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CHAPTER IX,

A Find In the Drifte.

Wwfore the week was over, winter
hnd come te Bunrise Cove and The
Corners In earnest,  Snow  fell and
drifted, until there was searcely any-
thing to be seen one morning when
(urolyn May awoke and looked out of
ner bedroom windows but a white,
ey mwantle,

This was more snow than the lttle
girl had ever seen In New York, SBhe
came down to breakfast very much ex-
elted,

Uncle Joe had ghoveled off the porch
and steps, and Prince had® beaten his
awn dooryard In the snow in front of
his house, For he had & house of his
own, now—a roomy, warm one—bullt
by Mr. Parlow, 1

1t must be confexsed that, although
Unele Joe pald for the bullding of his
dughouse, It never would have been
butlt by Jedidinh Parlow had It not
been for Carolyn May.

At noon Uncle Joe came home, drag-
ging n sled—a blg roomy one, glisten-
ing with red pailot. Just the nlcest
gled Carolyn May had ever seen, and
o of the hest the hardware dealer
aurrled In stock.

“(ih, my, that's lovely!" breathed
the little girl In awed delight. “That's
ever so much better than any sled I
ever had before. And Prince eould
draw me on it, If T only had a harness
for hlm. He used to drag me In the
paurk, Of course, If he saw a eat, I had
to get off and hold him,"

Mr. Stagg, once started upon the
puth of good deeds, seemed to lke It
At night he brought home certain
stenps und rivets, and in the kitchen,
miwh to Aunty Rose's amazenient, he
fited Prinee to a harness which the
nest duy Carolyn Moy used on the dog,
unid Prince drew her very nleely along
thie benlen |‘Il'l"ll,

By Snturday the roads were In splen-
il condition for slelghing.

So Carolyn May went sledding.

Ot of sight of the houses grouped
ut The Corners the rond to town
seemed as lonely as though It wera n
veritihle whlderness, Here and there
the drifts had piled six feet deep, for
the wind had a free sweep across the
batrrens,

“Now, there's somebody coming"
sl Cirolyn May, seeing n moving ob-
Jeor nhiend between the clouds of drift-
b =now sprny. 18 It a sleigh, Princey,
or just & man?"

She lost sight of the object, then
elghted It ngaln,

“It must he a man,
beur, Princey.”

The strunge object had dlgsnppeared
ngain,

It wam jost at the place where the
siring spouted out of the rocky hillside
il trickled across the road, There
wis 0 sort of natural watering trough
here In the rock where the horses
stopped to drink. The dog drew the
little girl closer to the spot.

“Where hus that man gone to? If it
wWas o mnn,"

Prince stopped suddenly and whined
and then looked around at his mistress,
ux though to-may : - “See there!"

Carolyn Muy tumbled off the sled
In & hurry. When she did so she
slipped on a pateh of snow-covered lce
and fell. But she was not hurt.

“There! that's where the water runs
fcross the road, It's all slippery—
Oon "

It wns the sleeve of 8 man's rough
cont thrust out of the snowhank that
brought this last ery to the child’s Hps.

“Oh, oh! It's & man!" burst from
Carolyn May's trembling llps. “How
eold he must be!™

Hhe plumped down on her knees nnd
bevwn brushing the snow away. She
uncovered his shoulder, She took hold
of bl with her mittened hands and
tried to shake the prone figure,

“Oh, do wake up! lense wake up 1"
she evled, digglug away the snow as
fst as passlble.

A shugey heond wos revealed, with an
ol cap pulled down tightly over the
v The monn moved agein and gront-
ol wonething,  He half turned over,
i there wan blood upon the snow,
nud u ogrent frosted cake of 1t on the
kil al his face.

