
Criticised Team Does Not Take 
Everything Into Consideration

not Pass Through—Bridge Owned 
by the G. N. II.

Blood, human blood- Blood still................................................................. .......... "You killed him?" she asked In a
fresh and scarcely dried. They had No. 3 in the deserted Carrefoud de St. whisper, 
been here, the traitors; they had not Antoine was the house where Onslow "I did.”
left long for blood does not take long had made love before, and In that very She sank Into a chair and covered her
to dry and they had determined to room, with its barred shutters and face with her hands. She was not
flout their dupe with this ghastly tightly drawn curtains, with its thick crying. This was sorrow too deep for
mummery. To Paris! to Paris! They carpets into which the foot noiselessly tears.
could still be caught before the October sank, and its blazing candles, the wo- Suddenly Onslow darted forward.
dawn was reddening the roofs of the man whom Andre had spied on at “The The girl, too, sprang up. A the 13th regiment and Capt E skedden
Conciergerie and the battlements of the Cock with the Spurs of Gold now sat hoofs, severe horses hoofs clattering Hamilton, members of the
Bastile. calmly destroying papers. Every now furiously on the stones of the deserted Blsley team> arrived’ here SatUrday.

Andre wheeled with a hoarse com- and then she stopped to listen atten- Carrefour could be heard distinct 1 Sergt Hayhurst, who won the King’s
mand, and then something, what he tively; twice at least she opened the for those who had ears to hear. e Blsley ln 1S95 sald that thi3
could not say, a swift intuition or feel- door and peered out, but there was no "M serable 1 bertine! she cried, in a Blsley. meet had been remark.
ing, arrested him as he left the room, one, and she placidly resumed her task, terible voice, •'assassin! Your hour has aWe ш For the flrst time
He hurled the screen aside. Ah! Ah! A When all the papers were destroyed come as I told you it would. You will an Indian team had eted tor the
cry of horror broke from him. she Surveyed herself in the glass and not leave this house alive and I am Kolapore cup> which orlginaily had been

A man was lying behind it, face smiled sadly. Tonight her Jewdls and glad, very glad. Stand back! she said offered for competlti0n by one of their
downwards, his blood staining the her patrician virginal beauty gave her peremptorily, and she had whipped out countrymen, the Rajah of Kolapore.
mouse-gnawed boards. The man was no pleasure, yet she tvas dressed with a pistol. The doors are locked, all of Thla year, too, the Australian govern-
the Chevalier de St. Amant. x consummate tats,te and infinite care, them. Dear God! I could slay you ment had not seen flt £or some reason, 

CHAPTER XXVIII. as though she were going to a ball in with my own hands, but it is not neces- to send an Australian team to Bisley,
Andre saw in a moment from the the Galerie des Glaces. вагу.” with the result that competition for

Chevalier’s position as he lay face The clock struck half-pas wo. She had swiftly stolen behind the cur- tjle cup was conflned to teams repre-
downwards on the bare boards what moved behind the curtains and unbar- tains. There was a moment’s pause sentlng the
had happened. The unhappy boy had red the shutters, carefully pinning them while Qnslow in vain tried to force the India and Canada. In the third place

, thus leaving the balcony not the door by which he had entered. thQ w6athcr conditions, except on the 
: than ten feet up from the street There was a crash, a wrench, and then flnal day pf the meet> had not been

the curtains were drawn back. favorable to high scoring, heavy winds
“Monsieur le Vicomte de Nerac—Mon- j3e|n^, encountered on each day. 

sieur George Onslow," the girl said ,«Qn t^e Whole, however," said Ser- 
Quietly, as if she were introducing two gean£ Hayhurst, “the Canadian team 
gentlemen in a lady's salon. She had djd £ajr;y well. Our wins were fully 
flung the window open and Andre, up £o the average of previous years 
sword in hand, was standing in the and ollr individual work at the differ- 
room, looking about him halt dazed en£ ranges was quite as good as that 
but triumphant. of any other shot. As for my own work

“That man there,” she proceeded in ц was not as good as I have expected 
her tearless voice, pointing at Qnslow, lt would be. In the competition for the 
“is an English spy. In his pocket is king.g prlze j feU behind at the BOO 
the secret despatch of Madame de yards range, and what I lost there 
Pompadour which you seek. He Is the proVed a severe handicap during the 
assassin, by his own confession, of the remaiiider of the match.”
Chevalier de St. Amant, and he has gergt. Hayhurst, when informed that 
also a valuable letter in the handwrit
ing of the Comte de Mont Rouge. Mon
sieur le Vicomte, you will deal with 
him as and how you please, but If you 
have any pity for the blood of the man 
who sent you to this place you will 
mave no mercy for a coward, a liber
tine, and an assassin. Adieu!

