,;}e»j.,fyf e

[

OOR DOCUMENT

T T TR

e ~\.A,'.,‘

G p

THE SEMI.WEEKLY TELEGRAPH. ST, JOHN, N. B.," WEDNESDAY JULY 31‘1907

N—
BIRENT LIPS

BY ANNIE O. TIBBITS
Author of “The Love That Won,” “The Mxmry of Iris Grey,” “Robes of Shame,
; Ete.

Copyrighted 1907 by the North Amarican Company

CHAPTER XXVI—(Continued)
“Yes, 1 wad it.”
why I am koeping it. Claude,” her voice
shanged abruptly, and with a sudden
1ibandonment she flung out her hands to
him. “Claude,” she.cried, “I've ‘loved you
‘ong enough.: Marry . me!
that vou married Hetty Lancaster; oh, I
know it cannot be true, and I care for
nothing els2, for nothing in the world ex-
cept you, Claude.”

He stood quite still. * He: felt her ‘cling-
ing arms -upon- him, and his face®grew
gray and' ghastly. He gave a sudden
harsh, cackling laugh.

“Heaven “help me, it is true,” he: cried.
“I loved her,” he added, rlow]\' brutal-

“You were ne‘er in" it with her, and
never will be. ' I should love her‘etlll‘lf
I could find' her. -There- was never a girl
like her in all -—shire, and it was just
my confounded - luck‘ to bungle: things—
just my abominabls luck.. Curserit all!”’

He stopped. -Evelyn had moved sud-
den]v and swiftly, to one of ‘the ‘desks,’and
' was standing with her. back to him. There
i was a quick rustle of ‘paper, the scratching
of a pen, ‘and ‘then she turned again’and
was swiftly . crodsing: the room.: .

"\Vhere are“you’ going?” he cried.

' She made ' no reply.. ‘Shes only: hastened
her stept.. The'last remnant of her: seli-

{ control’ had :gone. ‘Slie was¢ white to the
‘hps, with' her eyes, hard?and - brig ﬁxt and
glittering with an--ungovernable passion.
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‘e’_one mad moment she -Was a woman
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“To your work, you curs.

tyou hear?’’

‘scorned with only one thought in her
"heart, one desire—to be revenged on the
man who had spurned her.

She pulled open the door and hurried
‘out into the corridor, staring round her
'with a wild white face. In the ball-room
'at the far end dancing was in full swing.
lA couple lingered round the doorway,
‘but the corridor was nearly empty. She
;._tumed and ‘hurried down it, and a foot-
! man, meeting her, stared at her stupidly
'as she thrust the-nete into his hand.
| He.thought she was hysterical.. He said
'aftemard he could scarce]y believe it was
* Miss Walter who stared_up mto his face.

“Take it at “once, at once, "she cried,
in a quxck high-pitched voxce “ “You must
not lose a minute. It is’ important—a
matter of life and death—of ‘more than
one‘life"and death!”  She gave a sudden
‘tharsh laugh, and then sobered again.
“Don’t wait for anything, don’t even give
,me time to call you back. Go!”

She turned from him, and half stum-
"bled half ran toward ‘an alcove, and,
y dropping into a lounge, pressed her palms
agamst her ears to shut out all sounds, {~
and shut her eyes.

The footman glanced down at the note
in his hand.
It was addressed to the Inspector of
Police, Oldcastle!

CHAPTER XXVIL.

- There was something strange about Ted
| Sealey, something wrong. He had alter-
ed for the worse of late. had taken to
"queer hours and was neglecting his w ork.

Geoffrey did not find him at his lodg

bhe called, and Mrs. Sharpe sank her
voice and leaned forward and whispered
. mysteriously. in his ear.

“They’re working overtime at the mill,
but I reckon you won't find ‘im there,”
‘{“he said. . “‘He ain’t the lad h(» was. He's
. going wrong, is .lurl Sealey, an’ all through
' that brazen lass o’ Merrill's. He \wunt
bere last night, nor the night afore that.

Geoffrey turned away, disappointed and
vaguely uneasy. It all sounded so unlike
Ted that he couldn’t believe it. But some:

how he could not ftind him. He inquired
at the mill early in the morning, only
to find that he had not arrived, and the
timekeeper at the door shook his head. !

