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Mrs. Henry Dudeney in the Trt;lsury

It was November, late afterngen, and f
ing smaclls were sailing out. A man and a
wdman sat on the rude stone pier—sat in the
midst of careless, charming jostle—color el-
bowing sound! They were not very young,
byt merely the sort of people with that some-
thing c lied ‘personality’ which vaguely stirs
you. ¢ wore an_air of discreet and tem-
pered :l’mnce, and he was dne. of your Tean,
eager men, Jeaving behind him always a mere
impressign of flashing. eye and mobile mouth,

Their world to-day was all a bubble and
a blue salt wash: boom of the s®a, creak and
strain of the little ships, shouts from tRe full-
throateds fishermen, to whom this was the
vital ‘ho#r.” They came running along the
pier, cafrying in red and blue cotton hand-
kerchiefs their provision for the night. Some
were dlready in the boats, some were scramb-
lml‘nr-m @dd agility, with barbarous shouts

Ao be.a part of this daily act of
m.  One saw quickly flung rope-
cl th ﬂﬂuruh of feet in sea-boots.

! 10 immd-ed sharp and stood out clear;
patches’ gf penetrating turquoise were in lht
n%h: Wpon the waters.

‘safne. of the bogts, lamps stuck up near
tlu: 5, were already lighted. All night

thgse hm‘p.'. would hob above the At-
J:l lillu all night long the soul of every fisher-

iﬂlld be meshéd within his net.

he man add woman vaguely watched.

$ wal with them also a vital hour; not, as

simiple fisher folk, just the daily excite-

ghe of  those bours which shall

¢ ‘the ‘course of your whole life. Boats

werg mtl'rlf;, swelling and sailihg: as for their

ship=~0f' Fate—one of them was sternly dis-
posed to scuttle it,

They sat—close—until the last boat sailed
away: until the autumn night was just at that
stage of darkness when cverything 1s boding
She shivered.

You're not cold, Mary?

‘No, no: not cold—afraid, and of you.'

' We'd better move.',, He rose abruptly. ‘I
sha'n't you again.® That's for the best,
and 1t inevitable. And yet how horrible,
my own, that you should be afraid—of me!
Why, 1'd let nothing rougher than the sweet
south wind come near you.

They went off the pier and along the wharf,
m a mood of passion and struggle. They
were highting a mere feather, practical per
sons would have said; practical persons for-
ever call true things by false names!

The turbulent two passed a rude building
which was the hshermen's ‘club.  Uncouth
hgures sat within, They distilled a rich air
of lolling; they smoked a great deal; they did
not seem fo say one word. wr

‘Some day-—perhaps—I1 shall get my big
picture out of them, whispered the man,
frowning and smihng, looking mournful uﬁpd
exultant, :

‘Not,) he added with scorn, ‘a maney-mak-
ing thing—money's easy—but the canvas that
shall make me {amons.

‘Every painter means to
doesn't he? she asked.

Of course; they couldn’t keep on else.
Hlere is my other—possible—picture, Look
at her—quick. Janet Nancurvis. 1 knew her
well; you can't pamnt the place unless you
love the people, Moreover, there some
odd, silent bond between us. She feels it;
s0 do l—a somethihg that piques me and
gratihes her: for she's a queen ever eager
for dominion.'

As he spoke, the old woman marched by.
She moved dramatically across the brown-
veiled might. They saw plainly, but only for
a moment, the dainty, fine texture of her
cOlorlesd skin, the tnmh of wildnéss in 1|..|ug'ht3r
dirk ‘eyes 'thit remained Bright, She walked
with a dignity rare in peasant women, and
vet she went with a weary air—of wasting,
as if she, for one, had d with . this. little
world of fishing. smacks with vivid sals, and
crooked streets that smelt of pilchards.

Ohe's bepuguul, Paul; I've often noticed
her,'

‘Isn’t she?
hustary, l've been told
vout—or such thg

see
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do his picture,

18

e

And with some dark amorous
But they are so de-
rough-paced sinners—these
fisher folk, always m extremes, that you can't
properly weigh up their statements. 1've beg-
ged her to let me paint her, and she
They the it 15 most difhicult
toy get models d at St. Bnigmd, Baut

oh, never m ||u!

