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of Edmund Naylor, on the sixteen of lsst 

July, the sum of ten pounds. 
he amount was exsctly what Gwynneth 

has been convicted of stealing. 
The date was the same—the Saturday on 

which it had been stated, at the trial, that 

the money had been taken from Edmund’s 

desk in Mr. Barne's offize, 
Had Clarence Sterne at last stumbled 

on the clue he had so long desired to find ? 

Without an instant’s besitation he de- 

cided to appropriste that tell tale receipt. 
It was, at least, as safe with him as with 

Edmund. 
Replacing the other papers in the 

pocket book, he put that back in its usual 

resting place in the breast pocket of its 

owner's coat. 
Then, with firmly compressed lips, and 

a look of almost savage hope in his deep 

set eyes, the vicar once more looked about 

him for assistance. 
The sound of a merry whistle broke like 

music on his ear, for he was getting 

anxious about Edmuna’s prolonged uncon- 

sciousness ; and he was still more pleased 

when the whistler came in sight, for he re- 

cognized him as ene of his own parish. 

joners, and about the most stalwart of 

them all—a young farmer, who was every 

bit as fine a fellow as he looked. 

Mr. Sterne “eckoned eagerly, and the 

whistle ceased as George Ryder ran up to 

bim, raising bis eyebrows when he caught 

sight of the figure on the ground. 

““Wbat’s happeved, Mr. Stern P Why, 

its Naylor ! Drunk again, I suppose P” 
«Partly so, Ryder. I wanted to see him 

home, and he tried to elude me; but hie 

legs gave way, and be must have hit him- 

self in falling. ‘Will you help—’ 

At this moment Eimund open his eyes 

‘What's the matter P he asked, quietly 

enough, ‘I feel awfully dazed. 
Mr. Stern explained. 
‘Well, I'm sober enough now,’ said Ed- 

mund, abruptly, struggling to his feet. 

Though I feel confoundedly giddy, too.’ 

It was fortunate that two pairs of mus 

cular arms were stretched out to belp him, 

for he reeled to the right and left, and 

would assuredly have fallen again had they 

not held him up. 
They succeeded in getting bim home 

safely" 
Mrs. Naylor was greatly alarmed when 

she heard what had happened, and she 

became more so when Edmund lapsed 

again into unconsciousness al ost as soon 

as he entered tbe house. 
For days afterwards Clarence was in 

an agovuy of doubt as to whether Gwyn- 

peth’s innocence would ever be proved. 

Edmund’s lite was in danger, and it he 

should die, how would the truth become 

known ? 
Bvt one day Edmund awoke in full pos- 

session of his senses, but with a terrible 

fear in his eyes 
His mother bent over him in a rapture 

of hope, which wae, however, turnea to de 

spair by his first words. 
“You mustn’c think I am going to get 

well, mother, because I am not,’ he said. 

And when the doctor next called, he 

asked him point blank, with the courage 

of utter despair, if he were going to die 

‘I think, Edmund, it would be well if 

you made peace with heaven.’ 
‘Ah! 
‘Look here, my boy. you have some- 

thing on your mind—on your conscience ; 

and you won’t be able to die happily until 

you have confessed it. It you have wrong- 

ed anyone, now 1s the time to make atone. 

ment. I'll send Sterne to you, Take my 

advice and talk to him freely.’ 

In less than a quarter of an hour, Clar- 

ence stood by the young fellow’s bedside 

‘Kiss me, mother; you may not care to 

presently,” said Edmund wistiully. ‘And 

now, dear, listen, and forgive, if you can. 

Write every word, please, Mr. Sterne 

Gwynvoeth went to prison in my stead. It 
was 1 who stole that money. 

‘Ill tell you how it was. You remem- 

ber I went to London for a week of my 

holiday early last year? Well, I lost 
money over billiards. 

‘I met a fellow called Snellgrove—a 

showy sort of man about town—who put 

me in the way of seeing a lot of things, 

and so I couldn't refuse when he asked me 

to play bim a game or two. When I came 

home I owed him six pounds, which some- 

how increase: to ten in a very few weeks’ 

time, for, of course, be charged interest 

on the loan. 
‘Well, in July he wrote that he was com- 

ing to Kingslea for a few hours, and that I 

must pay up. I badn’c so much as ten 

shillings, let alone ten pounds, and 1 didn’t 

dare ask you for it, moth-r, and an ad- 
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vance from Barnes was out of the question. 
But, on the very morning of the day I ex- 
pected Snellgrove, Bsrnes handed me a 
pr note to pay some ground rents 
with. 

