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(Co nued.) 
CHAP R XXIII. 

Sitting on the nk beside Raleigh’s 
torpse. Miss n mused over the 

ciate 
road. 

She was so deep in thought as to be 
unaware that £^lamp held by the 
footman was w*®mt unsteadily, and 
a sudden scream starred her. and she 
looked up to see the young man gaz- 
ing in evident terror at the recumbent 
figure, and the lamp in danger of fall- 
ing from his nerveless fingers. 

“What is it? WhatB^as alarmed 
you?” she asked quickly. 

The sound of her voice seemed to 
break the spell that held her attend- 
ant. He drew a long breath and wip- 
ed the cold perspiration from his brow 
before replying In an odd undertone: 
4*It’s that, ma'am; I’ve been a watching 
o| it. and I swear I sor it move.” 

I “That is imagination, and perhaps 
tpe effect of the candle’s flickering.” 

“But, ma’am, I swear I sor the rug 
beginning to stir, as if he was agoin’ 
to get up. And one of his hands was 

Just a-goin* to creep out, stealthy like, 
when you spoke.” 

"Hold the lamp a little closer. Yes. 
that will do,” as the trembling light 
fell on the upper portion of the en- 

shrouding rug. “See. the poor man is 
dead ,and has probably been dead more 
than an hour.” As Miss Heron re- 

placed the wrap, her quick eye noticed 
a small parcel half hidden by the boc.v, 
and she did not call the servant's at- 
tention to it. 

i Tompkins, wno was wring ms ut- 
most to appear brave, agreed that Ral- 
eigh must indeed be dead, 

t “But what killed him, miss? It's 
not him as I'm frightened on; it's this * 
lawful road. There's something in it | Ids kills strong men and leaves no 

■trace,” he whispered in a shaking 
Ivoiee. 
I Miss Heron scarcely heeded him. All 
Ber desire was for possession of the 
Street without any one's knowledge. 
r.-Bfre was writing on its white wrap- 

acd something told h* r tin «vn- 

Hs werdA,’ importance to s r 'A'ii- 

^Knowing. without experiencing, the 
Btrange fear the presence < f tha dead 
■often exercises over the living. Miss 
■ Heron pitied her companion. Then it 
F occurred to her that oho might relievo \ 

him and serve herself. 
“I have just remembe-ed hearing 

that Dr. Freeman i-as expected at old 
Waring’s about this tour to-night. If 
you went there now', you might catch 
him before he leaves.” 

j “But won’t you be afraid to stop 
yourself, ma’am?’ ’asked the man, pre- 
paring to depart on the instant, his 1 

face bearing evidence of mighty re- 

t lief. 
“No, I’m not afraid, and assistance 

trill soon arrive from the Court. Fix 
the lamp in the side ofAhe bank. 1^ 
shall beallrijh^^^^B .horn 

'r of the rug, she j 
ind lying clos: to ; 
in the folds of his 

breath. The ob- 
not played her false, 
were still clos d round 

paper parcel. Kneeling j 
« _iKivlv unrl 

rlU 
ucotuv »- 

If to her distasteful task, 

ut forcibly unclosed the [ 
rs. It was the work of j 
:s, for in the death agony 
lands had convulsively | 
Jy the article he held, 

lgth she had freed it from ; 

sound of voice and hoofs j 
Bntarily nearer were aud- 
clear, still air. Quickly 

concealing the parcel beneath her, 
cloak, she advanced to meet the party. 

The carriage stopped, and Sir wll- ! 

fred, alighting, followed by two of 

his male guests, exclaimed at her soli- j 
condition. j 

"That fellow I left here—surely he 

has not taken fright and deserted 
you?” T 

"Oh no, I sent him away. I re- 

membered that Dr. Freeman was ex- 

pected to be at old Waring s cottage] 
about this time, and thought he might 
catch him there.” 

"That was a good thought I had 

sent to Odswinton in search of him 

and the police. But this may secure j 
him at once. May I introduce Captain 
gtott and Mr. Fowler. Miss Heron?” 

As Miss Heron bowed, it struck her 

as painfully humorous that the con- j 
vcntionalities of life must be observed | 
even in the presence of death. 

"We had just got back from Tan- 

borne when Sir Wilfred arrived and 

startled us all with the news, so Fow- 

jer and I came along to see if we could 

be of any use,” said the Captain, a 

smhlU soldier-like little man. "Queer 
occurrence, isn't it?’ 

_ 

"Poor begga,” ejaculated Fowler: 
“didn't expect it, judging by his ex- 

1 
Having unwrapped the cover from 

t> corpse, Sir Wilfred was giving di- 
i v*:ons to his men. when two bright] 

; -'atnps shown out of the gloom,! 
i speedily Dr. Freeman was in their 

■ ithout wasting time in words, he 
«>t down on the ground and made 

i ’.borough an examination of the 
l as the situation permitted. 

fen dead about two hours, I should 
he replied in answer to Sir Wil- 

f- .i’s inquiry. "Any idea of the cause 

o- death? Well, it's impossible to say 
v sitlvely without further examination, 
lut it does look like poison. Was he 

a ^kely person to commit suicide?” ( 
A murmur of dissent ran through the 

little group of menservants standing 
round. 

