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CHAPTER III—(Continued.)

“Oh, I beg your pardon,” he said, in an
absent kind of way. “Upon my word,
I am so engrossed in what I am: doing
that I had forgotten your presence alto-

me about the acid, weren’t you?”’
“I was,” Ralph replied. “I am inter-
psted in what you were saying, and I was
wondering whether you could let me have
& small quantity.”
“What do you want it for?’ Barca
asked.
“It occurred to me that I might make
use of this stuff by bringing it into a story
that I have had in my mind. You wouldn’t
understand—"’
“I think I should,” Barca responded,
with his eyes still bent upon the tubes.
“The story would have to be something
sensational, I suppose? For instancs, let
ws assume that there is a body in the
sbory. It is necessary to get rid of the
body and also the blood stains left behind.
Have I got any sort of grip on the plot of
your, new romance?”’
- “Something like that,” Ralph said. He
was fairly startled by Barca's words.
“Can you let me have some of the stuff?”
. “Not at present. That spot is all I
thave;. enough to treat a square inch or
¥wo, perhaps. It will be weeks before I
‘can manufacture it in bulk. In any case,
you will have to submit to the tender
mercies of Kate Lingen, ~She has the face
‘end smile of an angel, the blue eyes of an
innocent child, and the air of unsullied
purity, And yet there is not a more
.cold-blooded, designing wretch on the face
\of the earth. There are men who would
die for one of her smiles, or commijt any
orime for a touch of her lips. And yet
she would care nothing; in fact, nothing
mfter—"’ : : .
Barca. paused and turned aside with a
hard laugh. For the moment the pulsat-
ing infensity of his passion hed startled
‘Ralph. He had never seen the cold and
pelf-centered man of science moved m this
way before. He had never heard his
woice throb with emotion.

“Did you hate her as much as that?”
Ralph asked. )

. Barca laughed again, this time more
gently. His hands were steady onoce more.

“You are & clever man,” he eaid.
“Your boast is that you have a subtle
interest. where humanity and the moving
strings of life are concerned. But you are
as blind as the rest. And all this money
comes to you who will use it to educate
your children in the stereotyped way and
enfertain your thick-headed neighbors to
dinner! Whereas, if it belonged to me

ing with the train of my thoughts. But
there is no accounting for what a man
in love will do. Ask me in in a week’s
time, and perhaps by then I ehall be in a
position to give you the thing that you

require.

Ralph still lingered, although he could
see plainly that Barca wanted to get rid
of him, and all the time his mind was
tortured by the feeling that Barca kmew

mind reviewed the lurid and tragic event
of an hour ago, he began to see the sur-

now that his quarrel with Holt had not
been conducted in whispers. The house
was very quiet, and it was possible that
some of the esounds of strife had carried
as far as Barca’s room.

And yet nothing could be gathered from
the scientist’s sphinx-like face. He was
going on with his experiments as if he
had forgotten the presence of his com-
panion.

“8till here,” he said by-and-by. “Are
you working out another romance? Be-
eause if you are, I can give you as much
material as you want. Do you know that
I could tell you no less than five different
waye of poisoning a person without the
slightest trace of foul play being discov-
ered? What do you think of that for a
power in the hands of a poor man like
myself? But you are not listening to what
‘] am saying, and you are taking up a
‘great deal of my valuable:time. It is
not a nice thing to tell a man to go to
bed in his own house, and I hope the
bint will be sufficient.”

i Ralph laughed in a dreary kind of way.
|He elowly made his way towards the
door. He had perhaps never disliked
Barca quite so much as he did at that
anoment, but human companionship,how-|
jever detestable, was better than eolitude.|

“Very well,” he said. “I am really

going now. Good-night.”

CHAPTER 1IV.
Where?

Ralph dragged himself unwillingly
away. He was a little disturbed by the
tendency of Barca’s suggestion. Why had
the latter introduced the name of Kate
Lingen at this particular moment? If it
had not been for her and the thought of
those letters, Ralph at that momeuwt
would have been sleeping the sleep of the
just, perhaps dreaming of Enid.

He came at length to his own room
and closed the door. Every nerve in ihs
body called out for a light, but he reso-
lutely refused to listen. If he gave way
to these nervous fears, where were they
likely to end? He could not have a light;
rather would he lie toesing and restless
with that dreadful figure downstairs
painted in the darkness like a vivid scene
in vivid colors on a sheet of black vel-
vet. \Yoll, it would not be for very much
longer ‘now ,the daylight was drawing
near, and the crime would be discovered.
But it was awful waiting all the same.
Presently the saffron gleam of the dawn
began to tint the sky, and one by one
little objects in the room became visible.

