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gEtueness. “'whativver ye've done, T'11
not La elo man to give ye away. I had
a laid of my own once, and I reckon
ye'ro seme sucther’s gon.”’

Weuton grasped the farmer’s hand in
dan.b tunuifuluess,

N, way, lau—it’s nowt. Ye must
#0 to tlecp now, and think ye're in yer
own bed at ‘oam.’

Bat even us the farmer spoke there
was a sound of tramping feet, and a
vaice thick with drink was heard pro-
testing :

**Noa, nou, Ward; I didn't tell ye
owt., Tak’ yerself off before t' maister
comes,”’

“Don’t be a fool, James. I mustgo
up stairs and look at him,’’ gaid an au-
thoritative voice, ;

The farmer started toward the door,
but before he reached it the big form of
a policeman was'in the room. He gave

8 quick glance at the man on the bed,

and then said, with bustling impor-
tance:

*“George Fenton, I arrest you for the
murder of Harriet Staples!’’

CHAPTER 1V.
MASEL BREAKS OUR ENGAGEMENT.

On the afternoon of the day follow-
g the murder I made my way to De
8 Gardens. The previous evening I
bad'gone there full of blissful excite-
ment. I was going there to ask Mabol
Fenton to be my wife, and as 1 scarcely
doubted what her answer would be, I
was 1n the seventh heaven of prospective
happiness. Now, the day afterward, I
enteged the house absolutely dejected
and broken down, for I knew her broth-
er to be a murderer. The police were
on his track and at any moment ha
might ba arrasted. 4 world of trouble
was in store for my darling,

The man who opcned the door eyed
me with marked curiosity, My devotion
to Mabel was too obvious to have es-
caped notice below stairs. The visit of
the police that morning to make in-
quiries had naturaliy aroused great ex-
citement in those regions, and now not
only was 1 regarded as the favored
suitor of his young mistress, but I had
all the additional interest of being a
saspected murderer.

He wushered me into tho drawing
room. It remained just as I remember-
ed it the previons evening, 'Lhere was
the bowl of roses from which my love
had taken the choicest bloom to fasten
in my coat, a treasure which I had in-
wardly vowed to hoard forever, but
which had been lost in the brutal fray
~lost, crushed and trodden in the mire.
There was the book Mabel had been
reading when I entered, and by its side
the paper knife with which ehe had toy-
ed before I made her hand my captive.
And there was still that subtle odor of
violets, which would linger in my mem-
ory, inseparably connected with that
soene,

But now the frou fron of dainty
skirts 'old me of my darling’sapproach.
The handle turned, and Mabel stood be-

- fore me.

‘‘MabelI’”

“‘Duncan!”’

For one sweet moment all elso but
our love was forgotten in one long, rap-
turous embrace. Not 24 hours had
elapsed since I last held my dearest in
my arms, but what a world of agony
had happened in that time!

I looked into her eyes, so full of un-
told bappiness for me; I kissed the lips

that spoke but of sweetest love, and for
the moment all the pending misery was
forgotten in one long, fond rapture of
bliss,

Never had Mabel looked o unspeuk-
ably lovely. Her red gold hair rippled
and shimmered in the clear sunlight
and waved and clustered round her
white forehead. Her deep blue eycs
looked into mine in trustfol faith., Her
pouting lips invited kisses, disclosing
pearls of rarest beauty, while the color
on her cheeks came and went in corcers
with the heaving of her breast.

“‘Oh, Duncan, my poor boy, how
shamefully they have treated you! How
counld they suepect yon? How dare they
arrest you?"’

*‘Their suspicion was nothing. You
did not doubt me for a moment?'’

‘‘Duican, bow could I?”’

She started from my embrace and
held bergelf erect.

“‘Though all the world were against
you, you know I could not for one mo-
ment doubt yuu,”’

I drew my dear one to a eeat, atill
holding her hand in mine.

‘‘Tell mo, Duncan,’’ she said, with
gentle sympathy, ‘‘tell meall about it.*’

So I poured into her ears all I dared
tell her of my experiences after leaving
her the previous evening. I touchgd ns
lightly ns possible on my finding the
body of the murdered woman, scarcely
mentioning the man who stood over her.
Ag I told of the fury of the mob her lit-
tle band tightened in mwine and the color
left her cheeke. When I spoke to her of
the long, dreary night at the police sta-
tion, her eycs betrayed her sweet com-
pasaion, and when I breathed tenderly
all my thoughts of her in the darkness
and gloom that had shronded me ghe
nestled almost imperceptibly nearer to
me, and again for a moment I forgot
the coming agony. When 1 described
the weary waiting in the morning, the
arrival of my friende and my ultimate
release, she broks in eagerly:

‘Ah, Duncan, it was g0 unfortunate
George wasaway when the police came !
I know how eorry he will be that he
could not be the first to goto you! How
indignant he will be at their suspecting
you!"’

