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Its Virtues are Many; Its Faults None.

That's

faying a good deal, but it Is a true statement. You can verl!
’ . y
It yoursell. A trial will prove the truth or falsity of the above statement,

only.

SALAD

Ceylon Teas are sold in Sealed Lead Packets
Black, Mixed, Uncolored Ceylon Green

Free samples sent. Address ‘*Salada,’’ Toronto

THE SEASIDE HOUSE

ATLANTIC CITY, N.J.

The above well known hotel has been a favorite resort for Can-

adlans for years past.
guesta, 1t 13 considered one of the
open throughout the

With acco mmodations for

three hundred

best located in Atlantic Tity., Ia

year;, has all modern conveniences, such aa elee-

tric lighting. Hydraulic elevators running to level of the pavement. Sun

galleries and covered walk o
open grate wiod fires and steam theat

the orean

Thoronghly warmed with
throughcut. The Seaside House haas

& full and unobstructed vlew of the ocean, with a lagwn extending and

connecting with the famous

ocean’ promenade.

The "Seaslde” has luxurlous surroundings equal to any hotel on the

sea coast for comfort and elegance.
surround the hotel. Drawing, recepti on, waliting, billiard
prettily furnished. The t able is supplied with the best the

TOoOOm™ Are

Wide plazzas, five hundred feet long
and smoking

Phlladelphia market affords. Hot and cold sea water baths, long distance
telephone and telegraph communlea tion to all parts of the world.

For terms addresas

-

CHAS. EVANS S ON, _
Beas wle Housa, .

Atlantie City, N. J.
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Mr. Watson was evidently disin-
glinedd to make the efllort. He
glaoced covertly uo the deck. and
seemed] to be preparing himsell for
A rush. Again that
of steel and the grim look on Mr.

Sabin’'s face prevalled. They both |
croseed the threshold. The odor.
though powerful, WA anlmost
nullified by the rushing of
the snlt wind through the
O] window and door which

Rir. Babin had Tixed L with a cateh.

Heaching out his hind he pulled down |

a little brass hook—the room was lm-

d o T o - ; k!
mediately lit with the solt glare of ir the water.

the electric light.

Mr. Sabin, having assured himsell
that alsa companion’'s revolver was
salely bestowed in his hip pocket and
eould not be reached without warning,
glanced earefully arouna ns cabin.
f.e lirst looked towards the bed and
smiled. Hls little device, then, had
succeeded. The rug which he had

rolled up under the sheets into the |

shape of a human
turbed. In the absence of a light, Mr.
Watson had evidently taken for
granted that the man whom he had
sought to destroy was really in the
rom. The two men suddenly ex-
changed glances, and Mr. Sabin smijed
&% the other's look of dismay.

“It wana not like you,” he pald

ntly ; it wna really very clumsy

deed to take for granted my pres-
ence here. [ have great faith in You
and your methods, my [riend ; but do
gou think that it would have been
altogether wise for me to have slept
here alone with unfastened door—
uuder the circumsatances 7"

Mr. Watson admitted his error with
a gleam in his dark eyes, which Mr.
Babin accepied as an additional warn-
irg.

“ Your little devica,” he continuned,
rasing an uastopped flask [rom the
table by the slde of the bed, “is other-
wise excellent, and I feel that I owe
you many thanks for srranging a
deatl: that should be painlcss. lou
might have made other plans which
wonld have been not only more clumsy,
but which might have caused me a
considerable amount of personal incon-
venlence and discomfort. Your ar-
rangements, I see, were altogether
oxcellent. You arranged for my—er—
extermination asleep or awake. II
awake, the little visit which your
charming wife had just pakl bere was
to have provided you at once with a
motive for the erime, and a dlstinetly
mitigating circamstance. That Was
very ingenious. Pardon my lighting
a cigarette. These fumes are a little
powerful. Then U I were asleep and
had not been awakened by the time

ou arrived—well, it waa to be a drug.

pposing, my dear Mr. Watson, you
do me the !.'amrhgf emptying this
little flask into the sea.”

