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1“Mr. Weston,” said I, “allow me to make my letters. But for the present I don't 

a confession. Your wife has run away , want to let Mrs. Weston go out of my 
with my friend.” j sight, and I have hold of the purse, which

You know what a Jack-in-the-box is j is a useful means of securing her. It is 
like—well, that is just how Mr. Weston j a curious situation, but we have found 
behaved; he jumped a yard into the air. ourselvçs in a series of curious situations.

I asked him to keep his seat; you had I have given up making definite plans 
taken the first train and must be at ; and trying to extend our view of the 
Aarhus now, would soon be at Esbjerg, j affair. However, it can scarcely be 
and then on board and away. ; avoided that Mrs. Weston and I visit the

Then I let him blackguard me for five j house in Cranbourne Grove together, and 
minutes, and must admit that the English j as far as I can see, I sH&ll have to speak, 
language possesses a rich store of invective, j 1 have no doubt the murdered man was 
which might be of considerable effect on her husband, in spite of your ingenious 
a man with a less clear conscience than hypothesis about Throgmorton, which in
mine. When he seemed to have exhausted 
the repertoire, I rose to reply. 1 cannot 
give my speech word for word, but shall 
try to report it as well as I can.

“Sir,” said I, “now you have finished, 
and now I am going to begin. Of course, 
it is out of the question to follow the 
fugitives ; you will not catch them in 
Denmark. You have no money to pay 
your hotel bill, you won't get any from me, 
and you will be arrested if you try to 
clear out. We are expecting the people 
from the probate court, and they will 
require your presence. So you can abuse 
me as much as you like, but you won’t do 
any good by it. You are the one that’s in 
a hole. For the present, you must leave 
your wife out of the reckoning; she has 
gone to London to arrange her affairs; 
she wouldn’t have you with her, and Niel- anything until I can see things clearly, 
sen offered to escort her, much against It would only make you doubtful, and you 
her will. Nielsen is a man of honor, and are a man one can safely leave to act 
your wife is in good hands. Here, I must according to his judgment. This letter, 
tell you, there is no question of an elope- therefore, does not tell you much, but you 
ment or anything of that sort.” were expecting to hear from me. Write

(May I remark in parenthesis, that I to Cranbourne Grove; I shall get letters 
said that because at present I can answer there. Telegrams had better be sent to 
for it; but let me add, that I don’t advise the Grosvenor Hotel. Yours sincerely, 
you to give the lie to my words ! )

But to return to Mr. Weston: “Sir,” 
said I—I said “Sir” once more, “you 
are my prisoner. Until Mrs. Weston 
comes back I hold you as a hostage. I 
shall see about your board, tell lies to the 
other visitors, in short, be of service to 
you in every way, but you must stay here.
In a few days Nielsen will be back, and 
then you will be free.”
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deed led me astray for a time. As to 
Major Johnson, neither you or I are in 
any doubt. From Esbjerg I sent a few 
words to Mias Derry, addressed to the boat 

which shehanged if it will be fun for me. But I 
shall do it conscientiously. Only I want 
to know how you stand now with regard 
to the case—our case.”

“As before,” said Nielsen shortly.
“That means that I am to expect Miss 

Derry and perhaps Mr. Armstrong. But 
just to see where we are, I should like 
to have a few words about your view of 
the case. It changes, you know, just as 
mine does, and it would be useful to know 
what we believe in now.”

“To speak frankly, doctor,” said Niel
sen, “I am at a loss.”

“So am I—but let me hear the latest 
new version.”

Nielsen lighted another cigarette and 
walked up and down the room. He had to 
collect his ideas.

The doctor was sitting astride his chair, 
as on a high horse.

“Let’s hear, Mr. Lawyer!”
Nielsen hesitated. “To tell you the 

truth, doctor, I don’t think my theories 
are worth much, but if you want them, 
here they 
Weston.”

“You believe in her,” interrupted the 
doctor with a smile.

“Yes,” said Nielsen, “still! The so- 
called Mr. Weston is probably Major 
Johnson. You believe that too. Who 
the murdered man is, I don’t know. I 
think now that it is Mr. Throgmorton, 
Mrs. Weston’s brother, if Mr. Throgmor
ton is Mrs. Weston’s brother. Finally, 
I believe the drowned Englishman is 
Mr. Weston.”

“If Mrs. Weston is his wife,” interrupted 
the doctor.

“Of course, but we started with that 
assumption.”

“You did.”
“Confound it, one must start from some 

assumption.”
“All right. But then what about Amy 

No. 1, Miss Derry? Do you believe that 
she’s in love with the lanky idiot will 
have him in spite of all his follies and his 
evident infatuation for Mrs. Weston, who 
doesn’t care a straw for him?”

