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THE KELLY MURDER VERDICT. 
, A Des Moines jury found Dr. Harry 
Kelly of Council Bluffs, who mur
dered a deputy sheriff and a bartender, 
guilty of manslaughter and declared 
that he was "insane on the morning 

'the crime was committed." He will 
be given from one to eight years in 
the penitentiary, at the expiration of 
which time he will be free to kill as 
many more people.as he pleases. This 
is a miscarriage of justice. Murderers 
of the Kelly class should not be turned 
loose to prey on a defenseless public. 
And regardless of Kelly's fate juries 
should not be discharged uncensured 
when their verdicts put a premium 
on murder and point the way for other 
men to commit brutal murders and 
escape the consequences of their 
crimes. 

If the jury really believed Kelly was 
insane when the crime was committed, 
and on that grounds they could not 
bring themselves to , recommend the 
death penalty, they should have voted 
to Imprison him for life. The senti
ment aroused by a heartbroken mother 
in the court room should not have 
deterred them from doing their duty 
to society. For that matter there are 
otier heartbroken mothers—the 

• mcthers of the two men Kelly so 
brutally murdered. 

The whole Kelly case has been a 
fiasco. The officers who arrested him 
at Council Bluffs and the judge who 
ordered his detention at the Knoxville 
institution testified at the trial in Des 
Ajloines that he was insane. If they 
believe this Kelly should not have 
been sent to an inebriate hospital, but 
tip an insane asylum, and he should 
have been properly guarded. 

The list of murders in this country 
it growing at an Appalling rate, and 
the leniency of courts and juries is one 
of the principal reasons for this in
creasing crime. When judges, juries 
and prosecutors come to realize that 
the duty they owe society demands 
execution or life imprisonment for all 
Murderers, not only to protect society 
frfljafutuw eximes b^these^rdegw*, 
hut to sound p. ^arning .to pther, weak 
criminals with murder in their hearts, 
there will be fewer murders. 

In the east, where Woodrow Wilson 
Is better known, the press is engaged 
in a warm discussion of the Wilson-
Carnegie pension application. Wilson 
explained his reasons for applying for 
the pension, given to retired educators 
by the steel magnate by stating that he 
wanted to 'enter public life) with means 
that WQiild make him independent of 
any salary that-might be attached to 
the public office he "Secured. Some of 
the papers are inclined to believe this 
is a high ground to take, pointing out 
that, as governor of New Jersey,--Wil
son is in a pqsition to place himself 
beyond the need of a pension if he de
sires. Others declare that a pension of 
this character presupposes poverty or 
disability, and that a governor with a 
$10,000 annual salary who is able to 
make a campaign for the presidential 
nomination cannot be clashed as either 
poor or infirm. Governor Harmon and 
Speaker Clark have not been inter
viewed on the subject, but they have 
been detected smiling considerably of 
late, and there is a suspicibn that the 
cause of their amusement is the plight 
Gov. Wilson now finds himself in. 

"For the first time since 1883 the 
annual financial statement of the post-
office department shows a surplus in
stead of a deficit." This statement is 
made in the annual report of Post
master General Hitchcock. The post
master general has reason to feel 
proud of this record. When he assum
ed charge of the department at the 
beginning of the Taft administration 
there was a deficit of $17,479,770, the 
largest on record. In the three years 
there have been great extensions to 
the service, including 3,744 new of
fices, delivery of mail by carrier in 
186 additional cities, 2,516 new rural 
mall routes and 8,000 additional em
ployes with a salary increase of $14,-
000,000, yet this deficit of $17,479,770 
has been ̂  turned into a surplus of 
$219,113- IN addition to this the post-
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CHAPTER XXX Continued. 
Presently the distant clatter of hoofs 

was borne to Ware's ears—only that; 
the miracle of courage and daring he 
had half expected had not happened. 
Murrell, for all his wild boasting, was 
like other men, like himself. His 
bloodshot eyes: slid around in their 
sockets. There across the sunlit 
stretch of water was Betty—the 
thought of her brought, tfiin to quick 
chocking terrors. The whole fabric 
of crime by which he had been bene
fited in the past or had expected to 
profit in the future seemed toppling in 
upon him,, but his mind clutched one 
important fact. Hues, if he knew 
of Betty's disappearance. did 
not connect Murrell with it. 
Ware sucked in comfort be
tween his twitching lips. Stealing 
niggers! No one would believe that he, 
a planter, had a hand in that, and for 
a brief instant he considered signaling 
Bess to return. Slosson must be tcld 
of Murrell's arrest; but he was sick 
with apprehension, some trap might 
have been prepared for him. he could 
not know; and the impulse to act for
sook him. 

