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“INDIAN JOE!"

Bynopsis.—Tom Sheiby, a rancher,
rides Into the (frontier town of
F™ca, looking for a grod time
ater a long spell of hara work
and lonelineas on the ranch. In-
s#lead, he runs Into a funeral—that
of Dad Calkins, a retired army
man of whom {little I8 known. A
girl, stlll In her teens, survives
Calkins. MecCarthy, a saloon keep-
or and Ponca's leading citizen, de-
cides that the girl, now ulone in
the world, should morry. 8he
agrees to pick out a husband from
the score of men Hned up in her
home. To his constéernation, she se-
lects Shelby, who had goune along
merely as a spectator. He declines
the honor. Indignant the girl dis-
misses the assemblage Shelhy
runs into two of the rejected suit-
ors, and in a fight worsts them
both. Angered at their remarks.
he returna to the girl, determinad

to marry her, IT she will have him “;

After his explanation she agrees lo
marry him., The wedding takes
place and the couple set out for
8helby's  ranch. With them s
“Kid" Macklin, whom Shelby has
hired a5 a helper., On the way the
girl tells her husband her name Is
Olga Carlyn, and also tells him
something of the peculiar eirpum-
stances of her life. Upon arrival
at the ranch Shelby fs struck down
from behind and left for dead. He
recovers consciousness to find that
Macklin and his wife have gone.
He starts In pursult. He learns
hiz wife is an heireas, that her ah-
duction has been carefully planned
and that ehe has been taken to

Wolves' Hole, a stranghold of ban-
dits and bad Indians.

CHAPTER VIlI—Continued.
- A

Shelby visioned all this in his mem-
ery. questioning his chance of ever
snecessfully invading such a spot with-
out arousing suspicion. It was plain.
ly proven by their testimony that
Macklin wns taking his eaptive to this
spot for eafe hiding. He and his In-
Alan acressories had ridden on. anx-
fous te reach this =ecurity with as Iit-
tle delay as possible. 'Bnt would Shel-
 hy dare to follow? To he sure, exvept
to the Kil, he was uoknown, which
might make him welcome, Yet the

danger of Wetection was grent.
‘there was

and  del tely  counting the
chances, and decided to make the at-

tempt,

Convineed as to his duty, and urged
to It by the personal Interest he felt In
the girl, hy cast all hesitancy
aside. He wonld mqke the atrempt;
fortune had surely favored him thrs
and might again. He went hack:
_where the buckskin waited, mount-

the animal, qulet enough hy this

rade down to the edge of the
m, and sat silently in the saddle
the beast drank. It was o' dark,
night. the stars overhead Hke
in the sky. the air conl and

e turned the peny up the val-
. making no effort to hurry the ani-
desirous only at present of keep-

the r of the two horwe

He knew the course they.

must take, up the valley
a& Tar a= the great
and then neross the plateau -
the Cottanwooid. He
follow ecaotiously antit
then search for the trail to
mnke sure, and endeavor, from some
elevation, to pick them up with his
d glasses,
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the huckskin lowered his hend
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by swaying In the saddle,
keenly awake to any
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forward ateadily at a rapid

| aud hix companion had not ventured
| the passage until dawn, the marks of
their horses' hoafs =o fresh as to con-
vinee thelr traller they were scarcely
beyond the sound of his voice. He
even found where they had dismount-
ed, waiting for daylight. the ground
lttered with the ends of burnt clga-
rettes,

Shelhy loltered an hour before ven-
turing te follow. There was no other
way ont, and so he munched at & cold
| meal, and perssitted the buekskin to
| browse along the bank of the stream,
| well cone 1 by & fringe of willows,
| Then, both horse and man refreshed,

he went forward on foot, lending tue

| animal, and began the upward climb,
In places it was not unllke a cave,
and Shelby had no ldea how far he
hnd gone, when he suddenly emerged
out from the gloom into the sunlight
of the summit, with a clear view
! geross the level platean.

