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whisper. “What do you mean? Who—” 
She stopped suddenly. Her eyes took in 

I a new look. She drew in her breath 
sharply, like a swimmer striking water, 
and her voice broke in a sudden wildSILENT LIPS À

and he said if you had done it you had me. I am not worth a minute’s thought, 
done it for some one else—to get the Geoffrey.” 
money for somebody or to screen some
body.”

Geoffrey sat quitè still.
“He said that? He believed m me?

You believed in me? Oh, if I had only 
known—”

She put out her hands to him.
“You ought to have known,” she cried.

“We waited, hoping to hear from you.
We could not understand your disappear
ance without a word,- even though the 
earl explained. And then—then—”

“Then what?”
She fell back with her hands before her 

face.
“I can’t tell you any more,” she cried 

wildly. “Don’t ask me any more. My 
father—died and I—” She started up 
again suddenly. “Oh, you must let me 
go,” she added. “I can’t bear to remem
ber—to think—of that time after you had 
gone. Sometimes I thought if you had 
only been there things would have been 
different. Sometimes I felt if I had 
known where you were I should have gone 
to you. But I knew nothing, and be
sides—”

She stopped, her eyes, grown dark and 
strained, looking wildly about the room 
as though she feared that there might be 
something hidden behind the heavy furni
ture—as though, in spite of the bright 
electric lights, there were ghosts in the 
room.

“Don’t ask me any more,” she added 
abruptly, “for I can’t tell you.”

He hesitated a moment. He got up, 
and turning, paced across the floor, and 
then came back to her.

“Hetty,” he said. “I know all about it 
—everything. I know all that happened— 
all the history of that ugly year when I 
went away—the story of your father’s 
death and your disappearance—every
thing.”

“Everything?” she asked, hoarsely.
She lay back for an instant, staring at 

him, and something in her face held him 
silent. Then, suddenly, ehe broke into a 
wild, harsh laugh.

“Oh, you don’t know everything,” she 
tried. “You wouldn’t be here now if you 
did. You wouldn’t be looking at me like 
that—befriending me—if you knew every
thing.”

“Why not?”
Their eyes met and something she eaw 

in his—a look that she had seen there 
once before, long ago, brought a sudden, 
strange, broken cry to her lips.

He fell suddenly on his knees beside the 
couch.

“Hetty, was I a fool years ago? If I 
had not made a mistake—if I had not 
given up my honor—if I had waited, might 
I have won you from him—from Fan- 
shawe—after all? Oh, Hetty, have I lost 
everything through—through that?”

He caught at her thin arm lying against 
her side, and held it in a hungry grip.

She shook her head, and again the cold 
swept back upon him.

“No—but it might—or, it might have

DESPERATE WORK Ml MlHe gav= a sudden sharp cry.
“That I can never do,” he cried. 

“Hetty, you know I can never forget you. 
I have carried the memory of you in my 
heart all these years, and I shall carry it 
till I die, and now that I have found you 
I shan’t easily ht you go again. If Fan- 
shawe has placed you false he shall be 
made to suffer for it—”

She threw out one hand as if fo stop 
him, and then suddenly put up the other 
to her neck where the miniature lay.

“No—no; leave him,” she cried. “Let
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“Geoffrey! It can’t be—it can’t be—oh! 
it is impossible that you can be Geoffrey 

i Clavering?”
She craned forward, her hands out

stretched for a moment, and then abrupt
ly fell back again.

“Geoffrey! Come back from the dead!” 
she added in a whisper. “It is impos
sible.”

“Yes, yes, it is possible,” he cried. Oh, 
I e thought that you would have known 
me. I knew you—even though you, too, 
have altered. Hetty, I knew you when 
I saw you. I should have known you 
though you had altered a thousand times 
as much. Oh, my poor little girl! I 
thought to find you like this!”

He broke off, and for a moment she lay 
shivering as though with cold. Then she 
sat up again.