‘I couldn't resist the temptation to ap- 
propriate it for a time. Well, while I was 
thinking about it, Gwynneth came into the 

office with a message from you to Mr. 
Barnes. I told her 1 wanted the note 
changed; thatit was part of my next 

quarter's salary, advanced to pay some 

bills with. 
‘Gwynneth ssid she would change it at 

Hunter's where she was going to get some= 

thing for Maude’s birthday. The note was 

lying on the desk, and she took it and went 

out of the office. A moment later, Barnes 
called to me to give him back the note and 

have a cheque instead I pretended to 
look for the note, in order to gain time to 

think what I had better do; but I was in a 

terrific scare, and hardly koew what I was 

about. 
‘Barnes called to me to know why I was 

so long, and then I had to - I couldn’ 

find the note. He asked who had been in 

the office since he gave it to me, and I said 

only Gwynneth, and perbaps she had hid- 

den it for a joke 
‘Barnes said .ometking about such jokes 

not being legal, and suggested that I should 

follow Gwynneth and get the note book 

back. I went gladly enough but was too 

late to prevent the wretched thing being 

charged. Gwynneth was in as great a 

fright as 1 was myself when she heard the 

rights of it; but when I said something 

about going to Hunter's and changing the 

money for the note again, she reminded 

me of Snellgrove, 
‘Well, to cut it short, Gwynneth suggest- 

ed that she should be suspected of having 

taken the money. She thought it might 

make you lova her a bit better, mother, 

when you knew that she had been willing 

to do so much for me; and we neither of 

us thought Barnes would prosecute. 

‘But he proved hard as adamant when I 

told him Gwysaeth had taken the note, 

vowing if the money was not in bis desk 

when he reached the office on Monday 

morning be would have poor Gwyn arrest- 

ed. | tried to get some grace of of Snell- 

grove ; but he said he was going abroad 

come to you if I did not pay up. I could 

not stand your knowing 1 had lost so much 

and so [ bad to let him have it. 
As Edmund ceased speaking, there was 

silence, except tor his mother’s sobs. 

Mr. Sterne finished his shorthand notes 

of Edmund’s confession, and then looked 

at him expectantly. 
A faint smile played round the weak 

weak mouth. 
‘Yes, I'm glad I've owned up at last. 

You'll go and fetch Gwynneth, won’t you P’ 
«Shall J, Mrs. Naylor ? 
The vicar bardly recognizad the face 

Edmund’s mother raised for an instant to 

nod assent. 
What would this great sorrow make of 

her. 
Halt joyful half sorrowful, he went out, 

and left mother and son together. 

CHAPTER VIL. 

‘Someone is putting off from that yacht, 

Davy; they have launched a boat.’ 
Old Davy turned his head to look at the 

yacht Gwynneth had been watching so 

attentively. 
‘] can’t tell who ‘er be,” he observed, 

alluding to the yacht. *’Er bain’t known 

to these ’ere eyes or to this ’ere coast, I'm 

thinkin’. An they're in a mortal ’urry to 

get along, whoever 'em be. See, missy, 

they on’y jus’ waited for the boat to get 

clear of em, and off they are for ’Ead 

Point. My wig! That cbap’s a puttin’ 

on sail, ain’tc he? He'll get a duckin’ 

‘fore he lands, or my name hain’c Davy 

Morgan.’ 
At this prediction Gwynneth transferred 

ber attention from the vanishing yacht to 

the little boat, which was running for 

Beacbhollow, under all the sail she could 

carry. 
«'Er be in a 'urry to get ashore, ’er be. 

By yer leave, missy !’ 
Old Davy shifted a rope, with the inten- 

tion of ‘going ’longside,’ as he explained, 

to ascertain if the man io the ‘stranger 

craf.’ knew the coast well enough to ex- 

pect to land in safety. 
Gwynneth never quite knew what hap- 

pened next. 
She carried with her through life a con- 

fused remembrance of a sudden puff of 

wind, which made her clutch her bat, and 

which set Davy working diligently with 

the sails, while she looked round witha 

vague desire to see bow that other boat 

bad fared. 
Then she fancied she must have scream- 

ed—certainly, someone did. 

