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CHAPTER I.
| Take a Country House.

This is the story of how a middle-
aged spinster lost her mind, deserted
her domestic gods in the city, took
a furnished house for the summer out
of town, and found herself involved in
one of those crimes that
keep our newspapers and detective
agencies happy and prosperous. For
s I had been perfectly com-
table; for 20 years I had had the
window-boxes filled in the spring, the
carpets lifted, the awnings put up and
the furniture covered with brown
linen; for as many summers I had said
good-by to my friends, and, after
watching their perspiring hegira, had
settled down to a delicious quiet in
town, where the mail comes three
times a day, and the water supply
does not depend on a tank on the
roof.

And then—the madness seized me.
When I look back over the months I
spent in Sunnyside, I wonder that I
survived at all. As it is, I show the
wear and tear of my harrowing ex-
periences. I have turned very gray-—
Liddy reminded me of it only yester-
day by saying that a little bluing in
the rinse water would make my hair
silvery instead of a yellow white. 1
hate to be reminded of unpleasant
things and I snapped her off.

“No,” I said sharply, “I'm not going
to use bluing at my time of life, or
starch, elther.”

Liddy's nerves are gone, she says,
since that awful summer, but she has
enough left, goodness knows! And
when she begins to go around with a
lump in her throat, all T have to do

mysterious

is to threaten to return to Sunnyside,
and she is frightened into a semblance |
of cheerfulness—from which you may |
judge that the summer there was any-
thing but a success.

The newspaper accounts have been
so garbled and incomplete—one of
them mentioned me but once, and
then only as the tenant at the time |
the thing happened—that I feel it my |
due to tell what I know. Mr. Jamie- |
son, the detective, said himself hr-l
could never have done without me, |
although he gave me little enough
credit, in print.

I shall have to go back several
—13, to be exact—to start my
r At that time my brother died,
leaving me his two children. Halsey

was 11 then and Gertrude was seven.
ey had finished his elec-
» and Gertrude her board-

school both came home to stay.
winter Gertru came out was
nothing but succession of sitting up
12 night to bring her home from
ng her to the dressmakers

\ps the next day, and dis

gible youths with either

T han 1 3 or more
br 1 money. | spring 1 was
cuite tractable So when Halsey sug
gested camping in the Adirondacks
and Gertrude wanted Bar Harbor, we
compromised on a good country house
with links near, within motor dis-

tance of town and telephone distance
of the doctor. That was how we went
to Sunnyside

We went out to inspect the property
and it seemed its name
Its cheerful appearance gave no indi-
cation whatever of anything out of
the ordinary. Only one thing seemed
unusual to me: The housekeeper, who
had been left in ch had moved
from the house to the gardener's lodge
a few days before As the lodge was
far enough from the house, it
seemed to me that either fire or
thieves could complete their work of
destruetion undisturbed. The proper-
Lty was an extensi one; the house on
the top of a hill, which sloped a yin
groat green and
clipped hedg to the road across
the valley, perhaps a couple of mile
away, wa nwood Club house
Gertrude and Halsey wer
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unexpectedly with a pain in his right
side, much worse when I was within
hearing distance, and by afternoon he
was started cityward. That night the
cook's had a baby—the cook,
seeing indecision in my face, made it
twins on second thought—and, to be
short, by noon the next day the house-
hold staff was down to Liddy and
myself. And this in a house with 22
rooms and five baths!

Liddy wanted to go back to the city
at once, but the milkboy said that
Thomas Johnson, the.. Armstrongs’
colored butler, was working as a
waiter at the Greenwood club and
might come back. I have the usual
scruples about coercing people's serv-
ants away, but few of us have any
conscience regarding institutions or
corporations—witness the way we
beat railroads and street car compan-
ies when we can—so I called up the
club, and about eight o'clock Thomas

sister

Johnson came to see me. Poor
Thomas!
Well, it ended by my engaging

Thomas on the spot, at outrageous
wages, and with permission to sleep
in the gardener’'s lodge, empty since
the house was rented. The old man
—he was white-haired and a little
stooped, but with an immense idea of
personal dignity-—gave me his
reasons hesitatingly.

