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“] gaid we had heard nothing aebout
‘your character, He said that was surpris-
ing, but that we soon should bave heard
enough if they had mot kicked you out of
Giffords. That you had foisted yourselt
wupon. them, and that Lord Reneagle, who
knew ail about you, had advised them to |
get nid of you and had refused to shoot,
iwith them while you were of ‘the party.
Se they had bundied you off the first uing
thas morcang.” |

“My, presence here centainly does give
color to tue Last of Daresby's lies.'® tau-
conberg, although hot with' indignation,
could scarcely heip being amused “at"the
‘erde boldness of tae swindler's meubods. |
“Let me tell you, Mms. Seott-Purves that
& am here,” he added incisively, ‘“because
1 ‘wouid not stay a minute donger than 1
could. help with men whom 1 last night
detected cheating at cards as 1 had pre-f
wiously found 'them cheating in other
ways. And so far from Lord Renesg.e
warning them against me, he has just con-
gratulated me on cutting” my connection
with them. You don't believe that, 1 can
sée, mor that Lord Reneagle has invived
mé to ‘take up a position at Bastinark and
i8 coming back here directly for an aus-
wer. -Ab, there he is! Now, as much for
your sake as mine, you shail hear the
proof as to who is lying” |

Reneagle's phaeton was driving up the
road and pulied up at tbhe station. In bhe
few moments which followed an impulse

ghouid he run away like a cur with a bad
mame and go off into some. wretched ob-
‘séurity, when this man offered him “the
chance of an honorable pusition and of re-
futing most compietely the lies flung atter
him% . Could he not bring himsek to ac-
cepit .Did_he mot owe it to himseli and
‘the name the bore? He was wavering. be-
Yween the two courses’ when Reneagle
camiie Gt on the platiorm.
“Weil, ‘Fauconberg?” he cried,- “I hope

¥ e tian’s heutiness - determiined “hin.
Our ‘sturdiest resoiutions, are, liable’ to be
bruslied aside by the eweep of & moment’s

i
i it i very good of you, Reneagle, and
k @m most happy, to accept.”.

‘:Tht’c right! Here!” he called to a
pol;_t&_',"‘_‘put"&hié gentleman's  luggage in
my trap. Now come aloug!”

__.“You may believe me now,”” Fauconberg
Baid do Mrs. Scovt-Purves, as, wi'thout a

.

"‘14 vie elt une are daas le ﬁuel on reste
trop souvent dilettantes Pour passer maditre
'ﬂ faut verser le sang ﬂa_'oon‘-cgong._” gty
- B0 it came to pass by @ Suring of ousnce
events taai Jobn Fancouberg ook up

sbiode at Cusquo Ludge on-ihe, Eastpark

dutics of svawerdship. The fife he'led in
his new vocation was & sirking comirast
%o bhe degrading  time he had passed. at
‘Giffords;: but for the doubis sorrow. ever
(present in his mind, it Woild have been,
e iest period e haid spent
‘gince anlm«m . M work: of bis office was
obgenial und BeakhlT; buhad s o
eport as he cared for and pli:ﬂlx of “open
‘air exercise, and tihis Jast was an edvant-
age whiclh bis life in the etifting sireets
around the Hoslel had tanght him to value
“boan. extent he had mever dreamt of in
this former idle, eeli-indulgent existence.
He had wrnitien to the Matron for news

!
%

‘from - his mind. ? .

‘With the waning of the grouse season,
) - from the
adjoining moor; he had eeen litile of tirem
‘except now and again pasing them on the
“woad, ‘but hegaihered thay his: appoini-
imien¢ at “Kastmark bad octasioned con-
siderable .chagrin to the worvhy Captain
Daresby. However, the ex-Guardaman wus
awise @niough 't0 restramn his feelings in the
matfer from becoming aggressive, so Fau-
conberg was not twoubled by him or any
of theGiffords panty.

More' important, seeing that the burden
of his great dissppoimtment lay on his
fheart, were his relations with Lord Ren-
eagle. These were altogether cordial, al-
though Fauconberg went to the Towers as
seldom as poasible, dreading to hear news
which he feit was in the air and which
would be the last blow he could endure.
Not that he had any hope with regard to
Barbara BEvandale. Doubtless Sybilla had
told her of, or at least hinted at, his
knowledge: of old Grisedale’s death. It
could not be more than a hint, he thought,
dor if she had definitely accused him' he
would hardly be at Eastmank mow.

Tt ‘was that, he felt sure, wmich stood
between them, yet how could he clear him-
self without bringing the whole affair to
light, ;with no result, perhaps, except his

own peril.

