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ALL SETTLED BETWEEN TRAINS. 
Samuel Q. Blytb® devotes several 

columns of space to thiB •week's Sat
urday Evendhg Post to>ihe political sit
uation In TtuHim Mr. Blythe sees In
diana as a hotbed of Insurgency, but 
he does not take hie readers into Hi# 
confidence as to "what means lie pur
sued in reaching such a conclusion. 
Mr. Blythe does not state whether he 
•pent one year, one month or one day 
in Indiana; whether he secured liis 
information by visiting every county 
in the state and interviewing the Re
publican voters, or whether he merely 
made a visit at the state capital and 
talked to a few editors and reporters. 
Jowans may know more about the 
methods pursued by Mr. Blythe, how
ever, if he attempts to write such an 
article concerning the situation in this 
state as he did in Indiana, for Mr. 

) Blythe recently visited Iowa. He spent 
several hours between trains in Des 
Moines and no doubt1 in that • short 
time learned enough about the politi
cal conditions in Iowa to fill a couple 
of pages in the Post. Of course it 
might be argued that many people 
•who have spent their entire lives • in 
Iowa could not for the life of them 
state just what per cent of the. Re
publicans favor the politics of Presi
dent Taft's administration or what per 
cent oppose them, or go any further 
in attempting to make an analysis of 
the political situation. But the mag
azine political writers find^this easy. 
One of these talented parties can hop 
off the morning train at any station 
•within a state's boundaries and before 
the afternoon flyer comes along can 
determine (on paper) how every voter 
in the state will mark his ballot in 
the election eight months away. 

CLEAN STREETS AND HEALTH. 
The Kansas City Journal notes that 

one of the mayoralty candidates makes 
tl)£ tempting promise that if elected he 
will give the town clean streets, flush 
the sewers and keep them flushed and 
wash and scrub the sidewalks daily, or 
make the occupants of abutting prem
ises do it, no matter what the reason
able cost may be. The Journel goes on 
to give its views of street cleaning as 
follows: 

The taxpayers and business men are 
opposed, of course, to extravagance in 
any form of municipal administration. 
But if there is one direction in which 
they are willing to countenance liberal 
expenditures in order to accomplish 
the desired results it is in relation to 
street cleaning and sewer flushing. 
These are matters- which vitally affect 
the health comfort and happiness of 
•he people.' Sanitation and hygiene are 
becoming recognized everywhere as 
among the highest duties of municipa. 
government. Regular and thorough 
street, cleaning is of inestimable value 
in its bearing upon the comfort and 
health of a town, and continued flush
ing of sewers will more than pay for 
all the labor and money it costs. Econ-
omy is a high civic virtue, but the peo-
pie of Kansas City are not so much 
concerned about the expense of street 
cleaning as about the quality and un
remitting regularity of it. Disease and 
death are too costly a price to pay for 
even so good a thing as municipal 
economy. 

Here in Ottumwa there is reason to 
believe that a better program of street 
cleaning will soon be enforced. The 
city council has decided to adopt 
the street flushing system, and nego
tiations are now on for the purchase of 
a flusher wagon. An additional appro
priation for street cleaning work will 
be necessary, but it is thought the 
council will see that sufficient funds 
are made available for street cleaning 
work. Clean streets are the best adver
tisement any city can have, not to 
speak of the comfort they give to the 
people and the improvement they 
bring to the health of the community-
by preventing the accumulation of 
germ-laden dust in the streets. 

'T 

HIGH PRICES IN 1804. 
There is "nothing new under the 

eun." Proof of this is given every 
time we discover what we think is a 
new issue and then find that we have 
merely rediscovered an old one. Just 
the other day some records, fellow 
with a century's age, were unearthed 
in the office of the clerk of courts at 
Butler, Pa. The records deal with a 
crusade made in the year 1804 against 
the "high cost of living." To the rec
ords are signed the names of 100 peti
tioners Who asked the court to "set a 
itipulated price on provisions for man 
and horse, and on liquors in the tav
erns of the country." The petition 
re?ds: 

It Is the consensus of opinion that 
25 cents for a meal of victuals and 12 
cents for a half pint of whisky is an 
extortion, as whisky has been pur
chased for 40 cents a gallon, pork 
from 3 to 4 cents a pound and flour for 
12 per hundredweight. 

