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DEAD RECKONING.

ChiA:TER XL

Na ene spoke for a moment or two
after Margery bad blurted out her

news. Sen for the second time Kar- |

oveky said: “ There is still opne way
of exmpe opes %0 you.” +
" *“ And that is?'— said Gerald again.
“* For me to personate you."

0 monsieur]” cried Clara, a flash
of hope leaping suddenly into her eyes.

** Kayovske, are you mad "

* Pardon, I think not; but one can
nevar be gquite sure. Listen | These men
who are voming to arrest you are
strangera to you, or rather you are a
stranger to them; they have never set
eyes on you before. I will answer to
vour name: I will go with them, and
hefore they have time to discover their
nistake, you will be far away.”

“ And the consequences to yourself?”

“ A few hours' detention—nothing
more. Your English police know me
not.” Then he added with a shrug: "At
St. Petersburg or Berlin, mai foi, it
might be somewhat different.”

“ Karovsky, your offer is a noble one,
and the risk to yourself might be great-
er than vou seem to think. In any
case, I cannot accept it.”

“ Gerald, for my sake!"” implored his
wife.

“* As T gaid before, I am tired of this
life of perpetual hide-and-seek. Let it
end: I am ready to face the worst."”

“No, no! Would yon court a felon's
doom, you whose innocence will one day
be proved to the world "

“ Vous avez raison, madame,” said the
Russian. Then placing his hands on
Gerald’s shoulders, he said, ' Go, Brooke
my friend; hide yourself elsewhere for
a little time, and leave me to face these
blondhounds.”

Picot, who had been listening and
watching in the background, now came
boldly forward. Tt was enough for the
kind-hearted meuntebank to know that
hi= friends were in trouble. “I have
une petite chambre en haut.” he said
to Gerald. * Come with me, monsieur,
and T will hide you.”

“Yes, yes; po, dearest, with Mon-
sieur Picot,” urged his wife, her beau-
tifil eyes charged with anguished en-
treaty.

" For yomur sake, let it be
wisgh,"” answered Gerald sadly.

‘At this juncture there came a loud
knocking at some door below stairs.

“Venez, monsienr—vite, vite!” gaid
Picot.

Gerald hastily kissed his wife, grip-
ped the Russian’s hand for a moment,
and then followed the mountebanlk.

“It will pot be wise to keep our
friends waiting,” said Karovsky. Then
turning to Miss Primby: “ Madame,
will you oblige me by taking charge of
these triflées for a little while?” With
that he handed her a card-case, a pock-
et-book slzffed with papers, and a
bunch of keys.

““They will be mighty clever if they

as you

get them out of here,” muttered Miss

Primby, as the articles disappeared in
the capacious depths of some hidden
pockets.

The knocking was repeated in loud-
er and more imperative terms than be-
fore.

“I,et the door be opened,” =aid IKar-

ovsky to Margery; then he addressed b

a few words hurriedly in a low tone
to Mijrs. Brooke. g

The door at the foot of the stairs,
which Margery in her alarm had taken
the precaution to fasten, had apparent-
ly been originally put there with the
view of more effectually separating the
upper part of the house from the low-
er, probably at a time when the do-
micile was divided between two fam-
illes. This deor Margery now unbolt-
ed without a word ; and without a word
after flashing a bull's-eye in her face,
a sergeant of police and two men push-
ed past ber and tramped heavily up-
gLairs.

“*Mr. Gerald Brooke, commonly
known by the name of Stewart " said
the sergeant interrogatively as he ad-
vanced into the room, while his two
men took up positions close to the
door.

The Russian turned—he had been in
the act of lightning a cigarette at the
fireplace. ** Who are you, sir, and by
what right do you intrude into this
apartment " he demanded haughtily.

The sergeant went a step or two
nearer :mﬁ laving a hand on his shoul-
der, said: “Gerald Brooke, you are
c d on a warrant with the wilful
murden of the Baron Oito von Rosen-
berg on the 28th of June last at Beau-
lieu, near King's Harolid, and you will
have to consider yoursell: as my pris-
ﬂnl!"-r-”

The Russian dropped his cigaretle.
“There is some strange mistake,"” he
said. " I never either saw or spoke to
the Baron von Rosenberg on the 28th
of last June."”

