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A Dl;AD MAN’S DREAM.

T Napoleonic dictum that nothing happens except
the improbable was never more strikingly exemplified
than it was in connection with the theft of Lady
Monksfield’s jewels. The case was an extraordinary
one from beginning to end, and the way in which the
dlscovery of the jewels.was brought about reads like a
transeript’ from the pages of some wild and fantastic
romance. The truth of it, however, admits of no ques-
tion, as will presently be seen.

The late Lady Monksfield, as every one knows, was
renowned for marvellous beauty. It was said, indeed,
that she was one of the few perfectly and artistically
beautiful women to be found inall the wdrld. She was
one of two sisters who wete born in humble circym-
stances. Their father wag for many years in- the
gervice of the Hortourable Xqgt India Company ; but
ill health and a series of misfortnes reduced *him and
hig family to a state bordering on bankruptey. He
died suddenly ; and at the time of his death his worldly
possessions scarcely afforded him decent burial. «itis
two dutiful daughters—who had been well educated—
wtruggled for some time to support themselves and an

B
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invalid mother by giving lessons it music and foreign.
languages, but on the death of thé mother the young
ladies went on to the stage, as they had always evinced
a talent that way, but their parents had been strongly
opposed to their adopting the profession of the stage as
a means of livelihood.

Charlotte—who afterwards became Iady Monksfield
—soon took the town by storm, as the saying is. Iler
appearance “at Old Drury in the character of Juliet is
still regarded as one of the chicf theatrical events of the
century. Never before had a Julkt so exquisitely
beautiful and graceful*heen scen. Shakespeare himself -
must have been enraptured could he have heard his
polished language as it was spoken by Charlotte, whose
bell-like voice, arch manner, and intelligent rendering
of the part perfectly cleetrified the andience who, packed
like sardines in a box, filled the theatro from {loor to
ceiling.  Of course, after the brilliant triwpph which
the young lady that night achieved, all sorts of good
things were predicted for her, but few could have
dreamed that she was destined to become one of the
wealthiest and most prominent of the aristocratic ladies
of the realm. ®

Amongst $hose who witnessed her performance on
that memoraDle night was Lord Monksfield, who had
noé long before suceeeded to the title and the enormous
estates that went with it. « llis lorglshi'p’s fortune was
almost fabulous, and {hasociety belles 0T the realm vied
with each other in their endetvours to capture him.
But he was known to have declared that he woald
regain single until he was thirty, and in order to avoid
the snares that were laid for him, he made a tour of the
world, and had only just returned after four years’
absence when ho formed one of the units of the vast®
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audience that crammed Drury Lane on the night when
the new Juliet made het ¢ébut. It was noted by those
about him that during the whole of the evening le
watched the charming actress with« fixed and dreamy
stare, as if he had fallen under some strange spell of
enchantment. Three months later rumours were spread
that the Incky and beautiful actress was engaged to
Tord Monksfield, whereat there was much disdainful
turning up of aristocratic noses and bitter heart-burn-
ing amongst the disappointed ones.  Ilis lordship’s
family did everything they could to prevent what they
were pleased to term the mésd/liance ; but he was a
voung man of determination and inflexibility of
purpose, and in due course he led the beautiful
Charlotte to the altar. _\mongtt the many presents
he loaded her with was a necklet of diamonds, the stones
of which were said to be unique. 1le had bought them
during hig wanderngs in Persia, and it was whispered
that the price he paid was equal to a Jew’s ransom.
But this necklet was only one of many costly things Jhe
presented to her; and, as she was known to have a
passion for jewellery, almost every ome included
j&wellery amongst his other gifts.

It has been said that beauty unadorned is adorned
the most, and from the strictly artistic point of view
that is no doubt true ; but Tady Monksfield showedeno
disposition to sive Jorce and point to the canon. She
believed that hier own superb Leauty was heightened by
the Deauty of gems, anll she was in the habit of adorn-
ing her person with jewels valued at tens of thousands
of pounds. This vanity—and vanity seems inseparghle
from the feminine nature—-caused many hard things to
be said against her ladyship, although it would not seem

#Mhat they had any effect,
B 2
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Soon after her marriage, a story that was regarded
as fantastic at the time, but which I happen to know
was mainly true, gained currency, and was to the
effect that a band af expert swell mobsmen had vowed
to steal the jewels. Theso rascals—so the rumour ran—
had actually formed themselves into a financial syndi-
cate, with a secretary and banking account, in order
to provide funds for defraying any necessary expenses
that might' be incurred in carrying out their nefarious
transactions. I was at this time consulted by his
lordship, who was anxious to Iarn how much
truth there was in+the story that was {loating
about, and I was enabled to tell him that I had strong
reasons for believing that some desperate adventurers
did contemplate making an attempt to enrich them-
selves at his lordship’s expense, should an opportunity
occur. As it would have been exceedingly difficult to
have procured legal evidence against the congpirators, it
was not deemed desirable to take any steps in that
direction ; but I very urgently impressed upon Lord
Monksfield the necessity for adopting some plan that
would more cffectually safeguard his wife’s property.
1Ie himself, it appears, had a great love for jewels, afd
liked to see lis wife adorned with the barbaric splen-
dour of glittering stones and rich gold. Otherwise it
might have been difficult to understand why he shoull
have caused himself anxiety by putting so much wealth
in baubles. . '

Impréssed with niy suggestion, he lost no time in
instructing an eminent firm to build a strong rooms at
Igs chief seat, Pierrepont Castle, and also at his
London House in Park Lane; and, in addition, they
were to manufacture a box for the removal of the
jewels from place to place. This box he designed hima



\

A- DEAD MAN'S DREAM. 5

self, having some fa'culty for invention, and it was so
ingenious and so strong® that it might have defied the
most expert cracksman in the world.

At DPierrepont Castle, the roomewas constructed in
the thickness of the castle wall, and near the bed
occupied by her ladyship when staying at the castle.
The door was particularly ingenious, and calculated to
resist every illegal attempt to open it. The lock was
a marvel of mechanical science. This lock could only
be opened by means of a clock-work arrangement which
was sct in motio! by a key. This key, however, did
not work in the ordinary way, &nd the slightest bung-
ling with it threw the whole mechanism out of gear,
and immediately a large bell that hung outside began
to clang, and so loud and brazen was its clamour that
the deaf might have heard it.

In the face of these unusual precautions, it may be
thought that the sheft of the jewels was impossible ; but
we Bhall see directly that they were actually stolen. It
was early in September, and a very beautiful September
it was. In fact, that summer had been unusually hot
and fine, and September came in glowing and brilliant.
Y.ady Monksfield and her husband had only recently
returned from the Continent in order to be present at
the marriage of onc of his lordship’s cousins.  On the
oth of September, Lady Monksfieldl gave a gaylen
party at Pierrepont Castle, at which there was an
unusual gathering of notabilities, including His
Impérial 1lighness, Prince Vionville, whose naie was on
efery one’s lips owing to his connection with the so-
called “ Rubenstein scandal,” which had been a boyne
bouche to society during the summer. The Rufssian
Ambassador was also present, as well as two native
princes from India, who were making a tour: through
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Europe in search of knowledge. At this distinguished
gathering Lady Monksfield appeared in all the splen-
dour of her very finest jewels. It was said that the
diamonds she wore were valued at over a hundred
thousand pounds. The company dispersed about six
o’clock, and after the fatigues of a very trying day her
Iadyship retired to her room, previous to dressing for
dinner, and she told her maids that she did not want {o
be disturbed for an hour. Soon after seven, she
summoned her attendants and dressed for dinner.
Before’doing so; however, she wished'to put away her
jewels in the strong bux; but the key could not be
found. Iler ladyship herself always took charge of the
key, but on this particular occasion she had evidently
mislaid it in the excitement of adorning herself for the
party.

Her husband had a duplicate key, but as he was
dressing, and it was close on the \linnar hour, her lady-
ship decided not to disturb him, so she placed her jevrels
in a cabinet, which in turn was put into a wardrobe, and
the wardrobe locked. Towards midnight, when lady
Monksficld was about to retire for the night, she asked
her husband for his duplicate key, which he handed t¢
her. It shoyld be mentioned that the lock of the
wonderful sirong room was so arranged that in the
cvent of a key bemg lost, the mec hunmu could in a few
moments be so altercd that while the duplicate key
could be used by any one.in the sceret, the 105t key used
in the ordinary way would be of 150 avail.  On reaching
her room, Lady Monksfield opened the strong room door
with her husband’s key; then she readjusted the
mechamsm, and went to the wardrobo with the intention
of procuring the cabinet of jewels, but to her horror
she found the cabinet gone. In spite of all the costly
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arrangements that *had been made to safeguard the
valuable property it had*disappeared.

Late as the hour was, her ladyship aroused the liouse-
hold, and not ouly was the castle searched, but the
extensive park and grounds as well. The result, how-
ever, was disappointment.  No sign was discovered
that was calculated to explain the mysterious disap-
pearance of her ladyship’s jewels. As soon as it was
possible to do so, Lord Monksfield telegraphed to me,
asking me to go down without an hour’s loss of time,
and that afternodn I found myself at the castke, and
listening to a recital of the loss #rom her ladyship’s own
lips. :
“Now, Mr. Donovan,” exclaimed her ladyship, when
she had finished, ‘what is your opinion, and who do
you think is the guilty person ?”’

“I beg you to excuse me from answering that
question at present,” T-answered, ¢ though I will go so
far as to say that there are scveral persons concerned in
this robbery. And one of the thieves at least, if not
more, will be found amongst your own servats.
Probably amongst your maids.”
¢ Ier ladyship held her hands in horror as she
exclaimed, ** Tmpossible, Mr. Donovan! Why, I would
trust cach of my three maids with untold® gold.”

“T am afraid you are t8o confiding,” I ventured to
remark. ¢ Ilowever, a little later on, perhaps, we shall
have some Qata to go upon. Now I want your lady-
ship®to try and remensber whero You put the key of the
glrong room. It is most important that you should do
so.” :

“ But I cannot,” she cried, with an arch pout of her
pretty lips, and a most attractive expression of perplexity
on her beautiful face.
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I assured her that it was highly probable she could
if she could recall some of the incidents that occurred
during the morning wlen she was performing her toilet
previous to appearing at the garden-party. She still
insisted that it was impossible to do so, and I therefore
asked the following questions with a view to helping
her: —

* Who took your jewels from the strong room 7 ”’

“I did so myself, because my hushand lms repeatedly
requested me never to allow any one clse to open the
door.™ .

*“Who was there ot the time ? ”’

¢ Mary Simpson, who is my hair-dresser and under-
maid.”

“ Any one else besides Simpson ¥ "’

*No.”

* There is no doubt about that ¥~

“ Noue whatever.” e .

* Now, will your ladyship please try once moe to
remember where you placed the key after you had got
your jewels ¥ 7

She pondered for some little time, and then exclaimed
joyfully — '

“Why, yes; 1 do remember now, I left it on the
writing-table ‘in my boudoir, together with some
trigkets I had been wearing.”

“You are enabled to speak with certainty in this
matter ¥ 7 .

“ I am‘absolutely certain now.?’

“ Are the trinkets still on the tuble ¥ ” °

“Idon't know. I will go and see.” She left the
roomy returning very shortly with the trinkets in her
hand. She had found thom exactly where she had put
them, but there was no key there, and at this stage she



~ ‘

A DEAD MAN'S DREAM.” 9
[ ]

was able to recall to Ber memory the fact that she had

actually looked on the tgble when she missed the key,

being led to do so by a shadowy remembrance that she

had placed it there. But not finding it, she concluded

she must have been mistaken.

In my own mind I was sure she was right. She Zad
placed the key on the table, and it had been purposely
removed in order that her ladyship should not be able
to replace the jewels in the strong room, so that they
might thus be purloined. This of course argued an
enemy in the carhp, and I was prepared to find *that
enemy in the person of Mary Simpson, the maid, who
was present at the time ; and if my surmise was correct,
she had been instigated by some one who had influence
over her. I did not mention my suspicions to Lady
Monksfield, but I asked her to allow me to inspect her
rooms.

1er bedroom, deessing-room, and boudoir were ex
suitey and if the communicating door between the dress-
ing-room and boudoir was open, any one in the dressing-
room could see into the boudoir. Nuw, supposing that
Simpson had seen her mistress lay the key oun the
whiting-tuble, was it not possible that at the first oppor-
tunity the girl removed it? She would pot carry it
about on her person ; I was convinced of that, for the
risk would be too great; but*she probably placed it jn
some other part of the room where it was not likely to
be easily seen. .

Arguing thus with myself, I was induced to°make a
vefy rigid search of the room, and I was rewarded by
finding the key on the mantelpiece, artfully concealed
behind a vase. 1 say artfully concealed, because I had
not a doubt in my mind that it had been purposely
hidden there. When I made my discovery known to
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Lady Monksfield, I asked her if it was in the least
likely that she herself had placed the key behind
the vase. She replied in the mnegative, and on this
point she was absolutely positive. '

My suspicions aguinst Mary Simpson were now
materially strengthened, and I resolved to shadow her
very closely. Tascertained that she had been with Lady
Monksfield only three months. Previous to that, she
had been for two years in the service of ILady Ingle-
borough. At the town residence of Tady Ingleborough
a burglary was committed, and shostly after Simpson
left, on the plea thatsher nerves had been so affected she
could not endure to stay in the house.

It I had had any doubt before that Simpson was ina
position to give some valuable information about Lady
Monkstield’s  jewels, that doubt was now entirely
renioved, and my vigilance was increased. She was a
voung woman, passably good-looking, but with rather
a sullen expression of countenance, and an eye that by
no means pleased me. There was a look in it that T did
ot like.  Lady Monksfield, however, scemed to have
formed quite a liking for the girl. She said she was
““ delightfully amusing,” and “the most perfect lufir-
dresser ” shg had ever had. Apparently ber ladyship
was of opittion that any one who was delightfully
amusing and a perfect hair-dresser could do no evil’;
but there she and I widely differed, and the estimate I
formed of Mary Simpsen was very far from being in
the young lady’s favour. . *

About a week after the robbery of the jewels a report
appeared in the newspapers that a man named Wilfred
Ilasdcastle, who kept a small jeweller’s shop in
Deansgate, Manchester, had quarrelled with his brother,
who thereupon drew a revolver, and, firing, mortally
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wounded Lim. The assassin then disappeared, and had
not been captured. The wounded man remained in a
state of unconsciousness, and no hope was entertained
of his recovery. I had previously learnt by observation
that Mary Simpson. read the newspapers with an
avidity that was somewhat remarkable; and the
morning after the report of this affair in Manchester
was published, she went to lLer mistress in great
distress, and said she had that morning got a letter
informing her that a dear relative had been taken
suddenly and dangerously ill, and she begged to be
allowed to goup to townat once. Of course, permission
to do this was readily given, and Lady Monksfield
expressed great sympathy with the girl, who soon after
took ler departure, being driven to the station in the
dog-cart. All unknown to her or her mistress I was
on her track, and I ascertained that, instead of taking a
ticket for London, she booked to an important junction
about twenty miles off. At this junction she procured
a fresh ticket, her destination being Manchester.
Arrived in Cottonopolis, she drove in a cab to Hard?
castle’s house in Deansgate.

4'his important and ancient thoroughfare has
undergone many changes since then. 1f has been
widened, and some fine premises erected 7 but at the
time with which 1 am dealing it was a villainoys
region, the very atmosphere of which scemed saturated
“with human wickedness. HHardcastle’s house was one
of the® old, ramshackle; ill-smellifg buildings which
formerly stood on the right-hand side between lower
Deter Strect and St. Ann's Streot. The tragedy had
caused a great sensation—as it was bound to»do
amongst such a community—and Ilardcastle’s name
was on every ome's lips. I gathered that he was a
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young man, who ostensibly kept ‘a jeweller’s shop, but
his stock was so small, and ht did such a poor business,
that his neighbours often expressed surprise how he
managed to exist. His brother, George Ilardeastle,
lived with liim. George was a sailor, but hal not
been to sca for two years, and bore the reputation of
being somewhat disreputable. When Mary Simpson
arrived, Wilfred was still living, but had not recovered
consciousness.  He was being medically attended by
Doctor Johm IHowlett, a local surgeon of considerable
replitation, and in an interview I* had with him he
informed me that he vonsidered * the case an exceedingly
interesting one.”  T'wo shots had been fired.  One had
taken effect in the neck, and had come within a hair's
breadth of severing the carotid artery. This bullet the
doctor had suceceded in  extracting. The second,
however, was embeddel in tho br.un, and it was
impossible to get at it. . . .

“Do you think he will live?” I inquired of the
doctor.

¢ It is absolutely impossible he can last beyond a few
hours, or at the most a few days,” was the answer.

I now took Doctor Iowlett fully into my confiderfee,
and I asked him to allow me to accompany him to the
patient’s beside, in the character of a fellow-practitioner,
This, of course, he conseffted to, and T was careful to
so disgnise myself that I. had no fear Mary Simpson
would discover my identity. The reason of her being
there was soon mafle manifest.  Ilardeastlo was her
sweetheart, and they were to have been married in $he
course of that year. She was in terrible distress, and
on sur arrival she appealed pitcously to us to save her
lover. It was too evident, however, that the man was
doomed. Some slight medical knowledge I possessed
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enablel me to detednine that, apart from Doctor
Howlett’s assurance, nothing on earth could snatch
him from the jaws of death. * The dying man lay on a
narrow bed in a squalid room, which must have been a
very striking contrast to Mary Slmpson after the magni-
ficence of 1’1errepont Castle. 1IIe looked peculnrly
chastly. Ilis face was like marble, and the medical
bandages about his neck and head were particularly
suggestive of grave cerements. There was a blank
expression in his eyes, which were fixed on the ceiling ;
and occasionally e muttered something, but it avas
absolutely unintelligible.  After the doctor had made
a very critical examination of his patient, he informed
ne that the unfortunate fellow was very near his end,
and that nothmg more could possibly be done for him.
Skill and science were alike unavailing. The doctor was
obliged to go away, but I said that Lw ould remain, as
I wished to wateh Stmpspn, in order, if possible, to get
some direct "evidence against her that she had been a
party tothe robbery. And I was, of course, particularly
anxious to try and find out what had become of the
jewels.

sBelieving me to he a medical man, she expressed
great s'ttlsl.u,txon at my resolve to stay ; for she was
evidently buoyed up with the belief that"while there
was life there was hope, and gshe still thought her lover
would recover. IMer devotion raised her consideralfly
in my estimation, and I could pot restrain a feeling of
sympdthy for her in her great distress. The theory,
however, that I worked out was this. At the instiga-
tion of tho Iardeastles, or probably of her lover nnlv
Mary had purloined the jewels, and handed thew to
Wilfred, who, I was quite prepared to learn, had Lecn
Present during the garden party at Iierrepont Castle,
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for at such a placo on such an ockasion there would not
be much difficulty in the way of a servant entertaining
a stranger. The robbery might or might not have been
premeditated. Perhaps it was due to a sudden impulse
on the part of the girl on seeing temptation in her way.

Je that as it may, I had no doubt she had taken the
jewels and handed them to Hardecastle, who at once con-
veyed them to Manchester, where lie may have taken
his brother into the seeret, or the brother might even
have been present too at the castle on the day of the
robberv.  Anyway, the brotherss had subsequently
quarrelled about thedlivision of the spoil, and that had
led to the tragedy.

On the assumption that this theory was more or less
correet, I felt perfectly justified in remaining there, even
in the solemn presence of death, and endeavouring in
the cause of justice to bring the guilt home to the
right person, and recover the stolen property, if that
were possible.  But in taking the step I did, T lmd no
foreshadowing of the extraordinary revelation that was
to be made to me. Although, humanly speaking, 1
could not withhold a certain amount of sympathy from
the wretched fellow who was drifting out to the gréat
ocean of eternity, my interest was concentrated on
Mary Simpson, who seemed disinclined to leave the
bedside of the dying man., The domestic arrangements
of the house were under the care of a servant, an
clderly woman, who, hqwever, did not trouble us. She
was deefr and somewhat stupid, and seemed ‘to be
stolidly indifterent to all that was passing arowad
her.

* About three hours after Doctor Howlett's departure
the anticipated end seemed to come. The wounded
man’s countenance changed. The hue of death camo
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into it. A glaze spréad over his eyes, he breathed
stertorously a few times,»then there was a great
upheaval of the chest, a falling again, a solemn silence,
and all was over. A guilty soul had ppssed, and in his
case man’s laws could avail nothing. In the presence
of the Great Judge of all he would have to account for
his deeds. With a pitiable ery of despair Mary
Simpson exclaimed—

* Oh, my (iod! he is dead! he is dead!” then she
threw herself across the body, and moaned with the
agony of her mental distress. With some diffitity
1 raised her and led her from the voom. She seemed
very reluctant to go, and wept bitterly. But I
persuaded  her, now that all was over, to retire and
endeavour to compose herself, as well as take some rest.
This done, I was about to summon the old servant and
instruet her to compose the dead limbs, when it
suddenly occurred to' me,to return to the room and
subjectsit to a thorough search, in the hope that I might
find some tangible evidence that my suspicions were
well founded. With this intention I quietly and”
revercntly entered the presence of the dead.

2t had been a bright day, but now the afternoon sun
was waning, and its light streamed through the window,
at which the blind had not yet been drawn, afld illumined
the face of the dead man, untl, in its marble pallor, jt
looked like the face of a carved efligy on a monument.
As I turned and gazed at it, being struck by the effeet
the light produced, 1 fancied I saw® a quivering of the
lower lip, and going to the side of the bed, I placed
my fingers on the man’s left wrist to try and detect if
there was any pulsation, but the pulse was absolutely
imperceptible. A small handglass was on the dressing-
table. I caught it up, and held it close to the dead



16 LINK BY LINK,

man’s mouth, but there wasn’t dven the suspicion of a
film. DBeing satisfied that ke was dead, I was return-
ing to the table to put Wown the glass, when I was
startled by what seemed to bo a sigh. I spun round
on my heel quickly, but there was no sign of lifein that
rigid face.

I began to think I was actually getting norvous and
was filled with fancies; and, restoring the mirror to the
table, I was moving towards a cupboard, which I was
going to examine, when I heard these words—

“Ah! how beautiful.” e

There was something positively weird and uncanny
in this, for the tone of the voice was hollow, and seemed
to come from afar off. I glanced quickly at the bed,
but there was no motion in the still figure : the deathly
pallor of the face was as marked as ever. “Surely,” I
thought to myself, “ this is a fantastic trick of my own
imagination.” I stood almost as"if a spell had fallen
upon me, wondering whether I had absolutely heard the
words or not, when again they were repeated, and I saw

"a motion of the supposed dead man’s lips. I strode
hurriedly to the bedside once more and felt his wrist,
but the pulse was imperceptible, and the body %vas
cold. Apparently it was a corpse: there was not the
faintest sigh of life that I could discover, and yet that
dead man spoke again. , Very slowly, very low came
the words, and somehow, they hardly seemed to issue
from the man’s moutl. The effect was similar to that
produced by a ventriloquist when he throws his*voice to
a distance. .

“ How thoy shine,” said the dead man . . . . “Mary
' «.. wo shall be rich. . . .. There never were
diamonds like these before. . . . . See, I have bought
this house for you. : ... You like the sea. . . . .
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Hearken—do you hear it?—at the bottom of the
garden are the cliffs . . .*. and the sea beats there for

ever and ever. . . . . We must be cautious. . . . .
There is danger. . . . . If they slould discover us.
Beautiful . . . . thousands and thousands—up

o Harkt ... 0 Where are you? . ... The

light’s gone ont.”

<~ A long-drawn sigh followed the last words, then there
was silence again.  The eyes had never moved ; the
rigidity of the face had never relaxed, no warm hue
came into the marbYe-like skin. I could scarcely realize
that I had heard the words I have® recorded. T felt as
if T had been dreaming myself. If the disjointed
sentences that had issued from the mouth of the dead
man meant anything, they meant that he was, as I had
suspected, a party to the robbery, and Mary Simpson,
his sweetheart, had n.idetl him. It was very startling,
very strange, and uinatural.  When I had recovered
from my surprise, I again tried to detect signs of life in
Wilfred 1lardeastle.  Dut there were nome. Ilis,
eyelids were cold and like putty. I pressed them down.
They remained down. 1 partly raised his hand and
arf, and let it go. It fell with a dull thud. Could
there be any reasonable doult that the mam was stone
dead ? At any rate, I had none. But somehow I felt
that I could not prosecute mg search then; so I sung-
moned the old servant, and told her that her master had
gone, and I left her alone in theeroom with the corpse.
I came’back in about half an hour. *She had ldid him
out‘and covered him with a sheet. I turned the sheet
down and looked once more on the face. - There was nq
change. It was the face of pale death. ¢

Doctor Howlett had promised to look in as he passed

about six o’clock. 1le fulfilled his promise, though it
‘ C
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was nearly seven when he came. I asked him to go up
and look at 1ardeastle and satisfy himself that he was
really dead. When he came down again he exclaimed —

“ Dead !—why,.ves, he's as dead as a door nail, and
must have been dead for at least four hours.”

I did not tell the doctor of my startling experience 5 [
was afraid he might think I had taken leave ¢f my
senses; but if ever dead men dream, Wilfred Hardeastle
dreamed, and, moreover, he talked in his dream. It so
affected me that T resolved not to take any steps until
after the funeral. Five days later he was consigned to
the grave. Ie was-buried at Kceles Cemetery. An
immense crowd, attracted by morbid curiosity, on
account of the tragedy, followed the hearse, but there
was only one mourner there. That mourner was Mary
Simpson.  During her absence 1 searched the house
thoroughly, and in the cellar under a heap of rubbish I
found a common wooden box that Lad a cornflour label
on it : but in that hox were thousands of pounds’~worth
of diamonds and other jewels. They represented the
greater portion of those stolen from Pierrepont (‘astle.
So far, then, my theory proved to be correct. That
evening it was my painful duty to arrest Mary Simpson.
She scemed to Lecome paralyzed with terror, and when

" the first shock had passed, she flang herself at my fect
and implored for merey. « She said that her lover, who
was needy and unfortunate, had tempted her, and sho
yielded to his entreatizs to steal the diamonds. She
had resolved to make the attampt on the day of the
garden party, and chance favoured her. Wilfred Hasd-
castle and his brother both came to Pierrepont.  They
hung about ull day, and after dark Wilfred went to a-
part of the garden where she had arranged to meet him,
and she handed him the jewel-case.
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Iowever much I® might have pitied the foolish
woman in my heart, I had no power to release her from
the penalty of her wrong-doing, and I delivered her
to the law. DBut when in due course she was put upon
her trial, she was dealt leniently with, and got off with
a sentence of twelve months’ imprisonment ; notwith-
standing a suspicion that she could, if she had liked, have
thrown some light on the burglary business at her
former mistress’s, Lady Ingleborough’s, residence.

The assassin of Wilfred Ilardcastle was never
arrested. e eluded justice, and what became of him
the world will never know, and why he killed his brother
must also to a large extent remain a mystery. My
success in recovering Lady Monksfield’s jewels gave
her ladyship great pleasure, and as a special mark of
kKer appreciation she presented me with a small
medallion  portrait  of  herself, set round with
diamonds, which I.'still possess amongst my many
treasures.




THE ROMANCE OF THE “ NETVER-FAIL-’EM
MINES”

Tne ¢ Never-Fail-"Em Silver and Lead Mines” were
situated in Mexico, and of incaleulable richness, at least
so the glowing accounts that were put forth to attract
the public said.  So rich were they, and contained lodes
of such prodigious thickness, that they well merited the
name of the “Never-1'ail-’Em.”  Specimens of silver
ore, sail to have been taken from the mines, were
exhibited in London, and attracted universal attention,
for these specimens, it was aftirmed, contained sixty per
cent. of pure silver. The exact locality of the mines
was indicated as being in the little known range of the
Sierra de Alabastro, in the south-eastern portion of the
province of Yucatan, which, as every one probably knows,
is the very wildest part of Mexico. Whereit is not desert,
jungles, almost absolutely impenetrable, in which death
in many shapes and forms lurks, are one of the prevail-
ing characteristics of this strange country. Should any
hardy advenlurer attempt to explore these fastnesses, le
would have to run the risks of all kinds of fierce and
savage animals, noxious insects, the most venomous
serpents, and fever germs bred in the pestilential
swamps.  Then there are unfoydable rivers, the haunts
of alligators, crocodiles, and a fierce, ravenous leach,
which if it once gets on a human being, buries itself in
liis flesh and gorges on his blood to such an extent,
that unless it is at once cut out the victim speedily
succumbs. Then there are arid wastes and vast tracts
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of sandy plains, where the rays of tho bhs’cermg sun are
never tempemd by a s1ngla oloud, and the heat, night
and day, is so intense that nothing human can live and
flourish even if water could be procured; but water
there is absolutely unknown. Yet in this forbidding
country, in the range of the wild, weird Alabastro
Mountains, nature had deposited lodes of silver so thick
and vast that they were practically inexhaustible. All
this, and more, was set forth in the glowing report, and
the public were invited to subscribe the trifle of a quaxter
million of money to work and develop the mines, while
the prospects of growing rich beyond the dreams of
avarico were more than hinted at. But perhaps it is
almost needless for me to say that the little drawbacks
I have enumerated, in the shape of the fauna, the
climate, and the jungles, were not touched upon in the
prospectus. .

According to the’samesreport, tha way in which the
mines were discovered was no less remarkable than the
mines themselves. It appeared that a certain Captain®
l[uloup a native of Bristol, sailed from his native town
in S brig called tho Crimson Cloud of which he was the
owner, bouml for that part of Mexico known as the
I‘rontexa de Tabasco. 1Ie had provided limself with
two specially built boats—very strong, of very light
draught, and capable of carfying a large quantity 8f
provisions. With these boats he intended to proceed
up the, great river ('alled Usumasipta, in the Jopo of
bemg able to penctrato to Deten, which is practically in
the very heart of Mexico. It is entirely surrounded
and shut in by vast rangoes of mountains. To the wpst®
is the range of the Sierra de Alabastro, which trending
to the north-east from the apex of a triangle, as it
were, joins with the Sierra.de Tipu, the boundary.
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line of British londuras. This range comes south
until it merges into the Sieira Pedernales, which in turn
trends south and west, and effects a junction with the
great range known as the Sierra Madre, or the Mother
Mountains. This last range forms a great loop, and
zig-zags about to the west until it joins on to the
Alabastro. It will thus be seen that Peten is absolutely
shut in by the mountain barriers, and such travellers
as have had the hardihood to attempt exploration in
this region, and have lived to come pack, have told wild
and thrilling stories, not only of the wonderful strip
of mountain-enclosed country, but of the vast wealth
lying in the mountain gorges.

The river Usumasinta rises somewhere on the eastern
slopes of the Alabastros, that is to say, in the Province of
Peten itself. Torcing its way through the mountain
chain, it drops down by a series of magnificent cataracts,
and being joined by many tributary streams, swells into
a vast volume of water, flows for many hundreds of miles

“through dark and dense jungle, pust many towns and

villages, and finally empties itself by way of the Frontier
of Tabasco into the Gulf of Mexico. "
These geographical particulars are necessary to the
interest ofothis story. Captain Daniel Huleup—so it
was averrecd—was o man of an exceedingly adventurous
gpirit, and had sailed the world over. Bristol is famed
for having produced manyhardy and daring navigators,
who have by their explorations and discoveries filled up
muny of the blank spaces on the maps of the world.
Captain Hulcup had for several years traded to Mexico,
ang had long beenfired with the verylaudable ambition to
penetrate into that mysterious mountain-engirdled belt of
country called Peten; and he conceived the idea of finding
a water-way to it by means of the Usumasinta. Ile was,
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of course, aware that the river was only navigable in
parts, but his special boats had been so constructed that
they could be easily taken td picces and carried past the
cataracts. aving completed his arrangements, he set
forth on his adventure with a picked crew, his own
nephew being chief mate. Arrived at the mouth of
the river, the brig was partly dismantled and laid up in
charge of the mate and four or five hands, and then
Captain 1Iulcup and nine men set off for the interior,
instructions having been given to the mate that if the
exploring party did not return to the coast in the cdurse
of nine months—which was comsidered ample time,
barring accidents, for the accomplishment of the object
aimed at—he was to sail for home again.

The nine months slipped away, and no tale nor
tidings came to hand of the exploring party, so that in
accordance with his orders the mate fitted the ship for
sea, and set sail for Dristol.  As there was an absence
of positive proof of Captain IIuleup’s death, no steps
could be taken with regard to his property, and for two
years his wife and relatives remained in a state ot
uncertainty and suspense, when, to the gurprise of ‘every
cue and the joy of his wife, the Captain returned. 1Ile
was the sole survivor of the party, who had perished ono
Dy one through hardships, fevers, and fights with the
Indians.  Captain Iuleup, when he set out on hlS
journcy was a hale, hearty, robust man in his fiftieth
year. lle had not a wrinklo iy his face, nor a grey hair
in hig head, but when he came back he was wizened and
white like an old, old man. For a long time he was
very reticent about his adventures. 1lle seemed averse
to talking about them, Lut it began to be whispered
that he had brought back wealth with him, though no
information was forthcoming as to how he had derived



24 LINK BY LINK.
(4]
his wealth. Twelve months later he announced his

intention of sailing again for Mexico, and he had his
brig thoroughly overhauted and repaired. Ile began,
too, to lay in a large stock of mining appliances.

His nephew, Philip Marland, was again to go with
him as his chief mate. This caused some surprise, as it
had become known that there had been frequent quarrels.
between the uncle and nephew, owing, as it was under-
stood, to differences about money matters. On ono
occasion Captain Huleup had been enjoying himself in
a favourite hostel of his, situated in the nautical part
of Bristol town, and having imbibed somewhat rashly
and freely of mine host’s strong rum, he fell to quarrel-
ing with his nephew, who was with him, and he accused
Philip of being a traitor, a thief, a vagabond, and alimost
everything else that was bad; and there and then he
vowed that the nephew should not sail again in the
Crimson Cloud. '

The violence of the old man’s language on this
occasion, coupled with many things that he had said,
ieft no doubt on the minds of the listeners that ho
entertained an intensely bitter feeling against his once
favourite nephew. The surprise, therefore, was vegy
great when a few weeks later it became known that
after all Phalip was to sail in the brig, and it was of
course assumed that the skipper had forgiven the young
mAn, and their differences had been settled.

The Crimson Cloud set sail on a November afternoon.
The weather had been very wildl, and was still stormy.
The vessel was towed down the channel as far as Lungdy
Island, where the tug left her, and tho Crimson Clound
went on her way to the Atlantic. That very night,
however, Captain Iuleup mysteriously disappeared, and
was supposed to have cither jumped overboard or to
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have fallen over in the darkness. Two days later,
strangely enough, the Cyimson Cloud came to grief.
She was driven ashore in St.eIlves’ Bay, off the coast of
Cornwall, during a terrific gale of wind, and was totally
wrecked, all hands being lost except the mate, the boat-
swain, and one of the sailors.

Such was the story in the main that was allowed to
becomo public property, and so far the matter seemed to
end.

A couple of years served to render all the incidents
and events connectgd with Captain Hulecup indistined in
the public mind, when there appeared in the leading
London and provincial papers a flaming prospectus of
the ¢ Never-Ifail-’Em Mines,” and subscriptions were
invited to ecnable the promoters of the Company to
develop the “magnificent property.” It was set forth
that “the late Captain Hulecup, of Bristol, discovered
the mines, and bmu?ht home with him masses of pure
silver, the like of which had never before been seen.”
1le ke'pt the secret of the mine to himself, but some
time after his death his widow had discovered a writtene
record of his adventures in Mexico and the discovery of
the mines, together with specimens of the ore, in an old
chest, whwh lmd been stored in a lumber room. By the
advice of some of her relatives she commuwicated with
“a well-known Company promoter,” who sent two
gentlemen of great experiencd in mining matters out o
Mexico, with instructions to penetmte to Peten at all
cost, agd survey and report on the mines which Captain
Iyleup claimed to have "discovered. These gentlemen
had recently returned, having faithfully and fully carried
out their mission. Not only did they bring back sampleg
of magnificently rich orve, but they reported that the
lodes were apparently so thick as to be practically
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inexhaustible.  On the strength of this report two or
three wealthy men, including a “ Captain Edward St.
John,” had entered into a contract with the Mexican
Government, and had got a concession of the mines for
fifty years, during which it was caleulated that silver-
enough could be extracted to supply the world, and
those who were fortunate to secure shares could hardly
fail to grow wealthy.

Such were the accounts that were given, and such the
glowing prospects that were held out to induce people
to €ind the necessary capital to wosk these wonderful
lodes of almost puressilver.

Tho scheme took such a firm hold of the public
imagination that tho capital was over subseribed, not-
withstanding that certain of the financial papers pretty
plainly hint-d that it might be well to inguire further
into the matter, and obtain a perfectly independent
report.  People; however, were not, to be deterred, and
they planked their money freely. A few days after the
closing of the lists the one pound shares were quoted at a

‘premium of four pounds, and many actually changed
hands at that price.  Like all dreams of fabled El
Dorado, these were to prove delusive and heart-breaking.
For five long years the people who had invested their
money waited with the sickening sense of hope deferred
for the promised enormqus dividends, but they wero
never forthcoming. Not one single penny picce was ever
paid as a dividend, and the directors either would not or
could not give any information as to what was beiifz done.
The whole business was obscured in such an atmospkero
of mystery that nobody could tell whether the mines
Wese being worked or not.  Many of the people who
had taken shares liad died broken-hearted and ruined;
and those who then held shares would gladly have
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accepted as many shillings as they had paid pounds if
any one could have been found foolish enough to take
the shares off their hands. * But, as a matter of fact,
they were absolutely unsuleable, even at a few pence.

Two years after the formation of the Company,
“Captain Edward St. John,” who had been managing
director and one of the vendors of the mine, retired,
owing, as it was asserted, to ill-health, and it was
subsequently reported that he had died.  1lis place was
taken by a Mr. John Martin Tairfax. DBuat this
gentleman’s aceesston to oflice did not improve matters,
he seemed to know as little as, and was if possible less
communicative than, his colleagues. It was at this
juncture of affairs that Tady Violet Belstane, widow of
Sir John Lose Belstane, who was for some time
Governor of the Mauritius, consulted her lawyer on the
matter. Influenced by the specious statements of the
promoters of the Cq;mpm.ly, she had invested no less a
sum ithan ten thousand pounds, and, having waited in
ain for yvears for some return, or some definite
particulars of what was being done, she decided at last
to take legal advice, as she began to fegr that the whole
Business was a swindle. ITer lawyer was a Mr. Thomas
Gregson, of King’s Bench Walk, Temple, and this
gentleman requested me to call upon him® During the
interview he gave me all the particulars, so far as he
knew them, with reference,to the Company, and” he
instructed me to look into the matter and learn as much
I possibly could. o . '

- “My own opinion is,” he said, ¢ that my unfortunate
client, Lady Belstano, will nover see a penny piece of
her money again, for, unless I am very much mistakén,
the Company is a gigantio swindle, and if we can only
get proof that such is the case steps must be taken to
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bring the rascals to Justme, 80 that they may be punished
for their evil-doing.”

IIe was anxious to know what my views and opinions
were, but I told him that until I had made some
inquiries about the Company I could say nothing one
way or the other. IPromising to return in a week and
report, I took my leave, and commenced at once to
prosecute my researches into the history of this
marvellous association. During the week 1 learned sufli-
cient to convince me that there was something decidedly
fishey about the whole concern, and that in the interests
of justice and order farther investigations were desirable,

When I had laid the result of my week’s labours before
Mr. Gregson, he asked me what steps 1 thought it best to
take to get proof of what was, at this stage, little more than
suspicion. .\t any rate, in the absence of anything like
direct and acceptable evidence, nothing could be done.

“The proper step,” I replied, ‘“is for me or some
one else to proceed secretly to the mines, and thus find
out whether they are being worked or not.”

- “Yes, no doubt that. is the right thing,” answered
Mr. (iregson, seratching his head in a puzzled way, “ but
where tho deuce aro tlw funds to come from ?”’ ®

I acknowledged that that was a huge difliculty, but
it was not = problem I could bo called upon to solve.
Certainly I had no intentipn of finding the necessary
expenses myself.

“ Of course not,”” he said, “ but the matter had better
remain in abeyance until I have had an opportunity of
again consulting with Lady Belstane.” "

I left on this understanding, and three or four days
later I received a note from him asking me to call at once.

“My client, TLady Belstane,” he began, “has had a
conference with other two or three of the largest share-
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holders in the Never-Fail-’Em Mines, and they have
decided amongst them to*find the means necessary to
defray your expenses out to Mexico, in order that you
may ascertain the truth about the mines. I need scarcely
say, perhaps, it is important your journey should be
kept secret, and 1 leave it to you to determine the best
means to adopt to that end.”

I assured Mr. Gregson that, as far as I was concerned,
the-whole affair would be an inviolable secret until such
time as I was in possession of irrefragable evidence that
the promoters and d#rectors had been guilty of turpitule.

Having received my commission, I commenced to
make my preparations with somewhat mixed feelings.
It had been my lot to face dangers in many shapes and
forms, and to travel all over the world ; but the journey
that now lay before me was one that could not bLe
regarded altogether without some misgivings as to the
ultimate results. Duf though I fully realized that many
difliculties awaited me, T had no idea of the arduous and
perilous nature of the undertaking. I had been in
Mexico on a previous occasion when I was in pursuit of
a law-breaker, but my duties were confingd then to the
chief towns and pleasantest parts of the country; but
now I had to make my way by untrodden,paths and
unbeaten tracks into a region about which no thformation
was forthcoming.

I found that it was mot m‘\ easy matter to reach
Yucatan at all—that is, there was no direct communi-
cation—2s0 I decided to go eut to ('ubagwhich is separated
from North-East Yucatan by a channel or strait, known
a8 the Channel of Yucatan. T was not clear at all how
I should proceed from Cuba, but I had little doubt that
if I got so far, I should be able to find some means of
ganing my objectivo point. Arrived at Cuba, I learnt,
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after much inquiry, that if I managed to reach a spot
on the east coast, known ay Yuan Cliff, I might, by
travelling across a deseft; succced in reaching Peten.
After carefully stulying the maps, I came to the con-
clusion that this was an execeedingly dangerous and
difticult route, but possibly not more diflicult than if I
started from some place on the west coast. I therefore
closed a bargain with the owner of a small coasting
vesxel of about ten tons, and we set sail for Yuan CIiff.
Arrived there, I found nothing but desolation. The
witole of that part of the coast was aminhabited, and at
Yuan are the ruins of one of the mysterious and ancient
cities, reared by a people who have long since passed
into the dust, leaving no trace of their history behind.
I'o reach the mountain barrier of the Sierra Tipu, behind
which lies Teten, it was necessary to cross an awful
region of marshes that was absolutely impracticable.
No man plunging into those miasmatic swamp regious
eould ever hope to come out alive, so I decided to
proceed south to Belize in British Honduras.  This I
(i, and on arriving at the place, 1 could gain very
little informatipn abuut the part of the country I wished
to visit; and peoplo looked upon me as a crank for cen-
templating,a journey to such an out-of-the-way region.
I succeeded at last, however, in coming across a native
lmntvr, who had been y far as Peten, and was not
nuhsposod to accompany me there for a handsome con-
sideration.  But hise description of the risks to bo
run and the countty we shoubd have to pass through
was quite calculated to dishearten one, though I was«iot
dvtorrml ; and closing a contract with Ium mld engaging
thoeservices of four mahogany-timber trimmers, as thoy
sro called, who were to act as porters, we set. Qllt on our
joarney. My porters were men who '
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bred in the great forests which are famed for their
gigantic mahogany trees; therefore they were thorough
craftsmen, and, as I subsequemly proved, trustworthy
and reliable.

To dwell upon the incidents of that strange and
perilous journcy would occupy far more space than I
have at my disposal. I use the word * perilous”
advisedly, for truly perils heset usat every step. There
was the peril of the swamps, of the bewildering maze
of the rivers and streams, of the deadly miasma,
venomous snakes, wilkl beasts, and poisonous insects df
all kinds. The semi-gloom of the vast jungles was
depress-ing, and the hot, moist-steaming atmosphere was
painfully enervating.  We had to cross two ranges of
desolate, barren mountains, and, after a long, weary, and
trying journey, we descended at last into the Peten
country. 1lere again we had to traverse vast tracts of
forests which swarmed with animal life of all kinds, and
though -ve made frequent Inquirics of the natives, we
could hear nothing of any silver mines.  But at last I
met an old man who stated that he had heard it as a
tradition, that some years ago a number pf white men
carfte from the west coast and prospected a portion of
the Alabastro Mountain Range. The traditign ran that
they found deposits of silver, but quarrelled dnd fought
amongst themselves, or with the Indians, and, wha}:
with their quarrels, disease, apd the natural dangers
that surrounded them, only two er three succeeded in
returnitg to the coast. It was generfilly supposed that
theNilver had been found near the large body of water
kunown as Lake Peten, which is in the northern part of
Yucatan. .

Although it was now evident that the ¢ Never-Fail-
’Km Mines” were as mythical as the fabled gardens of the
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Hesperides—-for if an English company had been work-
ing mines in the country the natives would have known
something about it—I resolved to push on to Lake Deten,
nlthough my men were somewhat reluctant to proceed
farther. DBut I overcame their seruples and reluctance,
and we continued the journey. IP’rogress was necessarily
slow, and we suffered mmuch from alternate heat and
cold. In the jungles the heat was overpowering, but on
the mountain tablelands we were often almost frozen to
death. At last we reached Liake Peten, as wild, dreary,
and desolate a region as human imagination could
picture.  The lake is situated amongst the foot-hills of
the great range of the Sicrra Alabastro. A few natives
are scattered about the shores of the lake-—which is a
most extensive body of water—and live by fishing.
They had heard that some white men had come from
the coast to the mountains years ago, and had found
silver, but they were quite sure thit no white men were
then mining in the country, and that no systematic
attempt at mining had ever been made there.  In fact,
mining they said was practically impossible there, awing
to the physical difficulties of the country, and the v..mt
of roads to the coast. After the most exhausfive
inquiries on the spot, and having travelled nearly two
hundred miles along the range, I had no hesitation in
declaring that the “ Nevgr-Fail-"im Mines” were non-
existent, vand I returned as quickly as possible to Belize,
thence back to Cuba, and so0 on to England.

I have touched but lightly on the diftienlties aml
dangers of the journcy I had undertaken ; but pvrhups
I can best sum them all up by saying that many
‘thoasands of pounds would hardly have tempted me to
Lave undertaken it again. My health had suffered con-
siderably, and I returned almost completely broken
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down, for the climate had made ravages on my con-
stitution. A few weeks rest, however, by the sea-side
partially restored me. Tho r&port I was cnabled to lay
before Mr. Gregson and Lady Delstanc decided them on
the course to pursue, which was to try and bring the
offenders to justice, for there could no longer be a doubt
that the Company was a gigantic swindle. During my
absence application had been made to the Court for
permission to voluntarily wind the Company up; but
Indy DBelstane, with a powerful following of share-
holders, effectually epposed this, and the application was
refused. Thercupon one or twe of the directors
resigned, and there had been quite a difficulty in getting
a Board.

In continuing my investigations I deemed it of the
highest importance that I should make the acquaintance
of two persons who obviously were in a position to throw
much light on the fofmation of the Company. These
two pexsons were the widow of the late Captain Fulcup
and Captain Edward St. John, the former chairman of
the board of directors. In the first place, the information -
about her husband’s discoveries must havo come from
Mass. Huleup; and in the second place, Captain Edward
St. John—whoever that mysterious personage might be
—could not possibly have been ignorant of the fact that
there were no mines, and that the quarter of a million of
money obtained from the pubﬁ.c had been procured by
false pretences and fraudulent isrepresentations. I
found ¢hat Mrs. Hulcupeafter living for many years
at%lifton, near Bristol, had suddenly disappeared, and

‘nobody knew where she was, then living. But there
was a vague idea amongst her former ncighbours gnd
acquaintances that she had gone off and got married
again., It was remembered that sometimes she talked

D
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about her husband’s discoveries in Yucatan, and, on one
occasion at least, she had, wiile in a confidential mood,
shown some friends samples of magnificent silver ore
which appeared to be excessively rich in the precious
metal. This was the extent of the information I was
enabled at that period to glean about Widow llulcup,
who apparently was not a communicative woman ; and
while she had displayed to the admiring gaze of a few
friends specimens of unusually rich ore, she had never
gone into details, and as little was known thercfore,
nwore had to be guessed at.

I now turned my attention to Captain Edward St.
John, but here I was confronted with mystery at the
very outset. It was reported that he was dead, but
nobody knew where he died, when he had died, or why
he had died. At any rate, nobody would tell if they did
know, and his identity really seemed to be surrounded
with as much mystery as the existence of the Mahatmas
in the Gobi desert. Whether Captain ldward St. John
was a military captain, a naval eaptain, or a captain of
a militia or volunteer regiment, or a coal barge, was as
difficult to ascertain as what becomes of all the pins in
the world after they have been used. During the time
that he held the position of chairman of the board of
directors, his address was Prince’s Gate, IHyde Park.
This was a ‘““swell ” address, for there was no house at
Frince’s (rate of a less rintal value than three hundred
a year. The one he eccupied was rented at four hun-
dred and twenty. « He had talen it on an agrecrient for
three yoars, and had hired the furniture for it froua a
well-known West-end firm. e occupied the house only

“twelve months, and the landlord made him an allowance
for the remainder of his agreement. 1le¢ left—according
to his own statement—because ho was in very bad health,
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and he went abroad. Subsequently the landlord heard
that the Captain had died®at Aix-les-Bains in France.
I further ascertained that the gallant Captain had had
his mother living with him, but they did not seem to
agree very well.  The Captain was described as a rather
good-looking man, somewhat nautical in his appearance,
and about thirty-five years of age; while his mother
was turned sixty. Where this interesting gentleman
and his mother came from was an unsolved problem, no
less than where they had gone to. But as my inves-
tigation so far had made it more and more clear to e
.that Captain Iidward St. John hwed reaped a golden
harvest out of the ¢ Never-Fail-’JXm Mines,” and must
presumably have known all about the swindle, inas-
much as ho was described as one of the vendors, I
pledged myself to solve both problems—that is, where
he came from and where he had gone to. Of course, if
he was dead, my knewledge of his whercabouts would
stop short at the grave. "But the fact is, from two or
threoe little things that were told me incidentally, I had
my doubts about the Captain’s death. At all events, so
much mystery surrounded him, that i} would be a
gorial task to me to try and unravel it all, and 1 set to
work accordingly, with an instinctive feelmg that if T
succeeded I should be able to bring to light a ood many
particulars about the ¢ Never-Fail-'JXm Mines” tha.t
could hardly fail to be mxelestmﬂ' to the public
generally and to the sharcholders in particular. ITady
Belstan® and those who were actingewith her were so
bent upon sifting matters until the truth was revealed
that they gave me pm,ctlca.lly carte blanche to do what
T deemed desirable in the interests of all concerned.
So off I started for Aix-les-Bains, the fashionable
French watering-place in the Haute Savoie.
' D 2
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It was soon made manifest to me that Captain
Edward St. John had not, départed this life in Aix-les-
Bains. ITe certainly had sojourned there with his dear
old mother, for whom, according to all accounts, he had
a strong antipathy, and after a time he departed—not
for a better world, but, as it was believed, for Paris.
To Paris I also wended my way, and had no great
difficulty in finding out that Captain St. Johm and his
mother stayed for a brief time at the lotel Continental,

ue Rivoli. It is an easy matter to trace a foreigner
in" Paris, becauso every hotel proprictor and lodging-
house-keeper is bound to make a return to the police of
all his guests. Now, if the Captain was anxious to
destroy his tracks, he was guilty of the fatuity of
retaining a very conspicuous name. Ierhaps he was so
enamoured of Edward St. John—which had an aristo-
cratic ring in it—that ho could not bear to take any
other; and then the title “Captain” was no less
fascinating. Our Continental neighbours, like the grand
American Republie, do love a title; it begets homage
and deference.  This fact, no doubt, weighed with the
gentleman I was so anxious {o meet when he decided to
retain it. I saw reason to feel gratifiel with “his
decision, since it was the means of enabling me to trace
him to Doulogne, where hie had taken a house on alease;
but he was no longer Captain Lidward St. John. e
had now, owing probabl to his proximity to England,
deemed to advisableeto become plain Mr. Benjamin
Smith.  Several letters, however, which hid been
addressed to his hotel in Paris wero forwarded on i the
_name of St. John to Boulogne, and this little incautious-
ness on his part betrayed his whereabouts to me.

Now I necessarily asked myself an important question :

Why had Captain St. John—assuming that to be his
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real name—thought proper to change it for a very
commonplace one as soon 3s lLe settled in Boulogne ?
The answer suggested itself. ~ 1le had a very potent
reason in the shape of a desire to remain undiscovered
by English acquaintances. DBut I had tracked him
down, and proved beyond all cavil that he was not only
in the land of the living, but in robust health, and,
apparently, flourishing in a financial sense.

I learnt that the people in the neighbourhood
regarded him with a certain languid curiosity. I say
“languid curiosity,®because Boulogne is so essentially
the home of foreign adventurers and broken-down swells,
who hate to be annoyed by the importunities of anxious
creditors, that the matives do not concern themselves
very much about the strangers within their gates, so
long as the said strangers pay their way there. This
“ Monsieur ” Benjamin Smith did pay, and something
more, for lie was accoainted liberal, but the doings of his
domestic circle were n locked secret.  No stranger ever
entered his house, and no information as to what took
place inside ever came to the cars of the neighbours.
There was a tradition, however, that an o}d woman had
gone to the house with him when he took possession,
but no one had ever scen her since. Living with
Monsieur Benjamin Smith, however, was a mfan known
as Jacques Favre, a Frenchman, but he was an absolutely
unreadable riddle. lle was knk)wn as the “ silent one,”
and spent most of his time in the neighbouring cafes;
drank qfantities of absinthe, smoked intessantly, and was
as silent as a statue. Ile associated with no one, spoke to
no one, and resented with growls and fierce looks any
attempt that was made to speak to him. Both in Aix- ‘
les-Bains and Paris I had heard vague rumours of
Captain Edward St. John being in companionship with
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a sort of shadow, who followed him in silence. Now
that was confirmed, and_this shadow turned out to be
Jacques FFavre.  The problem was certainly becoming
intensely interesting to me, and in proportion to its
apparent inserutability my determination to solve it was
strengthened.  1lere were all the elements of a strong
dramatic romance, and 1 was deeply interested.  The
dramatis persone were a rich adventurer, who deemed it
prudent to live under a false name ; an old woman, who
for the time had mysteriously disappeared ; and a silent
Frenchman, who spoke to no one,“drank absinthe, and
smoked from morn‘to night.

To have been precipitate or incantious in any way
would probably have frustrated my object, so I watch-
fully waited to learn more, and for the opportunity that
I was sure sooner or later would come. It came some-
what sooncr than T anticipated. I ascertained that Mr.
Benjamin Smith had considerably changed his personal
appearance since he first entered on the Boulogue scene.
He was a dark-complexioned man with small, black
piercing eyes.  When he first honoured Boulogne with
his presence, it was noted that he wore his hair fairly
long, and had a full moustache, and a long heavy bedrd.
Since theng however, he had shaved off his beard and
moustache, cut his hair perfectly short, dressed @ /o
Frangaise, and in general appearance posed as a French-
man, for which he woulfl havo passed very well.  If he
was really desirous of doing that —and it was reasonable
to suppose that he was—therd was anincongruity in the
name he had adopted. Benjamin Smith was by no
means suggestive of French origin. I further learned
that this remarkable gentleman—who for some potent
reason was anxious to no longer be identified with
Captain Edward St. John, formerly chairman of the
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Never-Fail-"Em Silver Mines,” which existed only on
paper—was in the habit of* crossing pretty regularly to
England.  This was very suggestive, for it could hardly
be supposed that he made frequent trips across the
Channel for the sake of his health. He was actuated by
some very different motive; of that I wassure. Soit came
to pass that on one occasion, all unknown to him, of
course, I was a fellow-passenger, and I shadowed him to
Tiverpool, and to one of the best houses in the best
quarter of the great shipping town. That house was
oceupied by a wido® lady named Southwaite and her
two unmarried daughters, 1lester,; aged about thirty, and
Fanny, aged twenty-six or seven. Mrs. Southwaite’s
husband had been a ship’s chandler, and in that capacity
had amassed a fortune, so that when he died he left his
family exceedingly well provided for. Mr. Benjamin
Smith’s object in visiting at that house was as a suitor
for the hand of Ilaster Southwaite, an exceedingly
genteel and good-looking young woman.

This little discovery was a revelation, but it was only
the key to a still greater one.

Mr. Smith spent threo days at the Jiouse on that
oceasion, and then he took his departure once more for
Boulogne. A couple of days later I called, supon Mus.
Southwalte, and sent a message to her that®“ a gentle-
man wished to sce her on important business.” She
consented to receive me, arfl I was shown into *a
handsomely-furnished room to mwait her pleasure. I
had ndt to wait long before the ddor opened, and a
stately lady, neatly attired in black, and wearing a white
cap with grey ribbons, presented hersclf, and inquired
what she could do for me. The lady was Mrs. South”
waite, o well-preserved, fresh-looking woman, with whom
the world secmed to have agreed amazingly well. Her
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whole appearancesuggested acontented mind and financial
circumstances that rendered no thought for the morrow
necessary. It was quite a pleasure to look upon her well-
proportioned figure and smiling, contented face; but a
pang of sorrow disturbed me as I thought that fate was
preparing a jagged shaft wherewith to wound her. It
will be gathered from this remark I was of opinion that
Mrs. Southwaite and her family were victims of the
adventurer around whom I was striving, as a matter of
duty, to wind an unbreakable legal chain. All the
details of the case pointed too surely to that fact, for 1
had ascertained that the Southwaite family were of the
highest respectability, against whom mno breath of
scandal was ever breathed. Itisnever a pleasant duty for
any one to be the bearer of evil tidings, more especially
when one is almost morbidly sensitive to the wrongs and
sufferings of others, as I was, and am. Ior though my
calling has familiarized me with tho very worst aspects
of human nature, I have ever been ready to wecp with
those who weep. llowever, in the case I am dealing
with it was my stern duty to save an innocent and con-
fiding family from the machinations of a villain; for
could there be a shadow of slade of doubt that that
fellow, whq had styled himself Captain Idward St.
John, and how had gained entry to this peaceful family
circle under another name, was a villain doubly dyed ?

““I understand, madags,” I began, ‘ that you are
acquainted with a Mr. Benjamin Smith.”

“QOh, yes,” she said, with a satisficd smife that
indicated no suspicion that anything was wrong. “ Do
you know him ?”’

* “In a certain sense, yes. DBut I am anxious to make
some inquiries about him in a business way, and perhaps
you will kindly answer one or two questions.”
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“Of course I will, if I can,” she said; “but may I ask
what your object is?”’ )

¢ T will make my object plain to you in due course if
you will kindly allow mo to proceed in my own way ; and
let me assure you that my purpose is a perfectly
legitimate one. Ilave you known Mr. Smith long ?”’

“ A little more than a year, I think.”

“Where did you first meet him ?”’

“In Geneva. My daughters and I were making a
tour through Switzerland, and in Geneva we stayed in
the same hotel as Mr. Smith. We found him a mobt
agreeable gentleman, and he atcompanied us to
Chamounix and Zermatt.”

“Youknew him at that time as Mr. Benjamin Smith?”’

“Certainly,” she exclaimed, with just a slight
subpicion of shar puess, and an indication in her ex-
pression that her %uspxuons were aroused.

“Was he tmvellmg alone ?”

“Of eourse he was.’

¢ IHis mother was not with him?”

“Ilismother! 1le has no mother, as far as I know.”

This was another link forged, bpt I merely
remarked—

“Well, perhaps T am mistaken.” :

“1 am sure you are, for if his mother had Lecu living
he would surely have acquainted us with that fact. 1leis,
as I understand, a wealthy and| childless widower, am!,
with my sanction and approval, hesis paying his addresses
to my etdest daughter Hestor, and thdy will be married
shortly.”

“One other question, madam. It is a delicate one,
but nccessary. Is your daughter entitled to any
money P’

Mrs. Southwaite looked at me with a searching,
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inquiring glance, and seemed greatly distressed now, as
she began to fezu' there was something wrong.

“T think, sir,” she said after a pause, “that before
answering your question, I have a right to know who
you are, and by what right you put these questions?”

¢ Certainly you have,” I answered. ¢ T represent the
law——"

“The law ! she exclaimed, with an agonized look.

“Yes, and, distressing as it is to have to disenchant
you, it is my painful duty to inform you that there are
véry strong reasons indeed for Dbelieving that Mr.
Benjamin Smith is an unprincipled adventurer.”

I thought she would have fainted as I said this, but,
recovering herself by an effort, she exclaimed indig-
nantly—

“This 1s a serious matter, sir; and unless you have
pr()of positive that your accusation is well grounded, it
is little short of hascness to carelessly bhst my child’s
happiness, and blacken the character of a man® whom,
at present, I consider to be an honourable gentleman.”

“JIadmit the full force of your remark,” I said;
“but, unfortupately, there is no room to doubt that 1
am correct.  Frankly, I am a detective, and I have iur
a long tuno been gradually collecting evidence that the
person stylmg hlmself Benjamin Smlth is a scoundrel,
against whom there iy a heavy reckoning.”

“With a little shudder ¢t horror, Mrs. Southwaite burst
into tears, and, covering her face with her handkerchief,
wept bitterly. It'was really pitiable to sce this*sudden
change from smiling contentment to racking distress, as
.the poor woman saw cherished hopes and dreams thus
‘blighted and shattered. I consoled and soothed her as
best I could, and when sho had to some extont regained
her serenity, she said—
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“ This is dreadful, horrible, and I fear will have a
crushing effect on my dear'Ilester.”

“ Detter that the revelation should be made now than
later on.  Your daughter will feel the blow, but she will
recover. Now, will you tell me, please, if you have
ever heard that Benjamin Smith was formerly known as
Captain J-1ward St. John 7”7

“Yes; he told me that himself. Indeed, he was
staying in Geneva under that name. e said it was
his family name, but, in order to please the whim of an
cceentric old uncle, Who promised to leave him a large
sum of money, he took the uncle’s name—that is,
Benjamin Smith—and he wished henceforth always to
be known by that name.”

“ A plausible story, but an utterly false onme,” I
replied, and feeling a sense of relief that the ice was now
well broken, and the first shock over. The rest would
be more casy to bear. ¢ Mr. St. John, alivs Smith, is a
villain, and I am afraid that more than one dark deed
will bo laid to his charge. But now, you can aid the

course of justice if you will frankly tell me all you
know.” .

“¢“T have little more to tell you,” she answered, with a
sob.  “I almost blush to confess that we hawe been far
too lax, and have been so fascinated by this man’s
manners, that we have taken all he has told us f.or
gospel. I remember now tha§ vwhen he first began to
pay attention to 1lester he was $articularly anxious to
know What her fortune was, and wheh he heard it was a
little over two thousand pounds per anmum he scemed
delighted, but was anxious to impress upon us that he
cared nothing for her money, as ho had plenty of his
own, and could surround her with luxury. Now, how-
ever, in the light of what you have said, his conduct and
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apparent disinterestedness assumo a very different
complexion, and little circumstances to which hitherto
T had attached no imporfance appear in a very different
light.”

“Do you know why he lives in Boulogne ?” T asked.

“ Certainly—well, that is, he has always told us he
had a flourishing business there.”

I could hardly repress a sigh as this poor lady thus
betrayed how gullible she was. At the same time, as
she was neither wanting in intelligence nor common
schse, it was obvious that Smith, orwhatever he chose to
call himself, was a han of unusual plausibility.

“Let me assure you in the most positive manner,” T
said, ¢ that he has no business whatever in Boulogne, and
inferentially from what I have now learnt, he has chosen
that as his temporary residence in order that he may be
as near you as it is safe for him to venture.  But if he
had succeeded in trapping your «daughter, I have no
hesitation in prophesying that he would soon have shifted,
his quartcrs farther afield.”

“QOh, yes,” exclaimed Mrs. Southwaite, “he always
said that as sogn as he was married he intended to travel
with his wife, and would probably go to China and
India.”

«Tt is more probable now that he will go to penal
serv itude, but I must ask your eon-operation in the stern
business of bringing this rascal to his deserts.”

“T will do all T possibly can,” she answered sorrow-
fully. . . .

“VYery well. Then I consider it of the utmost
importance that you will not give him the slightest
inkling of this interview, or that anything detrimental
to him has come to your knowledge. You will pledge
yourself to this?”
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“I will. DBut he has promised to come here again in
the course of the next fortnight. What am I to do?
I cannot allow him to see Hos’re again. She will be
heartbroken, poor girl, though she had better know the
truth now than later.”

“I do not imagine that he will have the opportunity
of sceing her again,” I said, “for, if I am not much mis-
taken, I shall be in a position to effect his arrest when
he next sets foot on English ground; and it strikes me
that when the truth is all known he will stand revealed
as the very king of #oundrels.”

It would have been strange if Mrs. Southwaite had
not been deeply affocted by this sudden interruption to
her plans. I do not mean to say that she had any
mercenary or other unworthy motives in consenting to
an alliance between her daughter and the man they
both considered to be an lmnourable and upright gentle-
man. She was not the first woman who h’Ld been
deceived by the specious arguments and the plausibility
of a smooth-faced scoundrel. Dut tltere is little doubt,
judging from her manner, that she had looked forward to
the marriage with keen eagerness, belieying, as it was
right to assume, that it was to her daughter’s happiness
and welfare.  The discovery that sho lmd be%u deceived
produced the most intense distress and sorrow, and being
undesirous of intruding further on that sorrow, I took
my departure, leaving hcr to beeak the news to her pnor
daughter in the way t]mt would seem to her best. 1 felt
now tifit I had made & very conSiderable advance
towards the ultimate end, when, having placed the
manacles of the outraged law about the villain, whose
villainy had caused so much woe, my task would finish.’
In seeking to accomplish that I lmd endured a great deal,
but T could not be blind to the fact that I had still much
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to do before the curtain was drawn aside and all the
mystery was revealed. I had still to learn who
Benjamin Smith really was; who his pretended mother
was, and what had become of her; and who the dark
and silent Jacques I'avre was, and what his »é/c had
been in the startling and tlmllm«r drama.  To learn
these things, it was important t]mt I should return to
Boulogne, and this T dil without loss of time; and
recognizing the importance of having the co-operation
of the IFrench police, I waited on the Prefect and laid
the whole case before him. At firdt he seemed reluctant
to take any steps until I had more of what he termed
“tangible evidence ” to go upon; but I was enabled to
convince him that there could bo no possible doubt of
Smith’s rascality, and in the interests of law and order
his career should be stopped. Tortunately, Monsicur le
Prefect was amenable to reason, and he gave me a letter
to the chief of the police, whoe«promised me ecvery
assistance, and placed two expericnced detectives at my
disposal. In conjinction with these men, I concerted a
plan of action, which scemed to me calculated to furnish
very important, results. It was this—during the absence
of Smith and Favre, we should effect an entrance into
the housc, and ransack it in search of the evidence weo
wanted. The suggestion was approved of, and a
favourable opportunity was eagerly waited for Smith
took his departure at last for lingland, and a sharp-eyed
French police officer was instructed to follow and not
lose sight of him* Then a wateh was set on “Jacques
the silent,” who had repaired to his favourito eq/d, and
all being ready, we went at night to the house, and by
‘means of duplicate keys gained an entrance.  All was
dark and still, and I hurried eagerly and anxiously from
room to room in search of the old woman who was
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supposed to be Smith’s mother, and who was known to
have entered the house, but had never been seen to leave
it. It seemed as if the search would be fruitless, for
there wore no signs of a living soul save ourselves being
under the roof. At last, however, as I stood on the top
landing, I fancied I heard a faint groan. Irom that
landing, a flight of wooden steps led to what is called
in I'rance a granary, and is peculiar to some old-
fashioned Trench houses. It is what we should call an
attic, but in France it is generally used for the storage
of wood and other shings. Mounting the ladder, I
found that entrance to the granary was barred by a
door, which was secured by means of a big padlock and
a staple driven into the door-post. By the aid of a
poker used as a lever, wo succeeded at last in drawing
that staple, and thus gaining access to the room; and
as wo flashed our lights into it, a strange and horrible
sight met our gaze. ,°
On a Jheap of mouldy,-dirty straw was a gaunt,
sunken-eyed, starved-looking woman, who seemed to be
a mere skeleton. A few rags only clothed her naked-
ness, and they scemed dropping to pieces. ~ Round her
waigt was an iron band, and to this was a heavy chain,
which was sceurely attached to the wooden bgam over-
head, so that the wretched ereature could not nfove more
than a yard from the spot where she was lying.  Ier
emanciated body was covered with sores and vermin,’
and sho appeared to be in the laltestage of starvation.
'Her hairewas snow-white, ker face wrinkled liko an aged
monkey’s, and her skin like parchment.
She made no sign of consciousness as we entered, and
T feared that her lips were for ever sealed, and the
valuable information she would be able to give us would
have to remain untold. Fortunately, we had noticed in
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the dining-room a bottle of wine on the sideboard, and
one of the men rushed down for this, and when he
returned, we poured small quantities of the wine down
the poor creature’s throat, until at last she gave signs of
returning life, and although dazed at first, she murmured
two or three times—

“ Save me, save me !’

Need I say that I was resolved to do that if it could
be done, and T and my colleagues set to work to free
her from the chains.  In the absence of proper tools it
was a difficult and tedious task. DBut patience and
determination can accomplish much, and at length we
succceded. She was far too weak to stand, and too
exhausted for speech. Dut we sustained her with moro
wine, while one of our number hurried as fast as he
could go to the hospital for an ambulance stretchor.
As soon as this was forthcoming, we conveyed her with
all speed to the hospital.  Iortunately, the hour was
late and the night dark, o that we were caabled to
accomplish our task without attracting attention.  The
doctors, who at once examined her, declarved that sho
was suffering from starvation, and that her recovery wa
doubtful, but steps were at once taken to restores her
strength and increase her vitality.

In view of our discovery, the police felt justified in
laying hands on Jaecques Favre, and they effected his

"arrest just as he wasstaggering home from the café. 1le
offered no resistancq, and did not even scem surprised.
Possibly it was that he was too much sodden with
absinthe. Ile was safely lodged in the lock-up, and
Smith’s house was placed in charge of two gendarmes.
On the following morning I received notice from tho
hospital authorities that the old woman had so far
recovered that she was rational, and, though very weak,
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capable of conversing. Consequently I lost no time in
repairing to her bedside, in company with the Prefect,
the chief of the police, and two or {hree other officials,
who, in accordance with I'rench law, were required to be
present during an examination of the kind.

Although the old woman had improved, she still
looked ghastly ill, and begot fecars that she could not
possibly recover entirely. Taking our scats at the bed-
side, I procceded to put a series of questions to her.

“You are better now ? ”’ I began.

“Yes,” she answesed faintly.

“We want you now to tell us who you are ? ”’

“ My name is Marland,” she began, and, then becom-
ing faint, restoratives had to be administered. As soon
as she was better I said queryingly—

“You are the mother of the man who haskteen known
as Captain ldward St. John, and who now calls himself
Benjamin Smith ?” -

The clhange that came ovér her at this question was
remarkable.  Iler face lighted with an expression of
fierce anger, and she seemed suddenly endowed with
new energy and strength, as, raising herself on her
elbew, she pointed her finger at me as she exclaimed—

“The man calling himself Captain KdwardgSt. John
is Philip Marland, and I am Philip Marland’s wife.”

My companions looked at each other in amazement at,
this announcement, but for my own part I had suspected
it, and was therefore prepared for the revelation, but I
certainly ewas not prepared for what follbwed.

" “You are his wife, you say,” I remarked. ¢ When
were you married P’

“1 was married in Birmingham some years ago. I
went from my home in Bristol on purpose to Le
married.”
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“ You lived in Bristol, then ?

“Yes. I was the widow of Captain IIuleup, the
owner of the brig Crimson Cloud.”

“ (Captain Iluleup claimed to have discovered some
mines in Yueatan, did he not ? 7 I asked, with keenly
aroused interest, as the strange plot began to thus
unravel itself in a way that one could hardly have
imagined.

