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claimed: “Why. bless my life! if that 
isn’t Montague, aad old Lawyer Wing- 
field." 

“What!” said ’he Parson, “is that 
Wingfi Id? Was it not in his city office, 
thru death overtook our poor Martin 
Russell?” 

“Yes," was the Doctor's reply, arid I 
nf,ver could understand how a narrow 
soul like Winfield could find enjoyment 
in a fox chase: there s ems to be some- 
thing incongruous in the mere fact of 
his attendance on such sport.” 

While the friends conversed the two 
horsemen had drawn near enough to 
be plainly visible to the naked eye. 
Wingfield v. ;s a tall, gaunt man. who 
sat his cob in a slouching fashion, that 
ill became the hunting field. In con- 
trast. Montague; a man of medium stat- 
ure was cast in a mould for manly 
sports." 

His hair was iron gray, the only evi- 
dence of age noticeable, as he sat his 
noble hunter with an rase and grace, 
that proclaimed the practised horse- 
man. 

The old Parson closed his spyglass 
very deliberately, and remarked: "I 
have seen that min Wingfield once or 
twice before, and 1 must say 1 don’t 
like him; there sc ms to be some mys- 
terious or n align influence about him.” 

"I think myself, he is a very secretive 
man. replied the Doctor briefly.” 

“Is this Mr .Montague, the detective 
of whom young Vernon was speak- 
ing?" 

“Yes. that is Colonel Montague.” 
“H* is not a young man” observed 

the Parson; “ami he seems to have a 
frank and open countenance. I should 
have taken him for a manly, generous 
man. never for a detective.” 

"Parson, you read men well. Mon- 
tague is no: young man: he is at leasti 
fifty; and he is as frank and manly as 

have taken the hazard of that leap, 
while going at such fearful speed.” 

Then after he had congratulated the 
Doctor, on having witnessed so much 
of the sport, he turned his vehicle 

j around, and drove slowly back toward 
; the village. 

As they jogged along it so happened 
that they were overtaken by Lawyer 
Wingfield, mounted on his fat cob. 

“How are you. Doctor? This is a 
| 

fine day for sport,” was his salutation 
as he rode up. 

To this the Doctor gave assent by a 

stiff nod. Wingiield nothing abashed 
by his cool reception, began to dilate 
on the incidents of the chase. The 
Doctor bluntly stopped his harrangue 
by the query: “Wingfield, you heard 
the verdict of the coroner’s inquest in 
the case of Martin Russell before leav- 
ing town?” 

"Of course: I was a witness in the 
case.” was the reply. They returned 
as their verdict that he had died of | 
apoplexy: there was nothing else to' 
do: the physicians all said he died of j 
apoplexy.” 

“I did not say so.” 
“Oh. no. Doctor, you testified that 

you did not know of what he died.” 
“I may know some day.” 
At this rejoinder a scowl darkened 

the lawyer’s face, as he remarked: “I 
don’t see why you talk to tne in this 
manner, and on an occasion when a 

more pleasant theme should be the 
subject of conversation. That fellow 
Montague, had the bad taste to broach 
this subject to me on the hunting field. 
1 want to hear no more of this from 
you. Doctor. I’ll ride on now. as I 
wish to catch the train for the city.” 

After he had passed out of hearing, 
the Doctor said to his companion: “He 
will hear something more from me on 
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igon it ine. and as the sun 
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you have read him: nevertheless, he is 
a detective, yet something more than 
a detective." 

Just at this time several hounds 
“opened out" in th>' covert on the hill- 
side, about two hundred yards in front 

j of the horsemen, who were the subject 
of conversation; and almost immediate- 

i ly thereafter, a fox “burst" from the 
cover, closely pursued by six hounds. 

At this Montague, with the cry of 

j “Tallyho! put bis hunter to speed and 
rapidly drew on the hounds. 

The Doctor and the Parson as they 
occupied high ground, thought it best 

t to retain their position. 
The fox bore straight away, holding 

his own with the hounds, and the sol- 

itarj huntsman in pursuit; for Wing- 
field. could not be said to have a part 

j in the race, as he jogged along on his 
1 fat roadster. 

