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CHAPTER I honored and so universally beloved,| oo tne OUTSKINTS of he €rowad DIGCEINZ
“yURDER'™ | they to a man uttered a ery. Mrs | Up every entrance to the house, a mi:
HE dance was over. From 'h’| Webb! Why. it was ir::p-,yqil,].;_' mur of welcome went up, after which
areat Louss on the hill the| Shouting in thelr turn for Mr. Suther-| 8 way was made for him to the front
guests had all departed, and| land, they all erowded forward. | door.
ouly the musicians remained,| “Not Mrs. Webb!" they protested.| But before he could enter some oue
As they filed out through the ample| “Who could have the daring or the | plugked him by the sleeve.
doorway. with their fnstruments under| beart to kill her?  “God knows,” an- “Look up!" whispered a voice into
their arms, the first faint streak of | Swered a voice from the highway, “But  «is ear.

early dawn became visible in the east
One of them, a lank, plain featured
younz man of ungainly aspect, but
peuctrating eye, called the attention of
the others to it

“Look!" said he. “There is the day-
light! This has been a gay night for |

Sutheriandtown.” !

“Too gay.” muttered another. smr‘r-}
fuz aside as the slight figure of a young |
yuan eomjng from the house behind |
them rushed hastily by, “Why, who's
that?"

As they one and all had recognized
the person thus alluded to, no one an-
swered till he had dashed out of the
gate and disappeared in the woods on
the other side of the road. Then they
all spoke at once.

“It's Mr. Frederick!"

“He seems in a desperate hurry.”

“He trod on my toes.”

“Did you hear the words
muttering as he went by*"”

As only the last question was calcu-
lated to rouse an interest, it alone re-
eeived attention.

“No; what were they? I heard him
pay something, but I did not catch the
words."

“Ile wasn't talking to you or me,
either, but [ have ears that can hear an
eye wink., He said, “I'bank God, this
terrible night Is over!” Think of that!
After such a dance and such a spread,
Lie ealls this night terrible and thanks
God that it is over. [ thought he was
one to enjoy this kind of thing more
than most folks.”

“So did 1”7

“And so did 1.”

The five musicians exchanged looks,
then huddled in a group at the gate.

“He has quarreled with his sweet-
Lieart,” suggested one.

“I'm not surprised at that,” declared
another. *1 never thought it would be
a match.”

“Shame if it were!” muttered the
ungainly youth who bad spoken first.

As the subject of this comment was
the son of the gentleman whose house
they were jost leaving they necessarily
gpoke low, but thelr tones were rife
with curiesity and it was evident that
the topie deeply Interested them., One
of the five who had not previously
spoken now put in a word.

“I saw him when he first led ont
Miss FPage to dance, and I saw him
pgaln when he stood up opposite her
in the last quadrille, and I tell you,
boys, there was a mighty deal of Jif- |
ference in the way he looked at her |
the last time from what he did the
first. You wouldn't have thought him
the same mapn. Rechless young fel- |
lows like him are not to be caught by
dimples only. They want cash.,”

“Or rfamily, at least, and she hasn’t
either. But what a pretty girl she is!
Some fellow as rich as he and as well
connected would be satistied with her
good looks alone.”

“Good looks!" Iigh scorn was ob-
gervable in this exelamation, which
was wade by the young man who I
have before characterized as ungainly.
*1 refuse to acknowledge that she has
any good looks, On the coatrary, I
consider her plain.”

“Oh, oh!” burst in protest from more
than one mouth.  “And why does she
have every fellow in the room dangling
after her, then?' asked the player on
the vellow flageolet.

“PBut she hasn't a regular feature.”

“What difference does that make
when it isn't her (eatures you notice,
but herselr.™

“1 dou't like her.”

A laugh followed this.

“That won't trouble her, Sweetwater.
RButherlard does, If you domn't, and
that’s much more to the point. And

he was

he'll marry her yot. He can't belp It
Why. sbe'd witeh the devil into lead-
Ing her (o aliar If she took a no-
tion to have him for her bridegroom.”
bt o would be  couasistency in
thiat. itered the fellow just ad-
dressed. But, Mr. Frederick”—
“Hush! There's some one on the |
doorstep. Why, it's she!” |

They all glanced back. The grace-
ful figure of a young girl dressed in
white was 10 be seen leaning toward
them frowz the open doorway. Behind
her shone a blaze of light—the candles
not baving been yet extinguished in the
ball-and against this brilliant back-
ground her slight form, with all its be-
witehing outlines, stood out In plain
relief. There was an anxions bend
to It, however, which none of them had
ever observed in it before.

