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more compassion for this soon to be 
' )i£ ;*-'* CHAPTER VI. . disillusionized lover than he thought it 

^ V RENUNCIATION 1 incumbent upon him to show, answer-

i Mr. Sutherland'returned home. As ' b™ wUh°Ut
t,any comPro" 

'  .  ,  ,  .  ,  .  .  „  .  . . .  n n s e  o f  t h e  u n h a p p y  t r u t h :  
he entered the broad hall he met his -Shc went. she was not taken. No 
BOD Frederick. There was a look on ; one. not even myself, could keep her 
the young man's face such as lie had back after she had heard that a murder 
not seen there in years. . had been committed in the town. She 

"Father," faltered the youth, "may j even intruded into the house and when 
I have a few words with you?" ! °«'dered out of the room of death took 

The father nodded kindly, though it i11^er s*a,u' 'D t;'10 yard iu front, 
is likely he would have much prefer- where, sh.e rnniainc/1 unt" she bad the 

r Annni'timitv nr r>o intmi* nut +« ««. n opportunity of pointing out to us a 
; Btaiu of blood on the grass which might 

iW 

red his breakfast, and the young man 

led him Into a little sitting room litter- ; otherwise hnve escaped our attention." 
ed with the faded garlands and other | "impossible!" Frederick's eye was 
tokens of the preceding night's festlvl- ! staring. He looked like a man struck 

dumb by surprise or fear. "Amabel 
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ties. 
"I have an apology , to make." Fred

erick began, "or rather I have your 
forgiveness to ask. For years." he 
went on, stumbling over his words, 
though he gave no evidence of a wish 
to restrain them, "for years I have 
gone contrariwise to your wishes and 
caused my mother's heart to ache and 
you to wish 1 had never been born to 
be a curse to you and her." 

He had emphasized the word mother 
and spoke altogether with force and 
deep intensity. Mr. Sutherland stood 
petrified. lie had long ago given up 
this lad as lost, 

"1—1 wish to change. I wish to be as 
great a pride to you as 1 have been a 
shame and a dishonor. I may uot suc
ceed at once, but 1 am in earnest, and 
if you will give me your hand"— 

The old man's arms were around the 
young man's shoulders at once. 

"Frederick!" he cried, "my Freder
ick!" 

"Do uot make me too much asham
ed," murmured the youth, very pale 
and strangely discomposed. "With no 
excuse for my past. I suffer intolera
ble apprehension in regard to my fu
ture, lest my good intentions should 
fail or iny self coutrol not hold out 
Brit the knowledge that you are acv 

qualnted with my resolve and regard 
It with an undeserved sympathy may 
suffice to sustain me, and I should cer
tainly be a base poltroon tf I should 
disappoint you or -her twice." 

He paused, drew himself from his fa
ther's arms and glanced almost solemn
ly out of the window. "1 swear that I 
will henceforth act as if she were still 
alive and watching me." 
"There was strange intensity in his 

manner. Mr. Sutherland regarded him 
with amazement. He had seen him in 
every mood natural to a reckless man, 
but never in so serious a one, never 
with a look of awe or purpose in his 
face. It gave him quite a new idea of 
Frederick. 

"Yes," the young man went on. rais
ing his right band, but not removing 
his eyes from the distant prospect on 
which they were fixed: "I swear that I 
will henceforth do nothing to discredit 
her memory. Outwardly and inwardly j cried a thrilling voice behind them. 
1 will act as though her eye was still | Amabel Page stood smiling in the door-
upon me and she could again suffer ; way. 
grief at my failure or thrill at my sue- i ) *-S 
cess." j CHAPTER VII. ^ 

A portrait of Mrs.-Sutherland paint- ' A CHOICE BETWEEN WEDLOCK AND THE 
ed when Frederick was a lad of 10 ! _ C;AI,I.OWS. 
hung jwithin a few feet of him as he a moment. I must speak to 
spokef He did not glance at it, but Mr. ^ou-
Sutherland did and with a look us if he 

"Impossible! Amabel do thlst You are 
mocking me, sir." 

do this? You are mocking me, sir, or I 
may be dreaming, which may the good 
God grant." 