“But I don’t understand,” she said. 
“They eaid your name was Waring; what 
does it mean?”
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Kills His Wife ; Shoots His I Murderer Plunged a Dagger 
Brother and Then Fires Bui- Into Jeremiah Crowley -■/ 
let in His Own Head, and Crowd Threatened Lynching 
Will Likely Died

CHAPTER XIV—(Continued.) old girlish youth and beauty—the ex- 
She untuned her fan again as ehe spoke q}"slte color—had left it. Her hair, loose 

and Geoffrey had a faintly unpleasant , °ut hcr shoulders, looked heavy and 
sensation as he met her pale gray eyes. ™st’’eles6. Tier hands her poor, thin 
Evelyn Walter was cold and hard as her hand6~(clenched upon the coverlet, were 
father’s iron, and she had never forgiven r°,“eh„and 7eddencd with work, 
and never would forgive Hetty Lancaster half way across the room, al-
for the part she had played in eeparat- "?06t came io. a sta^idstill as he saw her
ing her from Lord Fanshawe. There was “lcre c^ai*ly in the electric light. He had
bitter and undying hatred in her cold not rea^ze(* when he held her in his arms 
eyes and hard face. Even the smile she lm ,ur or two ago how changed she 
gave Geoffrey did not sweep it away. He fn ÿte ot w^at Dr. North had told him, 
telt her hand on his arm, and the deli- , never imagined her except as he
cate scent of her dress wafted to him as ^a<^r.^n ^er e^ht years ago in the Park
she moved, and something in it and in afc, Gldcastle on that last ugly morning
her touch seemed to grip his heart ii* a if had left her to Lord Fanshawe.
band of iron. He would bring her to her ^ é had leaned forward as he crossed
knees yet—he would make lier—make aer' anc* had not taken her eyes from
them ad—admit Hetty’s innocence ! He 16 *ace*
would "work until he had done it, until 
he had undermined all the tissues of lies 
they had built about his poor girl’s name, 
and then—what did he care what happen
ed then? What did it matter what be
came of him as long as Hetty was clear-
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Bast on, July 14—Jeremiah Crowley*
Farmington, Me., July 14—Jesse Searles, aged _tlllrty years> mam=d. and living at

33 Wapping street, Charlestown, waffi 
murdered today at the stable of Dennis 
O Connell, 49 .North Margin street, where 
he was employed, by an enraged Italian, 
who stabbed him in the groin because he» 
was refused a team.

Joseph Mosconi, aged thirty-two, of 43 
Battery street, whom the police have 

. . , der arrest, charged with murder, ran out
of a physician and directed him to the • of the stable after stabbing Crowley and 
scene of the tragedy, after which he ; waving a dagger, fled down I^orth Margin 
walked up the road for a snort distance j etreet- He was followed by an angry
and then shot himself in the head. He Zb °f D°hertyl cIosed

.... , with Mosconi. The dagger was dropped
was still alive late tonight, but was not and a fist fight followed, Doherty finally 
expected to recover. Edward Searles has overcoming the Italian, but was soon'1'1 
a bullet wound through the jaw. His con- forced to defend himself and the Italian 
dition tonight was serious, but it is from the mob, who threatened lynching, 
thought that the wound will not prove On the arrival of the officers, Doherty 
fatal- was relieved of his charge. -,

Jealousy is ascribed as the probable rea- The trouble arose over an order but to- 
for the shooting. Since last winter day put into effect and which Crowley 

Jesse Searles and his wife had lived apart was carrying out, that no one should be 
on account of a quarrel, but both remain- allowed to take a team out of the stable 
ed m the village, being employed on dif- belonging to boarders without an order 
ierent farms. Edward Searles was also from the owner. Mosconi came to the 
employed m the town. The family came stable about noon and asked for a team 
to North Chesterville from Rangeley about belonging to Louis Tammario. He had no 
two years ago. In addition to working as written order, and was refused the team 
farm hands, both the brothers had served by Crowley. He left the stable in an 
occasionally as guides for sportsmen in angry mood, and immediately returned 

.tJie Rangeley region, and they are well j through another door and, rushing upon 
known through that district. ] Crowley, plunged a dagger into his groin.

