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up OHAPTER XXTI—(Continued).

' “You wish to see Mr. Rousfield Senior?”
the man inquired. ‘He is engaged several
i deep, but I will send in your mame.”

So saying, he showed Fauconberg into
a depressing waiting-room: deriving its light
from grimy reflectors placed - outside a

+ window into which no ray of sun could
ever direotly pemetrate, and ornamented
with row upon row of the Railway News,
and geveral meritorious though' not deeply
interesting scale drawings of varions “a

giteering achievements. : Here he ctayed
for somea twenty minutes irying to read a
financial paper, the careless impulsive spirit
in which he had entered giving place more
and more, as the minutes passed, %o en
uncomfontable feeling of depression. He
was just about to go @nd say he could
wait mo longer when the door was iung
open and a Vvery smart young man smck-
ing a cigarette came in. He fyed Fauecon-
berg with an offensive, off-hand super-
ciliousness which his breeding ailowed him
to make a point of showing rather than
concealing, and without taking. the very
glossy hat from his head, said with an air
of aggrieved hurry—

“My father is engaged half a dozen deep,
Mr——" He glanced at the paper in his
hand—“Mr. Fauconberg. Is it -anything I
can do for you?”’ It struck Faunconberg
that this important young mperson with
“his illbred arrogance of a thriving busi-
ness was merely removed by the degree
of wealth from some of the flash young
bloods he had come across dumning his stay
at the Hostel. In the two phases of life
in which he had lived this class of young
man standing midway between them, had
never entered; he now came as a disagree-
able sheck.

““Phadk you, mo,” he answered. “Ib is
mothing you could do for me. I rather
wished to, spe Mr.; Rousfield, but as he is
engaged I will not wait.”

He made a move to the door. In spite
of young Rousfield’s pretence of ignorance
of his mame he knew well who the caller
was, and ‘with business men there is mo
surer way to expose the trick they have
of setting an inflated value on their time

} by, dffecting to be tremendously occupied
than to treat the announcement with in-
difference and show a readimess to walk
put of the office. : .

{The young contractor took the cigarette
from his mouth and said with a somewhat
abrupt drop into deference and persuasive-

make way. Good afternoon, sir.”

made his way out of the offices.

who have and those who want.

which gretted him

out of the cab a former
named ‘Bonsor Guise. He

seen him for yeans.
“My dear Fauconberg,” he cried,

going down by the 545 by any thance?”
best pleased at the encounter.

went on, in mo way repulsed.
Fauconberg shook his head.

gotl to work for my living.”
Guise laughed.

cown this time of year.

ness—

‘“My father will be sorry not to see you,
Mr; Fauconberg. I you don’t mind wait-
y ing @ moment donger, I'll see if I can con-
trive to slip you in. But he is very busy.”
in @ few moments he returned and invited
Wauconberg to “sbep this way”’ apologizing
% with a laugh for the dreariness of the wait-
ing-room. Perhaps the truth was that he
tad a fancy for Gains Court and its
coverts, and set down Fauconberg's call

%o its being in the market after all.
Rousfield- Senior was found in a spacious
and, of ite kind, luxurious room, seated
et an immense desk, surrounded by all
manner of appliances for facilitating the
transaction of his colossal busimess. On
Fauconberg’s entrance he was writing, and
when at last he thought proper to look
up, he said brusquely in a loud voiceé,with-
out any sign of apology, “‘Well, what can

I do for you today, Mr. Fauconberg?”
, He maturally shared his son’s idea that
the call could only mean that Gains was
really in the market, and he was keen on
the prospect of buying it cheap. But in
a true business spirit he studied to affect

indifference on the subject.

“‘What can I do for you, Mr. Faucon-

to Leadenhall Market.
is this:

lsquire Junior, an
wnd perhaps a friend,

shake.” Well,

dog-tired, but there is no disguising

ostablishment.

in the kingdom; will you join us?”’

with his eyes shut for the| In Fauconberg's

plunge, so to speak, ignored the man’s of-
i fensive manner and answered with a laugh,
“You can give me a be'rhh, Mr, Rousfield,

portunity of real work,

. if you have ome open. tempting. “I don’t mind if I do,” he
Roustield stared. ; “A: berth?” answered after a mement’s hesitation

“Work, employment; I must earn my| «That’s right!” Guise exclaimed, clap-

pwn living.” ping him on the shoulder. “Now jump

“Oome to that at last?’ the contractor
exdlaimed, still staring.

