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THE ST. JOHN: EVENING TIMES, FRIDAY, DECEMBER 30 1904. 

By HEADON HI LL. 
Author of “By ‘a Hair’s Breadth,” ‘“The Duke Decides,” 

Julius Caesar, Act IV. Scene i. 

“Still interested in 

| snurderer, Miss Chilmark?”’ 
| Turning quickly, 1 was confronted 
{by Roger Marske, whom I had seen 

(Contipued.) * [ 

JANET’S NARRATIVE. 
CHAPTER XII at Totland, in the company | 

In the London Express. of Tord Alphington and Lady | 
I have been asked to set down here | Muriel walking away from the 
the cxperiences which I went through steamer in which I had 
in those days after Arthur's al- crossed—the very man to whom my 

most miraculous appearance at Tot- vague suspicions pointed. le must 

land, when I was already mourning 
him as lost to me for-ever. I need ment, and have kept out of my way 

not dwell . on the sheek it was to during the passage and on the land- 

meet him suddenly, in the company ing-stage at Lymington. Why 

should he have acted on such sud- of that terrible Herzog, on the green 
walk overlooking the sea amid a 

: erowd of holiday-makers, or on what 
happened subsequently down to my 
departure in search of the mysteri- 
wus Danvers Crane. Nor do I ask 
your pity for a. girl trying te stand 

between a brave, true lover and a 

shameful - death. That I know [I of 

shall have in my case. But what I evidence of his guilt. 

‘do implore is your forgiveness for “Eseaped murderer!’ 1 exclaimed, 

the stupid blunders that I made,and' pretending not to take him serious 

den impulse? 
against my feeble wits, 

| the enterprise on which I 
| barked? That 
ction that my brain could put upon 
it, and it appalled while in some de- 
gree it cheered me. The correctness 

and thwart 

had em- 

for the nearly fatal mistake of un- ly. “What should make you think 

deirating: my opponent's dangerous I had such morbid interests, Mr. 

cunning. Marske?’ 

When this crisis swooped upon me' He laughed harshly. “The subtle 

IT had seen very little of what the art of deduction,” he said. ‘Your 

world calls “life,” most of my time friend, Lady Muriel, was keen on 

getting hold of the newspaper on the 
déy 1 escorted her down Irom Lon- 
don to the Isle of Wight— the day 

after Rivington’s escape—and she ex- 

and care having been devoted to my 
dear, cross’ father in our small 

house at Bayswater till I met Arth- 
ur at a dance given by a mutual 5 

friend. Our’ acquaintance quickly plained it by telling me that it was 

ripened into love that was all too a vicarious interest, don’t you 
A wiend of hers was worry- 

fellow, and as you 
know. 
ing abecuu the 

soon clouded by the tragedy of his 
arrest and sentence, followed by 

days that were a waking night-mare, have heen so much with her lately, 

solaced only by Muriel Crawshay’'s I concluded it was you.” 

tender sympathy. Without that I| Thank God, not treachery, but only 

I think. | discretion, on dear Muriel’s part. I 

I mention this to show what a | could never have forgiven her if she 

helpless, hopeless sort of person I] | had repeated the secret I had con- 

was to start on such a quest, with | fided to her—in this quarter of all 

every moment of value, and Arth- | others. 

ur’s life in the balance. While hard- “It is certainly not in the direc- 

ly less in importance, was the vital|tion of an escaped murderer that my 

necessity of proving Arthur’s inno- | interest lies, 

cence. so that Lord Alphington challenge in the emphasis I put on 

might Le warned against the un-| the important ad lective ‘as WT looked 

known enemies, of whom Herzog was {him full in the eves. The moment 

the figurehead. In truth was I a bro-| the words had passed my lips I was 

ken:reed to lean on, and I could conscious of their rashness, inas- 

only comsole myself that a broken |much as they would confirm his sus- 

‘reed was better than none at all. picion. If 

T didn’t have to wait till I reached | the other end of the thin skein 1] 

London for the magnitude of my 
task to be brought home to me.Re- 
freshed by the breezy trip across the 

Solent, I had accomplished the short 
train journey from Lymington to 
the busy junction at Brockenhurst 
without adventure, and having cros- 

sed from the branch to the main 
line platform, found thaf the London 

express was not due for tén minutes. 

