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SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 28 !907-THE STAR, ST, JOHN N. B.,!
! mind. Л11 their possessions had been 
I seized by the authorities. Pamela was 
; almost penniless. She borrowed what 

site could and sold the l'ew lit­
tle trinkletb that remained to her, dc-

she

They passed through the gate that 
marked the boundary of the place, upon 
each stone pillar of which was carved 
her family arms, and on down the pub­
lic highway to where au old stone 
inridge crossed the stream leading to 
the lake. Turning out of the rood, the 
countess followed the 
stream until she had reached a little 
moss-covered bank, which, screened by 
bushes, made a perfect bower, 
she dropped upon the ground with a 
little sigh of contentment. The dog lay 
down beside her, pushing at her hand 
with his cold, wet nose.

"It's horri ole, doggie dear," the girl 
whispered, pulling at the silky eais, 
"and I haven't any one to help me at 
all. Even you can't, Hero."

The dog looked into her face with

Romantic Stories 
of Famous Families

girl who had only for two years been 
away from a country home, when she 
went to London and to France to com­
plete . her education—have concocted 
those letters and carried through that 
artful plan of entanglement ?

Hiss Smith declared

:

J Romantic Stories 
of Famous F amities

money

t with moneyiudig herself that 
might tiikd some means of getting to 

husband In his prison. She had 
but recently given birth to a iittle girl, 
and weak and distracted with sorrow 
and terror she hardly knew what she 

! did. Her last hope—that she mignt be 
share her husband's cell

her
■ The letters were,

sent through the post, but handed
course of the\

not
to her by secret messengers from her 
alleged lover, so no envelopes with 
post-marks on them were discovered. 
Some witnesses swore that they were 
in the Karl’s handwriting. Others de­
clared they were in Miss Smith's. Miss 
Smith's ordinary hand was much like 
the Karl’s. She had modelled her writ- 

that of her youthful acquaint­
ance, it was believed.

Here XXIII—Who Was “Pamela”?
A Tragedy of the EarlyXIX—The Strange Case of Earl Ferrers and Miss Smith

Did the Young Peer Write all these Love Letters ?—A Plot 
“Beyond the Possibilities of Hum au Life’’

і allowed to 
while he lived, and hold him in her

u en led
Thirties-•

.•inns when death came—was 
her. An order was issued that she 

to leave Ireland with her baby- 
She was to see the 

She had

was
children at once!

she loved never again! 
hardly reached London before the news 

brought her tliath cr husband was

H. paid for discovering L. E. F., I could see her dance! You would de-
' light in it. She dances so with all her

ills on "E.
man£1,000."

That entry in a state account is an 
official record for expenses in connec­
tion with dark treachery. "E. H." be­
trayed to death the man who trusted 
him. The £1,000 was blood-money. "L. 
E. F." were the initials of Pamela’s

heart and soul. Everybody seems to 
like her and behave civilly and kindly 

Your affectionate son, E. F.”

THE PI,ОТ LAID BARE.
grave, questioning eyes.

"They are going to marry me off to 
some one I never saw," she continued, 

might to a friend.

was
dead.What did the letter mean? That was young lady—she lived with her step- 

the question which the young Earl Fer- father and mother, at a village only a 
rera asked himself one morning in fjw miles from Chartley Castle-some 
December, 1842. The missive had been years ago when he was not y?t of age. 
handed to him among his other corrcs- . But there had been no lo"\^ssaSes 
pondence which the manservant had between them. The >oung ladj gj 

hlm nn „ trav of eighteen—was pretty, slidable, wit-
brought him on a silver tray. (y He had liked her. Then he had gone

A SINGULAR LOVE LETTER. upon the Continent for a year or two.
and on his return to England had be- 

The letter was directed to ‘The (.ome enga?ed to the lady he had made 
Right Hon. Earl Ferrers, Chartley hIg w,fe He had completely forgotten 
Castle, Staffordshire," and the writing thfi dark.halred, dark-eyed girl whom 
was that of a woman. Upon the sheet he had known years before.
Of paper within the envelope was the ( дд t0 having proposed to and having 

" •'•following extraordinary communlca- : prom|Bed to marry Miss Smith, the idea 
tlon: 1 had never entered his head. He had

written to her, never given her

"You will say that girl ol’ her age 
have conceived and carried

to lier.
DISTRESS.could not

out such a plot," said the Attomcy- 
•8’lic annals of our courts

HAPPY TIMES.
speaking as one
"I know he is a horrid cad. Hero.

cad, he must just feel the 
same way, too, and will hate me. It 

all arranged when we were a year 
And It isn't right. Hero.

