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The Trail of the Dead:

THE STRANGE EXPERIENCE
OF DR. ROBERT HARLAND

(Copyright, 1905, by Joseph B. Bowles)
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CIIAPTER XIV.—(Continned.)

He was on old man, and it was worth
the effurt. But as 1 sprang towards him,
be whipped out a révolver from his pock-
¢t, and | sbrank away from the black
ting pointed at my chest.

“Such folly is not what I should have
pxpeicted from Miss Weston,” he con-
Hnued. “Should yoa cause me to kill
rou, I shall certainly not spare your fath-
tr. Aud why should two suffer for the
fault of one?”

“How am I to know that even if 1
pccept this that you offer, you will let
bim go usharmed?’ 4 cried

“On my word of bonor, [ will not hurt
& hair of Lis head.”

*“Your worl of honor!™

“Do you doubt me, mademolselle?’ he
thouted, tlaring up into another burst
pf passion. I come of an honorable
house, » louse thit served lts kings in
many wors before the Revolution de-
stroyed us. I nin no pig of a German;
[ um a Marnae of Toulouse, mademoi-
selle, und we hold to our word though
wie nre Lora in pieces."

“But how can you, a gentleman, drive
o junocent gl to so frightful n death
[ plesded with him,

“Innocent” Did syon not write that
article®” He spoke eagerly, with a
glance of keen suspicion.

“Yea, I wrote it."
“Then go, Hemember, T wait and 1
watch. If you fear to do this thing,

fes, even if you hesitate too long wver
there upun the cliff edge, 1 shall kill your
[uther."

Without another word I began to walk
fown the sloping moor towards the sea.

CHAI'TER XV,

1 hare asked Miss Mary Weston to
end her narrative at this point. [ think
It better that I should now take up
the threads of the story.

After Marnne's escape from Poland,
Bir Heney Graden and 1 traveled to Ber-
lin. There we carefully examined the
book of extracts which had come into our
hands, and seut warning letters to those
writers who from the muarginal notes
seemed to have especially roused this
madinan’s anger against them. The ex-
treme animosity which was  evinced
agaiust “Cantab's” article in the Uni-
versity Review especially alarmed us for
the author's safety. Finally we deter-
wined to proceed to London, discover his
ldentity, and take the necessary steps
for his safety. Distasteful as was this
fletective business to a man of my stu-
dious habit, I nevertheless felt that it
was my duty to assist my cousin In
hunting down the murderer,

It was on the evening of Bunday, Nov.
B0, that we arrived at Charing Cross
Station, from which we removed to the
morose respectability of Jerrold's Hotel.
At eleven on the following morning we
were ashered by a buttony boy .into the
editorinl sanctum of the University Re-
view,

Mr. Rolles—for such we had discover-
ed was the pame of the editor—remnnined
seated before his American roller-top
desk. He was a very Iarge and sleek
young man, with plump cheeks of a dingy
color, and pioce-nez glasses which he
wore half way down his nose. His gen-
ernl appearnnce was suggestive of a ca-
pacity for plum-duff and sugar water,
nud he oozed sell-appreciation from every
pore.

“And what ean I do for you?' he
Inguired, with a sednte patronnge,

“In the month of August,” said my
ecousin, deciining the chair that Mr.
Rolles suggested, “vou published an arti-
cle gigned ‘Cantab,” dealing with a book
written by Prof. Marnae of Heidelberg,"

“Most certainly. Pray proceed.”

“Ior the most urgent private reasons
I desire "Cantab’s' name and address.

“Which | cannot give you,” sald Mr,
Rolles, lighting a gold-tipped cigarette,

My cousin walled up to the editorial
desk and spoke down upon him.

SEFrom my enrd, sir, which 1 perceive
you have before you, you can judge that
I nm w respectable person.'

“Poerhaps, perhaps,” smiled Mr, Rolles;
Yhut nowndays even baronets, you know
are—ywell, not always worthy of such im-
plicit confidence as you demand.”

1 saw the right hand of my cousin
gteal out towards the editorial collar, but
ke restrained himself,

“You reduce me, sir, 1 epeak of my-
golf with less good taste than modesty,"”
he suid, “Have youn never heard of my
pame ns an eéxplorer or a scientist 7"

“Very often, my dear Sir Henry:
though even for so distingnished a light
1 eannot brenk my most sacred rule. If
you chooze to write to 'Cantab,’ I will
forwnrd the letter, Further I cannot
‘tl."

