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*The Diamond Coterie

By LAWRENCE M. LYNCH
(E. M. Van Deventer)

Author of “A Woman'’s Crime,” “John Arthur’s Wasd,” “The Lost
Witness,” “A Slender Clue,” “Dangerous Ground,”
“ Against Odds,” Etc., Etc.
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“1ts a very brief story,”” says Con-
stance, smiling slightly, and then she
parrates, in a somewhat hurried manner,
as if she were weary of the subject, and
wanted to have done with it, the events
of the morning, omitting, however, to
mention the finding of the chloroform
vial, and the half square of eambric.

“Mr. Soames and the constable—and
several more, were on the spot with great
promptness,”’ finished she, with & comi-
cal glance toward Mrs. Aliston.

“We overlooked their proceedings until
we discovered that they would do ne
actual damage, but would leave every-
thing exactly as they found it, and
then—"'

“Yesa,”' interrupted Francis, with a
queer smile upon his lips, ‘‘and then you
found a more agreeable occupation.”

““And then,” continued Constance, as
if she had not heard him, but returning
his half-malicions look with interest,
“Dr. Heath called, and I teld him all
gbout it. He is very clear headed and
sensible, and I was sorry his time was so
limited; he might have been of some
assistance, and—"’

“Too bad,’’ again broke in young La-
motte, with something very like a sneer
upon his handsome face. ‘‘Let me repair
the damage. I'll tell him to call—"’

““Oh, not at all, Frank; pardon my in-_

terruption,’ said the girl, turning her
eyes full upon him with
ness. ‘‘You are very good, but it's quite
unnecessary. Dr. Heath promised to call
again during the day or evening.”’

Frank Lamotte bit his lip, but kept
silent; and the elder man came to the
rescue.

He had been thinking, and without
seeming to have noticed the little pas-
sage at arms, he arose and said: ‘““Well,
Constance,l don’t see that talking will do
much good just now; what the occasion
demands is action. My first impulse was
to telegraph at once for an officer from

th2 city force, but, on reflection, I think
it better not to use the telegraph. OQur
every movement may be closely noted,
and to send a message would be to set
some one watching for the arrival of a
detective, and once his identity becomes
known, farewell to his prospects of suc-
cess. It will take a few hours longer to
get him here, but I think I had batter
visit the city in person, lay the case be-
fore our man, and so enable him to enter
the town prepared for his work, and
able to maintain his incognito. I have
business of my own in the city, and Mrs.
Lamotte is anxious to do some shopping.
Women are always anxious to shop, I
helieve. I will return home at once, and
give her warning; it will look less like
a business trip if she accompanies me.
Howdoes this plan suit you?”’

““Any plan that brings us a competent
officer as early as possible, will suit me,"’
replied Constance. ‘“‘It's very good of
you to take all this trouble, Mr. La-
motte.”’

“Nothing of the sort,”’ expostulated
Mr. Lamotte, heartily. ‘'l am always at
the service of my daughter's dearest
friend. By the by, Sybil is not yet aware
of your loss. 1 did not enlighten her,
for I knew she would insist upoa coms
ing with me, and that,”” smiling a little,
“would have necessitated waiting for
toilette.”’

‘““And apropos of toilettes,’’
son, springing up. ‘' There
will want due warning, for nothing
short of a full hour will take. 8o,
sir, let’s take a look at Soam~=s and Cor-
liss, and hasten our departure.”

‘“Right; quite right, Frank, I will ap-
point you ad" ' my representative in my
absence. You are to execute any and all
of Miss Wardoug commands.”

“I am ready to o that at all times,”’
repliad the ymms man, with sudaen
gravity, and lettingg his dari eyes rest
for a moment upon the face of the lad)
in question. And then, without waiting
for an answering remark, he turneo
irom the room, followed bLy his father
and the two ladies,
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of newly hateéd ™EOr:=Ts, pronanie anda
improbable. Cutting short their eloquence,
however, Mr. Lamotte racommended
them to talk as little as possible among
the townspeople, and to pursue the in-
vestigation quietly, after their own
light. Then, after a few more words with
the fair heiress, futher and son took their
leave.

