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Mysterious Mr. Sabin, The Yellow

A2 Prince of Sinners, The Master ‘

¥ His Kingdom, & Millionaire of
; .

CHAPTER III.
The Cry in the Night.

- *Youwd be having company last night,
sir?” Mrs. Hollings remarked inquisitively.
Mns, Hollings was an elderly widow, wno
devoted two hours of her morning to cleal-
ing my rooms and perparing my breakfast.
“Some friends did cafl,” I answered,
uring out the coffee.
mo“Fri»ends! Good Samaritans I should call
’em,” Mrs. Hollings declared, “if so be as
they leit all the things 1 found here this
morning. Why,  there’s’ & whole chicken,
to say nothing of tongue and biscuits, and
butter, and relishes, and savouries, the
inmames of which isn’t often heard in this
ipart of the world. There's wine, too, with
gold paper round the top, dhampagne wiue,

41 do believe.”

“Jg the tide up this morning?” T asked.

/.  “Nome to speak of,” Mms. Hollings an-

wwered,’though the road’s been washed dry,
and the creeksare brimming. I've 'scm’cely
sot foot in the village this morning, but
they’re all a-talking about the soldier
gentleman the Duke brought down to the
village' hall last night. Might you have
peen him, sir?”
" “Yes, I eaw him,” I anewered.
“A sad shame as it was the night of your

ecture, gir,”’ the woman babbled on, “for
they were all crazy to hear him. My! the
‘hall wes packed.” i

“Would you mind ing to my room

' now, Mrs, Hollings%’ I asked. “I am golng
is ™o 'll'l]g." .

Mue. Hollings ascended my frail Hittle

‘m.lﬁnﬁhedmbmkﬁstmh“+l

heunting terror of last night. It was &
real which I had seen pressed against
}he window, and where had Ray been when

¢ ~clogged boots and
the tell-tale seaweed upon his trousers?
And later on, had I dreamed it, or had
there really been a ory? It came back to me
with horrible distinotness, It wasa real cry,
ﬂbéa‘yofamamdntermforhphfe,l
stopped short in_the road and wiped my
damp forehead. What a fool I was! The
night was over. Here in the garish day there
was surely nothing to fear? Nevertheless,'
1, who had started out thirsting only to
breathe the fresh galt air, now wralked_ along
with stealthy nervous footsteps, looking all
the time from left to might, starting at the
sight of a dark log on the sands, terrified
et a broken buoy which had floated up
one of the creeks. Some fear had come over
me which T could not shake off. 1 was

. afraid of what I might see.

So I walked to the bend of the road.
Here, in case the turn might be too sharp
for some tg see at might, a dozen yards oT
so of white posts and m;zlgngs fbouvdirx::l
the manshes, I leaned over them Ior & mo-
‘ment, telling myself that 1 paused only to
admire the strange colors drawn by the
sunlight from the eea-soaked wilderness,
¢he deep brown, the strange purple, the
faint pink of the distant sands. But it was
none of these which my eyes sought with
such fierce eagerness. 1t was nome of the
artist’s fervour which burned my limbs
into dead weights, which drew the color
even from my lips, and set my heart, beat-
ing with fierce quick throbs. Half in the
creek and hali out, not a dozen yards from
the road, wes the figure of a man. His
beadmndahaulderswembmhhhhewm—
er, his body and legs and outstretched
arms were upon the mansh. And although
never before had I looked upon death, I
knewverywellchastlwasfwetoﬁmze
Wigl it]:ow"t was before I moved I can-

ow i
oot tell. ?&.gt last, however, 1 oﬂ:nl;d tt,)h:

lings, jumped at its narrowes in

E;a‘ur?;- éreek, and with slow footsteps ap-
proached the dead man. Even when 1 stood
by his side L dared not touch .hlmA I dared
not turn him mound to see his face. 1 saw
was of middle eize, fairly .well
dressed,and as some blown eand had drifted
overdxisboommdank%eslkmewﬂhn‘nhe
had been there for some hours. There
was blood upon his collar, and the fingers,
of his might hand were tightly clemched. 1
tokimyoelfrﬂhatlma,oowamd,andlset
my teeth. I must lifit his head from the
water, and cover him up with my own
coat while 1 iewgl:;id] ’hfe;]']p.C But whex:7 1

'sd down ta deadly faintnese came over
?::%e‘c; ﬁnoger‘n were palsied with horror. 1
had a sudden irmsiatible conwviction 1 qopld
not touch him. It was a sheer imposibility.
There was something between us more po-
tent than the dread of a dead man—some-
thing animical between au:d two, t.‘hel;lea:

] iving. 1 stagg away and i
o t.h»eul;wmﬁﬁe road, phmging blindly
through the oreek. .

“Ahout two hundred yards further down
they noad waaasmaiﬂlodgeaﬁ,oneoithe
entrances of 'Rowdhester. It was towards
this I turned and ran. The door was clos-
ed, and 1 beat upon it fiercely with clench-
dhed fists. The woman who answered it
stared at me strangely. 1 suppose .that I
was a wild-looking object.

