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have said not a word about an imme
diate departure—and that he had not 
most decidedly. Well, after all, per
haps he was better out of the way, I 
thought, wondering if he had carried 
away with him as rankling a wound 
as poor old Roger would carry in a 
day or two.

Walking with ray eyes moodily up
on the ground, hearing without heed
ing ’ the talk which was now being 
carried on between my two compan
ions. and keeping my footihg me
chanically upon the uneven icy path.
1 did not notice where we were or 
how far we had advanced. Conse
quently I started violently when the 
major suddenly clutched my arm.

“What’s that?” he said.
I stared about me almost as dazed

ly as I might have done had his words 
awakened' me from a sound sleep. We 
were close to the group of pollafd 
willows which stood at the edge of the 
water, their lower branches drooping 
heavily into the sluggish stream. 
Snow was clinging about their boughs 
and lying thick around them ; but just 
where the moonlight fell brightest a 
red stain flowed through the white
ness. horribly distinct. I recoiled with 
a cry, for our feet were almost upon 
a motionless figure, and a red mist

Reduced in Flesh 
Sleepless Nights

(Idney Disease and Gravel Caused 
Keenest Suffering—Cured by 

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-liver 
Pills.

let his fancy run away with him. I 
dropped into his place to-day after 
a coat be is altering, and he told me 
he was off. Packed up his things all 
of a sudden, and was off last night— 
late, I believe.”

"How extraordinary!” I returned, 
pondering. “Why. I saw him about 
this time last night, and he didn't 
say a word about it—although, to be 
sure, I guessed he wouldn't be here 
much longer. What' a queer fellow 
he is!” «rçgfll

"Queer enough!" responded the 
major, giving his broad shoulders a 
shrug. "You -didn't know anything 
about it then?"

“Not a word. I wonder where he's 
gone?"

“Goodness knows! Back to Jamai
ca most likely. Where else should 
he go?”

“Nowhere that I know of. But ft is 
odd that he should have gone off 
without a word to anybody.”

"Odd enough; but, as you just said, 
he is a queer fellow. About the hand
somest. too. that I ever saw. Here— 
let's hurry up, Ned—the rector's 
freezing!”

For all this' time we had been 
standing still where the halt had 
been made to admire the scenery, the 
rector’s jolly face—what little could 
be seen of it between the brim of his 
clerical hat and his turned-up coat

had
seen it on the previous night, the 
black eyes wide open, and even now 
in death the gleam of the teeth was 
visible in a cruel smile through the 
black mustache, it was the face oi 
Fraser Froude! I staggered back 
stumbling in the snow, with a horri
ble singing in my- ears, to hear the 
major say. as he too stooped down—

"He is quite dead—must have been 
dead for two or three hours. I should 
say !"

“Dead!" the rector gasped.
"Murdered!” answered the other, 

rising. “He has been shot through 
the heart!"

“Shot through the heart!”
1 reeled back dizzily against the 

rector's portly figure. I do not know 
whether 1 echoed the words or only 
fancied that f did. My eyes were fix- 
?d upon something which lgÿ a few 
feet from the dead man—something 
vhich shone and glittered as the 
moonlight fell upon it. I pointed to
ward it, and the major stooped, and 
pic.kcd it up. It was a dainty pocket- 
revolver, almost like a toy, bright 
with silver mounting. The major held 
it out to me.

“Ned. do you know this?”
“Know it?” The red mist swam be

fore my eyes as I clutched the rec
tor’s shoulder, and the words burst 
from my lips—words which I had 
neither the sense nor the strength tc

collar—changing steadily from red to i keep back—“Know it? That is Roger 
purjfte with cold. I laughed, and we i Yorke's pistol!”
walked on again, my thoughts busy , ------------------
with the news which I had heard of | CHAPTER XXXVI.
Raby St. George. j Never shall I forget the misery of

Certainly it had astonished me a ; the nrttt day or two after that hor- 
good deal: and it was indeed odd that rible discovery' by the river. I have 
on the preceding night he should i only to close my eyes now to bring
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CHAPTER XXXV.
“Not much wonder after Jamaica, 

considering that this is about the se
verest winter we have had for years,"
Major Constable said, in his good- 
humored way. “By the bye, Ned, you 
know that he is off, I suppose?”

