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'y And'now, now, In the early
~,  Wwith her letter tn my
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[ L heara no more. 1 sat aown on the
nearest bench., What was the mean-
ing of this sudden change? Remember
that T had left Molly only a few hours
“ before this fully resolved that she
would demand an Inquiry into the
statements and charges made in the
two letters—resolved that she would
not keep the engagement, her admira-
tion for the proud, brave, noble crea-
ture, her lover, turned into loathing.

morning,
pocket stating

her change of purpose, I found ler at

~ the altar and actuaily marrled.
- “Whom God hath joined together let
. not man put asunder.”
What If the man Purden was all that
. he was described? The priestly office
. confers rights and powers which are

. Independent of tlic man who holds that

)
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been arranged. She wore a black silk

- office. Whatever his private wicked-
ness, Purden was a clergyman, and
therefore Lie could marry people,

- Molly stood before the altar, as had

- domino; she had on a pink silk cloak
With a hood drawn over her head, so

* that she was quite covered up and con-

cealed. But I knew her by her stature,

~which was taller than the common,

~and by her dress, which had been
agreed upon,

Then the bridegroom offered his
‘hand and led the bride into the vestry.
3 They were to sign the marriage regis-

And here I rose and slunk away, I
Bay that I slunk away. If you like it
better, I crawled away, for I was
glck at heart. The thing which I most
dreaded, the marrlage of our girl to a
rake and a gamester, had been actual-
ly accomplished. Misery and ruin
would be her lot. And in my pocket
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was lier letter asking for explanation—
. and withdrawing her promise for the

morrow. Could one belleve one's

senses?
I crawled away, ashamed for the
. first time In my life of the girl I loved.

Women, I sald to myself, .are poor,
“WeaK creftures;- They bulieve every-

Lord Fylingdale must have
been with her carly. He had but to
deny the whole; she accepted the de-
nlal. Despite her resolution she walk-
ed with him to the church as the lamb
goes to the shambles. Oh, Molly! Who
could have belleved it of you?

I left the church and went away. I
thought of golng to the captain; of
telling my father; of telling the vicar,
but ¥ scemed like treachery, and I re-
frained.

Instead, I walked back to the quay
and paddled to the ship, where pres-

ently the barges came alongside and |

~ the day’s work.began. Fortunate it is
for a man that at moments of great
unhappiness his work has to be done
and he is desirous to put aside his sor-
row and to think upon his duty. But
—alns! Poor Molly! Who could have
believed it possible?

‘Well, you see, I did not follow this
wedding to an end. Had I gone into
the vestry 1 should have been witness
of something very unexpected.

The clergyman had the registers ly-
ing on the table open. He took a pen
and filled in the forms. He then offer-
ed the pen to the bride.

“My lady,” he sald, “I must ask your
ladyship to sign the register—in dupli-
cate, If you please.”

The bride sat down and in a large,
bold hand wrote her name—Mary Mil-

Then the bridegroom took the pen
and signed “Fylingdale.”

The clergyman sprinkled the pounce
box over the names and shut up the
books, which he gave to the clerk.
. This officer took the books and locked

them in the great trunk which held the

papers and books of the church, put-
ting the key In his pocket.

“And now,"” suid Mr. Purden, “let me
congratulate my noble patron and the
newly made countess on this auspi-
clous event. I have brought with me
8 bottle of the finest port the Crown
possesses, and I venture to drink
health, happiness and prosperity.” 8o
saying he produced a bottle and glass-
es. The bride, without saying a word,
inclined her head to the bridegroom
and drank off her glass. Lord Fyling-
dale, who looked, If one may say so of
a bridegroom, peevish and Il at ease,
raised his glass. ‘“To your happiness,
Molly,” he said.

80 all was finished. ‘You are going
home, Molly?’ he asked. “For the
present—that Is to say, for a day or
two—it will be best. I shall claim you
very soon. There {8 no one but our-
selves-in the vestry.” (For the clerk,

¢ haying locked the box and accepted the
guinea bestowed upon him by the bride-
groom, was now tramping down the
church and through the porch. No one
but themselves was in the vestry or
the church.) “You may therefore take
oft your domino.”

“As your lordship pleases.” Lord
Fylingdale started. Whose volce was
that? “As you order I obey.” Bo the
bride removed her domino and threw
back the hood.

The bridegroom started. “What is
this?” he cried, furious with certain
words which were out of place in a
church,

“Lady Anastasial” crled Mr. Purden,
“@Good Lord! Then we are all undone!”

“What does It mean? Tell me, she
devill What does it mean? Whero I8
Molly? But this is play acting. This
is not a marriage.”

“I fear, my lord,” said the parson,

" “that it {8 o marrlage. The registers
+ gre in the strong box. They cannot
be altered.”

“Go after the clerk, man. Order him
to glve up the keys. Tear the pages
out of the registers.”

“I cannot,” sald Mr, Purden, *Is
not. The mm_mlmmm'é\
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marringe,
the register.

