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(Continued.)
CHAPTER 11.

‘“What! another letter from Mrs.
Moutgomery?’’ Herman exclaimed as
wu entered our den late the following
afternoon. By Jove! Duncan, it's
addressed to you. I beg your par-
don,”” and he handed me, not with-
out some chagrin, the envelope which
he had already half opened.

“For me?”’ 1 said, - carelessly.
*‘Congratulate me. 1 must have
made good use of my time. It’s an
invitation to dinner this evening,
Herman. Will you come?”’

““No,”” he answered, hali-angrily.
“You can ‘make excuses for me, as
the netice is so  short—that is, if
you're going.”’

“Yes, I think I shall go,” I said
after a moment spent in simulated

hesitation; for little as I cared to go
to Santhwaite Castle, much as I dis-
liked the idea of annoying my friend,
Mrs. Montgomery’s lettaw. 1'&1113' left
me no option. Added to it was a
postscript, the contents of which 1
had not communicated to Herman,
to the effect that she really thought
the article I spoke of having found
must belong to her after all, and
she would be very glad if T would re-
turn it, and would also bring her
a bunch of the Marie Louise roses
that grew on the south wall of my
house. i
The meaning of the two requests,
Oong running into the other, was plain
enough for a
gence. 1 was to put the littie shoe
into a box with some flowers, and 1
should then be at liberty to hand it
to her without attracting attention
even in a crowd.
The inquisitive Minting procured
me the flowers, and Mrs. Foreman,
my ¢ook-house-keeper, turned
some ribbons from a box which prov-
ed the wvery thing 1 wanted. But
when 1 catne downstairs to start for
Santhwaite with the box under
arm, Herman, who followed
the door, exclaimed’
“What have you got
can?”’
“Flowers,"’

my

me to

I answered, as coollyv as

possible, “‘for Mrs. Montgumery.”’
He had  been ruffled, T knew, be-

cause the invitation was addressed

to e 1nstead of to himself, and his

temper was not improved
that he despiscd himself
anpoyed about it.
trayed hin into taking a liberty
with me=a thing neither of us had

by the fact
for feeling

ever been gmilty of before,

“Flowers  lor Mrs. Montgomery!”’
he said. ““The man who takes flow-
ers  from  FElsinore to Santhwwaite
had lost all sense of proportion.”

As I had expected 1 had to hand
her the hox before ner guests, and

idd 1t with the best air 1 could
mimand,

I thoungt her husband (a stout,
midd! el mnn, with a dark, heavy
face) glanced cvoiousiyve #t het as she

\

thanked moog rofusel

1

, but immediate-
Jv aiter he turaned his attention elee-
where with the air of a man too usred
e vegarics Lo tirouble

himeels

about them, nor did be agoin

me duiing Lite wy nf thae
Instead ol trusting o a3

ad  ghe mupnt, . amt Indend

t, to have doy insisted on
fucther lowering n n eyes
by whisporing 1hsr =h olisvaill that
her  litile Irish i Rags must
have siclen the s woand taken it
out o the moor, as she conldn’t ac-
count for the ioss in any, other way.
It was u cheeriul sense of re-
liel thot i, into my dog-cart and
drove through the lodge gates  of

Santhwaite Castle into the high road
beyond.

I was alone, and had only got
ahout a couple of hundred yards
from the gates when someone stepped
suddoniy
to nweto draw up. It was a woman,
tall and finely built, Her head and
faco were wrapped in-a shawl, and 1

¢ uld see nothing distinetly but her |

whiio hands with long, delicate, tap-
er {ingers,

“You are the gentleman from Elsi-
note?’’ she said.

Tam.” I -replied.

“Mr. Herman, or Mr. Duncan?”

“My name is Duncan.’’

“The footman said so,”” she con-
tinued, ‘“‘but I thought it was the
other one. Oh, Mr. Duncan, you

brought it back to her tonight! Tell
me, pray tell me where you
it?”’

“My good girl,”’
don’t know
about.”’

“You do,’’she retorted, rudely.” You
brought it back to her in that box
with the trumpery flowers! Do you
think I don’t know? What did you
want with flowers from Elsinore?
It came in that box, and she threw
jt into the bottom of a cupboard,
and she’ll have it found tomorrow.

I answered, ‘T

As if 7hat was any sort of use,
when I've been looking for it since
Monday night, and know it wasn't
there before.”’

