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CHAPTER L

Every time it moved it moaned. On
ealm summer days when the sea was smooth
it seemed to rest in peace, as if meditating
in silence on its griefs. When gales swept
over the water from the southwest it rock-
ed in restless, uncertain motions and
mingled its dismal voice with the roor of
the surf, the tolling of the fog-bell, and the
eries of the seabirds as it moaned and
moaned in perpetual reiteration as if it had
a tale to tell, but could only mourn over it
in fitful inarticulate sighs meaning much
and saying little. Only calmer duys and
nights, when there was only a geutle swell
moving in from the Atlantic, it spoke slow-
ly at intervals, like a_child that sobs over
some little grief that is past, but not for-

Kotten,

To the fishermen it was a commonplace
affair. An iron buoy anchored in mid-
channel “just at the entrance of the lttle

rt,—at once a guide and warning. With-
in the buoy was a curious arrangement of
valves, air and water-chambers, and pipes.
On top was a steam whistle. When the
buoy swayed on the waves the water en-
closed in its hollow chambers flowed to one
side, and the valves opened to admit air to
fill the vacuum caused by the moving
water. When the wave passed and the
buoey keeled over in the oppoesite direction
the air-valve closed, and the water within,
rushing back to its first position, forced out
the imprisoned air through the whistle, and
it spoke, in a harsh and mournful note.
The sound began as & murmur, sweiled ovt
to a discordunt forte, and then died away
in o despairing sigh. At the next roll of
the huge iron mass it moaned again in the
same manner. If it rolled one way the
right-hand valve opened and admitted a
supply of air ; when it rolled the other way
the left-hand valve opencd ; and thusit
kept up its dismal crying at every wave
that swept beneath it. The note could be
heard for more than a mile, and sailing-
masters bound into the hittle harbor listen-
ed for it through the darkness, through
tog and storm, as a guide to port and a
home.

To the under side of the great iron buoy
was secured a chain that extended down
through the green water to a massive rock
below, a rock whereon the hopes of a life-
time were wrecked and lost long years ago.
On yachting parties sailing out the port
the mouning buoy had a depressing effect.
Its unending moan seemed to he for the
young life whose fate was bound up in some
strange secret lost in the sea. They listencd
to its note, floating faint and sad over the
blue water, and wondered if they would
solve the riddle of that life, if ever knight
would come to redress a grievous wrong.

It is said the buoy knew all about it,
and would tell everything, if it could
speak. But merely a buoy, it could only
moan.

Two miles to the west by north stood the
harbor light. It wasa short round tower
of brick and painted white. At the top
was the black lantern, its shining windows
deck in yellow curtaing by day and open-
ing a lurid eye on sea and land by night.
The light-house, too,was said to be familiar
with the lost secret under the sea, and
every night appeared to look furtively all
around the horizon as if revolving some-
thing iu its mind and not daring to speak
of it. It could only look askance at the
world and wait. There was behind the
light-house a small white house with a lit.
tle garden. grass plot and picket fence.
Everything was orderly, neat, and comfort-
able, as befitted the residence of an official
of the United States government. There
was also heside the house of a wooden
structure, half trestle, half tower, in which
hung a bell. Benecath the wooden cage
where hung the bell wasz a long pendulum
and a chain and heavy weight, these being
parts of the clock work whereby the bell
wus rung when gray fogs crept up from the
misty Atlantic.

The light-house stood at the extreme
point of a miniature Cape Cod at the south-
east end of the island, and in the bay form-
ed by the curving arm of the cape wus an
anchoring-ground for the fishing boats and
yachts that used it for a summer harbor.
Along the shore of this bay were the few
scattered houses of the little village. On
the south side towards the sea stood the
big yellowish-green hotel and the fantastio
cottages of the transient guests who wmade
the cape their summer pleasure-ground.

By some oversight on the partiof the offi-
cers of the United States Coust survey, the
exaot gasition, latitude and longitude of
tvhe light-house and the port were not put
on any of the official maps.  Neither were
there any sailing directions printed giving
the right course to take to enter the port or
find the moaning buoy. It is really not im-
portant. because he who steers by ‘‘the
light that never was on sea or land” can
find any port where life and love have
found an anchorage.

