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, 4 „> PREFACE. 
?N 1831 the At

lantic coast was 
for several months 
held in a .state of 
terror by a pirate, 
vho, from the fact 
that hewua always 
reported by thoee 
who l&ld claim to 
having seen him as 
wearing a black 
beard, became 
known to the 
coast BA Black 
Beard. 

Though the 
term, "The curse of the coast," was 
often applied to him, there Is little 
doubt but that hie beard was a false 
one, and worn only on occasions when 
he was willing to be recognized as the 
pirate oaptain. Undoubtedly he often 
visited cities and plantations on our 
southern coast and there laid his plans 
for a raid, which sooivfollowed. 

The fact as related in regard to his 
kidnaping negroes from planters of one 

. section and Bulling them to those of an
other Is traditional. So, also, Is the Sou 
Domingo episode in which the reader 
first makes the acquaintance of Blaok 
Beard. 

Ue undoubtedly successfully cleaned 
out the vaults of several banks; de
spoiled many merchantmen at sea, and 
held the entire southern coast In ter
ror. 

He was a man of more than ordinary 
intelligence, of Ilerculeon frame, brave 
and daring, and his craft., a two-mast 
schooner which not many crafts of 
Lncle Sam could overhaul, many atime 
has lain at anchor in the harbor of Wil
mington, Charleston, Savannah or 
Beaufort while the high seas were be
ing scoured for her and immense re
wards were offered for her captain's 
head. 

First, "The Clara Belle," then "The 
Hanger/* then "The William B. Niles," 
then. "The Fisher Boy," always "The 
Old Clara Belle,*' but after each trip 
sailing under u new name and present
ing a different appearance. 

Tradition says that Black Beard ac
cumulated great wealth, and that all 
lies to-day, or did lie, at some point on 
the Atlantic ooaat frequented by the 
firate before he so mysteriously dla-
•ppeared. 

As stated, the coast has been fre
quently explored by parties in search 
of this hidden treasure; only last sea
son the swamps of the Altamaha river, 
Georgia, were scoured by negroes who 
believed the wealth buried there. I 
have looated it, as well as terminated 
the oareer of numerous parties to this 
tale, at "Smith's island,** near the 
mouth of the Cape Fear. 

Tradition has it, on the Carolina 
ooast, that this isloaid was for a time the 
rendezvous of the pirate; it has been 
often dug over in search of the treasure 
by treasure seekers from Maine to 
Texas. If buried there, why was not 
the hidden hoard discovered? 

Yon will know why when you have 
read the tale. 

CHAPTER L 
A. COLONIAL BK8EDENCE THAT FIGURES IN 

THIS STOBY. 

On the bank of the Cape Fear river, 
and some 80 miles from where it 
empties it* waters into the broad At
lantic, stands the old, old city of Wil
mington; so old, in fact, that the build
ing that was the headquarters of Lord 
Cornwallis when the town (for Wil
mington was Then a town of no small 
importance) was occupied by the Brit
ish soldiery during .the revolution of 
1776, though still standing, (at least as 
to its frame), has of necessity, as age 
and inclement weather caused its roof 
and sides to wear and rot away, been 
recovered and the frame reclothed with 
Carolina's pine mauy times; but be
neath the covering of to-day stands the 
sume old frame and in the some location 
as it stood in the troublous days of the 
American revolution. 

True, the time-worn floors that were 
pressed in turn by the feet of a Corn
wallis and a Washington have been re
placed by others, but underneath the 
•ills and girders that supported it rest 
to-day as stanch and true as they did 
when placed there a century and a quar
ter ago, and testify to the endurance 
of Carolina's pine. 

The rooms that in the days of long 
gone by have echoed alike with the 
laughter and revelry of British sons and 
daughters, and the music of Sambo anil 
C'uiTy, as they called "all hands round, 
promenudo all!" while the sons and 
daughters of the Tar Heel state kept 
time with flying feet, retain their same 
dimensions. 

The misguided Andro and the traitor 
Arnold have stood within these very 
rooms. 

Here the "Father of his Country" and 
that patriot from across the sea whose 
memory is dear to all Americans have 
conferred together, and as small inci
dents in the lives of great men live be
hind them, so many live in Wilmington 
that are Raid to have transpired in the 
lives of Washington and La Fayette. 

One small one is, that on a certain oc
casion "The Father of his Country" one 
night ordered his coachman to have his 
carriage and his two bright buyB In 
front of the mansion at dawn of day, as 
he and La Fayette intended visiting a 
fort on t he rivtr below. 

it is said that In the morning when 
they approached the carriage that 
MHoneBt George," who never told a lie, 
stroked the back of the bay next him 
with his hand, and that his glove was 
soiled. "Pompeyl what do you meau, 
sir, by bringing out my team In a con
dition like thlB? 

"There, sir! and there I take thatl 
and thatl move quick, take back my 
team, and use your elbowB well, then 
bring them out. I'd not be captured 
with a team like that." 

