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TWO WALK TOGETHER.

—_——

Paar with me kindly, comrude,
The way o you is brght:

The puth of duty st retching out,
luclenr. straight lines of light

Vour beart is youug. your vision kem,
The goal you plaioly e

Bear with me kindly, comrade, '
It i ot so with we.

Too frail to walk beside thee,
| 1ag some ateps behind,

And the marrow stepa so plain to voa
I caunot slways find. i

My vyeu too dim to reach the goal,
Bee bt the pearer tomb;

Thou hast the mornin
But I—the nightah

ory,
» gloum.

Yot we may walk together,
I we biat “ e nggreed,”

To hure aue hape, ane aith, one nim,
Ve WHelpwr im onr ned,

His love eon moke strong souls like you,
And fanlterers such as | —

Walk pracciully togeilor here, |
And rest Logether by -und by, ]

—- O — . —

" THE DEATH TRAP

OV LUCY M. ROoOrEi. |
L
Few persons who were in Parls on
New Year's Day, 1885, but retain
A vivid recollection of its horrors |
The evening clgsed in mild and tran- |
«uil, but the night was full of perils.
About 11 o'clock a fine drizzling rain
set in that froze asit fell, and cov-
ered the whole of the vast city with |
n uheet of ice ns smooth as 4 mirror, |
on which neither man or benst could |
stund erect nor walk with safety,
The festivities of the senson hod
called o great many persons from r
their homes on thatevening, and the
miseries of those who found them-
to traverse distances

selves  Toroed
without the wid of o conveéyanee can
readily L imagined, for the enbmen
all struek work and
Ladlies inevening dreas, white  slip-

went  home,
pers aned opera cloaks were to be seen
clinging to railings and  lamp-posts,
and weeping in very  helplessness ol
terror, unnbleto stir o step,  Horges
lay monning with fractured limbs on
the glossy  rondway, and men slip
pedd and totiered and fell, some re
velving injuries from which they nover

recoyered
[ had been dining with an old

college fricnd. 1t biad been o bache-

lor party, nnd o merry one; and
past 12 o'clock when we
hroke np. Of course thers was o

shoutofdismny fromn the whole party,
some dozen in all, when we discov-
ered the condition of the street; but
there wis no help for us. We could
not all go bk to quarter ourselves
on our host in his small, bhachelor
lodgings, and so we set ofl on our
different wave. To moke matters
worse our host lived on the loft hand |
of the Seine, not far from the Luxem- |
bonrg Gardens, so that most of us |
were at nn interminnble distance |
from home, 1 mysell was stopping
at the Hotel de Franee, on the Rue
sL Honore, three miles off,

One ather of the party had to o
there also. e was 8 handsome
young fellow from the provinces, |
named Gustay Yeronge, who had,
as | heard from unother of the guests, |
lutely inherited o good deal of mon-
ey, and has comeup to Parik to see
life. 1 could hurdly elaim him even
ns an nequaintance, for we had met
that evening for the first time. A
wie went out into the street, he ask-
ed to whut quarter of Paris 1 \\'nn|
going; nnd on learning my desting-
tion, cried.

“Well, I'm going a stone’s throw
from there-s0 come, and we will walk
together.”

He wnnnot only in full evening
dress like the rest ol us but in ui
very elabornte one. His low, open

I was

vest showed a shirt front of
fabulous flneness, whereon  glit-
tered three diamond studs, each

stone of no inconsiderable size, and
of the purest wiater.  Four buttons,
also of dinmonds, closed his veat, nnd
he wore on the little tinger of hin left
hand @ handsome solitaire. |
thought all this rather bud taste;
but he seemed like a thoroughly
good fellow, and his manners were
certainly very interesting. We got
nlong pretty well for nbout hall an
hour, slipping and sliding and stumb-
ling about, and then falling. At lnst |
my companionslipped and fell agnin, |
and when he strove to rise, sank |

back, uttering o stiffled gronn. | J

“Have you hurt ‘ymlrnelr'."'
asked. anxiously, assisting him to

Tise,

He fell inck with another groan.

#] feur thnt my knee isinjured,” he
snid. “I can hardly stand,"

With difficulty I got himat lnst on
his feet, Ilutever_vnlt?) hetook gnve
him pain. Of course I could not go
off and Jeave him alone, Meantime,
not & human being was in sight,

#Where nre wee?"' he asked,, faintly,

1 mode my wny to the nearest
corner, and rend the name of the
street.”

