
A FOILED PLOT. 
cuarrer I. 

This is a strange story, but a true one. 

For six months prior to my ‘‘coming of 
age” I appeared to be a confirmed invalid. 

“Ab, my lad,” the old doctor once said, 
you are becoming an admirable candidate 
—for the churchyard.” 

T remember I reiurned the compliment 
by making an old joka. *‘Do you think a 

churchyard is a particularly healthy place ?” 

I asked. 
Dr. Harrison was not good at con- 

undrums, and be reflected seriously for a 

moment, and said, ‘No I cannot say itis.” 

¢ Then why do you send so many of your 

patients there 7’ was my parting thrust. 

I was in a very peculiar position. My 

fatber, a wealthy cotton broker, had leit 

me £50 000, and had appointed his brother 
executor under the will. 

By strategy 1 succeeded in getting a 

skillful specialist into the house and I took 

a 8 1dden change for the better. 1 appeared 

very likely to cheat the churchyard, my 

uncle and his mercenary doctor at one 

stroke. The specialist assured me that 1 

was not likely to die soon, but, with a 

shake of the head, told me he suspected 

there was a good deal of poison in my 

constitution. 
With this sudden change in my con- 

dition, my uncle's resources as an actor 

seemed to terminate. His face became 

tearfully and wonderfully elongated, and a 

terrible look wes ih his eyes every time he 

came near me. He was trying to secure 
the £50,000. 

Almost every evening a friend of mine, 

George Wilcox, visted me, and alterward 

spent a long time in consultation with my 

uncle in his study, which was ju:t beneath 

my bedroom. Though Ibad every corfi- 

dence in Wilcox I was seiz:d withan in- 

tense longing to know the precise nature 

of these long consultations. 
Whilst my uncle was away in the city 

one day I pulled up the carpet and bored 

a bole right through the floor of my bed- 

room. The boards and the plaster were 

so thin that this was an easy ‘ask, even for 

an invalid. When Wilcox left me that 

night J got out of bed, and placed my ear 

to this hole. It has become a proverb that | ally dragged me into a brilliantly lighted | 

good | hotel. He called for two hot brandies. We eavesdroppers never Lear anything 

about themselves, and I certainly was not 

an exception to the rule. 

“Lock here, (George; in spite of all our | 

precautions he’s getting better. During 

my absence in the city he sent for Dr. 

Henderson, and he has upset our nice 

little game, and I am not so sure he has 

not discovered traces of poison in our 

victim We must keep a sharp eye on 

both. There is another matter. 1 was so 

sure of getting that £50,000 at a compar- 

atively early date that I borrowed a large 

sum from my employer—without his con- 

sent—and lost it on the Grand National. 

1f I do not replace it within the next fort- 

night I shall be placed in a terrible posi- 

tion.” 
This was very pleasent information for 

me, but worse followed. 

«That's bad enough, Mr. Hewitt, but I 
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am in a worse position than you,” re- 
sponsed Wilcox. “I should not be at all 
surpriced if a detective laid his hands upon 
me within twenty-four hours.” 

“Well, to the point. He must die. He 
has every confilence in you. You must 
lead him to his death, but yon must be 
very careful to doit in a natural sort of 
fashion. I am not anxious to see you 
with a hempen cravat around your throat.” 
There was a long silence. 
“Yes, I'll do anything you suggest, if it 

shows a possible chance of getting me out 
of my difficulties. 

After I left the sick room, Wilcox, true 
to his tearful compart, sought, to lead me 
into excessive drinking. I resisted all his 

overtures. At last my uncle’s home be- 
come intorable to me, snd I made arrange- 
ments for leaving it. Oa the last night I 
was walking throu:h Lime street when a 
young man ran up to me and eflusively 
greeted me. 

I looked at bim. 
tage of me,” I said. 
“Nay, Hewitt, surely you have not for- 

gotten your old chum Wilson—Dick Wil- | 

“You have the advan- 

son.” 