The buoy was known to the fishermen and
visitorsat Wilson’s Holl as the two-fathom
buoy. 1t waspainted in alternate horizontal
stripes of black and red ; and everyone
knows that the Light-House Board by these
marks meant to gay that the buoy marked
an obstruction in mid-chaunnel, ‘and that
the navigator in entering port might pass
on either side of it in safety. It also
atood as a mark of a terrible obstruction
st the entrance of a fair young life. He
who. would come to the knowledge of all
she was and all she did and said must
steer carefully and pass by on either side
the moaning memento of a mystery and
heavy sorrow. Two fathoms deep in her
young heart lay the unspoken secret of her
life and the sea.

Could there be any connection between
that p! buoy and a voung girl’s life and
ll:::. ! Wait. Everything comes ashore at

*Did you see the arrival last night?”

‘“No, I understeod the barge came over
from the steamboat-landi only »

.i;‘g.ouwonldhn been, had you seen

“Have you learned hais nawe, my doar” | 1

“I exumined the hotel

-

v 'L , and, mounting the great doorstep,

ried again  well, too, for her
aud for the young too, for I hear he
has nothing and l;‘aon’t;' it all in Paris.”

“And who was she?’ = 3

"IAlia mother? &; I don’t know; but
. she first married some person by the name
of Yardstirkie.” % - o

*Yardstickie?” ;
“Yes. Curious name—pronounced Yed-
stick, with the accent on the first ‘s
and spelled with aa ie. Royal Y
is his name.” :
“Then she added, in a lower voice,—
e e w38 yours of
A young man ut yea
w-lk{d -Igwly out of the open dooer of :g:
hotel. He was in white n
and seemed very miuch at ease with him-
gelf and the-world. ~“He gazed “round with
an air of calm assurance on the few ladies
and children scattered over the piazza, and
then looked out over the garden, the path
along the bluff, and the bluc sca beyond.
The view did not seem to interest him in
the least, and he looked a trifle bored, as if
he wondered why he ghould be. cast upon
such a charming and uneyentful shore.
Seeing the top of the lighthouse, he saun-
tered down the steps and took a leisurely
pace along the path that followed the shore
on top of the suudy dunes that bordered
the broad beach.

“I do not like him.”

“Why not, dear? I'm sure he's very
handsome.”

“‘Dissipated,—or has been. Comes down
here for rest-cure. I shall tell my Milly to
decline an introduction.”

“It way not be asked, dear.”

“Weil, I must say I don’t see why not.
Milly is not as handsome as your Clara, mv
dear, but she’s very bright, you must
admit.” 5

«Perfectly, but I shall decline any ad-
vances,—if made; and I hope they will not

»

*“Why not?”’

. ‘:I do not know. Idonot like him ; that’s
all.”

The young man wandered aimlessly along
the path oun the bluff, asif in no haste.
Well might he linger, for at his feet lay the
broad beach, now creamy with breaking
surf, and, beyond, the blue sea sparkling in

“ALLOW ME TO HILP YOU.”

the sun and stirred by a salt and fragrant
breeze. To the left the sandy dumes, here
and there dotted with patches of bronze-
colored grass and dark waxberry bushes
stretched off towards & fringe of small
pines and oaks. Before him stood the
quaint tower of the lighthouse. With all
this charming scene and beautiful day, he
was gloomily silent. Why had his mother
insisted on his coming down to this drear:
place? He had not needed rest; he want
money. If he had that he would leave this
stupid country and once more cross the
water to charming Paris. He looked over
the sea that he had crossed only three days
before with a sigh of regret—regret for past
pleasures, regret for things done that could
never be undone.
“And here I must stay for two weeks or
more, till they come down here for the
summer—or until she lets me have some
money.”
Just then he reached the neat wooden
fence that stretched across the end of the
cape and enclosed the plot of land belong-
ing to the government and on which the
lighthouse stood. Just where the path met
the fence there was a stile, or low place in
the fence, with a big yellow boulder or a
step over the gap. He paused hcre a mo-
ment debating whether he would enter the
government grounds or return to the hotel,
when the door of the little white house
opened, and a young girl stepped out on
the flat blue boulder that served as a door
stone and came briskly towards the stile.
She was neatly and plainly dressed, and
wore a large, white sun-bonnet that half
hid her face. She seemed preoccupied, and
did not observe the stranger by the fence
till she was close to the stile.
*‘Allow me to help you over, miss.”
She paused abruptly to see who spoke,
and found young Mr. Royal Yardstickie at
the stile with onc hand offered asif to
help her over. The next instant she step-
pet‘ii easily and gracefully over the stile, and
said:

“Thank you, I can help myself.”
#‘Beg pardon, miss. I'm a stranger here.
Can you tell me the nume of this light-
house?”
“I can, I live here—with my tather.”
He was not accustomed to this particular
phase of the Massachusetts temale mind,
and was vexed, though he took care not to
show it.

““What is it called ?”

".;Hodgafence Light.

sir.

With that she moved away towards the
hotel with a free and vigorous step, as if
quite able to take care of herself.

Mr. Royal Yardstickie had a new sensa-
tion. Never before had he met with quite
this kind of a rebuff, Women commonly
bowed down to him, or he thought they
did. And those who he imagined declined
his acquaintance had always left an impres-
gion that they had been pleased to meet
him—once.

“She has gone to the hotel on scme er-
rand. From the lay of the land, she must
come back on this path. I mA{ as well
look about here for a little while and see
what happens. Tll go into the lightliouse
—1I always did enjoy lighthouses—and see
what sort of a creature the father may be.”

The young man watched the retreating
g-n a8 1t gllowod the path on the bluff

ere was a girl ot characer and with a
mind of her own. How different from one
he knew in Paris ! : G ads
“If Julie had been like that, I shouldn’t
be in this hole—figuratively king—and
I might never have seen Wilson's Holl,
which would be & bleesing.” !

By this time he had crossed the little

Good morning,

knocked at the green door of the house. |
] wondeér what the father is like ¥

to hi Aot :
“ p ".. b ..“,
mp?a‘;lnl:; n_a'ysainf:upwh if it is

a log of driftwnod on the beach below,
he slid down the sandy bluff to the beach,
lit a cigarette, and made himself comfort-
able on the sand with the log for a low-
backed chair. Left alone n tle shore, he
fell into a revery of the past, and chewed
the end of a scrap of bitter reflection. He
could see the edge of the bluff for some dis-
tance towards the hotel, dnd felt sure he
would see any one who approached along
the path. Stould he see auy one coming he
could saunter along in that direction and
meet them—quite by accident.

Presently he heard voices, and rising, he
began to climb the bluff. It was not very
easy climbing, and when he reached the
top he saw the yonng woman, her of the
sun-bonnet, arm in arm with the young
blond giant, the couple langhing and talk-
ing together in the most familiar manner.
. They came towards him along the path,
and passed by and over the stile and
through the garden to the house, absorbed
in euch other and paying no more attention
to him than if he haa not existed.

Ho looked after themm till they entered
the house, and then turned toward his
hotel with only ons word of comment :

“‘Engaged.”

People wondered why 0la LApe wivess
Johnsun gave his daughter such a strange
name. Capt. Johnson, retired Sandy
Hook pilot, and now keeper of the light-
house, best knew what the tLhree letiers
that made his daughter’s name meant—if
they meant anything. She had never been
baptised; the name had simply been given
to her by the old Captain, und apparently
for no reason whatever. There were those
in the village who said it was an ‘*outland-
ish heathen name anyway, and not fiv for a
sweet young thing like old Capt. Johuson’s
darter.”

Merely three letters—Mai. Mai John-
son. The old man, her father, pronounced
it as if spelied ‘‘May;” o, for those who
never saw it written out, it scemed a proper
and rather pretty name for a young girl
just touching seventeen.

As for Mai herself, she thought its
curiocy spelling meiely some preuty conceit
of her father’s fancy, and wore her name
with becoming pride and dignity. It was
her name, and it never entered her younng
heart to ask what it meant. The old man
kuew in part, and so did the moaning
buoy, but one would not tell, and tne
other spoke only in moans no man could
understand.

