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Author of “In the Csuse of Freedom,” “When I Was Czar,” Ete.

MARCHMONT

“I Dare Not.”

“Help! Help! Guy! Help!”

It was Normia’s voice, raised in dire

fear, and I dashed off, hot-foot, in the
direction of the sound.
_ She had left me barely a minute before,
declaring that we should never meet
again, nver even speak should chance
throw us together; and had answered my
hot, impetuous words of love with ome
jron, hopeless phrase, against which all
my eager pleading beat as futilely as
surf against crag. "

“I dare not, Mr. Pershore. I dare not.
I cannot tell you why, but I dare not.”
.‘In vain I had striven, urging her to
tell me what the barrier was, that I
rdght break it down, and, with all a
lover’s passion, pledging my life to the

She was deeply moved; indeed, she
made little effort to hide her feelings, but
her answer was always the same: “I dare
not: IE*I could but tell you, you. would
un'derstand. We must never meet a-

gain.

Half in dudgeon, I had let her go at
last, flinging her a resentful ‘“‘Good-bye,”
swearing that she should not so pass out
of my life, ignoring. her protests and pain
alike, .and heedless of her wistful plaint
that I ehould only harm her by persist-
ence. I Joved her, and, loverlike, felt that
all the world should yield to my love.
I was still in this mood of passionate
resistance against fate when I heard her
cry for help, and it afforded me a sort of
furtive, . half-savage delight that she
should eo soon have had to recall me to
her side.

There was ample need for the cry, how-
ever. As I ran round a bend of the tan-
gled forest path, I saw her on the rough
road ahead struggling in the grasp of a
couple of rough peasants, or footpads,
rather, such as infest the districts round
Belgrade—the Valjavo Woods, where I
had been shooting, were some five or six
miles from the city—and the pair were €0
intent upon their work that they did not
hear me until. I was close upon them.

With the butt of my gun I knocked

. the mearer fellow down, but the other

jumped away and fired a revolver at me.
He missed, and I sprang at him. Just as
I struck, he fired again, this time with
better aim. I felt the bullet like the rip
of a hot knife. But my blow told, and
he fell with a groan just as I myself went
down.

Normia bent over me, her face haggard
with fear, and I tried to rise, but could
not.
“Call your servants,” I whispered—I re-
member her carriage must be close at
hand—and. then some blood came welling
up_‘to my lips and ‘my head began to

wim. :

_*Qh, Guy, Guy!” she wailed.

I could just manage a smile. I was on
the border-line of unconsciousness and 1
felt her wipe the blood from my lips and
stoop and kiss me.

It was a sweet memory to take into the
land where nothing counts.

When I came to myself I lay in a room
where all was strange. A doctor was in
attendance, with two nurses, and he or-
déred me not to speak, saying that my
life depended upon my obedience. I was
too weak to wish to resist, too weak even
to be curious about my surroundings, but
T had no desire to die, and I surrendered
myself therefore into the skilled hands of
those who appeared to share that desire.

‘Later on I asked for Normia, and was
told that all was well with her, and that
she had brought me to the house in the
carriage. But when I asked whose house
it was, I was assured that all would be
explained when I was stronger.

Days passed, how many I did not then
know nor care, before the doctor pro-
nounced me out of danger and on the
road to convalescence, and still I was told
nothing,and my questions were always
evaded.

As my strength increased, this evasion
fretted me, until one day, when I had
left my bed and sat looking wonderingly
over the quaint city from the deep wind-
ow of the next room, I insisted upon see-
ing Normia and being told everything,
and declared to the nurse that otherwise
¥ would leave the house. She went away,
to fetch Normia, as I thought, and I
waited in a fever of impatience.

Presently I heard the rustle of a dress
outside the door, and turned with an ex-
pectant smile.

But instead of Normia, it was the one
woman in the world I was most unwill-
ing to see—Stephanie, Baroness Dolgoroff,
the recent widow of a man who had been
secret agent in turn to half the courts of
Europe.

I turned away sulkily. It was hateful
to be under this oblgation to her. We
kad parted last in hot anger, because,
after her husband’s death, she had sought
to hold me seriously to some idly spoken
words of a fool’s flirtation on my first
coming to Belgrade, long before. And it
was by her, I believed, that Normia had
been driven to that “I dare not.”

She crossed to my chair.

“Why do you turn from me, Guy?” she
asked, her tone one of soft reproach, as
though it were her right to reproach.

“I did not expect you, baroness,” I ans-
wered, like an ungracious churl. But be
gracious with her 1 could not.

She laughed, a soft, low, indulgent,
sweet laugh, as if 1 were but a petulant
child, and she with the reins of my fate
in her hands.

(Continued on page 11, fifth column.)

“But surely I can’t have offended you
by saving your life?” And when 1 did
not answer, she added earnestly and with
a eigh: “And I have been so anxious!”

“T am sorry I cannot feel as grateful as
I should, but I am sensible of my obli-
gation.”

“You never understand me, you never
willl Why talk of obligation when you
know the world could hold no sweeter
task for me than this?’ She sighed again.
“Never mind. Treat me as you will
Your recovery is sufficient reward for
me.”

“You are still pale and weak, Guy, but
a living man compared with what you
were when brought here. I thought you
were dead, and all believed you must die.”

“Where ie Normia?’ I asked, looking
steadily at her.

“You are not well
worry, Guy.”

“Where is Normia?’ At the repetition
she smiled.

“As insistent as ever, 1 see.”

“Where is Normia. baroness?”’

“She did very wrong that day, and all
this is the outcome. She knows her fault
and regrets it. She told me that she
drove out to the Valjova Woods inten-
tionally to meet you, and to say what she
did say.”