"Decidedly not. He left me this af-J 
ternoon full of plans for the futureJ 
No man, I should say. had less inteqj 
tion of suicide," said Sir Wilfred. M 

1 “The signs seem to point to polso^l I You see. there i* no trace of violent ! 

Band he was a man of great mu- 

^strength. However, the posi-m 
Km »» 

By this time the long hay-car^for 
tiich a special messenger had b£> dis- 

hed to the home farm. hadJPrtved, 
the remains of the ouce “‘inu.>cme 

igh having been reveten JT placed 
in. the vehicle, accom nied by 
r two outdoor laborers, fent slow- 

n the twtce-accursed 1 d. 

.all hurry on before. prepare 
[lice authorities to r ive the 

said Dr. Freeman m 
Heron and the 3 

up to-morrow 

, wife, if you can spare time, doctor. 
She was with me when we came upon 
the body, and that has upset her.” 

"That is unfortunate, for Lady Wel- 
land is not robust at the best,” re- 

turned the doctor gravely. “I will make 
a point of seeing her to-morrow. 

Good-bye.” 
Captain Stott beguiled the short drive 

home with reminiscences of weird poi- 
sons whoso acquaintance he had made 
on the Indian service, and Mr. Fowler 

ejaculated "Poor begga," or "Unlucky 
chap” as frequently as the exigencies 
of polite converse required. But Miss 
Heron and Sir Wilfred sat silent, their 
minds occupied with the same subject. 

As Sir Wilfred parted with his guest 
at the door of her room, he gave utter- 

ance to what occupied his thoughts. 
"Did you notice anything peculiar re- 

garding the place where we found the 
body?” he asked eagerly. 

Miss Heron nodded gravely in reply. | 
"Did you see that it lay in the exact, 

spct where wo decided my uncle must i 
have received his death-blow?" 

"Yes; I saw that. 0 Wilfred,” her j 
courage breaking down at last, “it is ! 
too terrible to be in the midst of such 
awful mystery and be so helpless, so j 
futile,” aud leaning against the portal | 
of the door, she buried her face in her 
hands and shuddered. 

“You are upset, and I was wrong to 
let you stay there. No other woman 

would have had courage enough to 
stand it. It must have been a terrible ] 
strain on your nerves. Rest now for | 
half an hour, and I will send you up J 
some brandy or champagne. Which do | 
you prefer 

“Neither, Wl.fred. If I anchette can 

bring me a cup of strong coffee I shall 
be all right in five minutes. I think it 
is the idea of that wretched man being 
so suddenly hurled into eternity that 
oppresses me. I am not usually emo- 
tional, you know”—with a brave at- 
tempt at a smile—” and five minutes 
alone and a cup of strong coffee will 
make me myself again.” 

“I can’t forgive myself for allowing 
you to do what you did to-night. You 
have done so much for me that I am 

afraid I have got inUj ?ne\Jmbit of re- 

lying on your assisdufe wi tokit paus- 
ing to think that yoi may su 'er,for it.” 

“Wilfred,” said li#» friend engestly, 
“Gcd is my witne*' that if in niching 
I can prevail jjr keep trouble out of 
your life, or tqnighten that which it s 

your lot to eftdure, I shall use my ut- 
most strength to do so. Now see how 
your wife " 

Wilfred walkturning away when his 
foot cam in cAtact with something ly- 
ing oB ^he grotmd. Stooping, he picked 
it up. He hatlcnly time to see that 
it wnA a long tpin article sealed up in 
papei^ when Miss Heron seized it ab- 
ruptftr from his grasp. 

"What is mine, Wilfred. I dropped 
it Jr she gasped. “Thank you.” And 

^Miking quickly into her room, closed 
me door sharply. He could hear her 
lick it inside, as though fearing pur- 
suit. 

“Unstrung.” he murmured, marvel- 
ing at h r sudden change of manner; 
“but what she has come through to- 
night would have upset even a strong- 
er-minded woman than 6hc.” Passing 
along the corridor. and turning to the1 
left at the hrad of the grand staircase, i 
he tapped at the door nf w» j 
4 VS441. 

Entering he found the room in a; 
blaze of light. All round the walls the j 
fairy glow nf the electric light gleamed ! 

out; and. in addition, massive silver j 
cande’.uhra flMed with lighted wax can- j 
dies stood oa dressing-table and man-1 
tlepiece. 

Lady Welland, her hair hanging in j 
dark masses over her shoulders, a Jap- 
anese peignoir of scarlet embroidered 
with gold dragons wrapped round her 
slender figur\ crouched on the yellow 
sheep-skia rug before a large fire. 

