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She climbed to ithe seat beside him.
“It is very good of you to take this 

trouble,” she said, and when he looked at 
her a slight color was visible through the 
veil.

1 sit {art had taken good care that the chil
dren were well provided for. They were 
beautiâtV'v dressed, and the smiling maid 
who fr/ed them from control when the 
door turned said that they might go out 
without jackets, the dry was so tine.

He descended the stairs, with a cigar 
in hit> mouth and a delighted youngster 
clinging

In the hall lie encountered a dozen jour
nalists waiting to devour him. They had 
failed to penetrate the strategic screen in
terposed by the head waiter. Now the 
enemy was‘unmasked and they advanced 
,to the attack.

Pyne was ready for them. He had al
ready outlined his defence.

“Will one of you gentlemen, represent
ing all, kindly give me a word in private?” 
he asked.

This was readily agreed to.
“Now this i« the deal I will make,” he 

said, when the two were isolated. “I 
will meet you all here in an hour’s time. 
I will lx* interviewed, sketched, snapshot
ted, give you locks of my hair, my auto
graph, '■'my views of the Far East, the 
next Presidential election, and the fiscal 
question, if you bind yourself to one 
thing.”

“And that is?”
“Among the passengers saved from the 

Chinook is a Mns. Vansittart. She is 
very ill, and is being cared for by Mr. 
Brand and his daughters. Make no refer
ence to her name in the published lists. 
Promise 'that and I'll take a page.”

“I am sure I can agree without con
sulting my colleagues,” said the surprised 
reporter.

“Come along, kids,” said Pyne. “I am 
■delivered bound to the torture.”

He passed out into the street, when El
sie’s sharp eyes, searching for a shop, sud
denly caught sight of Enid hurrying to
wards the hotel.
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“How is your mother?1' he asked abrupt
ly.

He felt, rather than saw, her start of 
surprise.

She did not expect the relationship to 
be acknowledged with such sudden can
dor.
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“She is much better,” she assured him.
“That’s all right,” he announced, as if 

a load were off his mind. And then, 
somewhat to her mystification, he enter
tained her with the news.

Elsie and Mamie had quitted Penzance 
the previous evening, an aunt having tra
veled from Boston as soon as the first
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ly than even the light for life in the saloon 
of the Chinook.

“She went out, air, about an hour ago. 
and—'1’

“Has she not returned?1’
“No sir. A policeman bas just called to 

say that she was taken ill, and is now 
•bein’ eared for at iMr. Brand's house."

Uncle and nephew glared at each other 
as men do when they call the gods to wit
ness that no madder words could be 
spoken. Before the waiter, they perforce 
restrained themselves.

But Pyne shouted:
“Where is the policeman?11
‘'He's down below, sir. Shall I bring 

him up?”
Sergeant .Tonkins, 

al .in his friendship to '.Brand to tell them 
exactly how it came about that Mrs. Van
sittart was sheltered in Laburnum Cottage. 
He admitted that he directed the lady to 
the house in the first instance, and that 
Mr. Brand told Mm subsequently to con
vey the stated message to the hotel.

Nevertheless, he was the richer for a 
sovereign as he went out.

Mr. Trail helped himself to a whiskey 
and ssda.

“Here’s to the reconciliation of Brand 
and his wife,” he said, with a lighter tone 
and more cheerful manner than he would 
have deemed possible five minutes earlier.

Pyne followed his example.
“Ray, uncle," he cried, “here’s a queer 

item. When I first met Constance I spoke 
of Mrs. Vansittart, and I called her my 
prospective step-aunt.”

“A d-----silly name, too.”
“Constance seemed to think that, or its 

féminine equivalent. She corrected me. 
‘You mean your fiancee’s aunt,’ she said."

“Oh, did she?”
“Yes,and here’s to her being my fiancee's 

mather.”

CHAPTER XV111—(Continuel.) Blood,k led Legs,
1 Horse^flh, Cough, 

Jrick A blood Tonic
ind Better. At all dealers.

hMr. Traifi rose and paced slowly to the 
window. Pyne stared into the tire. There 
was no need for either of them to con
jure up the heart-rending scene as the 
■harp prow of the sailing-ship cleft through 
the seas and spurned the despairing hands 
clutching at her black walls.

Too often had the older man pictured 
that horrific vision. It had darkened 
many hours, blurred many a forgetful mo
ment of pleasure with a quick rush of pain.

Even now, as he looked out into the still 
Street, he fancied he could see Enid’s moth
er smiling at him from a luminous mist.

He passed a hand over his eyes and gaz
ed again at the moonlit roadway. Prom 
the black shadows opposite a policeman 
crossed towards the hotel,and he heard a 
hell ring. These trivial tidings restored his 
Wandering thoughts. How the discovery 
of his lost child had brought back a flood 
of buried memories!

