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Shadowed for Life,

A SOLDIER'S STORY,
\ BY GORDON STABLES, M.D., R.N. of Portuguese policemen flitting around
me, and hearing the clashing of their cut-

Author of ‘“ The Rose of Allandale,” ¢ For Money or For Love,” ‘‘ The Cruise of the | lasses. All ¢lse was hike a dream.
\ Land Yacht ‘Wanderer,”” *‘Our Friend the Dog,” etc., ete., ook oy

I had to cope with the tallest of the
three, with Jack bimself.

I fired again twice, hitting once I think,
for his arm dropped and he staggered, as
it about to fall.

On he came next moment. 1 hit out with
my cudgel now wildly enough, but it snap-
ped in two. Then I saw a knife gleam for
a moment above me, and knew I was stab-
bed. I remember seeing the white figures

.
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CHAPTEB XXVI —'*THREE SHADOWY
FORMS FLITTING FROM TREE TO TREE."

Many a long and eventtul voyage have
I been to sea. Many a happy ome, too;
but never 1 ween, one so truly joyous and
idylic as this.

Mary or Molly, as we uow dared to call
her, shed a tew hot tears at first, and tor a
day or two Jocelyn himself seemed sad and
woe-begone. But hardly were we clear of
the tossmmg and turmoil of the Bay of
Biscay, and into the warm rays—every
day growing warmer—of a more southern
sun, than a change for tha better came
over my patient, thanks to the free air of
e ozone, that was everywhere around us,
breathe, to simulate, to raise the spirits,
th{hut nevertheless to calm the tevered brow
d soothe the nervous system, till one
t that only to live to exist was like a

lower his tail between his hocks, he caught
by the back and threw right over his head.
This was a lesson no cur was likely to
foriet.

‘It makes them mannerly you know,’
Rover explained to Molly. ‘They don’t
often see a dog like me. Besides they
might bite you, and prevention is better
than cure.’

‘Now,’ I said, ‘shall we have horses up
the bill, or the bullock sleigh P’

“The bullock sleigh sounds very romantic
said Joss, ‘but I think my wee Molly would
like a horse.’

‘A horse!a horse!" cried Molly, as it
she had been Richard the Third.

So horses were hired, and off we set,
with Rover dashing round and round us,
barking. and our groom-boys hanging on
to the tails of our fleet and spirited nags.
(This is sarcasm )

‘Are you better P
It was the surgeon of the ship who spoke,
and I opened my eyes in my own state-
room on board the Sans Pareil.
‘Where am I, and what has happened ?’
They told me all, and how but tor Rover
the dog I would undoubtedly have be:n
murdered. As it was | bad been stabbed
and robbed, and the would-be assassin had
escaped.
‘But,’ added the surgeon, *‘you are oui of
danger now.’
‘Did all this bappen last night ?’
The surgeon smiled in a kindly way.
‘Three days ago,’ he soid. ‘We are now
at sea.’
Jocelyn and Molly now came in, but I
was not allowed to speak much.
‘Robbed ! It was Jack,” I thought, ‘and
he has taken the ch que "
I gently raised myself on my elbow, and
at my request my clothes were brought me.
My purse was gone, but, O, joy, in an
inside pocket of my waistcoat was my port-
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of sheep from South America, and Jack
would no doubt be well aware of the fact.
But Ella was not to trust to this. She was
to make sure.

How terrible !
Next morning, after breakfast, I hurried
back to the Jungle, and that very evening
I was crossing the silvery streak that
divides our land from France.
I telt certain now in my own mind that
I could speedily lay the would-be murderer
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‘Nothing spoken here ever gets farther,
reverend sir.’

‘Well you belong to the closet,” I con-
tinued. ‘I may be said to belong to the
cloister ; and yet I have dared to study his-
tory, the history of nations, ‘and to criti-
cise the ats of Kings and Queens.’

‘And your opinions ?’

