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Corsets

(Made in Canada)

were renowned for their graceful and
suppole lines.

To-day they are just so much more
graceful and so much more comfort-
able as forty years’ experience enables
us to make them.

The Crompton Corset Company Limited
78 York Street, Toronto
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TAKE the COOL ROUTE

through the Green Islands of Georgian Bay, the
romantic passaze of Sault Ste. Marie, and the
majestic tide of Lake Superior and Thunder Bay

TO THE WEST

(Four splendid Canadian steamers, Assiniboia,
Alberta, Keewatin and Manitoba, ply between
Port McNicoll and the twin cities of Fort William
and Port Arthur, calling at Owen Sound once a
week. S 7

( Steamship express with parlor car connects with
Toronto. Connections at Fort William with trans-
continental trains to and from the West.

( Luxurious cabins suited for honeymoon trips.

For further particulars, write or call on the

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

M. G. Murphy,
District Passenger Agent,
Toronto, Ont. |
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COURIER.

the newspaper of the Monday had im-
parted every scrap of information that
was possible.

One thing, however, must be noted
afresh. Villiers Chase, in giving a bio-
graphical account of his sister, re-
peated ithe statement which he had
made to Superintendent Johnson with
respect to the annuity which she had
enjoyed from the Von Nordheims. e
said he did not know its amount, but
had always thought it was something
substantial. He was under the im-
pression that she had told him that
was the case, but could not remember
exactly.

The coroner, an elderly gentleman
of benevolent aspect, but an extreme-
ly shrewd judge of mankind, asked
both  Villiers Chase and Bertha
Schmidt if they had no suspicion who
had killed Sylvia. He put the ques-
tion most pointedly to the maid. Both
replied that they did not suspect any-
one; they could think of no one as
likely to be guilty of such a crime.

“The evidence points to Miss Chase
having met a man, a man.who  was
wearing a fur coat, at Hampstead
Heath station late at night,” said the
coroner to Villiers. “One .imagines
that she must have known -this man
pretty well,” he observed, ‘“and, while
1 do not desire in the least to pain you,
Captain Chase, it is my duty to -en-
quire into this matter, and I must ask
if your sister was engaged to.be mar-
ried—did she have a love affair?”

“I should answer, certainly not,”
said Villiers. “I never heard of any-
thing of the kind. She was never en-
gaged, so far as I know. If she had
been or was engaged surely I should
have been told of it. 'She was not the
kind of woman to have love affairs.
She was a proud girl, and not at all
the sort of person to fall in love read-
ily. Besides, she was too much inter-
ested in her work, which was her life.”

The coroner thanked Villiers, and
then asked if he had ever heard of her
having any love affair during her resi-
dence in Germany.

Villiers had heard of nothing of the
sort, nor did he believe there had been
any. With sternness he declared that
his sister was not a “flirtatious per-
son:? =

ERTHA SCHMIDT was even more

positive than Captain Chase in
asserting that Miss Chase had
had no lover.

‘‘She was a cold, reserved woman,
my mistress,” said Schmidt. “Men did
not come very frequently to see her,
and when they did it was generally in
connection with business—so I under-
stood.. Whenever I heard any part of
the comversation, and made it out, it
was always on grave and serious sub-
jects relating to the fraulein’s literary
work.”

“You have no notion who was the
man in the fur, coat?” asked the cor-
oner.

“No, sir; none,” said Schmidt.

The coroner looked at Superinten-
dent Johnson and then at the jury be-
fore making his charge. He was
thinking he had never come across a
more mysterious case. Here was a
young and pretty woman, well con-
nected, highly educated, of some liter-
ary distinction, meeting a man late at
night who had sufficient influence over
he» to make her “do that kind of
thing,” as the coroner phrased her ac-
tion in his thoughts. Had there been
some clandestine love affair, unknown
to her brother or her maid? But what
need that it should be clandestine? So
he asked himself. It was a perfect
puzzle.

He ended by directing the jury to
return an open verdict, remarking
that no doubt the police would con-
tinue to prosecute their investigations
with the utmost agsiduity.

