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CHAPTER XV.
The Search.

Hunt’s expression was mnot polite, nor
was it intended for ears feminine. His
almost eager face fell; he was evidently
thinking of nothing else but his paper.
He would have ruined every kingdom in
the universe, including the State that
gave him birth, to get'a scoop on his
rivals. Just for a moment it flashed
across his mind that he had been betrayed
for higher money.

But that was hardly possible. No Eng-
lish paper would have dared to give the
information to the world. It would have
aroused the indignation of every patriotic
Briton, and the circulation of even the
yellowest in the world would have suf-
fered. And the expression of the coun-
tess’s face was no acting.

“It seems almost incerdible,” Hunt said.
#Please tell me all about it.”

The countess proceeded- to relate the
story. It seemed to him that the case
was not quite hopeless after all. True,
he would not be able to enjoy the pros-
‘pective triumph of his paper over the

_ others, but as an able and adroit’ journ-
alist he would know how to get out of the
difficulty.

“Well, you have a clue anyway,” he
said. “Miss Galloway is a strikingly beau-
tiful girl, with a very marked type of
loveliness, and if the thief was so like
her as to make your maid certain that
Miss Galloway was the real thief, the
culprit is mnot far to seek. You don’t
think yourself—" ;

“That Vera Galloway is the thief? Of
course not. The thing is physically impos-
sible. Besides, Vera Galloway does not
take the alightest interest in politics. She
is quite a butterfly. And yet the whole
thing is very strange. What puzzles me
most is the infinite aoqmi(r;‘t:eoe the thief
appears to have with my h . She could
not have walked in like that to my bed
room unless ehe had a fme" knowledge of
the geography of the place.

s umfe}; stirring balf column of {

" Hunt said—“showing no connection bH2-
tween your loss and that Asturian busi-
ness, of course. We'll hint that the pa-
pers were stolen by somebody who fancied
that che had a claim on your vast Russian
estates. See what I mean. And we'll
malke fun of the fact that your maid recog-
nized Miss ay as the culprit. That
will set people talking. We'll offer a re-
ward of £100 for a person who first finds
the prototype of Miss Galloway. See? Un-
less I'm greatly mistaken, we shall preci-
ous soon get to the bottom of this busi-
ness.”

I
The countess nodded and smiled approv-

ingly. The cunning little scheme appealed
to her. She pushed her plate and glass
away with which she had been toying. At
the same moment a waiter came In and
banded her a mnote, whieh ehe opened and
read with a flushed face.

“Tt appears as if the police had actually
.succeeded in doing something for once,”
ghe said. “This is from one of the Scot-
land Yard men, saying that a woman In
black dress and veil, answering to the de-
seription given by Annette, has been taken
to Charing Cross Hospital, after being
knocked down by a passing cab. This may
pr may not mean anything, but it is dis-
tinctly encouraging. Iam told that I shall
know more in the morning. But that is
not good enough for me_.'_" .

“Don’t do anything impetuous, Hunt
gaid amxiously. .

“T am mot in the habit of doing impuls-
fve things,” the countess Vreplied.._ “At the
game time, I am going to Charing Cross
Hospital tonight to make sare. It is quite
time we finished this discussion, as you
have to alter your plans and write that

ragraph. Let us be going.”

A little later and the countess was pro-
peeding in her brougham eastwards. Hun_t
had parted from Lechmere, too, after the
latter had derived his useful piece of in-
formation from ‘the sertled editor. But
the countess did mot know anyﬂ_xmg of
that. And as she was .approac}ung the
well-known hospital, Jessie Harcourt was
reaching it in anothes direction in the
motar-car of Lascelles,
*Pongo.”. The mearer !
ber destination the more nervous did the
girl become. . ;

“Awfully jolly ride,” Lascgllm grinned.
»Glad you put that btack thing over your
head, though. It’s a pity to cut the thing
ghort, but I suppose the joke has gone far
enough?” i

“Not quite,” Jessie said between her
teeth. “I am going to confide in you, Mr.
Lascelles—"

“Call me ‘Pongo’ just now,” the other

gaid in tones of deep Teproach.| “It se€ms

to me—" ;

“Well, Pongo, then—dear Pongo, if yeu
fike,” Jessie said desperately. “] am going
to confide in you. I want you to put me
down close to the hospital, and then you go

back without me. You may infer
that I did mot care for . the
business, and that I returned home

by the front door. Then at the end of
half an hour or so, you are to declare
that the sport is over for the night and
ride off as if seeking your chauffeur. After
that-you are to come here and fetch me
back. You understand?”’

It was quite plain, from the blank ex-
pression of Lascelles’ face, that he did
not understand. The familiar air had left
him; he had grown stiff and almost stern.