“Phere’s no -tellin’ with him of late,”
he 6aid. “and if vou're a friend of his
you'd better give him a warnin’. He's a
good workman, hnt the muaster wongt
stand too much .of it anl he’s bin going
# lately.”

The old man's word Yyt i his cars

to the mill
< time
ay to
M .]w oflice

lerk lifted up
nd said “*Hello.”
card, and the
a sudden

all day, and s
again late that
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door, wher:
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Geoffrey handed in his
. youth’s manner underwent
* change.
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It is not -true

!
. e g
she said, “and that is|@Wed voice.

‘h(‘]]\h‘eﬂ\ over the rapidiy im’.’c..sing:
group about him. ked round. He |
was surrounded. There was no way of
retreat. He was helpless among thej
enemy—amonig the work people he had|
been sweating- for yearsz, toe p2ople—
friends once—whom he had alienated.
“You'd better quit,” tk¢ woramen re-

|
|

i ment looking
ings either that night or next day when:

‘apparently

“Sir Geoffrey Waring!” he said in an
“Mr. Thomson will no doubt
see you at once, eir, if you will step in.’
Geoffrey duf s0, and soon afterward the
man he rememoered g0 well--the man who
once upon a time,long years ago,had known
him only 'as a poor lad :in‘ a- corduroy
suit, hustled in. He had grown stout and
prosperous. His mill had done well, and |
«the master was no longer a man who
worked th his employes, but who drove !
them.
' He' looked:into Geoffrey’s face without ;

recognition, looked ‘into the "face of the:
lad“ he had employed, and d1d not know |

him!

“*8ir Geoﬁrey Waring?”’ he said, ‘in an
oily ‘voice. “I am extremely honored. No
.doubt ‘you-havetheard of thg steps ‘I~ am
taking for' turning my mill "into a‘ com-
pany

(xeoﬂrey nodded.

. “Then it is fortunate, you are here at

this moment, for Jackson’s clerk—the law-

yer you:know—is’here, too, and will give
yous any information ‘you wish. It 'will-be
|very* satisfactory, indeed, Sir Geoffrey, if

‘we ‘can persuade you to bécome one of the

directors.”

Geoffrey- let. himself drift, and a'few
minutes: later he' found himself following:
Thompson over the ‘mill, through the
wdrkrooms he had- known so well long
yearsrago when he had worked there.

He looked about him curiously. There
were men tl;nf he remembered still, wom-

en whose faces scarcely seemed to have
changed. Some of tnem looked up as he
passed and once or twice he drew in his
breath, expecting recognition. * But it
never came, and in the faces hz fancied
he saw instead of the old eager, happy
air, a sullen look, as if they resented his
appearance.

It had not seemed like that in the old
days. It had been all work and bustle and
good spirite. Even the wheels had sung
as they spun, and the whir of the traps
and the hum of the dancing bobbins had

sen almost like music in the old days.

Now, surely, there seemed to bhang
about the workshops a sullen air, an air
of restraint and sadness.

He stared about him, and then at last
followed ‘Mr. Thomson through a narrow
gangway into another part.

“We have added this, this last year,”
iThomson said proudly, “and I feel I shall
be justified in adding yet another building
twica the size to meet the demands of my
business. 'l‘his is why T wish to form a
_company.’

His chcst swelled out, and at the en-
trance 'to the new rooms he stood, his
thumbs in the armholes of his waistcoat
and his hard face smiling and complacent.

But in this room the faces of the work-
ers, thin faces most of them, and 'all
looking worn and many ill and hungry,
were’ still more: sullen. *They were older
hands—most of them men, and as Geoffrey
and Mr. Thomson entered the hard look
seemed to settle still more sharply upon
the faces.

