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Ihe Canadian Lost,

LINDSAY, FRIDAY, NOV. £9, 1865,

SINNERS TWAIN.

By JOEN MACKIE.
fCopyrighs, 1565, by Frederick A. Btokes Como-
pany.]

Teither know nor care. Jeannette, how-
ever, says she came of good stock. But
while we are on this subject don’t mis-

Smith or Robinson, she might still be
every whit as much of a lady as she is
now—the ‘rank is but the guinea stamp, ’
after all, and is too often put on denced
fnferior metal But since you are on
this racket I may say she bears a name
that is as good as if not better than
most borne by our English aristocracy,

and you advance the speculation that |

she has a drop of good blood!”

Ho stopped abruptly and lnughed in
a silent and significant Then
he continued, as if arguing the matter
out with himself: :

“No: the race that took a score of

erations to develop hereditive traits
and patrician graces cannot have altered
go much in two or threc generations,
even although the lot of the latter has
been s hand to hand struggle with ad-
yerse circumistances in a strange, Dew
conntry and with stern surroundings. o

Then, as if conscious that he had be-
trayed a little more interest and warmth
in his treatment of the subject than
there was any occasion for, he added,
with rather a feeble langi:

«“Buat all this is unimportant, and I
don't care arap for one woman more
. than for another. Butat tl.e same time I
can’t help thinking it i- a confounded
ghame of old St. Denis to tcmpt Provi-
dence and bring disgrace upon the girl
as he is doing, knowing that she is
breaking her heart over it all the time.

ere is nothing of the money grub
about her that there is about the father;
she is good hearted, sensitive and proud,
and, by Jove, she has got the right met-
al in her too! I never saw Jamie get
such a complete taking down before,
4ot even when the late assistant com-
wmissioner snubbed him in the orderly
room for trying to bully a corporal.’

And here he broke off what for him
was an unusoally long speech and lit
his pipe. He was unpleasantly con-
gcions of the fact that his talk was be-
coming of a rather wild and personal
pature. He was also aware of the fact
that by saying he did not care for oue
woman more than for another he spoke
as if ho had been charged with so doing,
when, indeed, nobody had dreamed of
hinting at such a thing.

i1l concealed look of surprise and signifi-
cant £1lence O MNIS CUMTHUC DIVGSHo it

home to him that he had betrayed an
interest in Marie St. Denis which he
wished to avoid expressing, far less fecl

Ent there is noroval immunity grant-

ed from the promptings of the buman |

heart. Artificial surroundings and con-
ventionalities may shield us from many
wayward longings, but give the princess
an opportanity of recognizing an affini-
ty in the persom of the plebeian, ther
all the laws and philosophy of man thal
ever have been or may be brought t«

ment so mysteriously formed cannof
and never shall remove that unseen bul
potent bond that knits together twi
kindred somls. Butthere was no one go
ing to interfere between Harry Yorke
and any one whom he should chance
feel attracted by, unless, indeed, the
impediments were of his own making.
But he made a common mistake it
suppesing that Lis own particular pasi
and its experiences womnld make him
proof against all emotional promptings
in the future. His had been a natura
enough if not & common experience. He
had been brought up to better things
than his station in life would now have
indicated. He had enjoged his brief bul
bright existence as a man of fashior
and pleasure while it Bad lasted. Bul
evil days, which come to most of us,

would have saved him from rmin—mar
[luge with a rich but proud girl—h¢
ad not the courage to
himeelf and truly that had he remained
in hia former independent position bhe
would undoubtedly have asked her tc
marry him, even although =he could
ghow a sovereign for every shilling he
oould. But what other construction

eould the world Flhl: put on his con
gﬂ if he asked her to marry him, now
was pennileas, than that it waa pure

ly sordid and mercenary? And what
woulkl the girl herself think? Perhap
¢ thia time he began to regrot that

had let so many golden opportuni
ties alip, for he had really admired her.
But it waa too late; his pride waa toc
for him, and he had left England

e

. eame to him, and the only thing that |

o told |

!

