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CHAPTER XXV.—(Continued.)

1 was nervous that night, and about
one in the morning I thought I heard a
noise in the passige ontside. Very cau-
tionsly I opened my door and peeped out.
My father's door was the pext to mine
and between the two lay Reski In a
great fur rug that he had. He waved
his hand to me with a litue smile, as if
I were a child he was bidding to be of
good eourage. 1 slept undisturbed after
that,

It was as we took our place for a
twelve o'clock dejeuner that we recelved
the second telegram. This is how it
read:

“Lf danger presses, communicate fully
police. We started on reeeipt of your
mesange, und will be at Thusis by three,
Should be pt Pountresina at one o'clock
to-nlght.  Order rooms,—Graden,”

I ealled in Reski at once; for he had
refused to have his menls with vs, though
my father had iuvited bhim, He looked
very grave, indeed, when I transiated the
message,

“Yon sent no telegram, Fraolein?"

“No, Herr Reski"

“Nor you, mein Herr?”

“No, Reski, no,” sald my father.

“Then someons hax sent it in your
name. | do not like it. It would seem
& trap.”

“A trap?”

I stared at him with fear gathering
about my heart. Who had done this
thing? Anid why?

“It would seem, Fraulein, some schemo
of the old grey devil. What he intends,
I eannot guess; oor ean [ think how he
discovered that we are here.  But there is
& thing plainly to do. 1 will start for
Thusis, to warn those who are hasten-
ing to, us"”

Yl will come with you, Reski," said
my father.

“You know that ecannot be, I have
no fear, with Iteski to protect me. |
will go,"

Love gives great strength to woman
and 1 spoke ns one who expects to he
obeyed. It was much tronble to per
suade them: yet from the first [ did not
mean to yieid. My dear father had bare-
Iy recovered from the fatigues of his
long journey; to let him take this drive
of forty miles wonld be the gravest folly.
Yet it was oot right that we both should
leave our duty to n man of whom we
had no resl knowledge. Mr, Harland and
his cousin had endangered their lives to
suve us; now that peril seemed to be
closing round thoze gallant gentlemen,
we could not both sit idle. Plainly it
was 1 who should go,

And so at last it was agréed between
us,

It was shortly after one a'clock when
Reski nnd 1 rumbled off i our post-car-
ringe across the saoow-bound slopes of
the valley to Ponte, Then began n climb
of dreary monotony. Up and up we drag-
ged, turn after turn throngh forests of
lareh and pine, with the Engadine grow-
ing wider, and its honses sinking into
specks beneath ns, At last we regched
the erest of the Albula Pass, and trotted
forward over the snow levels till we
plunged down the steep descent of the
rock-strewn Devil's Hall—as the moun-
taineers nnmed it of old, The sun had
eet ere we rattled into Breda, and the
moon had swung out from the southward
when Bergun was reached. Half an hour
Inter we had passed throngh the forests
into the shadows of that black and dan-
gerous gorge—the Berguner Stein,

Fresh suow had clogged the road on
the Albula, and we lind made slow pro-
gress, to our inerensing anxiety, It was
now impossible that we shogld rench
Thusiz before they started; but we liad
caleulated that near Tiefenkastell we
might meet them, That the snow had
mot fallen so deeply on the lower slopes,
and that they had moved more guickly,
we could not know.

We had passed the last bend that torn-
ed upward, leading in g long slope to
the entrance of the gorge, when we stop-
ped suddenly. Reski sprang out; clam-
bering after, 1 found him by the driver,
who was pointing with his whip up the
rond. The man had been warned to give
ws potice of any approaching vehicle,

“It I5 a post-carringe,” he said, “They
have stopped to brenthe their teand.”

The rond had heen carved and jolsted
along the elilf side, and where we stood,
under the mighty wall of rock, the shad-
ows were gathered darkly. To our' left
the rugged barrier rose dimly into the
night, clear only where its battlements
broke the pearl of the sky at some great
helght above us; to our right, a low stone
<coping hid the grim uncertainties of the
preciplee. Bat fifty yards up the slope
the oliffs fell back, and the road stepped
out into the silver moonlight, mounting
the hill, through a border of stunted
trees, in & simple curve, as white and
wall defined as a chalk mark on a binck-
Board. On its crest I could see the pateh
on the snow ¢irpet that marked the wait-
ing carrlage. 1t was, perhaps, the half
of 0 mile away.

CHAPTER XXVI.

The patch of shadow moved slowly for-
ward.