* Captain Huleup discovered large deposits of silver,
and brought valuable specimens hone.  1le intended to
keep his discoveries to himself for a time, but he and
his nephew, Philip Marland, did not get on very well
together. Philip was always quarrelling with his uncle,
and threatening that if he didn’t give him money he
would make the situation of the mines public.  They
made up their differences, however, and set sail for
Mexico for a fresh supply of silver, and to see if some
arrangements could mnot be made for systematically
working the silver deposits. - But my poor hushand was
drowned going down the Bristol Channel, and the
Crimson Clond was wrecked in St. Ives’ Day.”

The old lady here became weak and faint again, and
more restoratives had to be administered ; but it was
some time,before she could resume her narrative, which
had beconic absorbingly interesting, and began to let in
light where all before it had been dark. I had got the
thread of the plot now, and began to work it out for
myself.  DBut I had better let Mrs. Marland tell the
strange story in her own worgs. .

“ Some months after his uncle’s death,” she continued, -
¢ Philip began to worry mo to let him have the silver
ore which he knew I possessed.  But, as my husband
had not left me very well off, he having spent a great
deal of money in his trips to Yucatan, and in fitting
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the brig out for the second mining expedition, I deter-
mined to keep the silver, and sell it as I required means.
Secing that he could not prevail upon me to let him
have the ore, my husband’s nephew began to make love
to me, and after a while offered to marry me. I wasa
foolish, stupid woman, and my head was turned at the
thought of having such a young and handsome husband.
So 1 became his wife, and having got possession of the
silver ore, he at once took steps for the formation of a
mining company. e got mixed up with a lot of
sharpers, and by their advice he changed his name to
Captain Jddward St. John. Very soon he began to
treat me with negleet and cruelty, and on two or three
occasions he tried to take my life.  But I was weak,
and forgave him. I accompanied him to this place, and
one night he stupefied me with drugs, chained me up in
the loft, and kept me without food, being aided in his
wickedness by Jacqups Ifavre, whose real name, how-
cver, is Jules Siinon.” .

“Who is Jules Simon, «/ies Jacques Iavre?” I
azked.

¢ Ie was formerly one of my first husband’s sailors,
angd was 1n the brig when she was wrecked in St. Ives’
Bay. :

“Do you know anything further about him ?”

[13 NO.”

“ Nor why he has associated himself with Marland ? »

“No, except that there is ‘sgme devilish villainy
betwoens them.” . .

The foregoing was in substance the story the
unfortunate Mrs. Marland had to tell. Its telling took
a much longer time than one would suppose from
perusing this narrative, for the woman was so physically
exhausted that she had to make frequent pauses. She

E 2
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bore unmistakable evidence of the horrible treatment
she had been subjected to, and there ix little doubt
that she had only just been rescued in time.

Our attention was now turned to Jacques 1tavre, or
Jules Nimon, which proved to be his real name, but at
first he secemed to be of very different stuff to the old
woma1, for neither threats nor commands could induce
him to open his mouth. So, knowing that he was in
safe custody, I hurried oft to England, having received
telegraphic information from my spy as to where Smith
was to be found.  1le had gone stritight from Boulogne
to London, where he lingered for two or three days, and
when I came up with ]um he was in the act of leaving
for Tiverpool, and I arrested him on the platform nt
Tuston Station.  He  had  evidently been totally
unprepared for thus being overtaken by justice in the

very hour of his supposed triumph, for his amazement
and chagrin rendered him speechless.  Tle had gone on
so long with apparent impunity, and had flowsshed to
siuch an extent, that he had, no doubt, come to look on
detection as a very remote contingency, and scarcely
worth thinking about.  Morcover, the goal towards
which he had pressed for so long was in view, and ‘he
prize scenfed his.  DBut Nemesis overtaketh him who
doeth evil let him speed never so well, and in this
instance the proverb was very forcibly verified.

As T conveyed my prisoner into a place of safe keeping
T could not avoid a fedling of intense gratification, which,
under the circumstances, was; I think, quite pardonable; 5
for I had gone through a very great deal and suffercd -
in mind and body in my endeavours to solve the problem
set me. So, now that my cfforts were erowned with
success, I experienced a sense of clation that could not
be stifled.
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ITaving got over his first feeling of surprise and
mortification, the prisoner made it clear that he was
going to make a desperate fight for his liberty. Of
course, ho was not awarc of my mission to Peten,
nor how I lad tracked him step by step in his career;
and being ignorant of how much we knew, and as it
was evident he was still in possession of money, he
engaged the services of a big firm of lawyers and an
cminent Q.C. As time went on, however, it soon was
made clear that the links of the chain I had forged were
infinitely too powdrful to be rent asunder by any
amount of legal sophistry, and the “eminent Q.C.”
betrayed indications of a belief he entertained that his
client hadu’t a leg to stand upon.

And now matters took another and more serious turn.
Under the inquisitorial system of the Irench law in
eriminal cases, the prisoner, Jaeques Favre, was foreed
into a confession that old Captain ITuleup was murdered
by Marland and himself. "The old man was felled to the
deck by a blow dealt with a marling spike wielded by his
uephew; and while he was still breathing Itavre tossed
him overboard. Then the two villains cencerted to cast
away the ship, and drown the rest of the crew, as some
of them loudly expressed suspicion of foul plgy.

This additional chapter of dark doings gave a new
sensation, as may be supposed, to as thrilling and weiygl
a story of human wickedness as,was ever told in a court
of law; and if Marland had really cntertained any hope
that he4vould succeed in baflling justi.ce, he must have
experienced a sickening sense of despair when he learnt
that his colleague in sin had betrayed him. Although a,
charge of murder was preferred against him, it had to be
nbandoned, as no other evidence was forthcoming save
the baro statement of the wretch Jacques Favre, though
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morally it was absolutely certain that the tale he told
was substantiilly correct. But though Marland eseaped
on the capital charge, he had to stand his trial for
obtaining large sums of money on false pretences, and
he was ultimately sentenced to penal servitude for twenty
years.  Others of the directors were tried, and received
varying terms of imprisonment. At the same time that
he was standing his tiial in Fngland he was tried in
absentio in France for attempting to murder his wife by
starving lier to death; and Jacques was indited as an
accessory. 'They were both sentenced to twenty years
imprisonment, so that if Marland lived to complete his
term in Ingland the French authorities would make
application for his extradition.

Mrs. Marland had suffered so much that she never was
able to leave the hospital at Boulogne, and died in the
coursy of six months. I never heard anything more of
the Southwuites, but they must have congratulated
themselves on having escaped as easily as they did from
the toils Marland had spread for them.
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THHE STORY OF A PEARL.

Oxk day an Indian pearl-diver brought up from the
bed of the Indian Ocean, oft Ceylon, a monster gem,
that was destined to affect the fortunes of a number of
people in a very strange way. When it came to be
detached from the shell that held it, it was pronounced
by experts to be one of the most perfect pearls in the
known world, and the value put upon it was almost
fabulous. It became the property of Gamage & Lallal,
the well-known dealers in precious stones, whose head-
quarters are in Bombay.  When it had been subjected
to certain processes known to the trade, by which its
irridescence and beauty were enhanced, it was put upon
the market. That is, Gamage & Lallal allowed it to
go forth that they were prepared to part with the gem
to the highest bidder.  But before the highest bidder
had an opportunity of making his bid the valuable pearl
disappeared in & most mysterious manner. At the close
of business one evening—according to the festimony of
Gamage & Lallal—it was locked up with other gems in
a strong room—that ws a strong room, which exprossion
is meant to imply that the voom was considered an
unusua]ly secure one, and calculated to defy the skill of
the most expert burglar.” Well, the following morning
the pearl had gone. Nothing else had been touched,
though there were tens of thousands of pounds’ worth of
other jowels ; and to add to the mystery, the room was
intact. The door had not been tampered with, and tho
wonderful and complicated locks were all perfect. It
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might be thought by the uninitiated that entrance
to the room had been gained by means of false keys,
specially manufactured by some one who knew the secret
of the mechanism ; but it was next to impossible that
this could have been done, and for this reason. The
room, roughly speaking, was about fourteen feet square.
It was solidly concreted, and the walls were eighteen
inches thick. In the centre of one of the walls was a
massive iron door; so massive, indeed, that it was said
a ton of gunpowder exploded against it would hardly
have made any impression. DPefthaps that was an
cxaggeration, but there is little doubt that it was of
unusual thickness and solidity. This door fitted into an
iron frame that was strongly embedded in concrete.
Into this frame the tremendous bolts shot. -There were
forty-two bolts in all, and they were all shot at one time
by means of a lever in the centro of the door. Set into
the door was a register dial, which“showed that the door
was properly locked, and this'dial would have itdicated
any attempt to tamper with the locks. DBut this does
not exhaust all the precautions that were taken for safe-
guarding the . precious treasures committed to this
remarkable chamber, which was said to be absolutely
fire and buyglar proof. Although one action of a lever
locked the door, the mechanism was so peculiar and
ingenious that no less than eight different keys were
requlred to unlock it. Nor was this all. By a still
further ingenious arrnﬁgement the locks could bo read-
justed every day, so that a fresh set of keys were rtquired
each morning to open the safe, and no one but the two
principals of the firm knew which set was required. It
‘will thus be seen that altogether the structure of the
strong room was unique, and well calculated to resist
human cupidity, cunning, and skill. Nevertheless, the
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magnificent gem was stolen, to the horror and conster-
nation of its legitimate owners, who at the time were
negotiating with the then Czar of Russia for its pur-
chase.

That tho pearl had been stolen admitted of no possible
doubt, and the mysterious manner in which it dis-
“appeared caused quite a sensation. Doth of the principal
members of the firm were emphatic in declaring that
thoy both saw the gem safely deposited in the strong
room, and both saw the door locked immediately after-
wards. The pearl hdd been placed in a small box on a
bed of cotton-wool, and the box was covered with a glass
lid. The following morning, however, the pearl was
gone, but box, glass lid, and cotton-wool were intact.
Bearing all these facts in mind, it almost seemed as if
.the thing had been spirited away by supernatural
agency.

Naturally cnough, Messrs. Gamage & Lallal—who
were, by "the way, both Pureees—mehned to the belief
that some of their employés had been concerned in the
robbery. But these employés all told only numbered
six, five of them Dbeing natives, the sixth being a
I'r@nchman named Eugéne Valjean, who was renowned
as a diamond-cutter and polisher. In his ownparticular
line he was said to be one of the most skilled workmen
in the world. e had been with the firm for ten yearsy
and bore a very high character. Agamst him nor the
native workmen could a shadow of suspicion be justified,
and so the affair remained a mystery, and was to
remain so for a very long period.

As may be supposed, Gamage & Lallal took every
means conceivable to trace the missing pearl, but with-
out success. Neither tho offer of a large reward nor the
_employment of some of the best detectives of the day
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availed aught. The gem apparently was irretrievably
lost, and its owners had to bear the loss as philosophically
as they could. Neither partner was destined ever to
know in this world how the robbery had been effected,
for in the course of five or six years they had both paid the
debt of nature, dying within a short period of each other.

The scene now shifts to Europe. It was the height of
the London season, and as two foreign potentates were
the guests of ller Majesty there was an unusual
gathering of rank and beauty in the British Metropolis.
One night these two Royal visitcrs attended the opera
at Covent Garden. It is seldom, even in London, that
such o brilliant and dazzling scene is to be witnessed as
the theatre presented on that eventful night. Apart
from the ordinary attractions, a young aund beautiful
singer was' o make her début in "La Furorita, and report
gpoke of her voice as something marvellous; nor did
report err in this instance, for thit young girl has since
become one of the most fatous singers the World has
produced. In the annalsof the theatre, that night must
ever stand out as unique. Wealth, literally by millions,
was represented, and if the world had been ransacked
for beautiful women no greater display could have been
obtaineds Rank, fashion, riches, and beauty were con-
centrated under the roof; while the general effect of the
great gathering—the lights, the decorations, the flashing
of jewels, the wondrous dresses, the combination of
colours—was to positively bewilder one with its radiance
and brilliancy. One seemed to grow almost d¥unk with
the unwonted magnificence.

It was my good fortune to witness that never-to-be-
forgotten scene, but little did I think then that it was
to be the prelude, so to speak, to a strange drama, in
which I was to play a prominent part.
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Amongst the galaxy of beauty which crowded the
house from floor to ceiling was the Countess de Flourét,
who occupied a central box on the second tier, and close to
the box occupied by the Royal guests. The Countess
was a very conspicuous member of society, for she was
said to be one of the most beautiful women in the world,
and she had had a somewhat romantic history. Her
maiden hame had been Malpas, Ada Maplas; she was
the only daughter of a Mr. Malpas, who began life in a
humble position, and rose to be one of London’s merchant
princes. Ada was wooed and won by a French Count
of high and noble family, but very poor. He had
squandered a large fortune, and had led a somewhat
riotous life; but he was a singularly Randsome man,
and though her parents objected to him Ada insisted on
becoming his wife, and not wishing to stand in the way
of her happiness—for she had declared that the Count was
ubsolutely essential to her happiness—her father waived
his objection, gave his cénsent to the marriage, and
settled a large fortune upon her. Six months later the
fashionable world of T.ondon was startled on learning
that the beautiful Countess and her handéome husband
hadl separated. .

Of course there was a nine days’ wonder afid a nine
days’ scandal. The evil-minded and the vicious
hinted at all sorts of things, but it was generally
conceded that the Count was }jo blame, and that no
one could justly cast an aspersion on the fair fame of

~the lady. ‘

For some time following the separation she was not
seen in society, and it was rumoured that her happiness

~aund peace of mind were shattered. If such was really the
case, she must have quite recouped and recovered, for
- when she reappeared she bore no external traces of her
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trouble. She became a bright particular star, and her
satellites were to be numbered by dozens.

On the night at the theatre she was radiant with
health and beauty, and being still on the right side of
twenty-five she had everything in her favour.  Although
there were many beautiful women present, the young
Countess attracted general attention, for amongst that
fashionable gathering the story of her unhappy wedded
life was well known, and, of course, she was an object
of interest. It was noted that she wore a profusion of
magnificent diamonds, and on hér white throat lay a
superb brooch, consisting of one great pearl surrounded
with a cluster of brilliants.

When the performance was over, the (‘ountess, in
company with her friends, made her way along the
corridor and down the grand staircase to the main
entrance, where she had to wait for some time before she
could get her carriage. On a er:ecml ocmxmu of this
kind there was necessarily a %great crush, and more than
ordinary confusion. At length, however, everybody got
away. The brilliant throng was dispersed. The lights
were extinguished, and silence reigned. The Countess
resided when in town in Park T.ane, where sho rentd a
splendid little mansion. Her mother lived -with her,
her father at this timme being dead, and she also had
gtaying with her as a comp‘mion a cousin named
Florence enton, a yoyng girl of about nineteen. She
was an orphan with o money, but being only a little
less beautiful than her cousin, there was the “prospect.
before her of a good marriage.

On arriving home the Countess, to her consternation,
found that her magnificent diamond-set pearl had
disappeared. 'Word was immediately sent round to the
stable that the.carriage was to be searched, as there was
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a probability that the brooch had fallen off while the
Jountess was riding home, bat the search proved
fruitless; the gem was not found, and as carly as
possible next day the Countess telegraphed to me to
call upon her, which I did without loss of time. It
was the first occasion on which I had come in personal
contact with her, although I had often seen her in
publie, and a more charming, more beautiful woman I
don’t think I ever had to deal with. With tearsin her
eyes she told me of her loss, which she said had so
affected her that she had not slept a wink all night. If
that was really the case—but perhaps it was only
intended as an everyday figure of speech—she certainly
looked none the worse for it; neither the brilliancy of
her eyes nor her superb complexion was in the slightest
dnglu\ impaired by the slecplessness. When she had
given me the details as 1 Tiave set them down here, she
said— *

“You ’know, Mr. Donevan. at first I was quite
disposed to think I must have dropped the brooch, but
now I am perfectly convinced it has been stolen, for I
remember that when I came down the stairs of the
thaatre there was a tremendous crush, and a young,
dark-complexioned, foreign-looking man kepg close to
me all the time, and jostled me so rudely that I was
nearly speaking to my friends about it. In the
entrance hall the crush was terrible, for every one wad
struggling to see the P’rinces depart, and to my surprise
X noticed that the dark man was still at my elbow. I
looked angrily at him, and, with a polished bow, ho
said, ¢ Countess, tho circumstances of the hour have
thrown us together, and your beauty has drawn me
like a magnet.” This impertinence made me still more
angry, and I was going to bring his conduct under the
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notice of my f{riends, but at that moment a lady
fainted, which added greatly to the confusion, and,
taking advantage of that, the fellow slipped away.”

“ Had you ever seen the man before, Countess ?”’ I
asked.

“ Oh, no, not to my knowledge. Ihad never set eyes
upon him.”

“Do you think it probable that the brooch after
all was dropped in the carriage during the journey
home, and fell into the hands of some of your stable
people? ” .

“I would stake my life that is mnot so,” she
answered emphatically

“Can you give me a description of the man who
annoyed you at the theatre ?”

“Certainly. I[e was foreign in appearance, and
.spoke with a foreign accent.” ' In height he would be
about five feet seven; in build slight. Age probably
under thirty; six or sevencand-twenty, maybe. 1le
had a very swarthy complexion, bushy, dark eyebrows,
a small, dark moustache, and very dark hair, closely
cropped in the ¥rench style. Oh, by the way, I must
not forget to mention that on the upper part of his Jeft
cheek he had a small, livid scar. It looked to me like
a sword or dagger cut.”

“You draw a very good picture of the man,” I

temarked, “ and I hope that we may be able to trace
him. Now, as regauds the lost article, will you kindly
describe that ? ”’ )
- “It is a pearl set round with Brazilian bnllmnts,'
whigh in themselves are valuable ; but they are paltry
compared with the pearl, which is said to be one of the
finest in the world.”

“Indeed!”
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“ Yes, I really don’t know what it’s true value is,
but I believe many thousands of pounds.”

“Did you buy it?”

“JIt was given to me by my husband before we
were married. It is such a costly gem that I have
very rarely worn it, except on such occasions as last
night.”

“Such a gem as you describe ought to have a history,
Countess,” I remarked. “ Do you know anything
about it ? 7’

“No; my husband never told me anything about it.
But he asked me to wear it as little as possible, and not
to let it be generally known that I possessed it, as
attempts might be made to steal it on account of its
unique character. At that time it was unset, and I
had it photographed. I will show you the photo.”
She went to her cabinet, and, producing the photograph,.
handed it to me. I cqrtainly was astonished at the size
and appauvent boauty of thg gem. It was oblong and
as large a3 a good size horsc-bean. It was fixed, for
the purpose of photographing it, in a pair of velvet-
covered tweezersy which stood wupright on a velvet
cushion. The pearl was thus thrown info bold relief,
and its size and shape were admirably depicteq, though,
of course, its irridescence and colour were ot there.
“That shows the gem,” the lady continued, “ as it was
when it was given to me. Subsequently, at my father’s
suggestion, I had it set round withethe brilliants. The
jeweller gvho did it told me that it would rank amongst
the first twelve finest pearls in the world, and that its
history ought to be known. After that I questioned
my husband aboat it, but he either could not or would
not give me any information. Subsequently, when
differences unfortunately arose between us, he wished
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to take the pearl away from me again, but I would not
let him have it, and for some time my poor father kept
it in his possession.”

“ One more question, Countess,” I said. “Do you
know where your husband is ?”’

“No; I haven’t the remotest idea. I did hear
that he had expressed an intention of going to
America, but whether he has gone or not I really
cannot say.”

Furnished with the foregoing particulars and a copy
of the photograph, I took my departure with a growing
feeling that the stealing of the gem was the outcome of
a conspiracy. At this time, let it be understood, I did
not know anything concerning the wonderful pearl
beyond what the Countess had told me, but it was clear
to my mind that it had not been stolen by any ordinary
thief. What T mean by that is this. Assuming for
argument’s sake that the foreignéy who had jostled the
Countess in the corridor and on the staircase df Covent
Garden Theatre was really the thief, he must have been
used to moving amongst the better class of people,
otherwise he would hardly have been in the most
expensive pm‘t of the theatre on one of the mpst
fashionable nights of the season. When I considered all
the circumstances as I gathered them from the Countess,
it certainly did suggest itself to me that the robbery
thust have been well planned beforehand. Then again,
a mere common picKfocket or brooch-snatcher would
assuredly have known that there would be « great
difficulty in getting rid of such a valuable brooch, and’
that any attempt to sell it in the usual way would of a
certainty lead to detection. 'The ignorant street-
prowler would never have run such a risk as the
stealing of that brooch involved, because, though he
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might have been successful in getting possession of it,
it would prove a dangerous white elephant to him, and
he would be perfectly well aware that he could never
trade it.

These reflections served to convince me that the
robbery was not a spontaneous one, but a deliberately-
planned affair, and the thief jn all probability was one of
a gang of swell mobsmen who did not stoop to trifles,
but flew at high game, and had ways and means, no
doubt, of dealing with their spoil which would not be
known to the lower erder of thieves and rogues.

Although I certainly did consider it all but superfluous,
I took steps to learn something about the coachman and
groom in the service of the Countess, for, supposing
that the brooch had been dropped in the carriage on the
way home from the theatre, one of these two men might
have found it. My investigations soon convinced me,
however, that there was not the slightest grounds for
supposing that they knew anything about it; indeed,
they were of that stamp that if such a valuable article
had come into their possession they could not have failed
to have betrayed themselves by some indiscreet act.
They would have no knowledge of its true value to
begin with, and assaming that they had found it and
been dishonestly inclined, there were a thousand chances
in favour of their immediately trying to raise money on
it by pawningitor offering it forsale to some jeweller, and
such men endeavouring to dispossof so valuable a piece
of jewel]lery would at once have aroused suspicion.
"'hey would have been called upon to give an account
of themselves, and detection would have been certain.

I have already stated that at this stage of the affair I
knew nothing of the early history of the gem, but its
great value rendered it highly probable that the pearl
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was known to experts and gem dealers, and I took
immediate steps to bring the loss under the notice of
the trade. I had the photograph reproduced, and sent
it out broadcast to the principal dealers throughout
Europe ; and in the course of a few days I received a
letter from the famous dealers of Berlin, ITerren Wild-
strubel & Goldstein, in which they informed me that
they had every reason to suppose the missing pearl was
the one that had originally belonged to Gamage &
Lallal, of Bombay, and which had so mysteriously dis-
appeared from their strong room.

This information put a different aspect upon the affair
altogether, and I took immediate steps to ascertain all
the details of the early robbery, and those details T have
given at the commencement of this narrative. Sup-
posing, therefore, that the pezil was the identical one
which had been stolen years before from the Bombay
dealers—and all the circumstances pointed to ruch being
the case—in whose possession"was it during the interval ?
Somebody must have had it. 'Who was the somebody ?
It was absolutely certain it had not been traded in the
ordinary way; otherwise it could have been traced.

The whole affair was certainly a pretty problem,
a complicited puzzle, and interested me deeply. I felt
that it devolved on me to endeavour by every possible
means to learn the story of the pearl from the time it
was so mysteriously, taken out of the strong room at
Bombay. There cectainly was mystery there, and I
felt that if T could only clear away that mystery [ migii,
step by step, follow up the career of the pearl until I
should be in a position to restore it triumphantly to its
legitimate owner. But this naturally suggested a most
important question. Who was the legitimate owner P
In one senso the Countess de Flourét was. She at least
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had not acquired it dishonestly. It was given her by her
affianced husband, but it would be necessary to determine
how it came into his possession. If he got it honestly,
how did the person from whom he procured it get it ?
It will thus be seen that a very wide range of inquiry
was opened up, and it was only by going from stage to

_stage, and by gradually filling in all the blanks of the
story, that one could hope to be successful in the quest
of the missing gem, which, according to all accounts,
was worth a king’s Tansom.

‘While I did not ignore what was extremely probable,
namely, that the thief or thieves had been actuated by
the sole motive of gain, I felt sure that they would not
endeavour to sell the pearl then, for the simple reason
that the hue and cry had already been raised. The loss
suffered by the Countess-had, of course, found its way
into the papers, and, ksing good “ copy,” it had gone the
round of-the country. Xvery little pettifogging sheet
in the kingdom had got hold of it, and it had also been
copied extensively into foreign papers. Iow it had
gained publicity was not easy to tell, except it was that
the Countess had talked about it to her friends, and
some one or other had mentioned it to some one else
who had a press connection. My own desire*had been
to keep the matter as quiet as possible in the hope that
the thieves might be tempted to offer the pearl far
immediate sale, and thus be trappad. With this end in
view I carefully avoided mentivning in the official
tiroulars and intimations to the dealers the name of the
person from whom the gem had been stolen. But in
spite of my efforts to keep it dark, the papers got hold of
it, and so it was given broadcast to the world. It was
hardly possible to suppose that the thief or thisves
would remain in ignorance of this publicity, and they

F 2
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would never be such fools as to run their heads into the
lion’s jaws. So far as the diamonds were concerned
they might, with comparative safety, negotiate them,
and they would probably do so; but the pearl was
another matter. It was far too conspicuous, and its
shape could not be altered by so much as a hair’s
breadth. It could not, like any other precious stone,
be cut, for any attempt to alter it would of a surety
lossen its value immensely, if it did not ruin it
altogether.

In considering all these facts'I was sanguine of
running the thief down and recovering the gem,
although I could not be indifferent to the many
difficulties that lay in my way, for if, as I suspected, the
robbery was the result of a conspiracy, it argued that
the conspirators were men of unusual cunning and
boldness, and would not readily betray themselves. My
first serious step towards the ena I aimed gt was to
obtain some particulars of the Count de I'lourét, for it
was of the very highest importance that he should be
asked to state how the pearl came into his possession.
In order to get the information I wanted, I once more
waited upon the Countess at her residence in Park Laue.

I found that she was somewhat reluctant to talk of
her husband, which, perhaps, after all, was only natural,
for necessarily a domestic affair of that kind was a very
delicate subject. It was clear, however, that she was
intensely embitte’rmf’aguinst her husband, and could not
refer to him without betraying signs, not only o g.sxt
emotion, but great anger. By the oxerciso of tact and
. patience I gradually learnt from her that she had first
met the Count at the house of a French lady of title,
residing in London, but who was now dead. She fell
passionately in love almost at first sight with the Count,
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who had an extraordinarily fascinating manner with
him, and in spite of many stories that reached her of
his shady career, she was weak enough to resolve to
marry him ; for love blinded her to his faults, and she
turned a deaf ear to the stories. Soon after the
marriage he began to show himself in his true colours,
and she bitterly repented her hastiness. She tolerated
him as long as she could ; but at length matters became
s0 bad that she was bound to separate from him. On
his marriage he was heavily in debt, and her father paid
his debts, but he onleyy began to contract fresh ones, and
Mr. Malpas refused to let him have any more money.
He then began to sell some of his wife’s jewels, and
this led to serious differences; and one thing he was
particularly anxious to obtain was the pearl he had pre-
sented her with. She resolved, however, that he should
not have it, and for safe Keeping placed it in chargeof her
father. Deyond the time when the Count took himself off
for good; the Countess coyld give no further information
about her husband, as all connection between her family
and his family had ceased.

Furnished with the foregoing particulars, I next
poceeded to the London agents of the “Indian firm of
Gamage & Lallal. Both of these gentlemen were dead,
as I have already stated, but tho business was still
carried on by relativos of the deceased. The London
agént was a Mr. Spicglemann, a German, whose pla8e
was in Piccadilly. My objeet Yuvisiting him was to
ohtoin ,if possible, further par ticulars of tho mysterious
dlsappearance of the gem years before from the strong
room in Bombay. Mr. Spieglemann not only contirmed
all T had heard, but gave me some additional details®
which apparently heightened the mystery which sur-
rounded the robbery. It appeared that a few weeks
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after the robbery he was in Bombay, and had an
opportunity of examining the place for himself. He
told me that, having regard to the strength of the room
and the extraordinary precautions taken for safe-guard-
ing the treasures it contained, he was utterly ata lossto
suggest even a plausible theory of how the gem was
abstracted after it was locked up.

“ Do you think it was really locked up ?”’ I asked.

The question seemed rather to startle him, and he
looked at me with a strangely-puzzled expression of face.
But after reflecting for some time Lie answered—

“QOh, yes. There is no doubt about that. DBoth
Gamage and Lallal told me that they saw with their own
eyes the door locked and the indicator mark that it was
secure.”’

I asked him if he could furnish me with even a rough
sketch of the mechanism of the’ door, and he said he
could give me something more than a rough sketch.
He could let me have almost an accurate draw: g of it ;
for, being a draughtsman and"of a mechanical turn of
mind, he had been greatly interested in the mechanism,
and had made some notes at the time, as he wanted to
test for himself if it was possible to unlock the door
after it was once locked with any other than the proper
keys. But though he had studied the problem for a
long time, he could come to no other conclusion than
tkat it could not be done, and so the mystery remained
a mystery still as far.,~=che was concerned. 1le promised
to let me have the dfawings in the course of two or
three days, and I took my leave, with my mind a Dlank’
at that time so far as any theory was concerned with

sregard to the manner in which the original robbery had
been carried out. One thing that I was satisfied about
was that no attempt was likely to be made for some time
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to dispose of the pearl, as the thief or thieves would be
fully alive to the danger they would run in trying to
sell it after the wide publicity that had been given to
the affair. I therefore waited patiently for the promised
plans, which came in due course. They were delivered
to me late one evening, and I at once set to work to
study them. For many hours and far into the night I
pored over them until my eyes ached and my brain
throbbed. I felt, however, that my labour had not been
useless, for though I could lay no claim to any
mechanical skill, I jad an eye for possibilities, and I
saw, or imagined I saw, a means whereby the door
could have been opened.

Without an intricate set of diagrams it would be by
no means easy to convey to my readers’ minds an idea
of the machinery which governed the locks, but one
thing that struck me was this—the designer had been
a little over-ingenious. What I mean to say is that too
much refiance had been placed on the indicator to give
warning when the bolts were shot. I fancied that I
detected a way whereby the indicator could be so
tampered with, that it could be made to falsely declare
that the door was properly closed. ~ This idea haunted
mo all through my sleep, and I did nothmﬂ but dream
about it.

The next morning I hied me to a young fellow whom
I knew, and who was an exceedingly clever mechanic.
He had for a long time been.employed in the con-
structl,on department at Woolwich Arsenal, and his

“genius and ability had secured him rapid promotion. I
showed him the plans, and asked him if he could under-
take to construct for me a working wooden model from
the drawings, and, after studying them for a while, he
said he thought he could do so. He worked away at it
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for many hours every night in his own time for three
weeks, and then he brought me a model that was a
triumph of imitative and constructive skill. “Within a
very short time after that model came into my possession
I felt disposed to cry out ““ Eureka!” for the shadowy
idea I had, had resolved itself into a practical fact. By
what was an exceedingly simple arrangement, having
regard to the complicated mechanism, the bolts could be
stopped from going into the sockets, and yet the indi-
cator could be made to show that the door waslocked as
usual ; and, therefore, any one relying simply on the
indicator would be deceived. In short, it was a case of
one brain inventing an exceedingly clever puzzle, and
another brain finding out the solution of it. The
inventor had overlooked one important fact, which was
that by disconnecting certain levers the bolts would
cease to act, and yet the indicator would work. Some-
body had discovered that to be thé case, and hnd applied
his knowledge with such effect, that he had been able to
possess himself of the treasure. Unless my theory was
the correct one, it seemed as if nothing short of some
supernatural agency would have enabled the thief to
get into the strong room. As I had no belief whatevar
in supernatural agency, I felt convinced that Messrs.
Gamage and Lallal had been deccived by the indicator;
and while thinking that they had locked the door in
r8ality, they had not done so. The reader will at once
see what an 1mportaﬁf'bezmng this discovery of mine
had upon the case, for it might enable mo to tress+ba
gem from the time it was abstracted from the safo to
the time it came into possession of the Countess. And
*if T succeeded in doing that I might go further and
follow it until I was able to restore it to the Countess,
if, in the eyes of the law, she was entitled to claim it.
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I have previously stated that at the time the pearl
was stolen from Gamage & Lallal they had only one
European in their employ. This was a Frenchman
named Eugéne Valjean. Now, by a natural process of
logical deduction, my suspicion fixed on him as the
thief ; notwithstanding that he had been many years in
the employ of the firm, and bore a high character. One
of my reasons for suspecting him was that being in the

‘trade and having an intimate knowledge of the markets,
he would probably see his way clear to disposing of the
pearl, whercas any of*the natives would have been at a
loss what to do with it after they had got it. Then,
again, Valjean was a fellow-countryman of Count
Flourét, and though on the first blush it may seem
like straining a point to connect the two, a little con-
sideration will show that there were many chances—
logically speaking—in favour of a connection remote or
otherwise. ,* .

Acting on these premises, I set to work to try and
trace Valjean ; though before doing so I went over to
Paris to make some inquiries about Count ¥lourét. I
found that he was tho black sheep of his family, and a
very black sheep too, from all accounts. From an early
age he scemed to have led an exceedingly wikl kind of
life, and had been a sourco of grave anxiety to his
relatives. Possessed of a singularly fascinating manner,
a most refined bearing and gentlemanly appearancd,
coupled with unbounded assuraid® and impudence, he
had »z.n enabled to keep up a style of living quite
incompatible with his means. At one time his family
had been very well off, and the owners of extensive
estates in various parts of France, including a somewhat -
noted vineyard in the Champagne district. ~Gross
extravagance, however, and riotous living on the part of
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successive inheritors led to the estates passing into other
hands, and the living representative of the family came
to an empty title only,and most of hiskinsfolk were at this
time engaged in business of different kinds. But the
Count had never shown any disposition for work. He
preferred a life of idleness and luxury ; and, presuming
on the family traditions, he had endeavoured to pose as
a gentleman of position, but he had been guilty of
transactions which, to use an exceedingly mild term, -
were shady in the extreme. It is true that he had
managed to escape bringing himsglf within the grasp of
the law ; but if only half of what I heard was true, he
ought to have been in penal servitude. To instance one
case, before marrying Miss Malpas he paid his addresses
to a wealthy middle-aged French lady, who was almost
old enough to be his mother.  She hecame so enamoured
of him that she gradually gave him large sums of
money. At length, getting tired of his pu,vunmtlon
and constant postponement of the anticipated marriage,
she tried to bring him to Book, whercupon he flatly
refused to continue the conuection. Ier friends were
desirous that she should bring an action against him to
recover the money she had advanced, but sho declined
to do tlm, and retired to a convent. Some months
later he wWent to London, and made the acquaintance of
Miss Malpas.

o Furnished with all the foregoing particulars, one
question forced itselfapon me in o very prominent way-
It was a question that would have occurred to any one
acquainted with the fact that tho Count was in a stite
of chronic impecuniosity, and had exhausted nearly every
legitimate means of replenishing his empty exchequer.
The question was this—Ilow did he procure the
magnificent pearl which he presented to Miss- Malpas ?
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The market value of the pearl was so great that it was
absolutely absurd to suppose that a man like Count
Flourét, who had neither money nor credit, could have
come into possession of the gem honestly. At any rate,
not one single grain of evidence could I get that would
tend to show it was probable that he might have
purchased it. As a matter of fact, none of his relatives
knew that he had the pearl or had given it to his bride-
eclect. It will be seen that the case was one of mystery
from beginning to end, but as I had cleared away part
of the mystery in suggesting a very rational theory to
account for the pearl dlsuppenring from Gamage &
Tallal’s strong room in Bombay, I was justifiably
sanguine of being ultimately successful in throwing light
where all was now dark, and not only filling in the
blanks in the history of the gem from the time it left
the original owners’ posiession to the time it was given
to Miss M:}lpas but of recovering it. Of course I
directed my inquiries %o trying to find out what part of
the globe the Count wa$ then honouring with his
presence, but in this I was for the time baflled. I could
not come across any one who could give me the slightest
clug to his whereabouts; nor could I tracd the man so
ably deseribed by the Countess Flourét as the one she
suspected of having stolen the pearl on the mght of the
opera, and whom ~xhc believed to be a foreigner. She
spoke of his being very swarthy, and having a smal}
livid scar on the upper part of theslaff check. - Notwith-
standing that T widely circulated a deseription of him,
his trail was not picked up. If this man was really the
thief, it tended to confirm my theory that the robbery
was tho result of a conspiracy in which the Count was
a prime mover; and I could not avoid a feeling.that if
I could come across Eugéne Valjean I should be able



76 ’ LINK BY LINK.

to get at the kernel of that conspiracy. Valjean, as I
have said, had gained renown in the trade as a diamond
cutter and polisher. The art of cutting and polishing
a diamond is a very delicate operation, requiring skill of
no ordinary kind; and men who are unusually clever at
it are in request. Relying on this fact, therefore, I
deemed it probable that if Valjean was living I should
be able to find him, so I set to work accordingly, and
pursuing inquiries in the proper quarters I learnt in the’
course of a few weeks that the man I sought was in the
employ of the celebrated Dutcle firm of gem-dealers,
Loopuyt & Co., of Amsterdam. I soon confirmed this,
and at once resolved on a plan of action. Now, assuming
that I was right in my supposition that Valjean must
have had something to do with the original robhery, it
was not likely he would commit himself if he could help
it, and therefore I had to fall back on a stratagem.
It became mnccessary, of coursy, that I *hould take
Loopuyt & Co. into my confidence; and though they
were much astonished and shocked at the imputation
cast upon their workman, Valjean, they recognized the
importance of, the matter, and decided to render me all
the assistance possible. I therefore suggested that I
should aspume the character of a workman, but therein
a difficulty arose. All the workmen employed in their
gem department were, of course, skilled men, and as T
had no skill of any kind in that line, my ignorance
would soon have befrayed me,and my object been thus
defeated. It chanc ed, however, that at this tize-they
were building a* small smelting furnace, and I at once
undertook to impersonate an ordinary labourer, and, as
I had some knowledge of the Dutch language, I had
little doubt but I could pass muster, although they
seemed to think I should experience great difficulty in
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scraping acquaintance with Valjean, whom they described
as a singularly reticent and quiet man, who kept to
himself, and never by any chance spoke of his past.
1Ie had a reputation of being miserly and penurious in
his habits, although it was rumoured that he was well

.off ; and though very clever indeed in his own particular
line, he was not generally liked.

Shakespeare says that one man in his time plays many
parts, and perhaps the successful criminal-tracker plays
more than most men. In my time the characters I have
been called upon to %ssume by the exigencies of my
calling have been not only varied but numerous; but
this was the first time in my life that I had had to play
the réle of a bricklayer’s labourer. It certainly was
not a pleasant ré/e, but my duty and my devotion to my
calling outweighed all.nther consideration, and I put
personal feelmtrb on one side.

The smehlng furnaee that was being put up was in
the workshop where Valjean had his bem,h, and I at
once resolved upon a plan that was calculated to aid me
in my work. It was my good fortune to be able
to speak French like a native, as my early years were
pasted in France, and I turned this acquisition to
account. Valjean was a Frenchman, and thegonly one
in the establishment. It was therefore natural that he
should be disposed—he being a foreigner in a strange
land—to look kindly on a oompatliot After all, therd
is o trait of ineradicable patriotisni iisvthe human breast,
and ~vether wo be black or white, yellow or red, savage
or civilizod, we liko to meet a countryman when we are
away from our native land. I had on several occasions
in my career passed as a Xrenchman, and I was
confident of succeeding on this occasion. Nor was I
mistaken, I scraped acquaintance with Valjean. I
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told him I had fallen on evil days, having at one time
occupied a much better position. Although he might
be termed a hard and unsympathetic man, he expressed
commiseration with me in my misfortune, and the result
was I tacked myself on to him, as the saying is. I very
soon learned something of his habits, and found that he -
went every evening after his day’s work to a cafe, where,
having dined, he spent the rest of the evening in playing
chess, a game he was passionately fond of. As I had
some knowledge of the game I wps enabled to play with
him, and thus strengthen the acquaintance.

This went on for a fortnight, at the end of which
time I left the ostensible employment, the work being
finished. The leaving was part of my scheme, for,
having made the acquaintance of Valjean, I had so far
accomplished what I underfook, and now, in the
character of an unemployed lakourer, I wys in a better
position to trade on Valjean’s feelings and lay a trap for
him. It will be understood,*f course, that, in the event
of my surmises and theories being incorrect, the trap
would be of no use, and my littlo plot would prove
fruitless. Bfit I had started on the assumption that
Valjean had lad something to do with the orig.innl
robbery ®f the pearl, and on those lines I worked,
content to leave time and circumstances to provo me
ight or wrong.

The part I now_toek up was that of a class-hater. I
railed against thoseswho had means while I had none,
and I quericd why I should have been born to a heritage
of hard work and poverty, while so many other men
enjoyed wealth and luxury. My arguments and railings
did not seem to make much, if any, impression on the
undemonstrative Valjean, and, as they failed to draw
him out of his shell, I went on another tack ; and one
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evening as I was sipping coffee at his expense in his
favourite café, I bewailed my fate bitterly, and ex-
claimed—

I wish to heaven I was back in India again.”

“ Have you been in India ?”’ he asked, with a sharp
. inquisitiveness that was unusual with him.

“Yes,” I said carelessly.

“What were you doing there ?”’ came the query with
scarcely less sharpness.

“ A relative of mine, who had been a sailor, settled on
shore in Calcutta as a ship chandler, and he sent for me.”

Valjean’s interest seemed to have passed now, and he
asked listlessly—

“ 1Iow long ago is that?”

» “Well; now, let r10 see. 'Well, I was there at the
time that that strang. ¥obbery took place in Bombay,
when the pgarl was stolen from, from—I forget the
name of the people.” *

At my words a new expression came into Valjean's
face, and he turned his dark eyes upon me. The
expression was that of a keen and vivid interest, but in
a moment it faded away, and he remarkedelanguidly —

“Ah! it was a funny thing that.”

“Yes; I remember it was the talk of Imdia. I
wonder how the job was done. People used to say the
very devil himself must have committed the robbery.” |

Valjean laughed mockingly as he answered—

“ A very human devil, I should think.”

“ B{tdid you ever hear the story of the robbery ?”

“Oh, yes. It was a thing bound to bo talked about
amongst my class. I heard all about it.”

“You know then, of course, that the safe where the
pearl was kept was of peculiar construction ? ”’

“I’ve heard say so.”
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“ And that it couldn’t possibly be opened without the
proper keys P’

Valjean smiled again.

“ Look here,” he said, “do you think it possible that
one man could invent a lock that another man couldn’t
open if he set to work in the proper way ?”’

I pondered for some moments, then answered —

“It’s very hkely there are fellows clever enough to
do anything.”

“Yes, I should think so,” Valjean remarked, with a
certain air of self-assurance and something like grumpi-
ness in his tone.

This little dialogue was pregnant with a great signifi-
cance. It will he noted that during the whole of the
conversation he made no referenco to his having been
in the employ of Gamage & Lallal at the time of the
robbery. Now, an honests conscientious man would
surely have mentioned such a cigcumstancey and his not
having done so was, to my mind, the strongest con-
firmation I could have had that he had potent reasons
for concealing it.

So far, then, I had gained a great point, and it
certainly did’seem to me that my theories were cogrect
and my suspxclons justified, pa.rtxcularly 8o when taken
in conjunetion with the discovery I had made that the
mechanism of the door of Gamage & Lallal’s strong

sroom could be so manipulated as to cause the indicator
to show that the door was locked, when, as a matter of
fact, it was nothing f the kind. -

There was a. pause in the conversation between me
and my man, and then suddenly I exclaimed, as if I had
been pondering on the subject—

“T wonder what became of the pearl that was stolen.
By Heaven, I wish I had been in that swim !’
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Once more Valjean fixed his dark eyes upon me,
and once more the sclf-satisfied smile that seemed
peculiar to him spread itself over his face as he
answered—

“ And if you had been, what then? ”

“What then! Why, I should have had my share of
the plunder.”

“ Would you?"” he remarked, with a significant in-
“tonation.

“Yes, why not?” I asked, looking very simple and
surprised.

¢ Jfor this reason,” he said, with a certain incisiveness,
“you would have no plunder, because there was no
market for the gem.”

“No market!” I exclaimed, still keeping up the
expression of puzzled simplicity.

“No, there wus no market,” he repeated, “and for
this reason—the wide publicity given to the affair made
it almost impossible for the thieves to sell the pearl.
You see a pearl is not like a diamond.  You can cut a
diamond, and so alter it that it cannot be recognized,
but to touch a pearl with a view to disguising it would
be 4o ruin it. That particular pearl was unique, and
the big pearls of that nature in the known woilld can be

_counted on the fingers.’

“Ah, Isee,” I mumblul reflectively.  “Then, as a
matter of fact, the thieves must have retained possession”
of the pearl since it was stolen ?” = *

“I e=pect s0,”” he answered, in a way that made it
obvious ho intended the answer to be a prevarication.

As I did not think it wise to pursue the subject
further then, I allowed it to drop, but I had been
furnished with a good deal of food for reflection; and
while my suspicions were in no way lessened, I could

G



82 < LINK BY LINK.

not just then find any satisfactory theory to explain
what connection there was between Valjean and Count
Flourét. If I could only solve that knotty point I felt
that I should advance the case most materially, but
there was the difficulty. At last, however, I determined
on a bold move, and relied upon my astuteness, which
had been quickened and trained by long experience, to
determine whether I was right or wrong. I wanted to
find out if Valjean knew Count Flourét, and this wag
the way I went about it.

One evening as Valjean was playing chess as usual in
the café, I entered without his observing me, and, going
up cautiously behind him, I bent down and wluspered
so that his companion might not hear—

“Do you know where Count Flourét is?”

Valjean had one of the chess men between his fingers
at the time, he having jusf cdpéared it from his
opponent, but he was so startled by tlLe unexpected
question that he let the piece fall on to the board,
knocking over several otherss The colour fled from his
face; his eyes glowed with the light of a suddenly
aroused fear, and he stammered out as he rLOO(’Illled
me— ‘

“ What—no—I—who the devil is Count Flour it 17

He Had given himself away. TUnder certain cir-
cumstances, the face is an unfailing index to the mind.
It was so in Valjean’s case. It unmistakably declared
that he lied with hisdips.

He showed no disposition to say one single word
more on the sybject, but he was affected in altogether a
remarkable manuer if he was innocent, for his lips
trembled, as did his hands, and he displayed such an
utter want of presence of mind and command over him-

self that he muddled the game up, and it had to be
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abandoned. I had obviously touched a spring which
had caused one, at least, of the secrets of his brain to
show itself. I had gained a triumph. Valjean did
know Flourét. I should have been prepared to have
staked my life on it.

Valjean’s companion, whom I did not know, rallied
~him on his confusion, and Valjean endeavoured to
account for it by saying that he had come over very
sick, and gulping down a cup of coffee that stood near
him, he rose, put on his hat, and said curtly—

“I'm going into the open air.”

From that night he studiously avoided me, which he
would not have done if he had been a man of readier

“resource, but he was conscious of having committed
himself, of having fallen into a trap, and he brooded
over it to his own disadvantage.

So far, then, I had-tturavelled some of the tangled
threads, and, made the¢ all-important discovery that
Valjean knew the Count, though there was still much
more to unravel, but my oxiginal theory of a conspiracy
was marvellously strengthened. Of course, I asked
myself how the Count had become possessed of the pearl.
Had he bought it from Valjean? If sophow did he
obtdin the money for its purchase? Then there flashed
upon me what seemed a most logical answes® to these
questions. Valjean himself had stated that there was
no market for the pearl as stolen property owing to the
publicity given to the theft. What, then, was the result
of this? Valjenmrand Count Floupéf were acquainted.
There was some subtle connection botween them. The
Count had taken possession of the pearl in order to

_present it to Miss Malpas, hoping thereby to strengthen
his position as a suitor for her hand. It was an indirect
way of selling the gem, for probably he considered that

G2
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he would be able to exact large sums of money from
her, and, with equal probability, Valjean had stipulated
for certain payments. The Count, however, by his own
stupidity, had killed the goose that laid the golden eggs,
but, by the aid of a third person, had once more re-
possessed himself of the gem by stealing it from his wife.
All this seemed so perfectly feusib]e that I did not
attempt to construct any other theory. I was content
to work out this one until I saw good reason to abandon
it, and, unless such reason declared itself, I felt sure I
should succeed in my task. -

Having concluded to my own satisfaction that Val-
jean knew the Clount, I resolved now to shadow him in
the hope that he would unconsciously betray to me the
Count’s whereabouts.  What little I had seen of
Valjean led me to infer that he_was not the man to lose
his hold on the Count if the latter wis still in possession
of the pearl. ‘ “

Tt was ubout three wecks after that eventful night
when I had betrayed Valjean'into playing into my hundq
that T learnt he was going away for a f(,w days. During
those three wecks I had scarcely lost sight of him, aml
now, like his attendant shadow, but ‘111 unLuowp to
him, I foJlowed him whither he went. 1le took train
to Brusséls, and in Brussels I was with him. It was
Saturday when we left Amsterdam. It was Sunday
evhen we were in the Belgian capital.  Ile took up his
quarters in an anpretentious and quiet hotel and
restaurant, and in the course of the afternoon ho was
joined by an old man with a clean-shaved face, long
white hair, and his eyes covered by blue spectacles.
The two of them went oft into the public gardens, whero
they strolled up and down one of the walks in close and
earnest conversation, stopping every now and then to
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gesticulate in a very animated way, and then resuming
their walk.

At length, as the shades of evening were falling,
they returned to the ca/é, where they dined, and then
over cigarettes and coffee they fell to discussing some
knotty point again soffo vroce. Being able to record these
little details, it follows that I witnessed them. But if
these two men had suddenly confronted me, they would
only have seen an old man with a silvery beard, of clerical
appearance, and upparent] y half blind, whose fading eyes
seemed to be looking Into futurity, and who appeared
to take no interest in things mundane. As a matter of
fact, they did not see me; they never got a glimpse of
me. I was particularly careful about that. Into the
café T went in a very unobtrusive way, and in a corner
that was but dimly,lighted I ensconced myself, and,
uxmg English =, my lan(ruage, I ordered coffece and a
cigar, .md then as I smoked, and secmingly dreamed, I
watched them with half-cloged eyes. I was not within
carshot, but I was close enough to be able to make a
study of the stranger, and that study led me to the con-
clusion that he was youth aping age, and sbadly aping
it.

It is well known as a pathological truth ¥hat the
human hands are the first part of the body to show
advancing years. lven while the face remains plump the
hands will lose their roundness, the gkin become more or
less puckered and wrinkled, and the yerns will stand out
plommently and show their blueness. Of course, in
this, as in ev erythum else, there are exc eptlons butin a
general way it is strictly accurate. Now, as I studied
“the stranger with the long white hair and the blue
spectacles, I particularly noted his hands. They were
plump and white ; certainly not the hands of one upon
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whom the burden of years pressed. Whenever I felt
called upon to play the part of age, the better to aid
Justice in her quest for wrong-doers, T was always most
careful to so manipulate my hands that they did not
belie me. DBut this man had evidently forgotten that
wise precaution, and I was not deceived by his appear-
ances of age. He was not an old man at all. He was
a young one. I was convinced of it. IIe had disguised
himself, for reasons just then best known to himself,
though who he was I could net of course determine.
One thing, however, had by certain signs and details
made itself manifest to me, and it was that these two
men had not come together for the transaction of
legitimate business. They were both inveterate smokers,
aund cigarette after cigarette did they roll and smoke;
and sundry coffees and petif-rerresw g consumed until
near midnight, when they shook hands and parted; and
the blue-bespectacled and white-haired individual went
forth into the street, and fbrth went I also, intent on
determining the residenceof this interesting stranger with
whom it was desirable I should make closer acquaintance.
I followed him to the Rue Royal, saw him enter a houso
which I carcfully noted; and concluding that he lived
there, for he could hardly be visiting at that hour of the
morning, and as there was nothing more to be done just
then, I went home to my hotel and to bed with a sense
of having made <onsiderable progress, and a feeling that
the ravelled skeing were not so ravelled as they were
some days before.

On the Mounday the interesting Monsieur Valjean
took train back to Amsterdam, and when I had seen
him out of the city I turned my attention to the no less
interesting stranger of the Rue Royale, who had been
indiscreet enough to leave his hands young, while he
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had given his face and hair the semblance of age. In
the course of that day I had ascertained that he was
known as Monsieur Paul Roget, and had occupied
apartments in the house for some weeks ; but what his
profession was, what his means were, or where he came
from, was not known. 1Ie seemed to be well supplied
with money, and paid his way. That Monsieur Paul

. Roget had something to conceal, I felt perfectly con-
vinced of, and I made up my mind to know a good deal
more about him before I left Brussels.

The apartments he’occupied were situated in a largo
substantial stone building, with balconies before all the
windows in the front part of the house. In the flat
above him I was enabled to secure two rooms, which I
took for a month. My front room was over his front
room, and my balgeny over his balcony. I had studied
theso little /ofalls beforehand, and saw potentialities
that might lead to gteat results. For instance, from
my balcony I could reacl his balcony by means of a
small rope ladder. It was an acrobatic feat requiring a
little nerve, for the upper balcony was about fifty feet
from the ground. But that was a mere detail which in
vidw of the interests involved I did not allow to trouble
me. What I thought was if I could get on Ris balcony
oceasionally, many things might be revealed to me. 1t
was chill autumn weather, the end of autumn when
things were ripening to their death ; and the chill winds
and saturated fallen loaves gave an dir of mournfulness
to the town. In warm fine weather people usually sat
on their balconies in the evening; but at this time
windows were kept closely shut, and the warmth of the
stoves was comforting and grateful.

So far, then, all this was in my favour, and I watched
and waited for developments. One afternoon, as I sat
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at my chamber window, I saw a fiacre drive up to the
door, and a lady and gentleman alighted. Thers was
nothing very extraordinary in this bare circumstance,
for a great many people lived under that roof, and a
vehicle at the door was a common sight. But what
arrested my attention was a quantity of luggage piled
up on the vehicle, and on some of the luggage I could
distinctly see the labels, which read—* T.ondon (Charing
Cross) to Brussels. Registered.” That little legend
stimulated my alertness, and I began to speculate who
the new-comers might be. I had enly caught a glimpse
of the lady and gentleman as they descended from the
carriage, but that glimpse had satisfied me that the lady
was well dressed and young, if she was nothing clse,
while the gentleman was red-haired—1I noted that—and
was attired in that painfully ridiculous way affected by
a certain class of British tour'sts,  Ifv wore low shoes,
stockings of a hideous mixture of brown and yellow,
l\mekelboc]\ers, a short monk: 'y _yuket a small pot hat,
and coloured spectacles. lllé face in detail I could
see no more than I could sce the lady’s face, but I cameo
to the conelusmn that they were unmistakable Dritishers
wedded to thelr insular prejudices, and not averse ‘o

making gws of themselves while on the Continent.  In
short, I imagined them to be a somewhat superior
“’Arry and his gal” on their honeymoon tour, and
hsving thus summed them up, I dismissed them from
my mind for the time being, but I thought that for the
satisfaction of curiosity, if for no other reason, I would
learn later on wlw the lady and gentleman were.

The afternoon following their arrival I was enjoying
« cigar at my watching post—i.e., the window—from
which I could see a great deal without the fear of being
scen, for I was high up, near the roof, and could look
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down on the world below me, taking things in as from
a bird’s-eye view; and as I so sat I suddenly became
aware that the lady and gentleman who had arrived the
previous day were crossing the road—going from the
house—and a third person was with them, that third
person being Monsicur Paul Roget. This was a
revelation. Instantly I rushed for my hat, tore down
the many stairs, gained the strect breathless, but only
to find that the trio had disappeared. There were
numerous thoroughfares going in different directions,
and streams of people®were passing to and fro. There-
fore, there were so many chances against my hitting the
right track of those I sought that I deemed it a wiser
policy to return to my den and wait. The* Dritishers ”
and Roget were acquainted. That, to my mind, meant
mischief. The ¢ Britishers”” had a quantity of luggage,
which I knew s in the house, so that they evidently
intended to return; end I consoled myself with the
reflection—*¢ There is a 'mctrow, and the morrow may
reveal much.”  Then, lighting another cigar, I fell to
pondering on the puzzle that had been given to me.
The night closed in, bringing rain. A spbbing, bitter
night it was, as if nature was in tears and mourning for
the dead glories of the summer. Ilaving firgshed off
some correspondence I was engaged upon, I closed my
letters and prepared to take them to the post, and after
that go to a restaurant to dine. When I reached the®
street I heard the great bell of the Uathedral toll out the
hour of seven. As I crossed over td the other side of the
street, I glanced up at Monsicur Paul Roget’s window
and saw it was illuminated—he had evidently returned
home; and, forgetting all about any letters, I went back
immediately to my own chamber, changed my boots for
a pair of noiseless India-rubber shoes, donned a short
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reefing jacket, got out my rope-ladder, attached it
cautiously to the railing of my balcony, and then, getting
over, went down to Roget’s balcony, and then there was
revealed to me a sight I had not calculated upon. In
the room were four persons. They were Paul Roget, the
red-haired man, and the lady, and a fourth person whom
I had never seen before, but who was unmistakably of
Hebrew descent. e had a sharp, aquiline face, with a |
large, an extraordinarily large, nose, and eyes beady
and bright like unto a ferret’s, while a mass of unctuous-
looking, curly black ringlets addéd a picturesqueness to
his general appearance ; and had he been garbed in a
long gaberdine, worn velvet shoes, and carried a pair of
balances and a knife, he might have stood for a portrait
of Shylock.

In the lady, to my amazement, I recognized the
beautiful Florence Fenton, the cousin 6¢~the Countess
Flourét ; the red-haired magn had a clean-shaved face,
but on the upper part of% left cheek was a small
livid scar, and by that scar I identificd him as the man
described to me by the Countess, and whom she sus-
pected of being the person who stole the pearl.  All this
was a revelation, and thrilled me with an infinite sefise
of satisfa€tion, for the last of the tangled threads was
now unravelled. But this was not ull. The lost pearl
was there too. A little box and some cotton-wool on
the table spoke for themselves. The diamond setting
had gone, but thé pearl with the strange history was
lying in the outstretched palm of the Jew, and he was
critically examining it with the aid of a magnifying
glass. It was a striking aénouement to a strange
drama, though the drama was not quite ended yet.

I returned to my balcony with all speed. Drew
up the rope-ladder; stowed it away; changed my
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shoes for boots again, and hurried off to the adjacent
gendarmie, where I invoked the aid of the police, which
was cheerfully rendered, and, six strong, we hastened
back to Paul Roget’s apartments. The door was locked,
but with the lack of ceremony peculiar to the
Continental police, one of the men raised his heavily-
booted foot, and with one tremendous lunge splintered
the lock to fragments, and the door flew open with a
crash. We swooped in, and found our prey almost as
I had last seen them, With one shrill scream the lady
fell in a swoon to the floor, and the men, ghastly pale
with sudden fear, seemed to lose their presence of
mind, and to become bewildered. Rushing forward, I
tore the grey hair—an exceedingly well-made wig—
from the head of DPaul Roget, and revealed Ccunt
Flourét, livid with rage and disappointment. ~ Then
I sprang wjon the ted-haired man before he could
make any resistance; and having deprived his head of
its red covering he stfod confessed as the man so
graphicully described g5 the Countess. In the: ew
the police recognized a notorious person named
Ezekish Emanuel, who was known tos have reaped a
fortune as a ‘“fence,” and though he had suffered various
terms of 1mpr1sonment he would not abando® the trade.
The pearl, which was in the box on the table, was seized,
and soon lodged in safe custody, as were also our
prisoners.

It was sad and pitiable to see the beautiful Florence
Fenton in such a position, and when she recovered from
the swoon into which she had fallen she was frantic
with grief. My next step wus to telegraph to Amster-
dam urgently requesting that Eugéne Valjean might
be arrested, and I thus had the satisfaction of knowing
that all the actors in the remarkable plot were in my



92 ¢ LINK BY LINK.

power. The next morning I hastened to London, and
obtained an interview with the Countess, who was much
shocked to learn the part that her cowsin had played.
A fortnight before this Miss Fenton had picked a
quarrel with her cousin and left the house, taking all
her things with her. The man with the scar on his
face turned out to be a fellow by the name of enri
Breton, who was distantly related to Count Ilourct.
Between Breton and Florence Fenton there had been
clandestine meetings and correspondence. She had
fallen desperately in love with him, and easily fell a
victim to his machinations, he being in league with the
Count, who bhad conspired together to deprive the
(‘ountess of the pearl, in the hope that they would be
able to raise money upon it. Through Miss IFenton,
Eer lover Breton was apprised that the Countess was
going to wear the pearl at the opera, and-thus the plot
was worked out.  Further,and eritical investigation
made it clear that Valjean hatoriginally stolen the gem
from Gamage & Lallal, and tha' he had gained enfrance
to the strong room by manipulating the machinery
exactly as I hagl surmised from a study of the plans and
model.  Ilaving possessed himself of the coveted gem,
however, lg found that he could mnot dispose of it
without the certainty almost of being detected. 1le
therefore kept it for some time, and at last made the
actuaintance of Count Flourét, who he soon found
was an adventurery living on his wits. Ile took the
Count into his confiderice as regarded the pearl, and the
Count entered into an undertaking whercby he was to
have possession of the pearl on paying a thousand
pounds down, and five hundred pounds a year afterwards
for ten years, unless in the meantime it was sold
through the Count’s efforts, in which cage Vuljean was
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to have half the money. The Count gave Valjean a
written contract to that effect, and the contract was
found amongst Valjean’s papers. DBy giving the pearl
to his wife the Count hoped to get large sums of money
from her. In this he was deceived, and when he
separated from her le resolved to repossess himself of
the gem by some means or other, and to that end he
called Breton to his aid.

Miss Fenton, it came out, had played a very deceitful
part, and showed great sympathy with Count Flourét.
She kept up a secret ®rrespondence with him after the
separation, and it was by this means he brought her in
contact with Breton, who being young, handsome, and
fascinating, used his gifts to such advantage as to
completely get her into his power. Thus the little plot
was matured, and might have proved highly satisfactory
had it not been for the gool fortune which enabled me
to mar it. .

The case, as might welytve supposed, gave rise to a
great many legal complicttions, and the lawyers had a
busy and profitable harvest out of it. The prisoners
were tried in London, but, of course, Gamage &
Ladlal’s successors put in a claim for the pearl, and
succeeded in establishing their claim.  All tlg accused
persons were convicted, and sentenced to long terms of
imprisonment, with the exception of Miss Fenton. A
merciful view was taken of her case, and she was looke®
upon as having been more sinned dgamst than sinning.
She therefore escaped with the light punishment of a
year’s imprisonment. But the disgracesand burden of
her sorrow was too much for her. She was as weak and
frail as she was beautiful; and, unable to endure her
remorse, she committed suicide in prison by puncturing
a vein with a splinter of sharp beef bone which she had
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managed to secrete. It was a sad ending to what might
have been a bright and promising life, rich in the love
of some honest man and affectionate children. The
pear]l which had had such a strange history was, as I
ascertained, subsequently sold by its legitimate owners
to the Emperor of Russia.
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THE TAKING OF BILL THE BRUISER.

Tur mind that can take delight in witnessing suffering
or cruelty in any shape or form is a remnant of the
Larbarous type which existed before so-called civiliza-
tion had veneered over the savage. Yet, unhappily,
such minds are comgaratively common amongst us,
even at the present day. TUsually they are minds that
have not been trained and cultivated by education and
moral teaching, and where we find ignorance, there,
generally speaking, we find brutality. This is very
apparent amongst the untaught and undisciplined
children of the poor, who seem to experience an
almost fiendish joy in jeflicting pain and suffering on
the inferior order of liVil)é things.  Such children
almost invariably grow uy brutal and depraved. I am,
of course, aware, and am/constrained to admit, for fear
that I should be unjustly accused of partiality, that
edyeation and good breeding do not always eliminate
the native elements of savageness, for amepgst the
upper classes, unhappily, are to be found men and
women who are warm supporters of  sports ’—saving
the mark—which are a disgrace to our boasted
civilization of the nineteenth centurg. Prize-fighting
—in this country, at least—has always had many warm
patronizers amongst the upper classes,.who have been
pleased to describe it as the “noble art.” No doubt
there is art in it, in the restrioted sense of the word, but
how o disgusting exhibition of two trained athletes
battering each other to jelly can be said to be noble
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is incomprehensible, save on that hypothesis that those
who thus pander to and gratify their degraded tastes
are desirous of finding an excuse for so doing. That
such an exhibition had, and still has, a charm for
certain people is unfortunately true, but since prize-
fighting was declared to be illegal its patrons, for the
most part, are confined to the offscourings of the
country.

Some years ago a fight took place in a ficld in oné
of the Midland counties of England, which was
destined to send a thrill of horrer and disgust through
the land, and do more to bring the “noble art” into
disrepute than anything else had done for a long time.

A fellow named Bob Turner, who was known to the
“Iancy 7 as the “ Nottingham Tamb,” had long en-
joyed the reputation—ift enjoyment was to be got out of
such a thing—of being the.champion of the Midlands.
Turner was an utterly cunedyeated ruftian, with a
magnificent physique that™might have been utilized to
much better advantage than\yl battering his opponents
into mincemeat. DBut he wis a lazy vagabond, who
preferred logfing and idleness to work, and he found
fighting congenial to his brutish tastes.  Ior a kg
time hegiad held the so-called championship, and had
proved himself a match for anyone who dured to pit
himself against him. In Sunderland, however, lived a
*man whose name was Willlam Orme, but who was
locally known as* Billy the Druicer,” from a habit he
had of smashing itto everything and everybody who
didn’t happen to please him.

In some respects Bill was a remarkable character.
He was by calling a miner, and came of a race of
miners. In build and strength lie was a perfect
Hercules, and this fact, coupled with a violent temper,
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which was utterly unamenable to reason, made him
dangerous and feared. Yet, there had been a time when
Bill had played the part of a hero; his name had
rung through the land, and praise and money had been
showered upon him. He was working as a miner then,
and was in the day shift in connection with a fiery mine
in his neighbourhood. In this mine an explosion took
place during the night, when two hundred and forty
men and boys were below. The newsran like electricity
through the village, gnd one of the very earliest on
the scene of the disaster was William Orme, notwith-
standing that he had been toiling laboriously all day.
There was an upcast and a downecast shaft to the mine,
and from the upcast shaft there was a mighty column
of flame and smoke, which told too terribly of the awful
work going on below. Women and children were
wringing their hands, gnd’ filling the air with their
lamentatlons, as they thought’ of their loved ones down
1 that fiery furnace. To ljope that any of them could
have ebcaped seemed out o¥ the question, and something
like a panic of despair seized upon the surgmg crowd
that gathered about the pit mouth. Through that
crowd Bill elbowed his way until he was able te mount
a hillock of pit refuse, and thus emphasize his presence
and make his voice heard ; and asthe lurid gleams of the
fire fell upon his dark and grimy face, and the wreaths
of smoke swirled about him, he stood eut gharply defined
against the night sky as the incarnation of daring and
determination. ¢ Mates,” he thundsred, jn stentorian
tones, “maybe some of th’chaps down in’t mine have
,managed toreach th’ pump, and can be rescued, and I’'m
going down to see what I can do.” The daring, the
boldness of this announcement fairly took the people’s
breath away, so-that there was a solemn silence for

H
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some moments, until it was broken by a mighty roar of
n thousand voices united in one great cheer. But
though no one there believed for a single instant that
Bill had merely made an idle boast, there wasn’t a child
present but would have declared that to descend into
the fiery pit was an utter impossibility. And yet, in
spite of argument on the part of managers and banks-
men, Bill began to strip himself of every atom of -
superfluous clothing. Then he wound a wet handker-
chief about his mouth and nostrils, and going to the pit
mouth, he stepped into the cage, and called on the
engineman to lower gently. At first there was some
hesitation to do this, but Bill would not leave the cage,
and insisted on going down. At last the machinery
was put in motion, the great wheels revolved, the cage
commenced to descend, and as 1Bill disappeared from
sight a groan broke forth from the crowd, for it was felt
that that grand, heroic spirit had gone to a terrible doom.
There are moments of dread suspense and chilling fear,
when minutes scem hours, apd the hours are ages. So
it was on this occasion. The great heart of the multi-
tude almost burst from the strain that was put upon it,
and the silence was painful in its intensity, save wiren a
groan Yroke forth. At last, however, the signal cord
was seen to work, and the bell in the engine-house
sounded. Then slowly the engines commeneced to
revolve, and the people held their breath, and gazed
with a fixed and stony staro at the pit mouth, wonder-
ing what would *bo revealed when the cage should
emerge from"the darkness and the smoke. At last the'
suspense was relieved. The cage came in sight, and
there was Bill, grimy and scorched, but he was not
alone. From the fiery death that had endeavoured
to encompass them he had rescued two men and a
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boy, and when it was known that they were alive there
arose the thunder of acclamation until the solid earth
shook. Although DBill was almost in a fainting
condition, he insisted on going down again, for he said
that he believed other *chaps” were alive. So,
reviving himself with a draught of brandy and water,
he ones more went down into the fiery furnace, to
reappear again in some ten minutes or so with three
boys. Two were insensible, and the third was found to
be dead.

These two boys, withe the other boy and the two men
who came up in the first case, were restored, and lived.
Thus Bill had snatched five lives from the grasp of a
crucl death, and by so much lessened the loss that the
explosion causel.  DBut in doing this he had almost
fallen a vietim himself.  Apart from being badly
scorched, he had breathed the dense sulphur-charged
fumes into his lungs, and he was dragged from the cage
in a collapsed condition. Ior many weeks he lay
hovering betweén life and death, but his praises rang
through the country, and a sum of money, between three
and four hundred pounds, was collected and presented
to L'm.

This act of splendid heroism stands out with %friking
incongruity when contrasted with the man’s violent
temper. It seems difficult to realize that such a man
could have been capable of cowardice and brutality, and
yet, as this narrative will show, he displayed both.

When he recovered from the effect$ of his brave deed
he set to work to spend his money as fast as he could,
and his temper seenied to get worse. The result was he

- committed a violent assault on a man during a drinking
. bout, and was sentenced to six months’ imprisonment.
‘ ‘When he regained his liberty he showed less inclination

- H 2
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than ever to work, and his one ambition in life seemed
to be to pit himself as a pugilist against Bob Turner,
the “ Nottingham Lamb.” He had still upwards of a
hundred pounds left, and he backed himself for this
amount to beat the “Lamb” if he would meet him. Of
course, Bill found plenty of supporters, and soon the
affair assumed much larger proportions than it at first
promised to do. A challenge was at length sent to
Turner, whose laurels being thus in danger was bourld
to accept. And when it became generally known that
the redoubtable “ Nottingham Lamb’s”’ challenger wasthe
daring Sunderland miner, who had made his name ring
throughout the length and breadth of the land by
reason of a déed as self-sacrificing and as heroic as any
man could be called upon to perform, the excitement
was very great amongst the sporting fraternity, at any
rate. Necessarily the pecple in the swim asked what
hope “Bill the Bruiser,’* as lie was called, could have
of beating so scientific and such a well-trained pugilist
as the “Nottingham Tamb,” who in all his many
encounters had scarcely ever been worsted. The
knowing enes affected to sneer at Bill, and they
predicted that he would be ¢ squelched” a:and
“ pulverized ” the first round. DBut there were those
who, being better acquainted with Bill, and having
regard to his tremendous physical powers and his
bulldog-like tenacity, said that the coming fight would
jeopardize the Yaurels of the “ Lamb.” o find a parallel
to the excitement and interest that this vulgar affair
caused, one Wwould have to go back at least half a century
in the annals of Pugiana. Wherever men congregated
—no matter what their rank—the chief topie of
conversation for a time was the approaching fight. As
the day drew near every ruse was adopted, and every
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effort made, to keep the place of meeting a secret. At
first it was said that Scotland had been chosen as the
battle-ground. Then, that a lonely spot in the Cheviots
would be the scene of the encounter. Various other
places in turn were mentioned, but the knowing ones
put their tongues in their cheeks and grinned. One
thing was very clear, and that was that heavy betting
was going on in all ranks of society ; and though the
“ Lamb” was far and away the favourite, Bill found very
many supporters; so that whichever side won, large
amounts of money would change hands.

