanced, at him reproach- 
not do,” said he, though he could scarce 
take his gaze from the bottle.

The hunter strlghtened himself. 
“There is no more." His voice came 
nearto breaking.
It is this or nothing."

The {Chlef leaned forward, his eyes 
shining greedily. "All this,"
“and the gun—and the gun. 
the white squaw yours, but not be-

This is then perhaps the one whom 
our brother saw?" They thrust for
ward a young girl, fairer than the 
ethers, but still decidedly Indian.

"No,” without hesitation, "this te

Indians , still 
belts .the

country. The 
at their

wore 
dried scalp 

locks of their enemies, and In the vil
lage was a slave whom they had cap
tured to the south of the great lake— 
a white woman with unfamiliar speech.

Now she was toiling back and forth 
between the village and the

He carried up one of his bundles 
and threw it down near the greatest 
of the fires. The Indians, seeing this, I „ _
brought out from their bark houses l116,!’”'1' , Th® glrl wlthdrew. 
many fine fure. The chief glanched at him reproach-
stood^by6 the shored I maMen "І!® Шп^?"Р”еЬаХ™УгепгегеЄеГиіуа8 enough.”

Quinte?” questioned the hu™te“P the bright^eloth now Iay ®pen- In lt were I A third bundle was brought for-
bright cloth and strings of beads) ward. More beads, a' brass-bright

■He paddled steadily out Into the * 
night till thee amp fires dwindled into

new moon /

“There is no more.figure andd identification of his ■Л
bright points, with only the 
hung In the west to light their way.some

r was followed by Gov- 
of Maryland, at the 
hose address the audi- 
d remained- standing 
larers, selected 
y officers of the IT. S. 
"ships, lifted the casket 
l the armory. Just out- 
ed upon a truck drawn 
sailors and the proces- 

>wly toward Bancroft 
1 Academy band play- 
rch from "Saul.” When 
>een placed beneath the 
it is to rest, under con- 
Chaplaln Clark , said a 
à the ceremonies were

:3he said. 
Then Is

shore,
“Roger," she whslpered, "I knew +ь«| 

you would come."
from

A FORMAL AFFAIR By Bayard Veiller in Munsey’s Magazine.
„ , I “He's - dear old thin*............. .......

times, is wise. He went on: * В°тЄ waT'unwoualnt^d*11 Rh^th*1 ®° 'ОПЕГ' Ї “There are many points of differ- 
“Sh4 is young, very rich extremely Г, Wlth the new part ence-“ she replied.

pretty, and her social position is ex- trécute'neighbôrhTod C®rtalnly an at‘ 7hare was another 
cellent.” 25“ £ neighborhood think of nothing particularly brilliant

“Perhaps,” I suggested hopefully ' Г°°“ lnto whlch we were shown to say. She looked at me. It was a
"she has a bad temper." ’ Га” out of °rdlnary' In tha most embarrassing moment. She be-

“On the contrary,” said my father, P 1 had КГОЛ? Kan at my feet. I had always been un-
"her disposition is charming.”7 h aJy „ rooms' wl‘h der the Impression that my feet were

"Does she wear glasses?" I asked ™»hinn!î d d,va”s apd sof_a °f Kood shape and not too large, but
eagerly. I hate near sighted women. senro nfіГ™ * refreahlng ab‘ JU8t at that moment they felt a yard 

"How absurd you are!” said he. «ЛЛ °:„Лe*e things. long. Finally her eyes rested on mine.
"Certainly not.” ЛЬ ®a™e lnt0 the ™om Quietly. Her It was the first time I had ever felt

» .. „ shirts did not rustle. This attracted my a young woman really reading mv
I sometimes think my aversion to attention at once. She walked directly character. She kept her eyes on mine

W"TmdHnneWear *laSSeV8 ‘rhe1tedb Î? my father and shook hands wlth lor a fuil mlnute and It seemed to 
I do hope you are not going to be him cordially; then looked at me and me that she not only discovered 

sentimental and spoil this affair, • he laughed a little shyly. I still think she everything I had ever done but that 
went on Her father and I have taken was the prettiest girl I have ever seen, she divined those things that I would 
the matter greatly to heart. There is j “I suppose,” she said finally, “that we some day do. Then I took her hand