«It’s Mr. Ducaine, isn't :It?” ehe ex:
claimed. ‘“Why sakes alive! what's
wrong, sirl’ o

“.:g dead “man in the manrshes, 1 fal-
tered

She was interested enough,

but her
comely weatﬂlgr—hardened a0e & reflected

Stratford
ing I kno

Think of the protection a

‘taimed in @ 25c. bottle of 1 ¢

‘Myfbminwasmm'bwmhwrxur,ﬁﬂxeﬁm
‘|of life had left my veins, so that I sat

none of the horror which she must bave
seen on mine.

“Londy me! whereabouts, sir?” she in-
yquired.

[ pointed with a trembling forefinger. :

She stood by my side on the threshold of
the cottage and shaded her eyes with.her
hand, for the glare of the sun was daz-

zling.

“Well, I never did!” she remarked. ‘“But
I said to John last night that I pitied
them at sea. He's been washed up’ by
the tide, I suppose, and I count there’ll
'be more before the day's out.. A  year
come next September there was six of
’em, gentlefollk, ®oo, who'd been yacht-
ing. Er, but it's a cruel thing is the
sea.

“Where is: your husband?’ I asked.

“Up chopping wood in “Fernbam Spin-
ney,” she answered. “I'd best send one of
the children for him. He'll have e cart
with him. Will you step inside; sir?”’

I shook my head and amswered her
vaguely. She sent a boy with a message,
and brought me out a chair, dusting it
carefully with her apron.

“You'd best git down sir. You look all
struck of a heap, e to speak. Maybe
you came upon it sudden.”

I was glad enough to eit down, but I
answered her at random. ' She re--entered
the ocottage end continued some house-
hold duties. I sat quite still, with my
eyes steadily , fixed upon a dark object &
little to the left of those white pailings.
Above my head e starling in a wicker cage
wes making an insame cackling, on the
grem.\m'whi'n front a couple of tame
rabbits sat end watched me, pink-eyed,
unpattntbahle Inside I coudd hear the
slow ticking of an eight-day clock. The
woman was humming to herself as she
worled. All these things,
senses took quick note of and retained,
scemed to me bo belong to enather world.
I myself was under s6me sort of spell.

there in the warm sumshine and shivered
until my teeth chattered. Inside, the wo-
s g i e R

2 ; developed. A name-
less but loathsome fascination drew me
from my seat, drew me with uneven and
reluctant footsteps out of the gate amnd
down the namow straight moad. There
was atill not a soul in sight. I drew mear-
er and nearer to the spot. Once more I
essayed to move him. It was utterly in
vain. Such merve as I possessed had left
meyvhullyanda]boggt}m. A sense of re-
pubtion, mauseating, invincible, made a
child of me. I stood up and dooked around
wildly. It was then for the first time I
saw what my right food thad trodden
into the eand.

I picked it up, end a little cry, unheard
save by the sea-birds which "circled about
my head, broke from my lips. It was a
mfm’s' signet ring, thin and worn smooth
with age. It was quaintly shaped, and in
the centre was set a small jei-black stone.
The device was a bird, and underneath
thhe motto—“Vineo!”

My band closed suddenly upon dit, and
again I looked seamchingly around. There
was not a soull in sight. I slipped the
ring ifrbo my waistooat pocket and moved
back to the white wailings. I leaned
agaimst them, and, taking a pipe and to-
bacco from my pocket, began to smoke.

Strangely enough, I had mnow recover-
ed my nerve. 1 was able to think and
reason calmly. The woman at the lodge
had taken it for gramted that this man’s
body had been thmown up the sea.
Was that a possible conclusion? There
was a line all down the sands where the
tide had reached, a straggling uneven line
marked with huge masses of wef sea-
weeds, fragments of timber, the flotsam
and jetsam of the sea. The creek where
the man's body was lying was forty yards
above this. Yet on such a might who
could say where those great breakens,
dniven in by the wind as well as by their
own mighty force, might not have cast
their prey ?Within a few yands of him was
a jagged mass of timber. The cause of
those wounds would be obvious enough.
I felt the ming in my waistcoat pocket—it
was there, safely enough hidden, and I
looked toward the lodge. As yet there
were no signs of John or the <cart.

But behind me, comimg from the village,
I heard the sound of light and rapid
footsteps. I turned my thead. It was
ﬁmﬁe Moyat, short-skirted, a stick in

nd, a feather stuck
Tam-o’-Shanter. s o

“Good-morning,” she cried out heartily;
“I've been to call at your ocottage.” -

“Very kind of you,” I answered, hesi-
tatingly. / i
Miss Moyat was good-heanted, but a
little over-powering—and in certain moods
shﬁq;emlmc;:g me of her father.

1, an errand,” ehe explained,
laughing. “Father said if I sawpyou 1
was to say that he has to call on the
Duke this afternoon, and, if you liked,
he would expldin about yocur lecture last
night ;and try and get the village hall for
you for nothing. The Duke is very good-
natured, qnd if he knows that he spoilt
your evening, father thinks he might let
you have it for nothing.”

“It is very kind of your father,” I
&nswengd. “I do mot think that I ehall
ever give that lecture again.”

