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THE MYSTERY
OF AGATHA WEBE

By Anna Katherine Greene.

But here Mr. Gilchrist rose, weak,
tottering, quivering with something
more than anger. He approached his
daughter and laid his finger on her lips.

“Be quict” he said. ‘“Philemon is
not to blame. A month ago he came to
see me and prayed that, as a relief to
his mind, 1 would tell him why you
had separated yourself from James.
He had always Thiought the mateh had
fallen through on account of some fool-
ish quarrel or incompatibility, but late-
1y he bad feared there was something
more than he suspected in this break,
something that he should know. So I
told him why you had dismissed James,

and, whether he knew James better |
than we did or whether he had seen '
his long acquaintance |
with these brothers which influenced '

something in

his judgment, he said at once: ‘This
cannot be true of James. It is not in
his nature to defraud any man, but
John—I might believe it of John. Isn’t
there some complication here? I had
never thought of John and did not see
how John could be mixed up with an
affair I had supposed to be a secret be-
tween James and myself, but when
Philemon laid .the matter before James
he did not deny that John was guilty,
but asked that you be not told before
your marriage.
were engaged to a good man, a man
that your father approved, a man that
could and would make you happy. He
did not want to be the means of a sec-
ond break, and besides—and this, I
think, was at the bottom of the stand
he took, for James Zabel was always
the proudest man I ever knew—he nev-
er could bear, he said, to give to one
like Agatha a name which he knew

and she knew was not entirely free |
It would stand in the !

from reproach.
way of his happiness and ultimately of
hers. His brother’'s dishonor was his.
8o, while he loved you still, his only
prayer was that after you were safely
married and

ably was not unworthy of that regard.
To obey him Philemon has kept silent,
while I—Agatha, what are you doing?
Are you mad, my child?”’

She looked so for the moment. Tear-
ing off the ring she had worn but an
bhour, she flung it on the floor. Then
she threw her arms high up over her
head and burst out in an awful voice:

“Curses on the father! Curses on the
husband who have combined to make
me rue the day I was born! The fa-
ther I cannot disown, but the hus-
band”—

“Hush!”

It was Mr. Gilchrist who dared her
flery anger. Philemon said nothing.

‘“Hush! He may be the father of your
children. Don’t curse’”’—

But she only towered the higher, and
her beauty from being simply majestic
became appalling. “Children!” she
cried. “If ever I bear children to this
man, may the blight of heaven strike
them as it has struck me this day.
May they die as my hopes have died.
or, if they live, may they bruise his
heart as mine is bruised and curse
their father as”—

Here I fled the house.
as if this awful denunciation had fall-
en on my own head. But before the
door closed bebind me a different cry
called me back. Mr. Gilehrist was ly-
ing lifeless on the floor, and Philemon,
the patient, tender Philemon, had tak-
en Agatha to bis breast and was sooth-
ing ber there as if the words she had
showered upon him had been blessings
instead of the most fearful curses
which had ever left the lips of mortal
woman.

The next letter was in Agatha’s
handwriting. It was dated some
months later and was stained and

crumpled more than any others in the
whole packet. Could Philemon once
have told why? Were these blotted
lines the result of his tears falling fast

upon them, tears of 40 years ago, when |

he and she were young and love had
been doubtful? Was the sheet so yol-
lowed and so seamed because it had
been worn on his breast and folded and
unfolded so often?
In thy grave, sleeping sweetly at last
by the side of her thou so idolized, but
these marks of feeling still remain in-
dissolubly connected with the words
that gave them birth.

DEAR PHILEMON—You are gone for a
day and a night only, but it seems a
lengthened absence to me, meriting a
little letter. You bave been so good to
me, Philemon, ever since that dreadful
hour following our marriage 1 feel that
I am beginning to love you and that
God did not deal with me so harshly
when he cast me into your arms. Yes-
terday I tried to tell you this when you
almost kissed me at parting, but 1 was
afraid it was a womentary sentimen-
tality and so kept still. But today such
a warm wellspring of joy rises in my
heart when I think that tomorrow the
house will be bright again and that in
place of the empty wall opposite me at
table I shall see your kindly and for-
bearing face! 1 know that the heart 1
had thought impregnable has begun to
yield and that daily gentleness and a
boundless consideration from one who
Rad excuse for bitter thoughts and re-
crimination is doing what all of us
thought impossible a few short months
ago.

