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MURDER WILL OUT.

Authar of “A S8tout English Bowinan,” “King for & Suommer,”

AYNOFSIS +F INSTALMENTS 1. to VIE
r. Mortim and his friend Bylvester
‘uurtney ure interrupted in e coniidential

by the ndvent pittient hure In the

't Before bhe veu the house, his
learns that h patlent he lost u

povket bookW to mhl(h he attac # high

vitlue, und the peader percoives that Dr.

Morttmer I8 much angered on learning

the atranger's name. The Doctor is aboal

to take up A lucrative fureign appoint-
menk, for he ls engaged to be married
whilst hls practice 1s worth but Little, and
hils expectations from a rich uncle seoem
lkely ta be disappointed by the swlvent or
an Australlan cousin, srx Heripp and
yers. are in Jdiffi-
amdd thelr ellent, eceentric Sguire
Dr. Mortimer's uncle, is the un-
lIH menns of bhringine aboun ocerd- 1=
he fitm's affalrs. Dr. Mortimer. called

L Mm‘]hurut by a letter from hls unci-,

meetx Madge Belby, his Manceee, in oo -

any with Dorman {the S8quiste’™s Ausirs
nephewd, wham, later, Le wirn
cantinue his {ntimuaoy wlth

Bquire Gifford tells Mortime

falied with Dorman.

goellerous  proposal, Mr 3 e

his fortune in the Great Central

srash, and in the ilaess that fallows he §5

o« rvfu 1y Aattended by Dr. Mortimer, Ju

vis TWrman develops a mysterions con-

nection with Messed Scrlpp anid Monder,

In which thelr elerk. Joun Keda 1

prominent part, Squire Gifford m:

will. and Dorman makes love ta N

Sclhy, Mortimer f(inds Dorman inzu'

Musige, and the two men come ta h'ows,

proving the stronger, The Sguire

GIN proesses Mortimer to_morry an helr-
Judith Guteh: and Thorrean haes o

et interview with Jean Ied: wlo Is

the hesrer of the Sgyuive's will, The Beuire
tells Mortlmer that he shall bre his heir if

i M Gutch; Lhey discu
goes (0 sre his

3 o1 rt comes that the Squire

murdered! The inquert rovoals roth

Hy the will, which i3 produced by ]\Ir

Beripp, the estate is left to Farvis Dor-

mat, Martimer vislts Madge e the first

time since the murder, aril, with sirange
mannet and hesitating speech. she savs
she does not desive ta see hiem again. The
secret of Sguire Gifford’s death did not
iranspire, amid whilst Dorman. his heir,
gaes on to the Continent, Mortlmer takes

i foreign appointment. Madae Bethy ad-

vertizes for a post a8 companion and

agrees to go to o Madame Duval. Out in

Fastia Dr, Mortimer meets with & serious

ailventure which threatens to prematurely

rred his life. He 18, howewver, eescued by

i native girl, Teresa Brasco.

Moriler, ithe eminent luwye
cuitl s]

=
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CMAPTER XTV,
When that irdustricus and pains-
taking clerk. Jean Kedar, had ended
the labours of a day. some months

after the reading of Squire Gifford's
will. and Mr Scripp™s return to Lon-
don. he stond for a moment at the
doarstep of the office in Southampton
Ntreet aund goave a sharp glance to
the right and left, as though some-
Lady wham he expected tn see would
presently come, In this he was dis-
appuintsd, snd  with his accastomed
trot. he turned, going down into
Tolbara and the never ceasing eur-
vrent of wayTarers Enst and West., e
was always rihmid in cerossing  the
street, the traffic and noise seemed
1o confuse him, and so he went enu-
tinusly, waiting for an opportunity to
pet to the other side of the broad road,
vhoasing the wrang moment after afl,
There was a hansom Aying westward,
wod an amnibus had just pulled up,
aopposile ta Jean, wha stepped into the
tundway behind the stationary wvehi-
ele ot weut at a run aeross the busy
tharonghfare. There was a warning
shaut, aud the souind of a horse being
pulled up shurply, for Jean wus wwler
its Teet, and stummbling awkwardly he
rolled fo the ground., Samebody from
the puvement had vun to his rescue

and  was Dringing  him Huping  to
sufety, Et wuas Nylvester Courtney
wha Ll done this, o dean, scviared

wadl miggh out of his wits, recogpised
hiwn.

