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wh sayn b dnrken-
hﬁn. a’n e, looking at the

z :

‘U1 love it, captain. "Tis mins. My
home is thers, God willing, '8
tool shall be.'’

‘““Amon,’’ said I, heartily, for the bo{
had ponc to my heart, d thoug!
he was,

And just on that thers was a noise
without the door, tho clank of heavy
feot rang on the boards, and Timothy

gured the

Urubbe’s ugly mask
Toom.
Ho eame forward a little with »
in on his distorted foatures, and,
ooking from one to tho other of us,
said be:
‘“My respects, captain, and to this
yonng plover that ' no  doubt you ‘re

lucking. By the Lord, Dick Ryder,
ut I had given you upl Heaven
gonds ws good fortune when we're

least thinking of it,"’

Masters at his word had started up.
““Who aro you, sir, that intrandes on
two genllement’’ he demanded with
sparit. ‘1’1l have you lnow this is a
private room. CGot you gone. '’

fRof'tly, man,'’ says Grubbe in an in-
ginpating  voies, ‘‘but maybo I'm
wrong, and you’re two of a color It
is an apprentice, Diek, this brave lad
that talks so bold and hus such fine
feuthorat’?

““Tf vou do not quit,"” said T shortly
1 will sl:il your beauly for you in
two ticka '’

““Dick Rvder had always plenty
heart,'' said he, in his jeering way;
S Dick had always n famons wit, nnd
wins Lknown ns n haspitable host. So
1 will take the libhevty to invite to
hie =ociable bonrd some pgood fellows
that are below to make merry, Wao
shall prove an exeellent compuny, I'll
warrant, '

Mausters took a stop  toward him,
““!Now who the devil soever you may
be, vou shall nol uwse gentlemen so,”’
he snid, whipping out his blade.

But CGrubbe turned on him
eally,

“"As for you, yon cockehafer said
he, **it bodes no good to find you in
hig company. Bot a8 yon seom sim-
pleton enough I'll give wvon five min-
utes to iake your lonve of this gentle-
man of (he road, Dick, you're a fine
tobymuan, and vou have enjoyed &
brave carcer, but yvour hour is stroek.'”

T rose, but ere T conld pgot to him
young Maatera had fallen on him, 3

““Defend yourself, d—n ye!'" he, aaid,
f“yon that insult a gentleman that is
my friend. Put up your blade, ocurse
you!'' and he made at him with in-
credible energy.

Uttering a eurse, Grubbo thrust
with his point nnd took (he first on-
rush, swerving it aside; and ecre
could intorvene they were nt it, My

oung friend was impatnous, and, as

saw at onee, none too skillful, snd
Grubbe kept his temper, as he -
ways did. He stood with a thin ng!.y
smile, pushing aside the opponont’s
blade for a moment or two, until, of
a sudden, ha drew himself up and let
drive very low and under the other’s
guard, The sword rattled from Mas-
tor's hand and he went down on the
floor. I ultered an oath. )

“‘By God. for this vou shall die, you
awine,'’ said I, fiereely, and I ran at
him, but being by the door he swept
it open with a movement and backed
into the passage,

““Tho boot is on t'other leg, Diek,’’
says le, malicionsly. ‘' '"T'is you are
doomed,'' and closing the door sharp-
Iy behind him, he whistled shrilly.

T knew what ho intended, and that
his men wera there, but I stopped ovar
the boy’s body and held my fingera to
his heart; "twas dead and still I
eursed CGrobbe and started up. If 1
wns not to be taken there was only
the window looking on the deeps of
the deseending valley. I threw back
the casement and leaped over the sill.
(irubbe should perish, T swore, and
doubled now my oath. I ecould have
wept for that poor youth thal had died
Lo avenge my honor. DBut my first busi-
ness was my safety, and I erept down
as fas ns 1 might and dropped. By
that time the catchpols were crowding
into.the room above. I struek Lhe
slanting hill, and fell backward, and
getting to my feet, which were very
numb with the concussion of the fall,
T sped briskly into the darkness, mak-
ing for the wooda.

