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THE WATER WORKS PROBLEM. 
The water works proposition that is 

now before the citizens of Ottumwa, 
1s a matter of as vital importancs as 
any • civic problem can be. An effi
cient waterworks syste^ Is an abso
lute necesity to a city. Therefore any 
plan looking to. the solution of the prob
lem now confronting us, must take 
Into tlie consideration the fact that we 
are dealing with a necessity and not 
with something that we do not neces
sarily have to have. We do have to 
have water and we must have it at a 
reasonable price and of a quality that 
can be used. 

There are a few men In Ottumwa 
who have for years giveh this matter 
much time and study. The time has 
how arrived when we must all give this 
subject the most serious and syste
matic thought. The occasion de
mands it This Is an unusual condi
tion. There is now, the same as there 
always is upon occasions of tbis kind, 
an honest difference of opinion. Some 
men are In favor of municipal owner
ship, some are against it, and others 
who are against the policy of munici
pal ownership, feel that in this In
stance there is no other alternative. 
There is a general desire for informa
tion on the subject. People want to 
know what has been done, what has 
to be done, "what does the purchase 
price buy, and if the city buys it, who 
is going to manage it. 

In 1903, when the present water 
company was asking for a franchise, 
the issue was plain—it was an open 
question for the voter to answer by 
his vote. He had the opportunity to 
express his choice—of ownership by 
the city or by a private corporation. 
Because at that time a private corpora
tion wanted a franchise. ; 

In the present situation, an entirely 
different condition prevails. No pri
vate parties are asking for a franchise. 
On the contrary, those who have the 
franchise want to give it up and-get 
out of the water works business; at any 
rate it is evident that they do not 
-want to keep It up in Ottumwa. 

Thus the matter was brought up to 
the point where the-council had to 
take some definite action in the mat
ter and It has been done. The mayor 
and aldermen have studied and in
vestigated this subject as fully as they 
can. They have been working on it 
for months and now have the proposi
tion ready to submit to the people for 

. ratification or rejection. 
The water company has practically 

accepted the council's offer of $280,000 
for the plant and the'property con
nected wlth .lt. This includes in ad
dition to the works, quite a lot of 
ground along the river and race. If 
a majority of the citizens vote to buy 
the water company's property, then 
the city will take charge of the works, 
Dec. 1, 1910. The mayor will appolne 
three trustees, who will have entire 
supervision. The responsibility of 
success or failure is then with these 
trustees. It is plain for anyone to see 
that much depends on these men. It 
will be a big task to successfully 
manage the waterworks of this city. 
It will require the best business ability, 
experience and judgment to make it 
satisfactory and efficient. 

A committee was appointed at a 
meeting of citizens Tuesday evening 
to review and summarize the work 
that has been done, with a view to in
forming the public of the exact situ
ation. This committee will make 
public Its findings when the Investi
gation is concluded. 

WHAT WILL BRYAN AND PORTER 
DO? ; 

There has been speculation as to 
Just why the democrats of Montgom
ery county cancelled the speaking 
date that had been arranged for Wil
liam Jennings Bryan at Red Oak. On 
the face of things, however, the reason 
appears plain. The democrats of 
Montgomery county are more consis
tent than the democratic state central 
committee, which, arranged for the 
Bryan speaking tour in Iowa, and more 
cbnsistent that Mr. Bryan himself. 
Bryan bolted the Nebraska state demo
cratic ticket because he could not sub
scribe to the liquor plank of the Ne
braska platform. He comes into Iowa 
however, to support^ what he con
demned in Nebraska. 

The attitude Mr. Bryan will take in 
Iowa on the liquor question is causing 
some comment. The silence of Mr. 
Porter, the democratic candidate for 
governor, also is causing comment. 

It has just leaked out, however, that 
Mr. Porter has not always maintained 
his present silence. The Des Moines 
Register and Leader has secured a 
copy of a letter written by Mr. Porter 
for the especial benefit of the German-
American Liberal alliance, Col. Bio-
beck's organization. This was written 
during the primary contest for the 
democratic nomination and was pub
lished, so far .as the Register and 
Leader has been able to learn, only 
in German in the Staats Anzeiger of 
Des Moines and Der Democrat of 
Davenport. 

