e

f

4
B
|8
'y

E
£
E
E\
3
i: 4
;
2

" e R A wmv

4
t

&

2

P R TR

{7 soe has swept them away.

THE SEMI-WEEKLY TELEGRAPH, ST. JOHN, N.

 POOR DOCUMENT

B., SATURDAY, JANUARY 19, 1907

CHAPTER IX—( Continued.)

1t was she, after all, who struck the
personal note, and forced him to speak of
himself. -

“you make me feel terribly ignorant,
Mr. Strone,” she said. “When did you
find time to read so much?”’

He smiled.

“A man who has but few hobbies,” he
answered, “finds more time to indulge in
-them. 1 have never cared very much for
anything else but books and the coun-
try. You see, 1 have had no distrac-
tions.”

“You never cared for games or sport
when you were younger?”

“] never had the money to indulge in
them,” he answered. “Books cost me
.nothing. The Gascester Free library, as
'you know, is famous. Now that things
are easier with me, I am too old to form
new tastes.” X

She looked at him for a moment, and
sighed. His clothes and tie were certainly
hopeless.

“It seems odd,” she said, “to think of
you as a workman—that is what I sup-
pose you would call vourself.”

1t is what 1 certainly am,” he ans
wered.

She nodded.

“Let us continue to be mundane for a
few minutes. 1 wonder, should you call
yourself an ambitious man Lo :

«] have never desired to be rich,” he
answered. “Perhaps that is because un-
til now 1 have not suffered for the wan$
of anything which money could buy.” -

“It could buy you your liberty,” she an-
swered. “You could become your OWRD
master, travel when you liked, break off
your associations with Gascester, which
cannot be very pleasant for you. Surely
this is worth consideration!”

“In a sense, yes,” he answered. “Yet
my work in Gascester has taught me many
things. It has shown me a, side of life
which I can never forget. It has helped
me to understand the great social prob-
lems of the world as no one could upon
whose back the scourge had never fallen.”
. #Por the sake of the people whose cause
you could plead,” she said,
me that you should be ambitious. You
do not intend to remain a mechanic all
your days.”

“There is little fear of that,” he ans
wered. “I have other plans.” i

Unconsciously he straightened himself—
a fire flashed in his eyes, his jaw was firm
set.  Lady Malingcourt looked away from
him and sighed. Ob, for a man like this
in her own circle.

“Would money help you?”
carelessly. {

“Not in the least,” he answered. “My
way is perfectly clear—and,” he answered
with a suddenly swift glance at her, “my
goal.” 4

‘Fhere was a moment’s silence. It was
not possible, she decided, that his pre-
sumption could be so great as to invest
with any special meaning his last words.
Nevertheless she kept
from his, and®presently rose to her feet.

“] am so -much obliged to you,” she
gaid, ‘‘for keeping me company this morn-
ing. Will you stay and have some lunch?”’

Strone declined, and she did not press
it.

When Martinghoe returned from service
he found his sister m a Very good tem-
per. She de-lared that she had spent a
most deiightful :morning.

)

she asked

CHAPTER X\.

“Your nice Robinson Crusoe has been
pere,” Lady Malingcourt said, at luncheon.
#] have hdd a most entertaining morn

John Martinghoe smiled. He was very
fond of his sister, although in many re-

she was an enigma to him.

«] am glad to hear it,” he said. “Strone
fs a wonderful chap, though I shouldn’t
have thought he would have interested
you.” i

She sighed gently.

“You don’t appreciate me, John,” she
said. “1 am really most intellectual. Mr.
Strone knows it. He said that he came
for @ book, but 1 am ‘quite sure that he
came to talk to me.”

He laughed outright.

“Might one presume
you talked about ?”

“Society, rank, wealth! He demolished
them all. Humanity is the only thing mn
life worth considering. We should spend
our life seeking for the truth. It is beau-
- »

to enquire what

«“And you,” he asked, “are a convert?”’
«1 don’t like the word, but of course |
with him. I have always thought

s0. That is why I came down here. 1
am convinced that gociety is thoroughly
hollow. 1 may have had some faint doubts
ore. 1 have none now. Robinson Cru-
We all ought

)
himself, t
think that is so touching. By the bye, we
are going to tea with him this afternoon,.
I promised.”

“Not really?”

“He insisted,
We must go!”

“You are sure
us?’ Martinghoe asked,
ette.

“Certain. He approves of me very much
We are on excellent terms.”

They strolled out into the garden. Mar-
tinghoe looked at his watch.

“T must be off to Sunday school direct-

- ly,” he said, “Do you really mean that
you are going to Strone’s?”’

«1g it very far?”’ she asked.

“Barely two miles, and a very pretty
walk,” he answered. “We must go if you
promised. Oh, by the bye, Colonel Deven-
hill said that he was coming over to tea.”

