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Onco 111 the Ptrect, he hastened to the 
Clara Jlellc. 

Xfo hud arrived in port at so lntc an 
hour Hint the streets were almost de
serted, und entirely so along the river 
front. 

He hnd met no one (aside from Her
bert) in going to the banker's residence, 
lior had he seen anyone save the in
mates the T/oyd mansion. 

Arrived at tlie schooner, he hurriedly 
called up Calvin Stewart, the mate, and 
together they entered the cabin, where 
wo will leave them and return to the 
scene of the murder. 

CHAPTER IX. 
"NTLT TESTIMONY WOULD NOT HOLD 

GOOD IN LAW." 
When Ilerbert Lathrop hud said that 

he was afraid of Angus, as he stood 
there with the bloody knife in his hand, 
he had not lied, for now that the cap* 
tain was beginning to realize the sit* 
nation a wicked gleam had oomc into 
UiB eyes, and Ilerbert escaped from Ids 
presence none too soon. But he made 
no immediate outcry; uor did he hasten 
with the speed with which he ilew 
through the haJl, to arouse ' either 
neighbors or officers of the law, but 
anticipating that Angus would either 
attempt to follow him or perhaps realize 
tiiat everything was against him, and 
fly (which he, Herbert, desired, when he 
Baid: "If you escape ere I return, I can
not help it,") he had walked toward the 
rear of the house, thinldngthatif hedid 
fceelc escape, it would bo in that direc
tion, and he soon had tihe satisfaction of 
seeing the door open, and Angus and 
Aunt Mag appear in the doorway. 

"Ply, Angus Bruce!" said Aunt Mag, 
•'nothing but your speed will save you." 

Then ho had seen Angus dush. down 
the steps and disappear in the darkness. 

Even then Ilerbert stood there, lean
ing against the side of the house for 
some moments collecting his thoughts. 

"Now," he thought, "if Bruce have 
WUIBC enough and good fortune enough 
to get beyond the reach of apprehen
sion, so much the better for him, for 
he will save his life, and far better for 
me, for there will be no one to dispute 
my evidence—yes, and his flight will 
make it appear doubly certain that he 
murdered my uncle; the case will ad* 
Hilt of not a single doubt* 

"Why, Fannie saw him turning from 
the bedside with, the bloody sheath 
lrnife in his hand; her evidence and 
mine will forever place a bar agains>t the 
return of Angus Bruce to the coast of 
Carolina. * 

"Aunt Mag, unfortunately, saw me 
strike the blow, but terror will hold 
lier tongue fast; if not, her evidence 
will not be taken. She might talk, but 
if she does there is a sure way to silence 
her. 

"I might sell her; but no, I will keep 
Mag always near me, where I can watcii 
her. 

« "God or the devil speed you, Angus 
Bruce, say I; b»t go not near the Clara 
Belle, for tfoat will be the first point 
the officers will search, for you. Now, 
if you—" 

At this instant a piercing scream was 
heard from within the house; Fan
nie had revived. 

Herbert ran out the front gate, and 
down Market street, and on the air as 
he ran resounded the startling cry. o£ 
"murder! murder!" 
; Sleepers awoke, rushed to their win
dows, and threw aside their blinds, to 
see a coatlcss, hatless figure speeding 
by, and hear again the receding cry: 

[ "Murder! Murder!" 
i Herbert baited not till at the door of 
Sheriff Cobb, and lustily he sounded the 
knocker. 

"Murder! Murder!" 
i The sheriff soon responded, and, call
ing up the coroner and Dr. Davis, they 
hastened to the Loyd mansion, many 
who had been aroused by Herbert's 
cries joining them on the street. 

At the house they found Fannie wild 
with grief. 

Back on the bed as he had fallen lay 
the body of the banker. His night robe 
and the bed as well were stained with 
blood, his eyes were staring, wide open, • 
as if in horror. 

• As Herbert saw them he started back, 
fearing that his work had not been 
cure. 
i "He is dead," said Dr. Davis, "one 
need but to look at his eyes to tell that; 
the film of death is over them." 

Herbert breathed easier* 
' "This must be theweapftn with which 
the murder was committed," said the 
sheriff, as he raised from the carpet, 
where Angus had dropped it, thesheath 
knife. 

"That is the weapon he held in his 
hands when my cousin and I entered the 
library, and Isaw him turning from the 
bedside." said Herbert. "Blood covered 
the knife as it docs now; also his hands 
and clothing, and on his face was the 
look of a fiend. I shall never forget it 
till my dying day." 

"That blade," said the doctor, "passed 
entirely through the heart. Your 
uncle'B death must have been instant. 
He could scarcely have made an out
cry." 

"Nor did he," said Herbert, "or we 
would have heard him." 

"I never would have believed that 
Angus Bruce would have been guilty of 
a crime," said the sheriff, "much less a 
crime like that. Why, he kept his bank 
account with your uncle, did he not?" 

"He did, sheriff. It was not financial 
matters that impelled* him to do the 
deed." 
i "Was there a motive?" L 

MI can think of but one." ' 'v 

! "And that?" ^ 
. "Bruce loved the lady who on to-mor-
ltjw night would have wed my uncle, 
and jealousy, I judge, caused the crime. 
Jlo was desperate because he could not 
win Miss mil. As he saved her from 
drowning, I suppose* he argued that 
he was entitled to her hand, and I 
doubt not she would have preferred to 
drown to giving it to him." 

"Did you first see him to-night when 
turning from the bed with the knife in 
his hand?" asked the sheriff. 

"No, sheriff, I was do>7n at the bank, 
until fully half-past ten, as I often am 
at night when getting behind, posting 
the books. When I was coming home, 
and on the corner below, I encountered 
Angus Bruce. He seemed greatly ex
cited and agitated about something, 
and said that he borei a letter from 
Miss Hill to my cousin, and that he 
had promised to deliver it to-night in 
person. I told him that, as she had 
undoubtedly retired, I would take his 
note and deliver it in the morning. He 
said that would not do, as it was im
portant that Miss Fannie should have it 
at once, and that he had pledged his 
word to deliver it." 