I dou’t think that Mr. Rolles will ever
realize how nenr he eame to a thorough
trouncing, For a moment my cousin, so
to speak, hung in the wind, Then he
drew up o chuir and sat down at the cor-
ner of the desk.

o1 will necept your offer, slr,”” snld he,
“(iive me a blank shest of paper.”

The letter written, it was handed over
to Mr, Rolles, who gave us his word that
it should go by the next post. Then
wae retired into the street.

My cousin was simply unbearable that
dny. He wns nlways impatient of delay;
but in all our wanderings together I have
never sulfered from him more acutely
He dragged me aimlessly about the
etreets, set me down to lunch at & com-
gortable »astaurant, and then swept me

off before the coffee arrived, T endeav-
ored to escape him, but the attempt was
a hopeless failure. Five o'clock was
striking when he turned his face enst-
wurd—he had been loguiring for letters
at the Travelers', In Pall Mall—and,
with his most unwilling companion trot-
ting beside him, again advanced on Co-
vent (Garden, near which the office of
the University was situated

“I'm hanged if 1 can stand this aus-
pense!” he explained. *Marnac has had
five or six days' start of us, and any-
thing may be happening. If that idiot
Rolles still refuses the address, T will
thrash him till he gives it up, and take
the consequences.”

He meant what he said—he always
did—and I followed him, with unpleasant
visions of a summons at Bow street and
caustie paragraphs in the evening papers.

But we were in luck. Mr. Rolles had
retired to the Athenneum for his tea, and
in the assistant editor, who received ns,
I recognized an old acquaintance. He
was A clever young Seot named Itaeburn
who had lived on my staircase at Coam-
bridge, and rowed bow to my two in the
college eight. ke nppeared delghied W
see me, and becpme duly impressed when
I introduced him to my distingulshed
cousin,

*Is there anything I ean do for you?"
he asked me, after a few minutes of the
conversation usoal in  such  eircum-
stances,

Evidently he had no knowledge of our
previous visit,

“8ir Henry here Is anxlous for the
name ond address of ‘Cantab.’ You will
recollect the man 1 mean; he contributed
an article to your August number.”

“Well, it's aganinst all the rales; but,
of ecourse, with you it doesn't matter.
He is Dr. Weston, the Regius Professor
of Physiec at Cambridge. The old gen-
tleman has been very seedy, I hear, and
is down at Polleven, on the Cornish
const, for the winter, That article seems
to have attracted a lot of attention, 1
had an old fellow here kicking up a fuss
about it less than a week ngo.'

“Whnt did he want to know?" broke
in Graden sharply.

“It was a long rignmarole of a story,
but it boiled down to this: that we were
charged with hopelessly misprinting Dr.
Weston's MSS, To get rid of the old
boy, 1 sent up for the original copy of
the article and showed it to him. He
went away quite satisfied after that."

“Idid he mention Dr, Weston's name?"

“No. That s—i1——"

“Did you?"

“Yes, 1 believe I did.
that he koew it already.
thing wrong?"'

Rueburfi has since admitted his doubts
a8 to our sanity; for without another
word my cousin rushed from the room,
and I followed at his heels,

But I took it
Hallo! Any-

CHAPTER XVI.

From the Review office to our hotel
was not grent distancd, and this we ran,
regardless of the Indignation of jostled
wayfarers. My cousin plunged Into the
smoking-room and seized a Bradshaw. I
looked over his shounlder with an equal
excitemment. The next express from Pad-
dington was at midnight, and it was
timed to arrive at the nearest station
to Polleven that the map showed us by
twelve-thirty the following morning. But
that village itself was distant by road
a good fifteen miles from the station.
With CQornish hills we should be lucky
if we arrived there by three in the after-
noon. The postal guide informed us that
our letter of warning would be deliv-
ered about twelve o'clock next day, A
telegram—{for there was no wire to Polle-
ven — would  searcely  arrive  earlier.
There was nothing more to be done.

