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CHAPTER XX,

HE dogs tled in the yard at the
Mayland farm jumped and
barkedgyat the sounds of a
man's footsteps approaching as

Margaret, opening the door again,
stepped out into the moonlit night.
Now her appearance was entirely
changed, for thrown about her was a
long cloak of quilted white silk reach-
dng to the ground, and a hood of the
same material covered her soft halr
and cast a shadow over the radiant
face that was aglow with happiness at
the sight of the newcomer,

“Thou laggard!” she exclaimed, go-
ing to meet La Fabicnne, with hands
outstretched. *Didst take thee all of
several hours to don thy best attire,
foolish Godfrey 7

He regarded her with looks of ad-
miration and content. .

“Aye,” he replied, “full well canst
thou call me that name in ecarnest,
bright eyes, where auglt doth concern
thee!”

At his words, as If from the return of
some unpleasant remembrance, the
smile on Margaret's face faded, and,
pressing the hand moré firmly that still
held hers, she led La Fabienne to the
middle of the roadway, where there
was no shade of trees and where the
bright moon, now higher in the sky,
hovered over them, casting its radiance
down with effulgent sympathy, llumi-
nating them. Throwing back her hood,
she raised her head with a sudden,
swift motion, and there was an expres-
slon of Intense seriousness on her face,

“Godfrey,” she asked entrentingly,
“is my look baleful? Have I wicked-
ness in my glance? Are mine eyes
evil?

With a suppressed exclamation of
anger La Fabienne encircled her with
his arm.

“THy glance wicked!” he exclaimed
passionately. “Thine eyes evil! Nay,
pure soul, rather are they like two
stars of heaven, pure and holy, leading
men to better thoughts and deeds.
More are they like the sun, brightening
and warming all that they do rest up-
on, Damine, but thy question doth enuse
my choler to rise! Hath any man
dared to affront thee? Who spoke of
thy looks 7"

“'Twas an hour or two since,” Mar-
garet began softly. “I was standing

Are mine cyes eoll?”

yonder by the sundial, near the path
that leads through the pasture from
the Taunston farm, when one of the
village women, waiking through, came
upon we, For a few sceonds she stood
still and stared at me, then, throwing up
her arms, ran from e, erying wildly:
‘God’'s protection, "tis the witeh! I ha'
looked Into hier eyes! 1 will be stricken
of the devil!' Godfrey, tell me what 1t
all doth mean,”

Her lover's face reflected the serlous-
ness of her own.

“Sweet, this foolish nonsense hath
gone to greater measures than I had
ever thought it would,” he suid,  =Thy
cousin’s Influence is stroni in
munity and the super
people so great that It takes
tattling to make great stories :
have them all believed, It is t)
flend Josial Taunston’s schewe to e
all against thee, so that thou wiit Lo
forced to abandon thine estate. The
when thou art gone, as next of kin,
would ride in and take possession.”

Bir Godfrey’s face grew dark.

“The dastard keeps out of my way,
or from the very bitterness I hold in
my heart against him I would long
slnce have run him through,” Le said.
“But I will deal with him bLefore I
leave, for I have sworn that no man
may speak evil of thee and live”

“Godfrey!” Murgaret's eyes were
filled with sudden terror, “promise me
that thou'lt not anger him, for any
tiiting of words between ye, so hot Is
each against the other, that a conflict
would ensue that might end in—death.
Smile”—she swept her hand with af-
fected gayety over his frowning coun-
tenance—*‘chase that angry look from
off thy face, and uow under this bright
moon, with the breeze stirring so soft-
ly, think only that thou art with me
and that tonight Is ours,”

He drew ler closer to him, and they
paced slowly up and down under the
shadows of the trees,

“Margaret, methinks to Journey forth
to London In three days. Canst be
ready to go with me, sweet?"”

At the unexpected announcement a
deep flush spread over Margaret's coun-
tenance, extending to the roots of her
halr,

“Ready to go with thee, Godfrey?”
ghe repeated questioningly,

“Aye, love, as my wife? he replied
in a voice touched with emotion, *“as
my adored, deeply cherished wife—
that Is how I will take thee, sweet!”

For answer she ralsed hier face to
his, and they kissed each other,

“I will go with thee, Godfrey,” she
sald simply.

The moon rose higher in the heavens
and seemed to shed a brighter luster
on the scenc as, pacing slowly up and
down, the mistress of the Mayland
farm and her lover, talking in low
voices, made thelr plans and arranged
for thelr departure. - As there were
no servants about the place, Elsbeth
taking care of the housc and Gaston
doing the work among the animals,
there was no chance of thelr Intended
departure being known., It was La
Fablenne's idea to rise before the sun
and, with Elsbeth and Margaret, ride
down the mountain, leaving the estate
In charge of trusty Gaston. By fast
riding they could reach London be-
fore the dawn of another day and
would go at once to the house of La
Fablenne's slster, the Lady Grenville,

where they would be married and then
proceed to Paris,

Margaret saying, with a little shiver,

ghat she would never care to visit

Cragenstone again, Sir Godfrey sald
that they would offer her estate, in-
cluding house and animals, to a land
dealer he knew in London at such a
low figure that he would not refuse to
buy it.

“For thy counsin ecan have naught
that doth belong to thee,” he announc-
ed, with decision.

Thelr final arrhingements being made,
their conversation drifted to other
maiters,

“How truly doth the Scripture speak,
dear Godfrey,” Margaret sald gently,
“where Jt saith that ‘one day telleth
not what another day bringeth forth.'
When thou didst come I did not think
to go back with thee. Methought thou
would come again for me.”

“Margaret, tell me truly, had the
conditions been happler, had thy stay
here been more pleasant, could thou
have let me ride down the mountain
without thee?”

“Ab, Godfrey,” she replied, with a
little fluttering sigh, “I am such a weak
woman and so overfond of thee that
hadst thou wrung a consent from me to
let thee go I wot when I saw thy back
turned toward me I would fain forget
my promise and In my lonellness and
despair run after thee, throw myself
in the roadway at thy horse’s heels and
cry to thee to take e with thee.to
sunny France, to Parls, the city 1
love.”

