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ToE GRANGE, Norcombe, May, 1884,
—1I kave come home broken, despairing,
ready ior death, anxious to die. All 1

Cnlyr o Viivy ileqram of

‘:;. teeble,
had 15 0m0, 23] that 1 valued lost.

yesterday upon

Let

dexth eone—a happy release, ‘be' it by
the s lu's kuife or otherwise, but
letit oo Speedily, now as I sit and
wiite, conie death and bring me peace!

Dol enly comiis to those who fear
him.  Death shens those who would

welcome it with open arms, grins his
ghunily  urin and cries: “‘Live on!
You'a be toe happy if T took you. Live
on till you fear me more. Then I'l1
strile!” Dut I connot seck death. Life
is nothing to me. and yet there's my
son Astray.
hate %im because he reminds me so |
much of her.

Twelve years since I last opened my
diary. Twelve years ago my hand
touched these pages, and I bade goodby
to gluowm—bade goodby to gloom when
it wa3 yet to become blacker than ever.

I remember it as though it were but
yesterday—remember that she was

1doking over me as I wrote, her arm|

upon ray shoulder. I had nothing more
to writo then. Every day would have
been the same, all happiness, and that
reads so feeble when set down in black
and white. Misery becomwes intensified.

‘The writing makes it colder and harder.

Then Asiray was born. I loved him
theu perhaps because she did. Now 1
have 22 love for any one. only for the
past. My heart is filled with hatred—a
hate-d deop and bitter, that will keep
wmie alive until it is satisfied. Here at
The Cionge we were happy and wanted
HlLg mete.

Voivos ealled me again to Paris. If
Idilnet go, I would lese a fortune. I

rememier now how she clang to me
and L A 2 to let it pass, but man
iz himioeo, alver all, and human nature
says, CGot money,” and I went—went
ant \wos discovered. I knew it. I saw
tiwe sumestart. He spoke tome. Irecog-

nized s voice and he mine. Iwas back
i the past, and the past was alive

«1 not go back to America, but

w to London, shadowed every step
o aavay. The past ever with me,
alive o .1 Then I wrote to her. Her
fiz: 1 toaihts were for her boy, not for

hoocoodie » )L for me. I write it because
I Imow it Perhaps I am jealous of my
owa son. Well, I'm getting hard and
coll i, What if T am? She sent him

to a vlice of safety, parted with him,

a iivivuite who could scarcely speak,
i ¢ - the evil minded gang should do
h:::1 i ry. She staid at The Grange—

giuid taery because I commanded it, be-

c2ts2 I =2id that no one knew we were
and the time would come when
<r would tire of watching e,
‘.T 1 very stealthily prepared to
i1 Norcombe.

KRd Lan
join Lz

Mo sicsuzer she wrote me had ap-
peared in orcombe. 1 grew coufident
RY Vi hat I bad thonght was shad-
owii ¢ L told myself was imag i
I growv enreless, and then—1 write it

firmn’=—then 1 murdered her, I mur-
dered bert

Throwing aside all thought, I paid a
flyirs visit to America and saw her in
Norcoinbe—saw her for the last time.

I wert again, arrived to find the
house dcserted, only a lying telegram
of yesterday npon the table:

Come to Chicago by the 10 o'clock train.

JostaRL

She had gone, and that is ten years
8go. Ten years I have spent in search-
ing—searching in vain—and 1 have
come home now to await the end

The boy, my boy, I have brought to
The Grange—brought him here five
years ago—and now I live for him only.

[Again there was a blank page in the

-]
TEE GRANGB, June, 1894.—1 am

“ealmer than I bave been for years. I

am revenged—a life for a life. Iset out
for Paris, not this time to hunt for her,
but to demand the Scriptural forfeit, a
life for a life. I gloat over it, only I'm

- mad now. They call me Mad Marsden

In the village and shrink as I pasa
How they’d shrink if they knew alll I
have killed him, murdered him, stabbed
him! It wasn’t wrong. “A life for a
life”’—there’s my excuse, the excuse I'll

' command from the Scriptures, ““A life
for a life."’ He and his gang killed her,
and [am revenged. He was getting old,
and so am . We were both young
when we first met, and now he is dead
—dead by my own hand. He shrank
back when first we met. He saw his
decom in my eye. He counld use the
knife. and so could I I think I laughesd
as 1 felt that blade go straight to its
mark. 1 suppese I am mad. but I'm re:
veneed.