Oh, the untold irony of her words!
All the time my mind was forlornly
groping for an answer to the monoto-
nous question which I knew must come
sooner or later and which would tell
her what I would give worlds that she
shounld know first from another,

1 listened as with womanly care she
prayed me to tell her if I had rested
and eaten and a hundred other things
which tender love alone could suggest.
1 listened, and 1 suppose my answers
were lJucid, but all the while I seemed
to know mnothing but that he—the
brother she worshiped—he. my friend
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WIB Uity oI this guastly crimel As in
a fearful panorama, I eaw the murderer
captured; I witnessed the trial; I heard
the hum cof the crowded court; I saw
the judge, the biack cap, and I'saw the
gallows loowiing bebind it all. I seemed
to be still talliiog and listening, yet my
mind worked out thess horrors regard-
less of any will, and gradaally a night-
wmave's epell seemed to creep over ine,
She was talkinz about George now.

‘e has been awfually worried lately,
Duncan. You yourself know something
of the reason, but not all, I think. You
know he is infatuated with some woman
beneath him in position, but I will tell
you all now that you are ona of us.*’

She added these last words with de-
licious ghyness, and I could but kiss
her blushes. Sha continuned:

“I kunow, if not all, at least more
than any one else, for George has made
me his confidant, and I have stood up
for him against my father and mother,
who are naturally very angry with
bim; for, after ull, the girl is a servant,
and we havo always had such high
ideals of the wife George wounld bring
home to us. This ie how it all came
about. " Last year George went fishin:z
with a friend to a picturesque vills: o ‘
m the Wye, It was little better tha:n a
duster of houses, half a dozen miies
away from the nearest railway statica,
il the only accommodation was to be
aud ut the village inn, which stood on
the banks of the river. The only other
visitor thero was a lady, wuo keps
closely to her room and who they heurd
was anartist, They only mat her casaal-
ly in the iny, and she excited very lit-
tle interest in George so long as his
friend was with him.

““When he was left alone, however,
George, ont of sheer curiosity, and Lisv-
ing nothing better to do when not fish-
ing, tried to find out more about Lor,
and it was not very difficult for him to
become acquainted viith her. She was
not very weil off, it appears, and wasg
painting Christinas cards and doilics
and doing fancy work to eke out her in-
come, George cculd not very well ask
at first why she was thers, but he gath-
ered she bad an unbappy home life and
was trying to carn her own living. As
the days passed on they became better
acquainted, and George ended by being
hopelessly in Jove with her. Ha told 129
that much as she seemed to enjoy !
society she never encouraged auy.:i
more than ordinary friendshi;.
when he attempted to say more (i1
this would warrant she stopped Li . ;
once. Poor boy, he must have beci v e: 7
far gone, and one evening he wou:.l ¢ ¢
be gainsaid. He confessed to Ler . »
much he loved her, and begged Lce

marry him. She was awfully kiud (.
him, but he ¢o!d me she would nut tu7y
anything.

‘“ ‘Tomorrow I will give yon nmy
answer,’ sho said, George went away
from her iz a state of blissful suspense. |
As she had not #aid ‘No,’ his hopes l
were raised; But when morning came
che bad gone. $£hie had packed up her
things in tné nizhttime and had gone'
by the early moruing train, leaving no
address or clew &s to her whereabonts,
There was a note for George. He open-
ed it eagerly, but it simply contained
the words: ‘Coodby. 'Tis better so.’

*‘George was almost heartbroken. Ha
tried to follow her, and, indeed, traced |
her to the neighboring junction, but
there all clew was lost. He was an ot- '
ter wreck when he came home, and one
evening, in a burst of hopelessness, Lo
told me all about her, Of course I was
terribly sorry for him, and I must con-
fess my sympathies were drawn toward
the woman. The months passed and
George con.d not get over it, but ho !
had long ago given upall hope of sesing |
her again. Oune night he burst into my
room in a flush of excitement.

‘“ ‘Mabel, I have seen her again—I'
have seen her!’