• “It is easy to understand that I should 
be fanciful tonight,” he said, returning to 
the cheery glow of the fire and the bright
ness of the room. “The whole story of 
the disaster centered in the narrative of 
the Sailors and the negro. They all de
clared that both boats went down. The 
crew of the barque, who ran to starboard, 
as the leading boat was swamped and sank 
0» that side, imagined they heard cries to 
port. But though they lowered a boat, 
and cruised about the locality for hours, 
they found nothing but w eckage. Xou, 
Charlie, when 1 went to St. John’s live 
weeks later, could only tell me that you 
had felt very cold and wet. That is all 1 
ever knew of the fate oi the Esmeralda 
until, in God’s good time, 1 met Stanhope 
•on board the Palcon.”

“Then the manner of Enid’s rescue.is 
con jectural ?”

“Absolutely. But Stanhope, who is a 
sailor, and two men named Spence and 
Jones, who were Brand’s colleagues on the 
Gulf Bock at that time, have helped me 
in building up ’a complete theory. . It is 
quite clear that the second boat did not 
sink, as was reported by the captain of 
the John S. She was damaged, and had 
her mast broken, by the collision. In the 
darkness and confusion she would be read
ily carried past the barque, which was 
probably travelling four knots an hour. 
The two sailors, in springing from her 
gunwale. into the bobstaye, would certain
ly oant her considerable, and • at that in
stant my poor wife either threw her child 
into the boat' with a last frenzied effort, 
cor someone caught the baby from her as 
•he sank. The boat was seen by Brand 
floating in with the tide on the morning 
of the 30th of July. She had been nine 
days at sea. Some survivor must have 
given the little one nourishment in that 
time, as a twelve-months-old child could 
net possibly have lived: In all likelihood, 
•the bank of fog clung to the Surface of the 
sea and followed the tides, as there was 
Httie or ào wind on the days following the 
lose of the yacht. Again, there were pro
visions in the boat, hut no water. Why ? 
Either the water-casks had started their 
Staves when the smash took place, or a 
careless steward had failed to till them. 
The next thing is the Identity of the boat. 
By the stupidity of a Bailor, one -of the 
Esmeralda's life-boats was burnt to the 
«rater’s edge in Norway. He upset a tin 
of petroleum whilst he was opening it, and 
a lighted match did the remainder. In
deed, he and another man at the oars 
aarrowly escaped death. A boat was pur
chased, but accident or mischance prevent
ed the Esmeralda's name being painted on 
K. There was a Norwegian port number 
on the stem-board, end this was smashed 
away by the falling mast. As the sail was 
trailing in the water when the boat was 
found by Brand, it is assumed that the 
gurvivor or survivors, who paid some heed 
to the child, suffered from injuries which 
prevented him or’ them from hauling it 
in. One man’s body Was foundon board 
and be had been dead many days. Fin
ally, we have the evidence Of the child’s 
clothing.”

. “The girls told me something oi the 
story on the rock,” said Pyne. “Gee 
whis! I little dreamed that Enid, or Edith, 
I mean, was my first cousin.”

“you know that her garments were 
marked E. T., and that a little shawl was 
pinned about her with a gold broeh set 
With emeralds arranged as a four-leaved 
shamrock ?”

“No. I fancy that they were hindred 
in their yarn. Believe me, there was al
ways enough to do in that wonderful 
place. Besides, I knew about the brooch. 
Had they mentioned it, I guess the gray 
matter at the back of my head would have 
become agitated by thought. ’

“Yea, of course. I am talking to you as 
if you were hearing this sad history for tbe 
first time.”

“It is new enough. It has a fresh point 
of view, which is everything. Now, about 
that brooch?”

“I bought it in Bergen. I remember 
your poor father laughing about it. It 
was odd to find an Irish emblem in that 
out-of-the-way little town. 1

it yet, but it is ludicrous to think that 
coincidences can affect two ditier-

if

>
tiding o-f the wreck reached her.

“She was a young, nice-looking aunt, 
too,” he said, cheerfully. “And I was 
powerful fond of those two kiddies.”

“The association of ideas might prove 
helpful,” she suggested, with a touch of 
her old jj&nner.

is what struck Elsie,” he ad- 
miUàn. “She said she didn’t know why I 
g|(Bdn’t marry Aunt Louisa right off, and 

could all Jive together sociably.”
“CGi! And What did the lady say?”
“She thought it was a great joke, until 

I said that unfortunately I had made 
oLiter arrangements. Then she guessed her 
nieces had got a bit out of hand.”