.“\Vhy not?” ehe protested. “I am gure

I thought it a beautiful lecture, and I'm
not keen on chundhes and ruins, myself,”
she added, with a Jaugh which somehow
grated upon me. ‘“What are you doing
here?”
. “Watdhing the dead,” I answered grim-
¥,
Sbg looked at me for an explanation.
I pointed to the dark object by the side
of the creek. She gave a wviolent start.
Then she screamed and caught hold of
my arm.

“Mr. Ducaine!” she oried. “What is
it ”

“A dead man!” I answered.

Her face was a etrange study. There
was fear mingled with unwholesome curi-
osity, the heritage of her. natural lack of
refinement. She leaned over the palings.

“Oh, how horrible!” she exclaimed. “I
don’t know whether I want to look or
not. I've never seen anv one dead.”

exclaimod: ‘Do come with me, Mr. Du-
caine. I'm horribly afraid.”

“Then don’t go near him,” I advised.
“A dead mam is surely not a pleasant
aspectacle for you. Come away, Miss
Mioyat.”

But she had advanced to within a couple
of yands of him. Then she stopped short,
and a little exclamation escaped from her

. A
“Why, Mr. Ducaine,” she cried out,
“this s the very man who stopped me last
night outside our house, and asked the
way to your cofitage.”

CHAPTER 1IV.
Miss Moyat’s Promise. .

We stood looking at one another on the
edge of the marsh. Im the clear morning
sunlight I had no chance of escape or sub-
terfuge. There was terror in my face, and
she could see it.

“You—you cannot be sure!” I exclaimed.
“It may not be the same man.” .

“It ig the same man,” she answered gon-
fidently. ‘‘He stopped me and asked if I
could direct him to your house. It was
ebout half am hour after you had gome.
He spoke very softly and almost like a
foreigner. I told him exactly where your
cobtage was. Didn’t he come to you?”

“No,” I answered. ‘1 bhave never seen
him before in my life.”

“Why do you iook—so terrified?” \she
asked. “You are as pale as a ghost.”

I clutched hold of the railings. She came
over to my side. Up the road I heard in
the distance the orunching of heavy

wheels. A wagon was passang
through the lodge gates. John, the
woodman, = was walking with un-

accusbomed briskness by the horses’ heads,
cracking his whip as he came. I looked inwo
the girl’s face by my side.

“Miss Moyat,” I said hoarsely, “‘can’t
you forget that you saw this man?”’

“Why?” she asked bewildered.

“[ don't want to be dragged into it,” I
answered, glancing mervously over my
shoulder along the moad. “on’t you sce
that if he is just found here with his head
and shouldens in the creek, and nothing is
known about him, they will take it that
he has been washed uplby the sea in the
storm last might? But if it is known that
he came from the land, that he was se°n
in the village asking for me—then there
will be many things eaid.”

“T don’t see as it matters,” ehe answer-
ed, puzzled. “He didn’t come, and you

course, if you want me to say nothing
»

She paused. I clutched her arm.

“Mies Moyat,” I said, “I have strong rea-
gons for not wishing to be brought into
this.”

“All right,” she said, dropping her voice.
“I will do—as you ask.”

There was an absurd meaning in her
little side-glance, which at another time
would have put me on my guard. But- just
then I was engrossed with my own vague
fears. I forgot even to remove my hand
from her arm. So we were standing, wheh
a moment later the silence was broken by
the sound of a galloping horse coming fast
acroes the marshes, We started aside.
Lady Angela reined in a great bay mare
a few yands away from us. Her habit was
all bespattered with mud. She had evi-
dently ridden across country from one of
the private entrances to the Park.

“What is this terrible story, Mr. Du-
caine?’ she exclaimed. “Is there really a
shipwreck? I can see no signs of it.”

“No shipwreck that I know of, Lady
Angela,” T answered. “There is a dead
nian here—one only. I have heard of noth-
ing else.”

Her eyes followed my outstretched hand,
and ehe saw the body half on the sands,
half on the mamsh. She shivered a little.

“Poor fellow!”’ she exclaimed. “Is it any
one from 'the village, Mr. Ducaine?”

“It is a et ange-,Lrdy Angely,” 1 answer-
od. “We think that his body must have
been washed in from the e2a.”

She measured the distance from high-
water mark with a glance, and shook her
head.

“Too far away,’ she declared.

“There was a wild eca last night,” I
answered, “and such a tide as I have never
seen here before.” .

“What are you doing with it?” ehe ask-
ed, pointing with her whip.

“John Hefford is bringing a wagon,” I
arewered. “I suppose he had better take it
to the police station.”

She wheeled her horse round.

“] am glad that it is mo worse,” ehe
said. “There are reports going about of a
terrible shipwreck. I trust that you are
feeling better, Mr. Ducaine?”

“] am quite recovered—thanks to your
kindness and Colonal Ray’s,” I answerad.

She nodded. i

“You will hear from my father during
the ‘day,” ehe said. “He is quite anxious
to, come to your lecture. Good morning.”

She galloped away. Miss Moyat - turned
towards me eagerly.

“Why, Mr. Ducaine,” she exclaimed, “I
had mo idea that you knew Lady Angela.”

“Nor do I,” I answered shortly. “Our
acquaintance is of the slightest.”

“What did she mexn about the lecture?”

I affected not to hear. John the wagoner
had pulled up his team by the side of the
palings, and was tonching his hat respect-
fully.

