HE PRIMA DONRA.

sory of Mystery; Loveand.

Ehfned 1o prison
a3 slipping
& palr, Simmons?”

thrown onto himself,
in him, is bound to

%o ‘get.even’ with the world when they
get out.” - - ' .

“And where did he sérve time—did

" *Sgch
hsndcaffs, eh? Thoy give each prisoner

“They might as well. A man wl:o is
if hé has any life
_to work it out some
way. They practice all sorts of things

opened suddeél

3 towel aud wearing.a faded wra,

looked at the caller curiously. pper.
When the

known,

him. .
Livingston cbsffed
the woman dumb?

I yeuthat?

“That- was my chief errand, I may
say. Dicky’s record can’t be questloned.
Its public record. He just pastes the
sontences {n a little book—he's got_ thire
teen years without a break. Justa fad
of Dieky's,” .

“But you have no¢ told -me whers

At the end of a period that éxhausted

ed the stairs, and said:
“You can go up now.” -
Then the mysterious élderly female
entered a door opening on the short hall,

listener—the elderly femala was on
guard. At any other time Iivi

elderly female, with her neck mumedll:_ _ghem fa.

vigitor made -his—errand’
k the elderly fémale looked slant-
ingly on the floer, and without answer-
Ing &' word, walked up . the stairs facing

fowardiy. Was

. his patience, now wall tried, she descend-

and Livingston realized that—te, had 2

-

Livingston was inexpressibly shocked

and grieved.

All his sympathies were aroused, But,

man-like, he swood dumb. He could not.
choose words; words seemed such paltry

¥ h63aid, fo s tone
$0 reassure ber, “F-will not deny
usl in this mat
ter, bat it is poesible something has pre-
vented your brother from reteruing to
e or coming home.” B
“You canmot; it is impossible for you
or any one to comprehend the half I
feal. We are all the world to each other.
If anything _should happen Leslie.
think it would kill me, Mr. Livingston
I have mo doubt it would be the same
with him if anything happened me.”
She was walking across the foor rap- |
tdly now, sobbing convulsively,

Body kunow R! ThE Ta—the )
Livingston? We must be sare.”"- A A
, “I kmow-both the: numbers as well ;;5 .
know this office, Mr. Ward ‘This'is the!
mam who has helped to make and un-
make Mayors and Postmasters.
you did not know it?* e
“I’ve got plenty of time left to say all|
that is pecessary, but Black's days in,
this office are , A msan who: -
does not know the differernce between an:
fufluentisl politician and a grain mer
chant, manufacturer, or grocer, has nos
business fooling around a newspaper.*- '
The managiog editor turned away with,
a wrathful ¢ and Livio :
read the account of the murder, correcte:
ing the errors carefully. s
‘Directly the manager was at his elhow] A
again. . : .

. BY DAVID LOWRY. —

¢HAPTER XL.—(Continued.)
jrst Livingston thought Simmons
mistake—there ‘must be an.
ith .& similar passageway.
pen he saw were well dressed.
were young. He remarked thefr
bl appefirance, then the clean-c
arrested his attention.”
e ooked like a lot of young clerks,
red to him that this lot
y dressed young fellows had faces
or and keener than fifty or

26 Americans oughtte ruster.
o two instances the loudoess of
« was noteworthy, otherwise the
¢ taste was unexceptional; cer-
Ll there was nothing to challenge

jnogston stood fooking at the player
st binl. Apparantly no one deemed
vorthy of a glance.
« at Simmons indifferently -as he
ed thrqugh the room-and addressed
v dressed man who stood within 3

of the establishment, and tatked with

The conversation was very brief.

hree minutes possibly were con-
ed, then Livingston preceded his
psoion through the dark ‘passage, |
once more they were on the broad
Simmons was the first to

r man was there. If we had been
ie quicker—oTF if I had met you five
,. we would have had |

is Beauchampe now—you are

“fou can make up your own mind.
ran that got into the row, and hit
wher in the theater .while you were
‘g on was your friend Beauchampe,
pihe same man changed his hat and
in Black Steve’s place,
¢ man that changed his hat and
in Steve's place came right here.
B« proprietor knows him as well as he
He is wearing the
be got at Steve's—and the coat.
sure of that. But there’s

Samons’ deliberate tones produced
wexpected effect upan Livingston,
bhilted suddenly and caught his com-

fuse_a thousand dollars—and T
1 had five hundred to call my own

es, if I had ton thousand
I'd rather lose it than have

fnmons stood looking down on him,
There was some-
k7 Livingstone had not revealed;
s powerful motive back of the reason
bad given Simwmons for probng the-

right,” said Simmons.

