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“Love in the

'*ds”.

The Romance of a South African

Trading

Station.

CHAPTER XIX.
ON THE TRAIL OF THE ANTELOPE

Laurence ate in silence, Cecil oc-
epsionally lifting his dark eyes, with
& half-questioning, half-dreamy gazs,
tp the handsome, tanned face of iis
companion.

When dinner was finished Laurence
washed the plates—it was not-all ro-
mance—and put them away; thenm,
lighting his pipe at the embers of the
dying fire, flung himself at full length
upon the bed of flowers outside the
m ¢

Oecil dragged the log of wood to the

door and, sitting so he could lean back |

sgainst the hut, watched the wreatis

of smoke curling from the ‘fragrant

vipe.
A few feet from them the horses

were cropping the sweet grass in the

shade of the trees.
“Laury,”

T wonder?”

Laurence turned and laid his head
wpon his elbow.

“You are a queer boy, Cecil,®™ he
said, with a grave smile. “Why do you
watch my face so closely?™

Cecil looked on the ground.

*I don't watch your face Laury,” he
eaid. “At least—well, I can’t help see-
fng it if it's right before me, you
know. Besides, a cat may look at a
king; and you're not a king, yon
mow.”

The cattle-runner uodded.r

“No,” he said. “But I am as free—as
yet,” he added, suddenly, and with a
¥'range shadow darkening his brow.

The youth noticed the addendum,
Jit had learned enough of Laury’s na-
gure to know that if he wanted to
know anything respecting his affairs
the way not to learn was, to ask point-
blank.

.80, though he longed to ask him
what he meant, he beat round the bush
ke a woman.

“YWou seem to value your liberty at
a very high price, Laury,” he said,
putting his hands behind his head and
swinging back so that he might fix his
eyos upon the thoughtful face in a
aunfortable attitude.

Laurence nodded.

“Ay,” he said, curtly; “at a higher
price than you can guess, lad. I lost
more than gold for this life of liberty
eud solitude.”

And he swept his hand, with a quiet
'grace, toward the prairie.

Cecil’'s brows knit, ;

“One would think you had “een &

said Cecil, suddenly, “you
should always smoke. You look hap-
pler with a pipe in your mouth. Why, |

slave to hear you talk,” he said, “a
slave, like Trottie and Mat, and the
rest of them at the station.”

Laurence frowned.

“Ah, Cecil,” he eaid, with a solemu

sadness;-“I was near heing worse than-

! those poor ctedtures. They wers slaves
against their will: I was flmost con-
senting to' slavery, and worse.”

Ceell “looked pussled.

“And you ul. c.ny"’ he asked.
“Poor Leury!”

“Ay, poor Laury, indeed!” be repli-
ed, rieing as he spoke, with a strange
' laugh. “Run away anid left the dearest

old home man ever had, ever knew;
? left'Kith and kin and all one’s friends
for fresdom, Cecil, my hoy—for free-
dem!”

The youth watched him as he shook
himself like a huge dog and called to
his horge.

“And yet,” he said, not moving from
his indolent, eagy position, “you are
nearly losing it again?”’

Laurence turped sharly.

“Who says that?” he agked.

" “You did—yourself,” retorted Cecll,
softly. “You said, ‘T am as free as a
king—as y

_ “Did I? said Laurence, curtly,

“Yes,” said Cecil. “What did you
mean, Laury? Do tell me.”

Laurence paused in what he was
doing to the horses and turned to
Cecil, resting his arm on the black’s
neck snd speaking almost to himself
as he fixed his eyes on the boy’s hand-
some face.

“Cecil, boy, you are inquisitive. A
month ago, lad, and I should have
given you a sharp aaswer; but—but—
well, Cecil, I can not tell the why or
wherefore, but my heart has softened
to you—to you only, mind—and I feel
as I would rather not feel, for Laur-
ennce Harman can hope for no friend-
ship with man or boy while his heart
ic as heavy as it is, Lad, tell me by
what sorcery you have made me like
you?’

He broke off with a sudden smils,
that was like a flash of sunshine acrnss
his face notwithstanding its hslf-re-

gretful sadness. ‘

Cecil rose and walked to his horse,
standing with his face turned away.

“I don't know,” he replied, with a
hesitating softness “except it is I
f like you, Laury, You have been kind

to me, you know.”

Laurence shook his head,
“It fsn’t that, boy,” he said. “I can

not discover the searet spell that links
st
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A woman who takes

EGG POWDER
GLASS LEMON

will appreciate them.

