
•SSoSoS^SrSrSrSftSrSn?#?*0**0*0*0*0*0* 

EQUAL PARTNERS 
-  ? '  \  " 1 J 

I.' By HOWARD FIELDING 
t( «t * 

Copyright, 1901, by Charles W. Hooke. 

CHAPTER I. 
AN ITEM OF SEWS. 

HE little newsboy bad 
the face of iin Imp, 
and he must liuve 
come up through the 
floor, as an Imp 
should by all the best 
traditions. Surely the 
emit lire could not 

have squirmed through that tangle of 
humanity between Breiula and the 
door of the car. Yet there he was, 
standing close against her knees and 
looking straight up Into hor face. 

Often the eyes of children seem to 
read our hearts. It !s because they are 
new in the world and are content with 
superficial views. Adults try to look 
in through our eyes, and they fall, and 

r we note the failure; but childrcu do not 
fry, and we, seeing them satisfied, trem
ble for our 'nmost secrets. 

Brenda shook her head to intimate 
that she had no wish to buy the news, 
but the boy did not move. He contin
ued to hold his papers before her, gaz
ing over them into her face meanwhile 
with an unwinking stare. 

It was probable that if she bought a 
paper the boy would pass on, so Bren
da laid a hand upon her purse. The 
hand remained there rigid, and for 
some Blow seconds the ragged urchin 
and the smooth product of all the social 
refinements were like figures on a can
vas^ both for fixity of pose and for bal
ance of contrasting expressions, the 
child still calmly staring, his utter ig
norance counterfeiting wisdom, the wo
man tense and eager, her eyes search-
ing and unsatisfied. 

"I will take this paper," she said, 
speaking with considerable effort, and 
she gavethe boy a coin. 

Presently she .stood upon the side
walk of Broadway, gazing across at the 
ugly brick front of the opera house 
with a confused uotlon that it could 
give her important information, but 
was perversely refusing to do so. 

She merely wished to know where 
she was, and the familiar scene lm» 

, pressed lier as if she had not been 
there in a long time and had forgotten. 
Then her mind became clear. She 

r paused in deep thought and at its end 
raised her hand as if to beckon to a 
cabman; but, changing her purpose, 
she stepped into a doorway and read 
once more the item in the paper that 
the little boy had thrust under her eyes. 

At the first glance one who knew 
Brenda might have said that the story 
lay outside her worl'd and could not in
terest her. However, it was what a 
Journalist might call "good news," and 
therefore it was printed with the lines 
very far apart by way of emphasis, 
and it bore the marks of haste. Thus 
it ran: 

Elsie Miller, an actress llrinp at 148 West Thir-
ty-.eighth street, was stabbed by some person un-

in her room this afternoon. 
'It is a lodging house owned and occupied by 

Mrs. Alice Simmons. Miss Miller had lived in the 
rear room on the first floor for some months. 

TOe crime was discovered by a servant, who en
tered the room and found Miss Miller unconscious 

. on the floor. Dr. A. G. Blair of 100 West Thirty 
eighth street was hastily summoned, and he pro
nounced the wound mortal. It is just below the 
collar bone, on the left side, extending sharply 
downward within the body and undoubtedly pierc-

• ing the outer wall of the heart. That Miss Miller 
should have survived the wound longer than a few 
seconds is regarded as miraculous by Dr. Blair 
and other physicians, several of whom, including 
Ambulance Surgeon Carrington of St. Winifred's 

, hospital, were at the house within a few minutes 
after the discovery of the crime. 

The weapon was a hunting knife, having a long 
blade and a deer's foot handle. The blade Is pe
culiar, being much thinner than that of the ordi
nary hunting knife. It was found on the floor 
beside the body. A servant says that she has seen 
the knife in Miss Miller's room within the last 

> tew days. 
On a table in the room was a letter which may 

explain the whole affair. The police have it and 
refuse to divulge its contents, but it is known 
that the writer is Clarence M. Alden, a broker 
with an office on Broad street. 11c is the only son 
of the late St. Clair Alden, who practically dis
inherited him. 

Miss Miller is a very beautiful girl, tall and of 
the brunette type. She is 20 years old. She play
ed the part of Nannie in "Hie Honeybee," an 
unsuccessful comedy produced in this city two 
years ago.* Since then her work has not been seen 
here. 

Brenda walked down Broadway to 
Thirty-eighth street and turned west
ward. Immediately she perceived the 
motley crowd which the news of the 
crime had brought together, and she 
hesitated. Then, shutting her lips 
firmly together, she resumed her orig
inal purpose. 

, ' The house numbered 148 had a high 
stoop and a yard the size of a dinner 
table, in which the grass was green and 
well watered, though the neighboring 
yards were brown with the heat and 
drought of that remarkable month of 
June. The house Itself.had an air of 
neatness and the flavor of home, but 
its privacy had been invaded first by 
crime and then by all the train that fol
lows it. The-door stood ajar for pry
ing eyes, and the two gigautlc police
men lounging at the head of the steps 
seemed the chief intruders rather than 
the guardians of the place. Brenda, 
for all that was upon her mind, felt the 
desecration and Bhuddered at it. 

The policemen, who had been leaning 
against the railings, stood erect and 

• put their shoulders together as Brenda 
ascended the steps. They seemed to 
fill all the space and their heads to tow
er to the house top. But the tiling must 
be gone through with now, and Brenda 
gathered all her force. 

"I am a friend of Miss Miller," she 
said. "Please let me go in." 

- "Nobody can go iu now," replied one 
of the men. 

"Is she dead?" * 
Brenda was framing other questions 

in her mind, but this one uttered itself. 
•v- The policemen exchanged a glance. 