Shelby stopped, holding the horse
hack below the summit and gazed ans-
iously about. The soil left no trail

within the radius of wision, Every-
thing had the appearance death—
the death of ages. He stood upright
and swept the circle with his field
glusses. He was barely im time; for
far off there to the left, scarcely dis-
cernible even then against the black,
overhanging ridges of rock, he made
aut two slowly moving objects. They
were not distinet. he could not have
sworn what the, were, but there was
no doubt in his mind as to their iden-
tity. He studied rhem eagerly until
they disappeared down a coulee, and
then carefuly warked the course, his
point of gnidance a high pinnacke of
rock standing eut against the sky.

He was an hour reaching this ob-
Jective, but once there he found rhe
trail plainly traced along the edge of
the bank. It led In and out amid the
intricacies of the hills, taking. of nec-
essity, so winding n course as to give
Shethy no view shead and soon coh-
fused him in point of direction. He
could only move forward ecautieasly,
fearful lest they might have halted for
some purpose, and watchful of every
trace of their passage, as other ravines
were constantly uniting with this
through which he was blindly feeling
his way. He came to sand and lest
all signs of the trail Instansy, search-
ing for it in vain for pearly an hour
before confessing himself at fanit.
Then, leaving the horse below, he
climhed the nearest hill for a view of
his shrroundings.

The sun gave him the proper direc-
tions, but all about stretched the rame
dreary, bare ridges of rock, offering
no guidanee, There was no life visi-
ble anywhere and although he waited
for some time, sweeping his glnsses
back and forth, he galned no glimpse
of the two he endeavored to follow.
They had vanished as though swal-
lowed up by the earth. The sun was
already in the west and desperately he
determined to try the level. Even this,
amid the intricncles of those branch-
Ing passages hetween the round hills,
was difficnlt to achleve, yet he finally
discovered an exit and ventured to-
ward the” north. confident that the
Cottonwood would surely lle some-
where in that direction.
~ He came upon it so suddenly and
uanexpectedly ag to almost daze  his
faculties.  Almost without warning he
sinod at the very edge of a yawning
hole and stared In amazement down
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nnd the slivery stream running through
the center seemed scurcely & yard
wide. A yard, why, if it was actually
the Cottonwond, it must he n hundred
feot from bank to bank! God! What
n hole! What a frenk of mature!
What n wilderness hiding place!

He luy motionless, with eyes search-
ing up and down the valley. To the
right he could not determine how far
it extended, but to the left he conld
discern the siiver shield
where the Cottonwood came tumbiing
over g precipice, One of the two pos
sihle entrances was there; the other
must he flong some one of those mi-
merous side mavines, whose hilack en-
trancés he could dimly perceive. Tt

was all so serene, so peaceful, the

amd, with the naked eye, Sheiby was |
unable to distinguish a sign of life |

L truth seemed impossthle—that he was
| netually gazing down Into a veritable
' hell on earth, a rendezvous of white
| thieves and Indian murderers, a bor-
der fortress for all the nameless devil-
try of the frontier.

And he must invade the Hole, alone.
if he would be of service to this woman
eaptive! By sheer recklessness he
must plerce the thing to the heart, Yot
how was it to he dong? Not even a
mountaln  goat could fiml passage
down those rocks even by daylight and
in another hour all would be darkness,
He could not remain there: bhefore

of water |

“Virginia ; he's my father.”

“0Oh, h—1, an’ where you been?"

“Soldlerin' mostly.”

“1 see.” hls eyes wandered. “Sounrds
kinder fishy, young feller, but 1 ain’t
In no shape to tell, T rgrekon Mafi
Hanley kin straighten it :n‘){ i’ if he
is down thar, the hest thing we Kin do
I8 10 ke yer ‘long. If yver Iyin® ye'll
he d—n =orry ‘fore yer get out ag'in,
I'll tell yer that to begin with, but if
yer game to ride along. we'll see ver
| get thar all right, Let's hit her ap,
Juan; them Injuns will nesl us Tore |
long. Come on, stranger.”

He wheeled his horseand rode off
on 4 shurp trot and the Mexican fol-
Towedd, Nefther  man much as
glaneed back townrd Shelby, seeming-
Iy indifferent as to what he chose to
do. Yet he knew the eustows of the
West and that If he failed them now
no future falsehood would ever regain
their confldence. He swupg Into the
sudidle aml rode stiently forward be
hind Juan. The cattle were still out of
sight mhead, but they could hear the
calls of the drivers, Shelby pressed
his bronco up closer to the Mexlcan,
who had lit a clgarette.

