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Mirs Patricia Ilolhrook and Miss Helen
Holbrook, her nleds, Wers enttastod o
the cure of Lanrance Do nr,
summering near Lort ;
Fatricie confided to 1 v
feared her brothivr Henry, Y
A bank fallure, had canat [T
her for money from his (uth l, 0
which Misa Patricin was guardtion, ‘I'hoy
came to Port Annamdade o escups Henry
Donovin  sympnotliiz 1] wil fhie  two

women, He loatnoed of \!--4 Holen's
noving sultor.  Dlonovan dis v risd
captured an Intrader, who proved 1o be
Reginald Gillespie, sultor tor the hand of

iy

Miss Helen Holbrook. Gillesple  disap
penrad the following morning A rough
sillor appeared wnd woad obderod sway,
Donovan sew Mins Flolivook nnd her fa
ther meat on friendly terms Pronnvinn
fought an Italinn assassin, He met the

man he gupposed was Holbrook, bat who
sald he was Hartridge, ® canos-maker

After a ahort discussion  Donovan left
surllly, Gillesple was discovered by Ion-
ovan presenting o country ohurch with
$1,000, Gilleaple ndmiited b hr. w of Hul.
brook's preosence, Miss PPat acknowledged
to Donovan that Misa Helen had boen
misaing for a fow hours  While riding
in a Inunch, the Italinn sallor attompted
to molest the trio, but fuiled Misns I'at

anmounced her intention of fighting Henry
Holbrook and not socking nnother hiding
place. Donovan met Helen in garden it
night., Duplicity of Helen was confos
by tha youni Indy, Bhe admitted connly
with her fathoer desplte her  sunt's
precautions, in a nlght mecting with Don

ovan, The three went for a long ride the
following dny. ‘That nlght, disgulsed ns n
nun, Helen stole from the Bho moet
teinald Gillesple, who told hier Lile Loy

Gitlesple was  confronted by Donovarn.
Helen's lover eacapomd. At the town mast
office Helen, unsecn exoept by Doneg an,
allpped A deaft Into the hand of the 1al
inn sallor., 8he alao signaled her tather.
Miss Pat and Donovan ‘took in"" the

canoe earnival

CHAPTER Xi—Continued.

Heolen had not appeared, and I now
made bold to ask for her

“Let me send the mald to tell her
vou are here” said Miss Pat, and we
wallted to the door and rang.

The mald quickly reported that Mias
Holbrook begzed to be excused,

“She is a little afraid of the damp
night alr of the garden,” sald Miss
Pat, with so kind an intention that |
amiled to myself. 1 felt from her man-
ner that she wished to detain me. No
one might know bhow her heart ached,
but it was loss the appeal of her gentle-

ness that won me now, [ think, than
the remembrance that flushed upon
me of her passionate outburst after

our meeting with the Italian; and that
geemed very long ago. She had been
magnificent that day, like a queen
driven to desperation, and throwing
down the gauntlet as though she had
countless battallons at her back. In-
decision took flight before shame; it
was o privilege to know and to serve
her!

“Miss Holbraok, won't you come oul
to gee the water fete? Weo can look
upon it in security and comfort from
the launch. The line of march Is from
Port Annandule past here and toward
the village, then back agaln. You can

come home whenever you like. 1 had
hoped Miss Helen might come, too,
but 1 heg that you will take conipas-

slon upon my loneliness.”

I had Nung off my cap with the ex
aggerated manner 1 sometimes used
with her; and she dropped me a cour
tesy with the prettiest grace in the
world,

“1 shall be with you in a moment,
my lord!"

She reappeared quickly and  re-
marked, as [ took her wraps, that
Helen was very sorry not to come.

The gardener was on duty, and 1
called Ijima to help with the launch.
Brightly decorated boats were already
visible in the direction of Port Annan-
dale; even the tireless lake “tramps”
whistled with a specinl flourlsh and
ware radiant in varlcolored lanterns.

