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"This is quito, a Blueo Ieard affair
Mary," 1 rernarked to my languid friend.
"iMr. Williams has always Liad sorncthing
of a suspicious and ferocons aspect. I
shall net be surprised if we cone, upon a
closet of skeletonis, :or bodies of dcceased
wives preserved in large botties of spirits
of wvmne-"

"Horrible," she interrupted; "lyou
forgct, too, that Le Las left us ail his keys,
and net forbidden us the use of any.>

"lThere is somcthing to ho concealed,
however," said lier mother. "lHo Las

paià bis addresses to you undor an assum.-
ed namne, and that Las a suspicions
look."

"lAre you sure of it, mother" exclaim-
ed Xary, her face colouring witli excite-
ment. IlHow did you, find it out?"

IlMrs. Wigley then recounted te us
the discovcry of the preceding day, wliich
she bad intended to keep secret tili she
heard fromn rny husband; instead of the
-wêeèpingc, and liysterics I expected, Mary
displayed great energ y of character.

1 «Nay thon mother," she cried, Il i is
time for me to open rny eyos; 1 Nvill
-wvork with yoti iiow."

1-Se the searcli re-cornrenced -%ith
ardour, it -%as no longer in linon-chcsts
and china-closets. We rffled desks and
cabinets, and curiously constructed.draw-
crs, of their contents, and poured bundies
upon bundies of letters and papers into
Mary's lap; we. found' banking accounts
-and cheque-books, and indications of
wvealth; deeds and -%vills, and relis of
*yellow parelîment tied up with red tape;
'but stiil nothing to satisfy our curiosity.
Our la bour continucd unintormitting, for
the evening %vas drawing on, and -%ve
began to regret the -wasted minutes o?
the moî'ning. Te mystery, hike an ignus
-fatuuiis, appoared te #iy before us.

"*At lest aIl seeme *d to have been pass-
edl under our scrtutiny, and nothing wvas
disdovered. Thon Mrs. Wigley and I
]eft Mary te replace the documents strewn
about the library, and proceeded once
àgain on our explorations, with the bouse-
-keeper for a pioncer.

"In a few minutes we stood before a
maysterious-looking door in Mr. Gordons
dressing-room:

etI never sa*v that oýen," said the

housekeeper ; I i is two years since, 1
wvas cugaged by Mr. Gordon te officiatoe
as the superintendent of Lis househiold,
but ne one has ever passed tlîrough that
door except hirnself. I do net think yout
wil find any key for it, ladies."

IlWe tried every key on Vue buncli,
but tlie door yieldcd te none. I flew
down stairs to Mary.

"We have found Blue Beard's closet,'
1 cricd, Iland there is ne key for it; -
cerne, corne, we mnust net waste a mo-
ment."

IlEvery nerve, I had quivered wvitlî
impatience wvLile, Mary showly ascended
the stairs. How siewly and sluggisli ail
the movernents wvere. But, ia time, she
stood with us before the low, narrow
deor, and with hands trernbling froni
cagerness, she shook it tili the bandle
rattled noisily, but yielded nothing Vo
Lçr grasp.

IlHere tlien," slîe said, turning and
facing us witL a gastly smile; "lhere, is
the secret 'we seek."

"lAt this moment wve heard the loud
ringing of a bell, and the sound o? a
rnan's stop and voice ia the entrance-
hall.

"BluieBeard is cernebaci -!" I cried
with a vague feeling o? apprehension,
mingled with a keen sense of the absurd-
ity of our position. 1 stele quietly inte
tlie gallery, and with j calous caution
peered inte the hobby behoNv. There stood
my husband. Witli an exclamation of
relief, I again flew dewa the stairs and
threw% my arrns arourid him., crying, Ir'O,
1 arn glad your are corne V' is face
was- steru and grave, and he looked pro-
pared for storrns. 1 drew him, into flic
library and hastily explained our pdsition.
As I spoke Lis oye .rested upeni a heay, of
papers on the sofa, and instantly detectcd
a ringr containing three, keys. 1 seizcdt
thexu joyfully, and ran up-stairs, closely
folewed by niy husband. Mary was
leaning against the locked door in the
quietness o? sheer exhau >stion, and large
tears were falixxg slowly frei ber eyes
upon the floor. With irrepressible eager-
ness slîe sniatched the keys froin me; and,
at once fitted the largest into, the lock;
but, before she could turiî if, rny Lus-
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