Mr. Watson obeyed promptly. There
were several points In hls favor to be

ined by the destruction of this evl-
gm:e of his unsuccessful attempt. As
he crossed ths deck, holding the little
bottle at arm's length from him. a
delicate white vapor could be dis-
tlnctly seen rising from the bottle and
vanishing into the alr. There was a
little hiss like th> hiss of a snake as
it “ouched the water,” and a epot of
white froth marked the place where
it sank.

* Much too strong.” Mr. Sabin mur-
mured. ~ A sad waste of a very valu-

drug, my friend. Now will you
come inside with me ? We must

have a little chat. But first kindly
stand quite still for one moment. There
'a no parsicular reason Why 1 Hh‘i:l]l:
run any risk. I am gol.nx?pta_h__ a

A PLOT FOR EMPIRL.

——— Wl .

A THRILLING STORY OF CONTINENTAL CONSPIRACY AGAINST ERITAIN. &
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revolver from your pocket and throw
it overboard.”

Mr. Watson's first instinct was evl-
dently one of reaistance. Then suad-
denly he felt the cold muzzle of a re-
volver upon his lorehead,

| foolish not to do it.

form, was undis- |

“I yonu move,” Mr. Sabin sald
quietly, * you are a dead man. My
best policy would be to kill you; I am
'ut I hate vio-

! lence. You are safe if you do as I tell

! you."

Mr. Watson recognized the [act that
was In earnest. He
atood quite still and watched his re-
volver deacribe a semicirele In the
darkness and a fall with a little aplagh
Then he followed Mr.
Sabin Into his eabin.

CHAPTER XLYVIII.
The Doomsaschen.

| his companion

“1 suppose,”” Mr. Sabin began, cloa-
¢\ ing the door of the cabin behind him,

a8 an indieation of your refusal to
acoept the proposils | made to you?”
| Mr. Watson did not immediately re-
ply. He had seated himself on the cor-
ner of a lounge and was leaning for-
ward, his head resting moodily upon
hia hands. His sallow face was paler
teven than usual and his expression
wasa allen. He looked, as he undoubt-
edly was, in an evil humor with him-
self and all things.

“It was not a matter of choice
with me,"” he muttered. “Look out of
yYour window there and you will see
that even here upon the ocean I am
under survelllance.”

Mr. Sabin's evea [ollowed the man's
foreflinger. Far away across the
ocean he could gee a dim green light
almost upon the horizon. It was the
Geéerman man-of-war.

“That ia quite true,” Mr. Sabin
' gald. I admit that there are difrfi-
culties, but It seems to me that you
have overlooked the c¢rax of the
whole matter. [ have offeredd you en-
ough to |lve on for the reat of your
' days, without ever returning to Eu-
rope. You k.ow very well that yon
can step off this ship arm In arm with
me when we preach DBoston even
though your man-of-war be along-

vou—yon could leave your—pardon me
—not too honorable occupation once
and forever. Ameriea ia not the coun-
try in which one would choose to
live, but It has its resources—it can
give you big game and charming wo-
meg1. I have lived there, and I know.
It is not Europe, but it is the next
best thing. Come, you had better ac-
cept my terms!”

The man had listened without mov-
ing a muscle of his {face. There was
sumething almost pitiable in its white,
sullen despalr. Then his lips parted.

* VWould to God I could I'" he moan-
ed. "Would to God I had the power
to listen to you!"

Mr. Sabin Micked the ash off his
cigarette and locked thoughtful. He
stroked his grey imperial and kept
his eyesa on his companion.

“ The extradition laws,” the other
imterrupted savagely.

Mr. Sabin shrugged his shoulders.
“By all means,” he murmured. “Per-
sonally I have no interest im them*
but i you would talk like a reasomn-
able man and tell me where your dif-
ficulty liss, I might be able to help

IH-ll
IThn otan who had cailed himsell
Watson raised his head slowly. His

ression remained aliogether hope-
less. He had the appearance ol a man
given wholly over to despair. -

“Have sou ever heard of the Dooms-
chen "' he asked slowly.

i Mr. Sabm shuddered. He became

suddenly =esy grave. “You are mnot
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"“that I may take it—this f-p‘laude—i

side the dock. They could not touch |
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ed up and down the little rcom.

course,” he remarked, *“that
complicates matters, but there cught
to be a way out of it. Let me think
for a momen:.”

