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CHAPTER XXI1V.

The Enigma of Numbers,

“When I told you that Mother Jane
was out of the question in this matter,
1 meant out of the question for you.
She was a subject to be handled by the
police, and we have handled her. Yes-
afternoon I made a search of her
g Here Mr., Gryce paused and
eved me quizzically. He sometimes doeg
€V which same I am not bound
lv‘ take as a compliment, considering
how fond he is of concentrating all his
Wis( upon small and insignificant

me,

m
objects.
“what you

as

“I wonder,” said he,
would have done in such a search
that. It was no common one, 1 assure
There are not many hiding places
Mother Jane's four walls.”

If begin to tremble, with
of course.

I had been given the oppor-

you.
between

I felt mys

€agerness,
*I wish

“DON'T GIVE HER

This was a worst job than the other,
and it took me an hour to rip apart
the block I settled upon as the suspic-
ious one, but it all came to nothing
also. There was no hidden treasure in
the quilt. Then I searched the walls,
using the measurements 70 by 28, but
no result followed these endeavors, and
—what do you think I did then?”

“You will tell me,” 1 said, “if I give
you one more minute to do it in.”

“Very well,” said he. *I see you do

not know, madam. Having searched
below and around me, I next turned
my attention overhead. Do “you re-

member the strings and strings of drisd

vegatables that decorate the beams
above?

“T do,” 1 said, not stinting any of
the astonishemnt I really felt.

“Well, 1T began to count them next,

and when I reached the seventieth on-

ion from the open doorway 1 "“‘S“Od‘j there is everything to be said, for that

it between my fingers and—this fell out,
madam—worthless trinklets, as you will
immediatcly see but—

“Well, well,”” T urged.

“They have been identified as belong-

ing to the pedlar who was one of the!

i
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THE BIGGEST COIN.?

tunity,” said I, “that {s, if anything
was to be found there.”

He seemed to be in a sympathetic
mood toward me, or perhaps—and this
is the likelier supposition—he had a
minute of lelsure and thought he
could afford to give himself a little
qulet amusément. However that is, he
answered me by saying:

“The opportunity is not lost. You
have been in that cabin and have not-
ed, I have no doubt, its extreme sim-
plicity. Yet it contains, or rather did
contain up till last night, distinct evl-
dences of more than one of the crimes
which have been perpetrated in this
lane.”

“Good! And you want me to guess
where you found them? Well, it's not
fair.”

“Ah, and why not?”

“Because you probably did not find
them on the first attempt. You had
time to look and change your mind and
look again. I am asked to guess at
once and without second trial what, I
warrant, it took you several trials to
determine.”

“Humph!” He could not help but
laugh. “And why do you think it took
me several trials?”

‘“Because there is more than one
thing in that room made up of parts.”

“Parts?” He attempted to look puz-

zled, but I would not have it.

“You know what I mean,” I de-
clared; “70 parts, 28, or whatever the
numbers are she so constantly mut.
ters.”

His admiration was unqualified and
gincere.
“Miss Butterworth,” said he, “you are

a woman after my own heart. How
came you to think that her mutterings
had anything to do with a hiding

plac
“Because it did not have anything to

do with the amount of money I gave
her. When I handed her 25 cents, she
cried, ‘Seventy, 28 and now 10" Ten

what? Not 10 cents or $12, but ten”—
“Why do you stop?”
“I do not want to risk my reputation
on a guess. There is a quilt on the bed
made up of innumerable pieces. There
is a pavement under foot of neatly laid
brick"—
“And there is a Bible on the stand
whose leaves number many over 70."
““Ah, was it In the Bible you found”—
His smile put mine quite to shame,
“T must acknowledge,” he cried, “that
I looked in the Bible, but I found noth-
ing there beyond what we all seek when
its sacred covers. Shall I tell

He was evidently bursting with pride.
You would think that after a half cen-

tury of just such successes a man
would take his honors more quietly.
But pshaw! Human nature is just the
same in the old as in the young. He
was no more tired of compliment or of

awakening the astonishment of those
he confided in than if he was out on
his first great case. Of course in pres-
ence of such great weakness I could
do nothing less than give him a sym-
pathetic ear. I may be old myself some
ay. Besides, his story was likely to
‘e more or less interesting.

“Tell your story,” I repeated. “Don’t
you see that I am”—I was going to say
“on pins and needles till I hear it,”
but that is a vulgar expression for a
woman like myself, and might prove I
was becoming deteriorated by the busi-

ness into which I had been pushed
more or less against my will; so I al-
tered the words happily before they
were spoken into—*“that I am in a state
of the liveliest curiosity concerning the

whole
course.”
*Well, Miss Butterworth, if T do It
is because I know you will appreciate
it. You, like myself, placed weight up-
on the numbers she is forever running
over, and you, like myself, have con-
ceived the possibility of those numbers
having reference to something in the
one room she inhabits. At first glance
the extreme bareness of the spot seem-
ed to promise nothing to my curiosity.
I looked at the floor and encountered
no signs of any disturbance having
taken place in those symmetrically laid
bricks for years. Yet I counted up to
70 one way and 28 the other, and mark-
ing the brick thus selected began to
pry it out. It came with difficulty and
showed me nothing underneath but
green mold and frightened insects.
Then I counted the bricks the other
way, but nothing came of it. The floor
does not appear to have been disturbed
for years. Turning my attention away
from the floor, I began upon the quilt.

matter? Tell your story, ot

victims in whose fate we are interest-
ed.”

