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The gentleman asked in a low tone:

¢ Dy you know if he lived here?”

“ I nin't sure, sir; but I fancy 0. Anyone comin’?” He «tooped
to listen. * Lor’, air, how some people do ~xleept”

Aguin_ hie knocked, more toudly, & window 1 a house near was
opened, but shut down almost nnmaeddtely 5 the next moment the
two men who xtood on Mi=, Frosts deorstep heard a door <hut <ome-
where within, then shutthng footstep<on the vil-cloth, next the street-
door was opened—it wus on the fateh—anmd there appenral o figure
which, even anmind the horror of the mituntion, strach e policemau’s
compamon as intensely judicrous

Full ity yeam of age, rhorty and rotund, was worthy Mrs, Frost.
Her pregent apparel was tlannel petticont, nastpy thrown ever hie
robe de nurt, s biue llannel dressing-gown, and shppers, mto which
her feet were thrast.  Her ** ront-huns * was an curi-papers; and, o
crown ally et plamp-catured countenauce eapresset wie i ehest
alarm. The bedrovm candle she carnied shivok 1 bet haad.

“ My goodness !’ she began; ¢ 1s the house on fire 77

The policeman touk her up:

“ No, mwam. There’s one ot your ludgers been found by this
gentleman lving youder, in your trout garden.”

‘¢ JPhat 39

The candle would have fallen, but the gentleman snatched it from
the woman's hand, and =eemg there wax a gus-lamp m the passage,
stepped past her and lighted it. - She coliapsed into o chaur, panting
and helpless,

“Une of my Jodgers, sir?” she gasped, lovking up nt the tnll
intrader.  « Not dead—you don’t meau 2"

I am afraid 8)," he snid, gently

““ Mr. Mansfield's in,”” she gaid; “ it must be Mr. Berningham, in
the parlour.”

The policeman had openad the parlonrdoor and lighted the gas
there, and then he and his compamon went out mto the ganden,
leaving Mrs, Frost gasping and wringing her hands.

While she was thus engaged, a duor upened un the tloor abuve, and
8 querulous female voice cailed out.

“ What iz the matter? What was that knocking 2

¢ Oh, ma’am1? cried Mra. Frost, hystencully, * they're bringing
it inl Oh1 I can’t see it—I can’t!”

¢ Bringing what in ?”’ repeated the voice, and there was a rustle of
feminine apparel.

¢ It—him—it! the budy l—poor Mr. Berningham. Ie'must ‘ave
fell down in & fit, or dizease of the ‘eart1” I

There was a dim vision of some one leaning over the bauisters, as
the gertleman and the policeman bore inwo the hiouse the budy of the
mundered man, and Iai«i it reverently on the sofu in the parlour.
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CHAPTER 1I.
A SCRAP OF WRITING.

Tue stranger lad gone fur the ductur, and the secund dour lodger,
a young solicitur named Manstictd, had run fur the nspector ot
pulice, aud in the hvuse reigued general cunsternauon, Mrs, Frost,
who remained on the atairs, was juined by her maidservant, Jessie, alzo
en déshabille, and in semi-hysteries.  Miss Murrny, the old mad who
lodged in the drawing-rvom, had indulged i a few Litde screnms on
the landing; but betng gruflly admonished by the policeman from
below that two scrernung women were enoughy reured to her apart-
ment, and was heanl nov more.

And by and-by came ductor and iospector, alinost tugether, wich
the discoverer of the murder and young Mansficld respectively,

¢ This is a terrible thing! " sai] the surgeon, as he shook the snow
from his cout.

1 be the death of me, * subbed Mrs. Frost, frum the stairs.
A wic quiet gentlemon as cver was=who could bear b a grudg ?
—-:'md it'll be the rain of e, it will 1"

To do the goul woman justice, her thoughts were in the order of
their utterunce, but human natuie is human natare, aid alies ly
she behield her lulgers Jeaving, huew bes house s marked wah an
indelible brand, and saw ruw s the near futare,

The doctor made his examination, amd his verdicc was conclusive.

“The blow Las been struck ubliquely,” “he sud, wah a very sharp
“ kaife. It must have caured instaut deaih,”

“The murderer came behind,” said the soft, clear vuice of the
stranger, “ and struck over the shoulde. ! ™

‘The inspectur glanced keenly at the speaher, and piveeded w take
down all particulars.

““Yes, that was it ! Wi, there is avthing moure I can do, Has this
unfortunate man any relations or fricnds who can be seu for 2™

Mr. Mansfield went vut o Mrs. Frust—who had grown calmer—
and questivned her on lus puint, but she devlared shie kuew absolus
tolIy uothing about her ludger.

