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Miss Innes, spinster and guardian of 
Qertrude and Halsey, established summer 
headquarters at SunnyBide. Amidst nu
merous difficulties the servants deserted. 
As Miss Innes locked up for the night 
she was startled by a dark figure on the 
veranda. Unseemly noises disturbed her 
during the night. In the morning Miss 
Innes found a strange link cuff-button in 
a hamper. Gertrude and Halsey arrived 
with Jack Bailey. The house was awak
ened by a revolver shot and Arnold Arm
strong was found shot to death in the 
hall. Miss Innes found Halsey's revolver 
an the lawn. He and Jack Bailey had dis
appeared. The link cuff-button mysteri
ously disappeared. Detective Jamieson 
arrived. Gertrude revealed she was en
raged to Jack Bailey, with whom she 
calked in the billiard room a few mo
ments before tlie murder. Jamieson ac-
sused M'ss Innes of holding back evt-
Jence. He imprisoned an intruder in an 
empty room. The prisoner escaped down 
a. laundry chute. Gertrude was suspected. 
A nesro found the other half of what 
proved to be Jack Bailey's cuff-button. 
Halsey reappears and says he and Ba'loy 
left in response to a telecrram. Gertrude 
said slio had given Bailey an unloaded 
revolver, fearing to prive him a loaded 
weapon. Cashier Bailey of Paul \rm-
stronvrs bank, defunct, was arrested for 
embezzlement. Halsey said Armstrong 
wrec'-cd his own bank and could flear 
Bailey. Paul Armstrong's death was an
nounced. Halsey's fiancee, Lou'se Arm
strong was found at the lodare. The 
lodRokeeppr said I.ouise and Arnold had 
a lonsr till''- the night of the murder. Tjou-
ise w;is prostrated. Ixwise told Halsey, 
that wlr'le she still loved him she was to 
marry npother, and that he would desp'se 
her wbon he learned the tvhn]f> stTv. 
It develcoed that Dr. Walker and Louise 
were to lw married. A prowler was heard 
In fbe lmuse. T^ou'se was found at. Mie 
bottom of the circular staircase. Louise 
said she had heard a knock at the door 
and ais-'vcred it. Something brushed past 
her on the stairway and she fainted. 

CHAPTER XVII.—Continued. 

"You heard no other sound?" the 
coroner asked. "There was no one 
with Mr. Armstrong when he en
tered?" 

"It was perfectly dark. There were 
no voices and I heard nothing. There 
was just the opening of the door, the 
shot, and the sound of somebody fall
ing " 

"Then, while you went through the 
drawing room and upstairs to alarm 
the househo1'!. the criminal, whoever 
it was, could have escaped by the east 
door?" 

"Yes." 
"Thank you. That will do." 
I flatter myself that the coroner got 

little enough out of me. I saw Mr. 
Jamieson smiling to himself, and the 
•coroner gave me up, after a time. I 
admitted I had found the body, said I 
had hot known who it was until Mr. 
Jarvis told me, and ended by looking 
up at Barbara Fitzhugh and saying 
that in renting the house I had not 
expected to be involved in any family 
ecandal. At which she turned purple. 

The verdict was that Arnold Arm
strong had met his death at the hands 
of a parson or persons unknown, and 
we prepared to leave. Barbara Fitz
hugh flounced out without waiting to 
speak to me, but Mr. Harton came up, 
as I knew he would. 

"You have decided to give up the 
house, I hope, Miss Innes." he said. 
"Mrs. Armstrong has wired me 
again." 

"I am not going to give it up," I 
maintained, "until I understand some 
things that are puzzling me. The day 
that the murderer is discovered, I will 
leave." 

"Then, judging by what I have 
heard, you will be back in the city 
very soon," he said. And I knew that 
he suspected the discredited cashier 
of the Traders' bank. 

Mr. Jamieson came up to me as I 
was about to leave the coroner's of
fice. 

"How is your patient?" he asked 
with his odd little smile. 

"I have no patient," I replied, 
startled. 

"I will put it in a different way, 
then. How is Miss Armstrong?" 

"She—she is doing very well," 1 
stammered. 

"Good," cheerfully. "And our ghost? 
Is it laid?" 

