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ORACE GREFELEY JENKINS was un-

der a handlcap from birth.
Huaving emerged upon the world In
New KEngland a few years before the
moment when the Clvil War was engaged
in making ils egress eiscwhere, he wauas
made involuntarlly the reciplent of a name
at the sound of which the nation tingled
=—tha uppermost end In exuitation, the
nethiermost enid in the mute resentment that
goes with a cause that s lost but not

forgotten.

Hnrace Greeley Jenkins's father and
mother, Immediately after the furrender at
Appomattox, removed with thelr offspring
to Indlana, Thelr actlon at that perlod was
An exceedingly Adrastic plece of enterprise.
an many of the moere conservative quarters
of Fast Medfeld, Indeed, the proceeding was
conmtdered an exhibition Httle xhort of that
apirit  of unwholesome adventurs which
turns the son of a substantial and sedate
eitlzen Into an lrresponsible adventurer—a
tramp, mayhbe

I might pause to my own satlsfaction as
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=ht, 1000, by American-Exam. ner;

Noting a startled  looa
upon the hushand’'s face. ha
hastened to say a reassuring
waord

‘There 18 no immedlate
danger,” he explained. “Tle
patient may live for years.
I rather incline to the hellef
that she will do 80. [ pre-
eume the tissyes will grad-
uaily wagte away until her
vitality can no
slat”

Horace Greeley Jenkins
was gazing Intently befldre
him over the heads of the
horses into space, I3ut that
he tried to mulsten his dry
Itps the quirk eye of the
man of medicine would not
hkave detected that he was
under emotional pressura.

“Can't I do anything for
her?"'queried the driver In

“Not  any-

lunger re

a lisw Vislites,
thing™™"

wrTaIy

ey Achardroe.

Great B .ta

in Rights Hesemed

Roew 11, and often had to swailow with a
Er-at effort wh ‘ng 10 assume a cheer-
ful aspect tn o« =1ins his wife's room,
Therese knew i@ . but was leas: moved
of all, as her soft wyves heamed upon the
man she loved atd fer slender Lagers wounid
themselves tugeiner uiun her fraglije breast
The Winter ev grew lons, and tle
rustiand and nurse took turns at the task
of walting who had grown
‘eak she could s eely =pcalk above a8

Wi

ipan the Invalid

% One morning befors day
n Henrietta Hadl gone for an houra
repose, wWhen the husband, gitting with his
Lead bowed In silent grief at the s=lde of
the bed, Became aware of the lghtest poussl-
ble nger-touwen upon his grizziing hair.
He arese gquickliy and leaned ouver the
prosteate farm of Therese,
“l.et me call Henrielta,”
fecling n yvagus seunse of
the I'resence all had long Knouwn
approaching inexaorally,
“Nu, dear,” respotided Therese, in falnt
bin even 1ones Toam golng l.et me be
aline

“len't Eay

he =sald, hoarsely,
helplessness in
was

with vou at the end.”

that, sweetheart,” miurmured
hoarsely. 1 can’t bear to think
It is the end—my love, my love."

=he pre=scd his hand In both her own.
Hurace,” she went on with a
gervar that was retlected in the deep and
lustre of her &yes. “You have
that vou have never
Prom-
1 am

the man,

“lasten,

wondrous
bien So good and true
thine 1 have asked.

mure when

poefused me any
fsee me still one thiug
g-rhu.”

The suffering man at the bedslde, whose
heart was torn with the pending loss of
his loved and loving companion, greancd In
the atiguish of parting.

“pPromige me” pursied Therese, with the
momentary strengih of those who dle, “that
when the padn of this Is over, you will
marey Jousin Henrletia™

Jenkins, whose Puritan fortitude came back
to him. decded all his property to Cousin
Henrietta, who stoutly refused it until he
threatened o turn the place over to the
State unless she accepted,

“You were her best and truest friend.” he
sald, "and she would have had it so. 1
can't stay around hers now she's gone. It
fgn’t the same o me I've got 1o g0 some-=
where and begin again. There (an't & ple-
ture, a =tick of furniture, a blade of grass
that doesn’'t taik to me about Therese. [
can’'t stayv, It's no use

“1 know 1t rejoined Henrletta, with sim-
ple earnesiness, “Of coursed, It's no use”

Something in her volee stiruck atrangely
upon  his edr. The two lvoked at one
anoliicer.

"You heard 1t all?’ Ie asked In an em-
harrassed wav.

“FEvery word”

hen after 4 moment
devisively:

"You couldn’t do such a thing And I
couldn’t jet you., Yes, yvou are right to go
somewhere else and—forget.”

