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CHAPTER VIIL.—(Continued.)

Here was another jssue of Nemesis, the
curse 6f noother life through his coming
back from the edge of the water. Iy b

erush of self-hate, he smilad gt the woni
an, * « =

i'ntil & moment ago the
wrevking work of the morning had pu
thoughts of Soronin from his mind. He
had come o the sliop partly to marshal
his finnl resources in on otit-of-the-way
siot nod arrange tho Ilnst line of aetion,
anil purtly to avold the possibility of ar-
rest for the moment in case the Pantlier
had brought an emissary of the law, 1lis
end was & matter of lours at bost; lis
erilsing and his friendship with Consia-
ble were over. Saint Plerre, of the lesier
iglands, wos the last station of his trav-
eling. During three days he had possid
muny hours in the shop. What thos
hours hnd accomplished was dramntieally
revenlod now in the anguish of the wmnid-
en ns she waited for the nouswer to Ler
quistion,

"1 lisve been thinking n great doal sines
yesterday. I found that [ couldn’t do
what 1 treied—nt least, without seeing
you nziin, Sonoriet

Breen spoke vague
Iy e bind sutficient bonesty not Lo i
deft with the forees lin was now employ-
ing. “Thy fuinte, T cannot tell yer, 1
may have to lenve Saint Pierre  for
awhile, but 1 shall leave my heart lore,
and if 1 lee—I will come back ! Tosday
I must #eo my feiend amd tell him that
L cannot ernise further sonth with him."

Bhe would bave fallen had he not held
her, but hior oyes were shining, The old
man ran for restoratives, Dreen would
have put the girl itito a chair, but she
<lung to him.

"1 have walted for you so long, my
anker of pictures,” she whispered,

Pere Iabeant stood beside them with
madicines;, The venser of shop servitude
was gone from the geay old face. The
sharp block eyes wers directed stendily
upon the stranger. who saw that they
wire rendy ta soften or burst into finmi
Breoon saw, too, that he was less in the
presence of the father of a ercole girl
of Martinigque than the father of an old-
world houseliold,

*I am waiting for yon to spenk, mon-
sieur,” snid Pere Rabeaut.

“You have not waited long, sir,” Direen
answered, It was Jjust an instagt ago
that 1 had the honor of hearing from
yobr daughter's lips—that she would walt
for me until T conld come back perma-
uently to Saint Pierre”

“1 know you will forgive an old sol-
dier of Franee., So many people do not
understand—don’t tey o undemstand—
that [ deemed it a privilege to marry the
mother of the mabl in your arms—not
becanse 8 governor genern] of Murtinigue
wins her fathor—but becouse she was wor.
thy the worship of an old soldler of
France. The girl is like her mother,
smonstenr.”

"It is an honor 1 do not deserve, sir—
the dovgliter of a country woman of Jo-
sephine and a soldier of Franee," said
Broen, griteful that one of his utter-
ances contnined or covered no lie.

The bow from the veteran was n gra-
cions thing, He held a glass to the lips
of his daughter.

“1 do not need it now, father,"” Soronin
said softly.

There was a knock at the door. The
maid hastened to her room, and Pere
Robogut, onee more the master of the
ghop, greeted a gosping patron,  Breen
was left to his thoughts, * * * That
which he had done was unchangeahle.

“Nicholas Stembridge, rejoice! this ig
your wedding day '™ he muttersd, “What
a time you've had down the years! You
have lived long and freely, toking what
you snw and daring consequences and
prattling like a defective to keiép np your
epirite ! Nick, do you recall the prime
sentenee of your philosophy—"There is
pothing which  Doctor  Death cannot
cure'?  Isu't it a wonderful saying? 8o
wonderful that it has exceptions! No,
Dieath will not put Peter and his lady out
to sea! * * * The police are aftor
you; your lips are hot with lies; yon sit
in the gloom. Nick Stembridge, you arve
whippod, cornered.  Yon go out a coward
and a linr. Where is your laugh of yes-
tordny 1"

And yet he smiled at the perfection
of the pride-humbling trap the Fates had
Taid for him this day; smiled at the words
Yo had uttered to Soronin and her fatler,
who hnd bristled into a soldier of France.

And yet there hnd been no other way.
After what he had dove to Constable, it
wns not in Wim to deprive Soronin of
wlhnt she seemed to necd—not under her
pitiful pyes!  His own part did not enter.
He conjured no golden haze as the mate
of this creature of ardor, [ragrance, and
gentleness, . Nor, on the other extreme,
didd he reflect that to spend one's doys
in a torrid shop with a woman of black
blood wias a fitting end for a brutalized
Yife.

