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CHAPTER XII —(Cont'd)

“Dear cousin, how shall I thank you?”
“By not thanking me at all, Rosalie.”
He stares out of the window, as if he
had never seen lighted streets before,

while I look at his grave profile and won-
der if he thinkH me a miserable spoil-
sport. 1 have spoiled his pleasant even*
ing, at all events. | am sure he hates the
idea of going to this low fourth or fifth

rate theatre at the other side of this
city.

“Do you think you will recognize her,
Ronald?”

“1 supoose | shall, from the description

you have given me, and her photograph.”
“l should recognize her among a thou-
sand,” | say, sighing. But Ronald is
immovable, and | do not press the point.
“You say she has changed the color of
her hair?”
“Yes—dyed it, | suppose. It will
her appearance a good deal.”

alter

“So | should suppose”

‘JFhe silence lasts till we reach Carle-
ton Street.

“Take care of yourself in those Out-
landish places, Ronald,” | say, with ra-

ther tardy concern, as he wishes me good-

night.
“Do not be wuneasy,” he laughs care-
lessly. “1 have come to too many cross

roads not to be able to take care of my-
self.”

“And when will you let me know?”

“Early to-morrow. You are going home
to-morrow?”

“That must depend upon what you find
out to-night.”

“You must go home, Rosalie. I shall
go down with you to Woodhay to-mor-
row.”

“Very well. But you must first bring

Gerard Baxter here to me.”

He winces a little, turning his head

away. | look up at him as he stands in
the dim light of the gas jet, buttoned
up in his long light-colored coat, his hat
in his hand. There is something very
noble about this grave cousin of mine,
something calm and cool and steadfast,

which recommends itself to my careless
fancy, engrossed as it is by other things.

“Good-night,” he says coldly.

“Good-night,” 1 echo, vaguely;
is gone.

I hope | have not sent him into any
danger. | hope he will not get into any
row in that wretched theatre to-night.
Half the night 1 lie awake, thinking of
him and of Gerard Baxter, and of what
the morrow may bring forth, my heart
throbbing and my head in a whirl of su-
spense and dread of I know not what. A
thousand nameless terrors and conjec-
tures flit through my brain. What if Lily
Baxter should escape us at this last mo-
ment! What if that child has outwitted
me—put us on a wrong scent altogether?

and he

But over and above all is the glad tri-
umphant consciousness, the hope that
will not be put down, that to-morrow,
through my instrumentality, Gerard

Baxter may be free.

CHAPTER XIII.

“Well, Ronald?”
I have started up to meet him, the ter-
rible suspense of the night and morning

showing itself in my white face and shak-
ing limbs.

“l have found her, Rosalie.”

I cover my eyes with my hands in a
passion of thankfulness.

“And Gerard Baxter?”

“This evening Gerard Baxter will be at

liberty.”

"He does not know
“No”—curtly.

| stand by the table,

it yet?”

leaning my hand

upon it, Ronald Scott opposite to me,
watching my face with curious intent-
ness.

"Did you recognize her at once?”
“No, not at once. But | saw her after-
wards-coming out of the theatre; and
then 1 recognized her.”

;‘ngd ,}[ou speak to her then?”
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“Was she frightened?”

“Not in the very least.”

“But did she intend to let him die,
Ronald?”

"No. At least, she says so now.”
“And you believe her?”

“She Is nothing but a foolish, giddy
child. 1 am only surprised that she was

clever enough to baffle us all as she did.
She intended to punish him, she said. He
had suspected her of horrid things, and
she meant to be even with him. She had
never meant to let the trial come on—
so she said. She pretended to know no-
thing about Iter husband at first—not evei?
that he had been suspected of making
away with her; but I soon let her see that
she could not™® make a fool of me.”

“And she allowed him to lie in prison
all this time, knowing—"

"She seemed to think it rather a good
joke.” Ronald says, shrugging his shoul-
ders. “1 tsli you she has scarcely any
notion of ri*ht or wrong—she looks a
mere child, and a more ignorant unedu-
cated, vUorly thoughtless child there could
scarcely be. 1 never saw such hardihood
in my life—the
found having been
seems to have been the greatest source of
amusement to her—she could not speak
of it without laughing.”