“I wish to speak to her.”

“Tt is impossible. As she told you; she
has gone out of your life—forever.”

“Is this your doing?’ T asked sharply.

She bent her large, lustrous eyes on me,
and laid her hand on my arm with another

enough ' yet for

=D

“How impetuous you always were!”

I shook her hand off. “Are you afraid
to answer my question?”

She paused, and looked at me thought-
fully.

“No, Guy, you don’t think me a coward.
What I have done is for the real interest
of Normia. What she told you was the
truth. You must forget her. It does not
seem very difficult for you to forget. 1
think I envy you the facility,” she ended
dryly.

1 knew her well enough to recognize the
futility of saying any more about Normia.
and, after a pause, I leaned back, as if
| weary.

“I ‘am very weary. I thank you for all
you have done, ,and shall welcome the
cnance of repaying the obligation. Will
you think me churlish now if I ask to be
left alone?”

“Such a wish is law to me,” she said,
rising at once. She paused by my eide
and asked wistfully: “Can’t you give me
one word, or even one glance, a little less
cold, Guy?”’

I hestitated. “I do thank you,” I said.

“Oh! A tone of ice!” she exclaimed.
“While I ” and, breaking off, she
stooped swiftly and pressed her lips to my
: forehead and hurried away.

i As soon as I was alone I tried m
Istrength, and found that I could wal
;without assistance; and when the nurse
! returned, I told her I wished to walk in
{the garden. After some demur, she
| brought me my hat and coat and stick.
I loitered by the gates until a carriage
| chance to pass. I stopped it, and told
{the nuree that I was going to my own
i rooms, and that she must make my ex-
| cuses to the baroness.
| She protested vehemently that I should
l risk my life, but I cut short her prostesta-
| tions by getting into the carriage and tell-
ing the man where to drive. I left her
wringing her hands and staring. helplessly
after me.

CHAPTER II.
The Warning.

“Your life is in peril every hour you
remain in Vienna, and it is at the risk
of my own that I have come to warn
.ou.)!

“T think you magnify my danger, bar-
cness, but I thank you for the warning.
and can assure you I am glad to see you
again.”” 1 was, but not for the reason I
left her to infer.

For more than half a year I had not
seen anything of Stephanie until now,
when, like a bolt from a clear eky, ehe
had flashed upon me in my rooms in
Vienna to bring me this sensational warn-
ng. i
%’or two of the months, I had lain ill in
Belgrade—the result of the relapse which
followed my abrupt departure from her
house—and when I recovered, I learned
from the minister, whose confidential sec-
retary I was, that she had left Belgrade
“at the invitation of the authorities.”

Of Normia I knew but little more.

Among the papers which accumulated
during my illness was the following letter
from her:

My dear Mr. Pershore:—What must
you think of me that 1 have never let you
have a single word of thanks! Not that I
am ungrateful. 1 have heard of your illness,
and have prayed for youmight and day. I
am leaving Belgrade, perhaps forever, per-
haps to return soon. But, in any case, we
can never meet again. I hate even the pen
that has to write the words. Would that
I could tell you all, for I know you would
then have some kindly thoughts still left
for me. But I can only say, as I said that
terrible day at Valjavo, I dare not. That
and—good-by. I shall ever pray for your
welfare. Your friend,

NORMIA OBRENOWITZ.

That letter was the only evidence I had
that she was even alive, and, although
I had searched for her tirelessly, devoting
every available hour to the purpose, the
result was always failure.

In my extremity I went to my chief.
He was one of the real rulers of Servia,
a man of few words but decisive action,
and all who knew the inner working of
the government of that distracted little
kingdom recognized his power, and hesi-
tated to cross his will.

He listened very patiently, not saying
a word to interrupt me. When T had
finiched, he fixed his eyes on me intently,
but not unkindly. :

“I am going to hurt you, boy, but you
are young. Forget her, or your career in
this country is done.” And he told me to
search a certain eecret record.

That was about the only time I. ever
doubted his advice, but I was in love,
and to me it secemed the merest foolish-
ness. I hunted up the record,” and dis-
covered his reasons. Her family had been
mixed up in the great revolution, her
father had perished, and the whole fam-
ily were supposed to have shared his fate.
But they had escaped, and Normia's
mother and a sister were living .under
assumed names, in the belief that the
government was ignorant of the fact,
although they were really under close
observation.

The next day the old man asked me if
1 had read the record, and added:

“They are safe so long as they do not
trouble us, but the elder girl, Normia, is
mixed up with that Baroness Dolgoroff.
She claime to be a princess, but her claim
as a Princess Obrenowitz is only by the
left hand. There is the bar sinister two
generations back. The Dolgoroff woman
is dangerous, however. Therefore, I tell
you, forget her.”

Forget her I could not, but I could find
no trace of her, and I had begun to des-
pair of ever seeing her again, when, all
suddenly., Stephanie had come to me in
Vienna, where | had been despatched on
a secret mission to investigate a conspiracy
against the government of which my wily
old chief had had information. I was
glad enough to see her if I could get news
of Normia through her.

“Of course I expected you to scoff at
my warning,” ehe replied, “but I did not
expect you to pretend pleasure at seeing
me, considering that it was at your in-
stance 1 was turned out of Belgrade.”

“My dear baroness——"’

“The request came from the count, your
employer,” she interposed.

“The count, as you know, rules in his
own way, and does not consult his sec-
retaries about the means. As a matter
of fact, 1 lay ill in bed at the time, and
knew nothing of it until some weeks after-
ward.”

