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CHAPTER XV.
When Greek Meets Greek.

I had plenty of time to meditate upon
the questionable character of my conduct |
and the relative sufficiency of my motive!
for playing the spy in earnest, for I must |
have waited nearly an hour before the|
deep roll of a man’s voice announced the |

arrival of Alexandrov. |

“You are late,” declared Catarina, vex- |
ation and a touch of ehrewishness in her '
tone. “Is this how you keep vour word?”

“Nay, scold not. Yt is vour matter |
which has kept me.” The fellow had a
deep, rich voice, exquisitely modulated, |
and the soft Greek accents rolled from
his tongue like music.

“You btring me news, then?! You
know how the fire burns in me?”

“The fipe which I, Alexandrov, will
quench. gee, I bring you news. Dro-
mach is returning to Vienna. Is not that
enough to brighten your eyes and glad-
den your heart?”

. en?”’ asked Catarina practically.

“T will tell you.” There was a pause,
and I heard a match struck. I was this,
morning at his lodging, at the house of
old Steinberg, that thief of a Jew shoe-]
maker. Ah! do not look like that at me. |
He knows [ am Dromach’s friend. I
went only to buy a pair of shoes, and to
put him in a good humor I let him cheat |
me. And while he cheated me we talk-|
ed. I owed Dromach money, I said. My‘i
money burned in my pocket—you know |
how true that is, beloved—and I wanted |
to pay him before it had all burned
away.”

“Well ?”

“T am to the full as impatient as you,
Catarina, sweetest of women! Do I not
long for my reward by day and dream of
it by night?”

“Tt™¥s-not yet half-earned, Alexandrov.”

“Half-earned! On my soul, but it is!
listen. The old Jew wanted me to give
him the money against Dromach’s return.
|“He wants money, friend Alexandrov,” he
told me. ‘He has written to me for some
{that I hold of his. But no, I-trust no!
posts. He might swear he had never re-,
‘ceived it, and—I shudder to think of it
even—I might have to pay twice over.
,“Come and fetch it, Dromach, my friend,”
‘I wrote him. And come he shall, or nev-
er have it.” And come he must, Cata-
rina. And when I heard it I laughed,
and said to myself: ‘The shoes are dear,
but the news,is cheap. And my Cata-
rina will smile to me in glee.” ™

“When will he come?”

“Today, tomorrow, or two days hence,
or perhaps three. What matters? For
; when he comes”’—and here his tone
changed to ome of fierce earnest—“I will
| take him by the throat, and, holding the
| kpife before his eyes, I will shake the
truth out .of him, and drag him to you
‘that he may repeat it.” -

“Jt will be well—if he comes,” said
Catarina thoughtfully.

“Tf he comes not, then together we will
geek and find him. But why should he
not come? Tell me that, thou lovely
doubter. What word has ever been
- breathed that the case was one of mur-
der? If he did it—mark that ‘if, for I
am not vet persuaded it was his hand
and not that of Provost himself, for all
his cunning tale to thee. But if he did
jt, why should lie go in fear? He fled in
fear, of comrse: ‘twas but natural. But
when he finds no hue and cry raised, his
fear will pass~ Oh, he will come; and I
will drag him to thy feet—I, even Alex-
androv, and claim the sweet reward. You
shall clear vour Provost from the crime,
but you shall keep your oath with me.”

Another proof ‘of her cunning here.
She had not betrayed me even to him,
leaving him to believe only that he was
clearing me from suspicion.

“Do you doubt me? Your tome isthat
of doubt,” she said, after a short pause.

“Beloved, I would as soon—nay, soon-
er—doubt myself.” .

“And ahout the princess, Alexandrov?”

There was a pause.

“Why are you 80 set on knowing?”’ he
asked, with a touch of suspicion in his,
voice. |

Catarina laughed—a hard, mirthless,
unpleasant laugh it was.

“Because I am a woman. Because I
am a Greek. Because it was in her cause
that this was done. Because if I can!
love, o also I can hate. Because I was|
flung out of that great house. Because I
will trust you only so far as you will |
trust me. Take your choice of the rea-
'gons, or take none, as you will, and go
iand leave me to my task alone. But if
' d t trust me—"
| you do not trus
| Bitterly and vehemently spoken, espec-
jally the broken sentence. I could pic-
ture her look as she uttered the unfinish-
ed threat. She knew the man well

“1f 1 tell you—"

“No ‘if’s’ Alexandrov.- Go!” she inter-

' posed ezarply.
1" “But——" He stopped, and I could fill
in the gesture which stopped him.
! “Wood of the Cross, but you are not in
.earnest, Catarina?”’

“There is but one man in all the em-
,pire to whom I have told this secret, and
now, if I know aught of you, I have
done wrong.”

