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““He will eclaim that the mortrazes
cripple him; that he has not suflicient
means to pay interest and living expen-
ses. He will sell the mining property
at a ruinous sacrifice, the villa, every-

thing, anything, in fact, to handle
ready cash.”’

‘““But that will take time."’

CCY“‘,’

“And time is all I ask!’ spoke Le
Britta, with determined eye: “lfe
holds the upper hand now. Wait!"

Le Britta did not enlighten the law-
yer as to his intentions, nor coucerning
bis discovery of the hiding-place of tisc
treasure,

He wished to investigate that branch
of the case alone. More than that, Le
resolved, in case he found the money, to
withhold it from Durand’s hands, if he
had to retain personal secret possession
of it until Gladys caise of age.

He correctly and readily surmised that
one motive Durand had in wishing
Gladys’ return was to learn of the miss-
ing  money, and he wondered what
Durand’'s next move would be, when
he ascertained that the heiress was
entirely ignorant concerning it.

The lawyer had arrived at a common-
place decision that they could only wait
until something had developed, but Le
Britta left him with a far more serious

“and definite thought in his mind.

- He had but one hope of ultimately
defeating all the plots of Ralph Durand,
and that was based on the recovery of
the tramp. In case Doctor Milton
brought him through his illness, and in
case, furthermore, the tramp would give
his evidence against Durand, the affair
was ended.

The Gladys Vernon estate would forever
he free from the plotter’s wiles, Sydney
Vance might return and face his fellow-
men once more, and the efforts of the
photographer to right a great wrong
would he crowned with success.

But the tramp might not recover. If
he did it might be too late. Durand was
no lax schemer. He had Galdys Vernon
in his power. Suppose he should force
the girl to wed him; suppose he should
dispose of what little wealth the mortgage
had left in sight; suppose he should do
away with Sydney Vance, for the
testimony of the latter on the witness-
stand would alone convict Durand,
were it not not that Vance was himself
suspected of the crime of killing old
Gideon Vernon?

“The tramp is safe with Doctor Mil-
ton,”” mused Le Britta, ‘“‘the hidden
money is in the ravine, and I hold the
clue to its whereabouss. Sydney Vance
is the element of mystery in the case.
How can I get an inkling as to his
place of incarceration?’’

Le Britta was wearied from his long
quest, and, going to the hotel, he
sought the rest he so needed.

At nightfall he started again for Haw-

thorne villa. He approached it by a
circuitous route, for his inspection of
the mansion was to be a covert one,
" He had decided to watch at a distance,
in the hopes of seeing Durand, theorizing
that if Sydney Vance was anywhere in
the vicinity, the plotter might go to
visit him, and, by following, he might
locate the refugee and captive.

After remaining in the neighborhood
for over an hour, Le Britta became im-
patient. There had not even the slightest
trace of activity about the villa—no
lights, no servants visiblee He came
bearer to the house. It was closely
shuttered. He penetrated the grounds, he
even reered in at unguarded windows,
There was no sign of life about the
gloomy place.

Just leaving the grounds, he came to a
halt as a carriage and twn horses came
toiling along the sandy road.

He recognized the driver on the box
—it was the steward whom Ralph
Durand had - employed a few days pre-
vious, and as he dismounted to open
the iron gates he spied Le Britta.

“Looking for anybody?’’ he queried,
in a suspicious tone of voice.

‘“Yes,”” Le Britta was forced to say,
“Mr. Durand.”’

““Oh, him! He's gone."’

‘““Gone where?”’

“Away on business. I just drove
him over country to catch an east huud
train He's ordered me to clo:: the
villa for the next month. He \.on’t be
back for some time.’’

‘““Where will a letter
ventured Le Britta.

‘““Address in my care,’”’ was the keen
response. “Say, I know you, and 1
know that you're after—a trace of Miss
Vernon. Well, I've this to say to you,
and that ends it—she’s been sent to
some friends by Mr. Durand, several
hundred miles from here, and you won't
be very likely to find her by seeking’’

As he spoke, the man coolly led his
horses into the grounds, and closed the
gates on the dismayed Le Britta.

Ralph Durand had scored another
victory. He had got the whole game in
his hands, and had covered his tracks by
a timely disappearance.

‘‘Beaten—thrown off the trail!”’ mur-
mured Le Britta, slowly walking down
the road. “‘I can do positively nothing.
Gladys has been spirited away, Vance,
too, probably, and, at a distance, Dur-
and will mature his plans whatever they
may be. A month! Why! in that time
the scoundrel may force Gladys to marry
him, dispose of Vance, realize on the
mortgazed real estate, and so complicat
affairs as to leave nothing but wreck
and ruin in his wake. I give it up at
last, I have tried to help the poor girl,
and’’'—

Le Britta paused abruptly and started
with a shock, for at just that moment a
wild form rushed down the road, fairly
colliding with him.

Then, with a quick, excited ejacula-
tion, the new-comer grabbed Le Britta’s
arm, and peered into his face, keenly
and excitedly.

“I’ve found you—good!”’

Le Britta started and thrilled, for
wonder of wonders! the speaker was—
Dr. Richard Milton!

—_——

{  CHAPTER XXVIIL—GONE!
L]

The last man in the world Jera Le
Britta would have expected to see at

reach him?”’

