“::d ‘.I:I“ 1867—ithe year | «Thank you,
to me— draft was in Iﬂi'od to you,
It was a volumin- o i

Wilson came
my clesk’s :
ous ydosumenit, oconsisting

Row.”

to me to institute these inquiries, !

good many mhuundtout-ymmditnltlbnmlﬂr-

sheets of paper, joined together at ihe ocor- | Wlson. : -
ner, Tomﬁnltmh:utﬁndnﬂbnf Althoigh I had gained little direct evi- |

son’s bhandwriting—suggesting, :
a fow alterations to bo madeif | ny of the handwriting proclaimed thas |

1 approved of them.

suspicions ered stren
Imp-ﬁhlonthoidunﬂ:!. the m‘g‘;

James Wilson must in some way be connect-

As I bent this piece of paper back, toread | od with the perpetrator of the foul crime,

the words comneealed, I saw writing on fhe

other side of it, and my heart

At least, be would be able to identify the

still as= iter of the message. M $ bad ascer-
the writing was identical | tained that his wife had died on February

I knew that
writing
which had been stamped

those words

221, 1870—two days after the blow was

pon my brain | gtruck, ' As I thought the matter over, the
of Roland Northwick’s death. | fact of Wilson not having mentioned his
slip of paper, opened my secretaire, and | words t mson a recent occasion, which had
e by side with the ncts ot warning. | snsdeme conclude he was nnmnuiod,ﬁandud
I had becn deceiwed by no fancied resewm- { to make it appear possible that the writer of
blance, the writing was the same, and 20 { the warning note was Mrs. Wilson herself.
pﬂcnlinr was the pEﬂIﬂﬂnﬂhip that I felt Even the tremulous nature of the h“ﬁ-
convinved that no .chance could have p10 | writing wculd be acconnted for; as she must
pecimens from different | have been at that moment lying on her
True; the writing on the newly- | death-bed. How Roland Northwick be-
per was better and firmer than | came ¢ntangled with James Wilson's wife
_ letter for let- | was a matter of little consequence now.
ter and found them exactly alike in their | Detective skill must unravel all that, and

since the day

laid #t

duced these two &
Irsons,

on the other ; but I com

formation. The hand t>at wrote one wrote

ro doubt drag a painfal scandal to light,

the other : and as the two elips of paper | For me, at present, it was sufficient to know
lay before me I felt that the murderer of | that could 1 prove the writer of these two
Roland Northwick had had his cay. Then, papers 1-3-1,,% w my Pﬂﬂi“ to be James W.l-

with Pl‘ﬂfﬂﬂiﬂﬂﬂ instinct, I sat down to son's wite,
think calmly over my discovery. The

had enough ground to justify

paper | his arrest as the murderer.

which I had so utiexpectedly found contain- | o, -0 ;907 sification must be my first task.

It‘P“" giBj' TORS | T determined to make no delay. The I
robably the | o} o oht that for years I had been in daily

ed what appeared to be a
“When we two

writer was an admirer offjthe post, and had

vontact and communication with the cold-

“transcribed it for her own pleasure. The :
blooded murderer of one of my dearest |
gthways, down the | . ' 4.~ was to me horrible. With this

paper had been torn, len
centre : 80 that only the firat halves of the
lines were left. But this was more than

dreadful suspicion hanging over him, I felt
it almost impossible to bieath the same air

enough—I could have sworn £o the identity with Wilson. much less to transact my usual
g bad only two letters ap- |y, .;nees matters with bim. I felt that I

Hgé came the difficulty. How could I might Eetray myself in his ence, and,

of the writin
peared

connect the two papers? What theory
could I form? Here, through an extraord:-
nary chance, was the clew starting from my

Here it had been lying for five

very office.
Now that it was within my hands,

with the acute suspicion which such a erime
must engender, he would guess what was
| passing throv gh my mind, and fly from jus-
tice: I left tne office, stating that I should
| not return that day, and the ncxt morning

y : - .
whither would it lead ? Could it be possible sent Wilson a letter, saying that an urgent

that Wilson was in any v ay mixed u

| private matter had called me into the ocun-

P 10| try. The link that joined the two others I

the affair? I sbuddered at tne thought,
and felt inclined to dismiss it as preposter-

