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CHAPTER XXI.
At Her Gates.

i Ralph was left after the departure of
(Dick to his own troubled thoughts, and to
{his own devices. He was glad enough to
‘see Barca’s back in the morning, and sin-
.cerely hoped that he would never see the
ifellow again. Nevertheless, he did not for-
get Dick’s prophecy that Barca would re-
turn once more and that he was probably
to be looked for that evening. It was
getting towards dinner time when a some-
what mysterious telegram arrived from
Charteris warning him that Barca was re-
turning a little later, and that he was to
fbe met in any way that Dick desired. In
other words, whatever proposition, how-
ever audacious, he made to Ralph was to
be acquiesced in without the slightest
murmur.

There was only one thing for it, and that

was to obey. If anybody could save him,
Dick could. But it seemed a work of
|superfluous energy: What did anything
‘matter so long as Ralph was estranged
ffrom Enid? She woutd never see him
(again, her trust in him was gone for ever.
\In that respect Enid was a true Charteris,
|with all the strange fantastic jealousy of
iher race. Perhaps if Ralph had confessed
ito the Lingen episode in the beginning all
|might have. been well. .
| “And yet it is a proper ending,” Ralph
\4old himself as he sat over a igolitary din-
ner. “To think that if I had told Enid
there would have been no tragedy. Still,
11 have to thank God that I shall not have
to explain my despair to Enid. The mere
jdea is terrible. Fancy her my wife!
\How could I have gone on day by day pre-
itending to be happy with this awful cloud
thanging over/me? She would' have found
!it out soomer or later, and then things
|would have been worse than ever.”
! Ralph, was seated alone in the dining
;room. He had made some pretence of
{eating dinner and had come to the wine
land fruit stage. He could eat the fruit
{without the sense of suffocation that more
lgolid food gave him. Only two days be-
'fore and he had joyously revelled in the
iartistic beauty of the old room. Every-
thing there had been a pride and a glad
delight to him. He had pictured it as per-
fect with the figure of Enid smiling at him
from the other end of the table.

_And now it was as so much Dead Sea
fruit. He pushed his plate away with a
bitter sigh and reached for his cigarette
case. Just for an instant he hesitated as
to whether he should take a further glass
of wine, but he averted his eyes from the
!decanter. A certain solace lay in that
direction; it was possible to drown sorrow
and remorse there, but Ralph resolved he
!would not play the coward’s part as yet.
' Sooner, or later the crime would be dis-
tcovered; 'at any moment old Joicey might
enter with the news that the body of the
{murdered man had been found in the
igrounds. Then all the fuss and the bother
and the ceaseless questions would begin.
And Ralph would not be able to deny
that the corpse was unknown to him;
that would be too dangerous. If some
enemy had planned the thing with a view
to breaking down his reason, why the
. scheme gave promise of ultimate success.

Ralph pitched his cigarette aside and
{ wandered restlessly from one room to an-
‘other. The house was singularly quiet;
‘putside hardly a breath of wind disturbed
the serenity of the perfect night. The
gervants had finished their day’s work and

~were relaxing in}their own guarters; Ralph |

'had the house apparently to himself. He
\stood in the great hall undecided what next
‘to do; the full light of the moon shone
'through the latticed windows. It looked
ery cool and restful and inviting outside.
i To be out in the open air was better
{than this, Ralph decided. He looked for a
icap, but none was to be seen in the hall.
‘There was one in Ralph’s dining room.
He passed up the stairs; the moon flooded
the corridor with light. How wonderful-
y still and silent it was!* And then the
silence was broken by a long-drawn groan.

Ralph started, his heart beating violent-
\ly. He could mot credit the note of pain
to his heated imagination. The groang
came once more, followed by a kind of
yawn, and then it stopped altogether, not
to be heard again. Ralph wondered where
the sound came from; it was so difficult
#o locate sound in the dark. Finally, he
{decided that it came from the attics at the
‘top of the house.