«“That decides it,” she answered. “I am

ready to start at any moment. I do not

like Colonel Devenhill, and I am always
afraid that he is going to ask me to marry
him.”

Martinghoe threw away his cigarette.

“Pevenhill is a very decent fellow,” he
remarked.

She looked at him under the lace of her
parasol,

“My dear John!” she exclaimed reprov-
ingly. “He would fall asleep after dinner,
and go on to the County Council.: Oh,
he is far too agricultural, Besides, he is
younger that T am. If only you knew how
young men bore me. What time shall we
start?”’

“T must go now,” he answered. ‘“Meet
me at the Broken Rock at half-past three
if you don’t mind. Then we can take the
footpath.”

Lady Malingcourt went indoors and rang
for her maid.

« want the coolest walking dress I pos-
sess, a hat, and some shoes,” she gaid.
“The simplest things you can find, Ma-
thilde.”

«“Milady knows that it is very hot,” the
maid ventured to remark. Milady was
well aware of it. She surprised Mathilde
by starting out alone, and her brother
by being punectual. They reached Strone’s
cottage a few minutes after four.

He received them out of doors. They
gat down and admired the wiew.

and I was only too glad.

he wont throw stones at
lighting a cigar-

A MASTER OF MEN

By E. P. OPPENHEIM

“it, seems to |

her eyes withheld |

i

|

| Malingcourt drank some water from the!,
{well and found it delicious. Strone fidget- |
_ed about. He was, for the first few min-|
! utes, painfully shy. i
“You would like your tea out here?”’ he|
| suggested to his guests.
trouble at all to bring it.
the .kettle is boiling now.”
{ Lady Malingcourt shook her head. |
“] have come to sce the inside of your|
cottage today,”’ she said, smiling up at|
him. . “We will have tea indoors.”
“Wherever you like,” he answered. |
“Only I am afraid you will find it veryl
uncomfortable.” !
“Well, we will see,” she answered. “I‘
am going to look at~your kettle myself..
1 cannot believe that a man really knows |
when it boils.” ’
She rose and shook out her skirts. Strone |
threw open the door of his cottage, and!
they all entered. Lady Malingcourt ex-
claimed with delight— i
“How brutal of you, Mr. Strone, to
have thought of making us have tea out
in that glaring sun. This is delicious.”
Strone coloured with pleasure. The in-
terior/ of his little dwelling-place was cer-
tainly at its best. The stone floor was as
clean as much scrubbing could make it,
the atmosphere was cool and sweet. A
home-made oaken table stood near the
window, and Strone’s blue teapot and
cups and saucers had cost him a week’s
wages. There were heaps of wild ﬂowerss
in plain white bowls, homely enough, but |
of quaint design. A copper kettl: was!
singing upon a small fire, the chairs were |
rush bottomed, of plain unvarnished wood |
and ecclesiastical shape; one wall was al»!
most lined with books. Strone had a few
good prints, which Martinghoe hastened]
to examine. Lady Malingcourt took off
her hat and eeated herself before the tea-E
i
i

pot.

“You were right about the kettle, Mr.;
Strone,” she said. “It does boil. Please|
to pass it up, and I will make the tea—,|
that is if you don’t mind.”

Strone obeyed—a little embarrased, but |
with a curious sense of pleasure. Martin- !
hoe laughed out loud. He had never seen |
his sister in this light. i
- “What a dear little caddy,” she murmur-

I think tlmti’

!ed. ‘““Mr. Strone, I never suspected it of
you. You are quite an artist. And do you
know, I had put. you down as strictly |

utilitarian.” '

“I am afraid your first impressions were |
correct, Lady Malingcourt,” he answered. |
| “] am a very matter-of-fact person in—‘
deed.” : 1
\ “Will you tell me how it is, then,” she|
| added, “that you have not a single thing'
!in the place which is not in harmony?” ‘
l «] think only by avoiding everything|
which could possibly have come from Bir-“
mingham,” he said. “Nearly everything
;I made myself. The things I was obliged !
1t'0 buy I looked for at second-hand shops |
until I found what I wanted.” :

“You must be very clever with your
iha.uds!" she remarked. “What a lesson
{to you, John. My brother cannot even |
hang a picture decently,” she added.

Strone smiled.

“You see, ] am a real working-man—a
practical artisan,” he said. “It is with
my hands that I earn my living.”

“Nearly all the working-men I have
known,” she murmured, “have earned it |

| with their tongue! But do tell. me about;
your work, Mr. Strome. What do you;
make?”’ !

“Ag a rule,” he answered, “parts of ma-!
chines. Just now I am working at some- '
thing more important. I am trying my |
luck as an inventor.”

She nodded.