"What matters, General," said La 
Fayette, "they'll be more soiled when 
they return." 

"But by fresh dirt, sir, by fresh dirt— 
and discipline, Gen. La Fayette, disci
pline. Sir, if I'd take them now in that 
condition, I would never get them 
cleaner. When we are In the field, and 
with hot work before us, then we will 
drive dirty horses, but not before." 

It was said that ono of the pegs 
dropped out of the toe of one of George's 
boots on this occasion, and the language 
that he UBed was said to have been very 
impressive; those to whom the tradi
tion has been handed down can hardly 
reconcile the big, strong words that 
George used on that occasion with his 
Tdeek remark when a boy, to his 
father's question: "Who out down that 
tree?" 

"I did, papa. I cannot tell a lie." 
But enough of old traditions. In 1831 

this mansion, from whloh Washington 
and La Fayette that morning, 66 years 
before, had ridden, was tit* properly 
atid home of John Lo|«< (Iwlitiw 

Loyd waif'd widower of 46 years of 
nge, and with hJy daughter Fannie, a 
youug girl of 17, and a nephew, Herbert 
Luthrop, of together with servants 
(who, by the way, were his slaves), oc
cupied the xiiiiusion. 

Fannie Low! was a very charming 
young girl, and would in time be (so it 
was supposed) her father's heiress. 
There was, however, a strong bond of 
affection existing between Fannie and 
her father, and she desired nothing 
more than that his life might be long 
spared. 

Herbert, the nephew, was a son of the 
banker's younger sinter; his parents 
had been dead some years, and they 
had left him little but the name he bore 
and poverty, so his uncle bad taken him 
beneath his roof, educated him, and 
now he was cashier of his bank. 

Oue morning iu the early part of Feb
ruary, he was in his accustomed place 
at the cashier's window, when an ap
parently middle-aged man advanced to 
the window: "Good morning, Her
bert." 

"Good morning, Mr. Hill. Can I do 
^something for you?" 

"1 wish to see Mr. Loyd, Herbert. Is 
he in?" 

"Certainly—Andrew," to a colored 
porter, "show Mr. Hill into my uncle's 
ofllee." 

This was soon done. 
Mr. Loyd was seated at his desk, writ-

ing, as they entered. "Ah, good mom-
h'ffi Squire Hill. I hope I see you well— 
how goe^s aJl at Orton, how is the inad-
um, the fair Clara, and your boys?' 

"All well, John, all well—but I called 
to see you on financial matters to-day; 
you ©ee, I bought another plantation 
last year, something like a couple of 
thousand acres, and that together with 
the money I paid out for a dozen addi
tional negroes, just about cleaned up 
my bank account. Present prices don't 
justify the sale of rice, and I will want 
1o put In this year's crop, and rum me 
through the Reason." 

"Very good, squire, you can have it; 
the Carolina bank vaults are at your 
command." 

"Thanks, John, thanks, I will proba
bly not want more than $6,000 or $10,000 
—by the way, why don't you come down 
and see us? Bring the young folks. 
Clara told me I must be sure and bring 
Fannie back with me." 

"I can't spare her to-day, squire, but 
we will come down* Sunday, with Capt. 
Harper, on the Sunshine—Andrew, tell 
Herbert to honor Squire Hill's check 
for what money lie wants—good day, 
squire." 

"Good day, Mr. Loyd, we'll look for 
you Sunday," and Abner Hill, the owner 
of Orton, the largest' rice plantation in 
the C'arolinas, and 100 negroes, walked 
out iu>to the bank, drew a check for 
what money ho needed, pocketed the 
same, and took his departure. 

After paying a number of calls to 
various merchants around town, the 
planter proceeded to the wharf, and 
took the steamer to Orton. At the land
ing he was met by Cudgo, one of his 
negroes, with a saddle horse, which he 
mounted and rode home, while Cudgo, 
with a team, followed on* with divers 
bundles and packages. 

The family of Abner Hill consisted of 
himself and wife, Clarenoe, the elder 
son of 23, Thomas, the second son, who 
was at the military academy of West 
Point, and an older daughter, Clara, 
who was 18 years of age. 

Abner Hill belonged to one of the old-
time families of the state, and his plan
tation and negroes had largely de
scended to him from his father, as had 
they indeed from father to son, for 
several generations; each adding to the 
broad acres of the unccstral home, and 
to the number of slaves, until now many 
thousand acres were included in the 
tract, which consisted, on the lowlands 
af the river, of vast rice fields, which 
were hemmed In on the one side by an 
immense dyke that fronted the river 
for many miles, keeping off the sadt wa
ter of the Atlantic, which at flood tide 
would otherwise have converted the 
fertile fields into an inland sea. 