“Another job for the dead ’ouse, sir, my
minsis tells me.””

“There is the body of a dead man here,
John,” I answered, “washed up by the
tide, I suppose. It isn’t an uncommon oc-
currence here, is it?”

“T,or bless you, no, sir,” the man an-
swered, stepping over the palings. “I had
three of them here in one month last year.
If you'll just give me a hand, sir, we'll
take him down to the police station.”

1 set my teeth and advanced towards the
dead man. John Hefford proved at once
that. he was superior to all such trifles as
nerves. He lifted the body up and laid it
for the first time flat upon the sands.

“My! he’s had a nasty smash on the
head,” John remarked, looking down at
him with simple curiosity, “Quite the gent
too, 1 should say. Will you give me a
band, sir, and we’ll have him in the
wagon.”

So I was forced to touch him after all.
Nevertheless I kept my eyes as far as
possible from the ghastly face with the
long hideous wound across it. I saw novw,
however, in one ewift unwilling glance,
what manner of man this was. He had
thin features, a high forehead, deep eyws
too close together, a thin iron gray mous-
tache. Whatever his station in life may
have been, he was not of the labouring
classes, for his hande were & §t and his
nails well cared for. We laid him in the
bottom of the wagon, and covered him
over wit". a couple of sacks. John cracked
the whip and strode along by the side
of the hovecs. Blanche Moyat and I fol-

“I ehould advise you,” I said, “to go
awgay.”
it was apparently the last thing she de- !
gpred to do. Of the wvarious emotions |

hich had possessed her, curiosity was tha |
ne which survived. =
“You are sure he is dead?”’ she asked.

" “Quite,” I answered.

“Was he drowned, then?”

“I think,” I replied, “that he has been
washed up by the tide. There has prob-
ably been a shipwreck.”

“Gracious!” she exclaimed. “It is just a
sailor then?”

“] have not looked at his face,”” I ans-
wered, ‘“and I should not advise you to.
He has been tossed about and injured.
_clotihes, though, are not a seamam’s.’” |

O e @R in the palinz=

-

Jowed behind.”

"She was unusually silent, and once or
twice I caught her glancing curiously at
me, as though she had something which it
was in her mind to say, but needed en-
couragement. As we neared my cottage
ghe asked me a question.

“Why don’t you want me to eay that T
saw this man in the village last night, and
that he asked for you, Mr. Ducaine? I
can’t understand what difference it makes,
He may have spoken to others besides me,
and then it is bound to be known. What
harm can it do you?”’

“] cannot expiain fhow I feel about it,”
I answered. “I am pot sure that I know
myself. Only you mgst see: that if it were
known that he set from the village

last ni me, people mii'lt

eay  ungs

n
1)

don’t know anything about him. But, of | groom

| of killing him?”’

hundred yands from

we had met—and quarrelled?

suggestion is unpleasant enough.”

me,andalmostvdh»‘speuedinmyew—

ed to see you about?”’

in my life.”

ed

. “What do you mean ”

“In your Toom?”’
he wes sorry to have spoilt my lecture.”
“And Lady Angela?”’
“YQ-”
“She came in too?”

tated me.

looked in and wemt away?”’

more of him.”
She turned towards me breathlessly.

when he s
did he die? What killed him?”’
I shook my head.

more about it than you do.”
We were both silent for a time, but

pulled up his homse by our side
touching his (hat.
“Yes,” 1 enswered.

answer if I found you at home.”

sprawling handswriting.
“Rowchester, Wednesday morning.

”

able, therefore, to write my answer, but
will call at the time he mentions?”

away. Blandhe Moyat, who
standing a few yards off, rejoined me.

osity.

is wihiat he wants to see me about.”
She tossed her head.

about dit,” she remarked.
“] am afraid,” I said, gravely,
mind was full of more serious matters.”

low tome,

the way to your cottage?”’
“It seems quite unmecessary,”
swered, “and it would only mean that

I could not answer.”
“Vary well,” she said, “Good-bye!”

over my humdrum little life?

CHAPTER V.
The Graciousness of the Duke.
At a quarter past three that afterfioon

than usual note of my appearance.

out his hand.
you.”

window, a great uncurtaimed

ows.

about it.”

to me.”

papers on his desk.

one which concerms you.”

“The proposed lease of the Grange,”
remarked.

“Exactly. It seems that you arranged

my agent, and were th
carry it out.” #

“It was scarcely mygown
posed. “I explained fhe cire

Feet Tajt Fret

ple’s feet fr

and bunions
e tender and
ever spend 25 cents o

No wonder some
sweat, no wonder

blister, "get hot,
think all this is necessagy.
your feet were healthy ari@ A
would not complain in )

TREAT THEM 767
Rl e !

my

were known that he had left the village
last night to see me, don’t you think that|only reason why I alluded to the matiter
it would oocur to any ome to wonder if|ds that I disapprove of the course adopted
There | by my agent, who, I believe, enforced the
could be no proof, of course, but the mere | payment of a yeargs rent from you.”