She had swiftly unlocked one of the 
side doors, glided through it, and re
locked it from the other side, leaving 
Onslow and Andre face to face.

♦ ♦
DULUTH, Minn., Aug. 11.—At oneMONTREAL, Aug. 12,—Major S. J.

Huggins and Sergt. T. H. Hayhurst of o'clock this morning the steamer Troy,
a 6,000 ton steel packet freighter owned 
by the Western Transit Co., ran Into 
the span of the inter-state bridge and 
threw from the pier on which it re
volved. Navigation to and from the 
upper harbor, the most active portion 
of the head of the lakes, is blocked. It 
is impossible for even a tug to pass. 
Street railway and team traffic be
tween Duluth and Superior is also cut
off.

The bridge Is owned by the Great 
Western railroad.

The draw span was 500 feet ln 
length, one of the largest here. Forty- 
steamers now In the upper harbor are 
cut oft from returning to the lake or 
to the Duluth side of the harbor. Most 
of the coal docks are on the upper har
bor, also many of the grain 
elevators, merchandise docks and 
the shipyards on the Superior 
side. Water communication with 
all this is cut. The greater part of the 
tonnage of the Duluth-Superior harb rr 
originates In St. Louis Bay, where the 
docks of the Duluth, Missabe and 
Northern road, are located. Therefore 
many thousands of tons of ore will be 
held up until the channel is cleared. 
The steamer Is badly damaged, her 
bow being stove ln. Captain Murray 
of the Troy declares that the bridge 
tender was asleep and that repeated 
blowings of the steamer's whistle fail
ed to arouse him. It is ascertained 
that this bridge cannot be put in com
mission again this season, although the 
span now blockading the movement 
of many steamers will be removed 
probably by Monday.

motherland, Guernsey,

been stabbed from behind ; and he bore back

ESrHSSHE аіл
torn^pen. TheksefrcbePrPhîd then calm- Ten minutes pased. This time when 

ly left him to bleed to death. Had the she rose she carefully locked both 
Chevalier been the robber of the es- side doors leading off the salon, 
critoire? If so had the secret despatch when she returned from the pazsag 
been taken from him and the second she was accompanied by Cmslow. un
thief escaped with it? Who could say? observed she locked that door, to.

Andre kneeled down and gently lifted There was no exit now from the room 
the prostrate body on to the sofa. j save by the balcony. „.nre

"Go, two of you, at once to Versail- ] Onslow's sleuth-hound features wo 
les," he cried to his men, "and bring a a careworn look, the look of the hunted 
doctor. Ride for your lives.” : man; his cloak and boots were spla*

He returned to the couch, but as he ed with mud; he was breathing qu 
: _ his boot kicked against some- ly, for he had ridden hard, 

thing that jingled. An English guinea! | “I was expecting you, dm surprised 
George Onslow had been here, then, him by saying quietly. Why did yo 
Andre recognised with the- intuition not bring the Chevalier with you- 
that is stronger than proof that Onslow | “The Chevalier was obliged to 
was the second thief, as well as the sta y at the inn, w > „
man who had stabbed the Chevalier in the grim reply. ‘‘You forget t" 
the back. he added hastily for her, Penetrating

The Chevalier was not dead! A low eyes were searching his face. =ош 
moan from the couch had echoed one had to deal with the

with a laugh, “he will be astonished,
will be 'Lui.’ ”

“He will,” she said with such em
phasis that Onslow gave a guilty start. 
'Lui' I expect at this moment is in the 
hands of your friend and mine, the 

words, Vicomte de Nerac.”
The oath that came from Onslow s 

lips as he whipped out a pistol, the 
look that accompanied it were more 
eloquent than an hour's speech.

“De Nerac. I warned you, 
abler head than yours, my friend; he 

concealed ln the room when you

more

and

p.

did so
a prominent military writer in Canada 
had recently deprecated the sending of 
a Canadian team to Bisley each year, 
on the ground that the results achiev
ed were not commensurate with the ex
penses incurred, said the critic did not 
appreciate the advertising Canada re
ceived from sending over the team.

) l

ITALIAN BARK ASHORE 
AND FLOATED

and Andre pouredthrough the room, 
brandy down his throat, stanched the 
wound, and waited with feverish pas
sion, for the Chevalier's Ups were mov
ing. His eyes opened—he saw who it 
was at his side.