His

r"ull. EYE;
iwn he

her.
warmed to lervor,
love came pattering back. In the kind dark-
ness these lavers walked hand tight in hand,
walked dway from the noisy wharfl and along
a crazy old street leading fo the new part
of, the town. Apgain, there were narrow al-
levs, but here they led down to deadly waters,
and one could just sce rocks, broken and
livid; not only these, but the snarling, yel-
lowed teeth of sugcessive waves.

Here it was that ‘he began to speak his
triue heart; spoke rapidly, arrogantly, telling
out—in jerks—long-pondered thoughts.

“This 15 our first affair and a big one,’ he
sdid. "When love overtakgs you at" thérty—
past, in my case—he hangs on to your coat-
tatls for the rest of your days. Because it'is
s0 new and startling and exquisite, this pas-
sion of me for you, of you for me, we won't
marry on the crest of some emotiopal wave—
and come to shipwreck: I'm blest if we do.
Darling, are you listening,.and do yon think
meé mad? :

‘I'm  listening.' She laughed a little and
fondly; she huddled to him, close, caressingly.

He could just sée that delicate, high pro-
file of > hers—cold, aloof.  Mary sat, as: it
were, on .a peak of mgh breéding; or say she
WOre severe habit—some air of serene
detachment. She was-pions -and pdre; she
was nothing but the sweElest™ cSsence ol
Puritanism,

The lack of outer emotion in her rested
him, wearied as he was-by the-society of
volatile -and. definitely gifted  women. She
was just leisurely and well bred. * SH® was
utterly different —-and that was why. he loved
her "-L' » had found ount fér Wim-
self the white fire I" at sometimes l}'iﬂ:‘m with-

theses calm woaomen.

The very mode and matiner of heér coming
here—practical, dLi:!ui—- iad _attracted  him.
She was staying in the one Tiotel of the place
with a sister who had been ﬂrdﬂttd to St
Brigid for her health. He adored her sensible
air of the sgttled fncome 40d jthe recognized
sogial canons—these things which, until’ e
met her, he had gibed at. +Jn beiel, he hid
mst the gac woman who matiered.

“You're good' he coftinued abruptly.
"You'd do anything for religion,  You'd give
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thing or anyone who got—between. Bat 1

don’t understand.’

‘You will, dear Heagt; I'll make yom, and;|
Har)r, do let' se keep my amm—so. There
isn't a soul abotit, and te-morrow yod will be
gane.’ :

They went slow!ly tp and dpwn the little
salt and silent street, in the brooding, fend
way ol lovers.

‘You—you needn't let me go—for goed
"It might have been the flutter of a guil's

i

‘Sweetheart, my maost dear,
yes, for good: that fittle round word in mqr;
senses than one. Don't you ske that you're
devout and that I don’t believe in 3 single
thing? - Yon would be trying te pull me up;
1 should be tumbling down. It would br
your beautiful brave heart. 1 might outwar

mean wrecking my own sounl
[ gibed at religion; I dom’t; it's a big thing—
the only thing we are here for. It ism't as
if I said, with feeble folk, that I'd beed
through with it. Nothing of the Kind; 1 shl‘ﬂ_‘-
never reach up to it. I'm dumb; 1 feel—ng-
thing. I'm as hard as the glittering blue
seas I paint; no mysticism.'
‘But you would believe in time.’
‘Dearest, you have the devout woman's
lovely faith; not only in her cteed but in' het
close influencée. It's no good Imaqn!,
Mary, the quiet tragedy of beirig a man's ‘wile
—on_ earth; and knowing that he. stopd’ for
ever outside the gate—of heaven. Wheén you
saw him i the uul’ﬁn——aa} he went fisst—that
v.u'uI{I he the last you'd ever sge.
‘It would be terrible, rérribie;
should go into outer darkness.*
He could feel, as she spoke, her sudden,
strieken pallor; he could feel the shocked
retreat of her waist gd his arm drew foand it,
“We should have no single spiritual e,
my own one love, and earthly ties we fold
away when we slip our bodied. Think! We

that he

marriage moad—which is three parts resigna-
tion,”

‘And the fourth part?