On an old oak chest stood a pair of
Ralph lighted one of
them, and proceeded to investigate. Most
jof the attics were empty save the largest
lone, which seeemd to be crammed with
?umiture. Barca had declared that there

ere enough treasures of sorts here to

urnish the house over again, and he ap-
geared not to have exaggerated. Scores of

rpets lay neatly folded, even from the

acks of them Ralph could guess at their|sa,

{value. He must thoroughly overhaul this
hen he had time. Meanwhile, it was
gite certain that that strange moan of

jpain had not come from here.

|” Perhaps it had been imagination after
; perhaps Ralph’s heated brain had

magnified the belated bleat of a lamb out-
ide into, something eloquent of tragedy.
ith an impatient intolerance of his’ own

{fancy, he put down the candle and walk-

jed into the garden. It was still quite

learly, not much past nine, and he walked
on and on until he came to the gate of

Charteris Park. He wondered what Enid

\was doing now, what she was thinking of

jhim. Did she care much, or had she al-

iready succeeded in putting him out of her
imind? A desire to know possessed Ralph;
he turned into the drive until he came

{to the house. Beyond the lawn he could

see the line of shaded lamps in thé draw-

jing room. Enid was playing some dreamy
imelody. He could just catch the flutter

{of her white dress as she sat at the piano

{What a picture of refined domestic Eng-

{lish life it was! how suggestive of hap-

piness! Ralph was still debating over this

!point when a hand gripped his arm.
“What are you doing here?”’ a stern

jvoice said. “This is not the first time

{that 1—"

“T came out for a stroll, Sir Charles,”
iRalph said. “Did you take me for a
{poacher?”

. “Why, bless me if it isn’t Ralph Kings-

imill,” Sir Charles exclaimed. “I shail

\really have to take to my glasses in

learnest. I’ve been shooting in glasses for

\two years now. And last night some

,confounded fellow was loafing about here

and I thought that he had come back

again. My dear fellow, pray come in.”

It was all very pleasant and friendly,
but Ralph hung back. This was the very
Jast thing in the world that he desired.
He had merely meant to linger for'a mo-
ment or two, and then go home. He
'know how generous and good-natured Sir
Charles was.

“] ought not to come at this time of
“ight,” Ralph eaid. “I know what early

' you are.”
T know how late. you are,” Sir

zhed. “Upon my word, I

i e it

|
|
=
dpn‘t know: how you and Enid will got|
along when you are married. You like |
to go to bed at daybreak, which is pre-|
cisely the hour at which she gets up.
Really, although I am nothing of a liter-
ary man, it seems to me that here is a
fine chance for making up one of those
problem novels which are so fashionable
nowadays. For my part, frankly, I de-
test them. Give me samething more
healthy, with a flavor of sport about it,
say I. But, my dear fellow, you don't
appear to be listening.”

Ralph was hardly conscious of what his|
companion was saying. He wanted to ac-
cept Sir Charles’ invitation; indeed he
was eager to do so. But, at the same
time, some feeling held him back. He
did not feel quite equal to facing Enid,
and the solitude of the evening appealed
to his peculiar mood. ;

“I beg your pardon,” he stammered.
“I don't quite know what is the matter
with me tonight.”

“Well, you ought to be happy enough,’’
Sir Charles laughed. “You have every-
thing a mah needs to make life pleasant
and enjoyable. I only wish I stood in
your shoes.”

For the life of him Ralph could not pre-
vent the bitter laugh which roee to his
Iips. The. idea of anybody wishing to
change places with him was’ grotesque.

“Qh, come,” Sir Charles protested. 1
don’t like this. Now let me persuade you
just for a few minutes—"

“Not tonight,” Ralph pleaded. “If you
will be so good as to excuse me. I—I
came out to cure a racking headache. And
there are reasons why I should be back
early.”

“All the same, you are coming in for a
few minutes,” Sir Charles said 'in his de-
termined way. “What is the matter with
the fellow? You look pale and anxious;
even that I can see in this light. And
Enid is out of sorts, too. Can’t make
the girl out at all. Come along.”

Ralph hesitated and was: lost. Through
the open drawing room window his host
dragged him, chatting pleasantly all the
time. Enid looked up with a wan emile;
then her slender fingers crashed on the
keyboard in a harsh discord as she saw
who her father’s companion was. Her face |
was pale, her eyes were hard, but they |
softened a little as she saw the aching
misery on Ralph’s features.

“Found him hanging about outside like
a poacher,” Bir Charles laughed. “Said he
had a bad headache, or something of that
kind and refused to come in. But I wasn’t
going to stand any nonsense like that.”

Sir Charles laughed again as if pleased
with himself. He had no suspicion what- |
ever that anything was wrong. Nothing
ever troubled his imagination or his ex-
cellent digestion.

“You keep him here till I come back,
Enid,” he said. “Johnson is in the library.
Something to do with one of the farm
buil(;l,ings. But I'll soon polish off John-
son.

Enid made a motion as if to detain her
father. But she saw the hopelessness o
it as she looked at his smiling merry face.
He need never know of the troubles and
sorrow. For a moment the two stood fac-
ing each other, neither caring to speak.