“Why, yes,” Fauconberg answered.
#Surely from your point of view it is mot
a bad state to come to.”

“What about your property, Gains?”’
Rousfield demanded, coming, as he now
could naturally, to the only part of the
young man’s affairs that had interest for

present you to the worthy Crampton.”

thim.

“(zains has passed from me.”

“You haven’t sold it?’ Rousfield cnied,
surprised into more thamn( a touch of chag-
sion to the guns.

rin, ’ ;
' “Not exactly. It has gone to the mort-|  “You mustn’t refuse the ‘pop’,” Guise
gagee’s , heirs.” whispered as Fauconberg hesitated. “It’s

*Ah, just so.” Rousfield was relieved,
and at the same time disappointed. “So
the propenty is altogether out of your
hands now?”’ he added, to make sure.

«Absolutely. And I am looking out for
gomething te do.” e,

Mr. Rousfield’s face grew cynically hard.

“Not easy to find for a man of your
training—or rather want of it,” he ob-
served rather brutally with an uncomprom-
ising shake of the head. “At least in the
City. You have come ¢o the wrong end
of town, Mr. Fauconberg. We want gkilled
labor and hard workers here. ‘What can
you do? What are your qualifications for
a post, say, in a business such as this? 1
don’t suppose you have ever written a
business letter in your life.”

“I could write a common-sense letter, 1
hope, and one to the point.” « e

““Ah, yes, no doubt,” Rousfield rejoined,
plainly taking mo further intevest in the
interview. ‘“‘But we wamt definite com-
mercial training in our correspondence de-
partment. (As for the other side, why, I
don’t suppose you know anything of en-

‘ng off a business interview.

if you don’t drink
to shake hands with him.”

‘ar looked into the rcom.
ton cried.

“jains, who is going to shoot for us.”
(larence, evidently - the person

whkward  scli-assertiveness. Perhaps

noor, -
“Pleased to meet you, SIT.
any
LS

ors or from Crampton Senior.

nts,” the latter remarked pleasantly.

¥ “Ah, that's your notiom, father,” Clar-
nee retorted, helping himself to a glass of

“I’m afraid mot.”

“No,” the contractor went on with o
negative toss of the head. . “I’m sorry for
you, Mr. Fauconberg, but it ds out of the
question. 1 haven’t built up my business
and made it known all over the world by
employing unqualified, incompetent men.
No, you haven't a chance here. Why, I
can get a gross of qualified electrical en-
gineers at an hour's notice for thirty shil-
lings a week per man.”

«I ghould hardly have thought,” Fau-
conberg observed, “that you could have
got a qualified plumber for that.”

“Perhaps,” Rousfield retorted in a net-
tled tome, “the plumbing market is not
so over-stocked. 'We have no fancy prices | T
here for fancy men; and as to the cor-
rectness of my method,” he added with a

~hampagne.

ares,”
‘A gun

avery night. I'm a business man.
Fauconberg; you are a sportsman.
husiness can affcrd you sport
pert supply my business, \\'h);,
Loth to be satisfied.”
It was arranged that
g0 down to the moor as soon
and with renewed expression

rather too much to expect other people to
pay for our follies. I've mot made many
mistakes in my career, but those few I
have made I’ve had to write off. Now, as
I am exceedingly busy, I must ask you to
He
struck a bell on his desk and made a wav-
ing motion of dismissal. Sick with dis-
gust, Kaucomberg turned on his heel and

“No chance for me in the City,” he said
as he turned his steps westwands in search
of ‘a lodging. Rousfield’s bluff vulgarity
had Jeft him unutterably depressed, show-
ing as it did the relation between those

Turning northwards, he walked on till,
having wandered as far as St. Pancras,
he suddenly heard his name called and a|made more heart-rending to him by the
hansom was pulled up beside him. Look-
ing round, rather startled, for the voice
was wunfamiliar, he
recognized in the man who was jumping
acquaintance
remembered
him as an amausing fellow, rather too ef-
fusive and pushing, who, he undemstood,
had gone to the bad; anyhow, he had not

shak-
ing hands, “what are you doing here? Not

“No, I'm not,” he answered shortly, not
“You are
just the fellow I am looking for,” Guise
“That is,
if you’ve nothing particular on hand. What
do you say to a few weeks’ shooting on
one of the best moors in the country?”’