Ralph could stand it no longer. He
rose and went into the corridor. Per-
haps Barca was still at work. But Barca’'s
door was closed and no light came from
under it. The man of science was doubt-
less fast asleep. Ralph returned to his
room and once more flung himself on the
bed. He would have liked to ery aloud;
the dreadful torture of the mind was
racking him incessantly. He would go
mad if he did not have human compan-
ionship. He recollected there was a beil
in his room that communicated with the
bedroom of old Joicey, the butler. It had
heen put up by the late owner of Abbey

= in the latter years of his life. Ralph
the bell once or twice, and pres-
‘cey came. His manner was gym-

~d respectful. Could he do
his master—was the la.tter’

" Ralph explained ron~%
‘ack of nerves than!'
> to bed too early,

* Joicey replied.
wch the same.

!

i
i
|

1
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I’'m told that it is a disease you writing
gentlemen suffer from a great deal. What
can I do for you, sir?”’

Ralph hesitated just a moment. What
he was suffering from now was the torture
of suspense, the knowledge of what must,
happen before two hours had passed. And!
if he could be spared the agony of thesei
one hundred and twenty damning»minutesi
so much the better. 1t lay in his hands,
to precipitate matters. |

“I'm very sorry to give you all this!
trouble,” he murmured, “but I should like
something to drink:. Will you go down
into the dining room and get me some soda
from one of the syphons and a little slice
of lemon in it. Lemon frequently gives
relief.” o ‘ !

The thing was done now past recall.!
With an expression of deepest sympathy, '
Joicey took the candle that Ralph had
lighted and picked his way down the
stairs. Ralph could hear him as he open-!
ed the dining room 'door, the blood was
driving in his head as he sat up in bed
waiting for the cry of fear and horror,
that must break from Joicey in a mo-|
ment. He could hear the click of bottles,
and the fizz of the soda water. But nev-
er a sound from Joicey’s lips. .

It seemed to Ralph as if his nerves could
not stand the strain longer. . His heart
was thumping violently; the blood rushed
through his brain like a mountain torrent
after a storm. As he sat there, he felt
great .beads of perepiration pouring down.
One moment he was fiery hot, the next:
clammy end cold like death. He felt a!
desire to say something, as'if it were use-|
less or impossible to keep silent any long-|
er. G

“What is the matter, Joicey?” he called
out. “Didn’t I hear you shout? I hope,
nolthing is wrong.”

“Lor’ bless you, no, sir,” Joicey said
cheerfully. “Only my eyesight is not,
quite 8o good as it used to be, and those!
maids ‘they will put things away in all|
sorts of wrong places. But I won’t be
longer than I can help, sir.”

The stumbling footsteps of the old man
could be distinctly heard. He was ac-
tually humming a tune to himself as he|
went about his task. Surely he must|
have found the body by this time? Even|
a man of defective eyesight could noti
overlook anything so horrible and glaring.,
The impulse to rush downstairs and join,
the butler was almost more than Ralph
could overcome, but he managed it.

It was growing lighter and lighter mean-
while, so that discovery must. be at
hand. Still, no sound came from the
dining-room, except the air the old man
was humming to himself, and Ralph won-
dered if the butler was ever coming up-
stairs. He called once more, and Joicey
replied that he was just putting every
thing on a tray.

A blind unreasoning rage set Ralph
trembling in every limb. What was that
old blockhead about? Was the man blind!
that he didn’t see anything? The body!
lay by the side of the table. . Ralph could!
see the dark head now as it lay pillowed!
on a patch of fantastic. flowers in the|
warp of the carpet. If Joicey only turn-
ed his eyes away from the sideboard hé|
must see it. And besides, one of the win-|
dows wae open, and that would not fail
to attract the old man’s attention.

Joicey stumbled up against a chair, and
the legs rattled on the border of polished
oak round the carpet. Surely this was
the supreme moment at last.

Still not a sound of it, nothing but the

footsteps™ of the butler as he made his|_

way up the stairs. He came in, a little
short of breath, but calm and collected
and respectful as he always was.

“T’ve been a little time, sir,” he said.
“But the fact is I could not find a knife
to cut the lemon. Going to be a most
beautiful day, sir.”

Ralph eaid nothing; he was too en-
raged to speak. But there was no pre-
tence about the thirst that was parching
him. His throat was hot and dry, and
he seemed to be swallowing nothing but
bard fine dust. He made a clutch for:
the big glass in which the cool soda
hissed and bubbled and poured it down|
his throat. !

“That’s better,” he said. ‘I was dying'
of ‘thiret. Is it nearly light, Joicey?’ |

“Getting light very fast, sir,” Joicey|
gaid. “And going to be a glorious day—|
sort of day that makes you glad to be.
alive.”

Ralph could recail many such; would ae !
ever know another? He would have ta
drag his burden on and on to the end.!
Perhaps time would dull the edge of his'
terror and remorse; perhaps he would
go down to the grave full of years and
respected of men. And perhaps he would
talk it over in his eleep, and Enid would!
find him out. He\had read a story like,
that eome years before. No, there would,
never be any of the gladness of exist
»nce for him again. Thrice Joicey asked,
if he could do anything more before |
Ralph spoke.

