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~Whnen you Wwent Into tne krcnen,
Mr. Cumberland, to get the stable
door key, was the gas lit, or did you

“It—it was lit, I think.”

*“Don’t you know?"'

“It was lit, but turned low.
ses well enough.”

“Why, then, didn't you take both
keys?™

“Both keys?”"

“You have said yon went down town

I counld

boe’s yard. That cut is guarded by a

‘?Amh

WAS CARRIED OUT IN HER DISMAYED
FATEER'S ARMS,

door which was locked that night.

than the one to the stable. Why didn’t
you take it?"

«]_1 took it when I took the other.”

“Are you sure?”’

#Yes; they both hung on one nail.
I grabbed them both at the same
time.”

*Which of the two hung foremost?”

] didn’t notice.”

“You took both?”

“Yes, I took both.”

“And went straight out with them?”

*Yes, to the stable.”

“And then where?"’

“Through the adjoining grounds
downtown.”

“You are sure you went through Mr.
Fulton’s grounds at this early hour in
the evening?”

“] am positive.”

“Was it not at a later hour, much
later, a little before 11 instead of a

“No, sir. 1 was on the golf links
then.”

“Bat some one drove into the stable.”

“So you say."”

“Unharnessed the horse, drew up the
eutter, locked the stable door and, en-
tering the house, hung up the key
where it belonged.”

{ No answer this time.

«Mr. Cumberland, you admitted in
your direct examination that you took
with you out of the clubhouse only
one bottle of the especial brand you

into the kitchen?”

“No: I said that I only had one when
1 got to Cuthbert road. I don’t remem-
ber anything about the other.”

“But you know where the other—or,

found 7’
“In my own stable, taken there by
man Zadok Brown, who says he
picked it out of one of onr waste bar-
rela.”

“This is the part of bottla referred
to. Do you recognize the label still ad-
bering to it as similar to the one to be
found on the bottle you emptied In
Cuthbert road?’ .

“It is like that one.”

“Had you carried that other bottle
off, and had it been broken as this has
been broken, would it not have pre-
sented an exactly similar lppennneo

this?”

“Possibly.”

#Only possibly 7

#Jt would have looked the same; I
cannot deny it. What's the use fool-
ing?

“Mr. Cumberland, the only two bot-
tles known to contain this especial
brand of wine were In the clubhouse
at 10 o'clock that night How came
one of them to get into the barrel out-
side your stable before your return the
next day?”

“T cannot say.”

sThis barrel stood where?”

“In the passage behind the stable.”

“The passage you pass through on

your way to the door leading fute your
neighbor's grounds?”’

“Yes.”

The dreaded moment had come. This
“Yes” had no sooner left Arthur's

‘| ips than I saw Ella throw out her in-

nocent arms and leap impetuously to
her feet with a loud, “No. no, I can
tell”—

She did not say what, for at the hub-
bub roused by this outbreak in open
eourt she fainted dead away and was
carried out In her dismayed father's
arms.

This necessarily caused a break in
the proceedings. Mr. Fox suspended
his cross examination, and in a few
minutes more the judge ndjourned the
court. As " observed the satisfaction
with which Mr. Moffat scented this
new witness—a satisfaction which
promised little consideration for her if
she ever came upon the stand—I sur.
rendered to fate.

Inwardly:committing Carmel’s future
to the God who made her and who
knew better than we the story of her
life and what her flery temper had cost
her, I drew a plece of paper from my
pocket and, while the courtroom was
slowly emptying, hastily addressed the
following lines to Mr. Moffat, who had
lingered to have a few words with his
colleague:

There Is & witness in this bullding who
ean testify more clearly and definitely
than Miss Fulton that Arthur Cumber-
land, for all we have heard in seeming
contradiction to the same, might have
been on the golf links at the time he
swears to. That witness is myself.

ELWOOD RANELAGH.

1 was ready to meet the surprised
lawyer's look when his eye rose from
the words I had written and settled
steadily on my face. Next minute he
was writing busily, and in a second
later I was reading these words:

Do you absolutely wish to be recalled as
a witness, and by the defense? . M.

