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THE MEws ADVOCATE & HOME NAGAZINE ?

Itwm overyvo‘.to friends in this country or abroad,
If you send us ﬂ.mmwmmﬂmottho handsome ocards

&
shown below in time to reach the ‘person whose name you give us

_ ON CHRISTNAS DAY,

Should the recipient be a lady, a ebbled-leather
wrlst-bcg. 3ix6inches, lut.hu-llned niokel ofup and chain,
'xoomgny the mnounoemmt with ouroompumo ts.
emen we ‘in! ge‘ first-olass farmer’s knife,
fine stool blade, strong and dnmble. ut:ltul nlckel handle, manu-
+‘fsctured by Joseph Rodgers & Son, Sheffiel

~THIS, THEN, 1S OUR QFFER : FOR Sl 50

You can remember a friend with a Christmas card,
a years subsoription to the Farmer’s Advocate
and a handsome wrist-bag or pocket-knife.

Your relatives and acquaintances in the Old Country, Eastern
Canada, and the United Btates, will never forget your thought-

- -Our paper, including the magnificent Christmas Number, will
keep them in close touch with the many advauntages of prosperous
Western Canada.

M. e

We have put your name on our circulation list
for a full year's subscription to the

FARMER'S ADVOCATE & HOME MAGAZINE,
including our magnificent Christmas Number, and
are sending you this day (pocket-knife or lady's
wrist-bag ).

We are doing this at the request of

with whom we join in wlshlng you A HERRY
CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR.
8incerely yours,

THE WM. WELD C0., Limited, London, Ontario.

T LEAVENWORTH CASE

AR
By A, K. Green.

e

CHAPTER XII.—Continued,

THE LEAVENWORTH MURDER.
Latest Developments in the Mysterious
Case.

A Member of the Murdered Man’s Own
Family Strongly Suspected of
the Crime.

The most beautiful woman in New York
under a cloud.

Past History of Miss Eleanore Leaven-
worth.

“ What does it mean?' she gasped;
“ what, what does it mean? Is the
world mad? '’ and her eyes, fixed and
glassy, stared into mine as if she found
it impossible to grasp the semse of This

| outrage. -
I shook my head, I could not reply.

“ To accuse me,’”” she murmured ; * me,
me.” ' striking her breast with her
clenched hand; ‘‘ who loved the very
ground he trod upon, who would have
cast my own body between him and the
deadly bullet if I had only. known his
danger.  Oh,” cried she, ‘it is mot a -
‘ slander they utter, but a dagger which
they thrust into my heart ! ”

Overcome by this, but determimed not
to show my . compassion: until more
thoroughly convinced of her complebe in-
nocence, I replied, after a pause :

“ This seems to strike you with great
surprise, Miss Leavenworth; were you
not, then, agble to foresee what must fol-
! low: your determined peticence upon ocer-
tain points? Did you know so Mttle of
human nature as to imagine -that, situ-
ated a® you are, you could keep silence
in regard to any matter connected with
this crime without arousing the amtegon-
ism of the crowd, to say nothing of the
suspicions of the police? When you de-
fied the coromer to find amy suspicious
paper in your possession; when "'—I
forced myself to speak—‘‘ you refused to
tell Mr. Gryce how you came in posses-
sion of the key——'*

She drew hastily back, a heavy ' pall
seemed to fall over her ‘with my words.

‘““Dom’t ! "’ gshe whispered, looking agon-
izedly about her. *‘‘Dom’'t ! Sometimes I
think the walls have ears, the very
shadows seem to listen.”

‘““ Ah,” returned I, *‘ do you. then, hope
to keep from the world what i8 known
to the detectives ? Miss Leavenworth,”’
I went on, “I am afraid. that you do
not comprehend your position. Try to
look at the case for a moment in the
light of an unprejudiced person; try to
::; for {oursetl the necessity of explain-

““But I cannot explain ! ” she mur-
mured, huskily.

‘“ Cannot !

I do not know whether it was the tone
of my voice, or the word itself, but that
simple expression seemed to aflect her Mke
a blow upon the face.

“Oh!" sghe cried, shrinking back,
you do not, cannot doubt me too? 1
thought that you—'' amnd stopped. “‘ I
did not dream that I — and stopped
again. Suddenly her whole form
qu‘ivered ‘““Oh, I see,’”” she murmured,

‘ you have mistrusted me from the first ;
the appearances against me have been
too strong. Ah, but now I am for-
saken |

The appeal went to my heart. Starting
forward, I exclaimed : ““ Miss Leaven-
worth, I am but g man ; I ‘cannot see
you so distressed. Say that you are in-
nocent, and I will believe you, without
regard to appearance.’’