“You Dick Wilson? Well, a few years 
have made a great differeace in you. I am 
delighted to meet you again” 

While we were talking together it began 
to rain piteously, and my companion liter- | 

were alone. He paid for the drinks, and 
then my attention was directed toward a 

very beauti'ul mirror of exquisite workman- | 
ship. While I was looking through it I | 
saw uy companion pull a emall bottle from 

his coa! pocket and empty i's conients into ! 
my glass. In’a wild frenzy I seiz:d him by 
the throat. There was a sharp struggle. A 
talse beard came off his face into my band, 

and, by all that was terrible, I was once 

more face to face with George Wilcox. In 
that moment of recogniton I think I must 
have been mad. I held him by the 
throat until I was startled by the horrible 
sound of the death rattle. I flung him from 
me, and he fell to ihe floor with a bideous 
thud. I bad killed biw, and I cannot say 

that I was sorry for it. I emptied the con- 
tents of my glass on the floor, seiz:d an 

overcoat, and dashed out of the hotel. 

| check tor £1,000. 
| have made out the check in the name of | 

CHAPTER II. 
The instinct of self-preservation com- 

pelled me to hail a cab and call to the 
driver : “‘Central Station { quick !” When 
[ reached the platform a train was steam- 
ing, ready to start. One cf the arms of a 

semaphore bore the word **London,” and, 
ticketless, I made a dash for the train. For- 
tunately I secured an empty carriage. 

It was while on the long journey that I 
began to take stock of my exceedingly dan- 
genous position. I had killed a man. What 
were my hopes ot escaping ? 1 was well 
supplied with money. While debating 
with myselt I locked at the overcoat. I 
bad never seen it before. It must have 
belonged to my victim. I remember that 
when we entered the hotel we both pulled 
our dripping coats off and threw them over | Joved. I took up a position in an upper 
the table. I dived into one of the pockets | room and plied As err loaders ord 

and fished out a letter. 
of hope gleamed across my path. 

As I read it a ray | vigor. 
It con- | enemy broke through our defense, and | 

It was a strange meeting. 'I'be singer 
was an linglish woman, and a very beauti- 
ful one into the barga'n. As I walked to- 
ward her she rose and extended her hand | 
in welcome. From that moment I loved 
her. In a few aimple words she explained 
to me that she was the daughter of an 
English missionary, who had died at his 
post of duty and hil committed her to the 
care of a chiet, who, under his teaching, 

had accepted the new faith, 
Well, to make a long story a short one, 

I married her according to native custom. 
Bat trouble followed us. One morain 

a hostile tribe put in an appearance p- 
several shots were fired into our kraal. 
Hastily the old chiet summoned a few men, 
and we did our best to defend those we 

Bat ours was a use less game. The 

tained this startling statement: ‘After | was just on the point of running down the 

you have poisoned your vi:tim make for | picketty stairs when once more I was face 

the station and get to London as quickly as | to face with George Wilcox. 
| 

possible. I have engaged a cabin for you | 

with the captain a letter containing a) 
For obvious reasons I | 

Wilfred Englefield, and the cabin bas been | 
engaged in that nime. When you reach 

| advantage of the last deal. 

- Wilcox appro ached me and dragged me 
( ra lo » | » = | 

on board the Nora, and have ceposited |, my horse. “We meet under different | 
“You bad the | 
Now I am go- | 

conditions,” he sneered. 

ing to kill you, as I have killed your wife.” 
The four men who had till then stood 

by him, seeing his condition, emptied the | 
Cape Town you can cash it at the bank of | . gtd 

p y . £ 0M bottle and were soon in a similar state of 
Messrs. Wild & Co. I will cable to tell | 
them of your expected visit. Mr. Wild is | 
an old friend of mine, and when you reach 
him your course will be plan. Do the 
work neatly and then lie quiet in South 
Africa for a few months. I will see that 
you are well supplizd with cash.” 
v 

CHAPTER III. 

I bad been in Atrica about six months 
when a strange thing happened After a 
hard day’s bunting I threw myself down on 
the summit of the hill, and [ think I fell 
asleep. I was wakened by the sound of 
singing. In that wild country, far away 
from the center of civilization, 1 heard in 
sweet girlish notes the song of ‘‘Home 
Sweet Home .” 

I jumped up, ran to the other side of the 
hill, and looked down the valley. There 
was a fair scene. There was a large kraal, 
surrounded by a neatly kept garden. In 
the center of the garden the songstress was 
sitting sewing. 

| 
| upon the floor. 

utter pnostration. 
a tremendous effort 1 burst my bonds, 

seiz>d the revolver, and, just for a moment | 

was seiz2d with a horrible desire to empty 
the contents inlo the unballowed brutes | 

Once, twice, thrice, I put | 
my finger on tne trigger, but I dared not 

| pull it. 
| 

| 
| 

After a fearful struggle with myself I ran 
out of the tent, mounted a horse and rode 
into th2 blackness. Through the night of 
agony [ rode, and when the gray streaks 

| of dawn crept over the hill I saw the re- 
mains of my kraal in the distance. My 
poor wife had a bnllet in her heart. 

