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. " CHAPTER L. ,
“MURDER!" AR

HE dance was over. From.the
great house on the hill' the
guests had all departed, ‘and
only the musiciaus remained..
As they filed' ont through the ample
#oorway, with their instruments under
their arms, the first faint streak of
early dawn became visible in the east.
One of them, a lank, plain featured
young man of ungainly aspect, bug

“penetrating eye, called the att.ention of’

the others to it.
“Look!” said he,’
Jight! This has been a gay night for
Sutherlandtown.”
“Too gay,” mutterod anoLher, smrt-

Jug aside as the sllght ﬁgure of a young
man ‘¢coming from the house behind
them rusbed I:u\ul) by “Why, _who's
wa['l" -

As they one .md nll had recognlled
the person thus alluded to, no one an-
swered till he had dashed out of the

“gate and disappeared in the woods on
the other side 6f the road. Then they
@1l spoke at once,

“It's Mr. Frederick!""

“He seems in a desperate hurry.”
“He'trod on my toes.”

“Did you hear theewords he was

‘muttering as be went by ?”

As only the last' guestion was calcu-

' Jated to rouse an interest, it alone re-

ceived atreuxioni.

*“No; what werée they? 1 heard him
s#ay something, but 1 did Dot catch the
words.”

“He wasn't talking to you or me,
either, but I have ears that can hear an
eye wink. He said, “Ihank God, this
gerrible night is over! Think of that!
After such a dance and such a spread,
he calls this night terrible and thanks
God that it is over. I thought he was
~=o to enjoy this kind of thing more

* most folks.”
did 1.”
d so did 1.”
five musicians exchanged looks,
iuddled: in a group at the ga.te
hag quarreléd with his nweet-
suggested one.
20t surprised at that,” declared
“I pever thought it ‘would be
l-" ]
ge if it were!” muttered the
¥ youth who had spoken first.
e subject of this comment was,
of the gentleman whose house
2re just leaving they necessarily
low, but their tones. were rife
ariosity and it 'was evident that
e deeply interested them. One
five who had: not previously
. now put in a word.
aw him when he first led out
Page to dance, and I saw him
when he stood up opposite her.
last quadrme and I tell you.
here ‘wiis' a mighty deal of dif-
> in the way he looked at |
st time from what he, diq
You wouldn't naye: thought.
ame man.: Reckless|yoyng
like_bhim are hot 1o be cd ght ¥y

€8 oxﬂy‘*' They want casgh:* 5 %1

family, at least, and she basn}
. But whatsd.pretty girl she ‘is¥
+ fellow as rich as he and as well
«ted would be gatisfied . with her
looks alone.” %
wd looks!! ‘“High seofn was ob-
ble in this exc¢lamation, which
made by the young man who I
Yafope ‘Characterized as ungainly.
ie to acknowledge that she has
od lpohs On the contmry. 1
* her plain.”
h!"” bupst in protest from more
e mouth. *“And why ‘does she
ary fellow in the room dangling
:r, then?’ asked the player on
sw flageolet.
she hasn’t a regular feature.”
t difference ~does that make
t isp’t ber features you notice,
belf.':,. s %
't ke her"
gh followed this.
wen't frouble her, Sweetwater.
and does, If you don’t, and
such more to the point. And
arry ber yet. He can't help it.
she'd .witeh the devil into lead-
¢ to the altar if she took a no-
have him for ber bridegroom.”
here. wonld be consistency in
1" muttered the fellow just ad-

ised. “But, Mr. Frederick”—
“Hush! There's some one on the
doorstep. Why, it’s she!”

They all glanced back. The grace-
ful figure of a young girl dressed in
white was to be seen leaning toward
them from the open doorway. Behind
her shone g blaze of light—the candles
pot baving been yet extinguished m the
hall-and against this brilliant back-
ground her slight form, with all its be-
witehing outlines, stocod out in plain
rellef. There was an anxious bend
to it, however, which none of them had
ever observed in it before.

