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“The Screaming Skull”

Q The second and concluding part of F. Marion Crax-
Sord’s story of ‘“The Screaming Skull” will appear in
next week’s Collier’s. It -moves succesgfully to a climar of
horror. In its cumulative skill of terror by suggestion, it
reminds the car¢ful reader of Mr. Crawford's * The Upper
Berth,” where, also, nothing is told but everything im-
plied.  In this concluding chapter the church sexton plays
his part in finding the missing jaw-bone that makes a per-
JSect fit.  And the mystery of the boiling lead is solved.



Part 1

IH\'F often heard it scream. No.
m not nervous; I am not (l:m 3
in

ive, an
hoste, uness that thing is one-
t hates me almost
an moeh as 16 hated Luke ‘Pratt,
and it screams at mie,

16 1 were you, I would never tell
?

of killing people, for you
at the table o iired of hin or her pearest and deur-
est. | have alwa, . Pratt’s death.
and 1 suppose | Tespomible for i in ' way,  hough
hieaven knows I never wished her anything but long
and bappiness. 161 had ot told that atory, she might be
k hing screams.
'I-c was a good little vmlm\m with n -“w tem|
things eonsidercd, and o nice, gentle but | remem-
her henring her ance when she thought her little hoy
was killed by a |||slol that went off. though every one was
It wus the same scream; ex-
ver at the end;

sure that it wa m\l loaded.

nd his
wife were not on good terms. o bicker a bit

e wanere. ot 1 often motiend tht
little Mra. Pratt got very red and bit her lip hard to keep
lier temper, while Luke grew pale und said the most offen-
sive things. e was that sort when he was in the nursery,
1 remember, nnd terward at Wehool.
you know; that is how I came by this house: after he died,
and hix boy (')mrlt-\ was Killed in South Africa. there were
no relations left. Yes. it's n pretty little property, just the
sort_ of thing for an old sailor like me who has taken to
gurdening.

One always remembers one’s mistakes much more vividly
than one's cleverest things, doesn’t one? 1've often noticed
it. | wan dining with the Pratta one night. when I told
them the story that afterward made so much difference. It
was a wet night in November. amd the sea was moaning.
Hush—if you don’t s ill hear it now

ou hear the tide? ¢ sound, isn't it? . Some-
times, about this there it is! Don't
be frightened.

t's only n noise,
after all! But
always people who think it
or something, You won't hear it again ton
for it docsnt often come more than ong
Fight. Put another tick on the fire and a ittle more atuff
into that wenk mixture yow're so fond of, Do you remem-
ber old Blauklot. the carpenter. on that German ship that
picked u up w Clontarf went to the bottom? We
wero e howlin u pale one night. as anug o
with no land within five bundred miles und the
Comingz up and falling off as rexo! lockwork. © Ihddv
1o Tour hechlon nhore tis might, poyat old Binnklot sang
out ax he went off to hix quarters with the sailmaker. 1
often think of that. now that I'm ashore for good and all.
Vou, it wwe on w might like (his, when | wan at home
I, wailing to take the Olympia out on her first
‘ovae that sho broke the record.
Ninety-two was the year.

Arip—it
you rememher—but that’dates it.
early in Nove

The weather wan dirty, Pratt was out of femper. and
the dinner was bad. very bad indeed, which didn’t improve
matters, and cold, which made it worse. The poor little
lady wax very unbappy about it. and insisted on mnking a
Welsh rarebit on the table to counteract the raw turnips
and the half-boiled mutton. Pratt must have had a hard
day. Perhaps he had lost a patient. At all events, he was
in a nasty temper.

“My wife is trying to poison me. you see!” he said.
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“She'll succeed some day.” 1 saw that she was hurt. and
I mude believe to laugh, and said that Mrs. Pratt was much
too clever to get rid of her husband in such a simple way;
and then 1 began to tell them wbout Japanese tricks with
spun glans and chopped horschair and the like.
Pratt was @ doctor knew u lot more than 1 did
about such , but that only put me on my mettle, and
Told o atory ahout & woman in ireland who did for three
hushands before any one suspected foul play.
Did you never Tiear that tale? The fourih husband man-
I'to keep avake and cauht . und she was hanged,
How did she do it? She drugged them and poured melted
lead into their cars through  little horn funnel when they
were nslcep.
... No—that's the wind whistling. It's backing up to
the southward sgain. [ can tell by the sound. Beaiden, the
other thing doesn’t often come more than once in an_ even-
ini. even &t this time of Sear—when it happened, . Yos, it
was in November. Poor Mru. Pratt died suddenly in her
bed not. long after 1 dined here. I can fix the date. because
he news in New York by the stenmer that followed
o, ympia when | took her mu on her first trip. You
Ind the heofric the same you Ves, I remember.
o pnirof old bulfers we are commg to be you and [.
carly fifty vears since we were apprentices together
the Clontarf. " Shall you ever forget old Rlauklot? “Tiddy
te hoor beebles nshore. poy; a, hn! Take a little more
with all that water. 1s the old Hulstkamp 1 found in
the cellar when this house came to me, the same I brought
Luke from Amsterdam five and twenty vears ago. He Iind
er touched u drop of it. Perhaps he's norry now. poor

fellow,
Where did 1 leave off?

T told you that Mrs. Pratt died
uddenly—ves.  Luke must huve boen lonely here after she
was dead, 1 uk: 1 came Lo xee him now and then,
and o Tooked worn and nervous, and fold me thal his
practise was growing too heavy for him, though he wouldn’t
take un aseistant on any aceount. Years went on, and his
son was killed in South Africa, and after that he began to
be queer. There was somet t like other
people. T believe he kept profession to
e end; there wan no complaint of bis laving made bad
mistakes or anything of Tt sort. gt e
ook whout bime

Luke was a redheaded man with a pale face when he
was young, and he was never stout; in middle age he
turned w wandy gray. and after his son died he grew thinner
and thinner (ill his head looked like n skull with parch-
ment. stretched over it very tight, and hia cves had a sort
of glare in them that was very disagreeable to look n

He had an old nlou that poor Mre. Pratt had been fond
of and that wed to follow her cveryy He wap n bull-
dog, and the swectext tempored b er saw, though
lie had a hitehing hin unm‘ fip behind one of
fungs that frightened atrangers & good deal.  Sometimes,
of an evening, Pratt and Bumble—that was the dog’s nnme

used to xit and look ut ench other time, thinking
about old times, I suppose, when Luke's wife used to sit
in that cluir you've got. That was ulways her place, and
this was the doctor’s, where I'm xi Bumble used to
climb up by the footatonl—he wax old and fat by that time,
and could not jump much, and his tecth were getting shaky.
He would look stendily at Luke, and Luke looked steadily
at the dog. hin face grow "

with two little coals for eyes: and after about five minutes
or m. though it may have heen leas, old Bumble would sud-

denly begin to shake all over, and all on a sudden he would
an awful howl, as if he had been shot, and tumble
and hide himself under

st uj
out of the ensy-chair and trot awa
dhe sidebonrd. and lie there ma

Consideri
is not s\lrpnsm‘z
tive, but [ can quite
woman into hyster
in parchment.

