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“dried at a fire, and the other lightly cov-
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“Can we talk here?” she demanded sus-

'piciously, looking at the door.

“Where else can we talk?’ Philip ask-
led. “The door is shut.” I'll keep an eye
‘ on it. Now, will you tell me why you

{are here in this disguise?”

A Thrilling Novel of Mystéry, Tragedy | “I came to look after my father,” said
and a Stolen Fortune

'| Mary. “I came to watch over him, Per-
i haps you will say it was a childish idea,

Copyright, 1906, by McClure-Philiips & Co. : b |

i| but”—

By Ede’i Phillpotts and Arnold Bennett | “And a disguise’ was necessary for

| that?”

“Y¢s. If my poor father had had the

| slightest idea that I was meddling in his

} CHAPTER XI1V.—(Continued.)

He had therefore to rely solely on the
Finger-mark itself, and his common-scnse

k'thé other slip, marked faintly in varnish

o i d il i life he would have left the place.”
carvied them into the office. The var- = <y . were not quite on good terms,

nished slip from the outer door showedlwas that it?”

nothing but three sets of smudges, but Mary Pollexfen agrecd with a gesture.

“We had quarrelled,” she said, “we had

'she recommenced.

never seen him—at any rate I am not|
sure that I have ever secen him—I seem.
to know him intimately.” ‘

“How 807 =

“From my father’s deseriptions. And, |
later, from what he Sidgwicks used to
| tell me. Walter Pollexfen was ten years*
!younger than my father. He was very,
| precocious indeed as a child. I must have
'taken atfer him, as regards being pre:!
,‘cocious——cerminly 1 didn’t take after my |
| father. I think the children of elderly |
parents are often very precocious. And |
i he was very clever, too. And extremc]y\
violent. He was one of those boys who |
 become men all at once. At ten years|
| of age, my father used to say, mno one!
' could manage him. No one could do any-|

or gumption. After various trials, and| e ; 3 . i ;
jon white paint,” displayed three c}emﬂ.no': spoken to each other for several | thing with him at all. He was expelled |

sundry dyeings and washings of his own|
fingers, he decided that the finger-mark |
on the fragment of pipe was that of a|
right hand first finger, not of a thumb.|
MThis fact filled him with hope, for a|
reason which will presently be seen. He
further argued that the hand of the crim-
inal must be short and stumpy, with
broad flat finger-tips; and moreover that |
§t was not a hand lately accustomed to
hard manual work, for the natural ridges |
on the skin were indicated with extra-|
ordinary clearness, whereas the epider-|
mis of a laborer’s- hand is either worn |
%o smoothness or wrinkled in artificial |
furrows.

To establish the criminal’'s identity |
be had merely to obtain the impress of
the first finger of ecach man lodging inl
the Corner House. But to accomplish |
such a delicate, invidious task - without |
grousing suspicion was a matter which |
would have offered difficulties to a more |
impassioned journalist than Philip. !

He spent the chief portion of the morn- |
fng in a serics of experiments with paint:
and paper and varnish, left im the cor-|
vidors by the professional house painters
who had stormed and occupied the house.
IAnd after several hours he had prepared
two sets of slips of plain green wallpaper,
one slightly covered with white paint half

ercd with varnish half dried at a fire—
the kitchen fire. Lunch was over'by the
time his slips were ready.

He then, with the privity of Mr. Hilgay,
who during his brief appearance seemed
yeady to allow any one to do anything,
removed the doorknobs from the inner1
front door and the outer front door of the
‘house. Both these doors, of course, open-
ed inward. Secondly, by means of small
slips of wood nailed to the floor near the
hinges, he fixed both doors permanently
gjar in such wise that an aperture of
three or four inches was left between
each door and door frame. Thirdly, he|
affixed a perpendicular slip of paper cover- 1
ed with half dry paint to the outer side
of the inmer door, and a slip covered with |
half dry varnish to the outer side of the|
puter door.

And he argued thus: .

“Any person leaving the = house, the
handles of the doors having been. thought-
fully removed, must inevitably first of all
put the fingers of his right hand on the
outer side of the inner door and pull the
door toward him in order to go out. He
may or may not leave a good impress of
his fingers on the paint-colored slip of
paper. But paint will certainly adhere
to. his hand. He may or may mot be
angry, but he will certainly proceed, and
he will repeat his action on the outer
gide of the outer door, and will thus
feave a second set of finger marks in
white paint, on the outer door. I shall
thus have two sets of marks for each
outgoing person. As the doors open in-
ward, incoming persons will have to push
open the doors ivstead of pulling them;
they will thus be forced to touch the
game picces of paper, but in the reverse
order.”

He was exceedingly proud of this de-
wice; and, after affiixing the first two pairs
of slips, he joined one of the boy servants
on duty in the little office in a state of
mind that amounted almost to glee. His
stock of prepared slips lay near him on
the table, and the finger-marked ‘frag-
ment of pipe was put out of the reach
of the boy servants on the high mantel-
picce. His whole heart was in the ex-
periment, so much so that he utterly for-
got his promise to Mrs. Upottery to at-
tend the captain’s funeral, and merely
gnorted at a telephone message from Sir
Anthony to run down to the Devonshire
Mansion and discuss the situation.

He watched ecagerly for some one
either to go out or come in. The whole
world of human beings seemned, however,
to have formed a conspiracy neither to
enter nor to leave the Corner House.
Never had the entrance hall ~been so
quiet. Even the detectives and the
journalists had deserted it. A number of
Rabbath sightseers were parading to and
fro in the street and gazing at the house
with mouths open as if to swallow it.
But there was no other sign of life. The
boy-attendant was reading Percival’s
“Paris Gossip” in the “Referee,” having
finished “Mustard and Cross.” Then
Philip  heard some one coming down
stairs, and his heart began to flutter as
the instant approached for testing the
efficacy of the web of the spider. It was
@ man.