“You're talking riddles,”” I said,
as coolly as I could, “and I think

you’re foolish to work yourself up
like this.”’

¢“Foolish!’’ she retorted. ‘‘Foolish!
IThere are others worse than me.She
has got the crimson slipper back
through you, but how about the

stocking—the stocking? She walked
in bare-foot? I've got that safe,
all stained and torn. How about

the thorns and the scratches on her
foot? I've seen them.”’

“Well,”” I said, ““if you have, I
don’t see why you should come to
me.”’

‘“You don’t understand, sir,”” she
cried, passionately, drawing closer
to me in her eagerness. ‘‘She met
him that night, I'm sure she did.
She has been writing to him
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BY DORA LANGLOIS,

Author of ‘“A Bolt From the
'’ “That Red-Headed
,”’ ““The Kiss of Ju-
““The Secretary’s
Daughter,”’ ‘““Victoria's
Dream,”” &c.

]evér so long, without her husband’s

| knowledge. No one—no one knows
| of it but me, and that night WI'm
| sure she met him alone.”

|  “There’s a friend of yours in the
| case, then?”’ I said, coldly. ‘‘Look
| i 3 A |
| here, my good giri, if youre so |

| sure about this unpleasant business,

| give up thinking about the man,and

;let matters take their course.

| ali, it’s no business of ourg.”’
| It is our business,”’ she answer-
(ed, with fierce anger.

After

ety your
business, and every honest man’s
! business, and you’ll find it out when
| too late, if you're not careful. Mr.
i Duncan, he has not been seen since
Monday night—he has disappeared
entirely. Where did she meet him,

| that's the question, and what has

| she done with him? As true as
there’s a Heaven above us, I .think |
that she has killed him! Only tell

me where you fqund the slipper, and
I can go and look for him myself.”’
Just for a moment the absolute
\Icon\'icti(m expressed by every tone of
[the girl’s deep voice startléd me, but

| I recovered myself almost immediate- |

jly. for the idea was too absurd. ““Go
{home,”” I said, ‘‘and wait, and don’t
| throw your sympathy away on a man
{who is probably treating you very
| badly.”

“How do
treating me?’’
|treated me well,
have done¢ but for
me where you found it

you know how he is
she demanded. ‘Hel
and always would
her. Will you tell

o

“I'm not going to tell you any-
thing,”” I replied, “The road is very
narrow, and if you're a wise girl

you'll step aside.”’

“I won’t”’ she retorted. ‘“You shall
tell me or drive over me!’”’ and with
a sudden spring she wound both her
hands in my reins.

The cob flinched, but I
him, and she narrowly escaped
hoofs. 1 thought it probable that if
1 startled him she would get out of
the way; but, on the other hand, it
ghe didn’t move quickly she migny be
hurt.

“Very good,”” 1 said. ‘‘As you've
got the horse’s head, perhaps you’ll
see that he doesn’t bolt while T light
up,’”’ and dropping the reins I got out
my cigar-case.

When 1T had

steadied
his

a cigar well alight T
resumed the reing and contfnued: ‘T
want you to thoroughly understand
that 1 am not going to drive over
you, and I am not going to tell you
anything. If you can afiord to stay
here all night, why, so can 1.

She made no answer, but stood
there in sullen silence holding the
horse's head. The shawl, or whatever
it was she wore, must have been fas-
tened on, Tfor though both hands
were engaged it did not fall away
Her face was still nothing but a dim
white oval shadowed by it.

[ .My cig was half-consumed before
'she broke the silence.
“Are you going to tell me?” ‘she
demanded.
I am not,”” I repiled. *'T'm
''''' vou insist on tiring yourself
Ikn this.”’
she did not answer. When the cigar

wes amere stump I threw it away,

for my case, asked civil-

( Bivats & s
, RUng

Itate T tithe for another?”

Fhe  let the horse’'s head go then
wi‘h a i that startled him, sober |
as Fe w

INO she said. “I've done with
you fer tonight, but I've not done
with either of you, for all that. I'll
live to t«11 the world how she went
to meet one man, and the other
brought her back her shoe like a
tame dog, and got a dog’s thanks

for his pains, I daresay.
you cur!’’
“Geood-night,”’

You can go,

I said, as I gave the

cob kis head and dashed past her
along the road.

Mrs. Montgomery, I thought, was
an idiot to have worried about the
shoe and never thought' about the

stocking. When I got to
Minting was waiting for me.

