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CHAPTER XXXI.—(Continued).

*Jl am glad you have come to eee me so

«oon,” she said. “It ie only right that
you 'should know, at the earliest possible
moment, that my niece deeires to with-
draw from her engagement to you, Mr.
Mershon."

Mershon started from hie chair, and
reddened.

"W ants to—to break it off!” he said,
huskily. “Why? Why ehould she want to
break it off?”

W ith her usual directness and strict re-
gard for truth. Lady Pauline answered
gravely:

“My niece does not love you.”
Mershon’s pallor was startling. Then he

laughed uneasily.

“l think | understand,” he said “She—
Bhe thinks this scandal—that I shall be
angry and cut up about- it. Well, so |
am; but it won’t make any difference to
me. Of course, | don't like it; no man
would )ike to have his future wife mived
up with such an awful business as this,
and—and some fellows would want to
draw back; but I'm not that kind of a
man. Tell Decie that | stand by my

word; yee, that | say that even now, when
| don’t know why sho went to Gaunts
rooms, or whether she expected to eee him
or not. Just tell her that, Lady Pauline.”
Lady Pauline rose. The man’ vulgarity
and meanness 6imply amazed her. Why,
why had Decima promised to marry a
person who was not even a gentleman?

A Struggle

For a Heart

“l doubt your locus standi,”
the coroner, “but go on.1

“Thank you, eir,” said Mr. Boskett. “I
have at present only to state that Miss
Dearne is very ill and quite unable to b%
here. She is, in fact, unconscious, and 1
produce the doctor’s certificate.”

He handed it in and sat down.
ner read it, and nodded gravely for
witness to proceed.

Jane told her story very well.
taaen tea in for Miss Deane, and
not seen her since.

She was there, in the
Gaunt had entered,

interrupted

The coro-
the
<

She had
she had

room, when Lord
and Jane had heard
their voices talking together. Then. the
deceased had arrived. No, ehe d*d not
usher her into the drawing-room. The lady
inquired for Mr. Deane, and on being told
that no was not in she hsd said she would
go and 6it down and wait for him, and as
she knew the way, Jane need not trouble.
She had seen the deceased and Lord Gaunt
together: but she had heard them talk-
ing, and once—here she hesitated for a
moment—they were sperking eo loudly
there was a kind of cry—that she knock-
ed at the door thinking she waB called.
She had not entered. A little later, it
might be half an hour, Lord Gaunt had
come down the corridor from one of the
other rooms, and passed her on ms way
out. She was talking to the porter in the
lift. Lord Gaunt had no overcoat. Sae
had felt ashamed at being caught gossin-
iing, and had run away into the kitchen. No

“l will tell iny niece what you say, cer- one else came _that night. They waited fer
tainly,” she said; “but it may be some Mr. Deane until past eleven; then went to
time before she is well enough to receive bed. She had looked into the room to see
your message, and | think | may assure to the fire, but had not noticed any o”e
you that it will not have the effect upon there, or seen anything unreual In the
her which you expect a*d desire. She will morning she found the deceased lying on
not marry you, Mr. Mershon.” Ithe couch as the doctor had described.

He reddenod and plucked at his gToveB. She was dead; there was a wound right

“She—she was off her head—she didnt above her heart, and the dagger, wnich
know what she wae saying when she told the policeman showed her now, was lying
you ehe wanted to break off the engage- on the floor. The portrait was lying
ment,” he stammered. smashed in the fire-place. The deceased

“On the contrary, ehe was quite con- wae covered by a fur coat. Yes, it wae
scious, and her words were perfectly lucid the masters, Lord Gaunt’s; but she wae
and final,” said Lady Pauline. “I fear | certain, quite, quite certain, that he could
can not remain away from her any longer, jnot have done it.

Mr. Mershon.” The coroner ©tapped her with unlifted

She rose, and Mershon, almost too fu-:hand. The solicitor for the Treasury ask-
rious to mutter the conventional adieu, led a few questions of small details, and
Ielti[aéhethzlrjeusgeen anythin between Deci Jthen Sir James rose.
ma and Gaunt? heyaske% himself HiB iin“nglrj shherail(;dkirqg')(’:’ry for help, no ecream-
jealous aroee and tore at him, vulture . '"; " ! . X
Jfashion),, as he thought of Gaunte and ) ~NoO, eir. Only loud talking; the deceas-
Decima’s friendship, of the. way in which .83 § voice, not Lord Gaunt's. .
ehe had helped to restore the Hall and | .i'he deceased asked for Mr. Deane?
carry out Bright's plans. And then she Yes.

had come up to London all of a (sudden
and had gone to Gaunts rooms! A fierce
hatred and suspicion of Gaunt took pos-
session of him.

