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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. 
Chapters L to III.-Lawrenc* Jen. a re- 

tired inujor. wno had active 
in West Africa, purchases a ho us- in sur- 

rey which he calls “Asha ntee." tie adopts 
> two boys, Maurice Alyuitr ana uav 

Sarby. Growing: up they both fan 1,1 
with the yiin« girl. Imbeila Dallas, wrr 

favors the suit of the .ornier. At a ““** 

ner at Major Jen's Dr. Etwaid It a guesi. 
He is a mystirlous man. ski lad api>a:*n,- 
ly in p&iiaistry and other occult sciences. 

Studying Maurice's hand he tell: hiai n 

is doomed to a life in d-ath if »»*• marries. 
During the interview it transpires that 

not only the two young m« n. but nr. **--• 

wald himself. » in low with Miss Dallas. 

This lady is urged by a i-t \trx skilled fti the my? ten s of DIM to .n^.„ 
Dr. Etwald. whom the calls a man. 

* Ktwald is shown a curious stick b> -Ma- 

jor Jen. which came from foreign part*, 
the grasping of which i? certain death. 
An old tramp, nam d Battersea, a pro- 
tege of Miss Dallas’s, spc..as to Dido the 

negress, and tells her that the doctor only 
mentioned two won.s to hun— the D«vu 

Stick.'* The in gres- started and t.irew up 
* h. hsadi la _ 

Chapters IV. to VI.—Dido, the negress, 
throws Battersea into a hypnotic state, 
and gets to know ih situation and de- 

acripton of the devi.fti k. Maurice to 
on the point of asking Mrs. Dal.as for the 
hand ot Isabella, but forestaneu by Dr. 

Etwald. Isabella declares her love Top 

Maurice, and .he doctor repeats that Mau- 

rice wili ha\e a life in death it ne mar- 

ries. Etwa.d Offers to buy me stick trom 

Jen, but he tit- lints. and shortly after- 

, wards the sti ,;1 1 

Chapters \ ll. .o l.\ -M\ ery surrounds 
the disappear.tnv e of ta*. vil-stick. Mau- 
rice sets out on a \i-.it to Deanmiu.ster, th> 
residence of Dr. EtwaKi, and that ;aJiie 

evening his bcuy is iojnd on Hie road. 
His right hand is ratened in the palm. 
Major Jen. \v:.u nnds the oody, all putted 
and bloated, ixcijonis ih utvil-stlck, by 
heaven:'* 

CHAPTER IX.—Continued. 

In due time Etwald arrived, for the 
groom had been fortunate enough to 

find him at home. On hearing of the 
affair he expressed the deepest con- 

cern, and putting all other business 
on one side he came back to “Ashan- 
tee“ in tiie dag-cart. Before seeing Jen 
he went up to Alymer's room, and ex- 

amined the body of the unfortunate 
young man. Having satisfied himself 

I as far as he was able, without making 
a post-tnortem examination, he came 

down to the library where Jen awaited 
him. 

“Well, Etwald.” cried the Major, 
when he saw the tall form of the doc- 
tor at the door, “have you seeu him?” 

“I have seen it,” corrected Etwald, 
with professional calmness; “the poor 

! fellow' is dead, Major—dead from blood 
poisoning,” 

“i knew it; I guessed it—the devil- 
stick.” 

•"That may be.” rejoined Etwald, 
taking a seat, “but I cannot be sure. 

I see neither yon nor 1 know any- 
I thing of the poison which was in the 

handle of that African instrument. 

A w hat are you talking of." 1 e 

{'Ai “You s; tiut 

Hi ^ *hI of blood p.i sotr.ng. 
V "loouk! he have come by that 
H Pve being touched or struck with the 

fcvii-stick? No one in the neighbor- 
ly ll>od was likkly to possess auy weapon 

lively to corrupt the blood. If Mau- 
1^^ rice had been stabbed or shot, or if 

f his head had been smashed in. I could 
understand the crime—or rather the 

> Motive fur the crim< b< ter; but as 

it is the person who stole the devil- 
stick must have killed him.” 

“And who stole the devil-stick/4 
i asked Etwald coolly. “If I forget not. 

Major, you asked me the other day if 
I did.4* 

“Y'es. but I was wrong. I made a 

mistake. 
“A mistake that under the present 

dispensation of things might prove 
awkward for me,” said Etwald. ,#I 
was no friend to the dead man: I 

did not like him. nor he me. We both 

f 
loved the same woman—we were 

rivals. What, then, so easy as for 

you to say—for a jury to believe— 
that 1 had stolen the devil-stick and 
killed Mr. Alymer* so as to get him 
out of my way.” 

“I never thought of such a thing.” 
protested Jen. *,I do not suspect you. 

“Then whom do you suspect?” asked 

I Etwald, fixing his dark eyes on the 
Major. 

“Dido—the negress. of Mrs. Dallas!” 
Etwald shook his head and smiled. 
“But that is ridiculous." said he. 

“The commission of a crime presup- 
poses a motive. Now w hat motive had 
Dido to kill your friend?” 

