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CHAPTER XVIL
BAD NEWS.
“Father!”
The_doctor shook his head. “He is
unconscious,” he said.

Darrel looked up at him beseech-
ingly. “Is he—is he very much hurt?”
he asked hoarsely.

The
had brought Darrel into the world,

the

doctor, deeply moved, for he

laid his hand on man’s

young
shoulder.

“He is very badly hurt, Darrel,” he
said. “My poor  boy, there- is -no
hope.”

Darrel dropped his face on his fa-

ther’s arm. The minutes—were they

hours?—dragged along slowly, Oc-
casionally the doctor and the nurse

ministered to the dying man.

The intense silence, the darkness of
the room held Darrel in a terrible
spell, from which it semed to him he
They

persuade him to go downstairs to get

would never awake. tried to
some food; but he mutely refused to
leave his father.
the

something to the

Presently nurse whispered

doctor, and they
bent over the still form with renewed
anxiety.

“He is coming to,” said the doctor.
Darrel?”
The dyving man opened his eyes, a
their

he saw and recognized his

“You will not excite him,
gleam of intelligence cleared
dullness;
beloved son.

“Darrel!” he said faintly,
“Darrel!

It’s all up, dear boy.

with a
last effort. You have come.
I've got my call.
It was the young mare—not her fault
—don’t—don’t—shoot her. A good
horse.”

There was silence for a moment, as
he fought for breath, then he breathed
“Oh, Darrel, my boy—I'm

afraid

painfully.
afraid—I'm
Darrel! Oh, my poor boy!”

Forgive me,

His eves were full of the anguish
of self-reproach, of dread, not of
death, but of life, Darrel's Iuture?
life. }

“Oh, don’t, father!” pleaded Darrel

hoarsely and brokenly. “What have
[ got to forgive? You have been the;

best, the dearest father——"’ '
Sir Anson shook his head ‘and drew
a sigh.
“Not—not the  Dbest,
gasped, with laboring breath: -
But forgive me, Dar-

Darrel,” he
“I have
been—a fool.
rel, and—don’'t—forget me!”

They were poor, reckless, careless
His hands

then the
grasp relaxed, and Darrel felt Death’s
chill.

They got him out of the room at
library, his

Sir Anson’s last words.
closed tightly on Darrel's;

last, and he sat in the

eves fixed on vacancy, his hands grip-
ping each other, as if he were vainly

trying to contend with the grief that
threatened to deprive him of his sen-
ses. He thought of all the happy days
that had passed in the close com-
panionship of the father who had lov-
ed, well-night worshipped him.

He could nct realize that he was
dcad, that the stalwart, breezy, light-
hearted man was still forever.

ie had not realized it when, after
all the

district was pfesent, Darrel sat in the

the funeral, at which nearly
library, still going over the old days,
still fahcying that he could hear his
father’s voice, his step, as he crossed
the hall, followed by his dogs.

All the funeral guests had gone.
Darrel had stolen into the library to
indulge grief*in solitude for a short
tinte. He looked up, but was scarcely
rcused from his reverie, as Mr. Bur-
ridge” entered.

Half an hour ago he had read Sir
Anson’s will, a will made when Dar-
rel was an infant. Darrel had scarce-
ly listened to Burridge'’s
with its
squeaking treble.

He had thought Burridge had left
the Court, and was surpriSed at see-
ing him there before him in the room.

“Is there anything else to be done?”
he asked listlessly.

“No, Sir Darrel,” replied Burridge;

dronix}g

veiee, almost  childish,
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{“but 1 thought 1 should like to see|
yq{i, to ‘have p.,*jia_,ik with you.‘;' He|
stood just within the room, his head |
| tarust forward in its usual attitude,

his Jong arhlq hanging at his ilqleil
his big hands opening and shutting.

Somehow or other, the man’s huge |
‘bulk, his attitude, the small eyes pro-

truding from their lids, jarred on
Darrel; he craved to be alone.

“Please sit down,” he said.
is it you want to say to me?”

“About the estate,” replied Bur-
ridge, sinking into the chair and fold-
ing his hands across his stomach, his
eves fixed on Darrel in an absolutely
cxpressionless stare. “I thought per-
haps you would like to tell me what
vou intended to do, Mr. Darrel?”

Darrel ‘gazed at him \vaguely.

“What I intend to do? I don’t
know exactly what you mean, Mr.
Burridge. 1 suppose I shall have to
send in my
service.”

He sighed; for he had taken kindly
to his profession, as we know, and he
was fond of it. It would be painful
to leave the regiment; but, of course,
his duty lay here, at Summerleigh.
He was—alas!—Sir Darrel now, and
master of the Court. Well, he would
try to follow in the footsteps of the
fcther he admired, and loved. He
would try to do his duty.

“Do you think you will?”’ asked Mr.
Burridge doubtfully. “You know
Lest, of course; but I should‘ have
thought that under the circumstan-
ces it would be as well for you to stick
You know best; of

“What

papers, retire from the

to the army.
course, but I don’t see what else you
could do.”