Hawthorne villa, Dr. Richard Milton,
gazed fixedly at his friend. :
The photographer was almost too

astonished to speak, but he managed to
gasp forth:—

‘“‘Dick—Doetor, Dick! What in the
world’’—

‘““Brought me here?"’

6 Y“."

‘“After you.”’

‘““After me!”’

‘““Exactly, I have been looking every-
where for you.,"’

'. thh’H_
Doctor Milton took his companion’s
arm and walked on with him.

“I followed you to the city,”” he ex-
plained. “I found you had left the
conclave; I imagined you had come here,
‘‘not having gone home. What news
Jera?®’

Le Britta felt positive that his friend
had some important disclosure to make,
but J\epressed his curiosity and sus-
rense and briefly narrated the develop-
ments in the om case since last they
had met,

The doctor was an interested listener,
a startled one too, as he rned of the
last move on the part of Ralph, Durand.

B LR N

“The scoundrel has ind check-
mated your every move,,”” he com-
mented. “It's plain t» me what his
plans are,”’

~ ““Then you think?"’—

- “That hc-has terrorized Gladys Vernon
completely, has rénioved her to some
secluded retreat, where she will be a
virtual prisoner in the hands of paid
emissaries, that he has removed the lover
Vance likewise to a new prison-
He holds Vance’s life and liberty in his
keeping. By this means he silences the
girl. Meantime he will proveed to
negotiate a sale in the mortgaged
porperty unhampered by the girl's
interference, probably armed with her
written consent to do so, and without
fear of you or her other friends trou bling
kim

“But the ready money, the fortune,
the hundred thousand dollars—he has
not that!"’

‘““No, he has probably considered that
4s lost to him.”’

‘““And we have it—we know where
it is!”’

“No I fear
Doctor Milton, seriously,

‘“Eh? Why! what do you mean, Dick?"’
Le Britta came to sudden standstill,
and viewed his frieng with a startled
look, for the voice and manner of the

we do not,”” interrupted

‘“It was that money—that

hidden
treasure of old Gideon

Vernon's that

-

|

““The money—the hidden treasure?"’

‘i \'(‘S.”

“Why?"

“It is in danger!”’

“The treasure in danger!”

“Decidedly sn,”’

““I do not understand you.”

“The patient.”’

“You mean the tramp?"’

“Exactly. You know the condition
yon left him in—delirious. Well, that
next day he got suddenly better. The
case perplexed me. One hour he would
be rational, the next raving. I encour-
aged the former wmood, even to the
taxing of his vitality, and began to
administer a strong stimulant. Yester-
day evening he was sleeping quietly
when I left him. I went to call on a
patient. When I returned’ —

Doctor Milton paused impressively
and sighed—a troubled, anxious sigh.

‘““When I returned,” he repeated, in
-onelusion, ‘‘the tramp was—gone!”’

" Gone!” cried l.e Britta, with a
violent start and in blank wonderment,
“yau mean!”?

“Disappeared.”’

“'t’en Le had escaped?’’

‘“iluther, cone away. With him was
missing the bottle from which I had
administer.d the stimulating medicine.
I am now satisfied that the tramp had
possessed his se:n<es all day. He watched
me, He realized his situation. His
wounded arm was no detriment to
getting around. It was the fever, the
frequent fits of delirinm that bothered
him, and his weakpess, 1 believe he
recalled how he had imparted his secret
to us. [ think he regretted it. At all
events, he had arisen, dressed himself,

and taking the stimulant and a bottle
of brandy with him, had disappeared”’

“You followed him"—

“1 tried to. At first I thought he had
wandered away in delirium. I never
imagined he sould go far in his terribly
weak condition. Then in a flash, I
thought of an impelling mortive for his
flight—the hidden treasure. 1 knew not
of the success or failure of your et orts
to secure a copy of the missing half of
his written secret. I had men search in
the vicinity of my oflice and throughout
the town. No trace. I started for the
conclave after you. I hoped to find you
here, and here I came. That is how 1
happen to be uere.’’

The doctor’s graphic story bewildered
and yet aroused Le Britta.

His eyes scintillated with anxiety and
excitement,

“Dick!” he ejaculated,
find that man’

*“1 should say so!”’

““You think he came here?"’

“I think he started for here.”’

“In quest of the hidden treasure?"’

“What else?"’

““He may have fallen by the way.”

“That is probable, but this is the
end of the trail to guard. Possibly 1
amn Lere ahead of him., He would have
to travel slowly. There isno doubt in my
mind but that he has changed his mind,
and, his strength returned and his old
covetousness revived, he wishes to sccure
the treasure.”

““We must stop him!"”’

‘‘Rather anticipate him. You see, Le
Britta, he may not have arrived. If we
secure the treasure or find it intact, one
of us will remain at the spot where it is
hidden and awaic the tramp's coming.
The other, if he does not soon arrive,
will go back toward home, and vry to
find him on the way hither.”

“Dick! you are a jewel to plan!"
spoke Le Britta, gratefully. “That will
be the move to make, for if the tramp
has his senses again, all the more reason
than ever that we keep him closely
guarded and near us.”

“You mean?’"

“That we may as
confront that villian
and elip |his
proving him, on
evidence, to be
Gideon Vernon!”’

The two fricnds hurried on, Le Britta
leading the way toward the nearest
house.