It was a hot. chase; Montague was 

riding in a gallant fashion and was now 

i almost up with the hounds. Reynard 
b, ing hard pr-ssed had turned towards 
the ridge and the covert on the left, 
but the cry of a stray hound in the 
brush had turned him back again, when 
he continued straight ahead towards 
the brook, which crossed the line of the 
chase about fifty yards in advance. 

It seemed now that the hounds were 

gaining on the fox. as they approached 
the “run;” but he turned quickly aside 
and ran across the top rail of a water 
gate, without wetting his “brush;" be- 

I yond. he sought the friendly cover of 
the thick undergrowth which here clos- 
ed the way. 

The hounds in full cry ran straight 
ahead, with noses in air: they plunged 

j into the brook, which wras full to the 
i banks, and paddling over with whim- 
* pering cry. were soon lost to view in 

the thjeket. 
They w re scarcely out of the water, 

when Montague'' chestnut hunter, at 
full speed sprang upon the bank, and 
w ith one brave bound cleared the brook; 

} but unfortunately the bank broke un- 

J der him as he made the leap, and the 
! gallant horse fell prone on the oppo- 

site bank. 
Nothing daunted, his rider with rein 

and spur, lift- I him to his feet, and was 

away before one could realize that ke 
had been down. 

Thirty yards beyond the brook, there 
was a rail fetire. about five feet high, 
which enclosed the wood. Over this 
fence Montague shot, like a red meteor, 
and disappeared in the underbrush be- 

yond. 
The hounds were now running in 

from all directions and there was a 

great clamor as the chase bore along 
the wooded ridge; but as yet none of 
the huntsmen had come into view. 

Twenty minutes later the fox again 
broke from the covert. There were 

then a large number of hounds at his 
heels, and Montague was riding in their 
midst, as straight as a bolt. Thus they 
ran at a tremendous pace for fifty yards, 
before they passed over the ridge and 
out of sight. 

The Hector all wrought up with ex- 

citement. turr*Hl to the Parson and ex- 

claimed: “There never was a more 

gallant sight than that. Montague does 
stir my old blood with his noble horse- 

manship.'’ 
“He is. indeed, a fearless rider. I 

never saw one more so." replied the 
Parson. “By the way. Doctor, is this 

Montague a relative of the cavalry Col- 
onel. who led the famous charge, on 

that day when you were wounded?” 
“Why Parson, this is the man. him- 

self!" 
"O’ well. then. I am not surprised at 

his feats in the hunting field." replied 
the minister, hut I doubt If there is 
another man in the club who would 

this subject, whether he wishes to or 

not, when the proper time comes.” 
“Gracious! Doctor, you don’t think 

that Martin Russell, died an unnatural 
death, do you?” queried the Parson. 

"Parson 1 have been a surgeon for 
fifty years; I have seen a number of 
fatal cases of apoplexy, and have read 
of many more, but 1 never knew the 
case in which a patient, had the con- 

stitution, physique and youth of poor 
Martin Russell." And then, after a 

pause, he continued: "I admit the j 
symptoms were all those of apoplexy, 

i and the young physicians who assisted 
in the post mortem examination had 
no doubt that was the cause of his 
death. Vet. we old physicians know 
more than the books—we have our in- 
stincts and intuitions that seldom fail, 
although not always admissible of 
proof. If Russell had been a man past 
middle age. of florid complexion, short 
necked, plethoric or of intemperate hab- 
its: i myself would have diagnosticat- 
ed his ease as apoplexy. As it is. I be- 
lieve before God. that he died an unnat- 
ural death, hut how he was killed; as 
he was killed, without a doubt. I can’t 
explain. Yet on this diagnosis. I will 
stake my reputation, as a physician, 
and with the assistance of Col. Mon- 
tague. I hope In time to be able to solve 
the mystery. If it is not beyond hu- 
man ken. he of all the men I have! 
known, is the one most likely to master t 
the secret. 1 will tell you this in strict 
confidence. Parson, you must never say 
a word about it. not even to Montague 
himself, should you ever have the pleas- 
ure to meet him.” 

