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She flushed still more deeply, 
ought to tell you, I think,” she said, wit' 
a hesitancy that did not escape the keen 
old eyes. “Mr. Warren has asked me 
more than once of late to matry him. 
He renewed -his proposât this morning.

“Â highly appropriate, time, indeed. 
And what was yeur answer? You are 
yotrr own mistress, but I hope you will 
not refuse me your confidence.

"‘Why should I? 1 have very few 
friends. You are the only person I can 
speak to on such a matter. I have told 
him that the present was no time for 
such considerations.”

“In other words 
the proffered hono

The lawyer, from sheer force of habit, 
could scarce control the cross-examming 
ring of his voice.Again Edith looked her surpnse. 1 
found it hard to be as .decided in my 

would have been the case un­
der different circumstances; Though it 
was not, perhaps, in the best of taste on 
Jiis part to discuss tne subject at such 
an hour, I cannot blit appreciate the 
kindness which prompted a renewal of 
his offer. However, 1 do not think I 
shall ever marry Mr. Warren.

VI should think not, indeed! It is like 
his confounded impudence even to dream
of-it. He must be an idiot.

Whatever her sentiments toward a de­
clared admirer, it is not in femimne nat­
ure for a girl to regard as an idiot one 
who has- given so convincing a proof of 
his intelligence as to be most anxious to

^tMnk you are rather unjust," said 
Edith, disconsolately. “After all, I am 
a poor, friendless girl, and although my 
feelings do not permit me to accept Mr. 
Warren’s proposal, I should be none the 
less grateful. I am sure his only idea 
was to let me know that I need not be 
without a protector”

“Fiddlesticks! When you.grow,a little 
older, my dear, you will learn to regard 
all your fellow-creatures with suspicion. 
Besides, how dare you say you are 
friendless? Doesn’t a. certain old fogy 
named Aingier count for anything?

“Yon tell me to mistrust all my fel­
low-creatures,” retorted Edith.

“Ah! That is mdre like your old self. 
Of course I am the exception that proves 
the rule. In any case, please do not 
listen to any proposals of marriage just 
at present. For all you can tell, our 
dear old friend may have left you a snug 
little fortune; and, though I know you 
too well to suppose monetary questions 
would .influence y.oii in : the slightest de­
gree, yet experience has taught me that 
in the first flush of a bereavement wo­
men are apt to attach àn altogether ex­
aggerated value to any trivial act , of 
kindness or expression, of sympathy.

"I have the beat of reasons for know­
ing that I have nothing to expect from 
Lord Amcliffe’s estate," said Edith, 
with a war little smile. “I owe that dear 
old .man even, more than you can guess, 
but-it was thoroughly underatood be­
tween ns that whatever benefits I was to 
receive from him would be conferred 
during'his lifetime.”

“What do you mean?” demanded the 
lawyer sharply. “Has Lord Arncliffe 
made any fresh will since I was here 
last?” "

“Why, no, I do not think so. But-—”
“Théo don’t talk nonsense, child.' I 

find I must clear the air a little. Kindly 
send Mrs. Warren and her son, and 
Simpson, Lord Amcliffe’s valet,1 here to 
me. And, of coarse, come back your­
self."

Edith looked-somewhat astonished, 
rose obediently to execute his wishes.

Left to himself, Aingier indulged in 
some thing resembling a most un-lawyer- 
like Chuckle. “As well how a* later, 
he ,ttnrmor.e$ “And I think this will 
put a spoke Jn, that bull-headed botiby s 
wheel. He might have broken my neck, 
confound-him!” .

The old solicitor had never had an ex-, 
sited opinion of Harry Warren, and the 
too-exhilarating drive of the previous 
night.-had pat a seal to the instinctive 
dislike. “N0,”hè continued, with a grim 
smile, “I don’t think we shall hear' any 

. more Of Master Harry’s pretensions.”
He took a document from his breast 

pocket and studied it with much satis­
faction. He was still engaged in this 
seemingly pleasant task when the door 
opened and Mrs. Warren entered, im­
passive as ever, followed by Edith, and 
Simpson, the deceased peer s attendant.

“You wished to sëe me, I under­
stand?” said Mrs. warren. “I am sorry 
•" " not in the house at the

to the said David* Simpson during his 
lifetime. It is my wish that all the 
above-mentioned legacies be paid free of 
duty.”

“Iing; within a few minutes .he was deep­
ly immersed in a recent treatise on naval 
architecture.

Then caine that epft, guarded 
again, which, were it not for the 
ing of the oak floor, must have passed 
unheard. This time Aingier was pre­
pared. He flung htt bedroom door wide, 
and the flood of light- from within fell 
on Harry Warren, standing, pale and 
open-mouthed, in the corridor. He was 
without his boots; he carried an extin­
guished candle in bis left hand, with his 
right arm he encircles a sleepy-eyed 
puppy.

“What oh earth have you been do­
ing?” demanded ■ Aingier sharply.

“I-—I went to find—this little chap," 
said Warren confusedly, his naturally 
red face flaming back from white to 
brick color.

"Hunting for a dog at this hour? Ab: 
surd!” __

the certainty of her convictions, nor was 
he pleased by her defense of Lester.

, .“Between Lester and Aingier we are 
ifi for a fine old scandal,” he said With 
a scowl.
/ “Mr. Aingier? What does he know 
about it?’!

“Mr. Aingier will tell-you himself, my 
dear young lady,” said the solicitor, 
speaking f-rotn the open doorway. He 
had overheard Warren’s exclamation, 
and the latter, somewhat abashed, drove 
off to the stables in sulky silence.

Lester, stepping opt briskly, mefc< a 
keeper with a dog, who. questioned him 
as to his business. He satisfied the .man’s 
doubts and thiuking .it was unsual, to say 
the least, that a visitor leaving the Hall 
by the proper road at such an hour 
should be called on to explain his pres­
ence, produced a cigar case and invited 
the .keeper to accoriipany him as far as 
the gate.

Iu a quiet country place unwonted ex­
citement will loosen tongues more than 
ordinarily cautious.' “X elveteeus” was 
no exception to the rule.

“His lordship was .what people call n 
recluse, sir,” he said. "Nobody, not even 
a village tradesman, was allowed to ap­
proach the Hall without his permission. 
There was never any company. His 
lordship took his pleasure either in read- 
i'n’ or writin’. Sometimes, on a fine 
mornin’- he would sit for hours on a can­
vas chair hidden by bushes and watch 
the birds and rabbits itf the woo<ls.”

"He was a man after my own heart."
“I shouldn’t have thought that, sir,” 

said the keeper with a- canny humor in 
his tone.

“You say that because you saw me 
escorting Miss Holt just now?"

“Mebbe I did, sir.”
“There-is no doubt about it. You-were 

crouching behind the largest of three 
elms and holding your dog by the neck 
lest he should run out into the open.

