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CIIArTEH X. 

[R. ROYCE grasped tbe nrni3 
of his chair convulsively, and 
remained' for a moment 
specchless uuder the shock. 

Then he swuug around toward me. 
"Come here, Lester," he said hoarse

ly. "I needed you once before, and I 
need you now. This, touches me so 
closely I can't think consecutively. 
You will help, won't you?" 

There was an appeal in his facfe 
which showed his sudden weakness— 
an appeal there was no resisting, even 
had I not myself been deeply interest
ed In the case. 
' "Gladly," I answered from the 
depths of my heart, seeing how over
wrought he was; "I'll help to the very 
limit of my power, Mr. Royce." 

He sank back into his chair again 
and breathed a long sigh. 

"I knew you would," he said. "Get 
the story'from Thompson, will you?" 

I brought a chair aud sat down by 
the old butler. 

"STou have been in Mr. Holladay's 
family a great many years, haven't 
you, Mr. Thompson?" I asked* to give 
him opportunity to compose himself. 

"fes, ft great many years, sir—near
ly forty, I should say." 
: "Before Miss Ho)today's birth, then?1 

"Oh, yes, sir; long before. Just be
fore his marriage Mr. Holladay bought 
the Fifth avenue house he lived in ever 
since, and I was employed then, sir, 
as nn underservant." 

"Mr. Holladay and his wife were 
very happy together, weren't they?" T 
questioned. 

"Very happy; yes, sir. They wore 
just like lovers, sir, uutil her death. 
They seemed just made for cachsOther, 
sir," and the trite old saying gathered 
A new dignity as he uttered It. 

I paused a moment to consider. This, 
certainly, seemed to discredit the theo
ry that Holladay had ever had a liaison 
with any other woman, aud yet what 

- other theory tvns tenable? 
"There was nothing to mar their hap

piness that you know of? Of course,' 
1 added, "you understand, Thompson, 
that I'm not asking these questions 
from idle curiosity, but to get to the 
bottom of this mystery if possible." 

v*' 4,I understand, sir," he nodded; "N«, 
- cthere was nothing to mar their happi

ness—except one thing." 
* ~ "And what was that?" ;' -

"Why« they had no children, sir, for 
' fifteen years and more. After Miss 
Frances came, of course that was all 

vs - changed." 
^ "She was boru abroad?" 

"Yes, sir; iu France. I dou't just 
know the town." 

"But you know the date of her 
birth?" 

"Oh, yes, sir—the 10th of June, 187C. 
Wo always celebrated it." 

^ "Mr. Holladay was with his wife at 
the time?" 

"Yes, sir. He and his wife had been 
... "* abroad nearly a year. His health had 

broken down, and the doctor made him 
take a long vacation. lie came home 
a few months later, but Mrs. Holla
day stayed ou. She didn't get strong 
again, some way. She stayed nearly 
four years, aud he went over every 
few months to spend a week with her, 

- „Hand at last she came home to die, 
A"^bringing her child with lier. That was 

of us ever saw Miss ^ ^ the first time any 
$ V^Frniices." 
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"Mr. Holladay thought a great deal 
of her?" 

"Yon mr.y well say so. sir. She took 
hi:* wife's place," said the old man 
simply. 

"And she thought a great deal of 
him?" 

"More than that, sir. She fairly wor
shiped him. She was always at the 
door to meet him; always dined with 
him; they almost always spent their 
evenings together. She didn't care much 
for society. I've often heard her tell 
linn that she'd much rather Just stay 
at home with him. It was he who 
rather insisted on her going out, for 
he was proud of her, as heM a right 
to be." 

"Yes," I said, for all this fitted In 
exactly with what I had always heard 
about the family. "There were no 
other relatives, were there?" 

"None at all, sir. Both Mr. Holla
day and his wife were ouly children. 
Their parents, of course, have been 
dead for years." 

"Nor auy intimate friends?" 
"None I'd call intimate, sir. Miss 

Frances had some school friends, but 
she was always—well—reserved, sir." 

"Yes," I nodded again. "And now," 
I added, "tell me, as fully as $;ou can, 
what has happened within the last 
three weeks." 

"Well, sir," he began slowly, "after 
her father's death she seemed quite 
distracted for awhile—wandered about 
the house, sat in the library of even
ings, ate scarcely anything. Then Mr. 
Itoyec got to co:: jug to th;- house, and 
she brightened up. and we all hoped 
Bhe'd soon he all right again. Then she 
seemed to get worse of a sudden aud 
sent us all away to get Belair ready, 

i I got the place in order, sir, and tele
graphed her that we were ready. She 

. answered that she'd come iu a few 
days. Ten days ago the rest of the 
servants came, and I looked for her 
every day, but she didn't come. I tele
graphed her again, hut she didn't 
swer, and finally I got so uneasy, sir, 
I couldn't rest, and came back to the 
city' to see what was the matter. I 
got here early this miming and went 
right to the hou?e. Thomas, the sec
ond butler, had been left iu charge, 
and he told me that Miss France* and 
her maid her started for Belair the 
same day the servants did. That's all 
1 know." 

