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AVENGED HER HONOR.

TEXAS PLANTER KILLS HIS

DAUGHTER’S BETRAYER.

He, Too, Is Shot Dead—Tragic De-
nouement of a Feud During Church
Services at Pleasant Valley, Dallas
County—All Done in an Instant,

In the Housc of God.

One of the most sensational tragedies
ever enacted in north Texas took place in
the Methodist Episcopal Church in Pleas-
ant Valley, Dallas County, in the course
of the scrvices Sunday. As a result Au-
gustus Garrison and krank Jones are
dead and Thomas Jones probably fatally
wounded. The Garrison and Jones fam-
ilies are umong the¢ most prominent plant-
ers in the section of Texas. They own
adjoining plantations and have been on
the best of social relations for many
years. Augustus Garrison was a married
man and had a daughter 16 years old
named Lois. The Jones brothers were
single. TFrank Jones for a year or more
had been very partial in his attentions to
Garrison’s daughter. Recently the girl
made serious charges against him. .he
matter became a neighborhood scandal in
Pleasant Valley, and Garrison swore he
would have the life of the betrayer of his
daughter. Mutual friends succeeded in
keeping the men apart until Sunday, when
the first meeting between them since the
scandal took place. Garrison and the
Jones family worship at the same church.
Just as the preacher had taken his text
after prayer and the singing of a hymn,
Garrison, who had a seat near the door,
stepped to the doorway, it is believed, to
get some fresh air, as the atmosphere in
the building was oppressive. He had no
more than reached the doorway when the
congregation was startled by a fusillade
of pistol shots. Nearly a dozen were fired
in about as many seconds’ time. When
the firing ceased Augustus Garrison and
Frank Jones were lying dead in front of
the church steps, and Thomas Jones was
stretched on the lawn near by, one hand
clasped on his right thigh, and in his left
he had a pistol. His statement of the
shooting was brief and in substance that
he and his brother Frank were approach-
ing the church door and were within ten
feet of it when Garrison appeared and
instantly drew his pistol. IKrank Jones
was shot three times, once in the region
of the heart, once in the right side, and
once in the head. - Garrison received but
one bullet, and that pierced his heart.
Neither man lived long enough to realize
his fate.

GIBARA TAKEN AND LOST.
Garcia’s Men Cepture the Cuban Sea.
port, but Fail to Hold It,

Advices received from Santiago prov-
ince give further details of the fighting
during lest week around Gibara and
Banés, betwen insurgents and Spanish
forces. The advices state that the insur-
gents under Gen. Calixto Garcia and Col.
Torres, numbering between 5,000 and
06,000 well-armed and equipped men, at-
tacked both of the seaports simultane-
ously, but met with a stubborn resist-
ance from the Spaniards, who had been
advised of their coming, nud were pre-
pared to resist attacks. The demonstra-
tion agninst Banes, which is less than
ten leagues distant from Gibara, on the
north ¢oast, was merely a feint by the
rebels to divert attention and draw the
Spanish forces from Gibara, which was
the point really to be attacked, and which
they knew had been strongly fortified and
garrisoned. The ruse was partially suc-
cessful, and Garcia, with his forces, en-
tered Gibara. His success, however, was
only of short duration, as he was subse-
quently driven out after a hot fight, dur-
ing which many were killed and wounded
on both sides. Gen. Gomez has planned
his summer campaign and put it in opera-
tion. Already columns of thousands of
well-armed men, under efficient leaders,
have beén distributed throughout Matan-
zas, Havana and other provinces.

COPP’S MURDEROUS DEED,
Attempted the Lives of Three of His
Wife’s Family.

William H. Copp, crazed because of the
estrangement of his wife, tried Monday
at Chicago te exterminate the family of
her venerable father, Dr. Andrew C. Ran-
kin, a prominent physician and a war
comrade of Gen. Grant. In the fierce
duel of the men, witnessed by trembling
and injured women of the household, the
father-in-law received a razor slash
across his throat, making a serious
wound. A bullet from the doctor’s re-
volver would have reached the madman’s
heart had it not been for the heavy folds
of a reconciliation compact Copp had
brought in his pocket for his wife to sign.
At a dramatic pause in the conflict res-
cuers broke through the locked doors and
saved Copp’s victims from further in-
jury. Their assailant was locked vp at
Woodlawn., The doctor’'s wife and Mrs.
Paul Hermes, a daughter, were severely
cut and bruised. Mrs. Copp was not at
home. 2

Athletes of the Diamond,

Following is the standing of the clubs
of the National Baséball League:

W. L.
14 Pittsburg ..
16 Philadelphia.
17 Washington.
19 Louisville ...20 31
206 Chicago ,....19 31
26 St. Louis....11 43

WwW. L
.25 26
26 9
21 30

Baltimore .. .
Cincinnati ..
New York...
Brooklyn ...
Cleveland ...
The showing of the members of the
Western League is summarized below:
W. L. W. L.
Columbus .. .37 17 Detroit 31
Indianapolis. 85 18 G'nd Rapids.21 37
St. Paul.....39 21 Kansas City.20 41
Milwaukee ..34 20 Minneapolis. 19 40

Drive Back Fanatics.

