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THE CHOICE

By E. R. PUNSHON

—— )
CHAPTER VIII—(Continued.)

“T am eo sorry,” answeeed Fred. “I was
only thinking of something I shall have to
say to-Mr. Kamff when he returns to-
night.”
~ Just then the bell rang and Fred rose
quickly. But the cook glanced at Bassett,
who also rose, her thoughtful mind open
to the prospect of more kippers or other
delicacies for the tea next day.

“Don’t you trouble, Mr. Rounds,” she
said amiably. ‘“I'll go,” and Fred sat
down again with both his hands upon
the table and watched her as she went out
of the room and listened as her footsteps
sounded on the stairs. s

“Did you ever hear,” asked the cook
archly, “that old saying about ‘two’s
«company, three’s none’?”

“T have, I have,” said Fred slowly; “yes,
‘I have heard that,” and he did not know
himself ‘why he should listen so intently
ifor the faintest sound from above.

The cook heaved a great sigh and looked
jat him meltingly. It occurred to her that
she” had once read that a drop of some-
thing or another placed in the eyes made
‘them look languihing. She wondered what
ithe stuff could be and if the statement
‘were true.

In Fred’s mind a tumult raged; love, and
,hate, and good, and evil all tossed and
churned together, while slowly from the
.conflict and confusion a purpose shaped
itself with shudderings,

“T pemember,” observed the cook absent-
ly,. “once 1 was alone with a gentleman,
'and he so far forgot himself that he kissed
ime, so I rapped him on the head with
{the rolling-pin.”

“Did you indeed?” murmured Fred.
«What did he say?’ and he remembered
what 'there was Nickolas Kamff had giver
|that now -lay in a drawet in’the pantry.

_“Why, he said,” answered the cook
brightly, “that if I had only warned him
afore, he would have made sure the rolling-
ing “was:out of my reach—as it might be
put away on a shelf in the scullery, same
as it is now,” she added.with elaborate un-
concern:’ * . ;

“The gentleman you epeak of,” said
Fred, his heart almost ceasing to beat with
such intensity did he strain to hear the
faintest sound from above, “was evidently
sliberally endowed both with boldness and
forethought.” o o

“Well, I don’t remember much about
that,” confessed the cook doubtfully; “but
he ‘had a perfect passion for suet dump-

ings,” she added after a thoughtful pause.
“1do recollect that.”

“He waé evidently a fortunate man,
and a wise one,” observed Fred; and just
at that moment the kitchen door opened,
wheteor he leaped up so suddenly that he
overturned his chair.

It was only Bassett, however; and Fred
experienced a feeling of the most extra-
ordinary relief, for which he could. give
himself not .the slightest reason.

But Bassett stood in the doorway and |-

giggled.

“Next time,” she said, “I'll remember
to cough before I come in sudden when
you' two’s alone together, so I will.,”

“Oh, get along with you, do,” requested
the cook, giggling also and in high good
humor. !

“What was wanted?” asked Fred ab-
ruptly. .

“She just rung the bell for the sake of
hearing it sound, so far as I could make
out,” returned Bassett indignantly.
“Couldn’t make out she wanted anything
at all. Some of ’em is like that, but I
had to tell some proper lies about you,
Mr. Rounds.”

“Did she want me, then?’ Fred asked,
with a feeling as if he were stifling.

“Yes; but it’s all right,” replied Bassett
reassuringly. “I told a fib or two, and
she was quite satisfied. A telegram came
for: her,” she added, showing the yellow
envelope in her hand, “just as I was in the

hall.” ;
“Who's it from?”’ asked the cook with
intérest. ;
“I‘am just going to see,” observed Bas-

sett, calmly walking over to the fire on
which the kettle was boiling vigorously.

Even ‘in the present tumult and confu-
sion of his mind, something of Fred’s
amazement at this calm proceeding was
visible in his countenance. The cook did
not” notice, but Bassett had sharper eyes
and she burst into a loud laugh.

“Well,” che said, “‘of all the innocents.
Lor’ me, Mr. Rounds, however long have
you been in service?”

“Oh, quite a long time;” Fred answer-

“And did you never do this?” Bassett in-
quired, as she held the envelope in the
steam frem the kettle and then dexterous-
ly opened its loosened flap. ““No? Well,
you' are a slow one. I must have been
right after all when I said they had just
let you out from some lunatic asylum.”

“@Get ‘away with you,” interrupted the
cook. .- “Can’t you see it's only his fun?—

like them stories he told us over the
kippers?”’

“Oh, T cee,” said Bassett, pacified, and
read the telegram aloud: *“ ‘Am delayed

by business. Shall not return until to-
morrow, Nickolas.” Um, nothing in that,”
said: Basgett, disappointed. Fact is, I've
often noticed nothing is so disappointing
as a telegram; you think it's bound to
be something, and likely as not it ain’t
worth the trouble of reading. Give me,”
said Bassett appreciatively; *‘a good long
Jetter for real spiciness. Well, suppose
this had better go upstairs.”