The season had fairly opened. The
white steamboats had alieady begun to
make thewr daily trips to Wilson’'s Holl
from New London, Conn.  The prucession
of vessels continually drifting aloug the
horizon to the northeast, between Long
Island Sound and the Vineyard, or turning
southeast past the Cape and making for
the open sea had largesy increased.. Al
ready a yacht or two had anchored at the
Hoil, and the yellowish-green hotel aud
fantastic cottages were open and expectant
of summer boarders. There was & broud
piazza at the front of the hotei, where the
guestt sat to view the sea spread out be-
tore them; und here, on a bright morning
eariy in July, sat two ladies—mothers of
grown-up daughters, and women prepared
to look at the world in a certain calin
expectation of anything that might hap-
pen to the anvantage of their blooming
girls,

CHAPTER IL

waiter at the
~*i. el lunch table as-
¢ vued to Mr. Royal
\ ardstickie found
the voung man al-
most unbearable,
ani was thoroughly
’l“ A viud when he took
1'/"',‘ 7 4 Limeeli off to the
W TR pinzza for a smcke.
Tiie young gentle-
man was plainly out of sorts, for he quite
forgot th: chief dnty of man—frem the
walter's point of view.  What could he do
in such a stupid piace ?  ‘'here were pleas-
ant people all about him, but though very
nest, they were practicady very far away
from him. The trnth was, Mr. Royal
Yardstickie liad never learned that “‘there
are pleasant people everywhere—if you are
only pleasant ycarself.” #"
Thinking there might be somathing to be
seon in the little village where he had land-
ed the night before, he started out to find
the port, or, as it was commonly called,
“the Holl.” There were two ways in
which he might reach the Holl. There was
the foot-path along the bluff, through the
lichthouse yard, and then along the inner
beach and fo lowing the line of the curving
cape till it ended in the little village. This
was the longest and most popular route, be-
cause of the sca view to the south till the
light was reached, then the pleasant view
of the sheltered bay, with its fleet of fishing
boats, and the picturesque steamboat land-
ing, and the irregular row of low white
hous:s. The woods that covercd -the cape
back of the hotel formed a green wall or
hedge cutting off the view of the Holl, and
the shore path was the most desirable, as it
avoided the sandy road that made the
shorter and more direct route between the
hotel and the landing. The settlements on
the bluff were comparatively new, and a
road had been cut through the woods con-
necting the village and the hotel. Mr.
Royal Yardstickie took the road through
the woods, though the roadway was soft
with sand and dusty from passing teams.
As the young man came out on the north
side of the woods and in view of the port,
hie saw a large schooner yacht at anchor in
the little harbor.
“There’s one man knows how to enjoy
life. No bethers or worries abont money.
You just sail away and let the world take
cave of itself. - I wonder who it can be ?”

W ,

He walked slowly on l.hrouéh the single
villuge street, past the singular one-story
houses with-long roofs sioping down close
1o the ground ut the back, pust the village
store and postoffice, to the old wooden pier
thay extended far out over the shallow
water. Seeing a number of peopic ut the
end of the wharf, he sauntercd down to find
on&wh,wwughg on. To his surpriee
and pleasure, b “tbouchc he saw someone

o8 3 |

and in sucha

oal : :
gc.:nt back to the stile, and then, see-:

g Fio tho aptl

| whaef, and nimbly

Mr: Royal Yardstickie saw a
at, but

had taken a seat at th‘oﬁ;‘hrn.ol the boat,

*‘Shoye off, Captain.. Let's go aboard.
Oh, excuse me. t. Jolmson, my friend
Mr. Yardstickie of New York. Capt. John-
‘son is my skipper, and & man that it will
pay you to know.” : 3

Lr. Royal Yardstickie was for an instant
surprised, but r@cover? ‘his self-pussession
n:?rbowed to the blond giant who sat before
them, oar 1 hand, : :

“Moruing, sir. Glad to meet you. Come
down: -in the boat lust night, didn’t ye?
Thought I'd seen you before. Guess it was
at the landing last night.”

Wish this he bent -his immense strength
to the oars, and the little bost seemed to
surge suddenly through the water.

“Eusy, Captain. Don’t perform yeur
great steambont act just new. We are not
spearing sharks to-day.”

