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the elsrk timt she was going to iuunicn ny 
way of Paris. After hearing this Hervey 
slipped away, took his ticket, and having 
watched Sarali enter the train took his seat in 
another compartment. So that Beatrice’s reasoning faculties. Now that the truth had 
emissary as she started on her return journey, come to her, now that she knew by iuspira- 
joyful at the apparent success of her mission, tion why this man had been permitted to
little thought that she was in something of trace and follow her and for a while enjoyed
the same position as the man who, according his triumph, she found herself speculating 
to the old German legend, carried unwitting- and wondering how and by what means the
ly the demon of plague into the village which interposition of the Divine hand would be
held all who were dear to him. shown. She waited for the moment when,

from some apparently earthly cause, the cup 
ol‘triumph would be dashed from his lij»s. 
She waited and waited, and although the 
hours passed without a sign, never wavered 
in her belief that even at the last moment de
liverance would be brought about 

Once or twice she turned ami looked at her 
companion, and by the same strange fancy 
which had before seized her, persuaded her
self that the something which she imagined 
she saw in his face and which betokened ap
proaching death, grew more and more dis
tinct. She felt no pity for the man ; nor 
would she have dared to attempt a second 
warning; but she gazed on him with a kind 
of awe, raised by the thought that in a brief 
space of time this wretched creature would 
by lying in the place appointed for him, ly
ing there, and to lie there, for ever, and ever, 
and ever!

grown faint, murren, ana indistinct. She 
was hovering on the verge of insanity, and 
the method which sometimes iies in madness 
was at work and supplying the loss of the

HER SHINING HAIR.W. G. T. U. drunkard and an infidel. Her jew
elled
dainty toddies and further on had 
brimmed his glass with wine, and 
the same fair hands taught him “the 
innocent game of euchre” that to
day ave wringing—wringing on in 
unlifting blackest woe.

has been forced by the pressure of 
public sentiment to abandon the sale 

of ardent spirits. The three saloon 

cases
preme court, 
decided by Judge Rogers in favor of 
the saloon-keepers here, have been 
decided adversely to the saloon
keepers, in Meridian, by the Supreme 

court.

In a dream, stepped out of the compartment 
into the dimly-lighted gangway. Hervey fol
lowed her.

Without knowing why or wherefore, she 
walked the whole length of the carriage. In 
a dazed way she opened the door at the end 
and stepped out into the ojten air. Hervey 
followed her, and the door closed behind them, 
and the man and the woman stood alone on 
the iron platform which lies between 
carriage and its forerunner.

The train had not yet slackened speed. Its 
wild rush still whipped the naturally calm 
air into a tierce gale. The woman’s dark 
hair, which had come untwisted, streamed 
behind her in elf locks. A tall black figure, 
with a white, a death-white face and burning 
eyes, staring fixedly at the destination to 
which the train was hurrying her, a^ 
as her mind was turned to 
she yet believed she was dooml9Éfe|ÉÉ 

The night was cloudy and mooaW^ 
way ahead, a little to the right, the lights of 
the great city lit up the dark sky. It was on 
these lights that Sarah Miller’s eyes were fix
ed ; her lips the while muttering inaudible 
words.

For a few moments Hervey stood in silence 
by her side. Then be spoke. “It’s no good, 
Sarah, you can’t give me the slip. I’ll follow 
you everywhere. Be a sensible woman for 
once, and don’t give me more bother.

She spoke, but not in answer to his words. 
“That glare ! that red glare !” she cried in a 
thrilling voice. “Look at it! Look at it well? 
Do you know what it means to you and to 
me?”

Before he could reply she answered her 
own question. “It is the red glare of heli,” 
she cried in still wilder accents. “The glare 
of the fire which bums for you and for me. 
The shriek ! Hear the shriek of the damned !”

Once more the whistle sent its piercing 
scream of warning far on the night air; and 
in another moment the strong brakes would 
have fallen on the great wheels. Hervey 
really startled by his companion’s wild bear
ing, turned to her savagely.

“Here, no nonsense!” he said roughly.
These were the last words he spoke. Sud

denly, and without the slightest warning, the 
woman threw herself upon him. Her amis 
clasped him witli the strength of frenzy. 
Her weight threw him off his balance. He 
staggered backwards. He made one wild 
grab with his uninjured arm at the iron rail, 
misset! it, and most likely could not have 
held it had lie caught it, then slipped down 
the three or four • iron steps, and, witli the 
woman’s arms still holding him, the two fell 
with a fearful thud on to the six-foot way. 
His cry, if he had time to raise one, was lost 
in the rush of the train and the shriek of the 
steam-whistle. Ail was over in a second— 
the train was speeding on, leaving behind it 
a dark mass lying between the up and the 
down lines. At the very last moment the 
way had been made clear to Sarah Miller. 
Even as she fell with her victim her one 
thought was of frenzied joy that she had 
found the means to do God’s work.