“f don’t quite follow,” he eaid. SO
course, if I choose to play the ass—which,
by the way, I am getting a Little tired of
—why, that hurts nobody. But when a
Jady whom I respect and admire asks me
to become a party, don’'t you know, to
what looks like some—er—vulgar assigna-
Gm

“You are wrong,’ Jessie cried. ‘“You
are a gentleman; you have more eense
than I expected. I pledge you my word of
honor that this is no assignation. It is
a case of life and death, a desperate case.
I am going into the hospital; it is im-
portant that nobody e¢hould know of my
visit—none of my own friends, I mean. I
could come back in a hansom, but danger
lies that way. I have no money for one
thing. Mr. Lascelles, please believe that
I am telling the truth.”

The girl’s troubled eyes turned:. on the
listener’s face.  Lascelles would have been
less than a man had he not yielded, sore-
ly against his judgment as it was.

“T'll do it,” he said.
yet appealed to me in vain. Beeause
I play the aes people think that I don’t
notice ‘things, but they are mistaken.
T've never done anything yet to be
ashamed of, anyway. And I'm not going
to begin now.
are making a great sacrifice for somebody
else. If I could feel quite sure that that
somebody else was a—"" i
“Woman? It is a woman! I felt

her theart beat more

. kept

“No woman ever

It seems to me that you
| !mma‘s now, as I think {t le & medicine thad

quite

sure that I could rely upon you. Now
please go back and act exactly as I have
suggested. When you come to know the
truth—as assuredly "you shall some day—
I am quite certain that you will never re-

‘pent what you are doing tonight.”

Lascelles was equally certain of it. He
was quite convinced now that he was no
party to anything wrong. All the same,
his face was very grave as he helped Jes-
sie from the car, and placed her wrap
more carefully around her. It was a Jong
black wrap, covering her head and face
and reaching to the ground, so that the
girl’s rich dress was quite hidden.

“Half an hour,” Jessie whispered. “It
may be a little Jonger. I can trust your
discretion. At first T was a little afraid
that perhaps you might—but in your new
character you are quite reliable. Do not
stay any longer or we shall attract atten-
tion.”

Lascelles wheeled his car round and

started westward once more. Jessie hesi- |

tated just a minute to make quite sure
that she had her permit in her pocket,
when a two-horse brougham dashed up.
Evidently some fashionable doctor sum-
moned in a hurry, Jessie thought. But
when she looked again at the, perfectly
appointed equipage, with its fine horses
and its silver harness, she knew better.
The thing was too fashionable and glit-
tering for a doctor; besides, no man in

the profession would use such a turn-out |

at night. Then, as Jessie looked again,
violently as she
recognized the face of the occupant. It
was the Countess Saens. What did she
want at this hour of the night? No er-
rand of mercy, Jessie felt quite sure, for
the Countess Saens did not bear that
reputation.

Then ‘like a flash it came to the girl
standing hesitatingly on the pavement.
The countess had found eome clue, poss-
ibly through the assertions of the maid
Annette that the sham Miss Galloway
was the thief who was responsible for
the burglary. It was possible for such
a train of thought to be started and
worked out logically in that brilliant
brain.. But there was one other thing that
Jessie would have given a great deal to
know—How had the countess discovered
that the real Miss Galloway was detain-

ed by an accident at Charing Cross Hos- |

pital?

Well, Jessie would know in a very few
minutes. The countess istepped out of
her carriage and made her way into the
hall of the hospital. She could be seen
talking to the porter, who shook his
head. Evidently the countess was asking
for something that was against the rules.
Again a man shook his head. Jessie felt
that a crisis was at hand. She stood on
the pavement hesitatingly, so eager that
her hand fell from her face; her features
were distinct and lovely in the strong
rays of light. A man walking past her
in a great hurry stopped, and an exclam-
ation broke from him.

“Vera!” he said hurriedly. “Vera,
won’t you speak to me? Great heavens!
A chance like this—" :

Instantly Jessie guessed what had hap-

pened. ‘She was face to face with Vera’s|

lover, Charles Maxwell!”,

—_————

CHAPTER XVIL
Was it Russia?

Dr. Varney went slowly and thought-
fully back to the house after seeing Jessie
start on her adventure. The brilliant old
scientist had ample food for thought as
he walked along. It was not as if he did
not thoroughly grasp the situation. He
bad a reputation for something besides
medicine; his practice largely lay amongst
diplomatists and statesmen. Once, even
he had been summoned to a consultation
on the illness of a king.

So that he knew most of the inner
political game by heart. He could be
bold and discreet at the same time. Very
little of the scandal that hung over the
Asturian throne like a blighting cloud
was hidden from him. He could have
placed his finger on the fatal blot at once.

In the library, Lord Merehaven with
Ronald Hope and Lechmere were still
talking over matters. Sir Reginald Lan-
cing had disappeared, to Varney’s relief.
The stricken old man had avowed him-
self to be better. He was sorry that he
had obtruded his grief on his friends; he
would like to go home at once; he did
not wish for anybody to accompany him.

“All this is very irregular,” Lord Mere-
haven was saying as Varney joined the
group again and carefully closed the door
behind him. ‘“According to all prece-
dent I should not discuss this matter with
you gentlemen at all.”

