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1, McAllister, what do you
make of it?” Leroy Fitz
morton knocked the ashes
from his cigar, leaned back
in his ohair and smiled. Rather an in-
teresting old parchment, don’t you think ?”

Branflon McAllister did not answer.
For a long time he sat intently examining
the small object lying on the desk before
him. Finally he spoke:

It is interesting, Leroy,” he said, “and
more than that, it has an air of mystery
about -it. From the faded appearance of
the ink I ehould imagine it must be of
some age. Tell me, where did you pick it
up?i’

“There is a mystery connected with it,”
Fitzmorton replied, “and that’s just why
I have come to you. I want your assist-
ance. As a detective you are every day
thrown in contact with puzzles of this
sort, and on this account you will, per-
_haps, be in a better position to judge
than 1.” Glancing toward the door: *I
presume we are safe from interruption?”

“Quite safe,” McAllister answered. He
picked up his cigar and threw his_feet
upon the desk. “Now fire away.”

Fitzmorton crossed his legs and shoved
his hands deep into his pockets. “You
no doubt have heard me mention my an-
cestor, ‘Wallace Fitzmorton, the first of
our family to come to this country?” he

jsaid: -
McAllister nodded.
“Jt is with himi that this parchment

‘\deals. He was a watchmaker, and for a

lmumber of years after his arrival here
practised his calling in this very city. He
finally married and retired from business.
‘A short time after his retirement he pur
jchased a large tract of land further up
ithe State and erected what was in those
:days considered to be a mansion. As far
e ¥ am able to discover, he was of a very
imelancholy disposition, close-fisted and
miserly, the two latter characteristies de-
iveloping te an amazing degree after his
ywife’s death. Very little was known of
him after that, except that he lived alone
at Lakeview, as he called his home,apart
{from every onme. And as he lived so he
died. His body was found floating in the
lake near by, and, from the marks there-!
jon, he appeared to have been foully dealt
‘with. When the body had been towed
laghore there, was discovered about the
seck a small glass vase, sealed with waxy
and containing a rather mysterious mes-

" yage. But what caused the old man’s: death

but

“There was a.rumor at the time, how-
ever, that he had contracted with a mason
from Boston to construct for him a secret
vault about the house wherein to conceal
his money. As the story goes, he was con*
sidered to have been quite wealthy. Upon
the completion of the work a dispute
arose regarding the payment, and, in some
manner unknown to any one, the old man
'was murdered and his body thrown into
the lake.”’

McAllister  interrupted—“But
ebout the, message?”’
~ “m coming to that shortly. After his
death, his son, ‘who was at the time living
in New York, closed up the house by the
lake, and it has remained closed to this
very day. No ome,“it seems, ever cared
or dared to live there after what was
supposed ) to have taken place within its
walls. Even now the place is said to be
/haunted.”

Fitzmorton drew a.fresh cigar from his
\pocket and carefully lighted it. Then he
jcontinued:

“It would seem that the murderer in-
itended the message should not be lost,for
it was written upon a small piece. of

ment and securely -sealed in the glass
vase. What that message was I have never

what/

been able to discover. My father, who ¥y
told me the story as I have given it to

ou, when questioned on the manner re-
. to have anything to say. It seemed
be a distasteful eubject to him, and
for that reason I refrained from ever men-
ioning it again. I did, however, learn
from a near relative that the parchment
saved, but further than

until Jast week, when in rummaging
through some old papers hidden:away in
jmy father’s desk I accidentally came upon
ja small, round, wooden box. I opened it
mnd what do you suppose I beheld?”

MecAllister shook his head.

“A roll of parchament,” Fitzmorton ex-
claimed, “and the very one that is at
’this moment lying before you.” He set~
’ﬂed back triumphantly in his chair.

! “And yourbelieve it to be the one found
‘lbout your ancestor’s meck?” McAllister
iled.
{ “I certainly do!” Fitzmorton was be-
\eoming greatly excited. He jumped from
'his chair. “And further than that, I firm-
i1y believe it contains the key to his secret
vault.”

