
ger.iii'iit.Vs. '"•'vvliatiwer ye'vedone- I'll 
uot L o tuu uiau to give ye away. I had 
a iu;i ot »jy own once, and I reckon 
ye'i'o ficiuu mother's eou." 

1'Vn.ou grasped the farmer's hand in 
dauLi luuuiauluess. 
\ ii.iy, luu—it's nowt. Ye must 
Bo to t.loep Jiow, and think ye're in yer 
own bed at 'oam." 

13ut even as the farmer spoke there 
was a sound of tramping feet, and a 
voice thick with drink was heard pro-
tasting ; 

, "Koa, nou, Ward; I didn't tell ye 
owt. Tak' yerself oil before t' maister 
comes.'' 

"Don't be a fool, James. I must go 
up stairs and look at him," said 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 

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 IV. 
MA3EL BREAKS OUR ENGAGEMENT. 

On the afternoon of the day follow-
g the murder I made my way to De 

Vbre Gardens. The previous evening I 
bad gone there full of blissful excite
ment. I waB going there to ask Mabel 
Fenton to be my wife, and as I scarcely 
doubted what her answer would be, I 
was in the seventh heaven of prospective 
bappinfctss. Now, the day afterward, I 
entqged the house absolutely dejecterl 
and broken down, for I knew her broth
er to be a murderer. The police were 
on his track and at any moment hs 
might hn arrastnrl. 4 *>'orld of trouble 
was in store for my darling. 

The man who opened 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 natura)^ aroused great ex
citement iii those Regions, and now not 
only was I regarded as the favored 
Buitor of his young mistress,, but I had 
all the additional interest of being a 
suspected murderer. 

He ushered me into the drawing 
room. It remained just as I remember
ed it the previous evening. There 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 
whioh 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 ehehad 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 
scene. 

But now the frou frou of dainty 
skirts ! old me of my darling's approach. 
The handle turned, and Mabel stood bo-
fore me. 

"Mabel!" 
r~ "Duncan!" 

For one sweet moment all else but 
our love was forgotten in one long, rap
turous embrace. Not 24 hours hiul 
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 happiness for me; I kissed the lips 
that spoke but of sweetest love, and for 
the moment all the pending misery was 
forgotten iu one long, fond rapture of 
bliss. 

Never had Mabel looked so unspeak
ably lovely. Her red gold hair rippled 
and shimmered in the clear sunlight; 
and waved and clustered round her 
White forehead. Her deep blue eyes 
looked into mine in trustful faith. Her 
pouting lips invited kisses, disclosing 
pearls of rarest beauty, while the color 
on her cheeks came and went in concert 
with the heaving of her breast. 

"Oh, Dunoan, my poor boy, how 
shamefully they have treated you! How 
could they suspect you? How dare they 
arrest you?" 

"Their suspicion was nothing. You 
did not doubt me for a moment?" 

"Duiican, how could I?" 
She started from my embrace and 

held herself 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 seat, still 
holding her hand in mine. 

"Tell mo, Dunoan," she said, with 
gentle sympathy, "tell mo all about it." 

So I poured into her ears all I dared 
tell her of my experiences after leaving 
her the previous evening. I touched as 
lightly as possible on my finding the 
body of the murdered woman, scarcely 
mentioning the man who stood over her. 
As I told of the fury of the mob her lit
tle hand tightened iu mine and the color 
left her cheeks. When I spoke to her of 
the long, dreary night at the polioe sta
tion, her eyes betrayed her sweet com
passion, and when I breathed tenderly 

, all my thoughts of her in the darkness 
and gloom that had shrouded me she 
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 friends and my ultimate 
release, she broke in eagerly: 

"Ah, Duncan, it was so unfortunate 
George was away when the police oame! 
I know how sorry he will be that he 
could not be the first to go to yon! 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 
should 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. 
I listened, and 1 suppose my answers 
were luoid, but all the while I seemed 
to know nothing but that he the 
brother she worshiped—ho. mv friend 

waB gunty oi tuis gnasciy crime I As in 
a fearful panorama, I saw the murderer 
captured; I witnessed the trial; I heard 
the hum of the crowded court; I saw 
the .iud^Q, thu blank cap, mad I'saw the 
gallows looming buhiiiu it all. I seemed 
to ha still taikiag aud listening, yet my 
mind worked out these horrors regard
less of 'nsy will, and gradually a night
mare's spoil seemed to creep over me. 
She was talking about George now. 

"Ho has been awfully worried lately, 
Duncan. You yourself know something 
of the reason, but not all, I think. Yon 
know he is infatuated with some woman 
beneath biui in position, but I will tell 
you all now (.hut you are one of ue." 