“1 shall never forget.’” replied Horace
Greeley Jenkins, with frank sincerity, as he
waved an adiea from down the road.

Cousin Heprietta looked after him long
and earnestiy. When he was qulite out of
gight she went into the house, weeping a
Hitle In gilence. Then she pulled herself
together with a strong womanly effort, and
went about her business of running the
Jenking estute—a pursuit in which she suc-
ceeded admirably.

1f at first the neighbors were Inclined to
gcuff at 1 woman rancher, they ultimately
learned to respect Cousin Henrietta. She
had a genius for dolng the right thing at
the right tlme In the right way. She won
the hvarts of the women, which wWas an

gshe added quite

amazing thing for a woman to accomplish.
She named the county ticket and helped
elect i, for all the wives and sisters in the
community made the llves of the men &
burden until they listened to reason.

Cousin Henrjetta's crops were the largest,
for ler subordinates worked harder for a
waord of commendation from her than double
wiges from the farmers Her cattle were
the fattesr, her horses were the sleekest—
evervihing ahout the place was jus: a little
aliead of everyithing about any other place
in the community

And out in the cemetery at the top of the
hill there was a llttle kno!l that was al-
Wiays & bank of lilies of the valley, where
umder loving watchfuiness rested Cousin
Thervse, the dead cousin of Cousin
Henrietta,

L - - - - L] [ ]

Onee In a while there came to Indiana a
Vasde rumor from the mining camps of the
stiil mysterious West, in which the person-
altty of HMHorace uUreeley Jenkins figured
with growing prominence. It was known In
a general way that he prospered. 1t oc-
curred once or twice that he suppressed
iawlessness by sheer force of nerve and
Colrage.

Had any one been possessed of an analyti-
cal mind when watching Cousin Henrletta
a3 these occaslonal detalls came to her no-
tice, It must inevitably have been percelved
that her glance brightened. her cheek red-
dened, and her manner became animated
Immediately.

Suddenly the mistress of Horace Greeley
Jenkins Ranch disappeared one morning
without a word of explanation to any liv=
ing beilng beyond the mere statement that
shie would return In a few weeks. The
superintendent of the place repurted In con-
fidence to the Road Commissioner some
days later that his employer, after recelv-
Ing tha Chicago moerning newspaper for
which she was a regular subscriber, had
been very much agitated In her demeanor,
had ordered the carriage and departed after
Elving a few hasty directions about ranch
matters of {mmedlate moment.

* ‘] regret to say that your good wife is beyond my skill.”

& veracious chronlcler of incldent to tell In
detall the history of Horace Greeley Jen-
kins's forefathers and mothers—how they
burst away from the tles of mother Ing-
land with fine =spirit, and came to daughter
New England and sat down.

But that would be mere dry and unlllu-
mipative history.

The fact Is that Horace (ireeley Jenkins,
&l m very ecarly age, was bundled out of
New Fngland and bundled into the then
trackless wilderness of Indiana by his par-
ents, In whom some spirit of ancestry had
suddenly and sufficiently awakened the
tendency to get up and move.

Indiana wasr a hot spot, nelther North nor
Routh, but betwlxt nnd between, as the say-
Ing goes, =0 that lorace t(ireeley Jenkins,
as he grew up, found himself recelving the
brickbata of the North and entertaining the
cobhblentoneas of the South.

He met the situation unmoved,

While he was atlll a youth, not knowing
#o very much what it was all about, his
parents one after the other were claimed
and duly acqulred by malaria, the omni-
preaent Indliana life-lust, and Horaca (iree-
ley Jenkins was alone, In the possesslon of
A quarter-section ranch, falrly well equipped
for profit.

‘He had llcked most of the olher young
tshen In the surrounding country. That-was
by reason of the invading spirit of histan-
cestry,. Many New England young men gry
to Jick thetr new-found fellows. Some suc-
eted. y v F
Horace Creelev Jenklins ultimately uﬁr-
ried a yofing gir! from one of the Carolinas,
whose parents had proceeded from the deso-
lation of the South at about the time his
own people had isolated themselves and him
from the triumphant affluence of the North.

She was a sweet girl, Sho loved her
husband gently, If not blindly. She bore
her end of the burdens of life In a rather
frontier countiry with fortitude and without
complaint. The young wife had been reared
in a luxury that was snatched from her by
the 11l fortune of war, but she did not give
herself up to futlle repinings. In truth,
when Therese Rittenhouse became Mrs,
Horace Greeley Jenklns, she put resolutely
behind her all the life and traditlons of her

household, 1t was indeed an fdeal famlly
¢xlstence, excepling that no child came to
hlesas* the unlon. Fven that regret was
mute on both sides, Nelther of the twain
ever found fault with anyvthing or anvbedy.
They went thelr mutual way peacefully
and pleasantly, full of love and trust and
abiding faith I the final adjustment of
fevervihing.