“‘No more shooting for me for many a
long day to come. IT've been fool enough
to run through my 'possessions and have

*“Just the man for us,
and. our billet just the thing for you. You
we surely not going to set to work in
Yes; we heard
you were down in your luck and Gains in
the hands of the J&ws. Now, look here,
Jid man, what do you say to this? We,
Rollo Daresby and I—you know Daresby,
he was in the Guards and made the pace
t00 hot for staying, like you and me—
well, we are quartered on a fine moor,
birds thick as flies, in the Ipsdon country
[t is what's known as a dealer’s moor;
belongs to Crampton, the great game man
_decent old chap does you well, comfort-
\ble box on the place, belonged to a gent-
‘eman once; everything found, down to-a
air allowance of champagne, brand un-
<nown to fame and fashion, but harmless.
All we have to do on our side is to slaugh-
ter as many brace as we can between early
morn and dewy eve and seé them sent off
Now the position
Rollo Daresoy, as I daresay you
tnow; ig a rare good shot; used to have a
sideboard full of pigeon pots; and I don’t
siten miss; but the birds are wild this
year, and old Crampton says supply isn’t
up to demand, wants to send down an-
sther gun or two, which means Crampton
impossible bounder,
the very idea of
whom  is enough to make a strong man
to keep ourselves select,
Rollo and I have been working oumelvle:s
the
necessity for at least a third gun. The
hird man is entitled to it; as it is, he
can’t fill his orders, and our health is sufy
fering under the strain of supplying the
You are a shot; you look
<icklied o’er with the pale cast of Lon-
don. Ipsdon high ground is the best air

undirected frame of
mind, not knowing where to find anchor,
and thrust out, as it seemed, from all op-
the offer was

into my hansom, and to save the situa-
tion we'll run back to the Market and T

The eminent game dealer was obviously
pleased and relieved when he was inform-
ad that “Mr. Fauconberg of Gains, one of
the finest shots in England,” was ready
to accept his hospitality and increase the
supply in his cold storage chambers. John’s
services were gratefully accepted, and a
hottle of champagne was opened in the
Jffice to celebrate so promising an acces-

their way in this sphere of life of round-
Sveryone in
‘heir own class expects it. It won’t poison
you, and the old boy will be as much hurt
as though you refused

During their discussion of the refresh-
nent a tall young man in a very high col-

“Ah, Clarence, come in!”? Mr. Cramp-
“This is Mr. Fauconberg of

with
whom the shooting couple had been threat-
sned, came forward and shook hands with
he| at the observer’s peril. .
“imself had wanted to shoot his father’s
in which, indeed, he was a partner.
I may join
vou a little later on,” he said half-defiant-
ly, but the suggestion did not meet \\_'i.th
cordial response either from the visit-

«Clavence docs better with the pheas-

“My noticns are generally based on fig-
old Crampton returned sagaciously.
is worth to me not what he says
he can do but for the bag he can send me

Mr
If my
and your
we ough- |
Fauconberg should |
as possible.
of mutual
benefit the dealer tock leave of them, and
pent the next half hour in rebutting cer-
vain reproaches Jevelled at him by h.is 8QN, |inz frecdo
on the subject of the parental preference : catarrh is assursd.

buoks to produce a welling statistical retort.

Fauconberg went to the Hostel to get
his gun dnd pack a few shooting
{rom the stock of his belongings left there.
Then to the Hospital where to his intense
relief he got a faverable report of Sybilla's
condition. As hoe left the building he no-
ticed for the first time that the news-
papers had come out with more or less
sensational reports of the “Extragrdinary
Shooting Affair.” None of them suggested
nor did anyone appear to entertain an
idea of the peswbinity, that a third person
might have played a par: in the affair.
All took it for granted that Paul Has-
combe had shot Sybilla, “a lady well
known in Society,” as she was described,
but whether accidentally, as he had de-
clared, or in a fit of jealousy, as was more
likely, opinions seemed divided; the ma-
jority, however, inclining to the more sen-
sational theory. IFauconberg  would not
Jeave town until after his friend’s funeral;
he got a bed at the lodging of a curate
whom he had known in the course of his
work in the distriet, and so stayed on in
his misery for the last act of devotion he
could show for the man who had loved
to the giving of his life for him.

