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Max Carruth leaned back, with his
#lgar at the restful angle which be-
speaks & dinner enjoyed—a day’s work
well done. His host, James Henry
©mylie, gazed:into the open fireplace,
his shoulders hunched forward aggres-
sively, his fragrant Hévana .belching
- gorth sxx_léke at that angle which al-
ways suggestsc a problem' yet unsolv-
ed, s

“That's the third governess she has
fired in three months. I hire them and

she fires them. It is a regular game
of tag, with the governess always it.”

‘“When da you expect Mrs. Smylle
home from Europe?” ’

Smylie jgnored the question with a
shoulder ls’hrug which Carruth did not
understapd—as yet.

“Bessig’ says she is tired of fossils
who ne¥er were young. Says they
jack sympathy. Now I am going to
try a young woman, as near Bessie’s
age as I dare to venture.”

“Yes,” said Carruth, feeling that he
was expected to say something, yet,
being a bachelor, something at sea
when consulted on this particular do-
mestic quarrel. Now, if Smylie had
wanted to know the best way of whip-
ping the Bradley Construction Com-
pany into line, or handling the B. & L.
peaple, Carruth would have been wide
ewake in a minute, but why James
Henry Smylie, president of the Cement
and Concrete Trust, should be worry-
ing about: domestic. matters when he
bad a wife and a staff of servants was
gomething beyond Carruth’s compre-
hension.

The young lawyer had some old-fash-
foned ideas about women managing the
home and all pertaining thereto. Be-
sides-he had never met the gecond Mrs.
Smyle, ;jat present buying feminine
fripperieg in Paris in preparation for
the summer campaign at Newport,
and hedid not realize that she was
much ‘thore of a butterfly, much less
able to grapple with domestic = pro-
blems, than even the tryannical and
youthful Bessie whose long line of
governeases and companions had be-
come a thorn in the flesh of her father.

“T have wired for Peggy Moreland.
She is a well-bred, high-minded girl,
who will teach Bessie good sense 'by
daily living, rather than by precept.
No lectures from Peggy, I feel sure,
but wholesome companionship.”

“Sounds like a ' paragon,” replied
Carruth, reaching for a fresh cigar.

“No; a girl who has had the good
things eof life and lost them through
no fault of her own. Her father is an
underpaid college professor at —— He
wes one of my classmates at Harvard,
and her mother is a typical Southern
gentlewoman. The girl was practically
adopted by an aunt, educated abroad,

has traveled, and was the aunt’s heir-
ess. The only trouble was the aunt, in |
her second childhood, took to the Street
—and there was nothing left for Peggy
to inherit. Peggy, I understand, has
taken up the dead-level life in a mid-
west college town and her father has
written to me asking me to keep my
eyes open for a post as private-sec-
retary here, I'm going to trust to her
having inherited the high ideals of her
father and the good breeding of her
mother, and give her a chance with
Bessie.”

So did Max Carruth first hear of
Peggy Moreland. Two weeks later,
dining again with the Smylies, he met
her. Two hours after dinner he left
the house feeling that it would be a
long time before he knew her.

And so it proved. The quiet-voiced
girl with the smile, sympathetic and
friendly when turned upon her charge,
inscrutable and impersonal when turn-
ed upon him, still remained & stranget
to him as the summer months rolled
round. Carruth had come out of the
West, not asa Colorado David Harum,
who knew naught of firing bawls or
evening clothes, but possessed of cer-
tain democrafic ldeas, absorbed from
millionaire cattlemen and millionaire
mine owners whose legal difficulties
he had solved. Smylie had found him
there among the daring operators in
the silver and gold flelds and had de-
cided that his were just the keen mind
and strong healthy nerves needed for
th Cement and Concrete Trust.

Carruth had - signalized his entrance
into Eastern life by buying a high
power motor car, and he could not
understand why Miss Moreland dié not
want to share this car on his exhiliar-
ating rums, also various other privil-
eges offered in the most friendly spirit.
It never dawned upon this democratie
spirit from the West that Peggy More-
land had studied the character of “Lily
Bart, in “The House of Mirth,” till
she was positively morbid regarding
her relations with the very set of so-
clety in which her aunt had introduced
her before the unlucky venture on the
Street. When she was alone with Bes-
sle all barriers were down, and in-
tuitively, Mr. Smylie felt that all was
well, Three months without a com-
plaint about a governess broke all re-
cords in his family circle. He was not
loking for a psychological study — but
peace within his home,

And so matters stood on the night of
the dance which was to mark the
opening of the new Smylie country es-
tate in the Berkshires.