Left alone, Constance sprang lightly
out from the open library window, and
began pacing the graveled walk, with a
brow wrinkled in thought. Hearing a
step behind her, she turned to ecounter
once more the gaze of Francis Lamotte.

“I beg your pardon,’’ he said, quite
humbly. “I was commissioned by Sybil
to give you this,”” extending a dainty
white note. ‘‘In the excitement of the
morning I quite forgot it. Sybil gave me
it last evening, asking me to deliver it
this morning,”’ and lowering his vuice,
“knowing it would be for me an exceed-
ingly delightful mission.”’

Constance took the missive, and twist-
ing it carelessly in her fingers, said:—

“Of course, Frank; many thanks. And
now, as you are under my commands, [
forbid any more flattery and nonsense,
sir. I am not in the mood to retort.”’

““So much the better for me,” mut-
tered the young man, moodily. ‘Con-
stance, I—"'

‘*Silence, sir! Have you not received
your orders? My mind is on my losses.
If you can think of no way to further
our search, I shall dismiss you."’

“I have thought of a way, then,”” he
replied, with a touch of dignity. ‘I think
one point has been overlooked. Those
robbers have undoubtedly fled the town
with their treasure, but it is hardly likely
that they went by any very public thor-
oughfare. Now one, two or more
strangers, traveling across the country,
may have been seen by some cottager,
farmer, or wood cutter; and I think it
would be a mistake to neglect what
might give us a clue. Probably the ras-
cals took to their heels during the hours
of darknes, making for some small rail-
road station. Now, I propose to go
straightway, mount my horse, and scour
the country in search of information. If
I find a clue I shall follow it up; and
so, if you don’t see me by to-morrow
morning, Constance, you may know that
I have struck the trail.”’

““Why, Frank,”” cried Constance, in a
burst of outspoken admiration. “‘I didn't
think it was in you! Really, I admire
you immensely; and you will really
abandon your ease and comfort for—"’

ol (R

“No, don't put it in that way; say for
justice.”’

“I don’t care a fig for justice!"”” impa-
tiently. ‘‘My motive is purely selfish. If
I can be instrumental in recovering your
diamonds, may I not hope for some very
small reward?”’

“To be—sure, Frank. I had overlooked
that; a reward of course. 1 mean to have
posters out right away, and—jyou may
as well earn it as any one."’’

Francis Lamotte turned swiftly and
stood for a moment with bent, averted
head; then turning once more toward
her a set, white face, he said:—

**Even your cruelty shall not prevent
me from serving you to the fullest ex-
tent of my power. And while [ am gone
you will receive—"" he broke off abruptly,
then went on, speaking huskily. ‘“*Con-
stance, a girl like you can know little of
the life led by a man who is an enigma
even to his iellow men. I wish I could
teach you to distrust=="'

She lifted one hand, warningly. ‘“You
can teach me to distrust no one but
yourself, Frank; and please don’t perpet-
ually talk of me as some unsophisticated
school girl. I am twenty-one, nearly as
old as you, my child—old enough, ecer-
tainly, to form my own judgment of people
and things. Don’t let’s quarrel, Frank;
you know I have been taught self-reli-
ance, and never submit to dictation.”’

‘“As the queen pleases;”’ he lifted his
hat with a graceful gesture. ‘‘Good
morning, Constance,’”” and he turned and
strode rapidly away.

“Frank.”

He stopped and turned
but did not retrace his steps.

*‘ Are you really going, a la Don Quix-
ote?"”’

“1 really am,”’ gravely.

He lifted his hat once more, and with-
out uttering a word, resumed his rapid
walk down the graveled footpath. Reach-
ing tke entrance to the gmunds:_ he
paused, leaning for a woment against
a stone pillar of the gateway; his hands
were clenched until the nails left deep
indentations in the flesh; his face was
ghastly and covered with great drops of
perspiration, and, whether the look that
shone from his glittering dark e€jes be-
tokened rage, or despair, or both, an ob-
server could not have guessed.