“But think what we may accomplich,”

BOILS ALL OVER HIS
FACE AND NECK

BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS
DID FOR HIM

m-

Almost every patent ni®dicine,
.0 cure boils, I could get hold of,
till without success. At last o
pring, someone happened to say;

try taking Burdock Blood tters for
the blood ?”’ I was wimng to {’nnythlng
and immediately sent for a bott! ut at t

time was doubtful if it would of any use.

However, I used-that bottle anfwhile 1 was
taking it T began to feel better, afthough I still
aving & few boils but not- nearly such
ones. Idid not missany work, while other-

! wise, I used to miss, vometimes, a Week out of

over{ monih. I kepton taking the medicine
until I had taken six bottles, and needless to
gay, I was notsorry I did so when I tell you
Ibave not had a boll appear for the past three
months, Everybody was surprised when they
heard that Burdook Blood Bittershad done for
me what four doctors failed to Ges If any suf
ferers are affiicted with boils, I would strongly
advise them to use B.B.B. It makes (ou el
like & new man. I alwayskeep s bottle in the

should be in every housebold.

Yours truly,
KENSE A, SMTTH.

| Ronald said eagerly.

|
|
\
| himself responsible
|

4 gome.

rdark eyes.
{ recover herself, but she had betrayed her-

“The whole scandal

may be averted. I fancy that you can

| trust everybody here, my lord.”

“I have been the recipient of a few
secrets in my time,” Lechmere said drily.
“Lord Merehaven will not forget what
my audacity accomplished!in the Moscow

| case.”

“Officially, I know nothing about it,”
Lord Merehaven murmured. ‘“Officially

“Officially you know nothing about this

| matter,” Lechmere interrupted with some |

“A  Minister cannot hold
for the statements
made in an irresponsible paper which is
| notoriously controlled by Americans, The

impatience,

) | Mercury suggests that certain papers have

| been stolen, and that, one of the culprits
| has fled, whilst the other has committed
{ suicide. Who shall say that Mr. Maxwell
has fled’ Certainly he has departed sud-
denly for Paris. Unfortunately, Captain
Lancing has committed suicide. At the
same time, it is a notorious fact that he
has had heavy losses at cards and on the
turf, which may account for everything.
And as to those papers alleged to be
| stolen, why, Lord Merehaven had them
lin his own hands at seven o’clock to-
| night.”
| “An excellent piece of political logic,”
lsaid Lord Merehaven. “I could mot have
given a better explanation from my place
{in the House. But I fear that if I were
| pressed to say that I had taken steps to
| discover if those papers were intact—.
You see my position?”

“I must speak plainly,” Lechmere went
| on. “It is any odds that the papers have
| The thing has been arranged for
| some time; the house where the papers

| were to be handed over to the arch thief

| ney walked coolly up the staircase.

that the brilliant society creature, Coun-
tess Saens, is really one of the cleverest
adventuresses in Europe—a police spy,
passing as a kind of socialiet and the rest.
If I could see the King of Asturia—""
“You shall,” Varney snapped out. “You
chall see him before half an hour has
passed. Stay where you are and— Stop!
Hope, keep an eye on Prince Mazaroff,
and sce that he does not Jeave the house.”

OHAPTER XVII.
A Bow at a Venture.

With a etrong feeling of congratulation
that he had gleaned the svhole story of her
wild adventure from Jessie Harcourt,Var-
He
had little difficulty in locating the room
where the dissolute ruler of Asturia lay.
It was the only locked door in that cor-
ridor, and he had the key in his pocket,
which key, it will be remembered, Jessie
handed over to him.

The lights were still burning there; the
king still lay in the huddled uniform of
Gencral Maxgregor on the bed. At the
.end of the corridor a telephone gleamed.
Varney crossed over and called up his
own confidential servant, to whom he gave
a long message. This being done, he re-
turned to the hedroom and carefully lock-
ed the door beliind him. He crossed over
to the bed and shook the royal occupant
much as a policeman shakes a drunken
tramp asleep in a gutter.

“Get up,” he said. “Get up; you are

wanted at once. And drink this—do you
hear?”

The blear-eyed wretch sat up in bed. He
was shaking from head to foot. His hands
| shopk as he held them out for the con-

l was actually fixed. The arch thief, taking | tents of the bottle that Varney was hold-

the thing as a sebtled fact, gave a broad|ing—the rest of the drug that had been

| outline of what was going to happen to
| the editor of the Evening Mercury. He
| saw a chance of a ‘scoop,” and decided to
| take the chance of the papers not being
! delivered. If there was a hitch at the
last moment, Hunt could easily wiggle
out of it. But the papers changed hands,
t and Hunt’s bold plan was justified. Lanc-
ing saw the paragraph and shot himself.”

“But why should he shoot himself?”
. Lord Merehaven asked.

“I fancy that is pretty obvious,” Lech-
mere went on. “Lancing was betrayed.
Don’t you see that Hunt promised tomor-
row to give a precis of the stolen docu-
ments? If my deductions are correct,
| Lancing only borrowed the papers on the
| distinet understanding that they should
be returned. Lancing had a large sum
of money for that act of his. If we find
that he had considerable cash about him
I shall be certain, No sooner had he part-
ed with the papers than he was coolly be-
trayed. The receiver of the papers simp-
ly laughed at him. Who was the receiver
of the papers?’