“How interesting! What are you trying|
to invent? A new sort of machine?”’ i

“] am trying to apply a well-known |
principle in a new way,” he said.. “I am
trying to make a crane wh ch shall do
the work of ten of the machines in usej
today, or a hundred men.”

The west wind rippled in through the|
window. She leaned back in her chair
with an air of lazy enjoyment. i

“Can you tell us a little about it?”’ she
asked. {

«I think eo,” he answered, “if it really |
interests you.”

Lady Malingcourt was ready to be in-|
terested in anything. He fetched paper‘
and a pencil, and drew for them on a|
cimple scale a plan of the Miracle Crane. !
He worked it up to the crucial point, an
showed them the difficulty which had
baffled all his predecessors.

“And you?” she asked.

“I ghall make it,” he answered com-
ﬁd,ently. “Tt is a matter of a few weeks on-

Their eyes met for a moment, and his
heart leaped. For' the second time it}
seemed to him that the woman was awake
in her—first, when those white roses had |
fallen to him through the darkness, and,
again now when his forceful confidence had .
kindled her admiration. After that he
had no lack of words. He was eloquent |
enough about his scheme and its possible
results. He spoke of the suspicion with |
which his fellow-workers regarded him—
even today new labor-saving machines were
looked upon with hatred by the ordinary
mechanic. He told them of Mr. Dobell’s
generous offer, touching lightly enough up-
on the great change which success must
make in his own future. For indeed he
showed small sign of any personal am-
bition. The delight of the inventor over-
shadowed everything.

The time slipped away. Far away in
the valley below a church bell startled !
Martinghoe. He sprang up.

“Time has flown!” he exclaimed. "I‘;
shall scarcely be in time for the evening|
gervice. My friend, Strone, you are &,
magician!” |

She gave him her hand at parting. Her,
smile was pleasant, but she avoided his|
keen, eager gaze. As they passed out in-l
to the road she looked thoughtfully be- |
hind. = l

“Robinson Crusoe is qui& cxhausting,”l

che said. ‘“What energy!”
| “He is a type of one of the greatest
i forces in the world,” her brother answer-
led. “I may be mistaken, but I think
we shall hear much of Enoch Strone.”
‘And Strone watched them from his gate |
¢ll they disappearcd, wandered about '
amongst the fragments of their feast, sat
where she had sat. Henceforth his little |
corner of the earth was haunted.

CHAPTER XI.
It was knocking off time at Dobell’s!
'works. The whistle had sounded, streams |
of grimy-looking men were passing out
through the broad gates. Strone remain-
led in his shed, where he had been locked
in for hours. He was pale and fagged, |
| but be s‘ood motionless, watching a

strange collection of revolving wheels. A
i rap at the door—unnoticed. Another, and |
he threw it open.

Three smen stood there. Strone looked .
them over. {

“What is it, Haynes?” he asked. “I
am busy.”

The spokesman stood forward.

“Me and the mates,” he said, “have a
word or two to say to you about this
‘ere.”

He pointed to tbe
ed it with his body-

model. Strone cover-

Lady' “Wells” ;

“It will be nol

[ “Machinery is for your

Rescued Fireman, His Wife, and Ruins Where He

Was Found

in all his limbs—an intense weariness.

abroad any day.”

ber arms around his neck.

MRS, JOHN ofEUFEET ©

“Don’t go,” she sobbed,

WHERE THE BODY O
| THOMAS LENNAN VA

cculdn’t bear it!
as not!”

He was taken by surprise,
through sheer bewilderment. Her
cheek was pressed upon his, her lips
ed his forehead. ;

forward to but coming here,” she murmur:
od brokenly. “At home it
worse. It is like hell.
llp
home.
{he week, and work overtime.
1 think they hatz me because 1 try
keep
are.
Mr. Strone. I couldn’t bear it!”’
(1o be continued.) «

CLARKE FIVE
YEARS N PRISO

was resumed Tuesday &b
and William E. Clarke,
guilty of attempt to rape
scntenced by Judge
in Dorchester penitent.ary.

evident that his lengthy

walked in with
was charistic of him during his
trials.

After he was seated
counsel, shook hands with
a few words in private.

oner to stand up,

and did not appear
slight look of anxiety.

in so doing said:

Y ou have been
that is abhorrent.
men, your countrymen
has found you guilty,

3OHN <SEUFERT

New York, Jan. 11—With the story told1
by Fireman John Seufert of his amazing:

experience during the twenty-nine hours of
his entombment, the discovery of the body
of his comrade, Daniel Campbell, and the
burial Thursday of Thomas F. Dennon,
who went to his death in the fire, there
has come to end the last chapter in the
tale of the tragic fire that destroyed the
six story paper stock establishment of
George F. Hill, No. 56 Roosevelt street, on
Bunday night.

