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el during Sh Grol War wen s et |\
: “I'm glad for your sake, of 1 Schieneder, \ §
Billy.” Tlen he asked himself if he, wick

too, was growing sentimental, and to-
night, of all nights, on the very eve
of battle,
He walked back to the house. Tom
was -fast asleep. The flickering light
of the lantern fell aslant the cormer
where le lay, his powerful form half
swathed in the tattered blankets, his
brawny arms thrown above his head.
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A Romance---By Hannah B. McKenzie.

fering a marked contrast indeed to the
handsome patriclan features of Billy
Balley, his junior partner.

Findin', Billy, means quittin’, It's
an end to the wants an’ privations I've
¥nowed for nigh twenty year. But,

l\hl call for vol~
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among 'en
Maybe it's the las ‘time they'll
er sing for me.”

“We're geing back to civilization,”
continued Tom, unheeding: the other's
lack of sympathy with his reminiscent

nothing to Billy, who watched. the
sleeper for an instant and then pro-
ceeded to put his cowardly scheme in-
It was but the work of a
the

It was a Septernber afternoon, and a
glorious day—not too sultry, but whk
the first coo! breath of Autumn in the
air. As Elspeth raced along, listening
to the soft swish-swish of the waves

You .n ieed not worry longer
lboul those little streaks of
; advance agents of age.

the hotelkeeper met him at the door. |-
“Miss Stuart has been calling for,
vou, Mr. Monteith, and has just gone.
Now ghat a pity you were nat back
‘len menutes ago, and you would not
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{only for a minute. Do not be unmeret-
|tul; grant me this that I ask of you.
Meet me at the Rowan Crag at two
o'clock exactly. 1 shall there,
Yours, Lilith, P. S.—I shall depend
on you."

Had Lilith repented?
Iy think so, knowing of her what he

and birches which ran along higher up
from the cliff.

As she did so the whirring sound of a
bicycle coming rapidly along the road
startled her. She looked round. It
was Lilith, who came fiylng along the
dangerous road like a creature of the
woods and sea, her masses of reddtsh-

leveled at Billy's heart.

Tho two gazed at each other a mo-
ment In utter silence. Billy's eyes,
fixed with the penetration born of de-
spair, scanned the old man's face and
read there reproach and pity, rathér
than a thirst for swift revenge. This
somewhat reassured him, and he ross

Tecovered my appetite and ate beart ly,
can teatify to tho good the pills did m
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wilds for gold, until at last we've got
it. Think of the clty's ten thousand
pleasures that this stake can buy for
us. There's no life In these damned
solitudes. It's there In  the crowded
streets, and it can all be ours when
we've got such a god—the god of goid
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Don't think for a minute that a man
ever bows to fate as a matter of
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ed to fear sudden attacks of
«infantum, dysentery, diarrhea,
summer complaint of any sort if you
have Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild
Strawberry in the medicine chest.
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Don't place too much confidence in
your companion when you are beside
yourself.

Terrible plagues, those itching, pes-
tering diseases of the skin. bLut an
end to misery. Doan's Ointment cures.
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Stage-struck girls should think twice
before they attempt to act.

“Now good digestion waits on appe-
tite, and health on both.
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life can mean to a selfish, love-lack
nature.

“But it ain’t fer me," persisted Tom,
“I'm past them thix
the_Lope of findin’ the ole
down there in Frisco an’ makin’
comfortable, I'd stay. I don't care fer
the gold after all. I
my hungerin’ fer It's satisfled.”

Billy made no answer. e had long
since become resigned to the diversity

womaa

no mood for argument. He got out
some materlals, and began to repair a
rent in his coat. Tom rose presently,
and dumped the nuggets into a gunay-
sack.
for the night.

“Put it away safely, Billy,”" he sald,
Jocularly, re already on the edgs
ot civilization, an’ must learn to be
ckler.”

11 look after it, never fear,”
the other, shortly; “good night.

Bllly fintshed his task, but his mind
was still busy with thoughts of the

sald

crests gleaming like dull silver in the

SPARE ME, TOM.
clear starlight. Behind him towerel
in silent mystery the rugged, wooded
mountains. The alr was heavy with
the breath of the pines. But Billy saw
none of the beauty of the nlght. ' The
mountains awakened memorles of
hardships and hopelessness; the river
was only a highway to civilization.