“Poor boy! He looked eo happy I
could not bot be glad for his sake.

‘¢ “Tell me all about it.’

‘‘ ‘T saw her on the top of a bus, of
all places. We wera sitting next to ono
another. It was dark. I dian’t notice
her, but she knew me. I felt my neigh-
bor edging away from me and noticed
her head turned in the opposite direc-
tion. This aronsed my curiosity. I
obliged her to turn, and there she was
—my darling!’” And George, quite over-
come with emotion, buried his face in
his hands and wept like a child.

*“ ‘She got down at Hyde park cor-
ner,’ he went on, *begged me to leave
her, but I wouldn’t. I was not going to
lose her again when I had only just
found her. I made her tell me where
she was living before I would go. She
i8'— And Georgehesitated.

* *Well?’ I said interrogatively.

‘¢ ‘She is a lady’s maid at Spiegeloi-
sen’s.’

““‘Oh!’ I said, and I'm afraid I sbud-
dered. It was not only that she was a
servant that made my heart sink in dis-
may, but because I felt she had been
sailing under false colors when George
first met her, He had told me she was
a lady, and her conduct at the inn had '
confirmed it, but now I felt she was a
sham and that George's passionate love
had been given to a probable adven-
turess.

‘I tried to convince him of this, but
ho was so iufatoated with her that he
would not see it. He even begged me to
8ee the woman and intercede for him, i
but I could ot doit. Icouldn’t pretend
to believe in her, even for his sake, and
£0 things went on. He never faltered in
his devotion to her.

‘“At last George and myself were
sadly estranged. He did not tell me
much then, but I knew he was unceasing
in his attentions and that he was still
hoping to get her to change her opin-
ions. He was ready to risk anything for
her sake. He was utterly infatuated,
and you can gueses, Duncan, how all i
this has made us very unhappy at home. '
News of such things cannot be kept
back for long, and mother heard of it
from gome ' maliciouns friend.

*“There is little more to add. George '
is ceaseless in his attentions to her. Hes
waits for her coming out, and she can-
not escape him—he is sure of that—bnt
sho will not listen to Lis words of love

For one sweet moment all clse bt our love
was foryotten,

and begs him to leave her alone. All
this has made me very anxions abent
George. I never knoswv what this mad-
ness of his may impel him to do. Even
his not being at home last night has
alarmed me, though once I should:not
have thought anything about it. I won-
der whore he is?"’

At this moment there was a sound of
bhurried footsteps outside the door,
which was abruptly opened, and Mr.

Fenton appeared, holding a morning’s
newspaper in his hand. He was ina
state of great excitement and did not
scem to notice my presence at all.

‘‘Mabel,”’ he said, ‘‘the murdored
woman’'—

‘“Well, father?’’

‘‘She is Harriet Staples!"’

‘“No, no, father; that cannot ba!”’

‘“Here it is. Read for younrself.’’

Mabel took the paper from him in
eilent horror, and then he turned toms.

‘“‘Brett,”” he said, ‘‘it is most ex-
traordinary that you were mixed up in
this affair. There is no need to keep the
matter from you now. The woman svho
has been murdered wae a flame of
George’s. The lad was infatnated with
her. Now thank God that is at an
end. But how did the poor wretch come
by her death? What were you doing
theref Why were yon arrested?’’

The old man gasped ount his words in
a whirl of excitement. These questions
were most natoral under the circom-
stances, but as they were hurled at ine
I again felt my equivocal position.
Were I to tell him all I knew, just as
it happened, I should expose the crim-
inality of his own son—Mabel’s brother
—and yet did I hesitate I imperiled my
own reputation. i

All the answers I had carefully pre-
pared for these and kindred questions
vanished from my mind and left it a
perfect blank. I felt that the old man
was waiting for my reply, yet I could
not speak, and all the while my atten-
tion was rooted elsewhere on one of
those trivialities that stand out incon-
gruously on the most momentous occa-
sions. As I looked at Mr. Fenton and
beyond him my eye was caught by the
perpendicular lines on the wall paper.
Between two of the lines a fly was
crawling along the center with absolute
precision. All the while, when I ought
to have been collecting my thoughts for
some sort of an excuee tomy prospective
father-in-law, I was wondering to which
side the fly would eventually incline,

“Duncan,” ‘camc the voice again, “it was
George you saw there!”

but on it went with unerring precision

equidistant between and it fascinated

me. The silence grew in the room, and

at lagt Mr. Fenton did not chooge to

wait longer for his answer. He began

| to tap the carpet with his foot, and

then he eaid impatiently:

“Well?”?

