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) 9 P ~ am so hungry! borrow or buy them—anything; but
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W 59 gentle_ banter . impatiently. *“Is there mothing you
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2 94 out of a tin cup in the Island of St
0 : ‘: ' Clare.” :
e Lue s “Would to heaven we were there
PR 0 0 now!” he seys, unwitingly.
H % 018 “Without seeing Florence ” she ex-
ALt ’ ; claims, innocently, ‘‘But do you really?
o "'f: Why not go back, *lector’ Do you
'Y b .think I should mind? It 1s all one to
w1308 me 80 that you are by my side. Dear
0w g4 7 old Northwell! Yes, 1 could give up
s am p ) Florence without a sigh.”
w- B “Could you?" he says, almost eager-
na e ly; then he shaues his head and
19 00 12 09 . smiles. ‘No, we must vbey the doctor
Lo 1-; ',‘: ; and complete the cure. Let me see,
,:('; 2% ﬂ which is our route!”
e “Here is the map,” she says, jump-
" 100 1be. .49 ing up and unfolding it, and leaning
1M 1bs. 8 19 over his shoulder "It is always a mys-
g i f: tery to me how you find our way by
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th 1ow. 3 08 caterpillars. 1 suppose there are not
d4 :»,.;','“ ’ » :?’l'ly 0 many niountains as they put The landlord comes in with an elab-
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MARK : and his face grows grave. : :
_ 5 15 . p- s o if there were a dozen bhorses they
7 2 What's the matfer? she asks. y ;
Y7 1109 v o should be considered milord’s, but —
nrE  m® Point out the road for me. there is but one; and he stretches out
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b : s our friend the torrent, again, )
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w» 12500 fnstead of straight forward, and—I'm expense would be great
000 12508 safrald we shal find no inn that we -
12 90 13 09 " t under thirty miles.” Lord Delamere makes an impatient
iy o > 08 w“Oh'a:) a “? = 4 d gesture, and paces the room for a
now 1808 » the poor horses: , moment.  All-wonderingly, Signa
e um® At this moment Baunders’ heavy|jooks on. To her this eagerness to
: British knock 1s heard at the door. |jeave this pretty ittle Tuscan village
ETS. M;h 1::::' in quletly an drespecttully, |13 inexplicable. Not for a moment
5 - g rather grave. does her memory connect its beautiful
;"';L;N“é“n e “Well?” asks Lord Delamere. name with the story in Laura Der
' ' “1 beg your pardon, my lord, but it went's letter; the only reason that oc-
is a very long journey to-day? curs to her for his restiess desire to
gg_}: g, A quick look of apprehension comes | push on is ‘that he may spare her
hto' Lord v?:umere: eyes. some trifling inconvenience, and she
Wy 306 310 “Yes. yr ls about to speak and implore him to
1% N “Then I am afraid the chestnut remain, when he looks up with an air
STOCK wom’t be able to do it. my lord.” of relief.
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- &.nnly in the ears of Signa and the | ders. “It is nothing sertows. You
3;}: 10 man, with whom JLord Delamere’s| mugt take her and the oay half-way:
sm M8 marked self-possession is a matter of it ts twelve miles only, they will
95 11 W eourse, Hector strikes the table. have mothing to drag, and rest her for
. “We must leave here to-day; it—1t!an hour or two. We could follow
14 30 575 is fmperative.” with the hired pair and the carriage,
o 2 b 99 “Yes, my lord,” assents Saunders,|and so make Florence to-night.”
CEELY, ] ig
e e quietly; “that I must make some ar-; Saunders face clears and he nods.
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5% 158 ney, my lord, a matter of twelve or | he says. with admiration in his tome
fifteen miles——" “*Certainly. Oh, yes, that's all she
3 40 1L 08 “The journey is twenty-five, and|wants—to go the twelve miles easy,
230 ui; must be done in the day,” replies Hec- { and rest a bit. I'd take her fortv
claw B tor, sternly. “If our horses cannot do | miles that.way.” ~
it, we must get others.” . Hector turns to the landlord
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‘I not until they have disappeared from

quickens hts pace.