-~ “Who was that?’ she began.in n

L

“There is the day-}|

mgh almost etndent‘.volce‘ totu:y oty

her strange. sweét face., But the gues-
tion remained incormplete. as well as
unanswered. for at that moment.her:
attention, as well as that of the men
lingering at the gate, was attracted
by the sound of hurrying feet and con-
fused cries coming up the bhill.

“Murder, murder!” was:the word "
panted out by more than one harsh
voice. and in asothef!instant a dozen }
men and boys came rishing into slght
1 in a state of such excitement that the i
nve musitiams recoifed from the gate,
and one of them went so far as to start
back toward the house. As he did so
he noticed a curious thing. The young |
woman whom.dhey had il “pérceived
standing in the door a moment before
bad vanished, yet she was known to
professvthe Kebnest curiosity of any
one in town.

- “Murder, murder!” A terrible and
unprecedented: ‘ery in this old, God
fearing town. Then came in hoarse
explanation rrom the jostling group
-a8 they stopped at the gate: “Mrs.
1. Webb hn.s been killed! Stabbed with
a knife! 'Tel Mr. Sutherland!’

“Mrs. Webb!” .

As the musicians heard this,name; so
‘honored and’ so universally beloved,
they to_a man, uttered & cry, Mrs.
Webb! Whv. it was_ impossible.
Shouting in their turn for Mr. Suther-
land, they all crowded forward.

“Not Mrs. Webbl' they  protested.
“Who could ‘have the daring. or the
heart to kill bher?’ . “God knows,” an-
gwered a voice from the highway. “But
she’s dead—we’ve just seen her!”

“Then it’s the old man’s work,” qua-
vered . a piping voice well known as
tiat of the village shoemakers, “I’ve
always said be would turn on his best
friend. some day. ’'Sylum’s the best
place for folks as has lost their wits.
(2

But here a hand was put over his
moutly and the rest of the words be«
| came’; nmnnlculnte-gurgle M. Suth*
1 erlan , had just appeared on the poreh,
and thése were not men to let their
voices be heard in his presence,

He was & superb looking man, with
an expresslon of mingled kindness and

awe and admiration in the spectator.
No man in the country—I was going ta
84y 00 woman—was rhore beloved, nor
was any held in Ligher esteem. Yet he
could not control his only son, as every
one within ten ‘miles of the hill wel!
knew.

At this momem his face showed both.
pain and shock.

“What name are you shouting: out
there?" ‘he Drokenly demanded.
atha Webb.”

“Is Agatha Webb_ hurt?”’

dozen voices at once.
come -from the bhousé. All the town is
up. Some say her busband did it.” *

“No, ‘mal” was Mr.. Sutberland’s de-
cisive,: though lalf inaudible response.:
“Phllemon Webb might end his own

mpney"’== %!

ere he caught himselt up, aud rals-
Ing his voice, addressed the crowd of
villagers more dlrectly LA 28

“Walt,” said e, “and I wlll g0 bnck
with you. Where is Fredérick?’ he
demanded of such members of_his owi
household as stood about him.,

No one knew.

“1 wish some one would find my
son. I want him to go into town with
me."” v

**He's over in the woods'there,” vol-
unteered a voice from without.

*In the woods!” repeated the father
in a surprised tone.

“Yes, sir; we all saw him go.
we sing out to him?”’

“No, no; 1 will manage very well
witbout him.”" And faking®up his hat
Mt. Sutherland stepped out ugaln upon
the porch.

Suddenly he stopped. A hund had
been laid on bis arm gnd an insinpat-
Ing voice was murmuring in his ear:

*Do. you mind if I go with you? 1
will not make any trouble.”

It was the same young lady we have
seen before.

The old gentleman frowned, he who
never frowned, and remarked shortly:

“a -scene of murder is no place for
women.’

The face upturued to his remained
unmoved.

“I think I will go,” she quickly per-
sisted. ‘I can easily mingle with the
crowd.”

He said not another word against it.
Miss Page was under pay in his house,

Shall

but for the last few weeks no one had
undertaken to contradict her. 1In the
interval since her first appearance on
the porch she had exchanged the light
dress in which she hgd danced at the
ball for a darker and much more sery-
Iceable one, and perbaps this token of

of keeping with the sensuous’ curyes of l

dignity that invariably awakened both -

uAg_ i

“Ye8" sir; killed,” repeated a hau,,,..
“We've just

Flife.’ but ' not Agat.has. lt w.as (be.