“Yes,” answered Nielsen, “I believe 
that.”

CHAPTER XXI—(Continued.) must haveat Parkeston, 
received. That you will learn from her. 
If she is really still infatuated with the 
major, you must make the best of it,' but, 
remember, you answer for them both. 
As to Cranbourne Grove, you must not 
mention it either to her‘or the major. 
As soon as the mine is sprung over here— 
and that it will be sprung I have no 
shadow of doubt—you will have clear and 
brief instructions from me. I feel con-

“I pass over that about her father and 
mother who are dead. Those loved ones 
are no business of ours. Requieecant in 
pace. Armstrong we know; he is no 
doubt a blackguard. In parenthesis, I 
congratulate you on not betraying your 
acquaintance with him. It would have

■
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been real Danish to have burst out with, 
‘Bless me! I know that man.’ You have 
one cosmopolitan talent, you can hold 
your tongue. And you were quite right 
not to know Cranbourne Grove, hut as 
you say, she will find that out if she gets 
the papers from Armstrong.”

“I can’t see what right you have to 
accuse her of lying.”

The doctor laughed. “Ho, ho!. there 
spoke the victim of Cupid. Lay aside, 
for a moment, your overkindly feelings 
for the lady, and tell me honestly what 
she said to you. As you say yourself, 
nothing. She insisted that Throgmorton 
was her brother, which I take the liberty 
of doubting. A brother and sister who 
are on such terms as they were, do not 

igo about together. I believe, that the so- 
j called Mr. Throgmorton was Mr. Weston, 
j That idea occurred to me dût at Nybaek, 
where one can sometimes hit upon a good 
Idea. Yor account nails it fast with a 
tenpenny nail. The lanky Englishman, 
who is now to be cast off, is Major Johnson. 
That we know, 
serpent, hasn’t she?”

“You have no right to say that,” was 
!the answer. “We have made it our in
variable rule not to jump at conclusions; 
iand that is what you are doing.”

“No, my friend, I’m not; but you won’t 
ieee. If the lanky one were Mr. Weston,
I the two would either separate or live 

man and wife. She would not leave 
bim to you and run away herself—for 
that ia what she is Agoing to do. She has 
not a scrap of liking for him. I won’t 
presume to suggest that she will not send 
iyou the money. She will do that, perhaps. 
Though ladies have been known to be 
forgetful in matters of that kind, too. But, 
never mind, perhaps she will, we say. 
But you will never see her again. The 
house is here. She will go straight to 
that thief Armstrong and discover that 
you and I are her tenants; she will be 
suspicious, realize*, an,d vanish to the 
colonies. Pop goes the weazel ! And then 
she is out of our world. In the meantime 
Miflte Derry will come alone—Mr. Arm
strong is much too clever to let himself 
be tempted over here. She has probably 
already telegraphed to him. And then 
we àhall be left with the lanky English
man and 4™y No. 1. Only the cat will 
be wanting to make the party complete. 
What?”

The doctor eat down, puffing like a 
steam engine. Nielsen was quite in good 
spirits.

“It’s not like you to break into a gallop, 
my dear doctor. If Mrs. Weston had any 
intention of doing what you so chival
rously suggest, why in the world should 
ehe give hereelf the trouble of talking 
to me?”

The doctor laughed «sarcastically. “Giv
ing you her confidence, you ought to have 
said. For that ie wha* you are trying to 
imagine she did. I am convinced that she 
even went so far as to give you permission 
to include me in that confidence.”

Nielsei) was confused.
“There, you see,” the doctor continued. 

“She did so, of course, 
you for the confidence shown me. Now 
it’s your turn.”

Nielsen thought for a moment; then 
he said sulkily: “So you think she really 
said all this to me to prevent my lending 
that lout the fifty pounds?”

“Something like that.” 
looked sideways at Nielsen and laughed 
good-naturedly. “I’m sorry for you, my 
boy, but that’s what I think. Anyhow, 
you’ll save the difference between what 
she is gracious enough to be satisfied with 
and fifty pounds he was impudent enough 
to ask for. But as soon as she’s gone, 
he’ll be off, too. What then?”

