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could trust him. He is almost the only 

I could trust.”

P1“VVhere else can wc talk?" Philip ask- sure that 1 have ever seen him-I seem. She hid her face murmured ifron’ the flecret dcpluh °‘ her S°U''
“The door is shut. I’ll keep an eye to know him intimately. “Cood hea'veL'U You may well say that ; wondered and rejoiced that some mastcr-

it Now will you tell me why you “How so?” , . 0ood heavena' ",17 .1W. imperial male had not carried her
u here' in this disguise?” “From my father’s descriptions. And. no woman was ever p a off long since and married her, and forced
«I oame to look after my father,” said later, from what he Sidgwicks used to j situation before. 'her to love him. The thought that if

Mary “I came to watch over him. Per- tell me. Walter Pollexfen was ten years Jl ou can imagine the_ shock o luck had not been on hie. side she might
1 ' ..... _.:n sav it was a childish idea, younger than fny father. He was very w hen I learnt on Wednesdai morning married ere he met her madehapsjmu «111 say it was /reco8cious indeed as a child. 1 must have! that my father had been murmured and , h-e Me ^ ^ ^ ^ „f hia back,

-* \nd a disguise was necessary for ! taken atfer him, as regards being pre=| ns body buried m the trench. 1 1 ; llke the sudden sense of a supreme dis-
thaV” cocious—certainly I didn’t take after my j keep my wits about methen.. ! dared [ ^

“Yes If mv poor father had had the 1 father. I think the children of elderly j not give way, I had to pretend i wiu come and report afterward, ’
idea that I was meddling in his parents are often very precocious. And I was merely equally interested^ ' ( he whispered, stopping at her door.

: he was very clever, too. And extremely the tragedy. I eouldn t keep away from Lliat are you going to do?” she
He was one of those boys who the inquest. And it was the most nor-1

At ten years rible experience of my life. j “How do I know?” he said “It will dc-
And you had no theory js to the circumstances. 1 am going to

^nV T^the wSof it. There, have an ■***”*
I had been waiting ready to protect hlm ! “y Vots Happily there is a policeman 
when necessity arosc-at ithle first mo- ; d ; j can promise you one thing, 
ment that I noticed anything suspicious downstairs. I ,,
-and he was gone before I could move Mrs t pottery shall t get avay. 
a hand! If I had made myself known to , Ha™ you 8 What for?" 
my father he would, no doubt, simply- A revolver
SS'SLKJSTs- «►'«55.C '■ >“> -‘.‘Xïd.

I tod.-, ... 1.1.“., ld« -he-. " ,to. m I'
ver,” she breathed.

He was about to smile superiorly, but a
look in her face stopped him. He per- j “He'll be in—your Starkey?” Philip 
ctived that jocularity would be misplaced, j as^C(i her through the window.
Tears were in the woman’s eyes. j “Yes, Sunday is his only day at home.

“I shall be very glad to,” he said seri- j He'll probably be asleep.”
“Good! In an hour then. It is six-

rson
‘Harry Starkey?”
“Yes. The costumer. Surely you have 

heard of Harry Starkey. Everybody 
knows Harry Starkey.”

I have seen his name on thea-

pci

ed.
on! “I fancy 

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 
you in an hour at the comer of Welling
ton street—Bow street, I mean—and Long 
Acre. He held open the door.

Mary Pollexfen was clearly astonishei 
at such swiftness and authority of decisioB. 
She gave him a puzzled glance, thee 
smiled-

“Since you wish it,” she: said calmly.
They were heavenly words to him. The 

adorable creature 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.

slightest
life he would have left the place.”

carried them into the office. The var- “You were not quite on good terms, violent, 
nished slip from the outer door showed wafl tbat it»» : become men all at once.