His father, who had not looked for 
so much emotion, eyed his son in sur
prise, which rapidly changed to alarm 
as the young man faltered and fell 
back against the wall. 

"You are ill, Frederick. ' You are 
really ill. Let me call down Mrs. 
Harco'urt. But no. 1 cannot summon 
her. She is this girl's aunt." 

Frederick made au effort and stood 
up. 

"Do not call anybody." he entreated. 
"I expect to suffer some in casting 
this fascinaiing girl out of my heart. 
But I will conquer the weakness ulti
mately. Indeed 1 will. As for her in
terest in Mrs. Webb's death"—how low 
his voice sank, and how he trembled— 
"she may have been better friends 
with her than we had any reason to 
suppose. I can think of no other mo
tive for her conduct. Admiration for 
Mrs. Webb and horror"— 

Breakfast Is served, gentlemen," 

It was Amabel who was holding 
expected to behold a responsive light ' Frederick back. She had caught him . . .... . . 
beam from those pathetic features. j ^-v tlje al'm a*> he was about leaving ' the trutii' sli 

"Ah." he. ejaculated, his face con
tracting with sudden pain, "your love, 
then, is but a potentiality! Very well, 
Amabel, keep it-so and you will bo 
spared much misery. As for me, who 
have not been as wise as you"— 

"Frederick!" She had come so near 
he did not have the strength to finish. 
Her face, with its indefinable charm, 
was raised to his, as she dropped these 
words one b.v one from her lips in lin
gering cadence. "Frederick—do you 
love me. then, so very much?" 

He was angry; possibly because he 
felt his resolution failing him. "You 
know!" he hotly began, stepping back. 
Then with a sudden burst of feeling 
that was almost like prayer he re
sumed: "Do not tempt me, Amabel. 1 
have trouble enough without lament
ing the failure of my first steadfast 
purpose." 

"Ah." she said, stopping where she 
was. but drawing him toward her by 
every witchery of which her mobile 
features were capable, "your generous 
impulse has strengthened into a pur
pose. has it? Well, I'm not worth !!. 
Frederick." 

.More and more astounded, under
standing her less than ever, but charm
ed by looks that would have moved au 
anchorite, he turned his head away iu 
a vain attempt to escape an influence 
that was so rapidly undermining bis 
determination. 

She saw the movement, recognised 
the weakness it bespoke, and in the 
triumph of her heart allowed a low 
laugh to escape her. 

Her voice, as I have before said, wae 
unmusical though effective, but her 
laugh was deliriously sweet, especially 
when it was restrained to a mere rip
ple. as now. 

"You will come to Springfield soon," 
she avowed, slipping from before him 
so as to leave the way to the" door 
open. 

"Amabel!" His voice was strangely 
husky, and the involuntary opening 
and shutting of his hands revealed the 
emotion under which he was laboring. 
"Do you love me? You have acknowl
edged it now and then, but always as 
if you did not mean it. Now you ac
knowledge unit yon may sonjetrajratni* 
this time as if you did mean it. What 
is the truth? Tell me without coquet
ry or dissembling, for I am in dead ear
nest. and"— He paused, choked and 
turned toward the window, where but 
a few minutes before he had" taken 
that solemn oath. The remembrance 
of it seemed to come back with the 
movement. Flushing with a new agi
tation, he wheeled upon her sharply. 
"No, no." he prayed: "say nothing. If 
you swore you did not love me. I 
should not believe it, and if you swore 
that you did 1 should only find it hard
er to repeat what must again be said, 
that a union between us can never take 
place. 1 have given my solemn prom
ise to"— 

"Well, well! Why do you stop? Am 
I so hard to talk to that the words will 
not leave your lips?" 

"I have promised my father I will 
never marry you. He feels that he has 
grounds of complaint against you, and 
as I owe him everything"— 

He stopped, amazed. She was look
ing at iiim intently, that same low 

"1 did not pause at the gate you en
tered." she said. "I went in after you." 

A gasp of irresistible feeling escaped 
him. but he did not take his eyes from 
her face. 

"It was a long time before you came 
out." she went on. "but before that 
time the shade of a certain window 
was thrust aside and"— 

"Hush!" he commanded, in uncon
trollable passion, pressing his hand 
with impulsive energy against her 
mouth. "Not another word of that or 
I shall forget you are a woman or that 
I have ever loved you." 

