
THE HINDOO CHARM. 
A DETECTIVE STORY. 

By Augusta Prescott 

m ouy right by the Author.) 
ul detivilve, Mr, Murtinot. 

> raoon. on a dull day in 
v. ken the wind was howling 

: J the gray cold of the at- 

hilled the blood, there was 
:i:o my apartment a lady, 

v tied and swathed from head 

u tinot." said she. handing me 

bordered card and sinking 
w 

you Ur..;*: .ounced, as l feared 
last minute that my courage 

me. and I be unable to tell 

lowi 1." and then. 

ie most discussed 
\W. York for the hist six 

d was found in 

: mew my husband. 

was so abrupt that 

y husband committed sub 

his ta a voice that told a 

you 

on the aft- r- 

j; iti l :.k notes and bonds. 
■ is.-iiie. And. strangely 

about the money in 

mt the pa, Stage of money 
It was my own private 

:ome with him on the very 

>u knew this three months 
have >ou not mentioned it 

her head and her face 

no," br; ch euing a little. 1 

ind talked excitedly. At 
the steps my husband wav*-*! 

And you 
... .a; o; 5' ’h 

ry loud, and 1 distinctly beard it 
wb re l s’ood in my bay window 

He walked slowly away, turning 

t<» t: hoi: ie u the corner, for I 

; to talk: and then some one in- 
1 ir.> at the window and I step- 

ruy room. 1 did not see the 

cher man? Did you rec- 

had nerved herself for 
"1 ould almost swear 

g r man was Charles Hoi- 

HI V -:.g was It before the alarm 

lour. I’ was Mr. 
cu> >m to go directly 
whhh lie- at the rear of 

1 floor. Here he would wr:i 

1 arrange his papers tor next 

After this was done he was 

mss and ready for 

did not c >t 

elapsed 1 went out into the hall to 

of the library 
'h upra ! hands and cries of hor- 

And then we fou 
the t! or of t 

heart and hr* tthing his last 

I mnot recali 'hem conectedly. 
short, stout man! Did you 

i 
i -ml ei :> ? singular part 

tl story. Later th >ame night h< 

? ::t door, he went Along the side of the I 

1 at the library window. There 
ti an-wer, an i he earue hack to 

>>nt entrant and rang the door- 
0 >f rhe maids who bad fled 
r in the -t gable saw it all 

M but! r opened the front 
Me -ti r ut lau refused to 

it Mr. Hy, -wood was dead, 
m lly push- tl h way into the 

ms were still 

;• V eric 1. 
house. 
trie? wh' was 
rived a reply 

it 1 must hav 
liking that I saw 

it, is all I can tell t 

s will did not dis- 
I It was male that day 

r this :m vr” I s id. 
ght I shall want to make 

s I to m> self, aft r I had 

1 is v«*ry simpl Hanker 
•i o aiarr s again He has a 

w h his w :id son. telling the young- hat if* lias go: -r> behave him- if. 
Hollywood gets angrv, but 

ks best nr- to let his father p.-remve 
io pi iin.i : > -he ohl gentleman to 

I 
a will ..nd sib- I im afterwards 
s some one else to do it. so : it 

ks l:k. suicide. But—but—well. I 
search the premises, 

oimd the Hollo wood library dark 
!. as it lay closed and uuaired 

silent Quarters of the house. No’ 

a chair had been moved since the fatal * 

night, and the servant who let me in 
merely pointed to the door with a mo-' 
ti. ti : his hand. Not for worlds would 
any of them have entered this chamber 
of horrors. When I stepped across the 
room and thr-w open the blinds 1 knew 
it was the first time the light of day 
bad penetrated the room since Mr. Hoi- j 
town :i’s cl ath. The fireplace lay full 
or charred, burnod-out embers, and in 
front of it. a si! ont witness, was a great 
Mood stain to show the spot where 
Ant mi Holl'.'wrcod had breathed his last. 

All important papers had been re- 
rr v I tV >m the table, and there was 
no trace of mys erious foot-print, nor 

sign of finger-mark, nor stray scrap of 
;»ap to give t! •* leading clue by which 
detectives o often t\ rret out crime. 

Tlu* room was a corner one. with 
four large win lows in it. The two 
w;: ws a: the side looked out over what 
was in summer a pretty stretch of 
lawn. Underneath the window r m a 

flag walk. Looking down at it I saw 
that a short man could have eoblly 
r h- I up to rap upon the window. 

As I examined these side windows 
it was smutching about one of :nem 
-the one that ha 1 been tapped upon 

by the short, stout man that nigh',— 
that s. cmed to my searching ey»-s a llt- 

herein from the other. Ex*.mi!n- 
: c :: closer I saw a deep crack in the 

w l*ork it the side. The* crick 
r. a ! to the floor and up as high as 

i I stood upon a footstool 
was convenient and followed it 

hv- and as my fingers reached the 
>P the w :i low they came in contact 

v ‘h small bolt. 
push* 1 the bolt gently, and it flew 

-sly back. I stepped down and 
: the * clow- seat with a sharp 

jerk, an 1 itnrn* diately the whole win- 
low to my hand. Without the 
real. : a : :nge it swung inward from 

e-ilia, o door, leaving a large open 
dear I hepped out upon the walk. 

