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The Diamond Coterie

By LAWRENCE M. LYNCH
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of course he had he rd at once of the |
arder and ther mbered that La- |
gurder, 4
atte was the of the gentleman |
mot . : ‘
. his favorite horses from

ho had bou

I reins over a span equal
1, with muaech pathos. “‘I

mm.’\"-‘ une liking for any other
P_“nf”.;q,.-\‘ they was the apple of my |
" and I'd give just ten dollar te draw |
1;“;;.“\-1' ‘em once more—even to a fun |
el >

ic little ruse was successful; the bait
ﬂb i

s instantly swallowed,
“:\_3p gl;mm d .‘!'
¥ enrtained cham
wred, as he begar
mdd““'" e stable door:—

“hiiss Wi won’'t find it so
asy to outwit an old deteciive, even with
the odds in your favor.”’

Just as the horses were being led out
gom the stable, a quiet-looking young
pan, with a s rustic air. came
into the yard, - Apf roached the group
pear the car house.

and Jerry Bel-
‘iously up at the close-
'+ windows, and mut-
to saunter slowly up

ur, you

nal

“Who com ere’"’ asked the disguised
gelknap, in a low tone, addressing the
wachman. l

wMore than I know,’ replied that

muctionary. Then laying down a halter,
j“rmnn\'«-d from the head of one of the
mving, restless horses, he turned toward '
the new comer, saying, patronizingly:—

#Well, my man, can we do anything |
for you:"’

The stranger appeared somewhat
shashed. ‘

4 hope I ain’t in the way, gentlemen,’
Je mid, respectfully; ‘I came from War-
dour with a message for Miss Constance.
It's from the old lady, and as I see the
arriages are coming and the hearse, T |
jusé thought I'd wait till the funeral wa4 |
gone before I intruded.”

“Oh!” sal’ the coachman, more graci-
asly. “Well, you won’t have long to |
wait, then; the time’s about up, and Mr. |
lamotte is never behind time.”” Then he
turped to Mr. Belknap.

“You must keep a close eye over the
off one,” he said; ‘‘he’s full of Cain; and
1 say, what a lucky thing it is that your
clothes are dark, and that Mrs. Lamotte
won't let us wear full liveries.”

“Why, yes, it's very lucky, that's so;
just throw over those reins, will you.
Don't be uneasy in your mind about that
borse; I'll drive 'em safe enough; just
you tell me when to start.”’

Ten minutes later, all that remained I
of John Burrill was borne out in its
costly casket and placed in the splendid
hearse at the door.

Just as he was about to cross his own !
threshold, Jasper Lamottte was confront-
ed by a young man who pressed into his
hand a slip of paper, and whispered in
his ear:—

“Read it at once, sir; it's of vital

im- |

Stifling an exclamation, Jasper La-
motte unfolded and glanced at the slip
of paper. It contained these words:—

“The man who will drive your car-
riage is a cursed New York detective,
who has bribed your coachman.

“Don’t give him the opportunity he
lopes to gain for watching and listening |
o yourself and son.

“The bearer of this can be trustad.

“BELKNAP.”

By the time he had mastered the mean-
ing of the note, the hearse had moved
forward and the pull bearers were taking
their placos,

Then the Lamotte carriage came into
view. Mr. Lamotte placed the note in the
hand of Lis son, who stood beside
him, and Adescended the steps, a stern
look on his face.

“My frienq, come down off that box,"
he said to the self-satisfied substitute
procured him by his coachman.

The man on the box stared
him in amazement.

“But, sir,”” he began.

+ “I want no words from you,
ean’t drive mmy horses. Come
Stantly.”’

The discomfited Belknap writhed in his
feat, and looked about him helplessly.

Before were the pall-bearers, looking
back from their open vehicle, and noting
the scene; on the steps, and within easy
hearing distance, were gathered the small
knot of gentlemen, who, for courtesy’s
fake, or for policy’'s sake, had gathered
%0 do honor to Mr. Lamotte, rather than
te the poor rosewood shrouded thing that
Pad never a mourner.

He could not explain;
make himself known.

“I will have you thrawn off that box,
8ir; if you hesitate ten seconds longer,”’
exclaimed Mr. Lamotte, impatiently, at
the same time moving away and beckon-

to the driver of the next carriage.

