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FOR LOVE OF A LftDY. picked np an old, queer, three-sided dag- j 
ger and held it eut.

“Is this your?” he asked.
I'nilip nodded.
“Yes." he answered. “It hangs in my 

lobby, or should. I left it there when I 
went out to-night.”

“Yon can swear to that?”
“Yes. The small collection of arms I 

have is valuable. I generally run my eye 
over them mechanically as I go from my 
lobby.”

“Mechanically?”
“Yes: I don’t look at the things separ­

ately. I take them in as a group. I 
should notice at once if anything were 
missing. Please help yourselves to any­
thing you may find here. I daresay this 
discovery has upset you as it has me. I 
wish you would lift her. I don’t like her 
to lie there.” He paused a moment, but 
no one spoke. ' “Anyway." he said, 
“cover her over, right over. There is a 
rug on the sofa.”

He hesitated an instant, then he fetch­
ed it. knelt down and laid it gently over 
the dead woman.

“I loved her once.” he said to himself. 
“It was a boyish love, but love for all 
that. Poor Cnrline! I wonder—I won­
der----- ”

j no note of jealousy, in her voice* Jasper, j though we are cousins. He would love 
however, could not tell the difference. |me better, perhaps; 'if we were noj:."

"There is no love like a man’s first "Because you, not he, may be your 
love,” he answered; “and Carline—that , uncle's heir?”
was the girl’j y anie, I believe?—Was the “Because we may be co-heirs, I think. 

«Y ALICE MAUD MEADOWS. J1'*!4 woman to* whom. Philip gave bis I wonder bow Jasper knew anything
?" . “One Life Between,” “When heart. How he used- to rave about her! about that foolish fancy of my youth. I

iut. Heart is Young,” “The Eye of 1 cannot understand why it was lie tired, i thought no' one knew Of it.”
Fate” “Days of Doubt,’’ “The Some men. I suppose, cannot help tiring She laughed softly, quizzically.

of Life” Etc. when Jkey have won a]l. It is their mis- j “Someone always knows .of every-
* fortune, not their fault.’’ j tiling." she answered. Ptieré Is no such

She opened her eyes very wide; her lips ! thing as a secret in this world, but surely 
It was hard to hear

turned slowly and faced the room; the 
next moment he had made a step for­
ward. was down on his knees, had turned 
np to his the face of the dead woman 
who lay beside him.

Then, indeed, a very horror of horrors 
entered his soul.

“Carliuc!” he said. “Carline—heri 
dead! What does it mean? Oh, horrible! 
Horrible!"

He drew his hand from under her, 
then looked at it. It was stained with 
Wood. His brain reeled, his soul sicken­
ed. his heart grew faint within.

“Murdered!" he .said. “Murdered—in 
my rooms, on the night of my bethroth 
a I!"

\ Do You Suffer With

HEADACHES ?fer. S?
JtSSX v ^'v 0n'4 Y011guided by the experience of others—take what 
Fsy tuey took—and cure yourself as thqy cured themselves? Fruit- 
^ a-tives cure the cause of tile headache. They remove the blood 

poisons which cause it entirely relieve constipation and tone up the nerves. 
Thil letter is the proof that puts an end to doubt :—

* I have tried Frait-e-tives ami found them splendid for headaches. I feel so much 
better since I commenced taking them. 1 think they are a splendid medicine, and am 
recommending they to all my friends.” Mrs. J. W. DULONG Thamesville Ont
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

with the meeting In Hyde trembled a little.
that Philip had loved so dearly, but her 
faith in him, ahd in his affection for her 
now. was absolute.

Toil are mistaken,” she said, a little 
proudly, “respecting Philip and his love “Yes,” he answered, “that was her 
for that other woman. He did not tire. name. But I do not understand how 
This Carline met another man. and her Jasper knew it. I never mentioned her 
wayward affection strayed. Philip would to him. and he never knew her. Still, 
have been true always.” • things leak out,' of course. Dearest, shall

Jasper lifted his eyebrows. we forget ail that and never speak of it
“Is that so?” he said, doubtfully. “I again? It is a part of my life which is 

had heard differently. Anyway. Miss turned over—done with. Theresia no need 
Bell, believed that l' am always your to look hack upon it.” 
friend and Philip's.” “Yes.” she answered. “Why should we

worry with the past when we have the 
present and future?”

But the hack pages of our lives are 
seldom done with. Often, against our 
will, they lie open, before us!

he knew her, or of her? He must have, 
since he knew her name.”

“Her name?”
“Yes. Carline, that was her nafae. was 

it not?”

>eing put into the slot in 
y pieces. If an improper 
ed the machine refuses to 

ticket, and the would-be 
sent away empty-handed, 
■orking of the instrument 
-essful, and no hitch has 
pt where the instructions 
a followed; and the time 
[course, very considerable 
s certainly capable of furl 
ent, though, owing to the 
lof fares and destinations 
[ it can hardly 'ever be 
kede the booking clerk 
stations and for short, locuJ

Vatts Statue,
an statue, by the late Mr 

R.A., entitled “Physical 
which has for two 

of of much admiration to 
l Royal Academy, Burling, 
livre it has been standing 
ume, has just been taken 
tory to being shipped to 

Its destination has not 
Bed upon, but in all prob­
lare will be erected at the 
lienee of Mr. Cecil Rhodes, 
mory. at Earl Grey’s rel 
jttts dedicated it. Replicas 
casting which will shortly 