My answer was brief:

I do. Not to make a confession of crime.
I have no such confession to make. But
I know who drove that horse. R.

I had sacrificed Carmel to my sense
of right. Never had I loved her as 1
did at that moment.

A turning point had been reached in
the defense. That every one knew aft-
er the first glance at Mr. Moffat on the
opening of the next morning's session.
As I noted the excitement which this
occasioned even in quarters where self
control is usually most marked and
such emotions suppressed I marveled at
the subtle influence of one man’s ex-
pectancy and the powerful effect which
can be produced on a feverish crowd
by a well ordered silence suggestive of
coming action.

I, who knew the basis of this ex-
pectancy and the nature of the action
with which Mr. Moffat anticipated
startling the court, was the quietest
person present. Since it was my hand
and none other which must give this
fresh turn to the wheel of justice it
were well for me to do it calmly and
without any of the old maddening
throb of heart. But the time seemed
long before Arthur was released from
further cross examination and the op-
portunity given Mr. Moffat to call his
next witness.

Something in the attitude he now
took, something in the way he bent
over his client and whispered a few
admonitory words, and, still more, the
emotion with which these words were
received and aunswered by some ex-
traordinary protest,aroused expectation
to a still greater pitch and made my
course seem even more painful to my-
gelf than I had foreseen when dreaming
over and weighing the possibilities of
this hour. With something like terror
I awaited the calling of my name, and
when it was delayed it was with emo-
tions inexplicable to myself that 1
looked up and saw’ Mr. Moffat holding
open a door at the left of the judge
with that attitude of respect which a
man only assumes in the presence and
under the dominating influence of
woman.

“Ella” thought I. “Instead of sav-
ing her by my contemplated sacrifice
of Carmel, I have only added one sac-
rifice to another.”

But when the timid, faltering step
we could faintly hear crossing the
room beyond had
brought its pos-
sessor within
sight and I per-
ceived the tall,
black robed,
heavily veiled
woman who
reached for Mr.
Moffat's sustain-
ing arm I did
not need the
startling picture
of the prisoner,
standing upright
with outheld and
repellant hands,
to realize that

g the impossible
‘I SUMMON CARMEL hgq happened
OUMBERLAND. and that all

which he, as well as I, had done and
left undone, suffered and suppressed
had been in vain.

Mr. Moffat, with no eye for him or
for me, conducted his witness to a
chair. Then as she loosened her veil
and let it drop in her lap he cried in
tones which rang from end to end of
the courtroom, “I summon Carmel
Cumberland to the stand to witness
in her brother's defense.”

The surprise was complete. It was
a great moment for Mr. Moffat, but
for me all was confusion, dread, a veil
of misty darkness through which
shone her face, marred by its inefface-
able scar, but calm as I had never ex-
pected to see it again In this life and
beautiful with a smile under which
her deeply shaken and hardly con-
sclous brother sank slowly back into
his seat amid a sllence as profound as
the hold she had immediately taken
upon all hearts.

e — —

CHAPTER XXIL
“WHERE I8 MY BROTHERT® .

AT HAT is the explanation of
Carmel's reappegrance in
town and of this sensational

‘ introduction of her into the
courtroom in a restored state of health
of which no one, so far as known, had
bhad any intimation save the man who
was responsible for her appearance?
The particulars are due you.

8he bad passed some weeks at Lake-
wood under the eye of Miss Unwin,
the nurse who was detalled to watch
as well as tend her. During these
weeks she gave no sign of improve-
ment mentally, though she constantly
gained strength otherwise and {m-
pressed everybody with the clear light
in hepveye and the absence of every-
thing:suggestive of gloom in her ex-
pression and language, There was the
same ;complete loss of memory up to
the time of the tragle occurrence which
had desolated her home; the same
harping at odd moments on Adelaide’s
happiness and her own prospect of
seeing this dear sister very soon which
had marked the opening days of her
convalescence. But beyond and back
of all this was some secret joy, unin-
telligible to the nurse, which helped
rather than retarded the sick girl's re-
covery.