Then one of them replied with a single 
word, "No." At this moment there was 

. a stir in the hall. Hearing it, the po
licemen began slowly to descend the 
Bteps. Brenda retreated before them, 
and not a word was spolcen. She was 
pressed into the edge of the crowd at 
the foot of the stone stairs, and she re-
znalned there while a litter was brought 
out on which lay something perfectly 
still and covered from end tq end with 
a white cloth. It was put into a great 
.black vehicle. A brisk young man, 
wearing a blue cap, and a grave, elderly 
man with a long white beard climbed 

• in after it, and then the aomber equi
page moved away by the power resi
dent within it. And to Brenda the fa
miliar spectacle of a self propelling 
carriage assumed the aspect of a mira
cle, and all things seemed to move or 
stand by virtue of a new force, silent 
and resistless. 

"Could I go in?" she whispered to 
the policeman who hadfstationed hfcm-

• self beside her. "Can I speak with 
some one who knows?" -*\ 

"Knows what?" he replied. 
"Whether she will reqover, w'hethter 

she has spoken." 
n:a:i looked at her with a pon

derous curiosity. 
••You wait here," he said. ••Give me 

your name, and I'll see what I can 
do?" 

Miss Maclane was affected by a touch 
of caution. 

"No one knows me here," she replied. 
"My name would mean nothing to 
them. But you may say that Miss Wil
liams would like to speak with the phy
sician who was called in—a Dr. BlaiV, 
I believe." 

The policeman began to ascend the 
steps, but. he paused at sight of two 
men who appeared above. One of 
them was of medium stature and very 
heavy, having the build of an ape, with 
preposterously loug arms, which swung 
aimlessly when he moved, as if they 
were artificial. lie wore the uuiforni 
of a police captain. The other was of 
a conventional type by comparison— 

Her gaze was fixed upon the coarse, scar
red face of the captain. 

that Is, he looked like a human being, 
and Brenda noticed little else about 
him. Her gaze was fixed upon the 
coarse, scarred face of the captain, bru
tally cynical and smiling without pur
pose, like an image hacked out of wood. 

The policeman saluted his superior 
and addressed him in a low voice. 
Without waiting for him to finish the 
captain turned quickly to the man who 
had come out of the house with him 
and asked a question which Brenda 
did not hear. When this mau looked 
at her, Brenda became aware that he 
was tall and thin and that he wore a 
loose gray suit. 

"I don't know," said the man in gray 
thoughtfully. "I cau't be sure.1 

The captain descended the steps and 
lifted his cap with the politeness of a 
trained animal. 

"Miss Williams?" said he. "Yes, in
deed. I understand that you are a 
friend of Miss Miller, the girl that got 
hurt, and that you'd like to talk to Dr. 
Blair. This gentleman is Dr. Blair. 
So perhaps we'd better all go into the 
house, where we can talk more conven
ient." 

Brenda tried to pass him, but she im
mediately found herfeelf between the 
captain and one of the policemen, by 
whom she was escorted into the house, 
the physician walking ahead. Thus 
they came to a small parlor, opening 
from the hall, to the right. 

In the presence of Dr. Blair, whose 
manner was that of the world wherein 
she had moved, Brenda regained a part 
•of her self possession. The simple ele
gance of the room, far beyond anything 
that she had expected, helped to put 
her at her ease, and she began to feel 
the sense of personal dominance to 
which she was accustomed. 

"Dr. Blair," she said, "I really don't 
know why I should have come here. I 
am not a friend of Miss Miller. I am 
merely interested in her. Seeing the 
story of her terrible misfortune in a 
newspaper by the merest accident, I 
obeyed an unaccouutable impulse and 
«ame to this house." 

"An unaccountable impulse," said the 

-captain in a perfectly meaningless 
voice, as if he had been an echo. 

*'I can tell you very little," replied 
Dr. Blair. "No one knows who commit* 
ted the crime nor why it was done"— 

"But will she die? Such a young 
girl, with so much to hope for, aud they 
say she was very beautiful!" 

"She was, poor child!" responded the 
physician. "And that fact may or may 
not have had something to do with her 
mil-fortune. As to her chance of recov
ery, I greatly fear—indeed, to be frank 
with you, I doubt whether she is living 
at this moment." 

Brenda was as white as paper, and 
her hands were twined together. 

"She has not spoken"— she began, 
and it was the captain who replied. 

"Not a word," said he. "But we 
shan't need anything from her. We 
shall get to the bottom of this affair all 
right." 

Brendff turned slowly toward him. 
"The name of a gentleman," said she, 

""an acquaintance of mine, was men
tioned In the newspaper account, a Mr. 
Alden. Of course it is impossible that 
he should have had any connection 
with this wretched crime, but perhaps 
he knew the young woman and"— 

"Yes," respouded the captain, "they 
were acquainted. And, by the way, 
perhaps you're familiar with the young 
gentleman's handwriting. We found 
a note on the letter head of his firm. 
Let me see, what did I do with It? Oh, 
here it is. Perhaps you'd like to glance 
it through." 

He extended his hand, but Brenda 
"did not take the sheet of paper which 
he offered. 

"I could not read this," she said, 
with a slight shudder. "It was not 
meant for me." 

A faint expression of surprise hu
manized the officer's face for a mo
ment. 

"That don't make any difference," he 
said. "It'll have to be published. Every
body *11 read It." 

Brenda glanced at Dr. Blair, who 
bowed his head. 

"In that case," she said, "though it 
seems an outrageous intrusion"— 

"There's no help for it," rejoined the 
captain, with a grin, which he used In 
place of a frown. "We've got to find 
the person that done this deed, and 
we've got to make use of this note to 
do it." 

