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A MYSTERIOUS LODGER.

‘You say he never sleeps here, Mrs.
Allen ?’ said young Mr. McCandless, who
had lodged and boarded with that worth
woman for seven years, and was muc
esteemed by her for his knowledged of the
world. o

“Well, I never fin1 the bed disturbed,
although the counterpane is sometimes
soiled by his muddy boots in the morning,’
replied the landlady, smoothing the
wrinkles out of her apron with her pudgy
hand.

‘Ahem, that is curious,” mused Mec-
Candl-ss, removing his glasses and wiping
them with bis handkerchief.

‘And he never spends the whole night
here,” pursued she.

‘You don't mean to say he leaves bsfore
daylight ?’

“I'bat is just what I do mean to say, and
I can’t make up my mind that he’s a re-
spectable man,’ said the landlady severely.

‘Just tell me when he comes and when
h> goes, and all you know about him, Mrs.
Allen.’

‘Well, let me see. Abouta month agr—
shall I describe him ¥’

‘Yes, yes, go on ; omit nothing.’

‘He’s a slim young man with a very thin
face—a batchet tace, 1 should call it—very
small, piercing, black eyes, and jast a bit
of a dark mustache.’

‘Then he is rather a mysterious looking
inan ?' put in McCandless, compressing his

ips.
p°He is, indeed,’ returred the landlady,
‘but not half as mysterious as his doings.’

‘And how was h> dressed ?’

McCandless bad taken out an envelope
and was busily making notes on the back
of it. :

*‘His clothes were shabby,’ said the land-
lady, ‘and be always carried 8 rouzh oak
stick. Well, as I was saying, about a
month a2o he rang the door bell one after-
noon, and I went to the door. He was
pal: and worried and—’

‘Sort ot a hunted look?' queried Me-
Cindless.

*That is just whit [ thought,’ cried Mrs.
Allen,

*There may be something in this," said
her lodger darkly ; ‘but go on, Mrs. Allen.’

‘Where was I? Ob, yes, he asked ina
low, broken voice it [ had a room to let.
“The side room on the top floor was the
only one vacant, and I told him #o with
misgivings, for I didn’t think he was good
pay. He asked m= the rent, and I said $2
a week. Looking up and down the street
in a queer way, he said he'd take it.’

‘D.d he appear to think he might be fol-
lowed ?' asked McCandless, wiping the
perspiration from his brow, for he had
been trying to take down Mrs. Allen’s
statement 1n long-hand.

‘] don’t know what he tbought, but he
seemed io be nervous and uncasy. Well,
I took the %2, which h2 offéered me, and
gsked him when he wanted to move in, and
where his trunk was. He stammered out
tha* he had no trunk, but would it matter
o long as he piid in advance? 1 said I
* didn’t care, if he paid me regularly.’

‘Don’t you think you ought to have
asked him tor reterences, Mrs. Allen ?’

‘I never expect reterences for ba'l bed-
rooms, Mr. McCandless, especizlly when
they're on the top floor.’

McCandless coughed uncomfortably and
his landlady went on.

‘When I asked bim bow soon he was
coming, be said ke would be here the same
night, upon which I gave him a latchkey
on the usual condition—payment of a
quarter. Just ashe was going down the
the steps I inquiced his name and h: turn-
ed red and mumbled som>thing.”

“By George! Mrs. Allen, 1t looks pe-
culiar. I bave a theory. But you insisted
upon knowing his name, of course ?’

‘Yes, I put the question again, and he
said I might call him Peterson.’

‘Piainly a nom de gu>rre. I mean a
fictitious name. When did you see him
again ?,

“That’s the surprising part of it," said
Mrs. Allen, who was now all of a fluster
with excitement. ‘I didn't see him for
three days, and then he came aiter dark,
passing me in the hall without so much as
a ‘How d’ ye do” Tnat night—it must
bave bz2en two in the morning—1 heard a
foot on the stairs and opened my bed room
door to look out. Who should I see but
Mr. Peterson going down. Then I heard
the front door slam.’

‘Was carrying anything out ?’ demanded
McCandless.

‘Oh, you may be sure I thought of that.
No, he had nothing in bis hind but the oak
stick which he aiways carries.’

