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By Anna Stees Richardson.THE COWARDICE OF PEGGY I
v

.V<#
the level with Mr. Smylle,. but-" "Bessie had ^ headeche-and I took

her out for a bit of fresh air, said the
Sir!, quietly.

Carrulhs dancing eyes met hers, out 
she flashed back no answering gleam. і

“Well, do go and look after that

IFrom the distance came the whirr of ! riding masters,” she added thought- I on 
wheels and the gay laughter of men j fully.
and women, pleasure-bound. An elec- | “Ah!” exclaimed the man again,
trie wagonette flew around the bend. | thls time in an entirely different tone. 
Then once more silence, upon which | „only this morning I thought of go- 
fell ten strokes from a clock in the ] lng to Mr. Smylle and having It out 

behind the vine-screened win- I with him, but he and Mrs. Smylie were
no absorbed In preparations for the 

j dance—and—well, 1 canot explain my 
He trusted me so implicitly

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

“Oh, We are on time, 
are!”

Carruth set the brake and stared 
hard ahead.

scurrying around the corner of 
the little building.

“If it were not for making a scene, 
I’d have you thrash him as 

with

board the steamer before the dance is 
over—ready to sail at daybreak, 
not fall me, dearest.

“Until death, yours devotedly,
"ARTHUR.”

Peggy Moreland dropped the fervid 
note, on the cretonne-covered dressing room 
table and buried her face in her j dow.
hands. Peggy started forward.

How could she do it? Was there any- "Oh, why have I stopped to talk to feelings 
thing more cowardly, more ungrateful? you. I must be there in fifteen min- , —“ There was
A few scalding tears trickled between utes!" . ®lrl B voice, but ret. | serves," cried Peggy,
her trembling fingers, then suddenly j she stepped around the corner of the heart against her my P wrath. She was running after the
she pulled herself together. Picking house, looking toward the stables, but ; tiness alike. Mr young people, Carruth,
up the note she tore it into pieces and . immediately shrank back. Great floods , 'You know, the v ary . close to her side.
tossed them upon the smouldering і ot nght streamed from both the car- Smylie talked to me' “ p me “Bessie," she cried, and folding her “I hope you are none
coals. I riage house and Mr. Smylle's new tion he said, Margaret (he calls m ar<jund the girI> she sobbed out your exciting experience?"

With lips tightly compressed she ; a e There would 'be so many Margaret, when he is 1 ’’ her heart on the rebellious, heaving "No," said the girl, slowly. I feel
looked around the room until her glance 8trange men-----  you have the good sense and tart your yQung Bhpulder. greatly relieved, for I see my duty now.
fell upon a sombre automobile cloak of ••oh," she almost sobbed, resting her mother had before у , у . “j do wish you had minded your own j am no longer a coward. In the morn-
dark blue silk, flung carelessly across a flnger tips lightly on Carruth’s arm. ; the girl I need_to e P У s Mrg affairs, Peggy Moreland,” said the girl, lng I will tell Mr. Smylie that his 
gay little chair of white and gold en- must trust you, and you must help , line. She is a blt wl obll_.ttone sullenly. “I told Arthur directly I : daughter needs a firmer.hand than
Intel. Pinning the train of her soft me... Smylie has so many social obligations j had ,eft Ms note behind that mine, a woman of more tax* and ex­
black gown to its silken girdle, she j “Yes?" inquired Carruth, regarding that she real y c h ,t would be just like you to nose perience. I must find something else
slipped on the coat, completely hiding her curiously. She was very pale and child. Then youan°w » There is around and flnt it, but I had hope to do-something more suitable for one
her bare neck and shoulders. The mo- her eye3 shone unnaturally as she g rls and their stepmo • you’d be down at the dance----- •” of my years—perhaps some nice old
tortng cap she pulled well over her ralsed them pleadingly to meet his always that feeling. . “You should be mighty thankful that lady ln need of a secretary."
eyes, driving the long hat pin firmly stern gaZe. "Mr. Smylie always has a nice way Mlgg Moreland came to your rescue,’ j -one not given to eloping, preferred,
through her pale gold hair and tying ,.Tou must take me to Lane’s June- of putting disagreeable things, c^m- ga,d Carruth> with quiet contempt, as : And wasn’t it rich"-hls voice was
the veil recklessly under chin. Lightly tlon ln your car-and never, never mented the man as the girl stoppea he deliberately took her bag from the joyoua-“that I thought it was you who
she crossed the room to the open speak of it again.” chokingly. But he n£h6°TUnction hands of the angry-looking man who were eloping—’’ .
French window and looked out. | “Really!” !on the shrinking figure The Junction folded hls arms across his breast for He paused suddenly. The girl had

