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CHAPTER XVII—(Continued.),

This final exclamation had no apparent
connection with the rest of the sentence.
It was called forth by a sudden- flash
of memory, suggested by his own words,
that came to him even as he was speak-
ing. Arthur looked over to his brother
Ferdinand, their eyes met, and, as if by
a common accord, they both pronounced
the name ‘“Martin.” i

Almost at the same time Horace said—

“So it waa Hocking who brought Mr.
Canning - to your dance?”

“Yes,” replied Arthur,
“Why, do you know him?”

“I do,” Horace replied. And then to
the astonished Smiths, and to the no less
astonished Ned Gascoigne, he proceeded
to tell the whole story of Carey, and of
his interview with him and discovery of
how, from dissipated undergraduate he
had developed into full-fledged cracksman.
¥or, whatever promises Horace had given,
‘he rightly theld that they were null and
void, now that there was a question of a
crime committed at the very institution
at which he, Horace, had been employed.

“You say this chap sprained his amkle,
‘Arthur?”’ said old Mr. Smith. :

“Yes, or pretended to.”

“You took him upstairs, I suppose ”’

& ‘lYm.,,
¢ “Did you leave him alone?”

“A good ten minutes.”

“Then that,” said old Mr. Smith em-
phatically, “explains how the impression
of the key was got.”

“And father,” said Miss Smith, eager--
ly, “Tommy was right after all, and not
dreaming at all, when he said that some-
one had been meddling with your keys.”

“Good for Tommy!” said Arthur. “If
he wasn’t in bed he should have some tof-
fee, if we had to make a special brew. And
now, Mr. Wyndham, and ladies and.gent-
lemen all, listen to the rest of the story.
For there is a rest, and Ferdy and I are
just the fellows to tell you all about it.”

Then he proceeded to recount the pick-
ing up of Carey, or Canning, or Martin,
and his subsequent departure from the
Aracca under the distinguished patronage
of the great Mr. Buggins.

“What a name!” cried Maude.

“Not ome to forget easily, Maudie, I
agree,” replied her brother: “There

surprised.

. should mot be much difficulty about trac-

ing a man with a name like that. And,
of course, if we can trace Mr. Buggins,
we can probably, get on the track of Mr.
Carey."

“But, Arthur,” asked Mr. Smith, “are
you quite sure that this Martin is really
Carey?” \

“Never a doubt, dad,” replied his son.
“What do you say, Fendy?”

“I’m positive of it,” replied the doctor.
“] knew I knew him when we first fished
him out of the sea, then his beard grew,
and that altered his appearance, and I
thought I must have been mistaken. But
Martin is Canning, or Carey, all right.
I would bet my diploma on it.”

“In that case,” said Horace, “the ques-
tion is, what are we going to do about
it2”

“Write straight off to the police at
Scotland Yard,” suggested Arthur. But
his brother, and also Mr. Smith, de-
murred.

“What proof have we?’ asked the doc-
tor. ‘“We have clues and euspicions; but
they are mot proof.”

“But what are the police for, if not to
work up clues and suspicions?” asked Ar-
thur. )

However, it was ultimately decided that
Mr. Smith should write to Lord Nether-
avon, leaving it to him to take whatever
gction he might think proper.

“I dor’t like it at all, Ned,” said Hor-
nce as they jogged homewards that night,
for they would not let the Smiths put
them up,as they knew that Mr. Root spec-
lally wanted to use that .sleigh in the
morning. »

“Of course,” he continued, “fixed as we
are, it is our duty to make the authorities
wequainted with what we know, or what
we think we know; but that does not
prevent its being a great nuisance.”

“Are you sorry for Carey?”

“You may think me a fool, but I am
yorry for Carey.”

“But, hang it all! two murdems!”

“Yes, I know. But if Carey is hung,
that won’t bring either of them to life.
'hen there is another side to this busi-
ness.”

“What?”

“Just this: next spring I want to be
working every minute of the day on my
new quarter section, or half section ,or
whatever land I decide to take; and now,
by the way things are ehaping, it looks
as if I stand a very good chance of having
to go to England, and spend the spring
pottering about lawyers’ offices and crim-
{nal courts. I thought I had done with the
beastly bank and everything connected
with it.”

Horace was in a bad temper, and did
not conceal it.

“Are we going to tell Sandy?” asked
Ned. 2
“No-o0, I should say not; mnot at pres-
ent, that is; we will wait for the answer
to old Bmith’s letter.”