“Yau are harl T said
supporting him by rthe o,

Sylvester,

MEE has stavedd oy Tife” wis the
answer,  given temblingly, wre
e words by owhich to thonk

iy, il Jean stowly re-
f.

ol usedd o Lomfon
Feain™ Ligghed Sy lves-
is the Hl'i“llll fime 1t

'vas sane (o \uur roseipe,”

- el

* Youtl lu‘lllr' thke o cab bome™
wenl an Sylvester, “1odan’t thind
you've it to walk, A man sluesn't

gt kuocked down withoul freling 4.

By EDGAR PICKERING,

— e S

M's'r was perfectly right. It would
e wine 1n fake a cah. So Sylvester
hatled one, and Jean got into it, not
wiving the «river his adilress. however,
until his preserver had walked away
with the little elerk's expressions of
gratitucte in his ears.

Sylvester had something in his hand

tae, it being nothing else than a
pocket book with two initinls and a
crest on the cover, whicrh he had

picked up when Jean Kedar hwl fal-
len.

“The momality of annexing
may he guestioned,” he muased.
under ordinary ciecnmstances it would
be  wrong. Under existing cireum-
stenees |ojustify myself in retaining
the book for a time. The true owner
af it is Mr Jarvis Dorman, unless |
am very greadly mistaken @ possibly
tay find a clue to 2 numbe; of per-
plexing matters"” and upon reaching
fiis chambers he made o striet exami-
nation of his prize.

In one compartment of the book
were 1wo bank notes for £500 each,
and sundey papers which proved that
My Jean Kedar had been exceptional-
l¥ Tucky or exveptionnlly eclever in
those speculations of his, for there
were a baunker’s teceipts for several
sums of money placed on  deposii,
and sowme documents relating to stock
ant shares held by Jean. In fact
the papers represented guite a snug
fortune, whieh would put the little
clerk in a position of independence,
supposing that Messra, Beripp and
Morder did mnot regnite his services
in the future.

In the other ecompariment were
papers relating to fthe sale of a sheep
fum in Australia, and a entting from
a Bydney upewspaper offering a re-
ward for the discovery of one Aaren
Morley, who had absconded from his
place of business, after committing
various illegal acts. He was deseribed
as & frndulent bankrupt and swind-
ler,

“ It seems a good deal of money
for a simple clerk to possess, hut
that’s not my affair,” reasoned Syl-
vester. * And he'll] be in a fine state
of worry, sa I'll let him have it back
to-morrow. Ard Tl copy out those
interesting references to Mr Aaron
Morley. T wonder who he may be ?
'l interview Seripp’s elerk.”

Next morning Jean was surprized
by a risit from his preserver, who
enquired after his health in a kindly
way., Jeun answering that he had
recovered from the shock, und stating
4t the same time how he had suffered
a great loss. Tn fact Ao affected was
the little mun that he wept copiously.

“1 picked up a pockef book,” re-
marked Sytvester in a cusunl manner.

* Just about thP spat where you were
knocked over.”

“M's'r ! and Jean guve a gasp of

this
and

joy. “The book was mine! Ten
thourand thanks. it i= mare than
saving my life, this finding of my
pocket book 1

“Yes,” replied Sylvester slowly,

“perhape it ix. 1 opened it to find—
well to see if the owner’s address was
in it. There was a lot af maney-—-
securitivs, and a thousand pounds.”

“They are mine!" exclaimed Jean.

“They must puy remarkably good
snlaries at Seripp and Morder's,” went
on Sylvester, drily, ™ You're a mun
of wealth.”

