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The Trail of the Dead:

THE STRANGE EXPERIENCE
OF DR. ROBERT HARLAND
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CHAAPTER XXII. {

In my narrative, now drawing to its
conclusion, 1 have endeavorad to nvoid
emotion or exaggerntion, Yet as I glance
over Its pages, 1 eannot proclaim myself
as sntisfied. On such an evening as this,
with the snummer woodlands beneath the
cottage basking in the tender glory of
the sun's farewell, with the silence of
the day that is ending holding the quiet
fields—on such an evening, I say, my
story, even to myself, appears imposaible,
a nightmare born in the land of evil
dreams, Yet I have but to turn my eyes
to where my dearest wife sits at her
work, to know that it is true; for it was
In that time of danger that Providence
gave wme the wost generous of the gifts
that can be bestowed upon man.

Two days after Marnac escaped from
our pursuit at Southampton, a little eoun-
ell was gathered in the parlor of Dr.
Weston's cottage at Cornish Polleven.
In his grent arm-chair by the fire sat the
old scholar, with the lamplight exposing
the delicate fragility of a face whereon
consumption had set its warning. In odd
contrast was my cousin, 8ir Henry Gra-
den, who econfronted him. Great-stat-
pred, stern, he wna of that
type that can fearlessly execute, ns well
as intelligently conceive, a plan. Mary
Weston was on a cushion at her father's
knee, his hand in hers; and it was more
often to that noble girl that my glance
wandered than to my cousin, though, in-
deed it was he who now set before us
the position of nffnirs.

It was right, he said, that Dr. Weston
ehould know, even as his daughter knew,
the danger that hung over us., And so,
from its commencement, he told that ter-
rible story; how Marnac, the celebrated
Heidelberg professor, had been seized
‘with a partinl manin born of heredity,
nurtured by overwork, brought suddenly
to the light of the violent attacks deliv-
ered agdinst a book on which he had
spent half his life; how he had planned
to destroy his more bitter ndversaries,
and how, by his insane cunning, he had
brought ahout the deaths of Von Stock-
mar and Mechersky; how, In his des-
perate flight from our pursuit, he had
killed the son of Reski, the Polish inn-
keoper; how he had come to England
to end his vengeance upon Dr. Weston;
and how he had been led to believe that
Mary was the writer of the attack which
had ineensed him. All this he explained;
and while he spoke, the shadow of the
terror seemed to creep over our very
souls, so that we drew together like
sheep that hear the cry of wolves in the
snow-clad hills.

It was Dr. Weston who first broke the
pilence that followed Graden's conclu-
glon,

“You have referred to a certain book
or dinry belonging to this Marnae," said
he, for indegd my cousin had mentioned
that discovery at Heidelberg. “And 1
guther that from it you first learned the
pames of the sclentific enemlies against
whom an attnek might be directed. 1id
this madman include in his butcher's list
any persons besides Voo Stockmar,
Mechersky, and myself ¥

“Phere were severnl other names,” re-
plied my cousin; *‘but 1 do not think their
eriticiams  were sufficiently  severe to
place them in serious danger. [ have,
however communieated with them all
On the least suspicion they will inform
the police and nlso telegraph to me nt
my London house. My servant there is
kept informed of my address from day to
dn}'."

“And the police?’

“In international matters they move
plowly. It has been n chase across
Gurope, remember, Months have often
elapspd before very ordinary eriminnls
have been arrested. But this man is a
remarkable linguist; he has some five
hundred pounds yet in his possession, and
hie has the cunning common to the par-
tinlly insane. The Hnglish police have
full information, but by this time he
may be In France or Belginm."”

“What, then, do you propose, Sir Hen-
n?ll

“For the moment we have no definite
objective. It wonld he useless for us w
start for the continent without further
information. Until It reaches us, we
ghall stay in this eountry."”

“I quite understand. 1 trust that for
the ten days that we still have at Poll-
even, you will congider yourselves my
guests—though 1 fear that the size of
my cottage forbids me asking you to
leave your quarters at the inn.”

“Arp you, then, returning to Cam-
bridge, Dr. Weston? 1 thought you had
gettled lere for the winter?' usked my
cousin.

4“1t was so intended, but my doctors
have ordered me to the Engadine. They
suy—it is my only chance, Sir Henry."