“f think it is going a liti!s to the
left,’’ I gaid mechanically.

‘“What?"?

He was getting indignant now, and
mechanically I pulled myself togcther
and told him what I had already said
at the police station, hiding just as
much, confessing just as little.

‘‘Stabbed, you eay?"’

¢‘Stabbed to the heart.*’

*‘Then the ruffian who did the deed
was one of her many friends, I'll be
bound. Depend upon it, she was carry-
ing on with two or three. I told George
as much; but, fool that be was, he
wouldn’é believe me. Perhaps he’ll
think more of his father’s judgment in
future. Youn reem to have had a rough
time of it, Brett. It's most unfortunate
you should have been mixed wup in the
affair, and it is a romarkable coincidence
it should be so, after all the other trou-
ble she has caused us. But what abont
the murderer? You say he was still

| standing over the woman when youn

came up. Couldn’t yon have secured
him?"*

‘‘I came across them quite suddenly,
and, as you may well imagine, my
thoughts wers elsewhere. Itall happen-
ed in a moment, and before I could ful-
ly grasp ths situation he had gone.’’

‘* What was the man like? The papers
eay he was decently dressed.’””

‘‘Yes, I think that he was so; but he
had gone in a moment.'’

The old man gazed doubtfully at me.
I am not an adept at lying, and he felt
there was something I was endeavoring
to conceal. He looked at me with koen,
criticnl eves and loft the room:

or some moments atcer the noise ot
the closing of the door there was dead
silencein the room. There were the tick-
ing of the olock on the mantelpiece and
the sounds of the busy world outside,
but above all the ehrill voices of tha
newsboya could be heard calling ont,
‘“The tragedyin Mayfair!’' There wers
violets in an Indian bowl on one of the
tables and the scent of them seemed sti-
fling. Ilonged to rush to an open win-
dow for relief, but there stood Mabel,
with the newspaper held mechanically
before her. She had not stirred a hair-
breadth, and the fly on the wall paper
still kept between the lines—right in
the center. I hold my breath. I dared
not break the silence.

Suddenly the paper dropped. Could
that be Mabel’s voice, s0 hard and cold,
that seemed to speak in some far dis-
tance?

“Duncan, was it George?’’

The fly had gone to the left after ull.
I knew it would. I did not dare to ye-
ply nor even look at her.

““Duncan,’’ came the voice again, ‘‘it
wae George you saw there!’’

‘It was.”’

‘“And you believe him to be the mur-
derer?”’ She drew berself up to her full
regal height, her eyes flashing aud her
hands clinching and unclinching in sap-
pressed indignation, while her whole
frame seemed %o quiver with excite-
ment. ‘‘You believe him to be the mur-
derer?'’ ghe repeated.

I %What else could I think? I founa
him there bending over ber with the
broken dagger in his hands—his own
Venetian dagger which used to hang
over the mantelpiece in his room. Look
for yourself. The dagger is not there
now.’’

““Yon foond him there! Wera ycn
not found there, too, with her watch i
your hands? Did I take you to ba a
thief? You found him there indeed!”’

*“‘I think you must adwmit''— I began.

‘“Admit, Duncan! I admit nothing.
I leave that to you.”

Suddenly a thooght seemed to flash
ACross her.

“‘So, Duncan, it is owing to your ad-
missions that George isno.w being hunt-
ed. To free yourself yon have cust sus-
picion upon him—upon my brother!
This ie the way you show your luve for
me? Love! Do you call this love?®

The fly still crawled on the wall, bo
it had hopelessly lost its track. 1

I was quite calm now. The worst
had come, and more than the worst;
but, at any rats, I could speak quite
openly.

‘‘Mabel,”” I said, “*will yon listen to
me for one moment? 1 am absolutely
innocent of casting any euspicion upon
George. His name has never passed my
lips in connection with the case. I said
nothing about the murderer at the po-
lice station, save that I should know
him again if I saw him. You must see
from that paper that George has brought
all the suspicion upon himself by ron-
ning away and by trying to get rid of
the dagger. Even now none but yon
and I have the faintest euspicion who
the man described js. Heo may still
escape.’’

(Te be Cor tinned.)

“BEFOREBABY IS BORN.”