Enid moved slowly to the piano and back
again. Perhaps she - did not desire to
speak, perhaps she found it almost impos-
sible to do so. At any rate, it was some
little time before she finally braced herself
up to look Ralph in the face.

“Now is this kind?’ she said. “Does
it show anything like thought on your
side? Just for this evening I was com-
paratively happy. I had striven to forget
vou, and it looked ag if my efforts were
going to be rewarded, and then you come
along like this. Oh! do not make me de-
spise you altogether. At any rate, he up-
right and manly if you can. Besides, this
is a rank abuse of hospitality. What
would my father say if he knew?”’

“You are doing me an injustice,” Ralph
said. “Do you suppose that I intended
to come into the house? I walked as far
as here because [ could not stay away. I
will not remain more than a few minutes.
As soon as Sir Charles returns I'll go.
You are very hard and cruel, and yet, if
you knew everything, I am certain that
you would feel for me from the bottom of
your heart.”

Enid had no reply for a moment; she
was not quite so cold and collected as she
had thought herself to be, and there was
something in the ring of Ralph’s voice
which- touched and softened her. At the
same time she had to play the woman,
she had to remember what was due to he:
own self-respect. She was forced to turn
away now so that Ralph could not see the
tears that would rise to her eyes. It was
only by a great effort that she managed
to keep her voice under proper control.

“Why did you come?”’ was all she could

y.

“I—I did not mean to come,” Ralph
stammered presently. “You know what
Sir Charles is. Please go on with your
playing as if I were not here.” :

“I couldn’t,” Enid said softly. ‘“After
all, perhaps it is better when Fate is too
strong for us. And we shall have to meet
again, we are near neighbors, and it would
be better policy to remain as friends. At
the same time you will see that you owe
me an explanation.”

“There is nothing that I should like bet-
ter,” Ralph said. “Miserable as I am, I
feel that I should be happier for that.
And God knows I have sorrow enough to
carry.”

The last few words broke from Ralph
against his will. He had almost forgotter
that he was no longer alone. Enid glanced
at his pale, haggard face; the look of
it thrilled her. If ever man was suffering
the agony of a deep remorse it was Ralph.
Despite her pride Enid’s woman’s heart
was touched. She came a step forwards.

“I am glad you are sorry,” she said.
“Ralph, why did you deceive me?”’

“l didn’t,” Ralph said helplessly. “I
have not deceived you in the slightest. I
told you that I loved you with my whole |
heart and soul, and I told you the truth.” |

“The truth? Yes, your voice rings true.
But that other woman, the pretty inno-
cent creature with the blue eyes. The
eyes that could not lie!” |

“It would seem so,” Ralph went on.!
“If you only knew her as I do! If you
could only partly guess what a consum-:
mate actress she is! But I will not ask|
you to take my word for it. Go to your|
brother; ack Dick. He knows Kate Lin-
gen as well as I do, and better. He will
tell you what sort of a woman she is.” !

“But the letters,” Enid faltered. “She|
said that you had written—"

“So I did.” Jt was the only true state-
ment that she made from start to finish.
They were written when I first began to‘
feel the impulse to write upon me. I be-1
lieved in her then, I believed that ﬁha.l-}
low soul to be my affinity. I wrote those
letters because I had to write. Ah, if you|
could only understand the promptings of |
the artistic temperament! And at the|

time I believed every word that I eaid. I'yourself, eh?”

“Quite so. You could not have picked
out a subject more likely to suffer from
the cumse you allude to. I also am a man
of the highest mnervous temperament,
‘Barca. But I interrupt you.”

“Very well. Let me cast you for the
part of hero to make the matter more
plain. You have fought your way up-

know now that I had erected a false Kate
Lingen, a something higher and purer

than any human being could be. And yet.
I.did not love her; my passion was not |
the passion that I feel for you. Where my
mistake lay was in not telling you every-
thing. But I hesitated because I felt that
you would not understand. But you are|;rds until fame has come to you. With
f’f‘e only woman I have ever loved, Enid.| your last book fortune has trebled. If
The time came when I discovered what| yoy are not altogether a rich man you are
Ix‘;a.te Lingen really was, and we pa.rted-I in the way of becoming so. It is necessary
We parted quite good friends, and for st this point to introduce the lovely hero-
two years we have practically seen noth- | jne. She is all your fancy paints her, she
ing of each other. It was only when Mrs. | js young, innocent of the world, and well-
Lingen found that my position was so| bred. Of course, you have had rather a
changed for the better that she set up|shady past or your nerves would not be
that ridiculous claim. I never kissed her | quite so sensitive as they are. And when
once all the time we were together; I|you come to declare your passion for the
never made love to her as you understand | lovely heroine, naturally you do not allude
the word. But what does it all matter,§ to the stormy past, over which you dis-
why do I tell you this when nothing can| creetly draw a veil.

