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SyNopsis OF PREVIOUS INSTALLMENTS.

In order that new readers of THE Ex-
QUIRER may begin with the following in-
stallment of this story, and understand it
just the same 88 though they had read it
all from the beginning, we here give a
synopsis of that portion of it which has
already been published:

Awelia Butterworth, who has done
clever detective work, is called upon by
Mr. Gryce, & professional detective,
take up an interesting case. He tells her
that in a certain village several persous
bave suddenly disappeared. In this place
iives a family of the name of Knollys, the
children of a former friend of Miss
Butterworth, Mr. Gryce desires Miss
Butterworth to enter this famnily for detec-
tive work. Miss Butterworth goes to
visit the Knollys' bome, finding there
Misses Lucetta and Loreen Knollys and
their brother William. She dines with
the family and is taken to her room. She
remsins awake during the night, and,
hearing strange noises, goes into the ball
and calls Lucetta, who Azi ves unsatisfacto-
ry reasons for the isturbance. Mr.
Trohm, a neighbor visits the Knollys,
Lucetts is terrified at seeing him and
faints. Miss Butterworth receives a let-
ter from Mr. Gryce telling her that if she
is in danger to blow upon & whistle he
sends her. Anold crone called Mother
Jane appears. Miss Butterworth gives
ber a quarter, whereupon Motber Jane
repeats a curious combination of numbers.
Miss Bntterworth leaves the house and
hears of a young girl formerly leaving
the Knollys house in a carriage and being
married before her mother could over-
take her. Since then a phantom carriage
is said to go through Lost Mauo's lane at
midnight, suggesting that the carriage
may carry away the persons mysteriously
disappearing. r. Trobm drives Miss
Butterworth in his wagon. Returning to
the house she witnessesa parting between
Lucetta and a lover, whose request for an
answer to his suit Lucetta is endeavoring
to put off. He leaves without getting a
favorable reply. Miss Butterworth gets
from Loreen the key toa chamber which
she has heard is haunted. In visiting it
she finds her way into William's sanctum
and discovers that he is a vivisectionist.
Miss Butterworth passes an uncomfort-
able night. Sbeis locked in her chamber
and loses her whistle which she keeps to
call the police, but recovers it Making
further explorations, she finds two shut-
ters tied together with a knot of crape, i1-
dicating s death in the house.

CHAPTER XX
QUESTIONE.

I kept the promise I had made to my-
gelf and did not go to the stables. Had
1 intended to go there, I could not have
done so after the discovery I have just
mentioned. It awakened too many
thonghts and contradictory surmises. If
this knot was a sigoal, for whom was
this signal meant? If it was a mere
acknowledgment of dcath, how recon-
cile the sentimentality which prompt-
ed such an acknowledgment with the
monstrous and diseased passions lying
at the base of the whole dreadful oc-
currence? Lastly, if it was the result of
pure carelessness, a bit of crape having
been caught up and used for a purpose
for which any ordinary string would
have answered, what a coincidence be-
tween it and my thoughts, what a won-
derful coincidence, amonnting almost to
miracle!

Marveling at the whole affair and
deciding nothing, I allowed myself to
stroli down alone to the gate, William
baving left me at my peremptory re-
fusal to drag my skirts any longer
through the briers. The day being bright
and the sunshine warming even the
gloomy recesses of the forest before me,
the road, I thought, looked less ominous
than usual, especially in the direction
of the village and Deacon Spear's cot-
tage. The fact is that anything seemed
better than the grim and lowering walls
of the house behind me. I[f my home
was there, so was my dread, and I wel-
comed p rhaps more than I ought to the
sight of Mother Jane's heavy figure bent
over her herbs at the door of her hut, a
few paces to my left, where the road
turned.

Had she not been deaf, 1 believed I
would bave called her. As itwas, lcon-
tented myself with watching the awk-
ward swayings of ber body as she pot-
tered to and fro among her turnips and
carrots. My eyes were still on her when
I suddenly heard the clatter of horses'
hoofs on the highway. Looking up, I
encountered the trim figure of Mr.
Trohm, bending to me from a fine sor-
rel.

