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morseful aud angry with himself. What a 
stupid brute he had been—wbat a blind 

idiot not to bave seen it before ! 
And why, oh, why coulin’s he raturn 

the 1)ve which spoke so plainly in her 

swimming eyes and trembling form? 

But he knew that he couldn't, and being 
an honest young fell)w, though a stupid 

one, he could not atfect that which he did 
not feel. : 

¢]—1I think you had betterrest,” be said. 

“If youl sit down bere, I'll run on to the 
cottage.” 

His tone, so full of sympathy, and 

yet, ah me! so empty of love chilled her 

to the beart and gave her strength. It was 

a territls tonic. i 
‘No,’ she said, drawing away from him 

and standing with pal, averted face; “I 

—1I am all right now, and—and I will go 

home. Please’—her voice taltered—‘please 
do not come with ms.’ 

Neville stood with bent head, fezling 

tnutterably gmlty and mieeratl2. 

“Very well,” he said ‘Good bye. 

‘Good-bye,’ she said, with a faint em- 

phasis on the words, as if she intended 

him to understand that it was indeed fare- 
well—a long and last farewell. 
Than she raised her eyes to his face with 

a look that haunted Neville for many a 
day, and turned and leit him. 

eville stood staring at the ground for a 
moment, thea looked up and saw the 

flowers which she had let tall from her 
band, and, acting on an impulse, he 

snatched them up and strode after her. 
“Your flowers,’ he said, rather huskily. 

She turned and looked from his face to 
them. 
‘I—I hop2 you will take them.’ be stam- 

mered, ‘or [ shall think I've off:nded you 

in—in some way.’ 
A smile, very sad and piti‘ul and very 

gentle, passed over her face. 
‘No,’ she said, ‘you havs not offended 

me. You have always been kind, and I'll 
take ons flower—only one—to—to remind 
me of you when you have gone.’ 

She took one, the smallest and bumblest 

in the bunch, and leit him standing with 

the rest in his hand. He flung them from 
him with something like an oath and strode 
away. 

Five minutes afterward Locket saunter- 
ed up and saw the flowers lying scattered 
on the ground. He stooped and looked 
at them lazy; then he pi:ked one or two 
of them up, and as he examined them bis 
countenance changed from indolent indif 
ferance to keen interest. 
He recogn z:d one of tha flowers as that 

of a kind which did not grow in Lorn 
Hope Hollow, but which was to be found 
in the valley bayond the hills. He knit his 
brows and looked after Neville’s stalwart 
figure striding away in the distance. Then 
he langhed slowly, collected the {lowers 
caretully, bid them in his coat, and walked 

away with a lazy indifference which was 
more affected than real, for presently he 
ran. 

Neville worked at his claim until dusk, 
and was so quiet and absorbed that even- 
ing that be did not notice that Sylvia was 
more thin usually silent and thoughtful. 

Early the next morning he started for 
the val.ey. Mary Brown’s pale tice and 
sad eyes still haunting him uncomfortably ; 
but he was suddenly aroused from his re- 
verie by hearing the sounds wbich a digger 
detects a mile cff—the tick, tick of the pick 
and the rattle ot the *‘cradle.’ 
He stopped. with his heart in his mouth; 

then be rushed forward aad looked down. 
The valley was full ot diggers working as 
if for dear lite. His secret was out—the 
valley was his no longer. 
He walked down tbe hill slowly, looking 

as cheerful as be could, and the first man 
who saw him was Locket. He looked up 
at Nevills's tace with an ironical smile of 
amusement and triumph. 

«Halloo, Young 'Un!"* he said. ‘‘Tak- 
ing a stroll? Never been here before, 
have you? Pretty place, isn'tit?’ and he 
laughed shortly. 

Neville looked round at the busy throng 
with a grim smile. 
“Who tound it out?” he asked, grimly. 
Locket admi-ed bis self-passeseion. 
«.] did,” he replied. 

“Qa, it was you ! You saw me—tracked 
my tootsteps, Locket ‘ 
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“No,” said Locket, liughing again. 
“Take another guess.” 

Neville sat down on the heap of dirt and 
stones and pulled out his pipe. 

‘“That's right,” said Locket, approviag- 
lv; “‘take it cool. You're true grit, Young 
‘Un; I always said so. And you worked 1t 
well, too. Bat the cleverest ot us makes a 
slip sometimes. you know ; so don't you be 
down-hearted.” 