“h beotSts^iT°ra°^rritCw: 1 40 ЬЄ totr<“- 1 - a/rafd І ЙГ I a ШіГ Kt
should escape the mother In law prob- ! „/^ook bOUFoFZZFS1**g°°d Г0ГЩ prescrlbea" 
i-_ „ t4 Ьоігі ! we snook hands. She gave me a most”' db h” th№PBagb is a matter » Bhe looked a

to jest about,” my father said stiffly, -Father,” i said finally, “if you went
B Few SÔ e!'C!' Д t0 your club and ordered luncheon, it

Few people find it so," I answered. would save tlme for me.„
Is the youtfg person dark or fair?” -But------" he began.

n,°L,a y°ang ,pe”°?’ eald ' “I know, said I- "you are very much
a Ty interested in us; but there are some

1S,“° r^i°n>,W-ylth,ngs wbK* You should not know." 
you should not fall in love with her.” i -Vm, w._,t____„ h .

lffaTrAVrerth^emlghty talk-any llttle "How long will you be?" he asked. I 
affair-er—that might------ turned to the girl"This is her first season," my father -Càn you ?ta„d me for half an 

Interrupted. “She; Is a young woman of hour?” I asked.
the most perfect manners.” . - s "Г11 try," she said; then added with

"I wasn’t speaking of manners," I a laugh: "It will be good practice." 
explained. When my father had gone, we look-

“I don’t understand you,” replied my ed at eaoh other for a moment.

"I hate men who are always want
ing to do things,” she said.

“I should smoke about the house 
continually."

"I love the smell of tobacco.”
"I am never content in remain in 

one plape,’ ’I urged. "I like to be here 
today and there tomorrow.”

"Oh, dear!" she sighed, "I’m not in 
the least domestic, either."

“I read a great deal, 
think me rather unsociable.” 
bent on telling, her the worst.

"I have written -a book myself,” she 
confessed. "I am quite literary."

I must admit I hesitated at this. 
Finally I went on bravely: "I don’t 
play golf."

"I think it’s a silly .game,” she said.
Again we came to a full stop. I 

Wishing we had met in some other 
way, or that there was 
why we should not marry, b felt that 
we could be so tremendously happy to
gether, 
girl.

you?” I “®y- leavl°g h!L?“d.ta mlne’ h” 1= my arm. and kissed her on tha
H°w that everything is over between mouth. Bhe was so astonished that 

us, I said, I may as well tell you that she said nothing at all so I kissed h» 
you are the most beautiful woman I again. ’ ” 1 Kls3eQ ner
have ever seen.” I

I noticed that there had crept Into ту' У??Г* gasped finally,
voice an unusual amount of fervor. I . ,j?b® dldnot seem so angry as
think she noticed It. too. I could not should have been. “Say you are 

account for It. I think she could. I 
know she smiled brilliantly, and I "X won’t," I replied shamelessly. ‘Tm 
think she came a little closer to me. glad. I’d do It again If I had the 

“Would you mind telling me why you cbance- It’s nothing to you," I went on 
refused me?" I asked, after another bitterly; "but you've made me fall In 
pause, which was not at all an uncom- *0Te with you, and now Won’t marry

me. I love you better than anything 
else in the world."

I re vs"How dare you?” she cried. “I am 
not one of those horrid new women." 

“How was I to know?” I pleaded. 
“I think you are extremely stupid!" 

she said hotly.
“Our little affair

pause. I could
Г. 8„ April 24.—B. W. 
ary for agriculture' for 
id a prominent citizen 
at his home on Ingiis 

ter- a brief Illness of 
was 70 years of age, 
by two daughters and 
latter are H. man- 
jf-Steamsblp Co.; Hali- 
■tssenger agent of the 
Г H., of the Plant line

Is very formal, 
isn’t It?” I went on pleasantly. “My 
first name is Archibald. I trust you 
don’t object to It?”

"I suppose I could call you Archie," 
she suggested, after considering the 
matter.

You might 
I was

“How funny it all seems!” 
she added. "My name is Mary.” ’ \ 

“It Shall be Molly,” I announced. 
Again we paused. There seemed to 

be nothing else to say. Then I sud
denly remembered the object of my 
visit.

fortable one.
"I won’t be sold like a lot of stocks, 

or given away like a pound of tea,” 
she exclaimed.

"If------” I began.