‘Dutiful traditicn. ] can't bear such a pro-
spect after our perféct lovemakitg—in such
a ‘perfect place. How I worship you, Mary,
and how it hurts to let you go! Bdt I'm not
worthy to serve at Love's.altar, my darling
dear.’

His
lights
water,

Here close, twinkling
fishing smacks far out wpon the
salt of the spray on ong's lips and
cheek, he impulsively stood stock still and
was fiercely holding  her—reckless, ardent,
most guixotic.

It ‘was eertainly true of "hm,
his' brother painters said—that one
knew.where hq would break ouf next.

‘1 shall pray for you,' she .saud,
voice muffled.

‘Love, 1 know that you will; your prayers
the masts to which 1 cling. And
who knows, Mary,'=—he wis caressing her hair,
Himp, long hair and dark—his 'lips moved
along the salt-sprinkled locks—'a miracle may
be worked, For I am never 3 mam to be
moulded by slow processes; Faith will be
suudden with me, beautiful light, as Saul of
Tarsus saw-—would you, waould you? Oh,
but it won't be for years, and probably not
at all. You will have married someone- else
by then.

‘1 shall never
could I possibly?

How true she sounded—inflexibly constant!

‘You'll wait—really?

‘Paul!’ She was holding him tight, she
was speaking fast,, she was losing that serene,
calm manner af the securely grounded wo-
man. ‘You are spoaling our . two lives for a
fantasy—and that is an artist all through.'

‘Dear! Fantasy is the only real thing; it's
another word for mysticism. Doesn't your
own Bible teach you?

‘I begin to feel that you may be right,’ she
admitted thoughtfully, after congcientious
pause. ‘And we shall never meet agam?

‘Never. You would not wish, you could
not bear to meet—as friends?’

‘Oh, never, never!’

Heér wvoice was vechement; the anguished
protest of her burned cléan through the might
—it made a shining hole in “darkuess.

They were at the foov of a Hight of steps,
steps leading ta the upper road, where new,
ambitions houses were
Heavily, in silence, they went up these stéps.

‘I'N leave you here,” he said tersely, whep
they stood at the top.
sister for me;
hollow things, wan't
do you go to-morrowr

‘Early, soon alter mane.

voice trembled.

(] |

Never

her low

marry anyone else. How

you? And what time

We run straight

He could see her mwet face; there were
|lam;|-pnr~t:s- all sorts of civilized equipments
—here in the upper street, 1t was a different
warld.

‘If I'm true at last to my baptismal name;
if * I'm—Paul,’ he said quaintly, and smiling
at her, dealing, so, some haggard cavess—'If
I wire, will you come? [IH we must meet
at St. Brigid—nowhere else.

Her head lifted; she looked the proud loyal
woman that she was.

‘By the .next train—if, .IH- twenty wyears
hence. And if 1. don't come, you'll know
I'm dead. :

She moved away as she spoke, and he stood
still, the fierce and Helpless watcher.

After all, it 'was his decree that she shmlld
go—for good.  And, somehow' !‘It kfvew that
he was right; for the life bf him He'eould not
stop her. That would be sacrilege.

‘She's wishful and you should wmk _yout
will on her atore she dies'

The speakér was a battered, hrqwn man in
solemn broadcloth—Sunday wear! His Enbé
ted ‘throat worked as he spoke;'his dim blue
eyes were mournfil yet bravade. This was
Captain Nancutvis.

He and Paul stood in the steep and twisted
street wigding down from wild country te
wﬂd, sca. . Moyntains at the buack were [ost
in mist: sea he]ilnw was impalpable. St. Brigwd
wept this warm September day; heavy drops
falling 'on the flaming leaves of trees, pathetic
little gurgles from ditches, a petulant rushing
through from the waterspouts of hotuSes.

Doors stood wide open—for it was a car-
| essing climate; if you looked within, you saw
suits of solémn black, saw wéell-oiled heads
heads, saw little girls with erimped hair and
glean pinafores, saw little boys tortured by
impeccable cellars, ;

‘She'd let me paint her, you mean?