The aged minister was silent for sev- 
eral minutes after the Doctor had ceas- 
ed to speak, as though dazed with con- 
flicting emotions, then in a trembling 
voice, he said: “Doctor, 1 shall never 
abuse your confidence; but your words 
have moved me with painful thoughts. 
What a wicked world this is. yet the sun 
has shone fair over our heads, this 
beautiful autumn day; the birds have 
sung sweetly, and all nature has seem- 
ed peaceful. It is hard to realize that 
man. the Lord and Master of this beau- 
tiful scene and all it contains, can be 
so desperately wicked, so cruel to his 
brother man.” 

as me gooo om man ceased to speak, | 
his horse, apparently without guidance, j turned aside and stopped before the 
gateway to the parsonage, a quaint cot- 
tage enclosed in a bower of shrubbery, 
at the outsklrt of the village. 

The two old friends descended from 
the buggy and took their seats on the 
cottage porch, as the level rays of the 
setting sun shonn on the faces of tho 

returning huntsmen, riding down the ! 
village street. The world had turned j 
half around since the chase had begun. ! 
and the shades of night were closing 
on the pleasant day. 

In the earlier part of the chase at 
Ooverdale, Col. Montague, who had fal- 
len to the rear, much to the surprise of 
his fellow sportsmen, managed so. that 
in riding to the front again, he should 
overhaul Lawyer Wingfield, who was 
also lagging In the rear. After he 

1 had caught up with him. Montague 
i seemed to be in no haste to go to the 
front, but was unusually communica- 
tive. In the course of conversation 
Wingfield mentioned that “he was late 
in getting down to the meet” by reason 
of being detained at the inquest held | 
over the remains of Martin Russell." 
This gave Montague the opportunity 
sought, to hear Wingfield’s versions of 
that sad affair. 

He said: "Russell had called at his 
office by appointment made ten days 
before, to attend to some legal busi- 
ness but tha* unfortunately he, Wing- 
field. had been detained in Philadel- 
phia on that day. and did not reach his 
residence in the city until after night- 

fall, several hours after the dead body 
of Russell had been found reclining in 
his, Wingfield's, oiiice chair, cold in 
death. 

“Who first discovered that he was 

dead?” queried Montague. 
“The janitor who came to clean the 

office at t> o’clock in the evening.” 
“At what time were you to have met 

him at your office?” 
“At two o’clock p. m.” 
“When did you first see his dead 

body?” 
“At ten o’clock that night at the Cor- 

oner's morgue.” 
“Were there any marks of violence 

on his person or any expression of pain 
in his countenance?" 

“None whatever; not in the least, he 
he seemed to have nothing the matter 
with him, except that he was dead." 

“Did the Coroner ask you to state 

your business with Russel, that was to 

have been transacted, at that appoint- 
ment, at your office?” 

“Yes; fortunately for me. I have a 

good alibi. 1 was in. Philadelphia or 

some mean suspicious person mightr 
think 1 had something to do with his 
death.” 

“You have not answered my ques- 
tion.” 

"I think I have, Colonel, yet T am noti 
aware that I am under obligations to 
do so.” 

“None except mere courtesy, of 
course. You know that Russell was 

my intimate friend, and it is but natu- 

ral that I should inquire about his 
death.” 

“What more do you wish to know 
about it?” 

“I attempted to ask you what busi- 
ness took Russell to your office on that 

day of his death?” 
“Well, if you wish to know, it was to 

divide a legacy that our uncle. Jethro 
Scales, of Hartford, had bequeathed us. 

If you are very particular about it. this 

legacy consisted of thirty-nine thous- 
and dollars in bonds and cash paper, tot 

be equally divided between us. There 
were no outer jegai uetrs 

Col. Montague, who was unaccus- 

tomed to being addressed in this tone 
and manner, felt all the embarrass- 
ment of the situation; but as the fox 
“broke cover” about this time, as we 

have seen, he gave vent to his feelings 
by spurring to the front.” 

He had food for reflection, and on 

that evening at sunset as he rode into 
te village street, he pulled up in front 
of Parson Dilworths, to have a word 
with Dr. Hooper, in regard to the mys- 
tery of the murder which now filled all 
his thoughts. 

The old preacher was delighted to 
take Col. Montague by the hand and 
was quite enthusiastic in his expres- 
sions, as he recalled the exciting epi- 
sodes of the chase, of which he and the 
Doctor had been eye witnesses. 