Almost penniless, Pamela, with her 
two infant children, left the country 
to find a residence upon the continent, 
where living would be cheaper than in 
England!" Years later she married a 
second time, but the union was unhap­
py an dthec ouple separated, and in ob­
scurity and poverty death 
Pamela, a lively woman In 'hat Paris

Very happy indeed were that vlvacl- 
vvife and the husband who 

In a later letter

ItGeneral.
of justice, which contain some of the 
most curious details of the human 

that instances

ous young 
loved her so much.
Lord Edward supplied a pretty pictuie

he isn’t a husband.
In a small meagrely-furnished apart­

ment, upon the third floor of a house 
in a mean street, in Paris, a woman lay 
dying one day in 1831. She was not an 
old woman, but the face which 
once been peculiarly beautiful bore on 
it the lines of caie and sorrow, and the 
hair was already streaked with gray. 
She was a lady—the wife of a British 
nobleman—the Widow of Lord Edward 
Fitzgerald, flfth son of the then Duke 
of Leinster. A solifcuy lady now stood 
beside her bed—a friend who, when all 

over, took charge of the funeral

mind, will Inform you 
have occurred which render it not im- 

s.-ene as this may
was of them.

"The wife and I are come to settle 
from their house 

"We câme here last

1 amold.
just a girl, and I never had a sweet­
heart, and I want one, doggie, just 
like any other girl.”

Suddenly the countess's brown eyes 
grew dreamy and a faint blush stole 
into her cheek.

“Do y or .cmember, Hero, when we 
ago? It

possible that such a 
be contrived by a person very young here," he writes 

nar Black Rock, 
night, got up to a delightful spring 
day, and are now' enjoying the little 
book-room with the windows open, 
hearing tihe birds sing, and the place 

The plants in the 
passage are just watered, and, 
the pa sage door open, the room smells 
like a greenhouse. Pamela has dress­
ed four beautiful flower-pots, and is 

working at her frame, and upon

had і ame toin years.
"Miss Smith was only twenty-one, 

He went on, “but even at that age she 
had written the letters herself, imitat­
ing the Earl's handwriting, 
had written the anonymous 
which had so puzzled the Earl, from 
'Isa,' 'Marie,' and 'A. B.' 'She had art­
fully laid wait and Intercepted the 
letters written by her stepfather de­
manding explanations of the Earl, and 
she had written replies to him in the 

of ‘Washington Ferrers.’ "
Could it really be that the girl had 

concocted and carried out so strange a 
plot? Did not the supposition, indeed, 
exceed, as the Solicitor-General said, 
"the possibilities of human life"?

•» lodging.
Who really was the beautiful, viva­

cious girl whose life promised to be so 
happy and was so full of ragidy re­
mains a mystery to this day. On the 

that marks her resting plate in

She, too.
letters

looking beautiful.were sitting here just a year 
was the day we thought he was com­
ing to the house, and we rail off to 
kep him from seeing us. 
just sitting here like this when Robert 

And we never knew any

with
My Lord:—Strange it may seem to 

you, no doubt, to receive a note from present8, never given Instructions for a 
a etranger, and a lady too, but it sig- ^ wedding breakfast to be prepared! 
Utiles little ot me, al I know well you 

knew the writer of this, never

never grave
tile Montmartre cemetery is the word 
“Pamela.” Searchers into the truth of 
the stories of her origin fiave found 
themselves baffled by the mystery. No 

discovered of

And we were was
and the last ceremonies. In a writing- 
desk belonging to her friend that faith­
ful companion found the only money 
that the dead woman possessed.

A GREAT LONDON SENSATION. now
the two little stands there arc six pots 

It I of fine auriculas, and I am sitting m 
I the bay-window with all those pleas- 

feelings which the fine weather, 
the pretty place, the singing birds, the 
pretty wife give me, and with your 
last dear letter to my wife before me. 
So you may judge how I love you at 

She Is busy in her little 
American Jacket, planting sweet peas

and

came along, 
more than just each other's name— 
Evelyne and Robert. And we laughed 
and said we'd meet here again some 
day, but he never came back. I guess 
he has forgotten.”

never
миє her. Now for w,hat 1 have to tell 
you;