make any difference between us? Only I|most of us would do
want you to believe that I am telling you | }

It is quite natural,
exactly the same
| thing-in the circumstances.
the truth.” | “Up to the present everything is couleur
Ralph's passionate speech stopped; he! de rose for the gentleman with the nervous
raised his haggard eyes to Enid’s face. A | tcmperament. - Then at this point the ad-
wave of pity for him came over her. Com-| venturess comes on the scene. She comes
forting words rose to her lips. Then she! to blackmail. She has in her possession
could eee the melting vision of Kate Lin-, certain letters—I regret that I could not
gen’s loveliness, and her heart hardened | see my way to anything more original in
again. the way of breeding trouble, but I am only
“T have suffered, too,” she said. “It is|a mere amateur at the game. Those let-
all the harder because I have given you ters are going to be a source of trouble to
my affection, and you have killed all my the hero. But, as a matter of fact, the
respect for you.” adventuress has a brother, who stole those |
letters, and he it is who presently comes

tly Rheumatism in ’4,
to the hero to breed all the mischief. I il

mixture is said

'CHAPTER XXIL

hope you are listening carefully.” orders and o
Warp and Woof. Ralph nodded. He was conscious of a|ing the Kiffneys to filter
i curious tightening of the chest; he was| the blgg
It is part of the heavy burden I have| thrilled and fascinated by the brilliancy | foul, gfecomposed waste

to bear,” Ralph replied. “I should have
told you that story. But I did not care| «The brother comes and makes trouble.
to do so; in cold narration 1t would|He threatens to blow the new paradise
sound fantastic and absurd. And I repeat| Xky high with those confcunded Jetters.
that I did not know the meaning, of love| He comes to the hero’s house in the dead
till I saw you. I want you to believe that,| of the night, and there is trouble. The
Enid, always to feel that my heart has! kero loses his head altogether and kills the
been yours, and yours only. You could be| villain. It is all done in a flash, and then
nothing to me now, not even if you for-| the hero would give years of his life to re-
gave me freely. One crime leads to an-‘ call the past few minutes. Then he pulls
other, as I have found to my bitter cost. | himself together and begins to consider the
1f you knew everything you would pity| situation. Finally, he decided not to raise

any alarm, but go quietly to bed as if noth-

me.”
There was no acting here, no hysterical | ing had happened. When the body is
found by the servants in the morning, it

playing up for sympathy. Ralph was suf-
fering from some , terrible trouble, and | may be assumed that a burglary has taken
place, that there were two burglars in the

Enid’s first thought was to comfort him.
She had forgotten all about the tradition | business, who quarrelled, with fatal results
to one of them. Just what a novelist

of her ancestors. And she loved this man
would invent in the circumstances.”

—to the end she would love him, come

what might. She crossed the room and| Ralph nodded. He could not have spok-
Jaid her hand on his arm. en at the moment for a kingdom.

“Tell me, Ralph,” she whispered. “I| “Very good. I am pleased to be backed

up by so excellent an authonity. . & o

The hero goes togbed, he waits in the

cant’t bear to see you suffer like this. Tell
morning for the discovery. But the dis-

covery does not come, nothing happens.
When the hero comes down to breakfast
there is no body and no sign of a strug-
gle. Everybody behaves just as if nothing
had happened. Imagine the state of mind,
of the hero; he is nearly mad with per-|

of Barca’s eyes.

these afflictions.

impatience.

as drops of your heart’s
along?”’
me,” Ralph said.

going on, and how easy
me to betray myself—"

if you knew everything,”
b are too transparent and
“Spoken like a true woman,” Ralph
groaned. “I long to tell you, Enid. And
yet the more I see the light of purity
shining in those pure eyes of yours the|
more I ghrink from the task. I—I could |
not do it. But Dick knows. And if Dick|
likes to tell you, he may. Tell him what
I said and ask him. But don’t ask me. I
must get back home again, I feel that I
need rest—sleep which I have not had for
two nights. Let me go—I say—""
Almost roughly Ralph detached the
glim figure from his arm. He was afraid
to stay there any longer lest he might
blurt out the whole truth. Dick would
tell the story so much better than he
could, would bring out all the points in
his favor. He strolled quickly through the
long French window and across the lawn.
Almost before he had roused himself he
was back at home again. All the; ser-
vante had gone to bed now, for there was
only a tiny spot of light in the hall and

hear him moving now?”’