To Paris and back in a month. What
luck to have met him as I did! More
than a year ago since Astray left—Ileft
because 1 would teli him nothing of the
past. He was always asking what mys-
tery there was ahout his life, always
flying into a passion because I would
not tell him all. I was a fool to let him
know there even wus a mystery, and
he’s a fool not to see in my every action
I try to guard his life. I should like to
see him once more—see kim and tell
him he can marry the girl he wants to.
I've been hard and ccld ever since the
day my wife was lured away. I've op-
pressed every one till I'm hated by all.
They don’t think old Marsden was ever
young.

Jan. 11, 1896.—Astray has been and
gone. He came back after two years to
be good friends, and we have quarreled
again.

He has gone—gone for good, I sup-
pose. this time He did not plead as he
used. but stood above me and demanded
to know who he was and who his par-
ents were. He little knew he spoke to
his own father, and I would not tell
him—why I know not, but after my
death he will know zll. The ivory
queen. as I have told him all his life,
will reveal the secret. The ivory queen
he has sworn he will not touch until I
am in my grave. Why don’t I tell him

| pity to his mother.

lhriek to my Judge_q, a command—n{

all? Because I'm mad perhaps—per-

I fecl I am mad. Ialmost!paps becanse I cannot bear another.

even my own son, to share my misery.
If he knew, his soul would go out in
I am mad, for I
should be jealous evén of that. But,
no; I feel softer. better light breaks
in upon me after these years of misery.
I understand now why I bave kept this
secret, why I will keep it to my grave
and past the grave to eternity. I might
have found sympathy in my son years

! ago if I had obeyed the promptings of

my heart, but for his sake I have kept
it to myself. He shall never know. Let
him live his life happily with the girl
he haschosen. Tonight I bury the past;
tomorrow I will begin afresh. I have
yearned to recognize him as my son all
these years. Tomorrow the parchment
in the ivory queen shall be destroyed,
and 1 will tell him his mother died, in-
vent some story why I could not recog-
nize him before. and all will be well.

Tonight I bid my book goodby for-
ever [ dare not read its pages. Let
them die. Tonight I place it where it
has been hidden for years—place it
there and forget it.

Tomorrow I shall awaken in & new
life. Astray, my son. and his wife that
is to be shall brighten the last years of
my life [ feel happier and brighter in
the thought of what will be. Goudby
to the past, to my diary and its horrors,
goodby to thoughts of hatred and death.
Let me think of her with softer mem-
ories of how she lived. For Astray’s
sake I want to live now—I want to live!

J. M

And there the diary ended.

CHAPTER IX.
HERBERT DARRENT VISITS PARIS.

Three days had passed since Darrent
had pored over the secret pages of Josiah
Marsden’s diary. He had spent the time
in working back upon his clews, trying
to tind a different set of circumstances
to fit into the story of the diary, and so
bring about Astray Marsden’s release.

That he was innocent now he felt as-
eured., And yet would the law accept
the diary as a cowplete refutation on
Astray’s behalf of the crime for which
he was now condemned to death? It
seemed to Darrent so wild, so out of
pliace in this nineteenth century, that a
man should be dogged all over Europe.
followed to America and practically
hunted to deatlk: by a secret society of
which he knew nothing, so out of place
in life, only suited for the pages of a
sensational novel
~ He had had a lengthy interview with
the anthorities, but they had not been
overcome with the idea of any miscar-
riage of justice having taken place and
had asked if every morsel of evidence
had not pointed to the guilt of Astray

Marsden. The cage had been so evident,
80 obvious, and yet improbable as it
read there might perhaps be some truth
in the diary. Justice did not seek a
victim, but wanted the guilty man. If
he were not Astray Marsden, then Dar-
rent had permission to use the short
time at his disposal to find the man,
and justice would be satisfied. To Dar-
rent, who now earnestly believed in the
innocence of Astray Marsden, it was a
fight between himself and the law. He
had obtained the necessary permission
to see Astray whenever he chose to do
80 and now sat watching him as heread
the pages of Marsden’s diary. Astray
finished his reading and laid the diary
down with a sigh.

