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CHAPTER XII.—{(Continued.)

“A erlminnl case?"

“Yen. I was In town on business n
year or two ago, to fenew some lensos
and look iuto o whole bateh of tiresome
business matters which my lawger in-
sieted upon my ottending to in my own
proper person, very much to my annoy
ance, 1 dropped into the United Stock
Bank. While I wnu talking to one of
the clerks at the counter o mwap eame
In and stood close to my albiow while he
handed In a check., 1 kuow It cnme%ery

elose upon the handred—received the
money and went ont.  He looked lke n
groom out of lvery. 1 Jeft the hank

almost Immedigtely after him, and as he
turped into n little ulley 1 followed n
few paces behind him. At the bottom of
the alley my friend the groom was met
by a big, black-whiskered man who seem-
ol to have been waiting for him, for he

eatight him snddenly by the arm and
paid: ‘Well, did they do 17 ‘Yes,' the
other man answersd, and began fum-

bling in lhis pocket, making n chinking
sound as he did o, *‘You nemin't have
pounced upon me 8o precious sharep,” he
paid, rather sulkily: "I wasn't golng to
bolt with it, was 17 The black-whis-
kered man had seen me by this time, and
he muttered something to his companion
which evidently meant that he was to
hold his tongue, and then dragged him
off without further eeremony, This was
all 1 saw of the groom or the blagk-
whiskered gentieman upon that oceasion,
I thought their method of cashing a
checek was rather n queer one; but 1
thought no more about it until three
woeks afterward, when 1 went into the
United Stock Bank again, and was told
that the check which had heen enshed
In my presence was a forgery, one of n
series of the most awlncious feawds, poers
petrated by a gang whose plans had only
jugt come to light and nove of whom
had yet been arrested, *They’'ve man-
nged to keep themselves in the dark in
the most extraordisdry wanner,” the vlerk
told me; ‘the checks nre supposead to
have been all fabricated by one man, bt
three or four men have been employed to
get hold of the original signatures of
pur customers, which they have obtained
by n complicated system.” Wherenpon 1
told my little story of the black-whis-
kered gentleman.” )

Mr. Lansde!ll paused to take breath,
and stole n glince at Isabel. She was
pale always—but she wus very pale now
and was watching him with an eager,
breathless expression,

“8illy, “romantic  little  thing, e
thought, “to be =6 lutensely absorbed in
my story.”

*You're getting Interesting,
snid Gwendoline,

Roland,”
“Pray go on,”

*The upshot of the matter was that ot
B o'elock that evening a grave lttle gen-
Heman came to me and cross-questioned
me as to what I knew of the man who
bad cushed the check. ‘You think yon
ronld recognize this man with the black
whiskere?' he sald,  *Yes: most decidoidly
[ could, *Aad you'll swear to Lim, if
vecessary ¥ *With plessare.’ On this
the deteetive departed and eame to me
the next day, to tell me that he fancied
he was on the track of the man he want-
ed, but he was ar a loss for means of
[entitication,  He knew, or thought that
he knew, who the man was: but he
flda't konow the man  himself from
Adam, The next morvning 1 had the su-
preme pleasura of pointing out my black-
whiskered sequalntance, He looked very
binck, decinring that it was nll 0 wis
lake, and thyt it woull ba easily set
tight. I let the' two gy together, very
well L,lgu:.-s,‘:q with my adventure,

“1 ‘Was not so_well pleased, however,

whep 1 dound that I was wanted as a
witpe preliminary examinations, and
ldwﬁ wed exaniipations, nad on and off
thedugh W teial that lasted four days and
& haldi o ‘say nothing of being badgered
and brotv-bedten by practitioners—who
wend gunnsél for the prisoner-—and who
asked gue oAt was my fricad's whiskers
I regugnigad,-or i{ 1 had never seen any
peher  wiiskars exactly ke his? if 1
sionld know bim without his whiskers?
whether any member of my family had
been I o' lunatie asvlum? whether 1
psuilly devoted my leigure thue to travel
g about’with detective officers? whether
I sbould be able to. vecognize an ne
guajntance 1 had only seen dnee in twen-
ly .yenrs? whether I was short-sighted?
would I swear I was not_short-sighted ?
would 1 be klud enough to read a verse
w'so from a dlampad edition of the
works of Thomas Moore? and so on,
ut gquestion me as they would, the pris-
mer at the bar—commonly known as
Fack the Scribe, alias Jack the Gentle-
man, alins ever so many other names
which I have completely forgotten—was
the identical person whom 1 had seen
meet the graom. My evidence wag only
2 single link In a long chain: but 1 sup-
ose it was eminently damaging to my
:Iack-whiske-rml friend, for when he any
two of his associntes had recelved their
tentence he ‘turned toward where I was
standing, apd said:

“ !l doun't bear any grudge against the
gentlemen of the jury, and I don't boar
ny malice nagainst the judge, but when a
rnnsuid swell mixes himself up in busi-
pess that doesn't concern him, he de-

rves to get it hot and strong. If ever

come out of prison alive, I'll kill youn!

