B Y

R AN,
. »-:‘39 =

—a

om0
sl

ol

o el :‘-‘_‘x—“’. v .. ;‘_ R - A

-

ae gt e . 7 e

=
S Lahl

LAgh T un oo gl e

e

S W AR TS

Y
e L R e,

e i

- f'”

"‘E.‘." -‘ -

__..‘___
a0 g

] . _‘. . :‘ ‘.“;- l-.;..-_.. " 3 s 2

@ 7

2 @econd Bousin Barah |

" *LITTLE KATE KIRBY,”

-~ - - -~ - ~

/ m..

% . ¢

ETC.

CHAPTER XXIIl—(Continued.)
It was dark when he returned to the
house, and he closed the shutters and

:
§
i

his hand shaking on the back of the chair.
He reached his hand toward the candle
and extinguished the flame, as his first
resource against an unseen efiemy. Then
he crept on tiptoe toward the door.

“Who's there?

“Let me in." 6553

“Tom HBastbell!” ejaculated Peterson.
He opened the door, and dragged the
applicant for admittance into the house
by the collar of his coat—a man drench-
ed to the skin by heary rain.

“You muddler!” shouted Petarson;

“Where is the man?”

“In his own room, changing his clothes,
which are wet.”

“We will not disturb him. Have you
my aunt's keys?’': =

There was a little lamp upon the brack-
et, and he passed into his aunt’s bed-
chamber, Hartley remaining at her post.
It was a solemn moment in his which
he remembers well. It was his last duty

“why couldn't you stop at Sedge Hill? Pto the dead woman, and to the wishes of

How ‘dare yon come intermeddling?
Didn’t you leave it all to me?”
“Here—let go my throat—let a fellow
speak. What are you doing in the dark?
Where are they all? Is Sarah here?

" has she signed the check?' .

Peterson released his hold and locked
the front door again. Tom followed Lim
into the room, -and sat down shivering
by the fire. His companion and adviser
relighted the candle, and held it to his
face. :

“Why did you come?”

“For safety. Oh, Ned, I shall be hang-
ed!” Tom cried. “The old woman is
dead, and everybody thinks I have doue
it. Here's a blessed go for an innersent
man! I never touched her, uponr my soul;
she died right off, bang, in the picture
gallery, and it was nothing tg do with
me. I wouldn't have thought ef such
a thing.” ;

“Dead? The old woman dead?” said

Peterson, surprised again at this avowal.

“Oh!—ugh!—yes,” he said, shuddering
more strongly. ‘“Her gyes opened sud-
den; Ned, and she was off., 1 shall never
forget it. And then the beast of a wom-
an, Hartley, came in when I screamdd,
and said that I had murdered her. I was
talking her over to maké a will, when
she died—that's all. Oh! let's go to Lon-

don.”

——ia
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“Tom,"” said Peterson with excitement,
“you must go back. You must not leave
everything to that Culwick. The old
woman has died naturally—the doctor
will prove that—and you have nothing to
teml,

“Oh! haven't I? That's all you know
about it.”

“You accursed idiot! don’t you see that
you are rich?—that Sarah BHastbell was
only between you and a colossal fortune?
—and Barah Hastbell is dead, too."”

“Sdrah dead, toe!”  screamed Tom
Hastbell iun his new excitement; “oh,
don’t say that. It ean't be.”

“Hush! Keep it quiet; it is an eternal
secret between you and me; but she
sprang out of the boat suddenly last
night, they tell me, and was drowned.
In a day or two they will find her in the
Bevern, and you will be heir-at-law.”
“They'll say 1 killed the couple of
mm'n
“Sarah ran away from home—every-
body knows that—and came to harm by
accident. There is nothing more natural.”

“Poor Bally! Bhe was a good sort,”
said Tom; “and she—she's dead then.
Thank goodness it was quite an accident
—for nobody meant to kill her.”

“Get back in haste—at any cost. BSay
you were distracted, and did not know
what you were doing—that you have been
in search of Culwick—or a doctor. Get
back.”

“Suppose they take me up for killing
my grandmother; that’s what I'm afraid

,of.”

“Get back; you are safe. Get back,
fool, to all that ‘wealth.”

Edward Peterson’s excitement was
greater than Thomas Eastbell's now. He
thrust him from the house; he locked
the door after him; he tottered back to
the room.