Carolyn Muy was dreadfully fright-
erl, The mans' head was eut and the
blowd was sneared over the froot of
s Jucket. Now she could see a pud-
e of Ir, right where be had fallen on
the leo—just an she had fallen herself,
Only, he had struck his hesd on a rock
nnd out himself. -

"You poor thing!™ murmured Caro-

1t can't be a

Iyn May. “Oh, you mustn't lle bere!
[\nu must get up! You'll—you'll be
Fogen "

"Lony, mate,” muttered the man,
M nin't fost elght In my top-hamper, I
reelon, Hald hard, l'lll'll’."

He rene te hin

He tried te n
en,  hmt anﬂﬂ agaln.
o

| “Im tike you to Miss Amanda's?
erfed the little girl, pulllng st his coat
aguin, “She's a nurse, and she'll know
Just what to do for you. Come, Prince
and I will take you."
| Then she gulded the half-blinded
man to the aled, on which he managed
to drop hilmself, .

Prince pulled, and Carolyn May pull-
ed, and together they got the sled, with
the old sirtlor upon It; to the Parlow
carpenter shop.

Mr, Parlow siid back the front door

of his shop to stare In wonder at the

Eroup. .
- “For the great land of Jehoshaphat I

got there?"

“Oh, Mr. Parlow, do come and help
us—quick " gasped the little girl, "My
friend has had a dreadful bad fall”

“Your friend?" repentedt the cnrpen.
ter. "I deciare, it's that tramp that
went by here Just now 1"

Mr. Parlow made a clueking nolse in
his throat when he saw thé hlood,

“Guesa you're right, Car'lyn May,"”
he admitted. “Call Mandy, She must
see this"”

Miss Amanda's attention had alrendy
been attrncted to the strange arrlval.
Bhe ran out and helped her father ralse
the Injured man from the aled. To-
gether they led him Into the cottage,

He war not nt all a bad-looking wan,
although his clothing was rough and
conrse, :

Miss Amanda brought wiarm water
and bathed the wound, removing the
congealed blood from his face and
neck.

When the last bandage was adjusted
nnd the Injured man's eyes were closed,
Mr. Parlow offered him a wine-glasy
of a homeanade cordinl. The sallor
gulped It down, and the color begun to
return to his cheeks,

“Where was you goln', anyway 1" de-
manded the enrpenter,

“Lookin' for a job, mate,” sald the
sallor., "There's them In town thnt
tells me 1'd find work at Adams' emnp.'

“Hal didn't tell you “twas ten mile
away from here, did they?"

“Is It? Well, no, they dido’t tell me
that,” ndinitted the visitor, "or I'd not
started so lnte. You see, 1 come up on

& schooper, This here luke bontiu’
aln't In my line. I'm decp-watér, 1
am,"

“So 1 should s'pose,” asld Mr. P'nr-
low. “How'd you git up hcre, any-
way

“The war,” sald the visitor. *“The
war done it. Couldn’t git n good berth
in soy deep-wuter bottom, 8o 1 thought
I'd try fresh-water sallin® 1 tell you,

ter's mate on the old Cross and Cres
cent line, a-scootin’ ‘cross to Nuples
from N'York—ithere and buck—goin
on ten yvear."

“What didd you leave your hoat for?
nsked the carpenter curlonsiy,

“She was sunk. There's things bup
penin’ over W the otlier shde of the
ocenn, mate,” sald the Injured uamn
earnestly, “that you woulin't believe
=—no, Elr! The Cross and Crescent
Hue's give up business till after the
wur's over, 1 reckon.'

“You'd better not encnurage hlin to
tulk uny more, father,” Interposed Aiss
Awnidn, coming Into the romn agaln,
“I'ie hest thing he ean do for Llmesel!
Is to sleep for & while"

“Thank ye, ma'nmn,” sald the sallor
humhly. “I'll try.”

Durkness came on apace.  The sky
had become overcast, nud thore wos

promise of a stormy  Lghit—more
snow, perhaps, But Miss  Amanda
would not allow Carolyn Muy wnd

Frince to start for home nt once,
“Wateh for your uncle, Curolyo May,

wll rendy to go with him when he
comes nlong,” sald Miss Parlow.