As the police had received notice that they were to
do all they could to prevent the fight coming off, the
‘managers of the affair had to exercise the greatest
caution, and the date of the encounter was of
necessity postponed from time to time. At length,
by an artful and clever tWodge, the wire-pullers
succeeded in completely throwing the police off the
scent. The dodge was nothmg more nor less than
this. For threo or four weeks they caused to appear
in the sporting and other papers mysteriously worded
paragraphs, in which it was very plainly hintéd that the
“ (reat Mill”” would come off at a place that hgd been
selected in the New Forest, and on the day fixed Yor the
fight three special carriages were engaged in the morn-
ing express running down to Southampton. These
carriages were filled up with as rowdy a lot of ruffians
as could have been found anywhere; \.vlnle in the other
part of the train was something more than a sprinkling
of M.P.s and atistocratic idlers, who liked to say that
‘they took an interest in “all manly sports.” The
. daily papers were also well represented ; and even some
of the minor sporting journals were so far deceived as to
Ygend down men.
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One would have thought from the open way in which
all this business was done that the police would have
smelt o rat, but it is no use denying the matter. They
were thoroughly deceived, and apart from sending down
half-a-dozen plain-clothes men, the authorities through-
out Hampshire were notified, and requested to be very
much on the alert, and do all in their power to break up
the meging.

Those who were responsible for this great sell must
have laughed in their sleeves as they saw how thoroughly
the police were thrown off the true scent; and while
those who were thus being sold were travelling south,
the principals, their backers, and a sclect gathering of
“ sporting gents,” with a strong element of low-browed
ruffianism, quietly and with as much secrecy as possible
made their way to a field not a hundred miles from
Nottingham. The spot, was: admirably chosen. The
river formed the boundary lineof the ficld—which lay low
in a hollow—on ono side,.and a thick coppice was the
boundary line on the otherside. The nearest habitation

‘was ut least a mile away, and there wasno public road
near for quite half a mile. The approach to the geld
was by means of a narrow lane, which, Lwiing no
outlet at the farther end, was a cul de sac, and the lane
a private way for the usc of the landlords and farmers
of that particular part going and returning from their
fields. It was ar October day, as chill, raw, and dis-
agreeable a day aseven this country can show. A cold,
dripping, clinging mist enshrouded the land, giving the
country a weird, ghostly appearance. On tho field of
fight about five hundred men assembled, all hecdless of
the cold anl the sodden atmosphere. The land was
soft and slushy, and it was soon turned into a quagmire
by the tramping of the many feet. When the comba-
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tants stripped for the fray and appeared in the ring a
murmur of approbation arose at their splendid physiques.
Each man, it was stated, was in perfect condition, but
“ Billy the Bruiser’s” patrons were loud in their praises,
and they expressed keen satisfaction as they noted
that in height, weight, and muscle Billy had every-
thing in his favour.

It is not my intention to inflict on the reader the
disgusting and harrowing details of the fight, as they
were given in the leading sporting journals. Those
who are curious abowt such matters can refer to the
files of the papers themselves, and the most morbid
of tastes can there be gratified. The men fought
thirty-nine rounds, and from the first it was scen
that the advantage was on the side of Billy, though
one and all admitted that the “Lamb ” displayed
qualities of the very highest order. As the fight
progressed, and the combatanats warmed to their work,
each suffered the most fearful punishment, though
the “ Lamb” decidedly had the worst of it, and fre-
quently he staggered and grew faint under the
sledge-hammer blows of his opponent. The ¢ Lamb ”
ne» only made a gallant bid for victory, but when
he had become blind, and his features had‘assumed
the charactor of blackened pulp, and two of his ribs
were broken, he still refused to admit defeat, and
still came up to time, standing defiantly before the®
burly brute from the north, whose giant powers,
aided by good training, had engbied him to thus
wrest the long-held laurel from the Nottingham
favourite.

In the thirty-ninth round both men showed signs of
exhaustion, but in the “Lamb’s” case the exhaustion
was extreme. Nevertheless, although it was uow
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perfectly obvious that the battle was hopeless for him,
he resolutely refused to own to defeat, and, for the last
time, faint and staggering, faced the giant, who with
one mighty blow straight from the shoulder sent the
wretched fellow crashing to the ground, stricken to his
death, like an ox in the shambles. The victory for the
Sunderland man was now complete, and the black-
guards and the bullies who had laid their money on the
“ Lamb ” howled with rage and disappointment ; whilc
the backers of the victor expressed their delight no
less ferociously. This seemed 4o be the signal for a
pitched battle, and for some minutes the scene beggars
all description. Shouts, groans, yells, curses, filled the
air with a diabolical din, and no mercy was shown, no
quarter was asked. So fierce and eager was the
struggle that no attention was given to the fallen and
defeated pugilist, and when a doctor, who was on the
field as a spectator, did mq«uago'to get to him, he found
that all human aid was useless, for Bob Turner, the
“Nottingham Lamb,”” had played hislast part,had fought
his last fight, and was dead. 'When this became known
a determined attempt was made to get at Billy, whose
friends were trymg to take him from the field. Evyp~y
effort, hgevever, was used to frustrate this on the part
of the defeated ones, and two fellows seized him, with
what intention was never made clear. DBut they forgot
chow dangerous it was to tease a wounded lion. Mauled
and weakened as he*was, “ Billy the Bruiser” rose like a
veritable giant whem his enemies sought to shackle,
and with an unfortunate blow he knocked the life out
of one of his antagonists, and laid the other low in the
mire. Then arose a ery—a false one as it turned out
—that the police were coming, but it was sufficient to
terrify the bloodthirsty and brutal mob, and they
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scuttled away like startled rabbits. Bill was smuggled
off and disappeared, and in a little time some of the
defeated party returned, and held a council of war
amongst themselves as to what was best to be done. It
was decided at last that, as it would not do to leave the
two dead bodies lying in the field, information had
better be given to the authorities. This was done by
the medium of a farmer’s boy, who was pressed into the
service, and at once a number of policemen started off
for the field of action, only to find that all the birds
had flown, while the bodies of two men were lying in
the mud, and a third man had crawled beneath a
hedge, where he was groaning in agony. The dead
men were at once borne away, and the injured ruffian
was attended to. ‘ .

As a great many of the fellows who had assisted by
their presence at the disgusting exhibition were well
known arrests were mado Yholesale. As is generally
the case, the majority were labourers of some kind—
miners, navvies, railway-pprters, loafers, a sprinkling of
shopkeepers from the mneighbouring towns who had
sporting proclivities, and who liked to support their
fe:acies.  All these people were ignorant and illiterate,
many of them being quite unable to write 4)heir own
names. But culture and intelligence were also repre-
sented, for two members of Parliament, three members
of aristocratic families, several reporters, and a locak
squire, who was also a J.T’., were called upon to answer
to the law for being accossories to the fact. Of course,
in view of the death of the two men, the matter assumed
a very serious-aspect, as a charge of murder could be
preferred and possibly sustained against every person
who had been present, for the assembly had been an
unlawful one, and not even the palliation of self-



106 ' LINA BY LINK.

defence could be urged as an excuse for the killing of
the victims in the brutal affair. It can be well
imagined how tremendous was the excitement when the
news spread; and the strong sporting tastes of the
neighbourhood led to hostile demonstrations against the
police. It seemed, indeed, at one time as if a serious
riot was imminent, and it became nccessary to make a
strong show of force in order to overawe the * gents
what took a hinterest in the noble hart,” as they were’
described enthusiastically by a little cobbler who had
staked his “ bit ”” on the ‘“ Nottingham Lamb,” and now
found himself not only minus his money, but called
upon to answer a very grave offcnce against the law.
Although “ Billy the Bruiser” had managed togetaway,
it was thought at first that he would speedily be
arrested. It was absolutely necessary, of course, that
he, as one of the ringleaders, should be taken, and no
doubt was eutertained thdt in"a very little while he
would be safely under lock and key ; but they who so
reckoned did so without their host, and, as is generally
the case, the reckoning was found to be entirely out.
Twenty-four. hours elapsed and not a trace of Billy
could be found. Aided by a few staunch and faitldul
adherente; he had managed to completely elude the
vigilance of those who were on the look-out for
him, and no tidings of his whercabouts were forth-
®oming.

It need perhaps scarcely be remarked that amongst
the unlettered portibn of the community all those who
were under arrest were regarded as martyrs ; for amongst
these untutored savages—they were really little better—
a prize fight was considered a perfectly logitimate affair,
and it was looked upon as an outrage on the liberty of
the free-born DBriton to interfere with his amusements,
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and stop him from indulging his tastes according to his
inclination. Even amongst the friends and backers of
the ¢ Nottingham Lamb” this feeling prevailed, notwith-
standing that they were bitterly incensed against the
“ Bruiser ” for having so completely upset all their calcu-
lations. The clamour increased as the days passed, and
Bill still remained at large. Thoso who had been sent
on a wild-goose chase to the New Forest, and so
completely sold and dececived, were very fierce in their
denunciations of the ¢ Bruiser ”’; for, smarting as they
were from a sense of having been made fools of, they
wanted somebody to vent their rage against, and no one
could serve that purpose better than the absent Bill, who
could not raise his voice in his own defence. As might
be expected under the circumstances, his vilifiers and
detractors accused him of all kinds of things. They
said he'was a coward, that he had fought unfairly, that he
had taken advantage’of lis opponent’s exhaustion to
make a furious onslaught upon him. Asa matter of
fact, however, the cvidence of the less biassed, less
prejudiced, and more fairly disposed spectators of the
fight refuted all these accusations, and i& was declared
“that Bill had beaten by reason of his better staying
powers, his superior strength, and his great¥s coolness.

Amongst the vespectable classes of society through-
out the land the indignation was very strong, and
such brutal exhibitions were denounced in no measurbd
terms. toe

The coroner’s inquest, which wa\ held in Nottingham,
led to a renewal of the excitement, and the large
number of people implicated in the charge gave the
affair an importance that otherwise it might have
lacked. The evidence that was given was of the most
conflicting nature, but the inquiry ended in the only
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way it could end; while “Bill the Bruiser,” otherwise
William Orme, was called upon to answer a charge of
wilful murder, his backers, and all the others who had
been arrested, were answerable for manslaughter. Such
was the coroner’s verdict, and though all tho others
were admitted to bail, a warrant was issued for the
arrest of Bill, and it was placed in my hands for execu-
tion. A rumour was current at this time that Bill had
escaped from the country, aud had succeeded in reaching
a place of safety where he could not be touched by
Dritish law. This rumour, which had only been
vaguely hinted at, grew into a definite statement,
which found its way into the sporting prints when it
became known that I was entrusted with the duty of
hunting Bill down. I did not attach much importance
to these statements, fo.! I was too old a bird to be
caught with chaff, and I had no doubt in my own
mind that attempts were belng rjade to throw me off
the scent, though, let me say here frankly, that there
was really no scent at this time. Incredible as it may
seem, Bill and his friends had succeeded in getting
away from the scene of action without leaving the
slightest trace behind. This was certainly strange; bui”
it must beeremembered that the fight had been con-
ducted with great secrecy, and, at the outside, not more
than five hundred people witnessed it. When Bill
flad it was nearly dark, and a cold mist cnwrapped the
earth, and considerably favoured him in his flight, and
whether he had gonegnorth or south, east or west, was
not apparent. Bat though this was the case, I did not
anticipate any great difficulty in executing the warrant.
s subsequent events will show, however, I was a little
outin my calculation here ; and the taking of ¢ Bill the
Bruiser”’ was to prove one of the most extraordinarily
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dramatic affairs that any ono could possibly have
dreamed of.

When Bill and his friends left the field of action the
night was closing in, and the fog had thickened to such
an extent that it was difficult to distinguish anything
many yards away. Of course all this was in favour of
Bill, and he and his “ pals” seemed to have made the
most of their advantages. I succeeded in ascertaining

*that they-—half-a-dozen of them altogether—struck
across the country as the crow flies. I found this out
by tracing their footsteps through the muddy fields, and
by the gaps they made in the hedges and fences in
gotting through. At last they struck the high road,
and gained a little out-of-the-world village, where they
refreshed thomselves at the inn, and after a rest of two
or three hours left. It was then pitch dark, and raining
heavily, and the question I had to determine was the
route they had taken fmom NMere. Two-and-a half miles
away was a station on the Great Northern line, and
about four miles off was a Midland Railway station.
In dwelling upon this f inclined to the opinion that
they would go to the Great Northern on account of the
slorter distance, for they would be fagge‘d and weary,
and, moreover, anxious to placo as mucheground as
possible between themselves and the scene of the
encounter. Moreover, I found, by reference to the
time-table, that having regard to the hour at which
they left the inn they would get a train sooner on the
Great Northern either for the norgh or the south than
they would on the Midland. And this fact would, I
felt convinced in my own mind, weigh with them. On
pursuing my inquiries, however, I could not at first get.
any information that tended to confirm my views.
But on looking at the time that they would be likely
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to arrive at the village I ascertained that the last
passenger train that night would have been gone
nearly three-quarters of an hour before they arrived.

Under these circumstances, what would they be likely
to do ¥ I asked myself. Remain there all night or go
on? Tt seemed in the highest degree probable, having
regard to their eagerness to get away, that they would
push on. But how? Not on foot probably, as the
only point at which they could catch a train was a large
town, distant some nine miles or so. That nine miles
to men in their condition would ke too much, therefore
they would ride.

In the village werc two inus. One had a livery
stable, the other had not ; so I went to the one with the
livery stable and interviewed the landlord, and sure
enough I was informed that the party, finding they had
missed the last train for the night, hired a conveyance,
and were driven to the town sentioned, where they
were dropped at an hotel near the station. They
waited there an hour, then departed, but as the train
that left at that time was a’ gouth-bound train they
must have gone by it. It wasa fast train, only stopping
once between there and Tondon. This was disappoin
ing to me,«as it seemed to argue that they had gone to
London, and if so it was probable that the rumours
about Bill having found rcfuge on the Continent were
teue. DBut I was not disheartened, nor inclined to give
up the quest in despair ; so to London I went also, and,
failing to get on the’sccnt, I got myself up in a very
horsey garb, and repaired one evening to the well-
known public-house called the “ lare and Hounds,” in

* the neighbourhood of Drury Iane.

This house was kept by a retired pugilist named

John Armstrong. He was then far advanced in years,
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but in his time he had been a noted boxer, and had
stood before some of the most celebrated pugilists of the
day. His place was the rendezvous and resort of the
“fancy” from all parts of the Metropolis. The class of
men who frequented the place were for the most part of
alow type. There were hangers-on, loafers, racing men,
pugilists, dog-racers, and a nondescript lot who lived
goodness knows how, and were ready for any
Adventure—from picking a pocket to nobbling a horse.
Out of this Olle Podrida of rascaldom John Armstrong
made a good living, and amongst them a good deal of
information of what was going on in the so-called
“world of sport” was to be picked up, and I deemed it
the very likeliest place to get on the scent of the man I
was looking for.

At the back of the house Jack had a large tap-room,
where his patrons congregiated to smoke villainous
tobacco, consume bad drinR, and exchange views on
their favourite subjects. Into this room I entered one
night about ten o’clock, the hour at which the place
was most crowded. It 4as a long room with white-
washed walls, adorned with \ulmu mld common
ce®Bravings or paintings of pu"lllstlu encounters, horse
races, coursing matches, and the like. Thesfloor was
sanded, and up each side of the room w ere rows of
common forms and tables, while on a rough platform at
one end sparring matches occasionally took place, mucly
to the delight of the patrons of the establishment.
When I entered, the atmosphere wgs so befogged with
the fumes of tobacco that until my l)) res got uccustomed
to it I could scarcely distinguish anybody; while the
din and confusion of many voices, pitched in all keys,
were bewildering and deafening. I had difficulty in
finding a seat, but at last I did so by the side of a little
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man, who had a cadaverous face, hair cropped in New
Bailey style, very watery eyes, and a general expression
of low cunning. He wore tight trousers, a small cut-
away jacket, and a long red waistcoat, adorned with blue
glass buttons. I soon scraped acquaintance with him,
and learnt that he was a stableman, and had been in
several of the stables of some of the great trainers, but
was at that time out of employment, and had been out
for three or four months.

‘When I had got used to the smoke and glanced round
the room, I was struck by the fact that out of the many
present there was not a single face that, according to my
view, had honesty stamped on it. Every man there was
a thoroughly worldly rascal, who would not have
hesitated to cheat his own mother if he could have
derived any advantage by so doing.

My neighbour was a talkative fellow, though the only
subjects upon which he cotild cynverse were horses, the
ring, dog fights, or dog races. A pint of “four half”
which I stood for him made him communicative, and he
enlightened me as to who was who in the room; and
pointed with a feeling of pride to a big, bullet-headed,
small-eyed, low-browed fellow, who sat at the centre®s.f
the table and was surrounded by an admiring crowd, as
the ¢ celebrated pugilist, Micky M‘Carthy,” known far
and wide as the “Irish Boy.” As the “Boy” was
evidently a lion, I resolved to make his acquaintance,
for it struck me Jhat he might be able to afford me some
information. wittingly, for I did not think for a
moment that he wr{e likely to say anything if he could
help it that would be of assistance to tho representatives
of the law. My chance to get in conversation with
him did not occur for some time. Then, finding that
my new-made acquaintance, who had imbibed sundry
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pints of beer at my expense, knew him well, I expressed
a strong desire for an introduction; and the little
fellow in the wonderful red waistcoat and blue buttons
undertook to do the needful. So we both rose and
edged our way to the champion bruiser, and the little
man exclaimed—* How goes it with you, Mickey ?

¢ Oh, foine,” answered the ¢ Boy,” with a grin that
contorted his mouth into the shape of a horse collar.
He was a huge fellow, with tremendous wrists and
hands, and seemed capable of felling an ox. I thought
that my introducer seemed a bit awed in the presence
of the Irishman, but he blurted out—

“ Mickey, here’s a cove as wants to shake your hand ;
and he’s going to stand some beer and bacca.”

On this, the “Boy ” stretched forth his great paw,
and grasped mine in the grip of a vice ; and though in
those days I was by no means a chicken, I could not
help wincing as the bones of my fingers fairly cracked.

“ 8it down, chum,” he said, as he dragged me on to
the form beside him ; * always glad to know one of the
right sort. Here, Jimmy ! ”’—this to h waiter who was
takmg orders—** this gent wants yez.”

T'he « gont ” referred to was, of course, myself ; and
as I understood the delicate hint perfeetly well I
inquired of Mickey what he would refresh himself with,
and he roared out—* Oh, Jimmy knows my weakness.
I never takes anything but Irish.”

Irish was accordingly ordered, with sundry pots of
beer for the “Boy’s” admirers, an(ﬁ when pipes had
been refilled we fell to conversation. I found . that
. Mickey was pretty well primed as it was, and inclined
to be talkative ; and after a time I managed adroitly to
refer to the late fight between the “ Nottingham Lamb ”
and “ Billy the Bruiser.” 'Whereupon Mickey soon made
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it manifest that he bore no great love for the deceased
“Lamb,” and was all unmindful of the proverb which
counsels us not to speak ill of the dead ; for in language
that was particularly peppery and strong he reviled the
deceased pugilist, and spoke of him as a *“follow who
never done a square mill in his life.” By this I
understood him to mean that the ¢ Nottingham Lamb”
had never fought a fair fight.

As T was not desirous of entering on a discussion on
the subject, I avoided it, and remarked after a pause—

“Well, I suppose they are mnot likely to take
Billy ?”

“I’m not so sure of that,” answered Mickey.

“ But he isn’t in this country ? ” I remarked, query-
ingly.

“Ain’t he,” exclaimed Mike, looking at me with a
look of contempt, as though he thought I was a fool for
thinking as so many other people thought.

Gauging my man to a nicety, I replied with an air
of innocence—

“Well, of course, I don’t know, but everybody says
he is not.” ¢

“ Everybody ! ”” sneered Mike, with the very acmé“of
scorn (1('plcted on his coarse features. * Who is every-
body ?” Then in a sort of confidential manner he
added—* Look here, cully, any fool can gull the British

‘public. They are about as soft-headed a lot as you can
get anywhere.”*

“Then you mefn to say,” I remarked, in an under-
tone, ¢ that Billy hasn’t left the country ?”’

“I don’t mean to say anything one way or t’other,”
answered Mike, as ho took a deep swig at his drink.
« A wink’s as good as a nod to a blind horse,” he added,
wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
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¢ So it is,” I muttered, ¢ and I'm not so thick-headed
that I can’t see through a millstone as well as most men.
The fact is, I supposo Bill is in hiding somewhere not
far off.”

Mike took another drink, and then leaned a little
towards me, as though he was going to give expression
to some sapient remark.

o was evidently a fellow who liked to patronize
thoso whom he came in contact with, and it was
evident that he considered himself a person of
considerable importa.ncé. But he was illiterate, wooden,
and stupid, though, of course, he did not think so; yet
I felt confident that if allowed to follow the bent of his
own mind he would ultimately give himself away.

“Look here, covey,” he said, “are you a pal o’
Bill’s ?”

““No, mate ; I never saw him.”

“ What’s your interect in him, then ?”’

“Well, I suppose, like most other people, I’'m kind
of curious.”

“Then it strikes me, old man, your cunosﬂ:y won’t be

satisfied.”

“{ laughed at this, and said—

“I suppose it won’t. But look here, mate, I tell you
one thing that astonishes me, and that is the way the
police have been bamboozled.” ‘

“The police!” cried Mike, with an expression of
intense disgust, and spitting on the floor as if the very
utterance of the word had brought a'nasty flavour into
his mouth — “The police,” he repeated, ‘why, I tell
‘you, there ain’t no more pot-headed duffers living than
the police. ~They knows nothing. They ean’t see
things what’s under their very eyes.”

“Some of them can’t,” I put in, with a laugh.

12
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“Some of ’em. I tell you none of ’em can. They
can only see legs of mutton and other things of that
kind what the slaveys hands to ’em from the areas when
the masters and mistresses ain’t a-looking. No, pal,
take my tip, the police is stupid as owls in the day
time, and run their heads against ’em as they’re look-
ing for without a-knowing of it.  Why, blame me, if
they hadn’t been so wooden they’d ’a know’d as Bill
wasn’t likely to leave his gal behind; and as his gal's
still in Sunderland you may bet your marrow hones
that Bill ain’t a thousand miles oft.”

The fellow in imparting this little serap of informa-
tion had given himself away, as I anticipated he would,
and he proved that he was far more wooden-headed than
the police against whom he railed.  As I did not deem
it advisable to pursue that particular subject further I
talked about something else; and thoroughly won
Mike’s confidence and good will by treating him to
several pints of beer “ sweetened with rum” as he
termed ; and which was cvidently a beverage that gave
him a vast amount of satisfaction.

It was midnight when we arose to go. By that time
Mike was ““full to the bung” as the saying is, gnd-1dt
only way he hilarious, but he was pugilistically dlaposed
and he expressed an ardent longing “to chaw up”
_Qozen or so of policemen. His friends gathered about
“lim and endeavoured to restrain his impetuosity, and,
taking advantage of this I slipped away, and as I
wended my way Jomeward I felt that I had struck a
trail by mean$ of a little manccuvring which would
enable me to run “ Billy the Bruiser ” down.

By the first train I could get the following morning
I was on my way to Sunderland, where in due course I
arrived, and proceeded to reconnoitre, with the result
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that I learnt that Bill had not been seen since the fight,
but that “his gal,” as Mike had called her, was living
in a little cottage on the edge of a blighted moorland
that was entirely undermined, and rendered dangerous
to strangers owing to the many unprotected openings to
disused coal mines. The “gal” was perhaps twenty-
eight or thirty years of age, who was, as I ascer-
tained, to become Bill's wife. She was a big, strapping,
coarse sort of a woman, who had lived in the mining
district all her life, and came of a family of miners.
IIer name was Lizzi® Saunders. She lived with her
mother, a very old woman who had lost two husbands
and four fine sons at different periods through mine
explosions. I very soon made myself acquainted with
the fact that the man I was looking for was not hiding
'}n the cottage, but certain movements on the part of
Jizzie led me to conclude that she knew where he was,
so I shadowed her very closely, and one evening, a few
days after I had arrived, I saw her leave her cottage
carrying a large bundle and a lantern.

It was not yet quite dark, but was a bitter evening,
with a gloomy, lowering sky, that threatened a down-
pour, while a freczing wind swept over the moorland,
across which ¢ I.iz ” took her way with the air of one who
was thoroughly acquainted with every inch of the
ground. It was not an easy matter to follow her;
firstly, because if she turned round she would be apt to
sece me, as the barren moor, which bore a strong
rescmblance to Macbeth’s blasted hehth, afforded one not
the slightest shelter ; and secondly, as I'soon discovered,
the ground was full of pitfalls and dangerous holes that
craved wary walking.

The scene was one strangely weird and repellant in
the fast-falling darkness. On one part loomed up,
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gaunt and grim, the ruins of an engine-house, the broken
wheel, from which depended a length of rusty chain,
being sharply cut against the western sky, where still
lingered an angry light. This rotting monument of a
dead and gone industry that had once flourished there
looked exceedingly mournful amidst its blackened and
blasted surroundings, while the dangling chain was
strongly suggestive of a gibbet. Notwithstanding the
difficulties I had to contend against, I managed to keep
the woman in sight, but in the increasing darkness
this was by no means easy, ahd as her figure was
silhouetted against the gloomy sky she looked like a
phantom.

Suddenly she disappeared. In saying * suddenly ”
I mean suddenly ; for one instant her figure filled my
vision, the next she had gone as if she had been caught
up by a blast of wind and whirled out of sight or the
earth had opened and swallowed her. I hurried
forward as fast as I could to the spot where I supposed
I had last seen her, but not a trace anywhere of her
could I find. I strained my eyes in all directions, but
it was useless. I listened, but only the fitfully moaning
wind broke the stillness. I waited there fully an hofir,
but witkout result. The darkness was then intense,
the rain falling heavily, and slowly and disappointed I
began to pick my way back to town. It was a ticklish
bit of business, and I quite believe I should have come
to grief if, fortunately, I had not been provided with a
box of matches anll two or three newspapers which I
had stuffed into my pocket. I made paper torches, and
was thus enabled to get along ; and it was with a sense
of relief that I found myself at last on the cobble stones
of the mining village, from whence after a walk of
three or four miles I gained the town.



THE TAKING OF BILL THE BRUISERs 119

The problem that the night had given me set me
pondering for some time, and I was at a loss to account
for Liz’s disappearance; but at last I came to the
conclusion that Bill was in hiding somewhere on the
moor, and that she had gone to him. To say that he
was hiding on the moor, however, was rather vague ;
for, as a matter of fact, there was no place on the moor
which would have afforded him the slightest shelter, or
‘that would have enabled him to escape the vigilance
of any one searching for him. So I asked myself
if it was not exceedingly likely that he had found
a hiding-place beneath the moor in some of the old
workings.

Full of this idea, I fell asleep, and early the next
day, which was wet and wretched, I clothed myself in
mackintosh and set off to explore the scene of my little
adventure the night before, in the hope that I might
pick up some sign that would guide me. I should
‘mention that I previously ascertained that Lizzie was
at home in her cottage, though I could not find out at
what time she had returned.

The daylight, such as it was, did not improve the
wuppearance of the moorland, which was black and
blighted with the refuse of the pits, whike here and
there were deep, dark, Stygian-looking pools of water
that had a grim suggestiveness about them. I made
my dreary way towards the ruined engine-house, nst
far from which Liz had disappearedy and then I pro-
ceeded to a critical examination of,the ground for some
distance round about, until, in a *hollow, I discovered
the opening to a disused working. Some pieces of
paper, in which meat and bread had evidently been.
wrapped, were lying about, and there was an empty
bottle that had held beer, a few drops still remaining.
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I also noticed many footprints which crossed and
recrossed and ran into each other, and though these
prints bore the impress of nails, the marks had been
made by a woman’s boot. Women in the mining
districts generally wear nailed boots like men. Across
the mouth of the working was an old beam, which,
though black and decayed in parts, was trustworthy
enough, as T proved by testing it. Then I critically
examined the beam, and found unmistakable traces of
a rope having been recently thrown across it; and as I
sat straddled legs on the beam dver the dark hole the
fumes of tobacco smoke came up to my nostrils; and
as I made my way back to terra firma I felt sure I had
discovered “Billy the DBruiser’s” hiding-place. And
the inferences I drew were that he had found a rotreat
there, and was kept well supplied with necessaries by
his sweetheart, who was in the habit of lowering her-
self down to her lover by means of a rope swung over
the beam.

Having learnt so much I withdrew, and bLurried
back to the town as fast as I could, where I at once
secured the services of four constables in plain clothes,
and then we proceeded back to the moor, reaching there
as the afternoon was on the wane. We had provided
ourselves with a couple of lanterns, besides a bull’s-eye,
some rope and plenty of candles ; while in my pocket I
bmd the warrant for Bill’s arrest.

When we reached’the pit mouth, we found to our
surprise that a ropeehung over the beam. As there
was no rope when I'left, it was evident that somebody
had gone down, and I at once jumped to the conclusion

*that Liz must be below; so we lay perdu for a little
time, and presently, from our place of concealment,
we saw tho rope agitated, and in the course of a
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minute or so Liz came up hand over hand, with all
the agility of a young sailor. Then, swinging her-
self to the bank, with the air of one thoroughly
practised in the feat, she landed, drew tho rope,
unhitched it, and proceeded to hide it in the ruined
engine-house, where we had conccaled ourselves behind
heaps of rubbish. She did not observe us, and, having
finished her business, she went away.

I could not help but admire the devotion and courage
she thus displayed in her lover’s behalf, and I regretted
the deplorable circumsfances which rendered it necessary
for me to destroy her little romance.

‘When she was well out of sight, I and my comrades
held a consultation as to the best thing to be done, and
I decided that we must at once descend into the pit.
With Lizzie’s rope and what we had brought with us
we had enough to enable two men to go down at one
time. The length of rope Liz had used gave us a good
idea of the depth we should have to descend and which,
according to that, was not more than twenty yards
This indicated that Bill was concealed in some part of
the upper workings, and one of the men avith me said
that lie remembered the pit was flooded years ago, and
he believed the lower part of the shaft had beer boarded
over at the time.

Liz’s rope was knotted so as to prevent the hands
from slipping; and we adopted the same plan with the
other rope. As we considered that three of us were
sufficient to tackle Bill, it was arranized that one should
remain at the pit mouth as a sentry; that two of us
should descend simultaneously, and the third was
to follow immediately one of the ropes was clear.
Putting our candles in our pockets, and strapping
our lanterns, which we had already lighted, around
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us, we commenced to descend, I and my comrade
going first. '

It was a strange sensation as we swung out into the
yawning and unknown gulf of inky darkmess, and I
could not avoid an increased feeling of admiration for
Liz, who braved the dangers for the sake of the man
she loved. Slowly we descended until we came to" a
cavernous-like opening in the side of the shaft, while
below s was water that looked as black as ink. Swing-
ing ourselves to the opening, we landed, and, casting the
light of our lanterns ahead, we observed a sort of
gallery running into the bowels of the earth. Follow-
ing this we came to a point where the galleries branched
off in two different ways. By this time the third man
had descended, and we left him at the junction, and I
and the other proceeded up the right gallery, but had
not gone very far when a cry alarmed us, and rushing
back we found the third man ia the grasp of Bill, who
had evidently been on the alert, and was making desper-
ate efforts to get past the man,in order, no doubt, to reach
the ropes and escape, and leave us imprisoned in that
dreadful cayern. The man had probably divined this,
and he was struggling frantically to restrain tho giaws
bruiser fyém carrying out his plan, which Bill would
have succeeded in doing in a very short time, for he had
almost knocked the senses out of his opponent. We at
ence tackled him, and as we did so the third man
slipped unconscious to the ground, the result of a
terrible blow on thq forehead.

Then ensued a®struggle of the most determined
character. The burly ruffian seemed to be endowed
with the strength of a lion, and he fought like a lion at
bay, and the united strength of myself and mate seemed
to be incapable of doing more than restraining him
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from pulverizing us. I tried with might and main to
get the handcuffs on him, and did manage to secure one
wrist, but with one tremendous wrench he broke from
us, made a mad rush for the dangling rope, but in his
excitement missed it, or lost his hold in some way, and
plunged down into the black water with a blood-curling
splash. 'We waited breathlessly, expecting him to rise,
and ready to grasp him if he did so. But two, three, five,
ten minutes passed, and then it became only too evident
that “ Billy the Bruiser ”” had plunged into eternity. It
was a dreadful, a harrewing dénouement to the strange
drama, but from the character of the man it was to be
expected. Soother people said. This argued, however,
that Bill had committed suicide. As a matter of fact,
he had done nothing of the kind; for I was an eye-
witnoss to the whole affair, and I am convinced in my
own mind that his intention was to escape; but being
excited he lost his hold, and so met his death in the
dark pit, which was as foul and noisome as the pit of
Acheron.

When a full half hour had elapsed, and there was no
longer the shadow of a doubt that Bill was dead, we
®oturned to the upper earth, having restored our comrade
to consciousness. He was much mauled antl battered,
and it was with dificulty we succeeded in getting him
to the surface.

Tor several days attempts were made to recover Billes
body, but it was only on the eightls day that it was
grappled and brought to the surface, bloated and
swollen out of all semblance to *the. fellow we had
eacountered in the Cimmerian gloom of the pit. It is

_perhaps mneedless to say that amongst the rough,
uncultivated population of the district for many miles
around Bill had many sympathizers, and his funeral
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was made the occasion for a public demonstration. The
miners and their women turned out in their thousands.
But there was one woman who did not come. That
was Liz. When she heard of her lover’s fate she gave
one great cry of agony, and her reason fled.
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MUCKLE JOCK, THE GLASGOW STAR-
GAZER. ‘

From amongst the many strange characters I have had
to deal with in the course of a long and varied career I
doubt if I could select a more remarkable one than
John Cameron, who for long years was familiarly
known as “ Muckle Jock o’ the Gallowgate.” This
illiterate, uneducated rascal exemplified in a very start-
ling way the dictum of the cynical “ Sage of Chelsea,”
that in Great DBritain there are thirty millions of
people, mostly fools. Jock belonged to the rogues.
I1is intelligence, such as it was, was used to extract the
money from the pockets of the fools; and he managed
not only to make a fat living, but actually to accumu-
late property, in the shape of houses, and stocks, and
shares.

Jock was locally referred to as the “Stargazer,” and
®o was looked upon by many peoploe as an actual
wizard, in possession of supernatural powers. The
house he inhabited belonged to him. It was anold and
dilapidated place, but in the top flat he had fitted up
two or three rooms, and he called them his studio. Iy
one of the rooms he had a large teleseope, with which
he professed to study the stars; but it may be doubted
if he knew Jupiter from tho Great Bear, or Uranus
from tho Pole Star. That was of little moment, how-
ever; his vietims believed that his knowledge was
profound, and they were apparently satisfied. One of
the rooms was his reception room, into which his

]
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viotims were ushered before they had the honour of -
being introduced to the great man’s studio, where their
futures were foretold by the stars; and for those who
were bigger fools than the rest there was the “ magical
cabinet,” where a young man or woman saw his future
wife or her future husband. This precious cabinet was
hung with black velvet, and was kept perfectly dark.
At one end was a mirror, and by means of a simple bit
of trickery a man or woman’s face was made to appear
in the mirror, and the poor, simple, deluded noodles,
who paid their half-crowns to gb into the room—for
that was the amount the rascal charged—Dbelieved they
actually saw their future partner in life. It is perhaps
almost needless to say that the majority of the victims
were girls and women; nor let it be supposed that
all these silly people belonged to the lower classes. It
would, T think, astonish the reader if I were to publish
the names of some of those whd,patronized the knave.
They occupied positions in life where the uninitiated
would hardly expect to find such weakness and supersti-
tion, but it is a pitiable fact that such rascals as
Muckle Jock can always secure rich patrons to trade
upon. -

Jock’s gbdus operandi of securing these human flies
was delightfully simple. It consisted in cxtensively
advertising, and the following is a copy of his advertise-
ment, which for several years appeared in a large
number of country pupers as well as in those of Glas-
gow :— .

HE Future Infuilihl).' Revealed.  Your planets ruled and your

fortunes accurately told. Invaluable advice given to those about
to set out on a journey, and those about to be married or to enter upon
any undertaking. Ladies may see their future husbands ; gentlemen
their future wives. The science of the heavens has heen brought to
bear upon these important matters, and the stars are read with an
accuracy that is perfectly astounding. Momentous questions can be
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answered, and important events foretold. Thousands of testimonials
from the aristocracy and people in all ranks of life. Those who can-
not apply personally, should write to John Cameron, Esq., Professor
of Astrology, Gallowgate, Glasgow.

Incredible as it may seem, it is nevertheless a fact
that “John Cameron, Esq., Professor of Astrology,”
spent upwards of a thousand pounds a year for many
years in advertising, and this will afford some indication
of the way in which he drew in the money from the
gullible simpletons.

In the days to which I am alluding the law did not
condescond to take any mnotice of such impostors as
Muckle Jock. Technically he committed an offence,
but nobody thought it worth while to prosecute him.
Since then the law has been amended, and the so-called
and self-styled ¢ astrologers >’ and “ fortune-tellers ”’ can
be dealt with very severely, so that the game has to be
carried on with great secrecy by those who still defy the
law. In Jock’s time, however, he and knaves of the
same colour could carry on their rascally trade openly,
and with comparative impunity. It was said in effect
that if those who were deceived did not think it worth
theiggwhile to take action it was not the place of the law
to do so. A different view is now taken, and more
protection is accorded to the fools, while the rogues have
a harder timo of it.

Ifor my own part, I had long looked upon Jock as a
public nuisance, and considered that he ought to be
prevented from enriching himself at"the expense of
those who were weak enough to be &drawn into his net.
But it was not my business to take *the matter up
without authority. Nevertheless, I kept my eye upon
him, and thought that the day might come when I
should be able, in the name of the law, to prevent him
from fleecing any more victims.
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Physically, he certainly was a very striking-looking
man. IHe was powerfully built, with quite a command-
ing presence. In his youth he must have been good-
looking ; but when I knew him his face was wrinkled
and yellow; he had long white hair hanging about his
shoulders, and a long grey beard that descended almost
to his waist. 'Whenever he took his walks abroad he
wore a green cloak that reached nearly to his heels, and
he carried a ponderous oaken staff, on which were
engraved all sorts of hieroglyphics. In the neighbour-
hood in which he lived the pedple regarded him with
profound respect and positive awe. It was rumoured
that he had untold wealth, and that of course begot the
respect ; while his mysterions manner, his grandiloquent
language, and his professed knowledge of ¢ the science
of the heavens” accounted for the awe. IIow he came
to be called Muckle Jock I dou’t know; but possibly
the sobriquet had becn bestowed upon him on account
of his supposed great learning.

So far as was ever ascertained, Jock had never been
married, and had no family and norelatives. The only
people he kept about him were a middle-aged man and
woman. The woman attended to his wants, and thé
man wore a kind of uniform, and bowed the visitors in
and out. As they had a pretty comfortable berth of it,
it was not likely, of course, that they would ever speak
figainst their master. In fact, they did everything they
could to foster the 'belicf in his supornatural powers.
In his own way, Jock was an epicure and a gourmand,
and the style *in 'which he lived was not the least
curious part of his nature. His appetite was, I believe,
enormous, and he had a particular weakness for good
liquor—a weakness that he "gratified to the fullest
extent.
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One day, when Jock was perhaps at the most
flourishing period of his career, a lady living in the
West End complained of having been robbed of
jewellery of considerable value and a sum of money
amounting to nearly twenty pounds. She was a widow
lady named Graham, and was possessed of means that
enabled her to live in good style in a fine West End
house, where she kept several servants. She had two
daughters—one fourteen and the other sixteen. They
were named respectively Margaret and Jessie.
According to the lady’s own account, she had been to
London on some business, leaving her daughters in
charge of the house. On her return they informed
‘her that the preceding day, on going into her bedroom,
they found that the cabinet had been broken open, and
as they knew that she kept jewellery there they were
afraid it must have been that which had tempted the
thieves. :

Mrs. Graham was inconsolable about her loss, as some
of the pieces of jewellery, she said, wero old family
relics, and she would not willingly have parted with
them at any price, and so she at once gave information
of the robbery to the police. I was requested to make
inquiries, and at once proceeded to the house and inter-
viewed Mrs. Graham. The loss of her property greatly
distressed her. She did not care so much for the money,
she said, as the jewellery, and she expr e:sed the greate :
anxiety to recover it.

Now, it was very clear that as the house had not been
broken into, the robbery must have been effected by
somebody on the premises, and it was therefore only
in accordance with common sense that I should turn my
attention to the servants. They consisted of a ladylike
woman named Jane Wilson, who fulfilled the duties of

K
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housekeeper, and had been with the family for many
years. There were three other female servants,
including a maid who attended to the wants of the
Misses Graham, and there was 'a man-sorvant, who
occupied the position of groom, coachman, and
gardener. DBut he did not live in the house. He
had rooms over the stable, which was at the top of
the garden, and reached from a side stroet. lle was a
married man with a wife and two children, who
lived with him, and his wife did needlework for the
people round about. I saw nothing in connection
with this man which was calculated to engender sus-
picion in any way. lle was highly respected by his
employer, who gave him a most excellent character.

Of the other servaunts one was a new-comer. She
was a chambermaid, and had only been with the
family a few weeks. At first, I thought it worth
while to give special attention to this girl, but my
inquiries failed to elicit anything caleulated to place
her in an unfavourable position. Indeed, I may
almost say that the same rcmark applied to all the
others. Neyertheless, 1 felt it incumbent upon me to
make a search of their boxes, in the hope that some clué
might be brought to light.

This is always a very disagreeable job, and to any
one who is perfectly innocent it is painfully irksome and
irritating. Mrs. Graham was at first reluctant to give
her consent to the search being carried out. But I
reminded her that though it was not a pleasant. duty it
was a very necessary one, in order that no chance should
be thrown away of vindicating the law, and recovering
the lost property. She thereupon—being convinced by
my argument—assembled her household in the kitchen,
and with considerable delicacy and tact explained to



MUCKLE JOCK, THE GLASGOW STARGAZER. 131

them the importance of submitting to the search, for
while she did not for a single moment think any of them
had been base enough to rob her, she considered thatin
justice to themselves they should readily consent, and
give every facility to the officer entrusted with the duty
of trying to discover t'ie guilty person.

Although they readily acquiesced in her proposition,
they were all indignant that circumstances should have
placed them in such an unpleasant position, for un-
pleasant it was. Ilowever, it had to be done, and I
carried the search out thoroughly, but without finding
the slightest trace of the missing property.

So far, then, it seemed as if the business would have
to be relegated to the category of undiscovered crimes,
and there was a certain mystery about it which was very
puzzling. Mrs. Graham suggested the idea that some
stranger had found his way in from the street, and had
broken open the cabinet: I could not, however, support
that, for it argued on the part of the stranger a
knowledge of the house and a special knowledge of that
particular cabinet. Moreover, there were so many
things about that the thief might have taken lying
voady to his hand that it was difficult to frame a
hypothems that would account for his leaving them and
going straight to the cabinet, which must have taken
some little time to break open, and his risk of capture
during the operation was thereby proportionately
increased. The more I pondered on the matter the
‘more it seemed to me that I must g2arch for the thief
amongst the household, notwithstanding that so far I
had got hold of nothing that would justify suspicion
against any one of the servants, and then I began to
ask myself whether it was possmble that one or both the
daughters had had a hand in the theft.

K 2
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Margaret, the elder, was sixteen years of age, but
looked much older. She was a strange sort of girl, and
had the appearance of always being preoccupied, and
there was a furtive, restless expression in her eyes which
was not calculated to give one the idea that she was a
perfectly truthful and straightforward girl. In fact,
from a study of her face I came to the conclusion that
she was very artful and deceptive. Jessie, her sister,
who was only fourteen, was a pretty girl, but in a lesser
‘degree she had the expression of the eyes peculiar to
Margaret.

IFrom carefully instituted inquiries I could not learn
that they had been spending money in any extravagant
way of late. I'rom their mother I ascertained that she
allowed them as a regular thing five shillings a week
each as pocket money, and whenever they wanted more
for any special purpose they got it. In spite of my
failure to get anything against*hem that was calculated
to foster suspicion, I couhl not avoid suspecting them.
It was a sort of instinet with me, and I could not
change it. It will be understood that I had considered
the matter irom every possible point of view, and had
exhausted. all the ordinary channels where the seekét
after information such as I desired could go, unless he
went out of his way altogether. \'m\, no doubt it
seems like going very much out of one’s way to suspect
the daughters of the la.dy who had been robbed, but for
the hundredth time I give expression to the dictum that
it is very frequently the seemingly impossible which
proves the most possible. No detective worthy the
name will allow himself to be deceived by outward
appearances, and in this inslance I resolved to take
means to prove my suspicions, right or wrong. Of
course, there were certain difficulties in doing this, for I
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was particularly anxious to avoid wounding the poor
mother’s feelings, and I had seen enough of her to feel
assured that she would be terribly distressed if a word
of suspicion was breathed against her children. Conse-
quently, it was necessary for me to proceed with the
greatest caution. Under the circumstances a confederate
was necessary, so 1 made a confidante of the maid,
having come to the conclusion that she could be trusted.
She was a young woman of about five-and-twenty, and
her name was llarriet Meldrum. After having talked
the matter over with her, she consented to aid my
scheme, and one afternoon when mother and daughters
were out, Meldrum accompanied me to the young ladies’
room, and I proceeded to search the apartment in the
lope of finding something that would warrant the
course I was taking. DBut I was by no means encour-
aged, and was about to leave the room when I noticed
a large, old-fashioned, “mahogany box writing-desk
standing on a table in a corner, and I at once casually
tried the lid, but found it locked. Whereupon I asked
Miss Meldrum if she had any idea where the keys were,
and she =aid that the desk belonged to ¢ Miss Margaret,”
thd she had sometimes seen her put the keys in a
certain drawer in’'the dressing-table. In thie drawer
they were found, and in the course of a few minutes I
had the desk open. There were a great many letters,
mostly from school companions, and a hasty glance ovew
them assured me that they contained nothing likely in
any way to throw light on the affair I was seeking to
elucidate, so I put them on one side. Then I proceeded
to open a recess in the desk, and the first thing I
brought to light- was a cutting from a newspaper
containing the advertisement of Muckle Jock. Then
there was a letter, and this letter revealed as clearly as
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daylight that Margaret Graham had answered that
advertisement, and the letter I now held in my hand
was the rascal’s reply. It was such a curiosity in its
way that T make no apology for giving it in full. It
was as follows :—

“‘miss,—i have reeceved your letter and am to tell you.
yes 1 understand the stars, and can rule your plannets.
i can showe you your footure husband, and tell you if
you will be hapy and how many children you will
have and lots of other infurmashon of very interesting
character. dont lessitate to come to me bekus you will
learn all sorts of things of much interest and see the
man you are to marry, and all gurls like to do that. i
have members of the arristokracy come to me, some in
their carridges and they are all very pleased. no one
can do what i can do, bekus no one had studded the
stars as 1 have studded them awd can tell what their
meaning is s0 i hope you will come and see me and i
will rule your plannet and reveel all the footure, and
tell you how long you have to live and other things.
my businesshours is from ten oclock in the foor none
to six oclouk in the night.—Your obejent servint,

“Jon~N CAMERON,
« Professor of Astrology.”

* Beyond this precious document there was nothing
else in the desk that had any interest for me, but I saw
in that letter great ‘potentialities, so I took possession of
it, and decided on the strength of it to have a private
interview with Miss Margaret Graham. I did not
succeed in carrying out this plan without some diffi-
culty. Although she was so young, she had an amount
of solf-assurance that was truly astonishing. I had to
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act with some diplomacy, and began by asking her if
she could formulate any theory as to how the
robbery had been eifected Her answer was flippant
and heartless.

“ No,” she said, unless some of the servants have
done it.”

“I don’t think they have,” I answered, with great
point.

“Don’t you suspect any of them?’ she asked
suddenly, with, as it scemed to me, a certain anxious-
ness in her tone and manner.

“No, I do not,” I said emphatically.

“ Well, then, who is the guilty person ?”’

“ Ah,” said I, ““that is the question. I hope to be
able to answer it shortly; but at present I have no
answer. By the way, Miss Margaret ”—1I added with
studied abruptness—*‘ have you ever visited a certain
John Cameron, wlo ¢ills himself a Professor of Astro-
logy ?”

At this unexpected question the colour fled from her
face, and she seemed much confused.

“ No,” she.answered, ‘“ I haye not.”

“Never?” I asked, laymg great stress on the
word. .

She got angry now and exclaimed—

“ What business is it of yours? I’m not going to
be questioned by you in this way.” Then she affected
to burst into tears, and with an ‘impetuous sweep she
left the room. I felt now that I had struck a trail, and
I resolved to follow it up. The theory I had worked
out was this:—The silly girl had been to Muckle
Jock, and that specious villain had bled her to such an’
extent that she had been induced to rob her mother in
order to meet his demands. My next step, therefore,
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was to obtain the necessary warrant to search Muckle
Jock’s premises on suspicion of his being a receiver of
stolen goods; and I heartily hoped that T might be able
to sccure a conviction against him, for he was a publie
nuisance, and the sooner he was suppressed the better for
the fools upon whom he traded. Armed with my
warrant, I went to his place in company with a colleague.
It happened to be his busiest time of the day, and he
had numerous “ clients ”’ waiting to consult him. My
unlooked-for appearance on the scene utterly dumb-
foundered him, and caused considerable confusion
amongst his patrons, who were nearly all women; one
being an old creature not a day less than sixty.

“ You had better leave here at once,” I said to them
sternly. “This manis a rank impostor, and if you
remain here you may get into trouble.”

They did not wait to be told twice. They made a
regular stampede. Then I proceeded to make a
thorough search of Muckle Jock’s premises, and in a
press that stood in his bedroom I found most of the
missing jewellery. ke vowed and declared, of course,
that he had ¢pme honestly by it, and when I told him I
should arrest him he became as furious as a mad bull, -
and threatened me with all sorts of things. It must
certainly have been a great blow to him, for he had
carried on his rascally trade with impunity so long that
hehad no doubt come to believe that he was quite safe.
In spite of his thieatd and protestations, I took him to
the station, and then I went out to the West Xnd and
saw Miss (fraham, I told her that I had recovered the
jewellery, and in a place where none but she could have
“Jeft it. At first she bhecame aungry, but finding that
deception could no longer help her, she fell on her
knees, and confessed to me that she had paid several
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visits to Muckle Jock’s, who had promised to reveal to
her some most important secrets, but he required a large
sum of money. She knew that her mother had
some money in the cabinet, and she resolved to have it.
When she had broken open the cabinet she was tempted
to take the jewellery as well, and not knowing the value
of the jewellery, she had offered it to Jock, and thought
she would keep the money for a future occasion. She
begged and praved of me, of course, not to tell her
mother, but 1 did not see how I could avoid doing so.
The money she had retained she handed to me, and 1
lost no time in seeing Mrs. Graham and acquainting her
with the turn matters had taken. She was shocked
beyond measure, and threatened to send her daughter
out of the house. I prevailed upon her, however, to act
more wisely than that, and I left her to deal with
Margaret in private. Of course, no prosecution was
instituted against the sifly girl, but the terrible lesson
she had received was not likely to be forgotten as long
as she lived. The money and the jewellery were all
restored to Mrs. Graham, and the evidence I was
enabled to gather against Muckle Jock secured his con-
Yiction,and he received asentence of five yearg imprison-
ment. No one will surely say that the rascaledid not
merit his punishment.

£ ( Estd. 1902.
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THFE QUEEN’S PARK MYSTERY.
THE STORY OF A GLASGOW CRIME.

O~E late autumn afternoon, as it was getting dusk, a
workman, by the name of John Reid, was passing
through the Queen’s Park, when he noticed a man and
woman sitting on one of the seats. In an ordinary
way this circumstance would not have excited any
particular interest on the part of a passer-by; for
young couples in the billing and cooing stage have long
been in the habit of resortmg to the P’ark, in order that
they might have more freedom to pour out their love-
sick sentiments. It is true that in this instance it was
a wet, dismal afternoon. A finlp, drizzly rain had been
falling all day, and the half-denuded trees shivered in
the pitiless air, and the earth was sodden into a sadness
that was the sadness of winter death. There was no
colour anywhere. All was a dull, melancholy mono-
tone, as if Nature was mourning for the brightness that
had been, but which had faded before the chill blasts of
early winter. But still even these atmospheric con-
ditions would not have sufficed to damp the ardour of
Mve’s passion in youthful lovers; for does not the
madness of love make its victim oblivious to all sur-
roundings? What does the sighing swain care for
rain or wind, or cold or snow ? 1'air Chlo¢ may have
some anxious moments when the rain falls, as she
thinks of her smart bonnet and pretty frock that she
has specially donned in order to seem doubly attrac-
tive to her lover; but when his arm enfolds her
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waist, and her head rests tenderly on his shoulder, while
sigh mingles with sigh, even these things are forgotten,
and the rain may then fall and the wind blow, but love
heeds them not.

Having regard to these facts, John Reid might have
passed on his way, and bestowed no notice on the
couple who sat there on the damp seat, had it not been
for two things. The woman was young and remarkably
pretty. She had very regular features, with soft,
brown, gazelle-like eyes and a mass of brown wavy
hair. Moreover, she was well, if not handsomely
dressed, and there was about her general appearance a
suggestiveness that she moved in a good position in
society. On the other hand, the man was an unkempt,
ill-favoured-looking individual, with very dark hair
and complexion, and a weather-beaten, bronzed face, as
if he had spent many years at sea and in tropical
countries. s

He was such a very striking contrast to his com-
panion, so rough, even fierce-looking, while she seemed
so gentle and was 8o comely, that Reid could not help
but regard them with the interest of intense curiosity.
But there was another thing that struck him as peculiar;
the young woman was sobbing, while’ the man,
apparently, was agitated with fierce anger.

These little details necessarily had a passing interest
for Reid, who was thereby induced to notice the couple
more intently than he otherwise would have done.
But, of course, this interest was meyely evanescent, and,
going on his way, he forgot all about them. If he had
had the slightest idea, however, that what he had
witnessed was a prelude to a strange and startling littles
drama, he would have acted very differently.

About an hour later the park-keeper was passing
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along the same path. It wasthen almost dark. The
wind had risen, and now blew in fitful gusts, dying
away anon to low moaning sobs amqngst the dripping
trees ; while the soft rain with maddening persistency
dripped, and dripped, and dripped, as if the heavens
were weeping for the sorrows of the earth, and for the
waywardness and wickedness of the children of men.
As the keeper journeyed on his way, his attention was
suddenly arrested by what he took to be a groan. It
was so faint, however, that though he was a little
startled at first, he came to the conclusion that he was
mistaken, and continued his course. The fact is, as
Lie himself explained—and this showed that he was not
without a counsiderable amount of superstition—the
night was so weird-like, that thero was something
uncanny in that groan, and he fancied his senses had
been deluded by something unvnrthly For even the
Queen’s Park—surrounded as lt is by buildings, and
within a stone’s throw almost of' the railway station—
and the railway is a ruthless destroyer of sentiment and
superstition—is lonesome enough at times, especially on
such a night as that T have described.  For the park was
desexted, and the lights of the neighbourhood of Cross- -
hill lookel Taint and spectral-like through the hazy,
dripping atmosphere. Dnt in a fow minutes the man’s
common sense got the better of his fears, and he asked
hignself if what he had heard was not really a groan.
If so, did it not indicate human suffering of some kind.
That being the case,,it was his duty clearly to ascertain
from whom the groan proceeded. 1le therefore turned
back, and when he reached the spot where he had heard
sthe groan, he stood and listened, hut heard nothing
save the saddening sough of the wind and the monoto-
nous patter of the rain. (nce more he was going away
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thinking that his ears must have deceived him, when he
fancied that he detected a faint, a very faint gurgling
sound. 1le had some matches in his pocket—being a
‘smoker—and, as it happened, part of a daily newspaper ;
and rolling up a long strip of the paper, he struck a
mateh, lit the paper, and, holding it above his head, he
- glanced around, and the light of the improvised torch
revealed this sight to him. liying on the ground, near
a seat, was a woman. She was all huddled up, her hat
was oif, and her dishevelled hair was soaked with rain.
His first impression was that she was sone poor creaturce
who had been deadening her senses with drink, and had
wandered into the park, knowing not whither she was
going, nor what she was going to do, and he stooped
down to examine her, when with an exclamation of
horror he started up again, for he had seen blood,
and a ghastly white face that was like the face of a
ghost. .

His paper torch was by this time extinguished, and
not being a very strong-minded man, nor a man of
much resouree, he set oﬂ' as hard as he could towards
the Victoria Road gate ; for, asit would seem, the groan,
%he gurgle, the white death-like face, and ‘the sight of
the blood, had hegotten in his mind an idep that a
tragedy had been euacted; and so without waiting to
see if he could render the victim any service, he tore off
for assistance. On gaining the road he met a policg-
man, to whom he related his expericnee, but he was so
excited and so incoherent that the guardian of the
night was not disposed to attach much importance to
what he said, but he became more impressed as the
keeper persistedin his statement, so thatat last the two set
off for the park, and on reaching the spot indicated by
the keeper, the policeman threw the light of his lantern
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over it, and sure enough revealed a woman huddled
up on the ground. A brief examination was sufficient
to convince him that she had been the victim of foul
play. Blood was oozing from her breast, and also from
her head, which appeared to be battered ; and, as far as
he could judge, she was dead. But by this time the
keeper had recovered his presence of mind, and he was
able to determine that the body was not cold, and, more-
over, that there was a faint rising and falling of the
chest, which proved that she breathed. After a brief
consultation, therefore, the two men came to the con-
clusion that the most prudent and humane course to take
under the circumstances was to convey the poor creature
with all speed to the nearest doctor’s house. That
happened to be the residence of Dr. Walter Mitchell, in
Royal Grescent, and thither, as fast as they were able,
they carried the woman. It so happened that the
doctor was at home, and he lost*not & moment in giving
attention to the poor creature.

That she was the victim of foul play there could not
be the shadow of a doubt. In her left breast was a
large jagge] wound, the result of a stab with a some-
what blunt knife, and one side of her head had been so’
battered, that there wus an extensive fracture of the
skull.  She still lived, though, of course, quite
unconscious. Dr. Mitchell, recognizing the urgency
of the case, and that if she was removed. any farther
the flickering spark of life might be extinguished
entirely, humanely decided that she should be put to bed
in his house, after her pockets had been searched by the
policeman without anything being found upon her that
would lead to her identity. The doctor also sent at
once for a colleague, and as it was clearly a case of
crime, the policeman, as he was in duty bound to do, at
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once proceeded to report the affair to the authorities.
As soon as that was done, intimation of the deed was
immediately circulated throughout Glasgow. Of course,
it will be understood that at this time nothing whatever
was known of the circumstance of & man and woman
having been seen together in the afternoon by one Reid,
and it was not until pretty late the following day when
John Reid heard of the crime that he came forward to
glve such information as he could. e was at once
taken to the house of Dr. Mitchell, and allowed to see
the injured woman, who was still unconscious, and he
had no difficulty in identifying her as the person he had
seen sitting with the dark-complexioned man on the
previous day.

By this time I had been called upon to go into the
matter, and I lost no time in seeing Rleid and getting
all the information from him that I possibly could.
Ie was an mtelllgent and observant person, and was
enabled to give me an exceedingly good descrlptlon of
the man he had seen sitting on the seat in the park
with the young woman. On the face of it, therefore,
it seemed that this man must have committed the deed,
ahd it had been done between the time of Rejd passing
and the park-keeper hearing the groan— that is 4o say,
within an hour.

The injured woman was well nourished and well
formed, and her hands were white and soft, showing:
that she had not done-any manual labour. Her clothes,
too, were good, and some of her uader things were
marked “ M. I.” The wound in her breast, although
an ugly one, was mnot considered dangerous by the
doctors, as no vital part had been touched. It had
evidently been inflicted with a broad-bladed but blunt-
edged knife. The injuries on the head, however, were
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of a far more serious character, as the walls of the skull
were fractured and concussion of the brain had ensued.
The medical men performed an operation, and did all
they possibly could to restore the girl to consciousness,
but without avail. She never rallied in the slightest
degree, never spoke a word, but breathed her last
thirty-six hours after being discovered in the park.

So far, then, the whole affair was shrouded in
mystery ; and the mystery was heightened by the fatt
that robbery did not seem to have been the motive of
the crime, for on her person was found a very good
silver watch and a small thin gold chain. She also wore
a gold brooch, worth perhaps a couple of pounds. On
her finger she had a wedding-ring, a keeper-ring, and
another small ring set with a diamond and half-a-dozen
pearls ; while in her pocket was a leather purse contain-
ing a sovereign, a half-sovereign, two half-crowns, and
a shllhng 1f the motive of the murder, therefore, had
been robbery, why had these valuables been left? It
did not seem probable that the ruffian had been dis-
turbed in his fell purpose, for after John Reid had
passed it i doubtful if any one else went through
the park, at any rate, not by that path. It was
reasonable, therefore, to suppose that robbery had not
prompted the deed.

As soon as possible after I received intimation of
the crime, I procecded to the spot where the girl had
been found. 1t was close to the seat upon which she
had been seen sitting in company with the elderly
man. Notwithstanding the rain that had fallen, there
were distinet traces in the soft ground of the girl’s
boots, and of a man’s. The impression of the man’s
foot was large, and showed the imprint of nails. I
managed with great difficulty to get a cast of two of
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those imprints, and on examining them very carefully
with a glass, I noted that the heads of the nails were
round and scored with grooves. This kind of nail is
very rarely used in this country, but is common enough
on the Continent; and this fact, coupled with the de-
scription of the man furnished me by John Reid, led me
to infer that the criminal was a foreigner, and probably
a seafaring man.

" On further searching the mud round about-the seat
I was furnished with unmistakable evidence that the
girl had been stabbed while sitting on the seat, for <L
got traces of blood on the ground. She had then been
dragged some yards to the spot where she was found,
and her brutal destroyer had battered in her head with
his heavily-shod feet. The nature of the wounds
indicated pretty clearly that they were due to kicking ;
but my search was rewarded by a very definite and
remarkable find. T picked from out the mud two
artificial teeth ; front teeth they were, and they were
set in gold. They had not come from the girl’s mouth,
for her teeth were perfect; and in the absence of
anything to justify any other view, I conduded that
they must have belonged to the man. Daring the
excitement consequent on the foul deed, thé¢y had
probably fallen from his mouth, and he had been
unable to recover them. 4

I regarded these false teeth as a* very valuable™
clue, and hoped that they would enable me to track
the ruffian down.

- Notwithstanding that every inquiry* possible was
made, we could not identify the girl, and could get no
trace of her friends. A large number of people were
allowed to see the body, but no one recognized her.
At last it became necessary for the parish authorities to
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consign her to a nameless grave, and she was laid to
rest without a friend or relative being present, although
a large crowd of strangers, some attracted by mere
curiosity, others by a sentimental sympathy for the
unknown dead woman, attended the interment. The
hypothesis upon which I now began to work was this:—
Firstly, the girl was a stranger to Glasgow, that is to
say, she was not a resident in the city; secondly, the
murderer was a seafaring man; thirdly, that he was a
foreigner; and, fourthly, that he had worn two falce
teeth in the upper jaw, and in the front of the mouth,
My inquiries were directed to learn what ships were in
Glasgow at the time of the crime, and also those which
had sailed immediately afterwards. On none of those that
were in the river and docks on the night of the deed, and
which still remained, was the man known; but I was
not surprised at this, as it was hardly hkely that he’
would have been on board of 4 vesscl then in port, in
view of the hue and cry that had been raised. He
would scarcely have been indifferent to the fact that to
have stayed would have rendered his chances of escape
very remcte indeed. I was therefore convinced in
my own, mind that he had cleared out at once.
Amongst the ships that had sailed some had gone
forth to deep waters, and were then on the high seas;
others were engaged in the coasting trade, and had
%ailed for British ports. None of the owners or
agents could say if° such a man as the one I was so
anxious to meet was on board any of their ships, and I
began to have some fears that he might escape me.
Then I made a list of the vessels that had left on the
night of the crime. They numbered about half-a-
dozen altogether, including the Irish and ¥nglish boats,
but amongst the list was one that left at midnight for
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Bordeaux. She was a small steamer belonging to a
Bordeaux firm, and traded regularly between the
French port and Glasgow. This fact impressed me very
- much, and the more I pondered upon it—of course,
having regard to my hypothesis—the more it seemed to
mo probable that that steamer had carried the murderer
away. The agent of tho vessel certainly did not
_recognize the wanted man as one of the crew; and,
as there were no passengers, he did not deem it at all
likely that the. murderer was on board the vessel.

I, however, was of a different opinion, although I
kept it to myself. I thought that the likelihood was
very strong indeed that he had secured his retreat by
means of that French steamer, and this idea took such
a hold upon meo that I determined at last to start for
Bordeaux, and this I did without mentioning my plan
to any one.

On reaching my destiftation I found the vessel in
dock loading a cargo of wine for Glasgow, and, going
on board, I interviewed tho captain, and obtained from
him the following startling bit of information. The
morning after his vessel sailed a strange maw appeared
oi deck, having been discovered by some of the crew
asleep in a lamp and rope locker. In answer o the
captain’s questions, he said that he must have been
intoxicated when le came on board, as he had no
recollection of the circumstance.. As he seemed dazed,
confused, and peculiar, it was considered probable he
was speaking the truth ; and, as he tendered the money
for his passage, he was allowed to go below to a berth,
when he slept nearly the whole of the passage, and
immediately the ship reached Bordeaux he went on
shore. The captain was particularly struck with the
fact that the man wanted two teeth in the front of the

S L2



148 ! LINK BY LINK.

upper jaw, and these being lacking gave him not only
a peculiar appearance, but caused him to lisp a little.
There was now no longer adoubt that I was onthetrack
-of the murderer, and unless the trail should be irrecover-
ably lost I felt sure I should hunt him down. I turned
my attention first to the dentists of the town, for it
occurred to me that it was in the highest degree
probable, the murderer being painfully conscious of
his deficiency in the way of teeth, and fearing that his
deficiency might betray him, would hasten to get it
made good. Nor was I wrong. A dentist in a small
way of business had supplied a man answering my
description with two front teeth. The man was
evidently a Frenchman, as he spoke French without the
faintest foreign accent. IFrom his style and manrer of
speech the dentist concluded that he was a sailor. My
next course was to work in connection with a French
colleague, and in the course of three days we found the
suspected man living in a small hotel and restaurant in
the seafaring quarter of the town. Of course, he
indignantly denied knowing anything of the crime laid
to his charge; swore that he had never been in Glasgow
in his life, and threatened us with all sorts of pains and
penalt®s if we arrested him. But in spite of threats
and protestations, arrested he was, and when we
searched his lodgings, we found letters and a pocket-
‘book in which there were entries showing that he had .
lived in Newecastlezon-Tyne ; and leaving the fellow in
charge of the Bordeaux police, I journeyed to New-
castle with allspeed in order to obtain the necessary
evidence for his extradition. By his letters I had
ascertained that his name was Jacques Pelittier, and
going to the address in Newcastle, I was informed that
he lived there for about two years. He allowed it to
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be understood that he spent the greater part of his life at
sea, but having money he had retired, and having
friends in England he preferred living there to his own
country. He paid his way regularly, and was lookeds
upon as a highly respectable man ; but he was exceed-
ingly reticent, and somewhat eccentric in his habits.
He frequently went away without saying where he was
going to, or when he would be back, so that his absence
on this occasion caused no surprise or suspicion, and as
he had left all his things his return was looked for
every day.

Amongst these things the chief item of 1mportance,-
as affording a further clue to the unravelling of the
mystery, was a photograph of the dead girl. On the
back was pasted a slip of paper, on which was written
in 2 woman’s hand—

“Irom your ever-lovmg sweetheart, Mabel Laving-
ton.”

As her clothes were marked “ M. L., it seemed from
this that Mabel Lavington was her name.

Furnished with this information, it was not long
before I ascertained that Mabel Lavingten was the
daughter of a highly respectable tradesman ig Rochdale.
She had been well brought up, but when abou® twenty
she ran away from home, and for two years her
distressed parents had heard nothing from her. I
traced her to Sunderland, where, it would seem, she hal
been nearly the whole of the two yéars, and had earned
her living as an assistant in a faney shop, where she
was very much respected. But, of her-own accord, she
had left. That was about a fortnight before her death,
and three days before she had told her landlady that
she was going for a holiday, and didn’t quite know
how long she might be absent. She did not say where
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she was going to, nor what her plans were. After
that, all trace of her movements was lost until she was
found insensible in the Queen’s Park, Glasgow.

Furnished with all these particulars, and armed with
the necessary official papers, I returned to Bordeaux,
but it was only to learn that two days before my
arrival the prisoner had effected his esecape, and though
the most active search had been kept up he had not
been found. I was intensely chagrined at this, but I
could do nothing but wait patiently in the hope that we
should again get hold of him.

A week passed, and then he was found again. This
time, however, it was his corpse. Twenty miles from
Bordeaux the rising tide had washed him up on to the
sand. Ilow he had been drowned no man could’ say,
but it was strongly probable he had committed suicide.
His sin had hounded him to his death. How it came
about that he and his victim went to, Glasgow, and why
he had killed her in the Queen’s P’ark, was destined to
ever remain a mystery; but I had some reason to
believe that he was jealous of her, and had managed by
some means to inveigle her to Glasgow with the
determinadion of taking her life, and so artfully had he
planned this, that he selected the very day when he
knew the Bordeaux steamer would sail. Strangely
enough, he was a native of Bordeaux, but had not
Pisited his nativg town for some years.
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THE STRANGE STORY OF A WILL.

“Tr is altogether a remarkable case, very remarkabio.
I know of nothing like it during my professional career,
which extends now over fifty years.”

Thus spoke Mr. Samuel Taylor, of the firm of Taylor
& Watson, the well-known Edihburgh solicitors, as I sat
in his private office one morning, having gone there,in
compliance with a written raquest he had sent me a fow
days previously. It will be gathered from his remark
about his career that Mr. Taylox was an old man. Ie
had; in fact, exceeded the three-score-and-ten of the
Psalmist, and during that time he must certainly have
seen a good deal of the seamy side of human nature,
and he had been mixed®up in many cases, which were
veritable romances of rcal life. 1ard and practical asa
lawyer’s life generally is, he must often reflect—unless
he is a mere mechanical block, as many are—that
fiction is mot in it, with reality, so far ag romance is
- concerned.

The case wluch Mr. Taylor had descmbed as a

“ remarkable one ”’ was this :—

For many years he had had a somewhat eccentnc
client named Stonehurst—Henry Stonehurst—who hed
originally been in business in Edinburgh as a printer.
He had carried on this business for some years, during
which he was very friendly with Mr. Taylor, who
attended to his legal affairs. Mr. Stonehurst in the
end proved unfortunate in his business, and had to
compound with his creditors. This failure he attributed
to his two sons—John and William—who assisted him
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in his business ; in fact, he left the control of it almost
entirely to them. They were very young men, and,
like a good many very young men, lacked wisdom.
They seemed, in fact, to have made ducks and drakes of
Things, and so muddled matters up that all was hopeless
confusion when the crash came. Of course, the father
was to blame in a large measure for having left them
so much to themselves; but it seems he was a very
easy-going man, and was infinitely fonder of attending
race meetings than to his business. This being so,
perhaps there was no very great wonder that John and
William showed a disposition to follow in his footsteps.
At any rate, when public investigation on behalf of a
very large number of creditors became necessary, a state
of matters was disclosed which was perfectly astounding,
and it was proved beyond doubt that Mr. Stonehurst
had been hopelessly insolvent for a long time. The
liabilities were unusually large, while the assets were
practically nil; and that being so, it was only human
that there should be a great deal of angry feeling
displayed by the creditors whose confidence had been so
misplaced. ,But it was as nothing compared to the
feeling shown by Stonehurst towards his soms. It*
is scarcedy too much to say he was furious with them,
and vowed that he would have nothing more to do with
them.