The man wore gloves.

Philip had reckoned without the re-
nowned gentility of the Corner House.
He rightly cursed himself for a famous
ninny as he removed the smudged slips
of paper after the man’s exit and substi-
tuted fresh slips. But nevertheless he
‘determined to continue his experiment,
opining that there would be, after all, in
the Corner House far from sufficient |
gloves to go round. In this assumption
the event did mot, however, justify his!
experiment. People entered; people de-
parted. A few wore gloves. The un-
gloved majority either made undecipher-
able finger-marks, or made good finger-
marks which bore not the slightest re-
semblance to the finger-mark on the bit
of pipe.

So dusk fell, and Philip’s stock of paper
exhausted itself in futility. He foresaw
that he might have to continue the ex-
periment for days.

He heard a cab stop outside the house,
and glanced idly from the window. It]
was a four-wheeler. Mrs. Upottery em-
erged from it. She was obviously return-|
ing from the funeral. He sympathized
with her, but her arrival annoyed him; |
he had alrcady wasted several slips of |
paper on women, including two on Mrs.{
Upottery. She held an argument with |
the cabman, and then she had a difficulty |
with her pocket and purse, and seemed to !
find an awful solemn pleasure in tiring
the patience of the cabman while she re-|
moved her gloves and sorted her coins.
‘As she came up the steps he hid in a
corner so that she should not glimpse |
him in passing. ,He did not wish to be
accosed just then of ot having attend-
ed the funeral. Me was creeping out
{o0. change the slips after her passage
when a man ran quietly up the steps and
ruched in. It was John Meredith whom '
Philip had not previously seen that day
o ‘Why should Philip have trem-
bled with nervous apprehension at the
sighs of Meredith? Why should a strange
fear have scized him? Why should he |
hesitate, after Meredith had vanished up-
stairs, to retricve and examine the slips?
Why should he have cxperienced the sen- |
gation of a rveprieve when a newspaper |
Loy burst in, pushing and banging botk |
doors, to sell a special Sunday edition |
of the ‘“Record?”’ :

Ilis Lend shook as the mewspaper boy
having deperted, he detached the slips and

‘at all spoilt by “incense and homage, but"

::55_ Otfheﬁnﬂgteﬁ'e p‘?:’l;:}:‘e :g:':: st;; Eenﬁl‘i};?years. 1 was very sorry—very sorry to
2 . i ’ | ' upset him and very sorry that he would
paper ‘boy’s. He reached down the frag-| t Yot T peild not help it”
ment of pipe, and laid it close to 1hc'n°..Yﬂ'E%,,meI_,~Hl! it (:1 hxe‘p -
paper, and, with a magnifying glass, com- i D cotputoRs -m. |
pared it with the print on the stone. The| She was now on the opposite side of
double whorl situated slightly to the lift the desk from Philip, idly and nervously
was identical in each casc. pleating a picce of paper into the form
Without giving himself a moment to of a fan. Then she leaned her head on
think, he went out of the office to find one hand. .
8.} ind Meredith wns descending| ~T¢ was all about me gowng = on the
the ‘downstairs again, pale and hurried, stage,” she proceeded. “I had‘ always
the frightful scar crimson on his blanch- wanted to go on the stage. The stage
ed: face! was in my blood. But my father hated
“Please come up here,” Philip address-’the stage. Perhaps he‘ had cause to. He
ed him. His throat was so parched that | left me at school 'in Southénd and went
he could scarcely articulate. on a voyage, and when he came back

“YWhat is the matter?” Meredith ques- from his voyage I was an actress on tour|

with a provincial company. Not a No. 1
“T must speak to you,” said Philip. company, Mr. Masters, but a wretched
Meredith obeved, entering the . office, little company doing fitup towns. I

Philip ordered the boy attendant to leave hadn’t written to my father to tell him.

and then carefully shut the door. He hatl| I dared not. At least, perhaps I dared;

a strange desire to advise Meredith to but somehow I could not put the words

run: away and never be seen in England | " the paper. So it was a terrible sur-

again, but he conquered it. prise for him when he did come back
“What is it?” Meredith repeated his and learnt the news. I got a cousin of
demand. ours to tell him.”-

L L Joi” sl Philip.  “The| Your mother wer dead?”
finger mark on his stone was made by the! “Yes. She died when I was born. Just
murderer of Captain . Pollexfen, and : the | imagine my position,” Mr. Masters. 1

tioned.

finger-mark on this paper was made by | grew up very quickly. At fifteen I had|
you. : They rare alike. . I have laid ‘a: trap had enough of school—too much! 1 could !

for: the murderer, and it is you that 1| have gone with my father on his ship,
have caught, Meredith. What have you perhaps. But though my father and I
to say?”’ used to be good friends, and I liked the
“What?’ exclaimed Meredith, staring sea pretty well, I could never have been
at .the.paper. ‘“Which mark?’ . | reconciled to the life on board a tramp
“This one.” i steamer. Only my father’s wish to be all
“Those aren’t the marks of my fingers,” in all to me could have made him dream
Meredith said with curious calm after he | of guch a thing. . T was obliged to live
had comprehended the nature of the trap. somewhere, then, I could have lived with
It’s the marks below that are mine. Look | some cousins, but even at fifteen I had
at my hand.” His persuasive voice was extremely strong likes and ' dislikes, and
as wonderous as €ver. the prospect of living with my cousins
Philip seized the hand. It had fine | didn’t appeal to me a little bit, though
tapering fingers, - whereas the - topmost |they were perfectly tolerable as acquaint-
marks were noticeably wide and clumsy.| ances. What was I to do? Go into a
“That is like a woman’s hand,” said convent? Or begin to earn my living

{ Philip. independently ?”’

