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THE CRITIC.

MAITLANDS MYSTERY.

{ Continued.)

1 couldn't <aplain then, and decided to go at once and explain afier-
wards.  When I met you all of a sudden the next mormng, the first impulse
was 1o get away out of your sight, and I obeyed it simply because of the
unpleasant experience 1 had been having with your fellow cavalrymea. I
did not want to have to auswer questions  Sec? 1 was asbamed of it, but
tov late to turn back.”

Perry nodded.  * I understand it—now,” he said.

* Well, what 1 want to ask is about Sergeamt Gwynne.
him before you get back 17

“ Yes,~—a mile or so ont from the post.”

“ You stopped and tatked with him, didn"t you?”

“Yes,~for several minutes ”

Mrs, Cowan's needle-work had fallen in her lap. She was seated near

the winduw, and had been busily sewing. Now she was looking up, cager
and intent.

“You've known him a long time, haven't you ?”

*“Yes,—cver since he juined.  1le’s one of the best sergeants I ever
knew.”

“ You wenld hardly think him guilty of any dishonesty, would you ?”

Mr. Cowan was rising from her chair ; the needle-work had fallen to
the floor,

“Dishonesty ! Not by a—good deal ' was the reply that bade fair to
be even more impulsive, and was checked unly in deference to the presence
of a woman.

“\Well, ncither would 1, from what I've seen of him; and yet Mr.
Maitland’s seal 1ing was found on him last nighh."

“ My God! Ofcourse he could explain it in some way 2"

“ He couldn't,—or wouldn't.  He simply stood there, white as a sheet
except where these bruises made tim green and blue.  He had denied the
charpe thitly when aceused ; and yet there it was 1n his chest. 1 never saw
any man so taken aback as Captain Stryker : he said he would have sworn
10 his innocence.”

“Su would 1!—so0 1 do, by Jupiter* It's some foul plot I—it's "

But he got no further. ‘1o his own amaze, to the utter bewilderment of
Drr. Quen, Mrs, Cewan precipitated herself upon her patient, seized the hand
that Jay nearcst her on the coverlet, and burst forth into half-articulate, sob

bing, indignint words. mingled with kisses showcered passionately on that
astomshed haud.

« Ob, Wess him for the woids ’
Ch, the fools ! the lunatics '

Did you mect

Oh, God bless you, Mr. Perry ! . . .
A thief, indeed’ The idea
of nix being accused * .« U4, God! what would his mother in heaven
say to this? . . As though he had not borne far too much already !

12s his own—his eien ring, I tell you! Who clse should wear it ?
Who dare take it from him now? Oh, the infamy of it

. .

ail !’

In her wild excitment, in her incoherent praise and lamentation and
wrath and indignation, her voice, her sobs, rang through the room and out
alot i the Lroad cerndor.  LEven in their amaze the two wen heard a hurried
<ep appreachng, a imping, halting, painful «ep, yet rapid and impulsive.
Qumr, alzorbed in hix contemplation of the excited woeman, paid no atten
won ; Peny's easer eyes were strawned upeon the duot-way, where, the very
rext :astant, with palhid feateres and startied mien, Gladys Maitland sud-
Genly appeared and steed staring inupen tre spectacle of Mrs. Cowan
kissing and seLlang over Perry’s hund.  Alrcady he had divined the truth
and strove to warn the tear-blinded wemen of her presence; but Mrs
Cowan’s excitment had increased 10 the verge of hysteria : she was laughing
and crying now by turns, blessing her soldier pauent for his faith n the
accuscd <crgeant, and then breaking forth anew in indignant expletive, * Who
are kis sccusers 2 Who dare say thief to him? Notone is fit to
laok him in the face ! "T'was the very nng hus mother gave am,
his vwn ! hi<own !

And ten the doctor seized her and turacd her so that she must see
Glidys, - Glidys, wild-cyed, pinting, staring, tattening forward fram the
d crway.  Owe sharp cry from the woman's lips, one spring towards the
reebng form, end she had caught tie gl in her arms -

* Gladys, Gladys, wy little pet ! my own baby ait U Look up and thank
Ged! I'veiried to keep my promisc »nd his sceret untul he released me.
Ive nied bard, but ivs a¥ nseless : 1 can't, I can’t.  Oh, Gladys, sweet-
heart, your mother’s smiling down on us this dag. Who do you think has
comie back 1o us, and siceng and well and brave?  Who but your own
broetlier, your own Archie, Gladys "
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“Yes, containly very pretty— now.  It’s much a pity that English-women
grow coarse and stout and red faced so very soon after they are married.”
The speaker was Mrs Belknap, and her si.it voice was turned to a pitch of
alieost pathetic tegret. They were taiking of Miss Mailand, who had just
been assisted to her szddie by the colenel, and now, followed by the faith-
ful Griggs and escertud by Coptain Siraker, was nding away homeward
after a brief call at the post. Fort Rossiter, once so humdrum ard placid
and * stupid,” o5 the l:d:es termed it, had Lzen the voriex of sensations for
a whole forinight, ard one exaitinent had tredden on the heels of another
with such rapiditly thatl people were arowing weasy.