I he shooting occurred about 5 o’clock j Crowley was taken to the relief station, 
this afternoon. It is supposed that Jesse 1 where he died two hours later.
Searles followed hie wife and brother to 
the woods and that a quarrel took place 
there. Searles was armed with a thirty- 
two calibre revolver. He fired apparently 
only two shots at his victim, but his 
markmanehip was excellent, one shot 
piercing his wife’s brain and killing her 
instantly probably, while the other struck 
Edward on the side of his jaw, lodging 
on the other side.

a farmer, about twenty-five years of age, 
shot and killed his wife and also shot hisnever

ft*' brother, Edward Searles, when he found 
the two strolling together in the woods a 
short distance from the village of North 
Chesterville. where they lived. Return
ing to the village, Searles went to a house

was.
w
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CHAPTER XVT.

The Barrier Between.

He leaned forward, bringing his face 
into the light and looked steadily into 
hers.

“Waring is the name I am known by 
now,” he said. “It was the name I adopt
ed when I left England eight years ago. 
You knew, of course, why I went/’

She nodded her head slowly. Her lips 
were set tight.

“I was told,” she said.
“I went in disgrace,” he went on, “and 

I never meant to come back. I never 
meant to set foot in England again. Yet 
I am here—brought back by Fate, I 
think. You know how I have succeeded 
—against my wish, against my will al
most, for I have cared for neither success 
nor riches. I ^worked because I had to 
work—to forget. And now at last I am 
back—back! No one knows me. I have 
gone unrecognized so far, but I thought 
that you, I thought that you would know 
me in spite of everything.” <

He stopped abruptly, and put out his 
hand to her again. This time ehe did 
shrink from him. This time thsre was no 
fear in her eyes as she looked into his 
bronzed face.

“Oh, why didn’t I?” she cried. “Now 
when I look at you I dan see. Oh, Geof
frey, why didn’t I recognize you before? 
But you have altered—you look different. 
There is something strange and new about 
you, and no one could dream of seeing 
you here like this, in this big hotel— 
Geoffrey, what does it all mean? You 
were poor when you le^f Oldcastle. I re
member what a mean salary the old earl 
used to give you. Oh, you had not begun 
life then and yet now, Geoffrey, they say 
you ere rich, and people have been talk
ing about you, and about what you are

“I had to see you tonight,” she chied, 
breathlessly, as he reached her side. “I 
could not rest—I could not sleep. I want
ed to see you and find out why you 
brought me here. I could not understand 
it. I thought—I thought perhaps you 
would turn out to be some one I knew.”

His heart sank stupidly. There 
recognition in her eyes—only a faint re
lief, as if she had been afraid of whom he 
might be. She had not remembered him 
all those yeare—she did not know him, 
and he could see, clear in her face, the 
look of gladness as she found he 
stranger to her.

He stooped almost stupidly by her side.
“Were you afraid—afraid of finding 

you knew ?” he asked, abruptly. 
She started a little and drew a. quick 
breath.

“Oh,” she cried, with a sort of sob in 
her voice. “I was afraid altogether. And 
—and—I couldn’t understand it. Gentle
men don’t take strange girls to their 
hotels as a rule. Why did you do it to
night?”

He sat down suddenly in the chair at 
her side of the couch, with his face a 
little in the shadow.

“My brougham knocked you down,” he 
said, slowly. “It was only fair to look af
ter you and see that you were all right.”

He put out his hand, tempted to tell 
her there and then who he was. But he 
hesitated a moment.

ed?
He looked round and encountered the 

earl’s hard eyes fixed upon him, and al
most involuntarily he fell back a step. He 
had still to reckon with the earl.

was no
son

CHAPTER XV.

Face to Face.

He tore himself away at last and hur
ried out, down the great staircase, with 
its heavily scented flowers, its great 
banks of orchids and its white and gold 
decorations, out into the dark night.

The brougham waited for him He got 
into it hastily, and dropped back in the 
seat, with a sense of relief. There in the 
darkness he was safe from the earl’s keen 
eyes. There at least for a few moments 
there was no one to recognize him.

