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CHAPTER XVll—Continued.

But over all her thoughts there
brooded, like a dark cloud of gloom,
the fear that there might be some

other and more terrible reason for his

having gone away. She herself had

•rged him to go and see Mr. Coode at

the mill and she asked herself with

fear and trembling whether he had

gone there; and if so what had passed
between the two? Despite her utmost

efforts she aould not keep away that

cold feeling at the heart which seemed
to chillher blood, at the recollection

of the wildwords she had heard him

utter about Mr. Coode and those who

.had wronged him about the money.
Then she thought of the book she

held in her hand—a large album.

Chancing to open it she turned the

leaf where were the photographs of

Tom and herself. All the circum-

stances of the time when it had been

taken flashed into her memory. She

closed the book with a sigh deeper
than ever, and fastening the clasp car-

ried the album to the shelf on which

it always rested.

As she put it back she noticed that

some of the other books were out of

place, and she tried to push them into
line. There seemed to be something
behind which prevented them from

going into their proper places. She

took down two or three to see what

was the cause of their sticking out-

and then saw a paper parcel lying be,
hind them.

“This is not like you, Tom,” she

whispered to herself, under her breath,
as she took it out, and made room for

the books on the shelf.

It was something very heavy, about

eighteen inches in length, and was

wrapped in strong writing paper. It

had evidently been wrapped up hurried-

ly; and when she looked closely at the

paper she saw that it was some of that

which Tom had been in the habit

of using for his accounts for the sick

fund—large foolscap sheets of thick

white paper.
She felt it curiously all along, and it

seemed to be square with a large knob

at one end. It could not be anything
very important, she thought, or Tom

would never have left it where he had.

Thinking this, she unfolded the paper.

Suddenly she uttered a cry. It was

a short square bar of steel, with a

fragment of a broken cog-wheel at one

end. The broken end was stained

with blood, and clinging to it were a

number of gray hairs, and there was

blood on the inner paper.

Mary stood gazing at the fearsome

object almost like one spellbound. The

air round her went dark and thick.

She could scarcely breathe, and. grew

giddy. She thought she was going to

faint. Then a sound of some one mov-

ing in the passage behind her recalled

her from her fright, and she sought in-

stinctively to cover up the dreadful

thing she had found.

But she was too late. Before she

could hide it, or even hide the marks
df the blood, Reuben Gorringe entered

the room.

“Iforgot to say, just now, Mary,” he

began, then, changing his tone sudden-

ly, he cried: “My God! Mary, what’s

that? What have you there?” and he

hurried forward and took it from her

scarce resisting hand, and scrutinized

it minutely.
Then he lifted his eyes from the

gruesome sight, and looked at the girl;
and each read the thoughts which it
had stirred in the other.

CHAPTER XVIIL

WHAT SAVANNAH HAD TO SAY.

“What can this mean?” said Gorringe,
in a low, strained tone, as if speaking
in pain and fear.

He had paled a little, and trembled;
•nd his finger shook as he pointed it

•t the blood-stained end of the bar.

Itwas a fearsome, ghastly weapon, all

suggestive of horrible cruelty and vio-

lence.

Mary made no answer. She was too

overcome to be able to speak for the

moment. She leaned heavily on the

table, and, moving slowly, sank upon
a chair that stood by it, and bent her

face upon her hand.

The man was filledwith pity at the

sight of her terrible, silent agony; but

he knew the girl better than to show

his feelings. He sought to rouse her

to action.

“Tom must be brought back,” he said.

“This must be faced.”

There was a ring of determination

in his voice, and a suggestion that Tom

had only to come back in order to clear

away the mists, for which the girl was

thankful.

She looked up for a moment and

showed* her gratitude in the glance.
“Do you know where he is?” he

asked.

The girl shook her head.

“That’s bad. Any delay is full of

danger. The inquest is this afternobn,

you know.”

“Ah!”

The exclamation seemed wrung
from her, despite her will. Then she
looked again at Gorringe, this time

with an almost imploring expression,
while her eyes traveled again to the

terrible evidence of the murder which

he held in his hand.