“So you think I ought not to let her 
have the money?” ’

“It depends on what you want. If you 
• have given up trying to get to the bottom 

of the affair, then you ought on your side 
to givte her your confidence in return for 
hers. You ought to introduce yourself as 
the tenant of No. 48 Cranbourne Grove, 
South Kensington, London, S. W., and 
declare yourself satisfied with the h 
with the exception of the cellar under the 
dining room, where we found Amy’s cat. 
You may remark in passing that Madam 
givertsen has taken charge of the cat, 
but knows nothing of the quiet lodger in 
the cellar. Either she won’t understand 

she’ll look in the cellar herself.

vinced that to-morrow will bring some 
certainty. But you must be prepared to 
wait three days before you get detailed 
information. I am not inclined to writem 1L
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f Ws (To be continued.)are. Mrs. Weston is Mrs.
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to Mia. Bradley were read. The reading
of the letters furnished the most interest-, , . ...
ing incident of the 'day. They were filled I Evidently he did not understand this

at all. He boiled up again and talked
as the

next week. The hypothetical question 
which will be submitted to them has been 
prepared. It contains 13,000 words.

Today’s proceedings in the case were 
devoted largely to what may be desig
nated as “odds and ends” in the shape of 
testimony.

Mrs. Bradley’s mother was called for the 
purpose of clearing up a point ; several 
more of the Salt Lake witnesses were ex
amined as to the conduct and bearing of 
Mrs. Bradley in that city; Mrs. Bradley’s 
uncle, Lyman Shrewsbury, of California, 
told of instances of insanity and eccentric
ity in Mrs. Bradley’s family.

Judge Henderson, Senator Brown’s law
partner, narrated interviews with Mrs. _ ....
Bradley, relative to her intimacy with Mr. over the testimony of her uncle indicating in official custody instead of mine, I should 
Brown and a number of Brown’s letters that her aunt had been jealous of him. be happy to give way to the police.

___________________________________The police were evidently not at
" his liking; he collapsed, and asked in a 

to have, namely, to be able. to put on feeble tone by what right I treated him 
record the story of Amy’s cat, of all j thus?
Amy’s cats, and of the cats of all the ] To which I replied: “Without the slight- 
Amyis. I ask nothing more. Give me ; est right.”
your instructions before you go, and 11 I thought that was the most honest 
shall act as you wish; now it becomes thing to say. 
entirely your case. So go and meet your 
fate like the foolhardy person you are.”

“Very well,” said Nielsen.

Washington, D. C., Nov. 22—The crim
inal court in which Mrs. Annie M. Brad
ley is being tried on the charge of 
dering Former Senator Brown, of Utah, 
will hold no session tomorrow and as a

So she has lied, the mur- with mingled protestations of love and re-
proaches for interest in other men and a nation and so on,
they stirred Mrs. Bradley to deep emo- ^mts always do,x who are units among

more millions than we are. He threatened 
me with the British consul. I listened totion. She listened eagerly to the reading 

and, closing her eyes, seemed entirely lost 
in the memories they awakened.

The defendant was not in a buoyant wi*h him to the British consul, 
mood during the day. Her manner was “You treat me as a criminal,” said he.
dejected,- her speech infrequent and her To this I answered that, as prisoners
face pale, evidently there had been a re- ! generally belonged to that accidental 
action after the conclusion yesterday of i variety of out fellow citizens, he was quite 
her testimony. She looked as if she had , at liberty to hold that opinion. I had 
had a sleepless night. She was not so de- j grounds for supposing that he was sailing 
pressed, however, that she could not laugh ' under false colors. If he preferred to be

consequence there will be no further pro
ceedings in the trial until Monclay. When 
the court adjourned today the defense had 
practically completed its presentation of 
proof, very little remaining except the tes
timony of experts who will be introduced 
for the purpose of showing that when 
Mrs. Bradley shot Senator Brown she

Several eminent alienists have

Suggest That if Any Wrong Doing is 
Shown for Successful Candidate He 
Should Resign at Once.

him and said I should be happy to go

i as
Halifax, N. S., Nov. 24.-Hon. W. 8. 

Fielding left Colchester yesterday to re- \ 
turn to Ottawa. Committees representing 
the Liberals and Conservatives in the 
county met Saturday to effect the ar
rangement proposed by. the Liberals under * 
which each side was to pledge to the 
other-100 electors in a written pledge to 
abstain from illegal practices.

The Conservatives asked the Liberals to 
further and if electoral wrong doing 

was proved
on evidence to be taken after the elec
tion, that then the successful candidate 
should resign if this wrong-doing 

, shown to be on his side. The Liberals, so 
far, have declined to accept this.

An adjourned meeting of the negotia
ting committee will be held tomorrow to 
again take up the matter.

insane.
volunteered for this service and it is now 
understood that they will be called early all to

to help you on one condition. We will 
go together

“As you wish,” she said, holding out 
her hand.