He smote his hands together in a 
hopeless, beaten gesture. And Mur
rell had gone weak—with his own eyes 
he had seen it—Murrell—whom he 
believed without fear! He felt that he 
had been grievously bet rayed < in his 
trust and a hot rage poured through 
him." At last he climbed into the sad
dle, and swaying like a drunken man, 
galloped off. 

When he reached the river road he 
paused and scanned its dusty surface. 
Hues and his party had turned south 
when they issued from the wood path. 
No doubt Murrell was being taken to 
Memphis..Ware laughed harshly. The 
outlaw would be free before another 
dawn broke. 

He had halted near where Jim had 
turned his team the previous night 
after Betty and Hannibal had left the 
carriage; the marks of the wheels 
were.as plainly distinguishable as the 
more recent trail left by the four men. 
and as he grasped the significance of 
that wide half circle his sense of in
jury overwhelmed him again. He 
hoped to live to see Murrell hanged! 

He was so completely lost in his 
bitter reflections that he had been un
aware of a mounted man who w&a 
coming toward him at a swift gallop, 
but now he heard the steady pounding 
of hoofs and, startled by the sound, 
looked up. A moment later the horse
man drew rein at his side. 

"Ware!" he cried. 
"Ho^ are you, Carrin^ton?" Said the 

•planter.'^'^'-'^ "v • ."••••'•.v-" -.A,- • • • 
"You are wanted at Belle Plain," be

gan Carrington. and seemed to hesitate. 
«Yes—yes, I am going there at once 

—now—" stammered Ware, and 
gathered up his reins with a shaking 
hand. 

"You've Heard, I take it?" said Car
rington slowly. 

"Yes," answered Ware, in a hoarse 
whisper. "My God, Carrington, I'm 
heart sick; she has been like a daugh
ter to me—I—" he fell silent mopping 
his face. 

"I think I understand ytJur feeling," 
said Carrington, giving him a level 
glance. 

"Then you'll excuse < me," and the 
planter1 clapped spurs to his horse. 
Once he looked back over his shoul
der; he saw that Carrington had qot 
moved from the spot where they had 
met. 

At Belle Plain, Ware found his 
neighbors in possession of the place. 
They greeted him quietly and spoke in" 
subdued tones of their sympathy. The 
planter listened with an air of such 
abject misery that those who had 
neither liked nor respected him, were 
roused to a sudden generous feeling 
where he was concerned, they could 
not question but that he was deeply 
affected. After all the man might have 
a side to, his nature with which they 

that "at the present rate of appropria
tion it is.estimated that it would take 
more than fifty "years to secure a rea
sonable supply of field artillery guns, 
carriages and ammunition that would 
be necessary in the event of war." 

Only ten more shopping days left 
after today. Step along lively now if 
you want to avoid the crush at the 
finish. 

Small bottles are likely to develop 
into family jars. 

The McNamara board of the Ameri
can Federation of Labor has reported 

.that of the $190,000 oud raised for the 
al savings bank feature has been ex- McNamara defense, $170,000 went to 
tended to 7,500 . postoffices and in 
eleven months the deposits have 
grown to $11,000,000. Mr. Hitchcock 
In the report again urges a parcels 
post and penny letter postage. 

One of the beat special editions of 
the year has just been issued by the 
Montezuma Republican, published by 
Charles K. Needham, Sherman W. 
Needham and W. H. Needham, Jr. The 
edition is of thirty-two pages and it is 
the largest paper ever published in 
Montezuma. Indeed it is doubtful if 
any town the size of Poweshiek's 
county seat ever published a bigger 
or brighter edition./ Praise is due the 
Needham brothers for their enterprise 
and especial credit is due Miss Esther 
B. MacGugin, the managing editor of 
the paper. 

Secretary of War Stimson in his an
nual report declares that the contin
gency of war with p. first Glass, power 
would find the United States practic
ally unprepared. He says the army is 
scattered out over the country in to 
many posts. As to the unpreparedness 
in artillery and ammunition he says 

Attorney Clarence y>arrow. Mr. Dar-
row has not, up to the hour of going 
to press, made an accounting of the 
manner in which he expended such a 
large sum in such a short time. 

Sarah Bernhardt, the eminent act
ress, has answered the rumors that she 
again contemplated matrimony and 
with a mere boy, by making this state
ment: "Will you kindly grant hospi
tality to these lines: I deny energet
ically all the reports saying I am about 
to marry, soon or late. I am a mother, 
a grandmother and a great-grand
mother, three titles of which I am 
proud and which make further com
ment unnecessary.'" * 

Congressman Pepper saved the day 
for the Iowa congressional delegation 
at the conference last Friday. Being 
a democrat he was not allowed to 
participate, leaving an even number, 
ten representatives and two senators. 
That made a fine arrangement for a 
dead lock, six on each side. 