Oh, I am so happy, Philemon, so hap-
py to love where it is now my duty to
love, and if it were not for that dread-
ful memory of a father dying with
barsh words in his ears and the knowl-
edge that you, my husband, yet not my
husband, are bearing ever about with

He knew that you '

Philemon was sure of '
your affection he should tell you that '
the man you once regarded so favor- '

I was shaking |

Philemon, thou art |

you echoes of words that in another
nature would have turned tenderncss
into gall I could be merry also and
ging as I go about the house, making it
pleasant and comfortable against your
speedy return. As it is, I can but lay
my hand softly on my heart as its beat-
ings grow too impetuous and say: “God
bless my absent Philemon and help
him to forgive me! I forgive him and
love him as I never thought I could.”

That you may see that these are not
the weak outpourings of a lonely wom-
an, I will here write that I heard today
that John and James Zabel have gone
into partnership in the shipbuilding
business, John's uncle having left him
a legacy of several thousand dollars.
I hope they will do well. James, they
say, is to all appearance perfectly
cheerful, is full of business and this
relieves me from too much worry in
his regard. God certainly knew what
kind of a husband I needed. May you
find yourself equally blessed in your
wife.

Another
later:

Dear PriLeMoN—Hasten home, Phile-
mon;: I do not like these absences. I
| am just now too weak.and fearful
Since we knew the great hope before
us I have looked often in your face
for a sign that you remembered what
this hope cannot but recall to my
shuddering memory. Philemon, Phile-
mon, was [ mad? When I think what
I said in my rage and then feel the lit-
tle life stirring about my heart, I won-
der that God did not strike me dead
rather than bestow upon me the great-
est Dlessing that can come to woman.
Philemon, Philemon, if anything
should happen the child! I think of it
by day, I think of it by night. I know
you think of it, too, though you show
me such a cheerful countenance and
make such great plans for the future.
Will God remember my words or will
| he forget? It seems as if my reason
hung upon this question.

A. note this time in answer to one
from John Zabel:

DeAr Joun—Thank you for words
which could have come from nobody
else. My child is dead. Could I ex-
pect anything different? If I did, God
has rebuked me.
| Philemon thinks only of me. We un-
derstand each other perfectly, now
that our greatest suffering comes in
each other’s pain. My load I can bear,
but this— Come and see me, John, and
' tell .James our house is open to him.
| We have all done wrong, and are
| caught in one web of misfortune. Let
/it make us friends again.

! Below this in Philemon’s hand:

letter to Philemon & year

| My wife is superstitious. Strong and | made me cry out. Then I turned to .\ \hamory. To tell him, as I shall

capable as she is, she has felt that this
| sudden taking off of our firstborn as a

| sign that certain words uttered by her ! neyer been intimate friends. Sh'{ I3 \vas an alien and that all his love, his
on her marriage day, unhappily known | from Sutherlandtown, and 1 am from care, his disappointment and his suf-

! to you and, as I take it, to James also,
| have been remembered by the right-
| eous God above us. This is a weak-
| ness which I cannot combat. Can you,
| who alone of all the world beside know
! both it and its cause, help me by a re-
| newed friendship, whose cheerful and
| natural character may gradually make

ber forget? If so, come like old neigh-
{ bors and dine with us on our wedding
| day. If God sees that we have buried
| the past and are ready to forgive each
i other the faults of our youth, perhaps
| He will further spare this good womain.
| I think she will be dble to bear it. She
| has great strength except where a lit-
| tle ¢hild is concerned. That alone can
| henceforth stir the deepest recesses of
her heart.

After this a gap of years. One, two,
three, four, five children were laid
away to rest in Porchester church-
i yard, then Philemon and she came to
‘ Sutherlandtown, but not till after the

certain event had occurred, best made
‘ known by this last letter to Philemon:

DearesT Huspaxp—Our babe is born,
our sixth and our dearest, and the re-
proach of its first look had to be met
by me alone. Oh, why did I leave you
and come to this great Boston. where 1
have no friends but Mrs. Sutherland?
Did I think I could break the spell of
fate or Providence by giving birth to
my last darling among strangers?

I shall have to do something more
than that it I would save this child to
our old age. It is borne in upon me
i like fate that never will a child prosper

t of my breast or survive the clasp of

my arms. If it is to live, it must be
reared by others. Some woman who
has not brought down the curse of

heaven upon her by her own blasphe-
wies must nourish the tender frame
and receive the blessing of its grow-
ing love. Neither I nor you can hope
to see recognition in our babe's eye.
Before it can turn upon us with love it
will elose in its last sleep, and we will
be left desolate. What shall we do.
then, with this little son? To whose
guardianship ean we intrust it? Do
you know a man good enough or a wo-
man sufficiently tender? 1 do not, but
if God wills that our little Frederick
should live he will raise up some one
by the pang of possible separation al-
ready tearing my heart. [ believe that
he will raise up some one.

