POOR DOCUMENT

ol
@

R BT

g e

e e

mm*""‘ei

THE SEMI-WEEKLY TELEGRAPH, ST. JOHN, N B,SATURDAY, DECEMBER 17, 1904.

e m—

" The Eleventh Hour

BY SIR WILLIAM MAGNAY, IART

2
-

RO TR

Author of “The Red Chancellor” “The Fall of a Star” “The
Heiress of the Season” c.

Exolusive Copyright for This Province Seoured by The Telegraph

OHAPTER XXIX.—(Continued)

“Come back, Jack! It’s death! Reneagle
shouted desperately. But he gave no sign
of obeying. He was gripping the sub-
merged beam with a despairing effort now,
for he knew that the feat he had essayed
was an impossible one. The force of the
water was more than human ‘clutch could
.withstand. . It drove him outwards till he

. “humg over the fall, climbing helplessly with
urms and knees. The water was over him,
! pouring down upon his head, till he could
get no breath. Perhaps it was the immin-
ence of suffocation that drove him to a
supreme effort. He righted himself some-
what and contrived to get his head above
water. By another he made a desparing
dash to reach the next upright a few feet
away. Exhausted and half stunned, he
caught it, only tto know that he had but
prolonged for a few moments the agony
of the struggle. The post was weak and
Totten: his weight was too great a strain.
Tt was cracking and giving way. He could
do no more now, his strength was exhaust-
¢ ed, he must go to his death, after all not
unwillingly. His only pain was that he
could not reach help to save Reneagle.
Could the man hold on long in that chill
water? But for a ehort time, he feared,
_and then he must go down.

All this flashed through his mind during
the few seconds his support ook in the
breaking: then, with a sudden enap, it gave

_ way and, with a ery to his Maker. he was
thurled down to the foaming ool beneath.

Happily an interval of darkness prevent-
ed Reneagle from seeing the end of Fauc-
onberg’s attempt to save him. When in a
few seconds . the moon shone out again
mothing was to be seen on that side of
thim but the steady slide of the water over
the edge of the fall. Wondering dizzily
whether his friend-conld after all have sue-
eeeded in what seemed an impracticable
#ttempt, Reneagle, shivering ‘and half
spent, set himeelf to hold ont in hope of

#he help which might after all be brought.
86 Jong as he conld keep exhaustion at bay
_.he was comparativelv wafe; the pier to

which he clung seemed likely to hold: per- |

hape the rish of water w2s subsiding. Ah,:
_ if only it ‘were! Suddenly he turned his

‘head and listened with strained face. Was

that a ery? He dared not think it was.

Yes! there again! "An unmistakable shout.
_ He shouted back with what voice his con-
** dition had Teft him: shouted and ehouted
_#4ill he knew he was heard. Yes; help was

at hand. Men were on the bank; by turn-
- ‘jhg his Head he could distinguish their

forms as the moon broke out. They kept
ap the shoute: that was, he told himself,
to encourage him to hold out. He answer-
ed back cheerily, now that hope had reviv-
ed. So he waited—for an age, it seemed.

The ehouting wds shill continued, but

#would help never come? Ofn]y @ crazy, rot-

ten beam between him and death. Of a

sudden the cries redombled. Ah! rescue

was coming now. +/a man with a rope’
tied round him had plunged into the pool

and was making his way towards mid-

stream, eteadied by the rope paid out from

ghore.  As he gained: the central current
he was caught and swept in remorselessly,
, m ture being checked by’ the _
. 'whi Eﬂé him ‘back: Steadily it was let
 go, ‘nearer and nearer he drew to the fall.
.~ The question now was, would he be able to
. veach Reneagle? It was a gritical business:
y mﬁe held securely from going over the
Il and yet to have freedom to reach the
wian he was to rescue. Happily the force
" of.the torrent seemed to have somewhat
abated; the great meservoir above was
sinking to its natural holding, consequently
the feat which a quarter of an hour before
* _would have been i ble was now,
with nerve and luck, to be done. By a de-
_termined effort the strong ewimmer was
able to get out into line with Reneagle, and
so, carefully let go by the paid-out rope, at

* Jength reached him.

“All right, my lord,” he gasped. “Take
hold of my hand; so! Now, let go and
bane on to the rope.”