L * L L ]
: I cannot Yive without you,
sweetheart, and now that the way is
open for us, are you brave enough to

come to me? We can signal the ex-

———————————

press at Lane’s Junction, and be on

board the steamer before the dance is ‘
over—ready to sall at daybreak. Do |
not fail me, dearest.
«“yUntil death, yours devotedly,
“ARTHUR.”

Peggy Moreland dropped the fervid |
note, on the cretonne-covered dressing 1
table and buried her face in her
hands. i

How could she do it? Was there any- !
thing more cowardly, more ungrateful? :
A few scalding tears trickled between |
her trembling fingers, then suddemy:
she pulled herself together. Picking
up the note she tore it into pieces and
tossed them upon the smouldering |
coals.

With Mlps tightly compressed she |
looked around the room until her glance
fell upon a sombre automobile cloak of [
dark blue silk, flung carelessly across a ;
gay little chair of white and gold en-
amel, Pinning the train of her soft
black gown to its silken girdle, she
slippéd on the coat, completely hiding
her bare neck and shoulders. The mo- -
toring cap she pulled well over her
eyes, driving the long hat pin firmly
through her pale gold hair and tying
the veil recklessly under chin, Lightly
she crossed the room to the open
French window and looked out. |

A fire escape fell in white, angular |
lines from the small Italian balcony. On
the top rung a lace-edged handkerchief
swung. She stooped to- pick this up,
then deftly and silently she crept down,
the first of the three ladders.

Max Carruth brought his car to a
sudden stop and peered through the |
vista of carefully trimmed trees. With
a sharp exclamation he ran the car to |
the side of the drive, sprang lightly to
the ground and cut across the lawn,
toward the house. The dark figure
coming down the fire escape stood out |
like an exaggerated silhouette against
the white stucco background of the
Smyle villa, When her feet touched
the last rung of the ladder the girl
closed her eyes, gasped, clutched the ;
next to.the last rung with her firm, |
strong hands, swayed in mid-air an
instant, then dropped—straight into
Carruth’s arms!

“You!”

They uttered the word as in a com-
mon breath, Then silence.

“Wh—what brought you here?”’ de-
manded the girl at last, shrinking back
against the vines,

“You,” replied the man laconically.

“It was really very—very inconveni-
ent to find you here. I was not ex-
pecting to meet you, of all persons.”

“That is quite evident,” still in the
same quiet, dry tones,

“May I take the liberty of inquiring
where you are going?”’

“To the stables—for John.”

Haven’t they finished the stairways
leading to your apartments?”’

{ upon the great

From the distance came the whirr of
wheels and the gay laughter of men
and women, pleasure-bound. An elec-

tric wagonette flew around the bend. |

Then once more silence, upon which
fell ten strokes from a clock in the
room behind the vine-screened win-
dow.

Peggy started forward.

“Oh, why have I stopped to talk to
you. I must be there in fifteen min-
utes!”

She stepped around the corner of the
house, looking toward the stables, but

immediately shrank back. Great floods |

of light streamed from both the car-
riage house and Mr. Smylie’s new
garage. There would “be so many
strange men—

“Oh,” she almost sobbed, resting her
finger tips -lightly on Carruth’'s arm.
“I must trust you, and you must help
me.”

“yes?’ inquired <Carruth, regarding
her curiously. She was very pale and
her eyes shone unnaturally as she
raised them pleadingly to meet his
stern gaze.

“You must take me to Lane's Junc-
tion -in your .car—and never, never
speak of it again.”

“Really!”

«please do not waste time arguing.
It means everything to me. Won’t you
help me, please?”

Without another word he turned on
his heel and walked by her side to the
car. A moment later they shot out
pike, joy of summer
colonists and motoring tourists. They
had covered a mile before he spoke.

“Excuse my curiosity, but isn’t this
all very sudden?”

The girl fairly wrung her hands as
she replied:

“No—no. It has been going on for
two months, but I did not dare take

':lthe matter up with Mr. Smylie. And
! tonight—well, if you only knew what
. he thought of elopements!”

Carruth’s grip on the lever tightened
so suddenly that the car fairly bound-
ed forward, and the girl clung to the
seat in a spasm of fear.

After a long pause he remarked in
oddly constrained tones:

“I presume he is handsome?”’

