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CHAPTER VL
PABSAGES FROM THE DIARY QF WILFRIDA
FAIRHOLME.

8. S. Chattahoochee, July 17.—Al-
though still barassed and oppressed
by hideous anxiety, | want. in this my
first moment of leisure, to set down
clearly and fully the strange -events
that have occurred since that memora-
ble evening In Prince's Gate. 1 have
been in & whirl ever since. But I have
torgotten nothlng Every act, every
thounght Is lndellbly fised In my mem-
ory from the moment that I realized
my loss.

Forget! 1 shall never forget that aft-
ernoon when the American detective

brought me the news. What an odd |

creature he was. ¥ery much overdress-
ed, with a sort of company manper
volce. which didn't disguise his Yan-
kee accent or tome down his awful
Americanisms. | know now that the
poor wretch was honest and straigbt-
forward. but I could not get over my
repugnance to him'at first.

And so when we got to the very

- house and drew quite blank'1 made up
my'mind that the man was an arrant
Impostor: Nothing fell out as he sald.
"Hls boy would be on the watch.”
There was no boy. He was quite cer-
tain of the bouse into which Willle
had been carried. The police broke in.
There was no Willie Wood.

The whole thing was hutsbug. I felt
sonvinced of It and sald =0, only to re-
gret It directly after. It could not be
quite humbug. or, If it was, Roy, dedr
Wilile’s lovely dog. was in It. too. for
Roy bad certalnly smelt bim out In the
cellar where we found the awful appa-
ratus and things, and I ought to have
known that a dog's Instinct Is al'ways
true. But | was very short with Mr.
Snuyzer and left him In a huff. It was
a mistake, of course, for it was loslng
a chance. The man might be useful.
and after all he was the only one who.,
whether the right or the wrong one,
bad any sort of clew. That was good
old Sir Charles Collingham’s opinion
and Colonel Bannister’s, the big offi-
cial, chieT™Tomstable or assistant com-
missioner or something whom the gen-
eral brought with him to HIll street. 1
found them there closeted with mother,
who had heard all about it from them.
She was rather In a limp condition,
dear mother, having quite failed to
take In the situation and unable to say
or suggest anything.

The colonel—he was rather a cross
looking, middle aged man, with square
cut. short whiskers and a bristling
gray mustache—took me sharply to
task for letting the. American slip, ana
1 should have been offended at his
tone, but I knew I bad been wrong.

“From what you tell us he had no
doubt been in commuulcation with
Captain Wood yesterday, and he would
have saved us some time and trouble
if we had him under our band now.
He must be hunted up,” said the colo-
pek

“Your people know him at Scotland
Yard. He was there today, and they
gent him on to the United States con-
gulate. He told me that himself,” 1
sald.

“They will know him at the consu-
late probably. I will send there to in-
quire,” said the celonel, making a shert
note. !

“And Captaln Wood's man knows
bhim. They came here together this
afternoon.”

“And for the matter of that so do L,”
added Sir Charles.
course, and he's an uncommon queer
looking chap. But the fellow seems
honest and straightforward.”

“Unless the whole thing Is a put up
job,” remarked the police colonel, with

“He must be hunted up,"” said the colonel
a meaning smile, “a scheme to throw
you off the scent of these papers which
you say are so Iimportant. Sir
Charles"—

“By George, they are that,” the gen-
eral broke in. *“Don't you see? It Ir
probably a trumped up story about the
plot against Wood simply to cover the
theft of the papers.”

“But Captain Wood has gone.
has been carried off,” 1 said.

“+Gone,’ yes,” sneered the colonel,
“hut ‘carried off.. How do we know
that? It's not the first time a young
gentleman has disappeared for four
and twenty hours or more. Who
knows all the ins and outs of Captain
Wood's affalrs and private wmove-

ments 7"
At that moment Harris, the butler,

came up with a card. “Gentleman asks
if he can see you most particular, Same

He

“Not much, of |

as came this afternoon—Mr. Snoozer—
but he’s got a dlrty ecrub of a boy with
bim.”

