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CHAFPTER L
“ITHE TALES WHICH THEY TELL.”

1t is a picturesque spot, that auncient
town of Kyp: when the river runs full at
the base of the rock on which it stands,
and the littls fishing-boats, with their red-
Lrown, patched sails, swim down on the
tide to the sea. But when the tide has ran
out, and the mud-banks fill the river's bed
in a long gray line to the now-distant eea,
the old town, with i1tsnarrow, steep streets
of small, close-packed houses, ecrowned
with the low square tower of the ancient
church, looks desolate indeed.

S0 thought Ned Marix as, on a chilly No-
vember afternoon, he madehis way slowly

up into the town from the station, through
a drizzle of rain which made the rough
stones slippery, and pattered down from
the overhanging eaves of the houses. This
was his first visit to Rye, and he seemed
likely to get no enthusiastio welcome. He
bad asked his way to *“the best inn,” and
baviog been told rather pointedly *‘that
the principal hotel was ‘The Bull’ in the
High street,” he perceived that he had gone
pear to wounding the town’s susceptibili-
ties, and that in losing its importance, it
had not lost its dignity.

Ned was at least able to thank the fates,
however, that ““The Bull” proved to be no
resplendant hostelry, “re-erected with all
modern 1mprovements,” but a plain and by
Do mesans extensive building, which fully
carried out the promise beld forth inits ad-
vertisement in the guide-book. “This
house has for many years enjoyed the re-
pute of being clean, sweet and comfort-
able.” The very first steps he made along
the narrow entrance-passage raised his
epirits, A fresh-faced country woman
stood at the door of the room oa the right;
at the end of the passage he saw a cozy,
old-fashioned bar; a huge grandfather’s
clock ticked loudly somewhere 1n the dim
recesses of oak-panneled passages in the
background.

“Good-day,” said he to the waitress. The
very fact that there was no dingy waiter
about warmed one's soul. “Can I have
something to eat?! A chop, anything?”

“Yes, sir. This way, if you please, sir.”

She was quite peremptory in her manner
as she diverted bhim from his purpose of en-
tering the room on the right, and insisted
on his going into the coffee-room on the
left. Ned felt that she was too autocratic.
For in that apartment on the right, which
bore the words “commerecial room,” and
into which, therefore, aa a pablie room, he
bad every right to go, there wasa big, well-
filled book-case, and-—a golden-haired girl

Now Ned was an artist, and endowed,
like other artists, with susceptibilities as
to golden bhair which made even a tinge of
filaxen or auburn a Jjoy to him. The
hair he bad just seeun made him long to
got at his palette; he felt that he must see
that girl, be must know her, he must paint
her if he bad tostay in Ryesix months todo
it. Meanwhile, be wasin thetiny cofiee-room
waiting for his dinner, with nothing bettor
than last weeks' local newspaper to amuse
himself with. He would go and ask the
golden-haired young lady for a book. 8o he
crossed the passage into the commercial
Toom. s

The girl, who was sitting close under the
book-case studying a volume open on her
knee, looked up. Something in her very
glance showed at once that she was ador-
ably nnused to meeting strangers. She was
notshy, or awkward, but she was sur-
prised,

“If you want anything. will you please
ring the bell in the coftee-room, and the
waiters will come,” she sand.

The words were a snub, but the gray eyes
were kind, Ned retreated to the door, but
said Qumbly —

“I bex yvour pardon. DBut I came to ask if
{onk\\'_?uld be kind enough to lend me a

ook

I am sure Mrs. Richmond will. I'll go
and ask her.”

Onh dear; this was not what he bad
wanted at all; a portly landlady descending
upon him, with open saspicions as to the
genuineness of his avidaity for literature!

“Pray don’t take that troauble,” said Ned.

She was already at the door. But before
she could oven 1t the waitress had entered
in search of the traveler.

“Your chop is ready for you in the coffee-
room, sir,” she said, rather svverely.

“Ch, Martha, is Mrs. Richmond in? This
geutleman wants a book.”

Martba looked at him sharply.

“Mrs. Hichmend is out, but I'm sure yon'd
be very welcome to a book, if there's any
there will sunit voun.”

“I sbould like some loeal history, if
there is such a thing —some book that tells
about the old places 1n and around the
town, and the stories told of them.”

“The stories!” echoed the golden-haired

irl, with a laugh; “vyou must ask Martha

erself for those. She knows more than
than the books tell.™

“*Oh, what I know is mostly gouin. and
nothing much to tell anybody.” protested
Martha, softening.

“That is exactly what I like to hear—the
gossip,” said Ned. “What the people sa
about a house or a church infinences one's
thoughts as one looks at it, and gives it a
special atmosphere. And that is every-
thing to us painters.”

“Oh, you are an artist!?” asked the yonng
lady. with greatinterest. “Thut was what
my father was before his eyes grow weak.
He thinks just as you do of the stories; and
he writes about them, too. He says there
is no history of this place that an intelli-

ent person can read without weeping., So

e is writing one, and 1 am helping him.”

The girl—she could not have been more
than nineteen—glanced at Martha, as if
afraid she bhad been to communicative
to a stranger. But the waitress, who
was & mass of prejudices, had just made
up ber mind that the newcomer was
“a gentleman, every inch of him.” and un-
beunt accordingly.

“And | may make bold to say I've helped
Mr. Hennell, 100,” she said. “For I was
with bhim nearly three hours the other day,
telling him word for word, as 1t was told
to me, the story of the murders at the Old
Mermaid.”

“Murders at the Old Mermaid!” echoed
Ned, with veluptuons enjoyment. *7Tel)
me too, please. I love a good murder,
sspecially if it's not too ancient. How old
is vonral”’

*“Why, they both of them happened in my
time. I've been here nine years.”