Geoffrey and Thomson stood for a mo-
round. The movement and !
went on.  Then suddeniy |
to coma to a standstill,
realized it
the workers.

noise and bus
everything
and before eitber
movement among
collected-in a group bLefore i
of them stood wout, Ilovkin
straight in the face.
“You, bein’ a stranger

seonied

a

he said roughly, “bur we'te goin’ to deal!
with Mr. Thomeon Lere and now. I's allj
arranged, and you can quit i you wuaal

We'll see you out.”

starsd uncompren
Mr. Thotison un
too well. His face b
a sudden ghasils
¢ lips unceriainic, ‘ml h <;-.z~

to.
Geofirey

.1(.L\ uut nis

peated. *“We're goin’ to hLave things sat-
tled tonight. Shall us wait for you?”
Geoffrey shook his head.

N0, l'll stay. I've got a {riend here
myself’’

? friend 7’

“Ted Scaley,” Geoffrey replied, and

there was, a ehout.

~
{
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“A friend of his, and you're welcome,”
the man cried. “But #tand away.”

Geoffrey fell back, and the spokesman :

came forward and confronted the
of the mill.

“We've heard all abput the company
vou're forming,”’ he cried, “‘but you've got
to deal with us first, before you do any-

thing to that, and we're set on it. We're |

goin’ to have our rights. Twice in these

Go back to your work, and let me pass at once.

ther> was a!

They had |
m, and one
g (icoﬂ'rey;

ad better quit,” '

wndered |

last two years you've promised us a rise o’
[ wages that we’ve never had. Twice-—once
| when Huttons' gave their men a rise, and

!once when Priddeaux’s men went out on ;

| strike you promised us more wages if

we'd keep in. And we stuck to you, every |
But we |

man of us. We were loyal to you.
never got:our rises. We were never a
blessed farthing the better off for bein’
{ faithful to you, and so now we're deter:

{mmed to get what you owe us—the rise in |

| wages. you promlsed us two years back.
We want all you owe us—the two )eaxs
extra money that we ha\ent got. An'
g“ere goin’ to have it out o’ you one \m‘»
or the other, Mr. Thomson. Arc you goin’
| to give it to us fair an’square’ or 'ave we
'"oL to get for ourselves?”’

For a moment Thomson was taken
aback. For a moment fear overcame him,
and blanched his face and unnerved him.
But before the man had finished his
speech he had steadied himself. He drew
himself up.

“I am not. to be terrorized,” he said,
boldly. “This is not the way to get any
rise or anything else, and 1 shall certainly |-
mot listen to= any demand made in .this
way. Let me pass.”

None moved. All the mill seemed to be
curiously still. Only the spokesman threw
up his arms, and instantly at the edge of
the crowd there was a queer responding
movement

““Are ‘you decided upon that?”’ he asked.

“Certainly,” said Thomson.
< “Are you sure? ‘We'll' give you two
minutes to make up your mind,” the man
went on. “We’ve took you 'by surprise,
.maybe. The day was when you weren’t a
hard master, and there’s some of us as
can‘t credit as you'll be hard now,though

|
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we’ve had years’ experience to prove as

you aren’t what you used to be. But we’ll
give you a chance. Two minutes—"

“Bah!” The master’s rage broke loose.
‘“KEvery man who has had a hand in this
will be instantly dismissed,”” he shouted.
“To your work, you curs. Go back to your
work, and let me pass at once. Do you
hear?” i : :

Apparently no one heard or cared. The
spokesman waited a moment, looked into
Thomson’s convulsed face, and then sud-
denly blew a whistle.

It was answered instantly bv another
in another part of the building. After that
the men waited. curiously silent, as if
listening. e

Somehow Thomson and Gooﬁrev waited,
too—somehow Thomson did not know
what to do, and before he had made up
his mind a shout behind him made him
turn. &

“They’re all out,” said a voice, and a
moment later a sudden vivid glare, a
tongue of flame, its reflection red against
the white wall of the room in “hl(’h they
stood, caught his eye.

“Good heavens! the mill's on ﬁrv!' he
cried harshly.

“Yes, ves. it’s afire,” he said, “and all
the women are out, and we're going to
keep you here until the flames catch the
gangway. Then you can run if you like.

Thomson gave a sharp cry,
he could speak some one rushed up.

“Ted’'s caught and shut off,” he
hoarsely. “He went back for summat
| the ldst minute, and he's
midst o' the fire, in the very heart of it,
i mates.”

cried
at |

! Every one instantly forgot all about
! Thomson. A hundred voices clamored at
| once.

