
THÉ EVENING TELEGRAM, ST. JOHN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND, JULY 12, 1915—2

t:
—OBf-i

The Cruise of the 
“ Kingfisher/’
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CHAPTER XLV.

Ralph had staggered from the 
bench and into the magistrate’s room.

From Green’s significant words, 
“We have found the name of the de
ceased's husband,” Ralph knew that j 
the desperate game he was playing 
was finished, and that he had lost. 
There Was nothing for it now but 
flight. Behind him was the hangman 
with hot feet and trailing rope, before 
him only the faintest chance of "es
cape.

With trembling hand he seized the 
jug of water from the table, and 
pouring some into his hands, dashed 
it across his forehead ; for he felt 
sick and faint with terror ; then he 
left the room by the private door.

He was not a moment too soon, for, 
at a sign from the superintendent, a 
police officer in plain clothes had 
followed him; but the moment, short 
as it was, was of all importance to 
Ralph; for almost in that short space 
of time he found himself in the midst 
of a wild, excited crowd which surged 
against the court-house in an utter
ly futile attempt to enter and parti
cipate in the sensational incidents 
which were proceeding there.

Ralph, bending his head, skirted 
the howling mass and made for one 

. of the small streets leading to the 
station.

As he went across the square, he 
heard the howls change to wild, tu
multous cheering, and guessed the 
cause. The prisoner was acquitted, 
the man he had instinctively hated 
was free, free to step in his—Ralph’s 
—place. He was no longer a sus
pected criminal, and it was Ralph 
who was flying from justice.

He set his teeth hard and hurried 
on. At the end of the lane, whicli 
was absolutely deserted, he paused, 
and with his hand to his brow, strove 
to realize his well-nigh hopeless sit
uation, and form some plan.

To go to the station would be mad
ness, for the detective would have 
been certain to place a policeman 
waiting to arrest him. Besides, barr
ing a few pounds, he had no money, 
and without money escape was im
possible.

He must go back to the Hall. But 
there also he would doubtless find a 
detective waiting to pounce upon him. 
And yet, money he must have. There 
was about a couple of hundred 
pounds in the safe in his room, and 
his jewellery, which was worth 
fairly large sum; for, like most vain 
men, Ralph had been liberal to him
self in the matter of diamond pins 
and rings and similar gewgaws.

As he stood pondering, he heard the 
sound of horses’ feet, and his heart 
leapt with swift terror; but, to his 
relief, one of his own grooms turned 
the corner with a couple of horses he 
was exercising. Ralph jumped at the 
chance offered him, and signing to 
the man to pull up, said :

“This is fortunate. I have to go to 
Roysdale Station. Give me your 
horse, and ride on the other to the 
court, and tell Lord Hatherley where 
I have gone. He will understand. Is 
—is—anyone waiting for me at the 
Hall?” he asked, as he sprang into 
the saddle.

“No, my lord; not that I know of, 
and I’ve just come straight from 
home,” replied the mam 

Ralph nodded.
“Remember, Roysdale Station. . I 

have to meet someone there.”
The man touched his hat and rode 

off, and Ralph turned his horse home
wards.

He entered the park by one of the 
side gates, tied up the horse, and 
keeping within the shadow of the 
trees as much as possible, gained the 
Hall by the window of his den. With

frenzied haste he unlocked the safe 
and took out the bundle of notes ; 
then he went, forcing himself to walk 
slowly, through the hall and up to 
his dressing-room.

There he met Parkins face to face. 
The man started at the sight of his 
master’s pallid countenance, and ex
claimed:

“Anything.—anything the matter, 
my lord? Are you ill?” f

“No, no,” replied Ralph. “But— 
but I’ve had bad news. A near rela
tive is—is ill—dying—and I must go 
to London at once. Pack a portman
teau. I’ll help you.”

“Yes, my lord. Shall I order the 
carriage?”

“No, no—I mean I have ordered it. 
Here, I’ll help you. Get a box of ci
gars from my room; and, Parkins, 
you need not say anything to the oth
er servants.”

“No, my lord. Might I venture to 
ask She news from the court?”

“Committed for trial,” said Ralph, 
hurriedly. “He’s guilty, of course. 
Look sharp!”

Parkins ran down, and Ralph 
quickly collected the most valuable 
of his jewellery and put it into his 
pocket. Then he went down-stairs by 
the back way, so as not to meet Par
kins, and waited in the passage be
hind the hall until he heard the man 
ascend again.

It would take Parkins half an hour 
to pack. By that time, Ralph, mount
ed on a good horse—and the one he 
had left tied up at the gate was one 
of the best—he would be well on his 
way to the junction.