We'll drop it right here.
your account, Mr. Livingston,
sorry for his relstives, ir_he has

Beauchampa served-—what Stat
when.” o
“Right here in New York—
thres years, when he tells you and other
paople -he was abroad studying. Na
trouble proving that. Dicky $a¥ys.hun«
dreds will prove it anytime I want |

done. Dicky isn’t at all Wisobliging abont"

& matter of publicrecord. * B
Livingston- iifted—toth- hands, then
dropped them to his side with a gesture
that was more eloquent than words,
Then hedrew a long breath. When he
spoke again it was in a low voice.
“That-is the worst thing I ever heard
—the last thing F would have believed.
I can’t realize it now.”
He stared hard at Simmons, then at
the pavement. .
“Isuppose we'll go to his lodgings now
—1I think that will be best.. Or.” Sim-
1nons paused and seemed to be turning
something over in his mind, “if you pre-
ferit you can go aslone. He might take
it into his head to go there. The only
thing that wou!d prevent him would
o7

“I comprehend,” said Livingston. “You
think he wouldn't care to have me drop
in on him just now.”

“That’s it, precisely,” said Simmons,
briskly. “But it's the only thing I see.
for you to do. Go there, and if you can’t
find him, manage some way—some sure
way-—t0 warn him to keep. ont of the
road for awhile—till he hears from you..
And you can make a ‘personal’ for him
—that’s the idea.”

“Where will I find you in half an hour
or 30?” :

Simmons

mentioned a well-known

business on hand.
ered a door ajar. Pushing it opeq, with
a .resol\rato face the worst, whataxer it
might be, Livingston strode into the
3 roonk greeting his friend.

When he was fairly in the room, speech

well-known face, he found himself star
ing stupidly at'a young lady.

-The young lady had laid aside her
work. In her haste a basket was over-
turned, and a cascade of colors in
worsted tumbled Wwward him.”

He stooped, lifted the basket and re-
placed it on the tabls. The action gave
him time -to_regain his self-possession,
The young lady said, “Thank you” in
an ordinary tone, and stood waiting his
pleasure.

‘himself. At all events he must be dou-

ly discreet now. How to broach the
subject--or would he give her-any ink-
ling of his real errahd.

Livingston's experience as a reporter
in days not so far distant, was worth
something in the emergency. He con-
cluded he would let matters -drift,” and
trust to chance.- He -said._the. right
thing. -

“I thought T would find Mr. Beau-
champe here, or I would not have in-
truded.”

“l thought he sent a message with
you?”

face. It was a very bright face, more
than pretty— Livingston thought—she

thi %

would have smiled; now he had serious

At the head of the stsirway he discov-

died'on his lips. Indtéad of meeting & | your brother.

Was this a wife, Livingston asked !

. “Well!”

Surprise“gave a new charm to her

a-the-presence-of-thogirt'sgrist:

A
“Miss

She turned her swimming eyes upon

him, clenching her intertwined fingers
resolutely.

“Just a moment. I will give rou my

solemn promise that I shall not close my
eyes antil I learn what has hecome of
We were firm—I hope
true—friends. Rest assured, all
can be thought of will be done—that is,
providing your fears sre verified. [ am,
fortunately, in a position that will en-
able me to do much in aa emergency.
My connection” with' the press and a
large acquaintance in police circles will |
help me. ~ Rely upon me.”

Migs Beauchampe reached out a hand,

bowing her beautiful head. like and yet
wholly unlike her brother's.
; ston pressed her hand fervently, walked
to the door, turned, looked at the silent
figure standing there motionless in the
middle of the room. a picture that time
has not effaced from his memory to this
day, then softly closed the door behind
him and hastened away.

Living-

CHAPTER [V.
THE MTRDER.

“He is not at home.”
“So he is married. then?”
Livingston sat down beside him and

explained the position of affairs just as
he found them.