Meanwhile Constance stood as he had
1eft her, gazing after him with a min-
gled expression of annoyance and regret.

toward her,

“Tt was very ungracious of me,’’ she
thought, half penitently, ‘‘but there’s no
other way with Frank, and his lovg-
making annoys me exceedingly, especi-
ally since Aunt Honor’s discovery. How
she detests him, and Aunt Honor 18 too
easy to lavish her hate upon many.”’

As if conjured up by her words, Mrs.
Aliston appeared at the window. g

“Handsome fellow, isn’t he?’’ that is
what her lips said, but the tone and look
gaid quite as plainly, ‘‘detestable, abom-
inable, odious.”” ¥or Mrs. Aliston be-
lieved that she had discovered a good
reas m for disliking Frank Lamotte.

“Ton’t be exssperating, Aunt Honor.”

A

retorted Consiands, re-enwring vne win-
dow with a slow, languid movement, as
If the cvents of the morning had wearied
her vastly. ““Everybody has outdone
themselves in the disagrecable line, my-
self included. I wish the burglars had
carried me off along with my jewels. I
am goinz up-stairs and try another dose

of burglarious chloroform. But, first.”
dropping into the nearest chair, and

assuming a tragic tone, “Jlet me peruse
the letter of my beloved Sybil.”

She broke the seal of the dainty envel-
ope,to find that it enclosed another and
still smaller one; and on this she read:—

‘*Constance, if 1 did not trust you so
fully, T wonld not dare risk this: Do not
open this envelope until sunset of to-
morrow  (Saturday): the contents will
enlighten you as to my 1easons for this
stranzeness then.”

'!‘l.u-x'o wias no signature, but the hand-
wrising of Sybil Lamotte was too familiar
to be mistaken. And, Constance Wardour
sat silent and  motionless, gazing at the

little envelope with such a look of intense-

gravily upen her face as had not rested
thire during the entire morning.

Mrs. Aliston, who was a woman of
tact, and understood her niece thorough-
ly, secemed not to have noticed the un-
opened envelope, and asked for no news
from Sybil.

Prsently, Constance arose and, still
wearing that weary air and solemn face,
ercssed the room; with her hand upon
the door, she turned her face toward Mrs.
Aliston, saying:—

‘“Auntie, you hear about all that's
going; did you ever hear that there was
a streak of insanity in the Lamotte
blood”  And then, without waiting for
the astonished lacy to reply, she quietly
passed out and up the broad stairs.

CAPTER IV.

It is almost sunset, and Constance
Wardour is standing alone at her dress-
ing-room window, which faces the west.
It is still in  confusion, but she cares
little for that. Her thoughts are far
away from the ‘“‘Wardour diamonds’’ at
this moment. Several things have occurred
to vex and annoy her to-day, and Con-
stance Wardour, heiress and autocrat, is
not accustomed to being annoyed.

In fact, so peculiar is her nature, that
very few things have power to annoy her;
but, just now, she is annoyed because
she is annoyed.

‘“As the queen pleases,”’ Frank La-
motte had said; and all her fair twenty-
one years of life events had been ordered
“as the queen pleased.”” She had been
taught self-reliance, so she told him; she
had inherited self-reliance, she might
have said, inherited it alongz with the
rich, strong, fearless blood, the haughti-
ness, the independence, and the intoler-
ance of the Wardours.

The haughtiness was only for those
who presume i; the intolerance for those
she despisec: and Miss Wardour was
quire capabl: of that strong sentiment,
or feeling. The independence was an ever
pr sent e.ement of nature.

Of medimm height, she
slender ncr plump, graceful ecurves, per-
fect outlires, faultless gait and gesture;
she, ‘‘slew her tens of thousands,”” and
bore herself like a princess royal toward
all.

