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i MASTER OF THE MINE %

CHAPTER XIIIL.

It weamed az if the days of my boy-
homl had come back to me. Never since
then had I experienced such feelings as
now filled my heart, for with Madellne's
fading they had faded, and during the
years of our separntion I had passed
my time with tolerable tranguillity; but
now that she had been so miraculously
reatored to me, the old fire was rekin-
dled in my soul, and 1 became another
man. Her very presence in the house
that night drove away all thoughts of
wleep,

All that day, overcome by the fatigue
throngh which she had passed, Madeline
remained In ler chamber; while I, utter-
ly unable to work, hung like a restless
spirit about the house. The next morn-
ing sha awoke refreshed; and when we
three sat at breakfast, she astonished us
all by appearing amonget us, fully dress-
ed, and looking bright and well,

As nll her own clothes had heen lost
in the wreck, she wore a dress of my
nunt; over it she had thrown the elonk
which she had worn on the wreck. She
came forward langnidly, leaning on the
shoulder of ler black attendant, and sank
down into the chair which my uncle had
pluced  for her, while the native began
crying and Kising her hands, They spoke
together in the forelgn tongue; then Mad-
eling ruised her eyes and looked quietly
Aronnd,  Her ginnee swept (e roomn aud
finally rested with a look of recognition
on my face. [ felt the hot blood wount
to my temples,

“Am I mistaken?" she asked, softly;
“did you take me from the wreok?"”

[ bowed my hesd. In a moment all
her languor disappeared, the old fire
darted from her eyes, the lod flush suf-
fused her checks—she was the Madelive
of my childhood once wore, She looked
at her hands, with one quick movement
pulled off the most valuable of her rings,
anid held it toward me. !

“Will you not take it?" she sald, with
a bright smile, “You saved my life."”

Her whole munner was that of a lady
spouking to an inferior. Under my ex-
citement I hardly noticed it. Searcely
knowing what 1 did, I sprang forward
and took the ring; then, eagerly kissing
her hand, I placed It agaln upon her fin-
ger.

“Madeling,” T sald, “don't you know
me?  Madeline—Miss Graham!"

Sho looked at mo more eritically and
shook her hend.

“IMave you forgotten Munster's?' [
gald, “nnd Hugh Trelawney "

If I expected a wild outburst of pleas-
ure at the mention of my own name, [
wus quickly disappointed. She only
amilid; and, with her e¢yes fixed upon
van:;am'y as If she wns roviewing the past,
said:

“"Munster's? Hugh Trelawney? Oh,
yes; of course I remember now! Hugh
Trelawney was the nicest of thore Mun-
ster boys, and we were fricnds; but,”
she added, fixing her eyes anxiously up-
on me, “surely you are not that boy "

“Yes," 1 replied, “I am Hugh Tre-
lnwney "

Her eyes opened wider, she glanced
from mo to my uncle and aunt, then
vound the kitchen, then she was silent.
[ felt that some explanation was due
to her, and I gave it. I told her of my
father's death—of the kindness of my un-
cle and aunt, and of my subsequent life
at St. Gurlott's,

Y8t Gurlott's 7 she sald. “Is this St
Gurlott's, in Cornwall? 1 have an nunt
living in a place of that name. Porhaps
you mny know her; her name 's Mrs.
Redrath.”

“Wiha, that be our master's mother!”
broke in my aunt. But I added:

“Are you sure it's the snme, Miss Gra-
ham? This Mrs, Itedruth has a son who
owns the wine"

“Yeu, 1 know—my cousin George!" she
angwersl; while my heart misgave me
at the fnmiliar maonef in whicl she mon-
tioned the name, *“Ob, 1t must he the
satue,”  she continued, enthusinstically;
“and to think I should be shipwrecked
here, of all places In the world!  Mr, Tre-
lawney, are they far awnay? Would it
boa possible to let them know that I am
here? Derhapa if you tell her the story
and show ler this,” she continued, draw-
ing a quaint signet ring from her fnger,
“my nunt will come 1o me. This was my
dear futher's ring, and she knew it well,
for he always wore it—and he had it on
even when he died!"