‘The waitress, who was evidently a per-
sonage ol importance in the inn, with ex-
tensive powers, was melting. Sheadvanced
tothe fire, stirred the cosls 1nto a roarving
blaze, and wheeled a chair rouand for the

entleman. Ned took his seat with his

ack to the murky afternoon daylignt,
where he could from time to time cast a
siyly adwiring glance at the demure young
girl in the corner,

“Well,” Martha began, “we don’t always
eall them murders. For to say truth, they
wers more than murders—they were mys-
teries. ‘There's a couple of very old houses
in Rye that were once an inn, called ‘The
Mermaid.” That was long before my time,
When 1 first came to Rye the place bad been
empty and neglected, and all to pieces for
nigh on_ two years. Then it was done
up and divided 1mmto two houses. for it was
too big for any one about here to take as it
was. And one house was taken by a shoe-
maker, & most reapectabile man. with a
wife and family, who have it now.
other hounse didn't go oft for a bit, and at
last they turned itinto a hospital. Batone
night—i1t was about Christinas time [ re-
member, and the vicar preached about it
aud it oast & damp over everything —a poor
man that was lying 1n one of the rooms
with a broken leg, shrieked out for help.
Lefore the nurse that was in charge could
get to the room, however, the poor fellow
was dead, It was found that he had
been choked by a great piece of plaster,
like that they do ceilings with, The ques-
tion was whohad done it! There wasnobody
about the house except the nurse, and a
woman lying in the other room who was
paralyzed, and could not leave her bed.
Then agnin, where did the plaster como
from?! There was no ceiling to any one of
the rooms; the timbers were just white-
washed, and there was no plaster used, so
the picoos found 10 his throat could not

The |

have fallen from the roof into his month
while he slept, as some one suggested.
Well, it was a raystery, and there was an
end of it, at least, so we thought
Then that room was not used
again for n long time. But in October of
the year after there was a great storm, and
a8 ship-wrecked crew of a fishing-smack
were brought i1nto Rye. ‘Ihers being no-
body in the hospital at the time, the poor
fellows were put up there. Youn see, they
were strangers and had never heard the
story. Just picture to yourself what we
all felt next day when we found thatone
of the men had died in the nicht in exactly
the same way as the first. There were two
other men sleeping in the room, who were
awakened by hearing their comrade
choking and gasping for breath. They
could just see him m the darkness, so
they said, straggling with a wowman
in black, who waved her arms about over
bim and disappeared. leaving bim stark
dead. Never was suoch a sensation known
in Rye before or since. THe place was
baunted, so every one said. It was acarious
thing, thoagn, if it was & ghost that did
these murders, that a purse which thesailor
had by his pillow, and which held two sov-
ereigns, had disappeared. Of eourse, one
of his companions may have stelen it; bat,
then, it was they who gave the information
that he had this money upon him. Then
the poor people next door were snspeoted,
because the attic over the hospital was part
of their premi<es, being used by the shoe-
maker as a store-place. But, besidesthat, he
and his family were known to bo honest
and as harmless as doves, there was no
way by which apy human being could
force himself between the rafters. So
there the matter ended, and [ doun’t sup-
poee the house will ever be let again.”

“Well, 1 confess that even the excite-
nient of trying vo ferret ont the m}'ltﬂ‘g
would hardly tempt me to a place wit
such associations,” said Ned, rising re-
Inctantly from the comfortable arm-chair.
“Bat can you tell me where I shall be like-
ly to tind a couple of rooms, both very
clean, and one very large, in which I can
take ug my quarters ior two or three
months?”

Martha shook her heaa.

“You had best stay here, sir, I think,”
she said. “There are no lodgings that I
know’of 1n Rye which would suit a gentle-
man.’

*“l shall have to find some to suit me
though.” said Ned. *I can’t afford hotels. I
shall be ont sketching all day, so it really
doesn’t moch matter what the accommoda-
tion is hke. 1 must be off on atramp to
look for them now, before it isdark. May
I leave my bag bere until I am settled? The
rest of my things [ left at the station.”

Martha at once gave the required per-
mission, and Ned, taking leave of her and
of the golden-haired Miss Hennell, went
forth reluctantly into the dreary streets of
the old town.

It was already nearly dark, and the rain
was now falling heavily, ruashing down the
steep streets as if they had been only gut-
ters, and splashing np round the nnhappy
stranger at every step. He founa his search,
as Martha had predicted, difiicalt indeed;
nobody seemed to let lodgings, at least no-
body who looked clean, and who had less
than six babies. Before his wandeérings
were over it was so dark that he counld
not read the names of the streete. At last,
however, he saw in & window a card with
;\pu gt’y’rdn, “Furnished lodgings, apply at

0. «

With some difficulty, for the houses were
not numbered, he founa No.3 A bright-
faced young woman, with a baby in her
arms, opened the door, and, on learning
whay he wanted, fetched the key, and trot-
ted over to the shut-up house with great
alacrity. As he followed her Ned got a
better view of the exterior of the nouse,
and was doliﬁbtod by what he saw. Both
the shut-up house and the one next to it
bad their upper stories built of timber;
each room of the two lower stories was
lighted by a lattice window from end to
end. Each house had two pointed over-
lmngmg ables, and both were roofed with
tiles. The young srtist’'s heart glowed
within him; 1f he had searched for a week
he conld not have found adwelling more
to his mind.

“How is it that this splendid old place is
shut up!” he asked, as his conductress
turned the key in the lock,

“Because there’s mnore houses in Rye than
there’s people to live in ‘em, I suppose,” she
answered with a laugh, as she lea the way
through the narrow aud bare ent rance pas-
sage into a large room on the right.

“It'sall quite clean,” she continued. “It's
me who bas charge of the place, and [
swept it out oniy two days ago. Dear,
dear, I ought to have brought a light. 1f
you'll wait here, sir, I’ll feteh one.”

Ned did not want to see anything more
before making up his mind. The great low-
ceilinged room, with 1tas long windows and
wide window-seat, its enormous old-tash-
1oned hearth, in whioh a tiny modern grate
looked oddly ont of place, were so many ir-
resistible charms to him. The scantiness
of the farniture did not matter to him; he
wanted space, air and light, and these he
Lad in abundance.