“He shook his fist at me as he said it
There wasn't much In the' words, but
Ihere. was a good denl in the way in
which they were spoken. He tried to say
wore; but the warders got hold of him
and held him down, panting and gasping,
and with bis face of a dull livid white,

I xaw no more of him{ bat if he doos lve
to come out of prisan, I mowst firmaly be-
licve he will keep hizs word.”

“lrzie,” eried George Gllhert, sudiden-
ly, “whut's the matter?”

Al the polnt of Mr. Lansdell's story

was loxt; for at this moment Tanbel tots |

tered and fell slowly backward upon the
sward, and wll the goldfish leaped awny
in n panle of terror ns the doctor dipped
his hat |nie marble basin He
aplaghied the water into his wife's fnce,
and she opened her eyes at last, very
slowly, and louked round her

“Iried he say that," she said, *did he
say that he'dl kilj——="

1w

CHAPTER XIII.

Mpea, Gilhert recovered very quickly
from her fuinting fit.  8he had been
frightened by Mr. Lansdell's story, she
anid, anl the heat had mnde her dizzy.
She sat very quietly upon n sofn ib the
drawing room, with one of the orphans
on ench side of her, while Brown Molly
wng being haraessed.

Gwendoline went away with lier sath-
er, dafter budding Mre, Gilbert rather o
cool good-morning. The danghiter did not
approve of the fainting fit. which she wns
plensed to eall Mrs, Gilbert's extraor
dinary demonsteation,

Roland hegged Mre. Gilbert to allow
him to order n close earriage for his
wife's return to Graybridge,

“The gig #hall be gent home to you
to-night,” he said; “I am sure the air
nnd dust will be too much for Mrs, Gil
bert,”

But Mr. Raymond Lereupon interfored,
and said the fresh alr was just the very
thing lIsabel wanted, to which opinion
the lndy herself gubseribed, She did not
wiant to cause trouble, she =nid: so the
gig was brought round prezently, and
George drove lis wife nway,

Sie made no endeavor to banish Mr.
Lansdell's image from her mind. If she
had recognized of such an ef-
fort, she would have made it perhaps.
But she thought that he would go away,
and her life would drop back to its dead
level, nnd would be “all the same ag if
he hod not heen,"”

It Mre. Lansdell did not leave Maord-
rod just yet. Only a week after the nev-
er-to-bie<forgotten day at the Priory, he
came agein to Thurston's  Crag, and
found Isabel sitting under the onk with
Ler books in her lap.  She started ap
ns he approachied her, looking rather
frizhtencd aml with her face tlushed and
her eyelids deooping.  She had not ex
pecteld him,

the newd

He did not make the slighteat allusion
to that unfortunate swoon which had
gpoiled the elimax of his story, The one
subject, which of all others wonlid have
been most embarragsaing to the doetor's
wife, was serupuloasly avoiled by Mr,
Lansdell. He talked of all manner of
things to this lgoorant givl, of books
and pictures, and foreign eities, nnd
wonderful peoaple, living and dead, of
whom shie had never heard hefore,

Out of pure philanthropy Roland of-
fored to lend her any of the
Lis libwrary.

“Yesu," he said, “sou must ask me for
whatever bhooks you would Hke to read:
and by-and-by, when T have left Mop-
ilred—"

hooks o

Ile paused for a mobment involuntarily,
for he saw that Isabel gave a little
shiver,

“When I leave Mordred at the end of
October, you must go to the Priory, and
chiooge the hooks  for  yourself., My
hougekeeper is a very good woman, and
she will he pleased to wait upon yon,"

Mr. Lansdell met the doctor's wife
hegide the water will, sometimes in the
megdow-land, which sarged in emerald

billows all abont Graybridge, and Mor-
dred and Warneliffe, He met hier very
often. It wns no new thing for Isabel
to rambhle here and there in that lovely
rustic paradise; but it wasg quite o new
thing for Mr, Lausdell to take such n
faney for pedestrian exercise,