“This I8 an ampler Venice, but there
should be music to make It complete,”
observed Miss Pat, ags we stole in and
out among the gathering fleet, And
then, ns though in answer, a launch
pasged near, leaving a trall of mur-
murous chords behind—the mournful
thiroh of the gultar, the resonant beat
of banjo strings, Nothing can he &0
soothing to the troubled spirit as musie
over water, and I watched with delight
Migs Pat's deep absorption in all the
dlghts and gounds of the lake

The nssembling eanoes flashed out
of the dark like fireflies. Not exen the
gpirits that tread the air come and go
more magically than the canoe that is
wielded by a trained hand, The touch
of the skilled paddler hecomes bul a
caress of the water, To huve stolen

across Baranac by moonlight; to have
paddled the devious course of the
York or Kennebunk when the sea

steals Inland for rest, or to dip up
stars in lovely Annandale—of such ex-
periences I8 knowledge born!

I took care that we kept well to our:
selves, for Miss Pat turned nervously
whenever a boat crept too near, 1jima,
nuderatanding without being told, held
the power well In hand. 1 had scanned
the lnke at sundown for signs of the
Stiletto, but It had not ventured from
the lower lake all day, and there was
searcely enough alr stirring to ruffle
the water, _

“We can award the prize for our
anlves here at the turn of the loop,” 1
remarked, as we swung into place and
paused at a polnt ahout a mile off
Glenarm. “Here comes the fotills.’

“The musie is almost an imperti
ence, lovely as it 1s. The real song
of the canoe Is ‘dip and gllde, dip and
gll}m.' * wald Miss Pat.

The loop once maae, we now looked
upon & double line whose bright eon:
fuslon added to the pleture. The ca
noe offers, when you think of it, little
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The Sole Occupant of the Canoe Was a Girl.

chiunee tor the decorator, 1ts lines are
#0 trim and so founded upon rigld sim-
plicity; but many zealous hands had
labored for the magic of this hour.
Slim masts supported lanterns In
many and charming combinations, and
suddenly, as though the toy lamps had
taken wing, rockets flung up thelr
atars and Koman candles their golden
showers at a dozen polnts of the line
and broadened the scope of the pie-
ture. A scow placed midway of the
loop now lighted the lake with vred and
groen flre,  The bright, eraceful ar-
gosies slipped by, like beads upon a2
rosary. When the last ecanoe  had
passed, \Ih.u Pat turned to me, aighing
softly:

“It was too pretty 1o last; it was a
posze ont of the book of lost youth.”

I laughed back at bher and signaled
Hima to go ahead and then, as the
water churned aud foamed and 1 took
the wheel, we were startied by an ex
clamation from some one fn a4 row
boat near at hand, The last of the
peaceful armada had passed, but now

from the center of the lake, nnobserved |
fitted |
with slim masts earried high from how |

and unheralded, stole & canoe
to stern with delightfol daring. The
lights were setl In globhes of groen and
gold, and high over all, its support
quite invisible, shone a golden star
that geemed to hover and follow the
shadowy canoe.

We all watehed the canoe Intently:
and my eyes now fell upon the fleure
of the skipper of this falry eraft, who
was set forth In clear relief agninst
the red fire beyond. The sole occupant
of the canoe was a glrl—there was no
debating it; she flashed by within a
paddle’s length of us, and 1 heard the
low bubible of water under her blade,
She paddled kneeling, Indlan fushion,
aud wag lessoning the hreach hetween
herselfl and the last canoe of the or-
derly line, which now swept on toward
the casino,

“That's the prettiest one of all
began Miss Pat, then ceased abruptly,
She bent forward, half  rising  and
gazing intently at the canoe. What she
saw and what 1 saw was Helen Hol-
brook plylng the paddle with practiced
stroke; and as she passed she glanced
aloft to make sure that her slender
mast of Hghts was unshaken:; and then
she was gone, her star twinkling upon
us bewllderingly. 1 walted for Miss
Pat to spenk, but she did not turn her
head until the canoe itself had van
ished and only its gliding star mavked
it from the starry sisterhood above,

An exclamation faltered on iy lips,

“It was—It was lke—It was—"'

“I belleve we had better go now,"”
sald Miss Pat, softly, and, [ thought, a
Hittle brokenly.