He was passing through his den, 
when a bottle of brandy caught his 
attention. He paused, and not seeing 
a glass, drank a draught from the 
bottle itself. The spirits added fuel 
to his excitement, and he laughed 
with a kind of hysteria as he thought 
that, after all, he stood a chance. 
How many murderers had escaped 
arrest during the last twelve months? 
He would go to London and stay 
there—only fools ran their necks in
to a noose by attempting to leave one 
of the ports. In that human bee-hive 
he could hide until a chance of quit
ting the country presented itself.

He said this to himself as he slip
ped "a revolver into his pocket and 
drank some more brandy; then he 
opened the window—and saw Work- 
ley running across the lawn, his face 
white and set—a human slepth-hound 
on the warm track!

(To be Continued.)

THE HEIR
OF

Lancewood
CHAPTER I.

She spoke to him with a kind of 
half-distant, half-reserved familiar
ity, that showed plainly enough that 
she did not consider him on an equal
ity with herself. He seemed to feel 
and understand it, and his face flush
ed slightly as he replied—

It is always a pleasure to obey 
you, Miss Neslie.”

Then pray let me have Browning 
at once. I have but an hour's leisure;
I must not lose it in talking.”

Again his face flushed. He waited 
until he could speak plainly, and 
then, producing a letter, he said—- 

The post-bag was delayed this 
morning; I have only just opened it. 
Sir Arthur has written to me—and 
this is for you.”

She fancied there was something 
strange in his manner—something of 
hesitation and uncertainty. Then she 
took from his hands the letter which 
was to change the whole course of 
her life.

“It is from Sir Arthur,” she said, 
quickly—“a letter from my father! 
How cruel of the post to delay this 
morning, above all others!"

She opened the envelope with im

patient fingers, wondering why the 
young secretary lingered there, look
ing at her with such strange eyes.

“What a long letter,” she said, 
laughingly. “This extends to over a 
page; Sir Arthur seldom writes more 
than four lines.”

“Let me find you a seat,” he pro
posed, “while you read it. You will 
be tired of standing.”

Still with the same strange expres
sion on his face, he brought one of 
the little garden-chairs to her, and 
she sat down.

“Why do you not go for my book?” 
she asked, with laughing impatience.

“There may be a message for me in 
that letter, Miss Neslie,” he replied. 
“Permit me to remain while you read 
it.”

She sat down where .the faint, 
sweet odor of the lilies floated round 
her, where the cooing of the white 
doves reached her, and read the 
words that darkened her whole life.

“My Dearest Vivien.—Writing, as 
you know, always fatigues me; I de
test it. But I have something to tell 
you which will astonish you greatly 
—perhaps even anger you.

“It will be foolish of you, Vivien, to 
be angry, for I have perfect and un
disputed right to please myself; no 
one else has any right to take um 
brage or offense at what I do.

T feel a certain degree of relue 
tance in making my announcement 
why, I cannot tell. You would wish 
me to be happy, and I have sought 
happiness after my own fashion 
Vivien, I have married again. My 
wife is a beautiful young French 
girl—her name was Valerie d’Este 
she is very piquant, attractive, grace 
ful. You will be sure to admire her 
We were married in Paris, and intend 
returning home next .Tuesday.

“Now, Vivien, remember that being 
angry and vexed about it is simply 
a waste of time; I hâd a right 
please myfeelf, and I have done so. 
this wife were to die, it would be no 
one’s affair should I marry a third 
Tell Mr. Spenser to have the rooms 
in the western wing set in order and 
prepared for Lady Neslie. Tell all 
the household of the change, and see 
that my wife is received with due 
honor and respect.

“One word to yourself, Vivien 
What is done is done. If you are 
wise, instead of battling with the tide 
of events, you will swfm with It 
From you, my daughter, I shall ex
pect love, kindness, affection, atten 
tion and consideration for my wife. 
If you show all this, well and good 
if you refuse it, you will see the re 
suit. Meet me with a smile, Vivien 
let me hear no reproaches.

“I had a right to please myself. 
Your whole future will depend 
your treatment of Lady Neslie.

“My fondly-loved daughter, adieu. 
We shall be with you on Tuesday, and 
hope to find all things well.

“ARTHUR NESLIE.1 
She read the letter slowly, and then 

turned back and read it again. The 
young secretary watched her intent
ly. He saw the cloor fade from her 
face, the light die from her eÿes; he 
saw her lips grow white, as they had 
never been before; he watched her 
curiously, keenly, for he would have 
given his life to save her from pain.

