
fully good working trim always after a
task out of doors. Overton gratified
and overjoyed his son's every whim,
and they not only liked, they loved
each other, and were, as Sam Cotterell
remarked, "regular chums." Soon
after coming to the farm, Overton said
to Mason one day in his mother's smil-
ing presence:

Marshall, it shall never be said that
my son is the worst off for his father
being alive. I have collected that
legacy from your grandfather's estate,
and 1 have placed it to your credit in
the Cobden National bank; for I have
all I shall need. Here are your bank
book and a check book, so you are a
man of means. You will observe that
you begin with a very good fortune
for a discarded preacher."

John Cotterell was at home helping
his father on the farm. He wore a
grave and thoughtful look in those days.
Often there would come into his face
an expression of saddest eagerness;
often a stern, resolute look. Not the
slightest clue to Lena's whereabouts
had yet been obtained, although Over-
ton had done all money could do, and,
in his ignorance of her fate and of
whereto look for her, John was im-
potent to rescue the woman for whose
presence he yearned.

One evening he was visiting Overton
and Mason, and, as they sat on the
porch, Overton remarked:

"Mr. Cotterell, that farm over there
is for sale at a quite reasonable figure.
It adjoins ours, and would supplement
it nicely, if it were in friendly hands so
we could work together. 1 wish you
could buy it."

"Yes, John," said Mason, "then we
could unite, and carry into practice
our theory of and living
here independently, you and I could
make occasional forays and agitate our
favoite ideas without having to take up
a collection to support us. We could
do any amount of socialistic mischief."

"But how can I do anything of that
kind? You know I can't buy a farm.
I couldn't raise money enough to pay
my doctor bill and buy a second-han- d

garden patch."
"You must buy a farm. Dr. Carling-to- n

says you must not, under any cir-
cumstances, go back to the forge.

John, you have a good
woman's life linked with your future
now; for we shall find Lena yet. You
have no right to risk your life trying to
be a blacksmith again."

This urging him to buy a farm, in
his impecunious condition, sounded
strangely ludicrous to John.

"That's all true enough, but I don't
see how it's to get me a farm. Do the
folks want to give the place away?"

"Now, look here, old fellow I Do you
think we mentioned this subject merely
to poke fun at yourimpecuniosity? Ex-
cuse me, but 1 am a plutocrat now I
have a stake in society, and have be-

come a real nice man, generally. You
are not aware, I suppose, that I am a
man of wealth? Well, please take no-

tice that I have become respectable,
and that I am now supposed to know
all about every subject upon which any
newspaper may wish to be informed,
for 1 have money. My father's father
left him a snug legacy, and I was try-

ing to prove he was dead so 1 could get
the money, when my father turned up
alive, but he insists I shall not be
allowed to wish he had not turned up,
and has therefore given me the legacy.
I must do something with it, you know.
I cannot safely carry it around in my
clothes, and the bank might suspend if
I leave it there. So we have agreed to
make you buy that farm and stock it
by borrowing five thousand dollars of
my money. I am ready to pay it right
over, and I am anxious to do it as soon
as possible, for nobody can guess when
a bank may break."

"How could I give security for such
a pile as that? And the interest would
eat me up the first year."

"Now, see here, John! Do you be-

lieve in the principles we both profess,
or not? I believe what I preach. Do
not we socialists declare that interest
is robbery? That the borrower does
the lender a positive service by taking
care of the money ? In this case that
would be plainly true. I simply will
not invest my money in such a way as
to enable me to live off the labor of
others; and so I shall have to keep most
of it till I use it up, for I intend to earn
my living, and do good with what has
come to me. At present it is on de-

posit at a bank in Cobden, and, of
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course, the bank is using it contrary to
my principles. What is the bank doing
for me? Merely owing me the money
till I call for it. I propose to make you
my banker as to part of it. The bank
gives me no security; but your honesty,
your good sense and your friendship
will afford me the very best security
that I shall have something in case 1
should become insolvent after awhile,
which is likely, you know. Now, here
is a test do you really believe in our
principles, or not? Tut yourself in my
place and imagine me in yours, and tell
me how it would look to you. Come
now. Are we to practice our princi-
ples, or are we just plain hypocrites?"

"Marsh, you seem to be right; I can't
think of any answer to what you say;
but, somehow, it looks like taking
charity."

