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THE FAVORITE.

Mazon 22,1873,

Oontinued from page 161.

losing time. The body must remain here for
the present, Billy will icok after it and Gus will
notity the Coroner—of course, there must be an
inquest—while you and 1 wlll go down to the
Polloe Btatton aud cousult the deteotives, i1 there
are any there now, 1 believy one is always on
duty at night, but 1 am uot sure.”

*1 am,” suid Mr. Fowler. + I saw Cullen tiere
last night whon 1 —— well, wunen I had business
there,” he udded suddenly rememberiug that he
did not want his companions to kKnow where he
had spent the previvus night.

+ All right, Gus, you go at once to the Coroner,
he lives sumewhere in St. Denis street; you can
find the number in the directory ; ges him to
come here tu-night, if possible, and hoid an
inquesy early tw-morrow morning, Hurry up
now, take & oab; take Boyggs if you oan find him
onthouhnd,andnndomwhmhouvu,lo
that we ocan have him summoned; but, don’t
let him have the least idea that he will be
wanted, or he'll run away.” .

“Not & foot shall he run if I have to tie him,”
repited Mr. Fowler as he left the room.

It was wonderful how Farron, aotuated by
bure friendship, had suddenly taken the lead,
and, while Morton was dreaming of some in-
definite plan of vengeanos, put in motilou the
machinery of the law, whioh was almost sure
o bant the dootor down. Oh!a very practioal
man was Mr. Farron, and destined, perLaps, at
some future day to become a star in toe inedicul
firmament, for he had presence of miad,
prompiness, ocoolness, courage, patience and
knowledge on his side ; and, only add experience
to those and it does not need much more o
make a good doctor.

Morton was half Leurtbroken, and had ouly a
vague undetined idea of huaUug the uuctor
down; Farron was all ooolness and determina-
tion; he knew how to aoccomplish his end and
he meant 10 do it. “Don't any of you touch she
body,” he said as he took Morton’s arm toleave
the room, It must be left as it is uutil she
Coroner has seen it. Billy, you remain here;
you made tue discovery and yoa will be one o1
the principal witnesses, I saw You draw the
needle out of the heart, and if you will look on
the left breast you will ind & small biue spot; |
Know how the murder was doue exaectly, there
ure two well authenliouted iustauces v record.”

“1 wonder J 1 couu gou u spocial biull Lo-
night,” said Mr, Morwa wnen they had reached
the street.

‘< A special train ! what for

*For me o go to Niagura,”

G0 w Niagurs, what an idea! what good

could you do? Besides, you must remain here
1o attend the inquest. A detective wili leave
for Niagara by the fivst train to-morrow to
wateh the dootor, and the momens a verdict is
given'l will get the Chlef to telegraph and have
uim ayrested. ‘Tuere is no fear of his trying to
TR away; he thinks he is qQuite safe, and has
But the most distant jdem that deteclon has
followed so speedlly after bis orime. in what
Quoer ways shlugs do ogme abuut,” he ocoutinued,
beginning to Ppuliosophiise, “if | hadn’y have
wanted a bip bone, it is most probable thiy
murder would never huve been disoovered ; or,
4t all events nout uniil some future gencration
began to build on the ground vow usud as o
oburoh-yard, and the wonderfut disoovery would
Luve been made of & skeiston with a kpitting
needle driven through what had ouoce been its
heart.”

«1 must go o Niugars,” said Morton, « not
only l.lgu:. 1 want to be sure of Gritith's urress,
| -

*“Ab, yes ; poor girl it will be a terrible thing
for her.”

#That's what cuts me. It seems so hard that

iu aveuging the murder of my siyter [ should
have to strike at the heart of the girl I jove;
bat I cud’t help that, altho’ it strikes into my
own heart 10 oause her obe moment's pain or
sar;ow.”

There was but little more oonversation until
they reached the Police Station where they
found Murphy on duty, and were lucky enough
to meet the Chief, who was out visiting the
ditlerent Stations,;

Thelr tale was soon told; Ohief Penton and
the keon-eyed, quiet looking, deteotive listening
with eugerness 1o Lhe strange story of orime.

“1 dow’t think there is a partiole of doubt
about the orime having been committed by
bim,” said the Chief, when Farron had told all
he knew of the caue; “give me as good a deg-

suspiclon on his arrival. Murphy can go up for
bim to-morrow night w bring bim down, whije
Culien works up the case in Longueuil.”

“ No,” sald Morwn, « [ don’y want him ar-
rested until I am there. I want to bave him
watched wso that he caunnot escape, but I want
o be there when he iz arresied,”

¢ Don’t want him arrested 7'

*“No. You see his wife 1s an old friemd of
mine. Poorgirl! i will pe g terrible blow to
her, aud I would rather be there to help her
when the arrest takes Place.”