Meredith impulsively snatched the hand “The situation was very awkward, de-
away, and then sat down on a chair and | cidedly,” said Philip.
burst into tears. “You see that, don’t you?”’ she cried,
“I may as well tell you,” said Meredith, | raising her voice, and, as it were, clutch-
“] am a woman. I am Captain Pollex-|ing for his sympathy. “You see that?
fen’s daughter.” Well, I wanted to earn my living and I
“Giralda?” wanted to earn it in my own way, and
Meredith nodded, looking up. I wanted to start at once. People such
as I don’t choose their careers. Their
careers are decided when they are born.
Mine was. Nothing could have kept me
Uncle Walter. off the stage. I was very sorry for my
e i N ., | father’s sorrow, and I think I may say
e con'fesslon o Meredlth§ 1demt.1t.y I didn’t let his anger make me angry.
had the sipgular fact of making Philip | o couldn’t understand. How could he
undeniably and astonishingly happy. He|be expected to understand? Supposing
asked himself, indeed, why the fact that | that 1 h&g_suglf'ested dtofhim t}}:fzt hTfs}txould
. ; R give up his ship and force himself to go
Meredl’tn. W G m. i R on the stage, he would have thought I
render him so absurdly joyous. He lpr_e- was mad. But that would have been ex-
tended to }_nmseli that there was e ogle actly the same thing as his asking me to
in the feeling of pleasure. But that “was give up the stage and voyage with him
pretence .merely. He knew in the depth;m_ live as a lodger with the Sidgwicks—
of his being that 1.“ s joy was firmly ba'xs:g those are my cousins. I tried to explain
in the logic of his heart, He percevec| ., ,; ¢, him, but he couldn’t see it. He
now why he had liked Meredith from| ' ldn’t. He talked about woman’s
the moment of their first meeting, and| yo;e the dear old thing!”
why he 'had always been conscious of’an| “umpen you fought out the question at
apparently strange instinct to protect and |\ i orview?”
assist M_eredlt_h. The disguise had de- Mary Pollexfen gave a little shudder.
ceived his brain, but it had not deceived “Yes” she said. “My company happen-
the instinctive, inarticulate part of him-| .4 {; be at Winchester while his ship was
“So you are Miss Pollexfen?” he ques| . yip0 in cargo at Southampton. He
tioned, with a smile, the power of whose| = . "to see me. I remember I was lodg-
persuasiveness he did not guess. he half ing in a little room in the road up the
“] am Mary Pollexfen,” was the steep hill out of Winchester—I forget its
shy reply. | Despite| P2me: Yes, we fought it out. That was
Of course she was a woman: . PILe| 41 6 worst day of my life, except the day
her clothes, she was for: Philip, as she| ‘tier my father’s death. And I was on-
faced him there in the little green, -con- ly fifteen. 1 was only fifteen, and he
fined office with its desk and ledgers, the was over fifty. Think of it! Now he is
mosb iutaensgly feminie woman that thp dend. sometﬁing eoft in my heant hints
world contained. How came it that his| 4}t perhaps I ought to have given way.
intellectual apparatus had: never discern-| p 4 161 No! It had to be. There are
ed her sex? How' came it—but his mind | 1.0 stronger than affection. I loved
was full of queres. . hilip. “that| ™ father. My father loved me. But we
“It is very strange, said Philip, “that| ..v.3 He might have used force with
I did not recognize you as Gir alda. Be-| =" yfe very mearly did use force with
cause I had seen your portrait at thh'eiihe manager of the company. I won’t
Physique Club, -and what is more, the | on you what he said when we parted.
portrait had positively haunted me. | No ome will ever know that except
«] do not think it is very strange, after | S Now. 1 hink it over T e
all,” Mary Pollexfen ans?""er_ed' “You see 4}t T must have had extraord.in-
I am pretty expert at making up. Seven | ary individual force, even at that
years ago 1 played nothing but principle| oo .all it  obstinacy—to  withstand
boy'—on account of my height, I suppose.| i, “He returned to his ship. I went
So I was well used to men’s clothes. And | on with my business as the least import-
then the scar absolutely changes my face.” |\ " ember on a touring company of
«But where did you get that a.wful,no importance at all
wound?” [ “Why!” said Pln'l'i “it was tragedy!”
4 i : » 1 Y. ’ G y-
“I paint it each morning, - Mary PQ"? “TFhat’s just whatpi:c was,” said gMary,
lexfen explained, fa‘xln!tly smiling at Phil-|«;; 4 it often happens that in a real
ip’s astonishment. “It was by accident 3 tragedy mobody is to blame—and every
long time ago that 1 found out how a| . .° g
scar across the cheek like that seemed' ™ «pyiqnre :ou e lim agam?”
to alter the position of the cheek bone;, LA S
I made two attempts tor peace. The

1 make all my face different.” t
an‘(‘T;len you can )wash it off at any time?” | first when T was eighteen and the second
Clrtaimly.” { when I was twenty-one. I saw him once.