She was gazing into the flames, as 

though afraid to look around. The 
slight noise of Sir Wilfred’s entrance 
aroused her. and. uttering a sharp 
scream, she turned and saw him. 

“Well, dearest one, how do you feel 
now?” he inquired tenderly. “You 
ought to be in bed. You are not able 
to be up.” 

"I hate b:d. It is so dismal lying 
here with no one to speak to," answered 
Lady Welland pettishly. 

“But where is Fanehette? She ought 
not to leave you,” said Sir Wilfred, 
sitting down in an easy chair, and 
drawing his wife on his knee. 

“I sent 1 r to f tch something. She 
will be here presently.” 

“This is like a celebration, Violet. 
Coming in here and finding aid those 
lights, it looked like a reJfdcTng,” he 
went on. trying to speak lightly, 
though his heart was heavy, and his 
wife's pule face and wild eyes alarmed 
him. 

“It is the dark. I hate the dark. I 

shall get more candles, and have them 
lit ail night. Only they burn so dim- 

ly," muttered l^atiy Welland, glancing 
uneasily from one corner of the room 

to another, as though she feared what 
might lurk therein. 

“You are agitated, dear, arter jour 
shock to-night.” said Sir Vi ilfred. 

soothing her tenderly. “Can T get you 
anything. Oh! by-the-bye. I had quite 
forgotten Miss Heron's coffee. I want- 

ed Fanchette to. take her some. Where 
is Fanchette ”/ 

“Fanchette frill be here Immediate- 
ly,” replied liudy Weland uueasily, 
evidently listjfning impatiently for her 

footsteps. Hlrk! there she is.” 

Fanchettefame bustling in. “Here 
it is. mada#e,” she cried, before she 
had time W> notice her master's pres- 
ence 01/ La !y Welland’s warning 
glance. 

* 

"\\f v did you leave your mistress. 

Fan Jette? She is ill, and needed you," 
saitJiir Wilfred sternly. 

*■thousand pardons, m'sieur, but it 
wa#at the request of the raadame that 

ijleiu. She did desire a flower for her 

to-night. But. milady. I grieve to 

£too late. The gardner had gone be- 
»re I reached him.” replied the French 
Soman, lying glibly. 
■ “Take Miss Heron some strong cof- 
■ee in her room at once, and see if you 

assit her to dress.” 
“Mademoiselle shall be served at the 

'instant,” cried Fanchette, hurrying off 
to obey her master's behest. 

“You surely don’t mean to go down 
to dinner to-night, Violet! It would be 

foolish after your faint this afternoon.” 
“Of course I do,” replied his wife 

ccaxingly. the return of the messenger 

having magically raised her spirits. 
“Why”—caressingly—“what would you 
do w-ith all the folks to entertain if I 
was laiily staying upstairs?” 

“But you are not able—” 
“I shall be after a cup of Fanchette's 

strong coffee,” saic! \ io.et, gaily. Now 

you must run away and dress.” 
“Well, do be careful, dear. Dr. Free- 

man says you are not robust at the 

best.**/ 
r 

\_ 

<_ 

“Oh, bother doctors! Old bu&ybo- 
dies!” cried Lady Welland, now before 
her mirror, where, in the endeavor to 
make up for lost time, she was brush- 
ing her hair energetically. 

“He is coming to see you in the 
morning, dear.” 

“What! I won’t see him! I tell you, 
Wilfred, I refuse to see him,” exclaim- 
ed Lady Weliand, viciously, dropping 
her brush on to the toilet table with a 

crash that smashed a- crystal perfume 
bottle. “How dare you come bother- 
ing me? I’m not ill. I don’t want him. 
Let him wait till I send for him.’- 

“Hush, Violet, you are unreasonable. 
1 You don’t know what you are saying.” 

“Well, I won’t see him. That’s all,” 
I she replied doggedly, taking up her 

| brush and brushing her hair again. 
“Well, take your coffee while it i3 

hot,” was all he could say, as Fan- 

chette appeared bearing a burnished 
brass tray whereon was the desired 
beverage, and he departed to array 
himself for the meal of the day. 

But it was not in expectation of cof- 
fee that Lady Welland turned so eag- 
erly to Fanchette. 

“Have you got it? Quick! give it to 
me.” 

“Here, madame,” replied the woman, 
placing a small packet in her trembling 
hand. “I had—oh! so much trouble to 
get it. At the shop they are such 
fools; and the horse he move so slow. 
But here it is at last.” 

Lady Welland heard her not. She 
was kneeling on the hearthrug gloat- 
ing over something she held in her 
hand. It was a morphia syringe! 

Meanwhile, locked in her chamber. 
Miss Heron had unwrapped the parcel 
taken from the dead man’s hand, and 
found that it enclosed a riding-crop of 
ordinary appearance. 