Strange! Strange!" said the doc
tor. 

"He then said that he must see Uncle 
John, and on business that would not 
brook delay. I knew that Uncle John 
had retired, but I also knew that im
mediately, after hi* marriage he would 
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So, deeming that he wished to see him 
on business matters of importance, I 
conducted hnn into tl»o hour,e. I light
ed the lamps in the library, knocked at 
my uncle's door, and tohl him tha 
Angus was Lire, and desired to nee him 
particularly. 

" *1 have retired,' he replied, 'hut tell 
Angus to enter my room.' 

"I told Angus to do so, and that in 
the mcMuitime I wtould call Fannie. lie 
enUMed this door, as I posset! out into 
the hall; I ascended the stairs,knocked 
at my cousin's door, mid informed her 
that Angus was below, with a letter for 
her from Miss IIill, and desired to de1 

liver it to her in person; she replied 
that she would be down at once, and 
I went to my room, wondering at the 
excited state of Bruce, and what could 
be his urgency in wishing to sec my 
uncle. 

"I hnd taken off my coat and gaiters, 
when I heard my cousin's room door 
open, mid I thought again of the ap
pearance of Angus and luistily stepped 
into my slippers and joined her on 
the stairs. I have told of the horrible 
sight that met our view when we en
tered the library—the deed had been 
done. I cried 'Murder t' and would have 
tried to apprehend him, but for the 
dripping knife that he held 111 his hand. 
He advanced upon me, and, being un
armed, I could but fly and givo the 
alarm. Fannie had fainted, and lay on 
the floor—Aunt Mag probably heard 
the commotion, as she is now with her." 

"And Bruce?" 
"He ran nfter me to the very door, 

sheriff, and as I passed out I closed it 
almost in his face; it being dark in 
the hall, he could not find the catch, 
so could not follow me." 

"And you know not if he has left the 
house?" 

"How should I?" 
"Is the Clara Belle in port?" 
"I know not that, but I should judge 

not. He would hardly bring his schoon
er, when coming on such a venture, 
unless he had entirely lost possession of 
his mind." 

"Did Bruce leave behind the letter for 
Mis Loyd?" 

"That I cannot tell; she may be able 
to answer the question." 

But poor Fannie was in no condition 
to answer anyone. All her happy and 
joyful anticipations had been turned to 
the greatest grief that her young heart 
had ever known. She could only wail: 

"My father! Oh, my father! Mur
dered by Angus Bruce!" 

Two or throe of the gentlemen-pres
ent went for their wives and daugh
ters, to come and try in some manner to 
comfort her, while the sheriff with the 
coroner and the rest, with drawn weap
ons, searched the house, but they could 
not find Angus Bruce. 

"If the Clara Belle is in port," said 
the sheriff, "she must be at Worth's 
wharf; she always ties up there; come, 
men, to the wharf." 

"But did you question the negress?" 
asked the doctor. 

"No," said the sheriff, "of what use? 
Her testimony would not hold in law." 

"True! True! I had forgotten." 
The entire party hastened to the river 

fiont. Tho Clara Belief was not to be 
found. 

CHAPTEKX. ^ ' 
"ANOUS! *AKOUS!" 

The following day an inquest was 
held over the remains of the banker, 
and as the evidence before the jury 
holding it accorded in all particulars 
with the statements made to the sher
iff on the night before by. Herbert 
Lathrop, it is useless to repeat it. 

Fannie's testimony corroborated that 
of Herbert's in so far as his calling 
her after she had retired and notifying 
her that Angus Bruce was awaiting her 
with a letter from Miss Hill, and join
ing her on the stairs when she de
scended. And she stated: 

"When we entered the library my 
eyes fell on the form of Angus Bruce 
turning from my father's bedside with 
that biodHy knife clutched in his hand 
and a look of horror on his face. I faint
ed, nor did I subsequently see Angus 
Bruce again." 

"You say, Miss Loyd," said the coro
ner, "that on his features was a look 
of hofcror? Did you, or do you think, 
that the expression indicated one who 
who was gloating over a deed of blood? 
You 'remember your cousin said the 
look was fiendish, which would imply 
as much?" 

"I thought the look one of amaze
ment and horror; the knife he held 
at arm's length and there was blood 
upon his hand and clothing; yes, even 
011 the bosom of his shlrtr—it was the 
blood of my dear father. I saw it all 
and then—and then I fainted." 

Here Fannie burst into a flood of 
tears. 

"Miss Loyd," said the coroner, "did 
Augus Bruce leave behind a letter from 
Miss Hill?" 

"Not to my knowledge; when I re
vived I was lying on a sofa and there 
were bloody linger marks upon my 
dress. Aunt Mag. said that before fly
ing from the house Angus raised me 
to the sofa." 

"Perhaps," said the sheriff, "he had 
no letter from Miss Hill, and merely 
made the assertion as a pretext to get 
into the house." 

"That question Miss Hill could doubt
less settle/' said Herbert; "but ome 
thing to my mind is clear—his expecta
tions were to have the deed over and 
no traces on his person, and to have 
entered the library and closed the bed
room door before my cousin descended 
the stairs. Of course he did not expect 
to see me again, and when we both 
confronted him so suddenly, with all 
the evidences of his guilt before us, 
the reeking knife in his hand, he was 
struck dumb. He knew that ho must 
fly for his life and thus lose all that 
he had hoped to gain, as the result of 
his crime; if indeed he hoped for gain 
at all. He doubtless thought the mur
der would not be discovered till morn
ing, and that it would be believed the 
work of burglars who had entered the 
house after he had left." 