[to South Africa, are to be 
I country and in India. A 
pfore his death, when Mr.
I England, he inspected the 
|ter expressing his admir- 
I work, told the famous 
I “This is what I should 
| commemorate the comple- 
h il way from Capetown to 
le written on the base the 
le who believed at the be- 
the work"coti!d be done.”
[ it was suggested that the 
[be placed on the Matoppo 
te body of the founder of 
I But the idea has been 
rontrnry to the oft-express- 
6r. Rhodes that no mono­
mark his grave.
| Fashions.
| latest forms of feminine 
[the “slave bangle.” It is 
nr band of gold without » 
Is put on over the hand. 
Iborate and costly jewels 
en nowadays, this bangle ii 
ht and simple, but so soon 
| generally worn, it is sure 
Ited with jewels to make it 
Id beyond the reach of or- 
| Jewellery for evening 
[he coming months will be 
| than ever, especially the 
Is in old silver and enamel 
I Jewelled insects and rep- 
Ito be very popular and 
I designs in enamelled bnt- 
Id with sparkling jewels 
|wn. All kinds of creepy, 
[insects which have an in­
flation for the feminine soul 
bs hair ornaments, and on 
les pinning lace or chiffon 
lor instance, we may have 
L round our arm, an irides- 
Fseemingly alighting on cur 
Ipar’.vling dragonfly com- 
ementing a bow of ribbon 
B. perhaps, some other glit- 
len of insect life apparently 
In our back, or nestling in 
liffured hair.

Tbe tale opens . _
park 0f jasper Warne and his wife Carline, 
„ om he had deserted. Warne promises to 

and firing whatthe woman again, 
he can spare. The scene then changes

• ,<

k, ".« bachelor chambers of Philip Gilchrist, 
cousin, and the reader learns that 

been in love with a girl

He staggered to his feet, trying to col­
lect his thoughts. He took out his hand­
kerchief and wiped bis hand. Then, 
just as he was, in his dressing-gown, 
closing the door of his lobby after him. 
he went down the stairs, opened the 
street door, and looked ont.

In the distance, breaking the silence 
softly, he could hear the slow tramp of 
a night policeman. He waited till he 
came near, then spoke to him, blurting 
outfthe horrible fact without circumlocu­
tion or explanation.

“There is a murdered woman in my 
just found her;

Philip had once 
„,med Car’ine, but that she nad deceived 

and that he is now passionately at- 
Leslie Bell, a charming young 

who has just, by a decision of the 
become mistress of a great fortune, 

deferred meeting between Jasper 
and his wife takes place, and the 

Is not so easily bought oft as 
r imagined she would be. To avoid a 

Ania.-rel In the street he takes her to a 
nous*- in which both Philip and himself have 
chambers. Finding that he had accidentally 
taken Philip's key, he brings his wife to his 
cousin's rooms Instead of his own. About 
this time a money-lender’s assistant, com- 
jns to sec Jasper to press for payment of a 
loan, enters Jasper's rooms, and finds them 

While there he hears footsteps In

him.
turned to 
orphan, 
courts.

or Fruit Liver Tablets.
Manufactured by Frult-a-tlvee Limited. Ottawa.50c. a box. All druggists.

The 
Warne 
woman BS

ex- CHAPTER VIII. written on the case, then waited, pencil 
in hand. ‘

“I can tell you nothing.” Philip an- j Banquet Will Be Tendered Sir Frederick 
stvered. “I returned home at 4 o’clock Pollock on Saturday, Oct. 14th.
this morning. I went straight to by bed- : ------------
room, which, as I daresay you noticed. The members of the Y’ietoria Bar As- 
opens straight from the lobby. I awoke sedation held a meeting Thursday moru- 
with a start from an unpieasnt dream. I 
could not get to sleep again, and went to
my sitting-room to get a hook. I did not , , , „ , _................. ...
notice, anything when I entered the room l°ck, the well known British jurist, on 
—the table hid it all. As I took up my his forthcoming visit to this city. It was 
book, I saw in the glass at the back of decided to arrange for a banquet to be 
the sideboard that something lay on the gjVen of Saturday, October 14th. 
hearthrug. I turned from the reflection 
to the reality, and found—you know what 
I found.”

The coroner's officer nodded, and made ,4ee consisting of A. E. McPhillips, K. 
some notes. He did not believe a word C., and D. M. Eberts, K. C., was named 
that Philip had said. The explanation to manage the details of the affair, 
seemed to him to come too glibly, almost 
as though it had been rehearsed over and 
over again. He forgot that the absolute, 
unembellished truth would come glibly. George, will arrive iu Victoria on Octo- 
and that often nothing sounds more like her 14th. While in Montreal the visi- 
lies than actual facts.

WILL ENTERTAIN VISITOR.

\ Towards the end of the evening the 
rumor of the engagement got about. 
Mrs. Strangeways had been told by the 
young couple, and there was no need 
that they should keep1 it secret. Con­
gratulations, at first onlj' hinted at lest 
the rumor should be a mistake, were now 
fully an<j freely proffered.

Mrs. Wobourn stopped the young cou­
ple as they waltzed round the room.

“I can see from your faces it is true.” 
she said, ‘‘and wfth all my heart I wish 
you every happiness; but”—she turned 
Leslie—-“are you, not exactly putting all 
your eggs into one- basket, but trying to 
crowd all good luck into one twenty-four 
hours? To be made an heiress, and to 
become an engaged girl within so short 
a time! Isn’t it rather tempting fate?”

“How?” Leslie asked, and she looked 
so proud, so bright and bappj’ that it 
almost seemed sorrow never could touch 
her. '

‘‘Well, fate is surely a woman,” Mrs. 
Wobourn returned. “She must be, she 
would not be so wayward if she were 
not-. She would not distribute her favors 
with so little discrimination. _ Women 

supposed to be jealous of one a li­
lt seems to me one might well 

be jealous of you.”
“Because I am to be Philip’s wife?”
“Because all good things—all that you 

wish for come to you. 1 confess, Leslie, 
I never like to see anyone lifting a cup 
to their lips which seems to have in it 
not one bitter drop. I have often seen 
it dashed away before the precious 
draught is taken. I’m an old croker, I 
know, but try, try not to be too happy.”

