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BY BERTHA RUNKLE
. « EVENING:

:
‘“Oh, M. Etienne!” 1 gasped, in agony 

that my pain had been for nothing. Now 
all was lost. Then the blur lifted, and 
my amazed eyes beheld not my master, but 
—Lucans!

“‘How now. sirrah?” he cried to the 
dragoon. “'Hands off me, knave!” For 
1 he second sol drier had seized his other 
arm.

“you make a mistake. On. my sacred 
word, you mistake; this is not—”

“Get out!" cried the captain, helping 
him along with his boot. Maitre Men
ard fell rather than walked out of the 
door.

A gray hue came over Lucas’s face. His 
first fright had given way to fury at pefr- 
ceiving himself the victim of a-mistake, 
but now alarm was born in his eyes again. 
Was it, after all, a mistake? This ob
stinate disbelief in his assertion, this or
dering away of all who could swear to his 
identity—«was it not rather a plot for his 
ruin? He swallowed hard once or twice, 
fear gripping 
the dlagoon’s lingers had gripped mine. 
Certainly he was not the Comte de Mar; 
but then he was the man who had killed 
Ponton.

“If this is a plot against me, say so!” 
he cried. “Jf you have orders to arrest 
me, do so. But arrest me by the name 
of Paul de Lorraine, not of Etienne de 
Mar.”

“The name of Etienne de Mar will do,” 
the captain returned; “we have no fancy 
for aliases at the Bastille.”

“It is a plot!” Lucas cried.
“It is a warrant; that is all I know 

about it.”
“But I am not Comte de Mar,” Lucas 

repeated.
His uneasy conscience had numbed Ms 

wits. In his dread of a plot he had done 
little to dissipate an error. But now he 
pulled himself togetli/r; error or /nten- 
tion, lie would act as if he knew it must 
be error.

“My captain, you have made a mistake 
likely to cost you your shoitlder-straps. I

Lucas gazed at him as if to tear out of 
him the truth of the matter. I think he 
was still a prey to suspicion of a plot in 
this, and it paralyzed his tongue. He so 
reeked with intrigue that he smelled one 
wherever he went. He was much too 
clever to believe that this arresting officer 
was simply thick-witted.

“I say no more,” he cried. “You may 
spare yourself y cur lies, the whole crew 
of you. I go as your prisoner, hait I go 
as Paul of Lorraine, son of Henry, Duke 
of Guise.”

He said it with a certain superbness; 
but the young captain, bourgeois of the 
bourgeois, did n-ot mean to let himself be 
put down by any sprig of the noblesse.

“Certainly, if it is any comfort to you,” 
he retorted. “But you are very dull, 
monsieur, not to be aware that your iden
tity is known perfectly to others besides 
your lackey here and my man. I did not 
ccme to arrest you without a minute des
cription of you from M. de Belin him
self.”

(To be continued.)

(Continued.)
“Oh, you need not look so whey-faced; 

I have no warrant for your arrest. 1 dare 
say you are as great a rogue as he. bin 
the order says nothing about you. Don't 
swoon away: you arc in no peril.”

1 was stung to he thought such a cra
ven, but 1 pocketed the insult, and mere
ly answered:

“1 assure you. monsieur. I know naught 
of tlie matter.” Yesterday I would have 
blurted out to him the whole truth; de
cidedly my experiences were teaching me 
something.

“Come now, I can’t fool about here all 
.day,” he said impatiently. “Tell me where,1 
• that precious master of yours is now.
I And be quicker about it than this old 
I mule.”
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“I regret to inconvenience monsieur,” 

the captain answered, “bub he is wanted 
at the Bastille.”

“'Wanted? 
ing into his eyes.

He felt an instant’s terror, I deem, lest- 
Mayenne had betrayed him. Quick as lie 
was, he did not see that he had been tak
en for another man.

I?” Lucas cried, fear flaeh-
*
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“You monsieur. 0You are wanted for 
the murder of your man, Ponton.*’

He grew white, looking instinctively at 
me, remembering where I had been at 
three o’clock this morning.

‘“It is a lie!

X>Maitre Menard, then, had told them no
thing—staunch old loyalist, 
perfectly that M. le Comte had 
home, and they had throttled him, and 
yet he had not told. Well, lié should not 
'lose by it.

“Monsieur is about the streets 
ywhere. On my life, I know not where, 
ffiut L know he will be 'back here to 
Nper.”

