Lk

MISS MILNE AND 1.

CHAPTER XX—Continued.

The crowd growing excited on the
Peéach, the shouts of the superinten-
gnt to Dr. Moore, who was leaning
ar the fence, the rage of the cap-
@in at being kept waiting, all com-
ped to keep away any chance of
ading my letter, anxious as I was to
80,

*It's no use waiting, captain,” said
e superintendent, as he hobbled up
e pier. “Dr., Moore says the nurse
out in the inclosure and has not
n seen since 7 o'clock this morn-
., Tell the authorities 1 sent you
¥, and, If she {8 found she can go
ymorrow, on with the next boatload.”
Come, Charley, jump on board;
y are just starting.”

I don’t think I'll go,” replied Char-

Not go! not go!" exclaimed the
©old man full of astonishment. I
pwught everybody was so anxious to
away, and here, in the very first
tload, there are two missing;
pme, jump aboard!"

“No; T'll wait till the next.”

“Perhaps you will not be allowed
%0 o by that'” said the Ancient Mari
, with an ominous shake of his
pad.

“I'll chance it,” was the only reply:
Bnd with that Charley strolled back
ibward the police quarters.
! Then amid half-hearted cheers 0
the crowd the bhoat moved slowly
way, and we, sick at heart, stood
S watching her until she became indis-
$inzuishable amid the incoming steam-
@rs. Then we turned each to our sev-
ral homes, they to discuss among
hemselves the altered aspect of af-
airs, and I to read the letter which,
ke a boy's first sovereizn, was burn-
nz in my pocket, At the end of the
fer the superintendent was waiting
pr me,
“This is a strange business, doctor.
I " Bhe couldn't have got ont, and yet ghe
" isn’t in the Inclosure. Where can she
be?”
i) “I am sure I don’t know; spiritel
" away, perhaps,” I replied, laughing.
: “You may laugh, doctor, but noth-
ng would astonish me about that wo-
man; she comes down here as a com-
Smon nurse, and yet she corresponds
with a member of the government,
hy, I've gent the letters off mysell.
Then she manages the doctor, the
grave diggers, the patients, and every-
ody in that inclosure, as she likes;
and 1 don't much wonder, for when
she has sent for me sometimes to ask
for things over the fence, why, bless
your heart, she does as she likes with
me. 1 wonder where she 1s?" hg gdd-
ed, after a pause,

“] don’t know, but I suppose she
will turn up,” I replied, anxious be-
yond measure to get away and read
my letter,

Once out of sight of the people,
® some of whom | knew had seen the
letter passed to me, 1 hurried out of
the path {uto the scrub, and sitting
down, pulled the bulky envelope from
my pocket. It contained three separ-
ate documents. The first was an or-
der on the government to pay to me
the salary—-forty pounds—due to her
for services rendered; the second was
an order on the bank with a check
(both signed and witnessed) for fifty
pounds deposited there; and the third
18 was the letter that was to explain all.
¢ Though written in a bold, firm hand,
I experienced the greatest difficulty in
deciphering the words. The throb-
bing of my heart and brain made my
eyes unequal to their dutieg; the
words were blurred and ran together.
At length, after many efforts, I read
as follows:

“Dear Docfor Rigby—You will find
incloged the documents I promised to
send you; please do with them as |
asked. You will, I fear, have some
difficulty In making Warren take the
money, but when he learns that 1
have no further use for it he will, 1
belleve, rio longer hesitate. 1 have
told him that in the event of his want-
ing a friend in the future, you will
do what you can. In this [ am sure
I am not making a mistake.

“Now, there is only one thing left to
do, and that is to wish you good-bye.
I have been a thorn in your side; 1
have done you great injuries; there
is no hope for you while I live. There-
fore, I have declded to take the only
course open to me. That is, to open
the door myself, and let myself out
of » world that has been for me any-
thing but & success. You must not
praise me or blame me for this, nor
think It wicked or cowardly, kind or
heroie. Believe me, it 18 neither. 1
am sick of life; and even if I had not
your happiness to think of I should, I
think, have taken the same course;
and as far as its being wicked from
my point of view it is the exact re-
verse, Wickedpess means something
opposed to what you used to call the
divine and kindly order of things, and
I have found myself opposed to this
kindly order, surely the best thing for
myeelf and everybody concerned s
to take myself out of the way. For
days past I have thought of you as
you were when you came to see Ar-
thur. Will you think of me in the fu-
ture ag I was then? I know I don’t
deserve this. 1 deserve, If you are
just and just only, to be thought of
as a woman driven mad by the posaes-
sion of love she did not want, and the
want of love she could not get. Has
not my 1ife been made up of the stuff
they make tragedies of—a big heart
soured with disappointments, a it
tle lite of great sorrows, ended with

-
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a crime?—if it is a crime, which I

doubt; and if 1t is—well.

