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CHAPTER XVIL—=({CosTiNveD),
“From the very first moment 1 saw
Imogene Trenholme, I was repelled! 1
had susplcions of her hefore I had been
here a week, and her conduet in thig
chamber, somnolent though she was,
confirmed me, This afternoon 1 saw
her put a slip of paper in the hollow of
the old tree at the end of the garden,
and I took the liberty to examine it. I
found it was an appointment to meet
some one In this room at eleven o'clock.
I kept the tryst. So did the others. 1
did not intend to kill this Rudolph, but
he made me, or rather, he saved me the
trouble, he killed himself, And five
days ago, anticipating a denouement of
gome kind, I sent for my father, He
will be here to-day, I think."

Ralph’s mother crept timidly to his
slde.

“My son, what will you do with her?”
she pald, looking at Tmogene,

“Phe law shall take Its course!” he
answered sternly,

“But remember, O Ralph!
ber she is a woman!"

“And Marina whom she murdered
was a woman, also! Mother, do not
talk to me! My heart I8 changed to
stone!”

He took Imogene by the arm as he
spoke, and led her up staire to a room
on the third story, which had once been
used as a chemical \aboratory, but
which bhad long since been given up to
the rats and spiders. Into this he

remem-

thrust her, and drew the bolt on the
outsjde,

CHAPTER XVIII,
¥’ T WA3 DECIDED
to await the arrival
of Governor Fulton
before taking any
further steps in the
sad affalr at the
Rock, and they did
not heve long to
walt, The Gover-
nor arrived before
noon, full of terri-
X ble anxiety, for he
Telt gure that gomething must have hap-
pened to Helen, or she would not have
pent for him In such hot haste, He was
reassured almost Immediately by the
sight of her face, She put her arms
around hls neck and kissed him ecor-
Fdilally,
“You are a nlce papa to come!” she

. sald, “and I've lots and lota to tell you.
The res! criminal I8 discovered, and it
turne out that no less a person than
Mre, Imogene Trenholme did the hor-
rible deed! Papa, It makes me shudder
to think of it. A woman’s hand stained
,with blood!"

“Helen, I do not credit you. Go out
and bring me somebody that knows.”

She slipped away and returned with
the magistrate and Mr. 8t. Cyril. They
gave the Governor a full statement of

« affalrs, and last of all displayed to him
y

the confession of John Rudolph,
“Now, papa, for the pardoa!” cried
. Helen, “We can’t wait for any long
lagal process to set Lynde Graham free
we want it done at once!"

" Governor Fulton complied He wrote

v first an order to the jailer, commanding
“ him to let Lynde Graham go free; and

“* then he made out the pardon in due
form,
Helen kissed him rapturously; and

"7 with the papers In her hand, bounded
% away, She found Agnes weeping soft-

ly, alone In her chamber,

“I've got It!"” she exclalmed, gleofully,
“‘and you shall carry it to him yourself,
vou dear old darling!" And she held

# up the paper=.

' Agnes threw bher arms around the

¢ girl's neck, but Helen shook her off
vith & pretty petulance,

“There, don't! You'll muas my collar,

, and get my ourls all in & gnarl! Take
the papers and don't let the grass grow
under your feet.”

Agnes reached the jail, and gave to
the old warden the order for the prison-
r's release, He read It over carefully,
4 is hard old ftace softening with a smile
af genuine delight

“rhank the Lord!™ he ajaculated,
‘1'se allers thought It would come!
I'sa hever had an ldee that that wman
was made 10 be kung'”

Agues entered the eoll soltly, her
neart beating almost o sulfecation
Lyade was lylag seross the foot of his
oot aslesp. Mow very worn and hag-
. he loaked! The tears came Inte
ﬁq- of Agnes as she gased al him,

dropped upon his face.  He stirred
uneasily, and mutiered

“AN, 50 It s tme® Well, | am ready.”

Agnes touched his ohook lightly. He
Aprang up, and e wmelng her amilesd
birlghtly.

“I thought my time had same,” W
sald. ! desamed ther came (0 oall
e Pt what bs it Agnea® Your faee
In & parivol ghory"”

"0, Lynde, Lynde! she oried, her
volos beoken with sebs  “You have
Boree hravely the prospect of death;

bear the (hought of e

o her wonderingly, bul

.. of hope wounied 1o bis pale

! forehead, The sadness did not go out
‘. of his eyes.