"If they hadn’t expected so much of 
us—If It wasn’t all cut and dried—’’ she 
said. My arm was about her waist, 

"There’s no use urging me,” she In- bat3b0 dla not, 866,11 to notice it. 
terrupted. "I won’t marry you. Noth- ® ,7“ °nIy Bomething 
lng could induce me to.” j out lt—

Г,- P. -Whiteay, G. Dud- 
d Gerald Stratton, of 
’ed in the city yester- 
0 .to Prince Edward Is- 
r expect to catch some

"I trust,” said I, "that you will do 
me the great honor to become my 
wife. I will try to make you happy.”

This last was an after thought. I і
thought—I still think—it was a par- , ,
tlcularly felicitous thing to say. The ! “But------” I said. This was not a ,, you run away and marry me
girl flushed, angrily, and snatched her very strong argument, but at the mo- nowî" I cried.
hand away. ..... . ment J CoUId thing Of nothing better to і "Do you mean it?” she asked

“No”’ she cried, rising. "I will not say. j closer to met me asked, coming
marry you.”

“But------” I bezan.
“Yes, yes/ she cried, 

that you would say. 
marry you, and that’s all there la

was

“Ifsome reason
unusual

“We may as well be perfectly frank 
with each other," Д began. “Our fath
ers are anxious that you- and I

She was really a charmingeod is a former P.. E. 
S*s met. here Ш 
Leod.

і î
marry.

We may ab well come to an under
standing.”

“It would be the wisest thing to 
do,” she replied.

"There seems to be no good reason 
why we shouldn’t marry,”. I said.

"No,” she replied disconsolately; 
"It’s manifestly the right thing to 
do."

"Perhaps,” I suggested hopefully, 
"you hav*. some reason why we 
shouldn’t?" '

"There are one or two things I should 
like to know," she said finally. “You 
won’t think me Inquisitive?”

"Certainly not. A pig in a poke has 
never been considered a wise bargain,”
I replied.

She flushed uncomfortably.
"There are things I ought to fcnow,” about it." 

she persisted. ,"I am somewhat Inter
ested.”

x

"Oh, It’s all so cut and dried!” she j 
cried. "Your father ties a string to you

"I know all and brings you here------” _ * { "Oh, Archie!” she cried?with a little
But I won’t "He does nothing of the Sort,” I inter-! lauK*. “wouldn't they be Yurious?" 

rupted hotly. "I came entirely of my | "Will you соте?” I urged.
Just at that moment I was unfortu- °'™ a6Cord- I • «* haven’t anv clothe#’

nate enough to fall in love with her. And I am here to meet and »xve’n a «4 ™ ^ ^Jected-
"Of course,” I assented; “your in- ’ "But our fathers-------I urged. they arrange when we are to be mar- | VYe u 8et somsjn РЄ.ГІ6,”’ Гexplain-

terest is quite proper under the cir- I "That for our fathers,” she cried ! ried- and we yes, and they do ed"
cumstances." j snapping her fingers. ’ j everything. -I won’t have It I don’t і “We really ought not,” she began.

“Have you any—er—er-----” She | At least, she tried to snap her fingers. I exPect to be married but once, and I j “We’ve got Just an hour to get
flushed hotly. "I mean, are you In She failed ignominously. We both have a right to be wooed and won, not ; ried and catch
love with any woman?” ; laughed. I —not thrown at a man’s head.”

“I have no entanglements,” I re- j “We can at least be friends,” I said ! 
plied. I was not sure whether or not : finally, holding out my hand.
I was in love with any woman. “Have

; In reply I kissed her.

*§Tatch I

The easiest thing In thi 
world. Hundreds of boys
nave cone it and they *ay 
It's lost a dandy-handsomely 
polirhed silver nickel ті* 
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;
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:She shook her head.
- “Now that you have seen m 
went on.

“No,” she said hopelessly; "you are 
extremely handsome."

“I am awfully Indolent," I urged.

mar*
•a steamer;” said L 

She j looking at my watch, -
I "Well, wait till I -get my hat," she 

I lost my head at this, and did some- I cried, running out of the room.
Yes—friends,” she repeated, a little thing I had no business to do. I seized j

I

Picture Post Cards
Elegant pictures, beautiftil'y 
colored, sell like wildfire. 
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we'il ma.l 18 sets postpaid. 
Sell them at Юс. a “et (icards

ended In a sob.

