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CHAPTER XX1II.—(Continued.)

“Wo shall soon have news,” he maid
quletly. “For information that will Jead
to his arrest. I have offered the police,
here and on the contineut, a reward of
five thousand pounds”

He spoke the truth. News came soon,
indeed. il

Wae were lunching together in Graden's
chamlers on the fourth day after their
departure, when the telegram arrived.
My cousin opened it. As he read, 1 saw
the line of his jaw set and harden. Then
he handed it across the table, This was
the mesange:

“Fear wo ate in great peril. Come at
once. Weston"

he realization of those words must
have come to me slowly, for it was Gra-
den’s hand on my arm that woke me
from the stupor ieto which [ had fallen.
Even then 1 coall hardly nnderstand.
“I'liere {s a train at two-twenty,” sald
he, "Can yoa be ready in five minutes

“But how can the man—how can
Maruae have discovered where they
are!" 1 stammered,

“ln five minutes,
ont. "You have no time to waste.

we had still a quarter of an hour to
syare when our cab rattied over the
cobbles of the station-yard. While my
cousin took the tickets, I stood at the
bookstall, staring at the backs of the nov-
ela, with that eall for help twisting in a
dreary chant through my head. “In
great peril. Come at onee,” so it ran,
over and over again. Several passing
strangers turned and regarded me curi-
ously over their shounlders,

1 do not think we spoke more than
once before reaching Dover. 1 asked if
he had telegraphed a reply. He had done
so, he sald, at Charing Cross.

There was a brisk sea running In the
Channel, but [ felt no sickness. Indeed
the passage did me good; for [ behaved
quite sanely as we pnssed our bags
through the Calais customs.

Into the train again, and on’ into the
night that had fallen. 1 had a sleeping
berth reserved in the wagon-lit, but 1 did
pot visit it. Sometimes a fory of Im-
patience selzed me, so that 1 paced the
corridor, peering out into the moonlit
country that went sliding by, in its never-
varying sequence of plainp and woodland
and steeple-crowned village; but, for the
most part, I sat huddled in my chair—
thinking. Heaven help us! What tor-
ture an active mind inflicts upon poor
humanity! Geant a man the imagina-
tion of an ox, and mwany are the woes he
will be spared!

Dawn stole out on us at Basle, and
we stood upon the platform, our faces
showing pale in the tinted curtain of the
eky that hung above the gnow-clad ridges
to the westward. The air was very eold,
but not with the koglish bitterness in its
breath,

We had half an hour to wait. Graden
despatched a second telegram to Pontre-
gina, marking the progress of our jour-
pey. He also wired to Thusis, ordering
@ carriage to meet our train

1 said!” he barked

CHAPTER XXIV.

The =un was up, very red and hold, as
we passed through Zurich; and where it
#ouched the great Inke, the waters shone
scarlst as blood under the slanting rays.
Before us the Alps were heaving upward,
growing mightier every hour, with the
pinuacies of their strange frost kingdoms
blushing in the early sunshine. By eleven
o'cinck we had left the open country,
passing into a labyrinth of valleys,
erowned with pines, walting black and
silent on thelr snow carpets, scored with
torrents and patehed with frozen tarus.
Coire Wwas reached by half-past one, and
thie narrow gange of the Thusis line car-
ried us through mendows and brushwood
aiorasses untll we crossed the upper
hine and drew into the station which
§s set under the ciiff bastions, outworks
of the Alp citadels ill'_‘_ll:l".

It was then three of the clock., There
weore still forty miles left of our journey
—a ten hours' drive over the passes to
the distant Engadine.

A carringe with three horses was wait-
jug to our order without the station.
We entered it at once, and the driver
swung his team into the ’l’iafnuknnllnll
road. Fifty frapcs from Giraden had im-
easell him with the necessity for haste,

pr { ;
Yet our pProgress was insufferably tedi-
ous.  Onpee across the bridge, we dropped

foto & walk, while our straiging team
tugged heavily up the pass of Schyn.
To our left the ridge barred the view; but
on the right; narrow valleys sliced deep
fnto the glittering heights above gaye us
sight of the stately penks that sentl-
nelled the eastern sky. In an hour we
bad entered the forest of Versasca—{or
such, 1 have learned, 18 its pame—and
8o climiszd on through the dismal ave-
pues of §ines till we passed through gal-
leries and tuunels, hewn deep o the oliff
glde, out into the barren suow fields onee
again.

