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THE DIAMOND RIVER

BY DAVID MURRAY

CHAPTER 1.

Ho was walting to meet his sweet-
‘heart, and the place appointed for their
tryst was the red-painted letter box at
the edge of the common. The time of
the year was early October. It was 0
e'clock In the evening. A thick curtain
of mist Iny on the common, and a full
moon was lifting, very large and red,
over the edge of the distant trees, v
erything was so quiet just there that
the clatter of a suburban ear two hun-
fired yards away was clearly audible,

f you looked to the mouth you might
‘fancy yourself right In the heart of the
gountry. If you looked north, you saw
Llnng, respectable suburban street, in-

bited by householders, but just then
a8 qulet as the grave, except for the
strumming of a solitary plano, Iast and
west the prospect, so far as It could be
flscerned through the evening darkness
fnd mist, was a jumble of finished and
pnfinished buildings, In some the house-
hold lights burned comfortably, and oth-
ers were as yot unroofed and unglazed,
And open to all the airs of henven.

The young man who awaited his
sweethenrt had been at the place ap-

inted for a matter of some ten min-

tes, when he heard the sound of a
faint, hoarse cough, followed by some-

Ing like a groan. He was momentar-

¥ atartled, but, hearing nothing further
"pfter a minnte's Intent listening, he fell

ack Into the train of thought from
which he had been aroused, and absently

t an ungloved hand upon the top of the

tter box. He found it all wet and
#tlcky, and his first idea was that the
post had been newly painted, but, mov-

g toward a lamp which was close by,

o discovered, with a shock of horror
and surprise, that his fingers were stain-
+d with blood.

Heo seemed just at that instant to feel
rather than to hear that something stir-
tod within a yard or two of him in the
shallow, turf-lined diteh which at that
point weparated the common from the
road. His blood crisped, and a curions
#ensation stirred at the roots of his hair,
He was not at all a coward, but he was

ccustomed to a quiet humdrum in his
‘life, and the sudden conviction that some
‘forrible thing had happened set his heart
ﬂlutterlnt and started a strong pulsation
his temples. Then he heard a meas-
“ared footstep slowly tramping the con-
erete pavement of the suburban road,
‘and there within thirty yards of him was
the lantern of a watchman, He made
& dash for the man with a ery of “OM-
ger!” and an instant Ilater he was be-
-_to‘re the policeman, holding his stained
nd In the rays of the lantern.

“Look here,” he said, “that's blood.
There's a lot of It on the top of the
letter box just there. 1 touched it by
ehance, and just as I found out what it
‘was 1 heard somebody groan. There's
‘been an accident, or an assault, or some-
thing. Come and look.”

The officer raised his bur’s-eye to the
-young man's face, took a good look at

Im, and without a word moved In the
direction indicated. He turned his light
apon the ietter box. There was a con-
‘slderable quantity of half-congealed
“blood upon it, and some had trickled to

gravel at ita foot.

“Hush!" said the young man.,
“the sound I heard before.”

The oficer, still without a word, walk-
‘gd stooping by the aside of the shallow
fitch, waving his lantern and peering
here and there. A dosen paces beyond
the lamp post he paused.

“This,” he said, “looks like a bad job,
‘Lend a hand here, will you?"

He hitched the bull's-eye to his belt,
<pnd stooped to a prostrate figure in the
ollow. It lay In a helpless posture, the
head higher than the feet, one heel just
resting on the lower rail of a dilapidated
fragment of an old fence. The young
man lent his aid, and between them they
lifted the figure by the shoulders and
placed it in a natural position. The cont
was wet and sticky, and the hands which
“ had touched it showed too clearly what
made it so,

“This man's been set upon,” sald the
sflicer. "And,” he added, kneeling to in-
spect the victim's head and face more
tlosely, “he's got a pretty dolug.” Ie
ounded a long and piercing eall upon
is whistle, “There's a doctor fifty yards
that way,” he said, pointing.

