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THE MYSTERIOUS CRIME

usual splendor of Master Ronald’s ap-
parel, “going on the mash to-day? gad
you'll knock the Gib girls over like
‘| nine-pins,.”

ON THE S.S. NEPTUNE

CHAPTER V. Continued.
“You are a jolly old ass, Ronald,”
sbserved the candid Irishman, “to go
on like this, making a fool of your-

self.” X
“I can't help it,” said DMonteith,

ruefully surveying at a distance a
group of young fellows standing
round Carmela; “just look at her; she
doesn’t care a hit about mea.”

“Of course, you say that,” said Pat,
lighting a cigarette, “because 'she
doesn’t devote herself exclusively to
you. I tell ye what, girls don’t
like being made faces at because they
speak to another fellow; hang it, I've
seen you speak to girls enough.”

“That was bafore I—I.," hesitatinz-

ly, “met Miss Cotoner."
“Before you were in love, yve mean,"”

retorted Pat; “begad, ye've got the!

disease badly. Are ye going to marry

her?™
“T will, if she'll have me.”

“Then why don’t you ask her?”  _

“I've only known her a few dayas.
[sn’t that rather scon?”

“Not a bit, women like to be taken
by storm,” wisely remarked Pat, who
was just out of the nursery, and
fancied he knew the sex—Heaven help
him—*go in, and win, my boy.”

“By Jove I will,” said Ronald, eag-
erly, and then fell to thinking what
his father would say to the marriage.
He didn’t know who the young lady
was—what she was—knew nothing
about her family, and yet—and yet,
he adored her. Why shouldn't he
marry herf He was his own master
and if his father cut him off with a
shilling, he ecould work—she was
worlh working for—yes, he would ask
her to marry him—of course she
would say yes—faor it never enter-
ed this confident young man’s head
that women sometimes say “No.” So
Master Ronald went on
caslles in the air, all inhabited by
himself and Mrs. Monteith—no, hang
it. not yet—the girl from Malta.

He was arcused from these golden
visions by a 1ouch on his arm, and
turning round, saw his special dislike,
the Marchese Vassalla, looking at
him. The Marchese detested Mon-
teith, both for his good looks, and for
the evident regard Miss Cotoner had
for him. He would like to have drop-
ped his rival over the side along with
peor Ventin's body, but as he couldn’t
do this, he was excessively polite, and
walched for an opportunity to do him
an injury. Here was a chance now,
and the wily Maltese took full advant-
age of it. He overheard the conversa-
tion between Pat and Monteith, so
determined to dash all Ronald’s hopes
to the ground, by telling him that
Carmela was engaged.
the serpent came into Ronald’s para-
dise, and smiling, invited him not to
have an apple, but a drink. The
yvoung man would have refused, but
then he thought he might learn some-
thing about Carmela, and, after all,
the Marchese was her cousin, 30 he
consented, and went down to the bar
with the smiling Maltese gentleman.

As it was aboput eleven o'clock, they
found the bar surrounded by thirsty
soul having cockiails. In fact, there
‘was a “Cocktail Club" on board, and
[t was a very popular drink with the
young men, particularly if they had
been up late the night before. Cock-
tails, therefore, being the prevailing
beverage, the Marchese and his victim
each had one, and then the former
gentleman opened the campaign.

building !

To this end '’

Whereat Ronald informed Pat in
confidence that he intended to try his
fate with Miss Cotoner that day, and

“So shall L, vreplied Monteith, | Pat informed Ronald, likewise in con-
thinking of the chances of meeting fidence, that he thought he was quite:
Carmela in London. “But Idaresay |right, and would bet him a bottle of
I'll meet Miss—I mean you again.” |champagne he would ba accepted,

“I don't think so,” said  Vassalla, | which wager Monteith took, and went

! “I shall be sorry when this voyage
is over,” he said, carelessly.

coldly. “Myself and my cousin only | on deck with a light heart and a
stay a few days in London, and then | strong determination to win. All
go down to some friends in the coun- | this time, however, in spite of his
try."” . | new-born love, Monteith never for a

moment wavered from his determina-
tion to hunt down the assassin of his
Fl'lum_

“Oh!” said Ronald, and looked blank.
“And then,” pursued -his tormen-
tor, eying him mercilessly,” “lam |dead friend, and told Captain
coming back to London to arrange | pleton as much.
aboult our marriage.” “How are you going to go it?" ask-
The peor lad turnad pale as death. ed Templeton, dubiously, **we cannot
“Whose marriagef" | even find cut Ventin's real name.”
“Mine and my cousin's. “Isn’t there a por{rait of him among

