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“Come for our congratulations™
thonght Kitty., [t was strange how
cold her heart felt: but she put on a
an's yowour, and hial & =mile all
and dried. Why nat?

woitg 10 be married - Ieeans
bl ¢lected 1o tuke the pluce she hacd
Telused ? But here cominon sense came
in with her eold warning, “Xonsease!
when he's married. adien to kindly
have cust away a good
iness,”

ok hunds with  the
wliler Lady, 1 with Kitty, Mudame
ulways hiel as le amil warim welea
fur hi “You have been out riding
=l

He e

1l his
; red,
Madame

exn; 1 met Lord Eaniskean
caughter.” Kitty gat furic
and hatedd heeself for if,
tooked sharply ar her,

Al 1 oealledd at the post office for
my own letters, amd browgrht some on
for 1. us you dent get afierncon
post he
because | luve the man,
suke nf his house™

*Well, well, *tis harl to pleaxe vou.
He's ak goad as gold. and a geatleman,
and though hie has=n't ancestars—why,
has wit amd sense. and a
Hut there is no use in eryving
spilt milks awd spilt it is. | hear

s going o e arried.”

LF Kitty was reit before, she was
white naw. ey eves fell before Mad-
ame’s keen look. s he?  Good luck
fa him!™ she said in o very gay tone,
which abid not deceive Madame,

Bo they = Oh. Lord Enniskean
ix 1 tvlever mnn!  He knew what he
war uhaut when he asked Mre Haymond
to rhe enafle, anid oused to send him
wnt ridling with one  of  those red-
Nukred chinusy girls: aml they =ay he's
aking the eltlest, e hasn't a4 pe
wnl she’s thirty =he's w day!

It wus a fine day, and the sun chme
steopely in— perhaps that was the rea-
son why Kilty turned away from the

not for the

witnilows: perhaps it was because at
that very moment Mr Bayvinond was
seen viding up to the door,

sgid Mad-
he expect-
was one for
ond handed

“Thank you, thank you
wme; but Kitty was silent
vl no lette yvet there
1 one that ticorge lHay
her,

With o little ery she apensd the en-
wlope. “Desmond.”™ she said.  “He's
wnel weli Tive and well!™

The letter was from Amesica: and
it was the key o the mystery of Des-
mond’s dirgppeirinee, 1t okl how he
Wad conue upon the dead bady of Jem-
my an  wheo veturning fram
shizating. e hutd seen or iessed that
hat caused  hix

] ot wonnd
death nd as the weapan was oot {o

e atl onee feared fhat athers
1 guilty af the man's
death,  Hastening hoare unseen, he
bual, in an agony af terrar epbacesd
hix awn in its nsual corner, aml
stare of maney in
1 left his

e e
mipht think hi

win

tiew, e reached Liverpoul: there he
1l that sua nttached o
il 1hat vroner’s verdict—

an upen one—wounld not render him

safe. He ok a berth in an ocean-
bonnd stenn aml had hil & goad
passnwe o New York, While there
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he had read in an Irish puper the eir-

cumstance of the finding of the gun,
and. of course, he saw that James Rul-
livan's death wax thus accounted for.
1le wax gaing “up couniry,” und gave
only o kkelchy plan af his possible fu-
ture,

“Tell my futher,” he wrote—he did
not know that the aummer leaves were
waving over the ald mung grave io
the churchyard.

Kitty atole aut of the room to pe-
read her letter—to ery over it, too. Des-
momt was alive, to be sure. but was
lont to her. America seemed almost
another world, She wandersd down
the garden-paths sadly enocugrin.  Relief
and pain mingled in her heari.

*1 am a fool to ery when 1 know
Desmond js alive,” she said ta herself;
but still ber tears fell heavily. The
picture seemed very gloomy. To be
sure she hud g home, and Madiune was
very good and kind, but the dear ald
home, and the careless, happy dnys
of the past cameé back to her pain-
fully.

A step on the gravel. She dricd her
eyes nmd lurned round. with a smile
on her lips that was rather uncertain
and tremulous. “Ditd not 1 bring you
gomd news? [t wasx Mr, Haymand;
his fauce was lit oup with pleasant
simile.

“Very good; | am very happy.” He
looked dawn at her, perhaps think-
ingr that she did not speak the truth.

=1 am happy toa,” he said, *and very
wlnd that 1 whould have been the one
tn bring it to yon”

She waus silent, and he said, *f came
alant something else”

“Nuw i% the time to congratulate
him.” she thought, and with a desper-
ate effort she =aid. *To tell ns come
news, [ suppose!

~Well, perhups. Can you giess i€2"

] think 1 cun- -that you are going
to be married™; “and to an ugly old
painted creature too,” she_ thonght.
Lt =he wisely did not say it.