“] know you were ill. I.was denied
too often at your doors not to know the
result of your flight from my house.”

“For that 'T can only aek your pardon.
1 behaved with scandalous ingratitude.
and all but paid for my act with my
life.”

“What a diplomatic calm you are cul-
tivating, Guy,” she eaid irrelevantly,
breaking in with a emile. “The count
15 a good schoolmaster.”

“] am not very much changed, I assure

ou.”
+Qtill the same knight-errant, hot to
purt death in saving the fair damosel!”

The cynicism was, 1 know, an invita-

(indulgent sy dvion 3o me to reer to Nowwin, and gve
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‘her an inarcation of my feelings. I did

not walk into the trap. If I was to get
the news I wushefi. I must be very much
on my guard.

“I have lived down most of my indis-
cretions, perhaps,” I answered, with @&
laugh. “No man who has to stare death
so long in the face as I comes quite un-
scathed from the ordeal.”

“You are in greater peril now,” she
retorted.

“Will you explain?”’

She looked at me and smiled mean-
ingly. ‘“How are the railway negotiations
proceeding, Guy?”

The avowed object .of my presence in
Vienna was to secure some railway con-
cessions affecting Servian interests.

“These things move slowly, of course,
but I think I ehall eucceed,” I replied,
with an air of indifference. -

“It is because you are succeeding too
well that 1 have come to warn you.”

“Are you, then, interested in railways?”

She waved my words aside with a
vehement gesture. ‘“‘As if we did not
know your real work here!”

“Of course 1 cannot pretend to under-
stand you, baroness.”

“You need not pretend to' misunder-
stand. Why have you, of all men, been
chosen to hunt us down?”’

I gestured, as if the question were the
veriest absurdity.

“Will you tell me frankly what you are
doing here in Vienna?”’

“It is no seecret, baroness. As most
people know, my father, Lord Helming-
court, is the lifelong friend of one of the
ministers of state here; that stateeman
is the one who has the say in regard %o
these railways, and, as 1 have his friend-
ship, it is unnatural that—"

“An end to all this pretense,” she cried,
almost angrily. “We are not playing a
game, or, if we are, it is a game in which
thrones and lives are the stakes, and your
life is one of them. You are here to find
out for your chief all that can be dis
covered about the conspiracy which is to
restore the throne of Servia to the right-
ful family, and give back justice and order
to that country. You have already done
enough to pe held dangerous, and if you
set a value on your life, take my warning
seriously, and either leave Vienna at once,
or——" BShe paused, and then repeated:
“Leave Vienna.”

“And the unspoken alternative?”

“You would not take'it. Join our side.”

“You '‘do me justice there, at least. I
shall not turn traitor, nor shall I leave
Vienna. Railway concessions do not lead
to death, baroness; at least, until the
mil:mys themselves have been construct-

“Oh, you are mad to, treat it in this
jesting way!”

“I do not treat it as a jest, but-I
cannot let myself be frightened away. The
honors of political martyrdom are for the
great, baroness, and I am only an insig-
nificant person. Besides, I do not take
the assassin’s knife too eeriously.”

She paid no heed to this; I doubt if
she heard it, indeed . She was thinking
intently, and, after a pause of some mo-
ments, she rose with a sigh

“And I have risked my life to bring
you this warning! ls there really noth-
ing I can say to convince you? Oh, Guy,
I am almost beside myself with fear for
you,” she cried, with intense feeling and
earnestness. “I know .what 1 tell you i8
true. I know that danger threatens you.
I know that the desperate men whom I
am powerless ‘to control have ~decided
upon this terrible step, and you meet me
with no more than a jest, a flaunt, and a
shrug of indifferent disbelief . For God’s
sake, listen to me. If you knew what I
am suffering!” And she seized my hand
and pressed it almost passionately.

“I beg you to be calm, baroness,” I
replied, withdrawing my hand. “I assure
you I am perfectly able to take. care of
myself; and, while 1 am convinced that
you believe all you say, I am—"

“I only do it becausz I love you, Guy.
For no other soul on earth would I so
humiliate myself. See, on my knees I im-
plore you to save yourself while there is
yet time.”

To my consternation she threw herself
on her knees, clasped my hands again,
and gazed up entreatingly into my face,
her own pale and wrought with agitation.

“I beg you to rise, baroness.”

1 spoke coldly, and tried to raise her.
But she would neither rise nor release
my hands, yielding herself utterly to her
hysterical emotion which possessed her,
and pouring out her words passionately,
and with mounting vehemence.

“It is your life I am begging for, Guy.
The life of the only man I ever loved
or can ever love. I know I am nothing
to you, less than nothing. I have seen
that, and have tried, tried, tried to for-
get and to persuade myself 1 had for-
gotten. For months I have sought to shut
out all thought of you. You know I have
never given even a sign of my existence.
1 have plunged into a hundred schemes,
seeking distraction and help to forget

behind her before I had recovered from
the surprise of her departure.

I am free to admit that her warning
created a very unpleasant impression upon
me. I had affected to disbelieve it, but I
knew quite well that if my secret mission
‘in' Vienna were known to ofhers as it
certainly was known to her, I was very
likely to be the object of deep animosity
on the part of those whom my inquiries
threatened.

I was not wholly surprised to find
Stephanie in the thing, and if she were
taking a leading part she would be quite
likely to learn of any danger threatening
me. I knew that there were men en-
gaged in the affair capable of planning the
“removal” of an inconvenient person, like
myself, and there had been *more than
one suspicious disappearance.

But it was also possible that her wvisit
was no more than the merest bluff, in-
tended to drive me out of the city. She
might well deem this the simplest way
of getting rid- of me and my inquiries,
and she was such -an excellent actress
that she would be easily able to outplay
me at such a game.

