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CHAPTER XII.—(Continued,)
“Nona, my dear child, are you there?
The lamp s very dim, Is it not? 1
don’t see you,” called the sleepy volee
of Mrs. Heathcote, waking me from a
rapturous dream of wonderment and
joy. And at the same moment the
Rector entered, full of apologles for his
Jong absence,

“l couldn't get away,” he explained,
with quite unnecessary elaboration,
““These poor things llke to talk out all
thelr troubles, and they are very long-
winded, You can't eut them short—
to do that would be to ruln your repu-
tation for sympathy, Nona, my dear,
let us have some tea, if you please. 1
am afrald it is the Dean's tea—full of
perniclous tannin by this time, It s a

quarter to ten o'clock”-~taking out his
watch. “Why"—staring round him In
bewllderment—'"what has become ur|
the child? 1 could declare 1 saw her
s#itting there in her black gown when
I eame In. What gueer trick have my
eyes played me now?"

“Miss Branscombe has just left the
room,” 1 gald, coming to the front;
“and, Mra. Heathcote—Mr, Heathecote—
will you both give me your good
wishes. I—we—I[—that 1s—Mliss Brans-
combe—Nona——"

The Rector was staring at me open-
mouthed as | floundered awkwardly |
through my speech. Mrs. Heatheote's
womanly instinets were quicker., I
eaw it in her face, and, croeeing over
to her side, took her hand in mine,

“She has made me the happlest fel-
low in the world,” | sald. “Won't you
congratulate me?"

“You—you!" exclailmed the Rector,
red In the face with astonishment, as
the truth flashed upon him, “The
dickens; I thought it was that scamp
Charlie!”

“8o did 1,” T could not help saying;
and then we all laughed heartlly to-
gether,

Miss Elmslle came in In the midst of
our mirth. Mr, Heathcote hastened to
explain,

“My dear Miss Elmeslie, have you
been as blind as the rest of us? Here
has Fort been making his  running

whilst we have been watching the
other horse!"
“What do you mean?” asked she,
“That I am going to ask you to re-
ceive me into the family, Miss Elms-

“Nona Is willing to be

lie,” I put in,

8

of-livery ha‘ round and round in hie
handa.

“I thought it might be of conse-
queace, sir,” he commenced respecl-
fully. Then, as I c¢loged the door oun
the girl, he came cloge to me and whis-
pered—*It's all right. I've been over
to Colonel Egerton's, and shall have
the warrant the first thing in the morn-
ing.”

“The warrant?' I echoed, aghast,

“Yes; prompt action Is the only
thing,” responded the brisk detective,
“The arrest will be made before ten
o'clock."”

“Arrest!" Fortunately my back was
turned to the light, and Widdrington
could not see my scared face. “Surely
thig is an extreme measure!"”

“Extreme!” answered the detective,
“It's the only course, If we are to lay
hands on the will at all. Afterwards
it ean be hushed up by the famlly—
refusal to prosecute and so on, But
intimidation I8 the only line at pres-
ent, and In the clreumstances the will
we must have, She doesn’'t know
where It [s—of that I am sure. It has
not been made way with—eriminals
geldom do that sort of thing; It shuts
the door behind them, you see. We'll
put on the thumbscrew, and it will
come out, never fear"—wlth an odlous
chuckle,

CHAPTER XIII,

I =at down, faint and dizzy. There

| 6tood the detective, eager, triumphant,

anl no doubt utterly astonished and
disappolnted at my want of apprecla-
tion of his success,

“The charge {a for concealing,” he
went on. “1 thought it better to take
that line."

“l suppose 0, I assented dully, 1
was ransacking my brains for a way ol
ezcape. My Jdarling In the clutches of
this harpy of the law! It was intolera-
ble—impossgible! A wild idea of brib-
ing him—of throwing myself upon his
mercy, crosged my half-distracted
mind., SBomething must be done,

“I have telegraphed for more men,”
sald Widdrington—"half a dozen of
them In cage of rezistance, you know,
They can come down by the night
malil."

An army of constables agalnst one
poor little trembling woman! What on
earth was the man thinking of?