La Fablenne laughed a joyful, ring-
Ing laugh as he clasped her to his
heart. “Sweet, when I set foot in this
village and saw the set of churjs about
where thou hadst taken up thy dwell-
Ing 1 resolved when Iywould begone to
tuke my sweet love with me. Didst
think, Margaret,” he erled, with sud-
den passion, “that I would leave thee,
my tender flower, raised under the
rays of the warm sun of Irance, to
wither savay and perish on this bleak
mountaiw? Nay, love; too close I hold
thee in my heart!”

The wind rose and Dblew colder
through the trees. Drawing her cloak
closer about her, Margaret clung to her
lover's arm,

“'"I'ls a solemin night, Margaret,” he
sald whimsieally, “thou and I alone to-
gether on this high mountain top, miles
away from those who love us and In
reality among a band of evil wishers
and enemies—we two, with our troth
plighted and our wedding day so near
at hand! Is't not enough to make a
man stop to consider when he is on the
brink of such a serious undertaking?
Sweet Margaret,” he continued serious-
ly, pressing her hand, “knowing so
well thy worth, sceing thy marvelous
beauty and having a fine understand-
Ing of thy high character, I tremble
lest, Imperfect man that I am, I may
not live up to thy standard; that I may
fail to fill thy life so full of happiness
as I hope now and pray God I may
do.”

Margaret laughed a sweet, low, hap-
py laugh.

“Hnath finished, foollsh Godfrey?
Then hear mine answer to thy drivel-
Ings! In all the world I love no one
like thee, Of thy Imperfections 1 know
naught. Thou art part of me. With-
out thee 1 would die. When, dear
Godfrey, thou art near me, 'tis then
the sun doth shine, an’ when thou'rt
gone all is gray, dull and dark, an’
naught is bright until thou dost come
ngain, An', Godfrey, I trust thee en-
tirely. I come to thee willingly to be
thine own dear wife, to care for thee,
to do thy Dbidding, to go with thee
where'er thy fortunes take thee, hand
in hand and heart to heart, and to love
thee, Godfrey, until death us do part.”

“Speak of naught that can part ns,
sweet Margaret!” he erled, with eager
haste.  “Let us talk only of bright
lopes, long life, happiness, joy and
love!"

“IManppiness, joy and love!” she re-
peated softly,

Suddenly on their ears fell the sound
of the steady teminping of many feet.
Both drew apart and listened atten-
tively.  An oflicer's volee glving a
sharp commund was brought to them
through the dense stilluess of the night
by the light wind, and soon they could
se¢ ueross the fie the full’ moon il-
luminating the steel helimets that they
wore, i seitll hand of soldiers on thelr
wiay to the village,  Margaret looked
at her lover in questioning amazement,
and La Fabienne, his face expressing
quick suspicion, uttered an exclama-
tion and, running down to the stlle,
watehed the soldicrs untll they turned
the corner and disappeared.

“If *tis as 1 think,” he muttered, “the
villian hath we! I had no thought he
would dare aght against us. I have
played the fool! Margaret,” he cried,
going to her with guick strides, “me-
thinks at the sight of soldiery that
there may be fighting bereabout, so I
would take thee from here speedily. On
the morrow be ready ere the sun ris-
eth, thou and Elsbeth, and we will ride
awgy without further delay. Fare-
well, dear love. God keep thee.”

He threw his arms about her protect-
ingly as he led her to the door. At the
steps they both paused,

“Margaret,” he sald seriously, “thou

saidst erstwhile thou trusted me.
Didst mean it, sweet?"”

“Godfrey, I trust thee,”

“These are dark times, Margaret,

darker mayhap than we know,” he
sald, “but whatever cometh, If things
£0 not our way, trust me. Know that
thou art in iy heart ‘before all else,

And now farewell in. I have busi-
ness in the village aid must give my

parting instructi

Muargaret’s eyes were  filled  with

tears at Lher love carnestness, and as
he attempted to leave her she elung to
him, sobbing bitterly.
T Ifrey, thy words are ominous,”
she erled. “T'hou knowest something of
evil portent. A feeling of fear hath
fallen on my heart,”

“Take courage, love. Parbleu, May-
garet Moyl showing fear of these
dull village wights! Didst not hear my
promise, sweet, that on the morrow

to Gaston,”

Lher head still drooped on his
cr and she did not reply, he re-
peated:
“DIdst thou not hear me, Margaret?”
She raised her head, and, although
there was an expression of strength

aud resolution in her eyes, her lips
trembled,
“Aye, I heard thee, and at sunrise

dressed for the journey thou wilt find
wme ot the door. God be with thee,
Godfrey.”

“In a few sbort hours we will ride

away,"” he said, with affected gayety.

“Farewell again, and once again fare-
well,” embracing her tenderly. “And
now, so much I have to do, perforce I
must be gone,”

Putting her {nside the door and clos-
Ing it, he walked quickly down the
path toward the forest, and when he
reached it he had to grope his way to
keep from stumbling, for the moon
went under a cloud, and a dark shad-
ow fell athwart the mountain.

CHAPTER XXI.

T the Sign of the Red Heart La
Fablenne found a scene of un-
usual excitement and commo-
motion—soldiers just arrived

and moving about jesting among them-
sclves or calling roughly for bed and
supper; the Dbusy landlord cursing
and giving angry, excited orders to a
simpering housemaid, and horse boys,
agape with admiration of the scarlet
coats, glittering cuirassiers and hel-
mets of the newcomers—for soldiery
was an unusual sight ih Cragenstone—
were hurriedly piling hay in the corners
of the large, low roofed kitchen for
the men to sleep upon, Catehing a
glimpse of Sir Godfrey wmnking his way
through the throng to the foot of the
narrow stairease, his host ran after
him and, touching him on the shoulder,
whispered anxiously, “My lord.”

La Fabienne paused,

“I have been forced to put the young
officer In charge of these men into thy
room for the night,” the Innkeeper
said. “He will not annoy thee, sir.
We ha' spread a rough pallet in the
fartliest corner, an' thy man Gaston
hath consented to lie in the stable
for the night.”