“*Who was that? she began in a
high, almost strident voice, totally out
of keeping with the sensuous curves of |
her strange, sweet face. But the ques-
tion remained iocomplete, as well as
unanswered, for at that moment her
attention, as well as that of the men
lingering at the gate, was attracted
by the sound of hurrying feet and con-
fused cries coming up the hill

“Murder. " was the

murder! word
panted out by more than one harsh
voice. and in another instant a dozen
men and boys came rushing into sight
in a state of such excitement that the

uve musicians recoiled from the gate,
and one of them went so far as to start
back towiard the house. As he did so |
he noticed a curious thing. The young
woman whom they had all perceived
standing in the door a moment before|
had vanished, yet she was known to
profess the Kkeeunest curiosity of any
ope in town.

“Murder, murder!” A terrible and
unprecedented cry in this old, God!
fearing town. Then came In hoarse
explavation from the jostling group
as they stopped at the gate: “Mrs.
Webb Las been killed! Stabbed with
a koife! Tell Mr. Sutherland!™

“Mrs. Webb!™

AS the IDUSClaus neard TS usme oc | emerged from the darkness and procsed | #lass af nort. bhut that is el

\ Suddenly he stopped.

ghe's dead—we've just seen her!

“Then it's the old man's work,” qua-
veredd a plping well known as
that of the village shoemaker's,. “I've
always sald pe would turn on his best
friend some day. 'Sylumn’s the best
place for folks as has lost their wits

"

But

voice

here a hand was put over _ his
mouth, and the rest of the words be-
came an inarticulate gurgle. Mr. Sath-
erland bad just appeared on the porch,
and these were not men to let their

! voiees be heard In his presence,

He was a superb looking man with
an expression of mingled Kindness and
dignity that invariably swakened both
awe and admivarion in the spectator.
No mrn in the country—I was golng to
say oo wown—was more beloved, nor
was any held in bigher esteem. Yet he
could not coutral his only son, as every
one within ten wmiles of the hill well
knew.

At this moment his face showed both
pain and shock.

“What pame are you shouting out
there?" he brokenly demanded. *“Ag-
atha Webb."

“Is Agatha Webb hurt?”

“Yes, eir; killed,” repeated a half
dozen voices at once.  “We've just
come from the house. All the town is |
up. Some say her husband did it

“No, no!" was Mr. Sutherland’'s de-
cisive, though half inaudible response.

“Philemon Webb might end hLis own
life. but not Agatha’s. It was the |
money™”—

Ilere he caught himself up, and, rais- |
ing his volee, sddressed the crowd of
villagers more directly.

“WWait,” sald he, “and 1 will go back
with you. Where is Frederick?” he
demanded of such members of his own
household as stood about him.

No oue knew,

“1 wish some one would find my
son. I waut him to go into town with
me."”

“He's over in the woods there,” vel-
unteered a voice from without.

“lo the woods!” repeated the faother
in a surprised tone,

“Yes, sir: we all saw bim go. Shall
we sing out to him™
“No, no; | will manage very weoil

without Lim.” And taking up his Lat
Mr. Suthberland stepped out again upon
the porch

Suddenly be stopped. A hand bhad
been laild on his arm and an insinuat-
ing voice was murmuring in his ear;

“Do you mind If 1 go with you?
will not make any trouble.”

It was the same young lady we have
secn before. d

The old gentleman frowned, he who
never frowned, and remarked shortly:

“A scene of murder is no place for
women."”

The face upturned to his remained
unmoved.

*“1 think 1 will go.," she quickly per-
gisted. "l can easily mingle with the
crowd.”

He said not another word against it.
Miss Page was under pay in his house,

1

N
™

~

~

A hand had been
laid on his arm.

but for the last few weeks no one bad
undertaken to contradict her. In the
interval since her first appearance on
the porci she had exchanged the light
dress in which she had danced at the
ball for a darker and much more serv-
iceable one, and perhaps this token of
bher determination may oDave nad 1is
influence in silencing him. He joined
the crowd, and together they moved
down hill. This was too much for the
servants of the bouse. One by one

-

| they. too, left the house till it stood ab-

solutely emptiy. Jerry snuffed out the
candles and shut the front door, but
the side entrange stood wide open, and !

| into this entrance, as the last footstep

died out on the hillside, passed a slight
and resolute figure. It was that of thel
musician whe had questioned Miss
Page's attractions.

