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THE DISAPPEARANCE OF JOHUN LONGWORTIY,

M. Ps BGAN IN AVE MARIA.

No Thoroughfure.

Miles Galligan solemnly exnmined the handkerchief, while
the sounds of gny music came from below.  There was no
mistaking tho littlo Maltese cross embroidered in the corner.
John Longworthy. like many bachelors of his age, had been
o vory methodical man , and he had, like all bachelors, 1dio-
syncrasied.  Ono of theso was the practiso of having m his
desk hundred: of envelopes, of all sizes, murked with the
littlo cross. They were convenient, and ho never paid a bill
oxcept in clean notes or absolutely bright silver, enclosed in
a suitablo little envelope. He held the opinion that much
handled paper money carried contagion, and at frequent in-
torvals he thstructed lus Wk to change all the curroney that
happened to bo paid him into fresh erigp notes or glistening
gilver. This *crunk ™ of Jolu Longworthy s amused his
friends, and his superstition aboul the Malteso cross amnnzed
them. DBut as themwost © advanced " and unbolioving of them
had superstitions of hus own, it was not so wonderful, after all.
There was old Bob Ahurs, for instance, an agunostic of the
most prouuitined by po, who felt nervous all day 1f ho spit the
salt, thero was Miss Wesley Horton, who declared that 10-
ligion wasa failure. and yet believed in palmistry. and g wholo
group of the credulous incredulous.

Miles had gathered every possible point of mterest about
Johin Longwurthy from that gentleman s servant, and had
made enough notes of all the mmute dotusls of Ins surround-
ings and habits to satisfy the most serupulous detective.  Ho
knew the Multese cross well, and as he held the marked hand.
kerchief lus hand trombled.

“Where did Arthur Iitzgerald get that handkerclnef?
ho asked himsdlf.  Was the long-sought <lue in Ins hands at
lagt 9 1le sut down neav the table, a changed man. Hedid
not hear the soft sound of music or the ccho of pleasant
chatter from the parlor.  Arthur Fitzgerald had becomo a
porson of numense importance to lam ; for the moment thero
was no one in the world so iportant to Miles as tho younyg
man who had carelessly entered the house an hour or so bo-
fore. Mles locked the door and exammed the handkerchief
agam. Thero could be no nustake about 1t: 1t was Johm
Longworthy's ; luis servant had shown many of the same kind
to Miles, saving that his muster had bought a largo supply of
them at Belfust.  Miles felt that this was o golden oppor-
tunity ; but how was ho to make use of it? Should he re-
turn the handkerchief to Artnur Fitzgerald, and at the same
timo point out the tell tale initial ®  Perbaps.  And, ag this
thought flashed through his mind, ho said to himself that he
had nover cared much for Fitzgerald, anyhow, that man
d&\\'xx-stnim knew too much about Longworthy’s takmng
off.

Miles thought and thought, oblivious of all except his
thoughts ; and at last he came to one determination. He
would not take anybody mto his confidence ; he would watch
and wait.  If Fitzgerald —and just then he caught sight of
tho slight drop of blood on the linen and shuddered—had
helped to put Longworthy out of tho way, some motive for 1t
must turn up.

e forgot that Fitzgerald was his old schovlmate, and that
the worst thing he had been hitherto able to say of him was
that he was * stuckup.”  Titzgerald suddenly became lurid ;
and Miles unagination, slow enough at ordmary times, was
made vivid by suspicion. How  could Fitzgerald afford to
dress so well and go out so much, and be scen with lots of
*¢swell * whose names Miles barely knew 2 The money must
conte from somewhere.  And of late Fitzgerald had seemed
more than usuully prosperous. It was understood that he
had a little money of his own, for he was sent to the Jesuits’
school by his guandian; and the girls, who know him lQ
sight, often sard he was acquamted with socially nice peopleS
but everybody was aware that it took as much money to keep
“in the swon ™" with people who were socially nico as with
peoplo who were not socmlly mice.  Miles knew this to Ins
cost; for his associates, the ward politicians, were not nice ;
but, nevertheless, they were expensive. From these Fitzgerald

had always held aloof, and some of Miles® irritution against him
was duo to this fact.