The exclted man rubbed his hands
together propitiatingly.

“Thou'rt ever generous, my lord,
and readier with thy gold than most,
$0 1 would not offend thee, although
there are some as say thy presence in
my house doth bode me evil,” he ven-
tured'to add.

Suppressing the inclination toward
anger that he felt, La Fabienne said
hastily.

“Say no more, good host. The man
may lie in the corner for aught I care,
and the worst 1 wish him is that he
may rest ceasy on his pallet,”” Lhe con-
cluded indifferently as he walked
away. “When thou canst get thy
breath, send me a tankard of ale, 1
will drink in my room tonight.”

The landlord, whose mind was great-
ly relieved, after profuse bows with-
drew hastily, and Sir Godfrey, alone on
the dark, crooked stairway, where
there was no need of hiding the deep
fecling that stirred him by forcing a
calm exterior, paused, thinking deeply,
grent anxiety showing itself on his
countenance,

“"Tis well, good landlord, that thou
didst give me the proper man, who
happen hath a taste for home brew that
taken In (quantities enough may loosen
his tongue,” he suaid under his breath.
“If my suspicions are correct, that these

men bave been sent here to get evl-
dence against Margaret upon Josiah
Taunston's representations and then to
take her Into custody, by my falth, to-
morrow at sunrise Is not one hour too
early for us to ride away. Fool, fool
that T have been to treat the deep laid
schemes of that villlan with such con-
tempt! Diable! Almost—almost, I say,
the net he threw did cateh us in its
meshes!”

A few steps brought him to his room,
and, throwing open the door, he saw
by the flickering light of the candle a
man of about twenty-five years of age,
a dandified looking fellow, with weak
blue eyes and light halr, strutting
proudly up and down the room In the
riding suit that Sir Godfrey had
thrown off' hefore his visit to Margaret.
The officer, being a man of lower stat-
ure than La abicnne, the long leather
boots reached fairly to his hips, and his
sword, that he had just adjusted, clank-
ed ngainst them as he walked. At the
sudden appearance of their owner he
fel back against the wall, with pale
face, hanging jaw and a look of great
abashment on his countenance.

La Fabienne entered with easy famil-
larity, giving the discomfited captain,
who at once began to tug at his boots
In ‘a desperate endeavor to get them
off, a word of friendly greeting.

“Pardon, my lord. I long have want-
ed such a suit,” the fellow explained In
great confusion, “an' I but took the
opportunity, without meaning offense,
of seeing how the fashion would be-
come me."

La Fablenne regarded him with an
appearance of the utmost satisfaction
and good humor,

“And so well It suits thee, good fel-
low, and becomes thy dashing style,”
he sald, “that methinks 'twere a pity
to deprive thee of it. Thou may keep
It and welcome.”

Walking to the small window, he
threw open the lattice,

“By the mass, but it's warm In here!
Such holes as they have cut ont to let
the alr in one can hardly get his hand
through!"”

The soldler, who had accepted the
sult with many expressions of pleasure
and gratitude, now approached La Fa-
bienne, but at that moment, a house-
maid entering with' the ale, he turned
about suddenly, drew himself up to his
highest stature and strutted before her
conceitedly.

Smiling at his airs, his companion
took the tankard, bade the girl bring
up another, and, inviting his new ne-
quaintance to drink with him, they sat
down on the bench together.

“Art fond of ladles, good sir?” the
captain Inquired, with a rogulsh shake
of his blond head. “I warrant that
weneh was not ill looking, barring the
wart on her chin.”

It being his turn, he lifted the tank-
ard and after taking a long draft
held it on high, exclaimihg with dra-
matie emphasis, “Whate'er of faults
John Bingall hath, a slow eye for a
fair lass can ne'er be counted amongst
them.”

The housemaid returning with the
second order, he waved his hand to-
ward La Fablenne with a graceful mo-
tion and, still holding the ale above his
head, cried gayly:

“Women, lovely women! Let us
drink to the ladies, Sir Roommate.”

Sir Godfrey echoed his companion's
bolsterous laughter with an appear-
ance of great enjoyment as the mald,
blushing and simpering, left the room.

By now the house below had fallen
into complete quictness, the only
sounds audible being the loud breath-
Ing of the soldiers, who lay about on
the straw asleep.

“Thy men rest heavily and breathe
as If greatly fatigued,” La Fabienne
observed after further cpnversation of
a light nature regarding the captain's
pet theme—women, “Didst mareh far
today 7"

“From Sterndorf,” he answered, with
darkening face.

“Beshrew my heart! But this coun-
try must ha' been Intended for wild
beasts with claws instead of human
beings with only hands and ponlards.
Our orders came to march at once
across the footpath over the mountain,
and such crawling, climbing, tearing
and cutting our way none will ever
know.”

l

“'"Twas well when so weary that
thou found the Sign of the Red Heart
to rest at ere thou pursued the rest of
thy journey,” his companion observed
quietly.

The captain glanced up quickly.

“Oh, we have reached our destina-
tion,” he said. “We bave business in
this village on the morrow.”

“I' faith, n stranger just arrived, as 1
am, hath had little chance to hear of
the happenings round about,” La Fa-
blenne obscrved carelessly. “But this
sober peopled villnge looketh not like
a warring center. Here, good fellow,
finish thine ale,” he cried as the of-
ficer, opening his mouth to speak, was
about to ask him a question, “so that I
can offer thee some red wine that 1
have In yonder flagon on the table. So
thou'rt not on thy way to join com-
rades?"”

The captain finished his ale as di-
rected, and the empty pewter tankard
came down on the beneh with a ringing
sound.

“My business in the village,” he sald,
lowering his volce and looking toward
the door apprehensively, “hath a deal
of secrecy about It, as my @rst and
most lmportant Instructlons were to
hold converse with no one but the mem-
bers of the council.”

Sir Godfrey rose and, bringing the
Jug of wine, commenced to ply the
man with liquor, lnughing and jesting
merrily as he did so.