“A fearful story,” he exclaimed,
with a deep sigh, as he finished the last
page. ‘‘Then he was my father?”

Darrent nodded his head. :
Hounded thronsh life, hounded go
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death because he wonld not do the bid-
dings of a gang of assassins! [t’s terri-
ble. too terrible to believe—my mother
lured away and murdered. my father,
stabbed in his own house. a defenseless
old man, for what? Bloodthirstiness
alone. But I will be revenged. We
know now where to seek for the assas-
sins, where to.look for the hand that
struck that fatal blow. In the remnants
of that gang we shall find my father’s
murderer. That diary must release me
from the condemned cell, and my life
shall be devoted to the search. 1 will
never pause until I have trought the
man who struck that blow to justice.'I
swear it. It is in Paris we shall have
to look. In Paris we will seek until
some chance clew helps us to attain our
object. When shall I beset free? When
can we start?"’

“I shall start today.”

*“Good, and I will follow when they
have released me. How is it possible
that such a murderous society could
exist? What are its objects? What are
its secrets that, after years and years
of waiting, it yet took its revenge?”’
“My dear Marsden,”’ Darrent replied
calmly, *‘Paris is even now the Lotbed
of such societies and was more o when
your father was there. It is full of se-
cret associations, French, Russian, Ger-
man and every other nationality. Your
father unfortunately became suspected.
and they never forget.”'

“Then go, Darrent. Lose no time,
and I will follow when I am released.’
Darrent rose to his feet and placed
his hands on Astray’s shoulders.
“You're so full of your father that
you have forgotten your own peril,”” he
remarked.

*My own peril!’" Astray exclaimed.
“Yes: the authorities do not look on
that diary as a complete establishment
of your innocence. Mind you, I think
you will be reprieved, but unless I can
discover more I'm afraid your actual
release is a long way off.”’

“But it proves I am innocent. "

““It does not go far enough. I leave for
Paris to get more evidence, to test
what is set down in thisdiary and then
to bring the chosen member of this
gang to justice. and so obtain your re-
lease. Do you understand?”’ .

“Yes, I understand. The law does
not want to lose its grip of its victim

a\L
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“Back at last, Darrent!” he exclaimed.
unless another is placed ready for its
vengeance. I will not detain yon. Go.”

With a hearty handshake, a promise
that ‘%all would yet be righs,’’ Darrent
left Astray Marsden and made his way
to New York en route for Paris.

* Over a month passed before Herbert
Darrent was back in Norcombe. He
asked at the police station for the ad-
dress of the woman who figured in the
case as the housekeeper of Josiah Mars-
den and, learning it, made his way to
the cottage, which he left in about half
an hour wiik a rary satisfied look upon

the way %

his face.

Next n-orreng Astray was aroused
from his apathy by the entrance of the
detective and in a moment was on his
feet and gripping his hand.

“Back at last, Darrent!”’ he ex-
claimed excitedly. *‘I thonght I should
be done for before yon returned. Tell
we at once, have you found him ?"'

Darrent shook his head, and Astray
sank back into his seat.

““Then you have been unsuccessful ?'

*“Not altogether,”” Darrent replied,
*but things have turned out very dif-
ferently from what I expected. I reach-
ed Norcombe yesterday afternoon and
visited the woman, Margaret Gadsden,
who acted as your father’s housekeeper
You remember 7"’

Astray nodded his head.