She disappeared with it, and Fred sat
down again at the table. He did not know
whether he were relieved or disappointed;
but all his wildness of spirits had deserted
him, and not the cunningest cajoleries of
the cook could arouse him from the gloomy
and sombre meditation into which he had
aow sunk.

Cook indeed grew cross at her ill-succe:s,
gnd withdrew in a pet to the scullery.
Fred was sitting alone when Bassett, after
a rather long interval, came down looking
very sulky.

“You don’t get your evenings here,” she
grumbled. “She's gone to bed, and made
me go up with her. I was just going to
tell her I was engaged as house and parlor
maid, and not as lady’s maid, when she
up and gave me such .a look—something
Yike one of yours, Mr. Rounds, only rather
worse, if such a thing is possible. I didn't
care to say another word, for fear it might
take her violent like next time; and it’s
the rummiest thing that ever I saw, but
her room’s apart from Mr. Kamff’s, and
it’s got two big bolts on it and a spring
Jock: as well. If them’s foreign Russian
ways, give me English.”

Fred said nothing, but got up and left
the room, retiring into his own pantry.
But it seemed to him the air within the
house was stifling, so that if he remained
fn it much longer he would suffocate, and,
putting on his hat, he went out. He
wvondered if it were possible Annie had
told Nickolas who he was, but when he
remembered how she had looked at him
across the. luncheon table he could not
believe it.

The hour was late wheh he returned,
and Bassett Lad reticed, but the cook had

|  “Fred,” she said, with soft

Ca \__/——\)
taken tbnder pains to have a nice hot
supper waiting for him. It was a Welsh
rabbit ‘she had prepared, and Fred ate
in absolute unconsciousness of what it was.
His thoughts were so busy, his mind so
occupied, that he was hardly even aware
of her presence, and did not so much as
hear the heavy sighs she gave at regular
Mintervals.

Bassett had stipulated that if she went
mused. ‘“‘but intimate. He didn’t use ex-
pressions of endearment, but them faces
he pulls may be meant for such, while
what he said about marriage vows was, if
anything, a bit too forward.”

Bassett had stipulated that if she went
to bed before Fred came in, and so left
the cook with a clear field, she was to
receive a full, true, and particular account
of all that passed. So cook, loyal to her
engagement, went in to her and, as &he
brushed her hair, gave a full and slightly
ornamented account of what had passed.
For the truth seeming just a trifle bald,
she thought it no harm to decorate it a
trifle. While on the subject of the welsh
rabbit, she waxed eloquent.

“Eat every scrap, he did,” she said,
“and looked round for more; I was quite
flustered.”

“But what did he say?”’ persisted Bas-
sett, whose insatiable thirst for detail was
apt to be inconvénient.

“Well, he didn’t exactly say nothing,”
admitted the cook, with reluctance and
some confusion of language. Then she
added more brightly: “Perhaps he couldn’t
trust himself to speak.”

“It may have Leen that,” agreed Bas-
sett. “But when I heard him coming up,
I peered through the keyhole, and his
face reminded me exactly of how I feel
myself after welsh rabbit for supper.”

But then the cook was offended, and
silence fell upon the house; though in her
room below Annie lay awake and fearful
through the slow hours of the night;
while above Fred sat all the night long
by the window, gazing into the blackness
without that was no darker than the
thoughts in his own heart.

Annie did not appear for breakfast. She
told Bassett, who went in to her, that she
was not feeling very. well, and would re-
quire none. It was nearly noon when
Fred, waiting and watching all the morn-
ing long, heard suddenmly behind him a
light step he knew- well, and next a voice
that called him by name.

He was in the drawing room, and turn-
ing round he saw Annie standing on the
threshold, watching him. She stepped
within and closed the door, and at once he
put on the blank, expressionless face of
the well-trained servant. He stood upright
and still, waiting for her to speak, and
her despair came back to her as she watch-
ed him. i
appeal.
“Fred.” :

“My name is Rounds, ma’am,” he an-
swered.

She gave a low gaep, and fell rather
than sat upon the nearest chair, whence,
huddled up, she watched him beseeching-
ly.
“Have you any orders, ma’am?”’ he
asked.

“Oh
palled.

“At what hour will you have luncheon,
ma'am?’ bhe asked again, and all the
mockery of the world mocked her in his
voice.

“Fred,” she muttered with dry lips.
“Oh, Fred,” she said again, and this time
her voice rose to a wail of agony.

“Will the master be here, ma’am, or
shall I lay for one?”’ he asked, now even
wondering a little at his own cruelty:

“Oh, oh,” she stuttered, and her ner-
vous hands tore at the collar ‘of her
plouse. It was evident she breathed with
difficulty. “Fred,” she said piteously.
“Whatever I have done—once you loved
me.”’ -

“Begging your pardon, ma’am,” he said,
without pity, “my hope is to give satis-
faction in my present situation.”

“Jt would be kinder and manlier,” she
shuddered, “if you killed me.”