At last I came down one day before Christmas, when my
ship wan in dock and I had three weckn off. Bumble was
not ul)onll, and I said casually that I supposed the old dog
wa

e e might v xent  semitive
—his head lonked so much like a skull

s Pratt answered, and T thought there was some-
llnng 0dd in his tone cven before he went on after a little
puwse. 1 killed him.” he snid presently. “I could not
stand it any lon

T asked what it was that Luke could not stand, though
T uessed well enough.

“Hle had n way of sitting in her chair and glaring at
me. and then howling.” Luke shivered a little. “Te didn’t
suffer at all. poor old Bumble.” he went on in a _hurry, s
if he thought | might imagine he had been cruel. “I put
dionine into hia drink, to make him slecp soundly. and
then I ehloroformed him gradually, so that he could not
hmve felt_muffocated even if he was dreaming. It's been
quieter since th

1 wor he meant. for the words slipped out as
it o couid ot hel saying them. I've understood since.
He meant that he did not hear that moise so often nfter
the dog was out of the way. Perhaps he thought at firat
that it wan okd Tumble in the yard howling at the moon.
though it’s not that kind of ki
what it io, if Tuke didn't.  It's only el
a noise never hurt anybody yet. But he wi
imnginntive than 1 am, o doubt there really i
(hing wbout this place that 1 dom't underatand; but whon
I dow't underatand & thing, T call it a phenomenon, and [
den't take it for granted that it's going to kill me. as he
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did. 1 don’t understand cverything, by long odds, nor do
you, nor man who has been to sea. 6ed o
talk of tidal waves, for instance, and we could not account
for them; now we account for them by calling them sub-
marine earthquakes, and we branch off into fifly theories,
any one of which might make carthquakes uite compre-
hensible if we only knew what they are. 1 with one
of them once, and the mlm-ml flew
table against the ceiling of m
pened to Captain Lecky—I (I-re sy you've read about it
n his “Wrinkles.” Very good. If that sort of thing took
place ashore. in this room for instance, a nervous perso

would talk about spirits and levitation and ity things that
mean nothing, instead of just quietly setting it down as a
“phenomenon’’ that lis ot been explained Set. My view

that voice, .

H(‘-‘iil(‘l. what il there to prove that Luke killed his wife?
1 would not even suggest such a thing to any one but you.
After all, there was nothing but the coincidence that poor
ittle Mra. Pratt died suddenly in her bed n few days after
1 told that story at dinner. “She was not the only woman
who ever .r like that. Luke got tor over from
the next and they agreed that she had died of some-
thing the m-tlrr with her heart. Why not? It’s common
enough.

Of course. there was the ladle. I never told anybody
about that, and it made me start when I found it
cupboard in the bedroom. 1t was new, too—a little tinned
iron ladle that had not been in the fire moro than once or
twice, and there was xome lead in it that ha ted.
and stuck to the bottom of the bowl, nll um.\‘ with hard-
ened dross o But that proves nothing. A country doc-
tor i generally a handy man. who does everything for
himself, and Luke may

o gm up from the
‘The same thing hop-

ve on ight-line ;
perhaps i it forthe. ) clock ar something
fike that. AN the same. when 1 found it 1 had n rather
queer sensntion. hecause it looked %o much like the thing
1 i desribed when | tokd them the story. "Do xon wun-
derstand? It affected me unplensantly,

awa e ut dhe bottom of the sen n mile Trom the Spit.
and be jolly well rusted beyond recognizing if it's
ver washed wp oy the {ide,

You seo. Lk mi bave bought it in he
ago, for tlic man sclla just such Indles still. ‘1 suppose they
are uved in cooking. i Uhera s o shpon
an_inquiitive liowemaid Shoutd i such o thing Iying
about, with lead in it, und wonder what it was. and per-
haps talk to d who heard me tell the story at d
o hat "t married (he Plunibers son in tha village,
and may remember the whole thing.

You understand me, don't you? Now that Luke Pratt
i ied beside his wife. with an

head, 1 should not eare to
wrt his memory. They are
"There was trouble enough

silluge yenr

stir up anything that could
bath dend. and their won, too.
ahout Luke's death s it w
How? ' He wan found dead on the beach one morning, and
tiere wan a coroner’s inquest. There were marks on hix
throat, but he had not been robbed. The verdict was that
he had come to his end “by the hands or teeth of some por-
son or animal unknown.” for alf the jury thought it
might have been a big dog that had thrown him down and
gripped_his windpipe, though the skin of his throat was
not broken. Xo one knew at what time he had gone out.
nor where he had been. He was found lying on his back
above high-water mark. and an old eardboard bandbox that
hiad_ helonged to his wife Iny under his hand. open. The
lid had fallen off. He seemed to have been carrying hmln'
a skull n’ the box—doctors are fond of collecting s

things. It had rolled ou ny near his hend, and it
was 0 remarkably fine . rather sl beautifully
shaped. and very white, with perfect tecth. That ia to

ay, the upper jaw was perfoct. but there was no lower
one at all when T first um\ it.

Yes, I found it here when
white and polished. like a thin
n glass case, and the people did not v e
from, nor what to do with it; o they put it back int»
the bandbox and set it on the shelf of the cupboard in the
hest bedroom, and. of course, they showed it to me when
1 took possession. 1 was tuken down to the beach, too, to
be shown the place where Luke was found, and the old
fisherman explained just |
beside him. ‘The only point he could not explain was why
the akull had rolled up the sloping sand toward Luke's
head instead of rolling downhill to hix feet. It did not
xcem odd to me at the time, but | have often thought of
it since, for the place is rather steep. I'll take you there
to-morrow if you like—I made a sort of cairn of stones
there afterward.

When he fell down, or was thrown down—whichever hap-
pﬂml—-tlu mlullmx struck the sand. and the lid came off.
and the iz came out, and ought to have rolled down.
But it dltln'l It was close to his head. almost touching
it. and I\lrm-d “i the face toward it. 1 say it didn't

atrike me a3 when the man told me; but I could not
Iu-lp lllinklng nlm\ll it afterward. again and again, till 1
saw o picture of it all closed my eves; and
then I began to ask » the plaguy thing had
rolled up instead of dow y it had stopped’ near
Luke’s hea stead of ln\'\nlnﬂe clse, & yard away. for
instance.

You naturally want to know what conclusion I reached.