A fire escape fell ln white, angular ; ,.please do not waste time arguing, merely an elongated freight car with ^ №<# world llke a star in a cheap ghrunk away from him, then drawn
lines from the small Italian balcony. On It means everything to me. Won’t you shed and platform attach • J ^ melodrama. her figure up to its full height. Her
the top rung a lace-edged handkerchief help me, please?" a*ead. J1®. 8 th7 road ‘ “Tou <*n separat® us 5°r. a f*™®' ' slender hands were clasped tightly be-
swung. She stooped to pick this up, -J-lthout another word he turned on j shaft of light across the road. ^ Bir," he said, casting a tender glance fore her The pupils of her eyes were 
then deftly and silently she crept down , h, heel and walked by her side to the , Yes. that is lu , P at the girl; “but true love always fin | dllated> and her breath came quickly
the first of the three ladders. car A moment later they shot out girl feelingly. It wasbecause he was & way„ through nostrils elongated del cately,

Max Carruth brought his car to a upon the great pike, joy of summer so "ic®’ r did n^t want him to "oh- not а,уау9' Г®Р!ї!* *го llke those o£ a thoroughbred, facing the
sudden stop and peered through the colonists and motoring tourists. They solutly, tha^ X failed in Hshtiy. “Just now your may leads , course
vista of carefully trimmed trees. With had covered a mile before he spoke. J“0W how ^^thèn vou neverd can New York, and we will see you aa*®[y і "You - thought—that—I—was-^run-

sharp exclamation he ran the car to, ,.Excuse my curiosity, but isn’t this that trust. But th®n y Vou’” on thls traln- Have you “ k nlng—away?” she demanded, slowly,
the side of the drive, sprang lightly to aU™u"den?" „ ™ " Tid Ihe mtn with a Jrtain Tes. That’s good When Miss Smylie yQU see, y0 did not mention

the lawn! The girl fairly wrung her hands as No.^sald and expreasion ^“^Гм^еіГГ myl

than he* Only four months ago,‘while self вд he, "th a. if they rode e-pe-Ld everything-" he ended, 

enjoying that afterdinner cigar in the “ 9ЄЄ™Єa‘° istead of firm gravel. lam®ly;
Smylie library, in cold-blooded fashion gat thet wo young women, Perhaps y°u
he had discussed this very girl, then an in ^nder!, re- whether I had some
unknown quantity. And now with his aehfu, toneBj the younger sobbing, 
hand clutching the lever of his ma- rebelliously, then faintly, child-
chine he was calling himself various atif”!“
kinds of a fool. Of course he ought to ’ leaned forward and touched
have known there would be a flaw in EST

feminine, however, pure and M®,^®®/^ to the routh entrance-the

little door behind the library.”
He nodded his head, and the car 

from the main entrance,

has traveled, and was the aunt’s helr- 
The only trouble was the aunt, in 

her second childhood, took to the Street 
—and there whs 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

So did Max Carruth first hear of 
Peggy Moreland, 
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 a strangef 
to him as the summer months rolled 
round. Carruth had come out of the 
West, not as a Colorado David Harum, 
who knew naught of firing bawls or 
evening clothes, but possessed of cer­
tain democratic ideas, absorbed from 
millionaire ca,ttlpmen amd millionaire 
mine owners whose legal difficulties 
he had solved. Smylie had found him 
there among the daring operators in 
the silver and gold fields and had de­
cided that his were just the keen mind 
and strong healthy nerves needed for 
th Cement and Concrete Trust.