“All right, sir; youcan explain about
that somewhere alse; but I should ad-
vise vyou to say as little as possibla
just pow."

One of the men bhad advanced into the
room, and now drew the officer's alten-
tion, "1 say, sergeant,” he whispered,
*the gent don’'t seem {o answer mmch
to the printed description, does he I

“* Idiot 1" whispered back the other;
*as il a man couldn’t dve his hair and
mak4 his beard and moustache grow
any saape he liked ! Besides, we knew
heiur-h.'ind that he was disguised, and
this is the room wherea we were told
wa should lind him.”

When the sergednt turned again,
Clara was slanding before Karovaky,
with 2 hand resting on each of his
shoulders.

“"Yo£ mee,” whispared the sergeant
to his sebordinate. ** We were told his
wife was living here with him, as well
as an skierly lady-—the aunt. He's the
gent we want, and no mistake.”

“1 shall omly be awmay for a little

while, cara mia,” said Karovsky, as he
drew Clara to him. For a moment
heir head rested inst his shoulder,
}11:;3 his lips lightly touched her fore-
She turmed from him, and sinking
on a couch, buried her face in her
hands. : :
Karovsky drew himself up to his full
height. ** Now, &ir, 1 am at your ser-
vice,"” he maid to the eant.
A moment later and three wo-
men were left alone. _
“They be clever uns, they bel"” said
Margery with a chuckle as the sound

‘“ How noble, how magnanimous of |

Monsieur Karovsky !” exclaimed Miss
Primby. ** I shall mever think ill of
the Russians again.”

“ Now, is the opportunity for Gerald
to get away,” said Clara. " The police
may discover their mistake at any mo-
ment.” Her hand was on the door, when
suddenly there was a sound which
caused all three to start and stare at
éachh other with eyes full of terror. It
was the sound of unfamiliar footsteps
ascending the stairs. Mrs. Brooke
shrank back as the door opened and
George Crofton entered the room.
“Youl!"” she gasped.

*“ BEven so0,” he answered as he glanc-
ed round the room. ‘it is long since
we met last.”

““NoL since the day you crushed my
husband’s portrait under your heel.”

““As | have mow crushed your hus-
band himself.”

“What do you mean?"

“Clara Ercoke, the hour of my re-

“A la bonne heure, monsieur,” Tre-
sponded the mountebank airily. Then
perceiving a corner of a bandkerchief
protrud from his pocket, be drew 1t
forth, tearing & DArrow SLrip off
it, he proceeded to firmly bind the oth-
er's wrists; then making a bandage of
the remainder, he covered his moulh
with it and tied it in a double knot at
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'ed to light a cigarette. Of Crofton, sit- | . ]
Ving there bound and gagged, he took | against my will I demanded Steph,with |

of Lhe Tetreating footsteps died away. ' i+

the back of his neck. “Ah, ba! that
| do the trick,” he laughed. * How found
' you yourself ¥ Very comfortable—hein?#”

Margery, who had watched the oper-
ation with great glee, now gave back
the revolver and retired to the inmer
room. Picot sat down a little way from
his prisoner, but for the present took
no further notice of him. e bad heard
a fooistep on the stairs a minute or
two previously, and rightly judged it
arald already gone.

From the first day of taking up
their abode al No. b Pymm’'s Buildings,
Clara and her husband bhad prepared
themselves for an emergency like the
resent one. They were always ready
or immediate flight, and had arrang-
ed the means for communication in
case of an enforced separation.

At the end of a few minutes Marﬁarﬁ
returned carrying a folded paper,whic
she gave to Picot, at the same time
whispering a few hurried words in his
ear. The mountebank nodded and smil-
ed and kissed the tips of his fingers,

Then the girl went back and the twdigu say is

men were left alone. [But presently
both of them heard the footsteps of
more persons than one descending the
stairs. Picot listened intently till the
sound had died away, and then proceed-

nol the slightest apparent notice. i
‘A gquarter of an hour passed thus, !

‘and with the exception of a footfall |

venge has struck. You slighted me once, |

but now my turn has come. It was
was lracked to this place.
who gave information
Never could there be a
venge than mine.”

