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TH’E GERRARD STREET ﬂ[YbTERY.
' { Conclu-ded /rom lust weck.) )

1L

. 1 pox'r know how long I sat there, trying to think; with wy
face buried in my hands. My mind had been kept on a strain

during the last thirty hours, and the succession of surprises 1o
wluch I had been subjected had temporarily paralyzed my facul- |

ties. TFor a few moments after Alice’s announcement I must
have been in a sort of stupor.
riot about everything in general, and nothing in particular. My
cousin’s momentary inpression was that T had met with an acci-
dent of some kind, which had unhinged my brain. The frst
distinct remembrahce I have after this i is, that I suddenly awoke
from my stupor to find Alice kneeling at my feet, and holding me
by the hand. Then my mental powers came back to me, and I
recalled all the incidents of the evening.

“ When did uncle’s death take place 17 I asked.

“On the 3rd of Noverber, about four o'clock in the afternoon.
It was quite unexpected, though he had not enjoyed his usual
health for some weeks before. He fell down in the hall, just as
he was returning from a walk, and died within two hours.  He
never spoke or recognized any one after his seizure.”

“What has become of his old overcoat?” T asked.

‘ His old overcoat, Willie—what a question ! replied Alice,
evidently thinking that I was again drifting back into insensibility.

«Did he continue to wear it up to the day of his death? £
I asked.

“No. Cold weather set in very early thislast fall, and he was
compelled to don his winter clothing earlier than usual. He
had a new overcoat made within a fortmght before he died. He
had it on at the time of his seizure. But why do you ask ¢”

¢ Was the new cont cut by .a fashionable tailor, and had it a
fur collar.and cuffs $”

“ It was cut at Stovel’s, I think. It hada fur collar and cuffs.”

. “ When did he begin to wear a wig?”

“ About the same time that he began to wear his new overcoat.
I wrote you a letter at the time, making merry over his youthful
appearance and hinting—of course only in jest—that he . was look-
ing out for a young wife. But you surely did hot receive my
letter. You must have been on your way home before it was
written.”

« I left Melbourne on the 11th of October. The wig, I suppose,
was buried with him?”

14 Yes »

“ And where is the overcont 3 ”

“In the wardrobe upsta.ns, in uncle’s room.”

“ Come and show it to me.”

I led the way upstairs, my cousin following. In the hall on |

the first floor we encountered my old friend Mrs. Daly, the house-
keeper. She threw up her hands in surprise at seeing me. Our
greeting was very brief ; I was too intent on solving the problem
which had exercised my ‘mind ever since receiving “the letter ab
Boston, to pay much attention to anything else. Two words,
however, explained to her where we were going, and at our
request she accompanied us, We passed into wy uncle’s room,
My cousin drew the key, of the wardrobe from a drawer where it
was lept, and unlocked the door. There hung the overcoat. A
single glance was sufficient. It was the same.

The dazed sensation in my head began to make itself folt again.
The atmosphere of the room seemed to oppress me, and closing
the door of the wardrobe, I led the way down stairs again to the
dining-room, followed by my cousin. Mrs. Daly had sense enough
to perceive that we were discussing family matters, a.nd retived
to her own room.

I took my cousin’s hand in mine, and asked :

““'Will you tell me what you know of Mr. Mar vous Weatherley 1 »
. How could I
have heard of Marcus Weatherley ¢ She rmawered however, with--

 This was evidently another surprise for .her.

out hesitation :

.1 know' very little of him. Uncle Richard. and he had some:
- de&hngs a few months smce, and in that way he became a visitor:

| never called afterwards.
- there is something about him that I don’t quite Jike.
" loss to say what the something is; but his menner alwiys im-

My imagination, I remember; ran |

here. . After a while he began to call pretty often, but his visits
suddenly ceased a short time before uncle’s death. Y need not
nffect any reserve with yow. - Uncle Richard thought he came
after me, and gave him a hint that you had a prior claim. He
I am rather glad that he didn’t, for
Iamata

pressed mo with the idea that he was not exactly what he seemed
to-be on the sivface. Perhaps I misjudged him. Indeed, I think
I mast have done so, for he stands well with everybody, and is
highly respected.”

1 looked at the clock on the mantelpiece:
to seven. I rose from my seat. -

“Y will ask you to excuse me for an hour or two, Ahce I
must find Johnny Gray..

“But you will not leave me, Willie, until you have given me
some clue to your unexpected arrival, and to the strange questions
you have been asking? Dinner is ready, and con be'served at
once. - Pray don’t go out again till you have dined.”

She clung to my arm. Tt was evident that she considered me
mad, and thought it probable that T might make away with: iny-
self. ThisI could not bear. As for eating any dinner, that was
simply impossible in' my then frame of mind, although I-had -not
tasted food since leaving Rochester. I resolved to tell her all.” T
resumed my seat. She placed herself on & stool at my feet, and
listened while I told her all that I have set down as ha.ppenmg to
e subsequently to my last letter to her from Melbourne.

“ And now, Alice, you know why I wish to see Johnny Gray.”

She would have accompanied me, but 1 thought it batter to
prosecute my inquiries alone. I. promlsed to return sometime
during the night, and tell her the result of my interview .with
Gray. That gentleman had married. and become-a - householder
on his own account during my absence in Australia. Alice knew
his address, and gave me the number of his house, which was on
Church Street. A few minutes rapid walking brought me to his
door. I hud no great expectation of finding him at home, as I
deemed it probable that he had not returned from wherever he
had been going when I met him; but I should be able to find
out when he was expected, and would either wait or go in search
of him. ‘Fortune favoured me for once, however ; he had returned
more than an hour before. I was ushered mto the drawing-
room, where I found him playing cribbage with his wife.

“ Why, Willie,” he exclaimed, advancing to welcome me, ** this
is kinder than I expected. I hardly looked for you before to-
morrow. All the better ; we have just been speaking of you.
Ellen, this is my old. fnend Willie Furlong, the returned.convict,
whose banishment you ha:e so often-heard me deplore.”

After exchanging brief courtesies with Mrs.. Gray, I turned to

[t was ten mi'nutes

her husband.

« Johnny, did you notice anything remarkable about the old
gentleman who was with me when we met on Yonge Street this

evening{”
- %0l gentleman ! who? There was no one with you when I |
wet you.”

“Think again. He and I were walking arm in arm, and you

had passed us before you recognized me,and mentioned my name.”

He looked hard in my face for a moment, and then said posi-
tivel

« %ou are wiong, Willie. You were cettumly alone when we
met. You were walking slowly, and I must have noticed if any
one had been with you.”

“Tt is you who are wrong,” I retorted, almost sternly. I was
nccompanied by an elderly gentleman, who wore a great coat with
fur collar and cuffs, snd we were conversing earnest]y f/onether
when you passed us.”

. ‘He hesitated nn instant, and seemed to ‘consider, but-there was
no shade of doubt on his face,

“Have it your own way, old boy,” he said. " * All I.can say is,

“that I saw no one but yourself, and. neither did Charley Leitch,

who was with me, After parting from you we commented upon
your evident abstraction, and the sombre expression of yourcoun-
tenancé, which we attributed to your having only recently heard
of the sudden death of your Uncle Richard. If any old gentleman