The Captain wodded sullenly.

“Tain't my wish, 'tis her whim,
‘I can't deny her now—at thé last
can't harm her; you'll' see her but ance,
tor, he says hcr breath won't last till m.ght
time. She’ll ebb with the tu{n:* my ‘woman.

‘'l comme—if yow're sure, said Paul softly

Hig eyea gleamed; he felt an odd exuha-

]

he said,
And you

conform—to keep you whole: but 'lha,t would h
It isn't as iF Pwve

shonld resolve eventually into the Sterotyped

that thing

and the big haotel. |
‘Bid good-bye to your

make apologies—say the usual

through to Paddington, once past Plymouth.’

Doc- | u

arrows of one's sudden and mast mystie

‘1 should have—in the end—to give up any- Ihml, Whose hand was il tht ‘shot iqrﬁ they ?I:W
w

Why, she can't die easy eln.

the Cl.ptin. .

He stuck his Iﬂlhﬂ*bﬂtﬁﬂ, 'F."

d face close. There was reps
strangeness i his eyes. :
sailors of St. Brigid felt, and" aly
feel, that the artists were dange€rous aliens,
and were possibly possess “of" devils, It
was the over-flow drop in hii‘nlr to-day, this

q

wing, that pallid, fine quiver of her mouth | gésire of his wife tg l'll‘il't the ﬂm _her
'1 must—and, | @eathbed. b’

“We'll all. be wrestlin' for her uq:j. he said
solemnly, ‘and you'll be forced to offer up a
prayér “with the rest. You don't the
ﬁmhoid else, mark me. h tlur
bétween man and man? He
lrm brown hand, and Paul's was mﬂnicq
Haw queer 1.1!1! voice sounded in the
m air—the ﬂ lifted ‘rﬂl r:[:h th:
m_ ed diﬂp:t

‘Tll, pray,’, Paul promised, ;

hjﬂ: sprfy for this stricken
known to love his beautiful wife h:ﬂild.'
rhﬂ.ﬂn of his class.

ﬁr felt when he went in that irh lil:ﬂi' of
artise makétials, that his "n.'.r;f 151

sdulted the death-room, It 'ntu
nﬂ;ﬁhnrs and relatives—ghy
wide bed ‘with the dull hangi
ﬂ seridns, stérn, quite de'm{il uf
ness or humor; the;r looked at hlil Hnui-nt
g. and the Captain made an

at he, should start work u nm:t.
evidently wishied him {0 comsider himself the
complete outcast—umil his turn ~came  to
pray!

Old Junet Nan:urvu lay wund and most
stirtling lovely in the bed. " The sheet” was
Hﬁﬂﬂt‘hir tuphied over aove ‘her ¢hin, ler

hands mum kept fumbling at th& “knots of
ﬂu white quily. Her pale, mysterious ligs—
always with the shadows of old love curves
and distracting dimples—moved. The neigh-
bors hupur] that she pl'i;rtd Paul knew per-
fectly .well that she did not. He had seen
the terrible twinkle of her eyes, when he
came in. She had humor, the old woman, and
it was stirred to its depths at this momeyt
Lying undressed and Andlly aloof from thewm
all at last, she seemed to see' for the first
time the comicality of* lifelong neighbors,
She also was an eogoist and always had been;
completély so. Perhaps that had formed the
silehit botid betweéen her and the painter,
There was an air of careless, cynical majesty
all over her, lying there in the big bed with
I the fusty hangings and the heavy quit—as if
she knew hertelf to be the central fgure and
gagtly relished the position! So far, she cer-
tainly snapped her fingers full in the face of
Death.

The Captain . lived on a ledge of rock that
jutted out to sea; it was a three-roomed place,
more cabin than house. This deathroom was
siirrounided by the mist and the salt of the
mournfully veiled ocean, The window was
wide back, and powdery puffs of mist rolled
tn—they took, to Paul's eyes, unearthly shap-
es. They were heralds?  'Outside was a
muffled wash anmd suck as the waves broke,
and you could hear thé wild shrieks of gulls
as, phantom, they flew past. He ‘could just
sec the sharp white edges of their wings.