"Mr. Jamieson," I said suddenly, "I 
wish you would come to Sunnyside 
and spend a few days there. The 
ghost is not laid. I want you to spend 
one night at least watching the cir
cular staircase. The murder of Arnold 
Armstrong was a beginning, not an 
end." 

He looked serious. 
"Perhaps I can do it," he said. "I 

have been doing something else, but 
—well, I will come out to-night." 

We were very silent during the 
trip back to Sunnyside. I watched 
Gertrude closely and somewhat sadly. 
To me there was one glaring flaw in 
her story, and it seemed to stand out 
for every one to see. Arnold Arm
strong had had no key, and yet she 
said she had locked the east door. He 
must have been admitted from within 
the house; over «u»d over i repeated it 
to myself. 

That night, as gently as I could, I 
. told Louise the story ot her step

brother's death. She sat in her big 
pillow-fllled chair, and heard me 

: through without interruption. It was 
clear that she was shocked beyond 

; words; if I had hoped to learn any
thing from her expression, I had 
failed. She was as much in the dark 
as we were. 

&Zim , s m & knew how to account for It To me 
Mr. Jamieson was far less fermvable 
under my eyes, where I knev what he 
was doing, than he was off in .he city, 
twisting circumstances and motives to 
suit himself and learning what he 
wished to know about events at Sun
nyside in some occult way. I was 
glad enough to have him there, when 
excitements began to come thick and 
fast 

A new element was about to enter 
into affairs; Monday, or Tuesday at 
the latest, would find Dr. Walker back 
in his green and white house in the 
village, and Louise's attitude to him 
in the immediate future would signi
fy Halsey's happiness or wretched
ness, as it might turn out Then, too, 
the return of her mother would mean, 
of course, that she would have to 
leave us, and I had become greatly at
tached to her. 

From the day Mr. Jamieson came 
to Sunnyside, there was a subtle 
change in Gertrude's manner to me. 
It was elusive, difficult to analyze, but 
it was there. She was no longer frank 

Liddy heaved a sigh. . 
"Girl and woman,'; she said, 'Tve 

been with you 25 years, Miss Rachel, 
through good temper and bad—" the 
idea! and what I have taken from 
her in the way of sulks!—"but I guess 
I can't stand it any longer: My trunk's 
packed." 

"Who packed it?" I asked, expecting 
from her tone to be told she had 
wakened to find it done by some 
ghostly hand. 

"I did; Miss Rachel, you won't be
lieve me when I tell you this house 
is haunted. Who was it fell down the 
clothes chute? Who was it scared 
Miss Louise almost into her grave?" 

"I'm doing my best to find out," I 
said. "What in the world are you 
driving at?" She drew a long breath. 

"There is a hole in the trunkroom 
wall, dug out since last night. It's big 
enough to put your head in, and the 
plaster's all over the place." 

"Nonsense!" I said. "Plaster is al-
"ways falling." 

But Liddy clenched that. 
"Just ask Alex," she said. "When 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

A H#bl the Wall. 
My taking theVdfcteetive oat to 8un-

nyslde raised air taiexpeeted storm of 
bpiWeat from OertrudeandHaisey. 1 
•mm not prepare* for tt,end I scarcely 

There Was Something Baffling in the Girl's Eyes. 

with me, although I think her affec
tion never wavered. At the time I laid 
the change to the fact that I had for
bidden all communication with John 
Bailey, and had refused to acknowl
edge any engagement between the 
two. Gertrude spent much of her 
time wandering through the grounds, 
or taking long cross-country walks. 
Halsey played golf at the Country 
club day after day, and after Louise 
left, as she did the following week, 
Mr. Jamieson and I were much to
gether. He played a fair game of crib-
bage, but he cheated at solitaire. 

The night the detective arrived, 
Saturday, I had a talk with him. I 
told him of the experiences Louise 
Armstrong had had the night before 
on the circular staircase, and about 
the man who had so frightened Rosie 
on the drive. I saw that he thought 
the information was important, and to 
my suggestion that we put an addi
tional lock on the east wing door he 
opposed a strong negative. 

"I think it probable," he said, "that 
our visitor will be back again, and 
the thing to do is to leave things ex
actly as they are, to avoid rousing 
suspicion. Then I can watch for at 
least a part of each night and prob
ably Mr. Innes will help us out. I 
would say as little to Thomas as pos
sible. The old man knows more than 
he is willing to admit." 

