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CHAPTER VI—(Continued)

E HAD but newly
returned - to Stor-
mont after a few
days absence.
"Having been as-
sured that there
was no cause for
anxiety in his
cousin's condition,
instinct bade ~him
leave parents and
child alone . to-
gether. The “busi-
ness” which. he
pleaded as a rea-
son for- departure
was DO mere pre-
text, as that hard-

worked word frequently is, but he
experienced a most unusual difficulty
in giving his mind to it, and hisTagent
found his employer very pre-occupiéed
and indifferent. Possibly the young
man found his state of mind somewhat
puzzling to himself. He had been en-
gaged to marry his cousin; therefore,
of course, he loved her, he would have
said, if he had ever thought about the

matter; but he had been quite content
when separated from her, and in Nor-
way. before the terrible news came,
gad in truth thought very little about
- her.

But now Isobel’s face when she had
ralsed her head from his shoulder,
isobel’'s look when her eyes had met
his, haunted him, and brought back that
strange tumult of the blood, that thriil
¢nd jar through all his being, és of sume
new force ceming into play which un-
1il that night had been unknown to him.

From the sheltered .outh terrace the
Jtalian garden, with its formal beds, its
quaintly trimmed shrubs, its fountains
and wurns and statues, sioped down te
the river, which sparkled by, broad and
swift and shallow, a contrast from the
black, sullen depths of the Alder Pool.
Here, when there was sunlight at =all,
it seémed to linger, and to heighten the
vlien, exotic charm of the old-world
garden, which on this placid, trangul
nutuomn afternoon seemed steeped in
slumbrous peace.

At the farther ena of the terrace
gome warm-lined rugs were spread, and
& basket chair or two, heaped Wwith
cushions, stood suggestively about.
Conyers glanced at them first, expect-
ing to see a slim, languid ngure re-
clining in one, buft they were empld
and Isobel was standing straight an
tall beside the mossy balustrade, and,
with her head turned away, was gazing
out across the river,

Some slight sound broke her dream.
She tugned, a2nd stood for a second like
some startled sylvan -ereature - poised
for instant flight, then the gray eyes,
clear as sunlit water, met his, As there
flashed into them a quick radiance as of
fulfilled expectancy, the ‘young man's
eves were opened, and he knew—knew
what that vague, sweet turmoil of un-
rest had meant, for now he knew what
love meant. Now he knew_ that he
loved this girl, who was no longer his
little cousin, to be cherished with a
placid kindliness, but a young divinity
newly revealed, and claiming his hom-
age, a claim which soul and spirit and
body to the inmost fiber recognized as
just and right, and rose up joyfully lo
greet. He had been blind—now he saw!

In that strange, sweet delirium of the
spirit and the senses Basil had much
ado not to claim his former rights—
rights which had never yet been waiv-
ed—and take her in his arms then and
there as his promised wife; .but true
jove is reverent, and now he stood in
awe before the girl whom he . had
known all his life, but whom today he
seeméd to be seeing for the first time.
Good God! how had he been so blind—
so dull—so dead! Was he the same
man—was this the same woman? No,
whether he realized it yet or not, it
was not the old easy-going, light-heart-
ed Basil Conyers who made a hasty
step forward and exclaimed in a shaken
voice:

“You know me, Isobel?”

*“You must be my cousin, Basil I
think; but I do know you—I have seen
you before.”

‘“Where? When?' cried Basil. Had
the sudden sight of him really awaken-
ed that sleeping memory?

“I know now that it was_your face I
saw first of all, before even I s%;w my:
mother's,” said Isobel, shyly.
iike waking and falling asléep again,
or a sudden, vivid dream. I saw the
hall quite plalnly. I knew it agaln as
soon us 1 saw it afterward; thend saw
you; you were bending over me—you
did not sf)eak but my mother did, and
then it all vanished again.’

As she spoke the sweet young blood
camé and went in her face like the
aerial chase of sun and shadow.

*“But it. has all come back again—
come to stay—and I—I am here, too,
said Conyers, with the blundering com-
monplace and the constrained laugh in
which overcharged feeling often finds
relief. “But is that all you remember
~think?*~forgetting caution and smil
ing into her eyes.