She added these last words with de
licious shyness, and I could but kiss 
her blushes. She continued; 

"I know, if not all, at least more 
than any one else, for George has made 
me his confidant, and I have stood up 
tor liiin against my father and mother, 
who are naturally very angry with 
him; for, after all, the girl is a servant, 
and we have always had such high 
ideals of the wife George would bring 
homo to us. This is how it all came 
about. ' Last year George went fishii::; 
with a friend to a picturesque vills;; o 
in tho Wye. It was little better than a 
jlustur of houses,  half a dozen a-ties 

.iway from the nearest railway static;!, 
uitl the only accommodation was to be 
niirl at the village inn, which 6tood on 
t ie banks of the river. The only other 
visitor thero was a lafly, wuo 
closely to her room and who they heard 
was an artist. Tbey only met her casual
ly in the inn. and she excited very lit
tle interest in George sa long a3 his 
friend was with him. 

"When he was left alone, however, 
George, out of sheer curiosity, and hav
ing nothing better to do when not fish
ing, tried to find out more about lier, 
and it was not very difficult for him tn 
become acquainted v. ith her. Sbo was 
not very well off, it appears, and was 
painting Christina* cards and doilies 
and doing fancy work to eke out her in
come. George could not very well ask 
at first why she was there, but he gath
ered she had an unhappy home life and 
was trying to earn her own living. As 
the days passed on they became batter 
acquainted, and George ended by being 
hopelessly in love with her. He told 1:10 
that much as she seemed to enjoy ! « 
society she never encouraged air,\::i : 
more than ordinary friendship, !•*: t 
when he attempted to say more (V. i 
this would warrant she stopped hi .t . ; 
once. Poor boy, he must have l-eci;» i:y 
far goue, and one evening he woiii.l n ;f 
be gainsaid. He confessed to l:cr !.-• -
much be loved her, aud begged her ; . 
marry him. She was awfully lnud t < 
him, but he told me she would not i.uy 
anything. 

" 'Tomorrow I will give you my 
answer,' she said. George went away 
from her iu a state of blissful suspense. 
As she had not said 'No,' his hopes 
were raised; but when morning cama 
she had gone. f-JL>e had packed up her 
things in tne nighttime and had gone 
by the early morning train, leaving no 
address or clew as to her whereabouts. 
There was a note for George. He open
ed it eagerly, but it simply contained 
the words: 'Goodby. 'Tis better so.' 

"George was almost heartbroken. He 
tried to follow her, and, indeed, traced 
her to the neighboring junction, but 
there all olew was lost. He was an ut
ter wreck when he came home, and ono 
evening, in a burst of hopelessness, he 
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 conid not get over it, but ho 
had long ago given upall hope of seeing 
her again. One night he burst into my 
room in a flush of excitement. 

" 'Mabel, I have seen her again—I 
have seen her!' 

"Poor boyl He looked so happy I 
could not hut be glad for his sake. 

" 'Tell me all about it.' 
" 'I saw her ou the top of a bus. of 

all places. We were sitting next to ono 
another. It was dark. I didn'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 aroused my curiosity. I 
obliged her to turn, aud there she was 
—my darling!' And George, quite over
come with emotion, buried bis face in 
his hands and wept like a ohild. 

" '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. Slie 
is'— And George hesitated. 
" ' Well ••' I said interrogatively. 
" 'She is a lady's maid at Spiegeloi-

sen's.' 
" 'Oh!' I said, and I'm afraid I shud

dered. It was not only that she was a 
servant that made my heart sink iu 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 
liad been given to a probable adven
turess. 

"I tried to convince him of this, but 
ho was so infatuated with lier that he 
would not see it. He even begged me to 
see the woman and intercede for him, 
but I could not do it. I couldn't pretend 
to believe in ber, even for hia sake, and 
eo 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, butl knew be was unceasing 
in his attentions and that be was still 
hoping to get ber to change her opin
ions. He was ready to risk anything for 
her sake. He was utterly infatuated, 
and you can guess, Duncan, how all 
this has made us very unhappy at home. 
News of such things cannot be kept 
back for long, and mother heard of it 
from eome malicious friend. 

"There is little more to add. George 
is ceaseless iu his attentions to her. He 
waits for her coming out, and she can
not escape him—he is sure of that—but 
she will not liscea to l:u words of lov-j 

X-(=y>i 

For one sweet momen t all else but our lovt 
wan fonjoUeii. 

and begs him to leave her alone. All 
this has made me very ausious about 
George. I never know 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 in?" 

