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PROLOGUE.

“Butdon’t you mean the woman must
be discharged, doctor?”

“Yes; that’s exactly what I do mean.

There’s no alternative.”

“Well, but she’s just as mad as when

*he first came into the asylum,” ex-

claimed the first speaker, Mrs. Hoyle,
the matron of the female side of Wads-

worth lunatic asylum.
“Yes; I know that as well as you

do,” returned Dr. Batley; “but here’s

the order from the commissioners for

her release, and we’ve neither the right
to question it nor the power to detain

the woman.”

“But she’s not fit to be at. large.
She's a murderess—nothing more or

nothing less,” cried the matron, indig-
nantly.

“That may be,” answered the doc-

tor, drj'ly, “but the commissioners

can’t be expected to set up the ques-
tion of a patient’s sanity against a rule

•f red-tape. What has happened is

this: The certificate on which this

woman, Lucy Howell, has been

brought in is invalid; the new certifi-

cate was to have been here, and hasn’t

come; consequently she willhave to be

set at liberty.
’’

“What if she kills the first person
she meets?”

“So much the worse for the first per-
son and the commissioners,” replied
the doctor, with a short cynical laugh.
“Butno blame can be attached to us.”

Bridge, started and turned round, and

a slight flush showed for a moment on

her features, as she heard her name

thus spoken.
“Mr. Gorringe!”

• “Did I startle you out of a pleasant
reverie?” asked the man. “But it is
too great a pleasure to find you alone

for me to resist the temptation of

speaking to you. You are not angry?”
The speaker was a thick-set man of

some thirty years of age, with large,
well-shaped, resolute features that

spoke of great force of will; and he

looked eagerly at the girl out of his

keen, clear blue eyes, over which hung
dark, bushy brows.

“No, 1 am not angry, but—”

“But what?” he asked, as she hesi-

tated.

She was silent a moment, and then,
with a slight blush again tinging her

cheek, she looked kindly at him and

said:

“The ‘but’ was, that I think you had

better not call me by my Christian
name.”

The man laughed a good-natured,
hearty, self-satisfied laugh.

“Nonsense, Mary, nonsense. Who-

ever heard of anyone objecting to such

a thing hereabouts? I think of you as

Mary—aye, and as my Mary, too, my
lass, in spite of all you said last time;
and what’s more, I shall never think

a nything else,” he added, very earnest-

ly, as he went closer to her.

“Youforget, Mr. Gorringe, that you

are the manager of the mill, and I am

only one of the work people.”
“Nonsense, stuff and rubbish, Mary.

I was a millhand, too, wasn’t I? and

not so long ago, either. If I’ve made
a bit of brass, where’s the good of it,
if I can’t do what I like, aye, and have

whom I like to share it. You’d better

change your mind, lass, and say you’ll
marry me.”

“Ihave told you—” she began, when

he interrupted her impetuously.
“Yes, yes; I know you’ve told me,

and more than once for the matter of

that,” and he laughed again good na-

turedly. “And what’s more, you’ll
have to go on telling me scores of times

yet, before I shall believe you. You’ll

have to give way in the long run.”

“Itcannot be, Mr. Gorringe.”
“Reuben." he interposed; “you may

as well call me by that name first as

last.

“No,” said the girl, decidedly. “To

me you are Mr. Gorringe, my employ-
er, and I cannot call you anything
else.”

“Stuff and rubbish. See now what j
it means. Seven years ago, I was a \
mill-hand. Five years ago, I had |
scraped up enough to start ths old j
Winckley shed. Three yearn ago, I '<
took the management of this old Walk-

den mill; and to-day I’m ready for an-

other move up. I can put my hand on

a good bit of brass to-day, and I’m go-

ing to be a rich man, Mary; and if

you’ll marry me, you shall be a rich

woman.”

The girl shook her head at this

speech, which jarred on her.

“It’s not money I care about,” she

said.

