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The sun had just disappeared beneath 
the Western horizon, and the shades cf|mcnts Jct- 
evening were fast closing in upon the 
peaceful Garden City, Chicago, some 
six months subsequent to the time that 
the great conflagration had raged with 
demoniac fury through it.

Near the southern borders of that por 
tion now known as the ‘ Burnt District,’ 
stood a stately, marble-front mansion, 
surrounded by a garden covered with 
the greenest of grass, and beds of gay- 
colored flowers, that filled the air with 
their sweet perfume.

Seated near an open window, in one of 
the front rooms of this dwelling, was a 
young girl. Apparently not more than 
nineteen years of age, she was as beauti­
ful a creature as it is seldom the 
fortune of one to meet. Her figure was 
well rounded and exquisitely outlined.
Face oval ; skin soft and white ; eyes of 
the deepest sky-blue, large, and lustrous 
in their light; hair dark-brown, long, 
and hanging over her shoulders in a flos­
sy cloud.

She was not the only occupant of the 
room, for a young man, dressed in the

me add that, before tins month is out, 
my wife you will be, or never leave the 
altar as another man’s. Good-day, 
haughty one.

Clarence turned to leave, but a heavy 
hand clutched him by the shoulder just 
then, and stayed him, while a deep voice 
said,—

Don't be in a hurry, Marstow, your 
presence will be needed here a few mo-

•he will do something terri-

Chapter II.

The hand that stayed the departure 
of Clarence Marstow belonged to a man 
of some five-and-twenty years of 
He was superbly handsome, with 
lar, clearly-defined features, bronzed 
somewhat from frequent exposure to the 

rays ; steel-blue eyes ; jet-black

age. 
regu-

Well, he may attempt to carry out 
these threats.

Yes he may, returned Rolston, 
thougtfully ; but have no fear, Laura ; 
if he tries to injure you in any way 
whatever, I will call him to a strict ac­
count for it.

But you
ble to you, I am afraid.

I will keep a sharp lookout for my­
self, so have no fear on that score, darl- 
ino*

Although Rolston spoke confidently, 
yet a strange presentiment of coming 
evil was tugging at his heart-strings—a 
presentiment that, the rest of that even­
ing, and for many days afterward, de­
pressed him heavily.

a high, intellectual 
well-knit

hair and mustache 
forehead, and a compact, 
ere.

Marstow turned angrily to him.
Take your hand off my shoulder in­

stantly ! he said, sharply.
Not just yet, returned the other, 

coolly.
Howard ! exclaimed Laura Prescott, 

recognizing the intruder.

Chapter III.
The night of the fifth day following 

the incidents narrated in our proceeding 
chapter, was a dark and gloomy one. 
The thick, heavy clouds hung low, 
threatening every moment to burst forth 
in a torrent of rain, and the lightning 
shot forth vivid streaks of light in the 
distant horizon.

In the west entrance of the "Washing 
ton Street tunnel crouched the dark fig­
ure of a man. He was evidently lying 

Yes, Laura, tis I, said the youngj]n wait for some person, for, at different

It was the morning following the duel 
between Mark Winters and Clarence 
Marstow, and the gentleman, sauntering 
along the river-bank, had just stumbled 
upon the corpse. Almost at the same 
moment in which he had made the dis-

crossing

height of fashion, and rather handsome 
both in feature and form, kept her com­
pany. She did not seem to care much 
for his presence, however, but sat gaz­
ing out of. the window, with as calm and 
indifferent air as though he were miles 
away. The man, on his part, was 
watching her keenly ; a dark frown on 
his face, an evil glitter in his eyes.

At length he spoke.
- Laura !

The girl turned.
Miss Prescott, if you please, she said
The man bit his lip in anger.
Do you not include me m your circle 

of friends ? he asked.
No, sir.
Sharp and decisive was the girl's an­

swer.
And why ?
Do you really wish to know ?
Yes, .
Well, then, you shall. It is because 

you are a gambler and a villian
Clarence Marstow bounded to his 

feet. His face was purple with rage.
By Heavens, girl! he hissed, were 

you a man and used those words to me, 
your life would not be worth a six­
pence.