“Is it far. Juan?" he asked.

“Nom de IMos! 1 heard you not.
To the Hole yon mean? Not far, but
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night mafe the search impossible he
must at least find water and a place
tin which to eamp. He stared down

remily beginning to blot out the fea-
tures of the valley.

“Giond, what a hole,” he breathed;
The anly way down
where to the left, Case told me they
pussed In under thar waterfall.,”

He got to hig feet, with the pony
trailing hehind, moved backward awny
fromm the edge of the chnsm Into the
open phin,  Suddenly, as his glance
wandered searchingly toward the
| chain of rock hills, the man stopped,
hin heart pounding. What was that
moving vonder, just emerging from ont

clearly outlined ngainst the gray al-
kall? He knew almost instantiy—the

ing through the narrow defile and
spreading out as they attrined the
wider open space. There must be a
hundred headq

rear, apurring forward to turn them
to the left down a shallow gulch,

There was ne way he could eseape
ohservation; no possibility of hiding
on that bare plaln, Shelby's brain
worked ke lightning. There were five
riders: he could eount them now; In-
dinns mostly, although one was surely
white. There was nothing left him
but awlacity and lies. He must take
the chance, the one chance, mad. des-
perate, yet yielding a possibility of sue-
cess. He swung the field glasses to
his eyes—yes, one rider was white. s
squat figure with a red beard, and
another, the fellow at this end, ap-
peared to he a Mexican. Then he
langhed grimly ; the vortex of his glass
rested on the exposed flank of the
nearest steer and he saw the brand.
By all the gods, they were his own
cattle! The humor of It ns‘shrd In
his eyes. but the jaw of the man set
sternly. The d——d thieves! He
strode forward, the pony tralling at
his hee'~, and then the Mexican saw
him, throwing up one hand In a “swift
signal and spurring his horse reckless-
tv across the gray plain. They met

alf way, Bhelhy still afoot, the other
sweeping up at full speed, his horse
hreught fairly to Its haunches by the
eruel prezsure of a Spanish hit,

The fellow was a handsome devil
hut for the evil in his eyes and a dis-
figuring sear down one cheek. The
eyer of the two met and the rider’s
hand dropped instantly upon the ex-
posed butt of a revolver. =

“Buenus dias, &enor.,” he said harsh-
ly. staring. “What is the meaning of
—this T

Shelby smiled, coolly returning his
glance,

“The meaning of what, senor?" he
quedtioned shortly,

- “Your being here—alone!
not seen yon nefore.
the Wolyes' den.”

“0Oh, is that it, senor?" indifferently.
“Then mavhe you will tell me bhow
1 am to find a way Into this den of
wolves? [ have lnoked down yonder,™
he waved his hand.

“Yon seek It. then?”

“Sure: otherwise why should 1 be
here? You will guide me?

“Caramba! It depends” suspleious-
ly. yet ‘somewhat disconcerted by the
other's quiet manner. *“I would know
more first. You are lost?*

“Completely; vet it s u story easily
told. T was with 8 man named Hun-
ley an’ a fellow called Hank."

“Old Matt—I know him.”

“Gomd ; then 1 have met g friemd.
We were there, back in those hills,
when my girth broke—see, where 1|
have fixed it. T fell behind and they
role on. [ thought to follow ensily,

I have
You ure not of

hut, you must know those hills, the

Ctrail was lost; perhaps 1 took a wroug

tnm. for suddenly 1 found myseli on
this plain.™

The Mexican sat motionless, hs
eyes as suspicious ns ever, but his
fingers no longer gripped on the re-
volver. The last of the cattle had dis-
appenred down the coulee and the red-
hearded white man was riding toward
themm aeress the alkell, Neither
changed position until he came up, a
lump of a fellow, with staring eyes
wnidl complexion the color of parch-
ment,

“What the h—1 1= all this, Juan?
he questioned roughly. “Who is the
fellow ™

“He travel with Matt Hanley an’
get lost; so he say.”