ITe has seen the entry In

great deal for your lordship, but this
thing I cannot do. It is a marriage, I
say. You are married to the Lady An-
astasia here.”

“Talk! Talk! Go after the man.
Bring back the man. Tear the keys
from him. Silence the man. Buy his

sllence, By heaven, I will murder him
In order to stop his tongue!”

“Your lordship forgets your bride—
your happy, smiling, Innocent bride.”

He cursed her. IHe ralsed bis hand
as If to strike her down, but forbore,

“I told you,” she continued, “that in
everything T was at your service—ex-
cept In one thing. Tear the registers—
murder the clerk—but the bride will be
left. And If you murder her as well
you will be no nearer the possession of
the lovely Molly.”

The bridegroom sank into a chalir,
He was terrible to look at, for his
wrath and disappointment deprived
him of the power of speech. Where
wias now the cold and haughty front?
It was gone, Ile sat in the chair, up-
right, his face purple, his eyes starting
from his head, as one who hath some
kind of fit.

The clergyman, still in his white sur-
plice, looked on and trembled, for his
old pupil was In a murderous frame of
mind. There was no knowing whom
he might murder. Besldes, he had be-
fore this divined the true meaning of
the visit to Lynn, and he foresaw ruin
to himself as well as his patron.

Lord Fylingdale turned upon hisa
suddenly and cursed him for a fool, an
ass, a villain, a traitor. “You are in
the plot,” he sald. “You knew all along.
You have been suborned.”

“My lord, my lord, have patience.
What could I know? I was bidden to
be here at 6 to marry you. I supposed
that the Lride was the fair Miss Molly.
I could not tell. I know nothing. The
lady was in a domino. It is irregular
to be married in a domino, but your
lordship wished it. What could I do?”

“Send for the key, then, and destroy
the reglsters.”

“Alas, my lord, it is now, you may be
sure, all over the town that you have
been married, and to Miss Molly.” .

“Where Is Molly? Where 18 Molly
then? Why did she keep away?”

The bride looked on with her mock-
ing smile of triumph. “You may mur-
der me,” she sald, “but you will not
undo the marringe. I have been mar-
ried, it is true, under a false name, but
I am married none the less.”

“You have brought ruin upon us all,”
her husband said, ‘ruin, headlong
ruin. I am at my last gulnea. I can
raise no more money. I have no more
credit. You yourself are as much dis-
credited.”

“If you are ruined,” the lady replied,
‘“sou are rightly punished. How many
vows have you made to me? How
many liea _haye you invented to keep
me quiet?” e

“With submission, my lord,” Mr.
Purden stammered, for terror and be-
wilderment held him. “This Is a bad
morning’s work. Let me advise that
before the town Is awake we leave the
church and talk over the business In
her ladyship’s rooms or elsewhere. We
must be private. To curse and to
swear helps nothing, nor does it help
to talk of a jealous revenge. Let us
go.”

It was with a tottering step, as If he
was smitten with palsy, that the bride-
groom walked down the aisle. The
bride put up her domino and threw her™
hood over her head and so, with the
parson, in sllence, walked away from
the church to her lodging, leaving the
bridegroom to follow by himself. As
yet the market people had not heard
the news.

But the news spread. . The clerk told
his wife. “I come from the church,”
he sald. “I have witnessed the mar-
riage of Miss Molly—Captain Crowle's
Molly—with the noble lord, who wears
the star and looks so grand. A private
wedding it was. I know not why, The
parson was the Rev. Mr. Purden, he
wlo teads the morning prayers and
D on Sunday.”

I the clerk’s wife, slipping on her
aproti--for such folk find the shelter of
the apron for thelr hands necessary in
conversation—ran round to the pump-
room. No one was there as yet but
the two dippers. To them she com-
municated the news.

Then she went on to the market and
told all the people of the town who
were chaffering there,

At 7 o'clock, the captain, walking in
his garden, was surprised by the ar-
rival of the horns, who stood before
the house and performed a noble flour-
Ish. “What the devll {8 that for?” said
the captain. Then there arrived the
butchers with thelr marrowbones and
cleavers and began to make thelr mu-
sic with zeal. The captain went out to
them. Up went their hats.

“ITuzza for Miss Molly and her hus-
band!"

“Her husband? What do you mean?”

“Her husband, his lordship; married
this morning.”

“What?' The captain stared in
amazement. Then he rushed Into the
house. Molly was In the kitchen.
“What {5 this?” he asked. ‘“The butch-
ers are here and the horns, and they
swear you were married this morning,
Molly.”

“Why, captain, I have not been out-
side the door, I am not married, I as-
sure you, and I begin to think now
that I never shall be married.”

The captain went out and dismissed
the musicians, but the thing troubled
him, and he was already sick at heart
on account of the last night's discourse
and its discoverles.