That terrible, grey afternoon

its rite

loving attempts made by those who had
worked with or been befriended by the
dead one and hiad held him dear to mini-
mize its dismal features. “Thank God you
are not here, Paul!” Fauconberg mur-
mured with a shudder of something like
horror as he stood over the grave in the
dizzling rain. . “You are in the joy and
peace of Heaven; far {rcm this and me.
God help me! Can I ever hope for that
now?”

When it was all over Fauconberg put his
Juggage on a cab and drove to the railway
station. London was hateful to him now,
with its insolence of wealth, its vulgar in-
difference to the suffering and poverty
which jostled ite riches. Saddemed and
crushed by remorse as he was, he could
look forward with something like relief to
the idea of a change of scene, of open-air
life. But as for pleasure, he felt he had
done with that. What right had he mow
fo enjoyment, to laugh ever again? No.
And indeed it seemed he was mot likely
to be tempted to that: The future was
unpromising enough. Still he must live
now, and trust that work would be found
for him, to be done even as his dead friend
would have had him do it.

When he reached the railway station he
found that he had a long time to wait, so
he strolled out into the streets and, by a
cogent attraction, found himself presently
outside Barbara Evandale’s house. It was
a poor satisfaction, yet somehow a bitter
- | pleasure that he derived from looking up
at the shuttered windows. Men in his
mood and of his temperament love to set
their teeth and turn the dagger in the
wound. His was the miserable pleasure
of visiting the grave of his fondest hopes,
struck down untimely by Fate, the weapon
the curse that wae in his blood.

On his way back to the railway station
a hansom drew up at a house a few yards
before him, and, as the occupant got out
and turned, he came under a lamp face to
face with Murray Lydford. Fauconberg
stopped short and was about to speak
when something in Lydford’s face and
manner made him step quickly aside and
walk on. For beyond an involuntary gleam
of recognition in his eyes the cynical man
of fashion had given no sign of greeting,
but had manifestly ignored and cut him.

“The contemptible snob!” Fauconberg
exclaimed in bitterness of heart. “And
yet, after all, he is right, if he did but
know it. I have gone under. What has
Murray Lydford to do with a man who
consorts with social castaways and is treat-
ed to champagne behind a shop in Lead-
enhall Market? You are wight, Murray,
my boy. The empty bladder of your snob-
bishness will never let you gink like me.
Yes. I owe it to these men, since I have
gone under, to keep out of their way and
drown quietly.” .

CHAPTER XXIIL

“] am held up amid the nothingness,
By one or two truths only—thence I hang,
And there I live—the rest is death or dream.””

Fauconberg found the shooting-box and
its arrangements on Ipsdon Mcor preity
much as Guise had described them. He
was welcomed with a kind of suspicious
geniality by Captain Rollo Daresby, the
other - occupant of Giffords, as ithe house
was called. This was a man who bore in
his face the explanation of the position in
which he was foun®.- A bold, goed-looking,
clever fellow, pleasant and well-informed,
gifted with the insinuaiing power of mak-
ing himself agreeable to men—and women
—of all degrees, and yet—there was
crook in the Jot, a wrong bias; the man
could not go straight when the slightest
temptation beckoned him aside, So a fine
sporisman and an agreeable companion had
disappeared from the places that knew
him ,while men hinted pointedly and wom-
en vaguely at certain sufficient reasons for
his exit from their stage. Fauconberg,
lot it be said at once, knew little of these
tales. He had a hazy idea of having heard
something against the man, but he had
never known him in the old days, and

during his many months at the Hostel
very little gossip from the fashionable

world had reached his ears. Still he couid
not help telling “himself that Capiain
Daresby’s face had a sinister cast in it;
nature’s danger signal, indcfinable, yet
certainly there, and only to be ignored

However, there seemed in the breezy life
on the mocr little incident that could call
forth any of the more c¢bjectionable quali-
tieg in either of the men. The days wero
to be spent in engrossing sport, in glorious
air and amid perfectly natural surround-
ings; in the evening the 'tired men could
dine on'y, gance thrcugh yesterday's pa-
per and turn in eariy to bed. g Fauconberg
form as a

shot; the daily bag
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AGONY

OF AN

AcHING BACK.

