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CHAPTER XXI1.

“John D. Lloyd!"

The words fell from the lips of not enly
the judge on the bench, but from those of
every lawyer within the bar,

“John D. Lloyd!" echoed the volces of
many in the court room,

“Mr. SBheriff,” said the judge, “place a
chair beside me and nssist my old friend
Ldoyd to a position here, if the Lord has
mercifully spared his life,"

Bheriff Cobb looked very gloomy, but
he obeyed the order of the court with
alacrity,

“Yoa, judge and friends,” wsald Mr.
Lioyd, an the wheriff, after shaking hands
with him, assisted bim to the judicial
bench, “the sea hos given up Its dead-—the
asylam its mental wreck. John D, Lloyd
in with you once aguin. Nor has he yet
grected his own family, He is o the
hands of the great detective.”

“I ean well believe you, old friend,”
siid the judge ns he grasped hin wasted
hand, “But if you have not visited your
family, we must not long delay you."

“Mr, Bellars has made me ncquainted
with the contents of the will, said to be
the banker's lnst and final one,"” said Mr,
Ldoyd, "“If such in the cnse, and my name
and that of my lost friend Elliott appear
an withesses to the same, there has been
A forgery commitied."”

A gronn burst from the breast of Her-
man Uraven. He sat the picture of ab-
Jeet terror—a living, breathing wreteh,

Mise Deloserte sat with pale face,
clinging to the arms of her companions,

“Your names signed to the will consti-
tute the forgery ¥ asked the Judge.

“No, your honor, the signatures, I pre-
sume, are valld; but in the body of the
will Hermnn Craven wan left but the
stm of five thousand dollars. I am told
that the will now shows that fifty-five
thousand dollars was the banker's be-
quest to his pephew, There was no ad-
ministrator named in the will, A space
wan left vacant with the understandiog
that if I returned safely from my trip to
Burope my nnme was to be filled ln, At
Mr. Deltosette's solicitation I had con-
sented to act, should 1 sarvive him.
Nelther wis there a guardinn named;
but the understanding there was  the
snme,  He desired me to constitute that
guardinn and my name would bhave ap-
peared there but for my teip abrond,”

“Minerable wretch, what have you to
wny T asked the judie, turning his gase
on the features of Stephen Craven,

“What can I say, judge?' wax the
sneering reply, "Except that Rellars has
got me dead to vights, 1 knifed the bank-
er, and my delectable son there—the
Craven coward-—forged the will, That Is
all there in about it. A Craven need
not die a coward! Die game! He a game
aport to the oot that's my motto, and
it'w all 1 have 1o say."

“Are there upy here who recognize this
man as Stephen Craven, the man who
mareied Alvin DeRosetie's sinter?" anked
the judge,

“1 do, your honor," sald Attorney
Dabba, 1 never saw him but once, The |
mareinge was an clopement,  Miss DeRlo- |
sotte wans u school giel, aud this villain
eloped with her trom Hillsborough, where |
she was attending schoal, At Alvin e |
Hosette's request T ovisited Richmond, to
which place Biephen Craven at first con-
veyoed his bride, and there begged his wife
to abandon him avd veturn to her brother
with me, Bhe wounld not do so, how:
ever, and Btephen Craven, entering the
house and surmising my objeet, ordered
we out. 1 cannot be wmistaken o the
wan,"

“No, you are right, old duffer!"
Btephen, with another sneer,

“Phis mun is 0 monster!” exclalmed the
Judge, shuddering,

“No, wo! You are wrong, judge, wrong,
1 am nothing Iif not o dead gamwe sport!
Life is n furve—a Beld in which we each
play our part, [‘Ilnu minke our exit to be
seen o more,  There I8 no hereafier,
Thw s the end of Hre; that bs wll, and 1
will die ds T hove Hyed—a dead—game
sport!  Yox, without a fear for the pres
ent or the future; bat look at that livid,
wo begune  pleture! That is wy son
Aln't he 4 beamt? 1le denies his own
father, now that a day of peril s nt band.
Hle put up this job, e forged the bunk-
er's will nind was oo cowardly 1o remove
his unele from his path, | willingly aid-
e him,  Look at him!  The bell-ringer
of Whmington. His hand from the staire
way pulled the wire that drew Robert
Campbell 16 the door, leaving the coast
elear for me, [ thrust the blude of the
shenth knife home, secured the bag of
coin and ran upstairs and secreted myself,
Puring the commoetion below | secreted
the gold where Bellups found it wot an
honr ago. Herman bhad provided me with
a key to the attie, and | remained there
throe duys and nights. When | took my
departure 1 left the coln behind, beneath
the hearth in Miss DeRosette's roons,
You buve everything dead to rights now,
What are you waiting for? Why don't
you get & move oo yourself? Let Camp-
bell get out of that bex aund put  my
sneaking son and myself s it! Do sonie-
thing!"