But we still followed the star with
our eyes, and we saw It gain the end
of the procession, sweep on at Its own
pace, past the casino, and then turn
abruptly and drive straight for Glen-
arm pler. It was now between us and
ovr own shore. It shone a moment
apainst our pler lights; the the star
and the falry lanterns beneath it van-
Ished one after another and the cunove
disappeared as ulterly asg though it
had never been.

I purposely steered a zigzag course
back to 8t. Agatha's, Since Helen had
scen At to pluy this trick upon her
dunt 1 wished to glve her ample time
to (spose of her cauoe and return to
the school. If wa had been struck by
a mere resemblance, why did the ca-
noest not go on to the casino and en-

"

to Imagine Gillespie & party to the es:
capade, but 1 could not fit him Into it
Meanwhile 1 babbled on with Miss
PPat.  Her plirases were, however, a
triflte «tiff and not o her nusanl man-
ner.

I walked with her from the
St Agatha's,

Sister Margaret, who had observed
the procession from an upper window,
threw open the door for us,

“"How is Helen?” asked Miss Pat at
onee,

“She ix very comlortable” replied
the sister. "I wenl up only a moment
ago to see if she wanted anything.”

Miss I'nt turned and gave me
hand In her pretty fashion.

"“Yon see, it could not have heen

pler to

her

it

was not—Helen, our eves decelvod
us!  Thank vou very much, Mr, Dono
van'!"

There was no mistuking her rellef;

she smiled upon me beamingly as |1

stood before at the dom

“Of course! On a fete night one
can never trust one’s eyes!™
“Hot it was all be wilderingly bheaun

tiful. You are
wiurd a poor
Donovan,
make  her
missed.”

I went back to the launelh  and
sought far and near npon the lake for
the eanoe with the single star, 1
wanted to see again the face that was
uplifted in the flood of colored light—
the head, the ereet shoulders, the
arms that drove the blade gso easily
and certainly; for {f it was not Helen
Holbrook it was her shadow that the
gods had sent to mock me upon the
face of the walers,

mosl compassionate to
old woman in exile, Mr
I must go up to Helen and
sorey for  all she hase

CHAPTER X1,

The Malancholy of Mr. Gillespie,

I laughed a moment ago when, In
looking over my notes of these affairs,
I marked the swift transition from
those peaceful days 1o others of re
newed sugpleions and sirange events,
I had begun to yleld myself to blan
dishments and 1o feel that there conld
be no Mirther Interruption of the idville
hours | was spending in Helen Hal
brook's company. 1 still maintained,
to be sure, the guard as it had been
established: and many pipes | smoked
on St. Agatha's pler, in the fond bellef
that 1 was merely fulfilling my office
us protector of Miss Pat, whereas 1
had veached a point where the very
walls that held Helen Holbrook were
of such stuff as dreams are made of,

The only Hugering blot In the bright

calendar of those days was her meet-
Ing with Glllespie on the pler. and the
fact that ghe had accepted money

from him for her rascally father. Rut
even this 1 excused, 1t was no easy
thing for a girl of her high spirits 10
be placed in a position of antagonlsm
to her own father: and as for Gilles:
pie, he was &t least a friend, abundant-
Iy able to help her In her dicult po.
#ition; and If, through his ald, she had
been abie to ger rid of her father, the
end had certainly justified the means.
I reasoned that an educated man of
good antecedents who was desperate
enough to attempt murder for profit
In this enlightened twentleth century
was cheaply got rid of at any price,
and It was extremely decent of Gilles-
ple—so I argued—io have taken him-
self away after providing the means
of the girl's release. [ persuaded my-
self elogquently on those lines while 1

Joy the fruits of her victory? I (rled | oxbhausted the resources of Glenarm

In providing entertalnment for both
ladiesg. There had been other break
fagts on the terrace at Glenarm, and
tea almost every day in the shadow of
St Agathi's, and one dinner of state
in the great Glenanrm dining room; bt
more blessed were those hours in
which we vode, Helen and 1, throngeh
the sunsct into dusk, or drove o ennoe
over the quiet Iake by night.,  Misa
Pat, 1 felt sure, in sooften leaving me
alone with Helen, was favoring my at
tentions; and thus the dave passed,