“Oh, you don’t know, don't you? Then 
perhaps Gnejiard oan quicken vour 
ory.”

lie knew

He left my sendee a 
month back and I have never seen him 
aiRce.”
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‘“Tell that to the judges,” the captain 
“I am not Pale Faced Girlssaid, as he had said to me. 

trying you. The handcuff#, men.”
One o*f them produced a pair. Luca# 

struggled frantically in his captors’ grasp. 
He dragged them from one end of the 
room to the other, calling down all the 
curses of Heaven upon tliem : but they 
snapped the ha.ndcuffs on for all that.

“If this is Mayenne's work—” he pant-

%eup- 1
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iAt tile word, t'he soldier who had at
tended to /Maitre Menard came over to me 
and taught me how it feels to be hanged. 
I Slid to myself that if I had talked likd 
a dastard I was not one, and every time 
he let me speak 1 gasped,‘“I don't know."’ 
;iThe room was black to me. and the sea 
roared in my ears, and I wondered whe
ther I had done well to tell the lie. For

Thousands Using Successful Cure 
For Paleness and Anaemia.

The pallid girl always lacks appetite.
What little she eats is badly digested.

At night she is restless, she dozes, but 
doesn't sleep soundly.

Vital force must be increased, new 
blood must be supplied and a general re
building take place before she will feel 
like she ought.

Dr. Hamilton had invaluable experience 
in these cases and found nothing so 
prompt in building up the young women 
as his vegetable pills of «Mandrake and 
Butternut.

D. Hamilton’s Pills begin by cleansing 
the system and purifying the blood; they 
also improve digestion and render food 
ready for absorption. Additional nourish
ment is quickly supplied and the patient 
is fast strengthened and invigorated.

Full of spirit, ruddy and strong is the 
girl that assists her system by Dr. Ham
ilton’s Pills.

The following recent letter from Miss 
Etta iMcEwen, of HaHburton, speaks for 
itself:

“In using Dr. Hamilton’s Pills I find 
my system is wonderfully built up. It is 
certainly the most effective remedy I 
ever used. I have now a good appetite, 
sleep more soundly and awaken in the 
morning feeling quite refreshed.

“Formerly I felt tired and depressed.
I looked as if a severe illness was hang
ing over my

‘‘Nothing' could give quicker results 
than xDr. Hamilton’s Pills, and I strongly 
advise every young woman to use them.

All dealers sell Dr. Hamilton’s Pills,
25c. per box or five boxes for $1, by mail 
from N. C. Poison & Co. Hartford, Conn, a tree and a guide post. The list of dead

and injured as fair as known is as follows:
George Atcherson, 20 yeans, 26 Walnut 

street, Thornton (E. I.)
Edward F. Brennan, 18 yeans, 5 Peter 

street, Cranston (R. I.)
Alice Franklin, 17 years, School street, 

Thornton.
Enrico Gambocii, 23 years, Hetchea* av

enue, Thornton.
John Gavin, 20 years, 869 Ohalkstone 

avenue. Providence.
Angelo Germain, 30 years, 280 Pocaeset 

avenue, Thornton.
Gustave Guerbn, 25 years, 85 Julian 

street, Olneyville (R. I.)
William W. Luther, 27 yeans, 320 Foun

tain avenue, Thornton.
Bertha 31. Kelley, 18 years, 1 "Maple 

avenue, Thoraion.
John Schneider, 19 yeans, 24 Tuxedo 

was unaware of t/he avenue, Olneyville.
Ethel Wthaitely, 19 years,23 Marvin street, 

Providence.
The following are the more seriously 

injured, who remained at the hospitals: 
Frank Douglas, Providence; shoulder

!
ed.

The officer caugifit nothing but the 
Mayenne.

“The boy said you were a friend to his 
Grace, monsieur, but orders are orders. I

name
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fractured and leg lacerated.
James Saunders, Providence, contusions 

of knees and hip.
Joseph J. McQuaide, conductor of the 

wrecked car, Providence; scalp wound and 
slight internal injuries.

Pasquale Di Sabato, Providence; scalp 
wound and ecu t'usions.

Ernest Lamothe, Providence; left thigh 
fractured.

Stella Lamothe, Providence; fracture of 
right elbow and contusions.

Annie Wilkinson, Victoria Mount, frac
ture at base of skull, will probably die.

Pasquale Arbig, Providence; 1 
wound and contusions.

Lillian Weeks, Thornton, severe cut over 
right eye.

Thomas Kelley, Providence; serious in
juries to head and body.

'Thomas Kelley, Providence; serious in
juries to 'head and body.

Camille Turcotte, Providence; contus
ions of back and pelvis.