“T¢ is not fair—it is not—"

“Gol” she cried, in a shrill, vehement
voice. “You have deceived me! You,
have lied to me. I' will never see you

again!”’ | off their pedegtals and huddled together | lery.

There was another pause—longer this |
time. !
“] will tell you,” he said then. “But|
remember your oath. You have sworn|
by the Holy One never to let a word
pass your lips. You swear?” |

She took the oath in a firm clear. voice. |

“Jt would ruin everything, and we
should lose the money.” !

The bathos of this drew a smile from
me. But the man was intensely in earn- |
est. In the silence another match was |
struck. Then he laughed. 0

“He is a slippery fox, that Grundelhof; |
but he will not slip me. I trust him as|
much as I trust this smoke to carry me |
to the clouds. Ie found out, though, |
that Provost meant to play false, Cata-|
rima. Mark that. What have 1 always |
said ‘of your Provost?” |

“Have a care, Alexandrov!” Catarina’s!
voice was low and dangerous. |

“Well, I have. And now it is his turn. |
They have put him out of the scheme.
They have other means than using him |
through you to find me the chance. But
he won’t tell me. He is close-lipped now, |
and tells me nothing. He thinks me a |
fool, and forgets I am a Greek. He will |
use me to shield him from suspicion.” He !
je a fox, I say. But it is a small wood |
that holds no more than one fox, Cata-|
rina.” And he laughed with much self-
complacency.

She took no notice of his pauses.

“Se this, angel one. When it is over,
others will want to know things. Then
my turn will come. T shall go to him
'and say, ‘Gentle Austrian, questions are
ibeing asked; Alexandroy is but a poor
man; he was misled into this business,
and his lips will be opened or closed,
lgust as he is paid’ To think of using

‘1 was not even certain of the exact loca-

me, Alexandrov, and toseing me away |
like an olive-stone.” Viciously uttered,i
and right from the heart this threat of
future blackmailing.

“You are no match for him. Don't!
boast, Alexandrov,” she replied quiet]y.:

He fired instantly. She could play on!
his moods with a certain touch. ,

“No match? We shall sce! "You shall |
sce, beloved. I can trust myself. Only|
wait. My part is easily done. I ha\'e;

but to seize the girl and get her out toi

where a swift and silent motor-car |
will be in waiting, and the 1est

i follows. We .take her some distance

from the city—I know mncy where—and |
hand her to those Who seek her.” i

“When will it be?” asked Catarina, for
my benefit, as 1 knew. |

“When the chance comes; I know no!
more. But it must be soon, for the eyes|
of your Provost have to be kept shut |

| meanwhile. It will be at night, of course; :

but I shall not know until ths .» mo-!
ment. The fox does not trusc me. It
know no more, I swear to you by the!
(Cross. Now, will you say I do not trust
you, dear one?” i

The interview lasted some time longer, |
and Catarina plied him with questions.to
test the truth of what he had said; and, |
as his replies bore out his assertion that |
he knew no more, I soon ceased to listen. |

Beyond the confirmation of my surmise[
that the attempt would be made without
my help, I had learned very little, and my |
thoughts fastened on the one point—what |
was the help they were going to obtain |
in my place? * i

It bafed me. I did not know enough
of the people surrounding Normia to be |
able to fix on any one. Stephanie might |
know. I must see her at once, and again |
warn her. All those in attendance on Nor-
mia should be replaced. by others, for it
was clear that we must look for the trai-
tor in that narrow circle.

Normia herself must also be warned; but
how ‘to get to her was another baffling-
puzzle. Moreover, every precaution I urg-
ed Stephanie to take would but make my
own attempt t6 save Normia the more
difficult the instant I was in a position to
make it. The situation grew in difficulty
every time I studied it.

1 was absorbed in these thoughts when
Catarina came back to me.

“You heard everything, monsieur?” she |
asked. She was full of Dromach. “You!
see we have, indeed, found him. You
heard he is returning to Vienna.”

«] wish to Heaven he was back”al-
ready.”

“Patience, monsieur, patience. Your
wish is but as water to hot blood compar-
ed to mine, but I can have patience. A
day or so—a few hours, maybe—and all
will be well. Patience, I say. Meanwhile,
do as you please about other matters.
Don’t tel®me. But remember your pledge
—that Ajexandrov comes to no harm. You
may safely go now.”

I was naturally in a state of the greatest
excitement at what I had heard. We
kfiew even the name of Provost's murder
er, the possession of the weapon could be
traced to him, and his presence mnear the
scene of the crime before and after its
commission could be proved. His arrest
was certain to follow soon, and the in-
stant he was in our hands I should be
able to declare myself; even bzforehand,
if it were necessary. The promise of suc
cess thrilled me with delight.

In my exhilaration I resolved to at-
tempt to get an interview with Normia,
to warm her of the plot against her, and,
if possible, to induce her to make that
submission to the Servian Government I
had already urged.