Elsinore,

| not only waiting, but at the door
{ with his stable lantern alight.

" ;‘You're late, sir,”” he said. “‘But
| thank Heavens you've come! Me and

{ Mra. Foreman have been that anxious
‘ about you.”’

|  “I'm not particularly late,”” I re-
sponded. “‘But you can put the horse
|up and get to vour bed as soon as
yvou like, Minting.”’

“‘Bed, sir!”’ he exclaimed. “I’d have
sat up all night , and pleased to do
|it to see you back safe. These here
moorland roads 1

““Oh, they’se all right,” T answered,
| briefly, for I could not stand Mint-
|ing as an old woman.
| “You don’t know, sir,”” he said.

“You won’t say that, sir, when
| hear the noos. Your own neighbor,
| sir Roger Danvers,, has been missing
| since Monday, and they’ve found him
to-day dead, sir—murdered and shot
through the heart!’’

v‘ed, sharply. = ““Murdered, sir,”” Mint-
ing repeated impressively, with the
intense satisfaction of a man who
loves a horror for horror’s sake.
did

| ¢Missing since Monday,
say? '’ I asked.

i “Yes, sir, and found in his blood,
i lying out on the moor,our moor, sir
| —what you two gentlemen have been
| a-shooting over all the week.”’

‘ I shuddered. It seemed to me that
| the night had turhed suddenly cold.
|  ““Put the horse up,”” I said, brief-
1y, and went in.

you

CHAPTER III.

Herman was waiting for me in the
smoking-room. He iooked grave, but
his ill-humour of the early evening
'had vanished.
| ‘““A bad business this about our
!neighbour Mr. Danvers,”” he said.

Ny,
myself out some brandy. ‘“‘But Mint-
ing must be wrong; he could not have

been lying out on our moor since
Monday night, or

surely the dogs
would have found him?”’ }

.
T believa they did-find him,” Her-
man answered, gravely. ““You we-
member how excited they were on

ITuesday at lunch time? The hody
|was found in a little spinney near a

He was |

you |

*“What’s that you say?’’ I demand- |

I acquiesced as I poured |

faras I can make cut we were very
near that spinney then.”

‘““S8hall I get you the map, sir?”’
demanded Minting, who had left the
cob and followed me in:

““No, no,”’” 1 interrupted him hast-
ily. ““There’s no necessity. I—I re-
member the place.
cob.”

Remember! How could I posgibly
forget, when it was so near that oth-
|er spot marked by me with the little
|erimson cross.
| Minting\retired grudgingly with a
| full half-hour of talk still' in him, and
/T looked up to meet Herman’s eyes
(fixed gravely on me.

““About that map,”’ he said slowly,
lowering his gaze.
|  ““Well, what about it?’’ I answered,
| dully.
| ‘I got it to have a look,”” he went
{on, half apologetically, ‘‘when I first
|heard the newg. I didn’t think you’d
"mind. That red cross you have
marked doesn’t look well, Duncan.
| You're out, of course; the spot isin
reality well away, but it’s far too
imeat on the map itself. Mind, I'm
not asking any questions, but. if you
{don’t care to explain [ think you
| should destroy the thing.”’

“I can’t explain, that's the worst
of it,”” I responded, In a broken
voice. ‘I was a fool
imap. Has Minting seen it?”

“Not to my knowledge, Duncan.” |

he replied. ““Ilere is the
Good-night, I'm off to bed.”
“Herman,”’ 1 said, eagerly, ‘‘this
| looks queer, I know, but I assure you
—1 give you my word—that I Kknew
[no more than you until I came in to-
night that there had been foul play
lon the moor.”
| Herman laid his hand
shoulder.  The pique he had shewn
|earlier in the day hecause a woman

|once admired, perhaps loved by him. |

had signalled me out for her atten-
|tions, had quite vanished. He was
| himself again, my good friend, and I
[knew that he was sincere.

| “I do believe that,”” he answered,
| ““without any reservation. I haven’t
[the faintest notion what the mystery
{is—though perhaps 1 could make a
|guess at the central figure. 1 don’t
know how you've got mixed up in it,
and I don't ask you. I only say
|this, remember who you're dealing
with: remember that you might give
your seli-respect, your good repute,
every penny you're worth, and your
heart’s blood into the bargain, and
at the end
shew in return—no, not so much,per-
haps, as it is® said some have had
from the fancy of an hour.”