"Everything would indicate' as 
much," said the coroner. 

The jury speedily found a verdict 
that John Loyd had been murdered by 
Angus Bruce, and officers were dis
patched In all directions for his appre
hension. Two were instructed to pro
ceed to Smithville on the Sunshine, 
which departed at onco, bearing a let
ter from Herbert to AbnerHili, inform
ing him of his uncle's murder, and re
questing the presence of himself and 
family at once. 

Many people were bri the wharf 
when the Sunshine departed on her 
downward trip. 

"Should you encounter the Clara 
Hello on your trip down, board her and 
make a thorough search," said the sher
iff to his officers. 

"T had expected the Clara Belle up, 
on last night's tide," said a gentleman 
standing on the dock. "I. had char
tered Angus for a trip to Charleston; 
he should have taken in his cargo to
day." 

"The schooner may have been here, 
Mr. Murchison." 

"If it was," said Murchison, "and 
Augus fled on her, and at 18 o'clock 
you will not encounter the Clara Belle; 
Why, the tide began to ebb at 18 
last night, there was a good stiff 
breeze, down the river, and the Cl|pa 
fifiil!* without a oargQt 

water like a thing of life, and by five 
o'clock tills morning would have 
passed out the inlet." 

There was a young man standing on 
the deck of the Sunshine in the. uni
form of a lieutenant of the regular 
army. Few recognized in huuu youth 
they had ween many tunes in his boy 
hood days, on the streets of Wilming
ton, with Abncr Hill, and yet this 
youth was the squire's youngest son, 
Tom, who now for tlic first time in 
eight years, with two or three excep
tions, when lie had been homo on short 
vacations, was returning to Urton. 
For four years he hitd been at school at 
Hillsboro, N. C., and for the last four 
at West Point military academy. He 
had now graduated, received his first 
commission, and was on his way home 
to attend the weddings of his brother 
and sister, and await orders. 

"JSxfUBe me," said the sheriff,address
ing th6 young lieutenant. "But are 
you not Squire Hill's youngest son?" 

"I am so, sheriff; thought some one 
would recognize me. This uniform 
and the past few years have changcd 
my appearuncc much, I suppose." 

"Immensely! why, when I saw you 
last, you were but a lad. 

"Captain, do you recognize Lieut. 
Hill? He'll'go ashore at Orton. Glvehim 
Lnthrop's letter to the squire, he can 
deliver it." 

"What,Tom Till! the lad that used to 
stand at the wheel with me, whenever 
he could get the chance? Tom, my lad, 
your Btraps ain't caused you to forget 
old friends, I hope?" 

"No, captain, I wanted to see who 
would recognize me." 

"Well, here's the letter, Tom, and 
sorry news you'll be the bearer of, to 
Orton." 

"Yes, I know," said Tom, "I heard all 
about the murder of Mr. Loyd at the 
hotel, and in my pocket I have tlic 
morning paper; it wili doubtless be a 
sad blow. I had expected to attend two 
weddings to-night; now I expect, there 
will bo naught but mourning during 
my stay." 

"Cast off lines," shouted the captain, 
and Hie Sunshinowentpufflngdownthe 
river, bearing the brother of Clara Hill 
to make glad her eyes, and in his pocket 
a missive to her father, calculated to 
throw the family of Abner Hill into 
consternation. 

Arrived at Orton landing, the littJe 
steamer drew up to the pier for a mo
ment, awd Lieut. Hill stepped upon the 
wharf; his baggage was plaoed beside 
him. 

There was no one there to meet him, 
so leaving the baggage on the wharf ho 
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* Bress do Lawd, If It alnt Kara Tom." 

proceeded to follow up a rice-field bank 
to the house, which he approached from 
the rear. 

The first one ho encountered was 
Uncle Jobe at the back piazza. 

The old man was busily engaged ad
justing some fishing tackle to a bamboo 
pole, and didn't notice his approach un
til he was right upon him. 

"Morning, Uncle Jobe, how do you 
do? How's the 'gators?" 

It was only necessary to mention alli
gators in order to arouse Uncle Jobe. 

"G'way from me! g'way! who is 
ycr?" 

Here Uncle Jobe looked up. 
"Bress do Lawd, if dat ain't Mars, 

Tom—boy, I'se skeered on yer—you is 
a soger fer true, but who tole yer about 
dem'gators? Da'swhatlwant to know. 
Dat newsgotclearto Virginy. Whough! 
Unc' Jobe mus' be a berry portant man 
in he ole age. I spec young Miss writed 
to you 'bout dat." 

"Never mind, Uncle Jobe. I'm glad to 
see you, just the same." 

"Is yer, young marster? Is yer fer 
true? Bress yer, boy, den I don't keer 
bout de 'gators." 

"Heaven bless us!" said the squire, 
who here came out on the piazza; "if 
here ain't Tom; come up, you rasoal," 
and in a moment more Tom was on the 
piazza getting hugged and squeezed by 
the wholo family. 

"Where is your baggage, boy?" asked 
the squire. 

"On the landing, father; no one met 
me." 

"How could they, son, when we didn't 
look for you until five o'clock? Jobe, 
run to the barn and tell Corbett to 
send a cart to the wharf for your young 
master's baggage—be quick, now!" 

"Yes, I'se gwine, marster, but I isn't 
gwine to brek my neck tryin' to run, 
kase if I does I'll neber git dor." 

"Alligators, Jobe, alligators!" (• 
"G'long, marster, g'long!" 
"What boat did you come down the 

river on, Tom?" 
"The Sunshine, father; Capt. Har

per's boat." 
"Why, she was chartered to bring 

down the bride and groom, also the 
wedding guests. They were to leave 
Wilmington at three o'clock—what's 
arnfes, Clarence?" 

"I don't know, father; possibly they 
have chartered some other boat. 