LI‘ lay in the shelter of the woods an
hour, and resolved on a circumspection.
It was not my intention to leave the
mure behind, if 8o she had eseaped
Grabbe and his creatures, and more:
over, 1 had other designs in my head.
8o 1 made my way back deviously to
the inu and reconnoitersd. Stillness
hung about it, and after a time I
marched up to tho door mtgh'H' can-
tiously and knocked on it 19 inn-
keepor opened it, and, the lamp burn-
fi“g 'iln my face, started as if I were the
ovil,

‘¢ Hush, man,’’ said I, ‘“is tho o>Meer
mona Y He looked ut me dublously snd
trembling. ““Comse,”” naid T, for I
knew the reputation of those purts, ‘‘1
am from Shortiam Gap yonder, and T
was noar tukon for an offcnse against
the revenue.'’ .

““You are a smuggler?’’ said ho anx-
loms[q.' ““They #id you were a toby-

gatiri-

“They will take away any decent
man's name,'’ srid I. “‘Come, I want
my borse, You have no fancy for pro-
wentive men, 11 Eum"

And this was (rue enongh, for he
hnd n mine of ocellars under his inn
sad in the roadway.

‘! Bulsyour friend¥'’ anid be, still wa-
wering, ‘‘Him that s dead—'’

‘A8 pood n man as ever rolled a bar
rel,’! pand I

He raluxcd Lis grip on the doom

-

“"ﬂ!’lmbﬂimfw me this
nig.zh:, ' he complained.

‘Nay,"" spid I, ““for T will rid yonr

emises of m and l.‘nemlI by your

ve, or without it,"’ says 1.

Heo soemed relieved at that, and I en-
fored. The horses were safe, as I
d.m:ow:r«rlY for Grubbe must have bean
too. full of hus own prime business to
make search, and go nf them out, I
mu}a my preparations. strapped the
Iad's boedy in the stirrup so that ho
Iny forwnrd om tho homo with his
head a-wagging, bat (God deliver him)
his woul at rcat. And presently we
wera on the road, and threading the
wilderness of the black pine woods for
tho valo below toward London,

The moon was a glimmering are
neross the Hurtwood, as I eamo out on
the baek of Bhers, and pulling out of
the long lane that gave entry to the
village, reined wup by the White
Horse. From the inn streamed n clam-
or of laughter and without the door
way, and well-nigh blocking it, was
drawn up a carriage with a conchman
in ls scat Lthat struck my eyes dimly
in the small light. T was not for
crlling eves on me with the dead man
agtride his horse, so I moved into the
vard, thipking to drair a tankard of
ala if no better bofore T took the road
over the downs to Efingham. But 1
wag gcarca turued into the yard ere
light flung through the window peered
on a lace thal  changed all the no-
tions in my skull, "Twas Grubhe!

Leaving the horses hy [ wenl back
to the front of the inn and swavs I {o
the coachman that waited thore as 1
rapped lond on the door:

'Y "is shrewish tonight. '’

““Ax.'" gays he, in a grumhbling, sorly
;'n:rlnif'”"'l would the country wero in
s

HWhy, so 'twill he in good time,'’
said I, cheerfolly; nnd then te  the
man that came: “‘Feteh me two goarts
well-laced with gin,”" said I, ““for to
keep the chill o' the night and Lhe
fear of death.*'

The coachinan lnughed a littlo slout-
Iv, for he knew that this was s invi.
tation

HWhenece come yon, then?'' gaid T,
dr{i\-cring him the pot that was fetehed
outk,

He threw nn arm oul. ‘‘Lowes,”'
said he, “‘under charge with a tobyman
that was for chains yonder,”'

He nodded toward the downs and
drank. T east my eyes up and the
loom of the hill just t'other sule of the
village was black and ominous.

“1Oh,"! says I, ‘“ho hangs thered®’

"tAt the top of the London road,"'
says he, dipping his nose again. ** Thore
stand the gullows where the roads
cross and near the gute '’

““Fallows Giato,'’ said I, laughing.
COWell, 'twas a morry job enough.'’