But her last reference to Normia had
gone. far to convince me of the sincerity
of her belief in my danger. After what
che had done to part Normia from me,
she was not likely to have carried a mere
bluff to the point of offering to bring
us together again.

1 resolved, therefore, to be on my
guard. I had no reason to be afraid for
the result of -any open attack. I had al-
ways kept myself in excellent condition,
and I was entirely recovered from the
effects of my recent illness. If anything,
I was in better condition than before it,
because of the strict training I had since
undergone. -

I felt quite able to hold my own in
any rough-and-tumble struggle.
use my fists, was a pratticed wrestler,
had had more than one fight with knives,
and regarded myself as an expert with
the revolver. Given half a fighting chance,
therefore, I had no reason to be afraid.

But this sort of thing was not likely
to be attempted in the open, and, how-
ever tough a man’s merves may be, there |
is something distinetly ‘“‘creepy” in the |
thought of having alwaye to be prepared
for a knife-thrust from some dark spot,
or a bullet from any favoring corner.

Nor was it a reassuring reflection that
the circumstances tended rather to ex-
pose me to attack. I had taken a very
unpretentious. flat on the second floor of
the building. I had ro servants except
the man and his wife, who had been in
the place when I rented it, and of them
1 knew nothing beyond the fact that they
performed well enough the small  duties |
T required of them.

But I dismissed as improbable the risk
of any attack on me in my rooms. Tt
would be too dangerous to any one at-!
tempting it. At the same time I would|
be on my guard, and I promptly loaded
a revolver and slipped it into my pocket.
Day and night, so long as I remained in
Vienna, that should always be within |
reach of my fingers. |

For the rest, I would avoid being out
after nightfall, and keep my eyes as wide
open in the daylight as possible, and, in
pursuance of this resolve, I started off
to get an early dinner.

As I left the house I was conscious of
a new and extremely disquieting sensa-
tion. I glanced about me more than once,
to make sure that I was not being fol-
lowed. I scrufinized closely every man
who might be loitering for me to catch
him up, and whenever any one overtook
me I found means to have a good look at
him, to satisfy myself that he was not
“on the pounce” for me.

It was a profoundly unpleasant mood,
and it was not without a considerable ef-
fort that I succeeded in shaking it off
and laughing at myself for a nervous fool. |
I did it at length, hewever, and swung
away at my usual pace for the Halber-
mond, the restaurant where I generally
dined. -

(To be continued.)

T0 SAVE THE DROWNING

A New Method of Artificial Respi-
ration

Connecticut Surgeon Advoocates
Outting Open the Chest and
Working the Heart by Hand--
Many Persons Really Alive
When Pronm‘xnoed Dead.

The New York Tribune has received
the following despatch from Hartford,
Conn.:—It is believed by Dr. D. F. Sulli-
van, who, while operating on Numcio C.

you. 1 knew you had come to Vienna,
and I kept away, kept secret from you|
even the fact that I was here. But when|
1 learned that you were in danger, my |
heart would not be denied. I could not
keep away. Grant me this one thing.
You must save your life. You must! Go
away, and I swear to you that never
again shall you even hear of me. Never,
never, never! But it is your life.” |

My confusion and distress at this
scene were acute.” I had tried several |
times to stem the torrent of her ve-
hement, passionate words, and now, when
ehe paused, T drew back.

“This scene must end, please. It is
too painful for us both,” I said firmly.

She remained crouching on the ground,
har face covered by her hands, for some
moments, unable to recover command of,
herself, an abject prey to her emotions. |
But presently she started, as if*in obed-
jence to a sudden thought or fresh im-
pulse. She rose quickly.

“Thank God!” she exclaimed, and then
paced the room excitedly. “Yes, yes.
Even that.”” This was to herself as
though, high-wrought, she were wrestling
with this new thought.

The eilence was but little less irksome
than her former outburst.

“T can prevail with you now,” she said,
turning to me suddenly, her eyes shining
with an unnatural brightness. “You will
not heed me, but what if Normia adds
her pleading to mine? Will you go then?”

The mention of Normia in such a con-
nection was so utterly unexpected that I
could not conceal my surprise.

“Normia?’ I echoed.

She laughed bitterly. “That should at
least convince you of my earnestness.

That 1 deem it grave enotgh to bring|
But you must save |

you two together!
your life, let the cost to me be what it
may.”

“I don't affect to misunderstand you,
for I know that it was your agency
which parted us, but I should be un-
worthy of her if T were to listen to you.
No consideration you could nams would
cause me to be driven away like a cow-
ard.”

: Chial at St. Francis’ Hospital on Sunday,

twice saved his patient from death by
gently grasping the heart and squeezing
it in time with its normal pulsations until
it beat again of its own accord, that many
lives might be saved by this -method of
artificial respiration. To all appearances
the man was dead twice, and yet he lived
again when the heart was squeezed, send-
ing the blood coursing through the ar-
teries.

Dr. Sullivan thinks that if a person
could be' operated upon immediately af-
ter being taken from the water in many
drowning cases life might be conserved.
He advocates opening the body and re-
moving the ribs until the heart is visible
and is accessible, in order that the fingers
may be inserted to handle it. In many
accidents life still lingers long after the
person seems to have ceased to breathe.