For a minute or two after the last cailiage 
of the train had swept by, that blaelc mass 
lay motionless in (lie six-foot way. Then 
part of it began to show signs of life. Slow
ly and painfully the woman detached herself 
from tiie victim. She rose to her knees, aud 
remained there staring fixedly at the white 
face that looked up to lier own. Her frenzy 
for the moment had passed, and she scarcely 
knew what had happened or what she had 
done.

She was unhurt Tiie man had struck the 
ground first and so borne the brunt of the 
shock. His head had fallen heavily on the 
ballast of tin* line, and he lay without sense 
or motion. Was he dead?

This, when lier disjointed and scattered 
thoughts were once more able to resume the 
terrible kaleidoscopic pattern into which fa
naticism had shaken them, was the one ques
tion asked by the woman. She felt for the 
moment no remorse, no honor, but the dread 
seized her tiiat her hand might have failed; 
that the work might not jet be done; that 
she had not fulfilled her destiny. She bent 
over the prostrate man and placed her cheek 
close to his lips.

He breathed ! She felt the faint breath on 
her cheek! She laid her hand on his heart 
and felt its pulsations, slowly distinct. She 
sprang to her feet with a sharp cry of dis
tress. She hail failed! Hervey was alive 
and would recover. Tiie work hail not been 
done!

She peered wildly into the darkness. She 
scarcely knew for wiiat she looked. A large 
stone, a piecerof iron, anything which would 
show her that the hand which had guided her 
so far on the fearful road of fate had not de
serted her; but she found nothing, absolutely 
nothing which could serve her need.

But suddenly, away along the down line 
she saw a round red light creeping apparent
ly nearer and nearer. Her heafjjeapt at the 
sight To tiie uttermost bitterest end the 
way was clear. The final word had gone 
forth, the final revelation was made to her.

She placed her hands under the man’s 
shoulders, and by an effort of strength, des
perate and far beyond what might have been 
expected from her frame, dragged him over 
the few feet of roadway which lay between 
him and the metals. He groaned onceorw 
twice, but remained senseless and motionless n 
as she placed him right in the track of the » 
coming train. ■Ä" wl

The red light was close—close at hauiQ^A^l 
the man lay still and recked nothing 
The woman having accomplished her ghastl^^B 

work, wound her black shawl tightly round 
her head, then fell upon her knees, waited, 
and lived an age in every moment 

She heard, through the muffling, the rush, 
she felt on her hands the wind of the metal 
monster as it swept by; but she heard or felt 
no more. She rose and shuddered convul
sively; then, without a glance to see what 
her hand had wrought, stepped over the line, 
down the steep embankment and was lost in 
the night She had done what she believed 
to be her appointed task. No longer would 
Maurice Hervey stand between Beatrice and 
«biness!

xhe poor wretch was almost cut in two.
The wheels which had crushed the life out 
of him were those of an engine on its way to 
pick up trucks on a siding some way down 
the line. The driver felt the slight obstruc
tion, and having marked the spot where it 
occurred, upon his return stopped the train 
and knew what had caused that momentary 
jolt, knew that a man’s life had, in that sec
ond, passed away.

The body was picked up, placed in a truck, 
taken to the Munich station, and thence to 
the place appointed for the reception of the 
bodies of unknown men who met with a sud
den or a violent death.

hands had prepared kis BY DABKEY MARSHALL.

Her shining hair, it gleamed like mist 
The sun has changed from amethyst 

To gold, when o’er some straggling stream 
It lies at dawn, while wild hawks scream 

And bird-notes break the silence whist.

And e’er my fingers wonld persist 
)n winding round her tiny wrist 

In coiling gyves of golden gleam
Her shining hair.

So, by the Goda, I did insist 
My heart was snared within the twist 

That love had wound with skill supreme 
With tangles fast and rendleaa seam, 

While do wn I bent and softly kissed
Her shining hair. *
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A Mississippi Mother’s Lesson.

For the benefit of those who have 
not been iully aroused to a sense of 
their duty,in the work of Temper
ance, I will rebate, in hetown words, 
an incident which occurred not very 

long ago in the life of a Mississippi 
mother.

