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| I must have turned very white, fer CE : 
he stopped and sprang to his fees Which ones ve me a specimen, 

gps Charlie. Mention something he has 

SORE FOOT LUMPS CURED. | sssertion that be Tound Miss Camber | io the floor when Wwe 

moved her. Here it is. There i» one When harh callouset form on the | | and dead when he approached her 

- - 

searching for some restorative. 
toes or the ball of the foot, the-sim- 

plest and surest cure is to be found 

in the special hirections accompany- 

ing Putnam'’s 

Wart Extractor. It cures any corn, 

wart, bunion or callous—does it with 

out pain. Insist in getting only 

Extractor. Price 25c. 

Painlest Corn and 

The House 
of the 

Whispering 
Pines 

1 
| 
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may net be, as so many now believe, 

the reckless denial of a criminal dis- 

turbed in his act. It may have had a 

basis in fact.” 

«I don’t believe it. Nothing will 

make me believe it,” stormed the 

other, jumping up and wildly pacing 

the drawing room floor. “It is all a 

scheme for saving the most popular 

man in society. But you haven’t tol 

me your discovery. It seems to me 

person here, at least, who can identify 
it But I do not ask that persom to 

speak. That we may well spare him.” 

He laid the ring on the table, not too 
near Arthur, not within reach of his 
hand, but close enough for him to see 
it. Then he sat down and hid his face 
in his hands. The last few days had 
told on him. He looked older by tem 
years than he had at the beginning of 
the month, 

“Perhaps I had better wait till Yo- 
morrow before I satisfy your euri- 
osity,” said he. 

“And leave me to imagine all sorts 

of horrors? No! Tell me at once. Is 
—is—has anything happened at the 
Cumberlands’ ?” 
“Yes. What you feared has hap- 

pened. No, no; Carmel 1s not dead. She 
is holding her own—just holding it— 

said that you know to be false.” 
“Well, it is hard to accuse a man of 

a direct lie. But he cannot be telling 
the truth when he says that he crossed 
the links immediately to Cuthbert road, 
thus cutting out the ride home Qf which 
we have such extraordinary a 
Under the fear of betraying my 

thoughts I hurriedly closed my eyes. 
I was in an extraordinary position my- 
self. What seemed falsehood to them 

will quickly respond to a few feeds of 

Molassine Meal. The flesh will be- 

come more sound—thus they’ll bring 

more money at market. 

Putnam’s Painless Corn anh Wart 

1 Molassine 
struck me as the absolute truth. Car- 
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EASILY IDENTIFIRD 

After the tennis match the ladies’ 

team returned in triumph in a char- 

a-banc. 

Perhaps it was their shrill delight 

at their success that {frightened the 

horse, but anyway he bolted. 

After a thrilling few minutes the 

vehicle dashed into the bank at the 

roadside, and sent all its occupants 

flying in a Leap. 

What a scene it was! No one was 

hurt, but there was a perfect sea of 

waving arms, feet, and hands. And 

out of the very midst came a squeal 

“Help, ah, help! Save me, sOome 

body! Mine are the green shoes and 

stockings!’’ 

PRAISES THIS ASTHMA REM- 

EDY. A grateful usre of Dr. J. D. 

Kellogg's Asthma Remedy finds it 

the only remedy that will give relief, 

thoogh for thirteen years he had 

sought other help. Years of needless 

suffering m®y be prevented by using 

this wonderful remedy at the first 

warning of trouble. Its use is sim- | 

ple, its cost is slight and it ram be 

purchased almost anywhere. 

While most of the papers agreed 

that Jack Johmson made a monkey | 

out of Jim Flynn in their scrap for | 

the heavyweight title as Las Vegas|| 

on the Fourth, the New York Sun 

expressed a different opinion in its 

writeup of the meeting. This paper 

declares that Flynn's body punches 

were gradually giving tme negro 

champion serious cause for worry, 

and the impression is gained that the 

Pueblo fireman might have beaten 

down his bigger opponent if the bout 

had not been stopped. The Sun's 

account also partly excuses Flynm for 

using foul tact cs, stating tbat John- 

son continually held kim in the 

clinches. One was as guilty as the 

otker for infractions on the rules, 

but the fouls of the white scrapper 

were more noticeable to the specta- 

tors. It is said that Jokmson wore 

a broad smile in the early part of 

the mill, but in the last tnree rounds 
he wore a troubled look as Flyon 

repeatedly landed heavy swings on 

Lis opponent's stomach. 