“I have censed to think of that as
among the possibilities."

“But I tell you It Is possible!” she
answered, radiant with the words—"0,
Lynde, they have discovered the real
murderer!"”

“It cannot be! Agnes, tell me!”

“Lynde, there was an eye-witness of
that murder! He dled last night at the
Rock, and with his last breath he made
a confession which clears you from all
staln, nnd fixes the guilt upon the wife
of my brother!”

“God’'s ways are not our ways!" he
gald reverently. “I would have spared
her. When she did this deed I loved
her. Her beauty had Intoxicated me.
I would have dled for her, and counted
it bliss. And then she asked me to
keep her secret. Worlds would not
have tempted me to betray her. But
Agnes, the moment I knew what she
had done, all the absorbing passion I
felt for her melted away—I shuddered
at the thought of her! But she was a
nobly born, heautiful woman, and I had
loved her, And because of this, I could
not speak the words that would free
me and bind her., When [ knew that
your brother married her, then for the
first time 1 was convinced that I had
done wrong: but It was then too late
to remedy my error, and | would go
sllently to the grave, carrying her
dreadful gecret with me!”

“Will you not read the pardon? It
Is written In the governor's own hand.
Helen would pot let them walt to go
through with a formal process of re-
leasing you, but she must have the par-
don at once."”

She held it up before him. He took
it, but the letters gwam before his eyes.
He could not read a single line, He
dropped his forehead on the shoulder
of Agnes In sheer weakness,

“0, Agnes! Agnes!” he sald, In a
choked volee, “God I8 too good!"

She stroked his halr tenderly.

“We want you up at the Rock, Lynde,
My mother and brother both sent for
you, Will you not come?"

His joyous face grew sad,

“Not today, Agnes, 1 will wait a lit-
tle. I cannot forget that your brother
is smitten by the blow which opens my
prison doors. 1 will go to my desolate
home first. By-and-by I will come to
the Rock. You understand me, Agnes?"

“I think I do. O, my poor Ralph!
My heart aches for him!"

They passed out of the prison to-
gether, The warden shook Lynde's
hand heartily.

“God bless you, lad!” he cried, with
a suspiclous molsture In his gray eye.
“I never thought you did It, and I'm
glad it's all found out. There be bright
days In store for you yet!”

Lynde wrung the honest hand, but
he was too full for speech. He walked
on with Agnes until they reached the
great pine by the shore., There their
paths diverged. He took her hands
in his and looked into her eyes. No
word was spoken. He stood thug a mo-
ment, then he stooped and touched the
shining halr above her forehead with
his lips. And then turning his back
upon her, he walked in the direction of
the deserted cottage he had once called
home,

CHAPTER XIX.

HEN the proper
authorities were
informed of the
guilt of Imogene
Trenholme, they
sent up o sheriff

and a couple of
constables to take
her in e¢harge.
Ralph had expected
them. His face had
undergone a terrl-
ble change within the past twenty-four
hours, He had aged a score of years,
and there were white halrs mingling
with the brown on his temples He
received them with sad, stern gravity,
and led the way up to the apartment
where he had left lmogene, He opened
the door and they entered.

Crouched in the further corner of the
room was the object of their search,
but she looked more like a wild beast
than & beautiful woman. One glance
was sufficient to show them that reason
had fed from ber brain. Her face was
Hvid, save a purple line beneath each
eye, her long, glossy halr had been torn
from her head in bhandfuls, and lay
soattered on the floar. Her dress was
fearfully disordered, and her delicate
hunds were bloody where she had beatl
against the door in trylng (o sacape

The sheriff advaneed toward her, and
spoke gently, but the sound of his voles
Alled her with new madoess. With a
wild, fearful ery, she sprang upon him,
hurling him o the Boor, while her
slender Bugers Ughlenad 20  closely
round his throat, that In & moment he
would have beon strasgied, had wot
Ralph and vne of the constables tuter-
fered. Hhe snapped al them Rercely
with her glittering white twoih, and
brandished her arms high abave her
head

“OR! off! sveey Bend of sou!” she
arled. "] am vinpivss of the world! )
rolgn gueesn and kiog' The nations are
glad o baw down in the dust and wor
ship me! What ha there'  CGuards
bring hither my vrewn and sovpire and
| hurey these base varbets 1 the chopplng
bloek'

The seeie was Wwrrible. Thess men
hardensd sa they were by he sight
of sulfering. turnesl away from this with
sorrowinl fows  The law did wot mad-

| her and went their way.

dle with insanity. They had no power

to arrest a raving maniac. So they left

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

RETURNED JUST IN TIME.