CHAPTER II.

A BLOODY SLEEVE.
Sutherlandtown was a seaport. The
village, which was a small one, con-
sisted of one long street running par-
allel with the coast and numerous
¢ross streets running down from the
hillside and ending on the wharfs.
On one of the corners thus made stood
the Webb house, with its front door
on the main street and its side door
o oue of the hillside lanes. As the
group of men and boys who had been
in search of Mr. Sutherland entered |
this last mentioned lane they could
pick out this bouse from all the others, l
as it was the only one in which a light |
was still burning. Mr. Sutheriand lost
no time in entering upon the scene of*)
the tragedy. As his imposing figure |

| slmple

town's most heartrending tragedy.

He did so and saw a woman's body
hanging Lalf cut of an upper window.
It hung limp, and the sight made him
sick notwith=tanding bhis threescore
years of experience. .

“Who's that?" he cried. *“That's pot
Agatha Webb's head and shoulders.™

“No, it's Batsy, the cook. She's dead
too We left her where we found
her for the coroner to see.”

“But this is horrible!” murmured Mr
Butherland. *“Has there been a butel-
er here?”

As he uttered these words he felt an
other quick pressure on his arm. Look
ing down. he saw leaning against him
the form of a young woman. but before
he could nddress her she had started
upright again and was moving on with
the throng. It was Miss Page.

“It was the =ight of thiz sroman
hanging from the window which first
drew attention to the house.” volun-
teered a man who was standing as 2
sort of guardian at the main gateway

| “Some of the sallors’ wives who had
| been

to the wharfs to see their hus
bands off on the ship that sailed at day
break saw it as they came up the lane
on their way home and gave the alarn.
Without that we might not yet have
Epown what had happened.”

“But Mrs. Webh 77

“Come in and see.”

There was a1 board fence about the
vard within which stood the
bumble house forever after to be point-
ed the of Sutherland-
In
this fence was a gate, and through this
gate now Mr., Sutherland and
his would be companion, Miss Page.
A path bordered by lilae bushes led the
way to the house, the door of which

anutL as scene

passed

stomd wide open. As sogn as Mr.
Sutherland entered upon this path a
man appeared from the house and
came directly toward him. It was

Amos Fenton, the constable.

“Ah. Mr. Suthieriand,” sald he, “sad
business, a very sad business! dat
what little girl have you there?”

“This Is Miss I'nge, my housekeeper's

niece. She wouid come. Inquisitive-
ness, the enuse I do not approve of
fL

“Miss Page must remain on the door-
gtep. We allow no one inside except-

ing vourself.” e said respectfully, in
recognition of the fact that nothing of
importance was ever undertaken in
Sutherlandtown without the presence
of Mr. Suiherland

Aliss Pagze courtesied, looking so be-
witching o the fresh morning light
thal the tough old constable scratcehed
his chin In grudging admiration. But
he did not reconsider his determination,
Seecing this. she accepted her defeat
gracefully and moved aside to where
the bushes olfered her more or less pro-
tection from the curiosity of those
about her. Meanwhile Mr, Sutherland
bad stepped into the house.

He found bimself in a small hall
with a stalrease in front and an open

door at the left. On the threshold of
| this open door a man stood, who at
sight of him doffed his bat. Passing

by this man. Mr
the room beyond.
eatables met his view, beside which, in
an attitude which struck him at the

moment as pecualiar, sat Philemon
Webb, the well known master of the
Lonuse.

- 1
glasses have bad no wine (n them, por

have the victuals been touched.™
“Seats for three and only one oceun-

pied.” murmured Mr. Sutherland.
“Qtrange! Could be have expected
guests "’ '

“It looks like it. [ don’t know that
his wife allowed him such privileges.
But she was always too good to him
and I fear bas paid for it with her |
life.”

“Nonsense! He never Killed Dbher.
Had his love been anything short of
the worship it was, he stood in too
much awe of her to lift his hand
against her, even in his most demented
moments.”

“1 don’t trust men of uncertain wits,”
returned the other. “You bave not no-

| ticed everything that is to be seen in

this room.”

