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OVER THERE IN THE WOODS. !

I love tostand on the crest of a hill,
When the valley away below
Is hung with a tremulous amber haze
_ Flung back from the twilight glow,
And talk to tke clouds as they lazily drift
On the breath of the breeze and are gore,
Liks the fugitive thoughss of a fevered dream,
Or the mutable tints of dawn.
The sense that weaves through the stillnsss
there
Is tuned to an exquisite rhyme,
Where eternfiy comes like a gentle maid
And clasps the hand of time.
Ah! dear are the hills, when the shadows fall
And wrap them round with their dusky pall;
But the place I love the best of all
Is over there in the woods.

I love to stroll on the lonely shore

When the sun steals up from the deep
And chases the darkness over the hills

And awakens the werld from sleep
I love the throb of the gray old ses.

Sublime heart-béat of the world
How it speaks to thc soul when the merning

mists

Have their gossamer sails unfuried!
4And over the watery waste the sun

Is stretching a golden band,
Like a challenge of hope to a fainting heart

Flung out by the infinite hand.
Ahl dear are the waves as they rise and fall
And the frenzied joy of the sea bird’s call;
But the place I love the best of all

Is over there in the woods.

ot’s over there in the tangled woods,
Where & thousand echoes roll,
Where the whispering leaves their secrets tell,
And the silence itself has a soul
AIt's over there where the clinging vine
Is telling of faith and love,
And the twigs reach out and the leaves bend
down
To shelter the home of the dove:
Iv'B over therc where the nodding fern
Bmiles down at the brook’s caprice,
And over and through and hallowing all
Is an exquisite sense of peace.
Ah! dear are the hills with their shadowy pall

fall,
But the place I Jove the best of all
Is over there in the woods.
—Chicago 1nter Ocean.
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{MAPTER XXIV.—~CONTINUED.

““No doubt. But will it be enough
for a jury? Was there a man ever ac-
cused who did not deny the accusation?
Don’t think me hard, or cruel, or un-

just. T am not. I must do what is best !

for you, even though I know you may
feel I am unkind in doing it. But we
cannot look at the matter from the
same point.”

“What do you mean?” asked the girl.

‘““You think and believe Tom is inno~-
cent, and that his liberation would be
right and just. I think him guilty, and
were it not for you I should not halt
for an instant in the path of duty.”

He paused, and when the girl did not
speak, continued:

“] must talk of myself to-night, for
f can feel that you ought to see this
action of mine as I see it myself. If
Tom had been a good, true, honest
man to you I could have borne it to see
you his wife. But when I learned, as
I did learn, that he was carrying on a
double game with you and that girl
Savannah, I began to be afraid for you.
Then came the rest; the stories of the
money and now this. If T loved him
as you do, Mary, I might look at it all
as you see it. But I don’t. I see it

with the cyes of a man, my lass. Could |

T'give you, whom I love, into the care
of a man I believe to be a murderer?”

““Ah, don’t,” cried the girl, shrink-
ing.

“Yes, I must. The truth must out.
Yoa must understand why I act like
t¢his. Prove his innocence; nay, show
me how to prove it; put me on the most
shadowy track of it, and I'll work to
prove it; and when proved I'll be the
first to take him by the hand, put him
back in his place in the mill, and lay
your hand in his with as honest a wish
for your happinessas ever filled aman’s
heart. But I must first know him to
be innocent; whileat present,” he low-
ered his voice, I almost know him to
be guilty.”

Mary was moved in spite of herself,
bdsth by his words and his manner, and
the proof of his love touched her.

“Tom has) not left any evidence
against himself. He is innocent,” ex-
claimed Mary energetically.

‘“Yes, right enough from the point of
view from which you look at this. I
admire you for holding your opinion
staunchly like a true lass; but I can’t
share it. How then must it be?”

“Can’t you give me more time? It
seems almost as if in making a deci-
sion I were condemning Tom,” she
said. :

“The hearing is to-morrow,” was liis
answer.

“But you need not go to it. You
could wa't until the next hearing,”
she pleaded. ““Will you not do this?
You say you are a child in my hands.
Well, please me in this,” she said, with
a wistful pleading smile as she put out
her hands and touched him. “Give me
more time.”