“Ah, ah!” I cried out,
amazed, I own.*And number 287"

“That was a carrot, and it held a |

really valuable ring—a ruby surrounded
by diamonds. If you remember, I once
spoke to you of this ring. It was the
property of young Mr. Chittenden and
worn by him while he was in this vil-
lage. He disappeared on his way to
the railway station, having taken, as
many can vouch for, the short detour
by Lost Man’s lane, which would lead
him directly by Mother Jane's cot-
tage.”

“You thrill me,” said I, keeping down
with admirable self possession my own
thoughts in regard to this matter.
“And what of No. 10, beyond which
she said she could not count?”

“In ten was your twenty-five cent
plece, and in various other vegetables
small coins whose whole value was of
a pitiful smallness. The only numbers
which seemed to make any impression
on her mind were those connected with
these crimes. Very good evidence,
Miss Butterworth, that Mother Jane
holds the clew to this matter, even if
she is not responsible for the actual
killing and putting away of the indi-
viduals represented by this property.”

“Certainly,” I acquiesced, “and if you
had thought to examine her after her
return from the Knollys mansion last
night you would probably have found
upon her some similar evidence of her
complicity in ths last crime of this ter-
rible series. It would need have been
small, as silly Rufus, as I take it,
neither indulged in the brass trinkets
sold by the old pedler nor the real jew-
elry of a well to do man like the young
‘Westerner."”

“Silly Rufus?”’

‘“He was the last to disapear from
these parts, was he not?”

“Yes, madam.”

“And as such should have left some
clew to his fate in the hands of this
old crone if her motive in removing him
was, as you seem to think, entirely
that of gain.’

“I did not say it was entirely so. Sil-
ly Rufus would be the last person any
one, even such a non compos mentis
as Mother Jane, would destroy for hope
of gain.”

“But what other motive could she
have, and, Mr. Gryce, where could she
bestow the bodies of so many unfortu-

nate victims, even if by her great
strergth she could succeed in Killing
them?”

“There you have us,” said he. “We

have not been able as yet to unearth
any bodies. Have you?”

“No,” said I, with some little show
of triumph showing through my dis-
dain, “but I can show you where to
urearth one.”

He should have been startled, pro-
foundly startled. Why wasn't he? I
asked that of myself over and over in
the one instant he weighed his words
before answering.

“You know something then, definite-
ly,” he declared. ‘“You have com=
across a grave or a mound which you
have taken for a grave.” .

I shook my head.

“No mound,” said I. Why should I
rot play for an instant or more with
his curiosity? He had with mine,

“Ah, then, why do you talk of un-
earthing? No one has told you where
you can lay your hand on Silly Rufus’
body, I take it.”

“No,” said I. “The Knollys’ house is
not inclined to give up its secrets.”

He started, glancing almost remorse-
fully first at the tip, then at the head
of the cane he was balancing in his
hand. ~

“It’s too bad,” he muttered, ‘“but
you've been led astray, Miss Butter-
worth, excusably, I acknowledge, quite
excusably, but yet in a way to give you
quite wrong conclusions. The secret of
the Knollys house— But wait a mo-
ment. Then you were not locked up in
your room last night?”’

“Scarcely,” I returned, wavering be-
tween the doubts he had awakened by
his first sentence and the surprise
which his last could not fail to give me.

“I might have knewn they would not
be likely to catch you in a trap,” he re-
marked. “So you were up and in the
hails?”

“I was up,” said I, “and in the halls.
May I ask where you were?”

He paid no heed to the last sentence.
“This complicates matters,” said he,
“and yet perkaps it is as well. T under-
stand you now, and in a few minutes
you will understand me. You thought
it was silly Rufus who was buried last
night. That was rather an awful
thought, Miss Butterworth. I wonder
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that you look as well as you do, mad-
am. Truly you are a wonderful woman
—a very wonderful woman.”

“A truce to compliments,” I eried.
“If you know as much as your words
show of what went on in that ih-
omened house last night, you ought to
show some degree of emotion yourself,
for if 1t was not silly Rufus who was
laid away under the flower parlor who,
then, was it? No one for whom tears
could openly be shed or of whose death
public acknowledgement could be mad::,
or we would not be sitting here talking
away at cross purposes the morning
after his burial.”

“Tears are not shed or public ac-
knowledgment made for the subject of
a half crazy man’'s love for scientific
investigation. It was a dog you saw
buried, madam—a favorite dog which
Mr. Knollys loved, but which for all
that could not escape that half mon-
ster’s passion for vivisection.”