Her eyes, which were all she had re
maining to plead with, took on a pecul
iar look of quiet satisfaction and pow-
er. Seeing it he let his hand fall and 
for the first time began to regard her 

j with anything but a lover's eyes. 
"I was the only person in sight at 

l that time." she continued. "You have 
nothing to fear from the world at 
large." 

| "Fear?" 
The word made its own echo. She 

had no need to emphasize it even by a 
smile. But she watched him as it 
sunk into his consciousness with an 
Intentness it took all his strength to 
sustain. Suddenly her bearing and ex
pression changed. The few remains of 
sweetness in her face vanished, and 
even the allurement which often lasts 
when the sweetness is gone disappear
ed in the energy which now took pos
session of her whole threatening and I 

; inflexible personality. i 
"Marry me." she cried, "or I will • 

proclaim you to be the murderer of 
Agatha Webb!" | 

She had seen the death of love in 
his eyes. ( 

m "She loved you very dearly," was the 
•^"jislow and earnest comment. "Wo have 
Ij^both loved you much more deeply than 
,*>%'ou liuve ever seemed to realize, Fred-
|y>erick " 

"1 jhelieve it," responded the young 
/ Trnan. turning with au expression of 
„' -calm1 u'sohe to meet his father's eye. 

< jiroo 
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the room with his father, and he felt 
himself obliged to stop and listen. 

"I start for Springfield today," she 
announced. "I have another relative 
there living at the house, When 
shall 1 have the pleasure of seeing you 
in my new home?" 

"Never." It was said regretfully and 

1 

HLL.!." 1. UUL LL'LLLTLLLL IU *111. 

Jvision between you a 
"1 have already iu tin 
Ivisnbility of her .q 

As jiroof that 1 am no longer insensi- yet with a certain brusqueness occa
sioned perhaps by overexcited feeling. 
"Hard as it is for me to say it, Ama
bel. it is but just for me to tell you that 
after our parting here today we will 
meet only as strangers. Friendship 
between us would be mockery, and any 
closer relationship has become impos
sible." 

It had cost him an immense effort to 
say tlie'se words, and lie expected, fond
ly expected. 1 must admit, to see her 
color change and her head droop. But 
instead of this she looked at him stead
ily for a moment, then slipped her 
hand down his arm till she reached his 
palm, which she pressed with sudden 
warmth, drawing him into the room as 
she did so and shutting the door behind 
them. lie was speechless, for she nev
er had looked so handsome or so glow
ing. Instead of showing depression or 
humiliation even she confronted him 
With a smile more dangerous than any 
display of grief could have been, for it 
contained what it had hitherto lacked, 
positive and irresistible admiration. 
Her words were equally dangerous. 

"i kiss your hand, as the Spaniards 
say." And she almost did so. with a 
bend of her head which just allowed 
him to catch a glimpse of two startling 
dimples. 

He was astounded, lie thought he 
knew this woman well, but at this mo
ment she was as incomprehensible to 
him as if he had never made a study of 
her caprices and ever shifting expres
sions. 

"I am sensible of the honor," said he. 
"but hardly understand how I have 
earned it." 

Still that Incomprehensible look of 
admiration continued to illumine her 
face. i 

"I did not know I c6uld ever think so 
well of you," she declared. "If you do 
not take enre, I shall1 end by loving you 
someday." • i 

:;Mblo to your af.'eeiion 1 have made up 
amy nntid to forego for your sake one of 
•/the dearest wishes of my heart. Fa
rther"'—lie hesitated before he spoke the 
word, but spoke it tirmly at last—"am 1 
right; in thinking you would not like 
Miss l'age for a daughter?" 