name
A few months later one of the law

____ it is this. There Is > public ball courts ,n bondon was besieged by huge
at Tamworth every Christmas, general- crowd„ ..The crowd and the eagerness 
ly about the 6th or 8th of January. Go, tQ obuin admlttanee," reported one 
I advise you, go. There will, to my j w[m wag t;reaent, “reminded one of the 
knowledge, be a young lady at the ball ■ op„ra » The sensational case of “Smith 
whom I wish you to see and dance v Earl Ferrers" w as In progress, 
with. She is veiy beautiful, has dark “Unless," declared the Solieitor-Gl'n- 
h*Ir and eyes—in short she is haughty cral> who appeared for Miss Smith, 
and graceful as â Spaniard, tall and ..y,» case of my client is as she repre- 
majestic as a Circassian, beautiful as sents itj then you are asked to believe 
att Italian. I can say no more.You have wbat would surpass anything among 
onlÿ*tO see her to love her—that you the possibilities of human life.”
must do. She is fit for the bride of a j SMITH WENT TO
Prince. GO, look well round the room. HOW MISS SMITH
TOU will And her by this description. v
She may wear one White rose In her perrers, while a boy of eighteen,
dark hair. Go early. If you see her not hadi when in residence at Chartley
there you will never see her, as she Is park, met the Smith family. Mr. and 
like a violet hid amidst many leaves, Mrs. smith were folk In a good posi- 
only to be found when sought for. I tiop, and Miss Smith was a young and 
know she is young and it Is my wish romantic girl of considerable beauty, 
■he should have someone to protect jjr. Smith was her stepfather. The 
her. From what I have heard, you j young nobleman had shown some re- 
must be the one—you and you alone, j gard for the fascinating girl, and Mr. 
It Is your deettny—therefore go at all and Mrs. Smith, discovering It, had 
risk» Ask her to dance with you. Fear ' expressed their disapproval of it to 
not if you, like other men, love beauty her, and had packei^the young lady

will love her. Adieu; burn this, off to a boarding-school In London,
and to another afterwards in Paris. As 
to the Earl, he was on the Continent. 
The affair had been, Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith congratulated themselves, nip- 
red In the bud; for Miss Smith, though 
of respectable family, could not be re­

bride for a

traces could ever be 
Mary Sims, the Hampshire widow, of 
Mr. Seymour, or William Berkerley, 
lier supposed husband. It 
suspected that they were all myths— 
the invention of the lady who found 
the child for the Duc d'Orleans. Time

amounted to five pounds.
ant

A MYSTERY. has been
silent, and sat gazing Who was Pamela? For years London, 

Dublin, and Paris had discussed the 
mystery. There were those undoubted­
ly who knew, but Pamela herself was 
ignorant of her parentage 

The beautiful young English girl

She grew
dreamily at the water flowing swiftlit, 
past. Then, suddenly, there was the 
sound of parting branches, and she 
looked" up into the eyes of that well- 
remembered friend of a day. In his 

look of delight and sur-

.RAVING ABOUT MISS SMITH.
this moment.In the course of the ease some fur­

ther letters were discovered.
"Devereux

has done nothing to supply an answer 
to the question that was once on the 
lips of all gossiping Paris and London 

"Who Is Pamela!”

They
Shirley." Her thimbleand jmigonette. 

workbox, with the little, one's caps, 
are on the table. The dear little, pale, 
pretty wife sends hpr love to you. 
Your Edward."

were signed 
Devereux Shirley was the brother of 
the Earl. In these letters-received, as 
Miss Smith declared, by the hand of a 
secret messenger—Devereux Shirley
related how the Earl was lying ill and 
delirious at Chartley Castle—how he 
raved about her, Miss Smith.

“Poor fellow, he is very ill—delirious, 
wrote the alleged Devereaux Shirley.

It is

was a mystery.
When five years of age Pamela one 

day made her appearance in the Paris 
household of the then Due d'Orleans, a 
French Prince of the Royal blood. The 
Due had children of his own. He sud- 

his head that he

face was a
prise.

“Evelyne!” 
forward with outstretched hands.

“So, you did remember, Robert ?" she 
said, and gave him both of hers, and a 
glad little smile came to her red lips.

“I have never forgotten. I was pass- 
the road, up there, in my

he exclaimed, and strode

OBSCURING THE SUNSHINE.

E3 J&Dark clouds were soon to gather and 
obscure the sunshine of that happy 
married life, 
whose career

denly took it Into 
would like to have an English compan­
ion and playmate for them, a child ot 
their own age—a little girl. A lady 
of the Prince’s household undertook to 
find such a „child, and an English gen­
tleman Mr. Forth was set to work to 
discover a suitable infant.

The young husband, 
had hitherto been so 

became fil­
ing along
machine, and stopped just to

It did not hope to see

one word.“He utters but 
•Mary.' ”

It was clearly proved that the Earl 
had never oecn ill as described ! Mr. 
Devereaux Shirley, an officer In the 
army, had been in another part of the 
kingdom when he was represented as 
writing these letters from Chartley 
Castle. He had, he uwore, never writ­
ten to Miss Smith, never, so far as he 

her, never spoken to

the
brilliant and prosperous, 
volved in desperate enterprises against 
the government, and stealthy spies 
bore intelligence to the authorities of 

Some of Lord
arrested. He

li HPplace again, 
you,” he answered.