There was none of the stuft of which
heroes are made in Billy Bailey's com-
position. Had the fates seen fit to
continue their kindly beginning, he
would probably have developed into
one of the horde of whited sepulcheres
that so largely make up what :he
| world s pleased to term the respect-
{able of humanity—th.se who observe
| the conventions to tho letter, indulse
{every desire with a studied care that
| wins the approval of men, and dying
are respectfully ‘buried and speedily
forgotten. On- the contrary, fate had
preferred giving Bllly a chance to
| prove his mettle. His college career
| cut short by the melting away of his
father's fortute, he awoke one morn-
ing to find himself face to face with
the world, his wits his only capital.

slights heaped upon him b5 erstwhil.
boon radual sink-
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ing away of hope, unJl. \th starva-
tlon staring him in the face, he hal
shipped in a vessel bound “round the
horn.” On his lips were cursep for
the friends who had falled him; in his
beart a resdlve some day. to retallate.
He recalled his bardships on the west-
ern frontler, his final failing in with
old Tom Jenkins, and  the hopeless
search for gold until a week ago, when
the gravel of a dried-ip mountain
stream ‘unexpectedly ylelded them
their fortune, and ended for him the
hell-on-carth existence in these soli-
tudes. His future course was plain.
Mercllessly he would engage tn  the
war for wealth. His heart must know
but one love—the love of geld.

And the stake! It wag not so much
after all. If he only had Tom's share,
too! The thought startled him, and he
looked furtively #®out, as though al-
ready under survelllance. Well, why
not? was Tom to him now?
The old man cared nothing for gold—
he had sald as much. Why not begin
the task of wealth-gathering tonight,
and ¢uble his fortune by a single
coup’ The skifft was all ready for the
moT ¥'s journey down the river, He
cou

n'him and Tom before the latter
cow make the trip across the almost

1t it wan't fer
her

ve faund it, an’

of their tastes, and tonight he was in’

Then be arranged his blankets

future. He roso and stepped out Into | you wuz in my place? Shoot, wouldn't
the nfght. At his feet the turgulent | you? You'd kill me now If you had
river rushed blackly along, its foam | the chance.”

“I wuz mistook In you, after all. To
think that I gave you my friendshlp
AL 'you wa'n't worth ft. What be
g0lng t0 do? What do men usu'ily do
when a pardner turns thlef?”

You wouldn't shoot me, Tom?"
Why not? Men's been killed for
less "an this, an’ the world wuz well
red of ‘em,”

Then it did mean death.

As Bllly realized this his face turned
ashen pale, while a palsylng terror
struck through him, reading his brav-
ado mask and revealing him as the
pitiable dastard he was. He cowered
before the old man, pleading hyster-
cail

“Ob, spare me, spare me, Tom. You
said you cared nothing for gold, whils
I—1 was mad with love of it. It is my
god—my heaven—my everything. But
take it, take it all—only give me my
Hfe—Tom—I—I—can't—die.” |

“Git up!” commanded the other,
coldly. “Don’t make me desplse you
worse'n I do. What would you do it

“But thiak, Tom, what life means *o
me: I'm young an.

“Think what friendshlp meant to
me, Billy. I'm old.”

In the momentary silence that foi-
lowed the pines and the river could be
heard singing thelr old song, unheed-
ing of the strife of mortals for a scrap |
of the treasure they guarded. Tom |
heard the song, and his bitterness
scemed to go out with the welrd mal-
ody. The hand that Neld the weapon
dropped listlessly to his side. 1

Tl spar’ yer life,” be said, hoarse-
ou kin go.”

nmy stoed
bad not heard.

“Yer free. Go!" sald Tow.

The boy glanced from the old man
to the bag of gold and then turned
slowly toward the doorway.

\“You better take yer pile now,” sa‘d
Tom, quietly, “as I reckon you won't
Lo comin’ back.”

“Do you mean it?" gasped Billy.
“Certainly; half’s yourn, ain't it?
There's only one thief In this camo,
an'—It ain’t me.”

Tom procecded to open the bag, and
rougkly divided the contents.

“You can take the boat; that goes
with your half. As fer me,” he added,
fn a voice that wavered in spite of
himself, “I'll do what I'd 'a’ done ‘f
you'd robbed me. I'll stay awhile lon-
ger with the mountains an’ the river.
They're uncertain sometimes, an’
sometimes  theyre dangerous, but
mostwise they're better'n men.”

