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(Continued.)
CHAPTER IX.
Mr. Cuddlehead Arrives.

Mr. Cuddlehead’s trip, though free
from serious accident, had been ex-
tremely trying. The barcassa haq
cramped -his legs, and the sn}dl of
the native cooking, in so confined a
space, had uhsettled his stomgch. He
had been compelled to wait three
days in the unintercsting village at
the mouth of the Plado, unable to
barry the  leisurely crew of_ the
launch. But at last the undes;rable
journey came to an end, and with . a
sigh of relief he issued from beneath
the smoke-begrimed awning, and
stretched his legs on the little wharf
at Pernamba. He looked  at the' de-
serted warehouses along. the river-
front, and a foreboding of  disaster
chilled him. The aiternoon lay close
and bright in the -unhealthy valley,
and the very peacefulness of the scene
awoke a phantom of fear in his
heart. What 1f the President were a
man of the world after all, with a
knowledge of men and the signs on
their faces? Why, then, good-bye to
all hope of the family circle.

A black boy accosted Cuddlehead.
awaking him from his dispressing
surmises. The nigger gabbled in the
language of the country: Then he
pointéd at the traveller's bag.

““Pake it, by all means,” said Cud-
‘dlehead.

There is one hostelry in Pernamba,
‘on 4 side street behind the military
stables. It is small and not wvery
clean, To this piace the boy led Cud-
dlechead, and at the door demanded
five hundred reis—the equivalent of
sixpence. Cuddlehead- doubled the sum
for aiter all he had done very well of
late, and a favorable impression is a
good thing to make in a new stamp-
‘ing-ground, even _on a nigger. The
Sproprictor of the inn bowed him to
;the * only: habitable guest-chamber.
Here he bathed, as well as he could
with two small jugs of water and his
‘shaving-soap; and then changed into
‘a'suit of clean white linen. With a
cigarette between his lips ana a
light rattan in his hand, Cuddlehead
was himscli again. He swaggered in
to the narrow street and started in
sean’ch of the President’s villa. He
passed a group of soldiers puffing
their cigarettese in a doorway, who
stared after him with interest and
some misgivings. ‘‘Was the place to
se invaded by Englishmen?’’ they
wondered. He saw a brown girl of at-
tradtive appearance, rclling cigars be-
side an ofen window. Ie entered the
humble habitation, and, after examin-

~ing the samples of - leal, in sign
anguage ordered a hundred cigars.

Hemming,
- The Adventurer

the

was

Then he embraced the girl, al.xd
promptly slapped across the face and
pushed out of the shop. :

“What airs these d—n niggers put
on,”” he muttered, “‘maybe I was a

bit indiscreet.”’

Here, already, was the hand _of
Hemming against him, though he did
not know it: for Hemming, also, had
bought cigars from the girl, and had
treated her as he treated all wome:,
thereby establishing her seli-respect
above the attentions of men with
éyes like Cuddlehead’s.

Cuddlehead found the gates open to
President’s  grounds without
much trouble, and was halted by the
sentry. He produced his card-case.
The sentry whistled. The corporal is-
sued from the guard-house, with his
ttnic open and his belt dangiing.

Just then Captain Santosa entered

from the street, with, in the meta-
phorical phase of a certain whist-

playing poet, ‘“a smile on his face,
and a club in his hand:”’ He swore
at the corporal, who retreated to
the guard-house, fumbling at his but-
tons. He bowed to Cuddlehcad, and
glanced at the card.

“You would like to see the Presi-
dent?’’ he cried.
you to the door.”” He caught up his
sword and hooked it short to his
belt, wheeled like a drill-sergeant,
fitted his stride to Cuddlehead’s.

Mr. Tetson received the visitor in
his airy office.. Ie seemed disturbed
in mind, wondering, perhaps, if this

were a dun from some whojesale es-
tablishment on the coast. He had
been  working on his books all the

morning, ‘and had caught a gfimpse
of ruin, like a great ,shadow, across
the tidy pages. But he muanaged to
welcome Cuddlehead heartily cnough.

““You must
he said, hospitably.
against the desk and passed
hand across his forehead.
not keep his mind from working back
to the, sheets of ruled paper

““Ten thousand,”’ he pondered, “‘ten
thousand for April alone, and: moth-
ing  to put against it. The army
wanting its pay, and robbing me of
all I have. Gregory’'s coal bill as
long as my leg.
devil!”” He sighed, mopped his face,
and looked at Cuddlehead, who afl
the while had bcen wobserving  him
with furtive, inquiring eyves. He of-
fered a yellow cigar, and lit one him-
self.