Man Sapposed to Hauve Been Murdered

Stops a Hanging.

From the Washington Star: Ex-Sher-
iff Blakeslee of Comanche county, Ne-
braska, told a story of his experience In
office to a Star writer the other day. 1
never hanged a man,” he said. “The
vigllance committee usually settled
hanging offenses outside of the courts.
Then we were not fixed for taking care
of many prisoners., When I was sher-
Iff there were only three rooms to the
jail, and all of them small. One I
slept In, another I used for an office
and the other I kept my prisoners In
when I had any.

“One time 1 recelved a man charged
with murdering his partner, There was
a little doubt about his gullt, so the
vigilance committee turned him over
to me, The prisoner and the murdered
man had left together, and somebody
found the partner’'s body in the bushes,
A few miles farther on they caught the

murdered man.
body belng mutilated as to be almost
unrecognizable, but the prisoner said
he was innocent, and I never had a
more soclable fellow or better card
player In the jall,
there, and after 1 really got acquainted
with him we would play old sledge un-
til late at night and then bunk together,

“He was tried and convieted, but It
made no difference with him, It was
my first hanging, and we got the gal-
lows bullt, the prisoner watching the
work and making comments on it. T'he
rope came and he saw It, ‘Bl sald
he, ‘'yo' ain’t no good as a sherift. Don't
yo' know that ‘ere rope ought ter be
soaked? I don’'t want this affalr of ours
to go off any other way than smooth,
Yo' go soak that rope.’ 8o I soaked the

goln' to Interfere none, un’ I don’t blame

vamoose an' git me In trouble.

with the game, About 10 o'clock a man
came to the window and shouted for me,
then he tried the door of the office, and
it wasn't locked. He walked right In
and sald; ‘Hello, Jim! Hello, Bill!" It
was the man we thought was murdered,
Jim stood up and sald: ‘You're a purty
pardner to leave me hyar to be hanged,
They don’t allow no shootin’ irons hyar,
#0 we kain't settle but one way, Shuck!
Then there was the prettiest fight 1
ever saw, Jim pounding his partner un-
til he called for quits. We all went to
see the judge that night and ealled oft
the hanging, knowing the man who we
thought had been murdered. Then the
two men went away and we never saw
them agaln, nelther did we ever find
out who the corpse was that we plcked
up in the bushes.”

BICYCLE BUILT FOR THREE,

It Traverses the Water and Is Fro~

noanced an Ingenicos Conveysnee.

While in Paris Invenlors concentrate
their energy on rapid locomotion on
terra firma In the shape of horseless
carriages, their colleagues in Germany
devote thelir best efiorts to reaching the
acme of speed in navigation. On the
lakes and rivers of the Spreewald may
now be seen what the Germans call a
tretmotor boat, of which “treadmill
boat” and “bicycle boat” are equally
imperfect translations, In this case
neither steam, electricity, petroleum
nor naptha Is the factor of speed, but
muscle alded by Ingeniously contrived
machinery. The tretmotor can be set
in motlon by one, two or three riders.
The more riders, of course, the greater
the speed. The wheel back of the last
rider conveys the power Lo the screw,
At the rate of sixty treads per minute
the screw makes 500 revolutions in the
same time. The last rider can also
steer the boat, One advantage of this
craft I8 that it can also be propelled
with oars and salls

wide boat, It 18 not necessary to bulld
a specially shaped vessel for it. In or-
der to maintain the equilibrium, which
soems difficult, as the riders are soated
very high, a counterweight of 200
pounds is adjusted o the stern.
A Memorial 1o Girand