He understood the look.

“You think no mention need be made

of this to-day?”
“Need it?”

“No, I think perhaps not. Little
more than is absolutely necessary will
be done to-day to enable the funeral to

take place.”
“Thank you,” said Mary, gratefully,

interpreting this as an indication that

he would keep the secret for a time.

Delay meant hope for her.

Then an idea occurred to her, and,
supplying a purpose, gave a direction

to her thoughts, and in this way re-

stored somewhat her self-control.

She rose from her chair, firm in her

object, and surprised Gorringe by the

sudden change she showed.

“Iwas overcome and scared at the

sight of such a thing as that,” she said,
pointing to the weapon with a shudder;
“but lam better. I found it here be-

hind these books. They are Tom’s.
No one goes to them except him. I

don’t know what it means, but what-
ever the truth may be it must come

out. It frightens me now when I think

of it; but itwould killme if I were to

try and keep such a matter secret.”
Gorringe looked at her, but she met

the look without flinching.
“Do you mean you will tell the cor-

oner’s jury that you found this thing
here among Tom’s books?” he said, to

test what she meant.

“If necessary, yes,” she answered.

“Not to-day, unless necessary; but
whenever it must be done I willsay
how I found it. If it means what at
first I thought it meant it willkill me

to have to say it.” She sighed deeply
and put her hand to her eyes, and

added, in a very low tone: “But it

would killme as surely to keep silent.”

“My poor girl!” said the man. ten-

derly. “Itis a fearful time for you!”
“You willspare me from having to

speak of this to-day, then?” she said,
with a wan and feeble smile, as she
held out her hand to him. “You are

good to me, Mr. Gorringe.”
He laid the paper with its ghastly

contents on the table as he took her

hand and pressed it.

“I will do all in my power for you,
Mary,” he said, earnestly.

“We had better leave it in exactly
the place where it was found,” said

Mary, quietly.
“Had I not better take it with me?”

asked the man.

“Why? The- truth has to be told,
and thus it is better placed where it

was found.”

He did not press the matter, and be-

fore he could say anything further the

girl took his hand in hers and thanked

him again for sparing her the need of

speaking about the discovery at once.

“You willtell me all that happens,
or that you hear?” she said, as they
separated at the door; and he promised.

She closed the door of the cottage
and locked it, as soon as he had

gone, and went straight back into the

parlor to carry out her 'plan. She did
not stop to think, but took the parcel
from its place immediately, and going
into the kitchen thrust it, without un-

folding the paper, into the middle of

the fire grate, and watched the flames

as they consumed the paper.
Then itoccurred to her that she was I

making a blunder. If the whole of the
bar were burned, it might alter its ap-
pearance so much as to defeat the very

object she had.

Her plan was to lead Gorringe to
think he had mistaken paint for blood;
if he found the whole bar had been

thus treated he would immediately see

he had been tricked. She pulled the
bar out again with the tongs, there-

fore, and stripping off the charred

paper, left only the stained portion in

the fire.

Then she began to think of other

matters.

The story she meant to manufacture ¦
must be circumstantial, and must be

supported by details. For this pur-

pose, there must be something in the
house amongst Tom’s belongings
which would bear it out. She de-

termined, therefore, that she would get
some red paint and leave it about In

Tom’s bedroom, together with such
odds and ends as would suggest that
he had been using it.

While she was thus engaged she was I
kept from thinking too closely of what
the discovery of the weapon really
meant, and, partly withthis object, she j
hurried on with this work as quickly
as possible, and did not rest until it
was completed, and she had replaced
the short bar of steel, changed as she
had designed, and wrapped in a sheet
of foolscap paper, taken from some she

found in Tom's bedroom, which had no

connection with the accounts of the
sick fund, and had certainly never

oeen at the mill

When she had finished, a further idea
struck her—to add to the complication

by giving the bar thus changed into

Reuben Gorringe’s own hands for him
to keep; and she saw at once the sooner

this was done the better. She had

taken a very short time to do what she

had planned, and she wrapped up the

bar at once and carried it to the mill,
hoping to find the manager there.