To get to her would be a matter of |
great difficulty. Stephanie maintained the |
closest watch; the servants in attendance
upon her were spies; and no one was al-
lowed access to her apartments without |
the permission of either Stephanie or
Prince Lepova. That either of them
would grant me such permission was not
to be thought of for a moment.

1f T was to succeed it would have to be
by some kind of a ruse, secretly; or' brib-
ing one of the people about her. My |
difficulties were. all the greater because

tion of the rooms. I knew that they were ‘
comewhere in the right wing of the great |
house, and that the way to them was;
through a pair of doors at the head of the |
chief staircase, where a man was always |
on duty. He knew me, of course, but |
equally of course, he would not let mei
pass.

It was on him that T thought of try-|
iing the effect of a bribe, but better luckl
was with me that afternoon. As I entered
the house he was standing in the hall,
talking to the man in charge. I gave
the latter to understand that I was in a|
hurry to see Stephanie, and running up
the stairs quickly succeeded in getting |
through the folding doors unobserved. .

Fortune was still with me. I found my- |
self in a long, wide picture-gallery, at|
the further end of which was another pair
of tall folding doors, as well as one or two !
other ordinary doors; and the place was
in considerable confusion as the result of
some work which was in progress close to |
the far end. |

Several pictures were down, statues !
were draped, and a number of busts were |

in a corner, covered with dust sheets, and |
all that part of the gallery was ]itteredi
with ladders, workmen’s tools, and the |
general mess that builders know well how
to make. ]

On the instant T ha}la plan. I slipped‘
on a workman’s blouse! snatched up a foot- [
rule and the first tool T coeuld lay my |
hands on, and began to make my observa- |
tions. Tf any one came I could easily have |
a talé ready.

I guessed that the large folding donral
led throngh to Normia’s apartments, and |
1 could pass them safely enough under the |
pretense of seeking some one to get some |
instructions about the work in progress. |

But the nature of the work roused my |
curiosity, and I perceived that it was
probably due to the warning I had given |
Staphanie. Some strong bars were being |
placed on the outside of the windows, and, |
as these casements opened outward, the |
work had to be done both inside and out. |

The men had evidently left work for tha !
day, and the casements had been taken |
out and insecurely replaced for the night, |
and a ladder was in position outside, with |
a small staging on which the work had
baen done.-

I saw at once that if T could only pre-,
vail upon Normia to trust herself to me, !
the position of* things would give me the |
very chance of chances to help her to
escape. Any one could reach the gallery
from the outside with the greatest ease,
and Normia herself could get away by the
same means.

T was chuckling over th> discovery when |
the folding doors, which I reckoned led
to Normia’s apartments opened, and a.
maid servant came out. She was so sur—i
prised at seeing me that she held the
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SHAH’S TROOPS INFLICT GREA . _onut  _[ER -

ON REFORMERS

o

TRosy TWE GRAANIC

| THE #HAH F PERI

Berlin, June 26—News has been receiv-
ed here that the troops of the Shah of
| Persia have stormed and captured the
| parliament buildings in Teheran and that
{ the city was bombarded by artillery. The
| square in front of the parliament build-
! ings is said ‘to be heaped with bodies of
| the glain.

The troops have dragged the reformers,
who had taken refuge in parliament, be-

! fore the Shah. The Shah seemed to be

entire master of the situation.
A despatch to the Lokal Anzeiger from

BEFORE THE DOOR OF IHE . PARIVAMENT. = -

its special correspondent at Teheran
says:

“The disturbances ended in victory for
the Shah’s party, the opposition forces be-
ing entirely dispersed. The hombardment
ceased toward 2 o’clock in the afternoon
and the artillery was partly withdrawn
from the parliament building after that
building had been cleared.

“Some looting continues in the parlia-
mentary quarters, where several houses
were sacked. The dead have not yet been
carried off the streets, and they are lying
everywhere in exposed places. A large
number of persons was wounded.

THE SHAH 2 CQS0ACKS DRAWN UEP FOR ACTION,

£

i

“The artillery fired on the population at
very short range, while from the roofs of
the houses and the mosques the people |
replied with rifles and revolvers. Tonjght!
the Cossacks hold all the squares and |
streets.

“The Shah remained almost entirely
alone during the fighting, only his per-
sonal aids accompanying him. All the
troops - were engaged, and they suffered
losses of more than one hundred dead amd
wounded.

“The European quarter in Teheran is
comparatively quiet.”

doors open lo;g enough for me to see into
the anteroom, which was beyond them.
I was desperately busy measuring
something, and making notes in a little
book, and took no notice of her for a mo-
ment. Then I gave a little start, as if
T had just mesm her, and, guessing that

she was French, bade her good day in her
own language.

