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Woman Against Woman

or A Terrible Accusation.

CHAPTER XXVI—(Cont'd). \
“Not reason enough to overcome the |
fear of God in her heart,” he answer-
ed. “You will find her! There is
grief in my heart only for her suffer-
ing—not for her death. Temporary
aberration of the mind has taken her
away, but she is not dead! You will
“find Ailsa with her father!”
There was such firmness
cision in his manner that it carried
conviction even to the doctor. He
paused a moment, then exclaimed:

“Le 5

Dunraven went
eyes lowered before
bandaged ones.

“Yes,” he returned, hoarsely.

“Promige me that you will find her!”

“] promise you that T will find her
and that I will bring her back. Oh,
Lloyd, if you knew what I am suffer-
ing for my sin against her—your sis-
ter—"
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V't, old w! I know you to
been the simplest-hearted, the
selfish man on earth! What-
whatever has occurred, I
1 of blame for you, but
only the warmest friendship—the
most pure brotherly love!”

He was wringing Dunraven’s hand,
and Doctor Paxton turned aside, tears
dimming hiz own eyes is back was
toward the door, but in the mirror
facing him he saw Muriel’s face re-
flected. |

She was smiling, btit the expression
upon her countenance was that of a|
demon. Doctor- Paxton started, bare-
ly repressing a cry that would have
betrayed what he had seen.

He watched her, fascinated.

She ¥ oked at them contemptuously
until their hands had fallen apart, un-
til Dunraven had turned away, bowed
and broken, from the bed; then she
lifted her handkerchief to her eyes,
and a gentle sob jssued from it.

The doctor turned and looked at her,
but in the shaking figure there  waks
nothing to indicate that she was not
torn with grief. He watched Dun-
raven go up to her and lay his arms
about her shoulders—heard him mur-
mur softly:

“My poor Muriel, what sorrow have
I not brought into your life?”

She looked up at him for just a
moment, but it was enough. Doctor
Paxton was satisfied.

“Good Heavens!” he
“Who would ever have
possible 2"

“Come, Leslie!” he exclaimed aloud.
“We have no time to consider our-
selves now. Sorrow a luxury we
can’t afford. Come!

There are some
for tears, and w
raven turned tow

There was a p.
excruciating, gnaw ai A

e could scarcely understand—but he
did not hesitate. He followed Doc-
tor Paxton in silence from the roo

The docter did not speak as the
passed downstairs, but Dunraven ws
too preoccupied to notice the silence.

At the foot of the stairs they found
the coachman who had driven Ailsa
that morning, and easily discovered
the. address to which she had been
driven; but knowing they would be
denied admission should they go there
and seek her, they determined to be
guided by the men at the Pinkerton
office regarding her as well as in
their other search.

With what information the man
could give them, and accompanied by
the fisherman, they went at once to
the Pinkerton office and laid the two
cases before the great detective.

“One is simple encugh!” he ex-
claimed, when he had heard the two
cases. “I will detail men upon each
at once—the best men in my employ.
We can easily obtain a charge which
will give us a warrant to search Val-
worth’s house. The girl has reached
the age of consent, and he can not
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ries too deep
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keep her there if che does not desire
to remain. The other will require
more careful consideration. First of
all, the river near the fisherman’s
nets must be dragged. I will send a
man with you for the seal-skin cape
at once. Is thére anything by which

you could especially identify it?”
And remembering the clasp of
which Lloyd had spoken, the doctor
answered:

“Yes; a large gold clasp of un-
usual workmanship—Venetian, I
think—but peculiarly strong and
secure.”

“That is good. I will attend to
everything. There .is absolutely no-
t ¢ that you can do in this case
except to think of every point you
can in order to assist the men whom
I shall send you; but it may be as
well if both of you should be with
my man when he demands an en-
trance to Valworth’s house. And
now I must lo 1p his record and
see what charg will be possible

inst him.”

And if none should be?”
The great detec smiled.
“Then we shall make one,”

swered.

But he.did not knpw the man with
whom he had to deal. It s not
poor, weak, drunken Valworth, but a
stronger power—a demon in disguise,
a frenzied wolf in the clothing of a
sheep—Simonson, the Jew!

he an-

CHAPTER XXVIL

“Listen to me!” exclaimed Simon-
son, fastening his .eyes upon Ailsa,
and lifting his finger with a curiously
compelling gesture.