There is nothing more excruciat-
ing than backache — can’t turn,
stoop, or move without suffering’
terrible pain.

his back. To stoop
ght position was éx-
tried various remedies,
Er had anything come up to
Backache Kidney Tablets.’

but said h@ng
Dr. Pitcher]

TOOK HOLD IMMEDIATELY.

Mr. John Kinnee, Durham, Ont., gave
the following account of his case : *‘For
three or four years I suffered from good
hard backache whenever I over-exerted
myself. I got a bottle of Dr. Pitcher’s
Backache Kidney Tablets and they took
hold immediately, and by the time the
bottle was finished I was cured.”

NO REST AT NIGHT.

Mrs. Richdrd Meyers, Preston, Ont.’
says: “I had & severe painin my back
thatgave me no release iin the day time,
and disturbed me at nights. Dr. Pitcher’s
Backache Kidney Tablets cured me of the
pain, and I no longer have thatdepressing
weakiness npe‘If Rn_gn;ings as formerly."”

it i g T -
If you!suffér from backache or any
kidney, bladder or urinary troubles and
are anxious to be cured quickly and per-
manently, see; that you get Dr. Pitcher's
Backache Kidney Tablets. ‘

50 Chocolated Coated Tablets 5o cts. at
druggists or by mail. The Dr. Zina
Pitcher Co., Toronto.

creased, and Mr. Crampton appeared, from
an occasional remark at the end of his
memcranda of receipt, to be well satis:
fied.

«2o we are happily saved from the
threatened rainfcrcement in the person of
the terrible Mr. Clarenco Crampton,”
(Guise observed at dinner one night. “Your
good health, Mr. John Fauconberg, and
our best’ congratulations on the gallant
way you have stepped into the breach.”

He raised his glas with mock ceremony,
Daresby gaulhed, ncdded and drank tco.

“All the same, we could put up with
another gun' or two,” he said as he set
down his glass. “It would take the strain
off us and secure our pesition here, which
is after all not a bad one.”

“No,” Guise agreed. “It is, but for the
idea, almost an ideal billet. Just compare
it with the swagger shoots we Lave known
in our days: No pompous bore of a heat,
no pampered keeper selling the best places
to the fools who bid highest; no over
dressed Jews and cockney plutocrats who
can’t hit a haystack, but are sure to hit
you if ycu give them time enough; mno
wemen and flunkeys presiding. ovér your
luncheon; no boredom, no restraint, no
duffens that you want to swear at and
mustn’t: in short, absolute freedom, my
dear boys, with a host who docs you well,
and has the good sense to keep a couple
of hundred miles between bis guisls and
himself.”

“Yes, it is pleasant enougi,” TFaucon-
besg assented. And with the world’s snob-
bishness rankfing in his mind. The free
dem of o natural life, cven in the com-
pany of two mauvais sujets was grateful.
Ambiticn he had hardly ever known, and
now hope’s light burned very dim within
him,

“All tha same,” Daresby remarked with
a half-yawn, "I should not mind a little

variety. No offéace to you cr your
friend.” :
Guise laughed. “You soldiens are lost].

withous aeerowd. You must have an audi-
ence and a band.  What is it you want,
admig#ion or company? Well, you may

& both tomcrrow if our fair friends
gome over.”
SAVho are theyis
surpris.
SRR Cuive lauive A
widow and her step d oo ooer

Iauconberg asked in

charming

/s

Fauconberg. Ycu will ke rather cut of

v = e A VIR SPORT

it .

with a hali-snecr. “It does not mecessarily
follow, though, it will be Fauconberg.”

“I prefur to be out of it.” John pro-
tested quite sincerely. “l shall stay out
and let you fellows entertain the ladies.

“Nonsense, my dear dellow,” Daresby
cbjected; “you must show up if only for
.he credit of the establishment.”