‘■jifce hated Maurice and she did not 

I waft him to marry Miss Dallas." 
Neither did 1, if 1 remember right- 

ly .*• said Etwald dryly. “Besides. 
l)#o—as you proved—did not steal 
qp devil-stick. However, if you are 

.picious of her go orr to-nmraiw 

d see Mrs. Dallas, it will be :*s 

-ell to be sure of your ground i» re 

lafcing a public affair of it. By the 

ay, 1 suppose you will have a detec- 
ive down from Londou to sift ths 

flair to the bottom?” 
[ “1 don't know; I'm not sure." 

“I should if 1 were you. Mr. Sarby 
Is in London. Why not wive up to him 

to bring down a clever man from 

I 
Scotland 1 arn; 

"If I though that- But,” added 
Jen, breaking off. "How did you kuow 

that David was in London? 
"Oh.” rejoined Etwald quietly. "Mr. 

Alymer told me so to-night." 
"To-night!” echoed Jen. starting up. 

"You saw Maurice to-night?” 
“Certainly! About an hour and a 

half before he was murdered.” 
"At Deanminster?” 
"At my house at Deanminster.” re- 

plied the doctor with great delibera- 
tion. 

"So It was you whom he went to 

see on business to-night?” 
Etwald shrugged hi9 shoulders. 
"I don’t know if you rail it busi- 

ness.” he said, after a pause. ”1 asked 
Mr. Alymer to call and see me and 
sent the message by that tramp uanud 

Battersea." 
“1 remember his coming. G* on. 

please.” 
"Mr. Alymer called, as I said.” ton- 

tinued Etwald. “And then I told him 
that Miss Dallas was ill from heing 
prevented by her mother from aeeing 
him. That I was sorry for the poor 
young lady, and that I gave up my 

position as a rival. In fact, added 
the doctor. “I advised Mr. Alymer to 
teee Miss Dallas and marry her as 

lorn as he cmld.” 
"But why did you wish to act in 

this generous manner?” 
"For the very simple reason that 

Miss Dallas is of a delicate and ner- 

vous constitution." said Etwald. “If 
l§he does not marry Mr. Alymer. with 
jrhom ehe is in love, she may die. 

11 quite forget that I should speak in 
the past tense now, Major. Mr. Aly- 
mer is dead, and Miss Dallas may 
pine away of grief. It was to pre- 
vent such a catastrophe from occur- 

ring that I surrendered my claim to 
her hand.” 

“Very generous of you. indeed,” said 
Jen, ironically; "but 1 do not see why 
you should behane in such a noble 
manner when you were so much iu 
love with the girl.” 

"It is for that reason that I changed 
my mind. As you know, I have been 
atiending upon Mrs. Dallas this week, 

I and I saw plainly enough rhai my 
i case was hopeless; that the girl was 

dying to marry Alyruer. Besides,” 
1 said Etwald carelessiy, “the mother 

was not on my side.” 
"She wants Isabella to marry Da- 

| vid.” 
"So I hear; and he is in town, as 

j Mr. Alyruer told me to-night. But 
what are you going to do about the 

matter, Major?” 
"Give notice to the police.” 

! "There will be a post-mortem, of, 
course,” said Etwald, carelessly. j 

So, no! I hope not,” cried Jen, 
horrified at the idea. 

"But there must be,” insisted Et-j 
wald. cruelly. "Alymer died of poison, \ 
and it must be proved that such was 

the case. Then we may learn if he j 
perished from the poison of the devil- : 

stick. Afterwards yuiu must get a de- 
tective to search for the person who 1 

; stole it from your smoking-room. ; 

Once he or she is found, and tile as- 

\ sassin of your poor friend will be in j 
custody. 

*• ‘He or she,’ repeated Jen, slowly. ( 
“L)ido 1 mentioned; but ‘he!' who is 
‘he?’ 

"Ah. that is what we wish to find 
out,” said the doctor, gravely. “But 
how do I know? Battersea may be 
the thief.” 

‘Th; thief and the murderer!” 
“VVeli. no. Major. On second 

thougnts 1 do not think it is wise to ; 

couple those two words as yet. The 
thief may not he the murderer, and— 
but what can I say?” broke off Etwald 
suddenly. “As yet we know nothing. 
It is late now, Major, and I must get 

| back. Shall I give information to the 
police?” 

"if you will be so kind,” said the 
Major listlessly, and he let the doctor 

go away without another word. 
All through that long night he knelt 

beside the bed upon which lay the 
corpse of the man whom he had loved 
as a son. The bedroom of Maurice was 

n the ground floor and the windows 
looked out on to a little lawn which 
was girdled by thick trees in which 
the nightiugales weie siuging. The 
sorrowful songs of the birds, Hitting in 
the moonlight and amid the cloistral 

[ uu.nr of the trees, seemed to Jen like ; 

» requiem ovex- the youn*- life whioh | 
haA. pasted away. The Major was 

brv ken-hearted by the sorrow which 
had come upon him. and when he is- 
sued from the chamber of death he 
looked years older than when he enter- 
ed it. It seemed to his big, loviu^ 
heart as though the woman he »ovcd 
!*•* 1 died anew in the person of her 
eon. 

ortunately he was not forced to 

sorrow aloue; towards midday David 
arrived from town, tided with grief 
and surprise at the untimely end of j 
Maurice. He found the Major in the 
library, and grasped him by the hand 
with genuine sorrow. 