We always notice whenever a house 

is painted nicely, witn good style and 

pleasing color, it has been done with 

~ Ramsay's Paints. Anybody can see 

these nme colors at the store of . A. 

E. Jones. 

The picture known as ‘ Rembrandt's 

Father,” which the munico coilector 

Bochler bought gt a London auction 
some time ago becguse it was regard- 

ed as a copy of the original, has peel 

sold on the strength of Prof. Wm. 

Bodeq’'s authentication of it as an 

original for $112,000. ‘Lhe purchaser 

is supposed to be Von Nemes, the 

Hungarian collector. 

By ANNA KATHARINE GREEN 

Copyright, 1910, by Anna Katharine 
Rohlfs _ if 
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[CONTINTED.] 

first glance that his spirits were no 

Benger at par. 

clubhouse grounds it was without 
‘buoyancy or any of the natural ani- 

mation with which he usually went 

about his work. He wandered down 

jon the golf links. Taking out his 
watch, he satisfied himself that he 

started for Cuthbert road 

bour later he came wandering back 

a different line. He looked soured, 

When near the building 

he cast his eye over its rear 

gazed long and earnestly at the 

‘window which had been pointed out 
to him as the one from which a pos 

Nght had shone forth that night. 
were no trees on this side of 

the house—only vines. But the vines 

'weere bare of leaves and offered no 

‘sbstruction to his view. “If there had 
‘been a light in that window any one 

this house by the rear would 

seen it umiess'he had been drunk 

\ fool,” muttered Sweetwater, in 

contemptuous comment to himself 

irther Cumberlands story is one He. 

PR take the district attorney's sug- 
postion and retmrn to New Yerk to- 

K 4 

the long narrow window of 

overlooking the golf links. 

resting on bis arms, he 

over the sil and sought 

ce before him and from 

caclies of his own mind the 

lacked to make this present 

of the case satisfactory to 

instincts. 

¢ was that he saw In the vineg— 

the snow of the ground. but 
LF 

branches clinging close to the stone of 
the lower story, just beneath this win- 
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. Could he reach it? No; he 
would have to climb up from below 
to do that. Well, that was easy 

enough. 

With the thought, he at once rushed 
from the room. In another minute he 

was beneath that windew; had cEmb- 

found the little pocket of netted vines 
observable from above; had thrust in 
pis fingers and worked a small object 

out; had looked at it, uttered an ex- 

time for an experiment and im- 

ed, pulled, pushed his way up; had’ 

| 

| 
now.” 

“This was brought about by the 

persistence of Sweetwater. He seems 

to have an instinet for things. He 

was leaning out of the window at the 

rear of the clubhouse—the window of 

| 

Whea at 2 o'clock he entered the 

| 
| 

| that small room where your sister's 

eocat was found—and he saw, caught 

' ijn the vines beneath, a little bottle, 

an apothecary’s vial. It was labeled 

‘Poison’ and it came from this very 

house.” 

“How do you known that vial came 

from this house?” 

Dr. Perry looked up, astonished. He 

was prepared for the most frantic 

ebullitions of wrath, for violence even, 

or for dull, stupid, blank silence. But 

this ealm, quiet question of fact took 

him by surprise. He dropped his anx- 

fous look and replied: 

“Jt has been seen on the shelves by 

move than ene of your servants. Your 

sister kept it with her medicines, and 

the druggist with whom you deal re- 

members selling it some time ago to 

a member of your family.” 

“Whieh member? I don’t believe 

this story; 1 don’t believe any of 

your” He was fast verging on vio- 

lence now. 