Carruth had signalised his entrance 
Into Eastern life by buying a high 
power motor car, and he could not 
understand why Miss Moreland did not 
want to share this car On his exhiliar- 
ating runs, also various other privil- 

oftered in the most friendly spirit, 
dawned upon this democratic 

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
ciety in which her aunt had Introduced 
her before the unlucky venture on the 
Street. When she was alone with Bes­
sie 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 Berkshirea

Max Carruth leaned back, with his Doess.llgar at the restful angle Which be­
speaks a dinner enjoyed—a day’s work

Henry
There they

Hls host, JamesWell done.
8mylle, gazed, into the open fireplace, 
bis shoulders hunched forward aggres-

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

Two youthful figures
were

wlvely, hls fragrant Hàvana belching 
forth smoke at that angle which al­
ways sugge^tsc a problem yet unsolv- mhe de» people.”

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

! bower.

ed, №
\.;4;half dazed,“That’e ttie third governess she has 

fired In three months. I hire them and
&

the worse forі Two weeks later,•he fires them. It Is a regular game 
of tag, witjh the governess always It.”

4'When do you expect Mrs. Smylle 
borne fron> Europe?” *

Smylie ignored the question with a 
rug which Carruth did not 

s yet.

v
-щShoulder

dtinders
"Bessig says she is tired of fossils 

Says they 
Now I am going to

who never were young, 
lack sympathy, 
try a young woman, as near Bessie’s 
age as I dare to venture."

“Yes,” said Carruth, feeling that he 
expected to say something, yet,

sea

*
• m

if $was
being a bachelor, something at 
when consulted on this particular do- 

Now, If Smylie hadznestic quarrel, 
wanted to know the best way of whip­
ping the Bradley Construction Com­
pany into line, or handling the B. ft L. 
people, Carruth would have been wide 
awake 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 
something beyond Carruth’s compre­
hension.

The young lawyer had some old-fash­
ioned ideas about women managing the 
home and all pertaining thereto. Be­
sides he had never met the second Mrs. 
Smy Hé, fat present buying feminine 
fripperies in Paris in preparation for 
the sunjmer campaign at Newport, 
and he.did not realize that she was 
much bote of a butterfly, much less 
able tb grapple with domestic pro­
blems, than even the tryannieal and 
youthful Bessie whose long line of 

and companions had be- 
thom in the flesh of her father.

“I have wired for Peggy Moreland. 
She is a well-bred, high-minded girl, 

will teach Bessie good sense by

a

the ground and cut across
toward the house. The dark figure j sjie repHed : 
coming down the fire escape stood out ! ,«No_no it has been going on for 
like an exaggerated silhouette against j two months, but I did not dare take 
the white stucco background of the ; the matter up with Mr. Smylie. And 
Smylie villa. When her feet touched I tonight—well, if you only knew what 

of the ladder the girl he thought of elopements!"
gasped, clutched the і Carruth’s grip on the lever tightened 

1 suddenly that the car fairly bound-

eges 
It never also wondering 

of Mrs. Smylle’s 
concealed about my person, or athe last rung 

closed her eyes,
gems
few of Mr. Smylle's bonds?”

For an Instant the scorn of her con­
fused him, then Carruth looked her 
straight ln the eyes.

"I 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 limply 
to either side.

"Oh!" she said, faintly, "I did not 
understand—’’

“Neither did I, dearest,” 
dreawing her close, “until tonight. ’

uiuscu irei B»u»/vv., ----- -- -
next to the last rung with her firm, | so suaaemy ui«i •-•«= ™-.  ------
strong hands, swayed ln mid-air an . ed forward, and the feirl clung to the 
instant, then dropped—straight Into seat in a spasm of fear.
Carruth’s arms!

"You!"
They uttered the word as ln a com­

mon breath. Then silence.