“I don’t think so, thank you,” he said. |
“The nervous feeling is passing away. Ave
you thinking of going back to bed,
Joicey ?”’ |

“Well, no, sir,” Joicey replied. “It:
would be hardly worth while. Perhaps
you would like me to pull up the blinds
before I go? It's practically daylight ;
now.”

“pull them up by all means,” Ralph
said eagerly. “There is not the slightest
chance of my going to sleep again. It
you would not mind, perhaps you will
read a little of that book to me—the one
in the green cover on the dressing-table.

All Ralph’s nervous petulant anger
agoinst Joicey had vanished. It was
practically daylight now, but he had no
wish to be alone—anything rather than
that. At the same time his nerves could
not etand the strain of conversation with
Joicey. Still, the butler's stammering
pronunciation and halting reading grated
on the fastidions ears of the listener.
And all the time the discovery of the,
tragedy was being delayed. |

“That will do,” Ralph said presently.!
“You neced not stay any longer, Joicey.” |

It was broad daylight, but the house-!
hold would not be down for some time.
Outside the birds were singing, here an
there was the bleat of a lanib. The dread
discovery must be hastened.

“One thing before you go,” Ralph mut-
tered. ‘“There is another book you can
get for me. It is on the couch in the din-
ing room between the windows. A little
red book with gilt lettering on the back.
Please to fetch me that and I will not
trouble you any more.”

The business would be discovered this
time, Ralph thought for the dread thing
lay just in front of the couch. There were
only thin blinds to the dining room win-
dows, thin blinds with a lot of lace about
them. If old Joicey had eyes at all he
could not miss the digcovery this time.

“Yery good, sir,” said. “A little red
book with gold. ~ it there just now

7

when I was getting you the soda water,
and —”
“You saw it then?’ Ralph gasped.

“When you were getting me the soda?

And you mean to say you didn’t notice at
the same time. My good Joicey,
I feel the old sensation coming over me
again. If you will wait here for me I will
geb up and we will go and find the body.

. . I mean that—what are you star-

. ing at me for?”

Joicey stammered out something. He
was wondering, perhaps, whence came the
ghastly expression on -Ralph’'s wet face.

And Ralph realized the need of caution. |,

“I wouldn’t get up if I were you, sir,”
Joicey said. “What you want is a sleeping

| draught, if I know anything about it.|,

Just stay where you are, sir, and I'll get
the book.”

* Ralph murmured that perhaps the old
man was right. Once more he passed
through the old terrors and emotions. He
could hear the old man in the dining
room; he could hear the sharp click of

the springs as the blinds were pulled: up. | 'l
And yet no cry from Joicey! Perhaps it |’

was all a dream; perhaps there had been
no murder. And when Joicey came again
with the little red volume in his hand, he
said never a word. Ralph had been torn
to his soul for three hours now and was
getting played out and exhausted. The
letters of the book danced before his eyes;
he lay back with lids closed, praying des-
perately for the sleep that he never ex-
pected .to come to him again. And a mo-
ment later he was in a deep slumber.

He did not dream at all; no ugly vis-
jons distributed his rest. It seemed as if
existence itself had been blotted out so
far as he was concerned. When he came
to himself again, the sun was shining
high in the heavens and the world was
full of noise and life and gaiety. He could
hear a servant laughing in the corridor;
down in the stables there was a clattering
of hoofs; a groom whistled firet one tune
and then another with maddening per-
sistency. y

Surely, by this time the tragedy must
have reached from one side of the county

to the other, and yet, if it had, why this:

joyousness of life outside? Ralph rang his

bell and Joicey came in. He hoped ' his

master was better, he proceeded to pour
out Ralph’s bath water.

“Is—is Dr. Barca down yet?” Ralph
asked.

“Not yet, sir. And it’s past ten o’clock.
Breakfast has been waiting for a long
time. Shall I say that you will be down
soon, sir?”

Ralph nodded, for he had no words to
reply. The feeling that it was all a dream
was very strong on him once more. And
yet here by his bedside was the paper-
cutter, the weapon with which he had
committed, the crime—the blood all red

and sticky and set. And there was just
one spot of red on the cuff of his evening'

shirt. No, it was no dream. And if it was
no dream, then what diabolical thing had
happened downstairs? Ralph hardly waited
to finish his bath. He tumbled into clean
linen .and a flannel suit, and was breath-
lessly eager to be down in the dining-
room and see for himself what had hap-
pened. He felt more than ever that he
was the sport of Fate, the toy of Circum-
stance. o

He was down at last. Here was the
diqing room—artistic, orderly, well-ap-
pointed, with the things on the table

ready for breakfast. And there Stephen;

Holt had lain with his head in a pool of
blood as large as the dining table—thick
life’s blood that should have left an indeli-
ble stain on that priceless carpet. I

Ralph rubbed his eyes with trembling'

fingers. The carpet was intact, there was
not so much as a crumb on it. The beau-
tiful cream and gold and blue smiled at
him as they had smiled ever since they
had. left the loom. There was no. evid-
ence of the crime at all—only the red
flecks on the heart of one of the tea rosss

| on the table. Ralph had seen those flecks

just as they had spurted from the throat
of the dead man. They lookad like in-
sect marks now and did not suggest the
tragedy of the might. . . .

