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CHAPTER VIIL

I was not favorably impressed with
this breeder of pigs. He was an elderly
man, full bodled, with white halr, that
stuck out stiffly from under his fur cap.
& red, bulbous nose, and shifty, suspl
cious eyes. He saloted us with a touch
of his cap in military fashion.

“And what is your business, gentle
men?' he asked.

“It Is less business than gratitude,"
#aid Graden courteously, “We bave
made this little pilgrimage to thank the
producer of the Lemsdorf hams."

“You are not dealers, then?"”

“No, but I—"

“Then take yourself off!"

“Herr Drobin!"

“Gol elear out! Do I not make mysell
plain®' he cried, his flusned face nod-
ding in time to his violent gesticulations.
“I will have no spies about the pldee!”

Graden sprang out of the sleigh and
strode up to the angry farmer. For a
moment I thought there would be =&
scrimmage; but the huge bulk of his an-
togonist was not without its effeéct upon
the German. [ have often noticed that
Ereal SLRLUre as 8 CUriously souilliug
fluence on the bad temper of an oppo-
nent.

“Why did you call me a spy?" demand-
ed my cousin,

*T'he people about here gossip of some
secret I hold," he answered wsulkily.
“Perhaps they apeak true; perhaps false.
Who can say? At least, I a no longer
a fool; my eyes have bheen opened. ‘You
have a good thing here, Herr Drobin,
There is a great future before you, if
only you keep your knowledge to your-
self,’ snid the Englishman to me. ‘If
strangers come asking questions, they
will be spies; send them away.' It was
fine advice he gave me; anyone can see
that. 8o be off with you!"

“l am an Enpglishman myself, Herr
Drobin. May 1 ask my compatriot's
name 1"

“I do not remember.”

“What, thep, wias he like?"

“1 eannot describe him,”

“You are discreet, raerr Drobin, Come,
pow, let us strike a bargain. I will

“make a guess at rour secret; if 1 am

right, you will tell me what you know
of this Englishman,"”

The German started back, staring at
Graden with little, bloodshot eyes, in
which surprise and fury were oddly min-
gled. Then, side by side, they stepped
into the shadow of the pines, whisperiug
together.

“They are all linrs, thess Germans,™
said our driver confidentinlly, turning to
me. “"For myself, { am a Pole.”

“You heard what was said. Do you
know anything of this English visitor to
Herr Drobin?"

“Most certainly, mine Herr. He was
of the name of Wakefield, He has stay-
ed several nights at the ‘Golden Adler.”
For the rest, he has been the guest of
him who lived ont there,” and he made
a gesture down the road that wa had
come.

A nameless fear took me by the throat
—a fear of unknown possibilities. I
would have questioned the man more, hut
at that moment Graden and the farmer
emerged from the shadow of the pines.
The latter had abandoned his truculent
manner, Indeed, he seemed oddly sub-
servient. As Graden stepped into the
aleigh, the man bowed low a curtsy,
which my consin answered with a curt
pod of dismissal,

“Drive on!" he ecried, and once more
we were ploughing our way back to the
Lemsdorf road.

“Did you ever study the properties of
the root ecalled madder, commonly known
as o dye?” asked my cousin suddenly.

.‘;_\‘0.“

“Then I must explain from the hegin-
ning., It is right that you should hear"

He pulled the fBaps of his deerstalker
eap over his ears—indeed, it was bitter
cold—and settled himself amongst the
rugs. 1 ecaught the outline of his face—
as jonws set, the cheeks drawn, the eye
hard and keen, the whole purposeful and
remorseless,

“When I was slicing the ham to-day,"”
he continued, “nan odd thing happened
My knife striick the hone and passed
through it as if it had been putty. At
a second glanee I noticed that the inte-
rior of the section so divided was of a
brownish red, It set me thinking. 1
began to remember certain facts. The
talk of the old servant concerning =a
gecrot held by the owner of the pig farm
at Gran concentrated my suspicions, the
proximity of the dye-works confirmed
them. I was almost certain of Herr
Drobin's secret befora he charged me
with coming to steal it

“Let me explain., Madder is n dye,
as you know. But administered to man
or benst, It has the curious effect of
coloring and pulping the bones to a gris-
tle. It is used sparingly on n few South
German plg farms, that the hams may
appenr attractive when earved. Herr
Drobin introduced it into German Po-
land. He obtained the root as he requir-
ed it by arrangement with the dys works.
Perhnps their presence suggested the
idea to him.