Simamons was surprised.
He was prepared to hear that Bean-

champe had a wife—a number of wives

Beauchampe, will you listea to
me:-one moment—just a.-moment. ”

that

Simmons glanced up at Live
ingston, and laid the paper he was read-
ing aside.

“See here, Livingston. Do you mlud:
dashing off something describing the. .. -
sortof 3 man the Major was. On second’
thought, I won't devote more thaa & par- .~
agraphto the murder now—1I may again.

Time enough. You can do~the sort of'
thing I waat—and I'll relieve you of, . -
th’s.  Yours will be jotroductory—
understand?” :

So Livingston, who was at home In-
his subject, wrote out swiftly the “sort
of thing” that fitted the Record. _

_ He described a rich—a very rich man.
Men accounted wealthy were pleased to
get & nod from him. Men -who -wers:
anxious to make money courted his

ciety; mon whio had sons 1o provide for
and whoknew that a hint from Major.
Dabney was as good a3 a petition signed
by & thousand merchants, consulted
Major Dabney's pleasure, looking not
to heaven but to the American's Mecca,
Washiagton, for their sure reward. -

The political structure (in a local sense) .
was a thing of clay in the Major's hands.. e
i Self-interest and the golden rule that

aiways ended in his friends’ pockets:
when it did not begin and end in his.
own, was the Major's sole guide. A.
political veriture that promised no profit
to himself possessed no interest for him.
There were such campaigas, in which’
great principles were -involved; spite of ~— — -—-
all the Major and his colaborers could.
do to prevent it, but when the cam-
vass was at its hottest, Major
Dabney was either fishing in foreign
watérs, absorbing the atmosphere of
Fiorida for the benefit of his health, or
sulking in his tent. As for the social,
and especially the moral structure, they

¢t and int i

e

Livingston still stood, hesitating. At
last, he blurted out, with a half-gpolo-
getic air, and in tones thidt appealed
‘strongly to his companion: “Spite of
everything. Simmons, I've not lost faith
in Beauchampe yet. Don't think it s a
weakness; I simply-ean't give him up
yvet. There's something more in this—
and -there's a terrible—a horrible mis-
take somewhere. I know yowll think
its weakness—but I can’t help it.”

“I don't think anything of the sort—
that's all right. I don't want to shake
your faith in your friend more than I
can .help. Help him all you can—and
I'll help you all I'can. I'll wait till T
hear from you.”

“In three-quarters of an hour, at
most,” said Livingston, as he strode
away.

She advamced to him quickly, and
searched his face in a quiék, startled
way that perplexed the visitor.

“[ heard hini say he was going-# hear
Vittoria with you—it'was impossible for
me to go with him so early in the week.
I was sure he was at the theater.”

Livingston’s mind was made up before
she concluded. He resolved to lie. If
the truth bad to be told, Beauchampe
himself should tell it. He would not.

“It was planned to go to the theater,
but—-"

What was it that deterred him?

Her clear eyes seemed to be reading
his soul. She did not move a finger: she
simply looked in his eyes, waiting untii
he answered.

; I 14

"~Simmons tarned about, Shook his head
gravely, and walked in the opposite di-
rection.

CHAPTER 1T,
“LIKE AN ANGEL OF LIGHT.”

Livingston walked rapidly three
squares, was so fortunate as to catch a
car at the corner, and eight minutes
fater was talking to the o!d mar who
had charge of the building in which
Beauchampe had located himself upon
his return from Italy.

“Mr. Beauchampe does notlodge here,

sir”

Eivingston—cotughed—He-could not lie
to this woman. To do so would be sac-
rilege. He essayed speech again, this
time more successfully.

“We were at the theater, but at the
end of the first act. which was very
short, we came out, were separated in
the crowd at the entrance, and Mr.
Besuchampe has not shown up since.”
Livingston began airily, intending to
finish with a laugh, but an exclamation
from the young lady changed the current
of his thoughts

.*Leslie! Something kas happened—
something very serious. 1 feol it—1I1 am

e was looking straight into Living-

bank heaven! he has no relatives—
At least, I never

“But:” interposed Livingston, hastily,
yet mindful of what was due his elder,
“I have & distinct recollection that Mr.
‘Beauchampetvdged in his studio. That
was scarcely six months ago. I respect

sure of it.”