"What Is to be, will bhe,” waz a thought
that came to them often, a= thelr erops rip-
ened, thelr live stock fattened, the placid
Etream at the bottom of the garden edidied
past, and the clouds and s=unshine alter-
nated all In season.,

It one day Therese met with an acel-
dent when the palr of colts ran away and
threw her out of the carrigge agninst a
tree, Injuring her spine 8o that she becramae
bedrlidden, as It turned out, for the rest of
Lher uncomplalining and {ll-requited 1ife.

This was Horace tirecley Jenkins's first
grief. e bore it with New lingland sto-
felsm when hils Invalid wife was near or
when nelghbors came to syvmpathize., Per-
Lapa he had no great and glowlng regard
for nelghborly eyvmpathy, DBRut when he was
alone at any of the tasks that are many
for those who wrest livellhood from tha
carth there were deep llnes about his mouth
and hils evea freguently softened with the
molsture of tenderness,

The best physicians and most renowned
surgeons eame and went one pfter another,
but "Fheresxs, with a patience that never
grew lems, found no rellef, If she suffered
phyeleal pain no one knew It by word or
gigh from her lips. When her hushand |In
his goodness pleked up the frall body and
pillowed It in the window seat so she could
Inok out upon the birds and flowers and
wateh the farmers’ wagons drag past, she
murnmured that he was very good to her,
and pressed his strong hand,

A great surgeon from St Louls eame ane
Aay and made a very careful examination.
He was one of those individuals whose oh-
servatlon sweeps evervthing and leaves not
the smallest matter uncovered, When this
man of wide knowledge and large experi-
ence of the world was on hils way to the
gtutlon, he sald to Horace Greeley Jenklins,
who was driving In silence:

"Yes," responded the surgeon, declsively.
“Your wife s a lady born and rearcd. Find
one of her own kind to attend upon her
Sueh women understand and help one @&n-
other. No man. 1 don’t care -who or what
he Is, can take the place of one good woman
to another who is helpless. Good night, sir”

The doctor was gone, and Horace Greeley
Jenkins, sorelv perplexed, turned his horses
homeward, What should he do? Where
was the woman? He knew instinctively
she must not be merely a woman., She
mildt be the woman.

For several davs he sald nothlng of what
the dpctor had told him, untll one after-
noon Therese, whose intuitlon had already
informed her that some unusual condlition
had arlsen, said to him quite bright and
semiling:

“Horace,
moment.”

Ile obeved, with an
his eountenance that
perplexity.

“Tell me, sweetheart,” the Invalid went
on, coaxingly. “"What was It the good doc-
tor told »ou to do for me that you don't
understand how to begin?"

With some difficulty Horace Greeley Jen-
kins repeated the substance of the conver-
gatlon that had occurred on the road to the
rallway station,

“Why" sald Therese, as If the idea wera
filled with the keenest deliglhit to her, “that
will be splendid. I am sure you won't
mind having someone In the house who is
dear to me—you are so kind and unselfish.
May I write for my cousin Henrietta?—you
remember, she was at our wedding. I
know she wiil be glad to come, poor girl.
The world husn't been as sweet to her as
to me."”

So It was arranged. and Henrietta cama
tn Indiana and took charge not alone of
Therese but of the entlre household. Al-
though Horace Greeleyv Jenkins didn't know
Ity #he took charge of him along with the
rest, She did it all so deftly, and gra-
clously, and with such genuineness of pur-
pose that the Jenkins establishment went
along right smoothly and serenely, except-
Ing for the ever-present, always-haunting

dear. Come slt by me for a

abasrhed laok
betrayved

upon
his secret

human.
Kise me—and remembor.”

people and made herself an active and help- i |
ful part of his career.
There were no troubles In

——e

rogret

the Jenkins most surely kil her'

to say that
bevond my skill. An

vour good wife is
operation would al-

fact that Therese was fading, slowly fading
into the great jllimitable shadow.