est object in it were merely
ing of strange and novel experiences.
He thought be had done with the one
great experience of life. He wasnot
aware of the fact that he had deluded
himself and that he had not really loved,’
for if he had he would either ha¥e mar-
ried the heiress and spapped his fingers
at what the world might think or else
he would not have tamely snbmitted to
ititigus inevitable without mak-
inZ some endeaver to overcome it.
m%cnbtlam the dawning of the truth
awakening of a feeling

had c#used others tosuffer.
laws of retributive justice may be slow,
but they aro sure. In thedawn of & new
life that he struggled against he was
haunted by the upbraiding ghadows of
an old one.

CHAPTER VIL
A couople of days had passed, the snow
laden winds still blew fiercely, and ﬂ_:e
police party were kept close prisoners 1n
St Denis’ ranch. As for the inspectar,
he continuned to enjoy long gpells of

mental abstraction, lying on his buffalo
robe on the floor before the stove, with

his eyes fixed upon the ceiling. At long

gnderstand me; if the girl’s name were ‘ intervals, when he recognized the neces-

gity of varying this gpecies of entertain-

| ment, he would adjourn to the stable,

e

B o b

where, sticking a straw in his mouth,
he wonld keep the horses company for
half an hour at a stretch. It was a re-
deeming point in his character that he
seemed fond of animals. ‘‘A fellow feel-
ing makes us wondrous kind.'’ Surely
fature made a mistake when she gave
Jamie some semblance of a man. Had
ghe, for instance, made him a donkey—
a four legged one, of conrse—he might
have posed as her supreme masterpiece.
As for the sergeant, he seemed
strangely i1l at ease. He counld not settle
to read. The friendly little wordy spars
between his youthfal comrade and the
cheery little scout seemed to have lost
all attraction for him, and as for indulg-
ing in conversation with his superior
officer, as they had not two ideas in
common, that was not to be thought of.
The mere fuct that the officer was com-
paratively unedncated would not have
mattered in itself, but Jamie, having
by contact with his brother officers be-
come aware of his deficiencies, dreaded
to expose his ignorance more than he
counld help. Moreover, being of a jeal-
ous nature, he imagined that when an
educated man talked to him it was sim-
ply for the purpose of mystifying and
ridiculing him. His normal condition,
therefore, when with his intellectual
superiors, was like a bear with a sore
head. Jamie, however, wounld probably
nave Hlkea to go Info the other room,
and to see a little more of that interest-
ing girl whom he had honored so open-
ly by expressions of his admiration.
But having heard the cunning little
gcout whisper to the private (asif he
feared being overheard) that the dipper
gtill remained full of boiling water up-
on the stove in the mext room he lost
all interest in the girl, and came to the
conclusion that to talk to one in her po-
gition was derogatory to the dignity of
an officer of the Northwest mountad po-

lice force.
The others had sawed and cut up suffi-

| cient firewood to last the little hounse-

hold for a month and stacked it neatly

' in one of the onthouses. They had kept

But now the |

the buckets full of water, thrown down

some hay for the few head of cattle in

the corral and done other necessary
work about the place. Indeed in pure

. gallantry Dick Townley, in spite of the
. protestations and warnings of Marie St.
. Denis (whom he seemed very anxions to

favor with his attentions), would insist
on one oceasion on milking a certain
cow that the girl warned him, though
quiet enongh generally, would probably

. resent the ministrations of a stranger.

But the polite youth sconted the idea,
and taking the pailfrom her hand start-

1 in assisting to destroy the attach ed in to milk. When he picked himself

up a few seconds later in a dirty and
dazed condition from the neighborhood
of the opposite wall and wondered where
his cap and the pail had got to, he wise-
Iy concluded that it was a mistake and
beneath the dignity of a mounted po-
licemun to associate bhimself in any
shape or form with such an ungrateful
and stupid animal as a cow.