“What did he go for? What brought
him back? What's to be done?”

A score of men had disappeared for
help. A dozen others began making at-
temots to got back into the other part
of ithe mill. ;

Jut alren.dyv, swift as it was, the gang-!

. filled with smoke. and now,!
3 the clamor of voiees, there began
| card a duli, sinister sound, the roar:

They looked at each: other with bland,
i white faces. For i moment they seemed
heinless d -tupefied. and then there be-
L ove toward the other side of the
new building, and the way out into the
great i
|  Geg went with them, drifting help-
lessly eI, oy forgor all*about
him, ti n foreor Thomson and the
i effact t  revenge w him
in the'r aay:ibut e
into the st ia front t stoat in hor
ror.

Tie ron! fali. A eromsd thal was
vapidly i : faved up at the bhum
ing building. The wa limen had evidently
prenave:d theic plan siully. and taken

care l vat they should not fuli. There was

owner |

» | one—address it-

bt Betove | He stopped suddenly and fell back heavily !

there in the |

a strange smell of parafline in the air, ;mxl‘l
the flames were leaping in the windows

|
in a way that no ordinary flames wonld | looking in bewilderment at the dying \mm"

leap. Their plans had been well laid.

No firemen had arrived, but
{ had been raised against the wall, and be-
neath it were huddled a group of peo-
ple with' strained, anxious faces.  They
were looking up hreathlessly in strange
silence.

“They’re watching for Ted Sealey,”
some one said huskily in Geotfrey's car.
“It's the sixth time he's gone, and ]m'ﬁ

hurt and fit to drop as it is. They tried”
. to prevent him going the last time, but
1it was mo good. They say now there’s|
i a woman shut up in the mill still.”

“Ted Sealey?” Geoffrey Tepeated.

“Yes, there's been some mistake, and

|

| some women got left behind and cut off.!

Barker, the lawyer’s clerk, got left there, |
too, and Ted’s gone after him. It looks
; as if it would bz a miracle if he ever got
{ out again.”

i He stopped suddenly, for a shadow ap-
| peared amidst the leaping flames at one
of the windows, and an instant later a
hoarse cheer went up from . the crowd.
It was Ted, and Ted with a burden in his
arms!

Thz cheer wgs repeated. Then a-man
ran up the ladder and took from him a
loose heap that looked more like a char-
red bundle of c¢lothing than a man. It
was Fred. Barker.

Ted raised himself to the sill, the fire
| roaring behind him, and sat for a moment,
his feet on the ladder. A shout went up
from the crowd.

‘“How are you, lad?
lad?”

He waved one hand.
oddly at his side.

“I’m all right,” he cried in a queer dead
voice. ‘““Yes, lads, I'm all right.”

He swung himeelf slowly on to the lad-
der and began to descend. They had laid
Barker down on blankets, and now turned
to help Ted. A whisper ran through the
crowd. Barker was dead or dying; but
suddenly the whisper ceased and changed
to a quick, sharp cry.

Geoffrey gave a start and ran forward.

The ladder, bending already under Ted’s
weight, had snapped suddenly. There was
a crash, and a sharper cry, and then sud-
den, horrible silence.

Geoffrey plunged in amidst the crowd,
pushing them right and left, until he
reached the silent group beneath the
flaming windows. Some one .was forcing
them back,

““Air—air—give him air,” he cried, “and
some one get another doctor at once.”

A dozen turned to fetch one, but at
that instant' Dr. North stepped from
among them and bent over him. He lay
quite still, and in spite of the great crowd
about them, the crackling and roaring of
flames and splitting of glass above their
heads seemed to be the only sound. A
fire engine had dashed up, and was busy
playing from. the other end of the street,
and now the hiss of water mixed with the
angry roar of the fire.

And in the midst if it all Ted lay quite

Are you all right,

The other hung

still, with the familiar faces about him;
he lay seeing none of them, speechless,
unmoving.

A short distance away equally silent,
lay Barker, the Oldcastle dandy, the little
fop, with all his smartness gone, his;
clothes charred and blackened, and his
mean face changed beyond recognition.
He was breathing heavily, rousing slowly, |
coming by degrees gradually back to life.