Leslie looked up at her lover, and the 
beautiful eyes were brim full of love.

“How can I help it?” she answered. 
“I am indeed the happiest woman in the 
world, and the money has nothing—noth­
ing whatever—to do with it. The same 
happiness would have been mine to-night 
if I had not had it, and so long as fate 
leaves me Philip, I must be happy, and 
he will be mine while we both live. Hut 
we do not expect to walk through life, 
though it will be hand-in-hand, without 
troubles, do we Philip? Only love will 
lighten them. Don’t be afraid for us, 
please, Mrs. Woburn, even fear for one’s 
happiness seems to bring the ghost—the 
shadow of a sorrow.”

“Then I will not,” she murmured. “I 
would not, for anything, bring you even 
so di-tie'Sadness as ‘that. I would like 
3 our life to be all sunshine, o,nly no, life

r He rose composedly. It is n mistake to 
think that people cry out and grow 
hysterical when some great or horrible 
blow falls upon them; more often than 
not it has a numbing effect. Philip walk­
ed quiet steadily from the room and 
down the stairs. He did not even notice 
that a constable followed him.

He knocked at Jasper's door and 
knocked again. After a time he heard 
footsteps crossing the room, and the door 
was opened by his cousin. He looked 
pale and drawn, his eyes were tired, but 
they u.d not look as though he had been 
asleep.

“You. Philip?” he asked. “Anything 
wrong.”

Philip moved past him and shut the 
door.

Jasper was standing by the table now, 
his hand upon it. Anyone who was ob­
servant might have noticed that all the 
tendons were strained, that he was sup­
porting himself heavil*;.

“Carline—murdered—in your rooms?” 
he repeated. “Nonsense! You are dream­
ing.”

“No. If you don't believe me go and 
see, Jasper. How could she have come 
there? How could she have known I 
lived there? I have not seen, I have had 
no communication with her for three 
years. And who could have .murdered 
her?”

Jasper moved, his hand still on the 
table, the tendons till tense, to a chair 
and sank into it.

“I don't know,” he answered. “Per­
haps she wanted^to see you. Your name 
is in the directory. Would Mrs. Bloor 
have let her in? If so, perhaps someone 
followed her. perhaps someone knocked 
and she let them in. Philip, what a 
blow for Lesie Bell!"

“A blow, why?”
“Why, you will be suspected, of course. 

You used to know Carline, you loved her, 
wanted to marry her. were sore and hurt, 
hopeless and revengeful when someone 
else supplanted you. You’ll have your 
work cut out to escape from the conse­
quences of this crime.”

Philip threw np bis head.
“It’s not my rrime," he answered. “I 

am sorry, oh, bitterly, bitterly sorry, but 
its consequences have nothing to do with 
me, and I was only sorry when she threw 
me over, certainly not revengeful. What 
made you say that word, revengeful?”

Jasper dragged a tantalous towards 
him. poured out some whiskey and drank 
it neat.

“I don’t know,” he answered. “Per­
haps 1 was crediting you with what my 
own feelings would have been under the 
circumstances."

“But yon don't feel revengeful to-night, 
and I’ve won.”

For an instant Jasper’s lips drew back 
from his teeth in an ugly grin and seemed 
to catch there. He had to put up his 
tongue and release them before he an­
swered. Philip was not noticing; when 
a man has had a hard knock he is not 
observant.

“You are my cousin,” he answered. 
“That makes things different. It was a 
stranger, I suppose, who won her from 
you. Besides, she had loved you. Leslie 
never loved me.”

He poured himself out a little more 
spirit. It was curious that it never 
seemed to strike him to offer any to 
Philip.

"You’d like to lie down," he went on. 
“Even if you cannot sleep it would he 
better to lie down. Take the sofa, I’ll 
bring you a rug.”

Philip crossed to the sofa at once. He 
was troubled and worried and sick at 
heart, but his conscience was clear. His 
sleep had been troubled before, he felt 
tired out now. He laid himself down 
more like an obedient child than a man. 
In ten minutes 'he was asleep.

rooms.” he said. “I've 
can,you call someone and come lip?”

The constable stared at him. He knew 
him well by sight, he had never seen him 
drunk, or anything approaching it, but 
he thought him

CHAPTER IX.
It was natural Philip and Jasper, 

though they were cousins, should not go 
home together. It was, perhaps, just as 
natural that Philip should walk. He 
wanted to think over his sweet and won­
derful happiness; one can do that better 
walking than in a cab.

The weather had changed suddenly— 
as the weather is apt tb do in England— 
the wind had veered round to the south, 
the clouds had been swept away! and 
from out a clear, slate-blue sky the moon 
shone serenely.

The trees in the gardens, sheltered, to 
a certain degree, from the winds of 
heaven, were still in fairly full leaf. 
Hansom cabs and carriages were dash­
ing along. At one house where a Prin­
cess of the blood royal was entertaining, 
quite a string of handsome equipages 
waited, and every minute a vision of 
female loveliness, with an attendant 
squire, came from the house, stepped in­
to a carriage, and drove off.

Philip waited for a moment or two; 
then went on. smiling to himself.

“Not one of them fit to hold a candle 
to Leslie.” he said to himself. “I won- 

why Jasper spoke so curiously to her? 
And how did he know Carline’s name? 
He certainly did not know her. Why, he 
picked up her photograph to-day. he 
would have mentioned it had he known 
her. Ah, well”—he gave his soulders a 
little shrug—“I have no need to worry 
myself about Carline. my boyish worship 
did her no harm, and she’s probably for­
gotten all about me by now.”

years
ing to consider the nature of the recep­
tion to be tendered Sir Frederick l’ol-

tipsy
“Got 'em badly,” lie said to himself, 

and aloud: "Do you know what you are 
talking about, sir?”