The occasion for this letter, the 
Register and Leader explains, was the 
activity among the friends of Colonel 
Eiboeck. Mr. Bashor had. been com
mended wrv'.y for his sympathies 

libit 

with the purposes of the liberal alli
ance and it was feared among thia 
friends of Mr. Porter that he might 
suffer if it was not made plain that 
he was not seeking the nomination 
on the Bryah platform of divorcing 
the democratic party from the liquor 
interests. 

Following is a fair translation of 
the letter from the copy that apr 
peared in Der Democrat of May 19, 
1910. Der Democrat says: 

We have already publised the views 
of Messrs Bashor and Moon (on the 
liquor question). Fbllowing we give an 
explanation of the position of Mr. 
Porter. It is found in a letter from 
Centerville under date of May 11 and 
reads thus: 

"Dear Sir: I have your recent letter 
in which you make inquiry concerning 
my position on the question of the 
regulation of the liquor traffic and with 
pleasure I will make it as clear as I 
can. In the announcement of my 
candidacy I declared that I in no wise 
wished to influence or anticipate the 
resolutions of the state convention to 
be held in Ottumwa. Although I still 
hold fast to this attitude, yet, in view 
of the fact that the other candidates 
for the gubernatorial nomination have 
expressed their positions on the ques
tion more or less fully, I may not be 
considered presumptuous if I also an
swer your Inquiry. I recognize further 
that you as a democrat are fully en
titled to know my exact position to
ward any of the questions involved in 
the campaign before us. I do not sup
pose you care much for the reasons 
for my position,'or the details of my 
views, but I would like to be altogether 
free and frank in the matter so that 
no misunderstanding will; be possible. 

"My first vote that I ever cast was 
for the ticket at whose head stood the 
distinguished Governor Boies. 

"When for the first time I was 
elected to the legislature, the piatform. 
of that year (1895) declared In favor of 
'a law permitting the manufacture of 
liquors within the state.' I took part 
in the democratic legislative caucus in 
which this matter was considered and 
I voted for such a law. 

"Since that time and until two years 
ago our platforms have been silent 
upon this question, and then the plat
form declared: 'We reaffirm the tra
ditional policy of the democratic party 
with reference to local self-goyern-
ment and home rule.' As the nomi
nated candidate for the United States 
senate I indorsed this plank and spent 
more than thirty days of the campaign 
on the stump. I believed at that time 
in the righteousness of that principle 
and I do today. 

"As I have already said, I do not 
wish to anticipate the action of the 
state convention; I have firm faith in 
the wisdom and sound judgment of the 
democratic party to deal with all ques
tions rightly and honorably and when 
I announced myself as at candidate for 
the democratic gubernatorial nomi 
nation ft was with express declaration 
that I would abide by the principles 
that might be declared by th-a conven
tion and that they would have my 
hearty approval and that I would spare 
no pains Ito secure for them the in
dorsement of thQ voters in the'Novenw 
ber election. I am respectfully .yours, 

"Claude R. Porter." 
. It will be admitted, the Register 
and Leader believes that a most care
ful reading of this letter leaves .much 
to be desired in the way of explicit-
ness. But it is significant that Colonel 
Eiboeck and Lis friends have gone 
upon the thq^ry that they understand 
what Mr. Porter meant by It. 

They have ' gone upon the theory 
that he does not mean by "local 
self-government and home rule" the 
county option plan Mr. Bryan • is urg
ing upon 1;he party, r.::hough county 
option Mr. Bryan would define ' as 
coming strictly within th&t charac
terization. The state convention 
drew the line between township op
tion and county option and by - de
cisive vote declared that "local self-
government, and home rule" uean 
township option. That is what they 
Interpret Mr. Porter's letter to mean. 

Mr. Bryan, the Register and Leader 
adds, is to be in the state on Thursday 
evening anl with him on the platform 
will undoubtedly be Mr. Porter and 
Colonel Eiboeck. The absence of 
either woi Id be so conspicuous, under 
all the circumstances, as to attract 
state wide attention. If Mr. Bryan at
tempts to square his position in Ne
braska with the situation ,in Iowa it 
Will be very interesting. If he ignort s 
the whole business it will be even 
more interesting. 

WILL MR. PORTER PLEASE 
EXPLAIN? 

As Mr. Porter, a man "with sup
posedly temperate inclinations, is the 
democratic candidate for governor, cn 
a platform that declares for . a condi
tion of affairs thatr if put into effect, 
will keep up continuous neighborhood 
agitation over the liquor question, it is 
time he is making his views, plain. 