) y\{ .
‘her “determina“tlon may have had 18
influence in sllenclng him. he joined
‘tbe crowd, and together they moved
| down hill. This was too much for the
j gervants of the house. One by one
| they, too, left the house till itistood ab-
solutely empty. Jerry snuﬂeh out the
{ eandles and shut the front door, but
| the side entrance stood'wide dpen, and
into this entrance, as the last;footstep
died out’on the hillside, passed a slight
‘and resolute figure. It was : of the
rmusician Zwho - had . questioned Miss
‘Page’s attractions. By

CHAPTER I
_ A BLOQDY- SLEEVE. 3

“Bufberlandtown was a seaport The
village. which was a small one. con-
sisted of one long street mnning par-
‘allel ‘with the coast and -numerous
Cross streets running down ,from t!]e
hillside and ending on the “wharfs.
On one of the corners thus made stood
the Webb house, with its front door
on the main street and its side door
on one Of the hillside lanes. - 'As the
group of wen and boys who had been
In search of Mr. Sutherland entered
this. last mentioned lane they could
pick out this house from all the others,
as it was the oniy one in whieli a light
was still burning. Mr. Sutherlnnd lost
no time in. entering upon the gcene of’
the tragedy.  As his imposing: figure |
emerged from the darkness and 'pausgd
on the outskirts of the crowd hlocklng‘
up every entrance to the houses# mur-
m}u' of welcome went up, after which
& way was.made for him to tbe trom
door.

But before he.could enter sotne one
plucked him by the sleeve. )

“Look up!” whispered a ‘olce into
his ear.

He did so and saw a womnn’&body
hanging bhalf out of an upper ow.
It bung limp, and the sight madk him
sick notwithstanding Ma re’
years of expeﬂence; ,:;‘ EARY

““Wio's that?! he cried. / "Thg?, not:
Agatha Webb's head and shoulders.”

“No, it's Batsy, the cook. She’s{dead
too. We left her where we foundr
her for the coroner to see.”

*“But this is horrible!” murmured Mr.
Sutherland. ‘“Has there been a butch-
er here?” {

o

Suddenly he stopped. ‘A ha/n.d had Ucm
« laid on his'arm.

As he uttered these. words be felt an-
other quick pressure on his arm. Look-
ing down. he saw leaning’ against him
the form of a young wom#an, but before
he could address her she had started
upright again and was moving on with
the throng. It was Miss Page.

“It was the sight of this woman
hanging from the window which first
drew attention to the house,” \oluna
teered a.man who was ‘standing as a
sort of guardian at the main gateway.
“Some of the sailors’ wives who had
Been to the wharfs to see thelr hus-
bands off on the ship that sailed at day-
bresk saw it as they came up the lane
on their way home and gavd the alarm.
Without that we might not yet haye
known what had happened.”

“But Mrs. Webb?”’

“Come in and see.”

There was a board fence about the
simple yard within which stood the
bumble house forever after to be point-
ed out as the scene of Sutherland-
town’s most heartrending tragedy. In
‘this fence was a gate, and through this
gate now passed Mr. Sutherland and
his. would be companion, Miss Page,
A path bordered by lilac bushes led the
way® to the house, the door of which
stood wide open. As soon as Mr.
Sutherland entered upon this path a
man appeared from the house and
came directly toward him. It was
Amos Fenton, the constable.

“Ab, Mr. Sutherland,” said he, “sad
business, a very sad business! But
what little girl have you there?’

he did oot reconsider his determination.
Seeing this. she accepted her defeat
gracefully and moved aside to where
the bushes offered her more or less pro-
tection “from the curiosity of those
about her. ‘Meanwhile Mr, Sutherland
had stepped into the house.

He found himself in a small hall
with a staircase in front and an open
door at the left. On the threshold of
this 'open door a wman stood, who at
sight of him doffed his hat. Passing
by ‘this man. Mr. Sutherland entered
the room beyond. A table spread with
eatables met his view, beside which, in
an attitude which struck him at the
moment as peculiar, sat Philemon
Webb, the well known master ot the
house.