While on the other side, some two 
miles from the river front, the surface 
of the earth gradually arose, and for 
a full mile width was a sloping ridge, 
which then descended to what would 
have been a vast plain, but for the fact 
that here grew in all their grandeur 
the yellow pines of the Carolines— 
rearing their heads aloft, while their 
green boughs bent beneath the pressure 
of the sea breeze, which comes moan
ing, whispering tlirough them, and the 
words seem to come walling from the 
green treetops: 

"Look at our scarred and hacked 
sides—wo are yielding up our life blood 
year by year. Mingo and Caesar, Pom-
l>ey and Ben aro hacking us to death for 
the turpentine, t lie rosin and the pitch 
that we contain—it is our blood I our 
life bloodl and when you have sapped 
it all, our green boughs will wither^-
you will then level us to the earth, and 
saw us into lumber at the mills—even 
as all die, so die we to satisfy the never 
ending wants of man." 

The Manor house at Orton was a fine 
residence for the times; it stood on the 
ridge some 800 yards from the edge 
of the rice lands. Stretching away to 
the right was a long row of negro 
cabins, while to the left stood the barns, 
stables, carriage houses and rice mill, 
and over the ridge and on the bank of 
Orton creek was the sawmill; this 
same creek supplied the water with 
whioh at certain seasons of the year 
the rice fields wore flooded. 

Arrived at the house, a waiting negro 
took the squire's horse, and he strode 
up on the piazza; at the door he was 
met by his daughter, a beautiful girl, 
with large blaok eyes, and an abundant 
head of hair, hanging in ringlets dear 
to her shoulders. 

"Oh, father; you did not obey my 
orders." 

"Come here, child, and give your old 
father a kiss; Loyd and Herbert and 
Fannie will be down on the Sunshine, 
Sunday; now tell me, child, which will 
you be the most pleased to uee? my 
friend, Jolin Loyd, the coy Fannie, or 
Nephew Herbert? Ah, child, you are 
u young lady now, and young ladles 
catch beaux, and beaux oatoh wives— 
Ah, Clara!" 

"Well, father, I'll never set my net to 
catch Herbert Lathrop for a beau, and 
he need never set his to oatoh me for 
u wife, for ho is a young man I not 
only dislike but fear; Mr. Loyd is so 
different. I like him well, and Fannie, 
she's a treasure. Do you know, papa, 
1 tli Ink our Clarence la in love with 
Fannie." 

"So, so. Well then, if Fannie be in love 
with him, I am well pleased. John 
Loyd's dollars and these broad acres 

; would go well together; but I would 
have my daughter make a brilliant 
match. Itcmember the lands and slaves 
of the Hills, with few exceptions, all 
go to the eldest son. It is following the 
English custom of our ancestors; true, 
we generally find au odd penny to dow
er our daughters with, and the young
est son we make a man of letters, a 
preacher, or a doctor, or put him in the 

. army. Tom ohose the army, and will, 
1 think, in time, do credit to it—but 
you, my daughter, must marry a man of 
wealth.** 

' "Abner,** said Mm. Hill, who had 
joined them, "don't be putting mar-

: ru«» i&to mjr fai*hmiL % *»-
nef ofeggttj; to ioikUf yr w iUMii 

yeare to come.' 
"Nor shall you, mother,** said Clara, 
"And as for dower," said Sophia Hill, 

"leave your last penny to your boys. 
I've money enough nnd land enough 
to dower Clara Hill." 

"Why, wife, so you have— but 
wealth's a thing a person can't have 
too much of." 

"I'll not have my daughter wed a 
money-bag that she does not love and 
live a life of torture. Let her marry a 
man, when she doe® wed, and I'll pro
vide the dower to set them both^fioat in 
life." 

"Well said, my wife.*' 
"Don't be afraid, mother, dear. You 

will not get rid of me for many days to 
come." 

"Any mall to-day, Abner?" 
"Yes, a letter from Tom." 
"Why do you say Tom when Thomas 

is his name? Tom is the name of a 
negro or a cat. I'll not have my boy 
called Tom. But what said he, Abner?" 

"T-h-o-m-a-s Is well, and will be home 
the first of June on three months'leave. 
But here's the letter, wife." 

"There's John Corbett on the lawn. 
I'm bound he wants something. Where 
is Clarence?" 

"He said it was a good day for fish to 
bite and he took his gun and rod and 
went off toward the tfreek with Uncle 
Jobe." 

Squire Hill passed out on the lawn 
where the overseer was standing. 

"Well, Corbett, anything amiss?** 
"No, squire, not much but Uncle 

Jobe's drowned." 
"What! No! and nothing amiss? I 

should say there was. Jobe will be 
missed sure. Not for plantation work, 
I know, for he's too ola for that. Why, 
lobe was over seventy. He belonged to 
my father—trotted meon his knee when 
I was a boy—and now he's drowned. 
Well! Well! Nothing amiss! I guess 
i f you go and tell his sister. Aunt Dinah, 
ubout it, you'll think there's something 
amiss." 

"Mr. Clarence has gone up to tell her." 
"I'd sooner him than me, Corbett. 

