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or A Terrible Accusation.

i
CHAPTER XXIX.—(Cont'd).

He stepped back quickly, and would
have closed the door, but already
Valworth’s hand was upon it, and
with a strength of which he would
have believed himself incapable, he

ushed against it, resisting the ef-
?orts of the Jew to close it.
“No!” he gasped. “I tell you—
no! Your infamous power over me is
at an end. I have come to save my
daughter, the one upon whom you
made me lie. It was the utterance of
that foul lie that has brought me to
my senses at last. I beat and starved
her at your devilish suggestion, and

I uttered the lie you bade me speak,

but it has breught back the wander-

ing and almost destroyed conscience

which I believed was dead. I—"

With singular foree Simonson put
out his hand and laid it upon the old
drunkard’'s arm. He felt the accus-
tomed thrill pass. through him, saw
the blazing eyes deaden and weaken,
observed that the voice suddenly hush-
ed, and the old whimpering look came
back to the almost expressionless
face.

But that was a phase for which Val-
worth had had the precaution to ask
the officers of the law to look. They,
already beside the door against which
Valworth leaned, stepped forward
quickly.

“No, you don’t come that, my dainty
Romeo!” exclaimed one of them, step-

ing inside the room, and laying his

and heavily upon the dirty shoulder.

“I'm onto your curves, and don’t you

forget it. You may come your hoodoo

game on that poor rag of a creature,
with all the blood of life cooked out
of his veins with bad rum, but you
can't come it over me! Let up now,
see? You've doctored Juliet with the
potion, but we won’t let her die in
the tomb, by a large majority. We're
onto the whole game—he's given it
dead away—and the only hope for you
is to throw up your hands as grace
fully as possible. Where's the lady?”

“She isn't here,” stammered Simon-
son, his guttural voice more guttural
than ever.

“Oh, yes, she is, my peach!” assert-
ed the policeman, laughing into the
bulging eyes. “A sweet-scented mass
of filth you are to be wooing a lady
with potions! Upon my =oul, you
ought to make your debut as a
Shakespearean juvenile. Get onto the
shanks, Sam! Wouldn't they look
well in tights?”

Perhaps nothing could have made
Simonson more indignant than that
allusion to his physical imperfections,
and a low growl of rage burst from
his white, quivering lips.

“Confound your impudence!” he
eried, his voice hoarse and rasping
with wrath. “You shall pay for this!
1 will—"

“Threaten somebody your size,”
laughed the policeman. *“I ain't
afraid of your hoodoo, and you would
not try to hurt me, now would you?
Will you not direct me to her lady-
ship’s chamber, Romeo, or shall I find
it for myself?”

He turned around to examine the
apartments, laughing to himself; but
before he had accomplished the sim-
ple act of turning, the Jew whipped
out a revolver.

Quicker than thought the smile
faded from the officer’s lips, and he
had wrested the” welipon from the
Jew's grasp.

“None of that, now!” he exclaimed,
fiercely, giving the arm a wrench
which Simonson did not forget for
many days. “None of that! I've been
retty pdtient with you, but you can
gnd mighty easy that I know how to
be the reverse, see? I guess I'll look
after this specimen while you ex-
amine this place, Sam, if you can dig

- through the dirt to do it.”

Almost before the ®quest had been
completed, the man addressed as Sam
had crossed the tloor and entered the

|

adjoining room. A long cry announced
his “find.”
Dragging the Jew after him, the
other officer entered the room.
Still Ailsa lay upon the bed, her
lovely hair disheveled, her face white
as death, but more beautiful than she
had almost ever been before. The of-
ficer uttered a low whistle.
“You are a greater dastard even
than I thought!” he exclaimed, giving
Simonson a vicious shake. “That
i She don’t belong to either of
you! She's a lady. I'll stake my
head on it, without ever looking into
her eyes, or hearing her speak. You
ard! at have you done to

him again savagely, and looked into
the ugly face. It was working with
passion, great drops of perspiration
standing about the eyes, a blue line
marking the mouth. With a gasp he
wrenched himself looseé from the of-
ficer, and sprang backward. Before
the officer could divine his intention,
he had leaped toward him again, a
gleaming knife uplifted. Quicker
than thought, the blade had been
caught in the officer's hand, inflict-
ing a most severe cut, from which the
blood flowed in jets and spurts; but
the officer seemed not to mind that
in the least. {

Swinging back his heavy right
hand, he struck the cringing Jew one
blow—only one, but it was quite
enough. Even Ailsa was not more

| senseless than he as he measured his
length upon the floor.

