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{ Hemming,

. (Continued) )

“My mothe’r in New York taught
me to,” replied Tetson, ‘‘and then
this business is different. I did it, as
you = Englishmen say, off my own
bat. A pile of money, a lot of gu!l,_
a little knowledge of the weakness of
men in office,—this is all about it.
Even now mwost of my friends think
me a fool.”” He gravely relit kis ycl-
low Agar. The reek of it was ~worse
than jerked beef to Hemming. b !
will tell you my story some day, but
now you want a shower bath and a
thange. Please comsider yourself at
““pome. Sudden friendships may not be
good form in England,'but they are
gll right back here.”

““AW.”’. said Hemming, “I have

“ brushed about a bit; I'm not such a |
~so English as I look.”

Tetson turned to the servant: ‘“Tell
Bmith to look after Mr. Hemming.
Smith is a handy man. You will
find all kinds of cigaretts in his keep-
ing, and we shall dine at eight. If
you feel hungry in the meantime, tell |
Smith.”’

He arose and shook hands. Hem-
ming followed the servant, inwardiy
wondering, outwardly calm. He had
met many strange people in his ad
venturous
pustomed to luck of every kind, bhut
this big President, with the yellow
cigar, was beyond anything he had

2 s g 5 §Mr. Valentine Hicks.

“y
agination, and have enjoyed the en-

am glad I was born with im-

many strange places,”’ he thought.
Smith proved to be a clean-shaven

man, all in white and brass buttons. |

Hemming surveyed him with interest. |

: : boo

lizhtening society of O’Rourke in so |
|

!

!

““I sce that you are an Englishman |
Smith,”” he said. i

“‘No. sir,”” replied Smith, in fault-!
less tones. ‘I was born on the!
Bowery. But I have been in London. '
sir, yes, sir, with Mr. Teston. We
haven't always lived in this ’ere

gl e

It seemed to Hemming that the hi's
had been dropped with a certain a-
mount of effort on the man’s part,
aft that his eyes twinkled in a quite
uncalled-for way. But it did not
bother him now. Even a valet may
ba allowed his joke.

Soon he was enjoying the luxury of
e shower-bath in a great, cool room,
standing by itself in a vineyard and
rose garden. The shower fell about
six feet before it touched -his head. |
The roof of tho building was open to|
the peak, and a subdued light, t
filtered, came down through a glass|
tilo set in among the earthen ones. !
The walls and floor were of white
and blue tiles. The bath was of|
marble, as large as an English bil-|
liard-talile, and not unlike the shal-|
low basin of a foumtain.

leaf-

{ ming,
heavy with goid.

life, and had become ao- !

fwarm on

lhome]incss came to him.

Cool and vigorous, Hemming step-
ped from the bath, replaced his eye-
glass, and lit a cigarette. Swathed in

a white robe, with his feet in nuLivelactions. saw,

slippers, he unlocked the door and
issued into the scented garden air.
Smith awaited him in the vine-cov-
ered alley, holding a ‘‘swizzle’’ oa a
silver tray. He drained the glass,
and, lifting up the hem of his robe,
fol owed the valet back to the dress-
ing-room. Chameleons darted across
his path, and through the palms

floated the ringing notes of a bugle- |

call. it

“I found your razors and your
brushes in the saddle-bags,”’” an-
nounced - Smith, ‘‘and these  shirts,
sir, 1 bought, guessing at your sizg,
and—"’

‘*What is this?”’
holding aloft a

interrupted Hem-
white jacket

“*Mess- jacket of our regiment, sir.
The President ‘would feel honoured if
yvou would wear it. And thése trous-
ers  were sent’ in by one ol the na-
tive otlicers, with his compliments,’’

treplied the valet.

Ilemming curtly intimated  his
readiness to dress. Smith ciosed the
abatters, turned on the lights, and
wwmined a couple of razors.

'wenty minutes later, Herbert
Feomming, in the mess uumiform of a
colonel in the President of Pernam-

ba's army, was ushered into the
presence of the family, and a certain

CHAPTER II.
The Sporting President.

