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glon adjoining hin &ldenu One night,
" ol -- llmult ‘I:y singing hymns
lho den, hears the tinkling of a

.» itar, l%rnlll :nduv:rtinr“m uem’t:;

ning, lnd lm the th ht,

ity M.:l.ﬂgl of his pealm, a rhll!lilh
isoinating voloe Is mischlevously up-

I lﬁnlsh love lﬂl'lf Impelled

he wall of

uuul— the singer,

m't brought your guitar.,”
4, still more awkwardly, as
ahe hdd only a long

“But you played on the wall the other
night, and tried to accompany me."

“But that was lass night and on the
wall: - In had not speak to you, you had
not' speak to me., You had not sent me
the léctle note by your peon' She
stopped and suddenly opening her fan
befare her face, so that anly her mis-
chlevous eyes were vinlble ,added: “You
had not ask me then to come to hear
you make lof to me, Don Esteban. That
s the diference.”

The circult preacher felt the blood
rush to his face. Anger, shame, morti-
flcatlon, remorse and fear alternately
strove with him, but above all and
through all he was consclous of o sharp
exquisite pleasure—that frightened him
still more. Yet he managed to ex--
clalm:

“No! no! You cannot think me ca-
pable of such a cowardly trick?”

The girl started, more at the unmis-
takable sincerity of his ulterance than
atl the words, whose full meaning she
may have only Imperfectly caught.

“A treek? A treek?” she slowly and
wonderingly repeated. Then sudden-
ly, as if comprehending him, she turned

y "Are You the Davil.”

her round black eyea full upon him and
dropped her fan from her face,
“And what for you ask me to come
here then?"
“1 wanted to talk with you,” he be-
gan. "on far more gerious matters.” I
fshed to—" hut he stopped, He could
nddress thin quaint child-woman,
staring at him in black-eyed wonder. in
elther the measured or the Impetuous
termis with which he would® have ex-
horted & maturér responsible being. He
made 4 step towards her; she drew
back, striking at his extended hand hilf
impatiently, half mischievously with

her fan,
He flushed—and then burst cut blunt-

|1y, T want to talk with you about your

“What have you t6 feake with that?
mm-mr-num-mm
er though she faced him boldly, *
“f am & minister of the gospel” he
.ug in hurried entreaty. *You must

Mum& Juouhlun

her little black figure passing awltllyl

beslde the moonlit wall, saw It sud-
denly slide Into a shadowy flssure, and
vanish,

In his blank disappointment he could
fiot bear to reenter-the house he had
left s0 manguinely a fow moments be-
fure, but walked moodily In the garden.
His discomfiture was the more com-
plete since he felt that his defeat was
owing to some mistake In his methods,
and mot the incorrigibllity of his sub-
Jeet.

Was It not spiritual weakness In him
to have yesented so shavply the girl's
Imputation that he wished to make Jove
to her? He should have borne It as
Christians had even before now borne
slander and false testimony for thelr
faith, He might even have accepted it,
und let the triumph of her conversion In
the ¢nd prove his Innocence. Or was
his purpose Incompatible with that
sisterly affection he had so  often
prenched to the women of his flock? He
might have taken her hand, and called
her “Bisters Pepita,"” even as he had
called Deborah “Sister.” He recalled
the fact that he had for an Instant held
her struggling In his arms: he remem-
bered the thrill that the fecollection
had caused him, and somehow It now
gent & burning blush across his face,
He hurried back into the house,

The next day a thousand wild ideas
took the place of his former settled
resolution. He would seek the padre,
this custodian of the young girl's soul;
he would convinee him of his error, or
beseech him to glve him an equal access
to her spirit! He would seek the uncle
of the girl, and work up his feelinga.
He would begin hi= missionary work
with Conception, and then enlist her
in the task of saving Pepiti's soul. But
remembering the old woman's singular
conduct—by the light of Pepita's rev.
elatlon—he shrank from her question-
ing glances. A dreadful suspicion that
she might have divined some secret Im-
pelling power In his nature, that he had
:;}i dreamed of himself, began to haunt

m.

Then for three or four days he re-
solved to put the young girl from his
mind, trusting after the fashion of his
kind for some special revelation from a
supreme source as an {ndication for his
conduct. This revelation presently oc-
:imd, as it Is apt to ocour when want-

One evening his heart leaped at the
famillar sound of Pepita's guitar In
the distance. Whatever his ultimate
intention now, he hurriedly ran into
the garden. The sound came from
the former dfrectior, but as he unhesi-
tatingly approached the misslon wall
he could see that she was not upon it,
and as the notes of her guitar were
struck again, he knew that they came
trom the other side. But the chords
were & prelude to-one of his own hymns,
and he stood entranced as her sweel,
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Cheeldren oof the Heavenly King,

As ye journey essweetly wslng;
Essing your greal Redeemer's pralve,
Giorious 1s Hoos works and ways.

The simple, almost childish words—
g0 childish that they might have been
the Atting creation of her own cohildish
lips—here died away with a sweep and
crash of the whole strings, Breathless
sllence followed, in which Stephen Maa-
terton culd feel the beatings of his own
heart.