“Whether or no Marnae knew of the
uses of madder before he came to Lemas-
dorf, I cannot tell. From my' talk with
Drobin it would seem that his visit to his
farm was mora or less of an accident.
But, either way, the visit gnve him the
weapon by which he ‘might make a toad’
of nis enemy. That bitter eritlelsm, you

way be sure, was for ever running In

45 disensed brain/ The practical detalls
he learned at the farm would help him In
—what he had undertaken. His advice
to that old German was a sound move,
designed to cover his visits to the farm
and the suspicions they might afterwards
have excited.

“His method of getting into touch with
his victim was simple. He introduced
himself ns an Epglishman by a letter
which he himself wrote in his capacity
of Heldelberg professor, well knowing
that the police had not made publie their
suspicions of him. He assumed the name
of Wakefleld—the first that suggested
iteelf to him—and the nationality of an
Englishman, for, as we know, he spoke
the langunge to perfection. He adminis-
tered madder in some form until Mecher-
sky grew [11; after which, in his position
of medical attendunt, the rest was easy.
He fled when he knew that the end of
the tragedy was nt hand, that every hone
of uis vietim was fragile as thin glass,
Probubly he canght n momentary glimpse
of us in the 'Goldner Adler’; and his
midnight visit was to assure himself of
yvour identity. You were in great peril
that mght, Cousin Hoberg; 1 sbhudder W
think how great.

“Ha has probably escaped to-day;
there is a fast train to the west ot 12
o'clock he could eatch. But 1 vow be-
fore heaven, I vow before you as my
witness, that [ will pursue this flend un-
til I have run him down. Heaven knows
1 have no hatred towards him. [ feel to
him ag & man might feel towards a mad
dog which is a daoger to the peaceful
men, womer and children of his village.
It is the duty of the citizen to risk his
life in its capture.'

“Where do we go now?" I asked,

“I'a the railway. We must gather
whit news #e cam'”

The winter night was falling drear
and cold when our tired horses stuggered
up to the station door, I serambled out.
hungry, ceamped, exhausted in body and
mind, and followed my cousin within
The station was empty at the moment
suve for a disthnt corner whers a man
snt huddled on a traveling valise. We
advanced at once upon him. When we
were o dozen feet away, be started up
and faced uns.

It was Mossel, the licutenant of the
Heldelberg pouce,

“Any luck, mein Herr?' said he to
Graden,

“What in the world are you doing
here?' was the astonished answer.

“Well, mein Herr, 1 thought you
knew something, and followed you. When
I arrived this morning, I said to myself:
“The great white English ferret will be
at work to-day searching for the rat. 1
will wait at the station like a net into
which Mr. Ferret may turn the rat.)"

Graden skipped up to him and shook
him warmly by the hand,

“Capital, Mossel, eapital! And you—
had the net any luck?”’

“The net was sitting vpon the rat's
luggnge when you arrived this moment.
The net has been here for five hours, and
is cold nnd hungry. The net is of opin-
ion that the rat must have seen him and
abandoned his luggage. He has not left
by train.”

“HBut he ean escape in no other way.
We have him, Mossel, we have him."”

“8o it would seem,” said the lieutennnt
ealmnly.

CHAPTER IX,

IHL—THE CHASE IN THE SNOW.

I have endeavored to give the fucts of
my strange story without omission or ex-
aggeration. If 1 have failed, it is not
from forgetfulness; for 1 do not think
there §s n single detail that is not per-
manently fixed in my memory. Even now
I have but to shut my eyes to see the
face of Marnac peer into my old rooms
at Heldelberg, to stand once more trém-
bling with terror in the desolate court
yvard of Custle Oster, to drive through the
blinding snow to where the body
But encugh., 1 do not forget,

1 have already told you of the murder
of Prof. von Stockmar by, his rival, Prof.
Marnne of Heidelberg, and of the dis-
covery of the crime by my consin, Sir
Henry Graden, the well-known scientist
and explorer, who was then my guest nt
that university., 1 have deseribed the
steps that led to our following the mur-
derer to Lemsdorf, in German Poland,
and the means by which he compassed
the death of the unfortunate Mechersky.
1 have, moreover, lald before you the evi-
dence that led my cousin to believe that
Marnae was suffering from delusions,
and that Lis extraordinary crimes were
in revenge for cortain harsh criticisms
of 4 book on which he had spent many
years of labor., In my lnst statement 1
traced the pursuit down to the station
of Lemsdor:, where the murderer, flying
from the scepe of his revenge upon the
Russinn professor, had beeén turned back
from the railwny by Mossel, the lieuten-
ant of the Heidelberg police, who had
followed us to render assistance, Mossel,
imdeed, had waited by Marnac's luggage
for six hours, but the man himself had
failed to appear.