“Take that, you brute!” exclaimed
the officer, really angry for the first
time. “I reckon I'll make you un-
derstand that there is a day of reck-
oning for you after this. That’s an
ugly cut I've got, but I rather think—
Who the deuce is that?”

He turned suddenly, attracted by
the noise in the adjoining room, and
walked auickly to the daor,-the blood
still pouring from his hand. He flung
open the door, and called out:

“Why, halloo, Jed! What in thun-
der brings you here?”
|  “I've come in search of

lady answered the detective,
man addressed as Jed. “What are
vou doing?”

“On the same errand, I guess. I
wish you had got here first. It might
have been you, then, that got this
hand instead of me. Look at that,
will you? Romeo gave it to me, but

I rather think ]'ve got” square. It'll
be a few hours Before he peeps again,
and his head will be as sore as my
hand, if I am not mistaken. Will you
see to that duck and the young lady,
while I attend to this? = There seems
to be an artery cut.”

But already Doctor Paxton and Dun-
raven were in the room, Dunraven
thinking little of the policeman's
wound when he saw Ailsa upon, the
bed, but Doctor Paxton was more hu-
mane, and devoted his attention to the
suffering man.

“Is she dead?” questioned Dun-
raven, his face more ghastly than be-
fore.

It was poor Valworth who replied. !

“No,” he answered tremulously.
“J{s only drug. She will be all|
right in in our ér two. God help me!

I wish I were as little hurt as she!” |

And then, to the surprise of Dun-
raven, he knelt beside the bed, and
with a little cry like that of a punish-

| ed child, he took up the unresisting
hand, and kissed it. )

a young
the

1

{ CHAPTER XXX.

| It was late in the afternoon before
! Ailsa was taken to the hotel again af-
ter a most eventful absence of less
! than a single day. She had recovered
somewhat from the influence of the
drug, but still could not walk without
assistance.

She leaned back in the carriage,

grateful for her escape, but silect and <

| but the expression of the
| which she looked was like nothing hu-

{ was to win her

| addressed to you.

with closed eyes, while Dunraven mty
opposite watching her anxiously. |

hey had told her nothing as yet of
her father’s sudden repentance, and
that, after all, it was to him she owed |
her freedom now from the presence of |
the Jew; neither did they tell her that
the officers had taken both men back
to the station and that they were then
in separate cells, Valworth apparently
happier than he had been for months. |

Neither did they tell her of the ter-|
rible find of the fisherman in the net
that morning.

She asked no questions, quite con-
tent with knowing herself safe oncé
more, and permitted Mrs. Dunraven’s
maid to put her auietly to bed. She
seemed to have forgotten her other
trials in this happy escape, and slept
with the peaceful content of a little
child. |

It was not until a servant came
with her breakfast the following
morning that she awakened, exhaust-
ed as she had been by all the lament-
able experiences:through which she
had passed. Then she took her bath,!
dressed herself, and ate her breakfast
quietly.

It dawned upon her then as rather|
extraordinary that none of the family |
had been to inquire for her—they who|
were always so demonstrative in their
attentions to her. She went down the
hall and knocked lightly upon the door|
of the room occupied by Lloyd Og-
den, |

The nurse answered.

“You are Miss Valworth?"” she ask-
ed, with a smile. “Mr. Ogden has
been asking for you, but would not al+
low you to be disturbed. I hope you
are feeling better after your long
re ' g

Much better, thank you,” answered
Ailsa. “Will you Mr. Ogden _if
he will see me now

“There is no need to ask,” retarned
the woman, smiling. “He will only
too glad. Will you come this w.