Buddenly, though distance hid the sug-
®estion of the caunse, the pace Increased,
Faater and yet faster It swept down the
road; in the white silense of the night
the mufiled hoof-beats came thumping to
our ears. The earringe grew clearer, We
could see how It rocked; It might have
been mome great ball that flew bounding
towards us.

‘thrown from his place.

For some moments wo had stood mo-
tonless, helpless, before this nmazing
apparition,
derstood; it was he who seized me by the
arm, screaming in his excltement to run
—to run down the way we had come.
And in my panic I obeyed, flying wildly
towards the sharp bend in our rear, I
had almost reached it when there came
. thought to me that jostled out the re-
membrance of my own safety, turning
me back, with heaven knows what anx-
iety in my heart. Hobert and Sir Hen-
ry—could they be the travelers that came
galloping to almost certain death?

The runaways had but one chance—
to hug the cliff, thercby giving space to
clenr the turn without charging the low
wall that guarded the unknown depths
of the gorge. But to my horror, 1 saw
that this was n chance our driver was
preventing, for it was he who had edged
li® team ngainst the clif. They would
lave to pass him on the outer side.

I started up the road, shouting to him;
biit as 1 did =0, I saw Reski spring upon
the box. I heard cries of furious alter-
cation, and then the driver was thrown
from his place. He dropped on haunds
aud knees; then rose and cnine running
pust me round the bend.

e whap eracked, nnd our team
swung fcross the road, denwing up on
the edge of the preciples, If the man
who drove the ranaways were not struck
with terror, they had yet a bhope of
safety,

They were not one lundred yards
away, I could s¢e in the bright moon-
Hght how the horses bounded forward,
the traces now slackening, now tighten-
ing to the desperute pliunges, Seventy
yurds—and the driver had gone mad, He
was waving his nrms and shrieking, not
in terror, but rather in whoops of joyous
exultation. It was a fearful thing to
sue those gestures and to hear those wild
imprecations when death was 80 very
near.  Another gecond, and they were in
the shadows, close upon us,

And Reski? [ had almost forgotten
him. Sl a8 1 soldier apon duty he sat,
the reins tight in his hand, looking neith-
er to right nor lefy, waiting the fate that
wight come to him. It was only thos
that he could hold his team In their
plage—only thus, at the risk of lustaut
annihilation. Did he dare this for the
simple love of his nelghbor? Did instinet
tell him that they were indesd our
friends? God rest him, whether or no!
for by whatever rank men knew him, he
was a most honorable gentleman,

Like a flash of light striking through
darkness, 1 realized that the runaways
were atill holding the outer edge of the
road; that it must happen—that there
was no edeape. And as I did so, there
come A crushing, rending shriek that fill
ed the whole air like the fulling of a
thunderbolt,  Dimly I saw the great
carriages collide, rebound—and then but
one remgined,

The spirit went out of me, I covered
my face with my  hands, crouching
against the cliff, praying to heaven that
at least the sereaming of the horses miglit
o000 be ended,

How long 1 stayed there 1 do not
know, but 1 was roused by footsteps
passing before wme. 1 started up with
a ory.

“l beg your pardon, madam,” said a
well-known volee. “Gad ; if It isn't Mary
Weston "

It was Sir Henry: but what was that
lie envried in his arms¥

“Who Is it?" 1 asked, pointing,

“It is Robert,” he answered gravely.
“He has had a nasty tap on his head
I'm afraid. 1f you will look to him, Miss
Mary, 1 will go baek ond shoot those
poor bensts of hursuﬁ\"
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They found them next morning, lying
close together at the foot of the preci
pice. They told me that their faces wers
curious to see, for Marnne still grinned
with the vacancy of his lnsanity, and
Reski wore also 4 happy swile, yet one
most aifferent, for it was such as those
carry who dle in n noble effort, covering
thelr memory with booor, For as Sir
Henry has explained, it was Reski who
saved their lives, They could never else
have cleared the bemd of the rond, As it
was, when their leading horse jumped
the wail, his weight swung their earriage
round, striking the other on the side, so
that while they were left, battered, on
the edge, with one horse dangling—until
the harness broke—Reski, his carvinge
nnd his tenm, were huarled over the eliff.