The light left them as the sun-glint
vanlshes from rippling water,

“Oh, don’t askime: to think,” she said,
almost piteously. *“No, there" is noth-
ing. It is as if my life had begun that
moment when I opened my e{ea in the
hnll It is liké being born quite grown-
up,” trying to smile again, ‘‘or a blind
man having his eyes opened, only the
blind man would have heard of the
wonderful world, and have sighed for it
and for dear faces for years; buf I-—I
awoke at once to this!” with a swift
“rejoicing glance which took in the glow-
ing garden, the silvery stream, the gu-
tumn glories of the woods, the golden
brown of the moors, and the faint, far
blue of the sky. m_these radiant
heights her eyes fell to his again, and
the shadow deepened. "Bomotlmel 1
do feel as if there were -omethlng
yond—something in the darknegs,’ lhe
said almost in a whisper,

“No, ng, you must not think that,”
broke in Basil, dreading some question
and cunmg lus folly in Jeading to it.
*'Think of the sunshine only—please
there may be no shadow over it for you
again, but for myself”—trying after a
lighter tone, while all the time he was
thinking that y Stormont was right

hat this was a mneéw Isobel, indeed.
Vhen would she have spoken thus free-
1y, showed such radiant joy?—‘for my-
eself," I ought to be thankful that you
don’t remember me as a schoolboy,
when, no doubt, I was a tiresome littie
beast—as all boys are, and that all that
¥ycu know of me—""

1 know at least that you saved m
life,” said Isobel, with a simplicity whic
held a certain solemnity—*sav it for
this'’—agaln with that revelin
toward the wide beauty aroun
that you saved my mother's happlnen -l
Her voice and eyes softened to wistful
tenderness. *‘Oh, Cousin Basil,” stretch-
ing out impulsive hands toward him,

“that makes me Jong to remember——to
break through this wall of nothin
—to think that she should have fnvoc

nd that I could for-

“me so, ,all my life,
get it’

The young man wushed a little. How
mueh did she know? Not their former
relationship apparently. It was as w
Eerhaps that she should have forgotten

is slack woolng—forgotten what a poor
thing he had offered her in love's

pame, He had not-meant to spea t

once, but her look, her tone upset the
frail balance of his resplve.

“Isobel!” he exclaimed, cluung her
hands hard, ““is there: nothing more you
know of me? Am I enly your Cousin
Basil? If you have forgotten it is little

weonder, for 1 know now how poor—how--

unworthy—""

Arstep, sounded upon. the flags of the
terrace, heavy, and yet uncertain.

“It i my father!” éxclaimed Isobel,
with a ‘lkuo»e‘td of her breath, and
drawing &way her hands.

Father, indeed—what had brought Aim .
But ‘whlh. Awith

here at this moment!
the hot words checked on his very. Hps,’
Conyers was fulminating anathemas on
the umconscious Sir David, his ear had
caught the strain of doubt, of fear al-
most, in the girl’s voice.  Next moment
it was forgotten as his eye fell upon
hér hands—Isobel’s fragile, dainty little
hands! If these terrible blank days had
left her, as if by some miracle, scathe-
less, they hnd_hn thefr mark behind
them here.

Isobel flushed, not the sweet malden

rose, but a vexed, smarting scariet

“It distresses mother so—and father,
too,” instinctively putting her hands
behind her.

“Do you think if I take very great care
and neyror forget my gloves they wil:
rocovcr whispered.

was the old Isobel, the Httle chitd-
coull!l agaln, for the moment. Conyers
caught at one hand and kissed it with a
g8y, - Jaugh. 'n-t wmuz

med to theg u

& e down"
s.here Love had throned her. Hu hour
would surely come again, He must

wa.lltd-tor it with as good a grace &s he
co

a

“Well, Basil, you've got back again.
Glad to see yon. Plon%‘ot worh in :g?
moors now?
sent, permnctory fashion, as he dnﬂed
a qtglch doubtful glance from the ome

other.