or an English sovereign—bows and
follows him out.
“What a mind!” he exclaims, ele-
vating his eyebrows, and jerking his
hand backward.
Saunders grins.
“What, my guv'nor? Rather! You
can put him in a hole that he can’t
find his way out of, if there is a way.
I say, landlord, if you were to get a
few more like him to pass this way,
and stop, the Mountain Goat would
make a fine thing of it!'”
“Truly, yes'!” assents the landlord,
with a sigh, as he hurries on.
With the same suppressed eagerness
Lord Delamere comes out and watches
Saunders harness the horses, and even
assists with his own hands; and it is

view that he turns and re-enters the
fnn.

“Well, we shall have time to do the
lions, at any rate,” says Signa. “Let
us go at once, Hector.”

'And she takes up her hat—a deer-
stalker that has proved eminestly
serviceable during the trip.

Reluctantly, with a forced smile, he
puts her light cloak round her, and
they go out.

The little village street, with ({ts
half dozen houses scattered irregular-
1y on either side, is bathed in sun-
light; a few peasant women, standing
gossiping at their doors, cease their
musical chaiter to stare after the two
strangers. and then utter swift words
of admiration of the young English
miladi.

A venerable priest. with white hair
and that profound expression of sex-
enity and peacefulness pecular to his
class, comes slowly down the street
from the chapel on the hill, and with
a smle raises his clerical hat in pater-
na! greeting. Signa flushes with in-
nocent pleasure and bows. and Hector
1ifts his hat in acknowledgment.

“What a beautiful place.” she ex-
clatmg, almost beneath her breath. 1
cannot fancy anycne being unhappy
here, and yet 1 suppose they hear the
fluttering of the wings of the angel
of griet sometimes.”

He does not reply; with every etep
they take he grows more silent and
moody; and once he stops and takes
off his hat, as if to cool his brow.

*“The place is stifling,” he says, with
a sigh.

Signa looks up at him quickly,

“Let us go back,” she says at once.

“No, no,” he says, with an effort.
“Trkere is the chapel—you must see
that. It will be cooler there,” ana ho

They ascend the green slope and
reach the chapel door; it is wide
open—for in Tuscany, as in 1taly
throughout, religion is something
more than a ogne-day-in the-week af-
fair. and the weary peasant or trou-
bled housewife can enter the dcors
at any hour and find peace and con-
sclation.

With the reveread svirit whieh al-
ways falls upon Signa when sie «nters
a2 house of prayer, she goes in ecftly,
and stands for a momeat looking into
the interior, made peacefully srady
by the old painted windows. Coming
ocut of the sun-glare into th= cim,
religious light, Signa can scarcel: Jdis-
cern anything but the dark cudlines of