A least his wretchedness with regard bo
Barbara was dulled and deadened by
gilence: one word ~would be enough to
wake it o maddening pain again. If only
when it was to come he might not know
it, he prayed. His osvn lost happiness was
thard .enough to bear, so hard that he
dared mot let his mind dwell on it; but to
mee it transferred to @another, even to a
mman who had proved himself his friend,
was tovture ithat he felt would drive him
mad. - So whenever he was invited to
lunich or dine at the Towers he dreaded
not only a meeting which seemed to be
sooner ior later inevitable, but the very
$alk “which ‘at any moment might cover a
deadly dtab. .

Tt was strange, however, that for s long
#ime he heard mo mention of Miss Evan-
dale or eny hint as.to Lord Reneagle's
matrimonial intentions. The young peer
seemed 40’ be living quite contentedly at
Esstmark with his mother, paying dn
occasional visit to another country house,
while the guests at the Towers were most-
hydhooﬁngmen,oomeofwhmnwmool-
lege acquaintances of Fauconberg’s. None
of these spoke ito him of their host’s en-
gagement, and at Jast he began o wonder
whether it had not-been a piece of mere
goasip nwhich, considering the'fact that his
informant,. Mrs. Scobt-Purves,;moved in a
lower plane than mﬂe subjects of her talk,
might well have hqn the case. If there
was mothing betiveen Reneagle and Bar-
bare Evandsle aftersall, why then—yes,
she would ®AITY maa, byt thist

would hardiy woudh Lim so nearly. After
all, it did not follaw that because Renecagie
admiired her that ghe would marry ha. A
girl of her character would assuredly be
above the ordinary and cogent considera-
tions which in the case of a mealthy
young nobleman would avith most women
thrust aside all others. So, in the absence
of news which he dared mot seek, Fauton-

iberg began ito take such miserable hope as.

hiis ‘conjecture afforded him; until at lenguh
one day it was abruptly shattered.

One evening he got @ mote from Ren-
eagle asking him to make one of the guns
next day. Sevefal of the men, he found,
had only arrived overnight, and from one
of them the learned casually thalt there was
a fairly lange house party and some more
people were expected that afternoon.
When the shooting fwas over and he took
leave of the panty Reneagle did not ask
him, as he often did when fthey had shot
together, to dine alt the Towers that even-
ing. He thought little of this, however,
as the tule was not invariable, and ‘the in-
vitation as often declined as accepted.
During the evening a fire broke out alt one

|of the tenant’s famms: comsiderable dam-

age was done, and the man came up to
Cusquo Lodge to ask Fauconberg’s good
offices with his landlord for consideration
in his ‘troub'e.

John said he could not go to the Lowers
‘that night, as Lord Reneagle was enter-
taming a large party, but promised 'to go
the finst thing in the morning and see
what he coud do for him. .

Accordingly he rode over next day and
was shown in to the dining room, where
Reneagle and some of his guests sat at a
late breakfast. ‘As he entered ithe room
the first persom his eyes fell upon wWas
Barbara® Evandale. Somehow, by a Gom-
mon but inexplicable process of mental
telepathy when on the threshold and it
was too ldte to draw back, he had feit
she was in the moom; and ithere indeed
" He stammered out a few wprds abgut
the fire ‘as. Reneagle rose: bo:/greet.xm.

“only Vatcher is naturally in great dis:
tress, and I promised to see you first thing
about him. Il wait in the kbrary.”

‘“No, don’t go, Fauconberg,” Reneagle
vbjected genially, “sit down and have some
hreakfast.”

He excused himself, however, and went
off to wait till Reneagle should be free to
discuss the affair with him. But before
he turned to go, his look was ffresistibly
Jrawn to Barbara agiin. Their eyes met,
and just the slightest of tacit galutations
passed between them. :

.Fauconberg -could scarcely hit a bird
hat doy. He walkedv with the party ae
in a dream, and shot mechanically, hardly
knowing what he did. For his mind was
the vortex-box of \ thoughts that came
stowding and:jestling inta it. The sight

‘m inf-Bavbara Evandale -hid: awakened -his

infatvation with greater force than ever.
ilor very presence in the place seemed to
give a'goryibo it: a glory which, with ex-
qnigite totture, he felt had 416 ray for him.
5he had looked mcre enchaniing than ever
in those two glances, all he dared to give;
with her goldén‘brown ‘hair, dressed high
off the lgvely face—the mirror of a beau-
+iful sonl. Hoaw -different from. such 2
gitl_as Ethel’ Seott-Purves, “-from every
- SHher woman Tie hod éver. known OF seen.
‘n. tlie lcok she' gave him-there “was no
“hltindnegp:. - no ‘soorn, no reproach, noth-
‘ng that conld wound him, except, it seem-
rd—and that was everything—an absence
of love. Ncbhing of the light he had once
secen in her eyes, and which would never
shine on him again. On another man, as-
smredly; and he .prayed he might die be-
fore he saw it. She had not spoken while
he was in the room, and now a great long-
ing eame upon him to hear hep voice. Yet
her eyes had sought him, although her
look had been negative; if she were to
speak to him would her words, he won-
Acred, be kind or chilling? If only he
might break through the cold curtain of
mist that had descended between-iliem!