CHAPTER XV.
A NEW COMPACT,

HAT followed, by in-
vention and design of
the plous ecclesiastic
Mr. Purden, was a vil-
lalny even greater
than that at first de-
signed, more daring,
more cruel. The bride,

accompanied by the minister officiat-

Ing In the late ceremony, walked

back to her lodging. She was still

exultant in the first glow and tri-
umph of her revenge. He, on the oth-
er hand, walked downecast, stealthily
glancing at his companion, his big head

moving sldeways llke the head of a

bear, his sallow cheeks paler than was

customary, The bridegroom, for his
part, flung himself into his chalr and

was carried to the lady’s lodging. A

strapge wedding procession!
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I dare not alter them or | PeX?
sStroy 9 age. I have done a |
destroy a single page R [

BOe tarew ofr Lier clodk and her domi-
no and stood before her newly made
lord, her eyes bright, her face flushed,
her lips quivering. She was filled with
revenge half satiated, but revenge can
never be wholly satisfied, and with the
triumph of victory.

“I have won,” she sald. “You tried
to decelyve me agaln, Ludovic, but I
have won. You have been caught in
your own tolls.”

He took the nearest chalr, sitting
down in sllence, but his face was dark.
As she looked upon him some of the
triumph dled out of her eyes; her
check lost its glow; she began to be
frightened. YWhat would he say or do
As for his reverence, he stood
within the door as If ready for Instant
Indeed there was cause for un-
certainty heeause the man was desper-
ate, and his sword was at his side.

“Silence,” he sald, “or I may kil
you!"

Then there was sllence.
two did not speak.

The other
The lady threw

| herself upon the sofa, twisting her fin-

gors nervously.

“You have married me, you say. You
shall be a happy wife. You cannot im-
agine how happy you will be.”

In a contest of tongues the woman
has the best of it.

“So long as you, my lord, enjoy the
same happiness or even greater I shall
not repine. You Intended my happl-
ness in another way."”

“You have destroyed my last chance.
It Is a good beginning.”

“And ending, my lord. The fond
mistress whom you have fooled so long
becomes the wife. It Is not the duty
of a wife to provide for her husband.
Nor will the Countess of Fylingdale al-
low the earl to enter her house. She
will want the proceeds of her bank her-
self. In a word, my lord, you are not
only my husband, but you are now
privileged to provide for yourself.”

He sprang to his feet and fell to
common and violent cursing, Invoking
the immediate and miraculous inter-
vention of that Power which he had
all his life Insulted and defled. The
lady received the torrent without a
word. What can one say in reply to a
man who only curses? But she was
afrald of him; his words were like
blows. The headlong rage of the man
cowed her; she bent her head and cov-
cred her face with her hands.

Then Mr. Purden ventured to Inter-
fere. “Let me speak,” he sald. “The
thing {s done. It cannot be undone.
Would it not be better to make the
best of 1t? Does it help any of us—
does It help your lordship—to revile
and to threaten?”

The bridegroom turned upon him
savagely. “You to speak!” he sald.
“You are too mealy mouthed and too
virtuous even to tear up a page from
a reglister.”

“I do not wish to be unfrocked or to
be sent to the plantations, my lord.
AMeantime it would be dolng you the
worst service in the world it I were to
tear out that page.”

“Oh, you talk! You always talk!”

“Of old, my lord, I have sometimes
talked to some purpose,”

“Talk again then. What do you
mean by disservice? You will say
next, I suppose, that this play acting
was fortunate for me.”

“We may sometimes turn disasters
Into victorles. If your lordship will
listen.”

His patron sat down agaln, the late
storm leaving its trace In a scowling
face and twitching lips.

“Why the dickens wasn't Molly there?
How ‘this woman find out? How
did she know that Molly was not com-
ing?”

“I can answer these questions,” sald
the lady. “Molly would not come be-
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cause she learned last night, just in
time, certain facts in the private life
of the bridegroom.”

“What?" Lord Fylingdale betrayed
his terror. “She has heard? What has
she heard?"

He had not recelved Molly’s letter
nor had he opened the captain’s.

“More than enough. You have lost
your bride and her fortune. I might
have warned you, but I preferred to
take her place.”

“What has she heard?”

“Apparently all that there is to be
heard. Not, of course, all that could
be told if Mr. Purden and I were to
speak. Merely things of public noto-
rlety. That you are a gambler and a
rake; that you have ruined many; that
you are ruined yourself—quite enough
for a girl of her class to learn. In our
rank we' want much more before we
turn our back upon a man. I myself
know much more. Yet I have married
you.”

“She has heard,” Lord Fylingdale re-
peated.

“Dear, dear!” said the parson. “All
this is most unfortunate—most unfor-
tunate. Your lordship had already lost
your bride—lost her,” he repeated.
“Lost her and her fortune, Is there no
way out?”

“Who brought these reports? Show
me the man|"

“Ta-ta-tal You need not bluster, Lu-
dovic. Reports of this kind are in the
alr; they cling to your name; they
travel with you. What? The netori-
ous Lord Fylingdale? They have come,
you see, at last, even to this unfashion-
able corner of the island. They are
here, although we have done so much
to declare your virtues. Acknowledge
that you have been fortunate so far.”