Brenda took the paper and read these 
words: 

"My Dearest Dear—All goes so well that I must 
•end word to you at once. I can't wait tUl even
ing, when I may see you, and, indeed, dear love. 

quit work before midnight. At any rate, it bids 
fair to be so late that I should not dare scandalize 
Mrs. Simmons by calling upon vou. So I write 
this and make bold to put a little money into 
it—five hundreds. Don t let them frighten you- 1 
remember perfectly that vou weren't to touch a 
penny, but I rely upon the letter that I wrote 
last evening to knock all your arguments into 
smithereens. 1 thought of a lot of points after 
leaving you. and 1 cited the best precedents. If a 
fellow is rich—as 1 am todav, thank heaven—lie 
may help his sweetheart to buy her trousseau- It 
you don t believe it, write to your mother, and 
while you re waiting for an answer buv the pretty 
clotbes anyhow. Ah, my beloved"— 

Brenda had come to the end of the 
first sheet. Her face, that had been so 
pale, was flushed, and her voice was 
not quite steady as she said: 

"I can't read any more. It Is dis
honorable and unnecessary." 

"Ah, my beloved," said the captain, 
taking the letter and reading the re
mainder aloud in a stumbling voice, 
with half an eye on Brenda all the 
time— 

—"we shall be so happy, youth and love and 
money and the whole world before us—the sum
mer in Norway, the fall upon the continent, the 
winter on whatever Mediterranean shore you like 
the best, and next June shall find us in Venice 
and our twelfth honeymoon in the sky. Think of 
this, sweetest of travelers, whose favorite book 
has always been the atlas. Think of it as you go 
shopping this afternoon with your pocket full of 
money. It is all settled; the chains are broken. 
We arc to be married as soon as your mother can < 
come east to behold the ceremony. And then 
away to see the world and the shrines of 20 
centuries of lovers. My heart and my faith to 
you. CLARENCE." 

In the captain's mouth these .Jove 
words had the sound of blasphemies, 
and Brenda shrauk back to the limit 
of the room with Dr. Blair, who seem
ed to be scarcely less affected by the 
desecration. 

"The money wasn't found," said the 
officer after a brief, shrewd scrutiny of 
Brenda. "The note was on the table, 
but none of those hundred dollar bills 
that we read about. Come; I'll show 
you where we found it." 

"I don't think I want to go in there," 
said Brenda faintly. "I am going to 
the hospital to see whether I can be of 
any help to her." 

"You'll have to arrange that through 
the police," was the reply, "and It can't 
be done until I get some word from 
there. So I suggest that we take an
other look at the scene of the crime." 

He stepped back from the door, and 
Breuda passed out of the room, Intend
ing to leave the house, but again she 
found herself between the captain and 
one of his men, and again she obeyed 
an unspoken order, following one of 
them whUe the other followed her. 

> CHAPTER II. . 1 

AMONG THE PICTURES. 

®**J"\LSIE'S room opened 
straight from the hall, 
at the rear. There 
was a sort of vesti
bule, with a sliding, 
glass paneled door at 
the farther und, aud 
this space was divid

ed lengthwise by a curtain, behind 
which Brenda saw the gleam of a great 
white tub, an unusual luxury in cheap 
lodgings. 

Beyond the vestibule was a room of 
good height and size, with a shallow 
alcove ou the left, in which stood a 
pretty brass bedstead. Upon i jbe right 
was an unused open fireplace beneatii 
an old fashioued marble maiatelshelf 
which was covered with a qu;aiut and 
picturesque collection of souvenirs. 

There were two tall windows in tlio 
southern wall. The lower sasbtes were 
hinged at the sides, opening injrard, 
and one might step out upon a wooden 

balcony of the length of the room, 
which was the width of the house. 

Some crude, familiar pictures hung 
upon the walls. Obviously they ante
dated Elsie's coming and expressed 
M«s. Simmons' idea of home decora
tion. Elsie's contribution to the adorn
ment of the scene consisted almost en
tirely of photographs of men and wom
en. One might guess the calling of the 
tenant after a glance at t-i*e portraits, 
for nearly all of these people were ob
viously in "the profession." They ap
peared singly or in groups formed by 
fastening the photographs together 
with dainty bits of ribbon, so that half 
a dozen might be suspended in the 
fashion of a banner. 

Whatever may be said of the artistic 
value of this decoration, it certainly 
brightened the room. It was impos
sible to be lonely with si> much com
pany and such vivacious • people. Nine 
in ten of the women were;; smiling and 
many wore faucy dresi 3. The men 
struggled to seem chivalrous aud 
courtly, except the comedians, most 
of whom were In grote sque attire. 
Two photographs, large !r than the 
average and well placed ; between the 
windows, represented ya ing men In 

•'•"BSr*" 

thara In soma doubt . whether I ahAlLbLftblfitto QOr Wh^t Sfie did h 

She must have been about here when it 
)u ippeincd." ' 

the dress of cava3iers with drawn 
swords in their haud.s. There they had 
stood, these frl ends of hers, thus arm
ed, with their • tyes upon her when the 
assassin had s truck lier down. 

From all I can leasrn," said the cap
tain, "she mu it have been about here 
when It liappe ued." 

He took his place bes Ide a couch that 
was between the windows and turned 
his face to the wall. 

'The murt? ierer," he a ontlnued, "was 
behind her. The murde rer pulled her 
head back a nd stabbed a Imost straight 
down. The girl fell ot t the couch; 
here's the Mood. And Uhe murderer, 
convinced ijhat she was idead, dropped 
the knife rmd Bed." 

He turned to Bronda ^Tith a ques
tioning lec^r. She w as moi e calm than 
she had Ibeen; hec mind was more 
alert. She! had noticed! Ix's peculiar 
avoidance of a pronoun, and' she asked 
him without emotion whether there 
was any -doubt that the assiiilant was 
a man. 