“Apnd in that vault you expect to find
"Wallace Fitzmorton’s fortune?” This time
"McAllister Jaughed outright.

“Now, Leroy,” he said, “let me ask you
a few questions. It may be that you are
right. This parchment here,” . pointing to
the roll lying on the desk, “no doubt con-
tains a key to something. But answer me,
if this man, who you claim killed your
ancestor, built the vault, is it not likely
that after the murder was committed he
robbed it of its treasure before he made
his escape?”’ <

“Not necessarily,” Fitzmorton replied.
¥Robbery, you will remember, was not
the motive of the killing.”

“According to your story, it was mnot.
But consider the circumstances: The
money was undoubtedly already deposit-

‘ ed in the vault, the secret of which this

man knew, for he constructed it.- There
was no one within miles of the place at
the time the crime was committed,
and”’"—

“How do you know but that the mur-
derer was alarmed by the approach of
somebody and forced to make his escape
before he had an opportunity of robbing
the secret chamber?’ Fitzmorton argued.

“For two reasons,” McAllister .ans-
wered. “First, travelers in those days
were very few; second, had he been so
alarmed he would not have taken the
time to write this message and to throw
fhe body into the lake.”

“You might be right there,” Fitzmorton
pgreed. ‘“However, there is a chance. My
_object in coming here today was to
make you a proposition. I am resolved
to find this secret vault if it exists, and
the parchment there is proof enough to
my mind that it does. Now, I cannot

. very well spare the time necessary to make
this search alonz. I wish assistance .The
country about Lakeview is beautiful, two

weeks’ vacation won’t hurt your health, |-

and it’s half yours if we win. The house
js my property, and we can tear it down
if necessary. What do you say?”’
Brandon McAllister wheeled about in
his chair and picked up the roll. It was
of fine parchment, about six inches long

and four wide. The writing was very
irregular and in some places nearly illegs
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ible. Slowly he spelled’ out the words and
wrote them down on paper. When he
had finished he read:

For I, the Lord, thy God,
am a jealous God, visiting
the iniquity of the

fathers upon the child-
ren unto the third and
fourth generation. "

By the seeker
it-shall be found,

For as smoke ascends, so

man shall descend, by the
' twelfth stroke when the

clock stands at twelve.

“Well, Brandon, what do you' say to
my proposition?” It was Fitzmorton who
spoke. “ A search such as this ought to
be fascinating enough even for a detec-
tive.”

MecAllister placed the parchment in a
drawer of his desk. “I’ll think it over,
Leroy,” he said. “I wish to examine this
a little more closely.”

“All right, old .chap,” Fitzmorton re-
plied, picking up his hat, “any time with-
in the week will do. Goodby;” and he
was gone. vt

No sooner had the door closed behind
him than Brandon McAllister opened the
drawer and drew forth the message. The
examination this time was long and criti-
cal; slowly the powerful reading glass
moved across the page.

“Tt certainly looks genuine,” he mused.
“T wonder if there can be anything to it,
after all. At any rate, business is dead
these days, and I do need a short rest. I
shouldn’t wonder if Brandon McAllister,
detective, ehould become Brandon Me-
Allister, treasure seeker;” and he leaned
back in his chair and sat gazing at the
warm sunshine outside the window:

About five miles north of Avone as the
crow flies stands a dilapidated Colonial
building. Surrounded on three sides by
immense pine woods, which civilization
in its onward march seems somehow to
have overlooked, the fourth, or west side,
looks out on the great lake of Nibosee.
Four massive stone pillars still: adorn the
entrance, stately and dignified, though
the rest of the building has in parts fall-
en to decay. To the onlooker it pre-
sents a lonely sight, in contrast to what
once -must have been its former beauty.

Such wae the appearance of the once
famous mansion of Wallace Fitzmorton
t othe two young men who stood gazing
at the ruin on the morning of May 15,
1806. ~

“Lucky for us we decided to camp
out, don’t you think?” Leroy Fitzmorton
seated himself on a pile of luggage and
pulled up on his briarwood.