-L

he remarked inAfter a long pause — the gem
oddly constrained tones: ciear Its gleam; but he could not re-

he is handsom . cover easily from the sudden realize-
_________ _ , tion that this flaw was a sickly senti-
“Wh—what brought you here?” de-і straight ahead, "wonderful у an - тепШІет_ the unthinking, unreason- swung away 1anterns

manded the girl at last, shrinking back some. The first time I saw him he ^ j ^ радд,оп of a BUly girl for a danc- gay with Japanese lant .

— »— ,îw м.,г« trLSSS'wî:...v,r,-v.„"-x“•■’-Th,ï“,mu ssïïüvs.'-
"And he is poor, I suppose" brtü «non hL thoughts. were tuning up for the cotillon, car-

“Poor as a church mouse. ’ „If only j had been frank and honest! ruth had just greeted his host and
"I am glad that the good, old-fash ep yshould have taken the place, hostess, when he saw Mrs. Smylie turn

ioned love still lives and flourishes. young. I lacked judgment, to the slender, black-clad figure.
“That’s the rub. It only I were sure I was too^yo^ ^ ^ th@ ... ...........................Really, Miss Moreland, you have an-

that it is the good, old-fashioned kind. frank,” said Carruth, sternly, noyed us greatly. Where have you
LÏÏ4 тГеГпоГ^пГ muchmaÏÏ "Ido n™ you have been exactly been?"

governesses 
come a “I presume 

! “Yes,” replied the

who
daily living, rather than by precept. 
No lectures from Peggy, 
but wholesome companionship.”

"Sounds like a paragon," replied 
Carruth, reaching for a fresh cigar.

girl who has had the good 
things of life and lost them through 
no fault of her own. Her father ts an 
underpaid college professor at 
îwtfs one of my classmates at Harvard, 
and her mother Is a typical Southern 
gentlewoman. The girl was practically 
adopted by an aunt, educated abroad,

I feel sure,

ent to find you here. I was not ex­
pecting to meet you, of all persons.”

“That is quite evident," still ln 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?”

said he.
“No; a

1m, » • і cannot Mve without you,
•weetheart, and now that the way Is 
open for us, are you brave enough to 
come to me? We can signal the ox- 
press at Lane’s Junction, and be on

— He (Copywright, 1906, by the McClure 
Newspaper Syndicate.)

.

THE CIRCULAR STUDY
'

By Anna Katherine Green.
_----------- , . * . ,„h Ьяя impressed me I copy of acts he has seen performed, remembered yourself), you raise the

. , .... waB burning with a red light valueless, but whip h P Then, why pass over the gleam of in- one directly opposite to it.
w»o the perpetrator of this crime, ho | OT,,Prp/ •» so that it must out, if I am : a, Jnv that lights his face after seeing yourself in a mirror. You turn
comes it that he was not detected and w en ■ buttons ar- peace tonight. Mr. Gryce, allow me o whole is over? It is as if he re- your head to the right, but your image
denounced by the young people I saw You top?" whisper in your ear Some things lose ^ deed_ or at ,eagt found turns to ,he left.”
going out? If. on the contrary he was r s 1 sere |g one thtng I do not force when spoken aloud immeasurable satisfaction in it." Mr. Gryce’s laqgh
simply the witness of another man s is anything which suggests an And leaning forward, she braat^!d "Perhaps it is still a copy of what he spite of himself. He was not often
biow^ blow which horrified him so j am intensely short sentence ^to hls ear which ^thePmurderer may have rejoiced. caught napipng,
much that it unseated hls feminine sir, ln all my instincts, and made him start and r®6 But no, there’ was no joy In the face exercised a species of fascination upon
comes it thathewasunble to 8ІШ* fem^ • an klnd alarm me. To an amazement which rapidly grew Qf yQung man г Baw rushing away him at times, and it rather amused!
away from the door whe«! he must mecna a wlde berth. I admiration. . , trom thla scene of violence. Quite the ; than offended him, when he was oblig-
have stood without attracting . „ telephone in my house. "Madam!” he cried, rising up contrary Mr. Gryce, we are in deep | ed to acknowledge himself defeated,
tention and bringing down upon him- "be made for the he might the better honor her with one * e\ ^Belf wellnigh sub- “Very good ! You have proved your
self the vengeance of the guilty mur , "““J woman..’ of his low bows “y°ur idea, whether merged by them... ! yolnt quite satisfactorily; but what
derer? .,q , “Tt is valueless or not, is one wh “Hold up your head, madam. Every ! conclusions are to be draw n from it .

