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- “Why, what makes you say that? More |one will show you how far he has got.
jealousy?” Tell him to come to the cottage down
“Oh!” eried Grindling, tortured in his |below there—at Rough Island Cove, near )
B conscience of § man of all since save |the new lighthouse.™ N BR ER RA BBI
i y sy Tl those of 1. 8. D,—“he does not owe you| “But—" Legan Grindling, uncertainly. l J ]
anything—the pwichase money? . He has | He was goirg to sugest other plans, but ’
paid it to you—ch, say he has paid it!” | Phil was now in command. ¥ P e e e e
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Synopsis of Previous Chapters,

The story opens at the home of Jacob Romer, of
Gorm House, on the Frith of Cantyre. He is a ship
owner and mine owner and very rich. Wanting to be
rid of his wife, Caroline, he has intrusted the task
to his brother, Thomas, of getting her incarcerated
in an insspe asylum. This fails because of tLe tes
timony of Jacob’s daughter, Vida, who, however,
cannot believe that she is really his daughter. Jacob
sends one of his ships after them, but The Good
Intent is wrecked and Vida and her mother thrown
ashore, Vida renounces her father and: becomes
Vida Bryan, the adopted daughter of “Billy™ Brysa,
the keeper of one &f the coast lights. James Kahn,
supercargo and confidential man of Jacob Romer, is
soumning to get possession of'the Romer wmines and
millions,
Kirktown end two swains are attentive to her, Phil
Calmont and Vie Morris, The story now takes up
the past life of Jacob Romer; tells of his secret
marriage to Caroline, sccret because of the fear of
the displeasure of his rich uncle, and tells how,
keeping his wife concealed, he had failen in lqn
with Miss Georglana Bunny, which has caused him
to try apd get his wife incarcerated in an insape
asylum. The story takes up its main thread and
shows Vids happy in Kirktown, and her father
noting her success in the church choir. Although
the rivalry for Vida's affection continues, Vie Morris
gives Phil Calmont a place in his office. Billy Bryan
regolves 1o stop smoking, and proceeds to explain
to Dick Finnan the working of Skerry Light. Vida
appears upon the seene and is sure that the two
men have been discussing her, which she promptly
resents, She is wrong, however, as deveiopments
prove. Vida retires to ber room, while, in the mean-
time, they talk about a present she is to receive.
The story takes up Vida's life day by day until the
time when James Kaha, with an eye to the Romer
millions, proposes to Vida. Billy Bryan shoots
at him, thinking him a robber, but Kahn explains,
and Vida's gusrdians listen to her suit, BShe re-
fuses Kahn, but no one kuows whether it s Vie
Morris or Phil Calmont with whom slie is really in
lova.

CHAPTER XXXVIII—Continued.

‘J:n:-'t ought to know better—and she

does!” he murmured. And the reading of
the letter continued.

“You always ask me to tell you more
about myself. Well, there is nothing to
tell. I rise at six of the morning to see
that Susy Mitten does the grates. Some-
times I help her. Then I wake Raif
{when he is at home) and we two brush

(You call yourself an engine

and yet can't invent a machine to do a
simple thing I that!) Breakfast foi-

lows prayers makes oneg, hurried
and the « old 3Jut what can one do
with a father who s consumed with

as to eternal punisiment? What
re about cold eggs at break-
I do house-books, count the