‘Selfish in the extreme. Rotten to the
core  Kiogs and Queens are no longer
the Lord's anointed. Sacre! I'd depose
the tyrants one and all and welcome even

tri/ Banl 2 ! folio sate and sound, and in it—the cheque. by the heels, and I prayed to God that hy to give th. 1 ’
or¢ 1ste of heaven itsel. . Oune horse was driven on in front. ~ He [ Jack was foiled then—foiled once more | = =% © 0% 0 pthyt T At b [T th: people a chance.
P B the time we reached the beautiful, | wa4 Jaden with baskets of fruit and pro- I commenced this chapter by describing | 285" 10 My bedroom that 1 might not be The old man grasped my hand.

miay, but enchanting Island ot Madeira,
jor Jocelyn Lloyd, as he was fully

tai imed in the purser's books, was no long-
. a patient. He was haile, hearty, happy,
thapg romped on the decks with his httle
frolaughter Molly and the great ship’s New-
undland dog, as i he bad been & school-

ny.
| gome slight accident had occured to the
inery, which necesitated our lying tor
irly three days at Madeira. This, for
‘celyn’s and Molly’s sake, I certaioly did
t regret, for it gave us an opportunity
holding & most delightful dpicmc. tar
ay and high among the wild mountain
the §sses.
ver, the Newtoundland, had struck up
rreat triendship with Molly, and on shore
th us to that picnic he had determined to
e, and would not be denied. We had

the Iny beach the surf runs high, spuming in
h a rush and a roar, then seaward again
h the force ot a mighty cataract sucking
g with it shingle, roundest stones, and
cérthiders. This goes on by might and by
bec# with a monotonous boom that can be

0.
etter not take Rover,’ said the purser
grocise dog he was. ‘He'll get quarreling
will tfiink'ng with every mongrel he meets’
s ble held his intelligent and beautiful
greeable "°¢, . : !

a trifle to one side, as it he vas
the case W0 4]1 that was to be said.
vhone s¢as alréady in the

» . - t0-say.
‘pnot mongrels. ‘there is any
lling it"ll be bad tor them. Well, 1t

swim, but then the sharks may eat me.

t bow-wow-wow, whose afraid P’
0, let him come,’ pleaded Molly so pret-
illy that the purser could hold out no long-
; so Rover went rattling down the gang-
y ladder and took his seat close to Molly
in/ the stern shee s. And it would be diffi-
t indeed to say who was the happier ot
the two, little Molly herself or her huge end
80ugy favourite. She was a very pretty
girl, was Molly, with a deal of her father’s
ion and mild gentle nature. Jocelyn
ed to assert that she reminded him ot
lly Morrison, his cousin and sweetheart

of big boyish years.

Jell, as Molly stooped *o smooth
Rover’s lovely hes . glances of at-
n seemed to pass between them, and
og licked the littly caressing hand.
Tbat a day of it we're going to have !
An'}t we P he appeared to say.

‘Wlhen the boat was within thirty yards
{thle shore Rover jumped up and went
poard with a splash.
0}, the sharks, the sharks !’ cried Molly,
1 Id alarm.

sP,ore, * on his shoulders. _loss and I had to
shrap Cible and tumble out” e best way 3

cvud, mw dic %et a little J;:
the warm sunsitic~.s00nboiried us 4 /in.
Standing between Ro"_ ;- and the sun, you

_Thile same boatman c,aried Molly on

visions Not the slightest fear of his run-
ning away, although had he fallen behind.
he would have turned tail—or the bare
morsel of bell-rope that did duty as tail—
and trotted back to Funchal.

We were bound for the Correl Gran. So
high above the level of the sea is it, that
the wind blew cold and chill up here. But
the views, all the way, which we often
paused to admire, sarpass my powers of
description.

Moreover, I must not forget that I am
telling a story and not describing travels.

But I must say, that he who 1s low in
bealth in England from overwork or over-
worry, is not wise if he can afford a voy-
age to this lovely ‘isle of the ocean,” and
takes it not.

We all slept sound that night on board
the Sans Pareil, as she gently rocked to
and fro in the bonnie bay. It was seven
bells in the morning watch before I awoke
and entered the bath-room.

I was happy and hungry when I went on
deck a few minutes before eight to breathe
the fresh morning air. Hunger and hap-
piness go well together, I opine; that 1s,
when one is sure of a good meal 1 have
often been so situated that the latter bless-
ing was an impossibility. Then happiness
took wings unto herself and fled far away.