Neville smiled. 

“I see you don’t mean to tell me,” he 
said. 
Locket straightened his back, drew out 

the bunch of now crushed and mangled 
flowers from his pocket, and held them 1 p. 

Neville’s face flamed, then he nodded 
coolly. 

“See ? Bat of course you do. 1 picked 
'em up just outside the parson’s, while you 
were in sight. ‘Ha'l)o! says J, ‘the 
Young Un got these from the valley.’ 
Then it came over me that you wasn’c the 
kind of man to waste your time hunting 
after wild flowers, though you might pick 
‘em casual like while you were on the 
work ; and when I see they were the valley 
flowers, why—" 

Neville rose. 
“Just so,” he said. 

“Never mind,” said Locket, with a 
rough attempt at comsolation. ‘Take a 
clsim and go in with the rest of us.” 

Neville looked thoughtfully at the plain, 
which had been transtormed from a solitude 
to a human ants’-nest, and shook his hasd. 
“Not to-day, anyhow,” he said, quietly. 
‘Well, I can understand that,” said 

Locket, with a nod. ‘I should just feel the 
same as you do. It is bard when you 
think you've got a bit all to yourselt to 
find that you've got to share it. Have a 
drink ?’ 

Neville took a very small sip of the 
proffered liquor. 

‘Here's luck to you,” he said; and he 
banded the flask back to its owner and 
walked away. 

Sylvia looked up and started as, an hour 
or to later, he walked into the hut. 

‘Jack I’ 
He nodded and smiled gravely. 
‘The men—all of them —are in the val- 

ley,” he said. 
‘Oh, Jack 
He was silent a moment, and she with a 

woman's tru instinct, was silent too, but 
het beautiful eyes poured out sympathy. 
‘What will you do now, Jack ?’ she ask- 

ed, almos* in 2 whisper. 
‘Go to Eagland,’ be said. 
The color rushed to her face, and an ex- 

clamation of delight broke from her lips, 
then ths color faded. 
‘And—and Miss Mary, Jack ?’ 
He colored, and his face grew almost 

stern. 
‘Let Miss Mary alone, Syl,” he said. 

‘She is notbirg to eith:r of us, but she is 
too good a girl to be hated for nothing.’ 

She looked at bim for a moment, then 
her face cleared, and a look of relief shone 
in her eyes. 

‘I don’c bate her any longer, Jack, she 
murmured, humbly, ‘cow that we're go- 
ing,’ she added‘ with a delicious naivete. 
‘Ani when are we going, Jack?’ 
“To-day,” he said. *‘Hush ! I've thought 

it all out coming homes. We must go off 
quietly. There must be no brass band; 
you understand, Syl ? Not even old M:th 
must know, for she talks. Listen: send her 
down to the camp on some errand that will 
keep her there ; then pack up—it must be 
only a bundle that I can carry with mine. 
We'll reach Wildfell, exchange the gold 
for notes or letters on the bank, and join 
the first escort party for Ballirat. Then” 
—his grave face lighted up—*‘then hurrah 
for old England !” 
They made their preparations, Jack, 

coldly and deliberately ; Sylvia, with sup- 
pressed excitement which would have r1e- 
vealed their purpose to old Meth, it she 
had been sharp-gyed ; and at dusk, Meth 
being still away at the camp, tbe two 
started. 

Neville had secured the precious bag of 
gold to his belt, and carefully examined 
and loaded bis revolver. He had thought 
of buying a couple of horses, but had de- 
cided tbat it would attract attention, and 
possibly give ths rangers notice ot his de- 
parture. Besides, be telt averse to lessen- 
ing the treasure for which he had worked 
so hard. 

