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She knew in whose posscasion the gilded 

sixpence had been last night. 

Ought she not to make her knowledge 

ublic? : 

d Ought she not to at least confile it to 

her guardian? 
For one moment she was on the point of 
ing this, 

dos, rose frem her seat; she looked at 

Mr. Prestwich; she bad all but begun her 

confession ; but the face of the man she 

wuld incriminate rose up before her mer~ 

tal grz Be 

She remembered tha nobility of bis 

features, bis frank, brave, generous look, 

and; like a woma 1, the made up her mind 

in a moment that he was innocent. 

Sie went back in her seat. 

The words which had trembled em her 

lips were never uttered. 
She kept ber own counsel, ang suffered 

Mr. Prestwick to depart in ignorance of 

the w.ighty inform:tion she could have 

given concerning the murder in the Moat. 
ed Grange. 

CHAPIERYV. 

DETECTIVE FERRET. 

Mr. Prestwich bad only spoken truth 

when he eaid that Detective Ferret was a 
very able man. 

Able as he was, however, the murder of 
old Richard Whittaker was a mystery 

whict be scarce knew how to unravel. 
Deep in his secret heart be held a cer 

tain theory concerning if; but when he 

tried to equare that theory with facts, thers 

were diffi ulties in the way— great d.fli 

culties, end many of them. 
He did not drop hie theory on this 

account! ; perhaps he even hugged it all 

the closer; but he took care to speak of it 

to no liv. ng soul, 
On tks night of the murler, after he bad 

taken possession of the gilled eixpence, 
he ha? also secured a cazt of those suspic: 

ious feotprints on tho banks of the river, 
he had a conversation with F' rguseon. 

‘Now, I want to know at what (ime you 
left tbe house. Can you tell me exsctly— 
exiotly mindP’ 

‘Yes, sir, I can. It 
«How do you know?" 

«] seard the church cious e'rike as 1 was 

fastening the boat. Besides, when I gol 
cn to the road, I met Will Maron. It 

takes five minutes to get across the fizld to 

the road, and be alw:ys passes along the 

top of the lane at five minutes past six Ii 

that means, as I suppose it does, that he 

met hie death at that time, it is clear that 

the murderer, or murderers, walched you 

out of sight, and tken did their work im- 

medistcly. Now I have another question 

to atk yon Dn» you saiways do your 

shopping on a Friday night?’ 
‘Always’ 
«And : t the same hour? 

¢1 shouldn‘t think I often differed five 

minutes,’ 

“They ary person who Koes anyt ing at 

all about your habits wou'd know tha?’ 

«f should thik so, sir. * : 

«Mr Reginald Whittaker, for instauc: 

would know ii?’ 
A curious look flitted over the man’s 

face ; he hesitated eligh'ly, then said— 

«Yes, I should thick he would.’ 

<] believe you went into the town P D. 

you happen to know whist time it was 

when you got back to The Gringe P 

Fergusson considered for a moment or 

a a good two miles to the town,’ he 

sid slowly. ‘It takes you about half an 

hour each way. I went first to S uith’s, the 

butcher's, and after to Mason‘s, the 

grocer’s. Mason‘s clock was striking 

geven when I lett, and he told me it was 

ten minu‘es fast.’ 
‘That means 1t was 

seven ¥ . 
«Ys; that would be it, for I overtook 

was six o'clock.’ 

ten minutes to 

Tom Saaith jast before I got to the river. | 

He always goes through he G-ange field 

at abou’ a quarter past seven’ 

The detective made a memorandum 
or 

two in bis note book, gave some orders ‘o 

bis subordinates, then bu toned up bis 

great coat and walked briskly into the 

town. ; g a 

His first call was upon Ma:son, t'e 

grocer ; his second upon Santh the butcher 

Having received from these tradesmen a 

corfirma‘ion of Ferguson's statement, he 

passed on to the house of Mr, Grady, the 

principal lawyer in the place, 

Mr. Grady bad jist heard of the death 

of his old client, Richard Whittaker, ard 

was much agitated as he received the de 

tective. : 

‘I can’t believe it! he cried; I can’t bel 

jeve it! Poor old man to think o! hig com- 

ing to such an end as that! It seems too 

horrible to be true. Who could have done 

it? What could have been the motiv. ? 1 

am told nothing is missing. Is that sc?’ 
‘So far as we can tell, robbery was not 

the motiv ,’ wis the detec'ive’s cautious an 

ewer. ‘I have looked over his account: 

books, which are © very methodically. 