It turned out to be a good guess. Her
face brightened instantly. -

“Good day, monsieur. I thought all the
men had gone,” she said.

I smiled, and shrugged my shoulders,
and gestured. v

“Ah! the rascals have an easy time of
it, mademoiselle, but wé foremen have to
work thuch longer. The work must be
measured up, you know,” and I continued
to fool about with the rule.

“How did you know I was French, mon-
sieur?”’ s .

“How do we tell a garden rose from a
mere brier blossom, mademoiselle? Cul-
ture tells. Vienna is not Paris.

“That is pretty. I have not seen you ba-
fore.”

¥“My loss, that,” said I, with a smirk.
“Had T known what a pretty face was
here wou would have seen me, I warrant
yon.”

She tossed her head coquettishly.”

“Would you measure me up as as well
as the work?” she asked, with a smile.

“We have no tape short enough to meas-
ure dainty waists like yours, and no
plumbs long enough to reach the bottom
of such deep eyes,” T replied. seeing that
I could safely lay it on solidly.

“Monsieur! What a flatterer!”

“No. no; nothing but a bachelor. with
a passion for the truth,” T said, making
her an elaborate bow. “But I recognize
beauty when I see it.”

She closed the door and came toward
me:

“You are more polite than your men,
you lknow.”

“The wark has to be done quickly, so
1 sent only women-haters. I wanted their
eyes on the work—not on you, little one.”

She showed her teeth in a laugh of
pleasure, and, starting back, I put my
hand to my eyes, as if dazzled.

“Don’t!” T cried.

“Don’t what?”’

“Don’t show those lovely teeth. T am
a connoisseur of pearls.”

“Monsienr! But you are ridiculous!
Tell me, when will the work be finished?”

“Never, if T had to do it, and you were
to be in and out here. But it ought %o
be finished by the time agreed.”

“There's a lot to do yet.”;

“Not to this window. But there are
the others.”

“Are they all to be done? Then you
will often be here?” And she laughed
again, and made eyes at me, very slyly.
I accepted the implied invitation, and re-
plied that there were spots outside which
were better meeting-places than the gal-

“But T am not allowed ever to go out,
monsieur,” she said, smiling a grimace.

“Cannot the princess spare you?”’ And
I nodded my head in the direction of the
folding doors.

“Ah, she—yes; but the baroness—no.
The ‘dragoness,” we call her.”

This was pretty significant. I answered
flirtatious chat for some minutes, until
ehe asked me at what hour I should re-
turn on the following day.

“The evening would suit me best,” I
said, with a glance at the ladder as a con-
venient means of entrance.

But she shook her head vigorously.

“No, no, no. Not tomorrow evening.
I cannot then. Don't come then on any
account. No, no.” Her exaggerated ges-
tures struck me as singular, but I named
the same time in the a.ternoon.

“Yes,” she agreed readily, and more at
ease. Then, as if to please me, ehe ad-
ded: “And the following day in the even-
ing, if you like,” and slipped away, turn-
ing to kiss her hand to me.

1 attached no particular importance 1o
the incident at the moment, and as soon
as she had disappeared I opened the fold-

| ing doors and went into the anteroom be-

vond. It was empty, and again there was
a choice of doors to perplex me.

I stoode for a second or two in hesita-
tion, and then took my chance at the
nearest. I knocked, and then opened it
with as much confidence as I could as-
sume.

It was a very bad shot. The door led
into a dressing-room, with a bed-room be-
vond, and I was closing it in some con-
fusion when a curtained door farther on
opened, and Normia came out and caught
me in the &gte

in the same vein, and we continued a-

“Monsieur Provost!” ehe exclaimed, in
surprise and manifest indignation.

For the moment I was dumfounded, and
could not find a word to reply.

I shut the door hastily and bowed to
her, looking, no doubt, to the full as con-
fused as I felt to be caught in this way
disguised, and apparently plying my voca-
_tion of epy in her apartments.

CHAPTER XVI.
Double Treachery.

My confusion' at being surprised by
Normia imeethis very equivocal situation
was quickly followed by a feeling of in-
tense exasperation. Kager to help her,
1 seemed fated to take no step which did
not compromise me further in her eyes.

I was highly wrought by the events of
the day, and by thé knowledge that I was
within a few hours'of the time when this
miserable personatfon would end, and I
had a vague feeling: that she ought to pe
able to see through: the wall of misrepre-
sentation that hedged me and recognize
my purpose toward her.

It was utterly unreasonable of me, I
know. The evidence of my scoundrelism
was convincing, and all my actions ap-
peared to confirm it; but my nerves were
out of tone, and her persistent disbelief
irritated me.

1 began to blame her for that which
was fortune’s doing, and 1 found some
difficulty in keeping my rising temper in
check.

sieur,” she said, after a pause. ‘“You are
less adroit than usual in your work, see-
ing that I have caught you.”