Seufert is recovering rapidly from his en-
tombment. One of his legs and a shoulder
are still sore, but beyond this the fireman
is uninjured. He chatted cheerily with his
wife and sister-in-law, who sat at his bed-
side in the Hudson Street Hospital.

Propped against his pillow, later in the maybe it didn't take a long Shite o, wallsh

afternoon, Seufert told the story of his
living death.

| “God, man,” he said, “it was an experi-

ence so awful in itself that my being able
to tell of it mow makes it pleasant. If I
had been knocied unconscious at the start
it wouldn’t have been so bad, but my mind
remainsd clear. Bent double under the
blackness of a, choking mass, with a roar-
ing hell above me and with the distant
cries of my fellow men penetrating to my
ears, I felt just the same as I often felt in
a bad dream, when I was dreaming about
being crushed under a slowly descending
elcvator or something like that, and

e
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fullly able to. You know what the feeling
is lika.

! “I was on the third floor when I heard a
succession of crashes. Then there came
a vivid flash and—darkness. It seemed‘
hours, that fall did, but 1 finally landed
in a water clogged jumble of debris on
the ground floor, crushed flat, it felt, under
huge bales of paper that had tumbled
down from up.there with me.

«] wasn't stunned much and began to
yell as hard as I could. Every minute I
thought came in responsz to my cries. 1
heard -voices from somewhere that I
yelled and yelled and the voices came to
my ears every time, but my throat got
[\veaker, until I couldn’t cry out any more
'and the voices came at less frequent inter-
| vals. I could hear the water spouting
sumewhere over my head,and pretty soon
it came trickling in where I was lying.
The stream grew until I had to shove the
rim of my helmet over an inch or so—and

that inth—to keep the water from strang-
ling me.

| “That snow dropping down in the water
was the worst thing of all. The monotony
of it set me wild. 1t was just like crickets
at night in the country that sometimes
keep even a strong man from falling to
sleep. I was grateful when I could hear
{ the funny sound that flames make. It
‘hurt my brain, it did, ’cause it seemed
ithat death was eating in closer, but it
| rested my ears. It was the hearing that
' killed me courage. 1

| “Long, long afterward—I sav it that way s

because you can't reckon in little hours in

! couldn’t get out, although 1 felt myself a grave like that—I gat tired and I think

I slept.

When I awoke I heard ’em chop-
ping, pounding and digzing miles away.
The sound cane neater. There were some
sticks on a wooden affair’ that 1 was

that you were guilty.
claimzd by each juryman separately,
most solemn and affecting. You,
seeamed unmoved by the solemni

out my preseance i \
y presence to them. I could move a the annguncement.

little bit, not much, and I signalled for all
that was in me and in the ‘pieces of wood,
but it seemed lost work. The weight above
me got heavier and heavier and pressed
me deeper down iuto the wooden box. .
“My sleep had brightened up my brain
and the curse of the mind came on me.
Burrowed in the moppy mass, I thought| .
and thought until it hurt. It wasn’t my!rmsed, found no

body that pained, it Sl Y | under their oaths, that
o it wak S i s. the {ruth as to the crime,

pointedness of

the. part of your devoted counsei.:
“The short absence of the jury from

ccurt room is evidence that the men

whose opinions

funny what a man will think .of when he's :

entombed, it h.nestly is. Not . the im- not mistaken as to your identity.
3 g “The crime js a serious one.

rtant thi in | Ly
portan ings that have gone before inj been, tried for acbt ssion of the act,!

his life, and not the sort of things you| al commi

belﬁeve you’d think about. It's the little,
unimportant, measly things.

“Of course, my wife’s face was there all
the time, and’I know I cried. Oh, I'm not'
ashamed to admit it—cried. They say.
after such thoughts that a fellow thinks
of his wrongdoings, his errors and that
kind of thing, if he’s got any black marks
against him. I say they don’t know what
fhey're talking about. It’s the little, un-
1mportant things and it's the unresisting
unimportance of ’em, 'cause you can’t for
the life of you stop ’em from coming into
your mind in a hell grave like that that
makes it all terrible.

“You've already

and the evidence of

in jeopardy, e
the complete commission

Train, as to
verdict of guilty, if so found by a jury
judge called upon,

prived of life or liberty.
and discretion would have

interests of justics,

| tim, her parents and outraged society,

of you do, what life means.”

“There’s a deal o’ talk about what you'ra
up to. The gaffer don’t send you out on
contract jobs now. The lads kind o’ Teck-
on you're on the Miracle Crane.”

((Well?!l

“(oing to do the work of a hundred
men, ain’t it?” B

“ reckon so,” Strone answered. \

“That means a hundred men from- here
and everywhere the Miracle Crane goes

dt will be chucked?”’

