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vomsnment as he bastily read it, and
then stood turning it over and ower
in his hand, sxamining it.

A remarkable piece of evidence,”
exclaimed I, not without a certain
feeling of triumph; “quite changes
the aspect of affairs !

“Think so ?" answered he sharply;
then whilst I stood staring at him in
amazement, his manner was so dif-
ferent from what I -expected, looked
up and said, “You tell me that you
found this in her bed. Whereabouts
in her bed ?” ;

“Under the body of the girl herself,”
returned I. “I saw one corner of it
protruding from beneath her should-
ers, and drew it out.”

He came and stood before me. “Was
it folded or open, when you first look-
ed at it ?”

“Folded; fastened up in this enve-
lope;” showing it to him.

He took it, looked at it for a mo-
ment, and went on with his questions.

«This envelope has a very crumpled
appearance, as well as the letter it-
self. Were they so when you found
them ?”

«Yes, not only so, but doubled up
as you see.”

“Doubled up ? You are sure of that?
Folded, sealed and then doubled up as
if her body had rolled across it while
alive ?”

CIY“.I'

' “Ne trickery about it? No look as
if the thing had been insinuated there
since her death?”

“Not at all, I should rather say
that to every apperaance she held it
in her hand when she lay down, but
turning over, dropped it and had
¥ain upon it.”

Mr. Gryce’'s eyes which had been
wvery bright, ominously clouded; evi-
dently he had been disappointed in my
answers. Laying the letter down, he
stood musing, but suddenly }ifted it
again, scrutinized the edges of the
DPaper on which it was written, and,
darting me a quick look, vanished
Wwith it into the shade of the window-
gurtain. His manner was 5o peculam,
{ involuntarily rose to follow, but he
waved me back, saying:

“Amuse yourself with that box onm
&he table, which you had such an ado
over; see if everything is there ae-
vording to Mrs. Belden's telling; I
want to be by myself for a moment.’*

Subduing my astonishmemt, I pro-
ceeded to comply with his request, but
scarcely had I lifted the I of the
Pox before me, when he came hur-
rying back, flung the letter down oa
the table with an air of the greatest
excitement and cried :

“Did I say there had never been
anything Hke it since the Lafasge
affair ? I tell you there has newver
feen anything Nke it in any affair.
It is the rummest case on recond!
Mr. Raymond—" and his eyes, in his
excitement, actually met mine for the
first time in my experience of hims
“prepare yourself for a disappoint-
ment. This pretended confession of
Hannah’s, is a fraud ?”

“A fraud ?”

“Yes; fraud, forgery, what you will;
the girl never wrote it.” :

‘Amazed, outraged almost, I bound-
ed from. my chair, ‘“How 4o you
know that ?” cried I. :

Bending forward, he put the letter
into my hand. “Look at it,” said he,
examine it closely. Now tell me
'what is the first thing you notice In
regard to it.”

“Why, the first thing that strikes
me, is that the words are printed, in-
stead of written, something which
might be expected from this girl, ao-
cording to all acounts.”

“Well 2

“That they are printed on the in-
side of a sheet of ordinary paper—"

“Ordinary paper ?"

llYes.ll

‘““That is, a sheet of commercial
of the ordinary quality.” .

“Of course.” :

“But is it

“Why yes, I should say sa"

“Look at the lines.”

“What of them ? O, I see, they run
up close to the top of the page; ev-
dently the scissors have been used
here.”

“In short, it is a large sheet, trim-
med down to the size of co
note 2

“Yes.”

“And is that all -you see ™

“All but the words.”

“Don’t you perceive what has been
lost by means of this trimming down?’

“No, unless you mean the manu-
facturer’s stamp in the corner.” Mr
Gryce's glance took meaning. “But I
don’t see why the loss of that should
be deemed a matter of any import-
ance.”

“Don’t you ? not
that by it we seem to
all opportunity of tracing
back to the quire of paper from

more

be

it was taken ?”

“No.”

“Humph! then you are
amadteur that I thought you.
see that as Hannah could
no motive for concealing where
paper came from on which she wrote
‘her dying words, this sheet must have

“No,” said I, “I cannot say, I see

t’.

prising that a girl like Hannah should
' have stopped to describe a_man she
knew by name ?*
I started; it was unnatural surely.
«“You believe Mrs. Belden's story,

IQY’.ll

“Consider her accurate in her re-
lation of what took place here a year
ago 7"

"I dO."