“*Better sin the whole sin, sure that
God observes,

Than go live my life out—life would

try my nerves.’

“And my nerves have been tried
enough,

“I am gorry to gee by this morning's
paper that Mr, and Miss Phillips
have left for Adelade' but you can
telegraph to them to come back, can't
you? Now, good-hye! May the rest
of your life be as happy as it deserves
to be! And will you sometimes in
yvour leisure speak to your wife of the
better side of me? M. MILNE."

CHAPTER XXI,

It was four o'clock in the affernoon,
and I was standing at the mouth of
Warren's cave, afraid to enter. For
there, on the bed of dry ferns, just vis-
ible in the semi-darkness, [ could dis-
cern an ominous bundle—the outline
of a woman's form. All day I had
wandered about thé grounds, endeay-
oring to obtain some trace of the lost
nurse., My people, i. e., those putside
the Inclosure, had seen nothing of
her, but those inside were unanimous
in their belief that she had gone to
Manly, some gaid by the road, in the
early morning, and some believed that
with her strange omnipotence she
had ohtained the nse of 4 boat and
been taken away. The only actual ev-
idence of her movements was obtain-
ed from the grave-digger; he had sezsn
her walking right away toward the
Heads. Though it might be that she
had intended to throw any one that
was watching her off the scent, I de-
cided to start in that direction. 1
had no doubt in my own mind that
she had destroyed herself, but exper-
lence taught me that no woman di=s
by her own hand without Ileaving
traces behind, If a man drowns him-
self his hat is found floating down
stream; a woman's will be carefully
hidden in a recess of the bank, out
of the wind’'s way, with the strings
and her gloves neatly rolled up and
packed inside. '"T'was some such evi-
dence as this I was hunting for, but
from rock to rock, from cliff to clitf
I clambered without finding a trace of
her., I had been searching the coast
from the extreme point of the Heads
right around, misgsing neither cave nor
promontory, for two hours, when sud
denly I found myself upon my flat
rock, with my bath in the center, I
sat down to rest mysell upon the
very stone behind which I had hidden
that morning when Warren's cave
first became known to me. As |
looked along the rough outline of the
hill above, over which I had watched
the moving head of Mrs. Warren, and
g0 learned her husband's hiding place,
gsuddenly the thought struck me—
Warren's cave, Was it possible that
ghe had chosen that as her last rest-
ing place? An Indescribable horror
of that place, and yet an irresistible
fascination for it, seized me. There
wag no longer any hope of saving her:
if she had sought death she was long
since dead; however, I must see: and
s0 waking up the remnants of my
courage, 1 started, with my heart now
throbbing against my ribs and now
motionless, to clamber up the face of
the cliff,

And there she lay like a child
asleep, with her head upon her out-
stretched arm and without a muscle
distorted; for it was opilum she had
taken—taken long hours since—and
the empty bottle was beside her. A
book had fallen from the other hand;
it was a copy of Browning, that I had
given her vears ago (when Browning
was my manla); it was open at “Be-
fore and After,” the poem from which
she had quoted in her last letter to
me, only now it was “After” that had
been last read. I had to kneel to get
the light on the book. And so, closa
down to her, and now without dread
of her, or of death, I, too, read “Af
ter;" and if you change a word or two
was anything more fit and appropri-
ate? Was ever poem more applicable?
“Take the cloak from his face and at

first
Let the corpse do ita worst!

“‘How he lies in his rights of a man!

Death hath done all death can,

And absorbed In the new life he leads,

He recks not, he heeds

Nor his wrong nor my vengeance;
both strike

On his senses alike,

And are lost in the solemn and strange

Surprise of the change,

“Ha! What avalls death to erase

His offense, my disgrace?