Did you

-not know we were engaged?” his luggage?” asked Monteith. 1em-
Ronald finished his drink in a |pleton shook his head,
mechanical sort of way, and putting “Not anything likely to lead to

“down his glass, walked away to his|identification,” he answered, “but I'll
!cahtn, and shut himseif in.  The Mar- | have a talk with you after we leave
chese looked after him with a grim | Gibraltar, for I must confess I would
smile. like the riddle selved,” and the cap-

“I think that will give you food for | tain went off to his post on the bridge
reflection, my friend,” he muttered, |28 Lthey were now nearing the famous
lighting a cigarette as he stroiled | Rock.

FEEELH

away. - Who that has once seen It can ror-
“What’s up with that Maltese|get that encrmaus gray mass rising
devil?” uasked DBentley. “He lcoks|up firom the blue water into the blue

quite pleased with himself.” sky, with the red-roofed town nesti-
“Its more than Monteith did; he|ing al its buse? Monteith had never
lwu!kﬂd away as pale as aghost,” |seen anything 8o impressive since
said Pat. Aden, which he had beheld, vague and
It’s about the girl from Malta, you | mysterious, in the stariight, He
bet,” said Bentley, sagely, and no one | realized with a thrill of pride that this
contradicted him. | was one of the visible signs of LEng-
Miss Coloner was without her at- {land’s greatness, and he thought with
tentive cavalier all that day, and was |SaUsfaction, that he, too, was of the
much surprised thereat. She asked |¥2ce that had conquered it. Aden,
 her cousin about him, and that smil- | Malta, Gibraltar, all held by England;
ing gentleman teld her Romald was|il made Ronald gquite patriotic when
|11, and had gone to lie down. And |be thought of the impregnability of
‘indeed, Ronald was. ill, not with a |these strongholds. If he had been a
!hE{Lﬂ-:lﬂhE, but with a heart-ache, | Poet he would have burst into verse,
which was worse, and he lay all day | Putias he was not he simply content-
in his narrow berth bemonning his | ed himself with a commonplace obser-
hard fate. Nor did he come to din- | vation;
ner, and Miss Coloner was so vexed “By Jove, it's wonderful!”
te think he was so ill, that she sent The Angle-Saxon race are rarely
her steward with a little note to his enthusinstie,
cabin, saying how sorry she was, and The ship cast anchor about a mile
she hoped he would be well enough | from the shore, and soon Ronald and
cn the morrow to take her over Gibr- | his beloved were in one of the boats
altar, all of which Monteith read and dancing over the choppy water. Pat
puzzled over. also was in the buat, and so was Mrs.
“She’s a flirt, a heartless coquette,” Pellypop and Kate Lester. Ronald
crizd the poor boy; “she’s engaged to hinted to Pat that the old lady would
anether man, and she's trying to|be in the way, but Pat magnanimous-
break my heart, but she won’t. 1 ly said he would look after both her
care noe more for her than this bit | and Miss Lester, so as to leave Mon-
| of paper,” and he threw the little note lteith free to pursue his wooing with
on the f[loor. Carmela.
After a bit, however—with the Y
usual inconsisiency of levers—he pick-