Ah. what & madman he was to dream that
nould ever be. He was missing “his. birds
ind making a focl of himself before these
men. 1f he could not shoot what use was
he .there?  Then came the thought, had
Rencagle intended to keep him in ignor-
anee of Barbara’s presence at the Towers?
It looked rather like it. Was it pity or
‘ealousy? Jealousy!, If he only knew how
iitte he had to fear. ‘Why was Barbara
down heré? Was it to be the confirmation
+f the betrothal which might any day be
publicly announced? How could he stay
‘n his post now? To be there was mad-
ness; he must go away, anywhere, to live
a any misery rather than this. And yet
with it all he longed to stay if only on the
shanee of speaking to his love once more.
Was he never to beat up against the cur-
rent of his fate, or must he always drift,
always De the moral coward that had
hreught him to his pass?

He was infinitely relieved when the day’s
sport came to an end and he:-could go off
+o his lonely quarters, leaving the other
men amid pelite condolerces on his bad
luek with the birds. Over and overagain,
all through the eyening and far into the
night, the racking thoughts chased one
another through his brain, till at last sleep
came to his relief only to put another
complexicn on his state as blissful as un-

nf the party at the Towers. Under the
axeusa of werk to do in coumexion with
Alichgelmas quarter-day, also the ncedless-
ness of his gun when the house-party mus-
tered so many, he absented himself at the
‘more outlying parts of the estate, and

v others, did mot baulk his intentions.
Late one afternoon, however, he was
riding home from the county town when

a turn in the road brought to his view a
figare which with a great heart-bound he

towards the Towers. In a few seconds he
would overtake her unless he turned out
horse’s hoofs, although she had not leck-
her? The high road was surely not an un-
ard and act us though he were ashamed
of something unpardonable? For what he

had done, where he hud failed in his co

punished. He had paid; must he always

of a voice that might have drawa-bim o

i

ged™ 1} vingtt oaigid we¥ ATRe g |

him Barbara Evandale was walking|

Heaven; yes, he would ride forward at‘

coived Dis blow of mercy, and nothing was

chserved. “I suppose it is from the heavy

aws former pace.  Involuntarily he had |left now but to cover his face and diift | pain last night.”
i

reined 'in ‘h's horse, he now touched him
and trotted on' again. Barbara, stepping
Jong at a swinging pace, never turned

| ill he was almost level with her. Then

she glanced vound and he, ready for the

! ction, raised his hat. She bowed; wouldl

true. Fer the next fow days he saw little |

eneagle, either from these considerations |

| slackening of pace.

recognized. About sixty vards in front of

of the way. She must have heard the

od back. Why should he turn and aveid!
iTove to adovation was lest to him irre-|
natural meeting-place. Why- play the cow- v by

duct, he had, Heaven knew, heen terribly | words. puralyzi

she speak? He dared not address her.even
had his tongue nol been too dry for utter-
ince. No; he must ride on; there was
10 exepse for continuing his momentary

“Mr. Fauconberg.” Whether she spoke

{or he dreamt he heard her voice he reined

up. Yes; sh: had spoken, or it was all
the same, for, a smile was on her face
which lccked up at him. >

“T am so glad to find you settled here,”
she ‘said without a tinge of the patromage
with which many women would have dis-
colored the greeting. “I hcpe you like the
life at Eastmark.”

A commonplace expression of in:erest,
but, from the speaker, the words seemed
almost divine. He murmured an answer
—what, he knew not, for he did not hear
himself speak.

She made a casual remark obout the
beauty of the country, and he replying
added, “You are walking to the Tewers;
may I walk with you?” 5 i B

He was about to dismount, when she
stopped him hurriedly, and, as it were, at
the prompting of a resolve. ‘‘Please, mo.
[ like to walk a'one, and you have farther
to go than I. -Only 1 wished to tell you
I was glad to know you had found con-
genial work.”

Was there a meaning beneath the sur-
face of her words? She' had dismissed him
more by her speech than her manner, but
the chance which might mever come again
was there, and he must seize it.

“Am I never to hope for permission to
justify myself with you, Miss Evandale ”
he asked anxiously, entreatingly. ;

Her face changed, and he knew before
she answered that his wild ‘hope. was
doomed. “There is mo need,” she said
with perhaps an effort at coldness; ~ “I
have no r.ght to ask for any justification,
nor is there any reason why you should
give it or I hear it.”’

8o the chilling veil had fallen again:
his dismigsal was confirmed. But he. was
deaperate and, now, reckless.

