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1t was clear that much must depend on

my answer.

“] obeyed my instructions, — that's
all.”

“Who gave them to you?”’ he rapped
out sharply.

“You'd better ask the princess,” I re-
turned, making a random shot. And a
very bad shot it was.

“There's something more here than
we understand,” Arnheim said quietly,
and, after another stare-at the déad man's
face, he shook his head. “Do you mean
to eay that the princess knew about this,
and actually found means to communicate
with you before you went to the Black
House and told you to come here and an-
ticipate us? Do you know what you're—
By the Lord, it would account for every-
thing!” he broke off excitedly.

I saw instantly that the suspicion had
taken definite shape at last. It spelled
crisis. I slipped my hand into my pocket
and held my revolver in readiness.

“What would account for what?” asked
Hammerstein.

1 held my breath for his answer. If he
told his suspicions to the others, I was
within an ace of death. 'He paused and
passed his hand across his forehead. If
I was Pershore they would kill me; but
if 1 was Provost, there would be serious
trouble for him if anything happened to

me.

“Whet the devil’'s the matter?”’ grow-
led Hammerstein, after a long pause. “Are
we going to waste the whole night?”’

“Fverything’s ready in the bedroopx,"
declared Yuldoff.

Arnheim drew a deep breath.  He had
made his decision. ; _

«I’]l have to wait. I'm going back
with him to the Black House. Some-
thing’s got to be explained. If I'm right
in doubting your story, Provost, you'll
understand why.” .

“May the devil fly away with me if
I do,” 1 answered indifferently.

“«You'll come with me to the Black

999

«Ag well with you as without you,” I
returned readily. I reckoned that I could
pasily acoount for him on the way. :

My willingness appeared to impress him,
but he put it to the test immediately.

_ “You have a revolver there. I shall
feel safer if you put it on the table.”

«] don’t know what the deuce you’re
afraid of. Here it is.” And I tossed
jt down. My only course was to play
the confidence trick for all it was
worth.

He picked it up. ;

“Go and get a carriage
Yuldoff.”

As the man went out, I threw myself
into a chair. ;

“Of course yowll answer for this af-

, Arnheim,” I said.

“Somebody will answer for it,” he re-
torted dryly.

Yuldoff was soon back; and then Arn-
heim, as if he had read my secret an
guessed my intentions toward himself,
guietly checkmated me.

“We are all going,” he announced. You
two each take an arm of Provost’s and
T’ll bring up the rear. He may have for-
gotten the way to the Black House.” I
could have cursed his caution, but any
attempt at resisfance was useless then.
So I put the best face I could on
matters.

“You make me a prisoner, then?”

“«If I’m wrong, I can give you my
reasons and apologize afterward. You'll
be the first to say I’m right and to thank
me. The prince will say I'm doing
right.”

“You may not relish the form my grati-
jude may. take,” I said dryly-

A minute later we were all four on
our way to the Black House, and the
outlook for me was blacker than ever.

CHAPTER V.
Hopelessly Ensnared.

The drive was a short one, and when
we pulled up under the great portico
Hammerstein and Yuldoff linked their
arms in mine and led me into the house
‘n the same fashion they had brought me
out of my flat.

We passed through a wide hall, where
a number of servants and others who
were in attendance stared at me curious-
ly. From here we turned at right angles
along a broad corridor, and entered a
room near the end. The lights were
switched up, and Arnheim went away,
leaving me in charge of the other two.

Ask a question I dare not, of course.
To have shown any ignorance of the
house would have betrayed me. I en-

of some eort,

deavored to assume a manner of indifler-!

ence with a dash of indignation at my
treatment. But the situation tried my
nerves to the utmost.

There must be, of course, dozens of men
about the place who would be able to de-
tect the difference between Provost and
myself in an instant, and what would fol-
low, where men were as desperate as
these, was certain enough.

Even if the imposture were not discov-
ered, matters were about as ugly as they
could be. e inference- that, as Gerard
Provost, I had murdered myself, Guy
Pershore, had been drawn instantly by
these three men, and every one would
jump to the same conclusion. I could
only hope to save myself for the time by
fathering that deed; and if I did so, any

_ hope of afterward clearing myself would

become ‘ten thousand times more remote.

On the other hand, if I were recognized
as Guy Pershore, I should be held answer-
able for the death of Provost, their com-
rade. I ehould be known to have taken
possession of his papers, and so to know
all the secrets of their plot. If, before
this, they had deemed me dangerous
enough to seek my life, there was not
even an infinitesimal chance that they
would spare me Now.