With the energy revived by the prospect
{ gp Yife ihstead of the death at which he

. -imd’ gtared ‘0. Jong, Reneagle clutched the

. ¥hey began to be drawn upwards and side-
tvaye:towards the bank. - S
Jn Reneagle’s exhausted state it was an’

. snxious operation, since it was impossible

. wto fasten the rope to him; the man, how-
.ever, held on to his arm #ill at length bot-

. tem was touched and Reneagle, too weak
o sband, was seized by his r s and

supported to shore.

.. “Jack!” he gasped, trying to Jook round.

. *Where are you, Fanconberg?”’ .

. “Mr. Fauconberg is not here, my lord,”

. one said.

“Did—did he not send you—to—the res-
-cue?’ ‘Reneagle asked. :

. . “No, my lord, we have mot seen Mr.
Wanconberg. We heard the reservoir had
burst and that—"

He stopped, for Reneagle had fallen back
{insensible, :

CHAPTER XXX.

_ '"No! I shall still think nobler of the sex.
‘Believe a woman still may take a man
For the short period that his soul wears

flesh,

And, tiorlttho soul’'s sake, understand the
u

0Of armour frayed by fighting.”

‘When Fauconberg was carried over the
fall, he went down by the merest chance
into a hole of deep water. Had the drop
been from his original position two or
tthree yards farther out he would have fall-
en thirty feet om to rocks and had the life
dashed out of him. As it was he fell just
at the point where the water happened
to be clear of obstacles. He had made up
his mind that death was inevitable, and it
was only after he had been plunged down
many feet below the surface that he rea-
lized vaguely that he was unhurt. Unhurt,

v yét, ekilful swimmer as he was—and it will
be remembered that he had once saved
Paul Hascombe from a death-tray in the
Thames—he was in imminent peril of
drowning, since in the seething pool, under
the tremendous ‘volume of water which
poured down upon him, he could not re-
gain the surface. It seemed all a hideous
dream, in which the roar of the water
came faintly to his ears; still, it is mot
easy for a etrong swimmer to drown, and
at last, just as he could hold his breath no
Jonger, he contrived to get his mouth above
the foaming surface. Scarcely had he
taken breath when he felt a crash as
fthough his skull were cleft in two, the
moon seemed to expand and burst before
his eyes, and he knew mothing more. Be-
fore he bad had time to recover from his

fope, -the man signalled with his arm, and |

suffocation he had been carried by the tor-
rent head-foremost against a rock and
stunned. But he was not to die so; for the
force which flung him against the rock
lifted and wedged him upon it in a posi-
tion which held him safe above the mow
subsiding water. So he stayed, cut and in-
sensible, but breathing, till at length the
men who had.: helped. to rescue Lord Ren-
eagle came upon him at the very outset of
whait had promised to be a hopeless search.

In the days that followed it, the terrible
event of that night was often discussed,
yet hesitatingly and with a certain con-
straint, bebtween Reneagle and Barbara.
John Fauconberg lay between life and
death; the specialist from London, who
came bristling with cleverness and armed
with an acute knowledge of the very latest
results which the hospitals had to show,
even he refused all hope beyond the merest
tturn of chance, and declared his convietion
that the patient could not live. It was
then, that Barbara knew for the first time
the real story, forced by his sorrow from
Reneagle, of Fauconberg’s deed, and the
deeper motive of his self-sacrifice.”

“He will have died to save .you, Arthur,”
che said with a sob in her voice, as the
news of the doctor’s opinion was brought
her by Reneagle. “Poor, poor fellow! He
has atoned for the faults we in our super-
iority have chosen to impute to him. Ah!
if he only would live that we might tell
how we have misjudged him, end ask his

3 Gu."

“Tt is terrible,” Reneagle said gloomily,
“that he should have #o die after all.. I
am only glad to think I had done the best
for him—for 'who could have foreseen this
ending ?—and taken him in when the world,
our world, kicked .him out. Of course,

Barbara, he was a fool, but I don’t think |.
he was worse. A.nd_IsuppoeelmkwaQ'

against him.” :

“We cannot ftell, she replied. “It may
be all for the best.”

“And to think he is dying there now,”
Reneagle exclimed in an acoess of sor-
row. “I can’t think of it,- Barbara,” he
corftinued impulsively,“‘you know why he
gave up his' chance to me?” =, .

She dolored a little at the meaning of
his question. “Why was it, Arthar?”

“Surely. you can guess,”.he answered.
“Tt was for you, not me, that he did it.
For you, because he loved you.” :

“How could you know that?”’ she asked,
and her voice trembled.

“He told me.”

“He told you? John Faucomberg?”’