“Stay,” ho said, as the woman was run-
ning off, "I snall take the place, if yon
will get somebody to do my cooking and
cleaning, and if you don't want the rent of
Buckingbham Palaco.”

The woman shook her head, and laughed
again.

_"'}}'hat do you say to 7 shillings a week,
sir

*I shonld say it was not rninouns.”

“And [ conld do for you myself, sir, if

rm'"ro not too particular about the cook-
.

“I’m not. Youshall do forme. Will yon
pleass begin by making me a fire, and got-
ting me a couple of candles, and lending
we akettle! 'm a very accomplished {fel-
fow, and can mske my own tea.”

In less than balf an hour Ned had fetched
his bag from “The Bull,” and the rest of his
luggage from the station, and was sitting
intho high wooden rocking-chair before
the fire, already wishing that the grate
were a little bigger, and that he had a com-
panion in that big room. 7The picturesque
and romantic always have another side—
a lonesoms and uncanny side. There were
noises in tho rafters; wooden wainscoting
has a habit of creaking and cracking:
old bouses have nooks aud crannies mld‘a
for the wind to whistle in. Ned listened
to these noises, and to the pattering
of the rain on the latticed panes,
and wondered whether the street was
always as smpty aud deserted as it seemed
to be to-night. He had thought he shonld
bLe so cozy 1n the wide chimney corner, but
instead he found it draoglhty enough to
make his hair stand on end. At last he
got up, and, for the first time, made a tour
of the premises. There were four rooms,
two upstairs and two en the ground floor.
His sitting-room was tbe only ome that
contained a fire-piace, and only two out of
the four could be called furnished. There
was no garden, Lut there was an untidy
yard with @ buge rain-tub at the back of
the house.

The feeling that there was something
gruesome about the place grew strouger
upon him as he passed from the one to the

other of the npﬁor rooms and heard the
ove

wind howling a bhim. 7There must
surely be an attic everhead, he thought,
for the wind to make that noise! And then
he remembered that he had seen from the
sireet the window of a second story—the
one with the gables. Hut where was the
way up into the attie?! Thers was no stair-
case, uo ladder.

And then followed gquickiy another
thoaght, so ugly, se unwelcome that he
felt wot and cold as 1t passed through his
mind. That old inn, “The Mermad,”
where the two men had died so mysterious-
ly, bad an attie which belonged ro the ad-
immng house. Wns this the very house?

ie would go over to Mrs. Rudee at No. 3,
or, better still, he wounld go back to “The
Ball” and satisfy himself on this point.

The npnext moment, however, he pulied
himeself together and scouted these sug-
gostions of weakness. He would not have
chosen, certainly, to take up his abode 1a &
bouse with such an ugly history as that of
“The Mermaid;” but if he had unwittingly
done so, he was not going toshow funk
over it now. Ned returned to hissitting-
room, however, in a much less comfortable
frame of mind than that in which he had
left 1t. Ho tried to keep up his spirita by
whistliog, and to smuse himself by un-
packing and arranging a few books on the
shelves with which the walls of the big
room were liberally provided,

liut that took a very short time, and a
long eveuning still remained to be got
through. The rain came down more heav-
ily; the wind was growing more boister-
ous. Ned sat down in his rocking chair,
tried to get interested in a book, and tinal.

1y, being very tired, fell into » doze, dur-

[
’

A

ing which he was haunted by feverish,
fragmontary dreams, in all of which the
actual sounds going on around him, the
dropping of the ashes from the fire, the
cracking of the wainscoting, the wind, the
ruin, and the gnawing of the mice, played
a part. The eandles burned down to their
sockets and flickered out; the tire grew low
snd flameless, !
Suddenly a burst of cold air swept
through the room and awoke him. A
clound of smoke, beaten down by the
draught, rushed across from the chimney
to the open door, almost bhinding Ned, who
sprang up from the rocking-chair with a

ery.

'{‘hem before bim, plainly to be scen
through the smoke, Uy the dull giow of the
fire, was the phantom of which he had been
Greaming, the phantoin which haunted the
old “Mermaia”—the lady in black with the
walving arms!

CHAPTER IL

“THROUGH THE QUIET OF THE MIDNIGHT
HOUR.”

Ned Marix staggered back, breathing
with difficuity, tryving to beat down the
smoke to see more clearly. There was the
figure, however, human, feminine, with
arms outstretched, slowly advancing to-
wards bimm. He did not speak; but, turn-
ing to the table, felt with tremulous hands

for the mateh-box. He struck one, two,
three matches; he could not get a light;

perhaps his fingers shook too much. When
at last he sncceeded in holding a tiny flamme
aloft, a second cry broke from his lips.

The lady in black with the waving arms
was no phantom; it was the golden-haired

girl he had met at “*The Bull.” IHer pretty
face was full of distresa. )

“I—1 am afraid you will think it very
strange that l—that I should come,” she
said,;1n a4 voice which betrayed that she
was full of alarm; *“*but when I heard—
where yon were—I felt that I must, that I
ought to come. And I knocked and knocked
at the door, but you did not hear, sol
walked in.”

Ned’s match had gone out, and her voice
came to bhim through the darkness. 1t
seemed to him the sweetest sound he had
ever heard. _

“Yon eame all through the rain!” he
stammered ont.

*“Oh, I don't mind the rain. They ought
to have told vyou. You must not stay here,
Itis the haunted house, the house where
men die mysteriously, no on® kunows how,
This is the old *Mermaia.””

Ned felt no shock of horror, but a strange
elation. He had indeed guessed where he
was. But this anxlety, this interest on his
acconpt shown by a lovely girl made him
feel that he blessed the chance the story
gave him of becoming something like a
second-rate sort of hero in her eyes,

“ls it!” said he. **Well, then, I have a
chance of an adventure at last.”

“Oh, you will not stay here. Really,
really it is not safe!”