"It seemed that whatever happened I
must be irretrievably ruined, even if my
life were not immediately ‘taken. All the
influence of my father’s old friend, the
minister, could not prevent my having to
stand my trial for murder; and to prove
my innocence, after the fatuous things I
had done, would baffle the wit of man.

For over an hour I sat in this distracted
mood, seeing nothing ahead but death in
some shape, either by the men I was try-
ing to fool, or by my own hand. I wel-
comed even Arnheim’s return as a relief
from the gloom of those thoughts.

He beckoned to the others, and they

‘ led me back through the hall, up a broad

stairway to the floor above, and without
baving said a word, they ushered me into
a room where, to my astonishment, not
Prince Lepova, but Stephanie alone was
awaiting me. She sat at a table littered
with many papers.

Her eyes were flashed on my face as I
entered, and I saw by the look in them
and the nervous start she gave, that she
recognized me. But the start was in-
stantly repressed, and she affected to fin-
ish the reading of one of the papers be-
fore she looked up again.

She was a consummate actress, and she

glanced at Arnheim, who was watching

-

| her eagerly, with a smile of reassurance;
and then turned an impassive face to me.
“Doctor Arnheim brought me a singular

story, Monsieur Provost. As, except to
myself, you are known to scarcely any of
us, and even to them only very slightly
indeed, he was inclined to be misled by
the strange resemblance you bear to the
enemy of our cause, the Englishman Guy
Pershore, who has paid for his enmity
with his life. That is the reason why you
have been brought here so unceremonious-
ly. You have but to ask him, and he
will, I know, offer you an ample apology.”

It was very clever. It put me in pos-
session of the facts, and at the same time
left me to declare the truth: if I dared.
1 turned to him.

“Well, Doctor Arnheim?” I said.

“You are quite sure?”’ he asked.

She frowned, and her nostrils dilated
slightly in anger as she glanced at him.

“T am not sure that I understand that
question, Doctor Arnheim. Once before I
had occasion to speak to you on the sub-
ject of your doubts of Monsieur Provost,
remember.”

“I will find means to deal with this
gentleman later on,” I said.

] will have no quarreling, Monsieur
Provost,” she returned sharply. “You
must bear in mind that the doctor has
our cause at heart to the full as earnest-
ly as you can have. His doubt was quite
excusable. If you had been the English-
man, you would have had to answer for
the death of our comrade and follower.
You will give him the assurance he asks,
if you please.”

There was no help for it, so I made the
avowal.

“Of course I am Gerard Provost,” I
declared hotly. “And he shall answer to
me for this.”

“Doctor!” said Stephanie. :

“] am satisfied. Monsieur Provost. 1
apologize to you for my mistake, and for
all that has occurred in consequence,” he
replied, and offered me his hand.

“] don’t want your hand, and won’t
take it.”

“Monsieur Provost, I insist,” she said.

“That makes no difference to me. This
is a personal matter, and concerns us two
alone.” Take the fellow’s hand I would
not. With a shrug he turned away.

An awkward pause followed, broken by
Stephanie. “You have the papers from
Belgrade, monsieur?”’

1 emptied the wallet and gave her the
contents.

“] have to question Monsieur Pro-
vost privately, doctor. Let the prince
know now, and ask him to come to me.”
With that the three men left the room.

As soon as we were alone Stephanie
laid down the papers and looked at me.

“Can I can go now?’ I asked.

“I have just risked everything to eave
yeur life. Is that your answer? Where
would you go, to whom, and to say
what ?”

“Can I go?” I repeated. “Or am I a
prisoner still?”

“Seeing that I have just freed Gerard

d | Provost, that is—"

“An end to this pretense. You know
me well enough,” I broke in impatiently.

“I know you to be Gerard Provost.” I
waved my hand in protest, but she took
no notice of the gesture. “But of course
if you prove me to be mistaken, you leave
me only one alternate. I must let my

friends know of that mistake. If you
were Guy Pershore—the man whose death
stands as a glorious credit to you as one
of us—then you would have to answer
for the death of Provost, for your posses-
sion of these papers and knowledge of our
plans.”

‘“But you
well.”

“T do not dare to know more than that
you are Gerard Provost. You have read
these papers, of course?”’

“Yes‘”

She lifted her brows and shrugged her
shoulders. “Then how would you act
were you in my place?”’

“What are you going to do?” I asked,
after a pause.