The following, after receiving treatment 
dt the hospitals were taken to their 
homes:

James (Magee, Pa/wtucket; bruises on 
back. ,®r

James McCryetal, Pawtucket;- slight.
May Bums, Providenc; side hurt, leg £ 

and .body bruised.
Catherine Keenan, Providence; face and 

chest cut.
Nellie Smith, Providence; hip injured.
Alfred Zambarano, Providence; severe 

bruises on head and body.
Amelia Trainor, Thornton; arm broken.
Lizzie Shaw, 'Thornton; back and neck 

injured.

: U. S. A. and Kingston, Ont.1-

AWFUL STREET 
CAR ACCIDENT

1
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PROXTDENCE, June 3—The most dis

astrous street railway wreck in the his
tory of Rhode Island Occurred early to
day, by which eleven people were killed 
and many other® injured.

A heavy fifteen-seated open car,, which 
«'had been Chartered by a local Catholic 
society, was derailed at Moore’s Corner, 
east Providence. The track curves sharp
ly at 'that point at the foot of a iong 
grade. The motorman, whp was not fa
miliar with the road, 
curve and allowed the car to coast down 
the hi‘11. When it reached the curve it 
jumped with such force that it was hurl- 
ed into the road twenty feet from the 
track, where it fell on its side between

I f
i Pasquale Polondo, Providence; contu-

scalp sions.
Thoma® Campbell, Pawtucket; head cut 

and bruised.
Oscar H. timith, Pawtucket; slight. 
Ernest Mott, Thornton; both legs brok-

!

en.
Alice Hargraves, Providence; legs in

jured.
Bertha Hardacre, Providence; internal 

injuries.
Mrs. Myra Wilson, Thornton, head and 

hips crushed; internal injuries; may prove 
fatal.

“I could only choke and pant!”
1

Shad-1 said that"-my master was in the Ho- have the warrant for your arrest from M. 
Wei St. Quentin, still those fellows would de Belin.”
Ihttve found it no easy job to take him. 
iVigp might not be ready to defend Mile, 
de Mkmtlüc, but he would defend Mon
sieur's heir to the last gasp. Yet I would 
not,yield before the choking Maitre Men
ard, had withstood, and 1 stuck to my lie.

Then I bethought- me, while the room 
reeled about me and my head seemed like 
to burst, that perchance it they should 
keep me here a captive for M. le Comte’s 
(arrival lie might really follow to see what 
hed'become of me. I turned sick with the 
tear,of it, and resolved on the truth. But 
Gaspard’® last gullet-gripe had robbed me 
of the power to speak. 1 could only pant 
and choke. As I struggled painfully for 
fwind, the door was Hung open before a 
tall young man in black. Through the 
haze that hung before my vision 1 saw 
tihe soldier seize him as he crossed the 
threshold. Through the noise of waters I 
beard the captain's cry of triumph.

tell you I am not Alar; the landlord, 'who 
knows him well, tells you I am not Mar. 
Ask those who know 31. de Mar! ask 
these inn people. They will one and all 
tell you 1 am not he. Ask that boy there; 
even he dares not say to my face that 1 
am.”

“At whose instigation?”
“JIow should I know? I am a soldier 

of the guard. I have naught to do with 
it but to arrest you.”

“‘Let me see the warrant.”
“I aim not obliged to. But I will, 

though. It may quiet your bluster.*’
He took out th » warrant and held it at 

a safe distance before Lucas's eyes. A 
great light broke in on that personage.

“Mille tonnerres! J am not the (Monte 
de Mar!”

'

THE SIMPLE JOYS OF COUNTRY LIFEHis eyes met mine, and I could see 
that, even in the moment of challenging 
me, he repented. He believed that 1 
would give the lie. But the dragoon who 
was bending over him, relieving him of 
his sword-belt, spared ma the necessity.

“Captain, you need give yourself no 
uneasiness; this is the Comte right 

N enough. J live in the Quartier Marais, 
j and L have seen this gentleman 
of times riding with 31. de St. Quentin.”

Lucas, at this unexpected testimony, 
looked so taken aback that the captain 

, burst out laughing.
“Yes, my dear monsieur, it is a little 

hard for 31. de Mayenne’s nephew—you 
are a nephew, are you not?—to explain 
how he comes to ride with the Due do 
St. Quentin.”

It was awkward to expiait, 
knowing well that there wa® no future for 
him who betrayed the Generalissimo’s 
secrets, cried out angrily:

“He lies! 1 never rode out with M. 
de St. Quentin.”

“Gh, come now. Really you waste a 
great (leal of breath,” the captain said. 
“1 regret the duel necessity of arresting 
you, M. de Mar; but there is nothing 
gained by blustering about it. I usually 
know win: I am about.”

“You do not know! Nom de dieu, 
do -not know. Felix Bronx, speak 
there, li you have told him behind my 
back that 1 am Etienne de Mar, 1 defy 
you to say it to my face.”