“Are these reports your doing, mad-
am? Is this a part of your infernal
jealousy 7

“I do not know who put them about.
It is not likely that I should start such
reports, especlally after the scandal at
Bath. I am, in fact, like his reverence
here, too much involved myself. Ob,
we have beautiful characters—all three
of us.”

“Who told Molly 7"

“I say that I know nothing. She has
been warned. That is all I can tell
you, and she has been advised to take
no further steps until full explanations
have been made in answer to these ru-
mors.”

“Full explanations,” repeated Mr,
Purden. “Dear, dear! Most unfortu-
nate—most unfortunate.”

“Your lordship can refer to his rey-
erence here, or to the admirable Sem-
ple, or to the immaculate Sir Harry, or
to the colonel, that man of nice and
well known_honor, for your character.

s i Gl

put who will give them a character?
Understand,” she said, facing him,
“you had lost your bride before you got
out of bed this morning. Your only
chauce is to imitate the example of
Tom Rising and to carry her off, and
she will then stick a knife between
your ribs, as she.dntended to do to that
worthy gentleman. But, no; I forgot.
You cannot do that. You are already
married.”

Hisreverenceagain interposed. “With
submission, my lord, some explana-
tions will be asked. It will not cer-
tainly be convenient to offer any. Therd
Is, however, one way, and only one,
that I can suggest.” He looked at
the Lady Anastasia. “It will be per-
haps at first distasteful to her lady-
ship. It has, however, the very great
advantage of sccuring the fortune,
which, I take it, Is what your lordship
chiefly desires. As regards the girl,
she Is, In point of manners and appear-
ance, so far beneath your lordship’s no-
tice that we neced not consider her in
the matter.”

“I care nothing about the girl. But
hang me If I understand one single syl-
lable of what you mean—or how you
can secure the fortune svithout the
glirl”

“A moment, Madam saw her way
to the revenge of jealousy. She took
the place of the bride, and she was
married as Miss Molly. She signed the
name of Molly Miller; the license was
In that name. The clerk who was
present has, I am sure, already carried
the news all over the place. We have
the evidence, therefore, of the bride-
groom, the parson, the clerk, the li-
cense and the registers. Who is to
prove that the real Molly was at home
all the time? Captain Crowle, perhaps,
though I doubt. The girl herself— But
whe will belleve her? My lord, you
uuve married Miss Molly and not the
Lady Anastasia.”

“What then?”

“You have only to claim your bride.”

“8ir, you forget that I am the bride,’
Lady Anastasia Interposed quickly.

Mr. Purden bowed and smiled, rub-
bing his hands softly. “With submis-
slon, madam. I do not advise that his
lordship should carry her off nor that
be should claim her ad mensam et tho-
rum, as we scholars say. His prinel-
ples would not, I am sure, allow that
he should carry off an unmarried wom-
an. Not at all. He will leave her with
her friends. Indeed he would prefer to
do so. I suggest only that we should
proclaim the marrlage and lay hands
upon the fortune.”

“And what am I to be?”

“His lordship's best friend. You will
rescue him In his deepest need; you
will restore him to affluence. It will
be a service, madam, of the purest and
most disinterested affection, instead of
an ugly and ruinous revenge. Heav-
ens, can you hesitate?"”

They both looked at Anastasla, who
made no response, her eyes in her lap.

“The trick will lie with us three,”
the tempter went on, “Neither of us
will reveal it.”

“As regards jealousy, Anastasla,”
sald Fylingdale, “the girl will be here,
and everything will continue just as
before.”

She threw up her arms and sprang to
her feet. “Oh,” she cried, “it is the
most monstrous villainy!"

“We need not think of the girl. We
must think of ourselves.”

“The fortune is Immense, Anastasia,
it is ridiculous that the girl should
have so much. We will leave her a
competence, and there are the jewels.”

Ty -n newoprol, T yltug~
dale continued:

“You yourself will adorn these jew-
els. It will be my greatest pleasure to
atone for my Il judged deception by
glving yon all those jewels—the dia-
monds, the rubies, the chains of pearls
and all the rest of the pretty, glittering
things.” Ife took her hands, the par-
son looking on all the time as a physi-
clan looks on at a bloodletting or an
operation. “What can that girl do
with the jewels? They shall all be
yours. Forgive me, Anastasia, and let
us again work together, ns we have al-
ready done, you and I, with no more
Jealousy and no more suspicions.”

He kissed her hand. His manner
was changed almost suddenly; he be-
came soft, caressing and persuasive,
It was the old charm, which the poor
lady could never resist., She suffered
him to hold Ler hand; she allowed him
to kiss her; her eyes grew humid.

“Oh," she murmured, “I must do ev-
erything you ask, Ludovie, if you are
only kind!"”

“How can I be anything but kind?”
he replied, with a smile. “You must
forget and forgive. The thought that
all I had schemed and planned for was
torn from me, and by you—Anastasia,
by you—was too much. My mind
was upset; I knew not what I sald.
Forgive me.”

“Oh, Ludovle, I forgive!”

“And the jewels shall atone, the love-
Iy jewels. You shall have them all”

“You will truly give me the jewels?”