“Yes; something awakened me, I 
couldn’t sleep, went into my sitting-room 
for a bbok, and found her there. She’s 
quite dead—I don’t know how long.”

The constable put his whistle to his 
lips, and blew it. In an incredibly short 
space of time several more members of 
the force had joined him. Very briefly 
he explained what Philip had said; then 
all made their way upstairs.

At the door Philip paused and turned, 
dismay on his pale face.

“We can't get in,” he said. “I forgot 
to bring my key.

One of the constables stooped down. 
Something shining had caught his eye.

“You've dropped it here, sir.’ he said, 
and picked it up; then he winked at the 
other men. Not one of them expected to 
find a dead woman in this young man’s 
rooms.

“No," he said, “I did not drop it; but it 
lets us in.”

He turned the key as he spoke, and led 
the way to his sitting-roqm. Then they 
all stood and looked down at the dead 
woman. Two knelt down and felt her 
heart, then rose, shaking their heads. 
The constable who had picked up the key 
looked round the room. His eyes fell 
upon the photograph of Carline. He 
recognized it as a likeness of the dead

now.
empty.
tlio passage, and his sweetheart, Rachel, 
wh.i had accompanied him, and whom he 
hod left-In a cab outside, sees a man leave 
the house with a face “white as chalk.” The

banquet will be tendered by all the mem­
bers of the bar iu Victoria. A commit-CHAPTER VII.—(Continued.)

have fallen in love?” 
“You are going to ask

“You mean you 
she answered, 
someone to be your wife? Oh, I hope 
she will say ‘Yes.’ I wonder if I know
her'!”

"Leslie!" he said, “Leslie!” and he 
caugat her hand—it was such a blow to 
him that she evidently did not know 
whom it was he loved—^‘Leslie. you do 
know who it is I love. You must have 
known, everyone has seen it.”

She shook her in afl.
Then I must have been very blind. 

I don't know that I- have thought of it at 
all. but if I had, I should have said that 
you were fancy free.”

She left her hand in his because she 
sympathized with him, even though she 
did not think she was the woman.

"Fancy free!” he repeated; “and I love 
you I I love you, Leslie! Do you under­
stand? I love you! Don’t take away your 
hand. Let me keep it—always. Leslie. 
Don't say—don’t say, for heaven’s sake— 
don't say you do not love me!”

She drew her hand very gently from 
his. A half-shocked look crossed her 
face. It seemed to her almost a wrong 
to Philip that another man should be 
saying “I love you!”

"I must say it, Jasper,” she answered; 
“and you must not say another word 
about love to me. I am sorry, but I 
must not listen.”

His expression changed, hardened. For 
the first time he lifted Mg eyes and look­
ed at her.

“Must not listen!” he repeated, and into 
his voice there crept almost the tone of 
a bully. “YVhy must you not listen ? I 
am fairly well off. I am free to marry, 
and I love you. Must not listen? You 
must—you shall!” He caught her hands 
in his, bis eyes blazed into hers.

‘•Jasper! jasper!" • . - ;
She spoke very softly, very gently. He 

dropped her hands at once.
‘ Forgive me,” he said, quite humbly. 

“You don’t know what your refusal 
means to me. I want your love. I want 
you. Ob. Leslie, why mast you not 
listen?”

Sir' F. Pollock, accompanied by Pitt 
Kennedy, of London, Eng., and Geoffrey

Truth being . tors announced their visits to the cities 
stranger than fiction, it is not wonderful : of the YVest as follows. Winnipeg, 5th 
that truth often gets the cold shoulder. ' and out October; Calgary, 8th October;

"You know the lady, I believe,” he Banff, 9th and 10th October; Vancouver, 
went on. “There is a photograph of her 13th October; Y’ietoria, 14th and 15th 
in your rooms.” October; Ottawa. 31st October.

“I knew her three years ago.” Philip Sir Frederick Pollock is a great legal 
returned. “I have never seen her since— authority and lecturer. He was Corpus

professor of jurisprudence law at Oxford 
“And y<m do not know how she got university, 1883 to 1903, and editor of

the law reports from 1895. He was cor­
responding member of the Institute of 
Finance, 1894; professor of common law 

“I don't know whether this sort of ex- in the Inns of Court 1884 to 1889; mem- 
amination is usual.” he said, “but I think, ber of the royal labor commission, 1884 
were 1 you, Philip, I should decline to to 1894; fellow of the British academy, 
answpr these questions.” 1902. and professor of jurisprudence in.

“Decline?” Philip repeated, while the University college, London, 1882 to 1883.
watched both men. Sir Frederick has written a great many 

“Why, I am anxious the thing should be 1 legal books, a number of which are con- 
cleared up.” *sidered authority in courts to-day.

Jasper shrugged his shoulders.
T can only give my advice,” he said.

“I can only tell you what I should do 
under the same circumstances. Least 
said, soonest mended; and, of course, in 
the eyes of those who do not know you, 
things looked queer.”

“Queer?” i !
Jasper laughed.
“My dear chap,” be said, “are you 

really so simple as not to know that you 
will be accused of this crime? That being 
so, I say. silence is golden,”

Philip leant suddenly forward.
“YVhat nonsense!" he said. “I tell yon 

it's three years since I saw her!”
“I’ve not a doubt of it, but who'll be­

lieve you? You'll have to prove it, and 
even then she might have found you out.
She might have heard of your engage­
ment, or rather, that you were likely to 
be engaged, and have felt aggrieved at 
it; no woman interests a man less than 
a woman of whose love he has wearied.
But with women it is different. Once a 
man has been lier lover, she feels a pros­
pective right in him, and bitterly resents 
if he gives his love elsewhere. Men are 
only jealous when they love; women are 
jealous when they have loved—one might 
almost say that women are jealous with 
regard to any man who has paid them 
anything beyond the most trivial atten­
tion.”