“Yes,” replied the girl, looking
straight ahead, “wonderfully hand-
some. The first time I saw him he re-
minded me of an {dealized Ttaliam
figure that had stepped from 2a paint-
ing. And he dances divinely.”

“Ah!” commented the man dryly.
“And he is poor, I suppose”’

«Poor as a church mouse.”

I am glad that the good, old-fash-
joned love still lives and flourishes.”

“That’s the rub. If only 1 were sure
that it is the good, old-fashioned kind.
T don’t suppose dancing masters make
much money, not even as much as

a i

1
i riding masters,” she added thought-|

fully.

“Ah!” exclaimed the man again,
this time in an entirely different tone.
| “Only this morning I thought of go-
i ing to Mr. Smylie and having it out
[ with him, but he and Mrs. Smylie were

so absorbed in preparations for the
| dance--a:d—well, I cenot explain my
feelings. He trusted me S0 implicitly
i—_» There was almost a sob in the
| girl’'s voice, but the man steeled his
heart against her misery and her pret-
tiness alike.

“You' know, the very first time Mr.
Smylie talked to me about the posi-
tion he said, ‘Margaret’ (he calls me
Margaret, when he is in earnest), 12
you have the good sense and tact your
lmother had before you, you are just
! the girl I need to keep my Bessie in
{line. She is a bit willful and Mrs.
'lSmyHe has so many social obligations

that she really canot do justice to the
Echi]d. Then you know how it is with
i girls and their stepmothérs. There is
| always that feeling.’’.

“Mr. Smylie always has a nice way
{of putting disagreeable things,” com-
| mented the man, as the girl stopped
! chokingly. But he did not look down
i on the shrinking figure. The Junction,
' merely an elongated freight car with
shed and platform attached, was just

ahead, its single window throwing a
‘shaft of light across the road.

i - “Yes, that is just it,”” responded the
! gir] feelingly. “It was because he was
| so nice, because he trusted me so ab-
solutly, that I did not want him to
know how wretchedly I had failed in
that trust. But then you never can
count upon love as a factor, can you?”

“No,” said the man with a certain
grimness in tone and expression.

No one had ever counted on it less
than he. Only four months ago, while
enjoying that afterdinner cigar in the
Smylie library, in cold-blooded fashion
he had discussed this very girl, then an
unknown quantity. And now with his
hand clutching the lever of his ma-
chine he was calling himself various!
kinds of a fool. Of course he ought to!
have known there would be a flaw in
the gem feminine, however, pure and
clear its gleam; but he could not re-
cover easily from the sudden realiza-
tion that this flaw was a sickly senti-
mentalism, the unthinking, unreason-
able passiom of a silly girl for a danc-
ing master. And as a climax to the
| whole affair, he was actually helping
her to elope from his friend’s homel |

Again the the girl's gentle voice
broke upon his thoughts.

“If only I had been frank and honest!
I never should have taken the_ place.
1 was too young. I lacked judghent,
pbut then—I did so need the money!”

«mo be frank,” said Carruth, sternly,
I do not think you have been exactly

.I’d have you thrash him as he de-

on the level with Mr. Smylie, but—" l

The car shot around the side of thal
depot, and Peggy Moreland fairly rose
to her feet, swaying as she cried:

“Oh, 'we are on time. There they
are!”

Carruth set the brake and stared
hard ahead. Two youthful figures
were scurrying around the corner of |
the little building.

“If it were not for making a scene,

serves,” cried Peggy, with sudden
wrath. She was running after the|
young people, Carruth, half dazed, |
close to her side.

“Bessie,”” she cried, and folding her
arms around the girl, she sobbed out
her heart on the rebellious, heaving
young shoulder.

“1 do wish you had minded your own
affairs, Peggy Moreland,” said the girl,
sullenly. “I told Arthur directly I
found I had left his note behind that
it would be just like you  to nose |
around and fint it, but I had hope
you’d be down at the dance—"'

“You should be mighty thankful that
Miss Moreland came to your rescue,”
gaid Carruth, with quiet contempt, as |
he.deliberately took her bag from the
hands of the angry-looking man, who |
folded his arms across his breast, for i
all the world like a star in a cheap |
melodrama.

“You can separate us for a time,
sir,” he sald, casting a tender glance
at the girl; “but true love always finds
a way.”