“Oh, not yet,” he answered.

It was an intense relief to her that he
answered her in his own person. She
loved him for it; she could have kissed
his hands with gratitude.

“OF, Fred,” she whispered, “you have
a little pity—if you knew how I have
sufiered.”

“And did you say I was to lay for one
or for two, ma’am?”’ he asked in his old
voice of mockery.

“Oh, you are cruel,” she panted—“cruel
—more ‘cruel than you have a right, even
L you know you wished to go to
Italy; you know your one desire was to
go to Italy. 1 saw you weighing’ me
against Italy. You can’t deny you want-
ed to go to Italy to study?” :

“I wanted my wife more,” he answer-

Even after she had cleared the things
away he still sat in moody and sombre
thought, wondering if the telegram was
 perhaps just a blind, and Nickolas intend-
ing to return—after—he wondered—ques-
tioning—his thoughts were very dark.

“And now,” said the cook, dropping a
saucepan to attract his attention, ‘“now we|
might perhaps have a pleasant half-hour’s|
social chat afore retiring for the night,

still,” she muttered, ap-

reh?”

“Why not?” agreed Fred.

‘Wonderful,” said the cook, beaming,
“how you and me always thinks the same,
Mr. Rounds. Have you noticed it, may I
‘ask 7"’ -

1 appeared that Fred had not, and,
slightly disappointed, the cook tried a new
line of attack.

“I ain’t one to gossip about upstairs in
any of my places, and never was,” she re-
marked, “but these here do seem a preci-
ous queer couple, don’t they? Only just
got married, too, as I understand.”

“Do you understand?”’ asked Fred, look-'
ing at her intsntly, “because I don’t.” |

“Well, it’'s what I've heard,” said the
cook; “though they do jeem astonishing!

| cold to each other, if tl.: mhrriage \'ows‘°
repay

are quite o new and recent as all that, sot
to speak.” !

“Well, I think our social half hour is,
over,” said Fred rising; “and if marriags |
vows last as long—why, they wear well.i
Good night!” |

He went, and the cook did not know |
whether to be gratified or disappointed. |

“The conversation was short,” she'
ed, and even in her anguish and despair
she was glad a little tiny bit. i

She rose and came a step forward him,
put his eyes daunted her.

“J—]——" she muttered; and felt she
could never explain while he watched her
so. “I left you so that you might be
free to go to Italy and become a greit
artist. You called me a difficulty . . 1
wish you to be famous . . .”

“And is that why you have come here?”
ne asked. “Why do you trouble to lie 10|
me? Do you think I am wholly a fool?”

“Let me explain.” she stammered.

“A mistress explain to her footman?”
he mocked. “Oh, no; that would be most
unbecoming.” i

“What made you do it?” she asked. *“1’

| comes to either of the ladies. Nobrikoff
lis at present in command of a district al-

| Hundreds,” as they call them, who are

{opinions. But you may trust us, my sis-

have been tortured enough . . . to
satisfy even you. And it is dangerous for
you to be here like this.”

He thought she meant danger from
Nickolas Kamff’s anger, and for the mo-
ment he was near to hating her. He fell
back upon what some instinct taught him
was his best means ot torturing her. He
put his hands straight by his side, assum-
ed once more the respectful black expres-
sion of the servant.

“What orders have you for lunch,
ma’am?”’ he asked. ‘‘Shall I lay for one|
or for two, ma’am?”’

On a sudden she blazed into fiercest

anger; no longer meek and trembling, she
raged with a cold fury so intense that even
Fred shrank before it.
I “If you will be the footman,” she cried,
| “serve luncheon. at one sharp. Yes, your,
{ master will be here; so’lay it for two.”
She cast about in her mind for scorn to
repay his scorn, for mockery. to hurl
against his mockery. “Have you cleaned
your master’s boots?”’ she asked. “Have
you brushed his” clothes? Have you done
all a footman should do?”

He remembered his old love now as she
towered to the full ot her great height
and stormed upon him, as tall as he, as
fierce as he. A fear came to him lest he
should give way, for indeed he now cher-
ished his hate against her as before he had |
his love. With a malign look at her, he
moved toward the door. As he opened it
she started ,towards him, but he went
through hurriedly and closed it behind
him. She flung herself against it in a
passion of wild tears, and tore at it blind-
ly with her hands, wishing she were dead.

CHAPTER IX.
“News.”

Though Annie had spoken without any
knowledge of his intention, Nickolas did
return before luncheon, as she had said
he would. He 'seemed in good spirits as
he entered the drawing room, where she
still sat, but his keen glance detected at
once how uneasy and disturbed she was.

“Come, come, Miss Ross,” he said, sit-
ting down beside her and smiling, purpose-
ly using her maiden name in order to re-
assure her. “You must not look eo trou-
bled. Really, I am very sorry for you,
and I assure you I quite understand how
abominable all this must seem to you. But
it is for a good cause, do you not think
80?” he asked, with a flash in his light
blue eyes.