Anything else?" 
"Angus Brice sent word that he'd 

be here with the schooner next Wednes
day for the turpentine." 

"That's good. Bruce is as reliable as 
the sun." 

"There's nothing else, squire. I've got 
forty of the hands workin* on the di
vision banks and the main deck, repair-
in'—ten's plowing on uplands, and Bill 
Link's got fifteen at the sawmill; there's 
ten In the woods splittin* rails; the bal
ance is all workin' here and there. 
Everything's all right." 

"What are you going to do, Corbett, 
about Uncle Jobe?" 

•'Why, Clarence says that where he 
got drovvnded it's three miles up the 
creek, nearly to the pond; it's too late 
to go up to-night, butyour son said he'd 
take some of the hands and go up in the 
morning and drag for him." 

"That's all right, Corbett, if the alli
gators don't eat him before that time; 
but, as you say, by the time they could 
get there to-night it would be so dark 
among those cypress and pines that 
they could see nothing. Well, I pre
sume you've got things moving all 
right, Corbett, so good night." 

"Good night, squire." 
Squire Hill entered the house, and 

w ith his wife and daughter was seated 
at the supper table when Clarence came 
in. His hunting suit presented a very 
disorderly appearance, and his slouched 
hat was more slouched than usual. 

"Where in heaven's name have you 
been, son?" asked his mother. 

"At the bottom of Orton creek, moth
er, where old Uncle Jobe lies now—but 
1 will change my clothes and tell you all 
about it." 

"Uncle Jobe in the bottom of Orton 
oreek!" exclaimed Mrs. Hill and Clara. 
"Poor soul," and tears came to their 
eyes. 

'I'll never fish in Orton creek again," 
said Clara, "I'll have no one to take the 
fish from the hook; poor faithful Unele 
Jobe." 

Clarence waa soon seated at the table. 
"How did it happen, son?'* * 
"Well, we took a bateau from the 

mill, and I fished along up the oreek. 
Uncle Jobe waa sitting in the stern pad
dling—we kept moving further and fur
ther up, and I had some fine fish in the 
bottom of the boat, and waa just think
ing of turning back for home, when, as 
wo rounded a bend in the creek, I saw-
just ahead of loe lying on the bank an 
ulligator—a larger one I have never 
seen in the creek—and I waa surprised 
to see him there in February, but hav
ing had no cold weather winter, I 
guess they've stayed out of their holes; 
1 raised my gun instanter and fired— 
the 'gator slumped off into the oreek, 
and raised under the bow of the bateau, 
giving his powerful tail a swing, that 
splintered its side and overturned it. 

"I heard one yell from Uncle Jobe 
as we both fell into the creek; it Is very 
deep just there, with a mud bottom; but 
«un in hand I managed to paddle to the 
l ank, get hold of a cypress root, and 
pull myself out. I dropped my gun, 
and turned buck to attempt to Bave 
Uncle Jobe. The cypress are very dense 
there, their limbs overhanging and 
meeting from the opposite banks of 
the stream, and they hanging festooned 
with moss; I eould Bcarcely see across 
the stream. I called aloud several 
times— 
" 'Jobe! Jobe!' but there was no an

swer; I could neither hear nor see any 
sign of him, nor could I see anything 
of the bateau; I stood there waiting 
wringing wet for some time, and then 
concluded that Uncle Jobe had found 
a watery grave—and through the Cy
prus swamp, stumbling over knees and 
fallen trees, for three miles, I struggled 
to reach home—minus fish, minus fish
ing tackle, minus poor old Unole Jobe. 
When I got home my olothes were dry.1 

"Poor Dinah," said his mother; "hare 
you told her?" 

"Yes, I went there first of all. and 
when I toid her, she said: 'I tell dat 
boy fer de pas* forty years: "Look 
out, Brer' Jobe! 'gator git you," an* 
now *gator dun got him, suah nuff.* 

" 'I will take men and go drag for his 
body in the morning,* I said, 
" 'No use, chile, no use. 'Gators dun 

got pore Brer* Jobe now.' 
"Poor old Jobe," said Mrs. HU1. "Aft

er tolling faithfully all his life, to be 
eaten by alligators. 'Tia too much." 

"Yes," said the squire, "I guess there 
would be rather too muoh of him for 

wutronoo says this was| tut there's 
plenty of 'gatorB Jobe wouldn't make 
a mouthful each for them." 

"Ain't you ashamed of yourself, Ab
ner?" 

"Yes, wife, I am; but I couldn't help 
it. I would be willing to give a thou
sand dollars to* undo hia drowning and 
bring him back, but it's too late; now 
as to Jobe's life of toil, you forget 
that he was my father's body servant 
when I was a boy. He hM always W 
an easy time with me. Why, look at his 
age, and he was scaroely bent, but stood 
erect at seventy-—something unusual 
for a negro." 