“You are playing with me,” T eried,
“outrageously and inexcusably playing
with me. A dog lald away in such sec-
recy and with such a degree of feeling
as I was a witness to? You must think
me in my dotage, or else'—

“We will take the rest of the sen-
tence for granted,” he g2id. “You know
that 1 can have no wish to insult your
intelligence, Miss Butterworth, and if
1 say dog 1 must have ample reasons
for it. Can you contradiet those rea-
sons? Do youn know it was a man that
was buried there last night. If you do,
there is no more to be said, or, rather,

would give to the transaction of last
night a very dreadful and tragic signi-
ficance which at present I am not dis-
posed te ascribe to it.”

Taken aback, almost overwhelmed by

a statement for which T was in no de-!

gree prepared, and yet which I could
not but think false for all his quiet self
assurance, I stolidly replied:

“Since you say it was a dog, prove
that. It will be time enough for me to
talk when your supposition is proved
untenable.”

“Madam”—he was not angry; fel-
low feeling for the disappointment he
considered me a prey to made him
very gentle to me—'madam, if you
know it was not a doz, say so. I do
not wish to waste my time.”

“I do not know it.”

“Very well, then, I will tell you why
I think my supposition true. Mr. Knol-
lys, as you probably have already dis-
covered, is a man with a secret passion
for vivisection.”

“Yes,”'saldT,
that.” -

“It is known to his family, and it is
known to a very few others, but it is
not known to the world at large, not
even to his fellow villagers.”

“I can believe it,”’ said I.

‘““His sisters, who are gentle girls,
feel dreadful abcut it. They have
tried- in every way to influence him to
abandon it, but unsuccessfully so far,
for he is not only entirely unamenable
to persuasion, but has a nature of such
brutality he could not live without some
such excitement to help away his life
in this dreary house. All they can do,
then, is to conceal these cruelties from
the eyes of the people who already exe-
crate him for his many roughnesses
and the undoubted shadow under which
he lives. Time was when I thought
this shadow had a substance worth our
investigation, but a further knowledge
of his real fault and a completer knowl-
edge of his sisters’ virtues turned my
inguiries in a new direction, where I
Jhave found, as T have toid you, actual
reason for arresting Mother Jane. Have
you anything to say against it? Can-
not you see that all your suspicion
can be explained by the brother’s cruel
impulses and the sisters’ horror of hav-
ing those impulses known?”

I thought a moment; then I cried out
boldly: “No, I cannot, Mr. Gryce. The
anxiety, the fear, which I saw depicted

“I have discovered

have some such explanation, perhaps,
but the knot of crape on the window
shutter, the open Bible in the room of
death (William’s room), Mr. Gryce,
proclaim that it was a human being
for whom Lucetta’s sobs went up, and
so shall I continue to think till inves-
tigation has proved my mistake.”

“I do not follow you,” he said, moved
for the first time from his composure.
“What do you mean by a knot of
crape, and when was it yvou obtained
entrance into Willilam's room? ”

“I have points to relate,” was my
quiet retort, “‘as Interesting as anything
you have told me of your investigations
at Mother Jane's cottage. Did you
think I simply walked on the outside
of things, Mr. Gryce?”

“I should not have done you that in-
justice.”

“I have pierced, as I think, deeper
than even yourself into William’s char-
acter. I think him capable—but do sait-
isfy my curiosity on one point first, Mr.
Gryce. How came you to know as much
as you do about last .night's proceed-
ings? You could not have been in the
house. Did you succeed, then, in mak-
ing Mother Jane reveal on her return
what it was she took part in?”

The tin of his cane was up, and he
frowned at it. Then the handle took lts
place, and he gave it a good natured
smile,

“Miss Butterworth,” said he, “I have
not succeeded in making Mother Jane
at any time go beyond her numerical
monologue. But you have been more
successful.” And with a sudden marvel-
ous change of expression, pose and
manner he threw over his head my
shawl, which had fallen to the floor in
my astonishment, and, rocking himself
to and fro before me, muttered grimly:

“Seventy! Twenty-eight! Ten! No
more, I can count no more, Go.”
“Mr. Gryce,” I exclaimed, “it was

then you I saw’”’—

“In Mother Jane’s cottage with Mr,
Knollys,” he finished. *“And it was I
who helped to bury what you now de-
clare, to my real terror and astonish-
ment, to have been a human being.
Miss Butterworth, what about the knot
of crape? Tell me.”

But I am methodical even at the most
critical instant, as those who have read
“That Affair Next Dcor’” have had am-
ple opportunity to know. Having heard
him make this startling declaration I
could not bproceed to establish my
standpoint till 1 krew a little more
about his.

“Excuse me one moment,” said TI.
“If you had the handling of one of
those ropes, you were nearer the heart
of this business than I. Is that why
you declded it was no human being you
were burying?” %

‘“In a measure, yves. Having soma
skill in these disguises, especially
where . my own infirmities can have
full play, as in case of this strong but
half bent woman, I had no reason to
think my own identity was suspected,
much less discovered. Therefore I
could trust what I saw and heard as
being what Mother Jane herself would
be allowed to see or hear under the
same circumstances. If, therefore, the
Krollys and this old crone had been,
ag you seem to think they are,
league for murder, Lucetta would
hardly have greeted me as she did
when she came down to meet me in
the kitchen.”