“Did you see him Jast might ” she ask-

“Yes. Colonel Ray called to say that however, 1

The ginl's open-mouthed curiosity irri-

saw that there was a new look in her|P€ : :
face. It was a welcome relief when a|mMminds of little dhildren; they need form-

from Rowchester overtook us and ing. I have heard some remarks concern-

‘“Yes. He b flered to lend the
village hall,” ?st,;i_d‘ ber. “I e:xpex;e that | self confronted with a question which, if

I ehuddered to myself as I followed the
wagon down the narrow street towards | «] do not blame you for resenting what
the police station. A strange reserve had | geems to be curiosity, but you must take
crept -into her mamner during the latter | ;y word for it that it is nothing of the
portion of our walk. There was some- | gort. I can perhaps explain myself bebter
thing in her mind which she shrank from |}y aking you still another sort of ques-
putting into wonds. Did she believe that | tion Are you in a porition to accept a
1 was responsible for this gnim tragedy | post of some importance?”
which had so suddenly thrown its shadow

“I trust,” he said, “that you have quite
recovered from your last night's indisposi- | m
tion. My daughter has been telling me

“I have been going through several mat-| 5 :
ters comnected with the estate, Mr. Du-|give you his address” he remarked.
caine,” he eaid, “and I have come 2cToss

three years’ tenancy with Mr. Hulshaw,
t prepared to | he remarked.

chocolates to please |V

eo. If | Heeee

“You mean—that they might suspect you Mr. Hulshaw. I was promised bwo pupils

if I took a suitable house in this meigh-

“Why not? Nobody knows much about borhood, but, after all my plans were con-
me here, and it would seem suspicious. dluded, their father died unexpectedly, and
It was I who found him, end only a few | theif new guardian made other -arrange-
cottage. 1f it | memts.”

“Exactly,” the Duke remarked. “The

“He was within nis rights, your Grace,”

We were in the middle of the ‘open roed, | T said.
and the wagon was several yands in front.
Nevertheless she drew a little closer 0| teq “but I consider his action arbitrary.

“He may have been,” the Duke admiit-

Not only that. but “t was unnecessary, for

“Do you kmow who he is, what he want- | po has already found another tenant for

the place. I have imstruoted him, there-

“I have no idea,” I enswered. “I 8m | s . 1) cend
: ’ : 5 you a cheque for the amount
quite sure that I mever saw him before you paid him, less fthe actual cost of pre-

paring the lease.”
Now my entire capital et that moment
was something under three shillings. A

“Not to speak to,” I answered ““I did| . : ,
catch just e glimpse of him, I believe, in gift of fifty pounds, therefore, which after
rather a strange way. But that was all.”

all was not a gift but only the just return
of my own money, was more than oppor-
tune—it was Heaven-sent. If I could have

“1 him looking i through m in-| . .
dow, s’;‘v;vt ;: came mmneam\r. Lad}f; ?ﬁ- given way to my feelings I should have
gela and Colonel Ray were in the room.” Sprune

and wrung the lit-

thands. As it was,
expect my face betrayed
my joy. “Your Grace is exceedingly kind,”
I told him, ‘“Dhe money will be invalu-
able to me just now.”

The Duke inclined his head.

“I am oniy sorry,” he eaid, “that Hul-
shaw should have exaéted it. It shows

tle man’s

“] happened to be ill when Colonel | how impossible it is to leave the conduct
Ray came. They were both very kind to| of one’s affains wholly in the hands of an-
me.”

other person. Now tthere is a further mat-

“This man, then,” ehe continued, ‘“he|ter, Mr. Ducaine, concerning wiich I de-

sire to speak to you. I refer to your pro-

“I suppose s0,” I answered.“l saw no| jected lecture last night.”

“] beg that your Grace wiil not allude
to dt,” I eaid, hastily. “It is really of

“] don’t see how a fall could have killed | very little importance.” y
him, or how he could have wandered off
into the marshes just there. The oreek | thig time to observe. He appeared to em-
isn’t mearly deep enough to bave drowned | ter into all disoussions with his mind
him unless he had walked deliberately in | wholly made up upon the subject, and any
and lain down. He was quite sobet, too, interruptions and interpolations he simply
poke to me. Mr. Ducaine, how | endyred with patience, and then comtinu-

The Duke had a habit which I began at

od on his way without the slightest refer-
ence to them. He sat during my remark

“If 1 eould: answer you these questions,” | wiv paif-closed eyes, and when Ihad fin-
I said, “I should feel much easier in my | . 2 . e T
- ind. But I e S ished he went on, wholly ignoring it

«This is a strange little comer of the
1| world,” he said, “and the minds of the
people here are for the most part like the

»mg‘thewar&wmoneortwodmyten-

“Are you Mr. Ducaine, sir?”’ he asked, | @nts which have not pleased me. Accord-

ingly, while Oolomel Ray was here, I
thought it an excellent opportunity to en-

“I have a note for you from his Grace, deavor to instruct them as to the real facts
sir,” he eaid. “I was to take back an of the case. It was not' until after the

affair was arranged—not, indeed, until I

He handed it to me, and I tore it open.| was actually in the ball—that I he.ard.o&‘
It contained ouly a few lnes, in a large|our misfortune in selecting the evening

which you had already reserved for your
own lecture. I trust thet you will allow

“The Duke of Rawdhester presents his | me to offer you the free use of the hall for
compliments to Mr. Ducaine, and would | any other date which you may select. My
be mudh obliged if he could make it con-| peaple here, and I mygelf, shall esteem it
venient 'to call upon him at Rowchester|a pleasure to be amongst your audience.”
between three and four o'clock this ‘after-