Springing erect, she towered upon me.
‘“ Can anyone look in my face and accuse
me of guilt ?’ Then as I sadly shook
my head, she gasped, ‘‘ You want further
proof ! ” and sprang to the door

‘“ Come, then,” she cried : ‘come ! ’’
her eyes flashing full of resolve upon me.

I crossed the room to where she stood,
but she was already in the hall. Hastern-
ing after her, I stood at the foot of the
stairs ; she was half-way to the top. Fol-
low‘in'g her into the hall above, 1 saw
her form standing ereot and noble at the
door of her uncle's bedroom.

“ Come !’ ghe again cried, but this
time In a calm and reverential tone : and
flinging the door open before her she
passed in.

There was no light in the room of
death, but the flame of the gas-burner at
the far end of the hall shone weirdly in,
and by its glimmering I beheld her kneel-
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ing at the shrouded bed, her head bowed
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above that of the murdered man, her
hand upon his breast.

‘“ You have said that if I declared my
innocence you ! would believe ‘me,”’ ex-
claimed she, lifting her head as I entered.
“ See here,’’ and laying her cheek ggainst
the pallid brow of her dead bemefactor,
she kissed the clay-cold lips softly, wildly,
agonizedly, then leaping to her feet, cried
in a subdued, but thrilling tome, ** Could
I do that if T were guilty ? - Would not
the breath freeze on my Mps, the blooa
congeal in my veins, the life faint away
at my heart? Son of a father
loved and reverenced, ¢an you believe
me to be a woman stained with crime,
when I can do this?’ and kneeling
again she cast her arms over and about
that iranimate form, looking in my face
at the same time with an expression no
mortal touch could paint, nor tongue de-
scribe.

“In olden times,”” she went om, ‘‘ they
used to say that a dead body would
bleed if its murderer came in contact
with it. What then would happen here
if I, his daughter, his cherished child,
loaded with benefits, enriched with his
jewels, warm with his kisses, should be
the thing they accuse me of? Would
not the body of the outraged dead burst
its very shroud and repel me ? **

I could not answer ; in the presence of
some scenes, the tongue forgets its func-
tioms.

‘“‘“Oh ' she went on, * if there s a
God in heaven who loves justice and
hates a crime, let him hear me now. It
I, by thought or action, with or without
intention, have been the means of bring-
ing this -dear head to this pass; if so
much as the shadow of guilt, let alone
the' substance, Hes upon my heart anad
across these feeble woman’s hands, may
his wrath speak in righteous retribution
to the world, and here upon the breast of
the dead let this guilty forehead fall
never to rise again ! *’

An awed silence followed this invoca-
tion. It seemed to me as if the world
stood still to lsten; then a long, long

sigh of utter relief rose tremulously from:

my breast, and all the feelings hitherto
suppressed in my heart burst their bonds,
and legning toward her I took her hand
in mine.

““You do not, camnot belleve me
tainted by crime now ? ’’ she whispered,
the smile which does not stir the lps,
but rather emanates from the coun-
tenance like the flowering of an immer
peace, breaking softly out on cheek and
brow.

“ Crime ! ** the word broke uncontrol-
lably from my lps; *“ crime ! *’

“No,” she said calmly, ‘‘ the man does
not Hve who could accuse me of aught,
here.”’

For reply, I took her hand which lay
in mine, and placed it on the breast-of
the dead.

Softly, slowly, gratefully she bowed her
head.

‘“Now let the struggle come,”” she
whispered. ‘‘ There is one who will be-
lieve in me, however dark appearances
may be.’’ .
CHAPTER XIII.

The Problem.

When we re-entered the parlor below,
the first sight that met our eyes was
Mary, standing wrapped in her long
cloak in the center of the room. She
had arrived during our absence, amd now
awaited us with lifted head and coun-
tenance fixed in its proudest expression.
Looking in her face, I realized what the
embarrassment of this meeting must be
to these women, and would have retreated,
but something in the attitude of Mary
Leavenworth seemed to forbid my doing
so. I stepped forward, and bowing to
Mary, said :

““Your cousin has just succeeded in
doing what you have expressed yourself
80  desirous of accomplishing, Miss
Leavenworth ; convinced me of her entire
innocence in regard to this whole matter.
I am now ready to join Mr. Gryce heart
and soul in finding out the true culprit.”’

“I should have thought that it would
have been sufficient for anyone to have
looked Eleanore Ieavenworth in the face
to know her guiltless of crime.’’ And
lifting her head with a proud gesture,
she fixed her eyes steadfastly on mine.

I felt the blood flash to my brow, but
before T could speak, her voice rose again
still more coldly than before.

‘It is hard for a delicate girl, reared
in the lap of love and luxury, unused to
aught but adulation and sincerest ex-
pressions of regard, to be obliged to as-
sure the world of her innocence in
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