“You relicve me immensely, Miss Pol. | I insisted on seeing him. It was use-
lexfen,” Philip sighed. ‘105.7, nbso_lutc]y use}ess! Captains live very

«“Unfortunately,” said ghe, “my hair solitary lives, I think, ':md t_ha-t? mﬂuer}ccs
won’t grow quite ‘as easily as I can wash | them. My poor father's prejudices against
off that scar.” the stage and me only m_creasgd as he

There was a significant pause. ‘ grew older. Our last direct interview, four

“And now, Miss Pollexfen”” said Philip! Y°ars 2o, ended everything between us.
courageously, “don’t you think we had | We drifted apart, as they say—utterly.
better come to business at once.” I found it impossrble even to keep in

“Business?” she echoed the word, ag|touch with his movements. In faet, I
if startled. lost him. T didn’t know the name of

“Yes,” he said, “don’t you think you his new Shl,lf' I didn’t even lm(_)w if he
had better tell me why you are here in - was alive. That shows how relatives may
disguise. I know you must be in great get separated, mentally and physically. I
corrow. 1 guess you are in.great diffi- | never spoke of him. I fancy most of my
cutly. And I am just as sure as I am friends took me for an orphan. Of course
of anything that I can help you.” ; :

“How .cen you help me?” she Stammﬂ_'admxt that [ was_wn"appod up in my own
ed timidly, gazing self-consciously at the | carver. And habit is so strong. During
desk. the first years of my estrangement T used

“] shall be able to answer that ques- to send my fafhel‘.'ﬂ‘e prettiest cards I
tion better when you have talked to me could buy on his birthday and at Christ-
a little. Talk to me. Tell me 1 would: mas. Then I didn’t know where to send
be willing to do a great deal for you, a Flf(’m to—And—and—don’t you now thi}\l(
very great deal. I've no intention of in- it's very sad, Mr. Miff}‘”‘ﬁ such a thing
forming you that I would cheerfully sacri-: as I am telling you? The change in

CHAPTER XV.

if T am to be perfectly honest I mustI

| from three schools at Southend before he!
| was twelve. He would listen to nobody.‘
! He once locked another boy up in a|
| wooden shed and set fire to it, because{
i the boy wouldn’t give him half an apple. |
And it was a mere chance that the boy
wasn’t burnt to death. He would have
'been if he hadn’t pushed a penknife and |
| everything he had in his pockets underl
| the door of the shed as a ransom. That |
| was the sprt of youth my uncle was. |
| He had no' mercy on animals at all. And |
|yet my father said that he could be|
| charming when he wanted to. At sixteen|
| he married a woman very nearly old |
twcnough to be his mother—ran away with |
her.. He had a thick mustache at four-
| teen.”

“An interesting young man!” Philip
commented.

“Do you think so?’ said Mary. “The |
stage was his passion, as it's mine. g
took after him in that. And it was be-
cause of my Uncle’s connection with the
stage that my father hated it so. Only
iUncle got tired of the stage pretty soom,
and I expect that I shall, too. At nine-
teen he was playing old men’s parts at
the Britannia at Hoxton. He was famous
in the East End, and people said he
I“might have been one of the most suc-

| cessful actors in London. He was very
well known in the profession. . The pro-
fesgion thought even more highly of him
than the public did, I believe. There are
actors like that, you know. He stabbed
another actor on the stage of the Britan-
mia one night. It was supposed to be an
accident. But according to what people
say, it wasn’t an accident at all. Then
he went to America.”

“And what became qf his wife?”

“He deserted her when he was eigh-
teen. But just before he went to America
he found her again and he made her go
with him—I suppose because she had
come into ‘some money. And then she
died, in Cleveland.”

“Died!”

“It is supposed that he killed her. I
say ‘it is supposed’—no one except my
uncle can be sure. Anyhow there was a
great outery. Father used to have cut-
tings of the articles that appeared in
the New York and other newspapers
about the affair. Uncle had to disappear,
at least he did disappear. After that
he must have travelled all over the world.
He was in a revolution in Uruguay. He
had a circus in Yokohama. But my
father only heard rumers of him at long
intervals. On the other hand he seemed
always to know exactly where my father
was. And from time to time he would
write and demand money.”

“And did he get it?”

“Yes, he got it. ‘It would, of course,
have been better if he had not got it.
But father could never refuse him alto-
gether. I firmly believe that until just
before the very last my father had a

kind of liking for him. You see, he was
so much cleverer than father, and father|
must have been a little afraid of him as|
well.” T ! '

“This was the same brother who ha.s'
been mentioned at the—the inquest?”

“Yes, there was only one.”

“Then he is in London now, of course?”’

“I'm afraid so.”

“But you've never seen him?”

“No, but I’'ve heard from him.”

“When?”

“About three weeks ago I got a strange
Jetter from him. It was addressed to the
theatre. That letter was the cause of
my coming here. I will show it to you.
Then you can judge for yourself.”

She paused, and slowly drew a letter
from the pocket of her coat and handed
it to Philip, who opened it and. read:
“Dear Mary.

“This is from your old Uncle Walter,
whom I daresay you have heard of. Your
father is a fool, and you had better bring
him to reason, or it will be the worse
for him. He’s getting obstinate in his
old age. He’s retired from the captaincy
of business and he’s got hold of the great-
est money-making scheme that I’ve heard
of for a pretty long while. He can’t man-
age it himself. I'm just the man to help
him, but he won’t let me. I told him I
was starving, and he gave me twenty
pounds. It isn’t a question of twenty
pounds. It is a question of twenty thou-
sand, and lots more. I only want half
the profits, and that’s fair, as I should
do all the work. 7The old fool would
simply make a hash of the business. But
he won’t see it. I never knew him so
obstinate. Now he’s just got to give in.
If you know anything about me, you
! know that candor is my most sublime
quality, and I'm candid now._ I'm noth-
{ing if not candid. You've quarrelled with
| your father, I'm given to understand. Or
rather he’s quarrelled with you. You'd
better go home and make it up with
him, and warn him that I mean business.
When I'm desperate I'm very desperate.
He seems to have forgotten that. Tell
him from me that if he doesn’t let me
in on the ground floor, I'll take good
| care that he’s put out of the way of mak-
{ing a single penny of profit for himself.
[ Tell him that. Your affectionate uncle,