“Some foe of England,” Lord Merehaven
said. “A Russian agent probably. : If
those papers are made public we shall
have our trouble for our pains in Asturia,
and Russia will buy the King of Asturia
out. So far, I can see this thing quite
plainly.”

“You are right beyond a doubt, my
lord,” Lechmere went on. ‘With your
permission I am going to locate exactly
where those papers went.
a woman.”

“I should doubt that,” Lord Merehaven
said.  “I ehould doubt it very much in-
deed.”

“Nevertheless, I am going to prove it
to you,” said Lechmere.

“Those papers must have been disposed
of after seven o’clock tonight. By nine
o’clock Lancing had read in print how
he had been cruelly betrayed. Well, with
all his faults, Lancing was a man of high
courage. He had great physical strength

that paragraph and saw that he had been
deluded. Did he go off and shoot himself
at once Not he! He got up from the
dinner table of his club quite quietly and
called a hansom. Obviously he was go-
ing to lose no time in seeing the person
to whom he delivered the important State
papers. Is that logic?”

The listeners standing round the fire-
place admitted that it was. Interest was
painted on every face.

“We know now that Lancing failed in
his mission' which was proved by the fact
that he returned to his club and shot
himself there. Now, I conclude that
Lancing did not fail to find his deceiver.
He would not have given up the search
so easily as all that. It was not the
man’s character, nor could the deceiver
have left London, because it was impera-
tive that the same deceiver should be on
the spot to watch the progress of events.
My idea is that Lancing saw the deceiver
and failed to get the papers back.”

“Then where does his strength and
courage come in ” Merehaven asked.
“Remember that you began to draw a
series of inferences from that same cour-
age.”

“I have not finished yet, my lord,”
Lechmere said quietly. “Lancing failed
because his courage and personal strength
was useless in this case. If he had been
dealing with a man he would not have
hesitated. But poor Lancing was seri-
ously handicapped by the fact that he
had a woman for his antagonist. You
can’t ill-treat a woman; you can’t damage
her features and knock her teeth out.
And ‘that is why Lancing failed. He saw
the woman, and she laughed at him. She
defied him to do his worst., He could
not denounce her without proclaiming his
own shame, and the clever woman traded

lon that. Therefore Lancing went and
| shot himseif. What do you think of my
argument?

It was evident from the silence that
followed that each of the little group
was considerably impressed by the clear
logic of the speaker’s story. It was mnot
often that Lechmere eaid so muoch,though
his reputabion had been solved by him.
riend is absolutely right,’- Var-
ney sgid at length. “The more I think
f igf the more certain I am. Perhaps
n tell us the name of the woman?”’
hat I am also in a position to do,”
chmere proceeded, without the slight-
t shade of triumph ia his voice. “Ac-
eident helped me to that. In the hall
some time ago there was a little scene

| between Countess Saens and her maid.
i | The maid came to say that a strange rob-
a | bery had taken place at the house of the
d | countess. Nothing had been taken but

papers from a certain drawer. Now I
was close by and heard that, and I had

la good opportunity of seeing that lady’s
| face.

Rage, anger, despair, murder al-
most, danced like so many devils in her
The countess was quick to

' self to me. I did not think so very much
of this at the time, but when I
subsequently saw the countess leave the
house and subsequently find that she had
gone off to have supper with Hunt of the
Evening Mercury in a private room at
. the Carlton, I knew as well as if she had
| told me that ehe had met Hunt to tell
him why she-could not give him the
chance of printing the crux of thosestolen
papers in the morning edition of the Mer-
| cury—for the simple reason that the papers
\ had in turn been stolen from her.”
Ronald Hope turned as if to speak, then
as suddenly changed his mind.
be a mistake to etill further complicate
matters at this junction, he thought.

“It was to Countess Saens that Lancing |
Lechmere said | per box, or five boxes for $1.00. By mail
lfrom N. C. Polson & Co., Hartford, Qoxn.,

”»

delivered those papers,
finally. ‘Lord Merehaven looks dubious;
but his lordship dres Dot knaw and T An

They went to |

as well. What did he do directly he read

administered to'Sir Reginald Lancing.

“I ‘hope it won’t hurt me,” the king
whispe'r’ed. “My doctor there, Dr. Var-
ney——""

Maxwell stared at Jessie in a dull,
wooden kind of way, as if the whole
thing were past his comprehension.

“Yes,” he said, “there is a difference,
but it is so subtle that even I should not
have noticed it unless you had called my
attention to it. But I know who you are
now. You are Miss Harcourt, daughter
of Colonel Harcourt, late of the —th. I
| have often told Vera of the wonderful
| likeness between you. If you should ever
{ meet her in private life—"
| “I bave met her, I am personating her
at the present moment,” Jessie whis-
| pered.