“You have not breakfasted yet?” Barca

said as he came in. ‘“You are as late as
I am. It is a good medicine that keeps
me in bed. But you look as if you bad
found a ghost.” !
Ralph smiled unsteadily. With an effort
‘he pulled himself together. He winced
under the close scrutiny of those dark
eyes.

“I have not found a ghost,” he said.
“On the contrary; I have lost one.”

CHAPTER V.

“And that way Madness Lies.”

Barca appeared to take no heed. As
to Ralph, he could only stand there look-
ing at the carpet as if he expected to see
thosa tell-tale stains break out once more
and help make his crime known to all the
world. He tried to think that it was all
a dream, that he was the victim of some

| terrible hallucination. He had heard of

such things before; they had happened to
highly-strung individuals curced with the
artistic temperament. But the vision had
been too real for “that.

Besides, there was the weapon upstairs;

in Ralph’s room, the blade of which he
had carefully cleaned bzfore he came down
to breakfast. He could see the very place
where Holt stood when the blade entered
his throat. :

Ilad he besn mistaken? Had the blow
been merely a flesh wound? Had Holt
come to himself and vanished, hoping for
some more complete vengeance later?
Perhaps he had crawled away to die some-
where in the grounds.

But that seemed equally impossible. In
such case the injured man must have
left a red track behind him. There were
none of the damning spots leading to the
window, not a sign on the flagged terrace
outaide, for Ralph crossed over to the win-
dow to see, nothing but ths dread specks
on the tea roses in the bowl on the table.
On the whole, ‘this engrossing mystery
was a greater trial to Ralph’s nerves than

| the knowledge of his crime. He wonder-

ed how long his nerves would stand the
strain.

He wondered, too, what Barca must be
thinking of him. - He felt his face was
pale and ghastly, he was conscious of
twitching lips and haggard eyes. And
usually Barca was a man of the ksenest
observation. But this morning Barca was
hovering over the breakfast table with
the air of a connojsseur.

“Nothing like hard work to give one an
appetite,” :he said cheerfully.® “I could
have done with another meal after mid-
night. What are you waiting for, Kings-
mill?”

“I beg your pardon,” Ralph stammered.
“] was thinking of something else. Glad
to hear that you feel so hungry. Let us
sit down at once.”

Barca chattered as he ate.
came amiss to him.' Strang: that he
should not notice anything wrong, Ralph
thought. As for himself he toyed with
his food, the mere idea of eating filling
him with a wense of nausea. He made
wild and spasmodic efforts to reply to
Barca’s flow of conversation. To sit there
and near the other chatter was almost in-
sufferable. Ralph felt that he could have
cried aloud.. He must get away without
delay and solve the mystery. He must
know what had become of the body of
Stephen Holt. = Every time anybody came
into the room he started guiltily. When
were the police coming for him? Could
Holt but know it, he was already reaping

i a terrible revenge.

Thzre was only one thit= to do—to eee
Enid and meke a ful ‘esgion. Far
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better to be in gaol than suffering thel
agonijes of the damned like this. = And|
everything might have bgen avoi.ded M
Ralph had opened his heart to Enid. In|
that cas: he could have defied Holt to do
his worst. This reflection was not the:
least painful part of Ralph’s punishment. |
1f Enid really loved him, she would have

No disn'

forgiven the past. And now there would " be
no future to atome for what had gone

by ..

g yBu.t; Barca was talking again in the most
light-hearted fashion. Good heavens! had
the man suddenly lost his eyesight? Could
he not see that his host was suffering ex-
cruciating torture? And the man of sci-
, ence was 80 gshrewd as a rule.
| “I daresay it is,” Ralph blurted out. b §
don’t care for that kind of thing much.”

“What on earth are you talking about?”
Barca asked. ‘I don’t believe you are
listening to a single word I have been say-
ing. I thought that you were fond of flow-
ers?”’

“So—eo I am. Did you say anything
about flowers, Barca?”’

“Of course I did. I was admiring that
glorious mass of tea roses on the table.
Pity that so many of them are spotted.
Little specks like dried blood all over
them.”

“Tt is,” Ralph said mechanically. “You
gee—what am I talking about? I mean
those specks do look like blood stains. I
expect they are blighted.

“I prefer to etick to the blood-stain
theory,” Barca laughed gaily. “If I had
the time to write stories, I could make a
good plot out of these flowers. The near-
! est witnesses of a great crime! Can’t you
| see what 1 mean? A great crime is com-

| mitted here in‘the dead of the night. No

| trace is left behind but the specks on |
! those delicate ‘blooms. I should mix up !
the scent. of the:flowers in some way with |
the story. You .eught to thank me for the
i hint, Kingsmill. It sounds like one of your
| own romances.” :

[ “Oh, it does,” Ralph admitted hoarsely.
: Just for a moment it occurred to him that
| Barca knew everything, that the little man
with the brown eyes was mocking him.
. Could- Barca have overheard the quarrel
| and witnessed the fatal struggle? If eo,
! why had he not spoken? Ralph’s head was
|in too much of a whirl to follow out this
!‘reasoning. “But I am not going to write
any more of that class of story. Some-
thing more pastoral in future.”