Meanwhile Carmel was allowed such
liberty as her condition required, but
was never left alone for a moment
after a certain day when her eye sud-
denly took on a strange look of con-
fused inquiry totally dissoclated with
anything she saw or heard.

The awakening took place at Lake-
wood. Carmel had been out and was
just crossing the hall of her hotel to
the elevator when she stopped with a
violent start and, clutching the air,
was caught by her nurse, who had
hurried up at the first intimation of
anything unusual in the condition of
her patient.

The cause of this agitation was im-
mediately apparent. Near them sat
two ladles, each with a small wine-
glass In her hand—a common sight
enough, but it worked a revolution in
Carmel’s darkened mind. The light of
youthful joyousness fled from her face,
and the cheek, just pulsing softly with
new life, blanched to the deathlike hue
of mortal suffering. Dropping her eyes
from the women, she said to the wom-
an in whose arms she felt berself sup-
ported:

“Explain! Where am I?”

“At Lakewood, in a hotel. You have
been i1l and are only just recovering.”

Her hand went up to her cheek, the
one that had been burned, and still
showed the deep traces of that accl-
dent.

“] remember,” sald she. Then, with
another glance at her dress, which had
studiousily been kept cheerful, she re-
marked, with deep reproach: “My sis-
ter is'dead. Why am I not in black?’

The nurse, realizing her responsibil-
ity (she said afterward that it was
the most serious moment of her life),
subdued her own astonishment at this
proof of her young patient’s knowledge
of a crime of which she was universal-
ly supposed to be entirely ignorant
and, bestowing an assuring smile on
the agitated girl, observed softly:

“You were too ill to be burdened

with black. You are better now and
may assume it if you will. I will help
you huy your mourning.”

“Yes; you look like a kind woman.
What is your name, please, and are we
here alone in this great hotel?”

Now, as a matter of expediency,
to save Carmel from the unendurable
curiosity of the crowd and herself
from the importunities of the New
York reporters, Miss Unwin- had reg-
fstered herself and her charge under
assumed names. She was, therefore,
forced to reply:

“My name {8 Huckins, and we are
here alone. But that need not worry
you. I have watched over you night
and day for many weeks.”

“You have? Because of this slight
burn?” Agaln Carmel’s hand went to
her cheek.

“Not on account of that only. You
have had a serious lllness quite apart
from that injury. But you are better;
you are almost well—well enough to
go home, if you will.”

“I cannot go home—not just yet.
I'm—I'm not strong enough. But we
shouldn’t be here alone without some
man to look after us. Miss Huckins,
where is my brother?”’

At this question, uttered with em-
phasis, with suxiety—with indignation
even—Miss Unwin felt the emotion she
had so successfully subdued up to this
moment betray itself in her voice as
she answered with a quiet motion to-
ward the elevator: “Let us go up to
our room. There I will answer all
your questions.”

But Carmel, with the waywardness
of her years, or perhaps with deeper
reaconing powers than the otber would
be apt to attribute to her, broke softly
away from Miss Unwin’'s detaining
hand and, walking directly into the
office, looked about for the newspaper
stand. Bhe reached it just as a boy
stepped into view with the evening
bulletin, on which had been written
these words:

The last juror obtained in the trial ..
Arthur Cumberland for the murder of his
sister, Adelaide.

Carme! saw and stood, a breathless
image of horror. A couple of gentle-
men came running, but the nurse wav-
ed them back and herself caught Car-
mel and upheld her, in momentary
dread of anotner mental If not phys-
ieal collapse.

But Carmel had come back into the
world of consciousness to stay. Aec-
cepting her nurse’s support, but giv-
ing no sign of waning faculties or im-
perfect understanding of what she had
seen, she spoke quite clearly and with
her eyes fixed upon Miss Unwin.

“So that is why I am here, away
from all my friends. Was I too i1l to
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be told? Couldn’t yon make me know
what was happening—you or the doc-
tors or—or anybody "

“You were much too ll,” protested
the nurse, leading her toward the ele-
vator and so by degrees to her room.