"My poor uucie, he said in a low 
voice. "1 cannot teii you what 1 feel. 
Etwald telegiupxieu to uie the lust 

tiling iu the morning, and l came 

tli ..a by the earnest uaiu lifere was. 

iJoor Aiaunce!—and we parted m 

auger.” 
.uore s the pity, signed Jcu, lean- 

ing upon the shoulder of iauru}; “but 
you cuerish no auger m your heart 
uow?” 

"God forbid, sir:” 
Dawti fcpoae so fervidly that Jen 

saw pwUuiy that he meant what lie 
said, i he massive face of the young 
man looked worn and haggard in the 
seat cuing light of morning, aud what- 
ever enmity the love ol the same! 
woman bad sown between him aud 
the dead, it was not to he deuied thut 
he was suffering cruelly from remorse 

at th- lr unhappy difference. Jen was 

sorry, but von in his owu grief he 
could not forbear a stab. 

“You can marry Isabella now,” he 
| said bitterly. 

“No!" said David, faintly, turning 
his face away. "At least, not yet.” 

I ho Major looked at him for u mo- 

rn* nt or two, then, with a new idea in 
his head, he took David by the hand ! 
and led him into the chamber of 
death. 

I “Swear.” said he. “that you will not. 

marry Isabella Dallas until you have 
his* n-cred and punished the murderer 
of Maurice." 

David swore. 

CHAPTER X -FURTHER MYS- 
TERY. 

Great was the dismay throughout 
the country side when it became 
known that Maurice Alymer had been 
murdered. The dead man was well 
known in drawing-room and in hunt- 

ing field, so that there was hardly a 

person of consequence in the county 
who could r.ot claim at least a bowing 
acquaintance with him. Moreover. 
Maurice was one of those men who 

are always popular, and much sympa- 
thy was manifested for his untimely 
death. Also the mysterious way in 
which he had come to his end, the ab- 
sence of any known motive, and the 
knowledge that the deceased had no ! 
enemies—all these things combined to j 
raise public curiosity to the highest | 
pitch. The inquest on the dead body 
was awaited with much anxiety, 

j Crowds of peonle came from all 

parts of the country to view the scene 

of the crime, and. if possible, to gain 
a glimpse of Jen and David, who as 

relatives—as it might be said—of the 
deceased were notonous for the time 
being; but thanks to the presence of 
the police and the vigi’ance cf Tngeard 
the morbid crowd of sieht-seers were 

unab’e to gratify their curiosity. The 
two men remained in seclusion, and 
saw no one save Dr. Erwald. A sym- 
pathetic message arrived from Mrs. 

! Dallas, which considering the way she 
had behaved towards Maurice, the 
Major regarded as a gratuitous insult. 

“Can't she let the poor man rest in 

[ his gra-ve?” said Jea wratkfully. “It is 

all through her opposition to the match 
that this has come about!” 

‘‘Oh, you can’t say that. Uncle Jen,” 
I remonstrated David. 

"Yes, I can, sir. If Maurice had not 
been prevented from seeing Isabella 
there would have been no necessity for 
him to call on Etwald at Deanminster; 
and if he had not done that he would 
not have been on the high road in the 
night to meet with his death. Mrs. 
Dallas and her infernal negress are at 
the bottom of the whole accursed 

business.” 
Of course, this was mere raving on 

1 the part of Jen, who had no reason to 
I connect either woman with the crime; 
! but the poor man was beside himself 
with grief at the loss of Maurice, and 

hardly knew what he was saying. Be- 
ing in this frame of mind, he was by 
no means pleased w’hen, shortly after 
the delivery of Mrs. Dallas’ message, 
Dido made her appearanec with a re- 

quest for a personal interview. 
“I shan’t see that black witch,” 

cried the poor Major. “David—Et- 
wald, send her away.” 

“I w'ouldn’t if I w’ere you. Major.” 
1 
said .Etwald, judiciously; “she might 
be the bearer of valuable information, 
likely to lead to the detection cf Aly- 
nier's assassin.” 

“Then let her see the police, sir, al- 
though I don’t agree with you. She 
is not the woman to put the rope 
around her own neck—black as it 
is.” i 

“But, surely. Uncle Jen, you don’t 
look upon her as the guilty person!” 

“How do I know who is guilty?’ j 
snapped Jen. “I wish I did! I'd hang I 
him or her. But this black wretch 
and her confounded mistress have to 
do with the death of my poor boy, 
I am certain.” 

“I doubt it. “But will you see Dido 
or shall I send her away?” 

"Yes—no—yes. That is, I don’t wish 
to see her. Ask her what she wants, 
David.” 