“Really, really 1 mean to put thé mys-
tery to the test. And if | may have the
pleasure of speaking to you after church
to-morrow morning, I will tell you the re-
suit of my discoyeries of the night.”

*“You won’t be alive to-morrow morning
if you sleep here.”

“] hope so. 1 shall be on my guard, you
know.”

“And—and—if you—if youshould be safe,
I could not speak to you,” she said with
much dittidence and hesitation. “For 1
shall be with my own father, and he is very
strict. He only aliows me to go and read
Mrs. Richmond’s books at ‘The Bull’ when
the visitor season is over. And I am for-
bidden to speak to strangers. But, of
course, if you should be there, I shall see
ttat you are safe, and shat will be some-
thing!

Her ingenuousness wasdelightful to Ned,
who was fumbling aboutmadly for candles,
At last he found the packet, and thrust
one between the bars of the gate. But this
action outraged his pretty visitor's sénse
of propriety.

“You should neypr light a candle like
that,” she said graVely. "It is ontidy and
wna}eful. See how you have made it gut-
ter.’

“I've got a light, though; that's the great
thing,” said Ned. *“We poor bachelors have
to use rough-and-ready methods.”

“Yes.”

There was a pause. Ned could now see a
flushed, fair young face, surmounted by a
soft ridge of hair, in which the rain-dro
hung; a black hat, and a long, black cloak.
The girl blushed under his gazeé, and
moved towards the door.

*I must go now,” she said. “My father
will miss me. I am doing mny marketing.’

She showed bim her basket, with a shy
look. Ned longed to offer to go with her,
but refrained from taking advantage of
her simplhicity.

“You will shake hands, won’t youl” he
said, as be got to her side in a few strides.
*Apd—and let me thank you fecr—your—
kinduess.”

She gave him her hand, with a laugh and
a protest. Oh, 1t was not a kindness, she
would have aone it for anybody. And she
looked away. Then, with a shy smile she
looked up, as if afraid that her words were
rather rude, Asshe let him shake hands
again, Ned saw in her eyes that girlish
look, full ot curiosity, humility, excite-
ment, gladness and innocent wistfulness,
which shines only in the eyes of a marden
when she looks for the first time into the
eyes of a man who may be “‘the” man.

Nea felt light-headed when she had fled
out of the room and pulled 1he front door
close behind her. He heard the wind howl
throngh the passage, he listened to the
quick patter of her feet along the stones,-
he looked at the spot where she had stood
in the old room. The lhouse was now
haunted for him indeed, butit was with a
preseuce that made sunshine, perfuie,
musie. He could net sit sti1ll for thinking
about the giri; the goid of bher bhair still
dazzled his eyes, the notes of her voioe
filled his ears. By the time he went up-
stairs to bed, after having found in- the
cupboard the supper Mrs. Hudge had pro-
vided, he had almost forgotten the mystery
of the house, However, it had to be reck-
oned with. .

Ned began by a thorough examination of
the room. The furniture was of the sim-
plest kind, and aflorded no possible hiding-
place for & human being. There was no fire-
place; the tiny lattice window closed prop-
erly from the inside; the door bad a stroong
bolt, which he carefully diew. The paper
which served for a ceiling contained a good
many small cracks, but there was no place
wheie¢ & man could comre through the boards
above, as Ned, poking about with a stick
assured himself. He wished be had provid«i
himself with a night-light, but it was too
late to do more than regret this want. Put-
ting his stick, which was a stout one, close'
to his hand. he went to bed.

He intended to keep awake and watob;
but the fatigues of the day’s traveling
and the glamour cast upon him by the
golden-haired Miss I[lenunell combined o
conquer his watchfulness, so that in less
than an hour he was asleep. :

A dream that some one was walking about
outside his room, and knocking at his door;
a sensation as of some oue gently stroking
his hands and face, Then he woke up,
sbivering and crying aloud.

But he feit nothing. It was dark, and he
sat up. As he did so he felt by the ragh of
air upon lus hor, wet face that some one
was moving in the room. For some time
he beard nothing. Presently, however, his
ear caught the soft niwivat of feet moving
slowly against the wall. and then some-
thing was dropped on the floor.

Ned apmnghuut of bed and struck a light.
He heard as he did so a sound which he
compared 1n his mind to the trail of a silk
skirt. When his candle was lighted the
room was just as he had seen it last. No
trace of a living creature besides himself
was to be scen, For therest of the night
he sat up and read by the light of candle
after candle. But not another sound did
he hear except the now dying wind and the
occasional rattle of lhis little window in
its frame,

At daybreak, however, he found in one
corner of the room a little heap of bLroken
plaster.

It was a wild, wet morning, and the
townsfolk hurried up, under umbrellas and
wWrapt in mackintoshes, to the old chuareh,
on the tower of which the “quarter-boys”
strike their bell four times in the bLour, as
they have struck it for nearly four hundrea
years, The rumor bhad already got abroaa
in the little town that a stranger had
taken up his abode in the Old Mermaid, and
Ned found himself an object of great in-
terest. He could see from where he sat
the lovely Miss Hennell, 1n a pew
with a bent, gray-harred old gentleman,
whose appearance and bedring showed
plainly that he baa known more prosper-
ous timee. This was her father, evidentiy,
Ned managed to be near them o the door-
way as they passed out, and he got just one
swift glance from the girl, full of shy,
sweet congratulation, followed by a hittle
frowrn of warning.

Ned went back to his solitary lodging
with {resh spirit; scoided Mrs. Rudge, who
came to prepare his dinner, for her ret-
icence; atea hurried mweal; and then slipped

ont of his house and tapped at the door of
the next.

It was the shoemaker hinself who opened
itt He was an intelligent-looking hittle
man, of middle age, with a countenance
which iuspired trust. Ned began frankly
to explain that he had had a curious eox-
perience in the might. ‘The shoemwaker in-
vited him into the general living-room,
apologizing for the fact that he bLad mo
*parlor.”

“Come in, sir, come in. 1 make no doubt
it's lonesome enough in there, even withont
the tales they vell, which no doubt you've
heard, sir.”