“Hanley, hey! That's some recom-
mendation. Who else was with your

Into these deepeming mists helow, al- |

“It Is Hke looking stralght Into hell. |
must he =some- |

the mouth of that ravine and becoming |

advance of a drove of cattle, dehonch- |

and even as he corr- |
prehended. horsemen appeared in their |

1
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“You Are Not of the Wolves' Den.”

rough, senor; yet there is no other
way to get cattle in,” ;

“The man with you; who is he?”

Juun emitted a cloud of blue smoke
in the alr, smiling pleasantly,

“Senor Laud.”

“Lagd!” in undisrolsed mstanish-
ment, “What Laud? Not ‘Imlis,nI
Joe' T

“81, senor; they call heem that”
coufidently. “He verra bad man, You
know heem, what?"

Shelhy gripped himself tightly.

“T've heard of him, that's a!l. He's
a Sioux squawman, but 1 never knew
what he looked like hefore”

His pony, no longer urged, fell hack,
trailing at the rear of the others.
Juan rode on, unconsclons and indi-
ferent, blowing spirals of smoke into
the air. and humming the strain of
some Epanish melody, but Shelhy was
staring bevond him at the red-bearded
white man slouched down in his sad-
dle. Bo that fellow was “Indian Joe™
Laud! As never hifore he realized
to the full the danger Into which he
advanced,

“Indian Joe™ Land! When hadn't
he heard of him? For years certa'nly,
ever since he had been In this north
country, yet in appearance the fellow
was not at all what he previously
had Imagined that desperado to he.
Land was gross, hearded, dirty, conrse-
featured; to all appearances a mere
barroom tough, yet no nmn on the
frontler had a warse record or was
more dreaded and desplsed. Why was
he here stealing cattle on the very
verge of Indlan war? True, he was
not n Sloux in bleod. vet it was well
known that he had been adepted inte
the tribe and never falled to have a
hand in thelr deviltry. Army officers
claimed bhe possessed more influence
over them for evil than any chief, and
Shelhy had heard him mentioned with
Sitting Bull as leaders in the ghost-
dance. If trune, then he must know
how far to venture, and just when to
draw aside =0 ag to snve himself. That
must he it—to him war meant only an
opportunity to plunder. The final re- |
sult was clearly Indfan defeat: he
wottld keep out, but in the meanwhile
profit all he eould.

The trall led downward gt a ruther
steep grade, in spite of continual curv-
ing. The sure-footed horses: moved
faster than the cattle, and bhefore the
outfit renched the level of the valley
the three riders had closed In on the
Indian drivers. Shelby knew them at
once as young Sioux warriors. and was
again able to distlnguish plainly the
hrand on the flank of the steers bring-
ing up the rear of the herd. They
were unquestionably his own stock.
and. In spite of his rage, he could not
be entirely Indifferent to the grim hu-
mor of the situstion—he wus helng
guided inte Wolves' hole hy the very
men who had robbed him.

Yet his thoughts did not dwell upon
this e much just then. as on the mad
chanee he had assumed in this adven-
ture. What could he accomplish? What
hope wns there that he would ever
emerge ngain alive? He was going
forward blindly. led hy fate, with not
even a plan of gujdance. He must
work nlone, in the midst of enemles.
desperate men to whomn bhuman Hfe
was valueless, and where any Incau-
tious word or act would Instantly ex-
pexe him to discovery. In spite of
the fuet that he was belleved dead.
Macklin would recognize him at a
giance, and the very clalm that he was
a friend of Hanley's exposed him to
discovefy, In some way he must aveid
them both, amd yet no plan presented
Itselft to promise escape. He could
only drift helplessly, becoming more
despondent of success with every step
of advance,

It wus already dusk when they at-
talned the level of the valley, and the
overshaduwing biuffls rose high oun

elther hand, leaving vnew pro0mn,
through the gloom. Yet even here the!
had not atrtaived the foll depressio
of the Haole, which reguired anothe
sharp descent along the border of th

strenm, where a ledge of rock had evi
dently been Dlasted out.  This passsg
ahruptly endedd in 4 wide, stone capae
way, turning sharply to the left, apd
running beneath o witertsll, where the
broml stream leaped over a ledge o
high rock., Tt wax & sk o get the
| enttle throngh, yet onee ntartedd, the)

plunged forward, following eacl othe
with” fright, never pausing until the)
senttersd out over the plain bolow,

Luud drew up his horse in front of g
small log structure, econeeiled @1
the edge of a struggly grove, that, ino
the gloom, Shelby wus pot even awir
of Its esistence until voices greeted
them.