The sergeant on the afternoon of the
second day, as if he could endure his
own company no longer, had left his
comrades umusing themselves according
to their several_ ideas and betook him-
gelf to the next room. Marie St. Denis
looked np from the book she was read-
ing, and there was a quick and pleased
recognition on her face s she saw who
the visitor was, so perhaps, after all,
there was no necessity for expressing it
in words. Old Jeannet:o motioned him
a chair near the stove and told him to
git down. The thoughtful and helpful
ways of the troopers bad commended
themeolves to her, and, moreover, when
ghe coneidered that they were under the
absoluto nutherity of her pet antipathy,
the inspector, her sympathotio nature
regarded them with o great pity.

"I goo yon have ntill&l thoe {
or's ghaving water on the Etove,
nette," said the sorgeant cheorily.

“Sure, sure, " said tho old lady, *‘and
tho akunk will have it yot if he puts as
much as his nose inside the door, "

The gir] bad laid aside her book and
was looking into the stove, Her two
hands were folded on her lap in front of
her, Throngh the mica alata in the stove
the ruddy firelight gleamed and flickered
upan her characteristically beautiful
face and figure, She made a pretty pie-
ture. Then she gazed abstractedly at the
glimmering of some of old-Jeannette's
burnished culinary appliances as they
the opposite wall, but she

her visitor, He again
thoughtfully for a few minutes without
He noted the erect and beau-
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T think there aro many such places,”’
he sajd simply, ‘‘and one in particular, |
called the Grose valley, in the Bluél
mountains of New South
the aunthor took his
when he pictured Terrible , I
deed, I spent several days in it mysel
in 1888." .

«QOh, do tell us about it,” cried the
gir], her eyes lighting Op with expecta-
tion. ‘‘This is positively interesting.
Jeannette, didn't I tell you there was
snch a place and that if any one could
tell us anything about it it was Mr.
Yorke? Now, just imagine that Jean-
nette and I are a couple of big children,
and that we are dying to kmow all
about this place. Begin.™

Perhaps it was the one thing that
dhis usually reticent man most loved tc
talk about—the great works and won-
ders of nature that he had met with in
the conrse of his nomadic career. And
now he told them, in a simple, modest
way that had no suspicion of pedantry
abont it, concerning this wild, almost
subterraneous valley. As he warmed {c
his task he lost sight of his surround-
ings and described it with characteris-
tic, graphic touches that held his listen-
ers as if spellbound. They conld almost
believe they were in that faroff aus-
tral land. He pictured to them that
great jagged renton the tableland of
the Blue monntains, that seemed tc
pierce into the very bowels of the earth,
and whosoe sides went down sheer for
4,000 fect at a bound; how, viewed
from the verge of this yawning, night-
marish abyss, the white limbed giapt
eucalypti, immense tree ferns and mon-
strous fantastic old world flora, larking
in places where the sun never shone,
were hardly discernible to the naked
eve. and where, indeed, the pitiless,
aAAmMANtINe WAIIS wi roCik modae a rwi-
light even in the daytime.

‘And how that cold and crystal stream
that hurried through it, flung in the
first place from the dizzy heights of Gov-
ett’s Leap, pierced its way between cy-
clopean blocks of sandstone and through
black subterranean passages—a verita-
ble river of Styx—until it emerged into
the bright sunshine again, on tho other
and lower side of the mountain, to
form the Nepean river and help to swell
tho lordly Hawkesbury. Of sucha place
Milton or Dante might have dreamed.

But suddenly recollecting himself he
stopped short. Thoughhe had the pow-
ers of a born narrator he had no inordi-
nate opinion of himself; now he asked
himself, in a spirit of irony, if he were

nating for the lecture platform.

“Why did you not stop me?'’ hecried
almost resentfully. ““How I must have
bored yon! WhenI get wound up on
such subjects there is no holding me;
like the Saskatchewan, I go on forever.”