“Hullo!” said Ned, as they got close to
the houss, “there is a light in the kitchen.
Have they got any sort of a jollification
on, I wonder? I hope no one is sick.”

However, when they entered the house,
after unharnessing and seeing to the horse,
they did not find anyone up. The lamp
had been left to draw attention to a let-
ter propped up agaiiist it. The address
was— o

“Horace Wyndham, Esq., Church Farm,
Brookes County, Manitoba,” and the post-
mark was Vancouver,

CHAPTER XVIII.

A Little Run Westward (of Two Thous-
and Miles) to Meet a Friend is Noth-
ing at All on the C. P. R.

J “l ain’t saying but what you may be
right,” said Mr. Root.. “Though we shall
be sorry to have you go, and that’s a fact,
You are three steady chaps, and it is cer-
tain that you can’t do much here before
spring. So, if you think you would like
to try three months in British Columbia
just to learn what a mine looks like, it
ran’t do any harm, and it may turn out
ueeful some day. But you are worth
wages now. Don’t go mining, or anything
else, for your board any more.”

“Never fear, Mr. Root,” said Ned, “we
will take wages quick enough, if we can get
them.”

“You'll get them all right,” eaid Mr.
Root; “I'll give you letters to two or three
fiiends of mine in Vancouver, and they
will be sure to know of something be-
tween them. Sally, you go and pack ‘a
hamper of grub while [ write.”

Why are our friends leaving Church
Farm? To understand this, we must refer
to the detter which awaited Horace on his

yeturn from the Smiths. It was dated at
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the Vancouver Hotel, and man as follows:

“Dear Horace,—I suppose that you will
be rather surprised to get a letter fiom
me drom Vancouver, thinking, no doubt,
that T was in England. If you did think
80, you must have wondered at not hear-
ing from me from there. Now, read on a
little and you shall understand everything.

“Only a few days after that eventful
Stnday, when you, my lord, did me the
honor to capture my heart by assault, be-
ing, T suppose, too busy even to abtempt,
the formality of a siege—really, dear, you
were a little masterful, wern’t you? But
I like vou like that. Well, as I was saying,
a fow days after that, mother took it into
her head that I was ill—why oh I don’t
know; but when she got doctois, and rela-
tives, and people, to decide that the only
chance to cure me nwas to send me on a
voyage round the world, which, of course,
means crossing Canada, I—well, I decid=d |
that I must be ill; and, to cut a long story |
short, we set off, and have been traveling
ever wince. We have just amrived here
from Japan. But I confess that, clever as
I thought myself, there was one particular
which 1 quite fergot. That was that I did
not know your address in Canada., At first
this did not bother me very much, T am
afraid I was rather like all English people,
and imagined Canada to be a rather small
place, or, if not that exactly, the sont of
place where® it would be easy enough to
find a mew-comer. But since then I have
been studying atlases, and talking to peo-
ple, and so on, and the size of it nearly
frightens me. So I just made mother stop
on -in Japan until our lettens came, and
then it was mearly three weeks more be-
fore your first: letter from Canada got- for-
wanded on—the one in which you tell me
how much you like Church Farm. I hope
that there are lots morg trailing after me
round the world. I shall certainly be very
angry if there are not; but that one, told’
me ' enough to .come on; so-here we are!
Do you know, Horace, ~deavest, I some-
times think that when two people reéally
love one amother like we do—"

And then followed four long pages of
closely written sentiment, which Horace
thought exquisite, but that is no reason
for inflicting it on the reader. - . :

Next came an account' of how she-had
persuaded Mrs. Aylmer ‘(for, of course,
the letter was from Ruth) that they
could mnot do better than spend some
weeks in British Columbia, and a hope
that it would not be long before Horace
came to see them. By which it will be
understood that, despite her geographical!
studies, Miss Aylmer was still a little |
hazy about the distance from Manitoba |
to Vancouver. -But, perhaps, she was |
right. Love is just the one thing in this |
world that has no business with calcula-
tions.

That it did not take Horace long to de-
cide that the only proper answer to this |
letter was an answer in person, may be
believed. The train would go about mid-
day, and the kitchen clock struck. two.as,
he put down the letter. That settled one |
question. There was to be mo bed for
bim that night, there was too much to
do. He could very well make up his
sleep before reaching the Pacific coast,
as he would have three days in the train
in which to do nothing else. -

Ned’s astonishment, when informed of
Horace’s sudden determination, may be
imagined. Nor was Horace’s much less,
again, when Ned said that he would come
too.