«Besides his two sons his family consisted of his wife
and threo daughters,’one of them a child of eight years
of age. The eldest one was twenty-two, the second
eighteen, and they were named respectively Hilda,
Bertha, and Blanche. They had lived in good style,

' kept up a large establishment, and had been looked
upon, amongst the circle in which they moved, as people
of consequence. The * consequence,” of course, being



THE STRANGE STORY OF A WILL. * 153

the result of their supposed affluence. When it was
found that the * affluence > was a delusion and a snare,
there was a general outery, and the Mrs. Malaprops, the
Mrs. Grundys, and all the tribe of Malaprops and
Grundys turned their noses skyward, and expresse
astonishment that ever they could have been so misled
as to notice “ such people.” It is of course the way of
the world. Nothing succeeds like success, and only let
it be thought that you are doing well and have some
influence, and lo! how the world fawns on you and
flatters you ; but go wrong in any way, and then—well,
then you will find out how fiendish and damnable
human nature is.

Mr. Stonehurst experienced thisto a very painful
degréee, and the sudden change from comfort to poverty
and privation preyed upon his mind terribly. It was
said that he was not so much concerned about himself as
his daughters, to whom the was passionately attached.
They, too, felt the chano'e severely, as did the mother,
and though they were not as wroth against the boys as
their father was, they were, nevertheless, very indignant.
Nor was this to be wondered at ; for there was no dis-
glising the truth that the young men had digplayed dn
indifference to their sisters and mother, and a sel®shness
that, happily, is somewhat rare on the part of sons
and brothers. Not to dwell upon thig particular subject
too long, I may at once state that between the fathee
and the sons a breach was made which fhose who knew
the father well predicted would nevcr be healed. Of
course, the failure and circumstances in cennection with
it caused the usual nine days' sensation, and then
the unfortunate family were forgotten, save by the
creditors and the lawyers. The father, with the assis-
tance of a few relatives who lent him the money, paid a
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small dividend, and the sons went out to Canada. It
was suggested by the relatives who had befriended him
that Mr. Stonehurst should commence business again in

W& small way, and they offered to help him; but his
pride had been too much wounded. e had fallen from
a height, and could not reconcile himself to a lowly
position. The sneers of those who had feasted at his
board cut him to the quick, and he moved with his
family to the larger world of Tondon, vowing thal some
day he would pay every creditor in full, and that those
who now snubbed him should be made to fawn upon
him once more.

It is somewhat curious that this vow was kept to the
letter. In I.ondon he became a bookmaker; that is,
he associated himself with the turf; and it is greatly to
his credit that no word was ever breathed against his
probity and honour. He became familiarly known as
“ Harry ” Stonehurst, and his transactions brought him
in contact with princes of the Royal blood, with dukes
and earls, and various other members of the aristocracy.
Nor did he disdain to do business with the lowly coster
or the humble chimney-sweep. DBut by all his clients
he was ragarded as strictly ¢ square,” and he was nevér
knowi¥ to take the slightest advantage of any one who
ventured to trust him with his commission, whether it
was for a small or large amount.

* An anecdote was told of him that on one occasion the
Prince *insfructed him to put a very considerable
sum on a certain horse that was the favourite for the
Cesarwitch, but he advised his Royal Highness not to
back that particular horse, but another which he named.
The Royal bettor was greatly averse to this, but
ultimately yielded to “ Harry’s’ arguments, with the
result that he won a very large sum of money, and was




i
THE STRANGE STORY OF A WILL. * 135"

50 pleased with his success that he presented Stonehurst
with a cheque for three thousand pounds.

That story might or might not havs been true. The
probablhtxeﬂ are that it was strictly true. At any rate, e s
it is o fact that he continued to do business with his
Royal patron for many years. Tor the particular
calling that he had thus taken up S'onehurst showed
more than common aptitude, and fortune smiled upon
him in a financial sense; but he suffered a great blow
in another way. One day his wife and youngest
daughter, Blanche—who was the idol of his heart—were
driving a spirited pony in a dog-cart. The girl was
driving, when the horse suddenly took fright at some-
thing, and dashing down a lill at break-neck speed
overturned the trap, and the two ladies being violently
thrown out were so severely injured that they both died.
This preyed upon Stonehurst’s mind so much that it
was said his hair turned perfectly grey in a few years.

Some time previous to this he had opened an oftice in
his native town of Edinburgh, and took a fine house out
at Morningside, where he installed his two daughters
Hilda and Bertha. Ile furnished the houce magnifi-
%ently, and provided them with quite a xetinue of
servants. By this time he had paid all his®former
creditors in full with interest, and after the deaths of
his wife and daughter Blanche he took up his residence
again in Ldinburgh, and became fmned for his
hospitality and his luxurious style of living. As hehad
predicted, many of those who Tad snubbed him in the
days of his misfortunes were glad enough now to fawn
upon him, but the triumph was his, and he had bhis
revenge by snubbing them in return.

In the process of time, the eldest daughter Hilda
married a well-known and wealthy Scotch hotel-keeper ;
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but Bertha, though she had many suitors, declared that
she would never marry while her father lived, but would
remain with and look after him.-
During all these years, although it was understood
“hat his sons had made advances to him with a view to
effecting a reconciliation, he had so hardened his heart
against them he would neither see them nor admit them
to his house. As old age began to creep upon him he
contracted a painful disease, and for a long time Bertha
nursed him with the greatest solicitude and attention.
After his return to Edinburgh he renewed his acquaint-
ance with Mr. Taylor, the solicitor, and a very warm
friendship was fostered between them. One day, he sent
for Mr. Taylor, and instructed him to draw up a will.
At this time he was a confirmed invalid and confined to
his bed. The will was duly executed, and by it he left
the bulk of his property to Bertha, and the residue to
his married daughter Hilda. ° At this period his oldest
son John was living in London, ind William was in
business in a small way as a printer in Liverpool
Feeling his end approaching, the old man, yielding to
the persuasions of his daughter, consented to see his
sons, and $hey were both notified to that effect. Just
before%they arrived, however, Mr. Stonehurst was seized
with a fainting fit, from which he only partially rallied ;
and though it was understood that a reconciliation took
pla.ce between the father and the long-estmnged sons,
it is doubtful if the’ dying man was fully conscious, and
a day or two laterhe had breathed hislast. Now comes
the most singular part of the story. 'When Mr. Taylor
went to his safe for the will; after Stonehurst had been
consigned to his grave, he was literally dumbfoundered
to find that the tenor of the will was totally different
to that he had prepared in accordance with the testator’s
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instructions. The writing was the same, the signature
of the witnesses was the same, the document seemed
identical in every way, save one, with the exception of
u relatively small legacy to Bertha, the entire property
was to be divided between the two sons. -

It is no exaggeration to say that Mr. Taylor was
aghast. He could not believe the evidence of his own
senses. He himself had prepared the will, and had
seen it duly signed by the necessary witnesses. Then
he had carried it himself to his office, and locked it
securely in his safe, and from that time to the time of
the testator’s death he had no occasion to disturb it.
Yet now, when he drew it forth for the purpose of
carrying out its provisions, he found that in substance
it was totally different to the one he had drawn up, and
instead of the devoted daughter and nurse, Bertha,
inheriting all her father’s property, she was scarcely
remembered, and t‘he sons were to take all.

No wonder that Mr. Maylor considered himself the
vietim of a delusion, and asked himself whether his own
senses had not cheated him.

In his dilemma and bewilderment he sent .for me, and
#ld me all the facts of the strange case as I have
recited them. I confess that at first I was inclined to
be a little incredulous, and half disposed to think that
Mr. Taylor was suffering from some peculiar aberration
of intellect, but he was so precise in all his details, g
circumstantial, and, above all, so positive, that I could
only come to one conclusion, and that was that a very
audacious and very clever forgery had heen. committed.
Of course, I suggested that to Mr. Taylor, and he
replied there could be no doubt about the forgery, but
the question was, How had the forgery been committed ?
He showed me the will, and we subjected it to a most
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crucial examination, and the lawyer was bound to admit
that the handwriting was the most marvellous imitation
imaginable of the late Mr. Stonchurst’s writing, while
the signatures of the witnesses were also fucsimiles.  As
<vidence of this, the witnesses were appealed to, and,
without being informed of the forgery, they were
requested to identify their signatures, and without hesi-
tation asserted most positively that the handwriting was
theirs.

« Of course,” said Mr. Taylor, ¢ as these witnesses did
not read the will when they signed it, and as there is
ohly my unsupported testimony as to its provisions,
very considerable difliculty might be experienced in
establishing my statement, but I assert most positively
and solemnly that what I have told you is the absolute
truth. The will I drew up for Mr. Stonehurst left his
property to his daughter. That will was never altered,
and with my own hand I safely locked it wp. Since
then it has been stolen and this one. fubstituted. Now,
Donovan, the thief and forger must be discovered at all
cost, and that speedily. There is, in fact, not a day to
be lost.” The earnestness with which he spoke carried
conviction With it, and I promised to do all that B
possibly cduld to help him to solve the mystery, for
mystery it undoubtedly was.

The will, I should mention, had been copied from
the original draft by one of the clerks in the usual
roundhand peculiar to lawyer’s clerks, and after
that the draft had been destroyed. The clerk who had
made the copy was of opinion that the writing in the
forged will was 'his, but a comparison with some of his
other work revealed slight discrepancies and differences
which could only be detected by minute examination of
the two specimens. Nevertheless they were such as to
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carry conviction to my mind that a crime had been
committed, and I devoted myself to trying to discover
the criminal.

« A consideration of all the circumstances forced one
to the conclusion that the forgery must have been com.,
mitted by some one connected with the office, and the
someonemustneéessarily have been instigated to the deed
by the brothers Stonehurst, who must have known, of
course, that their father had left all his money to Bertha.
Who could possibly have supplied them with the
information if not a person in the office? The thing
seemed evident on the face of it, and, therefore, I acted
upon the idea, and directed my investigations to
endeavouring to learn who the brother Stonehursts’
acquaiptances were. I found that John, who was resi-
dent in London, had led a very shady career, and
though there was no legal black mark against him, he
bore anything but an enviable character. He had also
been in very low wWater at times financially, and had
been put to great straits. It came to my knowledge,
too, that some time before his father’s death he had
borrowed a considerable sum of money on the under-
stending that he would benefit lurgely dnder his
father’s will, and that the money was to be°retprned
immediately after the old man’s death.

This was a very suspicious circumstance, for, in view of
the long estrangement between him and his father, he
could not expect to get anything. Therafore he either
borrowed the money under false pretences, or had certain
schemes in view, which led him to hope that he would
be able to redeem his promise. 1e had Yeen married,
but was living apart from his wife. I further learnt
that he had kept up an unbroken connection with his
brother in Liverpool, and that the two men seemed
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greatly attached to each other. This so far did not
prove much, even if it proved anything at all, and so I
turned my attention to William, who I found had been
carrying on a printing business for three or four years,
Jut, from all T could learn, had not been very success-
ful. He was married, and had three children, and,
with his family, lived in a small house at Bootle, one of
the suburbs of Liverpool.

It will be readily understood that difficulties of wno
ordinary kind lay in my way so far as obtaining infor-
mation against the brothers was concerned. Although
they were beyond doubt cognizant of the contents of
the will, they had made no sign to that effect, knowing
that if they showed unseemly haste they would show
their hand. So they remained quiet, going on. their
way as usual, and displaying no elation at the prospect of
so soon coming into a fortune. This argued an extreme
artfulness, and convinced me that I had to deal with a
pair of very cunning rogues. ‘ Inde€d, I have no hesita-
tion in confessing that at this stage I began to think it
highly probable that for a time at least I should be
baffled, and the brothers might even take possession of
the old ‘man’s money before reliable evidence wes
obtained that would justify action being taken to dis-
possess them again. For, as the reader will be aware,
the will then in possession of Mr. Taylor would have to
be acted upon unless he was disposed to contest its
vahdlty Of cuurso that could have been done, but it
opened up the prospect of long and formidable litiga-
tion, the end of which was anything but certain. No
one knew this better than Mr. Taylor himself, and he
urged me by letter and telegraph to use every exertion,
and leave no stone unturned to find out some condem-
natory piece of evidence against the brothers; not that
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I wanted any urging of this kind, for I was more than
anxious to number it among my successful cases; but
the lawyer’s concern was extreme. He knew how
devoted and loving Bertha had been to her father, and he
was dreadfully afraid that she would be cheated out Gf
her inheritance. DBut, apart from that, Taylor’s honour
in a sense was at stake, because, unless his statergent
about the original will was substantiated, his veracity
might be called in question.

The affair certainly bristled with difficulties and
possibilities, and I recognized them all, therefore I was
not a whit less desirous of a successful issue to my task
than was Mr. Taylor himself.

So far I had conducted my inquiries with the
greatest sccrecy and caution, so as not to alarm the
brothers; but, as I have already stated, up to this point
I had not procured a jot of tangible evidence, though
I shadowed William Storjehurst very closely in the hope
that a clue of some kind might be forthcoming. It so
happened that while I was thus engaged a church
bazaar was opened at Bootle in aid of some sort of
church work. Of course there was the usual palaver,
and the “ Right Reverend "’ Bigwig was brought down
to put the mint mark on the affair, and to encburage
the young ladies of the stalls to fleece their victims
without compunction and without pity. The following
day, on reading an account of the opening of this
bazaar by the ¢ Right Reverend” Bigwig, I noticed
amongst the names of the ladies who had stalls that of
Miss Amy Mercier Stonehurst. Now,' amongst the
combination of names possessed by this young woman
was that of Mercier, and that had a peculiar interest,
if not a certain significance, for me. It was by mno
means common, and is French in origin, being a cor-

M
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ruption of Le Mercier. Under ordinary circumstances
it would have had no earthly interest for me, but now I
remembered that one of Mr. Taylor’s clerks was named
Mercier, and the coincidence set me pondering. Nearly -
the whole of that night the subject occupied my
thoughts to the exclusion of sleep, and by dwelling
upon it so long it came at last to present itself to me as
a clue to the mystery, and I resolved to follow it up.
Mercier was a family name. It was the surname of
Taylor’s clerk, and this family name was possessed by
one of Stonehurst’s daughters. A will had been forged
by some one who was well acquainted—obviously so—
with Mr. Taylor’s business. The forged will was in
favour of the brothers Stonehurst, and William Stone-
hurst had a danghter bearing the name of Mercier, It
was a sort of puzzle, the pieces of which I tried to fit
together, and I set to work to find out if there was any
particular reason for Miss Stenehurst having Mercier
prefixed to her surname. I"amily ndmes are not usually
adopted as Christian names without an object. 'What
was the object in this case ?

Now, the more I thought upon the sub]ect of the
forged w1],1 the more it seemed to me probable that
Stonehurst’s daughters would know nothing about it.
It was hardly likely their father would have taken them
into his confidence. So the following day I attended
the bazaar, and made a purchase at the stall presided
over by Miss Stonehurst, who was a very charming
young woman indged. I gotinto conversation with her,
and incidentally asked—

“Do you not bear the name of Mercier, Miss Stone-
hurst ?”

“ Oh, yes,” she answered, with a pretty little laugh,
“Why do you ask ? ”
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“Well, because it’s a family name, is it not ? ”

“Certainly. It was the name of my mamma before
she was married.”

“ Indeed,” I exclaimed, but evincing no surprise.
“ Has she any relatives in Edinburgh ? ”’

¢ She has a brother there.”

IHer answer enabled me to complete the puzzle, and
I saw it all now. I could not bear to question the
poor girl any further, and after a few commonplace
remarks walked away, and that night took train to
Edinburgh.

Necessarily the theory I worked out was that Ms.
Stonehurst, being the sister of Mercier, who was clerk
to Taylor, had been informed by her brother that old
Stonghurst’s money was to go to his daughter Bertha,
and his sons were not to benefit. Then had been
formed a family conspiracy, and Mercier, the clerk, had
been seduced into committing one of the most serious
crimes known to the law, murder excepted; for the
forgery of a will is regarded as a very grave offence
indeed, and visited by Justlce with correspondingly
severe punishment.

Before meking Mr. Taylor acquainted‘ with my
discovery, I deemed it prudent and advisable to compare
specimens of Mercier’s ordinary writing with the
writing in the forged will. I subjected them to the
most conscientious and critical examination, placing
somo of the writing under a microscope for this
purpose. The result was I detected beyond all doubt
a certain similarity in the formation of some of the
letters. The original will had not been ‘copied by
Mercier, but another clerk, so that the forger had to
imitate the clerk’s hand as well as that of the witnesses,
and he had done this so ably that it was well calculated

M
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to deceive any one who did not examine into the
respective writings with great care, and subject them to
a crucial analysis.

Having so far convinced myself that I had traced the
forger, I informed Mr. Taylor, whose surprise may be
imagined, and I suggested the advisability, if practical,
of searching Mercier’s house for further confirmation in
the shape of writing. Mercier, who was about twenty-
eight, was a single man, and resided with his mother in
the Old Town, and Mr. Taylor had no difficulty in
carrying this suggestion out, and the way it was done
was as follows. lle wrote a note to Mrs. Mercier
asking tuat the bearer—myself—might be allowed to go
to her son’s rooms to look for some papers of importance
he had left behind. He stated that herson had gone to
the country on a matter connected with his business,
and might be absent a couple of days. This was true,
as Taylor had sent him down te Dumfries in connection
with some bankrupt proceedings “that were being
instituted there on behalf of a client.

The ruse answered admirably; and, all unsuspecting,
Mrs. Mercier freely admitted me to her son’s apartments,
where in adesk, which I opened with a skeleton key, ¥
found deveral letters that had passed between Mercier
and the Stonehursts; and more than this, and to my
surprise, notwithstanding I knew how stupid criminals
generally are as regards details, I discovered the original
will. Possibly In preserving this the forger thought he
would always have a weapon to use against the Stone-
hursts, should occasion require, though he forgot how
terrible a weapon it might prove against himself. But
then, of course, he never contemplated for a moment
that the crime would be brought to light. No doubt he
considered that he had done the business so cleverly
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that detection was next to impossible; but herein, as
most criminals do, he displayed his fatuity.

So far, then, the evidence to justify his arrest was
completed, and when he returned to Edinburgh it was
to find himself the inmate of a jail. To say he was
thunderstruck is no exaggeration. The web had been
woven so silently and insidiously, and without once
‘arousing his suspicion, that the blow fell upon him like
a bolt from the llue, and he seemed to Le literally
crushed ; and, urged by his distracted mother and a
favourite sister, he made a clean breast of the whole
affair. It appeared that he was in the habit of
occasionally visiting his married sister in Tiverpool, and
he had learnt the nature of Mr. Stonehurst’s will when it
was being copiel in the office.  This information he im-
parted to hissister, and she in turn told her husband, who
acquainted his brother with the fact. Subsequently the
brothers soundel him ds to his willingness to commit
the forgery, and they promised him  three thousand
pounds if the property came to them. lle was weak,
and fell, and details of the scheme were worked out in
the way I have decided. The arrest of the brothers
neeessarily followed, and the grief and sorrow caused in
William’s family may be better imagined than de-
scribed. It was all very terrible, very pitiable, and no
one could have felt more grieved for the misfortunes of
the poor wife and children than I did. But Nemesis wlib
pursues the doer of evil can take no note of those who,
though innocent, may fall with him.- It is one of the
penalties of wrong, and if men who take to evil ways
would pause to reflect what the consequences may be
to the loved and dear ones, they would surely turn and
flee from the wrath that sooner or later must overtake
them if they persist in guilt. But as it ever has been,
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and as it ever will be, the greed for gain prompts weak-
minded individuals to acquire by dishonesty what they
crave for to the utter disregard of those who must suffer
with them if their guilt is 1ovealed

After o sensational trial, which extended over two
days, the Stonehursts and Mercier were convicted of the
crime, and a very exemplary punishment was meted out
to them. DBertha, of course, got her rights, but badly.
as her brothers had treated her, I have reason to know
that she suffered untold anguish when she heard of the
penalty they had to pay for their wrong-doing.



167

THE RED FEATHER.
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CoMepy and tragedy are ofttimes strangely woven
together ; in fact, it may be said that they are frequently
interchangeable terms, and when laughter is loudest,
tears lie ncarest the surface. I am reminded very
forcibly of this by the strange incident I am about to
relate.

My friend, Captain John Iay, was the skipper of as
fine a ship as ever sailed the seas. She was clipper
built, full rigged, and capable of doing her seventeen
knots with a fair wind. It was in the pre-canal days,
when fast clipper ships were in great demand during
the tea crop to bring home tea from China. In those
times Indian tea had scarcely been dreamed of—well,
I believe it had been talked about, and I am not even
prepared to deny that experiments were then being
carried out in Assam and Ceylon with a view to com-
peting with the China market, but I am sure that the
maJomty of people looked upon the 1dea as a very
visionary one, and sure to result in neu.rt-breal-lng loss.
The results of the present day show how wrong that
view was, and it may almost be predicted now, that
India, in the process of time, will become the tea garden
of the greater part of the civilizad world. However,
this is somewhat of a digression, and yet it has a bear-
ing on the story.

Captain John Hay’s ship, he being the principal
owner, was called the M«bel Bell after his second
doughter, Bell being thq maiden name of his wife.
The Mabel Bell and Mabel Bell were beauties. I mean
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that both the ship and the young lady were entitled
fully to rank in that category ; and when Captain Hay
determined at the launching of his vessel to christen
her after his daughter, he proved his pride in his ship
and his love for Mabel, who without exception was as
bonnie a lass as one could have found in a good day’s
march.

Captain Hay was an Edinburgh man, but his family
were settled in Glasgow ; and his vessel was a Clyde-
built ship, and hailed from Glasgow; and the Captain
liked, whenever he could do so, to bring his cargo into
that port.

His daughter Mabel, at the time of the story, was
just turned nineteen, and was desperately in love with
a young fellow by the name of Robert Muirhead, who
was studying law in Edinburgh. Robert not only
showed great aptitude for the profession he had chosen,
but gave promise of distinguishing himself. At any
rate, his friends affirmed that he was very clever, and it
was gencrally admitted that he was remarkably steady
and persevering. When Mabel first met him she was
staying in Idinburgh with some friends, and was
invited one, night to a party at which Robert was®
present.s They danced together, and struck up an
acquaintance that ripened into a passion; and when
Mabel returned home she told her father, who was then
alput to sail on a voyage. Dut he had time to run
over to Edinburgh and have an interview with Muir-
head. For some repson or other the Captain was not
particularly impressed with the young fellow; but
not wishing to stand in the way of his daughter’s
happiness, if he could help it, he made & stipulation
that there was to be no communication between the
young couple for a year, during which time he would
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be absent on his voyage. If at the end of that period
.they still felt that they were essential to each other’s
welfare, and Robert had made satisfactory progress in
his profession, then they could court each other with
the Captain’s sanction. So far so good. It was a
reasonable stipulation, perhaps, on the part of a father
who was exceedingly anxious to take all the precautions
he could to ensure his child’s happiness in the future.

“* But it is one thing to make stipulations, and another
for them to be respected. 'The Captain had not
considered the ardour of his daughter’s attachment, and
while I strongly eondemn anything like filial disobedi-
ence, it was after all only natural, as things human go,
that the young couple should find the stipulation a hard
one. Thus it came about that pretty Mabel got her
mother’s sanction—about three months after the Captain
had sailed on his voyage—to visit their friends in
Edinburgh again, and .the inevitable, of course,
happened, she met hér lovér again, and they no doubt
renewed their love pledges and vowed eternal fidelity as
lovers have vowed since time began. Anyway, when
Mabel got back home, she declared to her mother that
her heart would break if she was not allowed to see
Robert occasionally. Now, it is very possible—nay, I
should say highly probable from what I knew of her—
that Mrs. 1lay, remembering her own courting days,
when the handsome, dashing Captain had to woo her by,
stealth, as her parents looked upon him with disfavour;
and, moreover, being a woman, and hgving a woman’s
weakness, she was deeply touched by Mabel’s declara-
tion, and not wishing that the poor little heart should
break, she made this concession : RRobert Muirhead—if
he desired to do so—was to be allowed to visit the
family at Glasgow occasionally at the week end
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and spend from Saturddy to Monday morning with
them.

So eagerly did the youngsters avail themselves of
this privilege, that every other Saturday found Robert
at the Hay’s house in Glasgow, and those precious
meetings were taken advantage of by the lovers to the
fullest possible extent. So well did Robert play his
part, both as lover and guest, ingratiating himself
to such an extent in the affections of Mrs. Ilay, that
the good easy soul offered never a protest when the
young man took to coming every week mstead of every
other week.

So matters went on for nearly a year, and it can
readily be imagined that the young people found their
world, their perfect joy in each other, and believed—as
lovers always believe—that if anything occurred to
separate them, life would no longer be worth living.
But at last Captain Hay wasinearing the shores of his
native country; his ship had been signalled from the
mouth of the channel on her way to Liverpool, to which
place her cargo of tea, which she had brought from
China, had been consigned. Then did Mrs. Hay, her
daughtery and Robert Muirhead awaken from théir
Elysian dreams, and felt that the Captain must either
be deceived, or a full confession made that his stipulation
had been ignored. The idea of deception was at once
‘put on one side, and it was decided that an early
opportunity should be taken after Captain Hay’s arrival
home to acquaind him with the truth, and trust to him
to look upon the derehctmn of the bargmn he had made
with leniency.

As a matter of fact, however, Captain John Hay was
a man who had very rigid notions regarding discipline,
duty, and a bargain. A generoys man and a kindly
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man, none more 8o, he could, nevertheless, become stern
and unyielding when it came to a question of disregard-
ing an agreement. Therefore, when he heard what had
been going on during his absence, his displeasure dis-
played itself very strongly. Indeed, it cut him and
stung him as few things could, for he idolized Mabel, and-
could not bear the idea that she had deceived him;
he considered that she had deceived him in this matter,
and though he could not be really angry with her,
there is no question about his being hurt. This feeling
was also intensified by the knowledge that came to him,
Robert Muirhead had failed to pass some important
examination, and had rather got into disgrace. I
suppose the fact was, the young fellow had been so
fascinhted by his charmer that he had been quite unable
to concentrate his thoughts on his studies as he ought to
have done, and the result was he had been plucked.
1laving regard to all the circumstances as scen from
the father’s point of view, it was really not to be
wondered at that he sternly announced his determina-
tion not to countenance Robert’s attentions to Mabel,
a.nd, in fact, he decreed that there must be an absolute
end to all further love-making between them. In
giving expression to this decree he scarcely calculated
upon the consequences. Ioor Mabel took it so much to
heart that she was threatened with serious and danger-
ous illness. Nevertheless, Captain Hay thought this
would be averted, and in a short time her grief would
become less intense, and at last cease. DBut herein he
was mistaken, and getting really alarmed, he resolved
for the girl’s sake to yield to some extent, and on ‘ter-
tain conditions. His yielding went this far—He con-
sented to Robert coming on a visit to the house, and the
conditions he imposed were that Mabel was to accom-
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pany him on his next voyage, and at the end of that
time, if she still felt that she loved Robert, and in the
meantime he had passed all his examinations, consent
should be given to their marriage. There is little doubt
that at this time the Captain really looked upon the
whole business as simply infatuation on the part of his
daughter, and he considered that a sea voyage of a
year’s duration would cure her.

It can easily be imagined that the young people met
again with a joyfulness passing words. And the con-
ditions perferee " were accepted—not gladly, but with
Tesignation.

Captain Iay’s ship having discharged her cargo in
Liverpool, came round to Glasgow in ballast, where she
had been chartered to tauke out a general cargo to
Melbourne, thence proceed to China with horses, whero
she would arrive in time for the first tea crop, and
having loaded tea she was to enter on the famous race—
which was then a common thing with the tea clippers, a
prize of a thousand pounds being given to tho first ship
to land her cargo in good condition in a DBritish port.
This voyage was caleulated to occupy a year, and Mabel
was to acpompany her father the whole way. As tiie
dauglster of a sailor, she had no fear of the sea, and
having made several short trips, she was pretty well
seasoned ; and had it not been for the parting from her
lmer, she would have looked forward to the coming
journey with ‘intense delight, for she was fond of
travelling, but the separation was the thorn that galled.

Captain Hay did not make if any secret in his family
that his impression was Mabel was simply infatuated,
and not really in love with Robert, and that in a few
months after the separation she would ccase to regard
him. As was only to be expected, Mabel became
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aware of her father’s views. And knowing her own
heart better perhaps than he did, she smiled to herself,
and felt that neither time nor change of scene could
ever change her love. So sure was she of this, and so
sure was she that her love was returned with equal
strength and ardour, that she told Robert what her
father had said. The young man did not treat the
matter, however, as lightly as she did. A lover’s
sensitiveness and susceptibilities are so keen that he has
generally a morbid dread of anything coming between
him and his adored object; this was particularly
the case with Robert, and it would appear that he
expressed his fears to Mabel that her father’s wishes
might be realized, and time and distance would wean
her from her heart’s first choice. Mabel bantered him
about thesc fears; and, lover-like, tantalized him by
.saying after all he might be right, and when she
returned ho might find that her heart had grown cold.
The night befors the Mabel Bell sailed Captain Hay
had a farewell dinner party at his house, and it was
Robert Muirhead’s privilege to be present. It need
scarcely be said that the lovers made the very most of
tlmir opportunity. DBut, as was subsequently revealed,
Robert seemed very much depressed, though that was
not surprising, having regard to the fact that on the
morrow he would be separated from his sweetheart, and
that a whole year must elapse ere they could meet again, .
and during that period she would pravtically sail round
the world, and would have to encounter all the perils of
those who have to go down in ships to the great deep.
He again and again expressed fears that she might
change towards him in the course of the long, weary year
of their separation. T'o us who have grown grey and
travelled far along life’s highway, a year is a very brief
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space of time indeed, and all too rapidly passes; but to
the eager child and the ardent lover a year appears as
an immeasurable gap, and it is difficult to restrain the
burning impatience, even as it is difficult to restrain the
Runting horse when it hears the horn on the hunting
morn. Therefore, Robert’s anxieties were—from the
lover’s point of view—justifiable. Somewhat banter-
ingly Mabel told him in the course of the evening that
when he first caught sight of her at their next meetinfy
if her love for him had cooled, she would wear in her
hat a red feather, and if on the contrary her love was as
Strong as ever, then she would wear a grey feather.

The pleasure of that evening came to an end, and the
pain of parting had to be faced, and the farewells and
adieus were uttered to an accompaniment of tears and
sighs. Early on the morrow two snorting tugs laid
hold of the Mubel Brli, and towed her down the river.
Mrs. Hay and the rest of her family a>companied her
husband and daughter as far as*Arran, from whence
they returned in the tug, and the good ship spread her
canvas and went out to the lonely steel blue ocean, and
her long Yoyage had fairly commenced.

On all fhe circumstances and events of that voyagesit
is nok my purpose to dwell. The ship made a splendid
run out to Melbourne, and there shipping her living
freight with all speed she pursued her journey to China.

Jortune again favoured her, and she scored a capital
run, arriving just. as the first shipments of tea were
coming down the country. The Mubel Bell commenced
to load 1mmed1ately at Shanghai, and the Captain made
arrangements for the work of loading to continuo night
and day, so that no time should be lost in starting for
home. He had good cause to feel proud of his ship, as
well as of his daughter. Mabe/ the ship had behaved
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splendidly, and Mabel the girl had proved herself the
true daughter of a sea-dog. During all this time her
father noted that she never once referred to Robert or
mrentioned his name, and he came to the conclusion that
it was as he anticipated it would be—namely, she was
gradually being weaned from her lover.

The last chest of tea having been put on board,
preparations were made for sea. The sails had been
bent for some days, and now all was got in readiness,
and at the dawn of day one fine morning the Muhel Bell
was towed down the river, accompanied by two other
tea-laden ships, and two days ahead of her was the first’
of the fleet, but Captain llay fully anticipated being
able to overhaul and pass his rival.

Down the China Sea and the Java Sea, through the
Straits of Sunda to the Indian Ocean, the good ship sped,
. but the luck that had hitherto attended her seemed now
to desart her, and she fell in with a succession of fearful
gales, which so batteved Ler that she had to make her

way to the Mauritius to refit

Captain Hay had all his life been a lucky man, but
these disasters seemed to be foreshadowing the dark
cloud that was to fall upon him and his. It was
obviously hopeless now for him to expect to wiy the
race, and he resigned himself to the inevitable with
such patience and uncomplaining as an-energetic and
nervously-impulsive man was capable of. After leaving
the Mauritius the vessel again experienced very bad ™
weather, and during a hurricane oft the Cape she lost
her foretopmast and topgallantmast, and this compelled
the Captain to put into the Cape of Good Hope ; and it
was probably that incident that led to all the trouble
that was to follow. Xor one day, while ashore at the
Cape, Mabel saw in the window of the stores in Cape
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Town some ostrich feathers dyed red, and as they were
very cheap and very pretty she purchased s
According to her,own account she had quite forgotten
at this time all about the joking promise she had made
Irer lover to the effect that if her love for him had
changed during the voyage she would wear a red
feather in her hat when they met again. The girl had
given utterance to the words lightly, as girls will utter
such things when they wish to tease their lovers, and
she never intended for a single moment that any serious
import should be attached to them.

The Mubel Bell, having once more refitted, set out
on the continuation of her voyage, and thenceforth
things went well.  After getting out of the region of
the Cape storms fair weather ensued, and the run home
was a rapid and agreeable one. As Mabel neared her
native land she began apparently to occupy her attention
with her wardrobe, and she thmmed a hat with some of
the red ostrich feathers she had purchased at the Cape.
Towards the termination of the voyage the ship had
most favourable winds, and made a most excellent run.
The wind holding good she held her way until she
was right at the mouth of the river, where two tugs
were fvaiting for her; and,as the Captain was exceedingly
anxious to get to his berth without the slightest delay,
proceeded up the river at once. It had been the inten-
dion of his family and of Robert Muirhead to go out
to meet the ship, but owing to her somewhat un-
expected arrivals and to the fact that she continued
under sail until she had nearly reached Greeunock, the
intention was frustrated, and so they crowded down to
the wharf in eager anxiety for the appearance of
the ship, which in due course came in sight. As she
neared her moorings, Mabel appeared at the rail looking
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sun-browned, and radiant with health and happiness.
She was attired in a grey dress and wore a grey felt
hat, adorned with a red feather. It was a fatal sign to
the eager, yearning lover, though the poor girl had
forgotten all about it. But he had not. Through all
the many months that had gone since they parted he
had thought of her words, and dwelt upon them, until
_they had come, as it were, to haunt him. And now, as
“his eyes were strained to get a glimpse of her dear face,
he saw the ominous red feather, and at that moment
his heart must have seemed to turn to lead. By some
bystanders he was observed to reel, and heard to
utter a groan. Then he turned away, sighing deeply,
‘and in the confusion prevailing amongst the spectators
consequent on the arrival of a ship from a far-distant
foreign port, he disappeared, and no one saw where he
went to.

As-soon as ever it was possible to do so, Mrs. Hay
and her family went on’board. She wondered what
had become of Robert, who had accompanied them
down to the wharf, but in the gladsome greeting of the
returned wanderers he was temporarily forgotten,
éxcept by Mabel, who had seen him on the wharf, and
was now surprised to find that ho was not now arhongst
those to greet her.

‘When the first congratulations oun safe arrival were
over she ventured to inquire what had become of
Robert, and she was told that he had*been on the wharf,
and they couldn’t account for what had prevented his
coming on board, but it was expected fhat he would
turn up directly. Then one of Mabel’s sisters expressed
admiration for the beautiful red ostrich feather she was
wearing, and she began to finger it critically, as girls
will finger and criticize articles of feminine attire. At

N
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that moment the truth flashed upon Mabel’s mind.
She remembered what she had told her lover whep
parting from him, and now, all unwittingly, she had
appeared with the fatal sign in her hat. He had seen
it,and had gone away broken-hearted.

With a cry of pain and an impetuousness that
startled her relatives, the girl tore the feather from her
hat and hurled it into the river, and then covering her
face with her handkerchief wept bitterly, to the amaze-
ment of those who loved her, and who were at a loss to
account for this strange conduct, but thought that the
excitement of the hour had brought on an attack of
hysterics.

When the first outburst of her grief had somewhat
subsided, she accompanied her friends home, but there
was no sign of any word from Robert. Again she
gave way to despair, and her friends guessing now—for
she would not tell them—tlat it was caused by the
absence of her lover, began to make inquiries, and to
wonder why he had so suddenly disappeared. Dut
that day passed and the next, and still nothing could
be heard of him. Ilis friends in Edinburgh were
telegraphed to, but they replied that he had not returned
home.< The effects on Mabel were serious enough to
necessitate the calling in of a doctor, who suid that she
was in a dangerous state of mental excitement, and
would have to be watched very closely and kept exceed-
ingly quiet.

‘When four days had passed, and there were no
tidings of Robert Muirhead, my friend Captain Hay
became thoroughly alarmed, for poor Mabel had
developed brain fever, and her life was threatened,
while in her ravings she did nothing but call on Robert,
and refused to be comforted. Then the Captain sent
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for me, and implored me to find Robert if he was in the
-lgnd of the living.

I confess that I took a somewhat gloomy view of the
matter when I heard all the facts of the case, ard the
conclusion I was reluctantly forced to was that the un-
happy young man had committed suicide, and I quite
expected to hear of his body being fished out of the
river. I kept these thoughts, however, to myself, but I
gave orders for all the places of the river where bodies
usually came ashore to be watched, and when several
days had passed, we were still without any tidings of
the young man, living or dead.

Of course I had an interview with his own people.
I found them distracted. 1lis only sister was beside
herself with grief. IIe had told her the story of the
red feather, and as the time approached for Mabel's
return home, he seemed to alternate between despon-
dency and joy, and once ar twice his sister had heard
him remark that if Mabel’s love for him had ceased
life would be insupportable. She did not attach un-
due importance to that ; at any rate, did not imagine it
possible that her brother would do anything rash, even
though all did not go as he desired. Now, Jhowever,
she had not a doubt that he had destroyed himself; and
her grief was so great that it seemed as if she would
never again in this world be consoled.

" For my own part, I certainly felt that her fears about.
the lad’s self-destruction were likely to turn out only
too true. Kverything pointed to that, and being so
well acquainted with the Hay family, I, shared their
grief. A whole fortnight passed, and nothing was
brought to light. Poor Mabel Hay was in a perilous
condition, and hovered between life and death.
As for her devoted father, his heart was riven and
N 2
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wrenched with grief. During this time I had not
relaxed my efforts to get some tidings of the missing
man, even though it was in the shape of decisive news
of his death. Every day I eagerly scanned the papers
ta see if there was any intimation of a body answering
in deseription to his had been found, and at last I saw
in a Carlisle paper an item of news to the effect that a
young man had been found lying in an alley, suffering
from the effects, as it was believed, of some powerful
narcotic. IIe had been conveyed to the Infirmary,
where he still remained in a state of stupor, from which
nothing could arouse him. Ile was well-dressed, but
there was nothing upon him that woull lead to his
identity. :

I no sooner read this than I felt as if this unknown
man could be no other than Robert Muirhead, and,
without breathing a word to any one, I started off for
Carlisle by the very mnext train. Arrived at the
Infirmary, there I soon estdblished the fact that the
patient was beyond all doubt Robert. By this time he
had been restored to consciousness, but had resolutely
declined  to give any account of himself. When I was
allowed tp talk to him, however, I soon changed Lis
mood. I assured him that Mabelloved him with a love
passing words, and would die if he went not to her.
That he would be received with open arms by her

family, and would be allowed to make her his wife as
soon as the proper and necessary arrangements could
be made.

This intimgtion had a magical effect upon him, and
he speedily began to recover. He told me that he had
not the faintest idea why he had gone to Carlisle. He
believed that he took a ticket for London, but he could
not be sure, for his mind was all confused, and during
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these dark, bitter days he had wandered about like a

=Rgrson in a trance. He saw things but dimly, and had
only a shadowy recollection of what had taken place.
Ilow he had lived, and where he had lived, was a
mystery, but through it all one thought seemed <‘o
haunt him, and that was that he must destroy himself;
and, having got rid of everything likely to lead to his
identity, he purchased a bottle of chlorodyne, and drauk,
as ho believed, the whole of it, smashing the bottle to
pieces afterwards against a wall. There was no doubt,
however, that he could only have taken a relatively
small portion of the narcotic, for had he drunk the
whole bottle full, he would assuredly have died.

As it was clearly a case of attempted self-destruction,
he would have had to submit to the ignominy of appear-
ing before a police magistrate, but I was able to spare
him from that, and in three days’ time he had so far
recovered that he was travelling back to Glasgow with
me.

No time was lost in communicating to poor Mabel
Hay that her lover was alive and well, and had come to
Ler, and from that moment her illness took a favourable
turn. .

There is no need to dwell upon what little remains
to be told. It was many weeks before Mabel was in
a condition to get about, but at last she recovered
her health, and the faithful lovers were married. It
was a proper ending to the strange romance, and,
the tragedy having been averted, the comedy was
renewed. The young couple received cangratulations
on all sides, and the first year of their married life
was spent in a voyage to Australin and China in
the Mabel Bell.

That is years and years ago. They have reached
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mid-life now, and are the happy parents of a happy
family ; while Robert Muirhead is, as most people
know, one of the most successful lawyers of the
Scottish Bar. It is, perhaps, not altogether singular
that both he and his pretty wife during all their
married years have never been able to tolerate the
colour of red, for it was red that had becn so nearly
the cause of their undoing.
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THE MYSTERY OF BLACKFRIARS WYND.

I~ the very early dawn of a grim, winter morning a
policeman of unusual intelligence was standing near
the entrance of Blackfriars Wynd, leading out of
the Canongate in Edinburgh. The Canongate, as
most people are aware, has been witness to some of the
most stirring and pathetic scenes in our startling
human story. Comedy, tragedy, farce, melodrama, all
have been enacted there by terribly real actors and
actresses. Ivery stone and every brick in the historie
thoroughfare, if it were endowed with the faculty of
speech, could tell as thrilling a tale of sorrow and
gloom, deception and hypocrisy, love and hate, loyalty
and treason, religious fanaticism and burning zeal,
tyranny aud outrage, as ever was poured into human
ears. Kings, queens, princes and priests, traitors and
murderers, have wended their way through the Canon-
gate. Plots and intrigues, that had for their object the
changing of dynasties, have been hatched in the houses.
The fanatical Knox there thundezed his anathemas on
those who thought not as he thought. Laughter and
tears have mingled, and men, with fair faces but with
hearts as black as the fiends of the nether hell, hage
planned the taking off of other men. If one could
only put on to a canvas a representation of all that the
Canongate has seen and heard, what a, truly startling
and thrilling picture should we gaze upon.

‘Well, it was in this thoroughfare of so much dramatic
action that an unusually intelligent policeman stood in
the breaking of a winter morning. Why I speak of
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him as “ unusually intelligent”” will presently be seen.
The portion of the Canongate which embraces the
entrance to the wynd was comprised within his beat,
which, throughout the lonely hours of that murky night,
he had faithfully patrolled, keeping vigilant watch and
ward for the human birds of prey who do their hunting
during the hours of darkness. As the dawn began to
assert itself he had drawn near the extreme limit of
his beat, where in a short time he would be relieved,
and he would be free to seek the rest he had so well
earned.

* It must be stated that though I speak of the dawn,
there was as yet only a suggestion of daylight, for it
was not seven of the clock, the Tron having but a
minute or two before chimed the three-quarters after
six. The policeman stood with his back to the wall on
the western side of the entrance to the wynd, and he
was so placed between two gas-lamps as to be in the
neutral line, so to speak, whore the extreme limit of
each lamp’s rays ended, and he was thus practically in
shadow, and could not be seen by any one near either
lamp.

Standing with his back to the wall on the western
side, he had the wynd on his right, and one of tho lamps
I have mentioned. Thislamp was a few yards removed
on the eastern side from the entrance to the wynd. At
this early hour—that is early from the winter point of
view—the street’ was as loncly and as quiet as a desert.
Well, quiet with one exception. Somewhere in the
vicinity the ni%ht scavengers were at work shovelling
up the street refuse, and the sounds of their shovels and
their voices reached the policeman, who, as he stood
there, wishing probably that the hour of his relief was
at hand, noticed a man come forth from the wynd,
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glance up and down as if to assure himself that no one
Yas in sight, and then go under the lamp, where he
paused, took a note-book from his pocket, wrote some-
thing in it, restored the book to his pocket, glanced up
and down again in seemingly a nervous way, apparently
hemtatmg which course to pursue, and finally ending by
going off in the direction of Holyrood Palace. Now,
then, to justify the statement that the night guardian
was unusually intelligent. IIe thought there was
something suspicious about this man. Ilis nervous
glances up and down the street, his pausing under
the lamp-post to make some entry in his note-book
attracted the policeman’s attention; while his coming
from the wynd—which bore an evil reputation—at that
hour of the morning added to the suspicious element,
so the policeman took stock of him, as the suymg is.
He saw that his height was about five feet nine. He
was of rather massive build. IIe wore an Inverness
cape, and soft felt hat, wkich was pressed down over the
forehead. Nevertheless, when by the action of glancing
up and down he lifted his head his face came sufficiently
within the focus of light for the observant watcher to
seo that he had clean-shaved cheeks, but’an ample
moustache, which was dark—so much was determinable.
He was not a youth, nor was he an old man. Iis gait
and supple movements indicated a man in the prime
of life—say about forty; and his profile seen ip
silhouette was that of a man of character and determina-
tion. So much might be ventured on by way of
delineation, but no more, for all the details of the
features could not be seen. The outline gave a large
nose and a hea.vy, massive jaw.

These various particulars the policeman wrote in his
little book after the stranger had been swallowed up by

-
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the darkness, and the fact that he did so write them
instead of trusting to his memory proved his claim to bg..
considered more than ordinarily intelligent.

This, then, was the prologue to the drama. Now for
the drama itself.

It was about ten o’clock the same morning—a
morning that was greasy and slimy. A thick,
unctuous haze enwrapped the famed city. The sounds
of the military trumpet-calls in the Castle broke upon
the ear that was near enough to hear thom in a muffled
tone, as if heard through the medium of the folds of wet
blankets. This is meant to convey to the reader’s mind
that the atmosphere was of the sodden, wet, spongy
order. Everything looked wretched and dismal, and
the passers-by had a shivery, pinched-up sort of
appearance. The wonted hilarity of the street-urchins
even was subdued, and every one seemed to hurry on
his way as if he had the cares of state upon his shoulders.
It made one indeed long—at any rate it made me long—
to flee away in the track of the sun to some land whore
there was warmth, light, and colour. DBut that could
not be in my case, for there was stern work on hand.
An urgent message came to me from the respected chief
of thespolice requesting that I would be good enough
to go down to his office without loss of time, and in less
than half-an-hour from the receipt of that message, I
was closeted with the chief in his private room, and in
blunt, official ‘way he informed me that there was
reason to believe a crime had been committed in Black-
friars Wynd, and as the affair seemed to be wrapped
up in a good deal of mystery, he wished me to investi-
gate it, and see what I could do in the way of
elucidating the mystery. So off I went to the house
indicated in the wynd and began my work. -
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It was a house of many tenants. In times past this
.Xgry house had given shelter to a lord, an earl, and a
countess, for it was rich in history, and had been a
“favourite place of residence with members of the aristo-
cracy. But now, alas! what a falling-off was there.
The lords and ladies had long and long ago mouldered
into dust, but the house still stood, though it was
now a forlorn wreck, yet even in its decay bearing some
traces of ‘its former grandeur. The entrance was
through a stone portal, on the keystone of which was
carved a coat-of-arms, though time and dirt had almost
obliterated it. Once through this portal, and ybéu
found yourself in a wind-swept passage, sickening with
malodours, and gloomy with the grime and dirt of ages.
From the passage a wooden stair led to the upper
stories, and having mounted this stair, I paused on the
third story before a door wherecon was a brass-plate
witk the legend—¢ Mrs. Janet Gordon.” I pulled the
bell, and the door Was instantly opened by a policeman
—not the “ unusually intelligent one.”” Ihad not come
in contact with him yet. This one was P> 76, and he
was gruff and surly.

“What do you want?” he demanded uncere-
moniously, and with that gritty coarseness peculiar to
many of the Northern men.

“I have business,” I responded meekly.

“What is your business?” This even mgqro
grufily. -

“Oh, I simply want to know what has taken
place.” .

“Then, if that is all, you can go away, for
you won’t know,” and the somewhat too zealous warder
seemed inclined to lay his heavy hand on my shoulder
and turn me out ; but into his ear I breathed my name,
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and then, with a certain deferential inclination of his
ponderous red-thatched head, he moved on one side,.
saying as he did so—

“It seems a qiieer job, sir, altogether. A case of
murder, I should say.”

At this point an inner- door opened, and a gentleman
appeared on the threshold. I at once recognized him
as Doctor M’Leod, the police surgeon.

“ Ah, sir,” he exclaimed as he saw me. I thought
you would be turning up. It is a strange business this.
After your own heart, I should think.”

*This was a somewhat doubtful compliment. But
what he meant to convey was that such faculties as I
had been endowed with would probably have to be
brought into active operation in getting to the battom
of the affair. 1le was about to take his departure, but
turned back into the room, I following. Thero I found
Dr. Claade Scott, one of the senior surgeons of the
infirmary, and a very well-known city practitioner; and
with him I found Mr. Brown, of the Secret Investigation
Department, and a middle-aged, passée little woman,
who, I was to learn, was Mrs. Janet Gordon, the land-
lady of the house. Without quoting the precise
language used, I may state that Dr. M’Leod gave me
the following particulars as he had gathered them. A .
young woman known as Mrs. Peterson had been a
logger in the house for a period of something like
twelve months. °She represented herself as the wife of a
seaman who was away on a long foreign voyage, but very
little indeed was knowu about her. She was described
by the landlady as very quiet and very respectable, and
was apparently well supplied with money. At any
rate, she paid her way. She did not mix at all with the
neighbours, and went out a good deal. The preceding
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afternoon, about half-past five o’clock—having been out
nearly all day—she returned home and let herself in
with the latchkey as usual, and soon after she went to
the landlady, secmingly in exceptiorally good spirits,
and said she had met a dear old friend of hers, a gentle-

man who also knew her husband, and she was going to
give him some tea.

The landlady offered to prepare the tea and take it
into the room, but Mrs. Peterson insisted in doing it
all herself. Some hours later, that was about ten
o’clock, Mrs. Peterson went to the landlady—knowing
that there was an unlet bedroom—and inquired if tlie
gentleman could have a bed, as he had missed his train.
The price to be paid was determined on, the bed was
prepared, and a little while after the landlady heard
the strange lodger go to his room and close and lock
the .door; but it is important to bear in mind that she
did not see him, had never caught a glimpse of his
face. :

She rose about eight or soon after, and being anxious
to know if she would prepare any special breakfast for
Mrs. Peterson and her friend, she went to the door of
he former and knocked, but got no response, 80
knocked again, but with the same result. Conseguently
she turned the handle. 'The door was not locked. She
pushed it open, entered the sitting-room, thence the
badroom, which was in darkness, while not a soungd
broke the stillness. She drew up the blind, then noted
that her lodger was in bed, but entirely covered with the
clothes. She pulled the clothes down from the head
and face, and to her horror she saw thaf Mrs. Peterson
was dead. Acting on a sudden impulse, the outcome of
this startling discovery, she rushed to the chamber of
the strange lodger, knocked at the door, got no answer.
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Turned the handle, the door yielded ; she entered, but no
lodger was there. The bed had certainly been slept in, .
but the stranger had gone, leaving no trace behind him.
Mirs. Janet Gordofi was a common-place person enough
—a fair type, in fact, of the class of people to be found
in the wynd, and maybe she was neither better nor
worse than her neighbours, but she did not lack
intelligence ; so, locking the doors of both rooms, and
without saying a word to any one else in the house, she
posted oft to the mearest police office and told the
strange tale. Investigation followed, and served to
csrroborate her statement.

The death of Mrs. Peterson and the strange dis-
appearance of the man naturally suggested murder; but
at this time the landlady had not noted any external signs
on the corpse to indicate that the poor creature had
been murdered. o

So much for the broad facts. Now for the medical
features. The doctors were puzzled to account for
death. The deceased looked perfectly placid, and as if
she was in a sweet sleep. With the exception of two or
three small blue marks on the neck, arising apparently
from the ‘pressure of fingers, there was no abrasior .
or bruise on the body. And the marks on the
throat told very little, for it was very obvious she had
not died of strangulation. The result was the cause of
dgath could not be determined without a post-mortem
examination. The.dead woman’s age I fixed at about#
thirty-two. She was very passably good-looking. She
had fairly sound and white teeth, good hair of a red-
dish brown shade, dark brown eyes, very well defined
eyebrows, and a prettily-shaped mouth. There was not
a fault, in a general way, to be found with her figure,
though she had rather large feet, and her hands were
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also large, but showed no trace of manual labour.
-Altogether, the conclusion I came to was that in life
she must have been a very attractive woman, and the
landlady bore this out, adding that— °

“ The poor thing was ]ust as mnice a body as ever I
met. She was so quiet and gentle, and wouldn’t have
hurt a fly. I cannot understand why any one should
have wanted to kill her.”

Of course, Mrs. Janet Gordon couldn’t understand
that, for she knew little of the inner and subtle work-
ings of human nature. She saw things from the surface
point of view only, and never concerned herself with
what might be in the depth.

I have mentioned that on the throat there were cer-
tain marks as if caused by thumb and finger pressure,
but they were slight, and were not such as they would

.have heen, had the victim been strangled with the hands
of her destroyers.  As a matter of fact, all the indica-
tions of strangulation® were- entirely wanting, and the
theory of the marks that suggested itself to me was
this. 'While the woman was unconscious or semi-un-
conscious, the murderer had placed his hand on her
thwoat with a view possibly of stopping her from utter-
ing groans. I use the definite term “ murderer” sven
at this early stage; for, though the medical men were
quite puzzled as to the precise cause of death, I
could not avoid the conclusion that the woman had been
wilfully killed. Therefore, it was murdetr in the first
degree ; and if I am asked for my reasons why I thought
50, I should answer that, to my mind, quickened as my
perceptions were by long years of dealing with the
wicked side of human nature, the minutie of this case,
as I there and then gathered them, were strongly pre-
sumptive of a dark and dreadful crime. The reader
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will, no doubt, be able to follow me in this line of argu-
ment, and he will see that the whole affair was one of
mystery from beginning to end. A woman of whose
past history nothing was known had lodged there for
twelve months. A man, “an old friend,” as she de-
scribed bim, entered the house with her on a certain
night, and he occupied a bedroom which was placed at
his disposal by the landlady. In the morning he has
disappeared, and the woman is found dead. Now, let
it be borne in mind that the landlady had never looked
upon this man, and at this stage not the smallest particle
*of description of him was forthcoming.

Two very important questions, therefore, had to be
determined.  Firstly, how had the woman been
killed? Secondly, why had she been killed ?

The first might be answered with comparative ease ;
for though the doctors saw nothing then to really
account for the sudden going out of the lamp of life,
they could search the interior of the body for the evidence
they wanted. The second question, however, might
prove very much more difficult to answer, and there
was even the possibility that it would never be answered
at all. Tn the one case, science had tangible physie..
evidence to work upon. In the other, one could only
theorize and speculate, and endeavour to draw deduc-
tions—more or less accurate—from a given set of

remises.

I found that Dr. M’Leod inclined strongly to the
belief that the woman had had a weak heart, and some
sudden fright had brought on syncope. His theory was
this. The man had perhaps been in the act of gather-
ing up such valuables as she might have had in her
room, when being aroused from sleep, and realizing
what he was doing, she was about to cry out, when he
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rushed at her, and placed his hands on her throat, and

. the fright he thus caused her produced sudden death—
much to his own surprise and horror. It was an
ingenious theory I must confess, but it would not bear
analysing from my point of view. There was a motive
far deeper than that underlying the crime, and m
support of this such jewellery as the woman had
possessed was still there intact, according to the land-
lady, and on the dressing-table was a well-worn purse,
containing nearly three pounds in money. Conse-
quently, if mere robbery had been the motive, why did
the fellow depart without carrying the jewellery and
the money away ?

However, there was much to be done and much to be
determined before the mystery could be cleared away.
W'hat we had to deal with then was, & woman had died
in an unaccountable manner. A post-mortem would
furnish the evidence as to how she had died. I urther,
a man was known to have been in the house the pre-
ceding night. That man she had spoken of as an old
friend, but he was now non est; to tell why he had
disappeared, and where he had disappeared to, might

.yrove a problem of infinitely more difficult solfition than
how her death had been brought about. T,

As nothing more could be done at that early stage
the doctors took their departure, the policeman was left
in charge, and I lost no time in prosecuting such
inquiries as might have a tendency. to*give a clue t6
the whereabouts of the missing stranger, but at this
time I had no description whatever of him, and now the
“unusually intelligent policeman ” appéared upon the
scene. As soon as he heard of the crime he lost not a
moment in looking me up, and he furnished me with the
particulars he had jotted down in his book. Those
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particulars settled definitely that when the strange man
issued from the wynd, and paused under the lamp-post
to make some memorandum, the hour was not yet seven.
It was not mucli more than an hour after that Mrs.
Janet Gordon made the discovery that her lodger was
dead and the mysterious stranger had gone. Before
ten a doctor had seen the body, and he unhesitatingly
declared that Mrs. Peterson must have been dead from
six to eight hours. If that was correct, she must have
died several hours before the policeman saw the stranger
come from the wynd. If, therefore, the stranger was
the man she had spoken of as her old friend, he had
remained in the house a considerable time after she had
passed away, and that argued a coolness and self-
possession which were remarkable.

Although I made the most careful inquiries amongst
the inhabitants of the wynd, I could not hear of. any
one who answered the description of the stranger. seen
coming from the wynd befsre seven o’clock on that
fateful morning. Therefore, it was justifiable to come
to the conclusion that the man in the Inverness cape and
soft felt hat, who paused under the lamp to jot down

-

something in his note-book, had just left Mrs. Janet:

Gordop’s ‘house, and that being admitted, then the
assumption was that he was in a position to enlighten
us as to why the woman had died, and, unless he came
forward voluntarily to do so, he would have to be
hunted for, and*hjs.dark secret wrested from him.

Up to this point the mystery of the case certainly
appeared to be almost inscrutable, but it was rendered
infinitely more‘so when in the course of that evening a
post-mortem examination was made in the presence of
several medical men, and they could find nothing to
account for death. "With the exception of a very slight
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congestive appearance of the lungs, every organ in the
body was perfectly sound, the heart being unusually
strong and free from any signs of disease. The con-
gestion in itself could not possibly have caused death,
and it was, according to the medical evidence, of very
recent occurrence, and had been set up probably just -
shortly before the woman’s death.

The next question was, Did the poor creature die from
the effects of poison? There was no surface evidence
of this in any of the organs, so it became imperative
that an analysis should be carried out with all possible
speed, and the viscera were taken charge of for thaf
purpose, while I set to work to try and find the strange
man whom the policeman had seen coming from the
wynd,.and who, I now feel perfectly conﬁdent, was in
a position to throw light where all was dark. The
description I had of him was necessarily vague and
shadowy, but still it was something, and from such
meagre details as I*had I photographed him on my
brain, and even made a rough sketch of him on a sheet
of paper, so that I might have something definite to
carry in my mind’s eye. And in order to leave no
«v$one unturned likely to aid me in my quest, I proceeded
to make a thorough search of the dead woman’s effects,
for it was important that some knowledge of her history
should be gained, as that might prove a thread of great
importance, and lead ultimately to a successful issue in,
our efforts to unravel this strange case.-

I did not find much to aid me amongst the woman’s
things—at least, not at first. She had .& quantity of
trumpery geegaws in the shape of Jewellery, and a few
pieces of some: value. She had also some fairly good
clothing'; but her personal wardrobe did not interest
" me, inasmuch as it was not in the least likely to afford

o2
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a clue to the whereabouts of the man who had taken her
life. As I pursued my investigations, however, I came
upon something pf far more interest. In an old leather
trunk, very much battered and very much worn from
long service and much travel, was one of the old-
fashioned rosewood writing-desks, also considerably
the worse for wear. The lock was broken, a hinge was
missing, the woodwork bore many a dent and dinge.
The desk contained a number of pawn-tickets, also a
quantity of letters; a lock of fair hair from a child’s
head, a faded photograph of a remarkably pretty giil
about six or seven, probably the girl from whose head
the lock of hair had been cut. On the back of the
photograph was this inscription :—
“My Danrpnine Litrie Frona,
Died January 12th, 1561.
Never forgotten.”

These few words were cloquent of a mother’s love, and
the inference I drew was thit Mrs. Peterson had heen
the mother of the fair-haired Ilora, who had gone to
God before the world’s slow stain had left its impress on
her. Tkat Mrs. Peterson had a history I now no longer
doubged,” and I was quite prepared for a revelatict.
From what I had gathered so far—principally from
Mrs. “Tanet Gordon—I came to the conclusion that Mrs.
Peterson was very superior to most of the people who
‘made their hoge in that noisome wynd. 1Iler landlady
spoke of her ‘as being “quite a lady,” and well
educated. Of the truth of the latter stutement evidence
was soon forthcoming in the shape of various specimens
of her writing, which Mrs. Gordon identified. The
writing was exceedingly good; tho grammar and

general style beyond cavil.
Referring to the pawn-tickets of which I have made *
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mention, they were, with one exception, all vouchers
for jewellery, pledged in the name of Peterson, with
various Edinburgh pawnbrokers. Inferentially, there-
fore, I came to the conclusion that' the unfortunate
woman had been possessed of a valuable collection of
trinkets which she had from time to time pawned in
order to support herself; and as she thus got rid of
the genuine ones, she replaced them with worthless
imitations. The possession of the jewellery pointed to
her having been in good circumstances at some period of
her life, but for reasons not then definable she had sunk
in the social scale, and had gone to the wynd to lose
herself, as the saying is, and hide her secrets from prying
eyes. Presently confirmation of this was forthcoming
in a hundle of letters tied up with a piece of faded blue
ribbon, and which I dragged to light from a recessin the
desk, I soon gathered that these letters—which were
spread over a number of years—had been written by a
woman signing herself ¢ Martha Burns,” and it was
made clear to me by a careful persual of them that
Martha Burns had once been nurse to Mrs. Peterson,
for whom she manifested the deepest affection. Refer-
wunce wus frequently made to Mrs. Peterson’# relatives
and parents—but not by name, and the general dyift of
the correspondence was t» try and persuade the veceiver
to return like a stray sheep to the fold from whenco she
had wilfully and heedlessly wandered. Some of the
carly letters had been written from a fown in the north
of Scotland, later ones from Birmingham, where the
writer evidently was in the service of a family ; later ones
stillfrom Ayr, others agnin from Glasgow, andfinally they
bore the address of a Glasgow Infirmary, where, as
was made evident, Martha Burns was lying, suffering
from some incurable malady. Judging from these
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letters, the writer must have been a sincere, earnest,
and devout woman, who accepted her lot in life with-
out a murmur, and was disposed to see good Where
others would only have seen evil.

This, then, was the extent of my discovery so far, and
of course, it devolved upon me to seek out Mrs. Burns
if she was still in the land of the living. And so eager
was I to ascertain if such was the case, that an hour and
a half later I was travelling to Glasgow, where on my
arrival I jumped into a cab, drove off to the Infirmary,
and found, much to my gratification, that Mrs. Burns
was still alive, and an inmate of that most excellent
institution; but that she was in an exceedingly feeble
condition, and the last grains of her sands of life were
fast flowing out.

Save for the urgency of my business, I could not
have seen her, but in a case of this kind it was most
important that no chance should be missed of eundea-
vouring to get on the track of the mysterious man who,
presumptively at that stage, was responsible for Mrs.
Peterson’s death.

Mrs. Burns having been forewarned of my coming,
T was takén to her bedside. Iler letters had led me ts:
expecbto find an amiable, kind-hearted woman, nor was
I disappointed. Stricken in years and racked with
suffering, she nevertheless preserved an outward calm,
and her gentleness of manner was remarkable. 1t was
& delicate task T dad to perform, for this old woman,
who was trembling on the verge of the unknown, had
loved Mrs. DTeterson as a mother loves her child.
Therefore it wéuld not do to shock her with the sudden
news of her loved one’s death, lest the flickering lamp
of life should there and then be cxtinguished. Gradu-
ally I began to lead up to the subject, but with a quick,
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intelligent perception she divined the truth before I
could tell it, and said hurriedly—

‘* Something terrible has happened to poor Emmy.
Don’t deceive me. Isn’t it so?”

I told her that Mre. Peterson had been called away,
and when the poor old creature heard this, she wept and
sobbed with an exceeding great bitterness. DBut after
the first paroxysm she restrained her feelings, and, with
a deep sigh, remarked—

“ Ah, well, a few yecars sooner or later make little
difference, we are all going to the bourne from whence
none returns,.and those who die young are spared much
suffering in this world.”

I assented to the philosophy she embodied, and then
gradually drew from her the following touching story :—

Mrs. Peterson—which was an assumed name—had

been, a Miss 1imma Sheldrake, the third daughter of an
opulent Inverness gentleman who had made a fortune
as a contractor. With this family Mrs. Burns took
servico when she was quite a young woman, that was
before ¥mma’s birth. She nursed Emma, and brought
her up. She was a wayward, headstrong girl, and
‘zpeated the old, old story for the millionth time of
misplaced love. She fell in love with the handsome,
reprobate son of a neighbour whom the Sheldrakes
would not notice, and they gave their daughter to
understand that under no possiblo circumstances would
they countenance the youth’s professiofis of regard for
her. e was sternly forbidden, indeed, ever to dare by
word look, or letter to tempt the girl ﬁom the duty she
owed her parents.

How often, alas! in human history, has this been
done before, with the same results as in this case.
Emma Sheldrake, being infatuated, did oclandestinely



. 200 LINK BY LINK.

¢

what she had been strictly forbidden to do openly, and
despairing of ever being able to influence her people,
she, in an evil moment, fled with the man of her choice,
and precisely wha' had been predicted speedily came tc
pass. 1le tired of her, neglected her, abused her, and
finally fled from her, leaving her with the responsibility
of a young baby, the ¥lora of the photograph. Iler
people proved pitiless and relentless. They vowed that
never again should she darken their doors, and the vow
was cruelly kept. Though on her part Emma was
proud and self-reliant, and would make no confession of
her sin, nor ask for forgiveness from her sorely offended
parents, Mrs. Burns championed her cause, pleaded for
her, but it was all useless. She had been cast out, and
it was resolved she should remain an outcast, and so as
the years rolled on the breach was ever and ever
widened, and reconciliation became more and more
hopeless; but, though abandoned by all the others,
Mrs. Burns kept up a connection with hér former
charge, and the correspondence had been continued
down to a few days of poor lEmma’s mysterious
death. :

Such was the story I learnt of Kmma Sheldrake’s
alias Leaterson’s history. Iler real married name was
Roberts, but she had dropped that years ago, and,
wishing to conceal her identity, she assumed that of
Peterson.

“Although I had thus discovered who the murdered
woman was, it did not apparently help mein tracing the
murderer.  Now, as to the cause of death, which the
superficial post-fiorten examination failed to reveal, an
analysis brought to light that she had been killed by a
peculiar drug—an alkaloid extract of a Mexican herb—
which in the human subject has the remarkable property
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of gradually lowering the heart’s action, until the heart
stops altogether. If administered the last thing at
night, the person taking it would be almost sure to die
while asleep. Almost absolutely no trace was left in the
body a few hours after death, but by analysis the drug
could be detected in the fluids.

The means by which Mrs. DPeterson had been killed
argued some special and peculiar knowledge on the part
of the killer, who was not a criminal of the ordinary
type. The drug was not sold in a general way—in
fact, fifty or more druggists might have been visited
before the article could have been procured, and thé
possession of it by the man who had done Mrs. Peterson
to death showed that he knew the strange power of the
drug and where to get it.

Now came the question, Why had the murder been
committed—that is, what was the motive? Not
robbery. This led me to work out several theories, and
at last T came to the conclusion that, if the crime was
not a perfectly objectless one, jealousy had prompted it.
Then arose another question, Jealousy of whom? If I
could find out that I might be able to disgover the
tiuminal. I have already mentioned, howevery that she
was very reticent about her affairs, according fo the
landlady, and investigation confirmed this. She had
made no acquaintance in the wynd, and no one there
could give any information about her. The result wasg,
I resolved to go to her native place afid endeavour to
learn something of the associates of her early days.
My inquiries elicited the fact that in her youth she had
been a great flirt, and had caused many heartaches and
bickerings amongst the young men of her neighbourhood.
At one time she had favoured the advances of a person
named Arthur Goldie, who was in business for himself



202 L/INK BY LINK.

as a grocer in Newcastle-on-Tyne. 1Ie had been
married, but his wife had died a few months later,
leaving him childless. How Emma became acquainted
with him was not made clear. The most I could learn
was that he had expressed a wish to marry her, but as
- he bore the reputation of being unsteady and unreliable
her parents would not consent to the union, and Emma
gave him up. There was a belief that he took this
disappointment very much to heart, and there was a
tradition that he had uttered a vow that if she did not
marry him she should not marry any one else. This
vow, however, did not take effect, inasmuch as she did
marry some one else.

As T dwelt and reflected on all the foregoing
particulars, which I had gathered up, I thought, in
view of my theory about jealousy having been the
motive for the crime, that it was worth while to trace out
Arthur Goldie’s carcer, and I,visited Neweastle for that
purpose. It was not without-difficalty that I discovered
some of his connections, and then not in Newcastle, but
in Stockton-on-Tees. From thém I learnt that he had
sold his busluoss in Newcastle after his disappointment,
and for some time displayed a very restless, wandering
spirit,*and finally disappeared altogether, severing all
connection with his family.

I have mentioned that, from the description given me
by the “unusually intelligent policeman” of the man he
had seen coming<rom the wynd, T had made a mental
photograph as it were, and had even produced a draw-
ing of the fellow. So I thought it worth while to see a
likeness of Arthur Goldie, if that were possible. In
this I succeeded after some trouble, but it had been
taken years before, and represented him as a very young”
man.
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It will be gathered from what I have said that in
seeking particulars of Arthur Goldie I had an eye to
possibilities. If I may speak figuratively, I had turned
the matter over, sifted it, and examin'ed it microscopi-
cally, with the result that I believed I detected jealougy
as the active principle of the crime. If this wasso, was
it not likely the jealousy was of long standing? Given
that that was correct, was it not equally likely. that
Goldie was the man who had displayed it ? This was
my line of reasoning, and I was determined to pursue
it, and thus it came about that I found myself in pos-
session of Goldie’s photograph.

It was the photograph of a young man, rather good-
looking. It happened that it wasa full-length portrait.
Apparently he was standing in an attitude that was
calculated to display all his points, if I may be allowed
such an expression. lle wore a frock-coat, had his hair
parted in the middle, his, moustache carefully curled,
and he seemed to be gazing with rapt admiration on a
bunch of paper roses which the photographer had
placed on the table. On the first blush nothing could
have seemed more dissimilar than the portrait of this
~veung fellow and the descriptive picture of,’the man
who came from the wynd and stood under the %amp-
post. But I studied that photo line by line. I
examined it through a glass, I looked at it from
a distance, I looked at it near, until it began tg
grow upon me that there were pdints in com-
mon between the two. I really don’t know if I
could explain in what way there was a resemblance. I
‘was impressed with the idea, and impressions, like sen-
sations, are not easily described. What I tried to do
was this. I tried to imagine Goldie wearing an Inver-
ness cape, a soft felt hat, and standing under the lamp-
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post with a note-book in his hand; and having drawn
such a mental picture as that, I seemed to realize
accurately the description given to me by the policerfian.
Such a hold did this idea take upon me, that I began to
work on the assumption that Aithur Goldie was the
man I wanted. It was by a very careful weighing of
every little detail in connection with the case that I was
led to this conclusion ; and it seemed to me, that while
there were many chances that I was wrong, there were
more in favour of my being right. An)\m), there is
nothing like having the courage of one’s opinions, and
1 have ul\vnys had that; but I have ever striven to base
my opinion on sound reasoning.