Hle put the woman out of his mind,
and turned to the sorry business of the
wounded friend,  He must find Consto-
bl nnd say the last words; then take the
blame [rom his fricnd In the pregence of
the women, I he were tnken into cus-
tody on the way—there wns no help for
that, Al remnnnts of justice and white-
munship demanded that he set out at once,
e burrled to the court. *

“Soronin,” he ealled, “I'll have to go
pow, Mr. Constable expects to leayve
with his ship to«day, and I must talk
with him before he goes'

She appeared in the dress in which he

Lod first seen her, Thore were tender
| remonstrances which be searcely® hodrd,
f but be answered gently, Ilis mind was
with the man.

“Aund you will be back this afternoon?"

In the hollow of the universe there
sceemed no renson that he eould utter why
ha should nor be back that afternocon.
“Yes, little fairy,” Le answered.

“And I shall watch from the upper
window, if the smoke clears, for your
friend's ship to sail. * * = A} don't
stay long from me !’

The sun ecould not shine through the
ash-fog which whut out the harbor dis-
tances and shronded the grent cone, but
volumes of dremdful heat found the earth.
Though the Madame Iny well in the har-
hor, she was invisihle now, even from the
terrices.  There was no line dividing the
shore from the sea, nor the sen from the
sky. It was all an ilimitabie mosk,
whose fabriec was the dust which had lain
for centuries upon Peles's dynamos,

There was no earvinge for hive, The
day Lad driven the publie drivers to cover.
Fireen walked to the plantation  house.
The servant was Joug in answering his

ring.

Mr. Wil was o the ballway, The
Inll from® guest to an enemy of the house
pulled hard vpon Breen's philosophy.

“Come In, sie,” said Unele Joey., Ilis
tonge wis roprisesd os he added ; “Had |
known your sddress, 1 should have sent
your effects to you."

"I wasn't thinking about that, hut look-
ing for Mr. Constable,” Breen declared.

“You are Nicholas Stembridge?”

“You'

The elder man stared ot him savagely.
“Don't yoit think you have done enough
dnmage "

“More than enough, Mr., Wall; bat
there remains, from my point of view, an
unfinished sentence,”

“Ile is not here

“Then I need trouble you no further'

Bireen had not the heart that instant
to a8k to see the Iadies. At the pier he
learned from Ernst, who had charge of
the launch, that Mr, Constable was not
aboard the ship, and hoad given ap the
idey of sailing for the day, apparently,
At the Roxelape, Breen found that Con-
stable had made his way beyond toward
the River Blaneh, which had flowed black
anid boiling yesterdany, At the Hatel des
Palms there was definite word of M. Con-
stable, American. The proprietor bore
witnegs that the gentleman had stopped
nt the estabilishment long enough to pro-
cure food, mules and guides—the Inst at
groat cost, since the natives were in dend-
Iy fear—for a trip to the ernters of De-
lee,

T CHAPTER IX.

The morning which broke throngh the
defenses of Breen, and crumpled the dear-
ost purpose of Constable, also drew Miss
Stansbury into the vortex of Intense emo-
tions, Whatever dominant traits and im-
pulsis she bad inherited from lier mother,
it had been her self-training to repress,
Ample opportunity had been afforded her
to note in her mother the career of an in-
domitable mistress of nffuirs. The result
of her observations was a positive distaste
for stiffuess of views in any sphere, and
n conviction that the display of master
fulness in woman did not make for wom-
nn's happiness.

As o giel, it had not oceurred to Lara
to exert an authority counter to |ler
mother's, When she became a young wom-
an she earefully aveided nny extremity
which might lead to the broaking of
either her own or the more visible will
of the honse,

Now, in the midst of painful develop-
ments, it was borne home to Lara that
she lind progressed top far in the way of
aminbility ¢ thot she hnd  unconseionsly
outstripped her intention, and phesed into
the boundaries of self-effacoment. In the
crigis of the newspaper revelntions, she
had followed her mother's initintive with-
ont question, The crenture of indecisions
that she had become grew more and more
odious to her as the forencon passed, and
in her contrition she realized that the
mnn whose first wish was to spare her
from harm had been repaid with a lack of
courtesy and a greater Inck of conrnge,