«Must believe, then; that Hannah,
the go-between, was acquainted with
Mr. Clavering, and with his name?”
“Undoubtedly.” ‘

“'Irfhen why didn’t she use it? If her
intention was, as she here professes,
to save Eleanore Leavenworth from the
false imputation which had fallen up~-
on her, she would naturally take the
most direct method of doing it. This
description of a man, whose identity
she could have at once put beyond
doubt by the mention of his name, is
the work, not of a poor ignorant girl,
but of some person who in attempting
to play the role of one, has signally
ailed. But that is not all. Mrs. Bel-
den, according to you, maintains that
Hannah told her upon entering the
house, that Mary Leavenworth sent
her there. But in this document she
declares it to have been the work
of Black Mustache.”

I know, but could they not have
both been parties to the transaction ™’
“Yes,” said he, “yet it is always a
suspicious circumstance, when there is
any discrepancy between tke written

and spoken declaration of & person.
But why do we stand here fooling,
when a few words from this Mrs. Bel-
den you talk so much about will prob-
ably settle the whole matter!” ;
“A few words from Mrs. Belden,” I
repeated; “I have had thousands from
her to-day, and find the matter no
nearer settled than in the beginning.”
“You have had,” said he, “but not
I. Fetch her in, Mr. Raymond.”
Mr. Gryce, who in the short interim
of my absence, had altered his mood
from the severe to the beneficent, re-
ceived Mrs. Belden with just that show
of respectful courtesy likely to impress
a woman as dependant as she, upoi
the gcod opinion of others.
“Ah! and this is the lady in whose
house this very disagreeable event has
occurred,” exclaimed he, partly rising
in his enthusiasm to greet her. “May
I request you to sit,” he asked; “if a
stranger may be allowed to take the
hbérty of inviting a lady to sit in her
own house.”
“It does not seem like my own house
any longer,” said she, but in e sad,
rather than an aggressive tone; s0
much had his genial way imposed
upon her. “Little better than a pris-
oner here, I go and come, keep silence
or speak, just as I am bidden; and all
because an unhdppy creature, whom
I took in for the most unselfish of mo-
tives, has chanced to die in my house.”
“Just so!” exclaimed Mr. Gryce, “it
is very unjust. But perhaps we can
right matters. . I have every reason to
believe me can. This sudden death
ocught to be easily explainable. You
say you had no poison in the house?”
“No, sir.”
“And that the girl never went out?"
“Never, sir.”
“And that no one has ever been here
to see her?”
“No one, sir.”
“So that she could not have procured |
any such thing if she had wished?”
“No, sir.”
“Unless,” he added suavely, “she had
it with her when she came here??
“That couldn’t have been, sir. She
brought no baggage; and as for her
pocket, I know every thing there was
in it, for I looked.”
“And what did you find there?”
“Some money in bills, more than you
would have expected such a girl to
have, some loose pennies and a com-
mon handkerchief.”
“Well, then, it is proved the girl
didn’t die of poison, there being none
in the house.”
He said this in so convinced a tone,
she was deceived. “This is just what
I have been telling Mr. Raymond,”
‘Ki}jing me a triumphant look.
wexlft“t ha.\;? been keart disease,” he
on. Yo
Std T u say she was well yes-
“Yes, sir; or seemed so0.”
“Though not cheertuls??' ;
“I did not say that; she was, sir,
very.”
“What, ma’'am, this girl?” }
a look. “I don’t und?rstangl ‘;i;:gt‘m:
should think her anxiety about those
she had left behind her in the city,
would have been enough to keep her
from being very cheerful.’
“So you would,” returned Mrs. Bel-
g_e:: “bl:lt it wasn’t so.  On the con-
Ty, She never seem
theg; g s ed to worry about
“What!” cried he, “not abo
Eleanore, who, according to theut lﬁiss
srands i i
S In 8o cruel a position before the
world? But perhaps she didn’t know
anything about that—Miss Leaven.
w?ryth's position, I mean?"
‘Yes, she did, for I told her.
80 astonished I could not keep Iltw::
myself. You see, I had always con-
sidered Eleanore as one above reproach
and it shocked me so to see her name
mentioned in the newspaper in such a
connction, that I went to Hannah and
read the article aloud and watched her
fafe to see how she took it.”
";tnd htow did she?”
can’t say. She looked
didn’t understand; asked m:’ vlvth;h ;
read such things to her, and told me
she didn’t want to hear any more; that
I had promised not to trouble her
about this murder, and that if I con-
tinued to do so she wouldn’t listen
“Humph! and what else?” -
“Nothing else. She put her hand
over her ears and frowned in such a
sullen way I left the room.”
“That was when?”
“About three weeks ago.”