killed his man, perhaps the man has
crawled away to die somewhere. Perhaps
his body would be discovered later, and
then the whole thing would come out.
Now don’t you agree with me that he is
a very fine background for a study of
nerves? The thing is not complete—"
“Certainly it is very far from being com-
plete,” Ralph said. He was astonished at
the strength and . firmness of his own
voice. “To.bring this about there must be
another rufian who has stepped in with
this diabolical scheme for depriving an|
unlucky mortal of his reason. No man
could stand such a strain for long. To

“Heaven grant that that
nothing froleT my face.”
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fused that he did not know what to do,

though the fact was not lost upon him,
that Charteris was literally boiling with

“Oh, why the dickens don’t you do
what I tell you?”’ he whispered. “There it:
you are rooted to the spot like a man
who has entirely lost all command of him-
self, while the diamond minutes are slip-
ping away—minutes which are as precious

going, or do you want me to kick you
“You might have a little patience with

am more or less in the dark as to what is
“A great deal easier to betray yourself

wicked world. Why do you fail to grasp
the fact that it would be all the better
for you to know nothing? You are a mere
child in this business, and it is my brains
that have developed it. Listen, can’t you

! There were certainly sounds of someone
plexity and remorse. Perhaps he has not moving about outside the room, and even
Ralph began to feel that his own inde-
cision was seriously perilling the situation.
He hoped that he was not too late, that
he had not lingered too long.

He came back to his senses, and Dick
fairly eprang up and caught him by the
shoulders. A moment later and he found
himself turned out of the library. He
crossed the floor, and tried to compose |\
himself and control his features.

“I will do all I can,” he muttered.

o be exontinued.)
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the drawing room lamp. On the table lay
a telegram on a salver. Evidently it had
come over by special messenger from
Stonehouse, Mechanically Ralph opened
it.

“Barca will return to your house by
last train tonight, as I forecasted. Play
entirely into his hands. See you tomor-
row.—Dick.”

Clearly, to make assurance doubly sure,
Dick had gone to the trouble of sending
another message. It was not for Ralph
to wonder what brought Barca back
again; it was his business to do exactly
what Dick told him without demur.
Doubtless Harca was coming back by the
last train. 'As Ralph looked at the old
Empire clock over the fireplace ,he saw
that it only wanted a few minutes to
eleven. In that case, Barca might be here
directly. Ralph tore up the telegram and
put the fragments in the grate. Then he
burnt the fragments with a match, so that
nothing should be left to arouse Barca’s
suspicions. Well, Ralph would know all
about it soon. He had only to possess
his soul ih patience for a little longer.

Barca came presently, knocking gently
at the front door. He had walked over|
from the station, he explained. He carried
a heavy bag in his hand. He hoped that
nobody had interfered with his room; he
was anxious to see how his experiment
was proceeding.

“You took the key away with you,”
Ralph eaid coldly. “So far as I know
your room has not been touched. Would
you like anything before you go to bed?”

Barca explained that he had supped in
town. He went on to say that he had|
not the least desire to retire as yet, once
he had seen that everything was right in
his room he would like to have a little

bring your parable up to date you will
have to introduce this blackmailer to the
audience. And here you see the clue of
the plot breaking down altoghether,Barca.
If you drive your hero too far he might
serve the blackmailer as he served the
possessor of the letters.”

Ralph spoke with a deeper intensity than
he knew. He saw Barco rise and draw
back. The man was frightened. And then
Ralph roused himself. He had forgotten
the telegram. in the tense excitement of
the moment. He changed his note, his
head dropped, he looked at the ground
in long and moody silence.

“You have thought of an alternate
plan?”’ Barca asked.

“No,” Ralph replied quietly. “] am]
wrong and you are right. There is no al-|
ternate plan. By the way, 1 presume you
are in need of money to carry out your
scientific experiment?”’ |

“1 think I have told you that before,” |
Barca said drily. ‘Perhaps it would be|
just as well if the second villain in the
story should be a scientific enthusiast like
myself. 1t would bring the parable nearer|
home. And to make the parable more:
complete, I may as well admit that I am
in pressing need of the money almost jim-
mediately. I was going to wait a little
longer till my plans were more—""

“Quite so. More mature and more
concrete. What do you want at present?®”

Barca hesitated. He could see that
Ralph’s face was eet, that his eyes had
a red gleam in them. And he was sac-|

Hearers by Blunt

—

Montreal,

hearing something with

here last night most
avoided this subject,

which aroused discussion

respond to the toast of

a woman whom he knew to be utterly| e .
e cted his remar

worthless. For her he needed the sum of|

amount, but why should he be so mod- |
est?

conversation with Ralph over a cigar.| = «Fjve thousand pounds will do,” he | referred.
There was a kind of menace underlying| gaiq. “But' there is mo hurry. Tomor-| Addressing Mr.
the request; there was a point and hard-| ;. »”

ness about Barca’s speech.