“LCan such wickedness exist unsmit-
ten by Heaven |"

After that first glance round, he had
never taken his eyes from Clara’'s
blanched face. He spoke with a vene-
mous intensity which lent to every
waord an added sting. :

“Don't I just wish I was a mun, in-
stead of a greatl hulking goud-for-noth-
ing girl!” muttered DMargery, half to
Miss Primby and half to herself, as she
defiantly rolled up the sleeves of her
cotton gown.

_ For a little space, the two stood gaz-
ing at each othar in silence.

Clara’s heart beat painfully, but her

pyes blazed inlo his full of scorn and
defiance. Then she said: ""Geuvrge Crof-
ton, believe me ar not, but my husband
12 as innocent of the crime laid to his
charge as 1 an. 1i is8 not he who is
a murderer, but you who are one after
this night's work—in heart, if not in
deed.”
A sneering laugh broke from his
lips. "1 was quite prepared [to hear
that rimarole,” he_suaid. ** It was only
to be expected that you should swear
to his innccence. It is possible you
may believe in it—wives will believe
anything.”

Bul Clara’s ears, of late, ever on the
alert, had heard a ceriain sound. With
a low cry she sprang to the door; but
before she could reach it, it was open-
ed from without, and Gerald, accom-
p?,;llt!r.l by Picot, appeared on the thresh-
old.

Crofion fell back as if he had seen
a face from the tomb. * By what fi-
end’s trick have I been fooled!" he
eried.

" There stands the villain who be-
trayed you,” exclaimed Lhe young wife,
pointing to Crofton with outstretched
finger.

“Hel My cousin! Impossible.”

“It may not be too late yet,” ex-
claimed Crofton as he sprang to one of
the windows and tore aside the curtain.
Bul next instant, with a bound like
that of a tiger, Picot had flung himself
on him and had gripped his neck as
in a vice with both his sinewy hands.
The other was no match in point of
strength for the mountebank ; and be-
fore he kmew what had happened he
found himself on his back on the f[loor,
half choked with Picot kneeling on his
chest and regarding him with a sar-
donic grin. :

Clara, with maiural impulse, had
clung to her husband’'s arm.  Miss
Frimby and Margery were too startled
to utter a word.

Picot’s hand went to some inner pock-
el and drew from it a small revolver;
then rising to his feet, he said to Croi-
ton: “* Ovliga me by standing up, mon-
sieur, and by taking a seal n that
chair, or in one leetle minute you are
a dead man.”

Croiton, with a smile like that of
some half<owed wild animal, did as
he was bidden,

Gerald stepped quickly forward an:
laid a hand on Picot's arm. * W hai
wolld you do?" he asked.

- " Shoot him like the dog Le is, if he
move but one finger. If he move not,
—tie him: up—gag him—and leave hin
here till you, monsieur, have time to
geot away.”

Then addressing himself to Margery,
but without taking his eyves for an in-
stant off Crofton, he said: " My good
Margot, in my room up-stairs you will
find one piece of repe. Bring him here
Depechez-vous—quick.”

Margery needed no second bidding.

Then the k:ountebank said to Ger-
ald: " You muust not stop here any
longer, monsicur ; the police may come
batk at any moment.”

“ Yes—come, come,” urged Clara.
““Another minute and jt may be too
late.”

“George, I did not deserve this at
your hands,"” said Gerald with grave
sadness to his cousin. The only ans-
war was a srowl and an execration mul-
tered between his teeth.

Gerald, his wife and Miss Primby re-
tired ‘into the farther room and closed
the folding-doors. Margery was back by
this time, carrying a small coil of rope.

“*Good child,—Now hold this so,” said
Picot, as he placed the revolver in Mar-
gery’s hand, and stationed her about
a couple of yards from Crofion. * If
you see that man stir from his chair,
press your finger against this leetle
thing, and—pouf—he will never stir
agiin. Hold him steady—so. You have
no fear—hein 1"

W h:;,I;.r* vﬂu'l;:i:ednﬂt.“ laughed Mar-
gery. M It wou O me d to shoo
the likes o' him.™ . pook

With a dexterity that seemed as if
it might have been derived from lo
practice, Picot now proceeded to bin
Crofton securely in his chair.