He had therefore to rely solely on the notbfog but three sets of smudges, but : jjary Pollexfen agreed with a gesture., of age, my father used to say, no one 
finger-mark itself, and his common-sense tbp 0ther slip, marked faintly in varnish , “We had quarrelled,” she said, “we had ! could manage him. No one could do any- 
or gumption. After various trials, and Qn wbfoc paint, displayed throe clear ! not spoken to each other for several thing with him at all. He was expelled 
sundry dyeings and washings of his own gdg c£ finger prints—the man’s the high- rg £ was very sorry—very sorry to ; from three schools at Southend before he
fingers, he decided that the finger-mark . ]]u.n the woman's; then the news- Q t hi in and very sorry" that he would ; was twelve. He would listen to nobody,
on the fragment of pipe was that of a er boy’s. He reached down the frag-1 npt Ke me_but I could not help it.” : He once locked another boy up in a
right hand first finger, not of a thumb. mpnt of p;pe, and laid it close to the j “yes’” Philip encouraged her. | wooden shed and set fire to it, because
This fact filled him with hope, for a and, with a magnifying glass, com- ' , ite side of : the boy wouldn’t give him half an apple,
reason which will presently be seen. He p,d it with the print on the stone. The sh??af phni id, and nerVoiisly ! And it was a mere chance that the boy 
further argued that the hand of the crim- ^oublc whor. situated slightly to the lift ‘^t.^ a pkce of ^a^r into the ”"™ 
inal must be short and stumpy, with was identical in each ease. P yben she* leaned her head on
broad flat finger-tips; and moreover that Without giving himself a moment to of a f
It was not a hand lately accustomed to think, he wen;t out of the office to find onetumng about mc going on the
bard manual work, for the natural ridges Meredith. And Meredith was descending 11 „ sh(. proccedcd. “I had always 
on the skin were indicated with extra- thc downstairs again, pale and hurried, ®^8’ P„ on thc- 9tagc. The stage
ordinary c earness, whereas the epider- the frigbtful scar crimson on his blanch- blood. But my father hated
«ns of a laborer s- hand is ether worn e4 facc! he stag" Perhaps he had cause to. He
to smoothness or wrinkled in artificial “Plea8e come up here,” Philip address- |h« 8 t schoo{ in Southend and went
turrews ...... ed him. His throat was so parched that and when he' came back

To establish the criminal s identity couid scarcely articulate. ° vnvaire
be Ud merely to obtain the impress of “What is the matter?” Meredith ques- a prov^, company,
the first linger oi each man lodgi g tioned. company Mr. Masters, but a wretched
the Corner House. But to accomplish -<£ must speak to you, ' said Philip. P ^ doing fit.up towns. I
ouch a delicate, invidious task without Meredith obeyed, entering the office, wrftteu to my {ather to tell him.
Brousing suspicion was a matter which pbilip ordered the boy attendant to leave d n(ft At ltast> perhaps I dared;
would have offered difficulties to a more and thcn carefully shut the door. He had ^ gomphuw j eould nM put the words
impassioned journalist than Philip. a strange desire to advise Meredith to paper

He spent the chief portion of the mom- run away and never be seen in England °"jgp l{^ ^j]n when he did come hack
Ing in a series of experiments with paint ai but he conquered it. ‘ i lea,nt the news I got a cousin of
end paper and varnish, left in the cor “What is it?” Meredith repeated his fo foil Mm ”
ridersi by the professional house painters . demand. “Your mother was dead?” .
who had stormed and occupied the house, i “j wdl tell you,” said Philip. The ,. . , , T„„t
And after several hours he had prepared bn„er mark on his stone was made by the T es. -.he died w en ’ .
two sets of slips of plain green wallpaper, murdeher of Captain Pojlexfen, and the imagine my position. All. J T’ , , Tnight have been one of the most suc-

slightly covered with white paint half finger-mark on this paper was made by Brew “P '"cr.v quickly. At ,, i ocssful actors in London. He was very
(dried at a fire, and the other lightly cov- ou .They are alike. I have laid a trap had enough ot school too much. . - : well known in the profession. The pro-
ertd with varnish half dried at a fire- forthe murderer, and it is you that I have gone with my father on his snip fe5gjon thought even m0re highly of him
tile kitchen fire. Lunch was over by the have caught Meredith. What have you perhaps. But though my father ana i han thp public did> I believe. There are
time his slips were ready. ”o say?” . u3ed toltbe 8°o<l fnerds, and 1 ^ actors like that, you know. He stabbed

He then, with thc privity of Mr. Hilgay, “What?” exclaimed Meredith, staring -sea pretty well, I could n . another actor on the stage of the Bntan-
Who during his brief appearance seemed t the paper. “WThich mark?” • reconciled to thf life: on oa Tia one night. It was supposed to be an
ready to allow any one to do anything, ; “This one.” steamer. Only my father s msh to M ail acdden,t But according to what people
removed the doorknobs from the inner ! “Those aren’t the marks of my fingers,” m all to me could have mad Bay. it wasn’t an accident at all. Then
front door and the outer front door of the Meredith said with curious calm after he of such a thing. 1 was ° 8 he went to America.”
house. Both these doors, of course, open- bad comprehended the nature of the trap, somewhere, then I could , , “And what became qf his wife?