FREEMAN'S ENBLISH FO0DS

ENTICING IN APPEARANCE
GRATIFYING TO THE TASTE

for ever on the outlook for a tem,;'oting dish.
The series of Freeman’s English foods now
available in Newfoundland, places many,
dainty dishes at your disposal—

CUSTARD POWDER
BLANC-MANGE POWDER
JELLY CRYSTALS
PUDDING POWDERS

pride in her table is

(for w;

Theyarea!lthebest that Science, Pm ,‘
Materials, and Ideal” Working Conditiens ’
can make them. You will be delighted to
see how greatly your guests and family

us in my heart; but when I am lying
it the hut yonder, solitary and silent,
and the wosves are howling across the
watoh-fire, I think of you and wisk
1 had you with me. Cecil, they say,
- dowtr in the village where I was borg,
that if kin meets kin uhawares the
heart will find its own, I am thinking”
~and he smiled with a kindly mock-

ery—“I'm thinking we must be kith
and kin, or my heart is playing the old
dumes proverb falge.”

Cecil turned his pale face—it had
grown pale and moved with strong
emotion.

“We are not kith and kin,” he said,
brokenly. “We are but friends, Laury.”

“Ay, that is it,” said Laurence, with
a ‘sigh, and rousing himself Ke went
and fastened the hut door. “That is it,

Cecil, we are friends,” and he held |-

out his hand. -

It was a strange, remarkable thing
for Wild Laury tp do, and the youth
seemed almost too surprised to grasp
it. However, with a slight blush, he
took the big, brown hand and tried to
squeeze it in his little palm.

Laurence smiled.

“It.is long since this hand of~-mine
has pressed another,” he said, grim-
ly, and added: “And never such a lit-
tle one as yours, lad.”

Then they rode on, and Laurencs,
settling himself into his saddle, fell
into a deep silence, his face relaxing
into its old gloom and reserve.

CHAPTER XX.
A STRUGGLE FOR DEAR LIFE.
The blood more stirs
To rouse a lion than to start a hare.
—HENRY IV.

Antelopes were scarce and of o\ther
game there seemed none, though Laur-
ence often bent low in his saddle to,
discqver indications of the tracks of
wild animals.

He never made any remark after
these examinations, and Cecil, on
whom a silence as deep and unbroken
as Laurence’s own had fallen, did
not question him,

They rode on as quickly and. noise-
lessly as they could through the t3n-
gled forest until noon had passed.

Then suddenly Cecil uttered s low
cry, and Laurence, looking round, saw
that he had gone pale and seemod
about to fall from the horse.

He dismounted at once and caught
him.

“What is the matter, Cecil?” he ask-
ed; but for the moment Cecil could not
answer.

Presently, however, he opened his
eyes and smiling, not very braveély,
Baid:

“I—don’t know. I felt giddly, and—
and—I think I fainted.”

“Ay,” saild Laurence, whose brows
were knit with anxious self-reproach.
“You have ridden too far, poor Ilad.
Your good looks misled me.”

“No, no!” exclaimed Cecil, eagerly.
“No, no, Laury, I am not tired; the
ride has not been too long—nay, all
too short! The hot sun has made me
faint, Oh, don't look so sad and self-
veproachful—it's no one's fault but
my own! There, there, I am all right
again!” and, with a laugh, he mado a
movement toward the horss,

But Laurence shook his head.

I‘ would be fatal. A

| no good. You must wait hére till I re-

' gun. You won't want it, but it will heip

.W‘uuummnﬂulﬂ
' disappeared.

“You can not mount yet, Cecil; you
are weaker than you think. Your face
is quite pale and your hand is cold--
yes, like ice. You must sit down here
upon the bank while I go for some
water; there should be a stream here.”

“Will not brandy do as well?’ askeil
Cecil, with a .very uumanly nervous-
ness at the idea of being left alome in
the huge forest.

Laurence shook his head. He had a
suspicion that the handsome, winsoma
boy who had crept into his heart had
caught the native fever. If so, brandy

“No,” he said, “brandy would do you

(turn. I will not be a miaute. Come,
lad I'm loath to leave you, but I mast
get. water for you.”

Cecil tried to look cheerful, Laur-
ence brought the gun and laid it lt
his side.

“See,” he said; “here’s the nasty
to keep um qquick-silver courage up,
_lad, till X come back.” v

He spoke cheeringly, almout banter-
ingly; but, as he eaid, he was loath|
toluvothcyontlnduhqm
into the thicket with his horn cup in
' his hagd he stopped to look ronnd..

Cecll, who seemed to read the look,
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work and no litle time.

However, water he mu;t have, for
he feared that Cecil would faint again.

Cecil leaned his head against tle
tree and closed his eyes. The faintness
had gone, but he felt nervous and gid-
dy. 5
His bright, rosy looks had been, as
Laurence had self-accusingly said, de-
ceptive. He was not so strong as he
looked, and the excitement of the an-
telope-chase, added to the long ride,
had gvercome him.

Btill .as he sat thus, half dreaming,
his brain was going over Laurence's
confession word for word.