A grave had just been made for 
my first born beautiful boy, and one 
little grave can hold all the pleasures 
of the universe. Shock ol heart was 
succeeded by shatter of body and 
without one struggle of resistance, I 
wholly surrendered to the great tidal- 
wave of nature thatsweptover me and 
soon became oblivious to everything 

but the icy blackness of the flood. 
While in this lamentable condition 
my dearest friends most mercifully 
appreciated my yearnings to be left 
alone and I was no little astonished 

one day at baing informed that an 

elegant, worldly women who had 

lately come to reside among us, 

stood at the door and insisted on 

being admitted. I bade the servant 
thank her for her kindness of her 

call and to make ray regrets at being 

too ill to see any one. She left, but 

returned in a few days and received 

the same denial, only to present her
self the third time with a most im

portunate request to be admitted. 
Does any one know what it is to have 

all the enamel worn off their nerves? 

Then they know how slight an irrita
tion will bring on a frenzy. I felt 
incensed at the unwarranted inten
sion and was in the act of framing a 

most ungracious messages when my 
mother entered the room. I related 

to her the exceeding great persecu 
tion of the woman’s persistence and 
begged that she would take the mat
ter in charge. Believe me, she did ; 
waiting only to administer a hasty 
reprimand, she immediately present
ed the visitor at my bedside. The 
deep mourning in which she was 
heavily clad and for which I was al
together unprepared, at once pro
pitiated my resentment, but she lost 
no time in assuring me that her vis
it wad not one of ceremonies con
dolence. “I have heard,” she con
tinued, “that you refuse to be com
forted, but I knew that I could com
fort you. Only a few days before 

yous little boy was taken ill I gath
ered him up in my arms and covered 

his lovely face with kisses and the 
gentle uplifting of those great beau
tiful bown eyes, with their Heaven- 
away meaning, I will never forget. 
If I had been told then that the lit
tle fellow was gone and that you re
fused to be comforted I had not mar
velled, but alas the changes that can 
be wrought by the finger of a day!

“You remember my son, what a 

grand-looking, splendid-hearted fel
low he was and the sum and sub
stance of my earthy happiness. 1 
presume you know that he, too, has 
been taken, but did they tell you 
that I stood over him and saw him 
die blaspheming God—saw his beau- 
tifui/Jip8 contorted in cursing and 
derisions of his Savior—saw his 
magnificent eyes turn into lakes of 
lurid hate and saw his soft white 
hand clench in death, as he attempt
ed to raise it in defiance of his maker?
I am not here to ask why God res
cued your son from the temptations 
that overtook mine.—Why he has 
blessed you and cast my soul into 
this eternal trance of horror. I 
have simply come to say to you, oh ! 
blest mother, that your son is iu 
Heaven—but my son my is in 

Hell,” and with one wild pressure 
of my hand and one long, grsping 
agonizing moan she was gone. 0 

anguish unutterable ! How quickly 
I gathered in the rejected solace< 
that had so long lain pleading at my 
heart-sill ; how I yearned to divide 

them with the poor maddened moth
er heart that had so heroically bared 

her ghastly life-canker for my con
solation and yet in all the bounty ot 
redemption there'was not one “cast 
rent” comfort that might be hers ; 
for that grand-looking, splendid- 
hsarted fallow had died a gambler, a

CHAPTER XXXII.
PURSUED.

For hours and hours Mrs. Miller remained 
blissfully ignorant of the fact that the wheels 
which were bearing lier to lier destination 
bore also sorrow and ruin in the person of 
Maurice Hervey. Tiie fellow-travelers did 
not confront each other until tiie next morn
ing, and when the through train was well 
out of Paris. Sarah, indeed, had been all but 
invisible since she boarded the Dover and 
Calais boat The crossing had been a rough 
one, and sea-sickness claims precedence with 
the mind the most preoccupied. Sarah had 
suffered much, and as soon as she found her
self in the smooth-going train had sought 
forgetfulness of lier woes in sleep. Hervey, 
who had no wish to precipitate matters by an 
untimely revelation of his presence, had also 
effaced himself from general observation.

But some time after the train had left the 
Paris and Lj’ons station Sarah opened the 
door of her comfortable compartment and in 
the narrow gangway of tiie train came full 
upon Maurice Hervey. He was smoking and 
watching the flying landscape through thé 
glass windows at tiie Bide of the narrow pas
sage. He turned, looked at Sarah,and laugh
ed in cruel merriment as he saw her gaze of 
horrified surprise.

“You!” she gasped.

Extracts from a Letter.1

■4The tollowing are extracts from a 
delightful letter just received from 
Mrs Clark, of Shannon, since her 

return from the National Conven
tion:

. HR“Beware, oh! beware, lest the voice 
of some loved one come wailing back 
from the verge of destuction, ‘Too 
late ! too late ! ! ’ ”

I do beseech you, in the name ot 
Jesus,

“Arise! for the day is passing 
While you lie dreaming on ;

Your sisters have girded their armour,
And forth to the battle have gone.