I was quite overwhelmed. I could only
murmur my thanks. The Duke went on

on.
I folded the note up and turned to the | to speak for a while on general matters,

and then ekilfully brought the comversa-

groom.
“Will you tell his ‘Grace,” I said, “that| ion back again to myself and my own
you found me on the road, and I was un-| affairs. Before I knew where I was I

1| found myself subjected to a close and mer-
ciless cross-examination. My youth, my

The man bouched his hat and rode| college caveer, my subsequent adventures
had been| ceemed all to be subjects of ynterest to

him, end I, although every momemt my

“Has the Duke sent for you to go ilderment increased ered i
there?”’ ehe asked, with obwvious curi- :Zmé ob;liet)ceofascmy- s

It came to an end at last. I found my-

I had enswered it truthfully, must have
disclosed my penniless conditicn. I rose

“You didn’t tell me so'just mow when instead to my feet.
I told you that father had offered to speak

“Your Grace will excuse me,” I said,
“but 1 am taking up too much of your

“my | time. It is not possible that these small |

personal details can be of any dinterest to

*'She said mo more until we reached the | you.”
front of the Moyats’ house. Then she did
not offer me her hand, but she stood quite | did not, however, immediately resume. I
close to me, and spoke in an unnaturally ; was not in the least offended. The Duke’s

He waved me back to my chair, which I

mamner throughout, and the framing of his

“You wish me, then,” ehe said, “not| questions, had been too tactful to awaken
to mention abowt that man—his asking|any resentment. But I had no fancy for

exposing my illduck and friendless state to

I en-|any one. I was democrat enough to feel

I|that a cross-examination which would

should be bothered with questions which | have been impertinent in anybody else

was becoming a little too personal even
from the Duke of Rowdhester.
“Sit down, Mr. Ducaine,” he eaid.

I looked at him in surprise, as well I
might. -

“Sit down, Mr. Ducaine,” he repeated.
“I have said enough, I hope, to prove that
I am not trifling with you.”

“You have mamaged, at any rate, to sur-
1| prise me very much, your Grace,” I said.

was ushered into the presence of the Duke| “I am eager to receive employment of any
of Rowchester. I had never seen him be-|sort. May I ask what it was tnat you had
fore, and his personality at once interest-|in view?”

od me. He was a smail man, grey-haired,
keen-eyed, clean shaven. He received me
in ‘a somewhat bare apartment, which he | is a matter upon which I should have to
alluded to as his workroom, and I found | consult others.”

him seated before a desk strewn wut. pa-
pers. He rose immediately at my entrance,
and I could feel that he was taking more; thought of me ” I asked.

He ghook his head slowly. ;
“I cammot tell you today,” he said. “It

A sudden thought struck me.
“May I ask at whose suggestion you

“It was Colonel Ray who pointed out

“You are Mr. Ducaine,” he said, nosuing | certain necessary qualifications which you
“I am very glad to see possess,” the Duke answered.

“T shall
report to him, and to some others, the re-

He motioned me to a ohair facing the|sult of our conversation, and 1 presume
affair, | you have no objection to my making such
through which the north light came flood- | inquiries as I think necessary concerning
ing in, whilst he himself sat in the ghad-| you?” -

“None whatever,” 1 answered.

The Duke rose to his feet. I took up
y cap. i

“If Colonel Ray is im,” I eaid, “and it
is not inconvenient, I should be glad to

- Quite, thank you,” I answered. “Lady | see him for a moment.”
Angela and Oolcmel Ray were very kind

“Colonel Ray left unexpectedly by the
first train this morning,”’ the Duke ans-

¢
He nodded, and then glanced at the wered, lookingz at me keenly.

I gave mo sign, but my heart sank.
“Jf it is anything dimportant I cam

“Thank you,” I answered, “it is of no
consequence.”’
1| There was @ moment’s silence. It seem-
. | ed to me that the Duke was watching me
a | with peculiar intentness.
“Ray gtayed with you late lagt might,”

“Qolonel Ray was very kind,” I answer-

ed.

By-the-bye,” he said, “I hear that some
stranger lost his life in the storm last
night. You found the body, did you
not?”

ing.

The Iuke uodded.

“Tt was no one belonging to the neigh-
ood, T understand?” he asked.

e man was a stranger to all of us,”
pered. s
e stood with knuted brows.

other question, but apparently he aban-
doned the idea. He modded again and rang
the bell. I was dismiesed.

. “Yes,” I answered. ‘“There was a great
ad deal of wreckage on the shore this morn-

on the point of asking me some

had some Teason, and he gave me the idea
that, subjest to the approval of some
others, he was thinking of me in connec-
tion with some post.”

“Colonel Ray was telling' me,” she eaid,
“how unfortunate you have been with your
pupils. I wonder—don’t you think pet-
haps that you might get some others?”

“I have tried,” I answered. “So far I
have not been lucky. At present, too, I
scarcely see how I could expect to get
any, for I have nowhere to put them. I
had to give up the lease of the Grange,
and there is no house round here whicn I
could afford to take.”

