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NISTERY O LHUNSON il

(Continued froem last week.)
Jove with her as to commita crime for her
mke. So far, s0o good; the motive of the
ﬁd;:nmm be to:nhdhi: M’i: Whyte
t nearly money in England,
lndg::oquently Musette and her lover ar
rived in Sydney with comparatively little
oash. However, with an like
: hy they enjoyed themselves on wha$

they had, and then came to Mel
;_hro thleyﬂyt:?l at .h:;ond rate hotel
usette, I may onespecial vice,
‘.eommonon&-drinyhméhelondchmmo,
and drank a good deal of it. Consequently,
on arriving in Melbourne, and finding that a
new generation had arisen which knew not
Jdoseph—I mean Musette—she drowned her

I don’t know. Perhapsshe got lost;

it had been a favorite walk of hers in the old
days; at all events she was found dead drunk
in that unsavory locality by 8al Rawlins, I
know this is so, because Sal told me
self. BSal acted the part-of the good
itan; took her to the squalid den sh
bhome, and there Rosanna Moore fell danger-
ously il. Whyte, who had missed her, found
out where she was and that she was too ill to

Hr

to get rid of such an encumbrance, so went
back to his lodgings at 8t. Kilda, which,
t:dging from the landlady’s stery, he must
ve occupied for some time, while Rosanna
Moore was drinking herself ‘to death in &
quiet hotel. BStill he does'not break off his
econnection with the dy!l:gwom; but oc:
nicht is murdered 2 bansom ca
and ‘that same :J!fha 'Rosanna Moore
dies 8o, from appearance, every-
$hing is ended; not so, for before dying
Rosanna sends for Brian Fitagerald at his
club, and reveals to him a secret which he
locks up in his own beart. The writer of this
Jetter has a theory—a fanciful one, if you
will—that the secret told to Brian Fitzgerald
contains the mystery of Oliver Whyte's
death, Now then, have 1 not found outa
good deal without you, and do you still de-
cline to reveal the rest! I do not say you
know who killed Whyte, but 1 do say you
kmnow sufficient to lead to the detection of the
murderer. If you tell me, so much the better,
both for your own sense of justice and for

- your peace of mind; if you do not—well, I

shall find it out without you. I have taken,
and still take, a great interest in this strange
ease, and 1 have sworn to bring the murderer
to justice; so I make this last appeal to you
to tell me what you know, If you refuse, I
will go to work to find out all about Rosanna
Moore prior to her departure from Australia
in 1858, and I am certain sooner or later to dis-
cover the secret which led to Whyte's mur-
der. If there is any strong reason why it
should be kept silent, I, perbaps, will come
round to your view, and let the matter drop;
but if I have to find it out myself, the mur-
derer of Oliver Whyte need expect no mercy
at my hands. So think over what I have
said. If I do not hear from you within the
next week 1 will regard your deeision as
final, and pursue the search myself,

“lam sure, my dear Fitzgerald, you will
find this letter too long, in spite of the inter-
esting story it contains, so I will have pity
on you and draw to a close, Remember me
to Miss Frettlby and to her father. With
kind regards to yourself, I remain, yours

truly. Duxcax CarTon.”

W hew iitzgerald had tinished toe last of
the closely written sheets, he let the letter fall
from his hands, and, leaning back in bhijs
chair, stared into the dawning light outside
with a haggard face. He arose after a few
moments, and, pouring himself out a glass of
brandy, drank it feverishly. Then mechanic-
ally lighting a cigar, he stepped out of the
door into the fresh beauty of the dawn.
There was a soft crimson glow in the east,
which announced the approach of the sun,

"and he could hear the chirping of the awak-
ening birds in the trees, But Brian did not
see the marvelous breaking of the dawn, bus
stood staring at the red light flaring in the
east, and thinking of Calton’s letter.