According to them, he would bave about 

twenty pounds in the house, and that sum 

is lying quite sate in the cash box, It was 

actually on the table at the time 2 

‘He never kept more than that by him, 

said the lawyer ‘All his money passed 

through my hands, so of course I know. It 

was bis custom to send Fergusson to the 
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sank periodically for what he wanted.’ 
‘Robbery, then, was not the motive; 

‘hat much seems clear,’ said Ferret. ‘Now, 
Mr. Grady, I have a question to ask you. 
Are you in possession_of Mr. Whittaker's 
will P 

‘Yes; [ am’ 
‘Who bene fi's under that will P I ask you 

a pliin question, snd I think you ought to 
give me a plein answer. You see itis a 
qu stion of motive. The person who bad 
most to expec! from the old man’s death is. 
in & scnse, the moat likely to have killed 
him.’ 

‘I'm afraid you‘ll get no clue bere; for 
the person named as the heir in this will-— 
and the lawyer, as he spoke, drew forth 
from a tin box. a great sheet of parchment 
‘it is believed ‘0 be dead.’ 
‘You mean the elder nephew—Jobn 

Whittaker P’ 
‘Yes. 
‘Hs was to be the sole heir 7’ 
‘He was.’ 
‘Was there nothing left to Roginald 

Whittaker ? 
‘Not a farthing. The will was drawn up 

about six months ago, when the old mar 
was furiously angry with Reginald. Hs or 
dercd me to try and find his elder neyhew, 
who went out to Australia some y ars ago. 
I alvertised for him, and made sll possible 
inquiries, but witkout success. 1 fear he is 
dead.’ . 
‘You are sure he was the sacle heir 
‘I am quite sure. I have a draft of Mr 

Whittaker's instuctions here, so I am no! 
trusting to memory.’ 
‘There was no legacy to Fergusson P 
‘None whatever. Surely you don’c sus- 

pect him! 
‘1 might have done ro if he 

to profit by the old man’s 
said the detective dryly. 

‘Well, be did not. On the contrary he 
stood to lose, for hie master paid bim a 
bundred a year. Ycu must not suspec’ 
bim 
And Mr. Grady spoke with some warmth 
‘As it happens, I do not,” raid the de. 

ective smiling. ‘And I tell you why— 
not because he hae been a faithful servant 
‘or tw nty or thirty years—but because I 
hive sccounted for his movements, and 
proved an alibi for kim. The doctor 's 
sertain that d:sth could not have teken 
place until after six o'clock; and, luckily 
tor Fergusson, he can prove that he was 
away from mix to a quarter pset seven 

when the body was found. But now, what 
about R-ginald Whitteker ? You say he 
rakes potting under the will; but has it 
sccurred to you that, it his cousin is dead 
he would inherit everything as his nex! of 
kir. 
‘Why, yes, of course he would.’ 
Aud ihe lawyer locke? viry blank, 
‘Did he know how his uncle's will was 

mzds 
‘He did.’ 
“Then he knew that he wae, to all prac- 

tical intents and purposes, the heir. 
The two men lcoked at each other in 

silvmce. 
The lawyer could not spesk a word. 
He saw what was in the detective’s mind 

and a terrible suspicion was flishing 
through his own. 

— — — 

CHAPTER VIL. 
REGINALD WHITTAKER 

Reginald Wiitttsker had apartments in a 
small strect leading off Russell Square. 
He bad been living in London ever since 

his uncle, in 8 violent fis of passion, bad 
torbidden him hi» house, and stopped his 
allowance. 
The old man had, in {ruth, been unjust 

(0 bo'h his nephews, 
He had brought them up since their or- 

phaned iafancy, end bad so treated them, 
that they were jisufied in locking te bim 
ior the means of subuatance, 
Tzen be had quarrelied with them both 

or a mere caprice 
J hn't off :uce had been that he wou'd 

ot marry a wife of his uncle's choosing; 
Reginald bad asked for the right to cboos: 
bus own profession, 

I':e old msn bad wanted kim to be a 
iawyer; his own tastes were literary and ar 
is'ic, and be had revelled 

For this rebellion he had been renounced 
and disinherited. 