She left the room, but before s
could follow, a heavy hand was laid
upon her arm.
“Wait! I wish to
first!”

The sound of the voice startled her,
face into

speak to you

man. Least of all did it resemble any-
thing feminine, vet_Aflsa had no dif-
ficulty in recognigfig Muriel Ogden.

She stopped iffivoluntarily and gasp-
ed somewhat. The weight of the hand
upon her arm increased until it seem-
ed to her like molten lead, yet she had
not the power to shake it off.

Ailsa stood there staring at her, in-
nocently, helplessly, understanding
vaguely that some new trial was in
store for her, listening for the sound
of the weird voice, yet dfeading to
hear the words that it would articu-
ate.

“Have you heard the news about my
sistet ?"” it aquestioned, hard amd piti-
lessly. “Have you heard of the ter-
rible fate that has befallen her? Or
have they kept the knowledge from
you? Have they protected you from
the shock? Have they considered you
too semsitive to bear the mental bur-
den that has fallen upon the rest of
us?”

She paused, her face cold and sneer-
ing, her hand still weighing Ailsa
down.

“You mean—Ethel Dunraven?
gasped Ailsa. “What is the news of

her? I have not heard.”

“She is dead!” announced Muriel,
brutally watching her victim fall
back in horror. “Dead! A suicide,
and driven to it by—you! By you,
do you hear? And yet her husband
brings you again to this house—be-
neath the roof, insulting his dead wife
by your presence.”

“For the love of Heaven, what do
you mean?”

“Ha! You think you can play the
innocent longer? Know, then, that
we are fully aware of what you are.
We know of your visit to Dunraven’s
apartment the night of the fire, know
of the interview that took place there,
and of a letter which he wrofe to you
after you had left him. That letter,
telling the whole truth of his rela-
tions with you, fell into the hands of
Mrs. Dunraven and drove her to des-
peration. She has killed herself, and
vou are as much the cause as if your
hand had struck the blow. It is peo-
ple like you who should be hanged for
murder, not those who mercifully
strike the blow and save their fellow-
man from self-destruction—from the
commitment of the unforgivable sin.
It is women like you who should stand
before the judgment seat of man to
answer for their crimes, and not
leave it alone to the vengeance of
God. You-—you, Ailsa Valworth, are
the murderess of my sister!”

Jut with one -shake of her Ilithe
voung shoulder Ailsa had “wrenched
herself free of the heavy hand.

“It is false!” she cried, breathlessly.
“If your sister has committed suicide
it was you who drove her to it, not I.
Ah! you think I do not know, that I|
am ignorant of your odious power;
but I have only appeared to yield to
it in order to discover and thwart the
vile plot which I knew to be slowly
killing her. You think you influenced
me the night of the dinner-dance,|
when you entered her room in the
dead of night; but I saw you, and I;
understood the hideous power youl
wished to throw over me. I pretended|
to yield, but I was absolutely con-|
scious of all you did and of the an-|
swers that I made. I knew her to
be no more responsible for her acts|
than she was for the evil machina-|
tions of your polluted mind, and ll
was striving to save her—to save her
from you, her own sister.”

Muriel laughed scornfully. |

“Bah!” she exclaimed. “Who will|
believe you?” |

“And further,” cried Ailsa, excited-
ly, “I know why you did all this. It
husband from her;
that husband with whom you were
criminally in love. I saw you—in his
room, heard your words of love spok-
en to him, heard his words of —pity
Pity! Pity! And
you knew it. You recognized the|
quality of his feelings, and then you
exerted upon him that infernal power
with which you had ruined her body
and soul. You made him tell you
that he would love you, but it was!
your own mind that spckz through his'
lips. It wes sclf-love that was utter-'
ed, not the love of man for woman.!
When h2 recovered mentality vou
were the same to him that wbn had

been before—an object of pity!” \

{ ehall pay!