When the yellow fever epldemio
swept over Philadelphia ln 1793, carry-
ing off 4,031 people out of a population
of 26,000, Stephen Glrard offered his
gervices to the public and was appolnted
overseor at the Bush Hill hespial. He
devoted his time to visltiog the slek ad
the peril of his life. His hevolam has
Jjust been commemorated by the unvell-

the chapel of Girard college. 1§ s pro~
posed also to erect & slatue of bim In

the plaza in front of the Philgielphia
ety hall on the ane hundred fariys
sinth suniversary of his birih fu 1897,
The alumnl of Girard ollege §ill als
tempt (0 ralse §10.000 for Lhis opject,
e Teuh thue
Pimothy MeShane had beeu §resiod
on Lhe chargs of siealing o codly gilt
halr froam the realdence of Med Mighs
ene.  On being siralgusd befre Lhe
| judge, his honor asked Tim « ha he had
e say for Rimsslt, \o which i re-
| plied fHhure, yor bouner, 4 il Ine
;maln b’ hull Ving ‘o yer | pint 0
say Mra Helghione ain busiuvef ler e
boon, O rumg " bell ain’ & carfal kim
e iR dure, and whin O ssed to say
| Mis. Helghtons, the sarsint Wd me
1o 40 Inle Lhe parier an’ lake alr

“Well T mid the judge
Wall, O tuk this wan

As the simple !
machine can be adjusted in any other |

prisoner, who had a gun and other prop- |
erty known to have belonged to the |
It was a bad case, the

He was the only one |

]

MEXICAN CEMETERY,

l The Origin of "Peach.”

i Few people are aware that the term
Where Graves Are Rented at the | “peach,” as appled to girls of more

Hate of 81 Per Month,

A correspondent desceribes the gneer
reiuetery of the Mexican city of Guan-
ajunto, There is bardly room in Guan-
ajuato for the living, so It behooves
her people to exercise rigld economy
In the disposition of her dead, The
burial place Is on the top of o steep
hill which overlooks the city, and con-
sints of an avea Inclosed by what ap-
pears from the ontslde to be a high
wall, but which discovers Itself from
within to be a reseptacle for bodles,
wihich are plnced in tiers, mneh as the |
conlines of thelr native valleys com- |
pel themn to live, Each apartment in |
the wall ix Inrge enough to admit one
collin, and Is rented for 81 per month,
The poor people are burled in the |
ground without the formality of a cof- |
fin, thomgh one Is usually rented, in
which the hody Is conveyed 1o {he |
grave. As there are not graves enough
to go uround, whenever a new one Is
necded a previous tenant must be dis-
turbed, and this Hkewlse happens
when o tennnt's rent Is not promptly
puld In advance, The body Is then
removed from s place In the manso-
leum, or exhumed, nx the cose may be,
and the bones are thrown Into the
basement below,—HBoston T'raveller,

AP UL, aadl
THE MODERN HEROINE

A Liternl Portralture From the Des
seription of a Popular Novel

As many readers of fiction have had
cause to complnin, authors and artists
often work at cross purposes, and the |
novellst's elogquent conception of the |

herolne's  personnl attributes Is but
faintly shadowed forth In the artist's
lines, To show how a herolne of ro-
mantle flietlon actually looks, our os-
teemed contemporary, the Pathiinder,

‘ oncomplicated,

| than ordinary attractivene-s, and cgn
sidered atrocious slang

He
and

most famous poet
about Philadelphin,

was

all “‘peaches.” At any rate,
slightest sesistance of the imagination.
Henry W, Longfellow
question, and the line occurs in

ebraved poem ‘“‘Evangeline”

Second the poet says:

In that delichtful lund which Is wushed by

the lelnwure's waters

Guarding In sylvan shades the name of

Penn, the apostle,
Stands on the
the cliy he fonnded;

Thore all the niris balm, sod the peach is

the emblem of benuty
M 'lladelphin Record,

English ns she is Spoke.

The darkey is fond of long words.
The meaning doesn’'t matter, so the
words are long, us this absolutely true
story will t.ent.if‘y:

On the M- s plantation in Missis-
sippl lives an old *“before the war”
darky, too old to do nn{ work barder
than throwing feed to the poultry. She
has known no other home und is u char-
ncter. Visitors to the plantation al-
ways go to her eabin, nml to thelr ques-
tion, “'How are you this morning, Aunt
Chris?" never falling to receive the fol-
lowing reply, *Well, honey, I'm kinder
De superfluity ob de
mornin' done tuken do vivecity outen
de alr and left mwe de consequence ob
comprehension,"—From the *Lditor's
Drawer'” in Harper's Magozine for
April.