The young man went off at a run, and
« the policeman awaited his return, sonnd-
Ing his call from time to time. Nobody
seemed to notice for a while, but In the
space of a few minutes the messenger
was back again, a stout and middle-nged
medico pufling in his train. He and
the policeman knew each other,
“I'm afrald this Is & bad job, Mr.
+ Lawrence,” said the officer,

“I'm afraid it's as bad as it can be,”
the doctor answered, after a long exam-
lnation, alded by the bull's-eye lantern,
“Yes, there's not a doubt about It; the
poor fellow's done for. You'd better get
p stretcher and have the body couveyed
o the morgue."”

Two policemen hastened up from dif-

« ferent points. One was dispatched at
once, The four men lingered, talking in
, low tones. The young man showed the
doctor how he had discovered the first
sign of the crime. The policemen search-

. #d the gravel pathway for signs of foot-
steps, but found nothing. A quarter of
an hour went by, and then the stretcher
eame. The body was set upon it, decent-

. 1y covered, and wheeled away. the doctor
and the young man accompanying, In
: the suburban main street the cortege

“That's

. ed up a small following, but this was
.:::: out at the doors of

““This was the gentleman as summon-
ol me to the spot, sir."

“Ah,"” said the Inspector, “you'd bet-

ter tell me what you know about Iit.
What s your name and address,
plense 7"

“My pame,” the young man answerced,
“Is Harvey Martin Jethroe, and 1 live
at 104 Acacia avenue,”

“"Oecupation, if you please 7"’

“I um a bank manager. I have charge
of the Klmwood branch of Messrs, Der-
rott, Perrott & Lane."

The inspector wnas setting this down
in a thick professionnl pocketbook, when
the doctor suddenly asked:

“What did you say your name wan?”’

“Harvey Martin Jothroe,” the young
man answered in some amazement.

The inspector's subordinate had been
golng through the dead man's pockets,
and had just handed to the doctor a
amall bundle of letteras held together hy
an elastic band, 'The doetor held this
out toward the inspector, who gave but
n aingle glance and started violently.

“This looks like a rum business,’” he
anld, recovering himself in an instant,
and turning a look of strange signifi-
cance upon the witness; “this has just
come off the body. Is that what you
any your name is?"

“Harvey Martin Jethroe,” written in
a bold and legible hand, stared him in
the face from the back of the envelopé
the inspector held toward him.

“Why," he stammered, with a pale
face, “why, 1—"

His speech was frozen
amnzement,

“All these letters,” sald the inspector,
who had slipped the elastic band from
the bundle, and was now shuflling the
letters which comprised it, “are address-
ed to Harvey Martin Jethroe,”

“Uard case, sir,” said the inspector's
mnn.

“Harvey Martin Jethroe again,'” said
the Inspector. “You haven't been glv-
Ing us the dead party's name in mis-
take for your own, have you?”

“My name is as I tell you,” the bank
manager declared. "I never knew an-
other man that held it, except my uncle;
he ia in Bouth America.”

“This party,” said the inspector, nod-
ding his head sideways, “seems to have
moved about there a goodish bit.,” He
shuffled the envelopes anew. “Rio Ja-
neiro, Havana, New Orleans. Do you
identify the body 7"

with sheer

CHAPTER II1.

Harvey Jethroe looked long and earn-
edtly at the dead man. The doctor had
already sponged the face, and the fea-
tures werea unobscured,

“No,” the young man said at last, “I
don't think this can be my uncle, I am
almost sure of it."”

“Not very intimate, seemingly, eh?"

“l never saw him but once! | was five
or six years of age. Dut there was al-
ways snld to be a strong family llkeness
between him and my father, and 1 see no
such resemblance here."”

“Now," said the inspector, “thils Is
rather a remarkable party. 1 should take
him to be near on mix feet six. Just
pass the tape nlong him, Munslow. What
do youn make It? Bix feet four. Well,
they do look a bit longer than they are,
ns a rule, when they're laid straight out
like that. Any signs to go by, Mr. Jeth-
roe—any physical deformity, any scar
or mark?"’

“Nothing that I know of.”

“Your uncle now—was he out of the
common height at all?"