Ned, whom the whole family made kind-
ly Iolcomo. reiated his own experience,
and received from his neighbor a confirma-
tion of the stury of the two mysterious
deaths. While he talked, however, Le took
note most carefully of all that wenton
aronnd him, as he bad maae up his mind
that it must be some member of the house-
bhold who was concerned in the tragedies
which bhad taken piace. The shoemaker
himself was obliviously innocent; his
wife, also, N acquitted at once.
The rest of the famly consisted
of an old man, -apparently almost
helpless trom rhenmatism, who abased the
privilege his age and infirmity gave him by
grumbling all the time in an undertone; a
beavy-eyed daughter who eat with the
voungest ehild on her knee; and a crippied
boy of about tourteen, who crouched by
the fireside surrounded by pets—a caton
his knee, a dog at his feet and a jackdaw
on his shoulder, who fed his young ter
with sweets from a packes on the table.

Ned had not been ten minuntes i1n the
room when he was sure that be had discov-
ered the murderer. So great did hisexcite-
ment become that he could' secarcely listen
to the shoewmaker's talk; and he was
obliged, for fear of exciting suspicion, to
return to his home rather hurriedly.

The rest of the day dragged its length
out with maddening slowness for Ned. He
was half-crazy with impatience for the
night to come, when he should, as be firm-
ly believed, unmask the author of the
tragedies. To fill up the time he strolled
to *"The Bull,” told Martha on what bold
enterprise he was bent, and prevailed upon
her to_promise to deliver that evening to
Miss Henuell a note, which contained, aa
he proved to ber, enly this one line:

*‘l shall meet the murderer to-night.”

Mar*ha could not concecl her excitement.
She tey ted him not to ber she offered
to ler) sim Mr. Richmond’s old blundier-
buss; {nally she promised that if Ned were
really to succeed in unmasking the vitlain
she would rouse old Mr. Hennell’s curfosity
in Ned aimsell, and so insure him an intro-
duction. ST

Full of bope and greatly excited, Ned re-
turued to the Old Mermaid.

At last the long hours had rolled round
to ten and he counld go to bed. There
was no fear of his falling asleep this time.
Then wgetting into bed ana lying on his
side, with a candle and matches ready to
bis hand, Ned waited.

It seemed a long time before he heard a
noise above the boards overhead; but he
beard it at last—jyst the sawe soft awish—
like the rustie of silk, which bad struck
his ear on the previons night. Then a
board overhead creaked slightly, and the
paper below was pushed aside at one of the
cracks. Something dropped lightly to the
floor, Then came again the soft rustlin
followed by a scarcely heard foot-ball,
The intruder came s.owly nearer, neaver,
until the ehair by the bedside was reached.

The moment had come. Starting up, with-
out noise, into » sitting position, Ned
struck & match with o firm hand. The
féeble light shone omn the black figure of
the murderer. There. facing Ned, pérched
on the rail of the chair, bolding in his beak
the lump of plaster which was to have
choked Ned, was the lame boy’s jackdaw,

Ned’s suspicions had been ronsed by the
dextrous manner in which the bira haa
dropped sweeimeats, one by one, inte his
owner's mouth on the previous day. The
bird flew up, dropping the plaster from its
mouth, aud disappeared through thys torn
paper of the ceiling. Ned, who felt almoet
as “shivery” asif he had had a contlics
with a human malefactor, conld not div est
his mind of the idea that the bird had a
goilty knowledge eof the mschief it
wrought, He spent the rest of the night,
as be had spent the night before, in read-
ing; and as soon as he heard his neighbors
moving in the morning he went next door
and toid his tale.

The wonder then was that the mystery
had not been found ont before, for the bird
had the run of the attics at night. In acor-
per, over the room where he had carriea oat
his crimes, was discovered a little beap of
treasures which he had colleoted—Dbits of
plaster, fragments of wood, a salt spoon,
aud the leather puzae containing two sov-
ereigns, which bad belonged to the poor
gailor who had been one of his victims,
Whether the bird had a knowledge that he
was doing wrong it is, of couree, 1mpousible
to say, but the shoemaker, 1n a passion of
horrer, killed him on the spot.

The news of the discovery of the mystery
of the Old Mermaid tlew like wildfire ronnd
the little town. ©Old Mr. Hanunell fulfilled
Ned's ardent wish by desiring to be intro-
duced to him,

Perhaps the golden-baired Miss Hennell
was just a trifle disappointed on learning
that the murderer whom Ned had met so
courageonsly was not a human one. Baut, 1f
so, she coffcenled the fact very valiantly,
and was at least able to boast that he was
the first person who had had wit enough
to guess the truth., For on tho very
first visit Ned paid to her father’s home she
began to feel a’'proprietary interest in the
young artist; and by the time, a few
months later, that she had sat for a village
girl, an Italian peasant, Zenobia, and Marie
Antoinette, they had both come to the con-
clusion that, if only in the intesests of his
art, he could not do better than obtain a
right of ownership over such a Tuseful
model. [TUE EXND.]

[ Copyright, 1891.)
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HUMOR OF THE DAY.*

——
An Advantage of Birth,

The Epoch,

Rage, the Tramp—I may be only a tramp,
but I tell yer, sir, I got de advantage of yer,

Adopted Citizen—In what respect?

Rags—By birth. I can be Presidentwofde
United States, but you can’t. Seef

Well Weorth Reading,
New York Week!y.

Roaming Journalist—I hear that the pres-
ent owner of the Daily Blowhard 1s a rich
old snoozer who made n fortune on hams.
Do? ho ever write anything worth read-
1n

Jowhard Man—You just bet he does. He
signs the checks.

What Two Girls Got.
Good News.

Mrs. Muggs—My darter went to all'them
revival meetings last week, and—she got a
nusband; ree'lar case of love as first sight,
They're to be married mex’ month. Did
ydur darter get one toof

Mrs. Puggs (sadly)—Naw, she didn’t get
nothun but religion.