It is much the same now. The only 
difference is that while we still kick 
about the price of a "meal of victuals" 
we pay any price, for liquors without a 
murmur. 

WOODROW WILSON, THEORIST. 
Woodrow Wilson, president of 

Princeton university, was the principal 
speaker at a Democratic meeting la 
Elizabeth, N. J., last,Tuesday night 

"i.4 °ap^4J 
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His speech was Just such an effort as i 
ft was expected he would make. He. 
Is one of the men who depend upon 
books alone instead of practical ex
perience for an education. 

Men who set tijeory ahead of prac
tice to the every day life of a govern
ment, are always free traders, and Mr. 
Wilson is no exception to the rule. The 
gentleman has high ideals. They are 
so high, indeed, that if Mr. Wilson 
was to start in to build a house, he 
would likely start with the tip of the 
lightning rod, instead of with the 
foundation. 

Theroretically, free trade is fine, 
but when practically applied to this 
country, it has invariably put the 
poor man out of a home and into the 
street. 

In his recent effort, Mr. Wilson 
states that he is thinking of the 
tariff. We are pleased to know that 
he is now devoting some time and 
thought -to 'the tariff. If he had taken 
time to think about the tariff before 
he wrote'his "History of the American 
People," he would have written a bet
ter history. It would also have saved 
him the expense of a lot of paper he 
wasted in a labored effort to find a 
reason for the panics of 1837 and 1893. 
He usea pages, and pages and pages 
telling about the United States bank 
and finances, when the fact is that 
after the tariff act of 1833 was enact
ed the United States had no need for 
a bank, because untit the tariff of 1842 
became a law, ft did not' have enough 
money to-fill a dime savings bank. 

Andrew Jackson was first elected 
president in 1828, jnst after the enact
ment of a protective tariff law. This 
law remained in force five years. Its 
effect must have been good, for in 
18S2, President Jackson, in a message 
to congress, said: 

"Our country presents on all sides 
marks, of prosperity and happiness 
unequalled perhaps in any portion of 
the world." 

In 1833, however, he signed a bill 
that was the cause of the panic of 
1837. It was the Compromise tariff of 
1833, which provided for a gradual re
duction of all tariff schedules that 
were above 20 per cent, so that at the 
expiration of ten years, all tariff sched
ules should be reduced to 20 oer cent. 

The tariff of 1828 produced 30 much 
revenue for the government that con
gress did not know what to do with 
the money. It discussed plans tor 
spending the surplus in internal im
provements and even distributing it 
among the states. However, after the 
Compromise tariff of 1833, providing 
for a gradual reduction, became a law, 
congress wgis not confronted with any 
problems relating to a surplus With
in five years public revenues had fal
len off one-fourth and the government 
was borrowing money. This panic or 
1837 was like the old lady's fever: It 
jes' run for a long time as bad as it 
could be, and then suddenly got 

This panic continued until the pas-
eaae of the protective tariff law of 
1842. This was signed by President 
Tvler and went back practically to 
the schedules of the tariff bill of 1828, 
and went into effect in Septem
ber, 1842. _ 

To give " an idea of the prices of 
farm products under a low tariff,, we 
quote from Colton's life of Henry 
Clay: 

"In Ohio, with all her abundance, it 
was hard to get money to pay taxes. 
The sheriff of Muskingum county, as 
stated in the Guernsey Times, in the 
summer of 1842, sold at auction, ten 
hogs at 6% cents each; two horses at 
S2 each; two cows at $1 each. In 
Pike county, Missouri, as stated by 
the Hannibal Journal, the sheriff sold 
three' horses at $1.50 each; one large 
ox at 12% cents; five cows, two steers 
and one calf, the lot at $3.25; 20 sheep 
at 13% cents each; and 24 hogs, the 
lot at 25 cents." 

In New York state land at that time 
rented for from $7 to $18 a year for 
each 100 acres. In 1839 the tenants 
refused payment, held anti-rent meet
ings, paraded the country in masks and 
disguises, attacked .and killed sheriffs 
and collectors. All industries were 
practically closed and there ,was no 
employment for anyone. The country 
was in the most deplorable conditon. 