* Well, it won't 4o uny harm 1o telegraph to
Niugara anyway. It Is not likely he will geu
any warning, and of course he has o idea that
his crime bus been divoovered. He thought
onoe hix victim was underground he was all
sufe, und as he would have been as a general
thing ; and would have in this instanoce had it
not been for that body snatohing cartert. I must
look after him,"

“Qharlie,” suid Mr. Farron, «it's no use your
going to Nisgara ; you must stay here to look

after the inquest, and funeral, and all sorts of
things. Now,I'm not wanted and I will go in
your place. I will look after Annie for you and
tell her you sent me. Thatis the best plan,
old fellow, and you had better let me follow
‘t‘”

“Thanks, Frank; you are rigl\lt. I never
knew until to-night how true a friend You were ;

God bless you and reward Yyou for standing by |

me in the way you have.
it

“Do you happen to have a photograph of
him'?” asked Murphy.

“ No,” repled Morton, “but I suppose I can
get one easily enough.”

«“It might be useful,” gaid ihe detective,
¢ altho’ I don’t expect there will be much difi-
oulty in identifying the partios.”

“I've got a picture of his ugly mug,” sald Mr,
Farron, «and you shall have it to-morrow
morning. Come, Charlie, it is gotting late and
we have to see Mr. Howson Yet. Nothing more

I oan never forget

P

ey
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Julia; but the news of the discovery of the
murder shocked him greatly, His anger against
Annie for her disobedience was greatly increased,
and he swore in the most solemn munner that
he would never recognise her as a child of his
again. His rage was terrible to see and fright.
ened Mr. Johnson so that that gentleman man-
aged, for once in his life, to utter three conse-
cutive sentences without a single ¢ you know,”
or #don’t you see.”

At last, Mr. Howson cooled down a little and
finally promised to go down to the college and
8ee Morton, who was a great favorite of his, and
offer to have arrangements made for the fu-
neral taking place from his house ; and then
Mr. Johnson departed.

Mr. Howson went to the college as soon as
Johnson had left, and spent g long time in deep
and earnest talk with Morton, with whom he
deeply sympathised ; and the arrangements for
the funeral were completed before he left.
|, .Of Annie he said little, but that little was very
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ocan be done to-night, 80 there is no use wasting
time here,” =

“Wait a moment,” sald the Chief, ¢ you will
be going near the telegraph office, would you
mindsending this telegram to Niagara; he won't
be there before to-morrow night, but there’s
nothing like having things prepared before.
hand.'

They proceeded to the college where Fowler
had just arrival with the coroner ; and, afteran
Ingpection of the body it was covered with a
sheet and left where it laid until the next morn-
ing. Morton insisted on remaining all night by
his deal sister’s body and Farron, who would
not leave his friend, shared his watch.

To Mr, Fowler was entrusted the task of hunt-
ing upan undert.aker, and making arrangements
for removing the body as soon as it had been
by the jury; while to Mr. Johnson was
commissioned the tagk of informing Mr. How.
son of his daughter’s elopement, and the subxe-
quent discovery of the murder.,

« Johnson was

Fowler—¢ gome fellow, you know, put
somebody’s shin-bone in my pocket, don’t you
ee, and when I went o wipe my face I pulled
it ?iut V:;i&xd ™Y pocket handkerchief, you know,
and ru the n er my face
you see.” 45ty thing all oV ¥ »

He fulfilled his ission very creditably, how-
overs but Was muoh aatonished at Mr. Howson’s
manner of receiving the intelligence. Of An.
nle's elopement, oourse, knew, as
be had received hey letter and had also seen

bitter and severe. He would not Hsten to Mor-
ton’s pleading on her behalf, and firmly declared
he would never see her again,

All that long desolate night Morton sat by the
side of the dead form he loved so dearly; silent,
motionless, living his life over again, It seemed
but a8 yesterday thathe had played about St,
Leonard’s ohurchya.rd, & merry-hearted boy,
climbing up on the scaffolding of the then un.
com pleted chapel, clambering, at the imminent,
risk of his neck, up the steep roof and standing
in the holes in the spire make to receive the
bells, while a trim littie figure in white, with
flowing black balr, looked ip wonder and
amazement out of her deep blue eyes at the
feats «brother” was Performing, Memory car-
ried bim back to that eventfq) evening when
Harry Griffith had been brought, almost dead,
to his door, and when Mamie had declared hes
love for him ; and he almost wished that the
negroes had left him 10 perish 1 the grave from
which they had rescued him, Then came the
thought of how he bad heard of Mamie’s death,
and how he bad mourned for her, and his heart
grew hard and bitter against the man who had
so0 outraged him. ~After that came the remems-
brance of his love for Annie Howson, and how
Grimth had again come between hiy, and bap-
piness; and then came a orowq Ofother thoughts;
tenderer, gentler thoughts of her heloved ; and
by the side of that cold, mangled corpes Gliasii
Morton fought out a long, Stern, bitter fight
With his two loves; between duty and love ;
botween what he owned to the dead, and wha,
to the loving, )