“If you could put yourself in my place,
liss, Evpndale,” he persisted, *“you would
knoy fhat there is a Teason at least why
I cannot, rest under: the thought that I

f : : : .am misjydged by you.”
o1t is” nothing very scrious,” *He ®aid; |

“Perhops,” she replied with what. seem-
ed..a- repression of fecling, “you have no
right. to-assume -that I misjudge you. At
least, I hope I do mot, for in some things
[ think you have behaved as well as a
man could. Now,” she added, with a touch
of troubled constraint, “don’t let me keep
you, Mr. Fauconberg, and don’t ask me
to say any more.” gui e

There was almost a pitiful entreaty in
her last words. Feeling this, he for a mo-
ment hesitated, with a passionate outburst
of self defence on his lipe. Had he loyed,
or, at least, respected her less he must
have disregarded ber bidding. As it was,
he could only thrust back the impulse and
obey her, simply bowing his head andmur-
muring, “I am grateful for what you have
said, that I am not so low in your estima-
tion as I.feared’” And so, with a .part:
ing ealutation, he bad. to ride off. '

Tor some days after the meeting he did
not. see 'Barbara. jbut. he .shot: with Ren-
eagle, and.one day the ladies of the party
came out to lunch with them on .the moor.
Nothing but . the merest.. civilities Dasged
between Fauconberg and, Barbara. Me hud
an idea—perhaps.expectation prompted the
{heught,—that . Reneagle watched .thew
with a touch of suspicious jealousy; but
rhere was nothing, not. even embarrass-
ment, which could reasonably .give cause
for it. To do him justice, Rencagle was
as friendly as ever with.Fauconberg, only
it seemed that he rather fought shy of in-
viting him. to the Towers. Once, indeed,
he mede a frank excuse for not asking
him, on the ground that the house-party
was just then so large; while John met
him prompily by deprecating any idea that
he felt left out: there was so much work
to do, especially now that the greater part
of the day was taken up in shooting; he
rather enjoyed the quiet evenings and was
making up for many illiferate years by
«tarting a course of reading. In truth he
did not care to join the party at the Tow-

| ers, notwithstanding that it would bring

him nearep to Barbara. Where was the
joy in that when he knew how far she
was beyond his.reach? So nothing occur-
red to break the cordiality which had
come to exist between the two men. If
‘Fauconberg thought Barbara was not for
him, what could it matter whom she mar-
ried? Whom better than the man who
had befriended him in his need? Still he
was only human; at times theories would

‘vapish and. he would hate Reneagle with

ail the bitterness of his bereft soul; ke
would ery out in his pain and despair that
he would stay there and eat his bread no
longer, and then as his fury abated he
would think of Paul Hascombe and try
misepably to do his patron and rival jus-
tice.

Curiously enough, no word had wmached
him of an engagement between Reneagle
and Barbara, and to inquire as to its ex-
istence was more than he dared. On the
few occasicns when he had seen them to-
gether they had behaved in mo way sug-
gestive of betrothed lovers. Still it might
be, more likely than not; whenever he
wondered he was forced to the irresistildle
conclusion that it was so. But any speou-
lation on his part, was soon to be set at
rest.

‘He was passing the Towers one evening
after dark on his way home, taking a |
path which he usually avoided as it m:\‘l,
close to the house and past sowme of the
principal windows, so near as to make
him seem almost intrusive. But on that
oceasion it was fairly late, the dressing- |
bell had just rung, and he considered he
was safe from meeting any of the party
out of dcors or attracting their attention

one day. “We heav of your wild-fowl and

T daresay not," John replied in a like |

of, a somewhat ,pesuliar nature. Tn . iis|

}of basing, their size varging with: the. na-
ture -and.level of the planes on which- they |-

.the stream.in ite erdinany.channel, others

as he went by. The house was lighted up,
but for some reason the windows of the
drawing-room were lefi unshuttered. Notie-
ing this, he glanced in casually as he pass-
ed. There were two people-in the room,
and could have been only two, Reneagle
and Borbara. IHis attitude declared th&'y,
wers a'one. They were standing together |
by the tire, as thongh looking down into |
it. aml Heneagle’s arm  was round lwr‘l
houlders.

Sh ihe worst that could happen to Fau- i §

ved, the woeman he eould |

conerg had are.

ly. After the first shaek,  whuch |
ned 18 strike a chill to his he
vy in the apathy of aum

ned o
spair, of  misery

@ by its u ¢
Perhaypa it was because, in spite of a vague

skulk aés & debtor? Ah, for the certainly | hope, he Lad really expecied this roveli-,
of enother look, the chance of the sound | tiou thap he was able 10 beax it, sutward- | &

l-lx ab last, so: spathetically, Ho bad ze-|’

SO o bobrge | BTG 8 Lo Landn A 9T, 00 Bk PET .
o &

out into the night. i

So he gianced no more at'the glitter of |
the weapon with which Fate, his victor,
had stabbed him, but setting his eyes to
the darkness, went on his despairing way.

« «~CHAPTER' XXIX.

‘“Why 1ive
Except for love,~how love unless they
know?"”