The sun was setting as we rattled over
the pavement of the hill village of Tief-
enkustell, that erouched in the shadows
of the Albula Gorge. The dying rays
struck fiercely on the distant penks, un-
til those pale lce maidens found rosy
Linshes for such reckless gallantry. It
wyas a spectacle of infinite grandeur, and,
despite my impatienee, 1 leaned from
the window watching the light fade and
whiten Into the opals of the after-glow,

“Wa ean thank our Juck that there's a
moon,” said my cousin, as I drew back
fute my corner. “These drivers know
the rond llke a book, but 1 should like
our fellow to see where he's golng in
the Berguner Stein”

“1s it daugeroust’

“A ledge for m carringe way, and =
precipies for a diteh on the near side, is
not partleularly pleassut for the nerves
when you can't see your hand before

you,

“You have been here before, then?"

“Oh, yes!" he sald, and w0 we fell lnto
sllence,

It was past six o'clock when we left
Willsur, a tiny group of deep-eaved

——————————

the stream. As we roge the further slope
through n wood of scattered pines, the
moon came peering out from behind two
bare and lofty peaks that towered above
us into the southern nlght, lighting thelr
ley summits so that they glittered like
blades of poliahed steel, It was a scene
of such melancholy desolation that as onr
horses haited on the crest of the hill, 1
lowered the window, thrusting out my
head for a better view,

In front of us the white road curled
down into a gorge. an ink-black wedge
of shadow that drove into the distance
between silver cliffs bright with the
moonlight.

“Is this the place you spoke of?" I
anked.
“It's the Berguner Stein, If it's that
you want to know," growled my cousin
from nmongst his wraps. “Also, 1 wish
you would have the goodness to shut
thnt window."
But the remembrance of what he had
told me about the dangers of the place
sent my eves to the driver's box. "As 1
was leaning from the left-hand window,
I did not expect to see more than the
fellow's hat: Lut, to my surprise, there
he was well in view, his coat huddled
about his ears. As we moved forward,
the mystery explained itself. The man
I saw was not driving.
“We've taken up a passenger, Cousin
Graden,” said I, pulling in my bhead.
“What's that?' he asked sharply, for
my voice had been lost in the lond com-
plaining of the brakes as we trotted
down the decline,
“The driver's giving a friend a Uft," 1
cried, leaning towards him. *“I suppose
he picked him up at the Iast viHage,
where—""
I reached no further, for at that in-
gtant there rose from without a cry of
such utter terror that 1 sank back into
my place as if struck in the face by a
erushing blow.. I saw a falling body
flash by the right-hand window; the out-
ery of the brakes ceased with a grating
clang. And then, with a bound like that
of a leaping horse, the great post-car-
riage rushed roaring down the hilL
I thrust out my head, clinging to the
sills of the open window,
The man upon the box seat was lash-
ing the horses so that they sprang for-
ward in furious bounds. Even as I
watched, he cast nway his whip with a
peal of wild langhter that sounded- high
above the turmoil of the fiying hoofs and
the heavy wheels. He turned his head,
bending sideways, the reins held loosely
in his right hand. It was the face of
Marnae that stared down upon me.
His hat had gone, his white hair
strenmed backward in the wind. And
he was mad—mad with an open insanity
of which I had observed no trace he-
fore,. He shricked at me in trinmph,
waving his hand now to the horses, now
to the chasm beyond the four-foot wall
that gwarded the road. He cursed me
with furious gesticulations, Even as |
write, | seem to see those eyes staring
at me out of the white paper—eyes gog-
gling with the lust of murder. Heaven
send that time will wipe that remem-
branee from my brain!