Although I assumed that Arthur Goldie was
possibly the man wanted, I did not expect to find him
in Edinburgh, nor indced in Scotland. My deduction
was that the man who committed the deed had come
from abroad. 1t will be remembered that Mrs. Peter-
gon told her landlady thateshe Imd met a gentleman
whom she had not seen for a long time, and who knew
her husband. No doubt this was true in substance if
not in fact. She had not seen Goldie for a long time,
and Goldie did not know the man she married. Goldie, .
there Yvas reason to believe, had been abroad, for he had
disappeared from Newcastle, and his friends had lost
sight of him  Was it not extremely probable, when all
thiese things were taken into consideration, that he had
betaken himscl Yo some foreign country, and after long
residence there, had been induced to return to hig
native land? To suggest a theory for his being in
Ldmburgh was not so easy; but, without trying to
assign a reason, let us admit that he found himself in
Edinburgh, and there he accidentally mot once again
the woman who had years before disappointed his hopes
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and blighted his life. She invited him to her home.
What took place between them there could be but
vaguely conjectured, but one thing was absolutely
certain, the woman had died. She had died of a rare
and almost unknown poison. Did she take it herself,
or was it administered to her wilfully ? If the latter,
then murder had been committed. 1f the former, why
had the strange man fled, thereby laying himself open
to suspicion? The theory of suicide seemed to me
hardly worth consideration. There was the bare
possibility that the poison had been accidentally
administere ], and the man being frightened had fled;
forgetting that by so doing he would lic under a grave
suspicion of guilt. DBut the theory of accident I also
dismissed, and determined in my own mind that it was
murder, and that Goldie was the murderer. Therefore
to find Goldie was my paramount duty.

During, my investigations in Newecastle, I had
ascertained that he had o brother living, and he had
last been heard of in Hull. So I went to llull, and
soon learnt that a Robert Goldie kept a small second-
hand furniture shop in the town, and I lost no time in
“Whiting on Mr. Goldie, and the moment I Jooked at
him, I was struck by the resemblance he bore #o the
description 1 had got of the man who had been seen by
the policeman to come from the wynd on the morning
of the murder. .

It may be thought that this was mere fancy on my
part, but I should have disputed that if any one had
suggosted it. Robert Goldie had been in business in
Iull for about twelve years. lle was married, and
had a large family, and before seeking an interview
with him I learnt that he bore the reputation of
being a very steady, industrious, and hard-working man.
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He was a member of the Board of Guardians in his
parish, and also held the office of churchwarden. I
proved beyond doubt that he had not been away from
his home for maby months, so that he could not be
the destroyer of Mrs. Peterson’s life.

“« My object in calling upon you, Mr. Goldie,” I
began, as he ushered me into a little parlour behind
his shop, “1is to see if you can give me any information
about your brother.”

“Oh, lor’, no!” he exclaimed, with anair of perfect
sincerity. “I haven’t seen or heard of Arthur for
years. Did you know him ?”

N *rn.,’

* What is your reason, then, for inquiring about him?”’

“T will plobably tell youthat in alittle while. . llow
long is it since you last heard of him ?”’

“ Well, now, let me sce. I think it must be upwards
of ten years.’ -

“ Where was he at that timo ? ?*

“In Jamaiea, in the West Indies.”

“In Jamaica!”

“Yes.”

“What was he doing there ?”’ w

“lfe was a clerk, a foreman, or something like that,
to a sugar planter.”

“ Why did he cease his correspondence with you ?”

“(Goodness knows. lle was always an erratic
fillow. Whefivhe last wrote he said he didn’t like
Jamaica, and thought of joining some fricnds on a gold
prospecting expedition in Mexico.”

“ In Mexicd !’ I exclaimed, as it seemed to me that
I had now got the first tangible link in the chain.

“Yes. That was very like him. Ille was fond
of adventure.”
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“Do you know if he went ? ”

“Well, he never wrote to me again. I concluded
from® that that he had gone, and very likely died
there.”

“ Would he have been likely to have written if some-
thing hadn’t huppened to him?”

“ Ah, that I can’t say. AsIT have already remarked,
he was an erratic fellow, and nothing that he did would
have surprised me.”

I had a little further desultory conversation with
Mr. Goldie, in which I endeavoured to get such par-
ticulars of his brother’s appearance that might serve*
me to identify him with the description of the man
from the wynd. In this, however, I was not very
successful, as Mr. Goldie had not seen Arthur for so
long.

During my interview, I had not seen a single sign
that wys suggestive of deception on Goldie’s part. e
scemed a perfeetly straightforward and candid man,
and I formed a very good opinion of him. Naturally,
e was very anxious to know the object of my inquiries,
but I deemed it advisable, in the interests of justice, to
prevaricate, and 1 managed to avoid any diregt state-
ment, which would have aroused his suspicions. #\s I
was about to take my leave, 1 said suddenly—

“ By the way, if your brother was in England would
he be likely to come and see you ? ” -

*“ Oh, I don’t think there is a doubt akGut that. 1le
was always very fond of me, and he and I got on where
the other members of the family did not. Yes; I
should say he would be certain to come, or tommunicate
with me in some way.”

On the strength of this I resolved to set a watch upon
the house in the hope that I should find Arthur Goldie’s
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track. About a fortnight later I received word that a
man answering the description of Arthur, or rather of
the one I suspected of being Arthur, had been observed
going and coming from Robert Goldie’s house. He
remained a day or two in 1[ull, and then departed for
London, being followed in his journey by one of my
watchers, who tracked him to a house in Great Coram
Street, where it was ascertained he was lodging. I
immediately went up to London, and succeeded after a
few days in getting a sight of Arthur Goldie; and,
although he had shaved off his moustache, I could not
"help thinking he answered in most respects to the man
of the wynd. Nevertheless, it would have been prema-
ture to have arrested him, and I began to plan out
some means of searching his boxes for confirmatory
evidence that he was the person wanted. Before I could
do this, however, a strange thing happened. Whether
he knew that he was being shadowed or not could never
be ascertained, but one morning when his landlady took
him up some coffee, as it was her wont to do, she found
him dead in his bed. Under these circumstances an
inquest became necessary,and a post-mortem examination
was ordered, with the startling result that he was fornd
to hive died of the same kind of poison that had ended
the life of the unfortunate Mrs. Peterson. None of the
poison was discovered in his boxes or in any part
_of the house, but in the fireplace of his bedroom were
the fragmenfs' of a phial that had been shivered to
atoms against the grate. It was impossible to deter-
mine if this phial had held poison, but presumably it
had. His papers and letters proved conclusively that
Arthur Goldie had been resident in Mexico for a long
time, and had returned to England some weeks before
Mrs. Peterson’s death. '
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It surely needed no more than this to justify one in
saying that Arthur Goldie was her murderer. Up to
that"point everything was pretty clear. Beyond that
all was mystery, and will probably remain a mystery
to the end of time. Did he meet her in Edinburgh by
design or accident? The probabilities are it was by
accident.  But, if so, how was it he had the poison
with him; and, havmg it with him, was it the impulse of
a moment, and becauso he had the means in his hand
that led him to encompass her death? Cr had he all
through the years that had gone since he and she last
parted cherished the craving for revenge ; and,on return--
ing once more to his native land, did he wander about
in the hope of meeting her, and with some instinctive
feoling, that the hope would be realized, he always had
that ternble poison with him? Was it a mere chance
. that threw them together at last, or did he manage to
learn her whereabouts ? All these questions the reader
can answer as he feels inclined. For my part, I had
brought the crime home to Arthur Goldie, but then the
shadow of the grave came between us; and who can
penetrate that ? The grave holds its secrets well and
the. human brain cannot learn them.

It only remains for me to say that amongst GoKie’s
effects a pocket-book was found. It was full of notes
and memoranda of a very miscellancous character.
Some of them wero riddles not to be read, others were_
common-place enough. But the following was certainly”
not a riddle, at least it didn’t seem so to me :—

Dee. 8th, Edinburgh.
E.P.or S.

Painless.
Passed in sl¥cp.

The E. P. stood for Emma Paterson, and the S. for
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Sheldrake. He had known her as Sheldrake, and it
was as Sheldrake that she had disappointed him., As
to why he should have made note of his crime, those

best acquainted With the criminal mind will give the
hest answer,
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Mgrs. GamroNer was the widow of a well-known
Edinburgh lawyer, who married early in life, but
remained childless. This fact was a great disappoint-
ment to him, and seemed to prey upon his mind, but a
fow years beforo his death he found some compensation_
in having a girl child, the child of an old and esteemed "
friend of his, placed under his care.

Mr. Carl Demmer was a German, who had been
settled -in Edinburgh for many years, carrying on
business as an engraver and lithographer. When he
- was about forty he married a very pretty girl who was
an assistant in one of the fashionable shops in Prince’s
Strect. She was at least twenty years his junior, but
Demmer seems to have been devoted to her in no
ordinary manner. A year later pretty Mrs. Demmer
lay dead, but her baby was left to console the digtracted
hucband. It was said that from the moment he heard
that his wife had passed away Demmer never held up
his head again. By perseverance and industry he had
managed to amass a very snug fortune, and besides
which his wife, a few months before her dea.th succeedede
to money, so that the future of. the moiherless child
seemed to be secure. Mr. Demmer had not got on very
well with his wife’s relatives. They had made them-
selves exceedingly disagreeable, as they had been
desirous that the young lady who became his wife
should marry the son of a wealthy shipowner. This
youth was said to be the heir to a vast fortune, but his

r2



212 ¢ LINR BY LINK.

reputation was as shady as it could possibly be. He
had professed great admiration for Miss Gilroy, the
young lady in question, and not only made her a
written offer of marriage, but said he would settle a
thousand a year on her for life. Apart, however, from
the fact that he was exceedingly ugly, his doings had
given him a most unenviable notoriety. Miss Gilroy,
therefore, emphatically refused his offer, and declined
to have anything whatever to do with him. This was
the cause of great annoyance to her people, who
_thought infinitely more of the money than they did of
the young woman’s happiness; and as at this time it
became known that Demmer had been secretly paying
court to her, they expressed themselves in no measured
terms against him, saying that he was a “low, smeaking
German,” and other hard things, which, while lacking in
truth, served to display the intense bitterness of their
feelings. : :

In spite of the oppositiont of hér people, Miss Gilroy
remained staunch to the man of her choice, notwith-
standing that he was old enough to be her father.
But she knew he was an upright, honest, and
conscientious man, therefore likely to make her an
excellent husband. Nor were the means to comfort
wanting, for Demmer—as already stated—had accumu-
lated money; so she married him, much to the disgust
of her people, who seemed to take cvery possible means
to make themselves as disagrecable as they could be.
Had it been in their power to prevent the young wife
from succeedjng to the money she was legally entitled
to, they would have done so. But they had no control
over it, and they could.only relieve their feelings by
railing still more against her husband.

Had it not been for these family bickerings and
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differences, young Mrs. Demmer’s married life would
have been well nigh perfect, but her relatives never
ceaséd to annoy her; and, humanly speaking, this
annoyance had such an irritating effect upon her, that her
constitution—never strong—was undermined, and when
she was called upon by Nature to fulfil the universal law,
her strength was so sapped that she was unable to bear
up against the strain imposed, and quietly quitted the
world where vulgar, sordid greed had thrown such a
shadow over her young life.

Now it seems almost incredible that her people, who
had done so much to annoy her, should have had the-
daring and presumption to try to get possession of her
child. DBut herein they were foiled. The father could
not forget the shameful way he had been treated, and
he expressed his determination of having nothing what-
ever to.do with his late wife’s connections.

That his wife’s death was a very heavy blow to him
was obvious to every one acquainted with him. He
became a moody, silent man, and the only people he
seemed to show any partiality for were his lawyer, Mr.
Gairdner, and Mr. Gairduner’s family. Gairdner had
trrnsacted his legal affairs for a long time, and, between
the two men a very strong friendship pxisted. ®’The
childless Mrs. Gairdner manifested a strong motherly
affection for little Christine Demmer, and she and her
husband were like a mother and father to the child,
When Christine was about five years’ of age Mr.
Demmer fell into very bad health. e had never got
over the loss of his wife, and had often been heard to
express & wish to join her. Believing that his end was
now approaching, he settled eyerything he possessed on
his little girl, and appointed his friend Gairdner the
child’s guardian. In the event of Gairdner’s death
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before Christine attained her majority, Mrs. Gairdner
was to take charge of her, and further provision was
made for the contingency of Mrs. Gairdner’s deatii.

These matters settled, poor Carl Demmer soon lapsed
into a condition that at once precluded all hope, and
after lingering for a few months he passed away to
where the wicked cease from troubling and the weary
are at rest.

Two years later Mr. Gairdner also laid down the
burden of life, and thus his widow became the sole and
responsible guardian of little Christine Demmer,
«whose father, before his death, had expressed a strong
wish that the child might be allowed to spend a few
years of her life in Germany, in order that she might
acquire his mother tongue. Mrs. Gairdner respected this
wish, and a few months after her husband’s decease she
removed to Hanover, where she spent a considerable
time. Then she travelled about Germany a good deal,
and finally took up her residence in Berlin, returning to
Edinburgh when Christine was a little over fourteen.

By this time Miss Demmer had developed into a
remarkably beautiful girl. Both her mother and
father Kad been fair, and she had inherited o blonde
beauty which made her conspicuous. She had a wealth
of hair that was almost like woven gold, and lustrous
dark violet eyes that were calculated to set every young
man sighing, while her complexion was of that delicate
%peach-like timt which is so marked a feature in the
blonde type where the health is good. Christine not
only enjoyed good health, but the best of spirits, and
seemed grestly attached to her foster-mother and
guardian, who could not have bestowed more loving
affection on the girl even if she had really been her own
child.
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A few years later, that is, when she was about
nineteen, Christine Demmer fell in love, asit was only a
nataral thing to do. She had had some little mild
flirtations before this, but they were of that harmless
character which most young and good-looking girls
indulge in. She was greatly admired, not only for ner
pliysical beauty, but for the sweetness of her disposition,
and of course her admirers vied with each other in
paying her compliments, and she would hardly have
had a woman’s nature if her head had not been a little
Vit turned by all this. But at nineteen she found
herself really in love. The lucky young man was two
or three years her senior, and bore a very high character.
He was the only son of Professor Sinclair, who held the
Chair of Botany in the University.

Alfred Sinclair and Christine Demmer seemed in
every possible way suited to each other. He was a
fine, handsome, clever young man, full of promise, and
ambitious of distinguishing himself. His father and
Christine’s guardian both approved of the match, and
the young couple seemed to have good cause to
congra.tuhte themselves on the way fortune was favour-
ing them. It really appeared as if things rcould not
have looked brighter, nor all have boen more in.accord
with their hearts’ wishes, if the
themselves had hal the ordering of their own fate.
But thers is many a slip between the cup and the lip,
and summor storms with startling suddenness of(én
obscure the blueness of the sky. In their case these
similes were to find verification, as will presently be
seen. .

By a special provision in Mr. Demmer’s will,
whereby he appointed his friend Gairdner guardian of
Christine, or in the ovent of his death Mrs. Gairdner,
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powers were given to the guardian to place Christine in
full possession of her . fortune before reaching her
majority, should it seem advisable that the girl should
have control of the money before arriving at the -age of
twenty-one. Although at first it had been suggested
that the young couple should wait before committing
themselves to matrimony until Christine was twenty-
one, circumstances arose whereby it seemed desirable
that they should marry before then. Omne of these
circumstances was the fact that young Sinclair had
received a lucrative and very promising appointment
in the University of Heidelberg, and it was necessary
that he should take up his residence there without
delay.

The prospect of parting from her lover, although the
distance was not great, affected Christine to such an
extent that her guardian was greatly distressed, and,
after taking counsel with Rrofessor Sinclair, it was
decided that if the young people desired it they should
be married forthwith, and the young wife could then
accompany her husband to his own sphere of duties,
and Mrs. Gairdner determined that she would go also.
Therefor8, in accordance with the power conferred upca
her by the late Carl Demmer’s will, she lost no time in
taking steps to place Christine in full possession of her
inheritance. When this was done the girl was just
twenty. Then the marriage day was fixed, and all
seemed to be going as smoothly as any one could
possibly have desired. The girl was full of a great
joy, and as busy as a bee in making preparations
for the great event which was to change her sphere in
life.

The time was towards the end of May, and the
wedding had been fixed to take place on the 3rd of
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June, so that now, as it seemed, but little time intervened
before the beautiful Christine Demmer would pass to
her husband’s home and loving companionship.

On the evening of the 29th of May young
Sinclair visited his affianced bride, who was at that time
staying with her guardian in Berwick. Mrs. Gairdner
had not been very well, and she had taken a cottage at
Berwick for the sake of change and sea air,.and she and
her ward and two servants had been staying there for
about a fortnight. The cottage was a detached one,
standing in its own grounds and close to the sea. The
situation was delightful, and the two ladies enjoyed it
very much. On the 29th of May Alired Sinclair
ran down to Berwick from Kdinburgh, and a number
of ypung people were assembled to meet him,
and mdulgo in some games. In the early part of the
evening the young couple had a lovers’ stroll along
the beach. The weather was e\ceptlonally fine at that
time, and Nature seemed to be in perfect repose. But
about seven o’clock the sky became overcast, the gloom
gradually deepened, and a violent thunderstorm burst.
This did not interfere, however, with the enjoyment of
the little party gathered in the house occupied by Mrs.
Gairdner. It was noticed, however, that Christine was
a little more thoughtful than usual. She was generally
very hvoly and full of animal spirits, but on this particular
evening there was an apparent inclination to be silent.
Mrs. Gairdner detected this, and asked her if the stofm
had affected her nerves, or if she was suffering from
headache or anything. But to this the young lady
replied—

* Oh, no, mamma ”—she always called her guardian
by the affectionate name of mamma—* oh, no, mamma,
I am quite well.”
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“ But you are not as lively as your wont.” .

“ Am I not ?” said Christine, with a strange expres-
sion in her eyes, which attracted Mrs. Gairdaer’s
attention, and somewhat alarmed her, so that she toolk
Christine’s hands between her own in a loving, motherly
way, and, kissing her tenderly on the forehead, she said
softly— .

¢ Christine, I am sure you are not quite yourself
this evening.”

“ Am Inot?” exclaimed the girl, with a slight forced
laugh.

“No, you are not. IIave you a headache?”

“ No, mamma.”

““Or a heartache ?”’ suggested the lady.

“Oh, mamma,” was the answer, * how can you think
such a thing possible ? ”’ ’

¢ Everything is possible in this world.”

“True, true, mamma; but how could I have a heart-
ache when I am rich in the loVe of so excellent a man as
Alfred Sinclair ? ”

During all the time that the courtship had been
going on, Mrs. Gairdner had never for one brief
instant seen theslightest cause to suppose that Christine
was not perfectly happy in her choice, and Sinclair was
beyond all doubt her choice. She had had, perhaps,
more than the average opportunities which fall to the
lot of a young girl of sclecting a lover after her own
taste. For one so singularly attractive as she was could
not fail to have admirers by the dozen ; and then it
was well known that she was an heiress. Moreover, her
faithful guardian had watched her with jealous eye,
and exercised studious care in seeing that she formed no
acquaintances with undedirable people. (lonsequently
those with whom the girl mixed and amongst whom she
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moyved were people of the best class. In this respect,
then, Christine had been exceptionally fortunate ; and
while carefully avoiding anything that might seem
-arbitrary, her guardian, with true wemanly gentleness,
endeavoured to mould her ward’s tastes in such a way
that they might insensibly be guided in the right
channel. Mrs. Gairdner was a woman of singular tact
and shrewdness, and in every way fitted to have the
making of o young girl’s happiness. While carefully
avoiding narrow-mindedness and bigotry, she had a
due regard for the necessity of laying down a set of
rules to be rigidly followed, and of training the tender
mind to respect those things which tend to elevate, and
to beget in a girl a strong veneration for all that is good
and true.

Christine had certainly proved an apt scholar, and the
téacher had good cause to congratulate herself. ~ Then,
when her ward met Sinclair, Mrs. Gairdner felt as if
the crown had been placed upon her work, for she made
the most exhaustive inquiries about Alfred, and found
him to be without blemish. His honour was stainless.
lle was well connected, clever, ambitious, and bore
the reputation of being a model young man. Mrs.
Gairdner watched the developing love of her wayd with
a sense of keen delight, feeling intuitively that if ever
two people had teen made for each other they were
Christine Dommer and Alfred Sinclair. All had gone
smoothly and well up to that May night in Berwack,
when the quick oye of the lady detected a certain
shadow on her ward’s face that had never rested there
before. At any rate, she had never seen it. And now,
in her anxiety for all that concerned the welfare and
happiness of the girl, the lafly took her to her room, the
window of which overlooked the sea. By this time the
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storm had quite passed. The rain had ceased. There
was a delicious freshness in the air. The sea was
slightly ruffled by a gentle breeze. The sky was filled
with broken masses of picturesque clouds, and from the
rents in the cloud curtains the moon poured down a flood
of light that called into being great tracts of silvery sheen
on the dancing waters.

The lady drew the curtains from the windows so that
the beauty of the night might be fully revealed. Then
she seated herself in one of the window recesses, while
Christine occupied a stool at her feet, and rested her
white. hands on her guardian’s knees, while her eyes
were fixed on that beautiful picture of sea and sky and
silver moonlight. For a time there was silence between
the two. Mrs. Gairdner stroked the soft hair of the
girl, and allowed her to meditate; for meditation at
such an hour and- in such a place has a soothing ten-
dency, and is calculated to call the moral forces into
play.

“Tt is a lovely night, Christine,” whispered the lady
at last.

“ Yes, mamma, it is.”

“We “mustn’t stay away long,” pursued Mrs
Grairdirr, “ or our young friends will think us rude for
leaving them, and Alfred will miss you and grow
sad.”

“Ah!” sighed Christine.

® Why that sigh, dear? ” asked the lady.

“Did I sigh?”

¢ Of course you did.”

“ Now, Christine, darling, I want you to show your
heart entirely to me to-night. Up to an hour or two
ago I thought I knew it thoroughly. Now I feel as if
there was one little corner of it which has been con-
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coaled from me. In that corner lingers there a regret
at your approaching nuptials? Have you seen anything
in Alfred’s manner or conduct towards you which has
“caused you to think you have made a-mistake in select-
ing him as the keeper of your future happiness ? ”’

% Oh, no, no, mamma ! > cried Christine passionately.
“ Alfred is absolutely perfect, and I love him with all
my heart and all my soul. On him my hopes are set.
‘Without him I shall die.”” Ilere she burst into tears,
and, bowing her faco in her guardian’s lap, she sobbed
bitterly.

Mrs. Gairdner was not only surprised, but alarmed..

“ Christine ! Christine!” she said tenderly, ¢ what
isit? What distresses you? ”

Ilere Christine rose up suddenly, and stretching her-
self to her full height she dashed her tears away with
her handkerchief. Her guardian noticed that she was
pale as the moonhght shone upon her, and there was a
distressfil look in the,beautiful eyes which was
altogether foreign to them. ;

“Forgive me, mamma,” the girl said. “I am
foolish, very foolish, but this stupid fit will pass off.
Do let us go downstairs again, or I really @ think I
shall get melancholy.” >

The lady hastily drew the curtain over the window,
shutting out that marvellous picture, and then, taking the
girl’s hand, she said—

¢ Come, dear, let us go.”

Mrs. Gairdner’s distress was still as great as ever, but
sho felt it would be imprudent to harass her ward with
questions so long as she was in that strahge mood. 8o
they went down together, and as they ontered the well-
lighted room the young people were engaged in some
game; but Alfred Sinclair was standing apart. As

=



222 LINK BY LINK.

\

soon, however, as he saw his fiancée enter, he went
hurriedly to her, and whispered— .

“ Where have you been to, dearie? The room has
seemed empty without you.”

“T have been upstairs with mamma. We have been
admiring the beauty of the night. The heavens are a
poem, the sea a picture, such as the hand of man can
never paint.”

“I do declare you are quite sentimental to-
night,” returned Alfred, with alittle laugh ; and feeling
perfectly happy now that he was once more beside her,
lfe took her hand and led her to the centre of the room
to join in the game with which the guests were then
amusing themselves.

Later on in the evening Mrs. Gairdner drew him on
one side and said—

“ Alfred, I don’t think Christine is quite herself
to-night. It is nothing, of course, and will soon
pass away; but I want youa to Bpeak very kindly,
very soothingly to her; and, Alfred, ask her as you
have done over and over again, as I know you have,
if she loves you as a woman should love her future
husband.”

The young man started. It was the first time that
he had felt the thorn in the rose. There was a certain
suggestiveness in the lady’s words which caused him a
little pang of alarm. She noticed this, and said quickly
so as to reassure him—

“Don’t attach too much importance to my words. I
am apt to be supersensitive where the happiness of this
dear child is concerned and perhaps to-night I am a
degree nervous.’

In spite of this remark, the sting of the thorn still
made itself felt, so that Alfred experienced an anxiety
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that had never before troubled him since he first
became acquainted with Christine.

He was to remain there until the following day, and
when that night the others had left for their homes he
took Christine’s hand and whispered—

. “Let us go to the door, dear, for a few minufes
before retiring.”

She went with him willingly, and they walked
down the little garden to the wicket-gate, and before
them stretched the sea, whitened somewhat by the
wavelets that flashed and foamed, for the wind had
freshened. The sky was in part clear, in part covered
with great banks of clouds, but from the unclouded part
came the effulgence of the moon, and imparted to the
scene .an unspeakable grandeur. The lovers were
touched by this chastened beauty. What lovers with
a grain of sentiment would not have been? Love
begets sentiment, and very,little serves to call the senti-
ment forth. Alfred’s arm stole round the waist of this
dear woman, and his free hand grasped hers, and as he
thus held her, he said, in tones so low that they could
reach no other ears but hers—

»¢ Christine, is it possible > —pardon the Question,
dear—but is it possible that your love for me *could
cool ?”’

She raised both her arms and flung them around his
neck as she exclaimed—

“Oh, my darling, how could you dream of such a
thing ? I love you—I love you, Alfred, and nothing
on earth could change my love.”

He was happy again. The thorn was ‘withdrawn, its
sting was no longer felt. A few minutes later, as mid-
night rang out, they re-entered the house. Alfred was
going to lock and bolt the door, but Christine said she
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would do it. Ten minutes later he wished her a tender
good-night, and they separated. '

The morning broke. A stormy morning it was.
The wind had ¥reshened. The sea was tumbling on
the beach with a sullen roar, and the sky was overcast
with a heavy pall-like gloom. It wasa fitting morning
for the revelation that was to be made. Mrs. Gairdner
sent down word that she had a headache and would not
rise just then. The servant who brought the message
also told Alfred that she thought Miss Demmer was
sleeping, for though she had knocked at the door she
dad got no answer, whereupon Alfred requested the
maid not to disturb Christine, but lot her sleep, as no
doubt she was fagged after the preceding day’s exer-
tions. e then proceeded to take his breakfast alone.
The meal finished, he lighted a cigar and strolled forth
on to the beach. e was away over an hour. When
he returned he found the house in a state of wild alarm.
The startling discovery had Jbeen made that Christine’s
bed had never been slept in, and she was nowhere to be
found. Like a thunder-shock the news came upon him.
Mrs. Gairdner was almost mad with grief, and he was
not far gnort of being distracted. He certainly felt like
one wno had been stunned and dazed by a sudden blow.
Then he remembered Mrs. Gairdner’s words and the
little incident of the evening before, and naturally, very
naturally, his first thought was he had been shamefully
deceived ; but he put this thought from him almost as
soon as formed. Christine—his Christine—deceive
him? Pooh! the very idea was preposterous; yet many
minutes had no6t elapsed before horrible confirmation, as
it seemed, of his worst thoughts was forthcoming. A
letter was sent down to him. It was amongst some
that had just been delivered to Mrs. Gairdner. It bore
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the Berwick postmark. It was in Christine’s hand-
writing. For a moment he held the envelope, held it
withetrembling hand. Some intuitive feeling told him
that that missive was one of terribla import, and the
colour fled from his face. At last he tore the sealed flap
asunder, unfolded the sheet of paper it contained, ahd
with eyes that seemed to be starting from his head, he
read these lines—

“ Forgive me. I know I am hideously wicked, but I
cannot help it. I love another. I go to him. Seek
me not. Farewell!” : ,

The paper fluttered from his hand, and staggering ta
a chair, he sank into it, bowed his face in his hands, and
sobbed like a child that is stricken with uncontrollable
grief. At this stage Mrs. Gairdner entered. She, too,
was in a state of terrible mental depression. She
noticed his agony, and she saw the sheet of paper lying
on the floor. She stooped, picked it up, and read it.
Then with-a piercing ¢ry of agony, like one who receives
a deadly shock, she fell at full length, and remained
motionless. Alfred sprang to her aid, and summoned
further assistance, and the unhappy lady was conveyed
to her room, and medical aid called in. It reallysseemed
fof some time as if the unfortunate patient would not
recover, but slowly she returned to consciousness and
reason, and her sympathiesinstantly displayed themselves
for the broken-hearted lover. Taking his hand,she said—

“ You must forget her, you must forget her, Alfred,
and never again place faith in woman.”

How easy it was to give that advice. How easy to
say, “ Forget her;” but, alas! how hardy how hard to
follow it out. Forget the woman whom he had wor-
shipped ? Forget her, who hall been his heart, his life,
his dream P
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* No, Mrs. Gairdner, I cannot forget her. I will not,
dare not believe she is a free agent in this matter.
She who was so gentlo, so truthful, so honest, so sterlmg
There is some trickery. She has been bewitched.
Scome cursed power has been brought to bear upon her,
to turn her from the path she was treading. She must
be found. She shall be found. And not until I hear
from her own lips that her love for me is dead will I
believe it.”

Mrs. Gairdner shook her head sadly, and sighed—

“It is useless your seeking her. She who could
deceive us all like this is not worth seeking. I.et her
go. Let her go.”

Mrs. Gairdner’s bitterness against the ward whom
she had nurtured so tenderly, and whose happiness she
had studied for so many years, was perhaps justified,
as she viewed the matter from her point of view. - But
a true lover’s faith is strong; and Alfred’s. faith did
credit alike to his head ana heart. Leaving the dis-
tracted and deeply injured lady to her grief, he
hastened to Edinburgh and sought my assistance. He
told me _the woful story, told it all with the pathos of
one whose heart had been cruelly wrenched, and as a
lover who still loved, even though he had been deceived.

I am free to confess that, on the first blush, I was
almost disposed to believe with Mrs. Gairdner that it
was better to let the young lady go; better whistle
her down the wind a prey to fortune. It did seem to
me in the early stage that it was another terrible
illustration of woman’s inconstancy, man’s perfidy.
Another had fascinated her. She had lent a secret ear
to his pleadings, even wkile professing undying love for
this unhappy fellow who now appealed to me to trace
the path she had taken to her own ruin. However, I
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could not resist his appeal, and returned at once with
him to Berwick.

. We found Mrs. Gairdner still suff'ormg severely, and
the doctor had given orders that she was to be kept very
quiet. But when she heard that Alfred was in ’the
house, she insisted on seeing him; and when he told
her I was there, she insisted on seeing me also. Poor
lady! how I did feel for her, and sympathize with
her, she was so deeply stricken with a grief that seemed
as if it would surely press her into her grave. But
when I had been with her for some little time, when I
had drawn from her a graphic word picture of her ward,
and learned how all her life that ward had had the very
highest regard for honour and trnth, I began to think
that she could only have been won from the true
happiness that was hers by some strange machinations
that had made a slave of her will. Unless by a subtle
analysis of my own feeclings, I could scarcely tell by
what process of deduction 1 came to the conclusion that
there was some, at present, inscrutable mystery about
the affair, and if that mystery could only be cleared up,
a dliferent complexion might be put upon this vemark-
able disappearance. v

The letter which Sinclair had received was given to
me. It certainly did seem just the sort of letter that a
foolish girl would write who had allowed herself to be
led away. At the same time Sinclair gave me anothér
letter to read which he had received from her the day
before he went down to Berwick. He allowed me to
read this to show the contrast. It ewas an out-
pouring of the soul on the part of a young woman
who devotedly loved the fhan she was writing
to.” It was not a sickly sentimental letter, and yet
it ‘breathed love in every page. It bore, too, the

Q2



228 LINK BY LINK.

ring of truth and honesty. A woman who could
write such an epistle as that, and yet a few hours
later go off with some other man, would be a remark-
able woman indeed; and I asked myself if, after what I
had heard of Chustme s character, she was the woman
to do such a thing. Most certainly it struck me in
a very forcible way, and my idea that thero was
something extraordinary in the whole business was
strengthened. Presently I found myself comparing
that letter with the brief note sent to Sinclair after
the girl’s flight, and I fancied I detccted certain dis-
crepancies in the handwriting, and without mentioning
this, I requested that I might be allowed to take the
two documents away. The request was granted, and
when I returned home I carefully examined the
letters under a powerful magnifying glass, and came
to the conclusion that they had not been written by the
same person. The brief note announcing the flight was
a wonderfully good imitation of the love-letter, but a
critical examination and comparison of the letters
revealed an unmistakable difference in the writing.
The difference was so obvious that it quite justified
the oonclusion I came to; and I felt positive that
the note was a forgery. DBut that only served to
deepen the mystery. Who had committed the
forgery, and why had it been committed ? That cer-
t8inly was a problem that wanted much working out,
but I set to work to do it.

I lost no time in waiting on Alfred Sinclair, and if
it was consolation, I was enabled to console him by the
expression of a positive opinion that the note was a
forgery. This suggested naturally that the poor girl
was the victim of a vile conspiracy, but what the purpose
of that conspiracy was, could only be vaguely guessed
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at that stage of the proceedings. The letter had been
posted in Berwick on the same morning it was received
by “Mrs. Gairdner, and this, to my mind, was most
suggestive when taken in conjunction with the obvious
forgery. To a casual observer the writing was a gnod
imitation of Miss Demmer’s writing, but when critically
tosted and examined it presented such marked dis-
crepancies, that no one with pretensions to intelligence
could be deceived. Now came the question, Why had
the forgery been committed ? If Miss Demmer had
really eloped with a lover whom she preferred to her
affianced husband, why did she not write the letter
herself 7 T could really think of no reasonable theory
to suggest a why and wherefore of such a proceeding.
Consequently, I came to the conclusion that some very
deep and sinister design had actuated the forger, and my
opinion was—though I did not express it then—that
Miss Demmer had been inveigled away by some
specious argument, and was detained against her will.

Such a strong hold did this ideca take upon me, that
I deemed it expedient to go down at once to Berwick
and get the gu‘l’s history from Mrs. Gairdoer. The
pcor lady was in a very prostrate condition, bu.t the
urgency of the case made it imperative that there should
be no delay. She recognized this fact, and, therefore,
braced herself up for the effort. And when she had given
me all the details, as I have set them forth in the earky
part of this narrative, I inclined strongly to the belief
that Christine had been abducted by some of her
relatives, but for what purpose it was not, easy to even
guess at then.

I now set to work to try.and determine how the
young lady left Berwick. One little incident that
Sinclair mentioned to me was that, when they went into
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the house after standing at the gate for some time, she
would not allow him to bolt or otherwise fasten the
door. She had an object in that clearly, and she either
left it unfastened or studied the fastenings so that she
would know how to undo them easﬂy Her flight,
therefore, had all been prearranged. She must have
left very soon after the family had retired, for the
servants rose at six, and had she delayed until they
were up, her plans would have been frustrated. I.eav-
ing at the early hour she did, she could not have got a
train either going north or south. A horse and trap
leaving the town in the dead of night would have been
sure to have attracted attention, hut I could find no ono
who had seen such a thing. It, therefore, occurred to
me that she might have left by water; and, pursuing my
investigations, I came across some fishermen who,
returning from their fishing ground at about four in the
morning, noticed a strange steam yacht moving off from
near the shore, and heading for the sea. T ulso learnt
at the coastguard station that a steam yacht had been
noticed cruising about during the evening, dodging on
and off the land. Iler name could not be determined,
but a véry accurate description was supplied to me, and
I lost no time in telegraphing this description to the
various ports that it seemed to me likely she might put
into.

In a short time I got word that a steam yacht
answering the description, and called the Li/y, had put
into the Tyne, where she was still lying. T at once
started for Newcastle, and found the Li/y without any
difficulty. She was owned by a Tondon gentleman
named Bainbridge. The crew of the yacht, however,
had not seen him for a long time, as he was an invalid,
but they had received iustructions to steam from the
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Thames to the north with a gentleman whose name was
understood to be Ferndale, and whose orders were to be
obeyed. They went to Berwick, rowed to the shore at
~about two o’clock in the morning, and conveyed a
young lady on board. They were then told to proceed
with all possible haste to Newcastle, and, arrived there,
the young lady and Mr. Ferndale landed, and went to
London, it was believed.

These particulars most certainly did point, as it
seemed, to an elopement, but Mr. Ferndale was
described as an old man, probably sixty. This deepened
the mystery ; for was it possible that Christine woukd
have abandoned a handsome young fellow with brilliant
prospects like Sinclair, for an old man who might have
been her grandfather? My next step towards the
unravelment of this strange case was to hurry up to
London and seek an interview with Mr. Bainbridge, who
I found was in a very bad state of health. He did
not know Iferndale, nor anything about him, but his
son did, and it was through the son the yacht was lent
to Ferndale.

It became an easy matter to trace Ferndale through
Mr. Bainbridge’s son. I soon learnt that Ferndale was
a money-lender, with a somewhat seedy reputatior; and
as young  Bainbridge was, as I was informed, a wild
and extravagant young rascal, his friendship and con-
nection with Ferndale might be accounted for.

Forndale lived at Putney Heath in a somewhat
lonely house. It was detached and walled in. In a
few days I had gained this startling piece of informa-
tion. Mr. Ferndale had a young lady cbnfined in his
house. She was said to be a relative of his, and of
weak intellect,and he had undertaken the charge. It was
necessary for me to apply for a magistrate’s warrant,
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which was granted to me on my sworn affidavit that
Christine had been forcibly abducted from her guardian’s
care for some illegal purpese, and was detained against
her will. Armed with this warrant, and accompanied
by en officer from Scotland Yard, I went to Mr. Fern-
dale’s house, where we found Miss Demmer shut up in
a large room, the windows of which were barred with
iron bars. A woman had been appointed to look after
her, and the poor girl was in such a state of terrible
excitement and prostration that it was quite thought by
the servants in the house that she was out of her
mind.

Ferndale was not at home when we called, and we
removed the girl before he returned. I immediately
telegraphed to Arthur Sinclair that we had found her,
and he came up to London by the next train. The
meeting between the lovers who had been so cruelly
separated was of the most tonching character. When
she was able she told us <the following remarkable
story :—

Some time before she had one day been accosted in
the streefs of Edinburgh by a strange man, who told
her that, though she did not know of it, she had a siste.
living, but for reasons that could not then be explained
this sister had been cast off by her father, and was
living in London in a shattered state of health. Mrs,
Gairdner had been placed under oath by the late Mr.
Demmer never to allude to this sister, and never to
recognize her. Therefore, Christine was enjoined not
to mention thq subject to her guardian. At first the
girl was incredulous, but the man, in order to convince
her, and who represented himself as her uncle, showed
her letters purporting to have been written by the sister
—his niece—to him, praying and begging that Christine
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might be sought out, and entreated her to see her
before she died. The man—her assumed uncle—saw
Christine several times after this, and succeeded in so
“playing on her feelings that she was induced to write
to him, and ultimately to go to London clandestinely to
see the sister who was said to be dying there, and when
Ferndale knew she was to stay in Berwick for some
time he arranged to come there in a yacht and take her
south. She wrote a letter to her guardian saying she
would only be absent a few days, and would explain all
when she returned. She entrusted this to Ferndale to
post, but it is needless to say he never posted it; but m
its stead forged a note, seemingly written in her hand-
writing, and this he posted in Berwick, addressed to
Alfred Sinclair, That note was the one that first
aroused my suspicions.

When she got to 1"erndale’s house his motives became
apparent. Ile confessed to her that the story of the
sister was a fabrication, and le intended to keep her
there, representing her to be insane, unless she consented
to write to her guardian for five thousand pounds, which
was to be paid as the piiice of Christine’s liberty, if not
Ler life. v

A more audacious, more impudent, more ‘daring
scheme to raise money had seldom been concocted—at
any rate, not in this country, I'erndale, whose real
name was Ilopekirk, was really Mrs. Demmer’s brother
and Christine’s uncle; but he had led a most shady
career, and was in great pecuniary distress when he
resorted to this desperate course of raising money. He
had for a long time been in business as 4 money-lender,
but had latterly become involved through betting and
other transactions, and this had caused him to turn his
attention to his niece as an instrument whereby he
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might replenish his exhausted exchequer. In, this
wicked design I am happy to say he was thwarted. Of
course, it will be said that Christine Demmer must have
been a very weak:minded and silly girl to be deccived.
in such & manner and consent to go away, knowing, as
she’must have done, that the distress of her lover and
friends would be terrible. She certainly was foolish,
to say the least of it, and she had cause indeed to
congratulate herself that I was enabled to rescue her
from the perilous position in which she was placed at the
time I did. There is little doubt that had she not been
rgscued her mind would really have become unhinged.
As it was, she suffered very much from the shock for a
long time.

I had the satisfaction of not only restoring her to the
arms of her lover, but of bringing Ferndale to justice,
and in due course he suffered condign punishment for
his crime. '
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THE DEESIDE MYSTERY.

Dexsior was agitated in a way that it had rarely been
before. Throughout the district for many miles the
gossips retailed the news, with exaggerations and addi-
tions of course ; not that the affair was not mysterious
and strange enough in itself, but most people when
repeating a story are given to little variations to suit
their own particular tastes and views, and so when once
a rumour has begun to spread, he would be a wise man
indeed who would venture to predict the shape it will
ultimately assume before it is a thing of the past. The
Deeside folk did not often get anything in the shape of
an éxcitement, the weather and the crops, with an
occasionel comment on the political situation, and, of
course, the ¢ Kirk,” were the chief topics of conversa-
tion; and the round of life pursued in the country
districts was monotonous enough. Each season brought
its own particular work, each day its own particular
duty ; but each season and each day was solike Mhother,
that it was little short of a luxury if something
happened that afforded the population a new sensation.
The weather, of course, was prolific in change, for if it
was not blowing, it was snowing ; and if it was not snow-
dng it was raining; and two or three times a year the
sun shone, and that was regarded as such an event that
it was fruitful of talk for some time. Under such con-
ditions of existence people may really be pardoned for
rising to a pitch of excitenfent when anything extra-
ordinary does occur. As a rule, the Deeside folk were
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not an excitable race, on the contrary, they were
characterized as phlegmatic, and it was said by their
maligners that nothing short of a cataclysm could urge
them to increase the pace which they and their forbears
had moved at for generations and generations. But
now the news that was running like wildfire round the
country-side really did arouse them to unwonted activity,
and the consumption of whisky was almost as great as
it was when the funeral of some wecll-known and
popular resident took place. The cause of it all was
-this. A young man named Alexander Duff, who was
a* soldier, had been abroad with his regiment for five
years. e had come home on furlough to visit his
people. A week later, he started with a companion
named Archibald I’hilp for a day’s fishing on Loch
Davan. Thilp was a young man of about twenty, and
Dulf was six or seven and twenty. They were both
sons of farmers, and had known each other from child-
hood. They both belonged to the neighbourhood of
Aboyne, where their people had farmed for generations.

In the course of the afternoon Philp returned from
the excursion alone, and expressed great surprise that
Duft h%fl' not arrived. Ile said that they reached the
loch together, and procured a boat from an old man
named James M’Tavish, who lived with his wife and
half-idiot son in a lonely sheeling on the shores of the
loch. Old M'Tavish being confined to his bed with a
severe attack of rheumatism could not accompany the
young men, but he directed them to a particular part of
the loch where good sport was generally to be obtained.
Thither they went, and after fishing for a couple of
hours, Duff requested to bg put ashore, as he was not a
very enthusiastic fisherman, but had a smattering of
botany, and he wished to collect some plants. So he
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landed, saying he would come back in an hour, and his
companion returned to the fishing.

Several hours passed and Duff had not returned.

Philp, according to his own account, thought it was
rather strange conduct, but- attached no particular
importance to it; and as the day was waning he gathered
up the spoil and the tackle, returned the boat to
M'Tavish, inquiring of Mrs. M’Tavish if she had seen
Duff, but she told him she had not set her eyes on him
since he went off in the morning in theboat. So Philp
pursued his journey home alone, expecting, of course, as
he said, to find his companion there. However, Duff
was not there, nor did he come back that day, nor the
next day, nor at all. It was not until the second day
that any uneasiness was felt by his parents and relatives ;
and when the third day came without any news of the
absent man, foul play was suspected, and Thilp was
queshoned pretty severely, but he adhered to his state-
ment without the slighte&t variation. The fourth day
the suspicion grew that there had been foul play, and
it began to be whispered that probably the young men
had quarrelled in the boat, and Philp had pushed his
companion into the water. These hints and sgspicions
against young Philp necessarily caused his paredts and
relatives great annoyance, as well asirritated them con-
sulera.bly, so that between the two families there was
serious friction. But the clamour grew, and what was
at first mere whisperings swelled into loud accusatiens.
Although it scemed -a hopeless task, the loch™ was
dragged, but without result, and for miles and miles
around the country was searched, but atill no trace of
the missing man was got. The M’Tavishes could give
no information. The old mdn was in bed, and did not
gee the two young fellows at all, he giving them the



238 LINK BY LINK.

necessary information through his wife. Young
M’Tavish, a lad about two and twenty, was an imbecile ;
and all that Mrs. M’Tavish knew was that she saw
Philp and Duff go off in the boat, and later'in the
day Philp came back alone. Day after day went by,
and the extraordinary disappearance of young Duff was
the common topic of conversation. All sorts of
theories were suggested, but the balance of opinion was
certainly against Philp, although he and the missing
man were known to be great friends and very fond of
each other; while any motive for a crime beyond a
siadden quarrel could not be thought of. Nevertheless,
Philp’s arrest was advocated; but beyond the very barest
suspicion there was nothing to justify it then.

On the tenth day from Duff’s strange disappearance,
a shepherd, accompanied by two collics, was coming
through a wood on a hillside on the left shore of Loch
Davan, when one of his dogs showed great uneasiness,
and began to whine and howl, therr it suddenly rushed
towards a thicket and commenced scratching at the
ground. Not being Sunday, the shepherd whistled
for the dog, but it did not obey the summons, and the
shepher¥; thinking there might be a dead sheep there;
went to the thicket, when to his horror he saw a man’s
hand protruding from a heap of leaves which the dog
had scratched away. As it was obvious that there was
a dead man lying there, the old shepherd, without
disfurbing the ground any further, called his dogs off
and hurried for assistance.

In the course of half-an-hour, he and several others
returned to the ‘spot, the leaves were removed, and the
corpse of a man brought tq light. It was at once sus-
pected that it must be the body of Duff, but none of
those present knew him by sight, so they got Mrs.
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M’Tavish on the scene, but she could not pronounce a
definite opinion, as the face had been partly destroyed
by some animal; so Mr. Duff was sent for, and when
-he arrived he had no difficulty in idendifying the body
as that of his son.

As soon as possible a medical man was got “to
examine the body, and he found that the base of the
skull was fractured in a terrible manner, ipjuring the
brain in such a way that death was inevitable. Allthe
appearances pointed to the unfortunate young man
having been brutally beaten over the back of the head
with a blunt instrument. The instrument in all proba-
bility being a stick. Now it was certain that Duff did
not beat himself over the liead with a stick, and there-
fore it. was a case of murder; and with the weakness of
human nature to jump at hasty conclusions, people did
not hesitate to say that Philp had murdered his com-
panion, and this accusation certainly did seem justified
when the da.y after the dlscovery of the body young
Philp was missing. It then seemed to every one that
the young fellow stood self-condemned. If he was
guiltless, why had he gone away? His flight was
evidence of his guilt, surely ; and so the hue agd cry
was raised, and popular opinion was dead against the
fugitive. Ile had earned for himself a somewhat
unenviable reputation Ile was said to be unsteady,
and was fond of going into the towns and spending lus
time in public-houses ; and so having got a bad nanle,
the ready kick to hurry him down the hill was forth-
coming. Of course if he had committed the crime there
must have been a motive for it, and thd preconceived
opinion was that the motive was robbery. But on
Duff’s body his watch and chain were found, as well as
a sum of money amounting nearly to four pounds,
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“lnle on his finger was a gold ring worth a couple of
pounds at least. DBut while his money and his watch
and chain were all right, there was oue thing missing.
It was a scarf-pin, a very peculiar one, almost, unique
in its way, and one of which Duff had been very proud.
The story which he told to his parents about this pin
was as follows :—-

One day while he was in India he and a companion
were out in’a jungle in search of small game, when they
were suddenly confronted by a tiger, which, at great
peril and risk to themselves, they managed to slay. As
a souvenir of the event, Dull secured one of the animal’s
teeth, which, subsequently, he had had madeintoa searfpin
by one of the renowned gold-workers of Benares. The
tooth was swrrounded in the middle by a solid band of
chased gold, while at each end of the tooth a small but
very good diamond was sct, and, of course, the pin itself
was attached to the central band of gold. Altogéther,
it formed a very striking -article of adormmnent, and
Duff said it had been valied at from twenty-five to
thirty pounds.

Now this pin was missing. Where had it gone to?
Was it jn order to obtain possession of the geegaw that
the tefible crime had been committed ?

In a few days young Philp was captured. e was
traced to Aberdeen, then to Edinburgh, where he was
taken, and I was requested by his people to investigate
the matter. He emphatically protested his own inno-
cence—not that there was any importance to be attached
to that; and he accounted for his flight by saying he
was half-mad with fear when he heard that the body
had been found, for he felt sure he would be accused of
the crime, and so in a ¢houghtless moment he fled,
That was a very plausible story, but no one believed if.
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Nor could they be expected to do so. Opinion, in fact.
was dead set against him ; and as in cases of this kind
the vast majority of people never dream of bringing
their reasoning powers to bear, Philp was condemned
before he was tried. Every detail, every fact of the
case really did seem to tell against him, so that the
popular feeling was excusable. Nor was it to be
wondered at that the people were incensed and irritated.
Their district was a peaceful one. Scandal there was,
and gossip, and backbiting, and envy, jealousy, and all
uncharitableness; but then these are the common
attributes of the human mind, and display themselves
in every part of the world, but, of course, are more
conspicuous in small communities. Murder or any
other serious crime, however, was very rare indeed on
Deeside ; consequently so mysterious a crime as that of
the Loch Davan murder was bound of necessity to cause
a tremendous sensation, and the good folk could not be
oxpected to hold their tongues on such an unusual
occasion.

I found young Philp a very commonplace sort of
person. His mind was a bucolic one pure and simple;
ard never having travelled, and with no ed: watmn
beyond such as a lad whose occupation in life was that
of the plough and the pitchfork was likely to have, his
ideas were cramped, and his views of the responsibilities
of life narrowed to doing a certain amount of dmly
la.bour, and for the rest eating, drinking, sleeping, and
enjoying himself. Of course, his notions of enjoyment
were not characterized by any testhetic tendency.
Flirtations with the feminine members *of his class,
smokmg, an occasional spree with certain boon com-
panions, and a day’s fishing or shooting now and again,
might be said to represent his notions of what true
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enjoyment meant. These, of course, were mere animal
enjoyments, but he was utterly incapable of any mental
ones. ’ -
Now, such a man might or might not be equal to a
crime such as that he was now charged with. This
expression, perhaps, is a little ambiguous. Therefore,
let me explain. He would not commit so brutal a
murder from any absolute natural depravity, because he
was no worse and no better than tens of thousands of
his kind, and if he was led into battering the life out of
a fellow being, and that being his friend and companion
from childhood, it would be either because some
unusually irritating influence caused an accession of
blind, brutal, unreasoning passion, or because cupidity
was awakened by an irresistible desire to unlawfully
possess himself of that which otherwise he could not
acquire. I therefore endeavoured to make a study of
him, with a view to determine in my own mind if he
was likely to be the victim of the blind, unreasoning
passion. The conclusion I drew was by no means of an
affirmative character. An outbreak of ferocity would,
in his case, be synonymous with an outbreak of madness,
and there was no sign or trace of any kind that he w-s,
or could have been, so afflicted. Tho impression he
gave me was that he was of a peculiarly sympathetio
and phlegmatic temperament, not likely to be aroused
from its wonted placidity by any conceivable cause.
He had no consciousness of having a nervous system in
the psychological sense, but his animal functions were
very active indeed. This view of mine was fully borne
out by the Ccharacter given to him throughout the
district, even by those who were most prejudiced
against him. On the other hand, I certainly did think
that cupidity might make him its slave, though even
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then I could not imagine a person with such a sheepish
nature resorting to so desperate a means to gain what
he coveted. Steal he might, but murder seemed to me
an act he could not commit, no mor¢ than a sucking
babe could lead an army into action ; at any rate, nota
murder such as that charged against him, and which
could only have been perpetrated in a whirlwind of
fury. I have already said that according to my
analysis of him such fury was impossible in his case.
Let there be no mistake as to my meaning, which I
wish to make very clear. I should have been a bold
man, indeed, to have said at that early stage of the pro:
coedings that young Philp did not commit the murder.
Indeed, every detail and every circumstance clearly
pointed to him as the culprit, and the evidence, as cir-
cumstantial evidence, was particularly strong. DBut then
I dived deeper beneath the surface of external appear-
ance thau the general public. It was my business—a
business I had qualifted for by loug training and experi-
ence—to be able to comprehend the subtleties of the
human mind, and gather something of the motives of
the human heart, nor was I likely to be influenced in
ary degree by the prevailing vulgar prejudic®§ To
reason dispassionately was a duty with me, but it was
also a quality inseparable from my nature. In this
instance I was called upon, not to fiud out the strong
links in the chain which others were endeavouring fo
coil round the young man, but to discover the weak
ones. And admitting cupidity as the influence that
might have led him to his fall, it was difficult to under-
stand why, having so far committed hiniself as to kill
his friend, he did not possess himself of the murdered
man’s watch and chain, ring, and money. That he
failed to do this suggested itself to me as a flaw so
R 2
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serious in the chain that it could never hold together.
It is true Duff’s remarkable and valuable scarf-pin was
missing, and that was considered by most people’as a
sufficiently strong motive for the commission of tiie cruel’
crime. The pin was coveted, the man was murdered,
and the pin was stolen, and the covetousness prompted
the murder.

Well, that view certainly presented the case in a light
which might be said to bring the erime home to the
accused. But for my own part I thought that if Philp
had done the deed for the mere sake of stealing the pin
%e must have been a consummate fool, and I could not
think he was such a fool as that act would have stamped
him as being. For, firstly, he could not possibly have
worn the pin, as that would have led at once .to his
detection, and to attempt to dispose of it would have
been no less dangerous, for an untravelled man of that
kind had a very limited market at his command, and so
unusual an article of adornment: as the tiger’s tooth,
with its gold mounting and diamonds, was almost cer-
tain to arouse the suspicions of any one to whom it
might have been offered. ~ What, then, did Philp hope
to dogvith it? 'Was he merely actuated by the wish fo
have it in his possession? If so, then the miser’s
instinct must have been very strong within him.

I did not ignore the fact that many reasons might
have been adduced to justify the belief that he committed
the crime simply for the sake of the pin. For 1nsta.nce,
some people would have said—* Oh, no doubt his in-
tention was to go out of the country, to go beyond the
seas, and there sell the pin.”” Certainly such a thing
came Just within the bounds of possibility, but I could
not conceive it probable Philp knew nothing of the
world from actual experience beyond his own limited
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region, and he knew nothing of it by reading, for he
was not a reader. It is true his friend Duff had
travelled. His soldier life had taken him to foreign
countries, and he may have told Pkilp such exciting
stories of the wondrous sea, the brilliant tropics, and
the glowing land of India as to fire him with a desire to
know them for himself; but, then, in that case his mind
must have been capable of being inflamed and excited,
and my belief was that his want of imagination and
generally phlegmatic disposition precluded the idea of
his being worked upon in such a way.

I have dealt somewhat exhaustively with the
psychological and logical aspects of this case, because it
was altogether a remarkable one, and my interest in it
was very great; therefore, I want to show how I
brought my own judgment to bear, and exercised my
own reasoning power, to determine the possibilities and
probabilities of the accused man’s guilt, and the reader
who has followed me so far will have gathered that I
considered the evidence against Philp, so far as its
circumstantiality went, as being weak and lacking in
that essential of oompletene%s, without which it was
inadmissible. N\

Leaving the theoretical and coming now to the
practical part of my inquiry, which was directed to
proving the young fellow innocent if he could be proved
innocent, for it may be said that I held a brief for the
defendant, I proceeded to the scene of the crime.
Those who know the region of Loch Davan will know
its picturesqueness and general wildness.

The spot where the murder was committed was a
very lonely one. Itwasa wood on theupland that rises
from the lake on the left, looking north. The body
was found in a small thicket of undergrowth that filled
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up a saucer-like hollow. The chances were that the
dead man might have lain there undisturbed till the
sound of the last trump, had the instinct of the shep-
herd’s collie dog xot led the animal to the spot. + ¥rom
the edge of the water to the unhallowed grave was
nearly half a mile, and from this fact I inferred that
the unfortunate man had been killed close to where he
was found, for there were no distinguishable signs of
the body having been dragged any distance, and none of
a struggle having taken place. Philp’s story was that
his companion got tired of the fishing. 1t was rather
slow work, it appears, for the weather was not favour-
able to the sport, and the finny denizens of the lake
were unusually shy. Therefore Duff, having some
knowledge of plants—which was true—expresgsed a
desire to be landed in order that he might amuse him-
self by botanizing. Appearances certainly favoured
the accuracy of the story, for the search for botanical
specimens would lead the victim to the wood. More-
over, in his pocket a blank book was found, and between
some of the leaves were specimens of ferns, lichens, and
moss. Now, was it feasible that Philp could have
placed gthe plants in the dead man’s book in order to
give colour to his story ? Such a theory really seemed
too improbable for any serious consideration, so I
bestowed no attention upon it, but accepted the story of
the botanizing as true. The next step was to determine
thé method of the murder. The injuries which had
been inflicted were on the back of the head. There
were none whateverin front. What was the deduction
to be drawn from that? There was but one according to
my way of thinking. It was this—Duff was absorbed
in his occupation, and wa8 probably stooping to pick up
something or to examine & plant he had collected, when
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the murderer creeping stealthily up delivered a swinging
blow with a heavy stick, which caused Duff to pitch
forward on to his face, and then he was beaten about the
‘back part-of the head until life was extinct. I had
very particularly inquired the position in which the
body lay when found, and I was assured that the face
was uppermost. L'his tended as I believed to strengthen
my theory ; for after he had been killed he was turned
on his back in order that the tiger-tooth pin might be
drawn out of the cravat ; and the possession of that pin
was the sole aim and object of the slayer. Having
possessed himself of it, he thought of nothing else, but
at once made good his escape, after having cunningly
heaped leaves over the dead man for his shroud.

From the examination of the scene of the crime, I
went to the cottage of M’Tavish, which stood at the
south end of the loch, and within fifty yards of the-
water. M’Tavish was a Highlander, well stricken in
years, and a martyr to a painful form of rheumatism,
which at times quite confined him to his bed. That
was the case when the two young men went to hire his
boat on the fatal day. Mrs. M’l'avish arranged the
transaction, and by direction of her husband fold the
young men where they were likely to be most successful,
and the spot to which sho directed them was in a bee-
line with the place where Duff’s body was subsequently
found.

Mrs. M’Tavish was a woman of sixty or so, and #she
and her husband had lived in the neighbourhood the
greater part of their lives. lle had originally been a
gamekeeper in the service of the Duke of ——, but his
rheumatio complaint had compelled him to abandon
that calling, and his Grace g#ve him money to purchase
the boat, and he had permission to fish the loch, and he
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made a little money occasionally by letting his boat out,
as in the case of Duff and Philp.

This old couple had had three children. Two had
died in youth, and the third, who was a congenital -
imbecile, grew up, and at this period he was about
thirty. During my interview with his mother and
father he was present. He sat on a chair and swayed
his body to and fro in a meaningless yet rhythmical
way. His face was wizened and pinched up. It was
the face of an animal—not a man. I don’t know that
I ever saw a human face that resembled an animal’s so
much. The eyes were full of a deadly cunning; the
general expression was that of a hyena. As I talked
to his parents he seemed to take no motice of us, but
every now and then he broke out into a wild, fierce
laugh, a sort of eldritch screech in fact, that was
peculiarly eerie.

I questioned Mrs. M'Tavish very closely as to
whether she had noticed any signs of excitement in
Philp on the day of the murder when he brought the
boat back. DBut she was emphatic in her assertion that
he was perfectly calm, and betrayed not the slightest
symptog of being flurried. ¢ In fact, he was as cool and,
collected as ever a man could be,” she said, “and
seemed much puzzled at his friend’s absence.”

At this moment Dugnl M’Tavish, the idiot, broke
mto his cerie screech again, and sent a thrill through
me.” I turned quickly and looked at him. lle was
still swaying from side to side, but on his face was such
a look of devilish malignity, and from his eyes there
gleamed such «a strange light of ferocity, that I
positively shrank from lnm, and suddenly there leapt
into my brain the question®—

“Is it possible this idiot is the murderer ? ”’
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That question begot a lightning-like train of cogita-
tions. The murder for the sake of the pin was such a
one-as an idiot might commit. The cunning with
which it had been carried out was suggestive of the
cunning of some human animal. This pitiable speci-
men of a man was extremely likely to have bBeen
attracted by the sight of the bauble, and the innate
cunning of his shattered brain suggested to him to kill
the owner in order that he might obtain possession of
the pin. The pin being the only thing stolen, and the
watch and chain, money, and ring being left, was con-
sonant with imbecility. The brutal ferocity with
which the murdered man’s head had been battered
suggested the act of an unreasoning savage.

These thoughts flashed through my mind, and, turn-
ing to the woman, I said— :

* Come here, Mrs. M’Tavish. I wish to speak to you.”

She followed me to the other room. Then, looking at
her straight, I asked, Was your son Dugal out on the
day this crime was committed ?

She did not seem to notice the point of my question,
and answered frankly—

« “Yes, I think he was. He went out to fetch down
some sheep from the hillside for a neighbour.”

I happened at this moment to turn towards the
communicating door of the two rooms. It was ajar,
and the space framed a hideous and revolting face. It
was the face of Dugal. He had risen from the chéir,
and was watching me. As soon as he saw he was
observed he withdrew, and once again the roof rang
with the eldritch scream. I felt then that I had at last
discovered the murderer of young Duff. Once more
addressing the woman, I askel, “ Is your son dangerous
at any time ?”
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“Oh, no. He’s perfectly harmless, puir body, and
woulda’t hurt a fly.”

“ You’ve never had to confine him ? ”’

 Lor’ bless yoy, man, no! He’s been like that ever:
since he was born. I used to pray when he was a wee
lad ¢hat the Lord would take him, but it wasn’t to be,
and so we’ve done our best for him. He’s a sore trial,
and his affliction’s very painful to us, but we bear our
sorrow with resignation, for it’s the Lord’s will.
But, puir thing, puir thing, he’s just as harmless as a
lamb.”

I thought to myself that only a mother could have
seen his lamb-like qualities, and I was sure that if the
imbecile had been living anywhere near a town he
would have been confined in an asylum as a duurmrous
lunatic.

In alittle while I left the cottage, but returned shortly
after in company with two gamekecepers from the
neighbourhood, who, as they ‘informed me in the course
of a conversation, by no mcans shared the mother’s
opinion as to the lamb-like virtues of Dugal. They
considered that he ought to have been placed under
restrainf long ago.

Assisted by the two men, I proceeded to thoroughly
search the cottage, to tne evident surprise of Mrs.
M’Tavish and the obvious distress of her invalid
husband, while her imbecile son seemed to regard our
movements with utter indifference. My search was
directed towards finding the stolen pin, if it were there.
In that I was not successful, but I found a shepherd’s
crook, the iron,of which was bent. 1 was induced to
examine this crook critically, and I found what I was
convinced were blood-staiss on it. So I had it wrapped
up and conveyed it carefully myself to Aberdeen, where
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it was microscopically examined by the professor of
chemistry in the University. He pronounced the
staims as blood, beyond all doubt, but whether human
‘or animal he would not say. But what was of greater
importance, several hairs were discovered adhering to
the iron ring where the hook joined on to the wootlen
staff. These hairs were unquestionably human, and
were identical with Duff’s hairs. This staff, then, was
the blunt instrument that had been used to beat the
victim to death, and the hands that had wielded it with
such brutal force were the hands of the imbecile Dugal
M'Tavish. At any rate, in view of my discovery,
it was felt that no evidence would lie against Philp,
and after due inquiry he was released, but M’'Tavish
was ordered to be taken to a lunatic asylum.

Of course, to many people this was an unsatisfactory
termination of the caso. They considered that Philp’s
innocence had not been sufficiently clearly established,
and tilou’gh they were afraid to openly say they
believed him guilty, thers is no doubt they thought it.
About three years later old M T'avish died, and his wife,
having no means of subsistence, and being very frail,
Jad to go to the workhouse in Aberdeen. Then the
owner of the cottage in which they had lived so long
proceeded to pull it down, as he had no further use for
it. In the course of the demolition the workmen found
under the boards of ono of the rooms the missing tiger-
tooth pin. The diamonds were wanting. They had
evidently been picked out. 'Who could have concealed
the pin where it was found if not the idiot Dugal ¥ And
if he did not commit the murder, then no murder was
committed. But the fact is, that pin had inflamed his
mind. Very likely he saw®Duft land from the boat,
and followed him, or he may have met him in the wood.
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But whichever way it was, no one with a spark of

intelligence could dream that it was Dugal M'Tavish,

who slew the young soldier, whose life was sacrificed for

the sake of the bauble he had preserved of his prowess”
in India when he encountered the tiger.
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MOTHER JUBAL'S TRUMP-CARD.

OxEk of the most remarkable of the psychological aspects
of—if I may so express it—the born eriminal is the per-
sistency with which he will defy and break the law.
Although, as a rule, the habitual eriminal is a craven
who dreads anything that affords him discomfort or
J:roducos physical hurt, he will, nevertheless, risk angd
ceur the severest punishment rather than forego indul-
gence in his peculiar tastes. Crime is to him as much a
necessity as strong drink is to the dipsomaniac. This
may be said to raise the question as to the moral
responsibility of habitual criminals. It is argued, aud
to some extent rightly so, that the criminal who takes
to erime us a dudk tekes to water is as much a vietim of
hereditary transmission as is the victim of scrofula,
phthisis, cancer, and other forms of disease. On the
other hand, some people maintain that early moral
&raining will entirely stamp out the criminal instinct.
Unhappily statistics and experience show that this is
not to be depended upon. Of course, moral training
must always have a tendency to develop the higher
qualities of the mind, and beget a better understanding
of the responsibilities of life, of the duty one man dWwes
to another as members of the great human family, and
a more respectful regard for the laws laid down by
communities of people for their own safe-guarding, and
the protection of their interests in- their dealings one with
another. But this argues frepossession of a certain
roceptivity on the part of the person brought under the
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influence of good training, for,in the absence of the
receptive faculty, all attempts to teach are useless—as
useless as trying to grow grapes from thistles. I am
aware that this doctrine raises a very nice poiut which
might prove the text for exhaustless argument, for it
wili be said that if the human mind is capable of
receiving bad impressions, it may be equally influenced
by good ones; but I am disposed to take exception to
that, and to assert that in the same brain the power of
acquiring evil knowledge may be very strong, while
that for good is very weak, or may not exist at all.
Then comes the question, If that is so, ought not thg
naturally depraved to be treated as Leings affected with
infectious and incurable disease ?

I use the word “ infectious ” in this connection with
a full understanding of its import, for can any one
acquainted with criminal life doubt that crime is infec-
tious, and that one criminal may make many more?
This induces the somewhat curious speculation as to
whether or not we should stamp crime out if, assuming
it to be possible, we killed off every known criminal
and the offspring of every such criminal. The student
of human nature will answer in the negative, and &
agree with him, for unhappily the doctrine of original
sin militates against any other answer, and then all
experience teaches us that the human heart is innately
wicked. 'Where the senses are refined, the moral per-
cegtion strong, this innate wickedness may be kept in
permanent subjection; but in the character of every man,
though he approximates to a saint, there is some flaw,
and perfectior—strive we never so well—cannot be
attained. All we can hope for is that by a constant
striving to avoid the evil 8t this trunsitory state we may
qualify ourselves for that perfection which is to be
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required when we pass from this sublunary sphere to the
sources of light and truth.

A* human being who has become hardened in crime,
‘and is undeterred by the dread of punishment, ought
never to be regarded in any other way than as a vicious
animal. Indeed, he is an animal in the worse sehse,
and his constant war with society and his ceaseless
opposition to the forms of law and order beget in him a
dangerous cunning, a cunning rendered all the more
dangerous because it is controlled by a higher form of
reasoning power than that which appertains, for instance,
o the fox, which is generally supposed, though
erroneously, to represent the most acute phase of
cunning to be fouhd in the lower animal kingdom.
Such,a being, therefore, is a pest, a danger, and in
dealing with him all sentiment of whatsoever kind
should be eliminated from our consideration. The
hnman animal who \Vllfully destroys a fellow-being’s
life shou‘ld be hanged without compunction, and the
tears of cdmpassion should be reserved for the victim,
and not shed for the murderer, as there is a tendency
to do in this morbidly sentimental age; while he who
£lches his neighbour's property, who robs the orphan
and the widow, who cheats the confiding and weak,
should be dealt with according to the measure of his
guilt, but always severely, for it has been proved beyond
doubt that leniency towards crime is a fatal error. As
the habitual drunkard can only be cured by draltic
measures, so the habitual criminal can only be kept in
check by a full straining of the powers of the law.
Once let a criminal conceive the notionethat the law is
ineffectual, or weak, or disposed to be graundmotherly,
and he will take advantage o? it, impelled by the belief
that he Las more to gain than to lose. We who have
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to deal with wrong-doers know that they are in a certain
way given to estimating chances for and against. If
any one who breaks the law was perfectly sure he was
going to be founyl out, is it likely he would jespardizo-
himself? But he knows that, while there may be
many risks, there are a good many chances in his
favour, and that is how the higher form of cunning is
developed. He tries to circumvent the Argus-headed
justice, with its thousand and one eyes, and very
frequently he succeeds. IHis cultivated cunning defeats
the intelligence of justice. The consideration of the
yarious pomts I have advanced is so decply interesting
that I am tempted to pursue the argument, but space
forbids. I am going to give fdrce to my remarks,
however, by telling the story of the life and death of a
very remarkable person—a woman named Jubal Lee,
but who in her later years came to be familiarly known
as ‘“ Mother Jubal.” Why the name of Jubal was
bestowed upon her it is difficult to say, unles$ it was a
mere freak on the part of her parents. Jubal was born
in a Glasgow poorhouse. Iler mother was one of those
wretched beings who tramp the country in the
greatest wretchedness, living heaven alone knows how
or why. Herrecord was by no means good. Her father
subsequently committed suicide to avoid being captured
and compelled to answer for the death of an unfortun-
ate whom he had grossly and cruelly assaulted. Her
mother was an habitual drunkard, and in the end died in
a pauper lunatic asylum.

It is not necessary to go back further into the
genealogical history of the family, but if one did, proof
would, no doubt, be forthcoming that Jubal Lee was the
offspring of a deeply impfegnated criminal stock.

Jubal was born in the winter time. Her father at
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the time of her birth was serving a period of imprison-
ment for highway robbery, and her mother had been
tramping the country for months, and was in a deplor-
able sta‘e of misery, so she sought shelter in the
poorhouse pending her confinement, and one dark,
dismal December day her tainted offspring was usheed
into the world. It is on record that from that time
forward, for sixteen years about, the child and her
mother were frequently inmates of the house. What
became of the father during this period is not known.
He had taken himself off, and was not heard of until the
assault case mentioned above. Then, when he found
the hue and cry growing too hot, he ended his useless
life. Her mother died suddenly in the asylum. She
had lpng been ailing, and though far from an old
woman was worn out. One night the rickety mac-
hinery stopped suddenly, and Jubal’s mother ceased
her wanderings for ever. She was buried in a pauper’s
grave. Not a tear was shed, not a sigh heaved, not
even by her daughter, Jubal, who cared nothing for
her mother, nor for any other being in the wide world.
She was considered to be a thoroughly depraved and
heartless girl, with a very large element of the serpent
in her. Nevertheless, some attempts were made at
this time to reform her, and impart some book know-
ledge to her, but Jubal would have none of it. She
held her own ideas as to how she would lead her life,
and she was not going to be guided by any #ne
else.