“‘Excuse me a moment,”’ he said.
‘“I have something to sece to. Here
are some English papers. T'll . be
back immediately, Mr.. Cuddlehead,
and then maybe we can have a game
of billiards.”

He went hurriedly from the room.

‘“You are a foolish old party,’” re-

his

‘“Then I will escort |

{

| had excellent
| outward signs of social grace.

“I am laughing,”’ she replied, ‘‘but
1 don’t know why exactly.”’

‘““At my stupidity, perhaps.’”’

““You are certainly very stupid,””

*No, I'm a coward.”

““What are you afraid of?™’

He leaned back as far as he could,
trying to see her face. Sk

*“I am afraid you pity me,
don’t love me,” he said.

He breathed hard after that
| he had run a mile.

! ““I am not modest eénough to pity
‘you,”’ she said, softly, ‘‘though no
| doubt you are deserving of pity.”’

{ ‘‘Marion,”” he whispered, ‘‘for
marked Cuddlchead “to ~the closed G0d's sake, don’t. 1'm too blind with
door, “‘and, no.doubt, you'll be all anxiety to read riddles. Tell ’m_e
tha easier for that. Hope your S%fﬂlé’ht—do you. love nm‘?_’ Have I
daughter is a little better looker, ®Ven the ghost' of a chance?

that’s all.”’ | ‘Do you believe in ghosts?”’ asked

He tossed the offensive cigar into she, with trembling Iaughter, and
the garden, and seated himself in the bending forward, with a hand on
chair by the desk. His courage was either of his thin shoyldors, she
growing, Epressod her cheek to his.

At the hall door Mr. Tetson met| While love and his innings in the
Hemming entering. The commander sick-rcom, below curiosity led the
was booted and spurred. feet of Mr. ' Cuddlehead t¢ward tne

““Are you busy?’’ inquired the Pres- |officers® quarters on the outskirts of
ident. ““There’s a visitor in here.”’ ithe town. The night was fine, and

The Englishman glared. 'not oppressively close. A brecze from

“Yes, sir, I am busy,”” he replied. tho hills made liquid stir in the high-
“I've caught my command in -seven er foliage. Cuddlehead felt in his
of their thieving tricks, and have rid- blood a hint of something unusual,
Gen thirty miles to do it. T ve told as he took his way through the
the whole regiment what I think of President’s wide gardens, and out to
them, and now I must dine at the tho road. No sentinel paced, sabre
mess, to sce that they don’t concoct at shoulder, before the little guard-
any scheme to murder me.”’ house. The troopers stood in groups

“Haven’t you time for a game of along the street, smoking and talk-
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and

as if

billiards with Mr. Cuddlehead?’ ing. The smoke of ' their pungent

asked Mr. Tetson. cigarettes drifted on the air. and the
“No, sir, I have not,”’ replied Mmurmur of their voices rang with a
No, A ; .

: R L 4 B an low note of menace. Unmolested
Hemming, crisply, and trampes! away sted,
to change his clothes. ‘“The old ass,’”” | Cuddlehead reached the long white
he muttered, under his breath. building where the officers of this

* 5 : inconsiderable army lodged and
@ was dull af- A . ged
f-1£m“f{rem:r}:i;tg n;iqlgt}li‘c;s ?vnro both tessed. Through the opén windows

rlowed a subdued light
. able. Cuddlehead © g
absent from t}:xfa:\;?ll‘; 'L(;ll(‘i nli the Shaped lamps above the table. The

compassing ver e cere b "
but a. T g verandas were but par

, A 2 tially il in: v y 9
warnigg was marked on his face. The w?th'in ua;:i;llzi}:? b] tip g{l(}m ‘from
President tried to be entertaining, ’ g men stood here and

|
|
[

stay to dinner, sir,— ! Hicks,
pot-luck,—very informal, you know,”’ | mouth,
He ‘Jeaned | odious attentions.