linen for the wi ‘:‘x (when there is a wash a glance at him out of a pale blue eye, lin the n ntime, hows
linen the was! h 1 2 sa B <‘ so deeply trenched in his chubby face | was still better worth
hiel s mostly f Avie spare mo- : ted S——" ¢ | .
h is mostly). If I have & spa 97l that its position seemed the result of a he rode, Grin ha
t piano and play “Where | girei operation. hasty toilet of J s
dering B To-night 2" —till ’ : hing wrong wiih the till, m touched lunch tray, the d
fc scratches at the |li 1apped Grindling, who had been |safe, first open, then shut
t for thre ghts running (He great motoring-coat flung over the sofs.
a minister and 1 : this lanuchde for futtwe. wee). by, knew that coat. It was full of inside
a min a P . SEEL. 12 o’clock ar hen— "
e Eaha Tl ey ‘ 1 give }f»A ‘.7‘1!11 2 o'clock .o_.ul then : pockets in the g—pocfets which but-
16 Droxe oil agsr “What?" said Hector McKill, hoping|toned down, each with great of
r I getting such { that Grindling would give hims away lskin. If James Kkahn sappeared,
letters. I'm mad nt from other |yet more worse, what did these pockets ¢
fellows, I expect—ah, well! So is she| “T will on a horse As Walter Grindling rode tl gh the
P e | “The Caravanserai. said i birchen glades wl clouded the
nd he returned to the subject in { “;‘}"”'”' ; g oghernd became conscious of the
2 n nas been eéxtra careful tnhis| " Ke . r
gecretly vexed to see that so lit Sanbr oot 14 i in the atmosphere wl
: 3 . h noboay 1 ! nearness the sea
mained to be ki 4 il 3 rl "
; 3 - that 1s I ¥ | great Heugh of Port
“Dear Mr . - N
. : ) | up befor shutting
do blow—on Y« Punctual to his word, G I Only litt .
2 \ . < u a i ol -
you ure just at the far s z |ed stnut ma . | ind Walter d the
! s rktowrs
up aloft (I have ked you out), 1 he | ' Kirktow ; ed ore :
- } D e |
little cherub mentioned by the late Mr. | - R e | “They've str lode,
g e & ! P, the - or I'm a Duts \DDing
beg you to pity the fats Hf.‘“‘:\- at The Caravansers i 18 :ii\' Xlnl'( “‘“. the' Mt ¢ his } ‘¢;""‘
; are ith » flat of his hand s«
t. Mitten has just |of ap hour. He rang the bell. and began | that she d 1 awas g ’
- 14t she ¢ ed away
" ip and saucer out of our only i ¢o question the boy in buttons who ap # But tl t mom }
. 5 R X gl b : he Xt moment something
won tea-set, and you can't send me ; ared at the. deoor in answer to hi lelse to think of. Abov at the t ;
her because you don't know the pat- | SUmmons, of a little hil'! was the 2 rm
er r ( I f.‘ I “Mr. Kahn?' he cried. out of breath | & v little hill was Gorm
Otherw I would ¥ mno e g ' "} Castle turn-out, G
rwise, would ! 3 Py g v astl Irm-ou Cx
. = “can I see him? Most urgen |off. Once, before the d
"} ry n ail the same. But - . - Boas { nce, before the Vs
Tt 3 very b e ! Mr. Kahn left yesterday afternoon inl. 1 oft i e ', .
keep them for a marriage present to your e motor, sir,” sald v. in ud .,; en 1 "»AL aske d by
oo > X ) - . - ) help hin hoose his
friend Miss V. B. F. Romer, who has not | “Was Casimir with panted the | - ,,‘ . } e o
e | . - now, though in a way
L thers. 1 don't |stout Grindling. | took dn ; Sl .
. T X g 5 “No, sir; but when Mr. Casimir eca in | = PN .
think she w Phil Calmont as| "No, ~’__-““’).”< 1 M : He ®hecked his horse. still
ninutes
one, ! Bher -deieie {dance a lttie. 1T coac
“Dear Vic—was 1ad, then? And did | bls proper side, one wheel
it stride to ar ind shove about cated by a stone-breaker.
t1 boots with spurs I bred Jehu, he never ¢
vou sent (what do “Why didn’t fhead as the sounds approached
. mbrdn -3 Jia motor?” | “Mr. Romer anywhere about? Inquir-
= ' overeign |ed Gri ing. I have ridden over from
ieard of mountain spurs, but it can’t he | Dall a soverelg . ke 3 LN e
S CREPENII M 1 wha | Don't know that, sir!” said the boy in | the offi I went up to the castle, and |
that). Well, I know there are people w - | butt ms, ““‘cept praps he was more ae-|Gre PROn_Bemi: Tae 00 ‘here.™
would make a fuss about you, and tell | 1stomed to the old one, 1t wers - "Yes, sir,” said the coachman,
you how noble and be-medal-ed you de- | 1"t near the good driver that Mr. |Ing over the multiplicity- of
serve to be. Oh, ves, there are lots—giris, | 1ir had come to be, sir! He was too|and the curving comfort of his low
) H sor raigtonat: “von  weil o
too—much prettier than I. Only, you see, , to my thir 12 “A“-f at; “you will find Mr. Romer 1p
enjoy their letters 'so much. | 1 Casimir wasn’t nervous? the hill—somewhere about that there new

e vou yawn. They write
And you seem to have
a lot—I know, because you

copy headings so closely, dear
r. Ludovie!
the way, Aaron Calmont has just
been over with a bunch of rases, and Hur
left some with Susy at the back door this
g—1 can't think why. Can you?
They mu for me. Only pretty
those. Aaron had

mornin

girls get

been East Nurseries, and
spent his las I fear. Silly boy!
But I am kind. I would send you a very
little” bud, even If it cost me an extra

tuppence-ha-penny of postage — only I

know ex what you would do. You
are a kind of noble Royal Humane sav-
age, dear Mr. Ladovic, and you own a
vile temper—oh, most vile! Come—you

knrowr you do! If you have a good point it
is that of owning up—a virtue very rare
in men, unknown in women.