Wlth Isobel’'s exquisite ﬂrlhh bloom
before his eyes, w th the recoliection of
Lady Stormont’s face, to -which happi-

ess seemed to have given youth o

¥o!

Ba-ﬂ had expected to see Sir
restored at least to something of his old
self, Now he looked at him in genuine
eurprise and distréss. The ploughshare
of trlof and anxiety had evidently gone
too deep for the furrows  ‘to be readily
effaced. It ht be that only the
tnvy hand of th would smooth out
their traces. F vigorous. middile-
life the man seemed to have tlaken a
long step toward age. His manner had
not yet lost its restiessness, his eyes lue
anxious, questioning, furtive look. Well,
it was little wonder, Convers thought, A’
man could net 'o through such & 0 r-
-4t _least the smell of .
passing upo The miarvel ,m
rather that mother aad daughter’ had s

800n recov: their elasticity.

“And what have you been going wiih
sourself?”’ Sir Da uke his daughter,

wlth n slight nunscau o effors.

“I?7—do ever ytmnf Just now,
bui try to take it all in?” laughed the
girl with a little sweep of her hand
round.

But the laugh was nervous, the ges-
ture lackeéd spontaneity, snd perhap- it
was the touch of constraint, but now
Zonyers noted the little change of her
voice. Till now he had been too ab-
sorbed in herself, in what she -ald‘r
hecd very much ‘how she said it. he
old distinction of volce and tone were
still there, but they pseemed. slightly
overlaid by a certain slurring commen-
ness of accent. . After all, it was only
a trifié, and was accentuated, no doubt,
by her lack of ease with 8ir David for
father and daughter had evidently net
yer drawn together as the mother and
" chink 1 hearg

> n) ea your mother askl
for you,” said Sir David, and I-on1

cﬁkp‘iin Vn
"BASIL'S LIPS ARE ctbdr.b

HATEVER communication Sir

David might havé to make

he seemed in “hurry to.

_.begln. when the two men

m reached ‘the ubroys. the coungers
art of the tapestry room in_sizesand|’
gortion, though the sober aignity |
of the book-lined walls ‘gave it &
more somber air, In spite of the ';
light without, a wood fire crackled

- and sang'in the wide hearth, an Ilr

David stood for a moment }eﬂﬂnc
against the carved chimneyplece and
absently -pushing the billets of wood
_further in to the blaze, whl‘lt eon-
yer#’ eyes, wande-ing idly m

-on -the paper-heaped- writing lc-' 3

“SBurely it was In some other existénce
“<he_had sat there with Sir David hope-

lessly turning over these futile letfers. -

A-whole iifetime of new experience, of
throbbing passion, of eager hope seemed
already to .separate hjm from these '
dark days, but a chill fell on-his mood

es he glanced at Lis old friend’s- dﬁop— g

ing attitua. and; Aace.
“What a ‘éh!n:c y _the last- ;lmo
we were in_this room together!" h.a ‘sald

 aloud, giving vent to. his-feelings &8 far

as respect permitted. “Only to know
that my cousin was alive’ would have
scemed everything then, But now: mnot
only to see her safe and “well, but So—
so changed—oh, - haven’'t any words for
ft—but ,ou knew what I mean—it's like
a sort of néw heaven and a new earth
all at once,” he wound up im lame and
shame-faced fashion, becoming, like his
class and !'nd, inarticulate when; he
tried to put any strong feelings imto
words.

“Yes,” sald Sir David 4n 2 muffled

volce. “If amy one could have foretold
this, T would have sald it was impos-
sible—wildly, hopeleasly impo-lﬂ!l.—dhn
yet it seems so-at times.”

