wotomatic revolver was Amerfcan. But
the man himaclf, by the cast of his fea-
tures, his eolouring, the texture of his
#kin, a certain wistfulness in the linea
of his mouth,: Dubofl dealded to he Slavie,
He guessed himtobea fellow Russian;
mod his exile heart went oul Lo the un-
gonscivus face on his pillow. -

‘When at last the stranger awoke it
was to an ohstimate silence, npparently

-.k0 no more than a semi-unconsciousness.
Duboff spoke to him in Englizh, ¥Fremch,
German, Norwegian, Pulivh and lastly

- Russian,- but obtained not e¢ much as
the flicker of an eyelid to ehow that he
‘munderstood. From this state of collapae,
80 ualike the indooxtable force which he
had displuyed on the day of the wreck,

, ¢he stranger passed into a violent poeu-

. mmonia, which bade fair to do what storm
and purge had so sigmally failed to ac-

- womplish, .

For days he hung between life and
death, as precuriousiy balanced there in
the guarded quiet of the doctof’s room,
‘.m% on the reeling fragment of wreck,
amid the thunder of the hurricane, But
Eleepless care and devotion putled him
through. There was Duboif's oy to
help iim in the strupgle—a vigilant and
- Rbhoughtful watcher biy the bedside. There
wwas Duboff’s old housekeeper, Mrs, Mc-
“Aiarrigle, to take her turn at the task.
And Dubofl wrestled with death for bim
ma hie himself had wrestied with the
‘Burges for the siricken sailor.:
There came a morning when the sick
iman ‘opencd smne, dinquiring eyes, and
starad “aboul the “elean, homely Little
room with its one window wide opea to
- bhe sharp sea nir.- They were deep-set
eyes, melancholy and visionary. - For
© Bome. minutes they were obviously
. puzied, a3 if heir owner could not
- make osl how he came 4o ba in these
-. wurroundings. . The unplastered walls,
- degorated with printa from ilustrated
. journals, the sturdy eerviceable furni-
ture, mest of it obviously home made,
the spotless conrse linen, the bright cov-
erlet of patchwork, all were seratinised
in turn. And then the low ceiling, of
Right, elean spruce, traversed by sawn
and planed scanthimzs. At lagé memory
came back into the questioning eyes, and
he man realised that he must be in aome
remote fishing village of the Labrador
. Eoazt, Laboriouwsly, Btep by siep, ha
greped his way through the siorm, the
wreck, the despernte struggle, up to tue
moment when he had let himself drop
with dis burden from {he Bloping mmst,
and beed grasped, in the suffocating vor-
#ex of those preat surges, by some
strong swimmer who lad come miracu-
Jously to save him. He 'was very brave,

- Rhat man, he thought. -

" The door opened. A short, broad-built
old  womau in blue-grey  homespun
stepped softly but briskly into the room
and approached the Ledside with a cup
Bnd spoon in her hand, - Her eyes met
diis, and at the new look in them ple gave
n little exclamation of delight. He
Bspoke ko her -— Wt it waw in a
tongue she could not nnderatand; and
lner_ wrinklad, ruddy old fuce clouded
agein, as she jumped to the conclusion
that his mind "waa wahdering, -

“Arrah, now,” she answered crocningly,
a8 to a baby, “be aigy wid ye, an’ don’t
t-hry to tulk. Take this, now, loike a
liltle man.” And seating herself on the
chair by the bedside ahe attempted to give
him aemelhiug from the cup. .