Fate was against him, and muttering
furses, ‘‘not loud but deep,’”’ Jerry Bel-
knap began to clamber reluctantly down.

Seeing this, Mr. Lamotte turnad to-
Ward the bearer of the mischievous note,
who had withdrawn a few paces from the
&roup near the carriage, and beokoned

Im te approach.

He eame forward promptly.

close

down at

sir; you
down in-

he could not

“€an you drive, my manf"’
‘“ respectiully.
+'i2.n do e the favar to meunt thas
box and drive my horses this afternoon.’’
“And you, sir,’”’ turning to poar Bel-
ca"?. ““get (. 1y premises and keep

And 8o it came about that Jerry Bel-
ap, private detective, found hipself
Once more outwitted, and ‘‘Mr. Smith,

the Look-raidler '’ dnave the earrinse nom.

ses, siz)”’

, for you, and must deliver it in

| later,

taining John Burrill’s chiét mourners.

“Pardon chis little scene, gentlemen,”
said Mr. Lamotte, turning to his friends,
“but I happen to know that the man I
dismissed is drunk.”

Half an hour later a servant tapped
goftly at the door where Constance kept
watech, and said :—

‘“There’s a boy below, Miss Wardour,

who says he has an important message
person.”’

Constance went immediately down to
find our old friend George, the image
boy, in the hall below.

She smiled at sight of him,
obtain some news of Bathurst.
only bowed, as if to a gucen,
her hand a small, sealed
before she could utter a word, she was
standing aloné in the crape-hung haii,
while the boy's steps could be heard ring-
ing on the stones outside.

Standing there, Constance hastily opened
the envelope. It contained a letter and a
scrap of paper. Glancing at the scrap,
she rcad these words:—

‘“Miss Wardour—Eneclosed find a letter
which, for reasons which I shall explain
I pilfered from you on the night
of our first meeting. It has accomplished
the purpose for which I took it, and I
hasten to restore it. BATHURST.”

Constance turned her eye once more
upon the paper in her hand, looked closer
and exclaimed: ‘It is; it is Sybil's lost
letter!"”’

hoping to

But he
placed in
envelope; and

CHAPTER XXXIX.

*“Dr. Heath, here is another visito®*

Clifford Heath turned slowly i
from the small iron-barred window; Lis
locked a trifle disturbed by this announce-
ment, for he had just been interviewed
by Mr. O'Meara, who for the first time
had presented Mr. Wedron, and the two
had left him much to think about.

The look of annoyance left his face,
however, and a stare of surprise took its
place, when following upon the footsteps
of the janitor, came Constance Wardour,
not closely veiled and drooping. after the
manner of prison-visiting females in
orthodox novels, but with her fair face
unconcealed, and her graceful iigure at
its proudest poise.

The haughtiness all departed from face
and bearing, however, when the door
closed behind her and she found herself
alone with the man she had falsely ac-
cused.

Misfortune had not humbled Clifford
Heath. When the first momentary look
of surprise had left his face, he stood be-
fore her as proudly erect, as icily courte-
ous, as if he were receivirg her in her
own parlor.

“*Doctor Heath,'' began Constance, in
low. contrite tones, ‘‘somé months ago 1

i brought a wrongful accusation against

vou. I wronged you deeply; let me do
myself the justice to say that almost im-
mediately I was convinced of the injus-
tice T had done you, of the utter insanity
of my own bhehavior, but—'" blushing
rosily, ‘I never found the letter, and
how could I come to you and say, I have

i changed my mind, without a reason.

Less than an hour ago, this note was put
into my hands, and with it that unfor-
tunate lost letter. This enables me to say,
Doctor Heath, I deeply regret the insult
I offered you, and I ask you to be mag-
nanimous, and to pardon me."’

She put the note in his harnd, and he
read it, without uttering a word; atood
silent for a moment, as if to collect his
thoughts, and then said :—

““Miss Wardour, I am glad that this
affair has been cleared up; when a man
has so many dark shadows hanging over
him, he is thankful for the smallest
glimpse of sunlight. It is like your gen-
erosity to.come in person.”’

