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(Continued.) : 

“‘Hush—see, they are all staring at. 
us. Oh, stop, or I shall certainly 
ory." 
She snatched her hands away from 

his eager grasp. 
“But, tell me,” he begged, in a 

whisper, before she could turn away. 
For a wonderful second their eyes 
read what the years of longing has 
set behind the iris for love to trans- 
late. ‘Then she bowed her face, and 
answered “Yes”! °° 
He did not know if she shouted it, 

or but. murmured beneath 
breath; . it rang through his 
body and spirit like the chiming of a 

“Drdg me away,” he whispered to 
Hicks . “I.dén’t want to make an 
ass of myself before all these people.’ 

“You've done that already. 
into my study,” said Hicks. 
‘Hemming, scenting the truth, 

lowed them. 
“What is 

asked Hicks. 
“Don’t you know your friends? Is 

that the real girl?”” asked Hemming. 

O'Rourke ignored the questions. 
“Give me a drink of something,” he 

fol- 

the matter with you?” 

- said. and, recovering a little of his 
composure, smote Hemming violently 

on the back. 
“Is it the rcal girl?” repeated Hem- 

ming, staggering. 

“Po you think I'd make a mis- 
take?” cried the lover. He swallow- 
ed. the brandy brought him by Hicks, 
and requested a cigarette. Their host 
supplied it from a tin box on the 
mantelpiece, all the while eyeing O’- 
Rourke anxiously. 
“What on earth made you act like 

that?“ he asked. “There'll be wigs 
on the green when Marion gets hold, 
of you.” i 
“Ok, you must forgive him this 

time,” laughed Hemming. ‘For, as 

far as 1 can gather, he has just.met 
the lady of his heart after years of 
separation.” ! 
“Po vou mean Miss Hudson? Why, | 

where did you ever meet her?” cried 

Hicks. ; : 
5 “It’s sar long story,” replied, 
‘O'Rourke, = “but. perhaps 
will teli it to you—I can’t spare the 

time 7’ : 
He threw the hali-smoked cigarette 

into the grate, and left the study, 
closing the door behind him. 
“Hicks glanced uneasily at Hem- 

ming ; 
“T hope O'Rourke is not drunk,” he 

paid. "An out and out city square 
poet,” who stays at home and writes 

about the rolling billows, I can un- 
derstand, but I never know what 

chaps like 

Hemming laughed. 

her }’ 

Come ; 

you and O'Rourke are up. 

“Don't worry about O'Rourke,” he | 
said. pv Ea [ 
Later in the evening, Hemming | 

found a gray-haired gentleman stand- | 
ing alcne, lost in contemplation of a 
black and white hunting picture. He 

seemed dazed, and ill at ease. : 
“Me. Hemming,” he said, “my! 

name is Hudson, and my daughter 
has just introduced me to a Mr.! 
O’Rcurke. Have vou ever met him?” | 

‘‘Several times,” replied Hemming. 
““A gentleman, I suppose?’’ 
“Certainly.” 
“A man of property?” 
‘Irconsiderable.” 
“An adventurer, perhaps?’ 
“Just as I am.”’ 
“But, my dear sir, your connec- 

tions and your reputation as a 
writer places you above suspicion. TI | 
had- frequently heard of you before 
the: Pernamba episode.” 
“Thank you,’ said Hemming, with 

a crispness in his voice. 
“But this mau O’Rourke?’’ continu- 

ed the other. 
“O'Rourke,” said Hemming. 

‘lacks neither personal distinction 

nor respectable family connections. I 
have watched him under the most 
trying circumstances, and hjs behav- 
iour has always been above critic- 
ism. Also, he happens to be my dear- 
est friend.” 

CHAPTER II. 

A New Restlessness. 

“All night long, in the dark and wet, 
A man goes riding by:"”’ . . . R. L.S. 

During the first few days following 
O'Rourke’s sensational meeting with 
Miss Hudson, Hemming saw very lit- 

tle of that headstrong young man 
for the lover spent his afternoons 
[and evenings in making up for lost 
time, and his mornings 1a rearing 
. Spanish. castles. At first lemming 
took joy in. his friend”s happiness— | 
fthen came envy, and bleak disgust at 
this own ease. He sought refuge in 
hard work, and toiled every morning 

{ with a half-heart for the subject in| 
+hand, and ears pricked up for | 
| O’Rourke’s babblé of joy and con- 

Herbart. tent. And behold, at the end of a 

(morning’s grind, twenty pages for 
{ the fire. --Even his novel came to a 
standstill. The chapter of romance, 

| which, had the joyful meeting of 
| O'Rourke and Miss Hudson for its 
| inspiration, seemed to have no con- 

‘nection with the rest of the naira-, 

tive, and no excuse lor cxistence save 

its own beauty. He wondered if this 

chapter were a story in itseli—a 
breath of life's real poetry, too fine 
and rare for madrketing. One night, 
alone in the sitting-room brooding 
'ahove the manuscript, he tried to re- 
(write it in verse. A new restlessness 
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had him by the heart, lifting him, 

one moment, to the heights of con- 
fidence, only to drag him down, the 
next, to the depths of uncertainty 

and longing. Three lines pulsed up to 
his brain, and he wrote them down. 