Some portjon of her delicate assurance
had certainly desented her. Her manner
was almost nervous.

“If you could possibly find the pupils,”
she said, hesitatingly, “I should like to
ask you a favor. The Manor Farm on
the other side of the village is my own, and
I should so like it occupied. I would let
it to you furnished for ten pounds a year.
There is a man and his wife living there
now as caretakers. They would be able to
look after you.” :

“You are very kind,” I said again, “but
I am afiaii th t I could not t1ke advantage
of such an offer.”

“Why  not?”

“I have no claim upon you or your
father,” I amswered. “We are almost
strangers, are we not? I might accept and
be gratetul for employment, but this is
charity.”

“A very conventional reply, Mr. Du-
caine,” ehe memarked, with faint sarcasm.
“I gave you credit for a larger view of
things.”

I found her etill inexplicable. She was
evidently ennoyed, and yet she did not
seem to wish me to be. There was a cloud
upon her face and a nervousneéss in her
manner which I wholly failed to under-
stand.

“If T were to tell you,” she eaid, rais-
ing her eyes suddenly to mine, “that your
acceptance of my offer would be a favor—
would put me under a real obligation to
you?”’

“I ehould still have to remind you,” I
declared, “that as yet I have no pupils,
and it takes time bo get them. Further, J
have arrived at that position when imme-
diate employment, if it is only as a breaker
of e’stones upon ithe road, is a necessity to
me.”

She sighed.

“My father will offer you a post,” ehe
caid slowly. :

“Now you ere a real Samaritan, Lady
Angéla,” I declared. “I only hope that
it may be s0.”

_Her face reflected none of my enthu-
stasm.

“You jump at conclusions,” ehe said,
coldly.. “How do ycu know that the pust
will be ome which you will be able to
fifjy” -

“If your father offers it to me,” I ans-
wered, confidently, ‘he must take the 1isk
of thait.”

I was surprised at her epeech—perhaps
a little nettled. I was an “Honours” man,
an exceptional linguist, and twenty-five. It
did not seem likely to me that there was
any post which the Duke might offer
which, on the score of ability, at any rate,
1 should not be competent to fill.

“He will offer it you,” she eaid, look-
ing steadily dwnwards on to the sands be-
Jow, “and you will accept it. I am eorry:”

“Sorry!” 1 exc'aimed.

“Very. If I could find you those pupile
I would,” she continued. “If I comld per-
suade you to lay aeside for once the pride
whidh a man seems to think a pant of his
natural equipment, it would make me very
ha,p'py. k24

“Stop,” I interrupted. “You must ex-
plain this, Lady Angela.”

She #hotk Her head.

“Kxplain is just what I cannot,” she
said, sadly. “That is what I cam never
do.,)

'I was completely bewildered now. She
was looking seaward, her face steadily
averted from mine. As to her attitude
towards me, I could make nothing of it.
I could not even decide whether it was
friendly or inimical. Did she want this
post for some one else? If so, surely her
influence with her father would be strong
erough to secure it. She had epoken to
me kindly enough. The faint air of re-
serve that she seemed to carry with her
everywhere, which, coupled with a certain
quietness of deportment, appeared to most
of the people around to indicate pride,nad
for Ithese few minutes, at any rate, been
hfted. She had come down, from the
clouds, and spoken’ to me as any other
woman to any other man. And now she
had wound up by throwing me into a state
of hopeless bewilderment.

“Lady Angela,” I said, “l1 think that
you owe me some explanation. If you can
assure me that it is in any way against
your wishes, if you will g've me the ghadow
of a reason why I ehould refuse what has
not yet been offered to me—well, I will
do it. I will do it even if I must starve.”

‘A little forced smile parted her lips. She
looked at me kindly.

“T have said a great deal more than T
meant to, Mr. Ducaine. I think that it
would have been better if I had left most
of it unsaid. You must go your own way.
I only wanted to guard you against disap-
pointmenit.”

“Disappointment! You think, after all,
then—""

“No, that is not what I meant,” she
interrupted. “I am sure that you will be
offered the post, and I am sure that you
will not hesitate to accept it. But never-
theless 1 think that it will bring with it
great disappointments. I will tell you
this. Already three young men whom I
knaw very well have held this post, and
each in turn has been dismissed. They
have lost the confidence of their employers,
and though each, I believe, was ami ious

!and  meant to make a career, they have now

a black mark against their name.”

“You goe very mysterious, Lady An-
gela,” I said, doubtfully.

“It is of necessity,” she answered. ‘‘Per-
haps I take rather a morbid view of things,
but one of them was the brother of a
great friend of mine, and they fear that
he has lost his Teason. There are peculiar
and painful difficulties in connection with
this poet, Mr. Ducaine, and 1 think it
only fair to give you this warning.”

“You are very kind,” I said. “I only
wish that the whole thing was clearer to
me.”

(Lo pe continued.)

Remarkable Shooting.