1IER’S

Christian and ja Iying in the churchyard, \\Iwre they put  fill up and look like it. What do you suppose he put
her, and that it's poﬂ«llv monstrous to 8¢ ler hus-  there under the sheet? .
band kept her skull in her old bandbo s bedroom, T domt. wonder xon take me up on what I'm saying!
Al the xame. in the face of « common sense and  Firat | tell you that I don’t want to know what Imppﬂml
robability. 1'm_convi id. ors do all  and that I kate to think about horrors. and then | describe
sorts of queer th ve mke men like you and  the whole thing to you as if 1 had seen it. ln th- mrc
el et

and those nre just ll\(- lllmgs that don't was her work-bag that he put there. | mber
an’s Wife, and What Followed

t
the bag very well, for she always used it of an evening;
was made of brown plush, nnd when it was stuffed full
the size of—you understand. Yes, there I am
ih at me. but you don’t live
and you didw't tell Luke the
I m ot ne

n v it
R D that he really Ritled hor, and did 1 in that \u\v. us the
woman killed her husbands in the story, and that he was
dont you? None that at all explained the rolling, at all  wiraid there mixht b amination’ <ome duy  wl tory about tlm nu-llﬂl lead.
events,  But 1 xe into my head, after a I betray You see. | told that too, and 1 b I 1 begin to feel t rstand why some
unll' that made me feel .l.mnnxlu ncomfortable, eve it had really happened some fifty or sixty years ago. people are. 1 dwell on all llnn when T'm ulone. and
1 dom’t menn ax to anytl natural!  There  They dug up the three skulls. you know, and ‘there was dream of it, and when that thing sereams—well. frankly,

m\ e ghosts, oF there may m not - a sinall lump of lead rttling about in ench one. That 1 don't like the moise any more than you do, though I

i ? ving people except  was what hanged the woman. Luke remembered that. 'm  should be used to it by thi t
by frigd 3 part, | would rather face sure. 1 don’t want to know what he did when he thought L ought not to be ne snil
any -Impe of Lh'"‘l than a fog in the channel when it's  of i taste never ran in the direction of h»rmu, and the Top and two-thirds of the crew
erawded, No. ' What bothered ‘e was just u foolish idea. T don’t fancy you care for them Nﬂwr do If  died of the \\m Const fever inside of ten days after we
that's all. and 1 can not tell how it began, nor what made  you did, yo might .\uppl\ \\hu anting to e «mry anchored; but I was nll the nml uum\anl 1 have
it grow till it turned into a certaind have been 1 wish 1 did not  seen some ug; . all the

[ was thinking nbout Luke and his poor wife one even-  sce the whole thing so d just as everything must rest of us. But nulhmg ever stuck in nn e im the way
ing oer my pipe xlml a dull book. when it occurred.to me  lve happened. e took it the m"ht before she was buried,  this dm
that the skull pos: be I- d 1 have never lm wure, after the coflin had b d when the ser- You see, I've tried to pet rul of the thing,

.-.| rid of the tlmuglll sinee. Y me no rl was asleep. nld bet anything that when he'd  like th-t. It wants to be thore ts place, in Mrs. Pratt's
< i it, no doublz that Mrs, Pratt s ried ke ot it he put something under the sheet in its place, to  bhand-box in the eupboard in “Uie oot hedroom. 16 not
happy anywhere else. How do [ know that? Because I've
tried it.  You don’t suppose that I've not tried, do you?
As long as it's there it only screams now and then, gener-
ally at this time of year, hut if 1 put it out of the house
it goes on all night and no xervant stay here twenty-
four hours. 've often heen Im alone and have
self for a ight at o time.

ould ever pm a ...p.c under the
oof now, and as for selling or even letting it,
that's out of the question. The | women say that if I
stay here I shall come to n hml t-ml nn:wl( before long.

I'm not afraid of that. You smile at the mere idea
one could take such nomsense seri unl_v. Quite ri
It's utterly blatant nons mu
tell you that it's only
and Tooked Tound as if \on 1-'<pl>otnl to
behind your chair?

1 may be all wrong about the xkull, and I like to think
that | am—when [ can. It may be just a fine specimen
which Luke got somewhere lun;. ago, and what rattles
about inside when you shake it nothing but a
pebble. or a bit of hard cly, or anything. Skulls that
have lain long in the ground ,u-nmnv have something in-
side them that r tlles. don 't they? No. I er tried to

out. wh T wtraid it i ht be lea
don’t you see? .\nl ll lt is. 1 don't \\n k 10 know the fuv:t.
for 1I'd much rather not he sui it really is lead,
Killed her quite as much ns .r | h.a (Inne u..- dﬂ-d myaelf.
Anybody must see n-u
know for cert
all utterly rldisulou i
natural death, and that th
Luke when he & atudent
quite sure, lieve I should have ve the house;
deed T do, most u-rtumh Ax it is, h Imd 1o giv
to sleep in the best bedroom where the cupboord

You ask me why I dont throw it into the pond—yes,
Unt please don’t call it a “confounded bughear”—it docsn’t
like being called n

There! Lord. t u shriek! 1 told you so! You're
quite p-h-, man. our pipe and draw

rer to the ﬁrr. nml luke some nmrr drink. Ol

I D

ed in a haunted ship.

7

but it doesn’t

host standing

that it's
', that s, l’nl", died a
beautiful skull belonged to

l Ion. But if I were

i how
e in the mlltlmul, tln 'on hear ho\-r the windows rattlet
tide must have turned. o, by the moa
We should not have h in,
not said that.

u
ou shoull not call the
 may be that the
. and perhaps it hurts her, don't
No!  You don’t call anything a ghost
atin broad day-
ou shake it. Do you now?

\u‘lmlnr but | \\mlld

Uhimge names age

ttle woman he
‘v G

w
e that hears and i there's no

dm.l.c about that,

T tried sleeping in the best bedroom when T first came to
the Tiouse, just because it was the best and the most com-
fortable Imt I had to i
ther

he big bed she d
ickness of the wall. near t| . on the
where it Tikes to be kept. in s band-hos.
room for a for . nd then T turned out,
and took the (llo room downst. next to the surgery,
where Luke used to sleep when he expected 1o be called b0
a patient during the nigl

[ n alwaynn oo sl

per ashore: eight hours is my
dose, ¢ I'm alone. twelve to eight when
1 ha I e Bt 1 conld not leep e three
o'clock in the morning, in that ro

accurnte—as a matter of f
clironometer, which <t keops ool ¢

at exn enteen mimites past three. T wonder whetlier
that was the Imllr when she died.

Tt wis not what xou buve Iward. 11 it hnd been that [
could mot have stood i ights. 1t was just a start and
o onn and hard breathing for & fow xecondn, in-the cup-
board. and it conld never have waked me. under ordinary
cireumstaneces, I'n I suppose you are in that,

st like other peo

ey w sure. ke n
e L and we are le ‘who have been to
. i
“Something rolled across the thres s 2 s foot No natural sounds disturb us at ull
I  square-rigger hove to in a hea

sea.
ot all the racket of
% on_her
beam ends before the wind. But
and rattles in the drawer of your

s adrift
n table you are




ayake in n moment. Junt so—yon alvays understand.

the cupbonrd was no louder than

he
wal

tllu! bul d me instantly.

1 sai ke a “start.” 1 know uhnt I menn,
bt e o expluin without see alk non’
sense. Of course you cun not, exactly a person

“start”; at the most, you might hear the quick drawing
of the brenth hetween the parted lips and closed teeth,
and the almost imperceptible sound of clothing that
moved suddenly. though v Tt was Jike that.