«] will do my utmost to save your life,
but you must not make it impossible.
You cannot go free from here as Guy
Pershore; you must be content, for the
time at least, to be known as Provost,
our follower; and you must pledge me
vour sacred word of honor not to reveal
a syllable of what you have learned from
these.”

“] am to be one of your spies, you
mean?”

“He was little else, it is true; spy and
messenger, but trusted. You will have a
different part. 1 have a great influence,
and you will be known to have my con-
‘fidence. I can save you from the des-
perate men among us in no other way.
Besides, if you were to be free to carry
this news to your chief, the lives of hun-
dreds of others would be jeopardized.
No. That door of escape for you is close
shut and double-barred,” she cried vehem-
ently. .

“You threaten my life, you mean?’ 1
returned bluntly and moodily.

“Is that fair?.Did I not risk every-
thing to warn you, and you laughed at
my warning? Have I brought about this
present position? Did I bring you here?
Have I not just acted and spoken this lie
to save your life, betraying all these who
trust me? Did I not leave it open to you
to declare yourself? Hate me if you will,
and scorn me; but at least be honest.
And it is not honest to use my words to
escape an avowal before the rest, an
now that we are alone to look to me to
let you 'go, that you may carry the news
you have gained to our enemies.”

“What are your terms, then?”

She paused and dallied with the papers
before her, then looked me full in the
face as she answered slowly: “I have no
terms. You have created the position,
and you must do as you will. You are
either Guy Pershore or Gerard Provost.
You cannot be both. You are free to
choose, but the choice must be final.”

“Plainer, please.” )

“If you are Guy Pershore you will have
to answer for the death of Provost. If
you become Gerard Provost, then Guy
Pershore is dead. You know how it has
been arranged for his death. The cause
of death will be formally certified, the
funeral will take place, and all suspicion
of the manner of his death wil be buried
with him as completely as all knowledge
of his real identity. You will never again
be other than Gerard Provost.”

“It is maddening, devlish!” T cried
beating impotently against the net which
held me hopelessly in her power.

“Why did you kill the man?” she asked
suddenly.

“I kill him! I had no more to do with
his death than a child unborn. I found
him dead in my rooms on my return
there.”

She dropped her eyes on the table. “It
is at least a strange coincidence,” she said
significantly. She did not believe my pro-
test. ‘““You have quarrelled often?”

I laughed in sheer bitterness. “Say at
once you don’t believe me.”

“What I believe is of no avail. Before
Arnheim and the others you accepted the
responsibility for his death. You were

in possession of his papers. Yow hands

know the truth‘ perfectly ¥
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CHILDREN OF THE IMIST.

London, June 4.—The report of the
royal commission on the congestion of
Ireland has been issued in the form
of a Blue Book. It contains some inter-

esting evidence with regard to emigration
to America.
Westport Union comprises 347,718 acres,

'

DEPARTURE OF FIZIGRANTS. T THE SPERs.

and the population is 34,672 According
to the evidence of John McHale, 322 fami-
lies, representing about 20,000 persons,
have holdings below the subsistence point.
They were, consequently, he says, depend-

ent on relatives in America or on annual
mugration to England or Scotland, where

A MOUNTAIN TOWN: «

i

they work as laborers. The flower of the
population has emigrated to America.
Since 1851 probably more than 30,000 fami-
lies have left the Union. John Welsh,
another witness from the same district,
said that about 20,000 persons were only
kept from starvation by the earnings of
relatives in America.

were stained with his blood. If you are
innocent, how can you clear yourself—k
mean in the judgment of others?”’

I began to pace the room a prey to
overwhelming agitation. Every word she
spoke in deliberate tones went right home.
It was the verdict every one would give
upon the facts. ‘I cannot clear myself,”
I groaned. “I know it. I cannot. To
try and face it now would mean convic-
tion. You have me fast bound in your
toils, and may well gloat over your tri-
umph.”

“] am as far as the poles are asunder
from gloating over you, Guy. If I can
help you I will. Surely, surely, I have
proved that,” she cried, with a passing
wave of excitement. ‘“But this is as much
to me as to you; to my life as to yours.
And time is pressing. You must decide.
Will you pledge your honor not to reveal
your identity and what you have learned ?”

1 hesitated. and then agreed. I had no
option. “Yes. I pledge my honor.”

“And the rest. Are you Guy Pershore
or Provost?” :

“Can’t you see all that it means to me?
I must have time to think.”

“It is not in my power to grant it.
Prince Lepova will come any moment,
and I must say you are Provost or that I
have been mistaken.”

“T can go before he comes.”

“Yes, if you tell me in what character
ou go.”