David left the room and remained 
absent for some time. On his return 
he stated that Dido had come with a 
me-sage from Isabella and that she 
refused to deliver it to anyone save 
the Major. Seeing that the negress 
was thus insistent, and wondering 

what.Miss Dallas might want with him 
at st) painful a time, Jen yielded and 
Dido was admitted into the library. 
She looked taller, more massive, and 
more sullen than ever, and though 
she trembled at tne sight of Dr. Et- 
wald—who, by the way, kept his dark 
eyes fixed studiously on her—she was 

fairly composed when she addressed 
the Major. 

My lil missy want you. sir,” said 
Dido, going straight to the point. 

“What does she want to see me 
about?” asked Jen, coldly. 

“1 no know, massa! She weep! She 
ill! She make terrible bobbery, dat 
poo* girl. Massa come an’ see my lil 
missy dis day!” 

“I can’t at present. The police are 
in the house. There is a lot to be at- 
tended to. Tell your mistress, Dido, 
that I’ll see her to-morrow.” 

“She want you to-day!” Insisted 
Dido, obstinately. 

“1 have given you the message,” 
said Jen, sharply. “Tell her I'll see her 
to-morrow. And now. Dido, I want 
to know what you have to do with 
this crime?” 

“I massa! Ole Dido, she do nuffin. 
Masa Maurice he die Voodoo! Oh, 
yes!” 

By that devil-stick poison?” 
“Me not know what debbil-stick is. 

I no touch him!” 
it *as clearly Impossible to learfl 

anything from so obstinate a creature, 
.so Jen repeated that he would call 

upon Isabella upon the morrow, and 
dismissed the negress. As she left the 
room Dr. Etwald followed her and on 

his return mentioned c.isually that he 
had been giving Dido some instructions 
as to what was to be done with i.>a- 
bella. 

“The girl is nervously excited, he j 
explained, "and now that she has sus- 

tained this shock of Mr. Alj’iners j 
death there is no knowing what com- 

plications may ensue,” 
“You don’t think her life is in dan- 

ger?” asked David, in a faltering tone. ■, 

“No; but I fancy her reason is.” 
Here Jen looked suddenly at Etwaid. 

and recalled the dinner at whit 1 the 
doctor had read the dead mac s hand. 
Then he had prophesied ill ot Maurice 
—an ill which it would seem had been 
fulfilled. Now. with equal curtness, he 
was prognosticating evil for Isabella. 
Vexed at such cios.tings, Jen spoke 
abruptly. 

“You are a prophet of evil. Etwald.” < 

said he. “First, my poor Maurice; now 

Miss Dallis.” 
“As to that.” replied Etwald with 

deliberation, “I foretell that Miss Dal- 
las may get ill from perfectly natural 
Mgns. She was in love with Alymer; 
she is of a highly exciteable and ner- 

vous character, so it is easy to know 
that unless great care is exercised, 
her brain may be affected.” 

“But with regard to Maurice?” 
“Quite a different thing. I read in 

his hand that he would be subject to 

a state of Life in Death.’’ 
“Which, as we guessed, meant par- 

alysis or catalepsy." said David. “But, 
as you see. poor Maurice is dead. Y'our 
prophesy was false." 

Etwald shrugged his shoulders. 
"It would stem so," he assented. 

“Mr. Alymer is dead, as you say; so 

the term Life in Death cannot be ap- 
plied to his present state of nou-exist- 

> ni will admit that I fore- 
told that evil would happen to him 
if he decided to marry Miss Dallas. 
It has turned out as I thought." 

“True, doctor." remarked Jen, keep- 
ing his eyes fixed on the swart, face 
of the other. And is that all you 
have to say?” 

“All? What else do you expect me 

to say?" demanded Etwald. coldly. 
"Say, wno do you think killed 

Maurice?” 
"That is beyond my powers!’ 
“Then who stole the devil-6tick?” 
“I can’t answer that question, 

either." said the doctor, taking up his 

hat. “A detective may be able to as- 

sist you on those points. Engage one!" 
“No." said Jen. linking David by the 

arm. “We don’t need aid from the 

law to learn who killed Maurice, and 
avenge his death. David and myself 
will find the guilty person!" 

"Really. I hope you will succeed. 
But the’ case like this requires a 

trained intelligence such as you will 
find in a detective. Of course, you 
may command my services, Major, but 

1 am afraid you will not succeed." 
“We shall see.” replied Jen, who was 

as obstinate as a mule on some points. 
“I am no fool.” 

“Certainly not,” rejoined Etwald. 
with something like a sneer. “But 
you are also no detective.” 

“That we shall see.” retorted the 
Major, vexed by the sarcasm.andthere- 
upon gave EtwaJd to understand by 
look and manner that he wished to be 
alone with David. When the doctor j 
had taken himself off. and was walk- 
ing past the library window towards 
the curve of the avenue where it ran 
into the woods, Jen looked after him J 

with a lowering face, and laid an In- 
quiring finger on David’s arm. 