Reuben Gorringe was there and came

out to her.

“I have thought, after all, that it

would be better for you to have this,
Mr. Gorringe,” she said, giving it into
his hands, “that you may keep it in a

safe place.”
He took it at once and began to un-

fold the outer paper with she had

wrapped it. The girl was afraid he

meant to examine it again.
“Can I look into the offiee?” she

asked, unable to think of anything’
else likely to draw away his attention

from the parcel.
She was successful.

; “For what purpose?” he said, quickly,
; stopping in the act of unwrapping the

I paper and merely glancing at the

¦ writing and figures—Mary had taken

; care to substitute for the original wrap-

¦ per a paper which was covered with

I Tom’s figures.
“Iwant to get a clear understanding

of all the dreadful facts,” she answered.

¦ “Willyou tell them to me?”

“You can come into the inner office

if you like.”

The girl thought it would be well for

her to know where he put the fateful

t
little parcel she had brought, and,

; making an effort to fight with a sort of
• half-hysterical dread that affected her,
, went with him.

I “1 am nervous,” she said, glancing
j up at him, and laying her hand on his
arm as she spoke.

“There is nothing to be nervous

about,” he answered, smiling.
“Iam nervous while you hold that,”

she said, pointing to the bar he was

carrying in his hand. “Put it away.”
He smiled as he might have done

when humoring the whim of a child.

“Iwillkeep it here,” he said, putting
it in a drawer, which he locked.

“You are very good,” she said. “You

willkeep the promise you made?”

“Certainly. That will never be

moved tillsuch time as we agree that

it shall be produced.”
“Now will you tell me all that is

said about the—the scene of last

[ night?”
“You can see everything from here,

if ypu can bear to look,” answered

Gorringe.
Before he .had finished the telling,

some one came to speak to him, and

Mary went away.
She thought over everything she had

heard, and tried to look at it all as it

affected her lover, but she could not
see that there was any evidence of any
kind against him, beyond the fact that

he had quarreled with the mill-owner

—except only that which she had

destroyed in reference to the steel bar.

As she thought of this, she was glad
that she had done so.

But this thought led her to consider

that she had had no time since she had

made the discovery to think about

the real significance of that piece of

evidence. Did it mean that Tom had

gone in hot temper to the mill; that he

had seen Mr. Coode and quarreled with

him; and perhaps in anger had struck

the blow which had killed him, and

then, hastening home, had put the

weapon in the place where she had

found it, and fled away in the night?
“Ifso, why should he have put it in

such a place?”
Itwas something to be solved after-

wards. Why had he fled from the

village? That was the first question
to be answered. And there was only
one person who could answer it to her

—Tom himself.

There was another could say

something— Savannah Morbyn. She

could say whether Tom had gone with

her. And the dilemma which the
answer to that question suggested to
the distracted girl made her more

wretched than ever.

If Tom had gone with Savannah,
then he was false to her. If he had
not gone with her. then what

could be the reason of his flight?
But she was utterly miserable and

broken, and for two days, during
which no news came except the bad

news that vague suspicion was begin-
ning to point to her lover’s direction—-

she was comfortless and disconsolate.
Then a spark of light flashed. Sa-

vannah came home on the Monday
evening. Mary went to her at once.

“Where have you been, Savannah?”

she asked; and something in her man-

ner revealed by some instinct to the

other what feelings prompted the visit
and the question.

She turned her handsome face and
flashed her large eyes, bright with a

menacing gleam, upon the other.

Then she laughed, as ifrejoicing at the

girl’s misery.
“What is that to you? Can’t I go

where I please?”
“Of course you can.”

“Then, why do £ou come bothering
me with your questions?” Then sho
burst suddenly into a loud laugh.
“You are a fool, Mary; a great fool.

You had better .give him up.”
“What do you mean?’" cried Mary,

1 angrily.
“Oh! what do I mean, I wonder, and

whom do I mean? Bah, you are a fool!
But you are too good for him—too

good; aye, and too goody. You know
whom I mean.”