“] will go,” I cried, resolving like a
coward on flight.

«Jt will not help you to try. Nothing
can save you unless you join us.”

«I will go,” I repeated, and was hurry-
ing to the door, when it was opened by a
tall, slight, distinguished-looking man of
some forty years of age, with a thin,
strong, saturnine face, and a pair of the
blackest and most piercing eyes.

“Ah, your pardon, monsieur,” he said
courteously, his singular eyes expressing
considerable astonishment at my ruffled,
agitated looks. “Monsieur Provost, doubt-
less?” '

I drew myself up and returned his look
in silence.

“Monsieur,” said Stephanie, rising,
“Prince Lepova spoke to you. You must
decide now, if you please.”

The prince came into the room and
closed the door behind him.

“They told me you wished to speak to
me, baroness.” His looks from one to the
other of us showed his perception of an
undercurrent between us which he did
not understand.

“It was to hear this gentleman’s decis-
ion, prince.”

“A decision of Monsieur— He

‘paused, and turned to me, with suspicion
i as well as perplexity in his eyes.
! I drew a deep breath and clenched my
| hands in the strain of that moment of
{fateful decision, and my voice was husky
| with emotion.

“Gerard Provost, Monsieur le Prince.”

My emotion mystified him.
| “Of course. I was told you were here.
' And the decision—what is that?”
| Stephanie came to my rescue.
| “There is a little more under the sur-
| face than we can explain for the moment,
prince,” said she, contriving to imply in
| 2. smile that there was some personal
' understanding between her and myself
i which for the time was a secret. “Before
he went on this journey, something passed
| between us involving a great change in
i Monsieur Provost’s position among us.
He did not wish the matter mentioned

et; I, on the other hand, wished to let
! you be the first to hear of it. He was
| hurrying away as you entered, and o I
| think it ehould be deferred. It will be
% enough if T say that Monsieur Provost has
{ now my entire confidence, prince.”

What did she mean? Was it just an
excuse to meet the momentary difficulty?
Or had she some subtler purpose? The
! prince took the latter view.

“Your confidence, madame, is something
| we may all strive to deserve. Allow me
to congratulate you, Monsier Provost.”
! And he held out his hand. .

I took his hand without meeting his
eyes, and mumbled my thanks.
| “You are wearied, Monsieur?”’
| «He has not slept for two nights,
prince,” said Stephanie, making up her
| story with smiling glibness to cover my
embarrassment. “We can well pardon his
| somewhat disordered looks. After his last
| great services to your cause, you will
! have no firmer adherent than Monsieur
‘l’rovost. His whole interests in life are
| now wrapped up in the cause.”

He acknowledged this with another bow
and then asked to see the papers. She
handed them to him and he read them
greedily and with an occasional exclama-
tion of surprise and pleasure.

Stephanie pretended to occupy herself
with other papers, and I sat watching
them both furtively. The die was cast; I
had chosen my course, and I had saved
{ my life for the time; but I was weighted
by a sense of shame and wretchedness,

oppressed, beaten down, overwhelmed by

”

"infinite trouble

the calamity that had fallen upon m'e. I
was unable to think, and so dazed that

the whole terrible scene appeared to have
no more actuality than an appalling night-
mare.

“You have indeed done well, Monsieur
Provost,” exclaimed the prince, at length.
“First to get all these, and then to bring|
them safely to us. Permit me to echo!
madame’s expression of confidence. Therei
are those among us who have doubted
you, I know; but=these, and your deed
of tonight, will silence every one—in my
hearing, at least.”

T had sunk so low, indeed, when I could
hear this open reference to my supposed
commission of murder, and yet utter no
protest. But I was conscious of no feal-
ing now save a maddening desire to get
away and be alone to think; to face
things by myeelf, and seek some ease for
the burning torture of my humiliation.
But there were still deeper stabs to be
endured.

Stephanie looked up from her papers
and smiled.

“Ah, prince, the reason for those past
doubts of Monsieur' Provost is in large
part the cause of hisipresent success. So
far this has been known only to myself;
but you should know it now, Monsieur
Provost has often successfully personated
Mr. Pershore, even in Belgrade. Have
you not been taken for him generally,
monsieur?” .

“Yes,” 1 said, thinking shs merely
wished to rivet indissolubly my chains.

But her motive was to be made clear
later.

“It was in that character I first knew
him, prince. He rendered a great sarvice
to our cause in a way that instantly won
my confidence and regard. You know
that-I can read men.”

He bowed and spread out his hands.