“Well, yes—L hope so— -

=1 hape yon will be happy, very
happy.” She managed fo loock l!mwl_y
up. aml there were uo tears in her
frigrht eves. This time she was speak-
ing the truth.

*If 1 marery

- | shall Le,” he said.
waAnd when is it to be” What could
he mean by that “if"”

“yan eun answer that  guestion.
Come Kitty, best and sweefext Kitty.
vou know yow're the only creature in
the world 1 ever loved, the only one 1 d

ATy, Dan’t send me away this

Madsme waited awhile  that  sum-
mer's day all alone. “1f he asks her
now, will she refuse him ugnin‘.‘. 1
think not. The little gonse likes him
better than she thinks.”

When Kitty came in, Madame's

doubts and fears were set. at rest. He
has gone,” said the girl, “but he’'s to
come here to-morrow, and—""
“You nexdn't tell me another word,”
saitdl Madame. “Bless you, child, any-
one with half an eye could see what
he had eome for.”

N0 you see, after all, that Kitiy was
tu come back ta Ballybrophy, and to
reign there as misiress.

('The End.)

PR FRPER R SRR R ERPRE SRR P EF IR

A JOURNALIST

MR, ALEX. MCMLNN, JOURNALIST,
Masterion, Wairarapa, wiites i
must say I lind Dr. Tibl
ol and it suils me b
the wawe of which I h.
1 hAnd the cfiect beoehclat

wd dearce. L shall not reluca 1o

of lea any more. Today, #or

. v t at 7.30 a.m., and

4 - 5 of wark %

nner till nearly

8 Sut 1 fell the

Vi-Cneoa, whil had

kiass, wnd 1 was appreciably less

k wl lhan nsnal under ahailar clr-

on.

Can be Tested Free.

Write fur Tiabnl: Sapiple Tin (a post cand
nlion thia paper.

wl | oy, bl

DR- TIRRLES' YI-COCOA Ltd..
269 George St., Sydmey,

Baturday, September 1, 1900,

Cepyright Biory.

THE DERELICT.

By ALEC G. PEARSON
(Author wf “The Phaotom Destroyer,” cte,}
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It was on the fourteenth ilay out
from Wellington, New Zealand, when
we  were about one hundred and
cighty miles td the wouthward of
Cupe Horn that we fell in with the
derelict ship,

She was rolling lazily in the trough
of the sea, & buattered, disreputable
looking hulk, time-worn and weather-
beaten. A eraft of an old-fashioned
type with sguare stern and  bluf?
bowa, she looked as though she had
been afloat for half & century at
least,

Her name, still faintly to Be read
on the scarred timbers of her stern,
was the “HResolution.” That is all we
learnt. aboul her from personal obser-
vation; for the fact that her hold
wns halt full of water and her cabin
smelt of many dead things, precluded
the possibility of # thorough examina-
tion,

But on board of her we discevered
the humam derelict. He was lying
in a heap, in the galley on the upper
deck, and at first we thought it was
a mere bundle of furs and clothing.
A closer serutiny, however, revealed
the fact that within the bundle was
a mun ‘FThere was a flicker of life
in ‘him- -mo more, "

As tenderly as we possibly  could
we ¢arried him to the gungway anild
lowered him into the boat. 1ie pre-
sented a strangely pitifnl appearance,
angdl wns even more of a wreck than

the =hip. Clad in an indeseribable
garment, inade up of ragged furs,
aml odds aml ends of the rough

clothing usually worn by whalemen,
lean uned wrinkled, with long and mat-
ted hair and beard, be was a verituble
searecTow, The mere apparition of
man, Hix eyes were wide open. bhut
he did not appesr to be conscious of
anybody's presence.

As moon us we got back to our ves-
sel we banded him over 10 the care
of the doctor, who <eemed to think
he was ruther a hopeless case.

“Pull him reand if you can,”™ said
the skipper. I should like fo heur
haw it came that he was drifting
abont alome in that nld hulk; which
Ly the way,” he uadded, gazi
thoughtfully towards the derelict, “'is
A danger to navigation.”

“Bhe  won't  float many  hours
longer,” =said the mate, who hasl been
in ¢harge of the boat that visited
her; “in faet 1 -was half afraid she
would go down by the run while we
were aboard of her””

“In that cnse,” observed the skip-
per, us he jummed the engine mom
telegraph down to full speed abeadl.
“I will let her slide”

There was only one other passenpger
on board the Patagonia beside myself
— a colonial numed Holroyd —and as
we were bouwmd direct to IRlin Janeiro,
calling at no interinedinte port, the
voyuge seemned likely 1o prove a ra-
ther nwninteresting one. Not but whay
Holroyd wuas a pleasant  companion,
and we ot ou very well together, Lut
I think we both hailed with satisfac-
tion the doctor’s annooncement a
couple of days later, that his patient
waxs suftiviently recoversd to come and
spemd an hour with us in the saloon,

We half led. half carried him from

his berth, and sat him down on the
after lockers. He blinked his eyes
in the lamplight, and gnzed rouml
nt ns with a sort of bewilidered ex-
pres n.
“He husn't spoken a word  yet”
whispered the doctor; “and 1 didn™t
enconrage him to do so, for 1 wantel
him to keep his ktrength wnlit the
rigght moment arrived. But we must
have his story to-night, it we are o
heur it at all. 1 shan’t be able to keep
him alive nnother twenty-four hours
—he ix all to pieces.”

