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household whom she met every day at
table, and@ who, as she or any one
else could see, was none too happy or

hopetul. ;

Six months went by; I had learned
two things; first, that Mary Leaven-
worth loved her position as prospective
heiress to a large fortune above every
other earthly consideration; and
gecondly, that she was in the pos-
session of a secret which endangered
that position. What this was, I had
for sqme time no means of knowing.
But when later I became convinced
it was one of love. I grew hopeful,
strange as it may seem. For Ly this
time .I had learned Mr. Leavenworth's
disposition almost as perfectly as that
of his niece, and knew that in a mat-
ter of this kind he would be uncom-
promising; and that in the clashing of
these two wills something might oc-
cur which would give me_a hold upon
her. The only thing that troubled me
was the fact that I did not know the
name of the man in whom she was in-
terested. But chance soon favored me
here. One day—a month ago now, I
gat down to open Mr. Leavenworth's
mail as uwsual. One letter—shall I ever
forget it ? ran thus:

Hoffman House, March 1st, 1876.
Mr. Horatio Leavenworth—
Dear Sir:

You have a niece whom you love
and trust, onc, too, who seems worthy
of all the love and trust that you or
any other man can give her; so Beau-
titul,so charming, so tender is she 1
face, form, manner and conversation.
3ut, dear sir, every rose has its thorn
and your rose is no exception to thas
rule. Lovely as she is, charming as
she s, tender as she is, she is not only
capable of trampling on the rights of
one who trusted her, but of bruising
the heart and breaking the spirit of
him to whom she owes all duty, honor
and observance.

If you don't believe this, ask her to
her cruel, bewitching face, who ana
wwhat is her humble servant and yours,

HENRY RITCHIE CLAVERING.

If a bombshell had exploded at my
feet, or tho evil one himselt appeared
at my call, I should not have been
more astonished. Not only was the
name signed to these remarkable
words, unknown to me, but the epistie
jtself was that of one who felt him-
self to be her master, a position which,
as you know, I was mysel aspiring to
occupy. For a few minutes, thea, 1
stood a prey of feelings of the bit-
terest wrath and despair; then I grew
calm, realizing that with this letter In
my possession, I was virtually the
arbitrator of her destiny. Some men
would have sought her there and then,
and by threatening to place it in her
uncle’s hand, won from her a logk of
entreaty if no more; but I—well, my
plans went deeper than that. I Knew
that she must be in extremity before
1 could hope to win her. She must feel
herself slipping over the edge of the
precipice, before she would clutch at
the first thing offering suoccor. I de-
cided to allow the letter to pass into
my employer's hands ? But it had been
opensd ! How could I manage to give
it to him in this condition without ex-
citing his suspicion. I knew of but
one way; to let him sce me open it
for what he would consider the first
time. So waiting till he came into
the room I approached him with the
letter, tearng off the end of the enve-
lope as I came. Opening it I gave a
cursory glance at its contents and
tossed it down on the table before him.

“That appears to be of a private
character,” said I, “‘though there is nv
sign to that effect on the envelope.”™

He took it up while I stood there. At
the first word he started, looked at
me, seemed satisfied from my axpres-
slon that I had not read far e
to realize its nature, and whirling
slowly around in his chalr, devoured
the remainder in silence. One minute,
two minutes passed in silence; he was
evidently re-reading the letter;he was
hurriedly rose and left the room. As
he passed me I caught a glimpse of his
face in the mirror. The expression I
saw there, did not tend to lessen the
hope that was rising in my breast.

By following him almost immediately
up stairs I ascertained that he went
direct to Mary's room, and when in
a few hours later the family collected
around the dinner table, I perceived,
almost without looking up, that a great
and insurmountable barrier had been
raised betweeen him and his favorite
niece.