“Huck aguin, Joe!
up that buneh?”

“Up on the Cottonwood; easy pick
in"" and Laud flung one leg over his
saddle in a posture of rest. “Where's

=00

Where'd _er pick

Kelly? Oh, Daa; bring me out 8
drink. Anything new?”
The tall. raw-boned grlmlierxman

who respomded, puffed at his pipe, andd
out through the open door of the eab
in there swddenly stresmed a light e
vealing his features, ninl the Indistine
ontlines of others ldling near by,

“Well, not much, Joe,” he answered
drawlingly, “most @ the lnjwas have
struck out: ain't mor'n & dezen hocks
left, 1 reckon. They tell me they're
ralsin’ h—1 already over PPonea way .
mayhe yer heard ahout it2”

Lawd nodded, wiping his lips with
the hack of his hand, *“Whar's Mat!
Hanley

“Oh, he an’ Slagln eum’ in "hont five
hours ngo. I reckon, an’ went on up
to the cove.”

“Have enything vith ‘em?

“Not thet | see—they didn't,
they, Jim%—jiust travelin' light”

“Didn’t say enything abour another

did

gazaho?”

«Not that 1T know ahont. They net-
ed like they was hoth plum tired out,
amd wanted ter go nsleep.  Just ook a
drink aplece, at.l mosied along.”

Laud let fall an outh,

“All right then, bur d—-did if TN
ride down to the ecove tonight, We'll
go up to vour =hack, Juan, and bunk
down. Come on. hoth o yer.”

“Because you aré a woman,
1 guess. and becaure 1 think
you are straight.”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
TREE WAS ONCE A HANDSPIKE

O!d Cottonwood at Norris City,
Has Interesting History—Was
“Planted by Boy in 1815.

At Norris City, lil, there is a tree
®kmown ns the *vaulting-pole cotton
wood” that hns un Interesting history
which Is told by the American For-
estry Mugnzine (Wushington) as ful-
lows :

Hosen Pierce and a boy enmrade re-
turned from the war of 1812 * their
homes, near Norrie City, in the spring
of 1815 and on January 8 of that
year they had helped General Jnck-
son whip the Britisk In the Bartle of
New Orleans, -

These bovs hoth attended a log
rolling on the old Plerce farm that
gpring. and as they were returning to
the house after their day's work mnde
a wager who could vault the furthest,
upsing their cottonwood handeplkes ns
vanlting poles. They hoth left thelr
handspikes sticking In the =oft earth
where they had vaulted. and during
the sprizg snins of 1815 they both
took root and lved.

One of these trees died about ten
years ago, hut the other 1= =till lving
and s 105 years old. This tree Ix
about thirty teet in cirenmference, 175
feet high, with a very large hollow in
the base of the tree which has heen
nsed as n honsing for setting hens, a
kennel for dogs and is always & fine
playhouse for children,

British Warship’s Great Guns.

At first slght it may seem strange
that the Hood should carry only the
same armament ns the Queen Klixza-
heth, budt sume eight years hefore the
Hol, Ag a matter of faet, the Queen
Elzabeth's guns are forty-two calthers
in lengih: hat the guns of the Hood
are forty-five enlther long and have
greatly increased muzzle veloeity. = Tt
is helleved that the gun welghs a lit-
tle under one hundred rons and fires
8 1.950pound shell with a muzzle vel-
ocity of 2800 foot-secomds,  Another
fmpro vement over the Queen Eliza-
heth I8 that the new guns huave an
elevation of 30 degrees for a maximnm
range of A0 yards, The louding
gear has heen =o lmproved that rhe
Hood is credited with being able to
fire a salvo of eight guns every rhirty-
five seconds.—Scientific American,

Bower-Bird's Wooing,

A eynieal method of enticing a hes!-
tating purtner into the honds of matri-
mony is furnished by the bower-hird.
which bullds a structure of sticks
formex] Into a kind of passage or ave-
nue and heantifully ornamented with
feathers and shells. On it comple-
tion the wonhl-he bridegroom Rrinegs
the hird of his choice to inspeet his
fine establishiment and entices her to
share It.

