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CHAPTER XVIil—Continued.

And so with each new arrival. He
neither turned nor moved at any one's
entranoe, but left it to Mr. Black to do
the honors and make the best of a sit-
uation, diffienlt, i not inexplicable to
all of them. Nor could it be seen that
any of these men—city officials, promi.
nent citizens and old friends, Tecog
nized his figure or suspected his
identity. Beyond a passing glance his
way, they betrayed nelther curiosity
nor interest, being probably sufficient-
Iy otcupled in accounting for their
own presence In the home of their
ance revered and now greatly ma-
ligned compeer. Judge Ostrander, at-
tacked through lis son, was nbout to
suy or do something which each and
every one of them secretly thought
bad better be left unsaid or undone
Yot none showed any disposition to
leava the place; and when, after a
ghott, uneasy pause during which all
attempts at conversation falled, they
heard a slow and weighty step ap
prosching down the hall, the suspense
was such thal no one but Mr. Black
noticed the quick whirl with which
Oliver turned himself about. nor the
liok of mortal unguish with which he
awalted the opening of the door and
his father's entrance among them. No
one noticed, | say, until, simultaneous-
Iy with the appearance of Judge Os
trisnder on the threshold, & loud cry
swept through the room eof "Don't!
don't!™ and the man they bad barely
notieed, flnshed by them all, and fell

at the judge's feet with a r:rnuthorerfl]

repetition of his appeal: "Don't, fa-
ther, don't!™

Then, each man knew why he had
been summoned there, and knowing
gazeld earnestly ot these (wo [aces
Twelve years of unappeased longing,
ol smothered love, riging above doubls,
persisting in spite of doulits, wera con
centrated into that one instant of mu-
tual recognition. The eye of the fa
ther v
of the son upon that of the father and
for them, ¢t least in this first instant
of reunion, the years were forgotten
und win, gorrow and on<coming doom
elfaced from thelr mutual consecious:
ness

Then the tide of life flowed back into
the present, and the judge, motioning
to his son to rige, observed very dis
tinetly:

‘Don't is an ambiguous word, my
son. and on vour lips, at this juncture
mny mislead those whom 1 huve called
here to hedr the truth from us and the
truth only. You have heard what hap
pened here a few days ago
lotig-gunrded, longsuppressed  suspl-
eclon—so guarded and so suppressed
that 1 hnd no intimation of its ex-
istence even, found vent at n moment
e Indignation, and 1 heard you,
yaoit, Oliver Ostrander, acoused to my
face of having In some boylsh AL of
tage struck down the man for whose
death another has lopg since paid the
penalty. ‘This you have alresdy been
told.”

“You" The word cut sharply
through the sllence; but the fire with
which the young muan rose and [aced
them all showed him at his best. “But
surely, no person present believes it
No oune can who knows you and the
principles in which 1 have been raised.
This tellow whom | beat as a boy hans
walted long to start this domopable re-
port. Surely he will get no hearing
from unprejudiced and intelligent
men,”

“The police have listened to him
Mr. Andrews, who Is one of the gen-
flemien present, has heard hia story
and you see that he stands here silent,
my son. And that ig not all. Mra
Seoville, who hag loved you ke a
mother, longs to belleve |n your inno
cence, and cunnot.”

A low ery from the hall.

1t died away unheeded.

“And Mr, Black, her husband's coun+
gal” continued the father, in the Arm,
low tones of one who for many long
days and nights had schooled himself
for the duty for this hour, "shares her
feeling. He has tried not to; but he
does: They have found evidences—you
know them: proofs which might not
have amountad to much had it not
been for the one mischievous fact
which has undermined publle confi-
dones and glven point to these attacks.
I refer to the life we have led and the
barriars we have ourselves raised
against our mutunl Intercourse. These
have undona us. To the question, ‘Why
these harrlers? 1 can find no answer
but the one which ends this struggle,
Succumbling myself, I ask you to do so
also. Oult of the past comes a4 volee—