* You scoundrel ! you shall suffer for
tthiati.; muttered the latter between his
eeth.

to the police.
sweeler re-

a
e

e o o

now and then in the court below no
sound broke the silence. At the end

_ ! . 'of that time, Picot's cigarette being fin-'
through my efforts that }ﬂurl ém,i.l.ﬂn% | ished, he rose, push

_ back his chair, |
clapped his hat on his head, and after |
a last examination of his prisoner’s |
bonds, he magched out of the room'
without a word, and so down stairs and
out of the house, first shutting behind
him the deor which divided the upper
rooms from the ground fioor, [

Left alone, George Crofton began at
once to struggle desperately  to free
himself, but all to no purpose. After a !
little time, however, he discovered that |
the chair in which he was bound moved |
on casters, and this discovery put an'
idea into his head such as would not
have entered !t under other circum-
stances. /The rcom was lighlied by a
lamp on a low table, and to this table
he mansged by degirees to slide his
chair. along the floor. Then setting his
teeth hard, and stretching his arms to
the fullesf extent his bonds would al- -
low of his doing. he held his wrists
ovor the flame of the lamp, and kept
them there unflinchingly till the out-
ermost coil of the ligat ire which bound
them was burnt through. When once
his hands were al liberly, very few min-
uites sufficed to make him a free man. |

* My revenge is vel to come, Ger-
ald Brooke,” he said aloud as he paused
at the door and took a last glance |
round. “ It is but delaved for a little ;
while, and every day’'s delay will serve '
but to make it sweeter at the last.”

CHAPTER XII.

_We are back once more at Linden |
Villa. . :
cloek bas just struck nine. George Crof- |

edly into the fire, seeing pictures in |
the glowing embers which are anvthing
but pleasant ones, if one may judge b

the lowering expression of his faco. He |
looks haggard and careworn, and is no
longer so0 fastidious with regard to his

personal appearanve as he used (o be. |

Dissipation has set its unmistakable’
seal upon him : Lhe has the awr of a man
who is going slowly bul surely down-
hill. i

His wile is amusing herself somewhatl
listlessly at the piino. There is a!
slightly worn look about her eves, and
the line of her lips looks thinner and |
more hard set than it is wont to do. |
Married life had not brought Stephanie |
Lthe happiness, or even the content, she
had leoked forward to. The awuakening |
had come soon, and had not been a |
pleasant one. Wol long had it talken her |
to discover Lthat she had mated herseif |
with an inveteriate gambler, if not with i
something worse. =o long as plump |
young pigeons were to be had for the
plucking, matiers had goune on swim-
minglyat Linden Villa. There had bheen |
no lack of money, and Siephanie had
never cared to inquire (oo curiously
hoav' it had been. come by. But after
a time Crefton’s wonderful luck at'!
cards began 1o be commented upon;
neople began to he shy of plaving at the
sdme table with hun; pigeons were
warned to avoid him; and when, one
unfortunate evening., he was detected |
cheating at the club, and unmasked by
A member cleverer in that particular |
line than himself, his career in that |
sphere of life came to an end f-:-rmn-r.i
Ttut his ambition had not been satis-
fied with the comparatively small gains |
of the card-table; he had bet heavily |
on Lhe St. Leger and other ruces, and |
had been unicriunate in all. So far
he had Gieen able to meel his racing 1ia-
bilities, but the doing so had exhousted |
the whole of his avaoilable resources,
und matters at Linden Villa had now
come (o a paes that mught almost be
termed desperate.

Slephanie brought her roulades Lo an |
end with a grand crash; then turning
half round she said in her clear metallic
tones: " Have you anything to talk
about, mon ange ? Have you nothing to
say tome 7" Her hushband’s back was to-
wards her, as he sat brooding sullenly
in front of the fire. =it is not often
that you stay at home of an evening,
and when you do—chut! I might am
well be alone.”

He shrugged his shoulders. ** What
would you have me talk about? Our
ilebts--our difficulties—our ""——

"“Why not " she broke in quickly. “If
you lalked about them a little often-
er, it might be all the better. You seem
neither to know nor care anything
about them. You are out from morn-
ing till night. It is I who have to pro-
mise, to cajole, to lie, first to one per-
son and then to another who come
here demanding money when I have
none to give tham.- Oh, it i a charm-
ing life—mine! N'im e. It will end
itself in a little while.”