At last the captaln, who was very
weary from his long day's march and
whose faee was red from excess of
drinking, cried that he had had enough
and must keep his senses, as he and
bis men were under orders to rise at
daybreak.

“Uds daggers!” he continued under
his breath, with o drocien laagh, “An
the witeh escapes any othier way than
up {' the air astride a broomstick 1 lose
the king's favor,”

“Thy business lere concerneth a
witch?' his  compuauion questioned
carelessly.

The captain was hiccoughing slight-
ly, and he reeled and almost fell as
he tugged at his boot.

“Beshew me, yes. Such devil’'s work
and devil's luck as hath been mine
this day doth keep me .cursing. Two
long weeks we have been buried in
Sterndorf, an' just as we were ex-
pecting  Instructions to go back to
London we were ordered here to eap-
ture some old beldam who hath been
dolng serlous pranks and stireing up
devils in the community.”

“An old woman!" La Fablenne look-
ed up eagerly. “Hast thou her name,
man?"

The ecaptain fumbled among his pa-
pers and, drawing forth a sheet of
parchment, spelled out with difficulty
the name—*“Margaret Mayland, accus-
ed by Josiah Taunston and Adam
Browdie,” he read slowly.

“And so thon takest the witeh at
daybreak?' La Fablenne observed
lightly. “What reason for such haste,
good fellove?”

“I know not the reason of such haste,
good sir. Diable! A soldier asks not
reasons, but obeys orders.”

La FPablenne yawned.

“Thy tale, forsooth, hath a touch of
interest In {t, friend, with a promise

His companton took the tankard.

"

of excitement for the morrow,” he
sald, “Hast not a similar document,
captain? Of what portent is that?"

“This other paper?” The man low-
ered his volee. “Prithee, 'tis a warrant
for the arrest and custody of some
Frenchman she hath bewitched, or is
an accomplice to the old hag in her be-
devilment, I wot not which. My in-
formation Is but vague."

He stretched out his arms and rub-
bed his eyes sleeplly.

“Methinks he doth live with her at
the pouse. Our orders, however, are to
také the woman first.”

The soldler, having loosed his tongue
by his many and frequent potations,
continued with an air of mysterious se-
crecy. “I' truth, if they attempt to es-
cape they wHl find that all the roads
leading from the village are guarded.”

“Ha! 1s't so?"

Lua Fablenne's manner betrayed such
ill concealed astonishment and aglta-
tion that had his companion's senses
not been dulled the fact wonld not have
escaped his notice.

“Aye, comrade, by Puritans heavily
armed and with orders to tuke them
dead or alive, So, I ween, the poor dev-
118" case hath not much of hope in 1t.”

By the uncertain light of the candle
La Fablenne's face looked extremely
white. Rising suddenly, he untied the
lace bow at his throat.

“Come, let's to bed, good captain, 1
must rise with thee at the dawn!” he
cried Dbolsterously. “Methinks 'twere
rare sport to sce a witeh taken. What
punishment is meted out to such?”

“'Sdeath, hanging or burning,” the
other replied carelessly.

“Of a surety the king will interfere.”
La Iablenne's hand trembled as he
unbuckled his sword,

“Nay!” the ofticer cricd  hastily.
“Thou'rt wrong there, friend! The king
bothers not his head with such small
kind as dwell hereabout. Why, his
majesty's as varlable as it woman, go-
Ing from one side to the other as often
as the wind changeth. Just now he's
all for the papists, an' if there Is a
thing he is more against than another
it 1s witcheraft. Uds blood! At the last
burning at Sterndorf the woman's
brother appealed to him, and the king
sent word bLack that they could all
burn each other up an they so willed
for aught he would interfere, and
"twould be a good riddance when 'twas
over, IIe's changeable, bhut as a rule
thou canst count on his not interfering
at a wviteh burning.”

“God's pity!” exclaimed La IPa-
bienne under his breath. Then he
continued hastily, seeing the man had
grown morce communicative, “I'he
witeh, methinks myself, 'twere well to
capture, but the Frenchman of whom
thou spokest, what want they of him?”

“It secmeth he hath great influence
both at home and abroad,” the captain
whispered, looking furtively at the
closed door. *“If they can hold him
safely n prison until the woman is
tried and executed they will let him

g0, or mayhap prefer charges ngalnst
him and bring him to trial also.”

He threw himself down wearily on

the pallet of straw In the corner.
“Poor devil!” observed La Fablenne

lightly. “But 'tis ever the way of

" those that consort with evil. Marry!

The wretch is fairly caught {n the
trap these God fearing Puritans have
set for him.”

His companion grunted a sleepy re-
sponse,

“If 'tis as thou hath stated, that all
the roads are stoutly defended but the
footpath through the mountain for-
est"-—La Fabienne eyed the man nar-
rowly—*the witch’s accomplice, hap-
pen he got wind of his Intended arrest,,
hath small hope of escape.”

The eaptain laughed a drunken laugh
of enjoyment; then, raising up In bed
on his elbow, he said:

“My lord, 'tis truth thou speakest.
The man is fairly caught, But if-the
wreteh had knowledge of the hard-
ships my men and I have endured to-
day he would prefer the hanging that
the people have in store for him to
attempting eseape through the forest.
By blood and nails, it was an awful
ordeal, an' but for the fact that it was
as difficult to retrace our steps as to
proceed, my fellows would have re-
fused to advance. A curse on this
seraggy top notech of nowhere!” . he
cried. “Tomorrow, our work done, we
march down yon mountain road to
London, or I'm but half a man and
know not mine own will!"

As his companion did not reply or
seem inclined to hold further converse,
the captain stretched himself out on
the pallet at full length and, throwing
an arm up over his head, was soon
sleeping soundly.

La Fablenne walted, making sure
that the prostrate man was uncon-
scious of all else but his dreams, then
threw himself hopelessly into a chalr
and let the pent up feelings in his
heart break through the qulet mask
he had worn on his face, and an ex-
pression batlled and desperate took its
place, while under his breath he cursed
himself roundly for his stupid lack of
foresight and his contempt for Josiah
Taunston’s plotting. Springing to his
feet, he paced lightly up and down the
room like one bereft. ©Once Lhe paused
at the aperture and looked long in the
direction of the Mayland farm, the
tops of the tall trees in the forest beg
all that was visible, then strode flerce-
ly across the room again as if unable
to contain his emotions. Unlocking a
chest that stood In the corner, he re’
moved from It to his person a bag of
gold and a brace of pistols, put on his
hat and cape and noiselessly buckled
on his sword.