She wondered afterward how she
had ever possessed the temerity to
utter such words, looking, as she did,
into those gleaming, murderous eyes,
watching the motions of the clutching
fingers. She could almost feel the
touch of them upon her throat, almost
feel the heat of the scorching breath
upon her cheek, and yet Muriel took
no step toward her, made no move to

for this!"” she hiss-

approach her,

“You shall pa
ed. '“In sack c{uth and ashes, you
You, the daughter of a
drunkard, picked up in a prison, and
p:lmperoci as ‘was never the dayghter
of a millionaire! Because my :° ‘»r's
husband was a married man, mn
thought you would inveigle my bro-
ther into matrimony with you; but in
that you shall fail. The letter Leslie
Dunraven wrote to you, and whic
sent his wife to her death, is in my
possession, found in the pocket of her
wrap, all stained with sea-water, and
if you refuse to obey my will, the
world shall know the truth. I

publish it.”
“You would never dare!”
(To be continued.)
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LORD ROBERT CECIL.

Interesting Personality of Late Lord
Salisbury's Son.

Of all the members of the new co-
alition Administration of Great Bri-
tain there are few more brilliant than
Lord Robert Cecil. Indeed it was
a matter of surprise that so able a
man as Lord Robert should have been
content with the Under Secretaryship
of State for Foreign Affairs instead
of insisting upon a seat in the Cab-
inet and the seals of a great depart-
ment.

But in view of the delicate condi-
tion of the health of Sir Edward Grey,
Lord Robert is in the ordinary na-
ture of events bound to have much
more work, responsibility, and power
thrust upon- him than ordinarily falls
to the share of an Under Secretary
of State and is certain to play a
weighty role in the direction of the
foreign policies of the British Empire, |

Lord Robert has much in common
with his father and namesake, the
Jate Marquis of Salisbury, who for so

1

|
|
|

?
|
!
i

Loid bt Cecud

many years controlled the foreign
destinies of Great Britain as Secre-
tary of State and as Prime Minister.
Like him, he was a younger son, and
as is the case with so many of the
English aristocracy, was compelled to
work for a living. Lord Robert took
to the law and made such a success
of the bar that at the age of 42 he
felt that he was warranted by the|
amount of money reaped through his |
lucrative practice virtually to fore-
sake the latter and to embark upon a|
political career in the House of Com-|
mons,

Trader.

The late Lord Salisbury was a
strict adherent to England's old es-
tablished policy of free trade and his |
sons Robert and Hugh have dollowed |
in his footsteps in this respect. In- |

A Free

deed, Lord Robert has been regard- | Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, an(l“

ed as the leader of the free trade ele-
ment of the Unionist party. ’

will |

; consisted of water and so instead

Perfect Te
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“SALADA

Tea is the acme of perfection, being all pure,

delicious tea.

Black, Mixed or Green.

Lord Robert Cecil, who is married
to Lady Eleanor Lambton, sister of
the present Earl of Durham, and of
Admiral of the Fleet Sir Hedworth

Meux, has four brothers, who are all |

of them clever men and have made
their mark, each of them in his own
particular way. The eldest is, of
course, the present Marquis of Salis-
bury, who filled the offices of Lord
Privy Seal and Minister of Commerce
in the last Unionist Cabinets.

When Lord Robert first took his
seat in Parliament as member of the
East Marylebone district of London in
1906 he found that his younger bro-
ther, Lord Hugh, had already acquir-
ed fame there by his gift of eloquent
oratory. Lord Robert is inferior in
this respect to Lord Hugh, but more
lucid and above all more practical.

Rarely Laughs.

He soon won the regard and the re-
spect of the House and even succeed-
ed in dispelling to a great extent that
prejudice on the part of the Liberals
who had come to look upon the state-
craft of the Cecils much in the same
way that an evangelical meeting
would regard Jesuitism. Like the
late Lord Salisbury, he has no par-
ticular graces of manner or gesture.
He goes to and from his seat in the
House of Commons with a kind of
dignified lurch. In moments of ex-

will rise to the verge of shrillness.
He rarely laughs, and as in the
case of his father, any sense of hu-
mor that he may possess takes the
form of satire and sarcasm. He is
not good looking, has his father’s re-

| markable stoop of the shoulders and

with his thin, curved nose, his dark
hair, receding from his pallid fore-
head, his grim, hawklike appearance,
clean shaven face, his glistening eyes
and ungainly gestures, presents a
personality not easy to forget.

o

Evaporating Potatoes.