You know how one feels .\ ling vewel is going
to do, two or three scconds oes it.
e ome s the'wheah Ridors m e same
of & hore, but that's less strange because the
horse o animal with feclings of its own,
and only | pocts and landsmen talk about a ship
being alive, and all that. But I have always
felt somehow that besides beimg 8 steaming
machine or o sailing machine for carrying
weights, n vessel at sen is a sensitive instru-
ment and a means of communication hetween
nature and man, and most particularly the
man at the wheel, if she s steered by hand.
She takes her impressions directly from wind
and sea, tide and stream, and transmits then
to the man’s hand, just ns the wireless te
graph picks up the interrupted currents aloft
and turns them out below in the form of &
message.

what 1 am driving at; I felt that
something started in the cupboard, and I felt
it 80 vividly that T heard it. though there may
have been Rotling to hear, and the xound in.
hend waked me suddenly. But I
Teally heard the other nodee, (I wa an if it
were muftied s far away ns if
it "came. through a lomg-diatance telophone:
and yet T knew that it was inside the cup-
bonrd near the head of my bed. My hair did
not bristle and my blood did not run cold
that time. T simply resented being waked up
by something that had no business to make a
noixe, any more than & pencil should rattle in the
drawer of my cabin table on board ship. For I
did not understand; T just supposed that the cup-
board hnd some communication with the outsi
air, and that the wind had got in and was moan-
ing througlh it with o ort of very faint screech.
1 struck a light and looked at my watch, and it
was seventeen minutes past three. Then I turned over
and went to sleep on my right ear. That's my

Sonvenient, if I want to £0 to slcep when there's a no
That was the first and the same thing hay
enedagnin and several times wfterward, bt ot e

[Ariy. though 5t wan alwaga at the sume time. to

second; perhaps | was sometimes sleeping on my

mot. | 1 overluled the ey

which the wind could e

lln' door makes a good fit, having

Teen meant {o ke out motha. 1 wappose; Mra. Pratt

must have kept her winter things in it, for it still

smells of camphor und turpentine.
After about n_fortnight, I had had enough of the

So far, T had said to myself that it would be

d to it and take the skull
vs look differently by daylig
grew louder— pippose one may call it

a voice—and it got inside car too. one night.

T renlized that when T was Yide awake, for m
ar was jommed down on the pillow and T ought not to

Dve heard a fog-horn in thet position. But 1 heard

that, and it made me lose my temper, unless it scared

Collier’s

for sometimes the two are not far apart. I struck
light and got up. and I opened the cupboard. grabbed
the bund-box and threw it out of the window, as far
s T co
Then my hair atoud on end, 11
air, like a shell from u twelv t fell on the
other side of the rond.  The might. v \m» dark. and [
could nof all, but T know it fell beyond the rond.
The window: Juxt over the front door, it's fifter
o the fence. wore ot e, and the rond is ten
There's a quickset hiedge beyond, along the
that belongs to the vicarage.
T did not sleep mueh more
that nigl It was not more

thing sereunund in the

M LEONE
|
|
|

“Then I took it and carvied it up™

than half un Imur after I lmll lllm\\n the band-box
out, when 1 e what we've
ha bt worse, nu ) I should eall
ity a have been my imagin p, but 1 could
Have mworn hat the sereaniy calue nearer and noarer
each time. I 1it a pipe, and walked up and down for
& bit. and then took o book and sat up rending. but Il
be hnumd l can remember what I read. ne n what
the bool for ev now and then a nl
Ut would hive made  dead man turn n his coin.

A little before dawn some one knocked at the fropg
door. There was no mistaking that for anything o)y
and T opened my window and looked down, for T gue
that wome one wanted the doctor. supposing that
new man had tuken Luke's house. It was rather
relief to hear a human knock after that awful noise.

You can not sce the door from above, owing o the
little porch. knocking came again, and 1 ealled
out, nsking who was there. but nobody answered, though
the knock was repeated. 1 sang out again, and s
that the doctor did not live here any longer. |

wis no_answer. but it occurred to me that it might be
some old countryman who was stane deaf. *So ook
Upon my

ez. and 1 had

ent down con-
Vincul that T should find somebody outside, on the
dourstep. with o mesage. | et the “eandle on the hall
ble <o that the wind should not blow it out when !
Irawing the old-faxhioned bolt [
gz agnin. 1t was not loud. and it had
. hollow sonnd. now that I was close to it,
thought it was made by some
person who wanted to get in.
1t wasp't. There was nobady there,
the door inward, standing u little on one side s
o t nt once, something rolled neross u.e
threshold and xtnpp«d agninst my hoot.
felt it. for I knew what it
wa before T Jooked down, 1 can ot teh you
how I knew. and it seemed unreasonable, for
T am still quite sure that [ had thrown it
neroxs the French that
wide, and 1 got a good sw
fnge it out, Tiesides, when' | awent ont early in
orning | found the bund-box bevond” the
quickset hedge.
You may think it opened when 1 threw it.
and that “the xkull dropped out; but that's
ble. for 1 \ ty

ut as 1 opene

1

To go back. T shut and bolted the hall door,
picked the thing up carefully and put it on
e table beside the candl did that me-
nically, as one instinetively does the right
thing in danger without tlunkmx at all—
unless one does the opposite. y seem
odd, but | believe my first umu..m had been
that_somebody m
on the threshold.

ve up At my face
ceuse th

the candle played in the hol-

as it stood on the table,

ed to open und_shut at

\wnt out quite mw\

r wan fustened
( 1 mwl

;hmlm\ fre lml

v. without quite
badly fright-
it there wax no grent
liome,
its cup-

ng why.
ol perhaps yon
he in being seared,
it wanted to go
bonrd.

T sat still and stared at it for a bit. till I began to
feel very cold: then I took it and carried it up and
et it ts place, and [ remember that I spoke to
it and promised that it should have its band-box ngain
in the morning. (To be concluded nert 1week)

hing had com
upstairs, fnck to




“With an old friend onr
Jorgets all about that
thing wpataivs™

Part I

OU want to know whether | stayed
in the room till daybreak? Yes,
but T kept a light burning and sat

me and reading, moat likely
ight; plain, u l’u £

s ot the same thing,
1 could not have stuyed alone with that thing in the cup.
board; 1 should have been scared to death, theugh 1I'm not
more timid than other Jeople. | Confound it all, man, it
had crossed the rond alo ad got up the doorstep

d went out

n.