It was, indeed, shortly before three
o'clock that our carriage groaned nand
sereeched its way down the steep descont
into Polleven village. At the inn we
goon discovered the direction of Dr.
Weston's cottage, and, taking the adyice
of the landlord ns to the roughness of the
track thither, we left our carringe and
started off on foot. After a stiff climb
of three-quarters of a mile between rug-
ged cart ruts running with water from
the winter springs, we emerged iuto a
little glen, sparsely wooded. At the
further end, built on the higher ground,
we caught a momentary glimpse of a
building which we took to be the place
we sought. From our right, low, boom-
ing reverberntions told of distant break-
ers on a rock-bound const.

It was I who first saw her, a glimpse
of white amongst the bare skeletons of
the stunted trees. Then at the turn of
the path we met her. Her face was pale
ng fine linen, her eyes fixed and glassy,
her arms with her cienched hands rigid
by her sides. She might have been the
ghost of some great lady who had died
by ervel wrong., So blindly did she walk
thnt I believe she would have puassed
us if Graden had not sprung forward
and barred her way.

Bhe woke a8 a sleep-walker wakes,
with a shuddering surprise.  “Who are
you?' she asked faintly, If she had
not grasped the branch of a tree, 1 think
ghe would have fallen.

“Are you a relation of Dr, Weston's?"
asked Graden very softly and kindly,

“His daughter." -

“And you go?"'

“To kill myself. Oh, nol" she burst
out as she sprang forward. “It Is no
good! You eannot “help me. The villain
sits In the porch, waiting and watching.

If T delay, he will kill—my father—my
poor old father, who I8 so {lll Let me
go—to the elif—Ilet me go, | say!”

Graden alipped bhis arm  round her
walst, and from his grest height looked
down at her with those honest blue eyes
of his that made every child his friend
at once,

“1 am old enough to be your father,
dear,” he said. “Yom ean trust wme, can't
you? Yes, yes, I knew it. Now tell me
—what have you to do?"

“He is waiting in the porch,
swered him. “If he doesn't sce me throw
myself over the cliffs, he will kill father."

“(‘ould he see us eoming by the path e
which bronght you here?"”

“Oh, yes; above this glen It Is open
moor right up to the cottage." o P

“Ig there a way to the back of the g
house 7" ==

T«

she an- .
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“Yes; but there ls no time”

“That |5 foolish talk. Come, tell me."

*About two hundred yards back on the
track you followed here there Is a little

-

spring amongst the rushes. There Is a
path, n short eut which the boys from
the village sometimes take that leads
fnto the clump of firsa by the garden
wall. The wall Is guite low—and then
—oh! then—you could get straight into
father's room. It Is on the ground floor;
the room on the left as you open the
back door. You could lock the door and
defy the other man"

“Now listen to me, dear” sald Gra-
den. “You must walk on very, very
slowly. Take all the time you can. At
the cliff top make several starts as If
you would jump, but fearéd. Mind that
you do not go too near the edge. And
s0 In ten minutes come home. We will
meet you, and all will be well—at least
for your father,” he added grimly.

“1 understand,” she answered simply,
gad walked on.

It was n wild rash that we made. We
found the spring, and turniog to oor
right, crashed into the thicket—for the
“path” was a courtesy title. The hang-
Ing scrub brushed onr faces, in the open

towIl.
structed,

patches the dead gorse dug its spines into | Sunk along the right of way.
nell will be eompleted during the eom-
It will be 3,300 feet long,
134 feet wide on the bottom and 14
feet 4 Ilnches high, with an arched roof.
Through It will*flow a volume of water

our knees. We quickened our pace in
the more open fir-wood, vaulted the fonr-
foot wall of the little garden, nnd, pant-
ing like exhausted hounds, ran furously
upon the house, There was no time for
dodging and crawling. It was a forlorn
hope we led.

And Dr. Weston was alive,

He sat amongst hls pillows, a great

Ing winter.