"There you go! Am 1 a stranger?
And am 1 proposing to give you any-
thing? Were some banker to make
you such a proposition, you would be
delighted; but you hesitate when I
make it. Your father lent me $10
once to send to my mother, for my sal-
ary as teacher was not due as yet. Was
that charity? Your father could ill
spare his $10, while my money is in
constant danger of being lost if I do
not lend it, and you would be doing
me an actual kindness by borrowing.
13ut I put it on higher ground. If from
mere foolish pride you refuse this re-

quest and refuse to put yourself in a
position to do some good to others
while befriending me, never call your-
self a socialist again. And there is
another view of it, too. You are offered
a chance to get your living directly by
your labor and as your own employer;
and if you refuse, and insist upon
working for wages, why, you simply
take a job from some poor fellow who
has no other way to earn his bread.
Your unkind hesitation pains me,
John. Act socialism, or do not preach
it."

"I believe you're right, Marsh, I know
I wouldn't like it if I were in your
place, and you wouldn't let me be your
friend. And about taking some poor
cuss's job that's so. It wouldn't be
right, and I'd feel mean about it. I'll
get in debt to you as you propose. I'll
see you and fix it up."

"No, you will not do anything of the
kind. We will fix it up now, before
you have time to think up a lot more
objections to allowing yourself to have
any friends."

And Mason went into his study and
soon returned with a check which he
handed John; then the two men walked
over to Sam Cotterell's together.

A half hour later, Mason and Kate,
with his arm about her, were walking
in the yard, and Kate was pointing out
the trees and bushes she had planted
when she was a girl "a long, long
time ago," as she remarked. Slick
Blackburn, who lived at Overton's
now, and was the happiest of s,

was returning from town
with the mail just then, and as he drove
past he thought how the sight of Mason
and Kate would "please Cunnel," and
his grin got entirely beyond his control.
Striking his knee with his list, and
doubling himself up in a spasm of
hilarity, he gave vent to a yell which
might have made Gabriel's blast seem
like silence. The lovers looked around.
Kate got further away from Mason
and blushed, while he tried not to
notice anything in particular. This
further excited Slick's risibles, and he
gave such a whoop that his horse got
frightened and came near tumbling the
laughing Afro-America- n from his buck-boar-

Kate and Mason went into the
house into the parlor, where, instead
of the thread-bare- , rag carpet, there
was a new ingrain now. Scattered
around was a profusion of dry goods
quite unusual in Sam Cotterell's house;
and there were other suspicious indica-
tions of the approach of some import-
ant event.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
"gkaiiam's thugs" outwitted.

'Tls vain my tongue can not Impart
My almost drunkenness of heart,
When first this liberated eye
Survey'd earth, ocean, sun, and eky,
As if my spirit pierced them through
And all their inmost wonders knew I

One word alone can paint to thee
That more than feeling I was free I

Bvro.v.
When Mason reached home that

night, his father handed him a letter to
read. It had come enclosed in a brief
note from Mrs. Delorme and was ad-

dressed to her. The writer stated that

she was an attendant in a lunatic asy-
lum at , New York; that lately
she had been temporarily transferred
to the ward of another attendant, who
was ill, and that she had found there
a young woman clearly not insane,
who would not, for some reason, reveal
her true name, but said that Mrs. De-
lorme knew her and would understand;
that very strict orders had been given
concerning the young lady, who was
not allowed to see anybody nor to be
seen by strangers; and that the writer
hoped her desire to do a kindness
might not be allowed to get her into
trouble, as, if she should lose her pres-
ent employment she would have no-
where to go.

Overton and Mason consulted long
over this letter, and finally reached a
conclusion. They agreed that no one
but Mrs. Mason and Kate should be
told the secret. John must have no
hint of it, lest the information should
prove false and misleading. Next day,
under some plausible pretext Overton
and Kate started, ostensibly, for lUs-ingto-

to be gone several days.

A few days later, a closed carriage
drove up to the lunatic asylum at ,
and an elderly gentleman, accompa-
nied by a very beautiful woman got
out, and went into the reception room
of the institution. The superintendent
came, left an attendant to watch the
prospective patient and see that she
did not escape, and took Overton into
another room.

After a time Overton returned to the
reception room, took leave of his sup
posed daughter, with many protesta-
tions of sanity and many tears on her
part, and drove back to his hotel,
where he did not register his real name
nor his western residence. That even-
ing he received a call from the attend-
ant who had written Mrs. Delorme.
She bore a penciled note from Kate,
stating that she had seen Lena, but
had signaled her that they must not
seem to know each other. Overton
assured the attendant that she should
be taken care of, and that the possible
loss of her present employment need
not worry her if she should be success-
ful in rescuing Lena. Next morning
he consulted a lawyer, and then went
to the asylum and took his supposed
daughter riding and forgot to return.
Meanwhile, the lawyer had not been
idle, and, before train time that even-
ing, Lena was free.