Once or twice as the brougham swept 
toward the Strand he passed his hand 
mecbanicaly over hie face. A few days 
ago he had not thought it possible tf> be 
recognized. Now, he felt a sense of 
easiness, almost of danger. Yet, after all, 
it was only those who had known him 
well who recognized a likeness, and he

was a

•“Nurse—nurse,’ he called; ‘come 
quickly; she is fainting.’ ”

him go. You can do no good. It—it— 
only hurts me, Geoffrey. Oh, it is like a 
knife in an open wound! Oh, Geoffrey, 
leave ma—let me go.”

Her small, thin fingers clutched at her 
neck, and a faint sick cold ran through 
him as he saw the gesture. He could not 
understand her. Did she still 
much after all those years? Did she still 
love the man who had failed to keep his 
promise to her—the man who had prom
ised to marry her? Yet if she did, why 
was she not anxious to find her father’s 
murderer, and prove her own innocence? 
In any case, how was it she had allowed 
him to go unavenged—the father she had 
loved and who had worshipped her.

God help him! He had not thought of 
that until now, and now-^why did the 
ghastly thought stick and cling and hold 
him in its grip? Why did it hang upon 
him like this? He tried to shake him
self free, and with an effort turned and 
faced her again.

“Hetty, tell me,” he cried, huskily.

some one
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(Springfield Republican.)
The oldest white woman in Oregon, and 

no doubt in the United States, Mrs. Mary 
Ramsey Lemons Wood, with whom read- 

of the Republican, have been for 
time acquainted, figured in the Fourth 
of July celebration at Portland in that^ 
state. Mrs. Wood, then aged 120 years,- 
1 month and 15 days, was crowned queen 
of Oregon. The coronation was performed 
by Gen. George H. Williams, 84 years oh’, 
who was attorney-general in the cabinet 
of President Qrant. He was assisted by 
J. D. Lee, president of the state pioneer 
association. In laying a wreath of flowers 
upon the head of Mrs. Wood Gen. Wil
liams said:

On behalf of the citizens of Portland 
and as a part of the celebration of the 
31st anniversary of the Declaration of In
dependence, I have the honor to crown 
you as queen of Oregon, so far as ad
vanced years and the respect and venera
tion of the people can make you such a 
queen. As a young man of 84 years of 
age, I am proud of the opportunity to con
fer this distinction upon a lady who is 
old enough to be my grandmother. I do 
not believe there is a person now living 
in this country who was living as you 

when George Washington was inau- 
are gurated president of the United States. I 

congratulate you upon the pleasure you 
must feel in meeting your friends and 
neighbors who have assembled to do you 
honor, and I hope you .may have that 
peace which the world cannot give in the 
closing scenes of your long, eventful life.

The amazing span of this life will be 
realized in the statement of Gen. Wil
liams that Mrs. Wood was living when 
the first president of the United States 
was inaugurated. Interesting facts regard
ing the life of this venerable woman, hep 
ancestry, and the things which she re^ 
members, are thus set forth: 4

Mrs. Wood was born at Knoxville r 
(Tenn.), May 20, 1787. She was twice 
married, her first husband, Mr. Lemons, 
dying in 1839. In 1852 she moved fr<yn 
Missouri to Oregon, settling in Washing
ton county, where she still makes hep 
home, riding on horseback the entire way.
She married her second husband, John 
Wood, May 28, 1854. Of her four chil
dren, all of whom lived to ripe old age, 
only one is today living, her youngest 
child, Mrs. Catherine B. Southworth 
Reynolds, who was bom in 1830. Mrs.
Wood is of English ancestry. Her parents 
first settled in the Carolinas, and after
ward removed to Tennessee. Her mother 
died at the advanced age of 110. This re
markable antiquarian now weighs 130 

care worn pounds, is a good conversationist, and 
speaks about the career .of Napoleon Bona- 

was parte, who was a lad of eighteen when she 
was bom, as though the events in which 
he took part happened yesterday. She 
was a mature woman of 34 when Napoleon 
died, and her youngest child was bora 
only nine years after his death. At the 
time of the death of George Washington 
she was 12 years of old, and Daniel Web
ster, if he was living, would be only five 
years older than Mrs. Wood. Frederick 
the Great of Prussia, as well as Benjamin. 
Franklin, were still living when she was 
born. She was a mother before the birth 
of Abraham Iincoln and W. E. Gladstone, 
and was twice a mother before Hor^ 
Greeley, Charles Summêr of Henry Warn 
Beecher came into the world. As we have 
instances of grandmothers at the age of 31,
Mrs. Wood was old enough to have been 
the grandmother of Queen Victoria l or 
Julia Ward Howe, and as she is 37 yt5:rs 
older than Gen. Williams, who 
her queen of Oregon, she could easily 
have been his grandmother. The 
true as to Edward Everett Hale or Sena
tor Pettus of Alabama.