But what occurred between that instant 

and the anguishing discovery that a white, 

beseeching face, rising to the surface of 

the water some few yards distant, belong- 

ed to Clarence Sterne, Gwyrneth could not 

have ssid. 
Divy Morgan's boat was a cumbersome 

thing. snd betore it could reach the man 

to whom Gwynneth instinctively held out 

ber arms, the tace bad vanished. 

How did she get in the water ? 

She cou'd not have ssid if she had over- 

balanced and tsllen, or it she had jumped 

in; but there she was swimming towards 

tha spot where she had seen the man she 

now  cesie she loved far better than lite. 

Hr clothes bung beavily about her, and 

retarded her progress; but she scarcely 

noticed how she was bandicapped 
All she remembered of that sbort swim 

was the rush of joy which swept over her 

when the white face rose sgiin to the sur- 

face, almost close to ber this time. 

One stroke—two—three ! And those eag- 

er srms clutched snd held him fast. 

He was hslt uncomscious now; but he 

clung to ber wildly, dragging ber down 

with him, when the waters once more closed 

over his head. 
Gwynneth had her right arm free, and 

struck out desperately, though not unwill 

ing to die—with him. 
ut old Davy wae not inclined to permit 

and muet have the money, threatening to! 

that ; and the next thing Gwynneth remem- 

bered was being hauled into the boat after 
the helpless form which she had helped to 
placed there. 

“All right, missy P That's well, for I can 

only manage one at a time. A little more 

salt water would about a’done for this poor 
chap, I'm thinkin’. A parson, 't would 
seem, by the looks o’ him.’ 

i, me help, Davy ! [—I know him, you 
see 
One glance at the quivering little face, 

and old Divy understood the meaming of 
that sudden plunge into the sea, which had 
so alarmed him. 
He gave his instructions briefly. and then 

left tte halt-drowned man to Gwynneth, 
while be ran up his sails again, and made 

for land with all possible speed. 
Kind hearts and willing bands were 

ready with assistance when they reached 
the beach. 
The house where Miss Jessop lived was 

so near that Mr. Sterne was taken there at 
once ; a doc’'or was fetched, further resto- 

ratives were applied, and by the time 
Gwynneth had changed her things 
she” was told by Katharine Jessop 
ey Clarence was conscious and asking for 
er. 
«Has he said how it happened, Miss 

Jessop P” 
“Yes, dear. When bis train reached 

Coastville, where he had to change, he 

tound be wonld have ncarly three hours to 
wait. Thinking he might sail across in less 
time, he .went to the harbor, where he 

chanced upon an old college friend who 

was jaet leaving for Torrs in his yacht, 

and who at once offered to bring Clarence 
as far as the entrance to the bay, and to 
lend him as boat in which to land, not 

being to spare the time to bring the yacht 
right in. Clarence was only too glad to 
accept, and all went well until that sudden 

equall struck his boat and capsized it. 
Cramp seized him directly he got into the 
water, and he would certainly have 
drowned had. you and Davy not gone to 
his assistance. Thank Heaven you were so 
near, and that all is well I” 
And what of the boat P” asked Gwyn- 

peth, with the inconsequence with which 

one freqently speaks first of the least im- 
portant thing on one's programme of inter- 
esting events. 
“Davy and another man have gone out 

to see to it, and to wait for the return of 
the yacht to restore’it to its owner. Now, 
dear, will you come ?’ 
As in a dresm, Gwynneth followed 

Katharine into the room where Clarence 

lay wrapped in blankets, able to greet her 
only with eyes and speech. 

But the expression of his eyes, and the 
manner of his speech, were such that the 
girl desired nothing more. 

For, what was this wonderful thing he 

was saying, while he watched her with 
tender concern ? 
“You risked your life to save mine, 

Gwyneth ! 
ad she done that? 

Surely not ! 
Though, the thought was enough to 

make her happy. 
But listen ! 
What was he saying now ? 
‘I can reward you, dear child, by giving 

you back sll you gave up so willingly in 
the hope of winning your mother’s love 
Edmund bas confessed, and Mrs. Naylor 

knows you are innocent, and has sent me 

to take you to her.’ 
The beautiful dream faded—of course it 

was only a dream—everything faded; 

thick darkness clouded her spirit, and 
settled on her senses. 