Billy vaguely appreciated the nature
of the man with whom he was deal-
ing, yet Le felt that such eness
required some acknowledgment. He
sprang forward and trled to grasp tho
old man’s‘hand

“No, 1o, not that!” cried Tom, flerce-
That gold s
yourn, c it and go. But go quick-
ly Billy—fer God knows—I'm only
human."—Leavenworth Macnab in the
Argonaut,

moment as though he
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won $30 from Smith at
\} “'Oh, Jack! Hon-
D confident with
three of a kind just at a time when 1
happened to be caressing four ac
And then—"  “Isn’t that tpo lu\el\
And it will come in so . alce, too!
There's a lot of summer Korih Just 1n
down at Smashem's—cheap 24 dirt, too,
considering the quality. And as for |
hats—you kunow I need ong, Jack—I |
faw a perfectly lovely one the other |
day. for Yes, the $50 wiil fit me
out nicely for the summer, with may-
be just @ wee.bit more in case of ex-
tras”  sut you Interrupted me, then, |
my dear. I started to say that then
I felt that it was my lucky day, and I
proceeded to put it all up behind a
stralght. Jones has It now.” “O, Jack!
And you promised me to give up this
borrid, horrid old gambling. I e-can
n-never t:trust you again!"—New York
Journal.

A Chlld of Promise.
“Isabel Ouida Upton” s the fanciful
name of a little girl.  Her Initials be-
ing I O. U., it'is presumable that she
1 “a child of promise.”—Tit-Bits.
e ———

Why is it that & weak woman pos-
sesses abnormal strength whem It
comes to getting the best of & man?

|last chance,” he thought. “I shall
meet her at two, as she asks. There
will be time after that for me to run
round to Abbot’s Head.

It was half-past one when he started
from the Gow -Hotel. The path from
the town towards the seashore road
was steep and stony. Evan walked his
machine down it, as he usually did.
Once on the seashore road, he mounted
and rode as quickly as the hilliness of
the path would permit.

His machine was a high-grade one,
with Dunlop tires and high-geared, so
that he had to put a good deal of pres-
sure on the pedals in ascending the
hill. He was near the top, and the
path was very stony, when suddenly
his fore wheel came in contact with a
large stone he had not noticed.

The wheel went over, but the next
instant there was a sound as of some-
thing cracking beneath him; then the
whole frame seemed thrown violently
over, and before Evan could help him-
self he was shot over the handlebars,
and landed on his back a little dis-
tance away from the machine. Luck-
1ly he was not much hurt, and in a few
seconds was able to pick himself up
and look at his machine. To his
amazement, the front fork had enapped
at the point where it was drilled for
the axle, the framework had lurched,
the axle springing from the socket,

| and the wheel had “buckled.”

“I am an unfortunate beggar,” mut-
tered Monteith to himself. “Thls ls the
second time I've come to grief in these
| islands of nightless summer. Well,
there's nothing for It but to leave the
machine here and hurry on to kecp
my appolntmeat. I can trust the na-
tives not to touch it He had
scratched his hand severely and twis-
ted his arm; but these were trifling In-
jurles to what he might have expe-
| rienced. And as Evan hurried, on, he
thanked God for what seemed almost a
miraculous escape.

“It it had happened near Rowan
Crag, God only knows where I might
be now!” he thought to himself, shud-
dering a little as he hurried onwards.

If he had understood better the ter-
rible nature of the danger he had es-
caped, his thanks would have been
deeper than they were.

. .

“I am going along by the cliffs this
afternoon, Miss Troil. You will tell
Lady Westray so.”

“On your machine, Miss Stuart?”
Elspeth Troll asked, looking up quick-

Bl

‘es; on my machine. Why not?”
do not know that ft is quite safe,”
Elspeth said, turning away again to
look out of the window. Nicholson
has not mended that broken fence yet.”

Lilith laughed a little.

“You think I am afrald? It takes
more than a broken fence to frighten
me; Miss Troil.”

She passed out of the room, and Els-
peth lcoked after her uneasily.

«“I do not know why I should feel
80 about thiy sudden resolve of hers,
she sald to herself at last, rising and
walking uneasily about the room.
feel as if—as If some terrible catas-
trophe were hanglng over ug all, and
if she had a hand In it. Surely I am
allowing my imagipation to run away
with me? And yet—"

She paused by ‘the work-basket
which stood in a corner of the room.
A book had been hastily thrown into
it. |Half mechanically Elspeth picked
it up. It was entitled “Cycling; Com-
mon Accidents, and How _to Avert

| Them.”

