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IDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING CO.,
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Port or Sherry, 76-cents per gallon,
Sharry Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine Wine, etc.

1 guart Sherwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.
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“Naoo York must be somewheres in
a line with that biggest mountain bver
there to the south,” he hasarded; glad
to learn that the present was. for some
reason, not one of those mysterious
spechless occaslions,

In the evening, as a rule, they went
to the “open camp."” There in the big
three-sided "ot shed with its evergreen-
lined walls and itz deep, blanket-cov-
ered floor of soft balsam bousths, a
dozen or more people were wont to
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congregate by night. In front of the
shed blazed a Homerle camp fire that
tempered the mountain chilliness and
made the whole place light as day.
The young people,—Desiree and Jack
among them,—usually spent the short
evenings in singing and story tellin
Caleb felt less at his ease here th
anywhere else. For the young folk
talked a language of Teuth, that he
did not understand. The =torles he
found somewhat mild. and the point of
several of them he falled to catch. A
sense of strangeness prevented him
from joining in the songs. He had
had no youth; save that which Desiree
had imparted to him. And he knew
himeelf out of place among the care-
free, jolly crowd. It made him feel
ponderous, aged, taciturn. The easy
laughter of youth only perplexed him.
His sole joy during these opnen camp
evenings was to lie in a shadowed
corner of the “lean-to" and watch the
firelizght play on Desiree’s bright face;
to hear her infectious laugh: to see
how popular she was among ' the
youngsters of her own age. Eo long
as she did seek to ease his boredom
by dragging him into the talk, he was
well content to lle thus and drink the
delight of her fresh loveliness. When
she made him talk, he straightway be-
came prompously shy: and managed
to convey his sense of acute discom-
fort to everyone about him.

Altogether, the Adirondacks, for per-
haps the first time since that wonder-
land’'s discovery, had found a visitor
who did not speedily become a wor-
shipper.

“Receive news!"” announced Desiree,
one evening as she met Calefg on her
return from a conference with Mra.
Hawarden. “To-morrow’'s my birth-

“Did you s'pose*I'd forgot?' he ask-
ed in reproach,—"There's two dates I
always to remember. One's
your birthday. The other's the dl)"
yu‘ure comin’ back to Gmnlle
“But that isn't the news,” she went

“It's only a runnin= start to get
you ready for {t. Mrs. Hawarden's go-
Ing to celebrate by the gorgeousest
pienle you ever heard of.”

“Last one we went on.,” began Caleb,
“I burnt two of my fingers: an" there
was sand In the lem'nade, “But,” he
broke off just in time, “it'll be great
to g0 on another. Where's it to be?”

“To Brown's Tract pond. "Way up
at the head of Brown's Tract Inlet.
You remember? The Inlet that twists
around like a snake that's swallowed
A corkscrew? We're going to spend
the night. Just think of that! All four
of us: The gulde is going up early in
the morning to pitch the two tentaand
get evervthing ready. And we're Lo
stramble along at our lelsure and get
there about noon. Think! We're ac-
tually to camp overnight. I wish there
ware bears or catamounts or some-
thing. to come not too near and growl
dreadfully. 1'm going to take Rex
zlong If Mr. Bennett will let me. And
—isn't It & nice way to wind up your
vacation? You'll have plenty of time
We'll be back here by noon next day,
and vour traln doesn't go till might.”

“Let's not talk about my mEolng
away,” he replied. “I thought I'd be
tickied to death to =wt back to the
fight. But for the past two days I've
been trvin’ to frame up an excuse to
myself that'd let me stey longer.”

“Oh, why don’t you? Why don't
vou?’ she cried, all eagerness. “I1
stomp you to! Please stay!™

“Don‘t, little girl!"" he urged. “If I
could stay with you an extra hour
d'you s’pose I'd need to be begged to?
It's a- case of must. I got to be on
deck day after’ to-morrow. That spec-
ial session of the Legislature 1 was
tellln' you about meets week after
next. An' I've got to work like o dog
till then to lick my crowd Iinto line
an’ frame up & stiff enough defence
against your friend, Blacarda. T'll be
as busy as & one-armed paper-hanger
that's got hives."

“But why?' she persisted, "“You've
been working away with both hands
all your life. You're rich. What's the
use of all that money if vou can't
have some fun?"

“] get my fun In the winnin’.
in the holdin".”

“But you don't sven know how to
rest. And now, just as I'm teaching
you, ¥you run away. TYou counld walt
perfectly well, three weeks lorger, and
then g0 back to Granite with us. Jusr
think what a sumptuous time we'd
have here! ['m wvery wise" she coax-
ed. “Won't you take my advice and
stay?™

“I'd take it in a minute if I could,
girl,” he answered.

