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CHAPTER XIV.
RANELAGH RESUMES HIS STORY.

OR several days I had been 1IL
They were merciful days to me
since I was far too weak for
thought. Then there came a

period of conscious rest, then renewed
interest in life and my own fate and
r=putation. What had happened dur-
ing this interval?

I had a confused memory of having
reen Clifton’s face at my bedside, but
1 was sure that no words had passed
between us. When would he come
again? When should I hear about Car-
mel and whether she were yet alive
or mercifully dead, like her sister? I
might read the papers, but they had
been carefully kept from me. Not one
was in sight. The nurse would un-
doubtedly give me the information I
desired; but, kind as she had been, 1
dreaded to consult a stranger about
matters which involved my very exist-
ence and every remaining hope.

1 would risk one question, but no
more. 1 would ask about the inquest.
Had it been held? If she said yes—ah,
if she sald yes!—I should know that
Carmel was dead, and the news, com-
ing thus, would kill me. 8o I asked
nothing and was lying in a sufficlently
feverish condition when the doctor
came in, saw my state and, thinking
to cheer me up, remarked blandly:

“You are well enough this morning

to hear good news. Do you recognize
the room you are in?”

“I'm in the hospital, am I not?’

“Hardly. You are in one of Mr.
O'Hagen's own rooms.” (Mr. O’Hagen
was the head keeper.) “You are de-
tained now simply as a witness.”

1 was struck to the heart, terrified
in an instant,

“What? Why? What has bap-
pened?” I questioned rapidly, half
starting up, then falling back on my
pillow under his astonished eye.

“Nothing,” he parried, seeing his mis-
take and resorting to the sovothing
process.

“Send for Mr. Clifton,” 1 sald. *“He's
my friend; 1 can better bear”—

“Here he is,” said the doctor as the
door softly opened under the nurse’s
careful hand.

With a gesture to the nurse the doc-
tor tiptoed out, muttering to Clifton
as he passed some word of warning
or casual instruction. The nurse fol-
lowed. and Clifton, coming forward,

took a seat at my sie. He was cheer-'

ful, but not too cheerful, and the air of
slight constraint which tinged his man-
ner as much as it did mine did not
escape me.
“Tell me why they have withdrawn

I must bave tnrned very white, for

he stopped and sprang to his feet,
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Arthur! A booby and a boor, but cer~
tainly not the siayer of .bis sister, un-
-Jess 1 had been woefully mistaken in all
that had taken place in that clubbouse

previous to my eantrance into it on that
fatal night. As I eaught Clifton’s eye
fixed upon me I sald: “Don’t speak of
me. I'm not thinking of myself. You
© speak of evidemca What evidence?
‘Give me detalls. Don’t you see that I
am burning with curiosity? I shan't

be myself till I hear.”

“It all came about through you,”
went on. “You told me of the
you saw riding away from the
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clubbouse hall was Carmel,
clew 1 bad given, instead of

fliing and confusing them, had led di-

rectly to Arthus.
Seeing nothing pecullar—or, at all

events, giving no evidence of having
noted anything peculiar in my move-

tain of Arthur’s gullt as Clifton did.
I knew Arthur even better than I did
bis sisters. He was as full of fauits
and as lacking in amiable and reliable
traits as any fellow of my acquaint-
ance. But he had not- the inherent

snap which makes for crime. He
Iacked the vigor which—God
me the thought—lay back of Carmel’s

nothing,

i

softer characteristics.

The episode of the ring confused me.
I could make nothing out of it, could
not connect it with what 1 myself
knew of the confused experiences of
that night. But I could recall the din-
ner and the sullen aspect, not unmixed
with awe, with which this boy con-
templated his sister when his own
glass fell from his nerveless fingers. My
own heart was not in the business—it
svas on the elopement 1 had planned—
but 1 could not help seeing what I

to me now with fatal distinctness. The
awe was as great as the sullenness.
Did that offer a good foundation for
crime? I disliked Arthur. 1 had no
use for the boy, and 1 wisbed with all
my heart to detect guilt in his actions
rather than in those of the woman I
loved, but I could not forget that tinge
of awe on features too heavy to mir-
ror very readily the nicer feelings of
the human soul. It would come up,
and under the influence of this impres-
sion I said: o
“Are you sure that he made no de-
nial of this crime? That does not seem
like Arthur, guilty or innocent.”
“He made none in my presence, and
I was in the coroner's office when the
ring was produced from {ts secret hid-
ing place and set down before him.
There was no
open accusation
made, but he
must have un-
derstood the si-
lence of all pres-
ent. He ac-
knowledged
some days ago,
when confront-
ed with the bot-
tle found in
Cuthbert road,
that he bhad tak-
en both it and
anotherfrom the
clubhouse just
before the storm
began to rage
that night.”

“The bour; the
very hour!” I
mauttered.