m——

When they reached shore, ‘they re-
_ Jected all the offers of carriages made
ed il up, and thought what a pr ' . &
hand Eée wirote fn;:;: then thift::lla °F . Drown-skdaned naLwﬂr:,: b
: S : Rock, and sauntered leisurely up
WU'L_lldé go U"E'P_Glbl‘ﬂltﬂ_r with her, | {jq dusty streets, under the massive
and' he would find out if she were: gatawny above which they could see
really Eﬂgﬂﬁﬂid to that beastly Mal- the red-coated' sentries, and . ﬁ‘aikﬁd
D - chlo. oo o oot g il e e i, e
_l SR : ot of buying, selling, swlndling, and
' ply to Carmela, saying he would =ee talking were going on. Jews. wilh
iéh-eu‘ in the morning, and afterwards black, beady eyes and hooked IHDHEH,
E;l:';;n;t; Eﬂtgz ia:hglzﬂgiméim:ﬂ invited tham into dingy little shops
iiﬂ love wi:th its bopes, its fears -'Lll;s o [}1‘41{11::.::.3_-{[ g PRL0 SUOUs; and ss-
| ‘ove, o TS, date-looking Moors in baggy trous-
jﬂﬂlll[‘.-ﬂ. and tears, its kisses and blis- | o and large turbans watched them,
EBEE* and—its intense egotism. with Eastern apathy, as they passed
i The next day Monteith arose,  cooled along. Tha tall white houses wilh
1! his hot head with a shower-bath, don- | the: striped awnings over the win-
-ned asuit of spotless white flunnels, | dows, the erowd of dirty little brats
- put astraw hat on his curly locks | howling for money, the number of red
:uml'_sullif-,d forth with the determina- | unifcrms about, and the narrow,
. tion to save his charming Princess | erowded sireets, aull afforded them
] from the clutches of the ogre Vassal- | much amusement. Then Mrs. Peliy-
i la, or die in the attempt. i pop, inveigled by the willy Pat, went
e inte a shop to buy some things, and
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Dr. Chase’s Ointment

wias scon engaged in a lively alter-
calion with the shopman, who spoke
biroken English, and showed her
pciken things  which he said eame

Is the World’s

for Itching Skin, Eczema,
Salt Rheum and Piles.

It is extremely doubtful if there ever |

was a remedy that was endorsed by
such an overwhelming "~mass of evi-
dence as is. Dr. Chase's Ointment. The
remarkable scothing, healing qualities
of Dr. Chase's Qintment are & mys-
tery to physicians, and, though they
are slow to recognize merit in any dis-
covery, they join heartily with people
of other callings in endorsing and re-

commending Dr. Chase’s Ointment as’

the moet successful treatment ever

devised for itching skin diseases.’

Rev. J. A. Baldwin, Baptist Ministar,
Arkona, Ont., writes:

“For over twanty years [ was a great
sufferer from itching and protruding
piles. I used many remedies and un-
derwent three very- painful surgicadl
operations, all without obtaining any
‘permanent benefit. - When about to
'‘give up in despair I was told to use
Dr. Chase’s Ointment and did so, find-
ing relief at once. I used three boxes,
and agn s<lmost eantirely curad. Tha

from Granada, and would have had a
broken head if Mrs, Pellypop had not
reflected that using her umbrella
for sueh o purpose might lower her
dignity. Pat and Misy Lester looked
o and laughed ab the seene, so, tak-
ing advantage of the- confusion,
Remald and Carmeala slippad away and
climbad up  the steep lanes to the
old- Moorish castle which frowns over
tha town.

“l domn’t care mucly for rulas,” =aid
Miss Cotoner, putting up her red sun-
shade, and a pretty picture she look-
ed under’ it; *‘there's a good deal of
sanmaness about them; but Moaorish
architecture is picturesque.”

“Yes, very 1" assented Ronald, who
waixld hunife agreed to anything sha
said. '

“I, have Arab blood in my own

Greatest Cure

itching is all gone: I "have advised
others to use it, believing it would
cure thém-as it bhas me.”

" Youw must not think that Dr. Chase’s
'Ointment is for piles only, but we men-
tion this ailment as the most difficult
to cure of all itching skin diseases,
‘and.the disease.which has never been
~absolutely * conquered by any other
ctreatment,

Among the ailments for which Dr,
-Chase’s Ointment is being used by
scores of thousands of people with uni-
 versal success may be mentioned:

Eczema, salt theum, tetter, baby
sczema, rash, barber's-itch, chilbains,
itching eyelids, ulcers, isoned flesh /
burns, scalds, sores, lﬂ?nd, itching: veins,” obzerved Carmela ; “at least, so
bleeding and protrading “piles, and|my father said.  One of our ance:-
;.F“hmg skin diseases of every descrip- | {ors was an Emir.”

Aion. :

Dr. Chase’s Ointment is for sale at
all dealers or sent postpaid on receipt
of price, 60cts.,, by Edmanson Batea &
Co., Toronto. 1 his beloved.