“Jf I do this, where is the use?
There is danger in delay. If the case
is heard to-morrow, there is barely
enough evidence to secure a commit-
tal; but if the committal is made to-
morrow the trial will be in time for
the assizes next week, and the whole
matter may be ended within a week
or two. If you delay, the hearing to-
morrow will be adjourned for another
week, the trial must be thrown over to
the next assizes, and a delay of many
weelks must take place; during which
time the evidence may be strengthened
in some way against him.”

It was a cruel argument, and for the
moment the girl was completely baf-
fled.

“Will you let me decide, then, which
it shall be?” she asked

“Yes, certainly. I have no wish but
your welfare. Think, however, before
you do decide.”

“I have thought,” she said. *“‘Tom is
innocent; and he himself would choose
to have the delay in the hope that the

may mean life or death for Tom,” be
said, speaking very emphatically.

“I have decided,” she said.

*As you will,” he said, again.

She was glad when he leit her.

It was no wonder she despaired.
These who might have given assistance
in helping to unravel the mystery

{ either could not or would not help.

Reuben Gorringe was too firmly con-
vinged of Tom’s guilt to be able to see
a single ray of hope anywhere. Sa-
vannah had turned away and had re-
fused even to tell the truth, while the
only man who had made any sort of
profession of belief in Tom’s inno-
eence, Gibcon Prawle, was worthless
and unreliable and had not even taken
the trouble to let her know what he
bhed done.

Had he done anything? Was he in
earnest? Or was he merely a shifty,

awvorthless scamp, whose word and help

were atthe purchase of the Jast bidder?
Could it be that he had had anything
to do with the deed?

Then a hundred reasons flashed upon
her why he might have been involved
in it. He had been on the worst terms
with both Coode and Gorringe; the lat-
ter had ruined him, and the former, as
she knew, had refused to reinstate
him. Ie was hard pressed for money

even to exist upon; he knew the mill |

thoroughly; he was not unlike Tom in

| general appearance, build and car-

riage, and in the dark might have
been mistaken for him. Given that he
had broken into the mill to rob the
place, and had been caught and sur-

| prised by Mr. Coode, what more likkely
And the waves with their rhythmical rise and |

tnat he should have turned upon him?

As she thought of this, she grew ex-
cited at the idea and was angry with
herself for not having thought of it
before. She reealled how he had
flinched when she had asked him
pointedly the reason of his great in-
terest in the matter. Added to that
was his certainty, expressed over and
over again, that Tom was innocent;
and as she thought of all this she was
ready to rush at once to the conclusion
that Gibeon was in some way involved
in the mystery. She grew more excit-
ed as the belief increased, and after
some time she dashed her hand on the
table and exclaimed to herself:

“I'm right. That’s the reason for his
interest in the mystery. The villain!”

Just then a hurried knock sounded
on the door of the cottage, the door
was pushed open, a man’s steps
sounded along the passage, and Gibeon
Prawle himself entered the room.

CHAPTER XXV.
“YOU ARE A MAD WOMAN.”

When Mary saw who her visitor was
she flushed, nervously, as though he
could tell what her thoughts of him
had just been. She saw that he was
tired and haggard and travel-stained.
He sank down into a chair, as if ex-
hausted, and gave a sigh of relief.

“Give me some water,” he said,
eagerly. ‘“I've had neither bite nor
sup for hours, and I'm faint.”

The girl brought him food and tea,
and watched him while he ate rapidly
and, indeed, ravenously. During the
meal he made no attempt to break the
silence, except now and again to de-
clare what a long time it was since he
had broken his fast.

She eyed him closely and suspiciously
the whole time, noting with restless
egerness the movement and expres-
sion of his face at the moments when
he was too much engaged to notice
her. And her new thoughts in regard
to him made her find a more evil and

"villainous look in his rather handsome

face than ever before.

His gluttony, too, disgusted her.
The way he bolted the food, the
quantity he ate, the noise he made in

swallowing it and in gulping down cup |

after cup of tea, added to the repulsion
with which he filled her.

