Desmond March opened his lips to
cry out, but checked himself, for Gar-
ling did not attack him; simply stood

| with his Kands in his pockets, his eyes
8 | blazing redly in his impassive face.
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CHAPTER XXXII.
“Means to keep his mouth shut! No
scandals! Quite right, my dear cou-
sin. I wonder if that madman is still

there? 1I-can't afford to appear in a
fracas, a struggle in the public
streets, with a lunatic convict. Bet-
Yes;
Brus-

ter clear out again for a time.
I'll go back to that infernal
sels. I'll lie low for a bit.”

He went into his dressing-room and
changed his evening clothes for a
traveling suit, and, with the collar of
his ulster turned up as far as it

would go and his traveling cap drag-
ged down to meet it, went down the
stairs, opened the door, and cautious-
ly looked out.

Garling was not in sight; and with
a sense of relief which enraged him,
he called 2 cab and was driven to
Liverpool Street. P

He was in time to catch the
wich boat-train, and . he hung
watching the passengers
they had gone from the station to the

Har-
back
few until
quay. Garling was not among them.
On board the boat Desmond March
went stealthily to a point from which
he could secan his fellow-pdssengers;
but he saw no sign of the square,
shrunken figure, the livid face and
blood-shot, menacing eyes.

There was a fog on the Scheldt, and
the ‘boat moved slowly, sounding the
fog-horn continually.

The fog was still thick when the
steamer’ reached Antwerp. The day
had turned to night; the electric light
made the darkness denser at places
untouched by the -lamps, and Des-
mond March, as he stood leaning over
the deck-rail, peered into these black
spots with a vague apprehension
"creeping on him. He was almost the
last of the passengers to land, and
he was passing to the train which
stood waiting, when he saw a figure
move slowly down the gangway and

b3

stand on the quay.

It was Garling—Garling with no’
attempt at concealment in his dress,
no upturned collar or écreening cap.
Desmond March stood for a moment
as if uncertain what to do; then he
stepped out of the rays of the electric
light into the shadow. Useless to go
aboard the train with this madman as
a fellow passenger. He would wait
where he was until the train had gone
and then—ah, well, he had meant to
go to Brussels and thence to one of
the = small, out-of-the-way Belgian
towns; but he could remain in Ant-
" .werp or—or return to London.

He stood—he was ashamed to
crouch—behind a high pile of bales,
and heard the train start. He remain-
ed in hiding for another minute, then
he stole out: s

Garling was waiting for him on the
other side of the bales.

‘| Confused by  the

“Curse you!” gasped March, “Why

| do you follow me? What do you

want? Come a step nearer and I'll
call the police; there are a dozen
here. Yes, by Heave‘n, I'll stop your
little game; you're carrying this mad
freak of yours too far.”

Still'not a word, not a movement of
the menacing eyes.

As Desmond March moved toward
the quay, the officials turned out some
of the lights; the passengers had
gone, and the place seemed deserted.
sudden darkness
where a moment before there bhad
been at least partial light, Desmond
March blundered uncertainly for-
ward.

The next instant an arm was
thrown round his neck and across
his mouth; he was, borne to the
ground with an irresistible force, and
Garling’s knee was on his breast.
Desmond March could not see the face
above him, but he could feel the hot
breath, could almost feel the savage
eyes. He could not speak, for the
huge hand was upon his lips, forcing
them out of shape, driving them
against his teeth.

“At last,” said the impassive voice.
“We're at our reckoning, Mr. March.
You want to know what I've got
against you? I'm going to tell you.
I've been waiting to tell you. Oh, I
could wait. I'm used to it. I've
learned patience in a hard school.
And you don’t guess why I'm going to
kill you? That’s—strange; yes,
that’s strange! You don’t think of
her—not for a minute, not you!
What's just one girl to you! You
won’t care when I tell you that she’s
dead. What'’s it matter to you whe-
ther Lucy Edgworth lived or died;
you'd done with her, hadn’t you?
Well, she’s dead. She flung herseilf
over a bridge into the river. It’s a
pity there wasn’t an end of her
there, apity for you that I picked her
out and brought her home to die. A
pity, because, you see, I'm her father.”

