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IV.—The Search for the Girl.

[Copyright, 1808, by the Author.) =

Jennie Baxter reached-her hotel as quick-
]y as a fast pair of horses could take her.
succeeded, yet & few rebellious
isappointment trickled down her
cks now thuat she was alone in the semi-
of the carriage. She ‘thougzht of
cager youn®. man left standing dis-
the curb, with her glove

n his hand, and she bitterly re-

that unkind fortune had made it
sible for her to meet him only under
pretenses. One consolation was that
11 no ner identihty, and she was
ed never, never to see him again: yet,
the contrariness of human nature,

1er was she refreshed by this deter-
1tfon than her tears Howed more freely
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education, by personal appearance
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th a deep sigh Jennie dried her tears
carriage pulled up at the peortal of
hotel. T ismissed all frivollties,
The girl was now face
with realities of life, and the
had recently taken part in
would soon blend themselves into a dream.
the carriage and walking
the hall, she sald to the
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hansom at the door for me in
minutes."'

“"Have a
fifteen

“A hansom, my lady?” gasped the aston-
izhed man.

“Yes.” She slipped a sovereign into his
hand and ran up the stairs. The
porter was well accustomed to the vagaries
of great ladies, although 2 hansom at mid-
night was rather beyond his experience. But
if all womankind tipped so generously they
might order an omnibus and welcome, s0
the hansom was speedily at the door.

Jennie roused the drows=y mald who was
girting up for her.

“Come,”" she sald, “you must get every-
thing packed at once. Lay out my ordinary
dress and help me off with this.”

“Where Is your other glove, my lady?"
esked the mald, busily unhooking and unty-
ing.

“TLost. Don't trouble about it. YWhen
everything is packed get some sleep and
Jeave word to be called in time for the 8
o'clock express for Paris. Here is money
to pay the bill and for your fare. It is
lkely I shall join you at the station, but,
if I do not, go to our hotel In Paris and
walt for me there. Say nothing of our desti-
nation to any one and answer no quesilons
regarding me should any one ask. Are you
gure you understand?*

“Yes, my lady.”

A few moments later Jennle was In the
cab, driving through the nearly deserted
gtreets. She dismissed her vehicle at Char-
ing Cross, walked down the Strand until
she, got another, then proceeded direct to
the office of the Dalilly Bugle, whose upper
windows formed a row of lights, all the more
briMliant because of the intense darkness
below.

She found her shorthand writers waliting
for her. The editor met her at the door of
the room reserved for her and said, with
visible anxiety on hig brow: *“Well, what
success?”

“Complete success,” she answered shortly.

“Good!" he replied emphatically. *“Now
I propose to read the typewritten sheets as
they coma from the mgchine, correct them
for obvious clerical errors and send them
right away to the compositors. You can
perhaps glance over the final proofs, which
will be ready almost as soon as you have
finished."

“Very well. l.ook closely to the spelling
of proper names and verify tities. There
won't be much time for me to go carefully
over the last proofs.”

“All right. You furnish the material and
I'll see that it's used to the best ad-
vantage.”

Jennie entered the room, and there at a
desk sat the walting stenographer. Over his
head hung the bulb of the electric light, its
green circular shade throwing the white
rays directly down on his open notebook.
The girl was once more in the working
world, and its bracing air acted as a tonic
to her overwrought nerves. All longings
and regrets had been put off with the Paris-
made gown which the maild at that moment
was carefully packing away. The order of
rature seemed reversed. The butterfly had
abandoned its gorgeous wings of gauze and
wag habited in the somber working garb of
the grub. With her hands clasped behind
her the girl paced up and down the room,
pouring forth words, 20 to the minute and
gomething more. Silently one stenographer,
tiptoeing In, replaced another, who as silent.
ly departed, and from the adjoining room
the subdued, nervous, rapid click, click,
click of the type-writing machine invaded
without disturbing her consciousness,
Toward 3 o'clock the low drone of the
rotaries in the cellar made itself felt rather
than heard. The early edition of the coun-
try was being run off. Time was flylng—
danced away by nimble feet in the West
End, worked away by nimble fingers in
Fleet street (well named thoroughfare.)
Play and work, work and play, each sup-
plementing the other, the acts of the friv-
olous recorded by the industriovs.

When a little more than three hours' dic-
tatine was finished, the voice ®f the girl,
now as hoarse as it had formerly been mu-
alcal. ceased. She dropped into a chair and
rested her tired head on the deserted desk,
closing wearied eves. 8he Kknew she
bhad spoken between 15,000 and §.000 words, a
number almost equal In lelf“l)’ to that
contained in mary a book which had made
an author's fame and fortune, and all for
the ephemeral reading of a day—of a fore-
no#n more likely—to be forgotten when the
evening journals came out!

Shortiy after the typewriter gave
final click the editor came in

“1 didn’'t like to disturb you while you
were at work, and so 1 Kept at my own
task. which was do light one, and thus I
appreciate the enormous strain which has
been on you. Your account is magnificent,
Miss Baxter; just what I wanted and never
hoped to get.”

“I am glad you lke it sald the girl,
Jaughing somewhat dismally at the croaking
sound of her own voice.

“1 need not ask you if you were there, for
no person but one who was present and
one who kncw how to describe could have
produced such a vivid account of it all
How did you get In?”