That evening Clara Hill and her 
mother took a walk over to Aunt 
Dinah's cabin; as they neared the 
open door they saw many dusky fig
ures seated about on benches in the 
cabin and heard Luke, the negro preach
er of the plantation, say: 

"Sis' Dinah, you no 'oashun fer 
mourn, 'case Brer* Jobe is gone right 
inter Heaven. I tell yer, chile, he's gone 
right inter Heaven." 

"1 speck he is, Brer* Luke; but 1'se 
skeared he gone inter a 'gator as well. 
Boo hoo! to tink dat my onles bruder 
go dat way." 

CHAPTER IL 
"HONET, DA AIN'T COTCH YOU.** 

Early the next morning Clarence. 
Moses and Solomon, in one bateau, and 
Uncle Bob, a famous boatman, with 
Luke, In another, started from the land
ing. As they rounded the point near the 
scene of the recent fatality, the first 
object that met their gaze was the old 
bateau, splintered and bottom up, drift
ing slowly down the stream, and the 
next object was that identical alligator 
lying In exactly the same place on the 
bank. 

Clarence raised his rifle, threw its 
muzzle within ten feet of the 'gator's 
head and fired. The bullet passed 
through the sauriun's eye and entered 
his brain. He gave a spasmodic strug
gle, his tall swept half a circle and he 
was dead. 

They hastily scrambled ashore, and 
Bob and Moses turned him over, and 
straightened him out; he was nearly 
12 feet long. 

For* God," said Moses, suddenly; 
"dar Brer' Jobe now." 

"Where! Where!" said Clarence. 
"Why, dar, master, dar—see how him 

lie! jus' like a man," and Moses pointed 
to a ridge that Beemed to extend down 
the 'gator's stomach. 

Yes, dar Brer' Jobe, suah nuff," Bald 
Bob, "pore Brer' Jobe." 

Solomon and Luke with knife and ax 
cut Into that capacious maw to un-
tomb him; presently something black 
and woolly protruded— 

Dar him," said Moses, "pore Brer* 
Jobe." 

Da's a fack," said Bob, "dar's hia 
hair." 

They cut wider and pulled, and 
pulled again, and finally from out that 
gloomy sepulchre appeared the re
mains of a big block sow. 

Fore de Lord," exclaimed Bob, "if 
dat ain't S1B Dinah's sow—dat 'gator 
gwine fer de whole famibly suah nuff." 

MHe Is dat," said Solomon, "Brer" 
Jobe wan't nuff fer he." 

J ust then a voice was heard from the 
other side of the creek: 

"Say, Is you got dat 'gator fer suah?" 
All glanced across the creek,and there, 

sticking from behind a Cyprus, was the 
white and woolly head of Uncle Jobe. 
Clarence fired off both barrels of hia 
shotgun in rejoicing, and sent a boat 
across for him. 

He sold, and he always stuck to it* 
that when the boat capsized he struck 
on the 'gator's back, aind from there 
scrambled ashore. 

But didn't you hear me call, Unole 
Jobe?" said Clarence. 

Yes,chile, I hear you, but I skeared to 
speak, fear dat 'gator get me, so I jus 
crawled off and laid down, and, bress 
de I.ord, you gun woke me, an' you got 
dat 'gator." 

"De 'gator's all right, Brer* Jobe,'* 
said Moses, "but whar Sis Dinah's 
Sukey, what she gwine do now?" 

She gib me de dibble, I s'peok," said 
Jobe. 

The boats returned, the negroctf sing
ing their plantation melodies as they 
glided down the stream, and Unole 
Jobe joining in the chorus like any
thing but a dead darky. 

Arrived at the landing, with. Clarence 
In the lead, they marched up the lane, 
nor halted till they reached the cabin 
of Dinah; she was at the Manor house* 
washing. 

To be continued. 

U 
By FL0BEN0E WARDEN. 

[Copyright, ISW, by Florence Warden.] 

lute shake ot' the head, pressing "her ! 
hands tightly together and MMntr her 
lips, she pushed him away aiw, s-.i.jjp-

YOU AKKA DKMOriSAT. 
and, of course >ou want a dpnincrtitlo now8 

Coch Tal caught her swaying figure ten
derly, nut greatly daring. 

ing her foot and pointiug to the path 
down the hill, imperiously signed to 
him to go. 

As he turned, sorrowfully, regret
fully, full of bubbling pnssion and long
ing tenderness, to obey her she rau off, 
waving her hand with an affectation 
of light heartcdness in the direction of 
the ruined church. She was going to 
hide herself among the old stones, to 
cry, perhaps to pray and to mourn his 
going. 

For one minute he hesitated whether 
he should give up everything and go 
back and strain her to his arms and 
bind himself here forever when his 
ardor was checked by a little circum
stance. 

Just as she reached the north, wall 
she stumbled, and a man darted out of 
the shade and supported her In his 
arms. Masson watched the meeting 
breathlessly. The man was Coch Tal, 
honest, loving, faithful to the end. 