“Oh, dear! That means yon won't
Adviere Is scmething everybcdy asks
everybody gives—and nobody takes. 1
wish you’'d; stay. This haz been the
heautlrullost hapriest two weeks I ever
&pcn nt."

“Has it. honest, Dey?"
heavy face of a sudden alight. “"Hon-
est? It's been ‘bout the only long
Btn:tch of happy time I ¢'n remem-
ber.”

‘“Then why don't vou stay?”
manded. *“Can’t you se¢e?—

He hesitated.

“I've a good mind to,"”
last.

She clapped her hands, then squeezed
his arm as they swung down the hill
together.

“Yes," he went on. "T b'lleve I'1l do
it. It'd be fun to see what'd happen
if 1 was to cut loose from work for
once. An' you an' me could be to-
gether—"'

“Would you lose 80 very much?" she
asked doubtfully, in belated concern.

“No more'n I could afford. Nowhere
near 80 much as it's worth to have
that extry time with you. My own
Steelold holdin's are pretty well cover-
ed.
I own my

on.

Not

he asked. his

she de-

he =aid at

stock outright: an’ before
the winter's over I'll get the blll de-
clared unconstitootional. That'll bring
the price up again. I e'n afford to let
up on Blacarda for once. T'm dead
sure to get him later on the same
game, as well as on somethin® else.”™”

“You sav it won't be you who g0
broke,” she Interposed. “Will anvone?
I mean If vou don't go back day after
to-morrow."’

“Well.,” grinned Caleb. "“If Blacarda's
hil! passes, our Steelold stocck’ll will
tnke a biz tumble, of course. For
those that owns it outrizht that'll be
no great loss; “cauee it'll rocket agsin
as soon as 1 sick one of my judges
ontc the bill's constitootionality. But
the rellers I've tipped off to buy on
margin 4"you understand all this line
of talk?—those fellers are plungin’
pretty deen, I hear, an'—"

“*Will they losa much?"

“Some of 'em are 1i’ble to be “hout
wiped out. T guess. The el’gant Amazal
Nicholas Calne, C'r Instance. An' old

| yon know I'd let
| city blocks

It won't be me that goes broke. |

Reuben Standish. He'll go to pot

“Dr. Dale” “On Glory's

Wb

sure. An' Mr—"

“You mean they went into this on
your advise, and if you aren't there
to stand by thein they will he ruined 7

“Just "bout that, I guess. Don't
blame me. They wasn't 'bliged to take
my tips an' I'm not responsible for
‘em. Anyhow, they've made enough
Ooff me this vear to—"

“You must go back,” she declared.
“I was very wrong. It just shcws what
harm a fluff-brained girl can do by
poking her fingers into business she
doesn't understand. Why, Caleb,” she
added, with a startled awe: “If you'd
done as I ask=d, who knowe how many
families might have been made hor-
ribly poor? And it would all have been
my fault. You must go back.”

“But., Dey!" he protested, “You'reali
off, It's mo affair of mine what that
£old-shirt crowd put their cash on. I
don't owe anything to 'em. An' if.J
can give youn a good time hy stayin’
ithe whole bunch of ‘em can hire a
brass band an' march to the poor-
hous=, for all I care. If you say ‘stay,’
I'll stay.”

“I say you mustn’'t,” she insisted,
“And It was dear of you to be wiliing
to, for my sake. Anyway, I'll see you
again in three weeltss,. That won't be
50 very long."

““No longer'n three vears is gen'rally*
grgmbied Caleb; and the subject drop-
pe

They were on their way to the pretty
waterside bullding that served the
quadruple purpose of casino, store, post
office and boathouse, for the Antlers.
The arrival of the evenlng mall was
one of the day’'s two great events: the
other being the morning mail's advent.
The night had a sting to its air: and
the mail-time gathering was held iIn
the lamplit store Instead of on the
porch or dock. A tall clerk was busy
sorting letters and packages to eager
groups of sweater-clad girls and to
men in cold-weather outing garb. Con-
over and Desiree, awaiting their turn,
leaned against the glass cases op-
posite " the post-office counter and
watched the laughing, excited guests.

“What I can't see” commented
Caleb, “is why ev'rybody’s always is
in such a sweat about thelr mall
What is there In it for anvone? To
ev'ry env’lope that's got a check in It
there'a three that has bills; an’ a dozen
with adv'tisementss To ev'ry letter
that's worth readin’' there's ten that's
stoopid or grouchy or mekin' a hard
luck touch. An’' as for soov'nir postals
—the only folks they int‘rest is those
that sends 'em. People coma up here
to got away from the world they've
been livin' In. Yet they scramble for
noospapers an’ letters from that same
world, lik> they was stranded on a
desert izsland.—Here's our chance."

