
§ 

SEB 

Author of “By a Hair's 

(Concluded) 
CHAPTER XXXIX. 

Aftermath of Storm. 

Four hours later a council of war 

was assembled in the library at 

““Ardmore’’ to consider the proofs | 
which Janet had received from Her- | 

zog, and the new light shed on my | 
case by her experiences at the hands 
of Roger Marske and his father. | 
There were present Lord Alpington, | 
Lady Muriel, Ralph Carden, and my 
self. Colonel Chilmark had been no 
tified of his daughter's resvue, but | 
was not well enough to join us. | 
Lord Alpington, who had listened | 

gravely to Janet's story, from the | 
day of her departure downto the 
fatal conflict between Roger Marske | 
and Herzog on the wreck, sat at the | 
table, pursuing the packet of lexers 

procured at Marske's chambers. Jan- 
et, pale and exhausted by her suffer-. 
ings, lay back in an easy chair with | 
Lady Muriel hovering near while Car-| 

den and I stood silent, waiting for 

the Premier's opinion. 
It was given in characteristic fash- | 

ion. When he had laid down the last 
of the letters, and made a careful ex- 
amination of the instructions accom- 
.panying the comfits, the great states- 

han rose, and coming over to me 
held out his hand. 

“These letters exculpate you com- 

pletely and entirely, Captain Riv- 
ington,” he said. ‘I am proud to be 
the first to congratulate you, though 

we must not forget that you will be 
in danger till you have the King’s 

pardon. Fortunately His Majesty is 
no further off than Portsmouth to-| 
day, and I shall start at once to | 

procure an audience. In thg mean- 
while you will remain here as my 
guest.’’ 

“But, my lord, supposing the police 
come while you are gone,” cried Jan- 
es, starting up in alarm. ‘‘Remem- 
ber, Herzog told me that the search 
would begin this afternoon. It is 
known to everyone that the ‘Mr. 
Martin,” who lodged at ‘Spring- 

thorpe,” volunteered for the lifeboat 

and came up here after her return.” | 
“My dear child,” said Lord Alph- 

ington spothingly, “the Prime Min- 

ister of England still has a few priv- 
ilezes, end among them I think that 
vou will find is immunity from police | 
intrusion. But what of Herzog? I! 
have heard of his as a skilled secret 
agent, but not in eommection with all 

this pother.”’ 

I. too, had notified the slip. In her 
excitement my dear girl had forgot- 
ten tho pledge she had given to Her- 
zog.to respect his alias, though his 
death robbed her lapse of any conse- 
quences to him. Perceiving this, and! 
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that it could do him no harm, Janet 
faltered out her explanation—that 
{she had promised the soi-disant Doc- | 

his real 
what he 

conceal 
for 

tor Barrables to 
name in consideration 
had done for her. 
A change came over the Premier's 

face as he listened to my love's halt- 
ing tones,” and I began to fear that 
we had lost our powerful friend, so 
grey and stern did he grow. But his 
half-incoherent exclamation revealed 
the real meaning of his anger. 

‘‘Herzog!”’” he muttered, under his 

breath. “He was Gideon Marske’'s 
man. My Heaven, but this is too 
terrible.” And flinging himself into 
his chair he bowed his head in his 
hands. 
I saw what had happened. His 

quick mind had penetrated the veil, 

and he had made the connection be- 
tween Sir Gideon Marske and the 
plot against himself, in which, till 
that moment, I do not think he had 
wholly believed, or, if so, only to 

treat it as the work of some lawless 
anarchists. 
There was a tap at the door and a 

footman brought in a telegram 
his master. Lord Alphington, pulled 
himseli together on the man’s 
trance, read it, and heaved a sigh of 

relief. b 

“Thank God!’’ he cried. “Now we 
can hush this greater horror up. 
Marske was always clever, and he has 
taken the best way out.” 
“What is it, father?” said Lady 

Muriel: “May I see?” 
“Read it out,” said Lord Alphing- 

ton, rising heavily. ‘““And then I 
will ask a favor of you all.” 