“More Arcadian, in fact,” Barca laugh-
ed as he took another egg. ‘“My dear fel-
low, you are making a very poor show
with your breakfast.”

Ralph rose from the table muttering
that he was not feeling quite himself. He
was amazed that Barca had not noticed
the same thing. And here was Barca go-
i ing on cheerfully with his breakfast as if
i nothing whatever out of the common had
happened. The latter finished presently,
and lighted one of his choicest cigarettes.

“T think I'll go and finish my experi-

ment,” he said. “With any luck, I hope
to be through by lunch time. And this
evening I fear that I shall have to de-
prive myself of your company, for my
presence is urgently needed in London.”

Ralph drew a deep breath of relief. He

could not help it. He dared mot remain
here any longer with the man who saw
everything, whose perceptions were 80
| wonderfully keen. He Jonged to be alone
| to try to work out the problem that was
| torturing’ him. He felt that his reason
i could not stand the strain much longer.
He would hear presently that the body
| had been found, and then he would be
" easier in his mind. He would go out and |
' Jook for the body of the murdered man .
| bimself. |
|  He walked across the terrace in the di-|
| roction of the shrubbery. ‘A spaniel came |
| from the stables and fawned at Ralph's |
feet. It had belonged to the late owner |
of Abbey Close and had “taken a great
fancy to Ralph. It looked up to him with
its great amber eyes; there was trust and
| confidence in every look. Ralph fairly hug-
ged the dog; here was something that
loved him in spite of everything. The ani-
mal would have followed his master to
the gallows.

“It’s something,” Ralph muttered. “Not
' much, but something. And Beltie will help
 me. Go and seek, good dog; hie in, fetch

him out.”

Beltie joined in the fun. He dashed into |
the undergrowth barking and frolicking. If
there was anything loathsome lying there, |
the spaniel would find it. Beltie began to,
whine presently and cock his ears. Ralph
wondered if he were on the verge of a dis-

| covery. But it was only a rabbit after all.
| There was no sign of the tragedy any-
where. Ralph looked in vain for blood-
stains on the laurels; he could see nothing
. of the kind on the terrace. The mystery
was getting ‘more maddening than ever.
| Apparently Stephen Holt had vanished,
leaving no trace behind. A fit of shivering
took possession of Ralph and tears rose to
his eyes. He felt utterly weak and help-
Jess. He trembled for his brain.

Less things than this had driven men
mad. And he was of the most highly-
etrung nervous temperament. How much
longer could he stand this without telling
somebody? And who better could he have
to confide in than Enid? When Enid
knew everything she must forgive him.
With the memory of her blue eyes before
him, Ralph could not doubt it.

There was balm and concolation in the
thought. Somebody should go to Charteris
Park after breakfast and ask Enid to come
over.

Ralph went back to the house feeling
that he must do something. His impulse
at the moment was to put all his feelings
down on paper and write to Enid telling
her exactly what had happened. But, on
the other hand, there was just the chance
that the note might fall into another per-

|
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son’s possession; it might even happen |
that Enid’s father might open it. On the

gver; he deemed it more prudent to do
nothing of the kind. It would be much
more sensible if he wrote to Dick Chart-
eris a few lines in a commonplace way
asking if he could spare half an hour to
discuss an important matter of business.

Filled with the resolution, Ralph turned
and retraced his footsteps to the house.

There was nobody in the library, so that
Ralph was able to write his letters with-
out interference on the part of Barca. He
felt that Barca was the very last man in
the world he wished to see at that mo-
ment. It was not easy to stand the scru-
tiny of anybody just mow, but to endure
the gearching gleam of those dark brown
eyes set Ralph trembling. Distracted and
upset as was, he did not fail to note
that his Mland-writing was extremely shaky
and h’ made three copies of the letter
" he was satisfied with it. Then,
it was written, he changed his mind
deemed that it would be better to ask
id to come and see him. He smiled bit-
terly to himself as he marked his own in-
decision and fickleness of purpose. He did
not know what to think or what to do.
Finally, he decided to stick to his first
resolution. It seemed all right now. Then,
for no apparent reason whatever, he re-
solved to wait for an hour.

Dick Chartors was at home and he
could come along. He would be quitci
happy in the library as long as he had
some logical problems to grapple with.
He loved nothing better than the run of al
library and an interesting volume. :

Ralph staggered back into the dining-|
room to find that Barca was scribblidg a
telegram there. The little man’s face was
flushed and angry; the brown eyes gleam-|
ed behind the spectacles. He tried to hide:
his chagrin with a smile as Ralph en-'
tered.

