
•I would not tell you if I knew.”
“I could hardly expect you to do so.”
He paused a moment, then resumed

reflectively.
“It is unlucky the boy should inherit

his father’s tendencies. I believe Mr

Arnold also ”

“The dead,” she interrupted, “are be-

yond criticism.”

“They are fortunate, Mrs Arnold, and
often to be envied.”

For some minutes they sat in silence;
then the man spoke as though the words

broke from him against his will.
“The young fool!” he cried—“the

young fool! How could he be so stupid ?”
“He was poor, you know,” the mother

made the statement calmly; “he saw

things and wanted them. And he was

headstrong and self-willed; he would not

be advised.”

The Autocrat smiled rather grimly.
“A Dangerfield characteristic,” he said.

“I once knew a girl who would not be

advised. Well, she made her own bed.”
“And has lain in it without com-

plaint,” supplemented Mrs Arnold.

He was looking at the portraits now.

“They are both dead,” he said; “had
you heard?”

“I know.”

“Your brother”—he hesitated a mo-

ment—“Your brother Richard lives on

the old place. He never married.”

“I know,” she said again.
“He wants you to come home—he told

me so. He is willing to forget. He said

he had looked for you.”
“I did not want to be found. We

managed to be live—the boy and I.”
“Yes, with his salary. But now?”
He rose and approached her, but she

shrank instinctively.
“Oh, I know you don’t like me,” he

said; “you never did, for that matter;
and, to do you justice, you never con-

cealed how you felt. Many other people
seem to feel the same way. Believe me,

I sympathise with you—that letter yes-
terday was probably the bitterest mo-

ment of your life. I understood.”

“One of them,” she said. “I have had

many bitter moments, Peter.”
Not many people called the Autocrat

by his Christian name, but it fell quite
simply from her lips; she was, indeed,
unaware she had used it.

The room had grown dark, and he took
a silver case from his pocket, selected a

match, and struck it with the precision
that characterised his smallest act.

“Allow me,” he remarked, and lighted
the gas.

Mrs Arnold turned her head aside, as

though preferring the shadow, and spoke
slowly.

“You are married?”
“Yes.”
“You have a son, perhaps?”
“No; he died in childhood.”

“Then I am, after all, richer than you,
for my boy lived.”

She spoke as though this son were still

an enviable possession, and he looked at
her with incredulous wonder. Even a

great financier can scarcely comprehend
the depth of mother-love.

“I wrote to you and asked you to be

merciful,” she said, “although he told me

you never forgave an injury. But still I

wrote, because, you see, he did not know

very much about the past. I never told

him how well we knew each other years

ago. I thought, perhaps, when you knew

he was my son—all I have left to make

life endurable—you might ”

For the first time her voice trembled,
and she paused abruptly.

“Mr Rutherford,” she resumed with
quiet dignity, “since you have chosen to

disregard my appeal, may I ask why you
are here to-night?”

The Autocrat took an envelope from

his pocket and laid it on the table.

“I came to bring the boy his ticket

West,” he said.
“His—ticket—West?”
“Certainly. I know he is still in town,

because”—the corners of his mouth
twitched a little—“the young idiot came

back to the office tjiis afternoon. I saw

him talking to my stenographer; no

doubt they reviled me together.”
“I don’t understand.”

“I will try and; i explain. I did not

know he was your son until I got your

letter; but I had noticed him at his desk.
He was an abominably poor clerk, and I

have often been on the point of having
him dismissed. I did not understand

why I kept him, but now I know.”
She was listening intently, her hands

clasped until the veins stood out like

cords.

“After this, of cdnrse, he must go; I

cannot keep him longer in my office. You
could not expect it.”

“No,” she acquiesced, “I could not;”
“So I wrote- to you as an object-lesson

to the rest of the foree. I knew they
would hear of the letter.”

“But,” she began, “why should you—"
“Wait,’’ he interrupted, “there are cer-

tain conditions to be met. If, as seema

to be the case, the boy has inherited his
father’s propensity—l am sorry, but I
must speak plainly.”

“Go on.”

“Then the city is no place for him.
But if, having stumbled once, he will be
careful to walk straight in future—well,
I have a ranch in Dakota, and he may
go there and begin again. There is room

to breathe and promotion for honest
work, and this story will not shadow

him. I have written to my foreman; his

ticket, with full directions and some-

thing to begin on, are in this envelope.
He shall have a chance, but the rest de-

pends upon himself. I should advise him
to start at once.”

She sat speechless, staring at him with

eyes now misty with tears, but bright-
ened by slowly dawning hope. The Auto-
crat rose and felt for his hat.

“I think that is all,” he remarked.

“Peter!” The word was scarcely aud-
ible.

"Yes?”
"Don’t go; I want to talk to you. I’d

like to thank you, but I can’t. It’s too

big—too vital a thing fur me to talk

about. I had steeled myself to bear it

all as I had done once before—the dis-

grace, the poverty, the blighting of his

life. Ah, he is so young, so pitifully
young. I think I went dowa ! ato hell
last night before I wrote to you, and

drained the dregs of bitterness, as you
realised. And now * Oh, Peter, I’d

like to thank you. I’d like to ask you
to forgive me for the injustice I’ve done

you—for the past as well as the present.
Oh, the past, the past! And the days
and nights of repentance—the long days
and endless nights!”

“Don’t,” he interrupted, “don't.” But

Mrs Arnold had more to say.
“It was you who sent that unsigned

telegram yesterday ?”
“Yes.”
“Did you know then who he was?”
“No.”

“Then why did you send it?”
He fingered his hat-brim with a guilty

air, obviously ill at ease.