“Good morning, Miss Butterworth.
It’s a great relicf to me to see you in
such good health and epirits this morn-
ing,"” were the pleasant words with
which he endeavored, perhaps, to ex-
plain his presence in a spot more or less
considered as under a bun

It was certainly a surprise. What
rigght had I to look for such attentions
from a man whose acquaintance 1 had
made only the day before? It touched
me, little as I am in the habit of allow-
ing my.elf to be ruled by trivial senti-
mentalities, and though 1 was discreet
enough to avoid any further recognition
of his kindness than was his due from a
lady of great self respect he was evi-
dently sufficiently gratified by my re-
sponse to draw reinand pause for & mo-
ment's conversation uuder the pine trees.

This for the moment seemed so nat-
ural that I forgot that more than one
pair of eyes might be watching me from
the upper windows back of us—eyes
which wight wonder uta meeting which
to the foolish understandings of the
young might bave the look of premedi-
tation. But, pshaw! Iam speaking as if
I were 20 instead of—Ilet the family
record say. I never could see that it was
a weakness for a woman to keep certain
secrets to herself.

“How did you pass the night?’ was
Mr. Trohm's first question. *‘I hope in
all due peace and guiet.”

“Thank you,'" I returned, not seeing
why 1 should increase his anxiety in
my regard. ‘'l have nothing to com-
plain of. I had a dream, but dreams are
to be espected where oue has to passa

half dozen empty rooms to one’s apart-
ment. "

He could not restrain his cuxiosity.

A dream!"" he repeated. ‘I do not
believe in sleep that is brokem by
dreams, unless they are of the most
cheerful sort possible And I judge
from what you say that yours was not
cheerful. "'

I wanted to tell him. I felt that in a
way he had a right to know what had
happened to me or what I thonght had
happened to me under this roof. And
yet I did not speak. What I conld tell
would sound so puerile in the broad
sunshine that enveloped uws. I merely
remarked that cheerfulness was nof to
be expected in a domicile so given over
to the ravages of time, and then with
that lightness and versatility which
characterize me under certain exigenoes
1 introduced a topic we could discmss
without any embarrassment to bimsell
or me.

“I}» you see Mother Jane there?’
asked. ‘I bad sowe talk with her yes-
terday. She seems like a harmless im-
becile.”

*'Very harmless, " said he; ‘‘her only
fault is greed; thut is insatiable. Yet
it is not strong cnough to take her a
quarter of a mile from this place. Noth-
ing could do that, I think. She believes,
you see, that her daughter Lizzie is
gtill alive and will come back to the
hut some day. She wounldn’t be away
then for all the bank holds. I know, for
I have tried to tempt her. It's very gad
when you think that the girl's dead
and has been dead nearly 40 years.''

““Why does she harp on numbers?""
gaid L *‘I heard her mutter certain ones
over and over."

“That is a mystery none of us bas
golved, ' said be. ‘‘Possibly she has no
reason for it. The vagaries of the wit-
less are often quite nnsccountable.”

I felt him looking at me, not from
any connection between what he’ had
just said and anything to be observed
in me, but from— Well, I was glad
that I have been carefully trained in
my youth to pay the greatest attention
to my morning toilets. Any woman can
look well at night and many women
in_the finsh of a bright afternoon, but
the woman who looks well in the morn-
ing needs not always to be young to at-
tract the appreciative gaze of a man of
real penetration. Mr. Trohm was such
a man, and I did not begrudge him the
pleasure he showed in my neat gray
silk and carefully adjusted collar. But
he said nothing, and a short silence en-
gued, which was perbaps more of & com-
pliment than otherwise. Then he utter-
ed a short sigh and lifted the reins.

“If only I was not debarred from en-
tering, "' he smiled, with a short gesture
toward the house.

I did not answer. Even I understand
that on occasion the tongue plays but a
sorry part in such interviews.

He sighed again and uttered some
short encouragement to his horse, which
started that animal op and sent him
slowly pacing*down the road toward
the cheerful clearing toward which my
own eyes were looking with what I was
determined should not be construed
even by the most sanguine into.a glance
of anything like wistfulness. As he
went Mr. Trobm gave me a bow I have
never seen surpassed in my own parlor
in Gramercy park, and upon my bestow-
ing upon him a short return glanced up
at the house with an intentness which
seemed to increase as some object invis-
ible to me from where I stood caught
his eye. As that eye was directed to-
ward the left wing and lifted as far as
the second row of windows I could not
help asking myself if he had seen the
knot of crape which had produced upon
me so lugubrious an impression. Before
I could make sure he had passed from
sight and the highway fell again into
shadow—why, 1 hardly knew, for the
sun certainly had been shining a few
minutes before.