A Valuable Little Book of Interest
to All Women Bent Free.
Every woman looks forward with feel-
ings of joy indescribable to the
one ¢t event in her life, com-
pmdgvﬁ:h which all others intoin-
siﬁ:li’ﬁcmee. How will feel
when her babe on her breast—
how sweet the name of ‘‘Mother!” And
yot, her anticipation of this event is
clondedwithdreadotthe?dnnnd dan-
ﬁ:ot the ordeal, so that it is impossi-
to avoid the feeling of foreboding
which creeps over her. The danger
and mﬂeﬁn%:ttendmt upon being a
mother can entirely l}uevented, 80
that the coming of the little stranger
need notbe looked forward to withfear,
Every woman who reads this, canobtain
free a valuable little book entitled “Be-
fore Baby is Born,” 5lending her ad-
dress to the Bradfield Regulator Co.,
Atlanta Ga. This book contains price-
less information for all women, and no
one should fail to send for it.

DENISON
BRICK
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C. GREEN, PROP.

High Grade Building Brick

The use of latest improved ma-
chinery makes our brick of
the best durable quality.

For rates inquire or write to

C. GREEN DENISON, IA

i J. A, Halberg. J. T. Turner.

Halberg & Turner,

Dealers in

Dry : Goods, ¢ Groceries

HATS. CAPS, NOTIONS,

BOOTS AND SHOES.

In fact everything found in a
general store.

OUR PRICES =ARE RICHT,
when we buy or sell.

CALL IN, AND GIVE US A TRIAL.

Halberg & Turner,
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Children.

The Kind You Have
Always Bought

Bears the
Signature

For Infants an

AVegetable Preparation forAs
similating theFood and Regula-
ting the Stomachs and Bowels of

CINFANTS 31 CHIBD
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Promotes Digestion Cheerful-
ness and Rest.Contains neither
Opium,Morphine nor Mineral.
NorT NARCOTIC.

Tecipe of Old T SAMUEL PITCHE?
Pamplin Sced -
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Rochelle Solts -
Anise Sced +
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Aperfect Remedy for Constipa-
tion, Sour Stomach,Diarrhoea,
Worms Convulsions,Feverish-
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP.
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" You Have
Always Bought.
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THE CENTAUR COMPANY, NEW YORR CITY.
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We have the finest Hard Coal Base Burners and Ouka.. nlsotllnéor < .t
Garland and Peerless Steel Ranges that are imwense in quality. styleand
finisl. and the prices are right.

Cook Stoves, from $10.00 up.
Wood Air Tights, from $3.50 up.

Eave Trough, Conductor and Tinwork on short notice. FEARE Y
Do you want Hardware! Give usa call.

J. G. WYGANT. f

L. M. BEAW, Pazs. C. P. KUEENLE. Vios-Prza 0. L VO88, Cass.

BANK OF DENISON.

Genera| Banking Business Conducted
Exdange ookt aod Suld  Loop and Short Time Loans f Lovt Balw

Interest Paid on Time Deposits.

P e

[ )
Accounts of all Branches of Business Conducted,

Personal attention given to investments for local patrons. Business
econducted in English or German.

SITAW & KUENRNLE,
LAWYERS.

Real Estate Loans at Lowest Rates.
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Capltai, $100,000. Deposits, $§360.000,

GRawlord Gounty State Bank,

DENISON, IOW.A. e
Tho Best Security for Deovailors,  Parm Loams ot Five Por Cond okerest,

This Bank is incorporated under the laws of the State of lowa. This gives the
best security to all depositors, not only to the amount of stock, but the pers i
sonal property of each share-holder is holden to the amount of his share ;. ' )
for any loss to the bank. Incorporated banks are under the control . = i
of the State Auditor, who can at any time examine the business, and ac- .
cording to his his investigation the published statements are made. Deposisi
tors in an incorporated bank have more security than the confidence imposed in o
the officers. They have the best security, becanse the capital stock can not
be used at pleasure for outside speculation and investient. The Craw-
ford County State Bank i8 the best incorporated banking institution Y
in the County. A general bankiny business done. DR §
Passage Tickets Sold, Insurance Writien. LoansN egolicied.'’
L. CORNWELL, GEORGE NAEVE, M,:E. JONES, C. 1. KEMMINQ, ?
President. V-President, Cashier. Asx't Cushier, A

Directors % L. Cornwell, Geo. Naeve, II, F, Schwaitz, L

GITY HORSESHOER

1. D). SIMIDN, s e

All Work Guaranteed. Prices Reasonable.

Location--South of North Star Barn, GIVE US A CALL.
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