McCandless looked disappointed and ths
_1andlady continued her story:

‘Ha came the next night and departed
just as mysteriously, but the quzer thing
about it wasthat he always banzed the door
when h2 went away.’

‘Hem ! I don't know that that was any-
thing more than low cunning, Mrs. Allen.
He may bave wanted to give some body—
the police, for instance—the idea that he
bad a mght to come and go unmolested.
Now, I think that was a more suspicious
circumnstance than it he had closed the door
. after him noiselessly.’

The landlady locked at McCandless with
admiration written on every feature.

‘Well you have a head full ot ideas,
Mr. McCandless. Nobody could fool you.’

*You flitter, Mrs. Allen,” gaid her
lodger, flushing with pleasure, ‘but I may
say to you that some of my best friends are
connected with the Central Office, and they
tell me that I ought to be one of them. I
come by my detective talent naturally, for
my fither was a park policeman.’

‘Have you ever scen DPeterson carry
anything upstairs ?’

‘I have,’ returned Mrs. Allen impres-
sively.

‘State what it was.’

‘I cannot, except to say that it wisa
bund’le which he held tightly under bis left
arm.

M:Candless was perplexel.

‘Did you ever find anything in Peter-
son’s room on any morning following his

occupancy of it ?' he said, after a pause for
refl <ction.

‘Nothing ; abso'u‘ely nothing.’

“This is one of the most singular cases
I ever hoard of,” said McCandless de-
cidely.

“What do you think of it?’ ventured the
landlady.

“Think of it? I think Petersen is a
suspicious character who will bear watch-
ing. He may be a counterfei‘er, a forger,
a fuzitive from justice.’

Mrs. Allen was distressed and fright-
ened.

‘What am I going to do about it ?’ she
asked :

‘Leavc everything to me,’ said McCane-
less reassuringly. ‘I will make it my busi-
ness to clear up this mystery. Pe'erson
shall be kept under surveillance.’

Several days passed during which Me-
Candless was very taciturn at his meals
and went to and fro in a brown study

When interrogated by Mrs. Allen he
merely siid: ‘I may have something for
you in a day or two.’

Sure enough, on Siturday morning Me-
Candless asked with a non-committal air to
see Mrs. Allen in the parlor.

‘By the way,’ he began in a thick voice,
‘I will see that you have a check tor my
account in th2 course of a tew days, but I
wanted to talk to you about a much more
important matter. I think I have run Pet-
erson to earth.’

McCsndless said this in a grave, coafi-
dential tone.

‘You don’t say so Mr. McCandless.
What have you found out about him ?’

For answer McCandless drew from his
pocket a thick paper, which he slowly un-
tolded, showing a poster printed in very
black ink with a cut of a man’s face at the
top.

*‘Read it, Mrs. Allen,” urged her lodger
huskily.

This 1s what the landlady read: ‘Look
fo: Thomas (allagher, alias David Moffett
alias Morton, alias Geohegan. Wanted
tor highway robbery. Height 5 feet 8;
w.izht 147 pounds. Spare face, dark eyes
small mustache. When last seen wore a
brown slouch hat, dark coat mixed trousers
and giiters. One thousand dollars reward
shall be given to any one giving evidence
which shill lead to his conviction. Thomas
Binns, Chief of Police.’

‘Now, I want to ask you, Mrs Allen,
whom tbat picture reeembles ?’

The landlady studied it bard.

‘Does it not bear a strong resemblance
to Pcterson, Mrs. Allen P’

‘That’s what I was thinking myself, Mr.
McCandless. I can’t swear to it but it
looks a good d al like Mr. Peterson.’

‘When I think of the way he hides him-
selt in your house, Mrs. Allen, comes in
the night and goes in the night, I could
almost swear Pcterson is Thomas Gal-
lagher. But I won't rest until I prove i,
and I'm going oa his trail tonight.’

The tollowing moraing McCandless
came down to the breakfast tahle red-eyed
from the want of sleep. but in high sp'rits.

‘Could Isee youin the parlor, Mrs.
All:n?' he whispcred as he slipped away
from the table.

The landlady excused herselt as soon as
sh2 cou'd and made her way upstairs with
all the speed her embonpoint would per-
mit. She tingled with curiosity to her
fingertips.

‘I bave mad: a great discovery,” Me-
Caniless burst out as soon as she had
shut the door behind her.

‘Yes, yes?