CHAPTER XXIL
MOTHER JANE.

wi¥ell, well, whut did Trohm want
here this morning?'’ cried a harsh voice
from amid the tangled walks behind
me. *‘Seems to me he finds this place
pretty interesting all of a sudden.”’

1 turned upon the intruder with a
look that should have daunted him. I
had recognized William's courteous
tones and wus in no mood to endure a
questioning so unbecoming in one of
his age to one of mine. Butas I met
his eye, which had something in it be-
sides anger and suspicion, something
that was quizzical if not impertinent, I
changed my intention and bestowed
upon him a conciliatory smile, which I
hopo escaped the eyo of the good angel
who records against man all his small
hypocrisies and petty deceits.

“Mr. Trohm rides for his health,”
gaid L **Sceing me looking up the road
at Mother Jane, he stopped to tell me
some of the idiosyuncrasies of that old
woman. A very barmless courtesy, Mr.
Knollys. "

“Very,” he echoed, not without a
touch of sarcasm. *‘I only hope that is
all,"" he muttered, with a sidelong look
back at the house. ‘‘Lucetta hasn't a
particle of belief in that man's friend-
ship, or, rather, she believes he never
goes anywhero without a particular in-
tention, and I do believe she's right or
why should be come spying around here
just these two days when—he caught
himself up with almost a look of terror
—*““when—when you are here?’ he
completed lamely.

“I do not think,'' I retorted, more
angrily than the occasion perhaps war-
ranted, *‘that the word spying applies
to Mr. Trohm, But if it did, what is

there to gain from a pause at the gate
and a word to such a new acquaintance
as I am?"’

“T don’t know, " he still persisted sus-
piciously. ‘‘Trohm’s a sharp fellow. It
there was anything to see, he would see
it even from his place down there. But
there isn't. You don’t know of any-
thing wrong here, do you, which such
a man as that, hand in glove with the
police as we know him to be, might
consider himself to be interested in?"’

Astonished both at this blundering
committal of himself and at the certain
sort of anxious confidence he showed in
me, I hesitated for 8 moment, but only
for a moment, since if balf my sus-
picions were true this man, above all
others, must not know that my perspi-
cacity was more to be feared than ever
Mr. Trohm's was.

“If Mr. Trohm is interested in this
house,”” said I, with a heroic defiance
of ridicule which I hope Mr. Gryce has
duly appreciated, ‘‘and since a period
of two days, I beg leave to call your at-
tention to the fact that on yesterday
morning he came to deliver a letter ad-
dressed to me which bad inadvertently
been left athis house, and that this
morning he called to inquire how I had
spent the night, which, in considera-
tion )f the ghosts which are said to
haunt this house and the strange and
ancanny apparitiops which oniy three
nights agd made the entrance ta this
lane hideous to one pair of eyesat least,
ghould not cause n gentleman's son like
youn any astonishment, It does not me,
I assure you."

He laughed. [ meant he shounld, and,
losing almost instantly his air of dounbt
and suspicion, turned toward the gate
from which I had just moved away,
muttering:

““Well, it's a small matter to me any-
way. It's only the girls that are afraid
of Mr. Trohm. I am not afraid of any-
thing but losing Saracen, who has pined
like the deuce at his long confinement
fn the conrt. Hear him now; just hear
him, "

And I could hear the low and unhap-

gesture, ™1f Bhe will
at sunset. My sisters

at her with a ra
come to the h
have some work
will pay her wel

Going toward jher, I paesed a rocking
chair, in the ion of which a dozen
patches met my gye. Thisdrew my eyes
toward a bed, ov4r which a counterpane
was drawnmadejup of 1,000 pieces at
least of colored’ calico, and noticing
their varied shapes and the intricacy
with which they were put together I
wondered whether she ever counted

them. The nex] moment I was at her
back.
‘‘Seventy,”” bdrst from her lipsasl

leaned over hef shoulder and showed
her the coin w I had taken pains to
have in my hand,

“Yonrs,'' said I, pointing in the di-
rection of the house, *'if you will do
some work for Miss Knollys tonight.”’