The troops have attacked the fanatics
who hold the town of Canudos, and forced
them to retire to their entrenchments, A
eorrespondent at Montevideo telegraphs
that the Gov'ernment has negotiated a
further loan of £4,000,000 with English
capitalists to meet war expenses.

. Lockout for 3.000.

%g lockout in New York of 3,000 plas
“ferers went into ¢ffect Tnesday, and many
sympathetic strikes, involving a large

X of men of other building trades.
result.
¥ -'——-'—__._
“Nineteen A;e Indicted.
grand jury appointed to in-
igate the robbery of ballot boxes and
‘ ‘committed at the late Den-
s returned thirty-eight
4 election offi-

STORM WAS WIDESPREAD,
Wind and Lightning Ends Lives, bu
Rain Helps Crops.

The reports of heary storms throughout
southern IHinois and Missouri are receiv-
ed. A tornado struck the northern por-
tion of Rich Hill, Mo., Thursday night.
The damage will amount to thousands of
doilars. One set of kilns and one set of
furnaces of the Cherokee-Lanyon Smelter
Company were blown down, caught fire
and were totally consumed. The black-
smith shops and other buildings at the
plant were blown away. 7The Rich Hil
canning factory was wrecked. The brick
block of the M. S. Cowles Mercantile
Company was unrcofed and the water
poured in, greatiy damaging the stock.
The Buckeridge block, brick, was unroof-
ed, and the buildings uwupi(d_by t'he
Daily Review badly damaged. 'r'ne ciy
hall and the Wiseman brick block were
unroofed. The Klumpp block was damaged
and the amphitheater house, horse situllz?,
sheds and floral hall, together with agri-
cultural halls and other buildings at the
fair grounds, were completely demolished
The streets are blocked with trees, fences
and ‘outbuildings, signs and plate glass.
The Christian and Episcopal churches
were wrecked. The houndhouse of the
Memphis road is a total wreck and freight
cars were blown from the tracks in the
Pacific and Memphis yards. While the
wind has been destructive to trees, crops
and buildings in some sections, the rain
has greatly benefited some erops. Around
Cairo, Il., fully five inches of rain has
falen within the last week, breaking the
drought and saving corn and other crops.
Reports from nearly every section of
southern Illinois indicate that while the
yvield of wheat is below the average, the
quality is unusually good. St. Joseph,
Mo., suffered especially from the wind.
Big trees were uprooted, and small build-
ings crushed. The othér points threugh-
out the State where the storm was espe-
cially severe were Moberly, Alexandria,
Fayette, Trenton and California, Sev-
eral lives were lost through lightning.
Mrs. Ruben Rickabaugh, wife of a farm-
er, was instantly killed while sitting at
the window of her house, two miles from
Albany. Albert Rouster, a farm hand liv-
ing near St. Charles, Mo., also suffered
death in the same way, while a number of
farmers in both 1Minois and Missouri had
barns and creps burned by the lightning.
In a Topeka, Kan., hailstorm many per-
sons were hurt and roofs and windows of
houses shattered.

WHOLE ARMY ELAIN,
Baron Dhanis and His Nile Expedi-
tion Massacred by Mahdists,

The Brussels Reforme says it lvnrl}sa
from a good source that the entire Dh.qms
expedition to the headwaters of the Nile,
including Baron Dhanis himself, has been
massacired. Baron Dhanis last year en-
listed 6,000 men in the Congo I'ree Stl}te
to take port in a secret expedition. The
British Gevernment allowed a number of
its hussar troops to join the expedition,
but it was officially denied that the Anglo-
Belgian movement had been concer}ml
against the Mahdists., The general im-
pression, however, was that this force
was intended to act in conjunction with
the Anglo-Egyptian expedition up the
Nile and take the Mahdists between two
fires and eventually complete the recon-
quest of the Soudan. In August last
Baron Dhanis was reported to have ar-
rived at Lado, north of the territory of
the Congo Free State, on the White Nile,
and some 325 miles north of Victoria Ny-
anza. It was then understood that the
Dhanis expedition wounld push on north-
ward in the direction of Khartoum. Early
in December last it was reported that the
exgfedition had met with disaster and that
Baron Dhanis had been killed. Later it
was authoritatively staled that there was
no ground for the report, and that when
last heard from, in September, the Baron
was at Stanley Falls, 600 miles from the
nearest Dervish forces.

WHITE IS THE MAN.
Iowa Democrate felect Him as a Gu-
bernatorial Candidate.
Following is the ticket named at Des
Moines, Towa, Wednesday:
FFor Governor Frederick E. White
For Lieutenant Governor,
Benjamin A. Plummer

For Supreme Court Justice. .L. G. Kinne
I'or Superintendent of Public In-

struction G. I'. Reinhardt
For Railroad Comimissioner. .S. B. Csane

Frederick E. White and Judge Kinne
are Democrats, Plumber and Reinhardt,
silver Republicans, and S. B. Crane, can-
didate for Railroad Commissioner, is a
Populist. The ticket really represents
the combined work of three separate and
distinct conventions, but on accouat of
the provisions of the antifusion law
which was passed by the State Legisla-
turc the Democratic convention had to
nominate it primarily and the Populist
and silver Republican conventions ia-
dorsed the action of the Democrats.
Fifty-three middle of the road Populists,
headed by Messrs. Weller and Weeks,
bolted.