11 fest high.
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Work I8 belng pushed on the
Klamath, Ore,

reclamation

230,000 peres of lnnd now useless,

that area there will be 15,000 acres
ready for the plow
next spring, says €. M. Hystell In the
Portlnnd Journal.
The main cannl, which leads from the
lower end of the upper Klomath lake
to a polnt In the desert nlne miles edst
of the town of Klamnth Falls, 1s belng
rapldly constructed.
rledd fram  the anper

of

The wuter 1s

The

The nlne mlle sectlon of the maln
canal to be completed In next Febroary

vist

scheme,
well under way, to make productive

the Irrigntor

Inke throneh n
tunnel under g BN just north of the
This tunnel is being rapidly con-
It 18 belng drlven from both
oends, and also by drifting from shafts

imt:uurg 1
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will cover about 185,000 neres of first-
closs  ngricultural land that 18 now
semlarid, excepting for one-third of this
aren that I8 already susceptible of Irrl-
gatlon from an old project, known as
the Ankeny canal, now owned by the
government., A Iarge purt of the re-
malnder |8 coverad with snge-brush and
still held In  private ownership, al-
though subscriboed by the present own-
ers to the government project and sub-
Jeet to sale under the formuln preserib-
el by the Irrigation law, Hach privite
owner I8 allowed to petnln 160 neres,
o mnat anll tha rest of ha holding or
ultimately submit to having tha Water
Users' Assoclatlon sell It at publle sale.
Ultlmately there will be hundreda
of mliles of canals and ditches,
Through tids whole project and ex-
tendding from Klamath Falls to Tule
lnke, will run the channel of the Klam-
ath river, providing perpetunlly water
transportation for the farmers, While
the Inkes will he lowered nearly 15 foet
by the Irrigation plan, the present riv-
or ehannel will be dredged and deepen-
ed, forming a canal for navigation uses.

ot

cnr-

tun-

book upon his knees, gazlng over his
spectacles with the most profound amaze-
ment on his kindly old face at the two

r&mﬂiﬂﬁiﬂ!m-‘lw*!?l”li&

this mode of pinelng 1t had the advans

disheveled strangers who burst in upon g
him. Leaving me to guard and guiat
him—for, indeed, the shock might prove s
most dangerous—=Graden dushed out on
hia errand of vengeance. Two minutes

Marvelous,
Quaint and Curious.

o o

tage of rendering the motlon more easy
to the driver. To contribute further
[to thls end, the bottom or floor eon-
|ststm1 of a network of Interlaced

EEELEL S

Inter 1 heard him eall, and, breaking
off the excuses that I was Inventing, 1
ran through the house to join him,

Miss Weston and he were standing be-
fore the porch—alone, 8le was leaning
on his arm, panting from great exertion.

“Think of it, Robert!” eripd my cousin.
“e chased her—the villain followed and
chased her!"

“How is my father?' she faltered.
“In he—as this gentleman says—quite
unharmed 2"

“Quite safe, I nssure you,” I answered.

*I must go to him."

“One moment, Miss Weston,"” sald my

from one of
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Styles of Long Ago.

The monstrous appearance of the In-
dies’ hoops, when viewed behind, may
be seen from the following cut, copled
The ex-
ceedingly small cap, at this time fash-
fonable, and the close upturned halr
beneath It, glve an extraordinary mean-
ness to the head, particularly when the
Itberallity of gown and petticont
taken Into consideration; the lady to

Rigand's views,

thongs, the elastielty of which tn some
mensure answerad the purpose of mod-
ern springs.

The Egyptlan charlots were Invarla-
bly drawn by two horses abreast, which
were rliehly caparisoned, The
charlot of Egypt ordlunrlly carrled two
persons, one of whom acted as the war-
rlor, the other as the charloteer. Oc-
coslonally we find three persons In a
charlot, ns when two princes of the
blood, ench bearing the royal seepter,
or flabellum, aecompanying the king In

|
*la state procession, requiring a chur-

consin. “We have yet a duty to the
publie safety. Which way did thls man
run '

She told her story quickly. After she
had left us and gained the cliff turf ahove
the glen, she glanced back. To her sur-
prise, sha eaught a glimpse of him stand-
ing amongst the trees on the opposite
slope. Her delay had aroused his sus-
picions, and he had followed her. She
walked slowly forward and, as we had
directed, moved uneasily about on the
verge of the precipice. Presently she
again glanced over her shonlder. He had
now crossed the glen and was standlng
in the open watching her. The dis-

HooPS 1IN 1740,

loteer to manage the relns.