I suggested that Alex, the gardener, 
would probably be willing to help, and 
Mr. Jamieson undertook to make the 
arrangement. For one night, how
ever, Mr. Jamieson preferred to watch 
alone. Apparently nothing occurred. 
The detective sat in absolute dark
ness on the lower step of the stairs, 
dozing, he said afterwards, now and 
then. Nothing could pass him in 
either direction, and the door in the 
morning remained as securely fast
ened as it had been the night before. 
And yet one of the most inexplicable 
occurrences of the whole affair took 
place that very night. 

Liddy came to my room on Sunday 
morning with a face as long as the 
moral law. She laid out my things as 
usual, but I missed her customary 
garrulousness. I was not regaled with 
the new cook's extravagance as to 
-gg8, ana nij even forbore to mention 
"that Jamieson," on wheoe arrival she 
had looked with silent disfavor. 

"What's the matter, Liddy?" I asked, 
at last. "Didn't you sleep last night?" 

"No, ma'am," she said stiffly. 
"Did you have two cups of coffee 

at your dinner?" I Inquired. 
"No, ma'm," Indignantly. 
I sat up and almost upset ay hot 

water—I always take a cup of hot wa
ter with a pinch of salt before I get 
up. It tones the stomach. 

"Liddy Allen," I said, "stop combing 
that switch and tell me what it wrong 

he put the new cook's trunk there last 
night the wall was as smooth as this. 
This morning it's dug out, and there's 
plaster on the cook's trunk. Miss 
Rachel, you can get a dozen detectives 
and put one on every stair in the 
house, and you'll never catch any
thing. There's some things you can't 

from the floor, and inside were all the 
missing bits of plaster. It hid been 
a methodical ghost 

It was very much of a disappoint
ment. I had expected a secret room, 
at the very least, and I think eiven Mr. 
Jamieson had fancied he might at last 
have a clew to the mystery. - There 
was evidently nothing more to be dis
covered; Liddy reported that every, 
thing was serene among the servants, 
and that none of them had been dis
turbed by the noise. The maddening 
thing, however, was that the nightly 
visitor had evidently more than one 
way of gaining access to the house, and 
we made arrangements to redouble 
our vigilance as to windows and doors 
that night. 

Halsey was inclined to pooh-pooh 
the whole affair. He said a break in 
the plaster might have occurred 
months ago and gone unnoticed, and 
that the dust had probably been 
stirred up the day before. After all, 
we had to let it got at that, but we 
put in ah uncomfortable Sunday. Ger
trude went to church, and Halsey took 
a long walk in the morning. Louise 
was able to sit up, and she allowed 
Halsey and Liddy to assist her down
stairs late in the afternoon. The east 
veranda was shady, green with vines 
and palms, cheerful with cushions and ' 
lounging chairs. We put Louise in a 
steamer chair, and she sat there 
passively enough, her hands clasped 
in her lap. 

We were very silent Halsey sat on 
the rail with a pipe, openly watching 
Louise, as she looked broodingly 
across the valley to the hills. There 
was something baffling in the girl's 
eyes; and gradually Halsey's boyish 
features lost their glow at seeing her 
about again, and settled into grim 
lines. He was like his father Just 
then. 

We sat until late afternoon, Halsey 
growing more and more moody. Short
ly before six he got up and went into 
the house, and in a few minutes he 
came out and called me to the tele
phone. It was Anna Whitcomb, in 
town, and she kept me for 20 minutes, 
telling me the children had had the 
measles and how Mme. Sweeny had 
botched her new<> gown. 

When I finished, Liddy was behind 
me, her mouth a thin line. 

"I wish you would try to look cheer
ful, Liddy," I groaned, "your face 
would sour milk." But Liddy seldom 
replied to my gibes. She folded her 
lips a little tighter. 

"He called her up," she said oracu
larly, "he called her up, and asked her 
to keep you at the telephone, so he 
could talk to Miss Louise. A thank
less child is sharper than a serpent's 
tooth." 

"Nonsense!" I said brusquely. "1 
might have known enough to leave 
them. It's a long time since you and 

were in love, Liddy, and—we fop 

Nicholas of Montenegro Affectionately 
Known as "the Father of His 

People" Literally Worshiped 
by His Subjects. 