“That visit was to settle the last
point in connection with my ‘journey
to Paris. Look at the page of the diary
headed June, 1894. and you'll see what
it says: ‘l set out for Paris, not this
time to hunt for her, but to demand

the Scriptural forfeit. I have killed
him’ "' —
‘““Enough, enough!’ Astray cried

*“That is the part of the book that
haunts me He died a murderer, mur
dered.

*“I have killed him,”" Darrent calmly
continued, **murdered him!"’

Herbert Darrent paused imipressively
pud. leaning toward Astray, said
““That is not true.”

“What "'

“Your father had not been half a
dozen miles away from Norcombe dur-
ing the last t>n years. His mind was
unhinged. He yearned for that man’s
life until, in his dreams, he Eilled him:
that is all. I have told you this first.
and mnow 1 will deal with my visit to
Paris. This was the clew I started upen,
this entry in the diary:

“Nov 25, 1871.—Fler father was
discovered shot dead in Paris this morn-
ing. I dare not tell her. AWho will be
the next? What is this nameless gang?
What is their purposet I dare not stop
here. "

**To me it was obvions that that was
the first step in the solution of the mys-
tery and an easy one. The records of
the French police put me in possession
of the whole of the facts connected
with that murder, but they turned ont
to be very different fromn what [ had
anticipated. A man, Maurice de Lanez,
was discovered shot dead, but’—Dar-
rent again paused——“thete was no mys-
tery Whatevcr

““Manurice de Lanez canght his cashier
red handed in theft and sent for the
police, but before they had time to ar-
rive the man turned on him, shot him
dead and fled

“He was captured next day on the
outskirts of the city, tried, condemned
and guillotined. He died confessing that
his sentence was a just one, for Lanez
had been the best of masters. There
was no other record of a murder of a
man named De Lanez in that year or
any other year.”’

“But the mystery "’

“There is no mystery.""

“The assassins?"’

“There are no assassins and mever
were. ”»

“The gang?"

*“There is no gang."

“My brain reels. -I cannot under-
stand What does it mean?’’

Iv0 BE CONTINUED.]

“We find,” sald the foreman of the
western jury, “that if, as the prisoner
says, the shootin was accidental, then
he ought to hang, fer in these gun af-
fairs a mah oughter know his own
mind. . It oughter be shoot to kill or
no shoot. A man who has accidents
happen to him with a gun is dangerous
to our soclety an oughter he put out ot

b SR -~GPS

. mention a tew ot his many cures.

A Frinil- Roload  Wek

Many Miraculous Escapes, But
No Lives Lost.

SCORES of PEOPLE INJURED

A few years ago while in company
with a noted physician from one of the
Southern states we started from In-
dianapolis, Ind., to Florida. It was
the first day of that terrible blizzard
which cost Roscoe Conklin and hund-
reds of other people their lives. Our
course was by the way of Cincinnati,
where we wduld have arrived in six
hours had it not been for the severity of
the storm which snowbound our train
n Eastern Ohio for four days. Finally

.wemade our way to Cincinnati and

from there on to Pittsburg, Pa., where
we were dve to leave on a Thursday
night train for Tampa, Fla. It was 10
o’clock before we reachedPittsburg and
had the Florida train left on time,
which was two hours earlier, we would
have avoided what proved to be a most
horrible accident. The travel at this
season of the year was extremely heavy
and as we were late and running quite
rapidly in order to make connections

with another train which left Washing-

ton City at 10 o’clock that evening and
was to be in waiting for us in Savannah
(Ga., where both trains on the following
morning were to be consolidated and
go on southward as one train but com-
posed of two sections. We arrived at
Savannah just one hour and forty
minutes late.