The Whole Teaching of Life,

T'he whole teaching of his life, in-

thanded to a reallstie artist a chapter | deed, is to leave us free and to make us
from a popular novel with Instructions | peasonable, and the supreme lesson of | ——

to make a literal portealt of the hero-
I,

Here are the eloquent words of the
author from which the falthful por-|
tralt wan drawn: |

“Bolinda was the falrest of earth’'s |
danghters. Her shapely head was
molded in the form of a perfect oval, |

his life is voluntary brotherhood, fra-
ternity. If you will do something for
snother, if Iyuu will help him or serve
him, yon will at once begin to love
him. | know there ure some casuists
who distinguish here, and say that yon
may love such an one, and that, in
fact you must love every one, and if

rope, the prisoner helping me, and the polsed gracefully on o swan-llke neck. ' you are good you will love every one;
night before the hanging we sat down | Her delleate shelllike ears looked ! oae i one
to play old sledge. He said: ‘Bill, [ ain't ' fragile ns the thinnest porcelain, OVer ' eyery one.

but that you are not expected to like
T'his, however, seems to be

her alabaster forehead rested an au-' g digtinction without s difference. 1f

yo', an’ no man kin say that I tried ter | alie

; 1 W
run or didn’t dle game, but I want ¥0' | hiowe were perfect arches and under-
to promise me, |f yo' ever meet that | yeath them, llke windows to her soul, '
partner of mine, yo' will shorely shoot ' ghone eyes the
‘Im fer gettin' me hung, He's alive all ! looked upon, a palr of stars gleaming gense of liking.
right, and it's shore mean fer ‘im to | forth resplendent, Her nose was her ophép you have made him your brother;

reole of golden locks that fell lan a

er all adown her temples, Her

brightest love e'er

rou do not like a person you do not
ove him, and if you do not love him
you loathe him.  The curious thing in
doing kindness is that it makes yon

love people even in this sublimated |

When youn

{only commonplnee feature—slightly re- gnd by the ssme means you cun be o |

ing of & marble tablet to his wenory Ia '

“I promised him, and we went oD | trousse, but redecmed a hundred times  Lrother to all men.

by the roses of her cheeks, Her chin
was a dimpled peach; her lips, ke
twin cherrles, opened to revenl a row |
of teeth that had the semblance of &'

1

]

string of milk-white pearls. What
wonder, then, that with these varied |
charms of face, she should have had |
the easy, confident gnit of one that,

knew the Irresistible power of her own
beauty 7" 1

If artists generally were more 1t
eral, perhaps authors would be less
free I thelr use of fanciful metaphors. |
]
|

Eleetricity and Hypnotism,

That the wind can so influence the |
body as to produce organie changes |s |
well (llustrated by a case detalled by !
Tuke, where a woman saw a heavy |
woelght falling and crushing a :-lnlld‘l]
nand, She fulnted, and when restored |
to consclou ness wus found to have an |
injury on her own hand similarly lo- |
cated to that sustalued by the child, |
Not ouly was there a wound, but It |
went through the various stages of |
suppuration and healed by graoulation, |
Other well attested proofs of this pow- |
er of the mind over the body are afs
forded In the fact that a blister can be |
ralsed by mental suggestion, and that |
stigmata undoubtedly occaslonally np- |
peurs on the hands and feot, and in
the slde of certain religlous ecstatics |
who vividly see the crucifixion. Dr, J, |
W. Robertson says that more patients
aro cured by the firm and tactful Ine
flucuce und suggestivencss of the phy- '
slelan than by the drugs which they |
prescribe, In the majorliy of cases, to
stimulate the lmagination of the pas |
tlent. e has found that electricity, |
more than anything else, appeals to |
the lmagination of the patient, and |
very often the offects obtalued by an !
electric application are purely psychos |
loglenl. Tt has frequently lmppensd to |
him that, tirough a fallure to properly |
connect his cleeults, or some other |
slight mischanee, the ml]lplr' of curs
roul was cut off; and yet his pationt |
would exhibit all the symptoms heres |
tofore experienced when really re- |
celviug lnrge gquantities. Dr, HRoberts |
son has frequently, at o word of sugs |
gestion, caused the suggestion of burn. |
ing at the vievtrode to be felt, the llinb
to contract or relax, and wany other |
phonomena to assert themselyes which
were usunlly assoclated with the ap |
plieation of elecirle current.  Another
stirglen] procedure whilih has suggos-
thom of the s el |n|ll}‘t s8 exbraction
of teeth by using an vlecivle shoek ag
the moment of pulling, and thus di- |
verting the paticut's attention !