““Wait here,”’ he said, upon reaching a
simall cottage.

He disanpared down the graveled
walk, and the waiting doctor heard him
Kknock ¢ the rear door. Then there was
a bricf parley, and [Le Britta reappeared.

“I've borrowed a lantern,”” he
whnnounced

“Tien you intend’’ —

*“To go at once to the ravine,”’

“You think you ecan locate the spot?’’

“Where the treasure is secreted?—we
must!’’

**And at night!”’

“The tramp may arrive at any
moment. I have explicit directions from
the message he had written. I looked
over the ground to-day, but believed the
treasur2 to be safe enough for a later
visit and my thoughts and time were
occupied with poor Gladys Vernon's
affairs. If we can only recover the
tramp, her persecutions are over.’’

““And Ralph Durand’s just begun.’

“Yes. Here we are. Down the path
here—this is certainly the way Gideon
Vernon came the night of the murder,
according  to the tramp’s statement.
There is the large stone described. Hold
the lantern. Here is a clump of bushes.
That's it! Hold the lantern higher.
Now, then, hand it down to me.”’

L.e Britta, with the contents of the
writien Key to the secret treasure well
memorized, had led his companion down
the ravine,

Step by step
location of the

‘““‘we  must

sonn  as possible
Duarand with him,
wings effectually by
the tramp's clear
the murderer of old

he had traced out the
spot where Gideon
Vernon had put away his ready cash
fortune to prevent it falling into un-
f1* nily hands, and had died ere he could
communicate the seeret to his niece,
Gladys.

“Here is the rock described,” spoke
Le Britta, eagerly. ‘‘Yes, this is the
exact spet, but''—

An ejaculation of consternation escaped
his lips. Dr. Richard Milton leaned over
the edge of the ravine, thrilling at its
ominous echo,

“What is it?’ he queried, in suspense,
“You have located the right spot?”’

‘o l'es "

‘““And the treasure’’ —

“We are too late!”” announced Le
Britta, in a hollow tone of voice; ‘‘the
treasure is—gone!”’

CHAPTER XXIX.—IN GLOOM.

Gone!

» Yes the treasnre was gone. The dis-
mayed Le Britta knew it a+ a glance,
the startled Doctor Milton realized the
fact in a very few moments of time,

It had been there, and recently too,
I'he correct hiding-place of the fortune
had been located. All these facts were
soon verified, but—the situation could
be summed up in five little werds—.

They had come too late!

The tramp, Dr. Milton's mysterious
patient, had preceded them.

As Doctor Milton sprang down the
rocky ledge to the side of his friend, and
viewed the spot in the flickering rays of
the lantern, he saw at a glance that
there was real cause for anxiety and
consternation.

There lay a great flat stone overturned.

In the soft yielding earth beneath was
the impress of a broad wallet.

The dirt was disturbed, and the spot
showed evidences of a recent visit.

LAt first the two friends feared that
their startling discovery might have
some connection with the flight of Ralph
Durand.

They wmomentarily chilled as they
reflected that he might have discovered
the hiding-place of the fortune, have
secured the treasure and have disappeared
with it.

But, no! Lying on the ground near
the stone was a piece of white cloth,
and. picking it wup, Doctor Milton
announced :—

“The tramp was here!”’

"“You are suge?”’ breathed Le Britta,

xiously,

**Positive,

“Why?»

“You see this piece of cloth?’’

“Yes.”

‘It is one of the bandages I placed on
his arm, "

“Which he dropped here?"

“In his rough haste in securing the
treasure, yes. That is the only solutjon
to th? affaiv. The tramp has anticipated
us. The treasure i< gone.”’

“Oh! why did I not come here early
th‘is morning,"’ groaned Le Britta.

‘:‘\.o matter about that now.’

o We must try to find the tramp,”’

It \;ill be llnore difficult to trace a
wan unknown than a per ike R:
Durand. I.e Britta, i r:g:lr llbv(e l:r“m:t
odds with fate. We have lost the game

It looked so. Within an hour the two
friends were at the village. .

Promised reward spurred tne town
officials to send out their men in quest of
the tramp as described by the photog-
rapher,

All the next day both Le Britta and
the doctor personally scoured the coun.
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who had
carrying

rry for seme trace of the man
rewanied their  kindness by
away a roval fortune.

Two nights later, discouraged and
batlwed, the friends left the vicinity of
Hawthorne villa.

The aoctor was nettled at being
heaton; Jera Le Britta felt discouraged,
dishearrenad.

As a sudden storm sweeps a hill-top of
verdare. in a moment of time or a
swooping breeze changes the whole
aspect of a placid pool, so had the past
two days disintegrated and demolished
the fabric of plot, counterplot and com-
vlication which had prescnted itself as a
tangible labyrinth to I.e Britra,

Not a clue was in sight. Durand had
disappeared, taking with him Gladys
Vernon and Sydney Vance.

The tramp had secured the hidden
fortune, and was not to be found.

Justice slept; the right had been
defcated; wrong and cunning were
seemingly triumphant.

All that ILe Britta had done in the
interest of justice had, it secmed, been
of no avail.

Home and its endearments looked
dark, with a return signalized by dis-
aster and defeat, and duty half accom-
plished.

“That is the end of the Vernon case!’’
sighed Doctor Milton, as the train neared
home.