"Then she's been gone ten days?" I 
questioned. | 

"Ten days; yes, sir." 
Ten days' What might not have hap-

pened in ih:;t time! Dr. JeaUinsou's 
, theory of dementia recurred to me, and 
1 was more than ever inclined to ere.lit 
it. How else explain thij flight? I 
could see from Mr. Itoyce's face how | 
absolutely nonplused he was. I 

"Well," I said at last, for want of 
something better, "we'll go with you U 
the house and sec the man in charge 
there, l'crhaps he can tell us some-
tiling more." 

But he could tell us very little. Ten 
days before a carriage had driven up 
to the door. Miss Holladay and her 
maid had'entered it and been driven 
away. The carriage had been called, 
he thought, from some neighboring 
stable, as the family coachman had 
been sent away with the other serv
ants. They had driven down the ave

nue toward Thirty-fourth street, 
where he supposed they were going to 
the Long Island station. We looked 
through the house; it was In perfect 
order. Miss Iiolladay's rootts were 
jr.st^as she would naturally have left 
them. Her father's rooms, too, were 
evidently undisturbed. 

Here's one thing," I said, "that 
might help," and I picked up a photo
graph from the mantel. "You won't 
mind my using itf?" 

Mr. Royce took it with trembling 
hand and gazed at it for a moment— 
at the dark eyes, the earnest mouth. 
Then he handed it back to me. 

No," he answered, "not If it will 
really help. We must use every means 
we can. Only"— 

"I won't use it unless I absolutely 
have to," I assured him. "And when 
I'm done with it IH1 destroy It." 

"Very well," he assented, and I put 
It in my pocket. 

There was nothing more to be dis
covered there, and we went away, aft
er warning the two men to say not a 
word to ai>x one concerning their mis
tress' disappearance. 

Plainly the first thing to be done 
was to find the coachman who had 
driven Miss Helladay ami her maid 
away from the house, arid with th'is 
end in view we visited all the stables 
in the neighborhood, but from noue of 
them had a carriage been ordered by 
her. Had she ordered It herself from 
a stable in some distant portion of the 
city for the purpose of concealing her 
whereabouts, or had It been ordered 
for her by her maid, and was she real
ly the victim of foul jflay? I put this 
question to Mr. Royce, but he seemed 
quite unable to reach a conclusion. As 
for myself, I was certain that she had 
gone away of her own accord and had 
deliberately planned her disappearance. 
Why? Well, I» began to suspect that 
we had not yet really touched the bot
tom of the mystery. 

We drove back to the office and found 
Mr. Graham there. I related to him 
the circumstances of our search and 
submitted to him and to our junior one 
question for immediate settlement. 

"At the best, it's 41 delicate case,' 
pointed out. "Miss Holladay has plain
ly laid her plans very carefully to pre
vent us following her. It may be dif
ficult to prove that she has not gone 
away entirely of her own accord. She 
certainly has _a perfect right to go 
wherever she wishes without consult
ing us. Have we tbe right toN follow 
her against her evident desire?" 

For a moment Mr. Graham did not 
answer, but sat tapping his desk with 
that deep line of perplexity between 
his eyebrows. Then be nodded em
phatically. 

"It's our duty to follow hor and find 
her," he said. "It's perfectly evident 
to me that no girl in her right mind 
would act as she has done. She had no 
reason whatever for decelvlug us—for 
running away. We wouldn't have In
terfered with her. Jenkinson's right-
she's suffering with dementia. We 
must see that she receives proper med
ical treatment." 

"It might not be dementia," I sug
gested, "bo much as undue influence-
on the part of the new maid, perhaps." 

"Then it's our duty to rescue her 
from that Influence," rejoined Mr. Gra
ham, "and restore her to her normal 
mentality." 

"Even If we offend her?" 
"We can't stop to think of that Be

sides, she won't be offended when she 
comes to herself. The question is how 
to find her most speedily." 

"The police, probably, could do it 
most, speedily," I said, "but since she 
can be in no immediate danger of any 
kind I ratlitfr doubt whether It would 
be wise to call in the police. Miss 
Holladay would very properly resent 
auy more publicity"— 

"But," objected Mr. Graham, "if we 
don't call In the police, how are we to 
find her? I recognize, of course, how 
undesirable ft is that she should be 
subjected to any further notoriety, but 
is there any other way?" 

I glanced at Mr. Royce and saw that 
he was seemingly sunk in apathy. 