"Phew!” whistled the keeper. “Who’d 
ha’ - thought you cbuld. spot me like 
that?”

“You fancy I would make an expert 
poacher, eh? Well, if Lord Arncliffe 
forbade the killing of game, I shouldn’t 
carry two, if not more, young rabbits in 
my coat pocket. Have another cigar to 
smoke before yoïi go to bed. Good 
night”

“Good night, sir, and thank you kind­
ly. Ypu’re a rum un, you are!” added 
the man under his breath.

Although Lester had amused himself 
at the rustic’s, expense, his reflections 
were serious enough as he neared the 
village. Edith Holt, growing calmer af­
ter the discomfiture of Lizzie the kitchen 
maid, was able to add nothing to Lord 
Amcliffe’s nebulous theory that he was 
being done tir death. Striving to lead 
her from a distractiugt opic, Lester 
ed himself to make their chat more gen­
eral in character. He spoke of himself 
and his aims in life, knowing full well 
that the girl would repay his confidences 
by her own simple story.

She was " the daughter of an English 
classical tutor who contracted a marriage 
Somewhat late iu life witjr a woman 
belonging to a poor and proud Channel 
Islands family.

me,” she said coldly. “Of that you may 
be anre. Naturally, I am very sorry to 
think that the person lives who could 
wish harm to a dear -oid gentleman like 
Lord Arncliffe. Good night, Wilson.’

"Good night, miss," he sighed.
“And, by the way. should yon be pass­

ing tomorrow you might call if you have 
any further news.”

He brightened up considerably. “You 
may rely on me, miss. Something will 
turn up. that’s certain, and I’ll get out 
somehow.” He strode off, softly whist­
ling a popular air.

She watched him from the porch. “1 
do believe,” she said to herself, "that 
Wilson was sheepishly anxious to flirt 
with me. Yet he is aware that I am en­
gaged to Harry. And they say Lord 
Arncliffe was murdered! What can it all 
mean ?"

“Now, honey, it’s time that lass 
yam (home) an’ i’ bed,” came a 
voice from within the cottage.

“All right, mother, I’m coming."
The girl passed her hands against her 

bosom in a tremulous rush of. agonizing 
doubt. Then she went in and barred the 
door on specters; but it is hard to say 
whether or not she was. successful.

Warren, who was really a skilful driv­
er, succeeded in restoring Aingier’s con­
fidence before they reached the first gate 
of the park.

“Would you mind if I drove round to 
the West Lodge?” he asked.

“Why do you wish to take the longer 
route?” was the cautious query.

“We may meet Mr. Lester. I thought 
tthat you might like to have a word or 
two with him.” Warren was prepared 
with this explanation. It was forth­
coming readily.

"Not a bad idea. It is late already, 
and I can do a little at the Hall tonight.” 
In reality, the old lawyer was tickled 
with the notion that he might have a 
chance to question an important witness 
taken unawares.

The manoeuver failed, for the good 
reason that Lester not only- escorted 
Edith -Holt back to the East Lodge, but 
obtained her permission to walk with hei 
to the door of the Hall.

The pair in the (jog-cart encountered 
no one on the -highway, nor was auy 
person other than a gamekeeper to be 
seen on the white ribbon of the open 
drive within the park. Harry Warren 
unconsciously flicked the mare again, and 
Aingier stifled a protest, meutally regis­
tering a vow that he would secure anoth­
er Jehu while he dwelt at Arncliffe.

“Beg pardon," said Warren, briefly. 
“I was thinking of the outlook.”

“Yonr thoughts take an unnecessarily 
active form,” growled'the lawyer.

‘The fact is, Mr. Aingier, I was won­
dering who would be my new employer. 
You see it is a serious thing for me."

“At present I am in charge of the 
estate as resident trustee, and it ‘ will 
certainly be*\a most serious tiling for 
me-if you throw me out of this infernal 
conveyance!’

“I suppos 
get- the titty and the bulk qf the prop­
erty?” persisted Warren.

‘The title becomes extinct, there being 
no direct descendant of his lordship,” the 
lawyer answered dryly. “You, as agent, 
know well enough that the estate is not 
entailed. Lord Arncliffe was what is 
styled a self-made man. He could, if 
he chose, leave everything lie possessed 
to you, Mr. Harry Warren.” “

“By gad! No such Hick!"-.
Warren rollhd .his tongue iu his mouth 

He collected rents amounting to ten 
thousand a year. Thrice that sum came 
from cotton and cloth mills in Lancashire 
and Yorkshire, and the deceased Earl 
was credited with enormous deposits of 
ready money, in xtwo banks. - 

. Aingier -enjoyed. th& analysis oâï'Wap- 
ren’s!. feelings. How this Beefy Young­
ster'would revel in the delights of mil- 
lionairedom! Already the mare was lift­
ing her head under the urging of the 
reins.

"Failing you,” .he went on, “bis lord­
ship might devise his money to estab­
lishing a home for idiots.”

“Don’t be too severe on me, Mr. Ain­
gier. I am a bit upset by today’s events, 
and I assure you that there is not the 
slightest danger in sitting behind a quiet 
animal like this. Ail I want to say is 
that I hope, whoever succeeds to the 
property, it will make no difference to 
me,”

“When I was a young man I gave no 
heed to considerations of that: sort. I 
always endeavored to serve my employ­
ers faithfully and well, trusting to my 
services to secure my position.”

Harry Warren would indeed have 
been slow wilted If he misapprehended 
this tart rejoinder. For the remaining 
quarter of a mile his nervous companion 
had no occasion for further protest» It 
was a pleasant night for a drive, and 
the lawyer recovered his equanimity be­
fore they reached tile house.

Edith Holt, standing, near the door 
after Lester had left htr, heard the ap­
proaching venicle. She recognized the 
sound of the wheels, and wondered idly 
why Warren had brought the solicitor i 
a circuitous way from the station.

She greeted Aingier cordially, telling 
him that Mrs. Warren, sorely tried by 
the Earl’s sudden death, was compelled 
to retire, and had requested her to await 
his arrival.

Instantly Warren began to recken the 
sequence of events. When had liis 
mother seen Edith? It was evident that 
the latter had cut . short her conversa­
tion with Lester. He was mistaken. 
Mrs. Warren, completely prostrated, had 
left, a message for Miss Holt with a 
footman, but the belief served to banish 
her son’s ill humor.

Sé Dr. Lester! a maze of terror I 
m* „niv certain of the one dreadful 
*b™ng° some loathsome creature has killed
mTUev "were walking slowly along arf m "AS £ ss

rJ er was not aware that a foot-path 
L Vrsed its higher ground—it was in- 
J„d the ancient track of moss-trooping 

s superseded by a graded highway. 
5,* , a man Who has led expeditious 
through the forests and swamps, of the 
rmizo should possess hearing trained to 
. marvelous degree where lurking foe 

oroivling beast is concerned. A slig 
Ide of grass ou the elevated path 
divert'd a waruing, the first time— 
Acre was no doubt the second.