Mary Weston's eyes rose to her fath-
er's face in one brief, pitiful glance, and
then her head dropped forward, Poor
girl! she knew that he had spoken truly.

“Phe Engadine?”

Graden rose In his ponderons fashion
and stood with his back to the fire, 1
could see that the intelligence concerned
him—concerned him, indeed, too nearly
for immedinte comment, It was some
moments before he spoke again,

“Porgive me, Dr, Weston,” he sald,
“hat is this a sudden resolution 7

“We decided yesterday.”

“Ia it common property? Do the vil-
dagers know 7’

“Renlly, Bir Henry, I have no ldea. I
should not think they know."

“I will be quite plaln with you, Dr.

Ennn-nvad

’

Weston, for that is always the best, Un-
til this madman ia secured, you and your
daughter go in some danger. You should
be safe enough In Switzerland, if you
keep your address a secret. But even
then we must arrange that you have a
truveling companion that can be trust-
ed.”

“I shall be very glnd to go,” 1 Inter-
jected.

*No, Robert, that will neter do,” he
snld. “To divide our forces would be
the worst generalship. Ouor duty is plain.
We must be prepared to strike at the en-
emy wherever he may be found. Other-
wise, there will be weeks of anxiety for
us all, and henven knows what devilish
work going forward! Whom ean we
send? That we must first decide.”

*There is Mossel:' 1 suggested, recall-
ing the aid that stubborn German police
man had already rendered us,

“He wonld come gladly enough, Baut
I do not think the Heidelberg authorities
would sanction his departure on so vague
a journey. No! 1 am afraid Mossel
is out of the guestion.”

“What of Reski? I saw him find the
body of his son; he wounld travel to the
world's end if It brought a chance to meet
the murderer.”

“T'he very man.
Robert."

And so it was settled. We were to
gsend a telegram to the Polish inn-keeper
next morning. If he agreed to our re-
quest, money could be forwarded In time
for him to meet us in London, where he
would tnke up his duty as escort to Dr,
Weston and his doughter,

“Hemember, please, that your destina-
tion Is a secret,” said Graden, as we
mnde our adiens, “There must be no
leaving of indiscreet addresses, Dir, Wes-
ton; no explanatory letters to old friends,
Miss Mary."”

“My father and I—we understand,”
ehe said, looking him gravely in the eyes,
And so we passed out into the starlight.

They weére pleasant days that followed
—danys that scemed to me the happiest
In my life. Was It the contrast with
the eventa of that terrible pursuit which
gave them thelr perfection? 8o I argued
at the time. Yet each hour I knew more
clearly that it was Mary's bright eves
that warmed the winter sunshine, and
Mary's presence that gave the beauty to
that wild, inhospitable econst. Of morn-
ings we walked together on the cliffs;
and as night drew in, blotting out the
gray wastes of the Channel seas, we
joined Graden and her father In the lit-
tle parlor, listening to the talk of those
two great-hearted, simple men, On the
second dny Reskl's answer came, accept-
Ing the trust we offered. Then for a
week there was no newa from the out-
side world'to trouble us, and no inel-
dent at Polleven to remind us of our dan-
ger gave one, which, insignificant though
it seemed, [ do right to set it before you.

As I have mentioned, a narcow dell or
“goyle," as the West-country folk would
have it, ran between the cottnge and the
sea. It wns a ruinous place in the win-
ter-time, sprinkled with trees knotted and
bent under years of conflict with the
winds, and floored with dead bracken
and patches of gorse. In the summer it
was, doubtless, pleasing enongh; but in
that December weather it seemed shriv-
eled nnd forlorn. Indeed, it was not a
spot we greatly favored.

1 thank you, Cousin

CHAPTER XXIIL

It was about four o'clock on a Satur-
day afternoon, the fifth day of our visit,
that Miss Weston nod 1 entered it from
the seaward aide, We had taken a sharp
walk to the Bredairs Strand, where the
famous caves are sitnated, and were re-
turning to tea. We came upon them at
an angle of tue thicket—a man and n
woman seated on a fallen log In eager
conversation, Miss Weston held up a
warning hand to me, with amusement
twinkling in her eyes

“0h, Mr, Ilarland!" she whispered,
“and at her nge, too!

“Why, who was it?" I asked, for their
backs were turned towards us.