"Let us go in, father, and I will tell 
you ail." 

They entered the large sitting-room; 
between it and the parlor in front the 
broad folding doors were thrown back, 
and the two rooms were beautifully 
decorated with ferns and flowers of 
many hues. The mrytle, the ivy and 
the mistletoe were interwoven with the 
larkspur, the boughs of cedar, cypress 
and pine. Oreen moss hung in festoons 
from the corners of the picture frames 
—all told of preparations for the an
ticipated event. 

"Well, son, we are hero; speak now. 
There is an air of mystery that I do not 
like." 

"This letter, fatherland the morning 
paper that I have in my pocket, will 
oxplain it all. But first, I pray you, 
listen to me. I need not say how Bad 
it is to be the bearer of ill news, and 
news like this I have to tell, but" 
but—" 

"Speak out, boy! speak out! no ifs 
or but*—something is amiss, I see." 

"One marriage, I trust, father, is but 
postponed for a time; the other is de
ferred forever." 

"What! What!" exclaimed the 
squire. 

"Fannie!" said Clarence, in alarm. 
"Is Fannie—r 

"Fannie is well, Clarence, but in 
great distress, for her father is no more. 
He died last night." 

Tom stood close by his sister's side, 
as he feared that she might faint, but 
she did not. True, her face paled and 

"lier voice was agitated as she said: 
hU fleath wan very aud« 

den." ~~ 
"Almost instant," replied Tom. 
"A strong and well man but two days 

ago," said the squire, "und dead! Dead 
on the day lie would havcwcdmydauglv 
ter." 

"He retired In his usual health last 
night-, father." 

"And yet, you say, died instantly.1 

"Father, he was murdered." 
"Murdered! Murdered!" exclaimed 

each listener. 
"Murdered in his bed, or sitting on 

the bedside. 
"Anxl is it known who committed the 

crime? " said the squire. "I know that 
he distrusted his nephew, Herbert Lath
rop. Was it he?' 

"It was not Herbert, father, but the 
blade of a sailor's sheath knife was 
driven entirely through his heart by 
the hand of Angus^Bruce." 

"Angus! Angus!" 
The name broke on tlic stillness of 

the room in if wail of anguish, and 
Clara Hill would have fallen to the 
floor had not Tom caught her in his 
arms. He bore her to a sofa and, leav 
ing her mother ministering to her, the 
squire and his sons left the room. 

In the open air the squire perused his 
letter and, after he had done so, turn
ing to his boys, he said: 

"It is too true. In a few hours more 
my Clara would have been left the 
wealthiest widow in the state, if all 
accounts of Loyd's wealth be correot." 

Tom thought it very strange that the 
first thought of his father should be of 
the wealth that Clara came so near in
heriting, and though the fortune of 
the banker would now descend to Fan
nie, we will do Clarence the justice to 
say that he had not even thought of it 
when his father remarked: 

"Your wife, now, Clarence, will prob
ably inherit all." 

"Poor Fannie," said Clarence, "I must 
go to her at once." 

"We must all go," the squire saidt 

"by the return boat. They have re
quested it. Clarence, you and Tom try 
to console your mother and sister, and 
get them ready for the trip. Angus 
Bruce the murderer! I can hardly credit 

"Strange! most strange!" said Clar
ence; "he must have lost his mind. But 
for his flight, I could not believe it." 

The startling wail of Clara: "Angus! 
Angus!" and her fainting at the knowl
edge that he was the murderer of her 
betrothed, while she had previously BO 
well stood the shock that the news con
veyed that tho banker was murdered, 
was not understood by Lieut. Hill. This 
was not entirely the case in regard to 
the squire and Clarence. 

The two men entered the house, 
the squire proceeded to the stables, and 
ordered the carriage to the door at four 
o'clock to convey the family to tho 
landing. ;/r 

CHAPTER XI. 
'A QrDE CAPTAIN'S PLACB IS WUTH HIS 

BCNOONEB." 
On the arrival of the Sunshine at 

Smithville the two detectives hurried 
ashore; nothing had been seen or heard 
of the Clara Belle; they had, of course, 
been uncertain as to whether she had 
been up the river or not. 

Three or four pilots were standing on 
the wharf. To ono of them Capt. Har« 
per said: 

"Piver, has the Clara Belle passed out 
recently?" 

"At four o'clock this morning," was 
the reply; "she went up yesterday 
empty and returned the same. I was 
waiting till sunrise to take a brig out; 
she came down the river under full sail, 
and rounded to and dropped 
anchor just off there, some 200 
yards in tho stream; she low
ered a boat, and Angus went 
ashore. I was sitting In my pilot boat 
there, and didn't hail him, though 1 
could see his form and three others 
in the boat pulling the oars. Angus 
went off toward his house, leaving the 
other men in the boat, but in half an 
hour's time he returned. The sun was 
then rising, and I could see that it wax 
Angus, but when they pulled the yawl 
out into the stream this time there were 
but two men with him. I understand 
he had left his cook behind—something 
strange .about it. I hailed him this 
time, but he did not reply. I saw him 
look off up the river as he mounted the 
deck of hiB schooner. Then they raised 
anchor, hoisted all soil, and with a stiff 
breeze aud the tide with them, went 
scudding out of the inlet. I doubt if 
Uncle Sam has a sloop that would over
haul them." 

"You may as well go back with me," 
said the captain to the two officers; "the 
bird has flown. If I mistake not, you 
will nevermore see Angus Bruce." 

"What is it, captain?" asked Piver. 
"Has Angus fled, and for what?" 

"Merely for murder, Piver—for the 
murder of Banker Loyd, in Wilmlng' 
ton." 