“Have you seen the poor fellow whose 
arm was broken? Enid has not had a mo
ment to give me details of events since 
w'e landed.”

From that point their conversation dealt 
with generalities. Soon the girl perceived 
his intent. His sole desire was to place 
her at her ease, ,fco make her realize that 
no matter what troubles life held they 
could be vanquished if faced with a smile. 
She responded to bis mood, and enlivened 
the drive .with comments on the people 
they met and the houses and villages they 
passed. For two hours the world went well 
because it was forgotten.

Enid, the conspirator, waited until, the 
'pair in the dog-cart were out of sight. 
Then she went to the little room at the 
back of the cottage where Brand pretend
ed to be busily engaged in compiling a 
scientific account of his auriscope.

“I am going, dad,” she said, trying to 
appear unconcerned.

“AH right,” he answered, laying down 
hie pipe.

“I only came to tell you because Mire. 
Sheppard is out, too.”

Obviously Emid was determined that if 
Pyne’e calculations were worth anything

f
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DEATH OF HUSBAND

had he harbored the thought, use cjBfl 
words to this wan, stircken woman, the 
wife whom he had loved and for whom 
he had suffered.

“Nanette,” he said, with utmost, gentle
ness, “do not l)e distressed. Indeed, there 
is no reason why our meeting should be 
painful.-It is better that we should have 
a quiet talk than that we should part 
again in anger and bitterness.”

She caught his hand in both hers. Still 
she said nothing. Her large eyes gazed up 
at him as if she sought to read in his face 
the thoughts he might not utter, the 
memories he might not recall. Her lips 
distended, tie saw her mouth twitching 
at the corners.

“Nanette,” he said again, though his 
voice was not well under control, and 
something rose in his throat and stifled 
him. “I appeal to you not to give way to 
—to emotion. You may—become ill again— 
and I would- never forgive myself.”

iStill clinging to his hand, she sank on 
her knees by his side. But there was no 
wild burst of tears; her sorrow was too 
deep for such kindly aid.

“Stephen,” she whispered faintly, “I 
cannot ask you to forget, but you have 
spoken of forgiveness. Can you forgive?”

lie bent over her and would have raised 
her; she clung to him with such energy 
that he desisted.

“My poor wife!” lie murmured, “who 
1 that I should deny that which I 

hope to obtain from my Creator.”
“But—” she panted, in that unnerving 

whisper—“I treated you eo vilely. I left 
you to join the man you had fought to 
save me. 1 deserted my husband and my 
child for the sake of the money he be
queathed to me. In the lust of wealth 1 
strove to crush you out of my heart. And 
now that Cod has humbled me I must 
humble myself. Stephen, I am nob your 
wife. 1 obtained a divorce—”

“Nanette,” he cried, “I cannot bear to 
see you kneeling at my feet. I ask no re
velations. 1 forgive you any wrong ÿou 
have done me, fully and freely, as I hope 
to 'be forgiven.”

She yielded to his pleading and allowed 
him to raise her. For an instant abe was 
clasped to his breast.

“It would be happiness to die in your 
arms, Stephen,” she said wildly. “I do not 
deserve it, I know, but Heaven is merci
ful.”

The dreadful ilea possessed him that in 
her weak state this passionate wish might 
•be granted.

“Nanette!” lie cried, “you must conrol 
yourself, if you will not promise to sit 
down and! talk quietly I will leave you?'

She obeyed him instantly.
“I doVi’t bare how much you scold me,” 

she said, “but you must'hot go away. ' I 
meant to see you before I left Penzance. 
I came here that night. I looked through 
-the window. J saw my daughter and her 
adopted sister listening to you. and weep
ing because of a mother’s shame. Then 
I must have lost my senses. I ran away. 
I remember nothing else until I woke up 
to find Constance caring for me—in your 
house.”

e ien we

Calais, April 13—In the Supreme Judici
al Court, which* convenes in Calais on the 
fourth Tuesday in April, Mrs. Margaret 
A. Sands, relict of the late George E. 
Sands, St. Stephen* will enter suit against 
the Frontier Steamboat Company, of 
Calais, for damages of $10,000 on account of 
lier husband’s death, which resulted from 
an accident while leaving the steamer at 
East port last fall. The company’s steamer 
Henry F. Eaton, was carrying an excur
sion of Foresters to CampobeUo Island, 
and made a brief call at Eastport. 
passengers were anxious to go ashore, and 
■many of them did so just as the steamer 
was about to leave the wharf. Mr. Sands 
was among the number desirous of going 
ashore, but delayed his departure until 
the gang plank was being drawn aboard, 
and when lie stepped upon it the gangway 
was already el ear of the wharf and Mr. 
.Sands was precipitated a distance of many 
feet, striking upon a wharf timber and 
the guard of the vessel, receiving injuries 
from which he died before the steamer 
reached Calais. Conflicting stories are told 
concerning where the fault for the occur
rence lay, but the ground on which the 
suit is. based is on all probability neglig
ence on the part of the company’s em
ployes.