Cousin Henrietta knew it and nursed hep
very, very gently. I1lorace Greeley Jenking
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THE TELL-TALE HEART - -

RUE! nervous, very, very dreadfully nervous I had been
and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The dis-

ease had sharpened my senses, not destroyed, not dulled them.
Above all was the sense of hearing acute. | heard all things in
the heaven and in the earth. | heard many things in hell. How
then am | mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily, how
calmly | can tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain, but,
once conceived, it haunted me day and might. Object there was
pone. Passion there was none. | loved the old man. He had
never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold
I had no desire. | think it was his eye! Yes, it was this! One
of his eyes resembled that of a vulture—a pale blue eye with a
film over it. 'Whenever it fell upon me my blood ran cold, and
so by degrees, very gradually, | made up my mind to take the life
of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know
nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen
how wisely | proceeded; with what caution, with what foresight,
with what dissimulation, 1 went to work! [ was never kinder to
the old man than during the whole week before 1 killed him. And
every night about midnight | turned the latch of his door and
opened it—oh, so gently! And then when | had made an open-
ing sufficient for my head I put in a dark lantern all closed, closed
s0 that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head.

Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust
it in! 1 moved it slowly, very, very slowly, so that I might not
disturb the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my
whole head within the opening so far that 1 could see him as he
lay upon his bed. Ha! would a madman have been so wise as
this? And then when my head was well in the room [ undid the
lantern cautiously—oh, so cautiously—cautiously (for the hinges
creaked). | undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon
the vulture eye. And this | did for seven long nights, every might
just at midnight, but | found the eye always closed, and so it wi.s
i ible 10 do the work, for it was not the old man who vexed
me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke,
I went boldly into the chamber and spoke courageously to him,

ing him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he had

the night. So you see he would have been a very -wro-

und old man, indeed, to suspect that every might, just at 12,
looked in upon him while he slept. J

Upon the eighth night 1 was more thar usually cautipus in
opening the door. A watch’s minute hand moves more quickly
than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of
powens, of my sagacity. | could scarcely con my
tumph. To think that there | was opening thé door
. little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or
lﬁdﬂcﬂeﬂ at the idea, and perhaps he heard

on the bed suddenly as if startled. Now you
ink | drew back—but no. HMis room was as bzckaa
the thick darkness (for the shutters were close-
f robbers). and 30 | knew that he could not tee the
door, and | kept pushing it on steadilv, steachly.

in; and was about to open the lantern when my
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thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old man sprang up
in the bed, crying out, *“Who's there?"

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did
not move a muscle, and in the meantime 1 did not hear him lie
down. He was still sitting up in the bed, listening; just as I
hmi? done night after night hearkening to the death watches in the
wall.

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan
of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief—oh, no!
it was the low stified sound that arises from the bottom of the soul
when overcharged with awe. | knew the sound wel. Many a
night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up
from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the ter-
rors that distracted me. 1 say I knew it well. | knew what the
old man felt, and pitied him, although [ chuckled at heart. 1
knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise
when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since
growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them cause-
less, but could not. He had been saying to himself, *It is noth-
ing but the wind in the chimney, it is only a mouse crossing the
floor,”” or “‘It is merely a cricket which has made a single chirp.™
Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions;
but he had foundall in vain. All in vain, because Death in ap-
proaching him had stalked with his black shadow before him and
enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the
unperceived shadow that caused him to feel—although he neither
saw nor heard—to feel the presence of my head within the room.

When | had waited a long time very patiently without hearing
him lie down, I resolved to open a little—a very, very little—cre-
vice in the lantern. So | opened it—you cannot imagine how
stealthily—until at length a single dim ray lke the thread of the
spider shot out from the crevice and fell upon the vulture eye.

It was open wide, wide open, and | grew furious as | gazed
upon it. | saw it with perfect distinctness—all a dull blue with
a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones,
but 1 could see nothing else of the old man's face or person, for
I had directed the ray as if by instinct precisely upon the damned
spot.

And now have I not told you that what you mistake for mad-
ness is but over-acuteness of the senses? Now, | say, there came
to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when
enveloped in cotton. | knew that sound well, too. It was the
beating of the old man's heart. It increased my fury, as the beat-
ing of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.

But even yet I refrained and kept still. | scarcely breathed. 1
beld the lantern motionless. 1 tried how steadily [ i
tain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo
increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder
every instant. The old man’s terror must have been extreme! |
grew louder, | say, louder every moment!—do you mark me well?
1 have told you that { am nervous; so [ am. And now at the
dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house,
to strange a nowse as this excited me lo uncontrollable terror.
Yet. for some mintites longer, | refrained and siood still. But the
beating grew louder. louder! | thougit the heart must burst.