“What is it, then? Is it love?” he

cried, in a voice suddenly full of pas-

sion. “Don’t you think that I love

you? What can Ido to persuade you?
There are many things I hold dear in
this world; success, money, reputation,
power—but I’d give them all up, with-

out a murmur, if to win you, Mary.
I would, I swear I would,” he said,
vehemently. “Won’t you trust me ;
and be my wife, lass?”

His voice sank almost to a whisper
and his eyes and face were alight with

his love for the girl.
“Ihave told you it cannot be. lam i

very sorry,” she answered.

He stayed a fullhalf-minute without

speaking, merely letting his hand rest

on her arm, while his eyes were fixed |
on her face.

“But Dr. Accring declares that hers

is a subtle form of mania that is abso-

lutely incurable. She has all the fan-

cies of a murderess, and all the

crotchets of a madwoman, hidden away
under her gentle ways and soft

•pcccli.
**

“Well, we can’t help that. She’ll

have to go, and we may as well tell her

at once.”

“Then there’ll be murder done be-

fore she comes back, and come back

she certainly will,” said the matron,

as she left the room to fetch the woman

of whom the two had been speaking.
She returned in a few minutes bring-

ing with her a tall, handsome woman

of about four or five and twenty, whose

finely developed figure was rather set

off than concealed by the somber dress

which she wore.

When the doctor spoke her name she

looked at him closely and answered in

a low, clear and rather sweet voice:

“You want me, sir?”

“Yes; I sent for you to tell you you
are to be discharged from here.”

“Iam glad you see at last that I’m

not mad,” was the reply, calmly spoken
and with a confident smile.

“Idid not say I saw that,” answered

the doctor, dryly.
“Well, so long as somebody sees it,

and lam liberated, I am satisfied. I

ought never to have been brought
here.”

“Youwill now be able to do what

you wish to do, Miss Howell,” said the

matron, interchanging a rapid glance
with the doctor.

In an instant a light flashed into the

woman’s eyes as she looked up and

cried, with a touch of eager passion:
“Yes, I’ll—” But, catching the ex-

pression on the others’ faces, she

stopped as suddenly, and changed her

tone with her look, adding: “Yes, I

shall be glad to be at liberty again.”
The change in her manner had been

startling in its abruptness; and in the
moment of excitement she had looked

dangerous enough to suggest hidden

depths of intense passion.
“When shall you try and seek out the

people who are following you about

with knives!” asked the matron again.
“That dark, good looking young vil-

lain, who was your lover and deceived

you, that you told me about?”

But this time the reference to her

craze had no rousing effect. She had

obtained complete self-mastery and an-

swered quietly:
“Iam sorry I have made such mis-

takes. I suppose that, being in a place
like this, where everyone has fancies,
I frightened myself. But, now lam

going away, I shall leave them.”

“Where are you going?” asked the

doctor, disregarding her gesture.
Lucy Howell thought for a moment,

hesitating in her reply, and then she

said:

“Why can’t it be, Mary?” he asked.

“Do you doubt me?”

“No, no, Mr. Gorringe,” she an-

swered, impulsively: “but—but—it is
hard for mo to have to say this; I do
not love—”

He interrupted her with a light
laugh, and then seizing both her hands
in his, he held her close to him and
looked earnestly into her eyes.

“Idid not ask you for your love yet,
child. I can wait for that. I have

plenty for both of us. Give me your-
self; that is all I ask now. You trust

me, and love shall soon come. I will
take you, love or no love, and be only
too thankful to have you, my dear.”

“No, no!” cried the girl, vehemently,
struggling to free her hands. “Let

m* go, please, Mr. Gorringe. You have

no right to hold me like this.”

He let her go instantly.
“Iam sorry,” he said, quite humbly.

“Iforgot myself. Ido forget myself,
and everything else, when I am with

you, Mary. But you must be my wife.

Icannot live without you.” Then he

started, and paled a little, as a thought
plagued him. “It’s not—but, no, it
can’t be, or I should have seen. It’s not

that yon care for anyone else, is it?”
He asked this in a firm, low voice.

“What right have you to question
me?” said the girl, blushing, partly
with indignation, partly with confu-
sion.

