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THE MYSTERIOUS CrRIME :
| ON THE S.S. NEPTUNE

CHAPTER XIV.—Coutinuad.
Here all extracts from the diary like-

ly to be of anyl use to us end, and if |

you will read them carefuily, you will
see that according to the report of
Mrs. Dexter, faithfully given, DMrs.
Verschoyle | did not leave the house
on the night of the sailing of the “Nep-
tune,” so she could nmot have Leen on
board, and consequentiy must be inno-
cent of the crime.

Now, of course, it i3 a debatabie
guesiion whether or not RMrs. Ver-
schoyle reaily did leave the lLouse., You
will perceive that she refused Lo come
down to dinner, and stayed in her own
room, /After dinner, Mrs, Dexier went
vy to her door, found it locked, and
could get no answer. Now, whal was
easier than for Mrs. Verschoy.e Lo 5.ip
out of her room while all were at din-
ner, and the servanis away in Lhe
kitchen, lock her door, to lead Lo ‘Lbe
belief Lthat she was still there, and go

off Lo the ship, commit the crime, and ]

come home again; Unwecki y, Mis. Le-
ter went Lo bed eariy, or Mrs, Ver-
schoyle’s return would uol "have
escaped her lynx-eyes; so if she did go

out, as I surmise—anl, mind you il
is only a surmise—the servauals g ht
have seen her return. 1 tiherefore

questioned the servants, bul cun u el
no satisfactory answers oult oi (hem,
as they cowid remember noihiug; not
even money couid sharpen Lheir
In this extremity, I beihought myself
of boldly asking Mrs. verschoy.ie her-
self, and in the drawing-rovin} alier
dinner, I led Lhe conversiavion round
to the excellence- of thd'P. and O,
Bleamers, and asked her 1) she had
seens the “Neptune?”’ She winced and
changed color a little, and thew ans-
wered, “No."" Mrs, Dexier
came my ally, and
was as follows —
Mrs. Dexter: Your sister
Engiand in the “Neptune ¢’
Mrs. Verschoyle: Yes, und 80 did my

Wils,

Lilall Dew-

tho convearsaLion

wenult to

inquiries; if not, we must turn in an-
other direction.

AsT have now got all the informa-
'tion I ecan obiain here, I am leaving
to-mnorrow! for England, and iff pos-
sible, will get the stiletto used in the
committal of the crime from the
aulhorities at Gibraltar. I may add
‘that I have obtained a specimen of
Mrs, Verschoyle's writing to compare
'with th» paper you gave me; and
' though there is asimilarity, there is
21so a distinet difference; but then
handwriting does a.ter in five or six
years, and the best thing’ wid be to
submil the papers to aw expert, who
ean easily tell if they were written by
the same person,
1 will eall at Mr.
directly on my arrival in England, ond
report muorn fully,

! Yours obedientiy,

Foster's tronms

' JULIAN ROPER.

CHAPTER XV,

| After reading iloper's (etter, Ronald
'went to oster’s chambers and show-
el it to him, The barrister read _ il
in silence, and then laying it down on
the table, ivokel bhard at Monteith.

“You see, L was right,” he said, tap-
ping the letter with his fingers; ‘' Miss
Cotoner 15, 18 1 thought, the sister of
Mrs. Verschoyle,”

‘Yes,” replied quickly ;
“but she has nothing in common with
her,

“"Ah! you think not—Iletl g sesa;”
taking up the letter and giancing over
it ; “*they both have tempers."

“Auy woman would show temper,
living with sach a fiend as Mrs, Ver-
schoyle,” retoriad dafending
Carmela.

‘“I'ney both .oved the same man—
meaning verschoyie.”

“Bul Carmeia’s love for him;, was
ouiy a giwriish fancy, as she says her-
seif in Mrs, Dexter s diary.”

“In short,” said losier, replacing

onaid,

Holand,
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“But Miss Cotoner might b
her sister."”

““She might; but I won't ask her.”