"If I could be excused from the 
office for a few days, sir," I began 
hesitatingly, "I might be able to find 
some trace of her. If I'm unsuccess
ful, we might then call in the author
ities." 

Mr. Uoyce brightened up for a mo
ment. 

"That's It," he said. "Let Lester 
look Into* It." 

"Very well," assented Mr. Graham. 
"I agree to that. Of course any ex
pense you may incur will be borne by 
the office." 

"Thank you, sir," and I rose with 
fast beating heart, for the adventure 
appealed to me strongly. "I'll begin 
at once then. I should like assistance 
in oue thing. Could you let me have 
three or four clerks to visit the va
rious stables of the city? It would 
be best, I think, to use our own people." 

"Certainly," assented our senior in
stantly. "I'll call them iu and we can 
give them their instructions at once." 

So four clci'ks were summoned, and 
each was giveu a district of the city. 
Their instructions were to find from 
which stable Miss Holladay had or
dered u carriage on the morning of 
Thursday, April 3. They were to re
port at the olilce every day, noon and 
evening, until the search was finished. 
They started away at once, and I 
turned to follow them, when my eye 
was caught by the expression of 6ur 
junior's face. 

"Mr.' Itoyce is ill, sir!" I cried. "Look 
at him!" 

He wits loaning forward heavily, his 
face drawn and livid, his eyes set, his 
hands plucking at the arms of his 
chair. We sprang to him and led him 
to a couch. I bathed his hands and 
face iu cold water, while Mr. Graham 
hurriedly summoned a physician. The 
doctor soon arrived and diagnosed the 
case at a glance. 

"Nervous breakdown," he said terse
ly. "You lawyers drive yourselves too 
hard. It's a wonder to me you don't 
all drop over. We'll have to look out 
or this will end iu brain fever." 

He poured out u stimulant, which the 
sick man swallowed without protest. 
He scorned stronger In a few moments 
and began talkiug Incoherently to him
self. We gut hhu down to the doctor's 
carriage and drove rapidly to his lodg
ings, whore wo put him to bed without 
delay. 

"1 think ha'll pull through," observ
ed" the doctor after watching him for 
awhile. "I'll get a couple of nurses. 

And we'll give him every chance. Has 
he any relatives here in New York?" 

"No; his relatives are all in Ohio. 
Had they better be notified?" 

"Oh, I think not—not unless he gets 
worse. He seems to be naturally 
strong. I suppose he's been worrying 
about something?" 

"Yes," I said. "He has been greatly 
worried by one of his cases." 

"Of course," he nodded. "If the hu
man race had sense enough to stop 
worrying there'd be mighty little work 
for us doctors." 

"I'd like to call Dr. Jenkinson into 
the case," I said. "He knows Mr. 
Royce and may be of help." 

"Certainly. I'll be glad to consult 
with Dr. Jeukinson." 

So Jenkinson was called and con
firmed the diagnosis. He understood, 
of course, the cause of Mr. Royce'n 
breakdown and turned to me when the 
consultation was ended and his col
league bad taken his departure. 

"Mr. Lester," he said, "I advise you 
to go home aud get some rest. Tut this 
case out of your mind or you'll be 
right where Mr. Royce is. He had some 
more bad news, I suppose?" 

I told him of Miss Iiolladay's disap
pearance. He pondered over It a mo
ment with grave face. 

"This strengthens my belief that she 
is suffering with dementia/' he safd. 

Wc sprang to him and led him to a 
couch. 

"Sudden aversion to relatives and 
friends is one of its most common 
symptoms. Of course*- site must be 
found." 

"I'm going to find her," I assured 
him, with perhaps a little more confi
dence than I really felt. 

"Well, remember to call on me if I 
can help you. But, first of all, go 
home and sleep for ten hours—twelve, 
If you can. Mind, no work before that 
—no building of theories. You'll be 
so much the fresher tomorrow.1 

I recognized the wisdom of this ad
vice, but I had one thing to do first. 
I took a cab aud drove to the nearest 
telegraph office. There I sent an im
perative message to Brooks, the Holla
day coachman, telling him to return 
to New York by the first train and 
report to me at the office. That done, 
I gave the driver my address and set
tled back in the seat. 

No building of theories, Jenkinson 
had said; yet it was difficult to keep 
Uie brain idle. Where was Frances 
Holladay? Why had she fled? Was 
she really mentally deranged? Had 
the weight of the secret proved too 
great for her? Or had ue merely 
fallen under the influence of the wo
man who was guilty? Supposing she 
was Insane, what should we do with 
her when we found her? How could 
we control her? And, supposing she 
were not insane, what legal right had 
we to interfere with her? These and a 
hundred other questions crowded upon 
me till thought failed and I lay back 
confused/ Indifferent. 