“But you have not said that you for-
give me, Doctor Heath; fully and freely,
remember,”’

““Fully and freely I forgive you, then,
Miss Wardour,”” smilingly, ke replied.
*“After all, the mistake was a natural
one. Since I have been an inmate of this
cell, I have learned to see myself as
others see me. Why should I not come
under suspicion, especially after hearing
my words to Bathurst? By and by, this
note from Bathurst, you tell me that you

| received it to-day?"”

“To-day; since noon.”’

““And it is dated to-day; then,”” look-
ing at her questioningly, ‘‘ Bathurst must
be in town.”’

““Yes,”” dropping her eyes, confusedly
“That is, I think so;”’ and scarcely heed
ing her own movements, she seated
herself in the doctor’s chair, and, leaning
one arm against the table, looked uvp
into his face, saying, with a spice of her
old manner, so familiar to him in the

£t i—

‘‘Having forgiven me so generously,
Doctor Heath, don’t you think it would
be quite proper to shake hands?”

He looked down upon her, & strange
light leaping into his eyes. Eut he did
not approach. He lifted a largze, shapely
hand, and surveyed it sorrowfully.

““It looks as clean as any hand, Mise
Wardour, but there 18 a stain upon it."”

““A gtain! No, sir. Do you think that
{ believe in your guilt?”’

Again the quick light flaned in his
eyes, and now he came a stép nearer.

“Po you believe in my innocence?”’

““Beyond a doubt.’’

“When I said ‘there is a stain upon my
hand,’ I did not mean the stain of guilt.
but of suspicion, of accusation."

““There is no stain upon rour hand,
Doctor Heath. What is tLis I hear about

your ‘1ney wen
fense.”’
He smiled down at her.
1 could make but
that—"'
“*Amd that?”’
‘*And that, Miss Wardour, I would not
make.’’

nme Yull Wi Iiike DO ae-

one defense, and

g, 4 i ae

She was straining every nerve to pre-
serve her composure; words came from
ber lips like frozen heartbeats.

“Beenuse—Miss Wardour, do not ask
me woy.

“L do ask; I persist. Why? Why?
Why

‘' Because—I see yon are as imperious
a8 ever—because 1 can only save myself

by giving che real murderer up to jastice.’’

She wus on her feet in an instant, all
her enforced calmness gone, unutterable
wisery in her face and voice.

“You know!" ghe cried. “You! Oht
my God, what shall 1 do!"’
“Have no fear, Miss Wardour: have

wt I said I will keep my ewn counsel?’”’
‘But. you' You! Oh, there is no rea-

son why you should not speak; you are
30t bound! You are not—oh, what am I
saying!” She sank back into her seat,
panting and wild-eyed.

‘“Miss Wardour, calm yourself,”” he
said, gently. ‘““1 am bound. It is my
pleasure to keep this secret. Listen. A
short time ago I received a visit from my
lawyers. They told “me--among other
things, they thought it best that I should
know—that you knew who did the deed,
and that you would have us hoth saved,
innocent and guilty alike. Before that,
I had determined to keep silence; now I
am doubly resolved. For your sake, I
will not accuse Frank Lamotte.”

“Frank—you will not accuse Frank
Lamotte? And for my sake!’ she almost
shrieked. ‘““For sake, explain.
What is Frank Lamotte to me? Of what
can you accuse him?"’

(t was Clifford’s Heath’s turn to lose
his composure. How could he interpret
her words? Was she trying to deceive
him? .

‘*Miss Wardour,’” he said, almost stern-
Iy, ““do you wish me to understand that
Francis Lamotte is nothing to you?”’

““Nothing to me! the vilest, the basest,
the most treacherous, the most abject of
all human creatures, that is what Frank
Lamotte is to me!”’

Uncontrollable scorn rang in her voice;
rising anger, too. How dared he couple
her name with that of Frank Lamotte?

From the chaos of meaning and mys-
teries revolving through his mind, Clifford
Heath seized upon and clung to one idea,
held it in silence for a moment, then let
it burst forth in words.

‘““Then—then you are not Frank La-
motte’s promised wife?"’

““I! great heavens! no.

‘“And never have been?"’

‘“ And never have been.’’

Clifford Heath drew a long, deep
breath. For a moment a look of gladness
beamed in his eye, then it died out sud-
denly, as he said, almost gloomily:—

‘‘And yet, you have said that he must
be saved at all hazards. Knowing his
guilt, I still am here in his place.”