Lady Muriel’s fresh young voice 
rang out firm and clear in the open- 
ing words, but trembled almost to a 

| whisper as she grasped the true sig- | 
nificance of the news. 
knew it was as good as a confession | 

To wus 

of guilt in the task committed to 
Herzog. Sir Gideon Marske was too 
hard a man to have taken the ex- 
treme course because 
was about to be branded as a mur- 
derer. : 

The telegram ran:—‘‘Regret to in- 
form your lordship that Sir Gideon 
Marske, Chancellor of the Exchequer, 

drowned himself in the ornamental 
| water at Marske Hall to-day on re- 
ceiving telegraphic news of his son's 
death while aiding in rescue of lady 
on steamer 

Hume, Private Secretary.” 
It was a full minute before the 

Premier could speak, but when he 

found his voice it was to command 
us all to silence as to Sir Gideon 

Marske's initiative in the plot 
against him. The empire would be 
shaken to its furthest borders, and 
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the clock would be put back three 
hundred years, if it leaked out that 

a political assassination had been 
| planned by a minister of the Crown. 

“I have His Majesty's ear, Riving- 
ton,” he said, turning to ,me. hg | 

can rely on his tact to join us in 
this conspiracy of silence. To ex-! 
plain your escape it will be necessary | 
to bring in Herzog’s part, but so far 
| as the public is concerned let him be 
I called Barrables, so that the report- 
| ers can make an anarchist of him, or 
anything their ingenuity suggests, 
when they come to interview you.Ro- 

{ger Marske’s misdeeds have no na- 
| tional importance, and can, and shall 
| have full publicity.” 

With which he abruptly left the | 
room, to start on the short journey | 

| designed to secure for me an even 
more mighty ally than himself— the 
only one in the realm who had pow- 

er to stay the doom that had been 

pronounced. Lord Alphington took 
| Janet's hardly-won proofs with him, 

{but we had all seen them, and there 
| was plenty of food for discussion in 
| the cold-blooded guilt they revealed. 

The story disclosed was a conmon- 
| place one enough in its earlier stages 
—that of. a trusting girl secretly mar- 
ried to a man who soon began to 
| tire. My sister's letters showed 
that after a week's honeymoon up 
{the river they, had parted on good 
| terms and by mutual consent, she to 

{return to her home in the New For- 
|est, and he to resume his bachelor 

| mode of life in London. From first 
|to last Clara's letters breathed a 
| spirit of true affection, without a 
|hint of repining at the separation, | 
{but full of cheerful references to the 
|time wher they would be together 
| “some day.” 

So matters went on till my mo- 

ther’s death, and fortunately for me 

it was easy to reconstruct Roger 
Marske’s first crime from materials 
in one of Clara's letters. She her- 

{self had evidently been the: intended | 

victim, my mother suffering death in 
| her place by merest accident. On 
{the day when she received the pois- 
| oned comfits by post Clara had been 
[unwell and had given them to her 
{mother, who had probably put them 

away and eaten them a month later. 

|such. being the interval between 
| Clara’s acknowledgment af the sweets 
{to her husband and the date of .our | 
mother’s death. Thus at the time | 

| my sister did not associate the death | 
with the present that came to her by | 

| post so long before, and my mother | 

having suflered from chronic heart | 

disease there was no trouble about a | 

! death certificate. | 
Roger Marske, delayed in his pur-| 

| pose, but not daunted by the mis- | 

| which was 
| ter written by 
| thanks for such a package, and also 
| the statement that she meant to en- 

| joy them later in the day, which was 

| such a sunset glow as I had watch- | 

| face 

| when 

| pausing 
{ing his fingers to his 

seemed to his scheme, 
to elapse, | months 

carriage of 
have allowed six 

| and then again to have sent my sis- 

ter a hox of comfits, one cr more of | 
poisoned. ‘The last let- 

her to him contained 

In her last the date of her death. 
| agony her mind must have awakened | 

[to the fatal 
| drawing 
| which Janet under Providence, trans- 

of the sweets, | 

the: utterance | 
import 

from her 

lated rightly. 
Perhaps if we had had Herzog’s | 

subtle brain to help us Tie would 
{have shed light on anything that | 
was obscure, but that many-sided | 
victim of circumstances slept his | 