He tried to lift his head at last, and
the other doctor, who had been trying
to force something betwen his lips, slipped
his arm round  his shoulders.

*Is there any one of you wish to see?”
he asked in a low voice.  “You may send
for them if you wish.”

Barker’s head moved slowly round.

“Bessie,” he whispered.

The doctor bent his head lower to catch
the feeble voice. ¢~

“Yes; Bessie who?” he asked.

Fred made no reply. His hands were
fumbling amidst t charred rags of his
coat, terrible hands, burned and scarred
by the fire, and for a moment his face
changed.

“@Gone!” he said suddenly.
—it has quite gone.”

“Yes, yes,” said the doctor soothingly.
“l will be sure to tell her. You must
not worry—""

“Look and see,” interrupted Barker’s
feeble far-away voice again, ‘‘that it has
quite gone. No one must see it—she hated
it—dirty work—Look in my pocket.”

He turned, suddenly agitated, to the
doctor.

“In my pocket,” he repeated.

He pointed to his ragged, blackened
breast, and the doctor fumbled with
gentle hands among the charred bits of
paper which had once been his pocketbook.
There were the remains of what had. once
been letters, and Barker’s dull eyes bright-
ened and sharpened as the doctor drew
the little bundle out.

“Look,” he cried. “Look quickly.”

The doctor, not knowing for what to
look, opened the bundle slowly, and let
the letters loose. They were nearly all
burned beyond hope. He held them up
one after the other, unrecognizable scraps
of paper that almost fell to pieces as he
opened them, but Barker’s eyes went past
them anxiously. It was not for those he
looked. It was for something elce.

The doctor came upon it suddenly, a

“Tell her

“Here.”

the others, surmounted by a crest. He
looked at it ‘curiously.
crest, and the thick white paper had
been bldclwnnd and not burned through:
| Some of the writing was easily
upon it, and below the embossed crest
a date stood out in stiff, bold letters.
The doctor had no time to ‘examine it,
| even if he wished. Barker’s burnt and
helpless hands were stuetched
agony toward it.

in his weakening voice. ‘‘Seme
before it too late.” |

{ he cried,

is

| “Perliaps her is here,” he added, *““among
! the crowd—eall and see—quick—Dbefore it
is too late.”

“Who?” asked the doctor.
i you wish to see?”

! The answer came at once,
‘1L in surprise.

“Sir Geofirey Waring,” Barker
“see if he is among the crowd..”

It $eemed ridiculous to ~suppose
' he would be, but the doctor
feet, and raising his voice,
Geoftrey’s name. He did
get any reply, and he gave

rose to his
calledl out
not expect to
a dtart when

said,

n ladder |

Ted got them out, and now they say ﬂlﬂtl

piece of .note-paper, thicker than any of!

It was the earl’s!

visible |

out in '

“(Giive it to me—and an envelope, qui(k,’ i

“Who is it |

and he heard

|
that

Geoffrey himsclf turned from bending over

{ Ted and came forward.

i does mot kill him.

“Are you Sir Geofirey Waring?” tho |
doctor asked. .

(Gieoffrey nodded. He was aware that
there was a movement of surprise among
the crowd. that they were staring at!
him in dull astonishment, but” the nest
instant he had forgotten it. Ired Bar-
ker, flat on the ground, was staring up

at him with blind, dull, fast-glazing eyes,

holding toward him.in two weak. charred
hands a blackened piece of paper.

He took it from him, and as if in a
dream he heard thw little clerk’s voice.
grown now sudderly clear and distinet,
sueaking words he giad never thought to
hear.

“It iz the confession vou signed cight
vears ago. Geofirey Clavering  confession
of forgery. vot never comn wd-—-that kenn

disgrace I Laew
that

You can i

oL Oldeastle in
vou were innocent, and
it to shield Lord Fanshawe

_\(i!j 0!
vou signed

it back now It is yours--an:l' Bessie will
be glad—I have given it back--to yow’
Ihs voice stopped.