I : '-red. closed the docr-win- 
dow \a< Ty as I had found it, and 
cuv r- : up the crack again with a long 

I a over the entire window very 
ir r : y. lo >kmg for marks or traces 

■ who had last opened it. But 
all I could find was a faint, hasty scrawl 
up )ti the glass, done by a sharp instru- 
nicr.t .long sinc-\ The scrawl was an 

mpt as a monogram. And I de- 
ciphered the letters H. C. 

Now said I. for my search for this 
short, stout man, who was on such 

!!y terms with Anton Holiowood 
that 'he taps upon ’he library window 
for imlttance. And who was a not 

1 guest, hr he h.:s a private 
e cut for him. 

Re wr inging everything in the libra- 
ry. I w at back to th^ drawing-room and 

r tip my card to Mrs. Holiowood. 
"You wish > see Adelaide also?" said 

Mrs Holiowood. greeting me with a 
h asp. "Yu must come up to her 

oucic :r. and I ask you to spare her; 
sht s very ill.” 

To Adelaide's boudoir I was shown, 
and I must say here that the room was 
a ■: lei of beauty, luxury and refine- 
ment. In all my professional experi- 
• nee in ’he homes of wealthy women 
I icv huTi>»*held such another. Great 
sum- >f money had been spent upon if 
a l *s m-tress had made it. a very 
-pm f an is-if beauty. The entire ceil- 
ing a l wails were frescoed with white 
lotu it >wers tinted with pink, pale blue 
and >1* icate green. Their foliage was a 
m of wood-colored leaves, an 1 all 
seem 1 to be growing from a great 

^Oriental jar in a niche at the side of 
tlu l replaee. The furni’ure of the 
room was p ile pink and green, and so 
luxurious hat not an inch of woodwork 
app *r. d in the entire room. Every- 
thing was cushion* I. drap'd or unhol- 
ster* 1 into a dream of softness. 

I.ik many other voting ladies. Miss 
Adelaide had a fad, for I noticed as I 
cro.xstn] the room that a great crystal 
globe hung in the center of the room, 
and into its Oriental depths were re- 
flected the images of other crystal 
globes that hung in front of the divans 
and over brightly polished tea stands. 
Tin* air of the room was romantic with 
Eastern lilies. 

Mis- Aedalaide’s fad for Oriental 
things and the power for so fully grati- 
fying it was explained later by the en- 
trance of a dark-skinned woman ser- 
vant. whom I remembered to have 
heard that Miss Holiowood had brought 
with her from India. 

A- I walked across the boudoir, 
troa ling upon the thick rugs. I could 
hardly real /.e that I was in the heart 
of inv own city and not in some dis- 
tant Eastern boudoir. 

"Mamma.” spoke Miss Adelaide, in- 
dicating her stepmother with a gentle 
1 ok. "tells me you desire to question 
t <>m poor papa's death. Yet 1 
can add nothing to what you already 
k >w. Mamma has told me of—of the 
!.. — : g bon is and money. It is very 
di-rr*-sing- terribly so.” she added 
with a shudder, covering her face with 
on*' of her thin hands. 

"If is not about your fathers death 
that I wish to ask you." I said, “but 
nl out the short, stout man who accom- 

panied your father home on the night 
of his death. Had he auw friend w ho 
answered that description?” 

"V s.” said she. “but I do not know 
his um.;o. and he has long been a mys- 

tery to me. It is certainly very pecu- 
liar. I seldom saw him come or go. 
but I would hear a strange voice in tin 
library and then catch sight of a short, 
thick-et man walking away from the 
house. I think he must have had a 

latch-key or that papa let him in. I 
know that his visits annoyed papa 
”reatly. for he was absent-minded and 
irritable after them. Once, some years 
ago, I questioned papa, but he became 
so angry that 1 never referred to him 
again.” 

Here Miss Adelaide was seized with 
coughing, and at a sign from her step- 
mother I withdrew. Mrs. Hollowood 
followed me from the room. "I will not 

question her again," I said, as I depart- 
ed. 

I resolved row to go to Baltimore and 
make the acquaintance of Charles Hol- 
lowood. Taking the address given me 

[,v Mr>. Hollowood I reached the Bal- 
timore boarding house that afternoon 
md ushered into a very nicely furnish- 
d parlor. Charles Hollowood was not 

it home, the maid told me, but I coubl 
see the landlady. “Tell her I come 

from his sister.' I said. 
Site came into the parlor bristling 

with importance and eagerness to be 

>f service. “I'm just plumb sorry Mr. 

Hollowood* ain't ter home. But as his 
room is nie back parlor you can sit 
her an' wait for him. He's got com- 

pany a man as went out with him.” 
A sudden inspiration seized me. J 

“Was it a short, stout man?" I asked. 
“Yes. it was,” said she. ‘‘He’s been 

calling on Mr. Hollowood regularly now 
for weeks, and I never see a poor young 
man so upset as Mr. Hollowood is by 
them visits! 1 tell you,” she said, 
dropping into a confidential whisper, 
“if ye're from his folks in New York, 
as ye say ve are, ye’s better w’arn them 
just a leetle against the company he’s 
fallen in. Mr. Hollowood ain't any too 
stiddy at the best, an’ lately, what 
with his father’s death an’ the company 
of this forbiddin’ lookin' man. I'm wor- 
ried about him, an’ no mistake.” 