"A few minutes beadwork will often 
save several hours of footwork." 

had never come in contact. 
When he could he shut himself in 

his room. He had experienced a day 
of maddening anxiety, he had not slept 
at all the previous night, in mind and 
body he was worn out; and now he was 
plunged into the thick of this sensa
tion. He must keep control of him
self, for every word he said would be 
remembered. In the present there was 
sympathy for him, but sooner or later 
people would return to their sordid un
emotional judgments. 

He sought to forcast the happenings 
of the next few hours. Murrell's friends 
would break jail for him, tt\at was a 
foregone conclusion, but the insur
rection he had planned was at an end. 
Hues had dealt its death blow. More
over, though the law might be im
potent to deal with Murrell, he could 
not hope to escape the vengeance of 
the powerful class he had plotted to de
stroy; he would have to quit the coun
try. Ware gloated in this idea of 
craven flight. Thank God, he had seen 
the last of him! 

But as always his thoughts came 
back to Betty. Slosson would wait 
at the Hicks' place for the man Mur-
rell had promised him, and failing this 
messenger, for the signal fire, but there 
would be neither; and Slosson would 
be left to determine his own course of 
action. Ware felt certain that he 
would wait through the night, but as 
sure as the morning broke, if no word 
had reached him, he would send one of 
his men across the bayou, who must 
loam of Murrell's arrest, escape, flight 
—for in Ware's mind these three events 
were indissolubly associated. The 
planter's'teeth knocked together. He 
was having a terrible acquaintance 
with fear, its very depths had swal
lowed him up; it was a black pit in 
which he sank from horror to horror. 
He had lost all faith in the Clan which 
had terrorized half a dozen states, 
which had robbed and murdered with 
apparent impunity, which had mark
eted its hundreds of stolen slaves. He 
had utterly collapsed at the first blow 
dealt the organization, but he was stil'l 
seeing Murrell, pallid and shaken. 

A step sounded in the hall and an 
instant later Hicks entered the room 
without the formality of knocking. 
Ware recognized his presence with a 
glance of indifference, but did not 
speak. Hicks slouched to his em
ployer's side and handed him a note 
which proved to be from Fentress. 
Ware read and tossed it aside. 

"If he wants to see me why don't 
he come here?" he growled. 

"I reckon that old fellow they catt 
JtfdgePrice.;Jjaa spru»g*?Qtnethinff sud
den on the colonel," said Hicks. "He 
was out here the first tiling this morn
ing; you'd have thought , he owned 
Belle Plain. There was a couple of 
strangers with him, and he had me 
in and fired questions at me for half 
an hour, then he hiked off up to The 
Oaks." 

"Murrell's been arrested." said Ware 
in a dull level voice. Hicks gave him 
a glance of unmixed astonishment. 

"No!" he cried. 
"Yes, by God!" 
"Who'd risk it?" 

"Risk it?Mah, he almost fainted dead 
away—a dammed coward. Hell!" 

"How do you know this?" asked 
Hicks, appalled. 

"I was with him when he was taken 
—it was Hues—the man he trusted 
more than any other!" Ware gave the 
overseer a ghastly grin and was silent, 
but in that silence he heard the drum
ming of his own heart. He went on. 
"I tell you to save himself John Mur
rell will implicate the rest of us; we've 
got to get him free, and then, by hell— 
we ought to knock him in the head; he 
isn't fit to live!" 

"The jail ain't built that'll hold him!" 
muttered Hicks. 

"Of course, he can't be held," 
agreed Ware. "And he'll never , be 
brought to trial; no lawyer will dare 
appear against him, no jury will dare 
find him guilty; but there's Hues, what 
about him?" He paused. The two 
men looked at each other for a long 
moment. 

"Where did they carry the captain?" 
inquired Hicks. 

"I don't know." 
"It looks like the Clan was in a hell-

fircd hole—but shucks! What will be 
easier than to fix Hues?—and while 
they're fixing they'd better not over
look that old fellow Price. He's got 
some notion about Fentress and the 
boy." Mr. Hicks did not consider it 
necessary to explain that he was him
self largely responsible for this. 