SMOTHERED IN A TRUNK,
Two Little Girls Per'sh While Play*
ing Hide and Seek,

When an old trunk was opened in the
home of Joseph Melton, near Bordley,
Ky., the father found his two little girls
lying in it smothered to death. They
were Lara, aged 7, and Jennie, aged 3.
While their parents were absent the chil-
dren had been playing ‘“hide and seek”
with three other tots. While searching
for a good hiding place the two evidently
thought of an old trunk in the cellar,
crawled into it and closed the lid. A
spring lock made it an air-tight tomb.

Work of Cruel Wind,

News has been received of a terrific
eyclone which passed fifteen miles north-
west of Salina, Kan., about 10:30 Wed-
nesday night. As far as known three
persons are dead and a number danger-
ously injured. The dead were members
of the Geesy family, and others of this
fam?ly are also badly hurt. Mr. Geesy
was away from home. The remainder of
the family had retired, and when the
storra struck they made for their cave.
Before they had got out of the house,
bowever, the tornado had destroyed it.
The work of destruction was not known
till morning, when neighbors found #he
dead and injured members of the family
lying #bout in the debris. The three dead
were found about fifty feet east of the
house, and near them was the baby, alive,
but bitried to her waist in dirt. The other
three were found some distance west of
the house. A 2 by 4 scantling was driven
through cne of Mrs. Geesy's limbs. At

 Mrs. Story’s, a half-mile east of the Geesy

place, the family were sleeping in a stone
basement, with a frame upright part.
The framework was blown away and the
timber fell on to the family below, but
none of them were killed. The stone work
was uninjured. The track of the storm
was narrow, but very winding. It tore
down the fences on three sides of the
Geesy pasture without passing through
middle of it. It came from the east,
and after doing its damage the main
storm divided, part going west and the
rest north,

Women in the Dungeon.

The St. Louis Globe-Democrat has this
from Havana: “At Below Collan, in Ma-
tanzas province, the insurgents released
twenty-three prisoners from jail last
week, five of whom had been held without

e, as far as they knew, for three

years. After getting these men and woms-
en ont the insurgents were about to burn
the jail, a smal structure, when the prie-
oners begged them not to until they had
searched the place, as they felt sure that
more prisoners were still in it. The Cu-
bans began tearing down the jail, but not
until the building was in ruins did they
discover a secret dungeon underneath.
There, in a small cell, hardly large enough
for them to turn about in, were four men.
In a second cel were three women. The
women - were almost insane, and it was
some time before they could tell their
stories. One had been a belle of the city
and had been imprisoned because she re-
sisted advances of the colonel command-
ing the troops there. The other two were
confined for having relatives in the Cuban
army, but the reason for imprisoning them
in this horrible hole was not ascertained.
They were fed only once a day, and as no
light entered the place, their existence
was almost intolerable. They had been
in there six months, but all seemed mere
wrecks when taken out, and could not
bear the sunlight. The men were not in
any better condition, and two of them
have since died.”

CONGRESSMAN FOUND DEAD.
Edward D. Cooke Discovered Lifeless
in His Bad.

Congressman Edward Dean Cooke,
member from the Sixth Chicago distriet,
was found dead in his bed at the Coch-
ran Hotel in Washington, Thursday
morning. Physicians who examined the
remains say that death was the result of
heart disease. Mr. §ooke was not feeling
well the previous evening, but nothing
was thought about it, ez he had been sub-
ject to attacks of acute indigestion. About
2 o'clock in the morning, however, attend-
ants at the hotel wer: summoned to his
room, he having been taken worse. He
bad a fit of vomiting and was much re-
lieved, he said. He was asked if he did
not want a physician, to which he gave
a negative reply, saying that he would
be “all mght.” The hotel attendants ac-
cordingly turned down the light in his
room and retired. Not responding to a
call in the morning, the door of his room
was broken open and the Congressman
was found dead. He was lying flat on his
back and his face showed no signs of suf-

fering,
RACE WAR AT KEY WEST,
Town Terrified Over a Conflict Be-
twecen Whites and Blacks,

An attempt at Key West, I'lu., to lynch
Sylvester Johnson, colored, who pleaded
guilty to assault, resulted in an uprising
of the negroes and the capture by them of
the town. The local militia were ren-
dered powerless by the loss of their ar-
mory and equipment. Up to Friday night
several conflicts had occurred, one white
being killed and several whites and ne-
groes being wounded. The whites de-
clared Johnson should be lynched if it
took every Caucasian on the island to do
it; while the blacks, largely in the major-
ity, were successful, up to that time, in
the defense. The sheriff wired Gov.
Bloxham for permission to call upon the
Government for help from the artillery
and infantry companies stationed there,
to prevent the blacks from rising and
burning the town.