In spite of the sentence, which in-
dicated that he had something of im-
portance to say, he did not speak,
but stood there in the same attitude,
his finger lifted, his ugly, bulging
eves holding hers, a sort of fire leap-
ing from them in dull, fitful glow,
like. the waking and sleeping of a

It made her shiver
and with loathing, but
there was absolutely nothing of that
yielding to the influence which he had
expected.

Simonson was not slow to see it,
and a nson glow of rage surged
through his swarthy skin. He hated
her then more than he had ever lov-
ed her. Going up quite close to her,
he put out his ugly face so that it
almost touched her, his hot breath
scorching her cheek.

“You stand now proud and defiant,”
he hissed, “but you have yet to learn
the power of my revenge! You pre-

tend to love those friends whom you!

have just left. Well, then, my re-
enge shall not fall upon you alone,

you refuse what I have asked in
love and humility. You to know
what it will be? I shall not keep
you in the dark. Who taught Muriel
Ogden the art by which she controls
all around her? I! Who holds the
secret of her heart regarding. her
love for Leslie Dunraven? 1! Who
told her the way to remove obstacles
from her path; and place herself in
the position che covets? 1! Who
planned a revenge upon Leslie Dun-
raven for stealing you from me, and
upon Lloyd Ogden for kicking me
down-stairs, when I found you there
in their house? I! I! I! nd how
have I carried it all out? The house
in which Dunhraven had lived. for
years, in which his father and grand-
father had lived=-in which he had all
the articles of inestimable value,
which it had taken him years and
years to collect— burned to the
ground! Not one stone rests upon
another! And Lloyd Ogden is lying
at the door of death, his sight de-
stroyed forever!”

He straightened himself with a
sudden snap, the gleaming of his eyes
giving place to a smile that was more
hateful than all his frowns could be,
and looked down upon her with

_pride in his achievements.
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is to you that Mrs. Dunraven owés all
her misery, and Mr. Ogden  his

sight 7"
“To me!” he answered, touching his

’ “You did that?” she gasped.
|

breast with long, bony,
finger.

“You scoundrel!” Ailsa panted, her
own eyes flashing fire. “You incal-
{ culable villain! Much as I loathed
. you before, it was friendship and
estcem compared with the abhorrence
I feel now! Since you force it from
me, know that I would lie rotting in
perdition before becoming the com-
panion of such a whelp of cowardli-
ness and dastardliness as you!”

“Beware!” he cried, taking one step
nearer her, his face again upon a
level with her own, his fingers hold-
ing her wrist in a grasp like iron.

re! I give you one more trial!

, and £thel Dunraven shall die
before the morning, Muriel shall take
her place as Leslie Dunraven's wife,
and I shall think of a more bitter re-
venge still upon the man who would
have sacrificed his life to save yours.
You know I am not a man to threat-
en use y. You know that I am
able pable of carrying out my
desires. In addition to this, your fa-
ther shall answer for his crime—the
full penalty of the law. And you-
vou—you shail still be mine! If not
my wife, then another position less
respectable, and even . less t your
tastes. Y are in my power ab-
solutely as if a cave in the woc con-
tained us both. You think you can
escape, but there is no possibility of
it. You see this vial? I have but to
open it, to wave it once before your
nostrils, and you will lie there before
me like a dead thing. Mi Mine
in body and soul! Mine, with no
hand lifted to save you! Mine, with-
out the saving clause of matrimony!
Which shall it be? .My wife—or
my—"

He did not complete the detestable
sentence, the diabolical threat, but
looked at her, smiling like a demon,
watching the white and crimson that
flitted through her cheeks.
seen the fatal skull and cross <
that marked the bottle—had seen the
word “poison” in huge type ot the
top, and the smaller, but more potent
ones beneath: “Nitrate of Amyl!” A
loaded pistol held at her head would
have held less terror than that, for
the one would have meant death, with
a merciful God to face, the other
meant life, after certain unconscious-

in the power of an insatiable

one

d

Instead of the paralysis. of mental
force that usually results from g sit-
unation so fraught with terror, Ailsa
seemed to think with the quickness of
lightning. She realized at the same
moment the absolute necessity for
control of every feature and emotion.

She hosimtv‘v?. then lifted her hand
to her head with a dazed gesture.