“If T allowed her to attempt the for-
est she would die,” he sald under his
breath, “and if I told her of my inten-
tion she would not let me go alone.
Oh, God, ’tis- hard!” He shook his
head hopelessliy.

The candle, now burned down to the
edge of the socket, threw welrd, smoky
rays on La Iabienne's white face ns
he seated himself, In great perplexity
and sore distress, upon the wooden
bench.,

“Margaret, oh, my love! God help
me! There is no other way,” he sald
after a few moments' consideration,
and ns his bent head fell forward on
his hands the candle near him splut-
tered and went out as If In very sum-

iy for his sorrow and despair. Ris-

, he groped his way to the door.
down the stalrway and out of the
house so silently that no one, not even
the innkeeper, sleeping in his chair by
the chimney place, heard him or knew
that he had gone.

{T0 BE CONTINUED.)

Why the Mystery Tule Succeeds,

The mystery clement enters to a
greater or less degree Into fiction of
every kind. Indeed, It is the base of
all literary Interest. Primarlly we
read a story “to sce how it comes out,”
and, other thi.z: Lelug cqual, the
story In which the eleinent of sus-
pense by deft cousctocton aad subtle
shaping Is most successfully maintain-
ed will be the most universally satisfy-
Ing and popular. The mystery tale of
today is a story in which the element
of suspense is demherately  enlarged
and emphasized until it dominates ev-
ery other consideratiog in the story.
Characterization, atmosphere, emotion-
al values—all becowe subordinated to
the great business of plot develspment,
The marshaling of incident, the sue
cession of climaxes in crescendo order,
the cumulative sweep of the narrative
while the secret of the outcome I8 care-
fully withheld, is the afair here. Like
u periodic sentence of titanie size, the
tale Is unrolled until with the ¢$nclud-
Ing puragraphs the meaning of all that
has gone before Is made clear.—Lee I,
Hartmnan in Harper's Weekly.

Fnets About Bananaw,

Under very favorable circumstances
& banana plant may give n stewn of
fruit in nine months, but it generally
takes from fifteen to elghteen months
for the average plantations to be in full
bearing. The life of a plantation
varles necording to the fertility of its
soll and topographical situation. Some
colls may nced u rest {n six or seven
Jyears, while others may last practically
forever, us in cases where periodically
enriched by alluvial deposits. Sandy
ionm, through which water or rain will
freely percolute, is the best soll for
bananas. The stalk needs a large
amounut of rainfall for its successtul
development, but water must not be
allowed to remain on the surface or
Immediately uuder the surface qf the

soll surrounding it, lest the water be |

heated by the tropical sun and be-
come stagnant, In which case it will
kill the plant.—Chicago Journal,

Toothbrushes,

“In the straight toothbrush one thigh
bone of a beef twelve Iuches long and
four In dimmeter will cut four perfect
blunks. The same bone will cut only
two of these fancy curved pieces.
That's one thing that makes the dif-
ference In cost between plain and fan-
ey,” sald n manufacturer. “YWhen the
bone Is cut to length and shaped, bris-
tles are hand drawn by wire or thread
through the brush part, each group of
bristles having its own leader. Then
they are securely fastened, and the
work Is finished. When the bristles
first go In they are fully three inches
long. After belng firmly secured they
are cut down to the size required.
What bristle is best? Well, in some re-
spects that’s o matter of taste. It is
all hog bristle, but whether soft or
hard depends on the user.”

Diplomnt and Philosopher,

A story 1s told In Parls of a diplo-
mitist who représented a South Amer-
fcan republic a few years ago. There
Lad been so many revolutions at home
that the financiers there had no time to
send him his salary, but he took this
misfortune philosophically, sold all the
furniture of the legation except a bed,
a table and some chalrs and occupled
one room with his priscipal attache,
who cooked the meals, Any one who
called _carly on the minister would
probubly find him cleaning the boots.
“What would you have?’ he would
say, waving a boot expressively. *“My
poor country i3 in another crisis and
has forgotten us again, but when I go
buek I shall wake u revolution and ap-
point myself president. - Then we shall

have our reward for all this self de-
nial”

JUST TEA LEAVES.

The Spectacle They Present Under
n Powerful Microscope,

“Have a look,” said the histologlist.
And he rose from the beautiful, dell-
cate microscope, and his companion
took his place.

There was a little fiddling and ad-
Justing of tiny screws. Then the
tyro sald:

“Ugh! Ghastly! What have we here
—a rallroad wreck?"

“You are looking," answered the his-
tologlist, “at n part of the remains of a
Ceylonese caterpillar.”

He withdrew that slide and put an-
other in Its place.

“Another tragedy ?” the tyro asked.

“The remnants of a beetle,” the his-
tologist replied.

A third slide was placed bementh the
lens.,

“This,” sald the tyro, “should be a
battlefield.”

“It Is only,"” returned the sclentist, “a
commingling of the deslccated frag-
wents of a fly, a centiped, a moth and
n slug.”

The tyro yawned.

“Histology Is interesting,” he sald In
a bored volce. *“Where did you get
these speclmens?”

“Out of a packet of tea.”

“A packet of tea? What kind of
tea?"

“Ordinary tea.”

“Heavens! I am a tea drinker. Ex-
plain yourself.”

The histologlst, smiling, sald:

“Tea grows on bushes. The leaves
are plucked by hand. Imagine your-
self stripping rosebush after rosebush,

miles on miles, of thelr leaves. Well,
that Is what tea picking Is like.
“The native pickers work fast, They

pick as many as twenty-five pounds of
leaves a day—a bundle bigger than a
man,

“Now, the tea plant is the prey of a
hundred Insects, and the picker In his
haste doesn't pause to brush off each
leaf or to wash It, for he works, as we
say, by plece work.