‘“In his place, oh,”” she came toward
him with a swift, eager movement, *‘‘I
begin to see! Doctor Heath, you think
Frank Lamotte the guilty one?”’

“I know it,"”” grimly.

A look of relief came over her face.
She breathed freely.

‘““You believe this,”’
‘““and yet you are here. If you have evi-
dence against Frank Lamotte, why do
you occupy a felon's cell? Way not put
him in your place?”’

“I have told you why. It was for your
sake.”’

She lowered her eyes and drew back a
little, but he followed her, and standing
before her, looked down
with a persistent, searching gaze. ‘‘You
must understand me now,’’ he said, firm-
ly, ““when I believed that you loved
Frank Lamotte, I said ‘Then I will not
stand forth and accuse the man she loves,
for—I love her, and she must not be un-
happy.”’

A great sob rose in her throat. A wave
of crimson swept over her brow. She
stood before him with clasped hands and
drooping head.

“But for that meddlesome slip of
paper,’”’ he went on, ‘I should not have
been driven from the field, and this
creachery of Lamotte’'s could never have
been practiced upon me. Db you remem-
ber a certain day when you sent for Ray
Vandyck, and he came to you from my
oflice? Well, on that day Francis Lamotte
told me that you were his promised wife,
and when Ray came back, he verified the

God's

iR

she said at last,

statement, having received the informa-
tion from your lips. Once I hoped to
come to you and say, after lifting for

your eyes the veil of mystery, which I
have allowed to envelope my past: ‘Con-
stance Wardour, I love you; I want you
for my very own, my wife!” Now, moun-
teins have arisen between us; I can not
offer you a hand with the shadow of a
stain upon it; nor a name that is tarn-
ished by doubt and suspicion. However
this affair may end for me, that hope is
ended now."’

It had come; the decisive moment.

She could go away now with sealed
lips, and it would end indeed. She could
turn away from him, leaving happiress
behind her; taking with her his happi-
ness, too; or, she could speak, and then—

She looked about her: and the
walls and grated windows gave her
strength to dare much. Had they stood
together out ander the broad bright sun-
light; he as free as herself, she could
have turned away mutely, and let her
life go on as it would.

Now—now his present was overshad-
owed; his future difficult to read.

“Is it ended?’’ she said, softly. Then,
loocking up with sudden, charming im-
periousness. ‘‘You end things very
selfishly, very ccolly, Doctor Heath. 1 do
not choose to hare it ended."’

‘“Miss Wardour !'—Constance!"’

“Wait; you say that your lawyers told
of my visit to them, and that I would
not have the guilty punished. What more
did they tell you—about my doings?"’

“Very little; I could hardly understand |

why they told thus much."”’

“Did they tell you that I learned,
through a scheming rascal in the guise
of a detective, that a plo} wag growing

against you; that I sent” for Ray Van-
dyck, and  set him over you &s.a tem-

into her face }

bare

POrary guarawn: And Uhat 1 sent nexs
for Detective Bathurst, warning “him
that you were surrounded by enemies.
Did they tell you that, when I learned of
your arrest I left :ny place by Sybil La-
motte, who is delirious and yet clings to
me constantlv, and came to them, offer-
ing them all my fortune if they would
only save me you?'’

“*Did you do this—Constance?”’

‘I have done this. Have I not earned
the right, openly, before all the world, to

be your champion, your truest friend,
your—"’

“*My queen! my darling! my very
own!”’

All his calm is gone, all his haughti-

ness of bearing; with one swift move-
ment he snatches her to his heart, and
she rests in his embrace, shocked at her

own boldness, and unspeakably happy.

Who dare intrude upon a lover's inter-
view? Who dares to snatch the first coy
love words from a maiden’s lips, and
give them to a world grown old in love
viaking, and appraising each tender word
by its own calloused old heart?

For the time all is forgotten, save one
fact, they love each other well.

By and by, other thoughts come, fore-
ing their way like unwelcome guests.

“*Constance,’” he says, after a long in-
terval, **you have made me anything but
indifferent to my fate. Now I shall begin
to struggle for wy freedom; but—do you
realize what a network of false testimony
they have woven about me?’’