Montague replied, "0, sir. these 
young men art not quite so sturdy as 

the Doctor and myself, who learned 
rough riding in the cavalry. A little 
brush like that don't amount to much, 
does it. Doctor?” 

Bur not awaiting the reply of the 

physician, he motioned him aside, and 
after a brief consultation they again 
approached the preacher and informed 
him that they would 'be compelled to go 
to the town that night; but in the 
meantime they desired to talk over a 

matter of great secresy, and also of se- 

rious import, in which they would be 
pleased to have his advice and council. 

Thereupon the minister showed 
them into his study, but as it was near 

his supper hour, he forbade any busi- 
ness until after they had partaken of 
refreshments. 

The minister’s good wife noticed that 
her guests were much proceupied 
throughout the meal, despite their po- 
lite efforts at sociability. 

After supper the parson led them to 
his library, where Montague presented 
to the Doctor a small package, which 
■was wrapped in oil-paper, and tied 
with red tape, such as formerly used 
by lawyers in tying legal papers. 

The Doctor began to open the bun- 
dle very deliberately, and while so en- 

gaged, he stated to the preacher, with 
all seriousness, that he and Montague 
were both of the opinion that Lawyer 
Wingfield was implicated, in some 

strange way. in the murder of Martin 
Russell. Neither of them doubted that 
a muraer naa neon conrnmieu, ana 

Wingfield, they said, was the only man 

in tlie world who would be benefitted 
financially by is death. 

By this time, -the Doctor had un 

wrapped the parcel, that had been fold- 
ed and tied with such extreme care. 
After all, the package contained only 
an old newspaper, but this the Doctor 
held un before the preacher's face, and 
said: "This paper may carry the seeds 
of life and death; it contains certainly, 
more information than was ever print- 
ed on it.” 

Montague got this copy of the Sun- 
day Register from young Vernon on 

the hunting field. Vernon, who is an 

assistant to Montague, saw lawyer 
Wingfield drop the paper as he was 

riding in the chase, and from the very 
careful manner in which it was tied up, 
he concluded that it must be a docu- 
ment of some importance, and immedi- 
ately brought it to his chief. 

Whilst he was talking, the Doctor had 
opened the paper, and was scanning its 
columns with a curious eye. He con- 
tinued: “Montague informs me that 
this paper contains marks or hiero- 
glyphics that must moan something- 
whore are they, Montague, I don't see 

them.” 
Col. Montague pointed out a marked 

column that seemed to contain only 
the notice of a land sale, but in the ad- 
joining ro! ;mn there were a number of 
blue dots, a single one over a word. 
These dots were triangular <n shape, 
and had been made most carefully with 
the point of a blue pencil, specially pre- 
pared for the purpose. “They must 
certainly mean something.” he said, 
and they all pondered over this col- 
umn, for more than an hour. The re- 

sult was discouraging in the extreme; 
the Doctor had set down oh a slip of pa- 
per all the words over which a blue dot 
had been placed, but they would make 
no sense, arrange them as he would. 

Finally the minister suggested that 
he should only set down the letters 
over which the dots were placed. This 
he did, and the result was as follows: 

iwillbeonhandonthetenthforrussela 
ndi fyouhaveleftathousandd ollarsform 
einth edrawerthejobw illbedonebutifat j 
housandd ollarsisnotinthedrawerno thi i 
ng wi 11 bedonegy pd yce.” 

This at first view was all Greek to 
them, but after much perplexity, they 
straightened out the syllables to read 
as follows: 

“I will be on hand on the tenth for 
Russell, and if you have left a thousand 
dollars for me in the drawer the job 
will be done, but if a thousand dollars 
is not in the drawer, nothing will be 
done. 

“Gyp Dvce.” 
Now. Montague and the Doctor both 

knew “Gyp Dvce” who was a gypsy 
doctor, and had frequently been 
through that part of the country with 
gypsy bands. He had the reputation 
of being an educated man. and was re- 
allv. a skillful surgeon. 

This dark, mysterious crime was now > 

made clear to them, in a measure, by J 

this comunication in cypher. They 
knetv almost beyond a doubt that Mar- 
tin Russell had been foully murdered, 
and they believed that Lawyer Wing- 
field had employed this desperate vag- 
abond to assassinate him, in order that 
he, Wingfield, might become the only 
surviving heir, to the the legacy of 
thirty-nine thousand dollars, that had 
been bequeathed them jointly, by their 
uncle Jethro Scales. 

