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Breen was dased by the altered mood of
the woman, Until the present instant of
their walk, he had been contsmplating
a serene end to a day of most brutal be-|
ginnings. They were on the eminence of |
the Morne d'Orange. Pelee was a bale |
ful changing jewel in the hlack north.
Rreen heard the woman's breathing., e
had no pity for her. He had spoken with
excending gentleness, but it was foreed.
In the same veice he continued, since she
did pot speak:

“You could not walk to Fort de France,
and there is neither bolat nor carriage
to-might. 1 thought yon were going to
let him be happy again”

“1)id he send you to me?"

“He does pot kvow that [ am here,
Miss Stansbury,” Breen replied. “As we
rode in from the mountain, 1T begged him
to come to you to-night, but he said that
if there were any hope of his saving your
life, you would have shown him some sign
this morning, instead 3

Rhe felt herself called to her own de
fense. “Could he not see that the news-
papers bronght a shock to me?” she ques-
tioned pitifully.

“The shock was just as great, and the
matter contained in the newspapers just
as new, to him” bhe said. “Io you sup-
pose he would have introduced me to you
if he had understood all about me? 1 am
all to hlame, not our good Peter. Because
1 brought all this trouble upon him, 1
came to-night to undo the tragedy of your
being away from him, and yet so close
to the wvoleano,"”

“And you went with him to the crater
to-day?"

“Do you think I would let him Ekill
himself 7"

“Ob, no!—but you sald—you spoke
gbout riding back with him from the
crater,” she returned hastily. The man's
unyielding position wrought upon her
strangely, sometimes startied, sometimes
steadied, her.

“l heard that he had gone up the
mouniain, and followed. I found bhim
at the summit in a faint, Iying at the
~ery rim of disaster.”

“You—saved him f(rom death?"

“A wvery essentinl proceeding, since |
sent him there"

“Oh, what do you mean?”

“It was my presence that prevented
you both from being out at sea to-night.
* = * It was & very little thing to
bring bim back from the crater, Miss
Btansbury, but a big accomplishment to
make him glad that [ brought him back.”

“Did he intend to kill himself by goiug
there? Do you mean that |—]——7%"

Breen felt that she deserved vividly to
apprehend her failures of performance,
*“No, Miss Stansbury, but he was dazed
with punishment. That a doubt could ex-
st in your mind, regarding his integrity,
pulled him out of his orbit, so to speak.”

“But it was sll so intricate and my»-
terious,” she pleaded. *I dido't mean to
do wrong, but you must see that a wom-
an who can only wait, and never be told
things—may not know what is best I"

His heart kindled to her now, but he
was not building for the moment. “Let
me tell you about Peter Constable” he
eald gently. “I was hunted to a corner
fo New York. 1 am all that the papers
way, and much beside which they have
overlooked. Only, I have never robbed

the poor, nor widows and orphans, and 1
never have betrayed s friend until to-
day, when my history arose in its wrath
and man-handled poor FPeter. All my
operations were over when he found me—
all my farces and strategies. 1 had lost
my wool-cap. and the lambs would no
longer play with me. They drove me to
the water front. 1| was st the edge of the
end when Peter Constable called, * * %
Come, Miss Stansbury, let us walk on to-
ward the launch."

Breen had judged well the instant 1o
make this suggestion. Though afraid
that she would turn back, he spoke hrisk-
Iy, lightly, ns if she had merely paused
1o survey the night. BShe obeyed, and.
as he talked on, their steps grew f[aster
and faster down the morne toward the
edge of the silent, stricken city. Breen
related how his friend had put aside for
her the century-rare opportunity of study-
jng Pelee in the throes. Of the voleano
itself. he spoke familiarly, trenchantly,
as only one could do who had peersd into
the roaring sink of chaos that day. He
pletured at last the man with whom he
had ridden, their last ride together, the
gameness which men love, and—in tints
almost ethereal—the brooding romance, '’

She was thrilled by this strangeér who
had played with men and lived o pray
for one. By his own word, world-weary
and n skeptic of human character, he had
discovered his Utopia In a friend. He-
cause she burned to believe all Breen said,
Lis words rang true, Higher in her heart
than he had reached in any of the day's
fluctuntions, Coustable was upraised now
aod held, She did not call It love—she
did pot call it anything: but It was a
valiant presence to cling to, as she entered
with this stranger, hunted of men, the
umothered lane which Rue Victor l.lugu
had become,

“You nre & prince of defenders,” she
whispered.