“In where™ murmured Jeanle drowsily.
S8he found difficulty in keeping her mind on
what he was saying.

“re the Duchess of Chiselhurst's ball."”

“Oh. getting In was easy enough; It was
the getting out that was the trouble.”

“Like prison, ch?” suggested the editor.
“Now, will you have & little wine or some-
thing stronger?” :

“Neo, no. All I need s rest.”
home if you will permit me.” - .
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“Nonsense. You must go home and sleep
for a week if you want to. Rouse up! 1
belleve you are talking in your gleep now."”

“I understand perfectly what you are
saying and what I am doing. 1 have work
that must be attended to at 8. Please leave
orders that some one is to call me at 7 and
bring a cup of coffee and biscults or rolls or
anything that is to be had at that hour.
And don't trouble further. 1 am
very thankful to you, but will express my-
sell better later on.”

With this the editor had to b content
and was shortly on his way to his own well-
earned rest. To Jennie it scemed but a
moment after he had gone that the porter
placed coffee and rolls on the desk beside
;n:-t'. z‘-d)'ing, “Seven ()'q;hj-pk. Miss!'"

The coffee refreshed the girl, and as she
passed thrcugh the editorial rooms she
noted their foriorn, disheveled appearance,
which all places ghow when seen at an un-
accustomed hour, theip time of activity and
bustle past. The rooms were littered with
torn papers, wastebaskets overflowing,
silent, scrappy, abandoned In the gray
morning light, which seemed intrusive,
usual artificial
illumination and betraying a bareness which
the other concealed. Jennie recognized a
relationship between her own up all night
feeling and the spirit of the deserted rooms.

At the railway station she found her maid
waiting for her, surrounded by luggage.

“Have you got your ticket?"

“Yes, my lady.”

“1 have changed my mind and will not go
to Paris just now. Ask a porter to put those
trunks in the left luggage office and bring
me the keys and the receipt.”

When this was done and money matters
had been settled between them, Jennie gave
the girl £5 more than was due to her and
saw her into the carriage, well pleased with
the reward. A hansom brought Jennie to
her flat, and so ended the exhausting epi-
sode of the Dutchess of Chiselhurst's ball.

Yet an event, llke a malady, leaves numer-
Ous cousequences in its traln, extending—
who ghall say how far?—into the future.
The first symptom of these consequences
wWas a correspondence, and, as there Is no
reading more dreary than a series of letters,
their substance merely is here given.

When Jennie was herself again she wrote
& long letter to the Princes Von Stein-
heimer, detalling the particulars of her im-
personation and begging pardon for what
she had done, while giving her reasons for
doing it. But, perhaps because it did not
occur to her, she made not the slightest
reference to Lord Donal Stirling. Two an-
swers came to this—one a registered packet
containing the diamonds which the princess
had previously offered (o her, the other a
letter from the princess's own hand. The
glitter of the diamonds showed Jennie that
she had been speedily forgiven, and the let-
ter corroborated this. In fact, the princess
upbraided her for not letting her into the
secret earller. “It is just the jolly kind of
thing I should have delighted in,"”” wrote her
Highness. “And then, if I had known, 1
should not have sent that unlucky tele-
gram. It serves you right, and I am
glad you had a fright. Think of it
coming in at this inopportune moment, just
as telegrams do at a play. But, Jennie, are
you sure you told me everything? A letter
came from London the day before yours ar-
rived, and it bewildered me dreadfully at
first. Don Stirling, whom 1 used to know
in Washington (a conceited young fellow he
was then; I hope he has improved since),
wrole to say that he had met a girl at the
Duchess of Chiselhurst's ball who had a
letter inviting the Princess Von Steinheimer
to .the festivity. He thought at first she
was the princess (which is very compli-
mentary to each of us), but found later that
she wasn't. Now, he wants to know, you
know, and thinks, quite reasonably, that I
must have some inkling who that girl was,
and he begs me by our old friendship, ete.
He is a nice young man, if a trifle confi-
dent (these young diplomatists think they
hold the reins of the universe in their
hands), and I would like to oblige him, but
I thought first I would hear what you had
to say about it. 1 am to address him care
of the embassy at St. Petersburg, so I sup-
pose he's stationed there now. By the way,
how did he get your glove, or is that merely
brag on his part? He says that it is the
only clew he has, and he is going to trace
you from that, it seems, if I do not tell him
who you are and send him your address.
Now, what am I to say when 1 write to St.
Petersburg?”

In reply to this Jennie sent a somewhat
incoherent letter, very different from her
usual style of writing. She had not men-
tioned the young man in her former com-
munication, she said, because she had been
trying to forget the incident in which he
was the central figure. In no circumstances
could she meet him again, and she implored
the princess not to disclose her identity
to him even by a hint. She explained the
glove episode exactly as it had happened;
she was compelled to sacrifice the glove
to release her hand. He had been very kind
in helping her to escape from a false posi-
tion, but it would be too humiliating for
her ever to see him or speak with him
again.

When this letter reached the schloss at
Meran, the princess telegraphed to London,
“Send me the other glove,” and Jennie sent
it. A few days later came a further com-
munication from the princess.

