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The Brown Trunk,

THE BTORY OF A MURDERED
MAN'S VENGEANCE.

Musgrave felt neither remoree nor
fear a8 he bent over Ballentyne's
body. The murder had been cogitated
Ao long, every detail leading up to it
thought out and planned so minutery,
that success came as a matter of
course; and the fact that Ballentyne
lay dead before him seemned both natu-
il and inevitable.

Hs took up the empty glass and
smelt it, a faint odour of the poison
lingered or geemed to mingle with
the scent of the spirit. Emptying a
little water into it he washed the
glass, and poured the eontents into
wvhe of the lower pota outside the win-
dow. Then from the dead maun be took
the pocket book containing the bank-
notes—RBallentyne’s half share of the
sum they had previously divided. He
touched nothing else—it was safest so
—but dragging the brown trunk, pro-
vided beforehand, beside the body, he
raised the lid and, puiting bis arms
about Ballentyne, lifted and droppen
hina within, There was no difficulty
in disposiog the limp body in the
empty trunk; there was room, Indeed,
to cram in Balleotyne’s hat and the
uvercoat he had taken off in the room,
Musgrave locked and strapped the
brown trunk, and the thing was done,

Sa far so good:; Ballenryue had dis-
appeared: his ahsence from -London
would puzzle no one but the manager
vt the ["niversal; at Muosgrave's hotel
he was only known as s visitor, pro-

bably no one mave the waiter had
voticed his entry that day, and Lhe
waiter would conclude he nad left be-
fore his friend’'s departure. MusgTave
unlovked the door and rang the bell;
he looked at himself in the glass and
saw uothing amizs with his sppear-
ance. A waiter entered.

“Uet me 8 cab now, and eend up =
eouple of men to take my lugguge
down."

‘I'he men came, entered the adjacent
bedroom for the big travelling trunk,
hat box and portmantesu, and carried
them, together with the brown trunk,
out of the sitting reom.

As Musgrave waa ahout to enter the
cab the hall porter eame hurrving up
with an umbrella.

“I beg your pardon, sir; this belongs
to your friend. He left it an hour ago
when he went to your room,”

“I suppose he forgot it when he
left,"” answered Musgrave. “Put it on
one side, he's gure to call or send for
it

“Very good, air”

He had not anticipated Ballentyne
leaving an umbrella in the hall, bnt
the natural way the porter aceepted
his statement that his friend had left
the hotel showed how easily suspicion
—if it ever arose—could be diverted.
Morcover, it was improbable that Nal-
lentyne's absence would ever be noti-
tied to the police. He had kept his re-
turn a secret from his frenas, and no
one wue awaiting him. No suspicvion
of foul play was ever likeiy to arise.

‘That night Musgrave slept at the
Winhush Arms, and «drove over the
next day to Tollington House, He had
written Agnes. to suy he was coming;

she met him with tears of joy and
pride and happinesa,

“Harry, dear Harry, you have come
back.™ - i

“And with & fortune,” he laughed.
“What does your father may to that.
eh 7"

“It doewn’t make any difference™

“Not to you, darliug, but to your
father.'*

But Musgrave learot that very night
how wholly unuecessary the orime
bhud been. The two men were seated
olone after dinner and he formally
demanded Agnes's hand,

“Three yenrs agao, sir, you told ne
your daughter's wedding portion was
ten thousand pounds, and the man
who married her must show pannd
for pound. I went to Kilondyke with
five hundred, but now I enn exactly
meet your xstipulation. and therefnre

"

“Aye, ave: I must glve you Agties,
1 saw that a year ago. 1 thought it
only boy and gir]l nonsense; | waa
wrong. My little girl's bappiness is
hound up with you, and if you'd come
back penniless it would have been the
same. But you were lucky, Harry;
you and your partner. And you sold
youpr claims?"

“To a London syndicate, [t was only
settled two days ago. My share was
ten thousand pounds.  We disewbved
purtnership thar day.”

“And where's your friend now ™

“Non’t call him my friend: we were
business partners only—never friends.
I mean to drop him now, and don’t
think he’ll objeet.'” And  Musgrave
laughed at his own grim joke.

