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THE SECOND RE-ENFORCEMENI

By Otho B. Scgna.

¥ Tom Jackson, gregarious by in-
stinet and in habits, cordially address-
ed his seatmate. Obviously, the small
man did not care to make railway ac-
quaintances, for he neither turned nor
enswered. -

Tom’s predominating quality asserted

§tself, and he smiled good-humoredly.

“It's 2 fine day,” he remarked pres-
ently.

There was no response. The man
shrank lower in his seat, and pulled his
hat down over his eyes. Tom had
served his apprenticeship in a hard
school, and was nect easily rebuffed.

“Can you tell me what kind of a plact
Greenfield is?” :

“Gét off there and find out,” snapped
& thin voice. '

“T will if it is worth while,”” Tom
returned pleasantly, “How large a
place is it?”

“What you want to know for?” cau-
tiously, :

“I'm a travelling salesman—if there's
' & hardware store there—"

“There ain’t,” emphatically.

Tom detected the dawning of curios-
ity in the man’s eyes, and knew he
need' make no further advances.

“You are a parson?’ distrustfully.

Tom laughed. “Do I look it?”

The other shook his head. “You.do
look sorter well-fed and kinder as ‘if
you exercised some,” he admitted, add-
ing vindictively, “I hate parsons!”

Tow handed a card to him which he
read aloud with evident satisfaction:
“Thomas Jackson. Hardware Special-
ties. - With Burton Brothers.”

“I believe you, of course, Mr. Jack-
son, but’ seein’ it in print makes it
secem much stronger like. Will you get
off at Greenfield?”

“Nothing doing in my line, you said.”

“Will you get off as a favor to me—
if I make it worth while?”

“What’s the joke?"

‘““Taint no joke,” tremulously, “it's
sore {earnest. I'll pay ten dollars for
your. company from the time this train
gets into Greenfield till the next one
goes . back to. Anderson. I've got a
awful trial ahead of me—a trial that'd
take the spunk ont'n most men, and I
feel,”” the thin voice breathing pitifully,
*I feel that I need help.”

Tom put his hand soothingly on the
trembiing shoulder.

“There, there, don’'t get excited!
me what you've done.”

“Done! 1 ain’t done nothin’,

Tell

except

work hard and save up my meney, and |

that's what they want, dum ’em!”

He shook his fist menacingly, and the |

tears of impotent rage gathered in his
eyes.

“Do you live in Greenfield?" question-
ed Tom.

“No, I don’t live nowheres. I give up
1ivin’ most a year ago. I'm just stayin’
now---in Anderson, hidin’ from . ‘em,”’

end a shudedr swept over his. small |

frame.
“Then you used to live in Green-
fleld?” gently. 7 !
“Yes, I own property there—three
houses in the viflage, and a mninety-
mcre farm twe tfles away.” « -« v
“All rented?”
“Yes, and most sold,” : pathetically,
*the papers is being drawed up now.

*That's what I'm goin’ back for,” sigh- |

ing heavily.
“The old deeds?” encouragingly.

® His thin face flushed redly, and he |

Beemed embarrassed.

“No-0, somethin’ I left in my best
cloes at the farm. I—I left kinder in a
hurry, and didn’t take nothin’ except
what I had on. I rented the farm—
house furnished, through an agent in
Anderson. After the deeds is passed I
wouldn’t feel to go—" he paused, add-
Ing softly, “I’ve got to get that!”
“YWhy. of course. you want your
clething and other personal effects.”

“T’ll take the clothes, but it ain't
them I'm goin’ back for—it’s somethin’

T left in the vest pocket,” and again
Jackson noted the crimson flood that
dyed the anxious face.
“] believe,” Tom remarked genially,
. “4hat I've forgotten your name.”

His companion drew nearer, and
whispered explosively, ‘‘Abner Palmer
—but don't say it out loud. You see,
I'm disguised.”
| Tow passed his hand over his mouth
—it was difficult to be properly serious.
serious. 2 !

“Yes?” he murmured, expectantly. |

“These cloes—they ain’t anything like |
I used to wear, and they belonged to a :
man as big as you be.”

“They must change your appearance
considerably.”

“Will you get off at Greenfield?” eag-
erly, “there might nothin’ happen, but
I'd fel more safer if you was along,”
| sighing apprehensively.
| “Why didn’t you have your clothing
| sent by express?”