CEAw, " anyn he, ‘“but for this we might
have been far toward London town,
whither moat of us are already gone,
But “twas not his meaning. He must
some back with the Lewes Bheriff and
drink him farowell.'’

““‘Leaviog a poor, likely vonng mun
as yoursel! to starve of cold and an
empty belly here,’” said I ““Well, I
would learn such a ons manners in
your place; and you shall have another
tankard of dog'smose for your
ains,'’ says I, whereat T called out the
nnkeeper again, but took care that he
had my share of the gin, in addition to
his own. By that time he was garro-
lous, and ‘had lost hisx ecaution, 8o
keeping him in talk a little, and drag-
Emg his wits along from poiut to point,

Prvsuntly ealled to him:

‘Come down,'’ said I, ‘‘and stamp
yvour feet. 'T'will warm you withont
as the liquor within;’' and he did aa
I suggested without demur.

“iRun round to tho back,’’ says I,
‘tand get yoursell a noggin, and if so
be you son g gentleman on horsoback
nsleep, why, ‘tis only a friend of mine

that"'is weary of his Jong journey. T
will eall vou if there bo occasion.”’
He hesitated a moment, but T aet

a erown on his palm and his scruples

vanished. He limped into the durk-
ueas, .
"Mwas no mora than two minnles

lator that I heard voices in the door-
way, and moxt came Timothy Grubbe
into the night, in tulk with some one.
At which it took me anbout thirty sece-
onds to whip me into tho seat and pull
ithe conchman’s cloak about me, so
that T sat stark and bisck in the star
light., Grubbe left the man be talked
with and eume forward,

‘"Yon shall drink when we reach
(lobham Crossway,'’' savs le, lonk-
ing up st me, “and mind your ways,

d—n ve.

And at that he made ne more ado,
but humming an air be lurched into
the earriage. T pulled out the nags,
and tum:ﬁnthoir heads so that the
wers sot for. the morth, And then
whistled low and short—a whistls I
knew that the mare would heed and T
trusted sho wounld bring her eompanion
with her. Then the wheels rolled ont
npon the rond and Timothy Grubbe and
I were bound for London all alome.

As I turned up the London road that
swapt stooply up the downa I looked
back, . and behind the moon shone
faiul'ly on Calypso, and belind her
eamo on the dead man wagging awk-
wardly in his stirrups.

I pushod the horses up the steens
of the London road as fast as might
be, but the ruts wero still deep in
mud, and the earriage jolted and rocked
and swerved as we wont. The wind
ecame now with & little moaning sound

from the bottom of the valley, and the
paked branches ecronked above my
head, for that way was sunken an

tangled with the thickets of nut and
yow, And presently 1 was foreed to
go nt a fool pace, o abropt wns ‘the
height, the moon strick through the
treas, and peared on us, and g‘mbbe
put his head forth of the window,

“iWhy go yom no faster, d—n yol?''
says ha, belng mmeh in liquor

Tt "Pis the hill, your honor,'” said T.

He glaneed op and down.

‘“What is't comes np behind?'’ says
he, shonling, “‘There is a noise of
horses that pounds upon ths road.'’

¢ "Pis the wind,”’ saye I, ‘“Lhat
comes off the walley, and makesa play
among the bLranches, '’

He sank back in his scat, and we
went forward slowly. But he was
presently out  agnin, sereaming on the
night:

““There is n horseman hehind,”" says
he, **What does he there?'’

8 *Tia a traveler, your honor,’' says
T; f“that goes no doubt by our road,
and is hound for London.''

““Ha shall be bound for h—1,"" says
he, and falls boek agnin,

The horses wound up foot by foot
and emergad now uvon a spaces of-het-
ter lieht., T looked round, and {here
wns Gruhbe, with Ys head through
the window and his eves cast back-
warid.

CCWhat fool is this,'" save he, “‘that
rides sn  awkwardly and drives a
spare horae? Tf he ride no better T
will ask him to keep me company, if
he be a gentleman., Many genllemen
have rede along of e, and have rode
to the gallows tree, and he chueklod
harehlv.