Fiusbed with youthful pride and sel!-con 
filence, be had gone up to Londen to seek 
his fortune, bad failed, got into diffi ultics, 
and, as we know, bad at length been re 
duced to appeal to his stern old uncle for 
pecuniary help. 
On the morning sfter the murder he sat 

at breakiast in bis 1a her dreary lodgings 
He sat at the breaktest table, that is to 

say, for o! food he did not est one morsel 
H: looked with a shudder at the egus 

and %acon, pushed away the toast, and, 
having gulped dows a single cup of tea, 
drew on his boots, and prepared to go out. 
He was a slight, gentlemanly looking 

young tellow, of perhaps three and twen'y 
yenrs of age 
Most p:ople called him handsome, and 

#0, iv a sense, he was; but there was a rest 
less glitter in his hight blue eycs and a look 
ot irresolution about his well cut lips which 
would bave made his face, to tuoughtful 
odscrvers. a not altogeihsr pleasing one. 
A ptysiognomist would probably have 

said he was a weak man, one who would be 
easily tempted into sin, or even into crime 

stood 

death,’ 

He went up into his bedroom, and, when 

he returned, he carried a fiir eiz a parce 
under his arm. 
He carried this furtively, ws it were, 

pressing it ae close to his body as he could 

ard seen ig to be anxious for it to escape 
obrervstion. 

His landiady was in 
walked out. 
She glanced at the parcel. 
‘Syme more pictures, Mr. Whittaker ? 

she said. 
‘Ys; some more pictures,’ ssid the 

young man, in a vervous kind of fashion, 
and hurried out, as if fearful of being ques 
tioned further. 
He walked viry quickly un'il he came 

to a pawnehop ; then he stood fora mwo- 
ment or two staring up at the three golden 
balls, as if irresoiute, and finally passed in 
at ths pledge entrance, and laid bis parcel 
on the counter. 
When he came out, which he did in 

about ten minutes, he looked very pale 
and nervous: he even took out his bhand- 
kerchief to wipe away a slight presperat- 
ion woich bad gathered on his brow. 
He was too engrossed with his own 

thoughts to notice anything that passed 
around him, or he might perhaps have ot- 
served that a man who had stood at the 
street corner when he came out of his 
lodgings, was now locking in at the win- 
dow ot the pawnproker’s shop, and was 
most certainly watching him though under 
cover of an air of great indiffarence. 
Wh n R-ginald Whittaker movsd City- 

wards, this man moved after him; but he 
did not follow kim fsr. 
He watched him get on to a bus bound 

for Liverpool Street, then he quietly re- 
traced his steps to the pawnbroker’'s shop 
aud went inside it. 

x » » * 

Hilf an hour later, a man in semi cffiic. 
i | dress knocked at the door of the house 
in which R-ginald Whittaker bad lodg 
ings. 
To the servant who opened the door he 

said he bad come to look at the gas meter 
end was admitted at once. 
Having examined the meter, he prof:es- 

ed to find som: defect, and acked to look 
at the fittings in one or two of the rooms. 

‘There is certainly an escipe somewhere 
be said, as be examined one firing alter 
acother. ‘Should vou mind my stepping 
into the bedroom ?' 

N> objection was made, and he wen; 
upstairs. 
The first bedroom he 

Ro zinald Whittaker’s. 
He closed the door behind him, and, in- 

stead of looking at the gas fittings, crossed 
over to a hesp of clotoes whieh lay on a 
chair beside the bed. 
They were a complete suit of R-ginald 

Whittaker’s. 
The trousers up to the knees, were wet 

and mudatuined, for all the world ae if 
their wearer had waded in them through 
some pond or river. 
There w:s a pair of boots pushed far 

the pnesige as be 

entered was 

away under esath the bed; these, too, 
were wet and muddy. 
The man drew them forth, snd locked 

at them attentively. then very coolly stow- 
ed them away in a black bag he carried 
with him. 
He went straight downstairs without 

entering any other bedroom, acd, remark- 
ing that he had made all right, qu tted 
the house. 

CHAPTER VII. 

What They Found in The River. 

It wae two day= after the murder. 
The inquest had been beld snd the 

stereo'yped werciet returned: ‘‘Murder, 
by some person or pers2ouvs urknown.’ 

Dasrective Ferret spent a great del of 
bis time a! the Mounted Grange. 