The President’s name was Harris
Williarr Tetsin. His wife had been
Mary Appleton, born oif cultured
parents in Philadelphia. She wel-
comed Hemming in the niost friend-
ly manper. The third member of the
family was a tall girl, with a soft
voico and an English accent. She
shook hands with Hemming, and he
noticed that the pressure of her hand
was firm and steady, like that of a
man’s. She wore glasses. The light
from the ' shaded candles glowed
her white neck and. arms.
Hemming had not expected to find
one like this

any in the interior  of
South America. He used to know
girls like her at home, and ohe in
particular flashed into his memory
with a pang of bitterness. In his
agitation, he almost overlaoked the
jextended hand of Mr. Valentine
{ Hicks.

The dinner was of great length. A

{few of the dishes were American, but

most were of the country. Two
dusky servants waited upon the din-

ers. The claret was to Hemming’s
taste, and, as he listened to Miss
Tetson describe an incident of her

morning’s ride, a feeling of rest and
A little

. ROBERTS

The Adweniurer

THEODORE

stole
fountains, and the man of wars and

wind in . from the roses and

letters, great dreams and unsung
with wondering eyes,
| that it loosened a red pectal from the
|roses at her shoulder and dropped it
iupon her white arm. e looked up
{sharply, and only the light of genial
!friendship remained in the cyes that
imet those of Valentine Hicks. But

lHicks looked sulky; understanding
‘camg to the hear of Hemming. At
"last ‘the dinmer came to an end, and

Tetson dropped the subject of freight
on sugar, and took  up the lighter
one of = rcal estate. Coffec was
brought; no one listened to Tetson,

but he prosed on, his good-natured
face turned toward the shadows in
the ceiling, a yellow cigar stuck

Jauntily in his mouth. Hemming was
!)usy with his own thoughts, wongder-
.ing into what - nest of lunatics his
{free-lancing  had brought him. He
longed for O’Rourke’s help. The girl
drew something from her bodice, and
laid it before him. It was a cigar-

ette-case.

“You may take one, if you do
not bore us by looking shocked,’”
she said.

Hemming drew forth a cigarette,
and lit it at the nearest candle. “‘As
to being shocked,”” he replied, ‘“‘why,
I used to know a girl who—'" he
stopped suddenly and glanced down
at his coffee. ‘“Of course it is quite
the thing now,”” he added, in stilted
tones.

Hicks refused a cigarette from the
silver case, and moodily pufied at a
black native cigar. Mrs. Tetson did
not smoke, but entertained the oth-
ers with a description of her first
and only attempt at the recreation.

The little wind died away. Outside,
the fountain splashed sleepily. The
blood-red petal fell from the girl’s
arm to the white cloth. A flame-be-
wildered moth bungled into the Pre-
sident’s cofice. Hemming’s worka-
day brain was lulled to repose, and
now he was only Hemming the poet.
He looked into the cyes across the
table. But he had lived so long with
men, and the foolish, evident affairs
of generals and statesmen, that Miss
Tetson’s glances were as weapons for
which he knew no manual of defence.
They touched him more than he liked
awaking in his hitherto disciplined
memory a hundred fibres of broken
dreams. And every fibre tingled like
a nerve with a sweetness sharp as
pain,—and time swung back, and all
the healing of his long exile was un-
done.

When the ladies rose fram the ta-
ble, Mr. Tetson came over to Hem-
ming and nudged him confidentially.
He looked very sly. ‘“What d’ye say
to a game of billiards?”’ he whisper-
ed.

‘“‘Delighted,””

murmured Hemming,

relieved that his strange host had
not suggested something worse.

“I like the game,’”’ continued Tet-
son, ‘““but as Hicks is a damn fool at
it, T don’t indulge very often. Hicks
is too young, anyway,—a nice fellow
but altogether too young for men to
associate with. Trotting ’'round
with the girls is more in his line.

‘“‘Really,”” remarked the newcomer,
uneasily. He was not ¢pite sure
whether or not Hicks had got out of
ear-shot. .

“Fact,”” said the President,—‘‘cold
truth. Marion can’t play, either.I've
had Santosa up several times for a
game, but he's too dashed resepectful
to beat me. You’'ll not be that way,
Hemming?”’