"How do you know that?" demanded 
are. 
"He as good as said so." Hicks 

looked uneasily at the planter. He 
knew himself to be compromised. The 
stranger named Cavendish had forced 
an admission from him that Murrell 
wouli". not condone if It came to his 
knowledge. He had also acquired a 
very propel and wholesome fear of 
Judge Slocum Price. He stepped close 
to Ware's side. "What'll come of the 
girl, Tom? Can you figure that out?" 
he questioned, sinking his voice almost 
to a whisper. But Ware was incapable 
of speech, again Ms terrors complete
ly overwhelmed him. "I reckon you'll 
have to find another overseer. I'm 
going to strike out for Texas," said 
Hicks. , 

Ware's eyes met his for an instant. 
He had thought of flight, too, was still 
thinking of it, but greed was as much 
a part of his nature as fear; Belle 
plain was a prize not to be lightly 
cast aside, and it was almost, his. He 
lurched across the room to the win
dow. If he were going to act, the 
sooner be did so the better, and gain 
a respite from his fears. The road 
down the coast slid away before his 
heavy eyes, he marked each turn; then 
a palsy of fear shook him, bis heart 

the turning point in my career, Solo
mon!" he went on. "The beginning 
of great things! But I shall take no 
chances with thp future, I<: shall pre
pare for every possible contingency. I 
am going to make you and /Yancy my 
grapdsop's guardians. There's a hun
dred thousand acres of land hereabouts 
that must come to him. I shall out> 
line in writing the legal steps to be 
taken to substantiate his claims. Also 
he will inherit largely from me at my 
death." 

Something very like laughter escap
ed from Mahaffy's lips. 

"There you go, Solomon, with your 
Inopportune mirth! What in God's 
name have I if I haven't hope? Take J 
that from me and what would I be? 
Why, the very fate I have been fighting 
off with tooth and nail would over
whelm me. I'd sink into unimport
ance^. my unparalleled misfortunes 
would* degrade me to a level with the 
commonest! No, sir. I've never been 
witfifriit hope, and though I've fallen 
I'v4§<alway8 got up. What Fentress 
has is based on money he stole from 
me. W God, the days of his profit-
taking "are at an end! I am going to 
strip him. And even if I don't live to 
enjoy what's mine, my grandson shall! 
He shall wear velvet and lace collar 
and ride his pony yet, by God, as a 
gentleman's grandson should!" 

"It sounds well, Price, but Where's 
the money coming from to push a law
suit?" • 

The judge waved this aside. 
"The means will be found, Solomon 

Our horizon is lifting—I can see it 
lift! Don't drag me back from the 
portal of hope! We'll drink the stuff 
that comes across the water; I'll warm 
the cockles of your heart with im
ported brandy. I carry twenty years' 
hunger and thirst under my wes-coat 
and I'll feed and drink like a gentle
man yet!" The judge smacked his 
lips in an ecstasy 6t enjoyment, and 
dropping down before the table which 
served his as a desk, seized a pen. 

"It's good enough to think about, 
Price," admitted Mahaffy grudgingly. 

"It's better to do; and if anything 
happens to me the papers I am going 
to leave will tell you how it's to be 
done. Man, there's a million of money 
in, sight, and we've got to get it and 
spend it and enjoy it! None of your 
swinish thrift for me, but life on a big 
scale—company, and feasting, and re
fined surroundings!" 

"And you are going to meet Fen
tress in the morning?" asked Mahaffy. 
"I suppose there's no way of avoiding 
that?" 

"Avoiding it?" almost shouted the 
judge. "For what have I been living? 
I shall meet him, let the consequences 
be what they may. Tonight when I 
have reduced certain facts to writing 
I shall join you at Belle Plain. The 
strange and melancholy history of my 
life I shall place in your hands for 
safe keeping. In the morning I can be 
driven back to Boggs'." 

"And you will go there without a 
second?" 

"If necessary; yes." 
"I declare, Price, you are hardly fit

ted to be at large! Why, you act as 
if you were tired of life. There's 
Yancy—there'B Cavendish!" 

The judge gave him an indulgent but 
superior smile. 

"Two very worthy men, but I go to 
Boggs' attended by a gentleman or I 
go there alone. I am aware of your 
prejudices. Solomon; otherwise I might 
ask this favor of you." 

Mr. Mahaffy snorted loudly and 
turned to the door, for Yancy and 
Cavendish were now approaching the 
house, the latter with a meal sack 
slung over his shoulder. 

"Here. Solomon, take one of my 
pistols," urged the judge hastily. "You 
may need it at Belle Plain.; Goodby, 
and God bless you!' 

Just where he had parted from Ware, 
Carrington sat his horse, his brows 
knit, and his eyes turned in the di
rection of the path. He was on his 
way to a plantation below Girard, the 
owner of which had recently imported 
a pack of bloodhounds; but this un
expected encounter with Ware had af
fected him strangely. He still heard 

rwAPTPR xxxi Tom's stammering speech, he was 
"Price-"'began Mahaffy. They were s<*>lng hlBJhMtJt

y
h 

ffe;,.and h* 
back in Raleigh in the room the Judge ^ come "pon *'m ™Uh start»nK aud-° denness. He had chanced to look 

gnawing his lips while he gazed up at 
the sun. 