, “I was afraid—afeared that the—

i what I had in ’em might get lost.”

1 “He's left his roll in his best clothes,”
thought Tom, “oh, well, I’ve done sillier
things—I'll get off at Greenfield, and

., see the 'old fellow through.”

‘““Twon’t take more than two hours,”
urged Palmer, “that is, if nothin’ don't |
happén to me.” |

“Nothing will happen to you.” Tom |
declared convincingly, “I'll go to the}
farm, help you bring back your clothes, |
and se you on the return train to An-
derson.”

Palmer was like a small boy rein-,
forced by his big brother.

“I guess there won’t nothin’ happen |
to me!” he cried boastfully. “No-|
body’ll know me in these cloes, and if |
anybody speaks to me you tell 'em I'm |
Mr. Mahoney, from Boston. We'll fix
‘em!”

Greenfield,
brakeman.
Palmer gave a frightened glance out .
of the window, and safk back upon the
seat—a limp, huddling heap of clothes.
“Look,” he gasped. “Look; there’s
one of ’em now!"”

Tom’s eyes followed the pointing fin-
| ger, but saw only a stout, middle-aged
woman.

“She’s goin’ to get °on,”
Palmer, ‘‘she’s got me now!”

“No, she hasn’t,’” retored Jackson;
“here, stand-up!” dragging him into
the aisle, “go out the other door—
hurry!”

‘When the train had pulled out from
. the little station, Palmer's fitful cour-
age returned, “Go on, dum ye,” shak-
ing his fist at the receding train,
“there’'s one dum critter out of my
way, anyhow!”

He peered anxiously ' about him, in
every direction.

“Can you walk two mile?
easy road.”

“Sure thing,” Tom -responded heart-

Greenfield!” called th®

faltered

It's an

{ like a hurt child.

inoffensive old man committed, that he |
was thus terrorized at being recognized |
in his native village?

“She ain’t one on ’em,” Palmer pant-
ed, “looking backward with the furtive |
glance »f a fugitive, “but she aids and
abets ’em. She’s the parson’s wife.” |

Around a turve in the road came a|
handsome farm-wagon, drawn by two .
fine-looging horses, and containlng a |
man and a woman and several child- |
ren, Palmer watched them as they |
passed.

“I brung them hosses up from coits,”
drawing his sleeve across his eyes.

“Is that the man who rented your
farm?” .

“I suppose so, that was my team—
best rig in the country—kinder hard,
Mr, Jackson—" he broke down, sobbing

“Never mind,” said Jackson, cheerily,
“I fancy that man is kind to animals.”

“If I thought he wa’n’t,” desperately,
“I'd drag him off that seat, and wipe
the road with—— He stopped and half
turned as if seeking another way.
““There’s one of ‘em comin’,” in a fright-
eneéd whisper, ‘““and nowheres to go to.”

“For heaven’'s sake, Palmer,”” Tom
exclaimed impatiently, ‘one might
think you had seen a ghost! That's
only a woman—not a fat one, either,”
humorously recalling the massive pro-
portions of the two women they had
already seen.

““She‘s the wust one of the lot,” waile
ed Palmer; ‘“ihat's Ann Baxter, and
she can run like—like a deer.” |

Jackson looked like the tall, regular !
figure approaching, and accepted the
mssertion. Her calico skirt was plain
and scant, and barely of ankle length, !
Her feet were encased in broad shoes
with elastic gores set in at the tops. |

“If she can’t run,” Tom thought ap-
preciatively, “it isn’t because her pro-!
gress is impeded by the length or full- |
ness of draperies about her running
gear!”

Half supported by Jackson, Palmer
shuffled along, his head bent forward,
his fingers nervously clutching the
front of his ill-fitting coat. i

Miss Ann Baxter was dlmost abreast
of them when, before Tom could divine
her intention, she stepped resolutely
past him, and caught the shrinking
Palmer' by the coat.

“Hold up your head, Abner Palmer,”
gshe cried sharply, “don’t think you can
get by me! Where have you been hid-
ing?”

Jackson recovered himself,

“Pardon me, madam,” firmly, “this
gentleman, Mr. Mahoney from Boston,
fs subject to epileptic fits. Let us pass
at once, or you may get hurt.”