‘“No,”" replied ILe Britta, ‘I cannot
belicve it. 1t only sleeps—we are shut
out from further present investigation,
villainy is triumphant, innocence
persecuted, but—*‘the wmills of the gods
grind slowly, but they grind exceedingly
small!” I feel in my heart that we shall
yet be called upon to champion anew
the cause of poor Gladys Vernon. 1 feel
that yet, facre to face, skill for skill,
plot for plot, blow for blow, I shall meet
that double -hearted sconndrel, Ralph
Durand, and vanquish him!”’

Prophetic words! The hour was to
dawn, the great Vernon case was to be
revivified, but at a timeand in & manner
little dreamed of by the true-hearted
photographer!

For the present it slumbered, for the
time being all its obscured 1ssues were
hidden completely from the public view.

And Jera Le Britta resmned his duties
as citizen, friend and a man of family,
with many a longing thought of the
lives held under the cruel domination of
Ralph Durand’'s wicked power, until
one night, one dark, stormy night, when
the wind howled dismally and the rain
beat frantically at casement and
threshold, and the great wings of the
storm flapped out the light of moon and
stars, the gifted artist opened the book
of his life at a new and an eventful
page.

=SCHAPTER XXX.—A STRANGE
GUIDE.

Fierce rose the tempest; darker and
wilder grew the night.

Such a night! Jera Le Britta drew his
coat closer about his neck, drove his hLat
down over his brow, bent his head to
the storm and plodded along the muddy
road, splashing in and out great ruts
and puddles and almost blindly forcing
his way forward on his mission.

A mission in keeping with the night
and its devastating influences. A mis-
sion of life or death, a self-imposed duty
that stern necessity had urged upon him.

For over a month he had been busy
at his studio. Since the distressing
climax in the affairs of the Vernons,
Le Britta had devoted his enmergles to
his profession with renewed vigor and
enterprise. -

The season was a brisk one and it had
been all work—little time for study or
experiment. He had to catch up—to pay
with double Jabor for the hours he had
bestowed on the affairs of others. There
were old orders to fill, and new ones to
attend to. His industrious assistant,
Maud had her hands full. Le Britta
found barely time to write to the Vernon
lawyer, only to receive the disheartening
reply that no trace of Gladys or Durand
had been discovered.

The afternoon preceding that stormy
night, Doctor Milton had received a
call from a patient some thirty miles
distant, who, hearing of his rare skill,
had sent for him. The doctor had taken
the train for his destination, but just at
dusk Le Britta received a telegram
bearing his friend’s signature.

It told Le Britta briefly that the doc-
tor had found his patient inan extremely
critical conditlon; that he needed a
certain medicime not to be obtained in
the town near the heme of his patient,
and it asked him to go to his office and
secure a certain phial. This he was to
hand to the express messenger on the
evening traln, with instructiens to
deliver it o a messenger walting at the
depot of the town from which the tele-
gram was dated.

Circumstances tended to interfere with
this arrangement, however. In the first
place, the message was delayed in its
delivery; in the next place, Le Britta
fouad some difficulty in securing the
bottle the doctor needed.

When he hurried to the depot to catch
the express messenger, it was to see the
traln just moving away.

“No train until midnight now,"’
ruminated Le Britta, concernedly. ‘‘I
declare, it’s too bad! Doctor Dick wtll
be expecting the medicine. He wouldn'’s
g0 to all this trouble about it if it wasn's
important. He must have it. What had
I better do. I'll take it to him."

Le Britta at once framed a dispatch to
the statlon-agent at the town where the
doctor was, asking him to inform Doctor
Milton’s messenger thas he had missed
the train, but would deliver the medicine
in person as soon as a fast horse could
carry him thither.

Then, arranging some little studio
details that were necessary, Le Britta
proceeded to the nearest livery-stable,
and obtained the fastest light turnout in
the establishment.

It was dusk when he started. One
hour later the storm evertook him. The
darkness was intense, the road unfamil-
far.

Crash! off went a wheel in a deep rut.
With a neigh of pain the horse sank
down, its forefoot disabled by a slip.

A light showed near by—the only one
visible on the dreary landscape. Le Britta
hurried toward fit, leading the horse. He
rapidly directed the humble occupant of
the house to care for the steed until the
morrow, inquired his way, and started
on foot for his destination, which he
learned, was five miles straight ahead.

He 'was sorry that he had undertaken
the difficult task. less than & mile on his
course. The storm had redoubled its
fury, the wind now blew a perfect
hurricane, and the rain came down in
shests. In doubt he groped his way
forward.

‘¢ ‘Straight ahead,’ he sald,”’ mur.
mured Le Britta, grimly, at last, as,
wearied and breathless, he shrank to a
tree for shelter. ‘‘It strikes me that I
am going decidedly crooked. Hello! I see
my mistake now. This is no road, it is
not even a path—I have strayed frogn
the highway—I am lost!"’

Ruefully Le Britta surveyed his sur-
roundings. Not a light glowed in the
vicinity, He was entirely at sea as to
the distance, location and even direction.
The country was inoderately thickly
settled in portions, however, and he felt
assured that forward progress would
eventually bring him to some habitation.

On he plodded. Knee-deep he ssumbled
into a bog. He struggled out of it to fall
into a pit. He clambered out of that
to dash into a lot of briers.

