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(Continued.) !

“Thank you, Miss Chilmark; I
could wish for no smarter aide,”’
said  Herzog, whipping round and|
covering the bridge again. "~ To my
surprise there was another flash and
report from his revolver, followed by |
a howl of rage esd pain.

“All right, Belcher; a flesh wound
in the call won't do you any harm,’’
he shouted. ‘““That is only a remind-
er not to play any more hanky-pan-
Ky in the way of towing those beau-
ties of yours overboard to scramble
over the stern and steal a march on
me. £ ¥ftit.oveurs again I shall make
it a capital offence for you as well
as for them, and shoot to kill you.”

With which he slipped three fresh
cartridges into the smoking cylinder,
and turncd his broad smiling face op

me.

I am taming him by degrees,”  he
chuckled. ‘‘But I fear that I shall
have to alter my plans and take the

risk of going ashore at Totland with
you. A voyage to Barcelona, under
the strained conditions. subsisting
hetween our good Belcher and myself
would not be a pleasure trip.”

“But,”’ said I, “‘if Arthur has been
recaptured, and has told his story
mentioning you as ‘Doctor Barrables’
you would be recognized as his late
companion and arrested, would you
not?”’

“That. my dear young lady, is the
r's. that I must run,”’ replied Her-
cheerfully. I regard it as a
sor onc than travelling to Spain
h the truculent gentleman who is
sw binding up his leg on the bridge,
vd who would certainly murder me
could do without sleep for

We should be off Totland
in an hou 1 and 1 do b
licve t Captain Rivington
have been molested so early.
not as though he were at our old
lodgir remember. He is . a re-
cln?e where he will take a lot of find-
ing. No, I prefer the risk of going
ﬁS“l’l(H'\“ and of dropping quietly off
{6 more congenial - haunts till such
time as there is less chance of Her-
70 the Government agent, being id-
entified with the Doctor Barrables of
what will probably be a big line in
rn history.”

«words were cheering, not only
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on “Arthur’s account, but because I
could not help feeling interested in
the strange man who had so unex-
pectedly dropped.  irom the sl\iu;\‘ to
bofriend me inr the last state ol my
) wrn  hope.” e was so secre-

tive, with all his air of frank genial-
itv. that 1 could not divine whether
h“- had really eniered into the plot
acainst Lord Alphingto:u with the in-
tention

Author of “By a Hair’s Breadth,”” ‘“The Duke
) And some thaf smile have in their hearts, I fear, millions of mischief.”’ —

- THE STORY OF A GREAT SECRET.
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Decides,””

Julius Caesar, Act IV., Scene i.

end-
this I always remember that speech
{ of his:

| “I do not admit that the
Minister was ever ir any real danger
at all.”

ter When I em puzzled about

Prime

And that is the view I prefer to
take—that Herzog, witii the iron
heel of Sir Gideon Marske on hem,

did as he was bid in the matter of
arranging Arthur’s escape from: pris-
on, but that he did it in the hope
that before the desperate ventuve was
ended, he would find som> means of
turning the tables on his master, or
at least ireeing himself from his
yoke.

I looked at his strong face, with
the humorous twist to a mouth that
suggested possibilities of crueity and
tenderness at the same time. I was
clutching the railings, so heavily was
the steamer pitching: mnow, but the
stout elderly gentlerran, fingering his
pistol, with one keen for the
bridge and a milder one for me, bal-
anced himself on the heaving deck
with no apparent effort. 1Ile had lit
and smoked some hali-dozen cigars
since we occupie¢ what ke had caiied
our entrenchment.

“Have you no reiatives to  miss
vou if you leave England?’’ a sudden
impulse prompted me to ask.

Just then something on the bridge,
which I could mnot see, made him
steady his revolver for a moment,
but, whatever .the emergency, it pass-
ed, and he flung at me a look of
quite fatherly kindness.