You know there are lonely hearts breaking,
In the homes that are shadowed with gloom,

From which the red hand of the tempter 
Has stolen all brightness and bloom.

You know there are perishing fathers 
And brothers and husbands to save

From the fiend that is luring them downward 
To fill the inebriate’s grave.

Withhold not your prayers and your labors, 
The chains of the captiva to break;

Obey the command of your master,
And work for humanity’s sake.”

ly
ll

Je.
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Mrs. Erwin and I returned Sat
urday evening from “the city of 
Sisterly love,” for such indeed did 
we find it.
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*1
V BY HUGH CONWAY,

Author of “Called Back." Etc. Etc.“To be there and hear all the 
ports from different fields of work, 
from the lips of the Superintendents 
of each department; to hear how dif
ficulties have gone down before 
them, how they have been led on to 
victory by an invisible hand, by the 

ways they know not of, you would 
have felt as we did. Can it be that 
God has called us, the weak ones of 

earth, to do such a wonderful work?
Every State and Territory and 

the District of Columbia 

resented.

Tuesday we planted a tree by the 

grave of Dr. Benjamin Rush.
Atter the lapse of a hundred 

years, our Sisterhood from Maine to 

California, from Canada to the Gulf, 

were all there to endorse the senti-

re-
“Youling/’eried licrvey; “you would lie 

to her.”
“i would do more than lie for her sake, 

said Mrs. Miller. “Will you take the money?”
He shrugged his shoulders. “Needs must 

when the devil drives,” lie said airily. “Yes, 
Sarali, I can’t help myself, I must close with 
the generous offer. Now tell me where to 
find my devoted wife, so that I may convey 
the news of my submission.”

“You will take it?” said Sarali breathless-

WHer madness, If it may be called madness, 
deepened as tiie time passed by. After all, 
in spite of its claims to superiority, the mind 
is hut tiie slave of the body. The yoke may 
be thrown aside for a while, but sooner or 
later its pressure becomes apparent. Fatigue 
and want of food were with Sarah Miller 
completing what distress had begun. Yet to 
herself it seemed that she had never seen 
things clearer, never reasoned more cogently 
than at this moment when her brain was 
taxed beyond endurance.

How would Go 1 act? Would He strike 
this man dead as lie sat there? Would some
thing frightful hapjien? Would the train be 
overturned? As this question exercised her 
every jolt as the wheels passed the points 
sent a thrill through her and made her fancy 
the moment was at hand.

This could not be the appointed 
method. Merciless as her creed taught her 
to believe the One to Whom she praj-ed, her 
sense of justice forbade her to suppose that 
many other lives must be sacrificed for the 
sake of destroying Maurice Hervey. She 
must wait patiently and in faith, not antici
pate God’s purpose. But tiie time was grow
ing very short!

Suddenly she turned and knelt on the floor 
of the carriage. She offered up a prayer that 
things might be made clear to her; that her 
agony of suspense might be brought to an 
end. Hervey watched her and laughed aloud.

“Quite right, Sarah,” he said. “Never neg
lect your religious observances. I am afraid 
you can’t pray j-ourself out of this situation; 
but there’s no harm in trying.”

The sound of his voice gave another and a 
fresh turn to her thoughts. At that moment 
her prayer was answered and everything 
grew clear. The clouds which troubled her 
rolled away, or, it may be, closed round her 
to break no more.

She shivered, and still kneèling turned her 
face to the speaker. Her look for a moment 
startled him in spite of the contempt he felt 
for her religious vagaries. And well it might 
startle him.

Now she knew all. She knew why she had 
lived. She knew to what she was predestin
ed. Cj-cles ago this moment had been de
creed. It was she whom God had appointed 
to remove this man frointhe path which led one 
of the elect to happiness. Even as Jael, even 
as Judith, had their mission so had she, Sarah 
Miller, a mission equally terrible, that of slay
ing a man whom God had doomed. With 
her brain flooded, permeated by this one fear
ful thought, the woman rose from lier knees 
and resumed her seat

Everything, she fancied, with her mind be
wildered in reality, yet to herself seemingly 
clear, pointed to the carrying out of this de
cree of destiny. The solitude, the night 
journey, even the man’s half-helpless condi
tion were but details of a settled scheme. 
The opportunity was Here, only the way and 
the means were wanting. These in good 
time would be vouchsafed to her. She would 
be shown how she, a weak woman, was to 
take the life of a strong man.