A man, Paul Hascombe had been wont
to say, has no right to shirk his destiny.
Whether that destiny be foreknown or
lefi to him to shape is a problem which |
we with our half-knowledge canuot hepe
to @clve; it is encugh!/that we are, happ-
yily, igaorant of our next moment’s good
or ill; we must none the less set our face
to fromt it and go forward. Only may a
man cut it short—and thercby by chance
absolutely fulfil* it—as he, poor Paul, did
himaself, to save a soul, or at least a weak-
er life. To say.that all before is dark is
to blaspheme the Giver of light and joy,
who withholds from wus, in. His merey,
the knowledge of what an hour may bring
forth. Surely we may read cur lesson and
the Divine will beiter if we stand with
our back to the light. :
:The color of the dead friend’s character
had, during stheir intimacy, tinged John
Fauconberg’s own ™ move ' deeply than he
himself had any idea of. 1t was only, per-
haps, in the stress and strain of life that
the influence was to be realized, that the
impaired fibre told, and made him aware
of a sirength he pever thought to possess.’|

Autumn crept on, and the days at East- |
mark grew as gloomy and chill as Fau-|
conberg’s own heart. He kept on bravely,
seiting himself to do his duty all round
as he thought Renegale had a right to
expect. It was a struggle, indeed, and he
succeeded mainly by keeping Paul Hae-

combe’s example and sacnifice ever before |,

him, Naturally, however, to avoid a break-
:ng sirain, he avoided the Towers, where
Barbara still stayed; his leisure time Deing
cecupied with, solitary sport of various
kinds. in . places, where. he ran little risk
of  keing joined. by any of the Eastmark
party, i

“Where on earth do you get to, Fau-
conberg?”. Reneagle asked him laughingly

snipe, and Fillmore told us of some won-
derful hags you have made;;but we never
so-mueh as hearsyour gun., You got some
gnipe.yesterdays we were down en the low
gronnd by the ‘lakes and neither saw nor
Jieard anything of you.” i :

tone, - “I was nearly three m;‘les away on
the upper pool” -

“The deuce you were. Is there anything
to be had there? It mever used to be
worth much.”

“Plenty of fowl and snipe there now. I
fancy the &hooting down lower has sent
them up. Won’t you come and try?”

“I should like to. Let’s see. Tomorrow
we have only our last 8hoot over the Fel-
dray coverts befere the men leave: Fri-
day 1 shall be alone and well go up the
river . together.” . .

The river which. they had spoken of |
sag 2 mountain ktream; having a course |

|

descent, from the high' to the lower ground
it formed at.iwtepysls.an irregulay series

found themselves, some libtle wider than

of eonsiderable:size.cOne of these, indeed,
a 1 the :dimesi of : a.;fair-sized
lake; , being rougidy about a furlong at
ite greatest width gnd extending. with the
course. of  the stream perhaps for double
the disgance.. Something of the character
of this huge upland pond was due-to art,
it having been-banked up to form.a reser-
veir from. which dhergreat house: was fed |
with water, and its fall at the lower ex-|
trémity regulated by flood-gates: and weirs |
which +were repeated at the end of thc;
large pools - -below. . Between these the |
niver assumed, espccially in flood time, the |
character of a mountain torrent, flashing, |
tumbling and foaming over the rocks in |
picturesque fury; and in peculiar con-|
tragt with the placidity of the intervening
pools. Tt was on these linns and mercs
‘that fish &bounded, and from the sedge
of which Fauconberg had flushed many a
wild fowl; and it was here that Reneagle
came with him one grey afternoon to
share the sport:

The night and ‘forenoon had been stormy
with torrents of fain; but now the duwn-
pour had ceased, although the sky was
still lowering, and. the conditions were al-
most ideal for wildfowling. TFor an hour
the two men lunked on the Borders of the
large lake, geiting an occasional shot, al-
though -the sport. was hardly, what they
had premised themselves. As the dhance
shots grew rare,, Fauconberg proposed
after awhile thaf they sheuld try their
luck on the lower and next large basin.

.“I should pot be. surprised if the fowl
have migrated downwauds,” he said. “Lhe
covert is- far better om that water,. and
we can use the punt which is moored
there.” .

Accordingly they left the upper lake, fol-
Jowing the downward course of the river
for about a quarter of a mile till they
came to its next great widening. After
the prospect he had lield out, Fauconberg
was anxious that Reneagle should have
good sport, and here, at a perfect covert
for water-fowl, he hcped they would get
it. Quietly unmooring the ducking-punt,
they crouched dawn in it and drifted out
into the open water.

“We must get across to those clumps
and lie there,” Faunconberg said in a loav
tone, nodding  towards some islets, over-
grown with tall sedges,and the further side
of the great pool. As they neared the
cemtre, the stream running through it
caught the boat and swung it round.