The man on the lou sat still
with unchanging face. In his heart he
knew that there was no way out of it.
The chains which bound him were
such as the hand of man had no pow-
er to dut.rlpy The arm of his ‘master
was long. I't had reached him here—
it would reach him to the fathermost
corner ol the world. Nor could Mr,
Sabin for the moment see any light.
The man was under perpetual sen-
tence of death., Thera was oo coun-
try im the world which would not
give him up if called upon to do so.

“What you have told me,” Mr. Sa-
bin said, “explains, of course, to a
certam <xtent. your present indif-
ference 10 my offers. But when I first
approached you im this way you cer-
tanly led me to think——'

“That was before that cursed Kai-
ser Wlhelm came up,” Watson inter-
rupted. “1 had a plan—I might have
made a rush for l'berty, at any ratel”

“But surely you would have been
mz_l.{ti"ksd down at Boston,” Mr. Sabn
said.

“The only frlemd [ have in the
world,” the other sail slowly, “is the
managar of the Government's Secret
Cable Office at Berlin. He was on my
s.de. It would have given me a chance,
but now"—he looked out of the win-
dow—="t is hopeless!’
| Mr. Sabm resumed his chair and
lit a fresh cigarettee He had thought
the matlter out and began t> see Light.

“It is rather an awkward Kx,” he
said, “but *hopeless' is a word which
I do not understand. As regards our
present dilemma I think that I see
an excellent way out of it.”

A momeniary ray of hope [lashed
across the man's face. Then he shook
his head.

“It is not possible, he murmured.

Mr. Sabin smiled quieily.

“My frend,” he said, “I perceive
that you are a pessimist! You will
find yoursell in a very shor: time a
free man with the best of your life
before you. Take my advice,
ever career you embark in, do so in
a more sanguine spirit. Difficulties
to the man who faces them boldly lose
half their strength. But to proceed.
You are one of those who are called
‘Doomschen.’ That

ishable by death—that you ars om
parole cmly so long as you rema:in in
ithe service of the Secret

The man assented grimly. Mr. Sabin
cont.nued—

BEpn

tempt to settle down n America,
your extraditiom, [ presume, would
at once be appiied for. You would be
given no secund chanece.™

“l should bes sho? without a mom-
enit's hes.lation,” Watson admitted
gr.m.ly.

“Exactly, and there is, I believe,
another coniingency. Il you should
sucesed in your present enterprise,
which, I presume, is my exiermina-
tion, you wouid obtain your freedom."

The man on the vmnge nodded. A
species of despair was upom him. This
man was his master in all ways. He
wotld be his master to the and.

| fuily thought cut yet, but thkat s a
| maiter of only hall an hour or so. |
propose that you shoul kill me in
Bosten Harbor apd escape to your
| man-of-war., They wiil, of course, re-
fuse to give you up, and on your re=-
turn to Germany you wil receive your
freedom."

“But—but you,” Walscn exclaimed,

bewildered, “vou domn't want to be
killed, surely §"
“] do not intend to be—actually,”

Mr. Sabin explained. “Exactly how
I am going to manags it I can't tell
you just now, but it will be quite
sasy. [ shall be dead to the beliaefl cf
asverybody on bhoard here except the
captain, and he wiil be our accom-
piice. I shall remam hidden until
yvour Kasar Wihelm has laft, and
whenr I do land in Amerira—it shall
not be as Mr. Sab.n."

Watson rose to his feet. He was a
transformed man. A sudden hope had
brightened his face. His eyes were on
fire.

“It is a wonderu. schema!" he ex-
cla.med.

“But the captain—surely
never consent to help ?”

“On the contrary,” Mr. Sabin an-
swered, “he will do it for the ask-
ing. There I8 not a single diffieulty
which we cannot easily surmount.™

“There iz my companion.” Watson
remarked ; “she will have to be reck.
oned with.”

“leave her,'' Mr. Sabin said, "to me.
[ will nndertake that she will be on
our side before many hours are passed.
You had better go down to your room
now. It is getting light, and I want
to rest."”

Watson paused upon the threshold.
He pointed in some embarrassment to
| the table by the side of the bed.

“Is It any use,” he murmured In a
low tone., “saying that | am eorry
[or this ™

“You only ditdl—what—in a pense was
your duty,” Mr. Sabin answered. "l
bear no malice—especially since [ es-
caped.”