Astoulshe() at eeelng his old friend in
tbis room and in such a position, he
was. about to address him when Mr.
Fenton stopped him.

“Wait!" =aid he. *“Take a look at
poor Philenion before you disturb him.
He was sitting just as you 'see him

hour ago, and we have let him be for
reasons you can easily appreciate. Ex-
amine him closely, Mr. Sutherland; he
won’t notice it.” ;

“But what ails him? Why does he
git crouched against the table? Is he
hurt. too?" ' * :

No; look at his eyes.”

Mr. .Sutherland stopped and pushed
aside the ‘long gray locks that hzlf con-
cealed, ; the:countendnce. of Yt .aged
friend. i)

closed! vHe isn't dead?”’

“No; he is asleep.” . '
I sAsleep 7

“Yes. He was asleep when we came
in and he is asleep yet.. Some of the
neighbors-wanted to awake him, but I
swenld-not let them. “His wits are not
stroug enonzh to bear a sudden shock.”

“No, no. poor Philemon! But that he
‘should sit sleeping here while she—but
what do these bottles mean and this
parade of supper in the room they were
not accustomed to eat in?? YEAS
LWe dont know. It bas not béen
edten, you'see. He bas swallowed |a

r

’n

cing man, he began.: |
gluss of port. but that is all. The other
glasses'have had no wine in them, nor

| haye the victuals been totiched.”
“Beats) for three and only one occu-.
| piea.”

murmured Mr. Sutherland.
b ‘Strange! © Could 'he have. expécted
‘guests?’ & ] e
““It looks like It. I don’t know that
+his wife aliowed bim such privileges.
‘But she was always too good to him
and I' fear has pnid for it with her
ule "
4 "Nonsense!
Had his love been anything short of
the worship it was, be stood in’ too
smuch” awe of bher to lift his hand
against her, even in, hls most demented
moments.”
<Y1 don’t trust men of uncemln wits,"
returned the other. “You have not_no-
ticed eveuthlug thax is to be seen In
this room.”
. Mr. Sutherland, recalled to:his duty
by these words, looked quickly about
him. With the exception of the table
and what was on and by it there was
nothing else in the room. Naturally
his glance returned to Philemon Webb.

*1 don’t see anything but this poor
sleeping man,” he began.

“Look at his sleeve.”

Myr. Sutherland, with a start, agaln
bent down. The arm of his old friend

blue cotton sleeve there was a smear
which might have been wine but which
was—Dblood.

As Mr, Sutherland became assured of
this, he turned slightly pale and looked
inquiringly at the two men who were
intently watching him.

“This is bad,” said he.
marks of blood below stairs?”’

he looked long and shudderingly at his
friend he added slowly:

“This Is Miss Page, my hougekeeper’s

. -~L:»ucx-'&*.‘;n AR WA N 1A

when we broke into the house a balf

“Wiy,” Ke cried startled “they are

4T dow't see anyitng but this boor sleep- |

He never killed her..

lay crooked upon the table, and on Its |

rag carpet covered the floor. and the
furniture was of the plainest kind, but
the woman who lay outstretched on the
stiff old fashioned lounge opposite the
door was far from being |n accord with
the homely type of her surroundings.
Though the victim of a violent death,
bher face and form. both of a beauty
seidom to be found among women of
any station, were 7so majestic in their
calin repose that Mr. Sutherland. as-
customed as he was to her noble ap-
pearance, experienced a shock of sur- |
prise that found weént in these words:

“Murdered! She? You have made
some mistake, my  friends. Look at
her face!”

But even in the act of saying this his
eyes fell on the blood which had dyed
her cotton dress. and he cried:

“Where was she struck and where is
the weapon which made this ghastly
wound ?"'

“She was struck while standing or
sitting at this table,” returned the con-
stable. pointing to two or three drops
of blood on its smooth surface. *“The
weapon we have not found, but the
wound shows rhat it ‘was inflicted by.a |
three sided dagger.” !

“A three sided dagger?”