“Oh, not always,”
lightly. “Just now your may leads to
New York, and we will see you safely ;
on this train. Have you a ticket? |
Yes. That's good. When Miss Smylie
is twenty-seven, instead of seventeen,
she will regard Miss Moreland and my-
self as her saviors.”

1t'seemed to Carruth as if they rode
home on air istead of firm gravel.
Behind him sat thet wo young women,
the elder speaking iIn tenderly re-
proac¢hful tones, the younger sobbing,
at first rebelliously, then faintly, child- |
ishly, wearily. i

Peggy leaned forward and touched |
his sleeve.

wrake us to the south entrance—the
little door behind the library.”

He nodded his head, and the car
swung away from the main entrance,
gay with Japanese lanterns.

* * - L] -

Peggy Moreland glipped behind the
recetving party. The late arrivals were
straggling in. Already the musicians
were tuning up for the cotillon. Car-
ruth had just greeted his host and
hostess, when he saw Mrs. Smylie turn
to the slender, black-clad figure.

“Really, Miss Moreland, you have an-
noyed us greatly. Where have you
been?”

replied Carruth,

| through nostrils

«Bessie had a headache—and I took
her out for a bit of fresh air,” said the
aicl, quietly.

Carruth’s dancing eyes met hers, but
she flashed back no answering gleam.

“Well, do go and look after that
Drummond girl,” continued Mrs. Smy-
lie in a peevish undertone. She never
takes with the men, and I don’t want

| her mother to say that she had a stu=

pid time here. See that she meets some
people.”

The slender figure in black eluded
Carruth until supper had been served.
Then he cornered her under a wisteria
bower.

“I hope you are none the worse for
your exciting experience?”

“No,” said the girl, slowly. “I feel
greatly relieved, for I see my duty now.
I am no longer a coward. In the morn=
ing I will tell Mr. Smylie that his
daughter needs a firmer hand than

! mine, a woman of more tact and ex-

perience., I must find something else
to do—something more suitable for one
of my years—perhaps some nice old
lady in need of a secretary.”

“One not given to eloping, preferred?
And wasn’t it rich”—his voice was
joyous—*that I thought it was you who
were eloping—"’

He paused suddenly. The girl had

| shrunk away from him, then drawn
' her figure up to its full height. Her

slender hands were clasped tightly be-
fore her, The pupils of her eyes were
dilated, and her breath came quickly
elongated delicately,

i like those of a thoroughbred, facing the
i ‘course, 3

“You — thought—that—I—was—Trun=
ning—away?” she demanded, slowly.

“Why, you see, you did not mention
Bessie’s name—and then—meeting you
so unexpectedly at the foot of the fire-
escape—and everything—'"' he ended,
jamely.

“Perhaps you were also wondering
whether I had some of Mrs. Smylie’s
gems concealed about my person, or a
few of Mr. Smylie’s bonds?”

For an instant the scorn of her con=
fused him, then Carruth looked her
straight in the eyes.

«] remember of thinking only one
thing, Peggy dear, that everything
worth while was slipping out of my
life, and I, helplessly bound to do your
bidding, was carrying my very all to
drawing her close, “until tonight.”

Her hands separated and fell 1limply
to either side.

“QOh!” she said, faintly, “I did not
uanderstand—"’

«Neither did I, dearest,” said he,
dreawgng her close, ‘“‘until tonight.”

oo = -

(Copywright, 1906, by the McClure
Newspaper Syndicate.)
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By Anna Katherine Green.

SUGGESTIONS FROM
AN OLD FRIEND

(Continued.)

«yes. I have not told you what the

young girl said as she slipped with
her companion into the crowd.” ;

“No; you have spoken of no words.
Have you any such clew as that?
Miss Butterworth, you are fertunate,
very fortunate.”

Mr. Gryce’'s look and gesture were
eloquent, but Miss Butterworth, with
an access of dignity, quietly remarked:

“I-was not to blame for being in the
way when they passed, nor could I help
hearing what she sald.”

«“And what was it, madame? Did she
mention a paper?’ .

«“Yes, she cried in ‘what I now re-
member to have been a tone of af-
fright: ‘You have left that line of
writing behind!’" ‘I did mot attach
much jmportance to these words then,
but -when I came upon the dying man,

so evidently the victim of murder, I re- |

called what his late visitor had said
and looked about for this piece of writ-
ing,” -
«“And did you find it, Miss Butter-
worth? I am ready, as you see, for
gny revelation you may now make.”
“For one which would reflect dis-
honor on me? If I had found any
paper explaining this tragedy, I should

have felt bound te have called the at-|

tention of the police to it. I did notify
them :of the crime itself.”