He has been making speeches in 
many parts of Iowa, and he talks all 
the time about national matters. Now 
Mr. Porter, the state of Iowa'is a great 
and magnificent state and it certainly 
is worthy of a little attention from 
you as a candidate for governor. It is 
expected of you that you will outline 
your plans for putting into force, if 
you are elected, the commands of the 
platform of your party. We know as 
well as you do that the liquor plank 
in the democratic state platform that 
was adopted by the-democratic state 
convention in Ottumwa has created a 
great deal of dissatisfaction and dis
appointment and is the source of much 
discouragement In the party. We do 
not wonder that you try to cover this 
sore spot by talking of national mat
ters. But It i's time now for you tq 
stop wandering around and make your
self plain on matters that you> are 
pledged to in your platform. 

General Weaver was a delegate In 
the Ottumwa convention and made a 
speech against thp adoption of the 
liquor plank. He said: 

"I am tired of being called a mem
ber of the whisky party. If the 
language of that paragraph is put Into 
this platform, It puts a whisky brand 
on the democratic party of Iowa. For 
this conv'ention to adopt that plank 
will be to make the most serious mis
take within the power of this body, 
and seventy-five thousand democrats 
in Iowa will stamp it under their 
sovereign feet." 

A STORX0F MYSTERY 

Autanf THE COAST OF CHANCE 
Copyright, 1909, Bobhs-ltonlll Company -

(CHAPTER VI.—Continued.) 
I was aware of a greater sense of 

air and sun than I had had since I en
tered the house, of a farther extent of 
that shining floor, broken by great 
opaque oblongs which absorbed light 
and gave out colors beautiful and dim; 
of a uniform even interplay of color 
upon all sides of me, as if the walls 
were hung with tapestry of one pat
tern; but all I was really Intensely 
conscious of was a seated figure. She. 
was sitting almost profile to me, with 
her back to the light, •which fell splen
didly upon the full length of her hair,, 
hanging quite to ihe floor.; She was 
wrapped in something silk, of two 
shifting colors, green and~ copper, un
covering the neck and leaving a most 
beautiful .arm bare to the shoulder. A 
maid was brushing her hair, bending 
low with ev£ry measured stroke. At 
my appearance she straightened, stop
per, and stepped back. It looked really 
as if she sank away into the shadow; 
and the Spanish woman rose and came 
toward me, holding out her hand. The 
colors in her gown seemed fairly-alive, 
and whether It was really a woven pat
tern of copper serpents rushing 
through green water, or only an acci
dent of my fancy .and the twisted 
lights, I couldn't determine. But look
ing in her face, I thought, "Oh, surely 
Mr. Dingley is right. It isn't that she is 
ill, but only that she wants to talk with 
me alone." Like her hand, her voice 
was soft and warm. 

"You are very kind," she said. There 
was hardly a trace of accent in her 
speech, only a delicate precision that 
made it delightful. "You see, I have 
been sick, and am yet too weak to go 
out upon the street. It is why I have 
given you the trouble to come to me." 
And ptill keeping my hand she led me 
to a chair and gently", prettily pushed 
me into it. There was something per
suasive in her touch. Then, taking her 
seat again, "Marie, prondo!" she cried; 
and the maid coming forward gathered 
up the mass of hair, twisted it deftly 
into a crown around her head, filling It 
with gold colored hairpins, tucked into 
its coll a .single tuberose; then col
lecting the combs and brushes went 
softly out of the room. 

The Spanish woman sat there, rest
ing her chin in her hand, looking at me 
with a pleasant, rather smiling expres-' 
sion; and I thought she was. a great 
deal less overwhelming than I had ex
pected, though she was even more 
beautiful. "You have (seen Mr. Mont
gomery?" she began. I thought it was 
only a question in form. ' 

I said,'"Oh,' yes, I first saw him sev
eral years ago, danclhg at a ball." ' 

She gave me a keen glance. "Yes, 
and later than that?" 

"Then, then," I stammered, for I 
was at'a loss to know , whether she 
knew what my evidence was to be,' 
"then once or twice on the street and 
yesterday in court." 

"Well, and what do you think of 
him?" 

"Why I—I don't know him." ; . 
She made an amused little sound in 

her throat. "Yet . you have seen him 
three times. Once would have been 
enough. Surely you can tell me at least 
one thing—do you think ,he looks like 
a murderer?" -x 

"Oh, no!" I murmured. 
Her eyes never left me. "But you do 

not think well of him; he is perhaps 
repulsive to you?" 