The wan looked at her keenly, knit-

ting his heavy brows tillthey frowned

ominously.
“Do you think I’m * man to be

fooled lightly?" he waked. In a quick,
atern tone. Then he changed again,
and spoke quietly, without giving the
fir) time to reply: “There’s no need
far t*ui¦ nee between no ton Ton’s*

“Where I came from, sir—Mireley.”
“What are you?”
“Asilk weaver," said the woman.

“There are no sheds at Mireley,” re-

turned the doctor, quickly and sus-

piciously.
“I am not bound to go back to weav-

ing, am I?” was the reply, flashed back

in half anger; and then in a much
milder tone she added; “Ishall want a

rest, sir, after the life here; besides, I
have friends at Mireley, and I—they
willwant me.”

“Well, you are to go out at two
o'clock this afternoon and the man

who brought you herd will come for

you at that time. You had better be

ready."
“Thank you, sir,” said the woman.

W ithout looking again at the doctor
she turned and left the room, followed

by the matron.

“She seems sensible enough, Mrs.

Hoyle," he said, when the latter re-

turned. “But, sensible or not sensi-

ble, she has to go.”
“Oh, she’s as sensible as I am, and a

precious sight more cunning. But if

murder don’t come of this business

-—Well, it’llbe a marvel to me.”

CHAPTJER l
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“Miss Ashworth—Mary.”
A dark, pretty girl, dressed in blaek.

who stood leaning upon a gate just in*
mOl village mi WalMen

seen —you must have Been —the hold

you have over me. I’ve made no secret

that I love you. You can do with me

what you will, for I’m a fool hi your
hands. But take care, my girl; such

power as yours over me don’t go with-

out responsibility. It’s a power that

can move me for good or spoil me for

life. With such as me there’s no mid-

dle course; and you can do what you
will; and, by , ifyou fool me now

for another man there won’t be room

for us both on this earth. That I

swear,” and he clenched his fist and

brought it down heavily on the gate in

front of them.

“I have listened to you too long.”
said the girl. “When you talk to me

about ‘fooling you’ I sec how stupid I

have been.”

“I’m sorry, I am; I swear I am; I

didn’t mean what I said. Ah, Mary,
don’t turn away like that. I’ll go

away if you wish it. But I can’t trust

myself when I think of losing you.
Tell me I’ve no reason to think that.”

“I’ve told you that I can never mar-

ry you; and I deny you have a right to

put such a question to me.”

“Ihave the right that love gives me,”
he burst out vehemently again. “Now,
I believe there is somebody. But you
shall never marry anyone, if you don’t

marry me; that I swear on my soul,”
he exclaimed, passionately. “And you
know whether I’m a man to keep my
word.”

Then, as the girl was turning away,
he went quickly to her and seized her

arm rather roughly.
“Willyou swear to me that you care

for no one more than for me?” he

asked, angrily.
“Let me go, Mr. Gorringe; how dare

you hold me like that?” she cried,

angrily and excitedly, her face flush-

ing with feeling.
He loosed his hold of her and walked

on determinedly by her side.

“Imean to have an answer,” he said,
doggedly.

“You shall have no answer from me,”
she replied.

“Then I’llwatch you tillI find out,”
he said, and then they walked on in

silence.

Suddenly as they turned a sharp
curve in the road the man saw his

companion start, and a troubled look

came over her face; and then he no-

ticed the color rise in her cheeks and

deepen as a tall, upstanding, handsome

young fellow approached.
“Why, Mary, what’s the matter?”

cried the newcomer, stopping in front

of them. “Good evening, Mr. Gor-

ringe,” he added, turning for a moment

to the latter.

“Matter, Tom? Why, nothing, of

course,” answered the girl.
“Good evening, Roylance,” said Reu-

ben Gorringe; “there’s nothing more

the matter than that Miss Ashworth—

Mary, that is—and I have been for a

walk together, and have bad an inter-

esting little talk. That’s all.” And

while he was speaking, and after he

had finished, he looked curiously from

one to the other.

