8

THE DAILY HERALD SATURDAY SEPTEMBER 27 1902

292029048
—o—o—o—o—?

Secret

0006205000080
—6—0—¢ g¢

. (CONTINUED. )

TI'Ve "ad my tea a hour
Miss Priscilla, with a grim sort of
smile. ‘““You was so sound hasleep
I didn’t care habout wakening hof
you, not to speak hof ’aving heat so
much for your dinner, I didn’t think
you'd care for hany tea. ’Ere's your

ago,”” said

things, Miss Pet, and your ’‘oss is at
the door; but you can stay hall
night. hif you like.”’ l
“I won't stay all night ! I’ll nev-
er come here again—yes I will, too !
T’ll come every sipgle day—see if I
don’t !”” exclaimed Pet, bouncing

across the room,
a slap on her

and giving her hat
head. “I know you
don’t want me, and T’ll just come |
If you was to our house, do
think I'd pack you ofi without any
tea ? No, I wouldn’t if I had to
boil the tea-leaves we used the last
time, for it ! It just shows the sort
of folks Englishers are, and I wish
there wasn’t one in the world—I just
do; and I don t care who hears me
saying it.’

And while scolding furiously, and
flinging things about in a manner
perfectly awiul to so neat a house-
keeper as the ancient spinster, Miss
Petronilla had managed to dress her-
self and descend the stairs,
Miss Priscilla, grim as
statue, stood at the head, holding the
light. Pet flounced out of the hall,
giving the door a terrific bang be-
hind her, and stepped out into the
night.

By the light that streamed
the glass top of the door, Pet saw
Cupid holding her pony. Springing
light!y on his back, she gathered up
the reins, and paused a moment bhe-
fore starting to look around.

The night was pitch-dark, still, and
sultry. Not a breath of air moved,
not a leaf rustled; but from the inky
pale of deepest gloom over head,
short, fitful flashes of lightning at
intervals blazed. A storm was at
hand, and would soon burst.

“For de Lor’s $ake! hurry, WMiss
Petronilla,”” said Cupid, in a fright-

a cast-iron

from

ened whisper. “Dar’s de awfulest
storm a ¢omin’, to-night, you ever
seed. Miss ’Silly oughtn’t ’lowed

you to go froo de woods, to-night.’’
“Miss ’Silly, indeed ! I guess she
hopes T may only get my neck broke
before I get home,”” said Pet., short-
1y, as shke turned ber pony’s hezd in
the direction ot the bridal-path lecad-
ing through the gorge.
Tle sure-footed steed,
self,

secvrely trod the narrow path,

and eutered, at last, upon the forest
road. Having nmhmg elser toMdos
I’et began xummatmq

“If that ain’t what ¥ call mean !’’

she indignantly muttered: ‘‘sending
me off like an Arab, without any-
thing to eat. The hateful, sting

old thing !
good-natured

I like that soft, green,
Orlando, but I can’t

bear her. Sh-h-h ! softly, Starlignt,
my boy ! there’'s niggers in these
woods, you know, who wouldn’t
mind chawing you and me right
DD :

Even while she spoke, a hand

grasped her bridle-rein, and a deep,
stern voice cried:

SESTopRLE

At the same moment, there came a
vivid flash of lightning, and Pet be-
held, for a sccond, the face of a ne-
gro black as a demon. The next in-
stant all was deepest darkness again.

CERARMBIRESRIXE

Miss Petronilla Lawless was an ex-
ceedingly precocious, an exceedingly
courageous, and an exceedingly self-
possessed young lady, as our readers
are aware, yet now her brave heart
for one moment scemed to die within
her, and a terrified shriek arose and
was barely suppressed on her lips.
The hour, the scene, the darkness,
the danger, might have made an old-
er and stronger person quail.
in the woods where no scream
help could be heard,
of Hades all around, save when the
blue blaze of the ]IC“LL lightning flash-
ed for a moment through the dark-
ness, helpless and alone, in the Pow-
er of w fierce, blood-thirsty negro.
For one instant, a deadly inclination
to swoon came over her: but
next ‘‘coward and boaster,’’
heard the words from Ranty’s lips,
came borne to her ear, nerving her

for

heart with new colirage and her child- |

ish arms with new strength.