«¥es, madam; and we are obliged to
you; but how about your silence in re-
gard to the fact of two persons having
left  that house immediately upon, or
just preceding, the death of its
master?”’

«I ‘reserved that bit of information,
¥ walted to see if the police would not
get wind of these people without my
help. I sincerely wished to keep my
name out of the inquiry. Yet I feel a
decided relief now that I have made
my confession. I never could have
rested properly after seeing so much,
and—"' i

“Well?”

“Thinking of my own thoughts in re-
gard to what 1 saw, if I had found
myself compelled to bridle my tongue
while false scents were being followed
and delicate clews overlooked or dis-
carded without proper attention. I
regard this murder as offering the most
difficult problem that has ever come
4n my way, and, therefore—""

“Yes, madam.”

“1 cannot but wonder if an oppor-
tunity has ben afforded me for retriev-
ing myself in your eyes. 1 do not care
for the opinion of any one else as to
my abllity or discretion; but I should
like to make you forget my last
despicable faflure in Tost Man’s Lane.
It is a sore remembrance to me, Mr.
Qryce, which nothing but a fresh suc-
cess can make.me forget.”

#Madame, T understand you. You
have formulated some theory. You
consider the, young man with the tell-
tale face guilty of Mr, Adam’s death.
tWell, it s’ very possible. I never
thought the buder was rehearsing a
crime- he had himself committed.”

#Do you know who the young man is

I saw leaving that house so hurried-
ly?”

“Not the least in the world. You
are the first to bring him to my atten-
tion.”

“And the young girl with the blonde
hair?”

«“It §s the first I have heard of her,
too.”

«1 @id not scatter the rose leaves that
were found on that floor.”

“No, it! was she. She probably wore
a bouquet in her belt.”

“Nor was that frippery parasol mine,
though I did lose a good, stout, ser-
viceable one somewhere that day.”

«3¢ was hers; I have no doubt of it.”

Left by her in the little room
where she was whiling away the time
during which the gentlemen conversed
together, possibly about that bit - of
writing she afterwards alluded to.”

“Certainly.”

“Her mind was not expectant of evil,
for she was smoothing her hair when
the shock came *”

“Yes, madame, I follow you.”

“And had to be carried out of
place after e
1 “‘What?”

“She had placed that cross on Mr.
Adams’s breast. That was a woman'’s
act, Mr. Gryee.”

“I am glad to hear you say so. The
placing of that cross on a layman’s
breast was a mystery to me, and is
still, T must own. Great remorse or
' great fright only can acount for it.”

“You will find many mysteries
_this case, Mr. Gryce.”

i “As great a number as I ever en-
| countered.”

the

in

l “I have to.add one.”

l “Another?” |
I “It concerns the old butler.”

{ “I thought you did not see him.” |
| I did not see him in the room where
Mr. Adams lay.”

“Ah? Where, then?”

{ “Upstairs.” My interest was not con- '
fined to the scene of the murder. Wish-
ing to spread the alarm, and not being
able to rouse any one below, 1 crept
upstairs, and so came upon this poor
wretch going through the significant
pantomine that has bean so vividly de-
scribed in the papers.”

“Ah! Unpleasant for you, Very. E
imagine you did not stop to talk to
him.”

“No, I fled. I was extremely shaken
up by this time and I knew only one
thing to do, and that was to escape.
But I carried one as yet unsolved en-
igma with me. How came I to hear
this man’s cries in Mr. Adams’s study,
and yet find him on the second floor
wken I came to search the house? He
had not time to mount the stairs -while
1 was passing down the hall.”

“I1t is a case of mistaken impression.
Your ears played you false. The cries
came from above, not from Mr.
Adams's study.”

“My ears are not aecustomed to play |
me tricks. You must seek another ex- !
planation."

“I have ransacked the flouse;
are no back stairs.”

“If there were, the study
communicate with them.”

“And you heard his voice
study ?”

“Plainly.”

“Well, you have given me a poser,
madam.”

“And I will give you another. If he

there :
does not

in the

‘Do you know how Sweetwater came

was the perpetrator of this crime, how ]
comes it that he was not detected and
denounced by the young people I saw
going out? If, on the contrary, he was
simply the witness of another man’s
blow—a blow which horrified him so
much that it unseated his reason—how
comes it that he was unble to slide
away from the door where he must
have stood without attracting the at-
tention and bringing down upon him-
self the vengeance of the guilty mur-
derer?” I

“He may be one of the noiseless ;
kind, or, rather, may have been such
before this shock unsettled his mind.”