Meanwhile I did not dare to kiss the
child lest 1 should blight it. He is so
sturdy, Philemon, so different from all
the other five.

land has just been in with her 5 weeks'
old infant. His father is away, too,
and has not yet seen his boy, and this
is their first after ten years of mar-
riage. Obh, that I had such confidence
as she in a future of endless delight in
this babe!

The next letter opens with a ery:

Philemon! Come to me, Philemon!
I have done what I threatened. I have
made the sacrifice. Our child
longer ours, and now perhaps he may
live. But, oh, my breaking heart, my
empty home! Help me to bear my des-
olation, for it is for lifé. We will nev-
er have another child,, And where Is
it? AD, that is the wonder of It! Near
you, Philemon, yet nu‘t too near. Mrs.
Sutherland has it, anll you may have

!

|
I open this to add that Mrs. Suther- |

is no |

seen its little face through the car win-
dow if you were in the station last
night when the express passed through
to Sutherlandtown. Ah, but she has
her burden to bear, too—an awful se-
cret burden, like my own, only she will
have the child, for, Philemon, she has
taken it in lieu of her own, which died
last night in my sight. And Mr. Suth-
erland does not know what she has
done and never will if you keep the se-
cret as I shall for the sake of the life
the little innocent has thus won.

What do I mean and how was it all?
Philemon, it was God's work, all but
the deception, and that is for the good
of all and to save four broken hearts.

| “Swear yow will be @ mother to this child!”
Listen. Yesterday, only yesterday—it |

' seems a month ago—Mrs. Sutlxerlandi
came again to see me with her baby in !
her arms. The baby was looking well, !
and she was the happiest of women, |
for the one wish of his heart and hers '
had been fulfilled, and she was soon
going to have the bliss of showing the |
child to his father. My own babe was I

| on the bed asleep, and I, who am feel- |

| ing wonderfully strong, was sitting up

| in a little chair as far away from him

! as possible, not out of hatred or indif-

| ference, oh, no, but because he seemed

:to rest better when left entirely by

i himself and not under the hungry look

“of my eyes. Mrs. Sutherland went

| over to look at him. *“Ob, he is fair,

| like my baby,” she said, “and almost

f as sturdy, though mine is a month old-

| er.”” And she stooped down and kissed
him. Philemon, he smiled for her,

| though he never had for me. I saw it

! with a greedy longing that almost

i her, and we talked. Of what? I can-
| not remember now. At home we had

! Porchester, and the distance of nine
miles is enough to estrange people.
But here, each with her husband ab-
sent and a darling infant sleeping un-
der her eyes. interests we have never
thought identical drew us to each oth-
er, and we chatted with eyer increas-
ing pleasure. Suddenly Mrs. Suther-
land jumped up in terrible fright. The
infant she had been rocking on her
breast was blue; the next minute it
shuddered; the next it lay in her arms
dead.

I hear the shriek yet with which she
fell with it in her arms to the floor.
Fortunately no other ears were open
to her cery. I alone saw her misery. I
alone heard her tale. The child had
been poisoned, Philemon, poisoned by
her. She had mistaken a cup of medi-
| cine for a cup of water and had given ,
| the child 2 few drops in a spoon justi
| before setting out from her hotel. She
had not known at the time what she
had done, but now she remembered
that the fatal cup was just like the |
other and that the two stood very near
together. O, her innocent child, and
oh, her husband! It seemed ags if the
latter thought would drive her wild.
“He has so, wished for a ehild”” she
moaned. “We have been married ten'
yvears and this baby seemed to have
been sent from heaven, ile will curse
me; he will hate me: he will never be |
able after this to bear me in his sight.” |
This was not true of Mr. Sutherland,

another.” And catching her poor wan-
dering spirit with my eye, I held her
! while I told her my story. Philemon, 1
saved that woman. Before I had fin-
ished speaking [ saw the reason re
turn to her eye and the dawning of a
pitiful hope iu ber passion drawn face.
She looked at the child in my arms,
and then she looked at the one in the
bed, and the long drawn sigh with
which she finally bent down and wept
! over our darling told me that my cause
won. ‘The rest was easy. When the
| elothes of the two children had been
! exchanged, she took our baby in her
larms and prepared to leave,

‘slomwd her. “Swear,” [ cried, hold-
.iug her by the arm and lifting my
|
|

other hand to heaven, “swear you will
be a mother to this child! Swear
yvou will love it as your own and rea:
it in the path of truth and righteous-
ness!”