"Oh, no!" I whispered. There was a 
painful tightness around my heart and 
my head felt on'fire. It was not the 
Spanish woman but I who seemed to 
be telling the story. 

She gave a quick nod, as if my an
swers thus far had satisfied her. "You 
do not believe him to be a murderer, 
you do not even think him unpleasant 
and yet you will go into the court and 
swear away his freedom—perhaps his 
life?" 

"I said I thought he did not look like 
a murderer," ' I desperately insisted, 
"but I can't help—" 

"I know, my child, jvist what you are 
going to say," she . interrupted. "You 
are going to say the words they have 

But General Weaver's motion 
against that plank was voted down, 
and the liquor plank he objected to is 
now- a part cf the. Iowa democratic 
platform and Mrj» Porter, if elected, is 
pledged by his party to carry out the 
commands of that plank. 

Now Mr. Poter, are you in favor of 
such a law.as your platform calls fcr? 

And can Mr. Bryan, if he makes any 
speeches in this state, support in Iowa 
what he condemns in Nebraska. 

According to the latest report of the 
agricultural department, the condi
tion of the corn crop on Oct. 1 was 
80.3 per cent of the normal, as com
pared with 73.8 a year ago and 78.4 the 
ten year average. Good gains are 
shown also in the other crops, assur
ing a wonderful crop this year that 
will add millions to the national cir
culation. The wheat crop shojvs a 
falling off in acreage, but an improve
ment in quality. 

The republican campaign in Wa
pello county opens tonight when Con
gressman Albert- F. Dawson of ' the 
second Iowa, district will address the 
voters at the Grand opera house.. Con
gressman Dawson is .in great demand 
as a political speaker. His experience 
as a newspaper man, as secretary to 
the late Senator Allison in Washing
ton and as a member of congress, 
coupled with his ability as a public 
speaker, admirably fits him to discysB 
the issues that confront the voters of 
Iowa this fall. The Grand opera house 
should be crowded to the doors to
night. 

Democratic administrations and hard 
times come together. 

A company is known by the men it 
keeps. 

if 

taught you—that it is your duty, and 
all that! And do you know that the 
law is just a great machine of rules, 
and that this Is one of them: that you 
must tell whatever you have seen, no 
matter how unjust, no matter what 
harm it does? It is for that reason I 
do not go to the law. I come to. you, 
who are a woman like me, and have 
compassion. You day you do not know 
this man, but you Have seen him. You 
can -hot be quite blind to what he is. 
He has been rash 'and foolish and it 
is true that he has made angry some 
very virtuous citizens"—she rolled out 
the last two words with a curl of her 
handsome lip—"but he is a most lov
able and charming boy, and the most 
brave. Can't you see by his face that 
he could not do an evil thing? He was 
dragged into this affair as. a matter of 
honor,; the quarrel was a fair and open 
one." 

A joyful feeling went through me at 
her words—the first really kind, sav
ing words J had heard spoken of him. 
I almost loved her for them; and the 
expectation that the next moment' I 
was to hear the explanation of them 
held me, leaning forward in my chair, 
breathlessly. . 

She made a . little imploring move
ment toward me with her open hands.' 
"It would be cruel, cruel for a gentle, 
tender-hearted girl like you to speak 
such words against him!" A faint color 
was beginning to shine in her cheeks 
and her eyes had opened wide their 
wonderful blacks. v 

"But," I cried, "if you know some
thing in his favor why don't you go 
into court and tell them about it? If 
only you would speak to them as you 
do to me. I know they would believe 
you! They couldn't help It!" 
v She shot a quick glance at me, half 
suspicious, half fierce; but immediately 
it softened into a rather sad smile. 
"That is very gracious of you, to speak 
so, but about the 'court, do not make 
a mistake!' The words I have, the 
things I know, are not those that 
speak to the mind but to the heart. Alt 
that-the lawyers take count of is facts; 
and for the jury, they would be more 
swayed by one word a little innocent-
eyed girl will say, than by the most 
eloquent plea I could offer. It is you 
who will sway this balance of justice. 
Do not try to escape from that respon
sibility. Think, think, of how, when you 
saw him come out of the door, he 
looked at you, and .with his eyes im
plored you to be silent!" . 