“WALTER POLLEXFEN,”
i P.S  Your father is or will shortly
ibe at the Corner House, Strange street,
| Kingsway.”
| Philip folded up the letter, and gave
{it back to Mary Pollexfen in the midst
| of an extraordinary silence.
| “Of course,” said he, “knowing what|
iyou did of your uncle’s character you)
| naturally took that for a serious threat?”
! o] did—most certainly. I thought I
i would go and see my father. Then 1
decided to write, and I wrote. 1 didn’t
i send him Unecle’s lotter. I thought that
| might do more harm than good.”
I *“And then?=
i “Then I received an envelope from my

i
«Although T have And when something did turn up—it was | beyond her beauty and her grace and her

—it was’'—

She hid her face.

“] know, I know,” Philip murmured.
“Good heavens! You may well say that
no woman was ever placed in such a
situation before!”

“You can imagine the shock to me
when I learnt on Wednesday morning
that' my father had been murmured and
his body buried in the trench! 1 had to
keep my wits about me then. I dared
not give way, I had to pretend that
I was merely casually interested in
the tragedy. I couldn’t keep away from
the inquest. And it was the most hor-
rible experience of my life.”

“And you had no theory as to the
manner of your father’s death?”

“None. That was the worst of it. There
1 had been waiting ready to protect him
when mnecessity arose—at ithie first mo-
ment that I noticed anything suspicious
—and he was gone before I could move
a hand! If T had made myself known to
my father he would, no doubt, simply
have left the house. And Iscould not
make myself known to Uncle Walter, be-
cause I hadn’t the faintest idea where
he was.”

“And you have gone through this agony
while I have been here!” Philip’ said.
“And I never guessed! It is inconceiv-
able! How unsympathetic you must have
thought me the night I ‘besieged yeu in
your room!”

“On the contrary,” said Mary, with a
melancholy smile, “I thought you extre-
mely sympathetic. It was inexplicable to
me that you should be so sympathetic.”

“Why did you not leave this awful place
at once?” Philip questioned.

“What!” she said, “And have detec-
tives following me everywhere?  That
would have been the very worst thing
I could have done.”

“True,” Philip agreed. “By the way,
did you notice much of the courtship be-
tween your poor father and Mrs. Upot~
tery?”’

“I had mo idea of it. And nothing at
the inquest surprised me more than Mrs.
Upottery’s evidence.”

“Because,” said Philip quietly. “Mrs.
Upottery is undoubtedly connected with
the murder. As the finger prints at the
top of this paper are not yours, they must
be hers: And they constitute absolutely
conclusive evidence to my mind. She is
an astounding woman.  Ycsterday ¢ she
stole two hundred-pound notes out of my
pocketbook and substituted two others,
while pretending to faint and be ill. And
1 had not the,least suspicion of her guilt
until you showed me that these finger
prints were not yours. It flashed across
me then. It is amazing.”

“] have been following Mrs. Upottery
about_for two days,’ “said Mary Pollex-
fen quietly. “Shall I tell you my notion
about her?”

“By all means.” -

“My notion- about her is that she is
Uncle Walter himself.”

“Impossible!”

“Not impossible! I went to poor
father’s funeral this afternoon. Mrs. Up-
ottery was there. Mrs. Upottery and I
were the only two people present from
this house. It was a dreadful business.
And Mrs. ‘Upottery appeared to me to
be acting grief, with tremendous gusts.
Then when the creature walked from the
grave I seemed to detect in her gait a
sort of resemblance to my father’s.

“You know your uncle by sight?”

“] have never seen him, unless he is

Mrs. Upottery, and I am certain that he|

is Mrs. Upottery. I feel it in my bones
that he is Mrs. Upottery.” She stood up
excited. “No one but“Uncle Walter could
have planned and: worked that crime as
it must have been planned and worked.
And all his evidence at the inquest was
pure invention. It would be exactly like
him to enjoy disguising himself as a wo-
man, and then to pretend that he was
engaged to be married to the man he had
murdered, and to embroider the story
with details about mysterious foreigners
and Russian secret socicties. What do
you think?”

“If what you say is true,” Philip an-
swered her, “your family contains in Mr.
Walter Pollexfen a criminal of genius.
But we will soon find out.”

“What ave you gomg to do

“I am going up to Mrs. Upottery’s
room. She—or he—came in just before
you did.”
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CHAPTER XVI.
Friendship.

“You are mot to come with me,” said
Philip, with some new, strange touch ‘of
the Kaiser in his tone. His hand was
on the office door. He had wrapped
in paper and marked fragment of pipe—
that invaluable and unique piece of evi-
dence, and put it in his pocket.

“Why not?”’ demanded Mary Pollexfen,
rather wistfully, and not at all resenting
his little air of authority. There was an
appeal in her voice, and her voice was
irresistible—or would have been .irresisti-
ble if he had not considered her personal
safety to be involved in th question.

“It will be better mot,” Phiip replied
firmly.

Had he known her on the stage, sur-
rounded by the adulation which even
some of the most conceited men in Lon-
don had not disdained to offer her, he
would never have dared to adopt that
attitude of the big, wise, autocratic
brother. But he had not known her on
the stage, and as a fact his audacity
pleased her enormously; she bowed to it
with a feeling of immense relief.