{ eral industry and desire to improve

in her gayety for that. I could not
| help seeing she had some future before

self. As, for instance, she asked me
one day if I thought she could learn
to play on the piano. And I finally

- her for which she was preparing her- l

eame to the conclusion she had beed
promised money if she kept the secret
intrusted to her, and was so pleased

dreadful past and all connected with |
it. At all events that was the only
explanation I could find for her gen-

herself, or for the complacent smiles
I detected now and then stealing over
her face when she didn’t know I was
looking."”

Not such a smile as crept over the |
ecountenance of Mr. Gryce at that mo-
ment, I warrant. \

“Jt was all this,” continued Mrs. Bel-
den, “which made her death such a

with the prospect that she forget the

shock to me. I couldn’t believe that
so cheerful and healthy & creature
could die like that, all in one night
without anybody knowing anything
about it. But-—"

“Wait one moment,” Mr. Gryce here
broke in. “You speak of her endeav-
ors to improve herself. What do you
mean by that?” !
“Her desire to learn things she didn’t
know, as, for instance, to write and
read writing. She could only clumsily
print when she came here.” ;
I thought Mr. Gryce would take out |
a piece of my arm, he griped it so.
‘“When she came here! Do you mean
to say that since she has been with
you she has learned to write?”
“Yes, sir. I used to set her copies

md_u

“Where are these copies? broke in
Mr. Gryce, subduing his voice to its
most professional tone. “And where are
her attempts at writing? I'd like to see
some of them. Can’t you get them for
us?”’

“I don’t know, sir. I always made
it a point to destroy them as soon as
they had answered their purpose. I
didn’t Hke to have such things lying
around. But I will go see.”

“Do,” said he; “I will go with you. I
want to take a look at things up stairs
anyway.” And heedless of his rheu-
matic feet, he rose and prepared to
accompary her.

“This is getting very intense,” I
whispered, as he passed me.

The smile he gave me in reply would
have made the fortune of a Thespian
Mephistopheles.

Of the ten minutes of suspense which
I endured in their absence, I say noth-
ing. At the end of that time they
returned with their hands full of paper
boxes, which they flung down on the
table.

“The writing paper of the household,”
observed Mr. Gryce; “every scrap and
half sheet which could be found. But |
before you examine it, look at this.”
And he held out a sheet of bluish fools-
cap, on which-were written some dozen
imitations of that time-worn copy, “Be
good and you will be happy;” with an
occasional “Beauty soon fadas,” and
“Evil communications corrupt good
manners.” “What do you think of
that?"

‘“Very neat and very legible.”

“That is Hannah’s latest. The only
specimens of her writing to be found.
Not much like some scrawis we have
seen, eh?”

llNo‘li J

“Mrs. Belden says this girl has known
how to write as good as this for more
than a week. Took great pride in it,
and was continually talking about how
smart she was.” Leaning over he
whispered in my ear, “This thing you
have in your hand must have been
scrawled some time ago, if she did it.”
Then aloud, “But let us look at the
paper she used to write on.”

Dashing open the covers of the boxes
on the table, he took out the loose
sheets lying inside and scattered them
out before me. One glance showed
they were all of an utterlv different
quality from that used in the confes-
sion. “This is all the paper in the
house,” said he.

“Are you sure of that?” I esked,
looking at Mrs. Belden, who stood in
a sort of maze before us. “Wasn't
there one stray sheet lying around
somewhere, foolscap or something like
that, which she might have got hold
of and used without your knowing it?”

“No, sir; I don’t think so. I had only
these kinds; besides, Hannah had a
whole pile of paper like this in her
room, and wouldn’t have been apt to
go hunting round after any stray
sheets.”

“But you don’'t know what a girl like
that might do. Look at this one,” said
I, showing her the blank side of the
confession, ‘‘Couldn’t a sheet |like this
have come from somewhere about the
house? Examine it well; the matter
is important.”

“I have,” replied she; “and I say no,
I never had a sheet of paper like that
in my house.”

Mr. Gryce-advanced and took the
confession’ from my ‘hand. As he did
8o, he whispered, “What do you think"
now? Many chances that Hannah got
up this precious document?”

I shook my head, convinced at last,
but in another moment turned to him
and whispered back, “But if Hannah
didn’t write it who did? And how
came it to be found where it was?”
!o“'rhag' said he.A;ln just what is left

r us to learn.” d beginning again,
he put question after question con-
cerning the girl's life in the house, re-
ceiving answers which only tended to
show that she could not have brought
the confession with her, much less re-
ceived it from a secret messenger. Un-
less we doubted Mrs. Belden’s word,
the mystery seemed impenetrable, and
I was beginning to despair of success,
when Mr. Gryce, with an askance 100k
at me, leaned towards Mrs. Belde
and said: : :

“You received a letter from Miss
Mary Leavenworth yesterday, I hear.”