“Truly, my Anastasia. After all, we
are man and wife. Henceforth we
shall only live for each other. Your
bappiness shall be mine. The jewels
shall be yours.”

She ylelded. She fell into his arms.
There was a complete, a touching; rec-
onclliation.

Lord Fylingdale was golng to declare
that it was Molly and none other who
was married that morning at 6 o'clock
and to assume the rights and powers
of a husband. So that the news of his
evil reputation came, after all, too late
to be of any use. Aund as for explana-
tlons, who would have the right to ask
any explanations of a married man on
behalf of Lis wife?

The counsel learned in the law gave
his written opinion tuhat, considering
that the marriage ceremony was fixed
for 6 a. m., the bridegroom had no
knowledge of the bride's intentlon not
to present herself; that he left his
lodgings a few minutes before 6; that
a few minutes after 6 one Pentecrosse,
well known to the lady, witnessed the
marriage ceremony and belleved the
bride to be the lady In question, dress-
ed as she was accustomed to dress, al-
though he did not see her face; that
the parish clerk also recognized the
lady; that the clergyman was ready to
swear that the bride was the lady, and
that the registers showed her signa-
ture, there could be no chance what-
ever of success In disputing or denying
the marriage.

CHAPTER XVI.
A DAY OF FATE.

HIS was the day when
all the villalny came
to a head and did Its
worst and met with
the first installment
of exposure. I have
told you what was
done at the church
our own bewilder-

was

what
ment, not knowing what to belleve or

and

how to explain things. For my own
part, though I might have guessed be-
cause I had discovered the jealousy of
Lady Anastasia, yet the truth, even the
possibility of the truth, never came into
my head. I had no mannpes of doubt in
my own mind but it was Molly herself
—— - - ———————" ..

- -
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and none otler whom | saw £1°
as a bride at the altar rail with i
Fylingdale for a bridegroom. TV 1.
I say, admitted of no dispute. Yot why

should Molly change her mind? And
why should she deny the fact?
I sought her at the house. I begged

her to come into the garden and to talk.

with me privately, Then I asked those
two questions, ' Her answer to both of
them was most amazing.

“Jack,” she sald, “I know not what
you mean. I have not changed my
mind. It Is impossible for me to marry
a man of whom such things can be

sald unless he can prove that they are
false. How can you think that I have
changed my mind? As regards this
talk about an early wedding, what
I know about it? At 0 o'clock I was
In the kitchen with my mother and Ni-
gra. I have not been out of the houso
at all.”

Then I persisted. I asked her if she
could have gone out and had perhaps
forgotten.

“Forgotten!” she repeated scornful-
ly. “Do-you suppose that a woman
could by any possibility forget her own
wedding? But what is it, Jack? What
is in your mind?"

Then I told her, “Molly,” I gald,
“last night I forgot your letter. There
was 80 much to think and talk about
with these disclosures that I forgot.
This morning I remembered. Then 1
hurried ashore. Iran tothe Crown. It
was just upon 6. I was too late. His
lordship had gone out in a chair. 1
ran to the church. It was just after
6. The doors were open. I heard
voices. I went in, Molly. Do not say
that I am dreaming. I saw you—you,
I say—you yourself, with your pink
sllk cloak, the hood pulled over your
head, a domino to hide your face, just
as had been arranged.”

“You saw me, Jack? You saw me?
How could you see me?’

“And your hand was in Lord Fyling-
dale’s, and Mr. Purden was pronounc-
ing the words which made you his
wife, ‘Whom God hath jolned together
let not man put asunder.’”

She stared at me with blank amaze-
ment,

“In my pink sllk cloak? Jack, are
you in your right mind, or 1s it I my-
self who am gone distraught”

“Indeed I know not which.”

“Did you speak to me? Did you con-
gratulate the bride, Jack?”

“No; I was sick and sorry, Molly. I
went out of the church. I had seen
enough. The clerk, however, has been
telling the story of this private mar-
riage all over the town. Everybody
knows it. The marriage is duly enter-
ed In the registers. It was a marriage
by the archbishop's license. The man
Purden may be all that the vicar's let-
ter exposed, but the marriage was in
order.”

Molly said nothing for awhile; then
she said gently: “The letter from the
bookseller, your cousin, spoke of Lord
Fylingdale as ruined. If he were to
marry a woman with money, it would
be mll_

“I belleve that there are sometimes
letters—bills of lading or whatever they
are called — which glve the wife the
control of her own property; otherwise
everything becomes her husband's.”

“Why did he wish to marry me?
There was never a gleam of love in his
eye nor a note of love In his volce.
Why, except that he might get my
money 7"

“That {8, I am convinced, the rea-
son.”

“Villainy, villainy, villainy!
LIS 1o @ conspIiracy,  DUIE Wulnan uss
been made to play my part. Then he
will claim me as his wife and lay
hands upon all that I have.”

“No, Molly; he shall not while you
have friends.”