| last sleep somewhere out among | 

the subsiding breakers on the Shin-| 
gles. locked, maybe, in the embrace | 

of the scoundrel who had guised his | 

final desperate murderous errand as 

one of mercy. I could think Kind- 

ly of Herzog now, after what Jan- 

et had told me, on our way up 

from the beach, of his helpful re- 

source on the Nightshade. 

The storm had died down as rap- 
idly as it had arisen, and the ev-| 

ening faded into night amid just | 
| 

ed from the attic window of the | 
vacant house on the cliff twenty- | 
four pregnant hours ago. But as 
we four sat together and made a 
pretence of dinner, and afterwards 

| wandered from room to room, there 
was as yet no real sense of peace. 
The very air was charged with ten- 
gion. I was still liable to be haul- 
ed back to Winchester tc be hang- 
ed, and those dear people knew it, 

and tried in vain to make me for- 
get that the search for me at the 
instance of the Home Office must 
have begun hours badk. 

{ It was at about eleven o'clock, 
{while Lady Muriel was bravely 
keeping up appearances by singing 
to us that the climax came. The] 
butler entered, and with a scared 

announced that three gentle- 
men and ‘‘two other persons’ were 

| asking for the “Mr. Martin’ who 
|was staying at ‘‘Springthorpe.” 

“What sort are these other per-| 
sons, Dawkins?” inquired Ralph Car- 
{den from the piano, where he was 

turning over Lady Muriel’s music. 
“Don’t be afraid man, Speak up.” 

“They look like prison wardens, 
sir,” stammered the butler, aghast 

at such a visit. ‘“They—they are] 
not behaving as one would wish, 

inquiring for one of his lord- 
ship's guests.” 

“I'll soon settle their hash,” said 
Carden, advancing to the door, but 

as he reached it and plac- 
lips. 

For wheels sounded in the drive, 
and a moment later Lord Alphing- 
ton’'s voice was heard at the hall 
door. 
“Well, why are you follows crowd- 

ing me out of my own house?’ he 
asked, in cheery accents that seem- 
ed like the dawn of a new day. 
A subdued rumble from the spokes- 

man of the party was all that 
reached us in the drawing-room. | 
“Oh, indeed,”” came Lord Alphing- 

ton's resonant answer, “EF ‘have 
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Can Eat Anything Now: 
How many Dyspeptics can 

say that? 

Or perhaps you are dyspeptic 

and don’t Know it. 

Have you any of these 

symptoms ? 

Variable appetite, a faint gnawing | 
|feeling at the pit of the stomach, un- 
satisfied hunger, a loathing of food, | 

rising and souring of food, a painful 

load at the pit of the stomach, con- | 
stipation, or are you gloomy and 
miserable? Thiwd you are a dyspeptic. 
The cure is careful diet; avoid stim- 
ulants and nareoties, do not drink 
at meals, Keep regular habits, and 
regulate the stomach and bowels 
with 

BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS, 

Nature's specific for Dyspepsia; 

Miss Laura Chicoine, Belle Anse, 
Ques, says of its wonderful curative 
powers:— ‘Last winter I was very 
thin, and was fast losing flesh owing 
to the run-down state of my system. 