“And that's no lie!” was his mental
addition.

Miss Baxter met his eyes with a look
of perfect comprehension and unmiti-
gated scorn.

ily, “I'll enjoy it.”

k= They walked for a few minutes in
silence, Tom occasionally glancing
down at the strange figure at his side,
with a feeling of amusement, curiosity,
and compassion.

“Let’s cross over,” suggested Palmer, !
“we're coming to the store, and some
on ’em may be in there. I'll keep this
side of you,” he added when on the op-
| posite side of the road, ‘“‘and walk close
| to the fence, and bein’ disguised—"

His half-whispered words ended !
shrilly, as a portly lady rose suddenly
on the other side of the fence, saying
in evident surprise, “Why, good-even-
in’, Brother Palmer, you're quite a
stranger. Goin’ to—""

“Get along—fast!” gasped Palmer,
grasping Jackson’s arm with a nervous i
clutch,

Tom threw his arm backward and
across the older man’s shoulder, and
helped him along. He was becoming
anxious concerning his strange com-
panion, What crime had this seemingly

' wait till she turns around

! strode beside him in silence. He was

. ness in the slouching figure at his side.

“Pass right on, Mr. Mahoney from
Boston,” with stinging sarcasm, “I'll
see you later. There’s only one road to
the farm!” 3 /

She turned away with a mocking bow
to Jackson, and broke into a long, easy
lope that reminded@ him of an Indian
pony.

“Look at her run! Look at her run
Palmer cried excitedly, dancing up and
down in his éxcess of misery, ‘“didn’t
I tell you she can run?”

“She‘s a hummer, and no mistake,
but don’t you see, Palmer,” encourag-
ingly, “she’s running away from us!”

“That's all right,” Palmer returned
despondently, “that’s all right now, but

1

He hurried moodily on, and Jackson

trying to put together the factors in
this strange problem, and to resolve
them into a reasonable product, Then
he became conscious of a sudden alert-

“This is the beginning of my farm,”

' come after, and hurry back to

said Palmer, steadily, “the land runs
back and takes in them hills, and along
up the road for half .a mile.”

As they entered the driveway, Jack-
son noted the increased dignity of Pal-
mer’s breathing.

“I'm glad them folks is away,” he
remarked, “I’ll go in and get—what I
the
depot.”

‘“Are you getting a good price
place, Palmer?”

Palmer shook his heag sadly. “Not a

{ third of what it's worth.”

‘“Why are you leaving here, Palmer?
It's a beautiful spot!”

“Don’t I know it’s beautiful!” the
thin face working with suppressed emo-
tion, “ain’t I worked on {t, and watch-
ed over it, and cared for it ever sense
I can remember? 1 planted every vine
and shrub around this house, I fixed
the house all over inside, and built on
them three bay-winders. There’'s six

Jersey cows out there that I raised,
and another pair of colts, and every

: critter on the place would come to me

if I called it by name. Oh, you needn’t
tell me how beautiful it is! Hain't I
thought on it by day, and dreamed on
it by night, in all the ten long, weary
months I been away from it! Talk
about the feller in the Bible who sold
his birthplace for a mess of porridge—
I'm selling mine for less and—and I
ain’t sure of getting the selling-price,
neither,” he ended chokingly.

Jackson laid a questioning hand on
his arm,

“Mr,- Palmer,” pushing him gently
along, ‘sit down here on the piazza.
Why do you say you are not sure of
getting the selling price?”

“Because I'm not sure that I'll be
safe anywhere. Some on ’em might
find me even in a boarding house in
Anderson!”

“Why did you leave here in the first
place?”’ Jackson’s tone inspired confi-

dence.
'

for this |
' | goin’ woman,

!
“Why, I was druv out—actually druv | “Gosh, but I was scart!
The !

out—by widders and old maids!
town is full on ’em—widders and old
maids, and I was the only single man
in the hull township!”
Jackson repressed a smile.
a peculiar condition of affairs.
Palmer,” tell me about it.” !
“Well,” with sudden vehemence, “it’'s
easy eonugh to tell. My sister kept
house for me. She was an awful easy-
and she kinder let the
neighborin’ women—the widders and
old maids, get the uppers on her by
takin’ their advice and letting ’em tell
her when and how to do everything.
When my sister died I had a house-
keeper from Anderson, in fact, I had
a whole procession of ‘em., 1
“If they was old and humbly, the'
widders and old maids druv ’em away |
by advisin’ and meddlin’. If they
chanst to be young and good-lookin’,
they was talked about and scandalized !