*“* What do )l';:ru mean ! What new trick
are vou batching now " he demanded.

“It is mothing new—it has been in
my head for a long time. Shall I tell

you what it is? Why not ' The fin-
gers of one hand were still resting on
the piano. Fhe struck a note or two
carelessly, and then went on speaking
as quietly as though she weire mention-

P wiks imeredulous.

| certaim that yow would win’
am relerrime to now has |

{tha 2Tih of next

f will start

ing some trifling detail of every day |

T

life. *“One evening, cheri, when you
comeé home you will not find me; I
shall be gone. This life suits me no
longer. 1 will change it all. I will

2k to the life 1 used to love so well.
1 have had a letter. Signor Ventelli is
at Brussels; he prays to me to return
to him. I » You and I, my
friend can no lo live together. It
will be better for both that we should
part.” Again her fingers siruck a note
or two varelessly.

Crofton was roused at last. He start-
ed to his feet with an imprecation and

faced his wife. " What confounded stuff
and nonsense you are talking, Steph,”

he exclaimed. ** As if I believed a word

“ Do I ever say that I will do a thing
when I do hnot intend doing it?" she
quietly asked. In his own mind he was
obliged to confess that she did not. "“Wae
have made a mistake, yon and 1, and
have found it out in time,"” she resum-

of it]”

yed. " We can be friends, always friends

—why not? But you will go your way
and 1 minpe; that is all.”

The cold indifference of her tone and
manner stung him to the quick. Evi-
dently she was minded to cast him off
as carelessly as she would an old glove.
The sullen fire ia his heart blazed up
in a moment. He loved this woman af-
ter a fashion of his own, and was in
nowise inclined to let her go. *“What
utier nonsense. I would
ve you remember that you are my

wife, and that I can claim you as such |

anywhere and everyvwhere.”

“And do you imagine that if Lwere
twenty times a wife I should allow you
or any other man to claim me as such

a contemptuous Tlaugh. Tza! tzal m
friend, you talk like a child.” i

They were standing face to face, and
for a few moments they stared at each
other without speaking; but the clear
resolute light that shone out of Steph''s
eyes cowed, for a time at least, the fit-
ful, dangeroux gleam flickering redly
in her husband’s bloodshot orbs, as
though it were a reflection from some
Tophet below.

George Crofton turned away, and
crossing Lo the sideboard, poured him-
self out a quantity of brandy. “You
would be a fool, Steph, to leave me
as you talk of doing, were it only for one
thing,” he said dryly. He seemed to
have quite recovered his equanimity,
and was choosing a cigar as he spoke.

“If it pleases me to be a fool, why
not "

“Hus it ever veecurred to you that any
morning the newspapers may iell us
that my rvousin, Gerald. Brooke, has
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PASTORS PRAY FOR TREIL

INTERESTING SIGHTS ATOUR GREAT
FISHING PORT.

g

Scenes From the Seaport of Lunenbarg —
Lifeinthe Nova Scotia Town —Fisherzen
and Thelr BEusiness,

Lunenburg, the greatest fishing port
in Nova Scotia, is stagnant out of sea-
son, writes a correspondent. From
April to October, save for a little bus-
tle about the docks, caused by the West
India trade, there is little teo relieve
ber somnpolency ; but just now she is
intense, with fierce energy, and the din
and bustle of commerce fills her streets.
There are over a hundred rakish, clip-
per built fishing schooners lying in her
harbour, that by the first of Aprid
will be off to the Grand Banks, Bay
Chaleur and Labrador, and this means
that there are over a hundred captaina
hurrying about drumming up crews of
seventeen men each seeking a caplain
and a berth; over a hundred vessels to
be fitted out with beef, flour, pork,
sugar, salt, bait and other necessaries,
Just now the captains are in full pur-
guit of their men. ‘I'o the ovens, the
Blue rocks, the Black rocks, the Back
harbour, Newtown and out among the
fine farms in the back country they
go, seeking recruits. Of course the cap-
tains mopt famed for big catches get
the best men, which explains why some
vessels make better voyages thanoth-
ers. All rendezvous in the harbour as
the day of departure approaches, about
April 1, forming a pretty spectacle.