WELL KNOWN BOSTONI Tr1 ers some

Body of Freeman M. Crosby found in 
in Water Near His Summer Home- 
Said to Have Been Despondent,

s

fr Hyannis, Mass., July 14—The body of 
Freeman M. Crosby, the Well known pro
prietor of a restaurant on School street, 
Boston, and a summer resident of the 
village of Centreville, was found today in 
Lake Wequaquet while hie boat, from 
which he had jumped, was anchored 
near the shore, a few feet distant 
The body which was found lying on the 
sandy bottom of the lake, was fully 
dressed with the exception of the 
coat, which had been rolled up and placed 
in the bottom of the boat. Beside the 
coat were a cup and an empty bottle, were

Mr. Crosby’s wife and daughter 
spending the summer at their cottage in 
Centerville and he has made frequent trips 
to and from Boston each week during 
their stay, having come from the city last 
night to spend Sunday. Early this 
ing he started for the lake, as had been his 
custom, and after chatting a while with 
some other summer residents, he entered 
his rowboat and pulled across the lake, 
a distance of about a mile, to the north 
shore, where he had a poultry farm and 
devoted considerable attention to raising 
Angora goats.

Failing to return to breakfast, his family 
became alarmed, and not finding him at 
the lake side they notified J. R. Crosby 
and Andrew P. Gardner of his prolonged 
absence and expressed their fears that 
some mishap had befallen him. The two 
men rowed across the lake, and a short 
distance from the opposite shore they 

Mr. Crosby’s boat at anchor, 
but its owner was missing.

Further search disclosed the body lying 
upon the sandy bottom of the lake, in 
about six feet of water, and fully clothed 
except for the coat. The bottle found in 
the boat had been so completely drained 
that no idea of what its contents had 
been could be determined.

Mr. Crosby is said by some of his 
acquaintances to have appeared 
and worried of late and his poultry and 
goat-raising venture, in which he 
greatly interested, is said to have been 
less successful than was anticipated.

Mr. Crosby was about 50 years of age.
That Freeman M.
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i:She had leaned forward as he crossed to her and had ' 

not taken her eyes from his face.
persuaded himself as he rolled up Picca- “Why shouldn’t I?” he asked “It
dilly that even the earl did not really sus- the sight of f™ ______ 1pect his identity. The earl, as Lord Ren- T* y<T,? \ , ‘ W
wick had said, was a man with a keen Jou ?,* any hospital—after I had seen 
money sense, and, no doubt, that was fa“' . J , , .
why he had watched him so narrowly and bhe stared at him dully, and her face 
followed him with Evelyn Walter down sfemed to «row whiter under the bright 
to the eupper room and back, when he 5^ectlÿ. ^S^t. He fancied she shrank 
afterward went to bid Lord Renwick him-
good night. The earl, poor and extrava- ** wae that that made me act as I 
gant, was always in want of money, and liave d°ne>” he added, boldly; “the sight 
he (Geoffrey) was rich. No doubt, that of_^ur face-that is all.” 
was the only reason why he had been so ^his time it was no fancy that she 
anxious to make his acquaintance. No shrank from him. 
doubt, it had been only his own nervous- trembling.
ness that had led him to imagine that he Perhaps it was kindly meant,” she said 
had seen recognition in those keen gray a “ttle unsteadily, “but it would have 
eyes above the hawk nose. been kinder to send me to a hospital—or

All the same, out in the open night he bave left me alone. I am nothing to 
felt relieved, glad to be by himself. y°u never can be anything to you,