jed inward. Secondly, by means of small It’s the marks below that are mine. Look some cousins, but even at “He deserted her when he was cigh-
1 Blips of wood nailed to the floor near the at my hand.” His persuasive voice was extremely strong likes and U > “ teen. But just before he went to America
hinges, he fixed both doors permanently as ponderous as ever. prospect of living w y he found her again and he made her go
ajar in such wise that an aperture of Philip seized the hand. It had fine didn t appeal to me a 1 tW- Lnnaint with him—I suppose because she had
three or four inches was left between tapering fingers, whereas the topmost they were perfectly tolerable as q come into some money. And then she
each door and door frame. Thirdly, he ma,.ks were noticeably wide and clumsy, ances. What was I to . » .. . did, in Cleveland.”
affixed a perpendicular slip of papier cover , “That is like a woman’s hand,” said convent. Or begin to earn . * “Dledi”
ed with half dry paint to the outer side, philin independently . , "It is supposed that he killed her. I
of the inner door, and a slip covered with Meredith impulsively snatched the hand “The situation was very awkward, - -it is FuppORCd’—no one except my
half dry varnish to the outer side of the | * . and then sat down on a chair and cidedly, said Philip. unc]c can be sure. Anyhow there was a
Outer door. I burst into tears. . v “Yon see that, great outcry. Father used to have cut-

And he argued thus: “I may as well tell you,” said Meredith, raising her voioe, and, as jt were, clutcn t-n of the articles that appeared in
“Any person leaving the house, the am a woman, I am Captain Pollex- ing for his sympathy. you see n . thp New York and other newspapers 

handles of the doors having been thought- f , daughter.” Well, I wanted to earn my living an i ab t the affair. Uncle had to disappear,
fully removed, must inevitably first of all tC“Gu,lda?” wanted te eam it in W way, and ^ ^ he did disappear.
put the lingers of his right hand on the Meredith nodded, looking up. I wanted to start at once. People n have travelled all over the world,
outer side of the inner door and pull the Mer —-------- as I don’t choose their eareem Their He ^ ^ a revoMion in Uruguay. He were
door toward him in order to go out. He CHAPTER XV. careers arc decided when theyare borm had a drcug in Yokohama. But my this house. Itwas a dreadtul business,
may or may not leave a good impress of Mine was. Eothing could have kept me r t^er onjy heard rumors of him at long And Mrs. L pottery api
111/fingers on the paint-colored slip of Uncle Walter. off the stage. I was very sorry for my intcrvalg 0n the other hand he seemed be acting grief, with tremendous gus s.

Birt paint will certainly adhere Meredith’s identity father’8 BOrrow’ and 1 thm,k 1 may sa> always to know exactly where my father Then "’hen the creature walked from
He mav or may not be The confession of Merediths identity ^ didn-t ,et hls anger make me angry. y And from time to time he would grave I seemed to detect in hei gait a

angry, but he will certainly proceed, and had the singular fact of making Philip He couldn’t understand. How could he d demand money.’- sort of resemblance to my father s.
he Will repeat his action on the outer undeniably and astonishingly happy. He be expected to understand? Supposing w"“nd d;d hc get it?-, “You know uncle by^sight?
side of the outer door, and will thus .. ,f indieed why the fact that that I had suggested to him that he should , he got jt. it would, of course, 1 have never seen »
leave a second set of finger marks in a=ked himself, indeed why give up his ship and force himself to go been £;tter if he had not got it. Mrs Upottery, and I am certain that he
white paint, on thc outer door. I shall Mereditn was Giralda m disguise shou ^ ^ gtage> h would have thought I ^ father could n,ever refuse him alto- «• M™- UPottery. I feel ,it in myphones
thus have two sets of marks for each render him so absurdly joyous. He p waa mad. But that would have been ex- her j brmiy believe that until just that he is Mrs. Upottery. ' P