Great as waa his sorrow qver Mamie's wiongy,

. 3

still greater was his grief at the thought of the
pain and anguish about to fall on the one who
Was now more than ever all he oared for on
earth. Long and deeply he thought, striving
hard to find some way to shield her and punish
his sister’s murderer. But there was Do way.
Farron’s promptitude had already placed the
case beyond bis control; it was now the pro-
perty of the law, and he felt that the law must
take its course. Willingly would he have given
his own life to save Annie from pain and dis-
grace, but the sacrifice was not permitted him;
he could almost have wished the doctor to es-
cape if that would have shielded ber from the
odium of being a murderer's wife, but it wus too
late for that now ; Lefore another sun had set
ihe story of the murder would be sent from end
to end of the land, and fancy piotured to him
how the lewspapers would glory in the item,
how they would embelish the article with
‘‘ double headers,” and * cross heads,” and, per-
haps, even a portrait of the murderer. It was
imposdible that Annie shounld not know her hus-
band’s gullt, even if he succeeded in evading
law,

Would she love him still? That was s ques-
tion which oceurred to him again and again.
S8omehow, the man never thought that the
death of the doctor might tend to promote bis
own happiness, by gaining him possession of
the object of his affections. It never entered his
mind that Annie’s love diverted from the doctor
might revert to him, he was too unselfish for
that; his own bappiness had no part in his
bis thoughts ; he loved Annie deeply and truly,
and be cared only that she should be happy, he
never for one moment guve any consideration
to himself.

And what was to become of her ? That was
another troublesome question over which he
poudered deeply. Mr. Howson had spoken 80
strongly and bitterly about her, that Morton
knew there was but little to be hoped for from
that quarter, for some time at least. Where
could she go! What could she do !

These were puzzling questions, and Mr. Morton
thought and thought over them until the arst
faint flush of early morning came und found him
5ull with the difficult probienfs unsolved ; and
Mr. Farron fast asleep with his head resting on
one of the heavy oak tables on which Jaid the
book he had been reading, and which contained
that very interesting hip-bone case which he
had been looking over again when sleep over-
came him,
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Mr. Fowler, having executed the commission~
glven him returned to his boarding house, It
was late, and Mr. Fowler wus worn out, both in
mind and body, but he did not retire to the betl
which he was destined to occupy alone thut
night., Instead ot doing s0 he went through a
curious and remarkable pantomime, which
would have caused a spectaior to imagine thut
he bad lost his senses, and was a At candidate
for an apartment at Beauport.

In the first place he divested himaself of his
neck-tte, collar, ocoat and waistooat ; then he
tied his traces very tight round his walst, took
off his cuffs and rolled his sbirt sleeves up far
above his elbows in two very hard, tight rolls ;
then he took the bolster, doubled it in half and
set it up onend at the head of the bed supported
by a plllow on each side.

Great pains did he take to have 1t nicely ad-
Justed, and properly and when It was
arranged (o his entire satiafaction he stood off;
threw himself into a boxing attitude and began
tosparin the most alarming manner. All
kinds of wonderful feints, and guards, and passes -
did Mr, Fowler make ; and most tremendou®
blows did he bestow on the unoffending bolster.
BOW with the right hand, now with the left; .
straight from the shoulder, under outs, overouts,
all kinds of cuta,

Every time he knocked the bolster down he
would set it up again only to knook it dowtt
again ; with praiseworthy persistency worthy
of & better cause he kept up this exercise fof
nearly half an hour. Now springing back, nowW
dodging, now guarding and always ending by
knocking down the bolster, you could plainly see
that he was going through an imaginary nighty
and doing so with 8reat heartiness.

Was heymad ?  No, Mr, Fowler was perfectly
sane. Was he drunk? No, he had taken only
one drink doring the whole evening, Was he
erely exercising himself ? N o, he was for too
Ured for that; the fact is Mr. Fowler was in fAn-
3y carrylng out the advice he had given Mr.
Morton with regard to the dootor, and was
mentally « punching his head.” And g terrible
punching it would have got had it been in the
place of the bolster Wwhich got pounded, and
thumped, and shaken in a way no-bolster had
ever before been treated in Mrs. Grubs, board”
ing house. At last with one tremendous * back-
hander,” he knocked it completely off the bed;
almost overturned the wash stand, and a cloud
of feathers gaye €vidence that he had punched
its head to some burpose, for he had split the
tick, and the brains, i, e,, feathers, were coming -
out in large quantitjes,

his seemed to Trestore him to his senses, and

he paused in hig v, nd re-
arranged the beq. ork of destruction, a

“I wish it haq
enlarged and

such an extent that, all the
Photographers w
have been trying to get piotures of him 88 &
goria, or one of Darwin's « misstng links.' "
He slowly \ndressed, got into bed, and WA

soon in the land of dream den’
haired object of his aﬂeouo; with the gol

(To be continued.)