Two days passed; days that were for
me one long and unrelieved suspense.
Had Mr. Leavenworth answered that
letter? Would it all end as it had be-
gun, without the appearance of the
rysterious Clavering on the scene?
I could not tell

Meanwhile my monotonous work
went on, grinding my heart beneath
its relentless wheel. I wrote and wrote
and wrote, till it seemed as if my life
blood went from me with every drop of
ink I used. Always alert and listen-
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stairs and entering with up-

e B e e found
employer. even .

o times that day turn-

long it would be before my actual form
would pause there. That the moment
was at hand, I did not imagine, Even
when I teft him that night atter drink-
ing with him the glass of sherry men-
tioned at the inquest, I had »o 1dea
the hour of action was so near, But
minutes art:ra g&lng

I caught the sou a
;‘:lyﬁ:u rustling through the hall,
and listening, heard Mary Leavenworth
pass my door on her way to the li-
brary, 1 realized that the fatal hour
was come; that somethiag was going
te be said or done in that room which
would make this deed RecesSary. What?
I determined to ascertain, Casting
about in my mind for the means of
doing so, I remembered that the venti-
lator running up through the house,
opened first into the passage way con-
necting Mr. Leavenworth's bedroom
and library, and, secondly, into the
closet of the large spare room adjoin-
ing mine. Hastily unlocking the door
of the communication between the
rooms, I took my position in the closet.
Instantly the sound of voices reached
my airs; all was open Dbelow, and
standing there, I was as much an aud-
jtor .of what went on between Mary
and her uncle as it ‘I were in the li-
brary itself. And what did I hear?
Enough to assure me my suspicions
were correct; that it was a moment of
vital interest to her; that Mr. Leaven-
worth, in pursuance of a threat evident-
ly made some time since, was in the
act of taking steps to change his will,
and that she had come to make sn
appeal to be forgiven her fault and re-
stored to his faver. What that fault
was, I did not learn. No mention was
made of Mr. Clavering as her husband,
I only heard her declare that her action

had been the result of impulse rather
than love, that she regretted it, and
desired nothing more than to be free
from all obligations to one she would
fain forget, and be again to her uncle
what she was before she ever saw this
man. I thought, fool that I was, it
was & mere engagement she was allud-
ing to, and took the insanest hope from
these words, and when in a moment
later I heard her uncle reply in his
sternest tone that she had irreparably
forfeited her claims to his regard and
favor, I did not need her short and
bitter cry of shame and disappoint-
ment, or that low moan for some one
to help her, to sound his death knel in
my heart. Creeping back to my own
room I waited till I heard her reascend,
then I stole forth, Calm as I had ever
been in my life, I went down the stairs
just as I had seen myself do in my
dream, and knocking lightly at the
library door, went in. Mr. Leavenworth
was sitting in his usual place writing.
“Excuse me,” said I as he looked up,
“I have lost my memorandum book,
and think it possible I may have drop-
ped it in the passageway when I went
for the wine.” He bowed, and I hur-
ried past him into the closet. Once there,
I proceeded rapidly into the room be-
yond, procured the pistol, returned,
and almost before I realized what I was
doing, had taken up my position behind
him, aimed and fired. The result was
what you know. Without a groan, his
head fell forward on his hands, and
Mary Leavenworth was the virtual pos-
sessor of the thousands she coveted.
My first thought was to procure the
letter he was writing. Approaching the
table, I tore it out from under bhis
hands, looked at it, saw that it was,
as I expected, a summons to his law-
yer, and thrust it into my pocket to-
gether with the letter from Mr. Claver-
ing which I perceived lying spattered
with blood on the table before me. Not
till this was done did I think of myself
or remember the echo which that low,
sharp report must have made in the
house. Dropping the pistol at the
side of the murdered man, I stood
ready to shriek to any one who enterved
that Mr. Leavenworth had killed him-
self. But I was saved from commit-
ting such a folly. The report had not
been heard, or if so, had evidently fail-
ed to create an alarm. No one came,
and I was left to contemplate my work
undisturbed, and decide upon the best
course to be taken to avoid detection.
A moment's study of the wound made
in his head by the bullet convinced me
of the impossibility of passing the af-
fair off as a suicide, or even the work
of a burglar. To anyone versed in such
matters it was manifestly a murder,
and a most deliberate one. My vone
hope, then, lay in making it as myster-
jous as it was deliberate, by destroying
all clew to the motive and manner of
the deed. Picking up the pistol, I car-
ried it into the other room with the
intention of cleaning it,. but finding
nothing there to do it with, came back
for the handkerchief which I remember-
ed having seen lying on the floor at
Mr. Leavenworth's feet. It was Miss
Eleanore's, but I did not know it till
I had used it to clean the barrel; then
the sight of her initials in one corner
g0 shocked me I forgot to clean the cy-
linder, and only thought of how I could
do away with this evidence of ner
handkerchief having been employed for
& purpose so suspicious. Not daring to
carry it from the room, I sought f{or
means to destroy it, but finding none,
compromised the matter by thrusting
it deep down behind the cushion of one
of the chairs, in the hope of being able
to recover it some time next day, whea
an opportunity would be given to burn
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turbed if we ; * and smooth-
| ing my brow as best I could, I put out
“hand and drew her towards me.
my motive was I hardly knew;
3 action was bly instinctive,
when I saw the look which came

