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By B. FLETCHER ROBINSON

l The Trail of the Dead:

THE STRANGE EXPERIENCE
OF DR. ROBERT HARLAND

and J. MALCOIM FRASER
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CHAPTER 1.
‘.—-ﬂ'ﬂl HAIRY CATERPILLAR
It Is with no lnzention of delighting the
that 1 put my pen to paper.
at the urgent desire of many mem-
of my own professlon have 1 under-
A task necesaarily disagreeable, and
now rocall the detalis of a cane which
¢ to be without parallel In the rec-
of eriminology. In the mental state
the aflicted belng there was, Indeed,
that was aboormal. Manlas that are
r to his A our aayloms. But that
ns wtudles In the byways of scl
rather than In her more frequented
bad placed at the will of his dis-
hraln weapons of & deadly poten-
. trapsformed a personal misfortune
a great and urgeat public danger,
wpent four years at Cambride, where,
Wy degres was a high ons, 1
toe many distrsctions to make
soch progress as 1 could have wished In
profession. Yet my interest ln med-
grew asteadily, and on len the
university | determined, having the
means and the time at my dlaposal, to
seek out & spot where | could throw my-
#olf into my work without the Interrup-
tions of old frisuds and old asscclations.
The reputation of Heldelberg attracted
me, and hither I migrated
Buficlent for myself. The man who
wes (0 be amssoclated with mwe In my
strange quest | will describe with egusl
Ity. My couain, Sir Henry Graden,
MD, FRLE, FREG., was & man
of remarkable pereonality—a surgeon of
briltiant gifts that had madg for him »
Buropean reputation. yet an eccentrie—
or 50 the world beld him—who lacked
the steady application necemsary for com-
lete success. He would throw himself
o the solution of a problem, or the
tlon of a pew experiment, with
utmont wxeal: yet on achleving the
resalt he would shake off the at-
mosphere of the hospltal and laboratory
and start on some wild-gooss chase that
t Include the ascent of an unclimb-
a peak, the capture of a rare species
of wild anlmal, or the ntud{ of & lit
known tribe of savages. In person he
was of great stature, and heavily, al-
most clumaily, baoilt, with a rogged,
weather-beaton face, keen yet kindly
grey eyes, and brown halr, somewhat
:-Uhd about the temples. 1o age hbe
as well past the fortiea In dreds and
be might pardouably have
been mistaken for a proaperous Yorkshire
gragier. Iondeed, he was wont to come
plain that he acted as a magnet to all
the tricksters of London; though, from
the shrewd smile with which he accom-
his protests, it was easy to see
that he thoroughly enjoysd the diversion
of turning the tables on his diseredit-

ihr opponents
p It was towards the end of my second
year at Heldelberg. An automn sun had
sunk to rest ln a golden hasza over the
wooded hills, and the nunight, lum-
inous under the harvest moon, lay upou
the old town. | wans sitting st my tabls,
oo which a shaded lamp threw ita yel-
low eclrele, srranging the notes of the
Jeotures I had that day ettended, when
there came & knock at the door behind
we. 1 erled s sulky luvitation, for I
feared the appearance of one of my pre
posterous student frisnds, with his {ul%rm
of the duel ¢ promegpde
next mmi:fd-? gmr’mﬂ g‘jn m
dragged we lnto the realization of wy
do 8 host by standing me on my
h#q % the ciatter of a falling chair.
’z!l’:; Cousin Graden!™ 1 eried, for
It was bho who had thus trested
fe. "What cyelons bas blown yon
bore ¥’

“Egad! 1 bellave it's the truth I've
beard,” sald he, throwlug bhimself ou to
a sofa that crocked again uoder his
weolght—he was & famed breaker of

jture was cousin Harry Graden.

#7 told e that you'd shut yoursslf
up for nigh two years—work, work, work
=—as If there was no young blood lu your
velos, and no green world lyiug around
pou, with not & yard of It that lan't
worth all the most learned disseriations
aver written.”

I koew his favorite doctrine. It would

ave been as foollsh to argue with him

to attempt to uphold the necemsity

the Unlon with an Irlsh Home Ruler.
. “Buat what are you dolng here? 1|
pepeated.

“It's to Bearlin that I'm bound, to read

paper befors a soclety that s good

to be interested In mome notes |
recently on the Kafr witch-doctom,
a few daye In baod; so I thoaght I
take & peep st my desr Heldalberg

, 8t my werthy cousin,

"

n hisslng cleclen

ever tramp ou the sawdust,

: h the schlager, and bleed In
Qousin Robert?’

h I have heard of your

st, you man of blood!"

Heary Graden, who flourished in Heldel-
berg twenty years agn."

“What, Voo Btockmar? Little Hes-
mann? What a good fellow he was! DNd
you ever hear him aing & song about—
but, of course, that's bot posslble. 8o
Hetle Hermanu's a professor, s he? Are
you under him 7™

“No; I'm with Professor Marnac.”

Graden walked across to the freplace
and slowly flled & huge china pips that
Iay thereon. He lit It and, turnlog hia
back to the empty grats, sent forth such
puffs of smoks that be spoke as from oot
a cload, mistily,

“He bas made himself a great oame,
this Marone How do you stand with
him, Cousin Robert T

“l don't quite know. | was a great
favorite of his in my first pear.”

“And pow?! Have you guasreled ¥
“Well, not exactly; It's a foolish
story.™
. foollsh atories are often of great-
or [nterest than the wise ones”

“Well, coualn Graden,” sald [, lean-
ing back In my chalr and lighting a fresh
cigaretts, “if you want to hear it, I'll
tell It you, and as shortly as may be
It began by the publication some aix
months ago of Professor Marnac's cele-
brated book, ‘Belence and Rallgion.’