He went straight to his lawyer, a sharp
city attorney who had acted for Mershon

in ‘many risky cases.
“Terrible affair this, Mr. Mershon.” he
began, for he knew of Mershon’s engage-

ment to tho Miss Deane who was *nixed
up in the “murder in Princes Maneion«,”
and he suspected that Mershon had come
to consult him, and he was right.

“Yes.” said Mershon. abruntly. “Look
iiere, Gilsby; I'm in this, after a fashion.
| want you to act for me. Of course this
fellow, Lord Gaunt, is the murderer.”
Mr. Gilsby looked rather startled.
“Well, the evidence—"

—*“ls enough to hang any man,”

Mershon. “When’s the inouest?”
“To-morrow, | shou'd imagine; |
ascertain.”

“Do so. And, see here, brief ono of the
sharpest common-law barristers. Get the
best Old Bailey man you can, and let him
represent me at the inquest.”

Mr Gilsby nodded and waited.

“1f that man Gaunt did it, he ought,not
to get off,” continued Mershon, avoiding
the lawyers eyes. “He’s a swell, a ‘noble
lord,” and all that, and they—his friends—
will move heaven and earth to get him
off. Now, | say that it would be a mis-
carriage of justice if—they succeeded. A
man who’d shoot a woman in cold blood ie
—er—er—ought to be hung.”

“Certainly, certain y.” assented Mr.
Gilsby. “But you need have no fear. Mr.
Mershon. The Treasury will prosecute—"

“l know a,ll that!” broke in Mershon,
fiercely. “But | want to helo. Get the
best man you can, and let him appear at
the inquest, and—and see that there’s no
attempt to hoodwink and bamboozle the
jury. See?”

The sharp city attorney did eee. He nod-
ded, and rang a ell.

“Boskett is our man, Mr. Mershon,” he
said, quietly. “I’ll br'ef him. And you
think Lord Gaunt is guilty?” t

“I'm sure of it.” snapped Mershon.
staying at the Grand,” he add”"l,
flung on his hat and left the office.

Mr. Gilsby looked at the closed door
thoughtfully. It opened again suddenly,
and Mr. Mershon entered.

“Youve got all those
Deane’s, haven't youP” ho

broke
in
can

as he

bills of
inquired.

Mr.

recover on th°m.
in a hurry. If 1
down on Deane.

“Eight. | may want to
May want to do eo all
wire ‘act,” you’ll drop
Bee?”

CHAPTER XXXII.

The inqueBt wae held on the following
day. The room was crowded with lawyers,
reportere, and as many of the curious pub-
lic as could force and squeeze their way

in. Not for many years had so sensation-
al and “interesting” a murder been com-
mitted, and the world wae watching the

developments of events and waiting for
every detail with an eagerness which even
the most enterprising of the newspapers
could not satisfy. And some of them, it
must be admitted, had done their best.
Short, and charmingly inaccurate biogra-
phies of Lord Gaunt had appeared, to-
hg_ether with portraits hideously wunlike

im.

Some of the sketches of his life repre-
sented him as a man who had spent mo«t
of his days in the society of savages, and
was therefore just the man to commit a
peculiarly ferocious murder.

Bobby and Bright had almost to fight
their way into the room, and it was some
minutes before they could reach the sol?*
tors’ table, where Mr. Belford, the head
of the firm of Gaunt'e lawyers, was sitting
beside the famous counsel, Sir James Les-
ton, whom Belford & Lang had retained.

Mr. Be’ford nodded to Bright.

“We’ve got Sir James, you Bee, Mr.
Bright,” he said in a hurried under-tone,
“and everything will be done that can be
done for Lord Gaunt; but”—he shook his
head gravely—“the case looks very bad.
Do you see that Mr. Boskett is here?” and
he glanced toward that eminent gentle-
man. “He appears for Miss Deane.”

Bobby started.