‘Peterson is livinz a double life, and he
is probably the man Chief Binn is looking
for. The reward is almost within our
grasp.’

‘How do you kanow? What have you
found out P’ said the landlady, her generous
bo om heaving in her excitement.

McCandless spoke rapidly, evidently
carried away by his discovery.

‘Lst night Peterson lett the house at
2 o'clock and I followed him, wearing gums.
He walked a3 a quick pace towards Wash-
ington Square—so fast, in fact, that I had
difli :ulty 1n keepinz him in sight. Crossing
the square, he entered a house near Sixth
Avenue with a latchkey. There was one
lighted window on the second flyor of the
house. In a moment I saw his shadow on
the curtain. I could indentify him by bis
slouch bat and by his figure. A woman
came and stood beside bim. Suddenly
there was the cry of an infant, loud and
shrill. The woman disappeared. Her
shidow fell on the curtain again, and she
bad in her arms a child. She beld it out
to Peterson. e removed his slouch hat
and took the child. For an hour he carried
it to and fro in the room. At 1 ngth its
cries ceated, the woman took it. Peterson
began to undress, and the light went out.’

McCandless stopped from sheer want of
breath.

‘But what bas all this got to do with the
reward P’ asked Mrs. Allen, with a womin’s

doubts.
‘(y ve me time. Oae minute,” said Mec-
Candless. ‘There is plenty of evidence. I

marked the house with a piece of chalk.
This morning I was round there early and
pumped the colored servaint, who was
sweeping the sidewalk. She told me that
the occupant of the second floor {ront was
named Andrews. From her descrip'ion
there could be no doubt be was identical
with Peterson. I asked harabout his habits
and she said that he was often absent uutil
the small hours of the morninz. The woman
was his wite, and they had an infant two
months old. They had been in the house
about five weeks, which would correspond
with the tims Peterson has occupied your
hall bed room on the fop floor.’

McCandless looked at Mrs. Allen tri-
umphantly.

*What do you think of that for detective
work P’ he said.

“You were right,” raturned the landlady
admiringly. ‘Peterson is a suspicious
character, probably a criminal, as you
supposed.’

‘He i3 the very ma1 the polic: are look-
ing for. Of thatI am convincad,’ said
McCandless. ‘Just resd that from the
Morning Post.’

Mrs. Allen put on her spectacles aad
read aloud as io,;lovn:

“The police have reason to believa that
Thomas Galligher, alias David Moffatt,
alias Morton, alais Geoghegan, wbo is
wanted forhighway robbery, and for whose
apprehens’on a reward of $1.000 has been
offered, ivin hiding in his city. They
hope to trace him through his young wite
and child who are living somewher: on the
West sile.’

Cin there be any doubt of it, Mrs.
Allen? I am going to communica‘e with
my friands at the Central Offize at onze
The reward is as go>d assecur:d, and
whea wa get it, Mrs. Allen, I'm going to
put a qaestion to you.’

The buxom landlady blusked and cast
down her eyes.

*You're a gay deceiver, Mr. McCand-
less,” che said.

That night McCandless let Burke and
Roache of the Central Offize into the house
at 10 o'clock and concealed them in the
basement. Peterson had not come, although
it was of the nigh's when he was accustomed
to visit the house. MecTandless was on
tender hooks, fearing his p-ey had ¢s:aped
them. About 11 o'clock the ratile of a
latch key was heard in the front door. A
click, and it opened. M Candless looking
through the parlor poriierss recognizad
Peterson. At the end of half an hour Mec-
Candless and the offi ers mounted noise-
lessly to the top flror. Theras was the sound
of a voice in Peterson's room, s:d and
laborad, as of some one in deep #fil ction.
They listened intently.

‘R 'morse burdens my spirit,’ they heard
the voice say. ‘Hardered as am in crims,
1 bava some conscienc2 left. Perhaps it is
the still small voie which tells me I am
not a lost soul. O1, could I but atone for
this last damning crime by giving myself
up to the ofli ers of justice ! 1 would gladly
do so it the act would not invclve others.
Oh, my God, hew shall I a'tain to that
peace which passeth all understanding ?’

Then th? voice fell and silence fo'lowed,
so protound that McCandless could hear
his heart thumping. He whispered hoarse-
ly to Burke and Roche: ‘It is your man;
break in the door.’