“It looks like it to you, no doubt. Butl,
as a matter of fact, I was seeking you,
and, not having been here before, 1 made
a mistake,” I replied testily.

“Never before?’ she repeated, with a
curl of the lip. “Your memory fails you,
monsieur.” An uppleasant way of being
old I was not speaking the truth. Pro-
vost had obviously been there often
enough—to - Catarina, no doubt. “And
why this disguise?”’

“I slipped on this workman’s blouse ¢o
mislead your servants. I did not wish
the baroness to know of my visit.”

She took this for another falsehood, and
I said a little doggedly:

“I know appearances are against me,
and I have no time now to change them.
1 am not here to spy on you, but to warn
you that there is a scheme on foot ‘o
hand you over to your enemies in Servia.”

“Very ingenious, monsieur, but super-
fluous,” she replied, in a tone of ice. “I
have already had warning. More precise
than yours, too, for the name of one of
the principals was given to me.” Her
look said plainly that ehe meant me.

1 began to get' out of hand.

“T see it is no use to attempt to remove
your prejudice,” 1 declared, more doggedly
than before.

“Ah! you understand me, I see. Do
you deny that you have been in league
with others for this very purpose? That
you have had meetings to discuss it, and
that you brought information concerning
it from Belgrade?”

“Of what use is it to deny anything to
you? You take the worse view of every
action ana word of mine,” I cried; and
then I let myself go. “You condemn me
first and eneer at me afterward. You
hold me for a rogue, and every word I
utter for a falsehood. If I were to tell
you that I attended the meetings in order
to get knowledge to enable me to frus-
trate the attempt, you would not believe
me. If I tell you that this story has now
been brought to you to blacken me still
further in your opinion, while at the
same time lulling your suspicions so that
the real attempt inay succeed, you will
hold me no higher than a hypocrite. Let
it pass at that! Persist in believing that
I seck only your ruin, and when you fin.i
my warning true and the other false, you
will at least have the consolation of hav-
ing acted consistently, even at the cost
of diraster. 1 apologize for having thus
tried to warn you!” And with that I
bowed and turned on my heel. -

“Monsieur Provost!”

“Your highness?”” I had reached the
door and paused.

*Do not go like that.”

“And why not? 1 have assured you
more than once that I have no object
but to help and serve you. I know the
risks and dangers you are running. [
know you have cnemies and spies all
about you. I come to warn you, and, 1f
possible, to plan your escape from all this;
and your reply, shown in words, looks,
manner, everything, is that you hold me
for a paltry rogue unworthy of belief, and
worthy of nothing but scorn and con-

| to alienate a friend! But when I learned

“I am not surprised you are silent, mon-!

tempt. When you can judge me less
unfairly I will return—if it be not too
late, indeed.”

To my surprise she fell into a seat near,
and covered her face, apparently in great
agitation. .

My stupid anger ‘passed on the instant,
and I paused in some confusion.

“Have I, indeed wronged you?” she said
brokenly. “Heaven knows I can ill afford
this — 7

“How did you learn it?’ I demanded.

“The baroness told me.”” Her tone was
&0 changed that it appeared as if my out-
burst of temper had done more to per-
suade her of my sincerity than all my for-
mer protestations.

“Did she tell you also that it was I
who had warned her? Why, the — 7 I
stopped abruptly as the door from the
gallery was opened, and we heard Ste-
phanie’s voice, speaking in a tone of anger
and suspicion:—

*“The foreman, you say? Where is he?”

“He is there with the princess, now,
excellency,” answered the maid, and point-
ed to me.

I kept my back to Stephanie. She had
better hear my voice before seeing my
face, as T did not want to have a scene
before the maid.

“I will see that your highness’ wishes
are carried out by my men,” I said to
Normia, with a low bow. Then I turned |
to Stephanie, and bowed to her. “I amN
the foreman, excellency.”

I rather enjoyed the anger that blazed
from her eyes as she returned my look,
and for a moment I thought she would
break out into a tirade. But she restrain-
ed her temper.

“Oh, yes, I remember now; you were to
be here this afternoon. As you have
finished with the princess, come with me,
and I will' give you your instructions,”
and she went to the door again. “I’ll see
your highness when I have finished with
this man,” she added to Normia.

It was a clever move, for I was either
compelled to follow her or make a scene
before the servant. I chose the former,
and went out with her. i

“Shall we discuss it here, excellency?”
I asked, with a grin, as we went through
the gallery. “By the way, I'd better
lpave the owner his blouse.” - And I threw

T . T T

A —

_ou would—" She broke off, and then,}
with a deep sigh, added: ‘“Ah, Guy, you!
are as hard to me as if this love_of mine
for you were a crime.” » )

“Let us look the facts in the face, Ste-|
phanie. I can have no love for you. You!
have forced this engagement as you would !
force the marriage. One cannot love the
hand that holds the scourge.” :

“T will force you to love me yet.”