“For the moment>perhaps.”

“Well, we’d just as lief that crane wasn’t
made,” Haynes said doggedly.

“Why? The Union don’t object.”

«“The Union can’t,”' Haynes answered.
«All the same we reckon we’'ve got enough
machinery running.”’

«That eeems to be where we differ,”
Strone answered. «If that’s all you've got
to say, 1 wish you'd sling your hooks. T'm
busy.” i |

“It ain’t all,” Haynes answered pugnacl-
ously. “We’ve nothing against you. You're
a decent sort o, chap for all we know,
and we wish you no harm. But the lads
2’ kind o’ got th&r backs up about that
machine. You'd bwt it drop.”

«I shall do nothing of the sort,” Strone
answered. “I shall make the machine.”

There was an awkward silence. Then
Hayes stood out pugnaciously.

“Well, we say as you shan’t,” he declar-
ed. “Youd best take a hint.”

Strone laughed contemptuously.

“You are ignorant fel.ows,” he said.
ultimate good—for
all our good. Eighty or a hundred men
may suffer for the moment, but thousands
all over the world will be the better in
the end.”

“We don’t see it,” Haynes answered,
“and, anyhow, those eighty or a hundred
are our pals, and we ain’t going to see
them starve. We're here to warn you.
That’s all.”

“Then you can be off again,” Strone an
swered. I've said all 'm going to.”

“youwd best think it over.”

«T ghall make the crane if I can,” Strone
answered, “‘and I
no more to say.”

The men looked round. The pile of of+
fices were still lit up, and the watchman
was strolling round. They backed out.

“You're warned, Strone,” Hayes said
solemnly. “Maybe you'll think better of
- g

“I’m not a fool,” Strone answered, ‘‘and
if any of you lay hands on me or my
machine, I’ shoot you like a dog. See!”

A small revolver flashed out in his hand.
The men retreated without a word. Strone
locked the door.

For an hour he stood almost motionless,
watching a certain part of the whirling
mass before him. Then he called the
watchman to him. -

“Neils,” he =aid, “just stay here till 1
return, and don't let anyone enter the
shed. I’'m going up to speak to the boss.”

The man nodded. Strone made his way
across the yard and into the offices. Mr.
Dobell was preparing to leave. He called
Strone inside his room at once.

“Well?” ‘

«] shall do it, eir,” Strone said quiet”

y.
“There’s a little trouble with the men.”
Mr. Dobell laughed.
“Nothing serious, I hope
“T’'ve had three or them in to see me,”
Strone said. “They’ve had a bit of a
meeting, and they've got an idea that the

92

believe that I can. I've|]

‘crane will mean the sack for a lot of
{ them.”

“Did they threaten you?”

“Something of the sort, sir.”

Mr. Dobell smiled grimly.

“These are the men whom you want to| pleasing to him. This was her world, and

make masters of, Strone. Pretty sort of
fellows, arn’t they?”

| “It’s mot their fault,” Strone answer-
ed. “There’s not much manhood in them, !
that’s a fact, but I’'m not sure that I won-'
der at it. They're just ignorant. Still, !
there mu t be a beginning. The next gen-|
eration will reap the benefit. These men
haven’t had a chance. They’ré not much
| better- than cattle. But that’s meither
| here mor there. A maniac can kill an
emperor, and I want to finish my work.”

Mr. Dobell nodded.

“I will send you whatever you like,” he
said. “You have a free hand. You can
Gnish it in London or on the Continent.
Only say the word.”

Strone laughed.

“T'm too near the end for that to be
necessary, sir,”’| he answered. “In fact, I
don’t require power any more. I was
thinking I could finish at home better than
anywhere. All I want is quiet and a bit
of stuffi—not half a cartload. Give me a
week off and say I've gone to Newecastle.
We could get a cart at once and escape
trouble that way.”

“You are sure you won’t want power?”’
Mr. Dobell asked.

Strone was certain of it.

“T’ve just. got to think,” he said, “that’s
all. It'll come directly.”

Mr. Dobell nodded.

“Will you have my carriage to take you
home?” he asked. ‘“You look tired out.”

Strone smiled.

“Nothing rests me so much as the ride
home, sir,” he answered. “I'll be there
before the cart, and get a place ready.”

“And when shall we hear from you
again, Strone?”

“In about a week, sfr.” .

“Our understanding remains. You will
come to me?” Mr. Dobell asked anxious-

y.

“Certainly sir.”