“That is
Mr.

L ]

until they took measures to save their
good name—some of ’‘em by leavin’
and some by threatenin’ me with
breaches of promise. Fine'ly I con-
cluded to bach it. Then four or five of
the Greenfield gang took it upcn them-
selves to help me to keep house. When
I'd come up from the field at noontime
I'd find one of them cusses in my kit
chen with a dinner all cooked. There’d
likely be a diffrunt one there for sup-
per. They'd get in somehow spite of
lock and key. They kept the house in
order, and even mended my cloes, and
I'd rather go ragged than be beholdin’
to one on ’em., Then one morning when
I come downstairs, there was this Ann
Baxter. ‘I've come to stay, Abner,’
she says, ‘I know you're too bashful
to ask me, and I'’ve made the arrange-
ments. The parson will be here at
nine o’clock, and then you’ll never be
alone again, Abner, dear,””” an. irre-
pressible shudder swept over him,
choking his utterance,

and
me,
but
and

I cut
run for dear life. She’ put after
and you know how she can run,
she stepped on her shoe-string

| stumbled and I got to the depot just

fn time to jump on a train. It was
a narrow escape!”

Jackson murmured an appropriate
and appreciative response. He recalled
the stringless footwear now adopted by
the redoubtable Ann, and began to feel
less secure.

“I went straight to Mr. Hammond’s
office. He rented the farm the next
week, and that family moved out here.
That’s about all,” rising slowly. “I've
got the key to the side doar. TI1 go

. upstairs and get that—that little thing

I come after, and then we’ll go.”

“You'll take your clothes?”

“No, I guess not. They’d make quite
a bundle, and we—we might get met
on the road going— —"

“Why not put on your best suit?
Those duds are not disguise, as you
have seen, and in your own clothes
you’d. feel more like a man,” mentally
he ‘added, “and stand a better chance
of acting like one!”

‘When Palmer returned Tom wag as-
tonished at his appearance. He wore
a well-fitted suit of good material and
modern design. But the change In
wearing apparel was not all, he stood
adest and walked without shuffling.
He looked at the young man steadilf
for a moment before speaking.

Then he carefully opened a small
fackage, saying simply: ‘“Mr. Jackson,
I think you’re a good man, and I'm
goin’ to shoyv you what I come back
for.” .

“It was a little, dried, faded flower,
and Palmer touched it reverently as
he refolded it in its tissue-paper wrap-
ping and replaced it in the tiny box.

““Maybe you wouldn’t believe it, but
that there Ilittle rose is forty years
old.’

‘“He sighed softly. $

“I was only twenty, and she was &
couple of years younger. I was seein’
her home from singin’ school, and she
give me this rose—she had worn it in
her hair.”

Tom scarcely knew how to frame the
question he was longing to-ask, but
there was no need—the softened voice
wandered gently on: “I wag slow and
bashful — Ben Barnes was bigger,
handsomer and smarted — he married
her and took her to Californy. She
never knew—I guess—about me.”

“A long-drawn, regretful sigh and
the plaintive tones continued slowly:

I didn’t care for any other girl and

' I knew I never would. Then I begun

to think how she’d
look if ’‘twas hern, and to fix it up
for her. That's how I same to have
80 many roses—she loved roses like
they was babies.”

He smiled wistfully into Tom’s face
and held out his hand. Tom clasped it
without speaking; for Tom Jackson,
with the memory of a dozen love af-
fairs in his two dozen years, was silent
as before a miracle. He had stumbled
upon a Romance—and the steadfast-
ness of the man’s heart filled him with
wonder.

“That’s all, Mr. Jackson, we'll go
now. I want to slip up to the buryin’
lot: first, and see if they set out my
grave-stun as I told ’em to.”

Tom followed his host. They had
walked but a few steps within the lit-
tle enclosure when Palmer paused.
‘“There’s a woman—there, by my
stun,” he whispered. The public bury-
in’ ground is about a mile further on
—she’s likely a stranger, and a-weep-
in’ on the wrong grave.”