“T’ve been considering it all this even-
ing,” he said; “long before you got that
letter. In fact, the only objection that I
saw, was that it was going to part us for
a bit. Now that you are going—"’

“But what the deuce should take you
to Vancouver?”’ asked Horace, astonish-
ed.

“Because I don’t want to waste my
time.”

“Upon my word, Ned, you are a most
unaccountable fellow. If you had said
that three days ago, I should not have
been so surprised. But I thought, after
the discovery of Theberton Farm, that
you would be satisfied to pass the winter
very pleasantly here.”

- “It's just because I have discovered
Theberton Farm that I want to go.”

“Had a tiff?”

“Had a tiff, be hanged! No, my dear
fellow. In fact, Wyndham, I’ll tell you
what I should have told you, probably,
in any case today; I'm engaged to be
married.” -

“Congratulations, Ned! If, as I sup-
pose, it's Miss Maude, all I can say is
that you've made a splendid choice. If
you're not happy, it'll be your own
fault.”

“Who could help being happy with
such a girl? Did you ever meet quite
such a charming girl in—

“Exactly! I think you said something
of the kind once before. But, Ned, isn’t
it rather a curious proceeding to rTun
right away from her like this. Girls ex-
pect a little attention on these occas-
ions.”

“The best way to ehow that I care for
her is to work for her.. And the best way
to work at the moment is to go and find
out _something about the mines in British
Columbia.” |

“Your wages between now and spring
will hardly do more than keep you and
pay your fare there and back.”

sharp as a Manchester broker, but always

{in transport, just like a sugar refinery.

| mers are generally good folk, yet here

—

Mr. Root as he gave Horace the Je’ttem.!

torget, but ought to remember, about a
mine.ds that it is just a business, like any
other. There may be Tomance about fiud-
ing a mine, but there ain’t no room for
romance in working 1t. It's a manufacs
tory, where ore is your raw produce, and
gold, or lead, or whatever it may be,
the thing you make. And to make divi-
dends you must keep down cost, save a
cent, here in fuel, there in wages, there

There is just one pull that a mine’ has,
and only one, and that is that the article
produced is always marketable. Bar that,
1t is as prosaic a business as any other.
Here comes Gascoigne back from his
friends. Now let Tom hitch up Maggers
to the old box-sleigh, and it'll soon be
time for you to be off.”

Perhaps until their departure, a little
later, neither of the three had ever really
understood how they liked the kind fam-
ily with whom tney had made their d»-
but in prairie life. From Mr. Root,shrewd
and kind, solid as a British yeoman and
sharp as Manchester broker, but always
honest and clean as the day in all his
dealings, to Miss Sally, as kind- hearted,
jolly (anadian girl as was to be found
in all the great North-West, they were
leaving true friends, whom they were for-
tunate in having found: How fortunate,
both Horace and Ned now knew enough
to understand. ¥or, although prairie far-

and there are some npretty tough sjeci-
mens, as one says in Canada.

The little station ‘was reached just as
the agent sauntered up, ready for the
westward train. Maggers—short for Mag-

gersfontein, which name Mr. Root had i

given his best colt of the year in honor
of the deeds of the Canadian contingent—
wae hitched up. The Lamper and other
things were gof: out, and the agent put
up the flag, as a signal that there wers
passengers. Socon afterwards up she came,
on time—“dead on time, sir’—and, with
a handshake each for Tom Peters, the
friends, with their hamper and bundles,
bmmrded a tourist, or second-clase, car.
Horace, who was going west for some-
thing else besides mining, had a portman-
teau of London-made clothes; but Ned
and Sandy had only bundles. |
The journey to Vancouver was like, yet !
unlike, their former experience, traveling
in “the ‘emigrant train' from ' Quebec to
Manitoba. < They had taken tourist ac-
commodation, because neither Ned nor
Horace wished to waste any cash, and
Bandy had none to waste. As far as the '
actual car went, this tourist ‘accommoda-
tion was just what they had had before.
But there was now no crowding, for it!
was just about’ the time of lightest west-
ward traffic, and notv, too, they were ex-f
perienced Canadians, no longer strangers,
with all strange about them. . Best of all,
they' were no longer dependent for their
food on casual purchases, made, as best |
they could, at wayside stations. Miss|