The winter's sun, chilled to a dusky
ball, was dipping behind the snow-clad
ridges to the eastward when we scram-
bled back into the sleigh. As our tired
horses stumbled through the outskirts of
the straggling wooden town, the shadows
rushed ncross the sky ns If fiying the pur-
suit of the gale that shrisked amongst
the honses, Night had fallen.

Burely we had him In our hands.

He bad not fled by rall. Bomewhere

in the town he must Le lurking, this
grey-haired fgure with the heart of a
hupted wolf. The thought of it deove
away the aches and eramps of exhaus-
tion, and 1 sat bolt upright in mwy seat,
staring into the gloom nhead, half ex-
pecting to see him Move ncross the suow
hefore us like a slinking beast of prey.
We liad decided to drive straight to onr
own inn, the *Goldner Adler,” where,
as we had discovered, Marnie, under the
name of Wakefield, an English traveler,
had also passed the previous evening.
Little had we thought that the being we
pursued, fresh from the murder of the
man we had come to save, was sharing
the same roof-tree. Perhaps there might
be news of him at the “Goliner Adler.”
Reski, the tall, handsome Pole, who bad
about him more of the feudal knight than
a country inp-keeper, met us in the
porch, bowing a stately welcome,

“You have had a bLad drive, gentle-
men,” sald he. *“The wind bhas been
fierce, and the snow, 1 fear, waa heavy,
Supper will be ready in balf an hour.”

“1 believe a Mr. George Wakefield
slept here last night,” sall Graden, dust-
ing the clinging flakes from his outer
wraps. "It is always plrasant to meet
a compatriot, If he is still in the house,
perhapa he will join us ar our meal,"

“Herr Wakefield! No, wein Herr, he
has not yet returned.'

“8p, he hias gone ont?"

The innkeeper hesitated, glancing un-
ensily at his questioner. 1le was evi-
dently in some uncertainty of miod.

“He is o steange man, the Herr Wake-
feld; thouph, perhaps, for an English-
mAan £

“He is not more mad than usual, eh,
Mr. Landlord?" luughed Graden,

oyzein Herr, it was not my intention
to speak thus of your great people,” apol-
nrtrod the man.  *1f he has surprised us,
It is doubtless beeause we, Leing ignorant
countrsfolk, do not understand his cus-
toms."

*Why, what has he been ahout 7"

“Well, mein Herr, it is this way. After
you had started for your drive to the
house of the Prof. Mechersky, Herr
Wakefield eanme running down from his
room with mooy questions concerning
you. He seemed sorry that you had gone
without seeing him, He then paid his
bill with the liberality of the kEnglish,
who are indeed a grea€ and gencrous nn-
tion, and commanded that his luggage
shonld be carried to the station for the
midday train, At 11 he himself set out
for the &tation upon foot, We were
sorry to lose so good a guest, What,
then, mein Here, was our surprise when
a little after 12 he reappeared, having
ridden back upon the sleigh that had
taken his baggage to the station! The
man who drove it told me that Herr
Wakefield had left his baggage upon the
platform unregistered, and that be had
seen A stranger standing by it as if io
charge."

Graden glanced at Mossel, who grin-
ned luminously,

“Proceed, Mr. Landlord,” he sald,

“He had only peeped into the station
and left at once, the man said. He
demanded of me a sleigh wau  good
horses, but the best 1 had were with
you, and it was necessary to send for
others from n neighbor. He was very
impatient of delay, using angry words,
At last he drove away, and he has not
returned.”

“Who went with him?"

“Ivan, my eldest son."”

“id he say where he was going?"

“No, mein Herr, only I heard him cry
to Ivan to follow the eastern road which
is townrds the Russinn frontier,"

“And while he walted for the horses,
what did he dogs

“Ag I have said, at first he abused me
roundly for the delny. Indeed, mein
Herr, 1 was surprised at his knowledge
of German, for before he had spoken
it very badly. For the rest, he sat by
himself, reading, in the best room."