At last he pushed the plate away
from him and gave a loud sigh of re-
pletion. .

‘““That’s good. Can I have a whiff of
’bacca?” he asked.

“No,” she answered, sharply; ‘“you
can’t.” ,

“You'd let me sharp enough if you
knew what I've got to tell you.”

“But I don’t know it, and I don’t
want the smoke here.” She was
angered at the cool disregard he
showed to her intense and painful
anxiety.

‘“You don’t ask me what my news is,”
he said, after a pause.

“No, I'm waiting for you to tell me.
Have you found out what you went to
find out?” She spoke rather ungra-
ciously, but her suspicions of the man
would assert themselves. ;

“You don’t seem over gracious in
your manner,” he said, looking at her
and speaking discontentedly.

*“This is not a time whenI can keep
& smile on my face allday. Whathave
you learnt?” :

He was lolling back in his chair, but
he now sat up and, leaning* forward,

put his arms on the table and looked |

earnestly and seriously at her as he
answered slowly and emphatically:

“I don’t know that I have learnt any-
thing definitely, but I’'m on the track
of something that will startle Walkden
Bridge.”

“Is that all?” replied Mary, in a dis-
appointed tone. ‘Have you been able
to find any of Savannah’s movements
on Friday night?”

*“Not on Friday night.
matter so much now.”

‘““Have you found no one who was

But it won’t

near the mill on that night?” she |

asked.
“No; why?” he asked, glancing sus-
piciously at her. “Why should I?”
“To prove that Tom wasn’t about
there,” she answered. Then she tried
to keep her voice steady and her tone

indifferent for the next crucial ques-
‘| tion.
‘“Where were you yourself that
night?”

There was no mistaking the quick

movement of uneasiness with which he

seemed to spring up into an attitude of
eager, listening suspense, while the

proofs of his innocence may be fouud. | look he directed at her was fall of

I will choose to wait.”
*As yvou will. I fear you are wrony;
and if anything untoward she:ld hap

angry and yet nervous questioning.

gether. Where were you?” reneated
Mary, in a clear, firm voice, regarding
the man with & fixed, steady gaze as
she spoke.

Gibeon langhed uneasily, shifted on
his seat, and glowered back threaten-
ingly.

*“I suppose it don’t much matter to
you, Mary, where I was? You wouldn’t
take much interest in me and my do-
ings when 1 wanted you to.”

“Bnt I take an interest now,”
especially in your doings last Friday.
I expect them to show me why you
take such an interest in this business.”
She looked at him fearlessly.

His uneasiness inereased manifestly
under the keen light of the girl’s steady
gaze.

“Say what you mean, right out.
Don’t let us have any beating about
the bush. 1What are you driving at?”

“Tell me where you were on Friday
night,” she repeated.

“Ishall tell you nothing. Not a
word more will you get out of me till I
know what blessed plan you're hatch-
ing,” he answered, with sullen defi-
ance.

“I have reason to believe that it was
you yourself, Gibeon, who was mis-
{ taken for Tom getting into the mill
on Friday night. That is what I
mean.”

“Go on!” he said, with a forced ugly
laugh. “Go on. Finish up what you've
got to say. What next?”

“There’s no need to say any more,”
answered the girl. “You know now
+ what I mean, well enough. Now, will
you tell me where you were on Friday
night?”

“No, Iwon’t. I can prove where I
was casily enough, if it comes to that.
But I'm not going to give an account
of my doings to you or anybody else.”
Then, asif he thought he could not
leave the matter there: “You mean, I
suppose. that you think I ought to be
where Tom is now and on the same
charge, eh?”

Mary made no answer.

“And do you think that if I'd killed
the man and got away I should be
such a blessed fool as to come here and
put you on the track? If I'd wanted
to hang myself, I should have chosen
a different line from that, don’t you
fear. However, that ends matters be-
tween us, my lass. T meant well by
you and Tom, because you did me a
good turn that night in the barn. But
when it comes to taxing me with mur-
der, I've done. I'm not going to stand
that, even though you did save my
life.”

“You’ll have to say where you were
on Iriday night,” said Mary again,
persistently.