*1aan oa Feugal man 3 [ have oo ex-
jwnses, and have saved money.”

" Then there was sanething abond

a Mro Aaron Mopley,™ continued  the
ather, “who is wanted in Sydney,
ik yon know the gentlrman 2

deun sbraggred his shaulders nd
witk blink faced inonen iustant,

e ense interested me™ he ans-
woepemdl, 1 do oot k v anything of
hinn. Why should 1

“Just w0 remarkell Bylvester,
" 'vrhap: Mr Jarvik Dooman s in-

terestedl in the case nlso”” and again
Jonn shrngged hin shoolders,
Aw they were speaking, Mr Maorder

oto,

chame into the clerks’
vester glanced ut h

“ My Morder,” whispered Jean be-
hind his hand, and Sylvester intro-
dueed himself to the junior partner
who looked in his solemnest manner

office, and Syl-

a him,

* 8o Mr Kedar will be happy again,
now,” laughed Sylvester, *1 have
foumit his pocket book. You don’t
know what a1 weunlthy vlerk you've
wat,”

Mr. Morder expressed no surprise.
The intelligence seemed to pain him
merely, aml he put his hand to his
side, as though a pang of agony were
there,

“l heard something of Kedar's ac-
cildent yesterday,” he answered. “One
cannot be too eareful im going about
London,”™ and then after a few more
words, Sylvester took his departure,
Jeun resumed his interrupted work,
aael Mr. Morder went back to his own
room, groaning in the gentie way
that so often surprised Mrs. Morder
and his unmarrirgeable family of dau-

ghters.
The following day Jean Kedar’s
place in {he office was vacant. Sonth-

ampien Sireet saw no more of his
young nld face nor trotting walk,
neither did Messrs. Seripp and Mor-
der. There was a week’s salary due,
but Jean never returned to claim it,
amt mysteriously as he had come, so
ditl he disuppenr.. Sylvester Couriney
might search high and low for the
meek, unassumnig clerk, and he would
not have found him in England, al-
thengh in I'aris he might have heen
more suecessful, for in the fourth floor
“snite” of a pension in, ’assy, a new
fenant had taken up his abode, whom
the eoncierge knew as Monsieur Faure,
who might have been Jean Kedar's
twin brother,

Mesntime Sylvester wasg pursuing
another search, and this was to find
the garment from whieh the frag-
ment had been torn and left hanging
an the nail in the wall of Whyteleas
Alanor, The mystery connected with
Jean Kedar and the pocket book had
bafled him s¢ far, but there was a
possibility the one had something to
o with the other, and the seareh for
the coat went on.  Into what unsa-
vanry guarters it led him, and with
what unsavoury merchants it brought
him in contact, it is needless to de-
seribe, bnt the hope of eventually
coming across the missing garment
pradually grew less and less, There
were B dozen reasons for his never
finding it, each good. The coat might
have passed into a customer's hands
months ago, and been. worn to rags
by this time. It might have been
sent abroad, it might have been con-
verted into shoddy, or be gracing a
scareerow in some distabt part of the
country, and so the hope of finding
it almost failed him, And then one of
those events which prove that the
“nnexpected” does happen, and that it
happens at the most unexpected mo-
weuts, befell,

He had Leen away from London for
some weeks, and upon returning to
his solitary chambers, their dulness
seemed nnusually oppressive,  “3f 1
could get a woman to care a jot about
me,” he mused, “I'd marry. 1'd risk
it, bnt the preparatory step is to fall
in love, I suppose. Other fellows do it
eusily -enough, but I've never seen a
woman whom I eonld fall in love with,
It entnils complications. of course.
Laok at .poor Dick! T'm afraid 'm no

took out the piece of
compiled statement the case of
Squire Giftord’s murder. “I've read of
supernaturally gifted beings whocould
dikcover any crime,” he murmured,
“hut ¢learly I'in not one of them. L've
fuiled as completely as the detectives
have failed in clearing up this mystery,
amd I may as well recognise the fact.”