“Marie,” came the 
"Marie—the Carrefour-” his head fell

A YOUNG LADY 
TERRIBLY BURNEDfaint

STAR FASHIONS,
HOW TO OBTAIN PATTERN.

The Torrens Hard Aground Three Miles 
East of Yarmouth-Will Hold

back.
Andre waited, overwhelmed by a 

wave of passion, repentance, remorse. 
The Chevalier was no foe—he was try
ing to tell him something, something of 
vital importance to both of them; 
would he have the strength to do it? 
Denise's and his own fate hung on 
that.

"Marie," ttickled the feeble words, 
"Carrefour de St. Antoine No. 3—” 
again he swooned, but Andre had 
learned almost enough. It was time to 
leave him, cruel as it seemed, for every 
half hour now would be precious.

"Marie—paper—save her — Onslow," 
the Chevalier was making a great ef
fort; Andre guessed the rest. But the 
Chevalier's hand moved pleadingly. He 

asking for a promise—“save her. 
he repeated and his lips ceased to

was an Miss Emma Sherwood of Jacksonville, N. 
B. Meets With Painful 

Accident

і
was
and I aranged our little plan.”

"What?” Onsloy sat down in con
sternation.

‘It is as I say. 
was his accomplice. She fooled you, 
that peasant girl; that is why our pro
gramme was so suddenly altered.

She walked away with her swinging, 
graceful carriage of head and body. 
Had Onslow seen her eyes at that mo
ment it would not have relieved the 
fears that haunted his face. But when 
she turned again she was smiling ве

то obtain Star patterns of accom
panying design, fill out the following 
coupon and send it to

PATTERN DEPARTMENT, THE 
STAR,

inclosing 10 cents for each pattern de
sired. Orders filled by mail. Several 
days usually required. When ordering 
patterns, write name and address, size 
ind number of pattern carefully.

HALIFAX, N. S., Aug. 12.—At four 
o'clock Sunday morning the Italian 
bark Torrens, bound from Montevideo 
to Tusket Wedge, to load lumber for 
Buencs Ayres, went ashore off Sunday 
Point, three miles east of Yarmouth, 
and remained hard and fast until high 
tide Sunday afternoon, when the unit
ed efforts of the tugs Marina and 
Freddie released her from her dan
gerous position and towed her to Yar
mouth. The Torrens is a vessel of 1300 
tons, and left Montevideo on June 8. 
She had been off Yarmouth for several 
days, and on Friday took a pilot on 
board and proceeded in a dense fog 
which continued until she went on the 
rocks. Captain McAvlty scored the 
pilot, who, however, did everything In 
his power under the circumstances. A 
survey will be held and repairs effect
ed here or at Meteghan. The vessel’s 
bottom is considerably damaged.

Yvonne the wench

WOODSTOCK, N. B., Aug. 12,—Miss 
Emma Sherwood, aged 25 years, was 
seriously burned at Jacksonville yes
terday.
In the kitchen of her home when ln 
some way she fell against a boiler of 
hot water, upsetting it and spilling 
the contents over her body, 
frightfully burned and grave fears are 
entertained as to her recovery. 
Keirstead of Woodstock was summon
ed. What adds to the sadness of the 
case is the fact that at the time of the 
accident the young lady’s mother was 
lying at the point of death from con
sumption, in an adjoining room.

Miss Sherwood was working

ductively.
“You want the paper,”

“Here it is. I keep my word, you see.’ 
She quietly handed him the secret des
patch and he pounced on lt as a hun
gry vulture pounches on carrion.

“But how did you get it?" he de
manded.

"I was at the Palace when the Chev- 
Stealing it was not an

She waswas she said.
Dr.move.

Andre took the young man's hand. 
He scarcely knew what he was saying, 
he knew not who Marie was, but in the 

of death, death inflicted by 
stab in the back, a man

.
presence 
that dastard 
who was inspired by love might well 

т feel a great pity, the desire to forgive

1
aller stole it.

task, for the Vicomte de Nerac 
the watch, but when I had got

and atone.
“I promise,” he whispered. “I prom

ise."
Moved by the beautiful peace that 

words brought Into the 
man's face, Andre kneeled be-

easy 
was on
it I came straight here. The Cheval
ier went back to the inn. 
have been better,” she added careless
ly, watching him closely, "lt he, too, 
had come here."