Mr. Sutherland. recalled to his duty
by these wor®s, looked quickly about
him. With the exception of the table
and what was on and by it there was
nothiug else in the.room. Naturally
his glance returned to Philemaon Webb.

“I don't see anything but this poor !
gleeping man,” he began.

“Look at his slecve.”

M. Sutheriand, with a start, again
bent down., The arm of his old friend
lay¥ ervoked upon tbe table, and on its
blue cotron sleeve there was a swiear
which mizhit have been wine but which
was—hload.

As Mr. Sutheriland became assured of
this, he turoed slightly pale and looked
inquiringly at the two men who were
fotently watching bhim.

“This is bad,” said he,
marks of blood below stairs

“No. That one smear is all”

“Olh. Philemon!™ burst from Mr.
Sutherland in deep emotion., Then as
he looked long and shudderingly at his
friend he added slowly:

“He has been ip the room where she
was killed, so much is evident. But
that be understood what was done
there 1 cannot believe or he would not
be sleeping here like a log. Come, let
us go upstairs.”

Fenton, with an admonitory gesture
toward bis subordinate, turned directly
townrd the staircase. - Mr. Sutherland
followed ULire, and they at once pro-
ceeded to the upper hall and into the
large front room, which had been the
scene of the tragedy.

It was the parlor or sitting room of
this small and unpretentious bouse. A
raz carpet covered the floor, and the
furniture was of the plainest kind. but
the woman who lay outstretched on the
stiff old fashioned lounge opposite the
door was far frow being o accord with
the homely type of her surroundings.
Though the victim of a violent death,
her faee and form., both of a beauty

“Any other

oer

. seldom 1o be found among women of

Sutherland entered r
A table spread with |

Astonished at seeing his old friend io |
this room amd in such a position, he |

was about to address him when Mr
Fenton stopped him.
“IWait!” satd he., *“Take a look at

poor Philemon before you disturb him.

| He was sitting just as you see him

whees we broke into the house a haif
dvsur azo, and we have let hims be for
reasons you can easily appreciate. Ex-

amine bim closely, Mr. Sutheriand; he

won't notice it.”

“But what ails him?
git crouched agoainst the table?
hurt, too?”

“No; look at his eyes.”

Mr. Sutherland stopped and pushed
aside the long gray locks that half con-

Is he

cealed the countenance of his aged
friend.

“Why.,” he cried startled, “they are
closed! He isn't dead?”

“No: he is asleep.,”

“Asleen®”

“Yes.
in and he is asleep yvet.
neighbors wanted to awake him, but |
would not let them.

Why does he!

there is no wound on Batsy."”

I{e was asleep when we came |
Some of the|

His wits are not |

strong enough to bear a sudden ghoeck.” |

*No, no, peor Philemon! But that he

should sit sleeping here while she—but |

what do these bottles mean and this |

parade of supper in the rooin they were
not accustomed to eat in?”

“We don’t know. it has not been
eaten, you see. He has swallowed a

-
.

“I don't sce anyihin

but this poor sleep-
ing mnn,"akc btgun.po

Thse pgthar

]Been upon bher,

any station. were so majestic in their
calm repose that Mr. Sutherland, as-
customed as he was to her noble ap-
pearance, experienced a shock of sur-
prise that found vent in these words:

“Murdered! She? You bave made
some mistake, my friends. Look at
her face!"

But even in the act of saying this his
eyes fell on the Llood which bad dyed
bher cotton dress. and he eried:

“Where was she struck and where is
the weapon which made this ghastly
wound 7’

“She was struck while standing or
sitting at this table,” returned the con-
stable, pointing to two or three drops
of blood on its smooth surface. *“The
weapon we have not found, but the
wound shows that it was inflicted by a
three sided dagger.”

“A three sided dagger?”

“Yes."

“l didn't know there was such a
thing in town. Philemon could have
had no dagger.”

“It does not seem =o, but one can
never tell. Simple cottages like these
often contain the most unlooked for ar- |
ticles.”

Mr. Sutherland thought of what this
cottaze did eontain and serutinized the

gonstable closely. But the Tatter show-
ed no discomposure.

“l ecannot imagine a dagger belipg |
among its effects,” he pursued. ““‘h(-m]
was the body of Mrs. Webb lying when |
you came in?"

*“Where you see it now.
been moved or changed.”