“you will have to, Arthur. Facts 

are facts, and we cannot go against 

them. The person who bought it was 

yourself. Perhaps you can recall the 

circumstance now.” 

“I cannot.” He did not seem ww be 

quite master of himself. “TI don’t know 

half the things I do; at least, I didn’t 

use to. But what are you coming to? 

Are yon going to call it suicide? You 

‘cas’t, with those marks on her throat.” 

“We're going to carry out our in- 

vestigations to the full. We're going 

to hold the autopsy, which we didn’t 

think necessary before. That's why 1 

am here, Arthur. [I thought it your 

due to know our intentions in regard 

to this matter. If vou wish to be pres- 

ent you have only to say so; if you 

do not you may trust me to rentem- 

ber that she was your father's daugh 

ter as well as my own highly esteemed 

friend.” , 

Shaken to the core, the young ma 

sat down. 

“My duty !s here,” he sald at last 
“7 eannot leave Carmel.” 

“The autopsy will take place tomor 
row. How is Carmel today?" 

“No better.” The words came with 

a shudder. “Doctor, I’ve been a brute 

to you. I am a brute! I have misused 

which to meet trouble. What you pro- 
pose to do with—with Adelaide is hor- 

rible to me. I didn’t love her much 
while she was living, but if 1 could 
have saved her body this last humilia- 

tion I would willingly die right here 

and now and be done with it. Must 
this autopsy take place?” 

“It must.” 

“Then tell them to lock up every 
| pottle the bouse holds or I cannot an- 
ewer for myself. I should like to drink 

and drink till 1 knew nothing, cared 
for -nothing. was a madman or a 

beast.” 
“You will not drink.” The coroner’s 

voice rang deep; he was greatly moved. 

“You will not drink, and you will come 
to the office at 5 o'clock tomorrow. 

We may have only good news to im- 

part. We may find nothing to compli- 
cate the situation.” 

Arthur Cumberland shook his head. 
“It's not what you will find”— said 
he, and stopped, biting his lips and 

my life and have no strength with | 

mords and this action was memorable 

} ! 
| 

to everybody there concerned.: Some 
had seen and all had heard of young 

Cumberland’s desperate interruption 
of the funeral and the way his hand 

had invaded the flowers which the 

children had cgst in upon her breast. 

When at last Arthur looked up it was 
with a dazed air and an almost humble 
mien. 

“Providence has me this time,” he 
muttered. “I don’t understand these 
mysteries. You will have to deal with 
them as you think best.” 

Turning away, he made for the aoor. 

There was in his manner desperation 

approaching to bravado, but no man 
made the least effort to detain him. 

Not till he was well out of the room 

did any one move; then the district at- 
torney raised his finger, and Arthur 
Cumberland did not ride back to his 
home alone, 

CHAFPTHR X1V. 

BRANELAGH RESUMES HIS STORY. 

OR several days 1 had been fl. 
They were merciful days to me 
since 1 was far too weak for 

thought. Then there came a 

_period of conscious rest, then renewed 
interest in life and my own fate and 
reputation. What had happened dur- 
ing this interval? 

I had a confused memory of having 
seen Clifton’s face at my bedside, but 
I was sure that no words had passed 
between us. When would he come 
again? When should I hear about Car- 
mel and whether she were yet alive 
or mercifully dead, like her sister? I 
might read the papers, but they had 

been carefully kept from me. Not one 
was in sight. The nurse would un- 
doubtedly give me the information I 
desired; but, kind as she had been, I 
dreaded to consult a stranger about 
matters which involved my very exist- 
ence and every remaining hope. 