“He may be one of the noise ess Mr. Gryce suppressed a smile It Is the ^ lady who proffers It We flo“°hae РдУьь и you allow yourself ! That the man was not left-handed, or
kind, or rather, may have Р®®п яис„ ; a pity, he remarked. will act on it, ma’am, act at once. wm become of me?” that he was not standing ln the place

Гап°уП caonnUecjted with the whole af- j ^h another how, e ^ would Ї£

„ ... anything for an hour spent with you in“Let us proceed with our argument. 'J* . free
Illumination frequently edmes from “Гт"^иГ at hts wi„. I think we 
the most on^P^^d ^orter. learn more watching him for a
тЖоу downAs one of Те myster- short space of time than in talking as

it8 t0htbe / him'af a,apoesS.b,eHar=com- "lt wLtlm te"tarivel" almost timid- 
thought of him as a possible accom ^ м_дд Butterworth had some
P“Certainly but this supposition is of the temerity involved in this sug-

ГиГтигіег One is not driven insane | don’t want to be disagreeable,
"H1? was : Smshea\vas so far from being so that 

shack to uns death ot hls Mr. Gryce was taken unawares, and
j for once in ids life became impulsive.

“I think it can be managed., madam; 
I that is, after the funeral.

officials now in the house,

It is like
I saw leaving that house so htirried-

You
are the first to bring him to my atten­
tion."

“And the young girl with the blonde 
Ьдіг?”

SUGGESTIONS FROM 
AN OLD FRIEND

ІуГ’
"Not the least in the world. rang out in

but this woman

< “It is the first I have heard of her, 
too."

“I did 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.”

“It 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, 

her hair when

(Continued.)

“Yes. I have not told you what the 
girl said as she slipped withyoung _

her companion Into the crowd.”
“No: you have spoken of no words.

that?Have you any such clew as 
Mi^g Butterworth, you are fortunate, 
very fortunate."

Mr Gryce’s look and gesture were 
eloquent, but Mies Buttervorth, with 
an access of dignity, quietly remarked:

"Г was not to blame for being in the 
way when they passed, nor could I help 
bearing what she said."

"And what was it, madame? Did she 
mention a paper?"

“Yes, she cried in what I now re- for sbe was smoothing
member to have been a tone of af- tbe shock came-------- ■"
fright; ‘You have left that line of “Yes, madame, I follow you.
writing behind I’ I did not attach “And had to be carried out of the
much importance to these words then, piace after--------”
but when I came upon the dying man, “What?”
so evidently the victim of murder, I re- I ..ghe had placed that cross on Mr. 

what his late visitor had said Adams’s breast. That was a woman s

“True, but he would have
Recal the position of the door- 
If Mr. Adams fell where he was

seen.
way,
struck, the assailant must have had fair,”
that door directly before him. He j “You have not heard what I have to ,
could not have helped seeing any one . gay on a stm m0re important matter," i
standing in it.” I said she. "When we have exhausted j

"That is true; your observations are the one topic, we may both feel like , 
quite correct. But those young people : turning on the fresh lights you speak , Шдд ButterW0rth had been brought 
were in a disordered state of mind. The ot Mr Gryce, on what does this mys- j p )n a strict school of manners. When 
condition in which they issued from tery hinge? On the bit of writing which ^ sat sbe sat still; when she moved,, 
the house proves this. They probably , tbese young people were so alarmea ■ ghg mQved quick]y, firmly, but with no 
did not trouble themselves about this at baving left behind them.” unnecessary disturbance. Fidgets were
man. Escape was all they sought. And, , „Ah; It is from that you would unknown t0 her Tet when she found
you see, they did escapq.” j work! Well, it is a good point to start hergelf akmfi after this interview, it

"But you will find them. A man who ; from. But we have found no such bit , wUh difflculty she could restrain 
can locate a woman In this great city і Qf writing." ... herself from indulgence in some of
of ours with no other clew than five j “Have you searched for it? You аш those outward manifestations of un­
spangles, dropped from her gown, will I not know till now that any imP°“" easiness which she had all her life re- 
certalnly make this parasol tell the ance might be attached to a morsel or obated ln the more nervous members

with some half-dozen words ^ QWn sex she was anxious, and

AMOS'S SON.