into her face as I touched her, and »e
to fol-
‘ low me, I took courage, remembering
the one or two previous tokens I had had

's unreasonable susceptibil-
" influence; a susceptibility
' mow_felt could be utilized and
‘serve my

I drew her into the depths of the great
drawing room and ‘there told her in the
least alarming way possible what had
happened to Mr. Leavenworth, She was
eof course intensely agitated, but she
did not scream—the novelty of her po-
sition evidently awing her as much
as it bewildered—and greatly relieved,
I went on to say that I did not know
who committed the deed, but that folks
would declare it was I if they knew I
had been seen by her on the stairs
with the library key in my hand. “But
I won't tell,” she whispered, tremb-
ling violently in her fright and eager-
ness. *I will keep it to myself. I will
say I didn’t see anybody.” But I soan
convinced her that she could never
keep her secret if the police once be-~

o

my argumentwith a little cajolery, suc-
ceeded after a long while in winning
her consent to leave the house till the
storm should be blown over. But thut
given, it was some little time before I
could make -her comprehend that she
must depart at once without going back
after her things. Not till I brightened
up her wits by a promise to marry her
some day, if she only obeyed me now,
did she begin to look the thing in the
face and show any evidence of the
real mother wit she evidently possess-
ed. “Mrs. Belden would take me "
sald she, “if I could only get to R—.
She takes everybody in who asks her;
and she would keep me, too, if I told
her Miss Mary sent me. But I can't
get there to-night.”

I immediately set to work to convince
her that she could. The midnight train
did not leave the eity for half an hour
vet, and the distance to the depot could

be easily walked by her i fifteen min-
utes—But she had mo mowey! I easily
supplied that. And she was afraid she
couldn’t find her way! I entered into
minutest directions. She still hesi-
tated, but at length consented to g0,
and with some further understanding
of the method I was to employ in com-
municating with her, we went down
stairs. There we found a hat and shawl
of the cook’s which I put on her, and in
another moment we mere in the car-
riage yard. “Remember, you are to
say nothing of what has occurred, 1o
matter what happens,” I whispered in
parting injunction as she turned to
leave me. “Remember you are to conie
and marry me some day” she mur-
mured in reply throwing her arnns
about my neck. The movement was
sudden and it was probably at Lkis
time she dropped the candle she had
held unconsciously clenched in her hand
till now. I promised her. and she glid-
ed out of the gate. .

Of the dreadful agitation that fol-
lowed the disappearance of this stirl

ing I not only committed the addi-
tional error of locking up the house on
my re-entrance, but omitted to dispose
of the key then in my pocket, by fling-
ing it into the street, or dropping it In
the hall as I went up. The fact Is, I
was s0 absorbed by the thought of the
janger I stood in from this girl, I for-
got everything else. Hannah's pale
face, Hannah's look of terror as she
turned from my side and flitted down
the street, were continually before me.
I could not escape them; the form of
the dead man lying below was less
vivid. It was as though I were tied
in fancy to this woman of the white
face fluttering down the midnight
streets. That she would fail in some-
thing—come back or bé brought back—
that I should find her standing, white
and horror-stricken on the front steps
when I went down in the morning, was
like a nightmare to me. I began to
think it must be so, that she never
would or could win her way unchal-
lenged to that little cottage in a dis-

world with this wretched girl—danger
that would come back to me with the
first burst of morning light!