“He'll probably show fight,” went on

AlD.

my wife—will you let me be
congin?"

“Is this he exclaimed In
breathless wonder, “Oh, |
so glad of unything In my life"-—clasp
ing her hands “Recelve you? Of

course 1 will. 1 must go to the deat
hild at oned
“It's the mos: satisfactory way oul

Heathootle
pasiiion

of all our difficulties,” My
deglared, when | had Inld my
fully befure him. ‘It has rvelleved md
mind of a great lomd of anxiety |
conld not have borpe to see the dear
girl married to that other fellow, And
now | suppore we must give up Forest
laa. 1 am sorry the old place
ton I the will

“Lat 11 go." 1 sald, hastily, rec
o the remembranes of all the troub!
inveolved In that uyshappy subject

almaty

1lled

“Mr. Tillott would ke to apeak W
you, sir,” anboubesd & wmald m 1
cromatd the Ball tad room candlestiek
in hand,

‘Who on eartih o Mr 1 il i ia
qulred

“It'a tue groam. ali M ¥ -
Il YOU AW 4 Wiiler Be fTuuiad 's 1o
COg-tAl , Pe sy

"Oh, yos -0l righ W
! semibere ) taan tha | S
rdd (e balter ha pA
fhoivly cu. of My Wi »ines |
ML My ps kel bejurs s wa
tlom wilh Aoua

Mo In wal 2 i the study
b b wae pry lw distard youa
iate.”

“hamt s whinh la the mtady’

The ait) sentucted st @ the &

1 owes wpen, and “Me. Tile! -

tun'ng his ol

shandlag ot wit ol

Wis never |

your | the detective,

Who?" 1 stammered,

“"Why, the criminal!” answered Wid-
drington,

“The-—~the ecriminal!” I
after him blankly.

The man give me a quick
look. That 1 had been dining,
dining not wisely, but too well.
evidently the conelusion he arrived at
Nothing else could acecount for my iu-
stapidity,
criminal - Mr
combe.” he

tense
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what we've got to do Iz to make hlm

hand It over. But"-—breaklng off in his
rapid explanatlon—*1 told you ail this
in the letter I gave you this evening.
Didn't you read it? [Dless my soul!
You haven't dropped it?"—as I rum-
maged frultlessly in one pocket after
another. *“You haven't lost 1t?"

“It's not here! No, | did not read it.
Stay—I may have left it in the draw-
ing-room; walt here whilst I see, I will
be back directly.”

Mrs, Heathcote and Miss Elmslle ha/
not yet retired, Lights were full on in
the drawing-rcom, contrary to the vir-
tuous early habits of the household,
and the two ladies were seated side by
side on a couch by the fire, discussing
over aad over agnin the wonderful sur-
prise of the evening.

“What Is it?" asked Mrs. Heathcote,
rising to assiet my search., *“A letter?
No, there {8 no letter here. Eliza must
have seen it if it had been left on the
tea-table, and she never takes letters
or papers away—the Rector has
trained her too well for that., No, it is
certalnly not here. 1 hope it was not
important, But you wlill be sure to
find it upstairs or in the study, Have
you looked there?”

Widdrington was awalting me impa-
tlently when I returned,

“It 1s gone,” I admitted ruefully. *I
came stralght from the garden to the
drawing-room, and from there here, 1
must have dropped it.”

“Then the whole thing's blown-
ruined,” eried the man, elapping on his
hat, and making for the door, “There's
not a minute to be lost,”

My letter was gone—ihere was no
doubt about it. A gecond and calmer
search through my pockets confirmed
the fact. 1 had entirely forgotten the
paper, attaching no importance to it at
the moment, regarding it as simply a
ruse on the detective's part to attract
my attentlon; and subsgequent events
had entirely driven the whole elrecum-
stance out of my mind, 1 had doubt-
less dropped the missive—with all its
important revelation—in the garden or
hall,

I opened the window of my bed-
room, which looked over the lawn and
garden path by which I had returned
to the house, A man's figure—Wid-
drington’s—was just vanishing through
the gate, He had evidently been
searching over the ground, so that no
efforts of mine were needed, I won-
dered what success he had had. Proba-
bly he found the missing letter, and al|
fear of miacarriage to his plans was
aver,

