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*tAu, Fou hnve come, Brete! 1 Knew
you world, Good God, isa't it awfal?”’
And be baried Lis face 1 his hands—-
thin, wasted hands,

I Bad doteérmined to find out at this
there wus a possible
chance of 1.+ being innocent, so after a
few miuites [ asked the bratal ques-
tion:

‘““What on earth possessed you to kill
her, Fenton?"'

He drewsbnck as if I bad etrack him.
Then ho looked as me steadily, and re-
plied: =

‘‘Brett, I thought you knew me! I
murder Harriet? I would have given
my life willingly for hers at any mo-
ment. Brett, by all that is holy, I swear
I have nothing to do with her death.”’

‘‘“Tell me all that bappened that aw-
fal night,’’ I rejoined. ‘‘We are mov-
ing heaven and earth for evidence. Per-

Lot

. haps you may give me a clew.’’

“‘It's weary work going over it all
again, Brett. Harriet and I had been
out for a walk together, and as we turn-
ed toward Spiegeleisen’s I again urged
her to give some reason for refusing to
marry me. She would not do so, and
told me she wished I would leave her
forever, as I was only making us both
unhappy by my persistence. There was
Just enough in ber words, or, rather, her

tones, to make me hope, and I canght |'

hold of her hand and begged her to pity
me. She tried to withdraw it from my
grasp, but I would not yield it. And
this I suppose some passerby took for a
quarrel. I conld not make her alter her
determination, and so I left heg. I had
not gone far away—certainly not more
than a score of yards—when I heard a
smothered cry and a dnll thod. I look-
ed back to sec Harriet on the ground
and a man running away. I rushed to
her assistance, and the first thing I saw
wae that cruel weapon in her breast. In
the agony of my despair I tried to with-
draw the dagger, but the hilt broke off,
and at that moment yon came up. You
know the rest.”’

“And the man?’ I asked.
not yon deseribe him?’’

“Impossible. It was dark at the time
and my thought was all for my poor
love. Ho lefé absolutely no impression
on my mind,’’

My heart sank as I heard him speak,
If this was a)l be could eay, I felt thore
wag indeed no hope for him, for what
Jury would believe such a statement,
unsupported by a tittle of proof, in face
of a!l the evidence against him? I was
eager to know him to be innccent, not
only fur his sister’s sake, and because
my marriage depended upon it, but be-
cauge I liked the lad, yes'I will honest-
ly confess, when he told me what had
occurred, I did not believe him. I am
afraid my face must have ehown what

“‘Counld

I felt, for he looked at me in a pained,

troubled way, as much as to say, ‘‘If
you, my friend, doubt me, what can I
expect from those who do not know
me?’’ But such thoughts were unprofit-
able. I canio in gearch of a clew, and as
yet he hul given me none.

¢“Can yon tell me anything about her
people:'’ Iasked. *‘The police seem ut-
terly at fault, and according to them
ehe wae quite alone in the world.’’

Fenton shook his head.

““She conld not have been withont
relatives and friends, but she would
never speak about them.*’

“But why?'’ I asked. *‘ What was the
mystery about her, George?"’

““I do not know. I felt there was a
mystery all along, but I did not think I
had any wght to find out more than she
chose to tell me, and that was little
enough. She never mentioned her fa-
ther or mother, or, in fact, anything of
her past life. Sometimes I tried to lead
her on to the subject, but she always

“seemed to scent danger and kept clear

of all personal matters. This thing I
know at any rate—she was of gentle
birth and certainly had never been
brought up with the idea of beinga
servants Not only did I learn it by her
many accomplishments—painting, mu-
£io, singing, langnages—which ehe
went out of her way to hide from me,
but which, nevertheless, would kecep
cropping up—but from her mauncr of
looking at everything, one could see
she spoke from a standpoint far above
the position in which she was placed.
‘I pictured her, Duncan, brought up
in a refined English home, in easy cir-
comstances, with every social and in-