“Your shrewdness has been amply justi-
fied in this case baroness,” he replied,
touching the papers.

“I wish him to enjoy .your confidence
equally and that of the princess.”

“Monsieur Provost can rest absolutely
assured.”

“T am very weary,” I broke in, sick to
death of the scene.

“Do you not think. the princess should
have an opportunity of thanking person-
ally one who has rendered her such con-
spicuous service?”

I tried to catch her eye with a pro-
test, but she avoided me.

The prince rose..

“She is close at hand. I will ask her to
come here.”

“You might have spared me this last
humiliation,” I cried indignantly, when he
had gone out.

“It is no humiliation, and it is neces-
sary. You must know whom it is you
serve, and whom you will ruin if you
attempt to break away from us.” \

I leaned my head on my hands and
groaned: ‘“Oh, God!”

“Don't give way, Guy. Listen! I
swear to you that I will cause the strict-
est inquiry to be made into the circum-
stances of Provost’s death, and if you
keep faith with us, you shall be cleared
from suspicion of having caused it. I
swear that.”

“It is too late,”
deep sigh.

“If you had only had faith in my warn-
ing and fled, all this would have been
avoided. Do try to believe now that I
have no wish except to be your friend."i

“Friendship!” I echoed. “What is
that but a part of all this grim mockery ?”

“My acts shall make you unsay that,
and—my love, Guy,” she declared ear-
nestly.

“For heaven’s sake, spare. me any such
added shame as that implies.”

She winced at this, but did not reply.
Presently she said, as the door opened:

“Here is the princess.”

I rose, and a cry of astonishment es-
caped my lips.

1t was Norma! ;

At my cry she looked up. She went as
pale as death when she recognized me,
and pressed her hand to her forehead.

Being alone, I did not realize that she
could be the princess, and I went toward:
her with hands outstretched.

But she shrank from me; doubt and
in her eyes, while her
look of fear as she glanced at Stephanie
made my heart bleed for her:

Then the prince followed, and stared
from one to the other of us in quick
suspicion and mounting anger.

Stephanie broke the silence.

“Princess Normia is Prince Lepova’s
promised wife,” she said, in a clear un-
ruffied tone. Then to the prince: “This

I murmured, with a

\ place the full account of death appeared

gentleman once saved Normia from a
great - danger, prince—saved her life, pro-
bably. But she believed him then to be
Mr. Pershore, the Englishman, who has|
just died. That was the service I referred
to a minute since. Will you present him |
now in his real name?” l

In a flash I realized the full infernal’
cunning of the stroke, and that I was
branded as a scoundrel and a murderer in-t
Normia’s eyes. i

A hot, passionate protest rushed to my‘
lips. But f dared not utter it. I was too
fast in the toils. To tell the truth was|
to court inevitable death. The only pos-|
sible means of yet saving Normia from
the ruin that I now saw threatening her
was by tacit compliance in this horrible |
lie. !

With a moan of anguish I hung my|
head in very shame as the prince was'
uttering the formal words of presentation.}

Then Normia’s voice roused me; and I!
looked up.

“What is your name, monsieur?”’ she!
asked, her eyes full on mine, with a wist- |
ful, eager light in them, as if—or so it |
seemed to me—she would only accept my |
condemnation from myself.

I hesitated, and the other two looked |
searchingly at me.

There was no escape. The cup.of bit-
terness must be drained to the dregs. !

“Gerard Provost, princess,”” I stammer-;
ed, my voice low and unsteady.- “Always |
I trust, your devoted servant.” !

For an instant she gazed at me, as if|
she would not believe even my own words |
against myself. Then, with a start, she |
drew herself up, bowed coldly, and, plac-
ing her hand on the prince’s arm, left the |
room. !

I understood. She had passed out of |
my life for ever. '

CHAPTER VI
A LIVING LIE. ,

Of the events of the week following my |
cousin’s death, ‘I have little reco]lectioni
beyond a blurred sense of nightmare hor-!
ror and sickening anguish of mind. I know |
that I must have been close to the border- |
line of insanity: and that I did not des-|
troy myself was due to nothing but the;
thought tha'gy living I might yet be able;
to help Noimia.

That even that prevented me has always
been a source of marvel to me.

1 remained all the time in my rooms,
Provost’s rooms of courss, to which I had
been directed by Stephanie. I was utterly’
and abjectly forlorn. I touched scarcely
any food, but spent hour after hour, day
after day, brooding incessantly upon the
fate which had befallen me, and lamenting
with the bitterest self-reproach the crass
blundering which had wrecked my life.