•■Pardon me one moment,” said he to 
companion. Then he sprang lightly 

n the bank, and peered through a clump 
? nut-trees. Edith Holt heard a slight 
1 of dismay as Lester confronted the 
blinking form of the enterprising Lizzie. 
-Whv are you trying to overhear our 

nnversation?" he demanded sternly. 
•■Please, sir, 1 wasn’t,” she stuttered, 

.Iteriiately blushiug and paling.
-if vou are not a spy, you should not 

Which way are yçu

There now, she is all right. I forgot 
myself. If I have a whip in my hand 
1. must use it. But, look here, .Mr. 
Aingier, this is all rot! Dr. Smalley has 
given a certificate. His lordship died of 
heart disease.”

‘‘So shall I, unless you drive .properly,” 
was the curt response. For a little time 
the soliciter sat in silence, clinging to 
the side rail and nervously watching the 
horse’s ears. Warren, cursing his own 
stupidity in checking the other man’s 
confidences, gave closer heed to his task. 
Nevertheless, they passed through the 
village rapidly.

Two girts, chatting at the garden 
gate of a neat cottage, watched the dog­
cart go by. In the dim light it wàs 
difficult to distinguish the occupants of 
a fast-moving vehicle. , ,

“Isn’t that Harry Warren?” asked 
of the pair, an apple-cheeked young 
woman whose indoor attire betokened 
that the cottage was probably her resi­
dence. .

“Yes. I saw him as became from 
the Hall. He has been to fttdi 
from the station, most jikely.

There was an indecisive pause. Then 
the first speaker said with a pout'- . I 
wonder he didn’t call, or at least wave 
his hand in passing. Ever since the 
New Year he makes out he has been so 
busy that he can hardly give me half an
Kniip q wApk ”

V The rattle of the vehicle died away. 
The solemn calm of a summer’s night 
settled down again on the quiet ham-

tread
creak-Author of 

iotis Disappearance
Then Mr. Aingier focused the paper in 

a clear light and read, very slowly;
I

"I leave the entire residue of my es­
tate, real and personal, to my secretary 
and amanuensis, Edith Holt, whom I 
have long regarded as a beloved daugh­
ter. I make this bequest in the firm 
conviction that she will make good use of 
my money, retain as far as practicable, 
my present establishment, take loving 
care of the artistic treasures accumu­
lated at Arncliffe, and carry out, by per­
sona! interest and endowment, the in­
vestigations which have occupied the 
concluding years of my life. My per­
sonal advice to her is not to marry. 
Should she, however, elect to enter the 
married state, I trust she will be guided 
in the choice of a husband by qualities 
of mind rather than body, by attainment 
rather than inherited rank. I appoint 
the hforesaid Thomas Aingier and Edith 
Holt sole trustees and executors of this 
my will, and I revoke all former wills 
and codicils."

le glared, but curiously conquered 
when her fellow-servant went on 
e just given him a note from thé 
It was ™ « lady’s handwritingaer who- he knows there ” **

io brought it?”
•kson's little boy.” Jackson was a 
er employed on the Arncliffe es

ira'' did not decliner'/°U

one
I meet him I’ll ask who sent it." 
was, to make an engagement of
i don’t say? I’ll just hurry I’ll overtake him?” , , 5 - 
Jzzie hurried, aud caught the Jack- 
chin swapping marbles with an r 
icy on the outskirts of the village X 
te failed to extract auy informa" 
■om him, a largesse of sixpence 
insured discretion.

,e was baffled.

was
thin answer as

“Really—I lost him. He ran out of 
my room, and—I had to follow him.” ...

, Aingier glanced' at his watch. “You 
followed him for half an hour?” he cried 
with increasing suspicion in his voice.

“I—don’t understand you,"
“My words are exceedingly plain. You 

passed my door-exactly. thirty-two min­
utes since.”

“That I swear I did not," cried War­
ren with more self-possession. “My 
room is oh the next floor, and I—follow­
ed the dog along several passage* until ! 
caught him. This is . the -nearest way

“Then who passed here earlier!”
“I don’t know. Shall 1 search the 

upper, floors to see,if, auy one is abou I
“It seems to me that there are some 

extraordinary "happenings in this house!” 
snapped Aingier, without answering 
Warren’s question directly.

The younger man appeared to he an­
noyed too. “Theye is nothing very odd 
about a young dog wandering a bit,” he 
said brusquely.

“That puppy is nearly souhd asleep. 
He wants to run nowhere,” growled the 
lawyer. , . V

“1 have been nursing him, you see. 
“You impress me .as a tender-hearted 

person. May I ask if your nocturnal 
rambles have ended F’-

“I tell you I have not passed your 
door before! You can believe me or 
not, just as you please," said Warren, 
and he stalked off.

For some considerable time thereafter 
Aingier tried to guqgs the true reason of 
Harry Warren’s ndtturnal' prowling, for 
he dismissed the excuse of the straying 
puppy as a stupidly conceived pretext.

Warren himself, though vexed and 
somewhat frightened because he was dis­
covered, was far more perturbed to thin’ 
that another had passed along the corri­
dor at the time stated by the keen-witted 
old solicitor. Who could it have been? 
What was the secret watcher’s object? 
Harry Warned did not sleep until long 
after he had restored the puppy to its 
dam, lying cosily amid the straw of a 
distant stable.

out.
some one

:
The lawyer’s crisp tones ceased. An 

awesome hush fell on the little gather­
ing. Simpson, with bowed head, and 
tears trickling down his furrowed cheek, 
had probably heard little since the 
tion of ;his own name. Mrs. Warren, who 
exhibited marvelous self-control, had laid 
a motherly hand on Edith’s shoulder, but 
the young girl who suddenly found her­
self the inheritor of wealth indeed “be­
yond the dreams of avarice," sat with 
blanched cheeks and startled eyes, her 
lips quivering with an emotion that tried 
vainly to find expression in words. ' 

“Come, come, my dear Miss Holt,” be­
gan the lawyer, soothingly, ‘"you must 
not break down. After all—”

“You don’t understand!” "she" gasped, 
as though the words restored her facul- 
ties. “It is all a terrible mistake! He 
did not mean me to have it.”

. Oh, yes, Indeed he did,” retorted 
Aingier with décision. “But pray calm 
yourself. There is, I regret to 
codicil, added by Lord Arncliffe 
ago which I have yet to read."

Ah-., exclaimed Edith. The truant 
color did not return to her cheek, but 
she smiled bravely at her old friend. He 
sm,l . reassuringly.