““Do I realize it?"’ she cried. ‘‘Yes, far
more than you do, or can, and—you said
comething about Frank Lamotte, Has ke
auzht to injure you?”’

““Constence, 1 thought you knew,’”’
turning upon her a look of surprise. ““1
theught you knew his guilt. Who, but
Frank Lamotte, could gain access to my
office, to purloin my handkerchief .and
my knife? He had a duplicate key, and
—I found that key in the old cellar beside
the body of John Burrill.”

The look of perplexity on her face
deepens into ona of actual distress.

Could it be, that after all, Frank had
forestalled that other one?

Back upon her memory came his words,
““I can save him if T will.” Where there
is room for doubt there is room for hope.
What if another hand had anticipated
that of the paid assassin? She resolved to
cling to this hene with desperation.

If there wae avidence so strong against
Frank Lamotte, let him take her lover’s
place. Why not? She began to see many
things in a new light; she peered for-
ward, catching a view of the partial
truth, ‘““as in a glass, darkly.”” One thing
was clear, however, they must act at
once! No time must be lost!

She sat before him thinking thus, yet
seemingly powerless to act ar speak!

‘““Constance. Has the possibility of
Frank Lamotte’'s guilt overwhelmed
you?"’

‘‘The possibility "’ she exclaimed, start-
ing up suddenly. ‘““No. I know him cap-
able of baser things than murder.”’

*Of baser things! My darling, what do
you mean?”’

“Don’t ask me now; there is no time
to waste in talking of him; I am going
straight to your lawyers this moment; I
am going to send them to you, and you
shall tell them every thing.”’

‘“‘Despot!"” His eyes devouring her.

“Of course! T am always that. They
will say it is time some one¢ took you in
charge. Are you going to be dumb any
w.oe?

(To be Continued.)

IDR CLIFT|

treats Chronic Diseases Dby the Salisbury
method of persistent self-help in overcom-
ing past errors and Removing canses from
the blood. Catarrh, Bronchitis, Asthma,
Shortaess of Breath, Pleurisy, Tuberculosis
Consumption of Lungs or Bowels, Indiges-
tion, Dyspepsia, Gastritis, Ulcer, Cancer,
Dropsy, Diarchoea, Dysentery, Constipa-
tion, Piles, Fissures, Fistula. Diseases of
Heart— Valvular, Fatty Enlargement,
Palpitation. Of Liver—]aundice, Diabete:
Cirrhosis, etc.  Of Kidneys—AlLnminuria
Bright’s Disease, etc. Of Spieen and
Bladder—Cystitis. Of the Blood—Anae-
mia, Chlorosis, Scrofula, Malaria, Rheu-
matism,Gout,SciaticaScurvy, urpura. OfF
male Organs— Inflammations and Displace
ments of Womb,Ovaries, Bladder or Bow
els. Menstrual irregularities of Sexua
Grgans. Of Nerves andSpine,~—Nervous
Prostr «tion, Sleeplessness. Decline, Hy
steria, Tremors, St. Vitus’ Dance, Chorca
Epilepsy, Convulsions, Paralysis, Loco
motor Ataxia. Daralysis, Agitans, Soften-
ing of Brain. Some forms of Insanity—
Dementia, Mania, Hypochondria, Melan
chulia. Failure of Vision and Voice, Deaf
ness. Of Skin— Eczema, Salt Rheum.
: Erysipelas, Syphilis.  Tamors, Glandula:
¢ Fatty, Fibroid, Uterine, Ovarian and Cai
. cer, Goitre, Cretinism, Obesity, Corpul
! ency. Drug and Liquor Habits—Opium.
FM orphine, Chloral, Cocaine, Tobacco.
i Stimulants. Of Bones and Joints—De
4 formidies, Curvatures, and Pott’s Disease
¥ of Spine, Paralysis, Hip Disease, Knock-
i knee, Bow Legs, Club and Flat Fout, Wry
i Neck, Rickets, Scrofula, Sore Legs, Var-

icose Ulcers, ete. Continuous intelli’
¢ gent treatment insures Minimum of suffer-
i Ing and Maximum of Cure,possible in eacl;

case. Avoid attempts unaided or unde:
: blind teaders.

DR. CLIFT

Graduate of N Y University and the N Y
Hospital. 2)years’ practice in N Y City.
Diploma registered in U 8 and Canada

- Address : - Charlottetown, P. E. _l.