“Savannah!” exclaimed Mary, in her

wonderment at the other’s manner.

“Savannah,” she replied, mocking
Mary’s tone. “Savannah. Well, what
is it you want to know from Savan-
nah?” Then her manner changed sud-

i denly to her usual softness. “You are

making yourself miserable, fretting,
j What is it? Tellme frankly, likeyour-
self, and I willtell you allyou want
to know.”

“Iwant to know whether you have
seen Tom Roylance while you have
been away,” said Mary, after a mo-

ment’s pause.
“Where should I see Tom—your

Tom?” said the other girl, laughing
again, mockingly, but softly.

“I didn’t ask where; but whether

you have seen him at all?” said Mary,
looking steadily at her

“Iheard you," replied Savannah, re-

taming the look, but dropping her eyes
before Mary s gaze, as she answered,
laughing lightly again, “and I didn't ,
say whether I'd seen him at all, but '
asked where I should see him. So we ;
are quits—see?”

“Do you mean you won’t tell me?”
“Do you mean you think I’ve been

away with your lover?”

Mary flushed crimson at this.

“And suppose I say I have; what
then?” said Savannah, quickly.

“Then I should ask you where he is?”

answered Mary, her voice quivering
1partly with passion, partly with pain i
and the effort it cost her to restrain ’
herself under the other's sneers.

“What sweet humility! what touch- '
ing gentleness! After that it would be ;
cruelty to keep you in suspense. No, ,
I haven't seen Tom. and don’t want to ;
see him; and I don’t know where he is, i
and don’t care. Does that satisfy you?”

“When did you last see him?”

“When you were at his cottage. '
Have you any more questions to ask?" ‘

“What is the matter with you?” I
asked Mary, goingto her. “You are so j
strange.” ;

“Strange! What do you mean? How

dare you say that?” she cried, fiercely, I
“You come here to spy and pry upon
me, badgering me with question upon !
question about every this, that, and J
the other; and because I don’t choose j
to answer everything directly, you |

turn on me and call me like that. I’ve ;
not seen your lover; I don’t want your

lover; I wish I’d never seen him, or you,
•

or anyone in the plaee. I hate you '
all. Go away,” she said, with an angry

1

gesture. “Go away! for if you stop here ‘

I may be tempted to do you a mischief.

Go away, you spy!” Then, as if excite- 1
ment had spent itself, she stopped and !
burst into a violent storm of sobbing. |

Surprised, hurt and somewhat afraid, '
Mary left the room. As she walked

homewards, the thoughts which grad- |
ually separated themselves from the i
too tangled maze of wonderment which

Savannah’s extraordinary conduct had

caused, were first intense relief and

pleasure that Tom was love-loyal to ;
her; and, secondly, profound perplexity '
as to the reason for his sudden and

mysterious flight.
If only she could know where ha 1

had gone. That was her chief con- i

cern now.

He must be in some place,, she 1
thought, where the news of what had i
happened at the mill on Friday had |
not reached him.

j
. He must have gone away out of fear ¦
of what was threatened at the mill. ;
But ifso, why had he not written her '
to go to him?. At home a great sur-

prise awaited her. On the table lay 1
a letter for her; and she felt it was

from her lover. She grasped it with

almost hungry eagerness, and read
the address with brightened eyes and
flushed eheek.

She had guessed right. She knew

the handwriting well enough. The

letter was from her lover.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

PUT AN END TO THE STRIKE.

How the Master of Balliol Dealt witli

University Washerwomen.

A sympathetic biographer, and one

who is evidently acquainted with his

subject, contributes to Cornhill some

rare “Memories of the Master of
Balliol.” The master was a keen judge
of human nature, and in the anecdotes

comprised in this paper there are evi-

dences of his keen insight into charac-
ter. One trivial, though character-
istic, incident narrated is quoted as

follows by the Toronto Empire: Jew-
ett’s brevity of speech and dispatch
of business never shone more than on

the great occasion of his dealing with

the refractory washerwomen -of Bal-

liol. These worthy dames struck for

higher wages in one department.
Twelve collars for a shillihg was, I be-

lieve, the statutory price. They camo
to interview the master.

