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(Continued.) The burning of 
. That vindictive speech was my jus-| House and the attempt on my life trees. 
tification, for the voice was the were minor details of the far graver | Thanking him for his information, | 

voice of Roger Marske, and I knew | accusation which I believed myself to | I set off along the carriage drive, 

that T had rightly solved the mean-| be 
ing of Clara Rivington’s last utter-| against Roger 
ance. 

1 made no answer, 

vd hw the slamming of 

of his crime. 

CHAPTER XVI. 

A Justiée of the Peace. 

the scene 

But my triumph would be a bar-| hada passed mn the morning, and as I 

stood there | should probably be recognized as tha | 
flames broke in {person who had inguired for the Mill | 

ren ome indeed if I 
till the devouring 
pont me, Cand in my extremity 1] 
turned © to my last resource, 
wasté-water pipe running down past 
the window. If I eould gain the 
room above there would be no risk 

of mecting Roger Marske there now, 
and I might be able to escape 
through the house before it was fal- 
13“ alight. 
With my penknife I cut the cord 

from the window blind, and, reach- 
ing from the window, made a loose 
slip-knot rousd the pipe. The other 
end 1 fastened to my wrist te give 
me confidence in my climb. Then, 
with an unspoken prayer, I clamber- 
ed out on to the sill, and, not dar- 
ing to look down at the dark waters 
below, fl swung from my foothold to 
the frail support of the metal tube. 
It rattled and swayed ominously un- 
der the grasp of myfingers and the 
clutch of my knees, and every in- 
stant I feared that it would drag 
the holdfasts from the decayed mor- 
tar, carrying me with it into the 
oily flood beneath. But IT kept on 
and upwards, thankful that girls 
have muscles nowadays, and at last 
I flung myself through the luckily 
open window of the room from 
which Marske had tried to shoot me. 
The room was full of smoke, warn- 

ing me, as did the roar of flames in 
the lower part of the house, not to 
try to recover my breath till T was 
clear of the burning building. Rush- | 
ing through on to the landing, I] 
found the front stairs burning fierce- | 
ly, but I discovered a second stair- 
case, little better than a ladder, 
which brought me to a kitchen,whence 
an unlocked door gave entrance on to 
a yard. Hardly knowing how I got 
there I eventually staggered out into 
the lane, just as the flames licked 
through the front windows, and the 
Mill House from foundation to roof 
was illumined in a lurid glow. 
I had no apprehension that Roger 

Marske would be lurking near the 
scene of his villainy, but the glare 
in the sky would assuredly bring 
some of the nearest dwellers upon 
the spot before long, and I had no 
desire to be opined, sng, Rustianad 
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THE STORY OF A GREAT SECRET. 

Millions of Misc 
Author of “By a Hair's Breadth,” ‘The Duke 

“And some that smile have in their hearts, 1 fear, millions of mischief.”’— 

i 

and the sound | Arthur's salvation, I was convinced, 
oi.his steps receding quickly, follow- | depended on my striking at the real 

the front | criminal before the latter learned 

door, told me that he had fled from |Iny escape, and to achieve that end I 
| 

| | arrival of spectators. vise. As I approached the portico 1 
These would come from the hamlet | caught the seent of a. cigar, and, 

i of Chipping Wyvern, through which I | glancing at the lawn in front of the 

the | 

tried to 

BEA | 

ief. 
“A Race with Ruin,” Etc., Ete. 

By HEADON HILL. 
Decides,” 

Julius Caesar, Act IV., Scene i. 
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the Mill! lights of the great house among the] them. 

now in a position to bring and it was not till I had traversed 
Marske and I wished | three parts of it and was leaving 

Ito lose not a moment in doing so. the park for the pleasure garden 
that I remenbered that I ought to 
have inquired his master’s name.Not 
of real importance, 

ful in gaining admission. 

the later necessity was not; 

of 

However, 

te a- must make myself scarce before the 

wmansioh, 
a tall man in evening dress shown 
up in the light that came from an 
open French window. 
He must have been watching 

arrival, 

House, I set off in the opposite direc- 
tion. It was nearly dark, my watch 

telling me that it was just ninc 
o‘clock. 
Stumbling along the stoney lane, I 

formulate my plans, and 
here my inexperience, fortified by im- 

patience for my lover's safety, led | 
me into a grave error of judgment.l 
had reached a point in my investiga- : ty. 
tion where I should have obtained | cy Lim AGO 

trustworthy advice. The wisest | SH A young woman from 
. | the post-office, 

course woulil have been to take train | i ai ’s 3 y 
eh?” he inquired as he step- for London and confide all that hap- | for me, . 