1 was standing belore the bookstall, 
idly reading the contents bills, when, 

to my horror, a sneering voice whis- 

peved at my ear— 

must have died., 

on his guard. 

But if that was the case, ‘he at 

least showed no trace of it. 
was no alarm in the smile 

which he received my foolishly signi- 
ficant disclaimer, or in the 

missing the subject with an airy 
wave of his hand, he 
was going to London,and, if so, for 

how long. The politeness of his 
words was belied by the insolence in 

THE STORY OF A GREAT SECRET. § 

Millions of Mischie 
“A Race with Ruin,” Etc., 

“And some that smile have in their hearts, I fear, millions of mischief.”’— 

the escaped | 

have come on hoard at the last mo-| 

To pit his cunning 

was the only construc-| 

my surmise would be presumptive 

"7 1 said, accepting his | 

this man was really at | 

held T had most effectually put him | 

There | 
with | 

slight, | 

shrug of his well-knit shoulders. Dis- | 

asked if I] 

his eyes, but feeling that I had gone | 

my chagrin as his own. 
So sorry, Miss Chilmark,but you 

p Saw that my defection was unavoid- 
| able—one ef the mischances of rail- 

gm Way travelling in this = benighted 

The Baird Company’s 

Wine of Tar country,” he laughed as he took the 
@ scat opposite mine. “It is better | 
4 than I had hoped, however. 1 was | 
|alraid that that happily-departed 

i family battalion would deprive me oney an 
{of your socicty all the way to 
{ 

| town.” 

| Now there were two things I was Ete. 

2 for the moment dreading above all 
| others—being left alone with this 
| man in a train that only stopped at 

Wild Cherry 
A Lubricant to the Throat. 

| too far already, I answered care- | long intervals, and being followed by 
pact | him when T left the terminus at Wat- = A Tonic to the Vocal Chords. 

| “Yes, I am going to Lendon—to | erloo. Unless the two old ladies and |@ qo Baird Co. Ltd., Gentlemen 
| look at a house which my father ig | the sailor all got out at Basingstoke —Your Tar, Honey, and Wild 

T was secure from .the former source § Cherry is one of the best cough 
thinking of taking. But IT hope to be] & y 

5% g 2 of uneasiness, and I therefore remedies we sell. Our customers 
back at Totland Bay in a day or] " ’ : ; - 
ais ¥ | thought it wise to begin to prepare ace al Be a Cain 

He caressed his black moustache | the ground for avoiding the second | Norton Sta. N. B. 
thoughtfully, and, murmuring a few i. Wed ag . On ph ee oe | fg ; 
¢ laces about his pleasure at 4 wanted 10. go ‘af ounce. (Lo | 
FO P the address in High street. Notting | speedy return, he raised dis hat 
and moved away. A few “minutes 
passed, and then.the express {rom Bigs 5 Gi : 
Bournemouth to London rolled in,its yi = lard bshoi road Hid ory 
two great gilded Pullman coaches in ph Sd li 20 Re 
Fh a hr | that I should pursue that investiga- | 

3 2 ._ [tion without Roger Marske’s know- 
I had a second-class ticket, and in Tea eT a Marske | ledge. It the detestable persistence | 

might annoy me on the journey i 8 ith. which he had pest oe Se 

tgave him the chance, 1 entered PR i pase BANG JRE S10 OHRo! pry 

compartment in which there was but HF throws dest fn ad A x hold 
one vacant seat.” Turning to close not altogether regret his intrusion. 

& : J i SEER ap As you are. here I may~as well 
the door, I had reason to rejoice at make use of you,” I said. ‘I came 

my Pratguiion, Roger Marske had away in such a hurry that I had no 

begd close BE ay obi and the time to look out my route.! How 
scowl on his face was eloquent wal does one get from Waterloo to the 

his disappointment that the carriage Harrow district?” 

my 
Hill, where, according to Sarah Lev- 

en, the mysterious Danvers’ Crane truth the subject of poor Clara Riv- 
ington’s cabalistic words, = there 
would be nothing preposterous in my | 
la pprehensions. 

| The -¢lacking wheels formed a fit- 
| ting ‘accompaniment to 

{chatter with which I tried to cover 
my suspense, and then, all too soon 
there was a break in the rhythmical 
clang, and I knew that steam was 
| being shut off for the stop at Bas- 
ingstoke. Almost at the same mo- 
ment, after the manner of their kind 

the two old ladies showed signs of 
agitation. They jumped up and began 
[to collect their possessions from the 

no doubt that they 

| dramatize ‘‘In the Bishop's 
| age’’ 

| 

NEW ROLE FOR 
MISS ANGLIN. 