Perhaps the bappiest man in garrison was Captain Stryker : he had
refused to beheve in the guilt of Sergeant Gwynoe when Captain Wayne

came to him to say that there were men in his troop who openly accused
the sergeant of having that cherished scal-ring secreted in his chest. So
conlident was he that he had gone with the captain and Mr. Farnham to the
stables and there told Gwynne of the charge against him, Gwynue flushed
hotly, denied the truth of the story, but hesitated when asked if he would
allow his chest to be searched.  This was quickly noted by Wayne and
Farnham, and the search was insisted upon. Gwynne then said there were
a few items in that chest which he allewed no one to see; he pledged his
soldier word that they were nothing but a paper or two, some little photo.
graphs, and a book. These he asked permission to remove first ; then they
might search.  But Wayne sternly refused. The sorgeant turned very white,
set his lips, and hesitated still, until his own captain spoke ; then he sur-
rendered his key. Wayne and Farnhan bent over the chest while the troop
sergeant rapidly turned over the clothing, books, etc., with trembling
hands. There was a little compartment at one side, in which were lying
gome small items,—a pocket-compass, a pencil-case, some keys, a lockot
and a neck-chain, and, among theso, something wepped in tissue-paper.
This was handed to Captain Wayne, who unrolled the paper, and-—there
was a massive seal-ring. A crest was cut in the stone, and, taking it to the
light, Wayne was able to make out the motto,—* Quod sursum volo videre.”
It was the ring Maitland had lost.

Stryker Jooked wonderingly at his sergeant, who stood there as though
petrified with amaze and consternation, pale as death, and unable to say a
word. Asked to explain the matier, he could only shake his head, and,
after a \,vhilc, hoarsely mutter, “ I know nothing about it. I never placed
it there.” '

“Do you mean to tell me you never saw it before?’’ asked Wayne,
sternly. And Gwynne was silent.

“Is this the first time you ever saw it, I say?” repeated the captain
angrily.

% No, sir: I kace seen it before,” was the answer.

“T'hen you must have known 'twas stolen, and you have connived at its
concealment,” was Wayne's triumphant conclusion ; and on the report of
his oflicers Colonel Brainard had no alternative but to order Gwynne's close
arrest.  Only Stryker’s appeal and guarantee saved the sergeant from con-
finement in the guard-house.

‘The next sensation was the sight of Dr. Quin galloping back to the post
like mad and bolting unceremoniously into the colonel's gate. Then Stry-
ker was sent for, and the three officers held an excited conversation. Then
the orderly wont at a run over to the quarters, and in five minutes Sergeant
Gwynne, erect as ever and dressed with scrupulous care, looking anything
but like a guilty man, was seen crossing the paradc towards his colonel’s
house. The men swarmed out on the porches as the tidings went from lip
to lip, and some of the Irish troopers in Wayne’s company were remarked
as being oddly excited. Just what took place during that interview none
could tell, but in ten minutes the news was fiying arou d the garrison that
Sergeant Gwynne was released from arrest, and in less than half an hour,
to the wond rment of everybody, he was seen riding away towards D nra-
ven with Dr. Quin, and for two days more did not reappear at Rossiter.

But when the story flashed from house to house about the garrison that
Sergeant Gwynne was not Sergeant Gwynne at all, but Mr. Archibald
Wyndham Quin Maitland, late of Her Majesty’s —th Lancers, and only
surviving son of the invalid owner of Dunraven Ranch and other valuable
propertics, the amaze amounted to almost stupefaction. It was known that
old Mr. Maitland was lying desperately weak and 1) the day that Quin the
doctor came riding back.  All mnanner of stories were told regarding the
affecting nature of the interview in which the long-lost son was restored to
hi: overjoyed father, but, Jike n:ost stories, they were purely the offspring of
imagination, for at that interview only three were present: Gladys led her
biother to the room and closed the door, while good Mrs. Cowan stood
weeping for joy down the long corridor, and Dr. Quin blinke his eyes nd
fusscd and fidgeted and strode around Perry’s room with his hands in his
pockets, exploding every now and then into sudden comment on the roman-
tic nature of the situation znd the idiocy of some people thero at Rossiter.
** Joy does not kill,” he said : * Maitland would have been a dead man by
the end of the week @ it will give bim a new lcase of life.”

And it did. Though the flame was feoble and flickering, it was faoned
by ajoy inttterable. The boy whom the stricken father believed his stub
born pride and condemnation had driven to despair and suicide was restosed
to him in the prime of manly strength, all enderness, all forgiveness, and
Maitland’s whole heart went up in thanksgiving. He begged that Braiuard
and Stryker would comc to him, that he might thank them for their faith in
his son ; he bade the doctor say to Perry that the momsant he could be
hfted from his bad he would come to clasp his hand and bless him for being
a far beuter friend 10 his son than he had been a father.

The sergeant’s return to the post was the signal fora general turnout on
the nart of the men, all of whom were curious to see how he would appest
now that bis identity was cstablished. Of course his Jate assailants could
not jain in the crowd that thronged about him, but they listened with cag:
crness to cverything that was told. ¢ He was just the same as ever,” said
all accounts.  He had nover been intimate with any of them, but alway:
fricidly and kind. Onc thing went the rounds liko lightning.

“ You'll bz geuting your discharge now, sergeant,” said Mrs. Reed, the
woleble wife of the leader of the band, ““and taking up your residence at the
moch, I suppose.  Of course the British minister can get it for you ina
minute.”

 Not a bit of it, Mrs. Reed,” was the laughing answer. ¢ I cnlisted o
serve Uncle Sam for five years, aud he's been 100 good a friend to me to tur
from. I shall serve out my time with the —th.Y

_And the sergeant was true to his word.  If old Maitland could have pre-
vailed, an application for his son's discharge would have gone to Washing-

_—
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