He had not released her hands, but 
seemed for the first time to 

that fact, and withdraw them,
l\ -r>UThe child v, /іEd-now she 

notice
the conspiracy, 
ward's friends were 
himself had to He in hiding, 
ward of £1,000 was offered to anyone 
who would betray the secret of his

&was Pamela!
She was, said the lady who introduc­

ed her to the Prince’s household, the 
daughter of a certain Mr. Seymour, a 
gentleman of good faniily.who had mar­
ried, against the consent of his family, 
a young woman of humble condition 
named Mary Sims. Disowned by his 
relatives, the father resolved to go to 
Newfoundland, where a little daughter 

But Fate was 
The husband died, and

Ï-.A re­blushing.
They sat down side by side on the 

mossy bank and the golden hours slip­
ped by unheefied. Almost unconscious­
ly their hands had met and clasped;

arm had stolen about her, and

igs. <Cv^'C****'
you was aware, seen* 

her.
hiding-place.

In a poor lodging, in a street at the
Dublin, 
waited

and remember she is my legacy to you. 
You. have hurt your hand, I hear. I 

rtf. Farewell, for ever.—Isa. 
t Ferrers, the owner of Chartley 

of the vast estates in 
and Stafford, was when he 

epistle, a 
who had Just come of age. 

handsome, spirited. He

її !SHE WORE A WHITE ROaffi. then his
her head had come to rest against his 
shoulder. There seemed no past, no 

only the present. Slowly, as if 
force he could not resist,

back of Merrion Square,
Pamela and her baby child 
In trembling anxiety that disaster of 
which any 'hour of the day or night 
might bring them news. Palp-faced 
and with tearful eyes, the young 
mother" lay there oppressed with terror.

km so
Earl 

Castle, and

The “Isa" letter which had so puzzled 
the Earl invited him to go to h ball at 
Tamworth to meet a young lady with 
black hair and eyes, and wearing a 

It was shown that Miss 
Smith attended the ball. She had dark 
eyes, dark hair. She wore a single 
white rose in her hair! The letter was 
in the same handwriting as the others.

The letters from Devereux Shirley 
Caused the beautiful plaintiff's case to 

The Solicitor-General

future, 
drawn by a 
he turned his head towards her, and 
their lips met cllngtngly.

a wrench the countess tore her- 
self free, and sprang to her feet. She 
hid her face in her little hands and

was born to them, 
against them, 
the widow, returning to England with 
her litle baby girl, settled at_ Christ­
church, in Hampshire.

Leicester
received that mysterious gardod аз a suitable^ 

wealthy nobleman.
Then came a discovery. The young 

lr.dy was found in possession of dresses 
and hats that none could account for, 
and ,later on bills came rolling In for 
them. She was asked to explain.

white rose. qORRECT.
Miss Da liber.—I can generally tell 

vhat a person’s profession is by look­
ing at hi»;face.

Miss Gushe (pitting for a portrait)— 
Now, isn’t that a coincidence? Do you 
know, the very first time I saw your 

I said to myself, "I'll bet that

young man 
He was young, 
might, perhaps, have attended the ball 
out of curiosity, had he not previously 
reoeived other letters, the handwriting 
of which had borne a remarkable re­
semblance to that of "Isa.

UNDER COVER OF NIGHT.
IN THE PRINCE'S PALACE. At times, under cover of the night, a 

would steal to that house. It wassobbed.
“Oh, you 

Robert.
Oh, I cannot! Cannot!”

“What?" he whispered, and again his
arms

The widow was reduceff to the great­
est poverty and distress, 
haired, blue-eyed baby-girl—a girl of 
peculiar beauty and fascination — 
her one comfort and joy. It was the 

attractiveness of the child which 
to lead to their separation.

of Mr. Forth, commissioned

man
Lord Edward in disguise, and the 

wife hardly knew whether those
shouldn't have done that, 

It makes it too hard to bear. The fair-WAS EARL FERRERS HER 
LOVER?

With tears and sobs the young lady 
declared that the articl.es were pre­
sents from her secret lover, Washing­
ton Earl Ferrers. He and she had been 
writing to one another in secret. The 
Earl loved her. He had asked her to 
order things she would like, and he 
had promised to pay for them. The 
bills for the “gifts" amounted at least 
to over £200. Mr. Smith was astound- 

He wrote to the Earl expressing 
his amazement and anxiety, and hand­
ed the letter to Miss Smith to post. Iti 
reply there promptly came a note:—

de-collapse.
dared he could not proceed after hear­
ing Mr. Shirley repudiation of them. 
He threw up the case and Miss Smith 
was nonsuited.

The explanation of Miss Smith's 
freak seems to be that she, in the first 
place, amused herself with writing let-, 
ters to herself from her imaginary 
lover; that the discovery or 
paid for hats and dresses she had 
treated herself to prompted her to 
untrue excuse for her conduct: 
that then, In the words of the Attor­
ney-General, "enmeshed in a net of 
falsehood, she went on.”