As the doors open in- tcnded to himself that there was no logic actly the game thing as his asking me to 8<?fore the very ]aat my father had a excited No one but Uncle Walter could
in the feeling of pleasure. But *had waa give up the stage and voyage with him o[ ukj fyr him You see, he was have planned and worked that crime as
pretence merely. He knew in the depth or Uye as a lodger with the Sidgwicks- ^ much ckvScrer than father, and father! it must have been plaimed and vvorkeffi
of his being that Ids joy was firmly based h arc my cousins. I tried to explain been a Utile afraid of him as ; And all his evidence at the inquest was
In the logic of his heart. He perceived that to him, but he couldn’t see it. He ™“8t„bave Deen • • pure invention. It would be exactly like
now why he had liked Meredith from ldn,,t. He talked about woman’s tho saine brother who has him to enjoy disguising himself
thè moment of their first meeting, and 6phcrCj the dear old thing!” been meTioned aTtfae-the inquest?” man, and then to pretend that he was
why he had always been conscious of an ‘..Then you fought out the question at „Ye, therc was only one.” engaged to be married to the man he had
apparently Strange instinct to protect and an jnterview?” “Then he is in London now, of course?" murdered and to embroider the story
assist Meredith. The disguise had de- Mary Pollexfen gave a little shudder. af“aid gQ „ with details about mysterious foreigners
reived his brain, but it had not deceived “Yre,” she said. “My company happen- “But vou’ve never seen him?” and Bus,sian sccret soclttles’ AVhat d°

instinctive, inarticulate part of him. ed t0 be at Winchester while his ship was „No but Pve heard from him.” you think? „
-So you are Miss Pollexfen? he ques- takiftg in cargo at Southampton. He “wbcn»>. “If what you say is true Philip an-

tioned, with a smile, the power of whose came to me. I remember I was lodg- “About‘three weeks ago I got a strange swered her, “your family contains in Mr.
persuasiveness he did not guess. fog in a little room in the road up the ]ett2r from him. Jt waI addressed to the Milter Po lexfen a criminal of genius.

“I am Mary Pollexfen, was the halt gteep uu out o{ WinchesterI forget its a1re That lelter wa3 tbc cause of But we will soon find out. 
shv reply. . _ ., name. Yes, we fought it out. That was coml here. I will show it to you. “What are you going to do

Of course she was a woman! Despite the worst day of my lift', except the day T^en can judge for yourself." “I am 8omg up to Mrs. Upottery s
her clothes, she was for Philip, as she after my father’s death. And I was on- she ypauaedi and slowly drew a letter room. She—or he—came in just before
faced him there in the little green, con- fifteen. I was only fifteen, and he jrom tbe pocket Gf her coat and handed you did.”
fined office with its desk and ledgers, the wag over fifty. Think of it! Now he is -t tQ phUj who opened it and read;
most intensely femime woman that the dead_ something soft in my heart hints ,.Dpar Mary
world contained. How came it that his tbat perhaps I ought to have given way. „This ig from your 0ld Uncle Walter,
intellectual apparatus had never discern- Rut no, No! It had to be. There are whom j daresay you have heard of. Your 
ed her sex? How came it—but his mind things stronger than affection. I loved {ather jg a fool> and you had better bring
was full of queries. my father. My father loved me But we hjm to reason> or it wall be the worse

“It is very strange, said Philip, that parted He might have used force with for hlm Re-a getting obstinate in his
I did not recognize you as Giralda. tie- ]np He very nearly did use force with old He’s retired from the captaincy
cause I had seen your portrait at the thp manager of the company. I won t ( busines3 and he’s got hold of the great-
Physique Club, and what is more, the tpU you what he said when we parted pgt money-makihg scheme that I’ve heard
portrait had positively haunted me. j Ho one will ever know that except P)r a preffy ]ong while. He can’t man-

“I do not think it is very strange, after mp Now. I think it over I see it Himself. I’m just the man to help 
all,” Mary Pollexfen answered. You see, that j must have had extraordm- * but he won't let me. I told him I 
I am pretty expert at making up. seven j ary individual force, even at that waa "8tarvjng, and he gave me twenty
years ago I played nothing but principle age—caH it obstinacy—to withstand pounds it isn"t a question of twenty
boy’—on account of my height, I suppose. him He returned to his ship. I went nds ia a question of twenty thou- 
So I was well used to men s clothes. And pn with my business as the least import- ‘and and lots m0re. I only want half 
then the sear absolutely changes my tace. ant member on a touring company of thp ofits and that’s fair, as I should

“But where did you get that an till n0 importance at all. do ab tbe work. The old fool would
wound?” ■ „ M p.i i “Why!” said Philip, "it was tragedy!” d ly make a hash of the business. But

“I paint it each morning Maij - “That's just what it was, said Mary, won’t see it. I never knew him so 
a man. lexfen explained, faintly smiling at Phil- j “and it often happens that in a real obstinate N'ow he's just got to give in.