I would risk one question, but no 
more. 1 would ask about the inquest. 

and naturally healthy.” 
I could see that T baffled him. It 

could net be helped. 1 did not dare to 
utter the question with which my 
whole soul was full, I could only 
my entreaty. He misunderstood 
was natural enough 
“She does not know yet what 

store for her,” were his words, 
and look 
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 | I better—that 

this in of 

evidence accunfilated against him, ev- 
idence stronger in many regards than 
accumulated against yourself.” 
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Arthur! A booby and a boor, but cer- 
tainly not the slayer of his sister, un- 
Jess I had been woefully mistaken in all 
that bad taken place in that clubhouse 
previous to my entrance into it on that 
fatal night. As I caught Clifton’s eye 
fixed upon me I said: “Don’t speak of 
me. I'm not thinking of myself. You 
speak of evidence. What evidence? 
Give me details. Don’t you see that I 

burning with curiosity? I shan’t 
tll I hear.” ; 

about through you,” he 
“Yoa told me of the fellow 
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Instinctively I did not feel as 

I knew Arthur ey 

ance. But he had not the inherent 
snap which makes for crime. He 
lacked the vigor which—God forgive 
me the thought—lay back of Carmel’s 
softer characteristics. 

The episode of the ring confused me. 
I could make nothing out of it, could 
not connect it with what 1 myself 
knew of the confused experiences of 
that night. But I could recall the din- 
per and the sullen aspect, not unmixed 
with awe, with which this boy com- 
templated his sister when his own 

glass fell from his nerveless fingers. My 
own heart was not in the business—it 
was on the elopement I had planned— 

ie
 

mel had been the one to go home; he, 

as he said. As this conviction pene- 

trated deeply and yet more deeply into 

and {ll advised attempt to better my 

‘Might it not be simply as his acces 

turned home in the same suspicious 

fashion. 

hat and coat over her own womanly 
garments was no freak. There had 
been purpose in it—a purpose which 
demanded secrecy. That Adelaide 
should have accompanied her under 
these circumstances was a mystery. 
But then the whole affair was a mys- 
tery, totally out of keeping in all its 
detafls with the characters of these 
women, save—and what a fearful ex- 
ception I here make—the awful end, 
which, alas, bespoke the flery rush and 
impulse to destroy which marked Car 
mel’s unbridled rages. 

without doubt, had crossed the lnks 

my mind 1 shrank inexpressibly from 

the renewed mental struggle into 

which it plunged me. To have suf- 

fered myself—to have fallen under the 

ban of suspicion and the disgrace of 
arrest—had certainly been hard, but it 
was nothing to beholding another in 
the same plight through my own rash 

position and Carmel’s by what I had 
considered a totally harmless subter- 

fuge. 
Forced by doubt to open my eyes, 1 

met Clifton’s full look turned watch- 
fully on me. The result was ecalm- 
ing. Even to my apprehensive gaze it 
betrayed no new enlightenment. My 
struggle had been all within. No to- 
ken of it had reached him. 

This he showed still more plainly 

when he spoke. 

“There will be a close sifting of evi- 
dence at the inquest. You will not 

enjoy this, but the situation, hard as 

it may prove, has certainly improved 
so far as you are concerned. That 

should hasten your convalescence.” 

“Poor Arthur!” burst from my lips, 

and the cry was echoed in my heart 

“What sort of man would you make 

him out to be when you accuse him 

of robbing the wine vault on top of 

a murderous assault on his sister?’ 
“I know. It argues a brute, but 

he”— . 

“Arthur Cumberland is selfish, unre- 

sponsive and hard, but be is not a 

brute. I'm disposed to give him the 

benefit of my goed opinion to this ex- 

tent, Charlie. I cannot believe he first 
poisoned and then choked that noble 

woman.” : 

Clifton drew himself up in his turn, 

astonishment battling with renewed 
distrust. 

“Either he or you, Ranelagh!” he ex: 

elaimed firmly. “There is no third 

person. This you must realize.” 