Truly Wilcox was right when he said 
that he had the advantage of our second 
meeting. 1 came back to England and 
tound that my uncle had been sent for a 
long term of penal servitude for robbing 
his employers. 1 had cheated him and 
Wilcox, but at a terrible cost—the cost of 
a broken heart. 

Now was my time. By | 

Merry Sleigh Bells 
The Fines Winter Turnouts in the Country 

HAVE YOU GOT A NICE SLEIGH? 

"not. just look at this Family Cladstone 

Neatest and handsomest turnout made. 

| Ard then on this Sleigh. Just the thing for Comfort, 

| and for Fast Driving, Strong and Durable. 

For prices and all information apply to 

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS, 
F'redericton, IN. B. 

—- 

© © © © © © ©@ © © © © © ®@ © © © © © 

©
 

©
 

(3
) 

—
 

©
 

Make Your Home Beautiful and Cosy. 
DECORATE YOUR ROOMS WITH HANDSOME WORKS OF AR

T AT A SMALL COST. 

Do not disfigure your walls with cheap paintings, lithographs, &c., when you can obtain genuine art treasures for less money. The most 

critical lovers of art cannot condemn your taste if you select from our pictures as they are absolutely true to nature. 
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And of the above pictures in sizes 10 suit purckasers 

w ~———~—Agents and Dealers wishing to secure a supp 

The Ira Cornwall Co., Ltd, St. John, N. B, - 
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It so, a complete illustration of your trip is almost a necessity, and 
the arrangement of the album is simplified by following your route 

exactly as you travelled, interspersing the paintings and sculptures 

which have made an impression on vour mind in their proper places. 
If you did not bave time to purchate photograpks while away, or 

if you wish to fill in pictures or views which you were unable to secure, 

Have You Been Abroad ? | 
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we ean be of great assistance to you. If you will send us sn outline 
of your isurney, we will send a selection of photographs to you on 
spyroval, covering the chief points of interest in each city visited. 

Many of us care only to own 
caller, or entertain the children. 

while away many a tedious hour. 
A careful selection from Part Third of cur catalogue would be re- 

quired for this purpose, and our illustrated catalogue would be of great
 

assistance. 

a book that would please the casual 
Such a book sent to an invalid wou ld 
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© Are You Literary in Your Tastes ? or for Do You Wish to Study the Old Masters? 

—— Parthkulars We can supply you with photographs of all the leaditg worksiin the 

If eo, make up an album of your favorite authors. Use first the S. Subacr bers Ss famous Kuropein galleries. These are arranged chronologically in our 

Rx. #0 Ap. then reg kn a ty he a3 en let tas be for NE catalogue, ne are also drelded ink hosl. Le ot shag 

oliowe y illustrations ol bis works. Scott, 5aa espeare,; urns, : selves are off: n procura le, and these, wi ree or four 0 er 

(+); Dickens, and many others may be treited in this wav, making a most PROGRESS what works, give one a good insight into the style and treatment of subjects by 

interesting colle t icn ~~ We also publish full sefs of illustration for books pis : the different schools. 

on art and travel, such as The Marble Faun,” ‘Ben Hur,” ““Romola,” 
size 3 " 

“Corinne,” Grimm® * lie of Michael Angelo,” Taine's * Italy,” and afesss 8° ll ¢# Picture Is Architecture Your Hobby ? 

hoot of athens. Hels You An interesting and decidedly useful album may be made by fcllow- 
[4 : 

Pictures wih ing the progress ol building from tte early lgyptians to the present time, 

including the Greek, Roman, Renaissance, Gotbic 
and Modern styles, in- 

id » terspersing the famous marble buildings of India and the curious temples 

- Cheap Obtaian of Japan. ©) 
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Are You Simply a Lover of Pretty Piclures Pleasing to the Eye ? 

I. | 

This illustrated catalogue contains over 2,000 minute illustrations of 

the subjects found in Part Third of our catalogue and supplement. It is 

sent to persons desiring to make selections on receipt of a deposit of six 

dollare, which money will be returned or credited on account at the o
ption 

of the purchaser on its safe return to us within four weeks of its receipt. 
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Any of the above pictlres In sizes to suit purchasers. 

address———— 

General Agents for th 

Soule Photo Co. of Boston. 
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