Here was a motive, indeed, and Wing- 
field was known to them as an unscru- 
pulous man, especially bold in plan- 
ning for others to execute. Whilst this 
was their confident belief, it was by 
no means clear to them, that they could 
prove that a murder had really been 
committed; certainly it was not in their 
power at present, to show the manner 
in which the cruel deed had been done. 

There was an impenetrable mystery 
about this: it would require an addl- 

I tional autopsy, if it could be shown 
at all. 

Hence, Colonel Montague remarked 
that It would be necessary for the Doc- 
tor and himself to return to the city 
on that night. 

Thpy both felt that they had a task 
before them that would tax to the ut- 
mos powers of the most experienced of 
detectives. Then men they had to 

deal with, were no ordinary criminals; 
and to fathem the depths of their plots 
would require the exercise of an intel- 
ligence equal in subtlety to the mind 
that had planned the inexplicable mur- 
der. 

The craftiness of the cypher made 
in the ordinary columns of a newspaper 
and in such a manner as would pass 
unnoticed save, to the closest observa- 
tion. was but characteristic of the dark 
mind that had planned the mysterious 
murder. 

I he old surgeon. I>r. Hooper, with all 
his long and varied experience, was 

non-plussed. 
“How is it possible” he asked, “to kill 

a man so as to leave no marks of vio- 
lence on his person: no poison in his 
stomach: no expression of pain on his 
countenace—to produce an instantane- 
ous and painless death, as if from the 
visitation of Providence?” 

This had been done in the case of 
Martin Russell. They felt assured that 
they knew, from the vague cipher, 
whom it was that had perpetrated the 
foul deed, and also they knew, who had 
instigated the crime. 

How were they now to fasten the 
guilt upon them? 

It was necessary first to discover how 
the act had been committed, and the 
implement or means employed, that 
had bereft Martin Russell of his life, 
and ha*l left him as if apparently en- 

joying a natural and painless sleep. 
During all the subsequent, weary 

days of their search, the Doctor and 
Montague were ever propounding to 
themselves the single query: “Flow 
and by what means, did Gyp Dyce kill 
Martin Russell?” 

(To be Continued.) 
-o-- 

HER LOT WAS TO OBEY. 
Tall, debonair and smiling. Jack Dal- 

ton looked worthy to woo and win even 
so fair a prize as pretty Nora Carew, 
the belle of Hampden town. And as he 
looked at the bewitching face once 
more he made up his mind that to- 
night he would put his fate to the touch 
and win—or lose it all. 

“What energetic people you all a^e, 
to be sure!” said Mrs. Carew, placidly 
surveying the two young people. “Ten- 
nis all day long and now a dance. 
Where is Gladys, Nora?” 

“Here, mother!” answered a calm, 
suave voice, and Gladys Hastings, the 
well-to-do married daughter, surveyed 
her young sister critically as she spoke, 
then, as her eyes fell on the impassion- 
ed face of Jack Dalton, she turned has- 
tily away. 

“Come, Nora,’ she said, “the carriage 
has been waiting some time.” and in 
silence the young people followed her. 

And now at last. Jack Dalton will put 
it off no longer. The girl he loves with 
all the strength of his honest, manly 
heart is seated by his side. They are 
in the conservatory, and not a living 
being is in sight. 

“Nora," he says softly. 
The girl blushes a bright, pink, but 

does not appear to resent his familiar- 
ity. 

“Nora," he repeats, taking hold of 
the little hand in his, “you know al- 
ready what I would say. do you not, my 
darling? Nora, 1 love you. Ix>ve you 
more, I think, than ever man loved be- 
fore. Nora, will you be my wife?" 

The blue eyes were raised for one 
second, and in their misty radiance 
Jack Dalton read his answer. 

“Nora!” broke in a voice in tones of 
measured severity, which made Nora 
start like a guilty creature. “I have 
been looking for you everywhere. No- 
ra. Mr. Pontifex has arrived unexpect- 
edly at home, and apparently, from 
what I can gather, does not wish to 
meet you first here. So, o' course, you 
will at once leave and-” 

“I do not se why, Gladys!’ said Nora, 
hut her voice trembled and her fair 
face was very white. 