Strone rode out into the night, elated,
wonderfully light-hearted. Now at last he
folt sure of himself. His one remaining
difficulty had vanished. In a week at the
most he would be ready for modelling and
the Patent Offices. His trouble with the
workpeople scarcely seemed to him worth
consideration. It would pass away directly
his schemes were more widely known.
How cool the air was, how sweet the night
wind. As he passed the outskirts of the
town a fancy seized him to ride round by
Bangdon. He stayed at an inn, drank
home-brewed beer, and ate some bread and
cheese. Then he lit his pipe and rode
rapidly through the country lanes, odorous
with honey-suckle, and here and there with
new-mown hay. Bangdon was all asleep,
but the vicarage was a blaze of light. He
leaned his bicycle against the wall and
crept as near as he dared to the house. A
party of six were still seated around the
dinner table. Facing him was Lady Mal-
ingeourt, on either side men whose faces
he knew well, one the county member,
the other Colonel Devenhill. They were
both good-looking, both irreproachably
dressed, both apparently doing their best
to entertain her. She leaned first to one

perative on him

her chair and laughed unreservedly. As gentence. - Fortunately for you you

he watched, his face darkened. The rose-
shaded lamps, the flowers; the men and
women themselves, formed a vignette de-
lightful enough in itself, peculiarly dis-

within a most dangerous proximity to it

ity is highly
the greatest
that carries death

she was very much at home in it. One e ::l‘é‘cai;e-
might as well think of transplating a star it
fr(_)m the skies as of placing such a woman
within his reach. He mounted his bicycle
and rode slowly homewards. For days the
memory of those few moments was a tor-
ment to him.

murder are not so easily brought into ac
tion, as may be

crime with which you were first charged
“If the honor

CHAPTER XII.

Saturday afternoon. Once more the slam
of the gate, the sound of footsteps up the
rough path. But this time Strone was
deaf to fears or hopes—drunk with the
fg\'er of invention, face to face with that
s{ngle elusive problem. She seaned her
bieycle against the side of the house, and
looked around for him—unsuccessfully at
first. Then she heard footsteps, muttéring
a smothered oath. He was walking up
aqd down by the woodshed, his hands be-
hind his back, talking disconnectedly to
himself, looking every now and then fixed-
ly at a queer little model which he had
constructed close to the wall. jShe peered
round the corner of the cottage, half
ala_rmed, half inquisitive. She had thrown
asxfie her hat, and the wind-tossed brown
hair was waving about her head, her
cheeks were flushed—she was distinctly
pretty. Strone, seeing her, stopped sud-
(lienly short. Then he came slowly towards
1€r.

“Why, child,” he exclaimed, “where did
you come from? What are you doing
here?” !

“It is Saturday,” she pouted. “Weren’t
you expecting me? You told me that I
could come.”

“Saturday.” He passed his hand over
his forehead. He had lost all count of
days. He came slowly back to the present,
laughed softly—the madness died out of
his over-bright eyes.

“That’s all right,” he said.
is it? I'm glad you've come.”

He walked by her side to the front, sank
down on his favorite moss-grown seat and
turned very white.

“Child,” he said, “I never went to bed
last night, and I feel queer. Make me
some tea.”

She threw off her jacket, turned up her
sleeves, and was instantly in her element.
She made him drink some milk while the
tea was preparing, and fetched out some
cold things from the larder. He revived
speedily. They drank tea together, and he
was very grateful. : | hi y 7

“I have been trying to finish some;t}o‘e:ﬁvrrl:mf?ogcgh:n(i\s‘(_'l‘.s:s.
work,” he said, as tht‘_\" sat watching the “QOne difference in our ]msition
sunset an hour later. “It is very import- t to them who
ant and very absorbing. I had lost all BeCs .
count of time. I should probably have
gone on until I was ill. All the while my
brain was getting clogged. I am very glad
you came.”

She colored up with pleasure.
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Her eyes filled with tears, her face was
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The adjourned sitting of the circuit court !

10.30 o’clock,
who was found
Ethel Train, was
Landry to five years

When Clarke was brought in it was quite
confinement, had
paled hjs countenance, but he nevertheless
that erect bearing which
both

J. B. M. Baxter, his
him and spoke

Judge Landry having requested the pris-
Clarke remained. stand-
ing during the pronounciig of sentence,
to be affected beyond a