“Now, If I were to send yvou this per=-
fect bud, bought at the expense of a poor
lad’s would dash it to the
floor, and gr-r-rind it to powder under
your heel! Now, wouldn't you? Beside
[ have pity on the Queen’s English.

“Therefore, considering these things, 1
have slipped out into the garden, and in a
little nook which I love (where you used
to sit under the big apple tree at the cor-
ner of the hedge) I have found a pansy—
10, looking again I see that it is a forget-
me-not. It is a little damp, but I have
fixed it down to the letter with strips of
paper, and T am golng to give it to my
sister Viclet to kiss before sending it.

“I am, dear Mr. Ludovic, yours, truly,

“JANET FOWLER.

“P. S.—After all, I could not find Violet
when I went in search of her to kiss the
forget-me-not. Does it matter?”

One by one, V Morris removed his legs
arefully out of the open window, A mule
was sniffing at them, and there are few
things that a Spanish maule cannot eat—
nothing whatever that he will not try to
eat. Vic was just in time to save good
boot leather,

"I wish to Christopher,” he said, cross-
ly, “that that girl would say what she
means, once in a way. I would give a
month’s pay to know what happened to
that ‘forget-me-not’” when she couldn’t
find Violet!”

Science is great and no doubt shall pre-
vail. Vie Morrls was a scientist. Phil
Calmont was rapidly becoming another,
Now it is curious how similar the actions
of one scientist are to those of another,
Each of these two learned men had a
crushed flower in his pocketbook kept
with the utmost care, doubtless for future
classification, analysis, and consignment
10 a herbarium. Yet neither knew any-
thing of botany, and this fact only deep-
ens the mystery. Even Janet was wrong.
The flower was neither a pansy ner yet a
forget-me-not, but only an innocent un-
scntimental little spray of speedwell! But

money, you

In the meantime, Vida is liviog happily at |

it did just as well, to keep Vie Morris’
mind in a state of suspense and uncer-
tainty. He knew no different, bless you!

CHAPTER XXXIX.

The Disappearance of “the Confiden-
tinl,”
| © Jupiter ncdded. The wisest man the

world o'er saw owned to many unwise
actlons. There were few better business
men than Jacob Romer, but during these
| latter years he had certainly left too
much power in the hands of the “Cond-
dential.” JFor instance, !t was by his
wish that Mr. James Kahn was deputed
to receive and pay over to the vendor
that part of the purchase money of Incu-

bus & Co.'s husiness which hs was to
receive in cash,

To this Mr. Romer's lawyer objected,
and had been met by the retort, “You

may know something about law, possibly,
but not much as Mr. Kahn knows
about money. He has handled all mine
for fifteen years!"

The lawyer shrugged his shoulders, and

SO

delivered his headstrong client over to
the freedom of his own wil. To go
through the world without legal advice
at every step was bad enough. But to

fly In the face of a qualified practitioner
was the next thing to defying Providence.

And so indeed it proved.

One morning James Kahn did not ar-
rive at the Incubus offices. The guardian
doorkeeper ran in and out like a dog at
a failr. Johnemann had been down to See
Mr. Kahn half a times. Within
the call bell of the telephone was ringing

dozen

shrewishly. A dozen aids and foremen
stood about expecting orders. McKill and
Grindling were there waiting for a Con-
ference of the Greater Powers. Still
James Kahn did not come,

"~

wy were all instinctively watching the

pale lilac strip of road, sparsely bordered
with i cottages, down which the big
automobile was wont to rush like a

| mustard-colored boit. The road

remained

open and empty. Certain children, re
moved by careful mothers the hours
{ of the master’s passin trickled out and
} began to play about again.

"Got something the matter with him

said Hector McKill, tentatively.
T acting superintendent c

ast

| no, s * said the boy; “but that's
| made us—yes, sir, he ared us
| rerybody about the pl always

5[9“}']111'11( off pistols, and fixin' up iroa
| targets the size of your hand in the sta-
| ble vard. He smacked them everytime,
it is true. But then how were you to
Kknow when he would miss, and very
| likely ‘*fetch’ vou as like not?"’

[ | sald Grindling; 1
| popular, then, this Mr. Casimir?

“Him!" =al boy, with emphasis,
fand then, recollecting himself, he added,

see,"”

; “not that I have anything to say against |

of m

| any wster's  guests—you  yourself,
isir, have been hgre several times, and I
|am sure you would not wish to get a
| poor boy inte trouble!”