“The Rue de Rislny,” T replied,
coming binck.

#] have not the lenst iden where
we are,” he said, “1never heard of

nt street.”
thﬂ this time T was feeli
wel n-lhninuu:d. ll'l-gln to

dincouraged.
un.fg[l)nlll{ best p!alt?;:' I said, “in to
look for some hotel whero we can
the night, It s of no use try-
ng to go any forther. There ['l. not
a veliclo of any sort to be had.
“You nra mﬁ!ﬂ. But where ecan
da ho
"ﬂ"u spoke, & man in & blm:n.
with ».pipe In his mouth, swur« L:‘m-
polf under the shadow of an nyy
near by

pretty
thor-

=

“If these gentlemen wish, | ean
show themn a hotel close by,” he said
in a civil tone,

“Do so, and we will give you five
franes for vour pains,” cried Ver-
onge, impulsively, *“Weure strangers
in I'aris, vou see, nnd 1 have not an
idea which way to turn.”

“Ah, monsieur is a stranger in
Paris? Will mousieur lean on me?
The hotel is not far offi—not five steps
distant, in fact.”

It was very near. A little further,
in truth, than our officions friend
had stated. but still just around the
nenrest corner.

It was an ancient-looking, white-
washed building, standing back from
the street, with o small gurdenin
front of it. No name was painted
across the front of the house, ns is
usunl with Parisian hotels. Only a

red lnmp, with the word “Hotel” | My tosk was & short oue,
‘L in an | was no where to be discovered,

on itin black letters, wns
iron framework projecting
the door.

We paid our conductor, who sham-
bleil down the street, after casting n
lust glance at the glittering studs
nud vest buttons which Veronge dis-
rlu.\'ml a4 he threw bnck his overcoat
n order to get cut the money,

A sleepy-looking old womnn ina
calico ghort gown and petticont, and
with a yellow silk handkerchiel tied
about her hend answered our sum-
mons at the door of the little hotel.

“Oh, yes, you can huve rooms cer-
tainly, though the house is very full.
Monwieur has hurt his knee, has he”
Then monsieur shall have the ground-
floor room, of course. The other
monsieur I most proy to mount to
the third floor.™

“Could we not have rooms togeth-
er? " suggested Veronge.

“lpossible!  Quite  impossible!™
The old woman wos wide nwake by
this time, amd very onergetic. “In
fact, the two rooms | have offered
are the lnst that are lefi,
house has o good name, though it is
sl :

While talking she had lighted o
couple of eandles and proceded us
along o portow passageway at the
end of whichjwas a door, which she un-
locked and threw open with o flour-
s,

“You see, you conld not be better
lodeed in the Geand Hotel. ™

The room looked comlortable. It
wus long and narrow, There was
ane window at the lett-hand side ns
we entered, The lwd " stood in an
gleove draped with  hangings  of
green moreen.  The window was
protected ontside Ly & massive iron

nbove

for the |

grating, such as is usonlly l'lll]llnl\‘ml !

on ground-tloor windows in I'rance,
I advaneed to thiswindow, nnd, hold-
ing my candle aloft, peered out into
the darkness. | could see that it
opened into n sory of narrow yard,
terminated by a high bland wall,
The old woman, troubling herself

| nleove,

Bo I ndvanced’to the alcove, lifted
the curtain and looked in. There
was no one there. The bed was in
disorder, the covering tossed aside

I and the pillow pushed away, but it

was untenanted. The alcove was
small; there was barely room in it
for the bed, a small washstand and
a little night table, so that I saw the
whole extent of it st a glance. For
the moment 1did not expect that
anything was wrong. 1 thought
that Veronge, like the mere boy he
wns, had hidden awny somewhere to
give me a fright and had then cried
out to awaken me,

“Veronge,” 1 enlled impatiently,
“come out here. Where are you?”

There was no reply;

Repressing a growing feeling of an-
noyvanece, | set to work at once to in-
vestigate every corner of the room.
Veronge
Yet
there lay his clothes. How eould he,
undressed and lame, have quitted the
room? A sudden thoughtstruck me,

“Toor fellow!"” I thought;* he must
be walking in his sleep,”

With that idea I advanced to the
door and endenvored to openit, To
my amazement I found that the in-
side bolt was shut. It was evident
that Veronge had quitted the room

Yer, where was be? He could not
have gotten out of the irongrated
window, and the room had but asin-
gle door. Ah, the bed—under the
bed? [ hadnotlooked there. Doubt-
less he was lying there and chuckling
over my perplexity.