Quear Cradies for Babies.

An infant In Guiana is usually bnr-
jedl In =and up te its waist whenever
the mother Is busy. and thiz is the
only cradle it ever knows., The Httle
Lapp on the other hand, fares most
Inzurionsly I ts  mother's  shoe.
These Lapp shoes are hie affalrs of
skin stuffed with soft moss, and. ean
he hung o 8 peg or tree brunch safe
Iy out of the way.

Within the Law,

“Look nat that fellow in there with
& loaded revolver.” sald our waggish
friend at the beach yesterday—and
when, somewhat startled. we gazed
through the doorway what we saw
was merely a big merry-go-round full
of young folks and in the cemer the
proprieter thereof, — Yostun Tran-
scripr.

Bacchus kills more thau Mars.—Ger-
1188 Provern.
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CONDENSED
CLASSICS
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ADAM BEDE

oF
By GEORGE ELIOT

Condensation by
Mr. Ellery Sedgwick, Editor of
the Atlantic Monthly
e
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George Ellot was
the pen name of
the famous Eng-
lish writer, Mary
Ann (or Marian)
Evans. She was
born im 181D =t
Arbury farm In
Wharwickshire and
dird at Chelsen
Dee. 3 1880, Her
father, Robert Ev-
ars, was the agent
of Mr. Francis
Newdgute, amd the
Arst twenty-one
years of the mov-
eliat's life were
spent om the Ar-
bary estate. At
her mother's death
while Miss Evans
was still im her
teenn she beacame
her father's bomne-
keeper, and pursued her studies away
from schoel and clamsen. All through
her youra she was somewhat subdoed
by a very strict religiona training; and
ahe vwons a great reader of religlous and
philosaphical subjects, and In iater
vears wrote of them also.

In 1%41 the famlly moved to Coven-
try. and 1t was there that Miss Hvans
made the acquainiance of Mr. and Mrs.
Charles Bray sad Mr. Charles Heanell,
who became her ataunch friends.

In 1551 she beenme the assistant edi-
tor of the Wentminater Heview. She
made several notable contribautions to
the Review and during the time of her
connection with It mad= the scqunint-
ance of many distinguistcd authers of
that period.

Miss Evans first attempted the writ-
Ing of fction In 1558, and published in
Blackwood's magazine the firnt 2f the
#Scenens of Clerienl Life.” Although
she received mueh encouragement from
‘private sonrces, motably Charles Dick-
enn, the crities were rather noncom-
mitinl. Then In 1556 Miss Evans wrote
and published whaot In the judgment of
many Is her masterpiece, “Adam Hede.”
It has heen said that in the character
of Adam Bede she drew a portrait of
aer father, and eertalnly “Dinah Mor-
ris,” the heroine of the story, was ome
of her own favorite characters.

HAT last year of the eighteenth

century Hayslope was a pleas-

ant nelghborhood to live in. It
was far enough away from the noise
of “Boney’s” battles to sleep in peace,
Men chatted of crops and rents, and
listened to the gossip of women folk
regarding Dinah Morris of Snowfield,
Mrs. Poyser's own niece, who had
turned “Methody” preacher and would
gtand right before men on the village
green, talking to them of the comfort
they could find in their friend, Jesus
Christ,

And, worse still, Dinah was sc at-
tractive and so gravely loving that the
men, and women too, gladly listened
to her. Big Adam Bede, the carpen-
ter, would have liked to see more of
her, had he eyes for any one except
old Poysers nlece, Hetty Sorrel. As
for Hetty, she had no theught for
Adam: Captain Arthur Donnithorne,
heir of the estate, had whispered too
many things in her pretty ear.