The disclosure of the fraud occupied 
a judge and the best legal talent in the 
kingdom four days, and cost the un­
fortunate Ear! close upon £3,000.

young
stealthy visits brought her more joy or 

They were full of danger! One 
evening the servant-girl, peeping in at 
the door unknown to the couple in the 

them in the light of the 
the cradle of the

face
woman paints!"••IN SECRET I ADORE YOU.”

sorrow. -*been ungallant enough toHe had
treat these letters somewhat contempt­
uously, throwing them into the waste- 
paper basket or fire, whichever might 
bb handiest.

Fortunately for him, however, one or 
two had escaped the flames The strain 

notes may be judged from

enfolded her.
that were

SUPERSTITIOUS. •

General Grant believed in dreams. 
Nelson, the English naval hero, al- 

carried a horseshoe with him into

suddenly wide very
wasWith .eyes

and dry she looked into his.
"I am to be married in two days, 

she sate! simply.

For
room, saw 
fire, weeping over 
sleeping child between them. Would 
his enemies discover him? The wife, 
terrified by the danger of those visits, 
begged of him not to come there. But 
love brought him to her side. ЛЛ ould 

suspect and betray him? There 
£1,000 for whoever would do so.

“I know who the gentleman is who 
comes to see the lady," said a man-

the eyes
to find that child for the Princes 
household, chanced to fall upon it. Ac- 

the story, dazzled by his
w;ys
battle. ф

Von Moltke, the hardly old German 
general, ’would never begin a battle on 
a Friday.

Prince

went white and his armsthe un- His face
dropped to his side.
“\nd 1-І had forgotten,"he muttered. 

With clenched hands he stared into va- 
set firmly, and 

camé the light of

cording to 
representations of the brilliant future 
which the child might secure, if she 
agreed to his terms, the widow con­
sented to part with her child for the 

of £25, and Pamela made her ap-
The

ot these 
the following extract:—

4—~ Washington, beloved one (one of the 
Earl’s Christian names was Washlng- 

shall I see you—when be- 
dear to me?

an
and

any
was Bismarck of Germany would 

dinner with thlr-
Then his jawed. cancy.

into his blue eyes
heritage from a warrior race.

all that you hold

never sit down to a 
teen at the table.

President Davis of the Confederacy 
believed that the presence of children 
brought him luck.

sum
ton,) when
hold the form of one 

4Hope lingers on, days pass away and, 
alas! I only hear of you. Do you never

in the Prince’s palace.battle,
"Would you give up 

dear-family, friends and country,to to 
with me an exile into a far country. 
he asked. "I am also bound-by a dead 
man's promise—to one who cannot pos­
sibly care for me, who perhaps hates 
the thought of me. I Would see to It 

reported and believed that 
come? If

pearance
little English girl was to be brought 
up exactly with the same care and in 
charge of the same

so servant.
"You know!” gasped the owner of 

the house, who was in the secret, ter­
rified by the man's discovery.

"Yes. I know," said the man. "The 
.gentleman '.put his boots out to be 
cleaned, and there was his name writ­
ten in one of them.”

He noticed the consternation

Sir,—It is my will and wish to in­
stantly pay for all at Tamworth as 
soon as may be. This much I say, and 
feel very grieved that any such indis­
cretion of mine should have caused 
vexation to Mary.—Allow me to re­
main only yours, Ferrers.

masters and mis-
G. Blaine would never turnfor one to love you—one

put faith and trust in?
may

the Prince's own children.sigh
vou Could
Guardians you have had—they 
still advise 'you, but they have their 

children! I cannot tear you from 
my heart: Your image Is ever present 

your welfare first thought of. ке- 
are going to wed a

James
back to re-enter his home even if he 
l ad forgotten something.

father of Nicholas II. of Russia 
guided his actions by the advice of an 
American spirit medium.

Admiral Farragut says 
be guided by a still, small voice which 
told him what to do in battles.

of Afghanistan, the sui­

tresses as 
The stranger grew up with the Prince 

if they had beenThe Countess 
Chooses

By EMMETT CAMPBELL 
HALL

and Princesses as 
brothers and sisters. She was extraor­
dinary beautiful, graceful and charm-

Tlie
that it was
I bad been killed. Will you 
you do not love tliat other 
would be a crime for you to marry
him—for you loYe me.”

, stretched out a hand, 
together—"she said, and 

the bank toward the

own his
ing. he used toman, it words produced.

needn’t think I'd sell him—forTHE WOOING. ^there,
port says you 
lady from Wales; if so, may you be 
blessed and happy. I am aware wo may 
never meet—never join hands together, 
and yet I can never forget you. My 
heart of hearts is yours, and with you 
will rest. I am no Welsh lady, but an 

In thought and action.