“Joe.” 1 cried. “Show themtup here,
Harrls. Yes: bring both ¢! them, of
course. We shall hear something now.”

Mr. Snuyzer came up to the drawing
rpom at a run, I'm sure. He was al-
most at Harris’ heels. The boy Joe
lagged a little behind and stood abash-
ed at the door, and Roy. who by consti-
tution hated all boys, especially ragged
ones, took this hesitation as suspicious
and gave an ugly growl, with a show
of his flerce teeth. The collie, 1 should
‘mention. had never left me since he
was brought to HIll street.

“Look yar. What dld 1 tell you,
miss? began the detective, coming
straight at me and talking rather ex-
citedly. "1 never thought to show my-
self here again, but. by, thunder, It was
too strong for me, I wve got the pride of
my business, and 1 wanted you to see I
was right to belleve in Joe. Now,
gpeak out, young squire.”

1 must say 1 thonght well of the boy
from the very first. He was an apple
cheeked. bealthy looking, bullet head-
ed urchin. with clear. china blue eyes,
very wide open just then in astonish-
ment. 1 think, not fear. He did mot
care one bit for_the dog. but faced him
sturdily, stooping as If tc pick up a

down. will you.” that sent the collie,
still growling, under the sofa.,

“How was It. Joe? Won't you sit
down? Let's hear what happened.” 1
sald just to encourage him. and be ask-
ed nothing better than to tell his story,
and taking his seat at the very edge of
a chair after dusting it be began:

*1t was this way, mum—miss. When
be—Mr. Snuyzer there—set me on the
park. | mean wateh, this morning, I
held on to the job close for a miatter of
three hours and never saw nothing.
Worn't nv move at all in the house till
about 11 o'clock. when .a trap comes
down the road and ptlls'tp'at the gar-
den gate. The coachman he 'was in an
old blue coat and silver buttons. bad
bat—half a crown an hour busidess—
regular fiy. But inside was a dona—a
real lady, you understand. dressed up
to the knocker. 1saw ber get out”—

“Would you know ner again?” we
asked. ell of us, In a breath.

Joe nodded his head.

1 couldn't see her face at ﬂrst. she’d
got a thick veil on. But afterward 1
got my chance, as I'll tell you directly.
Sbe was a snorter. too, real jam, and
pno mistake, a lady, like as I've seen
at the music 'alls.”

“When did you see her face?' asked
the colonel. rather disdainfully.

“In the carriage, wheh 1 wags a-set-
ting right opposite her. [Pll come to
that. But first of all I must tell you
bow it was. You see, the dona she
wouldn't go right Into the garden at
first. She‘kept at the gate spyinglike,
watching the house and doubting. as I
| fancled. she ought to go In. Then she
made a dash forward for the front
door, bat before she reached the steps
some one came down, & man”—

_ *“Would you know him again?’

“Rather, In a thousand. He was a
little black muzzled chap, with a skin
like a pickled walout, and he came
out all In a hurry, as though he had
been watching for her.

“He waved her back, but she stuck
to it, and they must have had words,
for 1 see’d him take her by the wrist
and pull ber out toward the carrlage.

] was crouched close under the
wall, for I'd sneaked up at the back
of the carriage to spot what I could,
and I was just by the door when the
small chap opened it and was foreing
the dona to get In.

“ will not go, Papir’ (Pepe), she
says, ‘Dot until I have heard what you
have done to him. There was to be
no violence. You promised that, and
I wish to be sure. I must know,' she
'says, ‘that he aln’t come to no harm,’
she says.

“With that the little fellow glves
her & great shove. I think he'd 'a’
struck her, but just then he caught
sight of me.

“‘Why, in the name of’—some for-
elgn gibberish—'where have you drop-
ped from? What brings you 'anging
about 'ere?

“] trled to stall him off by axing
him to buy a box of matches, but he
cut up very rough and wanted to lay
'old of me, saying he'd call the police
and give me In charge for loltering
and all that. But I checked him and
glipped through his fingers—'twasn't
difficult—and ran up the road.