Then he opened his sitting-room win- 
dow and looked out. The lights in 
the square gleamed down on the wet 
pavement. The black tree-tops thresh- 
ed in the wind. A cab shed down 
irom Fifth Avenue, under the arch. A 
policeman paused beneath him, and 
yawned at the bright entrance. 

Hemming snifled the wind, and de- 
cided to go for a walk. He circled 
the square three times. Then he 
struck up Fiith Avenue, with his 
hands in the pockets of his mackin- 
tosh and his stick under his arm. The 

big old houses on cach side of the 
avenue wore an air of kindness that 
was not for him. Lights were in the 
upper windows of most of them. One 
was still awake, and carriages wait- 
ed in a solemn row at the curb. It 
scemed to Hemming that all the 
world but himself was at peace. The 

{coachmen and footmen waited con- 
tentedly outside, while their masters 
and mistresses laughed and danced 
within. What had these people to do 
with the bitterness of the unattain- 
able? His eyes were turned in upon 
his own heart, and nothing scemed 
real but this new restlessness, this 
nameless desire like a crying in the 
dark. It was not for fame, nor alto- 

gether jor the power of expression, 
though that, at one time or another, 
will tear the heart of every artist. It 
was not bred of any regret for the 
past, nor inspired by appriension 
for the future. On the fly-leaf of a 

friend’s book he had ohce read the 
words, ‘“There is only the eternal 

now—an oasis of fleeting actuality 

between two deserts of mirage.” 
{Now he remembered the words as he 
strolled up Fifth Avenue. The KEter- 
nal Now! Could it give him no more 
solace than this? For him would it 
be always this empty room, from the 
windows of which he might look 
{backward upon one mirage and for- 
ward to another? He fe!t in his poc- 
kets for something to smoke. They 
were_empty, so he decided to keep on 
until he could find a tobacconist’s 
establishment. Deep in thought, buf- 
feted and yet soothed by the bleak 
wind, he strode along with little 
heed to his course. Presently, 
upon glancing up, he found him- 
self on a side street, before the 

area railings of a basement rest- 

aurant that he knew well. Here he 
could get a Porto Rican cigar to 
which he was particularly partial, or 
cigarettes of pungent tobacco rolled 
in sweet brown paper. He opened the 

iron gate, descended the steps, and 

rang the signal of the initiated on 
the bell. The Italian woman opened 

the door, and smilingly 
him. In 

ing-roams only one table was occup- 

ied, for stray customers were not 

welcomed after the regular 
hours. At the table sat two men 
whom liemuning knew and one who 
was a stranger fto him. They 

drinking coffee’ and smoking, and 
from a chafing-dish in the centre of 
the table drifted an odour with a 
tang to it. 
Upon Hemrming’'s entrance, Potts, 

assistant cditor of a ten-cent mag- 

azine, called to him to join them.The 

Englishman did so, gladly. Akerly, 
the illustrator, he knew, and he was 

introduced to the third, a thick- 
shouldered, blond-haired youth, by 
name Tarmont. 
ed to be an artist. He was a Can- 
adian by birth, and had just arrived 
in New York from a two years’ vis- 
it in England. 

“I was staying in Norfolk awhile,” 
he said, ‘‘with some cousins, and I 
met a friend of yours.”” He looked 
intently at Hemming as he spoke, 
and Hemming started eagerly in his 
chair. But in a moment he sat 
quiet again. 
“More than one, for that matter,” 

continued Tarmont. * ‘There 
Major Anderson,—he talked a great 

deal of you one night, after sqme 
onc had mentioned wars, and that 
sort of thing,—~and there was an old 
chap who argued about you with an 
old dame, the same evening. Really, 

your memory seemed to bulk large in 
their eyes.”” He paused, and smiled 
at his companions. “Oh, I forgot,” 
he added; ‘‘there was a lady—very 
pretty, too— who stopped playing 

ping-pong with me to listen to what 
they were saying about Captain 

Hemming. Of course she didn’t give 
that for a reason.” 
“What was her name,?”’ asked 

Hemming. 
Tarmont shook his head, and pro- 

ducing his cigarette-case, lit a mild, 
fat Turkish. 
“I'm no good at names,” He said, 

“but she seemed to be about twen- 
ty-eight in age, and was beautifully 
set up, a trifle on the thin side—and 
Fad ripening fine eyes, and hair with 
copper on it." 