“He was uncommonly tall,
that which made me doubtful.”

“What's that on your shirt euffa?”’
asked the Inspector. “'Let's have a look
at 'em, if you please."

“I helped to lift that poor fellow,”
said Harvey Jethroe, holding out both
hands.

“Very good. Your name Iz Harvey
Martin Jethroe, and you had an uncle
of that name in South Ameriea. Did
you have any correspondence with that
uncle?"

“Since my father's death, and until
six months ago, we wrote pretty regu-
larly."

“On good terma with each other?”

“Until then. He was rather angry
because 1 could not accept an offer he
made me."

“Oh! What might that have been?"

“He wanted me to join him in Braszil,
and offered me a partoership.”

“H'm!" The Inspector was very seri-
ous, “A well-to-do man, I suppose?”

“1 believe he was extremely wealthy,
He may have been & millionaire,”

“Iad you expectations from him?”’

“Until 1 declined to join him it was
nlways understood that I was to be his
helr. e had no other relation in the
world—nor had L“

“H'm!" The Inspector was looking
very grave indeed. He nibbled the un-
gharpened end of his pencll, watehing
the man he guestioned from beneath
close-bent brows. “Your only relative,
and a very rich man? Wanted you to
join him? Meant to leave you every-
thing? Must have been some very
strong reason why you didn't go.”

“Well,"” sald Harvey Jethroe, with a
passing aspect of embarrassment, “there
was an excellent reason. I am going to
be married In & month or two, and my
uncle was very eager to make another
mateh for me."

“In Brazil?”

“Yes. The lady was an only daugh-
ter of an old friend of his"”

“Well, now, Mr. Jethroe, when did
your uncle land in the United States?"

“I have no reason to suppose that he
meant to come here at all. I do wmot
believe that he has left Brasll"

It was

“How do yon account for this party”
—ngain a sldeway nod of the head—
“having apparently the same name and
coming from the same part of the
world 7'

“1 ean't account for It,"” sald Harvey
Jethroe: “1 don't pretend to account for
it. But this poor fellow is not my un-
ele—1 am sure of that.”

“You were not so sure a little while
ago,"

“I am quite certain now. I have heard
the family likeness between my father
and my uncle insisted on very often.
Except in height and the color of the
beard, there Is no likeness between this
man and my father.”

“The expression of the eyes might go
for a good denl,” said the doctor.

“It might,” said Jethroe, looking
thonghtfully at the dead face again.

“INo you undertnke to swear that the
deceased is not yvour uncle?’ the inspeec-
tor asked. “That's the point.”

“l have n very strong opinion,"” Jeth-
roe answered—*1 have, in faect, a moral
certainty.”

“You won't go further than that?"

“It would need direct evidence of the
clenrest kind to shake my opinion."

“Well, Mr. Jethroe, this is n very
serious case, and I shall feel it my duty
to detain you."

“To detnin me!" eried Jethroe, In a
voice of wounded anger. “On what
ground 7"

“Let me finish, if you please, sir. 1
shnll feel it my duty to detain you until
I have ascertained the truth as to the
stntements vou have made about your-
self.”

“Oh,” eried the bank manager, “that
is reasonnble, of course. My cashier,
Mr. Murdoch, lives within five minutes’
walk of us.”

“We'll see the gentleman,'” said the
inspector. “You understand, Mr. Jeth-
roe, it's my duty to satiafly myself on
these points, nnd [ must tell you that it
doesn’t end there. 1 don't regard the
case a8 being one for arrest at present,
but if you should desire to make a sud-
den journey anywhere it might save dis-
agreenble consequences if you let me
know beforehand.”

“l presume,” said Jethroe, flushing hot
from head to foot and stammering In a
sudden anger, “that means you intend to
have me watched 7'
~ “So long as that Is understood, sir,”
the inspector answered, with a manner
grown all of a sudden guite suave and
cordial.

“Very well,” said Jethroe, angrily,
“next time the police may make their
discoveries for themselves, 1 do my duty
as a humane citizen, and this is what
comes of it."