“It's not so bad as that, Duncan,”
I ecried, meaning him to understand
that I was in no sense Mrs. Mont-
gomery’s lover. But he did not un-
derstand: of course, he thought that
[ implied that I had confidence in the
wotan.

“It’s bad at the best,”” he said,and
loft me with a brief good-night.

A few minutes later I followed him
to my room. His last advice had
obliterated his first; like a fool I had
not destroyed the map.

T passed a wretched night strug-
giing to think out something capable
of making Mrs. Montgomery’'s pre-
sence on l“(‘ moor ﬂ[)[)l’ﬂl' a mere co-
and asking myself if she
was not I, in keeping her

incidence,
was guilty

goerot, a sort of accessory after the
crime?

Thut wus the last thought T had
for comfort before T fell asleep and
began to weave grotesgue explana-

tions in my dreams; my first thought
on waking was:- that I had slipped
the map into my pocket and had not

 § %
(To be Continued.)

i ot A Wil
A CROGCODILE IM LUCK.
(Hong-Kong Post.)

A crocodile, five feet in length from
tip to tail, was caught in the up-
the Singapore River,
days ago. The superstitious
declared the saurian to
! and,

burnt

per reaches of
some
be

after

coolies
the ‘““god of the river,
painting
acters on its back with white paint,
they put it back into the river,
the accompaniment of much cracker
firing.

some

Pale Face,

Weak Blood.

|YOU CAN MAKE THE BLOOD

| RICH, THE SYSTEM STRONG,

THE COMPLEXION HEALTH-

f FUL, - BY USING DR.

| CHASE'S  'NERVH
FOOD.

Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food.

Why do some

;paTe and wan in countenance?
Why are some people strong and

|able to defy disease while others are|
| weak and subject to all the ills of hu-|

mankind?

The difference is in the blood. Pal-
lor of the eyelids, gums and lips tell
| of blood that is lacking in quality
|and richness.

The person who has poor blood is

‘subject to headache, dizziness, sleep-
| lessness; the action of the heart is
|weak and there is sometimes palpita-
tion; the breath is short, and there
is lack of energy and strength.
| This weak, anaemic condition isen-
"tirely overcome by the persistent use
iOf Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, which is
labove all else a huilder and enricher
‘tof the blood.
i You can best prove this by noting
|your increase in weight from week to
| week, while using thia great food
| cure.

New, rich flesh and tissue are added,
new strength and vigor take the place
of weakness and suffering, and in-
stead of taking cold or contracting
discase at every gust of wind that
hlows vou find yourself getting strong
and robust.

Di*. Chase’s Nerve Food, 350 esntg,
at all dealers, or Edmanson, Paios &
Co.. Toronto. Portrait and signature
of Dr. A. W. Chase. the famous re-

Go and see to the

to mark the |

map. |

upon my |

vou'd have nothing to |

sacred Chinese char-

to |

people have health-|
ful, rosy complexions, while others are |

Was Not Able To Wélk
For Three Months.

Was Given Up to Die.
The Doctor Said So.

Burdock Blood Bitters

Saved Her Life.

Read what Mrs. Wm. Castillous,
Newport, Quebec, has to say about

Burdock Blood Bitters:— ‘Last De-
cember I fell very sick after con-
gﬁnement, I was not able to walk

{for three months, and was given up
1(‘,0 die by the doctor. My husband
t:'ead of the many wonderful cures
|made by Burdock Blood Bitters, so

;procured me two bottles. After us-
{ing it for about ten days, I was a-
ble to get around, and could mind

my baby without help from anyone.
and am now well, and able to do
my own work. I told a lady friend
of mine who was troubled in the
same way, she used with
equal success. I cannot too highly
recommend your medicine, for I know
just how good it is, and hope and
wish that anyone suffering as I did
will give it a trial.”

and it

'SCOURING
THE SEA COAST.|
‘Shifoh’s Apostie to Fit Out

|

\

. Three Yachts to Seek Con-
verts.

(Portland Express.)
lev. Frank W. Sandford, the fam-
ous Shiloh Apostle, is to go into |

evangelizing on a great scale accord-
ing -to information received by the
| Express. According to this report
the great Holy Ghoster is to have
three large yachts in commission this
summer plying along the coast and
gathering in converts at every avail- |
able point. 1t will, therefor®, be one |
of the biggest religious undertakings |
over attempted along the Atlantic or
other scaboard.