But the girl did not seem even to no-
tice this self deprecating speech. As
che had listened to his description the
interest mpon her face had become in-
tense: she had eat in a state of rapt at-

“Oh, do tell us about it,” cried the girl.
tention, her hands clasped before her,
resting on her knees. Then slowly she
seemed to awake from wandering in
that quaint old world valley—the deep-
est valley with perpendicular cliffs in
the known world—to the stern, snow-
bound world of the frozen north, and
the change was aremarkable one, truly.
As for Jeannette, she had sat with
wide open eyes and tingling ears, as if
she listened to some of La Salle’s ad-
ventures in the days of le bois courenrs.
Australia scemed a farther off and more
mythical country to her than that hap-
py hunting ground of the Ojibways
and the Crees. She felt a wholesome
respect for a man who conld tell of
gnch wonderful places and at the same
time hardly talk of himself at all,

“Wow, " said the girl, “‘this book has
an interest for me that it bad not be-
fore. But it is a sad book, and the mor-
al is go evident''—

She checked herself abraptly as if she
had said more than she intended to say.

“Yes," ho said musingly and withan
tnconscions, pitiless ocandor, “‘apart
from the moral conveyed, it is simply
tho history of a natural soquence obey-
ing one of nature’s just laws. It is the
fnovitable tragedy which waits u
thoso livea whose downward carcor has
begun by some apparently trifling di-
vergency from the obvious path of duty
natil passion or the sordid love of
gain has perverted the moral eyesight,
and death alonecan break the spell that
binds the infatuated vietim. Justthink
of those misgnided men being shot down
like wild animals by the troopers''—

He in his tnrn stopped abruptly.
What on earth was he talking about to
this girl? He had entirely lost sight of
the awkward parallel and personal bear-
ing that the imaginary case he had been
discussing had upon the surroundings
of this girl’s own life. Had he forgot-
ten what he was and what he was there
for? Waas it not bad enough to have un-
thinkingly put into this innocent girl's
hands a bock having such a direct per-
i parading his

oF

better principles into us podr folks™'—
But she was mistaken when she
thought she coumld jest on such a sub-
ject, for her lip had quivered, gu::l there
was a pathetic ring in her voice as ghe
brought the sentence to an abrupt close,
And now as it flashed npon him that
his conduct must have appeared in the
deliberate insult his face be-
came the picture of remorse and morti-
fication. Truly a manisa blundering
animal. But with not a little satisfac-
tion she saw the perturbaticn of mind
she bad canmsed him, and, like the troe
woman that she was, came to his aid.
““Forgive me,”’ she cried, and there
was a hint of pity for bim in her voice.
“Po you think I am Dot a better judge

of men than to suppose you guilty of
such & TMIGEY 4 BAW Iruin TOw UTSE that

yon had not dreamed of preachingat us;
it was wrong-of me to try to joke on
guch a subject. Come, let us cry guits,
though your punishment has been more
than you deserved. '’ There was a strange
.mixtore of contrition and generous
frankuness In her voice.

He counld hardly trust himself to an-
gswer her on acconnt of the unwonted
elation that he felt. The girl began 1o
ghow in & new aspect in his eyes. No
experienced coquette of the gay up to
date world could have applied the rack
and released him again more skillfully
than she had done. The very fact" that
she had caused him temporary pain
made him feel attracted by her.

Then ghe rose from her seat, put on &
dainty beaver cap, pulled on a large
looso fur coat and drew on her mitts.

He rose to go.
“Qh, no, not till I come back,'" eho

said pleasantly. ‘‘Jeannette will mako
some tea, and you must wait andl have
ncup with us. Youn see, Wo are quite
fashionable folkk here, and generally
have a cup inthe afternoon about 4
o'clock, but then we don't havo it at
dinner, like most people in the north-
west. Iam going out to get some honey,
which is in an underground cellar on
the face of the butte, and won't be long.
You see, it is my particular domain and
not Jeannette's; hers is in making the
best cup of tea ever you drank. Au re-

-‘.Eﬁr‘ ¥y
And with a graceful little courtesy

that wounld have done credit to a court
belle of the second empire, and a smile
that seemed to banish care, she enterec
the little passage and passed out into
the hlizzard.