At first I even contemplated asking
point-blank whose writing it might be
on the back of the slip of paper he had used;

bnt recognizing the necess ty

must have befors prooeeding any further.
I knew the name of the church in which
Wilson kad been marriel ; the object of my
journey was to wisit 1t. I inspected t e
register of marri and, knowing the date

I endeavor-
back to the time

cantion, 1 decided not to do so.
ed to throw my memcry
when Sir William’s will was made. Looking
through my old diaries, I found thatv avout
that date we had a
band ; but I could recollect nothing more |

press of business in

| lighting on the signatures of Adelaide
Fletcher and J:mes. Wllson. The resem-
blance in the writing here was even closer
to the warning mesiage than that of the
] nes of poetry I kal so fcrtunately found.

thsn taking Sir Willism's in:$ruotions, and, Parhaps, from the emotion natural to a

aft.rward, seeing nm execuwe the will.
felt I must ¢ndeavor t>

formation before I tiok any decisive steps; :
2 s - ’ | tremulous in those fatal words that now lay | ¥
20, pinning the two pieces of paper together | ;3 1o yde with the bride's. uiqnlmuj

ot-book and sent “My husband knows all. I counldn’t help it

get some more in-

I placed them in my pock
for Mr. Wilson. 1 was quite composed when

he ente d A - . - -
th:nd:l;g,d'u;nad :mmg over the sheets of With all my lingering doubts—with all
~ “Do you remember the circumstances un-
der which you drew this up? I ask, as
there are several little thin
have worded differently.”

Wilacn took the.
ed at the date and replied :

““It was one of the first things I did for

ou, before I had quite caught your style.

gsin it I should

paper in his hand, look-

ed it at hame, and you altered a
it before it was fair copied.”

Then this fact was pretty well establish-
ed ; the paper, whoever wrote it, came from | patiently any communication I had to make
I saw clearly that my first | for hié e
proceeding was to ascertain every
ing his antecedents and pri
my letters of 1867, and
found from them that Wilson' haa been re-

commended to me by Forbes and Thwaites, | point out to you the man who murdered ki““'d him:—_l.will tell - you why I killed
him—that is, .if you

Wilson’s house,
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thing I

I looked up

i | young girl when signing her maiden rame
- | fcr the last time, the »trokes were fremu-
lous, even as fiom another canse they were

Beware !”

the hopes I cherished as to Wilson’s inno-
cence :li’fl, Ip:r?ﬂmm: to t:ulwn,
nervirg myseli to orm & wing duty
the next day—the duty of denouncing as
the murderer of Roland Northwick the man
who for eight years had been my constant
companion- and trusted asociate in busi.
ness. s : )

Late as the hour was when I reached

a:]1 hours, the astate gentleman
no as’onishment at seeing me, but awaited

oved bﬁnnponnmm“

hi

s$ ‘sondemn- °j-oonduc'ed mngh h h‘
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Isive. themsn or the wo- | ed all. ‘The v

¢t man shall die,’ 1

were of -little inter-

outside this very | koowing that p

as 11l

jou call the crime,

one “lm]ﬁ
ol

The | in an ungsound atats

M"iléiil’lln.t
h-‘::l::;d requently wait t> | detective, no

w their acquaint- | sions as to th

dou
heused, I k mmt.fﬁid:,fw
Bl now 3 or
ﬂfbn lhmlh lt. him ; but",[
bandsome Yot | whole truth wh
when I could have shown | murdered, m;
Roland | hims: If in my offjye
end of my life, | nayrasive above wri

office, where
aocom
] ance Tip

d, or what arts e
wasd & beautiful ‘woman, an
was & gallant .