“I ain’t sayin’ nothing’, Mis' Innes,”
he said, his hand on the door-knob, “but
there's been goin's-on here this las’
few months as ain’'t natchal. 'Tain't

one thing an’ 'taint another—it's jest
here, an’ a winder

a door squealin’

That Completed Our Demoralization. &L

closing’ there, but when doors
winders gets to cuttin' up caper
there's nobody nigh ‘em, its time
Thomas Johnson sleeps somewhar's
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Fiest Fuoor Puan
up, Miss Rachel!” she quavered.
“Why, there’'s a dozen French win-

dows in the drawing room and the bil-
liard room wing, and every one opens
on a porch., And Mary Anne said that
last night there was a man standing
by the stable when she locked the
kitchen door.”

“Mary Anne was a fool,” I said
sternly. “If there had been a man
there she would have had him in the
kitchen and been feeding him what
was left from dinner, inside of an hour,
from force of habit. Now don't be
ridiculous. Lock up the house and go
to bed. I am going to read.”

But Liddy set her lips tight and
stood still.

“I'm not going to bed,” she said. “I
am going to pack up, and to-morrow
I am going to leave.”

“You'll do nothing of the sort,” I
snapped. Liddy and I often desire to
part company, but never at the same
time. “If you are afraid, I will go
with you, but for goodness' sake don't
try to hide behind me.”

The house was a typical summer
residence on an extensive scale.
Wherever possible, on the first floor,
the architect had done away with par-
titions, using arches and columns in-
stead. The effect was cool and spaci-
ous, but scarcely cozy. As Liddy and
I went from one window to another,
our voices echoed back at us uncom-
fortably. There was plenty of light—
the electric plant down in the village
supplied us—but there were long vis-
tas of polished floor, and mirrors
which reflected us from unexpected

| that

communicate itself to me. |
The house was very long, a rectan

gle in general form, with the main en
trance in the center of the long side
'he brick-paved entry opened into a|
short hall, to the right of which, sepa-
rated only by a row of pillars, was a|
huge living room Heyond that was
the drawing room, and in the end the |
| billiard room. Off the billiard room,
in the extreme right wing, was a den,
or cardroom, with a small hall open
Ing on the east v nda, and from
therd nt up a narrow circular stalr
case
Liddy and | got as t ard
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|1 went in and aroused her, and 1 glve

CHAPTER I1.
A Link Cuff-Button.

Liddy's knees seemed to give away
under her. Without a sound she sank
down, leaving me staring at the win-
dow in petrified amazement. Liddy
began to moan under her breath, and
in my excitement [ reached down and
shook her.

“Stop it,” I whispered. “It’s only a
woman—maybe a maid of the Arm-
strongs’, Get up and help me find the
door.” She groaned again. “Very
well,” T said, “then I'll have to leave
you here. I'm going.”

She moved at that, and, holding to
my sleeve, we felt our way, with nu-
merous collisions, to the billiard-room,
and fr()fl there to the drawing-room.
The lights came on then, and, with
the long French windows unshuttered,
I had a creepy feeling that each one
sheltered a peering face. In fact, in
the light of what happened afterward,
I am pretty certain we were under
surveillance during the entire ghostly
evening. We hurried over the rest of
the locking-up and got upstairs as
quickly as we could. I left the lights
all on, and our footsteps echoed ca-
vernously. Liddy had a stiff neck the
next morning, from looking back over
her shoulder, and she refused to go
to bed.

“Let me stay in your dressing room,
Miss Rachel,” she begged. “If you
don’t I'll sit in the hall outside the
door. I'm not going to be murdered
with my eyes shut.”

It was 11 o’clock when I finally pre-
pared for bed. In spite of my assump-
tion of indifference, I locked the door
into the hall, and finding the tran-
som did not catch, I put a chair cau-
tiously before the door—it was not
necessary to rouse Liddy—and climb-
ing up put on the ledge of the tran-
som a small dressing-mirror, so that
any movement of the frame would
send it crashing down. Then, secure
in my precawtions I went to bed.

I did not go to sleep at once. Liddy
disturbed me just as I was growing
drowsy, by coming in and peering un-
der the bed. She was afraid to speak,
however, because of her previous
snubbing, and went back, stopping in
the doorway to sigh dismally.

Somewhere down-stairs a clock
with a chime sang away the hours—
eleven-thirty, forty-five, twelve. And
then the lights went out to stay. The
Casanova Electric Company shuts up

| shop and goes home to bed at mid-

night: when one has a party, 1 be-
lieve it is customary to fee the coms-
pany
But the lights were gone for good
night. Liddy had gone to sleep,
as 1 knew she would, She was a very
unreliabie person: always awake and
ready to talk when she wasn't wanted
and dozing off to sleep when she was

; [ called her once or twice, the only re-

sult being an explosive snore that
threatened her very windpipe—then 1
got up and lighted a bedroom candle.