Reneagle nodded. “His last word was
that he loved you.”

Barbara could not reply, only turn away
and hide her tears. “Poor fellow,” ehe
sobbed. “Goﬂ forgive me for the way I
treated yeu.”

The confession extorted by her grief

 and remorse made Reneagle’s: face go pale,

but, either it did mot surprise him or he
thastered mfeeﬁhlisdwﬁh abnormal power
of will:  He only looked very grave as he
gaid, not unkindly:— - - :

“I knew that he was in Jove with you,
Barbara, but not that you, cared for him.”

“I neven cared for him!: How could 1Y
elie cried:in a passion of eelf-reproach.

“{ think 'so,” he mamtained steadily.

“Tb treat him as I did? When I might
7 ghe stopped. - &

“There was silence. He stood staring be-
fore him in-painful thought.. For a con-
viction was spreading itself in his mind, an
idea that had sprung -up - there several
times “before, one. that -he .-had always
crushed. down, but could hot uproot. For
we must ever cultivate the weed of self-
love, even when it chokes the flower of
truth. g .

“T know mow,”he said at last, as though
braced for the cold water of an unpleasant
‘act. “I know now what I have sometimes
suspected. You do not love me.”

If it was for her denial he paused, non€
ame; only a little sob, comfirmatory
rather. .

“And,” he went on in a voice from
vhich feeling in its excess had driven all
ign of feeling, “I understand why. You
ave all along loved Jochn Fauconberg.”

. Tven now she did not reply.’”. " .

“You may as well tell me,”’ he said.-“It
‘s hardly fair for us mot to kngw-exactly
“jow. we stand, even if it ba not the'fash-

sn nowadays to -care about such details.””

“I'did care for John Faucouberg,” she
\dmitted, epeaking steadily but without
neeting his eyes. ‘o

“If you cared for him once, you care for
“im mow,” he returned steadily but.with-
»at convietion. “Why then weuld ; you
narry me? Or is the question not a'fair
ono?” - -

The stronger taunt stung her yet more
o her defence. She faced him now. “You
.hink I loved him and all the same could
marry you for—what you have to offer
me. Arthur, the insinuation is worthy
1either of me—nor yourself. I could not
marry John Fauconberg. No matter why.
There was something which stood between
us and made it impossible. I could not re-
spect him, and without respect I, at any
rate, could not love him.”

“But you did,” he insisted.

“Never in a way that could stand be-
tween my conscience and the man who
should be my husband.”

“I faney,” he said after a silence, “that
you have more respect than love for me.”
“How camn I gauge it?” she rejoined.

“No; but I have often thought you did
not feel towards me as, for instapce, you
would have loved this pcor fellow could
you only have respected him, as you would
love and respect him now, if by a miracle
he should recover.”

She moved to him and took his hand.
“Arthur, was it not enough that I could
love you honestly, without an arriere
pensee, that I could marry you with no
unworthy motive? If any such reason has
influenced others who wished for this mar-
riage, it has not touched me. I will not
wrong myself by insisting that you must
believe me.”

“Of course, dearest, I believe you,” he
replied. “Oniy—you do not love me.”

“I do love you, Arthur.”

“Yes—in a way. I know your love is
genuine enough as far as it goes. But it is
now what I ask. You give me garnets
“vhere I look for rubies.”

“How can a woman tell how much love
she is capable of giving?”’ she reasoned.

“It is the man who must .call it forth,”
he said. “I understand that. And, more-
over, that I am mot the man. Why—
Heaven knows! But I think you would
have loved me if you had mever met peor
Jack.”

“And now, that he is to be nothing more
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than a memory, are you to be jealous of
him * she asked earnestly.

“Jealous? Of.tha man who saved my life
for your love? Barbara, what should T
have dond in his place? Jealous! T only
wigh—__.l’

A man came running past the windows.
Barbara ‘clasped Reneagle’s arm.

.. “Arthur!” she cried, with-a catch in

{ her. woice, ¢ it is all over. There. is Scot-,

son=—=" ’ -

“Poor_fellow, poor John! Barbara, 1
can’t bear. it,” he ohied passienately. “I
can’t bear the news. And we have’ been
talling nothing but_ourselves, our —

There was a knock at the door amd the
man, came in. v .
" “Beg pardon, iy lord,” he said, breath:
lessly; “Dr. Kiricham sent me up from the
Lodge to.say hethinks there is a change
for the better in Mr. Fauconberg—""

“A. change for the better?’ dhey both
gasped. :

“Yes, miss; yes, my lord. Doctor Kirk-
ham had a horse saddled amd sent his
groom after the London doctor; he
thought Saunders might catch him before
the train came in, and bring him back to
see Mr. Fauconberg again.”