"That's a dom lie," said another pilot 
standing by; "there's no one here in 
Smithville will believe it—Angus Bruce 
a murderer? I say no, and I will stand 
afore the mon as says he is. He might 
lay out a mon in self-defense, but do a 
murder?. Nol" 

"Here, Grissom, take this paper, read 
that," said the captain, pointing to an 
article headed: 

"Horrible iMuixler of John Loyd, the 
Banker, by Angus Bruce, Captain of the 
Clara Belle." 

"Briggs," said one officer to the other, 
"let's go to the widow's house and see 
what we can learn." 

"All right, Carr," replied the man ad
dressed ; "we may find Tobe, the cook, 
there, if he left him behind, but not 
much can be pumped out of him." 

Arrived at the house, Carr knocked at 
the door and the widow herself opened i b. 

"Pardon me, madame," said Carr, "but 
are you the mother of Angus Bruce?" 

"Thet is an honor I may weel be 
proud of, mon. What wud ye wuth 
Angus Bruce?" 

"He is a murderer, dame. He last 
night murdered Banker Loyd in Wil* 
mington." 

"It Is a lee, mon! A wulced lee! My 
uin son is na murderer. Sen you wud 
cotch a murderer, then best thee cotch 
one a wee bit nearer hame. Cotohetthe 
young Lathrop, then belike thou wilt 
have the mon." 

"Why, Lathrop iB the witness who 
caught your son in the act." 

"lie did na doot. Ho killet his uncle 
ahind my Angus back. I doubt not he 
do want hees wealth. Aye, and there be 
mair he wants." 

"We have warrants for the arrest of 
Angus, dame." 

"Then why dost stand dameing Mar-
got Bruce—why don't thee cotch the 
lad?" 

"Where is he, dame?" 
"Weel, thou art a sorry mon to ask a 

mlther where her son be, and thou full 
ready to hang un." 

"We will surely catch him, Mrs. 
Bruce—did he pass out in his schooner?" 

"A gudo captain's placei is wuth hes 
schooner, and if thou wult cotch the 
lad, why catch un—belike he is not on 
the sea, ho is on tho dry land." 

"When, did you see htm last, dome?" 
"When I looket at hem with my two 

een." 
"Is Tobe, the cook, here? We hear he 

left him behind." 
"Dost want the kuke? Did Tobe oor-

mlt murder, too? Come thee in, ha is 
fit the wud pile (tow, I ajp getting 
told ier 

behind. Tober Tobe!" 
"Here I is, missis," said a coal black 

cliunked-built darky of probably 
} ears of age, as he came running in. 

"Tobe, there's oofficere searching for 
>°ur meestcr; they aoooee hem of mur
dering John Loyd. Noo, Tobe, tell tlic 
oolficers where ees Angus Bruce, thy 
ineoster." 

"Suali, missis." 
"Mr. Hofllcers, I'll tell yer right whar 

Mars Angus is tliis berry minute." 
"\Miere! Where!" exclaimed both 

oflicerB at once. 
"Will yer gibe me a piece of tobacccr 

if I tells ycr?" 
"Yes, if you teill no lie." 
"I'll tell do God's irate, marster, but 

gimme-de terbaccer iust." 
"Here!" said Carr, "take this, it's good 

tobacco, too; now, where is he?" 
"Mars Angus is—is—In he own skin, 

and away he flew. 
"Come on, Oarr," said Officer Briggs, 

"we can learn nothing here." 
"Mayhap my dootor wud tell thee, 

wudst see her—nay! nay! thou hast 
enough—good riddance to thee. 

"Throw up the window, lass, and let 
the fooul air out. 

"Oh, Angus! Angus! my ainson, God 
be wuth thee lad, and He wul! and He 
wul. and Margaret Bruce sank weep
ing in a chair. 

CHAPTER XII. : 
WY DO TOU FTAN'D THERE, WOHAJT, 

STARING AT THE BED?" . 
On the third of June the remains of 

John Loyd were consigned to the grave. 
Squire Hill and his wife and son Clar

ence were present at the funeral; they 
had been with Fannie since the evening 
of the 1st, haying returned on the Sun
shine the evening of that day. 

Clara Hill had been too much over
come to attend the funeral, as much as 
she may have desired tobewithFannie. 

Many said that the dead man's be
trothed was so much overcome by the 
murder, and the sad death of tho man 
to whom she was so soon to have been 
united, that she was completely pros
trated. 

She was completely prostrated— 
heart-broken would have been the word 
—and knew that Should she behold 
the face of the dead, she would not be 
able to control her emotion; not because 
of his death, not because of the fact 
that he had been murdered, but because 
of the knowledge that Angus Bruce was 
\ fugitive from justice for having com
mitted the deed; or rather for having 
been accused of the crime. For Clara 
Hill in her inmost heart did not believe 
Angus guilty. "And yet," she asked her
self, "how can it be otherwise? If Her
bert and Fannie caught him in the very 
act?" 

If she closed her eyes at night, in im
agination the dead man lay before her 
on a snow-white couch, the sheath knife 
driven to its hilt in his breast, and the 
form of Angus bending over him; and 
as he seized the shaft and drew it forth, 
the life blood of the banker followed It, 
dyeing all red! red! with blood. She 
saw the look of horror on the features 
of Angus, as he turned from the bed
side with the reeking weapon clutched 
in his hand, and with a shriek of blended 
horror and despair, she would leap to 
her feet like a frightened deer. 

What wonder that she was not present 
at the funeral, and that her brother Tom 
remained at Orton to attend her; Mrs. 
mil desired to remain, but Clara insisted 
on her going, knowing that no one else 
could comfort Fannie, as could her 
mother. 

*And mother," she said, "bring the 
poor, stricken dear home to Orton, we 
must take the place of all that she has 
lost*" 

The third day after the funeral the 
family were gathered in the spacious 

' Ws have warrant* for tha arrest of Ancus 
Bruca." 

parlor of the residence of tho late 
banker, to listen to the leading of his 
will. • 

To be continued. 