“Certainly not,” said Grindling, anxious
at all hazards to make point! “I
think I have seen your face—son of Greg-
son, butler at Gorm Castle, are you not?”

“Yes, sir—thank'ee, sir!

his

a bow
“Well, Master Gregson,” sald Grind-
ling, severely, “if you want to keep

your father in his place, you had better
tell me all you know about Mr. Kahn
and Mr. Casimir!™

“What has that
{ sir?”

The cry was quite Involuntary, but the
curious joy that lit the boy's face was
the certificate of the unpopularity
of Mr. John Casimir. Strangely enough,
nothing jwhatever was said about Mr.
Kahn, who, among his other arts, had
that of making himeself liked by his per-
sonnelle. This was « fiy a calculated
lavishness in the right place, together
with a certain habit of firmness and jus-
{tice in small things. *“You knew when
.yu\: had Mr. Kahn!™ servants said
]wl:»,-n comparing him with the master of
| Gorm Castle.

i
§ “I don’t know much beyond what I
|
{

Casimir been

doing,

best

his

have told you," said young Gregson; “I
oniy wish I did, if it has anything to do
| with my father!"

“Well, tell me everything,” said Grind-
{ling, “T will be the judge of its value—
miss nothing!”

“Well, Mr. Kahn—he Junched here yes-
terday,” said the boy; didn't eat
much., His appetite is noways grand. I
took up his meal on a tray to his room.
The door of the big safe was open——""

“Is it shut now?” cried Walter Grind-
ling; *“let me see!”

But the boy was, thus far at least.
fajthful to his trust.

He got the door sufficiently close to
click the chain. Walter Grindling could
get his foot in, but no more.

“Soiry, Mist'r Grindling—very sorry
" said Gregson Jurnior, “but though
in a way you are a friend of master’s, I
haven’t™ the right. Put it to yourself
now, have I? I am left here in charge—
till master gets back, or a proper officer
of the law comes along with a warrant.
Oh, I know all about warrants and ‘Open
in the name of the law! They are all
in the story I am reading in ‘“The Boy's
Thriller,” price one penny, and free if
Yyou get other £ix subscribers. I get mine
free.”

“Well, go on."” Grindling curbed him-
self with difficulty. There were. he knew,
only men in this bachelor establishment,
and no doubt the butler and the valet

“he

' the boy jerked | s

would have taken the opportunity to be
off to the town. Grindling knew as well
as if he had been on the spot where he

“Master told me to lay down the tray,’
sald Gregson Junior, still through the
crack the door. *“He had his big
motor-coat,that goes down to his heels,
all furry, lying over a chair—"

“Ah!” said Walter Grindling.

“Yes, siry and when I went to take the

-
o1

tray again’ after he was gone a while
the big safe was shut. It's shut now.”
“Thank you, young Gregson,” said
Grindling.
“l1 hope vou think I did right, sir?”

the boy called out after him

“Perfectly right—this time!”
ter Grindling. *I may have to trouble
you again, however—when I get the war-
rants and powers mentioned in *“The
Boy's Penny Thriller!”

Turning his back on the *“Caravan-
seral,” Grindling, who had something of
the man of action in him, rode straight
as he could through the village of Kirk-
town, leaving the Works one side,
and so took the hill road with its many
windings which conducted him lhmug\
the woods to Gorm Castle.

Here also the master was not at home,
But Gregson in person assured him that
from his knowledge of his employer, and
from certain conferences with the coach-
man, Mr. Grindling wouid be almost sure

in

mining speculation in some shape or
form. It was, according to Gregson, an
amiable weakness. We have all our fail-
ings, even butlers.

As soon as Walter Grindling knew this
he turned his horse's head and set
off in the direction of Portogarten. Hith-
erto the name had excited only mirth at
the great Incubus offices
fheir half-

about

from

they controlled score of pits
and tt whole regiments of men. But
if, baving soid out of the Kirktown eol-
lie . Jacob Romer was inclined to

in Portogarten, the af-
fair took on quite another 2ct  for |
Waiter Grindling.
What had been but the
couple of ignorant old

bec

|
|

! =

‘ nterest himself
|

|

|

|

suddenly

worth k ing into. But

pit!"”

“But what am I to do with my horse?"*
said Grindling; “if I were to ride round
by the Cove I might miss him."

Lhere is what they call a road. T be-
{ Heve,” said the coachman, jerking

his
s

| thumb to the right. *“T've never trieg it.
Il: I might advise, sir, I think she would
be all right in the shepherd's house there,

I see g ring let in by the door.”