“Amazing!” Maxwell exclaimed. “But
I understood that you were—that you had
been—in short—"
| “Enggaged in a Bond Street shop,” Jes-
sie finished the sentence. “So I was till
today, when I was discharged through no
fault of my own. Miss Galloway gent for
me to take her place. Secretly I thave
| played her part all this evening. And
i she went away dressed in my simple black
| clothes—"’

i “But why?”’ Maxwell demanded jealous-
ly. “Why all this absurd mystery?”’

“Surely you can guess? Why do you
]pok so suspicious? I am not altogether
{in Miss Galloway’s confidence, but I
| understand that she wanted to save some-
body whom she loved—somebody that was
in trouble. It requires no great' intelli-
gence to guess that you were the pexson
in question. It was all connected with
those papers missing from the Foreign
Office.”

“I know no more about it than the
| dead,” Maxwell said vehemently. “The
papers in question—and others—were as
much in Lancing's custody as mine. It
was He who was-%o blame, though I ad-
mit that I lockef] “the papers away to-
night after Lord . Merehaven had done
with them.” When I saw the Mercury I
was horrorstricken. I guessed exactly
what had happened.” :

“How could you guess what had hap-
pened?”’ Jessie asked.

“Because I have had my suspicions for
some time,” Maxwell said. “I dismissed
those suspicions as unworthy of me and
insulting to Captain - Lancing. I know
that he was greatly infatuated with Coun-
tess Saens, whom a Mr. Lechmere, a late
Queen’s Measenger, had warned me against
as no better than a Russian spy. Lancing
was mad over her. There is not the
slightest doubt that she induced Lancing
to let her have those papers to copy.
Then she refused to return them, and
Lancing commibted suicide. That iswhat
I make of it.”

“The sensational report in the Mercury
went farther than that,” Jessie said. ““It
is assumed- that you are a party to the
conspiracy, and that you fled to Paris. Is
that true, or going to be true?”

“As heaven is my witness, mo,” Max-
well said in a hoarse whisper. “When 1
had made up my mind what had happen-
ed, I determined to get possession of
those papers. 1 vanished, saying that I
was called suddenly to Paris. For the
last four hours I have been dogging Coun-
tess Saens. I followed her here, and 1
am nof going to lose sight of her until
.she is safely at home. And when she is
once safely at home, I am going to do a
desperate and daring thing. What is ghe
doing  here?”

Jessie. made mo reply for the moment.
She had pulled her wrap over her face
again so that she should not be recog-
nized. She was watching the
movements of Countess Saens breathless-

ABOUT FEMALE AILMENTS

Not Hard to Cure if Properly and
Promptly Treated.

Ask any intelligent physician what causes
nine-tenths of all female diseases, even in-
?uding anaemia, nervousness and consump-

ion.

Back comes the answer quick and shamp,
“Conetipated Bowels.”

There 1is scarcely a single female
ment that has not in its earlier s
symptoms of constipation.

How much better off the system i
out the poisonous acc )
constipation How my
plexion, how much f:
the sys i
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and as delay is always dar
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owing letter
from Gravels, Port Au Port/Nfld.: “Four

| years ago I got kidney and bladder trou-
i ble. I thought it was ‘female trouble,” and
!f;reated it accordingly.
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Even my doctor

“In reading about Dr. Hamilton’s Pills
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six boxes. Theee pills went right to work
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the first. My supposed ‘female’ trouble,
which was bladder disease, was cured. My
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ton’s Pills did it all.”
All dealers 8211 Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, 25¢
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ly. The woman had passed up the steps
into the big hall beyond the swinging
glass doors. She seemed to be arguing
with a porter, who shook his head in an
emphatic ~ way, Evidently the coungess
was angry; so much could be seen from
her gestures 'and the shake of her shoul-
ders.

“She is trying to see a patienf at ir-
regular hours,” Jessie said, “and the por-
ter is adamant. I pray from the bottom
of my heart that she may fail.”

“Is this another piece in the puzzie?”’
Maxwell asked hopelessly.

“It is the key-piece of the problem,”
said Jessie. “Ah, the porter is not to
be moved. He has sent off an under por-
ter, possibly to call one of the house sur-
geons. See, the countess sits down.”

Surely enough the countess had flung
herself angrily into a seat. Nobody seem-
ed to care much about her, for she waited
ten minutes without any sign of anybody
in authority. Meanwhile Jessie was
making Maxwell ati fait with the situa-
tion.

“You threatened some dangerous and
desperate enterprise a little later on,” she
said. “I suppose that is a supreme effort
to try and get those papers?”’

“You have guessed it,” Maxwell said
grimly. “If I could do that, the whole
situation would be saved. We could do
anything; we could point to Lancing's
suicide as the result of reckless gambling.
Mind you, that would be more or less true.
If Lancing had not been desperately situ-
ated, he would never have yielded to the
countess’s fascinations and sold those pre-
cious documents.”

“Yes, yes,” Jessie interrupted. “But
unless I am greatly mistaken, you have
been forestalled. Somebody else has al-
ready removed the documents from Coun-
tess Saen’s custody.”