"Do you get what I say, Tom? I am 
going to quit these parts," saiu Hicks. 
Ware turned slowly from the window. 

"Air right, Hicks. You mean you 
want me to settle with you, is that it?" 
he asked. 

"Yes, I'm going to leave while I can, 
maybe * I can't later on," said Hicks 
stolidly. He added: "I am going to 
start down the coast as soon as it 
turns dark, and before it's day again 
I'll have put the good miles between 
me and these parts." 

"You're going down the coast?" and 
Ware was again conscious of the 
quickened beating of his heart. Hicks 
nodded. "See you don't meet up with 
John Murrell," said Ware. 

"I'll take that chance. It seems ^ 
heap better to me than staying here." 

Ware looked from the window. The 
shadows were lengthening across the 
lawn. , 

"Better start now, Hicks," he ad
vised. 

"I'll wait until It turns dark." 
"You'll need a horse." 
"I was going to help myself to one. 

This ain't no time to stand on cere
mony," said Hicks shortly. 

"Slosson shouldn't be left in the 
lurch like this—or your brother's 
folks—" 

"They'll have to figure it out for 
themselves same as me," rejoined 
Hicks. 

"You can stop there as you go by." 
"No," said Hicks; "I never'did be

lieve in this damn foolishness about 
the girl, and I won't go near 
George's—" 

"I don't ask you to go there, you can 
give them the signal from the head of 
the bayou. All I want is for you to 
stop and light a fire on the shore. 
They'll know what that means. I'll 
give you a horse and fifty dollars for 
the job." ' 

Hick's eyes sparkled, but he only 
said: 
"Make it twice that and maybe we can 
deal." 

Racked > and tortured, Ware hesi
tated; but. the sun was slipping into 
the west, his windows blazed with the 
hot light. 

"You swear you'll do your part?" he 
said thickly. He took his purse from 
his pocket and counted out the amount 
due Hicks. He named the total, and 
paused irresolutely. 

"Don't you want the fire lighted?" 
asked Hicks. He was familiar with 
his employer's vacillating moods. 

"Yes," answered Ware, his lips 
quivering; and slowly with shaking 
fingers, he added to the pile of bills in 
Hicks' hand. 

"Well, take care of yourself," said 
Hicks, when the count was completed. 
He thrust, the roll of bills into his 
pocket and moved to the door. 

Alone again, the planter collapsed 
into his chair, breathing heavily, but. 
his terrors swept over him and left 
him with a savage sense of triumph. 
This passed, he sprang up, intending 
to recall Hicks and unmake his bar
gain. What had he been thinking of 
—safety lay only in flight! Before be 
reached, the-door his greed was in the 
ascendant. He dropped down on the 
edge of hs bed, his eyes fixed on the 
window. The sun sank lower. From 
where he sat he saw it through the 
upper half of the sash, blood-red and 
livid In a mist of fleecy clouds. 

It was in the tops of the oaks now, 
which sent, their shadow into his room. 
Again maddened by his terrors he 
started up and backed toward the 
door; but again his greed, the one 
dominating influence in his life, van
quished him. 

He watched the sun sink. He 
watched the red splendor fade over 
the river; he saw the first stars appear. 
He told himself that Hicks would soon 
be gone—if the fire was~ not to be 
lighted he must act at once! He stole 
to the window. It was dusk now, yet 
he could distinguish the distant wood
ed boundaries of the great fields 
framed by the darkening sky. Then 
in the silence he heard the thud of 
hoofs. 

SidcwalkSkctcheS 
4 :  <  

By Howatftt L. Rann 

The Ladies' Aid Society. 
The Ladies' Aid society is the cyclone cellar of the church, and it en

tertains more company during the year than a winsome widow with flutter-
ing eyelids and $10,000 in life insurance. Whenever a church wants to 

shingle the parsonage or have the pipe organ put in 
tune with at least one member, of the quartet, the 
Ladies' Aid has to go out and rent several robust 
oysters and hold a social. If there is a noisy and 
eruptive deflct in the pastor's salary at the end of \ 
the year, it is up to the Ladies' Aid society to wipe it v 

out with a 15-cent supper which costs each member 
60 cents net and a four-ply s^ttack of . slowly dissolv
i n g  e n n u i .  I f  i t  w e r e  n o t  f o r  t h e  L a d i e s '  A i d . t h e  
churches of this country would be toadied down with 
a hopeless ministry and first liens on the pulpit fur
niture. Whenever a low-spirited pastor wants a new 
water-back for the kitchen range or a set of chambray 
curtains for the study, he doesn't go to the official 
board or the finance committee. He heads straight 
for the Ladies' Aid, and is met with the glad hand and 
a rag-quilting bee. Many a man who had determined 
to quit the ministry and engage in plain and fancy ' 