; taeem«ralranoe that a wan, evidently a gentleman, should be so
friendless.

The apartment was searched by one policeman, while the other
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went to search the ganlen for any possible weapon, the doctor haviug
departed, but young Mansfield aud the stranger remnined.

L‘olhing of the shghtest importance was found, unless importance
cquld attuch to a serap of note-paper on which were a dozen lines of
small cramped wraiting, part of a {):wsuge from one of George Eliot's
povela; this was found e the dead man’s pocket, but there was
nothing to show whetlier it was his writing or some one elee’s,

 May 1 luok ut 11?” the stranger naked, quietly.

The mrpector geave it wto hix hand, watching the handsome face,
butt could 1t inake anytlung ont of .

The stranger looked” at the writing keenly and steadily for n few
nunntes, then returned it to the policeman.

“ That s graven on my uund now,’* he said. ¢ If ever I rhould
meet with that writiug again I should know it.”

w Even after years hial pasced 7 asked Mansfield,

< Evenatter yeurs bad pusseds You heep thaty of course ? ° to the
inspector.

“ Yes, sir; it goes to Seotland Yaurd.”

The search in the garden proved fruitless; the congtable returned,
havimg tound nothing.

They all went outol the parlour, the inspector locking the door and
taking out the kex, lie also locked up the back parlour, which Mr.
Bermugham had used as a bed-roou.

The stranger drew vat a cand, and handed it to the inspector.

“ That ix my vame and address,” he suid.

“ Thank yon, sir!”

He rend the card aloud :

“ Bagéne Albett Bricsen, Adelphi Terrace.”

The name conveyed no news to him, but Mansfield turned to its
owner.,

“ Mr. Lricsen, thie dramati=t?” he anid, involuntarily.

¢ This distingnished-luvking person wassuine une funmous and ime
portant, after all,” said Robert, mwardly ; hie had not been mistaken
when he thought go.

¢ Yes,” Bricsen said, and held out a slender white hand. ¢ Good
morning, Mr. Manglield—good morning, puliceman,”

“ Good morning, «ir.”

% The tall figure went out into the snow and the dmikness, and
the dead man wax left alune in his awful sleep.

——

CHAPTER IIL
THE INQUEST.

Berorr ten o'clock that morning Norwood was all excitement, and
crowds gathered outside No. 237 Belinda Road, wherey of course,
there was nothing to eee, save lowered blinds, untl the undertaker’s
men were seen npprouching with a shell, with which they entered the
house ; amd atter that sensation the crowd watched in vain for another,
and were at length di-persed by the police, fur they beeame noisy una
troublesoine, as 1s the manner of _such idlers.

Thie evenmug papers came out with “ Mysterious Affair at Norwood,”
* Suspected Muider,” * Terrible Murder,” and so on, to wiich start-
ling head-hines were appended accounts more or less correct.

}§ut there seemed no hope of any eiucidation of the mystery until
the inquest, though the police were hard at work auning the nter-
vening days making inquuries.

In certain circles i London an interest not due to the actual
cuctnstances of the crime attached to it from the collateral connec-
tion with it of & man famous and a favourite, and go it came to paes
that when the snguest was opened a number of hiterary and theatrical
celebnuies might have been seen among tie crowd which thronged
the large roomn.

Whattever the interest was that Engne Ericsen felt in this case, he
kept his own connvel—perhaps he best kaew why—but not even to
mumate friends did he speak of the tact that when he bebeld the
dead tace of Janes Bernmgham he did not Jook upon it for the firse
time,

The newspapers had spread from Land's End (0 John O'Groat's
the news of the neanler, Lub no letter ur telegram had been recened
trom any friend ur selution ot thedead man, nor had anyone appeared
to claim or identify him.

Never was wayside tramp wmore friendless than this appareatly
well-bred and certainly competent gentleman—for his clothes were
all of fine quality, and there was gold 1 lus pocket; his watch also
—a foreign watch—was an expensive on2.  Yet, if he had no friends
he must have had at least one enemy—unless—=as was possible—he
had been murdered in mistake for someone clse,

Eugene Eriesen waa the firot witness calied. He had Leen spending
the evenng of the —th with some friends at Norwoud, and was on
his way w the Queen’s Hotel between four and five a.sy when passing
alung Belinda Koud he noticed something that luoked hike s human
form lying 1 one of the gardens. He went in and saw the deceased
lying un fxia back quite dead, and partiaily covered with snow. He
cleared some of the snow from the man’s breast to feel his heart, aud
then saw a blood-stain on the shirt-front close above the heart. He