“Don't you see? It is Martha, onr
hougekeeper. Sne I8 fve and forty if
she is a day. Fancy Martha with a young
man of her own! 1 wonder who it can
be?"

Wherenpon ghe fairly gave way to her
merviment In a low ripple of langhter.
It was loud enough to reach the enrs of
the pair before us, for they started to
their feet, the woman facing round bold-
Iy with flaming cheeks, while the man,
after one swift glance, dropped back a
step and stood shamefacedly, with down-
cnet eyoes, Miss Weston nodded to
Martha and we passed on np the track.

“0On! I nam very, very sorry!l" she
erled to me when we were out of ear-
ghot. “I am certnin that wretched man
is only after her savings. What a silly
old dear she is!"

“Ie seemed about the average in bash-
ful rusties,” I answered her,

“I1e is one of the worst men in the
villuge — a drunken lonfer, who never
lenves the inn bar until he is almost
starving. I wonder at Martha, for, be-
gides his reputation, she knows "

“What?' 1 asked, for she had stopped
with a little shiver,

“They say in the village that Penrp-
mapn—for that is his nnme—acted as a
sort of servant to Professor Marnae
while he was nt Polloven. At least I
know that Penruman brought us mes-
sages from him twice, and once he eame
with & book that had been lent to fath-

"

“Was
then ¥

“1 don't know, Mr, Harland; but this
is the first time I've seen them together.
Plense don't say anything more sbout it
I will have a talk to Martha privately,
and see if I ean put some sense into
her silly head.”

As [ was walking back to the inn he-
fore dlnner 1 eanght sight of Penruman
coming out of the village postoffice. He
siouched away up n side street at sight
of me. You may think me dull, but I
had no suspicion of the truth.

If I had only known.

We all traveled to London together,
taking rooms for the night at the Char-
Ing Cross Hotel; for though Graden had
chambers in the Albany, he preferred
that we should not be separated, It was
here that Reski joined us. Sorrow had
burnt its mark upon the Polish inn-
keeper. His thin, handsome features
were yet more drawn; and though hia
courtly manner was unchanged, an alien
feroeity lurked in his dark, reflective
eres. It would not go well with the
murderer of his only son if he should
meet him face to face. So I thought as
he stood before ns, his hat raised, bowing
us 8 weleome,

At nine-forty on the following morn-
ing, we wera gathered In n little group
on the departure platform. Graden, who
had talked with Reskl far Into the night,
repeated his orders. To preserve the
secret of Dr. Weston's residence was of
first importance. He would register him-
self nnd his daughter In the name of
Jackson. All letters, whether from or
to the travelers, were to be forwarded
under cover to Graden's chambers, where
a servant in whom he had absolute trust
would despateh them to their respective
nddresses. On the slightest suspicion of
danger, a telegram would bring our as-
sistance from whatever spot our quest
had drawn s Neither Do, Weston ooz
his dnughter were to lenve their hotel
at Prontresing, even for a walk, without
the escort of the Pale.

“I do not wish to alarm you with nb-
surd roles, Miss Mary," concluded wmy
cousin; “bot*it fs well to be enutious.
Begides, it should be only for a few days.
1 have found means of awankening the
continental police to Interest in his cap-
ture, and we may hear of his arrest at
any moment. Ah! there goes the whistle.
Good-bye, Dr. Weston. Good-bye, my
dear girl. God keep you!"

He was old enough to be her father;
yet 1 did not consider his age was suffl-
clent excuse for the kiss that he touched
on her forehead.

We saw her handkerchief fluttering
from the earringe window as the train
drew out of the station. I watched it
fade mto the muddy grey of the morn-
Ing; and as it disappeared, the love 1
had hidden from myself rushed over me,
so that I stood with staring eyes, per-
hups as foolish and woe-begone a figure
as humanity has ever smiled to witness,
And for this 1 shall always thank my
cousin, Harry Graden, that he slipped hig
arm in mine, leading me down the plat-
form as if he had noticed nothing out of
the ordinary in my manner,

(To he continued.)