. C. R. MAIL TRAIN

Campbellton, May 30.—The English mail
train for the Maritime provinces was
ditched near here this morning. No one
was killed, but the following were injured:
Fireman Gordon Connell, severely scalded;
Driver Gallen, severely scalded; Brake-:
man J. Berube, head and face cut and!
arm broken; P. E. Gilbert, North Sydney, |
a passenger, leg cut. Locomotive and a]li
went into the ditch. |

HALIFAX PASTOR
HINTS AT RESIGNATION

Halifax, N. S., May 31.—(Special.)—
The authorities of St. Matthew’s Presby-
terian church have received a letter from
Rev. Thomas Fowler, pastor of the
church, who is at present in Scotland,
in which he intimates that the congrega-
tion ehould seriously consider the future
relations of pastor and people. It is tan-
tamount to a proposition of resignation
under certain conditions.

“Oh, how mad, how blind you are!”
che exclaimed excitedly. “Even after this
you can believe that I am only trying to
frighten you away from the city!” And

«h> Tesumed her silent, agitated pacing of]

the room, _

“T ' can say no more,” she burst out
again presently. ‘I must try and find
some other means. I shall go out of my

mind if I stay longer. Heaven forgive you |

for these doubts of me, Guy!” And with-
out a word further, without even the
offer of her hand, she hurried out, and

I heard the fromt door

of my flat slam’ 2,000 protessors,

! Took Dive From Bridge to Death

| Lawrence, Mass., May 31.—While diving
from a bridge in the Merrimac river this
| afternoon, Victor Leon Lafrance, 25 years
| 0)d, was taken with cramps and drowned.
| Two men who were with him in the
| water, saw him disappear but were un-|
| able to recover the body. Lafrance wa.si

employed as a clerk in this city.

{
Germany's 21 universities have an enrol- |
ment of 27,000 students. under the care of|

I could

DITCHED; FOUR HURT/

Landry, Hubbard and Geo
| E. Fisher

School Book Prices Cut in
Haif by Arrangement Made
With Gage & Company of
Toronto--Another Financial
Scandal in Connection with
Central Railway.

Fredericton, May 31.—It is understood
that the new agricultural commission will
consist of Hon. D. V. Landry, commis
sioner of agriculture, W. W. Hubbard,
of St. John, and George E. Fisher, of
Chatham. The matter was decided at a
‘ meeting of the government held here Bat-
 urday. Mr. Hubbard, who will act as
%secretary to the commission, has devoted
'a great part of his life to agricultural
pursuits. For eighteen years he acted as
secretary of the New Brunswick Farmers’
and Dairymen’s Association and for a
time was editor of the Maritime Farmer
at Sussex. While there and in Sunbury
county he was engaged in agriculture. Mr.
Hubbard is a graduate of the Ontario
‘Agricultural College, Guelph. He has at
all times taken great interest in dairying
and farming and probably no onec has &
more intimate knowledge of the farmers
throughout the province.

Mr. Fisher is a dairy farmer on a large
scale and is the head and centre of all
agricultural movements in Northumber
land county and on the north shore. He
is a man of high intelligence and with 8
thorough knowledge of agriculture.

It may be remembered that when the
bill was under consideration the leader
of the opposition expressed the hope that
the commiission would partake of a non-
partizan character. The appointment nf
Mr. Fisher may be said to meet the case.
He has taken little part in politics, holds
moderate views and has taken an inde-
pendent course in election affairs.

The commission will begin a eeries of
meetings in Carleton county about June
23, to be followed by meet‘ilggs in Victoria,
Madawaska, York and Sunbury. During
the haying season the work will be stop-
ped to be resumed in September, when
any meetings which had been postponed
in the counties mentioned will be held
and other parts of the province visited.

Forms of inquiries are now being pre-
pared to send out to the farmers in order
to give time for them to find the informa
tion desired. Statements are also being
sent out giving the principal topics to be
dealt with so that they may be as familiar
as possible with the subjects.

School Books Cheaper by Nearly
One Half.

The attorney-general, provincial eecre-
tary and Dr. Inch, acting as a committe,
are reported to have practically closed an
arrangement with Gage & Company, of
Toronto, by which the cost of the primers
and readers used in .the public schools m
the eight grades below the high school
will be reduced by nearly, if not quite,
fifty per cent. It is also understood that
the cost of the geography in use will be
reduced to almost a similar amount. Ne-
gotiations are not yet concluded and other
reductions will probably follow, in some
cases, it is said, to even a greater extent.

The books will be purchased by the
government and sold through the province
by vendors who will be paid a emall com-
mission for their services.

It is believed that the government
would have been able to reduce the prices
to a greater extent but for the improvi-
dent arrangement entered into some years
ago with the Floods Company, under
which Gage & Company were compelled
to pay the Floods Company a commission
on all their publications which were sold
in the province. This agreement was for
all time to come. It is understood Gage
& Company have paid the Floods a lump
sum to cancel the contract.

Another Central Scandal

A rumor which comes from a reliable
source is current that the Central railway
commissioners have discovered that a large
sum of money is owing to the government
of Canada in addition to the amount men-
tioned by Hon. J. K. Flemming in his
budget speech, which was for rails and
fastenings.

The next meeting of the government
will be held in St. John on Friday when
the appointment of the commissioners to
enquire into the affairs of the Central
railway will be made.

MISS FAYAIE £, PALMER
MADE SAARY BEQUESTS

In the probate court yesterday the
will of Fannie E. Palmer was pro-
ved. She gives her real and per-
sonal property to her executors and
trustees to sell and pay the followingl
sums: To Emma J. Weldon, an aunt,
§2,000; to Katie Nevins, a cousin, $1,000;
to Fannie E. Henderson, a cousin, $2,000;
to Jessie P. Daniel, $1,000; to Emma E.