The young man st once began to paddle
as quietly as could be desired, and kept
loo:;u‘ aheud, as if to find the way to the

acht,
o “Dare say the brute is vexed about
. . Well, it does not concern

This Mr. Royal Yardstickie said to him-
self, talking absently meanwhile with the
young owner of the yacht on things indiffer-
ent. Presently the boat reached the yacht,
and by the help of a sailor on deck the two
friends scrambled aboard.

“Come below, Royal.
he at lunch.”

Mr. Manning led the way to the cabin,
and there they found a merr{ party at the
little table that circled the big mast that
came through the deck.

‘“‘Hete we are again and I've brought
company. Let me present my friend,
Royal Yardstickie. Mr. and Mrs. Van
Cliff, Mr. Boylawn, Miss Boylston, and
Miss Johnson.’

The young man bowed to each in turn.
Mr. and Mrs. Van Cliff seemed to be mid-
dle-aged people, well-to-do in the world.
Mr. Boylston seemed a young professional
man, and his sister was a charming girl
about 19. Miss Johnson was Mai, the
brunette he had met at the stile, and the
lighthouse keeper’s daughter. They all
received him cordially as theguest of the
owner of the yacht, for they also were his
guests. Mai Johnson received him with
ﬁrwions dignity, and gave not the slightest

int that she had ever seen him before,

Conversation fell into sundry naautical
channels, and then after a little they went
on deck und sat in comfortable ease as if
all were quito at home. Through the cou-
versation the young man began to wonder
why it was this beautiful girl, daughter,
as he guessed, of the lighthouse keeper,
should be on this yacht and apparently one
of its most honored guests. Could it be

ossible she was engaged to Mr. Manning ?

e would be a lucky man indeed if it were
true ; and yet this Mizs Boylston seemed to
be in some vague manner the mistress of
the boat. Both Mrs. Van Cliff and Miss
Boylston treated Miss Johnson with mark-
ed attention, and even affection, as if they
had known and loved her for a long time.

The time flew so pleasantly that they
hardly noticed the westering sun till the
lkip}mr came aft and said :

“‘Guess we'll have to up anchor if we
we want to get out before the tide falls.”

“All right, Captain. Have a man ready
with the boat to take Miss Johnson
ashore.”

Then, turning to Mr. Yardstickie, Mr.
Mauning added, ““Sorry we can’t take you
with us this trip. We are going to run up
to Pro~idence, and then shall come back;
and if you are here I should like you to
spend a few days with us.”

Royal Yarkstickie was profuse in his
thanks, and said he should await the return
of the party with pleasure,

‘‘Here’s Capt. Glass coming in. I'll hail
him, and mebby he'll put Mr. Yardstickie
and Mai ashore.”

A fishing boat was beating up the chan-
nel, and would on the next tack cross under
the yacht's stern. The skipper hailed i,
and with ready good nature the boatman
ran up alongside, and a suilor stepped on
the boat'sdeck and had the boat fast in & mo-
ment. There were pleasant hand-shakings
and partings, and then Royal Yardstickie
found himself in a boat, flying over the
water under the care of a venerable fisher-
man, and Miss Mai Johnson at hisside. He
called it **his luck.”

It was something else—perhaps a test put
upon him to see what manner of man he
n.ight, be. *‘

The sun Was sinking behind the sombre
wood as they sauntered along the beach to-
wards the lighthouse and waiched the sails
of the yacht as they turned from gray to
pink and from pink to gold as it droped
down on the ‘“ide towards the murmuring
bouy rocking idly in the purple sea. The
young man determined to remove any un-
pleasant impression that might hnger on
the young girl’s mind, and, now that they
were properly introduced and he was walk-
ing with her towards her home, he exerted
himself to be as agreeable as possible. He
succeeded fairly well, for he had a fund of

lensant talk and agreeable manners, and
Mai Johnson had not seen much of the
world. She had never been away from Holl
but once, and then only to Providence for
a day. All she had seen of life lay in the
village and in ome or two families among
the summer visitors at the hotel. Among
those were the Van Clifis and the Boylstouns,
whom she had just left on the yacht. She
bhad attended in her youth the village
school, and in the abundant leisure of the
lighthouse she had read a great deal, so that:
she was practically as well educated as the
majority of girls of her age living in retired
communities. She was naturally bright
and observing, theugh, like all people who
live-b({ the sea,she was rather silent and ro-
served.