“Please to show us there'

We tramped in single file after the
landlord throngh the ill-lit passages to
the “best room,” n parlor set aside for
important guests. It scemed o peculiarly
innartistic npartment, with green wall
paper and sugular chairs covered with
purple antimacassars, On the centenl
table stood a lamp, nod beside it lay a
pumber of those dingy bouks that seem
common to inns of nll nutions, Graden
made for them at ouce, and ns he sorted
through the pile of time tables, ecata-
logues, and trade papers, we stood watch-
ing him in surprise. Sulddenly he stapped
in his search with a little grant of satis-
faction, and deawing a chair to the table,
sat down., [ looked over his shoulder,
He was actually rending a  Germap
Baedeker!

“Doubtless yon are planning a pienie
party ¥ 1 soggested, with as muoel; sar-
casm as I conld put into the question.

“1 know you are tirdd and hungry, my
good Robert,” he nuswered; “but plense
keep quiet.'

He had reached “Lemsdorf”—I could
see the name at the top of the page—
und now was turning the leaves very
slowly. Suddenly he beld up the Buae-
deker to me,

“Do you see that?" he asked sharply.

A jagged ling of paper ran along the
Inner crease of the goide book. The
map of the district had been torn away!

Mossel thrust me gently aside and,
bending over, examined tha under page
thus left exposed. IHe took the book
from Graden's bhands and, earrying it
to the lamp, continued his scruting.

“You are quite right, Mossel," said
my counsine “Ilis pencil had a sharp
point,”

“Yon have n keen eye, Herr Graden,”
grinned the policeman. “ln our busl-
ness you would have made some reputa-
tion."

“This Is a new elition. How long
have you had it?"

“But a few days, mein Herr.”

“And have you been visited by any
tourigts in that time?" '

“No, mein Herr."

“Then this should make It a certalnty,
for T have a Baedeker of my own up
stalrs, One moment, while I fetch it."

e
.

(To be contlnued.)

Comfort for Hen and Chicks,
It is a cruel plan which shuts off the
alr almost entirely from the hen with a
brood of ehicks by placing o board in
front of the coop ut night; nor 18 such
i plan necessuey 0 one will take the
frouble o build a coop or coops after
the followlng plan, Balld the coop
ufter the usual plun, sloping the roof
to the rear and covering the frout with
slate except nt one lower corner, where
# door should be arranged, so that the
ber enn be easily let out when desired.
T'o solve the problem of plenty of fresh
air and at the game thme feredom from
prowling small animals, constroct A
sereen ; make the frame large enough
campletely to cover the front of the
voop and cover It with wire netting ; nt
gither glde fasten a steap with a hole In
the end, and on the siles of the coop

w

COOP FOR THE CHICKS,

when pliuced have the glde pleces large
dviven In them about one-quarter the

in the ground at either end of the coof

to receive the nails; B, the screen com

sereen.—Indlanapolis News.

What Makes Qunality in Egan.

egE grower who wishes to ereate a reg-
ular demand for lils eggs at  high
prices must market his stock prompily,
for there 1s nothing that so disgusts

find that the eges that he bought for

two or thres weeks, Storage oggs, that
are put Into the refrigerator Immedl-
tely after they are luld, come out het-
tor, after four or five months have
elupsed, than the eggs that are allowed
to remain In the farmer's pantry for o
month after they ure Inid before they
nre marketed.

The Trock Garden Inseet,

Insects Infesting truck gardens very
often nffect field crops as well, but It
should be borne in mind that pest ex-
terminting methods that are of no use
fn large areas are often the best in n
small patch where there Is more Inten-
slve cultivation, and where the price
the output brings will warrant more
outlay.

Kerosene Emulsion.
One-half pound of soap, one gallon
of bolling water, two gallons kerosene.
Churn with a force pump for a few
minutes until it forms a smood, hutter-
milk like emulsion and reduce ten to
twenty-five times,

Foul Odors In Cellar.

When cellars become musty or foul,
and odors are noticed, the best thing to
do 1s to close all the doors and windows
and burn enough suiphur to fill the cel-
lar room with dense fumes. Leave |t
slosed for anhour or two,and then open
the doors and windows. Next, white-
wash the walls and cellings with two
conts of good whitewnsh, Sulphur gas
s henvy and settles, hence care must
be used to ngltate the alr In the cellar
by selecting a windy day for the work,
Julphur fumes will destroy all kinds of
Jeris,

pliee a screw, over which the straps
ate placed to hold the screen in place.
To make the screen still more secure

enough o that o long wire mmil may be
length of the nall, at the end; then sink

two pleces of wood, each having a hole
in the end, into which the nafl In the
end pleces of the sereen will fit when
the latter 1 In position. In this way It
will be lmpossible for the sereen to get
loose. In the ilustration, H, ot dotted
Hne, shows where the sereen will come
when in position; A, the side plece of
the screen, with the long wire nall In
position; 3, 3, the stakes In the ground

plete; G, the swinglng lath by which
the deor for the use of the hen ls kept [ when the chaser s bent on pleasura
In place, and 2, the mnnuner of attach- |only. When It becomes an everyday
ing the small strap to the side of the | duty the funny feature disappenrs, and