Nogs on His Trail,

Meager information has been received
of a hold-up on the Louisville and Nash-
ville Railroad. One man armed with two
pistols sacked the express car and ob-
tained, according to reports in Clarksville,
from $2,000 to $4,000. The express car
was in charge of Messenger I.. C. Bren-
nan. The train, No. 102, left Memphis at
2 o'clock Tuesday afternoon. The robbery
occurred four miles east of Clarksville
at 9:35 o'clock. It is supposed the rob-
ber ' boarded the train at Clarksville.
When a few minutes out he entered the
car and ordered the messenger to open the
safe, which was done. After securing
some money, the robber pulled the bell
cord, When the train slacked its speed
he jumped off and made his escape. Blood-
hounds were placed on the bandit’s trail.
The passengers were not disturbed and
knew nothing of the robbery until it was
reported by the messenger.

Cornell Is Champion.

Cornell proudly claims the title of queen
of the rowing world. Her champion crew
overwhelmingly defeated Yale and Har-
vard Friday afternoon at Poughkeepsie,
Gone are the claims for glory of the Eng-
lish stroke, it would seem, for Mr. Leh-
mann's crew from Harvard, its avowed
exponents, finished, exhausted and hailf
dead, lengths behind Yale. And Yale's
crew rowed a plucky race, but was never
in it with Cornell. Cornell’s time, 20 min-
utes 34 seconds, was not record breaking,
but was good considering the condition of
the water.

Mormon Elders Exp-:lled,
Elders Rydalch, Pomeroy, Parish and
Jones, four Mormon elders from Utah
were run out of Meridian, Miss. The eld-
ers have been in the city several days

arranging for meetings, and had begun a.

house-to-house cai-vass for the purpose of
securing converts,

Kansas Gets a Roast.

The most intense heat that has pre-
vailed in Central Kansas for several years
Las been experienced the last four days,
the thermometer averaging 100, and final-
ly reaching 104.

MARKET QUOTATIONS.

Chicago-—Cattle, common to prime,
$3.50 to $5.25; hogs, shipping grades,
$3.00 to $3.75; sheep, fair to choice, $2.00
to $4.00; wheat, No. 2 red, 72¢ to 73c;
corn, No. 2, 24¢ to 26¢; oats, No. 2, 17¢
to 19¢; rye, No. 2, 33c to 35c; butter,
choice creamery, 14c to 15¢; eggs, fresh,
8¢ to Oc; new potatoes, SO¢ to 93¢ per
bushel; broom corn, common growth to
choice green hurl, $25 to $70 per ton,

Indianapolis—Cattle, shipping, $3.00 to
$5.25; hogs, choice light, $3.00 to $3.75;
sheep, common to choice, $3.00 to $3.75;
wheat, No. 2, T4¢ to 76c¢; corn, Ne. 2
white, 26¢ to 28c; oats, No. 2 white, 20¢
to 22¢.

St. Louis—Cattle, $3.00 to $3.25; hogs,
$3.00 to $3.75; sheep, $3.00 to $4.00;
wheat, No. 2, T5¢ to 7Se¢; corn, No. 2
vellow, 22¢ to 24c; oats, No. 2 white, 17¢
to 19¢; rye, No. 2, 31¢ to 33ec.

Cincinnati—Cattle, $2.50 to $5.00; Kogs,
$3.00 to $3.75; sheep, $2.50 to $3.75;
wheat, No. 2, T9¢ to 8l¢; corn, No. 2
mixed, 26c to 27c¢; oats, No. 2 mixed, 20¢
to 22¢; rye, No. 2, 33c to 3dc.

Detroit—Cattle, $2.50 to $5.00; bogs,
$3.00 to $3.75; sheep, $2.50 to $4.00;
wheat, No. 2, 80c¢ to 82¢; corn, Neo. 2
yellow, 25¢ to 27¢; oats, No. 2 white, 22¢
to 23¢; rye, 34¢ to 3be.

Toledo—Wheat, No. 2 red, 8lc to &2¢;
corn, No. 2 mixed, 25c to 26c; oats, No.
2 white, 19¢ to 20c; rye, No. 2, 34¢ tn 86¢;
clover seed, $4.20 to $4.30.

Mihwaukee—Wheat, No. 2 spring, 72¢
to 74c; corn, No. 3, 24c to 26c; oats, No.
2 white, 21c to 23¢; barley, No. 2, 81c to
87c; rye, No. 1, 34c to 36c; pork, mess,
$7.25 to $7.75.

Buffalo—Cattle, $2.50 to $5.25; hogs,
$3.00 to $4.00; sheep, $3.00 to $4.00;
whea!, No. 2 red, 80c to 82¢; corn, No. 2
vellow, 28c to 30c; oats, No. 2 white, 24¢
to 26¢.

New York—Cattle, $3.00 to $5.25; hogs,
$3.50 to $4.25; sheep, $3.00 to $4.25;
wheat, No. 2 red, 76c to 78c; corn, No. 2,
29c to 30¢; oats, No. 2 white, 22¢ to 28¢;
butter, creamery, 11c to 16¢; eggs, West-
ern, 10c to 1lc, _ :

\

CHAPTER XXVI.

" It might have been a long or short time
before Sir Ralph obeyed that message. I
drew the curtain aside and looked at his
face; but even as I looked a sense of
something wanting in it—df horror at
some awful, subtle change in its every
line, in its rigid calm, in its sternly avert-
ed gaze, came over me and stilled the
words on my lips—the cry of my aching
heart.