But the’ sick’ man pushed her hand
sside—abruptly, ns the sick will, -

“What place is thia? Where am 11 he
demanded in clear English, ’

- Mre. MeCarrigle looked surprised.
. "Why, shure, ye're at Praft's Harbour,”

-ahe-replied. “An” where elve would ye b=,
i not at the Lottom of Lhe say ™

The siranger mused a moment, still

' motioning awsy the cup;

- “And whose bouse is this ™" he asked,
- “The docthor’s, av coarse!™ came the
-answer,
- “What doctor’s ¥ went on the stranger,
Mra, Mcl'arrigle's face showed a degree
of astonistment that was not far from
disapproval. The jdea of any Luman
being having to ask whae ductor’st
“Why, Ducthor Teter's—whonss
rould it be T—what
Ay .

elaa's
bauled ye out o' the

T+ MAh, yes!™ murmured the siranger, ro.

“membering that grip of asalvation,
who is Idottor Poter ™

Mra. McCarrigle wan gricved at mach
ignorance. A audden sound of loud aizz)-
ing came from the kitciien, She jumped
np, set down the cup and apoon upou the
chair, and exclaimed warmly:

* “Bhure an' he's sn angel o' light, that's
wh-hat he is, an’ ye'd ‘ought to know it,
#orr. An’ Lhere's the pot a-bilin® over?

Bbe busailed from the room, ctesing the

“But

_in Bandy Cove,

" They remted at Jaat on the figure
“door behind Lor; snd the sick man lay

back with his eyeq upon the ceiling, pon-
dering. It troubled him_ that the mun's
name should be Peter.

Bome five minutea later the door opened
again. Thia time the visitor was a bright
faced, slim boy, with large grey eyes and
longish, tumbled, yellow-brown hair.

He beamed frankly on the sick man,
seated himself on the edge of the bed
with m-businesslike air, and announced,
“You're hetter. I'm so glad.” Then he
took up the cup and spoon which Mra. Me-
Carrigle had abandoued, and decreed in
a guaint voice of outharity, “You must
be good and take thia at onre. Father
said we must be very particular about it
while he was awny.”

The dick mamr smiled in his ragged
beard, took the dose obediently. and tried
to.say “thank you,” Lut was interrupted
by the boy wiping his lips carefully with
& handkerchief. ’

“There,” said the child, with an air of
official patisfaction, “now you must go to
sleep. And I think you will be much
better when my father gets back. If you
want me just ring this little bell.”

“But tetl me, who ig your father?”
demanded the sick man eagerly.

. The boy turned at the door.

“Why, don't you know?’ he nsked in-
nocently, “He ia Doctor Peler Duboff,
who aaved you. But you really must nob
talk, or you'll be haviog o temperature
again, and that's very bad for yeu, you
know.” He ctosed the door firmly; and
the pick man turned over on his pillow,
with bhis face to the wall

When Duboff returned that evening.
from a sick visit in a neighbouring cove,
he found that the stranger, though (:lenrly
convalescent, had relapsed into his old
pilence. Not o word could he persuade
from lhose close, dark-Learded lips. A_nrl
no more would the sick man speak with
Mrs. McCarrigle or the boy, beyond an
oceasional “Please,” or “thank you,” low-
tened but courtecus. TPut Dubeff, appat-
ently unconscious of this strange reaetve,
was unwearied, -as ever, in hig admia-
istration and his thoughtful care.

A few days later, coming in late in
the afternoon, when a red-glory of sunaet
wag flooding across the strangera bed,

"he said, cheerfully:

“You are pretting on so weli, my
friend, that I think you may ait up a
while to-morrow.” - .

“Thank you,” said the stranger, with-
oul looking at him.

This waa the first time hie had opened
his mouth in Dubofl’s hearing, and
Duboff waa delighted.  Seating himasell
by the bed, he Legan o talk in Ruasian.

“Forgive me,” said le, “if T speak in
what I imngine to be your own tongue.
I do mot ask any questions, 1 don’t
want “to pry inte your affwins. But I
am a Xussian; 1 think that you are
alse, and my heart goes out to a fellow
countryman. It iy a great joy to me to
speak ouce more the specch of my own
people.”