He caught her swaying figure tender
ly, not greatly daring. 

But Masson saw in the girl's attitude 
as she let herself be led back to the 
house a little change. She was pas
sive. She did not repulse her lover, as 
she had once done. That terrible event 
of the morniug had altered the whole 
course of life at Monachlog, had bro
ken the spell which had bound them 
all. 

Masson felt the tears rising to his 
eyes as he turned away, and a lump in 
his throat which was brought there by 
some feeling strong as joy, but keen as 
jealousy. 

She would fall into her old lover's 
arms as she had fallen Into his heart— 
sorne day. 

Three months later Masson came 
back to the old farm, which he found 
empty and deserted. 

He searched every corner and every 
nook. He examined every stream and 
every cleft. He engaged men of experi
ence to drag such parts of Llyn 
Foci as were sufficiently shallow to al
low of such a proceeding. He went 
down into the passage which had once 
connected the monastery with the val
ley below. Some human bones he 
found, burled in quicklime, dry and 
brittle, at the bottom of this passage. 
But they had evidently been there a 
couple of years and more. 

It was the only fruit of his research
es. For no trace of the body of his 
brother Granville was ever found. 

THE END. 

There is a Class of People 
Who are injured by the use of coffee. 
Recently there has been placed in all 
the grocery stores a new preparation 
called GRAIN 0, made of pure grains, 
that takes the place of coffee. It does 
not cost over % as much. Children 
may drink it w th great benefit. 15cts. 
and 25 cts. per package. Try it. Ask 
for GRAIN-O. 

No," whispered she. "It might be 
In Llyn Foel or at the bottom of the 
passage in there that the monks used 
to draw their provisions up by, or it 
might be in one of the streams or In a 
cleft of the rocks. Nobody knows. 
Nobody can tell you. When we are 
gone—for we shall go—you can come 
and search, for you cannot hurt my 
father now." 

Beautiful as this dogged filial feeling 
might, In the abstract, be, Masson was 
Irritated by It. He was anxious to get 
away. Gwyn, looking up, saw the im
patient look on his facc. She sprang 
up and stood before him, trembling 
and agitated. 

You want to get away! You want 
to get free and forget us!" said she. In 
a strange tone, with mingled bitterness 
and tenderness. "Well, you are right! 
Forget us—all—if you can!" 

Something In her tone touched him, 
and he spoke iu a softened voice as be 
answered: 

'There aro things I shall never for
get, that I uever wish to forget. A wo
man's unselfish kindness and care; her 
good, noble face and her heroic devo-
tlou. I will forget everything but those 
things as quickly as I can." 

He held out his hand, and she took it 
with a shy look, which haunted him 
for months afterward. 

"Goodby," said she softly. "Goodby, 
and heaven take care of you ou your 
way. You can go safely now." 

"And Merrick? And your grand
mother, who saved my life?" 

"Dou't wait to see them. They '.vr.rld 
be ashamed. Aud she, poor soul! could 
almost hate you for causing her to sac
rifice the life of her son. Ah, you don't 
uuderstaud how we cling to each other 
of course! But, take my word for it, 
and let uie bid them goodby for you.' 

Even as she spoke she hurried across 
the kitchen aud opened the front door. 
He had no oholee but to go. 

"Goodby," said she once more, with 
a little catch in her voice, though the 
hand she held out again was steady. 

"What will become of you?" 
"I—I dou't know. I don't much 

care." 
They were outside the door. Kind, 

tender words rushed to his lips, no 
drew close to her; he bent to look into 
her eyes. 

For ft moment the wavered, Beemed 

The large and increasing circulation 
of The Iowa Homestead in this county 
is a matter for congratulation to the 
publishers and to good farming, for, of 
all the papers of its class in the coun
try, it is easily the best and most help
ful. Its Special Farmers' Institute 
editions, issued with the regular editiou 
the first week in each month, bave been 
for years the admiration of all practi
cal farmers. Written wholly by farm
ers, they are full of actual experience, 
and smell of the soil. We have been 
fortunate enough this season to secure 
terms for The Homestead and its Spec
ial Farmers' Institute Editions,together 
with The Poultry Farmer and The 
Farmers' Mutual Insurance Journal, 
four of the most valuable farm publi
cations in the country, that enable us to 
offer the four in connection with our 
own paper for 81.90 for the entire live, 
one year. This is emphatically a good 
thing, and no farmer in this county 
should fail to take advantage of this 
offer. For a large line of thoroughly 
practical farm reading nothing has ever 
been offered before that equals it. A 
county paper, a farm paper, a poultry 
paper, a farm insurance paper and the 
Special Farmers' Institute, all for Si. DO. 
Come in and order them. 

Wm. Orr, NewarK, Onto., says, "We 
never feel safe without One Minute 
Cough Cure in the house. It saved my 
little boy's life when he had the pneu
monia. We think it Is the best medi
cine made." It cures coughs and all 
lung diseases. Pleasant to take, harm
less and gives immediate results.—H. 
C. Smith. 