pened to the solicitor who had de- | ped from the grass om to tie - grav- 
fended Arthur at the trial, Instead ©: And he held out his hand for the 
of that I had hesitated between go- | ROn-existent bi A 
ing straight to the police and laying | No,”” 1 answered: “I do not come 
an information with a magistrate. - |[rom the postoflice. J was given to 
After walking for over a mile, the | understand at the lodge that you 

iane brought me into a broad high |3r¢ a magistrate, and I want to 
road, asd here, after another quar- SPeax to you on most important 

ter of an hour's tramp, chance took business—swear an information, I 

a hand in settling the vexed question | think it is called.” 
for me. I came to the lodge gates | An exclamation that sounded like 

of what was evidently a large man- annoyance escaped him, but he aton- 

sion, and as a light streamed from ed for it by a polite gesture to- 
the open door of the lodge T stopped | wards the open French window. I 

for he came quickly forward 

undue 

as his retainer 

But the next 
| pitched, 
‘a simple explanation of his curios- 

moment, in a high- 

to ask my way to Brentwood. could only see him indistinctly in 
“A matter of four miles, yonder,”’ the blend of dying daylight and a 

replied an old man from the chimney | rising moon, yet 1 gathered an im- 
pression of capability, and the cus- 

| tom of command, tempered by age. 

“If you will be so good as to step 
in here,”” he said, leading the way 
“we shall save the servants the 

corner, indicating the direction from | 
which I had come. 
So I had got to trudge four weary | 

miles before I could disclose to offi- 
cial ears the tremendous secret I was | 
carrying....I had worked myself up to trouble of answering the door. This 
think that when the authorities is my justice-room, but I also use| 
heard my story, a mere stroke of the it for smoking purposes after din- 
pen, or some equally facile method, | ner.’ 

would reinstate Arthur and put Rog-| In the gloom of the garden I had 
er Marske in his place. It was gall-| taken him for a country gentleman, 
ing to have to wait an hour before | i disappointed that I was not the 

utilizing my experiences, and, the | | bearer of a telegram announcing the 

second alternative occurring to me, I | result of some race in which he was | 
asked: “Can you tell me where the | 
nearest magistrate lives?”’ 

in the shaded 
luxurious apart- 

interested. 
| lamplight of 

Iere, 

the 

The old lodgekeeper blinked at|ment, T at once recognized my mis- 
me queerly as he replied: “You'll take. He to whom I was about to 
be a stranger, then I reckon. | impart my accusation against Roger 
Ivery one knows as the mas-| Marske was no sportsman In the us-| 
ter © be Cheerman, Not a| ual acceptance of the term. He was | 
common five shillings or a week| an old man with a sallow, unwhole | 
beak, but Cheerman o’ Quarter Ses-| some complexion, suggestive of late, 
sions,” he added proudly. And he | hours and life in cities, his burning 
pointed a palsied finger to the eyes under the cavernous brows a- 

| my 

g my 

| the stack-pipe could be none of 

perhaps, but use- 

saw the stooping figure of 

my | 

| with, T could not help thinking, an | 
eagerness for such a magnate | 

had describe@ him. | 

authoritative voice, he gave i; ocent man has been convicted of | 

Ted 

and have a telegram | 

| lone having defied physical decay. 
These in a 

searching 

he fixed 
gaze as 

upon me 
he seated himself 

Fat a great pedestal table, and I at 

once remembered what till now in 

appearance 

tidiest. 

“You look as if you had met with 
ill-treatment. You wish to prefer a 
charge of assault?’’ he inquired sharp 

Bf | ly, taking up a pen and drawing pa- 
| per towards him. 

“1 wish to prefer a charge of mur- 
der, and also of attempted murder, 

lagainst one Roger Marske,” I an- 

| swered him eagerly. 
| Slowly, very slowly, heSreplaced the 
pent in the tray, and, joining the tips 
of. his fingers, bent his)chin to them 
as he surveyed me with a perfectly 
sphinx-like countenance. The scru- 

tiny lasted a full minute. 

“Of nfurdering, and of attempting 
to murder, whom do you accuse—this 

person?’”’ he inquired presently, in a 
tone that sounded unpromising. It 

was not altogether incredulous, but 
there was aj hostile ring in it that 
jarred, 1 knew not why. In putting 

| the question he worked his face in a 
curious contortion that was hardly a 

‘smile, and I saw that his few re- 

| maining teeth were sharp and yellow, 

| like an aged dog’s fangs. 
“IL accuse him @&f murdering a 

young lady named Clara Rivington 
(and ber mother,”” I replied, ignoring 
| the second and less material half of 
his question for the present. ‘“The 
matter is urgent, because a perfectly 

the crime, and will be—will be hang- 
if he is recapturefl,” 1 added, 

{nearly breaking down. 