“Yes, I know; there is nothing the mat-
ter; I am not troubled,” she murmured
hurriedly, fearful as she saw how keen
and .searching was.his glance, that per-
haps in some way he might read her se-
cret and discover the hidden reason of her
distress. /

But if Nickolas could not quite do that,
he could see well enough how great was
her uneasiness. That this should continue
so long in so extreme a form began to ap-
pear to him a little unreasonable, a'.nd there
was at ouch of severity in his voice as he
said:

“Pardon me, Anna Paolovna, but are
you not perhaps just a little unreasonable?
There are many women in Russia who have
suffered ten times more in reality than
you have in what is after all only a form
—a mere blind.”

“You see,” she said faintly, “I ami not
really a Russian—that makes a difference.”

“Yyour father has risked death for Rus-
gia,” Nickolas answered. “When the
father stakes his life, should not the child
do her part also?” :

Annie did not say anything; and Nick-
olas, who really sympathised with her feel-
ings, as he supposed them to be, repent-
ed having spoken so harshly. He was also
afraid that possibly he might have offend-
ed her. i !

“T beg your pardon;”’ he said. “I had no
right to speak like that. T am very sorry.
Pardon me.” :

“Qh, it is nothing,” she answered, with
her handkerchief to her eyes. “I suppose
I have felt lonely and frightened.”

“There,” he said, with regret, yet mnot
ill-pleased, “I was a fool—I did not think
of that. I said to myself, perhaps if I
stay away all night, if I do not so much as
gleep under the same roof, my new sister
will have time to settle down a little and
get used to things. It did not occur to me
you might feel lonely and frightened all
by yourself in a strange house. I did not
show myself very brotherly, I fear; but
forgive me, and I will know better another
time. You have had no trouble with the
servants?’ he asked abruptly.

“0Oh, no,” gasped Annie, frightened gl-
most out of her wits.

“That is well,” he said; “and mow I
have news for you—only you must not
expect too much from it.”

“Oh, news,” she said excitedly, with
some vague idea that her release from her
present dreadful position might be already
at hand.

“Yes; you know already of the telegram
we had to say Mr. Ross had been re:
prieved, though we had not then succeeded

in securing his release. You see, the time;
was so short we had to adopt not the|
wisest action, but that which was at least |
certain to prevent. his sentence being)
carried out. Well, as you know, be was|
told of the whereabouts of a bomb factory
in the Moscow suburbs, that he might
use the information as a bribe to secure
his life, and so far that was successful
enough: The authorities would have
spared fifty men to find out about that
factory. But then—I admit it is most
strange and disappointing—then he was
unexpectedly removed, and we have not
been able to trace his present place of
confinement. But no effort shall be spared,
little sister, rest assured of that. His
safety is in the forefront of the aims of
the Revolution. With regard to Madam
Ross and Catherine Paolovna, the case is|
better, though they, too, were smuggled |
out of Moscow, and now the gaols are so
crammed, it is not easy to trace any one
prisoner. But it seems they have been
sent away under the charge of Major
Nobrikoff, who has, however, been twice|
warned what his fate will be if any harm|

' most entirely in the hands of the ‘Black

!spoiling and destroying in the name of
the Tsar every one suspected of liberal

ter; the Revolution understands what it
wes to you and will spare no effort to|
you.” [

Annie said nothing, but she knew very|
well that no Revolution, however great,
however successful, could possibly repayl
ber for what she had suffered or replace
what she had lost.

“I have seen Mr. Tillett, too,” Nickolas|
continued, “and all goes well there also.” |
He lowered his voice and spoke myster-
iously. ‘This very night,” he said, “the

| delivery of a hundred thousand rifles we

have just purchased with this money you
enabled’ us to recover will be begun in
Poplar—each rifle with bayonet and am-
munition complete. And soon Count O—'s}

[

!yacht will be in the Thames, ready to sail |

{with them for Russia. What do you ! C
think of that?” l
“] am very glad,” she murmured ’

mechanically.

«Just think,” he said, perhaps a trifle;
disappoirted at her tone, “a hundred
thousand - rifles with bayonet and amm:u-
nition—and those only a beginning. I am
negotiating with one of the South Ameri-}
can republics ,too, for half-a-dozen machine
guns, whiza mey be .in readiness by thel

| or heard.

time Count O—’s yacht arrives. But, after
all, they are of little importance compared
with the rifles—ah, Miss Ross, the rifle is
your modern sceptre, and he who holds it
is king. I tell you, Anna Paolovna,” he
went on, breaking into his native Russian
in his excitement, his light blue eyes flash-
ing with a kind of steely fire, “I wish
every drop of blood in my body was a
rifle, that I might shed it all, drop by

NATIONAL SIGNIFICANCE
OF PECKHAM ELECTION

drop, to put weapons in the hands of the
people.”

But Annie thought to herself that it
was from her heart the blood was being
slowly taken, drop by drop in anguish.

“Well,” she said aloud, “I only wish it
was all over.”