|
|
1}
|
1
|
|
|
!
i

Sugar gone_to the |

|
|

but the terror of an impending dis- thera in the shadows, motionless and
tux'yhaN(r‘P and even of ruin, hung expectant. At Cuddlehead’s approach
s & ¥ ; the nearer ones hesitated for : i
over him. Mrs. Tetson, guessing TR il Chae M. o wiis a mo
somewhat of her husband’'s troubies, 1 )‘. : Y AWRY. i
sat pale and fearful. Marion was po- | ‘huo Js something rotten,”” quot-
lite, with a politeness that, after ¢4 (‘Ud‘dleh('?d- under his breath, and
two or three essays of gallantry on  10oked cautiously in. For a moment
Cuddlchead’s part, left him inwardly |the array of faultless, gaudy mess

squiming. After dinner Miss Jackets startled him. In the sight of
Tetson described - the visitor to @h apparently civilized military mess
mentioning - the  horrible there was, to him, a suggestion of
the shifting eyes, and the danger. Recovering his composure,

he looked again. The faces up and

‘“‘He may bo pretty bad, for you to down the table were dark, and, Tor!
He could | talk about him,”

said Vafentine, in the most part, sullen. At the head
wonder. of the board, with his face toward
““Oh. if T had never seen men like the onlooker’s place of vantage, sat

{you and Mr. Hemming,” she answer- Hemming. His shoulders were squar-|

ed, “‘he  would - not seem so utterly ed. His eye-glass gleamed in  the
riaiculous.” lamplight. Cuddlehead stared at the
Hicks' was in a chair by the win- commander-in-chief with a fearful,
dow, and Marion was perched on the spellbound gaze. His hands clutched
arm of it. His cyes were desperate. jat the low window-sill. His breath
Hers were bright and daring. Her seemed to hang in his windpipe. At
mouth was tremulous. jlast he straightened himself, moisten-
‘I can understand your admiratfon od his craven lips with his tongue,
for Hemming,’’ he said, “He is the and went stealthily away. Safe in
‘K‘St” chap on ' earth, barring only his own room in the quiet inn, he
you. [took a shrewd nip of raw branhy.

Marion smiled. & :

‘ : 'r ¢ ““What the devil,”” he asked himself

“1 wonder,”” he continued.. sent-{,, s : ,
adi s i DFCRORY ‘““brought that riglhiteous, immaculate

ld\r.mnTl?_,\.ond(x if—that was al¥ aulfool to this' Godelorsaken place?”’
““What?’’ she asked. Two things were uppermost in his
““T wish T could see you,”” he said. {memory — a ‘caning once given to a
“I believe you are laughing at me !cad, and a shilling once tossed to a
up there.”’ beggar.

7y

from the |

CHAPTER X.
The First Shot.

Mr. Cuddlehead did not go far a-
ficid during the day {ollowing his
glimpse of the officers” dinner table.
Instead, he kept to his room until
evening, or at most took a furtive
turn or two on the cobbles before the
inn door. -After his lonely and not
very palatable dinner was over, e
set out cautiously ior the President’s

villa. He wanted to have a talk
with Miss Tetson alone. She, no

doubt, could explain
so that he

matters to him,
might be able to decide

on a course of action. He walked
slowly, keeping alwavs a vigilant

look-out for the trim, dauntless fig-
gure of Herbert Hemming. At the
great gateway the brown boy on sen-
try-go saluted, and let him pass
without question. In return he treat-
ed the fellow to his blandest smile
and a milreis note. He did not keep
long to the drive, but turned off in-
to a narrow path as soon as he felt
that the soldier had ceased watching
him. He took his time, traversing
winding- paths between low tropical
ishrubs and yellow-stemmed bamboo,
| but always

| quiet mansion. Presently his ear
caught a welcome sound, — the soft,
frivolous strumming of a banjo. He
was aware that Hemming was not

musical; in fact, he remembered that
his rendering of ‘‘Father O’Flynn’’
had once been mistaken for the na-
tional anthem.

Cuddlehead found Miss Tetson on a
stone seat near her favourite foun-
tain. At sight ofi him, she stopped
her idle playing, and answered
salutation with the coldest of bows.
| Her lover’s kisses still burned on her
{lips, and words of his impulsive woo-
{ing still rang sweetly in her ears.
| Even the littler brown crane, that
{stood there watching the sparkling
| water with eyes like yellow jewels, re-
Emindod her of a certain evening when
Ishe had been unkind to Valentine
| Hicks. The hour was not for Cuddle-
!hl‘?.d.
| TUndisturbed by the coolness of his
ireception, Mr. Cuddlehead seated
{himsgelf at the far end of the bench,
{and began to talk. He described his
| journey from Pernambuco to Pernam-
| ba, and with so fine a wit that Mar-
ion smiled. He told little anccdotes
of his past, very -clever, and very
vague as to dates and scenes.. The
girl almost forgot the sinister aspect
| of his face in the charm of his con-
versation, and when
Hemming, in terms of warmest re-
spect, she confided to him something
of his trouble with the army.