“She was found here, on this lounge,
in the same position in which we see
her now?"”

“Yes, sin”

“But that is ineredible. Look at the
way she lies! Hands crossed, eyes
closed, as thouzh made ready for her
burial. Only loving hands could have
done this. What does it mean?”

“It means Philemon; that is what it
means, ’bilemon.”

Mr. Sutherland shuddered, but said
nothing. He was dumfounded by these
evidences of a carzy man's work.
Philemon Webb always seemed so
harmless, though be had been failing |
in mind for the last ten years.

“But,” erled Mr. Sutherland suddenly
rousing, “there is another victim. I
saw old woman Batsy hanging from a
window ledge, dead.”

“Yes; she is in this other room; but

Nothing has

“How was she killed, then?®"

“That the doctors must tell us.”

Mr. Sutherlend, guided by Mr. Fen-
ton's gesture, entersd a small room
opening into the one in which they|
stood. [lis attention was at once at-|
tracted by the body of the woman he
had seen from beiow, lying bhalf in and
half out of the open window. That she |
was dead was evident; but, as Mr.i
Fenton had said, no wound was to be|
nor were there any
warks of blood on or about the place
where she lay.

“This is a dreadful business,” groan-
ed Mr. Sutherland, “the worst I have|
ever had anything to do with. Help
me to lift the woman in; she has been
long enough a show for the people out-]
side.”

There was a bed in this room; indeed,
it was Mrs. Webb's bedroom, and
upon this poor Batsy was laid. As the|
face came uppermost both gentlemen|
started and looked at each other in|
amazement. The expression of terror
and alarm which It showed was in
striking contrast to the look of exal-
tation to be seen on the face of her
dead mistress.

CHAPTER IIL
A MENTAL WRECK.

As they re-entered the larger room
they were astonished to come upon
Miss Page standing in the doorway.
She was gazing at the recumbent figure
of the dead woman, and for a moment
seemed unconscious of their presence.

“How did you get in? Which of my
men, were weak enough to let sou pass

+ smile.

| of

agAINST MY exXpress jusaoedoune s
asked the coastable, who was of an
frritable and suspicious nature. |

She let the hood drop from her head
and. turning, surveyed him with a slow |
There was witchery In that
smile sufficient to affect a much more
cultivated and callous nature than his, |
and though be had been proof agalost’
it once he could not quite resist the
effect of its repetition.

*1 iasisted upon entering.” said she.
“Do not blame the wmen. They did not
want to use force against a woman.” |
She had oot 2 good voice and she knew
it, but she covered up this defect by a
choice of intonations that carried her
lightest speech to the heart. [Hard
visaged Amos Fenton gave a grunt,
which was as near an expression of
approval as lie ever gave 1o any one

“Well, well!” be growled, but oot ill
naturedly. *“It's a merbid curiosity
that brings you here. Better drop it
girl. It won't do you any good In the
eyes of sensible people.”

“Thank you."” was ber demure reply, |
her lips dimpling at the corners In a
way to shock the sensitive Mr. Suther- |
land.

Glapcing from bher to the still out-
lines of the noble figure on the couch,
be remarked with an air of mild re
proof:

*1 do not understand you, Miss Page.
If this solemn sight bas no power to
stop your coquetries nothing can. As
for your curiosity, it Is both il timed
and unwomanly. Let me see you leave
this bouse at onge, Miss Page, and if
in the few bours which must elapse
before breakfast you can find time to
pack your trunks, you will still further
oblige 1ge.”

“Oh, don't send me away, I entreat
you." i

It was a cry from her inner heart, |
which she probably regretted. for she
instantly sought to cover up the anxi-
ety it showed by a submissive bend of
the head and a step backward. Neither |
Mr. Fenton nor Mr. Sutherland seemed !
to bear the one or see the other, their |
attention having returned to the more
serious matter in hand.

“The dress which our poor friend
wears shows her to have been struck
before retiring,” commented Mr, Suth- |
erland. after another short survey of |
Mrs. Webb's figure. *If Philemon"—

“Excuse me, sir,” Interrupted a voice,
“but the young woman is listening to
what you say. She is still in the hall.”
It was the young man speaking, who |
had been left in the hall i

“She is, is she!” exclaimed Fenton
sharply. bis admiration for the fascin-
ating stranger having oozed out at his
companion’s rebuff. *1 will soon show
her”"— But the words melted into thin
air as he reached the door. The vyoung
girl had disappeared. and only a faint
perfume remained in the place where
she had stood.