"Here we are, sir," said the driver, 
jumping down from his seat and jerk
ing open the door. 
1 paid him and went stumbling up 

the steps. I have 110 doubt he wag 
grinning behind me. As I fumbled 
with my key some one opened the door 
from the inside. 

"Why, Mistair Lester!" exclaimed 
Uartlguy's voice. "What is it? You 
have uo illness, I hope!" 

"No," I murmured, "I'm just dead 
tired," and I started blindly for the 
stair. , 

"Let me assist you," and he took my4 

arm and helped me up, then went ou 
ahead, opened my door and lighted the 
gas. 

"Thanks," I said as I dropped Into 0 
chair. 

He sat quietly down opposite me. 
and, weary as I was, I was conscious 
of his keen eyes upon me. 

"We heard from Miss Holladay this 
morning," I remarked, unconsciously 
auswerlng their question. 

He did not reply for a moment, but 
I had closed my eyes again, and 1 
was too tired''to open them and look 
at hiin. 

"Ah!" he said in-a voice a little 
hoarse. "And she is well?" 

"No. She's disappeared.". 
"You mean"— 
"I mean she's run away," I 

wakiug up a little. - ; 

"And she has iuformed you"— 
"Oh, no. We've just found it out. 

She's been gone ten days." 
"And you are going to search for 

her?" he questioned carelessly, after 
another pause. 

"Yes. I'll begin in the morning." 
Again there was a moment's silence. 
"Ah!" he said, with a curious in

tensity. "All!" 
Then he arose and left me to tumble 

incontinently into bed. 

said, 

r  ̂11: 
CHAPTER XI. 

IIRED nature asserted herself 
and took the full twelve hours, 
but I felt like another man 
when I left the house next 

morning, and I was eager to grapple 
anew with the mystery. I fouud two 
reports awaiting me at the office. Mr. 
Royce had passed a good night and 
was better; the clerks who had spent 
the afternoon before in visiting the 
stables had as yet discovered nothing, 
and were continuing their search. 

I looked up a time card of the Long 
Island railroad and found that Miss 
Iiolladay's coachman could not reach 
the city until 9:30; so I put on my hat 
again, sought a secluded table at Wal
laces, and over a cigar and stein of 
bock drew up a resume of the case-
to clear the atmosphere, as It were. It 
ran something like this: 
March 13, Thursday. — Holladay found 

murdered; daughter drives to Wash
ington square. 

March 14, Friday. — Coroner's inquest; 
Miss Holladay released; mysterious 
note received. 

March lu, Sunday.—Holladay burled. 
March '3, Tuesday.—Will opened <uud pro-

butt'd. 
March 2o. Friday.—Miss Holladay returns 

from drive, bringing new malifmlh 
her and dl.schurgos old one. 

Mnrch J), Saturduy. — Gives orders to 

open summer house. 
April 1, Tuesday.—Asks for $100,600. 
April 2, Wednesday.—Gets It. 
April 8, Thursday.—Leaves home, osten

sibly for Belair, In company wuu new 
maid. 

April 14, Monday.—Butler reports her dis
appearance; Royce taken ill; I begin 
my search. 

There I stopped. The last entry 
brought me up to date. There was 
nothing more to add. But it seemed 
impossible that all the developments 
of this mystery should have taken ouly 
a month. For years, as it seemed to 
me, I had thought of nothing else. 

I looked over the schedule again 
carefully. There was only oue opeulng 
that I could see where it was possible 
to begiu work with the hope of accom
plishing anything. That was in the 
very first entry. Miss Holladay had 
driven to Washington square; she had, 
I felt certain, visited her sister; 1 must 
discover the lodging of this woman. 
Perhaps I should also discover Frances 
Holladay there. In any event, I should 
have a new point to work from. 

The police had been over the ground, 
I knew. They had exhausted every re
source lu the effort to locate Mr. Hoi 
today's mysterious visitor and had 
found not a trace of her. But that fact 
did not discourage me, for I hoped to 
start my search with information 
which the police ljail uot possessed. 
Brooks, the coachman, should be able 
to tell me— 

Recalled suddenly to remembrance 
of him, I looked at my watch aud saw 
that It was past his hour. I was pleas 
ed to find him awaiting me when I 
opened the office door three minutes 
later. I had only a few questions to 
nsk him. 

"When your mistress left the car
riage the day you drove her to Wash
ington square did you notice which 
street she took after she left the 
square?" 

"Yes, sir; she went on down West 
Broadway." 

"On which side?" 
"Th' left hand side, sir; th' east side." 
"She must have crossed the street to 

get to that side." 
"Yes, sir; she did. I noticed per-

tic'Iar, for-I thought it funny she 
shouldn't've let me drive hor on down 
th' street to, wherever she was goin*. 
It's a dirty place along there, sir." 