Try Grain-O! T.y Grain-O! 
Ask your Grocer to-day to show you 

apackageof URAIN-O, the new food 
drink that takes the place of coffee. 
The children may drink it without in-
ury as well as the adult. Ail who try 
tlfkeit. GRA1N O has that rich sea) 
brown of Mocha or .lava, but it is made 
from pure grains, and the most delicate 
stomach receives it without distress. ^ 
the price of coffee. 15c. and 25cts. per 
package. Sold by all groccrs. 

In Them All. 
Nobody over accused me of being a 

politician out of a Job," said Seuator 
Sorghum blandly. 

No," answered the guileless person 
who takes everything literally. "It 
was only the other day that I heard 
some one saying you came pretty uear 
being mixed up In every job that cams 
along."—Washington Stir. 

Noted Healer in Town. 
Tb® Greatest healer of modern times 

i4 lianner Salve, for cats, wounds, sores 
piles and all skin diseases. Guaran
teed. 

Then There Wn. Trouble. 
A well dressed, ladylike looking wo

man entered n car the other day with 
her little boy of about 0 years of age. 
On the conductor coming to collect the 
fares the lady handed lier little son a 
quarter, he being nearer the door. Tlie 
little fellow examined the coin careful
ly and then gave It to the conductor. 
Scarcely had the man returned the 
change than the youngster clapped his 
hands and, looking at his mother, ex
claimed triumphantly: 

"Mamma, mamma, he has taken the 
bad ouartftr!" 

Faint in the Back, 
A' B. Farrington, Constantia, N. Y., 

says: "I was troubled for several years 
with kidney disease add suffered severe 
pains in the back. 1 used Foley's Kid
ney Core and one bottle cured me. I 
recommend it to my friends. It has 
given perfect satisfaction. 

What folly to proclaim a love for hu
manity which no one has for the ma
jority of Individuals composing ltl— 
Conser vatl ve. 

After I* Grippe—What? 
Usually a racking cough and a gen

eral feeling of weakness. Foley's Hon
ey and Tar Is guaranteed to cure the 
"grippe cough" and make you strong 
and well. 

Running sores, ulcers, boils, pimples, 
etc., quickly cured by lianner Salve, the 
most healing salve in tho world. Jio 
other "just as good." 

IinchttiK and NONA lllowlnff. 
A number of people come home from 

tho seaside <juito donf. ami vorv muny, 
If not deaf, are much harder of hearing 
than when they loft homo. The cause 
of this Is blowing the nose after bath
ing. 

Of course one blows his nose because 
there Is some salt water iti it, which 
makes him uncomfortable. This water 
he forces Into the little eustachian tube 
that runs from behind the nose to the 
ear. Ilcre the water remains for days, 
and the particles of salt set up inflam
mation. The next step is that the eu
stachian tube gets blocked and remains 
more or less so permanently, causing 
partial deafness. 

You should always wait some time 
after your bath before blowing your 
"O°.B. aud then von should do it pently. 

A. It. Bass of Morgantown, Ind., had 
to get up ten or twelve times in the 
night, and had oevere backache and 
pains in the kidneys. Was cured by 
Foley's Kidney Cure. It's guaranteed. 

Shrewd Advice. 

The virtues of a keen business man 
are often negative rather than posi
tive. It Is said that a great broker 
onee told his son that only two things 
were necessary to make a great finan
cier. 

•And what are those, papa?" the son 
asked. 

"Honesty and sagacity." 
"But what do you consider tho mark 

of honesty to be?" 
"Always to keep your word." 
"And the mark of sagacity?" 
"Never to irive your word." 

LAGIIIFPK coughs often continue for 
months aed sometimes lead to fatal re
sults after the patient is supposed to 
have passed the danger point. Foley's 
Honey and Tar affords positive pro
tection and security from these COUGHS. 

OltKiINAL NOTICE. 

lu the District Conrt of the State of Iowa In 
anil for Delaware County, May •Term, A. D. 
1900. 

Rutus Mtllott, plalntlfT. 
vs. 

Elmore C Milieu, 
Lewis M MilleU, 
Sarah Wiles. 
— Wiles, husband of 

Sarah Wiles. 
Jennie B Mtllott, 
Louisa K Camoron, 
— Cameron lm«lmnil o 

Louisa E Cameron, 
Andrew U MilleU, 
NelHo Becdy, 

Ileedv husband of 
Nellie Reedy, 

Sarah Zink, 
Zink husband of 

Sarah Zink. 
Martah Clements and 
Carrie MilleU, all heirs 
at law ot Klinore C .Mil
leU, deceased. 

defendants. 
TO AllOVK NAM ED DEFENDANTS, 

lounre hereby-notified that the petition of 
Plaintiff la tho above entitled cause Is now on 
file It: the oltlce of tho Ch>rk of tho District 
Court of tho Stato of Iowa, lu nud for Delaware 
County. claimlnK that ho is tho owner in fee 
simple of the uorth half of the northeast (iuar 
ter; tho southwest quarter of the northeast 
quarter; tlio west seven eighths of the southeast 
quarter of the northeast fjuarter; tho northeast 
quarter of the northwest quarter and tho south 
one eighth of tho southeast quarter of tho north 
west quarter; all in sect! u eighteen towushlp 
niuety north range six wrst of the fifth p m 
and asking that the title thereto be quieted In 
ilm and that the defendants be forever barred 

and estopped from having or claiming any richt 
title or interest in and to said promises aud for 
such other reliefs as may bo equitable In tho 
premises, see petition on filo. 

And that unless y-ui appear thereto and de
fend before noon of tho secoud day of tho next 
term, being tho May term of eahl Court, which 
will commenco at Manchester, on the 7th day of 
May luou, default wl l bo entered against you 
and judgment aud decreo rendorcd thereon as 
providt d by law. 