I' 'stared, at tier, terribly wrought 
updn by the inembry she'had called-up 
.by 'thSt; lodk;. astoljnd^d" that; she had 
known of 'it;' had even "t«enable^ to 
translate its meaning for me. 

"Yes," she said smlling,,"l linow all 
about it, And then you ran home and 
told them." Her voice grew very ca
ressing. "But that was in the moment 
when you had lost yoyr head. Now that 
you have "had time to think it ail over, 
now that you know; how much it means 
;—oh, surely, you will not speak again! 
I beg you| In human mercy, not that 
you plead, for .him, not that yoii'tell a 
false fitory, but only as you are a 
woman, keep silence, keep silence!" 

I listened.with increasing dismay, as 
the hot words poured from her lips; 
antf, with the end, a revulsion of,feel
ing took me,.' a lost and bewildered 
sense pf tyeing completely astray. It 
was^not. to tell me anything she had 
called me hither—oh quite the oppo
site !—'-it was to try to close my lips. 
If I had'nt been so blinded by my ob
stinate hopes I might have thought of 
this before! I might have saved myself 
the ordeal; for I had felt the very heart 
in me weaken at . the picture of him 
her words called ,up. 

"If I could make. myself, believe as 
you do," I said, "that what I have to 
tell will condemn him, ev.en though 
he is inpocent, I should want myself, 
to die. But I can't believe, I can't think, 
that God can be so unjust as to let him 
be condemned when he Is innocent!" 

She let her head drop back and 
laughed aMittie. "You will find, my 
child, that it is. men who Control the 
affairs of the earth; and rthat if you 
believe any such fine things of them 
yoy will be disappointed. As for the 
lawyers,, they yrill convict an innocent 
man.,as merrily as they will eat .their 
dinner, if only the popular cry is loud 
enough, and they can get enough, of. 
what they call evidence, against .him. 
Do not expect any miraculous inter
vention on his behalf." . . 

"I don't," I cried stoutly. "But some 
one must know the truth .of what has 
really happened; and that person sure
ly will come forward and tell what he 
knows before he will let Mr. Montgom
ery be condemned. Oh, "if only I knew, 
nothing should keep me from saying' 
it!" , 

She had drawn herself upright in her 
chair, her face whiter than her flower, 
her clenched hands resting.on either 
arm; and now she slowly rose to her 
feet. Standing there she seemed fairly 
to tower above me, and looking down 
witfi 'her eyes glimmering upon me 
through her lashes. "What If he: Is 
guilty?" she said slowly. 

The roonf around "me grew dreamy. 
My head felt light. All the things I had 
ever believed in seemed to have fallen 
far, far below me, tiny and inconse-' 
ouent. I closed my hands hard around 
the arms of my ehalr. I'clung to It as 
if it had been my last principle of 
faith. "I have given my word," I said, 
"and even if I had not, I should have 
to tell the triith. It is - a question of 
honor." 

She stood a moment ;longer with her 
hands still clenched and slightly 
raised, as if she were going to strike 
a blow,—myself, or her own breast. 
Then she let them fall limp, and. lift
ing h,erj shoulders with "a superb little 
scornful motion. "Ah, I thought you 
wer,e only a fool." she. said!, "I. see you 
are

K
co,d" 

She turned sharply , about, and 
Crossed the room to where something 
which looked like a large bench stood 

* 

against the wall. covered with 'gold-
colored velvet. I saw her fling back the 
covering and kneel beside It, fumbling 
with the lid. I heard the clicking of 
what seemed a series of locks. At last 
she turned her head and spoke, 
"Come here!" 

I rose and went slowly over to where 
she knelt in the shadow. -'v* 

"Sit down." 
I seemed Involuntarily to obey those 

imperious words. I took the seat she 
indicated, a carved stool drawn near 
the chest, and saw her just lifting out 
a long string of blue flashing stars. It 
was like a toy, like one of those 
strings you hang upon a Christmas 
tree, only a hundred times more bril
liant. "She how pretty!" she said, and 
ran it through her fingers in a little 
blue stream; then, with an easy motion 
of her wrist, she tossed it around my 
shoulders. She put her hand down into 
the chest and brought out a long, long 
string of pearls:—if pearls had ever 
been so large—long as the rosaries I 
used to string of oak balls, , and 
dropped it over my head. I felt the 
great weight of it upon my neck. 