Th2 erowd had thinned. Caleb and
Desiree went forward to the mall
counter. For Conover there were a
sheaf of letters in business envelopes.
He thrust them without a glance into
the pocket of his tweed coat. Desiree's
sole mail consisted of a long paste-
borrd box thickly strewn with vari-
colored stamps and bearing the gold-
letterad legend of a New York florist.

In & second her quick fingers had
torn away the wrappings. As the box
was lifted, & whiff of warm fragrance
rushed out; filling the room.

*“Oh!” gasped Desiree. burying her
face rapturously in 8 crimson nest of
American eBauty roses.

Then, her cfleekd aglow and her eyes
zhining, she lifted her head and faced
Conover.

*“Thank you! Thank you so much!”
she exclaimed., “It was perfectly darl-
ing of you to remember my birthday
#0 beautifully. And _I love American
Beauties so. I might have known you
would think of that. It's just llke you,
Smell them! What a dear, thoughtful
blessed old—"

She checked herself at sight of Coun-

over's blank expression. If her own
face had borrowad the flush of her
armful of roses, Caleb had exacted
similar tribute from a whole wagon-
load of Imaginary peonles.
“I'm—1I'm sory, Dey,” he blurted out
last, “But they aln’t from me. I—,
they must be from =somebody
who's got more cense, I didn't think
to get you anything at all. I didn't
ever know l'ollt.s gave reg'lar presents
on birthdays.”

He stopped abruptly. For the fading
of the happy light from Desiree's eyes
had its usual effect of leaving him
wordless and’ miscrable,

‘The girl, embarassed, fell to turning
the flowers over in their long box. She
looked a little tired and her arrange-
ment of the blossoms was perfunctory.
A card was dislodged from among
stems and fel!l to the floor, Caleb, plck-
ing it up, read Jack Hawarden's name.

“The measly brat!" raged Conover,
to himself. “He ain't got a dollar to
his back; an' yet he can bring off a
grandstand play like this, an” make
her looX like she was a kid seein’ her
first Christmas Tree! An' now I've
made her look like she wanted to ery!
ILord! If I don't give her a whole
joolry store for Christmas, I'm a
Chinaman!” #

“Never mind. dear old boy!" she
whispered, pressing close to his arm as
they turned to mount the hili on the
way to the Hawarden Cottage, *T'll
make belleve they're from you and
that will be every bit as nice as if
they really were. And you'ye done
more Jovely things for me than every-9
body else put together. And [ won't
have wvou looking pathetic. Stop it}
Now, smile! Oh, what & sguidgy, weak
sort of a smile! 1It's all right, I tell
you. I know you'd have given me
much lovelicr roses than these If you'd
thought."

“That's just t!” he growled bitterly
“1 don"t think, 1 never think. I guess
‘em cut me up into
if it'd make a hit with
Dey. But what good does that
When {t comes to bein' on hand
the milllon dink2 little stunts
women likes, I'm alwara a mile

somewhere, hoeln' corn. I
wouldn't blame wvou if yvou—""

“Stop!"” she cried, a break in her
clear voice. “You shan't talk that way.
Do you suppose all the presents in the
world wo=uld have made me half as
happy as having wvou here. this two
weeks? Would any present have cost
you one tenth the sacrifice of g ving
up vour work for my sake? And just
now you offerad to throw away thou-
sands of dollars and wreck half a
dogen of people's fortunes In order to
please me by staving longer at the
Antlers. What more eould anyone do
for me than you do?" ’

“1 don't Xnow,” he answered simply,
“But some day I may find out An’
when I do,—why, I'll do It You ean
gamble on that, ¥ou little girl."

at
well,

you,
do?
with
that
away,

CHAPTER XXI.
Forest Madness,

It was late the next for:noon when
the guartette, in two guide boats, set
aut from the Antlers dock for their
twenty-four hour plenie to Brown's
Tract Pond.

A gulde had started an hour ear'ier
with the eamping eguipment and pack.
Jack and Mrs. Hawarden led the way:
Deriree and Caleb being delayed in
starting by the vast pressure and vast-
er quantities of candr that must b=
brought to bear on Rex before the col-
He would consent to trust his caut'ouns

your family to inhale.

e
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WOULD YOU TAKE POISON?

No sane person ever does; and yet you may be breathing it ev
hour in the day and night in not ha.vrnlgsr . . et 4
ventilated. A heater that does not supply your house with a constant
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the reluctant dog's fears were over-
‘come and he lay curled In a contented,
furry heap at Desiree's feet in the
stern,—Caleb bent to his oars with a
swing that sent the frail guide boat
over the mile of intervening lake In
time to enter the inlet a bare length
behind the Hawardens. Under the low
wooden bridge they passed. Then be-
Ean an erratic progress.