The protective tariff of 1842, had 
been in operation less than three years 
when President Polk submitted a 
message to congress which contained 
the following: 

"Labor in all its branches is re
ceiving ample reward, while ed"®a" 
tion, science and the arts are rapidly 
enlarging the means of social hap
piness. The progress of our country 
in her career of greatness, not only 
in the vast extension of her territorial 
limits, and in the rapid increase of her 
population, but in resources and wealth, 
and in the happy condition of our peo
ple, is without an example in the his
tory of nations." 

The cause for the panic of 1893, is 
just as plain as the cause of the panic 
of 1837. The remedy applied was the 
same in both cases. It was a protec
tive tariff law. It cured the patient. 

Mr. Wilson knows the cause of these 
panics, but for him to admit it, would 
eliminate the opportunity for a lot c< 
free trade oratory. There are some 
practical things that cannot he learn
ed entirely by the study of Latin and 
Greek. We do not know of anyone 
who learned to swim by correspon
dence. 

James J. Hill in a recent interview 
expressed the belief that the railroads 
will experience next fall and winter 
the greatest trafllc congestion in their 
history. Well, this will be much bet
ter than having the railroad yards 
filled with empty box cars. 

will give Centerville eight miles of 
'brick paving. 

Perhaps Mr. Pinchot has gone to 
Copenhagen to "tell it to the Danes." 

If you have &ot through up to this 
hour without kicking any brick stuffed 
hats, there is a good chance that you 
will evade the Apfil fool jolcesmith. 

STOP "CUSSING" AND 
THINKING. 

Gentlemen who insist on "cussing" 
the tariff for the high cost of living 
should take a copy of the new tariff 
law In one hand and a price list of 
groceries and meats in the other and 
inform themselves. Maybe they will 
find what the philosophers call food 
for thought. And it isn't a very high 
price for that so^t of food, either. It 
is just a little comparison. 

For example, it will be noted that 
the tariff rate has been increased on 
figs, pineapples, dates, hops, split 
peas, grapes in barrels, buckwheat 
flour—and all of these things either re
main at the old prices or have been 
reduced in cost to the consumer. 

And we only Bee one chance for the 
"cussing" gentleman to reply. He may 
say he dosen't care for hops anyway. 

On the other hand, the tariff has 
been reduced on beef, bacon, mutton, 
veal, pork, ham, barley, green peas, 
dried peas, cream, starch, cabbage, 
lard, cornmeal and sugar, among other 
things—and on all these things or 
nearly all of them, the prices have 
gone up. 

There is no question of the high 
price of living. But it isn't fair to 
charge the tariff with being the cause 
of it. For the tariff doesn't do it—as 
the facts and figures show. 

Living costs more and more because 
more and more the people who pro
duce have quit producing and have 
gone into the consnming class. And 
there is little hope of the cost of liv
ing getting down to old-time prices un
til the tide of population turns from 
the mills and the cities and the mil
lions now dependent on wages —or 
charity—turn to taking care of them
selves by raising what they need for 
food, and a little for the market. 

'Then things will get down to the 
normal— and not until them. —Salt 
Lake City Herald. 
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CHARITON. 

Mrs. M. E. Butrum of Indianola re
turned home last evening after a visic 
in English township with her daugh
ter, Mrs. J. H. Umbenhower. 

J. A. McGee has returned from a 
business trip of several weeks to the 
Saskatchewan district in Canada.. 

Miss Blanche GrifRn left last even
ing for a visit in Albia with her par
ents and other relatives. 

Mrs. Jerry Farthing and children of 
Creston visited in this city yesterday 
with her sister, Mrs. T. C. Walker. 

Mrs. McClone of Omaha, is visiting 
in this city, a guest of Mrs. J. Fred 
Greeno. 

Harold Householder and Miss OlUe 
Fain, who are attending the State 
Agricultural college at'Ames are home 
for a short vacation. 

Mrs. Rhoda Bennett of Oklahoma is 
a guest of relatives and friends in this 
city. 

Rev. Felix Hanson of Red Oak, visit
ed in Chariton yesterday at the home 
of his father-in-law, A. Llndquist, 
while on his way home from Rock 
Island where he had been visiting a 
sick brother. 