"Yes, I know. When you drove her 
out on the 28th—the day she brought 
back the makl—where did she go?" 

"To Washington square again, sir.' 
"Aud left you waiting for her?" 

"Yes, sir; Just th' same." 
"And went down the same street?1 

"Yes, sir; crossed to th' east side 
just th' same as th' time before." 

"How long was she gone?" 
"Over an hour, sir; an hour an' 

half, I should say." 
"Did you notice anything unusual in 

her appearance when she came back?" 
"No, sir; she ivaj wearin' a heavy 

veil. She had th' other woman with 
her, an' she just said 'Home!' in a kind 
o' hoarse voice as I helped them into 
th' carriage." 

That was all that he could tell me, 
and yet I felt that it would help me 
greatly. In the first place, it narrowed 
my investigations to the district lying 
to the east of West Broadway, and 
iviiew that the French quarter extended 
only a block or two in that direction, 
And, again, it gave me a point to insist 
on In my inquiries—I knew the date 
upon which tbe mysterious woman had 
left her lodging, or, at least, I knew 
that it must be one of two dates. The 
lodging had been vacated, then, either 
m the 28th of March or the 3:1 of April. 
As a last resource I had the photo
graph. I was ready to begin my search 
and dismissed Brooks, warning him 10 

say nothing to auy one about the mys
tery. 

As I passed out the door to the pave
ment I happened to glance across the 
way, and there, In the crowd of bro
kers who always line the street, 
perceived Martigny. He was listening 
intently to one of the brokers, who 
was talking earnestly In his ear—tell
ing him how to make his fortune, 
suppose—and did not see me. For nn 
instant I was tempted to cross to him 
and get him out of danger. Then I 
smiled at the absurdity of the thought. 
It would take a clever man to fleece 
Martigny, and I recalled his strong 
face, his masterful air. He was 110 fool 
110 lamb ready for the shears. lie was 
perfectly able to look out for himself— 
to wield the shears with power and ef
fect, if need be. 

I turned west toward Broadway 
still, I suppose, thinking of him sub 
consciously, for a few moments later 
stffiie irresistible impulse caused mo 
to glance around, and there he was 
walking after me on the opposite side 
of the street! Then in a Hash I un
derstood. He was following me! 

It Is difficult to describe the shock 
that ran through me, that left me 
numbed and helpless. For an instant 
I stumbled on, half duzed; then grad
ually my self control came back and 
with it a certain fierce joy, a hot exul
tation. Here at last was something 
definite, tangible, a clew ready to my 
hand, if only I were clever enough to 
follow it up; a ray of light In the dark
ness. I could feel my cheeks burning 
and my heart leaping at the thought 

But what had been his part in the 
affair? For a monjent I groped blind
ly in the dark, but only for a moment.* 
Whatever his share in the tragedy, he 
had plainly been left behind to watch 
us; to make sure that we did not fol
low the fugitives; to warn them in 
case of danger. I understood now his 
solicitude for Miss Holladay—"In her I 
take such nn interest!" It was im
portant that he should know the mo
ment we discovered her absence. And 
lie had known; he knew that I was 
even at this moment commencing the 
search for her. My cheeks reddened 
at the thought of my indlscreetness; 
yet he was a man to command confi
dence. Who would have suspected 
him? And an old proverb which he 
had repeated one evening flashed 
through my mind. 

"Silly is the sheep who to the wolf 
herself confesses." I had translated It, 
with that painful llteralness character
istic of the beginner. Well, I had been 
the sheep and silly enough, heaven 
knows! 

I had reached Broadway, and at the 
corner I paused to look at a display of 
uien's furnishings in a window. Far 
down the street on the other side, al
most lost In the hurrying crowd, Mar
tigny was buying n paper of a news
boy. lie shook it out und looked quick
ly up and down its columns, like a 
man- who Is searching for some special 
item of news. 'Perhaps he was a spec
ulator; perhaps, after all, I was de
ceiving myself in imagining that he 
was following me. I had no proof of it; 
It was the most natural thing iu the 
world that he should be in this part of 
the town. I must test the theory be
fore accepting it. It was time I grew 
wary of theories. 

I entered the store and spent ten 
uiln:ue.; looking ^at some neckties. 
When I came out again Martigny was 
just getting down from a ho ilhlnck's 
rh.iir across the street. Ills* hack was 
toward ine, and 1 watched him get out 
!ils little purse and drop a dime Into 
the bootblack's hand. I went on up 

Broadway, loitering sometimes, some- 1 
times walking straight ahead; always, 
away behind uie, lost In the orowd, 
was my pursuer. It could no longer be 
doubted. He was really following me, 
though he did it so adroitly, with such 
consummate cunuing, that I should 
never have seen him, never have sub-
pected him, but for that fortunate in
tuition at the start. 