Watson closed the door, and Mr. Sa.
bin glanced at the bed. For a mo-
ment or two he hesitated, although
the desire for sleep had gone by. Then
he siepped out onto the deck &and
leaned thoughtfully over the white
railing. Far away eastwards there
were slgns already of the coming day.
A soft, gray twilight rested upon the
sea ; darker and blacker the waters
just then by contrast with the light.
ening skies. A fresh breeze was blow-
ing. There was no living thing in
sight save that faint green light
where the rolling ssa touched the
clouds. Mr. Sabin’s ¢yes grew (fixed.
A curious depression came over him
in that half hour before the dawn,
when all emotion I8 quickened by that
intenae brooding stillness. He was
paasi he felt, into perpetual exile,
He who had been 80 Intimately in
touch with the large things of the
world had come to that nt when,
after all, he was bound to write his
life down a fallure. For ita great de-
gire was no nearer consummation. He
had made hie grand effort and had
failed. There had been other ways in
which he might have found happi.
ness. Was he growing morbid, he won-
dered, bitterly but unresistingly, that
her face shounld suddenly float before
his eyes. In fancy he could sec® her
coming towards him there across the
gtill waters, the old, brilliant smile
upon her lips, the lovelight in her
eyes, that calm disdain of all other

he wlll

" .
Pt s

What-

means, [ believe,
that you have comm’tted a crime pun-

Police of
your coun:iry. That is so, is it not §"

“If you were to abandon your pre-
task and fail to offer satisfac-
tory explanations—il you wera to at-

“That brings us,” ?&Ir-‘."-‘-ﬂhin con-
tinuad, “to my proposition. I must
admit that the details I have not

Mr. Sabin rose to his feet and walk-

i " b 0
- . ;‘l'lll .I--'}. -.':'Ilh ;'I.

him,
come. He crossed the deck, and, enter-

Ing his cabin, closed the door.

CHAPTER XLIX.

Mr. Sabin is Sentimental.

Mr. Sabin found it a harder mat
ter than he had anticipated to in-
duce the captain to consent 0 the
scheme he had formulated. Never-
theless., he succeeded in the end, and
by lonch time the following day
the whole affair was settled. There
wae a certain amount of risk in the
affair: but, on the other hand, I
successfully carrled out. it set [ree
once and forever the two men main-
Iy concerned in it. Mr. Sabin. who
was in rather a curious mood, came
out of the captain’s room a little
after 1 o'clock, feeling altogether
Indisposed for conversation of any
sort, ordered his luncheon from the
deck steward, and moved his chair
apart from the others in a sunnoy,
secluded corner of the boat.

It was here that Mrs. Watson
found him an hour later. :

“ And why this seclusion, Sir Mis-
anthrope 7"

He laughed and dragged her chalr
alongside of his.

“Come and sit down,” he gaid. "1
want to talk to you. I want.” he
added. lowering his voice, * to thank
you for your warning.”

Ther were close sther now and
alone, cut off from the other chairs
by one of the lifeboats. =She looked
up at him from amongst the cush-
ions with which her chair was hung.

“You understood,” she murmured.

“ Perfectly.”

“You are safe now,” she said.
“From him. at any rate. You have
won him over."

“I have found a way of safety,”
Mr. Sabin said, * for both of us.”

e —

“he leaned her head upon her deli-

cate white [fingers, and Jooked at
him ecurlously.,
“Your plans,” she said, “are ad-

mirable; but what of me?"

Mr. Sabin regarded her wlth some
faint indication of surprise. He was
not sure what she meant. Did she
expect a rewagrd for her warning,
he wondered. Her words would seem
to indicate something of the sort.
and yet he was not sure.

“I am afraid,” he sald kindly, “we
have not considered you very much
yet. You will go on to Boston. of
course. Then 1 suppose you will re-
turn to Germany."

* Never,” she exclaimed, with a
suppressed passion. 1 have broken
my vowa. 1 shall never set foot in
Germany agnin. 1 broke them for
your sake."

Mr. Sabin looked at her thought-
fully.

“I am giad %o hear you say
that,” he declared. ** Belleve me, my
dear young lady. 1 have seen a great
deal ol guch matters, and I can as-
sure you that the sooner you break
away from all association with this
man Watson and hls emplovers the
better.”