“Do you trust that man, my boy?” 
he asked, gravely. 

“Nc,” returned Sarby, after a pause. 
“I think he is a bad lot.” 

“I am sure of it; and what’s more,” 
added Jen. nodding, “it is my opinion 
that he knows who killed Maurice, if 
indeed he did not do it himself.” 

David shook hie head. 
“I don’t think so,” said he with con- 

viction. “Why should he kill Mau- 
rice?” 

“The lad was his rival.” 
“Mine also, Major. Yet you don’t 

suspect me of the deed.” 
“God forbid that my heart should 

harbor so ill a thought.” cried Jen. 
with natural horror. “But I tell you 
what, David. We must sift this affair 
to the bottom. Maurice is dead, his 
assassin is at large, so we must catch 
him.” 

“Him, Uncle Jen?” 
“Or her,” added the Major. “For all 

I know that black witch may have 
something to do with the crime. Like- 
ly enough if she knows how to mani- 
pulate the devil stick.” 

“But she denied knowledge of the 
devil stick. 

"Lies, lies, lies!” said Jen, Ecornfully. 
“If I could only—But enough of this 
for the time being.” he added abruptly. 
“We will talk of these things on a 
more fitting occasion.” 

The hours dragged heavily along in 
that house of mourning. The body of 
the dead man lay in the little chamber 
which looked out upon the laurel-en- 
circled lawn. It was covered with a 
white sheet, the hands were folded up- 
on the breast, and flowers had been 
laid thereon by the major. Over the 
face a handkerchief had been thrown, 
as the once handsome features were so 
discolored as to be absolutely repul- 
sive to the sight. There was something 
terrible in the rigidity cf the long form 
stretched out so stiffly under the sheet. 
In the chamber candles were burning, 
and Jaggard was watching near the 
corpse. He was to watch throughout* 
the night. 

On the morrow the post-mortem ex- 
amination was to take place; and the 
inspector of police at Deanminster had 
left a man in the house to look after 
the interests of‘justice. As yet the in- 
spector—no very gifted man at the 
most.—was doubtful of the proper 
course to pursue. A crime had been 
committed, the victim was a very well 
known gentleman; so here, if any- 
where. was a chance of covering him- 
self with glory by discovering the as- 
sassin. But Arkel—the inspector in 
question—had only experience in bu- 
colic crimes of the rick-burning order, 
or at the worst the poker murders of 
laborers. The subtlety with which 
this deed had been accomplished baf- 
fled him. He could not grasp the idea 
of the devil stick, or even take in the 
mode of the death. If Arkel were to 
be the avenger of Almyer’s death the 
assassin ran an excellent chance of 
getting on Scott rree. 

David retired early to bed, as he 
was quite worn out with the anxieties 
of the day; but Jen was too grieved to 
sleep. He remained in the library, 
thinking over his great loss and won- 

dering what wretch, could had taken 
that young life. Towards 12 o'clock 
he went to the kitchen, and had a 
short conversation with the policeman, 
who was a stupid bucolic youth with 
no more brains than a pumpkin. Af- 
terwards he sought the chamber of 
death, to see that Jaggard was not 

round the house, to satisfy hims°lf 
that the windows and doors were bolt- 
ed and barred. All these things done, 
he returned to the library. 

At first he read and smoked, then 
he paced up and down, thinking of his 

dead lao, aiTTl finally as the hands of 
the clock drew to midnight, he threw 

himself into a chair, anu worn out in 
body and mind, the old man slept pro- 
foundly. Hour after hour passed ?h 

silence*; the moon sot, and the night 
grew darker, as the wind rose and 
moaned through the woods round the 

house. Save the muttering of the 

breeze and the ticking of the clock, 
not a sound was to be heard in that sil- 
ent room wherein Jen slept heavily. 

Suddenly he woke with a start. 

Some one was rapping gently on the 

shutters of the middle window. Glanc- 

ing at the clock, Jen saw that it was 

three in the morning, and, wondering 
who could be outside ».t such an un- 

timely an hour, he rose to open the 

window. With care, begotten by old 

experience, lie picked up his re\ol\er, 
and held it ready while unbolting the 

window shutters. When they were 

thrown open he saw a white figure 
with outstretched hands standing be- 

fore the window. 
“Good Loid. Miss Dallas! You here? 

At this hour?” 
“Yes. yes,” whispered the girl, step- 

ping into the room. 1 got out of my 

bedroom window and escaped lrom my 
mother and Dido. I want to see Mau- 

rice.” 
“But if you—” 
‘•Maurice! Maurice!” interrupted the 

girl*, wildly. “Take me to the dead 
chamber.” 

Seeing from her looks that she was 

too distraught to be argued with, Jen 

led her out of the library and into the 

dead man's room. Then he uttered a 

cry, which was echoed by a wild 
shriek from the girl. 

The bed was empty—the corrse was 

gone. 

CHAPTER XT.—MAJOR JEN, DE- 
TECTIVE. 