But even these thoughts faded after
awhile, before the realization of the
peril I was in as long as the key and
papers remained in my possession. How
to get rid of them! I dared not leave
my room again, or open my window.
Some one might see me and remember
it. Indeed I was afraid to move about
in my room. Mr. Leavenworth might
hear me. Yes, my morbid terror had
reached thar point—I was fearful of
one whose ears I myself had forever

neath, and wakeful to the least sound.

But the necessity of doing something
with these evidences of guilt nnally
overcame this morbid - anxiety, and
drawing the two letters from my pocket
—I had not yet undressed—chose out
the most dangerous of the two, that
written by Mr. Leavenworth himsclf,
and chewing it till it was mere pulp,
threw it into a cormer; but the other
had blood on it, and nothing, not even
the hope of safety, could induce me to
put it to my lips. I was forced to lie
with it clenched in my hand, and the
flitting image of Hannah before ny
eyes till the slow morning broke. I
have heard it said that a year in heav-
en seems like a day. I can easily be-
lieve it; I know that an hour in hell
seems an eternity!

But with daylight came hope. Wheth-
er it was the sunshine glancing on the
wall made me think of Mary and all
I was ready to do for her sake, or
whether it was the mere return of my
natural stoicism in the presence of act-
ual necessity, I cannot say. I only
know that I arose calm and master of
myself. The problem of the letter and
key had solved itself also. Hide them?
I would not try to! Instead of that, I
would put them in plain sig!
ing to that very fact for

I can give no better idea than by say- i

tant village; that I had but sent a
trailing flag of danger out into :he!

closed, imagined him in his bed be- |

A

spare |
1 which

s nieces wiS not even mis-
| trusted by the ‘herself, a person
{ to be suspected of the crime which

threw him out of a fair situation. So I
performed all the dutles of my position
summoning the ‘and going for
Mr. Veeley, just as I would have done
if those hourse y leaving Mr.
Leavenworth for the first time and
@oing ‘'down to breakfest in the morn-
ing had been blotted from my con-
sciousness. . 3

And this was the principal upen
which I based my action at the in-
quest, I resolved to answer all queries
put me, as truthfully as I could; the
great fault with men situated as I was
usually being that they lied too much,
committing themselves on umessential
matters. But alas in thus planning for

gan to question her, and fallowing up my safety, I forgot one thing.and that

was the dangerous position in which
I should thus place Mary Leaven-
worth as the one benefited by the
erime. Not til the inference was
drawn by a juror, from the amount
of wine found in Mr. Leavenworth’'s
glass in the morning that he hada come
to his death shortly after my leaving
him, did I realize what an opening 1
had made for suspicion in her direction
by admitting that I had heard a rustle
on the stair,a few minutes after going
up. That all present b&ieved it to
have been made by Eleanore, did not
reassure me. Sha was sa comnletelw
disconnected with the crime I could
not imagine suspicion hollding to her
for an instant. But Mary—if a cur-
tain had been let down before me,
pictured with the future as it
since
more plainly what her position woulid

be, if attention were.once directed to- |

wards her. So in the vain endeavor to
cover up my blunder, I began to lie.
Forced to admit that a shadow of dis-
agreement had been lately visible be-

tween Mr. Leavenworth and one of his |
nieces, I threw the burden of it upon
Eleanore, as the one best able to bear |
it, adding to this, denial of the fact |
thay any letter had been received by !
Mr. Leavenworth which could in any i

way tend to explain the crime. The

consequences were more serious than I |

anticipated. Direction had been given

evidence that now came ub, seemed
by some strange fatality to strengthen.
Not only was it proved that Mr. Lea-
venworth’s own pistol had been used

in the assassination, and that too by a |

person then in the house, but I my-
self was brought to, acknowledge that
Eleanore had learned from me only a
little while before, how to load, aim
| ana fire this very pistol—a coincidence
i mischievous enough to have been of
the devil’'s cwn making.

| ladies would admit when questioned,:
became very great. Let them in their
innocence acknowledge that upon my
ascent, Mary had gone to her uncle's
room for the purpose of persuadmsg

him not to carry into effect the action |

he contemplated, and -what conse-
quences might notensue! I was in 2
torment of apprehension. But events

of which I had at that time no know- |

| ledge, had occurred to influence them.
| Eleanore, with some show of reason,

' as it seems, not only suspected her ;

cousin of the crime, but had informed

her of the fact, and Mary, overcome .