It must be admtted that the thought of Fitzgerald's social
superiority gave him great plensuro now. Miles reflocted
how bitter was the fate of o man who went out to dinnerin a
s gwallow-tail cont ** threo or four nights in the week—and

this, he heard, Fitzgerald was in the hubit of doing. It must
lead to all sorts of extravagance, and finnlly to vuin. A fel.

low that would lie in that polite way —and wasn't 1t as bad as s
hie to induce another chap to tell stories about old school-dnys
Just as a bhind ?—would steal.  And if a man begins to
steal. where will ho end?  Miles felt a thrll of pity for his
old school friend as he heard s voice, 0 fair baritone, be-
gm the reatative to ** Rest thee, O Mother!* from ¢ Trova-
tor: " '
“If tho dread moment of darkuess opprese me—",

Azucwna's words, in Arthur Pitsgoruld’s voice, svunded
weird and terrible to Miles ; and when Esther's pure soprano
came in, with the ~vothing notes of Mauico, ho folt a certain
sorrow for his old schoolwate.

* Mter all,* Miles said, Lis «yes moistening as he thought
of his own magnanimicy, “ I could not give him up to justice,
and perhaps he wiay only have been aceessory to the crime.
If hic'd toll e the whole thing I'd be satisfied, though I'd
like to have that reward.  Justico or no justice, roward or
uo reward, I must find the clue to the mystery.” .

And yet Miles could not decide on any conrse of action.
His brain was in o whirl,  Ilo raised the winiow-sash and
looked out.  The moonlightand the keen air clenred his head.
After all, Arthur Fitzgerald could not be a villain; he was a
fuol, ofcourse  he always had beea a fuol, but Miles had never
been quite sure of it until he pluyed that mean trick by which
he deserted him nnd got iuto the parlor; and yot ke was in-
capable of serious crime. ‘The fresh air helped Miles to this-
conclusion.

< It seems to me they've grown very well acquainted,”
he said, ag the parlour door opening, lhe heard Arthur
Fitzgerald, m a buzz of laughter, saying good-bye, and
gaily promising to como again., Then Mary’s voico called
out:

“ Miles ! Miles! Mr. Fitzgorald is going.” _

Miles took his resolution, He would try the eflect of a
surprise. He wunlocked tho door, took tho handkerchief in
lus hand and walked slowly down-stairs into the brightly it
hall, where his sisters were standing; for they wore not
fashionable enough to say a cold good.-bye at the drawing-
room door. Fitzgerald had put on his on coat, and stood
hat in hand.

« Don't forget the music from ¢ Mignon * when you come,”
Esther was saying.

Fitzgerald looked radiant—in the best of humour with all
the world.

*¢ Good-bye, old boy! " he smd, extending his hand.
had a jolly evening, thanks to you.”

Miles, with a grave air that struck his sisters as rather
funny, nodded his head, and put the fateful bit of linen into
Fitzgerald’s hand.

* There’s your handkerchief,”” ho said.

Fitzgerald thaunked him, and carelessly tucked it into his
pocket. He had started down the steps when Miles darted
toward him and whispered :

“ That’s not yowr handkerchief.”

Fitzgerald probably did not hear the words, for he re-
sponded, making his way down the stoop: *Thanks ! It was
careless of me to drop it. Thanks!”

Mules' face, when he closed the door and turned to his sisters,
betrayed conflicting emotions. Mary looked at him in sur-
prise and doubt.

0 Miles,” she said, «I hope you have not been drink-
ing—"

“I haven't,” ho answered. * I've been thinking—about,
that brass-faced monkey.”

A little latter Mary knocked at his door timidly, and handed
in tho pitcher of lemonnde. Ho felt the reproach, but e only
groand his teeth. ¢ Gurls are such idiots 1  But what was
Lo to do mow 2 All night he stayed awako and through
tho long lours Arthur Fitzgerald took many shapes before

him.
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