“Am T a coward and boaster, as

he said ?”’ she mentally exclaimed,
while her eye lit fiercely up. “Yes,
I am, if I scream and faint, so I
won’t do either. It wasn’t for no.
thing T learned to shoot and carry
pistols about and Ranty won’t call
me a coward again, if I die for it!”’

All these thoughts had passed

through her
and now

mind in half an instant;

the dauntless little amazon

sat erect on her horse, and one little
brown hand dropped to the pistol
she carried in her belt.

The black, meanwhile, had held her
rearing steed firmly by the bridle-
rein.

‘‘Come, get off with you !’’ said
the megro, gruffy. - <I’11 look after
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IMISS T eC.

you ror a I1eiv aays, votne;
I've got a place all ready for you in
here.’’

Now Pet was too young and guile-
less to fear any worse fate than rob-
bery, imprisonment, or, perhaps,

death; but as the negro attempted to
pass one arm around her waist and
Teft her from her saddle, her face
blanched with horror and loathing,
and shrinking back, she shrieked:

I tell you !
let me

| ‘“Let me go—let me go,
L3 o A T S O RO TS A5 (o3 VRN o) iy
o) et
“Ohieome,;
Little Kkittens
ain’t’ afraid of
come; SO you
once.”’
CTaift fher
No ‘use a’
said another deep,
“ILLet me alone ! I tell you to let
me alone ! I’'ll murder you if you
don’t !’ screamed Pet, passionately.
her finger ‘closing hard on th2 trig-
ger.
“Oh, I’'m getting tired of this yer!’”
exclaimed the black, as he resigned
the horse to his companion.

missy—none o’ this.
and snap, but we
You’ve got to
as well come at

Nnow

spit
YC1M);

may

off, and carry her 'long.
standin’ foolin’ heve !’
guttural voice.

And, going over to Pet, he filung
his arm around her, and attempted
to lift her from her saddle.

flash of lightning, at that @ dn-
stant, revealed the black, shining
visage plainly to Pet,: as his face
was upraised to hers.

A

Her teeth were clenched hard, her
pistol was raised, one swift, short
prayer for help, and the brave little

amazon fired !

A Joud cry, that arose even above
the shiarp report, burst from the lips
of him who held the horse, as he let
go the reins and sprung toward his
wounded companion.

The frightened Arabian, the mo-
ment he felt himself released, bound-
ed madly away; and in five minutes
Pet was heyond danger.

The cottage on the Barrens was the
nearest habitation; but. all was dark
there, and the fainily had evidently
retired to rest.

While Pet paused to deliberate a
moment whether she would rouse
them up or ride home to Heath Hill,
she chanced to turn her eyes in the
direction of- the White Squall—as the
old sailor, Admiral Havenful, had
named his huge white palace of
painted wood—and perceived a long
line of red light streaming from cne
of the windows far over the dry level

. moor.

‘““Uncle Harry’s up yet !”’ exclaim-

ed Pet. “I’ll go there and stay all
night. Gee up, Starlight ! You
have carried me out of danger once

to night; just take me to ‘Old Har-
ry’s,” as Deb says, and then jou
may put your head under your winyg
and go to sleep as fast as. you like.”’
Asif he had understood her, her
fleet steed bounded furiously over the
heath; and five minutes later, Pet
was standing Lknocking away with
the butt end oi her whip on the door,
loud enough to waken the dead.
This terrific thumping brought
three or four servants scampering to
the door; and clese at their heels,
holding a bed room ecandle-stick high
on his head, came the ‘‘grand secig-
himsell Jook-

neur’’ of the household,
ing slightly bewildered at this at-
tempt to board” him by force.

“Law ! if it ain’t Miss Pet !’’ eja-
culated the man who admitted her.
“‘Might o’ known ’twar she: nobody
else would come thumpin’ like dat.
. Fit to tar the ruff off 17
f “‘Don’t be afraid, Uncle Harry; it’s
;only me !”’ said Pet as she came in,

dispersing the darkeys
flourish of her whip.
“Port your helm !”’

by a grand

exclaimed the

admiral, still slightly bewildered, as
he held the candle-stick aloft and

stared at Pet with all his eyes,

. *“Well, how can I port my helm
|

CRASHIY

Goes the crockery and the waitress will
probably be called clumsy and careless.
Her plea of sudden dizziness is mnot
allowed. “What
right has she to be
dizzy?” they ask.
Women who are
suffering from dis-
eases peculiarly
feminine are liable
to sudden diz
and faintness, 4
it is only by curing
the womanly dis-
ses to which they
are subject tliat
dizziness and other
ills can be entirely
relieved.