Little did Maurice Hervey, as from the ef
fects of fatigue, cigars and brandy, he sat 
half dozing in the corner of his compartment, 
dream what thoughts were passing through 
the mind of the woman near him. To him 
fehe was nothing more than an addle-headed 
sort of creature, who once upon a time had 
done a great deal towards bringing him to 
ruin ; an a<5t which he rightly believed he was 
now paying her in full 

How was she to do it? Time was passing, 
and yet the path was not yet pointed out 
See, tiie man’s eyes were closed ! Had the 
moment come? If she had a knife she might 
even now drive it into his heart! But she 
had no knife; had nothing which would serve 
her need, or rather God’s need. Suddenly 
she remembered, as one remembers a dream, 
that hours and hours ago she had seen a fel
low passenger opening a bag,and had noticed 
on tiie top of that bag a pistol Had she been 
allowed to catch sight of the weapon for the 
purpose which she was deputed to carry out? 
If so, where was that pistol, and how could 
she get it into her hands? She rose, and with
out any settled object, passed Hervey and 
stepped out into tiie gangway’.

Her movement awoka him. He put his 
head through the door and watched her as a 
cat watches a mouse. Sarah went the length 
of the long carriage, but found nothing to 
guide her to her end. Every door was her
metically sealed. It seemed as if she and her 
companion were the only persons awake. 
The only sound heard was the ceaseless rush 
of the train as it tore its way on and on 
through the night

The woman returned and resumed her seat 
The means had not yet been given her. A 
phantom of common-sense also flitted through 
her mind. If she killed this man, in s*'h a 
manner, it meant arrest and trial of herself.
It meant shame and exposure to her loved 
mistress. No, she must wait yet a while. 
God had not j-et spoken the last word; not 
yet shown the exact way in which His work 
was to be done. Yet her belief never swerv
ed, never wavered *

Or not until she knew that the end of the 
long dreary journey was close at hand; not 
until a kind of instinct told her tiiat in a few 
short minutes Munich would be reached. 
Hervej’, whom necessities iiad deprived of 
the means of telling the time, was still sleep
ing his wakeful and suspicious dog’s-sleep. 
Suddenly the long shrill whistle sounded. 
The man started up wide awake, and for the 
first time for hours a doubt as to her true 
reading of God’s purpose flashed through 
Sarah Miller’s brain. The time was so short. 
There was so much—so much to be done. 
The way was still in darkness. Would the 
last few moments light it up?

She clenched lier hands convulsively, dig
ging the nails of one into tiie flesh of the 
other. She glanced once more at Hervey s 
face which, from his fatigue locked pale and 
wan. She ruse, and mechanically,. like one

<

iy.
.. Vou have followed“Have I not said 1 must?”

“Thank God!” As she spoke she clasped 
her hands and murmured words of thanks. 
Hervey watched her with a curious look 
his face. She saw it and it startled her. 
“You will sign pajiers?” she said.

“Oh, yes; I’ll sign anything. Now tell me 
where to find lier.”

A Fragment.» me.
"“Every' step since you left my humble 

abode, my dear Sarah.”
She turned away and re-entered the com

partment she had left. Hervey followed her, 
and with a laugh threw himself down on the 
seat nearest to the door. The train was not 
full, and the compartments were small ones, 
so it happened that the two people were 
alone.

It was typical of the man’s cruel nature 
that he looked forward with feeling of keen 
enjoyment to the torture which he meant to 
inflict upon the woman during those hours of 
travel, by forcing upon her the presence 
which lie knew so unwelcome.

“Oh, yes, Sarah,” he said jeeringly; “I fol
lowed you, and 1 shall never leave your side 
until you lead me to my beloved wife. It’s 
no good thinking you can give me the slip. 
To save trouble I may tell you I know you 
are going to Munich. Wiiat a clever woman 
you are, Sarah. I am so much obliged to 
you.”

She wrung her hands convulsively, then 
covered her face and moaned. She had act
ed, as she thought, for the best, but this 
man’s craft had overcome lier. Her mistress 
was to be made to suffer, and through her. 
Through the one who would willingly sacri
fice Itody and soul to save her from pain ! 

“Don’t be sulky, Sarah,” said Hervey. 
“The game’s up now, you may as well give 

in. Here, make yourself useful and fill my 
pipe. I can’t use this confounded right arm 
of mine.”

She took no notice of his request, but pres
ently she raised her head and looked at him.

“Be warned,” she said in low tones. “Once 
more, 1 say, be warned in time. Leave this 
train at the next station. Fly while you can.

He laughed scornfully. "Now, is it like
ly?” he said.

She made no further api>eal She sank 
back into stony silence, and from that time 
no remark, no question, no taunt of the man’s 
could draw a word from lier thin lips. Hour 
after hour went by and Sarali Miller sat in 
her corner motionless and silent as a statue.