“More probably you will find the whip
struck from your hand,” I retorted. '

“What do you mean by that?”’ she
cried, quickly and eagerly. !

“There are but two alternatives for
the slave—death or emancipation.” i

The words appeared to create a much
deeper effect than I had anticipated. She '
sat thinking. !

“You little guess the result of those |
words, or you would not have spoken
them,” she cried angrily. Then, reading
the questioning look in my eyes, ehe bit
her lips, as if regretting the speech, and
added: “I mean that our marriage must
take place tomorrow.”

It struck me that this was a rapidly
vamped explanation to cover a meaning
she feared 1 might attach to her words. -

“No; you fixed a week, and to that we'
will keep,” I answered firmly. i

“You think you can venture to refuse?”

“T am sure. You may do what you!
will.” i

“Ag you will, then. One would think it |
was your death instead of your marriage,” !
she said, with a bitter laugh. She gave,
in so readily that my former impression
was strengthened. ;

I rose.

“There are two things I have to say,”
I toid her. “I have heard that the plot
against Normia is to be carried out soon.”

“Normia again! Always Normia!” she|
snapped, almost viciously. “But you need .
not lacerate your tender heart on her!
account.” i

“Is not her safety everything to your|
cause?’ I asked; and added: “I don’t un-i
derstand you.” |

“There is nothing to understand, ex- |
cept that if such an attempt were made |
it would fail. Did you not see that I was|
taking extra precautions?” '

“The other is that— I am no ansassin.!
The prince would have me fight and kill |
Von Epstein. You know the truth, and |
that I will have no hand in it.” |

“You do not believe that ¥ would dream ;
f such a thing!” she cried. indignantly.,
“T have already told the prince.”

“For that I thank you, at any rate.,
The reputation for one murder is more:
than enough without the actual commis-;
sion of another.” And then I left. i

I had been impressed by her manner

(To be continued.) i

CAPT, WHELPLEY 1S
DEAD IN ST, GEORGE

Saturday, July 27.

A message from St. George eays that
Captain H. T. Whelpley of Victoria street,
whose skull was tfractured by a fall down
the hold of the schooner Ruth Robinson |
at St. George yesterday morning, died at .
9 o'ciocx rst night, a few minutes after:
the arrival of his wife who had started to;
drive from here to St. George yaterday|
morning on learning of the accident.!
Capt. Whelpley never -regained conscious-
ness.

He was in his 58th year, the son of Mra.
Hannah D. Whelpley, who lived at Capt.l
Whelpley’s house in Victoria etreet and!
who, at the age of 87, is called on to oul- |
fer o great a shock. Capt. Whelpley’s
father was the late Henr, Whelpley of
Whelpley’s point, Long Reach. Capt.
Whelpley is the first of the children to
die.

He is survived by hie wife, who was
Miss Augusta Williams of the Cedars, ani|
the following children: Mrs. Samuel
Holder of North End, Misses Ethel, Flor-
ence and Vera Whelpley and Harry
Whelpley, at home. There are three
brothers—George A., of 108 Waterloo
street; David, of Adelaide street, and
Warren, of South Boston; also three sia-
ters—Mms. William Henderson, of Ads-
laide street; Mre. Weldon, of North End;
Mrs. Cronk, of Moss Glen, and an adopted
cister, Mrs. Orr, of Sewell street.

Capt. Whelpley enjoyed a wide acguain-
tance in St. John, in other parts of the
province and along the Atlantic coast.|
He had followed the coasting trade for%
many years and was regarded as a ocom-|
petent navigator. He had commanded a |
number of the coasting vessels, large and |
emall, for local and United States ship- |
ping concerns. The .ews of the accident
caused a shock to many friends and the
fatal termination will bring forth ‘many
expressions of sympathy for the bereaved
relatives.