I shrunk back into the earriage, that
rocked and swung and danced beneath
Graden's huge shoulders almost

me,
blocked the other window; but 1 caught

"qig?:t of the glint of his revoiver in the
moonlight. Was it to be man or horse?
One or the other, if we were not to leap
the precipice at the first sharp turn. Sud-
denly be shouted, and ngain [ struggled
to my post. In the darkness down the
road was the glimmer of lights Nearer
and nearer they drew, and I, ton, raised
my volce in a scream of warning. The
last fifty yards we took in one bound-—
or so it seemed. 1 saw a earriage grow
out of the shadow that the cliffs above us
drew across the road; I saw our leading
horse swing to the left and leap blindly
at the low wall that hid heaven knew
what frightful depths below; and then,
with a tottering slide that seemed to
wrench the heart out of me, we eurled,
a8 a motor skids, into one thunderous
crash that -blotted out the workld.
MRS HAHLAND'S NARRATIVE.

CHAPTER XXV,

1 have heen asked by my dear hushand
to conclude the story of which he has
placed the greater part before you, I
should have preferred that he had not
tried to recall details whieh | know he
ecannot remember without suffering; but
having once yielded to the persunasion of
his friends, I am ready to take every
shire of the burden that he will yield
Lo me,

My father and I, with Reskl, the man
that 8ir Henry had summoned from Po-
mnd, arrived in the Eogndine without
any Ineldent that Is worthy of descrip-
tion. We had engaged rooms in the prin-
cipal hotel under the name of Jackson, as
had been suggested, My father stood
the Journey very well. But this neces-
sity for giving a false name snnoyeil
him extremely, It was the first time in
his lHfe that e had done so, he said, and
I haod some diffealty in persuading him
not to confess the whole clreumstdances
to the manager on the day after our ar-
rival.

It was on the fourth day of our visit,
ahout five In the eveaing., that we re-
celved a telegram from London. It read:

“We are coming at once,—Graden,"”

A% can be lmagined, we were very
puzeled about it. We had sent no mes-
snge, and we could pot think what was
the reason for their sudden determina-
tion. Reski behaved in o most curicus
fushion when I told him. Jt might have
been the news of some great good for-
tune that had resched Lim.

“It Is very well, very well"” he kept
on repeating In Germap—a  langunge
which, fortusately, 1 ean speak, though
uot very correetly,

“What do you mean?' I asked him,

“Ach, Fraulem! If the two English-
men are coming, does it pot mean that
Marnae I8 here?”*

I suppose | turned rather pale, for the

Bhouses, and dropped down the hillside to

{n my heart, though, Indeed, T pretend-
ed to father that 1 had forgotten he ex
ted. But the next instant Reskl had
dropped down on one kuee, taking wy

hand and kilssing it

“l am a dog, Fradlein!” he anld wim-
ply. “L did not taluk of what 1 spoke
But it la the thing for which 1 forget
all else—to meet this man Who killed
wy son. Kor your (ather and yourself,
have mo fear, It is 1 that will ever
watch. You trust me, Fraulein?”

“Indeed, Reskl, I do,” 1 answered himj
and so we parted.

(To be continued.)
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MISTAKES OF

Canr's Law Officera Declured tc Ue
Extremely Stupid,
The Caar's whole bureaucracy has for
yeurs been so thoroughly detested by
all classes of Russluns that pow It 18
mainly filled by the least Intelllgent of
the population. And of these the pollee
are the worst, says Kruest Poole in the
World To-Day. 1 myself was arrestul
gevoral thines, a8 so many correspond:
ents are, nnd 1 found the police In ey
ery Instance the most dense of wortals,
From my newspajpr

RUSSIAN POLICE.

These two nre typical;

at a governor, killed him amd l~m'n|w-\l.:
The government sent all over the em

the assassin, his front view and his
profile.  And three weeks later n po
llceman In western Slberla telegraphed :
“Ilave captured both erimingls and
am bringing them to Petersburg.”

At midnight In

professor who had n new theory nbout
gravitation,

poor old professor shook with terror.

“Why am |1
“What Is my crime?”

“High treason!™ growled the police
man.

“But why? Why?