THE AGRICULTURAL
COMMISSION NAMED

- ¢

- SOCIETY

Queen’s weather marked the holiday
season, and numerous outings were en-
joyed. The society folk, who had not
permanently opened their country houses,
entertained large parties of week-end
guests.

Another feature of Victoria Day, was
the opening of the yachting season, when
about forty yachts and power boats under
command of Dr. A. H. Merrill, vice com-
modore, of the R. K. Y. C., started from
Millidgeville at 3 o’clock on Saturday
afternoon, for the Bellisle. The yachts
returned on Monday evening.

Dr. and Mrs. George Matthew had
quite a large house party on the holiday;
at Gondola Point, including Mr. and Mrs.
Carleton Lee and children, Miss Owen;
Jones, Mr. Sydney Beckley and Mr. D.
A. Fox. Rev. Mr. Trumpour who sailed
up with Mr. Fox and Mr. Beckley stayed
at Rothesay.

Col. and Mrs. Hunter Ogilvie enter-
tained a number of guests at their cot-
tage, Bay Bhore, on Victoria Day.

Mrs. R. Keltie Jones was another host-
ess' at the shore who entertained a house
party over the holidays.

Mrs. C. A. Fairweather was hostess at
her pretty cottage at Gondola Point where
a number of ladies from the city spent
the holidays most enjoyably. Several gen-
tlemen joined the party on Monday. A
lovlier spot than where this cottage is
sitnated would be difficult to imagine.

Mrs. McMillan and Miss McMillan
were guests of Mrs. W. Maleolm McKay
at Rothesay on Monday. i

Dr. and Mrs. J. B. Travers entertained
informally at luncheon on Saturday at
Crescent Lake, in honor of Mr. and Mrs.
Harold Coleman.

Lady Tilley and Mr. and Mrs. Herbert
Tilley have taken up their residence at
The Grove, Rothesay, for the summer
months.

Mr. and Mrs. Louis Barker were guests
of Mr. and Mrs. Percy W. Thomson on
an automobile trip to Sussex and Loch
Lomond, last week. -

Miss Elizabeth Millar is the guest of
Dr. and Mrs. Bailey in Fredericton this
week.

Mrs. Tucker, Mrs. Herbert C. Tilley’s
mother, is occupying Lady Tilley's cot-
tage in the Park, Rothesay.

Rev. Mr. Hibbard, of Montreal, who
will succeed Mr. Moore as Principal of
Rothesay College, was in Rothesay this
week. i

Dr. T. D. Walker entertained Principal
Peterson of McGill College at luncheon at
the Union Club on Friday.

Miss Furlong was hostess on Friday
evening last when some friends were in-
formally invited to meet Mr. and Mrs.
Harold Coleman. A most enjoyable:
musical evening was spent.

The marriage of Miss Maude March,:

daughter of the late Dr. J. Edgar March, | e

and Rev. Gordon Dickie, of St. Stephen’s
Church, will take place on Monday, June !
1, at 5 p. m., in Leinster street Baptist
Church. Owing to the death of Dr.
March, no invitations will be issued. The
bride, who is charming, has numerous
friends who wish her every happiness in
her future life. On Saturday last a linen
shower. was given her by her friends.
Miss March has been the recipient of
many valuable gifts. Upon' the return of
the happy couple after their wedding trip,
they will reside in Garden street.

Miss Mabel Hanington, after several
years’ work in China for the British
Church Missionary Society, is in New
Westminster (B.C.), on her way to Lon-
don. She is the guest of her sister, Mrs.
Taylor with whom her mother has been
spending some time.

Mr. and Mrs. Verner McLellan have
taken rooms at* Westfield for the sum-
mer.

Mr. E. C. McLeod, of the Bank of
Nova Scotia, spent his holidays in the
city.

Miss Blanche Rankin returned home
from Yarmouth on Tuesday.

Mrs. T. H. Bullock and Miss Gladys
Bullock left on Wednesday for the south-
ern states.

Miss Dorothy Robson is to be congratu-
lated upon winning the $25 prize for Eng-
lish Literature at Mt. Allison.

The St. John Tennis club courts were
formerly opened on Victoria Day for the
season. It is proposed holding tourna-
ments of handicap ladies singles to com-
pete for the prize racquet presented by
Mrs. George K. McLeod.
~ Mr. and Mrs. William Peters of Water-
loo street, celebrated on Wednesday the |
sixty-first anniversary of their wedding
and received the congratulations of their |
friends and relatives.

Mr. Fred R. Taylor left for Quebec last |
week to sail on the steamer Victorian for!
Liverpool. i

:wood, Mount Pleasant,

|t|nued my scraping.

will be large and fashionable, more than-
100 invitations having been issued to
friends and connections. The prospective
bride is well known in St. Joha where
many good wishes are expressed for h

future happiness.

Mrs. John Duffus, of Halifax, is tt
guest of her sister, Mrs. John Burpee
Mount Pleasant.

Mrs. Thos. Raymond has removed to !
Garden street.

Judge Wilrich and Mrs. Wilrich have
rented a cottage in the park at Rothesay,
where they will pass the summer months.

Mr. Percy Clarke, son of the late Rev.
Mr. John Clarke, is visiting relatives in
St. John, after spending the winter in the
vicinity of Hudson Bay.

Mr. Stanley Bridges is being congratu-

]lated upon the success he achieved at the

U. N. B. Another St. John student who
captured honors was Mr. H. F. Bennett.

The marriage of Miss Jean Fenety and
Mr. Frederick Daniel will take place in
Fredericton on Tuesday, June 16. Mr.
Daniel has engaged a suite in King street
east, where the happy couple will reside
upon their return to this city.