The woman turned as Tom ap-
proached. She was not weeping, but
her sweet, womanly face was grave
and sad.

like the place to

‘““Where you looking for some parti-

cular stone, Madam?”

“Yes,” quitely, ‘“this one.
sign is beautiful, I think.”

It was a rough block of granite, one
small space being smoothly polished,
and in this space was carved a half-
opened rose,

“] think it is Mr. Palmer’s,”
Tom, courteously, ‘“did you
him?”

“Yes, many years ago, I thought him
my best friend in my girlhood.”

Tom’s thought leaped to the correct
conclusion—this was the girl, who ‘lov=
ed roses like they was babies!” He
stared helplessly at the carved rose,
wondering what to do. Then his .quick
eye caught a line of fine lettering along
the stem of the rose—a date of forty
Yyears before.

“There is something there, Madam,
that perhaps you would like to read.”

And while the little woman bent to
the stone, Tom ran, almost as swiftly
as Ann Baxter could have done, to
Palmer’s side.

“My friend,” breathlessly, ‘‘the rose
of long agq is there., Go to her—I'll
wait for you at the house,” and not
daring to look back, Tom strode rapidly
over the slope.

‘When he reached the piazza he was
tempted to retreat, for Ann Baxter had
“turned around.”

She stood awaiting a response to her
vigorous knock at the door, and Tom
began to understand the terror of poor .
Abner,

Standing timidly aloof was an elderly
man, whose solemn facé and somber
attire bespoke his calling.

The de=~

said
know

. At the sound of Tom’s footsteps Ann

turned sharply toward him,

“Bring out your friend, Mahoney from
Boston,” she commanded, with grim
saréasm, “Brother Simpson is walt-
ing.”

Tom was accustomed to quick action
in emergencies. ,

“Sorry to disappoint you, Miss Bax~
ter,” bowing low, “but Mr, Mahoney
has gone!”

“Rubbish!” scornfully, marching ma-
jestically around to the side of the
house, “I know him—and I know his
hiding place! Follow me, Brother Simp-
son.”

Tom sprapg to the parson’s side.

“You stay just where you are,” 'in &
fierce whisper, ‘“or I'll fix you ko you
won’t preach again for a month!”

The parson gasped and choked, sank
limply upon the piazza seat, and Tom
hurried after Miss Baxter,

She was just entering the wide, open
door of the carriage house. In one swift
glance Tom saw that there was no
other exit, that the door moved on
wheels, and that the key hung in the
paddock at one side..

A wild rush for the door, a quick roll-
ing of the well oiled wheels in their
grooves, and Miss Baxter was a pris-
oner, with Tom on the outside, dancing
in voiceless joy.

The capture was not accomplished an
instant too soon, for sauntering slowly
down the grassy slope came a new and
rejuvenated Abner Palmer, with the
gray-clad little woman leaning on his
arm,

Tom advanced to meet them.

“You were right, friend,” said Pal-
mer, with gentle dignity, ‘“my rose has
come back to me. I want you to stay—
she will be my wife as soon as we can
make the arrangements.”

“There is no time like the present,”
Tom declared cordially, shaking hands
with the sweet-faced little woman,
“and Parson Simpson is waiting on the
piazza.” y

He did not add that Ann Baxter was
locked in the carriage house, and the
gentle, little lady who shortly became
Mrs, Palmer never knew, for later Tom
released the cowed and silenced spin-
ster, and with a firm grasp on her arm
escorted her back to the village.
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THE CIRCULAR STUDY.

By Anna Katherine Green.

\

BRIDE ROSES.

(Continued.s

There must be something wrong.
Bweeiwater must have been led astray
by a series of extraordinary coinci-
dences. Dropring the lid of the ink-
stané in a way to make the young
marn smile, he looked up.