“Tt certainly is,” Teplied McAllister.
“I wouldn’t care much about risking my
life in that shack over night. But‘come
along and let’s get things in shape; I
want to go over the ground before sun-
down.” ;

They fell to and soon had their tent
pitched. Dinner followed, and the after-
noon was spent in a thorough inspection
of the premises. As evening drew near
and the sun began slowly to disappear in
the west the beauty of the scene burst
on them.

“Not such a bad place for a camp,
after all!” exclaimed ,McAllister, rolling
his blanket about him. He was looking
out across the lake as he spoke.

“Youre right there,” replied Fitzmor-
ton, relapsing into silence. :

Brandon glanced at him. “What’s
come over you?’ he said. “Since we re-
turned from the house this afternoon
you seem to have lost all interest in this
affair. Anything wrong?”’

“No, nothing much.” Fitzmorton .shift-
ed his position against a fallen pine. “But,
say, are you superstitious?”’

His companion could not suppress a
smile. “Why, certainly not; what makes
ou ask?’ N
“Well,” the other replied, “you re-
member the first part of the writing on
the parchment?”’

““Yes; you mean the curse?’ McAllis-
ter threw back his blanket and sat up.

. “Exactly,” said Fitzmorton. “It says:
% * ynon the children unto the third
and fourth generation.””

“And what of that?”

“Just this,” continued Fitzmorton. *I
happen to be the fourth generation in
this case. Now listen:—You know Wal-
lace Fitzmorton was murdered?”

“T have your word for it,” replied Mc-
Allister.

“But you didn’t know that his son met
a sudden and violent death in a tavern
brawl, did you?’ -He was the second
generation.”

McAllister remained silent.

“Nor did you know,” continued his
companon, “that my father, who died
six months ago when in the best of
health, was the third generation.”

This time MecAllister felt compelled to
answer. “No,” he replied, “I.did not.”

“In: view of all these happenings, each
one mysterious in itself, I tell you can-
didly, Brandon, I don’t care much for
the honor of being the fourth in line.”

McAllister tried to laugh it off. “Pshaw,
you are tired and excited; don’t worry
over such a trifle; youll be all right in
the morning.”

“That may be true,” mused Fitzmor-
ton. “It’s one thing to sit in an office
in New York and plan these things; but
somehow I never thought of myself as
the one accursed. The sight of that old
ruin makes me shiver. Of -course, I am
not blaming you at all.”

McAllister saw it was useless to try to
drive the thought from his companion’s
mind. “I guess we had both better turn
in,” he said. “I'm rather tired myself,
and I don’t believe you will need any
rocking to get to sleep. Come along.”

Half an hour later a full moop rose in
the heavens and smiled down on®he lone-
ly ruin and the two forms lying so silent-
ly beside the smoldering fire before it.
Thus midnight came and passed.

It was in the early hours of the morn-
ing when Fitzmorton awoke. Why, he
knew not. The moon and stars had dis-
appeared and an inky blackness lay over
everything. To make matters worse, a
chill wind was blowing in from the lake,
rustling weirdly through the branches. A
short distance away he could see the
form of McAllister wrapped in his blank-
ets and sleeping soundly. To Fitzmorton,

however, the sight was not a bit comfort- |

ing.

“Funny what awoke' me,” he yawned,
throwing back his covers and sitting up.
“Guess I’ll have a smoke.”

In arising his eyes fell on the ruin be-
fore him. There it stood outlined against
the darkened sky like a hideous monster
crouched about to spring, the white pil
lars looming up in the semi-darkness.

What was that! Fitzmorton shivered.

In the lower northeast room lights were
streaming out through the half-closed
shutters. Could it be that the place was
haunted? He remembered that such
stories had been told to him, but he had
put them down to ignorance.

. Throwing his blanket from him, he re-
solved to awaken MecAllister. Then the
thought flashed through »' - ° 1 that per-

.gleamed down from their

haps there were others in search of the
treasure. Could it be that they had been

followed? He resolved to see.