We spent another grand day among the
hills, U, the beauty ot the seascape and
the cloudscape as the sun began to sink low
towards the west; the colours, the half,
tints, the crimsons, opals, greys, and lilacs-
and the strange haz: that far away yonder
unites sky and sea in & beauiy that oue can
not define ! All this has to be seen to be
believed in.

As I walked towards the shingled beach
with my three friends, Joss, Molly and
Rover, I suddenly remembered that [ had a
triend in Funchal whom I had not seen for
years.

I resolved to hunt him up now, and so re-
turned alone towards the town.

I found my old friend hale and hearty, a
Scotsman he was, and it is almost unneces-
sary to say that he gave me a Highland
welcome.

As we were seated at dinner a scratching
and whining was heard outside the door,
which Ciptain Malcolm immediately open-
ed, and in bounded Rover.

I was not a little surprised, for 1 had not
only seen him get into the boat, but stood
on the beach till that boat was half way out
towards the Sans Pareil.

I atterwards discovered that he had
boarded a native luggage boat in the dark
of the evening, and been therewith conveyed
on shore. How the poor dog bad found
me, or what instinct h¢d put it into his head
to come were questiops I could not answer.

I can only say ¥ was a God’s mercy
Rover was with me that midmght, as I

I alweys carry a revolver. Small enough
alnost is my little friend to go into my
waistcoat pocket. but strong and sure
enough to bring down a giant.

My friend Malcolm would have conveyed

our voyage as wholly idyllic. Did my ad-
venture detract trom the joy thereof it
might be asked? Not a great deal, I do
assure the reader. I had been stuuned, it
is true, but my wound was insignificant ;
then at sea there is positive pleasure in be-
ing an invalid for a time, especially it one
is as well nursed and attended as I was.
Joss and Molly did not know how kind
to be to me, and Rover hardly ever left my
side.
But long betore I reached the Cape [ was
well and strong once more, and able with
my friends to take long drives among the
geranium clad bills ot one of the loveliest
iands on earth.
Then came that long and lonely stretch
of ocean ’twixt Cape ot Good Hop: and the
Colonies tully 6 000 miles of water during
which time we never even saw a ship nor
sighted land of any kind, save one or two
islands in the ocean’s midst, and which
sailors know by the name of New Amster-
dam
I bave neither wish nor desire to de-
scribe our adventures in Australia, Tas-
mania, and New Z:aland, nor our long
vovage home by Cape Horne, or rather
through the wild and romantic Straits of
Magellan.
But when we landed once Mote on Ply-
mouth I must say there could not have
been a healthier man in mind and body
than my friend Major Jocelyn Lloyd.
He was happy, too, and so did Ella
seem at meeting him  Once again he held
his wite to his bosom, and I heard him
make use of two little words I thought he
had quite forgotten. He called her ‘‘dear
love.”
Liena was still Ella’s maid, and I was
naturally burning to hear what she had to
report. On the third mght atter our ar-
rival I dined at the Raven’s Nesi. Nor
did I need much encouragement to make
me stay all night.

I managed to slip a little note into Lena’s
hand, unperceived, and the result was a
midnight, or rather early morning inter-
view.

Evil beto him who evil thinks, but in-
nocent Lena came to my room on tiptoe,
at two o’clock, and was silently admutted.
She made a most energetic and splendid
detective.

Yes Jack had been tothe Raven’s Nest
several times For six weeks after we had
sailed in the Sans Pareil he bad put in no
appearance. Then came a registered letter.
Lena now handed me a copy of it, which
she had managed to secure, so there was no
need for me to use my keys or creep like a
a buglar to Ella’s boudoir.

After this,’ said Lena, ‘the man came
himself. They met in the woods, and in
the dusk of the evening. 1 konew the
trysting-place, and was hidden in a bush,

‘And you heard what they said ?’

‘Oh, sir, I couldn’t understand halt.
But he did nearly all the speaking. She
wae quiet-like most of the time, and he was
a-showing her of things, sir.’

What sort of things P’

too late to prevent the commission of the
awtul deed this man and Ella meditated.

CHAPIUR XXXII.—CAPTURED AT LAST.