At dinner time my loquacious host- 
ess Invited me down stairs to the din- ! 
ing room, and I accepted her hospital- 
ity. The short stout man would re- 
turn with Mr. Hollowood. the landlady 
told me, and would stay to dinner, as 
he had for many nights. 

When I returned to inv post of wait- 
ing I w-as surprised to hear voices in 
the back parlor. There w’ere broad 
folding doors separating the two 
rooms. And at sound of the voices I 
opened the connecting doors slightly. 

The young man was speaking. 
“Now get out,” he said. “Here’s $50, 

and it’s the last you’ll get out of me.” 
“But suppose I tell the story?” 
“Would you expect any one to be- 

lieve you, a crazy inventor, with not a 
dollar to his name?” 

"But what if I can prove that you 
killed him?” 

"Well, suppose I did kill him,” ex- 
claimed the young man, in a thick, 
angry voice. “I’m not sorry if I did. 
I have money now, and that’s more 
than 1 had when he w’as alive.” 

“You're a fool to talk like that.” said 
the other, “and I will come when you 
are in a better humor. But 1 can tell 
you now that my share In this business 
amounts to thousands more than the 
littie you have given me." 

Then he went out and slammed the 
door behind him. Thinking Charles 
Hollowood safe. I rushed from the 
house and hurried to keep pace with 
the short, stput man, whose feet fairly 
new over the grouud. u wub imu- 

night when ho stopped in front of a 

poor lodging-house in a shabby part 
of the city. And after seeing him en- 

ter with a latch key 1 went to a small 
hotel on the earner and turned in for 
an hour’s sleep. This was "H. 

but I must know his name before I 

could arrest him. 
It was daybreak when I arose, and 

tho clock in a neighboring steeple was 

striking 5. It was cold and gray out- 

side, and I shivered over my cup of 

coffee and rubbed my lingers to wake 

them up. 
Fifteen minutes later I rang the 

door-bell of the poor lodging-hpuse. 
A light-haired, frowsy girl opened the 

door, rubbing her eyes and blinking as 

though just from her sleep. 
"Good morning,” I said, smilingly 

at her pleasantly. "Is my brother 

stoplng here?” 
-What's his name?” snapped she. 

"Sure enough. How stupid of me. 

But I’ve traveled a long distance and 

tho sight of a pretty face so early in 

the morning drives my senses away. 

Mv brother's name is John Anderson. 

'"Well, he ain’t here. There am t 

nobody stopping here of the name of 

Anderson." 
"Why. that is strange. He gave me 

this street and number." 
He must a made a mistake, then, 

said the frowsy girl, thawing out a lit- 

tle under the sunshine of my smiles. 

for the only ones in this house is old 

.Mr. Jacques and a new man that came 

a few davs ago.’’ „„ 

-And what is the new man s name. 

"Herman Gelpcke,” said she. 

q '•• i exclaimed, and bowing to 

her I walked away. 

\ sign of "Breakfast >>0 cents 

claimed my attention for a few min- 

utes. Then I went back to the poor 

lodging-house and rang the bell. The 

sun hail come out now and the streets 

were full of laborers carrying their 

pails anil hurrying to their work. TJje j 
same frowsy girl answered the *sinu- | 
mons. ._. I 

"Is Mr. ueipcKe s.iimis 

ed. as she started at me with wide-open 

Yes, sir. But he isn’t here. He left 
five minutes ago, took his hand-bag 
with him. and said he would not be 

back again.” 
I was so angry at myself that I could 

have sworn all day. Calling a cab, I 

Irove to Charles liollowood's address 
and went directly to his room. “I may 
catch Herman Gelpcke here," I 

thought. 
But Gelpcke was not there. Charles 

Hollo wood lay upon t he bed in a heavy 
drunken stupor from which 1 could not 

shake him. So. chagrined and tired, I 

took the train for New York. 
I went to my rooms and, after taking 

a bath aud freshening my clothing, I 
threw myself upon my couch for a 

snatch of much needed sleep. It was 

dusk when I awoke, and some one was 

knocking at my door. "Come in," I 

called. 
My servant entered bringing a card; 

and the card read: 
Mr. Herman Gelpcke. 
"Show him in." I cried, springing to 

my feet. And the much-desired Herman 
Gelpcke stood before me. The descrip- 
tion "sort and stout" gives one only 
an idea of the massiveness of the frame 
of the man who entered. His face was 

deeply furrowed with lines which, 
around his eyes, curved inward, giving 
him a close, ugly look. And when he 
spoke he uttered his words slowly and 
with a bread German accent. 

T am addressing the detective. Mr. 
Martinot?" said he. “Then allow me to 

scat myself, for I have come to engage 
your services upon a case which will 
require, first, an explanation from me.” 

1 drew a chair near to listen, wonder- 
ing if I had a madman to deal with. 
He settled himself, and began: 

"To have you understand the very 
peculiar and serious position in which 
I am placed," said he. "I must go back 
to the period when I was a young man. 

"Twenty years ago a young German 
cabinet-maker occupied an attic in a 

modest building on a side street. He 
did piece-work for large dealers. On 
•Jie first floor of that same building a 

broker had an ortlee. The cabinet- 
maker was myself, and the broker was 

Anton Hollowood. 
“Gradually, through passing in aud 

out tic same doorway, we grew to say- 
ing ‘good morning’ and ‘good evening.’ 
and one lay. when I had completed the 
model of a machine upon which I had 

long been working I took it down to 

his office and showed it to him. 
“He looked with interest at the 

model, saw it work and ten exclaimed 
excitedly: ‘What interest would you 
give me in that machine. Gelpcke. if I 
should patent it for you and place it on 

the market?' 
“Inventors are impracticable busi- 

ness people, and 1 was so wild to see the 
macuine working that I jumped at any- 
thing. 