It is not conceivable, having regard to the wretched
stock from which she sprang, that she aould have any
beauty of either mind or body. Nor had she. Mentally
she was warped ; physically she had no more attractive-
ness for the ordinary eye than a toad. But she was a
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factor in the great human sum, and had to be reckoned
with, and she was destined to cause a good deal of trouble
before she departed for that bourne whence no trateller
returns. - )

Jubal showed a fine partiality for her native town.
Sho had been born in Glasgow, and she stuck to
Glasgow. No doubt Glasgow would rather have fore-
gone the honour of owning her, but it could not help
itself. For the first ten years following on her mother’s
death this interesting young woman figured in the
police reports almost as often as Sunday figures in the
calendar. Her offences were chiefly drunkenness and
petty larceny. She consorted with thieves and the
worst of characters, and though “she was lacking in
intelligence in the higher sense, she was conspicuqus for
an intelligent cunning which often enabled her to
outwit those who were opposed to her.

A city missionary once took her in hand. " Ho
flattered himself he could make something of her, and
he resolved to try. She was not thirty at the time, and
he did not regard her, as many did, as a hopeless case.
She affected to listen with interest to his eloquent
appeals, and while doing so she in turn appealed to the-
generosity of himself and certain philanthropic ladies
with whom he placed herin touch, and so successful was
she that she obtained money to a considerable amount,
and clothes that might have lasted her for years. At
last she was exhibited as a splendid example of a true
convert, and as a brand plucked from the burning.
She was pointed to as a refutation of the sneers about
tea-fighting ladies being lacking in philanthropy and
city missionaries in enterprise. The big drum was
beaten loudly, and the phblic were asked to walk up.
and view this reclaimed savage. There was no decep-
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tion, ladies and gentlemen. It was the genuine article.
The baser metal had been converted into pure gold.
The ¥ dear sister ” of the gutter had been brought into
the fold, and there was joy amongst the angels. Jubal
must have had a good time of it while it lasted. Some-
times, possibly, she may have felt tempted to fly at the
throats of the grandly-dressed dames who came to view
her through their gold-rimmed spectacles when she
appeared at some tea fight or missionary meeting, but
who, figuratively speaking, gathered their skirts about
them and kept at a distance, lest there should be one
.Spot about her that had escaped the moral scouring,
and which might be sufficient to contaminate them.-
But Jubal knew her book, according to vulgar phrasing.
She saw her chance, and she proved that she wasn’t quite
the fool she was deemed to be. She managed to exact, one
way: and another, from the pockets of those who were
trying so hard to scour her, a sum exceeding one
hundred and twenty pou:ads She played upon one
lady’s feelings so well and cleverly that she was the
richer for it by a goodly number of pound notes, besides
many unconsidered trifles in the shape of clothes. But
all things come to an end. Jubal had been a nine days’
wonder, but the novelty was wearing off. The goody-
goods who tried to win their way to heaven by an
outward and ostentatious display of charity wanted a
new excitement. They-could not always be smgmg the
praises of one convert. The most beautiful thing may
pell in time. Our senses may grow weary even of the
scent of orange blossom, and our palate become satiated
with ambrosial nectar. So it was it Jubal’s case.
However interesting she was at first, the interest wore
off. She saw that, and, metaphorically, extending her
fingers and puttmg her thumb to her nose, she gathered

s 2
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up her spoil, went back to the gutter, and the angels
ceased to rejoice.

How Jubal must have grinned as she counted her gains.
A free gift is no zobbery, and as what she had-got had
been given to her, she had not been guilty of stealing,
however much she might have bamboozled the givers.
No doubt after this she was regarded as such perfectly
hopeless soil that no good fruit could possibly grow upon
it, for no more missionaries or philanthropic ladies
troubled themselves about her.

With the money that Jubal had thus acquired by her
olever performance in the laughable farce of ““ The City,
Missionary and the Reclaimed Sinner,” she set up in
business as a rag and bone merchant. Those who
knew her best—namely, the police—were probably not
deceived by this new departure, which was regarded as
a move to enable her to trade and traffic in property whose
rightful owners had been unlawfully deprived of it.
However, until that was proved against her the law
could not interfere.

At this period there was a large patch of vacant land
abutting on Duke Street. It was a howling waste, the
receptacle for all sorts of rubbish, the happy huntings
ground of the unwashed urchins of the district during
the day, and the resort of human birds of prey at night.
Sometimes these monsters swooped down on unsuspect-
ing passers-by—for the wilderness was bounded by a
half-formed street on each side—and having stripped
them of their valuables, plunged again into the darkness
of the waste. Occasionally it happened that some
alcoholized idiot having the key of the street sought the
waste in order to sleep off the effects of his debauch, and
80 sure as he went there, 80 sure was it that everything
about him of the slightest value would be filched. It



MOTHER JUBAL'S TRUMP-CARD. 261

is recorded that once or twice the inebriate on waking
found himself with not an atom more covering him
than he had when he first entered the world.

The ‘Duke Street boundary line of this Alsatian
Sahara was a row of four small houses. They were
one-story houses, and the one at the end nearest the city
was fitted as a shop. Formerly it had been occupied by
a barber, but he had permanently given up shaving,
having been gathered to his fathers. I he shop and
house remained empty for a long time, and at last Jubal
took possession of it. TFor years the houses had been

_in a dilapidated and tumble-down condition. There
had been lawsuit after lawsuit about them owing to dis-
puted ownership. ‘And as the legal vampires sucked the
orange dry, the peel withered; that is, the houses fell
into ruin. At last the Courts decided on the owner-
ship. It was proved that the rightful heir was a poor
woman, far advanced in years, who gained o miserable
living by hawking.. She hud no means of her own, and
could not afford to lay out one penny piece to put her
property in an habitable state of repair. She knewJubal,
and with an eye to the main chance, which evidences her

- superior cunning, Jubal made an offer to the old woman,
which the old woman accepted, and Jubal actually
became a property owner. At least, so the tradition
runs, and it is something more than a tradition, for it
is certain that she entered into possession ; she opened
the shop as a rag and bone shop, and she let the 8ther
houses as lodgings to most questionable characters.
She thus became a public nuisance, but the broom of
municipal improvement was not yet strong enough to
sweep her and her property into the dust-bin of oblivion.
It was soon after Mother J&tbal was installed as a pro-
perty owner that I made her acquaintance. The prefix
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of ¢ Mother ” had not then been added to her peculiar
name. ILee was her surname, but she had never been
called by it. It was always Jubal. It was. un-
common ; it was striking; it took people’s fancy,
and so she was distinguished as Jubal by the
fratprnity of which she was so conspicuous a member,
and by-and-bye they bestowed upon her as a title of
honour (from their point of view) or regard the prefix
of ¢ Mother,” .and far and wide she came to be known
and referred to as * Mother Jubal.”

Let me describe her as I first knew her. She was
probably little short of forty, but looked much older.
Her hair was iron grey, the skin of her face exceedingly
like a piece of old and mildewed parchment. She was
a little woman, with an angular, bony figure, upon
which her clothes hung as they might have hung on a
broom handle. The general expression of her features
was the very concentrated essence of cunning and deceit.
I don’t think any one having the s]ightest claim to be
considered a judge of character could have looked into
that hard, cunning face and have said that Jubal was
capable of respecting the truth, or of doing a good deed,
it so clearly indicated ingrained villainy ; while under-
lying all was a suggestion of latent ferocity. It wasa
face that repelled, that was calculated to beget a
shudder in any one of a different feather to herself. It
made the thinker sad to contemplate that by a long
prooess of sin the human countenance can be stamped so -
prominently with the signs of some of the worst passions
of which our common nature is capable.

I had been commissioned to keep an eye on Jubal, as
there is little doubt she was trading in stolen goods.
But there wasn’t a dodge she wasn’t up to, and so
craftily did she work that it was difficult to get such
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legal evidence as would warrant an arrest and lead to a
conviction. The class of wretches she had dealings with
would not betray her, for she was of great use to them,
and amongst criminals and evil-doers there is a rigid
freemasonry ; and in such a case as Mother Jubal’s it
was by no means easy to get the necessary legal proof.
Of course the creature knew this. She knew she was
being watched, and she was as wary as a tigress which
scents danger to her cubs.

One day a notorious rascal was wanted. He had
long defied capture. I got on his trail, ran him down,
and found him lying perdu in Mother Jubal’s premises.
*I unearthed him, of course; brought him before the
beaks, and had the satlsfactmn ultimately of hearing
him sentenced to a long term of imprisonment.

Of course there might have been a chance at this time
of bringing Jubal to book on the grounds of having
harboured & known criminal. But difficulties lay in
the way here, and .it was deemed advisable to let her
stew in her own gravy a little longer. After this she
became an intolerable nuisance. The sanitary authori-
ties of those days were not noted either for their energy
or the strict enforcement of the regulations framed for
the benefit of the city generally. DBut Mother Jubal
roused them to a sense of the duty they owed the public.
She had allowed her property to get into such a vile
condition that she was summoned, and compelled, after
many fines had been inflicted, to show a little regard for
public decency and health,

For me personally she entertained a bitter and fierce
enmity, and this enmity was incregsed in virulence
when I suddenly presented myself at her place one day,
and told her I had come to make a search of her
premises, as I had reason to suppose she was in posses-
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sion of some stolen goods. Never shall I forget the

remarkable picture she presented when I made known

my business. The shop was small and lumbered up

with a collection of horrible rubbish. There were rags’
and clothes so ancient that they seemed in the last
stage of rottenness, and piles of bones that exhaled a

nauseating and pestiferous efluvium. There were

hundreds of dirty bottles, heaps of metal scraps, pieces

of lead and iron piping, and two or three tubs contain-

ing putrid grease, the refuse and scrapings of kitchens,

and which helped to still further poison the air of the

den.
* Between me and the owner of this repository of horrors’
was a small broken-down counter. “She was grimy and

foul herself, as foul as the things around her, and when

she learned my errand her ferocity displayed itself in a

remarkable way. She seemed to possess all the savage-

ness of the wild feline tribe. She rested her bony hands

on the counter—and they were singularly suggestive of

claws. She craned her long, scraggy neck as she leaned

towards me, and snarled fiercely, showing her broken

and blackened teeth.

“Yah !’ she hissed, “ you want to search my place, do
you. Well, you can do it, but devil a thing will you
find that don’t belong to me. Whoo! I wish I could
spit poison. I would blind you, I would. You and the
likes of you is a curse to us poor folk.”

“Pon’t excite yourself, Jubal,” I remarked, with a
laugh, “or you may be ill.”

“ Bah! go to Jericho,” she exclaimed. * Jericho”
was not the word she used.

“You see, Jubal,” I continued, *“if you would lead a
decent and respectable life you wouldn’t be troubled
with the law’s representatives.”
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“I am as decent and respectable as you are,” she
screamed almost at the top of her voice.

“¥rom your point of view possibly,” I remarked,
“but then we don’t all see alike.”

I proceeded to carry out my duty, and during the
whole of the time she snarled, hissed, and uttered curses
upon me, and when I was compelled to confess that I
had failed to discover anything that would render her
liable to answer to the law, she executed a pas sewl
of perfectly fiendish delight, and flourishing her
skinny arms about my head in a menacing way, she
Jyelled out—

“Yah, cm‘se you! TI’ve done you this time, and I'fl
do you again.”  °*

“ Perhaps, and perhaps nof,” 1 said sententiously,
and laying a strong emphasis on the ““ not.”

“S—s—s—sish ! ” she hissed, like an angry rattle-
enake ; *“you are not clever enough to trap me any way.
I’ve done you before, and I’ll do you again, I say.”

She had allowed her feelings to run away with her
discretion, but I did not think it worth while to prolong
the argument, so, advising her to keep out of danger,
I took my departure, with her rusty, raucous voice
ringing in my ears as she breathlessly poured forth a
volley of abuse on my devoted head.

Soon after this I left Glasgow and went abroad. I
was absent for nearly five years, and then returned. I
had almost forgotten all about Mother Jubal, but I-3oon
heard that during those five years she had given no end
of trouble, and had been convicted over and over again
of petty offences. Her property still stood. It was
found most difficult to shift her. A good deal more
than the value had been offefed, but she refused it. Of
course it was bound in time to be swept away, but it
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was a question of time. Improvements were being
effected all round. The waste had been cleared and
houses erected on portions of it, and the ramshackle
hovels of Mother Jubal could not be allowed much
longer to offend” the public taste in such a way.
Already legal steps were being taken to compel her
either to sell or rebuild, but, as every one knows, the
law very jealously guards vested rights and
interests, even of such an abandoned creature as Mother
Jubal, and therefore there were technical difficulties to
contend against, which were at once irritating and
annoying. Moreover, she had got hold of a disreput-
#ble and unprincipled solicitor, who eked out a living by*
defending evil-doers in the policescourts, and he was
generally known as “ the criminal’s lawyer.” He was
dangerousand a nuisanee, because he was wellacquainted
with all the forms of law, and as he had nothing to
lose, but everything to gain, in Mother Jubal’s case, he
was resolved to make a hard«fight. However, I was
destined to hasten the end in a way that no one could
have anticipated.

A burglary of a very daring character was committed
at the house of a well-known Glasgow tradesman, who'
resided with his family near Helensburgh. 1e was a
wealthy man, and lived in good style. The robbery
took place on a Sunday evening while the family were
at church. The thieves took a ladder from a house in
the gourse of erection not far off, and by means of this
ladder they got in through a bath-room window which
had been left open. They then proceeded to ransack the
place for valuables, and carried off everything worth
carrying off in the shape of plate and jewellery. The
owner of the house beingea great yachtsman, he had
won many prizes in the shape of cups, vases, &c., and -
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as these were all of solid silver, it is needless to say the
gentlemen of the night appropriated them. The booty
which the rascals secured was valued at several hundred
pounds, so that the enterprising burglars made a good
haul,and whatlsmore,they gotclearoff #7iththe property.

The case was placed in my hands on Monday, and I
was asked to use the most energetic measures to capture
the thieves and recover the stolen cups, if it were
possible to do so, for the owner set great store on
these trophies, and nothing could compensate him
for their loss. Several days passed, however, without
any arrest being made; but during this time I kept
t sharp eye on Mother Jubal’s premises, for somehow
I got it into my head that she might be used as a
medium for the disposal of the property. It was about
o week after the robbery, that pretty late one night I
saw a fellow leave her house who was very well known
to the police. It was close on midnight, and I had been
\\atching the place for nearly three hours; for though
the shop was shut up a light was still burning, and this
with one or two other trifling signs aroused my sus-
picions. At last the door opened very cautiously ;
Mother Jubal herself appeared, glanced up and down the
street to assure herself that there were no confounded
police or detectives about, and then, withdrawing, a man
came forth and walked rapidly away. I followed, and
was enabled to identify him without his being aware
that any one was on his track. IIe proved to be a
desperate ruffian, whose name was John Lamont, but
who was familiarly known as ‘“Blueskin.” He had
been several times convicted, and was regarded as ‘‘ an
incorrigible.” As soon as I saw him come out of
Jubal’s place I felt that my, suspicions were justified,
" and I determined to increase my vigilance.
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On the following evening he went again to Mother
Jubal’s and remained for some considerable time. I
knew that he was lodging at a low house near 3tobs-
cross, and I made up my mind to search this. place for
evidence of robbery My search was so far successful
thgt I found somé broken silver spoons, which, from the
description I had, I identified as part of the property
stolen, so my next step was to arrest ** Blueskin.” In the
meantime, however, he must in some way or other have
got wind that he was being watched, for when
wanted he was nowhere to be found. Ie had made
good his escape so far, but I was satisfied in my own
mind it was only temporary, and that he would soon
be captured, for he had once been 4 soldier, and he bore
a great scare on his face, the result of a terrible wound
he had receivel. This scar made him very conspicuous,
and by means of it he had been arrested on previous
occasions. _ .

I now proceeded to Mothet Jubal’s place, feéling sure
that at last I should be able to bring her to book, and
clear the city of one at least of its troublesome char-
acters. When I arrived there I found the shop closed,
and I got no response to my repeated knocking, though
I knew Jubal was inside, as I had heard her moving
about. I had a colleague with me, and I sent him for
further assistance, as I made up my mind to break into
the shop rather than be defeated.

My companion soon returned with two other men,
and we held a consultation. Then once again I
hammered at the door and called on Mother Jubal in
the name of tha law to give me admission, but at first
this produced no effect, and I sent for a crowbar in order
to effect an entrance. §ubal must have recognized
now that resistance would be useless, for she opencd
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the upper window, leaned out, and with the re-
markable snarl which so strongly resembled the' snarl
of some savage animal, she demanded to know my
business.

“I want entrance into your prediises, Jubal,” I
answered.

“ What for ?”

“To search them, as I have reason to think you are
concealing some stolen property.”

“Go to kingdom come!” she shrieked, only she
substituted a place for ¢ kingdom come.” ¢ What do
you come here disturbing me for? Iamill, and wasin
bed when you knocked. Go to kingdom come, I say *
T’ve got no stolen goods here.”

“Well, if you have not, you’ve nothing to fear,” said
I; “but, any way, I'm going to satisfy myself, so open
the door.”

“1 sha’n’t,”” was her polite answer.

“Then I shall bave to use this key to effect an
entrance,” I said, as I held up the crowbar.

“I tell you I've got nothing,” she howled hoarsely.

“Then why don’t you let me in ?

“You are not coming in. This is my own place, and
you have no business here.”

“I have business.”

“You are a liar!”

“For the last time, in the name of the law I
command you to give me admission,” I said stegnly.
-Then a little more persuasively I added, “ Now, look
here, Jubal, don’t be a fool. The law is too strong
for you; you cannot defy it, for it will conquer in
the end. If, as you say, you have no stolen goods

. concealed in your place, why object to my satisfying
myself P ”’

-
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“TI tell you,” she screamed again, *you are mot
coming in here.”

“And I say I am.” ’ )

Here she leaned half-way out of the window. The
daylight had almost faded, but there was enough to
enable me to see that her ugly face wore a look of
absolutely devilish hatred. I don’t know that I ever
before saw such an inhuman gleam shoot from human
oyes. It almost seemed as if she had becomo trans-
figured, and now represented some cruel demon who
had taken on human shape, and the passion that shook
her and the hatred that filled her made themselves
‘manifest in her thick, gutteral voice.

“Look here,” she hissed betwWeen her set teeth,
“I’ve got to clear off a reckoning with you, arnd, by
God, I'll do it if you don’t go away and leave me
alone!”

“I’'ve argued with you long enough,” I nnswere!ﬁl
sharply. “I have a duty,to doyand I am going to
do it.” Here I ordered one of my men to ply the .
crowbar.

“Stay!” she yelled in that same raucous tone. I
give you warning that if you come 1nto my place you
come at your peril.”

“ Oh, I'll take all the risk,” I answered.

“You are a fool,” she replied. ‘ You think you
are going to win, do you ?”

“Well, I venture to think it won’t be long before I’ve
caged you,” I said. ' .

She broke out into a laugh ‘that absolutely made me
shudder. It really wasn’t like the laugh of a human
creature at all, but it reminded me of the half laugh,
half howl of the Indian fackal or the African hyena.
Any one who has ever heard either of these fierce
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animals, as they scent their prey in the night, will
understand what I mean when I say that Mother
Jubals laugh almost made me shudder. It washorrible
and blood-curdling. A crowd had collected, and I
heard more than one person say, “ WhY, she’s mad.”

“ Look here, you devil!” she screamed, addressing
herself to me. “ You think the game’s yours, do you ?
Well, go ahead but I've got a trump card that will
astonish you.”

She withdrew, and banged the window down, and
undeterred by her menace and covert threat, I ordered
the door to be broken open. A few vigorous blows of
the crowbar soon told. The woodwork was shattered;
the lock yielded, amd the door flew open. The shop
was in darkness, and all was silent. I certainly did
think it was rather ominous that Mother Jubal should
be sp quiet, and, suspecting mischief, I told my men to
bo cautious. We paused outside for some moments to
light a couple of lanterns'we had with us, and to that

, pause nv doubt we owed our lives. What followed it is
almost difficult to describe, but I will endeavour to
convey some impression of my own experience and
sensations. I suddenly seemed to be lifted off my feet
and hurled through the air. A hot blast swept over
my face, and an awful flash of fire blinded me. In my
ears sounded a confused roar, something like the roar of
an angry sea lashing a rock-bound coast, and heard
from a distance. I thought thatthe heavens had byrst,

othat the stars were falling, and the end of all things
had come. Then a dreaminess stole upon me, and I
remembered nothing more.

When I recovered consciousness—for I had become

. unconscious—I was in bed, with bandages about my
head. I had been injured, though not severely, and I
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was told that in a few days’ time I should be able
to get up. My anxiety to know what had happened
was, as may be imagined, very great. But the .news
was withheld from me for a while, as I was suffering:
from shock to the nervous system, and it was deemed
advisable that Ishould be kept quiet. Onthe followmg
day, however, a paper was brought to me, and in it I
read how Mother Jubal had played her trump -card.
Being driven to bay, she had fired a keg of gunpowder.
At least it was supposed to be a keg; but how she fired
it, and what quantity of powder was there, would never
be known. She involved her own place in absolute
fuin, and the adjoining premises were shattered almost
to pieces. I myself had been bloawn right across the
road, and unhappily one of my companions was killed
outright, while some of the bystanders were more or
less injured, ome boy seriously so, owing to a large
stone falling on his head. Had the explosion beep
delayed a few minutes I and'my agsistants would have
been inside the shop, and could not possibly have escaped
death. The poor fellow who lost his life must have
been in the direct line of the explosion, and received the
full shock of it. And touching Mother Jubal herself,
what had become of her ?  Well, she had so effectually
played her last card, that very little of her
was left. Later, when the ruins came to be searched,
charred and blackened pieces of human remains were
found. These were collected together; identification
was impossible; but could any one doubt that the
desperate and ferocious Mother Jubal had blown herself
into etemlty ? It was an awful end to an awful life,
but Jubal is a painfully interesting psychological study.
She presents us with a phase of human nature which
unhappily is not as rare as one might be disposed to
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think. She was a moral monstrosity, and one may
rightly speculate as to what extent she was a respon-
sible deing. Her death was certainly a gain to the
community at large, and she saved the authorities a lot
of trouble. Ier physical fragments were placed in a
box and buried in a dishonoured grave, and it may
safely be said that no living soul mourned her loss.
A very careful examination of the débiis that made up
the ruins of her house brought to light a quantity of
the property that had been stolen from Helensburgh.
Subsequently ¢ Blueskin ”’ was arrested, together with
several other men, against whom the robbery was
clearly proved, and they all received long sentences of
imprisonment. Motker Jubal’s trump card, therefore,
did not deter the law nor save the sinners. But it
caused her to cease from troubling &ny more, and it very
effectually and expeditiously settled a good many legal
(lifficulties that had cropped up with reference to her
property. He trumpard, therefore, gave her opponents
the game.
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THE STORY OF A BRACELET.

O~NE morning a lady, handsomely dressed, entered the
shop of Mr. Frank Henderson, a well-known Glasgow
jeweller, and inquired if she could have a Lracelet made
from a special desxgn, as she wanted it for a birthday
present for a niece. She was asked if she had the
,design with her, whereupon she produced a somewhat
elaborate drawing of what she said she required. It
was altogether an original design, and the jeweller was
much struck with it. The setting of the bracelet was
to be of the finest ‘gold, and the stones were to be
diamonds, rubies, and pearls. After carefully exarmin-
ing the design, the jeweller said he had no doubt he
could make such an ornament, hut as to the cost he
would have to go into figures about that and send her
an estimate in the course of a day or two. That
seemed satisfactory to the lady, and she gave her name
and address as—

Mgzs, MaupeE JouxsoN VERE,
27, Park Quadrant,
West IEnd Park.

As soon as she had taken her Jeparture the jeweller,
as an ordinary business precaution, turned up the digec-
tory and searched for Mrs. Maude Johnson Vere’s name,
but did not fipd it, neither at the address she had given
nor elsewhere. That was evidence at least that the
lady did not reside permanently in Glasgow. How-
ever, as the order had not yet been given, and it wab
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time enough to take precautions when it was, he pro-
ceeded to work out the estimate.

Mr. Henderson had gained a reputation for
specialities in the way of jewellery, especially bracelets
and brooches, which he mostly designed himself, and he
made a boast in his advertisements that all his gocds
were manufactured on the premises, and that conse-
quently he was enabled to compare very favourably
with London prices, while the workmanship was quite
equal to anything produced in Liondon. In consequence
of these statements, he had got together quite a large
connection, and he was entrusted with orders on all,
sorts of occasions. There was nothing, therefore, out
of the way in a lady requesting to have a special
bracelet made. But when he came to work out the esti-
mate he found that the article could not be produced in
the style she wanted it, and with the number of stones
e. it that she had enumerated, for a less sum than .
“fourteen hundred pounds. ., As he thought probably
she would consider that too high, he addressed the
following note to her :—

“ ESTIMATE FOR BRACELET.

“ DEar Mapam,—I find that to produce an article
identical with the design you have been good enough
to submit, and of the quality you expressed a desire to
have, would cost fourteen hundred pounds. As presum-
ably you did not contemplate going to such an expense,
I w111 suggest that you will allow me the®pleasure of
déSigning something for you. For two or three
hundred pounds I can give you an article which, I am
sure, will be satisfactory in every way. Waiting your
further commands, I am madams your obedient servant,

“FraNnk HENDERsON.”
' T 2
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The next day the tradesman received the following
indignant reply from the lady :—

¢ Sir,—I did not make any inquiries from you. as to
what you woulll produce a design of your' own for.
Moreover, you had no right to assume that I should
consider fourteen hundred pounds too high, as I am not
aware that I said one word that would have led you to
suppose I was anxious to limit the price. \What I asked
you for was an estimate for my design, carried out
exactly in accordance with my instructions. I gather
now from your letter that you can produce such an
*article as I require for the sum of one thousand four
hundred pounds. I will accept that estimate subject to
the gold and jewels used being the very best of their
kind. The bracelets is required for a present for a
favourite niece of mine, who attains her twenty-first
birthday in two months’ time, when she betomes
possessed of a large fortupe. If, therefore, you dre -
willing to accept my order; you must contract to have
the bracelet completed and delivered in six weeks frone
date. Let me know at once if this meets your views.—

Yours truly, :
“(Mrs.) MAUDE JonnsoN VERE.”

On receipt of this note Mr. Henderson deemed it
advisable to make some inquiries about the lady before
deciding to accept her order ; though, as a preliminary,
h8 sent her a reply saying he was quite prepared to
execute her commission, and asking if she would_pav
cash in advance, as in that case he would allow her a
discount of 4en per cent. To this she returned an
answer that she was not going to pay for a thing she
had not seen, though®he could have a deposit if he
wanted it.



THE STORY OF A BRACELET. 277

The tradesman’s next step was to send a confidential
clerk to the lady’s address to make some inquiries, and
he was informed that she was believed to be highly
respectable, and a lady of position and good connections.
She had lived there for some monthe, and received
a good many people, all of whom appeared to be w=ll
to do.

So far, then, this was satisfactory, and the jeweller
advanced another step by writing again to the lady to
say he would be happy to place her order in hand at
once, and he requested the favour of a cheque on account
for two hundred pounds.

To this she sent a cheque on the Bank of Scotland
for one hundred, and told him that he could have the
balance immediately on completion of the order.

So far, then, the matter seemed satisfactory. The
tradesman had a hundred to the good so far, and he was

ot likely to part with the bracelet until he had received
the remainder. So he at onge put the work in hand, for
thoe time allowed for its completion was short enough, as
the setting required very delicate and careful workman-
ship.

In dus course tho tracelet was finished. It was
ready, in fact, four days before the time stipulated, and
Mrs. Vere was notified by letter that the article was
ready and subject to her orders. 'Whereupon she wrote
to say that unfortunately she was confined to the house
with a bad cold, and could not go out; but if Mr.
ITendarson would be good enough to send the bracelet
the following day for inspection, if it was satisfactory,
a cheque would be handed to him at once. All this, of
course, seemed perfectly bond fide; but Henderson
resolved to go to the house hitnself with the bracelet,
and in accordance with this resolve he arrived there at
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half-past three, the time named in the letter. He was
ushered into the drawing-room, and after waiting for
about ten minutes a young man appeared. He was an
exquisite dandy, spoke with a drawl, and seemed to be
a masher of the first water.

He said he was Mrs. Vero’s son, and that his mother
was very poorly, and was on board of a yacht lying
down at Greenock, as she had been ordered to take a
little coasting trip. DBut if Mr. IIenderson would not
mind going down to Greznock to let Mrs. Vere see the
bracelet his expenses would be paid and the cheque
would be handed to him. Young Vere proposed to
accompany the tradesman down to the yacht. After
soms little hesitation, Henderson decided to go, and so
he and the exquisite young man set off for Greenock.
Arrived there, young *Vere made his way to a yacht's
boat which was in waiting, and, embarking in the boat,
he and the jeweller were conveyed to a large yacht
anchored below Gourock. ‘lenderson was conducted
down to the cabin, which was exceedingly well furnished,
and here he found Mrs. Vere reclining on a couch with
a costly rug over her, and sitting beside her was a
‘well-dressed man, tall and powerfully built, and very
dark.

¢ This is my husband,” the lady observed, indicating
the dark gentleman by moving her hand towards him.
Henderson bowed, and at once drew from his pocket the
cade containing the bracelet, which was displayed,
glistening in all its pristine glory, lying on a kad of
velvet. The lady took the case with the bracelet in it,
and proceeded.to examine it. The husband, however,
did not appear to take any interest whatever in the
affair, but, rising, he lighted a cigarette, and strolled to
the end of the cabin, where there was a piano, and,
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sitting down, he played a few bars of a waltz. In the
meantime, the lady was engaging the jeweller’s atten-
tion by asking him questions, and the son was close to
her, apparently absorbed in the contemplation of the
really beautiful bracelet. Suddenly, without the
slightest warning, a powerful arm was passed round the
jeweller’s neck, and he was half-strangled. The arm
belonged to the husband, and he was possessed of such
strength that he held the unfortunate jewellerin a vice-
like grasp, preventing him from uttering a sound. It
was obvious now to the unfortunate man that he had
fallen into a den of thieves, and he concluded that his
"last hour had come. While the husband held him sb
that he was utterly powerless, the son drew some cords
from under a settee, and dexterously wound them round
Henderson’s body, binding his Iands and legs in such
a way that he could not possibly move. By this
«ime the jeweller, who was a small and delicate man,
was exhausted, and felt ac if he was dying. Possibly
some signs in the captive’s face alarmed the husband,
who released him, and then he and the son carried him
into a small cabin leading out of the saloon. There he
was placed, bound hand and foot, on a couch, and was
told that if he made the ~lightest noise he would be
killel. Then the door was shut and locked.

It would appear that at this stage Henderson was so
overcome by the rough handling he had received, as
well as by the prospect of losing his valuable property,
that he fainted, and he had reason to suppose he must
have remained unconscious for some time. When he
next recovered his senses the motion of the yacht made
it obvious that she was going out to sea, and now it so
far became clear to the jeweller what was intended.
He had been trapped and inveigled by the most
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specious arguments and plausible statements, and the
adventurers, having got possession of the bracelet,
were carrying Henderson off, but with what ulterior
objeot he could not even guess at, but it seemed to him
 that they could have but one aim in taking him in the
yacht, and that was to murder him. This thought
caused him the keenest agony, and he made the most
desperate efforts to free himself from the cords ; but they
had been only too effectually fastened, and he could not
release his hands or feet. And now, to add to his
misery, he was sea-sick, for the yacht was dancing about
in a very lively way, and as the wretched man was not
used to the sea his sufferings were very great. Hewas’
in total darkness, too, and he concluded it was night.
The vessel was pitching and rolling very considerably,
so that the sea must hiive been very rough. DProstrate
as he was with sea-sickness, and bound hand and foot,
the poor man could do nothing. But the suspense was. .,
dreadful, and the uncertainty as te his fate made the -
situation almost unbearable; while to add to his mental
torture was the thought that his wife and family wou’ld 2
be distracted by his absence.

Hour after hour went by, and the only sounds he
heard were the whistling of the wind and the roaring of
the sea. At length the door was opened, and a man
appeared holding a lantern. The man was the tall,
dark, powerful fellow who had done the garrotting.
Behind him was another man—a stern, determined-
looking fellow; and behind him again the exqujgite
youth who had said that he was Mrs. Vere’s son. But
now he was attired in oil-skin trousers and a blue pilot

jacket.
« Now, look here,” saidsthe husband to the captwe

“ No doubt you set a value on your life, which is in our -
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power. Wae could easily deprive you of it by slipping
you overboard, bound as you are, and no one would be
any the wiser for it. But we don’t want to proceed to
‘such an extreme measure, and therefore, if you will
promise to be quiet, we will release you, and set you on
shore. Say, is that a bargain ?”’ .

The jeweller recognized how utterly useless it would
be to try and make terms with these desperadoes, who,
.having resorted to such extreme means to deprive him
of his property, were not likely to have much regard for
his life, if they thought he was likely to place them in
any danger. So he answered— .

“ As I am absolutely in your power, I must submit
to your will, but I must protest againsi the barbarous
treatment to which you have subjected me.”

“That was necessary,” answereldl Vere.

“From your point of view, not from mine,” said the

weller. ’

But stnee I am suffering torture, I beg of you to
release me from these cords.”

Without another word Vere and his son began to
loosen the ropes, while the third man held the lantern.
At last Henderson was released, but he was so cramped
and his limbs ached to such a degree that he could not
stand, and the son procured him some brandy and water,
which revived him considerably. His first impulse was
to fall upon his captors and fight for his life and
property, but a very brief reflection served to convifice
him that the odds against him were far too heavy, and
that he would be sacrificed. So, hard as it was to have
to do so, he submitted quietly to his fate, and ho was
led on deck. Dawn was just beginning to break, and
he saw the outlines of a singularly bold and rocky
éoast, against which the sea was breaking in long lines
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of white foam. Young Vere and the other man
disappeared over the side of the yacht, which was hove
to, and they went down a rope ladder into a boat.
Then Vere told Henderson to follow, which he did, and
as soon as he was in the boat Vere joined them. The
painter was then cast off, and young Vere and the
other man took an oar each. They were evidently
practised rowers, for they rowod well although the sea
was very rough. It was clear also that they knew that
part of the coast intimately, for they pulled direct
between two masses of rock that rose up sheer from the
sea, and which formed the enirance to a little natural
‘bay where the sea was quite calm. The entrance was
very narrow, and considerable careehad to be exercised
to prevent the boat being dashed against therocks. At
last the little craft gltded into smooth water, and she
was headed direct to a long strip of hard, white sand,

on to which her bow was run, and lenderson was then
told to alight. :

“ Will you tell me where I am 2 he asked.

“ Ask no questions,” was the gruff answer from Vere.
‘ Be thankful that you are not at the bottom of the
sea.”

The men now pushed the boat off, and with
rapid and powerful strokes of the oars took her beyond
the rocks again, and she disappeared from Henderson’s
sight. Although the light had increased, it was still too
dagk for him to discern much, so he sat down on a piece
of rock to rest and think. It may well bo imagined
that his thoughts were gloomy enough. Ie was
exhausted too,and very weary, the consequences being
he fell asleep, and when next he awoke he waslying on
the hard, white sand. 'Phesun was highin the heavens
and shining brilliantly, and on standing up and looking
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about him Hendersom saw that the place where he had.
been landed was a singularly wild rock-bound coast,
and She only living things to be seen were thousands
of seabirds. He felt very weak for the want of
nourishment, so he resolved to try and get to some
habitation.

For a time he followed the trend of the coast as well
as he could, hoping to come to either a coastguard
station or a fisherman’s cabin. But all was desolation.
The place was the haunt of seabirds only; so the
wretched man mounted some cliffs and struck inland,
and after a time he came to a wild moorland road
runmng across a dreary expanse of boggy land. For
twoq or three hours ho followed this road, when to his
great relief he met a man on horseback, and from him
he learnt that he was in county Donegal, Ireland.
This man set him on his way to a little town ten miles
ff. But so exhausted was he that he did not reach the
place until nightfall The first thing he did was to
telegraph to his friends. Then he tried to partake of
some food, but was unable to do so. Ile obtained
accommodation at a rough, little inn, where in the course
of the night he was seized with serious illness, which
speedily developed into brain fever. The loeal doctor
did his best for him, and, having ascertained his address,
telegraphed for somebody to come and take care of him.
As soon as possible his son and a daughter arrived on
the scene. For nearly a month, however, the unfor-
tunate man remained unconscious of his surroundings.
At any rate, he was unable to give any coherent
account of his adventures, and, of courge, it was all a
mystery to his family and friends as to how he came to
be in Ireland. They though®, however, that he must
have been seized with illness immediately on leaving his
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place in Glasgow, and in a fit of mental aberration have
wandered to Ireland without knowing where he was
going to. Naturally they were greatly concerned about
the valuable bracelet, which they knew he had taken
away with him, but until he was able to give some
rational account of his adventures they were powerless
to act.

At length he recovered so far as to be able to relate
his astonishing experiences, and then not a moment was
lost in communicating with the police. Mr. Henderson
was at once removed to his home in Glasgow, and all
the particulars of the case were given to me with a view
to my endeavouring to recover the stolen property, and
to bring the thieves to justice. The audacity of these
people almost exceeded belief, and the unusual course
they had taken to get tlear of the country proved that
they were no ordinary swindlers. At the same time it
led me to believe that there was not much chance of:
either getting the bracelet buck or. capturing the gang
of thieves. It unfortunately happened that Mr.
Henderson failed to ascertain the name of the yacht in
which he had made such an unpleasant passage. But,
any way, the Vere family—if that was really their namo
—had got such a long start that, if they made good use of
it, they were not in much dangerof being brought to book.

On inquiring at the address in the Park Quadrant
"where Mrs. Vere had lived, I found that she was
regatded there as a very quiet and accomplished
lady, and her husband and son were much liked. They
had lived in the house about a twelvemonth, but since
they had left it, was made evident they had swindled
right and left, and it soon came out that they had
obtained thousands of pounids’ worth of goods, for which
they had never paid.
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Pursuing my investigations, I found they had hired
a yacht called the White Witch. She wasa large yacht
of 180 tons, and was the property of a deceased gentle-
man whage executors found a difficulty in selling her at
a fair valuation. They were, therefore, glad to accept
the offer to hire her which was made by the Veyes.
The hire was to be for three months, and, of course, the
Veres engaged their own crew, and no doubt they took
good care to have people about them whom they could
trugt. We found out that the yacht had been taken to
the Mediterranean, where she cruised about for some
time, and at last sailed up the Tagus to Lisbon. There
the Veres disappeared, and the yacht was seized for debf
by the Portuguese suthorities. At this point trace of
the swindlers was lest ; but it was clear that they did
not remain in Portugal, or they ¥ould have been heard
of, gs it is not difficult to find foreignersin that country.
It was probable they had crossed the frontier into
Spain, und so escaped. A% any rate, not a sign of them
was forthcoming, and I abandoned the quest. Poor
Mr. Henderson, although he had quite recovered his
health, had by no means recovered his spirits, for the
loss he was called upon to bear was a heavy one; and
then his dignity and pride, of course, had suffered very
considerably. He was pleased to think himself a cautious
and far-seeing man, but he had been thoroughly out-
witted, though the way in which it was done was so
ingenious and olever that a smarter man than heavas
might well have been taken in.

Some six or seven months later I happened one night
to be in the Edinburgh Theatre Royal, when I noticed
a young lady and gentleman in one of the boxes. The
gentleman was & young man,*four or five and twenty
perhaps, dark-complexioned, and good-looking. It
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seemed to me, as I observed him, that his face was very
familiar, and I began to puzzle my brains trying to
think where I had seen him before. But I could f no
time nor place, por recall any incident with which T~
could connect him. After much -cogitation, how-
ever, I came to the conclusion that I had never seen him
in the flesh, but had seen his likeness. Then it flashed
upon me all of a sudden that he was young Vere, whose
photo I had obtained possession of during the time I
was trying to get on the track of the Vere family. ,Of
course there was a possibility of my being in error, so I
resolved to act with great caution. T shadowed the,
young man, and found he was staying at one of the
hotels, and that the young lady—té whom he was pay-
ing his addresses—was the landlord’s daughter. Ie
was known as Robert Yearson. He and the young lady
had been acquainted for some time, and he was con-
sidered to be a man of position and a member of a goods~
family. "

In the face of all this it grew upon me, and I became
convinced that Pearson was none other than Vere, and -
80 I determined not to lose sight of him. Three weeks
later it came to my knowledge that he was to leave for
London that night, and in the same train in which he
travelled I also travelled. When he reached London
the following morning he took a cab and drove to
Russell Square, and in the house he went to I learnt
ther® was a Mrs. Dearson living, and she was
supposed to be the mother of the young man. Nothing
much was known of them ; they were very quiet people,
considered to ba highly respectable, and paid their way.
They had been there about three months, and were
believed to have come froth abroad. I managed to get
a sight of the lady, and though in some respects she
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did not answer the description I had of Mrs. Vers, in
others she did. I therefore telegraphed to Mr.
Henderson, asking him to come up to London, as I
wished him to try to 1dent1fy a person we were both
anxious to meet. He at once complied with my request ;

but as we did not wish to arouse the suspicions of the
people we suspected we had to act with great circum-
spection, and it was three or four days before Mr.

Henderson was able to see Mrs. Pearson. Then,
although he expressed a strong belief she was the
woman who had swindled him, he was, nevertheless,
unable to say positively that she was. He said that
she looked different somehow, and he thought she®
had changed the colour of her hair by dyeing it. But
on seeing her a second time his doubts vanished, and he
said positively that she was the woman. On the strength
of that I applied for and obtained a warrant for her
agrest and the arrest of her son, and when I went to
execute' the warrant, the lady affected to be highly
indignant while the son tlireatened me with all the
Pains and penalties of the law. However, I was not
deterred from doing my duty, and in spite of the most
vigorous protests, 1 conveyed my captives to the station.

In the course of a few days it became evident that we
had made a very important arrest, and I was enabled
to prove that the people I had got were the people I
wanted. The woman was found to have dyed her hair,
changing the colour from a darkbrown to a light golden
hue, and it was this which had made Mr. Henderson
doubtful at first. Butnow there was no longer any un-
certainty in the matter, for amongst her papers we found
letters which had been addressed to her as Mrs. Maude
Johnson Vere. This was conclusive; and after having
vonformed with certain legal formalities, I was enabled



288 LINK BY LINK,

to convey my charges under strict guard to Glasgow.
The woman now showed signs of suffering the keenest
mental distress, and I believe that had she not-been
well watched she would have committed suicide.

The story I was in the process of time enabled to
unfold with regard to the woman was a truly remark-
able one, and served to some extent to place her in a
position in which sympathy could hardly be withheld.
She was a member of a really good family, and married
a man who had been in the army, and served some
years in India. His career there, however, had been
very shady, and he was compelled to resign his commis-
‘sion. Krom that time he seemed to have lived entirely
by his wits, and his wife and son became entirely
subject to his will, and yielded blindly to his influence.
After the incident of the bracelet they did go into
Spain, but a month or two later the husband, whose
real name was Alfred Knowles Turner, took himself off,
and it was not known wher» he had gone to. Young
Turner, alias Pearson, it furned out, was acquainted
with the Edinburgh publican’s daughter, whom he
had been courting for a considerable time, and he
could not resist the temptation of going to see her; and
it was owing to that fact that he fell into the law’s
clutches. He got off, however, with a merely light
punishment, but his mother was sentenced to three
years’ imprisonment. The husband, an arch rogue, was
never captured, I am sory to say, nor was the bracelet
or its value ever recovered, which was a source of
unending grief to Henderson, the jeweller, who said
that he was prepared to stake everything he possessed
in the world that nobody would ever swindle him in
such a way again. I shquld have been quite prepared
to have backed him on that.
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DR. DENNY’S CRIME.

It was in the early sixties that I was called upen’to
investigate a very remarkable crime that in some respects
stands out with distinet originality. The public memory
is proverbially short, but many people will no doubt
remember the sensation that was caused at the time by
the revelations that were made. Indeed, that well-
known legal luminary, the late Sir William Gregson,*
stated that during fifty years’ experience as a criminal
lawyer and judge, he had never had to deal with any-
thing so remarkable before. .

Fo begin at the beginning, a certain young medico
named Peter Denny, who had run a somewhat wild and
shady youthful career, took up his residence in Ports-
mouth, and bought a practide there, or rather his father
bought it for him. Denny had made two voyages to
sea as a medical officer. One of these voyages wasin a
steamer, the other on board of a sailing ship, in which
he practically made a voyage round the world. This
ship sailed from Liverpool to Sydney with emigrants
who were in the medical care of Denny. During the
passage out his conduct was such that it brought him
under the notice of the Emigration Commissionerg at
Sydney, who held an inquiry with closed doors. DBut
it would seem that they were unable to substantiate cer-
tain charges that were made, and although Denny did
not escape censure, the Commissioners déclined to press
the matter against him. Frogp Australia he proceeded

- with the ship to Madras, thence to Calcutta, China,

U
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Japan, Java, and various other places; and having
completed his wanderings without much profit t¢ his
purse, however much his mind mlght have gainad, he
settled down, as already stated, in Portsmouth.

Denny was a’most plausiblo, smooth-tongued fellow,
with a peculiarly fascinating manner and address.
Moreover, he was exceedingly handsome ; but his vanity
was insufferable; at least it was so to most people,
though he managed to become the centre of a group of
admirers who believed, or affected to believe, that he
was a man to be worshipped. At any rate, he succeeded
for a time in making himself very popular, and he was
welcomed to the houses of a good many of the best
families of the neighbourhoatl. At last, however, the
breath of scandal tarnished his name, and he lost caste
a good deal; but he<was a man who seemed indifferent
to that sort of thing, and his very effrontery and imipu-
dence enabled him to hold his ground, and those wko
spoke against him gencrall; got the worst of it in the
end.

For some time, it appears, a courtship went on
between him and & young lady of high social position.
She was a member of an old county family, and her
father was a vice-admiral in the navy, while her brothers
also held naval appointments. The family, however,
did not approve of the match, so the young lady was
taken abroad, and Denny was informed that if he made
any attempt to influence her he would do so at his peril.
Whether he was influenced by the threat or did not
think the game worth the candle it is difficult to say,
but what is certain is this, he commenced soon after to
pay his addresses to a Miss Adelaide Bartlett, whose

father had been a naval medical officer, but who had

died while on active service during the Crimean war."



DR. DENNY'S CRIME. 291

Mms Bartlett, who was heiress to a small fortune, hved
with her widowed mother and two sisters at Southsea.
Them is every reason to suppose that Denny was
attracted to Adelaide by reason of her money, for she
had no good looks to recommend her,” heing decidedly
plain. Her people, it would appear, were at first vgry
much averse to her countenancing the much-talked-of
young doctor, of whom somebody had said he was “as
handsome as Apollo, though as wicked as Nero.”” But
she had fallen entirely under the sway of his fascination,
and she vowed she would have him whatever the con-
sequences were. In the face of this it was not deemed
prudent to oppose her wishes, and so matters were®
allowed to take their cou¥se; and in six months’ time
Dr. Denny led Miss.Bartlett to the altar.

The first year of their married life was, as far as is
known, a fairly happy one. A child was born to the
yeung couple, but only lived a few weeks, and, accord-
ing to common rumeur, tlee loss of this child preyed
very much on Denny’s mind, and for some time he
drank more than was good for him. At last he pulled
himself together once more, but he had done his reputa-
tion an irreparable injury, and his practice fell away to
such an extent that had he been dependent on it he
must have been very seriously affected. In addition to
her small fortune, however, his wife had become
possessed of a large sum through the death of a wealthy
relative, and Denny, it would seem, preferred to live a
life of idleness, and spend his wife’s money to earning
money for himself. Quarrels between the young ecouple
now became very frequent. At any mteblt was known
that Mr. and Mrs. Denny did not live in that perfect
unison with each other which should mark the lives of-

married people.
U 2
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For some years this state of things continued.
Denny managed to work up a fairly good practice
again, for he was regarded as being really clever in his
profession ; and a doctor who begets confidence need not
lack business whatever black spots there may be against
his, reputation. In spite of a fair amount of success,
Denny suddenly decided, for reasons that were then
best known to himself, to sell his Portsmouth practice,
and remove to Glasgow. Of course he was pressed for
some explanation by those interested in him, and
especially so by his wife’s relatives, but the only expla-
nation he vouchsafed was that he hoped to do better in
‘Glasgow than he could do in Portsmouth.

In accordance with his determination he ultimately
moved to the North, greatly to the regret of the
Bartletts, who having regard to the unhappy life she
led, had tried to persuade the doctor’s wife to induce
him to consent to a separation But this she would net
hear of. It was known that in spite of all his faults she
was much attached to him, and she told her friends that
she had taken her husband for better or worse, and
though he should prove worse it was still her duty to
cleave to him. It was beyond doubt that for two or
three years after their removal to Glasgow he treated
her very badly, and though, as far as is known, he
never actually subjected her to personal violence, he
made her life well-nigh intolerable.

Amongst his acquaintunces he allowed it to be under-
stood—he took good care, in fact, that it should- be so
understood—that his wife had an abominable temper,
and that all the domestic friction and unhappiness were
due to this temper combined with unjustifiable jealousy.
At last it became kmown that Mrs. Denny had
disappeared, and when the doctor was questioned as to
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where she had gone to, he replied that she had taken
hertelf off without any explanation, and, as far as he
knew, she had returned to-her friends in Portsmouth.

For a little while this satisfied curiosity, until one of
Mrs. Denny’s sisters unexpectedly went to Glasgow to
visit the Dennys, and to her amazement found that
her sister had been absent for some weeks. The doctor
professed to be no less amazed when he was informed
that her relatives had not seen anything of her or heard
from her during that time, and then he expressed a
decided opinion that since she had not gone to her
Jformer home she had found somebody more to her taste
than he was, and had eloped. o

It may well be imagifed that this did not satisfy
Miss Bartlett. Indeed, she told her brother-in-law
that nothing would convince het that her sister had
been guilty of such a course of conduct, and there must
be some other way of accounting for the disappearance.
‘When Mrs. Bartlett-in Postsmouth and the rest of the
family heard the news, they were very shocked and
alarmed, and then Denny pretended to share this alarm,
and eventually communicated with me, asking me to
call upon him as early as possible. I complied with
this request, and met Dr. Denny for the first time in
my life. OFf course it will be understood that at this
time I knew nothing whatever about him, his career, or
his connections, and all the foregoing particulars, with
which I have prefaced my marrative, I was to learn
subsejuently. It will not be uninteresting or out of
place if I here describe Dr. Denny’s personal
appearance, and the impression he made upon me at
this time,

In age he was about thirtyseven, of medium height,
~ with a well-knit, muscular frame, a ruddy complexion,
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and handsome face, with very dark hair and eyes. He
wore a moustache, but no whiskers or beard. TXere
was nothing restless in the eyes, which, as a rule, betray
so much of the mind and the nature, but in, Denny’s
case the eyes met yours with a fearless gaze, and there
wag undoubtedly a certain mesmeric influence, or any-
thing else one likes to call it, about them, which was
well calculated to draw people of weaker minds to him.
Add to this a remarkably polished address, a fluency
of speech, an apparent sincerity of purpose, and a
gentlemanly bearing, and it will not be difficult to
understand how, in spite of his shortcomings, he was
able to hold his own where men less gifted would have
entirely gone to the wall.

I have no hesitation in saying £hat at first I was
much impressed in his" favour, but there was one feature
that did not please me, and that was his mouth.. It
was sensual, with indications of innate cruelty. I don%
mean to suggest that the physiognomist would have
said that the doctor had necessarily a cruel nature, but
any one knowing even the rudiments of the science of
physiognomy would not have hesitated to pronounce -
the man capable, under certain circumstances, of cold-
blooded cruelty. For myself, I came to the conclusion
that he was a man who might make a good friend,
but who, beyond all shadow of doubt, could become a
terrible enemy, and that he was capable of cherishing a
lasting and bitter enmigy against any one who had
done him a real or fancied wrong, and there was nething
he would stop short of to inflict an injury on any one
he thoroughly disliked. .

I dwell particularly on this impression I received,
this feeling he created n my mind, because it was
perfectly unaided by anything I knew or anything I
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hgd heard of him. In the fullest and most comprehen-
sive sense of the term he was an absolute stranger to me,
but .I saw he was no ordinary person, that he had
‘a distinet individuality, and had it not been for those
mouth-signs, I should have thought hifo a most reliable
man, and one to ba implicitly trusted. DBriefly, he
explained what he required of me. IIe said that®he
had been married for about ten years, that lately, not-
withstanding his wife had evinced a most annoying
and altogether unwarranted jealousy of him, he had had
grounds to suspect that her affection for him had been
~weaned away by another, and that it would ultimately
be proved that she had gone off with him, in which case
she would have to take®all the consequences, for she
could expect no merey or no forgiveness from him as
her wronged and injured husband.

‘This expression of feehng on the part of Denny fully
eonfirmed the impression I had conceived about his being
a bad enemy. . ,

“ Of course,” he continued, ¢ if my surmise is correct,

don’t see that I should trouble about her, for a man
is better rid of a worthless woman; but as there is a
chance that I may be mistaken, I wish to prove one
thing or the other. Moreover, her relatives, as is only
natural they should be, are greatly distressed, and so
for their sakes I wish you to take every possible means,
regardless of expense, to trace her.”

He appeared to be very simcere in what he said, and
I believed he was sincere so far as wishing to trace his
wife was concerned; but I was not misled into supposing
for one single instance that he any longer entertained
one atom of regard for her. If Ihad Been asked to put
my thoughts into words onethis point, I should have
said that love for his wife had long since fled, and an
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uncompromising hatred had taken its place. Let it ,be
borne in mind that this was purely inferential on’ my
part. It was a deduction made from generalizing his
manner, his words, and the mode of expressing them.
Under his sauvity was betrayed a suppressed irritation.

This might not have been distmgulshuble by every one,
but it was so by me ; and surely there is no egotism in
this, for the faculty of intuitive discernment was part
of my nature, and I had schooled and developed it by
long years of training in pitting my will in the cause of
law and order against the skill of those who defied and
outraged the law. ,
* Having got some brief particulars of Mrs. Denny’s
relatives, and promising the dottor that I would leave no
stone unturned to let him have news of his wife, I took
my leave. Necessarily the first course to be pursued in
carrying out the work T had undertaken was to learn
from outside sources, if pogsible, what grounds there
were for suspecting that Mrs Denny had eloped. I -
therefore directed my mqumes to this end. Having
collected up a mass of gossip, I subjected it to the..
winnowing and sifting process, and when I had ‘made
due allowance for exaggeration, prejudice, and ill feeling,
I came to the conclusion that the lady had probably been
driven from her home by her husband’s ill-treatment,
and that, hungering for sympathy and companionship,

- she might have proved false to her marriage vow ; or it

L4

was just as probable she might have committed suicide,
seeking for that peace in the grave which marriec life
had denied her.

Deeming it very desirable that I should learn some-
thing of the lady’s disposition and character from her
own relatives, I went dows to Portsmouth, and there I
was placed in possession of all the particulars with
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e,gard to Denny which I have detailed at the begmmng
f %his narrative. No room was left for me to doubt
tha.t his relatives by marriage entertained no kindly
“feeling for him. They bluntly averred that by his cruel
and heartless conduct he had blasted his wife’s life and
destroyed her peace of mind. They spoke strongly,
because they felt strongly, and again I had to make due
allowance for prejudice, which is never impartial. But,
after all, I could not avoid the conclusion that Dr.
Denny had a large element of the brute in his nature,
and I felt more than ever inclined to suicide.
Mrs. Bartlett’s friends adjured me to do everything
I could think of to ascertain the lady’s fate, for they
indignantly and ung‘nly declared that the story of her
elopement was a wicked fabrication on her husband’s
part to create sympathy in his favour, and that no living
soul could justly impeach her honour and chastity ;-and
they authorized me, if I thowght it advisable, to offer one
hundred pounds reward foi,any information that would
lead to the discovery of the lady’s whereabouts, or proof
.of her death, if dead. I told them that I did not think
it necessary to offer a reward in the present stage of
matters, and I assured them that they could rely on my
exerting myself to the utmost to unravel the mystery.
I returned to Glasgow, and had another interview
with the doctor, but I did not tell him that I had been
to Portsmouth. Knowing what I did now, I was
enabled to see him from a différent standpoint, and®the
weaktiess of his character appeared to me much more.
prominently. That meeting, however, did little more
than accentuate my first impressions, and my next step
was to clandestinely interview one by one the respected
members of his household. They consisted of a cook, a
general servant, a housemaid, a groom, and a coachman.
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The consensus of the opinion amongst these people was
that the doctor and his wife led a cat-and-dog life; «ind
though possibly there were faults on her side, $here
were infinitely more on his. The housemaid’s testimony "
was more definile and distinct than the others. She
had been more closely in contact with them, and she
told me that she had on more than one occasion heard
the doctor vow and declare that he hated and abhorred
his wife more than any other human being in the whole
world, and once in the maid’s hearing he had exclaimed
to his wife—

“If you had not crossed my path like an evil shadow, I
should have got a woman I could have loved, and a
woman® who would have made'me rich.”

Afterall this I more strongly inclined to the theory of
suicide. The poor lady had been driven to desperation
and madness by her husband’s cruelty, and daily I
expected to hear that her body had been found. But
the days stretched into wegks, and not a traceof her
was forthcoming. Again I had an interview with the
husband. e seemed unusually cheerful, and in good, -
spirits. I ventured to suggest, since all other means
had now failed to discover what had become of his wife,
that he should offer a reward for information concern-
ing her. He jumped at this readily, and said he would
offer any sum I liked to name. As a matter of fact, I
simply wanted to test him ; and though on the first blush
it nfay not be easy to comprehend why it was so, his ready
assent to the proposal raised the first suspicion in my*mind
that he probably could reveal what had hecome of his
wife. To putifin plain words, I began to think he had
murdered her, and from that moment I turned my
investigations in quite afother channel. I began now
to try and discover if he had ever done anything or -
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sa,ld anything that might be constructed into an avowed
destre for her death. Being a medical man with a
knowledge of the science of medicine, he might have
‘accomplished her death easily enough, and in a way
probably that might have defied scienle to reveal how
it was done. For it is within the power of every
doctor to so simulate disease in a human being that the
most practised eye may be deceived. Or he can produce
death suddenly, and the means used will remain undis-
coverable. But in this latter case there is more risk,
because sudden death would probably lead to an autopsy,
and if there were no internal symptoms of disease,
suspicions might be awakened, inquiries would result;
and awkward facts might come out. Now, Dr. Denny
was a clever and intglligent man, and would avoid any-
thing that would arouse suspidion against him. Of
so much I was convinced. DBat still the idea grew upon
mo that he had made aw ay with her. There was this
difficulty, however, to be reoonclle-d that while it was
easy to kill, it was by no means easy to dispose of the
‘victim’s body. This is the one tremendous obstacle
that confronts every one who wilfully takes the life of a
fellow-being. The body remains as damning evidence
of the crime, and the laws of all civilized countries are
so framed as to make the clandestine disposal of the
dead a tremendous risk, and in ninety-nine cases out
of a hundred any one utt-empting it would be detected
sooner or ldter.

The offer of the reward, as I anticipated would be the
case, produced no result. Not a suggestion of a trace
of the mlssmg lady was forthcoming. Three months
had passed since her mysterious dlsappeamnce, and all
hope of her being alive waswslmost abandoned by her
sorrowing friends. For my own part, I was now
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absolutely convinced she was dead, and quite as convinged
that her husband had murdered her. But the problem
to be solved was, firstly, the means he had used te kill
her ; and secondly, how he had disposed of her body.’
The latter half o} the problem seemed almost unsolvable,
on the face of it, seeing that more than three months
had elapsed. But I did not despair, and at last I
exclaimed to myself-—and it was like a text to work
from—*“ As a doctor can slay, so he can preserve that
which he slays.”

From this I built up a new theory. I struck a key-
note that gave me a clue. I supposed that the doctor
had murdered his wife, and, having murdered her, he had
used his scientific knowledge to preserve her remains, so
that, decay being arrested, they shoyld not betray, them-
selves. And now it ‘was for me to find out where he
had concealed the body, for it must still be in existence,
unless he had managed to gbsolutely consume it to ashes
and scatter the ashes. Bub that idea was unténable.
It was not to be thought of. Virtually it was impos-
sible. Therefore, the body was somewhere. Where?
I made a mental vow that ere long I would answer the
question.

I adopted new tactics now. I shadowed the doctor.
Little did he dream how I watched him, as a hawk will
watch his prey. 1lad he but got an inkling of it his
laughter would have been less loud, his brow less free
from care. If my theory was right, it was evident that
he had come now to believe that all danger was passed.
His terrible secret had stood the test of months, and so
far he had defied my skill. )

I ascertained that he was a frequent visitor at the
house of a lady, who had an unmarried daughter, a
woman of about thirty, who was the reputed possessor
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of two thousand a year. ‘Whether he thought that. the
lapse of a reasonable time would be taken as evidence of
" his wife’s death or not I cannot say, but it was revealed
‘to me that, in a mild way, he was paying his addresses
to the lady with the two thousand per® annum, and he
had known her for a year or more before his wife’s
disappearance, while his partiality for her had given
rise to many comments and some little whisperings of
scandal. That lady and her money were—if I was
correct—a sufficiently strong motive for the crime.
One day during the doctor’s absence I obtained
,entrance to his house by a ruse, and I spent a whole
hour in his consulting room and library. Let it not be
supposed it was aeprofitless or an idle hour, In an
ordingry way I might have found much to interest me,
for he had a fine collection of b8oks, and a costly and
magnificent microscope; and microscopical investiga-
tion was a subject which hgd a perfect fascination for
me. But it was to.the bgoks that I now directed my
“attention ; and for one book in particular I searched.
Of course I did not know that the book was there. It was
a mere speculation on my part; a little wild, mayhap,
and yet not so wild when read in the light of logie.
What I wanted to ascertain was if amongst his tomes
he numbered a treatise on the art of embalming. My
search was rewarded. On atop shelf, hidden away, I
discovered a quarto volume bound in calf. It was a
translation” of Professor Pawl Lavigné’s well-known
works “ The Art of Embalming, Ancient and Modern.”
I eagerly turned the leaves and scanned the pages,
and I cime to one part where a leaf was turned down.
It was the beginning of an article on the modern system
of preserving a dead body by means of injections of
arsenic into the veins. In au elaborate and painfully
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minute way—that is, painfully minute to the layman,—.
it described the whole process and the means to be

observed. The pages of that portion of the bookebore
traces of having been recently well fingered, and, more-

over, it was the' only part where the paper-knife had

been used. All the other pages remained intact as they

had been bound.

I returned the book to the shelf exactly where I had
taken it from, and I departed from the house with a
fresh light to aid me in my attempt to unravel the
mystery I had pledged myself to reveal.

A week later I made another discovery. I learnt
that about a year before the doctor had purchased a
small property in the southefn owtskirts of Glasgow.
The property consisted of a one-sfory country house,
standing in about two* acres of land, part of which was
laid out as an orchard. Why he had purchased it'no
one seemed to know ; for though he might have sold
it again, or have let it to advgntage,.he would dv neither,
and so it was shut up, and was gradually going to ruin.
The windows were boarded up; the garden was a wilder-’
ness of weeds; vermin had got into the orchard trees,
and were destroying their vitality. The whole place
looked melancholy, ghostly, and forlorn. Viewed in
the light of what I had now learned, that place had a
strange fascination for me. It was very suggestive of
a tomb, and I regarded it as.a tomb. And one dark
nighé, when there were neither moon nor stars, I gained
an entrance in company with a trusted companion.
‘We were provided with a crowbar and dark lanterns.
The rats that had made their home in the house' seemed
to resent our intrusion, and there was much scuttering
and squalling as we entered. A bat or two had effected
a lodgment there also. They probably had got access
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through some hole in the roof. They and the rats
impgrted an awe-inspiring gruesomeness to the place,
* which was permeated with a dank, mildewy, earth-like
odour that was wonderfully suggestive of a charnel-
house. ¢

From room to room we went, throwing the gleam of
our lantern into every hole and corner. We examirted
the fireplaces, the floors, the cupboards; we tapped the
walls und the ceilings ; but nothing was revealed to us
until we went into an upper room. In that room wasa
cupboard in the thickness of the wall. The door of the
cupboard was fastened. That was suspicious. It was
“more suspicious that it was screwed up, the heads of thee
screws being red wjth rust. It was suggestive and
strange that a cupbgard in an empty house should be
thus sealed. What was there tos guard ? Something
terrible, perhaps. As I laid my hand on the door I
turned to my companion, and said, *“ This cupboard
holds Dr. Denny’s secret.” *

‘We had no screwdriver, therefore could not draw the
screws. DBut we noted also that the door was locked ;
the rusty bolt could be seen in the socket. In the
absence of screwdriver and key we brought the crow-
bar into play. We worked away for nearly an hour
before we made any impression. Of course, we might
have battered the paunels in, but that would have
necessitated noise, and we wished to avoid that. We
got at last o* leverage. 'We were enabled to insert ghe
the point of the crowbar between the door and the jamb,
then by means of our united strength we forced the
door. The lock burst, the screws tore away from the
wood-work, and at length the door stood open. Then
a ghastly, horrible sight was xevealed. Standing up-
right in the cupboard was a swathed human figure. It
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was not a pleasant thing to have to do, but we did 1t
Wolifted the figure out and laid it on the floor. Wﬁh
my pocket-knife I cut the swathing from the fage —it*
was the face, hard as stone and white as marble, of the
late Mrs. Denn;~. The corpse was free from all objec-
tionable odour. The embalming process had been well
catried out.

‘We had done enough for that night, and left the
noisome place with a sigh of relief. I had some cause
for the sense of satisfaction I experienced at the success
that had attended my efforts to solve the mystery The
mystery was solved now, and Dr. Denny’s crime was no

longer a secret.

The following day had not grown very old before I
arrested Denny on a charge of murdering his wife. It
was a shock to him,ibut he tried to make light of it.
He said the charge was preposterous and absurd, that
it could never be substantiated, for not an atom of
evidence was yet forthcoming of his wife’s deatk.

I allowed him for the time being to remain in igno:
ance. But he must have divined the true state of
matters, and have felt that his doom was sealed. "When
the body of Mrs. Denny—which was fully identified—
was examined, no external causes of death could be dis-
covered. Nor did the most rigid autopsy or the most
careful analysis reveal any cause. The body had
been excellently well preserved, but the cause of death
was a mystery. It is g mystery still, for- Dr. Denny
went to his merited doom with the secret locked in his

own black heart. Nothing whatever would induce him
to reveal it; nor did the trial bring to light the means
he used to invéigle his unfortunate wife to that lonesome
house; but there could be no doubt that he murdered
her, none whatever that the whole crime was planned
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and deliberately carried out in cold blood. 1IIe bought
the house for the purpose, thinking that there his dread-
ful secret could be shut up from prying human eyes,
and when in a year’s time the matter had been forgotten,
means might be found to bury the embalmed body, so
that all danger would be removed. DBut murder will
out, and this case was but another exemplification of the
well-worn adage.
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THE WHITE GANG.

2

Tue desperate and extraordinary means to which un-
principled men will resort in order to enrich themselves
at the expense of others is very forcibly exemplified in
the incidents as set forth in the following story.
It had been a very brilliant summer, and yachting on
the Clyde had been carried on with great spirit and
- under exceptional circumstances as regards weather.
About the beginning of September a very fine steam
yacht of about eighty tons steamed into Rothesay Bay
and anchored there. 2As she was an utter stranger, much
curiosity was expressed to know to whom she belonged
and where she had come from. It was soon noised
about that she was the property of Count Lara  Cavillero,
a Spanish gentleman of great wealth residing in Franco:
He had been cruising about in the Channel with some
of his family and a party of friends, and, taking
advantage of the splendid weather, he had been induced
to turn the head of his vessel north and visit Scotland.
Now, nobody had ever heard of Count Lara Cavillero,
or had the remotest idea who he was, what family he
‘represented, what his means were, or anything at all
abqut him. But that apparently was of no tonsequence.
There was his yacht, one of the handsomest that had
ever been seen in those waters, and on board of her was
the noble owner—a real live Count, with a high-sound-
ing, aristocratic name; so the snobs of Rothesay, and
the little people who believed themselves great, hastened
to bow down at his feet and pay him homage. To
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‘them a foreign Count was a rara avis, and so they
determined to make much of him.

In personal appearance Count Lara Cavillero was not
imposing., He was a little, shrivelled, yellow-faced
man, w1th raven-black hair, raven-blatk eyes, and a
ravei-black moustache. His hair was cropped close,to
the scalp, d /e blacking-brush fashion; he wore a long,
flowing cravat tied in a big bow, large turned-down
collar, the most faultless of clothes of true Continental
cut, patent leather shoes, a profusion of jewellery,
including diamond studs and diamond rings. He had
2 ponderous watch-chain, and a massive gold watch, the
back of which seemed encrusted with diamonds.'
Although physically he would not count for much, his
clothes, were faultlegs, his manner perfect, his air
distingué, and he spoke broken Engtish delightfully. In
additjon, his smile was gaid to be ravishing, and his
white gleaming teeth, which Jwere without a speck of
decay, caused many an enviqus sigh.
~ The Count had his wife on board, and she was a very
striking contrast to her husband. She was big, not to
say ponderous, with a pleasing face, however, dark
eyes, a good complexion, and a mass of dark hair. She
was accompanied by her daughter, a young lady who
ntight have been any age from twenty to thirty. She
was exceedingly like her mother both as regards figure
and features. In addition, there were half-a-dozen
male guests Whom it is not necessary to individualize.

The distinguished party who had thus so unexpectedly
descended on the Scottish coast were, it need scarcely
be said, the sensation of the hour. The Provost, who
was a grocer, and given to mangling the Queen’s
English, accompanied by the duteher, the baker, and

.the candlestick-maker, hastened to welcome the Count

x 2
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~ and his family and friends, and to assure him that the
all-important town of Rothesay would do every possible
honour to him.

The Count, in the name of his wife, daughter, and
friends, expressed himself as peculiarly gratified at this
reception—*“ so unexpected, so spontaneous, so charac-
teristically warm-hearted,” &ec., &ec. He had invited all
and sundry to visit his yacht, and the decks were soon
crowded with gaping visitors, who were amazed at the
luxuriantly-appointed vessel—a vessel that was in every
way worthy of so distinguished an owner.

. The Provost, the butcher, the baker, the candlestick-
- maker, with their satellites, were regaled on champagne
and chicken ; and when, after they had done something
more than ample justice to this excellent fare, somebody
amongst them hinted that “a wee drappic of the Auld
Kirk ” would not be a bad thing, so whisky of an age
and blend that defied cavil was produced, and a box ,of
choice cigars was placed on the table. Of course, the
guests could not be expectdd to let these good things ¢ .. -
begging. In fact, it would have looked like despising
the hospitality of their host, so they fell to, and made an
afternoon of it and a night of it, and when they took
their departure towards the small hours they were husky
of speech and unsteady of leg. But they had had e
high old time of it, and, no doubt, regretted that
pleasure in this life is so ephemeral, and that after a
night’s carouse comes fhe morning’s reflection, when
what seemed all couleur de rose under certain conditions
is found to have changed to a sombre hue. The next
daythe Count and his party wereentertained at«a hastily-
organized luncheon party at the Royal Hotel, at which,
of necessity, the Provopt, the butcher, the baker, and
the candlestick-maker still figured, and there was more
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» carousing. The amiability of the Count and of his -
, fascinating wife and daughter was much commented
upony and they found their way to the hearts of all
present, and every one voted them charming people.
For four days more did the distinguithed guests pro-'
long their stay, visiting such lions as the island had to
show. Very tame lions, to be sure, but still the most was
madedf them, and the visitors declared themselves en-
raptured. Then they announced that the hour of their
departure was at hand. They declared that they tore
themselves away with reluctance, but go they must.
JThey wanted to pay a flying visit to Glasgow, but the
Count had heard that it was a very big place, and that ®
a stranger was lost there’ So he ventured to ask the
Provost, in the most,delicate manner imaginable, and
with a profuse outpouring of apologies, if he could
furnish him with letters of introduction to any one.
*This request made the worthy Provost suddenly grow
a coupld of inches taller, and caused his manly bosom to
" swell out like a pouter pigeon. He could scarcely
believe his own senses; that he, a grocer, and the
Provost of Rothesay, should have the honour of furnish-
ing a real live Spanish Count with lettersof introduction.
Furnish them? Of course he would ; and forthwith,
fd in his best handwriting and the best grammar he
could command, he wrote one*to his brother, a man
in a very large way of business as an iron merchant,
and another’to the manager of @ bank, and yet a third
to his «lear old mother, a venerable lady verging on
eighty, and whose husband had originally hawked fish
in the Glhsgow streets, but subsequently started a little
fishmonger’s shop, then got a big fishmonger’s shop,
next became a wholesale fishmenger, and accumulated a
. fortune, for Jamie M’Neil—that was his name—was a
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thrifty man. He made one suit of clothes do him. a
year at least; his palate craved for nothing stronger
than whisky, and nothing more delicate than porridge,
and Jamie would never spend a halfpenny if a farthing
would do; and so having by these means, and by
workmg early and late, accumulated a fortune, and worn
himself out before his time, he popped oft suddenly,
was buried with honours, and the weeping widow was
enabled to enjoy the fruits of his labour and the harvest
of his self-denial. Therefore, Jamie M’Neil’s life was
not altogether useless. These little details are referred
to because, as will be seen presently, they are not with-
“ out a bearing on what follows.