She spoke so sadly, her look was so full
of suffering, that his heart smote him for
having seemed to rejoice at what had been
accomplished at such cost to her. He
wished he knew what to say to reassure
her, to show her she was acting a glori-
ous part in a great cause, to make her
feel her present situation-was not too un-
bearable. He was not accustomed to judge
character, and he told himself that she
would be a valuable recruit if omly ae
could enlist her active and willing ser-
vices. For one thing, it would certainly
be an advantage to the revolutionary
cause to have some place that could be
used as the eocial centre in London for
their adherents and sympathisers—a kind |
of salon which, presided over by a clever!
woman, could be made a meeting place
for all interested in their cause. It could
be an allied centre to the office in the
city, only made respectable by wealth and
attracting eociety. He looked at Annie
again. She was certainly plain, but he
read decision in her firm lips, truth and
loyalty in her eyes, good sense and trust-
worthiness in the whole expression or her
countenance.

“We could give dinners here, too,” he
reflected, “and in England nothing does
a movement 8o much good as giving din-
ners. Upon my word, I almost wish our
marriage were real.” i

He put his hand to his lips to hid=
a slight emile at this idea, and he was
surprised to find it less actively disagree-
able than a few moments before he would
have said it must be. For it had long
been a cardinal principle with him that
his career must be kept entirely free from
the influence of women.

(To be continued.)

THE TRAGEDY
AT PARRSBORO

Parrsboro, N. 8., March 26—A terrible
tragedy occurred here at noon today in
the store occupied by Councillor
Rufus W. Smith & Son, as a

NEW YORK, March 26.—A Lon~
don cable to the Hera,d says:

‘“‘London has been more excited to-
day over a parliamentary by-election
than it has been for many years.
Peckham, one of London’s suburban
burroughs, has had the unique oppor-
tunity of being the first of the sixty
parliamentary constituencies in Lon-
don to show what it thinks of the
present government.

The Peckham district has been fac-
etiously described in Gilbert and Sul-
livan’s comic' opera, ‘‘Trial by
Jury,”” as an Arcadian bower. As a
matter of fact, it is one of the most
thickly populated towns in South

the lower middle and working class-
es. The present government, when it
came, into power, promised improv-
ed laws directly and indirectly affect-
ing the industrial classes, both in re-
lation to others and n amelioration
of their social, moral and education-
al condition.

At the by-election to-day Peckham
was asked to express the opinion of
London, and the result of the poll is
as smashing a blow as theé govern-
ment could well receive except in the
House of Commons itself. Unionists
have swept the board in many con-
stituencies at by-elections, and Peck-
ham emphasizes the tale, notwith-
standing the fact that the radicals
fought with the greatest desperation,

The eyes of the world are turned to
the Arcadian bower to-day. At the
general election the liberal candidate
was returned by the overwhelming
majority of 2,339 votes. Today the
supporter of the government was
sent to the right about face with a

government never tires of

opinion of the nation.
are being gratified with a vengeance.

the Peckham election. The radicals
again considered it theis great duty
to defend the sacred ark of free im-

meetings of workingmen they were

assailed with the cry, ‘“We want tar-

iff reform. We want employment!’’
Although much must be attributed

| three-quarters of the money repres-
London, the electors being mainly of

! government has still got its mam-

‘national

to the remarkable growth of sym-
pathy with the proposals of fiscal re-
form, it was the Licensing bill which
lost the liberals a seat. That meas-
ure has aroused a storm ol indigna-
tion throughout the country. It is
doubtful whether a more unpopular
bill was ever introduced into parlia-
ment. It proposes to confiscate pro-

perty in which money has been in-
vested on the faith of Statesmen and |
the action of governments. Publicans |
own only a tithe of- the capitai in-|
volved. I

It 'is said that if a practical valu- |
ation were made of the licensed pro-
perty it would be found- that at least

the valuation belonged to
trust companies, banks, insurance
companies and building societies.
People won’t listen to the cry that
it is a fight by the community again-
st the despotic dominance of a gi-
gantic trust and monopoly.

The governments supporters say
they will have the bili if every by-
election shall be lost, and, moreover
they threaten that they will have it
even if every other item on the pro-
gramme has to be sacrificed. The

enting

moth majority in the house of Com-
mons, but Mr. Balfour declares that
it has no power of public opinion at
its back to carry out its great meas-
ures of constitutional revolution.

