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Across the Grave, 

Where murmuring waters meet, 
A tale you told, 

And all the dusky sky 
Flushed red and gold. 

With tender eyes of love 
You looked 1n mine. 

oY Bristowe’s Ruse. 

Pah! another bungle ! snapped Bristowe, 
that dry old stick of a detective, throwing 
down his newspaper. If that man had had 
a smattering of science at his fingers’ ends 
he could have done the trick. Yes, you 
can all see it now. Ab, I ought to know. 
It was a bit of science that once helped me 
to net £500, get at the root of as queer a 
mystery as ever I tackled and possibly to 
save a gen'leman’s life into the bargain. 
Yes, i can tell you just how it happened. 
I wasn't on the spot till atter the crime, ot 
course, but I know exactly what took 
place. My word! 

It was Sir Gavin Grey's case, it you re- 
member—Grey, the great London banker. 
He had a fine old place down at Wimbled- 
on that his neice, Kate—as sweet and lov- 
able a girl as ever walked this earth—used 
to keep for him. Old bachelor, you know. 
They say, and I believe, that that girl 
might bave married any man she liked; 
but, of course, it so happened that the 
lucky fellow who crept into her heart was 
only a cashier at her uncle’s baok—Leo 
Markhouse by name. The old gentleman 
was staggered at first, but at the finish he 
gave way on the condition that they waited 
till the young fellow proved himself fit tor 
a partnership and for such a wife, and things 
went smoothly enough tor a time. Then 
came a deadly crash. 
Would you believe it, this Markhouse 

was fool enough to and make use ot a check 
that ought to have gone into the bank, and 
somehow or other it was found out before 
be could pay it back. Io wasn't in Sir 
Gavin to give any man a second chance. 
1 suppose ; at any rate, he called him in, 
dared him to show his face there azain and 
sent him about his business, with an alter- 
native of prosecu ion. And one evening, 
a week later, when the old gentleman got 
back to his Wimbledon house the first thing 
he heard was that Markhouse bad been 
there and that Miss Kate had gone off with 
him—gone for good. Pretty romance, 
eh? 
Now for the mystery. It seems that for 

some days Sir Gavio was absolutely crush. 
ed and never lett the house. He used to 
go up to the girl's room to make sure she 
was gone, and then he would go and sit in 
his study for hours ata stretch, hardly 
moving all the time, they said. Well, there 
was a glass door openening on a sort 
of balcony, and one night, when he was 
sitting there so, that door opened, and a 
man walked in. Burglar? No; it was 
Markhouse, come there with his wife to ask 
for one chance to redeem his backsliding. 
He said afterward they had meant to go 
boldly up to the front door, because Miss 
Kate was sure only one contrite word was 
needed to go straight to the gentleman's 
heart ; but, as luck would have it, he had 
seen the light in the stnily and chose that 
way. 
There was a fine dramatic scene; they 

said the noise of it could be h:ard halt 
over the house. Markham, he pleaded 
hard and tried to explain things, but the 
old gentleman was hird as granite. At 
the finish (I'm telling you just what I heard 
from Markaousz himselt and from Silverley 
Sir Gavin's mn servant, who, eing 
priveleged, was listening outside the door 
the whole time) he dragged open a drawer 
and threw a packet on the floor. 

‘There,’ he says, ‘vou've wasted your 
time and eloquenc2. Your wife's mother 
left her at de.th £200 and some jewelry. 
There it is and there the way out, and I 
never wish to see either of you again.’ 

Markhouse swears he never once thought 
of touching the packet, but simply stood 
still for a time, dozed by the prospect and 
the other man’s bitterness. Then he pul- 
led the glass door to and went down 
the balcony steps and along the 
avenue to where Kate was standing in a 
tremble, staring at that light from the study. 
It was queer should say to him: 

‘Leo, you never threatened him! I 
heard your voices, but I was too frightened 
to move. Leo, don’t harden your heart 
so—wou!dn’t you be bitter in his place ? 