“No,”” he replied. ‘‘L have no one
to mind, whatever happens. I had
once—a young wiie, of whom I was
more than fond, Miss Chilmark. It
was to save her life by sending her
to Madeira that I committed the
theft—no need to mince words—
which brought me into bondage un-
der Sir Gideon Marske. My wife
died, and I became the unwilling
slave of a man more infamous than
any of those who have used place
and power for their own ends.”

That was the first and last of Her-

eve

zog's confidences to me, but it is
perhaps sufficient to explain why 1

refuse to regard him as the human
monster whom Arthur has portrayed
in the earlier pages of his narrative.
For the sake of the strenuous aid he
rendered me I try to persuade myself
that he went into the affair of Lord
Alphington becaused he guessed that
his employers had made an imitial
Blunder assuming Arthur’s guilt,
and that
spiracy with a pclitical assassina-
tion, he might be able to forge irom
it a weapon for his own emancipa-

in
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of working it out to the bit-| All this time the gale had been in-

“A Race with Ruin,” Ete., Etc.

instead of ctosing the con-

ief.

creasing, but it was not till we had
passed Yarmouth and come into the
straight stretch epding in the Needles
and the open sea that we felt its full

force. And once through the nar-
row gut, 'where Clif End on the
Wright and Hurst Castle on the |

mainland jut out towards each other
the seas were running high. A min-
ute later I was drenched to the skin
by a shower of spray, and Herzog

voiced the fear that had already
seized me. He pointed to Totland |

pier, oam-besicged and .deserted, a-
cross a mile of angry water. Away
to the right, on the dreaded Shingle
Bank, the breakers were leaping with
thunderous ioar.

“I am afraid we are done,”
said. *‘A boat would scarcely live
in that sea, even if my pistol could

induce a brace of these ruflians to
man it.”’ 3
““You must induce them; I am not

afraid to go in a boat,*” I cried des-
perately, for the sight of the little
trec-embowered village on the clifis,
round which all my hopes and fears
centered, maddened me. I could pick
out quite clearly the vacant house in
which Arthur had sought refuge—one
of several stone-built residences above
the lifeboat station.

In my agitation I had stepped out

beyond the shelter of the deck-
house and joined Herzog on the
sloping decl clutching his arm to

save myseli from falling. I had not
seen Belcher for hours, but now, as I
looked up at the bridge he turned
his evil face aft to wus and shouted
maliciously:

“How about going ashore now?
You’ll have _to shoot the whole
crowd, for I'll never get 'em to lower
a boat in this sea.”’

Herzog turned to me, his great
broad face working with gn emotion
that I like to think of as pity. ‘“The
skipper speaks a true word for once,’
he said sadly. “But, if you so de-
cide; I am quite willing to give the
Nightshade’s crew the choice between
suicide by drowning or bullet.””

“What would happen if we do not
attempt to land?’’ I asked in despair.

Herzog shot a glance at the surges
boiling on the Shingles. ‘It will be a
perilous operation,’”” he replied, ‘‘but
I can make him turn back to Yar-
mouth and land us there, where the
roadstead is sheltered. Of ° course
there would be the .loss of valuable
time, but it woul® be better than
getting drowned or the other alter-
native of peing taken to Barcelona.’”

““And doing no good at all. 3
make him back to Yarmouth,’

A
implored, realising that to reach Tot-

go.

larid picr across that
sea was impossible.

storm-tossed

J

he |
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{

ting my wishes to Belcher, who, after
a moment’s sullen hesitation, repeat-
ed the order to the stectsman. The
steamer’s bows were slowly round in
a long curve, shipping tons of water
as she turned broadside to the temp-
est, but there was cither not sufficient
searoom to turn in the restricted
fairway, or- the captain bungled the
manoeuvre, for before the vessel had
completed a half circle we were in the
breakers, and half a minute later the
Nightshade struck bottom with

long, rending crash, ominous of her
doom.
We were aground on the all-de-

vouring Shingle Bank, a mile and a
hali from land, in a sea through
{ which nothing but a lifeboat could
win to us. And the Nightshade heel-
ed over and bumped upon the peb-
bly bottom, while the leaping, hun-
gry breakers spumed over the bul-
| warks and threathened to smash the
worn-out tramp into matchwood long
| before a lifeboat could cover the dis-
tance.