“1 know nothing about it, messieurs.”
I repeated my little refrain, 
captain, remember, if you please, J never 
saw him till yesterday ; he may be Paul 

j dc Lorraine for all I know. But he did 
'not call himself that yesterday."

>11 hell-hound !” Lucas cried.
“Go tell Louis to drive up to the ca

baret door, Gaspard,” bade the captain.

Â
x BY T. E. ROWERS.

“Oh, you say that now, do you? Pity 
3’ou had n-ot thought of it sooner.”

"But [ am not the Comte de Mar! 
am Paul de Lorraine, nephew to my Lord 
Mayenne.”

“Why don't you say straight out that 
you’re the Duc de Guise?"

“1 am not the Duc de Guise,” Lucas 
returned with dignity, 
been curving himself that he had not given 
In- name sooner. “But I am his bro
ther.”

“You take me for a fool.”
“Aye, who shall hang for his folly!”
“You must think me a fool,” the cap

tain repeated. “‘The Duke of Gui.-xM eld
est brother is but seventeen—”

Copyright 1906,'by AmerlouxJouraal-lta gainer.
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,.fxKIDNEY DISEASE 
tAND ITS DANGERS
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V. nCAN BE "I did not say 1 was legitimate.”
i g || g» g mm g** g » jrx ‘‘G'li, you dul not >ay that? \ 011 did
y U I ^ l\L I V*U iCC U m>t know, then, that\L could reel off the 

** ^ I ages of every Lorraine of them all.
pY M de Mai-, J am not simple as you

think. You will come along with me to
QAN’S “"Bkidkilead! I'll have you broken on

' —— the wheel fur thin," Lucas etonned. "1
—— — ———————— y — — _ am no more Count of Mar than 1 am King
wC 111 Min V PIT T X C'f 4>f>ain. Sjreak up. you oiil turnspit,*’
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Kidney dieeaee comes on quietly, it may 1’oor Maitre Menard had dropped down 
have been in the system for a long time 0:1 his iron box, too limp and sick to know
jbefore you suspected the real cause of your what wad going on. Hu only stared heÿi-
,trouble. There may have been backaches, lessly. ,
«welling of the feet and ankles, disturb- "Speak, rascal.” Lucas cried. “Am 
encee of the urinary organs, euch as, brick Comte de Mar?”

(dust deposit in urine, higly colored, scanty "Xo," the maitre answered in low, fai
llir cloudy urine, bladder pains, frequent tering tones. He was at the las? point 

; urination, stone in bladder, etc. jot" iiain arid fear. "Xo, monsieur officer,
i Perhaps you did not know that these ■ ir. is ao he says. He is not the Comte 
,-were symptoms of kidney disease, so the j dc Mar."

I trouble kept growing worse, until Neu- ! "Who is he, then?” 
jralgia. Sciatica, Rheumatism, Diabetes, "i know not," the maitre stammered. 
IDrppsy, and worst of all, Brights Disease ‘"Hu came here last night. But it is as 

Hhave taken hold of your system , !... „,,vs fiSTs not the Comte ,1c Mar.”
^dn7 Pl, l.6hould be taken at ..Take min. host." the officer re- 

pbe first s.gn of anything wrong. There . "vou’re lying."
' ,P . U, ^ T l ' "•■I l not wonder at him; if 1 had not

9 'If-- in a position to know otherwise, f[ ^an^Kidney Pills go to the seat of lu"1 t,!“,l,8!rt n,vself ti,e maitrc

j khe treuble, strengthen the kidneys, and 
tielp them to filter the blood properly Mid 
tiusn off all the impurities which cause .
I.idncy trouble. Mr. Thomas Mavhew, 1<>re’ 
femith■ Falls, Ont., writes: “For over Y),n, 
four months I was troubled with my kid- And 
nova, and my back got ao lame I felt miser
able all over. After taking five boxes of 
Doan’s Kidney Pille I was as well as ever.”

Pïrice 50 cents per box or three boxes for 
SI.25, all dealers or The Doan Kidney Pill 
Co.* Toronto, Ont.
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8 W-) ^ixi) Xwas lying.
“If you had spoken al fiii»t I might have 

believed you,” the captain said, bestowing 
‘“Get

r» m 3h- :u1kick on him. out of 
cn:n 

throat.
old a-f*, before 
lie down your 
clear yo-ur people away 

from this door. I’ll not walk through a 
mob. Send every man Jack about his 
htLsincss, or it will be the worse for him. 
And every woman Jill ,too.w

“M. le Uapitaine,” Maitre Menard 
l quavered, rising unsteadily - to his feet,
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