Excitement snd anxiety, followed by 
relief and deepest joy caused Gwynneth 

Naylor to faint for the first time in her 

healthy young lite . 
When she came to herself and realiz:d 

that the dream was real, after all—a bless- 

ed reality—no shadow was cast on the 

brightness until she was in the train on her 

way to the home which had been closed to 

her for so many weary months. 

TEACHERS’ TROUBLES, 
How Teachers May Prevent the 

Breakdown of the Nervous System 

which often Threatens. 

The worry and work, the strain and 

anxiety of a teacher's life are such as to tell 

severely on the nervous system. Time and 

again teachers have had to give up good 

positions on account of run dowr health 
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and shattered nerves. To such we com- 
fidently recommend Milburn’s Heart and 
Nerve Pills, and in doing so we are sup- 
poe by the testimony of Mrs. Reilly, 
olborne Street, Chatham, Ont., who made 

the following statement: — ¢ Milburn’s 

Heart and Nerve Pills are, beyond question, 

the best remedy for nervousness and all 

exhausted conditions of the system I know 

of. My daughter, as a result of over study 

and close application to her duties as school 

teacher, became much run down and de- 

bilitated and was very nervous. Two 
months ago she began taking Milburn's 
Heart and Nerve Pills. They acted quickly 

and effectually in her case, making her 

strong and building up her entire system." 
Milburn’s Heart and Nerve Pills cure 
Palpitation, Nervousness, Sleeplessness, 

Anaemia, Female Troubles, After Effects 
of Grippe, Debility, or any condition arising 

from Disordered Nerves, Weak Heart or 

Watery Blood, Price 50c. » box. 
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Mr. Sterne was with her ;}he’had rebell- 
ed oi the doctor's command that he 
should remain in his blankets until - the 
next day. 
The cramp —which had so nearly 

brought about his death—had left him and 
he felt none the worse for his immersion. 

Miss Jessop was not equal to the jour- 
ney, and he could not let Gwynneth travel 
alone. 

Gently, as they were borne onwards, 
he told her of Edmund’s illness. 
Pain drove all the joy from her face ; she 

looked at him with great piteous eyes. 
‘Is happiness never perfect in this world? 

I thought it was too good to last !’ 
The plaintive lsment went to his heart. 
Taking her band he bent towards her, 

saying— 
Is it not better that he should die peni- 

tent than live impevitent? Had it not 
been for this illness he might never have 
confessed.’ 
‘But—motber ! How will she bear it ?’ 
She bears it better than I dared to ex- 

pect. And I think she has learnt to be 
thankful that be did not recever. I shall 
tell her I possessed a clue by which 
I should, sooner ox later, have 
been enabled to bring + home the 
theft to him. His sudded illeess sealed 
my lips and tied my hands. But is far bet- 
ter as it is—that he should confess his guilt 
of his own free will. Dou you not think it 
better ?’ 

‘Yes, oh yes! I begin to think, too, 
that I was wrong, Mr. S:erne. Wrong to 

take the note for bim, and wrong to shield 
him afterwards.’ 

‘You can’t expect me to blamg you, 
child. If you did wrong, you have suffer- 
ed enough for it, in all conscience. But 
when are you going to stop calling me 
‘Mr. Sterne? You know, you promised 
to be my wife when your innocence was 
proved.’ 

*T don’t think 1 ever promised anything 
of the kind.’ 

*I like to think you had.’ 
His tone expressed disappointment, as 

did bis eyes, when Gwynneth stole a star- 

tled glance at his face. 
‘Did you really—always—believe I was 

innocent ? she asked, eagerly. 
‘I always believed in your innocence of 

soul, dear. You assured me so positively 
you had taken the money that I was 
compelled to believe it had passed through 
your bands. But never for a moment did 
I think you actually guilty of theft. How 
could I, Gwynneth ? Why, I loved you 
from the first !’ 
‘No one else thought me innocent!’ she 

murmured, leaving in his strong clasp the 
fingers be had taken. 

e raised them to his lips, passing his 
spare arm round her should. rs. 

“Theretore ?’ he asked, bending to look 

into her eyes. 
For a moment, she kept them bidden; 

but, presently, she leant fk against him, 
and looked up, whispering— 

‘Therefore—I love you—dearly, Clar- 
ence !’ 