*i will give you a mortgage upon it 
to the extent of its value.’ I said, ‘and 

you can give me an allowance accord- 
ing to the money it brings in.' 

“So I virtually gave away my ma- 

chine, stipulating merely for an allow- 
ance according to its sale. There was 

f 

no written agreement. Patents and all 
negotiations were in the name of Anton 
Hollowood. Well, sir; what the reap- 
ing machine was to uke farmer my ma- 
chine became to the manufacturer! 
Money came in front it, and soon it 
rained and poured dollars into the mod- 
est brokerage offices of Anton Hollo- 
wood. Within a few years he removed 
from these quarters into spacious offi- 
ces on Wall street and built himself a 
handsome residence. His name, too, 
began to be heard in connection with 
great money deals, and he became a 
power in the financial world. 

“I^ong before this time I noticed that 
he 'had grown cold to me and distant in 
manner; and not getting replies to ray 
letters. I would call upon him for a 
little more money than my poor allow- 
ance. in order to carry on my inven- 
tions. and the reply of ’Not in' would 
be brought me by the clerks. 

“Meanwibile. under the greatest diffi- 
culties, for Anton Hollowood gave me 
only what a mechanic would need for 
his daily bread, I was at work upon 
another machine which I thought 
greater than the former; and some- 
times, when I lacked money to buy 
metal for the model. I would go sup- 
porless to save the few necessary cents. 
And all this time the patents from my 
machine were yielding cheir thousands 
monthly to the millionaire. 

“One evening I took the model of my 
new machine up to Mr. Hollowood'e 
house, and I showed it to him as I had 
done the other years before, when he 
was a poor man. This,’ said I, ‘will 
bring in its millions where the other 
has brought in thousands.’- 

“He listened while I explained all, 
puffing his cigar and playing with the 
ornaments on his table. Then, to my 
amazement, bo said: ‘Yes, Gelpcke; 
that is certainly very clever. But it 
will take a pile of inouey to start it 
going, and now- that I am not as voumr 
as I was fifteen years ago I should not 
care to go into anything new.’ 

’But, surely,' I exclaimed, ‘you will 
give me the money to patent it.’ 

“’No. indeed; I don’t believe in 
throwing away good money after bad 
We are not apt to strike a good tliiiX 
twice in our lifetime.’ 

'I was so angry I nearly struck him; 
and when I left it was vowing that I 
would have my own machine back in 
my hands and be enjoying its revenues 

myself. 
“But what ran a poor man do? I 

told ray story to a lawyer. He wanted 
a retaining fee for investigating a mat- 
ter against so prominent a man as An- 
ton Hollowood, and I could not pay. 

"It is strange that, hating him as I 
did, I should not have found a way to 

get justice from him. But the fact that 
I had so long depended upon him for 
my daily bread made me feel as if he 
were my master and I his servant. 
And all the time I had the hope that 
he would fulfiill his promise of some 

day turning over to me an interest in 
the machine. I called to see him often; 
and permaps because he did not wish 
the servants to see so shabbily dressed 
a man as myself enter the house he 
gave me a latch-key. When he did so 
he told them that I was employed in 
improvements upon the library. 

“Before his reeeut marriage he said 
to me;’ I shall not want you coming 
here now.’ # 

‘You must not think you are going 
to keep me away,’ I said, i shall come 

to torment you daily until you give me 
the interest you have so long promised 
me.’ 

’Then I will have a private en- 

trance cut for you,’ he exclaimed, an- 

grily. ‘And when you come you can 

tap upon my library window; and if I 
feel like admitting you I will do so.’ 

“One day as I stood in the library 
leaning against the wimlow-door. I fell 
into a day dream, fancying that the 
house and its wealth was mine. And 
as 1 dreamed 1 took a glass cutter from 
my pocket and scrawled my initials 
upon the glass. They are there now, 

silent witnesses of the truth of my 
story, but he never saw them or he 
would have had the glass taken out. 

When he came back from the wed- 

ding tour I importuned him again, 
holding up to him the disgrace which 
the facts would be to him if they were 

known. ‘What! The millionaire ami 

philanthropist. Anton Hollowood! 
Would he take advantage of a poor 
German?’ 

“The day of his death I rode home 
with him in his cab. And, to do Anton 
Hollowood full justice, I do not think 
he was as cruel a man as one might 
suppose from my story. His son 

Charles was giving him endless trou- 

ble. In the cab Hollowood showed me 

a letter from Charles which said that 

disbrace and ruin hung over him un- 

less he could obtain a large sum of 
money at once, and it ended with a 

plea to his father, half entreating and 

half threatening. 
“•! am a sick man, Gelpcke," said 

he, ‘and I feel that I cannot live much 

longer. My heart trouble has to-day 
been greatly aggravated by this letter 

from Charles, and I have been busy allr 

the afternoon arranging my affairs.’ 

••At this, sudden alarm seized me. 
•• *i know what Is in your mind.’ said 

he. ‘and I have written the agreement 

so long promised you. I could not feel 

easy until I had done this. Hut no a 

that it i3 written I am going to put 
it away and retain the custody of it as 

long as I live. See?’ 