“1 have puzzled our young man quite ef-
fectually, I think, clever as he Imagines
himself to be. I wrote him a seml-indignaut
letter to, St. Petersburg and said I thought
all along he had not really reccgnized me
at the ball, in spite of his protestations at
first. Then 1 saw how easily he was de-
luded into the belief that I was some other
woman, and s¢ the temptation to further
cozén him was irresistible. Am I not a good
actress? 1 asked him. I went on to say,
with some show of anger, that a quiet flirta-
tion in the gallery was all very well in its
way, but when it came to a young man
rushing in a frenzy bareheaded into the
street after a respectable married woman
who had just got into her carriage and was
about to drive away it was too much alto-
gether, and thus he came into possession of
the glove. As the remaining glove was of
no use to me, I had great pleasure in send-
ing it to him, but warned him that if the
story of the gioves ever came to the ears of
my husband I would deny having either
owned or worn them. I should like to see
Don's amazed look when the other glove
drops out of my letter which was a bulky
package and cost ever so much in postage.
I think the sending of the glove was ar in-
spiration. 1 fancy his lordship will be now
completely deluded and that you need have

no further fear of his finding you ™
J je read this letter over once or twice,
and in spite of her friendly feeling for the
neess there was something in the epistie
which jarred on her. Nevertheless she
wrote and thanked the princess for what she
had done and tried to forget all about every-
thing pertaining to the ball. Hewever, she
was not allowed to erase all thoughts of
Lord Donal from her mind. even if she
could have accomplished this task unim-
ed. There nhon!%r arrived a brief note
ﬁ':n the princess, inclosing a letter the
yor?tng diplomatist at St tersburg had
' ml
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please

o to you for the companion glove,
thus t{l keep one

% to this note the princess had
is not such a fool as I took
him to be. He must have Improved during
the last few years. I wish you would write
and tell me ,xn.clly what he sald to you
that evening "
But with (s wish Jennie did not comply.
She merely again urged the princess never
to divulge the secret.

For many days Jennie heard nothing more
from any of the actors ‘In the little comedy,
ard the eplsode began to take on in her
thoughts that air of unreality which remote
évenis seem to gather around them. She
went on with her dally work to the satisfac-
tion of her employers and the augmenting of
her own bank account, aithough no expe-
rience worthy of record occurred in her
routine for several weeks. But a lull in a
newspaper office Is seldom of long duration.

One afterncon Mr. Hardwick came to the
desk at which Jennie was at work and said
to her:

“Cadbury Taylor called here yesterday and
was very anxlous to see you. Has he been
in again this afternoon?"’

“You mean the detective? No; I haven't
geen him since that day at the Schloss
Steinhelmer. What did he want with me?"*

“As far as 1 was able to understand, he
has a very Important case on hand—a sort
of romance In high life—and 1 think he
wants your assistance to unravel it. It
seems to ba haffiing him.”

“It is not very difficult to bafMle Mr. Cad-
bury Taylor,” said the girl, looking up at
her employer with a merry twinkle in her
eye.

“Weil, he appears to be In a fog now, and
he expressed himself to me as being very
much taken with the neat way in which
you unraveled the diamond mystery at
Meran. 8o ke thinks you may be of great
assistance to uim in his present difficulty
and is willing to pay in cash or In kind.”

“Cash payment I understand,”” =aid the
girl. *“‘But what does he mean by payment
in kind?"

“Oh, he is willing that you should make
a sensational article out of the episode, It
deals entirely, he says, with persons in high
life—titled persons—and so it might make
an interesting coiumn or two for the paper.”

"1 see, providing, of course, that the tan-
gled skein was unraveled by the transcend-
ent genius of Mr. Cadbury Taylor,” said the
girl cynically.

“I don't think he wants his name men-
tioned,” continued the editor. "In fact, he
saild that it wouldn't do to refer to him at
all, for if people discovered that he made
public any of the cases intrusted to him he
would lose his business, He has been work-
Ing on this problem for several weeks, and,
I belleve, has made little progress toward
its sojution. Hlis client is growing impatient.
S0 it occurred to the detective that you
might consgent to help him. He said, with a
good deal of compiacency, that he did not
Know you were connected with the Bugle,
but he put his wits at work and has traced
You to this office.”

“How clever he is!” said Jennle, laugh-
Ing. “T am sure I made no secret of the
fact that T work for the Dally Bugle."

“I think Mr. Taylor will have no hesita-
tion in agreeing with you that he is clever.
Nevertheless, it might be worth while to
fee him and to aseist him if you can, be-
cause nothing so takes the public as a ro-
mance In high life. Here is his address.
W n'%ld you mind calling on him?"

"“"Not at all.” replied the young woman,
('opiing the street and number in her note-
book.

Next day Jennie Baxter drove to the ad-
dress the editor had given her, and she
found Mr. Cadbury Tavior at home in
somewhat sumptuous offices on the first
floor. Fastened to his door was a brass
plate, which exposed to public view the
carven words:

“"Cadbury Taylor, Private Inquiry Agent.'

The detective was quite evidently very
glad to see her.

"1 intended to call to-day at the office of
the Bugle on the chance of finding you,”
he said, “but 1 am delighted to meet yvou
here, because we can talk without fear of
Interruption. Has the editor told you any-
thlng of tkls case?"

“Very little. He didn’t seem to know much
about it himself."