The sight of it, however, made Miss 
Heron’s heart give a sudden throb and 
then lag painfully. Holding the han- 
dle close to the light, she could deciph- 
er the initials,“J.H.” It was a whip that 
Wilfred as a boy had given his uncle 
by way of a birthday gift. Those ini- 
tials she remembered the boy burning 
in with a red-hot wire when, he called 
iu at the Heronry to show her the 
present, and to receive her congratula- 
tions on having made a choice so use- 

: iu!. 

Removing as far as possible the 
i smears of mud from the paper wrap- 
j ping, she could read the inscription: 

“The contents were found by me on 
: the hearthrug of Maisonette drawing 
! room, on evening of 23d December, ’96. 
—E. RALEIGH.’’ 

Miss Heron was perplexed, aghast. 
How could Sir Jasper’s w'hip be left in 
the Maisonette? As far as anyone 
knew, he and Lady Welland—then Mrs. 
Mongorton—had never met. The 23d | 1 

—mat was the day before Sir Jasper 
was murdered. 

Then \he dead man, how’ w^as he 
mixed uj»\n those things? Oh, she 

had) it! He ?»ad been a servant at the 
Maisonette. Add. she distinctly re- 
membered Violet saying she would be 
relieved to get rid oMiim when she 
married, and was surprised iater to 
find him installed at Welland Court. 

He had found the w’hip in Mrs. Mon- 
gorton’s drawing room the day before 
Sir Jasper was so mysteriously assas- 
sinated. That he had attached im- 
portance to the find was evident by his 
sealing it up and keeping it. Could it 
be that his mistress knew anything of 
the murder, and that the servant—he 
had an evil face—blackmailed her? 
And then this man’s awTut death— 
what had caused it? Could the hand 
which had struck the first blow’ have 
also—no, no! the thought was too 
awful! 
.. 

R jsjn «ataeJrfiutefrtyDfliftTfle rodm j 
to compose herself. 

Sir Wilfred was the one person she j 
cared greatly for on earth. Since he ! 
was a child she had felt a mother's j 
care for him. She melted into pitiful 1 

tenderness at the thought of his open, i 

trusting nature blighted by experience j 
so sad and terrible. 

Taking a sudden resolution, she 

hastily thrust the tell-tale whip deep \ 
into the glowing centre of the fire, and i 

watched it consume till but a few : 

white ashes remained. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 
The night after Raleigh's murder 

passed somehow. Sir Wilfred was j 
pale and silent, and the guests, thirst- | 
ing for information regarding the 
crime, pestered him with questions, j 
Their curiosity respecting the dead 
Raleigh knew no bounds. | 
• “To think that he was alive and 
waiting at lunch,” murmured one. j 
“Such a handsome man, too." sim- j 
pered Miss Vere-Gowing. ‘'Why, he 
might have been a prince.” 

“Did you ever know a handsome 
prince. Miss Vere-Gowing?” said Cap- 
tain Siott, briskly. “I'm sure I neter 

did” 
"Poor begga’! Unlucky chap, said 

Mr. Fowler to his mustache, but 
whether he referred to the defunct 
menial or to the hereditarily ugly 
prince, none knew. 

Lady Welland, however, was the life 
of the' party. At her end of the table 
fun sparkled. Unlike Sir Wilfred, she 
did not discourage talk of the dead 

man; she rather hastened to tell all 
she knew of him. uud under what 
recommendations he had entered her 

service. 
••Wonderful how well she looks. 

Never saw her look better!” said Cap- 
tain Stott confidentially to Mr. Fowler, 
after the ladies had left the room. 

••I’m!” replied Mr. Fowler, after his 
customary interactional fashion. 
“Poor begga’!” Then after a pause: 
“Lucky chap!” and it needed no espe- 
cially astute mind to perceive that the 
first definition referred to himself and 

the gallant Captain, and the second to 

their host. 
Presiding over the roulette table 

later in the evening. Lady Welland 
held the bank with a brilliance and 

vivacity which delighted the coropan.*. 
Seated beside the wheel with a pile of 
coins before her. the lights sparkling 
on her silver spangled robe, she sug- 
i ?ted seme fair spirit of good for- 
tune. 

Then as the ball whirled noisily 
i rouud the wheel, clattering irresolutely 
1 ere dropping into the number, her clcai 

t \oice would cry, in mimicry of the pro- 
! fessional croupier, "Make your game, 
I ladies an* gentlemen.” 

Watching her hostess furtively, Miss 

; Heron failed to see anything natural in 

j her h.gh spirits. 
I -Can Violet be drugged?” she won- 

i dered. the while she absently placed 
} her CDins on the numbers and colors 

nearest her. 
As the uening wore on, the bank 

won heavily. But the luck turned and 
a silence gradually fell upon the com- 

pany as time after time “Thirteen, 
black,” was announced. 

But Lady Welland seemed uncon- 

scious that'anything unusual was tak- 

ing place. 
“\\ hat Is it? Why do you all look so 

frightened!” she cried, banteringly. 
'“Don't you notice ‘thirteen, black,’ 

Las come up twelve times?” answered 
fcir Elliott Sykes, who sat next to her. 