How a

ol pu

L

4 spon that of the son and that I

the voice of Algernon Etheridge, de-
manding vengeance for his untimely
end. It will not be gainsald. Not sat-
isfied with the toll ’ve have both pald
in these years of suffering and repres-
sion—unmindful of the hermit's life |
have led and of the heart disappoiat-
| ments you have borne, its cry for pun-
| ishment remains insistent. Gentlemen
~hush! Ollver, it is for me to cry
‘Don't’ now-lohn Scoville was a
gullty man—a gurderer ane A thief—
but he did not wield the stick which
kille? Algerson FEtheridge., Another
hand rafgsed that. No, do not look at
the boy. He is innocent! Look here!
look here!™ And with one awfal ges-
ture, he stood still—while horror rose
ke a wive nnd engulfed the room—
choking back breath and speech from
every living soul there, and making &
silence more awfill than any sound—
or so they all felt, till his voice rose
ngnin and they heard:

“You Have trusted to appearances;
you must trust pow to my word. 1
am the gullty man, not' Scoville, and
not Oliver. though Miver may have
been iy the ruvine that night and even
handled the bludgeon | found at my
feet in the recesses of Dark dcllow.™

Then consternation spoke, and mut-
tered cries were heard of "Madness!
1! Is not we who are needed here but
a physielan!" and dominating all, the
ringing shout:

“You cannot gave me so, father. 1
hated Etheridge and I slew him. Gen-
tlemen,” he prayed in his agony, com-
ing ~lose into their midst, “do not be
migled fproa moment by a father's de-
| votion.”

HMig lifted head, his flashing eye,
drew every look. Honor confronted
them in o countenance from which all
resorve had melted away. No gullt
| showed there; he stood among them, a
| herole flgure.
| Blowly, and with a dread which no
| man might measure, the glunces which
had just devoured his young but virlle
eountenance pussed to that of the fa-
ther. They did pot leave it again.
| “Son?" With whut tenderness he
| spoke, but with what a ring of desoln-
tlon. I understand your effort and
|'.1.[-11rl.'1'i:ltu it; but it is n useless pne,
You cannot deceive these friends of
ours—men who have known wmy lile
| If you were in the ravine that night,
an was I. If you handled Jolin Sco-
ville's stick, o did I, and after you!
Let us not strugele for the execration
| of mankind; let ft fall where It right-
fully belongs, It can bring no sting
lteoner than that to which my brenst
| hns long been subject. Or—" and
| here his tones sank, In a last recogni-
tion of all heswas losing forever, “if
there iz suffering in a onee proud man
flinging from him the last rag of re
apect with which he sought to cover
the hideous nnkedness of an unsuspect
od crime, it I8 lost in the joy of do-
Ing Justice to the son who would take
advantage of cireumstances to assume
hia father's puilt.”

l But Oliver, with a fire which noth-
! Ing could damp, spoke up again:

“Gentlemen, will you ses my [a-
| ther so degrade himself? He has dwelt
| 80 continually uwpon the knowledge
| which separated us a dozen years sgo
| that he no longer can discriminate be-
!twenu the guilty and the innocent.
| Would he have sat in court; would he
| have wuttered sentences; would he
| have kept his seat upon the bench for
| all these years, if he had borne with-
| i his bremst this secret of personal
| guilt? No, It is not in human nature
to play sich a part. 1 was guilty—and
I fled. L&t the act speak for itself.
The regpect Cus my father must not
be taken from him."”

Confusion and counter-confusion!
What were they to think! Alanson
Black, aghast at this dread dilemma,
ran over in Wiz mind all that had led
him to accept Oliver's guilt as proved,
and then, in immediate opposition to
it, the details of that old trial and the
fudge's consequent life; and, voicing
the helpless confusion of the others,
observed with forced firmness:

“We have heard much of Oliver's
wanderings iu the ravine on that fatal
night, but nothing of yours, Judge Os-
trander. 1L I8 not enongh for you to
gny that you were there; you must
prove It

“The proof 18 In my succumbing to
thye shock of hearing Oliver's name as-
soclated with this erime. Had he been
gullty—had our separation come
through his crime, and not through
my own, I should have been prepared
for such a contingency, and not over-
whelmed by 1L"

“And were yon not prepared?”
“No, before God!”

while most of those present were still
thrilling under the effect of this ocath,
tha dry volce of District Attorney An-
drews was heard for the first time, in
these words!