And he unrolled a deed of sale of a 

half interest in the machine to Her- 

man Gelpcke for $1. 
'It will need certain signatures, 

said he, ‘but even if I should die this 

minute, this paper gives you sufficient 

evidence to establish your claim. 
“I asked him to give me the agree- 

ment, promising- to keep it until his 

death, but he replied by placing it in 
his pocket with a package of money. 

“At the front door I again begged 
him for it. But he sent me away. I 
walked as far as the corner. There I 
met Charles Hollowood. I left him, he 

walking towards Ills father’s house. 
Then I went home. 

’’But I could not rest. Fancy, man, 

the feeling of having in your fingers 
the paper you have prayed and worked 
for for years, and then having it taken 

away. I wanted it to keep! 
“Back to the Hollowood house I went, 

and I stole around to the library win- 
dow. There was much noise inside. 
This alarmed me, and I flew back to 
the front door. It was only to find 
that Anton Hollowood had committed 
suicide. 

"I never saw the paper again. I ask- 
ed for Charles Hollowood to tell him 
that it was mine. But they told me he 
had not been home, though I had seen 

him a couple of hours before. Next 

day I saw him for a minute, hut he 
said he knew nothing about the finding 
of such a paper; and. since then, though 
I have hunted night and day to trace 
it. no sign of it have I found." 

“Have you seen Charles Hollowood 

recently?" I asked, not caring to tell 

just vet of my recent journey. 
“Yes. and I have haunted his foot- 

steps for weeks in the hope of getting 
a clue to the paper. It was wrapped in 
the package of money and bonds, and 
whoever opened that package after An- 

ton Hollowood’s death found the paper. 
And now. sir. I ask you, as a detective, 
to find it for rae." 

"One minute,” I said, as my visitor 
made a move to rise, "did Charles Hol- 
lowood know about, the secret entrance 
to the library?” 

"No; Anton Hollowood did not trust 
his eon, and would not have put him 
in possession of any secret. A door, 
sir, opening outside and secured as that 
was, by only a small bolt, might easily 
have been entered by any one even half 
export with mechanic'3 tools.” 

Herman Gelpcke looked unllinching- 
ly at rae as he said this. ”1 will call 
again to-morrow," he said. 

He strode out of the door and left me 

sitting there with the assurance firm in 
my mind that Charles Hollowood had 
murdered his father to get ^he $,"0,000 
worth of money and bonds, llow he 
entered the house unobserved would 
come next in the chain of links. 

Next day I found Mrs. Hollowood in 
the greatest state of agitation, with 
Dr. Fanshaw, the family physician, in 
attendance upon her. He came down 
with her to the drawing room. 

"Charles came home this morning.” 
said she. “and is going away. He says 
he will never return. 'My father's face 
haunts me.’ he said when I asked him 
whv he leaves his sister, who idolizes 
him.” 

"And his sister! Cannot she prevail 
upon him to remain?” 

“Ah! Here is a strange thing. 
Charles refuses to see his sister. He 
is sullen when her name is mentioned. 
He is in his room now'.” 

"I think he may suspect us,” she said 
as our eyes met. 

"I have here the warrant for his ar- 

rest," I said, "and almost proof of his 
guilt.” 

Mrs. Hollowood’s face grew more 

ashen than it was. 

“It will kill his sister,” she said. 
"Would it not be best, after all, to let 
the past lie dead?” 

"It has gone too far. There are oth- 
rera involved. Better for us to follow 
this to the end than to allow strangers 
to do so.” 

Herman Gelpcke’s strong, desperate 
face came before me. “That is a man 

who would never give up.” I said to my- 
self. 

There was a step in the hall. And I 
looked up to see Charles Hollowood 
standing at the door with a valise in his* 
hand. 

“I've come to say good-bye.” he said, 
holding out his hand to his stepmother. 
And while his hand was still upon hers 
I arrested him. 

“For the murder of my father!” he 
said slowly. "For the murder of my 
father! My God! Oh, my God!” 

He recovered himself in a minute. 
"I am ready to go. I am guilty. I 

confes. Yes, I am guilty. I murdered 
him.” 

"Hush, Charles!” said Mrs. Hollow- 
ood, who until this moment had hope 
of the young man's innocence. You 
must not speak so. You must not. Mr. 
Martinot,” turning to me, “he does not 
realize what he is saying. Oh, Charles, 
you are your father's stra, and I loved 
vour father!” 

"One minute," said Charles as I drew 
him gently away from the weeping 
wotnau. "Wait! I have a request to 

make. Even a self-condemned man 

may make a request, may he not?” he 
asked with a hard laugh. "I want you 
to promise me that my sister Adelaide 
shall kuow nothing about my arrest. 
Ill as she Is, she need never know—at 
loast not for a very long time. Promise 
me this; promise.” 

We gave the promise. 
“Now I will go cheerfully,” said 

Charles, straightening his shoulders, 
and turning towards the door. 

At thIs moment there was a knock at 
the drawing-room door, and Coola, the 
Hindoo, entered bearing a large envel- 
ope addressed to Mrs. Hollowood, who 
took it tremblingly. 

“Stop,” said she, looking at the doc- 
tor and me. “Let us know what this 
contains!” 