I, “Well, what of that?” she cried gai- 

"It looks so like an evil omen, Vio- 
let,” said Miss' Vere-Gowing, giving 
their thoughts words. 

“Ha, ha!” laughed Lady Welland, 
J mockingly, “who is afraid of omens, 
I’m not.” As she spoke the ball, which 
had been whizzing round and round 
the circling wheel, stopped short. Hold- 
ing their breaths, all eagerly listened 
for the number. It was Thirteen, 
Black, for the thirteenth time! 

A sudden gasp w’ent round the table, 
and the players exchanged glances. 
But no one spoke. At length Lady 
Welland broke he silence. 

“I am tirel of playing,” she said, 
rising abruptly. “Wilfred, will you 
pay my debts? Good night, every- 
body.” 

As she w’alked quickly from the room 

i Miss Heron caught a glimpse of a 

white, strained face—an old face—the 
face of one haunted by strange fears. 

CHAPTER XXV. 
It was the 24th of December. Few, 

if any, of the guests assembled at Wel- 
land Court were aware that it was the 
first anniversary of the tragic death of 
the late owner. But the servants 

whispered among themselves; and a 

forced hilarity on Sir Wilfred’s part 
betokened a perturbed spirit. When, 
after a sleepless night, Miss Heron 

1 told him of her intention to return at 

; once to the Heronry, he cast aside his 
1 mask of gaiety and implored her to 
! remain, to help him through the day. 

“Violet seems to have no recollec- 
tion what day this is, and I am thank- 
ful. But if you stay, I shall feel that 
one who knows what I am suffering is 

; near me.” * 

So Miss Heron, ever eager to gratify 
his slightest desire, put her inclina- 

! tions aside and remained. 
Lady Welland seemed in capital 

spirits, ar.d in the morning she and 
several of the lady visitors superin- 
tended the decorating of Ashbury old 
church. 

At lunch she announced that they 
wrere going to have an unwonted treat 
that night, as she had asked the curate, 
Mr. Wander, to dine at Welland Court, 
and afterwards to give for their delec- 
tation an exhibition with the Sunday 
school magic lantern. The house par- 
ty, ready to make merry over any sort ! 

of outre entertainment, hailed the pro- j 
posal gleefully._j 

usual expression In the eyes of th ead 
mac.” 

• • * • 

Dinner that night tos a lively, eal, 
Perhaps the presence of Mr^ Winder, 
who, according to Captain Stott, resem- 
bled a reverend sheep, ^lid who cer- 

j tainly formed a strong contrast to the 

pleasure-loving idlers at Welland Court, 
; gave fillip to their enjoyment. 
| Mr. Wander’s blue ritfbon, his feeble 

I attempts at polite conversation, his 
openjmouthed astonishment when the 
sprightly Mrs. Harriden addressed her 

I lost as “dear boy” and when the Hon. 
I Jack Ormerod referred to the Bishop 
of Odswinton as “a jolly old bird,” de- 

lighted them, and they anticipated in- 

tense pleasure from the exhibition. 
It was with much suppressed merri- 

ment that the bevy crowded through 
; the hail to the scene of the entertain- 

l ment. 
When they reached the door of the 

room whereat Sir Wilfred stood smil- 
; ingly inviting them to enter, Lady 
Welland drew back. 

“Wilfred,” she said sharply, but in 
a low voice, “why do you bring us 

here? You know I don’t like this 
room.” 

“I know, dear,” he whispered in re- 

i ply, “but Wander had arranged it with 

Parkinson. It seems that the large 
window was just what was needed to 

! stretch the sheet over. Don’t say any- 

thing; it’s too late to alter it now. 

None had heard their words, save 

Miss Heron. She too had been amazed 
to find that the pictures were to be 
shewn in Sir Jasper s study, a room 

sacred to him in death as in life, the 
chamber where most of his retired 
days had been passed, and where his 

hotly had lain during the time between 
the murder and the funeral. 

Over the large northern window- 
on a couch underneath which had rest- 

ed Sir Jasper's body—was stretched 
a large white sheet, on whose surface 
wobbled a disc of light, coming from 
the table where Mr. Wander, in a state 

of extreme nervousness, fumbled un- 

certainly with divers odd-appearing in- 
struments. 

After much giggling and many jocu- 
lar remarks, the company got congen- 
ially placed in the luxurious chairs ar- 

ranged in a half-circle facing the 

great window. Lady Welland, who 
seemed to have forgotten her momen- 

v 
_ 

--- I 

LAFJX W£l‘£lA$P WAS DISCOVERED STRETCHED ON THE GROUND. 
TERRIBL E SWOON.____. 

They were grouped about the billiard ; 

room sipping their after luncheon cof- ; 
fee when Parkinson came to request 
that Lady Welland would speak with 

Sir Wilfred. 
“Where Is ycur master, Parkinson. 

asked Lady Welland. 
“He is in the dining room with Hr. 