He atayed that night at Tollington
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House; they would not let him xa,
sonding to the inn for his portwan-
teaw. He slept ill; he thaught of the
brown trunk st Winbush, and it wor
rivd him. He would know no peace till
he bad safely disjuwed of it in the river
Ly the Burling bridge. How plainly
Pullentyne's dark, ugly fuce appeared
belore him in the night: how recol-
lections of his jlltempered partuer
filleel  hin  mind 1o the exclusion of
Apnes—ceur, white-sonied Agnes, for
whom be hud sinned. If she ever
knew! The thought took hin by the
thrunt, and he bad to seek his spirit-
flusk to steady his nerves,

“You didn't sleep well,” said Agnes,
48 they waiked in the garden before
breakfagt,

"How do you know that 2

“Hecanse wy room is under yours,
1 heard you wulking to and fro, How
much  olier you ook, Harry; and
there's two lines on your forehead.
I'm cross with yuu, too; you are Ho-
ing away to-day, and won't be back
tll to-morrow "

“I'm unot lenving tilt late in the
afternoon, dear, and I'll he back to-
INArPOY, I muwet go to town—and
then, when | come back, all my busi-
uess worties will e over.  Ull huave
nathing to think of, drearm of, hut
you."

ltesolutely, while i Agnes's pr-
sence, he cnst cace from him:
Then he felt that happiness was feot-
ing. that conscience wus stuging, He
drove from the house, her kisses vn his
lips, and the black speetre of care
Ioomed over him.

“I have to drive to Burling railway
station to cateh the express for Hir-
mingham,"” he told the manager of the
ArmE" Lot me have o ey cart to
drive there. and 11 put it up at Buor-
ling ani drive back ngain to-lmorrow.”

“Retter let me seued o man with you,
<ir; and we can send and Teteh N to-
morrow."

“Noono: Uvea faney to drive myself
to-night, | tell you.™

The munuger knew Musgrave and
Fave Wuy: it was only o small -
rer, and if it pleased 1he guest to drive

alone, there was no reason to him
nay, 8o abont six o'cloek he 1y ted
oh his seven  mile drwve, with the

brown trunk and u porrmanteaw in the
buck of the cart. Tt was rurning dark,
wml the ostler lghted the Twnps us
Musgrave took his seat: then the vehi-
eleat a mpid paee left the ivn and the

t1iny town of Winkash behiml. e
drove " rapidly.  though  there  waw

plenty of time, und thar which Iie hml
fo doon the way wonlid take no time.

Eulf an hone later hie drew vein on
Burling bridge: there was never mineh
trathe on thix eoad. nid, serocned by
the darkness, he had oo Fear of heing
obhserved, Ile st o moment Jisteni
there wius ho sound bhur the piver, the
tide echiving strongiy aroumd the pil-
lars. ”
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Musgrrave  jompaal
down, tied 1he hoese 1o the iron
ing, aml, opening the back of e
veliicle, toak the brown terank un his
hreatl shonlilsrz, He meant to da the
thing thoronghty: therefore, 1o make
sure the tronk Fell in mbd-stroam, he
prat it down amd laoked over the il
ing. Nothing was  passitg  auder-
neath: the waters heckanml tor their
thing,

Musgrave riised
paraper, and
nusrlaid desi

trunk on the
hesitated,
sPe it fall
possessed - himd then e would I
sure oll was well, e put a leg over,
still balanving the reunk.

Aeutely canscions of oIl aronnd, he
knew he was alone; no footfall of
wither nune or beast eame fram the
raid. ’

“1'm o going to dreop you. partner, wndd
I dan’t th yaurll ohject, you snur-

the
then
a4 10

foredd, close-fisted Scotchman, I'm ril
of yon at luxt, AL
One hal was theoast through the

leuther handle, the oetter to bald it
ane grrasped the purapet; and he
i tlast,” the end ennie in ditfer
11 faxhien 1o that planned.

Fle must invainutarily have shaken
the henvy trun it wlid towarls hio.
vverwhelming L e strave to enst
him hand freed it wus impssil 10
hiokl s with his left hand. he dil
fur a nunute and o half, Tdlentyene,
thnugh dend, woukl not he dienied.

There was a shriek in the night anir,
umd then o splash, nod (he dark wi

vlnsed npon dewld man and living—log -

ever,



