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- The thick voice of the colonel made ger,” 
reply in spluttering oaths. 
No more of that,” 

ming, fiercely. 
Marion heard the crunch of his' You see, 

deels on the path as he wheeled. 
Cuddlehead held his breath, the bet-: 
ter to hear, and a quotation abeut 
a house divided against itseli came 
imperfectly to his mind. i 

The heavy footsteps ofl the native | 
officer were heard retreating. Pre- 
sently Hemming rounded the hedge 
oi roses. and stood by the ‘fountain. 
By the faint starlight the watches 
saw that he was smiling. He lit a 
cigarette with deliberate care, 
dropped the match into the shallow 
basin of the fountain. He lit an- 
other match and looked at his 
watch. He had the air of one keep- 
ing a tryst. Santesa came out of 
the shadows beyond, booted and 
spurred. The two men shook hands, 

and whispered together. Their backs 
were turned sguarc upon the occu- 
pants of the bench. Then Hemming 
produced a long packet of papers and 
gave them to Santosa. 

said Hem-| ) 
| little fools may break some windows 

v 

abe | the 
| cartridges on my writing-table.”’ 

“Mr. Tetson has signed them all,’”! 
he said, ‘land the major will see to 
the business part of it. Impress the 
importance of the matter upon him, 
and then hurcy back, for I'm afraid 
these idiots intend making this wn- 
pleasant for us. And now, old man, 
good luck and God bless you. It is 
a fine night for a ride.” 
“A beautiful night,” replied Sant- 

osa, “and on such a night I must 

either make love to my friends or 

trouble for my enemies.” 

He turned on his heel and clanked 

way. 
ir § this time Marion had sat as 

one spellbound. Now:she looked to- 

ward the other end of the stone seat. 

Cuddlehead had gone. She called to 

Hemming. He started at the sound 

of her voice. 
“Yes, and so was Mr. Cuddlehead 

a moment ago. But he sneaked off, 

the little cad.” ; 

“Did he see the papers?’ 

i I’m sure he did,”” she replied. 

“You had better run into the 

house,” he said. “I'll look for the 

he ask- 

Marion hastened indoors, and teld 

Hicks all she knew about the trou- 

ble. The young man looked deeply 

concerned. 
“¥ wish Hemming had come to us 

a year ago,” he exelaimed. 
“Could: he have 

asked. 

» : i 

“You here?’’ he said. | 

“But surely we are not in any dan- 
she urged, ‘‘Surely Mr. Hem- 

ming and father can quiet them.” 
“Our lives are safe enough, but the 

dear, the President and I 
have not watched them as we should. 
We have let them rob us right and 
left, and now, when Hemming tries 
to spoil their game, and force them 
to divvy up, they evidently want to 

bully us. It’s in their blood, you 
know,—this revolution = business.” 
Having thus unbosomed himself, 
Hicks leaned weakly back in his 
chair. 

‘‘Dearest,’” he said, presently, “will 
ou bring me my Winchester—it's in 

boot closet—and that bag of 

The girl brought them, and Hicks 
oiled the breech of the rifle. 

A few minutes later the President 
and Mrs. Tetson entered the secre- 
tary’s sitting-room. They found 
that gentleman sorting out heaps of 
cartridges, while their daughter sat 
near him busily scrubbing sections 
of a Colt’'s revolver with a tooth- 
brush. The President's face display- 

ed shame and consternation. 

““God help us! we are ruined,” he 
said, looking from one to another 

with bloodshot eyes. 
He produced a yellow cigar from a 

shabby case, and seated himself close 
to the window. Suddenly he stood 

up and looked out. 
“Who's that?’ he asked. 

‘“Hemming,”” came the faint reply. 

A rifle cracked, and the bullet 

splintered the slats ,of the shutter. 
The President retired intd the room 
and turned off the lights. 
“Hemming was right. They mean 

to force me,” he exclaimed. 
Hicks tottered to the window, rifle 

in hand. The sounds of a violent 
scuffle arose from the flowerbeds. 
Hicks could just make out a rolling, 

twisting mass below. 
“Hold your fire,”” gasped a voice 

which he recognized as Hemming's. 
Presently the mass ceased its uneasy 
movements and divided itself into 
two equal parts, one of which con- 
tinued to lie among the crushed flow- 
ers, while the other staggered along 
the wall of the house and entered the 
dining-room by a window. The Pre- 

i sident, carrying a revolver awkward- 
hurried down-stairs. Presently. 

he and Smith leading 
Hemming between them. Hemming 
was limp, wand his pale {face was 
streaked with dust and sweat. Blood 
dripped from his left sleeve. His 

ly, 
he returned, 

helped it?’” she | monocle was gone. 
{ Mrs. Tetson, if you'll tie up my 

; d arm. —I’ —I’ fit ” lieve he would have opened arm,—I'll show you how,—I'll be 
pie go des, heiore things got into as a fiddle,” he said, and sank into 
sych an awful mess,’ 
lover. 

replied her | a chair. 