The Germans are great potata, pro-
ducers. Some years ago they discov-
cred that 80 per cent. of the potato

of
are

transporting potatoes as they

| grown and paying carrying charges

on water, they adopted the policy of
evaporating them. Since that time
the output of potatoes has increased

1 10 per cent., while the amoun®t of wa-

ter in the potatoes now for sale has
been reduced from 80 per cent. to 15
per cent. In Canada and the United
States, where there are long hauls, a
similar policy would be productive of
good results.

REEEe vl bty

Cruelty to Animals.

The first legislation to be passed
for the protection of dumb animals
was the work of an Irishman, Richard
Martin, of the County of Galway. In
1822 Martin introduced a bill for the
prevention of cruelty to animals in
the British House of Commons. Queen
Victoria was one of the principal sup-
porters of-the Royal Society for the

it was she who gave the society its
name.

!PUBI.I(‘ HEALTH AND THE WAR.

| ——

| Deficiencies of the Past Should Be
* Inspiration for the Future.

The minds of most“men are centred
at the present time on the problems
| connected with the devastating war
in Europe. The supreme task which
confronts the British Empire, and
Canada as an important part of the
Empire, requires the congentration of
all the thought and energy that can
be given to its accomplishment. It
is a difficult time, therefore, to
arouse interest in social problems
which are in need of solution. In-
deed, there are some people who
question whether the present is an
appropriate time to discuss them.
And yet, when we enquire deep
endugh, it seems as if no time could
be more appropriate for those to give

attention to them who are umable to|
assist the cause of the Empire in a|

more direct way. Problems which
have arisen since the war commenced
have shown us the vital importance of
public health and of. the efficiency of
human labor. Who can measure the
enormous debt which the British army
| to-day owes to the public health legis-
Jlminn of the past 40 years? That
|the standard of physique has been
raised by improved sanitation and
| housing is without question. The

| citement he will move his hands vio- | Value of this on the battlefield has

|lently up and down as if he were us- | been seen in recent months,
|ing some huge hammer and his voice | WOrkshops and factories physical and

In our

(mental efficiency are needed as they
never were before, and what has been
accomplished by the past generation
in purifying our water supplies, in
making city life healthier and cleaner,
and in educating our workmen, is now
yielding abundant harvest. In some
directions we might have been better
equipped than we are. In spite of the
progress we have made we might
have paid more regard to health and
to conservation of life than we have
i done. Bad housing and sanitary con-
ditions have contributéd to the loss of
tens of thousands of young lives in
{ Canada alone which might have been
{saved to the Empire if we had paid
more regard to public health require-
ments.

Healthier conditions of life in our
cities are needed now to aid us in
finishing this war; they are needed
even more to build up reservoirs of
strength for the future. Then, too,
the men who are sacrificing them-
selves at the front will have to be
replaced, and large gaps will have to
be filled. To prevent avoidable dis-
ease and death is to contribute to the
source of that real strength of the
Empire which to-day is undergoing its
supreme test.

In regard to finance, the war is af-
fecting our whole political and muni-
cipal structure thoughout Canada.
| We need to conserve our national re-
| sources, to encourage production, to
| reduce waste and unhealthy specula-
[tion. To accomplish these tasks suc-
cessfully we must plan for the future,
|so that our towns may produce
healthy citizens and be ready to face
times of stress and storm as well as
| times_of prosperity.—Conservation of
! Life.
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Before the introduction of soap,
! clothes were cleaned by ‘being trod-
lden upon in water.
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PEOPLE OF NOTE.

Interesting Facts Concerning Well-
Known Men and Women.
There was an idea, it is understood,
of publishing as a recruiting poster
an inspiring message from Lord Ese
her, who is now at the Front. The
design was actually got out, but was
not proceeded with. It is found the
pictoral poster answers much better
than that confined to letter-press.