Sally had seen to that. Kmnowing her | §

they had expected things to be done on |
a liberal scale, but the-opening of thei
hamper was, nevertheless, a veritable sur- |
prise.

of plates, knives, forks, cups, and so on; |

then came the provisions. Six loaves of | B

home-made bread, a ham, a huge piece
of cheese, a pot of butter, a beef-steak |

pie, tea, coffee, and sugar, and several bot- | §

tles of milk. The reader must agree that, |

considering: they had only four houns’ no- '§

tice, Mrs. and Miss Root had done nobly |
in the way of speeding their parting
guests. THeir firet care was to put the
bottles of milk in a cool place, just inside
the car vestibule, to have put them abso-

lutely in the vestibule would have meant |
that the milk would have been at once | [

frozen solid, and this they did not wush.
Then Horace and Ned began to remember

that they had been up all night. They had | |8

the same bundles of bedding that they had
bought as emigrants, and, before long, !
were fast asleep, leaving Sandy to make
a meal by himself.

‘{ say,” said Ned next morning, as th2y
began to set about preparing breakfast,
“we shall never eat all that’s in this ham-
per!”

But they did. Train traveling, logical-
ly speaking, ought not to be very hungry
work; but in Canada practically it is so.
On their arrival at Vancouver there was
nothing left but the crockery and knives
and forks.

The trans-continental pulls into Van-
couver at about one o’clock in the after-
noon; and our three companions shoul-
déred their belongings and set off for a
certain respectable cheap boarding house,
of which Mr. Root had given them the
address. Like all Canadian town houses,
it had a bath-room, and all three were
soon washing off the effects of their jour-
ney. Then Horace, bath towel round
his loins, began the unstrapping of his
portmanteau. He and Ned had one
room, and Ned was now indulging in the
luxury of a good long hot bath. So that
Horace had time to shave and dress be-
fore the latter made his appearance.
When he finally did so, the sight which
met ‘his eyes was so strange that, though
Ned was not often at a loss for words,
he stood a full minute speechless with
amazement.~ For there stood Horace
clothed in a well-cut, nearly new suit of
dittos, wearing a white shirt, and a tie
bought in Bond Street, boots which had
been on trees ever since leaving Hagland,
and just putting on a hat, which he had
purchased on his way up from the sta-
tion. He was not the Horace of six
months ago, nor was he the Horace of
six days ago; but he was a better looking |
Horace thaneither.

“Stand still,”” said Ned; “let me look
at you, I can just do it without being
dazzled. Now, I suppose, you are off to
the Vancouver Hotel?”

: "Qujte_ s0; but I shall come back know=| «[ gm.”
ing a little of the state of affairs out| “That reminds me. Honest now, aren’t
there; and, when I operate in mine shares, you engaged?”
sh . P 4 1 ” . if .
i fhfxll 'pxob?bl) win, . “Since you are so anxious to know,
!oq won't I'Ep_eatAyo‘ur experience of Ned, I am.”
the quick-silver mine in China, you mean. “I thought so. I've noticed a dozen
\’\icll, I have often thought myself, that|little things. The way you looked out
with all these mines that were boomed |for letters from England, which never

tormerly, and of which the rhares are came. Then the way, that Sunday, you |

now going for a few CC“_W, & mon who | suddenly made up your mind to start at
knew something—knew it _of 'hm own'once. The way you opened your letter
knowledge—could make a nice little pile | in the kitchen when we got back from
by bl})dng the right ones now. It is quite| Theberton Farm, and then how, with all
certain that Vth‘oy are not all wothJes«s.lymu‘ packing to do, you re-read it about
and, when British capital once more flows ', dozen times before daylight. Oh! and
that way, a great many of them will pick | 4 heap of other things, not much in them-
up. But 1 declare I have to pinch myself|selves, but all pointing one way. Well,
to k’J]ehe\‘c that it is Ned who is speak-|youre a nice sort of humbug, aren’t
ng. rou?”’

“It’s the air of Canada,” Ned replied.| “Humbug?’