*‘Shall I?” he answered, laughing
again, but now more naturally and
more angrily. ‘Shall I? Perhaps I
shall and perhaps I shan’t. PerhapsI
shall stop to be questioned, and per-
haps I shan’t: and perhaps it won’t be
good for them that try to threaten me.
You've made a mistake for once; oh!
and a mistake, too, that may cost you
and your precious Tom dear enough.
And you’d think so, too, if you'd got
hold of the news I came to bring, in-
stead of being so blessed quick, think-
ing I could be such a gormed fool as to
be willing to try and get another man
acquitted of a crime which I myself
had done.”

‘“You've not been trying,” said Mary,
induced by the success of her former
guess to make another. ‘‘You've only
been wasting the time to prevent in-
quiries being made. You’ve found out
nothing, because you've tried to find
out nothing.”

“All right, have your own way,” he
said. And from his manner Mary
judged that her last charge was so
wide of the mark as to make him in-
differert to it.

“I’'m sorry you’ve taken it this way,”
he said, after a rather long pause. *I
meant straight by you; I swear I did.
But I ain’t going on with it.” Then as
if stung by her taunt he said hastily:
*I’ve been on the hunt the whole time
since I saw you. Ay, and not without
finding out something, either. What
would you say to Savannah being not
Savannah Morbyn at all, but Lucy
Howell, an escaped lunatic, eh? Would
that prove to you that I hadn’t been
wasting the time, eh? But I ain’t
going any further. You can go on by
yourself. I'm off. Thank you for the
food. I’'d pay you for it if I hadn’t
spent almost the last copper I had, as
well as walked miles and miles in hunt-
| ing this woman down. You've made a
fool of yourself, Mary, and some day
youw'll know it. I'm going. Good
night.”

He had risen, and spoke the last
words standing by the door.

“Don’t go, Gibeon. Tell me what
you mean,” said Mary. “[fI’'m wrong,
I'm sorry.”

‘“No, thank you; not for me,” he
| said, withsneering laugh. “You might
, veer around again in another five min-
utes. You can just tackle this bit
alone now.” And with that he went
. into the passage.

“Come back, Gibeon,” cried Mary,

following him. But he took no notice
| of her, and slamming the door roughly
behind him, he left her.

*‘Savannah not Savannah, but Lucy
| Howell, an escaped lunatic?” Conld it
- be true? As Mary thought over what
| he said a hundred incidents recurred
, to her in which she had observed that
| Savanrah’s manner and conduct had

been very strange.
| Then a plan of action suggested it
self and gave her hope. She would deal
| with Savannah as she had dealt with
. Gibeon, and as she had surprised him
into making dangerous admissions, so
she would try to force admissions from
Savannah by a sudden and unexpected
attack. She would go to her and
| threaten her with exposure unless she
told the truth as to her being with
{ Tom.

8he went at. once to see Savunnah,
and hastened down the village street
thinking how she was to frame her
words. But a bitter disappointment
was in store for her. Savannuh had
gone away suddenly, and would not be

“Where was I? Why what has that baock that night.

' to do with it?"

| There wasnothing for it but tuy wait, |

answered the girl, pointedly; ‘“and |

fretted and worrled imputiontly a¢ hee
inability to do anything.

The second_hearing against Tom
took place, Reuben Gorringe being ab-
sent, and a further remand followed.
Mary saw him and saw the solicitor,
telling the laiter her suspicions about
Gibeon, but saying nothing about Sa-
vannah. The secret as to the latter
Mary kept to herself, waiting with
feverish anxiety for the other’s return.

On the Monday, twodays before that
fixed for the third heariag,Mary heard
that Savannah was back, and she went
at once to her cottage.

“What do you want with me?” was
Savannah’s greeting, brusque, sharp
and hostile.

“I want to see you again about the
charge against Tom,” replied Mary.
“To ask you to reconsider what you
said last time.”

“I have nothing to reconsider amnd
nothing to say. I won't be ques-
tioned.”

“Why are you so determined and so
hard, Savannah?”

‘“‘Because I choose to do what I
please and say what I please. Why
should I try to save a man from being
punished? What is it to me? Nothing.
I tell youl have nothing to say. Go
away.”