‘Perhaps was all he said. The air ot 
this place suffocates me.’ 
Well, they had got to the ead of the 

avenue when there came after them a hoarse 
scream, unnerving enough in the circuum- 
stances. Just the one word—‘Murder’ 
and nothing more. But the worst of it was 
that the sound came from the house he 
had just lett. 
Ot course, he stood staring at the girl 

incredulously, and the next thing he knew 
was that she had broken away from him 
and was flying back up the avenue He 
followed mechanically, and instinct took him 
back to that study window. And, by Jove 
across the carpet in there, sure enough, 
lay a still figure; his wife hung over it 
with clasped hands, and the servants were 
buzzing and whispering behind. Murder ? 
Well, the old gentleman had beea stuck 
sideways, 1t seemed, as he sat. There was 
a purple mark on his right temple, and 
there was his heavy ebony ruler lying near 
by. And the man? Well, Markhouse 
suddenly woke up to the fact that they 
were pointing at him and that the buzzing 
had stopped. 

‘There he is I” says some one. ‘Don’t 
let him go! 
‘What?’ He couldn’t believe his own 

eyes, of course. They were all shrinking 
from him—even his own wife he thought, 
‘Is everyone mad ?’ he asked. Kate, what 
does it mean ?’ 
‘Mean ?* says Siiverley, stepping up, 

‘why it means murder, Mr. Markhouse, and 
you mustn't leave this house yet. Accuse 
you ?—all of us. You came here for mon- 
ey, stealtbily; I was in the hall and I 

" & 

Beloved, from heaven's height 
Those stars still shine. 

And homeward through the woods 
A hand you gave; 

And, lo, that hand doth reach 
Across the grave. 

Cr 

heard every word of the quarrel When 
you had gone 1 knocked several times, but 
the door was locked. I called the others, 
and we broke in to find him lying—no Miss 
Kate, you can’t I’ 
She had caught these words and grasped 

what they meant. Womanlike, her first 
thought was tor her husband’s safety; she 
got hold of Silverly's arms and held hum 
back by main force emploring Markhouse 
to go, to esoape, and leave the rest to 
Providence. Of course, Le ought to have 
stood bis ground, but the thought that she 
believed bim guilty fairly paralyzed him, 
it seems. At any rate he turned and went 
off without another word—as bad a thing 
as he could have done. 
For the next two days it was all chaos. 

People who called to sympathizs found 
Kate wandering about like a ghost, and 
everyone was whispering of her asa widow 
already. It seemed clear enough: Mark- 
house had struck the blow in a temper and 
was missing ; his best iriends could only 
hope that he had got ahead of the hue-and- 
cry. Twodays; then came the news that 
Markhouse had been arrested easily a few 
miles away, simply remarking that he 
cared not a jot whether they brought bim 
in innocent or the reveree. 

Miss Kate, she heard it about 7 o'clock 
that evening, and it seemed to put new 
Jite into her. She stood staring at space, 
they said, tor about five minutes and then 
sent a man galloping off with a telegram. 
That telegram was addressed to me, and 
it simply said: ‘Come instantly, upon a 
matter of lite and death.’ 

I happened to be away from home that 
night, but I took a train tor Wimbledon 
about 10 the next morning and found that 
the inquest was atoot. The jury 
had just been to view ths body, and most 
of the servants were making ready to re 
turn with them and give evidence. In the 
general excitemznt 1 had plenty of time to 
look about, while I mournfully smoothed a 
crape band arouna my hat. In 15 minutes 
I had heard a good deal. Silverley was 
my best man. I managed to buttenhole 
bim, introducad myself as the undertaker’s 
man and asked how true it was that this 
Markhouse had something to gain by Sir 
(Gavin's dcath. 

‘Don’t ask me,” he said, distractedly. 
‘That’s the dreadful part of it—that every- 
one knows his wite comes in for her uncle's 
money. I've to go and give evidence 
against him! I wish to heaven I'd never 
spoken!” 

It was all very bazy. I thought lor a bit 
and then sent up a card with the word 
‘Bristowe’ only upon it, and I didn’t waste 
time. When presently she comes down, 
with a pitiful white face and dragging steps 
and looked to see why the study door was 
open, she gave quite a piteous cry at sight 
of me down on my hands and knees pe- 
tween the desk and window there. 