A somewhat remarkable feat of marks-
manship was performed by Staff-Sergt. I.
H. Simpson, of the Royal Grenadiers on
Saturday at the Long Branch rifle ranges,
when heé made the score of 104 points out
of a possible 105, seven shots at each of
the 200, 500 and 600 yards ranges, 21 in 2ll.
His score was made up of possbles at 200
and 500 yards, seven bulls at each, and eix
bulls and a very close inner at 600 yards,
the inner his fourth ehot at this range.
The occasion was the first of three matches
for the eergeants’ inter-regimental Stimeon
trophy, which is competed for annually
by teams of ten sergeants from each reyi-
ment, Q. O. R, Royal Grenadiers and
48th Highlanders. This is the first time
that this feat has been accomplished on
the Toomg Branch rifle ranges and.is ren-
dered all the more creditable as having
been made in a squadded competition and
under strict match condifions.—Toronto
Globe.

The record for the time in setting up
a telephone exchange for a town is held
by & New England company, which equip-

}a.

ped and fully fitted ouf, gn -exchange 1;1’.

SIVED' FROM CHAR
BY SCANT HOUR

John Johnson, Condemned Murderer,
Misses the Grim Reaper When
All Is Ready for Death

APPEAL TO HIGHEST COURI

Warden, Told by Telephone of
Lawyer's Move, Goes On With
Prepara.ﬁons Until Paper Actu-
ally Arrives.

>~

(New York Herald.)

John Johnson, who killed his wife in
Yonkens more ‘than a year ago, has estab-
lished a new death cheating record in Sing
Sing prison. He would have been dead
two months ago had not Albert T. Patrick
suggested to him that he he was entitled
to a stay because counses, appointed by
the court, had failed to visit him between
the date of trial and that set for the ex-
ecution of the deawh gentence. On these
grounds (Governor Higgins granted him a
stay which expired at 5 oclock yesterday
afternoon.

Johnson was worried. He had been with
a priest Sunday and yesterday aftennoon,
He expected to die last evening. After 5
o'clock the warden could lead him to the
exeoution chamber and twm on the fatal
ocurrent at any time. Lhe warden went to
see him, but did not read the death war-
rant. He ds a humame man and that form-
aln!ty precedes execution by about five
minutes at the most.

Atttorney General Mayer telephoned to
the warden about 4 o'clock yesterday af-
ternoon that Meyer Levy, of No. 302
Broadway, Johnson’s lawyer, had taken
an appeal to the Supreme Court of the
United States, which would act as a stay
of execution. The warden took the tele-
'p_‘hone message and went on with prepara-
tions for carrying out the death eentence.

Every joint in the electric plant in the
prison was burnished to dazzlimg perfec-
tion. All the connections were ready fo
transmit a current of thousands of volts

-to the chair in which the condemned man

would presently sit. Many of the witmesses
summoned were in the prison to see John~
son die,

Johnson was in 'the execution chamber.
That, as it happens, does not mean the
small room in which is the ‘“‘chair.” It in-
cludes the cells of the condemmed, as well
as the cells of those who awe held for cap-
ital offences whose legal resources have not
been exhausted.

This is the conversation between War-
den Johmson and a reporter for the Her-
ald at half-past 6 o'clock last night:—

“Is Johnson dead?” !

“No; he got a stay.”

“Did you recognize the telephone mes<
sage from Attofney General Mayer?”’

“Noo. Telephone messages and telegrams
don’t go here. I was served with a copy
of the appeal of Johmeon’s attorney,
Meyer Levy, to the Supreme Court of the
Unmited States, and that, under the law,
acts as a stay.” :

“When did you receive that?”

“About ‘half-past five or thereabouts.”

“Whhen were you going to kill Johnson?"”

“Oh, about seven, or between six and
seven. The witnesses were here and
everything was ready.”

“That’s about the closest that any man
ever came to death in Sing Sing and be
spared, isn’t it ” '

“It is, by about a week.”

“How did Johuson take it?”

“How would you feel if you thought youm
were going to die in an hour?”

“How did his family act about it?”

“I don’t know. They’re all dead. He had
only a wife, and he killed her.”

Judge Lacombe yedterday afternoon re~
fused the applications of Mr. Levy for a
writ of certiorari and a writ of habeas
corpus for his client, Johnson. Mr. Levy
then filed notice of appeal in the Supreme
Court of the United States. No actiom
can now be taken until next October.

PUT 00T ALL
THE LIGHTS

Carpenters’ Act in Mill Street
Also Endangered Their
Lives.

Carpenters who were employed on a
house near the electric light station Tuess
day ran a serious risk without knowe
ing it and when they read these lines they
may shudder and be wiser at the recols
Jection.-

The men in question had a ladder rear-
ed against the side of the house at which
they were working. Two eleotric light
wires were hanging near and they evi-
dently decided were to close to be com-
fortable. So they moved the ladder over
and tied it to the other.

Nothing happened then but at night
the effect of -their aot was noticed, for it
put out all the lights by causing a short
cincuit and throwing out tive main switche
By investigation the trouble was soon I
cated and set wight in a few minutes.

The engineer at the power house said
that whoever tied the wires together did
s0 at the misk of their lives, but fortun-
ately it was done in the day time before
the fog came in and likely all about them
was dry. But last night with fog, wet
ladder, wet dlotiing and wet rope  the
consequences might have been very ser-
tous to them and even as matiters were
they ran a great misk.
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