A Nevel Plel Antleipated

Purning back o vl Loudon books
aid plays to verify the titles of “T'rue
Mlue” amd “The Masr Capain” |
have unsarthed the fact that the plot
of “Hast Lyuwe” has exisied on the
Buglish atage for uearly sixty years |
The sirong lunehdent of the “Post Cige
vt bs that of 0 wite loasing her hus
Babed, whee Bghts o duel with the man
w b pulpesd ber, amd, Trom the offwiag
wf the duel bees his sight u the
thindd act the wile pelurns bo hor hode,
and In elgnawd an goieruess o ool
alter hov own vhilldion aml b baaiied,
aid dive penbiont and hegliiva.  Hety
we bave “"East lowne” s vell A
“Mise Multon © sl the k' dalee
ek o IR

Lomdon Pviegrajph. l

o SR SR (v e Sy e

W. . Howells, in |
the April Century.

Sonp Plants,

There are several trees and plants in |
the world whose berries, juice or bark
are us good to wash with as real soap. |
In the West India islands and in South
Amerlea growsns tree whose fruit muku:
un excellent luther and is used to wash |
clothes. The bark of the tree which
grows in V'ern and of another which
grows in Malay islands yields a fine
soap. The common soap-wort, which
in indigenous to England, and is found
nearly everywhere in Europe, is so full
of saponine thut simply rubbing the|
leaves together in water produoces a
soupy lather,

by the ultra
cultured class, can trace its ancestry
back toa poem of perhaps America's
writing
the line in
question would seem to indicate that in
his judgment Philadelphin's girls were
such a
meaning can be extrocted without the

is the et in

m)u cel-
In the
opening lines of the fifth stanza of Part

win ks of Its beautiful stream

love an-| .

| 2

Anxiously watch declining health of
their daughters. So many are cut off
by consumption in early years that
there is real cause for anxiety. In
the early stages, when not beyond
the reach of medicine, Hood's Sarsa-
parilla wil restore the quality aod
quantity of the blood and thus give
good health, Read the following letter:

“It s but jJust to write about my
daughter Cora, aged 19. Bhe wns com-
pletely run down, declining, had that tired
teellng, and friends sald she would not
live over three months. Bhe had a bad

Cough

and nothing seemed to do her any good,
I happened to read about Hood's Barsapa~
rilla and had ber give it a trial, From the
vory first dose she began Lo get belter,
After taking a few bottles she was com-
pletely eared and ber health has been the
hest ever since.” Mns, Appie PEOK,
12 Rallrond Place, Amsterdam, N, Y,

“1 will say that my mother hea not
stated my case in as strong words as [
would have done, Hood's Sarsaparilla
bus truly eured meand I am now well,”
Cora Prex, Amsterdam, N, Y.

Be sure to get Hood's, because

Hoods

. Sarsaparilla

i I the One True Blood Purifler, Al druggeists, $1.

| Prepared only by C, 1, Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass,

Hood’s Pills il veass s
Remember! ¢

You are wasting money

when you buy cheap binding

instead of the des/
Remember there is no * just
as good" when the merchant
“urges something else for

"ml'

Bias Velveteen Skirt Binding.
Look for «+ S, H, & M.," on the Label,
and take no other,
If your dealer will not supply you
we will,

Send for lIr:rll! showing labels and materials,
tothe 5. H, &M.Co., P, O. Box 699, New York City.

WE HAVE, O, AGENTS.

but sell direet to the con-

sumer at wholesale prices,

ship anywhaere for examin.

atlon befere male, Every.

. thing warranted, 100 sty les

s‘" of Carringes, 00 niyles of

Y < \ Marness, 41 nlylos Bidiag Sad-

'f'l" g dies,  Write for eatalogue,

4",’2 ELEVART CARMIAGE & MAR

" o WENS BN CO., BLEMART,
18D,

-

. v

W. B. Puatt, Becy

ALA

Tun Docron-"0nu layer of
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