Slowly she gllook her head before
burying it d in the shawl ghe wore
wrapped about Her shoulders. Listening

a minute, I thought I heard bher mutter;
“Twenty-eight, ‘seven, but no more. I
can connt no mare. Go awayl”

But I'm nothing if not persistent.
Feeling for her hands, which were hid-
den away somewhere under her shawl,
I touched them with the coin and cried
again: i

““This and
work tonight.
earn it- L1 '

"*What kind of work is it7"' ] psked
innocently, or it must have appeared
innocently, of Mr. Knollys, who was
standing at my pack.

He frowned, [all the black devils in
his heart coming {nto his look at once,

““How do I
the one who

re for a small piece of
ome, you are strongj

on in the kitchen.”
pardon, somewhat sar-
and made another at-
the attention of the old
crone, who bad: remained perfectly cal-
lous to my allurements.

“I thought you liked money,’’ I said
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py moaning of the hound distinctly. It
was not a pleasant sound, and I was al-
most tempted to tell him to unloose the
dog, but I thought better of it.

“By the way,' said he, ‘‘speaking
of Mother Jane, I have an errand from
the girls to her. You will excuse me if
1 speak to the poor woman."

Alarmed by his politeness more than
I ever have been by his roughness and
inconsiderate sareasms, I looked at him
juquiringly ns he left the gate and did
not know whetber to stand my ground
or retreat to the house. I decided to
gtand my ground, au errand to this wo-
man seemivg to moe a matter of some
interest.

I was glad I did, for after some five
minutes’ absence, during which he had
followed her into the house, I saw him
come back apain in a state of sallen dis-
pleasure, which disappeared as he came
npon me still standing by the gate.

“Ah, Miss Butterworth, you can do
me a favor. The old creature is in one
of her stubborn fits today and won't
give me a hearing. She may not be so
deaf to you; she isu't apt to be to wo-
men, Will you cross the road then and
speak to her? I will go with you. You
needn’t be afraid.”

The way he said this, the confidence
he expected to inspire, had almost a
ghastly effect upon me. Did he know or
suspect that the only thing I feared in
this lane was he? Evidently not, for he
met my eye quite confidently.

It would not do to shuke his faith at
snch a moment as this, so calling upon
Providence to see me safely through this
adventure I stepped into the highway
and went with himn into Mother Jaue'’s
cottage.

Had I had any other companion I
would have been. glad of this oppor-
tunity. As it was, I fonnd myself ignor-
ing any possible dunger I might be run-
ning into in my interest in the remark-
able interior to which I was thus intro-
duced.

Having been told that Mother Jane
was poor, I had expected to confront
squalor and possibly filth, but I never
have entered a cleaner place or one in
which order made tbe poorest belong-
ings look decent. The four walls were
unfinished, and so were the rafters
which formed the ceiling, but the floor,
peatly lnid in brick, was spotless, and
the fireplace, also of brick, was as deft-
ly swept as one could expect from the
little scrub I saw hanging by its side.
Crouched within this fireplace sat the
old woman we bad come to interview.
Her back was to us, and she looked
helplessly and bopelessly deaf.

“Ask her, said William, pointing

lower gutterals, “‘I can count no more,"’
and, disgusted at this failure before
William, being one who accounts fail-
ure as little short of disgrace, I drew
back and made my way toward the
door.

*'She’s in a different mood from what
ghe was yesterday when she snatohed a
quarter from me at the first intimation
it was hers. 1don't think you can get
her to do any work tonight. Innocents
take these frealks. Isn’t there some one
else you can call in?"’

The scow! that disfigured his none
too handsome features was a fitting pre-
lude to his words.

*'You talk,' said he, *‘as if we had
the whole village at our command.
How did you succeed with the lock-
smith yesterday? Came, didn’t hef
Well, that's what we have to expect
whenever we waut any help.”