“It s all over,” sle murmured. *]
am a frec. woman.”

Mr. Sabin was delighted -to hear
it. Yet he felt that there wasa a
certain awkwardness between them.
He was this woman's debtor, and
he had made no effort to discharge
his debt. What did she exXpect [rom
him ? He looked at her through half.
cloeed eves, and wondered.

“If I can be of any use to you,"”
he suggested softly, *“in any [resh
start you may make in Iife, you
have only to command me."

She kept her face averted from
him. There was land in sight, and
she seemed much interested In it.

“*What are you golng to do In
America 7"

Mr. Sabin looked out across the
Baa, and repeated her question 1o
himeelf, What was he going todo
in this great. strange land, whose
ways werenot his ways, and whose
n]iljt'm?put-him lay so far apart from

]

“1 cannot tell,” he murmured. *“I
have e here for safety. 1 have
no urr:[t.l:'y nor any friends, This is
the land of my exile."

A eoft, white hand touched hls for
a moment. He looked into her face.
and saw there an emotion which
surprised him.

“It is my exile, too,” she sald. “I
ghall never dare to return. I have
ne wish to return.”

“But your friends?" Mr. Sabin
commenced. * Your family ?"

**1 have no family.” .

Mr. Sabin was thoughtful for sev-
erul moments, then he took out his
case and lit a cigarette. He watch-
ed the blue smoke floating away
over the ghip's side, and Jooked no
more at the woman at his elbow.

“1f you decide,” he sald quietly,
“to settle in  America, you must
not allow yoursell to forget that I
am very much your debtor. 1" "——

“Your friendship.,” she interrupted,
“1 shall be very glad to have. We
may perhaps help one another to
fecl less lonely.”

Mr. Sabin gently shook his head.

“1 had a friend of your sex once.”
he said. *I shall—forgive me—never
have another.”

“1s she dead?”

“If she I8 dead, it Is I who have
kilie<1 her. 1 gacrificed her to my
ambition. We parted, und for
months — for years — [ searcely
thought of her and now the day
of retribution has come. I think of
ber, but it is in vain. Great barriers
have rolled between us since those
days, but she was my first [riend,
and she will be my only one.”

There was a long sllence. Mr., Sa-
bin's eyes were fixed steadily sea-
wards. A flood of recollections had
suddenly taken possession of him.,
When at last he looked round, he
chair by his side was vacant.

CHAPTER L.
A Harbor Tragedy.

The voyage of the Clalipha came to
its wusual termination about ten
o'clock on the f[ollowing morning,
when she passed Boeton lights and
steamed slowly down the smooth
waters of the harbors. The seven pas-
sengers were all upon deck in wonder-
fully transformed guse. Already the
steamer chairs were being tied u
and piled away; the stewards, olfi-
ciously anxious to render some last
service, were hovering around. Mrs.

‘Watson, in a plain tailor gown and
quiet felt hat, was sitting heavily,

i n
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Woman Decoy

Who Secures Divorces.

Feofeofecgr et oioge

Young and Pretty, She Fascinates the Unsu:pe:tian:
Man, and the Decree is Easy. &>
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One woman in a western city has
mapped out a new and original line of
business for hergell. Bhe I8 o creator
of grounds of divorce, and she finds
that it pays well and enables her to
live a lfe of comparative ease and
luxury. :

Thls woma'l who Is well educated,
voung, and of more than ordinary

beauty, Justifies her “‘profession,” as
she calls it, on the ground that too
many couples are mismated and live
cat-and-dog lives, whereas if they
were separated and at liberty to con-
iract udions with partners more to
thelr Uking they would be perfectly
happy. Again, many wives are tled to
husbands from whom they would
gladly be separated, but can find no-
thing In their conduct that the law
will conslder jJustification for a di-
voree.