Stealthily he crept across the yard
toward the windows. Huddling close te
the building, he listened, but heard moth-
ing save the sighing of the wind; evi-
dently there Was no one inside.  Reach-
ing up, he caught hold of the sill and
raised himself until his face was on a
level with the glass. He tried to glance
within, but the panes were so covered
and coaied with dirt that it was impos-
sible and he dropped to the ground.

For an instant Fitzmorton stood unde-
cided what to do. Finally curiosity con-
quered, as it always does, and he crawled
noiselessly up to the entrancz, between
the large white pillars and through the
half open door. By this time his courage
had returned and he tiptoed slowly down
the hall to where a streak of yellow light
shone beneath a door. He paused and
listened, but no sound came from the other
side. ‘“The time for action has come,” he
thought; “ghosts or no ghosts, I intend
to see what lies beyond that door,” and
he pushed it open and stepped quickly
inside.

The sight that met his eyes for the
moment stunned him. The room, which
only the afternoon before had been bare
and desolate of every -furnishmg, was
brightly illuminated. Scores of candles
sockets and
were doubled and redoubled by the large
mirrors on every side. In ‘one corner of
the room a tall Dutch clock stood ticking
ominously. Lifélike paintings adorned
the walls, and among them, even in his
amazement, Fitzmorton recognized that
of his ancestor, the one that he, this mo-
ment, believed to be hanging in his apart-
ment miles away in New York. Nor was
that all. Seated at a large, curiously
carved flat top desk sat a man of perhaps
sixty years, busily writing.© He was tall,
well built and gray haired. His back was
toward Fitzmorton as he entered, and it
was evident that he had heard nothing.

, Leroy Fitzmorton, bewildered, gazed
about him. The change weas unaccount-
able. He now wished he had remained
outside or at least awakened McAllister.
Suddenly the clock began to strike. One,
two! At the sound the man at the desk
threw down his quill and leaned back in
the chair.

“Two o’clock already,” he said. “It is
much later than I thought.”

For a time he sat gazing at the desk
before him, muttering to himself; then,
reaching into the open drawer beside him,
he drew forth a heavy riding whip, ex-
claiming 'at the same fime:

“Now for that dog below!”” He pushed
back his chair and rising wheeled about,
facing the young man as he did so,

The gaints - in heaven! Leroy Fitz
morton staggered against. the wall. There
before him in the flesh stood his ancestor.
Wallace Fitzmorton, the high, white brow
wrinkled and drawn, the black, piercing
eyes flashing angrily above the hawk-like
nose and pointed chin.

Fitzmorton trembled; he realized that
something must be done and done quick-
ly. What a fool he had been to enter
the house alone. i

“I beg your pardon,” he began, stepping
forth and collecting himself as well as
possible, I"—

The older man did not move nor- did
he give any indication of having seen or
heard anything. He still remained im
the same position, staring straight be
fore him.

Leroy Fitzmorton was puzzled.  This
strange condition of affairs was beyond
him. If this man was real, why did he
not speak? Could it be that this was the
ghost he had so often heard about? He
shuddered and cursed the parchment roll
in his pocket. Then he began backing to-
ward the door.

The other made no move to intercept
him. Instead, he picked up the candles
burning on the desk. An instant later he
was standing before the open fireplace
and the huge clock carved in the mantel
above it. Then he spoke: :

“For as emoke ascends, so man shall
descend”——He paused and glanced about
the room.

All fear now left Fitzmorton and he
drew near. A great desire was coming
over him; the words he had,just heard
uttered were those on ‘the parchment.
Perhaps he was going to discover the
mysterious meaning of them.

The old man reached up and placed his
hand on the clock before him. Slowly the
hands began to move until both stood at
the figure twelve. Then began the voice:

“By the twelfth stroke when the clock
stands at twelve.”

As he finished speaking he began tap-
ping on the dial with his open hand.
Fitzmorton counted each stroke as it fell.
At the twelfth a strange thing occurred.
The fireplace began to move, swinging
back like a huge door on its hinges, re-
vealing as it did so a large opening and
a flight of stairs leading downward.