IL wyer Grady bad told him that oid 
Rizhard Whittaker bad been in the habit 
of keeping a journsl, or diary, and it was 
fer tins he seared bour after our with tira 
leas care. 

At l:ngth his patience was re wardad. 
In an spcient cebst be found a secret 

drawer and there lay the journal. 
The detecrive opened it with eagerness. 
H+ believed he should find there, in the 

dead man’s own handwriting, & clue to th 
mur erer. 
As be turned prge afrer page over, his 

eye giittered and spaikled 
He made notes of four entries, then re- 

etored the journal to ite place. 
Tht will do,” he muttered. ‘The mo- 

tive is plaice. ad, [ think, the method of 
the crime, The next thing is to drag the 
river. 1% ¢dd to me if we dup’ find the 
great eecrei (here.’ 

tle welk d out of the house, musing 
doop'v In the garden Le was me! b; 
F. 1; u son. 

Taecre's M+ Preg'wich and Miss Mro- 
l nd in th fi ld, sir. I think they ara 
wantiog to speak to you.’ 

‘Ali night. Just row me across Fergus- 
acon. 

F .rguston did as he was bid. 
As (he detective was stepping into the 

boat, he stked him a question— 
‘Have you heard how Mr Ri gin:ld 

Whiti:ker 1s sit? 
Yes; he is confined to bis bed. The 

doctor tears he will bave rheuna’ic fever. 
It secms he got a terrible wetting a night 
0° two 8,0. 

F.rrt, as he spoke. looked keenly at 
F rgusson. 
He, how ver, did not secm conscious of 

the scruiny ; at any rate, bis countenanc: 
moved not a muscie. 

‘I should’nt be surprised,’ he said quietly 
‘H: alwryes was a rare careless sort, was 
Master R -ginald.’ 
The boat reached the other bank, and 

there in the fi:ld, stood Mr. P.estwich 
and Ruby. 
Riby looked pal: and agitatel. Tas 

last two days had been full of wretched 
ness ‘or her, 

[ie secret which she kept locked in hee 
breast might well rob her eye ot its sparkir 
and her cheek ot its bloom. 

Sometimes sbe told herself she could 
kcep the gocret no longer. She must con- 
fide it to someone, or it would lor ever 
destroy her peace of mind. 

She won”ered what would happen if she 
wep lo tlt 
What would Dtective Ferret do if she 

ay ® him: I know who dropped 
the gilded sixpence. At any rate, I know 
whose possession it was in on the night the 
murder was committed.’ 

He would of course conclude that the 
dark. handsome man, in the guise of a 
tramp, was the murderer. 
Ruby felt convinced of this, and the con 

viction suffi ed to hold ker bak from 
spoeking 

S.e could not bear the thought of be- 
traying the man who bad trusted her, and 
whom ebe trusted. 
O ser people might think what they 

might ; bu! she wou'd never belicv> he war 
guilty of crims. 

She believed he knew who had committed 
the muraer, and was trying to shield somc- 
one ; but that he had dore it himself—- 
never! never! 
So Ruby declared, in ker own heart, 

again and again ; but that Reginald Whit 
taker should be suspected was dreadful to 
her, too. 

She had known him well when h2 was 
liv ing with his uncle at The Grange; had 
knows bim, and liked him, and could not 
besr to think evil of him now. 
Her guardian accosted D-tective Ferret. 
‘We've heard Reginald Whittakor is ill 

fait truef’ 
‘Yes.' 
‘His illness is sudden, isn’t it? 
‘Rither. He was well enough two days 

ago’ 
‘What ie the matter with hii? 
*Taey do say rheumatic fever.’ 
‘Doses he know Lis uncle is dead?’ 
‘Oa, yes, he knows,’ saii the detective 

drilv. 
Mr Prestwich drew nearer and spoke in 

a low voice. 
‘You don’t really suspect him, Ferret? 

he raid gravely. 
‘It's no matter wht anyone suspects, if 

were | 

he can prove an alibi, Mr. Prestwich,” was |, 
the evasive answer. 

‘Well, end can he do so? 
‘That remains to be seen. At present 

be is ill in bed, and | suppose the matter 
may rest for a little while. You know 
what the verdict is of course?’ 