“I ghall have to leave" you sooner ‘than|
I had intended,” he explained. ‘I must
get to London by the 2.5 train; it is im-
perative. And it is all the more annoying
because I am in the midst of an experi-
ment that bids fair to revolutionize the
whole theory of germ diseases. Would
you mind if I locked my bedroom and
took the key with me? I may get back
tonight and I could finish in the morning.
To disturb this work of mine now would
be to upset the labor of ‘months.”

Barca seemed to ask the question in a:
tone of genuine anxiety. Ralph had
hoped to be rid of the man for good and
all today. Yet his good nature could not

_permit him to refuse. Who was he to

stand in the way of a discovery that
might be a lasting blessing to mankind ?

“By all means,” he said. “Take the
key with you, and I will explain to the
servants. If you would like some lunch
before you go—"

Barca was understood to eay that he;
had just- time for that. All through the
meal he was just as quiet and gloomy as
his host. He rose at length with a sigh!
of relief. He declined the offer of a dog-|
cart to the station; he wanted exercise’
and would walk; besides, he had plenty:
of time. Would Ralph excuse him while |
he went to pack? Ralph could have lis- |
tened to no more welcome a proposal. He'
sat in a big chsir moodily and fixed his
eyes on the: carpet. . . There Holt
had fallen; that was the spot where his:
life’s blood had oozed out and stained the
priceless fabric. And yet there was not |
a-sign of it now on the dainty, warp and
woof of the alternate pattern. The pat-
tern looked different, too, the same and
yet not the same. Perhaps somebody had

{

 changed it, had procured another?

Ralph laughed aloud at the absurdity
of his fancy. That carpet was unique;
it had come from the palace of a Shah|
where it had reposed for three centuries;
there was nothing like it outside of the
greatest collections. It was true that no
nails defiled the precious fabric, but still
—-then as Ralph looked a great round,
patch of dull red appeared before ‘his
eyes; he could see it glistening in the sun.
Shuddering, he stooped to wipe it away
with his handkerchief; his hands were!
messy with the horrid stuff. The whole'
room seemed to be filled with it. Ralph
writhed frantically to get rid of it. And
then the whole fantasy vanished; the
white handkerchief was spotless as be-
fore.

“A delusion,” Ralph muttered. “A poor
delusion, a kind of delirium tremens. God
help me, I am going mad over this busi-|
ness—another day like this and I shall
lay violent hands on myself. If I am to
save my reason I must tell somebody.:
T'll get Joicey to go as far as Charteris
Park for me without delay. Oh, Lord,
there is that red stuff coming back again.;
Only, only yesterday . . . e

Ralph walked into the garden, his
hands clenched behind his back so ten-
aciously that the nails of onme hand cut
into the palm of the other. He had
worked himself up into such a condition
now, that he was on the verge of a ner-
vous breakdown. Like Eugene Aram in!
the poem, he felt that he must take!
somebody into his confidence, even if it,'
were only old Joicey. Here were the
gardeners going wbout their work, the
head man touched his cap to Ralph and
asked him some question. He might have
been talking to a person absolutely deaf!

| for any practical effect of his words.

Ralph passed on wrapped in his own ter-
rible thoughts; indeed, it was doubtful
if he knew that he had been spoken to at
all. The head gardener winked solemnly
at an assistant and suggested that the
new master had been doing himself rather,
too well.

“Tooks ae if he was ill,”, the subordin-
ate said. - “But ill or not, I'd like to
change places with him.”

‘As the last few words came to Ralph’s
ears he laughed none the less bitterly be-
cause his mirth was silent. The fresh'
air was doing him good, the blood ceased
to ring and beat in his head, he was get-
ting himself in hand again. He felt a lit-
tle ashamed of himself, too; there was
humiliation in the thought that these ser-
vants of his were pitying him. His step
was firmer as he walked towards the
house, once more full of the determina-
tion he had made earlier in the day. At,
any rate, it was good to know that Barca
was not by to watch him.

“I must play the man,” he murmured.!
“T must not give way now, and yet, the
mere thought of it! . . .”

(To bg continued.)

Elgin I. O. G. T. Lodge Blection. !

Elgin, N. B., Feb. 4—Resolution Lodge,
1. 0. G. T., Elgin, elected and installed
the following officers for this quarter on
Feb. 3: Chief ‘templar, Risten Garland;
vice-templar, Greta Constantine; chaplain,
Mabel Barnes; secretary, Mrs. Warden
Geldart; assistant secretary, Neta Bar-,
chard; treasurer, Blanche Constantine;!
financial secretary, Fannie Smith; Mar-!
shal, Lloyd Tucker; deputy marehal, Em-
ma Killam; organist, Mildred Robinson;
reg., Ina Barchard; guard, Geo. Babkirk;'
sentinel, Burpee Barchard. \

The chief templar being re-elected, Ed-
ward Geldart was chosen to act as past|
chief templar for this quarter.