“I'm afraid it’s been a fool chase,
Bweetwater. The facts you relate in
regard to this couple, the fact of their
having been married at all, tally so
little with what we have been led to
expect from certain other
which have come in—"

“Pardon me, sir, but will you hear

me out? At the Imperial, where they |

were married, ‘I learned that the

gather and daughter had registered as |
eoming from a small place in Pennsyl- |
nothing in |

wvania; but I could learn
regard to the bridegroom, He had ‘not

appeared on the scene till the time for |

ithe, ceremony, and after the marriage
was seen to take his bride away in one
carriage while the old gentleman de-
parted in another. The latter concern-
ed me little; it was the young couple
I had been detailed to find. Employing
the usual means of search, I tracked
them to the Waldorf, where I learned

what makes it certain that I have been |

following the right couple. On the af-

ternoon of the very day of Mr, Adams’s |
this young husband and wife |
left the hotel on foot and did not come |
all |

death,

back. Their clothes, which had
been left behind, were taken away two
days later by an elderly gentleman

who sald he was her father and whose |

appearance coincides with that of the
person registering as such at the Im-
perial. All of which looks favorable to
my theory, does it not, especially when
you remember that the bridegroom’s
name—""

‘“You have not told it.”

“Is Adams, Thomas Adams. Same
family as the murdered man, you see.
At least, he has the same name.”

Mr, Gryce surveyed the young man
with admiration, but was not yet dis-
posed to yield him entire credence,

“Humph! I do not wonder you
thought it worth your while te follow
up the pair, if one of them @8 mamed

and the ether Eva, But, Sweet-

*

&
water, the longer you

evidences |

Lo oo

serve on the
force the more you will learn that co-
incidences as strange and unexpected
as these do occur at times, and must
be taken into account in the elucida-
tion of a difficult problem. Much as I
may regret to throw cold water on your
hopes, there are reasons for believing
that the young man and woman whom
we are seeking are not the ones you
have busied yourself about for the last
two days. Certain facts which have
come to light would seem to show that
if she had a husband at all, his name
would not be Thomas Adams, but
Felix, and as the facts I have to bring
forward are most direct and unim-
| peachable, I fear you will have to start
again, and on a new tack.”

But Sweetwater remained unshaken,
and eyed his superior with a vague
smile playing about his lips.

“You have not asked me, sir, where
I have spent all the time which has
! elapsed since I saw you last. The in-
| vestigations I have mentioned did not
absorb more than a day.”

“Very true, Where have you been,
| Sweetwater?”

“To Montgomery, sir,~to that small
town in Pennsylvania from which Mr.
Poindexter and his daughter register-
ed.”

“Ah, I see! And what did you learn
there? Something directly to the
point?”

“I learned ‘this, that John Poindex-
ter, father of Eva, had for a friend in
early life one Amos Cadwalader.”

*““Amos!” repeated Mr, Gryce, with an
odd look.

“Yes, and that this Amos had a son,
Felix.”

AN

“You see, sir, we must be on the
right track; coincidences eannot extend
through half a dozen names.” i

“You are right. It is I who have made
a mistake in drawing my conctusions |
too readjly. Let us hear about this |
Amos. You gathered something of his‘l
| history, no doubt.” |

“All that was possible, sir, It is |
closely woven in with that of Poindex-
ter, and presents one feature which
may occasion you no surprise, but
which, I own, came near nonplussing
me. Though the father of Felix, his
name was not Adams. I say was not.
for ko hae " denAd ~ ‘

ma=As -

| from the cars and took his way up the

was Cadwalader. And Felix went by'
the name of Cadwalader, too, in the |
.early days of which I have to tell, he|
and a sister whose name——"

“Well?”

“Was Evelyn.”

“Sweetwater, you are an admirable
fellow. So the mystery is ours.”

‘“This history, not the mystery; that
still holds. Shall I relate what I know
of those two families?”

“At once: I am as anxious as if I
were again twenty-three and had been
in your shoes instead of my own for
the last three days.”

“Very well, sir, John Poindexter and
Amos Cadwalader were, in - their early
life, bosom friends. They had come
from Scotland together and settled in
Montgomery in the ' thirties. Both
married there, but John Poindexter
was a prosperous man from_the first,
while Cadwalader had little ability to
support a family, and was on the verge
of bankruptcy when the war of the
rebellion broke out and he enlisted as
a soldier. Poindexter remained at
home, caring for his own family and
for the two children of Cadwalader,
whom he took into his own house. I|
say his own family, but he had no
family, save a wife, up to the spring
of ’80. Then a daughter was born to
him, the Eva who has : just married
Thomas Adams. Cadwalader, who was
fitted for army life, rose to be a cap-
tain; but he was unfortunately taken
prisoner at one of the late batles and
confined in Libby Prison, where he suf-
fered the tortures of the damned till |
he was released, in 1865, by a forced
exchange of prisoners. Broken, old,
and crushed, he returned home, and no |
one living in that town at that time |
will ever forget the day he alighted