Penruman courting Martha

LINCOLN'S FAIRNESS,

It Was One of His Strongest Trealts,
Governing Every Action of Lite,
General Taylor was triumphantly

elected, and it then became Lincoln's

duty, a8 Whig mewmber of Congress from

Hinols, to recommend certuly persons

to fill goverument oflices In that State,

He did this after he returned to Spring-

field, for Lis term In Congress ended on

Miarch 4, 18449, the day that General

Taylor became President, The letters

that he sent to Washington when for-

warding the papers and applieations of
people who wighed appolntment were
both characteristlc and amusing; for
in his desire not to mislend or to do

Injustlce to any man, they were very

apt to say more In favor of the men

he did not wish to see appointed than

In recommendation of his own partie-

ulir eandidates.

This absolute and impartinl falrness
to friend and foe alike was ohe of his
strongest tralts, governing every action
of his life, TIf It had not been for this,
he might possibly have enjoyed another
term In Congress, for there had been
talk of re-electing him. In spite of his
confession to Speel that “helng elected
to Congress, thongh I am very grateful
to our friends for having done i, has
not pleased me ns much as 1 expected,”
this must have been flattering.  But
there were many able young men In
Springfiell who coveted the honor, and
they had entered Into an agreement
among themselves that each wonld be
content with a single term. TLincoln of
conrse remnined fafthful to his prom-
Ize, [ia striet keeplng of promises
eaneed him also to loge an appointment
from Presldent Tavlor as Commissioner
of the General Land Office, which might
epsily have been hils, hut for which he
had agreed to recommend some other
Tilinols mnn. A few weeks Iater the
Presldent offered to make Rim Governop
of the new Terrltory of Oregon, Thie
atteneted him much more than the oth.
er office, but he declined heecanse hig
wife was nnwilllng to llve In a place so
far nway,

His eareer In Congress proved of
great advantnge to him In after life.
having glven him a elose knowledge of
the workings of the Tederal Govern-
ment, and bhronght him  Inta  econtact
with politleal lenders from all parts of
the Unlon.—8t. Nlcholas.

Suflicient Reanmon,
Blox—What Is your reason for think-
Ing Hawlker lsn't a gentleman?
Knox—HIs persistency In declaring
that ba ia

*You look uncommonly cheerful,” re-
marked the jJunlor partoer to the se-
nlor, as the latter threw back the
cover of his desk and prepared to at-
tack the mall,

“Do 17" asked the senlor, smiling. “1
didn't know it."”

“You look ns If somebody had left
you money,” pursued the junior. “You
want to take care how you come into
the oflice beaming like that or the of-
fice boy will be asking you for a
ralse."

The senlor composed his fentures to
an expresslon of gravity for a moment,
but the smile ecame out ngain, broad-
ened and broke into a lnugh. “That's
not so bad elther, consldering' he said,

“But I give you my word 1 never
thought of it before.”

“Of the boy?"

“Of—ha, ha! Say, do yon know

things have been golng wrong with me
this morning? 1 don't know when |
ever got up feeling ugller. See my
chin?”

“Cut yourself, didn't you®"'

“Yes, T eut myself, but that wasn't
the anly thing 1 got up Inte to hegln
with and that nearly always makes me
mad when I want to get up early for
any reason, I flgured on finlshing rak-
Ing up the leaves on the lawn and
burning them In the back lot before
breakfast. I worked like a naller last
evenlng on the job and T had qulte n
plle raked up. Well, when I looked
out of the window I saw that the wind
hind come up and seattered them all
over where I'd praked, That was
enough to make a man mad, wasn't
&l

“Certalnly,” sald the junlor sympa-
thetlcally.

“Then, when I took up my tronsers
the change fell out of my pockets and
one coln rolled under the bed 1
struck a mateh to s where It was
und the flame canght the fringe of the
counterpane and It got scorched pretty
badly. It was a counterpane that my
wife thought a great deal of, too. 1
burned my hand a little beating it out
—not enough to hurt n great deal, but

enough to make me feel like saving
things best left unsald. I just caught
a glimpse of the coln and 1 took It for
n §5 gold plece. 1 had a couple of
them In my pocket and I'd only plcked
up one, s0 1 crawled under the bed
after It. I'm a pretty tight fit for the
spnce, by the way."

“You're not as slim as you used to
be" sald the junlor. “Go on; my heart
aches for you."

“1 got n lock of halr tangled in the
wire springs, You needn’t lough. I
haven't much bair, but I had enongh
for that. I promptly extracted part of
it and part of It [ left there Then
I got my penny and backed out, knock-
ing my head agninst the side rail as I
did s0. As I rose to my feet | saw the
$0 gold plece nestling coyly against the
foot of the bureau. So it's no wonder
I cut myself when I shaved or that I
wis not exactly pleasant to my wife ant
the breakfast table when I blistered
my thront with the coffee and she told
me 1 usually made such a fuss If (¢
wusn't hot.