“Ah, the rascal!” I said to my-
sell. 1 have him now!”

I advanced to the bed, lifted the
valance of green moreen, and found
that the bedstend was a sort of solid
box that continued to the floor, ko
thut there was, technically speaking
no “under the bed” at all,

| was now completely bhewildered.
Of course uny sgpoviea of fonl play
seomed out of the qguestion. The
bolted door and boredd  window
seemed to seltle that matter, so far
us the entranee of any male petor
wad concerned, Yot, il no one could
et in how could Veronge have got
out? And if he hnd not quitted the
room, where was he? Could anyone
have gotten in by o seeret entrance
while we slept? With that idea 1
storted to investigate the walls.
Two sides of the wall were of course
aoeounted for, ns outside of one lny
the passareway, nml on the otherthe
apen yard. 1 earefully examined the
wall opposite thedoor.  Allsolid and
smooth there: no trace of an opening
anywhere. Then 1 proceeded to the
Here 1 found rather more
diffienlty, as the heavy bed<curtains
were considerably in my way
mannaged to satisly myseli thnt the
will at each end of the bed was all
right.

Next I turned my attention to the

very little about my serutiny of the | wall at the opposite side of the bed.
remises, war engaged meanwhile in [ To investigate that 1 was foreed to
ighting the five, which wan laid all | lean across the bed; so I knelt upon
readly for thematch inthelittle rrate. | the edge ol the bed, und to steady

When our old conductress had got
the fire well under wav ghe rose nnd
testitied her intention of necompany-
ing me ut once to the room destined
for me. It was up three flights of
stairs, but was snug and comfortable
enongh, though rather small. The

| ol womnn lit my fire, ns she had

done that of Yeronge, and then went
bnek to bed.

Tired ns I was, I had no notion ofgo-
ing to sleep without paying n last
visit to Verouge, toseeif he needed my
help in undressing.  So, merely wait-
ing to pull offmy overcont and rain-
sonked boots, 1 went downstairs
again,

I tound Veronge sitting by the fire,
and nursing his aching knee with o
very dismal expression of counten-
ance. He brightened up at once
when he saw me enter, and became,
in spite of his pnin, quite chatty and
confidential, When | rose to retire,
which 1 did in about half an hour,
feeling wofully tired, he would not
henr of my departure,

“8it down,' he cried; “sit still for n
while; ‘tis only 2 o’clock, and 1 have
stch n story to tell you."

8o down I sut, nnd lit n cigar, while
Veronge plunged into some inter-
minable history of college scrapes
and ndventures, The arm-chair in
which 1 sat was soft and comlorta-
ble, the fire gave out o drowsy heat,
the story was stupid, and in fifteen
minutes I was fast asleep,

i

It neemed to me that I had just
lost eonscionsness, when 1 was aud-
denly awakened by n terrible ahriek,
n ery as if for help, with which it ap-
wnred to be my own name was
mingled. 1 started bolt upright,
wilde-nwake in aninstant. Allaround
wan still.  Thecandle wasextinguish-
e, but the room waa lighted by the
rnddy glow of the fire in the grate.
Ro profound was the silence that the
patter of the rain against the win-
dow-pnnes was distinetly audible,
Yeronge was nowhere to be seen.

“Veronge!"” I called in a hall whis-
per, not wishing to wake him were he
#leeping, “have you gone to bed?"”
'I‘Lr-ru wns no nnswer. | stretched
myself, yawned, und took a look at
the clock.

“Half poat 3," I muttered, Imust
have been ulrmmllnp;. 1 :m;i best get
to bed as fast und as quietly ns
aible. I had no idea t?mt. I'L‘-m
so long.”