/I
—Byard Veiller.«cüssateas

handsome watch free. TUB 
• COLONIAL ART CO., 

TORONTO EDEN IN COLD STORAGE
DEPT. Ш1

By Marjorie C. H. Jarvis ;AIN. і

in The Canadian /Magazine, v
There was certainly something wronginds can cat, and some with Godfrey I saw that at once; Ц can be kept at a** white7 heat*by ciga^^sumed'ws nareathre. & j Aft®r a Iaps® of a few months. as the to the winds—rushed from their quar-

t tnen a war correspondent has to means of some radio-active ‘contrap- "This boat of Penhurst’s was so de- novebst saV. behold us well within the ters, fighting for a place at one or
ot iT^Tou. rLpieJy r U

гппЕяіпіл USUal in ®° qUlet 8114 “But,” I Interrupted, “what In thun- enveloping cylinder was groved spirally of time япд піяла . snow and Ice, and grey heaving water—
шшштшштш

I had not teen / Ini ïL, Cal reglons bave changed places with “The dally papers made great fun mountaln3' castles-wherever your
low was in love and a bad attack at the po,ar' So tbe topographers, who perhaps you recollect, of 'Penhurst’s lancy cared to see, piled up everlasting- Г^о’Г^еГску Гі^СкопЇ ЇьУ‘ tpjocate Eden in the vicinity of corkscrew7" « took my pipe ouï of )y lcy «Plendour. Then you’d bore 

tinued curiously, for Godfrey was well їьпEuphrates, are my mouth long enough to explain that tbrough the lce and come to another 
known for an Inveterate womdn- ï^t T^7 !*,"йвь -trolly, so to I had been, a special correspondent In “ke 8Cene> exceedingly magntfleal.
hater speak. I am not a sHe.ptlc, mind you, Cuba at ttife time, and therefore could ïmaKlne week after week of that sort

і , . . . eveh an agnostic, and I do not not be held responsible for ahy of thing, seeing no living creature,
. „ r? . g ” 83 , yo“ ” TMnd know enough to set up for a higher these lampoons.) “But I had absolute hearlnK no noise but . what you made 

Jack toll von thT3” eX Say’ ®rltlC' 1 be!leVp the good oid Book faith in his invention, and he redpro уоиг8е1г. and th,e ’slz’ of the water as 
T h i 11 say from cover to c°ver, but Genesis was cated by accepting ex anlmo my read- --we sPed through it-all this till you al-

LTrln^l’n a М Г і’л .ГГТ' n0A,Trltten,t® teach Geography. Nev- lng of the papyrus, so we decided to most foreot what green fields or (gaz-
an?*^.dïïcT^^>,^f chi d.desk’ erthele8s» With.thls-old.MB.-fofcA.com- join forces and. -llke st, Brandon 'sail ing affectionately out of the window) 
aad pi®ducing a 3beaf °f papyr,1, c°v: mentary, anyone possessing a smat- the northern- main.’ dear old sky-scrapery New York looked
erecL with queer hieroglyphics— what # tering of astronomy and equipped with

- >a good compàss-ahd a Penhurst ,loco- 
i motor, could make his

“I can’t describe it,” he said, de- columns on either side) 
spairlngly. “A Milton might attempt to n,hh,r„.___give some faint notion of It. It was ghtnlnK. only continuous and twentj 
unspeakably awful. We couldn’t take It tImes brighter and more vivid; 
in.” He picked up a volume of Grey’s 8^1 an instant, darting, and flashing
poems and read: and piercing—God, it was terrible terri-
“Hark how the holy calm that breathes - - - ’ >

around

It was likeBlâck Worden,. Choice 

Cherry Red, Champion,
never : :

â
жblelp. And such aicked and shipped when

I NOW You can’t get 
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potato of all time.,, Now 
ER LB. Also 26 other

“Jack, I shudder even how to think 
of all that followed. It is too horrible. 
The ‘flaming sword that turned every 
way’ seemed to possess an awful fasci
nation for those poor crazed creatures. 
God knows, Penhurst and I did

Bids every fierce, tumultuous pas
sion cease,

Whisp’ring In still small accents from 
the ground

A grateful earnest of eternal Peace.” 
He paused, and neither of us spoke for 
a minute or two.

“I can see It now. Just in front, a 
few hundred feet of water, grey and 
gloomy; then a narrow little ledge of 
snow; then rising straight upward, till 
it vanished into space, a great wall of 
Ice, the thickness of which

what
we could to restrain them and get them 
away, but they had become utter de
moniacs. At last we succeedéd In drag
ging three of them off, utterly cowed, 
broken wrecks. All the rest

“I think I can understand It a little, 
Godfrey," I said In a subdued voice.
“Go on.”