“After 1 had been caught out,” Joe
went on, “for which I'm very sorry,
sir, 1 judged I'd better keep off a bit if
I was to do any more good.

“It was time, too, now they'd dropped
on to me, to send word to the office
what was up; that they was a-moving
down here. 1 was a-making for the
nearest postoffice to send a wire, when,
from where | was, I saw the carriage
drive straight into the garden.

“The road was clear, so I crept back,
keeping out of sight and scrouging in-
slde the pillars of the next gate, where
I'd got my eye on what went on. The
carrilage was nowheres to be seen.
They must have took it right Inside

stone, with a “Would yon—br-r-r, lle,

the stables. for the coachhouse doors
was open.”

“That wau to get Mr. Wood away.”
said the American detective.

“How do you know that? You don't
even know that he was there at alL”
sneered the colonel

“Hah! You wait. Guess you'll see,”
retorted Mr. Sonuyzer. *I belleve the
carriage came on purpose, or they were
uneasy at secing the boy. Buspected
something; some one had got wind,

some one was on the track and wanted |

to clear out.”

“All pure conjecture,” sald the eol&
nek

“Anyway. they did remove him,”
gued Snuyzer.

' “If he was ever there,” retorted the
colonel.

“Well, well. Go om, Joe. Did you
see anything more of the’ bmugham?"
I asked.

“Did I, mum? Of course I did. That's
what 1 was waiting for.” It was half
an hour or more afore it come out
again. And there was ‘three "chaps
come'd out first. a—laughlng and a-talk-
ing. I heerd one ot em say. ‘Not much
fight about bim now.' T'other says, ‘He
went llke & sheép.’
another. ‘Mutton, you mean.’

“Oh! had they burt bim? Oh, 8Ir
Charles!” T burst in, finding great diff-
culty In restraining myself.

“No, miss,” put In the Amerlcan very
kindly. “I've told youthey’ve no cause
to hurt him as I look at it. - He's too
precious to them, besides. Fire ahead.
Joe.”

“The carriage, lt was druv out fast
through the gate Into the road: and
straight on for London. I had to settle
what I'd do and quick too- You'd told
me, sir, to'wateh the house and If any
one come out to.let you know. Well. I
judged they’'d all comde out, 8o anyways
1 was bound to iet you khow, and I'd
an idea that the carriage’d help me to
the next move. If I follered it, I'd find
where they'd all gone to.

“So with that I scribbled a message
on the gate, case you comed down and
missed me, and 1 started running all, 1
knew to catch up the carriage. I pick-
ed It up long way this 'side of the
bridge, although I was near baked and

done brown. But I hitched on to the
back part llke as I've done a thousand
times afore and rode like a gentleman
all the way up the "Ammersmith mad
right into Kensington. .

“There one of your blooming Inter-
fering coves wot sees me on my perch
gives the office to the man a-driving.
who rounds with his whip and gives

“Tt's you, is it? Aha! Thuummond
time I've caught you spying.”

me wot for. I held on for all the cuts
of the cord. though they stung like hot
nettles. | was pretty well slashed all
over, when all at once the jarvey stops
his 'osses, and before 1 could climb
down a feller—the same little black
faced moocher—came and copped me
right where 1 sat behind. He was aw-
ful mad.

- %'You devil’'s spawn! It's you, Is it?
Aha! This is the second time I've
caught you spying. Tell me who sent
you, or by'—some foreign talk—'I'll do
for you.’

“But mum was the word with me. 1
wouldn't 'a’let on if he'd cut me to rib-
bons. ‘Chuck it I sald, ‘chuck It or
call the ceppers. 1f I've done wrong,
it's for them to pick me up, not you.
I'll answer to them.'