Astounded and horrified, the Major 
with Isabella Dallas clinging to his 

arm, stood staring at the empty bed. 
The candles were still burning, but 
Jaggard hail fallen from his chair, and 
was lying a huddled heap upon the 
floor. The one window of the room 

was wide open, and the wind—now 

blowing freely—was shaking a loose 

shutter to and fro. The shock of the 

discovery was so terrific that Jen. for 

once in his life, lost his presence of 
mind. He was recalled to his senses 

by the wild voice of Isabella. 

“Maurice! Maurice! Where is he?" 
she cried, leaving the Major, and rush- 

ing towards the empty bed. “You said 
be was here—my poor dead love; but 
I can’t see him. Where is he? Where 
is he?" 

“God knows!” stammered Jen turn- 

ing his horrilied gaze on the poor girl. 
He did not know what to do. Isabella 
was in a dangerous state of hysteria. 
She had little on but a loose white 
dressing-gown, and her presence in 
the house at three o’clock in the morn- 

ing was enough to overpower Jen's 
sense of the reasonable, independent 
of the crowning horror of the missing 
corpse. At this juncture the much- 
needed aid came from without. David 
Sarby rushed into the room. 

He was half-clothed, pale as the 
white dress of Isabella Dallas, and ev- 

idently. from the wild look in his eyes 
and the quivering of his nether lip. 
badly scared. Stopping short a few 
paces from the door, he held up the 
lamp which he carried, to survey the 
astonishing scenes before him. The 

Bight of Jen tongue-tied and immova- 
ble, of Isabella weeping on her knees 
by the bedside, of the bed Itself va- 

cant of its dead occupant—all these 
things were calculated to shock even 

stronger nerves than those of David 
Sarby. Nevertheless, after a pause, as 

of sheer astonisment, he managed to 
stammer out a question. 

“Did—did she cry out?” he asked, 
nodding towards the girl. "1^ heard a 
shriek.” 

His presence and question unlocked 
the Major's tongue. 

“Yes,” be replied in a hesitating 
manner, as of one unusqd to speech. 
"She came to the library window ten 
minutes ago, having escaped from the 
custody of her mot ho.* and Dido. Quite 
hysterical, as you see. and bent upon 
seeing our pojr dead lad. To pacify 
her I brought her here, but, as you 
see-” 

4*ihe body is gone!” cried David, 
hurrying towards the bed. 

“Gone! gone!” moaned Isabella, ris- 
ing. “Oh. my dear dead lover!” 

"Jaggard!” 
“There!” said Jen. pointing to the 

inanimate form of his old servant. 
“He is asleep or dead.” 

“Dead!” wailed Isabella, catching at 
the word. “Maurice, dead!” 

“We must alarm the house.” cried 
Sarby, in a horrified tone, and there- 
upon walked swiftly towards the door. 
Before he could reach it the Major, 
having recovered his presence of mind, 
seized him by the arm. 

“No, no!” said Jen, hastily. “Do not 
bring anyone here as yet. We must 
think of this poor girl, David. Take 
her home at once. When you are both 
nut of the house I shall give the alarm. 
You understand: no one must know 
that Miss Dallas has been in my house 
at this hour. 

*‘I quite agree with you.” said Daria, 
simply; and, turning to Isabella he 
took her gently by the hand. Come. 
Miss Dallas. This is no place for you.” 

“Maurice,” muttered Isabella, look- 
ing piteously at him. 

"Maurice is not here. Come, Miss 
Dallas: let me take you back to your 
mother.” 

“My mother is so cruel,’” said Isa- 
bella, in a low tone, “and I feel so 

ill.” she continued, raising her hand 
to her loose hair. “Yes, yes; I must 
go home. But Maurice—my dear 
Maurice.” 

“I shall tell you all about it to-mor- 
row.” answered Jen. soothingly, and 
led her out of the room. “At the pres- 
ent moment you must go home with 
Mr. Sarhy. David, there is a loose 
cloak of mine in the hall. Wrap it 
round her and come into the library. 
It is best that she should leave in the 
way she came.” 

David did as he was told, and snatch- 
ed up his own ulster after wrapping up 
Isabella. In the library they found 
the Major re-orening the shutters of 
tho window, which he had closed on 

the girl's entry. When he flung them 
wide, a gust of wind blew inward, 
sprinkling him with moisture. 

“Rain,” said Jen. drawing back. 
“All the better; there will be no spies 
about you. and you can take Miss Dal- 
las home without being observed.” 

Taking the girl by the hand. David 
led her towards the window. She was 

in a half-dazed condition, the result of 
the strong excitement which had im- 

pelled her to make this midnight visit, 
and her nerves being thus dulled, she 
surrendered herself passively to the 

guidance of David. Only at the win- 

dow did she pause, and look steadfast- 
ly at the Major. 
or”niy*deaf*itaurice*s"i’oify!’ '.duTsauV; 
quietly. 

“I promise you," said Jen. with a 

look of stern determination on his 

face. 
“And you will let me know?” 
“I promise you.” said Jen, again. 