“Why, then, did you, on the night of
Bela's death, stop on your Way across
tha bridge to lvok back upon Dark
Hollow and cry in the bitterest Lones
which escape human lips, “Oliver! Oll-
ver!" You were heard to speak
this nams, Judge Ostrander,” he
hastily put it, as the misernble father
raised his hand in Ineffictual protest
A man was lurking io the darkness
bohind you, who both saw and heard
you. He may not be the most pre-
possessing of witness, bul we cannot
digcredit his -tory.”

“Mr, Andrews, you have no children.
To the man who has, 1 make my last
appesl. Mr. Renfrew, you kunow the
human heart both <3 a father and o
pastor. Do you find anything unnatural

In a guilty soul bemoaning its loss|

rather than jts sin, In the spot which
recalled both to his overburdened
spirit?”

"No."

The word came sharply, and it
sounded deelsive; but the ones which
followed from Mr. Andrews were no
légs so.

“That is not enough. We want evl-
dence, actual evidence, that you are
not playing the part your son ascribes
to you."

The judge's eves glared, then sud-
denly and Incomprehensively softened
till the quick fear that his mind as well
as his memory had gone astray, van
ished {n a feeling none of them could
have characterized, but which gave to
them all an expression of awe.

“I have such evidence,” unnounced
the judge. “Come.”

Turning, he stepped into the hail
Ollver, with bended head and a dis-
couraged mien, quickly followed.
Alanson Black and the others, cast
ing startled and inguiring looks at
each other, brought up the rear. Deb-
orall Scoville was nowhere to be seen.

At the door of his own room, the
judge paused, and with lhis band on
the curtain, remarked with unexpected
composure: “You have all wondered,
and others with you, why for the last
ten years I have kept the gates of my
honse shut against every comer. |
am golng to show you."

And with no further word or look,
searcoly even giving sttention to Oli-
ver's angulshed presence, he led them
into the atudy and from there oh to
that [nner door koown and talked of

through the town as the door of mys- [P

tery. This he slowly opened with the
key he tobk from his pocket, then,
pansing with the knob in his hand, he
gald:

“In the years which are past, but
two persons beside mysell have

gaged this threshold, and thess only
uider my eye. Its secret was for my
own breast, Judge what my remorse
has been; judge the power of my own
gecret soll-condemnation, by what you
see here”

And, entering, e reached up, and
pulled asida the carpet he had strung
up over one end of the room, disclosing
amid a number of loogetied boards, the
barred cell of & condemned convicl,

“This was my bed. gentlemen. il
a stranger coming into my home, mude

"
guch an acknowledgment of my sin im-

possible!"

CHAPTER XVIII.
Dark Hollow,

Later, when the boards he had
loosened In antlelpation of this hour
were all removed, they came upon o
packet of closely written words hidden
in the framework of the bed.

It read as [ollows!

Whogoever lays hands on thia MS,
will already be acquainted with my
erime. If he would also know Its
cause and the full story of my
hypoerlsy, let him read these lines
written, ag It were, with my heart's
blood.

I loved Algernon BEtheridge; 1 shall
never have a dearer friend. His odd
wnys, his lank, possibly ungainly, fig:
ure crowned by a head of scholarly
refinement, his amiability when
pleased, his lragclbility wheén crossed,
formed a character attractive to me
from its very contradictions; and after
my wife's death and before my son
Ollver reached a companionable age, it
was In my intercourse with this man 1
found my most solid satisfaction.

Yet we often quarreled. His dog-
matlgm frequently ran counter to my
views, and, belng mysell a man of
quick and violent tefnper, hard words
sometimes passed between us, to bo
forgotten the next minute in a hand-
ghake, or pome other tolken of mutual
esteemn. These dissensions—if such
they could be called—never took place
except in the privacy of his study or
mine, We thought too much of each
other to display our differences of
opinion abroad or even in the presence
of Olver; and however heated our
arguments or whatever our tople we
Invariably parted friends, tll one fate-
ful night.

