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THE COPPER BEECHES 
[ But I would rather not talk about the 
| creature, Mr. Holmes, and, indeed, he has 
little to do with my story.” ’ 

(Continued.) 

. “Their reasons for their conduct. But 

you shall have it all just as it occurred. “I am glad of all details” remarke 

When I came down Mr. Rucastle met me | my friend, “whether they seem to you to 

ere and drove me in his dogeart to the i be relevant or not.” 

Copper Beeches. It is, as he said, beauti-| “I ghall try not to miss anything of . n- 
fully situated, but it is not beautiful In| portance. The one ania thing about 
iself, for it is a large square block of athe house, which struck me at once, was 
house, whitewashed, but all stained and | the appearance and conduct of the serv- 
streaked with damp and bad weather. | ants. There are only two, a man and his 
There are grounds around if, woods on | wife. Toller, for that.is his name, is a 
three sides, and on the fourth a field | rough, uncouth man, with grizzled hair 
upper hoi to Bh BatWhsapton | ep ig tig and a perpetual smell of 

road, which curves past about a hun-| drink, Twice since I have been with them 
dred yards from the front door. This|he has been quite drunk, and yet Fi 
ground in front belongs to the house, but| Rycastle seemed to take no notice of it. 
the woods all round are part of Lord| His wife is a very tall and strong woman 
Southerion’s preserves. A clump of cop-| with a sour face, as silent as Mrs. Ru- 
per beeches immediately in front of the castle, and much less amiable. They are 
hall door has given its name to the place. | 5 most unpleasant couple, but fortunately 
“I was driven over by my employer, who | T spent most of my time in the nursery 

was as amiable as ever, and was introduced | and my own room, which are next to each 
fn foes Ihe evening to id oe ad the | other in one corner of the building. 

fldren. There was no truth, Mr. Holmes, | «q ERE BEAT) pest 
in’ the conjecture which seemed to us to | sive biopor + oog 0 piv at the 
be probable in your rooms at Baker street. | diy 8 third Mrs. Ri = fobiss Ned WA sop | , Mrs. Rucastle came down 
Mrs. Rucastle is not mad. I found her to: oo o¢ter breakfast and whispered & 
be a silent, pale-faced woman, much young- | ed to her RK 3 a 4 bikers i cod 
When, hier husband, met more than |, © FT AWOL 
thirty, I should think, while he can hard- | Oh yes,” said he, turning to me; ‘we 

ly be less than forty-five. From their con- | 3T¢ VETY much obliged to you, Miss Hun- 
versation I have gathered that they have | teT, for falling in with our whims so far 
Be hasried about eeven years, that he | as to eut your hair. I assure you that it 

wae a widower, and that his only child | has not detracted in the tiniest iota from 

by the first wife was the daughter who | your appearance. We shall pow see how 
has gone to Philadelphia. Mr. Rucastle | the electricblue dress will become you. 
Sold. the in privabé that the reason why | You will find it laid out upon the bed in 

che had left them ‘was that she had an | YOUT TOOm, and if you would be so good 
1s ing aversion to her stepmother. | od to put it on we should both be extreme- 

As the daughter could not have been less | 1 obliged. 
than twenty, I can quite imagine that her| “ he dress which I found waiting for 
position must have been uncomfortable me was of a peculiar shade of blue. It 

. with her father’s young wife. | was of excellent material, a sort of beige, 
“Mums. Rucastle seemed to me to be col- | but it bore unmistakeable signs of having 

| 

orless in mind as well as in feature. She | been worn before. It could not have been | 

impressed me neither favorably nor the 

reverse. She was a nonentity. It was 

easy to see that she was passionately de- 

voted both to her husband and to her lit- 

tle son. Her light gray eyes wandered 

continually from one to the other, noting, 

every little want and forestalling it if pos- 

sible. He was kind to her alse in his 

bluff, boisterous fashion, and «. the whole 

they seemed to be a happy couple. And 

yet she had some secret sorrow, this wo- 

man. She would often be lost in deep 

thought, with the saddest look upon her 

face. More than once I have surprised 

her in tears. I have thought sometimes 

Nat it was the disposition of her child 

a better fit if I had been measured for it. 
Both Mr. and Mrs. Rucastle express. 

| light at the looks of it, which 
quite exaggerated in its vehemence. { They 
were waiting for me in the drawing-room, 
which is a very large room, stretching 