A JOINT-STOCK BUSINESS.

The Sunday before sailing special ser-
vices are held in the churches and their
pastors pray for a good catech and for
health and safety. Then, on the first
of April usually, they spread their
white wings and put to sea, leaving
their wives widows and their children

orphans for the time being. Tach ves

sel carries seventieen souls, masier, thir-
teen trawl-men, two boys and a cook

been captured? Ivery day, that is tha': The crew et half the proceeds of the

first news I lodx for.”

] - | . 1= = 5 r ] ® ..
Ah, bah! youw mock yourself. Your | ter, in addition, has a 4

cousin will never be arrested now: he
has got safe away to some foreign coun-
try long ago.’

“You nuve no ground for saying that.
Any howr may' bring the tidings of his

capture, and then——— But you know P&Y out

B
a

catch and the vessel half. But the mas-
per cent. com-
mission. The boys and cook are paid
wages. ‘The smen do not receive half
the proceeds, however, as they must
of their share half the cost

already wiit the result of his convie-!of ice and bait, about $600 a voyage,

tion would be' to you and me,
ley Towers and six thousand a year—
noething less.”

Beech- | the cook's wages, and half the boy’s,

with half the captain’s commission and

“You deceive Wourself,” resumed |hall the cost of curing the catch and
Steph. “You are waiting for what will | freighting it to market. The vessel
never happen. Nine months have! gwners furnish ship and provisions,

passed since Lhe murder, and the crime
15 half lorgotten. You let Gerald

£

half the ice and bait, pay half the cap-

Drooie slip Lhrough your fingers once; ' tain’s commission, and half the cost of
but you will wmever have the chance of ! curing and freighting. The vessels are

doing so again—lel us come back to

: : realities, to the things we can toueh. :
It is a March evening, and the | Dreams never had any charms for me.” ! the villagers and farmers, so that every-

owned mostly by shareholders among

: : : _ He went back to the firepluce witht body is interested in the industry and
ton is smokin ga cigwr, and gazing {ix- | his cigar, and tool up a position on! benefited by it. ]

the bearih-rug. *“Au you say—Ilet us

| stick to realities; il may {mr]mlm be
. the wisest,'” he went on. “\

"hat, then,

FIEH BY THIEE SHIP LOAD.
By september 15, if all goes well, the

would you think, what would you say, | vessals begin returning, and by October
if 1 were tol tell you as a fact that in ' 1 are mostiy in port with the eatch. If

w In possession of  ten
pounds ¢’

less than six weeks from to-day I shall | they have made a good voyage they
Chousand | hoist their flag, fire swivels and come

in in grand style, the people greeting

“l rhoudd think and say that it was | them as the Roman populace did re-
not l‘ilUL. bult a 111"":3-'“]. L—14 h&t dn 'Ilul‘ﬂ'l.llg '\'i{.‘“]‘-l‘."ﬁ; I.I'HL ][ trlll!rﬂ ]I.-':I--H hf."l"ﬂ

tyow call it ?—a Will-o/'-the-wisp.”

“And yet it is not a dreatu, hut a
sober solikt fact, as a very short time
will prove.”

you would win two thousand pounds
at Doneaster, whereas you contrived to
lose five hundred. You were just as

“What 1
nothing to do with horseracing,” he
broze im impatiently.—"Listen!” he
added ; and with that he

C himself astride a chair and contronted

her, resting his arms on the buck of it
and puffing ocensionally at his cigar
a3 he talked, *Jiam abtoul to tell yon
something which it was my intention

| nol to have spoken about Lill later on;

but 1t matters little whether yvou are
told now or o month hence,” He mova
ed his chair mearer to her, and when he
next spoke 1l was in a lower voive:

V' The youmg fark of Leaminton, who isg

enorigoewsiy rich, 18 to be married on
mrenth, On the l4th
of April ons of the partners in a cer-
tain well-known Tfirmm of London jew-
eilers, accosapaneed by an assistant,
for tive Karl's seat in the

| norih carrvying with him jewelry of the

planted |

i
|
I

c boding in the village,
She raised her brows; evidently, she | and haddock are taken from the pickle

“You made sure that'