Conyers was silent Tor a moment. “He
gould not doubt th¢ emotion in Sir Da-
vid's volee, but why was he taking
\hm‘- in this kilijoy fashion? i

“Have you heard anything about—
about where she was?’ he asked,
awkwardly, after the o h
. had again lengthened. “Not -that, -
er a.!, it matters so much now, but if
any one was kind to her, I'd give a
rood M to knew. at least
seemed have nothing more to t.eu
and I donv. think there was u.nx
son to doubt the womsnl story.
And At may :“ °°°
reckless fashion, as the =
lice records showed, till &
calrd e e:ad been forcibly moved
% ‘s that I niust speak to you &
1 811' Dnv{c’l’ wdltg an effort.
10 day thing?" b
’aut .‘.h'mnhouu,l K
0 and ‘absolutel;
t bi‘t of hM;'l :‘oo—-
sto of some kind —
mlvrey set store by it once umn a ug
:hmaa.g:lwg: ¥ Hcking mnd the fresh

e
woed to the Bt.ormont coat-of-
gn'lrvod in ‘the center of the chln:E‘-'

“No,” he sald, while his finger slow-
1y traoed the outline of the branching
oak. “It has led to nothing—as ¥et.
1 have been making inquiries, of counse,
but gquietly. In t, wife is mot .
ve YT D—

anxiou
sald Co s, hmw’-

uite right,”
“I think the whole
dropfed nor and wo lm o for-
sobel done. e'ye got

er ba ck again, her own sweet self, and
ore——"

“No, there are some things we 't
forget—there are honor and 1
Your father was at school with me,
Banﬂ * with sudden apparent 1

rance. “We were ds till |
dcath. I sh be false to my @old
friend, to you | n, if now—now———r->"

He looked up mﬂ met the wondef‘ln

the your‘n‘ﬂm out m mdden %”(e
“You how what

is uly tor me to
b? v :
ther’'a son as .

-t

tensibly to congratulate the
of his flancee, but really to coun-

delay “till matters were cl
8 Bit”  He had flung the letter

@oldcr for tho hot l.mc
“Unless you have
14 with me things are,

comes & little too

fe seen Isobel.”
Q knewn this would. be
L It does you hoﬁo.lr;

“we must we. . tdl then—it would not
be fair to'you.” p

“Does me henor!"” proke in Conycu.
with a fine scorn.  “Does me honor to
seek my one desire! Why should ‘we
wait til] she remembers? If there's any
risk, I'm ‘érdy and willilng to take it,
and if Isobel Will have me now—if she
cares for me ..ow—L bolhve there’'s &

“Well, it m & -hqno Gvon to sp-k
of it But he sirest way to silence silly

: titﬂcﬂtoﬂv‘ﬁlbmmmnrtl :

We were ¢ have been

married
" Ghristmas” (his face lit ups it wal

witl cglm’ acquiéscence he” would”
forward now). - ‘Give. me my nhm

with Isobel, and, if she consents let it '
be'ss s0om as’may be.” He paused, .nd
then said, in-a low, mcnnd volce:
feel that -. aatever she

shie has Leen proted

way; whatever evil she mmm

e m..':“%"z.;p

LR
he bottom o

w of

g ‘ unz ind
kod ln er fe -2 today—I
ltm\;ut the world

vid looked at
l:l::‘f. 'Che young mh}m.

éggig
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“Isobel was’ standing, straight and tall, beside the modiy balustrde”

turned and with a shy smile to the two
men; went away down the terrace.

Both involuntarily watched the-white
figure till It disappeared round the
angle of the house. Her slow, languid
movements had always been ul.
but ‘now there was a lissomé vigor, &
spring In the poise and carriage of the
girlish figure which, to Basil's eyes
seemed positively taller, from the ab-
sence, perhaps, of the slight pensive
g:::’ o:lr_ l%:m -lte‘l:dor r}:eg and shoul-

o e sun t se 0

vanish with her. ” "

“Will you come to the library, Basil?”
broke in Blr avld'- Yoice; *
word with y

want & _

acted toward me. Those past day
have altered everything; we can't shut
our eyes to it, and ‘Iif you see it in that

loc.udh'nx Aight of
n lzh

wide “w
'wit.h a ’ulp. “l’ shall have no bllm

Con{:;z' pleunm younc het

wn tense, 3
stobd now, Reall uotcﬂ X
from the high ey poer s

be the #ny tace at B&umm wmmn -\

t I qpul y ho mut-
- *He

”MIﬂdhbh—Imnuld.