Upon the eve of that morning, which
wins to set all breech-londing rifles pop-
prog at innocent  red-breasted victims,
George Gilbiert received a letter from his
ol friend and comrade, Mre., Sigismund
Smith, who wrote in very high spirits
and with a great many blots:

“T'm coming down to stop a few davs
with you, dear old boy,” he wrote, “to
get the city smoke blown out of my
hiyacinthines, and to go abroad in the
meadows to see the young lanmbs—are
there any yvoung lambs in Reptember, by
the bye? 1 want to see what sort of o
matron you have made of Miss Isahel
Blenford, Do you remember that day in
the garden when you first saw her?”

Mr, Bmith arrived at Warneliffe early
next morning, He was in very high
spirits, and talked incessantly to Isahel,
who had stayed at home to receive him,
when there was just a faint chance that
Mr, Lansdell might take his morning
walk in the direction of Thurston's Crag,

Mrs, Gilbert gave her oll friend n
very cordinl weleome,  She was fond
of him, as she might have been of some
big brother: less abjectionable than the
ordinary run of big brothers, He had
never seen Mr. Bleaford’s daughter look-
ing so bright aud beautiful, A pew ele-
ment had becen introduced into her lite,
She was happy, unutterably happy, on
the mystieal threshold of a new exist-
ence. Not for all the raby-velvet gowns
and diamond eoronets In the world would
ghe have sacrificed one accidental half
hour on the bridge under Thurston's oank.

She could talk to Rigismund abhout
Mordred and the master of Mordred.
He was not like George, and he would

gympathize with her enthusinsm about
that earthly paradise,

Do von know Mordred 7' she ashkad.
Bhe felt o kind «of pleasure in ealling
the mangion “Mordead,” all short, ns he
eniled It

“1 know the villnge of Mordred well
enough,” Mr., 8mth nnswered, “and 1
onght 1o know the 'rlory precious well,
The last Mr. Lunsle]l wnz a client
vof my futher's and when Roland Lans-

cell wans balng conchel up In the Class.
les by a private turor, I used to go up to
the Priory and read with him, The gov-
ernor wag very glid to get such a chaneas
for me; bhut I ean't say [ intensely ap-
precinted the advantnge myself, on sum-

mers afternoons, when there waxe ball
piaving at Warneliffe meads,”

“You kuew him—you knew Mr. Roe
land Laosde!ll when he was a boy!" sald
[sabel, with a little gasp.

“I certainly did, my dear Izzie: but
I don’t think there's anything wonder-
ful in that. You couldn’t open your
eyes much wider if 1 sald I'd known
Fugene Aram when he was a bhoy. 1

remember Roland Lansdell,'” continned
Mr, Bmith, “and a very jJolly young fel
low he was, n regular young swell, He
tanght me fencing. Come, Mrs, Gilbert,
put on your bonnet and come out for n
walk. I suppose there's no chance of
our secing George till dinner time."”
“Thurston's C'rag is a pretty place;
il we go there?”

“Suppose we ilo, That's gqnite a bril-
linnt thought of yours, Izzie. Thurston's
Crag I8 a pretty place, a nice, drowsy,
Ingy old place, where one always goes
to sleep.'

Isabel's face was anll Jighted up with
smiles.

*1 am sgo glad you have come to see us,
Sigikmund." she =ald,

Slie was very glad,
Thurston's Crag now
could beguile Sigismund thitherward,
and that haunting sense of something
wrong would po longer perplex her in the
midst of her unutterable joy.

Siglsmund handed her across the stile
in the last meadow, and then there was
only a little bit of smooth verdure be-
tween them and the waterfall; but the
overhanging branches of the trees inter
vened, and lsabel ecould not see  yet
wlhether there was any one on the bridge.

But presently the narrow winding path
brought them to a bhreak In the foliage.
Isabel's heart gave a tremendous bound,
and then the color, which had come and
gone so often on her face, faded away
altogether, He was there: leaning with
lils back against the big knotted trunk of
the oak, and making a picture of himself,
with one arm above his head, plucking
the onk leaves and dropping them into
the water, e looked down at the glane
ing water and the hareying leaves with
n moody, dissatistied scowl, Had he been
unything less than a hero, one might
liave thonght that he looked sulky,

Mr. Lan=adell must have been quite
ardently attached to Sigismund in those
early days, if one might judge of the
past by the present; for he greoted his
old aeqguaintance with absslute effusion,
nnd sketelied ont guite a little royal pre-

]

She might go to
ns often as sheo

press of pastie enjoyment for Sigismund’s

week nt Grayvbeidee.