Dited this iioth day of March A. D 1900. 
YOKAN, ARNOLD & YORAN. 

12w4 Attorneys forlPlaintlfl. 

i Cures dizzy spells, tired feeling, stomach, 
kidney and liver troubles. Keeps ycu well all 
summor. Rocky Mountain tea takea this 
month. 35c.—Gregg SWurd. 

Lengthening days givo evidence of 
approaching springtime when ambitious 
business men surrounded by shrewd 
competition in the over crowded older 
towne, are looking for new homes, 
broader and better business advantages. 
TheUutlington Cedar Rapids & North, 
ern Railway is exteuding its lines into 
the best portions of northwestern Iowa 
and southwestern Minnesota. This 
country is noted for its rich soil, social, 
educational and religious advantages. 
Four towns were located la-t fall and 
have made remarkable growth already. 
Several new towns will to located dur
ing the spring and early summer. If 
you desire to bo a pioneer in a good, 
new town in a well settled rich country 
which has long been in need of a rail
road. Address TIIOS. II. BROWN, 

Uw7 Siotix Falls, S. Dak. 
Townsite Agent New Lines. 

The New York World 
-Thrice-a-Week Edition. 

ALMOST A DAILY—AT TIIE 

P1UCE OF A WEEKLY. 

The most widely circulated " weekly" 
newspaper in America is the Thrice-a-
week edition of Tho New York World, 
and with tho Presidential campaign now 
at hand you cannot do without it. 
Here are some of the reasons why it-is 
easily the leader in dollars year journal
ism. 

It is issued every other day, and is to 
all purposes a daily. 

Every week each subscriber receives 
18 pages and often during the "busy' 
season 24 pages each week. 

The price is only S1.00 per year. 
It is virtually a daily at the price of a 

weekly. 
Its news covers every known part of 

the world. No weekly newspaper could 
stand alone and furnish such Eervice. 

The Thrice-a-Week-World has at its 
disposal all of the resources of the great 
est newspaper in existence—the wonder 
of modern journalism—" America's 
Greatest Newspaper," as it has been 
justiy termed—The New York World. 

Its political news is absolutely impar
tial. This fact will be of especial value 
in the Presidential campaign coming on. 

The best of current Action is found in 
its columns. 

These are only some of the reasons; 
/here are others, liead it and Bee them 

We offer this unequalled newspaper 
and The Manchester Democrat together 
one year for 82.15. 

The regular subscription price of tho 
two papers is S2.50 tf. 

R. W. TIRRILL 
Is Loaning Honey as cheap 

as any person or Corpor-. 
ation. 

Cotswold Sheep! 

Sixty One and Two-year-Old 
Grade Ewes for sale. 

I have been twenty-three years In the 
Bheep business. Flock originated at 
John Snell's Sons, Brampton, Canada, 
West. Kama and Ewes for sale at all 
times. Correspondence solicited, Vis-
itors always welcome at the sheep ranch 

W. J. STRAIN & SONS, 
Maaonville, la. 

Again the publishers of the DEMO-
CHAT have drcided to give its old and 
new subscribers who pay one year's sub
scription in advance, a present of either 
one of the following: 

Famous Frontiersmen, Pio
neers and Scouts, 

.Being narratives of the ' '\es and ex 
ploits of the most renowned Heroes 
Trappers, and Explorers of this coun
try, etc. It is a book of 540 pages, hsB 
over 250 full page portraits and Illus
trations, and is bound in English siik 
cloth, stamped in silver. 

• Sof.yowi} maiden, that tbou takest tlie emu-
yntoln Toa, made by tho Madison 

Gregg ft Ward u* t>st 'a"1 '#08. 85c.— 

I 
TninniwtJRSiP,'8 '1 '!',8 Soulh on the lines oi the 
H»iiSin£ 2.'i??Lan<I ,Ya200,4 MlssUlppl Valley 

k® Ufrlce ©ach month daring Feb-
ail 00 datei which your 

local ticket Agent will bo able to advise you. 

The Home Physician and Cen
tury Cook Book 

An elegantly bound book of 353 pages 
and over 300 illustrations. It should be 
in every family. 

The Boston Globe says: "It is better 
and more fully illustrated than any 
other book of the kind." 

The St. Paul Dispatch pronounces it 
"The best book for the purpose we 
have ever seen.' 

The Minneapolis Commcrcial-Bulle 
tin, commenting upon it says: "There 
has never been a superior book of its 
kind issued." 

"It is," says the Detroit Evening 
News, "just what its name implies—a 
family book." 

Poultry Culture 's:t* 
Written by I. K. Felch the greatest 
living authority on poultry raising, 

It is nicely bound in cloth and con
tains over 400 pages of valuable in
formation to every one Interested in the 
raising of poultry. It has over sixty 
illustrations and treats on the breeding 
of poultry, location, buildings and fur
nishings, feed and care of fowls, from 
shell to griddle, artificial incubation, 
diseases of fowls and their medical 
treatment, mating turkeys, ducks, 
geese, etc 

Pooular American Dictionary. 
Bound In cloth. Contains over 32,000 
wordB with accurate definitions, proper 
spelling and exact pronunciation. It Is 
enriched with 400 iilustrationa and be
sides being a dictionary of the English 
language, it contains a compendium of 
classical quotations; list of scripture 
names; popular names of states and 
cities; metric system of weights and 
measures; mythological names: Ameri 
canisms; government and constitution 
of the United States; biographical dic
tionary of distinguished men; vocabu 
lary of English synonyms. Also spec
ial departments on commercial and 
legal questions; banks and banking: 
interest tables and laws; agricultural 
tables; legal phrases and maxims, etc., 
the whole forming a library in itself. 

Prince Bismark 
And the He-establishment of 
the German Empire, by Max 
Frederick, 

This great work is printed in German 
text, is appropriately Illustrated, con
tains nearly 300 pages, Is handsomely 
bound in silk, and a fine portrait of the 
"Iron Chancellor" is shown on the 
front cover. 