“Did her mother know?”

“She knows nothing about her mother.
I believe she dislikes the woman exces-
sively—and one can scarcely wonder at
it.”

“She is very pretty,
hesil atingly.

“She has a most beautiful

4You aclmire her?”

is she not?” 1 ask,

face.”

“"No man can look at her without ad-
mini;g her.”

If 1 sigh, Ronald Scott does not hear
me.
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idea of the body that was .
identified as her body i

“What will you do about Gerard Bax-
ter?” | inquire, after a pause.
“l am going for the girl now,
her before the authorities.”

“If she should have run away, Ronald?”
“My dear Rosalie, you must think me
a very simple person! 1 took care to put
the house where she lodges under the
surveillance of the police. But | do not

to take

think she has any intention of running
away.”
"Did she wonder how you discovered
her?”

“She did not ask me any questions, and
I volunteered no information; | think,
myself, she was rather surprised that
we had not found her before.”

“Can she be punished in any way?”

“1 think not. She is so young, you
know; and she will say she knew nothing
about her husband’'s detention in pri-
son.”

“Ronald,” I ask, in the same hesitating
way in which | had asked another ques-
tion, “do you think she cares at all for
him?”

“l am sure she does.”

I do not know whether the answer pleas-

es me or displeases me; but i put my
hand to my heart.
“Go!” | exclaim hurriedly. “Don’t lose

any more'precious time; and, when Ger-
ard is at liberty, send him here to me.”
Ronald’'s face darkens; but he merely
says—

“And you will allow me to
down to Woodhay this evening,
“When | have seen him.”
He goes away then; and,

take you
Rosalie?”

for the next

hour and a half, I walk up and down
the room in uncontrollable excitement.
I cannot sit still—every sound startles
me, every passing cab draws me to the

window, every voice down-stairs causes
my heart to beat so tumultuously that
I wonder how it can bear the strain.
TAventy times | look at my watch—how
slow the minutes drag!—it is not one
o'clock yet: and yet | feel that | have
endured an eternity of suspense since
Ronald Scott left the house at eleven.
The cool, autumnal sunshine slants into

the room, creeps across the colorless car-
pet, lies on the familiar pictures, on the
faded table-cloth, on the silver clasps of
my fur cloak as it hangs over the back
of a chair, on the dead dry grasses in
the vases on the mantel piece. How weary
I am of them all. how | hate the sight
of them, and of my own ghastly face
in the glass! | see it every time 1 turn
in my restless passing to and fro—a white
face, with dark shadows under the dis-
tended eyes, with contracted brows, with
pale trembling lips that look as if they
could never smile again. Can this hag«
gard woman really be Allie Scott—the
girl who used to laugh, sitting over the
fire with Olive Deane, who used to sing
“In my Chateau of Pompernik” and
“Nancy Lee” in such a gay rollicking
voice, who used to lounge in that ham*
mock-chair, eating almonds and raisins
and dreaming dreams of a boy upstairs
painting away in a shabby velveteen coat,
who had thought it such a terrible thing
to have been found out in the unsolicited
gift of a bunch of violets? 1 can scarcely
believe in my. own identity when 1 look
at that ghostly hice which seems to grow
more ghostly with every loud monoton-
ous tick of the old clock on the landing,
with every step that passes by the door
—that passes and does not come in.
Another hour passes—two hours. Mrs.
Wauchope comes up with my luncheon,
and carries, it away aggjn untasted; a
telegram arrives from Un”e Tod to say
that' the carriage has beeir*ent to meet
me; but the carriage may go back again,
for I am late for that, train already. |
am beginning to feel that | cannot bear
this terrible strain on brain and heart
any longer when the door opens, quicklv,
is quickly closed again, and | turn round,
to find Gerard Baxter standing just inside
the room looking at me.

With a low exclamation, I hold out both

my hands. He starts forward, and, seiz-
ing them, falls upon his knees at my
feat.

For a moment neither of us speaks. He
has buried his face in my dress and is
sobbing heavily, while I hold both his
hands in a close, hard grasp, shivering
a3 if | had the ague.

“Gerard,” | say at last—“Gerard.”