‘I guess we're safe,’ said Roche to Burke.

‘It’s a go, if you ssy so,” sid Burke.

Rche, a heavily built man, withou® an-
other word threw his shoulder against the
door, the lock gave way and the Central
Offive men rushed in with levelled pistols,
McCandless at their backs with a sword
cine.

‘The game's up,’ cried McCandless,
dramatically.

A pallid and very much scared young
man rose from a chair at a table covered
with sheets of paper. He w.sin his shirt
sleeves, and his bair was touzled.

“What 1s the meaning of this intrusion ?'
he demanded: ‘Do you want to kill me?’
‘No, on'y to lock you up,’ #aid Roche.

‘My God, gentlemen, it's a mistake.’

‘There's no nustake about it,” shrieked
McCandless ; ‘your name's not Peterson,
and you know it.’

Toe young man looked confused and
was silent.

Burke made a rush at him overturning
th> table and senling & bottle of ink spill-
ing in all directions. ln a twink'e he had
a pair of handcuffs on Petersoa’s wrists.

‘We must go round and take the woman
for a witness,’ said Roche.

They pushed and halt carried Pcterson
down the stairs to the street, Pcterson was
burried along acrois Washiogton Square,
protesting that it was a mistike end that he
cou'd exgplain.

*This is the place,’ said McCandless,
ascending the steps ot a aouse on the
corner ot Six Avenue. He pulled fiercely
at the bell, and when the door was op2ned,
McCandless led the way up to the second
floor, Burke and Roche hustling Pcterson
up before them.

‘Kaock at the lady's door,’ suggested
Burke, politely.

McCandless knocked.

A young woman ina dressing gown
appeared on the threshold. When she
caught sight of Peterson in the grasp of the
two offiers of the law, with his hands
bound together in front of him, she uttered
a cry of right.

¢«Ob, Henry, what have you done?
What is ths meaning of this ?’

‘It is an outrage, a policz outrage,’
shrieked Peterson.

‘Ha! ha! that’s an old story,’ eaid Burke
and Roche simultaneously.

‘I was arrested on suspicion of somea-
thing round in the other room,’ said Petex-
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son. ‘Tell them about it.
believe me.’

A light broke on the young woman.

“This is surely a mistake,’ she said sweet-
ly. ‘Iam Mrs. Andrews, and that is my
husband Henry, who is a writer of plavs.
We have a baby as you see. There he isin
the crib. My husband found he could not
write at home, the baby cried so much. So
he hired a room somewk .= else, and there
he went several nights each —veek to write
in peic?, coming home when he was tired’

“That is what I was doing when those
scoundre!s arresied me,’ said Peterson in-
dignantly.

‘What was that you were saying about
remorse burdening your spirii befor: we
broke in ?’ deminded Roche suspiciously.

‘I wasreading from my play, ‘The Atone-
ment of Blood, ’ answered the young man.

‘Oh, look here, this won’t do,” breke m
McCandless. ‘Why did you tell Mes. Allen
your name was Pecterson ?’

‘M.y name is Henry Peterson Andrews,’
said the young dramatist, ‘and [ gave her
my middle nam> because it was as good a
one for her as any other, since 1 didn't
want to live in her room or explain to her
why I rented it.’

‘Henry wouldn’t be a dramatist if he
wasn’t a little mysterious,” said the young
woman, with a charming smile.

Burke unlocked the handcuffs from
Peterson’s wrists.

*Anyone can see fhat this lady isn’t a
crook’s wife or this gentleman a croo¥k,’ said

They won’t

the detective. McCandless, I think your an |
ass. Come Roche, let’s be going. Midame, |

for my side partner and myself [ want tosay
that we've been victimiz:d and hope you'll
overlook our z2al. We're awtully esham-
ed of ourselves, Mr. Andrews. If you'll
forgiva and forget we'll be your everlasc-
ing friends. Don’t report us at the Cen-
tral Office or we'll be ruined.’

‘I won’t do thit.” said Peterson grimly.
‘Il do better. I’ll put it in a play.’

Burke and Roche shook hands and bow-
ed themselves out. McCandless stumbled
after them, sheep-faced and shrunken.—
New York Sun.

+«To my Life's End.”