“He entered
and left by that

SARE YOU SURE HE
MADE NO DENIALY'

he is not to be belleved in all hig state-
ments. Some of his declarations we
know to be false.”

“Which ones? Give me a specimen,
Charlie. Mention something he has
said that you know to be false.”
“Well, it is hard to accuse a man of
a direct le. But he cannot be telling
the truth when he says that he crossed
the links immediately to Cuthbert road,
thus cutting out the ride home of which
we have such-extraordinary proof.”

Under the fear of betraying my’
tboughts 1 hurriedly closed my eyes.
I was in an extraordinary position my-
gelf. What seemed falsehood to them
struck me as the absolute truth. Car-
mel had been the one to go home; he,
without. doubt, had crossed the links
as he said. As this conviction pene-
trated deeply and yet more deeply into
my mind 1 shrank inexpressibly from
the renewed mental struggle into
which .it plungéd we. To have suf-
fered myself—to have fallen under the
ban of suspicion and the disgrace of
arrest—had certainly been hard, but it
was nothing to beholdiug another in
the same plight through my own rash
and ill advised attempt to better my.
position and Carmel's by what T bad
considered a totally harmless subter

|- Forced by doubt 1o open my eyen, 1

met Clifton's full look turned watch-
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It's presence there was due to
er's another’s determina-
tion. But the Yoison bad not killed.
Both glasses had been emptied, but—
ah, those glasses! What explanation
had the police now for those two
emptied glasses? They had hitherto
supposed me to be the second person’
who bad joined Adelaide in this totally
uncharacteristic drinking.
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per to drink it, poison and all, out of |

revenge for her action at the dinner |
table a short time before, did not oc-
cur to me then. but if it had there
were the three glasses—he would not
bring three, nor would Adelaide, nor,
as I saw it, would Carmel.
Chaos—however one looked at fit,
chaos! Only one fact was clear—that
Carmel knew the whole story and
might communicate the same if ever
her brain cleared and she could be
brought to reveal the mysteries of that

have just mentioned, and it recurred , bour.

Did I really desire such a consum-
mation? Only God could tell. I only
know that the fear and expectation of
such an outcome made my anguish for
the next two weeks.

Would she live? Would shedie? The
question was on every tongue. The
crisis of her disease was approaching,
and the next twenty-four hours would
decide her fate, and in consequence
my own, if not her brother Arthur’s.
As 1 contemplated the suspense of
these twenty-four hours I revolted
madly for the first time against the
restrictions of my prison. 1 wanted
air, movement, the rush into danger,
which my horse or my automobile
might afford—anything which would
drag my thoughts from that sick room
and the anticipated stir of that lovety
form into conscious life and suffering.

Clifton told me no one was allowed
in the sick room but the nurse and
the doctor. Even Arthur was denied
admission and was wearing himself
out in his own room, as I wux wearing
myself out here, in restless Inactivity.
He expected her to sink and uever to
recover consclousness and was loud
in his expressions of rebellion agalnst
the men who dared to keep bim from
her bedside when her life was trem-
bling in the balance. But the nurse
had hopes, and so had the doctor. As
for Carmel's looks, they were greatly
changed, but beautiful still in spite
of the cruel scar left by her fall
against the burning bars of her sis-
ter's grate. No delirjum disturbed the
rigid immobllity in which she now lay.

shock. I knew that it was Clifton
who entered, but 1 could not meet his
eye.

-]
.

“Tell me,” T crled—“Carmel is dead!”
“Not dead,” sald be, “but silly. Her

CHAPTER XV.
“RREAK IN TUE GLASS!”

T was some time before 1 -
ed the particulars of Carmel’s
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as tne cause or Adelalge’s absence.’
Her attention wandered while he
spole of it.

“How it did hurt!” she cried. *“But
1 didn't think much about it. I thought
only of’— Next moment her voice
rose in a shriek, thin, but impetuous,
and imbued with a note of excited
feeling which made every person there
start. “There should be two!” she
eried. “Two! Why is there only one?”
This sounded like raving. The doc-
tor's face took on a look of concern,
and the nurse stirred uneasily.

“One is not enough! That is why
Adelaide is not satisfied. Why does
she not come and love and comfort
me, as I expected her to? Tell beritis
not too late yet, not too late yet, not
too late”’—

The doctor's hand was on her fore-
bead.