“The plicked leaves are dried on char-
coal fires. They shrivel under the heat
and the insect, larvae and chrysallds
among them change to dust. This dust
looks to the ordinary eye like leaf frag-
ments, but under the microscope It
looks, as you remarked, llkke an Insect
rallrond wreck or a pygmy battlefleld.
It tastes llke—but you know as well as
I do what It tastes like.”

“Tomorrow,” sald the other, “I am
going to bring some of my wife's tea
here to examine with you.”—New York
Herald.

An Amended Quotation.

Miss Ida Tarbell's first journalistic
experience wus as editor of the Chau-
tauqua, Her predecessor on the jour-
nal, once editor of the Oll City Derrick,
bad established the custom of heading
with a guotation the column In which
be made brief mention of the news
of the day. Miss Tarbell followed his
habit and bent her mind to the task
of supplying suitable quotations. Once
upon a time she set down, as plain as
pen could set it:

“The meek eyed morn appears, moth-
er of dews.”

Then she went home, pardonably
proud of knowing her Thomson so
well, and at the head of the column
next day she read:

“The weak cyed worm appears,”—
Washington Post.

A Lack of Firmneas.

A very matter of fact Scotchman
called to see n nelghbor, an old Irish-
woman, who had bLeen alllng for some
time, when the following conversation
took place at the door:

“And how do you find yourself today,
Bridget 7"

“Sure, your honor, I'm mighty bad.
This shocking weather'll be the end
of me. I'll be a dead woman before
long.”

“Hoots, toots, woman! Ye've been
saying that for the last twenty years!
I'll tell ye waat it fs—ye want firm-
ness o' mind. Fin' a day for yer dee-
ing and stick tae it!"

When Hats Were Unknown.

In anclent days hats were unknown,
men having hoods attached to thelr
outer garments, which they wore or
discarded at pleasure. Stow, the old
historian, says that nobody wore any-
thing clse except the lord mayor of
London, who sometimes donned a hat
on state occaslons. In the relgn of
King Henry VIL., he says, the citizens
began to wear “flat caps knit of wool-
en yarn, black, but so light that they
were obliged to tie them under thelr
chins, for clse the wind would be mas-
ter over them."

Death by Lottery.

Among other cowmplications of Chi-
nese law and its execution Is a unique
and rather racy method of dealing with
prisoners by lottery. Ounce a year the
verwmlllion pencil of Imperial authority
18 waved over a chdrt on which the
names ol/couvlct&l criminals are writ-
ten, and:those which it Includes In a
haphazard sweep are executed forth-
with, The rest are cither reprieved al-
together or their executions are post-
poned for another year.

Something Wrong,

“Dear Pop,” wrote the boy from the
Aart school, “don’t send me any more
money. I have saved half that which
Yyou sent me last month” “Come
home,” wired the old man; “you’ll nev-
er make an artist.”—Puck,

Encouragement.

De Laye--1'm a mum-mum man who
nun-nun never says dud-dud die, duds
dud don't you know? Mrs. Goode—
Well, never mind; you certalnly try
hard ‘enough to do so.—Life,

Pay as you go and quit golng so
nruch.—Dallas: (Tex.) News.

A DBishop's Pun.

Henry Niles Plerce, Episcopal bishop
of Arkansas, wus as Inveterate and
clever a punster as the noted English
divine, Sydney Smith. On one ocea-
slon a lady In expressing her admira-
tion of his crudition exclaimed:

“Why, bishop, you are a perfect ocean
of learnigg.”

“No, madam,” was the modest re-
Joinder, “I'm only a part of the see of
Arkansas."

A Cuckoo That Stutters.

Even the cuckoo, which has no home,
is strangely faithful to locality. In an
Essex district an old cuckoo, known to
the whole place by a distinctive stam-
mer In his speech, was seen and heard
regularly in the same parish for seven
consecutive yenrs.—London Outlook,

Her ldea.

Mr. Settledown—1'd prefer to stay at
home once In awhile. My’ Idea of do-
mestie bliss was to have a home of our
own, Mrs. Settledown—Exactly, and
some place else (o go to.

Admiration s the daughter of ig-
norance.~kranklin,

. —— L —— ——

Light and Sonnd.

Light travels so vastly much faster
than sound that there Is uo comparl-
son between thieir velocitics. The ve-
loclty of light Is about 190,C00 miles o
second. At this speed light will teavel
about elght times around the carth in
a second, and light stariing from the
‘sun will traverse the 93,000,000 miles
of space Intervening between the sun
and the carth In eight minutes. 8o it
1s seen light flashes from one part of
the earth to another, even the most re-
mote, Instantancously, or practically
80, Sound travels worse than a suail's
pace as compared with light, golng
only about 1,160 feet in a secoud; or
about a mile In five seconds, or twelve
miles In a minute. ‘These facts are no-
ticed, though not always understood,
by any one who sces n gun fired only
a few hundred yards away. The flash
and the puff of smoke are scen instan-
taneously; the report of the gun al-
ways comes perceptibly later, the time
fntervening being greater or less, ac-
cording to the distunce.

Catching the Early Spider.

One must be an early riser If he
would photograph a spider's web, for
the delicate fabric must be taken when
the dew Is yet on it, so that the out-
lines will be In sharp relief. The best
success I8 obtained when the webs
are on pine trees, and splders seem to
favor these trees because of the shel-
ter they afford. Lobk on the lenst ex-
posed side of the tree for your web,
for Instinct teaches the little creatures
to make thelr homes where the strong
winds do not strike. In taking the
pleture the lens should be brought very
near the web, In order to make the
threads as large as possible. I have
photographed a splder's web with a
4 by & camera and with a 615 by 814
Instrument, having. equally good suc-
cess In ench case. It s well to have n
rubber focusing cloth and to keep It
over the camera all the time, for the
person who hunts splders’ webs early
In the morning must be prepared for
dampness.—Suburban Life,

The Term “Greenhorn.”