Resolution is the largest lodge in the
province, and has only missed holding one
meeting in the last year. This lodge also
intends giving a concert on March 3. ‘

Neighbor—“I hear your eldest son won |
high honors at the graduating exercises of
his school.” Mrs. Lapsling—*Yes; George |
was the valetudinarian of his class. '—
Chicago Tribune.

GRET MEETWG.
T SO

Crowded House Listens to
Telling Speeches of Mor-
rissy and Flemming

SERIOUS CHARGES

Minister.for Northumberland Declares
Crown Lands Returns Are Much
Less Than Cut Indicates--Opposi-
tion Financial Critic Ridicules Need
of An Expert Accountant.

Sackville, Feb. 5—The opposition meet-
ing held here tomight was a magnificent
demonstration. The Music Hall was fill-
ed to overtlowing, and the meeting was
considered to be the greatest ever held
by any’ political party here. A large num-
ber of people stood throughout the pro-
ceedings of three and a half hours.

Dr. Sangster presided, and in opening
remarked of the visiting speakers that
one was Conservative and onme Liberal.
This was just as it should be, there shouid
be no party politics in provincial affairs.
On the platform besides John Morrissy,
of Northumberland, and J. K. Flemming
of Carleton, were Messrs. Black, Mel
anson and Mahoney, of the opposition
ticket.

Nearly all the time of speaking was
taken up by Messrs. Morriesy and Flem-
ming, the candidates stating they would
return and address the electors of Sack-
ville later.

‘Mr. Morrisesy spoke first and was
received with continued applause. He
first-dealt with the highway act and out-
lined the position of the opposition re-
garding it. Time had proved their con-
tentions respecting it had been more
than borne out. He contrasted the pres-

! ent position of Premier Robinson in refer-

ence to the highway act, to his attitude
in the house when he said he would run
his election on it. In Northumberland
county the money was largely squandered.
Mr. Hazen has pledged to give the con-
trol of highways to the municipal coun-
cils and give larger grants.

He referred to the deplorable condition
of the finances, and detailed the manner
in which money was thrown away. For
instance, ex-Attorney-General Pugsley,
had in the last eix years got nearly
$48,000. Nearly every lawyer in the house
supporting the government had been in
the government’s pay. Their own Copp
had at one session shown some independ-
ence, but at the next session they found
hjm subservient. Explanation was found
in the auditor general's report.

Charges Dishonesty in Lumber
Scaling.

Mr. Morrissy dealt with the crown land
policy of the government and claimed the
surveyor general and other members of
the government had been absolutely dis-
honest in their management of this im-
portant department. Exports of lumber
from the province for every year for the
last fifteen years was far in excess of the
returns made to the government, showing
a big leak somewhere. He did not blame
the lumbermen but the government for
permitting such a state of affiairs to ex-
ist.

Mr. Morrissy referred to the introduc-
tion of federal party lines’ into the pro-
vincial contest. As a Liberal himself he
felt such men as Pugsley, Tweedie and
LaBillois had no right to direct him in
regard to local politics. Neither did he
think "old time Liberals who stood for
Liberal principles would be guided by
such place seckers as the gentlemen men-
tioned. Why should any honest Liberal
support the aggregation at Fredericton?

'What right had they to ask support of

Liberals? If the Liberal party wanted
provincial affairs run on federal, party
lines why wasn’t such laid down by the
Liberal convention in St. John years
ago? Today he did not believe honest
Liberals would vote for the present pro-
vincial government at the dictates of
such men as Pugsley and Robinson.

O. M. Melanson spoke briefly in
French, there being a good representa-
tion of Acadians present.

Flemming Captures Crowd.

J. K. Flemming, who was splendidly
received, spoke at length on the financial
situation. He paid a high tribute to the
Acadian representative on the Westmor-
land ticket referring to Mr. Melanson as
the class of citizen not excelled in any
county in the province. He went into
the government’'s expenditure, ridiculed
the highway act and pointed to the con-
dition of the roads as evidence of the
way affairs had been neglected through-
out the province. Premier Robinson call-
ing in expert auditors to investigate his
own acoounts was a most extraordinary
position and was the only evidence that
the premier, with all the help he could
get from his colleagues and staff, wasn’t
able to present a clear and satisfactory
statement of the finances to the people.

He touched upon the government’s rail-
way policy, showing that the principal
business of the Internatiomal road would
be to carry lumber and pulpwood out of
the province to the mills of a foreign
country. He did not believe the people
wanted aid given to a railway for the
purpose of destroying our own industries
and depleting our resources.

Mr. Flemming made an excellent speech
and fine impression, and his points were
enthusiastically applauded.

A. B. Copp was one of the listeners to
the opposition speeches. The meeting
closed with usual cheers. A special train
was run from the lower end of the county
bringing a large number of electors. It
is estimated about 900 people were crowd
ed in the hall. Sackville will go much
stronger than ever for the opposition.