A hundred plans flashed through my 
brain. I had tlds advantage—he could 
not know that I suspected him. If I 
could only overmaster him in cunning, 
wrest his secret from him—and then, 
as I remembered the strong face, the . 
piercing eyes, the perfect self control, ! 
I realized how little possible it was ! 
that I could accomplish this. He was ' 
my superior in diplomacy and deceit; • 
he would not pause now at any means 
to assure the success of his plot. 

Yes, I could doubt no longer that! 
there was a plot, whose depths I had 
not before even suspected, and I drew 
back from the thought with a* little 
shiver. What was the plot? What in
tricate, dreadful crime was this which 
he was planning? The murder of the 
father, then, had been only the first 
step. The abduction of Frances Hol
laday was the second. What would 

the third be? How could we pre^ 
vent his taking It? Suppose we should 
be unsuccessful? And, candidly, what 
chance of success could we have, fight* 
ing in the dark against this accom
plished scoundrel? He had the threads 
all in his fingers; he controlled the 
situation; we were struggling blindly, 
snarled In a net of mystery from 
which there seemed uo escaping. My 
imagination clothed him with super-
human attributes. For a moment a 
wild desire possessed me to turn upon 
him, to confront him, to accuse him, 
to confouud him with the very cer
tainty of my knowledge, to surprise his 
secret, to trample him down! 

But the frenzy passed. No, he must 
not discover that I suspected him. I 
must not yiold up that advantage. I 
might yet surprise him, mislead him, 
set a trap for 1dm, get him to say more 
than he wished to say. That battle of 
wits would come later on—this very 
night perhaps—but for the moment I 
could 110 nothing better than carry out 
my first plan, yet he must not suspect 
the dircption of my search. I must throw 
him off the track. Why, this was for 
all the world just like the peuny dread
fuls, of my boyhood. And I smiled at 
tire thought that I had become an actor 
iu a drama fitted for a red and yellow 
cover! 

My plan was soon made. I crossed 
Broadway and turned into Cortlnndt 

S.K.MYERS 
THE 

He htaggcred and seemed to fall. 
street, sauntering along it until the ele
vated loomed ahead; I hoard the roar 
of an approaching train and stopped 
to purchase some fruit at the coruer 
stand. My pursuer was some distance 
behind, closely inspecting the bric-a-
brac in a peddler's cart The train 
rumbled into the station, aud, starting 
as though I had just perceived It, 
bounded up the stair, slammed my 
ticket Into the chopper and dashed 
across the platform. The guard at the 
rear of the train held the gate open for 
uie for an iustant and then claugcd It 
shut We were off with a jerk. As 
looked back I saw Martigny rush out 
upon the platform. He stood staring 
after me for an instant; then, with 
sudden grasping at his breast, stag
gered and seemed to fall. A crowd 
closed about him, the train whisked 
around a corner, and I could see no 
more. 

But at any rate I was well free of 
him, aud I got off at Bleeeker street, 
walked 011 to the square and began 
my search. My plan was very simple. 
Beginning on the east side of West 
Broadway, it was my intention to stop 
at every house and Inquire whether 
lodgers were kept My experience at 
the first place was a pretty fair sample 
of all the rest. 

A frowsy headed woman auswered 
my kuock. 

"You have rooms to let?" I asked. 
"Oh, yes, monsieur," she auswered, 

with an expansive grlu. "Step zis 
vay." 

We mounted a dirty stair, and she 
threw open a door with a flourish 
meant to be impressive. 

"Zese are ze rooms, monsieur; zey 
are ver' fine." 

I looked around them with simu
lated luterest, smothering my disgust 
as well as I could. 

"How long have they been vacant?" 
I asked. 

"Since only two days, monsieur. As 
you see, zey are ver' fine rooms." 

That settled it. If they had been va
cant only two days, I had no further 
interest in them, und with some excuse 
I made my way out, glad to escape 
from that fetid atmosphere of garlic 
and onions. So I went from house to 
house, stumbling over dirty children, 
climbing grimy stairs,catching glimpses 
of crowded sweatshops, peering into 
nil sorts of holes called rooms by cour
tesy, inhaling a huudrcd stenches in as 
many minutes, gaining an Insight that 
sickened me into the squalid life of the 
quarter. Sometimes I began to hope 
that at last I was ou the right track, 
but further inquiry would prove my 
mistake. So the morning passed, and 
the afternoon. I had covered two 
blocks to no purpose, and I turned 
eastward to Broadway and took a car 
downtown to the office. My assistants 
had reported again—they had met with 
110 better success than I. Mr. Graham 
noticed my dejected appearauce and 
spoke a word of_wmfort. 