Sylvia stood for a moment and looked 
back at the hut with a strange sensation 
fluttering at her young heart. She was 
saying good-bye to the rough place torever 
and—well, somehow, she knew that she 
had been tappy there, and that happiness 
does not always follow in one’s footsteps. 
They were both ratber silent as they 

walked, at first slowly, and then quickly, 
in the direction of the woods througn which 
they must pass to Wildfall, and Neville 
did not tell her how the secret of the valley 
had been discovered. 
‘What a good thing it is moonlight, 

Jack ! she said, at last. ‘How lovely it 
is! 
‘Hem ! yes,’ he assented, rather doubt- 

fully. 
1t the moonlight enabled them to get 

along quickly and comfortably, it would 
also enable the rangers, it there should be 
any about, to see ths two wanderers. 
They reached the wocds, and Neville 

called a halt, and they sat down and eat 
some sandwiches which Sylvia bad packed 
up. 
Pie like a picnic, isn’t it ’ she said. 
Her spirits bas risen with every yard 

they had put between them aud Miss Mary 
Brown, and she began to sing ina low 
rippling voice. 

‘Hold bard !" said Neville, with a smile. 
“That voice of yours carried a long way, 
Syl, and I'm not anxious for company. 
She laughed. 
‘What is there to be afraid of, Jack? 

she said. ‘But I won't sing if you don't 
want me to, though 1 feel—well, I feel juet 
brimming over with bappiness! Xancy 
you and I in England, Jack ! : 

[ ‘Yes,’ said Neville ; ‘but we're not there 
yet. 
He took out his pipe and filled it; but, 

instead of lighting it, put it back in his 

pockat. He remembered that the smell 
of tobacco also carries a long way. 
But Sylvia did not notice the action, and 

sat munching her sandwich and taking lit- 
tle sips from the water-flisk, as if indeed 
she were at a picnic. 

Neville looked up at the moon presently. 
‘Are you rested enough, Syl ?’ ha asked. 
‘Rested ? Why, I wasn't the least bit 

tired ! she replied. 
“Come on, then,” he said: ‘ we've got a 

long walk before us, and—"' 

He stopped suddenly, for his sharp ears 
had caught the souzd of a breiking twig. 

Sylvis was fastening her shawl round 
ber, bummning all the while b.low her 
breath She was, as she bad said, so 
happy !| And how could she be otherwise, 
all alone with Jack in that lovely moon- 
light, and no Mary Brown near? It was 
just like old times—betfore taat young lady 
had appeared—and now she—Sylvia—had 
har Jack all to herself. 

“I’m ready” she said. “I’m ready to 
walk . oh, for a week! What's the matter? 
for Neville was standing stock stll, his 
face set like an image with his intense 
listening. 
The instant her question had 1:ft ker 

lips she heard the sound of horses’ hoofs 
and men’s voices. She didn’c cry out or 
rush and clasp his arms, as—well, 
as Mary Brown wouid have done, bat 
stood, ber eyes fixed on his face, ready to 
obey his slightest signal. 
Ha motioned to her to crouch down, and 

knelt beside her. 
“They may pass,” he whispered close to 

her ear; ‘‘but get your revolver ready ” 
The color fl:d from her face, but not 

with fear. 
“Jack,” she said in a still voic2, “I have 

left it behind.” 
He nodded coolly, pressed her hand to 

comfort and encourage her. 
The sounds came nearer and the voices 

grew plainer. 
**They’re here somewhere,” they heard 

some one say ; ‘‘it ain’t possible tor them 
to slip us.’ 
“No,” came the response, and at the 

sound of the voice uttering the single word, 
Neville’s heart leaped ficrcely, and Sylvia 
shuddered. The second voice that bad 
spoken was Lavarick’s. “No; we've got 
‘em, I think. Mind, do what you like 
with the man—shoot the young hound, if 
you fancy it, but I won’t have te girl burt. 
I want her sate and sound.” 

Neville put his band over Sylvia's lips; 
but he need not have been airaid. Though 
her heart was cold with terror—not tor her- 
self, but for him—she would have died 

rather than utter a souad. 
They crouched, motionless, almost 

breathless, and waited. 

CHAPTER XVIII 
Neville and Sylvia crouched and waited. 

A life-time ot anxiety was crowded into the 
three or four minutes during which the 
sound of horses’ hoofs and men’s voices 
hovered about them, now coming near— 
terribly near—now drawing away, and yet 
again sounding close to them. 
A fisrce rage and resentment filled 

Neville’s breast, dominated by the almost 
irresistible desire to spring to his feet and 
attack Lavarick. But he crushed it down. 
Judging by the sounds, he estimated the 

party at ten or twelve, and he knew that 
they mast be the rangers with whose des- 
perate deeds Lorn Hope Camp was ring- 
ng. 
hat Lavarick shold have jjined them 

rather surprised him. That the gang 
possessed courage bad been proved, and 
be knew that Lavarick was a coward at 
heart. This must have been some very strong 
inducement to draw him into the gang of 
which he seemed, by his tone ana words, 
to be the leader. 