“A most extraordinary person”
grumbled the constable, turning back,
but stopping again as a faint murmor
came up from below.

*The gentleman is waking.,” called
up a voice whose lack of music was
quite perceptible at a distance.

With a bound Mr. Fenton descended
the stairs. followed by Mr. Sutherland.

Miss PPage stood before the door of
the room in which sat Philemon Webb,

AR they reoched bher gide ehe mada e
LITCle DOW that was balf mocking, hair

deprecatory, and slipped from the|
bouse. An almost unbearable sensa-
tion of incongruity vanished with her,
and Mr, Sutherland, for one, breathed
like a man relieved.

*1 wish the doctor wounid come,”
Fenton said, as they watched the slow |
Hifting of Philemon Webly's head. “Our
fastest rider has gone for him, but he's
out Porchester way, and it may be an
Lour yet before he can get here.”

“Philemon!"

Alr. Sutherland had advanced and
was standing by his old friend’s side.

“Philemon, what has become of your
guests? You've waited for thein bere
till morning.”

The old man with a dazed look sur-
veyed the two piates set on either side |
of him and shook his head. |

“James and John are getting proud,” |
said be, “or they forget, they forget.”

James and John. He must mean the
Zables, yet there were many others
answering to these names in town. Mr.
Sutheriand made another effort.

“Philemon, where is your wife? I do|
not see any place set here for her?" |

“Agatha's sick, Agsatha's cross; she
don’t care for poor old man like me."”

“Agatha's dead and you know It,”
thundered back the constable with ill-|
judged severity., “Who killed ber? Tell
me that. Who killed her?” |

A sudden quenching of the last spark
intelligence in the old man's eyve |
was the dreadful effect of these words,
Laughing with that strange gurgle
which proelaims an utterly irresponsi- |
ble mind, bhe cried:

“The pussy cat!
cat. Who's killed?
Let's go to Jericho.”

Mr. Sutherland took him by the arm
and led him upstairs. Perhaps the
gight of his dead wife would restore |
him. But he looked at her with the!
same indifference he showed to every-
thing else.

“I don’t like her calico dresses,” said
he. *She might have worn silk, bur
she wouldn't. Agatha, will you wear
silk to my funeral?”’

The experiment was too painful, and
they drew him away. PBut the consta-
ble's curiosity had been roused, and
after they bad found some one to take
care of him he drew Mr. Sutherland
aside and sald: .

“What did the old man mean by say- |

It was the pussy |
I'm not l;.lllvd.I

ing she might have worn silk? Are
they better off than they seem? {
Mr. Sutherland closed the door before

replying.

“They are rich,” be declared to the|
utter amazement of the other. *“Thar!
Is, they were, but they may have been
robbed; if so, I'hilemon was net the
wretch who Ekilled her. 1 bave bLeen
told that sbe kept her money in an old
fashioned cupbeard. Do you suppose
they alinded to that one?”

He pointed to a door set in the wall
over the fireplace, and Mr. Fenton, per-
ceiving a key sticking in the lock, step-
ped quickly across the flcor and open-
ed itt A row of bocks met his eves
but on taking them down a couple of
drawers were seen at their back. -

“Are they locked?” asked Mr. Suther- |
land.

“One is and oce is pot.”

“Open the one that is unlocked.”

Mr. Fenton did so.

“It is empty.” said he.

Mr. Sutherisnd cast a look toward
the dead woman, and again the per-
fect serenity of her countenauce struck
him.

“1 do not Enow whether to regard her l

| mation to give.

| and simple!

| money ?

as ne VicUm of der usband's Imbectl-

ity or of some vile robber's cupidity.
Can you find the key to the other
drawer?”

“1 will try.”

“Suppose you begin, then, by looking
on ber person. It should be Iin her

The pertect serenity of her countenance
struck him,

pocket, if no marauder has been here.”

“It is not in ber pocket.”

“Hanging to her neck, then, by a
string."

“No; there Is a locket here, but neo
key A very handsome locket, Mr.
Butherlapd. with"—

“Never wmind, we will see that later;
it is the key we want just now.”

“Good beavens!”

“What is it?"

“It is in her hand; the one that lles
underneath."

“Ah! A peint, Fenton.”