A foghorn sounded at intervals—sullén, of
portent. A woman who steod by . the bed
head, and who seemed overweighted by the
twmkl ng black ‘beads ot her tight b-m!icf.
kept grotesque time with it—sobbing or' snif-
ligg, to the very moment. She got on Paul's|
b nerves, this woman, and she séemed to m-
mensely amuse sick Janet Nancuryis,

The fire burned steady; the roogm was
crowded and overhot, but it was siek-bed tra-
dition to have a fire.. It seemed to sit, a
fierce red spot, upon the sea.

Everyone wore Sunday black, and the sun
varnished faces of them all might have béen
gut from some old canvas. Paul rather leng-
ed for the decp blue of week-a-day jérseys,|
for the iptense pink or lilac of the \?nmcn's
blowses, for the nun-like purity ‘of their
starched sun-bonnets. But one  must take
Opportunity in the particular gwise that jade
' chose!

He worked steadily oni Sly eyes were cast
sideways at his rough and rapid sketch; the
| uncapny and passibly evil thing growing with
| such wicked verity under his fingers.

Taking it in turns, they pouderously read
alond Trom the ﬂnspel of St. Join.  The
words were exquisite; they made p man thrill
and tremble, Yet they meant nething—to
him; he only wished to God that they- did.

The invalid smiled and twinkled triumph-}§
antly in the bed. The poor old Captain sat
close, with a gueer, corded knot in his throat
moving up and down fantasticdlly as he swal-
lowed akive his mortal anguish. For she was
sliding surely out from him--his Janet. She
was putting out to sea and all alone-—his
dear, and a poor enougl navigator!

Certaimly, one worked to-day with & magic
skill, with divine and suddenly 'dealt gift!
One had caught the very feeling of the room’:
the mystery of wailing sea and cold, slow-
ﬂ:,rmg gulls; of little, fierce fire, of triwmphant,
dying woman, of shifting Bupplications.
ihnuld be a success, this picture. :

The big Bible was shut wp and away.
Tﬁty were praying naw; aloud, colloguilly,
with rude eloguence,. from the' ‘i!tl" heart.

Paitl watched them on thﬂr'l'kh . he lists

lmfd to, them, ‘one by one !1! prl:.red—-
ot all- eraft to- guide this-vedse

t

;

tin thr: terms Of their tﬁﬂing They bes
the | {l':lpl:nm 1
teady for ~launching,’ to’the “desited’ shofe.
Smlle[ cdlted H‘im the Captain, ED%@ the Pilot;] ®
by His sweet name  of 1 Jesus,
t' was - all itﬂ;rillg and” all"Apostolie/
nlt ‘toncling, “to lears—if ofic  could
ﬂ-lllj" feel, if one’s foul were not stenc dead)

Tt ascended 'fo heaven, it hung about the
bed, it floated out upon the mist—salt witers
carried it—this fervent supplication for old
Janet's soul. She  lay listening—perhaps!
Lay with her chill hand I:ight in her hus-
band's.

Paul ]nnkfd up with a Jump, he mearly
screamed, whén someone touched him-on the
shoulder and indicated that his - turn had
come round: that he too must offer up a
prayer. He had been absorbed in his work,
he had forgotten the compact.

He staod up, obedient, gawky, shy, umac-
countably stiff. His knees literally refused
to bend. Not a single word wonld tip hs
blunted tongwe. He looked helplessly thirough
the open window at the vague, suggestied
waters; he listened to the mocking, mocking
of the sea. This was a shight yet a nupend-
ous predicament.

It all meant nothing to him—this vaunted
matter of religion. He had long ago given

p hope, and Mary had resolved into’ a sad,
glnd dredm; inte the poor sweet ‘might hau
been’: the pensive secret burden that so many

{ forsédk him a

A

It}
vil the ships danced, and very eacly he wired to

16 was to him—neth -.i“ H-tn !tlu':llt
in: so real,: and they were: deep

the wonders
of) i alid ﬁ‘ t t‘lun?