“Is yoeur father alive 2" askel Ron-
ald, wh> saw ia this raomark a pood

“Hullo,"” eried Pat, seeing the un- |

R = = L e R GmeE p———

said; wsadly. “My mother is also
dead, and I lived in Malta with my
sister."” +

“Was that your sister who was
with you the first time I saw you?”

Carmela nodded.

“Yes, we did not get on well to-
gether, so I left her, and am going
to some relations in England.”

“Then I shall not see you again,”
said  tha young man in a wmoody.
tone.,

“That' depemnds on yourself,” she re-
plied, 'blushing,

All “the blood rushed to Ronald's
fair foce, and it was only by a great
effort he prevented himself
taking her in his arms, and kissing
hor.

“Does your cousin, the Marchese g0
with you?" he asked eagerly,

“I believe so0."

“L suppose you are glad?”

“Glad !" she looked at him with sur-
prise ; “why on earth should I be
g!u{l i

“Because—because—well” — desper-
ately—"he’s gcing to marry youw."

Carmela frowned.

“Whe told you so 2" -

“Vassalla himself—is it true 2" aslk-
ed the young man breathlessly,

Miss Cotoner looked at him in a
queer manner for a moment, then
turned awny her head.

“My parents arranged a matech be-
tween us,” she answered nervously.

“And you " : |

“I'm not in favor of it—I don’t think
thare is any chance of my ever mar-
rying the Marchese.”

Ronald-sprang forward with a ery
of delizht.

“Oh, Miss Cotoner—Carmela—J——*

“Would like to sse the fortifica-
tioms,"” =he answaered. quickly nipping
the declaration, she knew was com-
ing in the budy “I wouldn't; let us go
down to the Alameda.”

She furned away, and Ronald fol-
lowed mortified and humbled at his
failure, but half way down the hill
began to pick up his spirits.

“I ean't expael her to fall like ripe
fruit into my mouth,” he thought,
hopefully; “and it’s impossible’ she can
love me in so short a time.”

He was 'wrong there, for Carmela
liked him wery much—in fact, more
than she ecared to acknowledge to
henself; but she would not allow him
o speak because—well, because she
wasg a riddle. Woman is an eternal
riddle that man has been trying to
solve since the beginning of the
world, but every attempt has failed.

To be Continued.

_—
CITY OF HONG KONG.

——
“ild to e One of the Ynhealthiest Spots
e the Globe,

In spite of all the precautions that
have been taken, the perfect sanita-

age, (he cleanliness o©of the gtreets,
Hongkong is one of Lthe mo:t unhealth-
ful spots on the globe. With its tropic-
al heat, the lofty pealos that half en-
circle it catch the elouds that the
rapid evaporation creates, and they
are squeezed like a sponge, the
floods of rain pouring down in stream-
ing torrents. S s M

The houses are ill-ventilated, though
buill: as well as they could be, with
perforated ceilings, through which the
Lair circulates, admitted from openings
pierced by the outer walls. The floors
are brilliantly waxed, carpets, owing
to the great dampness, being dispensed
with. The great difficulty is to securs
E]ighb and proper ventilation. Thea
‘streets are very marrow. In the gar-
‘dens, while plants flourish luxuriant.
ly, there is no grass, but thle ground
is green with moss, just as it grows
lin damp, shady places in cooler cli-
 mates,
English women who come out with
camplexions of eream and roses grow
;!llﬂn and shallow, The Hongkong
;un-mplexiun is a - startling grayish
 green, and the old resident has with
i this pallor dark blush cireles un-
'der the eyes,

OUTSPEEDS A HORSE,

Osiriches are not the only swift-run-
ning animals that ecan outstrip the
epeed of ; a horse. ‘There is a land
crab in Cuba that ean rival the ostrich,
amd go much faster than a horse.

COSSACKS DESPISE TRADE.
The Cessacks rarely become mer-
chants. Though they maintain 60020
fighting mmen, and can muster 128000
in an emergency, there are but 440 of
their own people engaged in business,

NEW DEFINITION.

Papa, what is a broker?