Frantic with terror,. Desmond
March struggled; but as vainly as if
the knees that pressed on him were
a ton of steel.

“Her father. Strange,
said Garling, not jeeringly,
most solemnly and ,with the terrible
calmness of insanity. “Her father.
And me a rich man, too. Worth a
million. And she'd have had it, it I'd
known she was my child in time to
save her. And you'd have had the
money you’d sell your soul for, you—
Pity, eh? If you’d only

isn’t it?”’
but al-

murderer.
known!”

He paused and looked down at the
face—now stained with purple patch-
es—beneath him, looked down almost

| absently.

“That’s what we've got to reckon
up, Mr. March'. My girl’s ruin and—
murder. For you Kkilled her, you
know. For myself—I'd cry quits,
though you drove me hard, Mr.
March; very hard. But my girl, my
innocent, pure-hearted girl! Ah!”

The roughly hewn mouth- opened,
the fangs shone whitely in the murki-
ness, the huge hand was raised—and
fell. Fell with such deadly force that
it spurred the shrinking soul in the
quivering body to one great, super-
human effort. Incredible as it seems,
Desmond March freed himself from
the horrible incubus of the down-
pressing, life-crushing knees, and he
struggled to his feet. He would have
screamed for help, but his throat was
too parched for any sound saving a
gasying sob to issue from it; but he
writhed and flung up his arm in im-
potent rage and fury, ‘the . blood
streaming from his battered face and
severed lips.

With a snazl, the guttural cry of the
insane, Garling closed on him, lifted

straw, and, edging nearer and nearer

| the brink of the quay, poised for a

moment, then plunged over wth his
burden into the dark waters below..

him bodily, as if he were a bundle of

When the mg_:;m found—al-| 2
mbht'sfde by sid’__ e ﬁlﬂ of :Des- :

A Bad Heart

Its Cause and Cure.
Many, Firmly Convinced They Are
Dying of Heart Trouble, Have Of-
ten the Strongest Hearts.

Sometimes you wake up at night,
heart throbbing like & steam éengine.
Your breathing is short and irregu-
lar; pains shoot through the  chest
and abdomen, and cause horrible an-
xiety.

Your trouble isn’t with the heart at
all. These sensations are the out-
come of indigestion, which has caus-
ed gass to form on the stomach and
press against the heart.

Just read what happened to Isaac
Malloux, of Belle River, Ont.:

“Three months ago I was a weak,
sickly man. My appetite was poor,
food fermented in my stomach, I had
sour. rising and indigestion. - At night
I would often weaken with gas in the
stomach and heart palpitation.

“] consulted my doctor and used
remedies that my’ friends  advised.
Nothing helped:

“One day I received a sample of
Di. Hamilton’s Pills, and my cure
commenced. To-day I have a vigor-
ous appetite strong heart action, and
no sign of indigestion. I feel younger
and healthier than ever before.”

“You druggist or storekeeper sells

Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, 26¢c. per box or
five boxes for $1.00. By mail from
The Catarrhozone Co., Buffalo, N.Y.,
and Kingston, Canada.
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Plok That Failed:

R ) Sk

Love That Would
Not Be Denied.

CHAPTER 1.

It is sunset; a dusky red is spread-
ing out from the horizon and throw-
ing .a duskier reflection upon the
sullen sea and its more sullen shore.
A weird, awful shore it is, encumber-
ed with huge rocks and strangely
hewn stone.

A grim, shuddering waste,
grimmer and more terrible by strange
stray specks of humanity, that, seen
in the falling sunlight' seemed rather
distorted creations of fancy than ac-
from stone ' to

made

tual human beings;
stone they pace, stepping with a pe-
culiar, halting, laborious gait, and
lo6king Sullenly earthward as if their
eyes were chained to the hateful, bar-
ren shore and the looking upward
were death.

Look closer and gain fresh cause
for wonderment. There is a strange
likeness in these dim figures. They
their is directed
sullenly downward alike, they are
dressed alike. A sad, dingy, gray
garment, half shirt, half tunic, re-
lieved in all cases by a patch of crim-
son across the arm, upon which is
stamped, in letters of black relief, a
number. Their feet are shod with
thick, heavy, iron-soled boots; a
coarse, hideous 'cap is upon their
heads, and the hair beneath it is cut
almost to the skin.