Mrs. May von Kutzleben and chil
dren of Burlington, and Mrs. Emma 
Nichols of Colorado, are here for a 
visit with her mother, Mrs. John Ever
ett, and sister, Mrs. H. F. Kumm. 

Miss Eloise Wilson, who has been 
in Chicago foi several months study
ing music, arrived yesterday for a 
visit with her parents, Mr. and Mrs. E. 
O. Wilson. 

Harry Hickman has returned from 
Long Beach, Cal., where he and his 
mother and sisters went several 
months ago. 

Miss Helen Van Arsdale left last 
evening for a visit in Des Moines with 
her sister, Mrs. Chas. Post. 

Iowa is a favored state. Colorado, 
Nebraska, Kansas, Michigan and 
some more of our neighbors are dig
ging their way through snow drifts 
while we are basking in the April 
sun shine. 

The Des Moines commissioners last 
night voted an increase of $5,000 in 
the appropriation for street cleaning 
purposes. The street cleaning fund in 
Des Moines is now $40,000. This is 
interesting as showing the importance 
placed by other cities on the street 
cleaning question. 

The Centerville city council has or
dered in two miles of brick paving to 
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BUTTON. 
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Mr. Swartout was in Eddvville on 
Tuesday. 

Mr. and Mrs. Alf Thomas were in 
Albia on business Tuesday. 

Mrs. Chas. Stone visited in Belle 
Plaine last week. 

M. D. Cox was in Albia Tuesday on 
business. 

Miss Harlow, county superintendent 
of schools visited the Buxton schools 
Thursday. 

Miss Winnie McBrade came up from 
Ottumwa Friday to spend a week's 
vacation with her sister Mrs. Maud 
Thomas. 

Miss Landers, having quit her work 
at the store, left Thursday for her 
home in the . northern part of the 
state. 

Mrs. Wm. Vance has been confined 
to her home with an attack of bron
chitis for a week. 

Lightning struck a bouse in the 
west part of Buxton Friday night and 
it was partly burned. A store owned 
by John Brooks just east of town was 
also struck and burned. 

T. J. Reese preached in the M. E. 
churches at Bussey and Tracy last 
Sunday. 

Evan Reese attended the miners' 
convention in Des Moines this week. 

Harold Chambers is spending his 
vacation with his mother here. He 
came up from Ottumwa Friday. 

The Easter services at the M. E. 
church were well attended and the 
children 1did their parts well. 

Wm. Powell and family were over 
from Albia Punday calling at the 
Snodgrass home. 

'Mrs. Evan Reese and Mrs. T. J. 
Reese were Albia visitors Mpnday on 
business. 

Pays $900 for a Team. 
Marengo, April 2.—One of the high

est prices on record in this vicinity 
for horses was obtained recently at 
a sale at the Wilson pavilion when 
Grant Atkinson of Ladora purchased 
a team of draft mares for $900 from 
F. L. Wilson of this place. It is the 
highest price that has been paid for a 
team since the pavilion has been 
erected. Mr. Wilson bought the horses 
about two weeks <\go at a sale in West 
Liberty. 

Copyright, 
CHAPTER XII. 

• NEW PKISO.NEK ARRIVES. 
T was far past midnight when King 

was aroused from the doze into 
which he had fallen. - Was it the 
20th? Loud, quick commands 

came to his ears. 
"They are here at last," he heard 

some one say. "God! This suspense 
has been awful. But they are here." 

"Stand ready, then, with tbe guns!" 
cried Peter Iirutus. "It may be a 
trick, after all. Don't open that door 
down there, Spantz, uutil you know 
who is on the outside." 

"It's all right." came at last in the 
relieved, eager voice of Peter Brutus. 
"Clear the way, comrades. Give them 
room. By our holy father, this is a 
brave triumph. Ah!" 

Heavy footsteps clogged into tbe 
room, accompanied by stertorious 
breathing and no small amount of 
grunting from maseullne throats. Not 
one but three or four languages were 
spoken by> the excited, intense occu
pants of the other room. King could 
make nothing of what they sriid. Final
ly the sharp, incisive voice of Wil
liam Spantfc broke through the babble, 
commanding silence. 

"Still unconscious," be said when 
some measure of order was secured. 