Here Is where the woman who “ere-
ates grounds” comes in. As the confi-
daunte of the wife, and for a suficient
conslderation, she will contract to
get that husband in love with her,
or to compromise himself with her
in such a way that the wife can get
her divorce. =he carrieg out her con-
iract 80 thoroughly and successfully
that the husband is unable and un-
willing to make any defence, although
at the same time he has committed
no criminal act, and 15 glmply the vie-
tim of clreums®ances. The wile gets
n divorce and
avoided, and the husband
knows—at least not at the
that he has played the part of a
dupe,

1»oea Not Court Pablicity.

never

alimony, publicity s |

| hands.
time— |

| before she ecame into the

A score of men and women have |

availed
serviess and have paid her liberally,
Now she has [ilve cases pending on
her books., In some of these cases
ak well as in most of the cases that
have gone before, the revelation of
her name means much to the party
who does not want the divoree. 'n
some cases it will save allmony, In
all of them it would create talk,
and the worman's work I8 ol a na-
ture that is not helped by indis-
criminate disecussion.

She s a professional “other wo-
She stakes nothing and al-

man.”
ways stands to win much. She has |
scrupies, but never lets them inp-

terfere with her business.

This woman is the highest artifl-
cinl development of the divorce
laws. The recent decision that
many of the Dakota divorces have
been invalid on account of non-
reslidence has been a good thing for
lier business. While working on a
case she is willing to llve any-
where, although she always demands
the best accommodations that
money can buy. The strangest part
of it all is that she is not a meddle-
some detective, and no matter what
she does she never divulges a word
beyond those she is paid to say.
She ils mysterious, and some of the

divorees granted lately without ap-

parent cause can be
the quietness and skill with which
this “other woman” works.

The name by which she is known
to some of her clients is Margaretl
Hobson, Miss Hobson has often
found it necessary to change her
name with her tacties. But no mat-
ter what she does she never crosses
pworids with the law.
better than that.

The way she works can best be told
by describ the circomstances of a
divores obtalned a fesw weeks ago by
the wifs of a Board of Trade man.
This woman was married to the spec-
ulator before she ksew much of
poctry, opera or twin souls, and
when she wanted carrlages and a
home more than anything else. Her
husband was good to her with his
bank book and they cared for each
other, and she for the bank book, in
a good fellow sort of way, but with
no undying love in the proposition.
The wife declded a while ago that
she would like to be free. The hus-
band had never broken over tihe
traces, and a lawyer could find no
groand apon which the wife could get
her divoree.

ascribed to

themselves of this wmmmn'n[
ngked that she be

| Miss Hobson.

She knows ;

Learrs of Misa Hobson.

Then some woman spoke to the
wile about Miss Hobson

“"Who is Mles Hobson 7' she asked.

“Ill bring her around to ecall and
you shall see,” her friend sald, and
the pext day the three women wenat
to a matinee, and then to the wo-
mh's restaurant of a tir down-town
hotel, where the plan that pesulted
in a divoree with alimony was declded
e,

Miss Hobson, acconling to the wife
who would not have her name known:
for worlds, wore a stunning prin-
cesse gown, a lovie of a hat, and a
limited supply of excemdingly expen-
glve jewelry. She talked of her school
days in an aristoeratiec eastern board-
ing school and of her [riends in New
York and Washington. The friends
were of the first water of soclal
prominence, With delleacy the friend
introdueed the subject of the wile's
disgatlsfactlon with her husband and

Oof her Inabllity to [find anyvthing
upon whieh a separation could be
obtalined.

‘It 'Is my Dbusiness"” sald Misas

Hobson, eweetly o [ind that some-
thing for youn. Your lhusband shall
fall in love with m», and then your
divorce wili be pasy.™

The wife revolted for an instant at
the ldea of the hushand daring teo
think any woman except hersell wor-
thy of his more or less lukewarm love,
but when she thought it all over she
put the entire ease in Miss Hobson's
The latter went to work
with an authority that made the
wile wonder how many divorees she
had been instrumental in procuring
board of
trade tangle. The subject of money
was never mentioned. Miss Hobson
presented to the
husband and this was done the next
night. SBhe wore a bewildering even-
ing gown and her [reshness of face
and figure, her wit and her amiahil-
ity won the big husband at once. He
afrked that she accompany him driv-
ing the next day, and in a week they
were deeply in love,

Husband Does No Opporing.