“He didn’t much like the talk of the
police. [ could see that. They might
want to know more about him than he
chose to tell. That gettled him, I think,
for he dragged me up to the carriage
door, opened it and shoved me In. 1
sew the lady, the same dona, was there
and by her side a big bundle of some-
thing, a figure of a man It might 'a’-
been, all wrapped up in rugs and blan-
kets and things. Might 'a’been a dead
un. Then the feller began talking for-
elgn agaln to the dona, and she an-
swered back the same, and there was a
great shindy.

“It was all about me. I guessed
that. And the end was that the feller
hoisted me on to the front seat and
said to me mighty sharp:

«iYou stick there. Don't move. If
you try to get out, I shall see you from
the box, and you won't get far even if
you don’t break your neck leaving the
carriage. Watch him, Susette. She's
responsible for you, my lad, and she
knows what I'll do to her If you play
any tricks.’

“With that he left us, and we rolled

on

‘A deld un_. ‘says

“ ‘Who sent you? asked the dona di-
rectly he'd gone. ‘Do you come from
his ‘trlends? She nudged the bundle
alongside. -‘Do you know Captain
Wood? "

“Ha, you see!” Interposed the Amer-
fean. “You bet that wns our man hid
up among those rugs.”

The others were compelled now to
admit the faet, ‘and they did so un-
grudgingly As for me, my heert was
beating fast, for I felt that at last 1
had come upon the track of my love.

'good’ boy.” 1 sald breathlessly.

i “You see, miss, I"d never heard tell
of no captain, but 1 wouldn’t let on,”
'Joe continued. “The boss 'ere had only
told me to watch, saylng it was a cross
Job, but be mentioned no names. So I
ups and asks, ‘Is that Mr. Wood? and
I could 'a’ sworn that the bundle mov-
ed, and there was mggllm: ln:e in-
.lde "

“Gagged, of course,” put In the Amer-
fcan. :

Joe went on. . “‘Anyway, 1 am his
friend,’ she says. ‘I don't mean bhe shall
come to harm. And 1 want him'—the
bundle moved egaln-—-'hlm end others
to know that, and’ I'd like you to tell
'em so when you get out of this mess.
“When'll that be? I asks, a little bit on
'the hump, you know. ‘Now, If you're

game to hop out. I'm not a-going to |

stop ‘you," and she was for turning of
the handle then dnd there.

“But 1 considered a bit, and the |

‘thought came In my head that now I'd
got *ere T kad ought to stick 'ere.. There
was the gentleman opposlte me—as 1
judged—and If 1 was to do any service
to him ’twasn’t by cutting away. I'd

got to see the thing right through— |

.where they took him, what they did to
him, who and what they were."”

“You're a brave lad,” 1 sald, stretch-
ing out and shaking bands with him,
and Indeed 1 should bave liked to bug
him, dusty and dirty as he was.

“Thank you kindly, miss,” he an-
swered shyly, and went on. “The only
way out of it was to say 1 was afeard
to jump. The cove on the box was
a-watching ine, 1 says, and a lot more.
Then, the carriage settled it by turning
Into some’ yard, a private place It look-
ed like, but they gave me no time to
gpy. . for the feller from the box came
down directly we stopped and had me
out in a jJiffy.

“:'Ere/ he says, ‘we've got first to
do with you. Lay hold on him." Then
two other chaps grabs me by the arms
and rushes me head down. jam, ram,
stralght Into a dark hole that smelled
of moldy straw and garbage—some
gort of cellar—where they locked a
door on me, and | was laid up In Ilmbo
like a rat in a trap.