“Gun?’’ queried Hicks, who knelt 

by the window, with his rifle on the 
sill. 

‘‘Knife,” replied Hemming, 
Marion cut away the sleeve of his 

jacket. ““Surely Mr. Cuddlehead did 
not carry a knife,” she said." 
“I don’t think so; I jumped on the 

wrong man. Heard some one crawl- 
ing through the bushes, and thought 
I had hin. One of my own troopers 
—he stuck me ji the muscles ~blecds' 
a bit, that’s all,” he replied. 

‘“There’s not a sound in. the garden 
now,’’ said Hicks. 
“Who fired the shot?” asked Tet- 

son. ? 
“A corporal,” said Hemming. “He 

was behind me when you spoke. I 
didn’t know — any one — was near. 
He'll never—fire another—shot.”” 
Then the commander-in~chief fainted 
on Valentine's bed, 
brought him around with cold water 
and brandy. Then Smith stole away 
from the villa toward the barracks. 
It was close upon dawn when he re- 
turned. 

sident and tle ladies, and take them 

a ransom; it is the stranger's idea,”’ 
he informed them. 

and glanced apprehensively at his 
wife and daughter. Hicks swore. 
Hemming sat up and slid his feet to 
the floor. 
“They are fools,—~and Cuddlehead 

must be mad,” he exelaimed. Tet- 
son went over to his wife. 
“Can you forgive me, dear?’ 

asked, huskily. For answer she kiss- 
ed him. 

The villa was left undisturbed all 
the following day. Again darkness 
came. The gardens were deserted. 
Smith had crawled around the house 

or attracting a shot. The troopers 
were crowded together on 
about the verandas of the officers’ 

cussions of their superiors. Cuddle- 
head ‘was with the officers, he and 

the colonel pouring their whiskey 
from the same decanter, A dark sil- 
ent procession moved from the Pre- 

sident’s villa down to the river, 

where the little steamer lay with her 
boilers hot. Mr. Tetson carried a 
small bag filled with sovereigns and 
a basket of food. Marion and Mrs. 
Tetson and two maids followed with 
wraps, baskets and firearms. Smith 
scouted ahead. Hemming and Hicks 
walked feebly behind, armed and al- 

ert. The things were passed smart- 

ly aboard. The mooring-line was 
cleared. Hicks steadied himself by 
Marion's arm. ? 
“We will soon follow you,” he 

said. “Then you will think better 
of me than if I went now.” 

They were very close together; and 
the others were all busy crawling 
under the dirty awnings, or saying 
good-bye. 
“I am poor as Job's turkey,” he 

said. : 
“And my father is ruined,” she re- 

plied. 
“When will you marry me?’ he 

asked, 
‘““As soon as you come for me in 

Pernambuco, or New York, or—any- 
where,’”” she answered Then she kiss- 
ed him, and at the touch of her tear- 
wet face his heart leaped as if it 
would leave its place in his side to 
follow her. 

The little steamer swung into the 
current, and drifted awhile with- 
out sound. Presently a red 
crown of sparks sprang from the 

it | stack, and like a thing alive 
darted away down the sullen stream. 
Hemming, Hicks, and Smith turned 
silently and stole back to the desert- 
ed house. During their short ab-| 
sence, all the native servants had | 

run away. 
Smith, who séemed devoid of fear, 

buried the dead trooper in the flow- 

er-bed upon which he had fallen.Doc- 
tor Scott joined the glarrison toward 

and Smith | 

“They think they'll kidnap the Pre- | 
away up-countrty and hold them for | 

The President turned a shade paler i 

he | 

four times without hearing a sound | 

and | 

quarters, listening to the heated dis- | 

morning, and was both relieved and 
‘surprised to find that the Teisons 

{had decamped safely. 
| “They are not dangerous now, ex- 

“cept to property,” he said. ‘They 
‘may do a little aceidental shooting, 
of course, for the colonel is very 

‘drunk, and down on you, Hemming, 

for spoiling his profitable game.That 
inew chap seems to be quite off his 
| head. Never heard such fool talk in 
i all my life as he is spouting.” 