“The river runs fast today,” Reneagie

|

“yes.” Faucorberg replicd, “It is a pity,
45 we shall have to sit up to pull through
it, and so show ourselves.”’

“Yes, by Jove! that we shall, " Ren-
eage exclaimed, ‘‘We are going down
much too fas: and shall have a'l the fag
of beating back against the wind to the
¢lumps.”

Nike flat boat was indeed being carvied
down-stream at a sharp rate, swingnyg
round as it went. Quickly the two men
got out the - oars and by vigor-
ous pulling in a few minutes drow  clear

l of the force of the siream and rowed into

comparatively still water. Then they work-
ed their way up to the covert and lay
ther¢, being rcwarded after a while by
getting some good shots. The autumnal
dusk came on, but there was a bright
mocon, only fitfully obscured by drifting
clouds.

“We can stay a good thour yet.” Ren-
cagle whispered presently as he looked at
his watch. The wind keeps up, but we
ought to get some mcre fowl yet. Hist!
look!”

Acrcss the dark pool a line of Dblack
chjcots came with a silent rush, and their
approach was welcomed by a cry from one
of their fellows, among the reeds. With
the stealthy alertness of experience sports-
men the two in the punt got their guns
ready, and waited motionless in the wav-
ing sedge. The “skein” came near to the
spot whence the call had proceeded, then,
wheeling, came sailing down wind within
a dozen yards <f the punt. Two guns rang
out twice, followed by screams and
splashes.

“What was that?’ Fauconkerg exclaim-
ed, intently listening as the reports died
away. ‘“That noise?”’

“T heard nothing,”’ Reneagle aneswered.
“Not jusi as we fired?”

“No. What was it like?”

«A dull. heavy repert up  there,” he
pointed up stream, “I-don't think it was
faney.? i : e

“The wind, or a tree blown down,” his
companicn.; suggestad. . ‘Come. Jet’s push
out and pick up thesa fellows, We shanii
get another shot like that tonight.”

They worked the punt out.into the open
water, keeping a locl-out for the game
they 'had brought down.. .

“Here’s the smocn .again, now. we shall
gee,” Reneagle: -exclaimed, “Keep your,
eyes opeén; if we leb them . drift- out: we

shan’t get: them.” »i3

o Al right,” Fanconberg responded. Then
siaddenly he cried: © Reneagie!”
“What’s up?”’ i
“Took!” He painted to the spot they
just left. “Where are the clumps 7 = -
Reneagle fturned quickly. ‘The medge-
grown eyots had all but disappeared; ondy

|the tips of the reeds were visible. Then

he looked back and stared blankly at his
companion. “The water. s xising?” he
said half interrogatively.

Fauconberg glanced apprehensively round
the expanse of walber. “Rising!” he cried.
“Why the dam up ‘there must have
broken.”

_As he spoke the punt thad tegun to
drift rapidly, although they scarcely no-
ticed if, out to wheve the full force of the
sliream.  Was mat. Only when it slawed
round in the eddy did tthe men realize the
situation. : 2.

“Laok out!” Reneagle cried. “We are
being carried away. Pull, man!” He got
out. the clumsy scul's with which the boat
was furnished; and, each taking one, they

were able to steady somewhat the swing-|:

ing .craft. . There was now no doubt that
the level of (the basin had risen enonmous-
1y, and that the mwater nwas rushing down
in a torrent. |

“What are we to do?”’ TReneagle gasped
in this strenuous exention.

“Keep her, up-stream and pull across for
our. lives.” .

“We shall mever do it. Qur only chamce
is ito keep this eide.”

But it was too late. By 'this time they
had been carried right out into the tor-
rent, wnd in atbempting to iturn the pumb
it wwas whirled round dangerously.

“TWie must keep on mow,” Fauconberg
cried. “We can't geb back. Row our
hardest across, and drift down towards
the bank as we get into emoother water.”

Yes, if they could get there. But the
boat under them was mnever meant for
management in such conditions as those.
Tne flat-bottomed craft was hard enough

| to now in the smoothest walber; in a ewirl

like that it avas simply a suppoit, no more.
The two. men sat their teeph and rowed
desperately with the marrow, ineffective
sculls, till Fauconberg's snapped, and gave
them completely to the torrent’s mercy.
Down, down they went mow, the punt re-
voaving helplessly in the cush.

“If the dam at the end ds .carried away
we are done for,” Reneagle said anxiously.
“There ix a drop of thirty feet on to the
rocks. We must get her out of this some-
-how.”

Desperately they worked, Reneagle with
the single scull, his companion with the
Wiade of the broken one; but despite their
most strenuous efforts ithe rushing, gwirling
stream held them fast in its chanmel. It
was maddening to know thai but a [ew
yards separated them from safety, and
vet they could mot make them. Down,
down they whirled; they could hear the
roar of ithe fall now but a short distance
in front of them, could see in tle fitul
light the posts which marked its edge.