In the letters of introductfon which Provost M’Neil
furnished the Count with he spoke proudly of “ My
friend, the Count ” ; *his pen almost danced as he wrote
the words large, for it was such an honour, you know.

‘Well, the Count and his party having bade farewell
to their Rothesay acquamtances, steamed away amidst
the hearty cheering of thé crowd who had assembled
to see them off, and the beautiful yacht headed straight
for the Clyde. The worthy Provost regretted that his
aristocratic friend had gone, but still the best of friends
must part.

‘When the Count reached the city on the shores of thw
muddy stream, he lost no time in presenting his letters
of introduction to the venerable Mrs. M’Neil, who bore
her years lightly, and seemed destined to” stretch the
span out to a hundred at least. She had not bkad the
fret and worry of making the fortune, but had simply
to spend it, and her tastes inclining a little hlgher than
did those of her late husband’s, she lived in a more
imposing style, and kept her little pony-carriage, in
which she daily took her airings. She found the Count,
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the Countess, and Mademoiselle their daughter perfebtly
charming ; and as they were friends of her dear son, the

* Provost of Rothesay, she, of course, accorded them the
heartiest of welcomes. It is testimony to the fascinat-
ing power possessed by the little, yellow-faced Count,
that within a week he had become, so to speak, the old
lady’s confessor. She consulted him on many things,
and he learned from her venerable lips that she had no
less a sum than fifteen thousand pounds invested in
three per cent. consols, whereupon he expressed surprise,
for though a foreign Count, he scemed to be well
acquainted with the nature of English securities. He

* told her that it was shameful that so large a sum should,
only bring in so small a seturn.

“My dear mada.m, he is reported to have said,
“ whaf a pity it is that you don’t,turn your money to a
better account. Really, your income from fifteen
thousand pounds ought to be treble what it is. Why,
we would guarantee you seven per cent., at least, from
«~1r tobacco estates in Cubay could we not my dear?”
This to his wife.

“ Well, dear, we really don’t want any more money
on the estates,” answered the devoted Countess.

¢ Of course not, darling,” he replied ; * but to oblige

«our dear old friend, we would accept it if she cared to
place it in our hands.” .

«Qh, well, of course, that is another thing
altogether,? exclaimed the Countess, with a gra.clous
smile,,

The old lady when she heard this pricked up her
ears, fo» she would scarcely have been human if she
had not felt fascinated at the idea of mfore than doub-
ling her income; and then to be assisted to that end by
her beloved son’s dear friend, the Count Lara Cavillero,

~



312 LINK BY LINK.

was a stroke of good fortune that she could not feel tqo
deeply grateful for. So the next day the affable Count
and his equally affable wife and daughter took tea,with
the venerable party, and to her wondering gaze they
displayed a higlfly-coloured pictorial representation of
Cuban tobacco estates, showing extensive ranges of sub~
stantially-built factories, and acres and acres of tobacco
under cultivation, with hundreds of negroes weeding,
hoeing, pruning, gathering, stacking, &. And under-
neath in English was printed, “ A view of portion of
the extensive tobacco plantations of the Count Lara
Cavillero, situated at Cuba.” In addition to this the
Count was good enough to read the translation of
an article said to have beett published in a French
paper. It was written by a correspondent, who had
personally visited the estates, and described them in the
most glowing language. e spoke of their productive-
ness, and said that for nearly two generations they had
been in the hands of Count Larg Cavillero and his
family, who had over and o¥er again been asked to sek: -
them, or portions of them, to a company; but the offer’
had always been declined. The writer further asserted
that the return on the capital invested was equal to
twenty per cent., and that the holders of the property
were to be congratulated on their splendid invest-«
ment. .
Now, after this glowing eulogium was it to be
wondered at that the old lady got a little ekcited and
restless, and the condes:ension of the Count in veatur-
ing to befriend and notice such a humble individual as
herself quito took her breath away ? .

The Count by’ this time had ulready presented his
letter of intrcduction to the son in the iron trade. Ile
was a plain, uncultivated man, to whom life had one
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sple aim and purpose—that was to make money. But
occasionally it occurred to him that a little indulgence
' of thy flesh was admissible, and for a few days he would
indulge in an excess of alcohol. That, however, was
but rarely, and it was about his only weskness, unless his
mouey-grubbing could b® considered a weakness. Hard
and practical as this James M’Neil was—being the
eldest son, he perpetuated his father’s christian name—he,
nevertheless, fell under the spell and fascination of the
Count and his charming family ; and, being a bachelor,
he found the arts and wiles of the Count’s daughter
quite irresistible.

On the day following the conversation with Mrsa.
M’'Neil, the Count jnvited her and her son to visit
him on board of his yacht, and the dear old lady
was in the seventh heaven of delight. She said she
would drive down in her pony-carriage, but the
affable Count would not hear of such.a thing. He
would -send a brougham add pair of horses for her
fiom a livery stable, and *en route she could pick up
ner son.

The brougham was duly sent—and a very handsome
turn-out it was—and the aged Mrs. M'Neil and her
middle-aged bachelor son arrived in due course at their
«destination, and were received in person by the Count,
who was simply delightful, and insisted on giving his
arm to the old lady, while, by some strange law of
gravitation; the Count’s daughter and James M'Neil
came ,together. James had got himself up for the
occasion. e had tried hard to scrub some of the
grime oat of his hands, and had partially succeeded,
and he had arrayed himself in a clear’ woollen shirt,
with a fearful and wonderful collar, and a fearful and
wonderful necktie of the rainbow hue. For these
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hon'oured guests the Count had thoughtfully provided a
little plain repast, consisting of a few delicacies of the
season and some choice wines, including champggne.
It was understood that the Count’s other friends and
fellow-voyagers had gone away on pleasure bent, and
were on a tour somewhere, so that the Count expressed
feats that his guests might find it a little slow and dull.
But James M’Neil would probably, had he spoken his
true thoughts, have said that if no one else but the
Count’s daughter had been present life would have been
unable to afford him any greater bliss; while the old
lady, no doubt, felt that her dear son’s friend, the
Lount, and his all too-delightful family were as much
company as she desired. .
The details of that afternoon’s festivities I cannot
describe, because I knew them not, but the exercise of
a very small amount of imagination will enable the
reader to fill in the picture for himself, But what T dp
know beyond doubt is thiy—James M’Neil looked on
the wine that was red, and fell under the fascination «*.
Mademoiselle’s eyes, so that when his aged mother
wished to depart her beloved son was in a state which
rendered him deaf to all entreaties, no less than physi-
cally incapable of coutrolling his own movements. The
result was Mrs. M’Neil, whose little sips of champagne-..
had somchow flown to her head, had to drive home
alone, and Jamie was put to bed on board the
, yacht .

During that memorable afternoon it would appear
that the Count again referred in glowing terms to his
splendid Cuban properties, and he graciously under-
toek to receive Mrs. M’Neil’s fifteen thousand pounds,
if she liked to sell her consols, and allow her seven per
cent. for it. She had other property in the shape of
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bouses and. land, but the Count was good enough to
advise her to retain those. The consols, however, were
easily realized, and fifteen thousand was just a mnice
little sum toinvest. To this proposal she lent a w1111ng
ear, and her dutiful son strongly urged her to fall in
yvwith it ; and so firm was his own faith in the Count,
that he asked him if he might be permitted to* put
some of his money into the wonderful tobacco estate.
The Count did not consent readily, but yielded at
last to the old lady’s persuasion, and James M’Neil
pledged himself to let the Count have five thousand
pounds.

Let us now come to the sequel. Within a week of
that festive day old, Mrs. M’Neil had actually sold out
her consols and handed the money to Count Lara
Cavillero, and received from , him an elaborately-
engrossed parchment bearing seven per cent. coupons,
payable quarterly. The blank spaces in the parchment
had been filled in with the“old lady’s name and such
«other particulars as were 1equisite ; and the particulars
of the deed set forth that she had a mortgage on the rich
tobacco estates of Count Lara Cavillero, situated in
Cuba, to the extent of fifteen thousand pounds, bearing
interest at the rate of seven per cent. per annum, pay-
‘able quarterly on the presentation of the coupons
attached ; the mortgage to be.repaid any time subject to
three months’ notice.

A similar deed was given,to James M’Neil, but his,
lien on the estate was only for the trifling sum of five
thousand pounds. That an old woman like Mrs.
M’Neit should have been induced to part with her
money was not a matter to be wondefed at, but that a
hard-headed money-grubber,such as James was should
have allowed himself to be netted so easily is more
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difficult to realize by those who do not know to what
depth of folly human nature is capable of descending.
In his case, perhaps his charmer had something to do
with it, but the glamour of the Count’s greatness, his
title, his superb 7yacht, his diamonds, his outward show
of wealth, ef cetera, served to daze him, and take captiver
for the time being such commonsense as he possessed.
Anyway, whatever it was, and account for it as you like,
the hard fact remains that James M’Neil did part with
the sum of five thousand pounds to a man of whom he
absolutely knew nothing, save what the man himself
had told him. But then it must not be forgotten that
the Count had come with a letter of introduction from
the Provost of Rothesay, and James concluded, mayhap,
that his brother, the Provost, and the Count were old
friends. DBe that as-it may, it is testimony to the
fascinating power possessed by the Count that he was
enabled to induce James to part with his siller sc
easily. But the power did not stop there. The Provost
had also given him a letter‘to a Mr. Robert Walker,
who was the agent of a branch bank in Glasgow, and it
is perhaps more wonderful still that this gentleman was
induced by some marvellous occult means to enrich the
Count’s coffers by another five hundred pounds. It was
a poor little sum, but it was nearly Walker’s all, and -
seven per cent. on five hundred meant thirty-five pounds
a year. That was not to be sneezed at.

A few days later the chﬂrmmg Count and his friends,
who had gathered from various quarters, sailed away,
elated with tho rich harvest they had reaped from
Scottish soil. The glamour being now removed, it
suddenly occurred to Robert Walker to do what he
ought to have done at first, and that was to make a few
inquiriesabout Count Lara Cavillero through the Spanish
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consul, and he was soon informed that there was no such
nobleman known amongst the aristocracy of Spain;
and & telegram to Cuba clicited the response that no
such person as Count Lara Cavillero had an acre of
ground there. .

- This was startling news indeed, and up went the cry
of “Swindle,” which was echoed and re-echoed ftom
various quarters of the land; and soon it was known
that as clever a gang of swindlers as ever traded on
human cupidity and folly had been at work, and in a
few weeks had netted nearly forty thousand pounds one
way and another. And the means by which they had
scored this, to them, pleasant result were a splendid
yacht, fascinating ,martners, and imposing-looking
parchment deeds. The sensation caused by the exposure
of the %swindle was very great,sas may be imagined,
and in Mrs. M’Neil's case it was disastrous, for it so
preyed on the poor old lady’s mind that she died.

I took: the matter up, and in a little while I ascer-
@ined that the yacht had Been purchased at Bordeaux,
‘from the executors of a wealthy wine merchant
deceased. The purchaser was ostensibly Count Lara
Cavillero, and he had it refurnished and done up.
After it had fulfilled the purpose for which it had been

~purchased, it was sold in Brest for nearly as much as
had been paid for it. .

I traced the so-called Count to Paris, thence to
Geneva, where.I effected his axrest, and also that of his .
wife and assumed daughter; but, as a matter of fact,
she was his sister-in-law. Ilis real name was White,
but he had been many years abroad, and had lived by
his wits. In due course he was extrddited, and after
due trial sentenced to a lopg term of imprisonment,
while the two women received lighter sentences. Three
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other members of the gang were arrested in France, but
‘they were badly wanted by the French police, who
would not give them up. The rest of the scoundrels
escaped, and unfortunately very little of the money was
ever recovered.

THE END.

Henderson & Spalding (Limited), Printers, 3 & 5, Marylebone Lane, London, W.









The Dawn of Light between hei Iast
. Moments and Eternity.

Ld

"Au clouds of adversity gathered around, Marie toh?u
In Unparallcled Sufferings such as few Saints nn‘:i M‘a‘:t' ] dhph&:g . Pndeneee%gog;a %}
her nature was but hidden under the cross of worldlin -nd the ucorchlnz fire of suffering
revealed one of the tenderest hearts, and one of the Braum res that history records,

~ (Which will haunt all who have simdied tha.t tremendous drama,
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION.)”

2

R « + « + " When one reflects that
a century which considered itself
enlightened, of the most refined
civilization, ends with public acts
of such barbarity, one begius to
doudt of Human Nature ilself,
and fear that the drute which is
always in Human Nature, has
the ascendancy /" —GOWERR.

) “Power {itself hath not ome-
Aalf the Might of Gentfouess.”

‘‘She who Rocks the Cradle
Rules the World.”

¢ Extinguish all emotions of
heart and what differences will
remain? I do not say between
man and brute, but between Man
and mere énanimate Clod!"
—CICERO.

= The Unspeakable
Grandeur of the Human
Heart.

The Drying up of a single
tearhasmore HonestFame
than Shedding SEAS OF
GOREII!

All Hope of Succour but from Thee is Past!
What is Ten Th&usind Times more Horrible than Revolution or War?

FOUTRAGED NATURE!=

“0 Worldl O meén! what are we, and cur best designs, th:t we must work by srime to
punish c.1me. and alay, as if death had but this one gate!"'—BrRo!

"*h tis Ten Thousand Times more Terrib than xmmm War? Oul Nature !
SIu lilll and kills, and is never tired of llllu. till she has hught man the terrible lesson he
earn—that Nature is on eonquered by obe her Man has his courtesies
in anolu&lou and War; he spares the woman and oh But Nature is flerce when she is
offended ; she apam neither woman nor child. She bas no rity, for some awful but most ﬁood
reason. She 1s not nllowod to have any pity. Bilen! :l.’k'he .ﬂku the sleeping child wlth u ttle
TOmorse a8 lhe would lt.rlke the ltronc man with musket or e in his Oh ! would
to God that some man had thi rial eloquence to put before the maﬂxerl of Engl llld the mass
o/ prevent Ricble anpe tem-uofpnv lemnyolmlndﬂhlohex ists In England utur
year."—KixaGsLy

MORAL.—Life Is a Battle, not a Victory. Disobey ye who wiil, but
ye who disobey must suﬂor. (8az van.
.- Erown 8vo, cloth ‘& 77_9"_




LIGHT r«s DARKNESS.

““It is very characteristic of the late Prince Oonsort—a man himself of the purest
mind, who powerfully impressed and influenced others by sheer force of his own bercvolent
nature—when drawing up the conditions of the annual prize to be given by Her Majesty
at Wellington Oollege, to determine that it should be awarded Not to the Oleverest
Boy, nor the most Bookish Boy, nor to the most Precise, Diligent, and
Prudent Boy, but to the'Noblest Boy, to the Boy who should show the
aost promise of becoming a Largy-Hearted, High-Motived Man."—Smiles.

“ How noble in reason! how infinite in faoulty ! in action how like an Angel!l in
apprehensios. how like a God.”

¢ SHAKESPEARE, the Greatest Genlus who has ever yet lived,” taught the
Divineness of Forgiveness, of Perpetual Mercy, of Constant Patience, of
Endless Peace, of Perpetual Gentleness. If you can show me one who knew things
better than this man, show him !! Ikmow him notl!! If hehad appeared as a Divine,
they would have Burned Him ; as a Politician, tiey would have Beheaded Him.

‘‘He Taught that Kindness i8 Nobler than Revenge!!
The REV. GEORGE Dawson, M.A.
* Earthly power doth then show likest  And that same prayer doth teach us all to
God's render
When mercy seasons justice, The Deeds of Mercy.”—SHAKESPEARE.
¢ And such is Human Life ; so gliding on,
It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone!”

What higher aim can man attain than conquest over human pain?

JEOPARDY OF LIFE, THE GREA.'I‘ DANGER OF DELAY.

You can change the trickling stream, but not the Raging Torrent.

HAT EVERYBODY SHOULD READ.—How important it is to every individual to
have at hand some simple, effective, and palatable remedy, such as ENO'S “ FRUIT
SALT,” to check disease at the onset !11 . For this is the time. With very little trouble

you can change the course of the trickling mountain stream, but not the rolling river. It will
defy all your tiny efforts, I feel I cannot sufficiently impress this important information upo~
all householders, ship captains, or Europeans generally, who are visitiug or residing in any hot or
foreign climate. Whenever a change is contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let
ENO'S “FRUIT SALT ” be your companion, for underany circumstances its use is beneficial,
and never can do harm. When you feel out of sorts, restless, sleepless, yet: unable tv say why,
frequently without any warning you are suddenly seized with lassitude, disinclination for bodily
or mental exertion, loss of appetite, sickness, pain in the forehead, dull aching of back and limbs,
coldness of the surface, and often shivering, &c., &c., then your whole body s out of order, the
spirit of danger has been kindled, but you do not know where it may end; it is a real necessity to
have a simple remedy at hand. The pilot can so steer and direct as to bring the ship into safety,
but he cannot quell the raging storm. The common idea when not feeling well is: I will waltand
see, perhaps I shall be better to-morrow,” whereas had a supply of ENO*S “FRUIT SALT”
been at hand, and use made of it at the onset, all calamitous results might have been avoided.
Whet dashes to the earth so many hopes, breaks so many sweet alliances, blasts so many auspicious
enterprises, as untimely Death? -

“¥ ansed my ‘FRUIT SALT’ in my L.st severe attack «f fever, and I
have every reason to eay I believe it saved my life."—J. 0. ENO.

NO’S “FRUIT SALT " provents any over-acid state of the blood. Itshould bekept In eve:
bedroom, in readiness for any emergency. Be careful to avold rash acidulated salines, an
use ENO'S * PRUIT SALT ” to prevent the bile Lecoming too thick and (impure) producing s
gummy, viscous, clammy stickiness or adhesiveness In the mucous membrane of the intest
canal, frequently the ﬂvot of diarrhcea and disease. ENO'S “FRUIT SALT" prevents and
removes d cea in the early stagds.

QAI}TIOI.—&amz‘M eack Bottle and see the CAPSULE is markd ENO'S
‘o'j'ltattil SALT Without it you have been myosed on by a worthless imitation, Prepared
ly

ENO'S “PRUIT 8’ ‘7" TANTON, 8.E, by J. C. ENO'S Patent.
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JULIET'S GUARDIAN | DECEIVERS EYER,
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GARLYLE éTHOMAS) ON. THE CHOICE Oi‘ BOOKS. With, . Lifd
SHEP d Three Illusmﬁous Pou 8vo, cloth extra, Ia, G6d.

con'inonnuox OF THOMAS GARLELE W, RMBRBON, 1631 to 1872,

Edited by C. E. NorTon. With Portrilits. Two Vola.crown 8vo, cloth, Pds,

"CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF, By Mrs. ALEXANDER InsLano,

With Portraitand Facsimile Letter. Small demy Bvo. cloth extra, s, 6d

oHAPM AN’S (GEORGE) WORKS,—Vol I, Plays.—Vol. IL,, Poems and
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C., SwixBurNg.—~Vol. IIL,, Translauom of
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, @s. each.

(TiﬂTTO ARD JACKSON.—A TREATISE ON W00

G.
By W. A, CuatTo and J. JacksoN. With 450 fine Illu&s, Large 4to, hf.-bd., 28s.

CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN : A Goldgf Key. By Mrs. H. R. HAwEis.

With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts? Small 4to, cloth extra, 3s, Gd.
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS, By Mrs. H. R, Haweis. Demy8vo, cloth 1 n? s, 6d,

CI:_A-iE (A.).—FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS. Post8vo, 2s. ; cl.,2s. 6d.
CLIVE (MRS. KREHEE), NO-VELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards Bs. each,

PAUL FERROL! WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE.

CLODD.—MYTHS AND DREAMS By Ebpwarp Crobp, F.R.A.S,

Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

COBBAN %Ié MACLAREN), NOVELS BY.
THE CURE OF BOULS. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2-.
Crown 8vo, cloth exlra, 3-. Gd. e
* THE RED SULTAN. | BURDEN OF ISABEL. [Shortly,

tYOLEMAN_G—N)J HN), WORKS BY.
PLAYERS &RD PL YWRIGHT#® I HA‘IE KNOWN. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth, 34s,
OURLY: An Actor’s Story. ‘With zr Illusts. by J. C. DoLLman. Cr. svo. cl., 1s. 6d,

COLERIDGE.—THE SEVEN SLEI SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS. By M. E.

CoLERIDGE. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 1s. Gd.

COLLINS (C. ALLSTON).—THE BAR SINISTER. Post 8vo, 2s.
COLLINS (MORTIMER AND Fﬁ?\ NCES), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. post 8vo, nllustrated board 8. euch.
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDN IGH'l‘. f BLACKSMITH A SCHOLA
TRANSMIGRATI Ol. | YOU PLAY HE FALSE. | l vu.uan COIED!.
st 870, illustrated boards, Is. e
SWTET ANRE PAGE. | !‘lGH'l' WITH PQRTUNE, | SWEET & TWENTY. | FRANCES,

cn ( E), NO BY.
Cr, 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6d. each, post 8vo, illust. bds., Bs. each; cl.limp, 3s. Gd. each,
NTONINA. With a Frontisplece by Sir ]oun Gu.uu. 'R.A
BABIL. Illustrated by Sir Joun GiLBERT, R.A,, and ]J. Mn-xox" .
HIDE AND SEEK. Illustrated by Sir JouN GILBERT, R.A,, and J. MAro
AFTER DARK, Illustrations by A. B, HouaHron. | THE TWO DESTIIIII.
THE DEAD SECRET. Witha antlsp!ece by Sir Joun GiLBERT, R.A,
UEEN OF HEARTS, With a Frontispiece by Sir Joun GiLBerT, R.A,
'HE WOMAN IN WHITE. With Illusts. by Sir J. GILBERT, R.A.,and F. A. FRASER.
® NO NAME, With Illustrations by Sir { E. MiLra1s, R.A,, and A. W. CooPER,
MY MISCELLANIER With a Steel-plate Portrait of WiLxiz CoLLINS.
ARMADALE, With [llustrations by G. FR THOMAS.
THE MOONSTONE., With llluuraﬂons b{”G Du Mavurizrand F. A. Frasea,
MAN. lND WIFE, With Illustrations bB ILLIAM SMALL.
POOR MISS II(OH. lllustrated b; U Maurier and EowarD HuGREs,
MISS OR l ith Illusts. by L. FsrpEs, R.A,, and HENRY Woo s, A.R&,
THE NEW M EN. Tllustrated by G. Du MaurIEr and C. S. REINHARDT.
THE FROZER DEEP. Hlustrated by G. Du Maurikr and J, MAHONIY.
THE LAW AND THE LADY. Illusts. by S. L. FiLpes, R A .y and SYoNEY HALL, |
THE HAURTED HOTEL. Illustrated b ArRTHUR HopKI
THRE FALLEN LBAVES,-~ EART D SOIENGE, TH! EVYIL GENIUS,
JEZEBEIPS DAUGHTER, “I SAY LITTLE NOYELS,
THE BLACK K ROGUE’S Llﬂ. THE LEGLG! OF CRIR,
BLIND LOYE, With Preface by WALTER BESANT, and Tilusts. by A. FortsTiER,

THE WOMAN IN WHITE, Popular Edition. Medium 8vo, 64, § cloth, In. .
S BY.

c R ] ]
ILLUSTRATIONS OF TEIKYS&R. Crown 8vo cloth extra, Gs, !
JONATHAN SWIFT : A Biographical and C:mcal' Study. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Se,




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

COLMAN’S (GEORGE) HUMOROUS WORKS : * Broad Grins,” “ My
Nightgown and Slippers,” §«¢. With Life and Frontis. Cr, 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. Gd.

COLQUHOUN.—EVERY INCH A SOLDIER: A Novel. By M. J.

CorouHouN. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. Lo

CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By CATHERIN

RYAN, Crown Bvo, 18,3 cloth limp, 1s, @d.

CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY. .
DEMONOLOGY AND DEYIL-LORE. 65 Illustrations, Two Vols., 8vo, cloth, 38s,
+ GEORGE WASHINGTON’S RULES OF CIYILITY, Fcap.8vo,Jap. vellum, 28, Gd.
0 ( ON z’, VELS BY.
PAUL FOSTER'S DAUGHTER. Cr{3vo, cl. ex., 3s. 6d.; post 8vo,illust. boards, s.
LEO. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, \is. o '
PER (EDWARD H.)—GEOFFORY HAMILTON. Cr. 8vo. 3s, 6d.

CORNWALL.—POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG-
LAND ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected
by Rosert HunT, F.R.S, Two Steel-plates by GE0.CRUIKSHANK, Cr.8vo,cl., 7a. 6d,

COTES.—TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V. CeciL CoTes, With
44 lllustrations by F. H. TowNsEND. Post 8vo, cloth, 23, 6d.

CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), STORIES BY.
PROPHET ofthe GREAT SMOKY MOUNTAINS, Post8vo,illust,bds.,2s.; cl., s.64d.
HIS YANISHED 8TAR. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. ([Shortly,

CRELLIN (H. N.), BOOKS BY. ,
ROMANCES of the OLD SERAGLIO. 28 Illusts, by S. L. Woob. Cr, 8vo,cl.,, 3s. 6d-,
THE NAZARENES: A Drama. Crown 8vo, 1s,

CRIM.—ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By MaTT CrRIM. With
a Frontisplece, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. § post &vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

CR_OKER”_(B_.—M.), NOVELS BY. Crown BVtaabth extra, $s. 8d, 2ach; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ;%cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each

—_—

PRETTY MISS NEVILLE, DIANA BARRINGTON,
A BIRD OF PASSAGE, PROPER PRIDE.
A FAMILY LIKENESS, “T0 LET.”

MR. JERYIS. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 13s. nett.

CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complet¢ in Twq SERIES:
‘The FIrsT from 1832 to 1843 ; the Seconp fromt 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of
the Best_HuMoUR of THACKERAY, HooD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A’BeCKPTT,
RoBERT BrouGH, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by Cruike
sHaNx, HiNg, LanpeLLS, &¢. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each:

THE LIFE OF GEORGE .éRUIKSHAl‘K. By BLANCHARD JERROLD, With 84
Ilustrations and a Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

. F. GORDON), WORKS BY. Demy8vo, cl. ex,, Su, 8d. each.

IN THE HEBRIDES, With Autotype Facsimile and 23 Illustrations.

IN THE HIMALAYAS AND OR THE INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 lllustrations.

TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON., With 28 Illustfations,

YIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT, With Photogravure Frontis. Demy 8vo, cl., 78, 6d,
CUSSANS.—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with Instructions for

Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Aucient MSS., &c. B{ Joun E. Cussans: With
¢ 408 Woodcuts and 2 Coloured Plates. Fourth edition, revised, crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr.8vo,cl.,35.8d.; post8vo,bds.,2s,
D’&ﬁlEﬂ_:-mRrE_ENG‘mD IN THE OLDEN TIME. By Georce

Dan1eL. With lllustrations by RoserT CruixsHaNk. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation. By ALPHONSE
Dauper, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 8d. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ps.
DAVIDSON.—MR. SADLER’S DAUGHTERS. By Huca CoLEMAN
DavipsoN, With a Pron%%nsce. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 8d. '
AVIES(DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY. Cr. 6vo, 1s. ea;; cl., 1s. Gd-
DAO!E THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS, o
NURSERY HINTS8: A Mother's Guide in fiealth and Disease.
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatisebn Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure,
AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crowa 8vo, 9%, ; cloth Limp, 3s. 6d,
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DAVIES’ (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS for the first.
imé Collected and Edited, with Memorial-Introduction,and Notes, by the Rev. A, B.
Gltomuvrl D.D. Two Vols.. crown 8vo, cloth boards, 1. nb \

DAWSON.—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. By Erasmus DAWSON.
M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, . @d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, s. .

pE GUERIN.—THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited
y G. S. TREBUTIEN. With a Memoir by SainTe-Beuve. Translated from the
zoth rrench Edition by Jessie P. FroTHINGRAM. Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, 3, 6.

DE MAISTRE.—A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM, By Xavier DE

MarsTre. Translated by HEnry ATTweLL. Post 8vo, gloth limp, 3s. Gd.

DE MILLE.—A CASTLE IN SPAIN. ‘By James D MiLLe. Witha

® Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5. G § post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2.

DERBY (THE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF, With Brief

Accounts of THE OAks. By Lours HENrRY CURZON. Cr, 8vo, cloth limp, 2x. @i,

DERWENT LEITH NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo. cl., 3s.6d. ea.; post 8vo,bds., Is.ca.
OUR LADY OF TE RS. | CIRCE’S "LOYERS.

DEWAR.—A RAMBLE ROUND THE GLOBE. By T. R. Diwar,
With 220 Illustrations by W. L. WyLLIE, A.R.A., SYDNEY COoWELL, A, S. FORREST,
S. L. Woop, JaMEs GRrkiG, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '7s. Gd. [Shortly.

DlCK'ENS SCHARLES), NOVELS BY Pos[t AS;oﬂ:}luqtrat;«} boards, ‘2s. each,
'l.‘lll PIOKWIOK PAPERS. OLD_!_EvRVTWIBT.
lﬂ! IPEEOHE! OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1851-1870. With a New Bibllognphy.
dited by RicHARD Herne SHkpHERD, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, €s.
IBOUT ENGLAND WITH LICKENS, By ALrrep RiMMER. With 57 Illustrations
by C.A. VANDERHOOF, ALFRED RIMMER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.

DICTIONARIES. *
A DIOTIONARY 0! IIRAOLES' Iml(aﬂve, Reahshc anrl Dogmatic. By the Rev,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
I'BEé READER'S HARDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, EFEBENGEB, PLOTS, AND
TORIES. By the Rev, E. C, BREWER, LL.D. Wxth an ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY.
Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d
AUTHORS AND THEIR ‘WORKS, WI1H THE DATES. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
FAMILIAR'SHORT SAYINGB OF 'GREAT MEN, With Historical and Explana-
Notes, &%uun A. BENT, A.M, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.

suud' DlO’ﬂON Y: Etymologlcal, istorical,and Anecdotal. Cr, 8vo, cl., 6s. 6d.
DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F. Havs. Cr. 8vo, cl., Sm.
WORDI, uc'u, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of a'unous. Quaint, and Out-of-

the-Way Matters, By ELiezer Epwarps. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '7s. Gd.

DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota.

tions, from Diderot’s ** Le Paradoxe sur le Comédien,” by WALTER Hnnxs Porrock,
With a Preface by HENRY [RVING. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4s. 6d.

DOBSON (AUSTIN) WORKS BY.
BEWICK ‘ HIS PUPILS. Wxth 05 llustrations, Square 8vo, cloth, Gs,
! UR FRENCH OMEN. With 4 Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Gs.
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Two Skriks. Cr. 8vo, buckram, @s. each,

DOBSON (W. T. )—POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI-
TIES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Gd.

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE S?ORIES BY. o ®
Post vo. |lhmrated board(. Bs. each; cloth limp, 2 @d.
THE IAI-HUNTER. | WANTED! A DE'I‘EOTWE'S TR[UIPH!.
CAUGHT AT LAST! IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW.

TRACKED AND TAKEN, FROM INEORIM‘IOH RECEIYED,
ISONED HETTY DUNCAN? _ LINK BY LINK.
WHO FOI&0 SUSPICION AROUSED,
Crown Bvo. cloth, 38, Bd. each ; post 8vo, boards, I eath; cloth, Is. Gd.each.
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER., With 23 Iliustrations.
TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full®age Illustrations by Gornon Brownss.

DOYLE (CONA ‘)—THE FIRM OF "GIRDLESTONE. By A. Conan

DovLE, Authcr of ** Micah Clarke,” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.




B800KS PUBLISHED BY

DRAMATISTS THE OLD. wiwn Vlgnene Portraits, Cr. avo.cl.ex On. r ol-
ONSON'S WORKE. With Notes Cr Critical and » ,ﬁ:'
hlul Memolr by w: G1rro! Edited Col ummlcluu. e oll.
OHS&I 8 WORK Comp te Three Vols, Vol I, eonmnl the lglayn
. enmpl Vol. I ,Poems and Mnor Translations, with an Introd uuory
§wmwnu: Vol. 111,, Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
MAR low '8 WORKS, Edited, with Notes, by Col. CunNiNgHAM. Qne V
MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From Grrroro's Text. Edit by Col.CUNNINGHAM. @neVol.

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY. cr.svo, cl, 7s. Gil. each.

A BSOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and [ Went round the World by Our,
selves, With 111 Illustrauonsb F. H. Town

¢ AN KMERICAN GIRL IN LONDON. With 8o lllustra!lons by F. $1. Towxsexo,

'l'llE SIIPLE ADYENTURES OE% MEMSAHIB, lllustrated by F. K. Towusuun.

UGHTER OF TO-DAY, TwyiVols., crown 6vo, 10s, net.
YBRNOR’! AUNT, Withgy Illusts yHA:. HursT. Cr.8vo,cl. ex., 3s.6d. [Shorlly

DYER. —THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS. By Rev. 1. F. THISELTON

Dyzr, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

EARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edlted with Introductions and Annotas

tions, b A.B.GRos, . Crown 8vo, cloth bou‘ds, Bs. per Volume,
FLETCH a’s (on.m) couxinnrn POEMS, One
DAVIES (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL wonxa. Two Vols.

HERRICK'S (R BER’I‘) OOIP ETE COLLECTED POEMS. Tbree Vols.
SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Three Vols.

EDGCUMBE.—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate,
By E. R. PEARCE EDGCUMBE. th 41 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, §s.

EDISON, THE LIFE & INVENTIONS OF THOMAS A, ByW.K. L.and '
A. DICKSON. 250 Illusts. by R.F, OurcaLr, &c, Demy 4to, linen gilt, 18s. [Shoﬂly.

‘EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS | BY:

l POII!T OF HONOUR. Post vo, illustrated boardl, 238, :
ARCHIE LOVELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d,; post 8vo, {llust, baards, 28,

EDWARDS (ELIEZER).—WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A

Dictionary of Quaxm Matters, By Euuun EDwARDS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. Qd.

A (M. AM-g OVELS BY, .
KITTY. Post 8vo, lllustrazed oards, 28.3 cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
PELICIA, Post 8vo, lllustrated boards, 2s.

EGERTON.—SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX WAYS. ByRev.).C. haxn'ron.

With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WAcE, and 4 lllustrationa. Cr. 8vo,cloth ex., e
( ARD).—ROXY : A Novel, Post 8vo, illust. bds, 2s.

ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested in

Selecting or Building a House. wixh Estimates ‘of Cost, Quantities, &c. By CJ
RicHArDsoN. With Coloured Frontispiece and 600 Illum. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6

EWA ALEX, CHARLES, F.S. J RKS BY,
THE u;z AND TIMES OF BRINCE imu.xa STUART, Count of Albany

NG PReTENDER), With a Portrait, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.
n'omns !’ROI THE STATE PAPERB. With an Autotype, Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs.

EYES, OUR: How to Preserve Them from Infanty to Old Age. By

Jonn Buowmna. F.R.A.S. Witho lllusts. Eighteantk Thousand, Crown 8vo, fs.

FAMIﬁAR SHORT SAYINGS 0% GREAT MEN. By SAMuEL ARTHUR

Bent. A M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, Gd,

Y. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s, 6d. sach.

&n cln.lsxou. ms‘raﬁ OF A %nnua: Lumr:‘;d‘:ﬁverod Daforea Jeveniio
Audience, Edited by WirvLiau Crooxes, F.C.S. 1t numerounlﬂ ﬁtmions

ON ‘IH ‘'YARIOUS ‘FORCES OF NATURE, AND T
OH OTHER. Edited by WirL1am Crooxes, F.C. S With Ilust
FABREﬁ irj ANSON), WORKS BY.:
IILITAI MANKERS iKD CUSTOMS, Crown m. cloth extra, Gﬁ
: Three Essays, reprinted from “ Military Manners.” Cr.8vo, 1s.; cl, 1s: 6d.

FENN (6. "MANVILLE), NOVELS BY.
THE NEW lmmm. é: Bvo, cloth extrd, 3n. u., polt Svo, tlust; boxrds, Bu,

0, cloth €xtra, 3s, Gd. ea
'IHIII TO THE DIID. l I'HI TIGER LILY.| !‘Hl Ixﬂl 'llllll. (Slmﬂi.
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FIN-BEG.—THE ‘CUPBOARD PAPERS: Observations on the Att of
Living and Dining, By Fin-Bec. Post 8fo, cloth 1 p, 38 6d.
or, The Pyro-

E AR MAKING ;
technist’s Treuury By THoMas KexTisn, With 267 Tilustrations, Cr. 8vo, cl., Os._
F‘lRST BOOK, Y. By WALTER BESANT, J. K. JEROME, R. L. STEVEN«
SON, and others. With a Prefatory Story by ]lnonn K. JErOME, tnd nearly 200
4] lﬂtranons Small‘demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6
FITZGERALD gPERGY'"E LA, Arek F.S.A)), WORKS BY.

NES, rown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Gd. .
LITTLB xssus: Passages from Letters of CHARLE®LauB. Post 8vo, cl., s, 6d.

K DAY'S TOUR: Journey through France gid Belgium. With Sketches. C'r 4to, 18,
* PATAL ZERO, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 34 6d. ¢ post 8vo, illustrated boatd:, p TS
Post 8vo, illustrzted boards, 2s. each.

BELLA DONNA, LIDY OF BRANTOME. | THE SECOND MRS, '!lLI.O‘l'SOl.
POLLY. R FORGOTTEN. | SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET,

- LIFE 0! HIEB BOSWELL_(ot “Auchinleck). With an Atcount of his Sa mga.

d Writin %'.v and Four Portraits. Two Vols,, dewy 8vo, cloth, 3
THE SMIOY OPERA, With 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. ﬂd.

FLAMMARION (EAMILLE), WORKS BY.
POPULAR ASTRONOMY: A General Description of the Heavens, Trans. b
Gore, F.R.A.S. With %V Plates and 298 Illusts. Medium 8vo, cloth, 1@s. S’komy.
URANIA : A Romance, ith 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5-.
FLETCHER'S (GILE » B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS : Christ’s Victorie
« in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ’s Triumph over Death, and sMinor
Poems. - With Notes by Rev. A. B. Gnosuu-, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards. Os.
fONBLANQUE(ALBANY) —FILTHY LUCRE. Post8vo, illust. bds., 2s,

FRANCILfOﬁ (R. E), NﬁVE S BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, :§s. 6d. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, @s. each
ONE BY ONE. | QUEEN GOPHETUA. A RBAL QUBEH.I KING OR KIAYET
Crown 8vo, cloth enra. J-.
ROPES OF SAND. ll!ustrated DO!LE’! DlUGB‘lll. [Slwrtly.
noa AND HIS SHADOW,

8vo, ill ) B8, g . P , . » |
S T B NS o o
HAROLD),"N D VELS BY. Post 8vo, illust, hds 2s, each,
E'I'H'l BROTHER'S THE LAWTON G IRL
FREmE ﬂi i‘ﬁﬁ? OF. By- Hengy VAN “Laun.

Three Vols., demy 8vo, clocf: boa.rds, 78, Gd. each,

FRERE,—PANDURANG HARI; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo, “With Pre-

face by Sir BARTLE FRERE. Crown Bvo. cloth, s, @d., 3 post 8vo, illust, bds., 38.
FRISWELL (HAIN —ONE OF TWO0: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2§,

Fi (s MAS ORKS BY. Crown Bvo. ckgh extra, 38, Gd. each.
CIRCUS LIFE AND GIROUS CELEBRITIES. | F THE con:’ul“&

» THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD_ LONDOH FAI
FRY’S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE fﬁND ON CHARiTlES.
Edited by Joun LaNE., Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d.
st 8vo. 1w, each i'cloth limp, 1s. G4, each,

GARDENING BOOKS,
A YEAR'S WORK IN lebﬂ“ LHD GRE! By GEoRGE GLENNY,
HOUSEROLD HORTICULTURE, Tau a _l!MCE ]lRIOLD. Tllugrated,

THE GARDE! 'ﬂ! T PAID TE! ENT, B J&RROLD:
Ib.blll. By Tox [ERROLD.. Crown 8vo, cloth; 1e. Gds
D!l! By anclo (a HeatH, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

GKRRETP —THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel, By EDWARD GARESTT.
Crown 8o, cloth extra, 3s. Gd, pon avo. llnstrated boards, s,

A Srory of the Revolution. . By Paue

.A.J. D Vu.unn. Crown.8vo, cloth, $s. Gd.

Al 18, Monthly. Articles upon]'..ltera- .
ture. Science and Art,'and “'llhl- B T, » by Sn.vuws UIIAI. a monthly.
¥ Bogind, Volumes for vecent years kapt in stock, 8n, 6d. f umuf' ['I'N

UAL, THE. Published Annually in November, }s.

4

GAULOT. 'rnmlncd b
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GERMAN POPULAR STORIES, Collected by the Brothers GRimMm
and Translated by EDGARTAYLOR, ith Introduction by Jonn Rusxin, and 23 Steel
Plates 4fter GEoraz CRUIKSHANK. uare 8vo, cloth, Us. Bd.; gilt eciget. Ts. 0:

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Srmvn 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Gd, each; post 8vo, fllustrated boards, 3=, each.
ROBIN GRAY. | LOYING A DREAM, | THE dOLDEl SHAFT, L4 ¢
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST, OF HIGH DEGREE, M
Post 8vo, illuau:ate'a l;%arii:). B, each,

THE DEAD HEART, VE AND WAR. .

FOR LACK OF GOLD., A _HEART’S PROBLEM, °

WHAT WILL THE WORLD SBAY? BY MEAD AND STREAN,

FOR THE KING, | A HARD THE BRAES OF YARROW.

UEEN OF THE MEADOW, FANCY FREE. | IN HONOUR HOUND,

__ IN PASTURES GREEN, . HEART'S DELIGHT.| BLOOD-MONEY.
GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED! Cr. 8vo, 1s.; cl., 1s. 6d.
Gn]:)EEIA{ga(fE!sL%ABM y NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, iilustrated boards. 3s. each.

__ THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN,
GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Two Series, 2s. 6d. each.

The First SeERIES contains: The Wicked World—P{,gmalion and Galatea—
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The Szconp SERiEs: Broken Hearts—Enqaged—-F hearts—Gretch Dan’)
Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S, * Pinafore "—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance.
EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. GiLeerr. Containing: *
® The Sorcerer—H.M.S. “Pinafore"—Pirates of P Iolanthe—Pati L
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury, Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. Gd.
THE “QILBERT AND SULLIVAN” BIR’I‘HDAY BOOK : Quotations for Every
Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. GiLBERT set to Music by"Sir A.
__SurrivaN. Compiled by ALEx. WaTSoN.  Royal 16mo, Jap, leather, 3, Gd.

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOYELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, @s. each.
THE LOST HEIRES8: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With 2 lllusts,
THE FOSSICKER: A Romance of Mashonaland. With 2 Illusts. by Hume NisseT.
A FAIR COLONIST. Witha Frontispiece, Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s, 6d.
GLENNY.—A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE:
Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden. By George GLENNY, Post 8vo, is.3 cloth limp, 1s, Gd.y

GODWIN.—LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By WiLLiau Gop-

wiN.  Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE: An Encyclopzdia of

, QuotaTIions. Edited by THeonoRE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. Gd.

GONTAUT, MEMOIRS OF THE DUCHESSE DE, Gouvernante to the

Children of France, 1773-1836. With Photogravure Fiontispieces. Two Vols.,small
demy 8vo, cloth extra, ‘}ll-

GOODMAN.—THE FATE OF HERBERT WAYNE. By E. J. Goop-

MAN, Author of “Too Curious.” Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d.

GRAHAM. —THE PROFESSOR!S WIFE: A Story By LzoNArp

__ Grauau, Fcap, 8vo, picture cover, s,

ST8, | JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER.,

LS

R ) F TH E, aesana from

ntique Monuments. By ErnsT Gupr and W, Koner, Edited by Dr. F. Hugrrer,
"With s¢s Illustrations. "Large crowd Bvo, cloth extra, 78, 6d. '

. "REE}IWGUWZ k JRKS BY. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 3s¢ Od. each.
__THE WILDS LONDON, | LOW-LIFE DERPS, .
GRE (HEN 3,"N6VET§'§Y:
NIAANOR. Translated by ELiza E. Cuase.  With 8 Illustrations; Crown 8vo,
" cloth extra, @s. 3 pgst Bvo, illustrated boards, Ps.
A N@BLE WOMAN, Crown8vo, cloth extra, 3s,§ post 8vo, {llustrated boards, 3s.
GRIFFITH.—CORINTHIA MARAZION: A Novel By Ckcit Gmir-
rirH, Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢. § post 8vo, {llustrated boards, 8.

DY.—THE DAYS OF HIS VANITY : A Passage in the Lile
s Young Man. By Svpngy Grunpy. Crown 8vo, cloth extr:.’lf s, Od, ie of
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.HABBERPT(!IJ. (JHOHN, e;\::ix%r of * Helen's B'abies"). NOVELS BY.

08/ i PN H i . Od.

BRUETON'S BAYOU, - -)'I'chcc'ftljt’x'il'}ﬁ?pb?ﬁlgd mn‘?

HAIR, THE: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. J. Pincus. Crown 8vo, 1s. 3 cloth, 1s. 8d.

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. Cr. 8vo, cl, ex., 6s. each.
NESN SYMBOLS, | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW.| THE SERPENT PLAY.
MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small ito, cioth extra. 8%,

'HALL.—SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S, C. HapL,
With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood b MucLisg, GILBERT, HARVEY, and
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Medium 8vo, cloth ftra, 7s. 6d.

HALLIDAY (ANDR.).—EVERY-DAW PAPERS. Post Svo, bds; 2.
s ANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF., With over 100 Facsimiles

and Explanatory ’l‘ext. By Don FeLix DE SALAMANCA. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd.

HANKY-PANKY: Easy Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c,

_ Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200 Ilinstrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4w, Gd.
HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). — PAUL WYNTER'S SACRIFICE. Zs.
HARDY (THOMAS). —UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By

HOMAS HaRrDY, Author of* Tess,” With Portrait and 15 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
___cloth extra, 3u. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2. 3 cloth limp, Bs. 6d,
HARPER (CHARLES G.), WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 16s. each.

THE BRIGHTON ROAD. ith Photogravure Frontispiece and go Illustratiogs.
= FROM PADDINGTON TO PENZANCE: The Record of a Summer Tramp. 105 lusts.

HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J. BErwick Harwoop., Post

8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.°

HAWEI§ {.HRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, @s. each.
THE ART OF BEAUTY.” With Coloured Ffontispiece and gr Illustrations,
THE ART OF DECORATION. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations,
THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 lilustrations, Post 8vo, 18.3 cloth, 1s. Ged.
CHAUGCER FOR 8CHOOLS. Demv 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. 38 Illusts, (8 Coloured). Sm. 4to, cl. extra. 3s. Gd.

HAlWEIS Rev. H. R.,M.A,). —AMERICAN HUMORISTS ; WasHINGTON

RVING, OLIVER WENDELL HoLwmEs, JAMES RusseLL LOwELL, ARTEMUS WARD,
Marg TwaIn, and BReT HarTE. Thjrd Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

HAWLEY SMART.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. By

' HAWLEY SMART. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $x. Gd. § post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HOME. By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE,
Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 31
Photogravures, Two Vols., crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 13s.

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. @d. each; post 8vo.illustrated bo;rds, 3. each.

GARTH. | ELLICE QUENTIN, BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST.
® BSEBASTIAN STROME. I DAVID POINDEXTER.
FORTUNE'S FOOL. THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. each.

M188 GADOGRA. ) | _LOYE—OR K NANPF, .

MR8, GAINSBOROUGH'S DIXMONDS. Fcap. 8vo. illystrated cuver, 1s,
HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW, THERE.

By Francis Grorar HeaTn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Gs.

E * o Y. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8. 6d. sach,

ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS, | BOGCIAL PRESSURE.

1YAN DE BIRON: A Novel,  Cr.8vo, cl. extra, 3w. 8d.} post 8vo, illust. bds., Bs.
HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE: A Novel. ,BY Isaac HENDERSON.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. .

NTY (G. A, EI; NOVELS BY.. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3v. 64, each,
RUJUB THE JUGOLER, 8 Illusts, by Sranray L. Woop, PresentaTION Eb., S8
DOROTRY'S DOUBLE, . IShartly.

o . By HeENRY HERMAN, joint-Author
ot “The Bishops® Bible,” Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. ; cloth extra, Bu. 6_4!..
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HERRICK’S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND
. OOMPLETE COLLECTER POEMS. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes p{ the
Rev, Ae B, GROSART, D.D. ; Steel Por§ait, &. Three Vols,, crown 8vo, cl.-bds., 18s.

HERTZKA.—FREELAND : A Sccial . Anticipation, By Dr. Tueop®X"

HerTzra, Translated by ARTHUR Ransom. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. :

HESSE-WARTEGG.—TUNIS : The Land and the People. By CHevalier

Ernst voN HESSE-WARTRGG. With 22 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra®3s. (hl:

HILL (HEADON).--ZAMBRA THE DETECTIVE. By Hpapon HiLL.

« Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.3 cloth, 2s. Gd.

HILL (JOHN, M.A.),"WORKQ BY.
TREASON-FELONY, Post 8vo,2s§ | THE COMMON ANCESTOR. Cr.8vo, s, 6d.

HINDLBY (CHARLES), WOKKS BY. .
TAVERN ANECDOTES ARD SAYINGS: Including Remini ted with
Coffee Houses, Clubs. &c, With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. @d.
_THE LIFE AND ADYENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 3s. 6d.

HQEY.—THE LOVER’S CREED. By Mrs. CasHEL Hory, Post 8vo, 2s.

HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown8vo,fs.

HOLMES.—THE SGIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE

___ PRESERYATION. By GorpoN HoLMEs, M.D, Crown 8vo, 18, 3 cloth, 1s. 6d.

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY. ,
THE AUTOCRAT OF THE FREM%FAST-TLBLE. Illustrated by J. Gornon*
¢ Tuomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2x. Gd.—Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 2x¢%

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE and THE PROFESSOR AT THE
BREAKFAST-TABLE. In One Vol. Post 8vo, hglf-bound, &s.

HOOD’S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Life

of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.
HOOD'S WHIMB AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illusts. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2.

HOOD (TOM).—FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A
Noah's Arkzeological Narrative, By Tou Hoop, With 25 Illustrations by W. BRunton
and E. C. BArNEs. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s.

HOOK’S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS; including his
Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author,
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, ¢loth extra, 7w. 6d.

HOOPER.—THE HOUSE OF RABY: A Novel. By Mrs. GEOKGE

Hoorrr. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

HOPKINS.—’TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:” A Novel. By TiGHE

«__Horxins. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, 3s.

HORNE. —ORION: An Epic Poem, By RicHArRD HENGIST HORNE.

___With Photographic Portrait by Sumwers. Tenth Edition, Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 1_’:._

HUNGERFORD (MRS.), Author of ‘‘Molly Bawn,” NOVELS BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2, 6d

, each.
A MKRIDEN ALL FORLORN. | IN DURANCE YILE. | & Illﬂ'lal.c S8TRUGGLE.
MARYEL, A MODERN CIRCE. | .

Crown 8vo, clothiexira, s, @d, each,’
LADY YERNER'S FLIGHT, | THE RED-HOUSE MYSTERY.

HUNT.—ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A TALE FOR A CHIMNEY CORNER,
c. Edited by EDMUND OLLIER. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper $nd half-bd., 3s.

Fﬂ‘ﬁﬁ( RS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each; post 8vo, {llustrated boards, Bs. bach.
THE LEADEN CASKET., | BELF-CONDEMNED. | THAT OTHER PERSON.
THORNICROFT'S MODEL, Post 8vo, iilustrated boards, 33,

MRS, JULIET. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, , 30. 6d, «
HUTCHISON.—HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By W, M. HuTcHIson.
With es Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
HYDROPHOBIA : An Account of M. PasTEUR’'S System ; Technique of
his Method, and Statistics. By Renaws Suzor, M.B, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

Il’LER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine, Profusely Illustr, 6d, Monthly.
Thefirst Five Vors, now ready, cl. extra, 3s. each § Cases for Binding, s, 6d. each.
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% NGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. . Post tvo, illustrated bds., 9s.
NDOOR PAUPERS.

OOR PAUPERS. By Onk or Tyfrm. Crown8vo, 1s.; clowh, 1s. 6d.
*NNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK (THE) AND LICENSED VICTUALLER'S
___MANUAL. By ]. TrEVOR-Davies. Crown 8vo, 1s.} cloth, 1s. Gd.

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Gollected and Edited by

A. BRRCEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d,

.JAMES.—A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN’S HOUNDS, By CHARLES
JamEs, Pgst 8vo, picture cover, 8.3 cloth limp, Is. 6d. .

JAMESON,—MY DEAD SELF. By WiLLiM JAMEsoN. Post 8vo,
iligstrated boards, 3. clath, Js. 6d.

.JAPP.—DRAWATIC PICTURES, SOMNETS, &o. By AT Jape, LLD.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. -

JI? gﬂﬁRﬁTTe, NOVEES BY. Pou 8vo, illustrated boards, ¥s. each,
THE DARK COLLEEN, | THE QUEEN OF CONNAUGHT,

NATURE NEAR LONDON.| THE LIFE OF THE EIELDS.I THE OPEN KIR,
“+* Also the HanD-MADE PAPER EbpiTION, crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each,

THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By WaLtErR BEsaxt, Second Edi-
tion With a Photograph Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, @s.

JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY.
GCURIOSITIES OF GRITICISM, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d.
» LORD TENNYSON: A Biographical Sketch. Post 8vo, 1s.3 cloth, 1s, 64, *

JEROME.—STAGELAND. By JeroME K. |EROME. With 64 lllustra-
tigg_g_l)!]. B:RNfRn PARrRﬂ)on_,_Si;uare 8vo, picture cover, ls_._; cloth ““.‘_P'_?;!'.__
JERROLD.—THE BARBER'S CHAIR ; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS.
By DougLAs JERROLD. szst_:{mrinted on laid paper and half-bound, 2s.
JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth limp, 1s. Gd. tach,
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT,
HOUSEHOLD HORTIGULTURE: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated.
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants, and How we Cook Them. Cr. 8vo,cl.,1s.6d.

JESSE.—SCEN OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By

EowARD Jrsse. Post 8vo, tloth limp, 2s.

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), WQRKS BY. cCr.8vo, cl extra, 7s. Gd. each,
« FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal, With nearly 300
Illustrations.  Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged.
CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Includingthe Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals,
Birds, Eges, Luck, &c. With an Etched Frontispiece,
CROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History of Regalia, With roo Illustrations.

JONSON’S (BEN) WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory,
and a Biographical Memoir by WiLLiaw Girrorp., Edited by Colonel Cunnina-
® uaM. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, @s. each,

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF, Translated by WrisTox.
Containing * The Antiquities of the Jews " and “The Wars o1 the Jews.” With 53
Illustrations and Maps. Two Vols.. demy 8vo, half-bound, 13s, 8d. .

K T.—PEN AND PALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artists. B
KEREBI:M K:un.CIPI;st awP cloth limp, ss6d, piocs ® 7

ERS — T H
KEgksetclf‘ey' By L?g&?(ﬂlsﬁ}‘w. x‘l"os? E&. llustrated boards, gu.; oloth, ;-t? 3:3“

t A Novel. By ARTHUR KrYSEk.

Crown év-.- plcture cover, 1s.¢ ‘clolh llm];, 1s. 6d.
' ~ASHE), NOVELS BY, - Cr.8vo, cl,, 35. Gd. ea.; post8vo, bds., . ea
K ngnwns 1O, 7" | “THE'WEARING OF THE GREEN." '

Post 8vo, illuggrated: s, B, each.

PASSION'S BLAYE, 1, BELL BARRY.
ENIGHT, — THE_PATIENT'S VADE MECUM: How to Get Most
Benefit from Medical Advice, By Wirrian Kntaur,; M.R.C.S,, and Epwarp
Kniont, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 1s.3 cloth limp, 1s. 6d. e
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"KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century,

Edited, with an Introducfion, by th anu:ss of Lorng, K.T. Cr.8vo, cl. ex, Os.

LAMB’S (CHARLES COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verge

including * Poetry for Children ” and * Prince Dorus," Edited, with Notes and"
Introduction, by R. H. SkEpHERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile ofa page
of the * Lssay on Roast Pig.” Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7. 6d. ¢
THE ESSAYS OF ELIA, Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half- bound,«‘)
LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from hie
Letters by PERCY FITZGERALD, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 23. Gd.
THE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introdustion and Notes
. by BRANDER MATTHEWS, and Steel plate Portrait. it. Fcap. 8vo, bf.-bd., $8s. 6d.

LANDOR.—CITATION AND RXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS-
PEARE, &c., before Sir THoMAS 'cv touching. Deer-stealing, 19th September, 1582,
To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the
Earl ot Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595. By WALTER SAvaGe LANDOR,
Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d

LANE —THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in
land THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' ENTERTAlNHENi' Translated from the

Ara ic, with Notes, by EDWARD WiLLIAM LANE, Illustrated by many hundred
Engravings from Deslgns by Harvey. Edited by EDwaRD STANLEY PooLe. With a
Preface by STaNLEY LANE-PooLE. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each,

LARWOOD éJACOB) WORKS BY.
THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. Od.
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY. Post 8vo, laid paper. half-bound, 3s.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2. Gd.

FORENSIC ANECDOTES. i THEATRICII‘ llEGDOTEs.
LEHMARP}D; (g C. ) WORKS BY EPosth% pictycover, 1, ea.; cloth, l-.ﬁd.ea.

OOIVERSATIORAL HINTS FOR YOUNG SHOOTERS: A Guide to Polite Talk.

LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY.
CAROLS OF COCKA RE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, 3s,
JEUX D’ESPRIT. Edited by HENrY S, LEIGH. Post 8vo, cloth limyp, 3s. Gt

LEYS (JOHN).—THE LINDSAYS : A Romance. Post 8vo, filust. bds. ,2s.

LINTON (E (E LYNN), ), WORKS R,Y Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 8d. each,
WITCH BTOR OURSELYES: Essays o WouEN,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. (id. each. 08t 8vo o, iltustrated boards, 2. each..

PATRICIA KEMBALL, | 10 E! R WHICH LORD?
ATONEMENT OF LEAM DURDAS. “MY LOY t” | SOWING THE WIND,
THE WORLD WELL LOST. PASTON OABE » Millionaire & Miser,
Post 8vo, xllusuated boards. 28, eac
« THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY |  WITHA BILKEI THREAD.

THE ONE TOO MANY. Crown 8vo. vo, cloth, 3=, G, [Shortly.
FREESHOOTING : Extracts from: Works of Mrs, LINTON, Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. Gd.

LONGFELLOW’S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous illustrations

on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78, ad.

LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE: A Novel. By Henry W, Lucy, Crown
__8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, nlhmrated boards, 3.

M ACALPINE sgAVERY) NOVELS BY.

TERESA ITA Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1s.
BROKER WINGS, With 6 Illusts. by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8wo, cloth extra, Gs,

MATCOLE (HUGH), NOVELS

S BY.
MR. STRANGER'S SEALED PACKET, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs.t.
EDNOR WHITLOCK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

MACDONELL.—QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel, By AGNES MACDONELL,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Bn. 6d. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

D "PLAYERS: Notes on Popular

Gam B Rounr MAcGrEGOR. Post 8vo, cloth limp, )-. ad.

MACKK [TERLUDES AND UNDBRTONES ; or, Music at Twilight,

By (.Hnuts Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8w, cloth extra, Gn.’

MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management: including full Practical

Directions, By T. é Hzrwom'u. 10 Illustrations, Cr, 8vo, 1w.§ cloth, 1s, Gd.
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.eCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.?ﬁ WORKS BY. ' .

STORY OF OUR O ES8, from the ACCFSSIOII of Queen Victoria to the
General Election of 1880. Four Vol@ demy 8vo]cloth extra, 13s. each.—Also
- a PoruLAR EpITION, in Four Vols.,frown 8vo, cloth extra, @s. each —And a

uBILEE EpITION, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols.,
arge crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7w, Gd. each,
A fPHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
—Also a CHEAP PoruLAR EpiTION, pPOSt 8vo, cloth limp, Bs. Gd.
 § ﬂISTOBY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra,

12s. each. {Vols. I. & II. ready.
Cr 8vo, cl. exira, 3s, 6d, each: post Bvo, illust, bds., s, each; cl. limp, 2s. @d.each.
THE ERDALE NEIGH BOURS, MI88 MISANTHROP
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER, DONNA®QUIXOTE.
A°FAIR BAXON. THE COMET OF A SEASON,
LINLEY ROCHFORD, MAID OF ATHE
DEAR LADY DISDAIN, CAMIOLA: A Girl wuh a Fortune,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, xtra, 3s. 6d. each,
THE DICTATOR. RED DIAMONDS.

“THE RIGHT HONOURABLE,” By JusTiN } usrm McCarTHY, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELL-
Praep. Fourth Edition. Crown vo, cloth extra, 6.

McCARTHY JUSTIN HJ WORKS BY.
FRENCH REYOLU' fl Four Vols., 8vo, 13s. each, [Vols. I. & 11, ready.
UTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, 1s,; cloth, 1s. td.
IRELIRD SINCE THE UNION : Irish History,1798-1886, Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs.
HAFIZ IN LONDON : Poems, Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d.
HARLEQUINADE : Poems. Small 4to, Japanese vellum, 8u.
OUR SENSATION NOYEL, Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. 5 cloth limp, 1s.Bd.
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode, Ceown 8vo, picture cover, 1s.
OLLY : A Sketch. Crows 8vo, picture cover, 1s.3 cloth limp, 1s. 6d.
ILY LASS: A Romance, Crown 8v o, picture cover, 1s. 3 c! oth limp, 1n, 6d.
THE .THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales. With 2 Photogravures by
STANLEY L. Woob, Two Vols., crown 8yo, half-bound, 12s.

MACDONALD i EORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY.
Nc‘l AND lMAmNA’l'lON. Ten Vols,, cl. extra, gilt edges, in cloth
case, 91-- Or the Vols. may be had separately, in grolier cl., at 35, 8. each.
Vol. 1. WITHIN AND WITHOUT. 'i"nz HippEN LIFE.
” Vr‘ DiscipLE.~THE GosPEL WoMEN.—BOOK OF SONNETS.—ORGAN SONGS,
" lll. LIN SONGS.—~SONGS OF THE DAvs AND Ni1GHTS.—A BOOK OF DREAMS.—
. RoaDsIDE PoEMS,—PoEMS FOR CHILDREN.
w IV, PnAans.—BAu.Abs.—Scoreu Songs, .
w V. & VI. PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance, | Vol. VII. TRE PORTENT.
wVIIL THE LigHT PRINCESS.—THE GIANT'S HEART.—SHADOWS, ‘
» IX. Cross PurPoses.—THE GOLDEN Kuv —THE CARASOYN.—LITTLE DayLIGHT
o X. THE CrurL PAINTER—THE Wow o' RivvEN,—THE CASTLE.~THE BRokbN
SwWORDS.—~THR GRAY WOLF.—UNCLE CORNELIUS.

POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MACDONALD, Collected and arranged by the
uthor. 2 vols., crown 8vo, buckram, 12s.
A THREEFOLD CORD. Edited by GEorRGE MACDONALD, Post 8vo, cloth, 5s.
o HEATHER AND S8NOW: A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.
PHANTASTEB: A Faerie Romauce, A New Edition, With 25 Illustrations by J.
BeLL. Crown €vo, cloth extra, 3s. B, [Shortly,

MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER-
88 PQRTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Criticdl,
Blbliograph-:al. and Anecdotal-—nllustrauve of the Literature of the former half of
the Present Centusy, by WiLLiaM BaTg$, B.A. Crown Bvo, cloth extga, s, Gal.

IKC JJOID (MRS.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo,cloth extra.7l. @d. each.
'HE ARDENNEB. With so Illustrations by TuomAs R. Macguoib.
PIG’I‘UREB AND LEGERDB OM NORMARDY AND BRITTAN 34 lllustrationl-
THROUGH NORMANDY, Withga lllustrauons byT. R, ACQUOID, and a Map,
THROUGH BRITTANY, With 35 Illustrations by T. R Macguotp, and a Map,
ABOUT YORKSHIRE, With o7 lllusurations by Je R. Macguoin, S‘IWG 8vo,
cloth extra, Gs.

Post 8vo, ijjustrated boardn 3s. each,
THE EVIL EYE, and other Storles. |, LOST ROSE. °

MAGICIAN’S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c,

Edited by W, H, CrEMER, 200 Illustranona. Crown 8vaq, cloth extra, 4a, 6d.
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HAGNA CHARTA: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British
Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet. with Arms gnd Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colouss, 38,

MALLOEK (W. H.), WORKS}BY.
THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, 3s.3 cloth limp, Dn. 6
THE NEW PAUL & VIRGINIA: Posltivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 9-. ad.
POEMS. Small 4to, parchment, 88, .
18 LIFE W()ll'lf E VING? ' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs.3 post 8vo,
{llustrated boards, Bs.

ﬁALLORY’S (SIR THOMAZ MORT D’ARTHUR: The Stories of

4w

King Arthur and of the &nights of the Round Table. (A Selectnon ) Edited by B,
__._MonTGouERrIE RANEING, Post 8V cloth limp, 28, e o

MARK EWAIN WORKS Bit Crown 8vo, cloth exira, 7s. 8d, each,
THE HOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected througbout
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numernus Illustrations.
ROU& ING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Illusts. by F. A. Fraszx.
MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, New Pilerim’s Progress. With 234 lllustrnuonl.
(The Two-Slnllmg deuon is entitled HARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.)
THE GILDED A MaRrk Twain and C. D. WArRNER, With 213 Illustrations,

THE ADYEK’!URES Ol TOM SAWYER, With 111 lllustrations.

A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 lllustrations.

THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER., With 190 Illustrations.

LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations.

EDYENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN., With 174 Illusts. by E. W, Kewsre.

A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR Wuh 220 [llusts. by Bnnn.

ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 34. e

THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT. | MARK 'IWMH'S SKETOHEI.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. Gde each.

THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. eWith 8 Illustrations by HAL Hugst, &q,

THE £1,000,000 BANK-NOTE, and other New Stories. .

TOM SBAWYER ABROAD. Illustrated by Dax BEarD.

PUDD'NHEAD WILSON.

MARKS (H. S., R. As)l’l PEN AND PENCIL SKETCHES BY. With 4

Photogravures and 126 Illustrations. TWo Vols., demy 8vo, clotb, 320.¢ [Shortly.
MARLOWE’S WORKS. Including his Translations, Edited, with N~tes

and Introductions, by Col. CunNINGHAM, Trown 8vo, cloth extra, ﬂl.

ARRYA 2 NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust, boards, 28.each.
A HARVEST OF WILD OAfS, I HTING THE AIR,
. OPEN! SESAME! WRITTEN IN FIRE.

MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From the Text of WiLLiAM GiFForp. Edited

___by Col. CunningHAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6%,

MASTERMAN.—HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS: A Novel. By ]
MasTerRMAN, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, '2s.

MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By BRANDER MATTHEWS.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3w, § clothlimp, 3a. 6d.

MAYHEW.—LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDE
OF LONDON LIFE. By Hengry Mavugw. With Illusts. Crown 8vo.cloth 3s. 6d.

l‘ﬂ:’fﬁﬂ (BE Tz NOVELS BY. «
SOLDFER OF FORTUNE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

IN AN IRON GRIP. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. net. '[Sho y.
MERRICK.—THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By LEOHARD MERRICK,

Author of * Violet Moses,” &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards,

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rxo Grande. By
A.E. SweeT and J. Almv Knox., With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

I ) Post Bvo, illu:t. boards, 3. each.
, __TOUCH AND @0. | M. DORILLI
MILLER.—PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG; or. “The House of Lﬂ't.

By Mrs, P. Ferwick MitLgs, With lllustrations, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8. Gds
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MILTON sJ‘ Lg WORKS BY. Postsvo, 1s. each ; cloth, 1s. 6d. each,
ﬂl H OF THE SKIN, Vgxts E ;ecuons fpr Diet, Soaps, Bathl. &e.

BATH IN DISEASES OF T
THB LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR TION TO DISEASES OF Tﬂl BKIN,

" THE SUCCESSFUL TREATHNENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo, s.
MINTO (WM.)—WAS SHE-GOOD OR BAD? Cr.8vo,1s. ; cloth, 1s, 6d.

MITFCRD BERTRAM), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3s. 8d. each.
THE GUN-RUNNER: A Romance of Zululand. With Frontispiece by S. L.Woob,
THE LUCK, OF GERARD RIDGELEY. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WODD.
THE KING'S ASSEGAI Wxth Six full-gage Illustrati $b
RENSHAW FANMNG'B QUEST. Wit tispiece®dy S. L. Woop,  [Shortly.

<MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS Bf.
HATHERCOURT RECTO Y. Post 8vo, illu rated boards. D8
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s, @d.

MOORE (P HOMAS), WORKS BY.
IGUREAN and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, 3s.
With Suppressed Passages from the Msuoms or Lorp
vnou. Ednted byR H. SuepHerDp., With Portrait. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.

MUDDOCK J. E.) STORIES BY.
STORIES iﬂ) WONDEREUL. Post 8vo, illust. boa.rds Ql.l; cloth, 3s. 6d.
THE EAD IAN 8 B or, The Valley of Gold. With romlspiece by
F. BARNARD, Crown 8vo cfoth extra, 3s. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
o FROM 'I‘HE BOSOM OF THE DEEP, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, s,
o MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With
12 Illustrations by STANLEY L, Woop. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE). NOVELS BY,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. each: post8vo, illustrated boards. Ds. each
A LIFE'S lTo!lElEll'. l»WAY OF THE WORLD  BY THE GATE OF ElEl.

JOSEPH’S COAT K MODEL FATHER, A BIT OF HUMAN NATU

COALS OF F E OLD BLAZER'’S HERO. FIRST PERSON BINGU uRq

VAL srmon.l HEARTS. CYNIC FORTUNE. ' BOB MARTIN'S LITILE
wn 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. e [GIRL.

'ﬂlE’l REYB!GES. I A WASTED CRIME, | IN DIREST PERIL. [Shortly.

THE MAKING OF A NOVELIST: Ane Experiment in Autobiography. With a
Collbtype Portrait and Vignette. Crown 8vo, Irish linen, Gs,

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each; Rost 8vo, lllusu'ated boards, 3s. each,
ONE TRAVELLER RETURNS. | PAUL JONES’S ALIAS. | THE BISHOPS® BIBLE.

MURRAY (HENRY} NOVELS BY. Post8vo, illust. bds., 3s. ea. cl, 38, 6d.ea.
OF BLUFF, | A SONG OF SIXPENCE.

NEWBOLT.—TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By HeNry NEwsOLT.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. Gd.

NISBET (ﬁﬁﬁE “BOOKS BY.

o “BAIL UP!” rown 8vo, cloth e:tra, 38.64d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ds,
DR, BERNARD ST. YINCENT. Post8vo, mustrated boards, 2s.

LESSONS IN ART. With 21 lllustrationd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, 6d.
WHERE ART BEGINS, With 27 Illusts. ‘Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. .