With hasty hands she broke the seal 
There was another envelope, and upon 
the outside there was written: "To Mrs. 
Hollowood: The confession of Adelaide 
Hollowood.” 

When Charles saw the writing he 
made as if to snatch the envelope from 
Ilia stepmother’s hands, but I caught 
him. “Let us hear it.” I said. 

We seated ourselves at a small table 
under the electric light which burned 
in the middle of the drawing-room all 
day. and Mrs. Hollowood read in a low 
voice, broken often by her surprise and 
emotion, this story, written in Ade- 
laide’s own hand-writing: 

“You will never see mo again,” the 
letter began, "for though I am ill unto 
df'Uth I will fly from home before this 
is delivered to you. I have written it 
secretly, and to-dny, when my brother 
returned. I finished it as rapidly as pos- 
sible. 

“First, I must say, that while to the 
world at large ray father was a happy 
man, we, ray brother and I. who have 
been the only members of his house- 
hold for many years, knew him better. 
For years before his death my father 
was ill. nervous and irritable and of a 

disposition as wearing to his own 

peace of mind as it was difficult for us. 

“My brother and I grew up together. 
Our mother died when we were small 
children, and from that time we loved 
each other devotedly. 

“As Charles grew up lie was way- 
ward, and my father’s impatience drove 

penitence from his heart. Finally my 
father drove the lad from home and in- 
to worse excesses than ever. That was 

two years ago, and for twice twelve 
months I can say that I have never 

breathed easily night or day for fear 
of bad tidings. 

“When Charles left father took me 

abroad to travel to restore my spirits, 
and while in India I was taken ill. 
Coola. one of the native women, nursed 
me to recovery and was so devoted to 

me that I brought her to this country 
with me. 

"After our return Coola. who perceiv- 
ed that something depressed my spir- 
its. fashioned my boudoir for me after 
the way of the ladies of her country, 
and among the other treasures which 
she gave me was a small ornament, 
like a watch charm. This she fasten- 
ed upon my girdle, saying: 

‘This is for you, missy, to keep al- 

ways. Coola gives it to you as her 

greatest gift.’ 
“She unscrewed the end of the charm 

and took from it a tiny steel needle. 
‘This, missy,’ said Coola. ‘contains 
poison gathered by my brother from the 

most poisonous of all our snakes. 
There Is not another like it in this 

country. Treasure it carefully and do 

not use it until you wish to—strike. 

Then—it kills.’ 
“Coola told me more about the needle 

dagger, w'hich was not as thiek as a 

thread, and as she talked I would un- 

screw' it and gaze at it with fascinated 

gaze By and by it became so loose 

That when I touched it it would come 

out into my hand. 
“My lather’s marriage much delight- 4 

ed me, and the hope that Charles might 
again icome'home lo live Raised me fo 
the heights of bliss. But, alas, al- 
though he sincerely meant to do well 
thereafter. -Charles went upon/ a jN*ew 
York escapade, end the day my father 
and stepmother arrived home there was 
a lettei^itelling 'me of Ihis trouble. Tho 
letter said: ‘I havo whitten to father to- 
day and have promised him that I will 
reform ^forever. After all, Adelaide* I 
am (a young man, and when I say I will 
turn over a new leaf there is much 
hope for me. Only help me with fath- 
er this time, and never will I ask him 
again!’ The letter closed with many 
more protestations of repentance and 
promises to do better. Poor, dear boy! 

“That night when father came home 
I was waiting in the library for him. 
He complained of feeling ill. ‘No, 1 
will not send him a penny,’ he said. 
‘He is a disgrace. There,’ pointing to 
a sealed document on the table, ‘is my 
will. When I am gone he can make 
ducks and drakes of my money as fast 
as he pleases.’ 

“As father spoke ho laid a great 
package of bills upon the table, and 
quick as a flash I laid my hand upon it. 
‘Please, please, papa,’ l pleaded, ‘please 
let me send him just a little.’ 

“Ho put his hand out for the package 
and I drew it away. ‘Do please giv< it 
to me for Charles,' I begged again. 

"Perhaps I stepped upon his foot, 
perhaps a sudden pain seized him, but 
he sprang to his feet as though 10 
strike me. I lifted my hand quickly. I 
and as I did so the littiedagger charm 
which hung at my belt caught in niv 

rings, and when my hand struck papa’s 
arm I felt the point of the tiny thing 
bury itself in his arm. 

“He gave a cry of pain and shrank 
back. As he did so the poison acted, 
as C-ooia told me it would, instantly, 
and he fell to the floor. 

"I ran from the room, and not until 
I had flung myself, dazed and panting, 
in my own room did I know I still had 
the package of money in my hand. I 
rushed down stairs only to meet James 
coming from the library with horror- 
stricken face. He had hoard papa fall. 

“We went in and lifted him up. lie 
was still breathing, and with awful 
horror I saw that in his fall he had 
buried the paper knife which he had 
iu his hand to its hilt in his heart. I 
remembered seeing him finger it as I 
talked to him about the money. 

"This was too much for my feeble 
tody, aud I succumbed. A thousand 
times in the watches of the night ami 
in the light of day I have struggled for 
courage to tell this story. Lately I 
overheard your conversatiou about 
Charles and the missing money. That 
is all, and, most unhappy girl that I 
am, 1 leave home to-night so that I 
may never see the faces of those I love 
again.” 