“A great point.”

“Stand by her. Fenton. Don"t let any
one rob ber of that key till the coroner
comes and we are at liberty to take
"

“1 will not leave her for an instant.”

“Meanwhile, I will put back these
books."”

He had scarcely done so when a
fresh arrival occurred. It was one of
the village clergymen.

CHAPTER IV.
A MYSTERIOUS WOMAN.
gentleman bhas some infor
As he was returning
home from the bedside of a sick parish
foner some little time before he had
been run against on this very corner

This

' by a man rushing out of the gateway

In a state of great agitation. This man
beld something in his hand that glit-

| tered, and, though the encounter rieat-

ly upset them both, he had not stopped
to utter an apology, but stumbled
away into the darkness in a dazed and
feeble way, showing that he was
neither young nor active. The minister
had not been able to see his face, but
i.oticed the ends of a long beard blow-
ing over his shoulder as he hurried
away.

Philemon was a clean shaved man.
Asked if he could give the time of his
encounter, he replied that it was after
11 and before 12, for he was in his own
house by 12.

“Did you look up at these windows
before leaving?’ asked Mr. Fenton,
for this interview had taken place in
the presence of the dead.

“l must have, for I now remember
they were both lighted.”

“Were the shades up?”

“1 think not, or I should have noticed
the ceiling of the room. 1 remember
seeing nothing.”

“How were the shades when you
broke into the house this morning?"

Inquired Mr. Satherland of the con-
stable.

“Just as they are now; we have mov-
ed nothing. The shades were both

down—one of them over an open win-
dow.”

“Well, we may find this encounter
of Mr. Crane's of decided Importance.”

“l wish 1 had seen the man's face,”
remarked the latter.,

“What did the object look llke you
saw glittering in his hand?"

“l should not lilke to venture an
opinion. I saw it but an Instant.”

“Could it have been a knife or an old
fashioned dagger?

“It might have been.” .

“Alas, poor Agatha! That money,
something she so despised, should
cause the death of a creature so grand
Unhappy life, unhappy
death! Fenton, 1 shall always mourn
for Agatha Webb."”

“Yet she seems to have found peace
at last,” said the minister. *1 bave
never seen her look so contented.”
Then leading Mr. Sutherland aside he
whispered; “What is it you say about
Had she any considerable
amount of it? 1 ask because in spite
of their humble means of living she al-
ways put a generous donation on the
plate, and | have received more than
once during my pastorate an unexpect-
edly large and anonymous contribution
for certain charities. As it was always
for sick or suffering children I"—

“Yes, yes. | have no doubt It came
from her. She was by no means poor,
though I myself never knew the extent
of her means till lately. Philemon was
a good business man once, but they ev-
idently preferred to Hve simply, baving
no children living"—

“They have lost six, 1 have been
told.”

“80 the Porchester folks say. They
probably had no heart for display or
for even the simplest luxuries. At all
events they did not indulge in them.”

“Philemon has long been past indulg-
ing inanything."

“Oh, he likes his comfort, and he has
had it too. Agatha pever stinted him.”

“But why do you think ber death
was due to her baving money ?

“She bhad a large sum in the house,
and there are some who knew this.”

“And is it gone?'

*“That we shall know later.”

As the coroner arrived at this mo-
ment the minister’'s curiosity bad to
wait. Fortunately for his equanimity
na one had the presumption to ask him
to leave the reom.

The coroper was a man of but few
words and but little given to emoction.
Yet they were surprised at his first
question.

#~“Who is the young woman who Is
standing outside there, the only one in
the yard 7

Mr. Suotherland, moving rapidly to
the window, drew aside the shade.

“It is Miss Page, my housekeeper’s
niece,” bhe explained. *1 do not
stand her interest in this affailr.
followed me bere from the
could bardly be got to leave this
into which she intruded herself
my express command.”

“But look at-ber attitnde®. It was

;

She
and
room,
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MADE FROM NATIVE ROOTA.
SAFE AND RELIABLE.