The convulsive clasp with which she
drew the Laby to her breast told me
plainer than her shuddering *1 swear!”
that her heart had already opened to
it. 1 dropped her arm and covered my
face with my hands. 1 could not see
my darling go. It was worse than
| death. *Ob, God, save him!” I groan-
led. “God make him an honor’— But

but it was useless to argue with her. A AN AT -
Instead of attempting it I took another ®
way to stop her ravings. Lifting the % . Falay

child out of her hands, I first listened ) l!)lrlii-‘ll lgilt‘llab‘;‘:{lbdlllt“‘: :
at its heart and then finding it was '@ omhand, wa 6ot ®
really dead—TI have seen too many life- ,l. improved  machinery (]
less children not to know—I began i @ makes our brick of the ®
slowly to undress it. *“What are you ® best durable quality. ®
doing?”’ she cried. *“Mrs. Webb, Mrs. ® For our prices address ®
Webb! What are you doing?’ [for re- : :
| ply I pointed to the bed where two lit- I‘Wmm.
tle arms could be seen feebly fluttering. ! @ — e
“You shall have my child,” T whisper- | @ C. GRhEN, Prop. ()
ed. *“I have carried too many babies | @ (]
to the tomb to dare risk bringing up |® DENISON, 10W. ®

Then I |

Minteh was frenzied, and her teeth were
chattering. “Swear in your turn,” she
gasped; “swear that if 1 do a mother’s
duty by this boy you will keep: my
gecret and never, never reveal to my
hushand, to the bhoy or to the world
that you have any claims upon him.”
1t was like tearing the heart from my
breast with my own hand, but I swore,
Philemon, and she in her turn stood
back. But suddenly she faced me
again, terror and doubt in all her looks.
“Your husband!” she whispered. *“Can
you keep such a secret from him? You
will breathe it in your dreams.” *“I
shall tell him,” I answered. ‘‘Tell him!”
The hair scemed to rise on her head, |
and she shook so that I feared she |
would drop the babe. “Be careful!” I
cried. “See, you frighten the babe.
My husband has but one heart with
me., What [ do he will subscribe to.
Do not fear Philemon.” So I promised
in your name. Gradually she grew

W. A. McHENRY, Pres.

With our thirty years of experience in the banking business and our large

apital and constant increasing deposits we are able to take care of our custom-
ers at the lowest rates.
certificates issued drawing three per cent fo- six and four per cent for twelve |
months.
45 well as indivicuals.
wurrent retes,
steamship tickets for foreign ports.
your patronage.

SEARS McHENRY, Cashier

First National Bank.

DENISON, IOWA.

Capital and Surplus, - - - $125,000.00.
Deposits, - - - - - - 425,000.00.
Loans, - 5 . 5 z

450,000.00.

Deposits received subject to be drawn at sight. Time

We make a specialty of loaning money on cattle to be fed for market
Also make first mortgage loans on improved farms at
We sell lands, town lots, furnish abstracts of title and sell
Our ofcers speak German. We solicit

MONEY TO LOAN ON LONG CF. SHORT TIME.
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calmer. When I saw she was steady
again, 1 motioned her to go. Even my
more than mortal strength was failing,
and the baby—Philemon, I have never
kissed it, and I did not kiss it then. I
heard her feet draw slowly toward the
door. I heard her hand fall on the
knob, heard it turn, uttered one cry
and then— They found me an bour
after lying along the door clasping the
dead infant in my arms. I was in a
swoon, and they all think I fell with
the child, as perhaps 1 gid, and that its
little life went out during my insensi-
bility. Of its little features, like and
yet unlike our boy's, no one seems to
take heed. The nurse who cared for
it is gone, and who else would know
that little face but me? They are very
good to me and are full of self re-
proaches for leaving me so long in my
part of the building alone. But, though
they watch me now, I have contrived
to avrite this letter, which you will get
with the one telling of the Dbaby's
death and my own dangerous condi-
tion.

wprint 100,000,

{wis Bank 18 1ncorporated under the laws of the State of lowa. “This gives the
hest security to all depositors, not only to the amount of stock, but the per-

cording to his his investigation the published statements are made.

tors 1n an incorporated bank have more security than the confidence imposed in
the officers.