We'll have a plenie,” he =a0ld. “You
rememiber we talked about a pienie, Mrs,
Gilhert, We'll liave o pienie at Waver-
Ivi there isa't a more delightinlly incon-
venient place for o plonie, Onpe can dine
o the top of the western tower, in ac-
tual danger of oue’s Lfe.  Yon ean write
to your Upels Rayvmonl, Smith, amd nsk
Lhim to join us, with the two nicces, who
are really most andable elildeen,  This
is Thursday: shall we =ay Raturday for
my pienie? 1 mean it to be my plenie,
vou know: a bachelor's pienie,  Shall it
be Satuedny, Mrs, Gilberrs”

Isabel only answered by
hlushes and a
distinguishabile syllables,  Riglsmund an-
swered for the doctor's wife. Yes, he
was sure Naturday would do eapitally.
He further accepted the invitation to
dine at Movdred on Sunday, for himsel!
and his host and hostess,

deepening

CHADTER X1V,

Mr, Roland Lansdell dil not invite
Gwendoline or her father to that bach:
olor llii'lli!' which he was to give at
Waverly.
knowledze that
danghter would
entertainment,

“She'd object to poor Smith, 1 dare
say,” Roland said to himself, “with his

Gieneral
not relish

Ruysdale's
that sylvan

sporting-cut  clothes, and his  slang
pheages, and his perpetual talk about
novels, No, T don’t think it wonld do to

invite Gwendaline; she'd be sure to ob-
jeet to Smith”

Mr. Launsdell said this, or thonght this, |

a good many times upon the day before
the pienic; but it may be that there was
a lurking idea in his mind that Gwendo-
Hne might objeet to the presence of some
one othier than Me. Smith in the little
assembly that had beeu planned under
Thurston's onk.

When the ponderous old iy from Gray-
bridge drove up a narrow winding lnne
amd  emerged wpon the green  rising
ground below the gntes of “':l\'l‘l'].\', IRo-
lund was standing under the shadow of
the walls with a big bunch of hothouse
flowers in his hand. He was in very
high spirits; for to=day he had cast care
to the winds. Why should he not enjoy
this Innocent pleasure of a rustic ram-
ble with shmple country-bred people and
children?

Charles Raymond and the orphans had
arvived, and they all came forward to-
gether to welcome Isabel and her com-
panions, Mr, Raymond had always Leen
very kind to his nieves' governess, but
he seemed especinlly kind to hep to-day,
He interposed himself between Roland
and the door of the fly, and nssisted
Lsabel to alight. He slipped her Land
under his arm with a pleasant friend!i.
ness of manoer.

(To be continued,)

We belleve that If l‘\'i'r._“‘l: become
an artist, we will  be  original ang
paint a stork standing on two legs,

confused murmuar of un-

He had a kiud of instinetive |

SUPPOSE

HUMOROUS PARAGRAPHS FROM

THE COMIC PAPERS.

Plensant  Toeldents Ocenrring
ful to Old or Young

that Everybody Will Ilnjoy.

“Yt'-'-.
crenscd.”

“Why?

“I understiund she
Ing ngaln and wants
troussenn. —Clevabiand

she wants  her aliimony In

thinks of mar
v

the monoey for
IPlain Dealer.

&

His MNenson,
“T ke the old songs hest,™
"Why,"
|  “Beeaunse nobody sings 'en
liud Leader

Touched,

“That very touch!ing
that Jones' divorce case, wasn't
“Yes, I hear that
touched himm for Sk

wis 1 Cilse,

itT

Jones”  liwyer

i'p Agninst It.

"So vour old bachelor friend rodily
dechded to et married ¥

“Yes, and hie sayvs, now that e hins
taken the leap.
ried life to the bottom.”

“And has he stavtod ™

“Yes, the first «day retiurned
from the honevimoon his wife started
him sifting ashes

they

_——

WE SMILE.

the
World Over- Sayvings that Are Clicer-

Funny Seloctions

Matter of Time,

At a country falr n machine which
hore a sign reading “How to Make
Your Trousers Last” occupled a prome
inent position In the grounds, aml at
tracted much attention. A eountryman
'1‘.];% atooll gnping before It was told
by the exhibitos, a pereson with a long
binek mustache, o minstrel-stripe shict
snd a ninety-four-carat dinmond In a
Lyedd eravat, that for 1 eent deposited
| i the slot the mncehine would dispensa
its volunble sartorial advlee, The connes
tryman dag the pequired coln from the
depthis of n deep pocket and dropped 1t
[ the slot. Instantly the machine de-
|'Fll.'a-;-|-\l a ecnid on which wus IIQ.IUI
| printed:

first,"—Harper's Weekly,
What Nest?
“8n Freddy Newport has the latest
in nutomobiles?”
“1 should say so. Why, he actually
an atomizer on the back thad
sprave Wis friends with lavender-scent

ol gasoline.'