She oy m?ﬂmhntn front

\wick! He had made

1
Y. Rolwg

as M.-

found no meADS
"i knew all his Fabits well, and

hhporul-'lli -mf' wife,
’lpnohhll

. | house, bu
' { entranos,

; Aﬂ;wﬁs_ the milits
tinent 3t is recogn
time for the :nii'iumzﬂ
ﬂilhar on th...

that, o

. ¢ To-morrow,” 1
who now lay almost spX
ible—and ¢ to-motrow
the rast. _

¢I reached home Eﬂﬂlﬂ e

over my dying wile w

hg‘Ha is dead—I forgive
ke no more.

and iosens-
it was! You know
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feel no remorse?”
““I feel no remorse, My life became a
out of it vith me

Hate left it when I drove that.
seducer’s heart. Since then
I have cared nothing for life—nothing for
death.,” | =
“Bat the hereafter—beyond death!” I
ed by such callousness,
had again seated himself, and re
sumed his usual mask. His recent excite-
ried. [ have since asoertained that your | ment had vanished, and left no trace. His

. iet smil ed over his feat- | li, the battle is
ordinary quie 5 e ' | other hand

of this nasure, and to

against a surprise BT

whom my life might be as nothing.
r. although the older, man
of the two, Wilson, althounh tall, was
slim, almost to thinness, and I was certain

i .to-band struggle I could.
that in a hand & Eﬂmd
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overpower him. I felt disgust
panion, but not fear, He looked

| cried, appall
Wilson

ilson,” I said, ‘‘some fime ago

H'.'.E Lr rov .‘
you led me to understand you were unmar- Y Proves thy
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- am_:nrdiug to M,
e en’g::rta;y
» 1% 18 viotor’
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destroyed the Roman hoat
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alry is beaten

wife died in February, 1870 "

Wilion; whose acuteness t« 14 him that I | yres,
did not make this assertion with the primary
object of reproaching him for concealing.| gaid, *‘trouble little about the futv
the true state of his domestic affairs from | fear it less.”
me, made a simple gesture of assent. ;

“] find,” I continued, ‘‘that your wife | yot help feeling a certain amount of curios- | the old
died on the 221 of February—two days after
| the murder of Rolend Northwick.”

As I spoke sne last words he knew what | gaked,
was coming—I covld see it in the man's
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_In spite of my horror and disgust, I could

“But how could you avoid detection?” I | French cavalry,
2 In the last great

were -on several
in orler to gain time for the
heroic effort to avert disasters aira;
able, but neither in the “Joath
crth or Rejonville, or in the 4
slaughter of Sedan, were the logses
as those incorred
muzzle-loaders. That the effact of the
of modern weapons, re
their use considerable
judgment of distance, would be ey
tructive to cav moving rapidly
the zone of imﬂ;:rda r:EEinu Eda .
In a trial which took place in India}
4 Gardner guns and a detachment
picked shoss file-firing at 6 stationmi
gats at 585 yards, the distance bey
Anown, the latter made only 24 hit
411 :luunds, and ni 900 yards volleys
the distance being known, only 36 &
of 630 rounds: /
evea less successyful, a result higtly

agng to cavalry.—[The Fertniglfy

~ “Simply by not trying to ercape it- I
. cared liEtlz whether]l was discovered or not.
‘““And,” I concluded, °frcm certa’n facts | Some strange instinct induced me to take
| whicn have ccme to my knowledge. I bave | the watch and chain, which now lies a shape
decided that you, evea if you did not | jee
strike the blow yourself must know the | heneath this house. I only wanted acoess

to theroom. Having
\ He was perfectly calm, | golved to do, it mattered little whether I
“d speaking in- his usual quiet voice, | came out again or not. By some strange

“You must be mad, Mr. Maitland, to
an scousation 1
all men in the world? Without troubling
to deny 1t, I ask you, as a lawyer and a
man of business, what possible motive
could I have for ccmmitting such a crime ?”
““Thé day before he was killed, Roland
Northwick received a letter of warning from
a woman—a wcman whose husband he had
doubtlesa wrooged. Till a few days
her nams was urknown. Now, from
similarny of the curious wriun
another specimen which I have ascertained
waa written by your wife, I know #
ing was sent b

mass, buried in one corcer of the cellar.

murderer.”