But her thoughts! Her thoughts were 
busy enough. They thronged and invaded 
her brain. They changed and shifted from 
incoherence to systematic arrangement and 
back again to incoherence. Through all the 
jumble tiie one fearful truth shone out dis
tinctly. She was taking this man to her mis
tress.

u
Haroun al Raschid, of blessed 

memory, was a candidate for Grand 
Vizier. All his life he had been a 
true Osmanli. He had never bolted, 
nor voted a scratched ticket. He 
and his two bosom friends, Abou Bed 
Bunko and Keno cl Buldozo, had 
button-holed the voters from the ru
ai districts all day long. Hard had 
they worked, but the day had gone 
sore against them.—They were smit
ten hip and thigh, not to mention 
varions other parts of his anatomy 
whereon he was smitten. As the 
last slanting rays of the setting sun 
gilded the lofty minarets of Bagdad’s 
many mosques and glittered from 
her thousand cresent, Haroun, Abou 
and Keno rested from their labors, 
and wiped away the perspiration 
which streaked I heir frowning f ront
lets.

Two voters are seen to approach.
Quickly Abou Ben Bunko and 

Keno el Buldozo approach them and 
lo! the name of Haroun al Raschid did 
not appear upon their tickets, neither 
would they change them for those 
whereon it did appear. Then were 
Abou Ben Bunko and Keno le Bul
dozo exceeding width, and got their 
boards high over their dash tails, and 
used many words which do not ap
pear herein, nor many other good 
and holy work. They swore by the 
sacred beard of the most holy proph
et ; and they went straightway to 
Haroun al Raschid, and besought 
him saying : “We beseech thee, most 
high, grand, mighty cockalorum of 
the universe, let us now send up for 
the standing army and arrrst these 
vile enemys of thy most sacred tall
ness and cast them into the inner dun
geon, where there is much darkness 
and where the gnashing of many 
teeth is heard. And likewise while 
we are at it, let us swing unto some 
convenient lamp post, the President 
of the Advisory council, for he hath 
betrayed thee. For verily he that 
voteth not for thee, is a vile skul- 
dugger and ought not to live.

But he said “not so” because he 
had not learned the whereforeness 
of American politics. Therefore do 
the people rise up and call him bless
ed evqn unto this day.

MORAL.

He thàt is tolerant to lyis political 
opponents is greater than he that is 
elected to a lucrative office by a large 
and enthusiastic majority.—Star.

Oil
were rep-

• •

u

No.“No, no. You canr.ot see her. She will 
get everything done. Hie lawyer will get 
the papers ready, ami when you have signed 
them the money will lie paid!”

“Very’ well,” said Hervey carelessly. 
There’s nothing more to say then.”
Tiie readiness witli which lie acceded to 

her stipulations roused Mrs. Miller’s distrust. 
“Do you mean to play me false?” she asked.

Will you swear on the Bible to keep j’our 
promise?”

“Certainly I will, but I am afraid there’s 
no Bible in this house to swear on. A sad 
state of tilings which shall be rectified before 
you come again.”

Mrs. Miller made no reply to his jeering 
words. She opened a small hag which she 
carried and drew out a well-thumbed, worn 
Bilile. Hervey smiled ills contempt 

‘ Place your finger between tiie leaves, 
she said solemnly, “then kiss the sacred book 
and swear, so help yon-{tod, you will keep 
your promise.”

“It must be a left-handeil oath,” he said as 
he obeyed her. She clasped lier hand over 
his, ami when with a sneer on his lips he bail 
taken tiie prescribed ^©th, she opened tiie 
book and marked tiie verse on which his fin
gers had at random been placed. “Usui,” 
she said, “and be warned.” Hervey read— 

“God shall likewise destroy thee for ever. 
Without another word she closed the book 

ami left tiie room. As tiie door closed Her
vey laughed a scornful laugh. He waited un
til she must have reached the street then ran 
swiftly down the stairs. The lower part of 
the house was used as a kind of marine-store, 
and in the shop were two lads of about seven
teen. He called one of tliejn.

“A lady dressed in black just went out 
Follow her and find out where she goes and 
I’ll give you a sovereign.”

The boy, w ho knew something about the 
state of the lodger's finances, looked amused, 
but diet not budge. “Make haste, you fool,” 
cried Hervey. “Here’s tiie money w aiting— 
see it!”

'1 he sight of a real tangible sovereign sent 
the lad off in double-quick time, anil utterly 
unsuspecting evil Beatrice’s ambassador was 
cleverly trackeil to her temporary abode.