“I don’t know,” he said; “do you ?”
She laid her hand in his. It was a

little hand, finely shaped and delicate,
though it was wrinkled now,

and showed its years of usefulness. It
trembled a little as it lay there, and his

heavy eyebrows met with the contraction
of his forehead as he watched it.

“Ah, yes,” she said, “I know. After
sixty years, at last I know you, Peter
Rutherford. You sent that telegram be-

cause
”

“Sallie,” he interrupted, “you’d better
begin to pack up. Your brother will be
here to-night; 1 talked to him over the

long-distance to-day. This is no sort of a

place for a Dangerfield to live.”

Miss Emory laid her finished letters
upon the desk and touched the top one in

mute interrogation.
“Well?” inquired the Autocrat.
“This one,” she said, “this letter to Mrs

Arnold. Will you send it?”
“Why not ?”
“I thought perhaps”—she hesitated,

uncertain how to proceed—“perhaps, af-

ter- thinking it over, you might decide

not to send it.”
“I think my letters over before I write

them, Miss Emory.”
He dipped his pen in the ink and she

watched the formation of the firm, leg-
ible signature in silence. It almost seem-

ed to her as though she, too, were in

some way at fault—as though she were

responsible for the words she had written

with such unwilling fingers. The muscles
of her throat tightened and a sense of

her own impotence clutched her like a

viee. The Autocrat, .glancing at her,
read her opinion in her eyes.

"I have no sympathy for criminals,”
he remarked, as he blotted the paper,
“Please see that this is mailed at once.”

(End.)

BUCOLIC BUT CRUSHING.

A Lancashire lad went into a post-
office and asked for a penny stamp.
"Next counter,” said the clerk briskly;
“can’t you read? Look at the labels.”
The lad did not answer. He went to the

counter indicated, on which was the leg-
end “postage stamps,” and bought one.

Then he affixed it to the letter and went

back to the clerk he had at first ad-
dressed. That individual was checking
postal orders. When he had reached
the end of the bundle he looked up.

“Well?” he asked. "If I post this to-

night,” inquired the lad, "will it get
to Bolton to-morrow morning?” Certain-

ly it will.” "Well, then,” replied the

lad, “thou’s a liar, it won't, for it’s go-
ing to Sheffield.” And he withdrew,
leaving the clerk looking after him in
speechless amazement.

FROOTOIBS
CURE

HEADACHE, INDIGESTION, CONSTIPATION

and BILIOUSNESS.
The Immense number of orders for FROOTOIDS sent by post direct to the Proprietor Is

convincing proof that the Public appreciate their splendid curing power. They cure

quickly, are elegant in appearance, and pleasant to take.

“I am writing to you to express my thanks “ Please forward me another bottle of Froo-
forthe Frootoids which I received from you some toids. The other bottle I got gave great satisfac-
time ago. My mother, who was a great sufferer tion, as my husband had been suffering from

from Headache and BiliousAttacks for many years, Constipation for a long time and nothlngdid him

has been taking them, and has found complete any good until he took your Frootoids. He says
relief from them.” he now feels that he is quite a different man.”

L. PATCH, Pelican Creek, Corakl, N.S.W. J. LONERGAN, Yielima, Victoria,

,
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“For about three years I have been a great
Kindly send by return post two separata

sufferer from Nervous Depression caused by a

bottles of Frootoids for Indigestion, &c. I got a constipated state of the Bowels. I sent to you for
bottle from you before, and am pleased to say a b Otti e O f Frootoids, which I duly received, and
they have done me good. am p | easeC| to say that they have worked a

E. PIKE, “ Myrtle Cottage,” Manildra, N.S.W. wonderful change in me—in fact, I feel as if I am

getting a new lease of life, and will be glad to

“Your ‘Frootoids’ is the only medicine I recommend them to any of my friends.”

have ever found to do me any good for Biliousness T. CRESSEY, Ahaura, West Coast, N.Z.
and Indigestion. One dose gives relief.”

“ Please send me three bottles of Frootoids.
•' H. SLEEP, Lochiel, S.A. | took two doses from the last bottle, and gave the

balance away to some friends, and they are of the
“ Enclosed please find 3/- for two bottles of same opinion that I am—that 1 Frootoids’ are a very

Frootoids for Indigestion. I got some from you good medicine.”
two months ago, and found them very good.” A. B. PEDEN, Glenmaggie, Victoria.

HENRY MA£>i_G!,, Childers, Isis, Queensland. “Many thanks for forwarding the Frootoids.
I took a dose of them at night, and by the morning

“Will you please forward another bottle of they had removed all trace of headache. It was

Frootoids? They have relieved me of my Head- quite a relief to get rid of it so speedily. lam feel-
aches. You can use my name at any time as a Ing splendid now.”

testimonial for the benefit of others.”
M . m'CALLUM, 65 Cunningham Road,

F. J. CHUBB, Moe, Glppsland, Victoria. TOORAK.

For sale by leading Chemists and Storekeepers. Retail price, 16. If your Chemist or

Storekeeper has not got them, ask him to get them for you. If not obtainable locally,
send direct to the Proprietor, W. G. Hearne, Chemist, Geelong, Victoria.

N.Z. BRANCH OFFICE, 11, FIRST FLOOR, HUME’S BUILDING*. WELLINGTON.

NOTICE.—The materials In FROOTOIDS are of the VERY BEST QUALITY and consist,

amongst other ingredients, of the active principle of each of FIVE different MEDICAL FRUITS
and ROOTS, so combined and proportioned in a particular way that a far BETTER to < t is
obtained than from an ordinary aperient.
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