! with terror at finding there was more
or less circumstantial evidence sup-
porting the suspicion,

tradicted. Nor was her confidence
misplaced. Though by the course sne
thus took, Eleanore was forced to deep-
' en the prejudice already rife against
. herself, she not only forbore to con-
| tradict her cousin, but when a true
answer would have injured her, actu-
ally refused to return any, a lie being
 something she could not utter, even to
| save one especially endeared to her.

This conduct of hers had one effect |
! It arousei my admiration |
and made me feel that here was a |

upon me.

| woman worth helping if assistance
| could be given without danger to my-
i gelf. Yet I' doubt if much would have
! come of my sympathy, if I had not
{ perceived by the stress laid upon ce:-
{ tain wellknown matters, that actual
' danger hovered about us all, while the
! letter and key remained in the house.
| Even before the handkerchief was pro-
| duced, I had made up my mind to a:-
| tempt their destruction, but when that
{ was brought out and shown, I be-
{ came so alarmed I immediately rose
{ and making my way under some pre-
| tense or other to the floors above,
{ snatched the key from the gas fix-
. ture, the ters from the vase, and
| hastening with them down the hall to
! Mary Leavenworth’s room, went in
| under the expectation of there finding
| a fire in which to destroy them. But

| to my heavy disappointment there were l

| only a few smoldering ashes in the
| grate, and thwarted in my design, I
stood hesitating what to do, when I

i the top of the staircase and proceed-
| ed towards the room I had just left.
; The sight red me; she would see
' the key and take some means of dis-

has '
developed, I could not have seen |

Seeing all 'his, my fear of what the |

decided to deny |
whatever tcld aganst herself, trusting
to Eleanore’s generosity not to be con- i

:1 a forged confession falsely cr.
]

| heard some one coming upstairs. Alive ;
to the consequences of belng found |
in that room at that time, I cast the ;

 Meantime the wretched ¢
forcing itself upon me w"?i“.ta’ 1::
instead .of gained, a hold on Mary
Leavenworth, Not only did she evince
the utmost horror of the deed which
had made her the mistress of her
uncle’s wealth, but, owing as I be-
lieved to the influence of Mr. Ray-
mond, soon gave evidence that she was
losing to a certain extent, the cfiarac-
teristics of mind and heart which had
made me hopeful of winning her re-
M by my action. “This revelation
drove me almost insane. Under the
terrible restraint foreed upon me. I
walkell my weary round in a state of
- mind bordering on frenzy. Many and
many a time hae I stopped in my
work, wiped my pen and laid it down
with the idea that I could not repress
myself another moment, but I have.
always taken it up again and. gone on
with my task. Mr. Raymond has some--
times shown his wonder at my sitting
in my dead employer’'s chair, Great
heavén ! it was my only safeguard.
By keeping the murder constantly be-

fore my mind, I was enabled to re-
strain my disappointmer: at its failure
to bring me the reward I anticipated

At last there came a time when my
agony could be no longer suppressed.
Going down the stairs one evening
with Mr. Raymond, I saw a stsange
gentieman standing in the receptlon-
room, looking at Mary Leavenworth
in a way that would have made my
blood boil, even if I had not neard
him whisper these words, “But you
are my wife and know it, whatever
you i~ y say or do !