“Recaptured! The convict’s Shiki! 

demanded the magistrate in his high- 
pitched treble, shooting a glance at 
me that boded ill for my cause. 

| “Arthur Rivington—the prisoner 
who escaped from Winchester Jail. 
You must have heard of it,” said I; 

land then a great fear seized me that 
he would ask me if I had met or 
communicated with Arthur since his 
escape. I should have to lie if he 
'did, for I could not confess to this 
strange-mannered, unsympathetic old 

man that I had seen my lover. For 
the same reason my lips were sealed 

about the plot against Lord Alphing- 
ton, which alone I could have learn- 

ed from Arthur. Doubtless my name 

‘and address would be taken; it 
would be known that I had come 
from Totland Bay, and if I told of 

my interview with Arthur ha would 
be traced thither before his safety 
was assured. But I was not called 
upon to lie. A 

‘“Yes,”” replied my interrogator 
{drily, “I have heard of the case. 
[Now be so good as to lay your in- 
formation against this other one, 
who, according to this extraordinary 
story of yours, ought to be in the 
convict’s shoes.”’ 
So I took a step nearer to the tab- 

le and poured out my story—how I 
had formed the theory that Clara 
Rivington’s last words indicated the 
name of her murderer, how I had 
started out to trace the mysterious 
“Danvers Crane,”” and how the per- 
{son whose name of Marske had in- 
spired the idea had followed and laid 

In wait at the address which I had 
{connected with ‘‘“Danvers, Crane.” 
The old mam ran his delicate fing- 

excitement I had forgotten—that | 
after tbe climb up| 

the | 

‘ers_ through the scanty hairs on his 
| forehead and regarded me with keen 
el “Then Roger Marske 
was at your peint of departure on 

| this extraordinary errand?’ he asked. 
“Yes,” 1 answered, seeing no harm 

in the admission. This country just- 
ice of the peace could not possibly be 
{award that Arthur was in the Isle of 
| Wight, I told myself, any more than 
he could have known of Roger 
Marske’s presence there. i 

L #0 be continued. ) 

THE FROST 
SAVED HIM. 

Man Escapes Death in 

the St. lawrence in 

Peculiar Manner. 
Ogdensburg, N. Y. Jan. 3:—Nelson 

Ramie and Webb Rollins attempted 
to cross the St. Lawrence River in 
an open boat last night and were 
caught in floating ice. The boat 

| was upset and crushed by the ice 
and Rollins was drowned. Ramie, 
after a struggle for life in the icy 
water, clung to floating ice until his 
|clothing froze to it, and prevented 
{him from drowning. A ferry steam- 
{er rescued him. He was badly fro- 
zen. 

1 5. Gilonel Cuted 
of Rheumatism 

So Crippled He Couldn’t Walk--- 
Absolutely Helpless Till He 

Took The One Sure Cure. 

FERROZONE 
Relieved At Once---Cured Per- 

manently---Well Ever Since. 

Colonel H. M. Russ, of Edwards, St. 
Lawrence counly, N. Y., is one of 
the finc old heroes of the Civil war. 
After being permanently cured by 

Ferrozone, tha Colonel wrote: 

“I couldn’t get around without a 
cane. and then only with difficulty. 
“Rheumatism took complete con- 

trol of my limbs. 
“The suffering was more intense 

than hardships on the battlefield. 
“When my doctor had done his 

best I got Ferrozone. 
“Then came a quick change. 
‘“Ferrozone gave me comfort at 

once, eased the pain and took the 
stiffness out of my muscles. 
“I am well to-day. Ferrozone 

cured me completely. I can jump 
and run like £& did forty years 
ago.” 
No matter how long you have suf- 

fered Ferrozone will bring you 
prompt relief. It will increase your 
strength, renew your vitality, drive 
out every trace of rheumatic pain. 
Never known to fail; 50c. per box, or 
6 for $2.50, at all medicine dealers, 

or Polson & Co., Hartford, Conn., 
U. S. A., and Kingston, Ont. 
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IN TELEGRAPHIC AND GENER- 
AL NEWS THE TIMES LEADS. 

Dry Goods Store, 

YORKSHIRE BAR 
ALE and ‘a 
PORTER » 4C. 

Per Glass or Tankard. 

Highest Award Colonial and Indian 

Exhibition, London, 

ENGLAND, 1886 
European Plan. 

JOHN RHEA, 
20 Mill Street. 

L 

This medal was awarded to Mine 

ard’s Liniment in London in 18886, FET Your Want 
Ads in Early to 
Ensure Proper 
classification. 3 

The only liniment to receive a medal. 

It was awarded because of strength, 

purity, Tealing powers and superiority 

of the liniment over all others from 

throughout the world. 

Dry Goods and Millinery 
<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 be sagan: 
say have never before been offered in this city. 

Absolutely no reserve and no two prices. 

B. WYERS, 
695 Main Street. 
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The Demand for 

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