Marnoe had already been flung to de-
struction at the first impact,

We learned In time the details of his
insnne scheme. A heavy bribe had won
the help of the Cornish loafer—thongh,
to be honest with him, the man had no
suspicion of the evil purpose to which
his telegeams would be placed,  From
poor Martha, love-lorn and middle-aged,
he had gathered his. news. It was Mar-
nae who had sent the further telegrams
to Sir Henry, caleulating well the time
at which they could arrive, He had
stayed at the villnge of Alvanen, and
when the carringe passed it, had begged
n lift ns far as Bergun, a request grant-
ed readily enough by their driver. The
poor fellow had been struck on the head
at the entrance of the gorge, and so
He had not been
gseriously injured, and, Indeed, wad of
much assistance to us all later In that
evening.

I must add that 8ir Henry dispatched
the whole of the great reward he had

It wus Reskl who first un- |

offered to Reskis next of kin. Thes
were but distant relatives, ns his wife
wius dend, and it had been his only son
that Marune murdered.

80 ended the story that Robert, right-
Iy enough, has named “The Trail of th
Dead,"” for indeed it wos 8 blood-staine
path. I would bhave had Robert him
self to conclude it, but that he insists
hat there is no pecessity. Oue thing
only does he ask that I should add—
though, indeed, it Is a matter that will
have been already guessed. To pleas:
him, 1 will write it down.

Robert and I were married in June,

(The End.)

SUMMER CARE OF FURS.

Here In nn Excellent Method for the
Housewife to Use,

One of the spring dutles most drend-

ed by the housewife |8 the putting

awuy of winter fure, on account of the

unkatisfactoriness of so many methods.
The Housekeeper publishes an excellent
nud trigl wethod for the care of furs,
which will be widely appreciated. As
spring approsches It 1s well to be on
the alert against the Insidious moth,
us this Is the tlme of year she deposit«
hier eggs, It Is the maggot of the moth
and not the little silver-winged Insect
with which we are all familiar, which
Is 20 destructive to furs.

To prevent the ravages of this Insect,
furs beYore Belng put away should be
Ughtly beaten with & thin rattan—ecare
being taken not to break the halr—and
allowed to bhang in the sun for several
hours, They should then be combed
with a clean comb, wrapped In news-
paper and put in a chest lined with tin
or cedar. Unbleached muslin hags nre
a good substitute when chests are not
davitliadde.  LUe use ol CHIpuor s adede
terious, ns In the ease of the dark furs
—sible, for Instance—It has a declded
tendency to fmpair the richness of s
coloring, and the darker the Eable the
more beautiful and valunble It |s. The
printer’s lnk on the newspaper Is equal-
ly effective ag camphor in keeping out
the winged moth and will not In the
lenst lmpale the color,

When It Is found necessary to clean
the fur before patting It away, the fol-
lowing method, culled from a grand-
mother’s notebook, has been fourdd most
effective:

First, brash with a good, stiff brush.

‘Iave ready a quantity of new bran,

whleh has been thoroughly hedted. This
will require constant stirring to prevent
its scorching, When well heated the
bran should be thoroughly rubbed into
the fur with the hands. This operation
shiould be repeated two or three times.
The fur shounld then be taken and ef-
fectively brushed until not a partiele
of dust remalns,

Erniine and other white furs can he
cleaned In like manner, substituting
flour for the bran, and rubbing against
the trend of the fur, If very much
solled, the fur should be lald away for
o day or two In o elosed compartment
after the flour has been well robbed In.

Our Guests the Snowy thwls,

Every fow years, especially aloug the
son copst and the larger rivers and
lukes, thete Is o wave of those splendid,
duy-lhanting rascals—the snowy ow's,
They are great fishermen, the only
owls to muke this eort of hunting a
practice, and may sometimes be seen
s'tting, sllent and motlon'ess, llke a
block of lce, at the edge of the open
water, wialting for a change to nah an
upsaspecting fish,  Of counrse, this s
pot 4 very paylng way to zet a living,
tod they also eateh field-mice, musk-
rats, hares, and even lurge birds like
quail or grouse, DBut there nre oniy
two other birds of prey In our country
that habitnally ent fish, and one of
tiiese seldom catchies |18 own, prefor
ring to eat the dead fish along the shove
or plrate it from the real fisherman—
the osprey.—St. Nicholas,

Printed Paper.

Ascum—No, | don't know him, bul
he seems llke a very successful man.

Kidder—ObL, his success Is all on
paper.

Ascum—Indeed? You mean—

Kldder—I mean he's a popular nov-
elist.—Philadelphin Press,

Ununaturnl Finish,

Mrs. Meeds—And did your husband
die a nufural death?