Nothing that she had said or done, it
seemed to her now, earried the staming of
decision.  She had implored him not to
speale; she had run from him, like a
frightened echild to her mother, when he
had told hig love and hegged her to seck
safoty abonrd his ship. In none of her
denlings bhad she shown the strong wom-
anhpod which marked her ideals; and in
gingular contrast stood out his gracious-
ness and patience, The thousand little
things in which she had subserved hoer
own inclinations to the mnternal will hnd
dulled the delicate point of personality,
without which a man cannot stand wval-
inntly through the crux of harsh days.
1t was all plain now, so hideously plain,

The chief of the acts she regrotted had
to do with the morning itself. What
manner of “friendship” was this which
aceepted as authoritative the testimony
of n newspaper's suspicions?  She lind
done more than this, in handing Constable
the doenment that witnessed against him,
and shutting the door upon his possible
defense. There was an added poigniney
in the knowledge that her mother would
not have thus used one of her favorites,
[Mer distaste for the American onused
Mrs, Stansbury so readily to accept news-
paper evidence s a triumph of her judg
ment. As If such thoughta of wretched-

| womankingd !

ness were not sufficlent to start tears of
vexation, Lhra’'s mind finally ndded to the
inventory of its miseries by reverting to

¢arriage on the day of hix arrival. How

| she had berated the essayist for declar-

ing that the stuff of friendship stirred pot
ITow vigorously he had
agreed with her!

She songht ber own room when the tn-
mnlt mounted to the point of tenrs. Pros-
ently she went to the door and locked it,
for the inesitable thought hed come, Whnt
thid the name of Peter Constable mean to
her? She had felt his strength. Long
ngn she had dreamed of such strongth snd
pil the dream away. Whether or not he
was to be the conqueror, she knew that
winstory like his eould rouse her hoart,
Rhe wans evading the sulistanee of the
question. Before the mirror she frowned
severely nt the Lara there.

“Toll me this" said the woman, “do [
witnt him to go away?"

“No, no!" said the image.

“No," repeated the woman; “not if he
be innocent,”

The imnge scowled at her con=ervatisng
“Yon deserve to suffer. You sont him
away without a tithe of your trust, with-
out a morsel of your merey,"

Standing in the upper hallway, she
heard what passed between Breen and
the: planter at the front door. Why Jdid
not Unele Joey demand exionunting elr-
cumstances? She was siure that Breen
wonld have dropped some lint, at least,
of Constalle’s part in the mysterions al-
linnee, had it not been for the bharbed
iron of the other's words, Larn’s paltis
achad from the pressure of her nails.

She did not go downsinirs
but often cropsed the hall,
atahla'es wanm ta loak nt the o

to luncheos,,
entnring (Cone-
anntain and
cityward along the smoky highwny, In
oe of those watches she wow the 1irtle
Blanek earringe of  Father
proaching. He would have driven by, but
ghe ran pelow and ealled to bim from the
veranda :

“Come in and rest a minute, father, Is
there any good to tell?"”

“Yery little, Larm, The gray curse is
on Snint Plerre, indeed, 1 have grown
afrald for my people, and mn warning
them to seek refuge in Fort de Fronee
Your guest suggested this step, and has
helyied nobly with money to care for the
peaple fleeing to the eapitnl.”

Rhe drew from him an account of his
meeting with Constable on the highway
in the morning. He told Ler, too, how the
young man had sent sick native mothers
and their children out to the ship for
refuge from the heat and sulphne fumes,
anid of the large sums of money he had
volunteersd for the ears of the favored
fow who fisd to Fort de Franee, Lara
bent her hend forward toward the priest,

“And what do you think of this man,
fathor?" she questioned sudienly,

The old man's mild gaze {ell before the
glowing eyes of the girl, *“1 didl not
think when 1 fiest met him that he was
gifted with such  zeal” he answered
weakly.

“Where is he now, Father Damien?"

not seen him since morning,

that he has ascended to the ernters of
Poles,"

She sprong up, but repressed the ex
clamation upon her lips, Her mother had
entered.

“Good morning, FFather Damien,” Mrs.
Stanshary sald plensantly. *“Ia Lara re-
henrsing private theatricals for you?!"

The priest made haste to depart, saying
that he wns on the way to Fort de Franee
with the money Constable had given, to
muke the refugees there as comfortable
as possible.  The Indies followed him to
the door, It happened that the old man
faced Lara as he said:

“1 hope it may be n falso rumor that
vour friend hns sought the ecraters of

Pelee, Such services as his we cannot
alford to do without. There is power In
the man "

girl answerdd guictly,

“Whnt does this menn, this talk ot
Sriend” in connection with the confrere of
A thief 2 Mres. Stanshury asked,

1 did not quibble in the use of thr
wor]—-"

“Dio you eonnt n¢ a friend one who
would tey to pot you aboard a ship which
bears the reputation of the Maoadame de
the notorious Nicholng Stembridge?”