"Yes," grunted one of the men. 
"We will have our instructions to

morrow. The count is to inform us 
before nightfall where she is to be re
moved to. Next week she is going to 
go to Schloss Marlanx," Brutus added 
a cruel, heartless laugh. 

A woman, thought Truxton. The 
countess! They had brought her here 
from Balak, after all. What a re
morseless brute Marlanx must be to 
maltreat his beautiful wife! 

'To my mind she Is more beautiful 
than his own wife." observed Anna 
Cromer. "She will be a fine morsel for 
the count, who has even cast longing 
eyes on so homely a mortal as I." 

"All woman are alike to him," said 
Spantz sententiously. 

"We must put her in the room with 
the American for the present. You are 
sure he will take her away before Sat
urday? A woman's cries are most dis
tressing." It was Spantz who spoke. 

"I'll stop her crying," volunteered 
Anna Cromer harshly. 

"She's regaining her senses!" ex
claimed one of the men. "Stand back, 
every one. Give her air." 

Presently the door to King's room 
was thrown open. He had got to his 

' feet and was standing in the center 
of the room, his eyes blinking in the 
glare of light. 

"Hello!" cried Peter Brutus. "You. 
up, eh? We've got a fair lady for 
you. my friend. Get back there, you 
dog! Keep hi your corner." 

"You are a tine bunch of tiuman 
beings!" blurted Truxton. 

A man with a lighted candle entered 
first, holding the light above his head. 
He was followed by two others, who 
supported the drooping, tottering fig
ure of a woman. 

"Let her sit there against the wall. 
Drago. Julius, fetch iu more candles. 
She must not be left iu the dark. He 
says she is not to be frightened to 
death. Women are afraid of the dark 
and strange dogs. Let there be light." 
scoffed Peter Brutus, spitting toward 
King. 

"I'll get yon for that some day," 
grated the American, white with anger. 

"Enough r* commanded William 
Spantz. ' "We are not children." Turn
ing to King, be went on, a touch of 
kindness in his voice: "Cheer her if 
you can. She is one of your class. Do 
not let the lights go out." 

Raising his hands, he fairly drove 
the others from the doorway. 

For a time King stood in his corner, 
watching the figure huddled against 
the opposite wall. Suddenly he started 
forward, his eyes 
wide and staring. 
He had seen that 
gray riding habit 
before. Two eager 
eteps he took and 
then halted half
way. 

" G r e a t  J e h o 
vah!" he gasped, 
unbelieving. "You! 
My God, is it 
you?" 

He dropped to 
his knees before 
her, peering Into 
her startled eyes. 
A look of abject 
terror crossed the 
tired, tear stained face. 
away from him. 

"What Is it? Where am I?" she 
moaned. "Oh, let me go! What have 
I done that you should bring me here? 
Let me go, Mr. King! Yon are not so 
wicked as"— 

"I—I bring you here!" he interrupt
ed, aghast. Then he understood. Ut
ter dismay filled his eyes. "You think 
that I have done this thing to you? 
God above us! Look! I, too, am a 
prisoner here. They are going to kill 
me after tomorrow." 

"Oh, Mr. King, what does It all' 
mean? Forgive me! 1 see now. You 
are bound; you are suffering; you are 
years older. What have you done? 
What have I done?" 

"Don't shrink from me," he urged. 
"Try to calm yourself." 

Then, with the utmost gentleness, he 

"MY GOD, IS IT YOU?" 

She shrank 

1900, .by Geortfe Barr McCutcheon 
persuaded her to rise and walk about 
tho little room with him. 

"It will give you courage," he urged. 
"Poor little girl!" 

She looked up into his face, a new 
light coming into her eyes. 

"Don't talk now," he said softly. 
"Take your time. Hold to my arm, 
please. There!" 

For five ^r ten minutes be led her 
bhek and forth across the room very 
tenderly. At first she was faint aud 
uncertain: then, as her strength and 
wits came back to her, courage took 
the place of despair. She smiled wanly 
and asked him to sit down with her. 

"Where are we? What is It all 
about?" she asked. 

"Not so loud," he cautioned. "I'll be 
perfectly candid with you. You'll have 
to be very, very brave. But wait. 
Perhaps It will be easier for you to 
toll me" what has happened to you, so 
far as you know. I can throw light 
on the whole situation, I think." 