How He Felt About It
The Epoch.
Book-keeper—]I would like to have this
afternoon off, if you please,

Senior Partner—What is the matter, Mr.
Penn!?

Book-keeper—I wish to attend my wife’s
funeral. 1 feel that it is something [ onght
to attend to personally.

A Smart Woman,
New York Weekly.

Mother—Mercy on us! How did you tear
that .l,mrely new suit of clothes all to
piece

Small Son—I was throwin’ stones st that
now neighbor’s cat and it ran under their
barn, and then she gave me 10 cents to
crawl under and chase it out.

Very Like Grown Folka,
Good News,

Little Dot—T1 made a doll's swing to-day,
and - I asked Ethel May to lend me her doll
fo try it with, an’ she wouldn’t do it, She's
just the meanest, stingiest thing 1 eversaw.

Little Dick—Wbhy aidn’t you use your
own doll? :

Latele Dot—I was 'fraid it might fall.

£ik Grievous Words Stir Up Anger.
a.
He (bitterly)—You are utterly heartless!
I might possibly 1umagine yon engaged, but
not by any possibility in love,
She—FEReally?! How eurious! Now, do you
know, I can easily imagine your being in
love, but in the wildest exudberance of
hucﬁ. I cannot imagine your being en-
gaged,

A Fatal Owmisslon,
New York Eun.

Madge—When that poet called to-day he
happened to pick up the book he'd given
me, and [ was awfully embarrassed when
he begen talking about the poems.

Cora—You were afraid your eritjcism
wouldn’t sound learned?

Madge—Oh, dear. no. I was sfraid [

. badn’s cut the leaves.

READING FOR SUNDAY.

—— e —

Love Will Continue.

The Sun looked from his everlasting sKies,
He laughed into my dayly dylug eyes;

He said 1o we, the bratal, shining sSun: .
“Poor {rettul, strauye, rebellious littie one:

“Thon ahalt not find 1t, yvet there shall bo truth;
Thon shalt grow old, but yet there shali be youth;
Thou shalt not do, yet great deeds shall be doue; |
Believe we child, 1 am an old, old sun.

!

“Thon mayst go blind, yet fair will bioom the |

Bpring; |

Thou mayst not hear them, but the birds will |
ngs

Thou mayst deapair, no less will hope be rife;

Thou must lie dead, but many will have life,

“Thon canst declare of Jove, ‘It 18 a dream”
Yet; long with love my love, the earth, will
teem.
Let not thy foolish heart be borne so low;
Lift up thy heart, exult that it is so!™
—Gertrude Hall

International Sunday-School Lesson for
March G, 1892,

Tae DoOWNFALL OF JUDAN.
1-10,)
Golden Text—Behold, your house is left unto
you desolate. (Matt. xxiii, 35.)
HOME READINGS,

M.—The downfall of Judah...Jer. xxxix, 1-10,
Tu.—Another narrative.......11 Kings xxv, 1-7,
W.—Jderusalem destroyed....J1 Kings xxv, S-15.

Th.—Ezekiel's propheey..... Ezek. xii, 5-16.
I-‘.-—'I‘nnsoneul fon punished..lIl. Chron., Xxxvli,

| Jer. v, 10-18,
Bu.—A rebellious people..... . Isa i, 1-0,
COMMENTS ON THE LESSON,
The Independent.

It is a sad thing to see the extinction of
a nation. After long and brave resistance
at last the Jewish nation was utterly
erushed. It had nc chance between two
powerful kingdoms like Egypt ana Assyria;
and 1t was only the speciai providence of
God and the rare courage of the people
that had saved them so long. Judah, the
more manly and religious of the two, had
beld out a hundred years after Isracl had
iallen; but its time had how come at last.

Think of the horrible ambition of a na-
tion that tries. as Babylon did under Neb-
ue¢hadnezear, or France under Napoleon,
to conquer all neighboring people, the mur-
ders, the rain produced. Thank God that
our country, since it took a slice of Mexico,
has ceased to seek for foreign conguest.

Think of the sure fulfillment of God's
warnings against the wicked. Often had
the threatening been made, and still there
was delay. At lastthe end came, and it
was terrible. Such 1s the end of the per-
sistent rebel against God's lawa The
drunkard’s death is the best example.

Zedekinb’s fault was 1n greas part weak-
nesa. le did notdare stand up against
his vrinces, who were partisans of the King
of Egypt. He wanted to treat the prophet
more decently, but had not energy or will
to keep him from being thrust into prison.
The power to say yes or no positively 1s a
great part of manliness,

Zedekiah did not take advantage of the
oprortunity he had, Jeremiah assured him
he would be safe if he escaped to the Baby-
Jonians, but he did not dare todo it. Then
Nebuchadnezzar would have believed that
be waa compeiled by his nobles to rebel
Now it was too late, and he could only flee
and get caught, and have his eyes put out,
and be carried to die miserably in Babylon.
There is & tide in the affairs of men that
should be taken at the flood if we would
succeed. ”

Notice particularly the fulfillment of the
two prophecies as found in Ezek. xai, 13
and Jer. xxxii, 4-5, although they seemed
to contradict each other.

This seemed the end, but it was not. Just
as Jerusalem was eaptured by Nebuchad-
nezzar, so Babylon was to be captured
by Cyrus not many years later, and Jerusa-
lem was to be rebuilt by Ezra and Nehe-
miab. God bad more in store for his
chosen people. They would get their
idolaters sifted out, and a people who wor-
shipad Jehovah would return, all zealous
for Jehovah, just as the Pilgrim Fatbers
came to this country, and they would re-
build the city.

God rules. He setteth up one and put-
toth down another. We may Le sure that
His providence controls, and our Nation
had better obey Him. That is the basis of
all national prosperity.

(Jer. xXxxIX,

Of General Interest.

The State of Kentucky proposes to make
her appropriation §100,000 for the world's
fair contingent on Sunday closing.