“Ihis man must be an incarnate fiend!™
exclnlmed the judge,

“Uin n beaut, 1 am!" gjaculated the an-
wassit, “Hut U'm not a coward!”

“Gentlomen of the jury,"” said the
Jwdge, turning to the twelve men in the
Jury box, “the court instructs you to ren-
der a verdiet of "uot gullty® In the case of
the Riate against Robert Campbell, and
Bo one can more regret than does the
courl the wufortunale position in which
un innocent wan bas been placed, but
through the elorts of Mr, Bellars an hons
orable name bas been viedicated and the
murderer of our old friend and his ae
complive are before you,"

“What say you, gentlemen of the jury—
guilty or not guilty ¥ ssked the clerk,

“Not gullty ! responded the foreman, i
u lood volee,

A cheer went up that resounded
through the bullding.

“Order!  Order in court!™ cried the
sherill

“Robert Campbell, you are discharged
trom custody,” sald the judge

eried

The young man arose to his feet, and
with a happy smile on his countenance
passed within the bar, where hin first net
wis to grasp the hand of the great deteg-
tive. “My preserver!” he cried. “May
God bless you, Lapg Sellars!”

“And he will," were the words that fell
from the lips of the Widow Campbell.

Hattie DeRosette had arisen to her
feet an Robert approached. Her face
was marble-like in its whiteness, and she
had sat throughout the proceedings ns
one lu a trance.

The effort had been too much for her,
and with the word “Robert!” she fell for
ward, to be clasped in the arms of the
man she loved,

Another cheer went up from the lips of
the vast throng In the court room.

“Order in court!” eried the sleriff,

“Conduet your prisoners to thg box, Mr.
Sellars," said the judge, “that they may
be arraigned for n trial that will speedily
follow, 1 judge its duration will not be
long.*

“Firat," nald Bellars, 1 will shackle
this scheming villain,” and with a pair
of steel bracelets In one hand he reach-
ed townrds Herman Craven.

A shrick burst from the white lips of
the bank president, and the loud report
of a revolver followed it,

Herman had held the weapon concealed
in hix hand, and it had been instantly di-
rected at the detective, but as unexpect.
ed nw it had been, Bellurs had reached the
nrm of the assassin in time to divert the
messenger of death from himself, and it
found lodgment in (he bosom of Stephen
Craven, who for & moment stood motion:
lews, then tottered and fell forward to the
Hloor,

Bellurs had secured Herman's weapon,
and ere the father had been raised to a
chuir had him securely shacklod,

The Indies present wereamed in terror,
and the court room was in commotion,

“Order In court!" cried the sherilf, who
wus bending over the form of Stephen
Craven,

The detective literally carried the man-
neled form of Herman to the prisoner's
bux, where he placed him, shrieking, on a
wrat,

“I'm done for!" presently gasped his
father., “Murdered by my own son! The
cur? It was your life he almed at Bellars,
Well, better so, There will be but one
victim at the hanging bee. 11 might
have escaped and carried him with me,
coward though he be, Better so! Hetter
so! It was u fatal shot, boy. 1—=1I have
nothing to regret—no favors to ask. No,
o, nothing, 1 die as [ lived—a—a dead
game sport!”  And with his head on the
sheriff's arm, the soul of Stephep Cra
ven passed before Its maker.

“Court Is adjourned for the day,” an-
nounesd the judge, and o bhalf hour later
the court room was untenanted,

The body of Stephen Craven had been
conveyed to the morgue,

Herman Ceaven, the president of “The
Cape Fear Bank," occupled a felon's cell
in the county jall,

Jobiu I Lloyd had been accompanied
by Judge Fowler to his resldence, where
thore was joy over the return of one who

! bad long been mourned s doad.