Fenton stopped and once more covered
his oycs wearily with his hands.
tellectual advauntage. Then, perhaps,
her father died and his affairs were
found to be embarrassed. Grief and
anxiety hurried her mother to a prema-
tore grave, and the daughter, their
only child, too independent to owe any-
thing to relatives, too proud to let her
friends know what she was doing, set
abount to earn her own living, ut first by

the excrcise of ber talents, and, that

failing, by accepting the situation in
which I found her. At other times I
thought it possible that an unbappy
home bad driven her out into the world,
there to mako her way as best she could,
Of course, neither of these golutions of
the enizma may be right, and yet it
geems to me that either one or the other
of themn vould acconnt for all, I am
utterly incapable of solving the mystery
that surronnds her death, Without any

snecin! ol diusiances, merg roll ooy

would haraiy be sumolent reason ror
the murder; for I was so near that it
vould have been all but impossible for
the murderous thief to have rifled her
body, and then what likelihood was
thezo of suffioient spoil to compensate
aim for the awful rick he ran?’’

Ienton stopped and once more coy-
ered his eyes wearily with his hands. I
felt it would be useless to dwell longer
on the details of the murder, He had
told me all he knew, and further dis-
cussion seemed needless cruelty to my
friend. Besides, my time had expired.
So I roee.

“By the bye, '’ I asked, ‘‘have you no
photograph of her you could let me
have? I feel confident that we could
throw some light on this awful mys-
tery if we could only trace her ante-
cedents, If you have her picture, i%
would no doubt help us.*’

‘‘Yes,”” he replied, ‘‘I have one pho- '

tograph of her which ehe gave me after
much pressing and reluctantly enough
in all conscience, I left it at home that
awfol night. Yon will find it in a
leather case in the top left hand drawer
of my dressing table, in which I keep
my ties, under tho, paper at the bottor:
of the drawer. Ask Mabel to give it
yon. bRl

I said goodby tomy friend as cheerily
as possibio and assnred him that wo
were doing everything that could bs
done in his interests and that no stone
would be left untarned to prove his in-
nocence, but I left him with a heavy
beart, for I felt the all but utter hope.
lessness of the task before us,

I got the photograph that same day.
It was a oabinet vignette of a remark-
ably handsome girl, and for the mo-
ment I conld nos believe this was the
poor woman, the memory of whom,
huddled in the gatter as I had first seen
ber, wounld forever remain with me,
but a second glance ehowed me that it
was indeed the same woman before the
storms and blasts of life had furrowed
her cheeks and dulled her eyes. Here I
saw a face breathing inward bappiness
and contentment—the face of a woman
to be remembered. Beneath a wealth of
dark bair wers a broad forehead and
eyes of marvelous depth and beauty.
The chin betokened unusual decision,
aud it was evident she wasnot a woman
to be lightly dealt with. On the other
hand, her nostrils and Jips gave the im-
pression that ehe sought some one to
care for and even lean upon and on
whom the wealth of no ordinary love
would be lavished inreturn. Altogether
it was an exceptional face—one of a
woman whose influence for good shounld
have reached far and wide. What ter-
rible fatality had warped her path go
that it led through trouble to such a
piteous end?

The photogravher’'s name had been
erased aud I'tarncd the card round, hop-
ing to find some clew on the back, but
it was blank. I say the name had been
eraged, but it had not been completely
scratched away, and there were still in-
dications of print, but so trivial that it
seemed hopeless to expect any clew
therefrom.

My next business was at Scotland
Yard. There was just a hope that Har-
riet Staples had been advertised for as
missing by her friends, and if so her
photograph would probably be there. I
explained 1.y business to an official,
and we soon had before us the albums
of some years back. We went carefully
through them, comparing each one with
the photograph I had with me, but of
the many thousands I saw not one bore
any resemblance to it, and at last we
gave up the search as hopeless. A
young detective helped me in my search,
and ae I was about to place the picture
in my pocket he pointed to the nearly
obliterated letters at the foot.

‘“There’s the clew, sir, take my word
for it. If yon could only restore the
whole word from those fragments, yon
wounld have it at once.”’

*“That's all very well,”” gaid I, ““but
I'm afraid it’s an impossible feat.”’