Blue Grass diftings, 

According to one of the New York 

newspaper correspondents who were de: 

spatched to Kentucky after the recent 

assassination ot Mr. Goebel, the following 

is a true sample of the extraordinary con- 

versational powers of Colonel Jack Chinn, 

the race-horse man end friend of Goebel, 

wbo won his coloneicy while serving in the 

Confederate cavalry: 

‘It's a——qualified—— outrage, sab, the 

way we've been treated by the——quali- 

fied——corporations in this election. 

And, then, these mountain ‘citizens’ and 

their mass meetings. What rot! To call 

those weevil brained ginseng diggers re- 

prisentatives of Kentucky manhood! 

Why, some of those God-forsaken cusses 

don't even know the difference between 

good Kentucky Bourbon and moonshine. 

‘Certainly, I always tote a gun. In my 

hip pocket? Ob. no. That's too much 

of a giveaway. Here's where itis. I can 

get at it there without the surrounding 

population saying, ‘Look out, Chinn's 

pulling a gun!" Then lcan do a little 

basiness with 'em But no mountains for 

yours truly. Do you know, it I was to 

start up there, it wouldn’c be ten minutes 

before there'd be one of those mountain- 

cers with a equirrel rifls bebind every juni- 

per bush slong the big road. And he'd 

be crazy to institute a Democratic funeral 

right off. too. Excuse me; but I have no 

desire to have somebody pull a sheet down 

off of my face and remark, ‘Poor Jack, 

poor tellow—but don’t he lock natural I 

Odd Eftect of Eleciric Currents. 

In & Brussels street traversed by an 

electric tram-car line, it has been noticed 

that the trees on one side of the way 

begin to lose their foliage early in August, 
the leaves turning brown and dropping off. 

But in October the same trees begin to 

bud again, and sometimes even blossom. 

Meanwhile the trees on the opposite side 

of the street are unaffected, losing their 

foliage late in the autumn and »udding 

only in the spring. The cause of the an- 

omaly is supposed to be leaking electric 

currents, which stimulate the growth of the 

trees affected. 

35 Cents for a New Stomach 

This is practically what it means to the sufferer 

from Dyspepsia, Indigestion and all other s‘omach 

complaints, Dr. Von Stan's Pineapple Tablets 

are nature’s panacea for the stomach’s ills—~they’re 

a purely vegetable pepsin compound-60 of them 

in a box—and popular price enough to allow every= 

body to enjoy good health, 

Lawton’s Worst Scare, 

It has been said of General Lawton as 

of Bayard, le chevalier, ‘‘sans peu: et sans 

reproche,” that he was never known to be 
afraid in all his lite. Major Putman 
Bradley Strong, who served on the staff 

of General MacArthur in the Philippines 
denies this. He says that General Law- 

ton himself confessed to him that he had 
been badly scared by bullets and that very 

recently. 
It happened just bevond the Paco cem- 

etery in Manila. General Lawton was 
riding past the cemetery one day with his 

little boy, when a number of our soldiers 

were burying some of their comrades. 

The firing squad found that had nothing 

but ball cartridges, 
‘Oh they’ll do,’ said the sergeant of the 

volunteers. 
‘Ready, fire I’ came the order a moment 

later. 
The bullets went whizzing ovar the 

stone wall, on the other eile of which rode 

General Lawton and his boy, their heads 

only a few inches below the wall. The 
bullets made a breeze as they went past. 

“That blast of bullets whizzing over our 

heads scared me blue,’ said General Law- 
ton as he related the incident, ‘but the kid 
only looked up innocently and asked: 
‘Say, papa, does it sound like that when 
you're under fire P’ 

Smaller Than Atoms, 

It has usually been assumed that the 

atoms of which all matter consists are in- 

visible, but Prof J. J. Thomson of the 

Royal Society of Great Britain, thinks that 

be has found evidence of the divisibiiity ot 

atoms. Experiments with cathode rays 

indicate, he says, that the stream of elecri- 

fiad particles projected from the negative 

plate consists of corpuscles torn from the 
atoms composing the electrode, and not of 
the whole a’oms themselves. These cor- 
puscles are very small portions of the atoms 
trom which they come. 
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