“It's the case of a miracle now,”’ Ren-
eagle said with a desperate daugh.

Jobn made mo meply; fthe bititerness of
the death on which ithey were surely run-
ning was mothing to him in comparison
with the self-reproach that w life besides
his own would be loat tlirough him; in-
nocently, yet by what a cruel ¢hance. Ior
himself he could thank Heaven that after
‘the mext few mcments Fate, his deter-
mined enemy, would be powerless to strike
him again. The fall was mow oniy a few
yards @way, the roar and hissing vising ab-
normally loud from the swollen qody of
water ithat ment over. As the drifting
pint neared the edge, it seemed caught
up and hurled towards it with increasing
swilitess through the rush of eeething
waer concentrated in the narrower chan-
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A1, In that moment Reneagle manifestly
ost his merve and broke down, as they
seemed %o touch at arms’ Jength the chill
veil siretched between life and eternity.

“Jack!? Me ahmost shrieked, “is there
no chance? God, we can't die like this!™

“Ixeep ther broadside on,” Fauconberg
cried. . “The posis are ‘there; hang on to
one for your life!”

With <espairing energy they made an

{effort {0 leep the punt square with the

el e

. ONext inetand thev were hanging
b ionr .md ¢the foam of the
&hoeo ing fy a wmiracle of lack
the pund k the posts of the oud flood-
rites, and was Grought up suddenly on
the vary brink of the fal, wedged in be-
tween the uprighits and the mash of water.

Wiein, aiter an instamnt, they eould weal-
ize that thedr fearful dash was stayed,

hope and the struggle tor life revived in

ove

LN

full strength. The ltwo men each clung
to one of the slimy half-rottea posts
against which ‘the pumt was forced, and
8o they hung for dear life over the rocky
chumn of watens thirty feet below.

Yor a while neither man spoke, so great
was the strain; then Reneagle cried: “We
can’t hang on here much donger; this post
is giving way. And the punt is crack-
ing, going ‘to pieces.”

Fauconberg had for some seconds been
aware that the punt was giving way be-
neath the immense pressure of the water
which it was obstructing. What was to
be deme? He stretched his foot down over
the side. At a depth of some eig.ceen
inchies it rested on one of (the cross-tim-
bers ‘of the oweir. Ko a man mght have
just @ cnamce Of standing on it, clinging
ito the upright, evem after the punt had
buckled and been forcod over the fall. But
Reneagle? He might do ithe same if only
his post held. If, as from his cry seemed
likely, it “was mear giving way, his peril
+was great indeed. KEven ‘through the rush
of water Fauconberg could hear it creak.

“Won’t it hold?” he called. :

“No,” Renexgle shouted back in desper-
ation.  “It will break off directly.”

In an inetant Fauconberg's ‘mind was
made mp. ‘You must come over here to
this one, fwhich is holding safe emough,”
he cried. *“Quick! -before the pumt goes,
or you won't get across.’ It's your omiy
chance.”

Teneagle looked down at the oracking
and mapidly flling punt and then at the
distance betiveen them. :“I can’t do it,’
he called back mervously.

“You must, before it is too late. Lhe
punt wiil only lhold for a second or two
more. Here! make a jump and cateh my
hand.”

With one arm clinging round his post
John &tretched out as far as he couid
towands his companion. “Now!” he cried.
“Can you see my hand ?”?

“There i no recom for us both there,”
Rencagle said feanfully as he hesitated.

“Plenty  of room and a firm foothold.
Here! Don’t miss my hand. So!”

Reneaglé had made a dash, and happily
their. shands met. By an imliense effort
Fauconberg put forth all his strength and
pulled him across, at the same time steady-
ing him, ence a lurdh svould uave sent
him, probably both of them, over tiie fall.
The position had been shifted not a mo-
ment too soon, for as their two hands
caught, . the punt cracked asunder; ‘them
sinking beneath Reneagle’s weight and
odlapsing in the middle, was driven be-
tween ‘the posts and over the fall. Lt
needed ali Fauconberg’s strength of muscle
and determination to save his companion
from being ewept down with it.

“Find your footing, quick!” he said, “‘or
we shall both go over. There i8 a cross-
beam here where I am standing.”

“Tlere is no room,” Reneagle gasped
again.

He was right. Thene was no room for
both men clinging to 'that elimy post. One
could alasp it squarely and cing in com-
parative safety while the post itself held,
with two, each was forced to the side and
so out into the force of the torrent with
nmo stay in frcmt to help him oppose if.
No; they could not both stay there; it
would inean almost certain death .after
the few nfinutes their muscles might serve’|
thom. The upright. itself too was.shak-|

lagt. long; two men’s weight would surely |
hasten. s snapping. One must. go for
both, -and  Fauconberg never considered .as |
to. which it should be. He put his amn
round his companion and drew him fo the
inmer side of the post.