When the dawn cume I put on my boots
to find the band-box. 1 had to go a good way round, by the
gate near the highrond, and 1 found the box open and
lianging on the other side of the hedge. It had caught on
Uhe twign by he atring. and the 1id bud fallen off and was
Iying on the ground below it. shows that it did not
open till it was well over; a % 'had mot opened ws s00n
¢ was inside it must have gone

left my hand, wh
beyond the road too.
That's all. 1 took the box upstairs to the cuphoard.
and put the skull back and locked When lhe gurl
brought me my brenkfust whe xid she wa sorry, but that
she munt o and she did not care if she lost montlln
way ooked at her, and her face was a sort of green-
iah, )e"ov\inh white. | pretended to be surprised, and
asked what was the matter; but that was of no use, for
shie just turned on me and wanted to know whether I
meant to stay in a haunted house, and how long 1 ex-
pected to live if 1 did, for, though she noticed I was some-
times a little hard of hearing, she did not believe that
even | could sleep through those screams agnin—and if
I could, why had I been moving about the house and open-
ing and shutting the front door between three and four in
the morning? There was no answering that, since she had
heard me, %o off she went, and | was left to myself. I
went down to the village during the morning and found a
woman who was willing to come and do t he little work
there is and cook my dinner, on condition he might
Ko home every night. As for me, I moved d-mmhln that
, and I have never tried to slecp in the best bedroom
nce. After a little while I got a brace of middle-aged
Seotch servants from London, and things were quict enough
for a long time. 1 began by telling them that the house
was in  very expoved position, and that the wind whmllul
round it & good deal in the nutumn and winter,
given it a bad name in the village, the Cornish |m|)|! being
inclined to superstition and u-nmn ghost stories. The two
hard-faced, wandy-haired sisters almost smiled, and they
nnswered with great contempt That they had no great opin-
ion of any Southron bogy whatever. having been in service
in two ish haunted houses, where they had never ween
%0 much s the Boy in Gray, whom they reckoned no very
|n\rl.|eullr rarity in Forfarshire.
tayed ‘with me several months, and. while they
were In the liouse, we had peace and quiet. One of them
iy here again now, but she went away with her wister within

The

the year. This one—she was the cook—

married the sexton, w

garden. That's the way

small village, and he hus not much to

do. amd e Ko enough about Howers

0 help me nicely,

the hard work; for, though I
ati

fond of
in the
lent wort of fel-

in own business, and
ere—

Jumes Trehearn.
ould not admit that
bout the
November came they
ve me warning that they were going.
on the ground that the chipel was auch
w long walk from here. being in the
est ..arm.. and that they could not
Iy o to our church. But the

mger ome came back in the spring.

an won an the banna could be pub-

low, who minds
he was a widower when 1 came

Trel
The Scotch siaters
there was anyth
! but wl

The mllplo live in o small

I she st
looks 0 e churchyard,

enttage that
pose

)
thin has
about.

old friend c

o on talking "fat for the xake of hear.
ing my own voice.  But in this case
veally u connection of ideas.

Jumes Trehenrn
Mrw. Pratt. and e b
in the mume gri nd
the back of hia cottage. That's the con-
nection in my mind, you see. [t plain
enough. He knows romething; I'm uite
sure that he does, by his manner, though he's suc

the house at mght now, for Mrs. Tre-
hearn does everything herself, and when I have & friend the
sexton’s niece comes in to it on '.Ile table. He takes
his wife home every evening in winter, but in summer,
ht, she goes by hersclf. She's not a nervous
less sure than she used to be that there
n England worth a Scotchwoman’s notice.

idea that Scotland has a_monopoly
Odd sort of national pride, 1 call

re e
Isn’t it amusing,
of the wipernatural?
that, don’t’ you?

That's a gnod fire, isn’t it? When driftwood gets started
at luw there's nothing like it, T think. Yen we get lots
of it, for, I'm sorr) e still & great many
wrecks about here. It’s a lonely coast, and you may have
all the wood you want for the trouble of bringing it in.
Trehearn and 1 borrow a cart now and then, and load it
hetween here and the hate a coal fire when | can
et wood of any sort. A log in company, even if i's only
w piece of a deck heam or timber wawn off, and the salt
in it makes pretty sparks. Sce how they fly, like Japanese
Jand-freworke! Upon my word, with an old friend and a
good fire and a pipe, one forgets all about that thing up-
tuirs, especially now Ut the wind s moderated. It
only & Il, thovgh, and it will bow « e before

ou think_you would like to wee the skull?

R

no
There's no reason why you shouldn’t have a

objection.

at it, and you never saw u more perfect one in your
life, except that there are two front teeth missing in the
lower jaw.

Oh, 'yev—I had not told you about the jaw yet. Tre-
hearn found it in the garden last spring when he was
diggging & pit for a new asparagus bed. You know we
make nsparagus bods wix or eight fect deep here. Yo, yer -
1 b forgotten to tell you that, - He ves digging straight
, just as he digs & if you want ® good awpara-
bed made, | advise you 1o get u sexton to make it for
Jou. Tiione fellown have & wonderful knuck ot that sort
of digging.

Trehearn had got down about three feet when he cut into
a mass of white lime in the nide of the trench. He had
noticed that the earth was  litle looser there, though he
says it had not been disturbed for a number
Mippose he. thought that even old lime might not be good
for asparagus, 30 he broke it out and threw it up. It wts
pretty hard, he biggish lumps, and. out of sheer
farce of hubit, ho cracked the lumps with hia spade as thev
Iny outside the pit beside him: the jawbone of a skull
dropped out of one of the - He dhinks e must have
knocked out the two front teeth in breaking up the lime,
but he did_ not see them anywhere. He's a very experi-
enced man in such things, as you may imagine. and he said
at once that the jaw had probably belomged to a young
woman_and that the teeth had heen complete when she
glicd.. He brought it to me and asked me it 1 wanted to
Yeep it §f T did mob. he awid he would drop it into the next
grave he made in the churchyard, as he supposed it win &
Christian jaw and ought to have decent hurial. wherever
the rest of the body mi told him that doctors
often_put bones inta quicklime to whiten them nicely. an
that T supposed Dr. Pratt had once hud u little lime pit
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in the garden for tht ur| and bad forgotten the jaw.
Trehearn looked a Eu (A - i
“Maybe it fitted lllut skull “that used to be in the cup-
board upstairs, sir.” he said. “Maybe Dr. Pratt had put
the skull into the lime to clean it, or omething, and when
he took it out he left the lower luw ln-lllml There's some
human hair sticking in the lime, s
1 saw llu-n- Wik, und tllu wi quL Trehearn said. 1f
he did t womething, why in the world should he
Inn wiggented’ that i jaw might fit the skull? Besides,
hat’s proof that he knows more than he cares to
|l'" Do you suppose he looked before she was buned? Or
perhaps—w buried Luke in the wame grav
Well. well, it's of no use to go over that, is |t'
I would keep the jaw witl Il and | took it up-
und fitted it into its place. There's not the slightest
.II' bt ubout the two belonging together, and together
t

1 said

rehearn knovn- several t e,
plu.lermu the ki

We were talking about

nd he happened to
e wince the very week
not sy that the mas

mnl tllul it w
weparagus pit. X e of pour
silent beggars. who cun put two and two together. That
grave s very mear the buck of his cottuge, oo,
one of the quickest men with a xpude
wanted to could, und
se Lo tell
ours, pmplv frect t go und spend the
yurd to see whether the we:

hetween ten o’clock and daylight.
V1 to Illink of s

8 it villugre
n the churc -

F Ut must Tve b
« bud enough to live i
wun done if it really wan done. | alway
you we, for the wake of his memory