.‘Y%

“I didn’t know there was such a
thing in town. Philemon could have
had no dagger.” b

“It does not seem 80, -hut. one can.
‘never tell, Simple cottages like these
often contaln the most unlooked for ar-
ticles.”

Mr. ‘Sutherland thought of what this
cottage did contain and scmtlnlzed the
constable closely. But thw Iatter how-
ed no discomposure,

“I cannot' imagine a dagger being
among its effects,” he pursued. “Where
was the body of Mrs. Webb lying when
¥you came in??

*Where you see it now.
been moved or changed.”

*She was found here, on this lounge,
in the same position in which we see
her now?”

Nothing has

“Yes, ‘sir.’ ' ')” s Miss Page stood before.the doorbof
“Butkhat is - the roomdn which sat RHUGAGH Webb
wﬂ?u;&x nltjeis iu«ixﬂﬂg:e crosselii ate;l;:' “AW 'they reached her side she made a

closed, as though made ready. for her
burial. “Only loving hauds could have
done this. What does it mean ?”

*It means Philemon; that is ywhat it
means, Philemon."”

Mr. Sutherland shuddered, but said

~pething. He was dumfounded by these

evidences of a carzy man’s work.
Philemon Webb always seemed so
harmless, though he had been failing
in mind for thelast ten years.

“But,” cried Mr. Sutherland suddenly
rousing, ‘‘there is another vietim. I
saw old woman Batsy hanging from a
window ledge, dead.”

**Yes; she is in this other rooin; but
there is no wound on Batsy.”

“How was she killed, then ?”

“That the doctors must tell us.”

Mr. Sutherland, guided by Mr. Fen-
ton’s gesture, entered a small room
opening into the one In which they
stood, 'His attention was at once at-
tracted by the body of the woman he
had seen from below, ly ing half'in and
balf out of the open window. .That she
was dead was evident; but, as Mr.
Fenton had said, no wound was to be
seen upon her, nor were there any
marks of blood on or about the place
wheye she lay.

**This is a dreadful business,” groan-
ed Mr. Sutherland, “the' worst I have
ever had anything to do with. Help
me to lift the woman in; she has been
long enough a show for the people out-
side.”

There was a bed In this room; Indeed,
it svak ‘Mrs. Webb's bedroom, and
upon this poor Batsy was laid. As the
face came uppermost both gentlemen
started and looked at each other in
amazement. The expression of terror
and alarm which it showed was in
striking contrast to the look of exal-
tation to be seen on the face of her
dead mistress.

CHAPTER IIL
A MENTAL WRECK.

As they re-entered the larger room
they were astonisbed to come upopn
Miss Page standing in the doorway.
She was gazing at the recumbent figure
of the dead woman, and for a moment
seemed unconsclous of thelr presence.

“How did you get in? Which of my
men were weak enough to let you pass
against my express Instructions?”
asked the constable, who was of an
irritable and suspicious nature.

She let the hood drop from her head

| and though he had been proof against
‘‘Any other |

“No. That one smear is all.”
“Oh, Philemon!' burst from Mr.
Sutherland in deep emotion. Then as |

“He has been in the room where she | choice of intonations that
was_killed, so rhuch is evident. Rut{lightest speech to' the’ h,qn. Hard

and, turning, surveyed him with a slow
smile. There was witchery in that
smile sufficient to affect a much more
cultivated and callous nature than his,

It once be could not guite resist the
effect of its repetition.

“I insisted upon entering,’ said she.
“Do not blame the men. They did not
want to use'force against & woman,”
She had not a good voice and she knew
| 1t, but she covered up this defect by a
ed her
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@ —.n.— i P o S | that the tough old constable scratched | this small and unpretentious house. A'| Glancing from ber to the still out-
. 5 iy his chin in grudging admiration. But

lines of the noble figure on the couch,
he remarked with an air of mild re-
proof:

*l do not understand you, Miss Page,
If this solemn sight has no power to
Stop your coquetries nothlng can. As
for your curiosity, it is both ‘i1l timed
and unwomanly. Let me see you leayve
this house at once, Miss Page. and If
In the few hours which must elapse
before breakfast you can find time to .
pack your trunks, youkwill tmll further
oblige me.”