As the figures at Peckham harmon-
jze accurately with the tendency re-
vealed by recent by-elections their
slgnificance cannot be ig-
nored. Still the liberals may affect
to ignore them as signs of the times.
The unionists, however, have decided

majority of 2,494 against him. The |by-election and in every constituency
saying | in the kingdom at the general elec-
that nothing is dearer to its heart |tion.

than a free and candid expression of |
These wishes [-ection became known in the House of

Fiscal reform has operated largely in |
!for about five minutes was unable to

ports, but whenever they addressed !
ition

to put forward a candidate at every

When the result of the Peckham el-

Commons the unionists were roused
to wild enthusiasm. At the time the
figures arrived Mr. Lloyd-George was
speaking in defence of free trade, and

obtain a hearing. The whole oppos-!
stood up, waved hats 'and
cheered vociferously. It is some time
since such a scene of excitement was
witnessed in the House.

grocery and butcher shop. Two young
men, Claude Trahey and James Rector,
entered the grocery department, then in
charge of Lewis Smith, the junior mem-
ber of the firm. Trahey said “What's
the matier, Lewis, you look pale.” Smith
drew a revolver, pointed it at Trahey and
said “Shut up, or I'll make you pale.”
Rector then asked the price of an article
and Smith gave it. Then Trahey, who
was going out of the store, heard a shot
fired behind him and Rector came out,
holding hie hand to his breast.
Cotncillor Smith, who was in the bui-

cher shop opened tne door between the
stores in time to see his son put the bar-
rel of the revolver in his mouth and fire.
Rector walked about 100 yards and fell
on the sidewalk ubconscious. He was
carried to Dr. McDougall's office, where
he died shortly after without regaining
consciousness.

An inquest was héld this afternoon
before Coroner Rand.  After hearing the
evidence of several witnesses the inquest
was adjourned until this evening.

‘Smith was taken to his father’s resi-

THIS BABY IS
WORTH $3,000,000

Chicago, Ill., March 26.—An event
of great importance to the family of
the late Otto Young occurred last
Sunday night in the birth of a boy
to Mr. and Mrs. Samuel K. Martin.
The boy is the ninth grandchild to
share the millions left by the mer-
chant. Until the birth of this, their
first child, the Martins, under the
terms of the will, had no claim on
the fortune bevond Mrs. Martin’s
life interest in its income. Now they
have an heir whose prospects are
worth at least $3,000,000. The im-
portance of the event to the four
branches of the family arises from
the peculiar . provisions of Mr.
Young’s will, .«

In his testament Mr. Young direct-
ed that his widow and four daughters
be given practically the entire in-
come from his estate, but the princi-
pal itself, amounting at the time of
dence in charge of a constable. . The bul-|his death to $25,000,000, he left to
let is lodged in his neck and it is thought|be divided equally among his grand-
he will recover. He has borne a good|children. The family with the most
character and the general belief is that| children thereby will receive the most
his terrible act was the resul* » tempor |money, and the one with none living
ary insanity. He had an attack of lalat the time of the distribution will
grippe a few weeks ago and it appears not share.
to have left him in a weakened condi-| The birth of the Martin baby had
tion, both physically and mentally. the effect of disarranging calculations

Rector was an inoffensive young fellow|in the families of the other three
of good character and particularly noted | daughters. The prospective share of
for his kindness to his mother, with|the family of Mrs. Marie Julia Young
whom he has lived when not at sea, since| flaufiman, of Marquette, Mich., who
she separated from her husband about}is in the lead with five children, was
two years ago. He was about nineteen|decreased by the ecvent from ' five-
years old. ' - eighths to five-ninths of the estate, a

At the adjourned inquest held tonight loss approximately of $1,875,000.
Reuben Keddy corroborated the evidence|The future share of the family of
given by Claude Trahey and swore that| Mrs. Cecile Young Heyworth, with
ht.i eaw Lewis Smith fire the shot thatltwo children, declined from twenty-
killed Rector. He also swore that helgfye to twenty-two per ceat whila
was sent by Smith to buy the revolver| tnat of Mrs. Catherine Otillic Young
i e O me produced at| Hobart, one child, fell off some $378-
the inquest as the one ﬁ purchased.| 9gg, An addition to any of these
He swore positively that there x;as N0 three families will help it to regain
quarrel or provocation so far as he 8aw| . 1465 of prestige suffered through
the event in the, Martin family. At
the same time, a repetition in the

The jury’s verdict was in effect that
the deceased came to his death from a

PREFER SCOTT ACT
TO LICENSE, SYSTEM

Port . Hawkeshury, March 26.—
At the last regular meeting of the
League of the Cross at Port Hawkes-
bury the question of the duty of its
members as to voting in the election
which is to take place on néxt Thurs-
day for the repeal or the Canada
Temperance act in the county of In-
verness was brought up. After some
discussion the following resolution
was adopted without a dissenting
voice: :

“Whereas, it has been decided by
the executlve of the weague Of the
Cross in the diocese of Antigonish!
that the signing of a petition for li-|
cense is a direct violation of thel
spirit of the pledge taken by its mem-
bers, and whereas every member in
taking such pledge promises to dis-
courage the use of /it (intoxicating
liquor) as much as possible, it is in-
consistent with such pledge to vote
for an act that will facilitate the sale
and use of intoxicating liquor.
‘“Resolved, that we, the members of

St. Bernard’s branch of the L. O. C.
at Port Hawkesbury are-unanimous in
the belief that it is our duty in the
coming plebiscite to vote for the re-
tention of the Scott act and encour-
age its enforcement as well as possi-
ble.”