“Yes, sir.,”

“This letter?” continued he, showing.
it to her. .

"'rﬂ. .h..u

“Now I want to ask
‘Was the letter as you

' for what the letter contained,”

“No,” said she; ,
girl yesterday; I haven’t seen it since.”

«It must be upstairs, then. Let us
take another look,” and I hastened
towards the door. - -

“You won't find it,* said Mr. Gryce
at my elbow. “I have looked. There
is nothing but a pile of burned paper
in the corner. By the way, waat could

{ that have been?” asked he of Mrs.
' Belden.

«] don’t know, sir. She hadn’t any-
thing to burn unless it was the letter.”
“We will see about that,” murmurcd
I, hurrying up stairs and bringing down
the washbowl with its contents. *if

| the letter was the one I saw in your

hand at the postoeffice, it was in a yel-
low envelope.”

“Yes, sir.”

«“Yellow envelopes burn differently
from white paper. I ought to be able
to tell the tinder made by a yellow en-
velope when I see it. Ah, the letter

| has been destroyed; here is a plece of

the envelope,” and I drew out of the
heap of charred scraps a small bit less
burnt than the rest and held it up.

“Then there is no use looking here
said
Mr. Gryce, putting the washbowl aside.
“We will have to ask you, Mrs. Rel.
den.”

“But I don't know. It was Girected
to me to be sure, but Hanuah told
me when she first requeste@ me to

i teach her how to write, that she cx-

pected such a letter, so I didn't open it
when it came, but gave it to her just
as it was.”

“Wait!” cried Mr. Gryce and beckon-
ing me into a corner, he whispered,
“Now comes in that experience of Q’s.
‘While you are gone from the house and
before Mrs. Belden sees Hannah again,
he has a glimpse of the girl bending
over something in the corner of her
room which may very fairly be the
washbowl we found there. After which
he sees her swallow in the mast lively
way, a dose of something from a bit
of paper. Was there anything more?”

“No,” sa2id 1.

“Very well then,” cried he going
back to Mrs. Belden. “But—"

“But when I went upstairs to bed, I
thought of the girl, and going to her
door opened it. The light was extin-
guished and she seemed asleep, so I

{ closed it again and came out.”

‘“Without speaking ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you notice how she was lying?”

“Not particularly. I think on her
back.”

“In something of the same position
in which she was found this morning?”

IIY%‘ sh’."

“And that. is all you ¢an tell us
either of her letter or her mysterious
death ?” %

le' “c:.

Mr. Gryce straightened himself up.

“Mrs. Belden,” gald he, *“you know
Mr. Clavering’s handwriting when you
see {t?*

I do.”

“And Miss Leavenworth’'s ?”

‘“Yes, sir.”

“Now, which of the two was upon
the envelope of the letter you gave
Hannah?”

“I couldn’t say. It was a disguised
handwriting and might have been
that of either; bat I think—"

“Well 2

‘““That it was more like hers than his,
though it wasn’t like hers either.”

With a smile Mr. ‘Gryce enclosed the
confession in his hand in the envelope
in which it had been found. “You
remember how large the letter was
which you gave her ?”

“0, it was large, very large; one of
the largest sort.”

“And thick ?”

“O, .yes; thick enough for two let-
ters.”

“Large enough and thick enough to
contain this ?”” laying the confession
;olded and enveloped as it was, before

er.”

“Yes, sir,” giving it a look of startlcd
amazernent, ‘“large epough and thick
enough to contain that.”

Mr. Gryce's eyes, bright as dia-
monds, flashed around the room and
finally settled upon a fly traversing my
coatsleeve.

“Do you need to ask now,” whisper-
¢d he in a low voice, “where and from
whom, this so-calle® confession
comes ?”

Mr. Gryce allowed himself one mo-
ment of silent triumph, then rising,
began folding the papers on the table
and putting them i his pocket.

“What are you going to do ?’ I ask-
ed, hurriedly ap ing. :

He took me by e arm and led
room. “I am going to New York.
me across the hall into the eitting-
I am going to pursue this matter. I
am going to find out whom came

the poison that killed and b
sifeut-Shas girl, y

to see them 7

“No,” said he; * such as are
given here, must be fhllowed while the
trail is hot; I ean’t afford to ‘wait.”

“If I am not they have al-
ready come,” said I, gs a tramping of
feet without, announced that some-
m?;r:tmd at the door.