"Look," she said, taking up a velvet 
case, opened it, and showed1 me, lying 
on a crimson satin bed, a necklace like 
a wreath of light. There was no under
standing the preciousness of that. The 
sjiock of the realization of what they 
were sent the blood into my face. Her 
eyes laughed at me with a gleam that 
seemed> devillBh. She threw the'box 
into'my lap. She took out rings and 
covered my fingers with them, drops 
of bipod, red,, and brilliant green and 
rainbow colors. I couldn't seem to 
speak or move. I thought she must be 
mad, - , . 

"Here," she said, and leaning to
ward me, deftly pulling out the pins 
and took off my hat. Then in both her 
hands she lifted something, from the 
chest, and, before I could ctop her she 
had pressed it down upon my head. 
Then she rose. Her face, was flushed; 
her lips parted eagerly on her gleam
ing teeth. She caught my hand and 
pulled me in front of a great mirror 
that hung upon the wall. 

I saw reflected there a small, shrinK-
ing figure, with a white face, In a white 
dress, crowned with a circlet of gold 
and hung with necklaces that made 
brightness in the shadow. I heard the 
Spanish woman's voice speaking ex
citedly close beside my cheek. 

"There is not their like in this state, 
in this country. Some of. them have 
come out of the greatest houses in 
Spain. They will make you rich, they 
will make you beautiful! They are 
nothing tome; I will give them to you, 
every one, to keep forever! Take them 
—take them all! And go away! Just 
for three little days; until the trial is 
over!" -

I shrank from her in mere amaze
ment. In the first moment I did not 
take in what she meant. 

"No, but listen," she cried, catching 
at me. '"I can make It easy for you to 
go. I have Influence—I will help you— 
I will hide you! We will arrange the 
story." , 

I raised my hands to my head. Now 
I was choking with anger, with tears. 
"Do you think I would do for these 
what ! would not do for him?" I lifted 
the circlet off my head, but my hands 
shook so that it fell and rolled on the 
floor between us, and I believe we 
both forgot It. "Do you suppose I don t 
care as much as you do? I would do 
anything In the world to clear him of 
this charge. But you don't understand 

to clear him; I can't hush it and hide 
it. It wouldn't make it come right and 
I don't believe he wants me to. I don't 
believe that is what he meant. I^know 
he would hate me if I saved him with 
such a lie!" . 

She grew white. A small, sharp 
shadow came on each side of her 
mouth. Her lips parted with a sort of 
gasp. "What do you know about sav
ing or dying; whit do you know about 
hating or loving? You would not lie— 
oh, no! You would save him—if he 
were innocent! Why, you child. I 
would save him the same if he had 
killed fifty! You are so precious of your 
little self, and your little virtue. Virtue! 
Pah M'love him—and that is my vir
tue!" , 

Something in the triumphant ring of 
her voice, in the very strength.of her 
passion itself, for the moment made 
her noble.-Beside her I felt myself 
small, mean and wretched; 

It seemed to me I was in a night
mare and ' never should awake. I 
pulled the necklaces, the bracelets, the 
rings, off me, struggling with the 
tangled chains and stubborn clasps. I 
shook my hand free of- the last jewel, 
and then snatching up my turban, 
pinned It on with trembling fingers, 
and. all the while she stood looking si
lently at me. But when, at last, I had 
taken up the little ball of my gloves 
and stood before her, she spoke in a 
very soft voice: 

"Pardon me, I have lost my wits. But 
you are made of a material—I do not 
know it—but it. Is not flesh and blood. 
Nevertheless we must not part bad 
friends." . . 

She turned to thg table and,- pushing 
aside the jewels as if they had been 
colored glass, pulled toward her a tray, 
and took up a glass decanter. She 
poured two glasses of wine, and tak
ing one, gracefully held it out to me. 
."Will you not drink to his acquittal?" 
she, asked. ' • 

"Forgive me/' I said "If I do not 
drink to it. I will wish for it with all 
my- heart. That will be the same." 

"But it is not," she said, advancing, 
with her bright pyes fixed upon me. 
"To drink—that is a deed which shows 
the good will. The rest is but words. 
Come, you have spoken of great things 
you would do for him if only you could. 
Well, here is one small thing. Let me 
see yoii make good your words!" Her 
voice vas so sweetly coaxing my hand 
hesitated toward the glass. Then, as 
she thought I was going to take it, 
something in the expectant, intense 
look of her caught me; and a dreadful 
thought flashed into my mind. 

I shrank back. "No," I Baid, "I can 
not!" 