“¥ou must excuse me,” Fauconberg in- |

sisted. “I have done with women, and
wish never to sptak to another.”

Both men broke into a dersive laugh.
“Ag bad as that?” Daresby cried. “\Vhy,
man, you are never going to throw away
your pass-out check?”

“\What do you mean?’ Fauconberg ask-
ed. .

“Why, the means” of g:tting back into
the sacred englcsure out of which youn and
we have temporarily strolled,” Guise cx-
plained. *“I don’t suppose any «f us three
is likely to make his way inside again ex-
cept on that ticket.”

“What ticket?”

«)\r. Fauconterg of Gains you are very
dense this evening. Why, the gili-edged
matrimondal ticket. 1f you know of a
simpler ‘open sesame’ Rollo there and 1
would like to know it, for we are neither
of us by mature marrying men.”

“Nor am I, even to get a gilt-edged
voucher of
said with a bitterness which brought on
him a momentary stare of puzzled cunios-
ity.

“All right,” Duresby said with a Taugh;
“ycu shan’t be worried with the ladies.
Only you must show up if only to chape-
ron us, for which duty you seem just now
singularly fitted.”

“Oh, yes,” Guise chimed in; “you must
help us to do ithe honors, my dear Jack.
An cdd man looks well fcr the proprie-
ties.” :
“I should think# Fauconberg observed,
that the lady igfGuestion cannot be great-
exercised that score.”

“NWhy not, pray?”’

auccnberg paused, secking to kcep
e out of his suggestion.

‘0 take tea with men like us, you were
oifig to say?” Darasby supplied, an un-
pleasant gleam in his eyes.

Faucenberg forced a laugh. “You need
not put offensive wcrds in my mouth,
Daresby. What I meant was, this sort of
thing would be considered rather free-
and-easy.”

“Wemen don’t object to that,” Daresby
ined, still with a touch cf temper.

“No; but their neighbors do.”

“I don’t know what youn are driving at,
Fauconberg,” Daresby said hotly. “Do
vou want us to write {o these friends of
ours and suggest that we are hardly re-
spectable cncugh to receive them?”

“Hard'y.”

“Because, befcre ycu eame here it real-
Iy had not occurred to us to run curselves
down.”

“My dear fellow,” Fauconberg protested,
wearied of the subject and wi.h no corres-
ponding temper, ‘“you are making too
much cf a casual remark—"

“Of course you are, Daresby,” Guise
struck in to smocth the matter down.
“Our friend’s remark was no more than
natural, considering that we have omitted
to explain to him that our visitors are not
aware of the terms of the situation here.”

“How?”’ TFauconberg asked, without
showing his rising suspicion. i

The two men again exchanged glances.
Daresby’'s was one of cauation, and Guise
answered the question with a check on his
usual fluency and in the manner, so ®o
speak, cf an engine driver going forward
under the green light.

“Wky, we are not expeeted to give our-
selves absolutely away here, are we?  If
cur friends don’t happen to know this is
a dea’er's moor, it is not for us to pro-
caim the fact. Ii makes no difference to
anycno outside who runs the place. It is
a sacbb’sh werld, my dear Jack, as you
have lately remarked; after all, we are
gentlenfen, and cur visitors must take us
as they find us.”

“It is just as well to give you a hint,”
Daresby added. “Of ccurse, we must hold
our heads up.”

“Ycu need not be afraid T shall give you
away,” Fauconberg replied. “I tell you 1
shall be bcst pleased to keep out of it
aitcgedleer.
known in the neighborhood who owns this
shcoting.”

Guise pened his mouth to answer; but
Daresby stopped him with a look.

“Qf course we can’t help that. It may
not ©3 known. Crampton only rents the
moor frcm year to year, and it does not
f)l!»W .Lhzm because he had it last season
it is"his again this year. Certainly we are
not g ing 'to anmounce the faet that we
are three London broken-down paupers
taking beard and lodging from a Leaden-
h;.\ll Market dealer on condition we keep
31:3 ﬂvh( p supplied with game. It is scarce-
'y pleasant to have it known that our
bread and cheese depends on the number
of birds we hit or miss.”