I would we were boys as of old,

In the fields by the fold,

His courage, God's patience, man's
Bcorn,

Were so easlly borne,

“] gtand here now, he lies in his place,
Cover the face.,”

I did not cover the face; for now,
robbed of its wickedness and its ca-
pactly for wickedness, clothed with
a oalm, restful peacefulness, it was
very beautiful to look upon, now, and
only now, could T realize what this wo-
man wils with her devils cast out.

The reader will, perhaps, think it
strange that, as I sat there, no thought
crossed my mind of the trouble this
woman lylng dead at my side had
caused me,

The fact {5, T had freely and fully
forgiven her, even as God forgives,

More than that, I had ceased to hold
her responsible, and even if I had not
forgiven her before, it was time 1 did
now, For had she not died for me?
Yes, died for me, and with a broken
heart, too. “Can't we touch these
bubbles but they break? Love Isg sa
different with us men!”

“But you have solved the great mys-
tery now, my child,” I thought. “You

| have gone through the shock of it, and

the pain of it, felt ‘the fog in your

throat, the mist in yolr face!' and I

almost envy yvpur knowledge.” Then

I kissed her and rose to go.
Hurriedly T wrote out four mes-

sages, all worded in the same war:
“The nurse has taken poison. and her
dead body has been found in s cave
on the ocean side,” One, and the first,
I sent to Adelade, directed to Colonel

Pelham, to meet the vessel in which |

I found he had taken passage; one 1
sent to Dr, May, adding to his: “Tell
Phillips,” and so insuring Colonel Pel
ham's receiving the news: the third
I sent to the Treasury; and the fourth
to the senior government medical of-
ficer, adding to this last request that
I might hear at once what steps werc
to be taken.

Then I went to the store; with the
object of telling the superintendent.
I peard Charley’s volce as I neared
the place; he was speaking loudly. and
kad evidently had some misunder
standing with the old man. As I en-
tered, he said, addressing me. “Ths
superintendent declares he will e
port me for not returning to Syvdney
when ordered to, sir, and T say that
by doing so he will only get me into a
great row without doing himself any
f‘:"d: it can’t do him any good, can

“I don’t think he will report you,
Charley; but won't you go away now?
I want to talk to the superintendent.”

When Charley left the store I fol
lowerd him and told him 0 go up Lo
my hut and wait till I came, and on
no account to go away. Then I came
back and told the old fellow my news,
and the steps I had taken to inform
the aunthorities.

“There is nothing to be done, 1
suppose,” he said, “"but to wait the
government reply; and when it comes
will you kindly have it sent up te
me?”

Then I walked quietly in the direc-
tion of my honse, wondering how the
news would affect Charley.

From the window he saw me ap
proaching, and came down to meet
me.

“What's the news, sir?”

“She Is dead, Charley."

“Dead, doctor, dead! Ah!
knew it; but where is she?
it?”

“In Warren's cave.
gee her?”

“Not alone.”

“Well, T will come with you.”

And together we went silently
across the hill, with the fealoug eyves
of the old man upon us. The sun was
setting now in all those majestic
eplendors, and with that luxuriance
of colors that this country, and this
country only, sees with any frequency:
the winds were hushed; the sleep of
the ocean only broken by little wave-
lets leaping restlessly in their dreams
of bygone days; when they had been
made to dance to the wind's pipine,
The absence of all life on my rock

well |
Where is

Will you go and

below and In the caves around, the|

hushed and silent mournfulness of
everything, formed a fit setting for
the sadness that hung around our
hearts and made even breathing dif-
fienlt. Not a word was exchanged ba-
tween us till we reached the month
of the cave; then Charley, putting hig
hand on my shoulder, said: *“I won't
go in, doctor; I can't stand it.”

“Nonsense, my good fellow!
go first; yvou follow."”

For several seconds we stood with-
out a movement or a word. Then 1
looked up into Charley’s face, and saw
the tears streaming down his cheeks.
Half ashamed of them, he wiped them
hurriedly away with the back of his
hand, and shook himself from head to
foot, to regain, If possible, his gelf-pos-
session,

The following morning T institute
an inquiry into the cause of death of
Miss Milne, alias Nurse Emily,
Charley administered the oath to the
witnesses, and as he enjoined them to
tell “the whole truth,” I said to my-
self: “The whole truth? No man but
myself knows, or will know that, and
I—I will hold my peace.”