Everything I cared for in life was gone,
nor was there the slightest hope of ever
regaining it. The arrangements for ac-
counting for my death were carried out. A
supposed operation for appendicitis was
performed by Doctor Arnheim, and it was
given out that I had not rallied from the |
anesthetic ,and after my funeral had taken

1

in the newspapers.

I read the accounts myself, pored over
them, indeed, with a sort of gruesome
fascination, and read other _paragraphs
about my career—eulogistic references to|
my services to the government of Servia, !
together with more or less eloquentyre- |
grets that so promising a life had been
cut short by the hand of death.

Guy Pershore was dead, and it was Ger
ard Provost, the spy, the scoundrel, the',
wastrel, the vagabond, that read of his
death. Doomed to a life of infamy, lies, '
and bondage, I read and reread the story,
of my merits and promise, maddened by
its irony and suffocated by its shame.

A dozen times a day the revolver-bar-
rel was pressed to my head. My life !
hung on the whim of the moment, and |
the trigger would have been pulled and
the thing ended but for the thought of |
Normia.

I abandoned all hope of éver clearing |
myself from the charge of murder. I
could only do that by finding the real as-,i
sassin, and, although I had one clue—the .
dagger with which the deed had been |
done—there was not one chance in a thou- |
sand that I could find its owner.

1 was chilled and appalled by the sheer:
impossibility, and resolved to sicken my- |
self no longer with cheating hopes. And
with the abandonment of hope, I began toT
grow calmer. I ceased to think of the |
futility of struggling and to be impotently |
angered by it. Resignation to the inevit-
able took its place, and I surrendered my-
self to face death as a certainty.

I fevered myself no longer by the mad-|
dening alternations between hope and des- |
pair. It was not a question whether 1
could escape, but only when I would die.
Continue to live as Gerard Provost I
would not. Every instinct of my nature
rebelled. I should be a paltry scoundrel,
a sham, a coward, a living lie; and the |
shame of the thought heated my blood |
like a fever.

The one consideration was whether, by
playing the part for a few days, I could |
help to free Normia from the danger that|
threatened her. I could endure the shame

for such a purpose, and I began at last

to consider what steps I could take.

But for two days after I had first en-
tertained the thought I shrank from it
like a scared child, for one reason, that I
should have to meet other people in the
character of Provost. I shrank from the
actual contact with others with an abhor-
rence and dread it is impossible to des-
cribe.

I had shunned even the woman who
brought my food and cleaned my rooms.
I sat with- the door locked, and wogld
not let her enter the room where I was.
Letters and messages came from Ste-
phanie, and the messages I would not
even suffer to be repeated through the
locked door. My meals were only brought
in when I had retired to the inner
room.

Stephanie herself came twice during the
week, but I would not give a sign that
I was even alive, until they knocked vio-
lently, declaring they would break in the
door. Then, with a fierce oath, I swore
that I would put a bullet into the head of
anyone who tried to break in upon my
privacy.

In a word, I was all the time on the
border-line of insanity, and I should have
crossed it, or killed myself, but for the
reason 1 have stated.

Stephanie’s second visit was on the last
day of that condition of mental torpor,
and it was only a small thing that really
roused me.

I had been standing at the window
watching the people in the street and
wondering when, if ever, I should gather
tourage to go out among them, and feeling
that each one who.passed had the tiought
in his mind that shrinking from sight be-

hind the curtain of my window was a.

murderer; and as I turned away my eye
fell on the wallet in which the papers
had been brought from Belgrade.

In an impotent paroxysm of rage I
geized it and began to tear it to pieces.
I was beside myself with insensate, irres-

ponsible fury, and tore at it as though
it were indeed the cause of all my
trouble.

Then between the outer leather and the
lining I caught sight of a white paper, and
wrenching the lining away I saw on the
paper the word: “Normia.”

No other word, but folded inside were
notes for a considerable sum.

1 laid both paper and notes on_the
table and stared at them, with hands
pressed to my head as I sought to force
my poor, troubled-crazed wits to think out
the meaning of it.

I have often smiled in self pity at the
tremendous mental effort it cost me to
draw the simple and obvious conclusion
that Normia must have given Provost a
cecret mission to Belgrade, and that this
was the answer to it.

“But I could not attempt to solve the
other questions suggested by the discov-

ery—how there could have been a secret !

understanding between them; how she
could have entrusted such a thing to him,
seeing that she had never seen him; what
her message to Belgrade could have been,
and what so extraordinary a reply meant.
All T understood then was that she must
be in need of this message and money,
and that I would do my utmost to get
both to her without delay.