Rellars was eaptured by the mother and
sinter of Robert Campbell, and accom-
panied them home, Leaning on Robert's

‘nem with the same party was also the

young heiress, whose form still trembled
with emaotion,

“I always distrusted Herman Craven,”
suld Liattie, when the party were seated
in the Campbell howe, and Aunt Caro-
line had placed before them an urn of
ten, of which the good soul thought the
lodles stood sadly In weed, “but 1 lttle
dreamed of the villainy in his nature, In
recelving him into our homwe my dear fath-
er received p
YA viper!” exclaimed Sellars, “But un-
der the tutelage of Stephen Craven he
conlil pot have been loss.'

“Oh, dear Robert, how you must have
suffered,” said Hattle,

“1I was pever alarmed as to the out-
come, my love, from the time that our po
bie friend Sellars assured me  that 1
shonid not stand upon the gallows teap.”

“You could pay we no higher compli-
ment than that conveyed by those words,™
sald the detective, grasping the young
wan's haund,

At this time Arthur Dobbs and his
father jolned the party. “All honor to the
maun who has vindicated o woble name;
unraveled a double mystery, and brought
to justice a father and son, who for cold-
blowded villalny have never been equaled
in Ameriea!” exclaimed the senior man,
as he approached Bellars,

“T'here was one quality a man eonld
respect in the father, notwithstanding his
villainy," sald Sellars, “Bravery. He
wis not a coward! In the character or
Herman there is vot one redeeming
tralt!*

“Not one!” exclaimed the banker's
daughter, “If he had never entered our
home, dear father would not be in his
grave to-day."

Before the residence of Bellars two ne-
groes were seated on the grass, and they
were happy Africans, o judge by ap
arances.

“1 spec’ you feel mighty proud now,
Adam, an' to-night You jes" 'bout make
dat f" Cindy tink yous de debbel his-
self.

“G'long, Calban! How 1 gwine win
dat gal, If she tink I's de debbel? 1 is
suah "nufl gwine blow my horn mighty
hard. U's gwine tell her "bout my trp
up to Baltimore, on de “ralroad wid Mam
Lang, an' how I says in dat spress office
‘Dat’s de man, Mars Lang.”

“t.l‘l,uus. nigger: You dido't de noth-
“What you do? Now tell me dar!”
“Adam, you's a fool! Didden | keep
dese yere two eyes on Herman Craven
night and day? Yes even when he was
in be bed. Whar is he now ¥

“Dat's w0, Calban. You's bad more
sperience dan 1 o

“Now yo' talkin'! Bay,.Adam, 1 spec
yo' misses will buy dat gal Cindy for you
now, an' you kem mek her yo' lawrully

wife,"
“Golly, Calban! Does you reckon so?’

“Suah 1 does.”™

“Well, 1 gwine hint ‘'roun’ "bout it
mightily, directly she get ober dis fus-
tration. 1 spec da bang Mars Herman
now,"

“Fer sunh da hang him!"

“Da carn hang he daddy!”

“G'long home an’' tell Hannah and Mile
lie. T seed Une Duke at de court house.
You's a fool! What da gwine hang a
dead mwan fer?"

With what he intended as a withering
look, Calban left his sable companion and
entered the house.

At 2:45 p. m, on the ninth day of No
vember, a terrible scene was enacted
within the county jail at Wilmington.

Twenty persons—the number allowed by
law—were gathered before a grewsome
structure that ocoupled a position at the
enst end of the room of execution, The
grewsome object was the gallows, and
when Sherif Cobb approached from an
iron door that separated the room from
the lower tier of cells, followed by Jailer
Filyaw and an assistant, who between
them were fairly dragging rlong a white-
robed, wshricking digure, & sallor over-
spread the faces of those assembled.

Two clorgymen followed the main aee
tors in this fearful drama.

The weaffold was renched, The frantie,
shrouded form was bodily ralsed and car-
ried upon the platform, More, he was
placed in a standing posture on the very
center of the trap.

“If you have words to speak, speak
them now," sald Sheriff Cobb.

“Mercy!  Mercy!” screamed the ab-
Jeet, horror-stricken wretch.  “You all
know 1 did not strike the blow!"