Mr. “You
ten thousand pounds!” he exclaimed.

life for him and for
But the Earl sent no money.

Smith and his wife paid the bills. No 
doubt the Earl was a young and for- 

It would all be right in

her“Pamela,” wrote one who saw 
when she was sixteen, “is a creature to 
win all hearts.

"I'd lay down my 
her."

The ameer
of Morocco and Zanzibar and (he 

of Egypt all maintain official
The countess 
“Let us go 

they hurried up

There never was a 
She is beautiful, 

of a

tans 
khédive 
astrologers.

getful man. 
the end.

DISCOVERY.girl more fascinating, 
accomplished, and the possessor 
heart which would make her a treasure 

who might gain her."

One May night a few months later 
the "blow fell. Lord Edward had stolen 
away back to his room in the house 
that gave him friendly shelter a mea­
grely-furnished apartment with a bed 
in one corner. Worn out with fatigue 

anxiety, he had thrown himself
him

r;,t'Ebhe^:.rdrlnh!r1LWTheWdog to any man ,

ing, and he assisted ^ ^ ArUgts ,.aved over her. and her pie-
and then spoke ture is to be seen today, i>ainted b> 

of the master hands of the time, 
hanging on the walls of the galleries

SHE HAD BUNDLES OF THE 
EARL’S LETTERS. THEY WERE KISSING.Copyrighted, I907, by E. C. 

Parcells
English woman 
word and deed, and as an English wo­
man do I love you, think of you. Alas, 
in secret I write to you-in secret! 
adore you. Would we could meet. Did 

visit Staunton? Will you 
the approaching 

Beloved one,

Neither Mr. nor Mrs. Smith had seen 
in their house for a long

cricket mittches for me,”sprang
also mounted the car, 
to the driver.

the frontier, and fast,

“No more 
announced Spooner. “I think it's a silly 
and a dangerous game.”

"There's a certain amount of dan- 
said Breezely, "but

the Earl
time—not since those days ago when 

boy. But how
and
upon the bed. No sound ga\ e

of the stealthy steps of the 
creeping up the stairs. rl he house 

the hands of the soldiers that 
to arrest the long-

lie or- 
was“To__

dered, and a moment later the car
he was thêre as a 
could they doubt Mary’s word that he 

passionately in love with her when 
she showed them his letters? She had 
a bundle of them. One of them read

at Versailles.
One night the elite of Paris were 

gathered at a great performance at 
Hundreds of the

The countess was acting in 
not at all dignified. In fact, she was 
stamping her little foot and sobbing 
just as any other sorely tried girl of 
eighteen might. The foot was shod in 

Dearest Mary—If wishes could trans- a dainty canvas oxford, and the re­
port me to vou there would be no need matnder of her costume consisted of a 
of tb s writing. Won't the old hall be duck skirt and shirt waist. Scattered 
bright and happy when Its future mis- about the room, on the chairs and 

possession of it? Pray tables, were masses 
lace, and most
beautiful gown of white silk, on which 

gleaming like dewdrops 
lily. There Was also a long,

a manneryou never 
not be there after 
Lichfield review, alone? 
adieu—adieu—Ever,

warning- 
men

ger, certainly,” 
that’s confined lo 
don’t play, Spooner?”

“No, I don't; and the danger a in t 
the players, neither,” said 

“1 took Miss Loveyduck to 
week, and Vm 

the

SPThe'coSunt^W her face against her the players. Youwas
most was in

had been sent
sought-lor conspirator. Suddenly the 

and a couple of

the Opera, 
beautiful girls in France were present, 

could surpass «the lovely crea­
ture who sat In the Dues box. 
the eyes of one. of the spectators there 

there who

ever your friend, !°“Ieil am^fraid, Robert,” she whis- 
“They—the guards, will recog- 

reach the frontier.”
MThe strange correspondent—who cal­

led herself at one time “Marie, a 
another "Isa" and at others assumed 
Urn modest initiais of “А.В.''-was a 
mystery to the Earl. Whom ^e could 
b/he could not imagine, nor did he 

The affections of the young 
were already engaged, and 

the strange correspondent must sigh 
In vain. While these extraordinary let­
ters were arrivlng-they extended ov- 
e three or four years—The Earl took 

himself a wife.

confined tobut none Tn і door was thrown open
.rushed in. Behind them stoodpered.