“You don’t really mean that! What
was it—a case of diamond cut diamond?”

“Yes, but not quite in the way you
imagine. L'hose papers were stolen 1n
turn from Countess Saens tonight, taken
from a drawer in her bedroom by Miss
Galloway.”

Maxwell pressed his hands to his head.
The situation was too much for him. He
groaned for an explanation.

“I can only surmise,” Jessie said. “But
presently you will have to admit that I
have very strong grounds for my surmises.
In some way Miss Galloway obtained a
clue to what was about to happen. That
is why I was called in to take her place,
so that she could have an hour or two
without being suspected. An hour or so
ago Countess Saen’s maid came to Mere-
haven House with the information that
there had been a budglary in the coun-
tess’ bedroom, but that mothing besides
some papers seemed to be missing. That
those papers were important could be
guessed by the ghastly yet furious ex-
pression on the lady’s face. The maid was
pressed for a description of the thief—
who, by the by, was a woman. And then
and there the maid pitched upon me. She
declared point blank that it was I who
committed the burglary. What do you
think of that?”’

“You are a clever young lady,” Max-
well said hoarsely.. “Pray go on.”

“The maid stuck to her gurs, though
everybody laughed at her. She said the
thief was dreseed in plain black, and as I
and had been

was in evening dress,

seen all the evening, those who
heard  were amused. But I un-
derstood. In my plain black

dress Miss Galloway had gone to the coun-
tess’ house and stolen those papers. The
thing was as clear as daylight to anybody
behind the scenes. Under the' circumetan-
ces, your prospective burglary would be so
much loss of time.”

“I quite understand that” Maxwell mut-
tered. “It is exceedingly clever of you to
read between the lines so clearly. Vera
‘has done this for my sake. But how did
she know—how could she possibly tell
what was going to happen, and when those
papers were to be found? Of course, I
guessed where the trouble lay dirvectly I
saw the Mercury paragraph, but Vera!
And she never takes the. slightest interest
in politics. What are you looking at?”

Once more Jessie was staring intently
past the swinging doors of the hospital
into the big hall beyond. The countess
"had mow rmisen from her chair and was
facing a little man with a bald head and
gold-rimmed spectdcles, who appeared to
be explaining something  to her. Jessie
could see him bow and shake his head.
Her breath came very fast.

“Why are you so interested in the coun-
tess’ present_action?” Maxwell asked.

“Because she has come here to try and
see a patient,” Jessie whispered intently.
“From the bottom of my heart, I pray
that.she may fail. If she succeeds we are
ruined, you are ruined. For the patient is
mo other than Vera Galloway.”

(To be Continued.)

FARMING CHANCES
FOR SETTLERS HERE

“If immigrants are leaving Upper Can-
ada because of unfavorable conditions,
there is no reason why they should not
be induced to settle in our own province,
where plenty of idle farms are to be
found.”

“] can point to dozens of farms in
Kings, Queens and Sunbury counties, said
a North End man Wednesday, as well
as in different places through the
province that offer splendid opportunities
to people desiring to settle down and
make new homes. The soil, for the most
part, is fertile and could with proper
bandling be turned to valuable account,
thus benefiting both the farmers them-
selves and city people.”

“The young people are leaving their
homes in the country districts and seek-
ing employment elsewhere, and it is only
ion of time when the old folks
vacate the farms, many of which
uipped with houses and barns, and
eed hardly say that it is a great pity
see such places standing tenantless,
specially in view of the possibility of
obtaining new settlers who could develop
them in such a manner that they would
pay handsomely. We need all such peo-
ple that we can get, in the province of
New Brunswick, and I think it would be
well to have the matter placed before the
Minister of Agriculture. It would I be-
lieve be very advantageous to bring these
people here, and, if necessary,” have a
competent instructor, a man thoroughly
acquainted with the agricultural resources
of New Brunswick, to demonstrate the
best methods of turning the soil to good
account.”

ST. JOHN'S WINTERTRADE |
SURPRISES NEW YORK

New York, May 16—The annudl report
printed here of the rapid gains made by
the port of 8t. John this winter and its
keen competition with Portland (Me.), has
excited much interest and comment. The
rapid gains of the wheat shipments sur-
prises many and the total values of the
cargoes startle business men. 3t is safe
to say that more attention will be paid
to St. John (N. B.) hereafter. :

Some folk, says Peter, tell all they know,
and in order to show their ability, add ad-

PASSED WRECKED
THREE-MASTER

Steamer Veritas, Here, Re-
ports Dangerous Obstruc-
tion to Navigation

NEARLY STRUCK IT

Chinese Aboard Read from Home
Paper That Countrymen Are
Waging Battle With U. S. Shipping
--Reported Rain in Cuba is Affect-
ing Sugar Crop.