Vienna.—One of the most interest-
Ing monarchs In Europe, perhaps any
where, is Prince, now King, Nicholas 
of Montenegro, who has recently cele
brated the fiftieth anniversary of his 
reign. During this half century he 
has been to the people a father and a 
friend, and It Is asserted that he knows 
every one of his subjects by name, 
which probably Is an exaggeration. He 
spends his summers in Cetlnje and his 
winters in Antivari, down on the 
Adriatic coast, but has residences in 
the principal towns of the kingdom 
and occupies each for a few weeks 
every year in order to keep in touch 
with local affairs. He is very demo
cratic in his manners, and although he 
dresses in the national costume of his 
country, which looks fantastic for a 
man of his age, his tastes are simple, 
and his habits and manners are thoBe 
of a country gentleman. 

Nicholas was born at the little vil
lage of Njegos, a nest in the moun
tains, in 1841. His uncle, Danilo, the 
late Vladika of Montenegro, designated 
him for his successor. He was edu
cated, in Vienna, Trieste and Paris, 
and was not quite twenty years old 
when he was elevated to the throne. 

In I860, a few months after he was 
crowned, Nicholas married a Monte
negrin girl, Milena Vukotich, daughter 
of Peter Vukotich, president of the 
council of state, who was also a farm
er and one of the largest land owners 
in the country, and she has been a 
congenial companion and, valuable 
help meet 

The Princess Meilena is as popular 
as her husband', and presides over the 
palace with simple but graceful dig
nity. She wears the native costume 
when she is in Montenegro, but has a 

with jon." 
1 « if 

handcuff 
Liddy was right. As soon as I could, 

I went up to the trunkroom, which 
was directly over my bedroom. The 
plan of the upper story of the house 
was like that of the second floor, in 
the main. One end, however, over 
the east wing, had been left only roug-
ly finished, the intention having been 
to convert it into a ballroom at some 
future time. The maids' rooms, trunk-
room, and various storerooms, includ
ing a large airy linen room, opened 
from a long corridor, like that on the 
second floor. And in the trunkroom, 
as Liddy had said, was a fresh break 
in the plaster. 

Not only in the plaster, but through 
the lathing, the aperture extended. I 
reached into the opening, and three 
feet away, perhaps, I could touch the 
bricks of the partition wall. For some 
reason the architect in building the 
house had left a space there that 
struck me, even in the surprise of the 
discovery, as an excellent place for a 
conflagration to gain headway. 

"You are sure the hole was not here 
yesterday?" I asked Liddy, whose ex
pression was a mixture of satisfaction 
and alarm. In answer she pointed to 
the new cook's trunk—that necessary 
adjunct of the migratory domestic. The 
top was covered with fine white plaster, 
as was the floor. But there were no 
large pieces of mortar lying around 
no bits of lathing. When I mentioned 
this to Liddy she merely raised her 
eyebrows. Being quite confident that 
the gap was of unholy origin, she did 
not concern herself with such trifles 
as a bit of mortar and lath. No doubt 
they were even then heaped neatly 
on a gravestone in the Casanova 
churchyard! 

I brought Mr. Jamieson up to see 
the hole in tae wall, directly after 
breakfast. His expression was very 
odd when he looked at it and the first 
thing he did was to try to discover 
what object, if any, such a hole could 
nave. He got a piece of candle, and 
by enlarging the aperture a little was 
able to examine what lay beyond. The 
result was nil. The trunkroom, al
though heated by steam heat like the 
rest of the house, boasted of a fire
place and mantel as wall. The open
ing had been made between the fiue 
and the outer wap of the house. There 
was revealed, however, on inspection, 
only the brick of the chimney on one 
aide and the outer'wall -
on the other; In depth 
tended only to - the w niTTmngi iuft rnfftwifi' i> wmfy v iiraT>fi • in 
breash had been made about pm feet IthanVOO feet t»*trh» W^--Puc|fc 

Liddy sniffed. 
"No man ever made a fool of me,' 

she replied virtuously. 
"Well, something did," I retorted. 

CHAPTER XIX. 