Was Arthur in the clubhouse when 

I first stepped into it? It was just pos- 

gible. I had been led to prevaricate as 

to the moment I entered the lower gate 

way, and he may have done the same 

as to the hour he left by the upper hall 

window. Whatever his denials on this 

or any subject, I was convinced that 

he knew as well as |] that Carmel had 

been in the building with her sister 

and was involved more or less person- 
ally in the crime comihitted there. 

sory after the fact? If only I could be 

Neve this! Val 

But she had gone in disguise to the 

Whispering Pies, and she had re 

The wearing of her brother Arthur's 

Of a less emotional attack she would 

Meal y 
is equally good for all stock and costs 

but a few cents a day. Order some 

from your dealer NOW. If he hasn’t 

it get him to send to ; 

L. C. PRIME CO. LTD. 
St. John, N. B. 

1913 
HUDSON 
MOTOR CARS 
4 Cylinder---37 H.P. 
6 Cylinder---54 H.P. 

Runabouts 

Touring Cars 
(5 and 7 Passenger) 

Limousines 

ents 

Wanted 
Liberal Commissions and exclusive 
territory. If YOU want the most 

profitable and satisfactory Automobile 
Agency correspond with us AT ONCE. 

The Motor Import Co. 
of Canada, Limited 
Forum Bldg., Montreal, 

Sole Distributors for Eastern Oanada 

Passenger Train Service 
From Woodstock. 

Effective June 2nd, 1912— Atlantic Time. 
Trains Daily, Except Sunday. 

DEPARTURES 

7.30 a m. For Hoult McAdam Jet., 
St Stephen, St Andrews, Fred- 
ericton, St John and East ; 
Vanceboro, Bangor, Portland, 
Boston, etc. 

7.50 am. For Fredericton via Gibson 
Branch. 

11.51 a m. For all points North—Plaster 
Rock, Grand Falls, Edmund- 
ston, Fort Fairfield, Caribou 
and Presque Isle. 

5.10 p m. For Fredericton via Gibson 
Branch. 

5.50 p m. For Houlton, McAdam Jct. 
St Stephen, St Andrews, Fred- 
ericton, St John and East; be as incapable as any other good 

woman. Poison she would never use. 
It’s presence there was due to anoih- 
er's forethought, another’s determina- 
tion. But the poison had not killed 
Both glasses had been emptied, but— 
ah, those glasses! What explanation 
had the police now for those two 
emptied glasses? They had hitherto 
supposed me to be the second person 
who bad joined Adelaide in this totally 
uncharacteristic drinking. 

Knowing nothing of Carmel having 
been on the scene, they must ascribe 
this act either to Arthur or to 
and when they came to dwell upon 

but I could not help seeing what I 
have just mentioned, and it recurred 
to me now with fatal distinctness. The 
awe was as great as the sullenness. 

Did that offer a good foundation for 

crime? I disliked Arthur. I had no 
use for the boy, and I wished with all 
my heart to detect guilt in his actions 
rather than in those of the woman I 

loved, but I could not forget that tinge 
of awe on features too heavy to mir 

ror very readily the nicer feelings of 
the human soul. It swould come up, 
and under the influence of this impres- 
sion I said: 

There is no poisonous ingredient in 

Holloway’s Corn Cure, and it 7an 

be used without danger of injury. 

looking down. 
Twenty-four hours later, in the cor- 

oner’s office, sat an anxious group dis- 
cussing the great case and the possible 
revelations awaiting them. The dis- 

trict attorney, Mr. Clifton, the chief 
of police and one or two others, 
among them Sweetwater, made up 

Vanceboro, Bangor, Portland, 
Boston, etc; Sherbrooke, Mon- 
treal and West, connecting 
for Chicago, St Paul, etc. 
Winnipeg and all points in 
the Canadian West, British 
Columbia and on the Pacific 
Coast. 

7.55 p m, For Aroostook Jct and inter- 
mediate points. 

ARRIVALS 
11.40 p m. From Fredericton via Gibson 

Branch. : 
I1.5I pm. From St John and East — St 

Stephen, St Andrews, Boston, 
Montreal and West, and from 
Houlton. 

Had it been held? If she said yes—ah, 
if she said yes!—I should know that 
Carmel was dead, and the news, com- 
ing thus, would kill me. So 1 asked 
nothing and was lying in a sufficiently 
feverish condition when the doctor 

came in, saw my state and, thinking 
to cheer me up, remarked blandly: 
“You are well enough this morning 

to hear good news. Do you recognize 
the room you are in?’ 