She became more excited. Her eyes 
flashed; she spoke rapidly. On the 
morning of the 23d she had gone for 
her gallop in the famous Ganlook road, 
attended by two faithful grooms from 
the royal stables. 

"I was In for a longer ride than usu
al," she said, with sudden constraint 
She looked away from her eager listen
er. "I was nervous and had not slept 
the night before. A girl never does, 
I suppose." 

He looked askance. "Yes?" he que
ried. 

She was blushing, he was sure of 
it. "I mean a girl is always nervous 
and distrait after—after she has prom
ised, don't you see." 

"No; I don't see." 
"I had promised Count Vos En go the 

night before that I— Oh, but it really 
has nothing to do with the story. I"— 

Truxton was actually glaring at her. 
"You mean that you bad promised to 
marry Couut Vos Eugo!" he stammer
ed. 

"How very strangely you talk! Are 
you sure—I mean, do you think it Is 
fever? One suffers so"— 

He sighed deeply. "Well, that's 
over! Whew! It was a dream, by 
Jove!" 

She waited a moment arid then, look
ing: down, said very gently, "I'm so 
sorry for you." 

Then she resumed her story. 
She had gone six or eight miles down 

the Ganlook road when she came up 
with flve troopers of the royal guard. 
One of the troopers came forward and 
respectfully requested her to 'turn off 
into another road until a detachment 
passed, in charge of a gang of despera
does taken at the inn of the Hawk 
and Raven the night before. Unsus
pecting, she rode off into the forest 
lane for several hundred yards. 

It was a trap. The men were not 
troopers, but brigands got up In the 
uniform of the guard. Once away 
from the main highway, they made 
prisoners of her and the two grooms. 
Then followed a long ride through 
-oads new to her. 

When night came they were high 
In the mountains back of the monas
tery. many hours ahead of any pur
suit. They became stupidly careless, 
and the two grooms made a dash for 
freedom. One of them was killed, but 
one had escaped. 

Some time during the slow, tortur
ing ride through the forest she swoon
ed. When she came to her senses she 
was in a dimly lighted ifoom, surround
ed by men. The gag had been re
moved from her mouth. She would 
have shrieked out in her terror had 
not her gaze rested upon the figure of 
a man who sat opposite, his elbows 
on the back of the chair which he 
straddled, his chin on his arms. He 
was staring at her steadily, his black 

,eyes catching her gaze arid holding it 
as a snake holds tbe bird it has 
charmed. 

She recognized the hard, hawklike 
face. There could be no mistake. She 
was looking into the face that made 
the portrait of the Iron Count so ab
horrent to her—the leathery head of a 

cadaver with eyes that lived. She 
broke down and cried herself into the 
sleep of exhaustion. 

All the next day she sat limp and 
helpless in the chair they had brought 
to her. She could neither eat nor 
drink. Late in the afternoon Marlanx 
came again. She knew not from 
whence he came; he stood before her 
suddenly as If produced by the magic 
of some fabled genie, smiling blandly, 
his hands clasped behind his back, his 
attitude one of designing calculation. 

"He laughed when I demanded that 
he should restore me to my friends. 
He chicled ine when I pleaded and beg
ged for mercy. My questions were 
never answered. Where am I, Mr. 
King? Oh, this dreadful place! Why 
are we here—you and I?" 

King's heart throbbed fiercely once 
more. A vast hunger possessed his 
soul. In that moment he could have 
laid down his life for her with a smile 
of rejoicing. 

Then ho told her why she was there, 
why he was there and of the 26th—the 
dreadful 26th! 

"God ic heaveu!"vshe repeated over 
and over again in n piteous whisper. 

The light was going out. 
"Quifck!" he cried. "The candle! 

Light a fresh on®- hands are 
bound." 

Si it- crept, to the candles and joined 
the wicks. A now light grew as the 
old one died. Then Bhe stood erect, 
looking dow*n upon lilm. 

"You are bound. I forgot." 
She started forward, dropping to her 

knees beside him, an eager gleam in 
her eyes. "If I can untie the rope~ 
wlll that help? Tlicre must be one 
little chance for you—for us. Let me 
try." 