“Then, allow others to judge of what 
is right and fitting under the circum- 
stances” said Mrs. Hastings sharply. 
1 have made your apologies to Mrs. Pel- 
ham; she quite understands the cir- 
cumstances. Run quickly and get your 
cloak.” 

As the girl goes reluctantly forward 
.Tack T'llton makes a hasty step toward 
her, but Mrs. Hastings gently detains 
him. 

“Pardon me.” she said, in a soft voice, 
in which there is a light ring of pity, 
“but I cannot but fear you do nni. 
quite know the facts about my little 
sister. If you have been led to think 
anything from her manner I am very 
sorry, but it happens so often. Naugh- 
ty child! She is a sad flirt!” 

Mrs. Hastings gave a gentle, amused 
laugh, which died suddenly as her eyes 
fell on Jack’s white, stern face. 

“Excuse me.” he said in a haughty 
tone, “but I db not understand what 
you are endeavoring to convey to me. 
Why does the advent of this gentleman 
appear so important to her. and-” 

"Ah. it is as 1 said; you do not under- 
stand the facts!” laughed Mrs. Hast- 
ings. They are briefly these: Nora is 
engaged to Mr. Pontifex, has been since 
the end of the season, and they are to 
be married in the autumn!” 

The place seemed to swim round 
Jack’s eyes, but with a firm resolve not 
to be beaten he set his teeth hard and 
with absolute composure surveyed No- 
ra as she returned to her sister’s side. 

“Is this true?" he demanded, and his 
voice to himself sounded far away. 
“Is it true that you are now going to 
meet your affianced husband0” Nora 
looked up startled into his white, stern 
face. 

“I—I—” she faltered, but her voice 
broke and she turned away. 

“That is answer sufficient.” he re- 
turned. “I fully indorse your sister’s 
sentiment. Miss Carew. you are a sad 
flirt!” 

With a harsh laugh he turned away 

AFTER THE ACCIDENT. 

r 

Dr. Breeder—“It’s broken, gentlemen! It’s broken!” 
Prof. Speeler (who has fallen)—“Vat is broken? Der violin?” 
Dr. Bleeder—"No. your leg.” 
Prof. Speeler—“Oh, 1 doughtit vos der instrument.”_ 

as Nora, white ami trembling, followed 
Mrs. Hastings to the car^ge, leaving 
him standing alone, desolate amidst 
the wealth of flowers and sweet scents, 
a bitter, broken-hearted man. 

“1 have come for my answer, Nora,” 
said Mr. Pontifex, in his calm, measur- 
ed voice. 

Something in his assured confidence 
made the girl Hush with sudden anger. 

By what right do you call me by my 
name?” she asked passionately, and as 

her eyes dwell on his complacent, unin- 
teresting face the girl tells herself she 
hates him. 

"By what right? My dear Nora, 
surely your future husband may—” He 
ends abruptly, for Nora’s eyes are flash- 
ing with unconcealed rage. 

"My future husband!” she exclaimed. 
“Never! By what right have you 

followed me about, tortured me so the 
last few months. I never liked you, 
never said I would tnarry you. How 
dare you try to imply tuat you were 

ever treated by me with more Ilian or- 

dinary civility?” 
"Your sister,” he says, but with more 

uneasiness in his assured tones. 

"My sister is not me, Mr. Pontifex. 
She apparently thinks she ran dispose 
of me as she chooses. I claim the right 
to choose for myself in the most im- 

portant, holiest act of a woman’s life. 
Mr. Pontifex, I have chosen, and may I 
ask you to be generous enough to tn fu- 
ture, when we meet, abstain from re- 

marks save those of ordinary civility?” 
With a bow a young empress might 

have given Nora swept from the room. 

She felt choked, suffocating with 
conflicting emotions. 

"Oh. for some air!” she cried, and, 
catching up her hat, she ran from the 
house, down the garden to the downs 
beyond, where she paused, exhausted, 
by a large clump of trees. 

As she raised her head at a sudden 
rustling, a man came quickly from 
within the thicket, and Nora confront- 
ed Jack Dalton. Haggard, white, un- 

shaven, he looked aged by many years 
from the handsome Jack Dalton of the 
night before. 

t„ _:_1 ortil 

was passing on, hut Nora spoke:— 
“Mr. Dalton,’ she said, in a trembling 

voice, which, low as it was, reached 
Jack's ears. 