His hand was on the latch of the an<^ ^ a mistake to bring me here.” 
brougham door before it stopped, and a She looked round and then back at his 
minute later he was hurriedly mounting ^ace- ^ looked stiff and set in the half 
the staircase with the thought of Hetty bght in which he sat. 
blotting out everything else from hie “So if you really mean it kindly,” she 
head. added in a shaken voice, “you will let

The housemaid met him at the door of 8° as soon as it is morning. The 
his room. means to keep me in bed, but I am not

“She’s feverish and excited, sir,” she really ill. I have often been worse than 
said in answer to his nervous question, this when I have gone to work, so that I 
“There’s a nurse with her, and she wants shall be quite able to go, if you will tell 
to give her a sleeping draught, but she her that she is to let me.” 
won’t take it, and nurse can’t make her. Worse than this! She had been
She won’t have it until she’s seen you, than this, and obliged to go to xfrork? Hia
she says.” , poor Hetty!

Geoffrey gave a faint start. “They say that your name is Waring
“She wants to see me—tonight?” he and that you are the Mr. Waring who has 

asked. just come from India,” she went on. “I
The girl nodded. shall remember you with gratitude, oh, I
“The nurse has tried to pursuade her am sure you have meant all this kindly, 

not,” she replied, “but she—she seems and I shall not forget.”
afraid of something, sir. Nurse can’t make She held out her hand to him abruptly,
her out.” and he caught it sharply in his.

Afraid! Geoffrey turned away. Afraid,( “Oh, don’t talk like that,” he cried, 
of him? And of what? Eight yeare ago “Don’t talk of going or of gratitude or
Hetty had not known the meaning of kindness between you and me. There
fear. Neither fear nor shame nor pain nor be nothing of the sort between us two, 
sorroxy had touched her then. Hetty; don’t you know me: Don’t you

‘"What is she afraid of?” He asked. remember?”
The housemaid did not know. She gave a quick start and a little gasp
“Only she seems anxious to see you,” for breath. He leant forward. The last 

ehe said. drop of blood had died from his face now,
Geoffrey turned and walked slowly and his eyes were as bright as hers, 

along the great corridor until he came to “I thought you would recognize me,” he 
the door of the room into which Hetty went on quickly. “I thought you would
had been put. have known. Hetty, you must

Hetty was lying on a couch, propped ber.” * 
up by pillows. Someone had found for Her eyes, wide and strained, stared into 
her a pink flannel dressing gown, and the his face, and as he looked he 
color seemed to throw a deadly white- into them the look of fear that had been 
ness over her face and give a queer, fever- in them when he first came into the 
ish light to her eyes. • A sudden cold swept over him. Of what

She raised herself quickly as the door was she afraid? Of recognition ? Oid the 
closed behind him, and, leaning on her past frighten her? Did that ugly shadow 
elbow started at him nervously and anxi- that brooded upon her life haunt and 
on sly as he eroded the room toward her. terrify her?
Her face, thin and white and pinched, Site was trembling as she sat up before “Father knew,” she replied, simply 
Aooked gray against, the pillows. All tjie | him. “He kna.w you hadn’t gambled-he knew
old brig at light had gone >i*om it. All the , “ vV ho are yen ? * she cried in a husky you have never had £5,000 in your life,

rz
came across/f/L/r f/was

your

doing, and you are to be knighted-r-oh, 
how strange it all seems.”

Almost involuntarily her eyes fell to her 
own reddened, roughened, work-stained 
hands. Eight years ago how different 
things had been! Once it had been his 
hands that had been rough and red with 
work. Once he had been poor and shabby 
and dirty. Did either of them remember 
now the night when her father had 
brought home the small, muddy, sobbing 
boy, who had lost his mother? Did either 
of them remember how she had thrown 
her arms tight about hie neck, holding 

me her bright face against hie wet one, her 
lips against hie cheek? “Never mind, 
poor li’le boy, Daddy and I will love 
ever so.”

That was much more than eight years 
back, but Geoffrey remembered it all now 
as he sat looking at her, and he 

worse again, as in a dream, himself in corduroy, 
with a red handkerchief about his neck, 
and his bottle of tea in his hand, as he 
had gone to work in the Liverpool Road.