“Did Santosa get away?’ 
! Hemming. 
“Two men went after him, and on- 

ly one came hack, and he is in the 

| hospital.” replied the doctor. 
“Who looked after him?’’ inquired | 

Hemming. 
“I stitched him up before 1 came 

jaway,” replied Scott, casually. 

asked 

CHAPTER XI. 

| The Colomel’s Ultimatum. 
| 

! 13 

| The little garrison breakfasted be-! 
{fore sunrise. They had been busily o--| 
! cupied all night, securing doors and | 
{windows against any sudden attack. | 
Smith made the secretary a huge 
bowl of beef tea, much to that war- | 

like invalid's disgust, 3 i 
‘““8ec. here, Smith,"”” he said, ‘‘if I! 

| can fight, T can eat.” i) 
“Miss Tetson’s orders, sir,”’ replied! 

the man, gravely. ! 
The doctor laughed boisterously,| 

and Hicks blushed. White Hemming | 
and Scott devoured boiled, éggs, muf- | 
fins and coffee, with Smith waiting 
jor them with a revolver in his pock- 
et. Hicks retired to another room, |! 
lout of sight of temptation. The poor | 
fcllow felt that seven eggs and a! 
plate of muffins would be as nothing 
in his huge emptiness. He opened | 
one of the upper front windows, and | 
knelt by the sill, rifle in hand. His: 
thoughts were gloomy. The beef] 
tea hac only sharpened his appetite] 
and dampened his spirits. Outside, | 
the dawn was quickly strengthening. | 
filling the beautiful gardens will ma-| 
gic, inviting light. He thought of | 
the little fountain in front of the| 
bench, and of the lonely crane. Sud- | 

denly he heard the brisk padding of’ 
hoofs on the drive, and the colonel, 

{ tleman with you to poke the letter 
under the door, I shall be delighted 

{writing of the 

tle trooper advanced upon the door- 

i will inquire of the conditions of the 
I ladies, 

followed by a trooper, rode up to the 
great steps. ; 
With  pardonable caution, Hicks 

protruded his head from the window, 
and addressed the Brazilian politely. 
The stout horseman saluted, and 

spoke thus, in what he fondly con- 
sidered to be English: ‘“‘Senor, a 
good morning to you, my friend. TI 
here have a letter, humbly which I 
wish a delivery in the hands of Gen- 
eral Hemming.” 

He smiled up at the man in the 
window, evidently vastly pleased 
with his speech. Yt was not often 
that he attempted the language of 
these aliens. 

“If yom will kindly request the gen- 

to deliver it to the general,’”’ replied 
Hieks, with a wan grin. 

The colonel blinked sleepily, for he 
had heen up late, assisting at the 

letter, and emptying 
bottles. ‘‘“Have no tremble, senor,’’ 
he said, “for see.—I am as a sheep, 
mild.” 

‘I know nothing of sheep, colonel ** 
replied Hicks, and all is not wool 
that look greasy.” The soldiers below 
looked puzzled, and Hicks felt very 
sorry that they were his only audi- 
vnce. Presently the colonel spoke to 
his man in Portuguese, and passed 
him a long, white envelope. The lit- 

way. 

“Thank you, sir,” cried Hicks, and 
bowed, as he turned from the win-= 
«iow. But the colonel called him 
vack. ‘ 

“A moment, 2 senor,’”’ he said: ‘I 

with most respectable re 
gards.”’ 
“Thank you, they are very well,” 

said Hicks, and hurried away. 

When Hicks gave the letter to Hem- 
ming, that self-possessed gentleman 
and the doctor were smoking, with 
their chairs pushed back, and Smith 
was eating muffins with surprising 
rapidity. 

“A letter to you?’’ queried Scott. 
‘Then they must know of Tetson’s 
escape.” . 
“Possibly,” said Hemming, and op- 

ened the paper. At first he smiled, 

as he read,” Then, of a sudden, he 
wrinkled his brows, stared, and look- 
ed up. 

‘“What is. that stranger's name?’’ 
he asked, sharply. 

‘“‘Cuddlehead, sir,”” replied Smith, 
promptly 

“TI doubt it,”” retorted the other,’* 
‘““for T have reason enough to remem- 
ber thie handwriting. >’ 
To explain the remark, he opened 

the sheet on the table, and pointed 
to where a line had been crossed 
through and rewritten in a chirogra- 
phy very different to that of th 
body oi the manuseript. t 
“He seemed harmless enough, who- 

ever he is, from what I heard of 
him,”’ remarked Hicks. 

‘““He’s a sneaking cad,’”’ said Hem- 
ming, hotly, “and has more devil in 
him than you could find in the whole 
of that rotten battalion put togeth- 
er. His real name is Penthouse,— 
and, by gad, no wonder he kept out 

‘ 

110 ‘do, and when normal digestion is 
i secured the 

.{ feeling. "TI have found flesh, appetite 

of my sight!”’ 
“May we read the letter, asked the § 

doctor, calmly. / l 

(To be continued.) 