Talented Canadian Act- 

ress Will Portray the 
Character of a Thief. 
New York, Dec. 29:—Instead of be- 

ing f{rightened from their plan te 
Carri- 

by the simigrity of its theme 
to that of ‘Leah Kleschna,” Leibler 
& Co., are making active prepara- 
tions for a production of the result- 
ant play, and it now looks as if 

Margaret Anglin would get the prin- 
cipal part. 

If Miss Anglin does not get the 
| part the perversity of fate will come 

| 

in for a large share of comment, be- 
| cause she once might have obtained 

the highly successful ‘Leah Klesch- 
| na’’ had she been so inclined. 

The first. manager to whom C. M. 
S. McLellan offered “Leah Kleschna'’ 

| last spring declared almost instant- 
ly that he would accept the play if 

the aimless | 

| was 

| was full. : OE ion rack, leaving 
| 3 3 | He appeared to weigh the question ’ x : 

When the train star ted : surveyed decply, knitting his brows at the were about to quit the train. But the 

{my fellow passengers in a vain at- landscape fleeting past the windows. mercantile marine officer sat motion-| 

less in his corner, and the paper 

which had obscured his features, hav- 

ing dropped to his knees, he was re- 
vealed as fast asleep. 

tempt* to divine whether I was to 
enjoy. the security of their company 

for the whole of the journey.The ma- 
jority of them belonged to the same 

party—father, mother, three daugh- 

ters, and a schoolboy. But though 
it was easy to gather from their 

chatter that they were returning 
from a holiday at Bournemouth, 

they made no mention of their des- 

tination. If they should get out at 
Southampton or Basingstoke—the 

only two stoppages—there would be 

plenty of room for Mr. Marske. If 
the remaining three passengers got 

out too I should be alone with him, | 

were he to assail the compartment 

again. 

“It depends to some extent on 
where you are going to stay while 
vou are in town,”’ he replied after a 
pause. ‘““You would wish to go there | 

first, I presume, to leave your lug- 
gage?’ 
This was turning the tables on me 

at the start, for he asked the one 

piece of information which of all 
others I must conéeal. I had in-/| 
tended to stay the night at the house 
of an old servant who had set up a 
lodging-house in Bloomsbury, but I~". 
|eould not tell him that. My refuge pootinsigtlgis She Thuis th 

mast be opt ogg gd the phe oi ‘platform till four out of five rly 
prevarication, if not of a downright were gone and carri d 

lie. Surely my cause—the cause of + ol Th he lage doors began 
Arthur's safety—justified deceit. | aa en he leaned over and 

The train sped through the bosky > 4 » . . (tapped the sleeping man on the knee. 

| glades of the New Forest, and, sure Inspired with a sudden idea,which| “pardon me, sir,” he said as the 
enough, at Southampton West the] would enable me to blend Huth With sailor awoke with a start. ‘It struck 
paterfamilias and his brood filed the Toquisito amotnt of mendacity, I me that the attractions of the drow- 

lout, leaving me in fear that I was replied: “I thought of going to the |gy god might be causing you to pass 

the platform the old ladies descended 
but the sailor sat still, breathing 
|with the regularity of sound slumber. 
Five minutes were allowed for re- 
freshments, abd I hoped against hope 
that Mr. Marske would go to the 
buffet, and so enable me, without 
need for excuse, to fly 

lto be Gesertéd except. by two. Jeeble | GTeat ‘Western Hotel at Paddington your destination. This is Basing- 

old ladies. The one remaining pas- | Station, but I have not finally pik stoke? 

senger, wearing, as he did, a mer- a lg be ie handy for mp, sleeper sat up and rubbed his 

cantile marine uniform, inust eer- Harrow, would it not? 5 leyes, ‘“Basingstoke!’” he cried with a 

tainly be booked for the great sea-| He a his Blyitny on a5 oo To |tifled oath. ‘My ship sails at five 

port. But, no; when Roger Marske | Jgmatic BEOLIS. 1 SHON CUDNONME) © [this afternoon, and I ought to have 
| said, eyeing me in the same strange | [got out at Southampton.” leaped into the compartment just as] 