A moment àud I will have finished," 
ag.v"11’" ™ken he bent over the paper

.V.‘.'P1'S (s a codicil to the will of me, 
William Bradshaw, Baron Arncliffe, of 
Arncliffe HâH in the County of Nor- 
toumberiand, the said will bearing date 
jKJrd of July, 190- I have reaiira to 
»*NieTe that poison has been administer- 
ed to me, and that I shall owe my death 
to that cause. I hereby direct my trus­
tees aud executors as aforesaid to pay 
tiie sum of ten thousand pounds to the 
person or persons who shall, izi their 
opinion, be mainly instrumental in dis­
covering the person by whom such pois- 
<m.®ay h»ve been administered, and this 
without regard to the question whether 
suen poison has been given to me ■wil­
fully or otherwise. And I further di- 
rect that as soon as shall be convenient 
after my death a post-mortem examina­
tion of my remains shall be made by 
some specialist of standing, preferably
Homfnfffc™” y6d in ”,Ch Cases by 

During tMg recital the valet, Simpeon, 
listened with rapt attention., Now, he 
sprang to his feet with an exclamation 
that startled even Mrs. Warren out of 
her habitual calm.

T knew it!" he cried. “By Heaven,
murderéd*!” p001 olli master w*e

“Wiff y ou kindly be quiet, Simpson Ft 
said Aingier, sternly. .

lie man hesitated, but the habit of 
subordination was strong, and he relaps­
ed into silence, only glowering sullenly 
around him as. though he expected to 
find the murderer within his Teach.

‘I need hardly day," continued thé 
solicitor, “that I do not believe there is- 
the smallest foundation for this unfortu­
nate notion of Lord Amcliffe’s. People 
who pursue gruesome studies such as 
toxicology are apt to harbor inorbid 
ideas, just as those who are always dip­
ping into medical works imagine them­
selves to be, afflicted with all sorts of

She went to visit 
d. and it was one of the queer 
ences of fate that she, should hau 

catch sight of George Lester s 
ure as he strolled toward the 
few minutes before nine o’clneL- 

11, I must be off now,” she cried" 
en impulse moving her to follow

like one. men-betovej —g ■ ■ |
g°™Bnck to the village, sir." ■ ■

The words had scarcely left her lips 
kpfove Lizzie realized her error. She had 
practically admitted, her .eavesdropping 
tactics Her face burned as she turned 

and hurried away. But she was exceed­
ingly angry, and, with a queer, feline 
Jte she longed to revenge her humilia­
tion oil the fair woman who had not eveu
““who is she, I’d like to know ?"

the kitchen-maid. “With all her fine 
,ir« an’ her long words, she s only a 
serrant like me.”

She was passing the lodge when the 
Thrthmic beat of a horse’s hoofs, hard 
Hriren came from the park. Being out 
of sizbt of Miss Holt and Lester, she 
darkened her pace. The lodge-keeper 
opened the gate, and Harry Warren
drAp dfish spirit “o/mischief moved the

Si“AreCye lootin’ f“i“ Miss Holt, sir?”
“No” answered he in surprise; then, 

t-ikine thought, he pulled up the horse. 
“Why did you ask me that?” he went.

/ !
let.

“Harry aud you are engaged, area t 
you, May T «aid her friend.

“Of, course we are. Every one knows 
that. If it wasn’t for hie mother we 
should have been married last year. As 
soon as Harry feels he is his own 
ter there will be no more waiting, I 
assure you,”

The assertive note was needlessly 
shrill. Perhaps Lizzie felt that she had 
meddled enough in . other people’s busi­
ness that evening, or it might be that 
the Walk homeward had cooled her tem­
per; Anyhow, she refrained now from 
positive assertions, and dread of a 
searching cross-examination kept her 
from ■ repeating the stray phrases she 
had gathered from Edith Holt’s words. 
But she would not be a mischief-maker 
were she to leave the topic wholly.

“Will his lordship!s death make any 
difference?" she asked.

‘■Difference? To me and Harry?”
“Don’t snap at me in that fashion. 

May. I only mean that somebody else 
will own the Hall. Who is it; have you 
heard?"

“No one knows. Tliat-is, Harry does­
n’t, and he could hear any news that 
was going on. But the Earl told him 
that he and his mother would not suffer, 
no matter what happened. Not that I 
don’t mind telling you I shall be glad 
when everything is settled.”

The girl sighed deeply. The camara­
derie of feminine sentiment caused Lizzie 
to twist her next question out of its im­
minent form. “Do you know—I mean, 
have you seen much of that pale-faced, 
fluffy-haired girl at the Ha!!, the girl 
who writes his lordship’s letters?"

She is always 
either reading by herself or doing all 
sorts of' odd jobs about pictures and 
china. I don’t rightly understand her 
situation. Harry says he hardly ever 
sees her." >—

“Oh !" said Lizzie, whose acquaintance 
with Mrs. Jackson, wife of gardener 
Jackson, lèd her'to hold precisely the 
opposite view. “Well, good-by, dear. It 
is nearly ten—closing time,: you know. 
Ask me to the wedding.”

“Good-by!"
They kissed an<J parted; 

i SWT.-fo* Digjiie,
speeding to the mu. Ought I to have 
spoken, I wonder! Better not,- 
hape, I do so hate tittle-tattliiigr.’

Harry Warren’s reputej "fiancee did 
not i-e-enter the cottage. She was dis­
turbed by vague misgivings. She looked 
up at the stars wistfully, striving to find 
sympathy in their fine aloofness from- 
such petty troubles as centered in Arn­
cliffe, though the tame astrologer of a 
woman's fashion paper had told her she 
must beware of Sirius the dog-star, as­
cendant in July.

"Half an hour a week !" she murmur­
ed bitterly. “If I had said half an hour 
a month I’d have been nearer the mark. 
And why did Lizzie mention Miss Holt? 
He swore to me he hated the sight ôf 
her, with her pretty ways and her minc­
ing talk. Of coprse, he, may have had 
tilings to occupy him; but'it used not to 
be so. Maybe, now that the Earl has 
gone——” ;

She heard some one walking smartly 
down the road. She peered intently at 
the figure, aud the livery of a groom 
helped her to identify the pedestrian.

“Is that you, Wilson?" she cried.
“Yes, miss." The gropnq. knew her 

well, having brought her many a note 
from the agent.

“Who was Mr. Warren taking to the 
Hall?"

“Mr. Aingier, the family solicitor,
“Oh, he has 

I suppose?”
The groom drew nearer. “That, and a 

bit more, miss,” he said.
May Mannering was a pretty girl, of 

the healthy bloom which is dear to the 
countryman’s heart. Secretly, Wilson 
admired her, and he was sorry for her, 
too, having.used his eyes shrewdly, being 
a “Border man." -

“Has anything gone wrong, then?” 
slic &sk(d. ~ ' » .

"Well, miss, there’s queer rumors," 
lie admitted.

“But his lordship was very old. Surely 
his death was expected?"

“Some people say it was a certainty, 
miss.” ■"

y, this is no time to go!" prow, 
gossip. “You needn’t be home 
another hour or more.” 
got to meet my sweetheart.’’ 