“All right, Scotson, I'll come up to the
Lodge at once.”

As the man went out, Reneagle and
Barbara looked at each other. “He is go-
ing to live,” Reneagle said, and there was
an infinity of complex nmreaning in the
simple words. Such a depth of significance
that Barbara could net answer them. Next
moment he ias on his way to the Ledge.

“I am glad,” said old Lady Reneag'e
that evening to her son, who bhad just
brought her news of the patient, “that
the poer fellow is likely to recover afiter
all.”

“Yes, mother; both doctors have the
strongest hopes.”

“Then I need not put off those people
who are coming to ‘luncheon tomorrow,
the Scott-Purveses, Did 1 tell you she
wrote to decline as she had a guest? Of
course, I had to te!ll the woman to bring
her too, although when one is a little un-
certain about the people themselves one
certainly does not want their friends.”

“No, mother; but you can’t help it.
Let’s hope for the best,” he said absenly.

“I am so releived about poor Mr. Fau-
conberg,” Lady Reneagle continued.
“Apart from the splendid pizee of heroism
which he perfermed which may have savaed
yeur life, dear—"’

“Poor, dear Mr. Fauconberg,” she went
on; “how delightful to think we are after
all to have an oppoytunity of thanking
him. Beyond that, A#thur, it would have
been so terrible to have the gloom of his
dedth over us when we have to think of
your wedding.”

“Yes,” he agreed. Then suddenly added:
“Mother, what would you say if T did not
marry Barbara after ali?”

J

cannot cure those who.

| “she pever refuses to marry you?”

Feouples one knows of. My dear boy,
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|in’a vortex' ofspaeulation as td whether.y;:
.. | the breaking-off. of the engagement might desire. “What is that?” Her voice shook.

¢ {other’ well infjtawn ‘and on her reccvery |low tone.
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amazement, “Not marry her, Arthur?
Yon see. fokint” What

“No, I'm not,” he replied, gloomily, “I . 9
don’t think it will come off.” D P t h

“But, my dearest  boy, why not?” she r. I c er S
exclaimed, in a tone of horrified expestu- B k h K.d
lation. “Why not? Ycu have never beem ac ac e l ney
so foolish as to quarrel—" j

“No, indeed, mother. It would be a dif- Tablets

ficult thing to quarrel with Barbara. Only,

I have found out that she does not care .
g | Cure
“Doesn’t care for you? Absurd!” The

idea was quite beyond Lady Rencagle's
powers of comprehension.

“Up to a certain point she does,” he
continued, in a quietly reflective wvoice,
strangely in .contrast with his mother’s
excited incredulity. “But not as I would
be loved and you would wish me to be
loved by the woman I make my wife.”

“Barbara Evandale does nct love you?”
she cried, still refusing to believe it. That. |!
‘any woman who had the- chance could
think twice about leving a man of her
son’s rank and wealth was too absurd an
idea. “She mever fold you.so?”

“Not spom.aneously. I suspected, and she
has praetically confessed it.” :

“But,” the old lady pursued aghast,
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ment had been a: shake of his head." or three for 81.25, at druggists, or by mail.
“I am very sorry, mother,” he said. |The Br. Zina Pitcher €o. ‘l‘omnltg Ont.
“but P'm-afraid it must be as T say. The | 2 : :
property is nothing. I have more as it is S
.thart I'can manage. And certainly wealth other man’s ‘devotion. And' that is, or
eqpugi‘x_ o _pub me above the ‘danger 'vof | should: be, everything to & woman.”
e ot e Py P O
will"be broken; But it séems as though vm‘e‘r, yet domehow she eould vnnot. -
fhifgs were ahaping that way,.and I 'John -Fauconberg mever. cared, never
3 thﬂ“ght it well to prepareyou. There’s the could have cared for me," Sybilla ‘went on
dmsm}g-bell. Now, my dear mater, don’t | steadily, without a tquch of emotion in
2?8%:;; 'ﬁ(‘)vhl‘!:&gy Ic gpxm!eﬁj;“ 1;31 do | her voice. “I was a ool to let: myself care
‘my “#hd make a :
splendid match one day. Ohly I have a i h.m’ b.u $1 knew ot W Im.ew Wl.m ;
ordidice 3 i of being Jowd by the was in him and _d,rea.m.. t he might give
woman I marty. Surely, mother, a man me, what a woman might sell her soul for,
even in our state of life, may reasonably | the devotion he afterwards gave to you.
ask that his wife shall be in love with [It is the irony of fate. I could not call
him. Rank and estates don’t count for |forth his love; no woman, of the many
everythirig, although there seems to be an hg must have met and flirted with, could,
idea  that they should. I have all along | till be met you. And you didn’t care for
suspected that Barbara did not care for him—you, for whom he would have given