“And if 1 agree,” she said at last,
vou will promise that Ethel Dunraven
shall be free of the influence that is
spoiling her life? You will premis
that ?”

He lifted his head exultantly.

“] promise,” he answered readily
enough.

There was
to control upon her features,
was too exultant to unders

“Then, God help me, I y

She bowed her head upon her hands
and Simonson sprang toward the
door. He threw it open, and motion-
ed the man outside to enter.

Wit
man entered the room, and stood
there looking from one to the other of
the singular trio—Dowd Valworth, as
s ilent as if suddenly stricken dumb;
Nathan Simonson, flushed and tri-
umphant; Ailsa, bowed and bent with
anguish. But he had not long to re-
main in ignorance of what was desir-
ed of him.

“We wish you to marry us, sir, this
young lady and I,” announced Simon-
son his hands rubbing each other
with a washing motion, his guttural
accent and smiling visage gi g the
words a peculiar sound.

But almost before they were finish-
ed, Ailsa had flung up her head.

She started slightly when she saw
before her a man of great age, his
white beard hanging over the front
of his shirt, his long white hair
reaching his shoulders, his hands thin
and white as blue-lined paper. Still,
it was her last hope, though a forlorn
one.
| “It is false, sir!” she cried de
| ately, rushing forward and catch
his hand in hers. “I beseech you to
help me! These two men—one my
own father, Heaven help me!—h:
betrayed me into a trap. I abhor th
man as a scoundrel and a criminal! I
entreat of you to save me from them!
Death would be a thousand times pre-
ferable to becoming that man's wife!
I entreat you to save me!”

The unhappy man looked from
to the other of the two

lisgust beyond all power
but he

one

agg!

dirty |

h a slow, quiet step the clergy-

men, Dowd |

Valworth
smiling.

“What does this mean?” he asked,‘
helplessly. “Does the young lady
speak the truth?”

“Unhappily, she does, sir,” answer-
ed Simonson, insinuatingly. “But it
is_in order to save her from absolute |
ruin that her dear father and I have
thought of this at least honoml»lcl
marriage.” Look at her, sir! Does|
she look as if she belonged to such!
surroundings as these? Her"dress is|
that belonging to the daughter of a|
millionaire! Only to-day, by a ruse,|
we persuaded her to come back to her[
dear father, whose heart is breaking‘
over her conduct. He might bear it
were she living in this gilded shame
with 2 man who might be persuaded
to make her his wife; but, sir, he|
has a wife already—a wife whose|
:l\‘.’l[( is breaking because of his neg- |
ect.”

Simonson had never even glanced

;ard Ailsa” while telling his foul

but even had he done so he would
have proceeded without a quiver in
his treacherous voice.

She was looking at him_in dismay,

v his cold audacity, quiver-
ing in every nerve with indignation,
vet powerless to repudiate the loath-
some charges he was bringing against
her.

The clergyman looked at her re-
proachfully, her gown lending truth
to the statement that had been made.

“My child,” he said, slowly, “I re-|
gret more than I can say to hear this.
There is nothing that I can do in the
case. I can not marry you to this just
and good man against youf will; but
let me advise you, for the sake o
your soul to do what he asks, and
leave the life of sin and shame into
which you have fallen. Think of the
God whom you will be forced to one
day meet;, and, before it is eternally
too late, redeem the error of your
past. This noble man will save you,
if you will but listen to his prayer.
In the name of Heaven, I entreat you
to hear him!- You are beyond the age
when yvou can be commanded as a
child, but 1 appreciate the, despera-
tion of a father that stops at nothing

a wayward daughter upon the
ard path to destruction.

During the long harangue Ailsa had
had an opportunity to control herself
to some degree, and as the old man,
accustomed all his life to preaching,
paused for breath, she cried out:

“Stop, ‘sir!  You shall not believe
the foul lie they have uttered against
me, originated by this man, and ac-
quiesced in by my father through his
silence. It is not true! 1 left home
se my father would have beaten

rved me into a marriage with
this wretch, whom I despise. I found
friends—loyal, true friends—who will
convince you of their sincerity as well
as mine, If you will but assist me to
return to them. As a man of God, I
ge you not to_ commit the error
bandoning me to these wretches!
Surely my own father can not speak
the vile falschood that this man has
uttered! Speak to him! Ask him!”