Royal Yarkstickie found her charm-
ing, more so than he had thought anv
one could be who lived in such retirement;
and the walk ended for him much too soon
at the door of the little house behiu
Hedgeience Light,

Mai paused a moment, standing on the
blue door-stene, and ing far out on the
darkening sea, ag if looking for the vacht.
Stie made an enchanting picture in the haif
light, with the quaint white tower and
homely house for a background, and there
came to the heart of Royal Yardstickie a
wish to Lave and to be always near this
lovely girl jﬂlt entering upon a- charming.
womanhood. - That it might not be he.dis
not care. The selfish wish was all that he

arded. : :
% ast at téut anoment there came a faint

W moan, distant, strange, awesome. It
seemed like the of a dead voice on
the i half

The ladies must

man ia the no. attention to |
him Uil hmm' ded the ladder  and L

$4JACK MANNIKG, THIS IS A SURPRISE.”
- In spite of himself, Royal Yardstickie
felt a certain vague fear in his heart as he
followed the bluff-path in the gloaming. In
some curious fashion that he conld not ex-
plain, he felt glad to reach the lighted
jazza of the hotel and to escape from the
!:mclineu and darkness of tho shore,

A man would be justified in suicide if
he were obliged to hear that thing moaning
in his ears all night. There’s one consola-
tion in staying in this dismal hole; I've
obtained an introduction to the local belle,
and while that brute of a brother keeps
away I shall do very well.” _

This to himself in the seclusion of his
room as he dressed for dinner. His day
h d not been wholly without amusement,
#nd after dinner be hessime more agreeuble,
and, just as happens in small sumwer
hotels, he found mno difficulty in making
an acquaintance or two among the men in
the bar-room. This he hoped would lead
in time to something that might prove
amusing.

The steamboat that mght brought guite
a large party to Wilsun’s Hell and the Little
hotel began to fiil up. Among the new ar-
rivals were one or two, while they did not
personally know Mr. Royal Yardstickie, at
least knew something about him. By
noon the next day the piazza gossips had it
all.

“Just as I told you, my dear.”

“Told me what ?”

“Why, about this ycung man. He's
gone over to the lighthouse now. They do
say that he is the adopted gon of Judge
Gearing.”

“Why, the judge, you said, was only re-
cent,‘lz married.”

“Well, if he is not adopted he may _be,
and meanwhile he is treated as a son. You
see, Judge Gearing married the young
man’s mother-—a Mrs. Yardstickie—while
the young man was abroad, studying medi-
cine or something. So he will come in for
a share of the Judge’s property.”

“J thought you said the judge was a
widower.”

“Yes; so I am toid. He married when
very young, and his wife died abroad, or at
sea, or somewhere. At any rate, he is now
married to this young man’s mother, and of
course will make him his heir. He is to be

resented to us after dinner by the Saun-

ers, who say they know him.”

“My Clara thinks he’s very handsome
and distinguished-looking.” :

“Well, I don’t know. Milly is w

oung ; but if the young man is in the
judge’s family he must be a very nice sort
of person. He may have been a little wild
in Paris, though of course he has got over
anything like that by this time :

n the bright sunshine and pleasant
weather of the next day the young man
quite forgot the unpleasant thoughts of the
night before. Having nothing whatever to
do, and not caring to read, for he did not
know how to read, he decided to takea
listle walk. It need not be su d he
did not know his letters. He could read a
newspaper with ease, particularly journals
resembiing Puck of New York or even some
French newspapers of a certain kind. For
all that, it conld not be truthfully said
that he knew how to read. His mother
and a few others fondly cherished a notion
that he was a student.  This, too, like his
reading, was open to qualification. How-
ever, this is an aside.

He was sure that Miss Johnson had in-
vited him to call. That was, in his opinion
only a formality that she must have in-
tended, but overlooked. There was noth-
ing better to do. He would visit the light
again. As he came near the white fence he
saw Miss Johnson at work in the little
garden beside the house. -

“I’m in luck again,” heremarked to him-
self, as he reached the big yellow boulder
at the stile. g

“Good morning, Miss Johnson.”

She looked up to see who spoke and
said : .