‘“Perhaps I can be of some use; one
Englishman should be good for ten
of those niggers,”” he said. He lifted
the banjo from the seat, and made it
dance and sing through the newest
Southern melody. His touch was
both dainty and brilliant. He re-
placed the instrument on the seat be-
tween them. He saw that the girl
was more favourably impressed with
him than she had been. For a little

{

while they kept silence, and her
thoughts  returned to Valentine
Hicks. Suddenly they heard Iem-

ming’s voice, pitched low and sharp,

lin anger. He was hidden from them

by shrubs of tangled growth.
‘““I have given my orders,’: he said.
““Do you understand?’’
(To be continued.)

drawing nearer to the |

his |

he mentioned !

Effectual Cure for it.

Catarrh of the stomach has long
curable. The usual symptoms are al
full or bloating sensation after eat-|
1ing. accompanied sometimes with !
| Sour or watery risings, a formation |
{of gases, causing pressure on the!
[ heurt and lungs and difficult breath-|
|ing, headaches, fickle appetite, per-|
| vousness and a general played out,é
| languid feeling. !

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 ob-
stinate trouble is found in a treat-
ment which causes the food to be
readily, thoroughly digested before it
has time to ferment and irritate the
delicate mucous surfaces of the stom-
ach. To secure a prompt and healthy |
digestion is the one necessary thing |
jto do and when normal digestion is|
secured the catarrhal condition will
have disappeared.

According to Dr. Harlanson, the
safest 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 all
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 local condition
resulting from a neglected cold in thg
head, whereby the lining membrane
of the nose becomes inflamed and the
poisonous discharge there from pass-
ing backward into the throat reaches |
the stofmach, 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. 1 cannot find appro-
{priate words to express my good
!fonling. I have found flesh, appetite
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, biliousness, sour stom-
ach, heartburn and bloating after

A Pleasant, Simple, but Safe andl

meals.

Catarrh of the stomach.!C*“'leton Granite Ané Steant

Polishing Worxks,

SLEETH, QUINLAN & CO

Manufacturers and Dealers iny

been considered the next thing to in-| Red and Grey Granite.

Freestonie and Marble.

All Einds of Cemetery Worh gad Repairs

Building Work Of All Kindgs Attendod To And
Estimates Furoished.

St. John, - West End, N.B

Estate
HANNAH RUSSELL, Deceased,

ANl persons having any legal claims
against the above estate are reguested to
file the same with the undersigned Solicts
tor, at his Office Number 1040 Prince Wils
liam Street, Saint John, New Brunswicky
and all persons indebted to the said ese
tate are requested to _ma.ke immediats
payment to the said Solicitor.

Dated the 22nd, day of September, Ay
D. 1904.

STEPHEN B. BUSTIN,
Solicitor.

¥The Old Blend
i Whisky '
i tl\sI E HoRSE

The
Old-fashioned Blend

of the Coaching Daysy
without alteration

Jor 150 yearss .

INSIST ON GETTING

f White Horse Cellar,

Seing a hlgh priced Whisky many don't keep %
1f they can sell another brand.

MACKIE & COY. DISTILLERS LTD,
18LAY, GLENLIVET, AND GLASGOW.

Orders for direct import solicited:

R. Sullivan & Co.,

44 and 46 Dock Strest,

Millinery.

prices we are second to none. Orders
if desired gratis.

this week only,

L] L]
Millinery.

We are now showing one of the Choicest and Finest selections in Fall
and Winter styles of trimmed ready to wear Hats in the City, and for
the knowledge of experienced hands is at the disposal

Our All Wool Frieze Coats for Ladies at

— - ——]

~ Millinery.

for Hats promptly executed, and
of our Customers

$3.95 are still selling fon

B MMYERS,
696 Main Street.
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THE DEMAND FOR THE

KReewatin

OF THE

e Five Roses *°

INCREASES

JUST IN PROPORTION AS

Lake of theVWoods Milling Colimitea

There is More “Five Roses” Flour Sold in the Maritime Provinces

Than of All Other Flours Made From Manitoba Wheat

it is a Que'stion ot Quality,
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Established and Maintained

Flour
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