“A man less white would not need &
friend to champion his cause,” he replied.

“Where I8 Peter Constable now¥"

1 will put you in the care of Ernst
i the lsunch, and then bring him to
you,"” he said

“Where I8 Mr. Constable
i imperiously.

“In a lrtde shop wp in the: Rue de
Wivoll"

She did not fall in this last pitiless ns-
sault, though the dreadful fingl sentences
of her mother came back. This night
wiks set apart in her life for the learning
of the truth.

“1 shall not walt at the launch, 1 shall
go to him—there—up in the terrace. Why
not T

“I{ is the far better way,"” Breen an-
swered steadily, *I enly thought lo mave

+ you from the climb.”

i
i

she demand-

hold in her brain, They hovered afar off,
like navies crippled in  the roadsteal,
Irven's ceady answer was a sterling de
fense,

“Let us hurry,” she panted.

They turned and faced the empty ¢l
Te the left wasx an open door, and the
form of a woman was carvad (o the lght.
The womnan in the doorway spoke wo.ls
warmed and vitnlizged from her vory heart,
and Breen answered and took her in hie
arm#. Lara brushed past the two and
inta the shop.

The huge figure hunched forward upon
the table had not moved. Lara stepped
formward and touched his shoulder. He
stirred uneasily, mutterpd as i€ in pain,
but did not lift his head. She pressed
her hand more heavily upon his soiied
cont.

“Yes, yPs—what is it? he said In a
quick, frightened way.

The hagrard face turned up to her. The
jaw dropped a little. HHis oyes, thougn
fixed upon her owil, seemed to have lost
their direction. He gained his feot slow-
ly, clutching the table with his hands.

“1 bave come to go with you—Ilo your
ghip!" she declared brokenly.

“Breen, come here to me” he called,
brushing his face roughly with his hand.
“It's not a dream, Peter,” Breen an-
swered cheerfully. 1 found Ler waiting
for you at the plantstion house.”

“No. It is I—Lam!"

Ile put his hand forth to touch her.
She caught it in her own. I’ere Rabeaut
entered the rear door.

“And now.” Breen was sayiag, “you
two must not forget that Pelee is still
aiive, and that my part is still ondone
while you are here—even thoigh togeth-
or.” He spoke in English, whicn neithér
Soronia nor her father understood.

“RBut are you not gning?" Tara asked.
“Ok, no, Miss Stansbury. Peter un-
derstands. 1 have told him that Nicholas
Stembridge ceases to compromise him af-
ter this night. It really is the better, the
only way.”

Iie turned to Pere Rabeaut and added
lightly in French: “Our guests are going.
Let us all start a last sunrise of Eper-
nay."

“But you know that I'do not feel as
the others do, but—nas your friend does.
Really. 1 am not afraid of you,” she said
unsteadily. There were tears in her
eyes.

“It is a beautiful ending,” Breen an-
swersd.

“] want you to know that I shall al-
ways remember your coming-—your words
when I would bave failed!” she Bnished.

There was a moment in which Breen
and Constable stood close together. Lara
and Soronia were whispering, and strange
it was, but ont of their whispers was
evolved a kiss,

“Look, Peter—the lily and the tiger lily
bend together,” said Breen,

The door was shut behind them. They
faced the harbor and started down the
sloping way.

“But you

7" she whispered.

CHAPTER XIIL

Constable’s mind was slow to inform
this great concept, The day had left be-
hind in his brain & crowd of unassimilat-
e¢d ncts, apd into this dull, formless com-
pany swept the climacteric joy. Figura-
tively wpeaking, he had to grope about
until lantern and matches were brought
together, before be could adjust and meas-
ure and proportion. He halted at last in
the empty street, seized the girl by her
shoulders, saying, as one would evoke
the heart out of a miracle:

“Lara Stansbury! Laran Stansbury !

“Yes, Bir Peter”

“Don’t laugh at me: don't grow impa-
tient for [ must ask questions.”