That the roots of many native rm
growing wild in our American forests,
possess remarkable
of human maladies
the untutored Indian h
curative value of some of these and
tanght the early setilers their uses. The
Indian never liked work so he wanted his
squaw to get well as soon as possible that
gi_tn; might d':\’t:o work and let ?I?oh::}
erefore, In(_g‘ “papoose root ~ for =
for that was r wt remedy for fe-
male weaknesses, . Plerce uses the
same root—called Blue Cohosh—in his
*Favorite Prescription.” skillfully com-
bined with other agents that make It
more effective than any other medicine in
cuﬂt;zl all the ﬂﬂcms“ wl;?kmw and
pajnful derangemen Ar 1o women.
any afflictad women have been saved
from the operating table and the sur-
fﬂm's knife by the timely use of Doctor
lerce’s Favorite Prescription. Tender-
ness over the lower rlvic with
backache, spells of dizziress, faintness,
bearing down pains or distress should not
go unheeded. A course of *"Favorite Pre-
seriprion” will work marvelous benefit
in all such cases. and generally effect a
permunent care if

sted in for a rea-

sonable length of Bm The "Favorita
Prescription” is a harmless agent, bei
wholly prepared from native medicina
roots, without a drop of alcohol in Its
make up, whereas all other medicines,
put np for sale thrdugh druggists for
woman's peculiar ailments, contain |
guantities of spirituous liquors, whic
are very harmful, es ally to delicate
women. “Favorite piion* con-
tains neither alcohol nor harmful habit-
forming drugs. All its | ents are
prin on each bottle wrapper. It is a
anrrful invigorating tonic, imparting

ealth and strength in particular to the
organs distinctly feminine. For weak
and sickly women, who are "worn-ont,”
or debilitated, :&pﬂ:lally for women who
work in store, ce, or school-room, who
sit at the typewriter or sewing machine,

or bear hu‘-{‘ household burd and for
nursi mothers, Dr. Plerce’s Favorite
Prescription will vo a priceless banefit

because of {ts health - restoring and
strength-giving power.

For constigation, the trune, scientific
cure is Dr. erce’s Pleasant Pellews.
Mild, harmless, yot sure.

M. FOnion Wuo Spoke. Sne’s crasier
than Philewon, it seems to me.”

There was some reason for this re-
mark. Guarded by the high fence from
the gaze of the pushing crowd without,
she stood upright and immovable in the
middle of the yard, like one on watch.
The hood which she had dropped from
her head when she thought her eyes
and smlile might be of use to her in the
furtherance of her plans had been
drawn over {t agalin, so that she looked
more like a statve In gray than a liv-
Ing, breathing woman. Yet there waas
menace In bher attitude and a purpose
in the solitary stand she took In that
circle of board girded grass which
caused a thrill In the breast of those
who looked at her from that chamber
of death.

“A mysterious young woman,” mut-
tered the minister.

*“And one that | neither countenance
nor understand,” iInterpolated Mr.
Sutheriand. 1 bhave just shown her
the displeasure 1 feel at her actions by
dismissing her from my bhouse.”

The coroner gave him a quick look,
seemed about to speak, but changed
his mind and turned toward the dead
woman.

CHAPTER V.
BLOOD ON THE GRASE

The Inquiries which followed ellcit-
ed one or two new facts. First, that
all the doors of the house wers found
unlocked, and, secondly, that the con-
stable had been among the first to
come in, so that he could vouch that
no disarrangement had been made in
the rooms with the exception of
Batsy’s removal to the bed.

Then, his attention being drawn teo
the dead woman, be discovered the
key In her tightly closed hand.

“Where does this key belong? he

as well as murder.”
key out he handed it to Mr. Fenton.

The constable Immediately unlocked
the drawer and brought it and its con-
tents to the table.

“No money here,” sald he.

“But papers as good 2s money,” an-
nounced the doctor. “Bee, here are
deeds and more than one valuable
bond. I judge that she was & richer
woman than any of us knew.”

Mr. Sutheriand meantime was look-
ing with an air of disappointment into
the now empty drawer.

“Just as | feared,” sald he. “Shes
has been robbed of her ready money.
It was doubtleas in the other drawer.”

“How came she by the key, then?"

“That is one of the mysteries of the
affair. This murder is by no means a
simple one. 1 begin to think we shall
find it full of mywsteries.”

“Batsy’s death, for Instance 7

“Oh, yes. Batsy! 1 had forgotten
that she was found dead too.”

“Without a wound, doctor.”

“She had heart disease. I doctored
her for it. The fright has killed her.”

“The look of her face confirmed
that.”

“Let me see. So It doea. But we
must have an sntensy to nrove ™

(To Be Continuad.)
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