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)' ***I dropped upon my knees,

|

tatters, were three figures. It was not
a pleasant sight, nor one I cared to look
upon—the dark faces with their rows
of shining teeth, from which the with-
ered lips were drawn in sardonic grins
and the staring caverns, which the
flickering light filled with Phantom eyes.

“I turned again with idle curiosity,
to the pottery. Pushing off the cover
of the jar nearest me, I cautiously
thrust my hand into the mouth and
lifted it full to the light; and then_ I
dropped upon my knees, staring stupid-
ly at the glittering heap of yellow sand

were  dreaming.  Ounces of pure
bright gold! As the stupendous fact
worked itself through my bewildered
brain, I laughed aloud, moving from
jar to jar. All told the same story,
save two; gold, and full almosg to
the brim! Gold enough for a king's
ransom, and all for the taking! And
then .upon my elation broke the flood of
my misery. I was rxeh now, but, O
God, of what use? With the irony of
an accursed fiend fortune had waited
until I was ready to are, until my hopes
were already dead, and then over-
whelmed me with her golden shower. I
raved and cursed until I was exhaust-
ed, and then fell prone upon the floor,
overcome by my passion, Presently I
grew calmér. The storm of my rage had

In my open palm, asking myself, if 1 ¢

——

hausted me that once or twice ]
thought I should have to give up try-
iffg to reach shelter. At last, however,
I stumbled across the threshold of this
room, more dead than alive, and I be-
lieve I never before or since was so
glad to get inside these four walls, :
“All night long the wind raged with
a fury I have never known since in the
long years of my residence here. When
morning came, my first thou_ght wags of
my treasure-house, I hastily dressed
ard stepped outside. The sun was just
cbove the horizon, smiling genially up
on the quiet landscape, which some
way looked verp strange to my anxious
eyes. ‘as they “sought the particular
sage-bush which marked the entrance
to the grave. Not a landmark could I
see. With fiendish malignity the wind
had effaced every familiar bush, and
hillock, and ravine. I returned to the
cabin disappointed and chagrined, but
Not uneasy; and thinking myself lucky
to have fetched one jar with me, I
stooped and stroked its ugly sides with
a miser’s tenderness. Then, to reassure
myself by a sight of the yellow dust,
I put my hand into the jar and lifted
it full to the light,
“I think I went mad again for a

moment, for, when I came to myself [
was standing over the shattered jar,
looking down upon its

scattered con-

carried away with it all _pain and dis-
appointment. The basilisk glitter of

| the gold had got into
| Ing into life another so
| despair,

2

stairng stupidly
palm

my eyes, conjur-
rt of demon than
I was rich, and riches meant

at the

and yellow beads!
had got hold of one

tents, which twinkled
sunlight from the open

in the patch of
door—white, red

In the darkness I
of the only two

much; more than love or happiness,
perhaps. Richeg nreant power—and re-

venge. T could go back to my old home
and live like a prince, her

again,” 1 said

Jars in the grave which did not con=
tain gold.”

=But surely you found the grave

( next-door The old man shook his head. “From
neighbor. Many things come to him that day to this I have been searching
who has the patience to wait and the | for the entrance to the grave. I have
money. I had both, and would be ready gone over: every foot of yon sand

| when the time came to pay off her fath-

| er, her husband, herself, in the devil's
| coin of hate, the debt T owed them.

torch, leaving me in Egyptian darkness

Stormis have swept over it,
and tearing down hillocks, ¢

believe the whol

[ lifted my face |
above the opening of the well, T was

rreeted

| CU R E D Mr., Wn. Stinson,
|
Sharpener, Price 25 cents, |

134 Tyndall Ave., Toronto
The Celebrated Razor

| for pamptilet giving full particulars,
if not at your Hardware or Drng Stores send home treatment. 929 years'
direct to ‘

testimonials in one
CANADA HONE COMPANY,
Wawunosa, Man. f

of simple |
Success—over 1,020 |

: [
year, Sole Proprietors

TRENCH’S REMEDIES LTD., DUBLIN.

of sand
!

with 3 blinding, b'ting shower

Carefully replacing the cover
to the well, after T had climbed out, |
lifted my jar of gold in my arms and
started the cabin.
overcast, and the
sheets of san

for The sky was |
blindire whirling
bewildered and ex-

ncl
11 ( SO

pines told of 3 ris

means no sleep for
arousing as f
[ silence:
thnugllth%\‘.\‘]y kept you
show »

nd left alone to slee

casting uvn
overing and

uncovering sage-bush; byt never once

“So long T gloated over my suddenly revealing the secret held fast in the

acquired wealth, and my wild imagin- shifting sand. Day after day armed,

ings of révenge, that the charnel-house with my steel-shod })Ole, I've 5(')1,1ght 5O
air of the chamber extinguished my | fruitless that I ;

should he tempted to

T K11 e a delusion of my
With a muttered Curse at my stupidity, overwrought mind, were it not for the
I flung, the useless stick away, and shattered jar which I have in my cup-
;vropjllg a!)r)ut, caught up one of the board, T cannot tear myself away from
precious jars and worked my way to! the accursed, hopeless search, which
the opening, Tt was no easy task with- has grown to be a mania that’ nothing
out a light, ‘and I was very glad to | pyt death can cure.”

find myself at last in the well;  still | The sky had become overcast as he
holding  the jar against my r:lpirl]y‘ ceased, and tha 5t .
beating heart. When |

soft svughing of the
ing wind.
It is going to blow to-nj
me,”

rom a. dream
“but you are tirec

ght, and that
said my host,
, after a long
I, and I have
awake. ILet me
you where to make your bed.”

Was soon stretched betweer. blankets
p. But the strange