The Inspector beckoned to his man
with a mere motion of the head and with
n wave of the hand to Jethroe, and the
three went out together,

CHAPTER IIIL

As it turned out, there was not the
slightest difficulty in establishing the
bank manager's identity. Mr. Murdoch,
Harvey Jethroe's cashier, was entertain-
ing a small bachelor party, to every
member of which, with one exception,
the manager was known. The exception
was a Juiceless, withered looking man
who had evidently seen much open air
life in o hot climate. His beard, mus-
tache and eyebrows were all sun-blanch-
ed. The skin about his eyes was puck-
ered with constant blinking against the
dazzling tropleal sun and sands, and the
eyes themselves were strangely light in
color. He was the only man of the par-
ty who wore evening dress, and a big
diamond wsolitaire sparkled In his shirt
front. Jethroe had insisted upon facing
the assembly.

“That is as yon like, sir, said the in-
spector, ‘I should have been content
to keep the matter private.”

“] gee no reason for keeping the mat-
ter private, Jethroe answered, with a
tone of wounded pride,

The relatjon of the story of the night
was tho cause of profound excitement,
and this was increased tenfold when the
sunburned man broke in with an excla-
mation,

“Harvey Martin Jethroe!” he ecried.
“Why, I traveled with him from Brazil.”

There was a hubbub of questions and
ejaculations, but the lnspector silenced
it.

“You knew Mr, Jethroe?"

“Well,” sald the sunburned man, “I
gpent the best part of three weeks at sea
with him. T ought to know him."”

“This gentleman,” snid the inspector,
indicating Jethroe, “does not Identify the
body as that of his uncle.”

“I ean set your mind at rest upon that
point,” the stranger answered,

“Perhaps you will give yourself the
trouble to accompany Mr. Jethroe and
myself to the morgue?' the inspector
suggested.

“Of course I will," the stranger an-
awered, ‘“That is my name,” he added,
taking a card case from his pocket and
offering his card. “George Johns, 1
have had the honor to be known to Mr.
Murdoch for muany years,"

The cashier confirming this at once,
the Inspector took a hasty leave with
Jethroe and the new witness and led
the way to the morgue, The body of
the dead man was by this time decently
composed, and when the three had en-
tered the twilight room, and the Inspec-
tor had turned up the gas, the witness
at a first glance sald quietly:

“That Is the man."

“There I8 no chance of mistake?" ask-
ed the officer.

“l parted with him the day before
yesterday,” was the answer. “He had
agreed to dine with me at the Northern
to-morrow. We struck up a wsort of
friendship abonrd the boat, and he bare-
ly spoke to anybody but me."

“What do you say to this, sir?' asked
the inspector, turniug upon Jethroe.

“What can 1 say?" cried Jethroe, *I
saw my uncle when I was a mere child,
My mother spoke constantly of the ex-
traordinary likeness between him and
my father when they were young men,
Except that both were unusually tall,
see 0o polut of resemblance.” )

(To be continued)
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A Birmingham churchwarden was
reading at a vestry meeting a list of
subscriptions to the parochlal funds,
The list Legan as follows: “The vicar,
a guinea; Mrs. ——, half a gulnea; an
anonymous donor, myself, twenty-five
shillings.”

A Scotch minister who used slmlles
that would bring home to the rough
characters around him the truths he
sought to Impress was once denounc-
Ing the Ingratitude of man for all the
benefits conferred on him by Provi-
dence, “My friends,” he sald, “lvok
at the hens when they drink. There's
pot ane o' them but lifts Its held in
thankfulness, even for the water that
|8 sae common. Oh, that we were a’
hens!"”

John Kendrick Bangs once ran
ancross a gift copy of one of hisa books
In & second-hand bookshop, still hav-
ing this lnscription on the flyleaf: “To
his friend, J—— G—— with the re-
gards and the esteem of J. K. Bangs,
July, 1809, Mr. Bangs bought the
cepy, and sent it to his friend again
with a second Inscription beneath:
““I'his book, bought In a second-hand
bookshop, I8 re-presented to J—
G with renewed and reiterated re-
gards and esteem by J. K. Bangs.
December, 18u9."