The train being behind time, we
were trying to make it up and were
running at arapid speed. Just as the
train rounded a short curve into the
valley of the lackshear river, which
was spanned by a bridge, the engineer
was signalled to stop by « man waving
a handkerchief, but the speed of our
train was so great, that before the
brakes could be successfully applied we
were plunged 1nto the river through an
open span and our eleven cars most of
them bad come down a precipice of
over thirty feet. Hardly a single per-
son on the train escaped without injury.
Fortunately, which 1s one of the great-
est miracles of modern time, not a sin-
gle person was Killed. There were peo-
ple with broken arms, broken legs and
bruised from head to foot, all more or
less of great consequence. The doctor
who had accompanied me, Dr. Rea
from Louisville, Ky.. in connection
with Dr. Warren, of Fowler, Tex., and
Dr. Lyod, of New Orleans, who were
possengers on the train, completed a
medicai staff.  Dr. Rea and Dr. Lyod.
fortunately, were only slightly injured,
and of course it fell to their lot to take
care of the wounded and the sick which
was done in short order. They erected
a temporary hospital in one of the rail-
road coaches which was -derailed, tele-
graphed for medical supplies and in the
meantime kept up their work, which
principally cousisted of bandaging, sew-
ing up wounds and cortrelling hemor-
rhages. Dr. Rea being the junior
surgeon, performed some wonderful
feats and had it not been for his real
quickness of action and master of the
art of medicine and surgery many of
the injured would proved fatal or erip
pled for life. Amoug the injured was a
certain gentleman, Mr. R. W. Loek-

| wood. whom I met some years after,

and in conversation with him learned
that he was in this particular accident;
that he was seriously injured; that he
thoughit his case was hopeless, and that
he was afflicted for some time afier and
says had it not been for Dr. Rea’s won -
derful knowledge of his condition and
master of disease he is certain he would
bave been dead long ago. Dr. Rea of-
ten visits professiounally cities through-
out the United States. Ile has visited
Mr. Lockwood both socially and pro-
fessionaily; Mr. Lockwood says: I
have seen scores of lus patients and
they all tell me of his examinations and
treatment of their cases in the same
accurate and wondering way that he is
able to perform almost supernatural
wonders in his profession. He believes
in whatever is best, and that he isin
this world to do this work that he will
stay here until he is done. He has
great confidence in himself and has
good reasons to have; I don’t think he
ever knew defeat, and if he did 1L don’t
think he would recognize it or would
be long turning it wto victory if he did.
The most wonderful feature of this
man’s life is his ability to diagnose ac-
curately any diseases in man, woman or
child without asking a question. I
dont care how subtile or how complica-
ted their disease, but that if Dr. Rea
could examine them he could tell them
their exact condition, and when a man
can tell his patient his disease this man
does not mistake his patients and treat
them for the wrongiailments. His firm
of specialists and surgeons is the best
in this country. He is president of the
Association of Physicians and Surgeons
of the Southern Medical and Surgical
institute, which is represented in most
every principal city of the Union.

1 have particularly interested myself
in the work of Dr. Rea. I know of
thousands of cases he has cured.” He
has treated patients in most every state.
in the Union, and is acquainted with all
kinds of climate and is particularly ex-
perienced with the different diseases
that are liable to occur in the different
sections of the country. From an
afithentic report of Dr. Rea, I choose to

Mrs Margurite McKee, West Second

street, Duluth, Minn., cured of a yery
aggrivating form of cancer. Cured in
one treatment.
Mrs. E. M. Aiken, Woodland, Minn.,
cured of chronic deafness. Mrs. Aiken
was 68 years old and had doctored with
a good many doetors.

C. H. Reed, Lakeside, Duluth, Mian.
cured of chronic fungous growth of the
lip. Cured in one treatment.

William Farrel’s child, Hastiogs,
Minn., cured of paralysis and wasting
vitality. Child could not hold its head
up and was limber as a rag. Cured in
three months; had doctored far and
near.

Mrs. Mewhorter, Zumbrota, Minn.,
cured of chronic catarrh of the stomach
female diseases and general debility,
and had taken all kinds of treatment.
Cured by Dr. Rea in three months.

Knunte Nelson, West Sixth Street
Duluth, Minn., cured of nervous and
general debility.

William Woolf, Red Wing, Minn.,
cured of chronic piles of long standing.
Tumors as big as hens’ egg, cured with-
out loss of blood.