Office : —Victoria Row. Telephone Call

s

?  Accommodations Reserved for patients
References on application.
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AT THE--

DENTAL PARLORS

Nerth Side Queen Square.

You can have your teeth extracted free of

+in by the means of either general or

al anmsthesia. All kinde'of work done
satisfactorily.

DR. J. H. AYERS

SEE

THAT THE

& FAC-SIMILE
SIGNATURE

—QF —
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AVegelable Preparation for As-
| similating theFood and Regula-
:‘ ting the Stomachs and Bowels of

e

Promotes Digestion,Cheerful-

ness and Rest.Contains neither
Opum,Mcrphine nor Mineral.
Nor NARcCOTIC.

Tospe of Old Dr SHCZZITETR

DLomphin Seed =

Jl%ﬂl:'na ?

Dochelle Sl
[ Anise Seed +

p P -
T Beryanet Goda

f Harm Seed -

WRAPPER

CF EVERY
BOTTLE OF

GASTORIA

Castoria is put np in one-size bottles enly, It
is not gold in belk. Don't allow axzycne to sell
you anything else on the plea or promise that it
is “just as good"” and “will enswer every pur.
™ pose.”” AT~ Lce that you get C-A-5-T-0-R-I-A.

Apcrfect Remedy for Conslipa-
tion, Sour Stomach,Diarrhoea.||
Worms Convulsions, Feverish-
ness cnd LOSS OF SLEEP.

Fac Sumile Signature of
NEW YORK.
Atbmonihs oldyy B
85 DOSES =35 CENTS

i The face
} cimile fsen
c-S Drdee oo
of g . wrapper.

Are Yeou Coing
To Build a Xouse ?

Or put up a structure of any kind. If you are considering such a thing, you had bette
see the undersigned before completing all your arrangements.

Would Like to Quote you Prices, and, if you Wish,
Furnish yon With Plans and Specifications.

Have the latest and best facilities for turning out first-class work. Factory is equipp
ed with steam power, and all jobbing work is done promptly.

GRAVEL ROOFING A SPECIALTY. Careful *attention] given to all workfan

reasonable prices charged.

WM. W. HARPER, Contractor and Builder
Fac oty o1 Fitzroy St eust, b:weea Weymoath  and Cumberland Sts, P, O. Box 218

i PR -

HICH CRADE

0000000000000 000
Landlng to-day ex Steamer “Irene Morris,” direct from Liverpool,. Eng

SUPERPHOSPHATES, NITFATE'OF SOD3, MURATE OF
POTASH, BOPE MEAL, ETC.

All genuine, and of guaranteed analysis. The only reliable, best, and at
least 20 per cent the cheapest fertilizer on the market.

AULD BROS,

FARMERS | ATTENTION

Have you heard the r.evé‘!k We have the goods that lead the list.
Use them and you will langh and be bappy, and not swear and be mad.

~Provincial Cemical Fertilizers

Give full ranisfaction, the largest erops at the smallest cost for fertilizers, Use
:he high g'ale complete Fertilizers.  We Jdo not keep the “cheopest” good-, but the
hest,and g ve tha most yalue for the money. The Dominion Cheuist on hes Fertilizer
Bulleringel ows thi .

Teise gords can be ordered of our agente in all parts of the Province they are

solable, acuive, sure,. Give them a trial. :
WE STILL have a small siock of Seed Wheat, Barley, Buckwheat, Ensilage

; Corn, Peas, Vetches. Horse Beans, Timo.hy 8ced, Clover Seed, Mangel Seed, Carrot

Seed, Turnip Seed, Calf Meal. Oil Cake, e'c., which we are clearing out very cheap,
ARE BE<E--WHAT? Our stock of the Tudbope Carriage Co’s high grade
vehicles in 36 different stvles.  Aleo a verv fine line of singe and double Harness in

solid nickle, nickle plated, and black mountings. Call or write us before buying.
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200D MORNING

Have ybu purchased your new spring shoes yet ! If not, you can’t de
without them much longer, light Summer Shoes will soon be an abso |
ute mecessity. See our Oxfords at 68, 75, 100, and upwards.

W. H. STEWART & GO,

London House Bldg
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