T S SRV T T DT T Y YR YO AT TR

me as—well—as I have all my life looked his life.” ;
forward to being loved. And mow an.ac- ﬁ‘gh’ don’t, don’t say thal,” Barbara
. criea.,

cident has shown me that my fear was
well founded.. I thought, perhaps, her na-
ture was cold; T kriow now it Was only ugha)) J tell you something? Something

80 to me.” ;7
e et s LR DR i oo | that is known in this world only fo me
He kissed hey and went out, leaving et and John Fauconbersg.”

Barbara was roused now ‘to. a palpitating

“He wonld,” Sybilla insisted, mistaking
the ®prompting of. the other's protest.

not open the door to a still better mateh, as ehe asked phe question
81’1&1‘1]80" ﬂftﬂ'fm- ‘be for ‘the best. “Give me your word that you will never
e guest “Mhorit {Mrs.  Beott-Purves givulge i 'to a’ living soul,” Sybilla de-
brought with fher to Tancheon mext iday | manded. . " Your, sacred word of hompor.”
turned out, ‘%6 Barbara’s great SuIpriss, to |  “Yes,-I give you my word ‘of - honor,”
be none other than Sybilla Caspari. She | Barbara responded; in-fear and wonder.
and ‘MirsifS Z.:?iﬁi'ves had known cach | Sybilla leaned forward and spcke .in a
T “It was not Paul Hascombe’
she ivas asked down fo stay at Letworth | but John Fauconberg who was holding the
and recruit. - - .| pistol. swhen I was.shot.” .
.She ‘was just_the girl the widow would'| Barbara: went white. ‘‘He shot you?”
take to—clever, smart, and with such |she demanded in a terrified whisper. =
spléndid “miesisal gifts. But now, Barbara |, - Sybilla shook- her head. “No; I shot

“Tthought, she 98émed but the shadow : of’ myself; -at least it -was an accident, a pure

her: old self. Not so much in appeararice, | accident. ' But John was going to shbot,
for she had made, when once on the rcad, | bimself; I came’in just in time to seize
a rapid recovery. But én her manner, in his arm; in another second he would have
her character there seemed to be some- | fallen dead with a name on his lips. 1
thing greatly altered, something that had heard it. You can guess what it Was.
not. been there beforo—a spirituality. a | LS, ‘Barbara’ i

suggestion that life was now less a reality The other had turned away, her breast
then ® némory; and.a painful one. She |heaving, ber eyes full of eare. .
could talk and laugh, but Barbard’s per- ‘I drove him to that!” ehe cried with
ception told her that the passionate force | ¥ half ecb.

Srith arltich tha.wed hud cme vimead and | 0% No, I SylEE el Wi
which  had been so strongly ch':.'l:'i‘m” the first passion she had shown. “I, and