[Airs. Sands was formerly Miss Morrison 
of St. John.]
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The child ran to meet her, and Enid, 
flushed with excitement, began to explain 
that Mrs. Vansittart was in bed, suffering 
from collapse and in a feverish state. The 
doctor's verdict was that she was in some 
danger, but would recover if carefully 
tended and kept in absolute quiet.

“Is Constance with her?” asked Pyne.
“Yes.” ;
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Mr. TiaiU smiled. He knew wliat was 
in the other man’s mind.

“Do you see a likeness in this young 
lady to anyone you have ever known?” 
he asked.

“Well, sir, I hope it -will not hurt your 
feelings, and it’s a good many years ago 

but I cotild have sworn—Well, I must

“And where is Mr. Brand?”
“He will be hefe scon. He asked me 

to call—and tell you—and Mr. Traill—what 
had happened.”

Eriij’s speech was not prone to trip. 
Pyne’s eyes gleamed into hers.

“Mr. Brand asked you to see my unde?” 
he said cautiously.”

“Yes,” ehe faltered.
“D:d he say anything else ?”
“Yes—cousin.”
“Let toe take yeu right in. I guess it 

would make a sensation if I—here, Mamie, 
just hug Mies Enid good and hard for me, 
will you?’ |

Whilst the children waited in the hall, 
he accompanied, the girl up the stairs and 
■threw open the door of the sitting-room.

“Here is somebody you want to see, 
uncle?” he cried, an4 rejoined the little 
ones.

“Hoo-rocsh!” he yelped. "New let’s 
bhy a toy-store.” .

Enid and her father faced each other 
for some seconds in silent ’bewilderment. 
Then Mr. Traill rose and came near to 
her. She did not know what to do or say. 
This tall, stately man was one who should 
be dearer to her than anyone else in the 
world. She was his daughter, yet they 
were . ti. igers one to the

“I—I—” How could she utter conven
tional words in such a moment? Her lips 
quivered and tears trembled in her eyes. 
Then he knew. The lace around her white 
nee.k wag’ fastened with a little gold 
brooch bearing a four-leafed shamrock in 
emerelds. He looked-at her with a pro
found reverence, and caught her by the 
shoulders. '• ; ‘ !

“My dear,” he murmured, “you are 
very like your mother.”

“Ï am glad,” she said, and kissed him.

now,
out with it. • She is the living image of 
your wife.”

“Indeed, that cannot hurt my feelings, 
as she is her daughter.”

“Her daughter! Your daughter!” gasp
ed Emmett.

A small serving-maid, with the ears of 
a rabbit ,was listening spell-bound at the 
open window. Here, indeed, was a choice 
tit-bit for the milkman, and the postman, 
and the butcher’s and grocer’s boys. 
From this lower current the stream of 
talk flowed upwards until it reached the 
august drawing-room of Mrs. Taylor- 
Smith.

She drove in frantic haste to Lady Mar
garet’s Villa, and fired questions broadside.

“Oh, yes,” said Jack’s mother, suavely. 
“It is quite true. Of course I have known 
it from the first. According to present 
arrangements the marriage will take place 
in the spring,‘"'Enid’s marriage settlement 
will be nearly a quarter of a million.”

Like most women, ehe loved that word. 
A million, ev0h in fractions, is so glib, 
yet so unattainable.

The only person who was slightly dis
satisfied with'ithe progress of events was 
Pyne. Constance never appeared. She 
shared with Mrs. Sheppard the care of 
her mother. Enid, blithe and guileless 
in the public eye, did the house-keeping 
'and represented the household.

"Brand, too, waive for a couple of visits 
to the hotel, remained invisible. He did 
not mention Mrs. Vansittart’s name. He 
was pale and’Worn, a man at war with 
himself. The young PhiladelpMau—for 
Pyne’s family home was in the Quaker 
City, though his estate lay principally in 
New York—was not pleased by the sb’ght 
signs perceptible behind the screen of 
Brand’s reserve.

“Constance takes after her father,” he 
told himself. “There may he trouble about 
her mother. In the scurry I may get 
left. I must -think this out.”

At last came a day of warm sunshine, 
when Enid announced that the invalid, 
by the doctor’s orders, was carried down
stairs. -,

“Has Mr. Brand seen heap yet?” asked 
Pyne. ’■ • •

“No,” replied Enid, with a little cloud 
On her fair face. “He never mentions her. 
And how we wish he would. He is suf
fering, but keeps silent, and neither Con
stance nor I can make any suggestion.”