A British officer, In his expense list
on government service, put down,
“Porter, 24." The war office, in a ver-
bose and high-falutin' letter, polnted
out that refreshments, while in the
executlon of publiec duty, were not
chrageable to the nation. The officer
replied that the item dld not represent
refreshments, but a fee to a carrler.
The office replied: “You should have
put ‘Porterage.' ' The officer treasured
the hint. Next time he had occaslon
to take a hackney coach he put down
in his accounts, “Cabbage, 28."

When Mascagnl last visited this
country he one day chanced to hear
an organ-grinder who was grinding
out, in the most mechanical manner,
the intermezzo from *“Cavalleria Rus-
tlcana.” Mascagnl impatiently grabbed
the crank, and saying, “I'll show you
how to play that,” finlshed the selec-
tion in what he thought the proper
manner. The organ-grinder was not
much Impressed untll he was told the
Identity of his instructor. Immediately
he put on his organ a placard bearing
the following legend: “Pupll of Mas-
cagnl.”

Grant Duff tells an amusing story
apropos of Sir Donald Mackenzie Wal-
lace, who, many years ago, found him-
self at a club In Hdinburgh. where he
fell into conversation about Russia
with a youth who put forward some
views in which he could not acquisce.
“Oh,” sald thla personage, “it is all
very well for you to say that you do
rot agree with me, but I know all
about it. I have just been reviewing
Wallace's ‘Russla.’” “And I have just
been writing it,” was the natural re-
ply. The young man lived to be very
famous; he was R. L. Stevenson.

The late Bishop Beckwlith of Geor-
gla was fond of his gun, and spent
much of his time hunting, says Rep-
resentative Adamson. One day the
bishop was out with his dog and gun,
and met a member of his parish,
whom he reproved for his inattention
to his religious duties. “You should
attend church and read your Blble,”
sald the bishop. "I do read my RBible,
bishop,” was the answer, “and I don't
find finy mention of the apostles going
a-shooting.® *'No,” replled the bishop,
“the shooting was very bad In Pales-
tine, so they went fishing Instead."

HOME LIFE OF RUSSIANS.

It Ia Blngnlarly Regular and Monot-
onous Une, Says Writer.

The dally life of a Russlan couple of
the wealthler classes 18 singularly reg-
nlar and monotonous, varying only
with the changing seasons, says the
New York Herald. In summer the lord
of the house gets up about 7 o'clock
and puts on, with the asslstance of
his valet de chambre, a slmple cos
tume, consisting chlefly of a faded,
plentifully stalned dressing gown,
Having nothing In particular to do, he
sits down at the open window and
looks into the yard. Toward 0 o'clock
tea 1s announced, and he goes into the
dining room—a long, narrow apart-
ment, with bare wooden floor and no
furniture but a table and chairs, Here
he finds his wife, with the tea urn be-
fore her. In a few minutes the young-
er children enter the room, kiss thelr
papa's hand and take thelr places
around the table. As thls wmorning
meal consists merely of bread and tea,
it does not last long, and all disperse
to thelr several occupations,

The head of the house begins the
labors of the day by resuming his seat
at the open window aund having his
Turkish pipe filled and lighted by a
boy whose speclal function is to keep
his master’s pipe in order. The house-

‘wife spends her morning in & maere

active way. As soon as the breakfam
table has been cleared she goes to the
larder, tnkes stock of the provisiony )
arranges the meals and gives the cool
the necessiry materials, with detailed
instructlons as to how they are to by
prepared, The rest of the morning she
devotes to her other household dutles

Toward 1 o'clock dinner s am
nounced. Dinner is the great event of
the day. Food is abundant and of good
quality; but mushrooms, onfons and fal
play rather too Important a part in the
repast, and the whole 1s prepared with
very little attention to the reco
principles of hygiene. No amn$
the last dish been removed than s
deathlike stiliness falls upon the house
It 1s the time of the after-dinnes
slesta,