“Perhaps its true,” he wentfon in
whisper.  “Women lknow. things s>me-
times. and it iz funny dhow near Brooks|
i is to death—and he never dies. He gave
the poison to lord IF'anshawe the very
day Mr. Lancaster wa- found dead. Lovd
l":l'n.\']ul\\.- killed him, because he knew
too much. e had found out about John *

; axlt nee,
Those round were ' His \lull eyes brichtened a little,

: clothes.

had been called |
and who was yot
who had once worked

and at the other who
Sir Geoffrey Waring,
Geoffrey ('lavering,

as a lad in that very mill that was Lurn
Ing so fiercely now.
But they had no time to try to un-

derstand what it meant.
ting restless "again.

There is something else 1
say,” he whispered, “*‘and I must be quick.
It is what Bessie would wish—You must
make a note of this, and let me -1gu it.
Somebody make a note—"

(.enﬁre3 pulled out his pocketbood aad
leaned a little lower to catch the dying
! words.

They came slowly, feebly—weak and fal-
tering words that were yet more power-
ful than the shouting of the crowd be-
! hind him—that meant more to' him than
the roar of a thousand tongues.

“I—I am dying, and I must tell what

Barker was get-

A man ran vp i

I know of the death of Mr. La.nca.s/cr—
Hetty Lancaster never murdered him. It
was Claude, Lord Fanshawe, who killed
him—poisoned him. No one knew that
he was going—no one saw him go except
me and Hetty Lancaster. And only I
knew. what he meant to do..”

His voice stopped for a moment, and
he lay very still, with his eVes fixed,
without seeing, on Geoffrey’s face. The
men about them had ceased to watch the
fire. They wgre watching instead, * with
breathless interest, Barker’s gray-white
face. The fire had died a little. -Every
now and then the water playing:on the
burning mill®drifted like a fine rain into
their faces.

““A drunken chemist named Brooks
gave him the poison,” Barker’s wavering
voice went on. “He had a herbal shop

“Airseairssgive him air,”’ he ecried,

but after the Mmur-
Lord Fanshawe |

in Sheffield street once,
-suddenly.
sent him away. le
him to drink himself to death for eight |
he The drink

told Bessie,

der he retired

stiit alive,
When 1
she said that God keot him alive—
pose.”
His
hands moved

years, but is

on pur-

and  stopped. Fli:

about

faltered
restlessly

voice

Andrew~, and h® meant esposing us.
Evervbod thengh! John had emk ul
Giles ."1‘mm v bat 10 was I whe did 1.
d dovt mu “he booke. and Fanshawe: and
¥ o=l the meney -Fanshawe's crime as

tha

not  tie

Gad help
the

first
first

apd not

1< mine

me now, it was Loy
Jast.
Onece more

and

trisiled
suddeniy

his voice mto

then

away

his charred |

have . to |

‘aider and took from him a loose heap.

!

had besn exnecting |

“Have you got that?’ he asked.
it? - 'Fhen  let
He tried to raise hwmseir. hut i
helplessiv.  Geoffrey, with his
and desperate, leaned forward.

vou .written me sign—
‘1 back

faca wvet

The doctor shook hiz head and pointed

Barker’s charred and helpless hands.
“A mark will be all he will be able
to make,” he whispered back, “and you
will have to wait for that.”

Geoffrey put down his hands helpleesly.
Wait? Hetty had waited eight years,
eight years, and God was forcing the silent
lips to speak at last. Surely he would
wait another five minutes? He looked
down at the changing face before him. and
his heart stood still. Suppose he did not

to

speak again? Suppose he could not sign
after all?
Waves of shadow went swiftly over

Barker’s face and with sudden, strange
strength he raised himself.

“A pen—and be quick,” he gasped un-
steadily. “Let me sign.”

Geoffley thrust one into his numb,
burned fingers. They could scarcely grasp
it. They clung stiffly round it, dead,
helpless, lifeless fingers—and moved it
slowly along the paper.

A dozen heads bent forward to watch,
and as Barker scratched his name with
difficulty in the final “r” a dozen hands
were thrust out to Geoffrey, and per-
haps almost the last words the dying man
heard were the whispers of the men who

“Have ‘

‘“¥For heaven's sake heip hith to prove
this before it is too late,” he swhi-perad
ito the doctor. *“Let him cign what he
has r'nd~ help him to do n for heaven's
sake.” !