Mrs, Weeds—No, he died suddenly,

Mrs, Meods—What was there unnat-
ural about that?

Mrs. Weeds—Why, poor dear John
wng the slowest man that ever lived,

Village Pollties,

“So you woted for the socinlist eandi-
date, 1 can't understand your dolng
that.” .

“Well, you see, they may not keop
them any befter thun others, but they
make so many more promlses'—Jour-
nal Amusant.

Possihilities,

“But,” protested the first dear girl,
“1 haven't got the face to ask a favor
of hWim.*”

“Well,” rejolned dear girl No. 2, “you
might vigit n complexion specialist and
have your face remodeled,”

Caure for Complaint,
Meeker—Yes, my wife always speaks
her mind, hut——m
Bleeker—Well?
Meeker—1 wouldn't ohject to that 1f
she would only stop when she gets to
the and of It

A HARVEST AFTERMATH,

By Rev. D. F. Fox, D. D,, Chicago.

There are four great agencles that
have for thelr purpose the redemption
of man—the Divine, the angelle, the
human and the natural, We bhave all
heard sermons on the first three, but
at this fall season 1 wish to spenk
briefly on the minlstry of Nuture; our
own Master drew most of his Hlustra-
tlons from the great world of Nature.
Longfellow, In his poem entitled “After-
math,” exclulms:

When the summer fields are mown,

When the birds are fledged nnd flown,

And the dry leaves strew the path;

With the cawing of the crow,

With the falling of the snow,

Onee pgnin the fields we mow

And gather in the aftermath.
That I8 to say, nlong with the crop of
graln the wise man gathers u harvest
of wisdom,

And first of all, let us not forget
what o wonderful samething this world

of Niotnra fa Think af the power that

‘.[mlms us August noous and December

nights. Look nt the clouds, 1fting
nltllrtun:' from the sen and earrying it
over mountain and valley; and ns the
rain putters, children dance with glee.
As the benedletion of the raln falls on
nll the enrth, the rose stands forth on
the cactus In the desert, the Iy whiteng
in the pool and harvests nod their
heads In thanksglving and pralse,

Now these clouds conld do thelr work
Just as well by coming and golng in
gtralght lHnes, and they would answer
nll practieal purposes If they were n
gomber black or n dirty brown; that is
the way man carries his frelght ncross
the continent. Not so the Almighty.
Bebold his earriers, as In pomp and
majesty they stand In geand arrny. See

. F. FOX. D, I,
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the great banks of ornnge splendor In
the morning, the mugnificence and bril-
linnee of the noon, and the matehless
arrny of evenlng sunset,

1t Is great to live out-of-doors, as our
Master did, My Ideal of the natural,
gane life Is to be a nursling of the
mountaing, to know the wild things that
dwell In thely recesses, the alr of en-
chuntment that haunts them. To have
the wholesome blood of forest ploes In
your velns; to sleep all nlght beneath
the stars; to watel the day swing Into
the purple bosom of the ulght; to see
the lork come down neross the morning
sky sldewnys on the wing; to follow the
brook as It wimples through the glen;
to listen  reverently with uncovered
head to the erash of the thunder, like
God’s great Amen, falling down the
stalrway of the skles; to see the naked
elm ns It shivers plteously in the
gtorm; to know the drama of the sea-
gons, the rotatlon of flowers, the mur-
mur of the trees, the solliude of the
woods, the wildoess of the moor, the
helglit of the hllls, the purple of the
evening, the rosy touch of the dawn, the
roar of the surf, the rush of the wuves,
the breath of the brine. In n word, to
go yonder where things are seen and
felt and beard; and there, with mind
open, alert and responsive, to behold
the whole eple of God's out-of-doors,
That to me I8 the truly sane life,

“God mode the country, man made
the town." That lan't hard to belleve;
that Is why life in the great elty tends
to superficinlity. People who llve In
the clity don’t know much—1 Ilve in the
eity, It Is the mun who lives and
waorks in the conntry who knows things.
City people nre always talking, They
don't have time to think. The man In
the country must meditate, lor he often
hns only his thoughts for comping.

What Is the trouble with your clty
boy? e lacks the power of Inlilitive.
Why does the lad from the country
win? Because when he wants a thing

be wust whip out his jackkolfe and

make It. That I8 why all leaders have
grown great close to Nature's heart. In
thia eradle of clean; wholesome poverty
~—the poverty of the ploneer—genius
lins everinore rocked her greatest chil-
dren.