plumbing has been deterred by the sight of a chicken-pie dinner which 
yielded a month's salary and a sprinkling of neat social converse. When the 
finances of a church have ebbed until they back up against 
note at the bank, the Ladles' Aid comes to the rescue with well-filled bas
kets which are auctioned off in the parlors of the church by some Jocular 
brother with a string tie and a few well- chosen words. The Ladle* Aid is 
the life-saving station of the church, but the only praise it ever gets is in 
the form of kicks about the coffee and the soup. » 

called his office, and this was Ma-
baffy's first opportunity to ease his 
mind on the subject, of the duel, as they 
had only just parted from Yancy and 
Cavendish, who had stopped at one of 
the stores to make certain purchases 
for the raft. 

"Not. a WOTI, Solomon—it had to 
come. I am going to kill him. I shall 
feel better then." 

"What if he kills you?" demanded 
Mahaffy harshly. The judge shrug
ged his shoulders. 

"That is as it may be." 
"Have you forgotten your grand

son?" Mahaffy's voice was still harsh 
and rasping. 

"I regard my meeting with Fentress 
as nothing less than a sacred duty to 
him." 

"We know no more than we did this 
morning," said Mahaffy. "You are 
mixing up all sorts of side issues with 
what.should be your real purpose." 

"Not at all, Solomon—not at all! I 
look upon my grandson's speedy re
covery as an assured fact. Fentress 
dare not hold him. He knows he is 
run to earth at last." 

"Price—" 
"No, Solomon—no, my friend, we will 

not speak of It again. You will go 
back to Belle Plain with Yancy and 
Cavendish; you must represent me 
there. We have as good as found 
Hannibal, but we must be active in 
Miss Malroy's behalf. For us that has 
an important bearing on the future 

back over his shoulder and when he 
faced about, there had been the plan
ter within a hundred yards of him. 

Presently Carrington's glance ceased 
to follow the windings of the path. He 
stared down at the gray dust and saw 
the trail left by Hues and his party. 
For a moment he hesitated; if the dogs 
were to be used with any hope of suc
cess he had no time to spare, and this 
was the merest suspicion, illogical con
jecture, based on nothing beyond his 
distrust of Ware. In the end he 
sprang from the saddle and leading 
his horse into the woods, tied it to a 
sapling. 

A hurried investigation told him that 
five men had ridden in and out of that 
path. Of the five, all coming from the 
south, four had turned south again, but 
the fifth man—Ware, in .other words— 
had gone north. He weighed the pos
sible significance of these facts. 

"I am only wasting time!" he con
fessed reluctantly, and was on the 
point of turning away, when, on the 
very edge of the road and just where 
the dust yielded to the hard clay of the 
path, his glance lighted on the print 
of a small and daintily shod foot. The 
throbbing of his heart quickened curi
ously. 

"Betty!" The word leaped from his 
| lips. 
I "Betty!" The word leaped from his 
i lips. 

That small foot had left but one im 
and since I can not, you must be at I press. There were other signs, how-
Belle Plain when Carrington arrives J ever, that claimed his attention; 
with his pack of dogs. Give him the namely, the boot-prints of Slosson and 
advantage of your sound and mature 
judgment, Solomon: don't let any false 
modesty keep you in the background." 

"Who's going to second you?" snap
ped Mahaffy. 

The judge was the picture of in
difference. , 

"It will be quite informal, the code 
is scarcely applicable; I merely intend 
to remove him because he is not fit to 
live." 

"At sun-up!" muttered Mahaffy. 
"I intend to start one day right even 

if I never live to begin another," said 
the judge, a sudden fierce light flash-

his men; and he made the Inevitable 
discovery that these tracks were all 
confined to one spot. They began sud
denly and as suddenly ceased, yet 
there was no mystery about these; he 
had the marks of the wheels to help 
him to a sure conclusion. A carriage 
had turned just here, several men had 
alighted, they had with them a child or 
a woman. Either they had re-entered 
the carriage and driven back fcs they 
had come, or they had gone toward 
the river. He felt the soul within him 
turn sick. 