Liziie.
told me he was given a job in 

itle as a porter." 
i is a friend of his who takes 
S me on his account," was the 
reply, and Lizsie darted forth 
shadows of a fine June night 

In the nearest gate of the park 
saw Edith Holt. Though, of 
she was attired in different gar- 
rom the summer-like costume of 
riier meeting, he recognized her 
irst glance. She walked with a 
tance, and carried herself with a 
on that would serve to single 
from a crowd anywhere. Here 
ver a rival, Edith Holt had the’ 
ce of a rank far higher than that 
I her by the landlord’s chatter.
neither a prude nor a gallant, 

wondered what their strange 
really meant. He realized that 
must have yielded to some pow- 
itive ere she wrote to him, and 
too, that it lay with him to re- 
| from the natural embarrass- 
their first exchange of words, 

the surprises of that day iff be- 
ent were only increased When he 
that Mips Holt, Wlio: passed 
the gate before he Could reach 
the lead in their conversation, 
very good of you to he so puhe- 
he said. "Shall we walk this

mas-

snort-

say, a 
a month

"“uMk’wks demure. ‘Lcnly wanted.to
seekiif °her."

-Miss Holt is at 
"Oh, no, she’s not. 

ud the road there, with Mr. Lester, a 
gentleman who is stayin at the Fisher-
maThe vindictive note in her voice might 
have astonished the estate agept if her 
statement liad not set other speculations 
jarring in his brain.

He hesitated, handled the reins irreso­
lutely as though minded to tura.th® ve­
hicle, but seemingly changed Ills half- 
formed intention, and drove off at a rate 
rate toward the village, A groom, seat­
ed stiffly on the back seat, watched the 
girl curiously until the trap whirled him 
into the night. . ., . • ■"That’s one for her," said Lizzie with 
a sour smile. “Aud now 111 give her 
another, if only I can find May "Man­
nering." -,The railway station, as m many Eng­
lish country districts, was situated a 
needless half-mile away from the village; 
practically as far to the cBst ns tht 
Hall lav " to the west. Warren tore 
tlirdugh "«lie vfllagw fitMCtrmud aBWlçhed, 
the station ten minutes too soon,-his ap­
parent mission being to meet the last 
train to arrive that night.

The train was punctual, and an eld­
erly man alighted from a-first-class car­
riage. He moved briskly enough, al­
though his head aud shoulders had the 
student's stoop. His sharply eut, some­
what wizened features wore a distintly 
legal aspect, and his remarkably bright 
eves, peering under heavy, white-haired 
brows, discerned Warren standing on the 
platform long before the younger man 
could pick him out amid the crowd of 
hurrying passengers.

The newcomer was Mr. Aingier, of 
Aingier, Smith & Co., solicitors, Grey 
street, Newcastle, and King’s Bench 
Walk, London! Aingier greeted Warren 
cordially, but he llfid -on imperative way 
with him, and he showed it in liis man 
tier of ordering the groom to place a 
couple of portmanteaus on the back of 
the dog-cart aud walk to the Hall.

"I wish to talk without a servant be­
ing a listener,” he explained to War­
ren. "But why are, we traveling at such 
a pace?” he demanded.

“The mare is rather fresh,” said War-

save
the Hail,” said he. 

She is walkin’ exert-

ras the unexpected retort, 
some distant cousin wilh

CHAPTER IV.
Forty Thousand Pounds a Year. '

Although'/his rest had been disturbed, 
there was no trace of ' lassitude in the 
old lawyer’» appearance when he entered 
the breakfast room nexte morning.

■Mrs. XVarren.was there to greet him 
with her stately courtesy, in which a cer­
tain assertion of her own important po­
sition iu the household was blended with 
recognition of one who, was not only 
Lord Amclifi'e's legal adviser, but also 
trustee of the estate,. ...

‘T trust you are better fhia morning, 
Mrs. XVarren,” said My, Aingier, cheer­
fully. ‘■YàüVmust not let his. lordship.s 
death. deBtess you ttoo greatly. He Whs 
an. old man, you know., .old-enengh tto 
make you and me feel-quite youthfel.”

“Death.is always a terrible thing,” she 
replied, “and its terror is added-, to if 
there is even a. suggestion of foul play.

“Oh, that is the last thing you should 
think of. Our poor friend was slightly 
eccentric, eh? It is probable that all 
these disturbing rumors will be set at 
rest within the next twenty-four hours. 
By the way, has Miss Holt breakfasted 
yet?”

“I don’t know, Mr. Aingier.”
“Will you ask her to favor me with 

her company, In any case? And—^er—I 
might mention that I am telegraphing to 
my wife to come here today and bear 
the young lady company during this try­
ing time. In fntufe, we three will take 
our meals together.’’. ' ,

Mrs. Warren had the rare gift of not 
asking questions. She smiled pleasantly, 
and contented herself with saying that 
she hoped Mr. Aingier would tell her 
instantly if the servants failed to exe­
cute his commands;. Many housekeepers 
might have wondered why Lord Arn- 
cliffe’s representative-zhou’d be so con­
cerned about the welfare vf * girl-who 
was only an amanuensis. If Mrs. War­
ren indulged In any natural speculation 
on this point she uttered no word. She 
passed from the rootii with a quiet jingle 
of her inseparable keys;

Soon Edith appeared, pale but dè.lght- 
fully fresh-looking, wearing an unre­
lieved black dress which supplied a'won 
derful setting to the sunlit glory of her 
hair.

“My great-grandfather was a Roch- 
ambeet, an emigre,-who married Made­
moiselle Helene de Grammont, and % 
have been told that in a famous private

"Miss Holt? No.idicated the high road, leading 
om the village.
entirely at your services,” said

>d hardly apologize for my let- 
v began again instantly. “Most 
ily, you are a doctor, and, in 
ouble, one turns to a doctor for 
netinctively a» to a lawyer or a

lave my-Bympethy already,.and 
re you shall have my best conn

collection in London, there is a miniature 
of my great-grandfather, to which I bear 
a remarkable likeness,” she said.

"I can fully credit the statement,” put, 
in Lester, smiling in the-dorktieas at his 
recollection of the bewitching “marquise” 
of the afternoon. ïw,"

“I once told déâîvÉbrd Arncliffe about 
it," riie contimie.dy',:''àn(i if I didn’t so 
want to cry I cofiTjMangh .now at the 

if; wealthy conndis- 
. jffiin he wrote of­

fering to buy it. '“Neither would sell, 
but each wanted to .purchase the other’s 
complete cabinet.. Sqbn my poor Helene 
de Grammont was SWamped in the gal­
axy of stars which illuminated the let­
ters. You see, each coliéStor tried," with 
the most elaborate courtesy, to show his 
rival that his own gallery of celebrities 
was so neaWy perfect that it was a pity 
to withhold trifling exceptions from its 
completion, especially when price was no 
object.” .