“Oh, don't try to fool me! You called
his lmperinl majesty an idlot!™

“Heavens!" cried the horrifled pro-
pose, “Why should you think I was
speaking of the Czar?”

down, puzzled.

“The dullest idlot In Russia,” he sald
slowly, searching hls memory, “Who
else could you have meant?”

All Horses Hate Camels,
Smoking a ciay pipe, the eclrcus sactor
sat In the winter tralning quarters.
Under his supervision a thin boy was
learning to rlde erect on a qulet horse
with a broad, fiat back.

“In some towns they won't let us
show,” stld the man, “unless we have
no ¢amels with us, Camels are n serl
ons drawback to shows, [Horses are so
wmueh afrald of them that lots of towns
won't let a came] enter thelr gates,

A horse won't go near a plece of
ground a camel has stood on, The very
smcll of a cnmel In the alr will make
a horse tremble and sweat. And thls
fear isn’t only found occasionally In a
horse here and there. It Is found In
every horse all over the world, Queer,
fsn't 1t? 1 often wonder why It Ix
Cattle hate dogs in the same way, and
cats hate dogs so, Here, though,
wo oan account for the hatred. Dogs In
primitive tiwes fed on cattle, no doubt,

too.

kil and feed on kittens.

“Horses love dogs, ['m sure [ don't
know why. Dogs fear no anlmals but
pumas and leopards. You can take 2
dog up to a llon's or a tiger's cage nnd
he will show no fear, but take Llm up
to the eage of a puma or a leopard and
he will tremble and moan and slink
away out of alght,

“All very puzzliog, isn't 1t?"—I"hila-
delphia Bulletin,

A physician, partisan of the curée hy
suggestlon, met the xon of a friend and
nsked how his father was,

“Not at all well,” sald the ehlid. “He
says he s very 11L"

“What nonsgense! Tell him from me
that he only thinks he Is 111"

Some days after the doctor
spme boy, “Well, how Is your

“Oh, doctor, he thinks he is
1 Mondo Umeristico,

met the
futher?"”
dead"'—

Had the Carves,

“What beciame of thit contortlonist
you used to advertise as the ‘boneless
wonder'?" querled the reporter.

“Oh, he got anvther job" replled the
museum manager. “He's getting $600
a week dolng a female Jmpersonation
ot and posing for the Ilustrations In

u fashlon magazine”

Disnppointed,
Mayme
turn down the gas?

1 wanted to #ee If he would try to kiss
me,

Infled ?
Pdyth—1 should say not
kissed me once,

He only

Invisible to Some,

“Henry,” sald Mrs. Meeker, as she
lald aslde the paper, “1 don't wee the
point to those everlasting jokes nbout
a man belng henpecked.”

“No, 1 suppose not, my dear” re
pled Mr. Meeker; “neither docs the
man.”

The Shorter the Mare,

“Tell me,” sald the Boston matron,
“do you belleve In long engagementsy”

“Heally,” replled the Chleago it
ron, 1 never gave that much thouglt,
but L can't say that I believe In long

fear of that dreadful man was always

marringes."—Pulladelplla Press.

when they nre frst peglnning to kn
men and thelr ways they are

t

good elothes,
jntend to Insinuate that some of

I
1

only
heyoud the surface
triends 1 heard good elothes

geores of storles about this stupldity. them.
| badly dressed, they

Some thue ago a man threw a bomb worth caltivating.

pire a placard and two photographs of mny bring.

Wworman

1

et
Petersburg an lnno- | condemin
cent pence-loving professor stoxd on A clothes nd plain
bridge staring Into the glugish waters work wonders with
of the Neva, He was thinking of a rival Ler,

wan who has no regard for
“That man.” sald the professor aloud, plcetles of dress
“is the dullest 1dlot In Russin.” |
Instantly n big pollceman pounced proud of the aj
upon him out of the darkness and with- | heart.