“I should hope not,”’” replied ‘Hem-
ming, absently, his eyes still turned
toward the door through which the
rest of the party had vanished.

“What d’ye say to five dollars the
game?’’ Tetson whispered. The ad-
venturer’s heart sank, but he follow-
ed his host to the billiard-room with
an unconcerned air. They played un-
til past midnight, the President in
his shirt-sleeves, with the yellow ci-
gar smouldering always. A servant
marked for them, and another un-
corked the soda-water. After the
last shot had been made, Valentine
Hicks strolled in, with his hands in
his pockets and his brow clouded.

“Did the old man do you?’’ he in-
quired of Hemming.

The free-lance shook his head. ‘I
took ten pounds away from him,’’ he
said.

The secretary whistled.

’

CHAPTER III.

Post of Honour.—The
tary’s Afiair.

The Secre-

Hemming awoke with a clear head,
despite the President’s whiskey, and
remembered,  with satisfaction,
extra ten pounds. His windows were
wide open, and
came in across the gardens.He threw
aside the sheet and went over to the
middle window, and, finding that the
ledge extended to form a narrow bal-
cony, stepped outside. Away to the
right, he could mark a bend of the
river by the low-lying mist.He snifi-
ed the air.
he said, and wondered how
kinds of a fool Mr. Tetscn was.
was sorry for the ladies.
not look like the kind of people to
enjoy being shut away from the
world in such g God-forsaken hole as
this. Why didn't the old ass start a
town on the coakt? he asked himself.
While engaged in these puzzling re-
flections, Smith rapped at the door,
and entered. He carried coffee, a
few slices of dry toast, and a jug of
shaving-water.

“Will you ride this morning, sir?”’
he asked.

“Why, yes,’’ replied Hemming, and
said he would be shaved before drink-
ing his coffee. As the valet laechered
his chin, he asked if the President
rode every morning.

‘“Not ’e, sir,”” replied the man,
‘““but Miss Tetson, does, and Mr.
"Icks.”’

Hemming found his well-worn rid-
ing brecches brushed and folded, his
boots and spurs shihing like the sun.
and a new cotton/ tunic ready for
him. He looked h‘i.‘l’. surprise at sight
of the last article.

‘“You didn’t give me any order,

the |

a cool dawn wind |

“There is fever in it,”’ I merchant i.n Pernambuco. Miss
many :son and Hicks, each followed by a

He (groom,
They did |waiting ranks,

3
sir,”’ explained the man, ‘‘but, bein’ !
as I'm a bit of a tilor myself, I |
thought as ow you wouldn’t mind—’

Hémming interrupted him with up-
lifted hand.

“It was very kind of you,’’ he said,
“and I am sure it is an excellent fit. |
See if you can’t find a sovereign
among that change on the table.'

As he rode through the great gates
Hemming caught sight of Miss Tet-
son along the road. At sound of his
horse’s hioofs, she turned in her sad-
dle and and waved her hand. He
touched his little whit stallion into
that renowned sliding run that had
made it famous in Pernambuco. They
rode together for over an hour.Hicks
did net turn out that morning.

Mr. Valentine

Hicks was young,
and an American. Though he had
been born in Boston, he lacked

something in breeding,—a very shad-
owy something that would correct
itsell as life took him in hand,
Toough he had been an undergradu-,

ate of Harvard University for two
vears, he displayed to Hemming's
mind a childish ignorance of men

and books.’ No doubt he had prac-
tised the arts.of drop-kicking and
tackling with distinction, for he was
big and well muscled. He was dis-
tantly connected with the Tetsons,
and had joined them in Pernamba
soon after their arrival in the coun-
try, and two years previous to the
opening of this narrative, to act as
Tetson’s private secretary. At (first
Mr. Hicks looked with suspicion up-
on the wandering Englishman. He
was in an unsettled frame of mind at
the time, poor fellow. He saw in
Hemming a dangerous rival to his

own monopoly of Miss Tetson. Al-|
ready the lady was talking about
some sort of book the duffer had
written. !