“And Arthur—poor Arthur, has been
the sufferer! Tell me the whole story.
I can bear it” she pleaded. *“I can
bear anything but not knowing. Why
should he have fallen under suspicion?
He was not even there. [ must go to
him. Pack up our clothing, Miss Huck-
ins, 1 must go to him at once.”

With the sudden rending of the
clouds which had obscured her Intel-
lect strange powers had awakened In
this young girl.

“You shall go,”
stopped.

Carmel was not listening. Another

. of thought had come. “How
can I?* fell in unconscious betrayal
from bher lips. “How can I!" Then
she stood silent, ghastly with lack of
color one minute and rosy red with
its excess the next, untll it was hard
to tell in which extreme her feeling
spoke most truly.

What was the feeling? Nurse Unwin
felt it Imperative to know. BShe ap-
proached Carmel with renewed offers
of help and such expressions of sym-
pathy as she thought might lure her
into open speech.

But discretion had come with fear,
and Carmel, while not disdaining the
other’s kindness, instantly made it ap-
parent that, whatever her burden and
however unsuited it was to her present
weak condition, it was not one she felt
willing to share.

“I must think,” she murmured as
she flnally followed the nurse's lead
and seated herself on a lounge. “Ar-
thur on trial for his life! Arthur on
trial for his life! And Adelaide was
not even murdered!”

“No?" gasped the nurse, intent on
every word this long silenced witness
let fall.

“Had he no frlend? Was there not
some one to understand? Adelaide"—
here her head fell till her face was lost
to sight—"had—a—lover"—

began the nurse, and

“Yes. Mr. Elwood Ranelagh. He was |

the first to be arrested for the crime.”

The soul in Carmel seemed to vanish
at this word. The eyes, which had
been so farseeing the moment before,
grew blank and the lithe young body
stiff with that death in life which is
almost worse to look upon than death
itself. Then the stony eyes softened
and fell, the rigidity of her frame re-
laxed, and Carmel sank back again on
the sofa and tried to read the head-
lines on the open sheet before her.
But her eyes were unequal to the task.
With a sob she dropped the paper and
entreated the nurse to relate to her
from her own knowledge all that had
passed.

Miss Unwin complied, but with res-
ervations. She said nothing about the
marks on Adelaide’'s throat or of the
special reason which the police had for
arresting Mr. Ranelagh. She did not
dare. Strangulation was a horrible
death to contemplate, and if this fae-
tor in the crime—she was not decelved
by Carmel’'s exclamation that there
had been no murder—was unknown as
yet to her patient, as it must be from
what she had said, and the absolute
impossibility, as she thought, of her
having known what went on in the
Whispering Pines, then it had better

CARMEL, LIFTING UP THE LID, LOOKED IN.
remain unknown to her until circum-
stances forced it on her knowledge or
she had got sufficient strength to bear
it.

Carmel recelved the account well
When she had it fully in mind she
looked up Into the nurse's face again
and repeated, quite calmly, but with
immovable decision, the order of an
hour before:

“We must return at once.
pack up immediately.”

Miss Unwin nodded and began to
open the trunks.

This, however, was a ruse. She did
not intend to take her patient back
that night. She was afrald to risk it
The next day would be soon enough.
But she would calm her by making
ready and when the proper moment
came would find some complication of
trains which would interfere with their
immediate departure.

Meanwhile she would communicate
at the earliest moment with Mr. Fox.
She had been in the habit of sending
him frequent telegrams as to her pa-
tient's condition. They had been inva-
rlable so far—“No difference, mind
still a blank,” or some code word sig-
nificant of the same. But a new word
was necessary now. She’must look it
up and formulate her telegram before
she did anything else.

The code book was in her top tray.
She hunted and hunted for it without
being able to lay her hands on it. She
grew very nervous, She was only hu-
man; she was in a very trying posi-
tion, and she realized it. Where could
that book be? Suddenly she espied it
and, falling on her knees before the
trunk, with her back stlll to Carmel,
studied out the words she wanted.
She was leaning over the tray to write
these words In her notebook when—no
one ever knew how it happened—the
lid of the heavy trunk fell forward and
its iron edge struck her on the nape of
the neck with a keen blow which laid
her senseless. When Carmel reached
her side she found herself the strong
one and her stalwart nurse the patient.