“As you will,” Ralph said. “Like your-
gelf, I am not looking forward to bed- |
time.”

Barca came down presently. He had
changed into a smoking jacket, a big
cigar case was in his hand. He was pleas-
ed to eay that his experiment had pro-
gressed automatically in his absence. Al-j
together he seemed to be on very good
terms with himself. And yet he was rest-
less, his eyes gleamed, his hands fidgetted,
he moved from one chair to another, talk-
ing on indifferent topics and apparently|

“Tomorrow may never come—for one|
of us,” Ralph said hoareely. “I'll go to|
the library and sign your cheque at once. |
Yours was a good story, Barca, but your
prototype, to my thinking, was the clev-
erest scoundrel of the lot.”

With this gibe on his lips, Ralph cross-|
ed the hall in the direction of the lib-|
rary. As he turned up the lamp to hisf
great surprise he saw that Dick Chartens| sador.
was seated by the table. He would have| Mr. Bryce was tonight
cried out aloud, but Dick laid a hand| bar association at their
on his lips. and will leave

“Excellent,” he whispered. Boston.

that from this
nothing to give away.”

which Canadian affairs

“Splendid!

WARNS BRYCE THAT
CAADA WILL STAND
NO MORE ALASKA DEALS

Guest at Montreal Banquet Startles

| Ambassador Seemed Pleased.

Feb. 26—Ambassador Bryce
did not get away from Montreal without

sentiment of Canadians as to the habit
of sacrificing Canadian interests in order
to increase friendly relations between
Great Britain and the United States.

{ At the Dbanquet given to Mr. Bryce

evidently hoping
that Mr. Bryce’s visit would tend to put
a stop to that sort of thing. But just at the
close of the banquet an incident occurred

H. D. Lee, first vice-president of the To-
rificing his own dearest ambition to please | ronto Canadian Club, was called upon to

£3,000. He had intended to ask for that | guest and after some genial persiflage pro-
ceeded to dwell upon the
Canada, to which Mr. Bryce had already

Bryce, Mr. Lee said
with significance: “Yes, we have a great
heritage in Canada, a glorious heritage,
but it must be remembered by everybody
time forward we have

This direct reference to the unfortun-
ate result of previous diplomatic efforts in

was received with applause, and was evi-|
dently appreciated by the British ambas-| Ottawa.

tomorrow morning for

boon and blessing has cost
the city of St. John in twelve
years ‘.. iR $147,283.95

Such extravagantly expensive favors
could well be dispensed with. They are
too costly’ at the premium of a}most 500
per cent required by a beneficent govern-
ment. Of course, voters ought not to com-
plain when Hon. Mr. McKeown assures
them that there is every cause for grati-
tude.

If, however, these figures demonstrate a
conclusion likely to gratify the hard-
working, hard-headed citizens of St.John,
then, of course, the Hon. Mr. McKeown’s

contention is correct; not otherwise.

To follow the matter still further: see
what the government has taken out of
the county of St. John in liquor licenses

see ses o sesse

Remarks, - But

regard to the

»

of 1893:-—-

since the passing of the act
County of
St. John.
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10880, o L8048
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$8,126:27
After alland in spite of the Hon. Mr.

McKeown’s utterances, does it not seem
that the city and county have done con-
siderably better for the province than the
province has done for them? Is it aston-
ishing, therefore, that the Hon. Mr. Me-
Keown’s eloquent appeal for our unre-
strained gratitude should meet with no
hysterical degree of response in these
parts? In plain Englieh, is the province
not tappmng this city and county too free-
ly, to its detriment? If this is so, is it
not ludicrous that the Hon. Mr. Me-
Keown and others of his present faith,
should strive to delude the people by the
dangling in their faces of this miserable
little $2,500 annual grant, a sum merely
equivalent to ‘the sessional indemnity of
five provincial members, and less than the
annual salary of most branch bank man-
agers? ‘

When the members and adherents of the
government have to seek out such flimsy
causes for the gratitude of our people,
then must they be compelled to straits
*that are indeed hard.