Whirling on his heel, he led the way
out of the hut, whither I would have
immediately followed if I had not stop-
ped to take another look at the room,
which struck me, even upon a second
gcrutiny as one of the best ordered and
best kept I had ever entered. Even the
strings and strings of dried fruits and
vegetables which hung in festoons from
every beam of the roof were free from
dust and cobwebs, and though the dish-
es were few and the puns scarce they
were bright and speckless, giving to the
ghelf along which they were ranged a
semblance of ormmment.

“Wise enough to keep her house in
order,” thought I, and actually found
it hard to leave, so attractive in my
eyes are absolute neatness and order.

William was pushing at bis own gate
when I joined bim. He looked as if he
wished I had spent the morning with
Mother Jane and was barely civil in our
walk up to the house. I was not there-
tore surprised when he burst into a vol-
ley of oaths ut the doorway and turned
upon me almost as if he would forbid
me the house, for rat, tap, tap, from
some distant quarter came a distinot
gound like that of nails being driven
into o plank

CHAPTER XXIL
THE THIRD NIGHT.

The afternoon was spent not altogeth-
er unprofitably. Having seen many
things in the housekeeping which would
bear changing, I took occasion to speud
some time with Hannah in the kitchen,
giving her during my visit some hints
in regard to household affairs wlrich if
followed would make considerable dif-
ference in the comfort of those concern-

ed. She received them patiently, but 1

have seen no change in her manage-
ment of the kitchen that I feel justified in
ettributing to my influence. ButIknow
human nature well enough not to have
expected it. Had the kitchen been far-
ther from the door of the flower parlor
I might not bave thrown away so much
energy.

Idid not effect an entrance into the
flower parlor, however, nor did I suc-
ceed in seeing any one else enter it
Neither did I succeed in waking Han-
nah talk on any other topio than ordi-
nary domestic concerns, but I saw cer-
tain things. ™

I had formed a plan for the night that
required some courage. Recalling Lu-
cetta's expression of the morning; that
I might expect a repetition of the expe-
rience which, if a dream, had had the
appearance of o most formidable reality,
I prepared to profit by the warning in a
way she bad certainly never meant that
I should. Satisfied that if there wad
any truth in my suspicions there would
be an act performed in this house to-
night which, if seen by me, would for-
ever settle the question that was agitat-
ing the whole countryside, I made up|
my mind that no locked door should in-
terfere with my opportunity of doing so.
How I effected this result I will relate
in a few minutes.

After an evening more solemn than
the day, but characterized, as the twa
E}enm;a ones had potf been, by a long

k with the two girls together, I wen#
to my room in a state of seeming fatigue
that evidently met with the approbation
of Lucetta, who had accompanied me to
my door with a lighted candle.

“T hear you had some trouble with
matches last night,”’ said she. *“Yom
will find them all right now. Hannah
must be blamed for some of this care-
lessness.”’ Then as I began some reas-
suring reply she turned upon me with a
look that was almost fond, and, throw-
ing out her arms, cried entreatingly:
““Won't you give me a little kiss, Misa
Butterworth? We have not given you
the best of welcomes, but you are my
mother’s old friend, and sometimes I feel
a little lonely. ™

1 gopld easily believe that, and yet I
found it hard toembrace her. Toomany
ghadows swam between Althea's chil-
dren and myself. She saw my hesitancy
(a hesitancy I conld not but have shown
even at the risk of losing her confidence),
and, paling slightly, dropped her hands
with a pitiful smile.

“You don't like me,” she said. *'I
do not wonder, but I was in hopes you
would for my mother’s sake. I have ng
claims myself. That you must be sure I
am thoroughly convinced of."

*‘Yon are an interesting girl, and you
bave, what your mother had not, a se-
rious side to your nature that is any-
thing but displeasing to me. But my
kisses, Lucetta, are as rare as my tears.
I had rather give you good advice, and
that is a fact. Perhaps it is as strong a
proof of affection as any ordinary caress
might be."'

“‘Perhaps,” she murmured, but she
did not encourage me to give it to her
notwithstanding. Iustead of that she
drew hack and bid me a gentle good
night, which for some reason made me
sadder than I wished to be at a crisis
demanding so much nerve. Then she
walked quickly away, and I was left to
face the night alone.