*‘I wouldn’t be too sure of that,’’ he
replied. “‘I'veknown a good deal come
from a slenderer hint. Why not have a
fewy facsimiles made of them and send
them to cxperts?'’

I left the place with this suggestion
ringing in my ears, and as I turned it
over in my mind it bore unexpected
fruit. Capital! It should be as he sug-
gested, but instead of a few facsimiles

I would have hundreds of thousands '

struck off and carried the length and
breadth of the land, How? By enlisting
the popular press in my canse.

The next dny I managed to obtain a
letter of introduction to the editor of
one of those weeklies which have go hit
the public taste that there is soarcely
one household in the country which
does not boy its weekly copy. To him
I broached my plan, which was nothing
less than securing the services of his
readers to aid me in my search. I asked
him to print a facsimile of the almost
erased letters in his next issve, with a
prize of £50 for the first correct addi-
tion of the missing portions. The ox-
citement which the murder bad arounsed
was etill great, and the public were
following with scarcely abated interest
every fresh development of the case.

The editor scented a big increase in
his circulation if his paper became in
any way identified with the mystery
that surrounded the cace. But I ghrank
from exposing this last move to the
gaze of the idle and curious, so I stipu-
lated that for the present, at any rate,
the connection between the murder and
the problem offered to the publicshould
be kept a seorec.

. The editor was for a long time un-
willing to meet my wishes, but at last
a compromise was effected, and the an-
nouncement which appeared in that
week's issue of his paper read as fol-
OWS:
FIFTY POUNDS REWARD|
In order that justice may be done to a pris-

ner, now awaiting his trial, under suspicion
f an awful crime, it is necessary that the all

nut obliterated words given belaw be restored.
A4 prosent all that remains is

muQ W are empowered to offer a prize oL v
to the individual who first supplies correctly
the missing portions of the letters, Bearing
in mind that some of our readers must possess
photographs taken by the same photographor,
and presumably showing the same signature
at the foot, wa suggest that a careful compari-
son of the above facsimile be made with the
printing at the bottom of any cabinet plioto

graphs each reader has. A chance of obtaining
the prize therofore lies in many hands.

This i8 no mere puzzle for passing idle hours.
A fellow being’s life is perhaps dependent upon
the correct solution of the problem, and wo
call upon the public of the United Kingdom to
help us to assist the ends of justice and pra-
vent an innocent man suffering death for an-
other’s crime.

Within four days 500,000 copies of
the paper were in circulation and at
least double that number of willing
workers were assisting us.

| The replies camme fast and forions |
from within an hourof publication, and |

one of the staff and myself went through
each reply. Themajority were of course
quite beside the point, and many uits:-
ly imbeocile suggestions were offered.
Some Jooked plausible enoungh at first
sight, but a very little investigation
served to show the senders had touched
up the fragments to suit their own con-
venience. Six hours after the publica-
tion of the paper a wire was brought in
to us:

‘‘Rogers, Swansea,’” are the missing words.
| Letter follows. ROGERS.

| Wae tried to fit in these words to the
' original, but could not do so, and put
Mr. Rogers’ telegram aside, pending tho
i arrival of his letter, but regarded the is-
{ sue of it as extremely doubtful. Then
we turned to the next replies that came
to hand and went steadily on, but with
no success. On my arrival at the news-
paper office next morning a large batch
of letters was awaiting us, but thers

Q)

“Then this i8 one of your photographs?”
said 1.

was no communication from Mr. Rog-

ers, He was, however, better than his
word, for at 11 o'clock he was an-
nounced in person.

‘I thought it better tocome myself,"’
he £aid, ‘‘and make sure of it.”’

‘*Well, we've tried your words, Mr.
Rogers, but we can’t make them fit in
any way,’’ I replied.

“I'm not gurprised at that, eir, for it
is special fancy lettering, of which I
only had one batch printed. See, this is
one of my cabinet mounting cards, You
will fit it toa T.”’

A
-

He was right; it did.

Trembling with excitement, I handed
him the fateful picture.