In bewilderment, the old clergyman
turned to Dowd Valworth. Already
the weak, blurred eves had wandered
toward Simonson. Slowly, almost im-
perceptibly, the old Jew had made
his way across the narrow floor to his
side, and, without being seen, had laid
his hand upon Valworth. The shift-
ing eves of the drunkard glazed

, and he stood there in stolid

still silent, Simonson stilll

beeca
and s

3
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silence.
“What have you to say, Mr. Val-
worth?"” the clergyman asked, im-

man has said—is true,”
anewered Dowd Valworth, in mechan-
ical assent.
(To be continued.)
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A VAIN HOPE.
German Si\i,’)ping Cannot Recover |
From the War for a Cieneration.

As an extraordinary instance of the |
triumph of hope over experience, two
extracts from an article by Dr. W.|
Stein, a German shipping expert, in |
The Hamburg Fremdenblatt, on “The
Future of German Shipping,” may be
submitted, says the Wall street Jour- |
nal. Here is his estimate of the capi- |
talization of the German maritime
trade, which is probably below the
mark:

“It would not be excessive to place |
this amount as high as 1,000,000,000 !
marks. The two largest German |
shipping companies, the Norddeuts-
cher Lloyd and the Hamburg-Ameri-
can Line, have between them a work-
ing capital of 400,000,000 mar In
addition to these, there are the Ger-
man East Africa Line, the Woermann
Line, the Hansa and many other com-
panies and private owners, both large
and small. !

¢ the German merchant marine.

'yards.

| probable to-day
¥ S v
| possibility if the war continues

There’s a Flavour of Distinction
in every cup of

"SALADA"

—something intangible but truly entrancing. Skilful

blending of the finest

‘hill-grown’ teas and scrupulous

cleanl.iness in preparation is the secret. This flavour
constitutes the individuality of SALADA and will

never change, no matter how costs may rise.

B79

these have lain idle.”
Not to say that German vessels
have been captured and sunk, and

others are eating their heads off in
neutral or German ports,

The real

loss is apalling. Doctor Stein thinks

,that it will all come back, and that

it will be made up by compensation
and indemnities.
grows more improbable with every
day of war.

But Dr. Stein assumes a sweeping
victory for Germany, including the
destruction of the allied fleet, which
is the only thing that could restore
It is
a task that would take years to ac-
complish, and would leave a world so
exhausted that compensation would be
hopelessly out of the question, while
the vessels laid up would be largely
worthless. But the Herr Doctor’s
optimism is incurable:

“The loss and destroyed ships must
be replaced as soon as possible. Our
shipbuilders will have enough em-
ployment for all their hands, for we
shall be very unwilling to allow any
of our ships tq, be built at English
There is every prospect that
after the war there will 'be more
ships sailing under the German flag
than ever before. It may certainly be
expected that the community of inter-
est agreement entered into between
the Norddetitscher Lloyd and the
Hamburg-American Line will become
closer than ever after the war. That
the
is' hardly probable.”

He does not realize that those fav-
orable trade treaties extorted by Ger-

hand grasping the ancient umbrella

‘ The prospect for'
'indemnity for anybody, in any event,

pool will again be brought to life |

many have been abrogated, that she|

has incurred the enmity of the whole
world. This is bound to make itself
felt in just such discrimination as
Germany exercises against her own
competitors in her colonial ports, in
pite of the freedom and equal treat-
ment she was allowed in every port of
the British Empire.

And he forgets that the concession
of favorable rates on the German

ilroads came out of the German
taxpayers’ pocket. With the terrific
burden of the war cost, how can any-
thing more be laid upon the shoulders
of the German taxpayer: without -driv-
ing him to abandon the country in de-
spair, even as the Eastern Roman
Empire depopulated itself in similar
circumstances ?

Rehabilitation of the German mer-
cantile marine, within the lifetime of
any but her younger citizens, is ilp~
and will be an im-
for

another year.

EMPRESS EUGENIE.

Now in Her Ninetieth Year With Face |

Furrowed With Sorrow.

Eugenie, once,, Empress of the
French, entered upon her ninetieth
year May 4, passing the day at Farn-
borough, her country
in the midst of British soldiers quar-
tered in the convalescent hospital she
has established in a wing of her
house.