Tom Eastbell would be rich—Iimmense-
ly rich—if his sister SBarah were removed
from all the troubles of this world! Tom
Eastbell in his power—at his mercy for
many past offenses—a weak fool whom
lre could rule implicitly, and get money
guiekly by.

Then, with the light in his hand, he
proceeded with a wonderful steadiness of
step up the stairs. A strange specimen
of a villain this—for he went Into his
daughter’s room first, and said, “Poor

‘Bess—you have gone for good then,” and |

walked out again, and up the remaining
flight, with a very sorrowful countenance.
He drew the key from his pocket, unlock-
ed the door, strode in, and then stopped
suddenly—a man struck, as it were; luto
sfone by his amazement.

The room was empty!

CHAPTER XXIV.

Reuben Culwick did not reach Sedge
Hill till a late hour, when the blinds
were down before every window of the
great house. He did not dream of death
at home while he had been abroad in
pursuit of the living, and, in the deep
thought born of his baffled search, he
the broad garden path without
: i by the blank aspect of the

-

yesternight, before the tragedy of life
fell on them like a pall.

He opened the iron box in which the
will had been deposited, and where a
glance assured him that it lay undisturb-
ed, and then he closed and locked the
box again, while the thought came to

Second-cousin Sarah.

“Has that man come back because he
thinks so, too?” he# muttered; “is it pos-
sible that this should be the end of my
father's money—of yours, poor worn-out
heart, that never was made happy by Its
acquisition? If I have done you wrong,
old soul, 1 pray forgiveness now,” he
murmured. v v

“Amen,"” sald a deep voice at his side,
and he turned at the solemn' response, for
which he wis unprepared. A thin wom-
an, clad in shabby black, stood in t
doorway looking at him, ' :

“Luecy Jennings!” he exclaimed.

“You telegraphed to me this momn-
ing,” she said, advancing; “you asked me
many questions, and I have come to an-
swer them in person.” .

“It was kind of* you, Luecy,” he said,
holding out his hand to’ her, “for I am in
great trouble.” ;

They went out of the room together.
Reuben Culwick locked the door, and
gave the key to Hartley, after which
Lucy and he descended to the hall, Lucy
calym and grave.

“What do you know of the Petersons?
What became of them after leaving l.qn-
don?’ asked Reuben eagerly; “haye you
a clew to thelr address?”

“I think I have.”

“How did you find it?”

“Among my circle of penitents and of
poor mortals struggling out of crime
there are mauy links of life to the dark
world. I found friends to help me at
once. Patience. If Sarah Eastbell has
beenglured away by these Petersons, the
clew to their haunt ‘has been
pointed out.”

“Heaven bless you, Luecy!”

“Probably I bring a blessing to youn—
it is in there.”

She pointed to the door of the drawing

, and he said eagerly as he strode
toward It:

“Sarah!”

“Not she. It is something you lost be-
fore your second-cousin, and took as
much to heart in losing. It is something
that changed you—and from which dated
your hardness, and your suspicions of
me—first of all. It may be your own
flesh and blood, for what I know.”

He left Luey Jennings, and went with
quick steps into the drawing room, where
on the sofa lay a child asleep, a poorly
clad little girl of five years old, with
her hat lying by her side, and a tangled
mass of fair, wavy curls thrust back from
her face.

“Tots!” he cried in his astonishment,

“T met her in the streets of Worcester,
near the postofiice,” sald Lucy. “It was
raining hard, and she was crying because
a lady had not ceme to fetch her, Her
father had sent her to Worcester, she
said.”

-“Will she remember me?"
“It is unlikely—it is impossible.”
“She was very young when she went

garding her.
possible.”

“She came with me in all confidence. 1
told her that I would take her to her
friends, and she believed me."”

“You are very kind, Lucy,” sald Reu-
ben. “How is it that you do me these
good services, and yet dislike me so
much 7" .

“I dislike the pride and anger in youn,”
answered Lucy, “and they have rurned
me against you. I have had my great
work to think of lately—not of the petty
differences of eighteen months ago. See,
the child is waking.” .

Reuben turned to the little girl, who
had struggled into a sitting posture on
the sofa, and was lookihg at them, all
eyes—all blue eyes, too—as Tots had
looked at him in Hope street, years ago.

“Tots,” he sald, advancing to ber,
“Tots, old lady—don't you know me?”