‘““Then this is one of your photo-
graphs?”’ gaid 1.

He glanced at i/ .and replied:

It is.”’

‘“And the lady—do you know who
she is?"’

‘1 am not likely to forget. She is
Lady I'lerence Mostyn, danghter of tha
Duke of Luuw.;.""

CHAPTER VII.
AT THE DUKE OF LUNDY’S.
I never paid away £560 in my lifs
' with greater pleasure than I did to M§.
Rogers. I was overjoyed at the success
of my plan, and I felt that now, at any
rate, we had advanced one step toward
. the solution of the awful mystery.
The announcement of the ideuntity of
! the murdered Harriet Staples with the
| missing daughter of the Duke of Lundy
increased a thousandfold the interest of
the publio, for the case was now trans-
planted to aristocratio regions and sur-
rounded with a halo of romance, and
when it wag fuorther known that the
discovery was the result of the missing
letter competition the excitement was
rendered still more universal.

For the moment I was punzzled to
know how it was I had not noticed the
photograph of Lady Florence Mostyn in
the albume at Scotland Yard; for I dis-
tinctly remembered seeing her mention-
ed. I returned there to make inquiries,
and to my great surprise found an alto-
gother impossible photograph over her
name. No wonder nothing had come
from my search. The officials to whom
I pointed this out were considerably in-
terested, and the Duke of Lundy was
written to on the subject. He repliec
that the photograph in the album was
not the one he had sent when his dangh-
ter disappeared aud was one, in fact,
that he never remembered to have seen
before. So here was a further mystery,
and the eventual solution of it turned
out to be of great consequence to us in
our quest,

It was now of the greatest moment
to learn something more of the history

of the unfortunate lady about whose
I life so much terrible mystery had huuog,
and I hastened to put myselt into com-
munication with tho Duke of Lundy.

His grace was & very pecunliar man—
4 man one instinetively felt it impossi-
ble to like, and yet a person whom it

wonla be equally impossible not to re-
spect. He was a patrician to the lmgk-
bone—faultlesely courteous, but icily
cold. The death of his daughter must
bave affected him terribly, but he vre-
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HAPPENINGS AT BELL

Jumes Turner of Charter Oak was at
Bell Tuesday on business.

K. M. Aruold and Frank Odell were
at Denison Saturday.

(@eo. Drake and family called on
Paradise friends Thursday.

Thos. Bruner of Dow City made a
busixiess trip to Bell Monday.

Peter Hollowell has: shipped two car
loads of wood to Charter Oak.

i Sul. Miller and Frank Burkhofer were
{ at Charter Ouk Mouday between trains.

Miss Decky Wiggins of Dow City
| visited Mrs. Jay Bell one day last
[ week.

W. B. Evans of Arion was called to
Wm. Rule’s Monduy. We learn that
their baby is sick but hope it will soon
Tecover.

Mr. Downs of Arion, accompanied
by oue of the leading grain dealers of
the Kansas City grain company, called
on some Bell people Tuesday.

Lust Friday night several of Miss
Nettie and Lizzie Jordan’s friends
I gathered at their home to give them a
surprise which proved to be success and
a pleasant time was had by all,

JACKSON JOTTINGS.

P. J. Lawler took a business trip to
Breda Saturday.

Annije Quigley i3 recovering {rom an
attack of the ia grippe.

Wm. Kelley and Jim O’Donall were
those who shipped catile to Chicago
Saturday.

Henry Dreesen and family gpent
New Years in West Side at the home
of Henry Pahls.

Jim (’Donall and Frank Kelley left
for Chicago where they will visit « few
days with friends.

Dieter Bros. are as usual buyirg a
large quantity of corn. Farmers are
hauling from all directions.

Hog cholera is again in full bloom.
Wm. Dettbond and John Lacey have
lost several hogs duriug the past week.

Bert Tracey has decided not to re-
turn to his home in Jefferson county.
but will remain in this vicinity another
86ason.