“Eh?" I questioned, startled from 
my somewhat absent gaze across at seemed to float before my dazed eyes,
the snçw-capped fir plantation, as though that horrible satin had dyed
"Know who’s off?” . \ earth and sky crimson.

“Why he—St. George ! " ' : "Good heavens!" I heard the rector
"St. George is?” ! ejaculate, horrified. “What is this?”
“Of course. Didn't you know it?” Hardly knowing what I did, I drop- 
“Not a syllable. Are you sure?" I ped upon my knees, and, lifting the

said, astonished. arm that was lying across the face,
“Sure unless his late landlord has exposed it. Ghastly white as I

Mr. W. Smith.
That diseases of the kidneys caus* 

he greatest suffering Is well known, 
md when stone or gravel is formed 
n the bladder the torture is almost 
leyontl human endurance.

The disease should never be al- 
owed to reach this dangerous stage 
r*alns in the small of the back, pain 
>r smarting when passing water, fre- 
luont urination, loss of flesh and 
velght tell of the need of Dr. Chase’: 
tidney-Liver Pills to regulate and in 
■Igorate the kidneys and restore these, 
irgans to health.

Mr. W. Smith, Port Dalhousie, Ont. 
vrites :—“For some years I was af 
licted with kidney disease and gravel 
n its most severe form, having often 
i stoppage of water, accompanied by 
he most dreadful agony. As Die dis- 
■ase wore on me I became reduced in 
iesh and passed sleepless nights. No 
loetor was able to do much for me, 
vnd I used many medicines without 
.btaining more than temporary relief 
viy attention was directed to Dr 
Phase's Kidney-Liver Pills, and by 
ising this treatment the disease was 
•radicated from my system in less 
ban six months. I have gained in 
weight, sleep well, and feel better 
ban I have for twenty years.” x

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, one 
MU a dose. 25c> a box. all dealers, or 
Rdmanson, Bates & Co., Limited. To 
•onto.

The perfedl flour is the 
one that combines the 
good qualities of Ontario 
and Western wheat.
This is exatitiy what 
“Beaver’’ Flour does.
It is a blend of best 
Ontario fall wheat with 
a little Western wheat 
to add strength.
“Beaver” Flour is 
equally good for Bread 
and Pajftry—it has the 
real home made flavor 
that western flours 
lack. Ask your grocer.
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the whole scene back before me in a 
flash—the turbid river, the moonlight 
the great group of pollard willows 
the cruel glitter of the snow, the ter
rible red stain which dyed it, and the 
ghastly figure of the murdered man 
with his white face upturned and his 
glassy eyes staring blindly upward at 
the sky.

I mu A hury over what I have to 
say here. Past and gone as it is. 
can not summon courage to write it 
in detail. Roger Yorke was arrested 
for the murder of Fraser Froude and 
akeu to Market Waxfod, where he 
vrs the next day brought before the 
magistrate and committed for trial 
bail being refused. Not that that was 
o be wondered at. It was more than 

v case of mere suspicion. The finding 
of the pistol, lying discharged beside 
the murdered man, was almost con
clusive in itself, people said; and I 
suppose it is what I should have said 
in the case of anyone else. And, bad 
.is the matter was, it had not rested 
with my wild words to make worse, 
for Roger’s name in full was engrav 
ed upon the weapon. And now it 
«urned out that the unhappy quarrel 
n the lane had been overheard by a 
nan belonging to Whittlesford who 
.tad been going home from work at 
he time, and, attracted by the loud 

voices, had listened from behind the 
hedge on the other side on which he 
had been passing along.

He swore—and truthfully, of course 
—that he had seen Mr. Froude knock 
ed down by Dr. Yorke, and that then 
the doctor had angrily threatened the 
Jther. He had heard too the talk be 
tween my friend and myself after- 
vard, and detailed that too. What ef
fect this had upon the minds of peo
ple in general I have not the heart 
to enlarge upon. It seemed to me, in 
the very bitterness of my soul, that 
even those who knew my friend bes^t 
must surely have longed for him to 
be proved guilty. It was merely the 
usuaj horrible morbid feeling, I sup
pose, which, being once excited, must 
have sensation at any price; but I 
know that it maddened me then. Then 
I was questioned and, with what mis
ery and reluctance I will not say, was 
obliged to corroborate the wretched 
story. And of what avail was it that, 
when it had been dragged from me 
piecemeal, most eagerly and earnest
ly I declared my conviction of my 
friend's innocence of the crime imput
ed to his charge! 1-ess than noue! 
There—I have not the heart to write 
of It. I will only add that Roger as
serted his innocence passionately, 
swearing that he did not know bow 
the pistol came to be out of his pos
session, and that sitlce the night of

the quarrel he had not even seen 
Froude—and that I believed him most 
Implicitly.