The condemined man's hands were
shnckled together bebind him  with a
leather strap while he was speaking, and
his lower limbs were securely bound to-
gether with another,

One of the clergymen stepped to the
side of the trap and attered a short, fer-
vent prayer, closing the same with the
words: “May God have merey on your
woul!"

A wild wall broke from the lips of Her-
man Craven as a knotted noowe was (T
ed over his head. Another! Btill anoth-
er. But the last, halt muifled, eame from
beneath the bluck cap that pow concenled
hin livid fentures,

Jdaller Filyaw was supporting the erim-
Innl on one side, his assistant on the
other,

The clergymen had stepped back from
the prisoner's side and the sheriff had dis-
appeared within a small enclosure to the
left of the trap, and through which piss-
ed the rope that held the teap In place.
“Merey! My God, merey! 1 will not
die! I-——"

The clock on the market tower sounded
the tirst stroke of the hour of three.

The blow of an ax resounded from the
box that concenled the sherifl.

The trap fell, The shronded figure fol-
lowed it, leaviog the jailer and his assist-
ant with thelr arms extended over a va-
cant space,

The taut rope creaked. The body spun
round and round, A movement or two
of the limbs, and then—a pendant figure,
hanging lifeless,

The murder of Alvin DeRosette had
biten nvenged,

John D. Lloyd was appolnted by the
court us ndministrator of the lnte bank-
er's estu'e and guardian of his daughter;
but the term of his guardianship ‘was
short, for on the twentieth of the follow-
ing June the fair helress beonme the bride
of Robert Campbell, and the same day
suw sweet Jennle Campbell the wite of
Arthur Dobbs, the young attorney,

The two weddings oceurred at midday
in the Deltosette residence, and a large
number of friends were there present;
but the one whose good wishes to both
brides and grooms bronght the most fers
vent pleasure, it is safe to say, was a
certain detgctive, and tears tilled the eyes
of the two happy brides when they bade
him good-by to start on their wedding
trip.

“May your trip through life be as hap-
py as the one before you promises to be,”
snid Bellars, “and may there be no thorns
by the roadside.”

“That all here are happy to night,” sald
Attorney Dobbs, “is owing to the vigi-
lunce of one man, and that man Lang
Bellurs, the great Bouthern detective, who
fultilled his pledge. Robert Campbell did
not stand on the gallows trap.")

Sellars passed o hand before his oyes
to hide the tears that had gathered as he
turned away, And he thought what
might have been had he not traced down
the wan with three names,

(The end.)
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Can Make DMamonds by Dynamite,

“Diamonds  Made by Dynamite"
would be a gueer sign on a Joweler's
window, but queer things are bound to
happen o an age of electrie furnaces
otie the one hapd snd Hguetied hydro-
gen on the other.

After close study of the South Afrl
can dinmond flelds sclentists formed
the theory that diamonds were made in
pature’'s laboratory from carbon lgue-
fded by enormous heat and pressure,
and dissolved in fron, from which they
crystallized out in cooling. By ealeus
latlon It was found that his would
require a temperature of about 4,000
degrees contigrade (7,232 degrees Fahr-
enhelt), and a pressure of 10 tons to the
square inch, Molssan, of Paris, and
other expetimenters have produced
cerystals by lmitating this process as
closely as possible, but they were too
small and lmperfect to have any value
as Jewels. Bowme other process must be
discoverad whereby carbon and lron
can be subjected o an enormous heat
and pressure before we can hope to
produce diamonds on a  commercial
scale. In  this condition Professor
Crookes has suggested to the Royal
Iustitution that “iu thelr researches on
the gases from fired gunpowder and
cordite 8ir Frederiek Able and Sir An-
drew Noble obtained (n closed steel eyl-
inders pressure as great as 8 tons to
the square lnch, and temperature as
high as 4000 degrees  centigrade.™
Here, then, If the obseryvations are cor-
roct, we bave sufficient  temperature
and enough high pressure to Mguefy
carbon, and If the tewperature could
only be allowed to act a suticlent time
on the earbon there Is litte doubt that
the artiticlal formation of diamonds
would soon pass from the microscople
stage to a scale wore likely 1o satisty
the requirements of sclence, Industry
and personal decoration.—~Ohicagoe los
ter Ocean.
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COFFEE AND TEA A BPECIALTY. |
and thlnluu' Sireat, Cornsr Ténth

TRY OUR CELEBRATED COFFEE,
PFORTLAND, ORI

ST. CHARLES HOTEL

TOHN GIBLIN, Prop.