The New York World 
» Thrice-a-Week Edition. 

p&por, the Chicago iJlspatoh Is the eroat rirnio-
* - It u<lv< 

(1 

- .... palgn 
that will equal in Importance that of th<> ono to 

ratlc newspaper of the country! 
tlon of tlf " the roarinnl 

renonjinarlon <<i WHHum 
Thuro has n vor 

Chh-aco platform and the 
.w-nmnus Hryan. 

political campati 

hefo Eht next year- The Republican party 
backed by the monry power of this country 
ami Europe. IK al.irt ami aggressive. Flushed 
with the victory of thn-o jears ngo it will seek 
by every mcacs In its power to mantain its sn 
premacy. 

Democrats must be up and doing. They must 
wago an uncoastug war upon their enemies. In 
no hotter and more etUctivo way can this be 
done than by the circulation of good, sound 
democratic newspapers. The publisher of the 
Chicago Dispatch will send a copy of tho Chi-

fifty cents.. If you are not already taking this 
great political weekly, send in your subscription 
at once. You should not only uo this yourself, 
but should induce your friends to Join you. By 
a Uttlc effort you can easily raise a club of ten 
or twenty eubscrlbers. Au extra cony for club 
of ten. 

Tho Chicago Dispatch is indorsed by William 
Jennings Bryan and other Democratic loader*. 

Address The Chicago Dispatch, 
120 aud 122 Fifth Avenue, 

Chicago. 111. 
Wo will furnish tho Chicago Dispatch aud the 

Democrat one year for$t.85. Apply to Manches
ter Democrat. 44tf 

When ) ou want 

Fine Furniture 

AT 

Fair Prices 

GO TO 

Werkmiester's 

AT 

Earvlille. 

Undertaking Solicited. 

F. WERKMEISTER, 

Earlville, Iowa. 

to certain points iu the South on the lines or the 
Illinois Central and Yazoo & Mlsslsipnl Valley 
Railroads will be twice each month during Feb
ruary, March and April, on dates which your 
local ticket agent will bo able to advise you. 

ALMOST A DAILY—AT THE 

PltlCE OF A WEEKLY. 

O. K. BARBER 
SHOP. 

If you wish a first-class haircut, 
shampoo, singe, sea-foam or 
shave, give me a call. Prices, 10 
and IS cents. Satisfaction guar
anteed; why pay more. 

None but FIRST-CLASS 
WORKMEN employed, 

PETER DRESS 
PROPRIETOR. 

DOUGLASS, the Photo
grapher. 

Go to Douglass 
For FINE PICTURES. 

TOUR OF ALL 

MEXICO 
via the Illinois Central, under the auspices oi 
the American Tourist Association, will leave 
Chicago March 6th, 1900. Tickets Include all 
expenses, railway, sleeping and dlnlug cas 
fares, hotels, carriages, etc. 

NEW SHORT LINE 

ai St. Panl. 
Illinois Central between Omaha and Fort Dodge 
In connection with the Minneapolis and St. hous 
between Fort Dodge and Minneapolis and St. 
l'aul, also to bo Inaugurated January 28, luoo 

I l.v. Omaha I Lv. St. Paul 
I 7.35 p.m. I 8.00 p.m. 

"THE I Ar. Minneapolis ( Lv Mlnuoapoll 
LIMITED" I 7.30 a. m. I 8.30 p m. 

I Ar. St. l'aul [ Ar. Omaha 
| s.ooa. m. | 8.i&a.m. 

A fast vestibule night train, daily, currvinr 
through Pullman sleeping car aud couches. 

"THE 
EXPRESS" 

Lv. Omaha 
7.00 a. in. 

Ar. Minneapolis 
7.oo w. m. 

Ar. St. Paul 

Lv. St. Paul 
U.00 a. Ill 

Lv Minneapolis 
i>.30 a. ui. 

Ar. Omaha 
9,40 p. Ill, 

M. B. Smith of Uutternut,Mich..says, 
"1)GWitt's Little Early Risers are the 
very best pills I ever lined for coBtive-
ness, liver and bowel troubles H. C. 
Smith. 

F. P. PETERSON, 
Manufacturer or 

WAGONS 
And-Repairer 

ofallkiDdHof Vehicles, and general repairei 
of all Kinds of Wood Work 

For Farming Implements and Machinery 
Shop on Franklin Street, near the bridge, with 
Alex Scfsirom, in building lately oocupied by 
1 eter Meyer. Have had several yeare exper
ience tho past three with Kennedy Buggy Co. 

^ orV p. p Pf.TKRBON, 

60 YEARS' 
EXPERIENCE 

TRADE MARKS 
DESIGNS 

COPYRIGHTS AC. 
Anyone pending a *l:d oh nnd description may 

quickly nacortuln our opinion free whether au 
invention ta probnbly patentable. Communlm* 
Hons strictly confldontlni. Handbook on Patents 
sent free. (JMost aecncy foreocurlnffpatentB. 