“I don't Dlame yon," sald the junlor,
“Rut that hnredly explalog your pleasant
hnmar now "

“Well,” sald the senlor partner, *[
started for the train full of gall and
bitterness, and with four minutes to
make It. Wisner was nhead of me,
You know Wisner, don't you? That
pursy, dignified chump we met In the
drug store last time you were down
Well, here eame the truln In and T was
still 200 yards from the statlon and
Wisner was n hundred yards ahead of
me, when he stubbed his toe and went
rolling and sprawling right Into the
middle of the worst puddle of mud you
ever Baw, his hat under him.

“1 didn't stop. [ made a spurt and
1 just got on as the train pulled out, I
looked back then and saw  Wisner
seramble up, covered with mud, e
grabbed his hat, made a short run
and then, seeclng It was no good, stop-
ped and shook his fist ot the train, If
you could have seen him!

“I'd been having hard luck myself,
but—well, I've been feeling happy ever

since."- <Chileago Dally News,

NEW MARISCHAL COLLEGE AT ABERDEEN.

The new Marigehnl College ot Aberdeen, Scotlund, which has Just been

completed, Is shown In the illustration

It was dedleated recently by King

Edward during the quarter-centenary celebrations of the University of Aber-

deen, of which Marlschal Callege and King's College now form a part,

The

new Marischal College s sald to be one of the most beautiful college bulldings

fn the world,

Practically the whole slde of one street was razed to make

room for It, and among the houses demollshed was the once handsome man-
glon In which Lord Byron and his mother spent some years of poverty while

the poet was attending the Aberdeen grammar school,

founded In 1593 by George Keith, fifth

Marisehal College was
Gurl Marlschal of Scotland, who was

horn In 1558, and who died in Dunottar Castle in 1628, Dr. George Campbell,
the celebrated author of “The Philasophy of Rhetorle,” was nt one time at

the head of Marischn] College., As a

wemento of Byron's resldenice on the

gite of the school, 1t Is suggested that a statue of the poet, preferably In

granite, be erected at the new college,

Flrst Auto in Bogotn,

A, G, Buyder, consul-general at Do
gota, reports as follows, says the New
York Times:

“Last week the flrst automoblle made
Its appearance upon the streets of Bo-
gota and the excltement was unparal-
leled, Crowids have blocked the high-
ways for squares, rendering trafic al-
most Impossible, and great interest lhins
been aroused as to the possibilltles thnt
this mode of transportation may offer
In the future,

“This antomoblle Is an Amerlcan ma-
chine, and some business may result
from the present enthusinsm, 1 shall
be pleased to recelve eatalogues from
automoblle manufacturers of the Unle
ted States for fillng In the reading room
here,

“It I8 rumored that a concesslon s
shortly to be glven to a transportation
company for the exclusive use of the
Oamboa rond, which leads from the
upper Magdalena River to Bogota, Au-
tomoblles are to be used excluglvely by
this company."

Practieal Girlhood,
“Whatever else may be lald at the
door of the school girl of to-day. she
can't be sald to be lmpractical,” sald a
Virginla matron who has been visiting

friends In"the clty. “My friend his a
17-yenrold  danghter who bas  heen
spending a vaeation with her parents,
For sophlstieation she Is ahead of any-
one I know, I felt myself a ehild In
worldly wisdom beside her,

“She Is ns pretty as a pletare, and
when she sat on the front steps in the
evenlng admiring glances were cast In
her directlon every thwe a mun passed
the house.

“"One young fellow was evidently
hard hit. It got s0 he wonld walk
half the evenltg and almost fall off
the curbstone In his efforts to look at
the girl. Floally I asked her If she
had notleed bim and If she konew his
name,

“‘Know hls name? Well, I should
say," she replled. ‘I've found out his
name and where he lives nud wherp he
borrows  his  money.' "—Washington
Post.

Conflrmation,
Blobhs—Poor old Bjones! The doe
tor says he won't llve six months,
Blobbs—I've been telllng him that
for the last two years—Phlladelphlia
Record.

It Is safer to da business with a
crippled mule than an unloaded gun.