‘Yes. 1 noticed, Ferret, that you did 
not put in as evidence that letter which 
R-ginald wrote to bis uncle.’ 
No; I bad my reasons, Mr Prestwich.’ 
Raby stood in silence, listening, 
A’ one moment she thought the detect 

ive did suspect R ginald; at another, a 
strange fancy sez 4 her that be was only 
pretending to suspect him. 

It this were so, did he suspect anyon: 
elsc? Did he know anything of that 
etracger to whom she had given the six- 
penc:? 

KF .rrst touched his hat, and moved away 
asi anxicue to bring the conference to an 
en, 
Youll excuse kim, Mr. Prestwich 

Pve some particular business to attend to,’ 
he s:id. 
He beckoned to a constable who stood 

ncar, awaiting his orders, 
‘Where is the nearest drag kept? he 

asked 
‘At Simon‘s Farm’ 
‘Gro and get it—get men also, of course. 

I w nt to drag ths river. 
Thae drag -aef-tched. 
A couple of stout men cam? wi‘h it and 

speedily set to work. 
M:. Prestwich and Ruby remained to 

see tha resalt, 
Ferret walked away as if ind ff :rent, 
Fir some time nothing w.e found of the 

least importance but a last the men gave a 
shout of surprise, for the drag bad got en- 
tangled mn some objec» 

‘Whatever is it?) said Mr Prestwich, as 
be saw the diffi ulty the men had in briog- 
ing the object to the surface. 

‘Is it a body?" whispered Rany. *O.! 
gu rd:an!’ and she clung to Mr. Prestwich 
shu ‘dering. 

No wo, my dear! Whose body should 
lith 

But even while he thus reassured her, 
he himeelt looked grave 
Tae nex’ moment. however, there was 

an end to all susp nes. 

The drag was hited and with it the 
object that encumbered it. 

Acry of am z ment rose from every one 
wDO saw if 

{t was, io truth, the strangest thing—s 
bicycic! ° 

I'a- first burs: of am zZ ment had scarce- 
1ded when D tectivea Ferret came iy 8H 

troll ng back 

Oe 2t the men ran to meet him, esger 
first (0 tell the news. 

Wil, my man, you've found som=thing, 
have you? What isi ® 

Tie rummiest thing you aver knew, sir 
—a bicycle 

‘A meycle? H'm! A queer thing to b 
it th vottom of the river, a8 you say, un 

l:8s the nody of the msn who used to rile 
itis there as well ? 

‘No, rir there's no bedy.’ 
‘Well, then, [ don't see that 1) throw: 

muct got upon this present bosiness 
Bu anyone who koew D tectivy: F rret, 

and who new the expression of his face 
win he was well pleased and estisfied, 
would have said that the drag had brought 
up th- identical object which he had woped 
«nd expected to fiad in the river-bed. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

IN THE BARN. 

The next day was Christmas Eze. 
It broke with a grey, woolly sky which 

beoke | snow; and. mmdeed, a thin layer 
of snow lay on the ground already, hara- 
ened by a teuch of trost. 
Ruy. gowne! in a costume of warm 

crimson cloth with a pret'y muff snd fur 
of sott chincilla, hod! 1a dong the road 
which lay betweea her own home and th» 

Mated Grange. 
It did not need the sight of the old ged 

brick house, standing amid the trees # the 
island, a fi:lo’s length trom the road to 
remind her of the tragedy which had been 
enated there. 
Tht tragedy was forever in her mind. 
Nigut and day she thought upon it; and 

always with a haunting fear that she was 
doing wrong in concealing what she koew 
concerning the gilded sixpench. 
She was at somo little distance from 

The Grange when ssow began to fall. 
It come taster and faster; she Igoked 

about for shel er. 
Tobere was a barn in a field just = pide 

tho road. 

S13 made her way ‘ot, intending to 
stay th.re until the storm shinli b: over. 
Bat scarcely had ghe reached it, when, 

sa she stood in the doorway, she saw a 
‘man advancing swiftly along the road she 
had just q ritted. 