Nevile kept Lis left hand on Sylvia's, 
while bis right held the revolver tightly. 
He had resolved to sell her liberty dearly. 
Of his own lite he thought nothing. 

In reality only a few minutes passed, 
though they seemed hours, as Sylvia and 
Jack lay and listened, and gradually the 
the sounds grew less distinct, and presntly 
died away. Tne gang had passed on with- 
out discovering their prey. 

Sylvia would have risen at once, but 
Neviile held her motionless by a pressure 
ot his strong hand until a couple of minutes 
had elapsed since the departure ot the 
gang ; then he ose slowly and noiselessly, 
and looked round. 

‘Have they gone, Jack?’ she asked, 
without a tremor in her voice, though it 
was low and cautious. 

“Yes,” he replied in a whisper—*‘yes,” 
and he drew a long breath. ‘Thank 
Heaven I didn’c smoke that pipe! They 

would bave smelled the tobacco and spot- 
ted us.” 

Sylvia was sil:nt for a moment, and a 
slight shudder ran through her. 

‘It was me, Jack, they wanted,’ she said 
‘at least that man Lavarick said so. Why, 
Jack ?' 
He shook his head . 

‘Perhaps they think you carry the gold,’ 
he euggested. 
She laughed softly. 
“Why, you wouldn't trust me with that, 

would you? I've only got afew shillinge— 
the change Meth gave me last night. There’s 
noting else, except—" 

She stopped, tor she had suddenly re- 
eh bos the mysterious package which 
lay hidden in her bosom. 

She had promised her father not to tell 
anyone of its existence, and she had kept 
that promise so faitbtully that she had not 
told even Jack—even Jack! And at times 
she had longed to tell him and to atk hie 
advice. Besides, it seemed to her that she 
ought not to have any secrets from Jack— 
Jack, who bad bought her—Jack her 
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brother. Ought she not to tell Jack and 
ask him what she should do? She put her 
hand to her bosom, 2nd felt the package. 
Should she tell him now? Surely if her 
father could bave foreseen the circum- 
stances, the dangers by which she was 
surrounded, and could have known this 
champion and protector of hers he would 
have said: ‘Confide in him. Trough you 
tell no one else tell him.’ 
She looked up at the handsome face, 

grave with intent listening, and the words 
faltered on her lips. 

‘Jack, I want to tell you something.’ 
He lookei down at ber, not exactly with 

impatience, but as if he were surprised 
that she should have anything to com- 
munica‘e at such a moment. 

‘Won't it do when we get to Wildfall ?’ 
he said. 
She shrunk into her shell of reserve in a 

moment, and the golden opportunity had 
gone. 

‘OA, yes,’ she answered. 
‘All right ; tell me then. It’s a pity you 

left your revolver behind. Those fellows 
—but don’t be frightened ; they won’c come 
back. I fancy they are meditating an 
attack on some outlying members of the 
Wildfall Camp, and only took us on their 
way, so to speak.’ 
‘And yet they spoke—that man did—as 

if it were us he was in search of,’ she whis- 
pered. 

Neville shut bis teeth. 
‘Lavarick will not search for anyone 

else, if he should happen to fiad wus,” he 
said. 

‘Jack ! 
‘Bs quiet I" he said, almost sternly. ‘You 

saved him once before; you won’c do it 
this time. I shall shoot him like a dog if 
I get toe chance.’ 
Sie said nothing. It was not for her to 

argue. Besides bad not Lvarick told bis 
men to shoot Jack ? 
They bad been standing under the 

shadow of a big tree during the colloguy, 
and Neville waited for another five minutes 
before he ventured to move on. 

‘I’m almost sorry we didn’t wait till day- 
break, after all,’ he muttered, almost to 
himsel'. 

Sylvia's quick ears heard him, however 
‘Oh, I'm not,’ she said, cheertully. We 

should have missed this lovely moonlight. 
Besides, Lavarick would have been sure to 
see us then.’ 