“Trye, but he would have been
seen. Recal the position of the door-
way. If Mr. Adams fell where he was
struck, the assailant maust have had
that door directly before him. He
could not have helped seeing any one
standing in it.”

sThat is true; your observations are
quite correct. But those young people |
were in a disordered state of mind. The
condition in which - they issued from !
the house proves this. They probably |
did not trouble thempelves about this
man. Escape was all they sought. And,
you see, they did escape.”

“But you will find them. A man who
can locate a woman in this great city |
of ours with no other clew than ﬁvet

! spangles, dropped from her gown, will

certainly make this parasol tell the |
name of its owner,

“Ah, madam, the credit of this feat
is not due to me. It was the initial
stroke of a young man I propose to
adopt into my home and heart; the !
same who brought you here tonight.
Not much to look at, Madame, but
promising, very promising. But I
doubt if even he can discover the young !
lady you mean, with no other aid than |
is given by this parasol. New York !
is a big place, ma'am; a big place. i

to find you? Through your virtues,
me’am; through your neat and metho-
dical habits. Had yop been of a care-
less turn of mind and not given to
mending your dresses when you tore
them, he might have worn his heart
out in a vain search for the lady who
had dropped the five spangles in Mr.
Adams's study. Now, luck, or rather,
your own comendable habit, was in
his favor this time; but in the prospec-
tive search you mentioned, he will
probably have no such asgsistance.”

“Nor will he need it. I have un-
bounded faith in your genius, which.\
after all, is back of the skilfulness of |
this new pupil of yours. You will dis- |
cover by some means the lady with |
the dove-colored plumes, and throughl
her the young gentleman who accom- |
panied her.” |

“wWe shall at least put our energies |
to work in that direction. Sweetwater |
may have an idea—"

|
“And I may have one.” !
“You?r" |

i

“Yes; I indulged in but little sleep | i

last night, That dreadful room with |

its unsolved mystery was ever before
me. Thoughts would come; possibilities |
would suggest themselves, I imagined |
myself probing its secrets to the bot-|
tom and——"' |

«“Walit, madam; how many of its so0-
called secrets do you know? You said |
nothing about the lantera.” |

«It was burning with a red light
when I entered.”

«You did mot touch the buttons ar-
ranged along the table top?”’

“No; if there is one thing I do not
touch, it is anything which suggests an
electrical contrivance. I am intensely
feminine, sir, in all my {nstincts, and
mechanisms of any kind alarm me. To
all such things I give a wide berth, I
have not even a telephone in my house.
Some allowance must be made for the

! natural timidity of woman.”

Mr, Gryce suppressed a smile. “It is
a pity,” he remarked. “Had you
brought another light upon the scene,
you might have been blessed with an
{Gea on a subject that is as puzzling

as any connected with the whole af-
iair,

«You have not heard what I have to
say on a still more important matter,”

said she. “When we have exhausted |
| the one topic, we may both feel like

turning on the fresh lights you speak
of. Mr. Gryce, on what does this mys-
tery hinge? On the bit of writing which
these young people were 80 alarmed
at having left behind them.”

“Ah! It is from that you would
work! Well, it is a good point to start

i from, But we have found no such bit

of writing.”

“Have you searched for it? You dia
not know till now that any import-
ance might be attached to a morsel of
paper with some half-dozen words
written on it.”

“True, but a detective searches Jjust
the same. We ransacked that room as
few rooms have been ransacked in
years, Not for a known clue, but for

' an unknown one. It seemed necessary in

the first place to learn who this man
was. His papers were consequently ex-
amined. But they told nothing. If there
had-been a scrap of
view or in his desk—"

{
«1t was not on his person? You had '

his pockets searched, his clothes—"

“A man who has died from violence ;

{s always searched, madam. I leave no
stone unturned in a mysterious case
like this.”

Miss Butterworth’s face assumed an
{ndefinable expression of satisfaction,
which did not escape Mr. Gryce's €eye,
though that member-was fixed, accord-

ing to his old habit, on the miniature

©of her father which she wore, in defi-
ance of fashion, at her throat.