“And how was that? What did she
say?"”

“She said, ‘Ah, Mother Jane, we
have a piece of work for you. You are
strong, are you not? ”

“Humph!”

“And then she commiserated me a
bhit and gave me food which,~upon my
word, I found hard to eat, though I had
saved my appetite for the occasiocn, Be-
fore 'she left me she bade me sit in the
ingle nook till she wanted me, adding
ag she went out to Hannah, who that
moment came in, ‘There is no use try-
ing to explain anything to her. Show
her when the time comes what there is
to do and trust to her short memory to
forget it before she leaves the house.
She could not understand my brother’s
propensity or our shame in pandering
to it. So attempt nothing, Hannah.
Only keep the money in her view.” ”

“So, and that gave you no idea?”

“It gave me the idea I have impart:d
to you, or, rather, added to the idea
which had been instilled in me by oth-

:";xnd this idea was not affected by
what you saw afterward?”
“Not in the least—rather strength-
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ened. Of the few words I overheard

one was uttered in reference to your-
self by Miss Knollys. She sald: ‘T have
locked Miss Butterworth again in her
room.. If she accuses me of having
done so, I shall tell her our whole
story. Better she should know the
family’s disgrace than imagine us guil-
ty of crimes of which we are utterly
incapable.’ ”

“Well,” 1 cried, “you heard that?”

- “Yes, madam, 1 heard that, and I do
not think she knew she was dropping
that word into the ear of a detective,
but you may differ with me.”

“I am not ready to say so yet,” I re-
plied. “What else did these girls let
fall in your hearing?”

“Not much. It:avas Hannah who led
me into the upper hall and Hannah
who by signs and signals rather than
words showed me what was expected
of me. However, when, after the box
was lowered into the cellar, Hannah
was drawing me away, Lucetta step-
ped up and whispered in her ear: ‘Don’t
give her the biggest coin. Give her
the little one or she may mistake our
reasons for: secrecy. I wouldn't like
even a fool to do that, even for the
moment it would remain lodged in
Mother Jane's mind.’”

“Well, well,” I cried again, certainly
puzzled, for these stray expressions of
the sisters were in a measure contra-
dictory not only of the suspiclons I en-
tertained, but of the facts which had
seemingly come to my attention.

Mr. Gryce, who was probably watch-
Ing my face more closely than the
movements ' of the cane with whose
movements he was apparently engross-
ed, stopped to give a carressing rub to
;he knob of that same cane before say-
ng:

“One such peep behind the scenes is
worth any amount of surmising on the
wrong side of the curtain. I let you
share my knowledge because it is your
due. Now' if you feel willing to ex-

plain what you mean by a knot of !

crape on the shutter I am at your
service, madam.”

Then T told him, and as 1 talked I
saw his face lengthen and doubt take
the place of the quiet assurance with
which he had received my various inti-
mations up to this time. The cane was
laid aside, and from the action of his
right forefinger on the palm of his left
hand I judged that I was making no
small impression on his mind. When
I had finished, he sat for a minute
cilent; then he said:

“Thanks, Miss Butterworth; you
have more than fulfilled my hopes.
What we buried was undoubtedly hu-
man, and the question now is who it
was and of what death did this person
die. You think it was silly Rufus.”

I did not answer. There was a weak
point in the position T had taken in this
matter, and I knew it.

He did not try to hurry me.

I appreciated this and took my time.
Presently I gaid:

“I have a confessicn to make.
a certain moment I never had a
thought but that it was silly Rufus
they held imprisoned In William’s room
and who died there, nor am I quite sure
that T am yet ready to embrace any
other theory; but, Mr. Gryce, in the
minute T took to look about the room
from which the victim had been so
lately carried I saw standing in one
corner a pair of shoes that could never
have been worn by any boy tramp I
have ever seen or known of. Neither
could they have been the property of
any one I had ever met in the Knollys
house. Loreen and Lucetta both have
trim feet, but these were the shoes of
a child of ten, very dainty and of a
cut and make worn by women, or
rather, I should say, by girls. Now,
what do you make of that?” ;

He did not seem to know what to
make of it. Tap, tap went his finger on
his seasoned palm, and as I watched
the slowness with which it fell I said
to myself, “I have proposed a problem
to him now that will. tax even Mr.
Gryce’s powers of deduction.”

And T had. It was minutes before he
ventured an opinion, and then it was
with a shade of doubt in his tone that
I acknowledge to have felt some pride
at putting there. o ;

“They were ‘Lucetta’s «shoes. The
emotions under which you labored—
very pardonable emotions, madam,
considering the circumstances and the
hour”—

“Excuse me,” said I. ‘“We do not
want to waste a moment. I was excit-
ed, suitably and duly excited, or I
would have been a stone. But I never
lose my head under excitement nor my
sense of proportion. The shoes were
not Lucetta’'s. She never wore any
approaching them in smallness since
her tenth year.”