The term *“greenborn” originated in
this way: The ploneers of the west
were much given to bunting deer. It
was a fact known to early settlers that
when the horn of a fawn began to
grow there was a ring of green halr
around the spot. It was considered a
disgraceful thing for a hunter to kill a
fawn, a cruel act, and the killlng time
was regulated by the growth of the
horn., There was a sort of unwrltten
law that no one should kill a male
fawn before its horn could be seen, A
person who was so unthoughtful as to
kill a deer under the proper age was
called n ‘“greenborn.” He was so
named because the young horn of the
deer and the hair around It were still
green.  The use of the appellntion
gradually spread until It was applied
to all raw or Inexperienced youths or
persons easlly Imposed upon.

Pepyn and the Cook Mnald.

There was a servant problem in the
seventeenth century, but it was solved
in a rough and ready fashion, Pepys
records on April 12, 1607, that he came
home, “saw my door and hatch open,
left 50 by Luce, our cook wald, which
80 vexed me that I did give her a kick
in our entry and offered u blow at her,”

Two days afterward (Lord's day)
Pepys writes this: *“Took out my wife
and the two Mercers and two of our
maids, Barker and Jane, and over the
water to the Jamalca lhouse, where 1
never was before, and there the girls
did run for wagers over the bowling
green, and tlere with much pleasure
spent little, and so home."” Luce was not
there, but the other malds were treated
as members of the famlily.

Smull Colnx,

The natives of the Malay peninsula
have In use the very smallest current
coin In the world. It Is a sort of
wafer made from the reslnous julce of
a tree and Is worth about one ten-
thousandth of a penny. The smallest
metal coln in circulation at the present
day s the Portuguese three rels picee,
worth twelve one-hundredths of a pen-
ny. The smallest coln circulating of-
ficlally in any part of the British cm-
pire is the flve mflleslma plece of
Glbraltar, worth about half a farthing,

Saved Hix Own Name.

After a recent bank holiday In Lon-
don one of the police courts the next
morning had among {ts “drunk and
disorderly” prisoners a man who sald
he was Willlam Shakespeare. “Is that
your. real name,"” asked the judge, “or
Just your nom de guerre?’ *“Well, your
honor,” replied the prisoner, “it is true
that I was not christened William
Shakespeare, but, you sce, I hated to
bring dishonor and disgrace upon a re-
spected name.”

How She Guewssed,

Landlady-—That new boarder s
either married or n widower. Daugh-
ter—Why, mamma, he says he I8 a
bachelor. Landlndy—Don't you belleve
It. When he opens his pocketbook to
pay his bill he always turns his back
to me.

Disappointed,
Newed—Alas, I sm a disappointed
man. My wife cannot sing. Oldwed—
Can't sing! Why, man, that ought to
be n cause for, rejoicing. You are to
be congratulated. Newed—Yes; but
the trouble Is shie thinks she can.

The Dark Ages,
Soph—Why did they call the middle
ages the dark ages? Junlor—Because
the women kept thelr ages dark?
Soph—No; because there weie so many
knights,—Columbia Jester,

How He Saved Him,
Hewitt—That fellow saved me from
bankruptey. Jewlitt—ITow was that?
Hewlitt—IHe married the extravagant
ghl I was enguged to.

A Domestic Tragedy.

Divorces are frequently pronounced
in America on the ground of Incom-
patibility of temper. In England we
do not go so far as that, but I have
Just heard of a case where an old
family servant who married the gar-
dener separated from her husband
on exceedingly slight grounds. She
sald that he would {nsist on the glusses
belug turned upside down on the slde-
board and that there should be antl-
macassars on the dining room chalrs.
And so, ns they could not agree, the
unhappy pair separated. — London
News.

A Friendly Suggestion,

An old man In a Scoteh village had
a big elght day clock which needed
repalr, 0 he took It on his back to
carry it to the watchinaker's, As he
went along the village street an ne-
qualntance met him, glanced at him
and passed on. After he had got about
fifty yards away his friend ealled out
to bim, “ITI!" Back went the old nian
laboriously to where the other stood.
“Man,” said his friend, “would it not

be far handler if ye carrled a watch?”
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RAILROAD
Time Cards.

Manchester & Oneida Ry,

TIME TABLE.

Traln No, 2 leaves Manchester at 5:00 a. m,ar-
rlnsnonoldlln:wl‘.g’.. -
ot 1o OReIah a8 6:4)
ng leaves Oneldsa at 5:
arrives at Manchester at 0';’40 t"=

Traln No, 4, leaves Manchester at 7;15 a. m
arrives at Onelda at 7:45 &. m,, con
nects with east bound 0. G, W. No -
6. Returning leaves Onelda at 7:5¢
:. :w..lmvu at Manchester at 8:2C
«

Traln No, 6, leaves Manchester at 0:15a.m., ar-
rives at Onelda at 9:24 a,m.
uects with the north bound O. M, &

S8t. P,, No, 22, urning leaves
Onelda at 9:25, arrives at Mancheatet
at9:508,m,

Tralo No. 8, leaves Manchester at 2:00 p, m, Ar-
rives at Onelda at 2:30 p, m, S
i ) 0, 4, easl
bound Re-
turning leaves Onelda at 3:23 p, m-
arrives at Manchester at 8:45 p m,,
Traln No 10, leaves Manchester at 6:15 P, m,
arrives at Onelda at 5:16 p. m, Con-
nects with south bound C. M

. M, & B¢,
P., No. 21, Returning leaves Onelda
5‘2:%3' m,, arrives at Manchester
45 p, m.

J. L. KaL8SRY,

s Gen. Traftlo Manager.
rough tickets for sale
points :ln“Noru: America, 84 Anchemer v -."

—TRAINS WILL STOP ONLY AT—

Belknaps Crossing, Platf uaker
!wluzh.plfunklln glmtcmln“. % '8 &
g, Miller's Crossing, Twin Crossing, West
brook’s Crossing.

e ——————————
ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R,

TIME TABLE.