*I cannot go away with such an an-
swer,” said Mary, gently. “I want to
plead to you. You are a woman as I
am. You may have loved as I love.
Tom’s life is more to me than my own.
You can save him, if you will, by
simply saying what it cannot havm
you to say. Why, then, will you not
speal for hin}?”

“It harms me to tell lies,” answered
Savannan, sharply.

“But they are not lies, Savanndh.
You were with Tom; you know that.
You know that you can account for
every hour of the time during whiah
this dreadful thing happened, and that
when he was said to have been seen &t
the mill you and he were some milen
away in the direction of Presburn.”

The other girl took no notice of this;
but getting out some necedlework she

turned her back on Mary and bega® |

humming a tune as her fingers played
with the work.

“Why will you persist in keeping
silent about this?”

The humming developed into a soft-
ly-sung song. Mary went to her and
touched her shoulder.

‘‘Savannah, will you not say what
you know?”

The song stopped for a rmoment, and
Savannah answered without look-
ing up:

“I will not tell lies to save a murder-
er’s life.”

The girl behind her shra#k and shiv-
ered at the thrust. Them the blood
flushed back into her chofik, and she

bit her lips as if to stay the angry |

words whigch rose.
Meanwhile the other h%! resumed
her soft, sweet song.
[TO BE CONTINUEDJ
- |

Deserved to Get Hor,

Two Irishmen were trampithg along
the road near Manchester.
them could not read at all; 2 other
could read only sufficiently weld to be
proud of airing his accomplishment
before his companion. Their jour
neyings had brought them info the
neighborhood of Manchester-by-the-
Sea.

Presently they encountered a #égn-
post. Mike stopped to read it and Pat
stopped to hear him.

Now, the sign was very simple, and
it said: ‘Manchester, Seven Miles,”
but it seemed to bother Mike, and he
looked puzzled. Pat waited until his
patience gave out.

“What does it say?” he demanded.

“Mon-chased-her,” returned Mike,
slowly. “Mon chased her siven moiles.”

Pat picked up his bundle in disgust.

“Sure,” he remarked, ‘‘if he wanted
her that bad, Oi hope to Hivin he got
her.”—Boston Budget.

Yellow-Dog Money.

At one time the Mississippi valley
was flooded with bills on which was
stamped the figure of a big hound and
which were universally known as ‘‘yel-
low-dog money.” The captain of a
steamer was trying to work off some of
the stuff in exchange for wood. As he
came to one wharf after another on
his way up the river he called out:

‘“Take yaller dog for wood?”

For substance the answer was al
ways the same, though the form
varied. Nobody wanted ‘‘yaller dog.”

At last, however, the captain re-
ceived an affirmative reply. He steamed
up to the wharf at once, but just as
the line was being cast off he be-
thought himself to ask another ques.
tion.

“How do you take it?” said he.

“Cord for cord,” was the answer.—
Boston Transcript.

~ The Worm in the Chestnut.

A Pittsburgh physician explainshow
the worm gets into the chestnut.
When the nut is still green an insect
comes along and, hunting a warm
place in which to have its eggs hatched,
lights upon the green chestnut and
stings it. At the same time it deposits
some of its eggs in the opening thus
made. The chestnut begins to ripen
and at the same time the eggs ara
hatching. The insect selects chestnuts

as a place for depositing its eggs as

being thg best adapted place by in-
stinet. The floury matter in the nut
turus to sugar and sugar contains’car-
bon, which produces heat.—N. Y. Trib-
une.

Darwinism Defined.
Some Manchester (England) work-
ingmen were discussing Darwin the

other day, when one of them less

learned than the rest exclaimed:

“Darwen, I kna that place.
bsen ther’ monny a toime.”

‘Get out, you fooill” said another.
“We're nut talkin’ about the place
called Darwen, but the mon. Hevn't
ye nivver heerd o’ Darwen? Why, if it
hadn’t begn for Darwen, we s’onld all
hev been chatterin’ monkeys, and nut
gentlemen, like we are.”—--N. Y,
Tribune.
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Ticket Agent, of address

JAMES BARKER,

General Passcuger Agent,
Menon Block, Chicago.