A similar resolution was unanimous-
ly adoted by the members of the di-
vision, Sons of Temperance, at their
second last meeting. Port Hawkes-
bury is consequently solid for the
Scott act. Indeed, it is difficult to un-
derstand how the temperance socie-
ties could assume any other attitude.
The liquor dealers do mot like the
Scott act, they prefer the Nova Scotia
License act. This should be suffi-
cient to enable the temperance peo-

/4 great,

s
Except ourselves,

a
safety through the roar and din of human'
passion: f

Where the

CANADIAN POETS ON NOBILITY
Of nobility and noble-living the Cal 3
dian poets have said many suggestive &
memorable things. Charles Sangster re¥
cognized the fact that unless we live a{

our best we are as the beasts that pets.

ish:
And we
Who lead this round of mystery,
This dance of strange unrest,
What are we at the best?
Ufﬂess we learn to mount and climb,
Writing upon the page of time,
In words of joy or pain,
That we've not lived in vain.

The yearning for spiritual wealth q
probably as deep-seated as any craving for
mere material riches, with which the
spirit of our times has been so cften re:
proached. F. G. Scott is among the poews!
who covet earnestly the best gifts. Here!
is his apostrophe of the mighty dead:

So would I live this life’s brief span,,

great dead, i
As ye once lived it, with an iron will.
A heart of steel to conquer, a mind fed
On richest hopes and purposes.

In what Arthur Lockhart calls thi
brief and fitful interlude of the eternak
being there are '

i

Two sovereign moments:
One when we settle down
To save life—worthy of purpose—
One when we grasp the crown. \
And the obstacles to the life-worthy
purpose are indicated in tbese lines of]
James Tucker:

'Tis not outward things that mock amik
taunt thee; 3
All.the world must help thy soul ta&
win;
But yon legioned enemies that daunt theq'
Are the spectres of thy faults within.

But the eoul that longs to live gmatly;,
is not alone in his longing. It is as true
of each of us as of Gilbert Parker that
Since I rose out of child-oblivion, :
I have walked jn a world of many dreams;;
And noble souls beside the shining strea
Of fancy have with beckonings led me on.:

There is-subtle truth in the following
stanza of C. G. D. Roberts, which is full'
of encouragement to the faint-hearted:
Not in perfection dwells the subtle power.
To pierce our mean content, but rather

works
Through incompleteness and the need that,

ll'kﬂ, %
Not in the flower, but effort toward the
flower.

And if any distrust of our innate no-
bility should threaten to invaiidate efforty
we have these splendidly.convincing linos
of Wilfred Campbell’s:

The soul of man,
Which hopes and trembles, suffers and

aspires,

Rebukes his pettier moments, its vast
dreams .

Proclaim our origin high, our destiny

And possibilities limitless like the sea.

We have heard it said a hundred times

that wrongdoing leaves a stain, that a sca

is left even when the wound is healed,
but how seldom are we reminded that our
virtues have a similar adhesiveness. Charles
Heavysege seems to have been among
first to motice it:

For honor hath that cleaving quality,
It stic_:ks upon us, and none may remove

the

it,
by future deeps of
baseness. .

How easy it is to /misjudge people, to-

say that they have done the unworthy
deed because they prefer unworthiness.
How can we estimate the force of tempta-;
tion or the hard struggle of resistance?
Miss Machar truly says that the longings
for the nobler course is often overcome
by

The doing of the thing abhorrent,
Because the lower impulse rose
Resistless as a mountain torrent.

One of Miss Machar’s best sonnets gives
beautiful picture of a life that dwelt in

great thundering cataract!

tosses high

Its crest of snow, ’mid thunders deep and-

dread,

A tiny harebell from its mossy bed
Smiles softly blue to the clear summer

sky, i

And the great, roaring flood that rages

y
In sheets of foam o’er the grey rocks

outspread, i

| against Patrick Calhoun, president of the

= 21 Martin family will enhance its pros-

shot from a revolver discharged by Lewis 5 . p ple to decide what to do. It will be
Smith and that in their opinion the mid|PCrts and still further reduce the|certainly an anomaly to find the
Lewis Smith was suffering ‘at the time|%“"®rS: liquor dealers and the temperance

from an attack of temporary insanity.

TRURD WOOLPICKER
TERRIBLY INJURED

TRURO, March 26.—A young man
named Caleb Joudry, son-of a widow,
whose principal bread winner he was,
lost one hand anc suffered terrible in-
jury to the other, this afternoon in a
wool picker at Stanfield’s factory.
Both hands were drawn into the pick-
er and when removed, it was found
necessary to amputate one of them.
Several dectors ‘and a nurse cared for
the boy during the operation. His
widowed mother is deserving the at-
tention of sympathetic friends.

MORE INDICTMENTS
AGAINST RUEF

San Francisco, Cal. March 26—Three
indictments, each containing three counts

United Railways; Tirey L. Ford, general
counsel for the same corporation, and
Abraham Ruef, former political boss of
San Francisco, secretly voted by the grand
jury last night, were ﬁle‘é with presiding
Judge Sturtevant today.