“You sent for me?” he said, tn a voice
as unlike his own as was that altered
face.

“Yes,” I gaid faintly. “Won't you—
won’t you come a little nearer?”

He drew a few steps nearer to the bed;
but he did not touch my hand, nor say
he was sorry for my illness or my pain.

“I sent for you,” I said, “because they
have all been deceiving me. Something
dreadful has happened. I—I want to
know what it is.”

“You want to know?’ he said, and
there was so strange a meaning in his
voice that it seemed to freeze me with a
new and terrible fear. ‘I think it is you
who ought to supply the information.”

“Is he dead? I gasped.

“Yes,” he said, stonily.

“How?" I whispered, shivering a little
as I turned my eyes away from the iron
sternness of his face.

“They say he shot himself.”

“He did not!’” I almost screamed.
am sure he did not!”

He was perfectly silept.

“Can't you speak to me?’ I cried at
last. “Can’t you say how it was? Where
was he found?”

“By the old summer house in the plan-
tation.”

“And by whom?” I gasped faintly.

“By me,” he answered.

Then I looked up and met his eyes.
Heaven knows what he saw in mine of
horror and affright; but the fiery, blood-
shot glance that answered them seemed
to say, he, at least, felt no regret for this
tragic end to that young life.

My eyes fell on his hand as it lay on
the white coverlet. It seemed to me that
the stain of blood must surely be there.
I shuddered, and grew sick with fear.

“Why don't you go on?’ I said. ‘“Why
don’t you tell me the whole thing? Why
do you make me drag it from you piece-
meal 7"’ :

“What more do you wish to hear?”’ he
asked icily. ‘Do you wish me to lie to
you as you have lied to yourself? To
tell a pretty fable about accidents? The
gound of your voice sickens me. It is
false as—as its utterances. Do you
think,” with rising passion leaping into
face and voice, “that I don’t know he was
your lover?—that I am ignorant of how
you left the house that night to meét
him? Do you think to trick me still with
a shallow pretense of fidelity—the fidelity
of a wife whose heart is another’s? It
Is too late for these things. I was blind
a long, long time; but a trust once broken
s hard to mend, and mine has gone for-
ever.”

“¥ou are unjust,” I said weakly. “If
you knew all, you would not condemn—
you would pity me.”

“Perhaps 1 do pity you,” he said with a
heavy sigh. “But your folly has wrecked
two lives, and cost one. I—I can’t even
find pity now. Krom first to last I have
been tricked and deceived. No woman
who was innocent would have received
such a letter as—as this,” taking that
fatal missive from his breast, ‘“‘and an-
swered it in person. Iacts are facts—you
can’'t deny them. I forbade Yorke Fer-
rers to cross the threshold of my house.
In defiance of your knowledge of that fact
—you meet him slyly—treacherously—as
only a shameless woman would meet an
equally shameless man. If justice has
overtaken him, he has but suffered what
he deserves. I have told myself a thou-
sand times that I would rather have his
end than the misery and shame that are
my portion henceforward.”

His voice ceased.

I turned away and buried my face in
the pillows. I think I only longed to
shut out sight, hearing, consciousness of
Jife.

“I am a failure!” I kept repeating to
myself over and over again; “a dismal,
hopeless failure!”

Mechanically I drew one hand away,
and held it up and looked at it:

The sleeve fell back. The slender wrist
looked almost traneparent. The small,
fine bones showed 'themselves only too
plainly now. I let the hand drop again.
I was startled when, in hoarse and shak-
en tones, I heard Sir Ralph say:

“Why do you do that?”

I half turned my head then.

“I was only wondering,” I said, “how
much more I can bear, and live. Not
very much, I think.”

“Is it so hard for you?” he cried pas-
sionately. “Then think what it must be
for me. You have made my life loath-
some as g sin! You have tricked me to
@ crime which I can't regret, however
deep the sting of its remorse!”

“Crime!” I gasped faintly.

My eyes met his; the look in them ap-
palled me. So may a man look who has
given and lost his all!

“You are too weak to talk,” he said
abruptly; “and—and it can do no good
now!" Then his voice softened. “You
must try and get some rest,” he gaid.
“The inquest is to be to-morrow. I—I am
afraid they’ll want your deposition.”

“Mine?” I cried, almost springing up
In bed. “Why mine? I can tell them
nothing. I—I know nothing. I was at
home when I heard that shot!

His face blanched. He walked to the
door, then suddenly recroesed the room,
and came back to my side.

“What shall I do with this?” he said
Boarsely, and held towards me the torn
fragments of that fatal letter.

Then, for the first time, the full horror
of the situation flashed across me. The
scandal, the opprobrium, the disgrace! I
clasped my hands imploringly.

“Burn it!” I said in a whisper.

He looked at me—at the letter—hesi-
tated, then walked over to the fire and
threw it in. The flames caught it; for a
moment it writhed and quivered like a
sentient thing, then turned into dull gray
ashes. Once more he came towards me.