“Miss Ramirez,” he called in a volice
that scarcely seemed his own. There
was no reply, “Pepita!' he repeated;
It was strangely llke the accent of a
lover, but he no longer cared. Still
the singer's voice was llent,

Then he ran swiftly beside the wall,
as he had seen her run, untll he came
to the fissure, It was overgrown with
vines and brambles almost as impene-
trable as an abattls, but If she had
plerced It In her delicate crape dress,
50 would he! He brushed roughly
through, and found himself in a glim-
mering aisle of pear trees close by
the white wall of the Mission chureh,

For & moment, In that intricate
tracery of ebony and ivery made by
the rislng moon, he was dassled, but
evidently his (rruption into the or-
chard had not been as lthe and sllent
as her own, for a figure in a parti- col-
ored dress suddenly started Into activi-
ty, and running from the wall began
to couree through the trees until 1t be-
came apparenily a part of that involved
pattern, Nothing daunted, however,
Stephen Masterton pursued, his speed
Increasing as he recognized the flounces
of Peplita's barred dress, but the young
girl had the advantage of knowing the
locality, and could evade her jpursuer
by unsuspected torns and doubles

For some moments this fanciful syl-
van chase was keot up In perfect si-
lence; It might have been & woodlawn
nymph pursued by a wandering shep-
herd. Masterton presently saw that
she was making towards a tiled roof
that-was now visible as projecting over
the presido wall, and was evidently her
goal of refuge, He redoubled his speed;
with skillful audacity and sheer
egtrength of his broad shoulders he
broke through a dense Ceanothus hedge
which Peplta was awiftly skirting, and
suddenly appeared between her and
her house,

With the first cry, the young girl
turned and tried to bury herself In the
hedge: but In another stride the circult
preacher was at her side and caught
hat panting figure in his arms.

While he had been running he had
swiftly formulated what he should do
and what he should say to her. To
his simple appeal for her companion-

ness of his abrupt solicitations; he
would propose to teach her more
hymns; they would practice psalmody

together; even this priest, the custodian.

of her soul, could mtobmmtnt'

Jjasa, He came to see the wife of Dea-
con Sanderson, who, having for the 12th
time added to the population of the set-
tlement was not “doing so well” as
everybody—except, possibly, Dr, Du-
chesne—expected. After he had made
this hollow-eyed, over-burdened, under-
nourished woman as cumfortable aa he
could in her rude, neglected surround-
ings, to change the dreary chronicle of
suffering he turned to the husband, and
sald; “After what has become of M,

Caught.

Masterton, who used to be In your—
vocation? A long groan came fromw
the deacon.

“Hallo! I hope he has not had &
relapse,” sald the doctor, earnestly. "I
thought I'd knocked all that nonsense
out of him—I beg your pardon-—I
mean,"” he added, hurrledly, “he wrote
to me only a few weeks ago that he
was picking up his strength again and
doing welll”

“In his weak, gross, sinful flesh—yes,
no doubt,” returned the deacon, scorn-
fully, “and, perhaps, e¢ven in a worldly
sense, for those who value the vanities
of ife; but he Is lost to us, for all time,
and lost to eternal life for ever. Not,” he
continued in sanctimonious vindictive-
ness, "but that I often had my doubts
of Brother Masterton's steadfastness.
He was too much given to imagery and
song."”

“But what has he done?" persisted
Dr. Duchesne.

"Done! He has embraced the Boar-
let Womani”

“Dear me!" sald the doctor, “'so soon?
1s it anybody you knew here—not any-
body's wife? Eh?"

*He has entered theChurch of Rome,”
said the deacon, indignantly: “he has
torsaken the God of hia fathers for the
tents of the idolaters; he Is the consort
of Paplate and the slave of the Pope!"

“But mre you sure?” sald Dr. Du-

schools of the misalon where this young
Jexebel of a singer teaches the children
to chant In unknown tongues? Didn't
he find him living with a wrinkled In-
dian witch who called him ‘Padrone.’
and speaking her gibberish? Didn’t
he find him, who left here A man mor-
tifled In flesh and spirit and pale with
native wines and flesh pots, and even
vain and gaudy In colored apparel? And
last of all, didn't Brother Bulkley hear
that a rumor was spread far and wide
that this miserable backslider was to
take to himeself a wife—in one of these
strunge women—that very Jezebel who
seduced him? What do you ecall that?"

*“It looks a good deal llke human na-
ture,” sald the doctor, musingly, “but 1
call it a cure!"

The End.
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of all Cough Medicines

is Dr. Acker’s English Rem-
edy. It will stop a cough in
one night, check a cold in
one day, prevent croup, re-
lieve asthma, and cure con-
if taken in time.

It is made on honor, from the

purest ingredients and con-
tains neither nor mor-

opium
phine. If the little ones have
croup or whooping cough,

use it promptly.2»333»
Three 50c, and $3 per botdle,

ACKER MEDICINE CO.,,
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HORSEMEN
DO NOT WAIT

FOR SNOW AND ICE.

Have your Horses’ Shoes prepared with proper holes for

“Hold Fast” Calks.
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This Taper Tin fastems

Cost no more than old style,

Detachable and Self

* No Threads to Rust and Strip Out.
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For Heavy Structural Work,
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