First-Clam Accfommodations and Prompt serv
foe. Large Sample Goomas for
Commercial Traveiemn.

Altany, Oregon,

Phone 7.

WELL, I DON'T KNOW
M. Tohnson, you don’t know
WHAT'S GOOD
If you have never tried

ACME WHEAT FLAKES,

We are headquarters for Ralion Health
Club Foods. Grano, Acme Rolled Oats,
Health Process Whole Wheat Flour,

ACME MILLS COMPANY.
20-22 N. Front St.

Phone 407, PORTLAND, OR.

T.S. TOWNSEND CREAMERY CO.

Jobbers and manuiscturers of

WHIT

y Oy

‘"~ REOISTERED
Fancy Creamery Butter

Full Cream Cheese.

We Prepare a Cream that will ecarry
to Chicago in a Bweet Condition.
Give Uns & Trial Order,

44 SECOND STREET,

‘Phone Grant 1421, Portland, Oregon,

(Eatabliohed 1883.)

F. B. DALLAM & GO.

Wholesale Dealers In

Wooden and Willow Ware

[ ] » Streoot
128 45108 Bocond Street

All Orders Promptly Executed.

Loewenberg & Going Company

MANUFACTURERS, OF AND DEALERS IN

Stove Ranges,
Hollowware and
Household...
Specialties...

Handled by All First-
Class Dealers...

WSS

Royal Steel Ranges Are
the Best and Cheapest
in the Market.

PORTLAND, OREQGON

Work.
A Trial Will Convince.

Oregen Telehons Orant M1
Columbin 482

COR. TWELFTH AND FLANDERS STS.,
Portland, Oregon.

—ﬁmeﬁn]@midg‘ ™ First.Class

Brooms, Brushes, Twines, Paper,

Paper Bags, Tinware, Gran-
itewars, Eto.

IR
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Writg for Catalogue.
MAIL ORDERS FILLED PROMPTLY

THE ASTORIA QAFE.

JOHNSON & PARBON, Props,

Wines, Liquors and Cigars. Kopp’s Pale
Beer Always on Draught,

Li4 Bixth Bereot,
Bot. Morrison and Alder. Portland, Ore,

Multnomah Marke

Denlor in—

Fine Meats and Sausages, also Fish,
Poultry, Oysters and Game,
512 Washington Street,

Oregon Phone Main 638 Columbis Phone 633

i
BRANCH MARKET--20A North 18th 81, Colum. |
bis Phoue 160, Oregon Fhone Cluy 478, ]

Smoke the SCHILLER and STATE
SEAL Cigans,

Schiller Cigar Factory

Manulaoturer, Wholesale and
Hotall ler in

“~_ Adamant...

Phone North 2001.

Zimmerman - Wells Machinery Co.

Incorporated,

Marine, Mining, Saw Mill, Logging, Wood Working, Hoisting and T'rane-
mission Machinery. and Loggers’ Supplies. Agents A. Leschen
& Sons Rope Co., Celebrated Hercules Wire Rope, R. N. Nanson & Co.’s L~
bricating Oils and Compounds,

41-43 SECOND STREET. PORTLAND, OREGON

In all that pertains
to this line

We will supply you and fit up your home
or office with everything in electric light-
ing, telephones, electric bells, etc., in a
scientific and expert manner, at fair and
reasonable prices. Anything in our line
that you wish done satisfactorily, lele-,
phone, send by mail, or call at

Western Electrical Works,
305} Washington St.,
PORTLAND, ORE,

S ———
“THE PERFECTION
OF WALL PLASTER"
a .
suio on rerain. © INvestigate

THE ADAMANT CO.,
Office and Faciery, Foot of 14th St., Portiand, Ore.

HAVANA AND DOMESTIC ClGARS

Telephone No. 153) Black.

281 Washington Street,
N. W, cor. Fourth, FPORTLAND, OR

Hatters
L and
. Furnishers

s g e KNOX. HATS'
BUFFUM & PENDLETON

94 Third Street.

The QUEEN MATTING
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