An instant later Fitzmorton stood
alone; the old man, holding the candles
before him, had passed through the -open-
ing and was descending the stairs. Fitz-
morton expected to see the fireplace swing
back and close, but, to his astonishment it
did not. He could hear the steps of his an-
cestor growing fainter and fainter. Should
he follow? He hesitated; his presence in
the room had been unnoticed; of that he
felt certain. He resolved to risk it.

Stepping through the opening, he de-
scended the stairs and followed the figure
before him. The passage was damp, the
air foul with a musty odor and the flick-
ering of the candles shed a ghostly light
over the place. Further on stood an arch-
way hewn out of the mnatural rock. The
old man passed through, but Fitzmorton
paused beside the opening.

The scene that presented itself to his
view was a strange one indeed. Beyond
the arch the passage terminated in a large
cavern, fully twenty feet square and near-
ly as high, in one corner of which lay a
man sleeping on a bundle of straw. Be-
sides him lay a battered tin plate and a
broken pitcher.

As his eyes became accustomed to the

‘darkness of the hole Fitzmorton drew

back in horror; the man was chained to a
ring in the rock. He had evidently been a
prisoner here for a long time, as his
clothes were torn and his hair and beard
extremely long. This, then, was the “dog”’
to whom his ancestor had referred only a
short time before—a human being.

As Fitzmorton stood dumb with horror
the clanking of the chain aroused him.
The man had awakened and was stagger-
ing to his feet.

“My God,” he exclaimed, “are you go-
ing to beat me again?”

Wallace Fitzmorton did not reply, but
crossed the cavern and placed the candle

'in a niche in the rock wall. Then he re-

turned, and, facing the chained wretch,
spoke:

“Now listen, to me, James Wakeman,”
he said. “I am going to give you ane last
chance to tell me where that secret spring
is concealed. Tell me this and I will pay
you and set you free. Come, speak up.”

The chains clanked again as \Wakeman
fell on his knees, “As God is my witness,
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I cannot,” he replied. “Oh, I have tried so
hard to think, but it’s gone from me!
Please don’t beat me; just let me go a
little longer and maybe it will come back.
Please”——

“Youw've told me that lie before. You
know where it 8, énd T’'ll give you some-
thing to refresh your failing memory.”
The whip circled through the air and fell
across the half-naked -shoulders. The man
dropped to the floor, -

“Get up before I kill you where yoy
lay.”” Wallace - Fitzmorton’s shrill voice
echoed through  the cavern. “Get wup, 1
say!” :

James Wakeman jumped to his feet and
sprung, forward.,The rush was so unex-
pected that Wallace Fitzmorton barely
escaped the talon like hands that reached
for hig throat. :

“You cur,” he hised. “I’'ll teach you
to epring at me.”” Again and again the
whip rose and fell, but each stroke seemed
only to madden the chained man. He
publed and twisted at his bonds as curses
mingled with implorations fell from his
lips. At last his violent effort was re-
warded as the chain, loosened in its fas-
tening, dropped clanking to the floor.
Like a flash Wakeman sprang toward the
entrance and turned.

“Now, Wallace Fitzmorton,” he cried,
“you hound, listen to me!”

The other made as if to dash for the
opening.

“D—— you, don’t you move again or,
by ‘the eternal! T’ll dash your brains out
upon this floor,” Wakeman continued.
“Youll hear me now. I've waited long
for this opportunity and at last it has ar-
rived. You brought me here from Boston
to construct a secret vault for you which
no man might find. I did this, but you re-
fused to pay me what we had agreed upon.
Worse than that, because I would not re-
veal to you the secret spring that opened
the vault you struck me from bzhind and
chained me here—here in this hole, where
the light never comes. Day after day you
left me here to rot alive. You starved me
and beat me, but now we stand upon equal
ground.”

Wallace Fitzmorton remained silent, but’
his grip on the heavily loaded whip tight-
ened until even in the dim light of the
cavern his knuckles stood out white and
hard. The other continued:

“QOh, I am not mad. I know the secret
of that vault and you mever shall. At
last we stand face to face as man to man
and here we’ll fight it out.”

“Don’t trifle with me; I’'m a dangerous
man.” It was Fitzmorton’s ancestor who
spoke.