. done what I :had re-
Wilson rose.

by cavalry in the g

chance no onesaw me ; 80 I walked down ETHMRB“'E?
the stairs and reached the office as unsual, |
My glove was on my hand when I struck
the blow. It was stained with blood, so I
burnt it. That wasall, Had I been arrested
that day—as, indeed, I fully expected to |
have been—I should have made 'no defense
paying the penalty of my act as carelessly
as I shall now”

‘“But how could

make sucn me, of

you meet me? How
uld you go about your business as ususl,
with this awful crime on your conscience?”’

] tell you, Mr. Maitland, . I neither felt
feel remormse regrst. or ¢ven wish to
Wilson, “adna?tll['ﬁu& leﬂlif;'u I nugmhnbh d IEqu
ou - wretched murderer! Your L en simply w never doubting
Our e all would -nzu day be known.”

I feit it was t0o horrible to hear this man
bis crime aud approaching a |
Wilson sat sileat for some time, ' I was | sShameful end as coolly as though he were |
alert, expecting thas my accusation speaking of some client’s ordinary business

pe. ““Now yon see, Mr. Maitlaud,” he contin-
his thoughts, After a while he raised his | ed, ‘‘why I refused your kind offer of a
eyes $0 mine, snd said quietly.

yYour knswl

.

g to that of The Gardrer g

hat the | DOT
James

A Little Virginia @il

Joaquin Miller, the poet sodm
béen down in the Wes i

mount*a'ns and he writes to the N

come! I have already demounced -you,
and in a sbort time the efficers will be

here.” dircussing

on the aler )
would ba the al for an astem

seemed

t0 es-

“A little Virginian climbed upthill + " 3 5"
like a little pes '
frisky; ner hair as black, bushyai
ant; her eyes as bright snd many&
large and beautiful. Ab, mel m
went all to p'eces at onc2. Shews
doz-n years oid, and yet she waa
But'she didn't know it at all;se
dream of such a thing. And thaa
made her 8o $en-fold formidable. I
teat in the packel oar,mi
ttanked me with suach
recision of sil.n§,
to stand there befor

squirrel; shewa

ship. It will matter
edge of eemmon law cannot | ©lerk being arrested for murder ; but had I
be very great, Mr. Maiuand, if you think .
Eoglish jary will convicta man | Proved the standing
upon the fancied reremblance between two
remember, a8 we were very busy, I draft- | Paddington, I drove straight to Inspector | 8craps of writirg. Bat your deductions are { tion, but said nothing. I was determined to

good tiul of | S house, Accustomed to surprises at

little your

it would not have im-
of your firm.”
I thanked I im mentally for his considera-

n your
that any

better than
Northwick.”

to speak no more. It was too
I longed for Sharpe to arrive and terminate
the interview. |
Wilson, as though reading my though
glanced at his watch, gt e
‘I see that my time is short,” he said,

your law—I did kill Roland ful, and
; The audacity of this full confession,
spoken as if he were mentioning an ;noident
t. Yet for once, at least, in | in his career of little moment,

her my

g : alh?;l;nl. e
uoed, of w no
grace, suc etoliters are :

Il'l.llll.pﬂlod
that I wan

the course of his checkered career I believe | Mm©

he was taken aback, -
“[f you will be at my office at eleven
o’clock precisely to-morrow morning, I will

of Bristol, a firm of high standing. Having | Roland Northwick,” _
ascertained this much, I went ;in scarchof a The inspector stared. g

private inquiry agent. I hated the idea of *‘Tell mé where-to find kim,” be said,
having to spy on one of my household, as ‘it | ‘‘and the handcuffs-shall be on his wrists to-
gave | night.”

were, but the ser‘ous nature of the case
me no option.