I presume not, was the girl’s scornful 
rejoinder ; men of your class scarcely 
hesitate to commit murder.

Marstow glared savagely at the bold, 
out-spoken maiden for a moment; then, 
■with a laugh, slid down into his chair.

Poh ! he exclaimed, impatiently. I 
was a fool to get4angry at your words ; 
you evidently do not know what you are 
talking about.

man. casting a loving look at the girl.
Loose your hold of me, Rolston, I say, 

repeated Marstow, raising his arm and 
making a pass at the one who held him.

But Howard easily warded off the 
blow ; then, with a jerk, he brought
Clarence into the room, closed and lock­
ed the door.

What do you want with me ? demand­
ed Marstow, savagely.

You’ll learn in a moment, was the 
cool reply ; and Roll 
the reluctant young man to the window, 
where Laura Prescott was sitting.

The girl looked on these proceedings 
in surprise, but said nothing.

There, said Howard, as he halted and 
pushed the discomfitted M arstow for 
ward to the side of Laura. Now, then, 
Mr. Clarence Marstow, who takes the 
liberty, when a lady is alone, to enter her 
room and grossly insult her, get down on 
your knees and beg her pardon.

The other uttered a frightful oath, 
and started back.

Tush ! remonstrated Rolston, giving 
him a gentle shake ; do not use such 
language in the presence of a lady, but 
do as I tell you.

I’ll die first ! said the captive, deter­
minedly.

No you won’t; you’ll do as Ibid you, 
returned Rolston, his fingers beginning 
to painfully compress the young man’s 
throat.

You’ll repent this outrage, foamed

some person, 
intervals, he would peer cautiously out 
of the mouth of the tunnel, and mut­
ter,—

’Tis midnight, and he is not in sight 
yet. Perdition ! How much 
must I wait ?

Then to the ears of the watcher came 
the faint tread of approaching footsteps. 
Peering out of his covert, he saw the 
dim outline of a man coming down the 
street toward his retreat.

O
longer

covery, two policemen were 
Canal Street near the tunnel, and he had 
called to them.

The officers at once came hurrying 
up.

What’s the matter ? Robbery ? both 
asked, in a breath.

Don’t you sec, replied the stranger, 
pointing to the body at his feet 
man has been murdered.

By Jove ! that’s so ! ejaculated one of 
the officers, as he knelt beside the corpse, 
and placed his hand on his breast. And 
he’s hardly cold yet. He 
been killed between eleven and twelve 
o’clock last night.

Good Heaves ! exclaimed the stranger, 
suddenly, bending down and closely 
scrutinizing the features of the dead 
man.

What's wrong ? asked one of the po­
licemen.

I know this man ; it is Clarence Mar­
stow.

Was he a friend of yours?
No ; but I knew him slightly. Poor 

fellow ! he’s gone at last.
Well, we’ve got to get him up to the 

station, said one of the officers.* You 
stay here Tom, while I go in search of 
an expressman, adding this to his bro­
ther policeman.

The officer started off. Scarcely was 
he out of sight, when another ejaculation 
from the stranger drew the attention of 
the “ blue coat” who had remained near

The sergeant immediately stepped for­
ward, and, laying his hand on Rolston’» 
shoulder said, in a firm tone,—

Howard Rolston, you are my prisoner, 
Your prisoner? ejaculated the young 

man, in surprise. What do } ou mean ?
I mean that I arrest you for the mur­

der of Clarence Marstow.
Heavens ! is Marstow murdered ? ask­

ed Rolston, starting back, shocked at 
the news.

Exactly ; aud you are his murderer, 
there is reason to believe.

That's absurb, said the young man, 
This impatiently ; a charge with no founda­

tion.
I think there is a foundation to thia 

charge, said Cyril Chapman, since a 
knife with your name engraved upon it,

now then for my plan of action, 
descends the steps, I will spring upon 
him, gag him, aud then drive him to the 
bank of the river, where we will have a 
private duel.