I took up my candle and essayed
to light it nt the fire. As1didso it
atruck me that theroom wasstrange-
ly, unnaturally quiet; not a sound,
not even that of heavy breathing,
betrayed the presence of the sleeper
in the nleove. That horrid’cry. too,
waas still rineging In my ears, 8o I re-
solved that | would tnke one glance
nt my friend tosatisly mysell as to
his ulldolng}.l ,

““I{e might have the nightmare,” I
thought; and so it will be n charity
to arouse him,"

mysell [ lenned my weight on the cen-
ter of the bed. As I leanad my weight
on the bed it gave way suddenly be-
neath my hands, A rush of cold,
noisome air streamed upward to my
noatrils, and hiad [ not clutched at
the bedpost with my other band I
should have inevitably lost my bal-
ance and have plunged hendforemost
into some horrible nbyss.  Yes, the
bed opened downwari in the middle,
I had solved the riddle of my poor
friend's fate.

I stnggered backward, heartsick
with amuzement and dismny. It was
some moments belore I recovered my-
sell sufticiently to continue my ex-
amination of the hideous trap into
which I had so nearly fallen. It
needed some minutes’ repose 1o
enable me %0 proceed in my
investiggations, When 1 did so I was
amazed at tha horrible simplicity of
the whole contrivance. The bed it-
self. instend of baing a solid mattress,
was merely two enshioned doors, fit-
ting close together in the center and
leﬁ up by some strong springs, such
ns serve to close the doors of public
buildings orstores. A certainamount
of pressure wns noecessary to foree
open these divisions. Each side waa
covered smoothly with linen, and so
closely did the two divisions fit that
a glance would have revealed noth-
ing unusual nbout the up{nauru'nm of
the bed. It merely looked like one of
those mattresses which are made with
a division in the center.

I caretully pressed the door open
and peered down into the depth thus
revealed. The same cold, damp air
that I had notived betore rushed u
into my face, redolent of the chill
mouldness of the cellar. 1 listened
Not a sound was heard from below,
1dared make no farther exnmina-
tion. Who could tell what unseen
eyes might be watching my every
movement, what hidden ears might
be alert, to eateh the slightest sound
that might suspicion or detection?
At first | thought of tying a cord to
my candle and of lowering it down
into the abysa, but I abandoned the
project almost as soon as I conceiv-
ed it.

Poor Veronge was dead! Of that
there could be no doubt. The flenda
who plunned that murder trap were
not likely to leave their work half
finished, All that was left tomenow
was to avenge his fute; that is, if I
did not share it.

L.

Isat down to meditate over my
course of action, and collect my scat-
tered thoughts. My firstimpulse was
to escape from the house nt once. But
how wus such o fent possible? The
window of the room was securely
closed with Iron bars, Moreover, if
1 did mucceed in forcing out the grat-
ing, I should find ninlf in & narrow
yard, enclosed on all sides by a h

wall. An{hnmfupt to lenve
house by door would of course

who were doubtless on the alert,
But one course remained to me, and
that was to return as stealthily as
possilile to the room assizned to me,
there 1o await thearrival of the hour
at which I could quit the premises
without exeiting suspicion.

I eame to this resolve after much
deliberation. [ extinguished my
candle, crept softly and stealthy
along the passage and up the stairs,
which seemed to my excited faney to
shake, quiverand creak nt every step
that I took. But I gained my room
unmolested, bolted myselfin securely,
and throwing myself on the bed with-
out undressing | awaited the ap-
proach of morning.

Oh, the long, long hours!
terminable they were, and how slow-
ly they were passed!  How often the
siqueak of n mouse in the wainseot-
ing, or the snapping of a coal in the
grate clilled the blpod in my veins
and paralized me with terror!  Often
oo, 1 would drop aslesp, only to
start awake the next moment with
the death-shrick of Veronge ringing
in my ears. [ thought that the
night would pever enc. At !ast the
window slowly grew a glimmering
square; the pale light of dawn showied
m# the shape ol things about me,
and the friendly morning peered in
upon me once more, Yot I did not
dure to arise and go torthatonce, 1
must linger still nntil my hour ofris-
ing would lw sufficiently late to be
tray neither compromising knowl-
edge nor inquietude,

At last, nbout 8 o'clock, I ot

up from my comfortless ecoueh,
adjusted the disorder of my
dress, oustling as I did so

abont the room, with a great pre-
tense at making 4 finished toilet,
| and whistling & merry tune. Then |
rang my bell, ordered the usual
French early breakfast of a roll and
{8 cup of coffei, und asked for my roll
(to be sent at the same time. The
{eoffee was brought by the same old
| woman who hond admitted Veronge
wnid myselt the night before

| “The friend ol monsicur loft abont
[ hall an hour ago,” she said ns ghe
set down the tray,  “He left no mes-
| suge for monsienr.”