Nielsen was taken by surprise.
She smiled.
“I trust implicitly in you; you are the 

only person in the world I have confidence 
in, and I shall gladly follow you wherever 
you wish.”

That was saying a good deal.
Nielsen imagined he could see the doc

tor’s skeptical head rise among the sand- 
dunes behind her. The blood rushed into 
his cheeks.

Mrs. Weston looked at him with a 
beautiful smile—a friendly smile, even an 
affectionate smile.

Nielsen pulled himself together.
He must mind what he was about—but 

Holger Nielsen, the self-appointed avenger 
of Justice, the criminalist and pioneer of 
new ideas, was in Ifl^v-

He was in love, but for that very reason 
he would not ehriifk from the danger. He 
would defy it like a Viking of the old 
days.

Thu» the men of progress return con
stantly to the ways of their primitive 
ancestors.

He took her hand and kissed it.
“Mrs. Weston,” he said in a low voice. 

“Thank you for your confidence. Then 
we will go together, and whatever happens, 
be assured that I shall act for you and 
show myself worthy of that trust which 
1 am proud to have won.”

She gave him a warm and lingering 
look.

With a shade of triumph in it—thought 
Nielsen. His half-esteem interpreted the 
look otherwise than Dr. Koldby would 
have done.

But there was no more to be said; the 
matter was settled as they had agreed.

Nielsen pricked up his ears.
She continued hurriedly: “My brother 

certainly has debts that far exceed the 
money he lias left here, and even what 
he possessed altogether—if indeed he 
possessed anything.”

“You are not sure about that?” asked 
Nielsen.

“I did not concern myself to have my 
brother’s confidence,” she said shortly. 
“My brother was not a good man. He is 
dead now.”

Nielsen was silent for a moment; then

“And the cat?”
“That is symbolical,” said Nielsen, with 

“The collar which
to London.”

a slight smile, 
decorated the neck of Amy No. l’s cat 
has been transferred by the faithless major 
to the cat of Amy No. 2, the house cat 
at 48 Cranbourne Grove. Amy No. 1 
will not give up her claim to the collar 
nor to the deceitful major. She will turn 
up now and take possession of him.”

“In other words, we know the whole 
story,” laughed the doctor. “It’s so in
teresting when we’ve got all the charac
ters in the piece into their right places 
and solved the riddle.”

once

go before a committee of seven,He began to bluster again.
I took him down. “My friend and I,” 

You are ai [ said, “have long entertained a certain
sensible man, Dr. Koldby; you don’t j vague suspicion of you; this is dub to
preach, you don’t moralize, and you are i your hesitation with regard to the author-
ready to help. Listen then: Mr. Weston; ities, knd other things. When Mrs. Wes-
—we will continue to call him so until ton or Nielsen returns from London, you 
he is identified—I leave to you. You an- will be free. We have nothing to do with 
fewer to me for him. He is under sus- the police, and I can assure you that as 
pi cion on account of his name; because goon, as Nielsen has finished jiis business 
he gives himself out for Amy’s husband with your wife, you will be at liberty,
without being so, because he follows Mrs. a letter from him will be sufficient. On
Weston against her will; in short, for the other hand, until he writes, you are 
many reasons. Hold him fast. When a prisoner.”
Amy Derry arrives, she will deal with “Do you acknowledge that this is 
him; and whether you are then to set illegal?” hé asked—he had now become 
him free or not, depends upon what I fairly calm.
find out in London. I have resolved to “Yes,” I answered, “it, is illegal if it 
be firm,—you laugh,—-but I have a will. is done against your will. But you will
If she is what I believe ^ and hope, then admit that you haven’t a penny in your
m place is by her side.” pocket; your wife asserts that the money

Justice takes a back seat,” remarked left by the deceased belongs to her, as
part of her separate estate. So that you 
cannot get away.”

“The money is mine,” he said.
“Prove it to the probate court,” said I.
“I shall do so,” saiu he.
“Very well,” said I, “let us go to 

Hjorring together.”
But he wouldn’t do that.
In short, the end of it was that he—a 

great ass, as I said before—became man
ageable, especially as 1 treated him very 
kindly and good-humoredly—as you know 
I can. He assured me that he was a 
gentleman, which I assured him I 
believed. I said I did not suspect him 
of anything, but I was obliged to act as 
I did. Finally, we really became good 
friends; I promised to help him out of his 
difficulties. Let me remark that he does 
not seem inconsolable over his wife’s 
running away; he evidently does not 
believe she will come back. Only he would 
like to go to London.