Then agnin, Nature |s the great re-
storer. If there Is a scar of the battle-
fleld left across the face of Mother
Earth, she immediately begins to cover
It with a strip of greenery. If a tree ls
torn and bleeding, Nature binds up Its
wounds and recovers the gash. If a
strenm I8 polsoned with the séwage of
n great city, within forty miles the
polson has been ellminated, for sun-
shine ls the great germicide. And so,
the ozone comes from ocean and moun-
taln with healing on Its wings,

While walking through the woods the
other day I chanced upon a dalsy.
Coming upon It unobserved In fancy I
heard it say: “I am down here 1n the
grass, hidden nwny, burled out of sight
—lost.” Then In my imagination I
lieurd the flowers talk, “We are not
lost,” they sald. “Our friends are tha
over-arching sky, the odean and the
sun,”  Then I sald, “But you are rath-
¢r expensive are you mnot, and extriv-
agint also. Can't you get along with
less 7" “No, no," they all replied as In
oue volee, “nothing less than this will
do for us,  Notbing less than suns and
stars nnd over-urching skles"

And, If God hns tnken the measure of
the flowers and fitted up a world-house
ndnpted to thelr needs, then surely He
will tot do less for us. Here we nve
tosdny ; ehildren of an eternal destiny,
aye longlng for beauty, ear yenrning for
hnrmony, reason golng forth in search
of truth, and the soul thirsting for
God! Burely for the perfecting of this
personality HMe will send us mighty Im-
pulses, great motives, Infinite stimula-
tlons, For He who puts the erlmson
blush into the bheart of the cowslip will
tlso minlster to the needs of the soul
and e who notes the sparrow's fall
will also be mindful of these his lttla
anes,

THE WATER OF LIFE.
By Rev. J. W. Worsnop.

Text.—"Aud the Spirlt and the bride
#ay, Come. And let him that henreth
say, Come. And let him that 1s athirat
sy, Come. And whosoever will, let
him take the water of lfe freely.—
Revelation 22

The expression, “water of e Ia
figurative and 18 Intended to convey to
our minds the Idea of salvation. He
who drinks of the water of Ilfe takes
salvation Into his soul; salvation s di-
ving 1lfe In the sonl of man, It Is the
lilgher nature of man controlling the
lowwer; It Is the spirit keeplng the body
under.  Many think only of salvation
from hell, and If It were not for the
fear of hell they would not be Chirls-
tlans. That Is a low conception of the
Christlan lfe. There i8 no hell where
there 18 no sln.  Let any sin control
vou—dominate your [ife—and you have
liell within you.

The water of life, howeyer, fills the
soul with the highest love. It purlfies
buman love In every relatlonship In
which It 18 manifested. The water of
Iife 18 In the Christlan’s soul as n well
of water springing up Into everlasting
life,

We are to drink thls water of life
freely, 1t 1a an free gift from God to
us a8 the llght we see nnd the nir we
brenthe, It eannot be purchased with
money, or obtalued by proxy.

Did you ever feel soul thirst? If you
do, thepn you are the one alluded to In
the words, “Let him that s athirst
come.” The water of Ilfe Is the only
thing that can quench this thirst. It la
useless to try to quench It with money,
ambition, fame and pleasure.  While
money 18 useful and good as a means
to an end, and, as much as we may
deery It, we eannot get nlong without
it; yet It ean never quench this soul
thiret. It eannot even glve bodlly
henlth. 1t may purchase every kind of
medlelne preseribed, get the best hotels
In the healthlest locallties and all ob-
talnnble comforts, but It eannot give
peace of mind where there 1s no peace,
and ense of consclence where there 15 a
gnnwing sense of gullt, Money can
bribe men, but not death,

Wenk and Unstable—Wenlth {8 weak
Itself In that it |s unstable. It has
been sald that all of the wealth of this
natlon pnsses through the Probate
Courts In ench thirty-five years,.—Rev,
B, A. Dawes, Methodist, Loulsville,

Success and Truth—To make life big
with success, one's thinking must be
permented and purified with that which
s pure, To sham In life Is to fellow-
ship with shame.—Rev. A, H. Herrles,
Presbyterian, Unlon Clty.

Needs o Savior—Man s a slnner,
Man needs a savior. The Son of Mary
was called Jesus because He was to
save man from sin, He makes had
men good.—Rey, B, B. Tyler, Disclple,
Denver,

- -._‘-_'-!_33._

|