Reports come from a number of cities of
California, Oregon, Missouri, lowa aad
elsewhere of large additions to the Presby-
terian churches. A hundred new members
were admitted to the Second Presbyterian
Chureh at Elizabeth, N, J., as a partial re-
sult of the work of Mr. Mills,

The trusiees of Ripon College last week
elected the Rev. Rufus Cushman Flagg, D.
D., of Wells River, Vt., as president of the
college. Dr. Flaggis a graduate of Mid-
dlebury Cellege and of Andover Theolog-
ical Seminary. Since his graduation from
the seminary he has been in the pastorate,

Official reports state that between the
years 1870 and 1557 the Rnssian orthodox
missionaries baptized 71,272 heathen, 8,507
Jews and 4,204 Mohammedans, From 1870
to 1577 the number of beathen converts 1n-
creased steadily; sizece that this contingent
grows less, while the numberof Jewish con-
verts increases and of Mohammedans vary.

There are thirty colored men in the or-
dained ministry of the Protestant Episco-
pal Church of America. One of thechurch-
es of Philadelphia is nearly a century old.
The rector of St. Luke’s Church, Washing-
ton, D. C., Dr. Alexander Crummel, bhas
been honored with a aegree from the Uni-
versity of Oxford, and is & learned and elo-
quent man.

The total number of children educated
in Catholic echools, at 8 very high eeti-
mate, is given by the Northwestern Chron-
cle at 725,000; but the number of Catholie
children 1s calculated at 2,220,000, This
leaves a balance of 1,495,000 who are not be-
ing taught in Catholic schools; that is, two-
thirds of the Catholic children are in our
public schools.

It was suggested when Messrs, Moody
and Sankey went to Scotland that, as » re-
salt of the theological disoussions that
have been going on there, they would find
a different tone in the churches,

Wd}'n
found Scotland more cordial than ever.
Fully half of the mecetings have been held
in Established churches, and Mr. Mcody
says he never preached to as many minis-
ters as in this visit.

The sales and profits of the Meothodist
Book Concerns, East and Weat, for the past
year were very large. A dividend of £1.5,-
000 has been declared for the support of
superannuated mimsters and of the
widows and children of dead ministers.
This sum will be divided among the an-
nual conferences. During the year 18ul.
the New York concern sold £1.001.076.33
worth of books and periodicals, with a
profit of $183.412.68. The Cincinnati branch
reported sales of §1,141,088.02, and proiits of
£171,073.18. 'T'be profits have been made on
a total net capital of £3,150,050.00, of which
$2,000,615.20 is invested in tie New York
branch, and §1,150,837.83 in the Cincinnati
concern.

The secretary of the committee of the
Southern Presbyterian Church, which has
charge of the work of evangelization
amoug the colored people, reports that it
18 steadily advancing, and that loud calis
for encouragement come every month, A
few weekssince anindependent presby tery
was formed 1n Memphis, Tenn., with three
ministers and five ehurches, having 27
members, It has been suggested that the
three presbyteries in Mississippi, Central
Alabama and Texas, hemg in contiguous
States, might be organized into an inde-
pendent synod, and this will undoubtedly
be done during the present year, thus in-
suring the complete establisbment in fhe
near fature of the African Presbyterian
Church in this country.

Thoaghts for the Day.

Eeonomy 1s the parent of integrity, of
liberty and of ease.—Dr. Johnson,

What do we live for if notto make life
lees difficult for each otheri —George Eliot.

A man who Tivu his children habits of
industry prov #e- for themn better than by
giving them a fortune.—Whately,

Cling to the gospel of forgiveness through
the substitutionary sacrifice; and spread i
with all your might, each one of you, for it
is the only cure for bleeding hearis.—
Charles H. Spurgeon.

Snccess is not necessarily the accomyiish-
ment of something that givesa midn a
world-wide reputation. “True success is
the fruit of faithfulness in auv position.
But faitbfulness does not imply content-

ment with present surroandings wbhen
eoum_udnmm wouid open lurger op-

portunities. .Join the ranks of noble men
who have risen above adverse ecircume-
stances and make lite a suceess for them-
selves and a blessing to others.—Young
Meu's Lra.

The first grand element of liberty isa
heart transformed into the temperature of
Leaven, unte the divine benevolence, so
that a manshall not be so sensitive abous
himself, nor sbont the future of his own
name, nor about his standing, nor about
the opposition he may bring upon bhimself,
nor about anything that is low aud per-
sona! whatsvever, but may bold all ms
rights in the sublime snd most beautiful
temperature of universal benevolenee and
Chnstian love.—lenry Ward Deecher.
Without an end or hound

'I!lf life les all vutspread In light;

Our lives {eel Thy life all around,
Making our weakness strong, our darkness
brizht;
Yet is it neither wilderness nor ses,
Baut the calm gladuess of a full eternity.

—F. W. Faber.
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OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

Gold does not tarnish like other matals,
for the reason that 1t is not acted on by ox-
ygen or by water.

A Russian can plead infaney for a long
time, as Lie does not come of age till he 1s
twenty-s1x years ola.

The ten lines of railroad centerng in

Loundon send ont 2210 subunrban train a
day, carrying 400,000,000 passengers a yoar.

It is reported that a salcon-keeper in Bar
Harbor bas announced that he must retire
from business on account of excessive coms-
petition.

The State treasury of New Hampslire
bhas just had to honor a draft for §300 for
thirty-six bears killed within the limits of
one town during the last year,

At a Catholic conventin Fort Berthold,
N. D., all the sisters, inclading the mother
superior, are lndians, and the spintaal di-
rector is a priest of Molawk descent.

A velecity as high as 2,587 feet per second
has been attained by & projectile from »
rapid-fire gan. This is 8t the rate of 1,968
miles an hour, Itis the highest velocity
yet recorded.

Thirty thousand dollars’ worth of liguors
were dispensed, “for meaical and mechani-
cal purposes only,” by the Biddeford, Me.,,
eity agency during the past year, at anet
profit of $2 667,

The voyvage to Liberia takes thirty-five
days by sailing vessel. In seventy years,
during which there huve been nearly 200
emigrations, there has never been a case of
loss or disaster.