NORRIS.—ST. ANN’S : A Novel. ByW.E.NORRIS. Cr.8vo, 3s.64. (Shortly,

O’HAN LON S%LICE&‘ NOVELS BY. piost8vo, lustrated boardl, s, each,

OIWET'QGWS NOV LS BY. Yl’ostivm, Ill_uc—l;.ated boards, s, each.

A WEIRD GIFT. Crown Svo. loth 3-. Gd. , post 8vo, plcture boards, 3s.
é Y. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘38 each,
THE PRIMKOSE PATH WHITELADIES.
HE GREATEST HEIRBIS IN “GLIR
O'REIﬁY (fHARRINGTON) —LIFE ANONG THE AMERICAN IN-

DIANS: Fifty Years on the Trail, 100 Illusts. by P, FReNzENY. Crown 8vo, 3s. Gd,

O'REILLY (MRS.).—PH@EBE’S FORTUNES. Post 8vo, illust, bds., 25‘
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OUID% NOVELS BY. cr.svo,cl., 3s. 6. each; post avo. illust. bds., Ds. each,

ll BONDIGE- ¢ FOLL FARINE, LPIPIBTKILLO.
TRIGOTR A DOYOF FLANDERS, l A YILLl E COMMUNE
BTRATHHO“. PASCNREL. | BIGNA. IN M
CHANDOS. TWO LlT’l‘ WOODEN BllBl. 1 SYRLIN,
CECIL CASTLEMAINE'S _ SHOE AND

3 IN A WIRTEI CITY. FRESC OEI.J OTHMAR,
UNDER TWO FLAGS, ARIADNE. PRINCESS NAPRAXINE,
PUCK., | IDALIA. FRIENDSHIP. GUILDEROY. | RUFFINO.

Square 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, each.
BIMBI. With Nine lllustrauons b{EDMUND H. GARRETT. )
A DOG OF FLANDER, &c. With Six Illustrations by EDMuNp H, Gnn‘n‘-
SANTA BARBARA, &c. Squar@ivo, cloth, Gs.; crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd.3 pge*
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

TWOQ OFFENDERS. Square 8v0, cloth extra, @s.3 crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouipa by F. SYDNEY
Mornris, Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. CHeAaP EDITION, illustrated boards, 3s.

. A.), WORKS BY.
OREAU : His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, s, 64,
ANIIIAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.

PASCAL’S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His.

torical Introduction and Notes by T. M'Crix, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s.
PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By MArGARETA, PauL, With Frontis-

piece by HELEN PATERSON Crown 8vo, cloth, $u. @, post 8vo, illust. boards, 3x,

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY. .
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. d. each; post8vo, illustrated boards. 9-. each.
LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. AGRAPE FROM A T
WALTER'S WORD. ROH EXILE. | HOLIDA! TASKS,

LISS BLlCK THAN WE'RE THE CANON’S WARD.
NTE THE TALK OP THE TOWH,
BY PROXY.I’ FOR CASH OKLY, GLOW-WOR LES,
THE MY STERY OF MIRBRIDGE,

HIGH
NDER O OOF. THE WORD AND THE WILL, '
l GOHFIDEHTIAL AGENT. THE BURNT MILLION,
ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.
HUMOROUS BSTORIE B 0 DEAD
THE FOSTER BROTHERB. GWEND LlNE'l HlRVlﬂ.
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE, A MARINE RESIDENCE.
MARRIED BENEATH HIM, « MIRK ABBEY.[SOIE PRIVATE YiEWS8,
BENTINCK’S TUTOR. NOT WOOED. BUT W
A PERFECT TREASURE, TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWAKD,
A COUNTY FAMILY, THE BBB’I.‘ OF HUSBANDS,
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON, HALYES,
A WOMAN'S YENGEANGE. FALLEN FORTURNES.
CARLY Oll'ﬁ YEAR.IOEGIL‘E TRYST, WHAT HE COST HER,
MURPHY'S MASTER. l'l'.
AT HER IER(‘.Y PRINCE OF THE BLOOD,
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE. SUNNY STORIES,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. each.
A TRYING PATIENT, &c. Witha Fronhsg‘ece by STanLeY L. Woop,
IR PERIL AND PRI&LTION: Steries of MARINE ADVENTURE, With 17 Illusts,

NOTES FROM THE “NEWS." Crown 8vo, portrait cover, 1s.3 cloth, 1s, Gd.

PENNELL (H, CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post &vo,cl., 3s. 6d. cach.
[ PUGK ON PEGASUS. With lllus.uuona.
GASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illnatratlonl H’ G. Du Maug:zr,
'I‘HE IUSES OF MAYFAIR, Versde Socnété, Selected by H. C, PENt.ELL,
ELPS (E. ), JY, Post 8vo 1s, each; cloth 1s. Gd.each,
BEYOND THE GATES. | OLD MAID’S PABAD DISE, (BURGMRS IN PARADISE.
JACK THE FISHERMAN, Illustrated by C. W, Reep, Cr. 8vo, 1s,$ cloth, 1s, 6d,
PIRK1S (C. L.P NOVELS BY.
TR orum WITH GROWS. Fcap. 8ve, picture cover, 18
LADY LOVELAGE. Post 8vo, fllustrated Boards, 3s. _
PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY.
THE PURSUIYANT OF ARMS. With Six Plates, and 209 Illusts, Cr.8vo,cl. 7s, ea.
BONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. MacxarRNESs. Cr.8vo,cl., 68
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PLUTARCH’S LIVES OF, ILLUSTRIOUS MEN "With Notes and Li'e -
of Plutarch by J.and WM. LANGHORNE. Portraits, o Vols., demy 8vo, 10». Bd.

POE'S (1 (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WQRKS, in rose and Poetrm, Intro.

bt duction by CuAs. BAUDELAIRE, Portrait,%and Facsxmx]es. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7. Gd.
THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, a.

BOPE'S POETICAL WORKS, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
PRAED“(MRS CAMPBELL), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2w, ea.

THE ROMANOCE OF A STATI K. THE SOUL OF COUNTESS ADRIAN,
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. Gd. each.
OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER | GHRIS‘I‘IRA CHARD. [Shortly.

wn 8vo, cloth extra, J-. 6d, each; o, illustrated boards D, €

VALENTINA, | TH E FOREIGNER |

ICE, (E. C.), NOVELS BY. M
o Y
MRS, LINGISTER'S RIYAL

GERALD, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA. By Princess OLGA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gn.

PROCTOR (RICHARD A.,B.A.), WORKS BY.
FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With ss [llusts. Small crown8vo, cloth extra, 3. .,
EASY STAR LESSONS, With Star Maps for Every Night i m the Year, Cr. 8vo, Gs.
FLHHJIR SOIEROE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
IT8 SYSTEM, With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., 10s. 6d.
IYSTERIES 0!‘ TIHE AND SPACE. With Illustrations.” Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, Gw.
E UNIYERSE OF S8UNS. With numerous Illustrations, Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Gs,
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, 1s. 6d.

‘PRYCE.—MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS, By RicHARD Pryce.

Frontisplece by Har, LubLow. Cr. 8vo, cl., 38, Gd. 3 post 8vo, illust. boards., ‘B«,

RAMBOSSOT: —POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. Ramsossox, Laureate

of the Institute of France. With numerous [llusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78, 6d.

RANDOLPH.—AUNT ARIGAIL DYKES: A Novel. By Lt.-Colonel

GrorGE RanpoLpn, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, clov.hexlra. 7s. Gd.

READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3w, @d. each; post 8vo, illust, bds., Bs. each,

PEG WOFFINGTON, I Illustrated by S. L. FlLDES, R.A.—Also a Pocker EoiTION,
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 3s. 6d.—And a Cheap
PoryL4rR EpiTioN of PEG WOFFIN®TON and CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE, the two
Stories in One Volume, medium 8vo. @d. 3 cloth, 1s,

l"‘mlS'l‘lE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by WiLLIAM SMaLL.—Also a PockeT EDITION,

, in Elzevir style,¥cap, 8vo, half-leather, 2s. G6d.
AT IS IEYER T&O LATE TO MEND. Illustrated byG. J. mexu, —Also a Cheap
piTioN, medium 8vo, portrait cover, 6d. § cloth, 1x.
OOU E OF TRUB LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illust, HELEN PATERSON,
AUTOB!OGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. lllustrated by MATT STRETCH, *

LOYE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG. lllusu‘ated by M. ELLEN EDWARDS.

THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE. Illusts by Sir Joun GiLBerT, R.A,, and C. KEENE.

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Illustrated by CHARLES KEENE.—Also a
CHEAP POPULAR EDITION, medlum 8vo, 6d.3 cloth, 1s,

HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. LAawsoN,

GRIFFITH GAUNT, lllustrated by S. L. FILDES, R.A,, and WiILLIAM SnALL,

FOUL PLAY. Illustrated b{’Gsonc: Du MAURIER.

PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE. IlluStrated by ROBERT BARNES.

A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by EDWARD HuGHES and A, W, Coorn.

A SIMPLETON, Iliustrated by KATE CRAUFURD.

THE WANDERING HEIR. Illust. by H. PATERSON, S. L. FiLDES, C. GREEN, &c.

A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by THOnas COULDERY,

SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. lllustrated by P, Macnas. o

GOOD 3TORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illust. by E.A. Asszy, &o.

THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by JosepH Nasu.

.} PBRlLOilB SECRET, Illustrated by FRED. BARNARD.

READ . Witha Steel-plate Portrait of CHARLES READE.

BIBLI CHARACTERS: Studies of David, Paul, &c. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, 1s,

E CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction b{ WALTER BRsanT,

Elzevu- Edition. 4 vols,, post 8vo, each with Front,, cl. ex., gilt top, 144, the set.

BELECTIONS FROM THE WORKA OF GHARLES READE. Crown 8vo, wlth Por
trait. buckram, @w. § vost 8vn, cloth K.np, Bs. Gd.

RIVES.—BARBARA DERING. By AMELIE Rives, Author of v The
Quick or the Dead?"” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Gd, 3 post8vo, illust. bds.. Ss.
« 0
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RIDDELL \MRES. J. H.), NOVELS BY.
%3, Gd. gach: od boards, Da.each,
THE, PRINGE OF ?}i’i.n;'saglxﬁinpgﬁ:ﬁ.m“fm WEIRD STORIES.

Post 8vo, illustiated boards, 38. e

ach,
THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. HER MOTHER'S DARLING.
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDE E NUN'S CURSE.
FAIRY WATER. NS, l TDbR TALES. " .
RIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Square évo, clotb gilt, 78 64 each.
OUR o:.% counm#’rowns. With 55 llustrations. o "
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 5o Hilustrations

. ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS, With s8 lilusts. byC. A, VANDERHOOP, &c. _
ROBINSON CRUSOE. By I‘::qun. DErFoE, (Major's EpiTion.) With

37 lllustrations by GEorGe Cru1¥ HANK, Post 8vo, half-bound, Bs.

RT)'BTﬂ&ON éF. W.), NOVEYXS BY.
WOMEN ARE l’l‘RlﬁGE- Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. ) .

THE HANDS OF JUSTICE, Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 3s. 6d.3 past 8vo, {llust. bds., Ds.
ROBINSON PHIII.? WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

THE POETS' BIRDS. THE POETS' BEASTS,

THE POETS AND NATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, AND INSECTS.
ROCHEFOUCAULD’S MAXIMS AND MORAL REF LEGTIONS. With
____Notes, and an Introductory Essay by SainTe-BEUVE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warriors

who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror. Hand ly printed, 3w,

RO W EEi ( HON. HUGHj, WORKS«—BHY. Post 8vo, cloth, 28, 6d. each
‘PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations.
MORE PUNIANA, Profusely Illustrated. 3

RUNCIMAN (JAMES , STORIES BY. Post8vo, bds., Zs.ea.; cl., 3w. Gdl. ea. )

SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS, I GRACE BALMAIGN'S SWEETHEART.
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. ¢ :

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BUOKS AND NOVELS BY:
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Ga. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 3s. 6d. ea.
ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE, A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK. .
IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OF THE % OCEAN STAR.”
A YOYAGE TO THE CAPE. THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE,
Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3«, Gd. ea.; post 8vo, illust. boards, ‘3a. ea. ; cloth limtp, Bs, Bd. ea.
AN OCEAN TRAGEDY, MY SHIPMATE LOUISE.
ALONE ON Kk WIDE WIDE SEA. b
ON THE FO'K’SLE HEAD. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 3s.; cloth limp, Ds, 64,
THE GOOD SHIP “MOHOCK.” Two Vols., cr. 8vo, cloth, 10s, net, [Shortly.

RUSSELL (DORA).—A COUNTRY SWEETHEART. Three Vols.,

crown 8vo, 15s. net.

§Kfﬁi;: AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY.

rown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. 6d. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, Bs. each.
A FELLOW OF TRINITY, NotebyOrLivEr WenDeLL HoLuEs and Frontisplece,
THE JURIOR DEXN. ] THE MASTER OF 8T. BEREDICT'S.
. Pcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1. Od. each.
THE OLD MAID'S SWEETHEART. | MODEST LITTLE SARA.

: Crown 8vo, cloth extra, . Gd. each.
o TO HIS OWN MASTER. | IN ﬂh;_r_;gg OF THE WOQRLD, [Shortly.
SALA (G. A.).—GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post Avo, beande. Avo, boards, 2s.
SANSON—S GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Meaioirs
of the é'anson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64!, ¢ - )

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY, '

+ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; 'Folt 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. each.
GUY WATERMAN. | THE LION IN THE PATH.| THE TWQ,DREAMERS,
__BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. - .

- utr«ed:ouds. Do, each,
L]

. .. - , . SALYA
THE HIGH MILLS, | SEBASTIAN,
- JOAN NBRRYWEBATHER, JFost 8vo, Mustrated boards, Is.
@IDEON'S ROCK. Crown 8o, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.
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SCOTLAND YARD, Past and Present: Experiences of ?;Z Years,
Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illystrated boards, 3s.; cloth, 3s. ad.
SECRET OUT; [, THE : One Thousand Zricks with Cards; with®Enter-

m

-aining Experiments in Drawing-room or ®Whits Magic.” Bv W. H. Crzurr.
With 3oo n ustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

SEGUDN G.), WORKS -BY.
THE ( an OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAU)and the Highlands

avaria. With Maev and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.
WILKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

SENIOR (WM ).—BY S]] STREAM AND SEA. _ Post 8vo, cloth, 25, 6d.s
SERGEANT (A.).—DR. ENDICOTT'S E XPERIMENT. 2 vols., 10s, net.

SﬂhKE’spsARE FOR CHILDREN : LA§B’S TALES FROM SHAKE-
SPEARE. With [llusts,, coloured and plam, by J. Moyr SmiTH. Cr. 4to, $n. Gd.

SHARP.—CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW: A Novel. By WiLLiau

Smnp Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

SHELLEY.—THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY, Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R, HERNE
SHEPHERD, Five Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth’ boards, 3s. 6d, each.

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols. :
Vol. 1. Introduction bythe Editor; Posthumous Fragmentsof Margaret Nicholson; Shelley’s Corre.
lpondence with Stockd ale. The Wandenng Jew; Queen Mab, vmh the Notes; Alastor,

d other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen : Pi &c,
Vol. II. Llon and Cythna; "The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot (hz Tynnt “The Witch of
L4 Atlas; Lpipsychndmn Hellas. -
Wol, 111, Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Picces,
PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.:
Vol. 1. The Two kom:\nces of Zamozzi and®se. Irvyne; the Duhlin and Marlow Pamphiets ; ix A Refuta-
tion of Deism ; Lettersto Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fra
Yol lt. ‘The Essny:. Lattels from Abroad ; Translations and Fragments, £dited by SHELLEY
Bibli hy of Shelley. and an Index of the Prose Works.

SHERARD (R H ).—ROGUES : A Novels Crown 8vo, 1s. 3 cloth, is. 6d.,

SHERIDAN GENEﬁAL) — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERE
__PH, SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols.,demy 8vo, cloth, 24s.

SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With
ife and Anecdotes, _Including his Deamatic Writings, his Works in Prose and
oet ), Pranslations, Speﬁches and Jokes. ro Illusts. Cr.8vo, bf.-bound, 7s. 6d.
TllE Rl ALS, ‘I‘H!'-dshcl-lbo E‘O}! BGANDAL, and other Plays., Post 8vo, printed
ﬂ urn

BHERIDAK'S OOIEDIEB' THE RWALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, b dy

BRANDER MATTHEWS, With Illustrations, Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. 6

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIPJV COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ-
ing all those in *Arcadia.” ith Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &¢c. by the
Rev. A.B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s.
SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
nd Remarkable Characters. By JAacos Larwoop and JouN CAMDEN HOTTEN
Q ith Coloured Frontispiece and g4 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.

SIMS (GEO R.), WORKS BY. Postsvolillust, bds., Bs. . o2 cl imp, 2u. 6d.ea

g GU»E ID YAGesBOIDB. ¥Al!l JA IIE l

MA Y ANE’B +MEMOIRS. mmns 0!' L!l‘!. With 6o mnstmxon‘.
glzlpll{.tl.l;' O B chll. Wﬂh [ Fronuspxelc!' by #owvnvxcﬁ é}sn.:xnuum'n.
MEMOIR3 OF l Llﬁ'l.ln!. SCENES FROM THE SHOW. [Skorﬂy.

Crown Ivo, ¢lcture cover, ln. each; cloth, 1s, 6d. each.
HOW THE PO and HORRIBLE L0
THR. DAGOIET RIOITER AND RBADER: being Readlngs and Recitations in
Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by GRorce R. Sius,
THE OABB OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS. | DAGONET DITTIES. °

A Biograph MARGARET LoNspaALE. With Four
F:Eﬁatggsn%emy 8vo, grctgra’::ovep y4¢l‘: cloth, 6d. ‘

'HE DARK, By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.

"Post 8vo, illustmed boards, 3s.
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SLANG DICTIOE"ARY (THE) htymologlcal Historical, and Anec-

dotal. Crowa 8vo, cloth extra,
MITE (J. MOYR). { WORK§
THE PRIROE OF ARGOLIS, uh tso Illusts. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3u. Gd.
0ING OF THZ WATER WITCH, Illustrated. Post §vo, cloth, Gs.
SD_CIETY IN LONDON. Crown 8vo, 1s. cloth, {s, 6d. -

SOCIETY IN PARIS: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series Uf Leuers

from Count PAuL VasiLi to a Young French Diplomat, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6Gs.

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU. By Lord HENRY SOMERSET.

- Smali 4to, Japanese vellum, @s.

SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAY] DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on tiie Be} ¢

in the Existence of Devils. By . A. SPALDING, LL.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5-.

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, s, each.
THE MYSTERIES 0? HEROH DYKE. THE GOLDEN HOOP,

BACK TO LIFE.
HOODWINKED: an& THE BANDY- THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDY.

CROFT MYSTERY. ‘ unoo-s aom\uc
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 1s. Gd. e
A BARRER TITLE. | WIFE oF KO WIFE?

THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is.
A SECRET OF THE BEA. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3~. 6d,

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN, By M. H. Towrv, With Illustrations

©by WaLTER J. MoraaN, Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.

STARRY HEAVENS (THE): A POzTICAL BIRTHDAY BOOK, Royai

16mo, cloth h extra, s, Gd.

STAUNTON.—THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. th an

Analysis of the Openings. By Howun STaUNTON.® Edited by RosgrT B. WORMALD.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3.

STEDMAN §E 01) WORKS BY. Crown 8vo.cloth extra, ®s. each.’
YICTORIA | THE POETS OF AMERICA.

STERNDALE. — THE AFGHAN KNIFE: A Novel. By ROBERT

ARMITAGE S-rnutm_n Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. :3s. (hl. post 8vo, illustsboards, 2x.

STEVENSON ( LOUI§) WORKS BY. “Post8vo,cl. limp, 3s. 6d. each.
TRAYELS WITH R DONKE* Sevens Edit. With a Frontis.by WALTER UraNE,
AN INLAND YOYAGE. Fourth Edition, With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE.

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, @s. each.

FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Sixth Edition.

THE MERRY MEN, Third Edition. UNDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition,

MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition.

VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition, | BALLADS.

ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Memories and Essays.

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. "Eleventh Edition. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.3

st 8vo, lllustrated boards, 2s.

THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. (From NEw ARABIAN
Nlcu'rs ) Withs llluurauons by W. J. HENNEssy, «Crewn 8vo, cloth, 3».

PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition, PUst 8vo, illustrated boards, 2w,

FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev, Dr. Hyde. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper, 1s,

THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF THE WORKS OF RQBERT LOUIS STEVER-

L 8QN. 20 Vols. demg' 8vo, pricé £13 10s. net. Prdspectuses and Specimens

of this Edition (whu: is limited to 1,000 copies) may be had from anw Bookselier,
‘The Vols. will appear at the rate of one a month, begmning with Oct. 1Ry,

STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS, By

C. WARREN STODDARD, Illustrated by WaLris Mackav. Cr. 8vo, cl, extra, 3s. G4,

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by HELENand

ALigr ZiuuerN. Crovh 8vo, cloth extra, 3w, @Gd.1 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3u.

STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER.

Cr. 8vo, ¢ cloth extra, with 19 Illusts, by, GILBERT GAUL, 38,3 post 8vo, illust, bds., ‘3u,

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by ConaN DoYLE, PERCY FITZGERALD, FLOR-
ENCE MARRYAT, &c, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3w
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STRUTT'S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF
ENGLAND; including the Rural and Dofnestic Recyeations, May Games, Mum-
meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Pefiod to the’ Present Time. E£dited by

« WiLLIAM Hong. With 140 Illustrations. Orown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d,

JONATHAN BWIFT: A Siudy. By J. Ciurton CorLins, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s,

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.), WORKS BY,

SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS OF A. 0. , A NOTE ON CHARLOTTE BRONTE. Cr. 8vo, &
SWINBURNE. Fcap. 3vo, 68. BONG# OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown 8vo, 8.
TALANZA IN CALYDON. Crown 8vo, 6s. STUJNES IN 8ONG. Crown 8vo, 1s.

STELARD : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, s, STUART: A Tuiedy.

POEMS AND BALLAD%. K'IP.ST SERIES. Crown  TRI M OF LYONESBE. Crown i&vo, 9s.
8vo or fcag‘.navo. 93, A GENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Small 4to, 8s.

POEMS A BALLADS. SECOND SERIES. A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY. Crown 8vo, 7s.

Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9. MARINO FALIERO: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8a
POEMS & BALLADS, THIRD SERIES. Cr,8vo, 7. A STUDY OF VICTOR BUG& Crown 8vo, 6s.
SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. M'SCELLANIES. Crown 8vo, 123.

BOTHWELL: A Trrfeda‘ Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. LOCRINE: A Traﬁed . Crown 8vo, .
S8ONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Crown 8vo, 6s. A STUDY OF BE JKNSOI(. Crown 8vo, Ts.
RGE CHAPMAN. (See Vol. 1I. of G, CHAP-  THE SISTERS: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, és.

MAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 8s. ABTROPHEL, &c. Crown 8vo, 78.

ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Crown 8vo, 12s. STUDIES IN PROSE AND POETRY. Crown 8vo,
ERECHTHEUS : A Tragedy. Crown vo, 6s. 9s.

SYNTAX’S (DR.) THREE TOURS: In Search of the Picturesque, 1n
e  Search of Consolation,and in Search of a \ife. With RowLANDSON’s Coloured Illus-
= trations, and Lite of the Author by ). C. HorTex, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gal.

TAINE'S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by

Henry VAN Laun.  Four Vs, small demy B8vo, cl. bds., 30s.—PoruLAR EDITION,
Two Vols,, large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 1 38,

TAYLOR'S SBAYARD) DIVERSIONS I?F THE ECHO CLUB: Bur-

lesques of Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth linip, 2s.

TAYLOR (DR. J. E,, F.L.S.), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. each,
THE S8AGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct
of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and 100 Illustrations,
OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS,and Where to Find Them. 331 Illustrations,
THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 365 Illustrations.

TAYLOR'S (TOM) HISTORICAL QDRAMAS. Containing “ Clancarty,”
“Jeanne Darc,” “"Twixt" Axe and Crown,” “The Fool's Revenge,” * Arkwright's
‘Wife,” * Anne Boleyn,” “ Plot and Passion.” - Crown §vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.

_ *,* The Plays may also be had separately, at 1s, each,

TENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch: By H. ]. JENNINGs, =
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s.—Cheap Edition, post 8vo,

. 4|'gortrai¢ cover, 1s.3 cloth, 1s. Gd.

THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes. 1llustrated by Hundreds of

o Sketches by WiLLIAM Makepeack THACKERAY. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

THAMES. —A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES.

By A. S. Kravsse, With 340 Illustrations® Post 8vo, §8.3 cloth, 1s. Gd.

THIERS.—HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE & EMPIRE OF FRANCE-
UNDER NAPQLEON, By A, THIERS, Traoslated by D. Forses CampBELL and
Joun STeBBING., With 36 Steel Plates. 1avols., demy 8vo, cloth extra%ns. eachp

THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo, cl., 3u. 8d. ea.; post 8vo, 3w ea.
THE VIOLIN-PLAYER, | PROUD MAISIE,
CRESSIDA. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s.

THOMSON’S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, With Intro-

duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 lllustrations, Fgst 8vo, half-bound, 3=,

Tuonnﬁﬁﬁ?‘@ﬂﬁﬁﬁ)" WQRKS BY,
THE LIFE AN GORRESPdNDE CE OF J. M. W, TURNER, With Illustra-
tlons in Colours, Crown 8vo, cloth eftra, 7=, 6d.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bs. each,
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD, | TALES FOR THE MARINES,
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TIMBS éJOHN WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
THE HISTOR "oF C\UBS AN GLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of is
- amous Coffee-houses, Hostelrres, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations.
ENGLISH ECOCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Infpos-
tures, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. 48 Illustrations.

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3={ each,
THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. ‘ R, SCARBOROUGH'S FAMILY,
FRAU !ROHIAHN.! MARION FAY.| THE LAND-LEIGUER&.
Post 8vo, ulusuated boal ds, 3s. each
KEPT IN THE %‘ ERICAN SENATOR.
GOLDEN LION 0!‘ RllPEﬂ (0 JOHN CALDIGATE. e .

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.);- NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL’S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNESS.

TROLLOPE (T. A.).—DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 25
TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL’S FOLLY: A Novel, By J. T. Trow-

BRIDGez, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs

TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH: A Novel. By

C.C. FRASER-TYTLER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. @d.; post 8vo. illust. boards, 2.

TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY. .
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; Eost 8vo, illustrated boards, 28, each,
-THE BRIDE’S PASS. RIED DIAMOND
LADY BELL. THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS-
Post 8vo, illustrated boards. ‘s, each
WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. BEAUTY AND TH.
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE DISAPPEARED, IROBLESSE OBLIGE,
SAINT MUKG 0’8 CITY. THE HUGUENOT FAMILY.

UNDERHILL.—WALTER BESANT : A Study. By JouN UNDERHILL.

With Portraits. Crown n 8vo, Irish linen, 6 o, (Shortly.

UPWARD.—THE QUEEN AGAINST OWEN. By ALLEN UPwagD.

With Frontispiece by J. S. CroupTON Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.

VASHTI AND ESTHER. By the Writer of “ Belle's” Letters in Z4e

World. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
VILLARL.—A DOUBLE BOND. By Linpa VILLaRIL, Fcap. 8vo, 1s.
VIZETELLY (E. A.).—THE SCORPION : A Romance of Spain. With

a_!'_rc_m_txspxece Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.

WALFO ( EDWABD M. Arg WORKS BY.
LFORD'S 0 FAMILIES £ UNITED KINGDOM (1898). Contalning the Descent,
r!h. Mamaze, Educatlon, &« nl 12,000 Heads of Families, their Heirs, Offices, Addresses,
Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, 50s.
AL!M(}‘iPD‘I IHILLING PE G! (1895). Containing a List of the Ilouse of Lords, Scotch and
8! cers, & mo, cloth
WALFORD'S BH! G BABONE'!AG! (1895). Contaminf a L lst of the Baronets of the United
Kin dom. Bi hical Nam:es Addte«es &c. gamo, cloth, 1s,
WAL Ji ﬁﬁﬁm E (1788). Comammg a Llsl of the Knights of the United

dmm hi lN H Add s, &
WALFORD'S BETLLING HOD c:“or COMMONS (1898). coma(ning.uu of all the Members of the
New Parliament, their Addums Clubs, &c. i«mo, clof
WALPORD § COMPLETE PEERA nu.omu GE, INIBBTAGE, AND HOUSE OF COMMONS
| (1836) Royal 32mo, cloth, gilt edgas (Shorly.
TALES oF OUR GREAT PAMILIES. Crown 8vo, clath extra, 8¢. M

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY, Edited, with Introduction, by

WiLLiAx M. Rossexti. With Portrait. Cr.8vo, hand-made paperand buckram, Gs,

WALTON AND COTTON’S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con.
templative Man’s Recreation, by IzaAx WaALTON ; and Instructions how to Angle for a
Trout or Grayling in a glear Stream, byCHARLll CotToN. With Memoirs and Notes
by Lir Harris Nicoras, and 61 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s, 6d,

WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY,:

FIYE YEARS WIT ’ THE CONGG- GANNIBALS. With 02 Illustrations. by the

Author.chrou PERARD, and W, B, Davis. Third ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., 14x,

MY LIFE WITH STANLEY'S REAR GUARD, Witha Map by 'F. 8. Wiz,
F.R.G.S. Post 8vo, s, ; cloth, 1s, Gd,

o
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-WARNER.—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By CuARLES DUDLEY .

WARNER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68,

WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLEB I. A |Facsimile, with, the 59
. Signatures and Seals, Printed on papef 22in. by 14in, Bs.
‘WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUE OF 8COTS. A Facsimile, including
Queen Elizabeth’s Signature and the Great Seal. 3s.

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS BY.
JSHEYAFFODILS, Crown 8vo, 1s,3 cloth, 1s. 6d.,

THE MARQUIS OF GARABAS, By AaroN WATson and Lirrias Wasszruann.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, s.

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WIJH POCKET SPECY
TROSCOPE, By F. W, Cory. With 10 Illustrfions. . 8vo, 8. § cloth, 1s. 6d.

YWESTALL (William).—TRUST-MONEJ. Post 8vo, illust, bds,, 2s.
WHIST.—HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By Asranam S. WiLks

and CHABLES F, Parpon. New Edition. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

WHITE.—THE _NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By GILBERT

WHite, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s.

WILLIAMS . MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY.
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT, With Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 3. 6d.
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8.
A YINDICATION OF PHRENOLOGY. With Portrait and over 40 Illustrations,

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 1:2s. 6d.

" WILLTAMSON (MRS. F. H.).—A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds,, Js.

WILSQON (DR.” ANDREW F.R.S.E.?, WORKS BY.
CHAPTERS ON EYOLUTIOE. With 259 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
LEAYES FROM A NATURALIST'S NOTE-BOOK, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d.
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES.® With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE, With numérous Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Gs.
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. lllusts. Cr. 8vo, 1s.3cl,, 1s.6d.
GLIMPSES OF NATURE,. With 35 lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

W_INTER il S.), GS_TOR[ES BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each;

cloth limp, 3s. 8d. each.
CAYALRY JLIFE. | n!@ggy_n_'m LEGENDS,
A BOLDIER'S CHILDREN. With 33 Tlusirations by E. G. THoxson and E. STuArT
‘'Haroy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3sefd.

WISSMANN.—MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL
AFRICA, By HERMANN vON WissMANN. With 92 Illusts, Demy 8vo, 16s.

WO0OD.—SABINA: A Novel. By Lady Woop. Post 8vo, boards, 2s,

WO0OD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Post 8vo, boards, @8, each.
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE GAIN,

WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG ; or, Love and Theology. By

£ ELIA PARKER WooLLEY, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. 3 cloth, 3s. 6d.

WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
GARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With oo Caricattres Squibs. &c.
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA.

TURE, SOULPTURE, AND PAINTING, lllustrated by F. W. FairuoLr, F.S.A,

WYNMAN.—MY FLIRTATIONS. By MARGARET WYNMAN. With a3

Illustrations by J. BERKARD PARTRIDGE, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6a°

YATES iEDMUND), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustratéd boards, 3w, each.
LAND AT- LAST. | THE FORLORN HOPE, | CASTAWAY,

ZOLA (EEiFE) NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each.
THE DOWNRF. LL. Translated by E. A. VizeTeLLY., Fourth Edition, Revised,

- THE DREAM, Translated by ELiza CHase. With 8 Ilustrations by J EANNIOT.
DOCTOR PASCAL. Translated ? E. A, VizereLLy, With Portrait of the Author,
MONEY. Translated::g ERNEST A, ¥I1ZETELLY,

LOURDES. Translated by l;‘. A. VIZETEL}Y.
EMILE ZOLA: A Biography. By R. H, Suzrarp. WIith Portralts, Illustrations,
and Faosimile Letter, 1’Demy vo, cloth extra, 13s, o
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.

N o F«_)r fuller cq:aloguing_._&te alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-25.
THE MAYFAIR LIBRARYf post gvo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d. per Volume,

& Journey Round My Room. By XavEr
DE MAISTRE.
8ulp- and Quidditles. By W.D. Apawms,
he Agonf Column of “The Times.”
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of
“ Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy.”
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dossox.
The Cupboard Papers. E; Fin-Bgg.
W. 8. Glibert’s Plays. First s:zﬁs.
W. 8. Gilbert’s Plays. Seconp SE
Songs ofdrish Wit and Humour.
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. Herps,
Social Pressure. By Sir A, HeLps,
Curiosities of Criticlsm. H. J. JenNinGs.
Holmes’s Autocrat of the Breakfast-

Table.
Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempr.
Little Essays: trom Lams’s Letters.

}!S.

Forensic Anecdotes. By
Theatrical Anecdotes.
Jeux d’Esprit, Edited b
Witch Stories. By E. LyNn LinTon,
Ourselves, By E.LvyNN LiINTON,
Pastimes & Players. By R. MACGREGOR,
New Paul and Virginla. W.H.MaLrock.
New Republic. By W. H. MarLock,
Puck on Pegasus, By H.C. Pr.uNrLW s
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C. PExnELL,
Muses of Mayfair., Ed.H. C. PENNELL.
Thoreau: His Life & Aims. By H. A. PaGE.
Puniana. By Hon. HugH RowLey.
More Puniana. By Hon. HugH RowLey,
The Philosophy of Handwriting.
By Stream and Sea. By WM. SknNior.
Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-Book.
By Dr. ANDREW WILSON.,

ACOB J.ARWOO0",

t\cou LarwooD.
ENRY,D. LEIGH,

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
"E’nﬁﬂd Taylor’s Diversions of the Echo

Bennett’s Ballad History of England.
Berthett's Songs for Sailors.

Godwin’s Lives of the Necromancers,
Pope's Poetical Works.

HDY:‘MI'I Autocrat of Breakfast Table.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. per Volume,
Jesse’s Scenes of Country Life.
Leigh Hunt’s Tale for a Chimnoy .
Corner. . .
Mallory’s Mort d’Arthur: Selections.
Paucal’s Provincial Letters,
Rochefoucauld’s Maxims & Refiestions,

THE WANDERER’S LIBRARY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. 6. each.

Wanderings in Patagonia. By JurLius
BeersoHN. lllustrated.

Camp Notes, By FrReperick BoyLE.

Savage Life. By FrREDERICK BOYLE,

Merrie England in the Olden Time. By

. DanieL, Illustrated by CRUIXSHANK.

Circus Life. By THomMas FrosrT.

Lives of the Conjurers. THomas Frost,

The Old 8howmen and the Old London
Fairs. By THomas FRrosT.

Low-Life Deeps. By James GREENwOOD.

Wilds of London. JaMEeS GREENWOOD.
Tunis, Chev. Hesse-WARTEGG. 22 [ilusts.
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack.
World Behind the 8cenes. P.FiTzGERALD.
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings.
The Genlal Showman. By E.P. HiNnGsTON.
Story of London Parks. I!IACOB LaArRwooD,
London Characters, By HENRY Ma\ dEw,
Beven Generations of Executioners.
Bummer Cruising in the South Seus,
By C. WARREN STODDARD, - Illustrated.

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.

Hal Fludyer at Cambridge.

Oﬂqﬂﬁ'l Love StorF. BRET HARTE.
Twins of Table Mountain. BRET HARTE,
Snow-bound at Eagle’s. By BReT HARTE,
A Day’s Tour. Bg PERCY FITZGERALD.
Esther’s Glove, ByR.E. FRANCILLON,
Sentenced! By SOMERVILLE GIBNEY. o
The Professor’s Wife, By L.GRAHAM,
Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By
- ULIAN }'{AwrnonBuxj H

ars ray. Yy J. HOLLINGSHEAD,,

i #mlnez of the Queen’s Hounds. By

CHARLES JAMES.
@arden that Paid Rent, Tou JerroOLD.
Cut by the Mess. By ARTHUR KEvskRr.
Teresa Itasca. By A, MACALPINE.,
Our Sensation Novel. M’ H. MCCARTHY,
Doom! By JusTiN H. McCARTHY,
Dolly. By Justin H. McCaRTHY.

HANDY NOVELS.

The Ol1d Maid’s Sweetheart. A.ST.AUBYN
Modest Little Bara. AraN ST, AusvYN,

Lily Lass. JusTiN H. McCarTHY.
Was 8he Good or Bad? Bﬁ W. MinTo.
Notes from the ‘ News.” By Jas. Pavx,
Beyond the Gates. By E. S, Purrps.
Old Maid’s Paradise, %{ E. S. PaeLrs,
Burglars in Paradise. By E. S, PueLps,
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. PurLps.
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pirxis.
Bible Characters. By CHARLES Reang.
Rogues. By R. H. SuEgArD,
The Dagonet Regiter. By G. R. Sins."
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sius.
Case of George Candlemas. C.R. Sius
Bandycroft yltoyly. T. W, SPRIGHT,
Hoodwinked. By T. W, SpRIGHT.
Father Damien. By R. L. STeveExson,
A Double Bond. By LiNDi ViLLARIL
ljv_’mre with S8tanley’s Rear Guard. By
ERBERT WARD.

Fcap. 8vo, :loth boards, 1s. @d. each,

Taken from the Enemy., H. NewsoLT.
A Lost Soul. By W. L. ALDEN.

Sexen Slespers of Ephesus. M. E. CoLERIDGE. | Dr, Palliser’s Patient. GRANT ALLEN,
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\MY I'.'IBRARY. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxh.:rghe. 2%, 6d, each.
Four Frenchwomen. By AusTin Dosson.
Citation and Examination of William

Shakspeare.

W. S. LANDOR.

The Journal of Maurice de Guerin,
THE POCKET LIBRARY. Post8vo, prlnted on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each,

gEuayu of Ella,

By CHARLES LamB,

inson {gusoe, lilust. G. CRUIKSHANK,

Whiml an

Odditles. By THomMas Hoob,

With 85 Illustrations.

The Barber’s Chadr, &
Gastronomy,
The Egllcurean, &e.

ut's Essays.

c. By D. JErrOLD.

By BRILLAT-SAVARIN,

By THOMAS MOORE,
Ed. E. OLLIER.

* Christie Johnstone. B%CHARLE&R!AD&

Wyth a Photogravure Frontispiece,
Peg Woffingtah, By CHARLES READE.
The)Drama lc Essays of Charles Lamb,

White’s Natural History of Selborne.’

Gulliver’s Travels, &c. By Dean SwiFr,

Plays. By RicHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN,

Anecdotes of the CIarg{. J. Larwoop.

Thomson’s Seasons. ustrated.,

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Tablee
and g'he Professor at the Breakfast-

Tale. By Oriver WENDELL HoLvrs,

_

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. )

LisrArY EpITIONS OF NoVELS,many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
By F. M. ALLEN,

Green as Grass.

By GRANT ALLEN.,

Philistia.
Babylon.
ucﬂmgo Stories.
Beckoning Hand.
n all Shades.

The Tents of Shem,
»F mie's Sake,
The Ubvil's Die.

lhis Mortal Coil.

[he Great Taboo.

Dumaresq's Daughter.

lood Royal.

Duchess of Powysland,

van Greet's Master-
plece.

The Bcallywag.

By EDWIN L. ABNOLD.

Phra the Pheenician,

The Constable of 8t. Nicholas.
By AIDAN 8T. AUBYY].

A FPellow of Trinity.
The Junior Dean.
Master of§t.Benedict's.

To his Own Maaster.
In

the Face of the
World.

Ry Rev. 8, BARING GOULD,

Red Spider.

By ROBE R'l‘ BARR.

Ins Stun’:er Chiir®

| From Whose Bourne,

B, FRANK BARRETT.
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets.

)
Vashti and Esther.

By “ BELLE.”

By W. BESANT & J. RICE.

My Little Girl.
Case of Mr, Lucraft,
This Son of Vulcan.
The Golden Butterfly.
B ceu- s Arbour.

nks of Thelema.
ﬂu ea my 8ide.

The Ten Years' Tenant.
Ready MoneyMortiboy.
With Harp and Crown.
'.l‘wu in Trafalgar's

The {'hnplun of the
Fleet.

By WALTER BESANT.

All Borts and
tlon- of Men.
The Captains' Roo!
Allin & Garden Fair, 4
Herr Paulus.
The Ivory Gate.
The World Weat Very
Well Then.
For Faith and Freedom.
The Rebel Queen.
Dorothy Forater.

By ROBERT
Bhadow of the Bword.
Matt.

A Child of Nature,
gilr of Linne.

h’uddino.
God and the Man.

Uncle Jack.
Oulldren of Gibeon.
Bell of 8t. Paul's.
:: Call Her Mine.

Armore! ofLyone-o
8t. numhu by the

Tow!

Vn'bem Canauh Bte-
phano

In Ducon ‘s Orders.

BUCIIANAN.
Love lh !or Snr
Annan

‘Woman lld tho Man. o
The New Abelard.
FPoxglove Manor.
Master of the Mine.
Rod and White Heathes,

By HIALL CAINE.

The Shadow of a Crime, | The Deemster.
A Bon of Hagar. I

Ry MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Red Sultan. | The Burden of Isabel.
MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS,
Transmigration. rrom Midnight to Mid-
Blacksmith & Scholar. night.

The Village Comedy. !on Play me False, -

By WILKIE COLLINS,

Armadale, The Frozen Deep.
After Dark, The Two Destinies.
No Name, The Law and the Lady.
Antonina. The Haunted Hotel.
Basil. The Fallen Leaves.
Hide an® Seek. 1's Daughter.
The Dead Secret. The Black Robe.

ueen of Hearts. Heart and Science,

y Miscellanies. “18ay No.”
The Woman in White.  Little Novels.
The Moonstone. The Evil Gentus. .
Man and Wife. The Legacy of Oala.
Poor Miss Finch, A Rogue's Life,
Miss or Mrs. @ d Love.

The New Magdalen.

= By DUT'TON COOI&,
Paul Foster's Daughter.

Ry E. 1, COOPER.
Geoffory Hamilton.

y V. CECIL COTES,
Two Girison a Barge.

By ¢. EGBERT CRADDOCA.
His Vanished Star.

By MATT CRIM.
Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

. By B. M. CROKER.
Diana Barrington. Pretty Miss Neville.
Proper Pride. A Bird of Passage.

Family Likeness. “To Let.

.Ry \VILLIAM CYPLES. P)
Hearts o

Ry ALPIIONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.

By . COLEMAN DAVIDSON.
Mr. Sadler's Daughters.

By EIKAE"IUS DA\VSON.
The Fountain of €ou

By JAMES DE MILLE.
thle in Spain.

By J. LEITH DERWENT,
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers
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‘THE Piccapicry (3/6) NoveLs—continued,
By DICK DONOVAN.
ruem to Doom. | Man from Manchéxter.

A. CONAN DOYLE, 4
The Hm of Girdleatone.

By Mrl. ANNIE EDWARDES,

Archie Lo

By (-. NIANVILLE FENN.
The New Mistress. Witness to the Deed.
The Tiger Lily. The White Virgin.

o By PERCY FITZGERALD.
Fatal Zero.

By R. E. FRA NLlLLOi‘.
geen Oophot.u. King or Knave

A Dog tnd bis Shadow.
A Real Queen.

Pref. hy qlr BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari

By E D\VARD GARRETT.

f 8and.
Juk Do,ylo s Daughter.

The Capel Girls.
By I’AUL GAULOT.
The Red Shir \
By CIIABLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray. Ot mgh Degree.
Loving a Dream. l Flower of the
Tk Golden Shaft. l’onl

By E. GLANVILLE,
The Lost ltelrcu. l'ﬂu Fossicker.
A Fair Colonist.

By E. J. GOODMAN.
The Fate ol Herbert Wayne.

By CECIL GBIFFIT]I.
Corinthia Marazion.

Ry SYDNEY GRUNDY.,
The Days of his Vanity.

By TIIOMAS HARDY, ¢

Under thé Greenwood Tre

By BRET IIABTE. .
A WMI ol cho Plains. : Colonel Btarbottle's
sm Client,

ard ot "the Go'den Susy.

Gau gbe of Jack
A Sappho of Green Run ‘8.

Bprings. Bell-Ringer of Angels.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.

Garth. Beatrix Randolph.
Ellice Quentin. David Poindexter's Dis-
Sebastian Strome, appearance.
Dust. The Spoct.u of the
Fortune's Fool.

By Sir A llELl’S.
Ivan de Blron.

By I. HIENDERSON,
Agmu. Page.
By G. A. HENTY ¢
Bqlub the Juggler. |Dorothy|Doubll.

By JOMIN IILL.
The Common Ancestor.
By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.
Lsdy Verner’s Flight. | The Red-House Mystery.

y Mrs. ALFRER HUNT,
The Luken Casket. Bell- condemned.
That Qther Peraca. Mrs. Juli

By R. ASHE KING. ©
A“Dnm Game.
» The Wearing of the Green."

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

THE PICCADILLY (3/6) NovELS—continued,
By E. LYNN LINTON.

Patricia Kemball. BSowing the Wind.

Under which Lord ? The Atonement of Leam

My Lave ™ Dundas.

Ione. The World Well Lost.

Paston Carew. The One Too Many.
By I, W, LUCY, °

Gideon Fleyce.

By JUSTIN McCARTHY.

A Fair Saxon.
Iinley Rochford.
Miss Misanthrope,
Donna Quixote.
Maid of Mheu.
Camiola.

We.terdale Neighbours,
My Enemy's Daughter.
Dear Lady Disda

ear
The Dictardr, gzi ™

The Comet of & Suwn

By GEORGE MACDONALD.

Heather and Snow.

By AGNES MACDONELL.

Quaker Cousins.

By L. T. MEADE.

A Boldler of Fortune.

By BERTRAM I'II TFORD,

The Gun-Runner.
The Luck of Gerard
Ridgel ey

By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. a

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.

ife's Atonement.
ﬁnph‘l oat,

of Fire.

old l lazer's Hero,

A Model Father.
Time's Revenges.

By the Gate of the Bea,
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Hingular.
Cynic Fortune,

The Way of the World.
BobMartin's Little Girl.
A Wasted Crime.

In Direst Pert).

By MURRAY & HMERMAN.

The Bishops’ Bible.
One Traveller Returns,

I Paul Jones's Alias.

By HIUME NISBET.

“BallWp "
By W. E. NORRIS,
8aint Ann's.
By G. OHNET. *
A Weird Gift.
By OUIDA.
Held in Bondage. Two Little Woaode
Strathmore. hoes,
Chandos. 1 In a Wlnur City.
Under Two Flags. I" dup
Idalia.
Cecil Castlemaine's u
Gage. Pl mrnllo
;rtc:trtn. lllql Communs.
uck.
Folle Farine. < Wudl
A Dog of Flanders, Frescoes,
Pascarel. thmar.
quna. In Maremma.
Pr nceu anruuu. Byrhn | Guﬂdcroy.
Ariad: tanta Barba:
H I'IA “‘nARE'l' F. l’l‘l‘ | P8
Gentle snd Stmple.
By JAMES PA YN.
Lost 81r Massingberd. | High Spirits.
Less Black than We're Und e Roof,
Painted. Exile,
A conndentm Agent. Glow -worm Tales.
8 from a Thorn. The Talk of the Tuwn
In P. land Prlnﬂon Holiday Tasks.
"u !!y ry of Mir- FPor Cash Only.
1dge. The Burnt uul'on
'.I'he uauon s Ward, The Word and the Will
s War Bunny Stories.
By lroxy A Trying Patient,
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"rm: PiffcapiLLy (3/6) NovELS—continued,

By Mrs, CAMPBELL PRAED.
Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Ohristina Chard.

By E. C.I PRICE.

alentins. s. Lancaster's Rival.

'he Foreigners.
By RICITARD PRYCE,
MR Maxwoll's Affections,
By IARLES READE,
It i- Never Too Late to sxnalohu.n andDouble-

ent .
The Double Marriage. Gaod ‘Btorles of Men
Love Me Little, Love: _and other Animals.
Hard Cash.

Peg Woffington.
Christie Johnstone.
ne colru of True Grifith Ga

unt.
Poul Play.
fhe Auwblognphy of Ehe Wmda{lnz Helr,
rnt Yonrul! in His A Simpleto;
A Peri nul Bacnt.
A 'rerrihfa Temptation.
The Jilt.

Readiana,

By Mrs. J. I1. RIDDELL.
The Prince of Wales's | Weird Storles.
oGarden Party.

Ry AMELIE RIVES.
Barbara Dering.
By F. W, ROBINSON.
I'M ﬂ ds of Justice.

By W. CLARK RUSSE ‘L.
Ocean Tragedy. Alone on a Wide Wide
. My Shipmate Loulu. I Sea.

By JOIIN SAUNDERS,
, Guy Waterman, The Two Dreamers.
> Bound to the Wheel. The Lion in the Path,
By KA"I'IIARINE SAUNDERS,

lhrgarelnd Elizabeth | Heart Salvage.
Gideon's Rock. BSebastian,
The High Mills.
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By WHAWLEY SMART.
Witfout Lon orglicence.

. SPEIGHT,
A B.cret T v Sea.

y R. A. STERNDALI!.
The Mghn Kalfe.
lly BERTHA THOMNMAS,
Proud Maisie. | The Violin-Player. .
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE,

!‘uu Frohmann, The Way we Live Now.®
M ¥ I.ugnext M:r acuborough s Fa-
u o

By RANCES E. 'l‘ROl OPE,
Like ps upon the | Anne Furne:
Sea. Mabel's Progress.

By 1VAN TUR(:ENIEFF. &c.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

By MARK TWAIN.
The Ameﬂcm Claimant. | Tom S8awyer Abroad.
The£1,000,000Bank-note. l Pudd'nhead Wilson.
By C. C. FBASEB-TYTLEB.
llm.ren Judith.

SABAII TYTLE&

The Brldn Pass, I
Burled Diamonds. mumu ‘Ghosta,

By ALLEN UPWARD.
The Queen against Owen.

By E. A, VIZETELLY,
The Seorpion
y J. 8, WINTER.
somé! s Chlldun
Ry MARGARET WYNMAN,
My Flirtations.
By E. IOLA.

The Downfall.

T#e Dream. l(enay '] Xourdea.

CHEAP EDITIONS GF=POPULAR NOVELS.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each.

By ARTEMUS WARD,
Artemus Ward Complete.

By EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

HAMILTON AIDE,

B
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences.

¢By MARY ALBERT.
Brooke Finchley's Daughter.

By Mrs, ALEXANDER,
Mald, Wife or Widow ? | Valerie's Fate.

By GRANT ALLEN.

e Btories. : Blood Royal.
rnnu "y *For Maimie's Sake.
Babylon Fhe Tehts of Shem,
The Devﬂ 's Die. The Great Taboo.
This Mortal Colk Dumaresq's Daughter,
In all Shades. The Duchess of Powys-

The Beckoniu Hand. land.

By E QTER ARNOLD.
Phra the Phunlclu.
By ALAN ST. AUBYN.
A Pellow ot Trinity, The
The Junior Dean.

By Rev, 8, BARING GOULD,
Red Bpider. | Bve,

Master of 8t. Bene-

By FRANK BARRETT.

m.umx for Life. Honest Davie.

Little Lady Linton. A Prodlgu /] Pregreu.

!atweon Life & Death. Found Guilt;

l'he Sin of Olga Zassou- A R-comu nngeam.
ich. Eor Love and Honour.

PoLy Morrison. John Ford; and His

Lieut. Barnabas. Helpmate.

SIHELSLEY, BIEAULIIAHIP.
Grantley Grange.

By WALTER RESANT.

Dorothy Forster. For Faith and !reedom.

cnuaren of Gibeon. To Call Her Mlne.

gncle Juil. l’ha :Bnlll uf' 8t. Paul's,
err Paulus, Armorel of Lyonesse.

All Sorts and Condi- The Holy R 1‘ 4

Th Captains' Room. :E.gglhv ?l.“ by tho
o e
anﬁudani‘lr rines by

Tow
The Warld Wul Very Vaﬂuu Camellia Ste-

W. RESANT & .l. BILE.
rm. !on of Vu.lou' " The Ten Years' Tenant.
My Little Girl. Ready-Money Mtuboy
‘The Case of Mr. Lucraft, &Lh Harp and Crown.
a8

‘The Golden Butter! l‘ntu

n”ﬁ"‘nk'.‘ofhfxﬁ” The  Chaplata uw.
0! eloms.

The Beamy 8ide, FPleet, P the
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Two-SHiLLING Novegs—continued.
By AMBROSKE BIEBLE.
In the lﬂdﬂt of Life.

By ¥ REDERICH BOYLE.
Camp Notes. Ohronflclu of No-‘uan's

Bavage Mro.
y BRET HARTE.

c;lllornlan St.orlu. An Heiress of Red Dog.
Gabriel Conroy. lip.

e Luck o Maruja.-

amp. A Phyllis of the Sierras.

By HAROLD BRYDGES,
a Uncle Sam at Home.

By ROBERT BECIIA
8hadow of the Sword. Martyrdo!
A Child of Nature, de ine.

God and(the Man. Annan Water. '

Love Me for Ever, The New Abelard.

Po: lovc Manor. Matt.

The ter of the Mine The Hefr of Linne.
By HALYI CAINE.

The Shadow ol aCrime. | The Deemster.

A Bon of Bagar.

By Commander CAMERON.
The Cruise of the ** Black Prince.”

By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON.
Decelvers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardian,

By AUSTIN CLARE.
Por the Lovo of a Lass.
© By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE,

Paul Perroll.
W.hy P:.\u Ferroll Killed his Wife.

By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.

By C. ALLSTON COLLIYQ.
The Bar Sinister.
MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS.
Swut Aluu Pl.so. Swut and Twenty.

e Village Comedy
rom Hfdrnuhtto Mia. Yon le?‘mo Palse.

AN,
°of Ma-

thand Scholar
ATEX: with Portuns. Prances.

{ WILKIE COLLINS,
Armadale. My Miscellantes.
After Dark. The Woman in White
No Name. The Moonstone.
Antonina, Man and Wife
Basil. Poor Miss Finch.
Hide and Seek. ‘The Fallen Leaves.
The Dead Becres, Jezebel's nsughm.
Queen of Hearts. The Black Rol
Miss or Mrs.? Heart and Sclence.
The New Magdalen, “I8ay Nol"

6 Frozen Deep. The Evil Genjus.
%o LT:" i)nm Lady. Em- Nov-u

o Two Destinies. su:
The Haunted Hotel Lvn.
A loglo'- Life.

y M. J. COLQUIIOUN,
Every neh a Boldter.
By DUTTON COOK.
Paul Poster's Daughter.
gy C. EGBEBT CRADDOCK,
@ Propbgt of the Great Bmoky Mountains.
By NIA'I‘T OBIM.
Adventures of a Pair Re
By B. M. CROKER.

Pretty Miss mvm. Bird of Passage.
Pro ’pn' Pride.
¢To Let.” . ‘amily Likenesa,
By W. CYP{.ES,
Hoarta'f Gold.

By ALPHONSE DAUDET,
The Evangelist; or, Port 8alvation. 1

By ERASMUS DAWSON,
The Fountain of Youth,

Two-SHILLING NovELs—continued,
By JAMS DE MILLE,
A Castle in Spain.

By J. LEITIH DERWENT, *
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.

By CIRARLES Dl(,l{ENS.
Bketches bg Boz. Olive
Plckwick Papers. N!cholu ‘uckleby\

By DICK DONO’ AN.
The Man-Hunter. ADetective's Triumphs
Tracked and Taken. In the Grip of the Law.

Caught at Last | Fsom Information Re-

Wanted | ceived,

Who Pollonud Hetty | Tracked to Doom.
Duncan ? Link by Ligk

Man trom Manchester. | Suspicion i\roug.t

By Mrs, ANNIE EDWARDES,
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell.
F'}yl Al 8 BETHA}VI-FD\VABDS.
alicia.

m lly EDW. EGGLESTON.

y G. MANVILLE FENN.
'l'ha Naw Mistress.
By PERCY FITZGERALD,,

Bella Donna. Second Mrs. Tillotson,
!;eﬁer Forgotten, Seunty five Brooke
olly.

Fatal Zero. ne r::dy of Brantomd,
By P, Fl’l‘?(‘ERALD and others.

Ltrange Secrets.

ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE,
Filthy Lucre.

By R. E. FRANCILILON.

Olympm ueen Co hetua. f
One by One. ing o! ve 7
A Real Queen. B.onnncel of the Law,

By HAROLD FREDERICK.
Beth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl.
Pret. by Sir BARTLE FRERE,
Pandurang Hari. .

r HHAIN FRISWELL.,
One of Two.
By EDWARD GARRETT,
The Capel Girls.
By GILBERT GAUL.

A Btrange Manuscript.

By CHARLES GIBRBON,

Robin Gray. In Ronour Bound.

Fancy Free. Flower of the Forest.

For a.ck of Gold The Braes of Yarrow.

Wh il the World The Golden Shaft.
'l Of High Legree.

In Lovo and War, By Mead and Stream.

For the Kin, Lovnu a Dream.

In Putnruq}reen 'd Knot.
ueen of the Méadow. | Hnru Delight,
Heart's Problem. Elood-Money.

The Dead Heart.

By WILLIAM GILBERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests. The Wizard of the
James Duke, . r Mountain,

By ERNEST GLANVILLE.
The Lost Heiress. | The Fossicker.
By HENRY GREVILLE,
A Noble Woman. | Nikanor.
By CECIL GRIFFITIL
Corinthis Marazion.

By JOIIN HHABBERTON,
Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck.
¢ By ANDREW HALLIDAY,
Every-day Papers.

By Lady DUFFUS IIARDY.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.
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V.0-SuiLLiNG NoveLs—continued.
By THHOMAS IIARDY.
.yer the Greenwood Tree.
3y J. BERWICK HARWOOD.
‘he Tenth Earl.
lly JULIAN IIAWTIIORNE-

Qu !.o Beatrix Rlndolph
lllca entli®vy ve—or

~ortune’'s Pool, David Polndexter s Dis-
oftss Cadogna. appearance.

3ebastian Strome. The. specm of the
Dust. C

amer:
1y Sir ARTIUR luzm's.
g deBi
Ny nm\my IIERMAN,
A Leading Lad:

By IIEADON IRILL.
-ambra un Detective.

By JOMN KHILL,
‘rouon Felony.

y Mrs. CASHEL IHOLY,
"he Lanr'l Creed.
By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER.
ue House of Raby.
By TIGILE HOPKINS,
_rjmc Love and Duty.
BY Mrs. HUNGERFORD,

M Maiden all Forlorn. A Mental Struggle.
: n Duru« Vile. A Modern Circe._

. I'lrl. ALFRED IHUNT.
'l'hornlcron'l Moda, Belf-Condemne
Y t Other Person. The Leaden Casket.
By JEAN INGELOW.,
Fated to baFree.
By WM. JAMESON,
' gy Dead Solf.
By HARRIETT JAY.
7he Dark Colleen. » e | Queen of Connaught,
By MARK KERSIIAY,
‘o!onhl KEists and Fictions.

By R. ASIIE KING.

4 DPI'u Game, Passion's Blave,
e Wearing of mln.u Barry.

Grun.'

By JOIIN LEYS,
‘he Lindsays.

E. LYNN LINTON.
atricia Kemball. hoAmuement of Leam
‘he World Well Lost. Dun
:fnder which Lord ? wnth a !ﬂken Thread
Puzon l.:lov. ﬂ}’o Rnbal of the

v
-4 Bowing #he Wind,
By IENRY W, LUCY.
1deon Fleyce.
By JUSTIN McCARTIY,

+ Pair Saxon. Camiols.
Jnlc“xochford Dear LAdy Dizdain,
Mliss Misanthropg. wncrddo Nolghbouu
Donna Quixote. My Enemy’s Daughter.
Maid of Athens. The Comet of & Season.

By HUGIT MACCOLL..
wr. BGn.ngn-l Sealed Packet.
. By AGNES"MACDONELL.
Juaker Oousins.
KATHARINE S. MACQUOID.
be Evil Eye. | Lost Rose.

By W. II. MALLOCK.

Romance of the Nine- | The New Re,
senth Century, l publle.

Two; | 1851,
Open | Be; :
== BANK,

Allsyecgl ry Lane, London.

By 1EST allowed op DEPOSITS,
The Man # .

Tou IuDUNTS, on the minimum *

lx{:rchased and sold.

atoﬂes WQH' MENT

Tue Dmlknk receives small sums on

By M
oy Mitompleted £1.

Paul Jonur—
sutanzk SOCIETY.
%om of rx!wo Guineas per Month,

SLESEAND SOCIETY.

Hearts, P
The w"‘LAND for Five Shillings
Admc oh

fuill particulars, post free.

“Ball Up l
By, NSCROFT Manager.

The Unlor o

Dr. R;men‘

Rl CHEESEMAN S
TWthsx{‘AM(lA["r.ES'

he Prim

By nnj IT SOFTENS & IMPROVES

whesk THE HANDS,

Saspe] FACE AND SKIN .
Ghandos. GENERALLY.

Under T Sold by all Chemists and
Gecli Castlel  Stores, in Metallic Tubes,
u::_ " Gd.and 1s. Sampls, post
Folle hrlna free, jor G or 12 Stamps
A Dog o{ P “from the Sole Manufagturers.
;ﬁffvﬂgﬂ"f the Skin by using

29

i, SO A P

U § Gt
GentiPad s, poesessmg all the pro,emes‘f

oney Jelly.” Admitted to

Lady "’l"““mg xhe %kml}:’t old and young.
y

The Mystery: o oet free on receipt of stamps,

rg’nfnl.::c.c Prepared only by

The Soul of %tumers to the 3\;«2.

” lied _to the
Tolentina. q Salts A nlt:“v'&h Tender
tm‘;‘:;“::"c :;g.;rl for Tender Feet, &c.

Miss Maxwell's “‘ET, LONDON. W.
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Two-SHiLLING Novegs—continued. .
By AMBROSE BIERCE
In the Midst of Life. a¥
By ¥ REDERICH BoY1™
Camp Notes. Chronicles of M
Bavage &Life. Land.

By BRET NARTE. :“"-
Californian storlu. A.n Helreas of lign
Gabriel Conroy. p
The Luck of Roaring| Maruja.

Cam A Phyllisof thu, geance.

mp.
By HAROLD BRYDG. Degrace,
+, Uncle S8am at Home.

;0
By ROBERT BUCHA %’1:
nndo' of the Sword. | The Martyrdo!
A chud of Nature, deline. w. To
God and the Man. Annan Water.

Love H- for Ever. The Now Abel/iews.
;;: love Manor.

Mat
r of the Mine fho x-u of !.h:g'hm
By HALL CAINE,
The Shadow of & Crime. | The Deemster, to Will
A Son of Bagar. 1 Blood.
By Commander CAMER
The Crulse of the ** Black Prince.” E.
Ry Mrs. LOVETT CAME!}ptatls).
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guard’ ¢ Hetr,
By AUSTIN CLARE.
Por the Lovc of a Lass. ER CLI' { Double-
* By Mrs. ARCHER
Pacl Ferrall. Menand
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.
By MIACLAREN eonn.
The Cure of Souls.
By (‘ ALLSTON COLLI
The Bar 8
MORT. & FBANLES COL)
Bweet and ZTwe,K,,

Transmi atlon The vuu;. Co;,

From R0 Md. | You Play f,‘}.‘}‘.‘c':
night. Blacks:

A ﬂ‘;m with Fortune. eu .

By WILKIE COLLIN
Armadale. M
An;'r Dark, The Woman in* a
.. nsto:
louun Man and Winl,

Basil.
Hide and Beek.
The Dead Becret,

Miss or eart and Sci
;:a gcw alen, 1 Sgd}io 1"
rozen Dee
The Law and the Lady. | Littie Novels LE.

lonc ‘s Life.

y M. J. COLQUIIOU i4¢ wm

Every lneh & Soldier.
By DUTTON COOR
Leo. Paul Poster's L
BLS: EGRERT CRADISAL.L
Prophist of the Great Smoky Mous a8,

By MA'I"I‘ CBIM.
e “l;' M CBOKE -
Pretty nﬁyumu. * | Birdof ,m’DEBS.

Diana Proper Prid
“To Let." ATamily ;"M Eisa-

By W. CYPLES py,
s Orime,

Hoartaot uold.
lly ALPHONSE DA
st ; or, Port 8 h
Ay ERASMUS n;"’"“ 4
The Fountaln of Youth,

Two- SHILLING Novn!.s—conh’nu;d. ¢
‘lly AETHUB SKETCHLEY,

y HAWLEY SMART.
wtumn 1.m or Licence,

y T. W. SPEIGIT. 1
!'ln Nylmlnolﬂeron By :De'z!om Wayse

Dyke.
The Goideni Hoop. ’l'ne Loudwstor‘l'n. edy 4
Hoodwinked, Burgo's Romance, s.,‘ ’

By R, .l. STERNDALE,

The Afghan Kaifi
By R. LOUIS STEV NSON._‘,,
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Ot fl«"

By BERTHA TIIOMAS,
Cressida, The Violin-Player.
Ptoud Malste. I

By WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines. | Old Stories Regold.

. ADOL!’]IUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diam

By F. EI.EANOB 'l‘ltOLI'AOPB.
.

Like lMpl upon the | ne Furness.

Sea, Mabel's Progress.

By ANTIHIONY TROLL(DPE.
Frau Frohmann, The American Senatar,
Marion Pay. Mr. ‘icuborou‘u bl
Kept ln tha ‘Dark, rm &
Zohn C te. Ialdu Lior, L
The Wag We Live Now. Grmpcu

The Land-Leaguers.
By J. T. TROWRRIDGE.,

Parnell’d Folly, W
Ry IVAN TURGENIEF®R: -
Btories from Foreign Novelists .+ the Law.

By MARK Tw;gn“,,ﬂ} .

Ag::umnm’ on m Stohh FRERE.,

Bockiebegty bian. B

X Twi n:- Sketches. | A :‘&:E“ L.

ATramp Ab T,
By C. C, FRASER-TYTLk .

Mistress Judith,

By SARAHM TYTLER.

The Bride's Pass, The Huguenot hnlly.
Buried mlnomll. The Blackhall Ghosts.
(1Y quo 's City, What 8heCam o‘l.‘lrou"h
mf. Obup. 3&1‘!‘:‘:‘.‘!&«&0
Disapgfared. ’

ARON WATSON and
L‘LLIAS WASSERDMANN,
The Marquis of Carabas.

By WILLIAM WESTALL.
Trust-Money,
By Mrs. ¥, B, WILLIAMSON.
A Widow.!

By Lady WOOD.
Babina.

ELIA PARKER WOOLLEY-
Armastrong ; or, Love and Theol
. A B’ EDMUND YATED-
et s et T

- AMD CO, LIMITED, PRINTERS, GREAT SAFFRON HILL, E.Cs



ESTABLISHED 1851,

'BIRKBECK: BANK,

L4 Southampton Buildihgs, Chancery Lane, London.

. TWO-AND-A-HALF per CENT. INTER}«.ST allowed on DEPOSITS,
. repayable on demand.

g TWO per CENT. on CURRENT AC%OUNT& on the minimum
samaitthlybalances, when not drawn below £1¢

» ¥ STOCKS, SHARES, and ANNUITIES@purthased and sold.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT.

For the encouragement of Thrift, the Bank receives small sums on
depofdit, and allows Interest momhly on each completed £

. BIRKBECK BUILDING SOCIETY.
HOW TO PURCHASE A HOUSE for Two Guineas per Month,

* BIRKBECK FREEHOLD LAND SOCIETY.
HOW TO PURCHASE A PLOT OF LAND for Five Shi.lling;‘
¢ per Month.
The BIRKBECK ALMANAOK, with full particulars, post free.

ta. By FRANCIS RAVENSCROFT Manager.
'sudtotmn

o vl lRNE BAUER and CHEESEMAN'S

GELEBRA’I‘EI) NSPECIALTIES,

IT SOFTENS & IMPROVES
THE HANDS,

FACE AND SKIN

GENERALLY.
- ; Sold by all Chemists and
. S M Stores, in Metallic Tubes,
U tc;.ia. m;d la. Sa;gpé:, post
(;d“l e, for 6 or amps
° sK | N from the Sole Manufagturers.

PN e i

e Dl.rk Colleen ~o .

Prevent (‘llAl's and Roughifess of the Skin by using

“GLYMIEL SO A P.”

( Registers, {

A refined and delnc:ﬁelv prrfumed Toilet Soap, possessing all the progerties &
the world e nwned and celebrated * Glyoerine and Honey Jelly.” ~Admitted to
be the leading preparation for s ftening and improving the Skin of old and young.

Useful in all se3sons.
Pnce 6d. per Jablet, or Three Tablets in Box, 18. 6d., post free on receipt of stamps.
Sold by all Chemists, Perfumers and Stom Prepared only by~

OSBORNE, BAUER & CHEESEMAN, Perfumers to the Queen,

; le P t «The Incompgrable Smelling Salts” (as swpplied to the
! Quusno)‘ ‘{B’:%m e of ap,’” specially p]:g;aroﬂ for Children or énln with Tender
Skin, 6d., “Buuer' ea.d (and Bath) Boap,” * Nafatha Soap" for Tender Feet, &o,

.19, GOLDEN SQUARE, REGENT S8TREET, LONDON, W.



Awarded Six Gold apd Prize Medals, 1884, ‘the only
. { Year we have _Exhibited.

LORIMER'S

For Drowsiness, Hunger, Faigue, Exhaustion, Nervous Disorders, Indlgen
tion, Debility, and all who feel below par.

A Retired Aged Gentleman writes—* I was led to try Lorimer’s Coca Wihe, and
the effect Was simply marvellous. My pulse rose 1o its old rate of 64, ha few days
my appetite returned, and I have not known fatigue since, though out in my garden
l:ven or ﬁenghl hours e‘\lret;y %?y In ia;:t. lllam stronger now than I haVﬁ been dul:mlg
the past five years, and the essmg eel it. . : ., no tongue can tell, whole
mmmnm h th gratitude.” ¢ My

*The or!ginul letter may be seen at our office, but we are not at libeny to publish
the writer's name,

Invaluable, alike for the Robust or Invalids. . .,

HOUSEHOLD

PARRISH’S

GOLD MEDAL CHEMICAL FOOD.’

OAUTION.—The only Chemical Zood officlally recognised as “ Parrish’s " by a
jury of Medical Experts is * Parrish's GOLD MEDAL Ohemical Food.” The pro-
prietors would respectfully ask the public to refuse all substitu-.es and highly, m,uth
oue imitations, and to see their name ic—~n the label,

- COMFORTS

LORIMER'S

COMPOUND SYRUP OF THE HYPOPHOSPHITES. -

Recommended by the Medical Profession througho"ut the World for its
Vitalising and Strengthening Powers,
# NEwcASTLE-ON-TYNE, Febguary 26th, 1887,

0 months I have been sfifering from SOIATIOA: the result of overwork,

0"1' '&r‘r! and cxpomro, and for some time was so bad as to be unabla to put foot
consider myself almeost emlroly indebted to your Syr

mh. Oo. for m nptdlty of my convalesoence. Yours fmhfullg

. 8OLD EVERYWHERE,

. —
Sole Propristors and Manufacturers ;

LORIm & CO., Britannia Row, London, N.
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itselfAll over the East. As a remnedy] I (B -
of general utility, we mnch question, 4

Whether & better is imported, and wej ' b.m‘:Q
shall bagiad %o hear of its fin
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