“But what will be the outcome?”
“How can I tell? That night—after we 

left the hotel—he told us the story of his 
married lifp. It did not seem to be ut
terly impossible to straighten matters, 
but we knew nothing of her career during 

Whs she married again?

mm
With the morning came doubt. A maid, 

who was given charge of the two children, 
told Pyne that Mrs. Vansittart had been 
greatly uset the previous evening. The 
girl was sure that tlie lady bad passed 
nearly an hour in tears kneeling by the 
side of her- bed. Then, having regained 
control of herselfto some extent, ehe rang 
for the maid and asked at what time the 
first train left for London next day. She 
ordered her breakfast at an hour which 
seemed to indicate her intention to depart 
by that tram, said that she would leave 
instructions with Mr. Pyne concerning the 
children, and gave the maid two letters 
which she had written. These were to be 
delivered at nine o’clock. It was now 
nine o’clock. What was to be done with 
the letters?

As they were addressed to Pyne and his 
uncle respectively, he soon settled that 
point.

His letter read:
“Bear Mr. Pyne—I am leaving for Lon

don quite early, eo 1 will not see you again 
in Penzance. I have supplied the little 
girls with all the garments they will need 
during the next few days. If, on inquiry, 
you ascertain that they have no relatives 
anxious, not merely willing, to take charge 
of them, I shall be most pleased ito assume 
that responsibility. In that eenrot, kindly 
write to me, care of my bankers.

Yours very sineerly,
E. VANS11TAIRT.”

The communication to his uncle was 
equally brief. Mr. Trad] read it to him. 
It ran:

“Dear Mr. Traill—I cannot marry you. 
Please forgive me. I did not realize, when 
you .honored me with your proposal, that 
an insuperable obstacle existed. That is 

■all—a lame explanation—but complete so 
far as it goes. A woman who has wreck
ed her life finds it hard to choose her 
words.

they should have fair play.
“Oh,” he commented sharply, “but the 

maid is in?” «*■“Yes. She ifl such a stupid girl in some 
things. If—if onr guest rings you 
hear her. Would you mind asking Mary 
what it is in case she gets mudu.ed.'

He glanced at her. She was pulling on 
her gloves, and vastly bothered by 
fractory button.

“If I hear the bell, I will inquire,” lie 
said, and she escaped, feeling quite wicked.

When he .was alone, he did not resume 
his task. In the next room, separated from 
.Mm only by a brick wall, was his wife. A 
wall! Why should there always be a Wall 
-between them? It was not of his budding. 
Had she made it impassable during the 
long years? And what would be the out
come, now that Constance was in daily 
communication with her mother? The doc
tor, in kindly ignorance, bad told him that 
Mas. Vansittart was convalescent and 
would be able to travel in a lew days. In 
response to a- question, the doctor added 
that the lady herself asked when she 
might be moved.

What was her .plan? Mr. Trail, that day, 
had written him a sympathetic letter, 
mentioning the fact that Mrs. Vansittart 
had voluntarily rescinded lier promise to 
many him, and, indeed, judged, by the 
light of present knowledge, had determin
ed on that course since she first knew 
that her former husband was living.

Suddenly Brand pushed back his chair 
from the desk at which he sat.

“The young dog!” he growled. He had 
in fact followed the exact mental process 
which Pyne mapped out for him. The let
ter, the drive, Mra. Sheppard’s absence, 
Enid’s uneasy wriggling at the door, were 
all parts of an ordered plan. He was to be 
given an opportunity of seeing his wife 
and disentangling the twisted strands of 
twenty years. He rose impatiently, and 
paced the room, quietly withal, lest the 
woman in the next room should hear him. 
A decision had been forced on him. He 
■could shirk it no longer.

“Payne has contrived this,” he muttered. 
“He thinks he can see more clearly into 
the future than a man twice his age. 
Enid is in the plot, -too. And Connie! No, 
not Connie. Dear heart! She is worn with 
anxiety, yet she has never once mentioned 
her mother to me since she carried her 
into the house like an ailing child.”

Back and forth he walked, wrestling 
with the problem. See his wife he must, 
and before she quitted Cornwall. Was it 
advisable, in her present state of health, 
to take her by surprise? Pyne evidently 
thought so.
Heavens! was the doctor in the thing,

SPRING DUTIES
(Quebec Telegraph.)