“Yes, I am rich enough.” he said, slow
ly, “but what good are riches to me? I 
am alone in the world, Hetty. I have 
been alone ever since I left Oldcastle 
eight years ago, and always shall bs. I 
never meant to set foot in England again, 
or to see any of the old faces or speak to 
any one I used to know. Yet here I am, 
Hetty—with you! And you—” He broke 

can off for an instant, bending forward again, 
his eyes on her white face.

“And you, Hetty,” he added, huskily. 
“Have you ever wondered itfliere I was all 
these years? Have you ever thought of 
me—disgraced, shamed, humiliated—brand
ed as forger and* a thief?”

“Geoffrey, stop! I never thought you 
that,” she cried. “Oh, you could not be
lieve I really thought you guilty of the 

remem- thing people said you had done? I—we— 
father and I knew .better than that. ’

Her voice broke as she spoke of her 
saw creep father. He caught her hand sharply in 

his as it lay on the coverlet.
“You didn’t believe?” he eaid, unstead

ily, “but didn't they tell you—the eafT/T 
mean—and Jackson, the lawyer, and—and 
—Lord Fanshawe—didn’t they tell you 
what I had done—•and that I had 
fes?ed to it?”

seved—my father’s life,” she cried, un
steadily.

“You had nothing to do with it—nothing 
to do with your father’s death? I heard, 
in Oldcastle, about your being seen in the 
library, where he was found, but I thought 
you could explain tjiat. Tell me, now, you 
had nothing to do with it, had you?”

He took a step toward her, and, as in a 
dream, he saw her shrink back, saw her 
hand go up as if in self-defense, 
black shadow sweep across her face.

I can t tell you, Geoffrey,” she cried. 
“I can t tell you. Oh, if you are kind 
yoü will leave me. If you are wise you 
will forget me, Geoffrey. I am not worth 
remembering. Oh, why didn’t you kill 
me outright—when you struck me down 
with your motor car? Why didn’t you let 
me go instead of bringing me here?”

He faced her in silence. Horror and 
pam held him in its grip. Doubt, for the 
first time, had crept into his heart. 
Through the pale pink of her dressing 
gown he seemed to see Lord Fanshawe's 
face-that handsome, dissolute, debonair 
face, set in diamonds that mocked the 
poorness of her clothes—the face he hated 
as he had never hated anything before— 
that she wore against her heart and a 
despair, bitterer even than the despair 
he had felt eight years ago, crept 
him as he stood there.

“Can’t you explain? Can’t 
what you mean?” he asked, 
lieve you guilty, *and yet—why did you 
marry fanshawe? And why—Hetty, why 
do you still carry his face against 
heart?”

He saw her lips “How,” he cried harshly, “tell me how 
it could have done that. How could I 
have saved your father’s life eight vears 
ago?”

Hetty drew back from him. Her face 
had grown ghastly under the electric 
lights. It seemed to grow quite suddenly 
more pinched and worn and sad, and his 
heart throbbed unsteadily.

“Oh, I can’t tell you, Geoffrey,” she 
said at last. “I can’t explain. Only you 
know they call it murder, and thought 
me guilty ? Perhaps you thought me 
guilty, too?”

“I?” The blood rushed to his face. 
“Though all'the world said so, I wouldn’t 
believe it?” he cried^ “Hetty, I know all 
about it; I have heard everything, but I 
don’t believe it.”

A faint flush crept into her cheeks. He 
did not realize just then how her heart 
jumped at his words.

“You have only heard what they say— 
what outside people say,” she faltered, 
“but you haven’t heard the truth. No 
one has told you the truth.”

“Because no one knows it,” he answer
ed bitterly. “Hetty, for heaven’s sake 
tell me what it all means. I came from 
India believing that I should find you 
Lord Fanshawe's wife. When I left Old
castle he swore that he would marry you 
—he gave me his oath, and I never dreamt 
that he would not keep it, until I got 
back and found that instead of being Lady 
Fanshawe you had disappeared—suspected 
of a foul crime—gone without a word in 
your own defense. I went to Oldcastle 
determined to find you, to bring Fan
shawe to book, to prove your innocence 
and find the real murderer.”

“To—to find the—real—murderer?” she 
cried wildly.