Pre-Adamite Bone Cave,

Among the wonders of the world, the
bone caves of the pre-Adamlite perlod
deserve a prominent place. It s to
this perlod that the extensive remalns
of Mammiferm found In the strata of
the Pampns of Buenos Ayres, and in
the ecaverns which are seattered In such
vast numbers over the continents of
Burope and Amerlea, and even In Aus-
tealln, are to be aseribed. Of these
caverns, o most extenslve one, and

tance between them was sbout two hun-
dred yards. She knew that we must
have nearly reuched the cottage, nnd
that If he had not already attacked her
father, there was no further danger. Bo
she started to run along the coast. He
shouted and drew his revolver; hut either
he thought the distance too great, or he
feared the noise o. the report, for he did
not fire. But her action evidently puz-
zled him, seeing that it left her father
completely at his mercy, He did not

of the hoop.

the left wears a black hood with an
ample fringed eape, which envelops her
ghoulders, and reposes on the summit
The gentleman wears u
smiall wig; the skirts of his cont are
turned back, and were sometlmes of
a ecolor different from the rest of the
stuff of which It wns made, as were the
cuffs and lapels.

among the first which attracted atten-
tlon, 18 situated at Baylenreuth, In
Franconla, and the engraving which we
here glven represents n sectlon of It
The entrance of thls ecave, about
seven feet In helght, 1s placed on the
face of a perpendicular rock, and leads

se' 0 g s
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pursue her far, but instead turped and
gazed intently at tne cottage. On her
part, she also stopped rouning to wateh
him. From where they stood the garden
was fully exposed, and at that moment
our forms appeared as we vaulted the
low wall. At which sight, Miss Weston
sniil, he gave a most horeible seream,
shaking lis fist towards us and filling the

Egyptinn War Charlot.

This eharlot, which ls mentioned In
varlous parts of seripture, and more es-
peclally In the description of the pur-
sult of the Israelites by Pharaoh, nnd
of Lia overthrow In the Red Sea, was
n very light structure, conslsting of a
wooden framework strengthened ani
ndorped with metnl, and leather bind-

air with imprecations. Then, withont
further noticing ler, he set off towards
the town. [or herself, she came back
ns fast as she could run, meeting Graden
before the door, 8he ndded some nseful
particulars us to his alins and his resi-
dence at the lun,

(To be continued.)
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gaged In the

hehind; for

—

Thore Magnzine Knockers,
“A modern dictionary, Indeed,” sald

answerlng  to
whieh Homer has glven of those n-

the

Trojnn war.

The sides were partly, and the back’
wholly, open; and It was so low thiat
a man could easlly step Into It from

there was no seat,

rider always gtunding in war or hunt-
I, though when wenrled

he

desceriptions

Tlght

PRE-ADAMITE DONE

CAVERNS,

to m serles of chambers from ffteen
to fwenty feet In helght, and seyeral
hurelred feet In extent, In a  deep
chesm, The cavern s perfectly dark,
un< the leicles and pillars of stalaetite
redected by the torches present a high-
I¥ pleturesque effect. The floor s lit-
teally paved with bones and  fossil

the

the smooth-tongued agent. *Just the|’
one for you"

"1 don't see why,” replled the editor
of the Jabem All Magazine. “We have
n dozen dletlonaries scattered around
here.”

"Yes, but this one has certaln words
arranged so nlcely."”

“What words?"

“Why, take ‘honesty,’ for Instunce.
It ls marked ‘obsolete. "

tepth, nnd the plllars and corbels of
waluctite also contaln osseous remains,
(‘fuvler showed that three-fourths of
the remalns In this and ke eaverns
were those of bears, the remalnder
conslsting of bones of hyenas, tigers,
wolves, foxes, gluttons, weasels, and,
other Carnlvora.

Church Town,
The town of Willls has 183 Inhabi-
tants, and 176 of them belong to the

Overhenrd nat the Garage,

“Yes,” snld the polite demonstrator,
“here |8 an automeblle Intended for
long tours. Why, here Is even a place
for knlvea and forks' .

“Ah, Indeed,” sald the caller, “And
what would you ecall that little machine
over there just bullt for two?"

“Oh, that's a place for spoona."

forward, so

oecnslonally slt on the sldes, or squat,
In enstern fashlon, on his heels,
body of the car was not hung on the
axle In equilibrio,

that the welght

thrown more upon the horses, Its
lightness, however, would prevent this
trom belng very fatlguing to them, and

The

but considerably

church. Iour of the seven who do not
belong are town loafers and the otuer
three are Infants, who will be taken
in as soon ns the wedather warms up
and they o¢an be baptized.—Kanaas
City Journal. !

Probably you have no call to talk
about ugly people
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