The footsteps of the approaching man 
sounded louder and more distinct. He 
was near at hand. The watcher braced 
himself for the coming struggle, and, 
crouching down lower to the ground, 
clutched in one hand a long, murderous 
looking knife, and in the other, a hand­
kerchief.

The dark form of the man appeared 
at the mouth of the tunnel, then began 
slowly to descend the stone steps leading 
into the underground passage. He had 
put his foot on the last step, when a 
hand suddenly grasped him by the 
throat; another thrust a handkerchief 
into his mouth, and a deep voice hissed 
in his ear,—

I hold a knife at your breast, Clarence 
Marstow, and the least attempt to escape,

, .. .him. He saw him stoop and pick some-
Thatmust be him, lie muttered; and Up fr0m the ground, behind the

^ ul b0(jy 0f the dead man.
Hallo ! he said. What have you 

found ?
A knife—the one that killed Marstow, 

was the reply ; and—ah ! there is a name 
on the back of the blade. It is Howard 
Rolston ! Heavens ! can he be the mur­
derer ?

He may be. But you act as though 
you knew him.

I do.
What sort of man is he ?
Well, I always thought him good 

enough ; but he has a hot, uncontrollable 
temper. —I

Was he acquainted with this Clarence 
Marstow?

He was.

must have and covered with blood, was found by 
the side of the murdered man.

A knife with.my name on it! ejaculat­
ed Rolston. You must be mistaken, for 
I never owned such a thing.

Wc are at liberty to believe that or 
not, said Chapman, dryly. However, 
he added, be so kind as to explain how 
these blood stains happen to be on your 
shirt.

That I cannot do, said Howard, 1 
am as much surprised to see them as 
you are.

The officers and Chapman exchanged 
glances. It was evident that they did 
not believe the young man.

Come, sir, said the sergeant, at length, 
stepping forward. We’ve spent much 
more time talking with you now than 
we should. You must go with us. May­
be you’re innoeent of Marstow’s murder, 
but. if you are, you’ll have to prove it 
in a court of justice.

He took from his pocket a pair of 
handcuffs, as he finished speaking, and 
slipped them over the young man’s 
wrists. Then the whole party left the 
house, and started for the police sta­
tion, where, upon arriving, Rolston was 
lock-up in a cell.

His feelings were of the bitterest kind,

Ay, but I do, returned Laura, firmly 
and, what’s more, know that 1 speak the 
truth.

Marstow laughed.
Some nerson has been whispering 

slanders into your ears about me, he
said.

No ; some person has not. I kno^v 
you of old, Clarence Marstow—know 
you to be just what I said you were ; 
and let me add that, at least, you have 
proved yourself no gentleman this day 
You come to me and offer me your love, 
when you are aware that I am betroth­
ed to another.

I swear that—
Do not add a falsehood to your con^ 

temtable act,, interrupted the girl ; and 
she continued : Then, to move my 
heart, you said that father approves of 
your suit.

He does.
Then it is because he docs not know 

you as I do, which he soon shall. But 
enough of this. I have endured your 
presence longer than I should. My ac 
tions. some time since, bade you go, but 
as you did not heed them, I will now 
say, in plain words—leave this house 
immediately.

Imperious the look, imperious the 
command of the beautiful girl, as she 
drew herself up to her full height, and 
pointed to the open door.

^Marstow rose to his feet, and walked 
across the room to the door ; then, turn­
ing, he said, in a sneering tone,—

I obey your order, pretty one ; but, 
before I take my departure, allow me to 
inform you that I take it for granted 
that your lover, Howard Rolston, is the 
man who insinuated that I am a gam­
bler, blackleg and villian ; and let him 
beware ! I will be revenged upon him, 
if it costs me my life, Still further, let

Marstow, struggling to escape from thejon your part, will cause me to plunge it
to the hilt into your black heart !

The threats had the desired effect. 
The prisoner at once ceased the strug­
gles he had begun, and became as quiet 
and submissive as a lamb.

Now, then, start straight for the river, 
commanded the captor. Move, he con­
tinued. as the other hesitated, or I’ll 
drive this steel into you.

Thus compelled, the captive walked 
up the steps, and moved in the direction 
of the river, the other following close to 
his heels.