1l she m' »

A shudder seised him, He looked from
the open drawer to the glowing fire.
“Why should I kéeep ‘these to haunt .
me?* He made a sawift motion, as if to
‘snatch the book and papers from the
drawer, when a step noundod outnldo
the heavy door. "

Hastily He thrust back the drawer and
closed the flap again

THE TWO POR-
TRAITS.

in this case the plu-
ral Implies much -
more than a mere
increase in . num-
‘bers, undoubtedly
roquln tnmhnt-
ing to a wider
fleld &and a more
stinilating’ soll, if
they &re to flourish
at all. And, as is
the case with all

. overcropped ground, |

the needed stimu-
lant has to be sup-
. plied ' by artificial
means, the old-
tashioned na fural

beih g

the . Duncaird -

..S0ared above a. cholr squabble or the
misdoings of a maid servant.

-Meantime new arrivals were coming
“thick "and fast, 'and presently the

ng Straight avénue, famed far and
near as the Chutnut Walk, - After-an
interval spent in divesting Miss Vi
and the other ladies of their oppres-
sively gorgeous wraps, more sug-
gestive of suffocation than of com-
fort on this tranquil, sunny. after=-

: ?d‘ﬂe'y motor.came tearing up the

" moom, the Balathallan party appeared

A3

dl tho ‘ierrace If Conyers were' toﬁ-
the thought of theso as ys

chsuctl rlva.l- it was as well £
L peace ind as he was ablé to .
remotest cOQ-

dﬂo f{:é&h;‘.ldoal npldly cgn

un"ﬁm ﬂgu'n
ént'l side:

his usual tact he manﬁ.xed t i

B8 “g:p *the- &«lwﬁ?‘
on( wlth the rest of the la-
X and -of being swept
% en masse toward the
t ts, to which & move was now be=
made, Miss .Rudgeley loudly de-
itllnui;s;, "Olt tt:mu'le w; arg all here
‘80- le 80 and: get. it over,
b‘*{’ ng worth buying, thd

X en the loud-voiced, loudi
Bolor.d party had gone a mormentary
all seemed to fall, and so he took ads
y 'nutn of 1

, ® said, step;
B ot o i
e, well-cut face galning- a
-atrmm from the rus dy, cgmmon-
lace type of the country conth;n-

#Of course I remember you, Mr.
Ashe,” said Lady Stormont a trifle

7 cnldly. <I did not know that you were

s hnd ssoriginated
chad

ont,
a4
band had

e 'll ever ungenerous

thére had al-
! otpolite endurance on his part. Then

the nu buuaxn at Imbel’ 4
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notf no uld 1y.
tn:lud ovVer & new lut"a‘az

u ot
Xy

“I have
a -
des,

y
dko t ll‘l very

t, wn to
ovor uw whero - ecnph of “‘,-
marquees were piti nd -
dressed groups were mov-
In; th =11 eenness of -
the om turf,

th tho lﬂ.v‘o'r sickle of
the - river and dark pine-clad

& mor
tion t

a hurryin 8 :
i:o:{: llmp.rgx‘:uehiowd h}m to

Q r ceam to m fuel to the
u’ e
“Dﬂ seemed

'rlvn
= T g
; while w n
: bo!o,:'- his ~ were unsemled
ther o might find favor in
e ? 2

! of a sm!
| too merk
of the momem served to differentiate

-t
; uequalnunce to offer his con
‘ were in town of beln¢ pre

- ed a8
eﬁn

g,'.! ;

n the. North.
"At’hlldmllm
faintest nt of a

NG

he ma. with the
and.the ghost

with ut ‘showing
'spect for his hosts

him from them and suggested a world

t all the world is rejoicing with

you today, is it permitted to a meres

tula-

I had not the honor 1 en. you
8

?ermg his: -voice a little—"Seeing

tions?