“Yes. Do you thinl^I can let things 
rest as they are? You had no one to 
defend or help you, but you will have 
roe now, and I am going to sift things to 
the very bottom, to find out the trutli and 
prove you innocent, Hetty.”

She had fallen back again with the look 
of shrinking fear and anxiety back on her 
face.

Crosby deliberately 
committed suicide was evinced by the 
finding of a rope tied to the body, 
end of which was fastened to the boat 
which, in turn, was anchored, presumably 
that there should be no difficulty in find
ing the body.

The medical examiner, upon examining 
the bottle found in the boat, gave as his 
belief that the bottle had contained poison 
which the dead man had drunk before 
jumping into the water.
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you NOVA SCOTIA TO SEND 
EXHIBIT TO JAMESTOWN

crowned

All the Mineral Resources, Except 
Coal, to Be Shown,

same is

Halifax, N. S., July 14—Tlie Nova S0Ott Aot_°ase Application 
Scotia government has decided to send an Refused,
exhibit of th; mineral resources of this Mr. Justice McLeod refused the appli- 
province, other than those of coal, to the cation for habeas corpus made by C. Lio- 
Jamcstown exhibition. The exhibit has nel Hanington, of Dorchester, ' 
been decided on through the personal re- tion with the imprisonment of Hen y 
presentations of Mrs. C. M. Coleman, of Cormier, of Moncton, now in jail for a 
Richmond (Va.), and New York, who is first offence under the Scott act. Mr. 
largely interested in some Nova Scotia Hanington may carry the 'matter before 
gold mines. The exhibit will occupy a another judge and may ajiply to the eu- 
space of 300 square feet and will b^for- premc court at Ottawa, 
warded immediately in charge of Harry : One of Ills contentions is that the act
Piers, curator of the provincial museum, j voted on and brought into force by the

It is the intention later on, to have a j people of Westmorland is not the act now
Nova Scotia day at the Jamestown exhi- j on the statute books by reason of change) 
td*on- made by acts of parliament. If he was

' "*• ' sustained in this contention the .act would
FRANK A WHITF HF practically be null and void in all countiei
rnm’rX vvm 1 t-l Vf until new elections are held.

BOSTON, SUICIDES

over

in conneoyou tell me 
‘T can't be-

your

She threw up‘her hands suddenly, 
catching at her throat as though that 
hateful face, lying against it, was chok
ing her.
The last drop of blood left her lips 

“1—1—oh.

Her face whitened sharply.

Geoffrey, pity me,” she 
cried, “but go—for heaven’s sake don't 
ask me anything more. I can’t bear it.”

Her voice dropped suddenly. Her head 
fell back heavily upon the pillow, and a 
wave of white went over hcr face. He 
gave hcr a quick, sharp look, and then 
rushed across the room to the door, drag
ging it open with shaking hands.

"Nurse—nurse,” he call,, “come quickly; 
she is fainting."

A Double Drowning1.
Ottawa, July 14—(Special)—James Mul

ligan and Louis Malloch, of Ottawa, two
1Boston, July 14—Sitting in front of

localTiotel, ^nd><twisling*'his necktie^ about ■ youn« men on tl,e plaff the Georgian
; Bay canal survey, were drowned on Fri

day evening in the Chats rapids, on the 
Ottawa river.

a |room.

his neck until he choked to death. Frank 
A. White, of the firm of R. II. Blodgett 
& Co., printers, at 30 Bromfield street, 
committed suicide today.

White was thirty-five years old. 
reason for the suicide ie known.

(To be continued.)con-
0*“You can’t,” she said, unsteadily. “You Th„ Egyptian minister of instruction has 

cant. It is no use. 1 ou—you muetn t decided that fifteen Egyptian students shall 
try, Geoffrey. I am not worth it. Oh, pe sent every year to England^ to complete 
yc« must let me go and forget all about and profesaors" lawyers’ englneers

Servant Maid—“I left my last place because 
Ao 1 couldn’t get enough to eat.” Master—‘ You 

He leaves I won’t find that the case here. My wife does 
• tee cooking, and there is always a lot left 

after every meal.”hie wife.
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