Gustave Jovanoviteh, the atest cat-
tle-breeder in Russia, and called the “Kin
of the Steppes,” owns 600,000 acres of lan
and possesses more than 1,000,000 sheep sud’
34,000 shepherd dogs.

The first notice of (ndia rubber on record
was given by He?l':r.;. who, in the second
voyage of Columbus, observed that the
natives of Hayti “played a game with balls
made of the gum of a tree.”

The s:1x Shields brothers, of Collin counn~
ty, Texas, have an average height of six
feet eight inehes, and Colonel Henry Thurs-
ton, of Titus county, Texas, towers up to
the height of eight feet tive inches.

At & wedding 1n Brooktield, Mo., last
week, the bride and groom each wore very
valuable gold nuggets, ola family relics,
dug from Deadman’s CGulech, Sacramento
valley, by the father of ' 10 groom, in 1856,

A Chilian merchant used to defy forgery
by placing one thumb on the paper he
wished to sign, and tracing its outiine;
then bhe placed the other thumb across,
outlined that, and his signature was oom-
plete.

If the earth’s atmosphere extended to a
height of seven hundred miles, the sun’s
heat and rays conld never penetrate it, and
we would freeze to death whnile wrapped in
d_nrll:ueu blacker than the blackest mid-
night.

The United Kingdom has neither ?otro-
leum nor natural gas. Ourproduct of each
in 1888 was pearly £35,000,000 on the spot—
the aggregate, as given by the latest re-
port of the Umited States Geolomical Sur-
vey, being over §47,000,000,

A Deer lsle, Me., man has a curiosity n
the shape of an egz which had on one end
a cap-like excresence, which, being lifted,
showed a full-sized cranberry bean be-
tween the cap of the shell and the inner
lining membrane of the egg.

Steps are being taken to tear down the
old John Jacob Astor headguarters fur-
trading house at Fond da Lac, and enough
interest has been arovsed in the preserva-
tion of the oldest building st the head of
the lake to call out a vigorous protest,

It is stated that there are more priests,
monks aud nuns in Jernsalem, in propor-
tion to the popaulation, than in any other
city of the world, They belong to every
nation of Europe aud many of Asia, and
are of every creed, torm of worship and '
dress.

Solomon’s temple, as described in the
Scriptures, would not be regarded as a
very imposing structure in this day and
age of the world. Its length was 107 feet,
breadth 36 feet, and it was 54 feet in height,
with a portico or veranda 36 feet long and
18 feet wide.

The Buddhists in India have a horror of
eating tho tlesh of animals, believing them
to be incarnations of human beings’ souls,
but they permit themselves the luxury of
fish, usually getting around the difficulty
by saying that the ishermen take away the
fishes' lives and are respoumble.

A eat born 1in Germany with only two
legs (the hinder pair; is healthy, and goes
about easily, the vody in the normal posi~
tion. When startled, or watching any-
thing, it raises itself to the attitnde of a
kangaroo, using its tail as a support, It
has twice borne kittens; in both cases two,
one of which had four, the other only two
ieet,

Fish are drowned when taken from the
water into the air, and animals, when put,
even for a short time, under water, but the
axolotl cannot be drowned anywhere, Ye#
be is nowhere safe, for the inbhabitants of
the places where he is found—Mexico, New
Mexico and Texas—think that his flesh is
very good to eat, and catch great numbers
of the axolotl for food, which they cook in
various ways,

““How many people eominEto Florida,”
asks the Jacksonville Times-Upion, “know
apything about the great fresh-water
epring i1n the Atlantic ocean? This great
natural wonder covers an area of ut

about two miles east from the shore, and
about ten miles from St. Augustine south.
The spriug 18 detined by the silver-gleams-
ing white caps trying to force themselves
over the powerfu!l boiling spring.”

Mr. :
however, says that they hnv* two acres, is located in the Atlantic ocean

“WORTH A GUINEA A BOZ

EILLS

PAINLESS--
EFFECTUAL.

Human bhealth can only be maintained
when the rules of life are striotly obeyed.
Man's system is like a town; to be healthy
it must be well drained.  This drainage is
frequeatly interfered with by carcless
habits, and when it becomes clogged, ill-

' ness is the resalt.

§ Deecham's Pllls have bheen In .r-

lar wre 19 Eurepe for ¥y yomrs ad
nre lprt;.‘\“{u‘-’lt‘d In asafe,pentie :
rManncer, (o Eeep human dralaage iag
perviect order.—dnecwan Analys, N
Of oli Cruggists. Price 28 cents a box, ‘
New York Depot, 865 Canal St, iy
e e Vo e VN
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NASSAU—CUBA—MEXICO

THE GEMS OF THE TROPICS.

Tho pew, fnll.powered iron Steamers of the
WARD LLINE
Sall for WAVANA every Wednesday and Satnriay
fir PROGREAO, TAMPMIOCO, TUXPFAM, CAMPECHE, FROY.
TERA, LAGUNA and VERA CHUZ every Saturday; for
NASSAU, FANTIACGO end CIEXFUEGUS, every otheg
Thursday.

These ateamers have every convenlence, electrio
lights and & perfeet cnigive, Caile commnuieation
to Nassan. Passage mates raloced.  Beauntifolly
fllnsirated pamphlets sent freo on applization to
JAMES E WARD & CO., 113 Wall 8t, New York.

When I say core [ do not mean merely to stop them
for a time and then Lave them returm again. Jmeana
radical cure. 1 have made ths disease of FITS, EPIL
LEPSY or FALLING SICEKNESS a lufedong stody, 1
warrant my remody (e cure the worst casoa. Bocause
others have failod is no rasson for not now receiving &
cure, Beond at agee for a trootise and a Free Bottis of
my infallible remody, Give Exprecs and Post Olice.

. G. ROOT, M. C., 183 Pearl 5t, N, Yo