1 gat up late Into the night, writing
and reading. Sleep, in the tumul: of
my mind, was out of the question, I
had to think over and reallze the won-
derful and bliggful change which had
come into my life. Nona, my peer.ess
treasure, was mine—my own. And the
clond which had overshadowed her—
even In my most loyal thought—had
dimmed the rapturous joy of my be-
trothal,

I had almost forgotten Widdrington
in the floodtide of my happiness, but,
when 1 descended to the breakfast-
room the next morning, I was abruptly
recalled to the subject of last night's
interview. On my plate lay a note
marked—"Delivered by hand.” It
contained only these words—

“Gone, Disappeared last night,
ter not found.”

Later In the day the detective's In-
telligence was confirmed by the Rector
Mr., Charles Branscombe had gone
from Forest Lea, leaving no address
behind him. The two or three female
servants remaining in charge either
knew or would tell nothing. Charlle
had always a fascinating influence on
their class and set; as Widdrington had
gald, there was something of a feudal
devotion in thelr loyalty to him, They
no doubt thought his case a hard one,
and they would not betray him,

Let-

Mr. Heatheote's new groom had also
disappeared—summoned to London by
the dangerous lllness of his father, the
houschold believed.

To be continued.

WOMEN'S CLUB

And the Reason for Thelr Rapld Growth

of Late Years

It was at a woman's club, after the |

meeting, and when the hum and buzz

of feminine volees were Intermingled

critical
and
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| “Ten
| hame and walted till between § and ¢

beginning
v

repeated | with the clatter of gpoons and tempo-
| rarily hushed by the mouthfuls of ice |
| Cream

that the following conversation
took place between two women, one of
whom was an ardent club woman, as
{ conld easlly be seen by the string of
medals gnd insignia which ornament-
| ed the front of her bodice, while the

other was just the ordinary everyday
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TALMAGES SERMON.

“CHRISTIANITY
SION" THE SUEJECT.

From the Test, Ezek,, 3x1, 21, a8 Follows:
“He Made His Bright, He
Consulted with Images, Ile Looked in
the Liver."

Arrows

(Copyright 1850 by Louis Klopsch.)

Two modes of divination by which
the king of Babylon proposed to find
out the will of God: He took & bundle
of arrows, put them together, mixed
them together, then pulled forth one,
and by the Inscription on It decided
what city he should first assault. Then
an animal was slain, and by the light-
er or darker color of the liver, the
brighter or darker prospect of success
was inferred, That is the meaning of
the text, “He made his arrows bright,
he consulted with images, he looked in
the liver.” Stupid delusion! And yet
all the ages have been filled with de
lusions. It seems as If the world loves
to be hoodwinked, the delusion
of the text only a specimen of the
vast number of decelts practiced upon
the human race. In the latter part of
the last century Johanna Southcote
came forth pretending to have divine
power, made prophecies, had chapels
built in her honor, and one hundred
thousand disciples came forward to
follow her. About five years before
the birth of Christ, Apollonius was
born, and he came forth, and after five
years being speechless, according to
tradition, he healed the gick, and raised
the dead, and preached virtue, and, ac-
cording to the myth, having deceased,
was brought to resurrection. The Del-
phie Oracle deceived vast multitudes of
people; the Pythoness seated 2 the
temple of Apollo uttering a crazy jar-
gon from which the people guessed
their {ndividual or national fortines
or misfortunes, The utterances were
of such a nature that you could read
them any way you wanted to read
them, A general coming forth to battle
consulted the Delphie Oracle, and he
wanted to find out whether he was
going to be safe in the battle, or killed
in battle, and the answer came forth
from the Delphie Oracle In such words
that if you put the comma before the
word ‘‘never” it means one thing, and
if you put the comma after the word
“‘never” it means another thing just
opposite, The message from the Del-
phie Oracle tc the gemeral was, “Go
forth, returned never in battle shalt
thou perish.” If he was killed, that
waa according to the Delphic Oracle;
if he came home safely, that was ac-
cording to the Delphic Oracle,