The deuce he would ! So would I in

were

he said :
“So it was a piece of fraud on Mr. 

Weston’s part to try to borrow money 
of me on the pretence that you were the 
heiress and he inherited through you. I 
understand now why you warned me, 
and I thank you for it. I am sorry to' 
hear that an Englisuman can behave in 
mich an ungentlemanly way. It would be 
advisable to warn Mr. Weston not to let 

statements of that kind come to the 
of the court. The Danish authorities

“On the contrary, now it begins in 
earnest,” said Nielsen. “We know that 
Throgmorton is murdered, but we know 
neither by whom nor why he was mur
dered.”

“Don’t you think it would be more 
reasonable to suppose* that the major, 
blinded by his love for Mrs. Weston, has 
murdered Mr. Weston, and that her 
scoundrel of a brother has used this—or—

AGED MAN HANGED 
HIMSELF AT NORTON

any
John Elkins, Formerly of Hampton, 

Committed Suicide in Son-in-Law's 
Barn,

Iears
do not understand joking in such matters, 
and Mr. Weston would run the risk of 
serious unpleasantness.”

Mrs. Weston looked up in come alarm.
“You don’t quite understand me, Mr. 

Nielsen. I mean, Mr. Weston is not alto
gether wrong. He is really entitled to 
a part of this money—you understand, he 
is a sort of creditor. My brother owed 
him money.”

“Ah,” said Nielsen.
Mrs. Weston was a little confused.
Nielsen asked—in a rather sharper tone 

than before :
“Does that mean that Mr. Weston has 

a fortune?”
“Yes,” she said.
“Then why doesn’t he write to England 

for money?”
She hesitated for a moment.
Then she said:
“Mr. Weston has been unwise enough 

late brother in transactions

why not? that the scoundrel of a brother 
has murdered his brother-in-law to get his 
sister and the major into his power?”

Nielsen made a gesture of impatience. 
“We have been there before, my friend. 
So we have made no progress, after all.”

“That’s just what we have done, Your 
Sharpsightedness. But now I’m going to 
bed. I sometimes get useful ideas between 
the blankets. But it’s settled, then, you 

London?”

the doctor.
• “When love and justice meet hand to 
hand, doctor, then I’m for love.”

“That’s a nasty, cheap, melodramatic 
phrase, Nielsen; but like all such tags 
it contains a grain of truth, and it proves 
that our forefathers were right. For we 
men are burnt out; let us say, by about 
seventy we are no longer useful to society. 
The few of us who arc not inflammable, 
as, for instance, your humble servant, are 
so because the whole thing is so completely 
indifferent to us. But now I’ve got my 
orders. You go away and meet your fate, 
but take care you don’t cheat me out of 
the solution, or I shall give you notice to 
terminate our friendship.”

“You can trust me,” said Nielsen kindly.
“The devil I can. When a man goes 

and falls in love, he gets so much of the 
woman’s nature into him that friendship 
is in danger. The Uncient friendship, 
amicitia,—see Cicero and Seneca,—was 
only possible between pure men. 
leave these melancholy subjects and go 
to bed. For early to-morrow morning 

and the lady begin your flight. The

Hampton, N. B., Nov. 24.—John Elkins, 
a man more than ninety years of age, who 
has been living for some time past with 
his son-in-law, Dennis Meigher, at Norton 
went from the house to the bam on Sat
urday afternoon, obtained a rope and after 
securely adjusting it over a beam and 
around his neck deliberately hanged him-

Let me thank

will go with Mrs. Weston to
“If she will have me, yes.”
“And if she won’t?”
“Well, then I don’t see any other course 

except a brutal change of tactics.”
“As I proposed before.”
“Yes, as you proposed before.”
“You mean, tell her all we know’”
“Not quite that, but enough to let her 

see we are in earnest.”
The doctor shrugged his shoulders.
“My dear Nielsen, this is going round in 

a circle. But now, hang me, if I won’t 
go to sleep. For if we go on like this, it 
will end by being we that killed him, 
the unknown, and then we shall both be 
criminals. I don’t want that.”

“Nor I,” laughed Nielsen, 
night!”

With that they parted.

self.
Mr. Meigher, who is the section fore 

man on the line of the N. B. Coal & Rail* 
way Co., was away from home attending 
to his duties and Mrs. Meigher, the old 
man’s only daughter, was the only one 
about the premises at the time and the 
shock of finding that her father had made 
away with himself was almost overpow
ering, for she has for a long time suffer
ing from heart trouble.