ROYAL HOTEL AT
 CAMPBELLTON BURNED

Campbellton, N. B., Feb. 25.—Fire broke out
in the Royal Hotel here about 9 o’clock this

morning, an alarm was sounded and the fire
department was quickly on the scene but the

impossible, under the circumstances, to do
anything towards saving the building and it
was with great difficulty the surrounding
buildings were kept from burning.Had there
been a strong westerly wind blowing the town
would have stood in greht danger of being
swept by the flames. A

The fire was first noticed in the dining
room by one of the servants, who immediate-
ly notified the clerk in the office, who has-
tened to that section of the house but on
reaching there could not enter the room for
smoke, the floor being all in flames.

The house was full of guests who lost al]
their personal belongings. The loss, includ-
ing house, barn and the greater part of the
furniture is estimated in the vicinity of $25,-
000, with only, as far as can be ascertained,
$17,000 insurance. It is supposed to have
caught from a defective -furnace pipe.

The hotel had until recently been under
the proprietorship of Wm. Sproule but on ac- *
count of failing health he was compelled to
give up the hotel business and rented the
house to Thos. Gorman, who had for a num-
ber of years been connected with the Bruns-
wick Hotel, Moncton. The house had, since
Mr. Gorman took charge, been renovated.

lﬁre had gained such headway it was utterly

The social assembly given by the C. M.
B. A. last evening in their rooms, Union
street, was the most successful yet held.
About forty couples were present and a
good programme of dances was enjoyed.
An efficient committee of young men
served refreshments. The chaperones

were: Mrs. John McDonald, Mms. H.
Sheehan and Mrs. John M. Elmore.

OUR GREAT POLITICAL BOSS

of the speakers

afterwards. Geo.

Impartiality.

Hon. Mr. Pugsley’s Efforts to Save the Discredited Local'
Government, and Some of His Earlier Professions of

To the Editor of The Telegraph:
Sir,—As I understand it, the Hon. Mr.

Pugsley, in campaigning on behalf of the

local government, bases his plea on the

assurance that the return of the’)govern-
ment would ‘‘strengthen his hands.” I
venture to think that many of us are ask-
ing ourselves just now whether it would
not be policy on the part of the province
to weaken. his hands a little. I confess
in sorrow and humility that a short time
ago I was one of many who fell a victim
to the suavity of his tongue and became
enthusiastic over the fact that eo able a
man had been secured to represent us at
True, he suffered a great disad-
vantage, to my mind, in that he was, for
the time being at any rate, attached to
the Liberal party. But I reflected that,
considering his past record, any morning’s
newspaper might inform us that he-was a
conservative once more.

Sister Societies.
straight at the

resources of

were concerned

the guest of the
annual banquet,

not caring to lead up to the thing that|
was uppermost in his mind. !

“QOh, for heaven’s sake, sit down,” Ralph !
cried irritably. “You get on my nerves.|
Nothing worries me more than to see a/!
man moving from one chair to another|
like that. It reminds one of the people
on the stage. What have you to say?”’

“My dear fellow, you yourself have in-
troduced the subject,” Barca said. He
came"to rest at length, he was quite quiet
and still now. “I allude to the subject—
nerves. It is a thing that most people
discuss nowadays, like polities and the
weather. Tell me, have you quite given up
your dreams of becoming a great novel-
fst?”’

“Not at all,” Ralph replied. “Only my
change_of position has pushed me off my
balance for the time. And I have not yet
got any good material for my story.”

“Which brings me back to what I start-
ed from,” Barca explained. “Why not
make the basis of your story a study of
nerves? 1 was thinking it all out as I
came down in the train. I worked it all
out for you. Shall I tell you the plot of
the story I designed for you?”

Barca was speaking very quietly now.

Now go back to the rat again as if noth-
ing had happened.”

Imperative as Dick’s speech was, Ralph
still hesitated. He was so dazed and con-

SAYS F.

in election matters and
fluence as such officials

present campaign.
think Mr.

friends

matter.

NOT ACTIVE PARTIZANS,

Hampton, Feb. 26.—In the course of his
nomination day spzech Fred M. Sproul said | . . s
he regretted to see in that morning’s Tele- | wclfa.re. of the ({!ty zlmd ths prqvmc‘e “;
graph a reference to R H Smith post-! respective of political consi ‘eratlons,‘ye,
Anaster, and H.- J. Fowler, re b e I confidently challenge the Sun, the Star,

- o , regstrar of! ' “4he moon to: illumine one single in-

deeds, in which it was intimated that i i i y
B Y il R, stance wherein, underlying his actions, the
these officiale were UM Svely B et hand of the political boss has not been

Messrs. Smith and Fowler feel that they
bave been personally injured by the re-
port of their alle; red partizanship and their
Sproul’s
should be published. It is suggested that
as he is an opposition candidate Mr.
Sproul should be well informed, i