“Well, my dear boy,” said Foster
rather annoyed at this sentimental
obstinacy ; “‘go and see Vassalla,”

““Yes, I'll do that—he'll ba able to
tell me whet har she wag on board or

not,"
“No doubt—if it swits Lim to ac-
knowledge it," retorted Foster, dryly.
“What do you mean?’ asked; the
Australian, impatiently ; “you
Lthink——=""

““] mean nothing—I think nothing,”
replied the other, quickly ; “"go and see
the Marchese Vassalla, and then' tell
me what you discover.” :

“And then—-—"

“Well, then, it depends on his ans-
wers regarding our next move.”
| 'Roopald pul on his hat and gloves,
'{hen, taking his leave, went oulside
‘into the roar and bustle of Fleet
Street, Through an archway he couid
not help contrasting their solitariness

jand charm with the turmoil on the
| pavements,

E “Hang it ! he said to ‘himseif, as he
| watched
‘pasl, “everyone ‘here soems

Lthe crowds rusiaing
to' live
with their watches in their -hands; I
should not like to sleeyy here, but I
suppose I'll have tostep tillI find out
ali about Verschoyle's death;" and
Lhist last reflection putting him; in
mind of his engagement, he stepped
into a hansom, and drove off to Lhe
Langham Hotel to see Vassalla.,
Vassalla was upstairs, in a private,
silting-room, enjoyinz his breakfast,
when Monteith's card was sent up
to him.

Sir Mark and his daughter,

busy

80 Lhe

Marchese felt perfectly secure against |

the chance of Ronald meeting her. He
dreaded the meeting, because disagree-
able explanations might be made
which would reconeile the lovers, and
ruin' all this carefully
schemes. .As he looked at the ecard
thoughtfully, he was rapidly running
over in his mind the reasons which
might make Ronald thus seelt him. No
fcasible one, however, presenting itself
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'salla, politely, “but in what way can
I help you?”

“Do you know anyome who desired
his deathg”

“No."

“Not even his—wife?”

Vassalla rose to his feet with a
bound, and looked fiercely at Ronald.

“This is an insult, sir,”’” he hissexl
out between his teeth. "Do you dare
to accuse my cousin of the murder?”

“] accuse no one,” retorted Ronald,
ooolly. “I merely asked you if his
wife would have beesn sorry at his
death.” :

Vassalla threw himself back in his
chair, with a short, angry laugh.

“Upon my soul, sir,” he said, cold-
ly, I hardly recognize your right to
speak to me about such a thing; but
as you seem so bent on knowing, |
think would have been—very
sorry indeed.”

“Oh! Then she still loved him?¥?"

Vassaila cast his fine eves up to
the ceiling. L

“Passionately!’

“That is curious,” said Ronald,
sardonically, “as I have a document
in my possession, written five or six
years ago, in which she threatens to
kkill him."

“Indeed, and how did you obtain
such a documentp”

“I found it among some papers left
by Verschoyle with his sister, DMrs.
Taunton.”

“Ah!" Vassalla thought a moment;
so this was the reason Monteith was
with Mrs. Taunton; it was business,

sha

'not love, that breught them togethsr;

' we.d, at all s, h
Carmela had gone ont with - we.d, at all events, he would not let

After a moment’s de-
liberation, he faced his adversary
with a clear brow.

“Very likely it was written in her

Carmela know.

| first outburst of jealous anger at be-
'ing 8o betrayed by her busband; but
I assure you she loved her husband
prepared  deeply, in1apitﬂ of the way he wrong- |

ed her, and often spoke of him with .

affecticn.”
Judging . from the story

from Mrs, Dexter's diary, Ronald

F.ailanc&, but first thoug

htfully glanc:
ed at the writing. It certainly re-
sembled that in the letler writlen
five or six years ago, but he could
yjolk recoflect i€  avith sufficient
clearness to salisfy himself.

“You are convinced” said Vassal-
la, as he placed the letter in his
pocket-book, .

“Yes,” answered Ronald, ‘I am
convinced; good-by, and thank you
for your kindness in answering my
queslions.”

“A pleasure,” said the Marchese,
and bowed his visitor out with smiles,
which, however, faded as the door
cloged.

“Curse that meddling fool,” he mut-
tered to himself, “why can’'t he mind
his own businessg but I've baffled him
this time, and I'll baffle him again if
he interferes."

Tof be Continued.

Hopo Had Departed,

THE STORY ﬂ;ﬁ‘ A WOMAN'S RESCUE
FROM GREAT SUFFERING.

For Years Her Life Was One of Vilsery—
Bier Fee: and Llmbs  Wonld  Swelg
Frichifully and S8he Beeane Unable to
tlo Her Blousehold YWork.