“Please go, Miss Dallas, there is no 

time to be lost, and you must not be 

found here.” 
Thus entreated. Isabella stepped out 

into the night, and in a moment or so, 
she was swallowed up in the dark- 

ness with her companion. Left alone, 
the Major dosed the window, bolted 
and barred the shutters, and then has- 

tened back to the death chamber, 
where he rang the bell. In a few min- 
utes the footman, half-dressed, and 
half-asleep, made his appearance; 
then came the policeman hastily, from 

the kitchen; flral’y. as the bell still 
continued ringing, all the other ser- 

vants. male and female, poured into 

the term. A single glance showed 
them what had occurred—the insen- 

sible .laggard, the empty bed, the open 
window. A Babel of voices ensued. 

“Silence, all of you.” cried Jen, au- 

thoritatively. “We must act, not talk. 
Two of you take Jaggard to his room. 

Tell the groom to ride at once to 

Deanminister for Dr. Etwald and In- 

spector Arkel. Sampson!” he added, 
turning to the policeman who was 

stolidly staring at the empty bed. 
“rouse yourself. Take lanterns, and 
search for footmarks. There must 

have been more than one person to 

earn* off a dead body. 
These directions were obeyed at once. 

The house, the grounds, the whole wild 

night with its driving tempest became 

radiant with lights and alive with t< r>i- 
fied men. That a human being should be 

murdered was suflhdent'.y ghastly with- 

out this crowning horror of a missing 

body coming after. Every man looked on 

his fellow with suspicion: in the yellow 
light of the lanterns, dimly through the 

steady downpour of the rain. cou*d be 

seen pallid faces and scared expressions. 
And while the men-fulk seourtd the 

house, the park, and the adjacent lanes 

environing “Ashantee." the female ser- 

vants. unnerved and hysterical, crowded 

together in the kitchen. whispering over 

hastily prepared tea. It was a wild night, 

and full of the vague horrors of death 

and mystery. 
Etwaid came immediately from Dean- 

minster ir. company with Arkel, whom 

this last extraordinary event took entire- 

ly by surprise. He questioned Sampson— 
the young policeman left in charge—he 
searched the chamber of death, stepped 
out of the window and across tho lawn 

toward* tho belt of laurels which divided 

the lawn from a winding and tortuous 

lane. This, a tenebrous pathway even in 

the noonday, slipped ell-like through 

darkling trees to emerge into the high- 
road a quarter of a mile away. ArkM 

was so long absent that Jen could only 
surmise that he had gone into this out- 

ward darkness: and on the Inspector s re- 

turn, it appeared that the Major w>» 

right in his conjecture. Furthermore. 
Arkel brought back certain news. 

“Without doubt the body was taken out 

through the window.” he said to Jen.. 
“The flower-bed beneath the lattice is 

trampled down. It was carried across 

the lawn—for I could see by th* light of 

the lantern the footmark* of four feet- 

and through the bushes into the lane. The 

way can be traced easily enough to that 

point; but it is too dark to note any far- 

ther sign." 
“Nothing more can be dor.» to-night.” 

said Jen. gloomily. "The men have re- 

turned dead tired, but they have seen 

nothing and no one.” 
“Where were you when the body was 

stolen?” 
"Sleeping in the library. I saw that all 

was safe about nydaignt, at! then sat 

down over a book and fell asleep. I woke 
somewhere about three-” 

“You ara sure it was that hour?” 
“Certain. I heard the hail clock strike. 

On waking I went Into the room where 
the dead body was laid out. to assure my- 

self that all was well. I found the bed 

empty, the window open, and Jaggard 
insensible.” 

"Did you hear ary noise?” 
“None at all. But the wind and rain 

were wild outside, so they may have 
drowned the noise made by those who 
broke in!” 

“We must question your servant,” said 
Arkel, having noted the Major's answers 

in his pocket-book. “He was stunned, I 
believe?” 
“I can't say. I haven’t examined him. 

Stunned or drugged. I suppose..” 
“And where is Mr. Sarby?” asked the 

Inspector, as they turned to leave the 
room. 

The Major was prepared for this ques- 
tion, and as he did not intend that the 

visit of Isabella to the house should be- 

come known to the police, he answered 
it in a guarded fashion. 

"Mr. Sarby went out as soon as we dis- 
covered the lose, and he has not yet re- 

turned.” 
"Was he with you when you made the 

discovery?” 
“No. He had retired to bed,” rejoined 

Jen. "But as soon as I saw what had 
taken place. I called him i;p. and be 

Jumped through the window to sic if he 
could espy any traces of the robbers. j 
Then the servants carne. and I sent tor j 
you.” 

Inspector Arkel, who could not sec «.ne 

inch beyond his no«e. w is quite saUMied 
with this explanation; and nodded in re- 

ply. He had left the room with the 
Major to neck out Jaggard. and. if p< s- 

slble, to learn, from him what had oc- 

curred. But this th^y w* re unable to do. 
The man had been stunned by a blow on 
the head, and was quite insensible. 

