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“ Marian Littlefield ! Where had ! heard that 

name before ? It certainly sounded familiar ; it cer- 
ainly connected somewhere with my 
where? I could not remem lier then.”

I was rich, and so was Marian. So it was not a 
money alliance. Neither knew of the other’s finan­
cial status till sometime after we became acquainted. 
No, it was love. Oh, heaven, how I loved her, and 
I love her still ! ”

from the hank, and also to convert into cash most of 
his personal property, whereupon she poisoned her

-iih * »-■ -
“This was the substance of it ; I can't give it in 

detail. I ou can imagine my feelings at reading this. 
It was a great shock to the community as well as to 

Of course I knew tha. ♦here was a mistake 
notwith- 

arian was-

memory. But

myself.
somewhere. But would others tiiink 
held ‘

“ She still lives, then ? ”
I don t know; that’s why I tell you my story; you 

a,!,aJe,l.CCt'!'e 1 1 wanl y°u to find her-or her grave.
Well, about two months before graduation we 

had a week s vacation. I. by the way, boarded at a 
boarding house established for the express custom of 
the students. Marian boarded in a private family, 
as did most of the girls. The advantage and pur- 
pose of this is manifest,” and my friend actually 
entering th SUCh emution he had exhibited since

V 1 waf Wil^, her there one evening during the va- 
cation ; she did not seem like her usual self : I play­
fully chided her aliout it. Then she told me she 
had a presentment of an approaching evil, just what 
it was she could not tell, but that it would in some 
way interfere with our approaching happiness, 
laughed at her fears and kissed her, but she refused 
to be comforted. But I have lef, out one very im­
portant fact in telling you my story. I forgot to tell 
you we had an additional bond of friendship, besides 
our mutual love. She was a stamp collector ami had 
a fine collection. Now I can resume intelligibly.

“ Opening her album. Marian turned to the page 
devoted to Costa tica. Taking therefrom the two 
reales scarlet stamp of 1865, she tore it in halves, 
vertically giving it an uneven terminator and handed 

part to me, saying, ‘ take it, Maurice ; it was 
issued in the year I was born. Take it ; keep it ; 
cherish it ; remember that whatever happens our lives 
are as those sundered parts—1 hey Mong to each 
other ; they should be as one.’ And Marian con­
tinued in that strange manner for some time. Now I 
really thought she had been affected by a bad dream, 
or something of that sort, and would be all right 
when I would see her on the morrow, and when I 
left an hour or so later I kissed her 
made light of her fears.

“ But I didn’t see her on the

•-----  i Î "uu,u miicrs lit.UK SO,
ing the high estimation in which M 

Id by all who knew her ?
“ My detective arrived.

up tl.c case and traced the fugitive pair 
irty miles away, vt >re he lost all trace 

mw1'.!* try as he Coul(l* failcd to regain it.
Well, to make a long and bitter story short, the 

case ran its sensational course in the newspapers, 
occupied the minds of the various police departments 
for awhile, and then gave place to newer sensations. 
It is the way of the world. But I kept several detec­
tives on the case for years, but to no avail. It was ti.e 
mystery of the times, and .emains to-day unsolved.’" 

Uo you consider it a conspiracy ? ” I asked.
. . , emphatically. Marian has hepn

spirited away somewhere and the scheme carried 
by clever criminals,—that’s my opinion.”

“ He took 
to a town th

“ Yes ; most

I
Perhaps.”

..." ! I I»» »o ! I knew Maris n ;
didn t or you wouldn’t be so skeptical. She 
true ! Some plot separated us ! You are a detec­
tive, help me find my lost darling and I’ll he your 
slave. Find the missing part of the severed speci­
men and you’ll find Marian. I see it all now ; her 
presentment told her to do it, and she divided
;e.Tu„£Æ’’ink ‘ Birl CO,"d d“ ”S *h'
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“I have it here,” and he took .'-om a small en- 

yelopp in in» memorandum book the mutilated piece 
It was as he had said, part of the des reales red Costa 
Rica, issued in 1865. His was the right-hand half.

Handing it back to him, he returned it carefully to 
its place m his book, bestowing upon it a wistful look, 
a.» he did so.

He then showed

the

tears away and he always carritd wiih him. She^as'a beaîiifui^î,1] 
—a handsome brunette.. . . morrow, nor have

1 seen her since that memorable day when we parted 
by the mysotis at the gate. Little did I think of the 
significance of that little blue flower, for, as yea 
probably know, it is also known as the forget-me-not.

“ I called for her the next day and was informed 
that she was not to lie found that she had dis- 
appeared during ihe preceding night, probably 
toward morning, as her bed showed evidences 
of havug been slept in. Then I remembered 
her presentment. Had it come true f It seemed so. 
At about the middle of the afternoon I sent for one of 
the best known detectives in New York, having in­
formed the local police of the affair, and they having 
made no progress in the

“ It was well on toward dusk of the next day when 
I was startled by the newsboys’ cries of * Here’s yer 
evemn papers ! all about the Littlefield poisonin’ 
case !—only two cents.” I bought one in feverish 
haste, to find out what it all meant. And I did find 
out. There it was in glaring headlines :

\Ve, after a little more conversation on the subnet 
which, however, will be of comparatively little interest 
to the reader, rolled into the Taunton depot.

Standing on the platform, evidently waiting for the 
train, was a man whom I knew. I thought of mv 
strange seat-mate. and then I knew the mission of 1 
man on the platform.

He wax Ihe superintendent of the State Lunatic 
Asylum at this place.

As mv strange friend and I stepped upon the pla*- 
form, the asylum-keeper touched Stockton on the 
arm, and told him that he was wanted. My frienu 
look around as if to run, but evidently changed his 
mind and walked away with Mr. Keeper, admonish­
ing me to remember my promise.

I told him I would, and then went to my home. 
As customary, when at home of an evening, I took up 
a daily and started to read, but, try as I would, I could 
not keep my mind on the words before me. The 
case of the stranger would rise before. Finally I 
threw down the paper in disgust, and gave myself 
up to cogitating on Mr. Stockton’s strange case.
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‘a female fiend.’
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“ And k went on to tell how Marian Littlefield 
nad returned from college, and, in 
known, induced her father

iisome manner un­
to draw all his money " Ah, I have it !” I exclaimed ; my memory