The Condensed Code ot the 
Laws of Iowa. 

Being a condensation of all the gen
eral statute laws of this state (except 
the code of procedure) contained in 
the code of 1897. 

Murray's Horse Book, 
Treats on the origin, characteristics and 
training of horses, and gives remedies 
for their diseases. Tells how to select 
and how to care tor dairy cows, and 
how to educate and train dogs. 

Dairv and Creamery 
Is a semi-month y newspaper published 
the 1st and 15th of each month and is 
devoted to the dairy,creamery and stock 
interests. 

Remember, every old and new sub
scriber who pays all arrearages and, one 
year's subscription in advance to the 
DEMOCRAT, is entitled to receive his 
choice of either one of the above 
Pemiums. 

If Sent By Mail. 
Eighteen cents in addition to the sub 

scription price is required to prepay 
postage on "Famous Frontiersmen, 
Pioneers and Scouts," and ten cents for 
postage on each of the other books, ex
cept the Code of Iowa. 

Periodicals. 
We will also furnish to our paid-in 

advance subscribers at reduced rates 
and at actual cost to us, almost any of 
the leading newspaperi and magazines 
published. 

The readers of THE DEMOCRAT 
may rest assured that it will, during 
the coming year, maintain the high 
standard of excellence it has attained 
and continue to be, as it haB been for 
many years past, the leading newspaper 
published in this county 

"This Is too rnucn, John, I won't stand anj 
longer. To-morrow I leave for my mother's, 
unless you get me more Rocky mountalo tea." 
Sensible woman. 35c.—Gregg St Ward. • 

The large and increasing circulation 
of The Iowa Homestead in this county 
is a matter for congratulation to the 
publishers and to good farming, fer, of 
all the papers of its class in the coun
try, it is easily the best and most help
ful. Its Special Farmers' Institute 
editions, issued with the regular edition 
the first week in each month, have been 
for years the admiration of all practi
cal farmers. Written wholly by farm
ers, they are full of actual experience, 
and smell of the soil. We have been 
fortunate enough this season to secure 
terms for The Homestead and its Spec
ial Farmers' Institute Editions,together 
with The Poultry Farmer ana The 
Farmers' Mutual Insurance Journal, 
four of the most valuable farm publi
cations in the country, that enable us to 
offer the four in connection with our 
own paper for $1.90 for the entire five, 
one year. This is emphatically a good 
thing, and no farmer in this county 
should fail to take advantage of this 
offer. For a lslrge line of thoroughly 
practical farm reading nothing has ever 
been offered before that equals it. A 
county paper, a farm paper, a poultry 
paper, a farm insurance paper and the 
Special Farmers' Institute, all for 91.90. 
Come in and order them. 

THE LATEST WORK OF 

Fiction 
by the best authors can 
be purchased at the 

the Postoffice 
Newstand 

All the current maga
zines and also a com
plete line of stationery, 
tobacco and confection
ery. 

NIC MALVIN 
Proprietor. 

F. P. PETERSON, 
Manufacturer of 

WAGONS 
And Repairer 

of all kinds of Vehicles, and general repairer 
of all Kinds of Wood Work 

For Farming Implements and i»BMn»ty 
Shop on Franklin Street, near tbe bridge, with 
Alex Sefatrom, In building lately oooupfcd by 
Peter Meyer. Have had several years ezper* 
lence the past three with Kennedy BugevCo. 
Work Guaranteed. P. P. PKTKR80N. 

DOUGLASS, the Photo
grapher. 

Qo to Douglass 
For FINE PICTURES. £6tf 

NEW 8HORT LINE 

id St. 
liieaplis 
' "an 

Illinois Central between Omaha and Fort Dodgo 
in connection with the Minneapolis and St. Louis 
between Fort Dodge and Minneapolis and St.v 
Paul, also to be Inaugurated January 88, luoo 

"THB 
LIMITED1 ILv. Omaha 7.85 p. m. 

AT. Minneapolis 
7.80 a. m. 

Ar. St. Paul 
I 8.00 a.m. 

LY. St. Paul 
8.oo p. m. 

LY Minneapolis 
8.30 p. m. 

Ar. Omaha 
6.16 a. m. 

A fast vestibule night train, dally, carrying 
through Pullman sleeping car and couch68. 

THE 
EXPRESS" 

Lv. Omaha 
7.00 a. m. 

Ar. Minneapolis 
7.00 p. m. 

Ar. St. Paul 
7.80 p.m. 

Lv. St. Paul 
9.00 a. m, 

Lv Minneapolis 
9,80 a.m. 

Ar. Omaha 
9.40 p.m. 

^^Mt^ay train. daJly exc^^Sunday, carrying 
through parlor car and coach 

Eureka Harness Oil Is the best 
preservative of new leather 
and the best renovator c t old 
leather. It oils, softens, black
ens and protects. Use 

Eureka 
Harness Oil 
on your best harness, yoar old bar-
nea, and your carriage top. and they 
will not only look better but wear 
longer. Sold everywhere in cons—all 
' • from hair pints to Ave gallons. 

Ha** kj STAIDAED OIL CO. 

BEING 

HELD UP 
Tho person who pays his money out for; 
poor lumber is in a worse Bituation 
than the one who hands it over to the 
footpad. A grayer injury has been 
done him than the mere loss of money 
represents. Be sure you invest your 
money at the right lumber yard. To 
make assurance doubly sure come to the 

Hollister Lumber Co. 
When you want 

Fine Furniture 

AT 

Fair Prices 

GO TO 

Werkmeister's 
rfi 

AT 

Earlville. 

Undertaking Solicited. 

F. WERKMEISTER, 
•i< A-Jrrj  -* 

Earlville, Iowa' 