. at is s0,” eri 2 end
Bt Sk in.o’ ed the, hastening to

Judging from commen experience, we
had every reason to fear that an im-
mediate stop would bé put to all pro-
ceedings on our part, as soon as the
coroner was introduced upon the scene.
But happily for us and the interest
at stake, Dr. Fink of R—, proved to
be a very sensible man. The delay was
therefore short. Mr. Gryce was en-
;"led to take the .30 train for New

ork, and I to follow on the 10 p.m.—
the calling of a jury, ordering of an
:mtowy and final adjournment of the
nquiry til lthe following Tueiday, hav-
Inz all taken place in the Interim.

Bim, he looked at them closely, them
held them out for my inspection. A
glance showed they were of the same
color.

“Hold them up to the light,” said he.

I did so; the appearance presented
by both was precisely alike.

“Now let us compare the ruting,”
‘And laying them both down on the
table, he placed the edges of the two
sheets together. The lines on the one
accommodated themselves to those on
the other; and that question was de-
cided.

Hig triumph was assured. “I was
convinced of it,” said he. “From the
moment I pulled open that drawer and
saw this mass of paper lying within
so snugly, I knew the end was dome.”

“But,” cried I, in my old spirit of
combativeness, “isn’t there any room
for doubt ? This paper is of the com-
monest kind. Every family on the
block might easily have specimens of
it in their library.”

“That isn’'t so,” he said, “it is let-
ter size, which has gone out. Mr.
Leavenworth used it for his manu-
script, or I doubt if it would
have been found in his library. But
if you are still incredulous, let us see
what can be done, and jumping up, he
carried the confession to the window,
looked at it this way and that, and
finally discovering what he wanted,
came back and laying it before me,
pointed out one of the lines of ruling
that was markedly heavier than the
rest, and another which was so faint
as to be almost undistinguishable. “De-
fects like these often run through a
number of consecutive sheets,” said he.
“If we could find' the identical half-
quire from which this was taken, I
might show you proof that would dis-
pel every doubt,” and taking up the
oe that lay on top, he rapidly eount-
ed the sheets. There were but eight.
“It might have been taken from this
one,” said he; but upon looking closety
at the ruling he found that it was
umiformly distinct. * Humph, that
won’t do!” came from his lips.

The remainder of the paper, some
dozen or so half-quires, looked undis-
turbed. Mr. Gryce tapped his fingers
on the table and a frown crossed his
face. ‘“‘Such a pretty thing !” exclaim-
ed he, “if it could only have been
done !” Suddenly he took up the next
ha¥ quire. “Count the sheets,” said
he, thrusting it towards me, and him-
self lifting another.

I did as I was bid. “Twelve.”

He counted his and laid them down.
“Go on with the rest,” cried he.

I counted the sheets in tht next;
twelve. He counted tHose in the one
following and paused, “Eleven !”

“Count again,” I suggested.

He counted again and quietly put
them aside. “I made a mistake,” ob-
served he.

But he was not to be discouraged.
Taking another half-quire he went
through with the same operation—in
vain. With a sigh of impatience he
flung it down on the table and looked
up. “Halloo !” cried he, “what is the
matter ?”

“There are but eleven sheets In this
package,” I said, placing it in his
hand.

The excitement he immediately evinc-
ed was contagious. Oppressed as I
was, I could not resist his eagerness.
*0, beautiful I” he exclaimed. “O,
beautiful ! see! the light Ine on the
inside, the heavy one on the outside
and both in positions precisely cor-
responding to those on this sheet of

| Hannah’s. What do you think now ?

Do you wish for any further proof ?*

“The veriest doubter could ask no
more,” returned I.

With something like a considerate
regard for my emotion, he turned
away. “I am obliged to congregate
myseM,” said he, “notwithstanding thre
gravity of the discovery that has beem
made. It is so neat, so very neal,
and so conclusive. I declare I am &s-
tonished, myself, at the perfection of
the thing. But what a woman that
is " cried he suddenly, in a tone of
the greatest admiration, “what an in-
tellect she has! what shrewdness!
what skill! I Jeclare it is almost &

very bottom of the pile, trimmed it
into another shape, and then remem-
bering the girl couldn’t write, put what

awkward

“Mr. Gryce,” I said agaln, aft
other moment of silent self-cor: &
Jation on his part and of desperate
self-control on mine, “what do you

“Humph, well we will see,” he re-
turned, going to his private desk and
bringing out the box of papers which
we had no opportunity of looking at
while in R——, “First let us examine
these documents and see if they do
ntain some hint which may be
ce to us.” And taking out the
2 or 80 looge sheets which had been
from Eleanore’s diary, he began
them over.

While he was doing this I took occa-
to examine the other contents of

‘box. I found them to be just what
Belden
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