While it is the unquestionable duty of 
the civic authorities to institute a general 
cleaning up after the winter, not only for 
appearance sake, but for needful sanitary 
reasons, and to see that this purification 
is not confined merely to the main thor
oughfares and front streets, but to all the 
less pretentious streets and by-Ways as 
well, it is interesting to note the move
ment which has been started in Toronto 
and the desirability of Which also in Que
bec we have already more than onçe point
ed out. This movement has for its object 
tlie general beautifying of the city. To 
this important matter, little, attention has 
hitherto been paid in Canada. We are 
not keeping pace with inariy of the cities 
and towns in the United States where 
beautified lawns, attractive window boxes 
or flower bedecked gardens tell the story 
of the taste and pride of the inhabitants 
in their homes and thedr surroundings. 
We do not half realize the importance ojf 
these aids to the attractiveness of a -city 
in tlie eyes of strangers. In fact, every 
community is judged by the appearance of 
the homes of its citizens and in 
the case of a tourist city like Quebec, 
these adjuncts to its attractions would 
have a real money value for our popular 
tion, which they do not as yet appreciate, 
but which they should no longer overlook. 
In Toronto, the actual movement aims at 
creating an interest and an emulation 
among the citizens in the beautifying of 
their lawns, windows and gardens. The 
idea has been evolved that it would be 
money well spent on the part of the city 
to offer prizes to be competed for by 
citizens who will engage in this meritorious 
work. It is considered, and rightly so, 
■that attractive plant life would relieve the 
monotonous outlook now, preeenited by so 
many streets lined with long rows of brick 
and roughcast houses.
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CHAPTER XIX.

The House That Stood Upon a Rock.
A week passed. In the fickle memory 

of the outer world the story of the Gulf 
Rock lighthouse was becoming mellow 
with age. Men now talked of war in Af
rica, of the Yellow Peril, of some bacca
rat squabble in the West-end club. But 
its vita’ity lingered in Penzance. There 
were side issues which Pyne’s device had 
kept from the public ken, but which the 
town’s folk pondered. Lady Margaret 
Stanhope, obeying her son’s behests, tan
talized her friends by smiling serenely and 
telling them nothing when they pestered 
her with questions. That is to say, she 
spoke not obe word about the lady who 
was being nursed back to health in the 
lighthouse-keeper’s cottage, but filled their 
souls with bitterness when she hinted at 
marvels concerning Constance and Enid.

In such a small place, where every man’s 
affairs are canvassed by his neighbors, it 
was impossible to prevent an atmosphere 
of mystery from clinging to" Mrs. Vansit- 
tart. Again, the gossips were greatly con
cerned about Enid. For a young woman 
“in her position” to be engaged to an of
ficer in the Royal Navy and admitted to 
the sacred ranks of the aristocracy was 
a wonderful thing in itself. But that ehe 
should be on open terms of the greatest 
intimacy not alone with tbe elderly Mr. 
Trail), but with his good-looking nephey, 

calling the latter “Charlie” and 
treating him as a near relative, was an 
amazing circumstance only surpassed by 
the complacency with which Lady Mar
garet and her son regarded it.

The actors in this comedy seemed to 
be sublimely indifferent to public opinion. 
That was ’the worst of it. Enid was es
corted about the town by each and all of 
the men at all hours. Now she was at 
the hospital, cheering Bates sand Jackson 
or the injured people from the wreck, 
now airanging for the departure of some 
of«tbe poor survivors when they were able 
to 'travel, new flitting over to Marazion to 
see Jim Spence, and once actually visiting 
Mr. Jones, the inn-keeper.

At last a part of the secret eked out. 
Enid went with her father to ask how 
Mr. Emmett, the sick chief officer, was 
getting on. They found him smoking in 
the front garden of ithe house in which 
Brand had lodged him.

He started when he saw them approach
ing, and his weather-beaten face wore the 
puzzled look with which he regarded Emid 

night on the lighthouse stairs.
Traill noticed the sailor’s covert glances 

at Enid, so he said:
“By the way, Mr. Emmett, you were on 

the Britannic when my wife and I, her 
sister, and two children, came to England 
before the Esmeralda was lost ”

“Yes, sir.” He paused.
Du ng many an Atlantic crossing he 

and Mr. Traill had talked of that last 
joyous journey, when he, a boy who had 
just joined the service, sat at their table, 
as was 'the custom of junior officers in 
those years.

(To be continued.)

KEEP THE BLOOD PURE,
?

Nearly All the Common Ills of Life are 
Caused by Weak, Watery and Impure 

Blood. rYour sincere friend,
E. VANNlTfART. ’

They discussed these curt nates during 
■breakfast.
‘T do not like their tone,” said Mr. Traill, 
gravely. “They impress me 'as the, hur
ried resolutions of a woman driven to ex
tremities. -Were it not for her request 
âbout the1" children, I should think what 
you thought last night, Charlie, when that 
policeman turned tip.”