(To be sat rie train began to glide from the | 

station the sailor was still sitting | 
motionless in his corner, his head | 

hidden by his newspaper. Fe would | 
ies : h ti : from Praed Street. 

| be available for protection, if pro- | T shanked hin: 

| manner. ‘‘In that case all you have | 
to do is to drive from Waterloo to | 

vour hotel, and then go on to your | Bli & 
inded Witt th Headache. | destination by the District Railway 

ae People often get blinding headaches 
that suffer from constipation. Sim- 

i the 

as artlessly as I 

ieosion should hecome a could and changed the subject to plest remedy is Dr. Hamilton's Pills 
| Roger Marske, after a brief glance |parmless topics, not at all confident of Mandrake and Butternut. They 
lat the old ladies and a longer scru-|that 1 had deceived him as to the are mild, certain and saje. For head- 
{tiny of the uniformed figure in the motive for my journey, and all the 
| corner, carried off his invasion of the| while oppressed with a sense that he 
| compartment with an impudent as-| was waiting. Waiting for what? To 

| sumption of having been separated | murder me if J was left alone with 
from me at Brockenhurst as much to | him at Basingstoke? 

ache and billiousness use only Dr. 
Hamilton's Pills. Price Co 

| IN TELEGRAPHIC AND GENER- 
If he was in | |AL NEWS THE TIMES LEADS. 

he could induce Miss Anglin to ap- 
pear in it. The actress, however, 

already under 
Frank I.. Perley, who had obtained 

an option on 

favorably. 
As all who have read 

hop’s Carriage’ know, the principal 
character is that of a thief, like 

Leah Kleschna. The girl, after pick- 
ing a pocket, jumps into a bishop's 
carriage standing nearby, hoping to 
escape the detectives. When the 
good bishop enters the carriage a 
moment later and finds the young 
woman apparently asleep econ 
seat, the plot develops rapidly. 

As soon as . the train drew up at | % 
dramatic rights for some time, 

to another 
retained his seat, | 

Liebler & Co. have control of the 
but, 

only within the last few days hive 
they obtained a satisfactory drama- 
tization. In making the story over 
for stage purposes the authors have 

departed from the novel in various 
instances. The play will open 
a prologue. 
Whether negotiations with Frank T,| 

| Perley, upon Miss Anglin’s behalf, 

for this play have reached the stage 
of a contract could not be learned 
positively. 

FOOD AND THE MIND. 

Your brain cannot do itself justice 

contract with | 

“The Eternal €ity,”’ | § 
(and did not regard the proposition | i 

“In the Bis- | § 

the | 

with | 

{ 

| unless your body is'well fed. ‘SWISS 
| FOOD’* for breakfast is a proper 
start. P. McIntosh & Son, Millers, | 
Toronto. | | 

| 

This medal was awarded to Mine 

ard’s Liniment in London in 18886, 

The only liniment te receive a medal. 

It was awarded because of strength, 

purity, healing powers and superiority 

of the limiment over all others from 

throughout the world. 

advertise in. 

Times does this. 

your business. 

The paper that reaches the 

home is the paper you should 

yj 

Ad%ertise 

in its columns and Increase 

YORKSHIRE 
ALE and 
PORTER 2 

AR 

C. 
Per Glass or Tankard. 

Highest Award Colonial and Indian 

Exhibition, London, 

ENGLAND, 1886 
European Plan. 

JOHN RHEA, 
20 Mill Street. 

Dry Goods and Millinery 
<2 2 CLEARANCE SALE. 

Owing to change of business, which will continue until the whole new 
and complete stock ($15,000) has been disposed of. Such Bargains in 

Ladies’ Garments, Ready-to-Wear Suits, Skirts and Coats, we venture to 
say have never before been offered in this city. 

Absolutely no reserve and no two prices. 

B. 
Dry Goods Store, - 

MYERS, 
- 0695 Main Street. 

INN), Eee i RE Er ar TR 

“FIVE 

The Demand for 

ROSES” 

It is Manufactured by the 

NITOBA FLCC 
Has Been Steadily Increasing in the Maritime Provinces 

The People Find That it is More Profitable to 
Purchase Flour Made From Manitoba Wheat 

KEEWATIN 

Is the Best Flour Made From Manitoba Wheat 

— 

AKE OF THE Wo00Ds MILLING CoO., Ls 
5 

& 