When Uncle Joe cane along, Curclyn
May ran out aod halled b from the
porch,

“Walt for me, Uncle Joo! Wult for
me and Princey, pleuse! Just let me
get my mittens ad Prinee's harness
and kiss Miss Maondy,”

That Iast she did most soundiy, and
In full view of the man wulting In the
white road,

“Oh, Uncle Joe, Pyve got Just the won-
| derfulest story to tell you! EBhuall we
burness Prince up nguln, or will you—"

“l can't walt for the dog, Car'lyn
May. I'm In 4 hurry. You oughtu't to
be out In this wind, elther, Get nboard
your sled, now, and I'll drug yot my-
self,” Mr. Stagg Interrupted,

CHAPTER X.
A Balt-Sea Flavor,

Swiftly Joseph Stagg (rudged to-
ward howe, dragging Carolyn Muy lLe-
hind him,

“Oh, denr me!" exelulmed the litle
| girl with exultation, “we're all so cx-
eited, Unele Joe ™

“I enn see you're all of ntwitter,”
he returned absent-mindedly, “\What's
the mutier?”

“Oh, you never could guess!™ wons
Carolyn May's Introduetion, and forth-
with, In breathless seniences, went on

!to teil of her discovery in the snew
und about the old sollor now lylng
aslecp on the Pavlow coneh,

Orf course, when Corolyn May nre
rived ot home, the story had to be told
all over agaln to Aunty Hose Ken-
m’-

“A mighty plucky youngster, this
Ca~'lyn May of ours,” Uncle Joe re

marked, “What do you say, Aunty
Rose '
“Khe In, Indeed, Joseph Singg"

agreed the womnman.

Carolyn Muy Insisicd on gelng te the
Parlow house liersell after school the
newt aftermoon to Inquire nheut her
“sallor man"

ho cronked. “Car'lyn May! what you | £

Swiftly Joseph Stagg Trudged Towards
Home, Dragging Carolyn "“May Be-
hind Him, .

munded ;

“And do tell me how my saflor mon
Is, Miws Mandy. He got such n bumnp
on hils hewd !

“Yes; the man'e wound Is really serl-
onz, 1'm keeplog him In bed, But yon
eon go up to see him. He's tonlked n
lot nbout you, Carolyn May."

The sallor luy in the warm bedroom
over the kitchen.

Carolyn May prattled on gayly and
soon had her “sallor man" telling all
about the sea nnd ships, and “they
that go down therein”

“For, you see” exp'ained Corolyn
Muay, "I'mn dresadfol curous about the
wen., My popa and maming were lost
nt s

“You don't sny so, Httle miss!" ex-
elnlined the old fellow., "Aye, nye,
that's too bad"

Misx Amondn had disappeared, busy
uhout zowe houschold matter,” and the
Betle girl und the sallor were alobe to-
pother,

“You," Carolyn May proceeded, Yit 18

“readful harsd to feel that it Is so”™
“Feol that whot's so, lttle miss?"’
s Ve the man in bed,

mntey, 1 been workin' ns quartermms. |

out of the front-room window, und b |

[ ihe old sulloy and sturted downstalrs
'uh:-ml of Miss Amandn,

“That my pupa and mamma are renl-
Iy drownd-ed,” suld the Hetle girl with
aw'vering Hps, “"Some of the folks on

their bont were suvei,  The poapers
| wnhil 80"
“Aye, ave ! exelpimed the sallor, W

brovws puckered Into o frown., “Aye,
uye, wptey ! thot's allus the way, Why,
1 vwaw soved myself from g wreek, 1

| wWan I the flrst officer’s hout, nnid we In

thut bout was suved, There wik an- |
the pursor's, it was—wus
driftin® sbhout all night with us, Weo
conie oue thine near sma=hin' lnto ench
ol nod wreeekin® both boats, There |
wus o hepvy swell on,