But she was fairly upon me with It. 
She, was leaning over me. "Drink, yes, 
drink!" She thrust it upon me. 

"No, no!" I cried in terror. "I will 
not!" I flung up my hand with the Im
pulse to keep it off me, and struck the 
glass, and overturned it. 

She stepped backward and set down 
the tray with-a clang. There was no 
perceptible change in her face, but 
suWaik>* she had become terrible. 

"You shall never go out of my house," 
sho said. 

My ears wouldn't believe, my senses 
rejected the meaning of those words. 
"You would not do such a thing—you 
would not dare!" 

She threw back her head until I 
could see the great column of her 
white throat swell, and laughed. "I 
tell you, my pretty little girl, I would 
fling away a dozen such afl you for only 
the chance of saving him!" 

I saw that she meant it—I under
stood how well!—I felt lltfe a little dry 
stick in a river, like a leaf in the wind. 
I looked behind me. The windows did 
not open into the outer air but into a 
tightly closed conservatory. The sound 
that was struggling in my throat was 
a scream, but suppose it would only 
call in some of her creatures before 
Mr. Dingley should hear! I looked 
squarely into her face, and I am sure, 
in that moment, that I understood 
what death might mean. "I am go
ing," I said, very quietly, and walked 
across the room toward the curtain. 

She did not try to stop me and every 
unobstructed step I took forward I 
thought, with increasing terror, "What 
is It that she means to do?" When. I 
reached the closed curtain the grasp 
of her hands, which I had dreaded, was 
the least of my fears. The anteroom 
was empty, but as I passed Its thresh* 
old I heard her move acroas the inner 
room, and then a bell rang, away down 
In the lower part of the house. There 
is no describing the feeling that was 
in me when, with the sound of that un
canny Blgnal in my ears, I opened the 
door into the grizzly maze of passage
ways. 

I remembered that I had turned to 
the right in coming in, so now, I 
turned to the left, and hurried down 
that narrow, unllghted way that led 
me. directly to another door. But I re
membered that and opened it and 
stepped through into another hall; 
Here were three branching ways, and 
It was only one of them of course, 
which would bring me to the sala door. 
The others might plunge me into 
Heaven knew what places of the house 
or what hands! There was no time to 
hesitate, I must choose and chance It! 
There was not one thing—window, fur
niture or color—to distinguish them. 
Yet in my agony of mind I gave a 
glance down one and two of them; and 
on the floor of the second, a few yards 
from me some small, light colored ob
ject was lying. I ran forward and 
stooped. It was- the blue bow that had 
fallen from my hair. 

I picked it up with a rush of thank
fulness. This was an incident in a fairy 
tale! It seemed an omen of safety and 
as I held It In my hand I fairly ran 
along the passage and came at last 
triumphantly out Into the hall which I 
remembered, broad and carpeted with 
red. 

Down the stairs I hastened, my heart 
going quick with the alarms of my es
cape, opened the door at the foot of it 
and came into the little entry. As I en
tered it I fancied a sound. It was like 
a step, very soft, so soft as to be hard; 
ly audible, not behind me, not on th<i 
other side of the door in front of me, 
but somewhere beyond the entry parti
tion to my right. It was there I reck
oned, that one of those' dark ante
rooms through which we had ap^ 
proached the sala, must be. The flesh 
of my back was pricking, but I was 
almost safe. Once let me reach Mr. 
Dingley and I knew that somehow he 
would get us out. With a great effort 
I pulled open the heavy door into the 
sala* 

"Oh, I—" I began; but then I 
stopped. The room was so large that it 
took me some moments to majte sure 
it was empty. Mr. Dingley was not 
there. 

I stood perfectly still in that stu
pendous place. Everything in me 
seemed to have stopped moving, too— 
my blood and my heart. And, in the 
listening pause, there came again un
mistakably, soft, stealthy footsteps, 
sounding beyond the heavy curtain of 
the door—sounding as if creatures 
were gathering in those dark rooms 
that lay between me and the outer 
hall. im . 

I didn't scream. I didn't want to. I 
walked quietly across the roof to one 
of the heavily curtained windows at 
the back and pulled the hangings 
aside. 