A mau, my son, whose chiel effort
in life is to reduce his customers to
that financial condition expressed by
| the significant term of * iroks.” For

copporiunity fer findiag out all about | this reason, Harry, he is eailad a

broker

v : e e ile AT i
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“No, he died a long time ago,” she

frul‘ﬂ|

tion of the city, the fine natural drain-

DYSPEPSIA AND HEADACHE.

e e
An Elderly Lndy Tells of Her Care Through
the Use of Dr, Williams®* Pink FPlils
Afier a Secore of Other Remedles Had

Falled,

Dyspepsia causes more genuine dis-
bregs than most diseases that afflict
mankind. In this country from one
cause or another, its victims are num-
bered by the hundreds of thonwsands,
and Lhose afflicted always feel tired,
worh oub and miserable, and are sub-
ject to [its of melancholy or ill tom.
per without apparent cause. It i3
obvious that the human body, in om
der to perform its functions, must ba
properly nourished, and this cannot
be done when the food is improperly
digested. ‘Those who sutfer from in
digestion.should exercise care as te
diet, and only easily digested fooda
should be taken. But more than this
18 required — the blood needs attenk
tion in order that the stomach may
be strengthened and the secretion of
the gastric juices properly carried on.
There is no other medicine offered the
public that will not so promptly and
effectively as Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
Proof of this is given in the case o
Mrs. F. X. Doddridge, St. Sauveur.
Que. In conversation with a report.
er, Mrs. Doddridge said:—“For quit;
a number of years I have been a ter
rible sufferer from dyspepsia, accom
panied by the sick headaches that al
most invariably come with this trouw
ble. I suffered from terrible pain
in the stomach, bloating and belch
ing wind. All food seemed to dis
agree with me, and as a result of th:
trouble, I was very  much run down
and at times I was unable to d«
even light housework. I am sure ]
tried a score of different medicines
but without sucecess, and as I am
sixty years of age, I had come to be
lieve that it was hopeless to expeci
a cure. A friend who had used Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills with good re.
sults, urged m2 to try this medicine

and my husband brought home a
couple of boxes. Before they wers
finished, I felt much better, and we

then got another half dozen boxes,
and these have completely restored
my health, and I not only feel better
than I have done for years, but ac-
tually feel younger. I very cheerfully
reccimmend Dr. Williams® Pink Pills
to similar sufferers.

If your dealer does not:-keep thesg
pills, they will be sent postpaid at
50 cents a hox, or six boxes for
$2.00, by addressing the Dr. Williams
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

- ——
THE ART OF BED-MAKING.

Before making up the beds see ta
it that the rooms have been aired. Op_
a4 clear, sunshiny day open the win-
dows before breakfast and strip ths
bed, hanging the clothing over chairs
near the windows. :

Allow the rooms to air for a couple
of hours and shake tha bed clothing
fres of dust. If the day is rainy do
not open the beds while the room is
airing. They will gather moisture if
you do. On a damp day hang the
bedding to air in the rooms with tha
windows closed, make up the beds and
air the rooms again after the beds
have been made up. :

The most important part of bedmalk-
ing is to get,the sheets properly ad-
justed. Wrinkles in a sheet are an
abomina tion. The bottom sheet
should be tucked in securely at the top
so that it cannot bz jerked down by
the restlessness of the sleeper.

The top sheet should be tucked in
tightly at the bottom so that it ean-
not easily be drawn out of place.

It should be laid with the wide hem
at the top and the rouzh side of the
hem turned uppermost, so that when
it is folded back over the coverlet the
right side will be exposed,

-
WIHERE'S THE BUTTERMAN?

In the navy are you, my friend? in-
quired a man with mutton-chop whis-
kers to hia neighbor in a ‘bus.

The sailor nodded.

Well, said the other. ['m not exact-
ly in the navy, but I'm a naval con-
tractor—that is, T {urnish the cheese
to the navy,.

Oh, ye do, do ye? said the sailor,
jumping up. You are just the chap
I've lLeen looking for these thirty
years and bhe gave him a sledge-ham-

mer blow on the chest. Now, he roar-
ed, looking round with a glare, show
me the blackguard as furnishes the
butter, and I'll bury ye together!

CLEVERNESS.

If you want a man-to think you ars
smart you have- only to make him
Lhinlf you .think h2 is smart.

: Bl :

HER SIGNATURE,

If not yourself, said a wealthy old

bachelsr to a charming young laly,

whom woulld you rather ba?
Yours truly, -vas the imma2dinie

reply.
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