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Who Drank of it qna Cgb..;im{'ea
C:io

neath these words, “1hayer Hall, Har-
vard,” and a date some seven years
back.

The owner of that book, whether the

resent possessor or not, had been a
g\)ollege man. Say that he had gradu-
ated at twenty-one or twenty-two, he
Wwould e twenty-eight or twenty-nine
years old now, but if so, why that
white hair? Perhaps, though, the
book did nuvt belong to the man of the
cabin,

She turned to other books on the
shelf. Many of them were technical
books, which she had sufficient gen-
eral culture to realize could be only
aevailable to a man highly educated,

mad a special student of mines and
mining—a mining engineer, she de-
clded, with a glance ‘at those instru-
ments and appliances of a scientific
g_l}_a._rggtcr plainly, but of whose actual
use she was ignorant.

A rapid inspection of the other
books confirmed her in the conclusion
that the man of the mountains was
indeed the owner of the collection.
There were a few well worn volumes
of poetry anfl essays, Shakespeare, a
Bible, Bacon, Marcus Aurelius, Epicte-
tus, Keats, a small dietionary, a com-
pendious e_:ncyc‘;opgdia,jus_t the book_§.
she thought, Smiling at her conceit,
that a man of education and culture
would want to have upon a desert is-
land where his supply of literature
would be limited.

The old ones were autcgraphed as
the first book she had looked in; oth-
ers, newer additions to the little li-
brary, if she could judge' their condi-
tion, were unsigned.

Into the corner cupboard and the
drawers, of course, she did not look.
There was nothing <lse in the room
to attract her attention, save some
piles of manuscript neatly arrangead
on one of the shelves, each one cover-
ed with a square of board and kept
in place by pieces of glistening quartz.
There were four of these piles and an-
other half the size of the first four
on the table. These, of coprse, she did
not examine, further than to note that
the writing was in the same bold,
free hand as the signature in _the
books. If she had been an expert she
might have deduced much from the
writing; as it was, she fancied it was
strong, direct, manly.

Having completed her inspection of
this room, she opened the door and
went into the other. It was smaller
and less inviting. Jt had only one
window, and a door opened outside.
There wass a cook stove here, and
shelves with cooking utensils and

“Inia arew the bear SKIn arouna her

prehension. If she should be com-
pelled to spend the night alone in that
cabin, she felt that she could'not en-
dure it. She was never gladder of
anything in her life than when she
saw him suddenly break out of the
woods and start up the steep trail,
and for a moment her gladness was
not tempered by the fact which she
was presently to realize with great
dismay, that as he had gone, so he
now returned, alone.

CHAPTER XIII,

The Castaways of the Mountains.

The man was evidently seeking her,
for so soon as he caught sight of her
he broke into a run and came bound-
ing up the steep ascent with the speed
and agility of a chamois or a mountain
sheep. As he approached the girl
rose to her feet and supported herself
upon the bwulder against which she
had been leaning, at the saipe {ime ex-
tending her hand to greet him.

“Oh,” she cried, her voice rising
nervously as he drew near, “I anl §0
glad you are hack, another hour of
loneliness and 1 believe I should have
gone crazy.”

Now whedher that joy in his return
was for him personally or for him ab-
stractly, he could not tell; whether
she was glad that he had come back
simply because he was a human being
who would relieve her loneliness oz
whether she rojoiced to see him $adi-
vidually, was a marter noc yet to be
determined. He hoped the latter. he
believed the former. At any rate, he
caught and held her outstretched
hand in the warm clasp of both his
OWIL. Burning words of greeting
rushed to his lips torrentially; what
he said, however, was quite common-
place, as is often the case. Word
thought and ‘outward speech did not
correspond.

“It’s too cold for you out here,. you
must go into the house at once,” he
declared masterfully, and she obeyed
with unwonted meekness.

The sun had set and the night air
had grown suddenly chill. Still hold-
ing her hand, they started toward the
cabin a few rods away. Her wounded
foot was of little support to her and
the excitement had unnerved her, in
spite of his hand she swayed; without
a thought he caught her about the
waist and half lifted, half led her to
the door. It seemed as natural as it
was inevitable for him to assist her in
this way, and in her weakness and be-

‘graniteware, and more rude box re-
ceptacles on the walls which were fill-
‘ed with a bountiful and well selected
‘'store of canned goods and provislons{
‘of various kinds. This was evident- |
ly the kitchen, supply room, china |
‘closet. ~ She saw no sign of a bed in!
it, and wondered where and how the!
'man had svent the night. |