A few days after Hemming’s arriv-
al, the army, to the number of four
hundred rank and file and twenty-six

oflicers, was drawn up for the Presi-
dent’s inspection. Hemming rode
with. Tetson, and the little brown

soldiers wondered at the frosty glit-
ter of his eye-glass. His mount was
the same upon which he had entered
the country, — a white, native bred;
stallion, the gifit of one McPhey, a|
'I‘et—f

trotted aimlessly about the
much to Hemming’s
disgust. Tetson 1lit the inevitable
yellow weed. |

(To be Continued.)
>

By the return ‘of Rufus Issacs for
Reading, the number of Jewish mem-
bers of Parliament is brought up to
{eleven—a record number for the Brit- |
ish House of Commons. °

OPERATIONS NOT ALWAYS

NECESSARY.

—_—

Doctors Frequently Mistaken,

“I suffered untold agony with piles
for over three years. Two doctors
told me  nothing but an operation
would cure me. I tried difierent re-
medies, but nothing did me any good
until I used Pyramid Pile Cure. 1

bought six fifty cent boxes at the
drug store, and now I can do my
work and go out, where before 1

spent most of my time lying down.
1 thank God for giving the discover-
er the knowledge to make such a cure,
1 recommend it to all my friends, and
if I ever have piles again will certain-
ly use this remarkable remedy.

make known the wonderful merit of
Pyramid Pile: Cure.”” Mrs. Wm.
Mucky, - 81 Marshall Street, Eliza-
beth, N. J. :

The experience of this lady is that
of thousands of others who have been
assured that nothing short of an op-
cration would rid them of this dis-
tressing complaint. On the face of
it,” it appears as if too many sur-
geons operate in order that they may
keep their hand in, and lose no por-
tion of their skill; then, again, too
many surgeons are anxious to experi-

ment. (like the scientific man in Mark
I'wain’s pathetic story of the dog
and her little puppy), and do not
have proper regard for a patient’s

’

physical welfare or condition,

We advise every sufferer to think
twice before submitting to an opera-
tion for piles, and suggest that those
interested write to the Pyramid Drug
Co., . Marshall, Mich., for their little
book on the causes and cure of piles,
which is sent free for the asking.

.

RUSHING BUSINESS.

Druggist—Done any business this morm

! ing?

Clerk=—~Oh, pretty well. A hoy erams
in early to buy a twg cent postage
stamp, a woman came -next = to talk

and a

t“oug‘h our ’'phone to her groceér,
n®n followed sgon after to look at the
directory. Upon the whole, it has been
a fairly busy day.—Boston Transcript.
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Miliinery.

if desired gratis.

this week only,

Millinery.

We are now showing one of the Choicest and Flinest selections in Fall
and Winter styles of trimmed ready to wear
prices we are second to none. Orders for Hats promptly
the knowledge of experienced hands is at the disposal

Millinery.

Hats in the City, and for
executed, and

of our Customers

Our All Wool Frieze Coats for Ladies at $3.95 are still selling for

B. WYERS,

696 Main Street.

You |
can use this in any way you wish to /|

e e

" YORKSHIRE BAR.

er
Aleand g it
or tank-
| Porter ard.

| Highest Award Colonial and Indiap
Exhibition, London,

ENGLAND, 1886.

European Plan, - 20 Mill St.

J. RHEA

Summer

Places
Wanted

ORE and more each year sum-

mer sojourners from the States
are seeking out the cool spots in
Canada, and patronizing well-man-
aged hotels and pleasantly loca-
ted boarding places.

Each season thousands from all
ovér the United Svates turn to
the adverticing. columns of the
Boston Evening Transcript, where
s0 many announcements of sumwer
places are published.

If you desire to reach the well-
to-do people and attract them to
your place, insert a well-worded
advertisement in the Boston Tran-
script.

Full information, rates,
copies and
on request.

BOSTON TRAMSCRIPT CO
324 Washington St., Boston, Mass.

sample
advice cheerfully given
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ALL DRUGGISTS

Used by the masses, who, unsolicited, certi:
its worth

Tones the Stomach and Stirs the Liver to
Healthy Action

VESCEN

Is Natures Remedy for Tired, Fagged-out and
Run-down Men or Women

If taken regularly contributes to Perfect Health,
Makes Life Worth Living

.
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