Arrived at the river-bank, both men

vice-like grip that held him.
Outrage ! Why, you cowardly vil­

lian, if you had some men to deal with, 
you would hardly leave this room alive. 
But, once lor all, continued Rolston, 
sternly, will you beg this lady's pardon 
for the threats you offered her a few 
minutes since, or will we adjourn to the 
barn, and—well, you know what will 
happen there. So, now, down on your 
knees and comply with my request.

Clarence demured, but a few remind­
ers from the thumb of his captor indue 
ed him to obey the command, which he 
did in low, sullen tones.

There that is all I want with you— 
you can go now, said Howard, loosening 
his hold of the prisoner.

The young man slowly rose to his 
feet, his face couvulsed with rage. He 
walked silently to the door, then, turn­
ing, he addressed Rolston in a low tone 
of fierce meaning.

By that one act you have made me 
your enemy for life. I’ll have revenge 
for it—a deep and bitter revenge !

He shook his clenched hand at the two 
lovers, and then withdrew.

Rolston turned to Laura Prescott,
My love, my ange! ! he said, clasping 

her in his arms, and showering a dozen 
passionate kisses on her red lips. I ar­
rived just in time to hear the last of that 
villian’s threats to you. said the young 
man, as he sat down on the sofa.

He is indeed a villian, and, though 1 
hardly approve of your compelling him 
to beg my pardon, I think his punish­
ment was just.

And Laura smiled. She was proud 
of her bold, fearless, yet noble-hearted 
lover. But then, as the threats of Clar- 
ance Marstow occured to her, she turned 
pale. She knew the man’s nature; knew 
his to be a wild, uncontrollable temper, 
while he was as unrelenting and merci­
less as a savage.

0 Howard ! she cried, impulsively.
I wish you had let Marstow depart 
peace.

Why? inquired the young 
surprise.

You know he threatened us ?
Yea.

in

man, in

paused. The captor tore the gag from 
the mouth of the prisoner, and said to 
him,—

Clarence Marstow, look into my face 
and see if you recognize me.

The other bent forward and closely 
scrutinized the features of the man be­
fore him, then started back as if shot ex­
claiming,—

My God ! r Mark Winters !
Yes. was the stern reply, Mark Win­

ters, the man whose wife you so cruelly 
wronged four years ago,

T is false ! I never wronged your 
wife.

You did ! retorted the other fiercely. 
You did, and you know it. You did 
more, too ; you caused her death, for, 
poor thing, she is dead now. Murderer, 
either your race or mine is run. One of 
us dies to-night.

What do you mean ? asked Marstow, 
his face blanching.

I mean that you and 1 will fight a 
duel. I have two weapons for that pur 
pose—they are bowie-kinves. Here they 
are. Choose one.

Mechanically Marstow took the offer, 
ed weapon, and then both men prepared 
for battle. The conflict was long and 
terrible. At its close, only one man left 
the river’s bank. The other was dead.

Were they friends?
No ; enemies, I believe.
Ah!
The policeman was thoughtful.
The finding of this knife, with Rol- 

ston's name on it, makes it appear as 
though he killed Clarence Marstow. or 
had a hand in it, for there may be more 
than one man who helped to commit this 
crime, said the stranger. Don't you 
think a warrant should be issued for his 
arrest ?

Yes, returned the officer, promptly, j 
Do you know the number of this llol- 
ston’s residence ?

I do ; it is — State Street.
The return of the other officer at this 

moment, with an expressman and wagon, 
put an end to the conversation. The 
murdered man was placed in the wagon ; 
the two policemen and the stranger, who, 
now on being asked his name, gave it as 
Cyril Chapman, jumped in, and* the 
driver started for the station. Arrived, 
the corpse was conveyed into a room, and 
a messenger dispatched for the coroner.

Chapter IV.
Here police ! This outcry came from 

a tall, well-dressed gentleman, with great, 
bushy side-whiskers and heavy mustache 
who was standing on the bank of the 
Chicago River, beside the dead body of 
a man lying in a little pool of blood.