“I
she

ancfkioked about for this piece of writ- act> Mr. Gryce.”
,ng -і “I am glad to hear you say so. The

“And did you find it, Misfe Butter- placing of that cross on a layman’s 
worth? I am ready, as you see, for breast was a mystery to me, and s owner

SïïrS’lt ГГтГ Г^Гіпї-аї W“True,°bu^ a, detective searches ^ ! - -wafiU. Uke th^ensib, wom^t

hoqor on me . 1 „„-av t should tli nrvrP »» stroke of a young man I propose to the same. We ransacked that room Mr о.гусе finally returned and, accost-
I 4^a nUmber aS 1 - en- same* Г ! ^ToSt кпГп ТГХ ;nS - with a smile, said almost gay-

tenuou of the police rou.! did notify countered. ^ ^ Qne „ NoT much to look It. Madame, but ; an unknown one. It seemed necessary in j ^ Jg geen tQ , And all we

“ the Old butler.” 1 Madam! ^Æ

thatthhousCe іттеШагіїГиРоіГог ! "Î dMnlfse^hlm'inThe'room where ’ Is^ivT TTJ parasol. New York had becna.crap o^ writing within | Uj*. I ^“.be 

dust preceding, the death of its Mr Adan», lay.’’ hXTweetwatlr lame was not on his person? You had ; Her self-possession was at once re-

Шшшш тшт шщщт №
*Y‘Well?" ’ Imagine you did not stop to talk to your own comendable habit was m lng to hls old habit, on the miniature I tho”^ t ”®ЛоидХ^“е aroused "Hls first move, as now seen, is to ; i00k your

Well,\ own thoughts in re- blrn^. his favor this rime; but in the prosper- her father which she wore, In defi- topic. Youi suspicious were a arm and stretch our notice."
■■Thmklhg of ™yo'vn1‘h®U^d found h1.™: T fled ! was extremely sbakeh tive search you mentioned, he will anm of fashion, at her throat. by the young couple you saw leaving raise hls g whlle

* tfVmnelled to bridle my tongue up by th,s tlmc an,l I knew only one probably have no such assistance." ,.j wonder,” said she, in a musing the house, whde mine-well ™а«а™^° ‘«ms forward for the imaginary dag-
mI,Te ГаТаГ scents were being foilowed thing to do and that was to escape. -Nor will he need it. I have un- tone, “if I imagined or really saw on you, at least, I may admit that there leans that mean r-
and deUcate clews overlooked or dis- But j carried one as yet unsolved en- bounded faith In your genius which Mr Adams’s face a most e^traordin- is^something ‘« the m t в “I should find it hard to say.
“fLd without proper attention. I igma with me. How came I to hear after all, Is back of the skilfulness of ary expression; something more than 6 neial manner whlcn oonv y ^ dld not see him do that. When I came

і murder as offering the most this man’s cries in Mr. Adams’s study, fbls new pupil of yours. You will dis- fbo surprise or anguish folio' » ’ nly . .. і , ba4 unon him he was thrusting with Ins
difficult problem that has ever come and yet find him on the second floor cover by some means the lady with mortal blow? A look of détermina от gagée " ^ са^ something* he has left hand ’across hls own body—a vlcl-
ln my way and, therefore----- ” when I came to search the house He ^Ьв dove-colored plumes, and through arguing some superhuman_____ ’. , пя t j have sepn no reason ous thrust and with his left band. That