She clasped her hands and paced the
floor twice. then faced™ her visitor. It
was plain that she was striving to con-
trol herself. “That was hours ago, Mr.

and heard were not facts after ail
sibly Livingston's extraordinary faith in
his friend was well grounded.
events it was now stronger than ever.

Livingston.
sources—that is,<I will be when I make
the rounds of the newspaper oflices, or
can get word to @y friends—men I can
rely upon in a case of this kind.

anything stronger than miik.
good enough for me.” > ——--

Pos-
At all

“What do you propose next?
“I am at-tbe end of my re-

Simmons rose, buttoned his coat and

said his course was mupped out.

He was rcady to eall upon certain

friends in police circles: in the morning
he would communicate with the hiead of
the detective force, and inside of twelvo
hours, pogibly less time, they would
“get at the truth of this business.”

-—He—<poks in the tone of a man who
did not know what failure meant.”

“You know just where to reach me at

any time, Mr. Livingston, and all the
world knows where the Rveeord oftice is.
I'il leave word there for you if I want
you.”

“Before wo separate. I want a ‘stiff-

ener’ of some sort, Simmons. This thing
bas been trying on me.
past my lunch-time.
have?”

Besides, it's
What will you

I never drink
Milk's

“No ‘stiffener’ for me.

Livingston made himself a strong giass

of whisky and water, with plénty of sug-
ar, nibbled a cracker with it, and then
they separated at the door, each going
his own way. Livingston availed himself

was begutiful. —but the sister Eivingston described buil ined _in anoth
“Has anything lappened to him, Mr. | puzzied him. He began todonbt for the | ..o wrrt g e il =
Livingston?” tirst time. Possibly what they both saw way, without the Major's aid.

fro bm coNTISTED.]

Novel Method of Securing Sleep.
- have seen & good IBANY -moOvel---—-- -
methods employed by mothers in order
to "put thelr bablés to eleep,” sald —
George L. Wann, of Trepton, N. J.,
“but I think the strangeet way-of all
18 one which Is prevaient in India,
where the natlve mothers put their-
bables’ heads under a spout of wate
to send them to sleep and keep thefly: -
quiet. I spent several months in that
country not lomg ago, and witnessed
this curlous mode of treatment dozens
of times every day. The water of the
hill spring was so adjusted as to fur-
nish a series of tiny spouts. Under
each spout was a kind of earth pillow
and a lttle trough, constructed to car-
ry off water. _The restless child was
placed on the pillow in'such a way that
one of the spouts played directly on the
top of-its head, the water then passing
away in the trough. I can testify that
the process was most successful, and
was seemingly highly enjoyed by the
bables, who remalned perfectly qulet.

that the water did the children no’

harm, but on the contrary strenthen-

ed and bepefited them. They seemed- — -— -==
to think that if a child Was not sub- .

ey pussible he may have some rela-
1 was not thinking of them.”
Smmons’ brow cleared on the in-
ot

lad 1o hoar you say it.
Fining to think he had a sister ora
asin.

" exelaimed Livingston. “Thero
W love—no sentiment in this busi-
% I've told you everything.”

‘then we will go right ahead. What-
" is proved will make no difference
0%, except that it will satisfy us. And
tegin, your friend showed Dicky—
uts the proprietor of the pool-room—
it thumb, and the knuckles of his
Ha told him the wholo story,
% as ho told Stone.
Wlcare how many of _them knows it..
# takes pride in it.
P8 skinned on the jamb of the door”

second time he struck at the usher.

B0 in wrenching his loft hand out of
f* bandcuffs—he said he hadpgt timo
do it neat—when he struck the po-
®an he bruised the side of his
He showed it to Dicky and
ed. He told Dicky, too, how he
ed them when he ran across the
%! betweon the wagons. One was a
Y €xpress wagon.
BLIL caught hold.of th
iced how the wagons tu

your discretion the more so, sir, because
I am a warm friend ot Mr. Beauchampe.
He would be glad to see mo now above
all times, and if you wiil tell him I am
here- ”

“I cannot tell him when he i3 notin
the house, sir,” the old man replied,
civilly. . )

«That is all right,” Livingston said,
impatiently. “I understand all about iL'
But I was with him early in the even-i
ing, so if you just say to Mr. Beau-
champe that Mr. Livingston i3 here——"

«I cannot speak to him wher he is not
here.” . .

«Come, now—he has given vou orders
to admit no one.”