Concerning Thomas. 
"Mr. Jamieson," I said, when w< 

found ourselves alone after dinnei 
that night, "the inquest yesterdaj 
seemed to me the merest recapitula-
tion of things that were already 
known. It developed nothing new be • 
yond that story of Dr. Stewart's, and 
that was volunteered." 

'An inquest is only a necessary for
mality, Miss Innes," he replied. "Un
less a crime is committed in the open 
the inquest does nothing beyond get- j 
ting evidence from witnesses, while ! 
events are still in their minds. The 
police step in later. You and I both j 

know how many important things I 
never transpired. For instance: The I 
dead man had no key, and yet 
Gertrude testified to a fumbling al 
the lock, and then the opening of th« 
door. The piece of evidence you men 
tion, Dr. Stewart's story, is one ol 
those things we have to take cautious ! 
ly; the doctor has a patient whe ! 
wears black and does not raise hei : 
veil. Why, it 1b the typical mysteri
ous lady! Then the good doctoi 
comes across Arnold Armstrong, whe 
was a graceless scamp—de mortals— 
what's the rest of it?—and he is quar
reling with a lady in black. Behold, 
says the doctor, they are one and th« 
same." 

(TO BE" CONTINUED.) 

8ameness. 
"There is a certain sameness about 

natural scenery," said the man who 
looks bored. 

"Do you mean to compare a mag
nificent mountain with the broad e* 
panse of the sea?" 

"Yes. Wherever you find a spot of 
exceptional beauty somebody is sun 
to decorate-it w.ith sardine tins and 
biscuit boxes." 
* * 4 > j* . - .. . •. •. «. . 
*ir K ** v* Not 8o Bad.'- V Ap??: ' 

Nervous Lady—Don't your experi
ments frighten you terribly, profes
sor? I hear that your assistant met 
with a horrible death by falling 4,001 
feet from a balloon. , 

Professor—Oh, th^^ryport was 

^ <«> 

Nicholas of Montenegro. 

Paris outfit when she visits foreign 
countries. She insists upon her daugh-
ters-in-law wearing the same dress as 
her subjects when they are at home, 
and encourages the people to continue 
the ancient customs and practise the 
old-fashioned arts and accomplish
ments of past generations. 

Nicholas usually rides around in a 
little pony chaise, drawn by a diminu
tive animal like that Queen Victoria 
used to use in her garden at Osborne 
and in the park at Balmoral. The 
pony is led by a page and the prince 
sits back in th'e cushions and talks to 
everybody he meets on the street in a 
most condescending and fatherly man
ner. The women come out from their 
houses and kiss the hem bt his cloak 
and the little children worship him as 
if he were a demi-god. In the eyes of 
these simple people he is the author 
of all the good that they enjoy; the 
protector of their lives and homes; 
their guardian and benefactor in every 
sense. 

From 1460 to 1851 the executive au 
thority in Montenegro was exercised 
by Vladikas, or prince bishops as they 
were called, the same man being the 
head of the church and the head of 
the state. He performed the ecclesias
tical functions of a patriarch of the 
Orthodox Greek church as well as the 
civil duties of a king. At first the 
Vladikas were elected by ballot, but 
about 1696 a powerful and progressive 
leader named Babylas founded the 
present dynasty, and, as the Vladika 
was not permitted to marry, the crown 
has descended from uncle to nephew 
in the same family ever since. K*ne 
Nicholas, the present ruler of Monte
negro, is the second who has not been 
ordained as a priest He Simply re
fused to assume ecclesiastical authori
ty and the people, who Idolized Mm 
as a young man, unanimously sus
tained him in his violation of prece
dent Ecclesiastical authority is there
fore exercised by a regular bishop; 
elected by the clergy. 

The daughters of King Nicholas 
are uncommonly beautiful and accom
plished and these, of them who have 
parried have done well. Princess 
Helena married the kins of Italy; 
Anna became the wife of Prince Fran
cis Joseph of Battenberg; Militsa mar
ried Grand Duke peter, brother of the' 
csar, and Stena wed Grand Duke 
Nicholas Nlcolarevltch, oonsin of the 
csar. Of the sons, Grown Prinoe 
Danilo married KUite* daughter of 
the grand duke of ItelHenberg, ahd 

dak* jn̂ ^̂ SiJSSSStS 
aid- — 

u\* 
IN THEIR QOWNS. 