istic thad been dulled and numbed. :J[t kg right that I sho\_x]d be pums'hed.
‘As they -were already well acquainted dlgl)olsolr’led you against him—yes, I gld’ 1
therd-was no invidiousnels to the others| o= for Barbara had made a depre-
‘when “Barbara took Sybilla*off to her catory movement, “I was mad with jeal
Frootr, leaving Mrs. and Miss Scott-Purves ousy then. I would have seen him, dea’d
i d;‘iv’e o> Tady Reﬁe;xgle S rather than your:or any other womans
Nty il Trane chiibtes iy husband. I was a fool to think that the
T & bt ik Py ol 8 B s el SRS st oo
héve ehrunk from; she asked, quite calm-' be compelied. He gave me once a kiss
ly, about’ Faucqnberg’s cha,nce, of recovery ik rqckle:ssx;ess, atid 1 thonght, that
Barbara told her of the neiw hope whic‘}; il Sverything. 1 '}vas.to el to, i
-every hour was strengthening, and added s Sulig o Rt R e o
e Von Iiew. then. that e wis hea? wrong, oli, yes.  But not pear]y so wrong
By pid o Bithe istbully.. Yeis | oy ad Ty made K iatet
that was why I came down to these parw’ ﬁ?n;egf ;',l;i w;g‘je Ofe;u&; ‘Jb]?)tfdoﬁ: ie: Ztl;
. rime; rem r? Of course y
g)]fl c:‘t‘:or::’ %gﬂgcottmveiglgstﬁld ;Iclxe do. Our cruel words, our lies and hali-
dent.” g ? - liels e ne;rg f:rg:ltlt?. uft was In%t_lémgi
e : i L pad no right to allude it as id.
, "Bt told you ks ment to sick bis Lfe| mado it into o lie. Wiah £ alladed fo wis
il e gges (]J:'.ld Grngidale s ilfeattlll. I'{l‘wz;]s an _at’lcuzre'nt{
% = : . : saw 1f myse rough the window a
T i gl 7 £ s e Dk o L e
tioner. “It is only what I could %ave . Was‘bantacczﬁlc:.té Joﬁntlautionbezi
i o can never be touched for that as long as
imugined be would o, 1 wonder, ough v e ridmer A vt oxe
Barbara Tootiad st her searchingly, as when I knew 1 could not ]f;eep u{n, !
half comprehending her drift » 88 would, Heaven help me! 1 believe I would
“Wh tpd g  gh .ask 1% hav sworn, his life away rather than have
: e oy L e asked, keep-| seen him married to another woman.” She
mEIrctrcent. 4 . B § had spoken all thig rapidly, almost breath-
i :ll}zﬁo‘;eéumzs 2::;‘ o eSIysbiiTa, ";‘e‘;uel(;‘ lessly, goaded ont by her remorse. She now
ontipdkely ) i ) th‘lcgv:l%l::se]f on her fknegs. v 1k
$ - rbara, can you forgive me: v
Bos Burbars, with o8 hor Betth of enioed hie fife, 1 he LieE hive nronged
bmsmpakwlé}?:c; 0;: % not bring “Perh 0| you hideously, but, as I live, I have re
irongh Mier  ISsCTYs b rhaps,” | nented. If you knew what it has been to
she replied ;Ig,llxarded]y. But how could | Jjo al] through the long hours of my ill-
Y‘?é‘ i‘;‘lww s;]tlk § Yon dsee ness thinking of this, of nothing but this,
ybilla | e I SCCONNE, f }‘1‘; were | vou would believe me when I tell you how
so, for lus. facing 'deat}’l Zhsivl: the ngn bitterly T have repented—how 1 have vow-
i’:;“‘m?:beggéng E’ ;noixrrliz;ew T :so‘:ve]lo al; ed to atone. And now it is too late. .-’ﬂ;,
I—well, I don’t think you would ever be Iéal{b . on])& \fo-ﬁt;n,l b?t I, dAri-d :-lge:
Lady Reneagle. Oh, I know Reneagle is ne;s-_g,m’ Fanflover & 't
zuzph]:n&ldbfeenob‘rxtmid vz;ry?;:fh thazu}ll)f For.a moment Barbara hesitated. Then
whether he has a thousandth part Bf the S]’lél tgggets;é;ﬁtgg’ he:l.\e said gently.
|#And I have treated him worse than you,
for I had not your excuse. It was my
head that condemned him against my
beart; your heart fought for him in de-
fiance of your head.”
“But that is all over new,” Sybilla said

Owing to faulty
and liver the blox

dmea.?e ger resolutely. “I am going to begin a dif-
warni ferent life. I have done harm enough,
ache Heaven knows; 1 shall try after this to do

if you ravages of | goine good. 1 ehall never care for, never
chronid kid D1 Ham- | {hink of any :nan again, and next week
ilton’ b kidney and || go to a life where Jove must be .left be-
liver complaint §or all tin

No medicine | hind. But I was bound to se you first
irem@v«“ﬁ so promptly—mdthing in theland confess the wrong I hall done. Now
| world of medicine cures more thoroughly.| there is nothing to delay me.”

| For good blood, clear complexion, healthy| Reneagle next day was sitting by Fau-
| appetite the proper treatment is Dr. Ham- | conberg, nuw fast recovering.

“Jack, my dear fellow,” he said, “you

et
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“| found out, Barbara does mniot love me and
> | for a sufficient reason—she loves you.”

| make a better cow than its mother; how-

man’s love, the real depth of his devotion, |

'she eats-into milk; the quality of this pro-

were wrong after all to leave that post we
were clinging to.”