“Yeor," pursued the sallor, “come dny- |
tight, and the fog splittin®, we never
coulll find the pussgr's boat.  She had |
lost ns good o chianee as us after the |
stenmshilp sunk, But there It was! We |
pol separated from her, and we wu%i
ssed, whilst the purser’'s bout wasn't |
never heird on ngaln,” |

Thot waos drendful ! sighed the HL- |
tle glrl, |

Vo, Hitde milas,. And the poar pas-
vengers ! Purser hnd (wonty or more
I his hont. Women mostly, But there |
wis uosbek i, too. Why, 1 helped |
tower his wife and him loto the boat |
Tore 1T wons culled to go with the first ]
afheer fn Wi bout.  We war the lust to
cnst off. The purser had jest us good

i Loal

L "1 puess 1 won't never forgit that |
e, Hrtle miles,™ went on \he seamaon,
| seeing the bine eyes Nxed on his face,
round with luterest, *“No! And I've
win e fome tough thimes, too,

“The slip was riddled,
sink—nnd It was night.

“Phere was o slek man 1 told yon
phout, little miss, He was a wonder,
thut feller ! Cheerful—brove— Don't
Loften sew o Celler HEe Wi, Jokin' to
[ the tust, he was, He didn't want to go
In the purser's hoat, if there was more
walnen or children to go,

“We told bim nll the women folk had
left the ghip. 8o, then, he let me lower |
him down into the purser's bont after |
hiw wife, And that boat had us good n
chance as we hitd, T tell you,"” repented
the seatiun In quite nn exclted manner,

“Oh, dear me!" exelnimed Carolyn
Muy, “My papn and mammn might
bave been Just Hke that,” she added,
[ #Of course, we don't know whether

“Aye, nye!™ the rallor sold,  “Pretty
tough on you, Hitle miss™

Miss Amawda had come buck Into
the roow, pal she stoml listening to |
the ol man'y talk, She said

“Corolynw May, I think you had better |
We wuosin't et
It won't be

go  downstales - now,
our putient talk too mueh,
goud for him,"

So Corolyn Muay shook haunds with |

The Intter
Engered o moment to nsk a questlon,

“\What was the nome of the stenm-
ship you were wrecked on ¥ she asked,
“hie one yoli were Just telllng aubout.”

“She was the Dunraven—ihe Dun-
yuved, of the Cross nnd Crescent line,”
replied the mariner. “Didn't 1 tell you
that hefore, ma'nm 7

CHAPTER XI.
Will Wonders Never Cease?
Aguln it smowed nll night,
. It was on the ngxt day, und at nopn
thime, when Mr, Stugg wus returning te
the store, that a most astounding thing
happenod,

en she hnd beon kissed hy Miss
” dn, and Prinee had [gin dewn by
k kitebon raney, the lixtle plrl de-
e I 53, D boablut b 1y

L Mr. Bingg wos wolking briskiy to-

withil Bunrlyy Covg In bls hig felt meyr-

booty, Hyey e o Ho [ tht le

lltr. .nd WAS apreast or l Paflow

| lines—far a

!
i chance as we did, [

|
Hhe had w! f}‘{‘”‘ﬂ’

they got ofl the steawmshlp ot wll” ’

shop and ecottage—which be always
sought to avold looking st—when he
heard o door open and clove,

Ie tried not to look that way, But
hig enr told him Instantly thoat the per-
son who had come dut was Miss Anian-
dn, rother than her father, Knowing
this, how could be help darting a
glanee at her?

Miss Amnndn stood on the poreh,
looking directly at him,

“Ar. Stnge." shic enlled earnestly, 1
munt speak to you"

Save on the Sunday when Prince had
killed the bincksnnke, Migs Amanda
had not spoken directly to the hard-
ware merchinnt in nll these hungry
years, It rather shocked Joseph Stagg
now that she should do so,

WL you come In?' she urged him,
her volee rother tremulous,

There was 0 moment of absolute #l-
lenee.