“Indeed,”, said Tom Roylance, cool-

ly. “Then, as Mary and I have an ap-

pointment it’s my turn to go for a walk

with her, and to ‘have an interesting
littletalk;’ and as I had fixed in the

other direction for the walk we won’t
trouble you to turn back,” and without

saying anything more he took the girl’s
hand, tucked it into his arm and

walked away with her.

CHAPTER IL

TUB SHADOW OF TROUBLE.

“Has the boss been saying anything
to worry you, Mary?” asked Tom Roy-
lance, when the two had been some lit-

tle time alone. “He looked black

enough when I came up,” and the

young fellow laughed.
The question was a somewhat awk-

ward one for Mary. She did not wish

to make mischief between the twomen.

“Oh, no; only some nonsense or other
he has in his head,” she answered.

“Well, so long as he doesn’t think
too much about you I don’t care. What

did he mean by having an interesting
talk with you?”

“Iwas waiting for you at the gate
where we generally meet when he

came up and began to talk about one

thing and another.”

“Do 'you like Reuben Gorringe,
Mary?” he asked, turning and looking
sharply into her face.

“Like him?” she echoed, laughing,
not quite at her ease. “What can it

matter what, a girl at the looms thinks

of the manager of the mill?”

“Yes, that’s all very well, if you
don’t want to answer the question,”
said Tom Roylance, with more than a

touch of jealous suspicion. “But if

you do, I don’t; and for half-an-inch of

yarn I’ll tell him what I think. I
know too much about Mister Reuben

Gorringe. He’s a clever chap, no doubt

about that; but he’s just a baby in sftme

things. He’s an ugly customer tillhe

gels his way, though, and no mistake.”

Tom Roylance was a lighthearted,
careless, rather thoughtless young fel-

low, clever enough to have made rapid
progress in his work, but, like many
another, content to like fortune as it

came, and lacking the strong deter-
mination to forego the pleasure of the
moment in order to secure success. He

was quick and shrewd, a good work-

man, steady and reliable, and capable,
in the face of any great emergency, of

showing plenty of free character. He
was a general favorite both in and out
of the mill, and Reuben Gorringe him-
self had taken to him: But he could

not help meeting all the bothers of
life with a laugh and a jest. He was

careless enough to be his own enemy;
but too straight and true to be an en-

emy of anyone else.

His relations with Mary Ashjrorth
were characteristic. They had been

together in the village from the time

they were children; and there was a

sort of tacit understanding between
them that each belonged to the other,
and that they were to be married some

day; but nothing had ever been spoken
openly about marriage. There were,

indeed, Hindrances to a marriage.
Tom’s father was alive, too crippled to

work, and thus dependent upon him;
while Mary’s mother forced the girl to
maintain her. being herself idle, thrift-
leea. and gi rco to oooaetonal wild flu of

driaking

The two discussed all their plans,
troubles, worries and hopes together
in the frankest way. The man turned
to the girl for advice in many matters;
while there was not an act of life in

which Mary did not try to act as she

judged Tom would have wished her.

She had never thought of any man as a

possible lover but Tom Roylance, and

shaped all her life to accord with the
idea that when he thought the time

fitting, he would arrange for their mar

riage.
Neither spoke for a minute or two

after Tom’s last speech; he had n<

wish to carry the topic further, whilf

Mary was anxious to get away from

subject of Reuben Gorringe alto

gether; and when they spoke again it
was of other matters, until the girl,
thinking she could detect some symp-
toms of restlessness about her com-

panion, began to question him.

[VO BR CONTIXtTED.J

SAXON SWORDS.

Weaponi That Are Always Found When a

Saxon Gravo Mound Is Opened.
Arms seem to have been borne al-

most universally by the Saxons—that

is, by the freemen; serfs are believed
not to have been allowed this privilege,
which was held in some sort to be a

badge of freedom, though no doubt

they had rude arms served out to them
during war; but if they returned home
alive it is probable these arms had to

be given over into the keeping of their
lord until they were next required, !
says the Westminster Review.