Freeman, your ladyship. They have 

just returned from the inquest, ana 

are having luncheon.” 
Miss Heron, who sat near the hostess, 

saw her change color; but she rose 

promptly. * 

“T?ll Sir Wilfred I will join him at 

once.” Then to her guests gaily: “Dear 

people, make yourselves as happy as 

you can without "me for a little. 
fred has returned and wishes for me. 

Passing through the hall, she entered 
the dining-room without hesitation. 
Sir Wilfred and the doctor were busy 

tackling cold game pie, and washing it 

down with stout. 
"How do you do, Dr. Freeman? she 

said quietly. Then turning to her hus- 

band: “You wished to see me, Wil- 

fred ?” 
"Yes dear; sit beside us and have a 

chat. That will do. Parkinson. We 

will attend to ourselves.” 
The butler, taking the hint, left the 

room. _ 

“I wished to consult Dr. Freeman 

about your health, dear; you don t 

^look stroug,jmd that faintness yester- 
aay—” 

“I am perfectly well. There is noth- 

ing at all wrong with me, interrupted 
Lady Welland, a sudden flush on he: 

cheek and a note of defiance in her low 

voice. “My husband is never content, 

Dr Freeman, save when he tries to per- 

suade himself that I am on the verge 

of dissolution.” 
"sureiy not — 

doctor sauvely and while narrow y re- 

garding her. “Tell me how you sleep 
“I sleep splendidly. sound as the 

proverbial top," replied Lady Welland 

qU“I am so glad to hear that.” cried 

her husband; “she used to start up in 

the night erving out in terror. 1 sup- 

pole I must have disturbed her. for since 

I have gone back to my old room she 

savs she sleeps perfectly.” 
“Oh come now. that s good. 

! Dr. Freeman, still closely watching | 
i Lady Welland. 
1 Under his gaze she seemed uneasy, 

I and moved restlessly in her seat finaHy 
i rising and taking a chair near the fire. 

where she did not meet his direct oh-, 
i serration. ] 
I “Thev can make nothing of Raleigh s 

! death. Vi,” cried Sir Wilfred, as he 

; helped himself and the doctor to cheese 

“Death by the visitation of God, they 
brought it in. Queer, isn t it-■ 

“Strange, very strange, murmured 

Lady Welland absently. 
1 “Dr. Freeman says there was no trace 
! 

of poison in the body.” 
“Yes asserted the medical man, 

“there'is not the slightest trace of 

•either poison or of foul play. A s ight 
oxtcrral bruise, caused, no doubt, by 

the fall, is visible on the right side but 
! there is no sign of violence, and all the 

1 organs are quite healthy.’ 
1 “Strange,” again ejaculated Lady 

! Welland. 
! “Rut that expression on his face. 

! Hew do you account for that It 

seemed to me as though he had died 

'“••tTo^'aSwered Dr. Freeman quWly, 
“I studied the expression and my opin- 

ion is that his dying sensation was not 

t nain- but baffled rage. It left an un- 

V 

1 tarv objection to the use of that par- 

ticular room, sat in the middie of he 

front row. Miss Heron was further 

back, near her host. 
At length Mr. Wander professed him- 

self ready to begin. The lights were 

! extinguished, leaving the room in per- 
fect darkness, save for the fluttering 

ray proceeding from the recalcitrant 

Every one sat expectant, gazing up- 

on the large disc of light thrown upon 

apparently asleep, his iVad sunk on his 

j shoulder. 1 
There was no mistaking now the 

| feeling of awe that held the company, 
who scarce dared to breathe. 

The dog-cart, moving slowly, had 
! half crossed the globe of light when a 

thin figure came into view—a small 
i boyish figure riding a bicycle. Stealth- 
i ily it approached ever nearer the sleep- 

ing man, until, when quite' close, the 

j cyclist, raising the right hand, reach- 
I ed out, and with a gleaming weapon 

dealt a deadly wound on the uncov- 

ered portion of the sleeper’s neck. 
The head of the sleeping man sank 

| a little deeper on his shoulder, other- 
| wise he stirred not, and still the car- 

[ riage moved on, the cyclist following, 
closely guiding the machine In the 
wheel track. Just as the little proces- 
sion was passing beyond the disc of 
light, the rider’s face was turned for 
a moment towards the audience, who, 
staring in dumb horror, saw that the 
murderer was a woman. 

Sitting paralyzed with horror, none 
dared to move as for a moment the 
white road lay before them untenanted, 
unsullied as at first, save for the faint 
wheel-marks on the snow. Then slow- 
ly the vision faded from tlie screen, 
and the voice of Mr. Wander, who. ab- 
sorbed in his difficulties, had noticed 
nothing cf what had occurred, an- 

nounced: 
“Ladies and gentleman, I am rejoic- 

ed to be able to tell you that, the in- 
strument being now in working order, 
the entertainment will begin with a 

representation of Adam and Eve in the 
Garden of Eden.” 