Fﬂ't t and Ih: w;i okl
H ed helplessiy at ng woman
) the’ emationat -bond
“something

in the bed, s¢ lunw

betwegn th _ .

which had bridged sl differences of type and

tlass, Which had made her a nlql friend to

]urn, the ahien. _
There whs™ certaily something mystic be-

fween them; or why- she }lnr him
w at this most supreme moment

lmHt looked IIS}!!::';] she ret “the lﬂﬂk

bescechingly. y she im

er. mysterious fdce h

E?h.;r“:mﬂ#r q%ﬁl q:
i i m‘l" e

was maved, afrai

I ‘the leaven

fould not escape it; living artist, dying
canit. It had moved upon the walers, the
it of God. It stood within Iilifmllh;‘t-

'y -hand, Hﬂthﬁnd'. a hand
II:aiﬁ::ul thro » 3 salt 'MMI, _
Captain's

'l'l'm 3. ﬂ*ﬁm

fu'a, hmtcn up with misery, was ohce more
€| stuck close to his.. o . ... : |

H’ray, I tell you,’ ?1: choked L -

Bver Had a man been told—to _
‘mode Which-so’ neatly a%ﬂ'nlthﬂ m cm:_l

“Paul ‘dropped .down—the - lll:rl'l"l'.
He had meant to pray, (j i f-
apostolically; since the spint of Rsflermge |
§ouls must be sp.  He ﬁ.ouq:ﬁi it out, oMy
{Me artistic :!d: as.he wal from his studio
to the (,apﬂlilﬂl sea-girt e. Directly he
went into, the room aud b:m to work he had'
forgotten.

Kneeling down he thought of. St. Thomas,
the one who, of all the disciples, niost had
his sympathy and understanding, What was
it St. ‘Thomas said? He could r:mlmhtr—
nothing! The one word in the English lan-
guage was just—nothing! He could neot link
words into the shortest chain,

It was harrible; for they were all waiting,
4nd the room seemed to be instinct with sup-
pressed growl. It grcw—#ilh the moments.
They 'were a wild lot—always; and most when
their sacred feelings were stirred. They
would .45 soon pick him up and throw him
out into the sea as look a¥ hith, these big,
lawless fellows. Kneeling® there, dumb, a
fool, he rather wished that they would. It
would make an end, it would be casicr. And
when one came to think of it, lacking re-
Fgion, lacking love, there was 1mthmg much
worth living fer. With longing, with memory
—passiomate;, tanghed,
thought of H:ry and of thr.-nj brief, most
heavenly Jove time together. |

They were certajnly more sullen, more
threatening, the nmghburs in the room. For
he was floujing them on their most sensitive
side: and the more fervid of them were pro-
bably prepared te admit that bhe was in
league with the devil to wreek Janet's soul;
that some wile of Satan brought him there:
for, always, they suspected and hated the
painters of the place,

Then suddenly, and why and how he knew
wot, nor ever would know; he sobbed out
the Publican's prayer, ‘Loed, be merciful.’

Janet Nancurvis said it oo, He heard her
suddenly brokem voice, her. harshy completely
worn-out breathing—the last crhel gasps.
He felt her quick cbllapse, her pludmm
bleating sobs, Her drm.[ fhmksgﬂmi ﬁqdr
they all knew that— rhlp; 1hrnuih, the
window, past the powdery mists, and o t into
the warm salt_air—her soul had set § for |
the Port.

The nasal ‘Amen’ of neighbors went round
the room. as Paul dropped his' head om the
knotted quilt, hiding his fice in those long,
sensitive hands that seem S0 rum;mph to
(fishermen,

There was a faint rushing n _the ropm iyl
so; mot sound of the sea, hor “ltqr of -big
rain drops; not brush of ' wings, not
hearty red burming of the fire. "It was of
tears—perhaps, too, of sometliing ‘more mar-
vellous.. For who of them ‘al¥ could say what
was in the room and what was kot? This
was—Pentecost!

The miracle was worked. Théere, kneeling,
it 'wis’ @l made plain. He saw—he beligved.
Thé light came—as to Saul of Tarsus. It
was childishly simple, securely’ true; superb,
etetiral. He understood, he trusted; he knew
that this was to be no motfient 6f htﬂ:c. brief

emotion. Somewhere surely ‘Mary was also
praying—and for him—as she would until she
died.