“Bah! You can’t bully me now. Come
on; at least you can die like a man even
though you cannot live like one.”

The two men sprang at each other. It
was all over in an instant. The heavy

chain whirled through the air and fell b

across Wallace Fitzmorton’s head. He

dropped to the floor with a sickening thud

and lay motionless.
* *
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As he stood watching the horrible drama
taking place before his very eyes Leroy
Fitzmorton had tried again and again to
rush from the sight, but he was powerless
to move. Some strange influence seemed
to hold him in its spell. He could not
even cry out, as he had tried to do many
times. It all seemed like a dream, and
he the dreamer. Would he ever be free? he

wondered.
* » » L 3 -
Wakeman was speaking. “It was the
Lord’s hand that did it. He alone knows

what I suffered from this man.” He
stooped and rolled the body over. “Dead
as a stone,” he muttered, looking down
at the man he had just killed. Then he
turned and started toward the archway.

Leroy Fitzmorton saw at a glance that
escape by flight was out of the question.
Tnere was one chance, however. Wake-
man in the gloom ‘might fail to see him,
With this thought in mind he shrank
back against the rocky wall. Nearer and
nearer came the murderer. So close was
he now that Fitzmorton could, by reach-
ing out his hand, have touched him. Past
him and out he went, the chains clanking
along the floor at every step. The young
man fearlessly followed and watched.

Up the stairs. and into the room above
Wakeman passed, evidently. in search of
some means of freeing himself of the heavy
chain. Close at his heels followed Kitz-
morton. The candles still burned bright-
ly and everything remained the same as
when he had left it a short time before.

Wakeéman had no sooner entered than he

seated himself in one of the chairs and
began to éxamine the bands about his
‘wrists. He seemed to be in no great
hurry, for he leaned back and, resting his
head. closed his eyes.

Fitzmorton saw his chance. od
through the opening and hid behind § p

large screen beside the fireplace. ‘The
large clock ticked loudly and the candles
burned lower and lower, yet the man'did
not move. He seemed to :be' thinking
deeply. At last he spoke: R |

“ﬁ'o," he said, “the secret shall nof ‘be
lost. The treasure is his, nor go/I want
it. It’s blood money and will bring Lgﬁtx;ses
down upon the head of him who finds it.
Ah, I have a scheme.” o

Jumping to his feet, he crossed; over
to the desk and, brushing. the . papers
from before him, began his search. ' At
each movement of his hands ‘the ' chain
scraped and rattled agajnst the wood,
sending a shiver over the young man who,
with bulging eyes, stood peering out: be-
hind the screen. At last he drew forth
from one of the drawers a small piece of
parchment. - He evidently had found .the
object of his search, for, seating himself
in a chair, he picked up a quill and’be-
gan laboriously to write. i

Five minutes passed before ihe - arose.
“Now for a seal’” he murmured. /A8 he
turned his glance fell on a small glass
vase standing on the mantel. He eramined
the parchment into it and, taking jone
of the candles from the wall, extinguished
it and broke it in half. This the slowly
heated over one of the others, catching
the melted wax as it fell intq the vase.
When he had finished he pressed down
the filling and returned to: the eavern.

Once again Fitzmorton followed, sore-
ly puzzled. What could he have written
on the parchment and what did he in-
tend to do with it? These thoughts flash-
ed through his mind, nor could he answer
them. The original parchment roll -was
at that time lying in the pocket of his
coat; then what could this one be, -the
one he had just seen written? : He had
not long to wait, however,” for he had
by this time reached the archway and
stood looking within the cavern.

Wakeman had torn a strip :from his
clothing and was tying the glass tightly
about Wallace Fitzmorton’s neck. “Now,”
he said, rising and dragging the lifeless
body across the rocky floor, “this is the
end.”

The candles in the wall were burning
low and throwing an uncertain light
throughout the cavern. Fitzmorton, ‘the
better to watch the scene before him,
stepped through the archway. 'As he
did so, he saw Wakeman grasp the body
in his arms and, raising it above his head,
hurl it on the floor. But there was no
crash. No sound broke the dread eilence
of the place save the gentle moaning of
the wind and the roar of the lake near

Y.