The deceased was a resident here up to 
a year or two ago. Fifty years ago he 
owned and worked a farm on the Smith- 
tewn road. Subsequently he removed to 
a property at Passekeag and finally lie 
took a farm on the Woodpecker Hall road, 
a mile or so out from Hampton Station, 
now owned and occupied by Thomas E. 
Smith.

In his best days he was known as the 
most expert road maker in the parish of 
Hampton. For a time after the death of 
his wife he led a lonely life on his little 
farm but finally accepted a home with his 
daughter, Mrs. Meigher,which she and her 
husband had long before offered him and 
urged him to accept.

So far as can be learned he gave no in
dication by word or act of his intention 
to end his life nor would any one who 
knew him suppose that he would be like 
lv to take any person into his confidence 

“ Miss Beulah Meigher, who has been 
keeping house for her sister, Mrs. Daniel 
Desmond, at Hampton Station, during the 
latter’s recent illness, and Miss Ague? 
Meigher, who is living in St. John, went 
to Norton on Saturday night to minister 
to their mother in her sorrow and dis-

The doctor

.

CHAPTER XXIII.
to join my 
which are not quite—what shall I say?— 
not quite worthy of a gentleman. He gave 
my brother a power of attorney, and 
everything that was sent him from Êng- 
land passed through my brother’s hands. 
Now perhaps you will understand why 
Mr. Armstrong, who was my brother’s 

of business, will not be the right 
for me, when I want legal advice.”

Nielsen understood.
“But,” said he, “the house”—in Cran

bourne Grove, he was on the point of say
ing, but checked himself in time—“the 
house you mentioned yesterday, and which 
you told me belonged to you?”

“The house,” she replied, “is just what 
makes it necessary for me to go to Lon
don. It belonged to an aunt of ours; she 
died last year, and left it to me; and my 
brother jointly. Mr. Weston wished to 
acquire it, but Mr. Armstrong is the only 

who knows how far that business

That evening, when the two friends 
came together again, Dr. Koldby held 
forth. He was in an eloquent vein, and he 
made a warm speech, with a great deal-of 

and much knowledge of human
Let us

dignity 
nature in it.

“Nielsen,” he said, “let me give you my 
diagnosis. You arc in love with Mrs. 
Weston; I have been expecting that for 
some time, and it is a normal case. You 
are going to London with her to assist 
her. I say nothing to that; I am all the 
more inclined to approve of it, 
or later you will win her confidence, and 
therein lies undoubtedly the solution of 
the whole riddle. So far, what has hap
pened is the best that could happen. 
Either you will discover all and become 
an accomplice in a moral and judicial 
sense—and then you will request me to 
stop my investigations, which, as you 
know, I shall be ready enough to do at 
any moment. The man in the cellar does 
not interest me very much personally, and 
he interests justice even less. For you 
believe in a sort of justice different from 
that generally practiced; I go a bit further. 
As far as I’m concerned, you may go and 
murder a real live Councilor of State—

his case.
That’s all. Note that I have not hinted 

a doubt that he is Mr. Weston, and that 
I haven’t mentioned Cranbourne Grove 
or the cat. Do as I have done, and try 
first of all how far you can go without 
betraying your knowledge. And for good
ness’ sake, look after your little heart, 
Nielsen. For to tell you the truth, it 
is from that quarter that I’m afraid of 
follies. Do as I do: say to yourself that, 
next to professors of the fine arts, women 
are the most harmful of all creatures on 
earth. For that is what they are.

Hold your own, young man.
Your friend,

JENS KOLDBY.

“Good
you
post wagon goes at half-past five. I shall 
do my best to preserve our good name 
in respectable Lokken.”
■ “Yes,” said Nielsen, “but above all, look 

We must be clear of him,

manman
CHAPTER XXII.ouee

Next morning Mr. Weston appeared 
and asked Nielsen whether he had de
cided. Nielsen replied that he had. As 
lie had told Mr. Wêston the previous 
evening, he was writing by the next post 
to hie bank to make the necessary arrange
ments for supplying Mr. Weston with the 
fifty pounds.

Mr. Weston seemed much relieved and 
walked off towards thé south, presumably 
to make his plans.

Nielsen, on the other hand, sent to ask 
Mrs. Weston whether she would take a 
walk in the opposite direction.

And they set off together towards the 
north.

They crossed Furrey Beck, which glides 
between grassy banks past the mill and j 
out among the sand-durtes, tranquil and 
slow in summer amid the white sand of 
the beach. Then they climbed the bluff 
and sought a convenient place on Fureby 
down, whence they would have a view 
over the blue bay and inland over the 
level landscape, with its many farms and 
churches, up to Borglum Abbey, which 
lies, proud and stern on the top of its 
hill.

after Weston, 
until the prodigy has happened.’’