Herzog's hand closed over my wtist
{and dragged me further from the |
side. ““‘Let us try and reach the aft |
wheel-house,’”” he roared in my ear. |
‘““We shall be safer there from being

| washed overboard—unless the whole
| house goes.”
CHAPTER XXXIV,.
Roger Marske Arrives.
Herzog showed good judgmeant in se-

| lecting the wheel-house as a last
fuge from the fury of the breakers. In
taking the ground the steamer had
partly slid over an outlying spur of
the Shingle Bank, and had there be-
come fixed, with the result that her
stern was considerably higher out of
the water than the bows. The fore-
castle, indeed, was actually submerg- |
ed, while we were correspondingly |
elevated above the level of the tum- |
ultuous seas. !

The noise of the wind and the |
waves, and the still more horrible |

“crunch’ of the huge mass of shifit- |
ing pebbles in which we were jammed
made sustained conversation impos-
sible, but partly in words and partly
by gestures Herzog managed to con- |
vey to me that our one hope was the
lifeboat, if the vessel could resist the
tremendous buffeting of the breakers
long enough. It seemed more likely

that she would part in the middle,
the forepart dropping off into deep

water to sink like a stone, and
stern breaking into splinters.
The crew swarmed into the rigging
of the foremast; except Belcher unﬂ
the Irish mate, who remained on the
bridge, apparently engaged in a vio-
lent altercation.” For some minutes
this lasted, and then the mate' came
down and, staggering to the deck-

the

thouse, behind which I had stood all

Herzog lost no time in transmit-
< |

the morning, brought out a flag,
which he hoisted on the muiu—mas‘t,;
climbing into the rigging immediate- |
ly afterwards.

Seeing himself deserted by O’Brien
Belcher stood at the bridge rail :1[):
parently hurling unheard curses after
the retreagting figure of his mate.
Then he, too, descended to the deck,

trailihg his wounded leg down the

bridge ladder, and clinging to the
foot of it while he gazed apprehen-

sively at Herzog, who stood in the
door of the wheel-house at my side.

a
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SMITH’S
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SICK KIDNEYS,

The Bladder, Rheu-
matism and the
Elood —all these dis.
caser yieldatonce and

re 3mckly and fully
cured. Price only 25
cents a box.

A CURE at the
People’s Price.
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sent I'ree to any ad-
€88,

58 Woodland St.,
*“Your letter received
and will say, That
aftertaking threo
boxes of your Pills I
am very much better,
When I first commen-
ced taking them I was
obliged to get up ten
?l:'twlel;c times during
e night,now itisonl

W.F.SMITH CO. two or three times."y
185 St. James St., Mentreal | Mr.JESSESHIPPER

To cure Constipation, Sick Headache and Bilious.
ness in one night, use Smith’s Pineapple and
Butternut Pills, Only25cents at dealers.
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SIGNED

My companion made a sign to the
wretched man, at which he showed
his teeth in a ghastly grin and liter-

ally hurled himself through the
clouds of flying foam into the hood

over the cuddy stairs.
ed grimly.

“The liquor!’’ he shouted in
planation. ‘‘Belcher was asking
leave to come ait of the bridge and
get it. Wanted the mate to bring it
to him. That was what the row was
about.”’

Herzog laugh-

X~
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(To be continued.)
&

HUSBAND GONE,
WIFE IS DEAD.

Sad Sequel to a Life of
Domestic Infelicity.

Halifax N. S., Jan. 23.—(Special!.
—The death occurred at Hubbard’s
Cove this forcooon of Flora Verner,

wife of Dr. Thomas Verner of Toron-
to, who for the past twelve months
has been a practising physician at
Hubbard’s Cove.