Suddenly there came a splash, far be-
low and re-echoing through the - rocky
cavern.

“My God,” groaned Fitzmorton,
has hurled the body into the lake.”

The sound of the voice aroused Wake-
man as he stood gazing down into the
depths below. He turned, and, seeing the
young man standing before him, rushed
forward.

Fitzmorton knew that the moment for
action had arrived. He realized that he
was caught in a trap, that escape was
impossible. There was but one thing to
do, fight; and fight he would. He dodged
the chain as it came swinging through
the air, and struck out with all his
strength,, but the blow fell short and he
stumbled to his knees. Like a flash,
Wakeman turned and pounced upon him,
bearing him to the floor. Over and over
they rolled, each endeavoring to grasp
the other’s throat. Once Fitzmorton felt
the cold clammy hands about his neck,
but he tore them from him. The thought
of his crime being discovered made Wake-
man furious with fear; he fought like a
man gone mad, his strength increasing
with each struggle. Fitzmorton was grow-

“he

ing tired. His chest was heaving and the |

cold perspivation was trickling down b1~
burning face and neck. Little by little,
his strength began to wane, he felt him-
self growing weaker and weaker. . Still
he struggled on, though he knew he could
not last much longer. The end was near.
Suddenly the thought of McAllister flash-
ed through his mind; he gave one long,
piercing shriek as the eager hands closed
about his throat. Deeper and dgeper.thev
sank into the soft white fleshs” His arms

fell to the floor and his rolling eyes open~
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He orept

l

 sciously. he, . remembered the shriek he

‘answer.

ed wider. Tighter and tighter grew the
iron band about his throat,and his tongue,
fast growing black, lolled out between his
teeth. The blood was pounding through

hrs temples like the strokes of a million
tiny hammers and then—something snap-

Brandon McAllister awoke with a start.
Was that a scream he had heard? He
listened, but all was silent. He was about
to lie down ‘again when he noticed that
Fitzmorton’s blanket was empty. Uncon-

had just heard. Could Fitzmorton be in
danger? This and a thousand other
thoughts flew through his brain as he
dashed madly across the yard and into
the house. Dawn was just breaking and
a gray, uncertain light.filled the place.
McAllister paused and shouted. Only
the laughing echoes of his own voice came
back to him. Again he called, and no

Noticing the open door at the end of the
hall, he passed on through into the room,
as desoldte as it had been the afternoon
before. One thing was changed—the fire-
place was wide open. McAllister rushed

“Upon my word,” he exclaimed, “he

1

on.
must have found the secret chamber
He was about to call again when he saw
a faint glimmer of light beyond the arch.
A moment later he stood looking into the
cave. Th@ two candles had burned low
and were flickering in the breeze. He
stepped within, and—horrors, he staggered
back.

There, lying before him, was the body
of Leroy Fitzmorton, his late friend and
companion, the black, swollen tongue
hanging loosely between the even, white
teeth. The face was distorted and the
eyves bulging from their sockets.

Shuddering, McAllister crossed the cave
and knelt beside the body. A glance told
him that it was past all help, for &bout.
the throat were the blue-black imprints
of a man’s fingers. :
_“Poor Fitzmorton,” he said, anising ta
his feet. As he did so a small object
rolled out into the light. Picking it up,
he opened it. It was the parchment roll.

Suddenly a warning hiss resounded and
the candles sputtered in their sockets. A
weird, bluish flame burned brightly for a
moment—then darkness fell throughout
the cavern.

GED. ROBERTSON, M. . P
SES FOR S35

Case Against Cushing Sulphite Fibre |
Company for Commission on Stock
Sale.

The supreme court case of George Rob-

ertson, M.P.P., against the Cushing Sul-
phite Fibre Company, (now in liquidation), |
to recover the amount of $3,500 as commis-
sion for disposing of shares of the de- |
fendant company’s stock to the amount of
£34000 to Captain Partington, of Eng-|
land, in 1898, was before Mr. Justice Me- !
Leod yesterday.