“It was Impossivle for me to go into full
particulars with him. I could only give him
a hint or two in order to convey to him
some idea of the Interest which the mys-
tery, when solved, might have from a news-
paper standpoint. Of course | wished to gain
his assistance so that he might, perhaps,
persuade you to help me in this matter.”

‘“He seems to be quite willing that I
s_a.hou!rl lend what aid I can,” said Jennie,

but I must have full particulars before I
promise. 1 have a good deal of work on

and, and unless this case is interesting
from a newspaper point of view, as you
have just sald, I don't think that I should
care to touch ir.”

“Oh, you will find it of great interest!"
the detective assured her. with much eager-
ness. It relates to the sudden and hitherto
unexplained disappearance of a weman.
That of itself is absorbing, for I may tell
you, as one having large experience, that
there iz nothing more difficult in this world
than for any person, and more especially
for a woman, to disappear entirely and leave
no trace behind.”

"I should have thought it quite easy,"” said
gﬂnqi’o, “especially in a large city like Lon-

on.

“You have given expression to the uni-
versal opinion, but I pledge you my word
that a completely successful disappearance
is one of the most rare events that we de-
tectives have to meet within our line of in-
vestigation.”

“‘Please tell me the story,” s=aid the girl.
“Then we can speak more understandingly
about it."

The detective selected a packet of papers,
one of many which occupied the end of his
table. He slipped from it a rubber band
which held the documents together.

“The first act of the drama, if we may
call it so, began at the Duchess of Chisel-

hurst's ball.”
“The Duchess of Chiselhurst's ball'"
“Oh, dear!"

echoed Jennle, with a shudder.

'I‘hg detective looked up at her.

“Why do you say ‘Oh, dear? " he asked.

“Because,”” sald the girl wearily, “I am
tired‘lo death of the Duchess of Chisel-
hurst's ball. There seems to have been
nothinﬁ else in the papers for weeks past.”

“It ,has excited a great deal of com-
ment,”’ assented the detective, “and, by the
way, the Dally Bugle had one of the best
;g.i-)c::qgs of it that was printed in any news-

T.

“So I have heard,"” said Jennie careless-
ly, “but I must confess that I didn't read
that copy of the Bugile.”

“You amaze me! I should have thought
that would have been the first part of the
paper to which any lady would turn. How-
ever, the report of the ball has nothing
to do with what we have in hand. Now,
you remember the Princess Von Steinheimn-
er, at whose castle 1 had first the pleasure
of meeting vou?"

“*You had thedpleasure of meeting me be-
fore that,” said Jennie, speaking for the
first time without giving thought to what
she said.

“Really!” cried the detective, dropping his
papers on the table. ““And where was that?"”

“Oh, well, as you have just said, it has
nothing to do with this case. Perhaps 1
was wrong in saying you saw me. It would
be more correct to say that I saw vou. You
must remember that you are a public char-
acter, Mr, Taylor.”

“Ah, quite =o,” said the detective, com-
placently, turning to his documents again.
“Now, the Princess Von Steinheimer was
invited to the Duchess of Chiselhurst's ball,
bu’. she did not attend ijt."”

“Are you sure of that,”’ said the girl. *I
thought her name was among the list of
those present.”

“It was in the list, and that is just where
our mystery begins. Some one else attend-
ed the ball as the Princess Von Stein-
geidmer. It is this person that I wish to

n -IO

“Ah! Then you are employed by the Duke
of Chiselhurst?" ’ 3

“No, I am not, for, strangely enough, I
belleve the duke thinks it was actually the
princess who attended the ball. Only one
man knows that the princess was not pres-
ent—one man and two women. Of the lat-
ter one is the Princess Von Steinheimer and
the other the lady who impersonated her.
The one man is Lord Donal Stirling. Lord
Donal has done me the honor to piace the
case in my hands.”

“Why does his lordship wish to find this—
this—fraudulent person?" asked Jennie,
speaking slowly and with difficulty.

“Because,"" sald the detective, with the
alr of a man who knows whereof he speaks,
“he is in love with her.”

“What makes you think that?”

"1 don't think it. L know it. Listen to
his description of her.”

The detective chose a paper from among
his pile of documents, folded, labeled and
dock_cls‘thed :frl lt'etertence. etah

* “The rl is of average height, or -
haps a trifle taller than the average; lc’:;-
ries herself superbly, like a born duchess.
Her eyes are of a deep, velvety black.” "—

“Dear me!" cried the girl. “He describes
her as if she were a cat.”

“Wait a moment,” said the detective.

“I don't see much trace of love in that,"”
continued Jennle, breathl&a:?‘.

“Wait a moment,” repeated the detective.
*“ “They light up and sparkle with merri-
ment, and they melt into the most entranc-
ing tenderness.” "

“Good gracious!” cried Jennie, rising.
‘““The conceit of & man is illimitable. Does
he meéan to intimate that he saw tenderness
for himself in the cyes of a woman he had
met for an hour or two?"

“That's just it,"” said the detective, laugh-
ing. "“You see, the man Is over ears
in love. Please sit down again, Miss Bax-
ter, and listen. 1 Know this sentimental
kind of writ must be irksome to a
hems To Rt Aigiect Gegn. ths iehi:
ness
‘detail. Let's see, where was [7—‘tender-
ness,' oh, ! ‘Her hair is of midnight
darkness,
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complexion of a woman at a ball! Of course |

she put it on for the occasion.'