The spell broken by the sound of his 
voice, a scene cf wild confusion fol- 
lowed. Then the I'ghts were turned 
up, and Lady Wellanc was discovered 
stretched on the ground in front of 
the screen, rigid and death-like, in a 
terrible swoon. 

(To be Continued.) 
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SMITHIE WAS DOWNCAST. 

Heraime Madge Didn't Seem to Care for 

Him. 
Miss Margaret is a “peach;” Smithio 

is an indefatigable suitor, and Eaton 
is Miss Margaret’s brother-in-law. 

At the most trying period of Smith- 
ie’s life Eaton was out for a vacation 
at the parental-in-law home, situated 
in a pretty village not far from the 
Wisconsin line. Smithie drove in one 

morning with a burkbonrd and took 
Eaton off for a visit at his country 
place, a few miles out. He came right 
to the point as soon as they started. 

“You and I have been friends long j 
enough to talk plainly,” he begau. 

“Yes, Smithie, that's right.” 
“And you must know the family well 

enough to be able to see why 1 fail to 
cut Ice.” 

j "Don’t you?” 
"Not at all, when it comes to any- 

thing serious. Podford, of .Milwaukee, 
seems to he getting it all his own 

I way.” 
"Who is this Podford?” 
"He seems to be a blamed nice fol- 

j low; that's the worst of it. I expect 
her folks favor him.” 

“You're all right with the folks, 
Smithie; all you've got to do Is to 
make the proper impression on the 
lady. Has she ever turned you down?” 

“1 can't get within turning down dis- 
tance of her. Every time 1 begin to 
talk seriously she starts those blamed 
jokes of here.” 

"Yes, 1 know; it’s In the family. 
How long have you been paying atteu- 
tion 111 Uadga anywa;. 

_ 

neig1^briibd<r~loirg'enough to go In 
town for new clothes. 1 vo vibrated 
like a pendulum between my place and 
her house.” 

“And you’ve never even got her to 

give you serious consideration? 
“That’s it, exactly. Drives, parties, 

and all that, all very well; hut that’s 
the limit. Now, Eaton, what’s wrong?” 

"I can’t see. You’re a gentleman 
and comfortably fixed. You've shown 

your sentiments plainly. '1 he family 
ail like you, but we can’t help you.” 

i “But what can you suggest r_ 
-f- -.— 

Milwaukee girl’s had best pause an< 

try to refall a single Instance in whicl 
the deco$ game ever failed in 1U pur 
pose.—Chicago Tlmes-Herald. 

Years Old. 

It Would Have Been the Queon’i 
Delight Could It Have Come Witt 
Her Jubilee—Always Celebrated 

by Dinners of Merchants and 

j Royal Festivities — Romances ot 
This Institution. 

London, July 15.—If the Queen could 
have deferred her jubilee a month she 

| might have had the pleasure of cele- 

brating the birthday of her richest in- 
stitution along with the birthday oi 

: her crown. 
On July 27 the Bank of England, 

I “the Old Lady of Threadneedle street,” 
will be 203 years old. 

The bank was organized July 27, 
16*4. 

j William Paterson, a clever Scotch- 
man, conceived the idea of a national 
bank to defray the expeuses of the war 

with France. He began it as a private 
institution, and when Willlamfili 
needed money for the French w. if Japan 
unhesitatingly loaned him every piced to 

; in the vaults! In return for this fl> wore 

l the government made itself responAfhap* 
for the return of the money, amlF that 

1 the "Bank of England” came into < will 

| istenee. 

Afterwards Parliament tried to p.iy*** 
; the debt and free itself from '‘tlioj* 
Bank,” but so earnest and anxious ^ 
were the people to have it continue, \ 
so that they could have a safe place 
for their money, that it dually became 
a permanent institution. 

In all the jubilee parade no more his- 
toric or picturesque position was pass- 
ed than the square on which the Bank 
of England stands. 

It occupies a whole block, and, 
though It is only one story high. It is 

a massive, impressive-looking build- 
ing. It is located in the very heart of 
London. Across the street ia the Man- 
sion House. On Hr left front is the 

Royal Exchange, while on the big as- 

phalted roadway in front half a dozen 
Btreets pour out their stream of people. 
Broad, Lombard, Cornbill, King Wil- 
liam. Cheapslde and Queen Victoria 
streets all lead to the Bank of Eng- 
land. 