“It was for [your sake,” he said, low,
snd stern, and cold again. “It may spare
jou one pang more. t its destruction
makes no difference i belief.”

He moved away n, This time I

“1

Bade no effort (to stay him.

H:eyf-j

followed him mechanically. He opened
the door, closed it; the room was empty
once more.

“He is very tall,” I said to myself in a
strange sort of whisper.

It was such a foolish remark—such an
altogether inappropriate remark after
such a scene, that I was less startled by
it than by the weak little laugh that left
my lips,

“You must not laugh,” I said again.
“No one laughs when—when death is in
the house. Death! Death! Whose
death?” -

Then a shriek burst from me that
seemed to curdle the blood in my own
veins as I heard it; but it was so madly
exhilarating, so full of wild, thrilling, in-
explicable relief, that I found myself re-
peaging it agait and again, and yet
again.

Then suddenly something in my brain
seemed to snap, and all the space around
grew peopled with strange forms, and
all the air seemed full of voices that
shrieked and wailed in fiendish echo of
my own; and, fighting wildly, desperately
with the forms, and deafened by the
voices, I lost myself in the chaos of a wild
and awful dream, from which I tried in
vain to escape.

CHAPTER XXVII.

[Exti from a journal of Sir Ralph Fer-
rers, kept for tw: -
rom e Tt o yeut e the ister

It is all over at last, that hateful busi-
ness of the inquest. Heaven forgive me
if I have kept anything back that would
have throwa light upon this tragedy!

And now let me go back to that night,
and put down, for my own satisfaction,
what I have not breathed, and think I
never shall dare to breathe, to a living
soul.

On arriving at Monk’s Hall' that fatal
evening, I, as before stated, went to
Joan's boudoir. I had left her ill. I had
parted from her coldly, and I wished to
know how she was, The child was there
alone, but left to seek her sister. I went
over to the fire, and to the chair in which
she had been seated. Close beside it lay
a paper, as if dropped in haste. I took
it up. 1 knew the writing only too well.
It was that of Yorke. The letter was in
two halves. I thought she must have in-
tended to throw it into the fire, and fail-
ed to notice that it had fallen short of the
mark, I read it—every word.

Of what did I think as I took my way
blindly in the direction of the ruined sum-
mer house? Of what does a man think
when the hand he loves best stabs him
relentlessly to the heart? Who would
not prefer the death of the creature he
loves to her lasting, eternal dishonor—
who, at least, that has loved?

The blinding mist came down upon me;
the darkness set itself like a foe between
me and the path I sought. In the stifling
atmosphere I grew confused; the suffering
which enveloped me drove reason into
chaos, and left but one thought whirling
and repeating itself in my brain: “If I find
them together, I will kill him! I will kill
him!”

Suddenly I heard a shot. It seemed so
close that for a second I almost fancied
it-had been aimed at myself. I stood as
if turned to stone, listening—listening
with every faculty concentrated in the
act—for any sound or cry. There was a
faint rustle of the close-growing under-

have been made by the wind, or the pas-
sage of some sacred bird, frightened from
its nest. That was all. I collected my
startled energies. I rushed on. I reach-
ed the open space where the old summer
house stood robtiniln solitude and decay.
The mist was less heavy here; I went for-
ward a few paces, listening at intervals,
There was absolute silence.

e newspaper has stated most of these
facts, and the further course action I
pursued. I meed not repeat them at
length. But the newspapers know noth-
ing of the one thing I discovered that
night. Only a trifling thing, yet a thing
that has been immortalized by the great-
est tragedy of the world’s greatest genius
—a woman's handkerchief; a little gossa-
mer, filmy thing, and in one corner em-
broidered with the letter *J.”

He was dead—quite dead. He lay there
alone in that awful misty solitude; he lay
there as I had turned him, face upwards
to the silent sky, whose faint moonbeams
strove to pierce the clouds; dumb, sight-
less, now and forever; helpless as my own
accusation, powerless as my promised re-
venge.

She had been here. That I knew. Per-
haps all had been arranged for their flight;
perhaps they had parted, thinking to meet
ere many hours had passed, and then
part never again on this side of heaven.
Perhaps—but why pursue conjecture fur-
ther? He was beyond the reach of my
vengeance—of her love. As I thought of
her, I knew she must be near. Had she
heard the shot? Would she return?

I left him there and hurried back. My
feet seemed winged. I reached the ter-
race, and was rushing round to the door,
when I stumbled against something—a
woman's prostrate figure. The shudder of
dread that shook me told me who it was
even before the faint light reached her
face. I bore her in. She was mine—
guilty or guiltless, shameful or pure, she
was mine; the bearer of my name, the
holder of my honor, the creature I had
loved, and reverenced, and worshiped,
and who had fooled me with such tricks
as drive a man mad. She was mine, and
I must try and shield her from the con-
sequences of her folly and her weakness.

It is all over now. No suspicions have
been awakened, no question raised; acci-
dent has received the blame, and to acci-
dent must this tragedy be attributed. He
finds his place in the resting place of the
Ferrerses, and I follow in the hideous
mockery of woe, and hear the dust fall
dull and heavy on the coffin lid, and go
homewards again with my secret in my
breast, knowing that, neither for honor,
nor for shame, nor for pity, will I unveil
‘Ythat secret or whisper it to living soul.

