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THL CIRCULAR STAIRCASE

was cheap at the price of a church
carpet. I received less gratification—
and less gratitude—when I presented
| the new silver communion set to St.
Barnabas.

I had a great many things to think
about in those days. 1 made a list of
questions and possible answers, but
I seemed only to be working around
in a circle. I always ended where I
began. The list was something like
this:

Who had
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perhaps the
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P, nightly visitor. It
seemed more likely some one who sus-
ed a secret at the lodge. Was Lou-

" |ise under surveillance?
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CHAPTER XX.—Continued.

“Certain.”

In what part?”

“In the east wing."” |

“Can yonu tell me when these intru- |
rions occurred, and what the purpose |
seemed to be? Was it robbery?”

“No,” I said decidedly. “As to time, |

once on Friday night a week ago,
again the following night, when Arn-|
old Armstrong was murdered, and!
again last Friday night.”

The doctor looked serious. He

seemed to be debatin
in his mind, and to r

“Miss Innes,” he d, “I am in a
peculiar position; 1 understand your
attitude, of course; but—do you think
you are wise? Ever since you have |
have come here there have been hos- |
tile demonstrations against and
your family. I'm not a croaker, but—
take a warning Leave before any-
thing occurs that will cause you a life- |
long regret.” {

“l am willing to take the responsi-

some question |
*h a decision.

you

bility,” I said coldly
I think he gave me up then as a
poor propositio He asked to be

shown where Ar
had been fc

\riastrong's body
and 1 took him there

ted the east |

of Thomas' funeral in the village, and
Alex and I were in the conservatory
cutting flowers for the old man's cas-
ket. Liddy is never so happy as when
she is making herself wretched, and
now her mouth drooped while her eyes
were triumphant.

“I always said there were plenty of
things going on here, right under our
noses, that we couldn't see,” she said,
holding out her apron.

“l don't see with my nose,” 1 re-
marked. “What have you got there?”

Liddy pushed aside a half dozen
geranium pots, and in the space thus
cleared she dumped the contents of
her apron—a handful of tiny bits of
paper. Alex had stepped back, but I
saw him watching her curiously.

“Wait a moment, Liddy,” I said.
“You have been going through the
library paper-basket again!”

Liddy was arranging her bits of pa-
per with the skill of long practice and
paid no attention.

“Did it ever oceur to you,” I went
on, putting my hand over the scraps,
“that when people tear up their cor-
respondence it is for the express pur-
pose of keeping it from being read?”

“If they wasn't ashamed of it they
wouldn’'t take so much trouble, Miss
Rachel,” Liddy said oracularly. “More
than that, with things happening every
day, I consider it my duty. If you
don’'t read and act on this, I shall give
it to that Jamieson, and I'll venture
he'll not go back to the city to-day.”

That decided me, If the scraps had
anything to do with the mystery or-
dinary conventions had no value. So
Liddy arranged the scraps, like work-
ing out one of the puzzle-pictures chil-
dren play with, and she did it with
much the same eagerness. When it
was finished she stepped aside while
I read it.

“Wednesday

night, nine o'clock.

He scrutinized the whole place care
fully, examining the stairs and the
lock. When he had taken a formal
farewell 1 was confident of one thing
Dr. Walker would do anything he
could to get me away from Sunnyside. |
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anything tangible
yet.”

Warner took us to Richfield in the
car. It was about 25 miles by rail-
road, but by taking a series of atro-
ciously rough short cuts we got there
very quickly. It was a pretty little
town, on the river, and back on the
hill T could see the Morton big coun-
| try house, where Halsey and Ger-
trude had been staying until the night
of the murder.

Elm street was

that we have had

almost the only
street, and number 14 was easily
found. It was a small white house,
dilapidated without having gained
anything picturesque, with a low win-
dow and a porch only a foot or go
above the bit of a lawn. There was a
baby-carriage in the path, and from
a swing at the side came the sound of
conflict. Three small children were
disputing vociferously, and a faded
young woman with a kindly face was
trying to hush the clamor. When she
saw us she untied bher gingham apron
and came around to the porch.