We don't pretend to know any
thing about It," he replied, "fc'ut there 
are certain clrcumsfcinces wli'ch lead 
us to suspect that it might ha*ve been 

woman. A gentleman who was 
passing the bouse ab« >ut the hour when 
this thing must have • been done saw a 
woman coming out. Now, except for 
Miss Miller, the lod, ;ers in this house 
are all meet, and > ye, c&n't geV- any 
trace of this womar u We dpn't iaiow 
how or wbsn she j got into the house, 

6hc didn't ring the bell nor make any 
more noise than she could help. No
body let her in, so far as we can Icaru, 
niul we've covered the ground pretty 
thoroughly." 

"Perhaps she didn't come in at all." 
said Brenda. "She may only have as
cended the steps and then, finding 
that this was not the house that she 
had supposed it to luv'— 

•'Or changing her mind for any rea
son," the captain continued. "Quite 
right. I see your point. But the wo
man wore a heavy veil; she seemed to 
be somewhat excited, aud she. hurried 
away eastward— 1 think you said 
eastward, Dr. Blair?" 

"Toward Broadway," responded the 
physician, with embarrassment. 

"It's a pity you didn't notice her 
more particularly," said 4he captain. 
"I'd give a dollar or two for her de
scription just now." 

"You can't get it from me," replied 
Dr. Blair. "There was no reason why 
I should pay any particular attention 
to her. She was a well dressed, styl
ish looking young woman, and that's 
all I know about her." 

Brenda looked at him steadily for 
some seconds. 

"Dr. Blair," said she, "what did this 
officer ask you ou the steps just be
fore I came In?" 

The doctor blushed and glonced un
easily at the captain. 

"I asked him if he could pick that 
woman out of a crowd," said the cap
tain, "and he told me that he didn't 
know; he couldn't be sure." 

"1 fancied that it might have been 
something of the sort," rejoined 
Brenda. "And now. Captain"— 

She paused, aud the officer supplied 
the name. 

"Captain Neale, at your service," 
said he, with a bow. 

"Thank you. And now, Captain 
Neale, I wish you would get the mes
sage from the hospital for which you 
are waiting as quickly as you can, for 
I am Impatient to go there." 

"I'm expecting it any minute," he re
plied. "Ah, perhaps this is it." 

A tall young man of a German type 
o£ countenance, with wide blue eyes, 
entered the room aud stood by the 
door, as if he had no erraud, but had 
simply been impelled by a gentle, su
perior force. There was silence for 

half a minute. Then the captain ad
vanced to the young man and led him 
by the arm into the vestibule. 

"What are you here for, Elmgn^ 
dorf?" lie demanded in a low voice.' 
"Headquarters don't need to mix up 
m this case, i can look out for it." 

"Orders,"' replied Elmendorf. "That's 
all I know. The chief wants a re-
•port." 

"Well, he'll get one, won't he?" 
asked the captain. "Now, see here; 
dou't take a step till I say so. I know 
what I'm about." 

Elmcntforf strolled into the room and 
sat down in a large chair, with a sigh. 
Then, perceiving that Brenda was 
standing, he rose hastily, very much 
to the young lady's surprise. 

"By the way," said the captain, 
"while we're waiting I want to ask 
you about Mr. Aldeu. We've seutword 
to his office, but lie isn't there. They 
don't know where he's gone. You knew 
him quite well, didn't, you? I noticed 
how quick you recognized his hand
writing." 

"Yes," said Brenda, "I knew him 
quite well." 

"And you knew Miss Miller?" 
"I never saw her," replied Brenda 

after a moment's hesitation. 
"Why, Miss Williams," exclaimed 

Neale, with a grotesque attempt to 
speak softly. "I thought you said you 
were a friend of iters!" 

"I hardly knew what to say to the 
policemen at the door," replied Brenda 
calmly. "I was very anxious to get in. 
Aud let me add that I am at present 
tery anxious to get out." 

"Just one minute," said the captain. 
"You knew Mr. Alden. Now, did you 
happen to know of any young woman 
that he was particularly sweet on?" 

"I have heard," replied Brenda slow
ly, "that lie was at one time engaged 
to a girl who had a great deal of money 
and some social stauding, but I under
stand that that has been broken off. It 
can have no possible bearing upon this 
crime, which was plainly the work of 
a thief." 

"You're thinkiug of the money," said 
Neale, caressing his projecting chin 
with a great, square hand, "the money 
Aldeu Is alleged to have put into the 
letter. It can't be found, and that's a 
fact" 

"Is alleged to have put Into the let
ter!" exclaimed Brenda. "Why, he 
says so himself." 

"Yes," responded the capthln, "that's 
what he says." 

An Interval of silence followed. Bren
da was leaniug forward, her right haud 
resting on the table, lier eyes Intent 
upon the officer's face. They were 
gray eyes ordinarily, aud their expres
sion spoke of tiie cultivated self re
straint by which the natural emotions 
are held in check. On this occasion, 
however, they seemed to be of a dark 
blue aud to emit a light which even 
Dr. Blair, who saw the lady in profile, 
did not fail to perceive. 

i. 
{sre^ It's^ure^thai 

• •; CHAPTER III. 
CAPTAIN NEALE RESENTS AN IMPUTA

TION. 

OME one put a key In
to the lock of the 
front door, and the 
faint sound of It was 
distinctly audible In 
that room. Thegrowl-
ing voice of a police
man in the hall said: 

"Hold on! You can't go"— 
And seemingly in the same instant a 

young man appealed upou the thresh
old of the room. He took two steps 
forward and theu halted, the others 
facing him. 

He was one of those men whose tre
mendous vital energy declares itself 
unmistakably. As he stood there, per
fectly still, the power withiu him seem
ed to affect the air. It was as when one 
feels the tension of au engine that is 
at rest, but ready. When such a man 
advances, neither the ordinary obsta
cles uor even his own will can stop 
him. 

"Brenda!" he said in a singularly re
strained voice, very ill suited to his 
words. "Why in the name of heaven 
are you here?" 