main street. For not /having been
fortunate enough, or unfortunate
enough, perhaps, to reeeive any com-
munication from hoime, he advanced
with a cheerful haste, not knowing
that his only daughter then lay dead
in his friend’s house, and that it was
| for her funeral that the people were |
| collecting on the green square at the
iend of the street. He was so pale,
! broken and decrepit that few knew
him. But there was one old neighbor
who recognized him was  kind |

and

| limbs.
to Poindexter's house, and arrived just'

just too late to see his.darling daugh-
ter alive. The shock, instead of pros-
and there tell him that he had arrived

| trating the old soldier, seemed to nerve

him afresh and put new vigor into his
He proceeded, almost on a run,

as the funeral cortege was issuing from

' the door. And now happened a strange

thing. The young girl had been laid

{on an open bier, and was being carried

by six sturdy lads to her last resting

place. As the father’s eye fell on her |
{ young body under its black pall, a cry

of mortal anguish escaped him, and he

sank on his.knees right in the line of | .
| ago by one of the little village lads.

| He says (it was six years after the

the processione

“At the same minute another cry
went up, this time from behind the
bier, and John Poindexter could be
seen reeling at the side of Felix Cad-
walader, who alone of all .present
(though he was the youngest and the
least) seemed (o retain his self-posses-
sion at this moment. Meanwhile
the bereaved father, throwing himself
at the side of the bier, began tearing
away at the pall in his desire to look
upon the face of her he had left in
such rosy health four years

who had vanished from the scene, but
by Felix, the cold, severe-looking boy
who stood like a guard behind his sis-
ter. Reaching out a hand so white it
was in itself a shock, he laid it in a
certain prohibitory way on the pall, as
if saying no. And when his father
weuld have corntinued the struggle, it
was Felix who controlled him and
gradually drew him into the place at
ihs own side where a minute before the
imposing figure of Poindexter had
stood; after which the bearers took up
their burden again and moved on.
“But the dramatic scene was not over.
As they neared the churchyard another
procession, similar in appearance to
thier own, issued from an adjoining
street, and Evelyn’s young lover, who
had died almost simultaneously

gide/ But not in the same grave:
this. was noticed by all, though most
eyes and hearts were fixed upon Cad-
walader, who had escaped his loath-
some prison and returned to the place
of his affections for this.

‘“Whether he grasped then and there
the full meaning of this double burial

hearing of Evelyn’s death), or whether

| minute till they both left town on the

| unless,

{ one evening as he was hurrying by the
| churchyard, in great anxiety to reach

before. |

B as st ed, not by Poindexter, | g
B L e eln uf oy Tohidext s ‘churchyard is perched; and though the

with,
| herself, was brought in and laid at her

(young Kissam had shot himself upon

all explanations were deferred till he
and Felix walked together from the
grave has never transpired. From that

following day, no one had any word
with him, save Poindexter, whom he
went once to see, and young Kissam’s
mother, who came once to see him.
Like a phantom he had risen upon the
sight of the good people of Montgomery
and like an phantom he disappeared,
rever to be seen by any of them again,
as many doubt, the story is
true which was told some gwenty years

tragic scene I have just related) that

home before it was too dark, he came
upon the figure of a- man standing be-
side a grave, with a little child in his
arms. This man was tall, long-beard-
ed, and terrifying. His attitude, as
the lad describes it, was one of defi-
ance, if not of cursing. High in his
right hand he held the child, almost
as if he would hurl him at the village
which lies under the hill on which the

moment passed quickly, the boy, now
a 'man, never has forgotten the picture
thus presented or admitted that it was
anything but a real one. As the de-
sceription he gave of this man answered
to the appearance of Amos Cadwal-
ader, and as the shoe of a little child
was found near next morning on the
grave of Cadwalader’s daughter,
Evelyn, it has been thought -by many
that the boy really beheld this old sol-
dier, who for some mysterious reason
had chosen nightfall for this fleeting
visit to his daughter’s resting-place.
But to others it was only a freak of
‘the lad’s imagination, which had been
much influenced by the reading of ro-
mances. For, as these latter reason-
ed, had it really been Cadwalader, why
did he not show himself at John Poin-
dexter’s * house—that old friend who
now had a little daughter and no wife
and who could have made him so com-
fortable ? Among these was Poindex-
ter himself, though some thought he
looked oddly while making this re-
mark, as if he spoke more from cus-
tom than from the heart. Indeed,