{along the entire front of the house, with 
three long windows reaching down to tie 

| floor. A chair had been placed close to 
| the central window, wi:' its back turned 

i toward it. In this I was asked to sit, and 
{then Mr. Rucastle, walking up and down 
{ on the other side of the room, began to tell 
| me a series of the funniest stories that I 
| have ever listened to. You cannot imagine 
| how comical he was, and 1 laughed until 

hich weighed upon her mind, for I have I was quite weary. Mrs. Rucastle, how- 
never met so utterly spoilt and eo ill-) ever, who has evidently no sense of humor, 
natured a little creature. He is small for | never so much as smiled, but sat with her 
his age, with a head which is quite dis- hands in her lap, and a sad, anxious look 
proportionately large. His whole life ap-| upon her face. After an hour or so, Mr. 
pears to be spent in an alteration between | Rucastle suddenly remarked that it was 
savage fits of passion and gloomy inter-| time to commence the duties of the day, 
vals of sulking. Giving pain to any crea- | and that I might change my dress and go 
ture weaker than himself seems to be his | to little Edward in the nursery. 

one idea of amusement, and he shows | 
quite remarkable talent in planning the was gone through under exactly similar 
capture of mice, little birds and Ls sang) Bros gg Again I changed my dress, 

“Two days later this same performance | 

again I sat in the window, and again I was able with a little management to see 
lau~hed very heartily at the funny stories | all that there was behind me. I confess 
of which my employer had an immense |that I was disappointed. There was noth- 
repertoire, and which he told inimitably.|ing. At least, that was. my first impres- 
ihea he naaded me a yeliow-backed novel [sion. At the second glance, however, I 
and, moving my chair a little sideways, | perceived that there was a man standing 
that my own shadow might not fall upon in the Southampton Road, a small beard- 
the page, he begged me to read aloud to'ed man, in a gray suit, who seemed to be 
him. 1 read for about ten minutes, begin- | looking in my direction. .The road is an 
ning in the heart of a chapter, and then important highway, and there are usually 

“It was my coil of hair.” 
suddenly in the middle of a sentence, he | people there. This man, however, was 

ordered me to cease and to change my [leaning against the railings which bonder- 

dress. led our field, and was looking earnestly 

“You can easily imagine, Mr. Holmes, up. I lowered my handkerchief and glanc- 

how curious I became as to what the of at Mrs. Rucastle, to find her eyes fix- 
meaning of this extraordinary perform-| pe ER did 

| ance could possibly be. They were al-|€d HEA TS with Emme he se 
ways very careful, 1 observed, to turn my She said nothing, but I am co.:vinced that 

face away from the window, so that 1 she had divined that I had mirror in 
bacame consumed: with the desire to see my hand, and had seen what was behind 
what was going on behind my back. A: me: She rose at once. 
first it seemed to be impossible, but * ‘Jephro,” said sh&] ‘there is an imper- 
soon devised means. My hand-mir. ‘nent fellow upon .the road there who 
{had been broken, so a happy though. aves up at Miss Hunter. 
| seized me, and I concealed a piece of the| * ‘No friend of yours, Miss Hunter? he 
glass in my handkerchief. On the next |asled. 

| occasion, in the midst of my laughter, I ‘ ‘No; I know no one in thése parts. 
| put the handkerchief up to my eyes, and | “ ‘Dear me! How very impertinent, Kind 

a 

J 

| ished into the shadow upon the other side. 

| 
{ly turn round and motion to him to go 
| away.’ 

|“ ‘Surely it would be better to take no 
| notice.” 
|“ ‘No, no, we should have him loitering 
| around here always. Kindly turn round, 
and wave him away, like that. 

“I did as I was told, and at the same 
instant Mrs. Rucastle drew down the 
blind. That was a week ago and from 
that time I have not sat again in the win- 
dow, nor have I worn the blue dress, nor 
seen the man in the road.” 
“Pray continue,” said Holmes. “Your 

| narrative promises to be a most interest 
ing one.” 
“You will find it rather disconnected I 

| fear, and there may prove to be little re- 
| lation between the different incidents of 

which I speak. On the very first day that 
I was at the Copper Beeches, Mr. Rucas- 
tle took me to a small out-house which 
stands near the kitchen door. As we ap= 
proached it I heard the sharp rattling of | 
a chain, and the sound of a large animal 
moving about. 

“ ‘Look in here,’ said Mr. Rucastle. 
showing me a slit between two planks.‘ls 
he not a beauty? 