“Has Simsbury a daughter? Has
there not been a child about the house
some time to assist the cook in errands
and so on?"”

‘““No, or I would have seen her. Be-
sides, how would the shoes of such a
person come into William's room?”

‘“Easily. Secrecy was required. You
were not to be disturbed; so shoes were
taken off that quiet might result.”

“Was Lucetta shoeless or William or
even Mother Jane? You have not told
me that you were requested to walk in
stocking feet up the hall. No, Mr.
Gryce, the shoes were the shoes of a
girl. T know it because it was matched
by a dress I saw hanging up in a sort
of wardrobe.” *

“Ah! You logked into the wardrobe?”

“I did and felt justified in doing so.
It was after I had spied the shoes.”

“Very good. And you saw a dress?”

““A little dress; a dress with a short
skirt. The Misses Knollys do not ride a
bicycle, T take it, and this could only
be the dress of one who did or of a
child. It was a silk dress—another
anomaly—and the color, I think, was
blue, but I cannot swear to that point.
I felt very hurried and took the brief-
est glance. But my brief glances can
be trusted, Mr. Gryce. That, I think,
you are beginning to know.”

“Certainly,” said he, “and as proof
of it we will now aet upon these two
premises—that the victim in whose
burial I was an innocent partaker was
a human being and that that human
being was a girl child who came into
that house well dressed. Now where
did that girl come froem? The town, so
far as we know, has lost none of its
inhabitants lately.”

“That you should know,” said T.

“A visitor—But no visitor could en-
ter this house without it being known
far and wide. Why, I heard of your ar-
rival here before I left the train on
which I followed you. Had we allowed
ourselves to be influenced by what the
people about here say we would have
turned that Knollys house inside out a
week ago. But I don’t believe in put-
ting too much confidence in the preju-
dice of country peovnle. The idea they
suggested, and which you suggest
without putting it too clearly into
words, is much too horrible to be acted
upon without the best of reasons. Per-
haps we have found those reasons, yet
I still feel like asking where did this
girl come from and how could she have
become a prisoner in the Knollvs housz
without the knowledge of—Madam, you
have met Mr. Trohm?”

. The question was so sudden I had not
time to collect myself. But perkaps it
was not necessary, for the simple affir-
mation I used seemed to satisfy Mr.
Gryvece, who went on to say:

“Tt is he who first summoned us here,
and it is he who has the greatest inter-
est in locating the source of these dis-
appearances, yet he has seen no child
come here.”

“Mr. Trohm is not a spy,” said T,
but the remark, happily perhaps, fell
unheeded.

“No one has,” he began. “We must
give another turn to our suppositions.”

Suddenly a silence fell upon us both.
His finger ceased to lay down the law,
and my gaze, which had been searching
his face inquiringly, became fixed. At
the same moment iand in much the
same tone of voice we both spoke, he
saying: “Humph?’ and I, “Ah!” follow-
ed by a similar “I have found it.”

“The pkantom earviage,” explained I.

“Which relled so quietly into Lost
Man’s lane the evening preceding your
arrival.”

“It was no pkantom,” T went on.
“Two saw it. and I'l—here I could not
suppress a siizhtztoss of my head—'‘re-
member now a: petty -circumstance
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Real Estate, including the Equitable Build-
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Premium Receipts................ ceesesse. $38,563,273.65
Cash received for Interest and from other
BOUICeS.cosvveernrvssssaansnncssassssssa.. 10,008,995 88

v s s v et e ats e i AS. 572 060 53
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Death Claims...........
Matured and Discounted Endowments.....
ANTOtleR e e s s e
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Matured Tontine Values........

St e T ST I A e
1,160,578.65

515.692.00
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2,205,199.00
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and office buildings...................... 13,790,363.88 Dividends Paid to Policy Holders......... 2,243,896.23

Cash in B i in- p— A i
e - Sbwsng SustCompanles st . il Paid Policy Holders....................... $21,106,314.14

Balance due from agents....... NEANAL '459,058.67 Conus wiiony) wivertisiug porage and ex.

Interest and Rents due and accrued, .. ... 588,746.05 AIch:.mgt:............ creceeneaieieiiiiaa. - 4,624,913.04

Premiums due and unreported, less cost of Lother peyuipnta: Tuxes, salatics, nedi-
collection........... e ek L ARE AT 00 oxl SanmigRtions/ poicusl expeiins, Ac.. - 5,915,060

Deferred Premiums, less cost of collection. 2,198,629.00 Contingent Guarantee Fund............... 3,500,000.00

Total ASSets.....ccueeneurnnnnnnn.... .$236,876,308.04

We hereby certify that, after a personal examination of the se-
curities and accounts described in the foregoing statement for the
year 187, we find the same to be true ana correct as stated. The
stocks aud bonds iu the above statements are valued at the market

A. W. MAINE, 2nd Auditor.

g_rice Decewber 31, 1897,
RANCIS W. JACKSON, Auditor.