“Friend! Hewaos no friend of mine.
I met him accidentally in the street
| last night,” was my reply, given in
[ a8 guy and careless o tone os 1 conld
| well nesume:

“Indeed! Well, his knee hurt him
and he could not H|m-|r; g0 i sent
dean for o cab, nnd went ofl soon
L ufter daybreak this morning.”

I muode no answer, but  continued
to crumble my bread and stir my
eollee with pretended indifference. As
the

{goon na the old hag had quitted

[coflee-eup out of my  window, put n
| bit of roll in my pocket, and prepared
to rro.

No one offered any  opposition to
my departure, but it wns not till |
found myselfl fairly in the open street
that I ventured to draw my breath
frecly. The ite was melted from  the
pavements, and I had noditfienlty in
finding a cab. I hailed the first one
ITraw passing, jumped in, and eried

to the driver:
“To the Prefecturs of D'olice at
once, a8 fnst 08 you ecan drive!”
| Then, as the earringe started, 1 fell
[down in the bottom of it in a dead
faint.
An hourlater the nceursed den and
its inmated were in the bunds of the
| police. The latter comprised the old
| woman, a man who seemed to he the
proprietor (who wna no other than
the man who had accosted Yeronge
and myself the night before, and who
| had guided us to the house), nnd two
young aud showy-looking females,
who, as 1 afterward lenrned, were the
decoy ducka of the establishment,

¢ Guided by me, the able and intelli-

gent chiel-of-police made a thorough
( invesigation of the murderona ap-
paratus of the ground floor, bedroom.

How He Got a Start.

| From the Man About Town in the Star,

A tall, portly man, with a homely
but expressive Ince nnd a pronounced
Scotch accent, was chatting with

| some frlends in the Fifth Avenue lob-
| by. I recognized him as Hon. John
| H. Leeds of Connecticut, und was re-
minded of the occurrence that gave
him his first stort in life. Thirty
yenrs ago he wilsn poor boy earning
amere pittance. To-day he is rich,
has ent o wide swath in politics, hus
much to sny in Connecticut affairs,
nnd lives in n fine mansion at New
Haven, When alad he discovered
some tramps endeavoring to wreek a
train on the New York & New Huven
road, in o spirit of revenge for hav-
ing been thrown from a train, They
had heaped up a number of railroad
ties on the track, just beforn o fast
express from Boston was due. At
the point where the obistruction wis
placed the train would be going at
full apeed, ond balf & hundred feet
ahead was the bank of o river. If
the express struck the pile of ties it
would certuinly have been derailed,
and, plowing ahead, would have gone
down into the river.

Young Leeds knew the train wns
duein a var{ few minutes when le
discovered the tramps at work. Ho
could not attack them single-handed,
neither had he time to remove the
big ties if he succeeded by any divice
in searing them away. Bo heran to
moet the approaching express, woy-
ing his red shirt. The train wos
stopped in time and a purse was
ruised for young Leeds and the
tramps were captured:. Lecds woa
given employment in the railroad
company's oftice and a _life pnss on
the rond. He rose rapidly by honest

endeavor, has held many public
offioss of truet, and served in the
Assembly for several terms.

arouve the supicions of the inmates,

How in- |

—

I A Sensational Letter.

An amusing hoax appears to have
been perpeteated upon the foreign
press in the shape ol w letter alleged
to have been written by the present

czar prior to his ascension to the
throne, to the famouseditorand pan-
slavist lender, Aksakofl, whose widow
died a lew weeksago. Thedocument
in question, which bears the date of
May 22, 1866, contains bitter com-
ment on the class of courtiers by
whom the imperinl family was sur-
rounded, and compares the highest
officers of state to contemptable lack-
' eys. The publication of the letter in
question hus excited an immense
amount of attention throughout
Europe, and it appears to have been
copied in almost every foreign news-
paper ol any inportance. The whole
thing is, however, but a hoax, The
letter in question. instead of having
been written by the present emperor,
was addressed in 1796 to Count

Kutehoubey by the Grand Duke

Alexander DPaulwitch, who subse-

quently ascended the throne as Alex-

ander I. The courtiers refered to in

such bitter terms were the ignoblefa-
| vorites ofhis grandmother Catharine

II. The original letter will be found
in the first volume of the "Life and
| Times of Alexander " published by
C. Toneville in 1874,

—_——— - E—
For Adoption.