N e e "

From' the Enterprise, Bridgewater,

N. S.
Il is appaling to think of the num-

'nol long ago,

ber, of women throughout the coun-
try who day after day iive a liie "al-
most of martyrdom ; suffering but too
frequently in silent, almost hopeless
despair., To such sufierers the story
of Mrs. Joshua Wile, will come as a
bracon  of  hiope. Mrs. Wile lives
about two miles from the town of
Bridgewater, N. S. ,and is respected
and esteemed by all who know her.
While in one of the local drug stores
Mrs. Wilee noticed a
numbar of boxes ol Dr. Williams’
Pink: Pills in the show, case, and re-

!m;u‘kad by the proprietor “If ever
told to |

. him by Verschoyle, and the extracts

there was a {friend to woman, it is
those pills;? She was asked why

' she spoke so strougly aboui the pills,
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to him, he told the waiter to show, the |

ed hiz desire to give
that point. :
“Did Mrs. Verschoyle come on|
board, the night the ‘Neptune' lelt
Maltag” - - ’
Vassaila glanced keenly at him.

Bt %‘e?truin- |and, in roply told of the misery from - | "!
an opilnwon on |

which they had rescued har. The
druggist suggested that she should
make known her cure for Lhe benefit
of the thousands of similar sufferers,.
Mrs. Wile repiied that while averse

to publieity, yet she would gladly
“Why should sheg” tell of har cure if it would benefit
“To see you and Miss Coloner off.” lanyone else, and she gave the follow-

the letter on the tuble; “you are so

muchl in love wilh her that you can- with his breakfast.

not see her imperfections.” | “He has some reason for coming,”
“I am not biind to them, if that's be muttered, quietly; “and I'il find it

what yoa mean,” retorted Ron- Out; don’t trouble yourself, Mr, Mon-

ald, doggedly; “but all [Lknow is, I teith—Iriend or enemy, I'm equal to

:ove her, and intend to ask her tobe either.”

wy wiie," . He arose from his seat with an enig-
“When " |matical smile on his face as the Awus-

cousin, the Marchese Vassalia, bul ior
all that, I did not see Lhe boat.

Myself: Why—did
board to say goodby ¢ :

Mrs, Verschoyle: No; I had a head-
ache, and did not leave my rodm,

Mrs., Dexter: Yes, 1 remember. I
knocked at your door, and coudd gec
ne answer.

¥you nul go on

|
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Mrs. Verschoyle, quickiy: L
asleep.

Myself: It was a pity you «id nol sce
the “Nepiune;” she is suech i magni-
ficent vessel,

This closed the coaversation, and
left things as they were. You see¢, Mrs.
Verschoyle denies that she left Lhe
house on that evening; so this is the
case, she can prove aun alibi, and thus
cannol be accused of commiiting the
erime. I, however, am uutl satisfied
withi her denial; she winced when I
mentioned the “"Neptune;” morcover,
sho knew that her husband was on
board, as she mel him during the day ;
which, by the way ,explaind the pass-
age in Mrs. Dexter’'s diary, that she
returned in a rage.

To my mind, therefore, Lhe only peo-
ple who can definitely say if she were
on' board, are Miss Carme g Uatoner
and the Marchese Vassalla; for even
if sire went on board secretiy to see
her huosband, she could not have es-
saped ‘notice by bler sister; and cousin.
My advice, therefore, is for yon fto see
gither Miss Cotoner or the Marchese
Vassalla, and fiffd out if Mrs, V
gchoyle were on board Fefore th: "Ne: -
tune’ sailed; if so, we can pursue our

| ]"'-

was

“*aAh! well, as soon a8 this mystery
i3 eleared up.”

“l understand,” said Foster, rising
from his chair, and walking to and fro;

“butl, judging from this letler of Rop~ |

er's, Lthe elucidation seems as far off as
ever.,"

“I don't see lhat—for, taking all
things into consideration, I.am in-
elined to think Mrs. Verschoyle is tell-
ing a lie)” ;

*“Oh ! so you beliave she was on board
the "Neptune' that night " '

Ronald nodded.

“There’s no proof.”

“Certainly, not any actual proof,”
said Ronald, quietly; “but I think it 1s
very probable that Roper's theory is
correcl, and she did leave her bedroom,
lock Lhe door, and then return withe-
oul anyone sceing her,”

“Waell, the whole affair is easily set-
tled—go and see Miss Cotoner, or Vas-
salla, and ask them if Mrs. Verschoyle
cams on hoard—rhey certainly
know."