’’“They will "nonstop us; they-I have 

a passport," tie answered.
He leaned down and picked up 

tiny handkerchief which had fallen 
from the countess' hand. In one corner 

embroidered a device, and at sight

Spooner.
Lord’s one day
blessed i£ a ball didn’t come over 

and lilt the lady clean in

officers last

C
і their man. 

t t 1 I "You are
with her. He was a young Irishman j ( і..р(1 Ше first officer. "1 have a 
—bord Edward Fitzgerald, a son of r.mt fov yoUr arrest, and I call upon 
the Duke of Leinster—an officer in the I you to surremlev.”
British Army, a man who had, on pnied with amazement and despair, 
various occasions, distinguished him- | Lonl ward threw himself Upon them.

and ability, і rpj1(J onjy weapon he possessed was a 
and now, for a few moments.

could compare Lord Edward Fitzgerald.’
war-

was none
thetheof velvet, silk and 

noticeable of all. a
ropes
mouth and knocked two ot my teethtress takes 

take care of yourself, dearest; forget 
not that you are the only hope of one 
to whom a palace would be a desert 
and England no home without you­
you, dearer to me 
blessing, without which no one, or any, 
would be of value. . . .

out."
lireezely considered the matter for a 

few moments.
“Well,” he said, "what were you—
But, seeing that lie had let the cat 

‘out of the bag, Spooner, his face suf­
fused with blushes, fled.

care, 
nobleman

pearls were was
«£3£2А7?£? 'mm. ТШ
family name?" he demanded m a

upon a 
white veil.

"No! No! No! I hate everything! 1 
will not try it on! 1 will not be mar­
ried!" the countess cried, and she hurl­
ed at the despised wedding gown the 
little dog-whip which she chanced to 
have In her hand.

"But—should it not fit! To think of
it! And only two days more-----” One
of the two frightened maids protested, 
but suddenly shrank back from the 
fiery eyes the Countess Evelyne turned 
upon her.

"Two dayp—never, I tell you, iliincc. 
the countess blazed, and turning, ran 
from the room.

self for dashing courage

«wes?n‘n r
horn he be- ! swords.

than each earthly

strange tone. 
“L’Arant.” she

chill of fear at 
“Then you 

he said softly, 
the

answered, a sudden 
her ІіеаїЧ.

a man
of anv young lady upon w 
stowed his affections. That same even- ,
in- before the curtain tell upon the , це was down upon
Hose of the opera performance, he had , wjth strong hands that held him se- 

ir.lreduction to till' girl Who , urely. gasping for breath, and weak- 
! ened by terrible wounds lie had re­
ceived in the encounter. In a corner ol і the loom lay one of the officers. A 

from tile desperate mail s «dug-

♦unto and arrest.This letter and a host of others were 
signed "Washington Ferrers."

WEDDING WITHOUT A BRIDE­
GROOM.

Evelyne,"THE LADY'S SOLICITOR. are the Countess
and smiled. He touched 

came to a
enter

A-SffaiÏÏÆÜï*
•lightest idea of anyone 
і malicst claim upon him.'

he received a solicitors Icl- 
him that he had by his 

guilty of the greatest 
girl to nhom he had 

troth—Miss Smith—and 
expect the

OUR NAVAL STRENGTH.the floor at last,
\ indicator and the car 

“Turn round, Leon, and drive 1- 
the Countess ot 

time,”

In the latest issue of the N aval An- 
by .1 Griffon Co.,secured an 

had so
having the 

A week or
stop. irresistibly fascinated him. nual, published 

Portsmouth, England, the editor, Mr. 
T. A. Brassey, declares that the most 

in the relative

country place .of
and you may take your

theThere was another letter instructing 
I the Smiths to make ready a wedding | 
I breakfast for a day named, when the 

earl would come to claim his bride. 
How anxiously was he looking forward 

In another letter he

A rant, 
he ordered.

The machine swung about and pro­
ceeded back oyer the way they had 
just come. The sil l caught her lover s 
arm ami gazed into his face with tear- 
wct. pleading eyes.

"(ill, Robert, Robert, you
" she cried. "Indeed, 1 am just 

a girl, like'any other, and 1 love you - 
taking me back to worse than 

I will be married—

MARRIAGE.two later 
ter Informing 
marriage been 
treachery to a 
plighted hie
wafnlng him that he might

be appealed*to it. the young

, і . ! ftVOke
Lord Edward was not the person u ^ |uul innieted oil him a wound from 

1-е slow ill love. He proposed, W.is І -whli_h hy waH siowly dying. Forming
accepted, and a few months later they , ](|U|ld thelr prisoner, the soldiers bore

married, the mystery of Pamela's j ,,im aw.,y_ and :l little while later the
being apparently lih obstacle m gloomy wal!s of a prison .coll had

ills eves to their alliance. In the mai- rinsed around him. 
rince register she is described as ..poor Ryan!" lie said.