While he was gone, Cyril Chapman 
drew the captain of the police aside, and 
talked earnestly with him a few mo­
ments. The result of this conversatson 
was the issuing of a warrant for the ar­
rest of Howard Rolston, and a sergeant, 
a policeman, and Chapman, started for 
Rolston’s residence to make the arrest

Chapter V.
The sun was shining through the win­

dows of Howard Rolston’s room when he 
awoke on this particular morning. He 
yawned heavily, turned over, and glanc­
ed at the clock on the mantel-piece 

Seven o’clock ! he muttered, as he 
sprang up and began dressing. I must 
hurry, or I will be late to work. We 
poor must toil for our bread while the 
rich live in luxury and case. Well, I’m 
content, and would not exchange places 
with many of these wealthy people, who, 
I'll wager, are not as happy as I, with 
the love of my own darling La—Good 
Heavens !

This abrupt exclamation was called 
forth by the discovery of several large 
stains of blood on the bosom and sleeves 
of his shirt. While he was conjecturing 
as to how they had come there, a loud 
knock on the door drew his attention 
hither. Hastily finishing his toilet, he 
opened it, and saw, to his astonishment, 
the two police officers and Cyril Chap- 

linan, who had come to make his arrest.

knowing, as he did, that he was inno­
cent of the crime of which he was accus­
ed, yet doubting whether he could prove 
his innocence. Alas, poor fellow ! ho 
was in the toils of some person who was 
seeking his life, and who had chosen this 
way to take it. That persoa was doubt­
less the real murderer.

Chapter VI.
Laura Prescott was sitting in her 

room, by the window, idly drumming on 
the piano, and thinking of her lover, 
Howard Rolston, when her father enter­
ed in great excitement.

Laura, he said, dropping into a chair, 
and wiping the prespiration from his 
brow. I have bad news for you.

Bad news ! exclaimed the girl, in as­
tonishment.

Clarence Marstow was murdered last 
night,

Murdered, father ?
Yes, poor fellow ! he has gone to hi» 

last account.
And who is the murderer ?
Well, that is hardly known for cer­

tainty; but the person arrested for the 
crime is—

Prescott hesitated about speaking the 
name, for fear it might come too sud­
denly on his daughter.

Is whom ? asked Laura, as a wild sus­
picion shot through her brain.

Can you bear to hear ?
Yes, yes—better than this suspense. 
Well, then, it is Howard Rolston.
The girl uttered a piercing scream ; 

clasped her hands to her brow ; tottered 
to her feet; reeled, and fell forward into 
her father’s arms, a dead weight.

The old man bore her carefully to the 
sofa, and laid here thereon ; then seiz­
ing a goblet of water, he began bathing 
her temples.

[CONCLUDED IN OUR NEXT.]

THE STAR
AND CONCEPTION BAY SEMI­

WEEKLY ADVERTISER,
Is printed and published by the Proprie­

tors, Alexander A. Parsons and Wil­
liam R. Squarey, at their Office, (op­
posite the premises of Capt. D. Green, 
Water Street, Harbor Grace, Newfound­
land.

Price of Subscription—Three Dollars per 
annum, payable half-yearly. 

Advertisements inserted on the most 
liberalterms, viz. :—Per square of seven­
teen lines, for first insertion, $1 ; each 
continuation 25 cents.

Book and Job Printing executed in » 
manner calculated to afford the utmost 
satisfaction.

A GENTS.
Carbonbar..................Mr. J. Foote.
Brig us..........................  u W. Horwood.
Bay Roberts..................  u R. Simpson.
He arts Content........ u C. Rendell.
Trinity Harbor......... “ B. Miller.
New Harbor..................  “
St. Pierre, Miquelon u

J. Miller. 
H.J. Watts.

Volu

D
S.| M
1 2 1
8 9 \
15 16
22 23
29 O 1 1 ; OU
* « i • •

^RESl

just Re]

Fresh (
Spice

P1

Strawbt
Symi

Brainbl

ter opp
W. RO: 

Sept. 17.1

H

Pictur

221 VJ

One do<j
ter

and mj 
St. Johd

Catalina...................... “ Jno.Edgecembe.
M«