I know Paris well, having gone to school
there in my early days. At that time I
had thoughts of being an actor, and had
often appeared on the boards subserviently.
And now my first visit,on arriving at the
city was of an old acquaintance —a theat-
rical costumier,
After we had talked for nearly half an
hour over the days of auld lang syne, I
told him my errand.
‘I want you,’ I said, ‘to disguise me so
that my own mother wouldn’t know me.’
‘I will make you anything,’ he answered,
‘from a ‘balayeur des rues’ to a priest ot
Rome.’
‘The priest will do. No, stop! I will
be an Enghsh medical missionary, grey in
beard and hair, benign in aspect, and sixty
years of age.’
It 1s a tact than when the costumier was
done with me, and I looked in the glass,
so reverend, old, and respectable did I ap-
pear, that I mechanically lifted my hat and
bowed to myselt.
My next visit was to Professor Keller’s
establishment for the study of bacteriology.
I wanted to make certain that my man was
there before taking steps to secure his
arrest.
I was shown into the savant’s somewhat
gloomy and mysterious drawing-room. It
resembled a museum as much as anything
else, for on every available shelt or
bracket stood strange looking instruments,
tubes, retorts, and bottles containing speci-
mens, some of which looked diabolical
enough in all conscience.

Instead of pictures there hung upon the
walls plates and drawings of bacilli of
every imaginable shape, spiral, oval, tortu-
ous, round, some smooth, some tantaculat-
ed, and others like long twisted locks of
ladies’ hair. ;

A strange and sickly odour pervaded the
apartment, and on tables round the room
many a curiously shaped glass instrument
was simmering over jets of white or blueish
flame.

All this my medical eye took in at a
glance, but what attracted my attention
most was the figure of a tall dack-haired
man seated by the window, bending over a
microscope.

He hardly noticed my entrance, so
quietly had I come in. But when he look-
ed up at last and saw my ancient clerical
figure standing by the door-was he bowed
politely and pointed to a chair.

‘Professor Keller will not be long, he
said, adding, ‘you will pardon me 1f 1 con-
tinue my studies ?’

‘Pardon him! Yes.” And my heart
gave a great throb of joy, for he who sat

had he the slightest notion that his greatest
enemy on earth was within a few yards of
him.

Presently the Professor himself entered ;
a short, red-faced, white-haired man. He
bowed stiffly, but politely, and glarad at

‘You are a friend to the noble cause,’ he
cried. *Your heart is rightly placed.’
_ ‘Pray don’t misunderstand me, Professor.
1 am no An.rchist. To be so would not
accord with my sacred calling. But you
kEnow, as we say in English verse : —

‘God moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform,

He plants His footsteps on the sea
And rides upon the storm.’

That noble soldier (Gordon, who was done
to death at Kbhartoum, used to say that
heaven permitted even massacres as a ste
towards advancement. Aad [ would wel-
come universal anarchy as a change from a
depraved and devil ridden monarchy. But
Anarchy itself would need reform.’

I had wound up the Professor anyhow,
and now he went walking ap and the floor,
and his tirade against monarchy was de-
livered so fast that | scarce could follow
the fluency of his French.

Then he stopped all at once, and sat
down.

Next minute, and for the next half hour,
we were deep in the mysteries of bacterio-
logy. He did not hesitate, either, to tell
me candidly, that there was a great future
betore this science, and that it would be a
weapon of weltare in the hands of those
who knew how to make use of it far more
powerful than any gun or cannon ever train-
ed in fort or field. To speak the truth I
was horrified—and it takes a good deal to
horrity a medical man—at some of his pro-
posals for the use of deadly microbes,whole-
sale, against armies in the field or in
trenches. and against beleaguered tywns.
Had I not pretended that 1 myself was
deeply imbued with Anarchist !principals,
he never woald have gone so far. But my
acting was good, and I had taken the
bushy-browed Professor quite by storm.
‘You shall kaow Bluett,” he said. <He
will teach you much  His whole heart and
soul are in the grand science, and at ster-
ilisation, staining, incubation, and bacteri-
olgical analysis I have never seen his
equal.’