“Would not you nave been the most 
suitable person to. buy your great-grand­
mother?” • / ,.

“Ah, you know .little of the ways' of 
collectors. Half the joy; of ownership 
consists iu the knowledge that yon have 
something another men wants and can­
not obtain.” -■■■■■!

The girl’s lively Wit made her possible 
engagement to a matt of Harry Warren’s 
type wholy incomprehensible to Lester. 
He paid little heed to the- plausible ex- 
piauatioh that n secretary aud amanuen­
sis might well regard the estate agent as 
a desirable spouse. Unreasonable though 
the feeling was, Lester longed to kick 
Warren for'his impertinence in asking 
this spirituelle, graceful creature to be 
his wife. He had no manner of doubt 
that such was the position between these 
two. Even now, when the fragrance of 
her presence was gone, and her clear 
sweet voice was only g memory, Lester 
was furiously, inexplicably angry with 
Warren. The absurd fit passed, how­
ever, and he laughed at Ms own folly. 
It was in a state of placid good humor 
that he entered the. bar of the “Fisher­
man’s Rest," where “Jolly Jim” and his 
sturdy poacher acquaintance were far 
more eager te learn details of thq gad 
end of the giant trout than to glean gos­
sip from the Hall; 
disposed to give it.

The hour of- ten disposed of external 
visitors, and Lester yielded so far to a 
personal curiosity as to ask the landlord 
if he knew whether, or not Harry War­
ren, was engaged to be married.

Jones laughed loudly. “Engaged?" be 
bellowed. “By gtira, engaged isn’t the 
word, sir! He’s hot, is that yohng man, 
very hot! But, mailt me, he’ll get into 
deep waiter if he Isn’t careful. I say 
nowt about Betsy Spence dr Polly Reu- 
wick, nor, do I reckon much on Mary 
Brown's affair; but when it comes to 
playin’ fast an’ loose wi’ sike a lass as 
May Mannering, why, my name isn’t J. 
J. if she don’t bring him up wi! a tight 
liné."

butl

he.
the truth was that Lester was 
ick -by the gitifa demeanor. ..He 

could .his 
describe him

tray lu vchl 
setir fenced Vi

io way conceited, 
l, if- such existed, 
lies’ man.” But that this beau- 
ig woman should-so calmly rele- 
t to the category- of fatherly 
Is gave him a twinge of annoy- 
; none of her aex had succeeded 
ng before.
1 unconscious of her own atti- 
th Holt passed a band over her 
though to dear away a baf-

per-nor

Earl was my only friend,” she 
I in a strained, nervous man- 
h told how feverishly i 
ig her emotions. “I did 
when I said that I owed every- 
the world to him. When my 
1er died, nearly ten years ago, 
ft alone, a little girl of nine, 
ven inspired my father on his 
1 to write to hie old ecboel-fel- 
William Bradshaw, as he was 

ask him to care for me,” 
Uliam Bradshaw, the great cot- 
"icturer! Did he become Earl 

e.?’’
only three years since. His 
the nation, his endowment of 
laities, brought him a peerage, 
accepted only as a joke. -Tt 
me decently, he used to say. 

ill forget that such a» old fos- 
dshaw is still living.’ My dear 

and benefactor! Who could 
led him harm!” She stopped 
back a sob.
■wishing to soothe her, said 
“Do not be too ready to adopt 
conclusion, Miss Holt. Lord 
whose career is, of course, 

to me, was an old man. It 
to me now to realize that I, 

dm a certain measure of roc- 
profession. It was Sir Wil- 

shaw who provided funds for 
cal Fevers Commission which
Pest Africa----- ”
re you the Dr. George Lester 
ered the Micrococcus African- 
nterrupted.
lted and gazed at one another 
ed interest. As for Lester, 
unded. Not many young lad- 

iteen could speak thus glibly 
organism he had detected m 

iden blood of a Congo nomad 
r months earlier. But the 
leam lied from the girl’s hnl-

she was 
not ex-

diseas.es. However, Lord Amcliffe’s 
wishes Tbtist be. carried out; and I have 
already communicated with Sir Henry 
Mathieson, the Home Office analyst, 
from Whom, no doubt, I shall hear in the 
course of. the day. Meanwhile, it it de­
sirable that scandal should be avoided if 
possible, and. I hope that no one—y ou 
heat me, Simpson?—no one, I say, will 
discuss anything that has passed be­
tween ns."

“Very good sir,” replied the man, 
humbly. “But—’’ and there was a note 
of peasant obstinacy in his voice—“I 
know my master was poisoned. He told 
me so himself—told me almost the day 
when he expected to die. And if it 
costs me every penny I owe to Ms good­
ness, I’M never rest until I’ve brought 
his murderer to the gaMows!”

that my son is 
moment.”

“Oh, never mind; his presence is not 
really necessary. Please take a chair. 
And you toft Simpson.”

Mrs. Warren bowed and sat down, 
while Simpson posed himself perilously 
on the edge of a seat. He knew his 
place, even if the solicitor were pleased 
to treat him so civilly. One wonders 
what happens when à genuine English 
servant of the upper class meets his 
employers in the next world.

“Ï have requested your attendance,’’ 
explained Mjr. -, Aingfer, looking at them 
severely over the edge of the manuscript, 
and speaking in dry, professional tones,” 
in order to communicate to yon the 
terms of the late Lord Arndiffe’s will 
Under ordinary - circumstances I should, 
as is usual, have deferred this melan­
choly duty until affer my dear old friend 
had" been laid to rest, but in view: of 
certain directions left by his lordship I 
think R better that those interested 
should be acquainted with his testa­
mentary dispositions at once.”

He coughed authoritatively. The oth­
ers sat in breathless surprise, and the 
lawyer went on: “I think I may say, 
without disrespect, that his lordship, 
like all the rest of us, indulged certain 
little amiabile fade; and while I am 
proud to believe that my firm enjoyed his 
entire confidence, it was his lordship’s 
pleasure; to draw up his will without 
legal assistance. It is, therefore, a holo­
graph will, but while it is not; perhaps, 
set ont as I could wish" (that was to 
say, Lord Arncliffe had condensed into 

one page what might very well have 
- said in twenty), “it is, I, think, 

The terms are as fol-

ren.
'So it would appear. ’ You must either 

moderate her ardor or I shall walk with 
the groom."

Thus admonished, Warren steadied the 
animal, and Aingier began to question 
him. The estate agent gave an accurate 
account of events at the Hail, and did 
not scruple to express his contempt for 
the view taken by Lester as to the prob­
able cause of the Earl’s death.

Bat Aingier was much interested.
"Who is this young man?" he asked- 

"Where is he staying? Is he known to 
any one locally ?"