“Of course,”” agreed the detective. *“But
that merely shows you how deeply in love
he is. Lord Donal is quite a young man.
He came up to this room to consult with
me, and of course he doesn't know the dif-
ference between a complexion developed in
a Surrey lane and one purchased in New
Bond street.”

“Still, the blushing would seem to indicate
tha: the complexion was genuine.” " retorted
Jennie, apparently guite unflattered by Mr.
Taylor's agreement with the theory she her-
self had put forward.

“Oh, I don't know about that! I believe
modern science enables an enameled woman
to blush at will. I would not" be sure of it,
because it is outside of my own line of in-
vestigation, but I have understood such is

the case.”

“Very likely,” assented Jennle. “What is
that you have at the bottom of your
packer?"

“That,'" said the detective, drawing it
forth and handing it to the girl, *is her

love."
gJem‘Ja recked up the glove—which, alas,
she had paid for and only worn on one ocC-
casion—and smoothed it out between her
fingers. It was docketed “G—-. Made by
Gaunt et Cie, Beulevard Hausmann; pur-
chased in Paris by one alleging herself to
be the Princess Vou Steinheimer.”

“You have found out all about it,"" sald
Jennie, as she finished reading the label.

“Yes: it is yur business to do so, but the
glove has not been of much assistance to

us.

“How did he say he became possessed of
the glove?"' asked the girl innocently. *Did
she give it to him?"’

“No: he tore it from her hand as she was
leaving him in the carriage. It seemed to
me not a very gentlemanly thing to do, but
of course it was not my business to tell Lord
Donal that.”

“S0 the glove has not been of much as-
sistance to you? Tell me, then, what you
have done, and perhaps I shall be belter
able to advise you."”

“We have done everything that sug-
ested itself. We traced the alleged princess
rom theHotel Bristol in Paris to Claridge’s
in London. I have a very clever woman In
Paris who assisted me, and she found where
the gloves were bought and where the dress
was made. Did I read you Lord Donal's
description of the lady's costume?"

“No; never mind that. Go on with your
story."

“Well, Claridge’'s provided carriage, coach-
man and footman to take her to the ball,
and these returned with her some time
about midnight. Now, here a curious thing
happened—the lady ordered a hansom as
she passed the night porter and shortly after
packed off her maid in the cab.”

“Her maid!"echoed Jennie.

“Yes: the maid came down in ordinary
dress shortly after, deeply veiled, and drove
away in the hansom. e lady pald her bill
rext morning and went to the 8 o'clock
Paris express, with carriage and pair,
coachman and footman. Of course it struck
me that it might be the lady herself who
had gone off in the cab, but a moment’s re-
flection showed me that she was not likely
to leave the hotel In a cab at midnight and
allow her mald to take the carriage in state
next morning."

“That doesn't appear reasonable,’” mur-
mured Jennie. “*You made no attempt, then,
to trace the maid?”

“Oh, ves, we did! We found the cabman
who took her from Claridge's, and he left
her at Charing Cross station, but there all
trace of her vanishes. She probably left on
one of the late trains—there are only a few
after midnight—to some place out in the
country. The lady took a first-class ticket
to Paris and departed alone next morning
by the 8 o'clock contiential express. My
assistant discovered her and took A snap
shot of her as she was walking down the
boulevard. Here is the pieture.”

The detective handed ss Baxter an in-
stantaneous view of. one of the boulevards
taken in bright sunshine. The principal
figure in the foreground Jennie had no dif-
ficulty in recognizing as her own malid,
dressed in that chic fashion which Parisian
women affect. N

“She seems to answer the description,
said Jennle.

“So 1 thought.,” admitted the detective,
“and I sent the portrait to Lord Donal. See
what he has written on the back."”

Jennie turned the picture over, and there
under the inscription. ““H—Supposed photo
of the missing woman,” was written In a
bold hand. “Bosh! Read my desecription of
the girl. This is evidently some Paris lady’'s
maid.”

“Weil. what did you do when you got
this picture back?” =aid Jennie. .

“I remembered you and went to the office
of The Daily Bugle. This brings us to the
present moment. You have now the whole
story, and 1 shall be very pleased to listen
t(;f any suggestions you are good enough to
offer.””

The girl sat where she was for a few mo-
ments and pondered over the situation. The
detective, resting his elbow on the table and
his chin in his hand, regarded her with
eager anticipation, The more Jennie thought
over the matter the more she was amazed
at the man before her, who seemed unable
to place two and two together. He had al-
ready spoken of the account of the ball
which had appeared in The Dally Bugle, of
i*s accuracy anu excellence. He knew that
she was a member of The Bugle staff, yet
it had never occurred to him to inquire who
wrote that deseription. He knew, also, that
she had been i jjuest at the Schloss Stein-
heimer when the invitation to the ball must
have reached the princess. These facts were
so plainly in evidence that the girl was
afrald to speak lest some chance word
would form the connecting link between the
detective’'s mind and the seemingly ble
facts. At last she looked up, the or com-
ing and going in her cheeks, as Lord Donal
had so accurately described it.