"By Jove," he whispered admiringly, 
his spirits leaping to meet hers, "you've 
got pluck. You put new life iu me. I 
—I was almost a—a quitter." 

At last, after many despairing tugs, 
the knot relaxed. "There!" she cried, 
ainlciug back exhausted. "Oh, how it 
must have hurt you! Your wrists are 
raw!" 

His arms were stiff and sore and 
hung like lead at his sides. She watch
ed him with narrowed eyes while he 
stood off and tried to work blood and 
strength back into his muscles. 

"Do you thiuk you can—can do any
thing now, Mr. King?"11 she asked after 
a long interval. "We must escape," 
she said as if It were all settled. 

"It cannot be tonight," he gently in
formed her, a sickness attacking his 
heart "Dou't you thhik you'd better 
try to get some sleep?" 

He prevailed upon her to lie down, 
with his coat for a pillow. In two 
minutes she was asleep. 

For an hour or more he sat there 
looking sorrowfully at the tired, sweet 
face, the utmost despair in his soul. 
At last he stretched himself out on the 
floor near tbe door, and as he went to 
Bleep he prayed that Providence might 
open a way for him to prove that she 
was not depending on him in vain. 

I 
CHAPTER XIII. 

A DIVINITY SHAFES. 
T was pitch dark when he awoke. 

The sound of breathing came to 
his ears. He sat up. His hands 
were free. It had not been a 

dream. She was lying over there 
asleep. The candle had burnt itself 
out; that was all. He crept softly 
across the floor. In the darkness he 
found her and touched the garments 
she wore—and drew back enthralled. 

Afraid to move for fear of disturb
ing her, he sat quietly for an hour or 
more. All this time his brain was 
working like mad in the new found de
sire to perform miracles for the sake 
of this lovely, unattainable creature. 
He was forgetting the prince, the hor
rors of the 2Gth; he waa thinking only 
of saving this girl from the fate that 
Marlanx had in store for her. Vos 
Engo may have had the promise, but 
what could it profit him if Marlanx 
had the girl? 

Footsteps in the outer room recalled 
him to the bitter reality of their posi
tion. He awoke her and whispered 
words of encouragement into her be
wildered ears. 7hen be put on his coat 
and threw himself on tbe floor, first 
wrapping the rope about his wrists to 
deceive the guard. 

A key turned in the padlock. Old 
man Spantz stood in the doorway. 

"It is noon," said the old man irasci
bly. Then he came in and lighted a 
candle. 

"Noon of the 25th," said Truxton 
bitterly. "In twenty-four hours it will 
be all over, eh, Spantz?" 

"At noon tomorrow." 
Julius Spantz brougbt>ln tbe food tor 

the prisoners, setting it on the floor be
tween them. 

"It is usually the doty of oar Attend 
Julius to feed me," observed Tlruxton 
to his fellow prisoner. 

"Julius?" queried th* girt from the 
castle, peering at the man. "Not Jnll-
v® Spantz of the armory?" 

"The same," said Twxton. Julius 
laughed awkwardly. 

"Enough," snarled William Spantz. 
His manner changed completely, how
ever, when he turned to address the 
young lady. "I beg to inform you, 
madam, that your stay is to be brief. 
Tonight you will be removed to more 
pleasant quarters that a friend has 
prepared for you. As for you, my 
friend," turning to Truxton and smil
ing ironically. "I deeply deplore the 
fact that you are to remain. When 
we next gather in the room beyond a 
new dispensation will have begun. 
You may be interested then to hear 
What we have to say out there." 

With a profound bow to the lady 
and a leer for King he departed, bolt
ing the door behind him. Instantly 
King was at her side. 

"An idea has come to me," he whis
pered eagerly. "I think I see a way." 

"Mr. King, what is it you intend to 
do? Please tell me. I must know. 
Ybu heard what he said about taking 

me to the count's. He meant Mar
lanx. I will die first." 

"No. I will die first. By the way, 
1 may as well tell you that I wasn't 
thinking altogether of how we are to 
escape. Why should I save you from 
Marlanx just to have you hurry off 
and get married to Vos Engo? ft's a 
mean thought. I know," hastily; "but, 
just the same. I bate to think of you 
marrying some one else." 