SUDDEN DEATHS jIt would

ACTED PROMPTLY 
ON JUDGE’S DECISION

those two 
young
side him. No doctor could save 
Chevalier de St. Amant now, but he, 
toe, had loved Denise; he, too, had 
charged by the side of the Chevau- 
legers de la Garde at Fontenoy. And 
him at least an assassin's dagger had 
delivered from the justice of the King 
of France and of Madame de Pompa-

the SYDNEY, N. S., Aug. 11.—John Pow
ells, a wealthy tourist from North 
Carolina, who has spent the past fif
teen summers in Cape Breton, always 
staying at the Grand Narrows hotel, 
was found dead sitting in a chair in his 
room at that place yesterday. His wife 
In now summering in the White Moun
tains. The remains will be sent home 
for interment.

Mrs. Mary Henderson, formerly of 
Glasgow Scotland, but lately of New 
York, where she lived with her son-in
day, John Robertson, a wealthy build
er, died rather suddenly in this city 
yesterday. She was 63 years old and 
had two sons here.

43“Perhaps."
The girl stooped and fastened her 

shoe, for she knew that she could not 
always control her eyes, 
fastened she was smiling again at On
slow’s trembling Angers."

“There is blood upon your boot,” she 
remarked pleasantly, "you have been 
stepping in blood. Whose, I wonder?” 
She moved toward the curtain, and 
listened attentively, while she affected 
to pull the string.

“So De Nerac knew of the plan?" 
Onslow growled out. 
a good deal, blit not all."

"You are right. If De Nerac meets 
the Chevalier at the inn he may know 
more," was the calm response, 
had begun to take off her jewels and 
was packing them one by one into a 
leather case.

“What do you mean?"

Wіm
The shoe

Scenes of Disorder on Trolley and Ele 
Dated Roads to Coney Island

dour.
Sceptic as he was, Andre whispered a 

Denise would Щ
sspisa

V»brief prayer, and, as 
have wished him to do, reverently made 
the sign of the Cross, commending his 
soul to the God whose eyes are upon 
the truth, and whose mercy is infinite.

As he stepped outside, into that 
clearing where Yvonne had saved "his 
own life, a sharp altercation apparent
ly ln the outhouses at the back sent 
him hurrying thither.

"Curse you, let me go, scum!’’ were 
the words he heard, followed by a 
sharp scuffle. is

“Good-evening, Monsieur le Comte,
Andre said with icy sarcasm, “but the “This. The game is up for you, my 
scum will not let you go.” friend, and for me. There will be no

Mont Rouge's livid face paled at his more richly paid treachery for some 
rival's voice De Nerac last of all men time in our lives. The Chevalier loves 
had he expected to discover at “The i me, loves me as his own soul. To save

he will probably betray what De

NEW YORK, Aug. 12,—Scenes of 
disorder were witnessed on a number 
of the trolley and elevated roads lead
ing to Coney Island today when pas
sengers, guided by an opinion handed 
down by Supreme Court Justice Gay-, 
nor, refused to pay a second fare. At 

period during the afternoon the

"That explains

/She
Can'tA one

Brooklyn Rapid Transit Company re
fused to convey its passengers beyond 
Neck road, their second fare boundary, 
so long as any of the passengers re
fused to pay the additional five cents. 
The result was a block of cars and 
trains a mile long. Great crowds of 
ejected passengers gathered at the 
second fare points, held indignation 
meetings and promised to bring many 
suits for damages against the com
pany. The police authorities had taken 
precautions to prevent serious trouble 
at these places, although the police 

instructed not to interfere in dls- 
between passengers and em-

Eat
Enough

ofCock with the Spurs of Gold." ,
“You will keep Monsieur le Comte de | Nerac does not • already know-----

Mont Rogue \ prisoner," Andre j Onslow had risen. He buttoned up 
commanded the guards who had j his coat over the despatch, while his 
caught the Count "iîn«tl I return, and eyes glowed with the unholy lust that 
vou will answer with your heads for was corroding his mind and body, 
his safety ” “And," she continued, “the Chevalier

-Bv what right-" Mont Rouge be- knows that I love him love him more 
By w па в dearly than any man. I shall be grate-

Safe* srm а-д H?
1Е-ГЛЛ «SS

exiled gentleman is ac ^ ^ tracked by dogs to its lair.
“Yes, I hope he will confess all." 

fared him. "I tell you now that he 
went to the inn to confess all—all."

"Then," Onslow answered ln a thick 
voice of brutal exultation, “he will not 
do It. He Is dead, your Chevelier, your

me

THE WORK-DAY APRON.

ишкшпз и6329—What would we do without the 
big apron to save our gowns from the 
dust and soil of household duties? One 
does not always want to change her 
frock to get dinner nor to do a little 
dusting and the apron which covers

I ;[l] ;feBHi were 
putes
pioyes on the second fare question.