Meanwhile Hervey returned to his garret 
in a joyful frame of mind. However matters 
might turn out a comfortable change in his 
circumstances had taken place. The worst 
that could happen would insure him 
fortable income, but, so far as he could ar- 
range it, lie meant to avoid tiie worst He 
meant to find Beatrice, aqd by tiie power lie 
held over her, force her to surrender to him 
all save a bare pittance. Let her only be once 
more within his grasp and lie would take 
care that she escaped no more. He ground 
his teeth as he thought what he had already 
paid for an act of carelessness. The chance 
of repairing it was at last'within reach. He 
positively gloated as he pictured the horror 
with which his wife would greet him when 
he again invaded lier retreat He laughed in 
glee at the paternal right which furnished a 
weapon so sharp to smitwH 
compel her to yield to 
money and revenge werttmee more within 
his reach. J,

His spy returned in du| course. He had 
earned his sovereign, tor Me wras able to give 
Hervey tiie name of the street and the num
ber of the house to which Sarah Miller had 
gone. Hervey laughed again. He dressed 
himself, visited die barbejjs, and then went 
to keep watch on Sarah’s abode.

He watched until nightfall Early dawn 
found him once more at Impost Noon and 
evening he was still thfije, and evening 
brought him the reward of his patience. A 
cab drove up to the door, a box was placed 
upon it and a dark-robed figure entered it 
Tiie door was shut and away rolled the cab.

It was scarcely out of sight when Hervey 
rang the bell of the house and asked if Mrs. 
Miller was .in. No, she had just left Ah, 
tiiat was unlucky; he wanted to see heron 
imiM>rtant business. Where could he find 
her?

I •

ments uttered so long ago and to 
fulfil the prophecy, ‘the good works 

of the good live alter them- 
We were entertained most
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ally by our sisters of Philadelphia. 
We had dinner every day in St. 
Georges Hall, served by the ladies.

“When a question was before the 
Convention,on which there was likely 

to be much dtfierence of opinion, 

some one would propose that we 
have * moment of prayer for Divine 
guidance and wisdom, when things 
would move on smoothly. On the 
Sabbath during the Convention, 
thirty Churches sent invitations to 
have their pulpits filled by the gos
pel temperance women. Our Mrs. 
Erwin spoke in a Quaker meeting, 
very much to the enjoyment of all 
who heard her, Mrs. Hannah W.
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Smith gave bible readings every day 

at 12 o’clock. Our next Convention 

will be held at Minneapolis.
Wo are enlisting much interest in 

Shannon, among the negroes; have 

a temperance Sunday-school with 40 
members. The women are anxious 
to be organized and the men are 
pledging themselwes not to go on 

whisky petitions again.
The whisky petition on file here 

has only seven white men on it, who 

are not directly interested in the li
quor traffic, which is very encourag
ing. We will give especial attention 
to the work among the negroes now, 
and the right tithe has come with 

them; they arc anxious to be in
structed. Some of our “white rib
bon women” were out yesterday at 
their church ; we found them atten
tive and instructed, and at the close 
of our exercises, one of them got up 
and made an impromptu temperance 
speech, which could be equaled by 
few white men. Their presiding 
elder then got up and said, there is 
one thing that will have to be re
moved before the temperance work 
will “talje with 
whisky men have made them believe 
that if they go with the temperance 
people, “that their votes will, in 
some way, be taken from them.” He 
said, remove this from the minds of 

the colored man and you will l;ave 
no trouble. We feel so much en
couraged.

Shannon.

No food had passed her lips since she left 
London. All desire to eat had left her when 
she first caught sight of Hervey’s hateful 
form. Her bauds were hot; her veins seem
ed full of fever, anil now and again a mist 
seemed to close round her, from which she 
emerged only to see once more the cruel face 
of her tormentor. So the hours went by.

Hervey had food sent into the carriage. 
He also consoled himself at short intervals 
with brandy and water, lie bought cigars, 
smoked them, and grumbled at their badness. 
Sometimes lie rose, walked out into the gang
way and stretched his legs, but he kept a 
keen watch on the woman. Not a second 
time would he fail from lack of vigilance. 
For amusement lie now and again taunted 
his companion, and his jeers apparently un
noticed drove her to tiie vefge of desperation. 
Her hands grew hotter, her puises bent with 
fiercer rapidity.

The sun sank; the twilight died away’’; the 
lamps were lit. Every hour, every ihooftut 
brought grief nearer and nearer to Beatme. 

Long before another sun rose tiie train wôiild 
be at Munich. The thought maddened the 
white-faced woman.