Judg: Landry then imposed sentence and

twice tried for a crime
A jury of twelve good
and fellow citizens,
each one of whom
called upon in open court, to give his in-
dividual finding, unhesitatingly proclaimed
in your presence, looking you in the face,
That finding, so pro-l Tracheotomy
was! :

crushed into and with these I tried to tick e an?ilotnlfé

“Your case suffered nothing for want of
tect, ability, attention, zeal and labor on

the

you consented to submit
the finding of the truth on the issue you
difficulty in concluding|
Ethel Train told|
and that she was

you|

for an attempt. at which you have been
found guilty, vour life would have been
Ethel|
of
the act by you, would have supported a
You have very narrowly escaped having al
in the discharge of his|
duty, to decide whether y%l:) 'eh}li:u}gdgfn:; to the Whale Cove
beep left the
painful duty of saying as to whether the
the correct example
to give to evilly inclined people, the full
| consideration of the reparation due the \S]c-
e
heard how the men, i g
God bless tlhem a]l,‘ got me out, so I don’t };$a€f§;§§ I::lbtﬁc ?Qﬁs ioclg::gai!:s a;g_
’ci‘uesetgh:é ]‘;?: .a:(}ll aIk i me by the hand, . ;rence of the possibility of such a crime
‘ NOW now, A8 NONE going tmduly punished, and the adequate
| vindication of the law, did not make it im-
to pronounce the death| the highest averages in their respective
have grades during the last quarter of 1906 ab
escaped that fearful condition after coming
y .| Grade 1.—Harry Tarris, Deborah Mit-,
“'he crime of rape is one Which thel ton, Orley Fullerton, Horace Colwell. ~
laws of a Christian country, where moral-
valued, should watch with
Murder, | Goldman, Uonald McLeod.
atrocious,| Grade 1lL—Kenneth Barbour, Bernice™
but the motives and passions that prompt! Steeves, Gordon Crocker,
the motives and passions
that make possible the commission of the|

of the women and girls of
Canada is not rigidly protected by our laws  gig,
and by a healthy popular sentiment 81118.‘
evilly inclined people,| piwell, Mi b S

or belief of the i ina Stiles, Earl Steeves.
indifference of
as to their enforcement, will
look for and find more opportunities for| .o Harriet Ti dith
the commission of this crime than for any| o arriet Tingley, Edi

“«Hence the importance of the existence
the ne-
firmly administered.
And if public sentiment counts for much| gon  Alonzo Stiles.
in the enforcing of a law that healthy ¥

Iy - | books have been added to the library.
putes to you the additional offence of Per-| gddition to the governor-g it el
Had you admitted your guilt and
thrown yourself upon the mercy of the
joined to those
relatives might have
You preferred taking
did, with the results you

to the heart for clemency.|term
I am not untouched by the representa-)‘ journed by
In fact, I am deeply mov-| been brought to his

kind to such relatives and friends than|
requires a greater ef-

consider justice, than you!
exercised on that oceasion |
over the lust that prompted you to so
wrong them, and to bring the misery to
naturally, strive

in res-|
intercede ' for trial:
for you, is: if I wound their feelings T
so by a strong gense|John A. Lockhart, Oscar Campbell and
of duty and right, and my act must bel
in public; you wronged them with full| the
of your act, but! Vs
you with| cover 2

«I have thought of nothing else all the | the hope that your sin against them|
week,” she said simply. would never be known to them; !
He looked at her and sighed. haps, even then, with a fixed purpose’
“That’s foolish of you,” he said. ‘that, if accused, you would perjure your-
“Why?” self to quict the pangs of your relative

«[f T take time off the full penalty im-i
thank your sorrowing rela- urday.

tives for it. And if you want them re-
lieved of the pain your pcsition now gives
them, shape your conduct in your conﬁm’»“

soon as possible. When you go from
here you will have it in your power to
very much shorten the confincment to
which I feel bound to sentence you..
“For the reasons I have given 1 feel im-
pelled to pronounce as a sentence:
“That you be confined in the maritime
penitentiary at Dorchester for the space
of five years from this date.”
Immediately after the imposing of sent-
ence Clarke was taken back to jail and
walked away in his same steady manner.
Speaking to the Times Mr. Baxter said
decided as yet about ap-
the case to the Supreme Court of

Yesterday two of the jurors, Messrs.
1. Ryan and A. D. Branscombe, were ab-
sent, the former being ill and as C. N.
| Skinner, K. C., is in attendance at the
Collins trial, the case of Mackay v. tha
City of St. John was postponed until Feb-
! ruary 26th, the court having again adjourn-
ed until that date, when it will meet in
the chambers in the Pugsley building, -

| CHILD RAISED FROM

ment so as to merit release on parole as’

| THE DEAD BY LONDON .

| HOSPITAL DOCTORS

The following cabl2 despatch has been
sent the New York

The remarkable case of a child, Ruth
Geoffrey, who was virtually raised from
the dead at the Farnham Isolation Jos-
pital, has aroused intense interest.

The child, who is eight years old, was
taken by her mother to the hospital in
an apparently dying condition. She ceased
to breathe while preparations for an cper-
ation were being made, but artificial -1¢3-
piration being employed_.‘f she began to
breathe again twenty minutes lat:r.

«Jt is cartainly
said one of the hospital doctors.