80 the anclent auguries deceived the
people. The priests of those auguries,
by the flight of birds, or by the in-
tonation of thunder, or by the inside
appearance of slain animale, told the
fortunes or misfortunes of individunals
or nations, The sibyls decelved the
people. The sibyls were supposed to
be Inspired women who lived In caves
and who wrote the gibylline books aft-
erward purchased by Tarquin the
Proud. 8o late as the year 1820, a
man arose in New York, pretending to
be a divine being, and played his part
s0 well that wealthy merchants be-
came his disciples and threw their for-
tunes Into nis keeping. And so In all
ages there have been necromancies, in-
cantations, witcherafts, sorceries, mag-
jcal arts, enchantments, divinations
and delusfons, The one of the text
was only a specimen of that which
has been occurring in all ages of the
world., None of these delusions ae-
complished any good, They deceived,
they pauperized the peaple, they were

as cruel as they were absurd. They
‘(;ppﬂl‘t‘ no hospitals, they healed no
wounas, they wiped away no tears,
‘ they emancipated no serfdom.
. = L]
Admiral Farragut, one of the most
admired men of the American na-y

garly became a vietim of this Christian
delusion, and seated not long before
his death at Long Branch, he was giv-
ing some friends an account of his
early life. He sald: "My father went
down in behalf of the United States
government to put an end to Aaron
Burr's rebellion. 1 was a cabin boy
and went alopg with him. I could
gamble In every style of gambling. 1
knew all the wickedness there was at
that time abroad. One day my fathe:
| cleared everybody out of the ecabin
except myself and locked the door, He
| sald: 'David, what are you going to
| do? What are you going to be? ‘Well'
1 said, ‘father, 1 am golng to follow the
een.’ 'Follow and be a poor
| miserable, drunken sallor, kicked and
| euffed about the world, and dle of a
fever in a foreign hospital.” ‘Oh, no!’ |
sald, ‘father, I will not be that. 1 will
tread the quarter-deck and command
as you do.' ‘No, David," my father said
| ‘o, David, a person that has you
principles and your bad hablta wil
never tread the quarter-deck or com
mand My father went out and shu
the door after him, and | sald then
‘1 will ehange. 1 will never swear
pgain;: | will never drink again;: 1 wil
pever gamblo agaln ' And.gentiemen, by
| the help of God, | have kept those three
vyows to this time I soon after tha!
became & Christian, and that decided
and for sternit

wm'
the sea

my fate for time
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AS A DELU-

'
it out of him, and they could not pound

it out of him, so they tried the surger)
of the sword, and one summer day in

60 he was decapltated. Perhaps the
mightiest intellect of the 6,000 vear:
Fof the world's existence hoodwinked,

cheated, cajoled, duped by the Chris-
tian religlion,

Ah! that is the remarkable thing
about this delusion of Christlanity—it
overposwers the strongest intelleets.
Gather the erities, secular and relig-
fous, of this century together, and put
a vote to them as to which is the great-
est book ever written, and by large ma-
jority they will say “Paradise Lost.”
Who wrote “Paradlse Lost"? une of
the fools who believed In the Bible—
John Milton. Benjamin Franklin sur-
rendered to this delusicn, if you may
Judge from the letter that he wrote to
Thomas Paine, begging him to destroy
the “Age of Reason”" In manuscript,
and never let it go into type; and writ-
ing afterward, in his old days: “Of
this Jesus of Nazareth I have to eay
that the system of morals he left, and
the religion he has given us are the
best things the world has seen or Is
likely to sgee.” Patrick Henry, the
electrie champion of liberty, was en-
eélaved by this delusion, so that he
says: “The book worth all other books
put together is the Bible,” Benjamin
Rush, the leading physiologist and
anatomist of his day, the great med-
ical scientist—what did he say? “The
only true and perfect religion is Chris-
tianity.,” Isaae Newton, the leading
philosopher of his time—what did
he say? That man, surrendering to
this delusion of the Christian religion,
eried out: “The sublimest philosophy
on earth is the philogophy of the gos-
pel.” David Brewster, at the pronun-
ciation of whose name every sclentist
the world over uncovera his head—Da-
vid Brewster saying, “'Oh, this religion
has been a great light to me—a very
great light all my days.” President
Thiers, the great French statesman,
acknowledging that he prayed when he
sald: “I Invoke the Lord God, in whom
I am glad to belleve,” David Living-
stone, able to conquer the lion, able to
conquer the panther, able to conquer
the savage, yct conquered by this de-
lusion, this hallucination, this great
swindle of the ages, so when they find
him dead they find him on his knees,
William E. Gladstone, the strongest In-
tellect in England, unable to resist this
chimera, this fallacy, this delusion of
the Christian religion, went to the
house of God every Sabbath, and often
at the invitation of the rector read the
prayers to the people. If thoze mighty
intellects are overborne by this delu-
sion, what chance is there for you and
for me?