My bedroom and dressing room
were above the big living room on
the first floor. On the second floor a
long corridor ren the length of the
house, with rooras opening from both
sides. In the wings were small cor
ridors crossing the main one—the
plan was simplicity itself. And just
as 1 back into bed, 1
sound from the east wing, apparently,
that made me stop, frozen, with one
bedroom slipper half off, and listen, It
was a rattling metallle sound, and 1t
reverberated along the empty halls
like the crash of doom. It was for all
the world as if something heavy, per-
haps a piece of steel, had rolled clat-
tering and jangling down the hard-
wood stalrs leading to the card-room

In the that followed Liddy
stirred and snored again I was ex-
asperated; first she kept me awake
by silly alarms, then when she was
needed she slept like Joe Jefferson, or
they are always

got

silence
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INCOMPETENT.
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Mrs. Hare—Old Snail got his boy a
position last week and he only held
it one day.
Mr. Hare—What was it?
Mrs. Hare—A messenger boy,

A Hibernian Verdict.

A New Yorker is the happy employ-
er of an aged Irishman, who grows
eloquent over the woes of the Em-
erald isle, Said the boss: “Pat, the
king of England is dead.”

The old man was silent for a mo-
ment. Then he took off his hat.

“Well,” he said slowly, “as a man
he was a flne bit of a boy. As Eng-
lishmen go, he was as good as yez
can make them. As a king, there was
nobody on earth as could beat him,
But still, I'll keep me eye on George.”

Your Wife's Picture.

A man ought to be ashamed to live
80 that his wife is compelled to look as
she does at housecleaning time, He'll
allow her to buy cheap old yellow soap
right along and take twice as long for
her housework and washing, when
Easy Task soap will save time, health
and money for her. A man wouldn't tol-
erate old-fashioned methods in his
place of business for a minute. If your
wife would use Easy Task soap all the
time there wouldn’t be a tenth of the
dirt to getrid of at housecleaning time.

For the Dog's Sake.

“Where are you going for your sum-
mer vacation this year?” asked Mrs
Gotrox.

“0, dear, I've not made up my mind
yet,” sighed Mrs. Rich wearily. *“I
want to find some quiet, restful spqt,
where my dear little French poodle
can get plenty of fresh air.”

Decidedly So.
Hewitt—Are you sweet on that girl?
Jewett—Sweet on her? The sugar

trust isn't in it.

A rich man’'s children seem to think
it is up to them to make a noise in
the world.

Ennui is the price we pay for knowl-
edge.

Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup,

, wWhich will drink hot coffee and |
| keep awake a couple of hours longer.
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Forehlldren teething, softens the gum
flammation,allays pain, cures wind colic.

It is a wise worm that
oftener than he has to.
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The Place to Duy Cheap
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J. F.PARSONS’

LUMBAGO, SCIATICA
NEURALGIA and

KIDNEY TROUBLE

takon Internally, rids the blood
d aoids which
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and test it yourself.
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SWARSON RMEUMATIS GURE CORPANY,
Dopt. 80, 160 Lake Street, Ohicago. o

Lca botde. |

HIS ad. is directed at the

man who has all the

business in his line in
this community.
{ Mr. Merchant—You say
you've got it all. You're sell-
ing them all they’ll buy, any-
how. But at the same time
you would like more business.
€ Make this community buy
more.
] Advertise strongly, consist-
ently, judiciously.
€] Suppose you can buy a lot
of washtubs cheap; advertise
a big washtub sale in this pa-
per. Put in an inviting pic-
ture of a washtub where
people can see it the minute
they look at your ad. Talk
strong on washtubs. And
you'll find every woman in
this vicinity who has been
getting along with a rickety
washtub for years and years
will buy a new one from you.
@] That's creative business
power.

OUR, AD. RATES ARE RIGHT
—CALL ON US

(Copyright, 148, Ly W. N. U

Word-of-Mouth
Advertising
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Passing encomiums, only over
your store counter, about the
quality of what you've got to

sell, results in about as much
satisfa nas vour wite would
get if vou gave her a box of
cigars for Thristn
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