IF_YOU HAVE AGOOD

ADYERTIS
AND GET IT

'a% |

'T or Falling Sickness
CAN be CURED,
We will SEND FREE
P mail a large TRIAL
SUFFER

ANY w?c?gx:&n
fice, State and County, and Age plainly,

McCL.URE’S

MAGAZINH
For 1894,

The editors of McClure's Magay
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature

...AND THE,,,

Most Interesting Knowledgs

and to make every line in the magse

sine both instructive a=d entesw
taining.

100 NBEN AND WOMEN PAMOUS N
LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will-bg
represented iIn McClure's Magazine, eithes
as authors of articles or as participants in
dialogues and interviews, or as subjects
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel,
A ROMANCE OF THB
SOUTH SEAS, by Rebert
Leuls Stevenson and Lloyd
C:ibourne, will rua through four
mumbers, beginning with Jan-
uary. This story is one of thrill.
ing adventure and myaterious
happenings, reminding one of
" Treasure Island,” and of * The
Wrecker."

William Dean Howells

WIill contribute a serial
to run through three
more especially for youngest
geaders, and, like all his storjes
for young people, it will be Juss
a8 Interesting to thelr elders,

Short Stories

Howelle will be contributed by maag:
well-known writers, among othess s
Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Marris, '
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stocktonm,
Harrlet Prescett Spofford, wg"
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwiil,

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Porsonal Sketches, sad}
Btudies of Great len in Action, will continug
to be marked features of coming issues, Undes
this heading are announced the following |
D. L. NOODY, the an and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUMIOND\
This is the first complete study
of Mr, Moody's career which
bas ever been prepared.

Gladstone,
As a Leader of Men,
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr, Armour is pres
bably the greatest merchant in the history of the
world, He is also a great philanthropist. This
article will present the many sides of his acswe
kies, and will be fully Illustrated,

Bismarck,

At his Greatest,
p—

: ARCHIBALD FORBES,
» Ruskin at Home.

By I'l. H. SPIELIMNAN:
Pierre Loti,

A personal sketch, by
MADATE ADArN.

Alphonse Daudet,
Jules Verne,
Bardou,
Andrew Carnegle
Archdeacon Farrar,
Dumas, the Yeunger.
Camile Flamarion,
and
CHARLES A. DANA

L are the subjects of articles i

‘the form of Interviews, in whicl
the ‘'matter is mainly autobley
graphical. Thesearticles in many
cases give full length m:
of their subjects, the atories
thelr lives, struggles, achieves
ments and successes, These articles will be fully
Blustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements above,
Important contributions, some of which are uniqu§
are in preparation by:

“/v

Prof, Henry Drummeond, Herbert D. Waréd, |
William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

H. H. Boyesen, r. de Blowitz,
Thomas Nelson Page, Frank R. Stocktem.
W. B. Henley, Andrew Lang,
Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrgsy

Robert Louils Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,
QGeorge W. Cable, Glibert Parker,
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps,

Edge of the Future,

Articles under this head will deal with the Mass
welsof Science, and interesting subjects in the fieldg
of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating tg
the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc. ;

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timelp
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portraite
ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved s¢
popular, will continue to characterize coming issuesy

The regular price of McClure’s MNagazine
—l— A
15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yean

How to Get this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements
With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,
OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORKg
‘Whereby We Can Offer the

People's Pl0b

AND McCLURE'S MABAZING

In Combination for Only

$2.25 4 Year, Payahle In Advances.

By Bubscribing for the

People’s l’lm

You C4n Have this Splemdid
gor Ouly 81.95 a Year, or iui§ Oents
8 Copy. adaress

pen you must not iame me. The de-  “Decause as you were about the vile Savannah did not return for four days,
m is 8 momentous one, Mary and lage von must have seen them te- 4duriug the whole of which time Mary

PILO'I' PUBLISHING ¢
VENSSELABR, IND.

| cided views?” ‘Great guns! yee; hir

THE HALL CHEMICAL CO.,
wife decides all of tham for him. ™

8860 Faizmount Awasue, {

I -