The house w empty and roofless
But there seemed to be nothing else for
it. So Grindling dismounted and tied

up his mare.
| g

| #aid the coachman; “she seems fidget
| “Sh all righ sald Grindling, get-
| ting over the stile, “but she can't
{a hand laid on her when s}
|

|

]

‘q '
e s

of something

eet it—I—was thinking

Ise

“You mustn't, sir! Not with horses,
sir; you didn't ought really,” the coach

| man rebuked him gravely,
for any grown man to be up to the trick
{ of one horse—let alone a mare, and ches
{nut at that!™

But Grindling had no time for theory.
He was bound to have immediate speech
with Jacob Romer, and there, as he
mounted the Heugh of Portogarten, he
saw his ancient master in close and fa-

miliar talk with Phil Calmont.

There was a certain doglike fidelity
about Grindling. His failings were of
quite “a different order from those of

Hector McKill. He leaped at once to the
conclusion that there wes a plot against
his old “chief.” All the ‘new hands”
were in it—Kahn, Casimir, and now this
Phil Calmont was holding his master in
talk while his accomplices got away with
the booty. .

Accordingly as he came on the levels
of the moor he quickened - his pace to a
run, and arrived urple-visaged and out
of breath before the cool, quiet figure
of the man in gray.

“Mr. Romer—Mr. Romer—sir!* he pant-
ed, “we have been rc( bed—you have been

robbed—robbed, sir, by a gang, a
gang-—""
Here words failed him, and Jacob

lomer turned om him the bold hawk’s
beak and dominating eve of other years.

“What is this, Grindling?”’ he said;
“out with it., man! Don't stand stam-
mering there.”

For indeed the poor acting super-
intendént was swaying from side to
side, wringing his short, plump hands,
his full, ruddy complexion faded to an
ashen pallor, with fine reticulations of
purple running through the flesh tint
like rivers on a large-scale physical
globe.

Mr. Romer waited a little in order to
allow his ancient subordinate to recover
himself: Then he said authoritatively,
“Now, Mr. Grindling!”

“It's Kahn—Kahn! he gasped, and
could say no more.

“Well, what of Kahn?"' There was at
least some anxiety in the mind of the
master of Gorm Castle, Kahn had much
in his power, and this man was in ear-
nest.

“He has gone away,” said Grindling, at
last steadying himself.

“Gope away!” cried Jacob Romer, his
face now as pale as the superintendent’s.

would find them, ‘rmuy be angry with me.

sald Wal- |

to find Mr. Romer on the Heuffh of Porto- |

il keep an eye on the chestnut, sir,” |

bear {
> does not ex- |

“It's enough |

leaned heavier on
stick. He put his feet wider apart so us
to stand firmer on the earth. He felt
the need. When he spoke it was in a
changed voice and there was a stupid
toppling feeling in his head.

“No,” he said; “no—he has not yet paid
me—but that is nothing. It is a large
and difficult matter. It takes time to ar-
range. . I trust him!”

“You have trusted him too long, Mr.
Romer,” groaned Grindling., “Oh, you
As an office-boy
I began with your uncle, and whatever
I have done and been, no man can say
i that I ever defrauded Incubus, Romer &
Co. of a single copper.”

"I know—i know, Grindling,'” said Mr.
Romer; “but what is this nonsense about
Kahn?

Grindling told him—the swift prepara-
tion, the hurried, hardly touched meal,
| the many-pocketed motor-coat, and the
| open safe. Then it was time for the mas-
ter of millions to pull himself together
also.

“This much is true,” he sald, firmly:

the purchase money and the founder's
shares—'*

“The shares, too!” cried Grindling; “he
has sold them with the others! You are
out of Incubus & Co.—oh, the villain—

And your private investments—"

He spoke now like a cross-examining
advocate getting at the facts.
for many years!™”

“Oh, Mr. Romer!” cried Grindling, con-
torting himself in agony: “and after
what we all thought of you!”

Mr. Romer, pale to the lips, but still

garten, occupled inspecting the m.w}z!nlcz and resolute, was searching his
mine they were opening there—near the | pockets.
lighthouse old Dick Finnan was h!xtl-hm;j “I should have a letter somewhere,” he
on the Point of wne Rough Isle. sald; “one that was brought to the bank
Here Gregson permitted himself to |by¥ a messenger while we waited. It ex-
smile respectfully and induigently. He |plained Mr. Kahn's failure to come—as
also was evidently of the opinion that!it seemed to us, most satisfactorily.”
his master could not keep himself from He found the crumpled piece of paper,

|

| smoothed it out, and read in the hearing
{of his acting superintendent—for Phil
Calmont had discreetly betaken himself
{to a distance:

“The Caravanserai, Thursday, 3:30 p.- m.
“My Dear

| Friend and Honored Pat-
{ron (“Humph,” said Grindi 1
| ways addressed his lord as '“sir’
have been seized with a painful
ness, a palpitation of the heart,

ank
iccustomed

" quite

to-day, as promised I
to this disabling,
temporary, illness.

am
but
I have jus

the remedy. Now I shall go to

and twelve hours’ sleep will make

me a new man a I shall be at the
bank with all mor and papers at the
same hour to-morrow. Or if I am still

somewhat suffering, would it
much to ask you and Mr

up to my house?
t

be too
vers to drive
I expect, however,

10 be

all right long before that time. I have
eeded in everything you have
mitted to my care, far beyond my ex-
ations—or yours,
etting the unavoidable trouble I
am giving, I am, dear and honored sir,
very faithfully your obliged servant.

“JAME
"To Jacob Gorm Romer, Esqr
“Well, sir,” sald Walter
grimly, “when that letter
James Kahn was a
® way with the
sir, who brought
Mr. Romer had pu
{ head. He seemed to
Al any rate he was
Grindl had to reg

KAHN.”
Grindling,
was

twWo

good hot

booty.

the

bank!"

his hook. He

heavily
h Vida

throu

wh
indow

muttering. N
full five minutes

ering light and
1 glopes came

T n  bright
ed as he ran—a bey in buttons,
i more haste than such
do. He came close to where M:
stood and Mr. Romer the log
“Please, sir,” X as Mr. Romer
raised his head to look at him. “lease,
sir, I'm Gregson's boy—young Gregson—
i I tried the safe door. It opened as easy
s anything. 1 e wasn't anything
xcept just this. I think Mr. Kahn
{ the rest!"
He handed the old man a strip of
per shaped llke g check.
It was the birth certificate of one Vida
Romer, the daughter of Jacob Romer and
oline French or Romer, his wife.
: old man dropped as if felled, the

and

usually

. Grindlin

s

sat on

he b

an,

in

pa-

paper
| Grindling, marveling greatly, stood and
| regarded him. It struck him for the first

time in his life that there was somethi

{in what coroners' juries called “the visi-

| tation of God.”"

| e gt

| -
CHAPTER XI.

|
|

| ——

| A Father'’s Homecoming.

] Phil came running at once. He thought
{ it was a mere faint, the result of some
| bad news. But the heavy, lifeless drop
|of the limbs of the left side. the open,
| staring eyes, the slight drawing of the
| museles of the face, soon convinced

| of something more serious,

him

{ran to make sure. But the
tuhu,\mg instructions, had gone home.
{ Mr
tain

Ir

time, it was understood that the
| carriage should proceed home,

coming

“Mr. Kahn was to meet me and my law- |
yer, Mr. Rivers, yesterday afternooa in |

specks |

still gripped In his fingers, while |

Then they thought of the carriage, and |
{ Gregson Jundor (who denicd having seen |
t, thoigh he had passed that very way) |

Romer did pot return before a cer- |

| SBame

he ordered, as became a doctor’s
son; “it is a partial parslysis, as far 'as
I can make out. And the
in bed the bhetter. His
take care of him.”
Grindling being gone, the procession
was speedily formed. Phil called out a
double shift of his pitmen—all skillcd in
carrying the wounded. He had also a
stretcher which had never been used, with
an adjustable “L” in front, that In
descending a slope the patient might be
carried fairly level. They met Vida half-
Way up. As came forward the Jeft

duzughter will

B0

she

{hand which gripped the paper fell, heavy

and flaccid, from the bearing poles. Vida
said not a word. She asked no questions.
Phil, as he, replaced it, told her in a
low voice all that he knew.

“His room is ready,”
“lI took ali the things out!’

And somehow he knew thet the room
was her own, and that it had been ready
a8 soon as his signal had been read.
his poorest pitman it would have been the
as for Mr. Jacob Romer, Gorm

she sald,

simply.

of

| Castle—and her own proper father.

the Kirktown Bank to make over to us !

The relays of four marched steadily
down the very t by which, on a
former occasion, Vida had gone up to
| advise with PATN as to the domestic af-

|
!
|

!

fections,

They crossed the moor, leaving

the pit and growing “toon’” behind them, |}
at !

wound through the pines, and after th
the Mght-sown birches, with th

ir smail,

i s | coined leaves permitted the men on the
that ever I should live to see the day! |C°i7°d leaves permitted the men o

lighthouse to see them by glimpses.