The coroner’s officer had listened quiet­
ly, and drawn his own conclusions from 
the conversation—conclusions not favor­
able to Philip; his relative, at all events, 
thought him guilty.

“Can you give me the lady’s last ad­
dress?” he asked. But Philip shook Ms 
head.

“No,” he answered; “the last time I 
saw ber she lived at Hendon, but that 
was three years ago. I have neither seen 
her nor heard of her since.”

“And you have lived in your present 
chambers how long?”

“For nearly two years. So far as I 
know. Carline—Miss Mansfield—never 
knew my present address.”

“It would be in the directory?”
“I suppose so—yes.”
The coroner’s officer closed his book 

slowly, rather a hard look upon his face;
he had made up his mind as to the guilt j Mackenzie district boy, his father having 
or innocence of this young man.

“The inquest will take place at 12 
o’clock on Friday, the day after to-mor­
row.” he said. “You will receive a sum- tng Engineers, and was sent out by the 
mons to attend. You are not thinking Canadian government to make a geological 
of leaving town?” survey of the Peel river country, to con-

“No,” Philip returned ; "certainly I am struct a map and secure rocks and fossils., 
not.” He reports no mineral finds, but had little

Jasper laughed. time for prospecting. Two prospectors,
“That’s a polite way of saying yon will however, are to follow his trail In the com­

be shadowed wherever you go.” he said, ing summer.
“Still. I don’t suppose that frightens you, G. Ble Ravaudai Is the new American 
Phil?” consul in Dawson. Mr. Ravaudai has just

The Coroner’s officer turned suddenly to been transferred to this post from Beirut, 
Jasper. Syria. A fund of valuable Information Is

“Did you know the lady?” he asked. being gathered by Mr. Ravanda! In connec- 
Jasper stared at him for a minute, then tion with hie registration of American cltl- 

laughed again. sens now in the Klondike. In addition to
“Oh, so you want to bring me into It the place of birth and the like, the consul 

now, do you?” he asked. “I—no; I never Is ascertaining in round figures, Information 
saw her in my life. My cousin will hoar regarding the valuation of American lnvest- 
me out in that, if you doubt my word.” ments In the Yukon.

The elastic band snapped over the note­
book of the coroner's officer.

“I won’t trouble your cousin.” he an­
swered ; “but I think”—speaking, per- Ole Oleson Acquitted on the Charge of 
imps, a trifle spitefully—“we will send —

also a summons for the inquest,”
(To be continued.)

are
other.

living.”
der

into your rooms?” 
“No.”
Jasper looked up.

coroner's officer
woman.

“It’s no good, of course,” he said; “but 
someone had better fetch a doctor. You 
knew the lady, sir?”—turning to Philip.

“I used to,” he anstvered. “Until I 
found her here dead. I had not seen her 
for three years.”

“She wasn't in the habit of coming 
here, then?”

“Oh, no; she has never been here—at 
least never before. I don’t know; I can't 
think how she got here, or—or—

He stretched out his hand and caught 
at the table for support. His words died 
away in his throat. That white face, 
with the wide-open, staring eyes, made 
him feel faint. . . „

Onÿ of thé constabjés.'jook a. handker­
chief that rested upon the table and 
covered it.

“You'd better have a drop of brandy, 
sir,” he sa d “Shall I get it for you? 
There is no need for you to stop here 
uc.css you like I meaij, in this room— 
you won’t leave the house, of course ?”

Philip lookedup, a little dazed by the 
mystery and horror of it ail.

“I have a friend on a lower landing,” 
he said; “might I go to him? Y’ou are 
quite sure nothing can be done for her?”

“Nothing; but we’ve sent for a doctor. 
Did your friend know thp lady?”

“No. YY'on't you lift her up?”
“Better not; better leave her as she is 

for the present. You’re feeling faint, sir, 
better sit down.”

He took Philip's arm and half dragged 
him to a seat.

Philip took his handkerchief, the blood­
stained handkerchief, from his pocket 
and wip’ed his brow. It left a dull red 
mark there. The constables looked at 
one another.

“There's blood on your handkerchief,” 
one said.

Philip took the brandy another held to 
his lips.

“Yes,” he answered, “Ï turned her over 
—my hand'-----” He turned it palm up­
wards and shuddered.

Someone else entered the room, a man 
in plain clothes, who immediately took 
the lead* in everything. He asked Philip 
his name and a few more questions.

“You understand this is a very serious 
matter ?" he said.

“Of course.” 'Philip answered. “The 
woman is dead—has been murdered.”

“I mean, serious for you.”
“For me ?"
“Well, sir,” a litle impatiently, “she 

was murdered in your rooms.”
Philip looked at him incredulously for 

a moment before he spoke.
“You don’t mean to say,” be said, “that 

you suspect me of this horrible thing? I 
haven’t seeu her for years, and then- 
then we were friends. Besides, should 
I have told of the murder if I had com­
mitted it? A man does not do a thing 
like that, then call In the police.”

A queer smile curved the lips of the in­
spector. .

“Do you share these rooms with any­
one?” he asked.

“No.”
“Has anyone else a key?”

The clocks were striking four when he 
turned into Park Y’iew; Jasper was let­
ting himself in With his latch key. As 
he reached the doot, he turned and looked 
at Philip with a little start. The light 
fell full upon his pale face.

“So I’ve to congratulate you,” he said. 
“Lucky beggar! Did she tell you I tried 
my luck and found I had come too late?"

Philip looked surprised.
“No,” he answered; “I know you had 

had a talk. So that was it? I cati’t 
very well say I'm sorry for you, can I? 
And I do, indeed, feel that I am fortun- 

Jasper"—they were moving up the

NORTHERN NEWS.

Governor Mclnnes and Party Have Visited 
Windy Arm—Pleased With Conditions.