Il“le bit for my own wake, too.
I'll go upstairs lm{ feteh the box in a minute,

Let me
supper early,
1 never Lot a friend

ree glasses—
o ke, bty you shan’t
Tnve Teas, for the sk of old timoe
It's breezing up again, do you hear? That was only a
ull just now, and we are going to ave & ight.
happened that made me start a little when I
found "that st jaw fitted exactly. Im not very ewsily
artled in that way myself, but | h people make
a quick movement, drawing their breath shurply, when
they had thought they were alone and suddenly turned and
¥aw some atie very near them. Nobody can call that fear.
You wouldn't, would you? No. Well, just when I had set
the jaw in its place under the skull, ceth  closed
sharply on my finger, It felt exuctly aa if it were bitin
me hard, and 1 confess that 1 jumy ore 1 renlized
that 1 had been pressing the jaw and e st together
with my other hand. L umeure you T wun not ot all ner
vons. It was brond d t00, and a fine day, and the
wun.wax stroaming into the beat besdroom. |1t would have
been abatrd to be nervous, wnd it was only o quick m
taken impression. but it ronlly mad . Som
Tow it made me think of the funny serdict of the coroner's
jury on Luke's death, “by the hand or teeth of some person
or unimal unknown.* nce that I've wixhed 1 had
ween thowe marks on his throut. though the lower jaw was
missing then.
1 Jmve often veen & man do insave things with i hands
K

me-

s

Ay leaning backward.
bt on it wnd e wa just cutting
the stop with the knife in hin other hand when 1 o
armnound him. e werein' mid-ocean. going wenty
ots. He had not the smalleat idea what he was doing;
neither had T when | managed to pinch my finger between
the teeth of that thing. 1 enn feel it now. It was exnctly
if it were live and wore trying to bite o 1€ would i
could. for 1 know it poor_thing! Do_you
«uippose that, what rattlen about neide. in m\llv & bit of
Jendt Well, Tl get the bos down presently. and if what-

exer it in happens to drop out into your hands that's your
Afair. Tt its only a clod of earth or a pebble the whole
matter would be off my mind. and

don’t believe I should
ever think of the skull again; but someliow I can not by
yself 1o shake out the bit of hard stuff myself. The mere
idea that it may be lead makes me confoundedly uncom-
fortable, yet I've got the conviction that I shall know be-
fore long. | shull cortainly know. I'm sure Trchearn
knows, but he's such a silent beggar.

I'll go upatairs now, and get it. What? You had
better go with me? Ha. ha! do you think I'm afraid of
« band-box and & noi e

Bother the candle. it won't light! Aw if the ridiculous
thing_understood what it's wanted for! Look at that—
the third match. They light fast cnowgh for my pipe.
There, do you wee? It n fresh box. just out of the tin
wafe where | keep the supply on account of the dumpness,
O you think the wiek of the eundle mus m» damp. do
AN right, P Tight the beastly in the fire
Thnt won't go ont. at L, tters bt
but it will keep Jighted mow. 1¢ burne just Tike any other
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candle, doesn’t it? The fact fs, candles nre not very good
about here. 1 don’t know where ti e from, but the
have a way of burning low, occasionally. “with & greeni
flame that” spita tiny sparks. and I'm often annoyed by
their going out of themselves. It can not be helped, for
it will be lonz before we have electricity in our village, It
really is ratlier a poor light snl it

You think 1 had better I

andle and take tlne
t's

ime
u may as well finish that gluss while I'm getting it,

for 1 don't mean to let
You go to bed

. off with less than three before
You have to go upstairs cither. for
the ol .uudy next to the surgery—that's
mywelf.
1 never aak & friend Lo xleep upstairs now,
did wan Crackenthorpe, and he suid
was kept awake all night.  You remember old Crack,
don’t you? He stuck to the service, and they've just
muxh Ium an admiral. Yes, I'm off now—unless the
andle I couldn’t help ve
bered. Crackenthorpe. It any one
skinny little ul ol he used to be was to turn out the most
au e I us, we should have lnughed at
the idea, :Inonhlnt w You and Y did not do hnd v, it’s
true—but I'm really going now. 1 don’t mean to let you
think that I've been putting it off b{ talking!  As if there
were anything to be afraid were scared, I should
telt yoi 0 quite frankly. and get you to go upstairs
wit

ERES the box. 1 brought it down very carefully so
as not to disturb it, poor thing. You wee, i

en. the juw might g«-l separated from it agui
I'm sure it wouldn't like that. Yes, the candle went out
an 1 wan coming downstairs.
the leaky window on the lan
' s another scream.
My h

g. Did you heur anything?
say?

Am T pale, do you way
little queer sometimes. and

What? It's gone,

man, the skull is gone

t was the draft from’

I went upstaire too fast. In fact that's one reason why I
really prefer to live altogether on the ground floor.

Wherever that sh rom, it was not from the
skull, lor I had the box in my hand when I heard the
here it ix now: uo we have proved definitely that
e seroamn are produced by something else. I've no’ doubt
1 ahall find out some dwy what makes themr Some crevice
in the wall, of course, or a crack in a chimney, or a chink
m the frame of a window. That's the way all ghost stories

life. Do you know? I'm jolly glad I thought
of g ing up and bringing it down for you to see, for that
Inst shriek settles the quemon To think that 1 should
have been 80 weak as to fancy that the poor skull could
really ery out like a living thing!

Now I'll open the box, and we'll take it out and look
At it under the bright light. It's rather awful to think
that the poor lady used to sit there. in your chair, evening
after evening, in just this same hglu isn‘t nt' lmt then

—TI've made up my mind that m begin-
ning to end, and that it's ,.m an'old skull um Luke hud

when he was a sLudent~ and perhaps he put it into the
lime merely to whiten d could nnl find the jaw.

1 made a seal on th: Ve
jaw in its place. and 1 w
white label on it still,
Mre. Pratt when the hat w

er's, addressed to
ent to e and ax there was
room | wrote on the edge A sk ce the property of
the Inte Luke Pratt, M 1 don't qllite know why I
wrote that, unless it was with the idea of explaining how
the thing happened to be in my possession. | can not help
wondering sometimes what sort of hat it was that came in
the band-box. What color was it. do you think? Was it
a gay apring hat with a bobbing feather and pretty ribbonst
Strange that the very same box should hold the head that
wore the finery—perhaps. No—we ude up our minds

it juat came from the hospital in London where Luke
e 1ta far better 10 ook wt n that light,
There's no more connection between that skull
poor Mrs. Pratt than there was between my story
about the Jead and—

Good Lord! Take the lamp—don't et it go out if
can help lt—l | have the window fastened ngg:m a sec yw
ond—I nay, There. it's out! 1 told you so!

i dow shut;
vn off the
! That won't open
Good dodge, un old-fash-

Now, you find the band-
Confound these wretched
better—it must light in the
thank you—there we are

Yes, put it back on the

tables Where the deuce is it
ngain, for I've put up the ba
ion m-u.m-. nothing like i
box, while 1 light the Ilmp
matches! Yes, a pipe spill
fire—I hadn't thought of
again. Now where's the box?
table and vw "I open it.

That's frst time 1 have ever known the wind to
burst tlut window open; but it was partly carelessness on
my part when I last shut it. Yes, of course | heard the
scream. n. neemed to go all rouml the house before it

t the window. That ‘s alwayx been
the wind and nothing else, d ’ it not
the wind it was my imagination. ['ve always been o very

ve i must have been. though 1 did not know
it. il:u we unm older we understand ourselves better, don't
you know?