The faces—ah, no! who could de-
scribe those faces? Who can speak
of those crime-stamped brows, those
passion-distorted lips, and those de-
spairing eyes? §

* Listen! There is no sound but the
sudden crash, crash of the falling
stone ‘that the coarse-grained hands
are pushing, and the bent, gray-clad
shoulders are heaving, from the quar-
ries. One other sound still, heard
only at intervals when the stone is si-
lent, and that is the tramp, tramp of
the sentries, who, like the figures of
Death and Eternity in the old Roman

move alike, gaze

to and fro on the battlements, forever,
night and day, keeping watch and

temple, forever, day and night, march |

s

‘ward on the terrible, gray-clad fig-
ures, that despairingly toil upon the
barren plain below.

It is the convict station at Port-
land, and the figures are the shadows
of some of England’s vilest criminals,
The sun sinks lower, the warders,
stationed' at -measured intervals be-
tween the various gangs, yawn with
weary irxipatience and long for the
sound of the prison bell. ‘When that
rings, which it will do within half an
hour, the éangs will have finished
their work for the day and the march
for the gloomy prison upon the
heights will commence.

The warders yawn impatiently, but
the silent, gray-clad figures feel no
impatience. They have nothing to
long for, nothing to hope for.

One and all toiling on this partic-
ular plain toil on till death, and that
has been ldnged for so long that it
seems so far off as to be hopeless.

Death comes to me free and happy,
but them it seems to avoid; it leaves
them to their most awful punishment
of life.

The quarter has chimed, the ward-
ers have grown more impatient, per-
haps less vigilant, or does this tall,
thin figure with No. 108 stamped upon
his arm only fancy so? For he has
broken the rule which says that no
man shall separate himself from his
particular gang, and is crouching be-
hind a bowlder. Is he resting? His
hazel, hunted eyes flash from the
nearest warder to the sentinels upon
the battlements. His hand grasps the
chain at his leg to deaden its rattle as
he glides along. His eyes drop from
the sentinel and travel swiftly but
keenly along the grim rank of the
next gang. They rest upon one gray-
clad figure numbered
His breath comes faster, he crouches
until his breast touches the ground,
and, though his lips are too tightly
pressed for speech,.'his eyes seem to

ninety-nine.

speak in the intensity of their gaze.

Perhaps number 99 feels their gaze,
for as he stoops with the gang to
heave the hard, -cruel stone, he lifts
his small, villainous eyes and - sees
the dark, piercing ones fixed so earn-
estly upon him. A start, impercept-
ible, thrills through him, and, as he
raises his shoulder he contrives to
lift one hand as a signal that he has
seen and understands.

No. 108 seems satisfied, he drops his
eyes with a sigh, and waits with
‘sullen impatience. -

The stone is upheaved.
moves
breath.

A few of the-miserable figures drop
upon the stones.

No. 99 flings himself sullenly upon
the stone behind which crouches No.
108, and so effectually conceals the
piercing eyves from the warder’s cat-
like vigilance.

The gang

round and® pauses to gain

low, hoarse voice
from below the stone. “Can you hear
Don’t head, and
speak low.”

“I hear,” replies N
hoarse voice.

“Jem,” says a

me? turn your

99, with a

“Jem, there’s a chance; don’t start
or I’lIl1 kill you. There’s a chance, but
it wants working. I've been wanting
to speak to you for six weeks. War-
der No. 24 drinks like a fish. He'll be
drunk to-night—to-night at
I've the stuff in the corridor. Our
cells are opposite. He- carries the
keys in his breast pocket. At half-
past seven to-night, Jem, he or I will
be a dead man. You know me and
my stroke. If I can get a clear blow
with the iron jug and without noise
we are free. Once in the corridor
with the keys, we ean gain this cursed
cliff. Don’t speak—he’s looking this
way! The tide comes in at ten; we
must swim for it—go this mihute, or
we are lost.”

(To be continued.)
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All kinds of foxes are now made up
in double snake effects

ded in Hotels,
| Schools and Factories. .

Let Us Fill Your
Order from
FRESH

SUPPLIES!