Anne Blm's, known by the , jjiere, when he heard of the wounded 
nf rumoja, nineteen years of j officer's fate. "I am heartily sorry. I 

(laughter ot' William Berko- j shall follow the poor fellow soon I
"And what," asked

important change 
strength of navies during the v cai is 
the fact that the United States has be­
come the second naval power of the 
world. He bases Ills classification 
mainly on the number and character 
uf the battleships built and building by 
each country and alter 
their absolute war value 
in the terms of guns, speed,protection, 
habitability and hardiness, lie fixes the 

in the sea hierarchy as fol- 
First, Great Britain by a long

_ the stairs and ont of doors the 
countess sped. At the door her sc.tei 

toward her with joyous yelps.

to that day! 
wrote asking Mr. Smith to order more 

The rake came—the day 
A few

birthare takinglaw to

ssA-ssrs-s-HSourchase articles she wished foi, and 
Se had premised to pay for them as 
- resents from an expectant lover to his
future,bride! Why. the vveddiiig bicak-
fast had actually been ordered foi Mbs 
Smith's bridal to hlm-ordered at his 
in*i iaation—as the result pf his 
letter! He had not arrived to fulfil his
PWhatehad,merI^rtto say with regard 

heartless conduct tow aids Miss j

bride cake.
came—but the Karl did not. 
days later he married another.

"In the face of these letters, gentlo- 
” said the Solicitor General, "I 

that the defendant is

sprang
and the girl dropped on her knees and 

about his neck.
as he laymo back ! establishing

>
clasped both her arms 

"Let’s run off and have a long talk.
whispered. "They—your

“Stei haine as expressedare
death, in two (lays 
to the Duke of Maritime.

think that will be so tel

name
Hero.”
mistress isn't happy, doggie.”

Then she rose quickly, ami togethei 
the ni rive waÿ to-

men. ago, and 
ley, and Mary 
л ou tig and 
wan! tie Darted with her to Ireland.

"Denrevst mother,” ho wrote

a friend, who 
his bedside, “van I do for

pims.” Proud of his 
beautiful wife, Lord Ed- ! stood by

ask you to say 
liable in damages for the cruel wrong 
he has done this young lady.

The Earl declared he had written 
of the letters—they were forger- 
Hc know nothing about any of

precedence 
lows:
lead; second United States; third. Ger- 

fourth, Frefice; fifth. Japan; 
Russia and seventh, Italy.

“ \nd do vou 
Hide little Girl?" he whispered, as lie 
held'her close to Ills heart, "bomehou , 
I don't think you will so much mind, 
dear—for it happens that I am the 
Duke of Maratine.

they hurried down
the little lake that glimmered in

і you?"
a few ; "Nothing—nothing." exclaimed 

months later. "1 have hen very idle and j Р.= >"Пи.. oh! break this to Her 
.so has my Пені- little "'•^but і nd waR thinking of Pamela.

with her. The truth i* 
late has made us late 

ret on so 
much in tfoo

the\ ward
the sun a half mile away. many;

sixth.
none 
ієн. 
them.
WHAT THE ATTORNEY-GENERAL 

THOUGHT.

quiet—just an ordinary.It was very
country place, and not at all 

would have looked for in the
pretty 
what one
summer home of a countess. Her uncle, 
who was her guardian, had gone off 
trout fishing, all the servants were 

preparing for the wedding, and 
to observe her. Till'

will forgive US.own
you arc angry INFANTS' FOOD IN FRANCE.

In France it is a punishable offense 
for any one to give infants under one 
year any form of solid food unless 
iiuch be ordered by written prescrip­
tion signed by a legally qualified medi-, 
cal man.

WIFELY SOLICITUDE.

Could she do nothing for him? They 
refused to allow her to see him—the 

husband whom she loved

the sitting u'.i so 
In ilie morning, and we 
agreeably, and chatter so 
morning that the day is over before no 
know whore ve are. Dublin has been 
verv ,;.v. ,\ great number of balls, of
which me lady misses none. Dancing 
is a great passion to her.

SCHUBERT.

of Schubert's, "The Wan-thing Is a plot and a 
Attorney-

“Tho whole
і fabrication," declared the 

Gene rad, who appeared for the Earl. 
“My client never wrote one of the let-, 

say, written by

lamy
there was 
girl's spirits rose somewhat as she lull - 
lied along through tile sunshine, and 
she laughed merrily when Hero, after 
elaborate creepings forward, fulled to 
catch a sparrow.

young
well, and wlm, she was told, was dying 

In her despera­
te his 
Smith?
THE YOUNG EARL'S AMAZEMENT

dJrer "S brought its publishers, between 
1861, upwards of $13.00:1. I’Y 

buried near

none
in that gloomy prison, 
lion, projects to secure his escape 
suggested themselves to her distracted

1S82 and
Schubert’s request he was 
Beethoven, both lying together m the 

at Vienna.
The young Earl rushed to his solid, 

tor. He Mffc not, he declared, seen Miss 
S nith for years. He had known the

They were, wetens.
the girl herself.”

Cut could a girl of twenty-one — a
I w ish you

cemetery

/

m
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