It was natural enough. There, in
her aunt's white dairy, rounding her
dimpled arm to lift a pound of butter
out of the scale, Hetty had the uty
of a fluffy kitten. Her Jarge dark eyes
had a soft roguishness, and her curly
hair, pushed away under her cap, stole
back in delicate rings on her forehead.
Of course, the dashing captain had no
foollsh Ideas about marriage, but thems
a8 he bent over her shoulder, he was
goldier enough to feel his head turn
very fast. He had no wish to harm
her, you may be sure of that, for he
had great pride in the Donnithorne
estate, and it 18 pleasant for a rich
young man to be liked and admired.

One August evening Adam walked
homeward through a grove of grand
heeches, the glory of the estate. As
. earpenter and woodsman, he delighted
in fine trees, and paused to look at a
huge beech which stood at the turn-
ing before the grove ended in an arch-
way of boughs.

All his life he remembered that
moment, for there, not twenty yards
away, stood two figures, close, with
clasped hands. They started. The
girl hurried away, while Arthur Don-
nithorne walked slowly forward. He
was flushed and excited, but reassured
himself by remembering that Adam
was a sensible person, not llkely to
babble. That the big sober carpenter
loved Hetty., Arthur had ne idea.

“Well, Adam,” scid Arthur careless”
ly. “You've been looking at the fine
old heeches, eh? 1 overtook pretty
Hetty Sorrel as I was going to my
old ludge in the woods; so I took her
to the gate, and asked for a kiss for
my pains. Good night.”

Adam dared not move lest he spring
on Arthur Hke a tiger.

“Stop a bit,” he sald in a hard,
peremptory volce.

“What do you mean?" Arthur felt
Lis temper rising.

“] mean that, instead of the hon-
oruble man we've all belleved you,
you'i- a selfish scoundrel.”

Arthur found it hard to control him-
self.

“Well, Adam, perhaps I have gone
ton far In taking notice of the pretty
little thing. and stealing a fow kisses.
Yon're sucn a grave fellow =ou don’t
understand temptations, Let's say no
more. The whole thing will scon be
forgotten.”

“No, by God,” suld Adau, TI0H wot
be soon forgot as you've come in be-
{ween her and me when she might
have loved me. It'll not be soon for-
got, as you've robbed me of my happi-
ness when 1 thought you my besk
friend. You're a coward and a scoun-
drel, and 1 despize you.”

The color rushed back to Arthur’s
face. Tie dealt a lightning blow which
sent Adam staggering back, but the
delicate-handed gentleman Wias no
mateh for the workman's great
strength. After o flerce struggle, Ar-
thur fell motionless, while Adam, In
sudden revulsion of feeling, knelt over

on death. ‘

To his intepse relief, Arthur. gral
ually revived. Adam got himy to his
feet, supported him to the little cabin,
and laid him on a couch. Then he
spoke out.

“] don’t forget what's owing to yom
as a gentleman, but In this thing we
are man to man. Either tell me she
can never he my wife—tell me you're
lying when you say you haven’t
harmed her—or else write her a let-
ter, telling her the truth that you
won't see her again.”

Arthur struggled, suffered, prom-
tsed, and Adam half comforted, left,
not knowing that there, in the waste
basket, hastily stuffed under the pa-
pers, }y a woman's silk kerchief.

When Hetty read Arthur's letter,
she gese way to despair. Then, by
one of those convulsive motiveless ae-
tions hy which the wretched leap from
temporary sorrow to life-long misery,
ghe determined to marry Adam. The
blg carpenter was In the seventh
heaven, Hetty fitful and depressed.
For fumily reasons, the marringe
could not be hastened und as the
months passed, she determined at any
cost to seek out Arthur, whose regi-
ment was at Windsor. Telling her
uncle she was going to Bnowfield to
see Dinah for a little change of scene
hefore her marriage, she started out,
Ignorant of the country, panicstricken
and forlorn, eager to shun every fa-
miliar fuce, longing only to feel again
the protection of her lover's arms.