I "hesitated, . Something restrained me

“Can you attend toa bitof business for | from telling him to whom my suspicions
‘““A few - private inquiries -Iw.l prnted. . -1t was not. meray ;; but I wished ro

I said.
want made.”
*‘Cartainly, sir,” replied: the agent,

give Wilson one chance of explaining tl:uaI

. | thing which had led me to accuse him of the
_R:gk crime. -

ducing his note-book ; ‘‘we are rather
just now.”
“] wantyou fo go to Bristol to-

No,” I replied. *‘I cannot e¥an tell you

ight, | his name at this moment. I 1 e
mﬂm ‘ill e s

Inquire ti ere of Mes:rs. Forbes and Th
solicitors, from

matters in my own way,. He come to

of the world | my cffice to.morrow, utterly u

James Wilson came. He was bankrupt in 1
1866, I believe. and they were oconcerned.” oaily:ka the proper course.”
The heads of my instructions were rapidly

jotted down.

I will then poins him out to you, and ym;
Inspector rom'sed obedience to
my instruotions, so I left him to dream, no |

‘““Then you will go to the place at which | doubt, of the reward he might claim #5 mor-
originally lived, and find Elu!t all you can | row. .

slept but little that night. I was drawing
mental pictures of the panful proceeding of

“Then you will ascertain his private ad- | w morrow. Then, -between sleeping and
on, and get all particulars you wakh:lf, a wild thought took possessioa of
me.

dress in
can of his history since
As s300n a8 you know en

he came to town.

fancied that for some reason or

ouqh, write me, and | other Wilson had divined my suspicions

I will call for your

and that on the morrow he would be I.hlunt:

“Caze of defalcation, I suppose?” said the | So strongly did this idea impress me, that I

man, closing his note-book.
‘‘Something

. Idid not choose to

- oonfidence this time, I would

e anyone into my

actually rose, determined tu go w0 the de-

ing of the sort,” I replied, and | tective at once, reveal all I knew, and let eigh

all the | retorned to me, I saw how usterly i je
links together before 1 put the f::in into | ble it was that Wilson could m? mTy—

other hands.
In five da

y more,
agent sent me word lolvadtnlatn:‘amioﬂoirmthutninl
wasready. I had been anxi- | had designed. : - |
ously awaiting it, 8o hastened to hear what | Still it was not without relief I saw;, upon

ys' time the
that his report

he had discovered,
There was a

deal in it that was of
consequence whatever ; but the detective
had done his duty in getting the
formation. Sifting out all e
ter, I learned as follows : '
James Wilson was of respectable family,
He bad been well educated, then articled
a firm of solicitcrs. Afterward he set up in
actice at a rising
ristol Channel, where, as
stated; be became involved in some unfortu-
nate building
‘quence. He had married,
tice, the daughter of a
tradesman ; but as several

est in-
_ml.t-

ing-place on the
have alread

transactions, failing in conse- |.
whilst in

entering my office .in the morning, my con-

L

that I could only stare at him and ejacu- |-
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‘I have one letter I wish to write before the
bandouffs are on my wrists. Would it be
asking too great a tavor if I requested you
| to leave ma alone for a few minutes 1”
I told him be was at liberty to write what
| he liked; but I shonld not
tly shrugged his shoulders, and saying,
you will,” took a sheet of paper and
commenced writing., :
His ]i:titnar was a very -Il:urt one,
| placed an envelops, 1
o le with the address down m.
The "minnutes stoie vn, ourely
now be eleven o’clock. I would have looked
at my watch, buta kind of feeling of deli.
cacy restrained me I waited seme $ime
longer and then glanced at Wilson. I was
tting neareat the door, with the idea of
cutting off any att mpted escap ». Wilson was
in my ususl seat at the table which was li
tered with letters and lagal
table, 1 should add, was between us. A
he finished his letter he took up a brief and
commeneed perusing it. Even at this aw-
ful moment he appeared to be interested

only in the work which had dooe so well for
80 man

he was

right hand as well
his body. b
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give him an answer to his
| “Till then,” I added, *‘I shall

for an'instant.,”

smiled faintly, almost conte
He mightreally have been
spectator of the scene. He began
and, in & moment, his whole manner
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it on e
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