“I must have telephoned my ideas to 
you mighty quick,” was the retort.

“My dear boy, even at this moment "we 
don’t know what she intended to do. 
Why did. she go outif What is the nature 
of her sudden illness? How comes it that 
she is at Brand's house?”

“I may be mistaken, but I- think we will 
be given answers to all your questions m 
due time. Nothing really serious can be 
amiss, or we should have heard of it from 
Brand himself. Now, will you remain on 
guard here whilst I go out with Elsie and 
Mamie? The one thing -that matters in 
their little lives this morning is that 1 
shall hurry up and go doll-hunting with 
them.”

“I will hold .the fort until you return. 
You will not be long?”

‘‘Perhaps half an hour. Whilst I am 
ouït I will make some inquiries as to the 
condition of our other friends of the 
'Chinook.”

“By the way, many of them must be des
titute. It is my desire, Charlie, to pay the 
expenses of any such to their destination, 
and equip .them properly for the journey.’

“You are a first-rater, unde, but it'll 
make your arm tired if you O. K. the bill 
all the time. Now here’s a fair offer. Let 
me go halves.”

“Be off, you rascal. You are keeping 
two ladies waiting.”

With seeming anxiety to atone for the 
of the week, the weather that 

morning justified the claim of Cornwall 
to be the summer land of England. The 

i shone from a blue sky flecked with 
white clouds. The waters of Mount’s 
Bay sparkled and danced in miniature 
wavelets. The air was so mild the tem
perature so equal,* that it was 
prédit sea and wind with the havoc of the 
preceding days.

Tlie Gulf Rock disaster did not stand 
alone in the records of the hurricane. 
Even the day’s papers contained belated 
account#! of casualties on the coasts of 
Normandy, Holland, and far-off Denmark. 
But nowhere else had there been such loss 
of life, whilst renewed interest was evok
ed by the final relief of a1! the survivors.

Pyne'e apipearance outside the sitting 
room was hailed with a yell. Notwith
standing her own perplexities, Mrs, Van-

Bad blood means bad health. That is 
why Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills mean good 
health—they actually make new, rich 
blood. Bad blood poisons the whole sys
tem. The nerves break down, the liver 
goes wrong, the kidneys get clogged and 
inflamed, the heart flutters and jumps at 
the least excitement, stomach loses its 
power to digest food, 
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And take a sleep somewhere away out yon
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Where it Is nice and damp.
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be risky,

But kno wa dose would cure us quick of 
that;

Some lemon juice, hot mater, and 
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Soon knocks a cold out flat.
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I have asked my father. He believes she 
was, but is not certain.”

“Father” was Mr. Traill; Brand remain
ed “dad.” Thus did Enid solve the diffi
culty.

“Is she aware that Constance knows she 
is her mother?”
“We think so. Indeed, we are sure. She 
has been so ill, and is yet eo fragile, that 
we dare not excite her in the least de- 

So Constance has been very care-

W<tie
rs u tiered 
tyde wojâ

the doctor! GoodAnd

too?
At last he tugged at the bell.
“Mary,” he said, “ask Mrs. Vansittart 

if slie feels able to see Mr. Brand.”
There; it was done.
Mary, roey-checked and soft of speech, 

dreading only Mrs. Sheppard’s matronly 
eye, knocked at the door of the sitting 
room. He heard lier deliver his message. 
There was no audible answer. He was la
menting his folly, hoping against hope that 
no ill results might 'be forthcoming to tlie 
invalid thus taken by surprise, when he 
caught Mary’s formal “Ye’sm,” and the 
girl came to him.

“Please, sir,” she said, “the lady says 
she is anxious to see you.”

tie walked firmly to the door, opened it 
and entered. He had made up his mind 
what to say and how to say it. It would 
be best to ask his wife to discuss matters 
in a friendly spirit, and, for their daugh
ter’s sake, agree to some arrangement 
whereby Constance should see her occa
sionally. There need be no tears, no re
criminations, no painful raking through 
the dust-heaps of the vanished years. Tlie 
passion, the agony, of the old days was 
dead. Their secret'ha4 «been .veil kept. It 
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ful, ' but every look, every syllable, shows 
that her mother is in no doubt on that 
point.!'

“It’e a pretty hard nut to crack,” said 
Pyne. He blew cigar smoke into rings. 
Seemingly the operation aided reflection.

“Say, Enid,” he went on. “If the_wea- 
ther is fine tomorrow, do you think C 
nie would come out for^a drive?”

*‘1 don’t know. Certainly she needs 
some fresh air. What between her anxi
ety and her mother’s illness, they are be
ginning to look like sisters.”