“Rest,” came in Dr. Carpenter’s most
soothing tones—“rest, my little Car-
mel; forget everything and rest.” He
thought he knew the significance-of
her revolt from. the glass he had of-
fered her. She remembered the scene
at the Cumberland dinner table on that
fatal night and shrank from anything
that reminded her of it. Ordering the
medicine put in a cup, be offered it to
her again, and she drank it without
question. As she quieted under its in-
fluence the disappointed listeners, now
tiptoeing carefully from the room,
heard her murmur in final appeal:

“Cannot Adelaide spare one minute
from—from her company downstairs to
wish me health and kiss me good
night?*

Was it weakness or a settled inabil-
ity to remember anything but that
which filled her own mind? $

It proved to be a settled inability to
take in any new ideas or even to re-
member much beyond the completion
of that dinner. As the days passed and
news of Ler condition came to me from
time to time 1 found that she had not
only forgotten what had passed be-
tween berself and the rest of the fam-
fly previous to their departure for the
clubbouse, but all that had afterward
occurred at the Whispering Pines,
even to her own presence there and
the ride home. She could not even re-
taln in her mind for any appreciable
length of time the idea of Adelaide’s
death. Even after Dr. Carpenter. with
fnfinite precauticas. revenled to her the
truth - not that Adelaide bad been mur-
dered. but that Adelaide had passed
away during the period of her own M-
ness—Carmel gave but one cry of grief,
fbhen immediately burst forth in her
old complaint that Adelaide neglected
her. She had lost her happiuess and
hope and Adelalkle would not spare her

‘borme In on all, that her mind
pot what it was he grew notice-
more cheerful asd less suspicious
this new,{::k of Oatmd'l:-.
to explain own part ia

and thus release my testifoony
sustaining
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CALL UrP MAIN 23

And order an ELECTRIC IRON on

30 DAYS FREE TRIAL

There is no necessity of running to the hot
stove in the furnace-like heat of your kitchen
when you can keep cool and do better work in
half the time in the modern way—the electric

SITHEE:

01 and Refiapie

GROCERY

—AND—

s PROVISION STORE

207 Fourth Street

PROPRIETORS

THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

StapleiFancy Groceries

THE FULI.EST AND MOST COMPLETE LINE OF

Teas and Coffee

REDER

It- costs, ordinarily, from 2c to 4c an hour to
operate the large size irons, and it costs you
twice this for wood. The iron costs only $4.00.
Don't delay—order now—our new stock won’t

OLYMPIA LIGHT & POWER CO.

e lacassassssssasanadans

‘", s o 7 AV Lo Lo Vb 4
% “ITMAKES YOU STRONG.”

1f you need a tonic to build up your system, drink

Olympia Malt Extract

A puré non-intoxicating exiract of barley-malt and ho i 4
; ) : ps. Higher

in extract and lower in alcoholic content than any other ma{gt
extract on the market. Only 15-100 of 1 per cent. alcohol.

The price is $1.75 per dozen or $3.50 for two-dozen case [

HOLYMPIA BREWING CO.§-

TELEPHONE MAIN 10 —

i S

An’Economizer
Of Time and Labor

ROM seed time to harvest, the farmer
is a busy man.

That’'s why the shrewd farmer apprcciates the value of
the Bell Telephone Service. ¥
_He may be miles from the railroad and tke nearest ship-
- ping point. - He is cxpecting a frcight shipment—what
does he do? With his Bell Telephone he calls up the
freight agent. If the shipment has not arrived—no use in
-going to town.
[here’s always plenty at hand to do. The Bell Service
gives-him opportunity. :

Consult our local manager.

" THE PACIFIC TELEPHONE AND
TELEGRAPH COMPANY

EVERY BELL TELKPHONE IS THE CENTER OF THE SYSTEM.

CHAMBERSMARKET

CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST,
FULL LINE OF MEATS FOR THE

WHOLESALE < RETAIL TRADE.

We solicit a share of your trade and will strive to please.

TELEPHONE 44

Victrolas from $50 to $200 -3
rary Table will talk and §

sing for you. Call ot our store

| t us show it to yon

tn shorthand as they fell trommr.
Perry's lips. 1 bave not-bad time siuce
to transcribe them, but 1 can read
some of them to you if you will give |

at which Carmel undoubtedly pointed,
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lowest prices. .

Telephone Main 116, Cor, Fourth and Columba St.
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NOTARY AND LODGE SEALS
AND UMBRELLAS

Repairing in All Departments.
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JEWELRY,
CUT GLASS,
; NOVELTIES
UNDRIES
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& STURDEVANT,
P. O. Address. Byrne Bullding, ony:pl:'rw-li

A. J. FALKNOR,
Room 00 Blectric Bullding, Seatt
Inglos le, Wash-

Attorneys for Petitiomer.
publication May 3, 1912,

.- NOTICE TO CREDITORS

' Superior Court of the Blate of Wasking
h%ﬁn and for the County of Thurston.
estate of Harriet. R. W. Hope, de-

8%

Olympia, Wash.
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HOUSE MOVING AND DRAYING
PIANOS HANDLED WITH CARE -
FURNACE AND DOMESTIC COAL
PLOWING AND HARORWING
RLING’S SHOE STORE, - WEST FOURTH STREEL
Phonea—Office, 412J Residence, 425 Y. 3 ’
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