That afternoon the best of the cof-
fing wag selected, and Charley and 7T,
with loving handg placed her, still in
her sleeping attitude, into it, and cov-
ered her for a shroud with the sea-
scented ferns that she had chosen for
her last bed, And then, when the
men had lowered her into the grave
and gone again, I took from my pock-
et the prayer book that now for the
gixth time was called into requisition,

I will

and with Charley for chief and
only mourner, standing at the
foot of the grave with Thead
bent and arms folded, I read

those golemn words, the divine inspir
ation of which ig proved by their nev-
erfalling applicability, and Charley's
heart gave out a little groan of assent
as I read: ‘“We give Thee hearty
thanks for that it hath pleased Thea
to deliver this our sister out of the
miseries of this sinful world.”

P. 8.—Tpon the last proofsheet of
the last chapter of this book (which,
with the rest, has been sent to
a friend In the country to look over),
I find the following cutting from the
Sydney Morning Herald, pasted dlag-
onally:

00000000000 00000D00

On the G6th inst,, at All
gaints’, Manly, N, 8, W,, by
the Rev. Dr. May, A, A, Rig-
by, M. R, C, 8. E,, to Edith,
only ehild of Colonel Pel-

ham, R. A,
00Q0D0000C000000000
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£ DON'T GET MARRIED,
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“Never get married.” Such is the
advice given to young people by Mrs.
Renben Nagle, a farmer, of St. Law-
rence, I'a,, a sad-fueed women of gev-
enty years. Her husband is about the
same age, and for half a century they
lived together as man and wife. Only
the other day they agreed to live apart,
and they went about making the ar-
rangements apparently without a pang
of regret. First, they went to an at-
torney's office and be drew up the
papers. Next they had deeds prepared
making an equal division of their prop-
erty, They started out In life with
little, and wound up half a century of
matrimony with about $40,000 {nvested
In real estate and securltles. This was
amieably divided without the shadow
of a dilference. The lawyer having
prepared the papers handed them to
the couple and the husband pald his
fee. Then they walked to the court
house together, filed the papers In the
Recorder's office, and In the corrldor
of the bullding separated without a
display of any emotion whatever.
“Well, good-by,"” he sald, and she re
plied “Good-by."” They did not even
shake hands, only the slightest nod as
each went his or her own way.

Thelr neichhors declare that they
never knew them to quarrel, though
they often had strong differences of
opinlon, “In fact,” saild Mr. Nagle,
“we drifted as naturally Into the ldea
of separating as we did into matrl-
mony. We simply decided to live apart
because we weren't happy, and that's
all there Is about it."

Mrs., Nagle has resumed her resl-
dence In the old homestead, which she
enterad as a bride and has occupled
ever since. It wans there that she was
found and questioned as to her views
on marriage, when she declared: ‘Nev-
er get married. That's my advice. I've

After Fifty Years of Wedded Life a Man
and His Wife

THEY SAY....

Give This Advice.....

i

found llttle happlness In the wedded
state, and the same is the case with a
large percentage of others. There are
some In my own nelghborhood. You
read of others in the newspapers, and
some don't say much about it. We
didn't have much money when we
started out In life together. We were
economlical and thrifty, and I thought
that Its possession would bring me con-
tentment. In that 1 was mistaken, We
accumulated little compared with the
great fortunes of the world, but It
wias enough for our needs, and yet we
were not happy. There wns a time
when I belleved that the possession of
money would bring me, as a married
woman, the greatest satisfaction in the
world, but I found that I was mistak-
en. Young man, just take this advice:
Don't get marrled, and accept this as
the truth: Money alone brings nelther
contentment nor happiness.”

Mr. Nagle has gone to llve on one
of the farms which he secured by the
division of thelr property, and there
he expects to spend the remainder of
his days. Unless they should happen
to meet by chance, It is not likely that
they wlll see each other on thls slde
of the grave, “Advised you not to get
married, did she?' he sald. “So do I
—that's what I say. It brought us no
happlness. We wern't contented, and
50 we declded to separate. Marrlage
In our case, as In many others, was a
flat fallure.”

GREAT RAILWAY PROJECT.

Proposed Line Will Open Up a Vast
and Rich Country.