They tell me she is mad. The shock
of recent events following her brief and
terrible iliness, has been too much for her
brain. Doctors come, the cleverest, the
greatest, but they give me little hope. I
listen to them, one and all. I listen and
say to myself, “At least she will be spar-
ed the suffering that is my portion.” The
dreary days come and go. The place grows
more hateful with each. Once Nettie
Croft comes over to see Joan, but the
ordeal is too terrible to be repeated. I
deny myself to her. 1 cannot see her,
knowing what I know, and I am not sure
whether the sight of her grief might not
waken in me a similar weakness. H
_The child comes and sits. with me some-
times. We do not often speak, but she
understands me, I think, and her silent
sympathy is ‘the only thing that soothes
my restlessness, or calms the fever of my
torturing thoughts.: I know only one
thing will give me relief—absence—and I
at last make up my mind to go abroad
again—not in any beaten track, not to
haunts of men and fashion. No; to the
wildest ;solitudes, to the roughest and
most perilous of wanderings. is

nothing to kedp me.

el

wood—so faint, so far off, that it might-

l:(ided confirmation of my dishono:
ers. :

I call my lawyer in. I make all
ble arrangements for my absence,
death. I say to him that a man of
{.e"k' must prlovide for all accidents.

orke’s papers I inclose in a large
and seal, with instructions that m
to be burned unread in case of
happening to me. These, with my will,
and all the necessary authority for acting
in my absence, I give into the lawyer's
charge. :

Darby will remain here under the care
of a governess I have engaged for her.
Joan has two attendants besides her faith-
ful maid. Mrs, Birket, old and feeble as
she is, promises to do her best to look
after the household, for nothing will in-
duce me to engage another strange house-
keeper. And so, feeling I have done all
I can do, I make up my mind to leave the
place for a year—perhaps more. One or-
deal remains. To see my wife, to take
farewell of that poor wreck, which is all
that remains of my once bright, sweet-
faced Joan.

She was lying on the couch in her dress-
ing room—that and the adjoining bed-
chamber are the only rooms she uses.
Beside the couch was a little chair—
Darby’s little chair. I saw her hand go
out to it as if searching for something—
a look of pain came over her white face.

“Do you know me?” I asked her gently.

She put her hand to her forehead. Her
large sad eyes looked at me in curious
wonder.

“He was very cruel!” she said. “And
it was too hard for me. I said it was too
hard for me!”

“She always says that,” said Darby
plaintively. “l don’t know what she
means. You were never hard to her, were
you?”’

“I—I hope not,” I said brokenly. “Heav-
en knows I never meant to be.”

“For she leyed you,” the child went
on, “very—very much. She has told me
that so often. Sometimes I think you did
not know, and,” mournfully, “she was
sometimes so very sad. I think she was:
afraid of you a little.”

I looked back at the couch once more.
I saw the weak arms close around the lit-
tle figure. T heard the murmured wo
“My little one,” and saw the eyes, d
no longer, gaze with one long, yearning
look.

I thought I had grown hard, I thought
nothing could touch me now, but that
sight touched me,” and wrung my very
soul. I could have thrown myself down
and wept as weakly &s a woman. I
turned abruptly from them, and groped
my way with dim eyes back to my own
room, and in my heart thrilled one exceed.
ing bitter cry:

“My wife—oh, my wifel”

(To be continued.)

Bright Sparrows.
The New York Sun prints a good
story about the intelligence of the “En-
glish’ sparrow, as that much maligned

of the sparrows live in the meighbor-
hood of a certain suburban house.

While the ground was bare they took
care of themselves, and were seldom
seen except mommings and evepings,
and no one would have supposed that
they knew anything of the persons in
the house; but when the first heavy
snow came, and the usual supply of
food could not be gathered abroad, the
birds showed that they not only kmew
that they had friends in the house, but
reakized just who was the friend to be
relied upon most.

On the first of these mornings the
Jersey woman's attention was attracted
by a tapping and fluttering at one of
the kitchen windows. The kitchen is
in a basement, and its windows are
haif-above and half-below the levél of
the ground. The sparrows had gath.
ered before one of these windows, and
were pecking at i#ts panes and flutter-
ing in the snow close to it. She open-
ed the window, and the birds merely
hopped or flew a little way off and
walted.

Then she shoveled a flat place in the
snow with a dustpan and put out a
supply of bread ecrumbs. 4The birds
ate them and flew away.

They were there again the next morn-
ing, making the same appeals. Then
it occurred to the mistress of the house
that the appeals were made directly to
her. The servant was in the kitchen
every moming, but the birds did not
appeal to her; and other members of
the family were also about, but they re-
celved no calls for crumbs.

On the following day the mistress of
the house purposely delayed getting in-
to the kitchen until much later than
usual. Other members of the family
were sent down one after another, and
all ‘showed themselves at the dindng-
room windows. The sparrows were in
the yard, but did not approach the win™
dows, and seemed much put out by
their waititg. By and by the house-
wife went to the kitchen. No sooner
did she step from the ‘stairway than
some watchful sparrow saw her, and
then the whole flock flew with one ac-
cord to the window and began tapping
for food.