«1  wonder,” said she, in a musing
tone, “if 1 imagined or really saw on
Mr, Adams's face a most extraordin-
ary expression; something more than
the surprise or anguish following a
mortal blow? A look of determination,
arguing some superhuman resolve
taken at the moment of death, or:
can you read that face for me? Or did
you fail nere aurht of what T
say? It would really be an aid to me
at this moment to know.”

“T noted that look. It was not a com-
mon one. But I cannot read it for
you——"

“1 wonder

e

to

if the young man you

| call Sweetwater can, I certainly think
| it has a decided bearing on this mys-

fold to the lips, such a
was

tery; such &
look of mingled grief and—what
that you said?
been admitted to the room of death?
well, well, I shall have to make my
own suggestion, then, I shall have to
part with an idea that may be totally

writing within |

Sweetwater has not !

valueless, but which has impressed me‘
so that it must out, if I am to have any

peace tonight. Mr. Gryce, allow me to

whisper in your ear. Some things lose ;
force when spoken aloud.”

And leaning forward, she breathed a
short sentence into his ear which
made him start and regard her with |
an amazement which rapidly grew into
admiration,

«Madam!” he cried, rising up that
he might the better honor her with one
of his low bows, “your idea, whether
valueless or not, is one which is worthy
of the acute lady who proffers it. We
will act on it, ma’am, act at once.
Walit till I have given my orders, I will
not keep you long.”

And with another bow, he left the
{ room.

i AMOS'S SON.

Miss Butterworth had been dbrought
up in a strict school of manners. When
_she sat, she sat still; when she moved,
she moved quickly, firmly, but with no
unnecessary disturbance. Fidgets were
unknown to her. Yet when she found
herself alone after this interview, it
| was with difficulty she could restrain
f herself from indulgence in some of
those outward manifestations of un-
easiness which she had all her life re-
probated in the-more nervous members
of her own sex. She was anxious, and
| she showed it, like the sensible woman
she was, and was glad enough when
Mr. Gryce finally returned and, accost-
ing her with a smile, said almost gay-
ily:
| «well, that is seen to! And all we
| have to do now is to await the result.
Madam, have you any further ideas z

If so, I should be glad to have the be-
nefit of them.”

Her self-possession was at once re-
! stored.

“you would ?”” she repeated, eying |
him somewhat doubtfully. “I should |
like to be assured of the value of the
‘one I have already advanced, before |
I venture upon another.. Let us enter |
into a conference instead; compare |
notes; tell, for instance, why neither of
us look on Bartow as the guilty man.”

“I thought we had exhausted that
toplec. Your suspiolous were aroused
by the young couple you saw leaving
the house, while mine—well, madam; to
you, at least, I may admit that there
is something in the mute’s gestures
and general manner which conveys to
my mind the impression that he is en-
gaged in rehearsing something he has
geen, rather than something he has
done; and as yet I have seen no reason
for doubting the truth of this impres-
sion.”

“I was affected in the same way, and
would have been, even if I had not al-
ready uad my suspiclons turned in an-
other dircction. Besides, it is more na-
tural for a man to be driven insane by
' another’s act than by his own.”

I+ “Yes, if hc loved the vietim.”

‘ “And did not Bartow ?” «
| “He does not mourn Mr. Adams.”

| “But he is no longer master of his
emotions.”

“Very true; but if we take any of his
actions as a clew to the situation, we
must take all. We believe from his

gestures that he is giving us a literal

copy of acts he has seen performed.
Then, why pass over the gleam of in-
fernal joy that lights his face after
the whole is over? It is as if he re-
joiced over the deed, or at least found
immeasurable satisfaction in it.”

«“perhaps it is still a copy of what he
say; the murderer may have rejoiced.
But no, there' was no joy in the face
of the young man I saw. rushing away
from this scene of violence. Quite the |
contrary. Mr. Gryce, we are in deep
waters. I feel myself wellnigh sub-
merged by them.”

“Hold up your head, madam. Every |
flood has its ebb. If you allow yourself
to go under, what will become of me?”’

“You are disposed to humor, Mr.
Gryce. It is a good sign. You are
never humorous when perplexed. Some-
where you see daylight.”

“Iet us proceed with our argument.
Illumination frequently comes from
the most unexpected quarter.”

“Very well, then, let us put the old
man’s joy down as one of the myster-
jes to be explained later. Have you
thought of him as a possible accom-

plice?”

“Certainly; but this supposition is
open to the same objection as that
which made him the motive power in
this murder. One is not driven insane
by an expected horror. It takes a
shock to unsettle the brain. He was
not looking for the death of his
master.”

