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e | 1ben | could hardly cast a shadow.
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| with Keith. Burely you must know
i | that now. And ms to the oficers, they

CHAPTER XXXI| I—({Continued.)

“1 did, Chrtatle; you bet | did,”
broke in the delighted doctor, every

that whole geng if you'd ouly said
48, but | reckon now It was betler to
JoL them tsll all they knew
Hke ; thunder storm clearing the ar

€40 saa your fase. | want to taik, talk,

alk; 1 want to'ask questions, » thou-

sand ghestions; but it wouldn't do any

§ood to ask theor of you, would Itf

You dot't kmow anrihing abowt my
™

“Not very much, | mn afraid, onty
that yeu have got an almighty pretty
Balfeister,” admitied the man, em-
phatioally, “and old Waits possesses
the vilest temper ever given a bo-
inan being. FHa's no blood kin to you,

ugh,

“Got & heart of pure gald, old

"Ever ulhos the Bpring of 8L
was s“n?a-a with him all

"It 1ag°t the gray bairs | ming, eltd-
or.” be aamitted hestratingly. put I'm
too darned beld-beaded. O\l wint
50 old. for | was only thirtyfive when
the war broke cut, | was so thin

% [T've changed some.since,” castiag hig
. | ®7es admiringly downward, “and got
gulte & fgure | was forer-thres last

“That 180't old: that's Just right
“I'vs been afrald you looked on me
4 | »a belug an old fogy!™
14 mar mot”  Indigmantly.

"Why should you ever think that?”

“Well, there wers sc many roong
telidws banging abour ™

“Who1"

"Ob, Hefth, and Hawley, and (hal
bunch of officers from the fort: you
Deter bad any tme 1o give me.”
8be laughed ngaln, her Augers tight-
#nlog In their clasp on his band.
“Why, bow foollsh: Hawley Is aider
tEMn you are, and | Was only piaring

Were just fun. You ses, In my profes
sion, one hae to be awfully bice to
everyhody

“But dl

't you reaily care for Haw-

mml.(‘..‘-‘hl‘l?h.

Ay of those duffera Can you h].lw!}do You imagine he over gyot ber te

Sba lilted her oyes to his facs, her |
o

Cl can Enswer sarthlug you mak”
"A:d You do ot care for them
Nl

He drew bis breatn sharply. his

“Then rou have got to lsten to me,
for I'm deadly in esrnest
Tough, bald-headed foal

thought before I'd ever want to—oat
FOU can bet gn one thing, I'm square.
Anybody in thls town will tell you

sround much with women; somshow
| Dever cxactly liked the kind Ive
“ome up agalnst, and maybe they dig.
o't feel any particulas inlerest in me.
1 dldu't rut much shine aa & iadies
mas. but, | recxon now, it's only be
cause the right ope hadnt bappenes
Bba is here mow though, an
Fight. and | Xnew It the
1 met eyes on her,
ted ma all right the fAirsk throw  May-
be [ did get you and that hail-sister
mixed up a bit, but just the same you
ler™ he Instated. Blunily probing for | were the oos | reaily wanted. Hope's
acta. ¢ & mighty fine girl, but

along
| bring Hopa back.”

il right; sl

,

and ahe knelt thers silently, gamng
forth into the dawn, her eyes biurred
‘with tears—facing a pew day, and a

® particuinrly fine crop Frown by the

den,

a2 saylng to the Bishop, “My Jord, yon
bars very good strawbetries in your
#arden in Holborn. | require you to
lat us have & mess of them.~ This
Speech wes capled Rimost verbatts
by Bhskespeare 1o ~Richard (IL* gril,
even the Bishop's trult would not s
peal much to moderm ¢obncissenrs,
for the gardey strawberries af that
period were only tramapissted wild-
Haga, th

44. & busl

"He—ne interested me,” sdmitted
the girl, besliatingly,

ening with sudden An “He Hed
mnd ! bellgved him—! would have be-
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where seversl hundred lions huve
boen rid

- ments ware made, more than thirty
“¥ou Know What | Mess<That | Love You. yeurs sgo. Cerfously encugh, the race
to which thess lions balomg. bas dis
sppered from its. original- home. in
Natal, Bouth Africs, while it has been

You ars tha one for e, Chriatls.

: were perpetus
lieved ARy olie Who came with such & | ber eyes, but it was & In the Ir
ind waded
Iove | it atoek, Miberto exciusively of Natal
biood.

gaged In an atiempt to interbread the
twy varieties -

%o with him? She {50't that sart of &
girl”
She shook her bead, shivering a It |
e,

LU
“He must hars mistaken ber for
me-—perhaps has pot even yet discov-
ered hls mistake. But what it &l
mexns, or how be galoed her cohsemt
1o go with him, | cannot concslivs.”

Bbe stood with handa ciksped, star
ing out of the window,

“There is a Httle light showing ai-
Teady.” she exclaimed. polnting. “Hes, |
yorder. Oh, I trust they will find her
alive, &nd unburt. That wimn, | be
Ueve, im capable of any crime Bul
couldn't you be of some help?! Whr
should you remain here with met i
am i Bo danger.”

“Tou really wish me to go, Chbris
e

‘Not that way—not that way” and
she turned Impuisively. with bands
outstretched. “Of courss | want you
here with me, but | want you to halp

He drew her to bim, supremely bap-
Pr oow. every fealicg of em!
ment lost in complete certainty of pos-
seaaion,

Apd i will™ he sald solemaly.
“Whetever they may have gone | shall
follow. | am golng now, desr, and
‘when [ come back you'll be glad ta ses
mat . .
“Bhall [T” her wyss uplifted to his
own, and swimming In tears. "l will
be the happlest girl In all the world, |
reckon. Oh, what & night (his bas
been! 'What a wonderful night! It
bas given me & name, & mother, and |
the man | i
He Missod her, nat In passfcn
le tenderbess, and an b toned
away sbe sank upon ber knses at the
window. with head bowed upon the
ol At the door he paused and
looksed back, and she turned and

Not oulr say tbe rignt thing In the
right place, but. far more dificult atll,
leave unmald the wrong thing st the
tsmpticg moment—8ala,

cement that ia some. | g
times used to mend a broken beart

or Weak Wornen

rery day by .
Dr. Pierce’s Favorite
It Mukea Weak Women Strony,
Sick Women Well.
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smiled at him Then bs went out,

new Hfe.
(TO BE CONTINVED.}

Wild Btrawbercius,
Btrawberries have improved rery
much |u favor sigoe the Afteenth cen:
tury. Untll then the only strawbaer
by caten wars wild Strawde:
& kind whick would new

. bowaever,
oy W beginning (o be cuitivated.
for Holtnahed records under char date

Bishap of Ely fo the grounds of bis
palace, gow covared by Hatton Gar

He quotss the Duke of Gloucester

lants betng sold ar abour
Landou Chranlcla.
—_———

Ralsing Lions in Dublin

raised mince the Brsr

ted under artificial conditions

uili‘l!nnmm-l.-
The instiution is now es

bone—relievesthe congeation sad gives
permanent as well as temporazy reliel,

not belp ma, | obtained a bottle
‘s Linissent which did me so much
th

Mr.G.G. Jowes of Bakdwing, L1,
wrltosrm [ hiave found Slomry Lin.

femedy for spftins, bruises, sore throat, asthma,