I'll have a drop of the Hul-tknmp n!ni by s of an
exception, since you are filling up your gl

ed me, and with my heumatic.ten encv very
fraid of & chill, for the cold Mmlenmo: scems to
my pum winter when it once gets
Rcorge, that's good stuff! Il just |-g|n a fresh
w that everything is snug again. and then we'll
I'm 8o glad we heard that last scream to-
gether, with the skull here on the table between us, for a
thing can not possibly be in two places at the same time,
and the noise most certainly eame from outside, nx any
noise the wind makes must. You thought yout heard it
scream through the Toorm. after the window was burst
open? Oh, yes, . but that was natural enough,
when evervthing was open Of course we heard the wind.
What coutd one expect !

Look here, please. |
intact. before we open tl
my glaswea? No, you have your own. 3
i Ir vou wec, and you can read the words of the motto

“Sweet and low”—that' ause the poem goes
kS *

nt you to see that the weal is

the wa always fond of Tennyoon.
It's of no use to cut the siring, for it's fastened to the
box, w0 Ull just break the wax and untic the knot. and
afterward we'll seal it up wzain. You ace, I like to frel
that the thing in safe in its place and that nobody can take
that 1 should suspect Trehearn of meddling

but l nlw-yn feel that he knows a lot more than

You see, I've managed it without breaking the string.
though when 1 fastened it 1 never expeeted to open the
band-box again. The lid comes off casily enough. There!
Now look!

What? Nothing in it! Empty! its gone, man, the
akull i gone!
0. THERE'S nothing the matter with me. T'm only
trying to collect my It's 8o atrange. I'm

I can't have imagined that: it's utterly im-
"0 1 ever took & tiT glnss with a fricnd now
would adumit that 1 might have made some
hen | had taken h. But | don't,
Apint of ale at supper wnd half o go of
me was the most I ever took dny
va we nober fellows
x senl, and there ia the empty

itively certain that it was inside when 1 put on the seal
[axt spring.

poible
and

h.
1wy, [ don't llnll like I s 1t's mot right. There's



soniething wrong about it, in my opinion. You needn’t
talk to me about supernatural manifestations, for |
don't believe in them, not a little bit! Somebody must
have tampered with the seal and stolen the skull, - Some-
times, when I go out to work in the garden in summer,
I leave my watch and chain on the table. Trehearn must
taken the seal then and used it, for he would be
quite sure that I should not come in for at least an
Tour.

1f it wa

ot Trehcarn—oh, don't talk to me about
the poss that the thing has got out by itself! If
it has. it mi somewlhere about the house, in some
out-of-the-way enmn waiting. We may come upon it
an; wh~ iting fe . don’t_you kno just
i the dark. Then it will scream at me:
it will shriek at me in the dark, for it hates me.
I tell you!

The band-box i quite empty.  We are not dream-
ing, either of us. There, I turn it upside down.

What'y thatt  Something fel) out au T turned

it over. I on the floor: it's mear vour feet:
1 know it . and we must find it} Help me to
man. Have you got it? For God's sake.

t,
give it to me qui

T - when T heard it fall; T knew
it Soutdn't v anything else by the little thud it
made on the hearth rug. So it was lead after all,
and Luke did it.

T feel a little bit shaken up—not exactly ner-
vous, you know, but badly shaken up, that's the
fact. "Anybody would, I should think. After all.
you can not say that it's fear of the thing. for |
went up and brought it down—at lenst, I believed
T was bringing it down, and that's the same
thing, and, by George. rather than give in to
such #illy nonsenve, Nl take the box upstairs
and put it back in its place. It's not
1% the certainty that the poor little
man came o her end in that way, by my
fault, because 1 told the story. That’s what i
0 dreadful. Somehow I had always hoped
that 1 should never'be quite sure of it, but

there is no doubting Look at that!
Look at it! ’I'hlt Iltlle Tump of lead with
no purticular shape. Think of what it did,

man! Doesn’t it make you shiver? He gave
her something to make her slecp, of course,
but there must have been one moment of
awful agony. Think of having boiling lead

ured into your brain. Think of it. She
wan dead before she could scream, but only
think of—oh!—there it is agnin—it's just
outnide—I know it's just outside—I can't
keep it out of my head—oh!—oh!

YOl' thought I had fainted? No, I wish
1 had, for it would have stopped sooner.
it's all very well to say that it's only &
noise, and that a noise never hurt anyl
—you're as white as a shroud yourself. There's
only one to be done if we hope to close
ight. We st find it and put it
pack ats Tt band-be shut it up in the
cupboard, where it hku to be. I don’t know
how it got out, bu get in aguin.  That's
why it screams so awfully to-night—it was never so
bad as this—never since I first came,
Yea, if we ean ilml

bur) it if i
t 5 decp and ram
over it, 80 Dat it nh-ll never get oul
again. and if it screams we shall hardly hear it o dee
Quick, we'll get the lantern and look for it. 1t
can mot be far away; I'm sure it's just outside—it was
coming in when I shut, the window'; 1 know it
Yes, e quite right, I'm losing my senses, and [
must et hold of myself, ' Don't apenk t6 me for a min-
ute or two; Il sit quite still and keep my eyes shut.

and repeat somethii ay.
“Add together the altitude. the lnhllule. and the

polar vide by two and subtract the altitude

from the n: then add the logarithm of the secant

the

of the latitude, the cosccant of the polar distan
am and the sine of the halfxum
' ‘m out of
my senses, for my memory ngm iwn’t it?
f course, you may say that it's mechanical, and that
we never forget the things we learned when we were
oys wve uied almost every doy for a lifetime.
Bt that's the very point. \When s man is going
€' the ‘mochanien] hart of his mind that ‘ets out. of
order and won't work right ; he remembers things that
never happened. or he nees things that aren't real. or
he hears noises when there is perfect silence. That's
not what is the matter with either of us, is it?

Come, we'll get the lantern and go round the house.
I’ not raining—only blowing like old boots. as we uaed
1o say. The lantern is in the ellphonr(l under the stairs
in the ball, and 1 alwaya keep 1t trimmed. in cane of
"

o use to look for the | ing 1 don't see o vou
can say that. It was nonsense to talk of burying i
e Tor it dowent want o be buricd: 1t wants to
o back into its band-box and be taken upstuira. poor
thing! Trehearn took it out, I know, and made the seal
over mguin. Perhaps bo took it to the churchvard. and
he may have meant well. I daresay he thought that it
would- not scream ang more Jf it were quietly laid in
comerated ground, near where it helongn. Bt it has
come home.  Yes, that's it. He's not half a bud fellow,
Trehearn, and_ rather m.mmlv inclined, T think. Does
not that sound natural. und reasonable, and well meant?
lie supposed it wereamod been wan ot decently
buried—with the rest. Tt b was wrong, Tlow ah
e e et 1 e s b b o e
ecause itie my fault that Uiers wan that Tittle Tump
of lead in

e ook for it, anyhow?