“I should not have time,” said D%r-
rel, absently. “I shall
bbre. take my father’s place——" 2

Burridge emitted a dry cough.
scratched his head,. and pursed out

nis lips.

“I'm afraid you don't quite under-
stand, Mr~Sir—Darrel," he said. “|

thought perhaps you might have got
an idea of how things stood. Per-
haps I'd better look in to-morrow,
he broke off, beginning to raise his
pulk from the chair; but Darrel, by
a gesture, motioned him to remain
seated.

“What do he asked

“What circumstances? Yot

you mean?”
wearily.
want to talk business with me; please
do so. I would like to know at once
anything you think I ought to be
tcld. 1 want to do my duty. My
fzther’s death was so—sudden, I was
so unprepared that I feel rather be-
wildered and confused; but I shall
understand, if you tell me plainly.”

that’s far the best,” said

projecting his underlip

“Yess
Burridge,
“You ought to know how you stand
and I am sorry to say that you stand
very badly. The fact is, Mr. Darrel
Sir Anson left his affairs in a very bad
state. When he came into the pro-
perty it was heavily mortgaged, and
Sir Anson made bad worse. I did my
best, but I never could get him tc
understand the condition of affairs. He
seemed to think that while he could
raise money on this bit of land or the
other that everything was all right. I
don’t blame him——""

“Blame him!” said Darrel haught-
ily, with a flash of the _eyes.
dared this man speak in this patron-
izing, apoloéetic way of Darrel’s fa-

ther!

How

“I say, I don't blame him,” contin-

ued Burridge stolidly; “it was his
naturé, his temeprament. Some men
are born to squander nioney, some to
take care of it and save it. 1 make
every alllowance for Sir ‘Anson.”
“You makerevery allowance,” said
Dzrrel, scarcely believing his ears.

¢S the man mad to talk in this tone

' of disrespect of his dcad employer!

“It was the Irish blood in him, I
suppose,” went on  Mr. Burridge, ap-

: pargntly unmoved by Darrel’s indig-

nation. “Anyhow, I did my '‘bést to
put the drag on, but I didn’'t succeed;
no cne could have succeeded. Sir An-

‘| son was resolved upon rushing down-

hill, though I told him what the end
would "be. And, of course, it’s come
now, and equally, ‘of course, you've
got to hear the brunt of it, I'm afraid,
2ir Darrel.” - ¥ e

* Darrel began to have a faint glim-
mer of the meaning of the man's
words. He drew himself up, set his
face, and sald quietly: . .

gt
some-

have' to" live/

=3 all run down. I had to
give up work for I could
not stand the pains in my
back.” The doctor said 1
needed an operation for
female trouble but Lydia

E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound-helped me

B more than the doctors
BN did. I hope that every
one who is suffering will
get the Compound. My
pains, nervousness and
backache are gone and 1
have gained five pounds.

I owe my thanks to your

: medicine for it is the
working girls friend, and all women who
suffer should write to you for special
advice,’’— Miss TILLIE PLENZIG, 3 Jay
St., Poughkeepsie, N. Y. .

When a remedy has lived for over
thirty years, steadily growing in popu-
larity and influence, and thousands upon
thousands of women declare they owe
their very lives to it, is it not reasonable
to believe that it is an article of great
merit?

We challenge anyone to show any
other one remedy for a special class of
disease which has attained such an enor-
mous demand and maintained it for so
many years as has Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound.

If you want special advice write to
Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co. (confl-
dential) Lynn, Mass. Your letter will
be opened, read and answered by a
woman and held im strict confidence.

fact is, Sir Darrel, that Sir Anson
The will I read just
jow isn’'t worth the parchment it was

was—ruined.

ngrossed on, for the simple reason
Sir
everything,

‘hat there was nothing to leave.

Anson had morigaged

avery stick and stone,
there's even a bill of sale on the fur-
niture.”

He looked .round the room with the
apprising air of a broker’s man.

every acre;

Two hectic spots appeared on Dar-
rel’s white cheeks, his hands gripped
sazh other -tightly, but he met stead-
1\7 the gaze, the covertly triumphant
caze, of Mr. Burridge's childlike eyes.

“You mean that I am ruined?” he
2aid, in a low voice, but a voice as
steady as his eyes; for a Frayne
should not quail before a Burridge.

“I'.m afraid that's so0,” said Rur-
ridge, in exactly the tone he was wont
to use.when he was selling up a small
farmer. “I'm afraid when we've set-
{led vp that there won't be a penny
for you. Quite the reverse, in fact.”

“But I don’t understand,” said Dar-
rel slowly. “The house and the land,
the estate, are mine.
tailed, don’t you call it?”

Mr. Burridge shook his head. “En-
tail was cut off by Sir Anson’s father.

He was the same kind of man as Sir

They are—en-

Anson.”