Shiloh’}

MAINE REPRESENTATIVE RESIGNS

Rockland. Me., March 26.—A sensation
by
the receipt by Governor William 1. Cobb
Charles
resignation
as a member of Congress, to take effect

was caused in political circles here

of a letter from Representative
E. Littlefield, tendering his

on September 30 next.

In the same mail was a communication
Second District
Republican Congressional Committee from

to the chairman of the

CHAULS 51/771[/223

A
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Mr. Littlefield giving as the reason
his resignation a desire to resume

for
his

law practice, which in a large degree he
has been compelled to abandon because
of Nhis legislative duties.

The resigfiation cume as a great sur-
prise to Governor Cobb and to the Re-
presentative’s friends in this district and
was received with much regret.

In his letter to the district chairman
Mr. Littlefield says he felt he ought to
~n~ke his resignation at this time in
order to make it unnecessary for his dis-
trict to be subjected to the expens¢ and
trouble of a special convention and elee-
tion for hie siiccessoy for the unexpired
term.

—fry it on a guar-
gtee of your
ney back if it’
sn’t actually
RE quicks:
an anything you
er tried. Safe to
ke,—nothing in;
to hurt even a
aby. 34 years of |
ccess commend
hiloh’s Cure—
_ B0c.. 81. au

re
)
Copg
angl Cylds
QUICKLY

people voting the same ticket, and
for the same end. The former sure-
1y know what act best suits their in-
terests, the latter should know as
much, if not then the only conclusion
we can come to is that the liquor men
can see further than ihe temperance
people.

SUED ON ACCOUNT
OF FUNERAL SERMON

Reading, Pa., Mar. 26.—The Rev.
Marvin H. Stettler, one of the best
known Lutheran clergymen in Penn-
sylvania was arrested Tuesday after-
ternoon on a charge of slander pre-
ferred by Jeremiah Werner, of Mohn-
sville. This is the sequel of the fun-
eral of Mrs. Werner, his wife, which
took place in St. John’s Lutheran
Church last Sunday.

The Rev. Mr. Stettler preached the
funeral sermon, during which he is
said to have referred to Mr. Werner
as a man with a heart of stone,
showing no signs of grief.
ner alleges that the pastor followed
this up with remarks such as these.

‘“This man- knocked his wife down
so that she fell to the floor, the

not furnish her w:th clothing and
shoes fit to go to church. See him as
he sits unmoved with no feeling in
the presence of the body of his help-
meet.’’

Magistrate Miller issued the war-
rant for the pastor’s arrest, and he
gave $500 bail for a hearing on Eas-
ter Monday. Mr. Werner is twenty-
five years of age and his wife was
twenty three. He said today that he
wanted the case given the widest pub.
!ic!_ty, and he feels that he was un-
justly abused in the presence of fully
five hundred people.

Purse for Wolfville Pastor.

Wolfville, March 26—At a meeting in |
the Baptist church here last night Dr.
A. C. Chute read an address and pre- !

Rev. L. D. Morse, who leaves next week;

Theological Saminary.

o s e i

Mr. Wer- |

week before she was taken ill. He did ;

| poor,

Assemble

But sheds a tender dew upon its head,.

And feeds the freshness of its purity! {

So, seeking heaven ’mid this rude earth,
of ours,

Some éllwell in safety through the roar and
in

Of human passion, as in sheltered bowers,

Growing in beauty ’'mid turmoil and sin, |

Keeping the hue of heaven like the
flowers,

within.

And Gilbert Parker says of a life similar-
1y sheltered: :

Unworthy thoughts
her sight,

And mean deeds creep fo Adarkness from
her gaze.

Those af us, however, who have noy
the delicate soul of the harebell find
that, as Charles 'Mair says, the fight fox
what is pure must be won by pure deeds.
There are times and scenes that make us
peculiarly susceptible ‘o our higher possi-
bilities. One glance at “this brave o’er:
hanging firmament” is a reminder of our
littleness and of our preataess. As Rerpard
says:

Before the noble drama of the skies

The daily farce of living shrinks and dies..
_And Phillips Stewart echoes a mood
common to most of us when night W~
come:

The day is dead. Dear silent day,
What have I done in thy winged hours

that’s worth .
One noble thought?

would die within

The old fashioned idea that man is a
ignoble creature—a worm of the
dust—is finely combated in the follow*
lines:

Ye tempests that sweep from the deep

which the night and the light over-
span,

in splendor and render
praise. of magnificent Man.

the

| In his hands are the sands o! the ager

and gold of unperishing faith,

E(_)n his brow, even now, is the shiring of

wisdom and justice and truth;

sented a purse to the retiring pastor, the | His dower was the power to prevail. cn

the Lion and dragon ke trod,

to take post graduate work at Newton lliis birth was of earth. but he mouats ta

a thros. in the bomom of ¥3od,

Because they keep the scul of heaven ™
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