Even Hemming laughed. 
+“You must have spent all 
precious time starting at her,” 

marked Potts. 

your 
re- 

“Well, I did,”’ confessed the artist, | 
‘“‘for I was in love with her, man. 
Fiven now, whenever I draw a girl IT 
make her waist and her arms. As 

for the look in her eyes—my dear 

fellow, I can never forget it.” 
“What sort of a.look was it?’’ ask- 

ed Akerley, hugely amused. 
“A look:of longing,”” replied Tar 

mont, in tragic tones. ‘It was deu- 

cedly disconcerting, too, for the man 

she happened to be talking to.1t al- 

ways made me feel as if I had a hole, 

in the middle of my chest, through 

which she could see some chap whom 

she was anxious to embrace. We all 

noticed that Anderson didn’t like it 

at all.” 

Potts and Akerly roared with 
laughter. ‘ = 
“You should be a novelist,” 

Potts. 
Akerly ordered a round-bellied, 

wicker—covered flask.’ But Hemming 
only pondered over what he heard. 

said 

admitted | 
the larger of the two din-| 

dinner | 

were | 

Tarmont also prov-'! 

was | 

> 

| It was close upon two o‘clock in 
| the morning when Hemming got back 
to the Wellington. He found O’- 
Rourke snug in his bed. smiling even 
in his sleep. He closed the bedroom 
doors softly, stirred up the fire, and 
sat down to his story. Still . the 

| wind galloped through the square, 
i slashing the tree-tops, and riding 
against the house-fronts. ; 

It was dawn when Hemming laid 
aside his pen, knocked the smoulder- 
ing heel from his pipe, and went 
wearily to bed, 

CHAPTER III. 

A Rolling Stone. 

: Hemming, although his work pro- 

| gressed at a round pace. He awoke 
in the mornings to no expectations 

l of joy or adventure. The dulness of 
| each approaching day weighed upon 
him even before his eyes opened. He 
i saw but little of O'Rourke after the 
| luncheon hour, and, though he and 

| Tarmont became quite friendly,lone- 
| liness made his days miserable. He 
{ began to regret even the foolish, an- 
| xious days of the Pernamba revolu- 

tion. In his blue mood he would 

sometimes call on the Tetsons and 

Hickses—but, alas in conventional 

environment they had lost much of 

their charm. Hicks was growing fat 

and self-complacent. Marion was 

| growing commonplace under the bur- 

| den of formalities. Even the old man 

| was undergoing a change—had al- 

| ready been weaned from his yellow 

| cigar and taught to wear a four
-in- 

! hand necktie until dinner-time. 
As 

| for Mrs. Tetson, kindly soul, why, 

| she now spent most of her days in 

| contented slumber, and sometimes : 

| drove in the park of an aftern
oon. 

Hemming sometimes went to 
dinner 

| at the Hudsons’ with O'Rourk
e. Mrs. 

{ Hudson was dead, and 
Helen and her 

the family. Hem- 

| ming found these evenings quite 

worth while. Miss Hudson was as 

| clever as she was charming, and as 

sympathetic as she was origi
nal. Mr, 

Hudson was a kind-hearted, exceed- 

ingly well-bred banker, with a c
ulti- 

vated taste in wines and cigars. Um- 

der his daughter’s leadership he some-~ 

| times talked brilliantly. After these 

dinners Hemming would always 

stay as long as he could 

without feeling himself in the 

way; then, after a word or 

two with Mr. Hudson in the librar
y, 

he would return to the lonely sittin
g- 

room and write letters to Miss Tra- 

vers.. These he burned as soon as 

written. This was foolishness, and 

worried Smith a good deal, 

(To be continued.) 
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i father made up 

0'd Folks Can’t Stand 
Harsh, purging medicine, but in- 

variably find Dr. Hamilton's Pill of 
Mandrake and Butternut the mildest 
cure for constipation and sick head- 

ache. No griping pains, sure cure, 
price 25¢. Use only Dr. Hamilton's 
Pills. 

The poor millionaire chauffeur was 
. again before the rural judge. 