“Just mention to Connie, in her father’s 
presence, .that if the sun shines at eleven, 
I will be along in a dog-cart. Mrs. Van 
Sit tart will be downstairs by that time? ’

“Ye,!.”
“And if Connie comes out with me, you 

just And an errand in town. Rope Jack 
into the scheme, or any old dodge of that 
sort. Take care Mr. Brand knows of it. 
By ithe way, send Mrs. Sheppard out too.”

“What in the world—”
“You’re just too pretty to think hard, 

Enid. It causes wrinkles. Do as I ask. 
thero’s a good girl.”

Enid was delighted to find that Brand 
strongly supported the suggestion that 
Constance should take the drive. Pyne, 
sharp on time, drew up a smart pony in 
front of the cottage, and did not twitch a 
muscle when Constance, veiled and gloved, 
ran down the pathway.

“Excuse me getting down,” said Pyne. 
“I dispensed with a groom. I guess you 
know the roads round here.”

.
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ent children cast adrift about -the same 
time in open boats at the junction of the 
6t. George's Channel and the North At
lantic.”

“It’s the kind of thing that doesn’t oc- 
. with monotonous regularity,” agreed 
Pyne. “By the way, I have just made an 

on my own account/'
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We think them every year, we might ob
serve, _

But we don't quit and tramp, and—well, the 
reason

Is simply that we have not got the
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Don't Be Shiftless. :Xinteresting discovery
•'‘Wliat is it?”
“■It might easily have happened that not 

Enid—sorry—1 mean Edith—but I should 
have been the youngster cast adrift in that 
boat/’

“Yes, that is, of course.”
“And I would have grown up as Con

stance's brother. Guess .things have pann
ed out all right as it is.”

It was on the tip of his uncle’s tongue 
to ask for some explanation of the very 
gratified tone in which Master Charles 
made this remark, but the head waiter en
tered, solemnly, with the air of respectful 
and discreet decorum which only an Eng
lish family butler on a head waiter can 

without burlesque.

recommend ithem to my ailing friends.”
Just as surely as Dr. Williams’ Fink 

Pills cured Mr. McKinnon they can cure

An exchange gives the following advice 
t.,5 ’ll6 fan a,l take with profit:

=himn 1 J1?. Shiftless. iDon’t get Into a 
.^nirtless habit of "reading or thinking, or 
doing things. Keep snugged up iu your 
mind and habits, tiet into the habit of be
ing prompt with you* work ;md in paying 
your debts. Don't acquire the loose, helter- 
skelter, shiftless way o! looking at things 
and doing things. If you are shiftless you 
will be poor. There is no help for It, you 
will be poor. Poverty invariably follows 
shiftlessness.

It is the man who is orderly, neat and 
snug about his farm work that keeps con
trol of his work. Shifgtlessncss of habit 

loose, untrained and 
s a man thlnketh so

excesses
anaemia, indigestion, headaches, backaches, 
kidney trouble^rkeumatism, lumbago, scia
tica, neuralgli, nervousness, general weak- 

and the special ailments of growing 
girls and women. All these ailments come 
from bad 'blood, and Dr. Williams' Pink 
Pills can cure them by filling .the veins 
with new, rich, red blood. But you must 
be sure -to have the genuine pills with the 
full name Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale 
People on the wrapper around every box. 
Bold by medicine dealers everywhere or by 
mail at 50c. a box or six boxes for $2.50 
by writing the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., 
Broekville, Ont.

was
inlet, and they might 'iwirt without heart
burnings, whilst Constance would be spar
ed the suffering of knowing that her 
mother and tshe were separated forever.

ness

hard to* one

These tilings were well ordered in his 
brain when he looked at his wife. She 
waa seated near the window, and her 
beautiful eyes, brilliant as ever, were fixed 
<>n his with harrowing intensity. They 
«•hone with the dumb pain of a wounded 
annual.

He walked towards her and held out 
his hand. Her illness had brought out 
certain resemblances to Constance. 81 ie 
looked younger, as some women do look 
after illucss. Surely he could not, even

comes from having a 
unorganized mind. “A 
is he."

A FEARFUL WARNING
'(Chatham World.)

Tire people will riee up some day eooh, 
and lynch several legislators and editors’, 
and the sun of righteousness will ehine 
brightly ou the act.

M9ume „ , -J <.U 4-“Beg pardon, gentlemen, he saacl, but 
I thought you would like to know about 
the lady in No. 11, Mrs. Vansittart.

what of her?” demanded Traill, 
whilst Pyne found himself imagining that 
grhich caused his heart to beat more rapid-

Wicks—'“You’re not on speaking terms 
with Hook, they tell me."

Grimes—“No; I’ve left off using profane
language." su»
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