The Canada-Jamaica liner Veritas, Capt.
Kahms, with a cargo ot fruit from the
West India Islands arrived in pert Wed-
mnesday afternoon. She reports that in lati-
tude 20.4 N. and longitude 72.4 W..cn
Wednesday last, about four days out from
Cuba, passing a derelict directly in the
path of navigation. The wreck, which was
that of a three-masted schooner, was sub-
merged, about four feet of the masts which
had been cut away, being above water.
The Veritas had a close call from running
into it, the lookout just sighting it in time
to avoid the mishap.

One of the officers of the steamer reporis
that there is an over abundance of rain in
and about Havana, and that it is greatly
injuring the sugar crop.

The Veritas brought six Chinese passen-
gers—two women and four men. ey
were of the better class, being merchants
from some of the islands and Panama,
and were going to Hong Kong on a visit.
They left Wednesday on the C. P. R for
Vancouver.

One of the officens of the ship told a Tel-
egraph man that one of the women was
born in Damerara and was highly educat-
ed. She had read to him from a Chinese
newspaper among other things that, fol-
lowing up the boycott on United States
goods in China, it was the intention of the
Chinese people to build their own mer-
chant marine for the object primarily of
competing with the United States ship-
ping. “In fact,” said the officer, “the Chi-
nese told me that some of these ehips were
already. in course of construction. The
idea, so thess passengers said, was to form
a number of large companies, and one of
the Chinese on hoard said that he had
stock in onme. They all said that the next
few years would see a great reform in
their native land.”

MRS, BEMIS ADMITS
~ BUYING MORPHINE

Declares, However, That Her Hired
Man Procured His Own Poison—
Sympathy Turning in Favor of
Prisoner.

Barre, May 15—When Mrs. Myra Bemis’
case is fully presented, her counsel, far
from making any denial of the presence
of morphine and other poisons in her
house, will not only admit that. fact, but
supply proof to support it. They will not
admit, however, that any of the morphine
purchased by her was used by John Ham-
mond, but will endeavor to show that
Hammond procured his own morphine, and
that he was addicted to its use.

Inquiry at two Jocal drug stores shows
that Mrs. Bemis made three different pur-
chases of poison during the last two years.
On April 11, 1904, she purchased some
Fowler’s solution; which contained arsenic,
from Bert R. Anderson. On Aug. 20, 1904,
she purchased 25 morphine tablets from
him, saying that ehe wanted it for sick-
ness, and that she always kept such tab-
lets around the house. From Harding
Jenkins she purchased a small bottle of
strychnine, saying that she wanted to
soak some kernals of corn in it to kill
crows.

These facts have been in “possession of
Mrs. Bemis’ attorneys for several days.
The morphine tablets recovered by the
state officers were purchased from a Wor-
cester druggist named Brewer on Nov. 23,
1904.

Sympathy seems to be turning in favor
of Mrs. Bemis. Town ‘Clerk Spooner’s’
mother boarded with Mrs. Bemis for three
years prior to her death, and Mrs. Spoon-
er says that if she were living she would
not desire a more comfortable home or
kinder treatment than she found with
Mrs. Bemis.

Another person who died at the Elm-
wood farm was Miss Ella Elvira Gibson,
who died there May 5, 1901. Miss Gibson
was a hospital nurse during the civil war,
and subsegently became the’editor of an
atheist paper. She boarded with Mrs. Be-
mis for some time, and when she died
she made Mrs. Bemis her legatee, the be-
quest amounting to several hundred dol-
lars.

WHY THE COAL MINERS .
DID NOT STRIKE

Their Journal Says the lll-concealed
Hostility of the Public and the Lack
of Funds Were the Reasons.

{ Indianapolis, May 14—In a leading edi-
| torial yesterday the United Mine Workers”
| Journal gives reasons as follows for not
| going on etrike in the anthracite fields:

! “There were several things that could
| mot help impress themselves upon the ob-
servers. The indifference or ill-concealed
hostility of the public, which was so
strongly allied with fthe mine workers in
19002; then the attitude of the state auth-
orities was openly and distinctly hostile,
and every preparation had been made to
use armed force to provoke disturbances.
Again, no matter how firm the mine
workers would have stood, there was no
financial support to sustain them in the
prolonged struggle such as the operators
had prepared for.” That it is likely that
a strike assessment will be levied on the
anthracite miners and the bituminous min-
ers that are at work, to support the bi-
tuminous workers that are on strike, is
indicated by this statement in the Jour-
nal:

| “The resumption in the anthracite dis-
| tricts will be the means of fumishing a
| source of revenue to help aid the finan-
! cially weak districts
' fields.” In summarizing the situation in

lt.he bituminous fields the Journal says: |

| ed

ST, JOHN WOMAN
PROVES “SAILOR'S STAR"

Mrs. Shanks’ Plucky Work When the
Hattie Dixon Was Wrecked

iy

Captain’'s Wife Took Sick Hus- -
band’s Place and Brought Crew
Safely to Shore-~-Their Words
of Praise for Her.