CHAPTER VIIL

Marie St. Denis was back again in
less than ten minutes. When she opened
the outer door, a gust of cold wind and
a little cloud of fine powdery snow came
in with her. Indeed it was frozen on
her eyelids and cheeks, and for a mo-
ment she was scarcely recognizable.

“The drifting snow stings and pricks
one’s face like so many needle points,™
she exclaimed breathlessly.

“ Pray come to the light,”" said Harry
Yorke, taking her by the arm gently
and leading her to the window. *‘Oue
of your cars looks asif it bad been
nipped by the frost.”™

And iruly enocgh the lower lobe of
one of her small shell-like ears was
$rozen: it was as white as the snow it-
self. Two minutes’ exposure to a sharp
wind will often suffice to accomplish
this not npcommon accident in these
latitudes.

He took off her beaver cap gently,
caught up a small handfal of snow
which had crusted one side of her buf-
falo coat, and, with one hand among the
soft, gleaming tresses of her shapely
head to steady it, with the other rubbed
the nipped ear with snow. She submit-
ted to the ordeal, as most people sooner
or later learn to do in the northwest, as
a matter of course, but with a some-
what heightened color. Luckily the
frost bite was a slight one, and perhape
tho pain occasioned by the thawing out

was inconsiderable, if indeed
it pained at all. His prompt manipula-
tion of the frozen lobe had minimized
the unpleasant consequences usually at-
tending such accidents.

But it was a remarkable thing that
the operation took so much longer to
perform than such operations usually
do. Long after the car had become a
natural and healthy pink again—and
sl:o must have known very well that the
frost had been driven out of 1t Tna tne
circulation of the blood restored—he
continued clasping that beautiful head
with oue hand and ruobbing that eax
with tho other. Her delicately flushed
faco and thoso bright eyes were danger-
ously near his then. Surely such a pal-
pablo dallying was n most reprehensible
thing, but such things will bo as long
as human naturo is human naiare=—as
long as protty girls will frcese their
ears and thero are accommodating young
men handy to restoro tho suspended cir-
oulation.

Porhaps ho bad not thought himself
capablo of the emotions that thrilled
bim when ho folt the touch of that
gilky bair and that cool, soft skin of
hers. What with that great pity with
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occasions. i
#Don't mention it,"" berepliedsh
“Jt was an uncommonly

“=0n, none whatever,”

gimply and without thinking this speecl

in any way remarkable. DBut their exoes |

met, and there was a half Eﬂt‘iunS,i

langhing light in bers, and such a con- |

scions stricken look in his that they
both broke into a somewhat foolish and

ghamefaced laugh.
Then they sat in the early twilight

|

and enjoyed Jeannette's tea. They did |

pot drink itountof transparent china
cups or chaste sevres, but out of plain,
dead white porcelain that is associated
with the Hudson Bay company’s hard-

ware t. And Jeannette poured

it ont of a little brown earthenware pot, |

of which the spout could hardly be said |

to be intact; but, so far as Hurry Yorke |
was concerned, he only knew that it was |

most delicions tea and: that he could |

not help saying so. They sat
stove and chatted merrily, and undez
the cheering influence of the tea old
Jeannette, with the volatile spirits of
her race, kept them amused with some
truly wonderful reminiscences ghe re-
counted. She possessed an almost inex-

haustible fond of the folklore of theso |

once wild regions; of the days—not so
very long ago either—when the buffalc
blackened the plains with their num-
bers: of the exciting adventures of the
old French voyagers with the Indians;
of tho days of the old Northwest com-
pany and the Hudson Bay company,
when Assiniboia, Manitoba and the ter-
ritories generally were unknown or at
Jeast known only as a part of the Great
American desert; of the days of Louis
Riel and the first rebellion; reminis-
cences of Wolseley; what Fort Garry
looked like in the old Red river days
and of the second rebellion. In short,
Jeannette was a living epitome of the
history of the great lone land.