“l—I diu not engage him,”
_"er thought of it

“He ib ir?tructed by Mr Gilsby,”
Mr. Belford in ratim? ft dry voice.
ie Mr. Mershon’ solicitor. Mr. Mershon
just behind that narHHCE. Y™*u can
Hkx Tlom here. Yes. the case
serious, but—well, Sir James will
that can be done, rest aeBured.”

After the wusual formal pre iminaries,
the police began to call ite witnesses; and
as one after the other appeared and told
his or her story, Mr. Bright’s anxious face
grew more anxious and care-worn. Brick
by brick, ae it were, the solicitor for the
Treasury wae building up the case against
Lord Gaunt.

First came the page, who told how he
had let in Mise Deane. Then Jane, who
had admitted Lord Gaunt and the deceas-
ed“'l

s

ho said. “I
said
"He
i*
not
looks
do all

Miss Deane here?” asked the coro-
ner.

Mr. Boskett rose with the leisurely air
which marked his terrible keennees.

“l appear for Mise Deane, sir, he said.

I “Have you ever seen the deceased be-
fore?”

“O'h, yes,” said Jane. “She had dined
with Mr. Deane at a dinner-party with

Mr. Thorpe and Mr. Trevor. No, she "ad
.never before seen Lord Gaunt with the
deceased Did not know that he was mar-
ried; didn’t quite believe it even now.”

Mr. Boskett got up, and in the Softest
and blandest of voices asked:

“Now, will you tell us—don’t be afraid
—you heard voices at various times *uat
evening. Did you hear Miss Deane's voice
safter—mind, after—the deceased had en-
tered the room?”

“No,” said Jane.
voices after that,
craunt®e.”

“And you did not eee Miss Deane leave
the Mansions? She might have left a
few minutee after the deceased had en-
tered?”

“Yee, sir; | think she must, because |
ididn’t see her go afterward; and, of
course, | wae waiting to be run for to let
the visitore out as usual.”

“And hjles Deane asked for
and not for Lord Gaunt?”

“Oh, yes, eir; I'm eure the young lady
!doesn’t know anything about it. She is
|the sweetest—"

J The coroner stopped her again, and Mr.
Boskett, with ain encouraging smile and
a glance at the jury, murmured audibly:

“There were only two
the deceased's and Lord

her brother

“No one suspects her!” Then, acud, he
said: “Now, tell me, you found the inner
,door of the drawing-room locked? On the
bedroom side?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And no one entered the drawing-room,
eo far as you know, after the deceased?
You must have heard them—~
i Sir James rose.

j “Really, that is scarcely a fair ques-
:tion,” he said.

j “We want all the information we can
lget,” remarked Mr. Boskett, blandly.

The coroner nodded, and Jane said:

“No; no one had come in afterward.”
I “And now, did you notice anything pe-
culiar in Lord Gaunt’s manner when he
passed you in the corridor on his way
out?”
i Jane hesitated.
I “His lordship looked upset and—and wor-
ried, sir.”

“Anything peculiar
x-uink!”

“He knowe something,”
Belford to Sir James.

about his dress?
whispered Mr

Sir James did not

move a muscle. Jane hesitated, and look-
ed distressed.

| “Come, epeak out,” eaid Mr. Boskett,
gently and persausive’y, and Jane, with
a kind of sob, said:

“There—there was blood on his wrist-
band.”

A thrill ran through the <crowd. Mr.
Boskett glanced at the jury in a casual
kind of way.

“The porter was with you ae Lord Gaunt
passed? '

“Yes,” said Jane. And ehe was allowed
;to stand down.

The porter was next called, and gave

his evidence clearly. So far as he knew,
no one had entered Lord Gaunt’s flat after
the deceased.

! Yes, Lord Gaunt had looked haggard
Jand upset; and he, the porter, had noticed
>the blood-stain on the wriet-band.

| So also had Wilkins, the butler from
Morlet's. He carried the grim story a
point further by telling how he had sent
the luggage to Southampton, but had
heard Lord Gaunt, wh°n leaving in the
morning, direct the cabman to drive to
.Charing Cross. Had remarked that Lord

IGaunt did not wear his fur coat when he
'returned the preceding night, and had
been informed by Lord Gaunt that he
ihad left it at his club.