out a word began dragging him off. The Go to
lence to bear 1n persuading him to

arrested? he erled. 'take more palns with his appearance.
You will have to work on his vanlty,
but you will win out in the long run.
'!N-» eirl of sense will keop lerself from

of course,

loving n

(manly and henest any mah s
. look Ing.
fessor, the spectacles falling from his he

lon o
The big policeman stopped and looked that It takes more thun good Jooks to
Lmake 8 good busband.
i o good, honest man, a good provider
If he 14 alfo good looking, why all the
better, but that fs the least Important
of any quality In a
gpoll your whole life by
ghove the other qualities necessary In
the making of a good husband.—Caro
lige, In Chicago American,

and even to-day, here and there, they {'/

|

Chooslng ” Mushand.
The bhest man does not wlways wear
he fnest cont or the handsomest face.

that after a while, but
ow

Hrls learn

very apt
o be carried away by gond looks nid
1 do not by any weans
the
wext men In the world have not been
ot well dreased and handsome, bt
that very often glrls do pot ook
g.md lovks nnd
are enough 1o s tisly
If & man is plain of fuce nud
do not think bl
You pever oan tell, girls, what the
jevelopment of the guawky, ghy youth

Lipcoln wias plain, awk ’

the
not |

anid badly dressed, and vel
who married
wave exchianged him for
vdonls. Take the trouble to find |
ut what there s in o ah Iwfore you
ror his badly  Hibing
fnoe.  Any girl can
the man who loves

vard
nlim  would

the most per- |

i

Supposing you fall in love with n
the Httle
It will worry you,
every glrl wants to e
ypearance of her sweel
But don't be unhappy over It
work and bring sll your intiu-

for

man simply becnuse he Is plain
As long ns he looks clean nnd
g.-«)']

W e

If Le (s not all of those three,
can’t amount to anything
Don't waste your the and affection

dressed-up duummy. Remember

What you want

husband, Don’t
placing It

Freneh Model Hat,

the little O.yearold orphan In the asy-
lam to the lndy of high degres. In any
Cuban achool, tenchers and puplla are
alike wunsparingly powdered, and a
powder box 1s to be found In every
desk, and, an llkely as nol, keoplog
company with the chalk used for ihe
binckboard

ean be mado yy ¢ e
though the n::m'? 1ty
rondored darkop iy Mh !
the Khnde of (e

A Jncket that

of the original h:'..nm my
NAFTOW, rotoded reveey el
aver collar, {rl .g:“"
narrow brald put on Iy b
lon, 1t openn avee o Teut I
volt two shades (arker “'.
of the wuly Inntoria), :::t
tons adorn elthep slde o e
Itthe cont, and um"u:h 3
finish to the blas bands !
decoration of the m"'ﬁ :

Lady Somerset's Sunceesnar,
The Countess of Carlisle, who hns
boen elected to stcoesd Ll.d] Romoerset
as world's president of the Woman's
Christian  Temper-
ance Unlon, Is the
wife of the ninth

Barl of Carllale, ' b
and was before her .
marringe In 1864

the Hon, Rosalind

Frances Stanley,

youngest  danghter

of the secound Lady
Stanley of Adder-
ley. She has been
for years consplen-
ous In temperance work, and In 1003
was president of the Britlsh
Women's Tempetance Assoclation, She
nlso hns been an earnest worker In the
woman sulfrage wovemnent In England,
and founded the Woman's Liberal Fed-
erntion  nnd  beeame  Its president.
Countess Carlisle Hkowlse bhas been en-
ergetle In procuring bigher edueation
for women, She hos a warm, lmpulsive
nature, great strength of charactor and
a charming personality.

COUNTERN CAMLINLE

“hosen
Fronch women g

year for a permit h:u::

Bix leenses byve been (s
A prominent eye Wpectulin |y

land Dr, Maitlang '
ly married o -

Elizabeth Pace,

Lady Ada Mary Milbaske, g
grandaughter of the post, B!
OO N [eerems 10 ber owy riee
the death of her father, Lo

Queen Maud of Norway by gy
an album contalning WA
tings relating to berself asd Kiyg
kot

There has recently e ¢
Dessan, Germany, & school i
chiemists, Graduntes eng e
Lo $48 per month,

It has been decresd by the
board of Wabash, lod, that thk
ing must be tanght In the publi of
there and that boys sew u ol
giris .