“I don't think I can be of any assistance
to vou in this crisis, Mr. Taylor. You have
already done everz'}.hlnl that human in-
genuity can sugges

“Yes, 1 havc—everythdn%th;t my human
ingenuity can suggéest ut does nothing
occur to you? Have you no theory to put
forward?"

“None that would be of any practical ad-
vantage. Is Lord Donal certain that It
was not the princess herself whom he met?
Are you thoroughly convinced that there
was really an impersonktion?" _

“What do you mean, Miss Baxter?
“Well. you met Von Steinheimer.

What did u think of him?"’
t him an overbeari
I can’t imagine

princess, being a woman—and a young wom-
an—would naturally be very anxious to at-
tend the Duchess of Chiselhurst's ball,
wouldn't she?”

“One would think =o0."”

““And, as vou have just sgld, she has a
bear of a hushand, a good deal older than
herself, who does not in the least care for
such things as the function to which the
{:rinress was invited. Is it not just possi-

le that the princess actually attended the
ball, but, for reasons of her own, desired
to keeep the fact of her presence there a
secret? And you must remember that Lord
Donal Stirling had not seen the princess
for five vears.”

“For five vears!"” =aid the detective sharp-
ly. “How did you learn that, Miss Baxter?"

“Well, you Kknow,” murmured the girl,
with a gasp. ‘“that he m=2t her last in Wash-
ington, and the princess has not heen in
America for five vears: o0, you see—

“Oh, I was not aware that he had met
her in America at all! In fact, Lord Donal
said nothing much about the princess. All
his talk had reference to this lady who im-
personated her."'

Jennie leaned back In her chair, closed
her eyes a moment and breathed
quickly.

“I am afraid,” she said at lastg “that I
do not remember with sufficient mihuteness
the details vou have given me to be abie
to advise. 1 would merely suggest that
Lord Donal met the princess herself at the
Duchess of Chiselhurst's ball. The princess
naturally would wish to mislead him re-
garding her identity, and so, if he had nof
met her for some time—say two Years, or
three vears, or five years, or whatever the
period may be—it is quite possible that the
princess has changed greatly in the inter-
val, and perhaps she was not reluctant to
carry on a flirtation with the young man,
vour client. Of course she could not allow
it to go further than the outside of the
door of the Duke of Chiselhurst's town
house, for vou must remember there Wwas
her husband in the background, a violent
man, as you have said, and Lord Donal
must have thoroughly angered the princess
by what you term his rudeness in tearing
off her glove, and now the princess will
never admit that she was at the ball, so it
seems to me that you are was{ing yvour
time iIn a wild goose chase. Why, 1t is
absurd to think, if there had been a real
digappearing woman, that you, with all your
experience and all your facilities, should
not have unearthed her long ago. You said
at the beginning that nothing was more
difficult than to disappear. Very well, then,
why have you been baffled? Simply be-
cause the princess herself attended the hal
and there has been nc disappearing lady at
all.”

The detective, with great vehemence,
brought down his fist on the table.

“By Jove!” he cried, *I belleye a'ou are
right. 1 have been completely blinded, the
more so that I ha\('le the clew tg‘tel;e"mYl-
terv right here under my own eves.

;{'n r1'Emhled for a moment and brought
forth a letter from his nile of document..ﬂ.

“Here is a note from St. Petershurg, writ-
ten by Lord Donal himself, saying the ?rm—
cess has sent him the companion glove to
the one you have now in your hand. He
gsays he is sure the princess Knows who her
impersonator was, but that she won't t(:ll.
and. although I had read this note, it never
struck me that the princess herself was the
woman. Miss Baster, you have solved the
mE‘zizlzhcmld be glad to think so,”" replied
the girl, rising, “and 1 am very happy if .g
have enabled vou to give up a futile chase.

“It is as piain as daylight,”" replied the
detective. “Lord Donal’s description fits the
princess exactly, and yet I never thought of

before.” -
it.le‘:mie hurried away from the detective’'s
office happy in the belief that she had not
betrayed herself, although she was not
blind to the fact that her escape was due
more to good luck than to any presence of
mind of her own, which had nearly deserted
her at one or two points in the conversa-
tion. When Mr. Hardwick w her he
asked how much space he would have to re-
serve for the romance in high life. But she
told him there was nothing in the case, so
far as she could see, to interest any sane
reader.

Here matters rested for a fortnight. Then
the girl received an urgent note from Cad-
bury Taylor, asking her to call at his office
next day promptly at 4 o'clock. It was very
important, he said, and he hoped ehe‘would
on no account disappoint him. Jennie's first
impulse was not to go, but she was S0
anxious {o learn what progress the detective
had made in the case, fearing that at last
he might have got on the right track, that
ashe felt it would be unwise to take the
risk of not seeing him. If his suspicions
were really aroused, hetr absence might
serve as an excuse to confirm them. kEx-
actly at 5 o'clock next afternon she entered
his office and found him, to her relief, alone.
He sprang up from his table on seein her
and said in a whisper: “I am so glad you
have come. I am in rather a quandary.
Lord Donal Stirli is in London on a fly-
ing visit. He called here yesterday.’