Certainly she pouted, but the pout was
naught save a charming affectation.

“T suppose I can go upstairs to my own
room and listen on the landing?” she
said.

He agreed that she could; he could find
no argument against that.

There were several people in the hall—
a policeman, a journalist, pencil in hand
—talking to one of the lodgers. Philip,

in the pride of his great discovery, ig-|

nored their curiosity and passed quickly
upstairs, Mary being at his side but slight-
ly behind him. And as they went up-
stairs it was no more the pride of his
great discovery that animated him and
flushed his cheek and quickened his heart.
1t was the mere existence of Mary Pol-
lexton that did these things.. She was
so close to him; he had a desire to laugh
with sheer joy because she was close to
him. The most curious thing that had
ever happened to him was that his near-
ness to a woman—a woman depending

fice my life to save your little finger from her lovely voice was swift and dramatic. | father, and the envelope contained my)upon him and trusting him—should have

harm. Because if I began in that strain Philip felt the lump in his throat. He

I should feel an awful ass. Still—” he could not speak. Ile nodded.

nodded his head several times quickly as! “These cousing of yours,” he managed

though to emphasize his words—“you ' to say at length. “They could do noth-

may command me.” He looked at her ing to get the captain to alter his views?”’

steadily. “Nothing. They were nice, quiet, or-
“Really?”’ dinary people. But they would as soon
Her manner of uttering that single word have dared to come between my father

enchanted Philip. Jn her tone there was and me as go into—into a den of lions.!

something of entreaty, something of an They were afraid of both of us. They
unserious and .delicate incredulity, some- | gtill livie at Southend, or rather just
thing of a challenge, and something queen- out of Southend. I doubt if they have
like. He scemed to see in her at length heard of this affair even yet.”
the worshiped beauty of the stage—not “And you have no other relatives
“Yes,” said Mary Pollexfen, mm a low
yet aware of the potency of her charm,' tone, drawing her hand nervously along
and accustomed to the vows of devotees. the table. “There was my father’s
“Really!” he insisted. brother, my uncle—Walter Pollexfen.
They exchanged a glance. And that | But’——
glance established their relations. Tn the! *“But what?”
brief instant of its duration each formed Mary’s eyes moistened. “It is Uncle
a resolve, the ome to trust, the other Walter who”’—— She stopped short with
to shield, and the resolve was moment- a sort of mervous spasm, and sai up
ous, definitive and final. straight, evidently collecting her forces.
Mary Pollexfen sat down. “I must explain to-you about that man,”
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| own letter unopened, but torn across.
| After that I received a telegram from!
Unele, which I have lost, but it was|
| something like this: ‘Better hurry up. i
| Father now at Corner House” Then it
| was that I suddenly madc up my mind to|
go to the Corner House myself—in this!
disguise. I had notfons about telling the
police, but I saw that would be absurd.
There wasn't enough to go on. So you|
behald me coming to the Corner Housc|
and, in a way, settling down there for|
a short time. . My father had not the
! lightest suspicion of my identity. 1
| found him very much changed and very
| much older. I had no plan. Often at
night it appecared to me that 1 was be-!
having in a very queer way. But what
! would you have? What else could I do?
I doubt if a woman was ever placed in
such a position before. Well, I had to
i content myself with keeping watch over|
my father’s movements. This I did as
well as I could. And I waited for some-
* thing to turn up, some unfortunate chance.

such an extraordinary and revolutioary
eficet on him. He was no longer the
came man, He felt as though he had
been inhaling oxygen. The whole world
ceemed beautiful. Acrian Hilgay's singu-
lar lodging house¢ scemed beautiful. There
was no sorrow on earth, nothing but love
and the purc ardor of life. lis one re-
gret was that all the previous part of his
existence had been sunple  waste. He
cared for nothing that he had ever cared
for. His old anibitions appeared hollow,
puerile and specious. He loved now for
the first time. The death of the captain
wag, of course, tragic to the last degree,
and Mary's grief was his gricf, and he
ought to be grave, sad and apprehensive.
Put—but—well, there she was on the
landing with him, breathing somewhat
quir‘k]‘\‘. and gazing at him, in expectation.
Delicidus and adorable vision, with the
painted scar and those absurd clothes!
He wondered what strange quality it was
in her that differentiated her from all
the other women on  earth, what quality

|

! charm—a quality shining mysteriously
| from the secret depih of her soul. He

| wondered and rejoiced that some master-
| ful, imperial male had not carried her
| off long since and married her, and forced |
(her to love him. The thought that if
| luck had not been on his side she might
| have been marricd ere he met her made
| him feel cold in the small of his back,
! like the sudden sense of a supreme dis-
| aster escaped.

I “I.will come and report afterward,”
! he whispered, stopping at her door.

[ “But what are you going to do?” she
| asked.

| “How do I know?” he said “It will de-
| pend on circumstances. I am going to
’ha\'c an interview with Mrs. Upottery,
jand I shall be guided by what Mrs. Upot-
{tery does. Happily there is a policeman
ido\vnstairs. I can promise you one thing,

Mrs. Upottery shan’t get away.”

“Have you got a revolver?”

“A revolver? What for?”

“In case”’——

“ No. I've got these.” He raised his
broad and muscular hands.

«] should like you to take my revol-
ver,” she breathed.

He was about to smile superiorly, but a |
look in her face stopped him. He per-|
ceived that jocularity would be misplaced.
Tears were in the woman's eyes.

«I ghall be very glad to,” he said seri-
ously.