A dispatch from Skegway says: Governor 
W. W. B. Mclnnes, of the Yukon Territory, 
Major Z. T. Wood and Assistant Gold -Com­
missioner F. X. Gosselin made a trip to 
Windy Arm and Conrad City, the capital of 
the new diggings, on Thursday last. The 
party was agreeably surprised at the 
amount of work already done there, .and 
expressed Itself, as all others have done 
who have been over the ground, that the 
future that was before the camp was almost 
too great to conceive. The Governor's party 
was accompanied by Congressman and Mrs, 
John M. Reynolds, of Bedford, Pa., and 
Dr. S. E. Furry, of New York, both of whom 
ure Interested In the Conrad Consolidated 
group of claims, 
party have just completed a trip of a week's 
duration into the KInane district. They 
will visit Atlln before returning to YY’hlte 
Horse, where some time will be spent.

It Is announced from Conrad City that 
J. H. Conrad has appointed H. W. Vance, 
heretofore In charge of the work on the 
Montana mine, to be superintendent of all 
the various Conrad properties, succeeding 
G. A. Singer. Mr. Vance will be assisted 
by a capable foreman on each of the pro­
perties. It is proposed to push the work 
this winter with all possible dispatch. 
Especial attention Is to be paid to the Big 
Thing group of claims and other properties 
in which Edmund Bristol, M. F., of Toron­
to, Is interested.

Messrs. Charles and Frank Camswell, who 
passed through Skagway last April with a 
party of seven men to conduct a survey on 
the Peel river, have Just completed their 
labors for this year. From Skagway they 
went on to White Horse »and ascended the 
Stewart river to Fraser falls, portaged 
across the divide to YVlnd river, which they 
descended to the Peel. They surveyed back 
by way of the Rat river portage to Fort 
Yukon on the lower Yukon. They found 
the Peel to be navigable for two hundred 
miles, well wooded on either side, and 
abounding In game. Charles Camswell Is a

ate.
stairs now—“how came yon to know any­
thing. -about Carline? You- never saw 
her.” 1

Jasper paused" at Ms door.
“Never,” he answered. “But I knew 

about her, of course. YVe all knew, every­
one alwaj;s does know; you were so un­
sociable. so often in the country. Some 
of the chaps found out where, and What 
for. Then someone said her name was 
Carline. I remembered it; it’s not a 
common name, one does not forget it. 
YYMI you come in?”

“No thanks. Good-night."
"Good-night, pleasant dreams. I hope 

yon don’t think I grudge you your happi­
ness, although, of course, it was a blow. 
I’m very glad, since she is not to be my 
wife—that she will be jours.”

“Thank you,” Philip answered, and 
went upward to his own roôms. Jasper 
lingered on his landing watching him.

At the door Philip paused, took his 
latch-key from his pocket, turned the 
lock, passed through the lobby, and 
switched on the electric light in his ’bed­
room. There was nothing to go into the 
sitting-room for. and he did not go there.

In half-an-hour he was in bed and fast 
asleep.

is.
She left them, and once again Philip 

drew his sweetheart from the merry, 
dancing throng.

“Mrs. YY’oburn is a little bit gloomy,” 
lie,said.

“She js a widow.” Leslie answered.
That seemed quite enough to her to 

make a woman sad all her life. To have 
lost soifieone who was even more than a 
lover—a husband—it would he terrible in­
deed!

He drew her to his heart and kissed

"Because I do not love you. because L 
love someone else; because to-night I 
have promised to be another man’s wife.”

He looked round almost widly. He 
turned deadly white, so pale that she 
thought he would have fainted. Then he 
lank into a seat.

"Another man’s wife?” he repeated, her.
hat other tnan?” “Darling, darling!” he whispered. “Oh,

"Philip’s.” Leslie dearest, I hope I shall make you
Ho looked at her a moment, and the very, very happy.” 

tiiond flushed hack to his face in a erim- She lifted her lips and kissed him hack, 
ion flood. Then he laughed, a hard, cruel half boldly,, half shyly. He was hers to 
laugh. kiss, if she wished. The pride of that

‘ Philip’s!” he repeated. “Philip’s! made her bold. He was so newly .her
Why, you can’t know----- ” affianced husband, that made her shy.

He pulled himself up. his expression. “I do more than that,” she whispered, 
tint was always changing, changed , “I kpow: but. Philip, tell me—you won’t 
«F»hi. [ -, mind teling me, I know, fcnd don’t think,

“I beg your pardon," he said. “I was don’t, my dearest, that it is jealously 
mad. If I must give you up to another that makes me ask the question, Only a 
man there is no man I would so soon woman likes to be the best loved—is it 
resign you to as Philip. Since the bap- true that no love is like a man’s first 
piness—the great and glorious happiness love?”
of having you for wifer-is not to, ,be . He drew her closer to him. A little 
mine, I am glgd, yes, glad,.it is to be my tiny thrill of fear ran through his heart, 
friend’s. Let. me Jforget myself and the Had someone already been trying to 
blow I have suffered. Let me congratu- poison -her mind against him? 
life you. Leslie." “Quite, true.” he answered, and she

He stood up suddenly, he drew himself shrang a little, Jjut he drew her back, A 
to his full height, be flung bjick his boy’s first love is a midsummer madness, 
shoulders, he looked much more like a an almost childish fever that generally 
ronqneror than like one who had given lasts but a little while; or, if the love 
“P nil he wished to claim, to make his leads to marriage, it is generally 
oivn. “I love you!” he went on; “but”— f°r eitner husband or wife. In a boy’s 
he paused one moment—“I love yon with first love there is no stability; it is the 
no selfish love. Leslie. If • you do not later love of a lifetime that is the real, 
lave me you could not be happy with me. , true love. That love comes but once iu 
If you love Philip, he alone can make- j! njan’s lifetime, that love captivates 
your life what every woman’s life should •1lm heart, bod}’ and soul, satisfies all his 
he. not a dream, but an ecstasy of love; senses, all Ms intellectual attributes—a 
and because yon are so dear to me J want *ove like mine, my dearest.”
Ton to he happy; so be happy, deajrest— She put one arm round his neck, she
Kith Philip.” ' looked up into his eyes.