I started off on my misslon. The
eveuts of the last few hours had made
mé a changed being. I began to wonder
If It was all real. It was elear to me
now that she thought little of the past.
While 1 had been living upon the memory
of those dear days, she had let other
events ohliterate [t entirely from  her
mind.  Well, it was clear 1 must do the
same, [ must deliver her up to the cus-
tody of her relations as coldly az if she
were o stranger who had casually been
east in my path for a day.

Having made my decision, T beeame
ealmer, and walked with a stendy step
up to Redruth House. 1 inquired for
tho young muuter; learned that he had
left for Londou two daya hefore, I nsk-
ed for the mistress, and she saw me. Sho
listened to my story quietly  enough;
when I showed her the ring, her white
face fluehd, her hand trembled, and her
eyes flled with tears,

It Is my brother's, my poor broth-
or's,” she sald, more to herself than to
me; thon she added: “My njece Is at your
cottage, you say "

“Yeu, madame,"

“Tell her 1 wlll come to her at onea.”

L left the house and, instead of return-
Ing to the cottage, walked straight down
to the mine. Where was the use of my
returning to Madeline; to stand by and
see that grim and stonyhearted woman

bring to her queenly eyes the light of
bappiness, to her lips the ery of juy,

do?

All day I worked with a fierce persist-
ence which alarmed me, [ looked nt my-
self In' my mining suit, then recalled
Madeline as I had seen her that morn-
Ing—with her soft hands sparkling with
gems, and the biack rervant crouching at
her feet—and realized more than ever the
distance that divided us from one an-
other, I returned home in the evening
and found the cottage much the same as
it had nlways been, Madeline was gone.

“She be up at Redroth Housp, Hugh,”
sald my aunt. “The awld missus came
and took her away, and right glad she
was to go, poor lass!™

She showed me a five pound nots which
Madeline had given lLer, borrowing It
from her aunt to do so, She put the
note into an old work hox where most
of her treasures were kept, and set about
getting the tea, Imagining that the ro-
mance of last night's wreck had endeéd.

CHAPTER XI1V.

FFor some days after that I saw noth-
Ing whatever of Madeline, One day,
the seventh from that on which the life-
boat had brought her to shore, I made
a minute Inspection of the mine, which
every day grew more dangerous, and
CHg R Lopi ny work covered with filth
from head to foot. I hnd passed the Inst
ladder, and stood at the mouth of the
mine, dizzled by the quick transforma-
tion from piteh darkness to broad day-
light, when my ears were struck by the
sound of a voiee which passed like sud-
den musie throngh my frame, I rubbed
my eyes and looked aliout me, and there,
not far from where I stood, was my old
sweetheart, She was dressed now in an
elegaut costume of gray, which ftted
her to perfeetion; a little hat with long
plumes was on her head, and her face,
looking lovelier than ever, glowed nnd
sparkled in the light; with her rich
hrown skin and sparkling black eyes,
her erect carrlage, graceful tread, she
looked llke some Eastern princess! She
wus walking toward the spot where 1
stood; George Redruth was beslde her:
while Dbehind followed the black girl,
Anita, her dark eyes fixed upon her mis-
tress. This sudden encounter unnerved
me. Quickly recovering myself, however,
I was about to move away, and so avoid
cmbarrassment, when the master's volce
arrested me,

“Trelawney,” he said; “one moment.
Miss Graham wishes to go down the
mine, I tell her it is lmpossible, What
do you say? Is it fit for a lady?"

“Don't worry about it, George,” she
said, “I've abandoned the fdea.” 'Then,
stepplug up to wme, she held forth her
little gloved hand. I bowed over it, but
did not take it, giving #s an excuse that
I was not fit to approach her,

“I duresay you were In quite as forlorn
a condition the other morning when you
snatched me from the wreck,” she said;
“yet you did not hesitate then, when
your own life was In peril, Mr. Trelaw-
uey, take my hand."”

I did as she requested, I clasped the
little hand in both of mine and raised
It respectfully to my lips, In doing &b,
I eaught a glimpse of George Redruth’s
face; it was black as the pit mouth.

“Now, my dear Madeline,” he sald,
Impatiently, “shall we go back?"

But Mudeline was not ready, or per
haps she was too imperious to be so or-
dered by her cousin. She had abandon-
ed all intention of descending the mine;
but she was nevertheless anxious to In-
spect the outelde of it,

“But you can go,” she said, “AMr, Tre-
lawney will escort me.”