Without being regularly beautiful, her
face is very fair to see. Being, in spite of
her haughtiness most kind and considerate
toward inferiors and dependents, and
withal exceedingly lovable, she is dis-
qualified for a novel heroine by her ex-
cessive humanness; and, by that same
humanness, eminently qualified to be

was meither

love®f by all who know her, gentle and
simple.
Just now her firm little mouth is

pursed up, and her brow is wrinkled
into a frown, such as never is seen on
the face of any orthodox heroine; but,
her thoughts are very orthodox, as hero-
ines go. She is wondering why Doctor
Heath has not made his second appearance
at Wardour Place, when she so plainly
signified her desire to see him there again,
and soon,

Not that she had bidden him come in
so many words; but, had she not looked?
had she not smiled? Nor that she felt any
special interest in Dr. Heath; oh, not
at all, only she was bored, and worried,
and wanted to be amused, and enter-
tained; and Clifford Heath could be
entertaining.

Sybil Lamotte’'s unopened note lies on
the dressing table. She has pondered over
that half the afternoon, and has wonder-
ed, and guessed, at its meaning; turning
over in her mind every explanation prob-
able, and possible, but satisfied with
none. She is wonderfully lacking in cur-
josity, for a woman, but for this she
might not have withstood the temptation
to anticipate the sunset; for she never
has felt so curious about a mystery in
her life.

She turns abruptly from the window.
and her eyes fall upon Sybil's note, her
thoughts return to it again. But it is not
quite sunset.

Picking it wup, she re-reads for the
twentieth time the puzzling lines, then
she throws it down impatiently.

“Bah!"’ she exclaims; ‘‘You wretched
little white enigma! you are tempting
me to forget myself. I shall flee from the
fascination of your mysterious face, for
I am quite certain that Joshuas’ chariot

is abread, and the sun is standing still
in the skies.”
So saying, she goes out, closing and

locking the dressing-room door, and de-
scends the stately stairs; at their foot she
pauses in full . view of the entrance, for
there, hat in hand, appears the subject
of her recent discontent, Doctor Heath.
Surely there must be something depress-
ing in the atmosphere, Constance thinks,
as she goes forward to meet him; for his
face wears a grave, troubled look mnot
usually seen there.
(o be Continued.)

The eastern half of honse sitnated on
corner of Euston and Hillsborough streets.
Immediate p)ssession.

Apply 1o

Mrs. F. Parker Carvell,
ap28, dlw Kent Strect.

What a Frenchman Thinks of Us.

The American is voluble enough on oc-
easion, as is the Amnerican Indian, but the
salient traits of the Americans today are
their changeful moods; all hope one day,
all discouragc:nent the next; taciturn
and frowning, ard i1hen talkative and
nervously joily. Some of the men who
have lived for a long time in the west are
slrcady very like the Indians in disposi-
tion.

Everything requiring nicety of mechan-
feal means, everything that can be done by
steam or clectricity, or gas, or by harness-
ing the powers of nature, is done well,
sometimes superlatively well; while any-
thing demanding personal service, or the
training, discipline and courtesy of -1uen
and women acting as servants, in either a
high or low capacity, is done meanly, care-
lessly, jrresponsibly and without any sense
of honorable allegiance to a master.

Young gentlemen (at the barber’s) come
in, take off their collars and neckcloths,
and their faces are daubed with soap and
rubbed by the hands of the barber and
ehaved. They are then wiped off with a
towel, powdered, and without any further
ablutions on their part they go thence to
make love, or to kiss their wives or their
children, for all I know. This scems to
me horribly dirty and painfully disagree-
able. Many men, I am told, never com-
piete their toilet at home in the morning,
but are shaved down town each morning.
Their faces are pawed and patted and pow-
dered by a negro, a German, or an Ital-
ian, and sc left for the day.—'‘ America
t‘a;\d Americans From a French Point of
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We Dont.
Claim

To be able to suit all who
are suffering with their ey es,
but we know of a good many
people who have sfiffered in-
cessant headache, pain in the
eyes. etc. who attribute their
relief to the wearing of prop-
erly fitted glasses. We aie
here to help you if possible.

G.IE.TAYLOR

Jeweler and Optician,
North Side Queen Square.