1t is alleged that in 1898 when Mr. Rob-

erteon, the plaintiff, was about to leave
for England, with a view of obtaining aid
from the British government towards the
St. John dry dock, the directors of the;
Cushing Sulphite Fibre Company asked |
him to make an effort to dispose of some
of the company’s stock on the other eide
of the Atlantic. Mr. Kobertson. it is al-
leged, agreed to do so, with the under-|
standing that he receive a reasonable
amount of the money as commission for
his services in this connection.

Mr. Robertson alleges also that on ar-
riving in England he did, after a great
deal of labor, succeed in disposing of a
quantity of Cushing Sulphite Fibre stock
to the amount of £34,000, to Captain Par-
tington, and claims $3,500 as remunera-
tion for his services.

The plaintiffs on the other hand claim
that they have already paid Mr. Robert-
son $2,000 as the full amount due him for
having made the sale.

In court yesterday A. P. Hazen,
manager of the Bank of British North
America; E. M. Shadbolt, manager of the
Bank of Montreal; Theodore H. Esta-
brooks and Harry Mecl.ellan were placed
on the stand and testified in effect that
five per cent would be a reasonable com-
mission to allow Mr. Robertson for his
services.

Mr. Robertson’s claim
two and a half per cent.

George 8. Cushing and Joseph Allison
were also called to the stand and stated
that they were directors of the defendant
company when the agreement with Mr.
Robertson was made, and that no definite
amount was named as remuneration for
his services, it being merely understood
that he would be paid.

C. N. Skinner, K. C., is acting for Mr.
Robertson; J. Douglas Hazen, K. G
for the liquidators of the defendant com-
pany, and M. G. Teed and A. H.'Haning-
ton for Captain Partington of England.

Court, met at three' o’clock, but further
hearing was postponed to Monday next.

is quoted as

Vicar's Wife—“No, the vicar is not in
just now. Is there any message you would
like me to give him when he returns?”’
0Old  Woman (chearfully)—‘Please, mum,
Martha Higgins would like to be buried

at 2 6’clock tomorrow afternoon.”—Punch.

CATHOLICS MAY EAT

MET e FRIOAY

Extraordinary Dispensation Granted
Because of All-Saints Day; Thanks-
giving a Fast Day,

It was in the Catholle

churches of the city Sunday that Pope
Pius X. had for this week dispensed the
law of abstinence from flesh meat on
Fridays, on account oi the 1east of All
Sqints falling on that day this year. It
will thus be seen that this week Catholics
are allowed the extraordinary privilege of
eating meat on i'riday.

It. is a fact well known that when
Christmas falls on Friday the law against
eating flesh meat does not -apply but

announced

until recently this privilege was never
given on any other feast day of the
church. Three years ago, when New

Year’'s day fell on Friday, the law waa
suspended for that day and now the holy

father has granted dispensation for thq,‘.-'h..

feast of All Saints this week. °
Thursday, the vigil of the feast of All

Saints, which is the Canadian Thanks-

giving Day this year will be a fast day in

the Catholic church and so there will be ~

no turkey on the dinner table in Catholic
homes on Thursday next. !
Saturday will be All Souls day.

WHOLESILE PACE O
MLK OES U

Forty Cents a Can Decided on at
Bloomfield Meeting—Eight Cents a
Quart Retail.

There was a largely attended meeting of
the Kings county milk dealens’ association
at Bloomfield on Saturday at which it
was decided to advance the wholesale
price of milk from November 1 to 40
cents for an eight quart can. This-action
is the result of an agitation that has been
going on for some time. The dealers say
that the price of feed has been advancing
as well as that of labor, while milk has
remained stationary.

_The retail dealers in the city have de- _
cided to raise the price after the same

date to eight cents a quart.

Hon.' Mr. McKeown as Attorney

General.

It is generally accepted among local
government supporters that Hon. H. A,
McKeown, of St. John, has been definite-
ly chosen as the new attorney-general of
New Brunswick and it is expected that he
will be sworn in in a few days.
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