“The washerwomen have come to
see you,” said the butler.

“Show the ladies tip,” said the mas-

ter. They clumped into the room to
find him fiddling with the poker at the
ashes in the grate. He turned round.

“Willyou wash twelve collars for a

shilling?”
They began to expostulate. He

touched the bell. In came the but-
ler.

“Show the ladies down.”

“They seem very sorry, sir—would
like to see you again.”

“Show them up.”
“Willyou wash twelve collars for a

shilling?” piped the cheery littlevoice.
A stalwart speaker began to make ex-

planations. He touched the bell.

“Show these ladles down,” said he,
and down they went. Again the but-
ler expressed a hope that he would see

them.

“Certainly; show them up.” They
entered the room.

“Willyou wash twelve collars for a

shilling?”
“We will,” they cried.

“Thank you—good-day, good-day,”
said the master; and, touching the bell,
said: “Knight, show these ladies down"
—and the strike was over.

A Great Matchmaker.

The first Napoleon was the greatest
matchmaker that ever lived. After re-

peated refusals the doughty little sol-
dier himself finally won th 6 hand of

Josephine, and devoted his matri-

monial instincts to the affairs of
others. No excuse was admitted from
a bachelor. Two officers who pleaded
that they might be killed in battle he

answered: “The more reason fol

haste.” To those who urged that they
could not find a wife: “Be that my
care,” he said, and the same evening
the affair would be arranged. Th*
poor received dowries and trousseaux.

Cine day by decree the emperor married
off six thousand soldiers at onca.

Another day his great court dignitaries
were obliged en masse to marry.

The Chinese Emperor Uses Red Ink.

The use of red ink is forbidden to all
but the Chinese emperor, who signs of-
ficial documents in that flaming color
An autograph of Kang 111., the oo»

temporary of Louis XIV.,han been sold
In Pekin for move than i»riy*rwai]a

THE SWEET O’ THE YEAtt

(A Song tor Any Season.)
L

¦Once 1 a piper playing
Notes that blissful ardors fanned;

All the world had pone a-Maying
Un and down the flowery land.

• Tell me,” said L “piper merry.
Why you blow such tuneful cheer I

Far and near, by ford and ferry.
Is it now ‘the sweet o’ the year’ F’

Gracious answer was my guerdon.
And his ditty bore this burden:

• Crimson cherry, holly berry, rod-of-gold, a*

jonquil-spear I

Love-time I love-time! Then’s the sweet of
the year.’ ”

IL

When the meads were ripe for mowing
Underneath the ancient stars

Stood a songful shepherd, sowing
Night with music’s rapture-bars.

**Stnger,” cried I, “buoyant-hearted.
Bounteous harvest draweth near.

But has joy from sorrow parted—
Is it now ‘the sweet o’ the year?* ”

Still his voice rang, upward soaring
With its rythmical outpouring:

" Crimson cherry, holly berry, rod-of-gold, or

jonquil spear!
Love-time! love-time! Then's ‘the sweet o*

the year.’ ”

ILL

When the linden leaves were yellow,
From the orchard welled a strain

Where a liltinglad with mellow
Apples piled the waiting wain.

Eagerly I hailed him, thinking
“Aye” on answering “aye” to hear:

• Why such jocund rhymes art linking?
Is itnow ‘the sweet o’ the year?’ ”

Straight into a ch’orus broke he,
And in mounting measure spoke he:

“Crimson cherry, holly berry, rod-of-gold, or

jonquil spear!
Love-time! love-time! Then’s the sweet o’

<„ the year!’”

IT. 'I

When the hills were silver-sided.
And the skies were steely cold,

Chance my wandering footsteps guidsd
To a forest gray and old.

There a lusty-voiced woodman

Swung his ax, and caroled clear .

“Hol” I called, “my gay, my good man,
Is itnow ‘the sweeto’ the year?’ ”

Came his rapturous replying,
Bising, falling, swelling, dying:

¦“ Crimson cherry, holly berry, rod-of-gold, or

jonquil spear!