“Wrong?” Fauconberg opened his eyes
in suprise, T :

“Yes,” Reneagle went on, “or rather, I
was wrong to let you go. I ought to have
slipped off instead, except that perhaps-I
might have made a worse tumble of it
than you did.” x

“But why?’ John demanded still won-
derinz.

“For the very reason that made you do
it; Bavbara’s happiness.”

Tauconberg flushed a little ag with pain
and lay back staring at him.

“Jt’s a shame; I mustn’t worry you,
deay old fellow,” Reneagle said, as he laid
‘his band affectionately upon the other’s.
“The fact is, Jack, as you did take me
jfito your confidence in that supreme mo-
‘ment, I may tell you now that I have

and strong. But
in the fruit

“Reneagle!” the poor fellow in his weak-
nesa could say nothing more, only cry out
in a delirium of doubtful hope and joy. fruit.
But the sight of it in the man who had
to all intent given his life for him went
far to compensate Reneagle for the un-
pleasant course he had set himself to
take. “The long and short-of it,” he con-
tinued, “is that—I am not going to marry
Barbara—now do keep still, Jack, theres
a dear fellow—you wouldn’t have me marry

—and keep the wholgFegs

fruit gr¥atly intensified. They have
amarked effect on the liver—toning
it up—making it active, “Fruit-a-
tives” are, withont doubt, the only
complete cure for all Stomach,
Liver and Kidney Troubles.

soc. a box. Atall druggists.

FRUITATIVES, Limited, OTTAWA.

a girl who didn’t care for me, especially,”
he added with a touch of bitterness, “as

they tell me I can have anyone I choose
to ask, Now, as I can’t have her myself,

marriage, the next best thing is to arrange
it all for you, my best and truest friend,
as you can’t just now quite look after the Arou nd The
affair yourself. Yes, yes; it's all right. 1
have eettled it all with Barbara, who
knows now from Miss Caspari the truth
of everything. Yes; Barbara will tell you
so herself when you care to ask her. It
is all absolutely arranged, subject to your
approval, even to the repurchase of Gains,
which I fancy you won’t let go again in a
hurry. You know the lady in possession
is only too ready to be paid out. So all
vou have to do is to get well as—John-—
John! “he cried, suddenly, “my dear fel- M
low—if you only knew the pleasure and
delight. this gives me to do. for you—-7"
TFor Fauconmberg had turned his face to
the wall and was sobbing like a child.

iroubles
Teart, Sl%

V. M. C ot Sufolk couiity (N. ¥} etven|Or Dizay &
his idea on the important point of “raisig | Sterting
one's own cows”’ in The Ohio Farmer of | [Handsd
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as follows:

1 have noticed that comparatively few
farmers realize the importance of making 5 £
the most of their heifer calvss. The best | saving many a life, an

Heart and Nerve Pil

by careless and ignorant managament in " B
raising. Many calves are s:iunted the first shqttNredz.nahdS.
half-year of their lives by being cxpos:d to .
}zo;d sun da.nd. flies :éld flrom Ilack of proper | writes i—‘¢ Allow me
ood, and a stunt calt will mature into 2a 1 I hawv
an under-sized cow, and will be dwarfed in gr i reSLILs_ s
in usefulness in the dairy just in proportion il 3
oy she'Is dwerfed in body, and & body that | years I sufiered inten
is hin@ered in growth means weakeped di-| heart, and was very
gestion. : I believe it is the experience of| four boxes of Milburt
stomachs -and $trong digestive powers are.
the - most profitable in converting food intof . )
milk and butter fat.:The aim, therefore, in.| cents per hox, or 3 fo
rearing dairy calves should be to keep them 3
in a growing condition all:the 'time and en-
courage -a large stomach by feeding largely
on  bulky food, such as clover hay, bran,
etc,, and especially guard against the diges-
tive organs getting deranged.

We do not expect every: heifer raised will

of price. -

taken in time, has been the means ofj
bred heifer calf may be mads a poor cow | to those who were weak, nervous, health-

Mrs. E. Kilmer, Humberstone, Ont.,

burn’s Heatf and Nerve Pills, For four

under the only conditions I care for in SUﬁered Intense Pain

Heart For

Four Years.

e

Was Very Dizzy.