“Nonsense!" returned her cousin, “Tro-
lnwney has got his work to attend to.
I will stay,"

Anid he did stay for fully two hours;
at the end of which time she “allowed
him to take her awny.

Three other days pussed without a slgn
from her; then | encountered her again,
It was in the evening, when I was wall-
ing home, This time sle was alone;
excopt for the servant, who walked at n
respectful distance belind her, 8he came
np to me unreservedly, and again held
forth her hand.

“I enme to walk back with you." she
snid. “Do you mind?"

“I mind?" T repeated In amazement,
“You forget, Miss Graham, it Is an honor
for me to walk beside yon."

She gave a little impatient toss of her
hend, and we walked on together. Por
some time not n word was spoken, but 1
felt that she was watching me keenly,
Presently she zaid:

“Do yon know what I have been dolng,
Mr. Trelnwnoy? I have been trying to
find in you one trace of the boy [ knew,
vears ngo, at Mupster's—and 1 have
falled."

“l don't nnderstand."

“No? Well, I will explain, The boy
I kvew wis kind to me; frank, open-
hearted, generous, You ere somewhat
unfriendly, reserved, harsh, and, if I
may say so, churllsh. Why are you so
changed 7'

“I am not chnnged, Mlss Graham; or,
if T am, it Is but with the tide of for-
tune, which has ebbed and not flowed
with me since we met before. When we
were at Munster's T belleved we were
equals, but now you are Miss Madeline
Graham; I am overscer of your cousin’s
mine."

“Then you wish us to remaln as stran-
gers 7"’

“I think It would be better.,"

“Ah! yon are erueller than I thought;
If you will not necept my friendshlp for
the snke of the old days when we were
boy and glrl together, you will, at least,

have some plty upon me. I am lonely

[and among strangers here. Yon seem

like an old friend. 1f you will suffer me
to talk to you sometimes It will mauke

| my stay here more pleasant.”

Her pleading won the day, and we be-
came friends.” I never went to Redenth
House, and she never came to the cot-
tage. [ never songht her, but quite in-
nocently and frankly she sought me. We
often wext on the moor when, after my
long day’s work, I wos making my way

home, and I could not regard these meet-
ings as purely accidental on her part.
Bhe was alwanys accompanied by the

| black girl, until one evening, when she

which the sight of my face had failed to |

appearcd alone.

“You are lJooking for Anita!” said
Madeline, notlng my glanee. “She has
gone to London with my aunt's maid,
and will not return till close on midnight.
My cousin counselled my staying nt home
to-night, or sllowing bim to accompany
me. I knew 1 should not want for com-
pany, #o refused to submit. I may not
enjoy these walks much longer."

“What! are you going away?" 1 ask-
ed, in some alarm.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Per-
haps! I do mot know; certainly I shall
have to go mooner or later, but I trust
it may not be sooner. When I was ship-
wrecked here I was on my way to Lon-
don, to take up my abode with some oth-
er relations, They are troubling me
with questions, »0 [ have sent Anita to
sntlafy them as to my safety. Yet 1
suppose I phall some day have to go.”

Bhe tried to speak carelessly, yot I
fancled T detected a ring of regret in
lier yolce, and I quailed before the feel-
Ing of desolation which her words
brought to my henrt,

In that one sentence she had unwit-
tingly shown to mes myself—revealed to
me the terrible sceret which I had been
vainly trying to crush from my heart
Even as she had influenced my boyhood,
she hnd inflnencad my marhood.

I loved her with the same unthinking
love which had filled my soul as a boy
—loved her even while I felt that such
a love might he the means of blighting
my life. I knew that no good could come
of It, for was she not as far removed
frnm me as tho moon was l'E‘Tl'I.D“Eﬂ from
the sen? and yet I felt at that moment
that to love her =0, be it only for one
hour, wans worth whole centuries of pain.

(To be continued.)

WAGNER AS A HUMORIST.