‘““And so once more they arrested you 
for scaring horses,’’ says the sympathe- 
tic friend. ‘Why don’t you give up the 

The life af New York did not suit 

WHY APPENDICITIS ? 

Why is appendicitis so common to- 
day? 

Because we have got into the per- 
nicious habit of eating too fast. 
Dr. Curtis, the great authority on 

this disease, says: ‘‘Appendicitis of- 
ten follows the eating of a very 
hasty. or particularly large or indi- 
gestible meal.” 
After carlessly following a foolish 

custom, .you can ensure your safety 
by taking Stuart's ~ Dyspepsia Tab- 
lets. 
It is an accepted, scientific truth, 

which admits of no dispute, that if 
you will only keep your digestive ap- 
(paratus in good order, you will nev- 
‘er suffer from this dread disease, 
{ which, at best, means a weakening 

;operation, with long weeks wasted in 

|bed, and big doctor's and surgeon’s 
bills to pay as souvenirs. 

{| Keep your appendix in health by 
ithe proper use of Stuart's Dyspepsia 
| Tablets, whenever you have laid 

1yoursell open to danger by overeat- 
{ing, and upon the least sign of stom- 
jach or intestinal trouble, for other- 
| wise, at any time, this dangerous dis 
(ease may lay you low. 

The curative influence of this great 
medicine is quickly shown in the gen- 
{tle, soothing effect it has on all in- 
{flamed conditions of any part of the 
| digestive tract. 

Stuart’s Dyspepsia Tablets tone al} 

of perfect health, and regulate their 
{funtions into a proper working state. 

They also make away with all the 
| causes of irritation, inflammation or 
(indigestion, by helping to dissolve, 
digest and assimilate,\ or put to 
proper use, all the food ‘which is ly- 
ing around in odd corners of your 

| digestive apparatus, fermenting, rot- 
ting and curdling, like so much gar- 
bage in a dirty sink. 1 
In these natural and perfectly sim- 

{ple ways, Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets 
(restore all sufferers, from any form 
of dyspeptic trouble, to health. 
They are safe and reliable. They 

never fail to relieve and cure, quick- 
ly and permanently. 
Use them, and you need never wor- 

ry about your appendix vermiformix. 
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Mrs. Stubb—John you know Easter is 
not recognized in Turkey. 
Mr. Stufib—Well, 1 guess not. You 

ees Ro ra the Sultan is 
enoug’ o recognize such a holid 
that when he has 200 wives?  ygne Aion. 

Dg 

Subscribe today for the Even- 
ing Times delivered to any address, 
postage paid, until Dec. 31st, 1905, 
for $3. Cash in advance. Send to- 
day. ! 

| these parts up to a proper condition | 

foolish | 
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Highest Award Colonia! and Indian 
Exhibition, London. 

ENGLAND, 1886. 
European Plan, - 20 Mill St. 

Gentlemen’s Hats, 
The Newest and Best Line of 

Up-to-Date Hats 

'in St. John to-day. Try one and be 
| convinced. 

J. B. BARDSLEY 
55 Germain Street. 

4 The Old Blend 

FROM THE | 

Original Recipe 
Dated 1746. 
— 

fiche Old Blend! y The 
ye} Old-fashioned Blend 
YR of the Coaching Daysy 

¥ without alteration 
Jor 150 years. 

IN THE MARKET. 

REFUSE IMITATIO 
» 

NSIST ON GETTING 

Seing a high priced Whisky many don't keep \t 
if they can sell another brand. 

MACKIE & COY. DISTILLERS LTD, 
ISLAY, GLENLIVET, AND GLASGOW. 

Orders for direct import solicited. 

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

| 

if desired gratis. 

this. week only. 

automobile and buy an airship?’ 
#he wealthy man shook his head. ! 
“It is no use,”’ he said, sadly. “If: 

I had an airship they arrest me for scar- | 
ing birds.” : 

Millinery. Millinery. 
We are now showing one of the Choicest and Finest selections in Fall 

and Winter styles of trimmed ready to wear Hats in 
prices we are second to none. Orders for Hats promptly 
the knowledge of experienced hands is at the disposal 

Millinery. 
the City, and for 

executed, and 
of our Customers 

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

B V1LWYERS, 
696 Main Street. 

J. RHEA 

White Horse Cellar, 
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Has Been Steadily Increasing in the Maritime Provinces 

The People Find That it is More Profitable to 

; Purchase Flour Made From Manitoba Wheat 

Is the Best Flour Made From Manitoba Wheat 

It is Manufactured by the 

_AKE OF THE VWo00DsS MILLING Co., Lp 
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