We judge that personal weapon*
must have been very numerous, bo- !
cause it is seldom that a Saxon grave

mound is opened without their being i
discovered; the things most commonly j
found are the heads of spears and a i
kind of javelin. They vary much in
size and also in shape. There Is the 1
leaf-shaped, the lozenge, the barbed

and the four-edged, allof which have

been found in the grave mounds scat- 1
tered over various parts of Europe !
The blades are of iron, and the length,
as a rule, varies from ten to fifteen

inches; but they were found at Ozin-

gell, in Kent, twenty-one inches in

length; swords are much more rarely 1
found than spears, and axes are even

less often to be met with.

In the illuminated Saxon menu- J
scripts the barbed spear is often to be

seen, but it is very rarely found in the

graves. There is a very curious one

inCopenhagen, being only barbed up-
on one side and being leaf-shaped up-
on the other. The shafts appear to have
been usually made of ash. The spear- (
head is usually found lying beside the I
skull, so often as to induce the belief

that this was the recognized po-
sition in which to place it with regard
to its departed owner; bosses of shields

are frequently found upon the breasts
of the dead: these bosses are generally
conical in shape, and often have the
handle yet remaining across the inner
side.

The shield itself is rarely found, the
wood having, as a rule, moldered

away. Most likely the reason that <
swords are so seldom found is because
they were regarded as in some sort !
heirlooms, and passed from father to 1
son; they would, therefore, be but very ,
infrequently interred with the other !
weapons.

Practical Slagle.
Two queer-looking creatures sat at u

table sipping their coffee. One of them,
while talking, played carelessly with
his spoon—a silver spoon. He turned
it over and over, dropped it, picked it

up again, and, last of all, when he

thought nobody was looking, he stuck
it into the shaft of his boot. But the
other man saw it. and then, delicately
lifting a spoon in his turn, he said-

“Gentlemen, shall I show you a pretty
conjuring trick? I bet that I will

place this spoon in my pocket (he suits

the action to the word) and willtake
it out of this gentleman’s boot.” This
he does. Whereupon gravely took

up his hat, bowed to the <ompany and

walked off.—N. Y. World.

Her First Thought.

A woman whose only son is about

sixteen months old lives not far from a

big millin which there was a serious

explosion a few days ag o. A gentle-
man, calling upon her shortly after-

ward, inquired about her experience.
“Didyou really feel the shock?” said

he.

“Yes, indeed!” she replied. “It
shook the house from cellar to garret.'"

“And what did you think was the

matter?”

“Ithought the baby had fallen out of

bed,” was the unexpected answer.—

Minneapolis Tribune.

Hospitality Overdone.

King Oscar of Sweden once passed
through a little town which was fes-

tively decorated for the occasion.

Among the rest a huge transparency,
affixed to a gloomy-looking edifice, at-
tracted his attention. It bore the in-

scription: “Welcome to Your Majes-
ty!” in gigantic characters. “What

building is that?” the king inquired.
“That is the county prison, your

majesty,” replied one of the aldermen.
The king laughed, and was heard to

observe: “That is carrying matters a

little too far!”

Sentiment.

“What’s the matter wid yer, any-
how?” said Meandering Mike. “Yer

acts likeyer was goin’ ter cry.”
i “I d’no,” leplied Plodding Pete.

“Maybe I am. I’ve been thinking u»

my wasted life, an’ I’m homesick.”

; “Homesickl Well, I don’t know but

what it’s natural. I’m gittin’ kind o’

that way myself. We hain’t neither

uv us been inside uv a jail for more’r

six months.”—Washington Star.

The Requisite Qualifications.

! “Sis, I thinkyou had better shine

my shoes, and wash the dishes," said a

wealthy New Yorker to his 6ister, who

moves in aristocratic circles.

i “What do you meao by such non

sense?" she asked.

“No nonsense abont it I see yoc
are flirting with an Italian count. II

you ore going to marry him you ought
to be riulag yourself far lbs ftirlHuß

**
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racllltlee to travel to end from Indianapolis, Cin-
cinnati end other Southern points.

JFot Tlcktti. Mim. FoUUn. or diiiliidlnlbrnub

thm, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, orarlrtraaa

E. ST. JOHN, E. A. HOLBROOK,
OenlKanacer. GenlTkt. *Pass. Aft

CHICAGO. ILL.