It grew dark, but still they sat talk-
ing and langhing; theclond that threat-
ened them bad evidently lifted for the
timo being. It would have been a diffi-
cult thing for a stranger, seeing them
giiting there, to have guessed the nature
¢ the business that necessitated the
presence of the police sergeant in that
house. This individual, indeed, just
thenm was watching the effect of the
flickering firelight as it played upon the
bair of Marie St. Denis, discovering a
gleam of gold in it He would have
been perfectly content to sit there for
an indefinite period, so satisfied was he
with his occupation.

To the next room, where the officer,
the private and the scout sat, a peal ol
laughter had penctrated.

isWhat the devil's that?'’' suddenly
cried the gentleman who represented
ber majesty. *‘I guess I he'rd that
afore.”’

«Sir, did you do me the honor of ad-
dressing yourself to me?’’ inquired the
little scout, with gravity.

“Yes, stupid. 1 declare, Pierre, you
grow stupider every day. I say, you
constable, yon Townley chap, whal's
that blanked row? It wasn'ta bhorse,
was it And Jamie's voice became
tinged with anxiety.

" No, sir,"" was the reassuring answer
of the private. “It is that beggar York-
ey—I beg your pardom, sir, I meant to
say the sergeant—fooling with that pret-
ty girl in the next room. And what a
time he is having, to bo sure!”

And at the thooght of what he was
losing the outspoken and precocions
youngster turned over on his side and
groaned. :

“Is he—er—fond of that sort of
thing?'’ queried the oflicer, angling, ac-
cording to his wont, for information of
an incriminating nature.

“Well, I shounld just say ra-ther,”
answered the private, somewhat un-
justly, it must be confessed, but with
an excnsable desire to punish his supe-
rior overcoming his scruples. ““Why,
Harry is such a confirmed flirt that he'd
make love to the black eyed goddess
Night if he got the chance.”

““Yon don't say so! The devil be
wonld!”" was the weak and dubions
comment.

Jamio did not feel quite certain that
the private's reply committed the ser-
geant toany specific charge, so he did not
care to pursne the matter further lest
he shonld betray his ignorance as to the
personality of the dark eyed Eve in
question, who, he concluded, might on-
ly be some Toronto barmaid, after all.

The private noted with disappoint-

(Comtinued next week.)
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infants and Children.
OTHERS, Do_You Know .. ruee.

y
”‘lmwmmm—ﬂhﬂdmgsm‘m
“mmmmmﬂpﬂdﬂqﬂmwmnmm ]
B‘I— Enow that optum and morphine are stupsfying narcotic poisons !
that in most countries druggists are nol permitted o sell parcotics

writhout labeling them poisons ?
mfnmmmmﬂmmzwmﬂmmhﬁmmm

m—muwmhﬂumuummr
mfﬂmmmhlwmmm,wdwnuﬂﬂ

mwhwmmm:

Do You EKnow that Carctoria is the prescription of the famous Dr. Samuel Pitcher,
That it has been in use for nearly thirty years, and that more Castoria is now sold than
amnmmmmmmmmv

Do You Know that the Patent Office Department of the United States, and of
m—_-_mwm@mmmm.mmwmh use the word
“wﬂﬂmmmwmmmmunmumummm

?L__MMMH!!MMI for granting this governmnent protection was
mmmmmmmmmm-hdumrmt

&Tn Know that 35 average doscs of Castoris are furnished for 3§
.ﬂh,urmmnudmr

Do You Know that when possessed of this perfect preparation, your children may
hhptwuﬂ,:ndthuruuwh:uunhmkmm.

Well, these things are worth knowing. They are focts

The fac-simile is on every
signature of 7, Lz mapper:

Cfﬂ-ﬂﬂ’f ; »
PRICE will be Paid.
2 ALSY AGENT FOE THE
¢ ONTARIO MOTOAL GIVE STOCK
_ ;: ! tpesurance Compuny.
AR

Thorough-bred and Farm
Stock Insured at very
Low Rates.

Fetch on wyour Beeds and gel
your Farwm stock Fustred at

JAS. KEITH . WILLIA
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