In front of me, not three feet from 
the window, was the blank face of the 
convent wall rising straight up, higher 
than I could see. I looked downward. 
The stone pavement, which I cfuld 
just make out in the gloom, must have 
been ten feet below. Nevertheless I 
had a wild thought that, if the worst 
came, I could at least fling myself 
down the narrow cleft; and in that 
mind I took hold of the wihdow frame. 
I had no hope that I could move it, 
even after I had stirred the heavy 
locks; but, with the pressure of all my 
weight against it, slowly the two sides 
of the casement opened out. As the 
dusty panes of glass swung away from 
before me my eye caught a singular 
irregularity in the surface of the wall. 
About on a level with the window-sill 
was a niche in the masonry, perhaps 
three feet square, and looking to be 
the depth of the wall Itself. The back 
of It seemed to be made of a dark sub
stance—darker than the bricks— 
through which shone twinkling 
glimpses of daylight. 

I climbed upon the window-sill, and,' 
taking hold of the upper edge of one 
of the casements, swung myself by 
thiB. I felt myself hovering an instant 
in mid-air. Then my feet had found the 
niche. I crouched, and, groping for
ward with one hand, grasped a stout 
tangle of vines. Releasing the case
ment I half-dragged, half-swung ray-
self Into the opening In the wall, I 
clung there a moment trembling, catch
ing my breath, before I realized that 
the dark mass at the back of the niche 
was merely ivy, some of which I had 
grasped, tearing quite a little open
ing, and through this I could see a 
blessed glimpse of blue sky. 

Putting my eyes close to this peep
hole I looked downward and saw be
low me the grass plots of the convent 
garden. A great tangle of bushes was 
at the foot of the wall, but in spite of 
that it looked a dreadful drop. I 
glanced over my shoulder Into the 
room behind me and thought I saw a 
shadow moving down the floor. I do 
not know how I turned myself in the 
cramped space where I knelt. All I 
could remember afterward was the feel 
of the edge of the rough masonry un
der my fingers; the tearing of the ivy 

as my body crushed through it? the 
straining of my arms as I swung down* 
ward. I gave one horrified glanoe intff 
the depths of the garden; then cloe«4 ^ 
my eyes and let go. W* , % M 
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DR. BOINMAM 
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SPECIALIST 
CHRONIC DI8EA8E8. •>' 

t>r. Bonham has been located in Ot
tumwa eighteen years; has an In
creased business each year, because 
he has maintained that no doctor can, 
advertise his business yeatvafter year 
unless he Was for his mo^tot, "Honesty 

J 
is the Best Policy." 

SPECIAL ATTENTION«0IVEN 
to Chronic and Surgical Diseases, 
Mental and Nervous Diseases, Catarrh 
of Nose, Throat and Lungs ^Catarrh 
of the Stomach and Bowels. " > 

RUPTURE CURED. 
He cures Rupture that seems incur-^ 

able. He cured H. M. Chldester of 
near Albla of a rupture he had for 
forty years. He has been cored for 
seven years and Is in perfect condition. 
Cured Chas. Steele, a blacksmith of 
Richland, la., and eight or ten oth«r 
people from Richland. . v 

PILES, FISTULA, RECTAL . 
DISEASE8. 

cured in a very short time. No use to 
suffer from Piles when you can he 
cured In a few days. He cured Mr. 
Jacob and John Hanover and John 
Leavellng of West Point, la~ In a 
week's time and many here at home. 
No question about the cure If he . takes 
your case. 

DISEA8E8 OF WOMEN. ' 
Medical and Surlgcal Disease of 
Medical and Surgical Diseases of 

Women, Displacements, Ulceration 
and all diseases peculiar to women 
treated with uniform success. Surgical 
operation when necessary. 

Eleotro Thermal Baths for Rheuma*, 
tism and Chronio Troubles. 

WEAK AND NERV0U8 MEN. 
Men who suffer from Bladder and 

Kidney T rubles, Nervous Debility 
Wasting Troubles, Varlocele. Stric
ture, should call and receive the best 
treatment offered for such prlvatt -m 
troubles. . IMTii 

8KIN AND BLOOD DISEASES 
CURED. . \ | 

. Ec&ema and Lufus Cancer, all h i 
Chronio Skin Diseases cured by the 
X-ray and Violet rays. '-LsfMf 

PATIENTS FROM A DISTANCE@p|g 
furafshed with pleasant city accom- ^ 
modatlons. Write your snnpJwt^lf.. S3! 
ryou cannot call at once. • 

DR. J. C. BONHAM. 
Elks Building OTTUMWA, IOWA 
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