On Arthur, meanwhile, life seemed
again to smile. After rejoining his
regiment, his sharpest regrets for
Hetty began to lose thelr sting. Sevm
he was transferred to Ireland, amxd
there learned that by his grandfa-
ther's death he was lord of the manor.
Home be enme, fast as chaise and
post hoy could drive, home to dear
old Hayslope sleeping on the hill,
where he was to live his life, mar-
ried to some lovely lady, respected and
appreciated by his tenants, A pile of
letters awalted him. He opened the
first, and with a violent eonvulsion
ghaking his whole frame, read the
words: Hetty Sorrel is in prison for
the crime of chlld murder.

Clutching the letter, Arthur rushed
from the room like a hunted man, and
springing to the saddle of a waiting
horse, set off at a gallop.

That very evening a Young wWoman
knocked at the door of the village jail,
There was ahout her a deep concen-
trjted calmness which Induced the
jailer to grant her request to visit
the condemned cell. As -the heavy
door cloged behind her, she hesitated
before the pallet bed.

“Hetty, Dinah s come to you."

Slowly, very. slowly, Hetty rose and
was clasped In Dinah’s arms.

“You won't leave me, Dinah?"

“No, Hetty,” whispered Dinah. “Tll
stay with you to the last. But Hetty,
there 18 someone else in this cell.”

“Who?" whispered Hetty, fright-
ened.

“Someone who has been with you
all your hours of sin and trouble. It
makes no difference, Hetty, whether
we live or dle. We are in the presence
of God. Confess the sin you have com~
mitted aganinst your Heavenly Fathee,
Let us kneel together. He is here,”

There in the sllence and darknesa,
Hetty. who through ber trial had sat
like & stone image, poured forth her
pitiful story.

“It was because I was so miserable,
Dinah, 1 didn't know where to go. I
tried to kill myself, and I couldn't. I
went to Windsor to find him. He was
gone, and I dido't know what to do.
1 daredn't go home again. Then the
baby was born. . . . I did do it,
Dinah. I buried it In the wood—the
little baby. It erled. . . . I heard
it all night—and 1 went back. And
then I thought I would go home, and
all of a sudden I saw a hole under a
nut tree, and it darted over me like
lightning I'd lay the baby there, and
cover it with granss and chips. 1
couldn’t cover it quite up, Dinah. I
thought somebody’d come and tuke
ecare of It. Dinah, do you think God
will take away that ery and the place
in the wood, now that I've told every-
thing?"

“Let us pray, poor sinner,” breathed
Dinah. “Let us pray to the God of
All Mercy.”

Comforter and comforted, (helr
prayer was heard. Two days later,
in the very shadow of the scaffold,
Arthur Donnithorne brought a hard-
won reprieve,

Though spared from death, Hetty
wus sentenced to trausportation. Di-
nah returned to her works of mercy
at Snowfield. In remorse and shame,
Arthur Donnithorne went buck to the
army, while Adam Bede, squaring his
shoulders to the world, turned again
to his workbench.

For him all the Joy of life seemed
over, and never would he have thought
of seeking it agaln had not his moth-
er dropped into his heart one day the
name of Dinah. Long and soberly he
thought, and then he went to find her.
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JAPANESE NEWSPAPERS.

Japanese newspaper publishers pride
themselves on the taste and Individoal-
ity of thelr title-pages. In Tokio alone
there iz quite a variety of title pages,
and In at least one instance, the Toklo
Mainichl, flowers that ornament the
title page are changed with the sea-
sons.

Newspapers are numerous, although
whoever starts a newspaper in Japan
must make a deposit with the govern-
ment as security for “good conduct.”

DEVILFISH UGLY CUSTOMER,
There are plenty of monsters in the
sea. such as the glant devilfish, or
manta, which grows te be over 20
feet between the tips of Its grear flat
wings. The manta bas hornlike proe-
esses directed forward, ¢ne at either
side of its brond head, and there are

well-authentirated Instances of a devil-

fish “fiying” through the water, catche
Ing a boat's anchor netween its horns

by chance, lifting the anchor and tow-
ing the astonished boatmen ont to ses, -
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him like an image of despair gazingj
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