Wet, disinayed, harassed, the photog-
rapher almost despaired of reaching his
friend Doctor Mijlton before midnight.
With a glow of hope, he suddenly hurried
forward, however. i

“A light!”” he ejaculated. ‘‘It seems
quite near at hand, too. If I can find
some farmer to hitch up and drive me
to the town where Dick is, I shall be
all right.”’

It took Le Britta fully an hour to
galn the light that was less than half a
mile distant. A more desolate tract of
land he had never traversed. At one
place quarry excavations showed, at
another felled timber almost obstructed
his progress; but finally, soaked and
panting from his arduous exertions, Le
Britta came out upon a barren open
space, with about as miserable an apol-
ogy for a human habitation as he had
ever seen, a few rods beyond him.

It was a hut that the poorest of the
poor might consent to call home, and
then only under prote:$. It had but one
window, and that held only one whole
pane of glass, Through it, from a
candle set on a rude deal table within a
sparingly furnished room, emanated the
glow that had been to him, a beacon to
safety and shelter,

The dripping eavez and the sides of
the hut were, however, a shi«ld from the
driving wind, and Le Britta paused there
and glunced carionsly in at the window

A little wood fire blazed in the five.
place. Near it, hy head held in one hane
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litsle girl of about eleven years.

Her attire was of the coarsest and
commonest fabrics, threadbare and in
places frayed and tattered, but wonder-
fully clean. Abject poverty surrounded
her. It spoke im the bare walls, the
broken fragment of food on the table,
the pinched wan face of the child.

That face, however, had something so
pathetic in it, something so strange and
pleading, that Le Britta’s heart stirred
and thrilled as he gazed at ite pure clear-
cut profile, as if he was surveying some
artistic portrait.

He went around to the door and
knocked. The next minute it wss opened.

‘““Who is it?’ spoke the child, in a
sweet, gentle tone of voice.

““A stranger,’”’ responded Le Britta,
“I have lost my way in the storm. Are
you all atone here, my child? Can I get
ne one to guide me to Bayville?’’

Something in the sweet, loving face
turned toward him, puzzled him. The
girl seemed to look at him, and yet
beyond himm with a blank, far-away
expression in her strange eyes.

“There is no ome who could do that
but myself,”” she said. “‘It is only a
quartes of a mile to the road, and a mile
down that to Bayville.”’

‘“Ah’ exclaimed Le Britta, ‘‘so near?
Thank youn. I can find my way."’

‘I fear not, if you are a stranger, ’’
responded the girl in the same soft, well-
modulated tones. ‘‘There are deep pits
to pass, and to a stranger on such a
night it would be dangerous. Walit sir,
till I get my cloak and hood, and I will
lead you as far as the road.”

‘“Oh, thank you’'

Le Britta stepped inside the hut. The
child walked like one in a dream, so
slow and yet gliding were her move-
ments. She proceeded to a cupboard,
and took out a well-worn hood and
cloak.

“I am ready,’”’ she #&3.

Le Britta re - thrangh #he
open doorway. The little gir. followed
him, softly closed the door, sighed
anxiously, and then seemed to grope out
toward him.

“Let me take your hand,’’ she sald,
sweetly. ‘‘That is it,’’ as he grasped the
little hand within his own-" ‘““Now, only
keep by my side, and be careful not to
stumble. Only, let me guide you.”’

‘“If you had a lantern,"’ suggested Le
Britta, somehow deeply interested in the
gentle and careful movements of his
strange guide.

‘“A lantern?’ repeated the child, soft-
ly. ‘“We have one, but it would be of no
use to me,’’

‘“No use—why?"’

“No, for—I am blind”’

——

CHAPTER XXXI—-THE BLIND GIRL.

Blind!

Jera Le Britta stopped suddenly. For
the moment he was rendered speechless
with the surprise the simple, pathetic
announcement caused him.

“Blind”’ he ejaculated, finally.
my child.””

‘““You fear to trust me to guide you?”’
smiled the little girl. ‘‘You need not.
Why, I know every foot of the way, with
no eyes at all, better than those who
have two of them. Keep tight hold of
my hand, only trust to me. I will not
let you fall inéo any of the pits, or fall
myself, never fear!”’

Jera Le Britta confessed to mingled
emotions the strangest he had ever
experienced.

The situation was thrilling. He shud-
dered, as even in the blackness of the
night he could see deep excavations
Yawning at the sides of the narrow path
they pursued. His guide advanced
slowly, but unhesitatingly. Sure-footed,
possessed of some rare instinctive gift of
perception, she at last led her startled
companion to a point where a broad
highway ran, and down its far length
gleamed the lights of the town he had
sought so vainly.

For the present, however, Jera I.e
Britta's thoughts were not on Doctor
Milton or his mission of the night. He
forgot storm and discomfort amid the
deepest, tenderest inierest in the little
child before him.

His heart was touched at her misfortune,
something in the sweet, pure face brought
the tears of pity and love to his eyes,
snd made his heart beat the faster with
sympathy.

“I do not know how to thank you,’’
he said, pressing a bank note in her
palm,

““This is money, is it not?’’ she asked,
simply.

“Yes.”

‘“And you can spare it—I have earned
it honestly?’’