JTO EI3 CONTINUED.] 

Will sell you as fine a Piano as is 
made, at right prices and on easy 
payments, if desired. The 

Angelus Piano Player 
Has a Phrasing Lever and devices for 
bringing out the melody of a com
position, and its expression devices 
give anyone the means to produce 
artistic music. Hear it piayed at 
the S. K. Myers Music Store. 

RAILROAD 
Time Cards. 

The Angelus will fill the bill, and 
- you can play it after a little prctice. 

Call and see it at 

S. K. MYERS' 
- Music Store. 

\ Absolutely Pure. 
Quaker Mil l  F lour .  

S?-Is always the same—not good one day and 
bad the next, but excellent all the time. 

'%;:-r.vVv BKANDS: 

' White Pearl, While Salin, Big Loaf and Idol.' 
UjSIdol is a new winter wheat flour, at a mod-

' erate price-. There is more Idol flour sold 
5>U|in Manchester than any other brand. , , 

! Quaker Mill Co. 

Manchester & Oneida Rv. 

TIME TABLE. 
Train No. 2 leuves Manchester at 6-00 a. ni. ar 

rives at Oneida at 8:30 a. m. Connect* 
with west bound G. G. W. Mo. 5. 
Returning loaves Onolda at 5:-J0 a. m 
arrives at Manchester att>;05a. m 

train N». 4, lonves Manchester at 7;IB a. 111 
arrives fit Oneida &t7:45,a. in., cob 

"..'•v.:;, nects wltll 6H81 bound C. tt. w. No 
; ». Returning leaves Onftda at 7:B( 

a. m., arrives at Manchester at 8:2C 
a.  PI.  

Train No. 6, leave* Manchester at 8.45 a. m., ar
rives at Oneida at 0:24 a. m. Con
nects with the north bound O.M.I: 
tit. l\. No. Returning leaves 
Oneida at 9:25, arrive* at Uaocheatet 
at 9:45 a. in. 

Train No. H, leaves Manchester Ht 2:10|>. m. ar 
rives at Oneida at 2:30 n. m. con
nects with O. G W.. No. 4. east 
bound, and No. 0, west bound Re-

' turningleavos Oneida at 8:89 p m-
arrives at Manchester at 8:45 pnv 

Train No 10, leaves Manchester at 4:45 p. m. 
arrh e-« Kt Oi eldh at 5:15 p. m. Con* 
necu wlih south hound 0. M. J&>t. 

— H-, No. 21. Returning leaves Oneida 
at 5:851». m., arrives at Manchester 

v 6:45 p.m. 
J. L. KaLSKY, 

Gen. Trafllo Manager. 
Through tickets for salo at Manchester to all 

points in North America. 
-TRAINS WILL STOP ONLY AT— 

Belknaus Crossing, Platform at Quaker Mill 
Switch. Pranklln Street Oroaaing, fcly's Cross
ing. Miller's Crossing, Twin Crossing, Weil 
brook's Crossing. 

ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R. 
TIME TABLE. 

Main Line Passenger Trains, 

WB8T BOUND 
I Not* 11:34pm 

Nt401 11:44 pm 
NOJWT&:68 PM 
No 6 t8:a0a m 
No 8 2:4') p ni 
No21 7:97 am 

No.*22 ri:45p.tn 
No 384 6.i5a.rn 
No.aco lsoop.m 

AU above trains carry passengers. 
* Dally. 
• Daily ExceptSunday. 

B. O. PIEROJ5. Station Art. 
No. 5 Runs to Rloux City only. 
No. 8 Runs to Omaha only. 
No. 1 has connections to Omaha, Bloux .Clty 

and Sioux Falls and No. 2 from same points. 
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WINTER APPLES 
' Early. The seasons crop is short and 

the supply limited. -Come early, if 
you want first choice. 

A E. PETERSON, 
; GROCERY. 

* 
* 

i * 
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* 
* 

* 
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>OWWMM*OM)4i.MM«OM ̂ 0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0 «OK *OK 

£ ' Now is the time to 1 

I Prepare for Winter 
by ordering your Storm Sash and Storm 
Doors, Coal, Ibex Paper and Ideal Water
proof .Paper, foe. covering screen doors. 

Manchester Lumb r Company.; 
Phone 156. J. W. KABENAU, Mgr. 

0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0*0+0*0*0*0*d*0*0*0*0*0*0*0* 

Start the' 
New Year Right 

TAKE A TRIP TO CALIFORNIA. 
It is not an expensive trip—it costs less to live there than' 

here. If you cannot stay six weeks, slay tvo—you will never 
regret it. The trip there and back is a rest und recreations.;:; 
in itself. The throrgh train service via the . ;'vi 

Chicago, Milwaukee <6 St. Paul 
, Railway 

Offers a variety of interesting routes: Via Omaha and Og-
den; via Omaha aud Salt Lake City; and via Kansas City 
and through Scenic Colorado. Another interesting route is 
via St. Paul and Minneapolis. Why uot go oue route and 
return via another? 