Still he sobs on, like a heartbroken
child who has wearied himself out with
sobbing.

"Gerard, you are killing me. It is all
over now, dear; you must not give way,
for both our sakes!”

He raises his tear-swollen faee—that
face which seems to me but the prliost
of its former self, bo gaunt, so haggard
is it.

“You have saved my life—l would thank
you for it, if I could speak; but I can-
not speak!”

“"Do not try to thank me, dear,” | say,
with stiff lips that almost refuse to form
the words. "It was all my fault—I know
it: but it is all over now.”

He looks up at me with drowned eyes,

with piteous lips that tremble like my
own.
"And | do not care to live. It would
have been better for me if | had died.”
“"But you must care to live. Why should
you not care to live, Gerard? The world
is before you—you are young; it is only

cowards who wish to die!”
He makes no answer, but kneels there

looking up at me, his cheeks wet with
tears; and, though 1 speak so bravely, 1
myself am trembling exceedingly; my
hands are as cold as ice. though my
cheeks burn.

"You shall go to Italy, Gerard; you
shall study in Rome and Florence; you
shall make a name for yourself and do

me credit—l who am your friend.”
His haggard young face brightens a
little, but only a very little.

"It could not be done. | am a beggar
on the face of the earth, Allie—twice beg-
gared now.”

"But | am rich—you forget that!”

He shakes his head, v/ith the old ob-
stinate gesture.

"But listen. When you are a great art-
ist, you shall pay me back—with inter-
est, if you like.”

He smiles faintly at, that; we both
smile, he looking up and I looking: down.

"But that wretched child!” he says, at
last.

"I will take care of her for you, Ger-
ard.”

"Youl!”

“Yes. She shall live with me at Wood-
hay while you are away.”

"With you, Allie?”

“With me. And, when you have grown
rich, you shall come for her—in two or
three years perhaps, if you work very
hard.”

He shudders, still kneeling beside me,

still holding both my hands against his
breast.

"Have you forgiven me, Allie?”

“Entirely. 1 wish 1
give myself.”

He bends his head and kisses my hands
passionately one after the other.

“How can you tell me to live—l who
have lost the only thing worth living for
in the world?”

Looking down into the boyish, care-
worn face, remembering all his love for
me, all that he has suffered through that
love, a great flood of pity surges through
my heart.

“My poor
dark hair
poor boy!”

“Can you care for me still, Allie—a mis-
erable wretch like me?”

could as eaBily fcor-

boy,” 1 say, smoothing the
back from his forehead—“my

“1 shall care for you always, Gerard—
always!”
“As you cared for me once, Allie?”

For a moment | hesitate, with the hun-
gry hollow dark eyes devouring my face.

“As | might care for a dear brother, if
I had one, Gerard.”

He stands up, flinging away my hand.
"Is that all?”

“That must be all.”

“And you can mete out your affection
to such a nicety as that?”

“l hope so—with the help of Heaven!”
“l cannot!” he exclaims roughly. "1
have not my feelings so admirably under
control—I cannot love you like a lover
one day, and like a brother the next!”

“We can never be anything but friends,
Gerard; but I shall always be your friend

—your best of friends.”

"And | shall be your lover,” he Bays
yassionately-—'your lover, as long as |
ive.”

“You may think so now,” | answer
quietly, but my heart rebels against the
bitter fate that has divided us.

"l know it; and | glory in the know-
ledge. | love you with my whole heart
and soul—as | shall never love any other
woman. And now is it any wonder that

I do not greatly care to live?”
"You must go away," | say, putting my

hand to my forehead. “You must go
away.”

‘My darling, T have wearied you—you
look like a ghost!” he exclaims, with a

penitence as passionate
been a moment before.

as his anger bad
"l will go away

SIR EDWARD GREY,

Who may become Prime Minister
of Great Britain.

—I will do anything you aek me. Oh, my
darling, my darling:, you rlo not know the
anguish’it is to me to leave you this day!

He has turned away from me; there is
a look of utter misery in the gaunt young
face, in the wild dark eyes. 1 am afraid
of him—afraid that he wili do some des-
perate thing, perhaps, in nis despair.