His conduct since he became a minis-
ter, however, brings rather a feeling of
relief that he has not yet come back to
the fold. In his great oration on the oc-
casion of his unopposed return to the do-
minion parliament, %ir. Pugsley promised
that his efforts should be directed to the

M. SPROUL

using their in-| . i : :
: In-| jiscernible. The selection of his patron-
in favor of the age committee was the first blow to the

government party. Hes ¥ glad to he sble) hopes of those who had looked for the

ny the allegation so far as active| . :
itr(:tc(:fem?ence o p(fl‘itical Lt L(t(l;le exercise of the honorable gentleman’s im-

cerned, neither of the gentlemen referred
to having so far taken any part in the

| partial judgment. It was a clear and
| Dlatant intimation that any appommtment
made through his influence would be
guaged entirely by the appointee’s past
corvices to the Liberal party, and that
ability and fitness for the position would
not be even a sccondary consideration.
Let us pass lightly over Mr. Pugsiey’s
attitude towards R. L. Borden and his
colleagues with regard to the alleged Con-
gervative campaign fund. His own scath-
ing denunciation at the hands of the oppo-

disclaimer

this

He sat perfectly still, with his cigar be-
tween his lips. There was something very
suggestive and sinister about the man.

“Go on,” Ralph sid. “I am all atten-
tion. What you say is sure to be inter-
esting.”

“You flatter me.
shall hold your attention.

But I think that I
So far as I

Express Charges
7 Sl

know, the plot is entirely an“orip;inal onii / MiYch s i

The hero of the story is all nerves an ou will receive

imagination,- and that kind of thing. We BRITISH GA"AD{A“ FUR c0. plain seal Venvol_ope, i

will suppose the hero is a novelist like 508-510 Sl.MsmtSMONTREAL, P-Q- tion that Bwill with
positive

sition leaders he accepted like a well-
whipped school boy, and Mr. Borden's
honest and fearless challenge he never

eakness, | dared to accept. Early discredited, he
cured, if | silently shufled away from this hornet’s
. G. H.| nest in a fashion which unpleasantly re-
e. Detroit,| minded one of the inglorious retreat of
his colleague, the Hon. H. R. Emmerson,

of mail, in|in the matter of his notorious libel suit.

Now, come to more recent times and
read between the lines. All his beneficent
_ ! actions were, strangely enough, coincident

with or closely following the announce-:
ment of the date of the provincial elec- |
tions. Mayor Sears’ gushing public ex-:
pression of gratitude for St. Jobn’s mag-'
nificent “New Year's present’” of wharves :
reads like a stream of castor oil; but there ;
are some who are sceptical enough to be- '
lieve :hat Mr. Pugsley’s zeal will suffer
jnodification after Tuesday next, which-
/ever way the cat jumps.

Again, watch the little deal over the|
Martello hotel, which has been taken
over by the government as a detention -
hospital, on terms upon which only the,
proprietors are to be congratulated.
Everybody knows that the hospital will
not be used until next winter, if ever it
is, and everybody knows that its steward
was a faithful servant of the Liberal
party, who has waited patiently for a long .
promiseéd reward. Once more we find that
the consummation of the deal was coinci-
dent with the announcement of the ap-
proaching elections. Of course nobody
blames the steward, but it is another item
in what goes to make up the Liberal idea
of government, and which is but one long
course of graft and political favoritism.
And I suppose that we shall soon learn
that Mayor Sears, in compensation for his
graceful withdrawal from opposition to
Mr. Pugsley and the energetic though un-
successful scrap he put up in the provin-
cial election, has been rewarded with the
position of postmaster, an office for which
Mayor Sears himself does not pretend to
the slightest qualification.

One might go on for a long time with
examples in which Mr. Pugsley, during his
brief ministry, has shown his hand—the
hand of the political ‘“‘boss;” the hand of
the past master in the game of political
bluff—and still fail to find the faintest in-
dication of any intention on his part to
redeem his promise of impartiality made
in his velvety utterances of last year.

We all believe that when Mr. Pugsley
went to Ottawa he would make a name
for himself. He has made a name—an un-
enviable one; and 1 firmly believe that if
he were to offer himself as a candidate in
this city tomorrow he would be over-
whelmingly defeated.

Relieve him of his misused power we
cannot, at present; but we can on March
3 do the next best thing by rejecting the
grovellers who ‘would “strengthen his
hands,” who would use the public confi-
dence as a stepping stone to their own
personal ambitions, and with whom “per-
sonal interest and emolument sink every
other consideration.”

Yours truly,

WEST SIDER.