The bedroom where Horace and Ned| “Yes. h-u-m-b-u-g—humbug. Humbug
slept was so sitpated that they could doto go preaching at me for getting (mgap;(‘d
their pu,;:‘kmg, and make other arm,nge-"'m Maude and then going off. \\'hv, it's
ments, without disturbing the rest of the|the very thing you did yourself.” :
hou:eh'old. Sandy was the fitst to be! And Horace had to confess that Ned
about in the morning, and, when he heurd: was right.
their plzm.s, he announced his intention| Then they began to talk over what
of coming too. That is, if Mr. Root could | was to be done. Horace wanted Ned
6pare hlm-_ This he agreed to do, on the!to come up and sce the Aylmers that
grldex'sumdmg that all three should return ! evening. At least, he was unselfish en-
tor the commencement of work in epring.| ough to say so; but Ned would not have

Thus it came about that Miss Sally and ! so at an'y price.
her mother, with true Canadian hospit«'ll'g No, no, old man,” he said, ‘“this is
ity, busied themselves packing a big ham- | just one of these occasions when two is
per with food for three men for dnree:company and three is most emphatically
days, while Mr. Root wrote the letters' pone. If the old lady would be in the
to his friends in Vancouver and gave good | way. I’d volunteer to -go to talk to her;
advice between whiles to Horace and Me- | but Miss Ruth will arrange all that with-
Allister. As for Ned, he had begged the | out my help. Then, ~ou know, I haven't
freshest homse, and was off since break-|brought a wardrobe a la Bond Street.
tast, to say good-bye at Theberton Farm.( The best I can do in that direction is a

“I know a little of mining myselt,” gald ' clean shirf, but a flapnel one, and a

1B
The top layer, first put aside, consisted | ¥8

|

|
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A Little Talk on Price.

Year nfter year it has been our endeavor to improve our BUYING as
well as our SELLING facilities. The result is that to-day we are in a
position to command GREATER FRICE CONCESSIONS from manufac-

EVERY DISCOUNT POSSIBLE. This business is reflected in OUR LOW -
PRICES TO MAIL ORDER CUSTOMERS (note matchless prices

for Holidny Presents than the sensi-

house in existence. This we accom-
by PURCHASING IN IMMENSE
AWND TAKING ADVANTAGE OF

a large measure for the fact that

You

We

100.

This Coat on Your Back fis
Worth Two on the Shelves.

The

Men’s extra good quality
black beaver muskrat lined
Coats, carefully finished with
Persian Lamb or German
Otter collar; sold
regularly at $50;
spectal holiday
price .. .. .. -....

Are

long, well made in bright, glossy,
even curled skins, properly lined
throughout with best black
satin, finished with the large
leg-o’-mutton sleeve

: and box front, regu-
lar price $45.00. Spe-
cial Holiday price ...

Ladies’ Astrachan Jacket, 33 in. i
|
|
Cheaper Grade, $31.00. l

gz SCROGGIE’'S UNDERSELL ALL OTHERS.
W

Incur no
Risk in
Ordering
Your
Goods
By Mail
From us

Refund

Money
When
- Goods

Satisfac-
tory.
m

400.
Let us have Your Order for
this Fur Coat. No Store
Can match this Offer,

Men's good quality Coon Skin
Coats, whole dark skins,
have all the appearance of
more expensive coats; good
lining; sold regu-
larly at $50.00; all
sizes. Our spe-

not cial holiday price

300.

This {llustration represents ex-
actly our Ladies’ special fur
neck Stole,. and is one of the
most remarkable fur values ever
offered. It is properly made in
the latest style, in blue or brown
Englizh Hare, extra
large. lined through-
.out in good quality
satin. Our special
Holiday [Price.....

PPSTPAID.

Our
January
Catalog e
Will be
Issued \
Dec. 20.
Send
Your L
Name- c—
And Chg
Address
And be
Sureyou
Get-a

!’y

500.
A Shoe for Style and Fit, for
Good Wear and Satisfaction.
Ladies’ Good Dongola Kid
Lace Boots, beautifully made,
heavy extension soles
uban . heels. finishe

w patent or

kid gtips; sizes 6
2 to 7; spe- ®
cidl holiday

Chair m§y be relied on

s are{made of solid
golden color.

the seaon’s offer in a diu

found an impryvemen§ over many at fce i price.
reak legs are shapef to lower the back at different ! eg¥, cut in latest style,

,\lelou(ms $4

t Will Suit.

whifre afgift is desired for a gentle-
priced one, and will be i 5

Front legs are g all wool fancy,
extended shoulders,
a strong lining, well
ored throughout, and per-

artered§oak, and the whole chair

bt 99

value at $10.00;
special holiday
price oo L.t

WE SHIP ORDERS

r more, for General

or Help You Pay the

Carriage. rder Wi

aly railway statiom in Canada om all orders afgoun

F R E E , ttresses, anl]:‘:::,h;l:‘:'l::sn(:x::ps . hs.) F R E E
Get Vo¥r Friends and Ne
You and Save

WE SHIP ORDERS

or Help You Pay the
Carriage.

| We will pay transportation charges on all orders for Dry Goods
amounting tt? $5.00 or more, to any Express Office or Railroad Sta-
tion within 300 miles from Montreal.