The mildest-mannered man in the
world to talk to, Mr. Handel Booth,
who has been rebuking the talkers in
the House, can be most incisive and
vitriolic when he likes. He gained
his reputation during the debates on
the Insurance Bill, when he showed an
extraordinary knowledge of the sub-

| ject.

| -There is a street in Winsterminster,
London, which seems to be developing
|into a suffragette quarter, for most of
Ithe houses are occupied by adherents
of the cause. Amongst them is that
picturesque figure, “General” Drum-
mond, who used to ride a horse at the
head of the suffragette Embankment
processions, and who has more recent-
|ly devoted her energies to recruiting.
|

! Mr. Pike Pease, the assistant Brit-
ish Postmaster-General, used to be
the “bete noir” of the Radicals i
the old days because of his success
organizing snap divisions. - The result
was that he was the most carefully
watched man in the House. A great
believer in physical culture, he is one
of the strongest legislators that we
have—tall, broad-shouldered, and
very muscular. . *

One of the most fearless speakers
in the House of Commons is Sir Ar-
thur Markham, the Liberal M.P. for
Mansfield. He is always tilting a
lance at the Government, and appears
to have a boundless reservoir of data
on which to base his assertions. Much
of it comes to him in the shape of
letters from constituents and other
members of the public.

One of the most fascinating talks
on the war was delivered by the Dean
of St. Paul's not so long since. This
address was a revelation, inasmuch
as Dean Inge, who is known as “the
gloomy dean,” showed that he has a
delicious vein of humor in his nature.
It is his manner, perhaps, more than

this words, which has caused him to

be labelled as melancholy.

For some reason the Bishop of Lon-
don is regarded by the public as an
austere, severe dignitary of the
Church, who is never known to smile.
As a matter of fact, when out of the
pulpit he is very entertaining, cheery
company, and the other evening he
was to be met demonstrating the
lighter side of his nature to a number
of clerical friends, who laughed heart-
ily at his remarks.

Those who have the privilege of
coming into contact with Queen
Alexandra express themselves delight-
ed at the high everage of health n.i.‘n-
tained by her Majesty, who s to the
‘fore in all war charity activitics. The
small family luncheéon parties are a
pleasant institution at Marlborough
Hous¢, and give the opportunity for
family reunions at which latterly
some Russian royalty has invariably
been present.

*
THE HAPPY-~SHOEMAKER.
Did Not Like His Change of Envi-
ronment.

Once upon a time a Happy Shoe-
maker lived in a little village. He
was very wise as well as very happy,
and presently many people came to
see and talk to him. Then some of
those great people said he was wasted
in the little village and took him away
to live in a big house, where he had
fine clothes, servants, fine rooms, and
plenty to eat and drink.

He did not sing, however, so much
as he had sung when he lived in the
little village. But he was fond of
telling the children. about those by-
gone days.

“What was your home like?"” they

| would ask.

“It was small,” said the Shoemaker;
“not too big; small and comfortable.
There wasn't much furniture. I sat
all day on a fine wooden chair; a
clean, good, comfortable chair.”

“Had it cushions?” asked the chil-
dren.

“Cushions!
hate cushions!

I should think nat! I
Nasty, floppy things!

| It was a fine, handsome, bare wooden

air.”
“And what did you have for din-

¢

ne

“Good home-made bread and cheese
very often, with a draught of deli-
cious fresh water. /1 could go out
and draw the water from the pump
myself, and the pump was always
glad to see me, and gushed forth a
limpid stream of water into my pit-
cher with many a grunt and squeak of
pleasure while I turned the handle.
Ah, those were happy days,” said the
Shoemaker, folding his empty hands
wearily; “I used to sing all day long.”

“But what else did you do?’ asked

| the children.

“T worked,” said the Shoemaker.
* T,

Shy Shopper.

“That fellow has been
around the hosiery department
hours. Is he a shoplifter?”

“Oh, no,” said the foorwalker. “I
know the symptoms. He has been
ordered to buy some stockings for

dodging
for

. his wife, and he is trying to catch a

mement when ther/: are no women at
the hosiery counter.”