Guise rcse. “Fauconberg understands all
that, den’t you?”’ he exclaimed, laying his
hand on John’s shoulder. “Only it is just
as \\'.ell to explain the working of the
nmal.rm(-.' We are all in the same boat;
she is slipping along very nicely just now,
and of course we pull together. Now, as
We must earn our afternoon’s relaxation
by an early start, I propese we adjourn to
perch.” )

‘(To be continued)

SEVEN YEARS FOR
MONTREAL FORGER

Montreal, Nov. 24—Alphonse Hamel, ex-
paymaster of the city of Montreal, who
il?'ﬂf‘(‘ﬂ(l!’d after forging a cheque on the
c'ty for $10.000 and was recently breught
back frem Cuba, was sentenced tcday to
serve seven years in St. Vincent de Paul’s
rk‘.n':-[ent;;m'y_ When asked'if he had any-
thing to say before sentence was passed,
"fvm(‘! pleaded for mercy on behalf of his
wife and family, but the judge told him
it was too late to ask for merey now that
ke hid fought extradition and lost.
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“Fauccnberg will be able to cee for him-|
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“Not far. Eight or ten miies,” Daresuy |
answered shortly.,  “And are diiving oves
to take compasion on and tea with

lonely bhachelons,” Chuise  added.  “Pity
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- SHOT DOWN N
CROWDED BROADWAY

GUY ROCHE LIKELY FATAL-
LY WOUNDED REFUSES
TO NAME ASSAILANT

Declares If He Lived He Would
Settle the Account Himself--
Another Sport Arrested for the.
Shooting -- Injured Man Had
Done Time for Killing ‘‘Sheeny |
George’’ Levy.

New York, Nov. 24—Guy Roche, a
sporting man, who killed “Sheeny George”
Levy mine years ago, was =hot and prob-
ably fatally wcunded late this afternoon
in Broadway between 35th and 38th streets
while the avenue was thronged with holi-
day pnomenaders.

Stewart Felton, known as “Big Frank,”
also a sporting man, was arrested charged
with having fired the shot, tle denies
the charze.

Although he was told that he would die
Roche refused to say that Felton shot hin:
and declared that if h® lived he wouid
settle his account himseli.

‘I'ne shcoting occurred in the midst of
a crowd that filled the sidewalk and im-
mediately there was wild excitement. Fel-
ton turned and dashed through the crowd
follcnved by hundreds of men and womeni
‘Running to seventh avenue, Felton ente.-
ed a saloon and was there arrested. 1le
was taken to where Roche lay and an of-
fort was made to have the wounded man
identify him.

“Leave it to me; if I die, allright; if 1
tive, I nvill make good,” was all Rcche
wzuld say.

Roche was hurried to a hospital where
it was €aid his condition is desperate.

By this time the crawd had grown to
guch proportions that reserves had to be|
called before Felton could be taken to al
police station. Fhere ‘two witnesses said
they saw Felton fire two shots the instant

Jewcliery
by Mail

Modern facilities enable
people ia the most distant
arts of the country to buy
jewellery direct from us—
® the 1anufacturers.
This pretty 14 k.
guld scarfgin, fleur

e lis design,
fne

with

s

‘.lorve shows a
of sleeve liaks,
cffective

kct as illus-
ted, set with
d inc ciamond,
f $2°.
§ Same plain,
i $6.50.

Prices from §8
upwards,

This beautifin ring with
five stone cluster of sap-
phires and diamonds. Cur
price, $64.60. :

A handsome ring is always

a  cmisfactory  purchase,

Safe delivery guaranteed to

any point.
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before Reche fell.

“L «cn’t care what they say, I don't!
know anything about this affair,” Felton |
exclaimed. “I heard the wshot in the|
crowd and naturaily I wanted to get uuﬁk
of the way. That’s why I ran. I've had
encugh trouble to last me to the end of
my life.”

Roche i8 35 years old. Tn 1895 he was
convieted of killing “Sheeny George” Levy
and was sen‘ to Sing Sing to serve nine
vears, but was pardonad after serving|
fcur years. At the hoapital tonight he|
again refused to say who shot him.

AMERICANS WORKING
UP A SCARE IN ENGLAND

Commercial Union of Canada
and United States is Likely.