Enowing that I should be rather
weakened than helped by the omission
of any of the little acts of preparation
with which I am accustomed to call my
gpirits for the night I went through
them all with just as much precision as
if I had expected to spend the ensuing
hours in rest. When all was done and
only my cup of tea remained to be
quaffed, I bad a little struggle with
myself which ended in my not drinking
it at all. Nothing, not even this com-
fortable eolace for an unsatisfactory
day, should stand in the way of my be-
ing the complete mistress of my wits
this night. Had I known that this tea
contained a soporific in the shape of a
little harmless morphine I would have
found this act of self denial much easier.

It was now 11. Confident that noth-
ing would be done while my light was
burning, 1 tlew it out, and, taking a
candle and matches in my hand, softly
opened my door and after a moment of
intense listening stepped out and closed
it carefully behind me. Nothing could
be stiller than the house or darker than
the corridor.

“Am I watched or am I not watch-
ed?"’ thought I, and for an instant stood
undecided. Then, seeing nothing and
hearing nothing, I slipped down the
hall to the door beyond mine and, open-
ing it with all the care possible, stepped
inside.

I knew the room. Ihad taken especial
note of it in my visit of the morning. I
knew that it was nearly empty and that
there was a key in the lock which I
could turn. I therefove felt more or less
gafe in it, especially as its window was
undarkened by the branches that hung
go thickly across my own casement,
shutting me in, or seeming to shut me
in, from all communication with the
ontside world and the unknown guard-
jan which I had been assured constantly
attended my summons.

That I might strengthen my spirits
by one glimpse of this same outside
world before settling down to the watch
I had set for myself I stepped softly to
the window and took one lingering look
without. A belt of forest illumined by
a gibbous moon met my eyes; nothing
else. Yet this sight was welcome, and it
was only after I had been struck by the
possibility of my own figure being seen
at the casement by some possible watch-
er in the shadows below that I found
the hardihood necessary to withdraw
into the darker precincts of the room
and begin that lonely watch which my
doubts and expectations rendered neces-
sary.

1%:uin! was the third I bad been forced
to keep, and it was by far the most dis-
mal, for though the bolted door be-
tween me and the hall promised me
personal safety there presently rose in
some faroff place a smothered repeti-
tion of that same rat, tap, tap which
had sent the shudders over me upon my
sudden entrance into the house early in
the morning. Heard now, it brought a

weakness upon me which I did not

know existed in my nature, and while
with this recognition of my feminine
susceptibility to impressions there came
a certain pride in the stanchness of pur-
pose which led me to restrain all ao-
knowledgment of it by any recourse to
my whistle, I was more than glad when
even this sound ceased and I had only
to expect the swishing noise of a akirt
down the hall, and that stealthy lock-
ing of a door 1 had taken the precan-
tion of leaving.

It came sooner than I expected, came
just in the way it had the previous
night, only that the person paused a
moment to listen before hastening back.
The sileuce within must have satisfled
her, for I heard a low sigh like that of
relief before the steps took themselves
back. That they would turn my way
gave me a momentary concern, but, no,
I had too completely lulled their sos-
picions, or let me be faithful to all the
possibilities of the case, they put per-
baps too much confidence in the powder
with which they had seasoned my
nightly cup_of tea for them to doubt

that I was soundly asleep in my own
quarters.

Three minutes after I had followed
those steps os far down the corridor as 1
dared to go, for since my last appear-
ance in it g candle bad been lit in the
main hall, and faint as was its glimmer
it was still a glimmer into the circle of
which I felt it would be foolhardiness
for me to step. At some 20 paces then
from the opening I paused and gave
wmyself up to listening. Alas, there was
plenty now for me to bear. .

You bave heard the sound; we all
have heard the sound, but few of usin
a desolate structure such as I stood lis
tening in and at the hour and under the
influences of midnight. The measured
tread of men struggling under a heavy
weight and thut weight—how well I
knew it; as well as it { had seen it,a81
really did in my imagination.