"

Nonsense! [ tell you

Collier’s

it wants to be found—hark! What’s that knocking?
Do you hear it? Knock—knock—knock—three times,
Illwn_: plule. and then again. It has a hollow sound.
hasn

It llu come home. I've heard that knock before. It

ants to come in and be taken upstairs, in its box. It's

lt the front doo
Will you come ‘with me? 1Nl take it in. Yes, I own
that 1 don’t like to go alone and open the door. The

thing will ol in and stop against my foot, just as it
did before, and the light will go out.  I'm a good deal
shaken by finding that bit of lead. and, besides, my
leart isn’t luu. Tight—too much strong tobaceo, per-
ides. I'm quite willing to own
!Imt I'm a bit ne: i il 1 never
wis hefore in
That's right. come nlong! I'll take the
box with me. xo as not to come back, Do
u hear the knocking? IUs not like any
er knocking I ever heard. If you will
ol thix doot opem 1 can find the
under the stairs by the light from thi
room without bringing the lnmp into tlw
hall
Th
It’s imputient
door till the lunt,

t
whatever you
do. There will be the usunl trouble with

the matches, [ suppos
by Jove!

0 there’s no {ro
door now: shut
hold_ the lante
outside that T shall have to uae hoth hands.
That’s it. hold the light low. Do you hear
the knocking still?
Jjust enough, with my

. the first one,
ou, it wants to get in.
ble. ATl right with that
w come and

b got
i The Imn:ll' Iboxwi.x
on the table.  One
minute. and 1"l
have II bar
up. There!

“By the hands or testh of soms pmson unknown'

Why did you throw it into the box so roughly? It
doesn’t like that, you know
What do Jou ey 2" Bitten your h-nd' Nonsense,
man! You did )unt what 1 di u pressed the juws
together with your other hand and pinched yourself.
Let me sce. You don't mean w py you have drawn
? You must ave squeered I
skin is certainly torn. I'll gm- you ‘wom carbelic sola-
tion for it before we go to bed, for they say a scratch
from a skull’s tooth may ol Imd and give trnubk.
Come inside agai the
Il bring the band box—nmr mind the lantern. -t mly
just as well burn in the
ently when I go up the stairs, y
you will; it makes it more cheerful and bright. Is your
finger still bleeding? I'll get wm the carbolic in an
instant; just let me see the thin
Ugh!' "There's a drop of blood on the upper ja jnw w,
on the eye tooth. Ghastly, isn't it? it
running along the floor of the hall, the um-gth nlnuml
went out of my hands, and I felt my knces bending:
then I understood that it was the gale dnvmg it over
the smooth boards. You don't blame me? should
We were boys together, mwe Aeen n
g o two, and we may just as well own to each
other that we were hoth in a beastly funk when it nlnl
ucross the floor at you. No wonder vou pinched y
finger picking it up, after that, if 1 did the same Chime
out of sheer nervousness in broad daylight, with the
xun streaming in on me.
Strange that the jaw should atick to it %o closely,
isn't it? 1 suppose it's the dampness, for it shuts
se—I have wiped off the drop of blood, for it was
not nice to look at. Im not going to try to open the
shall not play any trick with
poot ng but l'll just seal the box aguin, and
we'lltake it upstairs and put it away where it wants
to be. The wax is on the mn(inu tabie by the window.
Thank you. It will be long hefore I leav
about again, for Trehearn to use. I can tel X
plain? T don’t explain natural phenomena. but if you
choose to think that Trehearn had hidden it somewhere
in the b and that the gale blew it to the ho
-g-imc the (mr. and made it knock. s if it wanted to
be let in, you're not thinking the impossible, and I'm
quite ready to agree with you.

that you
Do you see that? You can swearl e 8

scen e enl it this. time, in cnse """,','t"’“l Of ghetintt
should occur agnin. The wax fastens Tin,

1id, which can not possibly be lifted, even enoyy -

in one finger. You're quite satisfied. 8Ten't you, “yo,
Besides, | whall lock the cupboard and keep ‘the key in
my pocket hereafter.

"Now we can take the lantern and go Upstairs. Do
you know? I'm yery much incli ined to agree with your
heory that the wind blew it agninst the house, 1l go
ahead. for T know the sta Juat hold the Innfern near
my feet a8 we go up. How the wind howls and whistlex!
Did you feel the sand on the loor under your shoes as
we_cromsed the

Yowthis in the door of the best beddroom, Mold
the lantern, please. This side. by the head of the
Lleft. the cuphourd open when I got the box.  Tan't u
queer how the faint odor of women's dressen will ha
Whout an old closet for years? Thin in the shelf.  You've
scen me st the box there, and now you se me turn the
key and put it into my pocket. So that’s done!

N 00D NIGHT. Are you sure “mh" qnue cnmlvrt~
1

le? It's not much of a room, ay you

as woon sleep here as upstairs wmxht 1f vou
want anytling, sing out; theres only & lath plaster
partition “There's not wa much wind on thic

he Hollands, on the table, if
you'll hav it-cap. No? Well. do as you
please. Good night agin, and don’t dream about that
thing if you can help it.

ke following paragraph appeared in the Penraddon
“News” November 23, 190
Myterious Death of a Rerired Kea Captain—The vil-
luze of Tredeombe bx much disturbed by the strange
death of Captain Charles Braddock. and all worta of
mpowible wories are ciroulating with regard to_ the
umstances, which certainly seem difficult of expluna-
n. The retired Captain, e successively com-
manded in his time the largest and fastest’ liners
belongiog to_one of the prin pll transatlantic_steam-
whip companies, was found dead in his bed on Tuesday
morning in his own cottage, a quarter of a mile from
the village. An examination was made at once by the
local practitioner. which revealed the horrible fact that
the deceased had been bitten in the throat by a humun
seailant with such am s to crush the wind-
and cause death.

g force

The marks of the teeth of both

+ were wo plainly visible on the skin that they could

be counted. but the perpetrator of the deed had evidently

lost the two lower middle incisors. It is hoped that
ty, may help to identity the murderer. who

Ingerous escaped mi

ents of age in

though over sixty.
u hale man of consi al strength. and i
remarkable that no ulgml 0’ any struggle were vulble
in the room. nor could it be ascertained how the mur-
derer had cntered the house. Warning haa been nent to
wll the insane asyluma in the United Kingdom, but as
¥et no_information been received regurding the
escape of any (hngeronl patient.

The coroner’s jury returned the somewhat, sin
verdict that Captain Braddock came to his d by
the hands or teeth of some person unknown.” The locul
surgeon i said to have expressed privately the opinion
that the maniac is a woman, a view he deduces from
the small size of the jewn, as shown by the marke of
the teeth. The whole aff shrouded in
Captain Traddoek was a widower and lived alone. ~He
leaves no children.

[Nore—Students of Fhoat lore and_ haunted houses
will find the foundation e foreyoing story in the
legends about a wkull wl eh a1 emcarve
farmhouse called Bettiscombe \Innor situnted. 1 believe,
on the Dorsetshire const.—F. M. C.]