"I.ike my housekeeper's niece to take 
• •the^ilace in this house once occupied 

arietta Sutherland? Frederick. 1 
always thought too well of you 

licve you would carry your forget-
;ss of me si- Car as that, even when 
v that you were influenced by her 

attf|ictions." 
"artu did uot do justice to my selflsh-

ne.^, father. 1 did mean to marry her. 
but 1 have given up living solely for 
myself, and she eouhl never help mo to 
live for others. Father. Amabel Page 
must, not remain iu this house to en us? 
division between you and me." 

timated to her the 
juitting a home 

' ^Avliere she is no longer Respected." the 
,?< old gentleman declared. "She leaves on 

the 10:45 train. Her conduct this morn
ing'at the house of Mrs. Webb—who. 
perhaps, you do not know was most 
cruelly and foully murdered last night 
—was such as to cause comment and 
make her an undesirable adjunct to 
any gentleman's family." 

Frederick paled. Something in these 
words had caused him a great shock. 
Mr. Sutherland was fond enough to be-

» lleve that it was the news of this ex
traordinary woman's death. But his 
son's words, as soon as he could find 
any, showed that his mind was running 
on Amabel, whom he perhaps had 

, found it difficult to connect even in the 
remotest way with crime. 

"She at this place of death? How 
could tliat be? Who would take a 

>,i young girl there?' 
The father, ev xperieneing perhaps 

she whispered. "I 
know to what extent you consider your 
father's wishes. You think you ought 
not to marry after what took place last 
night. Frederick, I like you for this 
evidence of consideration on your part, 
but do not struggle 'too relentlessly 
with your conscience. I can forgive 
much more in you than you think, and 
if you really love me"— 

"Stop! Let us understand each oth
er." He had turned mortally pale and 
met her eyes with something akin to 
alarm. "What do you allude to In 
speaking of last night? 1 did uot know 
there was anything said by us in our 
talk together"— < ' > 

"1 do not allude to our talk." 
"Or—or in the one dance we had"— 
"Frederick, a dance is innocent." 
The word seemed to strike him with 

the force ol' a blow. 
"Innocent," lie repeated, "innocent." 

becoming paler still as the full weigh.i 
of her meaning broke gradually upon 
him. 

"I followed you into town," she wbi.*-
I pereft. coining closer and breathing the 
| words into his ear. "But what I saw 

you do there will not keep me from 
obeying you if you say: 'Follow me 
wherever 1 go, Amabel. Henceforth 
our lives are one.' " 

"My God:" 
It was all he said, but it seemed to 

create a gull' between them. In the si
lence that followed the evil spirit la
tent beneath her beauty began to make 
itself evident even iu the smile which 
no longer called into view the dimples 
which belong to guileless mirth, while 
upon his face after the Urst paralyzing 
effect of her words had passed there 
appeared an expression of manly re
sistance that betrayed a virtue which 
as yet had never appeared in iiia^sclflsii 
and altogether reckless life. 

That this was more than a passing 
impulse he presently made evident by 
lifting his hand and. pushing her slow
ly back. 

"I do uot know Jwhat you saw me 
do." said lie. "hut .whatever It was It 
can make no diflYfrence lii our rela
tions." ' 

Her whisper, which bad been but a 
breath before, became scarcely audi
ble. 

CHAPTER VIII. J 
THE IIOI.I.OW TREE. 

Frederick Sutherland was a man of 
finer mental balance than he himself 
perhaps had ever realized. After the 
first few moments of stupefaction fol
lowing the astounding\ alternative 
Which had been given him lie broke 
out with the last sentence she probably 
expected to hear. 

W hat do you hope from a marriage 
with me that to attain your wishes you 
thus sacrifice every womanly instinct?" 

She met him on his own ground. 
"What do I hope?" She actually 

glowed with the force of her secret de
sire. "Can you ask a ptjor girl like me,,, 
born in a tenement house, but with 
tastes aud ambitions such as are usual
ly ouly given to those who can gratify 
them? I want to be the rich Mr. Suth
erland's daughter, acknowledged or un
acknowledged the wife of one who can 
enter any house in Boston as an equal. 
With a position like that I can rise to 
anything. 1 feel that 1 have the natu
ral power r.ad aptitude. 1 have felt it 
since I was a small child." 
—"And for that"— he began. 

"ATia toI' ttiTTf:.— Slie"T5ttrCT"rn; —r aiir" 
quite willing to overlook any dark spot 
on your record. Confident that you will 
never repeat the risk of last night, 1 
am ready to share the burden of your 
secret through life, if you treat me 
well. 1 am sure 1 can make it light for 
you." 