It came from the adjoining corridor,
from the room I had found no oppor-
tunity of enteriug that day, and it ap-
mche{l gurely and slowly the main

near which I was standing, but in
guch a position it would be impossible
for me to see anything if they took the
direct course to the head of the stairs
and so down, as there was every reason
to expect they wounld. I did not dare to
advance, however, so concentrated my
faculties anew upon listening, till sud-
denly I perceived on the great white
wall in front of me—the wall of the
main hall, I mean, toward which the
opening looked—the outline of a shadow
pass and realized that the candle had
been placed in such a position that the
wall must receive the full shadow of
this passing cortege. And so it was I
gaw it, huge, distorted and suggestive
beyond any picture I ever beheld, the
passing of a body to its long home, car-
ried by six anxious figures, four of
which seemed to be choso of women.

But that long home! Where was that
likely to be? It wasa question so im-
portant that for a moment Icould think
of nothing but how I could follow them
without running the risk of discovery.
They had reached the head of the stairs
by this time, and I heard Miss Enollys’
low, firm voice enjoining silence. Then
they began to descend.

Ere they reached the foot a doubt
gtruck me. Wonld it be better to follow
them or to take the opportunity of every
member of the honsehold being engaged
in this task to take a peep into the room
where the death had occurred? I had
not decided when I heard them take the
forward course from the foot of the
stairs to what to my straining ear
seemed to be the entrance to the dining
room corridor. But as in my anxiety to
determine this fact I slipped far enough
forward to make sure that their destina-
tion lay somewhere within reach of the
flower parlor, I was so struck by the ad-
vantages to be gained by a cautious use
of the trapdoor in William’s room that
1 hesitated no longer, but sped with
what swiftness I conld toward the spoé
from which I had so lately heard this
strange procession come.

A narrow band of light lying across
the upper end of this long corridor
proved that the door was not only ajar,

but that a second candle was burning in |-

the room I was about to so daringly in-
vade, but this was scarcely to be regret-
ted since there could be no gquestion of
the emptiness of the room. The six fig-
ures I had seen go by embraced every
one who by any possibility could be
oconsidered as having part in this trans-
action—William, Mr. Simsbury, Miss
Knollys, Lucetta, Hannah and Mother
Jane. No one else was left to guard
this room, so I pushed the door open
quite boldly and entered.

What I saw there I will relate later,
or, rather, I will but hint at now.
There were a bed with a sheet thrown
back, a stand covered with vials, a bu-
reau with a man’s shaving parapher-
nalia upon it, and on the wall such pio-
tures as only sporting gentlemen delight
in. The candle wasguttering on a small
table upon which, to my momentary as-
tonishment, a Bible lay open. Not hav-
ing my glasses with me, I could not see
what portion of the sacred word wad
thus disclosed, but I took the precau-
tion to indent the upper leaf with my
thumb nail, that I might find it again in
case of future opportunity. My atten-
tion was attracted by other small mat-
ters that would be food for thought at
a more propitious moment, but at that
instant the sound of voices coming dis-
tinctly to my ear from below warned
me that a halt bad been made at the
flower parlor and that the duty of the
moment was to locate the trapdoor and
if possible determine the means of rais-
ing it.

This was less difficult than I antici-
pated. Either this room was regarded
as so safe from intrusion that a secret
like this conld be sufely left unguarded,
or the door which was plainly to be
geen in one corner had been lately lifted
that it had hardly sunk back into its
place. I found it, if the expression may
be used of & horizontal object, slightly
ajar and needing but the slightest pull
to make it spring upright and remain
go by means of some mechanical con-
trivance 1 will not attempt to describe.

The hole thus disclosed was filled
with the little staircase up which I had

partly mounted in my daring explora-
tions of the day before. It was dark
pow, darker than it was then, but I felé
I must descend by it, for plainly to be
heard mow through the crack in the
closet door, which scemed to have a
knack of standing partly open, I could
bear the heavy tread of the six bearers
as they entered the parlor below still
carrying their burden, concerning the
destination of which I wasso anxious
to gain a clew.

That it could be here I knew to be
too improbable for consideration. Yed
if they took up their stand in this room
it was for a purpose, and what thab
purpose was I was determined to know.
The noise their feet made on the bare
boards of the floor and the few words I
now heard uttered in William’s stolid
tones and Lucetta’s musical treble as-
sured me that my own light stepsin
the softest of felt slippers would no
more be heard than my dark gown of
quiet wool would be seen throngh the
parrow slit through which I was pre
paring to peer. Yet it took nosmall de-
gree of what my father used to call
pluck for me to put foot on this wind-
ing staircase and descend almost as it
were in the midst of what 1 must regard
as the last wicked act of a most coward-
ly and brutal muorder.