I iSvpiter* ewer 

Papa—That was the supreme court 
of the United States we just came 
out of. 

Tommy (aged seven)—Gee, pop! 
dere wasn't anybody dere but a lot of 
bearded old women dressed tn black, 

NO HEALTHY SKIH LEFT 

"My little son, a boy of five, broke 
out with an Itching rash. Three doo-
tors prescribed for him, but he kept 
getting worse until we could not dress 
him any more. They finally advised 
me to try a certain medical college,; 
but Its treatment did no good, 
the time I was Induced to try 
cura he was so bad that I had 
his hair off and put the Cuticura Oint
ment on him on bandages, .as it was 
Impossible to touch him with the bare 
hand. There was not one square inch 
of skin on his whole body that was 
not affected. He was one mass of 
sores. The bandages used to stick to 
his skin and in removing them it used 
to take the skin off with them, and 
the screams from the poor child were 
heartbreaking. I began to think that 
he would never get well, but after the 
second application of Cuticura Oint
ment I began to see signs of improve
ment and with the third and fourth 
applications the sores commenced to 
dry up. His skin peeled off twenty 
times, but It finally yielded to the 
treatment Now I can say that he Is 
entirely cured, and a stronger and 
healthier hoy yon never saw than h« 
is to-day, twelve years or more since 
the cure was effected. Robert Wattam, 
1148 Forty-eighth St, Chicago, I1L, 
Oct 9. 1909." 

Even the Children. 
Ex-Governor Pennypacker, condemn

ing in his witty way the American di
vorce evil, told at a Philadelphia 
luncheon an appropriate story. 

"Even our children," be said, "are, 
becoming Infected. A Kensington 
schoolteacher, examining a little girl 
in grammar, said: 

" 'What is the future of love?' 
"'A dlvoros,' the child answered 

promptly." 

Deafness Cannot Be Cured 
br loecl application*. M they eaaaot reach tha dto
taled portion ol the ear. There to only one way to 
CUM deataev. and Oat to by waatltutloaal remMlM. 
DeatMM to caused by an frillamwl condition ot tba 
•new Itatnt ef the Bwtadiian Tube. When tUa 
tube to inflamed yeu hare a rumbling sound or tm*. 
perfcct hearing, ant 'when It to entirely cloecd. Deal-) 
ness to the remit, and unless tha Inflammation can bo 
taken out and this tube restored to Us normal condi
tion, hearing will be destroyed torerer: nine eases 
out ot ten are eaosed by Catarrh, which to nothing 
tat an Inflamed condition ot the muoous surtacea. 

We will give One Hundred IMlan tor any cue of 
" that cannot be cons 

tor circulars, free. 
GBBHBT * CO. ZUed» <X 

ptofneM (IT mod by eatirrl 
by Ball's detank Bend tor circulars, free. 

Bold by 
Take Hall's 

lie. 
FUtoior 

The Guilty Party* 
Cook (to her young man)—Here, 

take the rest of the roast dusk. (Sigh
ing) Poor pussy! 

Young Man—What has the cat got 
to do with It? 

Cook—Wen, shell be blamed for it 
tomorrow.—Fllegende Blatterv 

Important to M«th«r» 
Examine carefully every bottle of 

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for 
Infants and children, and aee that It 

Bears the 
Signature of( 
In TTse For Over 80 'Tears. 

The Kind Too Have Always Bought* 

Made 8ure ef Death. 
A student of a school In Shlnshu. 

Japan, recently committed suicide by 
jumping into the crater of Asama-
yama. The tragedy was not discovered 
until three days afterward, when some 
documents left by" the suicide 
the crater were picked up. 

8PQHlr8 ,SP 
bk «*a« of DISTEU 

PINK KY&. sad the like among hoists 
of all sgas, and prevents others in tha 
aum stebk from baring the dmsse. Asm r 
sufcss shleksn cholera, fnd dog distemper. ' 
d l̂̂ sf»d!!2̂ ŝi,3̂ Ut£L A JESS lO Bui* Ml MOIft IM |1JV$ MtlNi AilPtl -i 
wsntsd. Frse b<»k. ^poto JMld jS>, 
flpss. Owtagkna Diaasses, GoshSa, H, 

Vtorglve t̂ te man who smites yoq on 
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