The child, who has twice uad pnuu-
monia, was brought ih what looked like
a hopeless condition, suffering from diph-
theria. She was really at her last gasp.
She was removed to the operating room,
where two doctors and three nurses were
in attendance. No sooner had the chloro-
form been given than the child’s breathing
ceased. Her heart certainly did not beat.
The child’s color was waxen. .

One of the nurses left the room, sayling,
«1¢ is all over.” Bub the doctors deter-
mined to proceed with the operation.
was performed for the first
i time in this hospital, antitoxin treatment
being employed in® the earlier stages of
diphtheria. The child was apparently
dead. The operation took exactly twenty
minutes, then, as a last hope, artificial
respiration, aided by strychnine, brandy
and hot bottles, was employed.

To everyone’s amazément the child be-
gan to breathe again. The staff was de-
lighted as well as astonished.

How long the child ceased to breathe
it is( of course, difficult to tell. Unless
her 'heart becomes affected there is an
excellent chance of her complete recov-
ery. The tube has been removed from
| her throat and she can speak quite clearly

now.

WHALE COVE STORE
DESTROYED BY FIRE

Jan. 16—(Special)—Fire
and contents belonging
‘rrading Co., at Whale
| Cove, at 10.30 last night.
! at the time made it difficult to save ade
| joining property: The fire, like the recent
| ones at Sandy Cove, only a few miles from
| Whale Cove, is thought to have been of in-
| cendiary origin; the loss is partly covered
. by insurance.

Digby, N. 8.
destroyed the store

| Riverside Consoligated School.

Hopewell Hill, Jan. 14—The following
are the names of the students making

| the Riverside Consolidated school:

Grade I1.—Hallie Smith, Percy Barrett,
Harold Fullerton, Charlie Robinson, David

Lucien McLeod,
Ada Crawford, Eva Fullerton.
Grade IV.—Etta Sprague, Achsah Mit-
ton, Lena Fullerton, Christina Crawford.
Grade V.—Gertrude Fullerton, Amy
| Keiver, Margaret Barbour, Minnie Tar-

|

urade VI.—Russell Fullerton, Ethel
| Grade VII.—Allie Mitton, Blair Tarris,
| Ralph Handren, Susan Kennie.

Grade VIII.—Barrie Reid, Mildred Mur-
Hoar.

Grade IX.—Rosie Tingley, Alberta Rich-
ardson, Hillis Crocker, Bruce Kinnie.
! Grade X.—Wendell Wright, Dora Ting-

Blair Hoar.

|ley, Bruce Dixon,
! ‘Grade XI.—Marion Reid, Clyde Robin-

Grade Xll.—James Carnwath, Clarence

: il _ 7| Hour.
tained by the rigid _apphcatmn of the

The school, which has done good work

In| quring the past term, starts the new term
-| with the same staff of teachers and about

Some $50 worth of
In

»1 190 pupils enrolled.

' and the usual prizes, cash prizes are of-
fered for the present term by ¥. W. Sum-
ner and A. E. McSweeney, of Moncton.
The, trustees are determined to maintain
| 2 hign standard, and it is expected that
'Ka. shorthand and typewriting course will
| be introduced at the opening of the school

to the crime | vear jn September next.
of which you.are found guilty is seven|
With such| gplendid record that preceded him here

1 have spoken of you Wi}}i by his fine work in the school.
1

Principal Trueman has proved the

In!
your own conduct there appears nothing
that makes in mitigation of the sentence.. Hampton, Jan. 15—The Scott act ap+
had relatives and friends
urged upon Kings county court,
that® of life this morning,

Kings County Court.

i'peal cases, SO long - pending before the
received a new leasa
when the January
of the court was opened and ade
Judge Wedderburn, it having
notice that Mr. Jonah,
| of counsel for the appellants, is awaiting

“«But if the law should spare you on!the arrival for interment of the body of
the law would be more ! his mother, just deceased.

These cases
are respectively those of George Meyers,
William Cummings, Thomas Barron, Jos
s eph Brand and J. Dennis Foohey.

In the case of Crandall Meyer, for whose
arrest a bench warrant was issued some
months ago, the sheriff submitted an affis
davit setting forth the attempts which had
been made to save it without success, and
it was thereupon decided to abandon it.

There were two non-jury cases sct down
Arthur W.'Keith vs. Ambrose
MeDermott, an action for trespass; and

|

Klias Harmer, executors of the estate of
late Margarvet J. Campbell, deceased,
William Kilpatrick, an action to re«
debt. |
In both these cases White & King ape

and, per-| pear for the plaintiffs and Fowler & Jonahk

tor defendants.
I'he court adjourned sine die.

s
| The Orleans (Vt.) county jail was with
out an occupant for two weeks until Sab

Herald from London&=

a remarkable cass,” .
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A gale of wind*
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