‘Mr. Bristowe! You—you all know all, 
then ?’ 

‘A good deal, madam; the newspapers 
and the servants, you know.’ I told her 
cueerfully. ‘Er—of course this room has 
not been disturbed in any way? H'm, I 
ficd morsels of earth and dry leat just by 
the window, but none near that desk. 
But that’s nothing, perhaps. I want you to 
be quite calm and tell me all yon know.’ 
She did so almost lifelessly. ‘Oh, you 

are clever, I know!" she ended. a fair study 
in supplication. ‘It ycu think—you’ll never 
say so! You'll go and leave it to the 
police!” 
~ ‘Just one thing,” I said: ‘A full light 
from this jet ought to reflect on that gravel 
path, and Mr. Markhouse was between it 
and the window. You may safely tell me 
whether you saw the shadow of a lifted 
arm from where you stood—so. Hm! 
She had whispered ber ‘N—no!’ with dry 
lips and hesitation ; he bad raised his arm 
once. ‘Leave it to me.” I told her. ‘In an 
hour’il come and tell you what I think.’ 
She understood and went. Well, I puz- 

zled and puzzled over the thing and could 
make nothing ot it. The door had been 
locked, you see, and he was found dead 
five minutes after Markhouse had stepped 
out on the balcony. I had a vague idea, 
but the facts would not seem to fit in at all, 
and I suppose the hour went by, for pre- 
sently I saw her standing in the doorway, 
her eyes wide with terror. 
‘You—you didn’t come. You —you 

think—, the rest died off in her throat. If 
it had only been for hersake I should have 
tried my level best. 

‘I think nothing yet,” I told her. “It’s 
complicated, simple as it seems. You 
see, the motive was scarcely robbery, us 
the packet was found there atterward. I'll 
be plain with you: If it was not your hus- 
band, it was someone within this houre,and 
there's no clew so fer. Having nothing to 
goupen I'm going to concoct something. 
You must be pauent and give me time.’ 
She did try, and I shant forget her face 

when, an honr or so later, she came to tell 
me that her husband bad been committed 
on the coroner’ warrant. I had a plan in 
my head by that time, but I telt certain, if 
nothing came of it, there was not much 
chance for l.eo Markhouse. 
At 8 o'clock that evening the drewing 

room at the Wimbledon house presented 
rather a dramatic sight. All the house- 
hold, from Silverley down to the scullery 
maid, had filed in there at my request and 
formed a gaping, excited group. When, 
after giving them plenty of time for whis- 
pering, I walked in, carrying a black bag, 
you could have heard a pin tall. 

‘All here ?’ I began impressively. ‘Very 
good.” A queer pause. ‘Now, I wish to 
tell you all something. Up till two hours 

ago, I confess, I could find no possible 
loophole in the net that at this moment 
surrounds Mr. Leo Markhouse. I have 
called you all here to tell you that now I 
fancy there may be one.” Another breath- 
less paute, as [ fetched out a square of 
cardboard. ‘All bangs upon this,’ I said, 
a photograph ot the deceased gentleman's 
eyes, taken after death. Two hours back I 
made the accidental discovery that there 
was in those eyes the indelible reflection of 
a face, a face all but recognizable at sight, 
and then I remembered something. By to- 
morrow morning, if there is any basis for 
the well-known scieutific theory that the 
= of a person meeting death by foul 
play often catch aud retain a likeness of 
the assassin’s features, we may be in pos- 
session of the truth. Is this the face of 
Mr. Leo Markhouse ? I am not at all cer- 
tain of it; I am going straight awa4 now to 
bave this snap shot of mine enlarged ten 
fold and then— In the meantime, I will 
ask you not to let the matter go beyond 
jhe house.” 
A shiver and then a craning of pale faces 

to catch a glimpse of the photograph, but 
I was gone before they could fully grasp 
what I said. I had motioned to Kate, and 
she followed me to the hall door like one 
groping in a dream. 

‘Will you—will you save me ?' I recollect 
her whispering. ‘You have discovered this 
you suspect some one, and yetyou warn 
them all. You—it is false! Show me that 
photograph, or I shall scream out !’ 