“There’s something in that,” he muttered. 
‘We'll go on now, 1 think, but slowly, and 
onthe watch. Are you cold ? If so, take 
my coat.’ 
She drew back, and put her hana to pre- 

vent him taking it off. 
‘No, no,’ she said. ‘I am not ia the 

least cold, and I will not have it. Basides 
you would be cold then.’ 

“Take my hand,’ he said, not noticing the 
exquisite tenderness of her last words. 
“Tread as quietly as you can, and keep those 
sharp ears of yours open.’ 
She put her small brown hand in bis, and 

her fingers closed with loving, child-like 
trust round it, and she laughed softly. 
‘What a big band you've got, Jack ! See, 

I can hide mine in it.’ 
*] wish to Heaven you could hide the 

whole of yourself in it I" he growl :d. 
She laughed again. 
‘Why, I’m nearly as tall as you are, sir, 

for all you're a man and I'm only a girl’ 
‘You talk enough for a fu'l grown wo- 

man, said Neville. ‘Do be quiet for half 
an hour, at any rate.’ 
She drew his hand up to her warm cheek, 

as a sign of obedience, and they walked on 
—very much as the pilgrim walked through 
the Valley of the Shadow of Death. 
But all wasstill. The moon shone down 

upon them with a peaceful splendor, the 
faint breeze made music in the trees, the 
barking of a dog came fain'ly from the dis- 
tance. It was a poem of a night, and the 

charm of its magic stole into the heart of 
the unconscious child-girl. She had just 
passed through a terrible peril, danger still 
hovered near, and yet she was bappy. For 
Jack was by her side, and his great, strong 
hand inlolded hers. 
Ob, mighty Love ! Even in the heart of 

such 2 maiden you reign supreme, and at 
your throne even a woman's natural fear 
and timidity humbly bow the knee! 
They drew near the edge of the wood, 

and Neville stopped and hesitated. A few 
yards, and they would emerge into the 
moonlit plain, upon which their figures 
would stand out 1 ke ebony. If the gang had 
ridden to the edge of the wood at a little 
distance, they could not fail to see the two 
fugitives on that dazzling plain. 
‘What is it now, Jack ?’ Sylvia asked 

in a whisper, still holding his hand. 
He noaded toward the opening in the 

trees. 
‘I’m half afraid to risk it,” he said. 
She understood. 
‘You think they might see us ?’ 
He nodded. 
‘Yes; we must stay here till the meon 

goes ; then we must creep out in the dark.’ 
‘Very well,’ she said, contentedly. 
He slowly and as noiselessly as possible 

raked some of the undergrowth into a hea 
at the foot of a tree, and trod it down with 
his feet. 
‘You must get some rest—soma sleep, if 

you can. Anyhow you must rest. There 
is a long march before us to-morrow morn- 
ing, and you will want all your strength.’ 
She slid down on the rude couch, and he 

took off his coat and laid it over her. 
‘I don’t wantit, Jack, indeed—’ 
‘Just do as you're told and hold your 

tongue !' he said, with paternal curtness. 
¢I don’t want you to catch cold. Now just 
get to sleep as soon as you can. I'm sorry 
can’t light a fire, but that’s impossible.’ 
‘I'm warm enough, Jack she said and he 

drew,the coat over her, just leaving two gray 
eyes glowing up at him as he leaned against 
atree near her, his revolver in his hand. 
He glanced at her absently after a min- 

ute or two. 
“That isn’t going to sleep,” he said, en- 

countering her eyes. 
She closed them with a soft laugh, and 

presently she was asleep. He listened to 
ber breathing, even and placid as an in- 
fant’s, and a thrill of admiration for her 

pluck ran throuzh him. Was there an- 
other girl in the world who could have slept 
under such circumstances? How infinite 
must be her trust in his strength ? Oace she 
moved, but not restlessly, and the coat 
dropped down. He bent over her and drew 
it back into its place, and patted it softly 
as a mother pats the coverlzt of her child; 
then he went back to his tree and his 
though's. He was taking her to Kagland 
to find her people, or, tailing that, to send 
ber to a firs: -rate school. Iu any case, they 
would part. The reflection gave him a 
nasty twinge, jist the twinge one teels when 
the demon dentist approaches w1'h the hide- 
ous instrument which is going to extract 
one’s teeth. To part with Sylvia! Why, 
good heavens ! it would be like parting with 
one's—one’s favorite sister! The moon 
moved majes‘ically on—that placid moon 
which looks down upon the joys and sor- 
rows of great humanity as unmoved as if it 
were regarding the woes and joys of so 
many ants. 