“] don't believe Miss Cotaner knows
anylthing about it,” said Ronald, angri-
ly; “if they guarrelled belore leaving
the house, you may ha cerlain that

Mre Versehoayle never came near her
on the boat.”
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Refore Their 1ime.

When youth shows infirmity, when
old age creeps in bafore its time,when

the days that sbould be Lhe best of

manhood and womwanhood are burden-
ad with aches, pain and weakness, we
know that the nervous syslem is wear-
ing out and that there is imminent

danger of nervous prostration, para-

Iysis, locomotor ataxia or insanily.

[Haw we admire the old in years—
erowned with silvered hair, yet erect
in stature, faculties retained with vi-
gor necessary to the declining years
—cheerful, bright, grand old age. How
lamentable is youthful infirmity,
middle-aged enfeeblement, parting of
the ways too soon, told by restlessness,
starting up violently during sleep,
morning languor, tired, fagged, worn-
out; trembling limbs, worried brain,
- mind aimless and depressed.

Whatever the indirect cause, the

 with

waste has not been repaired. It won't
repair itself. Dr. A. W. Chase's Nerve
I"'ood furnishes in condensed pillform
the nerve nulriment which repairs
nerve waste. There rests the secret of
the wonderful cures mada by this
groal nerve-building medicine.

Mr. A. T. P. Lalame, railway agent
alt Clerenceville, Qué., writes: "l'or
twelve years I have been run down
nervous debility I suffered
much, and consulted dociors, and used
medicines in vain. Some months ago I
heard of Dr. Chase's Nerve Food, used

two boxes, and my health improved so

rapidly that I ordered twelve more,
“I ean say frankly that this treat-
ment  has no equal in the medical
world, While using Dr. Chase’s Nerve
Food I could feel my system being
built up until now I am strong and
healthy, I cannot recommend it too

vondition is lack of Nerve Force—nerve | highly for weak, nervous people.”

Dr. Chase’s

Nerve Food.

ia prepared in ﬁﬂndensaﬁ pill form and on every box is found the pors

trait and signature of Dr. A. W.

Chase. Insiat on having the genuine,

G0cts, a box, at all dealers or Edmanson Bates & Co. Toronto.

offer of breakfasi,
talk,.
“Miss Cotoner js cut,” he said, eold-.

tralian entered, and held out his hand.

|Tlm other it took it with a si.ent re-
the |

luctance, which was noticed by
clever Mallesa gentleman.
“Hum ! he

thonght ; “not quite

| frienddly, I ses.”

Ronald tock a the

to

seat, deciined
and prepared

ly.

“Yes, wilh Sir Mark Trevor and his
charming daughter,” replied Vassalla,
“Do you wish Lo see herft’

“No; I want to see you."

“Me?' the foreigner’s ayebrows
went up. “Well, I am at your dis-
posal."

"It is about that murder Lhat took
place on board the ‘Neptune,”” said
Ronald, going straight to the point.

“Ah, indeed!” said the Marchesse,
quietly; “a most interesting sub-
ject, Have you discovered anything
yelf"”

“Yes, many {hings.”

“Such as will lead to the delsction
of the assassin, I presome?”

“I don't know,” aswered Ronald
shortly.

“That’s apity; can Iassist youin
any wayg@"

“I think you ecan.”

“Then you may commamnd my ser-
vices,”" repilsd the Marchesa, puolite-
Ly. :

“Thank you; I will take advaniage
of your offer,” said Ronald, glancing
at the impassive face bafore him.

Vassalla bml*ed,iulded his arms, and
leaning back in his chair, prepared to
listen.

“In the finst place,” said Ronald,
“yoau knew him{”

Vassalla shook his head.

“"No; I had not the honor of Mr.
Ventin'’s acquaintance.”,

“His name was not Ventin.”

“indeed!”

“No; it was Leopold Verschoyle.”

“lLeopold Verschoyle,” repeated the
Marchese, locking at him sharply;
“that was the name of the man' who
married my cousin.”

“Yes, and from whom he was after-
wards divorced.” !