"Some one else?" she questioned, a 
pucker on her forehead. 

"Oh, I know 1 wouldn't have a 
ehnfit of ti (>hnnn» dvad If thorn 

wasn't a Vos Engo. It isn't that," h< 
explained. "I recoguize the—er—dif , 
ferenco in our stations and"— 

"What has all this got to do wltl 
your plan to escape?" 

"Nothing at all. The point I'm try : 
ing to get at is this: Don't you thinl ; 

it's pretty rough on a hero to save th< 
girl for some other fellow to snap u|, 
and marry?" i 

"I think I begin to see," she said, * 
touch of pink coming into her cheeks. 

"That's encouraging/' he said, star* 
ing gloomily at the food he had put 
aside. "You are quite sure you promt 
ised Vos Engo that you'd many him?* 

"No. I did not promise him that I'd 
marry him." > 1 

"You said yon had promised"--
"You did not allow me time to*fin< 

iah. I meant to say that I had pronx 
ised to let him know In a day or two, 
That Is all, Mr. King." There waa a 
suspicious tremor in her voice. 

"What's that?" he demanded. "Ton 
—you don't mean to say that— Oh, .-, 
Lord, I wonder—I wonder if I hove a -
chance—just a ghost of a chancel" H<-1 
leaned very close, incredulous, fasci* 
nated. "What Is it that you are-going , 
to let him know—yes or no?" -

"That was the question I waa con< 
sldering when the brigands caught 
me," she answered. 

"Of course he Is in your own clas&'t -
said Truxton glumly. •% 

She hesitated an Instant. "Mr. King, ,, 
has no one told you my name—who 1 
am?" she asked. r 

"You are the prince's aunt That's 
all I know." 

"No more his aunt In reallty thkn 
Jack Tullis is his uncle." 

"Who are you, then?" 
"I adi Jack Tullis* sisterv a New 

Yorker bred and born, and I live no( ( 
more than two blocks from your"— i 

He stared at her In speechless amaze* 
ment. "Then—then you are not a 
duchess or a"— he began again. 

"Not at all—a very plain New York
er," she said, laughing aloud. "Yoti . 
are not disappointed, are you? Doe( 
it spoil your romance to"— 

"Spoil it? Disappointed? No! 
George, I—I can't believe that 
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such luck—no, no, I dan'tv 
that way! Let me ttdnfc-ttiorit. 
me get it through my -head. 

"Miss Tullis," he said, a 
voice, "you are a princess Jost 
same. I never was so faopRK In 
life as I am this minute. ItSmQfari , 
black as it was. I thought FcflBkb'l ' 4 ^ 
win you because yotf'~ , r k 

"Win nie?" she gasped. 1 s 
"Precisely. Now I'm looking 

differently. I don't mind telling 70^ 
that I'm in love with you—despemtadjj 
in love. It's been ,so with me erei 
since that day in the park. I loved 
you as a duchess or a prlncem And 
without hope. Now, I—I—well, rm 
going to hope Perhaps Vos Engo 
has the better of me Just nowv but^Tm 
in the lists with him—with all of 
them. If I get yoa out of ttds irface— 
and myself as well—I want you to un
derstand that from this very minute 1 
am trying to win yoa if it lies la the 
power of any American to win a-girl 
who has suitors anvrag the nobility." 

"Are—are you really in earnest?' aha 
murmured. 
"I mean every word of it I do low 

yon." _ 
(To be Continued.) r 

The Sound Sleep of Good Health. 
The restorative power of sound sleet 

can not be over estimated and any all•< 
ment that prevents it is a 

health. J. L. Southers, Eau Claire, Wla« 
snvs- "For a long time I have been 
unable to sleep soundly becaus« 
of pains across my back and sore™f®*' 
of my kidneys. My appetite was very 
poor and my general 
much run down. I have been talcing 
Foley's Kidney Pills but a sHortttae 
and now sleep as sound as a ^ock. I 
eat and enjoy my meals, and my gen 
oral condition is greatly Improved. 1 
can honestly recommend Foley s Kid
ney Pills as I know they have cured 
me. Swenson's Drug Store; Clark* 
Drug Store. ; , v. ^ 
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