A hand fluttered on his. shonslder; it was a
woman's this time. When he looked up—
hagghrd, glad, subtly ilumined, a changed
man, born again, as the devount fishermen
would have phrased it—Ne saw that Janet
was dead. And every ode of them in the
room stared an!tmn!f from the néew, sup:r’h
placidity of IMer face: to the galm, high joy
son his. ¥

Next

DMmissl

morning—Monday—the sun shone,

Mary the whirling word ‘Come.’

Therée was only one possible train - that
would bring her, and tHat came twuling info
St Beigid, -between  the . deep menntains,,
about _dusky time; whin® séda and sky were
crimson, when little sandy, coves were pallid,

| the witching old fishing town; he m:hed the

and you only saw the wan shldl:ﬂu of blue
stars

Wnulrl she come? * For, it was two years—
néarly “three. Al sorts of, El'lt'l:l I.lh:lI stupid
{hings .may block  the way in three years,
even between those who deeply, deeply love.
The tide of Circumstafice is wvery strong;
moreover, Death may come up qtru:thr with |
his scythe.

He watched the tr:in—q 1:¥pnl out ﬂ[
the tuninel. He could Seestrings of lights in

tremhor of the beautiful watérs. His insargent
heart was certaiuly strangling him; lm d:r:d
not look,

Then, takidg \gumgl. he tursed Yis head
Atid he saw Her. She was looking ecagerly
put of the window, not _changed a bit. She
had come. She was alive andittue and, free— }
Mary! He Rurried along thn.aﬂ

The little train stood still. The !iﬂ'ﬂ“ sta-
tion, erazy, Lilipullan, delightful, wds all
 bugtlg: barbarows shoitfings, . smell of pil-
chards-—for il‘l'lj'l there were, at this time
of the year, sending off pilchards!
" She was herg—close; head wreathed in]
vilet, the salt air already blowing her dark
locks loose

They held hands, they gave one muiunl
In-ltl.l:l-l breath, they could mol say eme word
—not yet. He was devouring her, curve by

of us eagry.
o Bt was pothing—a mere formula. Then why

corve, tint hy tint. The chmson san was on
her. Oh, the glad glory of her face!

e

dver so ' far off+he §

e - .
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_ Put in Your Tank'
at. OB'r Dock. |

Garage
Imn to Automobiles and

promptly attende

Belby & Vouldan, Ltd.

West,
: Hospitad.

Aspha& Roélin g
Gravel and
Sand Surhccd

27 BROCK ST.

Aew Carriages, Cutters, EHarness,
Bale of m-#?! Saturday.
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Queen Quality and E. F: Reod Ladies’ Ethpul Price $4.00 Oxfords, In
Tans, Rlagk agd Patent ﬂilt-. m <. 5008,

Ladies $1.50 mhﬂuvumlm. -llnnllull“’-lﬂ'll. Ox-
fords, Biugher Out, Pstent Tip, worth $1.50 BOTH' MARKED ........00e

All Our §8.00 Patent Leathir, Tanm and Viel Kid DM NOW $2.25;

Chances For Men

Thl-t&-h-l-‘ld I-lﬂ:tﬂrdl,,h Tans,  Blacks
Patents. All - this season's  §5.00 Shoes. NOW .. i wi BB,

All "Qur * Men's- $4.00 ' Oxfords go In. this big.sals. Taps, Patent Colt
.ndunﬂummu--mr.mmnu $9.98..

Our ‘Iudnnlhﬂ the big money  making opportunily- for Oxford
gruﬂn. Lmummmm -

J.H.SUTHERLAND & BRO, |
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REAL ESTAT‘E'

We want a small store with dwelling attachied, be-

low University Avenueand Scuth of Prinopu. Applyat
CITY BROKERAGE

s, 0. HUTTON, ~ J. B. C. DOBES,

lﬂluhtﬂtm ucgmmm

"Phons,

oad Fibea for Gaulking Wt and- Awkward Joints

SAMPLES nil-—-unm FOR PRIQKS.