‘Btormont; there T
tunity: but perh:.pl now’— wnz
significant pause.

t she vaguely disliked the man and
that he was a guest of the Rudgeleys
were not reasons sufficient for Lady
Stormont tQ evade the request. The
latter was hls own utfur, and, as to the

former,
lb@ shy *di:gult
a a thou
9% ht- . connections were numbergg

Ashe
Ilobel'l cloved hnnd in ltt;lﬁ

met e
haht. h outlook of the umpld gray

n lnothet instant Isobel-had with-

wn . her nd. and her glance waver-

1t ledkiut cape

énts. o

Pl i,

rqrhne‘ she. hnd Athend in her

t‘lf: : lntted ou

m% "a“&:’&z ¢

ed_of her w

‘owlm!
when

3y

SRR w@ S

. Conyers was engaged three d

nted to

from .
which

short
but in

not. unwﬂun‘ to escape from this talk
Wwhich had becompe so suddenly ang s
strangely intimate. If only her cous{
Basil would come he could tel] her wh
all these people were who met he
glances with such ready smiles, p

€ep with

Duncaird’s dowagers, wno, having taken

the long, hot drive and bo
penny pincushion’ each, were ,,
ow
mined to indemnify them-eh res tord:;,e:
_sacrifices by & very hearty o oy
could only send her g despairin., glan ¢
» Ce

Cer, for he kept his
Dlace by her sige,
till at last her at-
tention was claimed
by no less a per-
Jonage than the ty.
telary« deity of the
county, his Grace
himself. = Then, at
last, Ashe saunter-
ed- across the room
to  Miss  Rudgeley,
who. had been vain-
ly signaling him for
Some time,

“Our guinea doll
has awakened up
amazingly,” she
8ald, looking . yp
from- her second
fce. *“I would give
you the credit of
being what d'you
call him, the man
who ~ brought his
statue to life, but I
Annd that this is not
“the first time, and

‘‘that every one is
talking of it. That

witch, Lady
Carruthers, was
saying — ‘but here
she comes herseif
~4d0 you  know
her?”

“Oh, yes,” said
Ashe easily. ‘'‘She's
a Sort conngc-
tion of mine. -In
fact, "I believe that
through her I
might claim kin-
ship with the Stor-
monts, but it wouid
take the Heralds'
Colleze to trace it

out.”
S ‘Miss Rudgeley

laughed  to :cover
her annoynnc.. She never eould re-

member these intricacies of relation-

g know ncthin: uﬂlt tany;” she

‘sald, “and, ut family

' treu and all thelr twlg: and branches,

Ry when they are so far spread;
glt“l ort" have”

hurt )’Our

family teetmgs uriousl LT

- “They'll survive it. When I was’ & boy
I used to think that she was the wicked
fairy who came uninvited to the ‘chris-
tening. - She: looks . the "part, doesn’t
she?”’ nid Ashe, as a very old lady ap-
proached, hobbling along by their host's
side with the ald of a long ebony atick.

Her parchment-white face - 'was
seamed by ‘an ‘infinity of - tiny
wrinkles, . like the “crackle” on old
Japaneae porcelain, but from  amid
the network of lines her dark eyes
looked out undimmed, and were ‘lit
by a somewhat malicious mirth. Her
companion was listening to hef with
& distrait air, which suggested that/he
was looking ‘about for the first decent
cha;ce of escape.

bJ ido’t Know _she was
hers:lf f vn:ld say she’ must be
lomehody else,”” she wae saying in
‘her high, penetrating, cracked treble.
“That sounds ab urd, 1 know, but it
expresses ‘the case. I have just recoi-
lected of whom lhe reminds me—oh,
Evelyn,” sticking out two heavily
ringed wrinkled fingers, “what are
..you doing herc—no gpod. as usual, I
suppose: i ‘saying, David,”
turning .to Ther holt again, but Sir
David, with a muttered word, had fled,
.and tzund réfuge 1o & group of local
magnat

iThe old‘pd{ looked arter him with .
& smue, O her, to use that expres-
sive but untranslatable Scotch : word,
“a girn.” :
“Theése good folk are in a terrible
taking because their own chick seems«
not unlikely to turn out a duckling
«n their hands. 1f it's her true colors .
-she’s ing gut in at-last, they are a .
great {mprovement on the old ones.
But . there’'s something about  her”
which has puzzled me all day, and !

wasg telling David just now it must be ©

her likeness to one of the Raeburms.