"I never heard of him before today. 
As a matter of fact, if you wish to see 
him, we mav meet him on the road. I 
"as told that Miss Holt and lie were 
walking together half an hour since.”

"Miss Holt? Is lie a friend of hers?”
"Not to my knowledge. I am almost 

that she, too, met him today for 
Ike first time.”

"This is a very strange story, Mr. 
Warren.”

Tt is indeed.”
T ain not alluding to Mies Holt's 

Uenciiant for an evening stroll with a 
stranger. I am thinking of this Mr. 
I-estèr’s statement. You are aware, 1 
suppose, that iu addition to my partner­
ship in' a firm which conducts' Lord Arn- 
cliffe’s legal affairs, I am one of the 
trustees under his lordship’s will. Under 
the circumstances, your communication 
warrants me in divulging one, at least, 
of his lordship's testamentary conditions 
somewhat in advance of the ordinary 
course of events. Early in the present 
year my poor old friend added a codicil 
to his will. 1 tried to dissuade him, and 
even argued that lie was indulging in a 
Piece of folly which might have most 
unpleasant results. But what you have 
now told me compels, as I «have said, a 
remarkable avowal. Lord Arncliffe, in 
his codicil, deliberately states that some 
one is endeavoring to poison him. He 
directs thatl in the event of his sudden 
death, a post-mortem examination shall 
he held by ./Home Office experts, and, 
finally, he' sets apart the sum of ten 
thousand pbunds as a reward to the per­
son who, iflxthe opinion of his trustees, 
is chiefly responsible for the conviction 
of his murderer.”

to look after affairs,come

CHAPTER V. wfrMiVSB* 
Warren Objects. *

;
“I could almost condemn you to wear 

black for the remainder of your life, it 
becomes you so well, Miss Holt," said 
the lawyer, gallantly.

“I am beginning to wear it with a fre­
quency that is saddening,” -Was her quiet 
answer. - - —

But - Aingier was 'npt to be deterred 
from his avowed object. Some part of 
the gloom which -enshrouded Amctiffe 
Hall this bright morning must be ban­
ished.

“Of

Mrs. Warren and the valet had retir­
ed, but Aingier signed to Edith to re­
main. When they were alone he strove 
to rally her into a less despondent mood.

“Upon my word,” he cried, “for a 
young lady who has just come into forty- 
odd thousand a year you are not urfduly 
jubilant.” » - 

But Edith could 
mood.

even if Lester was

not respond to MsThe old man sgemed to be delighted 
that he was to have Miss Holt’s com­
pany while he partook of some supper. 
He promised to join her immediately, 
and Harry Warren, anxious for a word, 
seized the moment's interval afforded by 
the safe transference of thé solicitor’s 
baggage to his room.

“Edith,” he whispered, “don't forget 
that Mr. Aingier is a trustee. He can 
do a lot for us.”

“In what way?” she asked.
“Well, he can smooth away difficulties, 

you know. You should—be quite nlce to 
him.” Me nearly said “play up to him,” 
but the words faltered on his tongue. 
The girl seemed to be so lost in the great 
sorrow of her benefactor’s fate that eveu 
he felt the jar of the suggestion.

“Of course, I will enoeavor to make 
him comfortable,” she said simply. “But 
I have had a loug talk wilh Dr. Lester, 
and I, am profoundly moved by Lord 
Amcliffe’s extraordinary death. I fear 
I shall prove a very indifferent hostess 
tonight, Harry.” '

Now, the last thing a man of War­
ren’s shifty disposition expected was this 
candid admission. It astonished him. A 
new-born, tact induced him to be content 
with a growling comment about “inter­
ference by outsiders.”

“You and Dr. Smalley are quite mis­
taken in that respeet,” she assured him 
earnestly. “Dr. Lester lias been quite 
frank with me. His presence, as you 
are aware, was a sheer accident, and it 
is still more extraordinary that for some 
years lié should have been engaged in 
the research planned by his lordship in 
West aud Central Africa. You have 
heard une speak of it—the malarial mos­
quito, you remember. Dr. Lester forgot 
Sir'wiiliam Bradshaw’s new title. In­
deed, he thinks he never heard of it, 
which was quite possible for a man who 
lived during months at a time on the 
head waters of the Niger. He is recog­
nized as a great.authority on—poisons."

She dwelt solemnly on the. dread word. 
—Warren's natural petulance resented

toe course you are "greatly grieved by 
the suddenness Of yesterday’s event;" he 
said. “Knowing yonr loneliness, ! have 
asked Mrs. Aingier to come'here for a 
few, days.”

“That is indeed kind and thoughtful of 
you. But why should my poot little 
troubles be allowed to interfere with 
Mrs. - Aingier’s arrangements? It wiH 
disturb her -greatly- to travel' from Aln­
wick. And I suppose I must leave Arn­
cliffe soon. May I remain until after the 
—the—” The bide eyes' became a deep­
er shade. Her voice faltered. She must 
have yielded to the overwhelming sense 
of her own utter isolation had not the 
old man caught her by the'shoulder.

"Now you are talking nonsense!” he 
me some years.

I have not forgotten 
your kind words last night.”

“Yet you did not believe me, it seems. 
I told you not to bother yonr pretty head 
in the slightest degree as to the future, 
and now I find a disconsplqte little maid 
to greet me, instead of' thé lively young 
party I expected to cheer my break­
fast.” • . •

“Please forgive me. I am so sorry.

“No excuses arid no more tears. I 
hâve ordered breakfast for two. You will 
oblige me by sitting down and showing 
that your early morning in the garden 
has not destroyed your appetite.”

“You saw me then?”
"Who could help it? Even if the rose- 

trees had hidden you, Mr. Warren’s des­
perate anxiety to overtake you would 
have revealed your whereabouts.”

A little smile-brought a faint blush to 
her white cheeks. “At any rate I shall 
not lack friends," she murmured.

“No, indeed," was the gruff comment, 
and Edith was surprised by the law­
yer’s emphasis.

"What did Mr. Wàrreu say to mani­
fest his friendliness T’ he went on.

“Not even forty thousand pounds a 
year can help me to disguise the fact' 
that I am in grea t -trouble,” she mur­
mured brokenly. “I have grave reason 
to believe that had Lord Aingier lived 
he would have made another wHl of very 
different significance to that which you 
have just read.”

“Well, then, let us be thankful he 
didn’t," retorted the lawyer, somewhat 
brusquely. “I don’t mean we should 
be glad he didn’t live, but that he didn’t 
make another will. I’m sure he -could 

J not have improved upon this one. What 
possible foundation have you for what 
you say?”

“I cannot tell yon exactly,” she falt­
ered; “the secret is not my -own. But 
I was so unfortunate as to vex Lord 
Arncliffe very much some few weeks 
ago, and, although he treated me with 
the greatest kindness, he gave me clearly 
to "understand that I must not expect to 
benefit in any way under his will.”