“Friends cannot help where the law
orders otherwise. So much I know,
Jack. Yet you can do one thing for
me. You can protect me from the
man. He must not take me away.”

“All Lynn will fight for you.”

“Jack, I want more. I want all Lynn
to belleve me. You have known me all
my life. Am I capable of such a change
of mind? Am I capable of so mon-
strous a falsehood as to steal out to
marry the man and then to declare that
I have never left the house? Oh, the
villain, the villain!” Her cheek was
aflame; her eyes flashed.

I seized her hand. “Molly,” I cried,
“they shall all belleve you. I will teil
the truth everywhere.”

Just then the garden door was thrown
open, and Sam Semple appeared. With
a smiling face and a bending knee he
advanced, bowing low.

“Permit me to offer congratulations
to the Countess of Fylingdale."

“I am not a countess. I am plain
Molly Miller.”

Sam looked disconcerted and puzzled.
I percelved that, plot or no plot, he had
no hand in it.

“I am come,” he sald, “from his lord-
ship”—

“I have nothing to do with his lord-
ship.”

“Surely, madam; surely, my lady,
there is some misunderstanding. I am
sent by his lordship with his compli-
ments to ask when it will be conven-
lent for the countess to receive him.”

“You have been Informed, I suppose,
that I was married to him this morn-
ing.”

“Certainly, my lady.”

“Then go back to Lord Fylingdale
and tell him that he Is a villain and a
llar, that I have learned his true char-
acter, that I am not married to him
and that If he ventures to molest rie
my friends will protect me. Glve him
that message, sir, word for word.”

“I belleve, Sam,” I sald, for his dls-
comfiture and bewilderment made him
reel and stagger, “that you have no
hand in this new villainy. It was you,
however, who brought that man to
Lynn, knowing his true character and
his antecedents. Let us never see your
face here agaln. Go. If I thought you
were In the plot, I would serve you
again as the captain served you three
years ago.”

He went away without another word.

Then the captain came home, his
face troubled.

“I know not,” he sald, “what has
happened In this place. I have seen
Lord Fylingdale. I told him of the
charges and accusations.”

“‘Well, did he deny them?”

“He denied nothing, and he admit-
ted nothing. He says that you married
him this morning, Molly."”

“I know. He has sent Sam Semple
here with the same story. Captaln,
you believe me, do you not?”

“Belleve you, Molly? Why, if I did

1 u, I.should belleve noth-
6 you? degr, I would
tho prayer book.” He
aJd°Hld band upon her arm, and the
ears] @ Int6 his eyea. ‘‘My dear, 1

vd'Béen an old fool. But I did it for

. He says that you are his
yile, t him come and take you—if

e can!”

“It is not Molly that he would take;
it {8 Molly’'s fortune.”

“Why, sir,” she said, “it he takes the
whole and wastes and dissipates it, so
long as he does not take me, what does
it matter?”

Jack,

Eﬂ,ﬂx_’ vicar came agaln, and the
-the-» had to be Ais-

gussed hgain. At first hie adhered to
his theory of unconscious action, be-
cause a scholar always likes to explain
every theory by examples chosen from
Latin and Greek authors. He had
looked up several more storles of the
kind from I know not what folio vol-
umes In his library and came prepared
fo defend his oplnion. But the abso-
lute certainty of Molly's assertion, the
evidence of her mother, who declared
that Molly had been working with her
since half past 5, the firm bellef of the
captain and my own change of opinion
and the possibility of deception shook
him.

Finally he alandoned his learned
view and adopted our more modern
explanations of the case—viz, that the
marriage was a sham and that the
woman was some creature suborned
to personate Molly.

“But what woman can she be?” ask-
ed the vicar. “She can write. I have
seen the registers. She has signed in a

S NTTIPED ACROSS THE .ROOM AXD
SOWER LOW (O MOLLY.

full, round hand without bad spelling.
The woman, therefore, is educated. My
dear, we may perhaps find the woman,
My worthy and plous brother in orders
i8 most certainly in the conspiracy.
When there are three, one is gencrally
a traitor. To begin with, the scheme {8
both bold and dangerous. It Is the
first step toward obtaining a large sum
of money under false pretenses. Their
necks are in danger, even the neck of &
noble earl.

“It 18 Inconcelvable,” he went on aft-
er a little reflection, “how a woman
could be found to play such a part. She
must be the mistress of the earl. No
other could be trusted.”

“What should be done meantime 7

“We must meet the enemy on his own
ground. He spreads abroad the report
that he married "Molly this morning.
We must publicly and openly deny the
fact. Captain, there will be a large
company at the assembly this evening.
You will take Molly there. T will go
with you. Jack shall put on his Sun-
day best and shall also go with us. We
must be prepared for an impudent
clalm, and we must be ready with a
prompt denial. Let us court public-
ity."”

This was clearly the best advice pos-
sible. We were left unmolested all
the afternoon, though the captain made
me stay as a kind of garrison in case
of any attempt at abduction being
made.

In the evening Molly in her chair and
dressed In her finery was carrled to the
gardens, while the captain, the vicar
and myself formed a bodyguard.