“Bless me!  Yes!" elnculnted the
hardwure man finnlly,

"I amsure you, Mr, Btngg” Miss
Amnndn sald hurrledly, "It i8 no per-
sonnl mntter that enures me to stop
you 1o thiy fashdon”

“No, ma'nm?" responded the
wiiMy.

“I wnnt you to come in and spenk
with this sullor who war hurt” she
finully sald, “There ‘I8 something he
can tell You, Mr, Stugg, that 1 think
you should know,"

The blg rocking-chair hy the window,
in which Miss Amanda‘s mother had
for severnl years beforé her death
spent her waoking hours, wias now oc-
cupled by the sallor.

“This Ix the Hittle glrl's uncle, Ben-
Jomin, Miss Amanda sald quletly, “He

min

will be Interested In whot you have ul- 7

rendy told me about the loss of the
Dunraven. Wil you please repent it
all "

“The Dunraven? gonsped Mr, Stage,
slitting. Jdown  without belng nsked,
“Hannah—"

“There I8 no hope, of course,” Aman-
dn Parlow gpoke up quickly, “that your
glster, Mr, Stngg, and her lusband
were not lest,  Bot having found out
thut Benjamin was on the stenmer
with them, T thought you shiould know.
I have warned hln to be careful how |
he spenks before Carolyn May., You

mny wish to hear the story ot first |

band.” .
“Thank you,” choked Joseph Btogg.
e wanted to gny more, but could not.
BenJuinin  Haordy's  watery  eyes
blinked, and he blew his nose,

YAye, aye, mote ! he rumbled, “bhard
fuet, 1 glve my testls
mony 'fore the consul when we wns
landed—so AId all that was left of ns
from the Dunroven.  Me bein' an un-
lettered an, they idn't Fun e very
clow't, I ean't ndd much more to it

“As 1 sny, that purser's bout your
glster und ber slekly hoshbaml wus in
lnal Jest nr geod o chnnee as we o,
We nigh humped foto cuch other soon

MUSIC OF MARVELOUS POWER

More Moving Than Any Sounds of
Earth Are Those MHeard In
Churches of Russia.

And what shall T gay of the music
of n Russinn cathedral? There Ie no
organ and there are no female volces,
The chorus cholra are composed of
moen earefully tralned through a long
perles of yenrs. The Russinns have
naturally rich, sonorouys volees, and
thelr sncred musle 18 | Inexpressibly
moving, ‘At-times soft and appealing,
ot others a welrd minor strain, it not
Infrequently swelln Into a volume of
nlmost overpowering mujesty. 1 have
heard church music In many parts of
the world, but such musle nowhere
elpe, It volees the sadness and suffer-
Ing, the fmplicit falth and the solemn
misslon of n grent people, More truly
thun any other church music In the
wokld, it Ix the expression of the deep-
er soul of m nontlon, elemental In Its
moods of elorm nnd tenderness, of
half-burbarous passion and of wsub.
lime aspirntion, Every time we henrd
it we stood In ellence and awe, con-
scloug that the steings of our henrts
were bhelng strangely swept and feel-
Ing ne If we were In wide spaces under
the open =y and In the presence of
n Mount 8innl from which lssued nl-
ternately the erashing thunder, the
binzing lghtning, and then the mur-
muring of trees and brooks, and the
still, amnll Volee, Was this mere emo-
tlonnllem? It may have been, but the
mysierious spell still lingers In my
memory.~Exchange

It in seldom that a man is pleased
at belng called an ugly name, but the
marines are proudly advertising the
fact that the Germans term them
“davil-dogs.'’
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SPOILS EGGH

WETTING

More than 6,000,000 dozen eggs
gpoil needlesely overy year in cold
storage simply because pome one han
tllowed clean eggs to gat wet or has
washoed dirty eoggs before sending
them to market, according to specinl-
ists of the United States Department
of Agriculture. Investigations have
shown that from 17 to 22 per cent of
washed eggs become worthless In
stornge, whereas only 4 to 8 per cent
of dirty eggs stored unwashed spoll.