The man wore gloves. ip’s astonishment. “It was by accident a tragedy nobody is to blame—and every R yQU knovv anything about me,
Philip had reckoned without the re- ]ong time ago that I found out how a one suffers.” know that candor is my most sublime

nowned gentility of the Comer House. scar across the cheek like that seemea “Didn’t you see him again?” quality, and I’m candid now. I’m noth-
Hc rightly cursed himself for a famous to alter the position of the cheek hone i ,,j made two attempts tor peace. The fog if’not candid. You’ve quarrelled with
ninny as he removed the smudged slips and make all roy face ditterent. , fir8t when I was eighteen and the second I your father, I’m given to understand. Or brother. But he had not known her on
of paper after the man’s exit and substi- “Then you can wash it off at any time. j when I was twenty-one. I saw him once. ratber he's quarrelled with you. Y'ou’d the stage, and as a fact his audacitj
tuted fresh slips. But nevertheless he “Certainly,” _ . : I insisted on seeing him. It was use- better go home" and make it up with pleased her enormously; she bowed to it
determined to continue his experiment, “You relieve me immensely, Miss i oi- les6> absolutely useless! Captains live very him, and warn him that I mean business, with a feeling of immense relief,
opining that there would be, after all, in lexfen,” Philip sighed. (1 solitary lives, I think, and that influences when I’m desperate I’m very desperate. Certainly she pouted, but the pout
the Corner House far from sufficient “Unfortunately, said she, my Hair thpm My poor father’s prejudices against He seems to have forgotten that. Tell naught save a charming affectation,
gloves to go round. In this assumption won’t grow quite as easily as 1 can wash ^ g(age and mp only lncreased as lie him {rom mc that if he doesn’t let me “I suppose I can go upstairs to my own
a he event did not, however, justify his ' 0ff that scar.” 1 grew older. Our last direct interview, four ;n on the ground floor, I'll take good room and listen on the landing. she
experiment. People entered; people de- There was a significant Pa,u8®- j years ago, ended everything between us. care that he’s put out of the Way of mak- said.
parted. A few wore gloves. lhe un- “And now, Miss Pollexfen. said Philip Wp drifted apart, as they say—utterly. ing a sfogle penny of profit for himself. He agreed that she could; he could find
gloved majority either made undecipher- courageously, “don’t you think ^we na J found it impossrble even to keep in Tell him that. Your affectionate uncle, no argument against that,
able finger-marks, or made good finger- better come to business at once. touch with his movements. In fact, I “WALTER POLLEXFEN,” There were several people in the hall
marks which bore not tbe slightest re- “Business?” she echoed the word, as Jbm J didn’t know thc name of -p g_ Y’our father is or will shortly a policeman, a journalist, pencil m hand
semblance to the finger-mark on the bit if startled. i his new ship. I didn’t even know if he fo, ai thc Corner House, Strange street, —talking to one of the lodgtvs i hilip,
of pipe. “Yes,” he said, “dont you think you ^ alive That Bhows how relatives may KfogsWay.” m the pr.de oi his great discovery .g- , J™ Ponee,„

So dusk fell, and Philip’s stock of paper had better tell me why you get separated, mentally and physically. 1 Philip folded up the letter, and gave nored their curiosity and passed quiedj ou„what fory. thp girl questioned. lo"p; „ fj -rhe acc„.ed bears i
exhausted itself in futility. He foresaw disguise. I know you must b 8 1 spoke of him. 1 fancy most of my it back to Mary Pollexfen in the midst upstairs, Mary being at his side but si g , talk to you; we cannot talk | qa°p ' • , ’ : serv-H a te m ill
that he might have to continue the ex- sorrow. I guess you are m-great diffi {riendg Pook me for an orphan. Of course of an extraordinary silence. ly behind him. And as they went ^1 1 Zmoni.V io-cf.ick/seali/rand
périment for days. cutly. And I am just as -ur® a„ m ; if j am to be perfectly honest I must j -0f course,” said he, “knowing what sitairs it was no more the pride of hi. ’ nlinutes thev were walking to- ' , L T nl0iths fo- f evliim a enfume,-