“Exactly,” said Vassalla. ‘I see

you know the whole story; so he is
the man who was killed?"
“He was, and I want to find out
who killed him.” :
The eyebrows
‘credulously.

went up again in-

. ‘I hope you will succeed,” said Vas-

“Suppose she did come on board§’

“Sne might have seen her husband.”
“impossibxe! She did- not know
he was on board.”

“Yes, she did; Verschoyle told me

, be met her in Valelta on that day.”

Vassalla drummed quickly in an
annoyed manner on the tabie with
his fingers, then answered abrupt-
Ly;

“*She did not come on board.”

“Oh!” Ronald was disappointed;
were all his suspicions groundless, af-
ter a.lg

““No; she was confined to her room
all the evening with a headache.”

This statement, as Ronald knew,
tallied with Mrs: Dexter’s diary, and
he felt that, after all, it might be
the truth, and that Mrs. Verschoyle
had not been onr board:; in which case
—who was the assassinf

Vassalla saw the expression of dis-
belief flitting across Ronald’s expres-
sive face, and arose Lo his fest.

“In order to convince you,"” he said,
quickly, “I will show you the letter
I reciived from my-cousin.”

“There is mo need,” began Ronald,
bui Vassalla interrupted him,

“Pardon me, there is,” ha said, cold-
ly; “LIwish you to be thoroughly con-
vinced that Mrs. Verschoylé was not
on board, and couid not have either
spen her -husband or have had any-
thing to do with his death.”

“I did not say she had,” interrupt-
ed Ronald, hastily.

“No, bnt you thought so,” retort-
ed the Marchese, as he left the room

Ronald arose to his feet, and walk-
gd hastily to and fro. He was wrong,
then; Mrs. Verschoyle was innocen.
of her husband’'s death. Who, then,
was the assassin, for no one elss ap-
peared to have had any reason t
wish him evil. Vassalla himsel® n!
it could not ba he, becaunsz he had n
motive. The theory of Mrs. Ver
schoyle's eriminality having been thu:
effectually disposed of, thare appear
ed to be absolutely ' no clue to the pe:
petrator of the crime.

Vassailla returned with
and handed it to Ronald,
him at the same time the passage he
alluded Lo,

“] was so sorry,” said the leii::
“not to have been able to come dow.
and see you and Carmela away by Lh
beat, but I had a very bad headache
il was shut up all the evening
my reom.'

the letic:
showin

Ronald handed back the letter

i.lj

ing statement with permission for
its pubiication:—

“My life for some years was one of
weakaess, pain and misery, until ]
obtained relief through the use of Dr,
Williams' Pink Pills, From some

cause, I know not what exactly, 1
became so afflicted with uterine trou-
ble ‘that I was obliged . to underge
two operations. ‘A part only of the-
Lrouble wasa removed, and a terrible
weakness and miserable, nervous con-
dition ensued, which
toldy me I would never get clear of,
I {tried other doctors, but all with
the same result—no betlerment of my
condition. The pains finally attacked
my back and kidneys. My legs and
feel became frightfully swollen, and
I cannot describe the tired, sinking.
deathly feeling that al times came
over my whole body. ( became un-
able to do my household work, and
lost all hope of recovery. Before
this stage in my illness I bad been
advised to try Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills, but like thousands of other wo-
men, thought there could be no good
in using them when the medical men
were unable to cure me. At last in
desperation I ktnade up my mind to
try them, but really wilthout any
faith in the result. To my greal sur-
prise I obtained some benefit from the
first box. I then bought six boxes
more, whiﬂltg I took according to di-
rections, and am happy to say was
raised up by them from a weak, sick
despondent, useless condilion, to my
present state of heallh, and happi-
ness. Every year now in the spring
and fall I take a box or two, and find
them an excellent thing at the
change of the season. Other bene-
fits, I might mention, bul suffice it
to say I would strongly recommend
Dr, Willianms® Pink Pills to ailing wo-
nen.' :

Dr. Williams' Pink PPills surpass ali
ather medicines as a cure for the trou-
vies that aifiliet womankind,  They
tuekly correet suppressions and all
sims of weakness. They enrich the
iood, strengthen the nerves and re-
tore the glow of health to pallid
hanks, Sold by all dealers in medicine,

sent pestpdid at 50 cents a box,

r 8ix boxes for $2.50, by addressing
he Dr. Williams Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont.

the physician

-—-_+-. O —
Many a man with but little judg-
went has alot of ‘hem entered

agajinst him in court
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