Nat heard the news—it had been 
impossible to keep it from her—and, 
when the facts reached her ears, 
blurted out loudly by a scared maid
servant, she had neither screamed 
nor uttered a word, but dropped down 
in a dead faint. And she recovered 
from the swoon, not, as I thought, 
to rave wildly and cry—not. as ma
dame expected' (my mother attributed 
it to the-shock at the awful death of 
the man 'who was to have been her 
husband), to toss and t,urn in delir
ium of brain-fever; but to lie tearless 
and speechless with her face to the 
wail. Nothing aroused her. My 
mother talked to her; Alice Deeping 
came, brimming over with affection 
and sympathy: I had tried to make 
her speak, dwelling with eagerness 
and earnestness upon the certainty 
of Roger’s innocence and how it 
must be absolutely proved—I am 
sure I did not know how, but I fully 
believed it—in a day or two most 
likely, or at any rate before the trial. 
All in vain ! I might as well have 
tried to comfort a stone figure, and 
endeavored to make its speechless 
lips open to me. She lay on her bed. 
seeming to hear, see, and feel noth
ing, motionless and dry-eyed. So she 
had been since the blow fell, and éo 
she remained when the middle of the 
second day after that of the murder 
had come.

For the twentieth time I had been 
endeavoring to rouse her—to make 
her speak, if only a dozen words. My 
mother had been with her, vainly try
ing the same thing, and had come 
down with tears in her eyes, begging 
me, as she had often done before, to 
see what I could do. Now I had failed, 
and I turned away, feeling despairing. 
Virtue Dent was in the room, sewing 
quietly by the fire, and I went across 
to speak to her softly. She herself 
was paie and miserable-looking 
enough, poor girl—as well she might 
be, considering the unrebutted sus
picion under which she lay, although 
for the time this present trouble had 
pretty well driven the stolen jewels 
out of everybody's he?d.

"Does she keep like this All the 
time?" I whispered.

"All the time, sir." she whispered 
back. "I don't think she has moved 
30 much as a fingt r to-day."

“And she doesn’t speak?"
"No. sir—not a word.”
"I don’t know what's to be done." I 

said, forlornly. “It's miserable all 
round. And you are in trouble, too. 
poor girl! I’m forgetting that."

“It doesn’t matter," she answered, 
in her quiet • way.< “Don’t trouble 
about that, Mr. Ned. It will all come 
right, I dare say; and at any rate you 
don’t think I’m a thief, nor does Miss 
Natalie ; and I don't believe madame 
does really.”

“I know I don’t," 1 said heartily.
"Thank you, sir. I don’t much mind 

as long as she believes me"-‘-with a 
glance toward the bed and the mo- 
tionlss figure lying upon it . “You 
know how fond 1 am of her—don’t 
you, sir?”

“I know—you always were," I re
turned.

"Yes, sir. always—from the first 
day 1 saw her. I was jealous of Val
la. then, you know—just as I am now, 
for that matter. And yet I don't 
know why it was, excepting that she 
was always so kind, and treated me 
always almost as she might have 
done if I had been a lady myself."

“Well, you must keep up your spir
its and hope for the best, Virtue,” I 
said, kindly—“just as the rest of us 
have to do now. you know. It is to 
be hoped that this horrible mistake 
will soon be rectified. It is dreadful 
for her!”

“For Miss Natalie? Oh, Mr. Ned" 
and Virtue dropped her voice lower 
yet—“if it doesn’t soon come to an 
end, I believe it will kill her! I do 
indeed, sir.”

(To he Continued.)

Fashion Plates.
The Hem* Dressmaker skoal! keep 

a Catalogue Scrap Book of oar Pat
ter» Cats. These will be loan! rerj 
asefal to refer to from time to time.