A gentleman living near Allegan,
Mich., relutes an interesting story of
feline sagacity. Someperson owning
a eat with three kittens, and desiring
to be rid of them, took them inabag
to o wood near the gentleman's
house, and dropped them,

In & short time the mother cat was
seen to approach the house with o
kitten in her mouth, Reaching the
the door, she dropped the kitten aud
retreated to the woods, from whenee
! khe returned with another kitten; but

instend of leaving it where the flest
wan left, she took it to n neighbor-
ing house, then returning to the
woods brought out the third and
lnst kKitten, and left it atstill another
neichbor's.

The old eat then disnppeared, and
wis not seett agiin until it was time
for the kittens to be fed, when she
visited each housg. nursed thekittens
and then disappeared pgain.

This courgs of procedure she fol-
lowed nntil the kittens were weaned,
when she disappeared, nnd has not
been seen dinee. Was it renson or
instinet that caused the mother cat
to distribute the kittens to different
homee, =» thas all might be adopted

But I | room I emptied the contents of the and the livesof all gpared?—Youth's

Companion.

Shot Off His Companion’s Gun
Barrel.

I was hunting quail near Reidaville,
N, (., six years ago, with 8. 8. Har-
ris and Jaomes Mlay, of that town.
Harris and myself were walking side
by side, when two birds were flushed
at the same time. Harris wns on
my left and fired at the bird on my
right, I firing at the one on his leit,
Thus cross firing, both fired simul-
taneously.

Harris killed his bird, but [ did not.
Harris said my powder was not
good. We walked on about thirty
paces, when Harris lowered his gun
to extract the empty shell. Sudden-
Iy he exclaimed:

*“Look! the end of my gua barrels
hiave bursted off,

were not bursted, but I had shot
them off ns smothly ax it they had
been corn stilks when they fired.

We walked back to the spot and
found five inches of his gun barrels
Iying there. 1 have one of the pieces
now and will mail it to Judge Gilder-
sleeve if desired. This is an iron
truth—nothing fishy aboutit. Iiyou
desire reference I refer you to Mr.
George Cary Eggleston.—Cor, New
York Evening World.

_ — A E——
School Teachers.

If every new girl who ia introduced
as o school teachers should be*“drop-
ped” by the board when she proves
to be a failure, we would soon have
no teachers, or good ones at least,
It is strange, but a fact, that, as us-
ual, the girls who, for from two to
three years, seem utterly hopeless,
finnlly become the best in the staft,
while on the other hand, those who
start ont most promising, too often
becomes worthless. While the Nor-
mal school lays . good foundation,
it does not finish & tencher—in fact,
“making o teacher” only commences
when she makes her debut in the
%Mool room. The superintendent’s
stafl and her principal watch, ine
struct, nnd discipline her, for
three to four years, when she is &
thorough, relinble tencher, and then
—she goes oft and marries, generally.

— e —- — -
An Editorial Necessity.

House Agent—‘Let me sce, [ have
& very nice vacant flat, sir, on—"

Applicant—“Woz’t do. 1 don’t
want a flat. I must havea house,”

“Houme?"

“Yes, with a garden.”

“Garden?"

“Certainly.”

“Um—Well, nowI think of it, I
have one place n little out that
mi]ﬁhbuuh.. There ir nspace of ten
or fifteen aquare feet at the back. 1t

isnow paved with stone, but the
parement can be taken up easily

an §
mt. will do.”
“All right. Ford of flowers, eh?"
Mo Lendl e L S B o) R
[ a ou know
P he Glitor of 88 ag

We examined them and found they |

agricultural be

The Clock's Secref; or Cuardle"
od by Ghosta. =

It was hard work tobuild wps des-
tor's practice in such sn out-ofthes
way BSouthern town, but 1 held em
and hoped for the best. Anmiotanght
in the public school there, and onldl
the was content fo wait if it for “,
years until sheshould beatile o mass *
ry. .