Mrs. Percy W. Thomson entertained at
luncheon yesterday in honor of Miss Wini-
fred Barnaby.

The marriage of Miss Gwladys Shewen,
daughter of Mr. E. T. P. Shewen, to Mr.
Vicars Milledge will take place at Elm-
on Wednesdsv
evening at 8 o’clock. Upon their retur.
after their wedding tour the happy coupl
will occupy the handsome residence ‘i
Milledge lane, recently built by Mr. Mi'
ledge.

The Eclectic Reading Club met ¢
Thursday evening at the residence of Mr
A. Powell. Dr. T. D. Walker had chart
of the evening’s programme, which con
sisted of readings by Dr. Walker, Miss
Kleanor Robinson, Miss Constance Smith,
Dr. Silas Alward, Mrs. Alfred Morrisey
and Mre. H. C. Schofield. New members
elected were: Mr. and Mrs. J. Westra B.
Stewart, Miss Lou McMillan and Miss
Vera Robinson. Among those present .
were: Mrs. G. F. Smith, Mms. Inches,
Mr. and Mrs. Easson, Mr. and Mis
Fisher, Miss Homer, Miss Ketcham, Mrs.
James Harding, Dr. Thomas Walker, Miss
Walker, Miss- A. L. Fairweather, Mrs.
Harold Schofield, Mrs: Morrisey, Miss
Robinson, Miss Tucker, Mr. Paul Longley,
gel':'! David Lang and Mr. Harold Scho-

eld. . !

Mr. Blair Robertson, manager of
Royal Bank at Havana, is in town {
short visit.

A number of St. John people we
Fredericton for the grand ball given wu,
the engineering class of the U. N. B. on
Wednesday evening. The dance was held
in the gymnasium building and was a great
success. Among the guests from this cii
were, Miss Elizabeth Millar, Miss Ethcl
Baird, Miss Margaret McAvity, Mies
Kathleen Holden, Miss Nettie Bridges,
Miss Vera McLaughlin, Miss Miriam
Hatheway, Mr. King Hazen, Mr. Douglas
Clinch, Mr. Charles MacDonald, Mr. Stan-
ley Bridges. Dr. and Mrs. Bailey were
the efficient chaperones.

Msis. T. E. Brock and Miss Lilian Brock
of Rothesay, arrived home this week from
New York.

BETWEEN HEAVEN AND EARTH

(Wide World Magazine.)
After a very adventurous life, during which
1 was a sailor, soldier, marine and prize
fighter, and traveled to nearly every corner
of the globe, I married and settled down to
the comparatively prosaic life of a steepla~

Being very athletic and of muscular buiid,
I found I could get plenty of employment
and good wages for painting flag poles,
chimney stacks, and similar work that re-
quired steady nerves, the knack of rigx'r
and a seaman’s knowledge of knots.- &t
hitches. There was an element of dange:
and daring about this work that suited me,
and I was often sent for by people at a
distance who had heard of me, and could
get no one locally who knew how, or had
nerve enough, to execute the jobs thzr
placed in my hands. 5
In the fall of 1303 I took a contract.td
scrape and paint the iron chimney stack of
the Ridgewood Pumping Station, Long Is-
land (N. Y.), belonging to the Brooklyn
‘Water Commissioners. The stack is the
tallest chimney in the United States, being
275 feet high. The diameter of the stack
is twelve feet at the top and thirty-two feet
at the ground, and an outside iron ladder
leading to the top of the chimney is pro-
vided to facilitate any painting or repairs

'that may have to be done from time to

time. To do the work I built a light swing-
ing scaffold. Its middle fitted into the
stack, and it was swung from light half-
inch tackles fitted at each end, suspendec
from two large hooks fixed at the top oi
the chimney expressly for the purpose.

To paint and scrape the stack all arou
I found I should have to move my scaffola
three times. I raised my staging by means
of the two scaffold falls, working entirely
alone except when it was necessary to haul
the scaffold to the top of the stack, when
I got one of the employes at the pumping
station to work the falls, while I ran up
the permanent ladder attached to the chim=
ney to make the staging fast at the top.
To lower the structure 1 would take off thew
hitch from one end at a time, and then|
lower both falls together.

The pumping station at Ridgewood is site
uated in a very exposed position, and, as it'
was the month of December and very|
windy, to keep from being blown out from!
the chimney I had a rope attached to onaj
end of the scaffold, passed around the’
stack, and made fast to the other end.

One day I was scraping the loose scares
of paint off the iron plates, and had de-
scended about half-way down the chimney.
I was working very hard to get finished.
when 1 was suddenly awake to
that it was growing dark, but, as I required’
very little light for the job in hand, I con-
The wind was howl-
ing around the chimney, and seemed to be,
increasing in volume, though I paid but lit=
tle attention to it.

I worked until nearly six o’clock, when

the fact

Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Stead will spendi"' became very dark, so I decided to pull
the month of June at Rothesay in the my scaffold around to the ladder on the op-

Coulthard, wife of Byron W. Coulthard,
of Fredericton, $1,000; to Charlotte Pal
mer, widow of a cousin, Philip Palmer, !

$500; to Stephen W. Palmer, cousin, $390; ;
to Emma . V. Smith, a cousin, $10v)i
to Mary Holland, daughter of a
of the N. B. and P. E. I. Branch!

of the Women’s Missionary Society of the
Methodist Church, $500, to be by said exe-
cutive invested, the interest arising there-
from to be used in helping to defray the
expenses of the - representatives of weak
societies attending the branch meetings,
or in such other way as in the judgment
of the executive may seem best; a sum to
be set aside at interest out of which is
to be paid $150 to Ada L. Palmer, widow
of a brother Chas. A. Palmer; provision
is made for placing under perpetual care
her lot in Fernhill Cemetery; the residue
to a cousin, Kate Nevins.