Catarrh of the Stomach. 

A Pleasant, Simple, but Safe and 

Effectual Cure for It. 
—— 

Catarrh of the stomach has long 
been considered the next thing to in- 
curable. The usual symptoms are a | 
full or bloating sensation after eat- | 
ing, accompanied sometimes with | 
sour or watery risings; a formation | A 
of gases, causing pressure on the! 
heart and lungs and difficult breath- 
ing, headaches, fickle appetite, per- 
vousness and a general played out, 
languid feeling. 

Carleton Granite And Steam 
Polishing Works, 

SLEETH, QUINLAN & CO 
Manufacturers and Dealers in 

Red and Grey Granite, 
Freestone and Marble. 
I! Kinds of Cémetery Warn gad Repstrs 

Building Work Of All Kinds Attendod To And 
Estimates Furnished. 

St. John, - West End, N.B 
‘There is often a foul taste in the 
mouth, coated tongue and if the in- 
terior of the stomach could be seen it 
would show a slimy, inflamed condi- 
tion. 
The cure for this common and oh- 

stinate trouble ig found in a treat- 
ment. . which causes the. food to hd fil 
readily; thoroughly digested before 

Estate 

HANNAH RUSSELL, Deceased, 

All 
against the above estate are reguested to 

persons having any legal claims 

e the same with the undersigned Solfei- 
., tor; at his Office Number 1089 Prince Wile 
1% iam Street, Saint John, New Brunswicky 

has time to ferment and irritate the and all persons indebted to the said ese 
tolicate. mucous surfaces of the stom-, ta 
ach.. To secure a prompt and healthy | 
digestion is the one necessary thing | 

3 catarrhal condition will 
have disappeared. ¥ 

te. are requested to make immediate 
payment to the said Bolieitor. 
Dated the 22nd, day of September, A, 

D. 19 04. 
STEPHEN B. BUSTIN, 

- Selicitor. 
According to Dr. ITarlanson, the 

sifest and best treatment is to use 
after each meal a tablet, composed of 
Diastase, Aseptic Pepsin, a little 
Nux, ‘Golden Seal and fruit acids. 
These tablets can now be found at ail 
drug stores under the name of 
Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets and not 
being a patent medicine can be used 
with perfect safety and assurance 
that healthy appetite and thorough 
digestion will follow their regular 
use after meals. 

Mr. R. S. Workman, Chicago, Ill., 
writes: Catarrh is a loeal ‘eondition 
resulting from a neglected cold in the 
head, whereby the lining membrane 
of the nose becomes inflamed and the I 
poisonous discharge there from pass- | 
ing backward into the throat reaches ! 
the. stomach, this producing catarrh | 
of the stomach. Medical authorities 
prescribed for me for three years for 
catarrh of stomach without cure, but 
today I am the happiest of men after 
using only one box of Stuart’s Dy- 
spepsia Tablets. I cannot find appro- 
priate werds to express my good 

and sound rest from their use,” 
Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets is the 

safest preparation as well as the 
simplest and most convenient remedy 
for any form of indigestion, Catarrh 
of Stomach, biliotsness, sour  stom- 
ach, heartburn and bloating after 
meals. 

FROM THR 
Original Recipe 

~ Dated 1746, 

The 
Old-fashioned Blend 

of the Coaching Dag 
without alteration 

| Jor z50 years. 

PUREST 
IN THE MARKET. 

REFUSE IMITATIONS. 

fre 

Seing a high priced Whisky many don’t kéep & 
if they can sell anéther brand. 

MACKIE & COY. DISTILLERS LTDg 
GLASGOW. 18LAY, GLENLIVEY, AND 

Orders for direct import solicited. 

R. Sullivan & Co. 
44 and 46 Dock Street, 

Millinery. Millinery. 
E———— 

Millinery. 
We are now showing one of the Choicest and Finest selections in Fall and Winter styles of trimmed ready to 

prices we are second to none. Orders for Hats promptly 
wear Hats in the City, and for 

executed, and 
the knowledge of experienced hands is at the disposal of our Customers if desired gratis. 

Our All Wool Frieze Coats for 
this week only. : 

Ladies at $3.95 are still selling fox 

B. WY 
696 

ERS, 
Main Street. 
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- Keewatin 
*Five Roses ”’ 
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I ake of theWoods 
INCREASES 

Manitoba Flour Grows 
in Popular Favor 
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There is More “Five Roses” Flour Sold in the Maritime Provinces 
Than of All Other Flours Made From Manitoba Wheat 
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It is a Question of Quality, Established and Maintained 
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