1did it, however, and after a shart
but grim communion with my own
heart, which would persist in beating
somewhat noisily, I leaned forward
with all the precantion possible and let
my gaze traverse the chamber in which
I had previously seen such horrors as
should have prepared me for this last
and greatest one.

In a moment 1 understood the whol
A long square hole in the floor, lately
sawed, provided an opening through
which the plain plank coffin, of which I
now canght sight, was to be lowered in-
to the cellar and the grave which had
doubtless been dug there. The ropes in
the hands of the six persons, in whose
identity I bhad made no mistake, was
proof enough of their intention, and,
gatisfied as I now was of the means and
mode of the interment which had been
guch a boundless mystery to me, I
ghrank a step upward, fearing lest my
indignation and the horror I conld not
now but feel for Althea’s children
would betray me into some exclamation
which might lead to my discovery and
a similar fate.

One other short glance, in which I
gaw them all ranged around the dark
opening, and I was op out of their
reach, Lucetta's face and Lucetta’s one
sob as the ropes began to creak being
the one memory which followed me the
most persistently. She, at least, was
overwhelmed with remorse for a deed
she was perhaps only answerable for in
that she failed to make kmown to the
worid her brother’'s madness and the
hor ible crimes to which it gave rise.

I took one other look around his room
before I fled to my own, or, rather, to
the one in which I had taken refuge
while my own was under lock and key.
That I spent the next two hours on my
knees noone can wonder. When my
own door was unlocked, as it was be-
fore the day broke, I hastened in there
and lay my head with all its unhappy
knowledge on my pillow. ButI did not
sleep. The oddest thing of all this was
that I never once thought of giving a
gingle note from the whistle which
would have brought the police into that
abode of crime. Perhaps it waa a wise
omission. I bad seen enough that was
horrible for one night withont behold-
ing Althea's children arrested before
my eyes

TO BE CONTINUED.
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OUR SULU ISLANDS.

Number 150 and Do Not Promise to Be
Very Valuable Additions,

From the Baltimore Sun.

The Sulu Islands, which the United
States is to acquire, are in the Indian
ocean, between the Mindoro or Sulu
sea on the worth, the Celebes sea om
the south, the Island of Borneo on the
southwest and that of Mindoro on
the northeast. Their length is about
200 roiles.

The archipelago consist of nearly
150 islands, most of them small and
divided into three groups, named after
the three principal island. Baseelan,
is of oblong form, about 42 miles long
by six miles broad. Sulu stretches
856 miles from east to west, with a
breadth of 10 miles. Tawee-Tawee is
about 35 miles long.

The other chief islands of the group
include Pata on the south, and asmall
group called the Tapool Islands on the
southwest.

Among the trees that grow on the
islands are teak and sandal woods, and
among the fruits are the coacoanuts,
bananas, magoes and oranges. Wild
boars and deer are common. Oxen,
swine, goats and poultry are abundant,

The islands were formerly noted for
piracy. The whole of Sulu archipela-
go was under the sway of a despotic
sultan, who claimed sovereignty over
a large part of Borneo; but the Span-
iards conquered the islands and an-
nexed them tothe colony of the Phil-
ippines. The aggregate population of
the islands is estimated at 75,000,

Suln, also called Soung, the princi-
pal town of the archipelago, is situated
on the northwest coast of the island
of that name, has a good roadstead,
and, though chiefly composed of huts,
has some housges uf more ambitious ap-
pearance. Its population is about
6,000.

DiprHERIA IN GasTONIA.—TwWo
other cases of diptheria are reported
by Dr. J. M. Sloan. They are the
3-year-old son of Mr. Tow Rhyne, on
North Marietta street, and the 4-year-
old son of Mr. G. C. Hopper, out near
the Southern railway's pump. The
latter is & mild case. The anti-toxin
treatment is used and both cases are
doing well.—Gastonia Gazette.

r——
88~ “I wish I was a little fish,” said
Jack. ‘Papa says the ocean is full of
currants, an’ I like currants better than
any other kind of fruit 'cept bananas,
apples, oranges and sweet potatoes.”