The Executors are Hon. Josiah Wood,
of Sackville, George J. Henderson - and
Mrs. Jessie P. Daniel; the personal estate
is $6,000; real estate, $13,000; E. T. G
Knowles, proctor.

Only one man in the city of London out-
gide the Tower possesses the password which
enables him to answer the challenge of the
sentries at any time. It is the Lord Mayor,
and the password is given to him by the
authority ef -the king.

A museum is shortly io be added to the at-
tractions ¢3 Weimainster Abbey.

i \
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} | posite side of the chimney, make fast, an
cottage owned by Archdeacon Raymond, | go home. I was about to put this plan lnti
operation, when disaster overtook me. As-I
unfastened the rope which held my stage!
to the chimney, intending to pull the scaf-
fold round to the ladder, it slipped from my
fingers and vanished into the night. Hardly
had I realized what had happened thasl the
high wind, catching the long line of ropes
and falls of my tackle, blew the scafic
with me upon it, out and away from:' t
The: ,
the force of the gust suddenly abating, '[.
swung in with a fearful crash against tle
chimney. a
The shock of the collision nearly iiing
me from the stage, but, although dazed, [
yet clung on for dear life. Another instant
and I was carried out again, whirled around,
and sent hurling against the chimney agailn

Miss Winnie Raymond, who is expected |
home from New York early in the week '
will also be at the cottage for the re- |
mainder of the summer. |

Mr. H. Beverly Robinson arrived on :
Monday evening with his new schooner
yacht, Possum, after a ten days’ sail from !
New York. Captains Starkey and Mar-
ghall accompanied Mr. Robinson on the !
homeward trip. Mr. Robinson is to be|
congratulated upon being the' owner of so !
fine a yacht.

The marriage of Miss Madeline Barker:
Jdaughter of Chief Justice Barker of;
Mount Pleesant, to Professor A. B. De:
Mille, of Belmont, San Francisco, is an-
nounced to take place in the Valley
church at 3 o’clock on Wednesday, June
17. Miss Crace Robertson and Miss Fran-
ces Svead will be bridesmaids; Miss Wini-:
fred Bavker, maid of honor. A reception .
will be held at the residence of the bride’s’
parents after the ceremony, for which a.
large numtber of invitations have been
issued? Miss Barker was guest of honor
at a luncheon given on Thureday at Po-
kiok by Mrs. Sherwood Skinner. The fol-|
lowing guests were present: Miss Barker,
Miss Winifred Barker, Mrs. George West
Jones, Mrs. Fred E. Sayre, Mrs. J. Roy
Campbell, Mrs. Harold Schofield, Mrs.'
Busby, Mrs. Silas Alward, Mrs. P. W.:
Thomson, Mrs. Easson, Miss Elizabeth
Furlong, Miss Helen Smith, Miss May
Harrison. Bridge was enjoyed during the
afternoon, 5 o’clock tea was served, after;
which the guests were driven into town,
having spent a most enjoyable afternoon.

Mr. Fred Robinson, of the Bank of |
Commerce, is expected to arrive today'
from the west to visit his mother, Mrs.
G. Ludlow Robinson, at Rothesay.

Miss Frances Stead was the guest of the
Misses David Robertson at Rothesay for
the holidays.

Mrs. E. A, Smith will leave for Riviere-
de-Loup today to be present at the mar-
riage to her niece, Miss Rhona Scott, to |
the Rev. Arthur J. Vibert. The’marriage!

. will take pdace on June 3 at 7 p.m., in the |

church of St. Michael and the Angels, of |

,stack to a distance of twenty feet.

‘to my death.

| by another pufi of wind.

Breathless and terror-siricken, I hung
on desperately to the falls on one end of
the scaffold. -

As I thought over my position my heart;
sank within me. It was of no use to call'
for assistance, for I was 130 feet in the afr.
The wind was shrieking and moaning, and
the noise of the machjnery in the pumping
station far below would drown any sound [
could make. To stay in my present situa-
tion for any length of time, however, was
clearly out of the question, for evea it I
could manage to keep from being thrown
of. my scaffold would soon be dashed to
pieces, and 1 myself stunned or disabled by
striking the chimney.

All this time that awful pendulum motion
was going on with the inevitable nerve-
jarring ciasn against the chimney every
time I swung in. I was new Decoming dizzy
from the con:iaual whirling around—first one
way and thea another. Finally I-grew- des-
perate. 1 realized that sometning must ba
done if I did not wish to be hurled. down
Nerving myself for a last
effort, I lowered myself until 1 hung down
holding with both hands to the botiom of
the scaffold. In this precaricus posiiion,” be-
fore the stage swung in and shook e off,
1 managed to take a tura of thne fall
around my leg, and, leiting go the scaffold,
began to slide down the rop2 :

Now, sliding down a distance of 1&0 feeg
on a half-hitch is not an easy matter, evén
under the most favorablé conditions, but qn

ksuch a night, with the wind blowing almost

& gale, and bumping me continually around
and against the chimney, the journey became
an interminable nightmare.

1 reached the ground sore, bruised and
breathless, but otherwise sound. Afte-
curing my scaffold as best I could, ¥
gered into the pumping station.

“Holloa!"’ said the engineer, jokingly, u.e
unconscious of what had been taking place
far above his head, ‘‘are you going 'to work
all night!”

““No,” I replied emphatically; ‘I think I've
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iber}, is xector. ‘wedding had just about emough of it this evening.”™