since the unfortunate death of Evelyn
in his house, he had never shown the
same interest in the Cadwaladers. But
then he was a man much occupied
with great affairs, while the Cadwala-
ders, except for their many griefs and
misfortunes, were regarded as compar-
atively insignificant people, unless we
except Felix, who from his earliest
childhood had made himself feared
even by grown people, though he never
showed a harsh spirit or exceeded the
bounds of decorum in speech or ges-
ture. A year ago news came to Mont-
gomery of Amos Cadwalader’s death,
but no particulars concerning his fam-
ily or burial place. And that is:all I
have been able to glean concerning the
Cadwaladers.”

Mr. Gryce had again become thought-
ful,

‘““Have you any reason to believe that
Evelyn’s death was not a natural
one ?”’

“No, sir. I interviewed.the old mo-
ther of the young man who shot him-
self out of grief at Evelyn’'s approach-
ing death, and if any doubt had exist- |
ed concerning a matter which had |
driven her son to a violent end, she |
ecould not have concealed it from me.
But there seemed to have been none.
Evelyn Cadwalader was always of de-
licate death, and when a quick con-
sumption carried her off no one mar-
velled. Her lover, who adored her,
simply could not live without her, so
he shot himself. There was no mystery
about the tragic occurrence except that
it seemed to sever an old friendship
that once was firm as a rock. I allude
to that between the Poindexters and
Cadwaladers.”

“Yes in this tragedy which has just
occurred in —— street we see them
brought together again. Thomas
Adams marries Fva Poindexter. But |
who is Thomas Adams? You have not
mentioned him in this history.”

‘“Not unless he was the child who |
was held aloft over Evelyn’s grave.”

“Humph ! That seems rather far- |
fetched. What did you learn about
him in Montgomery ? he known |
there 7"’

“As well as any stranger can be whe
spends his time in courting a young
girl. He came to Montgomery a few |
meonths ago, from seme foreign city—

Is

| Adams of the

Paris, I think—and, being gifted with
every personal charm calculated to
please a cultivated young woman,
speedily won the affections of Eva
Poindexter, and also the esteem of her
father. But their favorable opinion is
not shared by every one in the town.
there are those who have a good deal
to say about his anxious and unsettled
eye.” .

“Naturally; he could not marry all
their daughters. But this history you
have given me: {t is meagre, Sweet-
water, and while it hints at something
deeply trigic, does not supply the key
we want. A girl who died some thirty
years ago! A father who disappears
ed! A brother who, from being a Cad-
walader, has become an Adams! An
Eva whose name, as well as that of
the. long-buried Evelyn, was to be
heard in constant repetition in the
place where the murdered Felix lay
with those inscrutable lines in his own
writing, clinched between his teeth ! It
is a snarl, a perfect snarl, of which we

| have as yet failed to pull the right

thread. But we’ll get hold of it yet.
I'm not going to be baffled in my old
age by difficulties I would have laugh-
ed at a dozen years ago.”

“But this right thread ? How shall
we know it among the fifty I see en-
tangled in this matter ?”

“First, find the whereabouts of this
young couple—but didn’t you tell me
vou had done so; that you know where
they are ?”

“Yes. T learned from the postmaster
in Montgomery that a letter addressed
to Mrs. Thomas Adams had been sent
from his post-office to Belleville, Long
Island.”

“Ah! I know that place.”

““And wishing to be assured that the
letter was not a pretence, I sent a tele-
gram to-the postmastar. at Belleville.
Here is his answer. It is unequiv-

! ocal: ‘Mr. Poindexter of Montgomery,

Pa. Mr. Thomas Adams and Mrs
same place have been
at the Bedell House in this place five
days.”

‘“Very good; then we have them! Be
ready to start for Belleville by one
o’clock sharp. And mind, Sweetwater,
keep your wits alert and your tongue

still, Remember that as yet we are
(Continued on page seven.)