\ LIABILITIES.

Reserve (or Assurance Fund)on all existing
policies, on the Legal Standard on which
it calculated that future interest earn-
ings will be at the rate of 4 per cent....$184,191,538.00

All other Liabilities....

Surplus....

ceean

Total Liabilities.......cvvvvnnen.....$186,333,133.20

.o 2,141,595.20

. $50,543,174.84

The average rate of Interest earned on the Assets of the Society in 1897 was 4.80 per cent.
Ona cnlgu]nuou that the Society will receive ouly 4 per cent as Its future average rate of interest, the surplus, after deducting all liabilities, i

$50.54,174. &

Dishursements.. ... it s areniese s $33.143.277.6%

|

ASSURANCE.

INSTALMERT POLICIES STATED AT THEIR COMMUTED VALUES,
Outstanding Assurance..................$951,165,837.00

New Assurance written in 1897...........$156,955.693.00
Proposals for Assurance Examined and

BgCHBeA Tt e e des s st cereeecee $24,491,973.00

We, the undersigned, appointed by the Board of Direciors of the
Equitable Society, in accordance with its by-laws, to revise and
verify all its affairs for the year 1807, hereby certify that we have, in
person, carefully examined the accounts, and counted and examined
in detail the Assets of the Society, and do hereby certify that the fores
goin g statement thereof is true and correct &s stated.

E, Boubixor CoLt,
G. W. CARLETON,

T. 8. Youne.
H. J. FAIrcHILD,
Speclal Committee of the Board of D irectors.

On & calculation that the Society will receive only 3 per cent as its future average rate of interest, the surplus, after deducting all liabilities, is

$29,014,3J0.00

The surplus of the Society is greater than the surplus of any other life assurance company in the United States or Europe, on similar compu-

tations.

Whatever percentage of interest the Society may receive in the future in excess of the rate used in the above computation, is accumulated and

invested for t

ne greater increase of its surplus for the benefit of its policy-holders.
holders during the year 1-98 in the manner specified in their respeciive policies.

We hereby certify to the correctness of the above staiement,

1 hereby_certify that, in accordance with the provisions of Section E
the policy obligations of The Eqgnitable Life Assurance Society of the U

per the Combined Experience Table of Mortality,

George W. Phillips, Actuqry.

An apportionment of profits will be made as usual to policy

J. G. Van Clse, Assistant Actuary,

STATE OF NEW YORK, INSURANCE DEPARTMENT, ALBANY, FEBRUARY 1, 1808,

ighty-four of the Insurance Law of the State of New York, I have caused
nited States, outstanding on the 31st day of December, 1897, to be valued as

at four per cent interest, and I certify the same to be $184.191,535.00,
.

Louis F. Payn, Superintendent of Insurance.

Parties desirous of obtaining a policy on their own lives, or who intend making Life Insurance their occunation,
are invited to correspond with the managers at any of the offices mentioned below.

WILKES & GOVEY, Managers,

ST. PAUL,

202 Pioneer Press Building.

DULUTH,

201-202 The Lyceum.

WEST SUPERIOR,

First National Bank Building.

MINNEAPOLIS,

404 Guaranty Loan Building,

which I dare you to match in corrobo-
ration, of this new theory.”

“You have had advantages,” he com-
menced.

“And disadvantages,” I finished, de-
termined that he should award me my
full meed of praise. ‘‘You are probably
not afraid of dogs. You could visit the
stables.”

“And did, madam, but I saw noth-
ing”

“I thought not.”” I could not help
the Interruption. It is so seldom one
can really triumph over this man. “Not
having the cue, you would not be apt
to see what glves this whole thing
away. I would never have thought of
it again if we had not had this talk. Is
Mr. Simsbury a neat man?”

‘““A neat man, Madam, what do you
mean?”

“Something Iimportant, Mr. Gryce.
If Mr. Simsbury is a neat man he will
have thrown away the old rags which,
I dare promise you, cumbered his stable
floor the morning after the riding in
here of the phantom carriage. If he is
not, you may still find them there. One
of them, I know, you will not find. He
pulled it off his wheel with his whip
the afternoon he drove me down from
the station. I can see the sly look he
gave me as he did fit.
pression on me then, but now’”—

“Madam, vou have got it. That car-
riage was the old coach to be found
now in the XKnollys stable, and its
phantom appearance was due to its
noiselessness, which you have now in
a measure explained; but, Miss But-
terworth, if they went to the length cf
winding rags around the carriage
wheels to make them noiseless, even
tying up the horse's feet for the same
purpose, perhaps, they must have had
a motive dark enough to warrant your
deepest suspicions. And William was
not the only one involved. Simsbury,
at least, had a hand in it, not does’it
look as if the girls were entirely inno-
cent of a foreknowledge of what was
likely to occur.”

“I cannot conslder the girls,” T de-
clared. ‘““I can no longer consider the
girla”

“No,” said he, “we must do our duty.
We must find if any child alighted
from thg cars at the mountain station
that night or, what is more probable
if sinister results were expected, from
the little station at C., five miles far-
ther up the mountains.”