““Ten times over!"’ cried Le Britta,
deeply touched at the earnest probity of
his little guide.

“I thank you very much, then,’”’
said pathetically, ‘‘for I need it."’

“You do not live in that lonely place
alone, surely?’’ spoke Le Britta.

‘“Almost,’’ wasthe answer. ‘““My aunt,
who is old and poorly, comes over once a
week from a farm on the ridge, where
she works, to stay all night, and mend
my clothes, and do things I cannot
about the house, She brings me food,
too. but I earn quite a little, carrying
water to the quarry-workers,daytimes.’’ ’

‘““But your father—your mother!"’

“My mother died two years ago,’”’ was
the answer, with a slight sob. “My
father has not been here since her
funeral. He took to drink, but I am
keeping the house for him. They wanted
to send me to the poor-honse, but I
wouldn’t go. I promised my angel
mother to keep a stelter for poor father’s
head, and I stay at the old hut. He will
come some day—oh, yes!"’ And the little
matronly creature sighed wisely, like
a guardian over a wayward charge. *‘Some
day he will get tired of the cruel drink,
and will come home to nursing, and
comfort, and love!"’

‘* Poor, afflicted child!"’

Murmuring the words, Jera Le
Britta stood gazing after her as she bade
him good-by, and started back the way
she had come

He trembled for her safety, but, as the
darkness swallowed her up, he realized
how futile would he his blind gropings
along that narrow path; he recalled her
confident assurances that she knew
every foot of the way, and had traversed
it a thousand times,

“I shall not lose sight of the poor
child,” he told himself, as he started
down the road. “How wistked for
humanity blessed with sight and reason
to complain at trifles, when that little
walf is deprived of the gift of seeing, of
friends, of even a decent shelter, and
yet patiently, almost cheerfully, assumes
her cross! She interests me, she appeals
to my sympathy. I shaM try and hrighten
her condition in some way.”’

Le Britta pursued his way. He little
dreamed that he was indeed to see the
little child again, and that, too, sooner
than he expected; that her influence wus
t0 east a singular glow aver his life,
and to become strangely mingled with
the plots that had affected his recent
interest in the great Vernon case.

“The town at last,’’ sighed Le Britta,
as wearied and wet to the skinr he reached
a tavern.

Brief inquiries located the doctor and
his patient. Dr. Richard Milton greeted
Le Britta warmly, gratefully, when he
heard his narrative of ghe night’s adven
tures. He explained the importance of
the medicine he had brought,

“I shall be with my patient most of
the night,”’ he said. “You had better go
to the hotel, and get dry and keep warm
after the terrible exposura of the night.’

“Can I not help you in anx way?”’

“No, thanks. I will call for you in
the xporning.”’

“And we will return home together,*’

“Exactly."

This was agreed on. Le Britta left the
dactor with his patien. in a gloomy old
mansion and was soon tucked in a com-
fortable bed, and in the land of dreams,

Doctor Milton appeared at dawn to
report his patient past the crisis and on
the ro:g to recovery, thanks “to t:
potent medicine that the photograph.:

*“Oh,

she

had brought, and they had breakflast
together,
l.e Dritta had not forgotten the litt)

blind girl. As they strolled toward the
railroad depot he reiated the details ol
his mesting with the child.

**We have time to spare.
and see her:’’ he asked,

“I don’t care,”’ replied Doctor Milton.
““It is two hours to train time yet.'’

1 think I can find the hut,” spoke Le
Britta, ‘“‘Yes, it was in that direetion,
and—Iloaok, Dick, lonk!’

Le Britta excitedly scized his compan-
ion’s arm and pointed down the road.

“EKh? What is it Jera?’

“The very child!”

“I'ne blind girl?”’

g 4 7o

An advaneing figure enchained their
mutual attention. It was that of the
bhud child, and she was hurrying

toward the town as fast &s she could
\Vuli{.
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Le Britta advanced to intercept her.

““Wait, wait, my child!” he said, seiz-
ing her arm.

The blind girl lifted her face to that
of the speaker with a quick, pleased
smile.

“I know you—I remember your voice!”’
she cried.

‘‘Indeed?”’ murmured Le Britta,

‘“Yes, you are the gentleman
me the money last night
not detain me just now.
such news!”’

Her face was aglow with emotion and
excitement as she spoke

““Why are you going to the village--
what is yeur hurry:”’ queried Lo Britta,

“I will tell you,” she hull’wvhispvrvd,
her features scintillaitng wigh Joy—*‘oh,
sir! he has come back!”

who gave
Oh, sir! do
Oh, sir! I have

CHAPTER XXXIL—CLUE OR
MISTAKE?

‘““He has come back!”

The illuminated face of the
child, the accents of pride, delight and
affection in her gentle voice, were
indescribable as she uttered tho fervens
words. Deeply interested, I.e Britta
asked:—

“You mean your futhers’’

“Yes, poor father! I knew it, T told
you so. ie’s come back, but, oh!’ and
the face fell to saduess and anxic ty,
‘““he’s come back so worn, so ill, may be
dying!”’ she concluded, in a tone sunk
to a whisper of terror.

The two (friends exchanged glaneccs
of interest and sympathy.

‘““And where were you going?’ asked
Le Britta.

“To the village. I must get a doctor,
The money you gave me last night will
pay for one, will it not?"