“No, sir. - He has not. - Mr.--Beau-
chantpe does not lodge here.”

«Not lodge here!” exclaimed Living-
ston. “Whendid he change hisTodgifigs?™

“I do not remember. 1t must be about
four or five months. Yes—ali of that.”

“Can.you tell me where I can find
him?” | N .

«] can direct vou to his lodgings, sir.

know very well, sir. You are his
friend. I believe. At least, Ihave heard
him speaking of you—he has shown’ me
your writing in the Rerord, sir »

“Yas, yes,” said Livingston; “pardon
'mé, but I'must sep Mr. Beauthampo as
‘soon 89 possible.” The old gentleman
was at special paius, le3t the visitor and
friend might possibly make a mistake.

141v1nga[0n. ave you Tomy uil’EC'. 1Tony
the theater?”

Livingston stammered something about
time consumed looking for Beauchampe,
then said, foreing a smile:

“] dare say we are giving ourselvesa
world of uneasiness for no cause.. He
will be here doubtiess in a little while.,,

Her scarching eyes were riveted upon
his again. : :

She iaid a hand lightly on his arm, so

led at thetouch.

“Mr. Livingston. ¥you are keeping
something back from me.. How can
you? Who has a better right to know
than his sister> We two are all alone, ”

Her manper more than her words con-
victed him. Yet he could not Summon
sufficiont courage to tell her all. All?

if he could prevens it

«I will not deceive you, Miss Beau-
champe. 1 came here hoping to find
your brother. However, it is possible
he- is enjoying himself at’this moment
with some friend—a student companion,
a foreigner, or brother American.”

“That is not like Leslie at all,” said
Miss Beauchampe. “He is incapable of
such rudeness.
to you in company with this friend first
of all. . No, no! 1 know something has
happened to Leslie. Why, see! it is

long f}ner eleven. '1:&0 thlcater must be

ightly he scarcely felt it, yet he trem-~

paper men
invariably
offices?”

- - Enow- T - -
Ste-—should mever know the truthmow, You'll aliow a managing editor to look

in his own office one night in three years
—that is not counting election nights
and extra occasions. .
Baird is out of sorts—I've packed him
off home.
ter here.
a few minutes? If
murder you might look over
mystery.
twenty-four hours—same thing—is doing
-pretty well.
that the kead is all right.
looking up a matter of his own—playing
night_editar,

He would have returned

of a cab, while Simmons entered the first
car passing.

He called at three newspaper offices;

in one he found his man in, in the others
he
poses.

left notes that answered all pur-

It was after two when he enterad the

oftice of the Reeord.

The managing editor haiied him. .

“Hello, Livingston! Thought you
were off?”
“I am oft.”

“] see you are. Why is it that news-
when they get a day off
hang around newspaper

“I might ask <why does the managing

editor voluntarity perform—theduties of
night editor.”
pley

Vell, the fact ja T was at.

The truth is,

Everything is smonth as but-
By the way, going to be about
you are, there's a
Another
Three murders in one day, or

Just skim over it, and see
Sparks is out
editor

city and g little

jected to this treatment every day or
two it would grow up weak-minded
and good-for-nothing."—Globe-Demo-

crat, .J

How the Doctor Beat Himself,
A very emlInent physlelan’hiad cured
® little child from a dangerous {llness.
The thankful mother turned ber steps
toward the-house of her son's sayior,
“Doctor,” she sald, “there a&re some
services which cannot be repaid. I did
not know how to express my gratl-
tude. 1 thought you would, perhaps,
be so kind as to accept this purse, em- .
Dbroldered by my own hands.” “Mad-
ain,” replied the doctor, roughly, “med-

! | dcine is no trivial affair; and our visita . _ _

are only to be rewarded In raomney.

Small presents serve to sustain friend-

ship, but they do not sustain our fam-

flfes.” *But, doctor,” sald the lady, . .-
alarmed and wounded, “speak; tell

me the fee.” ' -“Two thousand francs,
madam.” The lady opens the pﬁrse,

takes out five bank notes of 1,000

francs each, gives two to the.gdector, = .
.puts the remalping three back in MNer 3
purse, bows coldly, and departs.— -

Amusing Journal. Ry

Wgth
5Ih curled his legs u

P*n himand the theater. |
w13t explalns’ what he -dida’t tell
"e~low his coat got so dirty.”
was & study as he

R..7mons closed hjs mouth firmly and

® at Livingston with a quiet com-
' that exasperated KElvimgston,-
© disgust was too great for words
tured Beguchampe cutling his
hing with strained ‘eclasp

an experiment as on

pe would“ relate {t andgloat
{;l?l)l'! was past belief.