= system. For
alpitation of -the
Nervousness, Faint

, Shortness of Breath,
the Sleep ; Cold, Clammy
Feet, Brain Fag, etc., we would
Nov. 5. We have copied his ideas in part | strongly advise the early use of Milburn’s

ls, as this remedy,

d restoring strength!

to tell you of the
derived from¥Mil-

se pain around the|
dizzy. After using
v’s Heart and Nerve

all, with dairy cows, that those With Iarge | pijje. T was completely Sred i
* Milburn’s: Heart and Nerve Pills, 50

r $1.25,

All Gealers, or mailed direct on receipt

Tge T. Mieory Co., LIMITED,
ToroxTO, ONT.

ever, ' the postibilities’ are that threefourths

of ‘them will take this rank.’ There are three
points upen which these. possibilities depend
—breeding, feeding and care. A good cow
conyerts a very large per cent. of the food |4

duction depends largely ‘on . the breeding.
Evyery .intelligent farmer knows that young
and-growing calves Should be fed genercus-
‘ly. from start.to finlsh upon the kind of"!
Igodﬁihest adapted. .to ,promote growth and
thrift,

The development can be very much facil-
itated by proper handling and timely break-
ing. A critical period in the life of the
heifer is that at which she has her first
calf. Careful attention should then be given
her, for it is at this time that her future
usefulness, to quite an extent, is fixed. The
man who is developing a cow dfor himself
should not be discouraged by a light flow s
towards the close of the period, but should
continue milking the heifer as long as poss-
ible in order to establish in her a protract-
ed milking period. She must not be permit-
te to go back in her flow of milk, and to
this end supply of food must be abundant,
rich in milk-making qualities, succulent and
appetizing, and she must be managed so as
to . consume as largely as possible without
taking on fat from it.

Apple Growing on the St. John
Valley. T

Anyone can sec
hand premi

old? Wateh
't miss this)
CREDIT
AT, ONT

Until this year apple-growers along the St.
John River. have never shipped fruit to

Europe, but, acting on the. advice of the

Fruit Division, Ottawa, some of the grow-

ers this season m’:lidn ﬂ’i%[ shimeents,l rlx:ost;

ly to Glasgow. The “New runswicker,” | = ! g
the ‘‘Duchess’” of the otherdprmi‘ldnces 1m0dti- !;AEBSQME
fled by the later season and colder ¢ imate

of New Brunswick, is tquirttela -ﬂx-tm‘&ppl]te. i4k Rlua and
suitable for fall shipment. It is quite largely

grown, and a lot was shipped the first week isol_n WATGH
in September, which netted $2.50 per barrel. L
This was followed by a shipment of the F R E .
“Wealthy,” which did equally well. In pre- T ”
vious years this class of fruit was sent s
down the river in old barrels or .boxes, with

little attention to packing and grading, and

the average price obtained from. local deal-

ers was 75 cents to $1 per barrel Last

spring a dominion fruit inspector visited
the principal apple-growers in the St. John
Valley, with the object of giving them in-
structions and encouragement .in the work
of building up a fruit industry. He found
them discouraged with the prices formerly
received for apples of the above sorts, which
grow exceedingly clean and rich in flavor
along the river. However, this year's ex-
port shipments have been €0 satisfactory
that growers are quite pleased with the
prospects, and many new orchards are be-
ing set out on the lines recommended by
the Fruit Division. A storehouse has been
erocied at St. John whera large quantities
of Ontario apples will be regraded and re-
packed for shipment 'during the winter
months. Young orchardists would find a

an opportunity to &
witichies faaddition
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visit to this establishment  very interesting

and instructive, as it would enable them to| ———————
gain a practical knowledge of the essentials
of packing and grading for the export busi-
ness in a very short time.

. Advice {o Shoppers

Don't gzo shopping yet awhile,
Wait a bit.

Time ain’t here yet, by a mile;

. Weit a bit.

Wait and go another day;

Christmas is three weeks away—

Wait, and join the frenzied fray;
Wait a bit. ;

Wait till all the stores are jammed—
Wait a bit;

Wait till aisles are packed and rammed;
Wait a bit. 3

Wait till salesmen are half dead, '

Tired of iimb and daft of head,

Till the shopping time is sped— |
Wait a bit. : |

Don’t employ a bit of sense—
Wait a bit;
Wait till every one's intense—
Wait a bit.
Wait till you can never get
What you want, and have to fret
Like a hen with feathers wet—
Wait a bit. y >
—8. W. Gillian in Baltimore American.

The new walerway from Retterdam to the
sea has been formed so that large sea-going
vessels can ascend to the city without diffi-
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