(London Times-Boston Herald Spcc-iul“.
Cable Despatch). |

London, Nov.
in Lendon from the United States since |
the presideniial election have arcused con-
siderable anxiety in some quarters with
reierence to the future relations between
Canida and the mciher country. It looks |
to many English statesmen as though |
there was serious danger of cleser com-!
mercial relaticns between Canzda and the |
United S:ates which would result immedi- |
ately in great detriment to England’s for-|
eign trad:, and cventually, perhaps, in/
the dissolution of the political ties that
unite Ingland- and her American colony. |

1t is realized that commercial rceipro-|
city between ithe United States and Can- |
ada may Le very far off, but about every |
press despatch from New York that|
touches the question represents that the |
movement in that direction is extremely |
vigerous and speaks of the advocates of
the scheme as decidedly hopeful of suc-
cess. The understanding here is that the|
attitude «f the United States toward whe
mevement is likely to be determinéd by |
a comparison cf the strength that Roose-

23— Despatches received I

|
|

Senate. with the strength of the ultra’
Chinese wall protectionists. |

There has been little publie discussion
of the subject in this country, but. look- |
ing at the mattcr frem a purely selfish
viewpoint, Englishmen hope the out-and-!
out protectionists will bhe able to resist
demands fcar reciprocity. It is pus%i"hle one
object of the agitation in the United
States may be to scare the Britishers who
now oppese Chamberlain’s tariff schemes
into suppcrt of them. ‘

Certain English people
! the establi-hment of anything severing
the commereial union between the ‘L\vn‘i
American countries as no direct menace |
to the British empire. A miid form of|
reciprceity Detween the countries weuld |
nct, per se, s alerm England as to ~ng‘
gest that the dismemberment of the em- |
pire had hegun, but it is felt here that|
the Amziican reciprecityists do not mean |
to step at mild recivrocity, but to get as|
near to free trade as possible, and
frea trads letween the TUnited States |
and ' Canada, «r - anything :\ppmxi-i
mating it, wise Engiishmen think would |
lead up to relations belwoeen these (‘(‘lln»‘i
tries that could not exist while Canada |
centinued a part of the British empire. l

would regard

CHATHAM MAN
. BREAKS HIS BACK
("l'l:l‘klmm, N. B, Nov. 24—Last night
Jolm 'Sp:@ng;r, an  unmarried man, fell}

down = in his boarding homwse and!
broke back.
Tacoh  Layton, of Blackville, lies in a
tical sate ot Hotel Dien Hospital. |

FLass

[ three doctons were dn at-!
i‘temlvlln:'c on him. Ilis case is considered |
| hopeless,

|

evening

A Legal Necessity.

She—‘‘Let me see. You were admitted to

| the bar three months ago. I suppose that |
you are practicing now?"”’
He—''Yes—ecanomy.™

Trying to Make it Appear That 3

velt can command in the United States,

.
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Gan Bat Anything Now.

How many Dyspeptics can
say that ?

| Or perhaps you are dyspeptic

it.

and don’t knoy

sou;

pit

avoli s z
drink a' P keep regular habits, and
totuach and bowels with

K BLOOD BITTERS,

s Laura Chicoine, Belle Anse, Que.,
says of its wonderful curative powers:—
“Tast 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 appetiteand bad blood.
I tried everything I could get, but to
no purpose ; then finally started to use
Burdock Blood Bitters. From the first
day I felt the good effect of the medicine,
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 fgel it saved my life,””

Relief from
Rheumatism

We wish we could have a per- g
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confidence is certain

That one box will prove every claim
we muke.
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T T SO
Victoria County Court.
Andover, N. B, Nov. 23—The Novem-
ber term of the County Court opened
iere yesterday morning, Judge Carleton
presiding.
There was mo criminal business to en-

! gage the attention of the court. The only
civil cause emtered and tried was that of

Thomas Rogers vs. G. Wilmot Porter,
An action for weizure and sale of goods
under an execution issued out of Justice
McQuarries’ court. Tt was claimed that the
judgment had against the plaintiff in the
inferior court was obtained by frand and
misrepresntation. DMr. Lawsom, for the
plaintiff, and Mr. Carvter for the defend-
ant. The jury disagreed.

Court then adjourned sine die. , 4

v