Hke bubbiles on flowing water

She was (n my thoughts as | rode
into Annanditle to post Bome letlors,
and 1 was about to remount at the
post-office door when | saw o erowd
gathered in front of the villnge Inn
and walked along the tee learn
the cause of I, And eanlmly
seated on w soap box was Gllleaple,
clad In amazing choeks, enguged n the
deloctablo occonpation of teaching
atray vilage mongrel to jump a stiek
The loungera secemed  highly enter:
talned, and testified their appreciation
In loud guffuws I watched the per
formance for severnl minutes, Gilles.
ple meanwhile laboring patiently with
the doll dog, until finally 1t leaped the
stick amid the applanse of the crowd.
Gillespie  patted the dog and  rose,
bowing with expggernted gravity,

“Gentlemen,” he gald, 1 thank yvou
for vour kind attention. Lot my slght
success with that poor cur teach you

wlyeet
there,

the lesson that we may turn thy Idlest
moment 1o some noble use. The edu
cation of the lower animals I8 some

thing to which too lttle attention Is
piadd by those who, through the jiro.
cegies of evolutlon, have tisen to a
higher species, | am grateful, gentle
men, for your forbearance, and trust
we may meet again under elreums-
stances more creditable to us all—in-
cluding the dog”

The crowd turned
while Glllesple,
for hig pipe,
winked,

“Ah, Donovan,” he sald, coolly, “and
80 you were among the admiring spec
tutora. I hope you have formed a high
opinion of my skill as a dog tralner
Once, T would have you know, 1 taught
a Plymouth Rock rooster to turn a
summersault, Are you quite alone?"”

“You seem to he as big a fool as
ever!™ 1 grumbled in disgust, vexed
at finding hiw in the neighborhood.

“Gallantly spuken, my dear fellow!
You are an honor to the Irigh race and
mankind, Our meeting, however, is
not inopportune, as they sa® in books;
und 1 would have speech with you,
gentle knlght,  The inn, though hum-
ble, is still not without decent com-
forts.  Will you honor me?"

He turned abruptly and led the way
through the oflice and up the stalrway,
babbling nonsense less for my enter-
tainment, T imagined, the far the be
fuditleonent of the landlord, who leaned
heavily  upon  his  scant desk and
witeled our ascent

He opencd a door and Hghted sev
eral ofl lamps, which digeloged three
connecting rooms,

“You see, 1 got tired of living in the
woods, and the farmer 1 boarded with
did not understund my complex char
acter,  The absurd fellow thought me
Iinsane—ean you Imagine 17"

“It's n plty he didn’t turn yon aver
to the sheriff,” T growled.

“Generously spoken!  But | came
here and hired most of this tnn to be
near the telograph office.  Though as
big a fool as you care to call me |1
nevertheless look to my buttong  The
hook-and-«ye people are formidable
competitors, and the bution may in
timo becomwe obsolete—stranger things
have happened. 1 keep in toueh with
our main ofMiee, and when 1 don't feel
very good | fire somebody. Only this
morning [ bounced our general man
uger by wlve for sending me a letier
in purple typewriting; 1 had warned
him, you understand, that he was to
write to me in black, But it was only
a matter of time with that fellow, He
entersd o bull pup seainst mine in the
Westchester bench show last spring
and took the ribbon awny from me, |
renlly conldn’t stand for that. In splie
of myv glassy splash in the asparagus
bed, I'm & man who looks to his dig
nity, Donovan. Will you smoke?"