“But surely, as he hus improved so
moeh,* 1 s, “there ix ome hope of
Lix entire recovery.”

“None.” replied the doctor, “It is
merely the last Hicker of the dying
vandle; that js ul

Holroyd was sitting by lik sitle en-
deavouring to et him to wny some-
thing.

“Are you A countrymian of oury,”
he axked. *An Englishmuan ™

A gleam of intelligence came fnto
the poor fellow's eyves, nud he nodded
hin head twice,

“That ir all right.” cominned Hol-
nyd. “Now try and veeall some -
cident of your life, We want to
know wha yon nre™

The stranger looked from one to the
other of ux with an expreszion that
was pitiful in hiz eager longing to give
uiterance to some hall formed idees.
Memory and thought were evidently
quickening to life again in his brain.

“Can you tell us your name?"

“My name,” he said, speaking slow-
Iy and with difficulty, like a child
learning to talk. “is—James—Wilson,™
“James Wilson,” replied Holroyd
Go on, ol fellow, but think slowly.”
There was 8 pause of expectancy
while 1the human derelict sat motion-
less, gazing into vacancy, Then aud-
denly he turned to me and asked:

“What—year—is— thia?”

| toid him.

"t thought perhaps it was-—a frighi-
ful dream.” he mutiered. “Hnot it was
reality. Bix years—my God—six
years!”

He stopped abruptly and covered his
face with his hands. Holroyd poared
out & glus of wine and gave it to him.

“Irink this, old fellow,” he said.
“amcd then try and feM ws what has
happened to you.”

The wine sermed to do him good.
and he brighteved up a bit.

“Um the 2iih December— six years
ago,” .he said, “we spiled from  Ade-
aile in the Eulerprise on an explor-
ing expedition in the Antarctic re-
gions. The captain’™s nume—was—
Cleveland,”

“1 remember it,” 1 exclaimed. “T was
in Adfelaile when the vessel sailed.”

The derelict fixed his lustreless eyes
oo me and said, “I was chief officer
of the Enterprise.”

“Good God ! exclaiwed Holroyd.

“lul neither the Enterprise nor any
member of the expedition was ever
heard of again” put in the docior.
“What has become of them™”

*“I will tefl you all T know,” he said.
“Let e think.”

We gove him a little more wine and
propped him np more comfertably
with some pillows. Then, with mnnky
#asps and pauses, and with some ln-].p
from ns when he was fishing for words
with which to express himsel, he told
s the following remarkahle story;

“Afrer leaving Adelaidde we gteered
for Kerguelen Island, which we reach-
ed on the I7Tth of Jaunary. Here we
mnded some seal fishers and  their
stores, and proveeded on our voyage
next day. '

“On the 237d of the month we made
ent come high land on the starboard
lanw,  (ur observations showed us
we were in 67dep Jusec S, and I
think 8ideg E., 80 it rmust have been
Kemp Land, which was partially ex-
plored by Biscoe, in 1833, and since
then I belicve hus never been visited.
There was open water before us and
we coasted along this desolate shore,
xteeting 5. by K., for one hnndred and
eighry miles, The sea in that reginn
had never before been known to he so
clear of ice.

“The Hne of const terminated in a
bold headlund, and then trended sharp-
v to the west, We were uwnable tn
follow it, however, on acconnt of the
grantity of snmmer jee that had forn-
el in that particular direction. As
there was land risible to the south, and
tlso the samnits of a choin of monn-
taing just showing above the horizon
to the west. it is probable that we
]\n;-rr- wkirting the mouth of a vast in-
et, N

“The water, however, was olear {n
the sonthward, sn we pushed on, ‘with
the Ll slways visible on our styr-

board until on the Jid of March
we ot in among a lot of drift ice.
Throw this we attempted to foree
our v . but we made wenreely uny

progress, and three dnys later we were
beset in the pock. It wis with the
grenteat dithenlry that we mamnged
to warp onr ghip into a wkmall iniet,
which Uleveland determined to make
his winter quarters. We were then in
Tideg 8. and tideg 30min K.

*Ax 2001 0a the ship was rafely moor-
el we staited to explore this desolnte
lamd, which no living man had ever
¥et set fool uwpon, or even ween. Tt
war a willd and inhoupltable country
with litile sign of vegetation, and none