The book fell open at a leat which
bad been folded down.
was headed, “Fork and Axle; How
They Break, and How to Repair.” Els-
peth glanced over the page and, as she
did so, a strange pallor came into her
face.

Suddenly she threw down the book
and rested a trembling hand on the ta-
ble. Whence had come that sudden,
horrible thought which had leaped
upon her like a beast of prey, and was
now holding her in a deadly grip that
she could not shake oft? Elspeth did
not know; but before the horror of it
she shuddered and covered her face,
feeling suddenly icy cold, though the
day wea nm.

“I am mad whispered present-
Iy, letting her nna. fall. “God forbld
that anything so horrible should be
Teal! And yet why not go out myself
and—and avert danger, If there should
Bo any?™

The section |

She waa close to that dangerous part
—the part of the cliff-road which was
50 close to the rocks that it had been
guarded by a palisade of wood for the
safety of pedestrians or riders

Only the day before the keeper had
come to inform Miss Stuart that a por-
tion of the fencing had been broken
down, evidently by some malicious per-
son, and that the path was therefore
dangerous. Yet, in defiance of this,
Lilith had elected to ride along this
road today. Why had she done s0?
Elspeth gazed with fascinated
eyes, hardly drawing a breath, at the
fiying wheel and its rider a-
denly emerged into the path round a
turning.

DId LHith Stuart sce him? Did she
recognize him? Did the take him for
some one efse? None knew—none
should ever know fn this world,

She rode on wildly, her pedals hard-
1y seeming to revolve, so rapid was the
motion. A log lay acroes the road.
The rider could not have noticed it, for
the next moment her machine rocked
wildly.

A shriek rose to Elspeth’s lips. She
checked It, with a strange feellng that
she herself was about to die.

Then—oh, God, how could Elspeth
look on it and still live?—the pedes-
trian had sprung forward and evi-
dently made a wild attempt to seize
the machine,

For one moment—it was all done in
the twinkling of an eye—Elspeth saw
Lilith Stuart’s face as she wildly threw
her head backwards. Its expression of
horror, amazement and white
would haunt Elspeth as long
lived

A scream rent the air—such a scream
as one bears in a night and can-
not forget for days—a scream from
Lilith's lips; and then—Elspeth was
gazing wildly at empty space! Man
woman, bicycle—all had disappeared,

Elspeth thought she uttered a cry;
in reality no sound came from her dry
lips and throat. She could never after-
wards recall what she did. The first
thing she was consclous of was that
she was looking into Evan Monteith's
face and trying. with lips that refused
to move or do her bidding, to tell him
all. But she knew that he understood
her when she saw his own face grow
pale as death.

“Walt here,” he said hoarsely, selz-
ing her hand in a momentary grasp.
“Ishall run for Nicholson, and we shall
g0 down to the shore together. Don't
move till T come back.”

When he returned she was still
there; but her expression frightened
even the keeper, and she was shivering
from head to foot like one in an ague.

“Run on to the castle, Miss Troil.
Send men with stretchers,” said Mon-
teith, speaking very quietly. “Have
things ready for them, and pray God
they may be required

Elspeth Troil only asked one ques-
ton
“You will bring both to the castle?”

“We will, Miss" answered the
Keeper, whose face reflected the pallor
of Monteith's.

Elspeth was waiting In the hall
when, an hour later, the terrible cer-
tege arrived. It was she who had done
everything—despatched the men with
stretchers, telegraphed for a doctor.
soothed Lady Westray, and was in
violent hysterics, and directed the hor-
ror-stricen servants.

She had kept up her courage while
dolng all this; but now, as the men
’m.omnly filed Into the hall, carrylng

between them two rude litters covered
with sheets, under which lay—oh, God
what?—a strange dizziness came over
| Elspeth, and she had to cling to the
| wail for support.
| Evan Monteith came to her side, and
| as Elspeth’s eyes wildly sought his
face, she guessed the truth.
“No use decelving you, Miss Troll,”
| he said, his volce low and husky. “No
power on earth can do anything for

her. She must have been killed In-
stantaneously, that is one consola-
tion.”

“And he?” whispered Elspeth.

“Still lives, thank God!" sald Mon-
teith. And he lifted his hat from his
head revereatly.

Elspeth slipped from his hold and
knelt for a moment on that marble
floor, covering her face with her banda,
When she rose, Evan Monteith, look-
ing in her face, read there the secret of
Elspeth Troil's life.

(To be Continued.)
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