With a quick flush, an increase of 
self assertion she had probably uot an
ticipated. he faced her with a desper
ate resolution that showed how hand
some he could be if his soul once got , 
control of his body. i 

"Woman," he cried, "they were right. 
You are little less than a devil." 

Did she regard it as a compliment? 
Her smile would seem to say so. 

"A devil that understands men," she 
answered with that slow dip of her i 
dimples that made her smile so danger- j! 
ous. "You will not hesitate long over , 
this matter: a week perhaps." 

"I shall not hesitate at all. Seeing 
you as you are makes my course easy, j 
You will never share any burden with 
me as my wife." I 

Still she was uot abashed. j 
"It is a pity." she whispered, "it { 

would have saved you such unneeessa- j 
ry struggle. But a week is uot long to i 
wait. 1 am certain of you then. This ' 
day week at 12 o'clock, Frederick." j 

He seized her by the arm and, lost to j 
everything but his rage, shook her with j 
a desperate hand. j 

"Do you mean it?" he cried, a sudden i 
horror showing itself in his face, uot- ; 
withstanding iiis efforts to conceal it. ! 

"I mean it so much," she pssured j 
him, "that before I came home just, j 
now I paid a visit to the copse over thp I 
way. A certain hollow tree where i 

"If you wish to join me in Springfield 
before the time I have set, well and 

; good. I am willing that the time of our 
separation should be shortened, but it 
must not be lengthened by so much as 
a day. Now, if you will excuse me I 
will go and pack my trunks." v 

He shuddered. Her voice seemed to 
cut through him like a knife. 

Drawiug herself UD, she looked down 
on him with a strange mixture of pas
sion and elation. 

"You need fear no indlscretioD on my 
part eo long as our armistice lasts," 
said she. "No one cap drag the truth 
from me while auy hooe remains of 
your doing your duty by me In the 
way I have suggested." 

And still he did not move. 
"Frederick." 
Was it her voice that w»s thus mur

muring his mrme? Can the tiger snarl 
pne moment and coo the next? 

"Frederick. 1 have a final word to 
say, a last farewell. Up to this^Siour I 
have endured your attentions, or, let 
us say, accepted them, for I always 
found yoiJ handsome and Agreeable, if 
not the master of my heart But now, 
now it is love that I feel. love. And 
love with me is no fancy, but a pas
sion. Do you hear? A passion which 
will make life a heaven or hell for the 
man who has inspired it. You should 
have thought of this when you opposed 
me." 

And with a look In which was blend
ed something of the light and dark
ness of tiie two alternatives she had 
promised him she bent and imprinted 
a kiss upon his forehead. The next 
moment she was gone. 

Or so he thought. But when, after 
an interval of nameless recoil, he rose 
and attempted to stagger from the 
place, he discovered that she had been 
detained in the hall by two or three i 
men who had just come in by the front ' 
door. 

"IR this Miss Page?" they were ask
ing. 

"Yes. I am Miss Page—Amabel 
Page." she replied, with sua.-"e polite
ness. "If you have any business with 
me. state ir quickly, for I am about to 
leave town." 

"That is what we wish to prevent," 
declared a tall, thin young man who 
seemed to take the lead. "Until the 
inouest has been held over the remains 
of Mrs. Webb, Coroner Talbot w'shes 
you to regard yourself as i possible 
witness." 

"Me?" she cried, with an admirable 
gesture of surprise and a wide opening 
of her brown eyes, that made her look 
like an astonished child. "What have 
I got to do with it?" 

"You pointed out a certain snot of 
blood on the grass, and—well, the coro
ner's orders have to be obeyed, miss. 
You cannot leave the town without 
running the risk of arrest." 

"I have no liking 
glint of her eye rested for a moment on 
Frederick. "Mr. Sutherland." she con
tinued as that gentleman appeared at 
the dining room door. "1 shall have to 
impose upon your hospitality for a few 
days longer. These men here inform 
me that my innocent interest in point
ing out to you that spot of blood on 
Mrs. Webb's lawn has awakened some 
curiosity and that 1 am wanted as a 
witness by the coroner." 