Tobias Grady, Lake avenue south,
Duluth, Minn., cured of ecancerous
growth of the throat. Had tried many
doctors, but no one had done him' any
good. ’

John Alderlecht, Columbia, South
Dakota, cured of ecancer ot the stomach,

Alfred Burke, Virginia, Mirn., cured
of chronic blood trouble, and skin dis-
ease.

Mrs. Mary A. Farrell, Rosemount.
Minn., cured of cancerous eczema in
face, had doctored for fifteen years. Dr.
Rea cured her in four montbs.

W.A. Thompson of the Northwest-
ern Fuel company, Dulath, Minn.,
cured of bad cancer on the lip; had it
cut out but always came back. Mr.
Thompson is cured to stay cured in
two treatments.

Mrs. G. C. Allen, Estherville, Iowa,
cured of cancerous growth behind the
ear after consulting many Eastern phy-
sicians, all of whom have given her up
to die.

II. L. Waterman, Vermillion, 8. D.,
cured of chronic eye and blood troubles
after many other physicians had unsuc-
cessfully treated him.

Ludwig Kladt, Watertown, S.D., ul-
cerous sore on lhe hand, had doctored
for years. was cured by Dr. Rea in
three wmonths.

George Maxon, cured of Kkidney dis-
ease in three months, after other doc-
tors had said 1t was diabetes and that
no one could cure him.

Mr. Frizzell, Huron, cured of liyer
and stomach troubles.

Alvin Schields, Alexandria, S. D.,
cured of cancer on the lip in one treat-
ment.

Mrs. Maud St. Lharles Alexander,
Wis., cured of consumption of long
standing.

P. RB. Fuargerson, of Golden. Ill.,
cured of nervous deblhty and lost vi-
tality.

Mrs. Josie l'eterson, Havana, IllL,
cured of consumption iu three months.

S. Stouton, Huron, S. D., cured of |,

bad cancer on the lip at one treatment.

Mrs. Robert T'wiss, Redfield, S. D.,
skin cancer on feet, cured in two treat-
ments when other doctors said she
could not be cured.

George C. Mohl, Elkhorn, Neb., cured
of chronic kidney and blood trouble of
long standing.

1. C. oy, of Aurora, 3. D., cured of
chronic stomach trouble of long stand-
iug, had treated with many other doc-
tors, cured by Dr..Kea in three months.

Mrs. George Sexauer, wife of prom-
inent man of Brookius, 8. D., cured of
chronic stomach troubles of several
years’ standing.

Hon, J. H. Michaels of Watertown,
S. D, cured of dry eczema, after years
of treatment by other doctors without
success, cured by Dr. Rea in four
months. (xeorge Bellaire,

In Winona “independent.”

Louisville, Ky., Feb. 21st, {Special to
the Democrat.)—Dr. Rea, the noted
specialist, of the Southern Medical and
Surgical Institute, has arranged to
make his next professional visit to the
northwest and will visit the following
towns:

-St. Cloud, Grand Central Hotel,
Friday, March 2nd.

Little Falis, Buckman Hotel,
day, March 3rd.

East Grand Forks, Central Hotel,
Monday, March 5th.

Moorhead, ‘Columbia Hotel, Tuesday
March 6th.

Breckenridge, Iotel Hyser, Wednes-
day, March 7th.

Fergus Falls, Grand Hotel, Thurs-

day, March 8th.
Letson Hotel

Satur-

Alexandria, Minn. o
Friday March 9th.

Sauk Center, Sauk Center Hotel :
Boston Block,

Saturday, March 10th.
Minneapolis, 329
March 1Lth, and 12th,

Red Wing, St.
pined M mg James Hotel, Tnesdty
M:\‘!:basba Hurd House, Wednesday, .

Winona, Wit
g G:b nona Hotel, Thursday,

Minneapolis, 329 Bleck, March
16th, l'lthl:)nd 18th. posdn

Northneld Azcher House,

MOt Araod Houe, Tusds
watonn rnold )

uaArchum‘; 1, 5 >
ustin,

il 58 'ox Hote Wedqeday.

Faribault, anawick H
e S, B otel, Thuu-
Minnea
dntv) Mam

Monday,
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