As she finished a fervent "Thank 
God!” broke from the lips of Charles 
Hollowood. "Thank God, it was nn 

accident!” he exclaimed. "I myself 
j saw it all. On the night of my father’s 
death I came here to meet Adelaide by 

I stealth in the garden. I stole up to the 
library window to look in, and just as 
1 reached a place where I had a full 
view of the room I saw her thrust out 

her hand at my father, and then I saw 

him fall. When I saw he was stabbed 
I thought—God forgive me—that my 
sister had done it. I fled hack home, 
only to be summoned a few hours 
later.” 

There was silence in the room. 

My eyes fell on a package which had 
been in Adelaide Hollowood’s envelope. 
"Open it,” I said to Mrs. Hollowood. 

She unrolled the covering, and out 
fell the package of bunk bills and 
bonds, and with them lay a folded pa- 
per. I smoothed it out. It was the 
document sought by Herman Gelpcke. 

lint the unfortuuate girl! There 
could not he comfort nor rest in the 
household without her. 

A sobbing from behind tho curtains 
at the door disturbed us. It was Coola. 
weeping and wailing as if her heart 
would break. She thrust aside the 
curtains and was rocking herself to 
and fro and sobbing. "It’s all my 
fault,” crietl she, "all Coola’s fault. I 

have heard it all. I knew young missy 
had gone without mo, and I hid here to 

listen. Oh, what a wicked woman 

Coola is!” 
At Mrs. Hollowood's reproof she 

quieted herself so she could speak. 
"Little missy never stabbed master 

with the poison needle." she sobbed— 
"never, never! The poison has been 

all gone for ever so long: but Coola did 

not tell her because the little thing 
pleased her sc. It is thick with rust. 

Drawing the little charm irom hoi 

bosom, she handed it to us. It was a 

small needle heavily coated with tar- 

nish. 
Here Dr. Fanshaw recalled us all to 

the immediate situation. "We must 

find Adelaide,” he said, ’and bring her 

back. And we can reassure her, too, 

Anton Hollowool was not poisoned: lie 

had heart failure and could not long 
have survived. The day of his death 

lie made his will, by my advice. Tne 

accident of fainting and falling upon 

the Damascus knife only hastened his 

death bv a few hours. When he fell 

he was* in the first of the fainting 

spells in which I warned him he would 

°X{ 'looked at Mrs. Hollowood. She 

nodded to me and I hastened away In 

mv « xperience I have more than once 

looked for young women who have fled 

from home. She is deadly weak, 1 

said and in a hospital 1 shall find her. 

She Wild die before telling her name 

It is for an unknown young woman I 

TVat midnight when I found Ade- 

laide Hollowood. Her brother joined 
me in the search: and when I bore her 

out to the carriage it was to place her 

there beside him. ,, 

left them to drive home together 

and I saw that in the bereaved homo 

there might yet be peace. 

HIS PROTEGE. 

I was sojourning to the land of the 

far Southwest, and oontentediy 
as particularly suits the climate and a 

second lieutenant, when the door opened 
sSwb and a head covered with an old 

Grand Army hat was thrust in. 

The l'ps moved, but made no sound, 

-hen the head was withdrawn and the 

door almost shut. It opened aga.n a 

very little way. and disclosed part of a 

blue clad figure some six feet in height. 
Then it closed gain, and opened as be- 

fore onlv somewhat wider. The man 

came into the room, but kept one hand 

on the knob, to facilitate his escape if 

necessary, it appeared. 
I held my prace and watched him.He 

was worse than unkempt; he was. in 

fart, about a3 seedy an individual a3 I 

have ever seen covered by a Grand Army 

coat. His eyes were red and his hand 

-hook badly. I suspected at once what 

the trouble was, knowing the failing of 

his class. 
Reconciling himself to the shutting of 

the door, and relinquishing his grasp o:l 

the knob at last, he took off his hat an* 
sa-t upon the extreme edge of a chair. 

He studied the window panes intently 
and chewed his tobacco in. a meditative 
fashion. 

There was no telling hew long this 

-— f « 

might last, so T faced about to my desk 
again and began to write, 

bully ten minutes elapsed before the 
silent figure gave any sign. “I'm bust- 
ed again.” it began. 

“Yes?” I answered. 
“Uh-hu.” 
I went at my copying again.. Five 

more minutes. 
Where s the colonel at°” 

“He's sick.” 
he is?” This in the tone of a 

child rending a primer. "What's the 
matter with ’!m?” 

Ho s got the grippe.” 
“When’s he cornin' back?” 
rSL*0 or three weeks’perhaps.” Oa, damn! Quite as you are 1 

might mildly say "Pshaw 
“Is there anything I can do for you?”* "None. A resumption of the window 

and tobacco. “I in busted again.'9 
“So you said." 
‘T've been drunk, too,” w 

‘‘Well^you look rather like It." 

Queer, ain't it, how you can mos| 
generally tell?” 

"Very querr.” I agreed. 
“Now, I thought I looked pretty good, 

but: I reckon I was off.” 
"You might be worse,” I consoled 

him. "I vo seen them look worse.” 
"Yeg, so have I.” The pause was re- 

peated. I told you I waa busted, 
didn’t I? Well, what in blazes do you 
suppose I told you for?” 

"I really can’t say.” 
“Can't you, really. Wasn’t you never 

basted?” 
With a truthfulness far greater than 

might be generally felt I replied that t 
had been sometimes. 