Here was something to do, and it con-
stituted just that impetus to action which
I needed. For the first time in all those
black days of horror a definite purpose

was formed, an actual and practical step

was forced upon me by which I could help
Normia.

With the thought' of preparing myself
to go to her, I went into the bedroom and
looked into the mirror. I was a sorry
object, indeed. I had not even washed
myself in all that week. My beard had
sprouted, my hair was matted and tousled,
my face drawn and lined, my eyes sunken
and shining with an unnatural light. In
that one week my face had become that: of
an old man. °

The change had one good = result, )
thought, with a bitter smile. No one
would recognize in such a scarecrow the
somewhat dandified Guy Pershore.  Nor
would any one be looking to find differ-
ences between me and Provost.

But the thought that I had found some-
thing which I could do for Normia roused
me. I bathed and dressed myself care-
fully, and then, not without a tremor of
nervousness, I summoned the woman of
the house. n

She started and began to tremble vio-
lently at the sight of me.

“Lord, how you are changed, sirl” she
exclaimed.

I have been very ill, my good woman,
but am better,” I answered very quietly.
“Bring me some food and wine.”

“You look so ill; mayn’t I fetch a doe-
tor?’

“No, thank you. I am quite myself
once more. ‘Tell me who has been for me
in the past week.”

“Only two have given their names.
A Doctor Arnheim, who said he called
at the request of Baroness Dolgoroff; and
a Herr Andreas Vosbach, A lady called
with the doctor yesterday, when
tried to get you to see them. And there
was a young woman, like a Greek she
seemed to me, who said she had heard
that you were dead, sir.”

“] 'am a long way from dead, now;
but I was very near it more than once.
Bit bring me the food and I will show
you by eating it that I am very much
alive.”

1 was suddenly conscious of a rav-
enous hunger, but I was prudent enough
to eat and drink sparingly and slowly.
Feeling much refreshed, I went out as
soon as it was dusk to buy myself some
clothes and get rid of the distressing
feeling that 1 must shrink from my fel-
low creatures.

For an hour or more I walked about
the streets, gradually ehaking off the
strangeness and conquering the intoler-
able impression that every ome who
looked at me was associating me with
that gruesome deed in my rooms.

Putting constraint upon myself, 1 en-
tered a restaurant at last, and sat smo-
king over a mug of beer, watching the
smiling faces, listening to the sallies and
loud laughter, with a curious sense of
detachment and isolation. It made me
melancholy. I envied the laughers, even
while I wondered how they could laugh.

But I forced myself to remain until the
feeling began to wear away, and at last
I oven smiled myself at a jest which I
overheard from a table close by.

I beckoned a waiter, intending to leave,
when from a group behind me I heard a
name which I remembered. .

“Trust Andreas Vosbach for that,” was
said, with a chuckle.

It was the name the woman had men-
tioned as that of one of my callers, and
instead of leaving, 1 ordered another
mug of beer, and sat on to listen.

They were discussing some little inci-
dent in which a-girl was concerned, and
this Andreas Vosbach was talking boast-
fully of what he had done. He impressed
me very unfavorably.

(To be continued.)

Maine Farmer Found Dead.

Auburn, Me., June 6.—The dead body
of Frank Furbush, aged fifty years, a far-
mer who lived alone on College road,
Lewiston, was found beside his wagon at
134th street late today. The man's neck
was broken and it is believed he met his
death by tumbling from his wagon when
alighting.
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COMMISSON O~
CENTRAL NAVED

Judge Landry, Fulton McDou-~
gall and A. I Teed to In-
vestigate the Road’s
Affairs

GOVERNMENT IN
SESSION HERE

Florence McCarthy Named a Liquor
License Commissioner in St. John;
Col. T.G. Loggie to Be Deputy -
Surveyar General; No Grant for
Fish, Forest and Game Preserva-
tion Association Promised; St. John
_School Bonds.

At a meeting of the provincial gove~
ment here yesterday Mr. Justice La%_;]ry,
Fulton McDougall, manager of the Royal
Bank of Canada, at Moncton; and Al-
mon I. Teed, of St. Stephen, president of
the New Brumswick Union of Municipali-
ties, were appointed a royal commission to
investigate the affairs of the Central Rail-
way under the recent act of the legisla-
ture. v

The commission will have full power
to investigate all the accounts in connec-”
_tion with the operation of the road amd
will examine under oath the various of-.
ficials who have had to do with the a:-
fairs of this road. The date of the first:
session has not yet been set.