The crowd exchanged glances,
imured significantly

Then Mr. Morgan Thorpe wae called He
Iwas a piteous spectacle. The wusually
pleasant and youthful face wae haggard
and drawn; hie eyelids were ewollen, and
‘hie lips tremulous and pa e. He had been
drinking, but not enough to steady his
shaking hands and voice. Ae he failed
his eyes and glanced rout’d the court with
a shrinking look, Bobby could scarcely
believe that it was the same man who
only a few daye ago had ewaggered and
ruffled it with such self-assurance. Every
answer had to oe dragged out of him. Yes,
the deceased was his sister. She wae mar-
ried, secretly, to Lord Gaunt, who mar-
ried her under the name of Barnard. Had
not known Barnard’ r°al name and title.

and mur-

His eieter and her husband had separated
soon after the marriage, and she had liv-
ed with him, the brother, since then Her
husband had disappeared, quite disap-
peared. She had not seen him, to his,
Morgan Thorpe’s knowledge, betweeu the
hour of their parting and the night of
xie murder—

Sir Jamee looked up.

“Do not use the word ‘'murder,’ Mr.

Thorpe,” he said, eharply. “The jury have
not yet given their verdct.”

Morgan Thorpo glared at him resent-
fully
“1t wae murder, foul and cowardly mur-
der—”
“Silence!” said the coroner, sternly.

“Confine yourself to a statement of what

you actually know.”
Sir Jamee rose.
“You say, Mr. Thorpe, that, so far am

you are aware, your sister did not know
the whereabouts of Lord Gaunt?”

“She did not; | swear it.”

“iou knew ehe wae going to Prince’s
M ansions the” night of the 6th?’

Thorpe hesitated. Could he venture to

jdenv it? Ae he paused, Sir James care-
lleesly picked up a blue paper from the
table, and Morgan Thorpe’s eyee dropped.

“1 knew it.”

Sir James handed him the bill.

“This wae found in the pocket of the
deceased. It is a bill, unsigned, for two
hundred pounde. Can you explain i.;

Thorpe glanced at Bobby, and his face
went white.

*My—my poor sister was in want of

money. She-ehe thought Mr.
lend it to her—” Hie voice grew inaudible.
Eouoy hung hie hea”l as every eye in
court was directed to him.

Deane would

"May | take it that you sent her on this
errand?” said Sir James.

Morgan Thorpe raised his head and
Stared at him ‘insolently.

“You may take it as you please,” he
said, defiantly.

“That ie sufficient,” said Sir James,
gravely.

Mr. Boskett roee.

“One moment, Mr. Thorpe. Were you
aware of the real name and rank of the
deceased’s husbandP Oh, don’t hesitate,
please!” he added, with the first note of
sharpness in jus voice; and Thorpo nod-

“Yee? And you kept your knowledge
from your sister?”

Thorpe looked round like a hunted ani-
mal seeking for some mea”e of escape.

“l—I. did.” | thought it beBt.”

Mr. Boskett turned his glittering eyes
upon him. .

“Diu not Lord Gaunt undertake to pay

you a sum of money to keep his identity
secret? Answer, please.”

The reply was scarce y audible.

“Good. Now, Mr. Thorpe, you remember
a certain scandal in Paris in the euinmer
of 18—? A scandal in which a lady wae
con7cerned. Was not that lady your Bis-
ter?”

“Yes,” said Morgan Thorpe; and Mr.
Boskett turned to the jnry.

“l regret to have to allude to this mat-

ter, but | desire to show the cause of
Lord_Gaunt®e desertion of hie wife.”
“Not desertion!” said Sir Jamee, quick-

iy.
“Separation, if you like!” said Mr. Boe-
kett. “In a word, Mr. Thorpe, did not Lord
Gaunt separate from his wife because he
discovered certain facts in connection
with her life before her marriageP”

Morgan Thorne moistened hie lips.

“li any one has been saying—" he be-
gan; but the coroner interrupted him.
“Painful as this question must be to
you, Mr. Thorpe, you must answer it.”

“Well, yes—so he said,” replied Thorpe.

“And these facts you concealed from
him ? Did you conceal from him this other
fact, that you had suffered three months’
imprieonment for fraud committed two
yeare before you made his acquaintance?”

“Where did he get all this?” asked Sir
Jamee, testily, of Mr. Pe ford, while the
court wae waiting on Thorpe’s reply.

“If I am to submit to having all my
past life raked up for the amueement of
a crowd—" panted Morgan Thorpo.