He hoard a càb stop outside the house 0f anything that l ---------admit that I was wrapped up in my own j you did 0£ your uncle’s character you gn->at discovery^that a">mated him^ a d In J Klng8way> which was al- a ^ rs vaille off an I. C. R. car.
end glanced idly from the window. It How «m you helP t th carver. And habit is so strong. During natUrally took that for a serious threat? flushed Ins cheek and quickened his hea t g n Philip was very T, vi tilp belo.ics to a most respectable

four-wheeler. Mrs. Upottery cm- cd timidly, gazing self-consciously at the. ; ^ ^ yparg pf my estrangement I used ! •.£ did-most certainly. 1 thought I It was the mere existence of Mary ^ “L and his companion evidently 8
■ erged from it. She was obviously return- desk. to send my father the prettiest cards I would go and see my father. Then I lextou that did these things- sffie was , At length he '

ing from the funeral. He sympathized, “I shall be able to answer that ques ^ w op hjg birihday and at Christ- detided to write, and I wrote, I didn’t so close to him; he had a desire to laugh. a,ted tor^n.n
with her, but her arrival annoyed him; tion better when you have talk Then I didn’t know where to send send him Uncle’s letter. I thought that with sheer joy because she m.is Hose to . ” Miss Pollexfen, but!
he had already wasted several slips of ; a little. Talk to me ™e 1 "“uld them to-And-and-don’t you now think j might do more harm than good.” him. The mos curious th ug l at had \™B “p , ke thls. Really you ;
paper on women, i,.eluding i»„ Mrs. be willing to do a great deal for you a ^ m Masters, such a thing : .?And then?” ever happened to him was that h» near- this cannot g>
Upottery. She' held an argument with very great deal. I ve no, lnt™tl aa I an. tilling you?” The change in, “Then I received an envelope from my ness to a woman-a u oman dejxnd.ng k _ • ca]mot on uke what?” she:
the cabman, and then she had a difficulty forming you that I would chee y lovely voice was swift and dramatic. fatt,cr and the envelope contained my upon him and trusting him should ha\e looking ingenuously at him.
with her picket and purse, and seemed to flee my life to snjo yourlittie' ^erfeom yp,t ,hp lump in bis throat. He “letter unopened, but torn across, such an extraordinary and revolutioary as.^d «pSabiëd “It can |
find an awful solemn pleasure in tiring harm. ®ctaase 1 ful8 ags still-” he could not speak. He nodded. | After that I received a telegram from j effect on him. e <h h ^ ^ do nQ f„rthel. good. You may rely on me j Philadelphia, Oct. 19.—Steamship pilots
the patience ot the cabman while' she re-11 should f SPV(,ral times quickly as! “These cousins of yours,” he managed Uncle, which I have lost but it was, same man. Tho wbolc world to do whatever van be done. And 11 arriving there today report the British
moved her gloves and sorted her corns, nodded . ' hi words—“you to say at length. “They eould do noth- something like this: Better hurrÿ up been n ?jf . ■ nil guv's sineu- should venture to advise you to—to—to be t Carthaginian of thé Allan line,
As she came up the steps he hid in a though to J.ph««ze h» Jto^ ^ t J gpt thp ca|xtain. to alter his views?” ! Father now at Corner House.’ IhA It seemed beautify Aonan Hffgay s singly woman again.” He wished to add: from Liverpool. October 2, via St. John s,
corner so that she should not glimpse niaje “Nothing. They wore nice, quiet, or- j was that I suddenly made up myniind to lar lod8 8 th ]mthi| but love : “I hate to sec you as you are. It hurts : (Ndd b for Philadelphia, aground in Dcl-
bim in passing. He did not wish to be stoadi y. ,, dinary people. But they would as soon gn to the Corner House myself m tills was no _< ■ ]Rs onp rp„ mi. “ ! aware Bay, about TO miles below this city,
accused just then of not having attend-, Real. _ that s,ngic word ' have ' dared to come between my lather disguise. 1 had notions about telling the and the p nrevioiis part of his “I see,” she said reflectively. “But if Tbp Klram„- went aground last night and
ed the funeral, lie was creeping out Her m j ,R8 (ont. there was and me as go into—into a den of lions. ! police, but 1 saw that would he absurd, gret was • mple wlstc. He I become Giralda again all London will lvas ullabb. to float on the subsequent
Eâd1 iFni™Â^MetediIhP:haom i u°n™erious8 and ^ | there te'A | ^

”7. “ iiss r-s
hesitate after Meredith had vanished up- and accustomed to the vows of devotees, the tablc^ lore "as yp b f baving j„ a very queer way. But what lint--but-well, there she was on the come sunplj a woman. without l For/nfantZaM Children.
Ss to retrieve and examine the slips? “Really!” he insisted m Pollexfen., having n. ^ ^ ^ £ d()? ,anding with him, breathing somewhat* I e-ant 8° „to m> Hat without. T JT .

i”,.1™1 a. rtd.7s.b.zid5£!; w-k s», rStoSS.'.wïiït. »-j 3*2?!doors, to^ sen a 1 and the resolve was moment- a sort ot nervous spasm, and sat up mV Iatnei s moieme • j diUvrcntiateil her from a 1 from—especially on buuday? bhc hésita- Diguiyuy
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CHAPTER XIV.—(Continued.)