“Well, what do you generally want 
ta*ien; you are iu a hole?” 

| ‘‘Money/ 
“That’s what I want.” 
TiV deduction waa legion! and oix 

vious. I felt my nerves trembling and 
fell weekly into the net. 

"I suppose you want me to lend you 
some?” 

“fiope. but I want you to give ma 
some. You’re going to give me some, 
ain’t you?” 

"Well, I really can’t see why t 
should.” 

“The colonel does.” 
“The colonel may have some reason 

for it. Besides how do I know Ik* 
&003?” 

"I say so.” 
"Why does be help you tp go to tha 

bad?” 
"It does .hmivmore good than it does 

me hurt. I guess.’' 
The colonel was not one deliberately 

and in cold blood to ram for the culti- 
vation of his sool; there m.ust bo some/ 
other reason, and I said, so. 

"I reckon there is.-’ ~~_ 
“Whit is it?” 
“I done,him a service cure/* 
“May I ask whan is was?” '» 

“I ju8tf#kspt his littlo brother from 
gettin’ blurt.” 

“How was tlmt?” 
“Well, will you give mo a quarter If t 

tell you?” 
"What will you do with It?”1 
“Got two drinks.” 
“All right; go on.” — 

“That’s how I got that arm.” 
“What arm?” I inquired, looking ab 

the member. 
“That. Don’t you seo I can't bend 

It? The piece of shell cut 'through tnyj 
arm and along in here,” placing his 
palsied fingers omjils side. 

“The coloiu l sat an awful lot of store 
by that brother of his. His name was* 
Kingsley, and ho wasn’t moro than! 
eighteen. He was a mbrhtv fine fellow 

too. and they -told a lot of stuff about! 
him having a yong wife up there in tha 
North. They sez she waa tha my girl; 
the colonel was mashed on. too. The 
colonel is a good-hearted cuss, ain’t he?” 

I replied with conviction that ho was. 

“If it had been me and my brother. 
I’d have wanted him killed off. 1 guess, 
but the colonel, he like to have went 

crazy every time the >oiiiig.-t'-r got in 
the hot part of a fight. He sez to him 
once_I heard him-if you should bo 

.-•hot, it ’u.l just end Jk>r:i.- and oun timj 
they got a letter sayin that Dora bad a 

littlo girl. I guess he wasn t as much 

iu love with l>ora as the colonel was.” 

The story came to an abrupt end hero. 
The veteran was thinking over his past. 
In course of time ho w< nt on;— 

"Once, just before the bab> was born, 
there was a fight, and the colonel could; 
not make Kingley stay wiiere :t was 

safe. The colonel, ho was charging 
around like a lien that hat died ducks 

an’ sees im swiminin. Hut he coudn o 

get near his brother. He wn.. by mo lot* 

•a minute an<l he says to ni" to k< -p h >4 
fool of a boy out of trouble. ’Bout tea 

minutes inter a shell burned neat us 

and 1 gat ijl fr;mt of Kingsley, That a 

That was all. It certainly duln t 

sound like much, as rhn laconic old M- 

low put it. 1 looked at lr.s face, wb.cli 

was to tlie last degree, "battle scarred, 
ae the soldiers say; at his nervous hands 

and wavering eyes, his filmy coat and 

shapeless hat. 
This was all that was left of a hero-- 

Am.,; I risked 
death and endured worth than d*-ath. 

I admired a character I could not un- 

derstand. Then, with tho sophistry of 

my race and kind, the mighty virtue of 

small souls. I condemn* d nls weakness. 

Ho was disgusting; a dirty old drunk- 

ard. a beggar, too, a man who would ask 

for a dime to get a drink with, lost to all 

pride and sense of shame. It was men, 

of this kind that, gave old soldiers such, 

a bad name. 

However. I r ime uown u* 

level by degrees. He was quivering 
w'th anticipation, and the hand of his 

good arm was lying on his knee ready 

to bo stretched out at a moments no- 

tice “What makes you drink like- 

that?" I felt, that the role of reformer 

did not suit me. 

“I like it." 
“But why don’t you try to stop? 
“Can’t—now." 
“Whatever made you start in. 

“The pain from the wound. I gotj 
drunk to st >p it. and by and by. wne-m 

it had stopped for gooel. I could not let] 
up Ain’t, you done askin’ questions* 
yet’ I want that quarter." 

Mv conscience did no* reproach me in- 

the least h as* for turning over to him 

enough "of my month’s pay to keep him 

glorious!v trunk for a week, nor did it 

even when I raw taken in a limp and! 

senseless -’ate to the station house. 

[ *old the colonel and he paid the vet* 

eran’s flne-for the thirty-first time, ha 

informed m< -Gwendolen Overton. i» 
the Argonaut. __ 

Tommv (whose father is a clothier)— 
Mamma.’did Hod make the world. 

“Yes, dear." 
“And everything there is in it. 

“Yes, darling.” 
“And did he make me. 

“Yes. Tommy, but do stop a:-kmg so 

many questions. Why do you do■ I* 

•Oh nothing. I was on!.' Jaot won 

dering Whether I wai rca-Lv^made or 

mrh t<L>0nfr“I am°w!:«r.v To-Night. 
T 

The \K-noiit You was composed by 
Love, Witoiu t0 
a man whose ^ ̂  went to 

ttuTtheatre wkhone of the neighbor*.— 
London Tit*Bits. 