“Oh, don’t send me away. 1 entreat
you.”

It was a cry from her inner beart,
which she probably regretted. for she
instantly sought to cover up the anxi-
ety it showed by a submissive bend of
the bead and a step backward. Neither
Mr. Fenton nor Mr. Sutherland seemed
to hear the one or see the other. their
attention having returned to the more
serious matter in band.

“The dress which our poor. friend
wears shows her to have been struck
before retiring.” comimented Mr. Sutl-
erland, after another short survey of
Mrs. Webb's: figure. *If Philethon”—

“Excuse me. sir,” interrupted a voice,
*but the young woman is listening to
what you say. She is still in the hall.”
It was the young wan speaking. who
had been left in the hall.

“She Is, Is. she!” exclaimed Fenton
sharply. bis adiniration for the fascin-
ating stranger having oozed out at his
companion’s rebuff. I will séon Show
ber"— But the words meltéd into thin
air as he reached the door. The young
girl had disappeared and only a faint
perfunie remained in. the place where
she had stood. o

“A most extraordinary person.”
grumbled the constable, turning back,
but stopping again as a faint murmur
came up frowm below.

“The gentleman is waking,” called’
up. a voice whose lack of music was
‘quite perceptible at a distance.

With a bound Mr. Fenton descended, _

the stalrs, followed by.Mr. Sutherland

little bow that was-haif mocking, half
deprecatory, and slipped from the
house. An almost unbearable sensa-
tion of incongruity vanished with her,
and Mr. Sutherland, for one, breathed
like a man relieved.

*“l wish the doctor “would come,”
Fenton sgid, as they watched the slow
lifting of Philemmon Webb's head. “Our
fastest rider has gone for him, bat he's
out Porchester way, and it may be an
hour yet before he can get here.”

“Philemon!"

Mr. Sutberland had advanced and
was standing by his old friend’s side.

“Philemon, what has become of your
guests? You've waited for them here
till morning.”

The old man with a dazed look: sur-
veyed the two plates set on either side;
of him and shook his head. ;

“James and John are getting proud,”

sald be, “or they forget, they forget.”
" James and John. He must mean the
Zables, yet there were many others
answering to these names in towan. Mr.,
Sutherland made another.effort. !

‘‘Philemon, where is your wife? I'do
not see any place set here for her?’

“*Agatha’s sick, Agatha’s cresg; she .
don't care for poor old man like me.”

‘“Agatha’s dead and you know Iit,”
thundered back the constable with i1+
judged severity. ‘“Who killed her? Tell
me that. Who killed her?” ;

A sudden-quenching of the last spark
of intelligence in the old ‘man's:eye
was the dreadful effect of these words.
Laughing with that strange gurgle
which proclajims an utterly 1rresponsl-
ble mind, he cried:

‘“The pussy cat!
cat. Who's killed?
Let’s go to Jericho.”

Mr. Suthérland took him by the arm'
and led him upstairs. Perhaps the
sight of his dead wife would restore
him. But he looked at her with the
same indifference he showed to every-
thing else.

“I don't like her calico dresses,” said
he. “She might have worn silk, but
she wouldn't. Agatha, will you wear
silk to my funeral?’

The experiment was too painful, and
they drew him away. But the consta-
ble’s curiosity had been roused. and
after they had found some one 1o take
care of-him he drew Mr, Sutherland
aside and said:

“What did the old man mean by say-
ing she might have worn silk? Are
they better off than they seem ?”

Mr. Sutherland closed the door before
replying.

“They are rich,”’ he declared to the
utter amazement of the other. *‘That
Is, they were, but they may have been
robbed; If so,y Philemon was not the
wretch who killed her. I have been
told that she kept her money in an old
fashioned cupboard. Do you suppose
they alluded to that one?”

He pointed to a door set in the wall
over the fireplace, and Mr. Fenton, per-
ceiving a key sticking in the lock, step-

It was the pussy
I'm  not killed.

ped qulckly across tlne ﬂoor ,““‘,] open-

—

Continusd on page s x.