-

He would have He raised hiswasn’t burnt to death, 
been if he hadn’t pushed a penknife and 
everything he had in his pockets under 
the door of the shed as a ransom. That 

the sort 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 
•enough 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. I 
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 
Uncle got tired of the stage pretty soon, 
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

cause 
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 you in 

ur 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? 
would have been thc 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 no idea of it. And nothing at 
the inquest surprised me more than Mrs. 
Upottery’s

“Because,” said Philip quietly. 
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 
am astounding woman. Yesterday! slue 
stole two hundred-pound notes out of my 
pocketbook and substituted two others, 
while pretending to faint and be ill. And 
I 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.”

“I 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! 

father’s funeral this afternoon. Mrs. Up
ottery was there. Mrs. Upottery and I 

the only two people present from

I
yo 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 
far as Mrs. Upottery’s door, and knock

ed discreetly. There was no answer.
lie knocked again, and yet again, 

loudly, and there was still no 
Mary Pollexfen was watching him frqm 

the corner near her own door. The cor
ridors were otherwise deserted.

“She won’t open,” Philip called in a 
“But I’m going in, all the

fifteen.”
She drove off. As Philip watched the 

receding cab he felt as if lie was floating 
on clouds of purest happiness. She did 
his bidding! She trusted him! She had 
not even inquired what was to happen 
when they meet again at seven-fifteen.Her 
confidence in him was so touching that 
lie detected a moisture in his eyes. The 
circumstances 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- 

and he was more to her than any 
Other man in London! At least he hoped

I was an actress on tour 
Not a No. 1

;
f

That
So it was a terrible sur as

now
answer.

men

whisper, 
same.”

He was growing bolder every instant.

ftr Xïï“torsiidentity of human
S&t “ÜÆ JSÆ; SKELETON FOUND NEAR
£ *,ï, 'tJTo, *,"to tott trati • MONCTON A MYSTERY

empty. Hc entered thc little 
room, found the switch and turned on . . r; . „ p„,,|0__
the electric light. There was a sound be- CorOHei" S Jury rinuS It ff rUZZle
aïÆWrS' M"y Theory That the Bod, Was That of

“Be careful,” she enjoined him. Donahue or McNeill Improbable.
“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 PolFcxfen 
breathed. And she, too, entered the room 
stealthily. Her first act was to lift the 
valance and look under the bed. She 
found nothing there, and laughed depre- 
catingly in response to Philip’s masculine

“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.”

“It is to be hoped she—he—didn t no
tice us together in the office,” said Mary.

“And if he did—what then?”
“Who knows?” Mary answered reflec-

one so.evidence.” (To De continued.)“Mrs.

cubicle was

Moncton, N. B., Oct. 19.-The identity 
of the skeleton of the aged man found 
in the woods £tt Cherry ft eld two weeks 
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 thc matter.

Aid. W. H. Edgelt was the only wit- 
called today. He testified to visiting 

where the skeleton was found,

I went to poor
After that

the spot
viewing the clothing for the purpose 
ascertaining whether the body was that 
of his relative, Captain Abel Edgett, who 
has been missing since last July, but he 

unable to identify it or give any in
formation clearing up the mysterj.

useless to hold

ofr me to

paper, 
to his hand.

was
ï
: The jury decided it 

the inquiry open longer and returned the 
following verdiat :

“After hearing the evidence at this in- 
unable to ascertain who the 

how he came to be there or

t
I. quiry we are

man was,
tively.- what caused liis death.”

The room was in perfect order. On the '£b,, ('oroncr gave the clothes found on 
bed lay a night-dress case, placed in the skdeton to Chief Chappell to hold in
mathematical centre of the pillow. Be-, possession in tbe hope that the iden-
hind the door, on hooks, hung two skirts , dpy (1£ | |1P man mlght be discovered there- 
and a petticoat turned inside out. j . • tbg £uture. fo appears from the

“I wonder what the waist measurement j jm-ormatlon that the body is not that of 
is,” said Mary, and she took down the dthpr Donahue or McNeill, as at first 
petticoat, and doubling and stretching j su_.)OSO(b The bones, have been inter- 
tight the waistband, put it against her I bbe rural cemetery,
own form. Doubled, it nearly encircled ITOa 
her.

“It's thirtyseven 
she, hanging it up again.