INJUNCTION AGHNST
" HIGHER 1 0.F RATES

Foresters everywhere will be interested
to learn that in Rochester (N. Y.), a

it off.
~ I think she was too furious to reply,
and nothing more was said until we reach- |
ed her own rooms. She was white with |
passion. |
“You will. explain, I suppose?”’ |
“Of course. Am I not your slave great |
empress, your bondsman, your thing, toi
be ordered here, driven there, and bound !
under penalty of the lash to explain every |
act and thought of my life?” And I
laughed, and threw myself jto a chair. |
“Have I not the right/to demand an'
explanation?”’ 5 i
“You are in a furious passion, Stephanie. !
I wish you would let yourself go for a?
few minutes. It would relieve you, and I,
don’t mind.” |
Somewhat td my consternation ehe took !
me at my word, but not in the sense 1 had |
meant. She sat staring at me a moment, |
every muscle tense and set, and then, !
throwing up her hands, she burst into 14t
tempest of tearless sobbing—great choking
sobs, which convulsed and ultimately gx- !
hausted her, until she flung her arms wide |
on the table and laid her he=ad on them, |
trembling and moaning. My dislike of
her amounted almost to hatred, but
could not witness this unmoved. |
“Come, Stephanie,” I said, going to her. !
But she waved me away vehemantly. It
was some time before she regained her |
self-command, and when she raised her|
head 1 saw, to my amazement, that her!
eyes were dry. She had not shed a single |
tear! ;
“I went to Normia to warn her of the |
scheme to hand her over to the Servian
Governmant,” T said, as soon as 1 thought!
she could listen; “and I was in that work-
man’s blouse in order to escape the vigi-
lance of the servants.”
She received this explanation in silence. |
“Had T not better come another time?”:
I asked presently. i
“Xo. I am myself now. But your'
sneers are hard to bear, Guy. You don't!
seem to know how hard. I am ashamed |
of my weakness. 1 keep that generally !
for the night-tim2. T am a fool to let
vou know your power.” T did not reply,
and she added: “You need not have warn- |
ed her. T had done that already.” |
“You told her I was concerned in it,
100.” I reminded her. !
“T wished to sat her against you—that’s |
why. I ¢ke had not come between us

temporary injunction has been granted
by Justice G. A. Benson, restraining the
Supreme Court of the’ Independent Or-
der of Foresters from increasing its in-
surance rates pending the action brought
on that point by Henry J. Simmolink of!
Rochester. The matter of increasing the
rates for insurance in this fraternal or-
der was taken up at the convention in
Toronto last week. Under the present
order it will be impossible to put the in-|
crease into effect. !

Dr. T. Milliman, of Toronto, supreme |
court physician, speaking of the Roches-

ter action said:— f

“So far as I know this is the first in-!
timation we have received of anything of
that. kind, it is pretty early for injunc-;
tions, since the order does not go inte!
effect until October 1. We have a large!
membership in New York State. Of;
course we had expected some such act-.
jons, but judging from the experience of
other fraternal societies, it will not |

| amount to much.” |

SUN WAS IN PARTIL
ECLIPSE ON SUNDAY

Greatest Phase About 12,30 O'Ciock,%
When Sol Was Half Hidden.

St. John people were treated to an-
other phehomenon yesterday when the
gun was in partial eclipse. Those who
were unaware that the ecalendar had

{ promised this for June 28 thought that'
| the brightnees of the morning sunshine!

was, about 11.30 o'clock, giving way to
a coming rain storm, for ike sky began .
to darken. i
The sun was then passing into the
shade and the greatest phase was mnot,
reached until about 12.30, when it!
was half hidden. By 2 o'clock Mr. 8ol:
was again seen again in full glory. !
> |
Summer milk by the brick can now be:
bought in both Denmark and Belgium. The|
Belgian government has given a yearly sub- |
sidy of about $50,000 to. increase the trade.
In Copenhager a firm engaged in this busi-
ness makes a weekly delivery of 300,000
pounds, and a great deal & this goes to dis-
b e 8 i i

tagt countries,

FLORENCENILLE
CONSOLIDATED
SCHOOL CLOSAG

Florenceville, June 27.—Mrs. Kimball, of
Bridgewater, Me., is visiting her parents,
Mr. and Mms. Charles Boyer..

John McCain, of Matawamkeag, Me., is
a guest of Thomas McCain.

Miss Bessie McNair and John McNair,
of Arthurette, are here attending the
closing exercises of the Consolidated
School.

The closing exercises of Florenceville
Consolidated School were held yesterday.
The weather was ail that could bz desir-

'ed and the day's programme was ¢arric

out to the satisfaction of all concerned.

From 930 to 11.30 a. m. the examina-
tion in the ordinary subjects went on in
the whole school. In the advanced de-
partment the pupils were examined on
the usual work of the year and showed
plainly that their grasp of the subjects
was wide and de2p.

The pupils of the first and second in-
termediate departments were similarly ex-
amined and by their ready answers it
could be secen that their time duringsébe

: last year had been well spent. A number
! of recitations were given by the pupils

which were much enjoyed by the visitors. ’
The usual morning programma was follow .
ed in the primary department until.1l
o'clock after which came a period of en--
tertainment  consisting of recitations,|
songs, finger plays, etc., which were givens
by the children.
School was dismissed at 11.30. :
In the afternoon members from all the;
grades, from I to XI, repaired to the:
school garden. The garden was found to’
be in an excellent condition and the pupils
interested and zealous in the work at the
same time maintaining good order and dis-
cipline. The grounds are laid out in plots
8 feet by ten feet with an experimental-
part where selected and unselected seeds
have been planted for test purposes.
Principal Squires has charge of this work.
The Household Science examination took

‘ place at 2 o'clock. Fruit salad was served

to the visitors in dainty orange baskets
and samples of the sewing done by both
the advanced and intermediate depart-.
ments were on exhibition. Those present
expressed themselves as greatly pleased
with the work seen in this department.
Miss Jean Patterson, of Truro, N. S., has
charge of the primary and household
science departments and everyone is pleas-
ed to know she intends to remain next
term.