O God! that years of repentance,

ACCOUNTING FOR OLD MAIDS

Varlous Reasoris Why Girlg of Home-
burg Are Living Lives of
Single Blonsedness.

———

They say there are one hundred
thousand old malds In Massuchusetts.

T i

boy who went away looked better to
gome Homeburg gir] than any of those
who stayed at home.

There's Carrie Moore. She's our
prize mald and dresses like a mail
eack full of government seods, but
they say she was the prettiost girl In
Homeburg when young Cyrus McCord
went to Chicago to carve out his fu-
ture so that he could come home and
marry her. But Cyrus didn't carve
out his future. He married it Instead,
and Carrie Is almost sixty now, lving
alone and getting peculiar, lke o
many of our lonely old folks do,—
George Fiteh In the Ameriean Mnga-

HIS UNLUCKY “DAYS OFF”
Flreman Breaks Ankle, Leg, Foot,
Arm, and Head in Five of His
Rent Pcrlofls.

His left ankle broken when caught
with several other firemen under a
falling wall at the blg fire In Colllngs-
wood, Capt. George Wade recalled at
the Homeopathie howplial, Camden,
that all five serious mishaps he has
sustained while In the Camden fire de
partment were met In responding to
cnlls on his day off, saye the Philadel.
phia Record. Buch was the case the

| last time He just dropped in at fire

héndquarters to ses how (hings were
golng when the call for ald came from
Collingswood, Of course, he could not

selfl-hatred and wecret immolaticn can
never undo the deed of an Infuriated
moment, Eternity may console, but it
can mever make me innocent of the
blood of my.heart's brother.

We bhad had our wsusl wordy disa-
greement over some petty subject In
which he wes no nearer wrong nor 1
any nearer right than wo had been
many times before; but for some rea-
gon 1 found it harder to pardon him.
For the first time in our long Ac
guaintance, I let Algérnon Etberidge
lesve me. without any attempt at con-
¢lliation.

It only I had halted there! If, at
concelved the mad notion of waylaying
him st the bridge for the hand-shake
1 missed, I might have been a happy
man now, and Oliver—But why dwell
upon these mighthave-beens! What
happened was this:

Disturbed in mind, and finding my-
gelf mlone In the house, Oliver having
evidently gone but while we two were
disputing, | decided to follow out the
impulse 1 have mentioned. Leaving
by the rear, I went down the lane to
tho path which serves as n short cut
to the bridge.

That 1 did this unseen by anybody
{s not so strange when you coneider
the hour, and how the only pérson
then living in the lame was, In all
probability, in her kitchen. It would
have been better for me, little as I
might have recognized It at the time,
hind she beenm where she cpuld have
witnessed both my going and coming
and faced me with the fact.

John Scoville, In hig statement, says
that after giving up his search for his
little girl he wandered up the ravine
before taking the path back which led
him through Dark Hollow, This was
false, ns well as the story he told of
leaving his stick by the chestnut tree
in the gully at foot of Ostrander lane.
For | was on the spot, and 1 know
the route by which he reached Dark
Hollow and also through whose agency
the stick came to be there,

Read and learn with what tricks the
devil beguiles ug men.

| wae descending this path, heavily
ghadowed, ug you know, by & skirting
of clogely growing trees and bushes,
when just where it dips into the Hol
jow, | heard the sound of a hasty foot
come crashing up through the under-

“Gentlemen, WIIl You S#¢ My Father
8o Degrade Himself?"

brush from the ravine and cross the
path ahead of me. A turn in the path
prevented me from sgeelng the man
himself, but as you will perceive and
as 1 percefved later when eireum- |
stances recalled it to my mind, I had
no need to see him to know who it
was or with what intent be took this
method of escape from the ravine into
the flelds leading to the highway, Sco-
ville's stiek spoke for him, the stick
which 1 presently tripped over and
mechanically pleled up, without a
thought of the desperate use to which
1 was destined to put it