'F]orence McCarthy was appointed a
liquor license commissioner for St. Johm.
in succession to Dr. T. H. Lunney, whose -
{ term of office has expired.

Lieut. Colonel T. G. Loggie of Chatham
was appointed deputy surveyor general to
succeed the late W. P. Flewelling of
Fredericton.

i A report was received from the com-
| missioners of the Central Railway to the
 effect that about 15 to 20 miles of the
|road between Chipman and Norton on
which no ballasting was done by Brown
Bros., or by days work under the late gov-
ernment is in very bad shape. Some parts
have recently been covered with water and’
trains have been running off the track
almost daily. The commissioners state
that they have not sufficient funds at their
disposal out of the ordinary revenues, to
make the needed repairs and they sug-
gested that a grant be made for this pur-
pose, say $1,000 a mile for twelve miles,

It is understood that steps will be take"
en by the government to have the neces::
sary work done. - :

A delegation from the Fish, Forest and
Game Protective Association appeared -
before the government and asked for a’
grant of about $1,500 to assist them in’
carrying on their work. They also asked

the origin of forest fires. a""?

The 'Premier. promised consideration,
but expressed a fear that it might not be.
possible to meet the wishes of the dals-
gation. He outlined the policy of the gov-
ernment with regard to fish and gume
protection and the proposed appointment =
of four wardens who ehall give all their”
time to the work, and said if it was found
that - this did not answer satisfactorily
then the Maine system might be adopted.
Mr. Hazen and the government all ex-
pressed appreciation of the work the as-
sociation is doing and promised to give
the request their best consideration. y

R. B. Emerson, chairman of the school
trustees, J. V. Ruseell, M. Coll, and Supt.
Bridges, presented a request for permis-
sion t6 make a bond issue of $40,000° for
the proposed addition to the Winter*
street school. They pointed out the need’
of improved school accommodation in the
district. The government told them that’
they would not give permission until they
had discussed the matter with the civie
treasury board, as they felt it was only
right that a matter involving such a large
addition to the debt of St. John should
be approved by the people’s representas
tives., The government will get the ans<
wer of the treasury board before decid«:
ing.

OLD SCOTTISH SANCTUARY.

(London ‘Globe.”)

The old sanctuary of the Abbey and
Palace of Holyrood House, to quote the
full description, was an interesting insti-
tution. The debtor was free from arrest
during the week. On entering the sance
tuary he enrolled himself in a formal
manner and obtained a room—that is, if
he could pay for it. There was a public
house within the boundaries, and it wag
not uncommon to see the debtor in tha
inn playing dominoes and his creditors
standing looking in at the window with
wistful eyes. The debtor was safe, and he"
knew it, and the face of the creditor
told the same tale. Sunday being a dir
non, the debtor could leave his sanctua
and visit his family, but he had ter
careful to get back to Holyrood on .
day night. Sometimes a debtor had t.
temerity to leave on a week day, but h
did o at his peril.

Canaan (N. H.), boasts a father and
mother with twenty living children of
their own. - They are Mr. “and Mrs.
Charles L. Dickey. Of the first ten chil--
dren one was born each year from 1882,
until 1891 inclusive. The eleventh child
was born in 1894, one each in 1896, 1897
and 1898, and the rest in 1900, 1901, 1803, -
1004, 1906 and 1908.

MY LADY'S LID.

My scat!
Where did she get that hat?
Who ever did
Invent a lady’'s lid
Like that?
Who had the nerve to roll it out
And stretch it more and more,
From centrepiece to rim, until
It spreads from shore to shore,
And likewise lifts its summit up,
On birds’ and others wings,
Above the earth until it scrapes
The clouds and other things?
Who added to its wondrous width .
Of brim, so that the space
Could easily accommodate
An automobile race?
Say, who done that?
Who built her hat?
Who made it something never seen
On earth or in the sky,
A flat of wide extended plain,
A mountain towering high?
Cut wider doors for her to get
Inside of any place,
Push up the clouds to let her stand
Erect upon- the ground,
And shove the wide horizon back
To let her turn around.
Oh, weirdly witching, woozy hat
That flattens out and towers— i
Who ever saw a thing like that— 3
A pancake filled with flowers?
‘A bhat contagious—spreading? Yes.
That names the Merry Wid.:
And she who fails to catch it should
Slip out and change her lid,
Gee whiz!
What a wonder woman is! -
And my scat!
Where DID she get that hat?
—New York-World.
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