How Ho Complied withthe Suggestion
of a L.ondon Newspaper,

Richard Wagner was not & man to
whom ope would naturally ascribe the
faculty of ready joking, It 1s not from
the creator of the serlous, somber,
“Flylng Dutchman’ or the composer of
the half mystical, half religlous opera
“Parsifal,”” that one would expect
cheerful pranks at the expense of oth-
er people. Nevertheless, an Instance
I8 on record of how the great tone-
painter of Bayreuth played a very
funny trick on & newspaper and prob-
ably a good many of the readers ac-
customed to relylng on what it sald.
It was In the '50's. Wagner, then still
c¢llmblng the ladder of fame, was
conducting the Philharmonie concerts
In the Britlsh metroplls for a season.
Being, as he remained to the end, a
very ardent admirer of Beethoven,
and, In faet, knowlng that master's
nine symphonles by heart, he select-
ed several of them for performance in
the sald serles of concerts. The first
time, then, that Wagner conducted a
Beethoven symphony In London, the
publle received the rendition kindly
enough, but the next morning a cer-
taln newspaper with a very large elr-
culation came out with a rather severe
eriticism. The author of “Lohengrin”
was In cold print, but In unreserved
terms, scolded for directing a sym-
phony by the Immortal Beethoven
without a score In front of him.
SBuch a proceeding, to which London
was upaccustomed, was sheer pre-
sumption, so ran the eritlelsm. And
after further uncomplimentary re-
marks, the great and Influentlal jour-
nal advised young Herr Wagner to use
i score when he conducted a Beethoy-
en symphony again, Well, soon Herr
Wagner did, this tlme with a book
of musle open before him on his desk.
ITe was seen to turn over the leaves
with a certnin amount of regularity,
too. His reward came, next day, In
the form of a commendatory artiele
In the aforesald newspaper, which
prilsed him for a very much better In-
terpretation of Beethoven than his
last, due, of course, to the suggested
use of the score. Whereupon Wag-
ner (we think onr pun ls justified In
thls particular Instance) announced
the fact that the score In front of
him the previous evening was that
of Rossinl's opera, “The Barber of
Seville”—turned upside down.—Col-
ller's Weekly,

Baved by Chance,

“His life was saved by a button?”

“How fortunate. Tell me about it."

“A girl asked for a button as a sou-
venlr, He gave It to her, Then he fell
In love with her and she fell In love
with him. They were married.

“But you gald she saved his life?"”

“Oh, yes, Hig wife would not let him
go to war, and the man who took his
place was killed.”

Indiscretion.

“Isn‘t the perfect trust and confl-
dence engaged people have in each
other perfectly beautiful?”

“Perfectly |dlotle, I should say.”

“Why?"

“Because when [ was engaged I told
my future wife all about my Incomse
and prospects; and now I can't spend
a dollar on myself without her know:

ing about it."

LIKE A SPONGE4

Some of the most stubborn diseases enter
into the system through the pores of the rkin.
Like a sponge, it absorbs poisons of various
kinds, which are taken up by the little blood-
vessels beneath the surface of the body, and
emptied into the great current of the blood.
The juices of poison oak and other noxious
wild plants percolate through the skin like water through a sponge, are
taken into the circulation, breaking out afresh each season, and linger-
ing on for years unless antidoted and driven out of the system.

Dye Poisoning among the employes of dye houses, and from wear=
ing colored under-clothing and hosiery, is of frequent occurrence

to health
and dangerous to health, POISON OAK AND ITS EFFECTS,

causing boils and sores and i e et T e md
) ar n .

other eruptions, son Oak. I t.rml nmd{ after remedy withoud
Workers in lead, brass getting reliof. ‘.:“:l ‘Iam:t I:. el\:t lonr :;ly body :ﬁnI:

my tongus, affsoting ning of my mo
lm_’l other metals ars o_ftcn ;‘My :g:u; & yoar ago my doctor told me to
poisoned by the chemicals try 8, a?&.‘uon m¢ Aﬂ:r “t‘?i... thg:
: 3 ishe ared, ave n

and acids used in polish- bottles BiLine sores disanpoared, and I havenot
ing, and the dust and fil- your valuable medidine toru%mn I.dlifdm

ings settling upon the skin, B8 Cikinied for i+ 1a blood dssases
and which find their way “paneiile, Xy, CON. O'BRYAN.