When help had been summoned, the
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You will

accident explained and ovorrthlnl
done for Lthe unconscious woman which
medical skill counld suggest Carmel,!

the trunk and, lifting up the 1id, looked
in. Bhe had been watchful of her
nurse from the first and was suspi-
clous of the actions which had led to
this untoward accident, Seeing the
two little books, she took them out.
The notebook lay open, and on the
page thus disclosed she beheld written:
Ap Lox Fidestum Trubum

Ridicuious nonsense—unti)] she con-
sulted the code. Then these detached
and meaningless words took on a sig-
nificance which she could not afford to
ignore:

Ap—A change,

Loz—Makes remarkable stat====tig,

Fidestum—Bhall we return?

Trubum—Not tractable.

Carmel endeavored to find out for
whom this telegram wds Intended.
There was nothing to inform her. A
moment of indecision was followed by
quick action. BShe had noticed that
she had been invariably addressed as
Miss Campbell by every one who had
come into the room.

Regaining her own room, which was
on the other side of their common sit-
sing room, she collected a few neces-
sary articles and placed them in a
bag, which she thrust under her bed
Hunting for money, she found quite
an adequate amount in her own purse,
which was attached to her person.
Satisfled thus far, she chose her most
inconspicuous hat and coat and, put-
ting them on, went out by her own

+| door into the corridor.

The time—it was the dinner hour—
favored her attempt. She found her
way to the office unobserved and,
golng frankly up to the clerk, in-
formed him that she had some tele-
grams to send and that she would be
out for some little time. Would he see
that Miss Huckins was not neglected
in her absence?

“I will see to it,” sald he. Then, as
she turned to go, he ventured to add:
“It is quite dark now. If you would
like one of the boys to go with you"—
But he received no encouragement and
allowed his suggestion to remain un-
fin'<hed.

She looked grateful for this and was
pulling down her vell when she per-
celved two or three men on the other
slde of the room watching her in evl-
dent wonder. Stepping back to the
desk, she addressed the clerk again,
this time with n marked distinctness:

“I bhave been very ill, I know, and
not always quite myself. But the
shock of this accident to my nurse has
cleared my brain and made me capa-
ble again of attending to my own af-
fairs. You can trust me; I can do my
errands all right, but perhaps I had
better have one of the boys go with
me-"

The clerk, greatly relleved, rang his
bell. With the first step into the street
Carmel's freshly freed mind began its
work. “Where 1s the railroad sta-
tion ?” she inquired of the boy who was
trotting along at her side.

“Over there,” he answered vaguely.

“Take me to it.”

The sight of the station, from which
a train was just leaving, frightened
her for a moment with its bustle and
many lights, but she rallied under the
stress of her purpose and, entering,
found the telegraph office, from which
she sent this message, directed to her
physician at home, Dr. Carpenter:

Look for me on early train. All is clear
to me now, and I must return. Preserve
silence till we meet.

This she signed with a pet name
known only to themselves and dating
back to her childish days.

Then she bought a ticket and
studied the time table. When quite
satisfled she returned to the hotel
She was met in the doorway by the
physician who was attending the nurse.
He paused when he saw her and
asked a few questions, which she was
penetrating enough to perceive were
more for the purpose of testing her
own condition than to express interest
in his patient. She answered quletly
and was met by a surprise and curios-
ity which evinced that he was greatly
drawn toward her case. This alarmed
her. She did not wish to be the ob-
ject of any one’s notice. On the con-
trary, she desired to obliterate her-
gelf, to be counted out so far as all
these people were concerned. Bat,
above all, she was anxious not to rouse
suspicion. 8o she stopped and talked
as naturally as she could about Miss
Huckins' accident and what the pros-
pects were for the night. These were
favorable, or so the doctor declared,
but the injured woman'’s eondition eall-
ed for great care, and he would send
over a capable nurse at once. Mean-
while the mald who was with ber
would do very well. She herself need
have no worry.