Mr. Sutherland with a quick stride 
lessened the distance between himself 
aud these unwelcome intruders. "The 
coroner's wishes are paramount just 
now." said he. but the look he gave his 
son was not soon forgotten by the spec
tators. 
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Belaylni; His Jawa. 
Shark stories, with some reason, are 

commonly received with incredulity.- A. 
well authenticated anecdote, however, 
is told of Dr. Frederic Hill, an English 
surgeon of distinction. 

A man fell overboard in the Indian 
ocean and almost into a shark's mouth. 
Hill, who was standing close to the 
rail, grabbed a belaying pin and with
out hesitation jumped to save the 
sailor. 

The great brute was just turning on 
his back to bite, when Hill drove the 
belaying pin right through both jaws. 
Both men were got on board again un
harmed. 

"Perhaps that fellow won't want an
other toothpick. Has any one got a 
clean shirt to lend? This was ii>y last," 
were the only words of the rescuer. 
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round trip } °fcP?lro« 
south to certain pi in or -rpnfHf^ 

ii# 
s lew 

Illinois central 4,N , —•""JO.KUU 
: i „at srpatly reduced 
^lines m rt1-

! south to certain pi >n '-orx-rear£keri bv'lfS 
lines in Kentueli mnessee. Missisii^, i 
Louisiana and Aia Also to 'certe 
points west aud sc jst in Tnwa 

North Dakota, So*>°ln. Nof/roila ,^ ' 
sas, Oklahoma afl "" Territorv IJ. 
titulars • f your li ̂ ntral agents' ,tr" 

; For fl free copy/ Honieseekers'-' r;,,i/e' 
; describing the :i<jj?cs <uul resourciy of 
1 " J A. G pA. 1. the south 

or - '-fools 

ft?*? 

The Oynter. 
The oyster is as fixed and sedentary/ 

•as the potato, and its cultivation -
just as easy. In Europe its propai 
tion has been reduced to a scifn/ 
basis, but in this country only ir 
ginning lias been made. / jn 

An oyster is ready for m*gave 

about live years. The biva/ b 

so much 10 contend with tie u[) 

only one in 2,000.000 lives^ chi-
and be eaten by humatj'' ® 
cago Times-Herald. /. 

•\ot to Be Enc|afC'' wi1fl 

"What do you thiul/ * 
regularly carries hitff18 " /uflft. 
with him?" / 

"Well. i l i;n der'"d.s.^ow, if a man, 

. L I  

1 '<y »(iiirossin„ Hen,s 
U'e.lowa.^ "ff J- !•'. 

^>f 

oi 
T 'Jllouq 

I 
"* MSSf<h t t

Ge»- Jff's. 

an' • L°°°> Afien: 
"SO/). 

business is to liq' ,r- L"* 
it isn't lust t« thing*"!' ll,m ta7 - • 
great deal <f it how with him ey prompt 
night."—PJsto11 Tra^cript. /ST"Q 

•_\« tteeifoclty. 
"Aiuie Nibbins i the meanei 

of J gossip." j' 
"What variety ls:batV 
"She's the kind/hat doesn t 

thing herself, hi}' gets you 
you know 

for instan; 

k A 

"Woman, they were right; you tire Utile 
less than a devil." 

you and I have held more than one 
tryst conceals within its depths a pac^-
.age containing over $1,000. Freileiyck. 
I hold your life in my hands." 

The grasp with which he held tier re
laxed. A mortal despair settled upon 
his features, and recognizing the im-, 
possibility of further concealing the ef
fect of her words upon him. he sank in
to a chair and covered his face with 
his hands. She viewed him with an air 
of triumph, which brought back some 
of her beauty. When she spoke, it vvns 
to say: 

' i«.w » *J' Y tfc'rJi' 

pM- baker, 

1 ® Gasolene 
y°ur i,n„ / 

«"ve„ie„ce 

a,,d liable' 

°® sale, 

• * ,i„?B£R^op 
"'"™. Prop. 

>ING hop® 

gb^igo Uecor<y„der f;,.sf ^ 

A 
An old ser i 

1st what sh< 
portrait, wh' 

She look 
have made 
may be. 
It"—Pick; 

'did Oplui« 
was aski 

lought of, 
he was 

it It critic^ 
u a trill* 

If ye ha] 
Up. 

na' Bank 
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