WEBSTER

•000 more W>.rda and nearly *O4O more IPus
trationa than any other Americas Dictionary.

An Invaluable Companion
M tSSfcaa? "piss2em<r>kmf*M

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

Th<! editors of McClure's

line aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make every line in the mags*
sine both instructive and enttp*

taining.
100 DBN AND WOriEN FAMOUS Ilf

UTERATURB AND ACHIEVEMENT will ba
represented In MeClure’e Magazine, cither
u author* of article* or as participant* |m

dialogue* aad Interviews, or as subjects of
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel*
A ROMANCE OP THE

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Lenle Stevenson snd Lloyd L
Osbourne, will run through four TV

numbers, beginning with Jaa- VgA jdA ,

¦ary. This story is one of thrill- jL/JaT
Ing adventure and mysterious
happenings, reminding oee of
“Treasure Island,” and of "The \\<Kr
Wrecker.” —mm*

William Dean Howells
Wilt contribute a serial itosyi

/JO \ to run through three

Vjßj more especially for younger
(H readers, and, like all his storlea

Jp ioT Toun ß people, it will be ju*,
os interesting to their elders.

i O Vy\ Short Stories
Fma, will be contributed by suay

well-known writers, among othem i

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris.
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,

Harriet Prescott Spottord, “Q"
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and I. Znngwlll.

Real Conversations.
Interview*, Intimate Personal Sketches, aad)

Studies of Greet lion In Action, will contlnon

to be marked features of coming Issues. Under
this heading are announced the following i

D. L. riOODY, ths Dan and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUiTTIOND*

This Is the first complete study
sf Mr. Moody’s career which

has ever been prepared.

Gladstone,
A* a Loader of Men, f/fj y\[
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

|
/

Philip D. Armour.
By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour I*

bably the greatest merchant In the history of lb*
world. He Is also a great philanthropist. Thin

article will present ths many side* of hie acMv*

Ities, and will be fully illustrated.

Bismarck,
¥

At hls Qreateet,

ARCHIBALD FORBUL

I,W/, Ruskin at Home.

r ßy rt. H. APIELfIANU

Pierre Loti, jgk
A personal sketch, by

MADAIIB ADATL Ylk

Alphonse Dnudet,

Jules Vsrns, |
ftardou,

Vur *

Andrew Carnegie V*
Arcbdencen Farrar, *"4 *

Dumas, the Younger.
ft TV Cnmlle Fhunnrlen,

ALLaSjL CHARLES A. DANA

¦IjOPK, ar# tb* subjects of articles hi
f the form of interviews, In which

the matter is mainly autobin*

VwWJESv graphical. These articles in many
cases give full length portrait*
of their subject*, the stories *|

tea their lives, struggles, achieve-

ments and successes. Thee* article* willbe fully
Illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcement! abovsfc

Important contributions, some of which are unique

are in preparation byi

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward.

William Deaa Ho walla, Bret Harts,
Hi H. Beyesen, ft. da Blowlts,
Thomas Nelaea Fags, Prank R. Stecktom.
W. B. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Do land. Archdeacon Farrmt
Robert Louie Stevenson, Charles A. Dana.

Oeorge W. Cable. (filbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps. „

Edge of the Future.
Articles under this head willdeal with the

Velaof Science, and intereating subjects in the fists*
of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating te

the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely

articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait

are, Stranger than- Fiction, which have proved as

popular, willcontinue to characterize coating lunmt

The regular price of McClure’s riagazlae

15 cents a Copy. sl-5o a Yeaik

How to Get this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements

With the Publishers,

S. 5. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 74* AND 74* BROADWAY, NEW YORK*

Whereby We Can Offer the

People's Pilot
AND McCLURE'S MAGAZINB

la Combination for Only
(

$2.25 a Year, Payable In Advaneii

B/ Subscribing for the

People’s Pilot
Tee Can Hava this Splendid Magnates

for Oal> «-» a Year. «r K>H Cents

a Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING CO)