Y Mavbe he will #ide with yon to the
Gallows Gate, sir,"! savs

CEWhy, Crossway.'’ save he, Inuching
alond, ““yon have turned a wit,”’ says
he: and onee more withdres his head.

Ry now we were sight to the ton of

the down. and T ecomld see the faint
whandow of the Triple Deam. With
that T knew my jonrnev was  done;
and that mv work must he necom-
plished. T pulled to the horzes on the
rige, and eol down from my seat,
HWhy  d've stop, rascul?'’  ealled

Grubhe in a fury, but T was by the
donr now and had it open

i Timothy Grubbe,’’ said T, “ve're
n d—n rogue that the devil, yvonr mas-
tar wanta and he shall have yo.'" -

TTe stared at me in amnze, his nos-
trils working, and then says he in a
Tow voieo:

“Sa, "tis von?'" -

U Yonr time his come, Timothe,''
anid T, Minging off my cloak, and T took
my sword. Out with von, worm!*

Ha said never n word, but stepped
forth nnd loowed about him. e wns
sobiered now, ns T econld sen from his
face. which had a strange look on il

Yive're twn raseals to ome, Dick '’
gavs he slowly. looking on the Jead
man nnd his horse which hnd come
to a stop in the shadows

‘i No, eays T. ““This gentleman will
seo fair play for ws.'’ -

(Grubbe took a  stop  backward.
Qir.'"" savs he, addressing the dead
man, but at that moment Calypso anid
her companion started and came into
the open end the monn shone on the
face of the dead. Grobbe nticred o
erv. and turned om me. His teeth
showed in a grin -

“No ghost shall hannt me, Dick'’
save he, ‘“rather shall anothe: ghost
keerp him eompany.

T pointed upward where tha Loby-
man huong in chnins, keeping his sheep
by moonlight. **There's yvour destiny, "’
sald T. “IThere’s vour doom.'' Now
defend ve, d—n ye, for T'll not prick
another at a disadvantage.'’

He drew his blade, for no man
gould say that Timothy Grubbe, time-
sorver, pander, traitor, ps ha was,
lacked courage, Suddenly he sliced at
me, but T put out aud turned off the
bhlow i

“OTf yon will have it so soon,’’ said T
“in God’s name have it,”* and I ron
upon him. -

My third stroke went munder his
guard and took him in the widriff. e
gave vent to an oath, cursed me in
a torrent, nnd siruek at me weakly as
he went down. He was dead as mut-
ton slmost ere ho reachod the ground,

I have never been the man of the
chureh, nor do T luy any claim o
own more religion than such as to
make shift by when it comes to the
end. No, wmor do I deny that I have
sundry offenses on my conscienee,
some of which T have narrated in my
memoirs. But when it comes to a
reckoning, I will make bold to eclaim
eredit in that I rid the world he had
encumbered of Timothy Grubbe, the
foulest rufian that ever I did enconnt-
er in the length of my days on the

ronds

1 climbed the beam and lowered the
oor tobyman, and it took me but a
rit.l.le time to make the exchange, The

ono I left where he bad paid quit-

——y

tance in (ho peace of this earth, and
t'other a-awinging under the light of
the moon on Gallows Cate.

I hnve said my jowrnev was don
but that was not ss. Thore was mm:;
for mo to do which was to deliver
Rm}r Mastors at his lady love's and
reak the unhappy news And s,
lenving the earvidge where it stooid
with the patient orses, that  wern
cropping the grass, T mounted the
mare and In-{mn to wo down the long
span of the downs to the north. "Twns
late near midnight when 1 reachod Tf-
fingham and found my way to the
Manor, T rapped on the door, lesv-
ing Calypso and t'other in the shad-
ows of the house, and [nrn.qentlv ana
answered my knock. ' What s '
says she,

‘ "Tis a stranger,”* says I, ‘‘that
hug news of great import for Mi
:.\nlhm;. Varley, whom I beg Fou wrm