“I tell you, that boy and his sister have
done well.”

“They rose from a condition of great pov-
erty, didn't they?"”

“1 should say so. = Why, they were bor:
into the family of a United States armyg offi-
cer.”’—Life.

flammation frog
ous secretiongft

stiffness in the muscles.

BEAT HIS AGED
OTHERTODEAT

Mrs. Caroline Hilton of Ohio,
Yarmouth County, the
Victim

SON NOW IN JAIL

Was Sentenced to Year and Half Im=
prisonment for Clubbing Woman
With an Axe Handle; Parent Passed
Away After His Incarceration.

Yarmouth, N. S.. Feb. 5—An investi-
gation today at Ohio, a village about
seven miles from Yarmouth, reveals a
shocking state of affairs. Three weeks
ago an aged woman named Caroline Hile 4
ton, complained to Stipendiary C. &
Pelton, of Yarmouth that she nad been
beaw#a by her son, who used an axe
handle as the implement of punishment.
He was apprehended and on trial was
found guilty and sentenced to a year and
a half in the common gaol.

On Friday last the aged woman passed
away, and Rev. Mr. Saunders, pastor of
the Baptist church at Ohio, refused to
bury her until an inquest had been held,
Accordingly Coroner A. M. Perrin, M.
D., was summoned and held an investiga-
tion today, with Warden M. E. Saunders
as foreman of the jury. Three witnesses
were examined, the wife of Ebenezer Hil-
ton, his daughter and the husband of the
latter. The evidence showed that the son
had beaten his mother into insensibility,
had dragged her over the frozen ground
and kicked her. It was furthermors
brought out that he had threatened to
take her life.

The evidence established the fact that
the woman had never recovered after her
terrible ordeal. After due deliberation,
the jury found that death had been caus-
ed by the beating received at the hands
of her son, together with subsequent neg:
lect, and recommended that the attor-
ney general should immediately take the
matter up. e

BOUND TO HAVE MR
LOKG 45 A DELEBTE

Lower Millstream Man Put on Gov-
ernment List Despite His Protests,

Apohaqui, Feb. 5—The Sun this morn-
ing states that among the delegates ab
Hampton on Tuesday was Edward Long,
of Lower Millstream. Mr. Long is &
highly respected and well-to-do farmer,
and is very indignant that hs should have
been represented as a supporter of the
provincial government. Mr. Long desires
to state in the most emphatic terms that
he was not at, Hampton as a delegate to
the government convention. He was there
on business connected with the registry
office and, having some time to spend be-
twaen times, he went into the court house.

Being seen there by government sympa-
thizers, who realized how valuable a sup-
porter he was, he was named as a delegate
for the parish in which he. resides. He
at once rose and objected, denymg he wad
present as a delegate.

When the list was again called and the
delegates asked to retire, his name wag
still among the number, however, and
second time he arose and in the stronges
terms stated that he was not a supporter
of the government. In the face of the
double denial, however, the statement
was made in the Sun that he was a dele-
gate, and Mr. Long is very indignaat.

C. N. VROOM’S THREAT
ALARMS GOVERNMENT

M:y Get One of Their Candidates to
Retire and Give Him Place on
Ticket.

St. Stephen, N. B.,- Feb. 5—Though
there has been some talk of it, there seems
to be mo serious movement to bring out
C. N. Vroom as an jndependent candidate.
His supporters who failed to get to the
government party convention are quite
naturaiiy rather dissatisfied that he failed
to get a place on the ticket, and it is pos-
sible a place may yet be made for him
by the withdrawal of one of the other
candidates. It is believed that Andrew
MecGee will not accept the ndmination,
and those who think the ticket would be
stronger with two men from the upper
end of the county may approve of the
change, but this would probably involve
another meeting of the convention, which
has not yet been called.

Iairville Presbyterian Church.

The annual meeting of Fairville Presby-
terian church was held Wednesday. John
(taley was cnairman and John Macfarland
secretary. Dr. Macfarland, as chairman of
the board of managers, read the annual
report, showing receipts of $724.53 and
expenditures of $755.29. On the whole the
year was good. The debt was much small-
er than in the previous twelve months.

Satisfactory reports were received from
the girls’ mission band, the boys’ guild, the
ladies’ aid society and the women's mis-
sionary society. The following were elect-
ed trustees: John Galey, Dr. Macfarland
Daniel Campbell, Wm. Stinson aud John
Macfarfand.

Mrs. Lucy Allen, of Waterford (Me.),
has spun 19 pounds of rolls and knit 25
pairs of mittens and eight pairs of stock-
ings this winter. Mrs. Allen is 80 yeare
old.
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ject to Lumbago ?

hink lumbago is mischievous.
or manual labor are impossible.
jould be thorough-
erviline and plenty of
anent cure is desired, a
eve all strains and latent in-
his will absorb all the deleteri-
effect a -certain and lasting cure.
ed the Nerviline Treatment says it

gia, Rhevmatism and all aches, pains and
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