Shortly after leaving Stuttgart the steward 
looked in and in broken English suggested 
that the beds should be prepared. Mrs. Mil
ler shook her head, and signified tiiat she had 
no wish to retire to rest Hervey orderen 
more brandy and also declined tiie profferen 
couch. The steward wished that he could 
have tiie refusal of one of those unmade 
couches and the time to occupy it, shrugged 
his shoulders, and withdrew. The travelers 
were once niore alone. In less than live 
hours the journey would be at an end.

Suddenly a wave of inspiration flooded the 
poor woman’s harassed brain. An inspira
tion which made all things clear as day. A 
strange brilliancy shone in her eyes. In a 
flash she saw, or believed she saw, to what 
end these things were leading. God’s hand

1a com-
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o irresistible, to 
demands. Yes, *

Gen. Beauregard has entered into 
a contract with Mr, Allen Thorndike 
Rice, editor and proprietor of the 
North American Review, to write a 
series of articles on the war between 
the States.

The first article will give an inside 
history ot “The Shiloh Campaign.

The second article will describe 
“The Defence of Charleston.

The thud article will treat of the 
Drury’s Bluff Campaign.
The closing article will be devoted 

to “Defence of Petersburg.
The first contribution is to appear 

in the North American Review for 
January 1886. Gen. Beauregard 
has made it a condition that they 
shall be published at an early date, 
as he expects that they will arouse 
fierce controversies, he wants to 
have the issues that he raises settled 
during his lifetime.

99 Theour race.
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?Fannie Clabk. “You’ll have a long way to go unless you 
can overtake her,” said the woman of the 
house, laughing. “She’s just off to foreign 
parts.
. “Going abroad ! Where is she going?”

“All the way to Munich, wherever tiiat 
may be.

His heart leapt At any rate now he knew 
where to find his quarry. ‘^Munich !” he ex
claimed. “I must try and overtake her before 
she goes. What station is it!”

“Charing Cross. I heard her tell the man.
He bid iiis informant adieu with scant cere

mony. He hailed tiie first pah he saw, and 
was soon rattling in pursuit of Sarah. Al
though he did not krtow at what time tiie 
train started, lie was quite at ease as to catch
ing it. He knew the grace which a woman 
always allows herself in the matter of trahis. 
He hait judgéd rightly, for the first tiling lie 
saw upon entering the station was Mrs. Mil
ler at the office engaged in registering her 
box. He ventured to creep close to her, and 
heard her with the incredulity' which a wo
man invariably displays whfu she surrenders 
personal custody of her lugpure, twice inform

was at work.
Had she not dreamed a dream in which 

Maurice Hervey figured? Had she not per
suaded herself when she first saw him tiiat she 
had seen written in his face tiiat his days 
were numbered? Was she not sure—sure as 
she was of her own eternal condemnation— 
that God meant Beatrice to taste happiness 
as well in this world as in the next? The 
hour of deliverance was at hand. The in
spiration which had told her that her errand 
would be crowned with success was uotdhat 
of a lying spirit* God was at work. Hervey 
had been led to take this journey; to break 
'the promise he had made; and thereby accept 
tiie fate foreshadowed by the fearful words 
to which his finger had fortuitously pointed. 
This journey, begun in craft and in defiance 
of God’s warning conveyed through herself, 
would never be ended. She, by the light of 
her wild faith, read tiie Divine purpose plal«. 
ly as if it was written in letters of tire.

If the line of demarcation between fanati
cism and madness in the poor woman’s brain 
was not by now ©itirely obliterated, it had

n

NOTES.

We beg to ask each member of the 
W. O. T. U. can it be said |of you :

She hath done what she could ?

The combined medical science of 

lie universe could not convince me 

that an element which is universally 
acknowledged to be the deadly 
enemy of a healthy organism can be 

be the friend of a diseased one.— 
Mrs. Bradley. -
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Sam Jones at Atlanta.

8pecial to Times-Demoerat.

Atalnta, November 13’—Five 
thousand people gathered at the 

pel tent to-night to hear Judge 
hrane speak for prohibition. lie 

made an eloquent appeal. Speeches 
were also made by Sam Jones and 
Sam Small. The Young Men’^.Pro
hibition Club attended in a body.

CHAPTER XXXIII.
“I AM MAD.

If by any chance Beatrice, who certainly 
had trouble enough to make her wakeful, 
had risen with the dawn of the morning 
which followed the tragedy, and looked out 
of her casement she would have seen a sight 
which Would have caused her much surprise. 
She would have seen Sarah Miller, whom she 
believed to be in England, standing on the 

[continued on fourth page,]

-

Gos
Loc

Prohibition has nbt failed in West 
Point. Every drug-store in the town
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