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

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

"Mabel," he said, "the murdored 
.woman"— -« 

"Well, father?" 
"She is Harriet Staples!" 
"No, no, father; that cannot be!" 
"Here it is. Bead for yourself." 
Mabel took the paper from him in 

silent horror, and then he turned toni9. 
"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 who 
has been murdered was a flame of 
George's. The lad was infatuated with 
her. Now thank God that is at an 
end. But how did the poor wretch come 
by her death? What were you doing 
there? Why were you arrested?" 

The old man gasped out his words in 
a whirl of excitement. These questions 
were most natural under the circum
stances, but as they were hurled at me 
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. 

All the answers I had carefully pre
pared for these and kindred questions 
vanished from my mind aud left it a 
perfect blank. I felt that the old man 

j was waiting for my reply, yet I could 
not speak, and all the while my atten-

1 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 

| orawling along the center with absolute 
precision. All the while, when I ought 

| to'have been collecting my thoughts for 
some sort of an excuse to my prospective 

1 father-in-law, I was wondering to which 
side the fly would eventually incline, 

r 
"Duncan," came the voice again, "it was 

George you saw there!" 
bnt on it went with unerring preoision 
equidistant between and it fasoinated 
me. The silence grew in the room, and 
at laEt Mr. Fenton did not choose to 
wait longer for his answer. He began 
to tap the carpet with his foot, and 
then he said impatiently 

"Well?" 
"1 think it is going a little to the 

left," I said mechanically. 
"What?" 
He was getting indignant now, and 

mechanically I pulled myself together 
and told him what I had already said 
at thu polioe station, hiding just as 
much, confessing just as little. 

"Stabbed, you say?" 
"Stabbed to the heart." 
"Then the ruffian who did the deed 

I 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't believe me. Perhaps he'll 
think more of hia father's judgment in 
future. Yon seem to have had a rough 
time of it, Brett. It's most unfortunate 
yon should have been mixed np in the 

i affair, and it is a remarkable coincidence 
it should be so, after all the other trou
ble she has caused us. Bnt what about 
the murderer? You say he was still 

I standing over the woman when you 
came np. Couldn't yon. have secured 
him?" 

"I oame across them quite suddenly, 
and, as you may well imagine, my 
thoughts were elsewhere. It all happen
ed in a moment, and before I could ful
ly grasp the situation he had gone." 

| " What was the man like? The papers 
say he was deoently dressed." 

"Yes, I think that he was so; but he 
I had gone in a moment." 
I The old man gazed doubtfully at me. 
I am uot an adept at lying, and he felt 
there was something I was endeavoring 
to ooncoal. He looked at mo with kci-n, 
critic;:! eves au:l l«ft tlu« rro.-r.. 

ior some moments alter the noise ot 
the closing of the door there was dead 
silence in the room. There were tho tick
ing of tbe clock on the mantelpiece and 
the sounds of the busy world outside, 
but above all ,the shrill voices of the 
newsboys could be heard calling out, 
"The tragedy in Mayfair!" Therewere 
violets in an Indian bowl on one of the 
tables aud the scent of them seemed sti
fling. I longed 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 iu 
the center. I hold my breath. I dared 
not break the silence. 

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

"Duncan, was it George?" 
The fly had gone to the left after all. 

I knew it would. I did not dare to re
ply nor even look at her. 

"Duncan," came the voice again, "it 
was George you saw tliere!" 

"It was." 
"And you believe him to be the mur

derer?" She drew herself np to her full 
regal height, her eyes flashing and her 
hands clinching and unclinching in sup
pressed indignation, while her whole 
frame seemed to quiver with excite
ment. "You believe him to be the mur
derer?" she repeated. 
r "What else could I think? I found 
him there bending over herewith 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 fonnd him there! "Were yen 
not found there, too, with her watch iu 
your hands? Did I take you to be a 
thief? You found him there indeed!" 

"I think you mnst admit"— I began,. 
"Admit, Duncan! I admit nothing;. 

I leave that to you." 
Suddenly a thought seemed to flash 

across her. 
"So, Duncan, it is owing to your ad

missions that George is no w being hunt
ed. To free yourself you have cast sus
picion upon him—upon my brother! 
This is the way you show your love for 
me? Love! Do you call this love?" 