“Gerard, if you love me, you will prom-
ise me to do what | ask you.”

“1f 1 love you, Allie?”

“You will go away—at once—toltaly—
to Rome. You will start to-morrow—lI
will give you a check on my banker <~
to be repaid when you come back. Ger-
ard, you have brought suffering upon me
too—you owe it to me to make this re-
paration—it is all | ask of you—or will
ever ask perhaps. And you owe it to your

wife.”

“Do not speak of her.”

“But | must speak of her. The child
loves you, Gerard.”

“So much the worse for her.”

“Yes, unless you prove yourself worthy
of her love.”
"Of her love, Allie?”

“I1t is the only love that can rightly be-
long to you now. And it is a precious
gift, Gerard—even the love of a child.”

He turns away impatiently.

"Gerard, will you do this—for my
sake?”

“1f you asked me to lay down my life
for you. Allie, I would do it.”

“And will you go at once?”

“As soon as you like. 1 do not care
what becomes of me.”

“Dear Gerard, do not Bpeak like that.

It breaks my heart to hear you.”
"My heart is broken,” he sayB,
his head sink upon his breast.

letting

"1 hope not,” I answer, with a poor at-
tempt at a smile. And then 1 fill in the
check for him with a hand that shakes
a good deal—a check for a hundred
pounds. “You may write to me from
Italy. And 1| will write to you—to tell

you about your wife.”

He kisses my hand passionately, looks
at my face with eyes which seem as if
they were trying to take away a mem-
ory which must last them through eter-
nity. and then, without another word, he
goes away.

And | throw myself face downward on
Mrs. Wauchope's drab moreen sofa and
cry for two long houf« as if my heart
would break. #

We are rushing along through the dark-
ness, my cousin Ronald Scott and I, as
fast as the express train can carry us.
Ronald is leaning back against the cush-
ions opposite me, his tweed cap pulled
well down over his eyes. | am sure he is
not asleep, though he sits there so quiet-
ly; but | see his eyes in the shadow—the
lamp over our heads gives such a miser-
able erlimmer of light. We have been
travelling for nearly two hours now—in
another hour we shall have reached the
nearest railway station to Yattenden,
where the carriage from Woodhay will be
waiting for us. We have scarcely ad-
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other during the whole of
Ronald does not seem

and | feel too wretched

to do anything but brood over my misery,

staring

into the darkness with wide-open

miserable eyes.
“Are you vliry tired. Rosalie?”

Ronald's voice startles me,
between us has
Why do you ask?”

“Rather.

“l1 thought you

the silence

lasted so long.

looked tired.”

“Have you been studying my face?” a
little querulously.

“One cannot very well help seeing what
is straight before one.”

“l thought your eyes were shut,” |
remembering how |

was visible of
ago,
“They were

say,
had studied all that
his calm grave face a while

wondering what he thought of me.

not shut. What were you

trying to find out just now?”

“When?” 1
well.

“When you
sider me so

was trying
thought of me,

ask, though 1 know very
did me the honor to con-
intently.”
to find out what you
Ronald.”

"And did you find out?”

“Not much. You have one of those
faces which cannot read.”

"Then 1 have the advantage of you
there.”

“Can you read my face?”

“Very often | can,” he answers, smiling
a little.

“You have an interesting study, then”

—shrugging my shoulders.

“1 think 1
like to know

have.
what |

Rosalie, would you
think of you?”

"l know you think me very foolish.”

“Then you do not want to know?”
“You could not tell me anything plea-
sant”—with a rather forced laugh, “I
Wish we were at Yattenden, Ronald;
don't you?”

“l do for your sake. Rosalie, are you
to see that fellow Baxter again?”

The name sends

a shiver through my

veins. And yet it is for ever ringing in
my ears.

"No. Why do you ask?”

“l am glad to hear it,” he says, vithout

answering my question.

“Why are you

“Because it

glad?”
is neither good for you nor

for him.”

I should be angry if Ronald did not look
so grave, did not speak in such a mat-
ter of fact, fatherly way.

“He is going to Italy,” 1 say, in ra-
ther a subdued voice.

“And you have taken charge of his
wife.”