Old age brings many aches and pains
which must be looke1 atter if health is to
be maintained. This depends more than
anything else cn the kidneys. ‘I am 85
years old,” wri‘es A Daffia, farmer, Aults-
ville, Oat , *and have bad kidney trouble
five years. My son advised Chase’s Kidney-
Tiver Pills, and I obtained immediate re-
wei. I shall use them to my life’s end?”
Y ou vill find Chase’s Pills equally effzctive
{or (bat lame back.

His Threat,

A little colorad boy, the grandson of an
old servant in a New Eagland family, is a
constant playmate of tha boy of the bouse
whose parents are particularly anxious that
their child shall treat his colored compan-
ion with gentleness.

Toey are so anxious, in fict, that the
little negro has acqiired a habit of running

to playmate’s mother with any trouble
wh  may have befillen him, sur2 of her
protection.

One day th: two boys were snowball-
ing, and in some wiy or orther tha negro
receive] an especially damp and ‘Slassy’
swowba'l in his facs, though it had been
aimed at his back.

““You better look out, William Percival ;
be cried, turning a snow-plastered faze,
from which gleam2d two small but wrath-
ful eyes, on his ylavmate. “‘If you don’t

say you won't do dat again, I take dis
count’nance rizht ia and show it to your

m

ma jos’ as itis !

Catarrh of Long Standing
Relieved in a Few

Hours.

-

[:is not alone the people of our own
| country, and prominent citizens like Urban
| Lippe, M. P. of Joliette, Q te., and other

i

i membe s of Parliament, who, having used
| Dr. Agnew’s Catarrbal Powder. pronounce
i it the most effective remedy they have ever
| known, but people everywhere are ex-
| pressing their gratification at tha effactive-
| ness ot this medicine. C. (. Archer of
| Brewzr, Mine, says: *‘I have had cat-
arrh for several years. Water would run
| from my eyes and nose, days at a time.
About four months ago I was induced to
try Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder, and
since using the wonderful remedy I have
not had an attack. I would not be with-
out it.” It relieves in ten minutes.

¢Plugging Out.”

The Louisville Times se2ms to have
found a relative of the city girl who
thought it must be cold work harvesting
the winter wheat.

The young woman of whom the Times

has heard belonzs in the West, and was
lately talking with a Kentuckian about
tobacco ani tobacco raising.

] should like ever so much to see a
tobacco-field,” she said, ‘‘especially when
it is just plugging out.”

Lillian Nordica to Women.

Health-giving Paine’s Celery Compound
the Best Spring Remedy.

Mme. Nordica has the distinction of ;be- |

iny the first prima donna born in th?
United States. .

She testifias to the wonderfal h»alth-giv-
ing effects of the greatest product of medi-
cal science—Paine’s Celery Compound.

Not since Christine Nilsson has there
been a’Margucrite to be compared to Nor-
dica's splendid impersoxation.

All her achieved successes bad for a
foundation the most unrelixing study and
effort. No one knows better than the ap-
plauded prima donna what such severe
work means to the nerves and strength.
The following letter from Lillian Nordica
to Wells and Richardson Co. must be
gratefully read by hosts of women:

7

‘It certainly gives me great pleasure to
testify to the health giving effects of Paine’s
Celery Compound. I truly believe it to
be the best of all spring reme lies.’

If the winter has left you weak and
languid, Paine’s Celery Compound will re-
store strength to your nerves, will purify
the blood and make you well. Don'tallow
nervous debility to go on. Take warning
from dyspepsia, nervous headache and
sleeplessness. Guard sgainst that tired,
played:out feeling that'so often appears as
spring approiches. Neuralgia and rheu-
matism — awful enemies — must be con-
quered.

Paine’s Celery Compound is the world’s
true disease banisher, renovater of the sys-

tem, and a life-giver at this time of year.

It quickly furnishes nutriment for tke in-
rumerable nerve fibres ; it arouses the or-
gans of digestion and assinmlation to brisk-
er action; it enables the wasted body to
! build up flash and muscle, and dissipates
1 every fearful and apprehansive feeling.

Paine's Celery Compound is truly the
medicine for women when weakened and
burdened by work and home cares. It
gives them fresh new b'ood, vim. energy
and activity, and a new lease of lite. Try
it, and whea you go to your dealer for
Pame’s Celery Compound, sce that you get
it; no other medicine can take its place
successfully.
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