4] can do no more,” he said bitterly, lean-
ing his head against the wall of the bousa
%There is only one way of Calton,
and that is by telling him all My poor
Madge! My poor Madgel”

A soft wind arose, and rustled am the
frees, and there appeared great of
erimson light in the east; then, with a sud-
den blaze, the sun peered over the brim of the
plain. The warm

wide rays touched
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-ment in the hot sunshine, as

«] don’t think it will be long befere we

» answered o
leaves here &t the end of the week.”
[ 1]

“l‘-mldu'tbtw.".:ﬂm"'.
lantly; “he is 5o restless, and mm-:b

Dr. Chins‘on say yesterday,” she said. *““This
is the age of unrest, as ty and steam
have turned us all into >

“Ah| Bohemia is a plegsant " gaid
Brianabsently, unconsciously
eray, “but we all loss our way fo i§ late in
Life.®

“A¢ that rate we won's lose our way to i$

for some time,” she said laughing, as they
stepped into the dra: room, so cool and
shady, after the heat glare outside,

As they entered Mr. Frettiby arose out of

8 chair near the window, and to
have been reading, as he held a in his
hand,

“Whas! * be exclaimed in &
huﬂytou.u'l’nhddouthh band; “I am

to see 5

d’*‘i'ﬁsm’:owl am'‘living, don’t I re-
Elcdnrhn,hh fair face as he re-

ctantly took the proffered “But the

fact is I have come to say good-by for a few
%

days.

“Ah! going back to town, I suppose,” said
Mr. Frettlby, lying back in his chair and
gl::ing with his watch chain ‘g.don’l

w that are wise, exchangfing the clear
air of m&u—;mm dusty atmosphere
of Melbourne,”

Yot Madge tells me you are g back,”
said Brian, idly toying with a of flowers
on the table,

*‘Depends upon ¥

Midas . %] may and I may not

You go on business, I presumef”
“ﬁ.thnbcﬁk.&lm"— Here Brian
stopped suddenly, and bit his lip with vex-
ation, for he had not intended to mention
the lawyer's name.
“Yest” said Mr. Frettlhhy interrogatively,
sitting up quickly, and looking keenly at

““Wants to see me about business,” he
finished awkwardly.
“Connectedwithﬂ;;-'lauofms:&on,l
suppose,” said Frettl eyes
ontheyoungman‘l!ac’s “Can't havea bet-
ter man. Calton’s an excellent man of busi-
n

ness,

“A little too excellent,” replied Fitzgerald,
ruefully; “he's & man that can’t leave well

opos of whatP

“Apropos

%0k, nothing,” answered Fi
hastily, and just then his eyes met of
Frettlby. The two men looked atone an-
other steadily for a moment, but in thag
short space of time a single name flashed
through their brains; that name was Rosanna
Moore. Mr. Frettlby was the first to lower

his eyes and break the
$Ah, well,” he said ughg,u he rose from
his chair and beld out his hand, *if you are

two weeks in town call at St, Kilda, and it's
more than likely you will ind us there,”
Brian shook hands in silence and watched
him pick up his bat and move on to the ve-
randa, and then out into the hot sunshine,
*‘He knows,” be muttered involuntarily.
“Knows what, sirf” said Madge, who came
gilently behind him, and slipped her arm
through his, “That you are hungry, and
want something to eat before you leave us#’
] don’t feel hungry,” said Brian, as they
walked toward the door.
“Nonsense,” answered merrily,
who, like Eve, wason hospitable thoughts in-
tent. “I’'m not going to have you appear in
Melbourne a pale, fond lover, as though I
were treating you badly. Come, sir—no,”
she continued, putting up her hand as he
tried to kiss her, “business first, pleasure
afterward,” and they went into the dining
room laughing.
 Mark Frettlby wandered down to the lawn
tennis ground, thinking of the look he had
secn in Brian'seyes. He shivergd for a mo-
ough it had
grown suddenly chill,

“Some one stepping across my grave,” he | i

murmured to himself, with a cynical smile,
“Bah! how superstitious 1 am, and yet—he
knows, he knows|”

“Come on, sir,” cried Felix, who had jus$ | '

eaught sight of him, *“‘a racket awaits yon.”
Frettlby woke with a start, and found
himself roar the lawn tennis ground, and

Felix at his elbow, smoking a cigaretta e

Frettlby woke with a start, i
tapped the young man lightly on the
shounlder.