the carved-pulpit and the great win-
dcw over the altar. She pauses vith
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bent head—never in her life has she
been guilty of regarding ine¢ cathe-
drals and chapels of the continent as:
show places to be entered noisily and
stared at through an opera-glass; and
with the feeling of awe which always
Possesses her on the threshold of a
sacred edifice, she stands :ilent and
motionless. -
Hector. looks in thoughttully, hesi-
tites a moment, then sinks on the
sicne seat in the pocch. 3o they re-
main until suddenly, vet not abruptly,
the solemn tones of ihe organ Lreak
the intense silence. It is the orgacist
practising for the ecoming harvest
fertival. With bowed head and
hushed footsteps, Signa goes further
iuto the chapei, and standy Mstening
reverently. Theve is something in
finitely sad and mournful in the
gtrains of music. and as she listens a
strange feeling comes over her that
makes the tears well into her eves.
She waits until the music has ceased,
ana then turns to go cut, feelingz awed
and soul-stirred. As she does sc a
Yocung girl who, unseen by her. has
been close beside her, crosses her
rath and goes slowly out by a door
at the other end of th: chapel. As
she passes she looks up. without the
slightest trace of curiosity, with the
deepest abstraction, at the bright, Jove-
ly face, and Signa and she exchange
g'lances. The girl’s face is a heautiful
one; but it is naot the beauty which
strikes Signa, it is the sad and some-
what wild expression which chines in
the dark eves. For a momen: only
she looks at her. then, as revarently
and softly as she had entered, <he goes
out and rejoins Hector.
He looks up and »s.arts as he sces
tae tears in her vyes.
“Well?” he says.
She sinks down beaside him.
“Why did you not eome in, dear?"”
shic says, and her voive is like the
sweet tones of the crgan. “It is a
Leautiful little chapei! O4! | cannot
uccerstand how soesle of tha tourists
car. siroll around siuch a sluce in the
ccld-hearted, irreverent way they do?
Often and often it has made me un-
happy to see them.”
“They are not angels of goodpess
like my darling,” he says, gently.
“Shall we go now? Do vou Xpfw that
You have been in there over hal® an
hcur?
“Have 1I' 1 should have «taved until
thc organ ceased, "housh it hiad teen
an hour. Are you so hot stiil?”
*“No.” he says. “Let us zo back.”
They go back to th~ mn; the women
are still gossiping at their Joors, a
group of girls are chattering ani
luvghing at the fountain tn th~ middle
of the street; it is for all the world
like a scene from an npera, 2nd Kigna
takes it all in with xeen enjovment:
tut Hector just glances around him
2ud then lapses inte mend: «€lf com-
n:unfon only half concealed.
“l have 'some letiers 10 write.” says
Signa, as she throws uer Hat- dowag. !
“I want to tell Lady Enokwell about
tlLis place, and Laura -1 woad.r where
she is, by the way? in London, per-
baps. If I could paint, I snouid like
to paint that chap«l and the willage
street, women and all. But | nmust
give them a word picture.”
He stands at the tuble and lecks
down at the bright face with a
thoughtful eye.
“Why choose this ‘illag= cut of all
we have scen?” e sava,  UWait nll
you get to Florence; rou vill bave
sonlething to write about then. Vvculd
to beaven that we were thare!”
She looks up from ier writing case.
“Why are vou in such a hurrv, Hee-
tor? - Is it on my ucceount?

If so,
you need not be; I am perfeectly
Lappy.”

affected resignation. ‘“The only hors-
es in all Tuscany, as it appears, can-
not be got, and we are doomed te re-
main here another night.”

“It is rather a pleasant doom,” says
Signa, cheerfully.

He looks at her, then glances at his
watch.

“Pleasant,” he ochoes. with a
laugh that has a hidden bitternees.

“Yes,”” she says. “I must add a
poetscript, telling Lady Rookwell how
the omnipotent Earl of Delamere,
who carried all befcre him at North-
well, was brought to bay at Casa-
lina.”

He stares at her, then
smile.

“Yes. do 50, be says, grimly; “teil
them that not even 1 can fight
againet Fate”

KFate in the shape of a searcity of
hors2s,” she savs, with a haupy laugh.

Her light-heartedmess awakens a
faint reepones from him.

“It is evident.” he xavs, “tha* it is
easier to get into Casalina than out
of {t.”

It is the first time he has spokcn
the name of the village since last
nigh?, and he hce<itates slightly, as f
the name were distasteful to him.

The landiord <lanceg Trom one to
the other, then' dicappears, and pre
sently 2 maid enters to lay the eloth.

Signa cofis herseif up in a windew-
cseat, and watches her with serene
contentment, and. the luncheon hav-
ing made its auvpearance, ie about to
call Hector, when the elatter of
horser’ hecfs hreaks the stillnexs. A
moment after she hears the voice of
the landlord in deep diaslogue with
another voice: Leord Delamere chimes
in: and suddenly he eonters with a
piece of paper in his haund

His faee is pale and trovbled. and

forces a

utterly tnlike its usual grive self
posses=ion.

“By heavens!” he exclaims, ‘“‘this
{s too much?’