He raised his eyebrows slightly. 
“I am at your service, Miss Carew,” 

he said, icily. 
Nora looked nervously at him. 

Would he not help her? No; he was 

gazing before him with a blank, set ex- 

pression. 
“I—I don't know how to say it,” Nora 

broke out impetuously; "but I heard 
you were going away to-day, and—oh. 
Jack, don't look away from me—listen 
to me first! 1—I was never engaged to 
him. I never even liked him, but 
Gladys wanted me to marry him, and— 
I cared for no one else. And one day, 
before we came here, when he had 
wearied me out. I said I would give him 
an answer three months later. The 
three months aren't up yet. Jack, but 
he came down yesterday, and I—I told 
him to-day that I could never be his 
wife. Oh! Jack, if you are going away 
to-day, say good-bye to me kindly, for 
—I love you, Jack!” 

There was an instant’s pause, and 
then, ah! then Jack’s strong arms were 

round the little weeping figure, and her 
wet face was pressed to his.—Forget- 
Me-Not. 
-o- 

BOILED IN HIS BATH TUB, 
“It was a case of boil alive or get 

out,” said he, “so I got out.” 

He was just back uom Japan. l'e 

had been there several years, living h r 

the most part with the natives, just as 

they live. He said he was feeling rath- 
er out of place in his native land; 
was’nt reacclimated yet. 

“You see,” he added, "I was now' to 

the country, and not on to their curves, 
so to speak, and I came near being 
boiled to death, because I was afraid 
I’d shock them if I got out of a tub 
while ladies were in sight. 

“I had Just run up to Toklo to see a 

man In the Imperial university. He 
wasn’t at home, but a young student 
who was taking care of the place, 
greeted me most hospitably. He said: 
"Oh, you have a letter to the professor, 
and are just from America. I am a 

thousand times sorry that he is not at | 
home. But come in, any way. I shall 
do all I can to explain Japan to you .’’ 

“He made a noble beginning, i assure 

you. He taught me chopsticks so well 

that 1 was expert in half an hour. 
Then he fed me with seaweed and raw- 

fish. I’ll tell you about that later. And 

finally he boiled me. 

"It is the custom there, you know, to 

bathe every afternoon. His bathtub 
was out on the lawn. It was an oval ar- 

rangement. about as high as it was 

long, and a foot longer than it was 

wide. In one end It had a stove pipe 
running, down through rhe bottom and 

coming up just even with the rim of the 
tub. At the lower end of the pipe was 

a grate that held a charcoal fire which 
heated the water. The idea is to get in 
the tub when the water is wanned and 
sit there while the temperature gradu- 
ally rises. It’s a good scheme, I found 
out afterward, 

“The Japanese can stand it until the 

I thermometer ^hows 125 to 12$ c! rrees. 
So could I, after I'd been at it ;t year* 

| but it’s something to bo worked it,) to 
I gradually. The first time you try tho 
| Japaneses bath 95 degree- will do 
j much better. Well, as there was no 

one but this student in right, I wont out 
on the lawn and got in the tub. 

“It was fine. The blue sky overhead, 
and the wide, wide worid around m- ! 
‘This is just my size,’ 1 said. ’I shall 

! apply for naturalization papers to-mor- 
row and settle down for th< rest of my 
life in Japan. It's good nough for 

; me.’ And so I sat there thinkmg of 
I what I would do and the fun 1 would 
| have. 

“But while I was musing the fire 
| burned. I didn’t notice it at first; not 
until I observed something else. That 
was that this young student's wife and 
her maid had come out while 1 was in 
my tub and were busy washing rice by 
the well, not fur away. ‘That's or 

something,’ I said. “Why didn’t that 
i blooming rat tell them I was out hero 

in the tub? I'd wring his nook if I 
could get at him.’ 

They’ll be gone soon. I suppose/ 
[ I said to myself. But 1 was hot. So 

| was the water, and it. go? hotter. 
I ‘They’re not in a hurry with that rice.’ 
! I said. ‘Confound a country where it 

takes them all day to wash rice.’ I 
raved and swore—inwardly, of course 

j — ibut it did no good. It didn'f cool tho 
! water or me a bit. 