“Good afternoon,” I said. Jamieson
lifted his hat, without speaking. *“I
came to inquire about a child named
Lucien Wallace.”

“l am glad you have come,” she
said. “In spite of the other children,
I think the little fellow is lonely. We
thought perhaps his mother would be
here to-day.”

Mr. Jamieson stepped forward.

“You are Mrs. Tate?” I wondered
how the detective knew.

“Yes, sir.”

“Mrs. Tate, we want to make some
inquiries. Perhaps in the house—'

“Come right in,” she said hospitably.
And soon we were in the little shabby
parlor, exactly like a thousand of its
prototypes. Mrs. Tate sat uneasily, her
hands folded in her lap.

“How long has Lucien been here?”
Mr. Jamieson asked.

“Since a week ago last Friday. Hia
mother paid one week's board in ad-
vance, the other has not been paid.”

“Was he ill when he came?”

“No, sir, not what you'd call sick.
He was getting better of typhold, she
said, and he's picking up fine.”

“Will you tell me his mother's name
and address?”

“That's the trouble,” the young
woman said, knitting her brows. “She
gave her name as Mrs. Wallace, and
said she had no address. She was
looking for a boarding house in town.
She said she worked in a department
store, and couldn’t take care of the
child properly, and he needed fresh
air and milk. I had three children of
my own, and one more didn't make
much difference in the work, but—I
wish she would pay this week's
board.”

“Did she say what store it was?”

“No, sir, but all the boy's clothes
came from King's.
clothes for the country.”

There was a chorus of shouts and
shrill yells from the front door, fol-

i
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| lowed by the loud stamping of chil-
dren's feet and a throaty ‘“whoa,
whoa!” Into the room came a tan-

dem team of two chubby youngsters, a
boy and a girl, harnessed with a
clothes-line, and driven by a laughing
! boy of about seven, in tan overalls
and brass buttons. The small driver

SAID BY THE YOUNGSTERS

Some Bright Remarks Worth Pre-
serving, That Have Fallen From
*Childish Lips.

A little girl, after listening to the
hymn, “In heaven there stands an
ever open door,” remarked that there
must be two heavens, ‘‘’cause grand-
ma’d never had any open door where
she is.” And a dear little country
laddie, visiting a city Sunday school
and hearing about the “many man-
sions” of the better land, later ex-
plained that they had been “studylng
all about ‘Paradise Flats."”

Ecclesiastical modes and matters
frequently are puzzling to the little
ones. A small Chicago citizen was ta-
Iken to a fine church, where the musie,
windows, furnishings, and all acces-
sorles were as impressive as the build-
ing. The minister, living up to his
enviable reputation as an orator, in-
dulged in a brilliant rhetorical flight.

“l know,” he declared, “who gilds
the sun and silvers the stars and
paints the flowers and tints the sky
and lends to the rivers their beauty,
to the ocean its glory, to the skies
their perfect light,” and so on through
long and effective periods. Finally
came the interrogatory climax: “Who
is it, my friends, who performs all
these wonders? Who is it? Who?”

From the front pew where the baby
listener had been all eager attentlom
came a shrill, disappointed pipe:

“You said you knew!”

A FEW THINGS.

]

M-illlz,

i

Lerco Barecmm

Reggy—Bah Jove, I'd like to chas-
tise those blawsted reporters!

Cyril—Why so?

Reggy—We have been insulted. The
other day the firemen rescued us fel-
lows from the burning clubhouse, and
now the reporters have the account
headed, “A Few Things Saved, but
Nothing of Value.”

WASTED A FORTUNE ON SKIN
TROUBLE

“I began to have an itching over my
whole body about geven years ago and
this settled in my limbs, from the knee
to the toes. I went to see a great many
physiclans, a matter which cost me a
fortune, and after I noticed that I did
not get any relief that way, I went for
three years to the hospital. But they
were unable to help me there, I used

|

all the medicines that I could see but |

became worse and worse. [ had an

| inflammation which made me almost

caught my attention at once; he was |
a beautiful child, and, although he
showed traces of recent severe illness,
his skin had now the clear transpar-
ency ol health

“Whoa, Flinders," he shouted.
“You're going to smash the trap.”