An old woman, with snow-white
hair gathered into a tight little knob
at the base of the neck, the eyes
shielded by big goggles, and the fore-
head by the drooping black veil of
an antiquated hat, the stout frame
enveloped in the shapeless folds of a
black woollen ulster and the throat
swathed in a black woolen muffler,
the former Empress made her ap-
pearance upon the lawn where the
men who were able to be wheeled out

at in England, |

which has never been opened, to any
one's knowledge, being a subterfuge
for a crutch, her companion for many
years, and in the other the ebony
cane which is frankly an aid to in-
firmity, she made her way among
the soldiers extending her hand in
greeting and recetving their tongratu-
lations with bowed head.

Thus she has held her last court.

The tragic-eyed nonagenarian dress-
ed in mourning, whose face is furrow-
ed with care and figure bent with
sorrow as well as age, bears to-day
little trace of the radiant beauty
which enraptured the world . when
she was crowned as the consort of

Napoleon IIL s“Apd the sick soldier
boys in thcil‘;/yroll khaki uniforms,
who smiled ;:“QF efully upon her as

their benefactof, boré small resemb-
lance to the courtiers who used to
crowd her salons at the Palace of the
Tuileries.

With a fortune of $15,000,000, the
bulk of it to be dedicated after her
death to the restoration of the Bona-
partist regime in France, and a vol-
uminous biography compiled by a
staff of genealogical experts and sec-
retaries to be published three years
after she is gone, Eugenie has ar-
ranged her own niche in history. The
mausoleum in the Benedictine Abbey
at Farnsworth, which she built as
the last resting place of her husband
and son, has long since had an addi-
tion constructed after her plans for
her own coffin.

Eugenie was trained for a brilliant
marriage by her mother, a young
widow in Paris in 1834.

Napoleon III fell in love with her
at a hunting, party. He married her
and Eugenie became the acknowl-
edged empress of fashion; she de-
cided the styles of two continents;
$20,000 was expended every month
upon her own wardrobe and her
dresses sparkled with diamonds or
shimmered with lace worth $1,000 a
yard. Her collection of fans, furs,
laces, and jewels was the most mag-
nificent of any sovereign. She was
brilliantly accomplished. Her fea-
tures were as delicately chiselled as
a Greek medallion, her complexion
exquisitely fair, and her abundant
hair was of the richest auburn.

In 1869 she was the cynosure of
all eves and the most feted person
among the numerous royal visitors

| gathered at Cairo for the opening of

the Suez Canal. In 1870, when .Ger-
many utterly defeated France, she

s glad to steal out of Paris in the
carriage of the American dentist, Dr.
Evans, and, arriving in London, to
lose herself in the crowd. Napoleon

'II1. died in England three years after

Sedan.
S

The Rule Applied.

A school teacher of ‘more than gen-
erous proportions was giving her
class of boys a certain informal rule
of measurement. She began: “Twice
around my thumb, once around my
wrist; twice around my wrist, once
around my neck; twice around my

i =
neck, once around my waist—"

|

“And twice around yer waist, once
around de city hall,” added a rude
youngster.

Nothing Lost.

Hobson—“My
anything.”

Dobson—*No."”

Hobson—*“No.
into the hash; and if it isn't, it

wife never wastes

If it’s edible it goes
will

“Since the beginning of the war all in invalid chairs awaited her. In one do to trim a hat.”

NOW THE TURKS FIRE TORPEDOES ‘AT THE ALLIES WARSHIFSTROM RiR .

This picture gives some idea of the fighting at the Dardanelles and the difficult task before the Allies!, warships. Not only is there serious dan-

ger from mines and submarines, but the Turks’ torpedoes fired from carefully concealed positions unon{ulhe rocks are a constant menace and make
it dangerbtis for the ships to operate close to shore. in the a
torpedo just leaving one of the guns. "

Torpedoes fired from the land were used

sso-Japanese war.

' POSITIONS ALONG ROCIY.SHORE OF PARDANELLES.

The picture shows

| of things.
| considering, and I am inclined to say
{ that as regards that part of the work
{ in which I have been able to render

{ our foes.

VIEWS OF A BCIENTIST.

The Longer the War tha Better for
Great Britain.