His manner was too Impetuous, and
his quick strides toward her were mso
symbolical of punishment for some of-
fense which she in her ignorance had
committed, that the child sprang up and
ran to Lucy Jennings, burying ber face in

“Yes, I suppose it is im-
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“I am _ fo answer your ques-
tIi‘nnl!tllh-_ 4 frue statement,” said
“Yes, I should think you were. True

indeed—that's & good one!
don’t know that my poor grandmether
kiBI:::l herself thinking about me,” he said.
s '“ L ”

which your sister has disappeared,”
Lucy. "“Among my congregation
were two or three who remembered  the
Petersons, afd ¢hought they they could
be traced. We are searching for them
now under the name of Jackson.”
Thomas Eastbell put one hand to his
shirt collar; his throat had begun to swell
suddenty, felt uncomfortable.
“Oh,” he sald, “if that's it you're on a

Tots had looked round at the sound of
his volce some moments since, but he had
not n her till then, and then his
volce utterly deserted him, and his eyes
protruded In amaszement. He did not ask

grown
in a Camberwell back t, where Reu-
ben had found her; and Bdward Peterson
had ered her-a year or so after
ward,and taken her from the Jenningses;
but he could not stop to explain rthat
now. ~A few dayl ago that child was
at Jackson's buttom factory, and she
must have come to Hill with the
news. He was canght in a trap again.
Hé knew it had not been safe to return,
but that fool Peterson had persuaded
him. They knew all, and were getting
him into a line by es; everything
might have been , for what he
knew to the contrary. He must “cut it,”
at any_fisk. !

He went into the passage. and closed
the door behind hi He took down a
haf from the tree in the hall and put it
on. It was Reuben's liat, and went over
his eyes, and was altogether a bad fit; but
the sooner he wasa off the better, and
where he had put his own hat he could
not recollect in the present confusion of
his faculties. X

He went on tiptee to the front door,
and drew back the heavy bolts and the
big lock. He opened the door and let
in the wind and rain—and Sarah Bast-
bell! £ .

Yes, it was his sister, with a shawl
over her hair, and her face, white and
wild, peering from it. She had <~ome
back—she knew ~he was done for!

“Tom, you villain!” she shrieked forth,
at first sight of him.

Thomas Eastbell went down on his
knees at the same moment as Reuben
came from the drawing room.

“Oh, Reuben} take care of me,” Sarah
murmured, as she went fearlessly to the
friendly shelter of his arms; “I have no
one else.” ' '

“8he could n take care of herself,”
muttered the Lucy, as she fol-
lowed Reuben Qulwick into the hall

It was as Mary Holland had said, «nd
Sarah Eastbell was back in het own
house.

(To be continued.)

His ¥xplanation.

Why are people who buy gold bricks
Invariably farmers?’ asked the man
who assumes guperiority. :

“I dunno,” answered Mr. Corntossel,
“unless it's hecause farmers are the
only folks nowadays who have money
enough to make it worth while for
sharpers to botheér with 'em.”—Wash-
ington Star.

Almost Right.

“What do you know about this case?”
asked the lawyer. :

“Nothing,” replied the witness. “T'm
the expert.”

Subsequently his testimony proved
conclusively that he knew less than
nothing.—Chicago Tribune.

A Buspect. =T .
"She—You didw't stay long in London.

He—No, I couldn’t stand it Over

fean right away. Here, In New York,

DO One ever
L]

|No; why do you ask? He—Well, I'm

there is always room at the top.
Young BSprawley—Oh, I know that;
I'm waiting for the elevator now
Judge. 2

Lord Littlecash (lovingly)—You are
my soul. Edith—Yes; I told papa that.
“Oh, what did he say?’ “Sald you
didn't earn enough to keep your soul
and body together.” r

Nurse—Johnny, stop asking your fa-
ther s0o many questions. Don’t you
see it annoys him? Johnny—Why,
nurse, it's not the questions that make
him angry; it's because he cian't an-
swer them.

A husband sald to his wife: “I}

dreamed last night that I caught a man
running away with you” “What did
you say?' she asked. “I wanted to
know what he was running for,” re-
plied the husband.

Mrs. Closefist—Oh, do buy me a new
bonnet, my dear. It will set all my
friends talking. Closefist—If you're
after notoriety, why don’t you get the
old one retrimmed? That will make
your friends talk twice as much.-

1

Meant What It Said.

Mr, Leighton has none of the spirit
of a bargain-hunter, and Mrs. Leighton
decided that to have him accompany
hef on one of her Monday expeditions
was more of a trial than a pleasure, in
:lpltq of his eapablilities as bundle-car-

er.