She disappeared into her room, and
came out again with the revolver, which
she gave to him as if it had been an
animal alive. “It’s loaded,” she said.

“Thanks,” he murmured, slipping it into
his pocket. “Now for it.” ;

He walked up the transverse corridor
as far as Mrs. Upottery’s door, and knock-
1ed discreetly. There was no answer.

He knocked again, and yet again, now
loudly, and there was still no answer.

Mary Pollexfen was watching him from
the corner near her own door. The cor-
ridors were otherwise deserted.

“She won’t open,” Philip called in a
whisper. “But I'm going in, all the
same.” e :

He was growing bolder every instant.
He now knocked very loudly and impera-

tively. And after a slight pause he
shook the handle of the door.- The door

see the interior of the cubicle, and the

room, found the switch and turned on
the electric light. There was a sound be-
hind him, and he jumped around. Mary
stood at the door, her face pale.

“Be careful,” she enjoined him.

“Yes,” he said. “I know I'm trespass-
ing. But you see if Mrs. Upottery arrives
and makes a fuss I can always ask the
lady for her finger print, that will quiet
her.”

“I didn’t mean that,” Mary Pollexfen
breathed. And she, too, entered the roam
gtealthily. Her first act was to lift the
valance and look under the bed. She
found nothing there, and laughed depre-

smile.

“We’ll make a thorough search of this
room, eh?’ Philip suggested. ‘‘Suppose
I lock the door?”

And he closed and locked the door.

“She must have gone out again,” he re-
marked gayly, apparently unaware that.
he was stating the obvious. “And we
didn’t see her go.”

“Tt is to be hoped she—he—didn’t no-
tice us together in the office,” said Mary.

“Apd if he did—what then?”

“Who knows?’ Mary answered reflec-
tively.-

The room was in perfect order. On the

yielded at once. He pushed it open, and;
by the light from the corridor he could |

cubicle was empty. He entered the little

catingly in response to Philip’s masculine

bed lay a night-dress case, placed in the
mathematical centre of the pillow. Be- |
hind the door, on hooks, hung two skirts |
and a petticoat turned inside out. |
“I wonder what the waist measurement |
is,” said Mary, and she took down the !
petticoat, and doubling and stretching |
tight the waistband, put it against her\
own form. Doubled, it ncarly encircled |
her. !
“It's thirtyseven if it's an inch,” said|
she, hanging it up again.
“But are ther¢ women with thirty-|
seven inch waists?”  Philip demanded |
naively. !
“Yes, and forty-seven,” said Mary. |
“There is no limit.” . |
“Then that proves nothing.” |
And they both felt guilty—nay, erim- |
inal—as they investigated the severe or-|
derliness of the room. Several pairs of |
boots lay at the foot of the bed. But they |
were smaller than Philip’s boots, and the
young man’s foot was by no means €x- |
tensive. In the cupboard were a hat; a
pair of rather Jarge gloves, some pieces
of ribbon, several veils (all these things |
black), a pincushion, a Bible, a hymn
book, a copy of ‘“John Halifax, Gentle-!
man,” and a lot of other articles.
“Here,” said Philip, “perhaps you|
wouldn’t mind looking~ into this cup- !
board?” |
Mary obeyed, while Philip unfastened '
lw small trunk, which proved to be empty. '
After some moments — Mary found a!
collection of stockings. |
“This feels heavy,X said Mary holding |
up a pair of stockings tightly rolled.
They examined it together. In the cen-|
| tre of the woolen ball was a sum of three
i pounds five shillings and sevenpence half-|
;penny.' Silently they replaced the money. .
! Then they looked at each other. i
| *“Mrs. Upottery may come back at any |
| moment,” said Mary. i
| “Yes,” Philip agreed, daunted.
“Hadn’t we better leave?” |
“Perhaps it will be as well.” o
{ Philip took carcful precaution to leave.
|no trace of an inexcusable visit; he ex-
| tinguished the light, and they found |
l themselves out in the corridor again. Their
| search had been entirely futile.
“You still think that Mrs. Upottery is
;‘ your uncle?”
" ¢I do,” said Mary obstinately.
“Will you put your hat on and come
| outside of the house at once?”
| “What for?” the girl questioned.
i “I want to talk to you; we cannot talk
here.”
| In two minutes they were walking to-
! gether down Kingsway, which was al-
| most empty of trafic. Philip was very !
| nervous, and his companion evidently
! waited for him to speak. ' At length he|
| blurted out: !
“You'll excuse me, Miss Pollexfen, but !
this cannot go on like this. Really, you !
know!” )
| ‘““What cannot go on like what?” she|
‘\ask(\d softly, looking ingenuously at him. |
i “Your disguise,” he explained. *It can|
|'do no further good. You may rely on me/
Ito do whatever can be done. And I
| should venture to advise you to—to—to be,
| —(r—a woman again.” He wished to add: |
| “T hate to sce you as you are. It hurtsi
{ me.” |
[ “I -see,” she said reflectively. “But if’
' 1 become Giralda again all London will
get excited. We shall have the police!
| worrying us, and there will be no end!
to the bother.”
. “] do not think the disguise is suitable,
| he persisted stubbornly.” He was surpris-|
led to find how stubborn he was. “You]
I need not become Giralda. You can be-!
! come .simply a woman.” |
f “I can’t go back to my flat without |
| causing a sensation.”
| “You could take a room somewhere—|
| a quiet room, or two rooms.” |
{ *Apd where am 1 to get my (‘lnthcs\
lfmmvc\p(\;ially on Sunday?” She hesita-{
ted. *1 might go to Harry Starkey. I\

i)

could trust him. He is almost the only
person I could trust.”