“What he said with a forced laugh, “do
you really expect mtopls!hwn tennis on
such a day? You are mad.

%] am hot, yon mean,” retorted the im-
perturbable Rolleston, blowing a wreath of
smoke.

“That's a foregone conclusion,” said Dr.
who came up at that moment

“Such a charming novel,” cried Julia, who
had just caught the last remark,

“What is? asked Paterson, rather puszled

“Howells’ book, ‘A Foregone Conclusion,’ *
said Julis, also looking puszled. “Werens
you talking about it?

“Im afraid this talk s ine
eoherent,” said Feliz, with a “We all
seem madder than usual today. :
“Speak for yourself,” said Chinston, indig-
mﬁz“l’numumm fn the
wor!

“Exactly,” retorted the other, coolly,
“that's what I say, and you, being a doctor,
ought to know tha$ every man and woman
in the world is more or less mad.”

“Where are your facts?” asksd Chinston,

“My facts ags all yisible ones,” spid Felis,
gravely pointing to the dompiny. ~“TheyTe
all crooked on some point or another.®

Thuomuehwud?hﬂ a8
this, and then every cne out laughing
at the extraordinary way in whick Mr. Rol-
leston was arguing, : :

“If ywonlh“i?hr'-n

, amused, “you &8 events,
bave an entertaining parfiament,® :

“Ah! they'll nover bave an

suppose you think safe as far
u‘;huu '-Id’ol“'mﬂhy.r:m:uﬂ
the s “and what did you think of Rol
m:rmmwn‘mdﬂ
ol wm
h‘.%ﬂnm “That's

regard such persons as mad for the time be-

; bus, again, a murder be planned
ﬁmumm»ﬁw man-
u.. z

“And in the latter m—u Frettlby,
without looking at the , and playing
with the up:.dk:ﬂ-. “do you regard the
as

“Yes, I do,” answered the doctor, bluntly.
“He is as mad as a person who kills another
because he supposes he has been told by God
to do so—only there is method
ness. For instance, 1 believe
cab murder, in which you

'"n-u, sir! I wasn't mized

:

.
:

“Any one can see that,” answered the other.

was watched on that night, and

when Fitzgerald went away the other was
to take his place, dressed the same.”

¢ 's nothing,” retorted Frettlby, look-

ing at his companion sharply.

dozens of men in Melbourne who wear even-

dence,” said the doctor, rather disconcerted;
“but the use of chloroform puts the question
beyond a doubt; people don't usually carry
chloroform about with them.”

“] suppose not,” answered the other, and
then the matter Chinston made an

fears,

“You're all right,” he said, gayly. “Ac-
tion of the heart a little weak, that's all—
only,” impressively, “avoid ezcitement—
avoid excitement.”

Just as Frettlby was putting on his coat a
knock came to the door and Madge entered.

“Brian is gone,” she began. “Oh, 1 beg
your pardon, doctor, but is papa illf she
asked with sudden fear.

“No, child, no,” said Frettlby, hastily, “I
am all right; I thought my heart was af-
fected, but it isn’t.”

“Not a bit of it,” Chinston, re-
assuring. “All rigilt, only avoid excite
ment.”

But when Frettlby turned to go to the
door Madge, who had her eyes fixed on the
}doctor‘s face, saw how grave it was.

“There is dangerf” she said, touching his
;:::uthaypwudtornmomentattho

.door.

. %“No, no!” he answered hastily. e

! %Y¥es, there is,” she persisted. *Tell me
1$he worst; it is best for me to know.”

The doctor looked at her in some doubt for
'8 few moments and then plaged his hands on
'ber shoulder.

“My dear young lady,” he said gravely, *“1
will tell you what 1 bave not dared to tell
your tatner,” i
' “What” she asked in a low voice, her face
growing pale.