A graphic tale of a St. John woman’s
heroic battle with a raging sea is told im
the following despatch which appeared
in Boston papers: Hy

Edgartown, May 13.— Her signals of
distress unseen, driven on a lee shore by
severe southwest winds, the New York
barkentine Hattie G Dixon, bound for
Boston from Baltimore with coal, is a
total wreck, and the safety of captain and
crew of seven men is largely due to the

e

.| heroism of a woman—the captain’s wite,

Mrs, J. Shanks.

She, after directing the lowering of the
stern boat, her husband being ill, took
the tiller, piloted the shipwrecked crew
over the heavy sea and safely landed them
on Chappaquiddick island this afternoon.

“We struck ehortly after 2.30
o'clock this morning,” said Mrs. Shanks,
“and it was hardly 10 minutes before we
began to fill and pound as if we were on
the point of breaking up.

“There was but one thing to do,and that
was to run up as high and dry as possible
to avoid sinking, and then we got away.

“My husband’s illness made it the more
difficult.” e

Mrs. Shanks is modest about her
achievement, but bher husband and the
other members of the crew assert she is
a heroine.

“We had some difficulty getting ashore
you can lay to that,” eaid one of the men.
“The ekipper’s better half held onto the
tiller ropes like death and swung us out
of the trough when we couldn’t do it.

“I don’t suppose we would have drown-
ed, because the wind was blowing shore-
ward, but ehe’s a heroine, and don’t for-
get that.”

Capt. Joseph Shanks is a native of St. |
John and a son of the late Joseph
Shanks. He has spent nearly all his life'
at sea, and sailed several vessels owned{
in ¢, John. -

Mnrs, Shanks, to whose heroic conduct
the safety of the crew is largely due, was
Miss Mingfie Speight and formerly resid-
ed in the north end and has a sister, Mrs.
kdward Stone, who lives at 117 Acadiaﬁh
Street,

Mrs. Stone, Tuesday, <aid that she
knew nothing of the loss of the Hat-
tie G. Dixon until she saw the item in
the daily papers. Mrs. Shanks left St.
John — after visiting relatives — several
weeks ago and went to Baltimore to
join her husband and make the trip to
Boston.

Mrs. Stone was surprised when told
that the safety of the crew was due
very largely to the heroism of Mrs.
Shanks, who said she was about 35
years of age, adding also that a mark-
characteristic of her sister’s make-
up was a cool and collected disposi-
tion. She seemed to know nothing what-
ever of the meaming of the word *‘fear”
and would make many ventures that most
women would be frightened to attempt.
Since her marriage to Captain Shanks,
about ten years ago, she had practically
made her home at sea and was well vers-
ed in the management of a vessel. She
had travelled extensively having visited
Rio Janerio, Cuba, Barbados and many
foreign ports. She was an excellent sailor
and very fond of the sea.

Besides her sster, Mrs. Stone, Mrs. j
Shanks has a brother, Wilson, of the
north end, and John Speight, a second?
brother resides at Brookville. a

ADVISED TO BOIL
THE DRINKING WATER®

Twenty Cases of Typhoid Fever Re-
ported—Believed Due to Impurities
in.Water.

There were twenty casee of typhoid
fever reported in the city Tuesday—eight
in the General Public Hospital and twelve
outside. It is believed that the outbreak
is due to impure drinking water, and in
the opinion of the board of health, all
water should be boiled before taken into
the system. A few days ago the board
had an éxamination of drinking water
made, and while no typhoid bacteria were
found, other bacteria were.

Dr. A. G. B. Addy Tuesday said
that it is possible to examine water in
which typhoid germs really exist, and yet
not discover them. A few months ago,
he examined the regular supply water of
the city and found it to be impure. Be-:
cause of the recent severe rain storms,
decayed vegetable matter has washed in- }
to the reservoir and this has tended to /
affect the purity of the water. :

By today more cases may be reported,
for the inspector, S. McConnell, is making
a thorough inspection.

FEAR OF ARREST LED
10 B0rS SUICIDE

Young Lad Named Shaw, of Round
Hill, Annapolis County, Took Paris
Green on Being Accused of Taking
Money from a Letter. ‘

Annapolis, N. 8., May 15—(Special)—A
case of suicide is reported from Round
Hill. On Friday last a boy about 15 years
of age by the name of Shaw ate paris
green and some. hours after died from its
effects, P

It is alleged that he had abetracted
money from a letter in the post office and
was threatened with legal proceedings
which is supposed to have been the motive
for his rash act.

G. T. P. Contracts Signed.

Ottawa, May 15—(Special—The trans-
ocontinental contracts for two sections of
the road were signed today. One of these
was for 245 miles east of Winnipeg which

Tgoes to J. D. MeArthur, of Winnipeg, and

and the other for 150 miles west of Quebec,
which goes to MacDonell & O’Brien, of
Montreal. The necessary deposits were

in the bituminous| yo4e

Look at Tacoma! In 1870 the population

“Four or five of the largest operators in|was 73, in 1880 it was 1,098, in 1900 it was

central Pennsylvania have
force the ‘opem ehop’ there.”

corsbined to‘;a'[ma, at the beginning of this year it was
85,000,
ll, 1907.

apd it will reach 100,000 before Jan.