During all this time she sald never
a, word about the man's wife and ap-
peared Lo be on pleasant terms with
her. Soon there came a couple of
late suppers, and a trip out of town
for the man, with a corresponding
but innocent absence on the part of
The wile saw a law-
yer, the laowyer saw Lhe man, tha
man saw Miss Hobson. =he told himy
that although she was nol ready to
liee down and dis for him she thought
he wasa a magniflicent fellow, and he
did no opposing when his wile asked
for a separation Since that time
Miss Hobson has gradually loosaaed
her hold on the husband, but evem
now he does not know that it was all
what a sporting man would informal-
ly call a “[rame-up.

Miss Hobeon was given
the wife. The pame &he gigned at the
bottom of the recelpt certified that
the $200 was for value recelved, and
the npame was not “"Miss Hobwson."
It was anpother that did just as well,

The mysterious “otier woman" 1o
not employed eontirely by desiguing
women. A burband cam hire her U
be pays enough, azd ler [riends say.
that she can nmke any woman jehl-
ous. The woman gets jealous, and
then it Is expected that divoree pro-
ceedings or ut |t sepuralion pro-
ceedings will be lnstituted

The “other womaa” would now
dreamr of guing into a divorce court.
She wants no I|1.‘,|!l-|:[".[_'.'. fnd ALY H HIW
will drop out of a gase befors 16

gets to the court room slage, DO
matter how much money s in 1€
for her.

A few members v #amart ser
puspert that Mlss Hobson I8 nol ad

' ] naorl e QO

that she seems, allhougi

veiled, apart and alone. There were |

no s.gns of either Mr. Watson or Mr. |
Sabin. The capialn was on the bridge |
talking to the pilot. Scarcely a bun-|
dred yards away lay the Kalser Wil-|

helmr, white and stately, with her
brass work shining like gold in the
sunlight, and her decks as white as
snow. The Calipha was almos: al a
scandstill, awalting the doctor's brig,
which was coming up to her on the
port side. Everjone was leaning over
the ralling watching her. Mr. Watson
and Mr. Sabin, who had jast come up
the gangway together, turned away
towards the lhlnlatud :ih:lﬂlt;l' the boat,
engaged apparently im serdous conver-
lll.i.n:? Suddenly everyone on deck
started. A revolver shot, followed by
two heavy splashes im the water, rang
out clear and crisp above the clank-
ing of chaims and slighter mnoises.
There was a momenti's startled slence
—averyone looked at ome another—
then a rush for the starboard s.de of
the steamer. Above the little torrent
ol mimor exclamutdons, the captains
voice sang out llke thunder.

“Lower Lhe number one boat. Quar-
termasier, man a crew."”

The seven passengers, two siewardm
and a stray seaman arr.ved on the
starboard side of the gangway at

f

them can lay a finger on a Wrobg,
action or an unconventional word.
she s well read atid 19 the theatre
at her finger tips. She has travelled
much, bul pever says anyulng that
gives even e m gt ncute amaleor
detective of her acqualninpee &
clew upon which 1 work.—N. X.
Telegrain.
| about the same mom~nl Mere was
at first very little to be seen. A fa:nt
cloud of blue smoke W curl.ng up-
sirong cdok

wards. and toare Wwas
of guapowder in i On the deck
were ly.ng a small, recently-dischargs
E'-ﬂi IE\'.'_-l'-'--.' And =R man » wh.ois l-'nl-'-.n
cap, whieh, {rom ir's somewhat p-m::.u:
liar sbape, everyone recognised at
once as belonging to Mr. Sabin. At
first s)ght there was .._1!1'4‘.“1_41 noth-
ing else to be seen. I'sen, uuﬁdﬂllji

someone po.nied to A umHnJ htn.
+ fifiy yards away .m the walerl.
;-.‘.Iﬂ;]runa J::rﬂwuiel o the side to look
at it. It was bard at that distance
+o distinguish the [eatures, but a
I'ttle murmur arose, doubiful at f.rst,
but gaining conlidence. It was the
head of Mr. Watson. The murmug
rather grew than (macreased when 1%
was seen that he was sw.mmng, nos
towards the steamer, but AWAY froos
it. and that he was alome. Where was

. Sabin?

H;. sl.ght ery from bebind diverted
s:tention for a moment from the
bobbng bead. Mrs. Watson, who had
heard the murmurs, was [ymg in &
dead famt across a cha.r. One of the
women moved to ber siic. The others

resumed their watclh upon evenls.
(To be Continued.) &
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