As is necessary, when the credit of a 

nation Is at stake, the Bank of Eng- 
land is conducted on the most up- 

right, even lavish, principles. Its notes 
are paid, as United States government 
bonds are paid, and Indeed mean much 
the game thing, as far as the nation a 

credit is concerned. 
There are many romantic stories con- 

nected with the Bank of England. One 
is of a bank director who, iu 1740, de- 

posited £30,000 and took out from tho 
cashier a note. He went home, laid 
the note on the table and fell asleep. 
When he awoke It whs gone. He be- 
lieved it had blown into the fire. He 
made affidavit to this effect and re- 

ceived the money back. Thirty years 
after he died the note was presente 

Oner 'a pr ie *nuu. rrv r,. 

i: 
presented them anti \ »< 

payment. Instantly the l’oil 

,|nto 'ti" « xchang* and J 
th I Bank of 

insolvent. It had refused J 
own notes. A messenger* 
hank stepped out. whisper* 
and a minute later the i’<>* 
the money. ■ 

The Hank of Kngland is * 

guarded that a robbery 1» ■ 
But forgery < itr always t* 

THE Bf-NK OF ENGLAND WILL BEJ03 YEARS OLDNEXT TfESDAY. 
_ 

the dim whiteness of the stalet. O'or 

the heads of the audlencefthe shaft 

struck, revealing here a gfmpse of a 

well brushed short-oropnf head, or 

there scintillating on a dflmcnd comb. 

Still the company wa®d, and sun 

Mr. Wander, humbly arflogetic, pot- 
tered with his sides a#l apparatus. 
The audience, in that coilented. easily 

amused mood which folows a good 
dinner, were laughing #nd exchang- 

ing flippant remarks, whan something 
occurred that stopped tlrir bandm- 

age. 1 
Within the circle of lilbt on the 

sheet before them a p.cture^as grad- 
ually forming. 

Vague at first, nebulous, ''"Jive, it 

slowly assumed, while all gaz^L the 

character of a scene. 

It was a wintry night, and a^Jad 
covered with untrodden snow. AC»e 
further side stood fur tree*, sf»ent Mlu 

tinels of the highway. Above thelfc 

dark tops a few stars twmk.ed in 

moonless sky. 1 

There was nothing in the aspect of 

the picture to account for t e 

that gripped the company. None spoh- 
or moved. All continued to look spell- 
bound as a bright light shone on the 

dark road, and a low dog-cart came 

i slowly into sight, passing almost 

•out making a tract.over the ^ard 
snow-covered road. The path 

i ed to lie on a slope, and the * 

young man well wrapped up 
the cold, drove tarefu.ly, \co\dn% 
neither to right nor to left. The entire 

carriage coming into the line of 
^ 

1 revealed a man seated on the back seat. 

“Only the decoy game.” 

“Make1 a little trip to Milwaukee; h 

few days later go again. being care.ui 

not to see Madge between the two 

visits Make the second visit a month 

lone and devote that montu assidu- 

ously to one girl. ^Yo^rnay 
raent to her be announced. Youi ma* 

; let her into the secret or not as >ou 

choose; but she must ^e a prett. at- 

tractive girl, or you won t fool Madge 

I for a minute.” 
j "Gad. man. do you think I’d dare do 

l anything like that?” 
"It’s vour only chance; I advise you 

j to play'it.” And Eaton would say no 

| more. 

j \ few weeks later Miss Margaret , 

j came to visit her sister. Eaton's wife, 

he“HoVarcCyo« and Smithie getting 
! .ion.." Eaton Inquired. 
; Reall? I never «ee Sm thie ar.r 

more“ ,he said, tracing dealgna on a 

L book with her finger. 
I "How’s .that?” 
\ “Don’t ycu know? He’s in Mll^“ 
,Moe rro«t all the time now, and they 

; sK he’s engaged to one of the sweetest 

^rlB in Milwaukee.” 
^ ififthl” said Eaton. 
.“ ip true, I’m «or*/* Miss Margaret 

sal Lind she sighed almost imper- 
i cQp 

night Eaton wrote a letter, 

j A was last fall. The answer to 

i tl r came yestrday in the shape 
ol vitation; and any one uncer- 

U whether that invitation eon- 

I u name or Ue 

any rtrmr moneyed in"uuu: hi 1 « 

I*, was founded forgery was male ■ 
nishment, but in 1‘-" 

was fibolished. In that year «o0 p'-'kV 
pl« were beheaded f< r forg ry. 

" 

The Queen of England is Immense,7 

proud of her hank. And it was one of 

the regrets of her Jubilee that it* 

birthday celebration could not come a', 

the same time. It Is her proudest la* 
Btltutlon, and would truly b<- l ucl* 

Sam*# glory were he to establish a #!®* 

liar one. 
EDWARD COLQUITH. 

-—o—-- 

SPORT HE COULD EKJOT. 

Washington Star. 

A man who looked the picture of met 

ancholy ar.d physical discomfort ««« sit- 

ting on the front step of a store which 

had been clos'd in honor of Independents 
Day. Every time a patriotic explosion oc 

curved he gave a nervous Jump. 
“What's the matter?** raid his friend 

"Aren't you going to Join the festivities? 
“No. I don't like gunpowder.*' 
“But Isn't there anything that you’d en 

Joy? This Is a holiday, you know, ar.d s 

Utile Innocent diversion li only appropr: 
ate.” 

“Yes, there's one form of sport th*1 

would suit me first-rate." 
”What is that?” 
“I'd like to go somewhere and thro* 