He stooped suddenly and kissed her “And it isn't true, is it. that
Upon her white brow, and she did not re- always tires of a woman when he has 
list it. The tears came into her eyes;, won all? Oh, Philip, Philip, say it isn’t, 
•bo was so sorry for him. because, my dearest, you’ve won all, I

‘■f Wish I were twins," she said, quaint-. lovc YOU so dearly.”
”■ ‘"With all my heart and soul I wish “It's a lie!” he answered. “Who has 
thfre were two of me. I so hate to give been putting these thoughts in your head ? 
Wynne pain, hut you will he my friend. Someone who dees not like me—an 
"'ill you not, and not hate me because of enemy."
I*1'"'!” “No. indeed, a friend. He did not

He took her little hand again, a mad mean. I am sure he did not mean to tvou- 
Pissinn of love and longing swept over | ble me, only—only—you understand ?" 
b'm- If he had let himself go. he would : "1 understand, darling,” he answered,
n.'nv taken her in his arms ami smother- ‘But 1 mistrust such a friend. Believe 
«1 her with kisses, but he had hitaself me. Leslie. I never have loved, and I 
J’"'! in hand. Hard battle as it was to ! neve.’ shall love ns 1 love you. It is 
"Pin. he fought it; he conquered" himself : almost more than love, it is worship. Who 
"f|w. because in the future he believed he was it put these doubts in your mind?”

She loked up reproachfully.
“Doubts! Ob. Philip!”
He smiled a little.
”\Y*e won't call it a doubt then, dar­

ling, but who was it?", *
She was silent a moment before she 

men, and I love the man who has answered him. 
p ■' whet I would have given my soul "I think, perhaps, I ought not to tell," 
|r' ""m; and in time I hope 1 shall be aMe ^she answered, .“because 1 am sure lie 

' ^template his happiness calmly, meant well. He spoke, oh. more than 
111 " Philip! He. perhaps more than I, kindly-of you, Philip. He said lie loved 

V ‘>I,M have happiness comp .to him..now, . you. A mail would not try to injure an- 
' '!a,|se he has suffered in" the past. . lié . other if he loved him, and Jasper, I am 

" 'old yon, of course?” Sure, meant what he said.”
•' little of the color left her cheeks. The name slipped out unawares. "Philip 

™r ‘he answered quietly, and the answer frowned a ■ little.
. Ic Jasper start.

Governor Mclnnes and

>me of the bride’s parents, 
her of friends and guests 
ileasant hours. The newly 
e were the recipients of a 
luable and useful presents, 
present to the bridesmaids 
I plain gold crosses, 
i a list of the presents: 
Pearce, handsome bra si 

r. and Mrs. F. S. Barnard, 
h, silver forks and spoons; 
rease, pair cut glase salts 
none; Mrs. Tilton, silver 
Mr. A. Sherman, beautiful 
coffee set; Miss J. Allen,

■ bisernt jar and brooch ;
. Jenner, silver breakfast 
Hayton, silver berry spoon; 
rey, flower vase; Mr. and 
iter, sr., silver cake basket 
oon; Miss A. Burns, after­
set; Mr. and Mrs.C. Berry- 
ke basket and doyle: Misi 
m, silver and pearl handle 
Mr. F. Robbing, silver and 
ih; Mr. YV. Sankey. hand- 
berry set; Mr. and $ùre- 
jr., hand-painted china 

>. O. Taylor, silver and 
ilder; Miss M. Dodsworth, 
hoto frames; .Mis» M. 
jzen each silver spoons and 
G. Target, silver and glass 
— E. Oliver, picture; Mr. ; 
amont, flower vase; Mr. J. 
imonade set; Mr. and Mrs. 
mboo tea table; Mr. J- 
ozen table knives; Mr. and 
k silver and glass pickle 
Jones, pair ornaments, 
and glove box; Mrs. J. 
t dozen silver forks and 
I linen; Miss M. Sherburn,
1er table and dessert spoons, 
me; Master Harry Sher- 

kilt, pepper and mustard 
pie Sherbnm, silver and 
[de jar; Mrs. and Mr. S. 
[trays; King and Sing, half 
ops and saucers.
I for appendicitis was per 
l York on Thursday on A 
[anker, 
e surgeons

********
Every man and every woman in the 

world has, probably, some time in their 
life, many times probably, awakened 
with a start, in fear and trembling, from 
some horriule dream, and bathed in per­
spiration. has stared fearfully into the 
darkness, dreading something, yet hardly 
knowing what, knowing that something 
in dreamkihd has alarmed them, yet un­
able to remember or grasp anything.

At 5 o'clock Philip so awoke, and 
started up in his bed; it was dark still, 
but the electric light switch was just 
above liis head. In an instant his tremb­
ling hand had touched it, and the room 
was flooded with light.

He looked round, his eyes a little daz­
zled, then, pujling himself together, 
smiled.

ought not to have had bad dreams 
to-night.” he said to himself; ‘fit ever a 
man’s waking or sleeping thoughts should 
have been lovely, mine should have been. 
YVnat was 1 dreaming about? For the 
life of me, I can’t remember—and yet I'm 
all in a tremble!”

He sat tip and listened, but perfect 
silence—that silence which is almost 
painful in its intensity—reigned. His 
bedroom lay at the back of the house, 
lie would scarcely have, heard a belated 
cab had one passed down Park Y'iew.