I was just beginning to despalr,
when I heard of my uncle’s death & &
the North. He had left me nothing,
however, but his old manor mear the
town where I lived. A mouldy old
structure, inhabited by an old dar =
key care-taker, and for years the up- 3
per floors had never been lived in. &

I took Annie down on Saturday |
to look over the place, for after all
was something to own a house am
be 1irvee from rent when we mar =
ried. B

“EfI was yon,” said the old me- A

gress when we explained the ressom ™ &
of our visit, “I wouldn't go up o
windin’ stairs. The upper floors 8
full o’ ghosts and ghostesses, 3 3

my brudder went up one ds;. and
was found nigh dead the nex’ mawn.'
I only lsughed at hersu }
and started up thefatal staire. When
about half way up the most horrible
aounds greeted us. Itwas, as the old |
woman had said, as thongh s wholey
host of demons were groaning
gnushing their teeth, and the sound
seemed to envelop us. They wess °
horrible and were enough to make
the stoutest heart quail, for u
t %3

seemed to increase after they
once commenced. 1 turned to An
as quickly as I could, and, secing b
lier fuce that she was likely to -
put my arm abouther to support her
as [ seuted her on a lower step ’
the sound ceased ns westepped ba
“Do youmind waiting for me dows
stairs?”” | nsked, **while I exumine
to this, or would yon prefer to hav
me E\m.it and come out another
time?" .
“No, 1 am going upstairs with
you," she wsuid bravely, “I am_ %
ashnmed of my want of nerve jus* ™§
now."” b
Ak she spoke she leaned back ana
rested one elbow on the s above
her, Instantly the horrible sounds s
wire lieard anrain, but as Annie moved
forward agnin they suddenly ceased
“You had better let me take yous
down,” 1 said quickly, as 1 saw her s
face loge color ngain,
“No,” she said in a half-subdw
voice, “I felt something give way
then, Tom, See what it i8.” o
It didd not take me many minutes
to remove the earpet, but in doing
I found that I could, &t will, O
the horrible sounds audible or i
aundible, Annie became as much |
terested and excited as I, and whes 15
raised theloose plank that )
| eause it all she peered, with ag
| interest 08 I, into the cavi
| \'m‘tll'ad. ¢ adalans =i
“I'm no nyt
' ghe had said when I Fﬁ‘q@- 8.
moveit, “Tmustsee what itis,
“What we did see was » mass
machinery. There were whee
put together that they grated
Iull_\r‘\}\]rhen touched. i
“What do you suppose this was
for?" asked Annie. p o o
“I'donot know, unless my uncle
used it a8 a sort of watch-dog to '
keep from being molested while up:
stairs. He surrounded himsell witi
mystery to make himself and ever
thing about hima terror to bo
black and white during the war.” |
Weexamined the machinery &
its connection and found that e
step above it was connected w
some part of it; so that the sour
kept increasing as one proceeded
| the stairs, but, just as I was ab'
| to restore the plank to its place, &
ampsved me, and drawing outs sl .
f yellow paper, rend:
“Behind the clock on the staire.”
Above us, still and silent, stood th
old clock on the landing. Slowly
and with a feeling of awe, we went to;
it and moved it, wondering what new |
mystery was about to be explained;
but apparently there was not
unusual, examined the clock its
and then the wall, having someé vis-
ionary ideas of secret. panels, but all &
of no avail, and we were about tn’
give up the search when the suncams
out ngain, and, shining through a
broken shutter, sho a soli
s?_eck in the old-fashioned paper
glittered like a diamond.
wp worked at it until we could unde:
stand the workings of it, and then— """
yes, there was our secret panel and @ |
there was my dead and gone uncles’ &
money box. Taking it into anad-
joining room and exami it, we.
found papers and money amounting
to $5,000, which had been hidden
during the war for safe kwﬂq As
the money was all in gold; it wonld
have been & godsend to some ope |
had not my uncle, by his eccentricl-
ties and mysteries kept every one &t |
bay. Unrortnnnml;ﬂc did not live |
to enjoy it himselt, and it was left ;
me to inherit and make the moat
Annie and I decided immediately
to make our home there, and it i n"
very happy one, for the win
stairs send forth none bus
sounds now, ‘

! £

it Happens That Way.

“Yen sir—yen, sit” he pleerved

he rubbed his hands together, “blx
next alderman from our ward

be . clean, decent, honest, fni

man, and credit to his co
Yeu, sir—yes, sir; we hay

e, | g