“Begin. 1 shall be very good”™

“Are you the little girl who handed
me a newspaper this morning¥"

“1 am that little girl grown np, sir.”

She revelled in the joy she was giving
him, and thrilled under the tightening
pressure of his hands upon her shoulders.

“And when you grew up—jyou came Lo
me 7"

“Please, sir, you said you would take
me sailing."

“Lara, as 1 looked down the fiery
throat of that dragon to-day, everything
grew black and atill like a vacuum. |
thought it was death then., Tell me, did
I come back, or are we ‘two hurrying
whapes in twilight land—in no man's
lapd"®"

“I'm sure you must have come back,
sir, beenuse I didn't die to-dsy, and we
can't be talking together on  diferent
planes—with your [(ngers iwpaling wy
shoulders !

“Lara Stansbury—are you mine

The bhuge fellow was lost in his laby
rinth of happiness. The doubts that hmd
smothered hor answer were lifted now,
aund he Leard his victory without a breath
of jts expression hampered, The shop
bad vindicated her daring. With all the
eagerness of brimming womanhood, which
bursts the bonds of repression for the first
time, she gave him her heart of hearts,
She was like & queen who summons s
mun of her people into her loper sanc-
tuary and bids him rule berself and her
kingdom, Resistless, trembling, whisper-
ing, she was drawn into his arms,

*To think 1 didu’t know you when you
first came ! ghe was sayipg faintly. “"But
when I was a little girl 1 knew yon—used
to be frightened because you were so big!
*» * * Alwnys then 1 knew you would
come some tlme to take me away for
your Ilady, and I thought I would ery
when you came, because | wonld be wo
happy. That part dido’t come true, did
it, Btrongheart? * * * They were all
dreama, baby dreams, as If left pver from
soms other betrothal with you! And
when | grew Into a big girl, Bir Peter, |
was ashamed, and put them away, with

?u

other baby thoughts and things! * * ¢
Ah, listen to old Pelee!"”
The volecano bad lost his moustrous

rhythm and was ripping forth lrregular
erashes. Rue Vietor Hugo was allve
with volces, aroused by the hideous rat-

ol dread fell agaln upon Constable, ile
drew the girl forward, almost ronnlog,
1 heg of you-—don't look back!" he mut-
tered. “The launch is jost ahead”

“Hello, Erost ! | have kept you walt |
Ing bong.,"” he ¢alled as they neared the
end of the pler. "“Top speed to the Mad-
ame "

The bells of Raint Plorre rang the hom
of two, The lnunch was speading across
the smoky harbor, riding down litile
isles of Roasam, dend birds from the sky,
and pameless mysteriea from the roiled
bed of the harbor. The wind was hot
in their faces, llke a stoke-hold blast
Often he heard a hissing in the water,
like the sound of a wet finger touching
hiot fron. A burning cinder fell upon his
hand, a messetnger from Pelee, and clear-
od the source of the sounds, He jerked
off his cont and tossed it about her shoul-
ders, which the filmy shawl and the deli- i
cate fabric of Ter waist searcely pro
tected,

“But you—" she protested,

“I could not feel fire to-night I"
Her face in the lantern-ray enchanted
him. In mingled shyness and eestasy he
took it batween his hunds. He could not
epeak for the maryel of the thing—that
this, s0 vigrant, so beautiful, was for
him to kiss and workhip and keep bright,
ler cheekn were as soft as a Qower, her
eves glowing with the ardor which the
traples mlone ean inapire In fower and
woman, In the strange light, he gined
with the raptness of one who secks to
penetrate the mystery of being—as il it
were any clearer in a woman's eyes than
in n Nile night, & Venetian song, or in the
flow of gasoline to the spark, which filled
the contemplation of Krost,

“Deloved,” he whispered at Inst, 1

will tell you bow much [ love you atl
our golden wedding.”
He heard the swift intaking of he
breath with the peculinr tremble which
follows temrs. The launch was swinging
around to the Madame's Indder. Wherever
the ship lights fell, the sheeting of nsh
could be seen—upon mast and ralling and
plates.

“Are you frightened, dearest?" he whis-

“You will not gr; back to SBaint Pierre !™

“We need not think of that now, We
are going together first—out into deep
witer and ocean air!” He was belping
her up the ladder. When they reached
the main deck, he ealled to Captain Neg-
ley on the bridge: “Pull us ont of thia
blizzard, captain—a dozen miles if nee
essary, and quick as you can.”