We will pay freight charges on all cash orders for Groceries or
Bulky Merchgndise amounting to £10.00 or more to any railwa
station within 300 miles from Montreal (except ordgrs includ
Sugar, Flour, Salt, Butter, Beds, Springs, Mattresses, Furniture E
ness and Sleighs).

Special 300-Mile Free Delivéry. |«

On Orders Dry Groceries or On Orders Dry Groceries or

for Goods Bulky Mdse. for Goods Bulky Mdse.
- | $5.00 to $10.00 25c — $5.00 to $10.00 30e —
M| 10.00 to 15.00 40c 40¢ 10.00 to 15.00 45c 45¢
15.00 to 20.00 30c 50c 15.00 te 20.00 60c @0e
20.00 to 25.00 6ec 60c 20.00 to 25.00 7S¢ 7Se

Special Allowances.

Over 601 Miles of Montreal.
WE WILL ALLOW

om 301 to 800 Miles of Montreal
WE WILL ALLOW

black Fedora. No, no, old chap, go in Ruth, commented on Horace's improved

and win: Sandy and I will amuse our- appearance.
selves trotting round with Mr. Root’s’ in-
troductions and finding out how the land | 1
lies. Tomorrow, or the next day, or |should lead a healthy country life,
some day before we start off for wherever |lots of shooting, and fishing, and
we go, you shall prepare your fifnds for;im“tmg’ and SOH‘)"- L""‘-‘PPOSE you get
the sight of a masty, rough cow-boy sort | ots of hunting, Horace:

“It quite bears out +what I always |
say,” she remarked. “A young man |

e s s ey

honestly reply that he dined out a good room for doubt about it. We happenc
deal—he did not explain that “dress” on |t be talking over the occa ton when we had
the prairie consisted in a clean flannell,y seon this Mr. Martin together,and thex
shirt, or perhaps, on very grand occasions, | . I e Smal ik S
of & witite ousioand that bhere were s il ok b hs Bes Lke o fadl;
very nice people indeed, and he told her they had no doubt. And then everything
about the Smiths. : fits in so0.”
“Oh! but we know them,” cried Ruth.| «gyamthing—what?’

of individual, and, if you really don’t
think I shall scare them, I will give my-
self the pleasure of calling.”

So Horace set off alone. As he walked
up the rotunda of the Vancouver Hotel,
it gave him quite a turn to find himself
addressed as if he was an English globe
trotter. As a matter of fact, tanned and
bronzed, and in excellent condition, he
had exactly the appearance. of a cavalry
officer returning home from India by the
Canadian’ route.

« *““Are there two ladies here by the name
of Aylmer?” he asked the clerk.

“Aylmer; yes, sir; 94, sir—boy, take
this gentleman’s card up to 94.”

But one does not carry cards on the

prairie, so Horace sent up his rtame in- |

stead. But, while the boy was going up
by the elevator, he saw a tigure at the
end of the corridor, the sight of which,
even at that distance, scemed to cause a

cort of flutter somewhere in his nervous |

mechanism, and, striding down to meet
it, he found that he was not mistaken.

“Oh! Horace, how splendidly well you
look!”

“And you, dearest; T was half fright-
ened at your letter, but I am not so any
longer.”

“Doctors, like other things, have their
uses,” rejoined Miss Ruth, demurely.
“Now come up and see mother.”

But all the same it was a good ten
minutes before they entered the elevator.

CHAPTER XIX.

In Which Two Letters Are Written, And
a Nugget Found.

- First greetings over, Mrs. Ayimer, like

-

“Lots,” Horace replied, cheerfully.