I lighted my pipe and enconraged
him to go on

awny mystified,
feeling in his pocket
caught my eve and

“"How long have vou been in this
buke.oven 7"
“I moved in thix morning—you're

my first pilgrim I have spent the
long hot day in getting settled, 1 had
to throw out the furniture and buy
new staff of the local emporium,
where, It depressed me to learn, furnt
ture for the dead Is supplied even uas
for the living, That chalr, which 1
beg you to accept, stood next in the
ghop 1o n coffin sultable for a carcass
of about your bhulld, old man. But
don't let the suggesilon annoy you! |
read your book on tiger hunting & few
years ago with pleasure, and I'm gure
yon enjoy a charmed lfe,
ITO BE CONTINUEIL.)

Surely the Limit,

“Bome kinds of dishonesty are al
most unbellevable,” says the Philoso-
pher of Folly. “Cheating at solitajre
Is a common form. Hut 1 know & man
who gives himself short change at his
own store.”
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WOULDN'T MAKE ANY TROUBLE |

Mrs. Betsey Baxter a Type of Visitor
Many of Us Have Been Called
on to Entertain.

BITTER DISAPPOINTMENT.

“La, now, Miss Doolittle, don't yon
go to a mite o tronble on my acount,”

gnld Mra. Hetsy Baxter when she ar
rived unexpectedly for dinner ot the
home of Mrs, Dorear Doolittle “You

know that U'm o perron for whom you

L;l:ltl'l-\jr'.!.F,l'\v .llm.\ll‘;l}u"a-\I'rul|f1‘!:tl1::”:l'l"‘1 Kind Lady—It must Le hard tofind
: wefore me anvihing yon hapy that you have inherited a taste  f{or
have (o the house, I yon Just fry o boetatoak

chicken sanie as yon would for }'lll1r| Sandy Plkes=—Yeou, mam; oapecinlly

nwn folks, an'
ton bigenits

ke
that ne one

Wi nopn o' your

. when yer find dat yer haven't inherits
ean bent, an

ed de beoefsteak.

open noglass o your el careant jelly,
an’ have adish of your quinee presc b gaiawing an 1lustrious Example.
perves, nan' osome o that

povnd eake [ "My dear,” announced Mr. Ad e

nllos have In your cake jar witdd, 1 propose to donate you $15, tn
you do that, an® haye some pipin® hot |, applicd to the purchage of one of
[ apple fritters, with "hot maple syrup | ipoee new, topsy -turvy, wicker-basket
[ fo go with “em, an® gome oF your goomd |y e
voffes an® any vegetubleg von ll:'a[lp--tl She  looked up ot him, very much
to hiave In the house, T Hke sweel pos | oaned gt the sudden outbreak  of
toes the wiy you binke “em mightily, | oonorosity.
but, In, jurt have anyvihing else you “On condition youn ralse an  equal
happen to have. Pmoone that expeets | oaannt out of the ten cents o week
an' 18 willin® to eat what's set hiefore | pln woney regularly allowed you,” fin
me, an’ no questions asked nor 1t | oo sie Herewad mugnunimously . —
found when 1 go visitin. So don't | joa0,
vou put yourself ont a mite for mo, |
I you huve what Uve mentioned an’ | Gave Himself Away.
anything else you want to have Il “"l “MichaeL” [amilinrily inquired the
satiafled. 1 ain't one that cares very | syyployer, thinking he had seen his
mnch about what 1 eat, anyhow Aa | omploye enreving one of the bannoers
the sayin® Is, ‘any old thing” will do | 4 the St Patrick's purade of the day
for me"—Puck | previous, in which procession  the

N
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Irishiman had lald off work to mareh,
“didn't 1 see you earrying something
I in the parmde vesterdoay 7

A Nasty Dig.

“As nasty o dig ax 1 oever adminis

tered in my newspaper enreer in Vir ekt :

- ; “Ylu,' fraltt Mic o, ]
ginda City,"” sald Mark Twaln, "“was di . \ ,‘[’” AL "l lichael blushing
rectod against a man named  For scarlet, “but OF had no suspiclion me

- : 2 bottle made me hip pocket sh'tick out
gUHOND st

S . s0 much! Hlustratod Sonday Mog
“erguson, at Christinns  time, In azlne

vited mie to sec
given his wifle,

the presents he had
They were magnificent

George Refrained.