"If I know," she answered, "It was 
because I wanted to help her, because 
I couldn't have her die like this. I"— 

"Where is she?" 
"They have taken her to a hospital— 

St. Winifred's." 
The young mau snatchcd up his hat, 

which had fullen to the tloor. 
"Wait a minute!" exc^iimcd Neale. 

"You're Alden—Clareuce M. Alden?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, 1 want to talk to you. Wait! 

If you go down there, you can't get in 
nor find out anything: that's orders. 
You'll get more information here." 

"Is she living?" demanded Aldeu. 
"Yes," replied the captain. "If she 

dies, I shall kuow of It within five min
utes, and that's quicker than you could 
learn of it anywhere else. Let me man

age tins. 111 take good care of you. 
I 11 see that you get every word of 
new.s. Meanwhile let's get down to 
business. \ou sent that note to her?" 

"I did." 
"With $500 is it?" 
"Yes." 
"When?" 
"At ten minutes after 2 I sent it by 

John Robinson, a clerk In my office." 
"Where is lie now?" 
"I don't know," answered Alden. "I 

didn't wait for him to come back. 
Now. answer my question. Who did 
this thing?" 

Neale h!s hands abroad with 
a grotesque gesture Intended to dis
claim the possession of the informa
tion. 

"We're all at sea." he said. "Some
body got into this room and stabbed 
the girl with this knife." 

He suddenly lifted a uewspaper that 
had In in on the table and disclosed 
the weapon beneath It. The long 
blade was open and visibly stained 
with blood. Uremia's hand had been 
wi:hin six inches of it, and at the 
sight she started back with such alarm 

that Dr. Blair stretched out his arm 
to support lier. She did not fall, how
ever, but stood rigid, staring at Alden. 

The color rushed to his face. He put 
up his haud and pushed back the tan
gle of light brown hair that was lying 
moist upon liis forehead. 

"Recognize it?" said Neale, with his 
mirthless grin. 

"It is mine," replied Alden in the 
same repressed and steady tone that 
he had used throughout this scene. 
"I gave it to her." 

"When?" 
"A few days ago," said Alden. "I 

don't exactly remember." 
"Queer present," rejoined the cap

tain, "for a girl." 
"She was cutting some pictures out 

of the magazines," replied Alden. "I 
happened to have the knife in my 
pocket. She used it, aud I didn't take 
it back." 

The captain slowly nodded his head, 
as one who has reached the end of a 
topic and Is preparing for the next. 

"And now," said, he, "how long have 
you known this young lady?" 

He waved his hand toward Brenda. 
"I have known Miss Maclane a long 

time," said Alden. "Why do you ask?" 
"Miss Maclane, eh?" said the cap

tain, elevating the strange tufts of 
parti colored hair that were his eye
brows. "I understood that her name 
w^s Williams." 

>"I have done an absurdly foolish 
thing," said Brenda, addressing Alden. 
"I was afraid my name would be pub
lished, and so I tried to deceive these 
people." 

"Big mistake," rejoined Captain 
Jleale, shaking his head solemnly. 
"This whole story will have to come 
out, and if the facts are known to the 
police at the start it will come out 
straight; otherwise there's no telling 
what the reporters will do with it." 

"There is no reason whatever," said 
Alden, "why Miss Maclane should be 
brought Into this affair." 

"There isn't, eh?" said the captain. 
"Why Is she here? Sympathy for a 
woman that she says she never saw? 
No; I guess "we'll have to have some
thing better." 

"If you don't get it," said Alden, 
"what then?" 

"I'll have to hold her as a witness." 
"You mean that you will put me un

der arrest?" demanded Brenda, her 
face and even her lips absolutely color
less. 

"I'll have to," said the captain. 
"And suppose that I an.swer all your 

questions now?" she asked. 
Neale struck his band down upou the 

table. 
"You can go home just as soon as 

you've done it," he declared, and at 
that moment a man !n plain clothes, 
but with the unmistakable stamp of 
the police upon him, entered the room 
and saluted his superior. 

"Excuse me for a minute," said 
Neale, and. accompanied by the man 
who had just appeared upon the scene, 
he stepped out into the hall. 

Brenda turned to Dr. Blair, who was 
leaning against the mantelpiece. 

"Dr. Blair," she whispered, "you will 
not say that it was I whom you saw 
leaving this house?" 

"No," replied the physician slowly; 
"I will not." 

"What does this meau?" demanded 
Alden. 

Dr. Blair regarded Alden steadily for 
some seconds before he said with that 
careful measuriug of words that doc
tors learn: 

"I have informed the police that as I 
was passing this house, very'near to 
the time when this deed was done, I 
saw a person—a woman—come out and 
walk away hurriedly toward Broad
way." 

"A woman!" repeated Alden, as If 
speaking without volition. 

"She cannot be accounted for," con
tinued the doctor. "No one knows who 
she is or why she was here or how she 
got into the house. As to the last 
point, however. I will say this: I had a 
room In this house for a few weeks 
while repairs-were in progress at No. 
1C0, where I live,and I then noticed that 
the spring lock on the front door did 
not always hold. If the lock has not 
been repaired, there may be an expla
nation of some mysterious poiuts In 
this case." 

If there had been au eye upon De
tective Elmendorf at this moment, it 
would have noted that he was much 
Interested, but no one was looking at 
him. He himself was observing Breu
da closely. 

Alden had beguu to pace the floor, 
his haud upou his forehead. 

"I can't stay here any longer." he 
said suddenly. "1 must see Elsie. 1 
must know— Jack! How came you 
here?" 