“Strange,” said Mr. Aingier, musingly. 
“When did this most potent secret event 
occur?”

“That is true of us all, Wilson.”
“By gum, that’s a fact! But we don’t 

know the date, so there's no use: in wor- 
ing. Anyhow, folk are hinting that 
e Earl had to dig this afternoon.” 
"Good gracious, Wilson! What do 

you mean ?”
"If I say anything; you’ll not gi 

away, not even to Mr. Harry?”
“No. I am usually reckoned a trust­

worthy person.”
“No one need tell me that, mis*. Well, 

there’s a strange gent here, a fishing 
gent staying at ‘Jolly Jim’s’ place, who 
up and said today that his lordship had 
been poisoned."

“Wilson!"
“It's the truth I’m telling yon, sure as 

my name’s Bob. Did you know my 
name was Bob, miss ?’’

He was standing so close to her now 
that he could see the troubled droop ol 
her full lips. Yet his attitude was so 
respectful that she thought only of his 
mysterious revelation.

I believe you are not making up a 
story," she said. But what is behind 
it? Did the Earl poison himself?"

. By gum! you have me ■ there, miss.
.The strange .gent said nothing about 
that. Only, you mark my words, there 
will be wigs on the green here tomorrow! 
Simpson, his lordship’s man, you know, 
miss, is crazed about his master’s death. 
He swears, he’ll speak out, no matter 
what happens.”

‘You are hinting at something. Oui 
w'ith it!"

"Simpson says the Earl was killed a- 
purpose. He knows something; but I 
don’t know what. Jf I did. miss. I’d tel 
you, honor bright, ^for I d trust you 
more than anybody.” -

He leaned against the gate, and the 
girl felt that he was nervous, even a 
little excited. .She was surprised, and retired a pace.

“The scandal will not be spread by

ryl
the

ve me.mcliffe followed your re- 
Brefully,” she explained. 1 
j small record of them. How 
. would have been to talk to 
flow he is dead, »nd you have 
late to save him! Far y°a 
saved him. Dr. Lester. I be- 
le was poisoned. I am sure

into 
been 
sufficiently clear, 
lows:

Lester suddenly found the conversa­
tion disagreeable. Was Edith Holt the 
latest fancy of this village Lothario? 
The mere idea was nauseating. He must 
to bed and dispel these vapors.* When 
all was said and done, how did it 
cern him?

About one o’clock in the morning, Ain­
gier, a light sleeper at any time, but 
rendered more than ordinarily wakeful 
by a long journey, the loss of his friend, 
and a certain air of mystery attached to 
a professional incident which might oth­
erwise be colorless, thought he heard 
some person walking stealthily along the 
corridor in which his room was bituated.

Notwithstanding his nervousness about 
spirited horse and high-perched dog-carts, 
the old lawyer was plucky enough in oth­
er respects. He sprang up with remark­
able alertness for one of his years, open­
ed the door and noiselessly looked out. 
The corridor was dark, aud, as far as he 
could judge, uutenanted..

“I don’t remember having beard of a 
night watchman being employed here," 
he communed, "and it is a queer hour 
for any oue to be'wandering about the 
house."

He closed the door again, turned up 
the gas aud dressed partially. He had 
the student's habit of reading late at 
night. If he tackled a stiff book for an 
hour the effort might induce sleep. His 
hobby, strangely enough, was ship-build-

“This is the last will and testament of 
me, William Bradshaw, Baron Arncliffe, 
of Arncliffe Hall in the county of Nor­
thumberland. I give and devise to my 
legal adviser and esteemed friend, Tho­
mas Aingier, (ahem! ahem!) solicitor, of 
Grey street, Newcastle-on-Tyne, the sum 
of oné" thousand pouiide and the entire 
contents of my wine-cellar. I give and 
bequeath to my housekeeper, Adelaide 
Warren,-the sum of one thousand.pounds 
and my house in Arncliffe village' known 
as Briar oLdge, with the grounds apper­
taining thereto. And, in further recogni­
tion of her services, I direct my trustees 
and executors, their heirs and assigns, 
to pay to the said Adelaide Warren the 
sum of one hundred pounds per annum 
during her lifetime."

cried. “You have known 
Surely you cari-trust me F 

“Yes, indeed.
.difficult matter of which to 
jnfidently. I may have been 
ind I gather that the euspic- 
■ mind was created only by

con-

rd to make things clêar; but 
lieved he was being poisoned, 

ted at it, especially of late.
giving way to the rag- 

age, though, indeed, his fin* 
ght have shown me the fony 
oubt. 1 assure you, Dr. Les- 
gly suspected, I may almost 

that some one was killing 
why did I not listen to him- 
ht have helped a little bit to 
lurderous design.” 
s no denying the girl s îm- 

Her sorrowing eyes looked 
starlit sky. Her grief was 
e tears could not be check-

e was
“About six weeks since.”
“And it is scarcely a month since he 

added the codicil to his will. My dear 
child, if he had intended to cut you out 
of his will he would have done so then."

“He might have forgotten,” protested 
Edith, with a truly feminine lack of 
sense of proportion.

“Forgotten that you were his heiress! 
Nonsense! In any "case—I am an old 
fool! people do forget sometimes. Lord 
Arncliffe left a letter with ine to be giv­
en to you privately after his will was 
read, aud here am I keeping it in my 
pocket when it may be the key to the 
mystery which is troubling you little 
lioad so much. Here it is. Now just 
see whether it throws any light on the 
subject.”

Aingier paused for a moment. Mrs. 
Warren.put a tremulous hand to her 
eyes, but recovered hèrself immediately. 
She was exceedingly pale. Probably she 
had not expected such generosity from 
her late master.' The lawyer continued:

CHAPTER III.
fThe Threads of Circumstance.

Harry Warren was so startled that he 
forgot the lawyer’s prohibition and 
brought down his whip smartly on the 
mare’s shoulders. He was a man prone 
to vent his feelings with violence. He 
never scrupled to lasli a horse or kick a 
nog should the animal be near enough at 
the moment to gratify this brutal trait. 

. * Let me out I” .cried Aingier with some heat,;
"Oh! I am

u very serious statement to 
Holt. Can yon help my 

y any spécifie fact? ^ In a 
i yourself suspect anybody - 
It that she would be calmer 
to the direct issue of the 
fcr Was he ünprepared for

I? Yon saw me today in 
idlng some stupid book m

“To my attached friend and faithful 
servant, David Simpson (a strangled sob 
came from the old valet), the sum of. one 
hundred pounds, all my wearing apparel 
and a cottage on my estate to be selected 
by my trustees. L further direct that a 
sum of one pound weekly shall be paid

'

i
(To be continued.)1sorry/ Whoa beauty!

t

à -MtÀ
___________________ —_______ —__ . ------------ - :----- - -...... —........... -.....  - ----------------------------------________ .... __._____________ _ ___U. _ ^__'füllfflifr -a!___