1]

heard his confession. b

“I'll sign—I'll bear

they :aid.

witness to that,”

(To be continued.)
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which had been -ashore
today by tug Pallas.

the extent of her

She is full of water, but
damage cannot be ascertaine l before dis-
i charging.
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he rouscd. l

| B anchor while
Nantuecket Shoals during the

yvesterday, While  making
thix harbor last night she struck some ob-
struction attached to the sunken schooner
Sagamore off East Chop, but sustained no

visible damage.
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you i you w
direct. Clip.
mail to The s
Yonge St., T
“Training for Success”

Name
Address

MONCTON B0Y
DIVE TO DEATH

e

Edward Williams Could Not
Swim and He Sank in
Humphrey’s Pond

¢

Monecton, N. B., July 28—With the re-
mark to his companions “Watch me dive,”
Edward Williams, aged fifteen, of this
city, went to his death im the mill per
at Humphrey’s Mill yesterday afternoom.
Young Williams with some companions
had been swimming in the, pond during
the afternoon and were on their way home
to Monétom.when they met more boys en
route to -the pond to swim.

Williams and his chums were persuaded
to return and Williams was the first to
get in. He went out on some logs and
whik his companions stood on ehore he
called to them to-watch him dive.

With this remark he plunged into about
eight feet of water. When he reappeared
it was at once sesn he was beyond his:
depth and in- distress. Being unable to
swim, he went down again and the sec-
ond time he came to the surface his strug-
gles were very feeble. The third time he
went down he failed to rise.

None of the boys were able to swim
but Williams’ brother climbed out on the
logs and made every effort to aid his
drowning brother. It was with difficulty
that he was pulled -ashore by his young
companions.

The alarm was given and men who ran
to the sccne were able in a short time to
bring Edward Williams’ lifeless body tg
the surface.: Daceased was one of a fam-
ily of four. Their mother is a washer-
woman living in Pearl street and tha
father is working near Campbellton. The
deceased lad was employed in the Domin-
ion Textile Company’s mill here but was
having a half holiday Saturday.

Humphrey's pond has been the spot for
quite a number of boys swimming and
playing on logs and this is the third or
fourth drowning there within the last few
years.

RETURNED AFTER ANNUAL
RETREAT ON SATURDAY

Many Catholic Clergy Passed Through
the City from St. Joseph’s--Fifty-
seven Priests Were Present,

MR

The annual retreat or the Catholic
clergy of the St. John diocese, which was
opened in St. Joseph's College, Memram-
cook, on Tuesday last, was concluded on
Saturday and the clergymen dispersed for
their various stations.

His Lordship Bishop Casey and the &t.
John priests arrived home on Saturday

"’

-
afternoon. Others who passed through
here on Saturday evening were Rev. Fr.
Doyle, of Milltown (N. B.); Rev. Fr,
O'Flaherty, St. Andrews: Rev. M. T.
Murphy, of Debec Junction; Rev. ¥. J.
McMurray, of Woodstock; Rev. C. P,
Carleton, of Petersville; Rev. D. Le Blane,
of Central I\mgﬂcledr, Rev. Thomas
Lavery, of St. Stephen, and Rev. Dr. Mec-
Laughlin, assistant priest at Milltown.
Rev. J. Carson, of §St. George, went
through on Saturday morning.

At 9 o'clock mass in the cathedral yes-
terday, Bishop (‘asey spoke briefly on the
retreat. Fifty-seven priests had been pres-
ent, he said, and all had returned home
spiritually refreshed. Rev. Fr. Gasson, S,
J.. conducted the retreat.

Father Gasson went to Fredericton Sat
urday evening and preached in St. An-
thony's church, St. Mary's, yesterday. He
was the guest of Rev. J. J. Ryan, the
pastor.

Rev. F. M. Lockary, who has been sta-
tioned at the palace. has been appointed
pastor of the missions of Albert county,
succeeding the late Father MeAulay. The
missions o Nackvil” ‘roxe and Port
Klgin have been o\ alo o separ:
parish, and Rev. Ant.. LeBlane, of «4.
Bernard's parish, Moncton, has been ap
pointed pastor.