The young folk go Into the gardenm
and all the members of the household
glve way to drowsiness naturally em
gendered by a heavy meal on a hof
summer day. Ivanovitch retires to his
own room, from which the flles have
been carefully expelled by his pipe
bearer. His wife dozes In a big arm
chalr In the sitting room, with a pock
et handkerchief spread over her faca
The servants snore in the corridon
the garret or the hay shed, and eves
the old watch dog In the corner of the
yard stretches himself out at ful
length on the shady side of his kennel

In about two hours the house grad
nally reawakens, doors begin to creal
the names of the various servants amn
bawled out in all tones;, from bass ts
falsetto, and footsteps are heard in thy
yard. Soon a man servant issues from
the kitehen, bearing an enormous tes
urn which puffs like a little steam e
gine. The famlly assembles for tea.
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MUCH CEMENT 1S NOW USED,

Large Increase from 900,000 to 22,
000,000 Barrels.

Development and expansion in the
cement Industry during the Iast deo
ade have been phenomenal., In 1598
the production in this country amount
ed to 990,324 barrels, says the Baltl
more Herald. In 1904 more than 22,
000,000 barrels were produced, with as
aditional 8,000,000 imported. The rea
son for this development is that thae
product s Imeasurably cheaper thas
stone, brick, wood, ete,, thelr equal for
most purposes and superfor for many,
The uses to which it can advam
tageously be applied are almost beyond
conception, so that its growth during
the next decade will undoubtedly ba
more wonderful than that of the last

Portland cement I8 made from nab
ural rock known technleally as Tren
ton limestone, and when produced in
commercial form is a flne powden gp»
sessing the quality, when mulﬁe&
with water, of binding itself and sub-
stances with which it may be mixed
into a homogeneous mass, setting with
remarkable gquickness and drawing tae
A hardness greater than that of gram
ite,

Trenton limestone i{s found in smal]
deposits In many parts of the United
States, but the only great deposits are
those In the counties of Lehigh az’
Northampton, in Pennsylvania, a
the adjoining counties of Warren and
Hunterdon in New Jersey.

These countles supply 70 per cent of
the Portland cement manufactured iv
this country and there is enough left iy
the deposit to last for centurles. The
average price for cement during thy
last ten years has been about $1.60 ¢
barrel. Within the last eightees
months it has sold as high as $2 s )
barrel and as low as $1.

Portland cement, with Iron or stee)
is used with great economy in the com
struction of skyscraper bulldings and
wlll doubtless be so used almost to the
excluslon of stone and brick in thy
near future, Scarcely a modern bu!ldf ‘
Ing 18 now constructed or can be com
structed without the use of cement.

Cement's utllity In other direction
Is evidenced by the millions of barrelf
used in the construction of the New
York subway and the Chlcago tunnel
The Pennsylvanla Railroad Compa ‘
has recently contracted for 3.500.(3
barrels for the Weehawken-Long Isl
and City tunnel and engineers of thi
New York 1,000-ton barge canal from
Buffalo to New York have specified fol
cement construction, estimating a sav -
ing of several milllons of dollars. Th
cement to be used in this and the Pan |
ama Cunal Is almost beyond computa
tion.

The Madness of War. 1

So wars are begun by the persua |
slon of a few debauched, harebraly
poor, dissolute, hungry captains, pard |
sitleal fawners, unqulet Hots r‘
restless Innovators, green hea -
satisfy one man's private spleen, sl ‘
ambition, avarice, ete. Flos hominumy %
proper men, well proportioned, card |
fully brought up, ableboth in body ani *
mind, sound, led llke so many beas{ .
to the slaughter in the flower of thel !
years, pride and full strength, withod !
all remorse and pity, sacrificed o
Pluto, killed up as so many sheep fo
devil's food, 40,000 at once.—Burton)
“Anatomy of Melancholy.”

Change of Punotuation.
Barber—Does this razor cut all righl
alr?

Vietim—Well, it cuts, all right. 1
it about eight times now.—Cleve :