We arrived after the dancing had be-
gun. Lady Anastasia was looking on,
but her court of ladies and young men
for some reason seemed to have melt-
ed away. She stood almost alone, save
far tha ennnort of tha ald hean Sir Har-
ry. The colonel was also with her, an
the Rey. Benjamin Purden stood be-
hind her.

The music was in the gallery at the
end of the long room. The dancing was
carried on In the middle. Lady Anas-
tasia was standing on the right of the
gallery, most of the company on the
left. Molly, with the captain and fol-
lowed by the vicar and myself, turned
to the left.

{TO BE CONTINUED.]

The Successful Doctor.

The king of purgatory sent his lictors
to earth to bring back some skillful
Chinese physician, “You must look for
one,” sald the King. “at whose door
there are no aggrieved spirits of disem-
bodied patients.” The lictor went off,
but at the house of every doctor they
visited there were crowds of wailing
ghosts hanging about. At last they
found a doctor at whose door there was
only a single shade and cried out,
“This man is evidently the skillful one
we are in search of.” On Inquiry, how-
ever, they discovered that he had only
started practice the day before.—Giles'
“History of Chinese Literature.”

“I had lopg suffered from indiges-
tion,” writes G. A, LeDeis, Cedar City,
Mo. ‘Like others I tried many prepar-
ations but never found anything that
did me good until I took Kodol Dyspep-
sia Cure. One bottle cured me. A
friend who had suffered similarly I
put on the use of Kodol Dyspepsia
Cure. He is gaining fast and will soon
be able to work, Before he used Ko-
dol Dyepepsia Cure indigestion had
made him a total wreck. Smith Bros,

"

W. T'. Wesson, Gholsonxille, Va.,
druggist, writes, “your One Minute
Cough Cure gives perfect satisfaction.
My customers say it is the best remedy
for coughs, colds, throat and lung
tronbles,” Smith Bros.

BARGAIN IN RESIDENCE PROPERTY

A house and lot in one of the best resident
portions of citv of Manchester for sale cheap
and on eaxy terms,  Good dwelling, barn, ete,

Enquire at DEMOCRAT OFFICE.

C. M. Phelps, Forestdale, Vt., says his
child was completely enred of a bad case
of eczema by the use of De W itt’s Whitch
I1uzel Salve. Bewe-a of all counter-

feits, It instantly reifeves piles. Smith
Bros.

A Cut in the Rates

BUFFALO

VIA THE

Illinois Central.

As the closing day, October 31st, of the won-
lerful Pan-American exposition draws near,
rullroad rates have been reduced so much that

l'Inois Central 1s enabled to offer excursion
tickets to Buffalo at rates conslderable less than
nalf fare,

Tickets will be on sale each Tuesday, Thurs-
luy and Saturday during the remainder of Oe-
(ber, and will be limited to leave Buffalo re-
turning, not later than midnight of the sixth
duy, Including date of sale, These six day tick-
ots will not be accepted In sleeplng cars,

Tickets bearing limits of fitteen and twenty
days will be on sale every day until October 81
at corresponding higher rates,

For a circular glving rates to Buffalo from
prinelpal Illinois Central stations and o beauti-
utly lllustrated  booklet descriptiye of the
*Ralnbow City,"” address

MERRY,

J. P,
12-3-w  Asst, Gen, Pass, Agt., Dubuque, Ia.

Do you suffer from the piles ? If sodo
oot turn to surgery for relief. DeWitt's
Witch Hazel Salve will act more quick-
ly, surely and safely, saving you the ex-
pense and danger of an operation.
Smith Bros.

The large ana increasing circulation
of The Iowa Homestead in this county
isa matter for congratulation to the
publishers and to good farming, for, 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 {ears 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 enoufh this season to secure
terms for 'I'ne Homestead and its Spec-
ial Farmers’ Institute Editions,together
with The Poultry Farmer and The
Farmers’ Mutual Insurance Journal,
four of the most valusble farm publi-
cations in the country, that enable us to
offer the four in connection with our
own paper for 81,90 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 large line of t oroughly
practical farm readlng nothing has ever
been offered before that equals it. A
county paper,u farm paper, a poultry
paper, a farm insurance paper and the
Special Farmers’ Isntitute, all for $1.90
Come in and order them,

Kodol Dyspepsia Cure is not a mere
stimulant to nature, It affords
affords the stomach complete and abso-
lute rest by digesting the food you eat.
You don’t have to diet but can enjoy
all the food food you want, Kodol
Dyspepsia Cure instantly relievesthat
distressed feeling after eatlng,}glvlng
you new life and vigor, Smith Bros,

The Commoner.
(Mr. Bryan's Papor.)
The Commoner has attained within
six months from date of the first issue
a circulation of 100,000,8 record proba-
bly never equaled in the history of
American periodical literature. ‘I'he
unparalleled growth of this paper dem-,
onstrates that there is room in the
newspaper field for a national paper
devoted to the discussion of political
economic, and social problems. To the
columns of the Commoner Mr. Bryan
contributes his best efforts; and his re-
view of political events as they arise
from time to time can not fail to inter-
est those who study public questions.
The Commoner’s regular subscription
price is 81.00 per year, We have ar-
ranged with Mr. Bryan whereby we can
furnish his paper and the Democrat for
one year for $2.20. The regular price
of the two papers when subscribed for
separately is $2.50. tf.