4_Simmogs. I8
I at first, Your friend

i"d smgmqi.—-ﬂ@h rare delibera-
of the telcks thab sur-

“At Teast eIght precious minutes Wers
lost before Livinston was on his way to
Beauchampe's lodzings, and a good quar-
‘ter of au hour expired before he found
‘them. .
Beauchampe’s lodgings were In the
last place Livingston wquld have looked
for his frlend. They were far removed
from .the thoroughfares made brisk by
-pedestrians.
The houses were shabby, many of
them falling into decay. Domesticity
3 Qdor w.

adnotk _always

closed—T-know bas-happened;
because——"

Here a flood of tears checked her
speech.
sufficiently to resume speech she added:
¥} was going to say I dread something
errible, because my brother has never
been out after nine o'clock since I came
to the city—not once. He was 8o par-
THUIAL IS reapect—ho i3 tho vory
best brothar fd the world, Mr. Living-
ston—that he cautioned me when he

of everything this morning.
fun.” i i

When she. controlled herself
but Livingston did not smile.
not in-a smiling inood.

“You'll find the I)romwble
there—or {t ought to €re. Come to
think of it;, I did change the head.
- { Xouwlt find the head on a separate.stip.”

went out not to be uneasy if-he should

Lots of

“The wanaging editor was !persp‘il‘in'g.
He was

Livingston removed his hat, as he

lifted the proof. R

Directly lhis pencil was out. “The
frreadarbeagrid ehia b said

R ph's Bitter Sarcasm, . .
‘When Jobn O. Calhoun became Vice

President of the United States, and® - - -
consequently Presldent of thé Senate;
he announced that hg had not the au-
thority to call the Senators to order for
words spoken in debate; 43 Lié regarded
each Senatpr gs ap ambassador from & )
soverelgn State. The eccentriy Jomm "%
Randolph, of Virginia, took advantage
of Mr. Calboun's rullng to abuse him

1y

ARTE0ADID. T
He experienced relief upon noting the
ro o e~ rank 1o - bell
where ho was “assured ho ‘wou
fnd the artist., He had erred twice, bub
“the proprietor of & musty littls &p
h

© WaAy-Eor. o
| 'The house did not look as bad as its
neighbors. The- bliuds were in good re-
pait, and the owner had repainted it
within tares or-lour years: - -
What possessed Beauchamps te hide

himself ' among those - Httle, -faded-put

‘shops and ‘diogy dwellings? The:

o e g — .

oot tveryes

Hlhding, sears -~ Livingston -exper

. € ( N - i
As she uttered this rapidly, hetween “No—he'll run over It after you-»-

SWhy?~LiVingaton .. tarned- 40,

the:{-DF #ayirg, D

18 SICKenTng Sen3aton. —Coutt Tt UE posT
gible that a wretch-such as Beauchampe

Ythe--| mudd be, {f Simmons' discoveries were

f, and polnted

any gulde, existod.

= He- counla-uot; ot
The Joiiger he looked-upon

ful girl in tears, the stronger

in his'friend grew.
No wman. lving

faith

4 Beauchampe's door. )

Yes-—there it is—no doubt about the J.
antls | ‘muak be,*

is no othiet J. B. Dabney.™
in or breathing the

same atmosphere that this girl breathed
gould be gullty of ‘the, crimes Iald at

Ry wditor—“you—dtd-ot—tett-mo

Ma or Dabney was killed!”

«Not Major Dabneg! J. 8. Dabney?

,
2ald Living
“Sure? That's inexcusable stupldity

on Black's part He oumht to know
where Major Dabuey lives.
ftem—a gonsation lylug there snd ne:

The best

Preldent of the ‘United
God in his infinlte mercy avertl” - “ll .

ug
t best to caution that old fellow ‘who
ust came {n about blowing out the gaa.'

i
] abe
" Proprietor=Whete's Be fromh - -
Olerk-~¥From the Geater Now ¥oek, .

.