In order to obscure their trail, so
Overton said,, the party, including the
treasonable attendant, went to New
York City, They were there all day,
and after Kate and Lena had done
some shopping and all had done some
sight-seein- Overton remarked to Kate
that he would like to revisit the spot
where his tribulations began, to which
she eagerly assented. Lena and the
attended were not informed of the pro-
posed destination, and, proceeding
toward Fulton Ferry and talking as
they went, the party were within two
or three blocks of the locality, when
the stopped short, and
said:

"Let us turn off here. I don't want
to go down there."

"But we wish to go this way," said
Overton. "We wish to look at some-
thing."

"I'll wait here, then," said the
"I wouldn't go down there

for any money."
"WhyV" asked Kate. "Are you

afraid of a ghost?"
After considerable urging.the woman,

who was near forty years old, and was
conscious her conduct must seem ab-

surd, explained:
"When I was a little girl, a soldier

shot a policeman down there on my ac-

count, and he vas sent to Sing Sing for
it. I can't bear to go near the place."

"And I, my dear woman, am the
soldier," said Overton with excitement.
"We were going to visit the spot on ac-

count of that very incident."
Over and over the woman proffered

her protector her long pent-u- p grati-
tude; and she was at length prevailed
upon to revisit the scene; talking with
Overton and telling him of her mother's
death, while Kate told Lena the story
of Overton's deed, and of Its conse
quences to him.

But what of Lena? How came she
to be in that New York asylum ?

General Manager Graham had spoken
the truth he was not given to making
idle threats. Straight from his conver-
sation with Lena in the library, ho went
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XL X Clieuvroni
Leonard, IXo.

Ira Agony
15 Yoars With Gait Rheum

Hood's Sarsap&rllla Cava a Perfect
Cure.

"CI. Hood A Co., Lowell, Haas, i
" Hood's Sarsaparilla Is an excellent medicine.

I had ezema la my left leg for fifteen years.
Fart of the time my leg was on mass of scabs,
and about every week corrupUon would pathei
under the skin and too scabs would slough off.

Tha Itching and Dumlng
sensation mads me suffer Indesortbabl agonies.

I spent a great deal of money for different rem-

edies but did not get relief. About a year ago,
leading physicians advised ma to take Hood's
Sarsapanlla, I did so and hav taken five bofr

Hood'sCures
ties. Now aU too sores, scabs and pain bars
vanished and I am enjoying perfect heulth. I
think Hood's SarsAparllla is second to none and
gladly recommend It to all suffering humanity."
M. L. Cheuvront, Leonard, Missouri.

Hood's PUIS act easily, yet promptly and
efficiently, on the liver and bowels. 25c

to see Major Delorme, and thetwomen
were closeted together for an hour.
Then, in answer to a call by telephone,
the chief of the railroad company's de-

tectives came. Soon afterwards, on
iretence of wishing to see Mr. Graham,
his bird of human prey called at

Delorme's, and had an opportunity of
seeing Lena, so that he might know
her; and ho remained within seeing
distance of the house from that time
until she had started for ltuble's. Leav-
ing the car, she was proceeding on her
way, with her head down in deep medi-
tation, when suddenly she was lifted
into a closed carriage, and bound and
aggeu. ror a long time she was
riven at a rapid rate. when, at last.

the carriago stopped, she was unbound,
and the chief detective and another
man who then came up took each an
arm, lifted her out, and hurried her
into an unoccupied car of a train stand-
ing at a water tank in a deserted
spot. When they had entered the car,
the train moved on. Outcry would
have been vain; for the two detectives
would only have needed to explain that
she was an insane patient, and not one
person in a million would have doubted

for an officer can do no wrong. Make
an officer of the vilest wretch that
breathes, and the average "law-abidin- g

and " American citizen will
believe him as incapable of wrong as
an angel unless he be an incumbent
of one of the higher offices of govern-
ment, into which sometimes a really
good man may stumble. Even had
any passenger doubted Lena's insanity,
he would not have interfered; so great
in our American eyes is the awful
divinity that doth hedge our kings-detec- tives

and the police. So Lena
was in her father's power. The reader
already knows the rest.

When Overton and Kate reached
Cobden, Slick, who, with the stillest of
backs and most dignified of counte-
nances, had been sitting in a carriage
awaiting their arrival, was having high
words with another man of his own
race, and he did not see Overton and
Kate until they were at the carriage
and Overton had inquired:

What is this disturbance, Slick?"
I declar! 'Scuse me, Cunnel Misa

Kate. Dat ornery republican niggah
done make me mad. Stan'in' 'roun'

Continued on page 1L