There was silence for a moment or
Darrel was perfectly still. He
Men
are tried by fire; Darrel was passing

two.
uttered no cry, no exclamation.

through” an exceedingly fiery furnace
now.

Boyhood was passing
shorn from him by the flames; would
he emerge  into full manhood, hard-
ened, purified, steeled by the ordeal?
It looked as if he would.

As Burridge gloatingly-

from him

watched
him, he saw that instead of collapsing,

as he expected to do, Darrel was brac-
ing himseif.

The young fellow’s face was white,
his brows were drawn, as if by phy-
sical  pain; but “his ]ips-‘ were tightly
set, his eyes were fixed steadily, un-
flinchingly on the man who had been
his and his: father’s secret foe, the
man’ who had been undermining then:
for years; and there was no weakness
in the gaze, no appeal, no sign of sur-
render. : !

“This is bad news—for ‘me, Mr.
Burridge,” Darrel said at last. “You
say that 1 am penniless, that the es-
tate, everyhing, is mortgaged? Wh6
holds the mortgages, to whom do we

| owe all this money, the meoney you

say 1 cannot pay?”
A reddish flush stained Burridge's

';'nefﬁvyv face, his glance shifted from

side to

side; he moistened his thick
e : ;

ingly. F

. “It doesn’t matté},” he said hesitat-

|: 1 wish to know,” said Darrel|

| tern Cuts. These will be found very

The Home Dressmaker should keep
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat-

-useful to refer to from time to time.

9575—A PLEASING AND PRACTI-
CAL COMBINATION GARMENT.

S :
Ladies’ Princess Combination (Draw-
ers and Corset Cover).

Muslin, nainsook, lawn, -dimity,

for this model, which will be found
comfortable and easy to make.
neck may be cut in either of 3 out-
lines or the garment may be finished
with shoulder straps in decollette
style. The pattern is cut in 3 sizes—
Small, Medium and Large. It requires
3 yards of 36 inch material for a Me-
dium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10¢. in

silver or stamps,

CASIONS.
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For early morning wear “abeut the
hopse;” for a “beach” or ‘outing”
suit; for afternoon wear, this design
has much to recommend it. It has the
new. style collar and popular front
clqsmg. A neat patch pocket in the
skirt is chiec and convenient. The
b short sleeves and low neck are com-
fertable and cool. The pattern is
composed of Ladies’ Blouse 9566, cut
in 6 sizes—32, 34, 36,438, 40 and 42
inches bust measure, and Ladies’ Skirt
pattern 9565, cut in 5 sizes—22, 24, 26,
28 and 30 inches waist measure, It

requires 6 yards of 44 inch material

for a 36 inch size. This illustration
calls for two separate patterns, which
will be mailed to any address.on re-
ceipt of 1Qc. for each pattern in silver
or stamps.

PATTERN COUPON.
Please send the above-mentioned
pattern as per directions given below.

Address in full:—
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N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus-
tration and send with the coupon;
carefully filled out. The pattern can-
not reach you in less than 15 days.
Price 10c. each, in cash, postal note,
or stamps: Addt.ressé Telegram Pat
tern y
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Good Suit
The door of success ljeg

the
Get the smil.

open to
thereof.

OWner

_ing habit, and we wiy
supply the Good Suyit,
Our name on a gar
stands for the 1
Fabric, Workmar
’;,7// / and in all g
_ U;,,// ‘,4,3 . entering into the garment, and a Style

Quality and Distinction

materials

which
cannot obtain in any other stor:
this city. We have proved
hundreds of pleased customers,
us prove it to you.

REMEMBER

we have the omnly Genuine An
Cutter in the city, and no old stock

or -styles.

CHAS. J. ELLIS,

English and American High-Class Tailor.
"Phone 230. 302 Water St. P. O. Box 122.

The Canada Life.

In each of the past four years the Canada Life

has earned a LARGER SURPLUS than ever
before in its history,

Favorable mortality, and low expenses. the re-
sult of good management, have helped.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,

St. John’s

We own and offer for sale in lots to
suit purchasers, a block of

Harris Abattoir
Company, Limited,

6 per cent. Bonds, due 1st February, 1928.

Interest is payable half yearly, 1st February
g,;xgoaxugust. In denominations of $100, $500 and

The Bonds are secured by a first mortgage on
all the property and other assets of the Company.
These assets are valued by the Canadian Apprais-
al Company at nearly three times the amount of
the bonds outstanding.

Net Profits over a term of five years average
nearly four times the amiount necessary to pay
the bond interest.

Price 100 and accrued interest, yielding a full
6 p.c. on the money invested.

Circular giving full particulars will be sent
upon application.

F. B. McCURDY & CO.

MEMBERS MONTREAL STOCK EXCHANGE.

C. A. C. BRUCE Manager,
St. Joha's.

JUST OPENED:

FULL STOCK OF

Collar Chec

36 and 42 inches.
PRICES:

| 45, 55, 65, 75 and 80 cents

PER YARD.
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