I'utmita taken through Muuu & Co. receive 
9j>fc£n{ notice, without charge, in the 

Scientific American. 
A hnndsnmely Uluatmted weekly. I^nrest dr. 

S
culatiou of nny aelcmitlo Journal. Terma, $3 a 
year; four months, |L Sold by all newsdealer*. 

MUNN &Ca,3eiBroad«ay.(jewfnr!( 
R'r.n'-" Off"--.! "2ft F Ft„ Wftph'nytnu T>. I 

THIS WEEK'S 

Announcement 
Will be of Exceptional Interest to 
the Ladies. 

Much attention is now given to the dressing of the hair. We 
show ;-.n unlimited assortment of POMPADOUR and BANG 
COMBS at IOC, 15c, 19c and up. Set with brilliants from 19c 
up and a variety of new things in BACK COMBS at 19c, 23c, 
25c and up. Set with brilliants, 29c and up. 

THE CORRECT IDEAS in Braid Combs, Circle 
and Band Combs, Side Combs and Hair Pins in great array. 
THEyBRCOCH PIN continues in favor and our new 
line contains the prettiest and neatest designs to be found 
anywhere. Not few to select from, but a most complete va
riety, from the lowest price to the warranted kinds. 

Wf ;iNVITE tbe;iadies' to see our BROOCHES, whether 
buyer or looker. 

Stick Pins, Lace Pins, Gold and Sterling 
Bracelets and an Exceptional Lot of Belt 
or Sash Buckles, 

the New Belts in Leather and Metal Hat Pins, Sleeve Buttons, 
Link and Lever Cuff Buttons. 

GENT'SlCHAINS—Vest and Fob — in fact, every
thing for the correct dresser, ladies' or gent's. 

When in the store ask to be shown the new novelties for 
spring wearjn this week's paper. 

A. THORPE. 
BETTER KNOWN AS KALAMITY 

Typewriter 
Wisdom. 

Yon want a thoroughly good machine or none at all. 
You can get nothing better than a BLICKENS-

DERFER. You can pay $100.00 and 
get aj machine not so good. 

Blickensderfers do all that any machine does, and will do 
it as long and as well. Then they do some things that 
no other machine can, and they cost but 

$40.00 
Lome in and let us prove these claims. 

Typewriter Supplies 1 
We carry a full line of supplies of the right quality, and 
and we make right prices on them. D 

! W. A ABBOTTl 
SUCCESSOR TO STOREY & ABBOTT. 

7.80 p.IU, 
Fa>t day train, dally except Sunday, carrjln^ 

through parlor car aud coaches. 

The most widely circulated " weekly" 
newspaper in America is the Thrice-a-
week edition of The New York World, 
and with the Presidential campaign now 
at baud you cannot do without it. 
Here are some of the reasons why it is 
easily the leader in dollar a year journal
ism. 

It is issued every other day, and is to 
all purposes a daily. 

Every week each subscriber receives 
18 pages and often during the "busy" 
season 24 pages each week. 

The price is only 81.00 per year. 
It is virtually a daily at the price of a 

weekly. 
Its news covers every known part of 

the world. No weekly newspaper could 
stand alone and furnish such service. 

The Thrice-a-Week-World has at its 
disposal all of the resources of the great
est newspaper in existence- the wonder 
of modern journalism—" America's 
Greatest Newspaper," as it has been 
justly termed—The New York World. 

Its political news is absolutely impar
tial. This fact will be of especial value 
in the Presidential campaign coming on. 

The best of current fiction is found In 
its columns. 

These are only some of the reasons; 
.here are others. liead it and see them 

BEING 

HELD UP 
Tho person who pays his monoy out for 

poor lumber Is in a worse situation 

than tho ouo who hands it over to the 

footpad. A graver injury has been 

done him than tho mere loss of money 

represents, lie sure \ou invest your 

money at the right lumber yard. To 

I make assurance doubly sure come to tho 

ynnd 
KoU 

lirity. 
. how* 
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FOLEY'S BANNER SAWB is a Healing WomtaA 
-1 GREGG & WARD. -

Knowledge 
Concentrated 

We offer this unequalled newspaper j 
and The Manchester Democrat together 
one year for 82.15. 

The regular subscription price of the 
two paper* Is 92.S0 

boiled down, pressed to
gether is what you get in 
the New Werner Edition 
of the ENCYCLOPEDIA 
BRITANNICA. The facts 
contained therein are reli
able, the statements author
itative. The index which 
accompanies each set of 
books enables you to find 
the information you want 
quickly, and you can rely 

upon it, for even the courts do not question its state
ments. You can secure the entire set, complete in 
thirty superb octavo volumes, of the 

Encyclopedia Britannica 
for One Dollar Cash 

and the balance in small monthly payments. 
FOR SALE BY 

I 
Anders & Philipp. 