“His heart is affected.”

:%nd there is great dulangcf"

es, great : the event of
sudden shock"-i“—n‘ge hesitated. "

e - B
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CHAPTER XXVL
EILSIP HAS A THEORY OF HIS OWN,

Mr. Calton sat in his office reading a letter

he had just received from Fitzgerald, and it

" | seemed to give him great satisfaction, judg-

ing from the complacent smile on his face.
“ know,” wrote Brian, “that now you have
taken up the affair, you will not stop until

. | you find everything out, 80,28 I want the

matter to rest as at present, I will anticipate
you, and reveal all. You were right in
conjecture that I knew something li

ctu y to
lead to the detection of

Whyte's murderer;
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“But not on the forefinger of the hand.”
%0h! And Moreland wears a ring in thas
wayi” .
“Yes”
“Merely a coincidence. Is that all your
L

#“All [ can obtain at present.”
“Jt's very weak,” said Calton, scornfully.
“The weakest proofs may form a chain to

clearly
h,” said Calton, rising and walking

.ndgown. “He met Whyte; they got

together. Whyte went out of the hotel, and

‘ afterward Moreland followed with

the coat, which was left behind by

and then somebody snatched it from him.”

. “Ah, did theyf interrupted Kilsip,

uickly.
. 480 Moreland says,” said Calton, stopping
shorts “I understand; you think Moreland was
not so drunk as he says, and after following
‘Whyte outside, put on his coat, and got into
the cab with him.”

%That is my theory.”

, “It's ingenious enough,” said the barrister;
“but why should Moreland murder Whytet
What motive had hef” -

#Those papers”—— :

“Pshaw! another idea of Gorby's,” said
Calton, angrily. “Howdo you know there
were any papersf”

- The fact is, Calton did not intend Kilsip to
know that Whyte reallyb:;d pa‘.\lp‘e:;nm be
heard whgt Fitzgerald bad to tall ki

‘»aAng a.%other' thing,”said Caiton, resum.
ing his walk, “if your theory is
which I don't think it is, what became
‘Whyte's coat? Has Morsland got it
i %No, he has not,” answered the detective,
decisively. :

“You seem very positive about it," said
the lawyer, after a moment pause. “Did
you ask Moreland about it

A reproachful look came into Kilsip's
white face,

“Not quite so green,” he said, forcing a
smile, *I thought you'd a better opinion of
me than that, Mr. Caltcn, Ask himf—no.”

“Then how did you find out#

“The fact is Moreland is employed as a
barman in tho Kangaroc hotel.”

: %A barman;” echoed Calton; “and he came

out bere as a gentleman of independent for-
tune. Why, hang it, man, that in itself is
sufficient to prove that ke had no motive to
murder Whyte. Moreland pretty well lived
on Whyte, so what could have induced him
to kill his golden goose asd become a barman
=pshaw! the idea is absurd.”

“Well, you may be right about the mat-
ter,” said Kilsip, rather angrily; *“and if
Gorby makes mistakes Idon’t pretend to be
infallible. But at all events when I saw
Moreland in the bar he wore a silver ring on
the forefinger of his rigkt hand.”

“Silver isn't a diamond.”

“No, but it shows thst was the finger he
was accustomed to wear hisringon, When
Isaw. that  determined to search his room.
I managed to do so while he was out and
found"—

“A mare's nest”

Kilsip nodded.

“And so your castlecf cards fallsto the
ground,” said Calton, jestingly. *“Youridea
is absurd. Moreland ro more committed
the murder than I did Why he was too
drunk on that night to d anything.”

“Humph—so he says.”

“Well, men don't calumniate themselves
for nothing.” :

%It was a lesser danger to avert a greater
one,” replied Kilsip, coolly. *I am surethat
Moreland was not drunkon that night. He
only said so to escape avkward questions as
to his movements. Depend upon it he knows
more than he lets out.”

“Well, and how did you intend to set
about the matter?™

] shall start looking for the coat first.”