They had scarcely reached the brides
before the anchor chain began to grind.
Three minutes later the Madame's screws
were kicking the ugly harbor tide. They
watched, until only the dull red of Pelee
pierced the thick veil behind: until a
star, and another, pricked the blue vault
ahiend, and the air blew in [(ragrant as
wine from the rolling Caribbean.

“How sweet life is to me!” Constable
gald softly. “Grand old Pelee—he has
besn true blue! He made me his heir,
and waited for me to carry his fairest
daughter out into these reviving winds.
Blow. old Vulean, now ! ‘Splash at a ten-
league canvas with brushes of comets’
hair!" And you, gorgeous girl, have you
any charity for a man who grows inco-
herent from sheer joy?"

“Yes. even though he forgets the city,”
she answered.

Captain  Negley approached them.
“We're about a dozen miles oul now,
gir,” he said.

“Cruise around until daylight, eaptain;
then draw in until you ean find bottom
to hitch to, but not any closer than seven
or eight miles.”

“Very well, sir.”

Larn and Constable leaned over the aft
railing of+ the bridge. The main deck
below swarmed with women of Baint
Pierre, They could not stay below, now
that the defiled harbor was hehind. Many
were humming the old French lullabies to
their little ones Good food and cool alr
had brought back the songs of peace and
summer to those lowly hearts,

“Lanra, do you think if 1 went back to
your mother now, or, rather, after day-
light. | could persuade her to join ux?*

»1 knew it wounld come to that,” she
said, with a shudder. *1 have been try-
ing to put it off. Can't you guess that 1
had a bitter price to pay before following
your friend to-night? She will not Join
us."

»] am going back to try, Lara. | think
I can guess something that you passed
through before leaving the house.”

“Ob, no, you cannot! [ conld not suf-
fer you to henr the words she uttered,
It was like the wrath of Pelee—only
causeless and without warning."”

(To be continued.)

.

Novelints nand Love,

“What do you think of an old fellow
of 55 having three fine women in love
with him at the same timwe¥”

“1 think 1t I8 absurd.”

“well, 1 think so, too; but then you
and 1, thank fortune, are young. Aund
when Ienry James Wwas young he
agresd with us. When, In his youth,
Henry James was writing ‘Daisy Miller
and The Portrait of a Lady," he didn’t
have his fine women falling In love with
some old grapdfather, and he dido't
take old grandfuthers for his heroes.
But he does so pow. In his ‘Ambassa-
dors' there are three women In love
with the fascinnting Btrether, and two
of them propose. Yet Strether Is 56,
James, you see, wns a little over
when he wrote that book, nnd he there.
fore belleved that 8 mun of that age
conld Inspire passionate love In o wom-
an's heart.

“rhis I8 o sad commentary on human
unture—that we never grow too old to
think we can still love and be loved,
Writers unconsclously prove this coin-

e
ahed

mentary. The older they grow the
older they make their fasclonting
heroes. Marlon Crawford and all the

old bands now write hooks wherein the
lady killers far and awny the most suc-
cessful are Inyariubly 60 or so—that
is to say, about the suthor's own age.”
—New York Preas.

Trae Gallaniry.

Bhe (voyly)—Can you guess my age?
He—No, Indeed, but whatever It s,
you don't Jook It

London's net munlelpal debt amounts

The borrid lnsinuations could fud no

tling in the throat of the mountain. The

By courtesy of Mr. W, A, Bailll
Tyrol and Tyrolese, we are enabled t
equally remarkable dance. Mr Ballll
follows tn his book, *“I'yrol and the Iy

the girl nt the conclusion of her swi
him by his braces and holsts him up I
ing jerky sction of her partuer, and

the musie, she continues her dahee 1
and power that can only be spprecia
foot fellows that are thus handled by
rapldly falling Into disuse, and It (&
tourist to witness one nowndays

SOME CHINESE MILLS ARE CRUDE

Beans or Graln Dumped Into Hollow
Plece of Masonry and Relled.