It was the lightning-stroxe of my
life. After what I had done to make
. her mine, to hear another claim her
| as already his own,
{ maddening. It forced a demonstration
! from me.

|

I had either to yell in my
fury or deal! the man beneath some
tremendous blow in my hatred. I did
not dare to shriek, so I struck the
biow. Demanding his name from Mr.
Raymond, and hearing that it was,
as I expected, Clavering, I flung cau-
tion, reason, common sense, all to the
winds, and in a moment of fury de-

Leavenworth.

| The next instant I would have given
! worlds to recall my words. What had
! I done but drawn attention myself in
i thus accusing a man against whom
| nothing could of course be proved !
| But recall now was impossible. So
| after a night of thought I did the
next best thing, gave a superstitious
reason for my action, and so restored
myself to my former position without
eradicating from the mind of Mr. Ray-
mond that wague doubt of the man,
which my own safety demanded. But
{ T had no intention of going any fur-
i ther, nor should I have done so If I
! had not observed that for some reason
i Mr. Raymond was willing to suspect
{ Mr. Clavering. But that once seen,
revenge took possession of me, and X
asked myself if the burden of this
crime could be thrown on this man.
Still T do not believe that any results
would have followed if I ha@ not
overheard a whispercd conversation
between two of the servants. in wnich
I learned that Mr. Clavering had been

seen to enter the house on the night
of the murder, but was not seen to

| Call and inspect work and get prices.

leave it. That determined me. With

a fact like that for a starting point, !

what might I not hope to accomplish?
Hannah alone stood in my way. While
she remained alive I saw nothing but
ruin before me. I made up my mind
to destroy her and satisfy my hatred
of Mr. Clavering at one blow. But
fhow ? By what means could I reach
her without deserting my post, or
make away with her without exciting
fresh suspicion ? The problem seemed
fpsolvable; but Truaman Harwell had
not played the part of a machine so
long without result. Before I had
studied the question a day, light broke
upon it, and I saw that tne only way
to accomplish my plans was to in-
veigle her into destroying herself.

No sooner had the thought matured
than I hastened to act upon it. Know-
ing the tremendous risk I ran, I took
every precaution. Locking myself up
in my room, I wrote her a letter in
printed characters—she having dis-
tinctly told me she could not read
writing—in which I played upon her
| ignorance, foolish fondness and Irisn
| superstition, by telling her I dreamed
{ of her every night and wondered if
| she did of me, was afraid she didn’t,
| so enclosed her a little charm which if
i she would use according to- directlons
| (which were that she should first de- .
| stroy my letter by burning it nexti
itake in her hand the packet I was |
! careful to enclose, swallow the powaer
! accompanying it, and go to bed) would
| give her the most beautiful visions—
The powder was a deadly dose f pol-
son and the packet was as - Know
natmg
Henry Clavering. Enclosing al ithese
in an envelope in the corner of which
I had marked a cross, I directed it,
according to agreement, to Mrs. Bel-
den and sent it

Then followed the greatest perfod of
suspense I had yet endured. Though
I had purposely refrained from putting
my name to the letter, I felt that the
ghances of detection were very great.
The last departure from the course I
had marked out for her, would prove
fatal. If she opened the enclosed

. or mistrusted the powder; took

Mrs. Belden into her confidence, or
even failed to burn my letter, all would
be lost. I could not be sure of her
or know the result of my scheme ex-
cept through the newspapers. Do you f
thing I kept watch of the countenances
about me ? devoured the telegraphic
‘news, or started when the bell rang?

|
i
!
!
i

‘And when a few days since I read that
short paragraph in the paper which
assured me that my efforts had at

was stunning, .

! nounced him as the murderer of Mr
to suspicion  which every additional | {
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MILLINERY IS

LARGER THAN EVER.

FLOWERS AND NEW GOODS

'arriving almost every day,
Come and bring your Dress and Maatle making with
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you, as we do Dress and Mantle making in the
latest styles. If you have not been here why
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I have just completed a

1T N,

and am now prepared to furnisi: evesything for house finishing in my line as

cheap as the cheapest.

Everything guaranteed right or no pay.

' J. P. RYLEY.

Telephone 122.
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Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON,

NUGENT, & Co

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Oabinet Makers

Call and see our stock. No trouble o show it,
ANDERSON, NUQGENT & G0

—_—

e

ADVERTISE in THE WARDER

The largest Circulation of anv Paper in the
Midland District.

It circulates in the best homes.
Is read by the most intelligent readars.

Its Readers are BUYERS.
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