“Ah! jou think he has hidden it

“I'm sure of it. My theory is this: When
Moreland got out of the cab at Powlett
street”—

“But he didn't,” interrupted Calton,

‘“Let us suppose, for the sake of argnmenh
that bé did,” said Kiliip, quietly. “Isay
when he left the cab he walked up Powlet
street, turned to the left down George street,
and walked back to town through the Fitz-
roy gardens, then, knowing that the coat
was noticeable, he threw it away, or hid it,
lmd';dkedout of the gardens through the
town"—

“In evening dress more noticeable than

coat.”
* “He wasn't in evening dress,” said Kilsip,

“No more he was,” observed Calton,
eagerly, recalling the evidence at the trial
“Ancther blow to your theory. The mur-
derer was in evening ‘Yess—the cabman
said so.”

‘“Yes; because he had seen Mr. Fitsgerald
in evening dressa few minutes before, and

__Michael Condon.
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Jully informed that I have bought out the Grocery business recently

| THE PEOPLE OF LINDSAY and surrounding Country arve respect-

carviedon by S. BAKER & CO., and will continue the same in
the Old Stand, two doors west of the Daly House, where I hope to
be favored with a share of public patronage.

Having had long experience in the Grocery business in Lindsay,
1 possess a fair knowledge of the requivements of the trade, and heads of
households will do well to see what satisfactory velations they can establish

with me.

A [resh and well-selected stock of GENERAL GROCERIES,

FLOUR and FEED, COAL OIL and SALT, has just been placed and
will be kept constantly replenished,

I am anxious to ac
supplying Groceries a

uaint everybody with the facilities at hand Jor
such Household Necessaries to all, and ask ‘my -

Jriends and the public gemevally to connect my name with their wants in
that divection,—1I'll take the chances of securing and holding their custom.

Low expenses and a perfectly fresh stock are important helps in starting
a business, and customers will devive benefit thevefrom—in Jact, for cash,
buyers can select from my stock and save good money.

& AN EARLY CALL IS RESPECTFULLY SOLICITED.

Lindsay, Feb. 20th, 1889,

“Rosanna Moore, by Jove!” said Calton,
“She'll tell me about her. Il
to the bottom of this yet. All right, Il
here at 8 o'clock.”

$Very well, sirl” and the detective glided
out,

] wonder if that old hag knows any-
thing? said Calton to himself, as he resumed
his seat. *‘She might have overheard some
conversation between and his mis-
tress, and is going to split. Well, I'm afraid
when Fitzgerald does confess I will know all
about it beforehand.”

CHAPTER XXVIL
MOTHER GUTTERSNIPE JOINS THE MAJORITY
Punctual to his appointment, Kilsip called
at Calton's office at 8 o'clock, in order to
guide him through the squalid labyrinths of
the slums, and found the barrister waiting

{mpati for him.
l‘heym v?é’nt o&to Little Bourke street, and

after going through the narrow and dark
lanes, which now seemed quite familiar to
Calton, reached Mother Guttersnipe's den,
for in truth it could be called nothing elsa
After climbing the rickety stairs, which
and creaked beneath their weight,
they entered the room, and found Mother
Guttersnipe lying on the bed in the corner,
and the elfish child with the black hair play-
ing cards with a slatternly looking girl at the
deal table by the faint light of a tallow can-
dle. They both sprang to their feet as the
strangers entered, and the elfish child pushed
a broken chair in a sullen manner toward
Mr. Calton, while the other girl shuffled into
a far corner of the room, and crouched down
there like a dog. The noise of their entry
awoke the hag from an uneasy slumber into
which she had fallen, and sitting up in bed,
she huddled the clothes round her, and pre-
sented such a grewsome that Calton
involuntarily recoiled. Her white hair was
all unbound, and hungin tangled masses over
ber shoulder in snowy profusion. Her face,
parched and wrinkled, with the hooked nose
and beady black eyes, like those of a mouse,
was poked forward, and her skinny arms,
bare to the shoulder, were waving about as
she grasped at the bedclothes with her claw
like hands
She was evidently growing very weak, 50
Calton turned to Kilsip and told him in a
hisper to get a doctor. The detective

w
~ scribbled a note on some paper, and, giving

it to Lizer, ordered her to take it. = At this,
the other girl rose, and, putting her arm in
that of the child’s, they left together.