BEACOM'S

UTICLEAR

THE QREAT MEDIOAL BIBOOVERY

Cures ECZEMA, SALT RHEUN,

ALL SKIN ERUPTIONS AND FACE
BLEMISHES. IT HAS NO EQUAL.
Sold by druggists or sent express prepaid upon
receipt of price 75¢. Address
F. N. BEACOM., MANCRISTER- TOWA
Sold by
Gregg & Ward, Manchester, Tows
R. H. Bowman, Delhi, Iowa.
Dr. H. Livingston, Hopkinton, Iowa,
J.P.Streigel Ryan, Iowa.
E. F. Mulvehlll, Masonville,Towa.
C. A, Kendall, Earlyille, lowa,
Kerper & Meyers, Patorsburg, Iowa
T, Armstrong, Greeiey, lows,
F. W, Royden, Edgewood, iowa
Wheeler & Eaton, Lamont, Iows,
James Musser, Almoral, Iowa,
J. V. Bush, Colesburg, Towa.
E. B. Briggs & Co., Dundce, Iowa,

DOUGLASS, the Photo=
grapher.

Go to Douglass
For FINE PICTURES.

R. W. TIRRILL
Is Loaning oney as cheap

as any person or Corpora-
tion.

Compound Vapor and Sham-
noo Baths.,

Most all dis-
oases are caused
by Fo!sonous sec
retions, which
clo§ the wheels
of NATURE.

Vapor
and
Shampoo,

The name and
the symptoms
may be different
but the cause of
disease can us-
; ually be traced
to the 1mperiect action ot the millions
of pores of the human body. A bath in
accordance with sclentific require-
ments is the best proventative and
remedy known. The methods employ
ed by me are the most scientific ever
invented or discovered for dispelling
disease. Results tell the story. Give
me a trial, This is the Conant system
of baths. A competent lady attendant
in charge of the ladiesdepartment.
Office and bath rooms on Franklin
gu'-eot. opposite Globe Hotel,

t!

Q. D. QATES.

THE HIGHEST AWARM

AT THE

PAN-AMERICAN

EXPOSITION

BUFFALO, N. Y., 1901
WON BY THE

Improved
U. S. Cream Sepa:ator

WRITE FOR DESCRIPTIVE CIRCULARS
MONT FARM MACHINE CO., BELLOWS FALLS, VT.

Mothers everywhere praise One Min-
ute Cough Cure for the sufferings it has
relieyed and the lives of their little ones
it bas saved. Strikes at the root of the
trouble and drawe out the inflammation.
The children’s favorite cough cure.
Smith Bros.

Much Reading for Little Money,

The New York World has got the
cost of printing down to a minimum,
Its latest offer of its monthly newspa-
per-magazine is interesting if from no
other cause than it shows the acme of
“how much for how little,” The Month-
ly World is a 32 page magazine with
colored cover. Its pages are about the
size of the pages of the Ladies Home
Journal, and it is copiously illustrated
in half-tone, The illustrations are the
results of the best artistic skill, aided
by all the latest printing-press appli-
ances, making a magazine unrivalled in
the quality of its contents and its ap-
pearances. Each issue contalns stories
of romance, love, adventure, travel;
stories of fiction and fact; stories of
things quaint and curious, gathered to-
gether from all over the world; the re-
sults of sclentific research, and editor-
ial reviegs. It numbers among its
contributors the leading literary men
and women of the day. A feature
each month is a full-page portrait of
the most famed man or womsn of the
moment in the public eye. In collect-
ing and preparing for publication the
literary matter and art subjects for the
Monthly World no expense is spared.
The New York World will send six
numbers of this newspaper-magazine
on receipt of {ifteen cents in etamps.
Address The World, Pulitzer Building,
New York,

DeWitt’s Little Early Risers never
disappoint. ‘They are safe, prompt,
geully, effective in removing all impur-
ities from the bowels. Small and easy
to take, Never gripe or distress, Smith

Bros,
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Bovs School Suis.

Parents are getting the boys
ready for school.
have a suit, or pair of pants, a
shirt and hat.
for you.
two piece suits from $1.00 up.
Boy’s three piece suits from
$2.50 to
pants suits from $8.00 down to
$2.75.
two collars at 50c.

Hats and caps from 25¢ to
$1.50.
25¢ to $1.25. We have our over_
coats all in and ready for in-

spection,

We have a ruler for every boy and girl in
the county. GIVEN AWAY FREE.

ALLEN & STOREY.

THE WORLD’S LEADERS.

e e BN S s e s

They have to

We have them

We are selling boys’

S

$7.50. Boy’s long

U
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We have the shirt with

Big line of knee pants
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