Dr. Pierce’s Fa-
vorite Prescription
makes weak
women strong and
sick women well.
It cures irregular-
ity, dries disagree- &
able, weakening ¥
drains, heals mﬂam.-
mation and ulceration, and cures female
weakness. When these conditions are
cured, backache, headache, dizziness,
etc., are also cured.

“I suffered for twelve years with female
trouble,” writes Mrs. Milton Grimes, of Adn}r,
Adair Co., Iowa, “which brought on other dis-
eases—heart trouble, Bright’s disease, and at
times would be nearly paralyzed. Had neu-
ralgia of stomach. I can freely say your medi-
cines (ume bottles in all, five of ‘ Favorite Pre-
scription,’ four of * Golden Medical Discovery,’
and two vials of Dr. Pierce’s Pellets), have cured
me, I can work with comfort now, but before
I would be tired all the time and have a dizzy
headache, and my nerves would be all unstrung
so I could not sleep. Now I can sleep and do a
big’ day’s work, something I had not done for
over eleven. years before.”

“Favorite Prescription” makes weak
women strong, sick women well. Accept
no substitute for the medicine which
works wonders for weak women.

Doctor Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets are
the most desirable laxative for delicate
women,

{

You are invited to call at my wareroom and
inspect the

ONUMENTS

which 1 have instock. They have a
grace and perfection and finish which
commend them, and the prices are
most tempting.

ETT'S el

Uptown, nearly opp. Peoples Bank.

out hm(' I W'lnt to know '7” cried

Pet, rosth\. “‘Look at these niggers
g‘upin_e; as if T had two heads on me,
and yon, standing, staring at me,
with that old candlo-sud\ over your
head, that’s get mno candle in it.
ITere, go along with you ! Be off
with you !”’

And again Pet flourished her whip
among them, in a way that had the
effect of spoe(.lly sendmg, them flying
to the kitchen ‘regions, while she
gave her passive uncle a push  that
sent him into the parlor from which
he had just cmerged.

This done, Pet followed him, shut
the door with a bang, flung: hm‘ whip

across the room, and dropped, with
a long, deep breath of relief and se-
curity, into au arm chair. 3

The adimiral sank  into another,
still holding the candlestick in his
hand, and never removing kis  eyes
from her face. Thus they sat, for
some minutes, she gazing on the

floor, he: gazing in a helpless bewil-
derment on her; and while they are
thus engaged, we will take the liber-
ty of glancing round the parlor of
the White »\(]d&ll

Like the sitting room of Miss Pris-
cilla Toosypegs, there was a “‘plenti-
ful scarcity’’ of the ornamental, and
unlike hers, a great preponderance of
the uscless. The floor was coverad by
a thick, dark carpet: the windows
Were shaded by blus-paper Bltmds
the walls were as white as the larg-
ext possible amount of \\hltewash
could make them, and adorned by
pencil draughts of ships, brigs,
s¢hooners, corvettes, and ev ery other
kind of vessel that ever delighted the
heart of a sailor and puzzled an un-
initiated 1'0111&110 to describe.

Over the mantel-piece was a huge
painting of a straw-colored and pmk
man-of-war, on a blue-green " sea,
blazing away at a terrified-looking
little cutter, on whose deck could be
seen a gentleman and a lady, both
considerably taller than the main-
mast. This work of art was the
pride and glory of the admiral, and
was displayed to every stranger who
visited the White Squall as some-
thing that * might make even the
great old masters look to their
laurale.

fTo BE CONTINUED.]}

The eggs of silkworms can with-
:mud without injury, a temperature
of 38 degrees, below zero.

your Sporting Goods.

The chief thing is to strike
For Gurs and Ammuni-
" tion and a general sporting outfit go to

JAS. S. NEILL'S,

Dealer in Hardware of all kinds,

the right place for

HAVE YOU

A Horse, a Cow, a Carriage,

a Bicycle, a typewriter, a

pianc, House Furniture

*“ Or any old thing ", that you wish to sell?2 If so
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We have just received a carload of

Pianos and Organs

Of the most popular makes. These are to be disposed
of at once and the prices are such as to make them
go. We employ no agents but sell direct and our
customers reap the benefit.

McMURRAY & GO

Queen st., Fredericton, opp. Normal School.