The explanation (s simply that
waler removes from the shell of the
| 6gE & gelatinous covering which helps
| to keep out alr and germs.

Took Out Dreadful Soreness.

When the kidneys are weakened
and fall to throw impurities out of
the blood, the polson remalns In the
system and backache, soreness apnd
rheumatic paing develop. Mrs., David
| Henry, 66 8. Lincoln Av.,, Washing-
ilon, N. J., writes: “Foley Kidney
Pills took the dreadful soreness out
of my limbs and 1 walk good.”

-

ment it 1s for us,

1 Repair Depariment

[‘-P*’J

“We Nigh Bumped Into Each Other
After the Dunraven Sunk.”

nfter the Dunraven sunk. So, then,
we pulled off wways from each other.
Then the fog rolled up from the Afri-
et shore—n heap o' fog, mate. It
sponged out the lnmp In the purser's
boat, We never seen no more of ‘em
~nor heard ne more.”

“And were Hunnuh—were my sigter
und her husband In that boat ¥ qoeried
Mr. Stage thoughtfully,

“l am sure, by the detnlls Benjanmin

s ghven me,” sold Miss Amanda softs |

Iy, “that your sloter and Mr, Camoron
were two of lts pussengers.”

“Well, It's n long time ngo, now,"
sinbdd the hardwaore dealer. “Surely, If
they hind been pleked up or had reached
the coast of Afrlen, we would lLave
heurd nbout IL"

“It would seemn g0 the woman
ngreed gently,

“You never know what wmay happen
ot sen, mister, it happeos” Benju-
min Hordy declured, *What becune of
thut boat—" )

He seemed to stlek to thut ides. But
the porsibllity of the simnll bout's huv-

Ing escaped seemed utterly prepostors |

vus to Mr, Blagg, He prose to deport,

Miss Amnndyg followed the hurdware
dealer to the outer door.

“I'm sorry," xhe snid slmply.

“Thank—thank youw" murmured Jo-
seph Btagg before she closed the door,

He went on to town, his mind
strangely disturbed. It was not his
sister's fate that Alled bis heart und
braln, but thoughts of Miss Amunda.

Bhe had deliberately broken ihe
sllence of years! Of ggurse, It might
be uttributed to her Interest In Carolyn
Moy only, yet rthe Nr:'wul'e deule
wontlered,

(Te be sentinued)

Buy & Liberty Bend.

If you just want your car patched up, why most
any tinker can satisfy you,

If you want it REPAIRED, remade, built up to
full auto efficiency, bring it to us.

We Don’t Have To Do Our Work Twice
—It Sticks

When we give your car the once over and turn it
out for service, you can bet your life it's
§| shape to give you satisfactory service.

The longer our work sticks, the bigger adveatise- |
That’s one reason we take pains.

And then, we like to do the square thing.
e b

We Solicit Your Patronage

Roy C. Moullen, Mgr.,
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“FIT”—in 'l

Lampshire’s. Garage

= ]

at

WELCOME

Come in and see them and hear
their beautiful violin like tone

N They play any Disc Record made
i The price is within the reach of all
| On display cnd being demonstrated at the

WELCOME

T Brunswick Phonograph

The
PHARMACY

PHARMACY

. X

Paint, 0il

Only when the man in-
side the PLUMBER is
crooked. Our aim is to
give honest service, and
install honest goods AL.
WAYS.
any such goods and such
service in your repairs
or in new work, it's easy
to get it.

If you want

Just call us

Our Specialty Plumbing, Sheet Metal Work, Repairing
Agents for the De Laval Dairy Supplics

Limited Supply Ammunition

Eeoromy Fruit Jars at Right Prices

THE BURNS HARDWARE COMPANY

In our new building oppesite Lampshire’s garage
CALL AND INSPECT IT
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