Dyspepsia is
completely

) banished
from the sys-
tem bythe use
of Adams’
Tutti Frutti.

Save coupons inside of wrappers
for latest books and prizes. Allow
noimitations to be palmed offon ly‘%u.
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Scrofula is a word you
don’t quite understand, but if
you talk with your doctor,
he will tell you that it is
generally believed to be due
to the same cause which
gives rise to Consumption.
It appears mostly in those
who are fat-starved and thin,
usually in early life. A
course of treatment of Scott’s
Emulsion with the Hypo-
phosites wherever Scrofula
manifests itself, will prevent
the development of the dis-
ease. Let us send you a
book. Free.

SCOTT & LOWNE, Belleville, Ont,

M:N AND WOMEY

Everywhere toconpuct business at home No
canvassivrg; work is simple writing and eopy-
ing lis'so. addresses received from loecal ad-
vert's ng, io be forwarded to us dmily No
previous experience required. but plain
writ:rs praferred  Permanent work 1o 1hose
content o earn $6 or more weekiy ‘wn apare
time Apply to Puhlishers, co A B Box ¢5.
Ch’iown 89- Gi ecd & wky
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Spectacles

Just received another lot,

selling at 50 and 70ca
par,case included. Also
the newest in go!d frame

OPERA GASSES TO LOAN.

E.W. TAYLOR

CAMERON BLOCK

MIXED PAINT

If you don't use all the paint, you can
close the package and save the remain-
der for further use,

For sale only by

FENNELL&CHANDLER

Gulline Metal Stitched Air Collars

Mace gy THE GULLINE PREUMATIC COLLAR CO., Crancy, P.Q.
No sweat pads. The strongest, most durable, lightest,

coolest, easiest and best fitting Horse Collars on earth.
Heavier loads drawn with less exertion than with any other
collars. Sure cure for sore necks and shoulders. The stitch-
ing is rust-proof metal, is not affected by moisture, and will

not rip. All coilars, from the lightest buggy to the heaviest

dray, are made of the very best leather, and tested by a

pressure equal to fifteen tons pull, and are so guarantced.
THE GULLINE STRAW COLLARS

are also metal stitched and challenge all others for durability

and beauty of finish (the Gulline Pneumatic Collarsexcepied.)

THE AMES HOLDEN COMPANY, OF MONTREAL, Lto.
1 Sole Selling Agents for Canada, with fuil stocks at
Montreal, Toronto, St. John, N.B., Winnipeg, Victoria & Vancouver, B.C.

NEW SEED STORE

900000000000 0000

We have opened up a Seed and Farin Implement Store
on the corner of Queen and Kent Streets, opposite City Hall.
o ht’sere you can purchase fresh and pure SEED, and true to-
name, as this is our opening year, we can be depended on t
sell at the right prices. :

AN STOCK AND TO ARRIVE—Harrows, Seed Sowers
Ploughs, Road Carts, Carriages,1 Daisy Churns, Wringers and
Washers.

Double S8eed Boxes, (Grain and Seed), at bargain, $14.0€

X

We guarantee repairs for all Ploughs sold by us. 5

FINLAYSON & MCKINNON

T IRLIZZICK'S CORNER

LA s

Bedroom Suites

Our new lire of Bedroom Suites are here, and are pos-

itively the finnst assortment we have ever shown.
('ur line in Oak is especially fine, also Birch, Elm and
Ash.

style and finish.

Our $15 suite has not yet been approached in

Ask to see our $20 “Leader.”

- JOHN NEWSON
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Re Estate of

. B. NORTON & CO.

I have purchased the estate of the
business under the firm name of

R. B. NORTON & CO,,

At the 0ld Stand, City Hardware Store.

{
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above firm, and will continue th

Where I solicit the Jpatronage of all the old customers and the public
generally.

 JAMES F. NORTON

- _;-vnn. APt io; 1897, e, t"

ENGLISH ’

&

——g - v WTTTY SR

TeN T SE T E

L e A m———— R pU——

YV