By rights, her mind should h:weI
‘been filled with- her uncle and his
party, and in their alarm she should
have shared, but she was so extremely
‘comfortable, except for her foot, which
did not greatly trouble her so long as
she kept it quiet, that she felt a cer-
tain degree of contentment, not to say
happiness. The adventure was so ro-
mantic and thrilling—save for those
awful moments in the pocl—especially’
to the soul of a conventional woman
who had been brought up in the most
humdrum and steéreotyped fashion of
the earth’'s ways, and with never an
opportunity for the development of
the spirit of romance which all of us
exhibited some time in our life, and
which, thank God, some of us never
lose, that she found herself revelling
in it
- She lost herself in pleasing imagina-
tions of tales of her adventures that
she could tell when she got back to
her uncle, and when she got further
back to staid old Philadelphia. How
shocked everybody would be with it
all there! Of course, she resolved
that she would never mention one ep
isode of that terrible day, and she had
somehow absolute confidence that this
man, in spite of his grim, gruff tack
turnity, who had shown himself so ex-
ceedingly considerate of her feelings,
would never mention it either.

She had so much food for thought
that not even in the late afternoon of
the.long day could she force her mind
to the printed pages of the book she
had taken at random from the shelf
which lay open before her, where she
sat in the sun, her head covered by an
old “Stetson” that she had ventured
to appropriate. She had dragged a
bear gkin out on the rocks in the sun
and sat curled up on it half reclining
against a boulder watching the trail
the Winchester by her side. She had
eaten so late a breakfast that she had
made a rather frugal lunch out of
whatever had taken her fancy in the
store room, and she was walting most
anxiougly now for the return of the
man.

The season was late and the sun

wilderment she suffered it without
comment or resgistance. Indeed, there
was such strength and power in his
arm, he was so secure there, that she
liked it. As for him, his pulses were
bounding at the contact; but for that
matter even to look at her quickened
his heart beat.

Entering the main room, he led her
gently to one of the chairs near the
table and immediately thereafter light-
ed the fire which he had taken the
precaution to lay before his departure.

In Sgite of His Hand She Swayed.

It had heen dark in the cabin, but the
fire soon filled it with glorious light.
She watched him at his task and as
he rose from the hearth questioned
him: ®

“Now tell me,” she began, “you
found—"

“First your supper, and then the
story,” he answered, turning toward
the door of the other room.

“No,” pleaded thé girl, “can’t you
pee that nothing is of any importance
to me but the story? Did you find the
camp?”’

“l found the place where it had
Leen.”

“Where it had been!” i

“There wasn't a single vestige of it
left. That whole pocket, I knew it
well, had been swept clean by the
ficod.”

gank behind the peaks quite early in
the afternoon, and it grew dark and
chill long before the shadows fell upon
the dwellers of the lowlands.

“But Kirkby,
and_"
“They weren’t there.”

and Mrs. Maitland

(To he continued)

and waited with an ever-growing ap-

“OASCARETS” CLEANSE I

LIVER AND BOWELS

el Bulil Mo Heatache, Sour
Stomach, Bad Breati>
Gonstipation

-Get a 10-cent box

Are‘ you keeping vyour bowels, liv-
er, and stomach clean, pure and
fresh ‘with Cascarets, or merely for-
cing a passageway every few days
with¢ Salts, Cathartic Pills. Castar
0Oil or Purgative Waters?

Stop having a bowel wash-day.
Let Cascarets thoroughly cleanse and
regulate the stomrach, remove the
sour and fermenting food and foull
gases, take the ecess bile ftom the
liver and carry out of the system
all the constipated waste matter,
and poisons in the howels. I

A Cascaret tonight
feel great by morning. They work !
while you sleep—never gripe, sicken
Or cause any inconvenience, and cost
only ten cents abox from your|
druggist. Millions of men and women |
take a Cascarct now andthen and!
never have { headache, Biliousness,
Coated Tongue, Indigestion, Sour|
Stomach or Constipated —Bowels.
Cascarets belong in every household. !

Get a 10-cent pox.

will make you'
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Another one of nature's dairies is
the butter tree. The name is also

given to several tropical trees which
yield certain oils that can be used for

butter. The real- butter trce grows
in Central Africa. From the kernels
of the fruit is obtained rich butter

that can be preserved a year or more,
In order 10 ‘make meal com-
plete there should be bread to go
with the butter, and this is provided
by the bread tree, which flourishes in
the islands of the Pacific. The
fs of good size, with large lobed
leaves and fruit of a roundish form,
from four to seven inches in diameter.
This fruit baked
bread somewhat, and is eaten by the
natives as 'su('h.