“Them two young ‘'usseys gonef” said
Mother Guttersnipe. *“Right you are, I don't
want what I've got to tell to get into the
noospaper, I don't.”

“And what is it/ asked Calton, bending
forward.

The old woman took another drink of gin,
and it seemed to put life into her, for she sa$
up in the bed and commenced to talk rapidly,
as though she were afraid of dying before
her secret was told.

““You've been 'ere aforef” she said, point-
ing one skinny finger at Calton, “and you
wanted to find out all about 'er; but you
didn't, blarst ya. She wouldn’t let me
for she was always a proud jade, a flouncin’
round while 'er pore mother was a starvin’.”

“Her mother! Are you Rosanna Moore's
motherf” cried Calton, considerably aston-

“May I die if I ain’t,” croaked the hag.
“'Er pore father died of drink, an’ I'm a fol-
lerin’ *im to the same place in the same way.
You weren't about town in the ald days, or
you'd a bin after her, blarst ye.” 4

“After Rosannaf

werry girl,” answered Mother Gut-
tersnipe. *‘She were on the stage, she wers,
an’' my eye, what a swell she were, with all
the coves a-dyin’ for 'er, an’ she dancin’ over
their black 'earts, cuss 'em; but she was
allays good to me till ‘e came.”

“Who came¢”

IE!" yelled the cold woman, raisine her
self on her arm, her eyes sparkling with vin.
dictive fury. “'E, a-comin’' around with
di'monds and gold, and a-ruinin’' my pore
girl; an’ how 'e's ’eld 'is bloomin’ 'ead up all
these years as if he were a saint, cuss im—
cuss 'im["

““Who does she meanf™ whispered Calton
to Kilsip,
“Mean!® screamed Mother

_whose sharp ears had caught the muttered

') 3 P
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shment, and even Kilsip’s inscrutable coun-
tenance displayed

m:-d.h taken @ in the Tﬁ‘.
early stage and '..d the im-
should of
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MICHAEL CONDON,

TWO DOORS WEST OF THE DALY HOUSE,

Ingle & Ryley.

BUILDERS AND CONTRACTORS

are certain to save money by getting neces-
sary material /g'om

INGLE & RYLEY

LINDSAY PLANING FACTORY.

Planing and Matching,
Mouldings, Stairwork,
Window Casing,

Sashes, Doors, etc.,

Done to order on the shortest
possible notice.

K" ESTIMATES FURRISHED WHEN DESIRED, wa

Let us hear f “m you, geatlemes.

INGLE & QYLEY.

J. Wetherup.

4 THE GENUINE BELL PIANOS AND ORGANS

Stand unrivaled for purity
of tone, fine finish and dura-
bility. JMore Bell Instru-
ments made in Canada than

all the other makers put to-
b gethero

' THE NEW WILLIAMS

SEWING MACHINE.

600 of them now in use in
this county without a single
complaint,

<

For Sale by J. WETHERUP.

Lindsay, Jan. 9, 1880,—31.

James Keith.

= CLOYER SEED WANTED,

1000 BUSHELS ALSIKE,
1000 BUSHELS RED GLOVER

For which the highest market
price will be paid.

JAMES KEITH,

WILLIAM-ST., LINDSAY..
, Dee. 5, 1888 —28,

Laraine Machine Oil.

- Farmers, Threshers and Millmen!

Feor all kinds of Machinery use

McOoll's Celebrated Lardine Machine Ol

: th“mﬁvwnmm HoCOLL

For sale dy-—Jos. Head, Fenelon Falls; R. D. Thexton,

Lindsay; McLennan & Co., Lindsay.
Lindsay, May 13, 180602,
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