I want to refresh' my memory of it; -

come and give me your opinion’

Hooking .her little withered hand.,
through Ashe’s arm—not that she" ;g
any special desire for his company,
but it seemed to her ihat Miss’
Rudgeley had—and  returning = that’
young lady's di pravlgg ltlre with *
an amused twini 1 Alhe.
notmng loth, awwuh hot. :

“No, 'howln ac-
quatnt&nce ?ult‘ hrn enoug

ready, es eclli as T sm

!O“ ) ;‘g l mln so

h voul be dudal —u .¢
troductlon to ‘that old

wun 't rtxh ?‘ ’oxcl-lmod
-8he h vl!ot
% mn}a ."lllQ"

v t ut. I
own portri meall.
have sat for.

: -tlck to a

igh, oarvod manu
tr.it or lt' omi i’r he

ught a gjx.

=== Attempted Suid

e

(Continued {rom: pag
‘Jackson, the young ma
PM suicide in the cit
day evening, appeared befd
tﬁw Tﬂ\ﬁt yesterday aite
,.yen; jenﬂemen among
W G.. €. Hill, F¥ Bo
“ s, Scott hanng
tlbm!d 3o the case S
EF L. Embury to appea
san’s pehall. The case wag
g m;)ohce and the accus
ty Mr. Fmbun ‘howe
ﬂht those who had taken
would like to see the acd
an opportunity and would
his behavior. In view of
son was let go on suspend

0 and later his friends secw

a. position in the city.

EARL'S COU
‘SUIC

Cousin of Canada’s (
-General Suicides
York—Claims H

Was Cruel.

New York, -Jan. 6:—C
Duberly, claiming to be
Captain James Grey Dube
" English navy, and cousi
Grey, governor general
committed suicide today in
mitage hotel, Seventh
Forty-Second street, ' by
narcotic poison.

Among other letters incl
to Earl Grey which the s
on the table of his roon
following :

Captain James Grey Dubey
West Canons, West C
~Great Yarmouth,
Jan_ 6.,
. To my dear father.—B
you receive this letter I
more. - You killed my: mgd
you have compelled me
suicide. May God have
your soul. Had you treate
father- should treat, a
would have been different.
.want to die cursing you.
you, as I hope God will

1 only hope that you will
rest of the children bette
have me.

Your Son,

Harry G

The letter to Earl Gre
custody by Coron_e\i Coole

MORE WI R
LESS STAT

Marconi May Go
land Business a
8 Wireless Statio

nipeg.

B

Halifax, N.S., Jan. 7
tion of erecting wireless
“Vancouver and Hong:Kon
messages could be pl"aeti
all round the world,: .is
that is taking Signor M
from his experiments .af]
and before starting for
the Allan Liner Tunisia
tor said when he retun
Seotia, which would be
menths, he would have a
nouncement to make. ' W
tion will be located in W
ap -attempt made to
business, is one of tH
which will be decided by
trip of Marconi. “There
hl'lely no difficulty !

- messages from Glace Ba

‘ ver,”* said Signor Marco
erection of a station in
depend upon whether
Compete for inland busip

Mount Royal
London, Jan. 6.—The
mer, Mount Royal is
Fastnet, Ireland. ' The]
sending a steamer to to
Queenstown,” Jan 7.—1

due Canadian Pae}ﬁ{c
Roval has been signalled
Head of Kinsale, | sh
steaming towards this
Montreal, Que., Jan. 7
Royal is steaming into
Q!leeBStowu harbor, i

: slo"

the hews of her safety
with gladness in shippis
/ad not been heard fro
day; having been last

uillldr\{, Dec. 10, and
ing: kept for her on bot
Atlantic, and as far so
da. -

‘The Mount Royal be
P.R. Atlantic service.
werp, -December 7 for
B., with 300 Bulgarid
and ‘a crew of about

- first definitely sighted
- of Kinsalg, ‘16 miles