“Answer, sir!” said the coroner,

ly; and Thorpe’s livid lipe formed
es

Btern-
tho

“Did you conceal the identity of he” hus-
band, and hie whereabouts, from the de-
ceased because you feared his violence if
they ehould meet?” asked Mr. Boskett in
gentle tones.

It wae scarcely a permissible question,
and Sir JameB was on his feet in a mo-
ment; but Thorpe had got his answer out
before he could be stopped.

“Yee, | did!” he said, with a suppressed

eagerness. “Gaunt was a violent man,
one of the hottest-tempered men | have
ever met. | wanted to protect my poor
sister—”

.The coroner stopped him: but it was
too late. The jury had got the impression
Mr. Boskett had desired to give them.

“l have finished with you,” he eaid with
that air of satisfaction which a clever
counsel can make so telling.

One or two other witnesses were called,
and the doctore who had been summoned
after the discovery of the body were re-
called by Mr. Boskett.

“l wish to ask these gentlemen a ques-
tion, eir,” he said to the coroner. “Tbe
young lady, Miss Deane, who is now, | re-
gret to say, lying unconscious and seri-
ously ill, is unfortunately connected with
unis case by one of those accidents to j
which we are all liable. 1 do not think
that the slightest suspicion had ,be?n
directed toward her; but, neverthelere—

perhaps because | feel it my d”ty to pro-
tect her from any further suspicion—I de-
sire to ask a question on her beha f. |
ask you, eir”—he turned to the ret doO-
tor—"if in your opinion it would be pos-
sible for a young girl to have lifted and
placed the body on the couch, as it was
discovered?”

“No; certainly not,” wae the reply;
the second doctor repeated the answer.
Then the coroner wound up; and.
with the skill of exnerience he li*k~d the
evidence together, Bright and Bobby f°It
as if a chain were being wound round
Gaunt.

The crowd
tention

and

listened with breathl"se at-
to every word, and when he had
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THE ORIGINATOR OF THE MONTESSORI METHOD,

Dr.

or* nak°r of the world-famous method of teaching kindergarten!
c. . / She is in America, and will deliver lectures in different*
cities with the aid of an interpreter, and brings with her motion films
which will show how the work is carried on in the Houses, of Child-
hood in Rome. Dr. Montessori is the first woman who ever studied!
medicine in Italy. It was only after she had been permitted to enter
the College of Medicine in Rom° by only giving her initials to the
authorities, who believed her to be a male student, w< she permit-

ted to pursue her studies. She originated her unique method of early,
education for children in 1907.

Maria Montessori, Famous Kindergarten Teacher.

finished, turned

their eyee upon the Jury
with hungry

im patience. if going backwards. This enforced

;ﬂzreigfytog;?hef;otan'edavvghi;g:redbo%rbu; deliberation would, cf course, be of
:_ew minutee, then pronounced the ver- great value in heart disease.

ict. 13

They found Edward Barnard Gaunt, The second errect would be to

relieve the strain f om the ordin-
ary walking and climbing muscles
(those on the front of the thigh),
9 and to press into sery'ce those on

ithe back of the leg, >hich ordinar-

liily do no work in climbing stairs.
WAIIK UPSTAIRS BACKWARD. 1The total result, therefore, mlght

Earl of Gaunt,
hie wife Laura.
Mr. Bright rose white and trembling.
Bobby let his head fall in his hands. Som©
one touched him on the arm, and lookin
up, he saw Mershon beside him.
(To oe continued.)
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If Tour Heart is Weak—Prevents te€ar through a m're economical

Tendency to nurry distribution of effort. This, of
\ . . ' course, would also be of value in
I Walking upstairs backward was cases of heart weakness.”
urged by a London physician as a
useful practice in case of heart .
:weakness and as helping in a more Good  Advicc.
equal distribution of muscular wear  Dentist—"Have you been any-~

and tear.
| m“Firstly and most
the said, "walking

jwhere else 7
Patient—"1.went to eee the chem-,

ist in our village.”
Dentist—*“ And what

important,”
upstairs back-
wards would prevent any tendency
.to hu-rry. No matter how inveter- vice aia he give you?”
‘wate a ‘stair-rush’ a man might be, Patient—“He told me
he would have to moderate his pase ‘and see you, sir!”
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