He stole along the path; the terror 
of the river was ever in his thoughts, 

beat against his ribs, and he stood^ing from his eyes. "I feel that this is.and the specter of his fear teemed to 

flit before him and lure him on. Pres
ently he caught his first glimpse of 
the bayou and his legs shook under 
him; but the path wound deeper still 
into what appeared to be an untouched 
solitude, wound on between the crowd
ing tree forms, a little back from the 
shore, with an intervening tangle of 
vines and bushes. He scanned this 
closely as he hurried forward, scarcely 
conscious that he was searching for 
some trampled space at the water's 
edge; but the verdant wall preserved 
its unbroken continuity, and twenty 
minutes later he came within sight of 
the Hicks' clearing and the keel boat, 
where it rested against the bank. 

A little farther on he found the spot 
where Slosson had launched the skiff 
the night before. The keel of his boat 
had cut deep into the slippery clay; 
more than this, the impress of the 
small shoe was repeated here, and Just 
beside it was the print of a child's 
bare foot. 

He no longer doubted that Betty and 
Hannibal had been taken across the 
bayou to the cabin, and he ran back up 
the path the distance of a mile and 
plunged Into the woods on his right, 
his purpose being to nr.ss around the 
head of the expanse of sluggish water 
to a point from which he could later 
approach the cabin. 

But the cabin proved to be better 
defended than he had foreseen; and as 
he advanced, the difficulties of the 
task he had set himself became almost 
insurmountable; yet sustained as he 
was by his imperative need, he tore 
his way through the labyrinth of trail
ing vines, or floundered across acre-
wide patches of green slime and black 
mud, which at each step threatened' to 
engulf him in their treacherous depths, 
until at the end of an hour he gained 
the southern side of the clearing and 
a firmer footing within the shelter of 
the woods. 

Here he paused and took stock of his 
surroundings. The two or three build
ings Mr. Hicks had erected stood mid
way of the clearing and were very 
modest Improvements adapted to their 
owner's somewhat flippant pursuit of 
agriculture. While Carrington was still 
staring about him, the cabin door 
swung open and a woman stepped 
forth. It was the girl Bess. She went 
to a corner of the building and called 
loudly: 

"Joe! Oh, Joe!" 
Carrington glanced in the direction 

of the keel boat and an Instant later 
saw Slosson clamber over its side. The 
tavern-keeper crossed to the cabin, 
where he was met by BOBS, who placed 
in his hands what seemed to be a 
wooden bowl. With this he slouched off 
fo one of the outbuildings, which he 
entered. Ten or fifteen minutes slipped 
by, then he came from* the shed and 
after securing the door, returned to 
the dabin. He was again met by Bess, 
who relieved him of the bowl; they ex
changed a few words and SlosBon 
walked away and afterward disap
peared over the side of the keel boat. 

This much was clear to the Ken-
tuckien: food had been taken to some 
one In the shed—to Betty and the boy! 
more likely to George. 

He waited now for the night to 
come,< and to him the sun seemed 
fixed in the heavens. At Belle Plain 
Tom Ware was watching it with a 
shuddering sense of the swiftness of 
its flight. But at last the tops of the 
tall trees obscured it; it sank quickly 
then and blazed a ball of fire beyond 
the Arkansas coast, while its dying 
glory spread aBlant the heavens, turn
ing the flanks of the gray clouds to 
violet and purple and gold. 

With the first approach of darkness 
Carrington made his way to the shed. 
Hidden in the shadow he paused to 
listen, and fancied he heard difficult 
breathing from within. The door 
creaked hideously on its wooden 
hinges when he pushed it back, but as 
it swung back the last remnant of the 
day's light showed him some dark ob
ject lying prone on the dirt floor. He 
reached down and his hand rested on 
a man's booted foot. 

"George—" Carrington spoke softly, 
but the man on the floor gave no sign 
that he heard, and Carrington's ques
tioning touch stealing higher he found 
that George—if it were George—was 
lying on his side with his arms and 
legs securely bound. Thinking he slept, 
the Kentuckian shook him gently to 
arouse him. 

"George?" he repeated, fttlll bending 
above him. At the same instant the 
wooly head of the negro came under 
his fingers and he discovered the 
reason of his silence. He was as 
securely gagged as he was bound. 

"Listen, George—it's Carrington—I 
am going to take off this gag, but 
don't speak above a whisper—they 
may hear us!" And he cut the cords 

1 that held the gag in place. 
, "How yo' get here, Mas'r Ca'Ington?" 
asked the negro guardedly, as the gag 
fell away. 

"Around the head of the bayou." 
"Lawd!" exclaimed George In a tone 

of wonder. 

"Where's Miss Betty r , t&, 
"She's in the cabin yonder—fo* the 

love of God, cut these here other rapes 
with yo'knife, 'Mas'r Ca'ington<r-rm 
perlshin' with 'em!" Carrington did aa 
he asked, and groaning, George aat 
erect. "I'm like I .was gone to sleep all 
over," he said. 