There they were both agreed—all three, 
in fact.

as sooner

CHAPTER XXIV.
you, or
Then it’ll be she who will take the matter 
up, which is only reasonable, as she says 
the house is hers. Or, on the other hand, 
ehe will understand you, and then she’ll 
have a fit, and you can call me in, if you 
can’t manage her yourself. What do you 

to that?”
Niefeqp answered quickly:
“That is not well enough thought out, 

jny good doctor. In- the first case both 
you and I would be properly in the cart.

Lokken, July 4, 19—.
Dear Friend and Comrade in Arms:

According to my promise—and I have 
made it my habit always to keep my 
promises—I am going to give you a con
scientious report of all that happened 
in the loyal town»of Lokken when it be- 

apparent that you had vanished 
with Mrs. Weston. Ttiis did not take 
long to become apparent, as the ass, the 
cloth merchant from Randers, treated 
to the news at breakfast. I let him think 
it surprised me, and came off fairly well. 
I declared myself ready to prepare Mr. 
Weston as considerately as possible for 
the news of the blow that had fallen 

his house. Hear now how 1 did

L

P. S.—I am not a woman, but just as 
I was going to post this letter 1 got a 
telegram from London. It contains only 
three words: ‘Left London to-day, Amy 
D.’—Hence this postscript. Now I have 
got to hold Mr. Weston tight.

person
has gone. Mr. Weston claims that it is 
his; my brother managed it through Mr. 
Armstrong, and it is let to two foreign 
gentlemen. We lived there for a short 
time, indeed it was from there that we 

here, because it—because Mr. Weston 
did not wish to live in London—for the 
present. This house has been the cause 
0f a great deal of trouble between us— 
but you will spare me, I’m sure, the dis- 

of these matters, which only diti-

v‘ ■ , sayft '

J. K.me
Iand if this doctrine were turned against 

myself, I should look upon it as a sort 
o£ refinement of punishment. But you 
must promise me one thing: to tell me the 
story. I am inquisitive, you know, since 
I, like other men, am born of woman.

“So that is the first alternative.
“We now come to the other. She ac-

CHAPTER XXV.
London, July 7, 19—. The question of an inquest and fullei 

enquiry will probably be decided tomor
row.

“Shall we leave the first case out of 
the question? She knows, anyhow, who 
that quiet lodger is. We don’t even know 
that. She has no reason for concealing 
his identity, if she is innocent, if she 
is an accomplie 

Hieleen interrupted sharply.
you think she is a murderess?’’

“She,” repeated the doctor; “with a 
big line under it, what? No, in your eyes 
she’s an angel, isn’t she? In mine she’s 
a query—an x, if you like. I stick to 
Miss Derry. Of the two Amys I am more 
inclined to the one with the cat’s collar. 
You seem to fancy the one with the cat. 
For Amy’s cat belongs to Amy No. 2, 
doesn’t it? Well, that doesn’t matter. 
Go with her to London, or rather, otter 
to do so. Then if she really wants to have 
your help, she will accept. If she say^ 
no, then you know where you have her. 
That’s my opinion.”

“Why didn’t you say so at once, doctor? 
Ibere’s sense in that.”

The doctor shruged his shoulders.
“It’s only in comedies and bad novels 

that they say the right- thing once. In 
comedies, it is a simple result of the 
necessities of the stage; in bad novels, it 
fe because they are bad. Forgive me this 
digression. But the idea occurred to me 
while we were talking. I don’t boast, 
but isn’t it rather neat?”

“Excellent,” said Nielsen.
“I’m so glad we" agreed. So now you 

will offer her your company, and then you 
will have the pleasure of gazing deeply 
into the pretty eyes, while I shall have 
the somewhat doubtful amuscmhnt of 

on Mr. Weston. I’m

-■

b Dear Doctor:
I have received your letter and make 

haste to reply to it. The journey was 
accomplished successfully. Mrs. Weston 
is an agreeable traveling companion ; I am 
convinced she would say the same of me. 
I have made it my rule not to try to 
press her—yet. It was settled that we 
should go together to London, and I am 
to accompany her to Mr. Armstrong’s. 
She is staying at, the Grosvenor Hotel, 
Victoria Station. I shall stay there, too. 
I have advised Madam Sivertsen of my 
coming to London, and asked her to keep

cussion 
tress me.”