“You are very good,” sald Carmel.
“] am tired and when I once get to bed
shall certainly sleep. I shall give or-
ders not to be disturbed. Ism't that
right?”

“Bhall I accompany you to the door
of your room?’ he asked

Bhe shook her head, with a smile.

“I am quite capable of finding my
room. I hope Miss Huckins will be as
well In & week from now as I am at
this moment. But, doctor"—she had
been struck by a strange possibility—
#I should like to settle one little mat-
ter before we part. The money I have
may not be quite safe in my hands.
My memory might leave me again,
and then Miss Huckins might suffer.
If you will take charge of some of it
on her account I shall feel relieved.”

“It would be a wise precaution,” he
admitted. “But you could just as well
leave it at the desk.”

“So I can,” she smiled. Then, as his
eve remained fixed on her: “You are
wondering If I have friends. We both
have, and I have just come from tele-
graphing to one of them. Yom can

mveumumynlml. Allthtl’
dmdhthstumnneklmwﬂlm

finding 8 moment to herself, stole to ; about e It het consclousnees shiould

return during the night.”

“It will not return so soon. Next
week we may look for it. Then you
can be by to reassure her if she asks
for you.”

The doctor, lifting his hat, took his
departure. The interview might have
lasted five minutes. She felt as though
it had lasted an hour.

Bhe followed the doctor’s advice and
left half the money she had in charge
of the clerk. Then she went upstairs.
8he was not seen to come down again,
but when the 8:45 train started out of
the station that night it had for a pas-
senger a young, heavily velled girl, who
went straight to her section. A bak
cony running by her window had fa-
vored her escape,
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Is the World Growing Better?

Many things go to prove that itis,
The way thousands are trying to help
others is Erool Among them is Mrs.
W. W. Gould, of Piusfield, N. H.
Finding good health by taklng Elec-
tric Bitters, she now advises other
sufferers, everywhere, to take them.
‘‘For years I suffered with stomach
and kidney trouble,”” she writes.
‘‘Every medicine I used failed till I
took Electric Bitters. But this great
remedy hel me wonderfully.
““They’ll help any woman. They’re
the best tonic and finest liver and
kidoey remedy that's made. Try
them. You’ll see. 50c at O. M. Olsen

WHEN IN MINNEAPOLIS
VISIT THE

GAYETY

FINEST BURLESQUE THEATRE
IN THE ENTIRE NORTHWEST

TWO SHOWS DAILY
MATINEE 2:30 EVENING 8:15

SMOKING PERMITTED
PRICES 10, 20, 30, 5C AND 75c.
e T ST

GULDEN & HIPPERT
EXPERENCED PLUMBERS

All kinds of plumbing and fitting
in first class Manner, Estimates
furnished. All work guaranteed.
Before placing your work, it will be
for your interest to consult us.

414 Second North Str, Tel. 24€

[Electric
Bitters

Succeed wiien everything else fails.
4 In nervous prostration and female

remedy, as thousands have testified. §
< FCR KIDNEY,LIVER AND §
STOMACH TROUBLE |

g i+ is the best medicine ever sold
| over a druggist's counter.
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chl.-luhllt BALS.&M
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Foley I(idncy Pills

TONICIN ACTION = QUICK IN RESULTS
Give prompt relief from BACKACHE,
KIDNEY and BLADDER TROUBLE
RHEUMATISM, CONGESTION of the
KIDNEYS, INFLAMMATION of the
BLADDER and all annoying URINARY
IRREGULARITIES. A positive boon to
MIDDLE AGED and ELDERLY
PEOPLE and for WOMEN.
HAVE HIGHEST RECOMMENDATION
R S S
suffered much fi s and blad-
badsevers backaches and my ey action
::!:."b k Foley Kidney Pills for'some time,

and am now free of all tronblcandPrin lbloh
up and around. Fuler Eldmr
hﬂtmﬂn

0. M. OLSEN
Safety Razor Blades 91c
Made Sharpes Than New &2

New Ulm Patrons leave their orders
with OCHS & BAER.
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