Maln Line Passenger Trains,

WEST nouxbl MAIN LINK

Nol1*12:158 m|..Fast Traln,, (N
No s* 2:18 pm,.|Thro Express..
N033 46:056 p m|....Clipper,...
Nob5 +9:008 m|Local Expross
No 93¢ 2:00 p m.| .Wsy Freight,
UEDAR RAPIDS BRANCH,

“North Bound | Bet Cedar Rpds | South Bound
-——Arrive— ! and Manch ——Loay

No.306 6:00p,m|...1 Passenger .. |No.S0G 9:10 8, m
No 334 8.408.m|..tPassenger, . No.3% 8:20 p. m
No.:}d_ﬁ}:ill_p:ry ... tFrelght N0,8603:80 p. m

All AbOVE Lralns carry passengers,
*Dally.
tDally ExceptSunday.

H. G, PIERCE, Station Agt.

No. 5 Runs to Sioux City only.

No. 3 Runs to Omaba only.

No. 1 has connectlons to Omahs, Bloux Oity
and Sloux Falls and No. 2 from same points.

eeee————

CHicAGO GREAT WESTERN RY.

“The Maple Leaf Route.”
Time card, Onelda, lowa,
Chleago Special, Dally, Going East,
Day Express dally..
Way Frolght dafly
Goirg West, North and Sou

y TS
St Paul & Kansas Clty Exp, dally......5:81 :m
For Information and tickets apply 1o
C. A. Robinson, Agent, Onelds.

INVESTMEMTS
IN
SOUTHERN LANDS

Huch invesimonts are not speculative. ‘The
South isnot 4 new country, Market and lhlpytlgl
facllities are adequate and first class, L)
climute 18 mild ana favorable. Notwithstauding
these und other ndvantages, southern lands are
selling for pricesfar Lelow thelr real value, and
at present prices net jurge returns on the ic-
vestment. For i froe sot of circulars Nos, 1 to
10, Incl 1s1ve, concerning the possibilities of lands
In Kentucky, West Tounessee, Misslssipol and
Loutsl inx, onand netr the llinols Central Rall-
roud, for homeseskers and investors
the undersigned. J. K, RRY.
Ass'LGen'Pass'r Agent 1. C. B, B,

Dubnque, Iows,

Compound Vapor and Sham- -
poo Baths. &

B In Most' al}dls-

©asus are caused
y ‘rglsonouneo
1

Vapor

and

b;

retions, which

[ the wheels
Shampoo.

of NATURE,

The name anu
the syymtoms
may be different,
but the caure of
d can us-

ually be traced
to the Imperfect action of the millions
of pores of the human body. A bath in
accordance with scientific require-
ments is the Lest preventative and
remedy known. The methods employ-
ed by me are the most sclentific ever
'nvented or discovered for dispelling
disease. Results tell the story. Give
mwe a trial. This s the Conant system
of kaths. A competent lady attendant
In charge of the Iedies department.

Office and bath rooms on Franklin
sireet, cppo:ite Globe Hotel.

8t/ Q. D. QATES,

e S

Why do you fret and grumble,
Why don't you l"?“ A tumble,
en!

%':yn W ariy ur'lle
oy w VO & our
Try them. 25 cents. :n"duuuu. [ 4

Illinois Central

Excursion Rates.

Exeursion tickots will be sold by the!
Oentral, to the points, and nmni’n lylllg':lug

SUMMER TOURIST RATES,

Tickets on salo dally durlng the
months to St. aul and Minneapol
Hot Springs and Desawood, Bo. Duk,
Co.orado  Spilogs,  Pueblo and )
Spriugs, Colo.; Ogden und Sult Lake City, :
uud many other Sumimner Kesorts both East and
Wost, 1l ited w0 Oct, 31st. Also to Yellow-
nh‘mu Park, llmited to ninety days, Write for
ralos,

FARE AND ONE-TUIRD | ON CERTIFI-
CATE PLAN,

Cedar Fals, Ia , Iows State Normal Summer

sule ouly

Sclool, June 10, July 21, Tickets on
ou certain dates,

ONE FARE PLUS 82,00,

Home-scekers'  Kxcursions, West, Bouth,
Pouth-cast uud South-west,

T ckets on sale the first and third Tuesday of
each month uotll October, To certaln poluis ln
fows, Miunesots, South Dakots, North Dakota,
U?n-\l:lu ulxd the N(:mnv’ulom 3:&6’. be
wi'l be sold every Tuesday un ctober Sist.

Boffalo N. Y.,” Meeting Grand Lodge, B, P,
O, Kiks_ July 11-13,

LESS TIIAN ONE FARE,

Portland, Oro, San Francisco, Los Angeles
and Sun Diego, Cal.—Lewls & Clark Contennial
Exposition st I’ rtlund, and other mes| at
ubm\'e l'“l"{f- 'l'llclT«u 3" sale &n cortain dates
every mouth untll and nc.uding Septem
lmited o nluety duys for return, fmt i) .ub.e.:‘
ANovewber soth - Wrlte for rates and lllustrated
folders nboutthe Portland Exposition,

Denver, Colo. - International Epworth League

Couvention, July 5-9. Through Touri Bleepers
to Denver Jul syru. Foxiotrent

log rutes and givi w':ﬁa ’uolr cln;u‘:rl'&

U culars,
ﬂmlerlpu\'o of l’j or % i Tor
sorts

enver and other Colorado re-

¥or particulars as to dates of sale, rates, elo,,
:Sﬁ" to any lilnols Central Ticket Agent, or

ross the ungorsigned, N
Anst, Goo't Pete  Agent
5 . Agen
Dubuque, lo"t.'

SUMMER EXCURSION RATES

Viathe M. & 0. to Summer Toutist

Polnts, North, East, South and West,

Commencing June 1st and continu-
ing daily thereafter until September
1905, the M. and Oneida Ry, Co. wil
sell round trip summer tourist tickets
good to return until October Slst at
greatly reduced rates with stop aver
privileges on nearly all roads. E,::r fur-
ther information call on or address the
undersighed at Manchester Iowa,

J. L. Kelsey,

23wl4 Traflic Mgr,

Residence Property for Sale.

We are authorized to offer for
sale the Dr. Sherman residence pro-

perty on Butler street. For terms
apply to ~ BronsoN & Cage, tf,