‘‘And yet he was a strong man.” said 
Etwald, when ho corn y i .his inte'.!!- 
gence. “He must have b»en talon by 

I surprise.” 
"Undoubtedly,” asserted J»n. r udlly. 

“But he mu.-t also have be. n * ise 
he would have called out as th. ni.-n 

1 burst through the window.” 
I “How do you know there were more 
than one?” asked Etwald In a Jesting 
tone. 

"Because Maurice was an unusually 
heavy man.” replied the Major, "and h>* 
could nbt have been carried off—that is, 
his body could not have been carried ..ff," 
he corrected, with a sigh, “unless by 
two men. There may have been three, 
for all I know. But what I* the meaning 
of it all?” cried Jen, in bewildered dis«- 
may. “Why was tiie poor lad's body 
stolen?” 

‘‘Resurrectionists!” suggested Arkcl; 
whereupon Major Jen shuddered. 

“For God's cuke, don't even hint at 
such a thing," he cried vehemently. "It 
would bo too terrible; and. as It happens, 
quite unbelievable. It Is Incredible that 
such a thing as the theft of a. body 
should occur,” said Etwald, dryly. "Yet 
it has tuk.n place. But where Is Mr. 

Sarby? 1 should think that he would 
be present to aid you.” J* n was Just 
about to repeat his feigned explanation 
regarding David'.- absence, when the door 

opened an l .man, wet and ex- 
hausled. enferedl oom. To give him 
-his cue, the Maj| ke to him at on* e. 

You are iso, P ivii. -is I was 
telling these gtj men about your hunt 
after these w:i C3. Did you see any- 
one?” 

“I saw nothing, said David, wearily. 
“God knows wha\ has become of the 
body!” 

“Have you any theory*. Mr. SarbyT* 
“No, Doctor! I .im too weary to frame 

theories at this hour of tho night. But, 
no doubt. Mr. Inspector yonder, can_•• 

“Certainly not,” Interrupted Arkel 
sharply. “I can prove nothing. I am 
quite puzzled.” 

“And no wonder.” said Etwald. count- 
ing off events on his fingers. “Tho devil- 

f stick, tho murder, the theft of the body. 
This Is a catalogue of horrors. A man 
might do worse than write a story oa 
these things." 
"I agree with you!” remarked' the Ma- 

jor, sharply-. “A man might make a Jeal 
of these horrors-aa you are doing.” 

"I assure you I never felt less like Jest- 
ing in my life,” replie l Etwaid. coldly. 
“But it is no use discussing such a thing 
at five in the morning. If you can do 
without me. Major, I shall return to 
Deanmlnister. I am tired.” 

“But Jaggard,” ask* d David, rising 
stiffly' from his chair. 

“He la all right for the time being. 1 
have det..l!ed a housemaid as nurse, and 
she knows what to do. I’ll come’back 
again in the morning ar.d sue if heihas 
recovered his senses.” I 

When Etwakl took his departure, Mljos 
len sent David to bed, In spite of^tl < 

young man’s remonstrances, but remain- 
ed up himself to talk to ArkH. For a 

* 

long time Jen discus-ed the matter vita 
the Inspector, but the conversation 
proved extremely unsatisfactory. Arkcl 
was not a clever detective, or even a 
keen-witted man, and In a case liko the 
presint—difficult and involved—he was 

•julte at a loss how to proceed. Finally, 
Major J< n dismissed him in despair, and 
while Arkel went to see his men. who 
were posted round the house—a clear case 
of shutting the stable door after the 
fteed was stolen—Jen remained alone to 
think of what he ought to do. 
"I must be my own detective,” hi 

thought, pacing the library. "This man 
Is a fool. He will find out nothing, and 
I won’t have even the satisfaction of 
burying the body of my poor lad. 1 must 
do the work myself, with the assistance 
of David. To find out who stole tha 
davll-stck; that la the first step. To dis- 
cover who killed Maurice; mat la the 
second step. To learn who carried away 
his body; that is the third step. Threo 
very difficult thitws to find out. and t 

N Ih must leai •» ^ 
til I can about M< 
he may have oner 

nothing. Once 1 1 

ar. -if lie. had any 
the truth. I 6l.hU 
I awuktn 1 shall 
these mysteries.’* 

Ah ho spoke, the 
shutters of the win 
ceased, tho dawn wu* 
terrible t i'-ht w.n it V 

"It is an omen!’* tab 
omen of good!” 

(To be contln 

LIKED WATER IN NO FORM WHATEV 

Col. Bluegra®—I want to see something In the picture lino. 

Art Dealer—A water-color? 
Col. Bluegrass—Never, suh! never. 

_ 1__ 
WHAT HE REALLY TOOK. 

Timothy- Meaob Moik hee been carry ins a great weight on hi? abouldtr* it # 
college, he’B JUt taken bis P. H. D. 

1 Billy—Begob, and we used to spell h-o-d. 

domestic felicity. 

Col. Crogscue—I am not an advocate of high tariff 
is one thing I would like to see take a rise. 

Mrs. Croeecut—What is that, my dear? 
air. Crosacut—The bread. > 4., s 