Incidents in connection with Mrs.
Verner's death make a sad chapter
in the history of domestic infelicity, |
the doctor having left the Cove on |
Thursday last in company with Ber- |
tha Jollymore, who was a servant in

the family, and having informed his|
wife he was going to take the girl]|
with him. 1
D !
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The Verdict of Public Opinio_n

Ts with the best article every time.
That's why Putnam’s Corn Extrac-
tor has been in the lead for the last
half century. It cures corns pain- |
lessly in twenty-four hours and never
fails. Use only Putnam’s for corns
and warts 1
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A girl at St. Louis, U. S. A., not con- |
tent with bringing an action against hor}
sweetheart for breach of promise, is also |
suing her father, mother, sisters and
brothers for conspiring’ to break off the
engagement.

Worcester, Mass,
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AN

The Yaejui Tribe in Mex-

| icans.
22:—H. L.
Tolerton,who

Npgales, Ariz, Jan.
Miller, and Charles, E.
escaped Thursday’s Indian mas-
spcre in  Sonora, Mexico, passed
through here today with the bodies
of Coy, McKenzie. Call and Steubin-
, ger, bound for Chicago.

It now appefs that the party ask-
ed for an escort: from the Mexican
authoritigs at Hermosillo and an
der to the military at La Colorado
was issued. Upon reaching La Color-
ado the escort was requested, but the
Mexican oflficials replied that there
were so many in the party that an
escort was unnecessary. Thereupon
the party left for Camp Toledo and
reached there without difliculty.

Alired Garretson, wife and child,
went over the same road last Wed-
nesday or Thursday but are undoubt-
edly safe at their camp. Garretson
is from. Buffalo and is engaged in
mining in tha Sa1huarepa district,So-
nora. A Mr. Pelletier, mining engin-
eer, rocently employed by the Seax-
asa mining cowpany, is with Garret-
son. All the mining men in the dis-
trict where the massacre took place
are coming in from camp and the
country will undoubtediy be in a
feverish state for some time to come.

I+ is stated on high authority that a
morth ago Governor Ysabel held an ex-
tended conference with a large number of
Yaquis at San Miguel to see if all dii-
ferences could not be adjusted, and the
Yaouis said that they deraanded all the
and along the Yagui river and wanted
all the Mexicans and otner settlers there
to vacate. Governor Ysabel replied that
that was impossible and the conference
came to an end.

Dr. Coy’s body and head were mutilat-
ed. his head being smashed in with
stones. His body was stripped of its
clothing as were the other dead. The sur-
vivors escaped with their clothing m!l_\.
21l their money, tickets and papers being
taken by the Indiaas
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THERE'S ONE DAY LESS IN 1905.
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That’s one day less on which to eat |

Cereal—
&

“Swiss Food’’, the periect
15 cts. packages. P. McIntosh
Son, Millers, Toronto.
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DO YOU READ THE TIMES AND
LIKE 1IT? TELL YOUR . FRIENDS
IT IS YOUR FA\’QHITE PAPER.
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ard’s Liniment in London in 1886,

nedal was awacded to
The only liniment to receive a medal.
It was ewarded because.of strength,

parity, healing powers and superiority

]

the liniment over all others from

throughous the world-

northand
In 20 Lessons.

First Lesson Free.

Absolutely most complete
and up-to-date methods; po-
sition guaranteed ; lessons by
mail exclusively ; no interfer-
ence with regular occupation ;
no difficulties; everything
simple and clear ; indorsed by
boards of education and lead-
ing newspapers ; thousands of
graduates.

DEPARTMENT 25.

Gampaion of Education.

11 Townsend Bldg.,
f NEW YORK.
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~ Dry Goods and Milli}iéry
!.@ 2 CLEARANCE SALE.

Owing to change of business, which will continue until the whole néw

| and complete stock ($15,000) has been

disposed of. Such Bargains in

Ladies’ Garments, Ready-to-Wear Suits, Skirts and Coats, we venture ta

say have never before been offered in
Absolutely no reserve and no two

this city.
prices.

S

B. ANYERS,

‘Dry Goods Store, - = 695 Main Street.

All Essentials for a

e,

"LOUR - White
BREAD - Light
PRICE - Right
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