The question was addressed p» v. 
youug man who entered with Cup 
Neale. He was in his normal - a t . 
r a the r  handsome  fe l low .  v \ t b  ,  : v . r  

eyes that the Greeks a<l"s,H« <• :• 1 

tseu) and a broad forehead above them, 
but In this moment his face was dis
torted with excitement and striped 
with perspiration that trickled from 
his forehead. The total effect was 
somewhaf" grotesque, especially be
cause the man was inclined to fatness 
and was a trifle conspicuous in the 
matter of attire. 

"This Is dreadful, dreadful!" he cried. 
"I can't believe it." 

"You're Mr. Robinson, who carried 
the note to Miss Miller," said Neale. 
"That's why I sent a man to your 
house." 

"Yes," said Robinson, turning to Al
den. "I didn't go back to the office im
mediately. I went over to the place 
where I live. I was just going down 
town again when a policeman met me 
at the door." 

"Did you know what was in that 
note?" asked Neale. 

"I knew there was money," was the 
reply, "but 1 didn't know how much. 
It was sealed when Mr. Alden gave it 
to me. He said there wa6 money in It. 
That was why I brought it Instead of 
giving it to a messenger boy." 

"What happened here?" the captain 

He took two atrps forward and then 
halted, 

asked. 
"Nothing," answered Robinson. "I 

gave the note to Elsie"— 
"To whom?" said the captain. 
"To Miss Miller; that Is what I said. 

I gave the note to Miss Miller, and she 
opened it by the window. I didn't see 
any money. I wasn't in the room ten 
seconds—merely long enough to ask if 
there was any answer, and she said no. 
Then I went away." ^ 

"Meet anybody?" 
"The servant who let me in was pass

ing through the hall as I went out." 
"That's Important," said the captain. 

"It fixes you all right The servant 
stopped at Miss Miller's door, knocked, 
asked a question and got an answer. 
Then she wen! along down stairs." 

"Fixes me!" gasped Robinson. "Is 
anybody crazy enough to think I did 
this?" 

"No," said the captain. "You're out 
of it. And now, Mr. Ali'en, let me tell 
you that I've just had a report from the 
hospital. The girl is alive, and the doc
tors think she has a fair chance." 

"What does she say?" exclaimed Rob
inson. 

"She hasn't said anything yet," re
plied the captain. "And now let's get 
on with our little affairs here. I guess 
yon can't help us any, Mr. Robinson, 
so If you'll just take a seat in the par
lor"— He waited till the young man 
had passed out of the room. "Now, 
Miss Maclanc, I'd like to know a little 
more about you If It's perfectly agree
able." 

"1 am the daughter of Duncan Mac
lane," said Brenda. 

At the mention of this wealthy and 
widely known man Neale softly whis
tled. 

"It ain't possible," he said, "that you 
are the young lady with a lot of money 
and a high social position that you 
mentioned awhile ago as being engag
ed to our friend here?" 

"I am the woman," replied Brenda. 
"And the engagement's been broken 

off? When?" 
"Captain"— began Alden, but the of-, 

fleer raised his hand. 
"A bargain's a bargain," he said. "I 

was to have the truth. When was the 
engagement broken off?" 

"This afternoon," answered Brenda 
firmly. "I went down to Mr. Alden's 
office at half past 1. I had expected to 
see him last evening, but"— 

"He didn't come?" 
Brenda inclined her head. 
"I went to his office," she said, "and 

In the conversation between us there 
I released him from his engagement." 

"That must have been a hard blow 
for you. Mr. Alden," said the captain. 

"What do you mean?" demanded 
Aldeu. "If you have the delicacy to 
appreciate my feeling"— 

"I was thinking especially about 
your business," said Neale. "I'm told 
your firm is in the last ditch, and that 
your engagement to Duncan Maclane's 
daughter is about all that holds you 
up. That's what my man told me just 
now." 

"He told you a lie," said Alden, but 
with the same mouotonous tone, as If 
his utterance was mechanical and his 
mind upon another matter. "My affairs 
were never before so prosperous as 
they are today." 

"That won't do," responded the cap
tain. "I have positive proof'— 

"You know nothing about it," said 
Aldeu. "I have other luterests than 
those of my firm." 

"What other interests?" 
"I decline to answer." 
"Where did you go when you left 

your office after sending that note?" 
"I will not tell you." 
"Why not?" queried the captain in 

his most persuasive toue. "Oh, per
haps you don't know these other gen-
i!t>meu. They'll step Into the hall or 
out on to the balcouy, I've no doubt." 

"It will make no difference" replied 
Alden. 

"What you say will be confidential, 
of course." . 

"Captain Neale." said Alden. "this is 
a business secret that is worth a good 
deal of money. If l should tell it to 
any man, he could force payment for 
his silence." 

"You don't mean to say that I'd do a 
thing like that?" demanded Neale. 

"I have no wish to offend," said Al
den, "but you want the truth, and you 
shall have it. Your reputation, like 
that of many auotber man high up In 
the department, is bad—as bad as it 
can be. Remembering that this busi
ness matter involves others than my
self. 1 won't trust you with a hint of it. 
That is m.v last word ou that subject." 

Neale's face turned red and white In 
strange, irregular spots. 

"Now hear a word from me." he 
said. "I've been lookiug you up. You 
are a ruined man. You were engaged 
to this girl, and it was all that saved 
you. But you couldn't be honest even 
with her. You made love to this Elsie 

Miller, and you neglected Miss Mac* 
lane, and she wouldu't stand for It 
But by that time you were so involved 
<rith Miss Miller that you couldn't 
break away. So what did you do? 
Why, you wrote her a note telliug a 
fairy story about a lot of money, know
ing that the uote would be found and 
would make the case look like robbery. 
You told her how busy you were, and 
five minutes afterward you quit work 
and came up town. You had a key to 
this house; you came here"— 

"Do you mean to accuse me of this?" 
The words came from between Al

den's teeth, and he strode toward Neale, 
who put the table between them and 
drew his revolver. 