eler.
the grinding of cereals, while not up
to the standard of European and Amer-
jcan plants, are falrly well equipped,

clvilization have not made material
headway, the “mills” present a ludl
crous slght to the one famllinr with

centers of the Unlted States,
Grinding beans In the Interlor
China Is a luborlons job,
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two other Tyrolese valleys which boust of a particularly

bpnds on her shoulders, treads the celling

Hinsteated London News,

China In the Interior of the emplre
preseuts many odd sights to the trav-
In some sections the mills for

but far inland, where the forces of

the 12000-barrel plants in the flour

of
A stack of

edirohmnn, the well-known expert ou
o iusteate o remarkable fgore In an
e-Grohman deseribes the movement o8
“ oin Brandenburg, and ong or
musculnr My sex,
In's fantnstion) jumps eatches hold of
wlily, alded, of course, by a vcorrespond-
while be. baluneing himself with both
of the low room to the tune of
ol the room, displaying » strength
ted if one has seen the strapping six-
thelr falr pariners.”  Such dances are
well-nigh Impossible for the ordinary

rolese

holes nre excaviated for an entirely
different purpose.  The woodpecker In
n providept bird. At theé proper sea
son It stores up & supply of acrons and
other foods for future consumption. In
the summer these holes are often
stocked with acrons.

Many methods for preventing this
damage have been suggested, but prob-
ably the most successful la preservation
with ecreosote. A llne of creosoted
poles, opposite the one nenr Covington,
was examined and not a single hole
was found. When it Is consldered that
creosote will not only prevent the |
damage caused by the woodpecker, but
also protect the pole Indefinitely against

.,___._r;_'_. -

round musonry v set up and hollowed

then rolled to the degree
conrseness or ot herwlse,
pperate the roller and, like the Indians

the men bave po seruples ngnlnst as

proper

ccmparable only with the treadmill

BIRD BOREES TROUBLESOME,

Poles in the South.

Birds are destroying the telephone
and telegraph poles lo the south and
southwest, particularly In Texas, Aril-
zona and Callfornla, In some ploces
50 per cent of all the poles nlong the
Hitle offenders, which belong to the
woodpecker family, says the Washing-
lon Star.

One of the Western Unlon
who returned recently from an lnspee-
tion tour throvgh the west saw twenty

holes drillsd through them,

dlameter,

been bored,

In some cases destruction of

wealkened condition
ous for a lineman to ¢lmb.

ing the holes Ia uncertain

the holes In quest of an

to $223,101,830.

PRIMITIVE STONE FOR GRINDING PURPFOSES

The beans or grain (8 dumped In and
Iif
Two persons

slgnlng the women to the task, a task

They Have Been Ruluing Telephone

right of way huve been riddled by these

ofMeers

five telephone poles with 200 or 300
Bome of
the holes wera three or four Inches in

An officer of the [llinols Central rall-
roand counted the whlte cedar telephone
poles along the right of way near Cov.
Ington, Tenn,, which had been pffected
by woodpeckers, and found that out
of 208 poles 110, or 41 per cent, had

the
pole takes only n few months and iis
makes It daoger

The real object of the birds In drill-
One tele-
phone man sald that the humming of
the wires was mistaken by the birds
for insects excavatlng beneath the sur
face of the wood and that they deflled
Imaginary
prey. It Is probable, however, that the

both lnsects and decny, s greéat value
UN n preservative |8 apparent,

The forest service has spent conslder-
able thoe In developiug a cheap yet
efficlent method for the treatinent of
telepbone nnd telegraph poles. The re-
sults of the work are embodied In sevs
erul forest-service elreulars,

Far-Sighted (..""'.r

The Tehauntepec rullway scheme
wns originally proposed four centories
ago by the discoverer-conquerer Cortes.

Heview of Heviews,

The facts regarding this loteresting
nnnounceient are susceptible of birler
statement.  In the spring of the year
1619 the magnifleent ocenngolng steam
yacht belonging to Benor Don Hernan
Cortez entered  the harbor of Vera
Mirtheorbg ‘ctoonennearPdyr pu pu
Cruz. Benor Cortez was tuken ashore
In bl paphtha Inunch, He was met
on the beach by the representatives of
Montezuma, who took him for an i
lupd spln In an elghty horsepower au-
tomoblle. The ldex of the Tehauute
pee rallway developed In the mind of
Cortez In consquence of the fraguent
puneturing of the rubber tires of the
eur by oeactus thorns as the machine
plowed Its way through the jungles.