“It took me balf an bhour or so to
shake myself together. First thing
that gave me heart was a streak of
daylight up atop of the calaboose, and
when I struck a match I found It
comed through an old Iron grating,
which | soon overbauled. 'Tworn't set
so tight that | couldn't soon loosen a
brick. although- | tore my bands a bit
before 1 got the thing right out Then
I'd a job to lift myself up by my arms,
but I'm strong in the arms, and by and
by 1 scrambled through that grating—
that's what tore my clothes—and out
on to the yard above. It was the one
as we'd druv Into—a stable yarc at
the back of a tall house all shut up,
windows shuttered, blinds down. No
one at home. you'd say. The stables
was empty—no horses, helpers. no
trapg | couldn’t find that the stables
joined on to the house nelther. but I
judged It was better not to hang about
too long or they'd be copping me again.
8o | makes for the yard doors. They
was only barred- on the inside. and I
got out right enough Into the back
lane. That's about all. 1 comed on
then straight to you, sir, to make my
l.eport’-

“You were In a monstrous hurry”
sald Colonel Bannister. “Why didn't
you mark down the house, the neigh
borhood. the exact spot?” G

Mr. Snuyzer took his part. *Joe
knows his business; yes, sir, as well
as the best professionals. Tell us,
Joe.”

“The stables was In Featherstone
mews, No. 7. To make sure 1 chalked
something on the doors. The stables
was at the back of Featherstone Gar-
dens and belonged, 1 should say, to
No. 7.

In a few minutes more we had start
ed In cabs—1 in a hansom with Sir
Charles—straight for Featherstone
Gardens. Roy came with us. We were
the first to arrive, but the others had
gone round, escorted by Joe, to the
back of the house so as to verify the
mews and the situation exactly. When
they joined us at the entrance of the
gardens, Colonel Bannister, who now
took the lead, dismissed the cabs and
sald in his brief, ordering sort of way:

“We can't all go up to the house. It
might create a scandal. The whole
thing may be a mistake. Pl take this
lad first. He may perbaps Identily
somebody, and then we shall be en-
titled to act.”

“And me, please,” 1 added. "“Oh,
yes, indeed, Colonel Bannister, I shall
go too.”

He shrugged his shoulders, and we
three, with Roy close at my heels, soon
stood on the doorstep of No. 7. The
house was all shut up, the chain was
on the door, and we walted a long time
while some one inside fumbled with it
and several bolts.

“Well, what is it?" asked an old man
who at last opened the door, but held
it ajar. He was of very respectable
appearance, with white halr under a
black skulleap, and wore a decent blue
and white striped jacket, the type of
an old servant in a good family. “May

I Inquire”—

“What did you tell her? Go on, my |
"to the seaside. '

T SN Y R e e —— |

“We wish to see your master,” lald
the colonel promptly.

“] am afrald that is Impossible, sir,”
replied the man civilly. *“The family
have gone out of town. The duke left
yesterday for Spaln.”

“The duke?".

“The Duke of Tierra SBagrada. He
is my master, sir. If you will leave
your card I will see that it Is sent on
to him, or any letter. I have his ad-
dress.”

“In Spain?’

“Certainly, sir.
mosa, St. Sebastian. They have gone
No, please” —this was|
to me, for 1 was quietly trying to get
Roy past him into thé house—“that
dog mustn’t come in. My orders ard

_strict agalnst dogs.”
“Call him back, Miss Falrholme, atf
once,” sald the, colonel In & tone which|

I resented, but he cut me guite short.
“This farce has gone far emough. I
wash my bands of It.. Good night"—

this to the old manservant a8 we|
' walked away.

“And ‘if you will be
guided by me, Miss Fairbolme, you
will do the same. It's all humbug
from first to last, I give you my word.
1 do npt believe one syllable of this sto-

ry, except perhaps about the papers.|
and even then I am not quite satlafied, |
for they were sent to Cnptaln Wood |

in the dispatch box. That we know”—
“But mot 'at Captnln Wood's re

 quest.” I eald hurriedly.

“His man thinks not, and | admit
'the box was not specifically mentioned
in the letter, but the letter sald papers,
and the expression was seemingly one
that Wood used, for the man, as a mat-
ter of conrse, sent the dispatch box.”

“But what do you Imply?"

“Just this, that Captain Wood In-
tended to keep out of the way—fof* rea-
sons | do not presume to conjecture—
and while out of the way to go on with
his work. He’'ll turn up in good time.
take my ‘word for it, and will give his
own explanation of hig absence. It

may not be absolutely satishctory. his |

excuse raay be bad, but he will. make
one, and you will have to take It or
leave it." were the cytllcal pollee colo-
nel’s last words.