Lier buart gave a great beund. 
Even through the whirling snowflakes 

she recogniz 4 him. 
It was the m:n on whom h-r thoughts 

were running —~the man in the guise of a 
tramp. 
He came straight towards the barn, 
Sie koew that he must hava ben follow: 

ing her on tha road. 
He took off his hat, baring his head to 

the driving snow, as he approached her. 
‘1 beg your pardon most earnestly for 

presuming to come here to you,’ be said. 
‘There is something which I wish very 
much to ssy to you—somethibg which it is 
almost necessary I should say * 
S se simply bowed her head in assent. 
She was intensely curious to hesr what 

he bad to say ; intenecly interested,but not 
at all slirmed. 
_ She could not understand her own feel- 
ings. 

It seemad to her she ought to have been 
frightened at this man; she ought to have 
trembled at his presence, and shunned the 
very sight of him ; for did not a ns cloud 
of mystery overshadow him —a cloud which 
might eyen be tbat of an awful crime ? 

‘These sho toll herself would hava been 
the feelings of most girls concerning him; 
but, how it wis she koew not, she could 
no: reason herself into any such frame of 
mind. 

A secret voice in her beart bade her 
truat him, and sha obeyed the voice 
H- stepped jistinside the barn, with an 

air of protound and almost chivalrous res- 
pect 

Hea still wore the thick, common shoes 
and th: shabby overcoat; hut she looked 
at his face, and agaia sho told hersail that 
that face was nobls,— and frank ,and trae. 
‘Miss Morcelaand,’ne began,in a low esrn- 

est voice, ‘will you honour m= by permitting 
to give you my cocfiienes P Lit ma fis 
tell you who I am.’ 
He paused, and look2d at her. 
Heo saw she was palpitating withi terest. 
Her very heart shone in ber eyes. 
‘I am not what I seem. I am a gontle- 

m:n.’ 

There was a simple dignity in his bear. 
ing as he spoke, which becam: him well. 
None but a gentlemin could hav: utter 

ad those words. 
Riby’s heart beat fast 
A vew and nameless jiy thrilled through 

every fisre of her being. 
‘I’ need not only tell vou 

wont on Ler compario:, t.n 
understand how it is I know yo 
Jobo Whittaker.’ 

‘John Whittaker I 
Ste repeated the words, w 

checks and shining eves. 
J bn Whittaker P 
Wouf he bad been her hero a 

doz n years ago whha sha a ¢ hi 
and he a handiomi, dicing, a 
lad of sixtecn, 

Sie had Fone away to liva in 
part of E gl:nd when she wa 
years old, and had not retusned 
pledene ua'il miter he had gone 
ralia, and go they had never s, 
otoer in all these years but his 
still lingered sweetly and pleasan 
huart. 

No wonder she had felt so drawn to- 
wards bim 
No wonder she felt able to trust him in 

the face of all. 
The o' ly wonder was—so sha told her- 

selt reproachiully— that she hid not recoz- 
nizzd mm; thoush surely this was not 
8 range it we consider how graar a d ffar- 
cuca rhere nocesssrily m13t be between tha 
tall brorz 4 man of twenty eight and the 
swoon faced stripling of sixtsen. 

Chere was silence for s mom ut after 
ber ficat deliguted exclamanon; tsea 
teaukly. sweetly, charmingly, sha stepped 
orw-rd, ani put her nag in his 
‘Wuy diiln’t you tell ma hetore ?' she 

gail, with ‘be Kindest look ‘O:! I wish 
I bad Kacwn I 

[ 20 you wouldp’ bev: piven me ths 

I ce «tl yu? b_rehed, to'cirg be 
fi 0 © Iu hus, and smihog down upon 

ner It, clowing face, as it he found 
itv ry p'ess nt picare for Lis eyes to 

The €x® 'm nt tbe ‘mile tated, and 
he sig! i ra 
Pswiu suzhts bad ottruded on bis 

mint 
*Y ou shall oot bavs half couu ‘ences, he 

said; ‘I will tell you all Then you will 
understand bo # that unlucky con got to 
The wrange. 
Hs paused a moment so arrsnga hie 

thoughts ; then hegan— 
‘l presume you know I had a serious 

puerrel with my poor ol! uncle five years 
ago. He was unreasonable, and I was 
proud spirited, and so we came to grist I 
wnt away to Australia, and ier a long 
time I did badly enough there, though I 
worked lik- a negro slave. Indeed, | wae 
so dreadfully hard up ‘harl vowed my 
uncle should never know .nyibing of me 
or my concerns. [lived uader an sssum 

| ed name ; and, although [ ssw [ was being 
Continued on Page Threc, 

- 