"Wallace!" he called. 
A policeman entered from the hall. 
"That man Is under arrest," said 

Neale. "Take him in." 
"This is monstrous," said Alden, but 

he spoke coolly. "You shall answer 
for it." 

"We'll talk about that later," re
joined the captaiu. "You go with that 
man." 

Brenda crossed the room quickly aud 
took Alden's hand. 

"I will do everything that I can for 
you." she said, "and for her.*' . v; 

[TO HE CONTINUED.] .X 

stop it. 
A neglected cough or cold may lead 

to eerlous bronchial or Jung troubles. 
Don't take chances when Foley's Honey 
and Tar affords perfect secusity from 
Berious effects of a cold. Denton & 
Ward. 

The United btates has a coast line of 
5,715 miles to defend. 

The prevention of consumption Is en 
ttrely a question of commencing the 
proper treatment in time. Nothing is 
so well adapted to ward off fatal lung 
troubles as Foley's Honey and Tar — 
Benton & Ward. 

A light-house of bamboo has just 
been constructed in Japan. It is said to 
have a greater power of resisting waves 
than any other wood. 

Pneumonia and LaGrippe 
Cougha cured quickly by Foley's 

Honey and Tar. Refuse substitutes.— 
Denton & Ward. 

Germany celebrated recently the 
thousandth anniversary of the sausage, 
which dates back to 897- A. D. The 
frankfurt sausage began to be made in 
1500. 

Fatal kidney aud blalder tmuH-s 
canalwavsbe prevented by the use nt 
Foley's Kidney Cure. Denton & Wtird. 

A kind of (taper is made from sea
weed which is so transparent that It 
may be used instead of glass for win
dows. 

A Life at Stake. 
If you but kne>v the splendid mer<u 

of Foley's Honey and Tar you would 
never be without it. A dose or two will 
prevent an attack of pneumonia or la 
grippe. It may Bave your life. Den
ton & Ward. 

AtFolkstone, Eng., an undertaker 
rode a bicycle on the handlebar of which 
was strapped a cofiln containing a 
child. 

Children Poisoned. 
Many children are poisoned and 

made nervous and weak, if not killed 
out right, by mothers giving them 
cough syrups containing opiates 
Foley's Honey and Tar is a safe aud 
certain remedy for coughB, croup and 
lung troubles, and is the only promin
ent cough medicine that contains no 
opiates or other poisons.—Dentou & 
Ward, 

Japanese econcmy is remarkable. 
Even the charcoal dust is saved and 
moulded into balls with chaff, for fuel. 

In Bed Pour Weeks With La Grippe 
We bave received the following letter 

from Mr. Rey Kemp, of Ango!tT, Ind 
"I was in bed four weeks with la grippe 
and 1 tried many remedies and spent 
considerable for treatment with physic
ians, but I received no relief until 1 
tried Foley's Honey and Tar. Two 
bmall bottles of thiB medicine cured me 
and I now use it exclusively in my 
family." Take no substitute. Demon 
& Ward. 

The old fashioned dictionaries derive 
"luncheon" from "nuncheon" or "noon-
shun"—the refreshment taken at noon, 
when laborers withdraw from work to 
shun the sun. 

The many friends of G. H. Hau-
san, Engineer L E & W R R, at pres 
ent living in Lima, O, will be pleased 
to know of his recovery from threaten
ed kidney disease. He writes, "I was 
cured by using Foley's Kidney Cure, 
which 1 recommend to all, especiallv 
trainmen who are usually similarly af-
flcted." Denton'& Ward. 

Improvtmu't of Corn. 
"Uncle Henry" Wauace,is devoting a 

good deal of space in bis paper, Wal
laces'Furmer to the improv*ment of 
Iowa Corn. He calls attention to the 
fact that while the Iowa Farmer has 
been improving his live stock for twtn 
ty years and more he has given very 
little attention to the great Iowa crop, 
com. Among the many articles which 
have appeared in Wallace's Farmer on 
this subject has been a seildb b> Prof. 
Shame), of Illinois, the corn expert, 
and these are illustrated by a number 
of photographs showing different va
rieties of corn, perfect and imperfect 
ears, the most profitable to raise, etc. 
The average Iowa farmer tMnks he 
knows as much about corn as anvbody 
does but we miss our guess if be' can
not learn a lot from these articles in 
W allaces* Farmer. 

In this connection we witili in say 
that Wallaces' Farmer is one of the 
best agricultural papers that comes to 
thlB office. It i« handsomely printed OD 
paper of fine quality, filled with at
tractive illustrations, arid m addition 
to its regular teatures, its editorials by 
"Uncle Henry," its departments of 
Dairying, Horticulture, the Ilog and 
Poultry, Its Home Department, for the 
women; contains full reports of the 
leading fairB, live stock shows, and 
Rales, aencnltural meetings, etc. It IB 
ruhlished weekly at Des Moines, Iowa' 
at $1.G0 a year, all subscriptions pay
able in advance and the paper stops 
when the time is out. We can Bend 
Wallaces' Farmer and the Democrat 
^oth one year for only 2.25 and you get 
one of our nice premiums. Apply at 
•be Democrat office. 

A Profitable Investment. 

"I was troubled for about seven years 
with my Btomach and in bed half my 
time," says E Demick, Somerville, Ind. 
•'1 spent about 81,000 aud never could 
vet anything to help me until I tried 
Kodol Dyspei sia Cure. 1 have taken a 
lew bottles and am entirely well." You 
don't live by what you eat,but by what 
you digest and assimilate. If your 
stomach doesn't digest your food you 
4re really starving. Kodol Dyspepsia 
Cure does the stomach's work by digest
ing the food. You don't havetoaiet. 
Est all you want. Kodol DyspepBia 
Curefcures ^11 stomach troubles.-Smith 
Bros. 