Witlr the bullding of the Denver,
Northwestern and Pacific Rallway a
new transcontinental rallroad system
will enter Into competition with exist-
Ing transcontinental lines. The new
rallroad will run west and northwest
from Denver to Salt Lake Clty and will
reduce the time by rail between those
| two points ten hours.

i\ David H. Moffat, presldent of the
 First Natlonal Bank of Denver, will
{ bulld the new road. He has entered

into an agreement with Senator W. A,
| Clark, owner of the S8an Pelro, Los An-
geles and Salt Lake road, by which the
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BENATOR CLARK,

two roads will connect at Salt Lake
|Cily. thus establishing a through con-

nectlon between Denver and the I'a-
cific coast.

When It 18 borne In mind that Mr.
Moffat's new road will conunect at
| Denver with the Rock Isjand and the
Chleago, Burlington and Quiney, the
[ importance of this new connection be-
comes apparent,

The Denver, Northwestern and Pa-
cifie rallivay will traverse a virgin ter-
‘ritory, from Denver to Salt Lake City,
a distance of approximately 500 miles,
|being 235 miles less than by the Den-
'ver and Rlo Grande Rallway between
Denver and Balt Lake City.

The sectlon through which the road
will go i§ as large ns the State of
Pennsylvania and s rich In minerals,
anthraclte coal and splendld agricul-
tural possibilities, and yet it is not
traversed by a single road,

The great territory northwest of
Denver, as yet undeveloped, I8 greater
It area than the combined areas of Ver.
mont, New Hampshire, Massachusetts,
Rhode 1sland, Connecticut, Delaware
and New Jersey, which have a combin.
ed population of about 6,000,000. And
this territory to-day, which Is capable
of supporting In luxury the miner and
the farmer, the agriculturist and the
beef ralser, has a population of only
10,000. It is claimed by the projector
of the road that there Is not a similar
rich territory of equal area In the

whole United States without a rall-
road.

It has been sald that a stralght line
can be drawn from Cheyenne, Wyo.,
to Park Clty, Utah, east of Salt Lake
City, for 850 miles without touching a
rallrond track. From Silver Plume,
fifty-four miles west of Denver, to
Provo, Utah, a simllar stralght line of
300 miles can be drawn without touch-
ing a railroad track. It is 225 wmlles
from Grand Junctlon, Colo., an the
Denver and Rio Grande Rallway, due
north to the Unlon Pacifie in southern
Wyomlng., The Unlon Pacltic at its
nearest polnt is 106 miles to the north,
and the Denver and Rio Grande s 128
miles on the south, The route of the
new rallway ls midway between these
points,

This terrltory, without a single rail-
road, dolng its buslness by stage, wag-
on or on foot, now contalns several
thousand persons who are engiged in
ralsing sheep and eattle and In mining
In a small way and dolng the best they
can against all the obstacles arising
from a lack of fransportation. How
greatly wlll a rallroad, affording ade-
quate transportation to persons engag-
ed In all classes of Industry, develo
new Industries and enterprises, stinf-
late farmers to take up farms, expand
small villages Into towns and, In a
word, make n rich country of what Ia
now almost unapproachable!

Journal of the Beggars.

Innovations In journalism are not
generally looked for In Europe, but
Parls of late has been doing a few
things In that line which have been
distinetly new. The lgtest I8 a jour-
nal for beggars, which has been start-
ed for the purpose of disseminating
useful Information among the mendi-
cant fraternity, and the price of which
I8 b cents a copy, At a glanece It would
seem as If this charge was rather high,
consldering the supposed straltened
means of its readers, but presumably
the editors know what they are about.

The advertlsements furnlsh Interest-
Ing reading for bLeggars temporarily
out of a job, though It Is difficult to
understand how the advertlser could
expect to recelve an answer to the fol-
lowing:

“Wanted—a blind man who ean play
the flute a lttle,”

Probably someunfortunatedumb man
will tell his blind confrere of the va-
cancy.

Here I8 another sample of an ad-
vertised vacancy which requires awk-
ward qualifications:

“Wanted—a lame man for the sea-
slde; one without a right arm pre-
remd-tl

In addition to “ads" of this kind no-
tices of forthcoming christenings, bur-
Ials and birthdays of rich people are
printed, so that the beggar may know
where to go to prosecute his vocation
with success.~New York Times.

When a young man gets married,
the most sincere mourners at the wed-
ding are his sisters, to whom he haa
been In the habit of glving spending
money. ’