=) myv dear,” moanecd Horace, holding his

wife convulsively to his bosom, "1 love you
—ynu only,

1 want to he alone forever.
She smiled up sweetly into his face,

“Dear heart,” she whispercd, “that Is not
Henrletta will love you. 1 can see.

Wlhen it was all over, llorace Greeley

I am blnd, child, blind for life!”

And now a new anxiety seized me—the sound would be heard by
a neighbor! The old man’s hour had come! With a loud yell,
| threw open the lantern and leaped mto the room. He shrieked
once—once only. In an instant | dragged him to the floor, and
pulled the heavy bed over him. | then smiled gaily, to hnd the

deed so far dene. But for many minutes the heart beat on with
a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not

“‘l can’t see you!

“I tried how steadily I could maintain the
lantern ray on the eye.

be heard through the wali. At length it ceased. The old man

was dead. | removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes,

he was stone, stone dead. | placed my hand upon the heart and

held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was

stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when [ de-
scnibe the wise precautions | took for the concealment of the body.
The night waned, and | worked hastily, but in silence.

I took wp three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and
deposited all between the scantlings. [ then replaced the boards
s0 cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye—not even his—could
bave detected anything wrong. was pothing to wash out
—no stain of any kind—no blood spot whatever. | had been too
wary for that.

1t subsequently tranapired that she had
travelled as fast as rallway tralns could
bear her to & Western mining camp whera
a disastrous explosion of dynamite had
killed several men and malmed a number
of others, As soon as she set foot upon
the station platform Cousin Henrletta was
rushed away to the hospltal, and almost In
a moment was bending over a cot where a
man lay so swathed In bandages that his
features could not be distinguizhed.

But. although he could not see, the men

skirts,

upon the cot had heard the rustle of
and he sald:
“Got me a professional nurse, eh That's

|

very kind, but I'll come along an
right. Let her take care of some
of the others who need her more
than 1.

The visitor caught herself.

*1 will attend to the others later™
ehe concluded, after the effort at
self-control

Horace Greeley Jenkins lifted a
vandaged hand and groped about
with it aimlessly.

“You!" he exclalmed, feebly try-

ing to raise himself. “It's you!
Cousin Henrletta! All the way out
*ve for me—and [ can't ses You.
I'm blind, child, blind for life!"

Cousin Henrletta did not weaken.
The orderly commented later that
she was “dead game.”

She tenderly laid the Injured maa
back upon the pillow.

“As soon as you are well,” she

promised moothingly, “'we will go
back to Horace Greeley Jenkins's
ranch, and I will be the eyes for
both of us.™

an Poe

When | had made an end of these labors, it was 4 o'clock—
still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came g
knocking at the street door. | went down to open it with a light
heart—for what had I now to fear? There entered three men,
who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the
police. A shrick had been heard by a neighbor during the night;
suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had beea
lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been
deputed to search the premises.

I smiled—for what had I to fear? | bade the gentlemen wel-
come. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old
man, | mentioned, was absent in the country. [ took my visitors
all over the house. | bade them search—search well. [ led
them, at length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures,
secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my conndence I brought
cha_irs into the room and desired them here to rest from their
fatigues, while 1 mysclf, in the wild audacity of my perfect tn-
umph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which re-
posed the corpse of the victim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them.
I was singularly at ease. They sat, and while | answered cheer-
iy, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself

getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and |
fancied a ringing in my ears; but still they sat, and still chatted.
The ringing became more distinct—it contitued and became more
distinct. | talked more freely to get rid of the feeling, but it con-
tinued and gained definitiveness—until, at length, I found that the
noise was not within my ears.

No doubt I now grew very pale; but I talked more fluently
and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased—and
what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound—much such
a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. |
for breath—and yet the officers heard it not. [ talked more
qujckly-—-mqn: vdlemenl.ly: but -the noise ﬂtldi'y increased.
arose and argued about triffes, in a high key and with violent
ticulations; but the noise steadily i
not be gone?

raved—] swore! | swung the chair upon which | had been sit-
tirg, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all
and contnualy increased. It grew louder—louder—iouder!
And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it pos-
sible they heard not? Almighty God!—no, no! They heard!
—they suspected!—they knew!—they were making a mockery of
my horror!—this | thought, and this | thmk. But anything was
better than this agony! Anything was tolerable than this
denision! lmuldbmrtimehypocriﬁcalﬂnilnmlmﬂ.l
felt that I must scream or die!—and now—again}—hark! 1
louder! 'ouder! louder!

“Vilzins!" | shricked, “dissemble no more! I admit the deed
tear up the planks!—here, herel—it is the beating of his hideows
heart!”