She looked up beseechingly at him.
Nielsen would really have liked to hear 

ft little more about the house, as was 
scarcely surprising. He also wanted to 
bear Major Johnson’s name mentioned. 
But lie had to admit that everything ehe 
had said tended , to confirm his and the 
doctor’s suppositions. Major Johnson had 
money, but was in the clutches of Throg
morton. Mrs. Weeton wanted to escape 
from it all, and what she meant by the 
trouble the house had caused Nielsen 
understood remarkably well.

He formed a resolution.
“Mre. Weston,” he said. “I am willing

upon
it. I went to him and informed him that 
you had gone to Hjorring to make arrange
ments, and that you had asked me to 
tell him this and to add, what you had 
forgotten to gay to him, that it would be 
best, in view of a possible visit from the 
probate court, that he should make an 
excursion to Rubjerg Cliff. He wanted to 
speak to his wife, but I made it clear to 
him that it would be better for her not 
to know anything about it, so that he 
might be quite ignorant in case the author
ities should arrive while he was away.

N. B.—Mr. Weston is preposterously

Big Codfish Oatoh.
St. John’s, Nttd., Nov. 24—With one ex

ception the past season has been the most 
successful in the records of codfishinfl 
along the Labrador coast. The total catch 

289,493 quintals, valued at $1,013,227.

“Do companies you. She wants a man to get 
her out of the scrape; for she herself 
admits that she is m a scrape. She is 
pretty, that her mirror and a good many* 
have told her; she knows it. She has 
made her diagnosis, xoo, for in these ca=ea 
women diagnose to a nicety. ‘It shall be 
he,’ she says—and adds:
For the present you are useful to her 
plans. Let us hope she will give you 
something in return; men are easily satis
fied, especially when they are in love. 
Now look out. Don’t iet yourself be taken 
in, my boy, don’t let yourself be cheated 
out of the oiily advantage you will get 
in this case. You must promise me, 
whether the love affair prospers or not, 
don’t for anything- let her do you out of 
the story. I’m not going to preach mor
ality; you may behave as madly as you 
like, that's your affair—but I will not be 
done out of the story of Cranbourne 

Understand that.”

“Mrs. Weston,” he said; “I have been 
friend, and we have gone 

thoroughly into the matter you
talking to my was

Last year the catch amounted to 250,887 
quintals. ^

All fishing operations along the La bra 
dor coast have ended for this year and the 
vessels have left for their home ports*

very
mentioned to me yesterday. I have not 

confidence; I asked you for it; and 
be of any (help to you, it is

your
if I am to 
necessary that you should trust me. Le{ 

,ine, therefore, before we go any further, 
pub a few questions to you. First: You 
wish to separate from Mr. Weston?”

{She ipade no answer, but bowed her 
head, as though in affirmation.

“Good,” said Nielsen. “That’s the first 
point. You wish me to be cogniza*|t of 
this; I don’t ask you for your reasons. 
According to my view, a wife has the 
right to leave her husband whenever she 
wishes, and as your marriage, as far as 
I understand, is childless, the matter is 
free from complication. Does Mr. Weston 
know of this?”

“No,” said Mrs. Weston. “But he shall 
learn it when it becomes necessary.”

“My next question,” said Nielsen, “is 
this Are you entirely independent of your 
husband in a financial sense?”

“Entirely,” was the brief answer.
“And you are your brother’s sole heir

ess?”
“As far as I know—yes. But there is 

not likely to be anything to inherit.”

‘I’ve got him.’

z37
IA

EMidiotic.
Therefore it came off. We started, fol

lowed by the gaze of all the people in 
the hotel; they evidently believed we 
were on the track of the fugitives. We 
hired a carriage at the maltster’s and jogged 
along the awful road to the Cliff. It was 
a sore trial, but as I felt the whole time 
that while we were driving northwards 
you and Amy No. 2 were making your 
way with equal speed in the opposite 
direction, I succeeded for the first time 
in my life in enjoying a drive at snail’s 

We reached the Cliff without any
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Nielsen laughed.
“You don’t believe in her.”
“I don’t believe in any female on this 

earth. All this story its symbolized by 
the cat, remember that. Let this lady 
put a collar round your neck, a little 
chain with ‘Amy’s Puss’ on it, a la bon
heur— thew are men who like that sort 
of thing. But the solid result I'm gring

Fa men we 
promptly 

F§ are a Grand 
of the Blood, a 

^*arc easv to sell and 
opportunity to secure

Bony Growths,,
pace.
event of importance. The brute was sulky 
and silent. Then we ate some lunch we 
had rought with us and drank an ex
cellent red wine—you know it, the wine 
I found at the local dealer-’s the other 
day. We lit our cigars, and then 1 began:

this ay-
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