ELLIS & CO.,

Limited.,

203 Water St.

Fresh New York Turkeys.
Fresh New York Ducks.
Fresh New York Chicken.
Fresh N. Y. Corned Beef.
Fresh New York Geese.

FRESH SALMON.
FRESH SMELTS.,

Ripe Tomatoes.
Sweet Potatoes,
Fresh Cucumbers.
New Celery.
New Cauliflower,
Parsnips & Carrots,
Beetroot & Onions,

FRESH
BLUE POINT OYSTERS.

Ripe. Bananas.
California Oranges.
Pineapples.
California Grapes.
Grape Fruit.
Bartlett Pears.
Jamaica Oranges.

SELECTED FRESH EGGS.

Smoked Finnan Haddies.
Smoked Fillets Cod.

FRESH IRISH SAUSAGES.
IRISH HAMS & BACON.

New Eleme Figs.
New Tunis Dates.
New Dessert Raisins.

Our stock of Christmas
COSAQUES.
this year are more beautiful
than ever,

“HUYLER’S” Christmas Confec-
tionery has arrived.

CHOICE N. S. APPLES,
No. 1 Wagners,

$1.75 per box.

Remember our Telephones,
482 and 786.

CHRISMAS GOODS
IN ENDLESS VARIETY.

TOBACCO, PIPES, CIGARS,
CIGARETTES,
and all other

Smokers Requisites

Very suitable presents for our Sol-
diers and Sailors abroad or in train-
ing at home.

HOLO% .-o-z‘o«:mm% :

CASH’S Tobacco Store, water St

=~

W. B.
Corsets

Will Please You.

‘Worlds Best’

Is what they signify and that is why W. B. COR-
SETS have more wearers than any other Corset.
They have many qualities to recommend them-
selves to the ladies of Newfoundland as they
have to the ladies of the United States, Canada,
Britain, Australia, New Zealand, India, South
Africa, South America and the Continent.

We have a further shipment of these favour-
ite Corsets to hand.

HENRY BLAIR

Agents for W. B. Corsets for Newfoundland.

New Books!

Ierenchoronel.
The War That Was Foretold, be.
War Album—Heroes of the War (Por-
traits), 6 in set for 20c, Sets
and 2 now on sale,
Lord5 Kitchener—Histery of His Life
Oc.
A, B. C, Guide to the War, 30e.
German Atrocities, LeQueux, 30e.,
The Great War in Parts, 18¢. part.
The War of the Nations, 15c.
The Life of Lord Kitchener, be.
Her Royal Highness, LeQucuzx, 60e,
Night Watches, W. W, Jacobs, 60c.
Facing Fearful Odds, Joseph Hock-
ing, 60c.

Garrett Byrne,

Bookseller & Statiomer.

THURSDAY, 10th Dec

Now landing, per “Sjosta(i,”
BEST SCREENED

‘North Sydney

COAL.

IN STORE,

Anthracite 'Coal,

Furrace, Egg, Qt,ove, ‘\m

Ousen ﬂ$

W. J. WHEL

182 Duckworth Strggt.
’Phone 65.

Windows Cleaned and Pohsb-
Club Rooms,
Private
Residences a specialty, at short-
est notice. Carpets ,Cleaned and.

% 1ty

~|all orders - attend(fgi

Box 1129. -
- N.B.—Orders

| Janitar Board of'rmm

éoc'l.ﬁm.eod

dec2l,eo0d,tf

At the Old Stand of
S. MARCH & SONS,

Prime . . cn Al

Sereened

Jast Landed.

OLIN CAMPBELIL,

8> WATER STREET.

y

e s i i e
Red Cross Line.

INTENDED SAILINGS,

From New York. From St. John’s.
STEPHANO .. .. ..Dec. 16th FLORIZEL .. ..Dec. 17th

Passenger Tickets issued to New York, Halifax and Bostoa.
FARES INCLUDING MEALS & BERTH ON RED CROSS

g v T8 1 G SR .
To Bostoa (Plant Line) .. i
Tocgm(D.A.&}...... -
nnections at Halifax for Boston:
lmhim (z)mmmmmmuo
of Hvangeline to Yarm
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