ONTARIO we could not 
guess, but it was transparent „as a 
sheet of the thinnest and purest glass; 
and beyond it—well It was Eden, there 
could be no doubt of that.

“Well you_ can see, that with such 
emotions quivering within us, Penhurst 
and myself wouldn’t exactly feel like 
breaking in upon a scene where angels 
might well fear to tread. But the brew 
did not feel -tiiat way a little bit. From 
the sailingmâster down they mutinied 
to a man. They seemed to have gone 
absolutely mad. Penhurst and I had 
not the slightest control over thgm.

"It was awful to watch their delir
ious struggles to enter the forbidden 
garden^.. They- • turned on the dynamo 
and tried to-'bore their way through 
that Ice wall, as we had been .accus
tomed to negotiate the icebergs. Again
and again they dashed at it;'each con- “What become of the men I drin’t 
tact sending a sickening shock through know- they never fullv d?n,'
tha boat At last with machinery bro- reason. Poor Penhmlt ^
ИхХ- члУат/лш!і .f1?1t3ibadly damaged| way hpm.e. .On, bosffd they didn't be- 
Oiéy crç .foyp’ijxto desist, or we should \ lieve our story, and: he seemed tn feet

fo7reTZvetriLbetUer-thenand that™s® tb^ZtmngTbÎtzsakï whh n.^/J L Ce,\Pa9' dyIng’ 11,6 peopl6 thè schooner 
we!f Mve Tried T mlght,aa thought ue mad. and probably they’d
m adamantd L™ “ ™pre3slon think I’m mad yet, but I am perfectly 

У.v W°U throw sane- It really did happen Just as I 
beat^ th^r, lhe, wa,ls’ and have told you. Jack, you teheve me?
ÏS Whc thelr /sts You don’t think me-?” he clutched
ha list inn wftd ♦ rr0™ ^ sheer the arma of h|s ohalr and leaned to-

^ lpet n.early half ‘he crew, wards me with a pitifully anxious 
frozen td death, poor devils, before a look.

W °r less mad spirits de- "Of course I believe you, old man,” 
elded to cruise along looking for an I answered, bent on soothing’him ; “so 
°P.?T 5' JYe found- one. would other people, only they’re

Jack, If you can picture to yourself confoiindly prejudiced in favor of the 
a great gateway; sheer glittering pll- Tigris and Euphrates.” I talked on at 
lars of Ice towering to heaven on each random for a fern minutes! trying to 
side, and the centre one mass of flame flivert him with clumsy chaff, then 
—clear flame, no smoke, no heat—cold ! picking up my long-sinee-cold-pipe, I 
glittering flame (It flame can be cold, I left Godfrey still «taring moodily Into
certain! It did not melt the Icy the fire. - -

..... perished 
with the sword. Oh, Jack, that awful 
gateway!" He was now trembling 
visibly, and covered his face with his 
hands as If trying to shut out songs 
over-powering and terrifying sight. Ife 
recovered himself in a few moments, 
and they went on. In a quieter voicet

"How we. got home, I don’t know. 
My mind seems almost a blank till we 
were picked up by some whalers In 
Behing Sea, and none too soon, for our 
ill-starred craft went to the-bottom be- 
fore it could be secured—Requiescat in 
pace.

ion:

"Vivid green .In the foreground, fad
ing awajy into blues and greys, all 
merging Into the distant purple of the 

НННрНЦНННВННВНЯВНЩН everlasting hills that stood in majestic
“The Idea got about that we were oil Uke-' outline against the golden sky.

°n another Quixotic hunt for the North But at last here came a change and oh- the trees! They faintly resembled