«“prue. 'We may consider that matter
settled. Bartow was an innocent wit- !
ness of this crime, and, having nothing
to fear, may be trusted to reproduce in
his pantomimic action its exact fea-
tures.”

“Very good. Continue, madam. Noth- |
{ng but profit is likely to follow an '
argument presented by Miss Butter-
worth.” |

The old deteetive's tone was serfous, !
his manner perfect; but Miss Butter-
worth, ever on the lookout for sarcasm

| from his lips, bridled a little, though

in no other way did she show her dis-

pleasure.
“Let us, then, recall his precise ges-
tures, rememering that he must have

surprised the assailant from the study |
! in so slowly that I doubt if the inquest
| is held for several days. Meanwhile we
“In other words, directly in front of |

doorway, and so have seen the assault
from over his master’'s shoulder.”

him. Now what was his first move?”’

“His first move, as now seen, is to}
stretch !

raise his arm and
it behind him, while he |
leans forward for the imaginary dag- |
ger. What does that mean ?”’

“I should find it hard to say. But I
did not see him do that. When I came
upon him, he was thrusting with his
left hand across his own body—a vici-
ous thrust and with his left band. That
is a point Mr. Gryce.”

“Yes, especially as the doctors agree
that Mr. Adams was killed by a left-
hended blow.”

“You don't say!
difficulty. then ?”

“The difficulty, madam ?”

«Bartow was standing face to face
with the assallant. In imitating him,
especially in his unreasoning state of
mind, he would lift the arm opposite
to the one whose action he mimics,
which, in this case, would be the as-
sailant’s right. Try, for the moment,,
to mimic my actions. Sce!
hand, and instinctively (nay, T detect-

right

PDon't you see the

i and this old gentléman——

led the movement, sir, quickly as you

remembered yourself), you raise the
one directly opposite to it. It is like
seeing yourself in a mirror. You turn
your head to the right, but your image
turns to the left.”

Mr. Gryce's laqgh rang out in
spite of himself. He was not often
caught napipng, but this woman
exercised a species of fascination upon
him at times, and it rather amused
than offended him, when he was oblig-
ed to acknowledge himself' defeated.

“Very good ! You have proved your
voint quite satisfactorily; but what
conclusions are to be drawn from it ?
That the man was not left-handed, or
that he was not standing in the place
you have assigned to him 7"’

“Shall we go against the doctors 7
They say that the blow was a left-
handed one. Mr. Gryce, I would give
anything for an hour spent with you in
Mr. Adams’s study, with Bartow free
to move about at his will. I think we
would learn more watching him for 'a
short space of time than in talking as
we are doing for an hour.”

It was said tentatively, almost timid-
ly. Miss Butterworth had some sense
of the temerity involved in this sug-
gestion even if, according to her own
declaration, she had no curiosity. 3
don't want to be disagreeable,” she
smiled.

She was so far from being so that
Mr. Gryce was taken unawares, and
for once in his life became impulsive.

“I think it can be managed,, madam;
that is, after the funeral. There are
too many officials now in the house,
and——"

“Of course, of course,;’ she acceded.

| “I should not think of obtruding my-

self at present. But the case 1s so 1=
teresting, and my connection with it
so peculiar, that I sometimes forget
myself. Do you think”—here she be-
¢came quite nervous for one of her

' marked self-control—‘that I have laid

myself open to a summons from the
coroner?”’
Mr. Gryce grew thoughtful, eyed the

| good lady, or rather her folded hands,

with an air of some compassion, and
finally replied:
“he facts regarding this affair come

may light on those two young people
ourselves, If so, the coroner may over-
look your share in bringing them to
our notice.”

There was a shy emphasis on the
word, and a subtle humor in his look
that showed the old detective at his
worst. But Miss Butterworth did not
resent it: she was too full of a fresh
confession she had to make.

“Ah,” said she, “if they had been the
only persons I encountered there. But
they were not. Another person entered
the house before I left it, and I may
be obliged to speak of him.”

“Of him? Really, madam, you are a
mine of intelligence.”

“Yes, sir,” was the meek reply; meek,
when you consider from whose lips it
came. “I ought to have spoken of him
before, but I never like to mix matters,

“0Old gentleman!”

“yes, sir, very old and very much of
a gentleman, did not appear to have

!uny connection with the crime beyond
I lift this |

knowing the murdered man.”

(To be continued.)