. s 8

The cannibals in gouth gea, the bush-
men of Terra del Fuego, the wild men
of Australia, putting down the knives
of their cruelty, and clothing them-
selves in decent apparel—all under the
power of this delusion, Judson and
Doty and Abeel and Campbell and Wil-
liamsg and the three thousand mission-
aries of the cross turning their backs
on home and civilization and co=afort,
and going out amid the squalor of
heathenlem to relieve It, to save it, to
help it, toiling until they dropped into
their graves, dying with no earthly
comfort about them, and going into
graves with no appropriate epitaph,
when they might have lived in this
country, and lived for themselves, and
lived luxuriously, and been at last putl
into brilliant sepulchers. What a de-
lusion!

Yea, this delusion of the Christian
religion shows itseif in the fact that
it goes to those who are in trouble.
Now, it is bad enough to cheat a man

when he [ well aud when he is pros-
perous; but this religion comes to a |
man when he Is sick, and says: "You |
will be well again after a while; _\'ml
| are going into a land where there are |
no coughs and no pleurigies and no
consumptions and no langu!shing; taxe
courage and bear up.” Yes, this awful
chimera of the gospel comes to the |
peor and it says to them: "“You arc
on your way to vast estates and to div-
| idends always declarable.” This delu-
elon of Christianity comes to the bereit
and it talks of reunion before the
throne, and of the cessation of all sor- |
row. And then, to show that this de- :
lusion wlll stop at absolutely nothing,
it goes to the dying bed and fills the
man with anticipations, How much |
better It would be to him dle |
without any more hope than swine and |
rats and snakes! Shovel bhim under!
That is all. Nothing more left of him.
He will never know anything again, |
Shovel him under! The soul is only a
superior part of the body, and when
the body disintegrates the soul disin-
tegrates. Aunnihilation, vacancy, ever-
lasting biank, obliteration! Why not
present all that beautiful doetrine to
the dying, Instead of coming with this
hoax, thieé swindle of the Christian re- |

have

| liglon, and fAlling the dying man with |
anticipations of another life, unti!
'some In the last hour have clapped |
their hands, and some have shouted,
| and some have sung, and some have |
been so overwrought with jJoy that |
louk ecstatic Palace |
thought —dinmond |
handa beckoning, |
itle

they could only
gates ¢ pening
coronels MNashing
L orchestins sounding i children |
belleving they saw their |
. 80 Lthat althourh the

they

| dving actaaily

I:-"r.nl.-'nl parein

| ' side,

with thinking that the
reiigion was a stupid farce
whon have come to the conclusion that
it 1s a reality. Why are you in the
Lord's house today? Why did you
sing this Why did you bow
vour head in the opening prayer? Why
did you bring your family with you?
Why, when 1 tell you of the ending of
all trials In the bosom of God, do there
stand tears in your eyes—not tears of
grief, but tears of joy such as stand In
the eyes of homesick children far away
2t school when son.e one talks to them
about going home? Why Is it that you
can be so calmly submissive to the
death of your loved one, about whose
departure you once were go ar2.y and
80 rebellious? There is something the
matter with you, All your friends
have found out there Is a great change.
And If some of you would give your
experience you would give it in echol-
arly style, and others glving thelf c=-
perience would give It In broken style,
but the one experience would be jus
a8 good as the other. Some of you
have read everything. You are sclen-
tifie and you are scholarly, and yet if
I ehould ask you, “What Is the most
&éengible thing you ever did?" you
would say: “The most sensible thing
I ever did was to give my heart to
God.”