The London Daily Chronicle prints
an interview with Sir William Crooks,
by Harold Begbie, wherein the emin-
ent scientist gave his Views on the
war. He said—

“I think we started badly; we were
certainly not as well prepared as Ger-
many. I do not know that anybody
can rightly be blamed for that state
We have done very well,

the authorities some help, the country
will very soon be on an equality with
There is no need for any
anxiety, certainly no need for panie.

“It looks as if it will be a long war,
but the longer it lasts the stronger
will be the power of the Allies. We
must simply get ourselves to wear
out the Germans. To do that we have
only to press steadily and quietly for-
ward on our road. We have not to
take cities and execute wonderful
marches. All we have to do is to go
on with our absolute and unquestion-

! able duty of thinning the enemy. We

must stay longer; we must sap him;
we must weaken him at every point;
we must destroy him by inches. After
that we can enter his country and do
what we like with it.

“A great thing for men to convince
themselves of is that this war will be
won not by fury of attack and not by
gallantry, but simply by hanging on.
He who hangs on longest will win,
and a man need not think very pro-
foundly to assure himself that where-
as we can hang on almost indefinite-
ly the German cannot. Every day
might be called a victory for ‘the
Allies. Time fights for us.”

Asked his opinion on the employ-
ment of asphyxiating gas Sir William
said—*“On the whole I am against its
use by the Allies. The Germans have
gone to the devil to help them. I
don't like to think that we, with our
just cause, should . go to the same
source for assistance, but I can see
the justice of argument in favor of
employing gas. We in Britain, I be-
lieve, have now made our prepara-
tions in this respect, and it rests with
the authorities to decide whether our
troops should be supplied with such a
weapon. If it is possible I should
like to win with clean hands.

“We must destroy the Germans.
There can be no other end for civiliz-
ed mankind. I take it the German
Empire will fall into its original parts.
It will be left with no power of at-
tack; it'will never again be an or-
ganized machine for world mastery.”
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BRITAIN'S RESOURCES.
As War Progresses Her Strength In-
creases by Leaps and Bounds.

The resources of the different na-
tions engaged in this great war are of
much interest, says the Stirling (Scot-
land) Sentinel. When the war broke
out last August the apparently over-
whelming strength of the German
army seemed to leave little chance for
the “contemptible little British army,”
as the Kaiser described it, but behold
now when the conflict has raged near-
ly eleven months the British army
hasg'increased by at least two millions,
composed of men who have voluntar-
ily enlisted to fight their country’s
battles—men drawn from every sta-
tion in life, and many who have trav-
elled thousands of miles in response
to the call of King and country. Un-
doubtedly this has been an unwelcome
surprise to the Huns. They judged
from too narrow a view of the unity
and love of the home Briton and the
Colonial for the Union Jack, a flag,
which they know stands for true free-
dom. The British Government are
now reaping an abundant harvest of
patriotism, the.result of their wise
and beneficent rule. German Kultur
can only offer Militarism to its citi-
zens, a system which crushes the in-
dividual and sorely lacks the elasticity
which commercial life requires, and
affords abundant proof that Ger-
many's Colonial policy, limited as it
was (for her Colonies are now things
of the past) gave no prospect of tha
prosperity which attends British
methods. The population of the Brit-
ish Empire is 435 millions, all of which
are eager to support the flag. The
population of the German Empire is

| 65 millions, which should prove to the
| most pessimistic among us that

the
struggle can only end in victory for
the British. If this country had pre-

| pared for_war for even a fourth of

the time Germany has been prepar-
ing, her military like her naval posi-
tion would have been overwhelming,
but the ways of the British people are
totally different from those of the
German. Perfect freedom for all
classes and communities character-
izes the British policy, and this bene-
ficent policy accounts for that great
wonder to Continental Europe, that as
the war progresses her strength in-
creases by leaps and bounds.
+
German Outlook Dark.

Great Britain has enormous invest-
ments abroad-—estimated at $20,000,-
000,000—which provide her with a -
handsome revenue, says Henry Clews,
of New York. To this must be added
the profits upon her foreign com-
merce, the largest in the world; upon
her shipping, representing nearly one-
half the world’s tonnage; and upon
her domestic industries, all of which
are highly developed. If it be true,
as Lloyd Geory'e predicted, that suc-
cess in this war would ultimately de-
pend upon financial resources, the out-
look for Germany is anythirg tat gn-
couraging.