“Xip, no!” Reneagle protested. {
“Come,” John wsaid rapidy. ‘“Stand

upper lake nvill seon have emptied . itself |
and ithe rush be over. 1 am going 'tomake
a dash for the bank to get help.”

“The bank! Madness! Jack, you can’t
doit.?, 7 -

T think I can. I have an idea, d:'can
cling to the crossbeam and work my way
from post to post,” o 4

“Impossible in this flood. No man couid |
do it and live.” ;

“One of ms must go, Reneagle, and 1'm
the anam.” !

“For (Gol's sake, Jack, don’t. Don't
make me a murderer by turning you out |
of this,” he cried in fearful stress of
mind. -

“It's right,” Fauconberg returned, “and
I'm going to try it.”

“Jack! my dear—"

“Remeagle, T am going for love of Bar-|
bara, who loves you.”

“Ah, God—Jack: mot ‘that!”

“Uf I fail and go out, you will tell her,
my love for her was my last word. Shet
will know what I may mot. tell her. You!
muet forgive me, Reneagle. If we can’y
both ¢ome through ithis it s not for you|
to go under. Be a good husband to Bar-|
bara. Good-bye.” - |
He had spoken all this rapidiy, as a man |
facing death will give his last' wishes to «‘1!
commade. The wonds were forced to a cry !
to be heard through fthe roar of wind and |
twater. Then, after a momentary tight-|
cning of his grasp on Reneagle’s arm, as|
ithough it nvere the last of humanity he
would touch, he det go, unheeding ms!
friend's remonstrances, and, bending, slid |
his «lasp of 'the post lower :till with his|
arm he cou’d stretch down into the watber |
and grasp the horizontal beam. “I think |
T can ‘work my way along,” he cried. {

(To e «ontinued.)
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P. E. 1. Child Dead from Burns.

‘Charlottetown, (. E. I, Dec. 9.—While
the four-year-old daughter of James De-
vereaux, school teacher at Kelly's Cove,
was playving about the fire vesterday her
clothing caught. Before she could be res-
cued her body was burned all over and
death resulted this morning.

A_report just issued states that last year
98,155 persons were employed in and about

ing and creaking as:though it couid nm’
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PANIC IMMINENT
IN STOCK MARKET

(Continued from page 1.)

who was secretary for foreign affairs in
the English cabinet during the American
revolubion. Lord Suffolk, a handsome
young fellow, is welt kpown in this coun-
try, which he thas visited. He is twenty-
seven. years oid amd an enthusiastic spornbes
fam. o : e -

Sustained in Attack
on Presbyterian Creed.
The - victory. today of the Rev. Samuel

T. Camter in the Nassau Presbytery wiil
avouse inberest all over the Presbyberian

.

there and you will be safe emough.. The lﬁwor]d. De. Carter, threatensd with a trial

for hetesy, befove the presbytery,
and reiferated with remewed emphasis his
abhorrenge of what he bermed the false-
hood of the: Westminster Confession .and
the fised of the actual and final substitu-
fion of the briel statemént as the worlk-
ing creed of the Presbyterian church. He

| decdlared “‘the Presbytemian church has a

creed that she is secreily ashamed of.”
The preshytery virtually adopted his views
by receiving him back into the fiold - amd
Ly consenting to present thiz overture to
the general assembly: “‘Phe presbytery of
Nassau hereby overtures the general as-
sembly that the brief statement of the
Reformed (Church be adopted as the creed

' of our/¢hurch.”

SYDNEY BURGLARS
: FIND EMPTY SAFE
Sydney,, N. 8., Dec. 9.—The coal office
of the lotal sales agent of the Dominion
Coal Co. was entetred some time last night
and the safe blown open, but the burglars
found nothing, as Mr. Rutledge, the agent,
invariably makes it his practice to remove
all money when closing the office in the
evening. The work was done evidently by
professionals, judging from the way in
which they went about it. Nitro-glycerine
was poured around the hinges and-about
the lock, after they had been wail soaped
and the fuse attached in such a way as to
make explosion effective. Hormse blankets,
after having been thoroughlffy soaked in
water, were thrown over the safe so as to
deaden the noise. The door of the safe
was practically thrown off its hinges and
the walls and ceilings are spattered with
pieces of steel that flew off when the ex-
plesion occurred.
A large cartridge of dynamite was found
on the floor, it being, perhaps, the inten-

| tion to use dynamite at first, subsequent-

ly abandoning it for nitro-glycerine. ine
cafe contained books and some old coins,
but they were not disturbed. Entrance
was had to the office by breaking in the
door. For the past few daysitwo sus-
picious characters have been noticed on
the streets here and at Glace Bay, and
the police are mow on the lookout for
them. Kach carvied large carpet bags. The
office entered Jast night is removed from
the business centre, and after dark very

the quarries of the United Kingdom!

few pass that way.
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