“I'm in the hospital, am I not?” 
“Hardly. You are in one of Mr. 

O’Hagen’s own rooms.” (Mr. O’Hagen 
was the head keeper.) “You are de- 

*A VIAL,” HE EXOLAIMED. 

suppressed emotions and lef himself 

down again into the midst of the two 

or three men who had scented the ad- 

venture and hastened to be witnesses ' the group and carried on the conver- 

of its outcome. (sation. Dr. Perry only was absent 

“A vial” he exclaimed, “an empty | He had undertaken to make the au- 

vial, but”— Holding the little bottle topsy and had been absent for this pur- 

up between his thumb and forefinger, | pose several hours. 

be turned it slowly about until the Five o'clock had struck, and they 

label faced them. 1 were momentarily looking for his re-’ 

There have been repeated demon- 

strations of late that the patrol of 

the Pacific coast to prevent smugg- 

re b is inadequate. The San ¥ran- 

+ Fe cisco papers report tkree successive 

landings of boatloads of Chinese 

within 100 miles of the city during 

the past month, and it seems equal- 

ly difficult to restrain the opium 

traffic. The fact that the coast of 

California is over 900 miles 

Worms feeh upon the vitality 

wraves’ Worm Exterminator. 

Brazil and the Congo gre worrying 
a little over Prof. Perkins’ process 

is 

still only a laboratory experiment, 

vat if it should succeed commercial- 

ly like synthetic indigo, it would be 

« blessing to humanity as well as to 

adtomobilists; no crop pays a heav- 

lor making synthetic rubber. It 

irr toll of misery than rubber. 

Experiments. have been made by a 

Norwegian in an endeavor to show 

pene- | 
the | 

Azores, he found that sunlight reach- | 
and | 

that red rays were weaker ‘at that | 

depth than violet. Violet and ultra-| 

to what depth rays of light 

trate the ocean. Working in 

ed 328 feet below the surface, 

violet rays penetrate toa depth of 

over 3,000 feet. 

Minard’s Limiment cured distemper. 

long 

and thinly inhabited makes an effect. 

ive land patrol a formidable matter. 

of 

children and endanger their lives. A 
simple and effective cure is Mother 

On it was written one word. but it 

was a word which invariably carries 

alarm with it 
That word was poison. 

Sweetwater did not return to New 

York that night. 

> » > » * * 

“1 regret to disturb yon. Arthur, but 

my business is of great importance 

and should be made known to you at 

once.” 

' not have died entirely from sir 

) 

thie young 

apprehen 

placed 

and 

Sullen and unmollified. 

man thus addressed eyed 

sively his father's old friend. 

so unfortunately in his regard. 

morosely exclaimed: 

“Out with it! I'm a poor hand af 

guessing. What has hapnened now” 

“A discovery—a somew| 

one, 1 fear: at least it will force 1 

police to new action. Your sis'er ol 

ewiiat ser 

tion. Other causes may have boesn 

work!” 

“Now, what do youn mean hy 

Arthur Cumberland was unde 

own roof and in presence of or 

should have inspired his re 

he made no effort to hd 

which these words illo 

should like to know what deviiir: 

in your miuds now Am I never 

have peace?” 

“Peace and tragedy do not often ru 

together,” came in the mild tones « 
ro 

his won!d he | 

appearance, but when the door open- 

ed, as it did at this time, it was to 

admit young Cumberland, whose white 
face and shaking limbs betrayed his 

suspense and nervous anxiety. 

| but desisted suddenly and turned upon 
the others instead. 

| various tests. 

in large quantities, was found in the 

stomach of the deceased, but not 

enough to cause serious trouble, and 

she died, as we already decided, from 

the effect of the murderous cluteh 

apon her throat But,’ he went on 

and showed signs of breaking in with 
one of his violent invectives against 

the supposed assassin, “l made an- 

other discovery of still greater purport. 