Suddenly, with an angry gesture, 
she rose from her seat, a crimson 
flush spreading over her face; she 
flung the letter on the ground at her 
feet

“I will not believe it!” she cried. 
“It is a forgery! My father never 
itfrote that.”

He made no reply; his pity and his 
love were so great that they made 
him speechless.

“Read it!” she commanded^ “Read 
it, Gerald Dorman, and tell me it 
am mad or sane ! ”

He took up the letter.
“Do you really wish me to read 

this, Miss Neslie?” he asked.
Yes,” she replied, slowly. “I can

not believe it My eyes, my senses 
must have deceivéd me; the words I 
have seen cannot possibly be written

there. Read it, and tell me if the 
news be true.”

He read the letter. She stood 
watching him with a bewildered, 
dazed look, with white parted lips 
and darkened eyes. Then he laid' it 
down on the sun-dial, and turning to 
her, said— -

“It is quite true, Miss Neslie. 1 
knew it when I brought this letter to 
you.”

“You knew it?” she cried. How?”
“Sir Arthur wrote to tell me. I re

ceived his letter this morning, and I 
felt sure that yours contained the 
same intelligence. It was for that 
reason I ventured to disobey you and. 
remain here instead of looking for 
the book.”

"Then it is true,” she moaned; “my 
father has a wife—some one in my 
mother’s place. I—I cannot believe 
it, Mr. Dorman. Why, only ten min
utes since I was thinking of all I 
would persuade him to do—and now 
I find he has a wife. He has been all 
the world to me—as I have been to 
him; and now he has a wife. The love 
and the home that have been mine so 
-long will be mine no more.”

“Nay, Miss Neslie,” said the calm, 
pitying voice, “it will not he so bad 
as that. You are, and always will 
be, heiress of Lancewood. The Abbey 
will always be your home, unless—” 
Then he stopped and hesitated.

“Unless my father should have a 
son to succeed him, in which case 
Lancewood would never be mine,” she 
said, slowly. “Half an hour since, 
Mr. Dorman, I thought myself as cer
tainly heiress of Lancewood as that, 
the sun shone in the sky.”

(To be Continued.)

NOTICE.
THE STEAMER

Core
Guaranteed

Never known to 
fall; acts without 
pain in 24 hours. 
Is soothing, heal
ing; takes the 
sting right out No 

remedy so quick, safe and sure as 
Putnam’s Painless Corn Extractor. 
Sold everywhere—25c. per bottle.

NO
MORE
CORNS

Portia
will leave the wharf of

Bowring Bros., Ltd.,
on

Tuesday, the 13th July, 
at 10 a m.,

calling at the following places;
Cape Broyle, Ferryland, Fermeuse, 

Trepassey, St Mary’s, Salmonier, Pla
centia, Marystown, Burin, St Lawr
ence, Lamaline, Fortune, Grand Bank 
Belleoram, St. Jacques, Hr. Br.eton, 
Pass Island, Hermitage, Gaultois, 
Pushthrough, Richard’s Harbor, Fran
cois, Cape LaHune, Ramea, Burgeo, 
Rose Blanche, Channel, Bay of Islands 
and Bonne Bay. Weather and ice per
mitting.

Freight received until 6 p.m. Mon
day.

For freight or passage apply to the 
Coastal Office of

BOWRING BROTHERS, LTD.
Telephone 101.
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Choice Beef and Pork !
100 brls. CHOICE LIGHT HAM BUTT PORK 

100 brls. CHOICE BONELESS BEEF.

50 brls. CHOICE FAT BACK PORK.

150 brls. CHOICE LINCOLN BEEF.

20 brls. CHOICE SMALL HOCKS.
20 brls. CHOICE SMALL JOWLS.
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SOLACE.
It little takes to 

■heal " the "aches St 
people 1 who are 
human ; the song 
of bird, at day
break heard, will 
cheer a weeping 
woman ; a kindly 
act performed 
with tact will 
make some man 
less bitter; a 
friendly smile 
will quell the bile 

of some disgusted critter. Where’er I 
go I find that woe is always up and 
doing, and careworn chumps have 
doleful dumps, their little griefs pur
suing. This view they gain from 
years of strain and stress and long 
endeavour, they seem to think that on 
the blink all things will be forever. 
But when I come I make things hum, 
with joke and whiskered story ; I al
ways preach that life’s a peach, the 
world all hunkydory. And it beats all 
how gloom will fall, when anyone de
fies it; if you would scare away dull 
care. Just show that you despise it. 
The things I say, though lame and 
gray, from almanacs collected, make 
jaded men wear grins again, and 
brace up the dejected. So every gent 
who’s worth a cent should preach the 
gospel sunny, and take men’s minds 
from sordid grinds, and scratching 
after money. . -

The Perfect Day.
A day in the woods, weather 

warm, and the fish biting, and 
in your basket a tin of

Clark’s 
Pork and 
Beans.