He lay down again, and, influenced still 
by the terror of his nnremembered 
dream, the dead silence began to get 
upon his nerves. He wished that some 
sound might break his silence, and this 
wish so grew upon him, that at last he 
threw himself from his bed and put on a 
dressing-gown.

“1 must get a hook." he said to him­
self, “and read a nit; the fact of the mat­
ter is, I’m over-excited. Well, who 
wouldn’t be?”

He thrust his feet into slippers, and 
made his way towards his sitting-room, 
switching on the electric light there as he 
entered.

Some books lay on the sideboard. He 
stretched out his hand for one, then 
paused, staring with wide-open, horror- 
stricken eyes at the great mirror behind

CHAPTER X.
The mornig papers had no news of the 

Park View tragedy, but the so-called 
evening papers, the first editions of which 
make their appearance somewhere about 
midday, were full of it, and some of 
them, after their manner, had already 
found Philip guilty of the crime and 
hanged Mm—in imagination.

Leslie Bell, however, was as yet in 
ignorance of the trouble which had fallen 
upon the man she loved, and so upon her. 
The city girl, the working girl of the 
present day, is almost as extravagant as 

man in the matter of specie Méditions 
hen the newsvendors are calling out 

any interesting piece of news, or the pla­
cards proclaim it, but the girl who has 
not turned out seldom reads beyond the 
morning paper.

“Then can't you see——” At 9 o’clock, before the world was prop-
The doctor, who had entered and made erly astir, the body of Carline was 

an examination, looked up. moved. At 10 o’clock the coroner’s offl-
“I think you’re exceeding your duty, eer presented himself at Jasper’s rooms, 

inspector,” he said. “This is not a note book in hand, after speaking a 
coroner’s court. The lady is dead, of word to the constable, who. since the 
course, has been dead, probably, about police had been ca'lod in, ^had remained 
seven hours. YVe had better leave the outside.
body here for the present. If you can The two young men were making a 
account for your time satisfactorily be- pretence of breakfasting. The coroner's 
tween six o'clock and two, I think my officer noticed that a decanter of brandy 
medical evidence, will acquit you of this stood by Jasper.
crime. Mr. Giichrict.” “He’s our man,” he said to himself.

“You mean,” he said, slowly, “I shall “Bracing up his nerves—a bad sign.” 
be accused of it?” “Mr. Gilchrist. I think?" he said, and

“Oh, I don’t know about that, but— looked at Jasper, 
well, you see, these are your rooms and Philip turned round, 
the lady was murdered here. I’m afarid “No,” he answered, “I am Philip Gil- 
you will not be able to escape suspicion.” christ. This is my cousin. Mr! YVarne. 

Philip rose from his seat, YVon’t you sit down? You have come
“YY’hat I have to hear I must hear,” about—” 

lie said. “May I still go to my friend He paused ; the coroner’s officer took a 
on the lower floor?” seat.

The inspector consulted the constables “About this terrible affair upstairs— 
with his eyes, then nodded. yes,” he answered. “I want you. Mr.

‘’Yes,” he answered. “I am afraid. Gilchrist, to tell me all you can about 
though, I must trouMc you for that it.”
handkerchief.” He took a little book from his pocket
‘PMlip gave it t9 him, The inspector I as be spoke, he had gome note* already

not well been chief factor for the Hudson's Bay 
Company for forty-four years. He Is a 
member of the Canadian Institute of M'.n-

“I

a man

l

“No.”

CLINTON ASSIZES.
The operation wai 

to have been en
Murder.1>ry. you

Ashcroft, Oct. 5.—At the Clinton as­
size this morning. Ole Oleson, charged 
with the murder of George Hoperoft on 
September 8th at Spences Bridge, was 

Alamosa, Colo., Oct. 0.—I. YV. Schiffer, ] acquitted. The evidence of his wife, an 
or.e of the owners of the Alamosa bank. Indian boy and himself, showed extreme 
which recently wen* Into the hands of a provocation. Mr. Justice Morrison 
receiver, Was arrested last night on the i charged strongly in the prisoner’s favor, 
charge of embezzlement of a sum in ex- and the jury was out only about ten 
cess of $5.000 belonging to the San Luis minutes.
Building & Loan Association, of whjch
he is treasurer. Six other warrants ; horse stealing, and who had been tried 
were sworn out against Schiffer charging ; twice before, when the juries disagreed, 
him with receiving deposits when he was ordered to hersent to Y'ernon for 
knew the Alamosg bank was insolvent, trial.
Failing to supply bonds aggregating Patrick Callaghan admitted stealing 
$16,000 Schiffer was placed in jail. j gold specimens and jewelry from A.

A warrant has been sworn out for ! Beaton’s house at Slough Creek, near 
Abe Schiffer, another part owner of the 1 BnrkervilTO. snd was sentenced to three 
bank, but he ha* uot yet been located. It years. Four witnes»" were brought

from Berkervill*.

F'dW conquer,fnte, and her.
“Hate you!” hV repeated. “Do I not 

yon, and do I hot love Philip? Yofi 
rannot understand that, perhaps. Y\ro- 
01'n so seldom love women, but since the 
I •Vs "f David and -Jonathan men ha ye
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I LLS A. Ginger, who was charged with

it
YY’as the horror of his unremembered 

dream with hhn still? YY’as it some - 
fiendish fancy—some hallucination of the 
brain? Or reflected in the glass was 
some form, hidden from him by the table 
as lie lin'd entered the room, lying mo­
tionless upon the hea’rthrug?- 

For fully a minute'he ithred, then

J hi

f „ . - ____ ... “So it was Jasper, was it?” lie said.
. ■ r's. ae has told me. Ao you—do you “Didn't you notice, dearest, that you let 
...’ he has suffered so very much?"' ! the name slip out? YY"oil. I don't agree'
Mere was a tone of anxiety; tBough ] with,you, L don’t think Jasper love» me,
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