From 2 p. m. to 3 p. m. an examina-
tion was also held in the manual training
and woodworking room. A number of
boys from grades VI to X were at work
at their benches making paper knives,
necktie boards, etc. Models made during
the term were on exhibition and the boys
received many words of praise from the
numerous visitors on the character of the
work shown.

Miss Margaret Pickle, of Hampton, N.
B.,+has been a teacher in the second inter-
mediate and Sloyd departments for the
last two years. Her work has been of a
very high order and regrets are heard on
every hand that she is severing her con-
nection with the school at the end of the
present terth. i

At three o school assembled
the different rooms and from these marc
ed to the Assembly Hall. After a *
remarks by the principal, Miss Gr.
Bell, of the first intermediate departm
stepped forward and presented Miss Ne
Harmon, one of the retiring instructors, .
with a handsome travelling companion, ac-

' companied by an appropriate address.

Then Miss Eva Hatheway, of thé seconfl
intermediate room presented Miss Mar-
garet Pickle with a beautiful bevelled-
edged mirror. :

Miss Harmon is leaving to take a course
at the U. N. B, much to the regret of
both pupils and parents.

At 8 o'clock in the evening the publia
graduating exerciees were held in the As-
eembly Hall. The hall was tastefully dec-
orated with flowers and the ®chool col-
ors, gold and blue. Long before the time
for opening had arrived every.chair was
filled and all available standing space
taken. Prin. Squires very gracefully fill- *
ed the chair. At a given signal Edith
McCain took her place at the piano and
played a march while the graduating
class marched into ‘their places.

The following programme was then car-
ried out:—

Chorus—Birds of the Springtime.

Prayer.

Piano Duet—Silvery Echoes,” Misses
Harmon and Patterson.

Class History—Leland Kennedy.

Reading — The Whistling Regiment,
Georgie Deakin.

Vocal Solo—The Road to Yesterday,
Hazel McCain.

Oration—Hollis Fiske.

Piano Solo—Miss Edith McCain.

(Class Prophecy—Ada McNair.

Vocal BSolo—Flight of Ages, Hattie
Pierce.

Address to Graduates—Hon. J. K.
Flemming, M.P.P. .

Ladies Quartette—Misses Pierce, Me-
Cain, Harmon and Patterson.

Valedictory—Stanley Clarke.

Graduating Chorus. :

At the conclusion of the chorus, Hedley
Jewett came to the ‘front and in the
name of the advanced department pres-
ented Prin. Squires with a complete set
of Browning’s works bound in leather
and gold. The gift was accompanied by
an address expressi the esteem in

{ which Mr. Squires is held by his pupils.

Mr. Squires responded in a very pleasing ™
specch and alse gave the graduating class
some excellent advice.

Mr. Squires ocas'been Principal of Flog-
enceville Consolidated School ever since
its opening and through his untiring ef-
forts he has made it one - of the best
schools in the Province. He is leaving to
take a course at Harvard University.

Before the meeting closed Mr. Flem-
ming arose and said he would give a
prize of $5 to the boy or girl of the next
graduating class who wrote the best es-
say on ‘“The Events Leading to Confed-
eration.”

The meeting closed with the National
Anthem.

The graduating class were as follows:—

! Hollis Johnston McFiske, Btuart McLeod
Fiske, Ieland Elijah Xennedy, Edna *

Janett Peamson, Rose Anna Perley, Dora

| Btella Clarke, Muriel Wells McCair,

Stanley Killam Clarke, Hedley, ¥Franklin
Jewett, Andrew William Shaw, Ge¢ '~
Ena Deakin, Lillilan Grace - Shaw, Ada
Gwendolen McNair, Lottic Pearl Long,
(Cassie Mabel Smalley, - Hughina A, Me-
Cain, Earle Augustus Ross. "

St. Stephen Man Graduates

Kingston, Ont.. June 22 (Special).—
Among the graduates of the Royal Mili-
tary College, is W. T. MacFarlane, of St.
Stephen, N. B.

A COY. YOUNG THING

The following adverticement recently ap-
peared: ‘‘Being aware that it is indelicate
to advertise for a husband. 1 refrain. from
r0 doing; but if any gentlemen &hould be
inclined to advertise for a wife, 1 will an-
swer the advertisement without delay. X
am young, am domesticated ,snd conside,
:s.d ladylike. .Apply,” etc.—Phlliprines Goe='