Mr. Jamieson coaxed him over by
holding out a lead pencil, striped blue

and yellow

“Now, then,” he said, when the boy

had taken the lead pencil and was
testing Its usefulness on the deteot-
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He has far too fine | ¢razy with pain.

| foot to my friends they

When I showed my
would get
really frightened. I did not know
what to do. I was sosick and had be-
come so nervous that I positively lost
all hope.

“l had seen the advertisement of
the Cuticura Remedles a great many
times, but could not make up my mind
to buy them, for I had already used so
many medicines.
to use the Cuticura Remedies and I
tell you that I was never so pleased as
when 1 noticed that, after having used
two sets of Cuticura Soap, Cuticura
Ointment and Cuticura Pllls, the en-
tire inflammation had gone. 1 was
completely cured.
too glad if people with similar disease

would come to me and find out the
truth. I would only recommend them
to use Cutleura. Mrs. Bertha Sachs,
1621 Second Ave,, New York, N. Y,
Aug. 20, 1909."

“Mrs. Bertha Sachs is my sister-in-
law and I know well how she suffered
and was cured by Cuticura Reme
dies after many other treatments
fulled Morrls Sachs, E. S$9th St.,
New York, N . M retary  of

Deutsch-Ostrowoer Unt.-Verein, Kemp-
per Hebrew [Denevolent ciety, ete.”

A Good Job,

lacob H. Schiff, at a dinner on the
yacht Ramona, condemned a concern
that had gone up

‘Stralght busines ethods are the
only one he sald There 18 a moral
fn the recelver story

“A man, you know, sald one day to
a little boy

“‘Well, Tommy, what are you g
fng to be when you grow up?

YA recelver, sir,) Tommy answered
promptly Ever since pa's been 4 re
evlver weve had champagne | din
ner and two automoblies

A Woman's Hands,

It lsn't work that rulns the handsg-—
It Is the soap, the common, dangeron
yellow rosin soup. It will eat inteo and
rot ¢loth, so what won't It do to that
dell Kin of & woman h |
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Finally 1 did decide |

I should be only |

PHYSICIAN
APPROVES

Taking Lydia E. Pinkham'’s
Vegetable Compound

Sabattus, Maine.—“You told me to
take Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegectable

RRAGMRRARGAMARAN Compound and
Liver Pills before
child-birth, and wa
are all surprised to
4see how much good
it did. My physi.
cian said ¢ Without
doubt it was the
Compound that
g helped you’ I
N thank you for your
% & 7N\ [kindness in advising
3 \ me and give you full

A\ Ipermission to use
my name in your testimonials.”’—Mrs.
. W.MircHELL, Box 8, Sabattus, Me.

Another Woman Helped,

Graniteville, Vt.— *“I was passin
throughthe Changeof Life andsuffere:
from nervousness and other annoying
symptoms. Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound restoredmy health and
strvn{zth. and proved worth mountains
of gold to me. For the sake of other
suffering women I am willing yoa
should publish my letter.” — Mrs.
CuanrrLes BArcLAy, R.F.D., Granite-
ville, Vt.

Women who are passing through
this critical period or who are suffer-
ing from any of those distressing ills
pecaliar to their sex should not lose
sight of the fact that for thirty years
Lydiz 13. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
{muml, which is made from roots and
werbs, has been the standard remedy
for female ills. In almost every com-
munity you will find women who
have been restored to health by Lydia
£. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

MEAN INSINUATION.

[DADRALLERL] ‘1”‘
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Miss Lively-——Isn’t it strange that
baseball players are seldom sun-
struck?

Mr. Fussy--Not neccessarlly. Sun-

stroke is an affection of the brain.

Simple Expedient,

An American student at a German
university tells of a professor who
was reading aloud in a classroom pa-
pers on a celebrated living German
novelist, which had been written by
the members of the class. After read

ing one he commented upon its ex
cellence. “You show an exact com-
prehension of the matter,” he said,

addressing the student who had writ-
ten the pajy “tell us what method
vou used.” “Oh,” replied the student,
“T just wrote to X , stating what I

wanted to know, and that was what
he sent back.”
Uncalled For.
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