Could you want anything bet
ter? As far as grub goes you 
couldn’t get any better Pork & 
Beans than

CLARK’S.

At all grocers. Wholesale from

P. E. 0UTERBRIDGE, 
180 Water St. 

’Phone 60.
june21,m,w,fr,tf

Most People
Are now Economizing in the 

matter of Dress.
WE ARE HELPING

the average man to dress as well as 
ever by placing on the market stylish, 
well-made Suits at a saving of at least

ONE-THIRD.
If you are pessimistic, ask any reli
able dealer for any of the following 
brands :
FITREFOKM, TRUE FIT,

AMERICUS, STELENFIT, 
PROGRESS.

MADE ONLY BY

The Nild. Clothing Company, Ltd.

(T

BY SPECIAL WARRANT 
OF APPOINTMENT

TO H.I.N. THE UNO

The Popular London Dry Gin is

VICKERS'BIN
îî- O. ROBLIN, Toronto

CaPMIan Agent ■ r

I

RADIOED & JANION

81 SPECIAL WARRANT 
OF APPOINTMENT

TO H.R.H.
THE PRINCE OF WALES

REMEMBER 
The Camera House

Now has a complete line of 
Codaks, Brownie and Premo 

Cameras in all sizes.
Also Films, Plates, Paper, 

Post Cards and Photo Supplies 
of every description.

If you don’t get the results 
from your camera that you 
should, we will tell you the rea
son why.

Catalogues sent on request.,

PARSONS’ Art Store,
WATER STREET.

CHURCH

Brass Work
Interesting to Clergymen !

Your Vacation 
Trip

will test the endurance of the clothes you buy 
here. Any clothes can be displayed to look well 
in a show window, but

Our Clothing
retains its shapeliness and continues to look well 
after hard service in any kind of weather.

Come in and try on a suit before you go away.

J. eJ. Strang,
» ladles’ and Gents’ Tailoring,

153 Water Street, • * St John’s.
eod.tf
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Everday Etiquette

JOHN JACKSON, St. Jphn’s, Resident Agent.

‘Should a lady be introduced to a 
young man or the man to the lady? 
Also If invited to a party by a young 
man who does not dance, ought he to 
feel offended if I dance with another 
young man?” were Polly’s two quer
ies.

“The gentleman should always be 
introduced to the lady, and your es
cort should certainly not be offend
ed," answered her aunt.

Mult’s Liniment Cures Dandruff.

Memorial Brasses, Lecterns, 
Altar Rails & General Church Fittings.

PRITCHARD
and

ANDREWS,
Engravers, &c^ Ottawa, Canada.

CHÈSLEY WOODS,
Sole Nild. Agent.

Samples above goods on view at 
2S2 Duckworth Street, head McBride’s 
Hill. Inspection invited.

New Grass Duller
In Two Pound Blocks,

Just arrived, selling at very lowest
Prices,

JAS. R KNIGHT.
Commission Merchant

rr
The Standard Books on Sex Education.

By Dr. E. B. Lowry.

TRUTHS—Talks with a boy concerning himself, 50c.
CONFIDENCES—Talks with a young girl concerning 

herself, 50c.
HERSELF—Talks with women concerning themselves,

$1.00.
HIMSELF—Talks with men concerning themselves,

$1.00.
FALSE MODESTY—That protects vice by ignorance, 

50c.
These notable books on Sexual Hygiene have been 

endorsed by the leading Medical, Educational and Re
ligious authorities.

They lead to Better Health, to Sex Purity, and to a 
High Practical Morality.

GARLAND’S Bookstores,
177 & 353 Water Street.

Outport customers please add 2c. for^postage.
J!

Advertise in the Telegram

We have Studij 
We have

When you

from Fresh StocH

Have you tried
til

Fidelity Hams ant] 
English Cheddar 
Dried Beef.
Beef Suet, 2 lb. ti] 
Lyle's Golden Si j 
Date Nut Butter. 
Peanut Buttc-r. 
Heinz Sweet Vick I j 
Taragon Vinegar. 
India Relish.

BOW!
332
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RED
S.S. Step!
EXCELLENT 
Tickets issul

INTEi
From New Yj 
From Halifax!

Taesdj 
From St. Jo!

Fares incl 
Halifax and Nl 
not from Halit I
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