“Edward, I wish you would look at
that golf vest and see If you don't
think it is exactly, in every particular,
like the one we saw at Brown's. That
was only, $3.75, and this is $4.25. .I'm
sure I don't know what they mean by
calling these bargains,” saild Mrs.
Lelighton.

“I can't see that it says they are
bargains on that placard,” said Mr,
Leighton, in an uncomfortably eclear
tone. “It says, ‘These goods are being
80ld regardless of cost,’ and probably
they are, my dear.”

Folsom, 8. Dak.—In these days
when s0o many sudden deaths are re-

ported from Heart Failure and various
forms of Feart Disease, it will be good

“I_ see that choice Bengal tigers

news to many to learn that there is a

have been marked down to $100 each.” Lnam failing rqmedy for every form of

“For goodness’ sake, don't let my wife
read that paragraph.” Here’s my knife. '
Cut it out. If those tigers are on the
bargain counter she’d want at least
two,” : Bt

He (bitterly)—If I were rich you'd
marry me fast enough!* Bhe--Don't,
Gussie, don’t! BSuch devotion breaks
my heart! He—~What do you mean?
SBhe—Often you have -praised my
beauty, but never.before my common
sense!

“Hello, Freddie! Are you playin’
robber? “Playin’ nuthin’. This lli
the real thing. I'm walitin' for thai
cook, an’ when she comes she'll tell
where she hides the ples, or I'll know
the reason why.”—New York Evening
Journal.

“John,” asked the lawyer's wife,
who had recently taken up the health
culture fad, “is it best to lie on the
right side or the left side?’ . “My
dear,” replied the legal luminary, “if
one is on the right side it isn’'t usual-
Iy necessary to lie at all.”

Mrs. Youngwed—You know Uncle
Pincher sald he was going to send us
something that would help us save
our coal bills this year? Well, it came.
Mr. Youngwed—Really A stock of
coal? Mrs. Youngwed—No. A little
arrangement for filing bills.

He (as they were seated In a quiet
nook near the links)—Are you quite
sure we have never met. before this
season? She—Yes; quite positive. He
—And you haven't a sister? .SHe—

positive I hugged that blouse before,
somewhere.

Call a girl a chick, and she smiles; |
call 2" woman & hen, and she howls, |
Oall a young woman a witch, and she
1s pleased; call an old woman a witch, |
and she is Indignant. Oall a girl a |
kitten, and she rather likes it; call a
woman a cat, and she'll hate you.
Queer sex, isn't it?—Chicago News.

Burglar—Gimme yer jewels! :
of the House—Did you shut the win-
dow after you? Are you sure you
wiped your feet? What did you do
with that burnt match? Did— Bur-
glar—Er—I—I guess I forgot It
Don’t say another word, ma’am, an’
I'll go right out.—Chicago News.

“Did I understand you to say that
you didn't have any company in the
kitchen while I was out, Katie?”
“Yis, mum, that's what I sald.” “But
I smell the-tobacco from a pipe all
through the house.” “Yis, mum; the
policeman was in for half an hpur,
mum, but we were in the drawing-
room." g

Economlical: First farmer—Did they
hev fire-escapes at the hotel where
ye slept, Zeke? Becond farmer—No,
but it was the most eckernomical tav<
ermn I ever .leen. First farmer—In!
what way, Zeke? BSecond farmer—
Why, they bad a rope hanging In ev-
ery room, so that you could commit
sulcide without wastin’ the gas.—Phil-

adelphia Telegraph.

Lady |

Heart Trouble. _

Mrs. H. D. Hyde, of this place, was
troubled for years with a pain in her
heart which distressed hér a great deal.
She. had tried many remedies but had
not succeeded in finding anything that -
would help her until at last she began
a treatment of Dodd’s Kidney Pills and
this very soon relieved her and she has
not had a single pain or any distress in
the region of the heart since.. She
says: ‘‘I cannot say too much in
praise of Dodd’s Kidney Pil's. They
are the greatest heart medicine I have
ever used. I was troubled for \over
three years with a severe pain in my
heart, which entirely disappeared after
a short treatment of Dodd’s Kidney
Pills.””

A drop of blood which might hang
from the point of a needle contains
1,000,000 red flattened. corpuscles.

St.Jacobs 0il

Price, 35¢c. and 50c.

YOU CAN EARN
$25.00 PER DAY

Qetting Water,
Ol or Coal with
AUSTIN WELL DRILLS
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