“My friend here with me is a physi-
cian,’”’ interrupted the photographer.

“Oh! I am so glad.”

“And he will charge
Come, doctor, we may he
child’s father.”

““Oh! how kind you are,
the girl, fervently.

She led the way from the town, the
others following. Her accuracy of step
engrossed the doctor. She scemed to feel
her way with her feet, and never stumb-
led or made a misstep.

Into the wretched hwit Kéna—for she
had told them that was her name—
ushered them.

““Where is your father?’ asked Le
Britta. Edna pointed to the next room.

““He is in there. You wiil try and
make him well, won't you?"’

“We will, indeed!”

little

you nothing.
of use to the

murmured

Doctor Mil'ton remavad his hat, and
advanced to the door of the 'ttle apart
ment. He entercdit. fe Sricea, watening
the girl, was startled by a sudden ejacu-

lation a minute later. Immediately there-
after, Doctor Milton, with a startled
face reappeared.

““‘Le Britta!”’ he almost gasped, ‘‘come
here.”’

“What is it, Dicks”

Doctor Miiton pointed to a low cot on
which lay the figure of a man.

“Do you know him?"’ he queried.

“How should I, a stranger?”

“L.ook closer

“Mercy! Dick, it is"’—

“The tramp!”’

Starinz in unfeigned amazement, the
$wo friends stood regarding the figure on
the couch.

It was the tramp—the beneficiary of
Dr. Richard Mitton’s kindness ia the

past—the homeless wanderer wio had
imparted to them the sceret of the
hidden treasure in the ravine at Haw-
thorne villa.

Thinner, palér, weaker than ever,

there he lay. The man ther had sougat

for so arduously and unsucces-faiy, the
man who had evidenty sccared the
Vernon fortune, was hefore them,
Satisfaction at his discovery’  was
obscured by the profound sarprise experi
enced by both Le Brista and toe {0 «tor,
as they marvelel at the stranze worsings |

of providence that hai brou rig the
kither, that hal led raem o nis sid '

[T be Continued.)
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THE MEDICAL HALL.

'BATH GLOVES

AND MITS.
SPONGES

a beautiful line of

TOILET SOAPS

from five cents to one dollar per eake

JUST ARRIVED

AT

Mackenzie’s Medical Hall,
CHATHAM, N. B.

May 18, 1806.

TINSMITH WORK.

The subscriber begs to inform his friends and
the general nublic that he has reestablished him-
self in the business of a general

Tinsmith and Iron Worker

the W. T.

in the shop opposite Harris store,

Cunard Street, Chatham,

He makes a specialty of

RE - LINING STOVE-OVENS

and introduces a

DOUBLE PLATE BOTTOM

at the same price as the usual single plate is put in
for elsewhere,
General repairs, as well as new work promptly
executed,
JOHN DUFF.

FOR SALE.

Those two commodious dwelling houses pleasantly
situated onthe west side of Cunard Street in the
town of Chatham, now occapied by J. C. T.
Arseneaun and J. McCallum,

For terms and particulars apply to

TWEEDIE & BENNETT,
Chatham, 27th July, 1894,

——

ORS. G. J. & H. SPROUL

SURGEON DENTISTS.

Teeth extracted withont pain by
Nitrous Oxide Gas or other Anwsthztics,

Artificial Teeth setin Gold Rubber & Celluloid
Special attention given to the preservation and
regulating of the natural teeth

the use

Also Crown and Bridgee work All wok
guaranteed in every respect

Office in Chatham, BexsoN Brock. Telephone
No. 53.

In Newcastle opposite Square, over J. G.

! KetTHro’S Barber shop, Telephone No. 6.

THE LONDON CUARNTEE
ACCIDENT CO.

The only British Co. in Canada issuing

Guarantce Bonds and Acc:dent Policies.

Accident Insurance at lowest rates. Protect your
life and your time by taking a poliey in THE
LONDON,

FRANCIS A. GILLISPIE,

AGENT.

GOMPULSORY SALE

—OF —

FALL DRY GOODS.

J. D. Creaghan’s Enormous Stock of

SEASONABLE MERCHANDISE
Thrown on the Market at Water Street, Chatham.

Many Lines

Printed Flannelettes worth 12cts., now reduced to Slets.,
Blankets, worth $3,00 only

Large Heavy Wool

Slaughtered at less than Half Price,

per yard.
$1,95 per pair.

All other Goods cut down, Grey Cottons, Dress Goods, Men’s Clothing,
anishing_s, Household Goods, Blankets, Fiannels, Tweeds, Carpets,

Lineoleums, Jackets and Furs.

PEREMPTORY REMOVAL TO NEW PREMISES IN A FEW WEEKS.
ENTIRE CHANGE 1N BUSINESS:

Don’t make a mistake, We

will undersell the lowest quotation

you will get from Montreal or Toronto Firms, in fact Competition is

out of the question.

NO GOODS

WILL BE CHARGED DURING THIS CASH

SLAUGHTER SALE.
PLEASE DONT ASK FOR GOODS ON CREDIT.

J. D. CREAGHAN.

ASK FOR

MONARCH
oteel Wire Nails,

THEY NEVER LET GO,

AND TAKE NO OT

ERS.

Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made on
lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment.