1 hated and loathed him for taking
this -view, and I turnped my back on

him. Sir Charles did not console me, |

for he was thinking more about the
official papers than Willle's disappear-
ance. )

“By the Lord Harry, we sball be In
Queer street if they don't turn up,” he
said with much etiphas{s. “Wood or
go Wood, we’ ve got to get them, of
there will be a jolly row; a cabinet
question, egad, and the devil's own
complications. The matter can’t rest
here. Bo cheer up, Miss Frida. We'll
all do our level best.”

“Why, certalnoly,” added Snuyser,
“we don't depend entirely on police
colonels, and this one Is not so al
mighty clever. I've got to get on the
inside track of this business, and I'll
do It yet., you bet your bottom dollar.”

It was kind of them, but I would not
be consoled. When 1 got to Hill street,
I crep: ap to my room. very sorrowful
and sick at heart, and cried myself to
sleep..

Next morning while | was dressing
they came and told me that Mr. Snuy-
zer had called. He bad somethbing Im-
portant to tell me, and was rather in a
hurry.

“Captaln Wood's nut In that bouse,”
began the American abruptly, when
1 got down stairs.

“How do you know? Why are you
so sure?’ I asked.

“Haven't the smallest doubt of It
1 know, because I went right through
the houae iast night, every single
room.”

“What! Did they let you in?"

“No, misg; | broke In—burglary you
eall It in this country, 1 belleve, and
you may give me Into custody If you
please. But the detective that's not
good enough to break the law on an oc-
casion as well as break into a bouse
and stand the racket had better give
up the business.”

The man’s audacity staggered me. |
was quite terrlﬂed. but 1 llked him for
It

“You see, miss, 1 can’t afford to stick
at trifles. My professional repotation
is at stake, and the more I thought it
over the more | hungered to get Inside
that house In Featherstone Gardens,
and this Is how I worked It: First 1
set a close watch on the house, front
and back. and found before midnight
that no one had gone elther In or out. 1
reckoned that there were not very
many of them. and we mustered balf a
dozen, two of them practiced ‘crooks’—
professional burglars, miss, We got
Into the house right enough—the crocks
managed that—in balf an hour. First
thing was to lay bands on the care-
taker. There was no one else In the
house. He swore to that, and we soon
gaw that he was speaking truth, for we
drew every room, ransacked every cor
per, turned out every cupboard, but
pary soul was to be found. They'd all
cleared out but this one critter. So I
went back to him and threatened his
life. He was very stiff, but a revolver
is a mighty fne persuader, and - pres-
cntly he outs with the story; lies may-
be, maybe truth, but good enough to
make him worth keeping till we could
get some corroboration.”

“What was his story? Anything
about Captaln Wood? DIid he admit
that they had taken him?"

“You bet he did. Told us the whole
game from first to last. The first we
knew pretty well before; the last ls
that they have taken him out to sea
in a steamer. The steam yacht Fleur-
de-Lis, auxiliary screw, 274 tons reg-
ister, cleared from Victoria dock yes-
terday at 3 p. m. I've been there and
verified it this oroing.”

Casa Huerta Her-|

Already?”
. “Yes,” he went on. “The yacht Fleur-
de-Lis, Chapman master, left the dock
at 3 p. o1 yesterday. They knew her
well there. She was walting, ready for
gea, fires banked, blue peter fi
waiting cnly for her owner, and le
ber berth directly he was got on board.
He was an invalid, came in a carriage
to the dock side and nad to be carried
Lon board wrapped up In blankets.”

“Ah! Joe was right then.”

“A helped him, thought to be
his wife, -but she did not ‘gecompany
' him to the ship. She stald 6n shore—
‘very much upset, they told' me whosaw
her, and could hardly be persuaded ‘td
‘re-enter-the carriage. But a gentleman
‘at last mdde her, and they drove away

l‘f"”

together. So the parties have :pllt np.
One lot are afloat with their prisoner,
meaning, I've no douht, to keep him
‘away at sea, incapable of interfering,
while the others carty on their spolia-
.tlon In New York. That’s how 1 figure
‘It now.” said 'the detective shrewdly."