‘Sh! you're too sensible,” I said. ‘The 
photograph! It is a blank card ; see! Mrs. 
Markhouse, I've simply played a card I 
don’t possess, that’s all. Time is precious. 
Now, listen. They think I'm off to town; 
you will let me in by the drawing room 
window io ten minutes from now. Goodby. 
First train in the morning I’ I added, loud- 
ly, and the big door clanged. 
Four hours later, when everything was 

quiet, I heard someone creeping along the 
passage leading from the servants’ quarters 
and up the stairs. I had been waicing in 
the drawing room ; I wae out in a jiffy. A 
man—yes, he was standing at the top of 
the flight, as it afraid to go on. I had him! 

Up I crept. He went straight along to 
that room and tried the handle. When i: 
gave be jumped back and almost saw me. 
Another second—then in he went. I heard 
him striking a match. I was there. He 
had lit a candle and was turning this way 
and that a drawn, white faee that bore the 
marks of a four hours’ suspense. It was 
Silverley, for years the valet of the man 
lying behind those white hangings, and it 
seemed that my bit of a bluff was going to 
have results. Holding the candle high, he 
drew back the handings and stared hard at 
the poor old gentleman's eyes. 
They were closed, ot course, and would 

never open again. He Lad waited tour 
hours in a fever for nothing at all. 
A click bebind bim did the rest. I w.s 

pulling the door to, and he sprang across 
in a fair frenzy— just too late. I man- 
aged to lock it on the outside, ard his 
nerves werer't proof against that second 
shock. He gave a sort of choking scream, 
and then all was quiet. Down I ran and 
woke one of the servants. However, 
when we opened that door there was no 
need to use force or even to ask questions. 
He was on his knees there and gasped out 
the truth on the spot. 
‘I—I did it in self-defence! Let me 

out—only let me out! They'll never bang 
me—they couldn't! You think! It was 
all quiet in there. Iran through the draw 
ing room and along the balcony, and he 
was sitting with his head down so, and the 
packet was lying there—anyone's property ! 
I—I thought he was in a fit and found my 
hand on the packet before I knew it. He 
saw me and snatched at my throat, like 
this in a passion. He was mad and would 
have strangled me, and I—I had to doit! 
Then I was frightened and ran back. I 
never meant to let Mr. Markhouse in for 
it till I—I—Oh, heavens! I didn't! 
What have I said?’ A bit more tban I'd 
expected. Enough, at any rate, to get 
him penal servitude. 
Eh! What did you say? That sci- 

entific theory was exploded long ago? 
Well, it wasn't when I went to school, and 
it helped me to uuravel this mystery when 
everything else bad failed.—Tit Bits. 
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SICK HEADACHE 
Positively cured by these 

Little Pills. 

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, 
Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per- 
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi. 

ness, Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated Tongue 

Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They 

Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable. 

Small Pill. Small Dose. 
Small Price. 

Substitution 
the fraud of the day. 

See you get Carter's, 

Ask {or Carter's, 

Insist and demand 

Carter's little Liver Pills, 
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Most Unique Contest of the Age — $200.00 Paid for 
Gorrect Lists made by Supplying Mssing Letters in 
Places of Dashes — Mo Loltery — Popular Plan of 
Education — Read All the Pariicu'ars. 

N- 

In tho United States four times ns much money iz expended for education os for the 
military. Brain is better than brawn. By our educational facilities we have become a great 
pation. We, the publishers of Woman’s World and Jeznoess Miller Monthly, have 
done much toward the cause of education in many ways, but now we offer you an opportunity to 
display your knowledge and receive most generous paymont for a iittie etnzdy. The 
object of this contest is to give an impetus to many dormant minds to awaken and think ; also 
we expect by this competition of brains to extend the circulation of Woman’s World and Jenneso Niiller Monthly to such a size that we ehall be able to charge double the present 
rate for advertising in our columns. By this plan of increasing tho number of tubscriptions and 
receiving more money from advertisers of soaps, pianos, medicines, books, baking powders, 
rely, ete., we shall add 850,000 a year to our income, and with this mathematiral deduos 
on before us, we have decided to operate this most remarkable * missing letters ” contest. 