“I looked through and was conscious of 
two glowing eyes, and of a vague figure 
huddled up in the darkness. 

“ ‘Don’t be frightened,” said my em- 
ployer, laughing at the start which I had 
given, ‘It’s only Carlo, my mastiff. 1 
call him mine, but really old Toller, my 
groom, is the only man who can do any- 
thing with him. We feed him once a day 
and not too much then, so that he is dl- 
ways as keen as mustard. Toller lets him 
loose. every night, and God help the tres- 
passer whom he lays his fangs upon. For 
goodness’ sake don’t you ever on any pre 
text set your foot over the threshold at 
night, for it is as much as your life is 
worth.’ 
“The warning was no idle one, for two 

nights later I happened to look out of my 
bedroom window about 2 o’clock in the 
morning. It was a beautiful moonlight 
night, and the lawn in front of the house 
was silvered over and almost as bright as 

| day. I was standing, wrapt in the peace- 
ful beauty of the scene, when I was aw- 
are that something was moving under the 
shadow of the copper beeches. As it em- 
erged into the moonshine I saw what it 
was. It was a giant dog, as large as a calf 
tawny tinted, with hanging jowl, black 
muzzle and huge projecting bones. It 
walked slowly across the lawn and van- 

That dreadful silent sentinel sent a chill 
to my heart which I do not think that 
any burglar could have done, 
“And now I have a very strange experi- 

ence to tell you. I had, as you know, 
cut off my hair in London, and I had 
placed it in a great coil at the bottom of 
my trunk. One evening, after the child 

was in bed, I began to amuse myself by | 
examining the furniture of my room and 
by rearranging my own little things. 

There was an old chest of drawers in- the 

room, the two upper ones empty and 

open, the lower one locked. I had filled 
the first two with niy linen, and, as I 

had still much to pack away, I was na- 

turally armmoyed at not having the use of 
the third drawer. It struck me that i$ 
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rae Fruit-a-tives will do it—surely and quickly. We say so—as do 

tl) people you may know who have been cured of biliousness headaches 

and constipation. Here is the experience 
wonderful Fruit Liver Tablets :(— 

i * Pruit-a-tiv-s are perfect for constipated persons. They are easy and mild in 

action and leave no unpleasant after-effects. I have recommended theis to my frici.s.” 
Mrs. A. NOBB, amherst, N.S. 

of one who tried these 

or Fruit Liver Tablets. 

soc. a box. At druggists. Manufactured by Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa. 

The only one-cent paper printing eight pages dally. 

The only paper printing two colors dally. 

The only afternoon paper without advertising on 

the front page. 

The only one-rent paper printing twelve pages and 

a comic supplement in colors on Saturday. 

The only paper publishing the new Sherlock 

Holmes storles. 

The only one-cent paper dellvered to St. John 
homes by our own carriers 

The only paper that publishes want ads. free to 

subscribers. 

The only one-cent paper printed ona 
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Two-Color Goss Press 

The only one-cent paper that publishes a sport- 

ing page. 

The only one=cent paper that does not use plate 

matter. 

The only afternoon paper that prepares copy for 

advertisers. 

The oniy one-cent paper with systematically 

arranged advertisements. 

The only paper setting all advertisemets with 

might have been fastened by & mere 

oversight so I took out my bunch of keys | 

and tried to open it. The very first key | 

fitted to perfection, and I drew the 

drawer open. There was only one thing | 

in it, but 1 am sure that you would never 
guess what it was. It was my coil of 

hair. 
(To be Continued.) 

Life! I know not what thou art, 
But know that thou and I must part; 
And when, or how, or where we met, 
I own to me’s a secret yet. 
Life, we've been long together 
Through pleasant and through 

weather, 
'T is hard to part when friends are dear— 
Perhaps 't will cost a sigh, a tear; 
Then steal away, give little warning, 
Choose thine own time; 
Say not good night—but in some brighter 

clime 
Bid me good morning. 
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reading matter alongside. 

Th=2 only paper to read if you appreciate up- 

to-dateness and double value for your money. 

The Evening Times Is the best financial and ship= 

ping journal in St. John. 

THE EVENING TIMES has the finest equipped plant 

of any afternoon paper East of Montreal. 

IT IS THE LEADING EVENING PAPER, 

AND THE PEOPLE SAY SO. 

~—Mrs. Barbauld. 
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