‘The girl caught her breath, but said noth-
i

ngl explained to him the reasons I have
for believing that it was actually the Prin-
cess Von Steinheimer whom he met at the
Duchess of Chiselhurst’'s ball. He laughed
at me: there was no convincing him. He
sald that theory was more absurd than send-
ing him the picture of a housemald as that
of the lady he had met at the ball 4
used all the arguments whick you had
but he brushed them aside as of no conse-
quence, and somehow the case did not ap-
pear to be as clear as when you propounded
our theory.”
y"Weu. what then?' asked the girl
“Why. then 1 asked him to come up here
at 4 o'clock and lg,art rhhat an 'g.niaunt of
mine would say abou e case,
“At 4 o'clock!” cried the girl In te.t:rw.
“Then he may be hers at any moment.
“He is here now; he is In the next room.
Come in, and I will introduce you, and then
I want you to tell him all the circumstances
which lead you to belleve that it was the
princess herself whom he mel. I am sure
you can place all the points before him so
tersely that you will succeed in bringing
him around to your own way of /
You will try, wont’ you, Miss Buxtcr”?
will be a very great obligement to me.
“Oh. no, no, no!" cried the girl am
not going to admit to any one that 1 ve
been ntfnﬁnu a detective's assistant. You
hadmﬂ’ to bring me here. I must go
at omce. If
have come,

“It won't take you
Cadbury Taylor. "‘He t
waiting for you. I told him you

BeIT Sint help that. You had no right %

for

I had known this I would not

in a voice of some frritation, ““you should [m‘rup)'. On receiving the wheels the officers

have assistants*who are more punctual. I
am a very busy man and must leave for St
Petersburg to-night, so I can't spend all my
time in your office, you know."

“I am sure I beg your pardon, my lord.*™
gaid the detective with great aobsequious-
ness, ““This voung lady has some objections
to giving her views, but I am sure you will
be able to persuade her''—

He turned, but the place at his side was
vacant. The door in the hall was open, and
the girl had escaped as she saw the handle
af the inner door turn. Tayvlor looked blank-
¥ at his elient with dropped jaw. Lord
Donal laughed.

“Your assistant seems to have disap-

eared as completely as the lady at the ball.
Vhy not set vour detectives on her track?
Perhaps she will prove to be the person I
am in search of.”

“] am very sorry,
the detective,

“Oh, don't mention it! T am sure you have
done all that could be done with the very
ineffective clews which, unfortunately, are
cur only possessions, but you are quite
wrong in thinking it was the princess her-
gelf who attended the ball. and I don’t blame
yvour assistant for refusing to boister up an
impossible case. We will consider the search
ended, and if you will kindly let me have
yvour bhill at the Diplomatic Club before &
o'clock to-night T wiii send you a check.
Good afternoon, Mr, Tavlor.”

my lord,” stammered

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

He Thought He Knew.

Cleveland FPlain Dealer.
“1 guess, my man. you don't understand
the nature of an oath’

“Don't, eh? Why, I druv a team of army
mules fer four months.” :

A Proverb Applied.
New York Journal.

“Are these goods pure and unadulter-
ated?” inguired the customer.

*“To the pure all things are pure,”
plied the grocer, evasively.

re-

P

looking to the Future.

Brooklyn Life.

‘“The widow seems to take great interest
in eld Goldthwaite.”

“She thinks that if she takes interest now
she'll have the principal later.”

They Can't Keep a Secret.

Strav Storles.

Mamma--Johnny, I fear you were not at
echool yestercay.

Johnry—H'm! I know the teacher toid
you. A woman can never Keep a secret.

Woes of the Cultured.

Chicago Record.

“your daughter scems to be
from the heat. -

“No: she's just home from college, and
she prostrated by the family grammar."”

suffering

Information Wanted.
Life.

The Grocer—Yes, sir; this grano-grino is
the best breakfast food on the market. It is
predigested—

Mr. Fadsby (shuddering)—Bless my soul!
By whom?

The Wrong Front.

Detroit Free Press. .
“Clara, you must dress better.” =
“Well, Harold, you told me to economize.
“Yes, but I was mistaken; since you have

been going shabby five men have refused to

lend me money.”

A Second Thought.

(leveland Plain Dealer.
“Faugh! he is of ze canallle! I hate heem.
Louee, 8l'mu'-r-r me—I vill smash hees hat!
“No, Henri, do rm)t fdt:) eet. Zey vill send
to ze prisone for four-r-r years!”
YQ}:\h. zenpl will smash a hat zat ees llke
hees!"

Wished Some of It.

Richmond Dispatch.
Customer—Howd” do? Have you any time
to spare this morning?
Tradesman—Certainly; plenty of 1it.
Customer—Giad to hear it. I'd like to have
thirty days more on that little bill I owe

you,

———————

Two Views.

Photographic Life. o = ;
look at this magnificent sun-
u??eﬁhg:kes thelb;no?t bi;aut!ful picture
one can possibly imagine.
thﬁ: (an amateur photographer)—Oh, 1
don’t know; all you get on the plate is a

white spot.

o

Rivalry.

New Volce.

Marmaduke—My papa's in the mining
business.

Hennery—80’s my paw, too.

lh‘l:rma ukt;—-!ly papa’'s is
what's yours®

Hennery—Kalsominin'.

gold mining;

Folled Again.