“But arc there women 
inch waists?”

outgoing person, 
tward, incoming persons will have to push 

the doors instead of pulling them;
I

open
they will thus be forced to touch the 

but in the reversesame pieces of paper, 
order.”

He was exceedingly proud of this de- 
yits; 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
piece. 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 
snorted at a telephone message from Sir 
Anthony to run down to the Devonshire 
Mansion and discuss the situation.

He watched eagerly for some 
either to go out or come in. The whole 
.world of human beings seemned, however, 
fo have formed a conspiracy neither to 

to leave thc Corner Hpuse.

as a wo-

the

BRUTAL ASSAULT ON 
NOVA SCOTIA GIRL

if it’s an inch,” said

with thirtv- 
Philip demandedseven 

naively.
“Yes, and forty-seven, said Mary.

“There is no limit.” __
And^thev^bot™'felt”guilty—nay, crim- Amherst, N. S., O t 19—A young girl 

inal—as they investigated the severe or- about fourteen years ot a,e, daughtei of 
derliness of the room. Several pairs of the late John G. Trenholm ot Fort Law-

“ E;£LHHSm
young mans foot \ as y . an ests were made of parties suspect-tensive In the cupboard were a hat, a,two wag J* ■„ eus>io„,
pair of rather large gloves, P s trmight another man who has been
of ribbon, several veils (all these things by . mm named Miner, from
black), a pincushion, a Bible, a lijmn Mp)mt yyhaticy, wbo in answer fo the 
book, a copy of ’John Halifax, Gentle- B„reau.g ran to ber assistance and
man,” and a lot of other articles. uuig'.-vt the brine in the act.

“Here,” said Philip, perhaps jou £t seems -the girl w-as walking home from 
wouldn’t mind looking ' into this cup- g,.bo(>] when a man drove up behind her 
board?” , ; and asked her to drive home. Upon

Mary obeyed, while Philip untastened rcac.bjn,g tbc. ont avec, which is some dis- 
-a small trunk, which proved to be empty. taTICe bom ,b . ro.id to lier mothers home, 
After some moments Mary found a insttad letting h r ou , he forcib’y de-

, to collection of stockings. : taintd her and d ove to a secluded spot
Had' he known her on the stag>snr- “This feels hiding the mitwli, where he criminally as-

j i i „ nfJniîvtion which even up a pair ot stockings tightly rolled. sauted her. rounded by t , ■ r q;hey examined it together. In the cen- ; Miner, who wus wo king on the marsh,
some of the^n s he tre of ^he woolen ball was a sum of thre-e h ard her screams and lushed to the spot,
don had not disdai d , nda five shillings and sevenpence half- | but her assailant,who is a strong man drove
would never have dared to adopt that pounas nv « replaced the money, him away and lie found himself powerleso
attitude of the big, wise, autocratic pennygy other. ! ,0 prevent the sio. ndrcl accomplishing

“Mrs Upottery may come back at any his fiendish a t. AfLemtards the man left, 
moment,” said Mary. driving tow aids New Brunswick, and the

“Yes ” Philip agreed, daunted. g H was found in an exhausted condi ion
“Hadn’t we better leave?” and taken to her home, -where she now
“Perhaps it will be as well.” M® *n a precarious eond t:on.
Philip took careful precaution to leave Thc Ambers' pok e w ro mfo-med and 

no trace of an inexcusable visit; lie ex to ay Gfteevs Se man and M Tver ar,est- 
tinguished the light, and they found ; ed a man by the name of Albert Sorner. 
hemselves out in the corridor again. Their Mmor, who witnessed the affair is con- tneinsenes out . fid.-nl that he is the man and he has been

search had been e t > ifootterv is Kdged in jail r,waiting an examination.
“You St.n think that Mrs. L potte.j is ph* y. ;jmJo{ th. ba.u.ta1 ,saadt is somu.

your uncle? what weak-min ed which, of course,
“I do,” said Mary obstinate y. nwk s ti e case that much more serious.

hat on and come ^ d ., , wHed mvn, wmting n
lie was under the influence of

Ï CHAPTER XVI.
Friendship.

“You are not to come with me,” said 
Philip, with some new, strange touch of 
the Kaiser in his tone. His hand was 

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 oi' 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 thoouestion.

“It will be better not,” Philip replied

enter nor
Never had the entrance hall been so 
quiet. Even the detectives and the 
journalists had deserted it. A number of 
habbath 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 

reading Percival’a

on

lioy-attendant 
• 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 
dite instant approached for testing the 
efficacy of the web of the spider. It was ,
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