Love-time! love-tipie! Then's ‘the sweet o’
the year!’ ”

—-Clinton Stollsrd, in Chauta uquan.
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HUMPHREYS’
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General Passenger Agent,

Monon Block, Chicago.

J. IF YOU HAVEACOOO j

.’//BSjF*

get it

FITQ-MmSljs
L I I O CAN be CURED.

We win SEND FREE by
¦ ¦ mail a large TR.' AL BOTTLE*

SUFFE& ANY*‘iLNGIfR PiStOJ.
¦ fice. State and County, and Age plainly,

THE HAU. CHEMICAL CO.,
9»W Vainaouat Avan*, PhUa<telplua.lW

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

Th* editors of McClure** Magfe
line aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make erery line in the maf*»
*!ne both instructive and entssw

taining.
100 rtBN AND WOfIEN FAMOUS IN

UTBRATURB AND ACHIEVEMENT will b»
represented In McClure’s Magarino, either
as authors of articles er as participants tn
dialogues and interviews, er as subjects 4
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OP THE

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Louie Stevenson and Lloyd L
Osbourne, will rut through four [7
•umbers, beginning with Jan- mV ,
•ary. This story is oae es thrill- jßyz
ing adventure and mysterious

happenings, reminding one of f TY/jL
“Treasure Island," and of “The ,

Wrecker." •utotom

William Dean Howells*

twill
contribute a serial stoop

te run through three

more especially for younger
readers, and, like all his storieg
for young people, it will be Just
aa Interesting to their elders,

Short Stories
'*

will be contributed by stear
well-known writers, among otheas I

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris,
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,

Harriet Preooett Spofford, “Q“
Clark Russell, Rudyard Klpllag,
Octavo Thanet, and I. Zangwill.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and

Studies of Croat Hon In Action, will continue
to be marked features of coming issues. Under
this headlag are announced the following i

D. L. HOODY, the Han and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUfITIONIX
This is the first complete study /•"X v'i’]
if Mr. Moody’s career which (

Jarx
Gladstones

Kt a Leader es Men,
* isl

By HAROLD FREDERIC.
,

Philip D. Armour.
By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour to pr«.

bably the greatest merchant In the history of th*
world. He to also a great philanthropist. Thia
article will present the many aides es his actfo.

hiss, and willbo fully illustrated.

?[7X Bismarck.
M At hie Greatest,

\ SY—-

ARCHIBALD PORBBB.

7
Ruskin at Home*

/- - ¦t By fl. H. aPiBLTUN,

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by

HADAITB ADAH, f

Alphonse Daudet,

false Verna,

•srdou,
Andrew Carnegie *

Archdeocon Farrar,

Dumas, the Younger.
a Camilo Flaaurlea,

JrflyTl CHARLES A. DANA

¦ FMh’fe ‘fc* tubjects of articles h*

the form of interviews, in which

saatter is mainly autobto,
graphical. Them articles In many

casm give full length portraits
of their subjects, the stories s*

Sum their lives, struggles, achtoea.

¦eats and suecosess. Those articles willbe fully
(Dustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements abev%

important contributions, some of which are unique

are in preparation byt

Pref. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,

William Doan Howelto, Bret Harte,

H. H. Boyesen, fl. do Blowlts,

Thomae Netoon Page, Frank R. Stecktem.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,
Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farratv

Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,

Ooorgo W. Cable. Gilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.
Articles under this head willdeal with the Mam

velsof Science, and interesting subjects in the field*
of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating t*
the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Tisreiy
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait

ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved m

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming issoem

The regular price of McClure’s Hsgazino
to

15 cents a Copy. sl3o a Yeaib

How to Got this Maaazlns.

We Have Made Special Arrangements

With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

BP 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK,

Whereby We Can Offer ths

F6ODI6’S Pilot
AND McCLURE’S MAGAZINI

In Combination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable In Advance.

Subscribing for tbo

hODIG’S PIIOI
You Gen Have this Splendid Magaaino

far Only *123 » Year, or WK Cents
a Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING C<X
W NSSELABR. IND.