“You were also invited to go, remem-
ber."

“My denr child, yon are overwronght.
I cannot believe that you are appealed to
by this sudden interest of his in your wel-
fare; nor that yon dreamed of aceepting
terms that would have frightened our
Domremy saint who hraved wars"

“1 do not like your talk of terms, moth-
er, There were no terms,  Mr, Canstable
nsked me to board his ship, that I might
be safe, 1lis enre for my welfare is nor
important in this talk'

“Ido you think you would be safe to g
with him?"

“Safe ns the sen—snfe as the hilack
women onid their habies now crowded up-
on the terribile de Stnel!l 1 do not enrs
to talk further. You have followed your
inolinations regariding Mr. Constiable, and
until now [ have allowed yonr inelinations
to be mine. I am gnilty a8 yon are of
outraging the sensibilities of a man whao
desarves at least the consideration of a
gontlowoman. [ shall learn the truth
about these reports, and if they nre as
false In sulstance as I believe, 1 ghall
mike up for my ineivilities,"

Mm, Stansbury felt that here was »
resistance no less formidable than sadden,
It must be crushed, of course, but the
present moment witd not propitious. Khe
langhed gently.

(‘T'o be continued.)

The deposit of dew Is greatly Influ
enced by color, It will be found thick.
est on n bourd paltted yellow, but no

at all on red and black,

! her conversation with Constable in the '

AWEWARD PASSENGERS.

I

Dasmien nap- |

“That I eannot tell, dear. We have |
Some say |
that he has gone to Morne Rouge: others |

"1 think 1 have folt it, father,” the phairman of the eommission on rlvers

Stnel7—oue who wonld bring to our house | a0 gupply of swater.
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| L Transporting bufaloes tuf préssryvatlon |

The anlwals delven down the elute to the
(traveling wagnns,

2 The buffnlo's travollhg saloon for u
tikmille Journey,

| Arrival of the buffalocs from the New
York Zoologlon] Park at the Wichitn ranch,
DElAligmN,

4. The bulfaloes sprayed with crude oll
tefore they were reldased upon the ranch.

& Ope of the United Stnies buffalo pre
forves, A genernl view of  the Wichits
nnieh.

A, Part of the heed that stocked the gov-
ernmient ranch, Bululoes o the New York
Couloglenl Park,

STATISTICS OF SURVIVING BUFPA
LAOES,
Total huffaloes In the world
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WHE In Canndn .o vvcavanan sawaas BN
Chptive In TS B Ao vy ivivmme B 1
Captive o Cannd teaaaaiiiaah ve 470
Captive tn Europe ..., 1t

Phatograplia by .“'m.|;-;|n;w.

The United States government is In
terested In the preservatlon of the buf.
oy, and 1t has established two ranches

AMERICAN FARMERS WANTED.

Vietorin In After Them to Start lerl-
gatlon In Auastralia,

The luvasion of the Canadlan wheat
belt hy Amerlean farmers, nbout which
there wis 80 much comment two or
three years ago, may be duplicated in
Australin, says a Melbourne dlspateh
to the Roston Transeript.  George
Qwinburne, the minlster of agriculture
of this state, proposes that an organ-
1zed effort be made to Induee Amerlean
farmers with n practieal experlence of
Irrigation to settle In Vietorln, Inthis
he Is seconded by Elwond Mead, the
Amerlean Irelgation expert, who, after
gorving the Unlted States government
and varlpus Amertean colleges, 18 now

and witer sapply of the state of Vie
toria. with hondquarters in thig city,
It 1& areaed o the commonwenlth
thut in the United States Derlgatlon has
advanerd bevdnd theory nil hegome n
prosperous realization, wherens I Ang-
tralin there 18 mineh to be done [n edn
cating the farmer besldes gWoprding Il
Exporiments, e
tures and lesgons o ierlgation are hay-
Ing good results here: there are exam:
ples of successful frrigation furming
alrendy In  the eommonwenlth, tinf
ginee the terrible years of  drought
which enlminated In 1902, Irelgation on
n Inrge seale hng been halled ns the
hope and the aim of Australin. Pt it
18 lkewlee true that at many plnees In
Vietorla and New South Wales, where
irrlgatlon 1s employed, muech water 18
<agtedd and the soil 18 lmproperly nsed,
It 18 AMr. Swinburne's lidea, therefore,