“I'dare say you're right.” I Interrupt-
ed him Hhastily. “But surely these
'speculations will not hely ud’ - We've
got to give chase to that neht. Ho*
is it to be done?

“You Bee, she has a tremendous
start.”

“No auxiliary screw can do more
‘than  eight or ten knots, I belleve.
Mother and I were in the Medltemne-
‘an last year with one of the best, Let-
us hire somethlng faster. There must
be plenty of steamers. I will pay eny
price gladly.” .

“Then we have no idea of what
course the Fleur-de-Lis-has taken”

“There are signal stations' all along
the coast, I belleve. ,We hear of ships
belng reported every hour almost, as
long as they are in sight of land.”

“She will fly. no signals and will cer-
tainly get out o of Iand."

“Oh, dear. dear!” 1 sald, almost cry-
ing with rage. “You only make diffi-
culties. It's too terrible to think' of.
Is there nothing you can suggest?
Have you no advice to give? I shall
go and consult Sir Charles Collingham.
He 1s a man in authority, and can help,
I believe. 1 shall -tell him what you
have discovered.” .

“Well. miss. let's each go our owm
w‘y But. gee here. Take this. I've

de-Lls just as I got It from the dock-
yard It's the only guide you'll have
In tracing her. for she won't fly her
number. yon het.”
TO BE CONTINUED,
- s ]

THE GRAVE , OF ANNIE LAURIB.—It
has just been discovered. that the grave
of Annie Laurie,
world famous ballad, has remained for
all these years without a tombetone.
Many people are under the delusion
that Annle Laurie was merely a fig-
ment of the poet's braln; but this was
not so. She was the daughter of Sir
Robert Laurie, and was born in Max-
welton House, which stands on the
“braes” immortalized in the song. Her
birth is thus set down in the Barjorg
manuscript :

“At the pleasure of the Almighty
God, my daughter, Annle Laurle, was
born upon the 16th day of December,
1682 years, about 6 o'clock in the morn-
ing, and was baptized by Mr. George,
minister of Glencairn.,” .

Maxwelton House is still full of
memories of this winsome girl, and in
the drawing room there still hangs
her portrait. Her lover and the au-
thor of the original song wis young
Douglas of Fingland; but whether he,

temperament, did not press his suit
sufficiently or whether she wished a
stabler husband, she gave her hand to
a prosaic country laird, her cousin, Mr:
Alexander Ferguson. They lived the
rest of their lives at Cralgdarroch
House, five miles from Maxwelton, and
when she died Annie was buried in
the glen of the Cairn. Lady Scott
Spottiswoode, who died early in the
present year, was responsible for the
modern version of ‘the song.—St. James
Gazette,

ONE BLACK SHEEP IN EVERY FAMILY.
One of the stories that the late Senator
Palmer was fondest of telling had to do
with an aged gentlewoman bearing the
same name as himself, who lives some-
where down on the eastern shore of
Virginia, in the county where Senator
Palmer's grandfather was born, One
of the senttor's Washington friends
happened to meet the old lady down
there, and asked her if she were not a
kinswoman of his. She did not know,
but thought perhaps he might be. The
gentleman was of Virginia descent,
was he not? And in the United States
senate? Yes, she was quite sure he
was a kinsman.

“Was he in the army?” she asked.

“Yes,"” answered the senator's friend,
“he was In the army and a general.”

The old lady was positive that he was
a relation.

“But,” went on the friend, "he was a
general in the Union army.”

The old lady's face fell, but she ral-
led.

“Well,” she sald, “you know there's
a black sheep in every family.”

“So lwem buckha: ‘him and thro‘am

noted down a description of the Fleur -

as 1s common with lovers of poetic -

the heroine of the °
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