Etheridge was coming. 1 could beaar
his whistle on Tactory road. There
was no mistaking It. 1t was unusually
ghrill one and had always beén a
cause of Irritation to me, but at this
moment it was more; It roused every
antagonistic impulse within me. He
whistling like a galliard, after a part-
ing which had dissatisfied me to such
an extent that I had come all this dis-
tance to ask his pardon and see his
old smile mgain! ARterward, long aft-
orward, | was able to glve another
Interpretation to his show of apparent
salf-gatisfaction, but then [ saw noth-
ing but the contrast it ofered to my
own tender regrets, and my blood be-
gan to boll and my tomper rise to such
& point that recrimination took the
place of apelogy when In another mo-
ment wa came together In the open
spaco botween the end of the bridge
und Dark Hollow,

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

e

fira at Eleventh and Coopor streots,
Pighting a fire at the Graves varnish
plant on another day Whes he just
happened around, he sustained' n con-
cussion of the bealn when struck by
i falllng cornlos,

"SI it's all [t the game," sald the
captatn, foreing a wmile.

O s
Beautiful Ypres,

The old Belgian elty of Ypras,
which has suffered much destruction
at the hands of the Germaus, was at
one time one of the most fourkwh.
ing citles In West Flan with &
population of almost | Like
other aneient coitles of Belglum, it
hns many architectural and artistic
remloders of Its past gréatness lo Its
Cloth hall, Guild halle, and chuichen,
the burgbers’ houses, maoy of which
have now by E’:

3

gight of my emply study, 1 had not | '

When forty mothers, each with a baby,

——

Company of Carranzistas who heroically defended one of the trenches
near the Rio Grande at Matamoros against the attacks of Ville's troops and

| capturéd four of the enemy's flags,

REPUDIATE PLEDGE NOT TO FIGHT

"

e e i ey

VIGTORIOUS CARRANZA TROOPS

descended on the University settlement temporary nursery at the
emergency workshop for womeun In New York, the problem was where to put the bables.
of a number of wicker clothes baskets, which were fitted with small mattresscs and pillows,

It was solved by the gift

KARL BITTER'S LAST WORK

Thig herofc statue »f Henry Hud-
gon, whieh will be erected on Spuyten
Duyvil hifl when cast in bronge, ls the
Inst complated model by Karl Bitter,
the sculptor who recently was killed

1in an dutomoblle accldent.

T St

British prisoners of war, captured by the Kronpring Wilhelm, being
transferred from a tug boat to the dock at Newport Newa to take the British
ship Cassandra to England, where they planned to enlist and go to the front
despite a promise given to Captain Thierfelder not to do so. They asserted
the pledge was given under compilsion and so not binding.

NEW DAREDEVIL OF THE AIR

3 S | B

Art 8mith, the :r‘nm Indlapa avistor, who has been dolng most sens-
tlonal stunts in the alr st Ban Franciso aince the death of Lincoln Beachey.
He recontly made 22 loops in one fight,

aiedd -~

]
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WILLIAM BARNES, JR.

William Barnes, Jr., Republican po<
litleal leader of New York state, ans
he appeared at Byracuse when him
libel sult ngainst Colonel Roosevelt
wis called for trial,

Thoughtieas Explanation.

“You suy this will bo your farewsll
appearance? asked the interviewer.

"“Yos," answered the eminent ac-
tross. 1 ahall rotire from the state,
never to return to 1t

“What Is your remson for such a
declalon

“My mannger thinks it better for
businesa to-make avery other tour u
tarewell engagemont.”

A Catastrophe,
_ “There was & terrible traln wreek
in our neighborticod last night”
o e
_"Some boob at the party stepped
my wite's fiahitall party gown.” g

>

GREED OF THE CUTWORMS| “Cutworms are true burglars.
Mont Dreaded fobbers of the Garden
That Work Only In the
Night.

ey

In Farm and Pireside g contributor = I
writos about cutworms. ‘Tho ravages | “It I8 & wige precatition ou the part
of outworms are fully described an | of thean Injoet
defiulte. sy 8 to haw 1o got | th
rid of them aro

maly In hiding under uticks, stones or
trash—-or even below the surface of
the ground; and as soon as night talls
they come forth to steal the lives of
tonder plants, oy '*

| remarkabte tact

rotoriod. Bomo of the
M:Mn i

o

| In thie fo Y

“As loog as the day leste they re- |

burglasy to hide during |
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