Lins

Why It Proy Nl_n Fallure.
Repibhles—Wright's new book, “Life
in the Slums' falled to make a hit, 1
hear,
irihbles—Yes, He had no ldea of
poverty—only poverty of ldeas,

.'\l‘ourlyhon _!h—t: Shelf.

“That thin woman's faece 18 famil
iar."”

"“Yes, that's Mrs, Sniffkins.”

“*Ars, eh? She hasn't been mare
ried long. has she?’

“Well, not as long nas ghe has been
longing to be”—Philadelphia Press.

(il\'l‘llulln-‘gt: Spot.

Amachure—Yes, I'm golng to tnke a
hinting trip, but 1 need a dog. 1'm
looking for some one who will lend me
fl Fetter

Vise—-1 can give you a pointer.

Amachitre—{"an you?

Wise—Yes: Don't go.—DPhiladelplla
I'revs,

\\-‘ut:d:l:}_t-ll.

“¥o you had your palm read by a
pahmist?” interrogated the tramp by
the water tank.

“Yes pard,” replied his chum of the

he Is going to =it mar I"u\'_ “and It was wonderful how ha

coithl tell fortunes, 1 asked bhim what
I vecoded de most of all in dis world,”
“What did he =ay?"

EEFORE HOSTILITIES COMMENCED.

“Why, be looked at me palm and

sald: 'A eake of soap,”™

————————

| Rooster—\What was he saving ahout tae?
Puck—uUl nothing much, except that you were so old and tough that
they couldn’t even nse you for boardinz-hiouse hash,
Road Acrahats, The Spoils,
| “Just eome from the vandevitle, By Gunner—\What in the world is that
Jinks, there was a chiap there who jon the front of Cogger's automobdilel
turned three somersaults in eheces- | It looks Hke 1 eage.
slon.” Guyer—\Why, that is his game
“I don't have to =o to vandevile to | baskot,
gee that, old chap. 1T ecan s that Gunner—Game basket?
it in the street” Giiyver—Yes: it eatches every rabbit
| *Whent" il elileken he tosses up on his spins,
"Why, when a racing autoruohbile

"
MHEEILEN

l — -

The good olid times were not, 1 wis,
ntirely good enongli—

The collars would prevent a kiss,
Ruffs made the old times rough.

Not So Bad,
ITIx—What's your idea of n fool?
Dix—A man who identitles hbuself
| by asking questions a wise wan can't
BuUSWer,

Sure!
Bess—My ldeal was shattered,
Tess—80 was mine.
Besg—0Oh, no! Yours was broke,
Tess—Well, it's about the same
thing, Isn't {t%—Detrolt News.

His Little Joke,

They had just oved in the house,
amd as s usually the case the former
tenants had left much rubbish behind
the,

“Jusgt look,” complained the Nttle
woiman, “here are three palls of ashes
in the yan.”

“AL™ laughed the blg  hosband,
"speak of them with more reverence.”

“"Reverence! Why should 19

“Hecause they are the ashes of thoe
departed.”

In !h-e_ “._l_‘. Hours,

“In the oriental countries,” sald the
man who reads books of travel, *a
man will remove hilg shoes before en-
tering o building. He calls it sacred-
ness,"”

“And in this country,” chuckled the
rounder, who comes home under the
lzht of the morning star, “he removes
his shoes before entering the house
and calls it wise precaution,”

Double,
“Apparently you don't admire Mlss
Skreech,"
"No: I don't llke her alrs.”
“What alrs?"
“"Those she slngs and those
wears."—Philadelphia Press,

slie

Goaod I}na‘:l__“‘urk.

“Wonder how Peary ever found s
crew that was willing to go up to the
north pole? T don't gness the pay was
auything extraordinary,”

"Over 100 a day,”

“Wihnt? Do you mean to eay sall
org get over §100 a day?”

"Sure.  Aren't the days over sl

months long up there %

“Make your coat and wn!stconl)‘

s