“And”—I1 urged, seeing that he had
still something to say.

“We must make sure who lies buried
under the floor of the room you call
the flower parlor. You may expect
me at the Knollys house some time to-
day. 1 shall come quietly, but in my
own proper person. You are not to
know me and unless you desire it need
not appear in the matter.”

“I do not desire It.”

“Then good morning, Miss Butter-
worth. My respects for your abiliticg
has risen even higher than before, We
part in a like mind for once.”

And this he expected me to regard
as a compliment.

CHAPTER XXVIL.

A Discovery.

I have a grim will when I choose to
exert it. After Mr. Gryce left the hotel
I took a cup of tea with the landlady
and then made a round of the stores,
I bought dimity, sewing silk and what
not, as I said I would, but this did not
occupy me long (to the regret prob-
ably of the country merchants, who
expected to make a fool of me and
found it a by no means easy task) and
was quite ready for Willlam when he
finally drove up.

The ride home was a more or less
silent one. I had concelved such a
horror of the man beside me that talk.
ing for talk's sake was impossible,
while he was in a mood which it would
be charity to call non-communicative,
It may be that my own reticence was
at the bottom of this, but I rather
think not. The remark he made in
passing Deacon Spear’'s house showed
that something more than gpite was
working in his slow but vindicative
brain.

“There 18 a man of your own sort,”
he cried. “You won’t #fnd him doing
anything out of the way; oh, no. Pity
your- visit wasn’'t paid there. You'd
have got a better impression of the
lane.”

To this I made no reply.

At Mr. Throm’s he spoke again.

“1 suppose,” said he, ‘that you and
Trohm had the devil of a say about
T.ucetta and the rast of us. I don't
know why, but the whole neighborhood
seems to feel they've a right to use our
name as they choose. But it isn't going
to be so long. We have played poor
and pinched ana starved all I'm going
to. I'm going to have a new horse, and
TL.ucetta shall have a dress, and that
mighty quick too. 1'm tired of all this
shabbiness and mean to have a
change.”

I wanted to sav. “No change yet;
change -under the present circum-
stances would be the worse thing pos-
sible for you all,” but I felt that this

It made no im- |

would be treason to Mr. Gryce and re-
frained, saying simply, as he looked
sldeways at me for a word:

‘Lucetta needs a new dress. That no
one can deny. But you had better let
me get it for her, or perhaps- that is
what you meant.”

The grunt which was my only an-
swer might be interpreted in any way.
I took it, however, for assent.

As soon as 1T was relieved of his pres-
ence and in that of the girls again I al-
tered my whole manner and cried out
in querulous tones:

“Mrs. Carter and I have had a differ-
ence.” (This was true. We did have a
difference over our cup of tea. I did not
think it necessary to say this difference
wasg a forced one. Some things we are
perfectly justified in keeping to our-
selves.) “She remembers a certain verse
in the New Testament one way and I in
another. We had not time to settle it
by a consultation with the sacred word,
but I cannot rest till it is settled, so
will you bring your Bible to me, my
dear, that I may look that verse up?”

We were in the upper hall, where 1
had taken a seat on the old fashioned
sofa there. Lucetta, who was standing
before me, started immediately to do
my bidding, without stopping to think,
poor child, that it was very strange I
did not go to my own room and consult
my own Bible as any good Presbyterian
would be expected to do. As she was
turning toward the large front room
where I knew the one Bible I wanted
could not be I stopped her with the
quiet injunction:

“Get me one with good print, Lucet-
ta. My eyes won’t bear much strain-
ing.”

At which she turned and to my great
relief hurried down the corridor to-
ward William’s room, from which sha
presently returned, bringing the very
volume I was anxious to consult,

Meanwhile I had lald aside my hat.
I felt flurried and unhappy and showed
it. Lucetta’s pitiful face had a strange
sweetness in it this morning, and I felt
sure as I took the sacred book from her
hand that her thoughts were all with
the lover she had sent from her side
and not at all with me or what at the
moment occupied me, Yet my.
thoughts at this moment involved,
without doubt, the very deepest inter-
ests of her life, if not that very lover
she was brooding over in her darkened
and resigned mind. As I realized this
I heaved an involuntary sigh, which
seemed to startle her, for she turned
and gave me a quick look as she was
slipping away to join her sister, who
was busy at the other end of the hall.

The Bible I held was an old one of
medium size and most excellent print.
I had no difficulty in finding the text
and settling the question which had
been my ostensible reason for wanting
the book, but it took me longer to dis-
cover the indentation which I had
made In one of its pages; but when I
did you may imagine my awe and the
turmoil into which my mind was cast
when I found that it marked those
great verses in Corinthians which are
so universally read at funerals:

“Behold, I shew you a mystery. We
shall not all sleep, but we shall all be
changed.

“In a moment, In the twinkling of
an eye'’'—

(To Be Continued.)