Vitluhrg Titntii Visit 
The Old Battle Grounds 

AND THE 

NEW ORLEANS MAEDIGRAS 
The surviving veterans of the Campaign ami 

Sleco of Vlckfcburg, and their friends, will rojolco 
to know that the,Illinois Central Hall road Corn-
pony will ran a low rate excursion to the New 
OrlnanB MardI Graa, with a two nlRlit* and a 
day stopover at Vlcksburg. leaving Cblcaeo at 
6:ii) p. m. Tuesday February 4th. Both Standard 
t'ultman and Excursion Sleepers wilt be run 
from Chicago to New Orleans, anil the price per 
double berth, whether occupied by one or two 
people will be $8 00 in the standard and 13.50 iu 
the excursion sleepers. 

Applications for berths should be made to the 
undersigned at Dubuque, acoompanicd by tho 
price of same, on or before, January 28. 

The railroad fare from Manchester to New 
Orleans aud return will be 920.45. tickets good to 
return until February 16th, and they may be ex
tended at New Orleans until February 28th. 

This will be a great trip, and every vsterau, 
every son and daughter of a veteran, and every
body else who wants a good time, should at 
from ^icago I*66?10? car accommodations 

Theprloeof berths as quoted above Includes 
the two nights at Vlcksburg, and this special 
••xcursion will arrive at New Orleans, Friday 
•uornlng, February 7th, In ample time to secure 
moms at nominal prices, aud to take in the at-
motions In and about the eity before the Carni
val of fun and frollo that begins Monday mor
ning. February loth. Write the undersigned at 
opce for a oopy of 4,Histoncal Vlcksburg," ••Sur
vivors of the vloksburg Campaign," and the 
"Tourist Guide to New Orleans." 

J. F.MEBHY, 
Asat Geul Pass Agent, 

3wS ' r» Dubuque, Iowa, 

WM. DONNELLY, M. D. 
Physician and Surgeon. 

Proprietor ot toe 

Ryan Drug Store. 
• ;> Dealer In 

Drugs, Stationery, Etc 
RY*N I ) WA 

Delaware County 
STATE BANK 

Manchester, lows. 

CAPITAL - S60.000 
OFFICERS 

WM, C. CAWLEY, CHAS. J. 8KKDS; -
President. 

K. W. TlltKIL, 
Vice President, 

Cashier. 
C. W. KFAOY, 

Ass t. Cashier. 

DIRECTORS 
WM. C. CAWLKY. II. K. ARNOLD. 
W.G. KKNYON. It, \V. TUtUlLL. 
KDWAKD P. SEE . U. W. DUNHAM. 
CHAS. J. SEEDS. M. H. WIi_l lSTON. 

C. W. KEAtrY, 

Interest Paid on Time Deposits^ 
Prompt attention given t» all business. Pas

senger tickets from and to all parts o. Eur
ope direct to Manchester, for sale. 

Long Time Mortgage Loans Made, 
Bought and Sold. 

SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES 
For the storage of valuable papers, 

etu. for reut. 

anking* 
House 

Henrv Hutchinson 
Hutchinson 's Building, Manchester. Iowa 

CAPITAL. - $70.000 

JOSEPH HUTCHINSON, Oaahisr. 

COLLECTIONS 
FzosapUy M*Ao. 

DEPOSITS on Time, Interest Al
lowed and other deposits received. 

DRAFTS sold on New York, Chicago 
ana aiso on Great Britain and Ire
land an" p.urr>r«-9£CitleB. 

TICKETS—sold to ana from all European 
ports via Cunard, or Allen or White Star Steam 
ship lines, 

Compound VaDorand Sham-
noo Baths. 

Most all dis
eases are caused 
by poisonous see 
rations, which 
clog the wheels 
of NATURE. 

Baths 
Vapor, 
and 
Shampoo. 

The name and 
the symptoms 
may be different 
but the cause of 
disease can us
ually be traced 

l<> the imptjriect notion ot the millions 
ot pores of the human body. A bath in 
accordance with scientific require
ments is the best preventative and 
remedy known. The methods omploy 
ed by me aro the scientific ever 
Invented or discoveu ' 'or dispelling 
disease. Results tell ttio «tory. Give 
me a trial. This is the Conant system 
of baths. A competent lady attendant 
In charge of the ladiesdopartment. 

Office and bath rooms on Franklin 
"treot, opposite Globe Hotel. 
R" ©• O. QATtS. 

Henrv Hutchinson 
breeder of Thoroughbred J 

Shcahorn Cattle. 
JOSEPH HUTCHINSON 

Manchester, Iowa. 

M. F.LEltOY Trest. H. A. GRANDER Cashier 
II, A. VON OVEN*. Asst. Cashier 
A. H. BLAKE, 1st. V. President 
H. C. HAEBEKLK, 2nd. V. President, 

First National 
1 BANK. 

MANCHESTER. IOWA. 

CAPITAL. - $50,000 

General 
Banking 
Business Traoaaoted, 

Interest Paid on Time Deposits. . 

SAFETY DEPOSIT BOXES 
FOR RENT. 

piaaECtroafcg. ^ 
K. K. Robinson. M P. LeRo* - " 
E. M. Carr, m. Beehler, J' 
JL. A. Granger. A. H. Blake, 
H-.A'von Oven. U. c. Haeterle. 
Li. Li. noyt. 

CORRESPOiraElTTe. 
First National Bank, Dubuque, Iowa 
Central National Back New York City. 
Commercial National Hack. Chuiatro. ills. ; 

W hen you want 

Fine Furniture 

AT 

Fair Prices 

GO TO 

Werkmeister's 

AT 

Earlville. 

t-
i 

Undertaking Solicited. 

F. WERKMEISTER, 
» 1 

/- Earlville, Iowa 
• fv , 

A&. 