“Yes.” 's—

Ronald expresses neither approval nor

disapproval.

about a lad

not have

am almost sorry

cared very much

I wonder if he despises me—
if he thinks that 1

am breaking my heart
who by all accounts could
for me? |
I, like a coward, refused

to let him tell me what he thought of me

just now. But | had shrunk from an-
other lecture, knowing the folly and
wickedness of my wundi”~iplined heart.

“Ronald, you have recreeraed your pro-
mise nobly,” 1 say, Btretching out my
hand to him in my old impulsive fash-
ion. “You have been a true friend to
me; you have borne with me very pati-

ently; do not think too badly of me, if
you can help it.”
He bends forward out of the shadow
to take my hand.
“All my efforts must be directed the
other way, Rosalie,” he answers quietly,
Canot
Burn nor Rot
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loking at me with brown eyes, which for
once | cannot fail to read. But | shake
my head, laughing a little.

“‘l warrant | love you more than yol
do me!”” | quote, drawing my hand away
rather quickly.

And we say no more till the train stop*),,

and | see my own carriage-lamps glim-
mer in the darkness, and my own livery
on the platform; and | ask if they are

all well at Yattenden, and am told that
they are all well, but very uneasy be-
cause | had not come down by the ear-
lier train.

(To be continued.)

PLACER
COLD MINING
QUEBEC.

By the expenditure of a large sum ofi
money, and with no noise or publicity,,
there has been opened up in the Easterns
Townships of Quebec, right here at homei

IN

and not thousands of miles away, the/
largest placer gold mining proposition;
east of the Canadian and American
Rockies. Tho holdings consist of 71,000*
acres of land, known as the. Seia-niory

Jtigaud Vaudreull, Beauce Co.,* including
a number of rivers following the beds of
ancient streams, with their immense de-
posits of gold-bearing gravel. Gold had,
until a few years ago, been mined from
those gravel beds in a primitive way for

many years. Differences as to mining
rights checked operations until very re-
cently, when a strong company, organ-,

ized by prominent business men of Mont-
real, purchased from the original owners
of the Boigniory the perpetual rightB to
mine for prccious minerals on the 71,000
acres. They entered into tho practicall
exploration and development of the won-
derful gold deposits on the seigniory, and
expended many thousands of dollars In
exploitation. A complote hydraulic plant?
with all necessary machinery, haB been
installed on one of the many gold-bearing
river beds, and actual mining operations
established. Three large “giants,"
(throwing solid streams of water under
Immense pressure, waah the sand and
gravel into a sluioe where the nuggots
and dust are oolleoted and recovered.
Three short “cloan-upo” were made before-
the event of freezing weather last No-
vember, resulting—for the first clean-up—
in a recovery of 36 cts. In gold per cu,
yard. The second olcan-up gave 42 ots.»
~n gold per cu. yard, and tho last one,
after only two hours of washing on vir-
gin ground, gave values of $152.00.

The Company owning this valuable pro*
perty is capitalized for $1,000,000. in shares

icf $1.00 each, fully paid, and a small
amount of stock, being the balance of
Treasury Stock, is now offered for sal®©

to the publio. This is a* profitable and
permanent investment, A real, producing
gold-mining proposition, not a prospect.
The Company will pay large dividends

from the work of this one alone of their
many gold deposits, while incomes from
the operations of proposed subsidiary
companies on other deposits of their large*

holdings, will Bwell the profits to share-
holders of the original company. It is a
worth-while investment!

A limited number of beautifully illus-
trated 20 page booklets, in English or.
French, have just been issued, showing*
among other things, photographs of nug-
gets washed out at the “workings”; the
exploration work; hydraulic “giants” ii\

operation; the “clean-up,” maps, etc., etc.,
and giving a complete history of places

A b gold in Quebec. The book is extremely at|
Ilightning— Guarantee bond tractive and will be mailed free, upon;
, insuresit. No repairs, nopaint-J request, to anyone interested. Address;
i E. E. Helmick, Special Representative.
[ing.  Get roof facts from Champs d'Or (gold fields). Rigaud Vau*
M.S. & S. Co. dreuil, Limited, Board of Trade Building,;
PRESTON, ONT. Montreal, Canada.
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