Alns!  Cortez neglected to lyve long
enough to witness the practical results
of hls fntelligent foresight.—New York
Bun,

Over-Wise,

“Prof. Boogles I8 a fine exampls of
too much learning."

“What's your drift?*

He can predict & shower of raln, but
when It comes he hasn't common sense
enoiigh to keep from geiting wet"—
Birminghom Age-lerald

A wan never l!'t‘ll.t.l_lllll'll!l #0 much
money that it gives him the right to
be lagy.

Nothing | Ate. ]
Agreed With .
-

MPS, LENORA BODENHAMEK

Mrs. Lénora Bodenhs
1, Box 99, Kernersville, ;f'ﬁ;“' .

"1 suffored with stomach h.'x
indigestion for some time and '
that L ate agreed with me, [- -
nervous and  experienced & oonlivt
fet;llllnf of uneasiness and fear, | g
medicine from the doo :
= ‘Imd. tor, but it did

““1 found in one of your Pepgmy
a description of my n{'mm 1 e
wrote to Dr. Hartman for pdvies,
sald T had eatarrh of the stomaeh,
took Peruna and Munalin and fell
h's directions and can now sy fhy
feel an well un I ever did,

““1 hope that all who sre af
with the same symptoms will take
runa, us it hag certainly comd me®

The above tn only one of hun
who have written similar lotten 4
Dr, Hartman, Just one such ese of
this entitles Peruna to the eandd
sideration of every one similarly sy
od, If this be true of the tegl
of one person what ought to be the i
timony of hundreds, yes thousand,
honest, sincere people.  We baw |
our files a great many other testim
nials,

Get a Watch Ring or|
FREE

“20-Mule-Toam" Boras Presesks.
Bend for é0-page Catalog of 1000 Vidushle
sents we give Freo for Tops and Wrgpm
“20.-Mule-Team" Horas products, You ol
many articles of housshold and pemoeal we
you can obtaln ABSOLUTELY FRER
All you have todo be to SAVETOPSOR W
PERS, Address Te BN
PACIFC COAST BORAX €0, (0

A Cooling Thought,

What makes one man wirm mal
another cool, During the bottest
lnst gummer a gentieman walked b
the country store to get his mall, U
old “darky” was sitting In the ¥
sun. in a rocking chalr, on the pl
of the stors, looking “as comlom
as o chocalate lce cream.” The
man sank Into areother chale
fauned himselr with his Hmp b
chlef.

“Well, Uncle Jeb,” he maid, "1
say that you seéem pretty comion
How do you manage to ke o
day lke this¥

“Massn,” sald the negro, ' Il
In' dnt de son what's makin' &
heatness Is a-amilin’ down on ol
wittermilllons In Georgla, s’
dem jest so red nu' ripe dat my
most cayn't keep from swallerts’
dnon't min' de heatoess whes 1 %
late on dem watermilliona®

e —

Vitos' Danco snd v s PO
‘"u :ll‘ by Droa in'niﬂ“

saatly e
warer, Bend for FREE #1.00 rinl I:h .
o'.n.l.nunu..mmu.

A represantative of the Frendh
ment hag been investigating the £
manufactaring indostry the
States, 118 pays we excel o the art
particularly tn the ready:

_.'.._.———F—-"_‘

others find Mrs, Wi
Pﬁuvmmu;drm o
uring the leetling per
find n feasol .
“Well, Bagebrush bem et hai B
wish, He always wanisd 19 :
soots on.”
“Yos: but they didn’t hl.w" N
ihey took hia boots off. :
wy socks' =
Could Bolleye That
Bloward—1 hesitute 10 n;l.l.!ﬂ
that sutomobiles cost me, VR TUL
belleve It 1 paid o fabulest e
ihe machine, though, [ o8 o
Koblfax—1 don't muﬂb#.
want to know (s (he :

E

for it '
Shake Inte T’;‘" Bhos
0 M’ v .
Allen .Lmud h

“Yea," began M©
Peters, Jr., has quit & :
s position ln Davis

1 is
vlaltor. “What are B
affe I8 superinten

snd