When we lifted the body out of its 

resting place something besides wither- 

| ed flowers slid from her breast and 

| fell at our feet. 

| missing from ber hand when he came | 

upon her and which certainly was not 

on her finger when she was Aid in *he 

The door opened again and the coro- | Pened?’ 
| ner appeared, looking mot so much de- | starting up, then falling back on my 

| pressed as stunned. Picking out Arthur | 
. from the group, he advanced toward 
| him with some commonplace remark,  t8Ke and resorting to the soothing 

| process. 

The ring, gentlemen | 

| —the ring which Ranelagh says was | 
| sacrificed themselves as you have done. 
The fact is recognzed now, and your 

tained now simply as a witness.” 
1 was struck to the heart, terrified 

in an instant, 

“What? Why? 

I questioned rapidly, 
What has hap- 

half 

pillow under his astonished eye. 

“Nothing,” he parried, seeing his mis- 

“Send for Mr. Clifton,” 1 said. ‘“He’s 

“I have finished the autopsy,” sajq | my friend; I can better bear”— 
“l knew just what poison the | 

| vial had held and lost no time in my | 

| A minute portion of | 

| this drug, which is dangerous only | 
tor tiptoed out, muttering to Clifton 

“Here he is,” said the doctor as the 

door softly opened under the nurse’s 
careful hand. 
With a gesture to the nurse the doc- 

as he passed some word of warning 
| or casual instruction. The nurse fol- 

lowed, and Clifton, coming forward, 
took a seat at my side. He was cheer- 

| ful, but not too cheerful, and the air of 

sternly as young Cumberland moved | SUght constraint which tinged his man- 
' ner as much as it did mine did not 

escape me. 

“Tell me why they have withdrawn 
their suspicions. [I've heard nothing, 
read nothing, for days. I don’t un- 
derstand this move.” 

“You're stanch,” he began. “You 

have my regard, Elwood. Not many 
men would have stood the racket and 

motive” — 

nial of this crime? That does not seem 
like Arthur, guilty or innocent.” 

1 was in the coroner's office when the 

“Are you sure that he made no de- 

“He made none in my presence, and 

this peint mere particularly they must 
see the improbability of her drinking 
with him under any circumstances. 
Then their thoughts would recur to me, 
and I should find myself again a sus- 
pect. The monstrous suggestion that 
Arthur bad brought the liquor there 
himself, had poured it out and forced 
her to drink it, poison and all, out of 

table a short time before, did not oe- | 

ac- 

some days ago, | 
nfront- 

that be bad tak- 
en both it and 

another from the 

clubhouse just 
before the storm 
began to rage 

that night.” 

“The hour; the | 

very bour!™ I] 

muttered 

“He entered | 

and left by that 

ARE YOU SURE HE 

MADE NO DENIAI 

npper hall window, or so he says, but 
he is not to be believed in all his state- 

ments. Some of his declarations we 
mw to be false” 

- Pad 

cur to me then, but if it had there | 
were the three glasses—he would not | 

knowledged pring three, nor would Adelaide, noe, Jia 
as I saw it, would Carmek 
Chaos—however one looked at It, 

chaos! Only one fact was clear—that | 
Carmel knew the whole story and | 

might communicate the same if ever | 
| her brain cleared and she could be | 

| brought to reveal the mysteries of that | 
hour. | 

Did I really desire such a consum- 

mation? Only God could tell. I only | 
| know that the fear and expectation of | 
| such an outcome made my anguish for 
the next two weeks. | 

| (To be Continued.) 

12.10 p. m. From Aroostook Junction. 
5.50 pm. From Edmundston, Grand 

Falls, Presque Isle, Caribou, 
Fort Fairfield, Plaster Rock, 
etc. 

8.40 p m. From Fredericton yia Gibson, 
nny 

10.25 p m. From Houlton, Frederict 
St John and East; St Stephen’ 

revenge for her action at the dinner  - 

St Andiews, Vanceboro, Ban- 
gor, Portland, Boston, etc, 
W. B. HOWARD, D.P.A. 
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