1 be u - d at pleasure for outside speculation and investment.
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'.DENISON, IOTNAT A..
The Best Securifv for Devositors,  Sarm Loens ¢ Five Per Cent Interest.
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for any loss to the bank. Incorporated banks are under the control|
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J L. Cornwell, (eo. Naeve, H. F. Schwartz,
| Chas. Tabor, J. P.Conner,

L (ORNWELL,
President.

Directors

Under it these words: “Though bid-
den to destroy this, I have never dared
to do so. Some day it may be of ines-
timable value to us or our boy.

PaiLEMoN WEBB.

This was the last letter found in the
packet. As it was laid down sobs
were heard all over the room, and
Frederick, who for some time now had
been sitting with his head in his hands,
ventured to look up and say:

“Do you wonder that I endeavored to
keep this secret, bcught at such a
price and sealed by the death of her I
thought my mother and of her who
really was? Gentlemen, Mr. Suther-
land really loved his wife and honored

have to within the hour, that the child :
she placed in his arms 25 years ago

ferings had been lavished on the son

of a neighbor, required greater courage

than to face doubt on the faces of my

fellow townsmen or anything, in short,

but absolute arraignment on the charge

of murder. Hence my silence, hence |
my indecision, till this woman here”—

he pointed a scornful finger at Amabel

now shrinking in her chair—“drove me

to it by secretly threatening me with a

testimony which would have made nie

the murderer of my mother and the
lasting disgrace of a good man who

alone has been without blame from the

beginning to the end of this desperate

affair. She was about to speak when I

forestalled her.”

That afternoon before the inquest
broke up the jury brought in their ver-
diet. It was:

“Death by means of a wound inflict-
ed upon herself in a moment of terror
angd misapprehension.”
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Interest Paid on Time Deposits. :

Accounts of all Branches of Business Conducted,

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

Business con-
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The North Star Livery Barn,

HEALY BROTHERS, Proprietors.

(Successors to W. J. McAhren.)

Fine, first-class turnouts furnished the public atv reasonable rates A
kind invition extented to all wishing good service at low rates
to call at tke old stand on Main Street.

Healey Bros., . Denison, lowa.

0000000000000000

It was all his fellow townsmen could
do for Frederick.
(I'o Be Continued)
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LUNCHES. SHORT ORDERS.

~ “the calumet.”

The Popular Lunch | uFine Candies and Cigars.
Fresh Bread andoBakers
V'Room on B.roadway: | Goods.
_ Open all night. ~< | Oysters in all Styles.

SEYMOUR & LYMAI, Proprietors.
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INE ROOM HOUSE
for sale. Modern.
All conviences. A fine
location.. Easy terms.
Inquire at this office. ¢
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Penn Mutual Lifecinsurance

i‘ tage. Lady attendant.
3 +] Paper Hang- ! {
i Painter! ing a spec- TwoDoor North Postoffice, = Denison, lowa. ®
ialty. Best of workmanship ¥ :
M gnatantéen; - Eatimatesfur: ) ..........O._‘.......O.................: b
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J. L. WARBASSE,
Dealer In Musical Instruments of Ail Kinds!

The Cable & Kingsbury,.-Smith & Barnes and other makes
of Pianos. Newman Bros. Organs with pipe tones, Burdette
Organs, Chicago Cottage Organs and other musical instru-
ments. White Sewing Machine with ball bearing—the
easiest running machines in the market. Sheet music.
Call and examine--We will try to make it to your advan-
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THE BON TON!E |
%

S. F. AINSWORTH, PROP.

=

Denison's oldest and best lunch room.
up-to-date management. Hot Lunches, Short Orders,
Itc., served at all hours, day or night. For a first-class
meal at a reasonable price the Bon Ton sets the pace. .
Located on Broadway under Prill’s store.

Under new and

ESTBLISHED 1847,
ALL FORMS OF LIFE INSURANCE

C. H. & H. E. RUMSEY, Gen. Agts,

Des Moines, lowa,

{ here she caught me by the arm. Her
i

W. W. Cushman, - Local Agent, Denison.

o

L. J. Courtright, Painter and Paper Hanger

Twenty years experience is a guarantee of first-class work. The best of recommen-
dations from Denison putrons. Bids and estimsates furnished on request. Try me.