gifts. The man expected, of course, a “George declared he would kisa the
write-up. firgt wonan that passed under the
“Well, he wasn't digsappointed. The | mistletoe, and  she  was the colored
next day, in a prominent place on the | cook”
first page of the Enterprise, 1 ingerted | "Did George Kiss her?”
this paragraph: “"Kisg her! | guess not.  Nobody
“:lohn M. Ferguson's Chrietmas | dares to take any liberties with the
gifts to his wife are belng much ad. | cook”
widred. They Inclnde a diamond stom : il E
peher and many other beautiful spect- ‘”P‘}"’l \:::;lln1-;;.'-:»':"].:::- ;::hl?‘.’....li“..].Ilnf::i
mens of cut glss." " you have, A little dose of Hamline Wiz
—_ - ard il will chuse away a colicky pain
Rich Territory Opened up. in the stomach hike magie.
The development of the Brazilian
Amazon valley must in time amount The Stuff That Kills.
to untold wealth, In the states of Mrs Benham-—[Isn't my dresa a
Para and the Amazonas and the fed. | poem?
eral territory of Acre there are near Benham—Poetry will be the death
the water's edge 10,000,000 rubber. | ©OF 10€
bearing trees of the Hevea variety. ! Pettit's Eye Batvé for O\;er 100 Years

These trees If properly tapped  will | s been ased for congestod and inflamad

live indefinitely and steadily Increase | eves, removes filin or senm over Che o

thele yield, The state of Parn ls con: | Al druggisteor Howard Brox., Buffalo, Ny‘l

% ¥ 'OXaE, an vh |

slderably larger than Texas, and much | Once there was & cook who stayed
| in one place for more than months.

of It will grow excellent cotton.
The Worst of It. | She was In a hospital, paralyzed,
“Oh, she's awful,  Whenever nho| =L
tries ln ging a song she simply wmur |
ders it
“But that's not the worst of it II’
she'd  ounly  murder is outright |
wouldn't mind, but she tortures it so |
tong "

All Tired Out, |
vou feel dull, oceasionally n:)l of
Huyidiehes  and  Dnazlng e l‘f U]
#oelther with vour stomaeh -»: \- I
ver, Tho sole, sure and casy wiay L 1
ridd of cither troubile 18 to tike NATL l;f ‘i
RIEMEDY, Take an NR Tabler o nigghit
bt owil) swecten the stomael sl resilinte
the liver, Khidpevs ainl bowels Flasy -sure
to aet, Gt o owe Bax, The A, H, Loewis
Miicine Co,, S Lauls, Mo

Tw
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Pa's Sleepy Day.
“'a, what do you go to ehureh for?”
“Why-—or—ta lsten to the sermon, '
of courae.”
“That's what 1
heat i "ennse

can't

YOUR IDEAS. 1 hu-y may bmm

p‘TE. wenlth, G-page Hook Froe ‘me

Fitegernld & Co Pat Attys Nox K. W u-lllmh-n (LXS)

go for, but |

N Bookand Advice FH lfl" ﬂnq
you breathe so heavy Wi

Venwich & Lanronee,
Il Ent. 4 5 ra. Bost n

In Demand.
“That's n very popualar man.”
“Yeu: he'll Hsten to the detalls of
your summer trip without insisting on

pe BIE aitlietedd with o
telling yon about his own.” . .
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'The Kind You Have
Always Bought

Thompson’s Eye Water
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ALCOHOL=3 PER CENT
AVegetable Preparation forAs -
similating the Food and Regula-
ting the Stomachs and Bowels of

Promotes Digestion Cheerful-

ness and Rest Contains neither

Opium Morphine nor Mineral

NOT NARCOTIC

Recipe of Olcd Dr SANUEL TUTER
Fumpkin Soad «

Alx Sonna =
A Sally «
Alll’ J“‘ .

( uduuh.!oin
t Clotiod Sug
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Aperfect Remedy for Conslipa-
lion, Sour Stomach, Diarrhoea,
Worms Convulsions Feverish-
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP

Fac Simile Signature of For uvar
G Th irly Ya ars

Es ASTORIA

Atb months old
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