A boon to the weary
the traveler's tree, found in Madagas-
car. It will grow in
desert, and no
weather is a quart of water alws
flows out wien the stalk is punctured.
The water is pure, clear &nd pleasant
to the taste. The
are from ten to fifteen feet in length.
In order to provide light for their
darkness, South
islands meake use of the candle

the

tree

when resemblés

way.arer 18

arid
the

most

the

matter how dry

‘eaves of the tree

‘I.e natives of the

Sea

tree. Its fruit is heart-shaped and
the seeds when boiled make tallow
that is excellent for candles. The

natives remove the shells, bake and
string the Iernels and preserve them.
Five or six cf the kernels are enough
to supply A good, clear light,

In Jamiaca is found so-called
“life tree.” If the leaves are broken
from the plant they will continue to
Nothing but fire will destroy

‘the

Erow.

WAS SUBJECT TO
SEVERE BRONCHITIS.

Doctors Only Gave Temporary Relief.
Dr. Wood’s
Norway Pine Syrup
CURED HIM.

Bronchitis is generally the result of a
cold caused by exposure to wet and in-
clement weather, and is a very dangerous
inflammatory affection of the bronchial
tubes. Neglected bronchitis is one of
the most general causes of consumption,
so cure it at once by the use of Dr. Wood’s
Norway Pine Syrup.

Mrs. C. G. Dring, Hamilton, Ont,
writes:—*“ Our little boy has been subject
to severe bronchitis ever since birth, and
different doctors claimed to be only able
to relieve him temporarily. A neighbor
advised us to use Dr. Wood's Norway
Pine Syrup, so I got a bottle, and after
the third dose goticed a decided change,
50 kept on with it, and a couple of botglcs
were enough to completely cure him.
Now we always keep a bottle on hand,
and give it to him as soon as we notice
him troubled with a cold, after which it
disappears as if by magic. We recom- |
mend it to all our friends who find it is
just as good as I say.”

\Price, 25 and 50 cents a bottle.

Be sure and get the genuine “Dr.
Wood's” when you ask for it. Put up
in a yellow wrapper, three pine trees the
trade mark, and manufactured by The
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Sale

Our Half

Whitewear, Waists,

S W

Dresses, etc.

Thursday, Jan. 29th

BEGINNING AT 10.30 0’CLOCK, A. M.

No doubt you have heard of our genuine Half-
- Price White Sales. This Sale will far surpass any-
thing ever before attempted. Just think! Dainty
Undermuslins, Waists, Dresses, Etc., At One-Half
Their Regular Prices. But Remember! For One
Day Only all garments in this Sale at Half-Price
During the following days 10to 20 per cent re-
duction only.

It is not necessary to tell you about our dainty and
high class Whitewear, Waists, etc. Many of vou
know their good qualities belter than we do. But we
wish to emphasize the fact that we buy for cash
direct from some of the largest and most reliable
manufacturers in Canada and in such large quantities
as 1o enable us to undersell our competitors even at
regular prices, but for THURSDAY ONLY we
will cut the price to One-Half the regular price.
Why 2 Because we believe a Few Hundred Dollars
Given to the Ladies in Bargains is a Better Adver-

tisement - than a like amount spent in any other way

o All Gar"fnents marked in plain figures.

BELOW IS A LIST OF A FEW OF THE MANY SPECIALS
FOR THIS GREAT HALF-PRICE WHITE SALE :

UNDERSKIRTS !  38c to $3.50.
DRAWERS . p 25c¢ to $1.75. ’
NIGHT GOWNS .  50c to $5.00.

CORSET COVERS .
PRINCESS SLIPS§ 50c to $5.00.
CHEMIDEY -, o . 1250 1P,

COMBINATION CORSET COVER
and DRAWERS $1.00 to $3.75.

Voil and Lawn WAISTS 25c to $5.00.
LACE WAISTS . $1.50 to $5.00.
WHITE DRESSES . $1.50 up.
DRESSING JACKETS 50c up.
TEAAPRONS .  25cup.
HOUSE DRESSES . 63c up.
CHILDREN’S DRESSES 25c up.

Also a lot of CHILDREN’S WHITE-
WEAR - all at Half Price.

25c¢ to $1.75.

We will say no more, but ask youto come Thursday morning
at 10.30 o'clock and see for yourselves, then we are sure you will
come again next season to -

“THE LADIES’ and CHILDREN’S STORE™

.L.Black

Street

T. Milburn Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont.
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