"You'll feel better in a moment. Tell 
me about Miss Malroy?" 
. "They done ' fetched ns here last 
night. I was drivin' Missy into Raleigh 
—her and young Mas'r Hazard—'when 
fo' men stop us in the road." 

"Who were they, do you know?" 
"Lawd—what's that?'' 
Carrington, knife in hand, swung on 

his heel. A lantern's light flashed sud
denly in his face and Bess Hicks, with 
a low startled cry breaking from her 
lips, paused in the doorway. Springing 
forward, Carrington seised her1 by the 
wrist. ' 

"Hush!" he grimly .warned: ' • -*<k !/r. 
"Wlhat are you dojn' h.ere?"/" def 

manded the girl, as she endeavofed t6 
shake off his hand, but.\ Cafertfegtoft 
drew her Into the shed, and cl6slng 
the door, set his back against it. There 
was a brief silence, during which Bess 
regarded the Kentuckian with a kind 
of stolid fearlessness. She was the 
iirst to speak. "I reckon you-all have 
come after Miss Malroy," she observed 
quietly. 

"Then you reckon right," answered 
Carrington. The girl studied him, 
beneath her level brows, - " 

(To Be Continued.) 

ANOTHER RECORD BROKEN, i 
Davenport Times—When The TlAes 

erected its new office it established a 
new record In the state of (Iowa for 
newspaper buildings, for there is none 
equal to it in construction or equip
ment in the state. A little later this 
fall the Times broke another record, 
not only for the state, hut for the 
whone nation, when it issued the larg
est newspaper, ever published In this 
country. That paper was published 
Oct. 28. And now the Times takes 
pleasure in announcing that during 
the month of November it broke an
other record—it carried more adver-
tislng and printed more pages than 
any other newspaper in the state of 
Iowa. There is no exception to he 
noted, as the figures will show. 

Heretofore the. advertising records 
for Iowa have been held at 'Des Mdlnes. 
During the month- of November the 
Des Moines News printed 20,820 Inches 
of advertising; the Des MoineB Capital, 
26,280;'the Des Moines Tribune, 2$,-
019, and the Des Moines Register and 
Leader, 29,731 Inches. But during the 
same month here in Davenport, a City 
less than half the size of Des Moines 
The Times printed 30,087 inches of ad
vertising. in other words the adver
tising honors for the month of Novem-
'ber have to be transferred from Des 
Moines newspapers to The Times. 
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WATERLOO GIRLS 
WALK 16 MILES 
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William Henry Qiltner. 
In the death of William Henry Gilt- ' 

ner which occurred Sunday, Dec. 10, 
1911, at the home of his son, Z. A. Gflt-
ner, 1209 North Court, street, a\ very 
keen lqss is suffered by his bereaved 
family and friends. WWiam. Hienry was 
the son of Asa and Sarah Hendrickson 
GlUner, born in Metora, Rush county, 
Indiana, July 10, 1832. He lived there 
with his parents until 1856 when he 
came to Wapello county, Iowa and 
February 26, 1868 was married to Har
riet Turner who died Feb. 28, 189$. to ' 
this union was born four children: -
Emma, wife of M. I* McMinn, wht» 
died February 18, 1891; Mrs. Fanirte* 
Lyon, of Packwood, la.; Mrs. Laura 
Nett of Cody, Wyoming and Z. A. Gilt-
ner of Ottumwa. He is also survived 
by two brothers and two sisters: An
drew and Mrs. Amanda Wise of 
Agency, and Milton Giltner and Mrs. 
Matilda Kitterman of Ottumwa He 
lived a consistent Christian life, at
tending the Methodist Episcopal 
church. As a citizen he was enterpris
ing and successful in every venture, 
standing for high ideals, sound prin
ciples and for the best interest of the 
community. To the bereaved family iff 
extended love and sympathy in their 
deep affliction, in the loss of a loving 
and faithful father and brother. Short 
services were held at the home of Z. A' * 
Giltner at 10 o'clock Tuesday morning 
after which the remains were taken to 
Agency, Iowa, and services held at 
the Methodist church at 1 o'clock. In
terment was made in the Agency cem
etery.—Contributed. . 

Waterloo, Dec. 12.—Just for"a little 
morning exercise, to create an ap
petite for dinner, Neva Lizer, 13 years 
old, of 709 Fowler street, and Leah : 
Hubbard, 15 years old, of 223 Western 
avenue, walked to Jesup yesterday, a t 
distance of sixteen miles by the high-
way. The girls started from Water
loo at ? a. m., and arrived at their 
destination, at the home of Mr. and ' 
Mrs. G. W. Hubbard, at the west side 
of Jesup, shortly before nooo.^ 
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