The Wanderer, the yacht with
which Sandiord began his evangeliz-|
ing last season is well known at this |
port and has been at anchor in the |
| harbor all winter in charge of a keep-
last seca-

er. It was fitted up early

son into, a gospel yacht and |
traveled all along the coast |
from Eastport to Portland, spend-|
ing much of its ‘time in Casco

Bay meetings being held almost daily

at the different villages and fishing
ocenters.
According to the statement made

by a member of the Shiloh colony to |
the Express Sandford has purchased"
two other yachts in New York, both
of which are understood to be much |
larger than the Wanderer and these |
are to be used in cruising along the |
coast and holding ineetings. It was|
stated that the Wanderer would not |
go to Palestine as it was ﬁrst}
thought she would but instead she |
| would continue to cruise along the |
Maine coast going as far east as |
Joastport and that in all probability |
the two new yachts would cover oth-
or parts of the Atlantic coast line.
The Express informant wag unable to
|give the names of the two vachts |
jpurchased as he had not been told ;
what they were. |

Rev. Mr. Sandford arrived in the
city] early yesterday morning and
went out aboard the yacht and made
arrangements for the craft to im- |
| mediately b& placed:in commission. A
| crew of men is now at work on her
! and she will be put into the beat pos-
sible condition.

LCR WILLGOTO
GEORGIAN BAY..
|

s e e tmmen.

Wil Have Running Rights
Over the Canada Atlantic. ‘
|

Ottawa, April 8.—The Intercolon- |
jal Railway will get running nights |
over the Canada Atlantic, when
l that road passes into the control of |
|'the Grand Trunk, and in this way
will have a port on Georgian Bay,
and a summer road between the Ca-|
nadian Northwest and the seaboard. |
When the Grand Trunk Railway
Company’s bill for taking over the
Canada Atlantic, was reached in the |
house today, Mr. MacLean (South |
| York), asked if the government road |
was going to get running rights over |
the Canada Atlantic. ’ |
Sir Wilfrid Laurier said that leg-|
! islation would be introduced for this
|'purpose, this session, by amending |
the present private bill. |
| Messrs. MacLean, Osler and Mr.
| Borden, asked for some information
| as to how the link between Mont-|
| real and Coteau was to be got over. |
The premier had not the information
| at his hand and ‘the bill was allow-|
| ed to stand over. ’
| Some private bills were advanced |
| a stage, after which the debate on|
| the autonomy bill was resumed. }

&
o 4

A teacher was trying to explain
the meaning of the word ‘‘recuper-
[ate’’ to one of the pupils.

|~ “Now, Willie,”” said she, ‘““if your
| fatherr worked hard all day, he
| would be tired and worn out,
{ wouldn't he?"”

v “Yes'm.,”

‘ ‘““Then, when night comes, and his |
| work is over for the «day, what does
| he do?”’

| ‘That's what ma wants to know.”
| —~Moberly Democrat.
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IS THERE A MATTER TO WHICH |

| YOU THINK PUBLIC ATTENTION §

| SHOULD BE CALLED? TELL THE

lzcte glving onto his lands; “d'&'i ceipt book author, are on every Lox, |TIMES ABOUT IT,

-

To Rise Every
Morning Fit to
Face the World
One Needs All One’s

ITALITY

A Cold or a Cough
is a severe handicap
and it spells

To Avoid, or Cure,
Seek the Best Remedy

George Philps

I. C. R. Ticket Agent and Exchange Broker, St. John, N.
‘B., says; “T was completely cured of influenza cold by a bottle
of Hawker's Tolu and Wild Cherry Balsam.”,

H. A. MicKeown

Ex-M. P, P., St, John, N. B, says; “I take great pleasure
in stating that I have used Hawker's Tolu and Cherry Balsam
for the last eight years and consider it the best cough cure I
ever used, 1 find Hawker's Liver Pills an excellent liver

regulator,”

ANGER

Canadian Drug Co., Limited

Sole Proprietors St. John, N. B.

| Flour - White

Bread - Light
Price -
Then HOME'S BRIGHT
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All Essentials for a Bright Home found in

/

FIVE
- ROSES
FLOUR

Artificial bleaching not required.\::i
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Lake of the Woods Milling Co. Ltd.