Neville grew stiff and wreay, but as far 
from sleep as a night policeman. Then 
suddenly he heard her speak. He was 
about to blow her up for waking soon, 
and bid her go to sleep again when he saw 
that she was still in the land of dreams. 
He bent down and heard his name 

breathed by her parted lips. 
‘Jack ! Jack! 
Then she smiled. 
Neville was touched. 
‘Poor little Syl I’ he murmurad. ‘Dream- 

ing ot me! Well, who else his she got 
to dream of 7? I'm th: only one she’s got 
in the world. Lord! I wish we were out 
of this. I was wrong to riskit. I ough! 
to have waited for a party or an escort. 
What would all the gold in the world be 
worth if anything happened to her ?’ 

His question was answered the moment 
it was uttered. For in that moment he 
heard a crackling of the bushes behind 
him, and turning, received a crushing blow 
on the head. 
He fired, but in the moment of blininess 

caused by the blow, and in an instant felt 
himself seized and bis arms forced behind 
his back. Then in the next flish of time 
he eaw a dozen men surrounding them, saw 
Sylvia awakened by the report of ths re- 
volver, spring to her feet to be seizad by 
one of the ruffians. 
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(To BE CONTINUED) 

Cold Feet. 

Cause much sickoess. You can have 
them warm and comfortable by using Foot 
Elm. 25 cents at druggists or sent by 
mail. Stott & Jury, Bowmanville, Oat. 

True. 

Raggy—‘What’s the hardest tning to 
do in the world ?’ 
Jacky—*The hardest thing in the world 

is tor a good man to get into sassiety. Give 
us another.’-- Boston Courier. 

Pecccceceeececccc iececeel 

| 1 A 
A A y DON'T CHIDE. 2 A A 
A A 
i » A 

Y A 
Y A t=7 "1 CHILDREN. v IA 
v A 

4 L ) Don't scold the a 

Vv J little ones if the pz 

Vv <<>> bed is wet in the 

v morning. It isn’t the child's fault. 

wv Weak kidneys need strengthening— 

V that's all. You can't afford to risk 

V delay. Neglect may entail a life- 

VY DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS 
Strengthen the Kidneys and 

Bladder, then all trouble 

ceases. 

Mr. John Carson, employed at M. 

S. Bradt & Co.'s store, Hamilton, A 

Ont., says: S
O
O
I
D
I
I
D
I
I
D
I
D
I
D
I
D
I
D
I
I
I
D
I
I
I
D
D
 

\/ spent hundreds of dollars doctoring and a 

y tried many different remedies, but they 

\ were of no avail. One box of Doan’s A 

Vv Kidney Pills completely cured him.” 

Vv Doan’s Kidney Pills never fail to cure A 

Y Bright's Disease, Diabetes, Dropsy, Pain A 

¥ in the Back, Rheumatism, Urinary A 

Troubles or Bladder Weakness. A 

Sold by druggists at soc. a box or 3 for A 
1.25. I'he Doan Kidney Pill Company, 

oromto, Ont. r 

Jook that tells all about these pills AN 

sent free to any address. ® 
A 

53D 3DDDII2DIDIIIIIIR 

C
E
E
C
E
C
C
E
C
C
C
C
C
C
C
 

2
2
>
>
 

<
<
 

3 
T 

H
E
C
C
C
C
L
C
C
 

2
2
2
>
>
 

SW WW 

A RECORD OF MANY YEARS 
IT NEVER FAILS 

. 

HAVE YOU A dose will 

A COUGH relieve it 

HAVE YOU A few doses 

A COLD > will remove it 

| 

(
L
L
L
 

Whooping Cough, Asthma, 
Bronchitis 

DR. HARVEY'S 
SOUTHERN 

RED PIN 
"CURES - 

ONLY 25 CENTS PER BOTTLE 

As good for children as for adults 

“THE ESSENCE OF THE VIRGINIA PINE" 

o
o
 
W
W
 

THE HARVEY MEDICINE CO., MONTREAL. (4) 

ad a . 

No 

~ 

pe
 