into the
:)l;xt&;g?otl?:wod?y inflammation, swelling and the most obstinate sores.
Blood Poison, the vilest of all human diaeaae_s, is often con=
tracted through shaking the hand or handling the clothing or other arti-
cles used by one infected with this dangerous poison. 1 he deadly virus
finding its way through the pores of the

skin,contaminates the blood and produces
fearful ulcers, eruptions and blotches,
The diseases that enter the system by
' absorption or through the pores are as
deep-scated and dangerous as any Bronght

on by internal causes, and cannot be

reached by washes, salves, soaps or other external remedies. The blood
must be purified and a healthy circulation established before getting
permanently rid of the disease. 8. 8. S. acts upon the blood, ridding it
of the original poison and restoring it to a healthy, normal condition.>
8. 8. S. is guaranteed entirely vegetable, an unrivaled blood puri.
fier and the best of all tonics. With all impurities removed from the
blood, the sores and eruptions disappear from the skin. Write us should
you desire medical advice or any information about your case; this will

cost you nothing, THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., ATLANTA, GAs

Whyness of the Wherefore. | It Wasn't Strange.
L ¢ Btippl)ie," said the Beanty halred Old Jllson “11 the hotel }ohbr)—"‘
man, “you have mever given marringe a \Well, well; if there jsn't young Slicker.

thonght.” I never expeécted to see him again on
“Oh, yes 1 have replled the bach-  (uis earth, nund here be is alive and
elor,

: = | well.
Then why are you still aingle? ask- | "y i What's been the matter
el the other.

“ w | with him?
Beenuse I gave marriage a thought,” | ¥ v
answered the advocate of single blesses.| O1d Jilson—Went to the hospital for
uess, an operation.—Cleveland Leader,

DO YOUR JAWS ACHE?

Perhaps It’s Plate Trouble.

Fiate trouble is a common thing, and thare
are various kinds of {t. Many plates never
ware right. Others are properly made, bur
the mouth fs not put {o proper condition
or wearing the plate.

i your Ele““ are in any way unsatisfactory
we will glad to make an examination
and tell you the cause of trouble

We extract teeth wholly without nain an
ail work i at lower than reasouabilo rates.

rxtracting {ree when plates or bridges are
FY S L  T ordered.

WISE BROS., Dentists %' filins By o S S nogon

Upen eveniug till 9 Sundays from 2 to 12 Oregon, Main 404
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“ RUSSELL *”

THRESHERS

ENGINES
Write for Catalogue and Prices

THE A. H. AVERILL MACHINERY CO.
PORTLAND, OREGON,

TWO-HORSE

drona  Southwick guifeeie,  Hay Press.

Actun! capacity, not elaimed, 12 to 18 tons per day. Dosiiive. antomatic plunger draw.
Nospring used.  Gong Indicator, stecl Unings, chaff giate, and & safe, roomy feed table. Low
bridge. Four-fodl stroke.

Adapted for work at barn banks. Stands up to its work, hence no digging holes 'or the
wheels. Not uaotunrgofor the tier to get down on his knees in dust, mud or snow, Largeas
Feed Opening of any Double Btroke Press made, Lightof Draft. It iwsafe for both men and
horses,  Puis full welght into ordinary box ears. Hundreds of these presses in use in Oregon
Washington and Idaho, WE guarantee {t the best on the market.

Mitchell, Lowls & 8faver Qo. fentile and Spokane, Wash., Portland, Ore,, Bolse, Idahs
— —

AN IMPORTANT STE|
IN PLACING YOUR ORDER FOR A
THRESHING OUTFIT

Investigate the Advance line of threshe
ers and engines, They cost less to op-
erate, require fewer repairs and do more
and better work in all kinds of grain
than any other make, Straw or wood
and coal burning engines. Also a full

line of single and double Portable Saw
Mills.

ADVANCE ™ RESRS INES

Thoroughly reliable and most durable machinery in the market, Honest in
construction. Satisfactory in operation. Self Feeders, Stackers, Baggers and all
attachments, Drop us a postal and our traveling man will eall,

ADVANCE THRESHER CO.

Branch Hounes, Ilough's Warehouse, near O, B. & ¥. Frelght De S0k
mont Street, Portland, Ore. ¥ pot, Bpokane, B0 Bele