That water behaved badly. It 
didn't warm up gradually to the boil- 
ing point, thereby allow ug me to sim- 
mer into mock missionary broth. It 
het’ itself up by Jerks.! It would sim- 
mer gently, then dionj'houtlwode-i 
grees, just e:J,o-rf;'iTT'^'**.l.'Vi 
idea that the fire was going out. and 

I that I should be comfortable. Then it 
would buejt up six points, aod I'd have 
a touch cf Hades. 

‘Still they washed that rice. If T 
i could have yelled I’d have felt better, 
j but I didn’t dare. I was afraid they'd 
| see me. I tried to sneak, but just as 

; I’d be half way out one of them would 
ii/uxv aiwiuiu ui iuwiv an 11 nuv > ^mus 

! tolook around, and down I'd duck. Hv- 
ery time I dropped I felt my hide pu l 
off. just as in the stories they used to 

tell of fellows being skinned alive out 
west by Injuns. 

“All the water was too hot. hut at the 
surface it felt like a red hot. ring 

I bound to my body. I tried to stir it up 

j to equalize tiie heat, hut motion wa 

j painful. I felt as if 1 couldn't move. [ 
didn't have enough resolution. You 
see, I was nearly done. So I braced my 
feet against the little partiti"ti that 
serves as a fender to the iron pipe an 1 
tried to endure it. The watci grew 
hotter, and I braced harder until th'-re 
was a crack and a splash. Trie f>-n*l* r 

gave way and my foot went plumb 
against that sizzling pipe. It wa Jo-1 
then that I forgot all about the clothes 
I didn’t have on. i also forgot about 
the rice washers ami that they could 
see me. 1 forgot everything, in fac\ 

except that I was boiled almost, to 

death. As I jumped I slipped back- 
ward on the edge of the tub, roll' d 

around on the back of my neck < I 

one minute by the clock, then ru-1 d in 

into the house just in time to tic > t two 

American missionary la 'k- >■ bko 

me, had called, not knowing 
professor was out of town. 

“They didn’t fleet i to 1 
had sense enough left to not that., 
but I was uwfully emlxirra- 
terw&rd I learned that It is no 1 

Japan for women to see nun ba’i mi- 

ked. They never pay any attention. t<* 

it.”—New York Press. 

SARIMrf. 

Sardis. O., March 7. Opt. r’’— 

Muhleman, of Hannibal, wa- a bu-i- 

ness caller In town Tuesday. 
Frank Humphrey m a si 

trip to New .Martinsville \V' In- *ia>. 

Mrs. Wm. Goodwin left \\* ■!> 

on the Steamer Hexing’on. for < >ating- 

ton, w'here she will visit friend and 

relatives for a while. 
Geo. Miller, of Wheeling. »-i a busi- 

ness caller in town Friday and s' pped 
at the Cunningham House. 

Mrs. A. C. Vetter, who has been vis- 

iting friends and relatives at V. h»-"i- 

ing for a short time, returned homfl 

Tuesday evening. 
Our public school Is progre -ing fine- 

ly, and a good inter* .-t in being 
fested by the scholars in the different 
rooms. 

Mrs.Flora Goodwin was the cimst of 

Wheeling friends a few- days this v* 

A very pleasant surprise party *va 

given at the home of M;-s Hose Dro!- 

llnger last Wednesday evening. Man a 

4, it being her eigh'eenth birthday. A. 

large party of guests were pre*< at ana 

all were royally entertained. 
One of the most enjoyable social 

events of the week was the party gi\* n 

by Miss Allie Williamson at the homo 

of her sister, Mrs. F. M. Gams. b»sr 

Thursday evening. The hours wer 

paesed away very pleasantly in y*y 
customary social diversions, any an ex- 

cellent repast was served at. 1.’ 
hour. Those present were: •',i"7 
Deiter, Stella Cunningham. Hosa 

linger Sylvia Watters ^'^nnJng- Mary Lemmons an>' uua 
_ , ari(j 

ham. Messrs WonJb n r;oo 
Ft-nnk Humphrey Ja * 
Thompson, Elmer 
Drollinger. 

l 