Dick and Billy were at the foot of the
|h!ll to recelve the slow-moving party—

{
|
|

which | 1,
makes it impossible for me to be at the |

|
|
!

i
|
|
|

| without m)

oy - R the four bearers in f the four pit-
They have been in Mr. Kahn's hands | "¢ four bearers in front, the i ¥

re a little behind, marct

men of the res

ing stoli two as iIf at a
funeral, th countens s composed and
serious. Behind were da and Phil, be-
cause at this point the way was narrow.
They had old footpa into
Portogarde ler to save time.

At

the
limate

sooner he is!

For |

How the Elusive Cottontail May
Be Run to Earth.

Way back in a dim corner of our mem-
iory 's the first rabbit tha- fell t
efforis hunter, It matten

air—also a lure composed of an old rab-
bit skin. Armed with
gun you

y our boy- these and your

s not

isi as a

| are ready for the fray.
how we got him—whether in 2 snare ur@ “« s e
gum—or tracked him to the woodpile and, g After a light fall of snow that
sfter seelng that all avenues of escapethe old tracks, make for the woods, and
were blocked, demolished the woodpile | follow the first fresh track that vyou
plece by plece, until, struggling and kick- | come to. And herein les one of nature's

ing, we bore our prize to the house in|winter lessons, No matter how close to
childish triumph. cover game has kept, no sooner does a
It doesn’t mawtler one whit that we have | fall of snow mantle the earth than every-
{become mighty nimrods in our laterthing from the smallest animal to the
|_v~:n‘.~'; many of us, indeed, have gained |largest appears to be en the move, and
fame as big game hunters, and have to|you will have no difficulty in finding all
i‘(_.ur credit moos=2, bear, or elk—but with | the tralls vou want.
i::I! the glory and excitement of the chuse ! Having tracked one down, clap the
|

{ there lingers with most of us a ter muzzie on y and  start him
| spot for our first rabbit. down the hole,
| Of ail the sports that autumn ushers| On no account ever senc
s none are so fascinating to a young | without 1 wuzzle: if
mnter, for the very thought of k‘.fl’nglp!"ub:‘l:l}' never see him

Possibly it is | be

a rabbit is joy in itself. almost sure to catch

{ because rabbits are the one game that is ? him, and er making

| ever-where in our coun ; possibly it «FH:* blood, curl himself up

;b(""u:m‘ it is at the very door of P‘.‘--.':"l ) 1 about

lone of us; but certain it iz that to get ' ' e and await developments
la rabbit is in boy parlancg/ a great| In just about a half minute will
achlievement, and a thing much to be de- % hear a low rumble, 1
| sired. ! ot out of the i
{ How many of“us can remember when | himself was

] we passed from the s onlooker, j

and with id 3 -

loader—

holiday

» spent oflr £
the supervi

rday

sion

7 and

sed

ihems

Dick
¥y wou
man in t
upon to suce
They were
now, on ¥
ston the
sola of his 1d
“If we let him in—we sh
2il i ¢ erta

stretcher ng
to lay t 1, in order to
straighten ks, Mr. Ro-
mer's arm f{ said, “with
r betwe
t} !

sp g
I
m iy
his is g ot
in our eyes!
h hi

‘Ah!” sal

provi

do the sa

iip™

business if y

Good-day, ¥

Many were the davs of convalescence
and weary—down in the small white
in Portogarte Cove. But at
least, the patie Ver gEréw any worse,
which in itself is to improve. Dr. Cal-
{ mont visited : » but not more so
than his son; ti ch flags
ickered and long, an-

coachman, |

back to take him up at a certain hour in |

| the a..ernoon. Mr. Romer gave his sery-
{ ants no scope for thought,

| “Don’t think! Obey orders, and I will
| take the risk!" That had been his motto
Iin dealing with them. Unfortunately, on
| this™ occasion the coachman had taken
| him at his word.

l There remained Grindling's chestnut
| mare, but a second glance at the sick
{ man told them both that this was as im-
| possible as the other.,

| A thought came to Phil. He and Vida
{ had a code book of signals—*“Commercial
;:xnd Universal"—in the use of which eith-
jer of her interim fathers down below
| were proud and anxious to Initiate her.
| Without being precisely an adept, she
{ could spell out Phil's bunting message,
| which of course was also seen from the
| lantern platform of the new lighthouse—
{ Billy and Dick keeping at all times a
bright lookout.

“Man injured—shall I bring him down?"*
Phi] signaled, as near as he gould make
out the code, always most mplicated
when one is In a hurry,

“Certainly, all right!” came back, as
fast as the flags could be run up the new
staff.

And Vida started up the hill with what
of bandages and liniments she ecould
imagine and procure. She thought of
course of an accident in the colliery. She
knew what the deep darkness down there,
the crushing uncertainty, felt like, and
she made haste.