“Harry Starkey?”

“Yes. The costumer. Surely you have
heard of Harry Starkey. KEverybody
knows Harry Starkey.”

“] fancy I have seen his name on thea-
tre bills,” said Philip.

Giralda smiled. “Why, after the King
and General Booth he considers himself
the best known man in England.”

“Where is his place?”

“In Wellington street.”

A cab loitered past. Philip hailed it.

“Please get in,” said he. “And go to
this Harry Starkey at once, if you can
trust him as you say, and I will meet
vou in an hour at the corner of Welling-,
ton street—Bow streer, I mean—and Long
Acre. He held open the door.

Mary Pollexfen was clearly astonished
at such swiftness and authority of decisioms
She gave him a puzzled glance, the®
smiled.

“Since you wish it,” she said calmly.

They were heavenly words to him. he
adorable creaturs was actually obeying
him, actually ceding to his masculine wis-
dom and his masculine will.

Starkey's, Wellington street,” she di-
rected the cabman and got into the
vehicle.  The cabman nodded.

“He'll be in—your Starkey?” Philip
asked her through the window.

“Yes, Sunday is his only day at home.
He'll probably be asleep.”

“Good! In an hour then. It is six-
fifteen.”

She drove off. As -Philip watched the
receding cab he felt as if he was floating
on clouds of purest happiness. She did
his bidding! She trustcd him! She had
not oven inquired what was to happen
when they meet again at seven-fifteen. Her
confidence in him was so touching that
he detected a moisture in his eyes. The
cirecumstances were miraculous, overwhelm-
ing. Less than two hours ago she had
been to him John Meredith, simply that!
And now she was the rarest among wo-
men, and he was more to her than any
other man in London! At least he hoped
80.

i (To pe continued.)

IDENTITY OF HUMAN
SKELETON FOUND NEAR
> MONCTON A MYSTERY

Coroner’s Jury Finds it a Puzzle--
Theory That the Body Was That of
Donahue or McNeill Improbable,

Moncton, N. B., Oct. 19.—The identity
of the skeleton of the aged man found
in the woods 4t Cherryfield two weekas
ago remains a mystery. The coroner's
inquiry was conducted today but the
jury's verdict said they were unable to
obtain any light on the matter.

Ald. W. H. Edgelt was the only wit-
ness called today. He testified to visiting
the spot where the skeleton was found,
viewing the clothing for the purpose of
ascertaining whether the body was that
of his relative, Captain Abel Edgett, who

. has been missing since last July, but he

was unable to identify it or give any in-
formation clearing up the mystery.

The jury decided it was useless ¢o hold
the inquiry open longer and returned the
following verdiet:

“After hearing the evidence at this in-

| quiry we are unable to ascertain who the

man was, how he came to be there or
what caused his death.”

The coroner gave the clothes found on
the skeleton to ‘Chief Chappell to hold in
his possession in the hope that the iden-
tity of the man might be discovered there-
by in the future. It appears from the
information that the body. is not that of
either Donahue or MeNeill, as at first
supposed. The bones. have been inter-
red in the rural cemetery.

‘BRUTAL ASSAULT ON

NOVA SCOTIA GIRL

Amherst, N. S, O:t. 19—-A young girl
about fourteen years of a.e, daughter of
the late John G. Trenholm, of Fort Law-
rence, was brutally assaulted near her
heme on Tu.sday last. The facts of the
case were only mud: putlic today, when
two arrests were made of parties suspect-
ed. The first man was held in sus)icion,
but tonight another man who has been

jdentified by a min nmamed Miner, from

Mount What'ey, who in answer to the

igirl’s ecreaun's, ran to her assistance and

caugat the brute in the act.

It seems the girl was walking home from
school, when a man drove up behind ber
and asked her to drive home. Upon
reaching the ent aice, which is some dis-
tance from th> road to her mother’s home,
instead of letting h:r ou:, he forcib'y de-
tained her and d ove to a s:cluded spot
ntar the marsh, where he criminally as-
sau'tcd her.

Miner, who was wo king oa the marsh,
heard her screams and 1ushed to the spot,
but her assailant,who is a strong man drove
him away and he fourd himself powerless
to prevent the sco.ndrel accomplishing
his fiendish a t. Afiepwards the man left,
driving towaids New Brunswick, and the
g1l was found in an exhausted condiioa
and taken to her home, nwhere she now

jits in a precaricus condition.

The Amhers: police wore informed and
to ay Cffices Se man and M Tver ar est-
ed 4 man_by the name of Albert Sonier.
Miner, who witnessed the affair, is con-
fident that he is the man and he has been
lcdged in jail ~waiting an examination.
The vi tim of th> brutal sssault is some-
what weak-min‘ed which, of course,
mak s the cise that much more serious.
‘The acu «d is a married min, working ‘n
towos. e was under the influcnce of
I'quor at the time. The accu:ed bears a
lad “repu a ion la ing served a tem in
the common ji! for chicken s'ealing, and
also fcur moaths for eterling a commer-
cial travel T's valise off an I. C. R. car,
The vi‘tim beloags to a most respectable
family.

STR. CARTHAGENIAN OF
ALLAN LINE GROUNDS
IN DELAWARE BAY

Philadelphia, Oct. 19.—Steamship pilots

. arriving here today report the British

steamer Carthaginian of thé Allan line,
from Liverpool. October 2, via St. John's,
(N@d.), lor Philadelphia, aground in Del-
aware Bay, about 70 miles below ghis city.
The steamer went aground last night and
was unable to float on the subsequent
high tide. The weather is thick, but the
pilots report tfh) the steamer is in no

danger.

Children.