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

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

"Mabel," I said, "will you listen to 
me for one moment? 1 am absolutely 
innocent of casting any suspicion 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 run
ning away and by trying to get rid of 
the dagger. Even now none but you 
and I have the faintest suspicion who 
the. man described .is. He may still 
escaDe." . 
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"BEFORE BABY IS BORN." 
• Valuable Little Book of Interest 

to All Women Sent Free. 
Every woman looks forward with feel

ings of Joy indescribable to the 
one great event in her life, corn-

significance. How proud sKe wrill fed 
when her babe nestles on her breast-
how eweet the name of "Mother 1" And 
yet, her anticipation of this event is 
clouded with dread ot the pain and dan
ger of the ordeal, so that it is impossi
ble to avoid the feeling of foreboding 
which creeps over her. The danger 
and suffering attendant npon being a 
mother can De entirely prevented, so 
that the coming of the little stranger 
need not be looked forward to with fear. 
Every woman who reads this, can obtain 
free a valuable little book entitled "Be
fore Baby is Born," bv sending her ad
dress to the Bradfiela Regulator Co., 
Atlanta Ga. This book contains price* 
less information for all women, and no 
one should fail to send for it. 

PENISON 
BRICK 
WORKS 

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 

r J. A, HaJberg. J. T. Turner. 

flalDerg & Turner, 
Dealers In 

Of): Eooils,: Groceries, 
HATS. CAPS, NOTIONS, 

BOOTS AND SHOES. 

In fact everything found in a 
general store. 

OUR PRICES aARE RIGHT, 

when we buy or sell. 

' 

CALL IN. AND GIVE US A TRIAL 

Halbero & Turner, < 
DEI.OIT, IOWA. 

>el 

For Infants and Children. 

The Kind You Have 
./vegetable Preparaticnfor As 

similating theTood and Regula
ting theStomachs andBowcls of 

Promotes Digestion,Cheerful 
tiess and Rest.Con tains neither 
Opium.Morphine nor Mineral. 
Not NAaconc. 

Pumpkin Seed 
Alx.Scnna * 
Jioafitllc %kal(. 
Anise Set A 
Jtyperrnint Hi Gardoita&Sctfa, ff&rmSced Cbtrifod Sugar . IiSt/ayrfUP Ftavcr. 

Apcrfect Remedy forConslipa-
tion, Sour Stomach,Diarrhoea, 
Worms .Convulsions .Feverish-
ness and Loss OF SLEEP. 

lac Simile Signature of 

NEW YORK 

EXACT copy O'F WBAFFEB. 

The 
Kind 
Have 

Always Bought. 

•He CCNTAUH COMPANY* NEW VONK CITV. 

Out of Sight 

/ir vt 

iibricLsj 
We have the finest Sard Coal Base Burners and Oaks, ulsonline of 

Garland and Peerless Steel Ranges that are Immense in quality, style and 
finlsL and the prices are right. 

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

Eavo Trough, Conductor and Tinwork fen short notice. 
Do you want Hardware! Give us a call. „ 

J. G. WYGANT. 
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L X. aHAW. Pm C. 9. KUBHMLB. Tios-nu*. O. L. VOSa, Cam. 

[ BANK OF DENISON. 
General Banking Business Conducted. 

tatasgi 8ntM ud Sali Long ai Short Tiai Lout it Lovutlit* 
# Interest Paid on Time Deposits. 

^ Accounts of all Branches of Business Conducted, 

Peruana] attention given to investments for local patrons. Business 
conducted in English or German. 

S2ZAW <Sc KUEHNLE, 

LAWYERS. 
Real Estate Loans at Lowest Rates. 
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Capital, 9100,000. Deposits, $300,000, 

Grawlord cotintu state Bank. 
r)E2iTISOiT, 

lis hi Securitv for Depositors, Farm Loans at Fire Tor Cent Merest. 
This Bank is incorporated under the laws of the State of Iowa. This Rives the * 

best security to all depositors, not only to the amount of stock, but tbe nelPfo 
sonal property of each share-holder is holden to the amount of his share hrft' 

« fiF aS^ I08? J- ® kauk. Incorporated banks are under the control - <'* 
of the ptate Auditor, who can at any time examine the business, and ac- '-"A 

cording to his his investigation the published statements are made. DeDoai-
tof®ln a? incorporated bank have more security than tbe confidence imposed in 

the officers. They have the best security, because the capital stock can not 
be used at pleasure for outside speculation and iuvMiuetit. The Craw- i • 

ford County State Bank is the best incorporated banking institution 
in the County. A general banking buaiuesa dime. 

Passage Tickets Sold. Insurance Written. LoanaJST eaoiioted. ̂  
•''vP'OBO* .•• T./.'M.iB. JONES, C. •». KGMMINU, 

rreia t. V-rresident. liishie'. Aott't Uutjiier. 
Directors •} k.CoiSw^11, 9*5: Naeve. II. F. h< hwaitz. » Ctaas. Tabor, J. P. Connor 

fl. D. Mil. GITy HORSESttOfR 
AND 

General Blacksmith. 
All Work Guaranteed. 

Location—South of North Star Barn. 
Prices Reasonable. 

UIVK US A VAU. 

Review for Fine Work] 