“Yes madam.” had not time to mount the stairs while her the young gentleman who accom- taken at the moment of death, o d • _ • t th o{ this lmpres- is a point Mr. Gryce.”
“T cannot but wonder if an oppor- j was passing down the hall. panied her.” can you read that face fra" m „■ , T "Yes, especially as the doctors agree

tuntty has ben afforded me for retrlev- “It is a case of mistaken Impression shall at least put our energies you fail to perceive aught s af£prled ,n the same way, and that Mr. Adams was killed by a left-
tig myself in your eyes. I do not care Tour ears played you false. The cries in that direction. Sweetwater say? It would really be an aid to me I ja® Rented -n^the same у hel)ded blow.”
for thye opinion Of any one else as to c8me from above, not from Mr. ^ haye an ldea—•• That lo°ok It was not a com- roldy iTd mv sTspicilns turned in an-
likeаЬ'"make Tou fTrget my last ^мТе'аго aro not accustomed to play ; "And I may have one." .mTn one. But I cannot read it for ; other direction. Besides it is того na-

“s,—asst- T“ m“ “k « «.
P“I have ransacked the lTouse; there ■ ,agt nlght That dreadful room with ca]1 Sweetwater cnn. I certainly think, les, if he lo\ed the victim,

no back stairs." = its unsolved mystery was ever before n has a decided bearing on tills mys- And did not Bat tow .
me Thoughts would come; possibilities te such a fold to the lips, such a He does not mourn Mr. Adams.
TLld suggest themselves. I imagined \Zl' ot mingled grief and-what wak "But he is no longer master of hls

the myse]{ probing its secrets to the bot- tbat you said? Sweetwater has not emotions.myseii в tnar ^ of denth? “Very true; but if we take any of his
tom and T h n havp to make my actions as a clew to the situation, we

"Wait, madam; how many of its so- Well, well. I shall have to take all. We believe from hiss'ïï.rsï.ïÆS,” ;r. sir», s. W.. .■». »• ■. i»- ^

not looking for 
master.”

“True. We may consider that matter 
settled. Bartow was an innocent wit­
ness of this crime, and, having nothing . too many
lÆtZLr ôf course, she acceded.

There aropaper

„ , “i should not think of obtruding my-

3; refit TZTi Ttuo*T і
by Miss Buuer-^^^ar. that^sonmrime^forget

worth ever on the lookout for sarcasm myself open to a summons from the 
from his lips, bridled a little, though coroner?"

did she show her dis- Mr. Gryce grew thoughtful, eyed the 
good lady, or rather lier folded hands, 

air of some compassion, and

і

with an 
finally replied:

“The facts regarding this affair come 
in so slowly that I doubt if the inquest 
is held for several days. Meanwhile we 
may light on those two young people 
ourselvis. It so. the coroner may over­

shave ln bringing them to

ho j There was a shy emphasis on the 
word, and a subtle humor ln his look 
that showed the old detective at his 

But Miss Butterworth did notBut I worst.
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 

not. Another person enteredthey were 
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 

"I ought to have spoken of him

don’t say! Don’t you see the 
difficulty, then ?”

“The difficulty, madam ?"

“You

"Bartow was standing face to face 
with the assailant. In imitating hlm, | before. but I never like to mix matters, 
especially in hls unreasoning state of , and this old gentleman—” 
mind ho would lift the arm opposite "Old gentleman!”
to the one whose action he mimics. “Yes, sir, very old and very much of 
which, ln this case, would be the as- a gentleman, did not appear to have 
salient's right. Try, for the moment., any connection with the crime beyond 
to mimic my actions. See! I lift this knowing the murdered man.” 
hand, and Instinctively (nay, t detect­
ed the movement, sir, quickly as you

came.
It Is a sore
Gryce, which nothing but a fresh suc- 

make me forget.”
I understand you. You “If there were, 

have formulated some theory. You communicate with them." 
consider the young man with the tell- "And you heard hls voice In 
tale face guilty of Mr. Adam’s death, study?"
Well It Is very possible. I never "plainly,” 
thought the butter was rehearsing a “Well, you have given me a poser, 

he had himself committed.” madam."
man Is “Amd I will give you another. If ne

arecess can 
"Madame, the study does not

<To be continued.)

crime
*4Do you know who the young
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