But there may be others who have
not had early advantages, and If they
were asked to give thelr experience
they might rise and glve such testi-
mony as the man gave In a prayer
meeting when he sald: “On my way
here tonight I met a man who asked
me where | was going. I said, 'l am
golng to a prayer meeting. He sald,
‘There are a good many religions, and
I think the most of them are delu-
sions; as to the Christlan religion, that
is only a notion—that i5 a mere notion,
the Christian religion.’ I gaid to him:
“Stranger, you sgee that tavern over
there? ‘Yes,' he said, ‘I eee it.’ ‘Don’t
you see me? ‘Yes, of course 1 see
you."! ‘Now, the time was when every-
bedy in this town knows if I had a
Guarter of a dollar in my pocket [
could not pass that tavern without go-
ing In and getting a drink; all the
people of Jefferson could not keep me
out of that place; but God has changed
my heart, and the Lord Jesus Christ
has destroyed riy thirst for strong
drink, and there is my whole week's
wages, and I have no temptation to
go in there; and, stranger, If this is a
notion, I want to tell you it is a mighty
powerful notion; it is a notlon that
has put clothes on my childrea’s backs,
and It fs a notion that has put good
food on our table, and it is a notion
that has fllled my mouth with thanks-
glving to God. And, stranger, youn rad
better go along with me; you might
get religion, too; lots of peopie are
getting religion now.'"”

Well, we will soon understand it all.
Your life and mine will gcon be over,
We will soon come to the last bar of
the music, to the lact act of the trag-
edy, to the last page of the hook—yea,
to the last line and to the last word,
and to you and to me it will elther be
midooon or midnight!

TRICK CAMERA.

began
Christian

who

gong?

Disgulsed as & Wicker Basket Used to
Photograph Fortitieatlons,

New Orleans Times-Democrat: “A
traveling photo galesman showed me a
very ingenious trick camera the other
day," =ald a local dealer. “It was a
box about six Inches square, set inside
of what seemed to be an ordinary
wicker lunch basket. When desired
the box could be pushed down through
the basket, so that its top was on a
level with the wicker bottom, The
top of the box was also covered with
wicker, and the basket would then ap-
pear to be perfectly empty, the cam-
era protruding meanwhile from the
under side., An upward push would
restore it to its original position and
the lens worked through a small hole
near the end, The contrivance was
evidently of foreign manufactures, and
the salesman told me it had been made
especially for an agent who was sent
to take pictures of fortifications on the
French frontier, According to his

| 8tory, which Is a little romantie, but
] which I have no reason to doubt, the

spy would saunter out, dressed as &
tourist and carrylng the lunch basket
on his arm. When an officer came
tdlong he would push down the box and
show him that the basket was perfect-
Iy empty, It never occurred to the
guards to turn the thing upside down,
or It would have been promptly confls-
cated. The present owner carrles It
around as a curio, and it is certalnly
the oddest little machine I ever lald
eyes on.  As far as | know, it Is the
ouly camera In the world that Is
mounted on a disappearing carriage.”

Photographs of PFostmasters,

Chicago Record: Postmaster Gor-

| don has presented to the Chicago post-

office a coilection of photographs of

| the postmasters of Chlcago, accompa-

nied by a blographical sketch of each,
The only photograph missing ls that
of Jonathan Nash Halley, Chicago's
first postmaster, who, as far as can be
learned, never sat for a pleture. The
pletures are thirteen by eleven lnches
and, with the aketches, 1l a
frame fAve and one-hall by seveuleen
fest, The art work s sepla, and the
frame s made of mahogany from the

itle ehildren had heen so weak and
fechio and slvk for weeks they could not | © d postoMee Fhe Arel postmasier of
turn oa the dying pitiow, at the lasl Chicage was appoinied in 1831 in the
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