“We are frienda—we should be kith
and kin” brought a soft, sweet plea-
sure to Ceeil, a pleasure that sent the
color back to the face again and set
his heart beating.

“We are friends—poor Laury!” mur-
mured Cecil, and added, with a naive
pigh that would have puzzled Laur-
ence had he heard it and seen the ac-
companying look, “poor Cecil!”

Laurence was gone longer than Cacil
had expected him to be, and, feeling
better, he was anxious for his return.

The sudden faintness had zone, and
he was about to raise his voice to cry
out when a sudden rustling in the
bushes behind him struck him dumb
and brought him sharp round.

What he saw there turned his heart
to stone and his face to the color of
marble: two great, blazing eyes were
fixed on his with a blood-thirsty
ferooity.

For a second—that seemed an age—
Cecil stood glued to the spot, staring
at the fearful spots of fire,

Then, as the heart seemed to beat
again, he opened his lips and, uttering
one plercing cry, turned and fled.

The next moment the animal sprang
from the bushes with an answering
growl, and would have been upon the
lad’s back; but at that instant Laar-
ence sprang from the brush at the sida
and received the bruté full upon his
chest.

Man and beast went down like lead,
and then ensued a struggle for life.

Laurence had drawn his bowie knifa
as the skriek had pierced his ear.

The panther, however, hal got his
arm down and was clawing at his
bare breast. »

With the blood streaming from his
forehead, which the hrute had scraped,
and half blinding him, Laurence
fought madly to get the arm releasad,
and at last managed to swing *he long,
shining blade and drive it up to the hilt
in the throat of the animal.

With one last growl it shook its
gpotted head and fell ever dead!

"Laurence crawled to his feet, wined
the blood from his face, ud called
faintly for Cecil.

heart with the chill of a fearful dread

the youth before he sprang forward.
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senseless with fright.
(To be Continued)

{

dernoﬂ to it—a matter of hard

!mlterh.l will be required,

. No answer came, and, ltrnoi to the |

that the panther bad perhaps attacked
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For Sale!
‘Big Fish Packmg
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Property of NEWFOUNDLAND PACKING
CO., consisting of:

Wl.kerfront, 265 feet; 2 Piers, Large Factory,

Fish Stores, Fertlhzer Plant, Cold Storage,

Smoke Houses, Oil Refinery, Cooperage, Coal

Sheds, together with

HYDRO-ELECTRIC POWER PLANT,

gituated onmain river, developing 125 H.P.
(water shed 15 sq. miles).

For further particulars apply to

2863.—This makes an ideal apron
dress for warm weather. The fulness
over back and front is held in place
by belt sections. The yoke band
trimming may "‘be omitted. For this
style, gingham, seersucker, percale,
lawn, khaki, alpaca, drill or sateen
could be used. It will be neat and at-
tractive In gray or blue chamhbray

lOHN CLOUSTON,

St. John’s.

J ust Arrived:

by S. S. Digby shipment of

with plaid or check gingham for
trimming. The Pattern is cut in 4
Sizes: Small, 32-34; Medium, 36-38;
Large, 40-42; Extra Large, 44-40 in-
ches bust measure. A medium size re-

quires 53 yards of 36 inch material. ,

Width at lower edge, is about 3%
yards.

A pattern of this illustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 15 cents
in silver or stamps.

A PLEASING FROCK FOR MOTR-
ER’S GIRL.

ENGLISH
SPRING
SUITINGS,

For Ladies and Gents.
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Now is the time to se~ure your Spring
Suit, Large Variety to choose from.

.J.STRANG’S,

Tailoring of Quality,
Cor. PRESCOTT & DUCKWORTH STS.
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“King of Them All--"

Pattern 3169 is here depicted. It
is cut in 4 Sizes, 2, 4, 6, and 8 years.
For a 6 year size 8% yards of 27 inch
Percale,
gingham, chambrey, lawn, ochallie,
serge and gabardine are attractive
for this style. i

As here illustrated dotted blue and
white printed voile was used.

A pattern of this {llustration mailed !
to any address on receipt of 15 cents
in silver or stamps.
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Lively and Lasting.
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Wholesale from

Harris & Ellioft, le).
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Fumess Line “Bailings
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St. John'’s
to Liverpool
May 31st
June 17th
July 10th

Ha]ifax to
' Bt John’'s.
{Mgy 25th

June 11th
July bth

From St. Jonu - giis
uml. to Haut-.x.
S. 8. SACHEM ., .. .. ¢
8. 8. DIGBY .. May 22nd May 3ist
8. 8. -+ s oo June 15th June 24th
‘These steamers are excellently ! for Fabin pagggreers.
‘Passengers for Liverpoel mllth in poseession T passports.
rates of freight, passage and other narttculars apply to
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