And this was quite true; except that
Mrs, Aylmer had fox-hunting, with the
accompaniments of a fashionable, pink-
| clad field and well-trained grooms with
| spare horses, during the day, and a nice
bath, and dinner in evening dress in the

evening, in her mind; whereas the real- |

ity. was moose and bear-hunting on foot,
and dinner, if the chase was successful,
| consisting of steaks from the quarry, cook-
| ed on the camping ground. ' Of the two,
the author prefers the Canadian kind; but,
never having tried the other, he may be
prejudiced.

“But I hope, Horace,” she continued,
“that you do not only consider enjoy-
ment; you see to your farm, ride about
the land, and look after the men, I like
young men to be steady.”

| but he compromised by telling her that
| just at first he was only learning farming,
and certainly did work hard; and hoped
that he should not work the less hard
when he had land of his own next year.
Mrs. Aylmer asked much more in the
same strain, as to whether the farm men
were respectful, for instance, to which

“At least, it must be the same, I think,
if there is a sailor and a doctor in the
family. Is the sailor named Arthur and
the doctor Ferdinand?”’

“Yes.”

“Oh, dearest, all I knew about him, and
what the Smiths knew, and a heap of other
things. To tell the truth, Ruth, dear, the
man we think he ds, is ‘wanted,” as they

This was almost too much for Horace, |

“Then that is they. They were on the
ship that took us from England to Yoko- i
hama, They are very nice indeed. In'Sure 'Were We, that, though it was any-
fact, there was only one person on board | thing but a pleasant-thing to have to do,
whom I took to more, 1 think.” {Mr. Smith has written to vell the police

“Ruth!” eaid Horace, dramatically, in England about him. Now, Ruth, dea-
“Pm jealous; name the villain that I may |est, let us talk of something pleasanter.”
have his blood!” They talked accordirgly of many things,

Don’t be absurd,” laughed Ruth, “but|of Japan. of the home that they would
I will name him; it was a Mr. Martin,who | have in Canada, for Ruth had told her
cime amongst us in a most romantic way,|mother long bcfore that ghe - was going
I must tell you all about—why, dearest, is | some day to be Mrs. Wyndham, and sweet,
anything. the matier?” placid Mrs. Aylmer had proved herself o

“I will never say anything like that in solutely unworldly about the matter, say
joke again,” muttered Horace with a shud-|ing that she looked for no better futwre
der. “Poor Carey.I'm very much afraid that|for her dear Ruth. She had been a lttle
|the result of old Smith's letter will be liter-|shocked at what she considered the clan-
ally to have his blood. Ugh! I wi-h it|destine engagement; but when she leain-
'had fallen to anyone else to put them on]ed how Horace had absolutely refused to
{his track,” allow any engagement at all ,all her ‘dis-
| Aloud he said— pleasure vanished.

“Yes, Ruth; the Smiths told me all] Horace had dinner with them, and after
about this Mr. Martin, and, putting two!dinner Mrs. Aylmer was sweet enough to
and two together, we have come to the:.be tired and go to her room, and Ruth

say, that means he is a criminal; and so

Horace, with a lively remembrance of | conclusion that we know who he is. If he imade Horace tea in their private sitting-
Master Tom, could not truthfully say yes,|is the person we think—and we ave almost room. Of coutwe, there was much more

but he acsured her that, though things |certain— he is not Mr. Martin at all, but
were a little free and easy in a new coun- |a sad scamp, of quite a different name.’”
try, yet the majority of farm laborers in| “Oh! surely not, Horace,” ciied Ruth;

talk here, but t.te-a-tete talk between two
i -

| voung people situated as Horace Wyndhun
iand Ruth Aylmer were to each other, es-

would not have undcrstood him, How-
ever, to an enquiry as to whether there
were mice people in their neighborhood,

ot
ooy B

and whether he dined out much, he could

Manitoba were very good hard-working |“though 1 do remember the doctor saying | pecially when they wet for the first time
folk. He did not explain to Mrs. Aylmer |something about how Mr. Martin remind- fafter many months, is much too sacred to
that she was actually talking to one of |ed him very much of someone whom he
them at that moment, because she simply | knew, but could ngf exact'y remember. Yet |ever, the close of their conversaton has

[ be reproduced in plin, bold print. How-

afterwands, it seems to me, that he told |such a bearing on the thread of this story

me that he had come to the conclusion that | that it must be given, at all events in syny

he had been mistaken.” opsis, ;

#I'm afraid, dearest, -that there is no' . 4. (To be continfied, _shiildlsis
B o AT
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