“I am a Russian. T was beginning to
forget it—Ruasia meems so very fur ofl
I must not forget I am a Ruasian,” mut-
tered the strunger, X

*I knew it,” cried Duboff warmly, ap-
pearing not to notice anything enig-
matie in the gick man's reply. He hall
stretehed forth his hand, but at once
withdrew it. Then he went on 1o talk,
a3 if juat for the joy of freling the old
muaie on his lips. He told of the lifa
of the fisherfolk in this forgotten
corner of the world, of his work awmong
them, Loth ashore and afiont,’ of the
wild tempestsa that harried the consts,
of 4the wrecks, of the vast apaces of

adlitude in bebind the liilla, of the frec-

damn, the bigness, and the bledsed poace.
Them he got up and said: “Good-night,
my friend. Tl not see you till to-
morrew, a2 1 have an all night case over
But my son and Mrs,
MeOarrigle will look after you. And
tomorrow you shall feel yourself & man
again.”

As Dubof Liad prophesicd, on Lhe mor-
row the sick man felt himself so much
atronger tliat he wna esger to ba up;
but while being dressed, ot times he
seemed “to shrink from the Doctor's
touch. At lengih it wea secomplished,
wnd Duboff, hall-carrying him, got Lim
out into a great, padded chnir on the
porch, where he could drench himaelf in
the msun, and look out wpon the wnw
smiling waters of the lazbour.  The
grey, stroggling  village” presided over
Ly ita white-washed church, lay out-
apread bereath him, The aiim gleamed
on the sils of half a doren boats just
entering the harhour. The eiranger's
eyes ‘Bwopl the scene ‘with an intensily
ol interest that wan almost ferocious.
o of
Dubofl's boy, at some childwh play » the

. movernd minutes. The
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foot of 1the garden. He heard Mrs. Mc-
Carrigle rattling dighes in the kitchen,
aod all at omce he felt ridiculowly
bungry.

Suddenly Duboff took a revolver from
his pocket, and banded it to him.

“Here's your gun, friend,” aaid he
carelessly. “It was badiy rusted by the
salt water; but I think I've got it into
pretty good shape for you. It'a a beau-
tiful weapon.”

The sick man topk it, and opened the
chamber,

“Where are the cartridges?” he asked,
apparentily forgetting to say, “Thank
you'

- Duboff laughed aoftly-

*I think they were done for, But I
can Jet you have all yom want. The
gun is of the same calibre na my own.™

The sick man made as if to drop the .

weapon, dut charged his and
slipped it into his pocket.

“Thank you,” said he.
only one.”

“One ecartridge won't go farl”
magked the doctor..

“It will,” cogtradicted the atranger.
“Tt will carry me o long, long journey,—
Peter Ivanovitch.” .

‘A he apoke the name, he turned hia
head, and for the fimt time looked
Duboff straight in the eyes.

Duboff returned the gure with kindly
concern, and apparently saw nothing
girange in the fact that his guest waas
aware of his full name. . .

“If you want to use. it on yourself,”
he anawered, “I'm afraid I'll have to
withdraw iy offer.”

The sick man contioued to eye him
prercingly. -

“My name,” aaid he, “ia Sergius Mili-
kov—Rerge Nikolaievitch—of the Central
Cummitiee, Third Division. You muat
have forgolten mmueh in three years,
FPeter Ivanoviteh, or you would know
the only alternative,
ridge is not for me—it is for the man
who broke Iis oath that day in Kiev.”

Duboff laughed gently. Never before
had he realised how far away he had
grown from his cld self. At laat, he was
free of the very last shreds of doubt.
The inteénsity of his puest’s earnestness
eeemed unreal, impoasible to him.

“No. SBerga Nikolaievitch, I aapnot
agres to that either,” he anewered cheer-
fully, aa if the propoaition were one of
the most ondinary in the world.