“What is, Hertor?” she asks,

springing up and coming to his sine.
“Pon't be alarmed mv darling,” he
says, controlling nimself. *“There has
been an accident. It is nothing wer.-
ous, but Saunders has been thrown
at least, I {imagine <o- -and lies at the

move.”

“Poor Saunders'”
“lLet me see his note.
And yet he thinks onlv of our con-

exclaimme Signa.

one there to look after him, Hector?”

“l do mno* know. Most probhaily
not. What is to be done?”
quietiy. won't Hec-
tor?”’

He pausez in his pacing to and fro,
and looks at her.

“And leave j»ou here alone?
:avs, troubled.

“Ch. me? Do not think c* me.’
ghe save, instantly., *We mnust think
of him only, now. Poor Saunders; xo
faithful and devoted as he has been.
You must go, Hector!”

He <tands pale and hesitating
nuite unlike his usual self.
“But—but.,” he savs,

leave vou here alone’™

“Why not?' she <ave “It will he
only for a few hours. Yeu wiil come
back, or 1 wi.l follow.
ot afraid.”

“Why should miladi be afraid! Of n
certainty, ne!” puts in the landiord
“Every " care <hall be taken of mi
!adi.’t

“*Of couarse'!’ cave Signa, cheerfu!
Iv. “I shall be quite safe—safe' wheot
ie there to harm me? Den’t think Hf

“You will, vou,

.

“I cannot

_He Kisses her. stands for 1 mwoment
watching her arrange ther writing
materials. then takes mit his cigar
cese and goes to the door.

Signa writes g long letter to Lady
Rcokweil, and a shorter on> to Aunt
Podswell, inclosinz an affestionate
note for Archfe, and so the morning
glides away.

Suddenly she hears an exclamation.
ard looking up, sees tha londlord, all
ckrugs and apologetic bows. !
“Milord., 1 am <orrow itself’ But T
am powerless! The horses have been
sent two leagues distant and canrot |
be obtained until to morrow'" :
There i3 a hasty, imnatient retort
from Lord Delamere, a further apolo-
getle explanation fromr the landlord.
and Sizna, throwiag down her pen,
goes out to find Hector leaning
against the door with his extinzul<h-
ed cigar in his hand, and his brows
knitted in a dark frown.

He turns with a forced langh as

——— e —

she aprears, and flings the dead cigar
into the road.

me, dear. ‘That poor fellow may b~
Iying there quite helplesg, with no one
to understand hin.
Heetor!”

He stands moetionless ancother mo.
ment, then muttering, “Fate, fate'™
he goes out He and the landlord

Casalina, then he comes back to

- WANTED

A firstclass reliable man to sell

securities of an INDUSTRIAL
MANUFACTURING concern, in
ONTARIO CITIES. Will  pay
salary or commission or both.
Apply

P. O. Box 107
Hamilton, Ont.

“Fat> is against us! he sayn, with

Hector, T am

) v .
" - " 5 ttue right itreatmen |6

little inn I spcke of, the ‘Ea<zie. with | i t dnd
a hroken, or sprained, or strafned leg, |

he does not sayv which; but ne carnot -
Poor feilcw! ¢

venienca angd the boises. Is there anv !

He has put the question to himseif |
tlready, and is afraid of the answer |

Signa.

“l shall ride back on one of our
own horses, darling,”” he says. hold-
ing her in his arms, “and shall 20t he
long—at least, 1 hope not' Some evil
genlus has taken possession of us'
By heaven, for halt a word 1 wculd
ot leave you even now.”

“l shail not speak thut ba!f word,
dear,” she whispery. “1T am not
afraid to be left alone a little while.
Why should 1 be? We rhould never
forgive ourselves it we left pncor
Saunders for a moment lonzer than
we could help! 1t would be desertion.
Think, i we were in hi1s plizht. how
he would fly to us.”

“Saunders! Saundere! It & of vou
1 am thikning!” he saye, with wild
bittermess.