The grocer soon learns that he must
gond good eggs to bis cnstomers or he
will not bave them long. and the farm-
er who is progresslve wlll soon learn
that he must do the same, The word
reesh,” when applied to  eggs, may
mean & great deal, or It may not, The

the experienced handler of eggs as 1o

fresh hod been beld In the country for

Cont of Halsing » Calf.
A good deal of discussion bhas often
been provoked gs to the cost of bring-
Ing up o helfer ealf, Mr. Clark, of the
Alabuma experiment statlon, has re-
corded data. The record covered the
Ieriod from birth to maturity—approx-
lmately two years,

Ouve of the culves, which weighed at
birth Afty-six pounds, cousumed durig
the first year of Ler llfe 159 pounds of
hose milk, 273 pounds of skim milk,
G0 pounds of bran, 224 pounds of hay
and was pastured for 161 days. When
she was 1 yenr old she had cost $12.80
und she weighed 435 pounds.

Duaring the secoud year her ratlons
were made up of sorghum hay, stlage,
o4t straw, corn stover and a lttle cot-
ton seed and bran. The pasturnge pe-
viod covered 224 duys. The cost of the
feed wus $0.00 for the second year and
she welghed at the end 665 pounds.
Thus the total cost of feed up to the
time of maturity was $21.005,

No All-Rlonnd Poultry Food.

A correspondent asks for some poul-
try food which will answer for genern)
purposes—that Is, a food which will
make hens lay, which s also good for
lttle chicks and which may be used for
Fulleniog laler if desiced. Novices o
poultry raising are quite likely to ba
more or less disturbed by the amount
of detall required to earry on the work
succeessfully and are generally seeking
for some short cut, especially In the line
of feeding. The snme food which will
mnke hens lny without fattening themn
will not do to fatten them on. Of
course, corn Is usually n part of the va-
riety fed hens and will of {iself futten
them, but 1t I8 not used by itself ns a
regulie diet for lnying hens' It would
be as absurd to feed hens cracked corn
entirely ns It would be to feed little
chicks the whole kernel.

Water HBefore Feeding.

This questlon of watering 'before or
after feeding hos never been settled,
A leadlng Epglish authorlty states that
horses should never be watered untll
after feeding, but always before, espe-
clally If the feed Is graln, If a horse
18 very thirsty give him water and
then walt a short time before feeding.
It possible, horses should always hava
neeess to water, They will drink less
and there Is much lesd danger of Indl-
gestlon or cholera, If a horse ls ex-
bnusted from overexerclse, the supply
of cold water should be lmited. 1f
water 1s tepld, a much larger amount
may be allowed.

3
]
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- Hog Cateher,
Chnsing hogs ls exceedingly amusing

instead the air Is generally Inden with
expletives not sultable to polite soclety.

SUBDUES THE HOG,

The log Is an elusivebeast. Being round
wnd fat—and also slippery—the chaser
I8 not afforded any polnt of vantage to
obtain a firm hold, This 18 true with
but one exception, and that s his tall,
But here agnin the chaser s handicap-
ped. IMogs' talls are so little and ot
the saime time so frall that not Infre-
quently the hog emerges from the chase
minus his tall, A more sensible method
Is the use of the lmplement Illustrated
herewith, ‘The lnventor, un Iown man,
clalms that no diffienlty 1s experlenced
In getting the noose In positlon. When
once It 1s securely clanmped on the hog's
nose It s an easy matter to lead the
animal to any place desired.

New Une for Watermelonns,

A Georgla farmer 1s sald to have be-
come the ploneer in a new Industry—
namely, making slrup out of watermel-
ons. He cuts the mglons In halves,
scoops out the pulp, runs It through a
clder mill, presses out the julce and
then bolls the liquld for twelve hodra
over n hot fire. Out of 270 melons,
worth 0 or $0 at wholesale, he gets
thirty gallons of sirup, and markets the
product at 50 cents a gallon. The re-
fuse is fed to the hogs, cattle and chick-
ens, and the whole operation ls very
profitable.
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