“That a cruel and dastardly murder
has been committed there is no doubt
whatever,” he said. “What evidence
there is leads us to suppose that it
was perpetrated by the man in the fur
coat who bought thertickets at Hamp-
stead Heath station, but there is no
direct evidence. An open verdict,
therefore, will be best in the circum-
stances of this most mysterious case.”

After the inquest Max and the su-
perintendent exchanged a few words.

“What do you think?” asked Max.

“I don’t know what to think,” said
Johnson, simply. “Still, it’s early day:,s
yet! I don’t admit that I am beatel.

CHAPTER IX.
A Startling Development.

ULL accounts of the inquest 3D
peared in all the evening papers
of that Tuesday; the murder was

a subject of universal interest, and
the journals were bought in enormous
quantities and eagerly read; nowhere
were they more eagerly read than 1O
the house of the Willoughbys. None
of them had been present at the ib-
quest which, they soon saw, had dis:
closed little or nothing that was not
known to them already. Still, as was
perfectly natural, they discussed it.

“It all comes just to this,” said the
colonel; “an open verdict, with a pre
sumption against the man in the fur
coat, but no clue as to who he was 0F
is. The coroner rather hinted that
love might enter into the tragedy,
but it seems a mere guess, with noth:
ing to warrant it.”

“Yes,” said Mps. Willoughby, “and
how unlikely it is in itself! If she
had a lover, why should he kill her:
From jealousy? But jealousy ©
whom? But even if she had had
lover, and had made him jealous, WY
should he have murdered her? OB
reads of that sort of thing happenins
among the passionate races of th¢
south, but surely never in England!

“That’s exactly what I think,” a1
Colonel Willoughby. “I do not believe
the ‘solution of the mystery lies i
that direction at all; it must be 100K
ed for elsewhere.”

“I agree with what Villiers Chas®
said,” remarked Peggy, who had beet
listening to the conversation of 1€
parents. “Sylvia was too prou
woman to have love affairs, and e
tainly far too proud to have some 5¢
cret love affair.”

“Too proud for love!” excla.ime‘d
Mrs. Willoughby. “What an idé#
Peggy!”

“I did not perhaps express my.%elg
well,” replied Peggy, smiling. o
course, love is a far greater thing tha%
pride. I meant that she was @
creature, absorbed in her work, 2
her brother said. She did not takg
much interest in men. I never heal ¢
of her name being coupled with B2
of any man.” d

“That confirms what Villiers 887
the maid stated,” said Colonel Wiy
loughby. “But don’t you see how &
that adds to the mystery? For there
was a man—we know that; the mae
she met, and who must have had 502 -
hold over her.” d

“I have been wondering if it couin
have -anything to do with her lifé
Germany,” said Peggy. t's

“With her life in Germany—ib2
an idea if you like!” said WiiloughP¥
“Well, the police, we may be S’ute:
will make all sorts of inquiries
specting it.” 0l

“But it’s mearly five years afgo‘_‘swm
she left Germany and came to by
London,” said Mms. WilloughbY
way of protest. 15,

Colonel Willoughby made no Tefs
and at that moment Captain Holla%Co,
was shown in, and was made ¥
come. Jvid

“We were talking of poor Sy in-
Chase,” said Willoughby. “The .
quest has disclosed mothing neur-
there’s no hint even of who her
derer was.” dels

“So I understand,” “said Hollalt
briefly. “I have seen the D*apershgt-

“There seems to be no clué s
ever,” said Willoughby. “But Pgap
was saying a moment ago that Per ol
the murder may in some way P€
nected with her life in German¥ .

“That strikes me as a far-fefC e
notion,” said Hollander, without ol
itation. “She :was governesss per
panion to the Von Nordheims, 807" 1
life . with them was not mark®of
should imagine, by anything O\Nord‘
the ordinary. I knew the VOI - ‘gpe
heims, and T met Miss Chase 0 jq
first time at their place in PTCid,
But that is a long time ago,’ hfn ;
“six or seven years ago at leas't: ol

“You had known her all that '
asked Willoughby. wyou 82

“Yes,” replied Hollander. Y‘ son?
I knew her brother, Villiers wgid
time before I met her, and W'hene vo?
meet her she spoke of him.