‘“She cannot hear vou.'' sui
'tis her wo_dlli:_:g night,’”" s ey
_ “*What!”' gaid T, in amazpment, and
instaptly there flowed in unpon ma the
meaning of thie. D—n all  women
save one or two, thinks L And 1 turned

to the maid again i 1
with 3
mide up. e
Wl : " T i
Look you, miss,"" said T, “*thiu is
ulrp:r-nl. have an_ iostant messige
Yhat presses, And if wo be your mis-

tress will bear with me 0 moment
i P it and

hold discourse, I'll warrant she shall
nol regret it, nor vou,’' says I, with a
Crown En-un in my palm,

At thot she seemed to consent nnd
with my coin in her hand she disa
earod nto the darkness of the house,
t musi, have been some ten miutes
later that a light flashed in the hall
and a voice called to me, */ Who is it}
it asked, ““and what-do you wany us
thig hour?'’ 3 3

.Shv wis of protty face enough,
rather pale of color, and with evos
that moved restlessly, and measured

all thiegs. T have known women all
my hfe in all stations, nod I would
have pinaed ne certninty  on  those
treacherous eves, She was young, too
but had an sir of satisgaction in hor-
self, and was in no wise embarrassed
by this interview. 1 had no merey on
her with her oaths of constaney writ
in water that feigned to be tears, and
her false pretenses. :

Y Madam, " sald I eivilly, ““1 hear vou
wod todsy a pentlemas of stand-

ing.

““What is that to wou, sirt’’ she
LL.-sl_;r-:iTqilir:kl_\r'. L

‘“ "Tis nothing for sure,’” sgid T
‘“but to a friend of mine that I valued
du"pl_v. "tie mueh. '

““You speak of Mr. Masters?'' said
ghe sharply, and with discomposure.
‘“Sure, if he be a gentleman, be will
not trouble me when he knows, 't

“fAnne!’" gricd a voice from the top
of tho stairs. '‘Annel’’

"I'was her bridegroom calling. Wall
ghe should go to him in what mood
:’sho might when I had done wilh
ier.

‘' He will never know,’” says T, ““un-
less he have it from yourself,’’

**Anncl’’ says the voice above the
stairs, E

‘*He shall not—T will not,’” she eried
angrily, “'T will not be porseculed;
‘twas all a mistake. '’

whistled and Calypso omerged
from the might, and behind Calypso

was the horse with its burden. = An
anxiovs look dawned in her face, *'I
am insulted,”’ sava she, and uaed
quickly. ‘‘Edwardl’' she ealled, nnd

put her hand in her bosom.

“'Anne, my dovel'' c¢ried the wvoies,
“where are you?! Come, child, 'tis
late. "’

The horses came to a stop before the
door, with the body in the saddle, bound
to the crupper.

““What is it?'' she eried in alarm,
and soddenly she shricked oumt, eluteh-
ing at the door post. ‘‘It is an omen—
my wedding night,**

‘tAye,'” anys I, ‘‘“which be your
bridegroom, he that ¢alls out or he that
i8 tu%l‘vul.f Call on him and he hears
not. - ;

Peal after peal went up from Ner,
and the house wus awike with nlarm.
I turned nway, leaving her on Wo
doorstep, and mountod the mare. As
I cantered off into the night, I cast a
glanee behind me, and a group gath-
ered at the door, and in that group lan
Mra, Aunne, fallen in a swoon wit
the sleeping figure on the horse be-
fore her.

Take some g}o\od roliabie and safe di-
estant lika KODOL for Dyspepsia.
ODOL is the best remedy known to-

day for heartburn, belching and all

troubles arsing from a disordered i-

gestion, It plensnnt to take und

uffords reliel promptly. Sold by Austee-

Brice Drug Co.

The Most Important
Item

of the first moal of the day fs sof- &

fes, Are you gotting the best ia tho.
market for the money? If you are,

read no further; If you mre not, get”a

smple peund bere and then—buy nas .
yoo ?k.l. where you like, but onr M.

and J eoffes, ot 40. cents the pound,

is = grest favorite with our patrons
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