One cunlous feature of the case is
that when winter came the binds had
not been fed since nearly a year before,
when the mistress of the house show-
ered rice or bread crumbs ypon them
from the back stoop. They would let
her pelt them with the food and never
seem to mind it; but if any other person
appeared spddenly at a window, the
whole flock ‘would take flight, and seem
to hold a conf: rom many parts
of the yard before t would venture

. Venerable Vanity.

The vanity that survives the decay
of every personal charm is of aill folbles
the most ridiculous, One can hardly
blame a beautiful woman for rejoiciag
in the admiration to which her mirror
tells her she has a right, or for setting
off to the very best advantage the phy-
sical perfections with which Heaven
has endowed her; but the withered
grandam who was once a Hebe is not
excused by lher antecedents for at-
tempting the role of Hebe in spite of
faded cheeks, lack-lustre eyes, and
hair that is depreciated from gold to
pewter and is lacquered over to con-
ceal the change.

Eagles Pair for Life.
Eagles do not have different mates
every season, as do birds generally;
they pair for life, and sometimes oc-
cupy the same nest for many years.

“What's a homing club, mamma?”’
asked inquisitive little Miss Northside.
“I notice by the papers that a homing
club has been organized.” “A homing
club must be an organization whose
members remain at home,” replied Mrs/
Northstde. “I wish your papa belonged

to one.”—Pittsburg Chronicle - Tele-

L}

bird is studied in New Jersey. A flock |

Was Soon Cured

Experlence of a Batavia, 1il., Wom-
an and Her Daughter.

BATAVIA, ILL.—“My little dangbter
bad eczema very badly and the medicine
she took did not help her. Then we began
giving her Hood’s Sarsaparilla and she
was soon cured. | have also taken this
medicine myself and it has relieved me
of rheumatism and stomach trouble. I
am thankful there is such a medicine as
Hood’s Sar-aparilla.” Mary E. NETZEY.

Hood’s Pills 155,20 2 o e

Very Paiticular. =
Frequenters of the variety show and
circus are aware that during the per-
formance of acrobats or jugglers the
band usually plays an inspiring mareh
or a dreamy waltz, according to the
nature of the feats. It is generally be-
lieved that the selection of airs played
under these circumstances is left to the
leadier of the orchestra, but this is quite
wrong. As a fact, acrobats and jug-
glers are amazingly particular as to
their music, and carry their own band
parts from one place of entertainment
to another where they may happen to
be engaged. It is easlly conceivable
that, when a man has become used to a
certain piece of music, he would be con-
siderably distracted by an uniamiliar
piece played during the performance of
dangerous and delicate feats—more es-
pecially when the rew music is played
in a different time and key. The lead-
er of an orchestra in a celebrated va-
riety theater states that acrobats and
gymnasts are accustomed to rehearse
with the band precisely in the way that
vocalists do, and attributes a somewhat
serious accident to a trapezist, of which
he was once a witness, to the fact that
some members of the band had on that
particular night been indulging +too
freely in stimulants, and the music was
consequently a little erratic.

The I'eal Was Off,

“Yes,” said the lawyer to a woman,
“I can get you a divorce, the ground
that your husband’'s whiskers don’t
match the pug being quite sufficient;
but it is my duty to state that under
the present Iaw you cannot marry again
for a year.” ;

The woman thought an instant. “You
need not. trouble about the divorce,”
she remarked. “Perhaps I can get my
husband to dye his whiskers.”—San
Francisco Examiner. e

A St. Bernard was sold for $2,500 at
the Birmingham; England, dog show.
This is said to be the highest price ever
paid for a St, Bernard at auction,

A HEALTHY WIFE

I8 a Husband’'s Inspiration.

A sickly, half-dead-and-alive woman,
especially when she is the mother of a
family, is a damper to all joyousness
inthe home. '

1 sometimes g
marvel at
the patience °
of some hus-
bands.

Ifawoman
finds that
her energies
are flagging
and that
everything
tires her, /
her sleep is
disturbed g/ e
by horrible :
dreams,
and that
she often
wakes sud-
denly in the ,
night witha i i
feeling of suffocation and alarm, she,
must at once regain her strength. !

It matters not where she lives, she
can write a letter. Mrs. Pinkham,!

of Lynn, Mass., will reply promptly

and without charge. The following
shows the power of Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound, accom-
panied with a letter of advice: - - <«
* Dear Mrs. Pinkham:—I have suf-
fered for over two years with falling,
enlargement and ulceration of the
womb, and this spring, being*in sucha’
weakened condition, caused me to flow
for nearly six months. Some time
ago, urged by friends, I wrote to you
for advice. After using the treatment’
which you ad-
vised fora short
time, that ter-
rible flow.
fistopped. I am
now gaining
strength

and flesh

and have
better

health

than I have
past ten years.
toall distressed

had for the
I wish tosay

‘suffering women, do not suffer longer,

when there is one so kind and willing

' toaid you.”—Mgs. F. S. BEXNETT, West~

—the children can’t
Tesist it.
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the nerves, purifying
the blood. A temper-
ance drink for temper-
ance people.
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