KERR & ROBERTSON,

SAINT JOHN, N. B,

N. B.—IN Stock AND I'o ArrIVE 100 Dozex K. & R. Axes.

Histablished 18686.

Dunlap Bros. & Co.,

AMHERST, N. S.
Dunlap, McKim & Downs,
WALLAGE, N, S.

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO.,
AMHERST, N. S.

DUNLAP ¢O0KE & CO.
MERCHANT TAILORS,

—AND—
GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS
AMHERST.
N. S.

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths inclnding sll the different makes suitable for

fine trace.

Their cutters and staff of wockmen employed are the best obtainable, and the clothing from

his establishment has a superior tone and finish. All inspection of the samples will convince you that

he prices are right.

FANGY AND STAPLE GROCERY COMPLETE.
)-(

Turkeys, Geese, Ducks, and Chickens

Raisins, Currants, Candied Peels,
Essences, Spices, Apples, Grapes,

Figs, Nuts, Confectionery, Cigars Ete. Ete.
Best Family Flour, Meals, Hay, Oats, feed of all kinds.
Pork, Beef, Herring, Codfish, Molasses, Sugars. Oils, Tobaeco, Ete Ete

CHEAPEST STORE IN TOWN,

Don’t forget the PIANO—each
Ready-Made Clothing, Dry Goods,

dollar purchase, one ticket.
Caps, Robes, Horse-Rugs.

Boots and Shoes, Overshoes, Rubbers, Mocecasins, Ete, Ete.

At the

greatest bargains ever were known.

DONT FORGET the piano; each dollar’s worth you buy you receive

one ticket.

MERRY X'MAS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL.

W T HARRIS.

M ————————————

MILLERS

FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS,

RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B.

Successors to Gillespie Foundry.
Established 1852

noted thronghout the country.
All work personally supervised.
Send for estimates before

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work
Our Brass and Composition Ca

, Marine Engines,

. Boiler repairing,
stings are

worthy a trial, being

Satisfaction guaranteed.

ordering elsewhere.,
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order.,

JAS. G. MILLER.

Miramichi Advance,

CHATHAM. N. B.

THE LEADING
NORTH SHORE&
NEWSPAPER.

+

PRINTED
EVERY WEDNESDAY
EVENING.

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PAYABLE IN ADVANCE.
D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETGR

JOB PRINTING

AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE

RAILWAY BILLS,
FISH INVOICES,

MAGISTRATES’ BLAN KS,
MORTGAGES & DEEDS,
BILLS OF SALE
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS,
TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES;--
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS.

ALWAYS ON HAND .—
CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS,

BILLS OF EXCHANGE,
NOTES OF HAND,
JOINT NOTES, ;
DRAFTS,

ly running

the Province.

both

THREE MACHINE PRESSES

and other requisite plant constant-

!
Lquipment equal to
that of any J ob-Printing office in

The only Job-Printing office out.
side of St. John that W%,S awgrcc)i%d

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA

— ATl TEmn -

DOMINION AND GENTENNIAL EXHIBITION

AT ST JOHN IN 1883

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed.

spectacles.

wearers.

liable to become seratched.

every respect.

Chatham N. B, Sept. 24, 1895,

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground
factnred especially for optic purposes,

tmproved patent mathod, and is Purg, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not

1st—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they AssisT
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunecessary.

2nd—That they confer a brillianey and distinetness of visio
an amount of EASE and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spactacle

sion, with

is manu-
by DR. CHARLES BARDOU’S

4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver
or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and guaranteed porfect in

The long evenings are here and you will want a pair of goad glass
so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge. 5

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE,

The Chatham

—

For Sale at

25 CENTS.

SPRING
BUSINESS _

Is Now Beginning !

COME EARLY AND AVOID THE RUSH!

Now is the time to order your printed
forms for Spring and Summer business.
Send your orders to

THE ADVANGE OFFICE

w—FOR

LETTER HEADS,

NOTE HEADS,
BILL HEADS,

CARDS,

RAILWAY RECEIPTS,
SHIPPING RECEIPTS,
ENVELOPES,

TAGS,

YOUR -o—me

ETC.
A full stock of paper, envelopes, tags and

printers stationary on haud. Come or
send o

THE LEADING JOB - PRINTING  OFFICE.

D G.SMITH; CHatHAMm,

Incorporation Act.

" ADVANCE OFFIGE
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IF YOU ARE HUNTING

for elegant nevelties in jewelry and an all round
display of watches, clocks and silverware, you can
find itin our stock. Hereisa tantalizing f)eautiml
array of sparklers flashing rays, that when seen
raise a desire to possess them. The trade clock
indicates that the buyer’s hour has come, and our
store shows that buyers are not neglecting fhe
timely hint. Come to us for a dazzling display
a golden shower of temptations includiug 15 year'
filled Waltham Watch for §15.00 ete “You'l
always be richt on time with one of :
clocks or $8 Waltham watches that aré marvels of
accurate timekeeping. We have, a full line of the
latest jewelry. Call and see for yourselves.

OUR WATCH-REPAIRING
DPARTMENT

is first class in all respects, All

WATCHES. CLOCKS. AND JEWELRY,

repaired at short, notice, and

Guaranteed to Give the best Satisfaction.
W. R. GOULD.

8 day

Chatham Oet,, 3.
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