9405.—A SIMPLE STYLISH GOWN.
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Ladles’ Dress.
Brown taffeta was used for this 

model, with ecru lace for inserted vest 
or dickey, and green satin for collar 
and belt. Self coveried buttons orna
ment the front of waist and skirt. 
Blue linen, with the free edges of 
skirt and waist scalloped and em
broidered and white linen embroider- 
eded in blue for chemisette and collar 
would make a good combination for 
this model. The skirt is a four place 
model closing at the left side of the 
front. The waist is made with sur
plus fronts and a Robespierre collar. 
The sleeve is close fitting. The de
sign is equally apropriate for wash 
goods, silk, velvet and cloth. The 
Pattern is cut in 5 sizes: 34, 3fi. 38, 40 
and 42 inches but measure. It re
quires 6% yards of 36 inch material 
for a 36 inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.

9496.—A UNIQUE AND GRACEFUL 
MODEL.

Girls’ Dress With Vest.
Brown cashmere was used for this 

design, with simple stitching for a 
finish. The fronts are crossed belbw 
a vest that meets and forms part of 
the jaunty collar, which is cut square 
over the back. The plaited skirt is 
goted and stitched in panel effect. 
The set in sleeves are finished with a 
deep cuff. ^ Silk, velvet, panama, voile, 
serge, galâtea, percale, chambvey, lin
en or corduroy will develop this 
model effectively. White cordeiene 
with trimming in pink or blue would 
make a serviceable washable dress in 
this design. The pattern is cut in 4 
"sics: 8, 10, 12 and 14 '’y^grs. It re
quires 3 yards of 44 inch materia! for 
a 10 year size.

A pattern of this illustration mail
ed to any address on receipt of 10c. 
in silver or stamps.

PATTERN COUPON.

Please send the above-mentioned 
pattern as per directions given below

No.

Received ex “ City oi Sydney.’
E. I. FRESH BEEF.

Selling cheap.
P. E. I. FRESH BUTTER.

1 and 2 lb. blocks and tubs. 
Quality exceptionally good

JAS. R. KNIGHT.

♦ ddress In full: —

MINAKD’S LINIMENT FOR 
EVERYWHERE.

SALE

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the Illus
tration and send with the coupon, 
carefully Ailed out The pattern can
not reach you In lees than 15 days 
Price 10c. each, In cash, postal notq 
or stamps, address: Telegram fah 
tern DkisrtBmi
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The attention of Investors of small 
amounts who wish only the safest kind 
of securities—bonds, is called to our 
offering of bonds at $100 denomina
tion*.

.Kuvoon Pu.o Wool Textile 6’s with
Common stwi. •nees.
^Trinidad ConsoliowUi Telephones

6’S.
Stanfield’s Limited 6'e.
Nova Scotia Steel & Coal A’a.
Nova Scotia Steel & Coal 6 p.c. De

benture Stock.
Maritime Telegraph and Telephone 

6’s.

F. B. McCVRDY <& CO.,
Members Montre a.1 Stock Exchange.

C. A. C. BRUCE, Manager,
de<:24,t.f M. Joliu’e.

The Canada Life.
In each of the past four years the Canada Life 

has earned a LARGER SURPLUS than ever be
fore in its history.

Favorable mortality, and low expenses, the 
result of good management, have helped.

A. C. BRUCE, Manager,
St. John’s.

SEALERS!

Svj

Here is a new Boot— 
good, tight,- warm & light.
• Made of the very best 
Waterproof Leather, Hand 

Sewed and Hand Pegged.
.This Boot won’t cut your 

instep, because it has a 
Tongue; hence there will be 
no wrinkle.

WELLINGTON 
TONGUE BOOT.

Made in Black and Tan 
Leathers.

No Iron Heels, Solid In- 
nersoles - and Heel Clicks.

Sealers ! Here's where 
you save money. We guar
antee a pair of these Boots 

» will last both the sealing 
and fishing voyages.

F. SMALLWOOD,
The Home of Good Shoes.
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The Pictorial Review Magazine !
Circulation over 750,000 Copies Monthly.

Only $1.00 n Year; $1.25 Ou (ports.
The best Magazine published in the United States. The best 

ait teles, Fiction., Departments and Pictorial Fashions, showing the 
aztoes°rreCt Sty eS onc to three months in advance of all other mag-

We must have 100 subscribers to sell it at this low figure. Give In your name.

CHARLES HUTTON, Sole «gent. Mid.

N.
: Tuf 

Band 
Fieri 
WinJ 
Lem) 
20

wz
Celed
20 bj

Car