It waas habit that made bhim linger
nt a stall, whereon was displayed some

ﬂf and earefully

wsecond hand  clothing, in  passing
through Clare Market, a few days

luter. It was a uear eut to the Steand,
where he had an appeointment, and
the stall bad caught his notice.

“Lovely Clo't™ exclaimed a hooked-
nose Israelite who came after the man-
ner of an exceedingly dusty spider,
from a den behind the stall, as Syl-
vester began turning over the old
clothee. “Most loveliest stock in the
market, sir. You vant eome? They
sheap, and better as if they vas new.”

Sylvester made him no abswer, being
too busy in examining something that
wus on the siall. Once wpon a time
this coat that was in his hand had
been a fashionable garment, and had
helonged to a well-dressed man, for its
linings were of silk and its texture
was fine. At the corner of the skirt
a piece of cloth had been peatly in-
serted. where a rent had been, and if
the lIsraelite had asked a hondred
ponnds for the garment, Sylvester
wainld have paid it.

“Ah!" gnid the dealer, with an un-

ctuous smack of his thick lips. “That
peautlfnl ceat, sir. Made by the
nce of Vales' own tailor. It fit

yon hetter as if it vas made for you”

“lHow much?” asked Sylvester, and
he wus so hasty in the gquestion, that
the Israelite immediately added fifty
per cent. to the price he bad origi-
nally =et on the coat.

“Lhat coat vorth a pound,” he an-
swered, as if regretting selling it.
“All 8ilk here,” and he gave it an ar-
tistir Bowrish. *Yes, vorth a pound of
anybody’s money.”

“Hew much do you want for it 7
repeated Sylvesier.

“l take eighteen and six, and uet
von peuny less,” was the reply, and
Sylvester {hrew .down a sovereign.
S0 eager was he that he did pot wait
for the coat to be made into a parcel,
bnt walked off with his prize over bix
arm. leaving the dealer staring afier
him, resisting the tempfation to eall
his customer back for his eighteen
pence,

Hugging his capture as though ir
might  he lost otherwise, S8Sylvester
made for his chambers, the purpose of
his going into the Strand quite for-
grotten, and arriving home he spread
the croat on the table. Yes, there was
no mistake ; the piece of frayed cloth
fitiedt the place from which it haad
heen torn, thread for thread. The
colour and material were ihe same
as  the fragment, the two cloths
maiching exactly ; and satisfied that
he had found the coat a1 last which
bad been worn by the man who had
escoped  from  the dining-room of
Whyteleas Munor on the night of
Squire Gifford’s murder. he made a
further examination that if possible
he might discover a trace of ils fornmer
ONY TH'T,.

Inch by inch he weni over the coat,
findiug nothing that was likely to lead
to any discovery of importance : turn-
ing the satin-lined sleeves inside oud,
andk searching the pockets. Nothing.
And  then, under the lining at the
buck where the tails divided, some-
thing canght his notice. Something
white, a piece of materinl on which
was printed the name of a firm of
West End tailors, and beneath this
another written in a clerkly hand, at
sigrhy of which Bylvester siartedl in
ampzement.  For the nnme was “*Sam-
uel Morder, Esqg.”

CHAPTER XV.
interview with Madam  Duaval
had for the most part been of surh
a sittisfuctory natnre, thal after » little
consideration Madge decided 10 aecept

The

nenrer clearing uwp the mystery that  the situntion. Mgdam wias  peeulinr
has rnined hig chances, tham T was st I trifling matlers but Madge war
firsl.”  And possibly from habit he  broad-minded enough to laugh at
s r—— A A ————

ii ADU A LITTLE ¢

4

3 Refreshlngl CONDY’'S FLUID

“ lnvlg'oratl TO_YOUR_BATH. ¢

;: Bewars of cnbnhleda?l‘l'::;ﬂ“'m“‘ E:f.'i"m:'a:ﬁ:'-"lgﬁ p:

n-r..-...vn. an
}J CONDY & M "»EE'L. eil Rond. Contdon Enghand. {