Little haste could be made up ahove,
Gregson Junior (who had never mounted
a horse) gallantly proposed to ride for
the doctor. The suggestion was good,
but not the person. Phil turned to Walter
Grindling. He stood mournful and silent,
looking as if he felt himself responsible
for the harm his news had brought.

“Do vou ride for my father,” said
Phil; “you will likely find him on the
North Round, that by Inchgormack—any-

|
|

between

the Cove
and the Heugh, a ack again
days com
Dick Finnan

they watched

from the ¢« lighthouse—ths
private property.

“Don't!™ said - "I supposa you
know, Dick,” he added apologet-

between sweethearts this
> eavesdropping!™”
i—what next? C

bunting running

on all well-how's
'thing like that.”

er knew Molly Molloy,” s:
“or you would

ud
be monr

“ChWt!" cried Dick, “it was only wher
our Vida began to grow up, and the

came round, that we ever heard a W
of vour Molly Molloy and ship's cob-
b

“Well, Dick, anyway,”
perately, “I've been jilted, all
bein' a red-headed man, and an nd
lighthouseman, so I can feel for others.
It I was vou, I should put down that
navy gilass!”

“I thought it was the right real father
with the certificate you were afraid of,”
retorted Dick Finnan, withdrawing
glass reluctantly.

“TI'm not takin' odds
“but if I were I wou

said Billy tem-

Dick,” said Billy,
stand a hundred to

one that the young fellow on the cliff
yonder could give points to stacks and |
shoals of fathers, sick and well, with
certificates and without!”

TO BE CONTINEED TO-MORROW.

Cleaning Windows.
From Judge's Library.
John 8. Cox, speaker of the Tennessee
senate, had an old negro servant who
liked his drink just as well as the best

Kentucky colonel in the Blue Grass
State. One morning, just after the cold

speii broke,
f_'nx'

“Marse John,” said he, “T'll jes' up an’
clean dese” winders dis mornin'.”

*“All right, Caesar,” replied the senator.

"“I's got ter had a half a tumbler of
whisky, Marse John. D're ain't nuffin’
like whisky for cleanin’s winders."”

The half-tumbler was promptly given
Caesar, who armed himself with some
rags and carried the whisky to another
room to begin work. A féw minutes aft-
erward Senator Cox had occasion to enter
his room. Caesar was ®usy polishing
the windows. The tumbler was on the
table, but no whisky in it.

“Why, Caesar, what's become of the
whisky?" -asked the senator. *I thought
you used it in this work.”

“So I does, Marse John: so I does,”
was the answer. “Ye see, sah, I drinks

the darky came to Senator

de whisky an’ blows my bref again de

winders!"

through |

the |

farmer and ms:
glad to see ti
need go to no
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|up a good fight for his little of cot-
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In the winter time with snow on t l ".ss hpp‘mu a'd "‘ss Bakefs
ground it is great sport to stalk rabbits, Pn’a“tﬂﬂ' s.hoo aﬂd M kf ﬁe
nd it is something that any novice can | , Klﬂ ga :"
e - e Lk o | Bbecizl attention given to boarding deparument foe
(.i‘ . Finding g :rp.m.. t‘.m‘ in 1!.\‘ sSnow, | girls from eight to Hfteer years.
vou have only to follow it persistently UL CALIFORNIA AVE. COR. OF CONN

At home from 4 to 6.
Coach czlis for the children

> maker under a brush pile, or squat-

! |
wheresoever it Jeads until you come upen |
|

!

}

i!mg in a thicket. £ e s Pitman’s taught as :'.r.x-xr‘\(‘l\:'!i‘_\ Grani's
¢ .l e = » her and ST secretary.

| If the track goes in but none comes out. ,é S §. Q:“ -_x: E Cap 5!_,“'&5;:. D. C.

{ ¥ou have only to kick him eut and shoot ;

[him as he runs, and sometimes the first | PRIVATE INSTRUCTION IN sxirnuxz.\}'x*'.x;

» st C e Thic ic o | Science, languages, music; university graduate; 2

lkl = v‘]”n t 51‘11“{ him, either. This is a I years' experience; literary work revised. Prof. J..

| favorite method with the New England | Station G, Box 3513, city. no2d-20t

| boys—and provided Er'er Rabbit don't

| hole up they can track him down and
! start him again if they miss
| .In a country where rabbits hole, resort
is had to the use of a ferret, and right
here is where the writer is going to dis-
jagree with a good many hunters who
| decry this method of hunting rabbits.
| Pursued as ff should be, there is no pos-
| sible objection to their use. There is :
fnn:hing unfair about it to the rabbit. | H, H, FREEMAN,
| who has plenty of chance to save his | TEACHER OF SINGING AND CHURCH ORGAN.
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