The sluggish stream wriggles through
part of the old government tract once
ceded to “Ossawotamie.” John Brown
of anti-slavery memory. Formerly,
green tamaracks lined the lowlands to
either side of the inlet's banks. The
raising of the dams which, years ago,
signed the murder-warrant for &o
many thousand splendid trees, have
left the tamaracks here—as elsewhere
along the watercourses, a waste of
feathery gray skeletons.

A bite of Autumn was in the air.
From bush and from watgrside, the
dying summer flashed its scarlet-and-
gold warning of winter's dread ap-
preach.

The inlet wound southward in a be-
wildering series of turns and twists;
perhaps a hundred such abrunt turn-
Ings to the mile. There was hardly
scope for three successive oar-strokes
between the twists. Fast rowlng was
out of the question. A long stroke or
two, for momentum; then the gquick
backing of an oar and a plunge of the
stern paddle; and, unless the bow
caught in the jutting huckleberry
bushes of the bank, one turn was safe-
ly passed and another was at hand.

The gray stone mountains, with their
clumps of evergreens shot with the red
and yellow of maple or irch, rose
against the sky on one side of the
marsh. On the other, the deep forest
ran down to the fringe of tamarack
ghosts. A rare ‘white birch standing
out here and there, llke a sheeted
giant, amid the dusk of the hemlocks.
Above blazed the white sun. The long
grasses hummed with Insect life. A
mink darted to cover from beneath the
bow of the guide boat. In the black
loam of the bank burrowed a sleek
ETRY water rat. Far to the northeast,
a solitary, everlasting landmark for all
the region, crouched old Blue Moun-
taln, like some Dbenevolent, haze-
shrouded mastodon.

“I ecan't remember,” observed De-
siree, ““‘when we weren't squeezing past
one turn and running into another.
And T can’t 'magine any time when
we won't still be doing it. It's like
one of those welrd mase-places at At-
lantie City where you go through a
door only to find yourself staring at
three others. The man who went for a
walk and met himself coming back
would have found himself facing whole
family groups of selves If he'd come |
up this inlet. There's where the Eighth
Lake' Carry begins. Over there to the|
left; where that tumble-down wooden |
dock is. We aren't anywhere near
Brown's Tract Pond yet. Just hear
Jack yodel! He's as excited over this
pienie as & school boy. He's rowing
l{ke mad and—"

“Guess somebody must & been feed-'
in' him meat,” suggested Caleb un-
kindly: glancing back over his should-
ers at the leadinz boat whose K oars-
man’'s enthusiasm had driven its bow
into the mudbank at one sharp turn.
“Say. he's awful much in love with
you, Dey. Are you goin’ to end gp by
marryin® him?'

“No,” sald Desiree, shortly.

Ten minutes later the boats had been
dragged over the last impasse and the
pond was reached;—a circular blot of
water amid the surrounding hills; al
high island rising in its centre. |

A halloo from J.ack brought an an-
swering call from the distant guide.
Slipping along the shore where the yel-
low sand ran out for ¥ards under [ts
ehallow covering of blue water, the
two boats came to rest off the site
chosen for the camp. The two tents
were already pitched, and a fire
crackled merrily. The gulds was busy
frying eggs and strips of bacon In
huge black pacs. Potatoes bubbled in
one pot above the fire;: while from an-
other came the aroma of cpffee. 1

“Heaven may be as beautiful as this
grove,” sighed Desiree In eestacy, “but
I'm perfectly sura it will never smell
80 deliciously appetizing. I'm starved.
Is that drinking-water, Steve?" she
asked, pointing to a pail with a dippar
bﬂ:lde it.

*Yes ma’am.” replled the guide.

it will be when T've boiled t.”

“I'm too thirsty to walt for it to
boil,” she objected picking up the dlp-
per. “Won't somebody else have some?
—Mrs. Hawarden?"' '

“"Tisn't healthy to drink water from
forest springs till it's heen bolled,” put
in the guide. "It's Ilikely to be all
chock-full of germs. Boilin® kills em,"
he added, proud of his scientific lore.

(To be Continued.)
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ANNOUNCEMENT

Prof. A. Frank the well known

optician who has made a specialty
of the eyes and of f1ttmg glasses for

‘the last fourteen years in this city

announces the opening of his new
optical parlors, Rooms 209-211, 2d

floor Meigs Building. :

Prof. Frank will be pleased to see
his old patrons and many new one%.’
A special reduction will be made on
all optical goods during the open-
ing. Take elevator on Fa.lrfleld
avenue. ? i Y
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ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL
REQUISITES TO AN UP-TQ-DATE,
MODERN BUSINESS, IS A SELECT
AND WELL-PRINTED ASSORT-
MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.
“A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM-
PANY HE KEEPS.” THE SAME
RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-
ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.
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