&mhtun flered 1 d
- meh ove, prou
gerrul,” cried the vy villain, “and b

meh halidome I1'll dash yeh over yonde

tling cliff!”
tm’fl:le gir in the direction designated
his y forefinger.
“Huh'!" she said. “That's only a bluff.”
For she was up in topography as wel as
some r things.

A Ifntll Pawnshop.

may vonslder an
has been effectually

ellow-wheelmen in Paris. During
’ winter the number of bicycles

beneficent institution of
BE._Shat better Kknown

im-
solved |

of the Mont-de-Plete have, of course, been
unable to discriminate. They could not tell
whether the bicycle they took- in was In
search of a loan or in search of a4 wWare-
house. They could not be sure that the ma-
chine they might neglect and allow to rust
might not some day have 1o be put up at
auction. Then they would be held accounta-
ble to their superiors. In consequence, all
the bicycles confined to thelr care have been
kept in the best possible condition. Several
plans of discrimination have been suggested
for the expected rush of business next De-
cember. but they have all been declared Ime-
practicable.

OLUT OF THE ORDINARY,

More newspapers are printed in t
United States than in England, France
Germany combined.

For the first time in a decade every
board of the Preshyterian Church begins the
fiscal year without debt,

Recently a ship of only 2.50 tons carriefd
from Para, Brazil, to New York a cargo of
rubber which was insured for $3.000 000,

Mahogany is =aid to have been brought te
England by Sir Walter Raleigh In 1 bug
not to have come into general use till 1730,

The income tax is levied in India on al}
incomes of £ gnd upward, and then only
one man In seven hundred comes within its
scope,

A book published in Japan 1,000 years lgﬂ
notes at that time good silk was already
produced in twenty-four provinces of thas
country. ,

The population of the SBouth African re-
public cons=ists of 63000 Boers, 5.0 other

whites called ultlanders and 60,00 Kaffirs
and Zulus.

Professor Darwin, of Cambridge, prophe«
sies that the moon will ultimately return

to the earth, whence it was cast off in the
remote past.

Peas and beans are the most nputriticus
of vegetables, containing as much carbon as
wheat and double the amount of muscle
forming foed.

Smoking goes on in the Philippines every-
where but In church. Even your cab driver
will offer you a cigar if you are not smoking
and he thinks you have none.

The dogs in Bamwell county, South Caro-
lina, are returned at a valuation of $12.530,
while the assessed value of the entire pro
erty of the county in sheep and goats Is aﬁ:

Livery stables in New York city, withoug
exception, it is stated, refuse to house auloe
mablles, and this is well urged as a s
riel::gou for the formation of an automoblle
club.

According to bulletin No. 95 :

by the Department of Agncullurwm:‘

sey 18 buliding more roads and better roads

t_;;lghe money than any other SBtate in the
.

Charcoal is the great Italian fuel, N‘apm‘
alone consuming forty thousand tons
wood charcoal, at a cost of froam 3§18 to :
l_1;(£~mr lmn. the national consumptioa being 00«

ons.

)

Spanish beggars do not think it necuu!ﬂ’
10 conceal their cigar when asking for alms.
Smoking is considered as necessary am
bretalthlng to every human being out of the
cradle.

The best and hecalthiest color for bede
room blinds is dark green. it Is always
recommended bi; both brain doctors and
oculists. Dark blue is next best, but not
nearly so good as green.

Some authorities hold to the idea that &
child’s disposition 1s largely governed by
his diet, citing the gentleness of the rice-
eating races against the quarreling of meat-

eating children in proof.
The United States has about 0000000
is being

acres of forest, but this
%ehplated by the ax and by destructive

@ government is now Investigat means.
Lo prevent or control the latter, - :

The secretar of the Massach
Board of Health has Issued the .mm
that codfish is as nutriticus as sirloin stealg
or oleomargarine. It is plain that locality
sometimes lnfluences even the sclentitio
Judgment. N

There are great forests of costly woods
in the Philippines—mahogany, sapan wood,
log woed, ifron wood, ebony and cedar, bee
sides about fifty varieties not known to Eue

ropean markets, but erly sought for
merchants from Chln:..l‘ " - by

The Advocate of India tells of curious
way of rejoicing. The Nawab ot‘
being blessed with a daughter,
were {aking place In his state, and a w
pay was deducted from every state
in connection with the event.

More ships sail the Detroit river than en«
ter Liverpool or London. The Suez
which carries the commerce of the wor
passed last year 50000 tonnage, whils
there were floating through the locks of
Sault Ste. Marie 16,500,000 in eight months.

A new systemm of advert is in vogue
in San Francisco. A tru)lrngeue.r has

intelligent rooster which parades u
down the street before the market 'Eh
owner's business card displaved in his

and commands attention by frequent crowe

Near Gro na, Java, there_is a lake
of boiling mud about two miles In circum-

ference. Immense clouds of steaming
are constantly ascending and de-nuE
and on the western edge the antie

bies are continually forming
at the rate of three a minute,

Bathing with alcohol will prevent Iine
jurious effects from ﬂpouon ivy, or, If the
polson has taken effect, wetting the af-
fected part with alcohel to which sugar of
- ?s“omed ﬂi‘l :nm:ﬁ“

ve
is poison and for external use only. ~.1-

It iz claimed now that strawberries

tanic be equaled.

-l .