frey's hobbies— an old legend handed cram, can transform two little squads ddtt of Edenl-Why, bless me I couldn’t hurt us; we kept und^ water 80m and fruit, while the ground be-
down from the time of the Deluge and of men potting away at each other wouldn’t face the funny men of the while It lasted, but It made thinJTdL neath was a veritable mosaic of grass
sboïîen»OUti aS." the superscription from behind distant boulders, into two papers with such a story for all 4he cidedly unpleasant. When the storm and flowers stretching as far as eye 
aoh^’nrim/ll?1?,Whennhe was,Phar" tieVof°theewi1®ed П th® greatest bat" I wealth of Ormus and of Ind.’ Even our had gone to seek-let us say-green «°uld see ln irrldescent undulations. A 
а°“Л Z ™ mlnlSter’ by one of the ti® °f tb® war . . . unregeneHte sailing master did not fields and pastures new-lt left us a lake lay tn tbe ml
wi t HlL /: ТТЬІУ famiUar JfitXfÏÏvVîïrjjr/1!!8 knOW the secret of our quest. When souvenir behind In the ThaV of grey the beauty and cèiI / a/d Va ™ , characters, and man- sufficient reply to this sally and main- interviewed the day before we sailed lowering skies and grey restles sea rored ln the cryst

\} ' document It's s„OUlmOSt( °/,‘hb ОИ 1 "ed a. dl8cr®e s,lence- I by h representative of the N. Even the white caps were a dirty grey; was fed by a great Cataract, compared
den of Eden M f“ t Of the Gar- . Now, Jook here, —he’d been at his , Y. Tribune, he was . decidedly and you may bet your life we were all with which Niagara Is like the out- 
dïscover^ -Then' " °Г‘hat for a desk again-“this is Mercator’s pro- ’ non-committal. All that could be in a pretty grey humouV 4itTal I Pourings of a child's mug.
Hurst”” 1yo kn°w Pen- jection... and - there’s a chart got out of him was ’North Pole- never fought with anyone in my life as

of the northern heavens. I take be Jiggered! Stranger, we’re Jlst car- much as I did with Penhurst those
a pair of compasses and turning to calatin’ to git as fur from the latitood, days; although (reflectively) you and I,
the MS., it says-yes here’s the place- and (incidentally) the climate of Hell old man, can give folks a few pointers
‘Cast, therefore, thine eye upon as convenient; and that will take us a on the subject of frtepdly scraps The
Pleiades, and then laying a course as it long way from Noo York harbour, and solitariness and sombre grandeur didn’t
were a cubit ,oo the great chart to the | don't-you forgetjt.’ Impress us at all, as It should have
nethermost of Arcturus ’’ | “ ‘Well; my son,’ said the baffled re- done. It only put us in confoundedly

"Oh! cut It shore!” I interrupted. “I porter, ‘wherever you go in that direc- bad tempers, 
know as little of astronomy as you do tion, you won’t have to worry about "It was rather towards evening, after 
of journalism. Let’s go back to our the return trip anyhow. You’ve paid a particularly grey day, I remember, 
muttons—‘Paradise regained,’ don’t you your fare back ln full. We have Hell- and Penhurst was wearing at me like a 
know.” gate right here, sure, but you are book- fishwife, when all of a sudden the look-

Godfrey, with a deprecatory look ln ed a long way t’other side IV , j out shouted, ‘Land, ho!’ We sprang to 
his dreamy eyes, gathered up the “There, Jack, I see you’re getting, lm- our feet and hurried to the main con- 
eharts and the MSS. with exasperating patient again.

Anddo you make of that?"
“Nothing,” I answered truthfully.

*
ddle distant, with all 
pur of its banks, mir
ai depths below. It

is
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"But the wonder of it all was the 
absolute stillness everywhere. The 
diamond-dusted spray of the cataract 
hung motionless ln mid air. There 
was no commotion ln the lake 
'where it
upheaval where the mighty tqj-rent 
seemed to fall upon It. The very 
animals and. birds, strange and beau
tiful ln form and plumage (I cannot 
name them), were as still as If their 
life had been stopped short ln an In
stant, as If there was a great spell 
brooding over all, and It looked as If 
all might have stood thus transfixed 

The crew discipline flung for ages,” He drew a deep breath.

’What, that fool inventor?”
*Y*rhai)e I thought so once. Any

how he did invent one thing, and it 
was an Invention, by Jove!-an en- 
tirely new style of locomotor—one can 
hardly call It a boat—for Arctic 
ploratlon. It is hard to describe; but 
try to Imagine a cigar-shaped shell 
made to revolve at the rate of a 
thousand revolutions per minute. In
side, a car is suspended in stable equil
ibrium, and fitted after the fashion of 
a submarine. The head of the shell Is 
of nickel steel amalgam, and. for the

■Iseemed to empty, no

ex-
'

led cir- 
day.
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so I'U skip a whole lot. 1 ning port.
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