‘I'm delighted,” I said, ‘but he may not
be long here.’ ,
‘For a fortnight yet. He is now com-
pleting iavestigation of a remsrkable char-
acter on the pacillus anteraxis. Wonder-
ful! Wonderful! Woadertul! And the
possibilities, sir, of this easily cultivated
pacillus are bhardly yet known to savants
in geoeral.’

‘[ have heard,’ I said, ‘that the anterax
bacillus can be spread and carried evea by
a common earth worm, and that even it
froz:n 1t will again recover and undergo
further development.’

*All that is old,” cried the Professor.
*Old, sir, old, old. Come to-morrow, and
we will teach you the new. Ha, ha, ha,
Good atternoon. Good afternoon.

‘One moment, Professor Keller,” 1
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chuckling inwardly.

I soon found a close fiacre, aud in half
a hour's time I was closeted with the Italian
Consul.

I found him a c.m, quiet, intelligent
man. I did not take long to explain my
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of & big round moon. But presently I came
to the avenue of trees that led downwards
to the beach.

It was very still and silent here, and I

see three shadowy forms flitting across the

| patebes of moonlight from tree to tree.

Whoever they were they could be after

and | no good. I pulied out my six-shooter and
il
¢8| Suddealy from across the street the

es came bounding at the

¢ dout ch wore a dark cloak. each a
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uld be po mistaking the tall

eeded but this to give me the excuse
stand and deliver with a ven-

ce. Ring, ring, ring went my little
“:g?' 4 mmm dropped. It

, for Rover seized

done But wait one moment till I scan
the letter.’

concerned about his health and welfare.

——" —here follows the udr:ss ot a Lon-

trom South America. But you ar- not to
trust to that, you are to do all Ito!d you.

structions from Paris.’

After poor Lena left me I lit a cigar,
and sat smoking till three o’clock.
Everything was plain enough to me now.

He was to die a natural death. That
chosen, doubtless after much thought and
study, was wool-sorter’s disease—in other
w , the deadly and fatal disorder

‘Not in any ordinary way. Lena. We | are an English clergyman of an enquiring
will try to prevent mischief from being | turn of mind, who desire to be intormed

He ‘must sp:-cially guard against cold. | by my black coat. r
You must insist upon bim wearing under- | studying a hard subject. Let us go into
clothing of wool. This is to be bought at | my private room.’

don house—'their garments ccme direct | was all volens with me.

drawing-room. I wasn't sorry for this, be-
I will send you all you need and all in- | cause the old man’s grey eyes pierced like
gimlets.

sat down. ‘Made to sway empires !’

My friend Jocelyn was to be sacrificed. | said to myself.

on the wonderful science of bacteriology ?
Yes, I know, and perhaps you have al-

‘Here,’ be cried, positively catching me
‘Bluett yonder is
He pulled me off nolens volens; but it

His private room was darker than the

*Wonderful man, Bluett!' he said, as he
‘Made to swing at the end of a rope,’ I

‘Indeed, sir P’ I said, aloud.

‘Yes, indeed.’

‘Well, sir, empires might well be better
than they are at present. I dare

anthrax.
It is said to be communicable by the

studying, and all about my interview with
Professor Keller. Then I intormed him that
Bluett, the name he was pleased to be
known by, was an Indian, an Anarchist,

re—rol ) ticed that once or twice Rover looked Here is an extract from the mysterious | ready received a smattering of medical .

! : :'?,.pff"’ ia:;:?n:'bzemli.:!:: '::euily around him, and uttered a low | note: I need but give one. knov{ledge.’ : i f:; ab::: “m{u::?;l b::i: ':in :oﬁ?t?i)?x:{;
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‘Just & minute,” he said, going to the

tzlephone.

e was speedily in communication with
some one. S -
*Tell Tagalini,’ I heard him say, ‘to .
come here at once, and bring his album.
He will know what you mean.’

(To be concluded )

Calling a_Ha't. v
‘It seems to me,’ said the gobbler, ‘that

while the world is discussing the heartless
slaughter of the Armenians, they might
give some attention to us Turks who are
suffering a similar fate.’—Philadelphia
North American. :

“Odoroma,” synonymous with perfect

.’ 1 added, ‘I can talk with freedom. | teeth, sweet breath and rosy gams. Drug-

walls bave no ears?’
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