HERE'S WHAT YOU ARE TO BO. 
There are thirty words in this schedule, from cach of which letters have been omitted and their places have been supplied A dashes. To fill in the blank spaces and get the 

(3) names properly you must have some know dge of geography and history. Wo want you te 
spell out 2s many words as you can, then send to us with 25 cents to pay for a three months® 
subscription to OMAN’s WORLD. Kor correct lists we shail give $200.4 in cash. 
If more than SOU tet sends a full, correct list, the money will be awarded to the fifty best lists 

appearance. 0, if your list contains twenty or more correct words, we shall send you & utiful Egeria Diamond Scarf Pin (for lady or gentleman), tho regular price of which is 2.25. Therefore, by sending your list, you are positively certain of the $2.25 Eu and by be- 
carefyl to send a correct list you have an oppc rtunity of the $200,009 cash award. The tance that you may live from New York makes no difference. All have equal opportunity for 

"PRIZES WILL BE SENT PROMPTLY. 
Prizes will be honestly awarded and promptly sent. We publish the list of words te be studied out. Im making your list of answers, be sure to give the number of each word : 

JES R A Gs ; ai “iN SER Se 

i - A -|- | - Name of the largest body 
of water. 

$$ M-D--E--A-E-- Asa 
4. — M —~ = (0 - A large river. 

5. T i A SER S Well nd of 

6. 8.5 AW-A- Agltyinmeor 
H ——— X A city of Canada. 

wll ae Ba Noted for displ 

wlan wuld UO f the 0. [4 FE E ne A Untied 

10. ~— A — 1] | — A city of Spain. 

a SER A city on a well known 
11. H V A island. 

dni a — A well known old fort 
is. 8 M E of the United States. 

13 8--R-L-A- ilo 
14. 8 - A x L I — A great explorer 

16. 8 — S i] —— K A noted ruler. 

Ele wun H ¥ 0 —~ | = Another noted rulen 

18. P -R- U- A — Country of Europe. 

19. A-8S T-A-1- A big island. 

- — a D 00. ~~ NB ia IR 
2%. T —_—— A — One of the United States. 

22. J-F--R--N en Lp pret 
23. —- U _—— H A large lake. 

24. E-E—-8S —-N A noted poet. 

5. 0 R85 * VEE Nn =. 
20. B - R ~—=0 A large island. 
20 ia —_B_n P : 27. W-M--8 W-R-D Popsia: family 
28. B-H-1-6 A sea. 

20. A-L-HN-]- An ocean. 
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In sending your list of bo pr mention whether you want prize money sent by bank draft, money order or registered mai we will send any way that winners require. The Seria Diamond isn ess imitation of a Real Diamond of large eize. Wedety experts istinguish it from rea except by microscopic test. In every respect it serves the purpose of Genuine Diamond of Purest Quality, Itis artistically mounted in a fine gold-plated Qin warranted to wear forever. This piece of jewelr will make a most desirable rift to a frien you do not need it yourself. At presentoursu ply of these giittsislimited, undif they areall zone when your sct of answers comes in, we shall send you $2.25 in money iRatend of the Scarf or Shawl Bin, co you shall cither receive the piece of jewelry or the equivalent in cash, in additicn to your participative interest in the 8200.00 cach prize, This noire offer is an honest one, made bya responsible publishing house. We refer to mercantile PEON og y any bank in New York. We wiil promptly refund money to you if you are discatise ed. hat more can we do? Now study, and exchange slight beatin work for cash. With your list of answers send 25 cents to pay for three months’ subscription to enr great family magazine, Woman’n World. If you have already subscribed, mention that fact in vour letter, and we will extend your subscription from the time the present one expires. To avoid insending silver, wrap money very carefully in paper before inclosing in your letter. Address 
JAMES H, PLUMMER, Puilisher, 

22 & 24 North William Street, - * Now York City, RK. Y. 

RESOURCES OF GENIUS. 

The Meaning was Obscure but the man won 

the Prize. 