- seaffolds on short posts covered

eath or casualty on beard, as too
often happens, they set the flag at half
mast and there are sorrow and fore-
Once in the cod

in the ship's hold and spread on flakes
to dry in the sun. These flakes are
! with
rails or spruce boughs. The greal num-
ber of them on both shores and on
islands in the harbor inform the vis-
itor at once that Lunenburg is acen-
tre of the fisheries,

After the [ish are cured they are ex-

' ported, principally to the West Indies

and Brazil. Twenty-seven vessels are
engaged in this trade. They take out

‘fish, lumber and potatoes, and bring

back salt, sugar and molasses., I have
talked with the merchants who engage
in this business, They said it was on
a very satisfnctory basis at present.
The Cuban war had wholly stopped
traffic with that island and beet sugar
was Iaking the place of cane .*:ugrl'r,'m:
Lhat there was less demand for the
latter.

Porto Rico is their hest market, the
!"rnn ‘h i_.~:‘::|nr1+.-1 Goudaloupe and Mariin-
ique being mnmljpr-li;n-_r} hy I'rench fish-

Cermen who receive a subsidy from the

value of over, twenty thoygsand pounds, |

for the purpose of enabling bis lordship
to selecl certain, presents for his bride,
That tox of jewelry will never reach

its destination.

Stephanie was staring at him with |

wide Ojen eyes. “You would not—=—""
she exclaime i,.and then she paused,
“"Yes, | would, and will,” ke answered
frrends of mine have planned to make
Lthat box our own. The whole scheme
% cul. an<l dried; all the arrangements
in  connection with the joarney are
known to ws: and so carefully have oup
plans been worked out, that it is next
to impossible that we should fail.”
“And you, George Crofton,
band, have sumk to ithis—that you

i every mile Ltheir vessels sail.

Government of {en francs a quintal,
while the owners get ten centimes for
| There-
fore the Trepth fishermen ean under-
seil the Fnglish,

THIEY CARRY GOODS HOME.

They are five, clinper built vessels,

{ these fish carriers, as they are called,
cand usually make the voynge to the

' Wosi
with a sinisier smile, “I and certain |

: the winter
my hus- |

woild beroma a common robber, o thief, !

a volteur!”

His face darkened omunously, and the
gash in his lip looked as large again
as it upually did. “What would you
have 7" he asked with a snarl. " My
cursed ill-luck has drivean me to it, I
cannol starve, neither will I.”

I'or a little while neither spoke.

“I didn’t think youw would take my
news like this, Steph,” he said pres-
ently. “Think of the prize! How is
it possible for a man fixed as [ am to
resist trying to make it his ownf{ One
half comes to me because the plan is
mine, but of course | can’'t work with-
out confederates. My share will hbe
worth ten thousand at the very least ;
and then, hey presto for the New World
and a fresh start in life with a clean
glate I—What say you, Steph 1

“At present, 1 sy nothing more
than I have said already,” she answered
coldly. “I must have time to think.”

{{(To Be Continued.)

i
4

; indics, discharge eargo, re-load
with sugar, salt and molasses, and are
bask in the home port in six or seven
weeks, I was much interesied in one
of them, the May, which lay at the
do*ks nearly all last summer, re-fitting,
having had (he sticks takenout of ler
by a white squall in West Indies seas
Velore,

'he extreme pont of the peninsula,
which ferms Lhe northern shore of
Lunenburg's harbour, ends in anass
of blue, rifted jagged, upturned rocks,
against which the geainstorms dashes
with thunders that make earth trerible
and a smother of foam that clothes
t]:[p ]]];il"k TMNNEseg :FI A creamy 'l'i'tli!l'.
Right here, upon the crags, is set the
[ishing hamlet of Blue Rocks of alrut
400 souls when the men are at he e
but where in the season only women.
children and old men are to be feand,
It has been a favourite haunt of mnine
whether watching the turmoil of the
“’.’liﬁl""!‘:ﬁ on the rocks or the old men
mending their nets on a sea worn cliff
or the refitting and painting the whal-
ers in the huge chasm in the rocks they
term the inner harbour, or listenin
to tales of the sea in the little shop an
post office combined, or arrangin
the children all down the malm sliree
that I may take their pictures—thers
are action and novelty and a ph&ntas-
magoria of shifting scene that must be
experienced to be appreciated
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