“It must be yuu, or me!" persiated
the sick man, almost plesdingly now.
“I% eamnot he you, of course. 1 cahnot
lift my hand against my benefacior, my
saviour, my protector. But I can save

mind,
“I shall want

re-

ny honour Ly paying the price. I shall

have to go over. (ive me that one cart-
Tidge, Peter Ivanovitch”

“No, ol coume it cannot Dbe I,” maid
Duboff mudingly.” *That’s out of the
question. I have fpo much to do here,
T am needed. But neither can # be you.
You are too gond a man to be apared,
Herge Nikoliievitoh. You are needed,
te0.”  Then Dis voice changed, grew
solemn, and rang with auwthority, “I
gave you your life, when it wus done,
quite surcly done. ¥ have a claim upon
ity and I convmit 3t to your keeping”

The sick man droppad the guestion for
the moment.

“Where w the saitlor T savel? he
usked, a sudden light in his eyea,

Thisoff poinied to the litile church-
yord.

“Yon did all man could,”™ aaid he. “But
¥ou did not save him, except from a dsa
grave. e was dend whea we lifted him
into the boat.”

An expression of the keencet disap-
pointment swept over Milikov's face.

“0Of course,” he exclaimed bitterly, “I
had to fail there, too. At every point
1 fail. . Tam no good. But you can keep
vour cartridges, Peter Tvanovileh, I
will not shoot myself. That lus always
éeemed to me cowardly, Bul I will go
back and give myself up to the Com-
mitlee, and they will execule me. I
wil awive my honour”

“Yee,” said Duboff. “Tn effect, for
that curiows rag, you will betray me!
Nol T think you must not do that, my

. driend.”

~ ‘The elck man wrung his gaunt fingers,
“l am hedged about on every side!™
Yie ¢ried. “What am I 40 do?” .

“An yau ece,” paid Dubol very quict- -

Iy, “Lhere w much, very much, +tu be
Jdane for our brothers right hicre. BStay
with me nod hielp me to Jdo it.”

“BBut I have given my word. And I

am a gentlomant™ said Milikov,
“True,” agreed Dr, Peter aimply,
There was silence between them for
boy Taughed at
the foot of the garden, Kgnin exme
Tattlé of dishes from the
M3 MoCurrigle. oo .

If that one cart--

aanclum af -«
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“Bul you aino, you were & geailoman,”
.Baid the sick man, pondering the words
as he ppoke them.

“True,” agreed Duboff aguin, He was
trying to remember how he had onca
felt on the subjeot. N .

“Yet, il you are & genlleman mno
tonger,” woot on Milikov, “it is strange
that I am umble to feel that you have
deterioratedd in any acmse. It ia pos-
sible, perhaps, that one nay do as yom
thave done, and sbill be & gentlemant™

“Indeed!” said Duboft doublfully. <[
wonder. - [ have thought about that a
good deal, when I tad time"

“Al,” cried the other, in a voice of
sudden and strong resolution. “I have
not thought about it ¢iM thia momirut.
Yet I have felt decided. 1 will stay here
with you” He held out his hand, and
Duboff grasped it, “I perceive (hat it
appears to me, in my own heart, nobler
and better, and snore useful, and at the
eame time far more interesting, to save
life than to destroy it. I wid.learm.tn
ge oul to the wwrecks, a6 you do, and I
will try Lo make up for not having euc-
ceaded in saving that_poor sailor. . Yea,
I will stay here, and work with. pou.
For I perceive that you and I, Poeter
Ivamovitch, we are not the atufl of
heroea, and we arc too oid to change”

What is a
Sardine?

5. Nutritive Value of Sardines

“Hklpper:” Sardinea are rich In the yaluable
fatd which strengthen the body  The aalta
which they coutain growote digestlon, awl
for thia reasvn they are afien ordercd - by
doctars.

If you almply ask for “Hardlues you may
et Aah that are nupalatable and indigestible,
When Yol ijuslst upon “Skipper’” Sordines
Fou get fish that are #a nourlsblng ns they
aré dellelous, and as Ligeslible ag threy are
nputlshing. N
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