to got the Amerlenans to sottle In difor-
ont parts of Vietorla nd actively en- |
wivge In farming, so that their ,-\umrnl-:
tan nelghhors miy be able to learn lerl- |
giitton from them, Mr, Mead hins told |
A, Swinburne that thers are hondreeds
of farmers In the western  Unlied
States who wonld readily settle In Vies
torfn If they lkuew that the land i
many piarts of this stute was more pro-
Auctive than that of a large nuamber
of gnecesstul erigation disstrlets In the
United States,  Mr. Mead intends  to
make, thils laiter fact widely known,
and It Is planned by Minlster Rwla-
murne to have two or three representa-
tive Amerienn farmers invited to Vie
torig ot this gtate's expense to sie what
It hins to offor In the way of lnnd nnd
opportunities, and ennble them to re-
wirt to thelr friends.

Shoulil the plan sueeend It may be
that New Sounth Wales will adopt It
ulgo, for that state Is alvendy com-

mitted to what {8 known us the Barren

i b Wichim, Ok., auid the othier in
Montumng,  For the latter Copgress has
voted nosum of £8,000, £0,000 of which
Ius bween pald to the Flathead Indiagns
for the ground, The remaining £2,000
will go to the expense of fenclog the
rancly,  which covers twenly  squire
miles.  The Wichitn  ranch covers
twelve square miles. It waos stocked
from the New York zoologieal parle
with twelve pure blood Amerfean baf-
filoes, presented by the director, Dr.
Hormaday, The animals made the Jour-
noy of 2,000 miles by eall.  Each ons
was placed ly a lovge comfortably pad-
ded crate, Into which It was driven
lown n ehute leading from the bufra:
loes' Inclosare.  The method 18 shown
I the first phiotogeaph,  When the buf-
fuloes neelved, after o soven days' fonr-
ney, they were sprayved with erade aoll
and then released,  Canada 18 also es-

tublishing buffalo preserves.—I1lustent-
o London News,
Juck project, whivh  when complored

WHI be one of the biggest Irrigntion

plants in the world,

THE READING HABIT.
Same——

Pernons Who  Peruwe
Books Ginln Little by It

The phrase 18 34 very common one 1
these diys of splendidly equipped bra-
ries and teafned  1bearlans, and un
doubtedly “the reading habit" mny ba
one of the most valuable possessiong
one enn nequlre; bt unfortunately
there are so many teadlng habilts—al.
Most 18 many ns there are ludividunls
who read.

“Itosle 18 such a reader!” Rosle's
mother Informed a enller, proudly. “She
rends everything that comes out,  The
Indy up nt the Nhreary snys she can't
keep up with ber.  She has three of
rour hooks n week,”

Some Many

“What have you heen rending lite-
12" the caller asked, turning to Rosle,

Rasle stommered and hesitated. shie
conld remember two or three books but
noomore.  Bhe was slmply. miking o
sleve of her IHtle empty mind, aod
pauring the stories throneh ns fast as
her eyes conlil swallow the print.

The enller's thought ran baek to her
own childhood, where, ke Httle Char-
lotte Yonge, she had been allowed a
chapter a day of “Waverley,” provided
she first read twenty pages of Gold
smith's “Rome” or some equally solid
work., What If the "Rome” vanlshed
with the yenrs? “Waverley,” slowly
read and engerly pondered, beenme the
Joy of n Ufethne. Bhe thought or the
children whose bedtime “poetry hone"
with mother wans the very heart of the
duy—aofl still another mother, who for
i whole summer Hyved with her boys
utied girls the splendld Kiog Arthur leg-
enils.

What of all the glowly distilled wis
dom and delight of  these  treasured
hours could poor litle Rosle  kuow,
rughing at oxpress speed through all
the "best sellers™?

“Poor Roste!™ shio elghed. “Poor 1t
tle Rosles everywhere "—Youth's Come
panlon,

To Sharpen Sclssors.

Cut them rapldly on the neck of a
small glags bottle, or better stil), on n
ground-glass stopper. It tries  the
edges and mokes them ent like new,—
Woman's Home Companlon.

What hag becomie of the old-fash-
fonedl home where chlldren had mo-
Insges for every day, and the Jam was
saved for Sunduys nnd company?
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