“And 1 have no thought but for vou
you- and him,” sle says, gently. “Deo
I not know how rou would feel it
You did not go? Good bye, Hector, my
own dariing'”

He strains her to him. almost wild-
ly, then, with a supjpressed groan,
flings himseif into the seaddlc and
galiops up the street.

{To be continued.)
——————— -

Power of a River.

TLere are more spindles turned -wm the
wiils of lLawrence vy the powoer off the
Merrimac river than are turned Ly any
other river in anyv other city in the
worid.  Four hundred acres of mi'ts. em-
ploying 40,000 hauds. put out 2 000,000 tons
of vvoven fubrius cach year .- Exechange.
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' Need the Rich, Red Blood Dr. Wil

iiams’ Pink Pills Actuaily
Make.

Thin-biooded people do pot remalim
£0 MO choice butl fron: iudt.fterence,
N selue cases form despeir. Peopie
who ure paie, ixnguid, with paipitat:on
of the bheart, some difficulty in
breatbing and a tendency to be easily
tired are suffering trom thin blood
‘They peed only the resolution to take
sk to at
untii cured, the remuedy that con he
reiied upon is Dr. Williams Pink Pillg
for l'ale People. With every dose
they make new biood, und pew blood

eans health and strength. ‘'he red
theeks,  pood  appetite,  ncreased
weight and strength thac fellow the
use of these pills prove their great
[\aiue 0 thin-blooded peope. tHere
I8 wn example: Mrs. J McDonald,
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between them saddle the one horse in i

;Y Lile
“You must gc to him.” sayvs Stigna.!

l

‘a4 cowplete wreck.,

believe Dr Williams' Pink Pijls saved
Some years ago ! had an-
“emia, and | did not realize the cor-
lourpess of the trouble 1 soon becime
I got £0 weak 1
waik. ! netbher ote
well, and coald not vy up
stalrs without stoppivg to rest A
ties | had almost an unheaao'e pan
in Ly back and would ta.e (0 remaia
in ben. I suffered almost con<rantly
from « dull headache und when sweep-
ing it 1 would stoop to pick up any-
thing | wceuld get =0 duzzy that [
would have to cateh Neid ol something
to keep from falling. At times my
heart wouid beat so {ast that 1 would
have a emothering seusaticn. My vos
were ~utiken and my haondsund i mihg
aould be gwellen in the mornings, [
tried several kinds of neticine with-
ont berefit and my friends theugzat Y

couid  hardiy

nWoesd o net recover, Then [ boegam
tuhing Dr. Williams' FPink Pills, nd
before long could see and feel ‘hat
they were heiping me. { giadlv con-
tinued the use of the pllv until | ves
cempletely cured and i cannot <av

enough in their praise. and I :trongly
reccmmend them to 4!l run down girle
and women.”

Ycu can get these pill's *hrongzh anv
cealcr in medicine, or by mail at 59
cents a box or six boxcs for $2.50 from

The Dr. Williams’ Medicine  Co.,
Brockyvilie Ont
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Making Amends.
A poor Turkish sluter of Constan ile,

bLeing atl worn upen the

: tocl Gt 4 house,
lust his footing and fel!

vy

it the narruwe
strect upon o man. The pedestiian was
killed by the concussion, wiile the slatep
escopeud without maierial injury. A som
of the decrused caused the slater to be

arrested. The cadi hstened  attentgy ely
and in the the end asked the <later w hat
he hud to say in h.w defense

“Dispenser of fustice,”  answered the
accused, it is even as this wan sa
vat heavend forb.d that there should
«vil In my hecart I an a poor man and
know not how to make amends.

The suon of the man who had been killed
thereupcn demanded that condign pune
1sdr:mv:nt shouid be inflicted ¢n the accuse
€

The cadi meditat-d a few moments and
finally said, "It shail be &0 ° Then to
the tlater he said. “Thou shalt stand in
the street where the father of this you
man stood when thou didert fall on him.

And to the accuseér he added: “Th
stalt, if it pleese thee. g0 W oo the roof
and fall the culprit even as he folf .
upen thy . Allah be praised

I