Write to-day for rates and folders showing through train 
service, mailed free on request. ' 

MAIN LIKE 
..Fast Tralu.. 
rbro Express-
....CUpper..,. 
Local Express 
.Day Express. 
Ft Dortice Kx 

BAST BOUND 

OKOAK KAFiDS HKANOH. 

No 2* 1:4I a m 
No 40S 8:41 a m 
No 8418: 65 a m 
No6t U:18 am 
No 4 8:88 am 
No 83 7:60 pm 

North Bound 
•Arrive— 

| Bet Cedar Rpdi l 
1 an-' Manchester | 

Houtb Bound 
—Leave— 

.tPaasenicer.. 
..tPaasenger.. 
... tFrelgnl... 

No.9ti5D:00a.in 
No.ttb 6:(0p.n 
No.86i'8:15 p. m 

CHICAGO GREAT WESTERN RI 
"The Maple Leaf Route.** 

T'.me card, Oneida. Iowa. 
Chicago Special, Dally, Gtolng East.....7:47 a.m 
Day express dally ....-2:89 pm 
Way Freight aally ex. Bunday 11:10 a m 

GottgWest,Nortband8oatt). _ 
Way Freight, dally ex. Sunday 11:20 a;m 
Oa y Express dally :16 p;tn 
St Paul ft Kansas City Exp, dally......5:81 a m 

For Information and tlokets apply to 
C. A. Bohlnson. Asent. Oneida. 

INVESTMEMTS 
IN 

SOUTHERN L4NDS 
Buch tnveaimonts are "not speculative. The 

South Is not a now country. Market and shipping 
facilities are adequate and first class. Tbe 1 

climate Isml'd ana favorable. Notwithstanding 
these and other advantages, southern lands arc 
telling for pricesfar below their real value, and 
at present prices not large returns on the-lb 
vestment. For a fr«t* set of circulars Nos. 1 tt 
in, luclustve,concerning the possibilities ot land 
.u Kentucky, West Tennessee, Misslsslpnl and 
Louisiana, onutid ne^r ti e Illinois Central Rail 
road, for hoineseekens and Investors, addre : 
the undersigned. J. F. MERRY. 

Asp't OPii'Pass'r Agent I. C. B. B 
Dubuque. Iowa. 

Vapor 
and 
Shampoo. 

Compound Vapor and Sham 
poo Baths. " 

Most all die 
eases are cauBed 
by polsonouBseo 
rations, which 
clog the wheeU 
of NATURE. 

The name an J 
the e.vjmtome 
may be different 
but the cauie of 
disease oen ns 

. „ , , ually be traced 
to the Imperfect action ot the mllllobe 
of pores of the human body. A bath ID 
accordance with scientific require 
ments 13 the best preventative and 
remedy kn.iwn. The methods employ-
ed by me are the most scientific ever 
'.nvented or discovered for dispelling 
disease. Results tell the story. Give 
me a trial. This is the Conant system 
of bams. A competent lady attendant 
in charge of tbe ibdiesdepartment. 

Office and bath rooms on Franklin, 
street. cppo;lte G:oba Hotel. 
8tf * Q. O. QATSS, 

Why do you fret and grumble, 
Why don't you take a tumble, 
Use Beacom's Picnic Pills, 
They will drive away your Ills 

Try them. 88 cents. All druggists* fiOtf 

• - When you want . 

"T s'> 
Fine Furniture 

A J 

Fair Prices 
X 

GO TO 

Werkmeister's 

P. A. MILLER, . 
General Passenger A^ent,^ 

CHICAGO, III.- 50-4 

AT 

Too Much Notlilugi 
"This cheese is full of iiolos." com

plained the prospective purchaser. 
"Yes, sir," said the proprietor. ''TIKII 'S 

right." 
"Haven't you got ope Willi the holes 

full of cheese?" — Loutavllle Courier-
Journal. 

Earlvill'e. 

Undertaking Solicited 

F. WERKMFISTER, 

Earlvilie, Iowa • '• * ' 
/ .  \ v . : : '  

Residence Property for Sale. 

We are authorized to offer for-
sale the Dr. Sherman residence pro
perty on Butler street. For terms. 
i Pl'LY to Beonson & Cabb. tf. 

P A I N T Tngs 
All kinds of exterior and interior* 

pmnting. A specialty made of Car
riage painting. Prices reasonable 
and satisfaction guaranteed. 

S. J. JVIaley.. 
Over Atkinson's Blacksmith Shop.. 