At a suburban church social not long a go 
each person was required to wear conspic- 
uously upon his or her clothing some pic- 
torial or otber device that should represent 
in ‘rebus’ form the title of any well-known 
book, and all the others were to guess at 
the book intended. A prize was to be 
given for the most ingenious of these de- 
vices. 

‘Paradise Lost,” represented by a card 
upon which five dice had been pasted, and 
from which two had evidently dropped or 
been removed, was easily guessed. ‘Hard 
Cash’ was no puzzie. Neither was it hard 
to recognize ‘A Pair of Blue Eyes,” ‘Inno- 
cents Abroad,” ‘Vanity Fair’ or ‘Uncle 
Tom's Cabin,’ in spite of their pictorial dis- 
guises. 

Ouce of the guesss, however had a poser. 
Attached to one of the buttons of his coat 
was a card bearing simply the inscription : 

TON. 
Every one at last gave it up, and asked for 
the solution. 
‘Why, that’s easy,” he said. ‘It means 

‘A Tale of Two Cities.’ 
‘Explain.’ 
‘Boston and Washington. Last syllable 

of both. See? 
*That’s not fair I’ said the others. ‘It’s 

the last syllable of ‘Charleston,’ ‘Wilming- 
ton,” ‘Coshocton,’ ‘Kingston,’ and *Yank- 
ton.” We protest !’ 

‘Well, he said, ‘I won't insist. Try this 
one.’ 
He turned the card over. It was inscrib- 

ed on the other side with these three let- 
ters: 

ANS. 
After a severe mental struggle, every- 

body gave this up, also. 
‘That ought not to puzzle you,’ he said. 

‘It’s the ‘Last of the Mohicans.’ * 
He got the prize. 

“Not by Struggling. 

It was only one out of the many cases 
which marked the summer season, but it 
came home to us with especial force as we 
sat on the hotel piazza, and heard the 
young hero who had res cued two occupants 
of a capsized boat from drowning, give 
his modest version of the affair. 

‘It would have been easy enough to 
bring them ashore,” he explained, 
it they had only been able to keep 
quiet and let me do the work. But they 
seemed to feel that it was necessary to do 
a lot of struggling and hold on to me very 

tight. That came near making it pretty 
bad for all three of us.” Tnen he added 
with the air of one who knows what he is 
talking about, ‘There's no difficulty in sav- 
ng anybody who trusts himself to you per- 
fectly. 
Somehow these words brought to our 

mind a picture quite unlike an overturned 
boat aud a strong swimmer coming to the 
aid of those in danger. Instead we thought 
of ths young Christian and the perils in 
which he finds himself, with uncertain 
waves about bim and the [shores of safety 
far in the distance. How easy it is for him 
to fall into the mistake of thinking that it 
is necessary for him to struggle! What 
hard work he makes of tryiog to rescue 
himself ! And yet all that he needs is just 
to trust himsclf quietly to the One who is 
able to bring him safe to land. 

‘What is your idea of a strong minded 
woman ?’ ‘Well, she is a woman who can 
look at a photograph of a bady without say- 
ing ‘Oh !—how cute ’ 

OUR DEAR ONES 
Mothers, Wives and 

Daughters. 

of Them Suffer. Thousands 

Paine’s Celery Compound Gives 

Them Health and the Fresh- 

ness of Youth, 

When the nervous energies are exhaust- 
ed, women suffer from constipation, 
dyspepsia, kidney disease, liver trouble, 
and prostration. They are weak, tired, 
have headache, backache, sideache, and can 
not sleep. It is then that the wrecking 
of womau’s delicate organism begins. 
When sickness, disease and disaster 

threaten, Paine’s Celery Compound should 
be used without delay. This marvellous 
modern medicine will quickly impart 
strength to every weak orgsn, and restore 
the greatest blessing of life—health. A 
few weeks’ use of Paine’s Celery Compound 
will give vigor to the nervous system; 
nutrition, digestion and every special wom- 
anly function will be natural and regular. 
Rosy cheeks, sparkling eyes and the 
freshness of youth always follow the health- 
giving influences of Paine’s Celery Com- 
‘pound. “a 
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