“Fine day for blue-fishing. I suppose
you will go out with some of the boats *”

“Well, no; hadn’t ‘thought of ir. TIs it
the thing to do ¥’

“All the gentlcmen at the hotel go. Any
of the fishermen will take you for half the
catch.”

She had not asked him to enter the gar-
den, and when, without waitirg for an in-
vitation, e mounted the s'ile and came to-
wards her, he said to hims:f :

“Suc’s irying to be coy. It only meaus,
‘Come in.”” :

Whatever she meant, she paid no further
attention to him till he was close by her
side ; and when he again spoke she stood
up and bhegan to take off the old gloves she
had evidently worn for the work in the
garden, as if intending to go into the
house.

*I enjoyed our walk so much last night,
Miss Johnson, and it is so desperately
lonely at the hotel—you see, I den’t know
a soul there—that I ventured to call on you
again and renew the acquaintance so
pleasantly hegun.”

She could not in polifeness resist any
longer, and said, with u faint smile:

““There is little that would interest you
here; sir We are very quiet folks. Hedge-
fence Light is not exactly an inspiring
phoo.”

*‘Oh, yes, it is. I like it immensely. You
bave such a wide view of the sea and the
surf dashing on the rocks all day just at
your parlor window, as you might say.
I’s all very interesting, I'assure you. It
must be grand in stormns.”

The girl m#de no reply, and fnrned and
looked out over the water with a pecu-
liar grave and far-away look in her eyes.

“The sea is always sad——to those who
know it best.”

“Come! you're L trifle Jow-spirited
owing to your brothers absence cn the
yacht. Wihy not take a little walk along
the beach aud let me cheer you np?”

(Z'0 be Consénueéd. )
ONTARIO

BUSINESS COLLEGE

' BELLEVILLE, ONT,

other Narcotic

Castoria.

“Castoria is 2 czcellent medicine for ch!l-
dren. Mothers havo reneatedly told me of ils
good effect upon their children."

Dr. G. 0. Osgoob,
Lowell, Mass.

 Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. I hope the day is rot
far distant when mothers will consider thereal
interest of their children, and use Cas‘ivia. in-
stead of the variousquack nestrums wiich are
destroying their loved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup and other hurtful
agents down their throats, thereby seacing
them to premature graves.”
Dr. J. F. K1NcHELCE,
Conway, Ar

Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains neither Opiunm, Morphino nop
pubstance. It is & harmless substitute
for Paregorie, Drops, Soothing Syrups, and Castor Oil,
It is Pleasant. Its guaranteo is tlirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoriadestroys Worms and allays
feverishness, Castoria provents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrheea and Wind Colie.
teething troubles, cures constipation and flatulency.
Castoria assinmiilates the food, rcgulates tho stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sicep. Case
toria is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend,

Castoria relievesg

Castoria.

“ Castoria i3 so well adapted ta children thas
I recommend il aS8uLpesiur ALY prescriptiva
kuown to me."
H. A, ArcrEr, M. D,,
111 So. Oxford St., Brookiyn, N. Y,

* Our physicians in the children's depart-
ment have spoken highly of their experi-
ence in their outside practice with Castoria,
and clthouzh we otly have among our
medical supplies whzt is known as regular
products, yet we are free to confess that the
meriis of Castoria has won us to look with
favor upon it.”

Uxites HosprraL AxD Dispensary,
Du:-wn, :L’L;f_
Arrex C. Suure, Dlres.,

The Centanr Company, T1 Mizrray Street, Now York City,

EATHERBONE

Corsets are now recognized
to be the Standard Corset

of Canada.

Satisfaction guaranteed or
money refunded.

ASK YOUR DRY GOODS DEALER FOR THEM.

ADVERTISE in the WARDER

The largest Circulation of anvy Paper in th$
Midland District.

Fragrant -
TOILET WATERS

Perfumes

AND SACHETS

AT

Gregory's Hrug Hiors

Corner Kent and William Streets,

Sept. 25th, 1892.—1889.ly.

E. WOODS' Stove Emporing:

—BEST—

PORTLAND CEMENT.

F IR OGS EX
$2.90 per barrel.

B, WOODS.

PO

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON. NUGENT. & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Cabinet Makers.
o Mudsumlhok. No trouble to show it.
~ . ANDERSON. NUGENT & CO.

g
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