C. E. McAlpin has a carpenter at
work making some repairs about his
will be residence. Charlie this looks
suspicious.

“The diphtheria which has been beld
in check for the pxst month at Wall
Liske, has again broken out. Two cases
are reported. i

Tead Abbott is not yet able to be
about. Iis ankle, which was at first
supposed to be spraintd, was found to
be out of joint,and may lsy him up tor
some time.

J. E. Brown of Carroll, who repre-
sents the Standard oil company, was
soliciting orders from some of the Jack-
son threshers for their next year's sup-
ply of oil, last Monday.

A few of the young folks assembled
at the home of Dan Lawler and enjoy-
ed themselves a few hours in dancing
and music. Everyone present reports
a good time. It was the first on the

progcam for the New Year.

DENISON
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

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 SARE RICHT,
when we buy or sell.

CALL IN, AND GIVE US A'TRIAL.

Halberg & Turner,

Devrorr, lowa.

(@
>N
n
—
O
v
p ~ I

For Infants and Children.
The Kind You Have Always Bought

Bears the M_z : f

Signature of

/7 /NN NN R R i

The Kind You Have Always Bought, and which has been
in use for over 30 years, has vorne the signature of

M___ and has been made under his per-
7Y, m

sonal supervision since its Infancy.

Allow no one to deceive you in this. : ]

All Counterfeits, Imitations and Substitutes are but Ex= X
periments that trifle with and endanger the health of {
Infants and Children—Expericnce against Experiment. 1
What is CASTORIA

Castoria is a substitute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, Drops
and Soothing Syrups. It is Harmless and Pleasant. It , |
contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotic
substance. Its age is its gunarantee. It destroys Worms i
and allays Feverishness. It cures Diarrheea and Wind
Colic, It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation
and Flatulency. It assimilates the Food, regulates the ; |
Stomach and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep.
The Children’s FPanacca—The Mother’s Friend.

ceEnNUINE CASTORIA ALways

; ~cars the Signature of
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The K'ad "on Have Always Bought
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We have the fnest: Wi} Coal s m'lq*bﬂm”&ufq' ]
Garlund and Peerless S{eql Ranges Shatare Immense: in;
finisl. and the prices are: richt. ) .
Cook Stoves, from $10.00 up.
Wood Air Tights, from $3.50 up.
Euave Trough, Conductor and Tinwork on short notice.
Do you want Hurdware! Give us a call.
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BANK OF DENISON.

Genera] Banking Business Conducted.

|

|

1

Exdang Boueht and §old  loog aad Shot Timo Losas of Lowast Balm |
fntarest Paid on Time Deposits. i

- Accounts of all Branches of Business Conducted, : |
Personal attention given to investments for local patrons. Busineas eat I
conducted in English or German. 13 3 |
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SEHAW & KUEEINLE,

LAWYERS. 7

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

Orawiord Gouncy State Bank,

DENISOIN, IONRZ A.

The Best Security for Devosifors,  Farm Lowns ab Five Per Cent Inferast,

This Bank is incorporated under the laws of the State of Iowa. This gives the
best security to all depositors, not only to the amount of stock, but the per-
sonal property of each share-holder is holden to the amount of his share
for any loss to the batnk. Incorporated banks are under the control (it d
of the State Auditor, who can at any time examine the business, and ac- £ve
cording to his his investigation the published statements are made. Deposi- '
tors in an incorporated bank have more security than the confidence imposed in:
the officers. They have the best security, becanse the capital stock can not ©
be used at pleasure for outside speculation and investment. The Craw- Th
ford County State Bank is the best incorporated banking institution
in the County. A general banking business done.

Passage Tickets Sold. Insurance Wiritten. LoansN egot'l‘dod:‘- \
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L. CORNWELL, GEORGE NAEVE, ' M,cE. JONES, C. J. KEMMING. \ ‘

President. V- President. Cashier. Ass't Cashier.,

Directors J 1= Cornwell, Geo. Narve, H, F. Schwartz, . ‘

A.D. Smith,

All Work Guar nteed.

Loeatlon--South of North Star Barn.

GITY HORSESHOER

D

General Blacksmith.
Prices Reasonable.

GIVE US A CALL.

Review rr Fine Work
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