Mins Grace M. Vareoe b g
the Atlantie twentyone tiom |
sgent of un English dames sg
and on each trip sbe has curid
her geins valued at $150,000 o 5

| FEI)

b

continue In

blouses will
favor for wenr with handsome sults,

A slivery gray volle, with a shadow
check over It, mnkes a charming gown
for a bride,

Irish lace

A good many allred and all-blue
hnts will be worn with the pew mixed
cloth sultings.

A blue corduroy sult has a walsteoat

of tan suede with n rather long-skirted Deaded Evening

jacket of the corduroy.

A deep wine color, neither red nor
purple, s a rich, warm shade for win-
ter, und will be mueh seen on the street
the coming season,

A black velvet hnt with n  erushed
erown, somewhat Jlke a man's soft felt,
ls faced with white sllk under the brim
and 18 trhimmed with & single long
white fenther, held In place by a cut
stel Duckle,

Felt, trimmed with velvet—an old
combination, and velvet with felt—a

Il il
il
1

Dovior

Why Woman
The New York Herakl says that men
physiclans o o certain manufactoring

Proapers,

dlstriet of Greaster New York are com
plalning about petticont practitioners
At first the mascaline doetor tolernted
the lady who appeared upon the soene,
but he has now think her =
serious evll, The voung doctors, treat
Ing the men hurt In the factories, and
kpowing that the fes was condit
on the financlal status of the patlent,
preferred In mnny nmpuinting
the Mmb rother than giving for next
to nothing a long course of treatment,
The waomen, belng more consclentions,
have In every cnsge tried the treatment
first to &ave the Hmh.  The nien are
grateful nnd the “womnn doctor™ Is
popular with all of them,

toine to

l'||‘tt

R ses

A Woman Can Keep n Secred,
Miss Mary 8. Aunthony, slster of the
noted Bupsan I3, Anthony, says that It

Why did you sllow him to Is not true that women tell seerets : nt

least, they only tell trivial things that

Edyth—O0h, merely out of eurlosity. harm no one. They do not tell socroets

thint would
chilldren-

uffect thelr husbands or
that s, very few women do

Mayme—Aud was your curlosity sat- and when such n thing does happen,

women are the first to condemn the
tattling womny, She related a story
0 woman whose husband refused
to tell her about a business transec
tlon, saylog, sneeringly, that no woman
eondd keep a secret. “Johin,” sald the
wife, “did T ever tell the secret about
the engugoment ring you gave mwe
abhont elghleen years ngat Did I over
let nny vne know It was only pnste 1™

Devoted 1o Fowder Pum,

The Coban womwnn, octogenarinn as
well as “sweet seventeen,” tonslders
powder a more necessnry article of the
tollet than soup and water, and utter-
Iy Indispensable to her atiractl veness,
Which It Is her absolute duty to pre-
serve.  All classes of the commuonity
are devoted to the powder puff, from

pow ohe— nlue out of ten hats show the
Leombdnation, often the two materials
| watehlng exactly ; but some wonderful-
Iy Interesting effects are obtaloed by 2
ilinost daring contrasts, p——
The girdles which were deeply point- The Naggine ':'
ed back nud froot are now curved con- The mokt Is the |
vexly o frout and arched In the baek, face of the vurih "
nnd If properly made—which mennus constantly nu;. ::“.'
eing wallboned—go far toward glving permity ble wife o

the mnel deslred sanishing curve to " j“:;;w::;:m“
I Mre oy o |'even T
the figure. For plump women, how- Nagglng Rrows foto o habll,

they are quite the reverse of ad-

i lrable,

GYeT,

wise man puts 8 stop to It M
ly, n good row belug
to ld in preserving SECEE
{13 wonkness thet wirds of (3
ened war of wonlk eSS
the man who doss the
wife should thes bring &

cllmax,

[AN MILLINERY.

The black and white striped material
[ should be made up over white silk or
pnde gray.  Black would not be at all
{nttractive.  In the colors also white Is
hest, althowgh o pale blue of the shade
tself 1 often efMective. Sk, of course,
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