I suffered from Dyspepsia, loss of 
appetite and bad blood. I tried every 
thing I could get, but to no pur-| 
pose; then finally started to use Bur- 
dock Blood Bitters. From the first | 

day I felt the good effect of the medi- 
cine and am now feeling strong and | 
well again. I can eat anything now | 

without any ill after-effects. It gives! 
me great pleasure to recommend | 
Burdock Blood Bitters, for 1 feel it | 

saved my life.” ! 

nothing to do with Mr. Martin's] 
identity. But whatever it may be 
you need put yourselves to no | 
further trouble about Captain Riv-| 
ington. © I have here His Majestyjs | 
full pardon for that gentleman, | 
signed and sealed at Portsmouth 
on board the Victoria and Albert | 
an hour ago. Just step into the 
light and cast your eye over the 
document.’ | 

* » » * 

So passed the great shadow from 
my life, all the dark places that it 
had clouded throughout those dread- 
ful weeks being illumined by the 
light of truth at last. They tell 
me that I look ten years older,and 
my sweet Janet, though she appear- 
ed as young as ever on our wed- 
ding day, says that she feels twen- 
ty years older than I look. But, as| 
there is peace in our hearts and no 
dishonour om our name, we can af- 
ford to laugh at the ravages, real 
or fancied wrought by the terrible 
experiences - which we have, jointly 
and severally, here set down. | 

it only remains to say that the | 
of Sir Gideon Marske’s | 

dastardly plot against his noble 
chief never reached the man in the] 
street, nor was the enforced resigna- | 

{and among the minor fish caught in| 
my net 
| vendor at Notting Hill. 

| have known 
| compassing the death of the persist- 

rent little amateur detective who was 

FA of two colleagues in the Cabinet | 
connected in the public mind, 

| with my escape from Winchester. I| 

have no doubt, however, that Lord | 

Alphington’s private inquiries at the 
prison traced the blame to the prop- 
er quarters, and revealed to him how 

Herzog had wielded a key samciently 

powerful to open the door of my 
cage. 
But if Sir Gideon escaped the ever- 

lasting obloquy of having schemed 
for the assassination of the Prime 
Minister, he fully shared the infamy 
heaped on his son when Janet's 
treacherous treatment by him was 
made public after the investigation 
necessary to my final rehabilitation. 

Being deprived of the advantage 
which the trial of Roger Marske 
would have given me, I had that in- 

vestigation rigorously pressed home, 

was Mrs. Webley, the news-| This medal was awarded to Min. 

*s Liniment in London in 1886. 
The woman confessed that during | ned i 

Janet's absence from the shop Roger | The only liniment to receive a medal. 
Marske had entered, and that it had! 
been at his instigation, ‘‘for value, 

received,’”” that she had sent my brave 1 % $ iori r : arity, healing powers and superiorit 
sweetheart to the Mill House at P Ts gp y 

It was awarded because of strength, 

| Chipping Wyvern, which, being near ef fhe limiment over all others from 

his father’s country seat, he must’ 
of as a likely spot for throughout the world. 
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so close on his heels. 
And Janet and I, when we sit over 

the fire on winter®s evenings in the 
old cottage in the New Forest, where 

to honest Sarah Leven's delight, 
there was after all no sale, come to 
varying conclusions about the man 

| who played so great a part in our | xd 

life-tragedy. . First Lesson Free. 
‘Herzog was a rascal, possibly a ee 

villiain,but with the elements of a | 
good fellow in him,” T will say. Absolutely most complet 
Hepes of wife will catch me up severe- | gnd up-to-date methods: po- 
y with the answer: ‘I won’t hes Is : » 

word against i i id cio a | Sition guaranteed ’ lessons by 

mail exclusively ; no interfer- dear. He gave you to me.” | 

THE END. ‘ence with regular occupation ; 
so. » no difficulties; everything 

Possibly Your Wife ‘simple and clear ; indorsed by 
‘boards of education and lead- 

low and pale, if she is tired and ner-| Ing Newspapers ; thousands of 

vous she needs Ferrozone, which is | graduates. 

noted for restoring the bloom of DEPARTMENT 25. 

ne Campaign of Education, Complexion quickly becomes rosy, 

spirits rise, and strength increases 

turn to your wife or daughter if Fer-| 211 Townsend Bldg., 

NEW YORH. 

Doesn't look so young and pretty 
‘as she used to. If her cheeks are hol- 

daily. Health and vigor will soon re- 

rozone is taken. It's the best tonic | 
made, and costs 50c. at druggists. | 
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