=r%
:In the reports concerning Bridget 

Mahoney of Sheffield street, who was 
taken to the hospital ill on Friday, it 

stated that Dr. Bishop had the

from top to toe is a “friend inone
need." Every housekeeper values lt as 
her best friend and is not content to 
possess one but several must be count
ed among her belongings. The best of 
these aprons cover one completely and 
here is one Ailing just this require
ment. The neck is low enough to be 
easy and not interfere with the collar, 
the sleeves are generous enough to 
take in any kind of a dress sleeve and 
a large pocket offers its environs for 
handkerchief, keys and the odds pick
ed up about the house. The garment 
reaches nearly to the bottom of the 
dress and ^is full enough to allow for 
the ripple of the skirt. The design is 

especially liked by artists and

Appetite comes with eating 
and each square of crisp de
liciousness seems but to make 
room for more.
Mooney’s Perfection 

Cream Sodas
different from any other

was
ambulance ordered and gave an order 
to have the patient admitted to the 

Dr. Bishop did not give an

right an
Versailles," he paused, “and why a 
noble of France trades under the title 
of ’Lui’ with traitors in the pay of the 
English government."

bold thrust, but it went 
home. The mingled fear and rage in 
Mont Rogue’s cynical eyes revealed the 
correctness of Andre's guess.

“His majesty,” Andre continued, “you 
will be interested to know, has return- 

Versailles to take summary 
on all traitors."

She
hospital.
order nor did lie summon the ambu
lance. He went to see the woman at 
the request of the officer of the beat 
and after looking at her made out an 
application, not an order, to have her 
admitted to the hospital.

It was a

lover—dead."
She suppressed the cry of horror, of 

agony, that was wrung from her. But 
her great blue eyes fixed on him.

are
cracker. Nothing heavy or 
doughy about them but so light 
and crisp that they are trans- 

Mooney's biscuits will

John Evdns, a sailor on board the 
E retria, of the Battle line, fell 

the rigging Saturday afternoon 
sustained Injuries about the head 

The ambulance

ed to
vengeance 

And as he galloped away he knew 
that Mont Rouge was unaware of 
Louis’s unexpected return. That Mont 
Rouge was at the inn at all showed 
that Onslow and his accomplice had 
been expecting to share the results of 
their theft with the noble conspirators 
against Madame de Pompadour,

steamer іfrom
andLAME BACK parent.

be a regular dish on your table 
if you will try them.

Say "Mooney’s" to your grocer.

wasone
craftsmen. It is very easy to make and 
any of the ginghams or percales are 
appropriate.

6329—Sizes 32 to 40 inches bust meas-

and shoulder, 
summoned and he was taken to the 

His injuries are not of a 
and he will probably 

his duties today.

be cuied by usingcan 6o hosiptal. 
serious" natureDr. Scott's lie Liment be able to res line

ure.

Considers Prominent Military Writer who Navgiation Blocked so Even a Tug Can-

/

Star Patterns.

(10 Cents Each.)

SizeNo

Amount Inclosed
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HAYHURST TALKS BIG STEAMER I

A iStory of France in the 
days of Louis XV., and 
how the work of a traitor 
was foiled by the energy 
of Madame Pompadour.

ABOUT BISLEY STRIKES PIEU?Ï
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Says Canadian Team Did Demolished a Span ol Inter- 
Well Under Circumstances state Bridge
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This is no guessing competition, 
no prize story scheme, but a simple 
offer—

FREE TO ALL

L

Get Your Tickets Now

—ONLY— 4

ThreeWeeksMore
w w W__ V? w

T

which gives Thirteen Admissions, and 
which you can secure for nothing ?

All you have to do is to pay THREE 
DOLLARS for One Year’s Subscription
to

Же* /" C

St. John Star

:,ьч •

EXHIBITION3U;.v:

'0 0000000000

IN LESS THAN

THREE WEEKS
: : : THE : : :

POOR DOCUMENT\

AND YOU WILL RECEIVE AZ

s a? » ч

WILL BE HERE!
And then you and your wife and all the 
children will want to attend.

The little ones will be bothering you 
every day for a quarter to pay their ad
mission fee, and you will have to shell
out steadily.

.... /%

How much better off would you be 
if you had a

SEASON TICKET

EXHIBITION
■ Sl-Aj. t

This is simply getting a Dollar for 
nothing.

The offer is open to everyone, and 
already many have taken advantage of
it.

~Ô3D~0_0_grj3_0__0 o o o o o o_o O 0 _0_0—o.7°:

Remember
One Year’s subscription carries 
with it a SEASON TICKET.

Season Ticket Free!
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