THE YUKON MOSQUITO

BRIGHT PARTICULAR CURSE OF

THE KLONDIKE

The Female Pest Does All the Biting
——Miners Driven Insane—Bears
and Deer Driven High Up Into the
Mountains—The Horse-Fly and
the Gnat of Alaska.

From the Denver Times.,

Like man, the mosquito is hungrier
the further north she goes. When she
reaches Alaska she is hungry indeed—
more voracious than is credible un-
less one with his own eyes sees her at
work.

“She” is used advisedly, for it is the
female that does the biting. The male
behaves himself and feeds on plants,
as a mosquito should do. Blood stains
are never found upon his person, nor
does he carry a pump or other con-
cealed weapons about with him. He
is always a gentleman.

But the female mosquito, alas! es-
peclally in Alaska, is lost to shame,
A Jersey lady mosquito will hang her
head, but she of the Yukon has no con-
science whatever, nothing but an ap-
petite—a thirst for gore. This is the
more reprehensible because scientists
declare that for her blood is an ac-
quired taste, as much as olives are for
man. She ought to be a vegetarian,
like her husband. Her natural suste-
nance is the sap of leaves, but, in her
perversity, she prefers man.

This fondness is not reciprocated, for
she is held to be the bright particular

curse of far north gold fields. After
her comes her cousin, the gnat, and
her great-uncle, the horsefly. These

three pests make the Adaska summer
one long day of misery for the miner
on the Yukon.

The horsefly is larger in Alaska than
in the states, in fact, nearly twice as
large. He can fly faster and bite
harder in proportion, He leaves a
mark that looks like an Incipient boil
and feels like the toothache. A few
of these flies wou!ld wear tne iife out of
a _an if he could not protect himself
against their attacks.

As it is, they more than double the
difficulty of traveling through the
country they infest, for the prospector
must fight them with both hands every
step he takes, swinging and beating
at them with branches of fir trees un-
til he regrets that he did not put in a
vear with Indian clubs before ventur-
ing north to hunt for gold.

: As Thick as Smoke.

The gnats are smaller . ~n in the
states, because the smaller the gnat the
more maschief it can do, and going
north always develops a pest along the
line of efficiency in sinfulness. \

The Yukon gnat is a vile wretch.
Mosquito nets and bars do rot a prison

make for him, but for his victim rath-
er. He sails in and out through the
meshes gleefully, playing tag with his
associates in crime and biting at some
tender spot about once every fiftcen
seconds. Nothing short of the finest
veiling will keep him out, and that
keeps the air out, too, which is un-
pleasant when the thermometer is 100
degrees in the shade.

Prof. Willlam Beutenmuller, of the
Museum of Natural History, has in-
vestigated@ the mosquito, and recognizes
some thirty kinds of North America,
of which the varlety found along the
Yukon is the most pestiferous. Thoss
swarm in long columns resembling the
smoke rising from a camp fire. One
can hear their buzzing a hundred feet
away. It is not sweet music. The
gound Is run-n-n-n, run-n-n-n, run-n-
n-n, and that fs just what the pros-
pector does the second time he hears
it—If there i{s any second time.

The first concert is his last, some-
times, for a nervous temperament can-
not endure an attack of the pests, and.
though a miner should not have nerves,
some miners do have them and find
them sadly in the way in time of
trouble. The mosquito pesters such a
man until he sinks from exhaustion,
never to rise agaln.

What They Do to Animals.

Not only do the Yukon mosquitoes
attack men and overwhelm them, but
they drive the moose, deer and caribou
up the mountains to the snow line,
where these animals would prefer not
to be in berry time. They kill dogs,
and even the big brown bear, that is

often miscalled a grizzly, has suc-
cumbed to them. Bears come down

to the river from the hillsides in early
fall to get some of the salmon that are
often thrown upon the banks when the
“run” is heavy.

If bruin runs foul of a swarm of
mosquitoes and has not his wits about
him, his day has come. The insects
will alight all over him. His fur pro.
tects his body, but his eyes, ears and
nose will soon be swollen up and bleed-
ing, and, unless he gets into the river
or a strong wind, he will be driven
mad and blind, to wander about hopz-
lessly until he starves to death.

Although the Alaskan summer |s
short, two broods of mosquitoes haten
out each year, and are ready for busi-
ness from one to ten seconds after
they leave the water. It rains a good
deal along the Yukon, and rain is wel-
comed, for it drives the mosquitoes to
cover. They hide under leaves and
branches until the shower is over; then
they come out boiling with rage at the
time they have been forced to spend
in idleness, and the miner has a harder
time than ever after his respite.

Mosquitoes and snowflakes are not
contemporaries in the states, but in
Alaska It is different. Snow does not
bother them so much as rain, and an
early snow may fall while they are
still on the wing. Fog does not choke
them, either. They appear to like it.
They float about in it as in ambush
and take the unwary prospector by
surprise.

Free to Bald Heads.

We will mail on application free Informa-
tion how to grow halr upon a bald head,
stop falling hair and remove sca!p diseases.
Address Altenhelm Medical Dispensary,
Dept. 1. W., Box 779, Cinclonati, Ohlo.
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