“Homph! a strong effort, full of sug.
gestions.” be grunted; “but brutal, cal
lous, and revolutionary. It had a mixed
reception, 1 belleve ™

“It had; and nowhers more so than
in this university. Voa Stockmar fol-
lrwed it by s pamphlet of unsparing
eriticlam, which aplit the studeats into
two bodies—the Marome men and the
Btockmar mes. It was a pretty quarrel,
and gave an axcose for a scors of the In-
avita doein”

:gkl Marnae attempt a reprisal ¥’

e 4id, and In the unueos! form of
reading aloud Von Brockmar's attack
upon his theories to the class, of which
I am & member. He appenled to us for
sympathy. His agitation was remark-
able. I declare that he saarled over his
onomg'; namg like & dog over a bone,
ahd & most Dnpleasant scene ended lu a
fit, from which we arcused him with
dimculty.”

“But this does not tell me how you
exme to be lovolved,” he cried sharply,
striding over to the table and plumplog
blmself luto a chalr faclng me.

“Have patiencs, my impetuous cousin
From the first I had always found &
friend io Von Stockmar. [ liked him and
we et frequently. The second day after
the scone in the lecture-room [ was walk-
Ing with the cheery littla man when we
chanced upou Maruac. He gave me an
ugly look, but said nothiag. That night,
however, he came to thess rooms and
abused me roandly. He remiaded me
of the lutersst ho had ahown In my work,
ealled me a traltor to his party, and In
other ways bebaved with a childish ab-
surdity. Naturally, 1 refused to give up
a valusd friend.”

“You 4l right,
has blown over?"

“To the contrary, the antagonistn—on
Maroac's side, at least—has grown still
wmore bitter, Whenever | chance toa be
present, he misses no opportunity of at-
lga’hln‘ "s dear friend,’ 23 he calls
Yon Btockthar, In the most cruel and
vindictive fashion. My position at bis
lectures Is, | sssare you, becoming most
unendurable.”

“You are too ssusitive, Cousin Rob-
ert. The sbsurdities of & valn and jeal
: i

Giraden checked his unflalehed sent:
ence with his noss cocked In the alr
like a gigantic tervier. Sorprise and sus-
plelon were lo his expression and att):
tude. Then he rose slowly, as with an
effort, and leaned forward across the
table, his knuckles resting on its edge

"We uvegleet our visltor" sald he
gravely, and at his words 1 turned sharp-
ly in my chalr,

But surely the affalr

CHAPTER IL.

In the shadows about the door, yet
outlined with suMclent clearneas agalnst
the black oak of the walnseot, & face
stared In upon us. Areound the head,
ecrowned with a black akull-cap, fell »
thick growth of white hale that was
salnt-like In length and besuty; the
beard was of the like vensrable purity,
In a man of his apparent age the
cheekn were curlously rosy, while the
band that bheld open the door was amall
a2 & woman's and delicate aa old ivory.
For a moment | thought that the syes,
sxaggerated by the convex pebbles of
great gold glasses, turned opon me with
an ex of malicions satisfaction
Yot this was but as lmpresslon, for the
gloom bung heavily about bhim where
be stood, and my sight had not been un-
affected hy nights of study.

“Will not the gentloman step In¥*

i| Graden continved, with & reproach «t

my unhospitality in his volee
Professor Rudolf Marxo—for it was

he who thus hobored us—slid his dlmin-

utive figure through the door and ad-

vauced, with a eourtecus Inclisation,
lote the lamplight.

“My dear olr,” sald he, In the
soft mmoslesl with which It was

his custom to sddress we, "1 should ot
have intruded myself at this latg honr
but that I xm the bearer of psinful vews
which 1 felt It right to communicate to
you, Your Hermann Von Btoek-
mar, 4 evening of scute lnflam-
Sk

passed

la  bewllderment.
in the stroet 8 mid-

day looking well and hearty.™

“Yes, It Is even so, Mr, Harland One
niomient & steady fame Maminating this
university with fta Hght: the next, a sigh
from the vongqueror Death and It s ex.
tinguished, The active braln is still;
the pen, renchant, nelsive, destructive,
Is il anide for ever,”

It was an impressive hamlily; but from
so opon hnd vindictive a fos i sssemed

' singularly lnapproprinte,

“You sesmn surprised.” he contlnusd
“1 fear that encounters In the cause of
sclonce may have led the publie to be
lisve that poor Von Stockmar and 1
cherlshed personal anlmositien. If that
Is 50, 1 trust you will nss your Influence
to contradlet . My sorrow Is already
hoary eoough—without that unwarrant:
able susplelon.*™

The professor seemed deeply affected.
Removing his spectacles, be pulled from
his slde pocket n large siik pocket-hand-
kerchlef, As be 31 w0, & tinkle canght
my ear. A square byx of some white
metal had fallen to the foor. It rolled
into fhe lamplight, where the 1l few
open. The professor hastlly clapped on
Bls glanses; but already Graden had re
trleved the box and was presentlng It
to bim.

“There was nothing lo It, alr,” sald he,
for the professor had stooped and was
examining the carpet minutely,

1l thank you, I thank you*

“Pray do oot mention it. Cousin Rob-
ert, If ypu and the professor will excuse
me, | will' step across and take a last
look at poor little Hermann, Where are
hls rooma?™ .

Before 1 could anawer, the professor
was on his feet,

“Pray accept me as your gulde,” sald
he, moving towards the Jdoor. Graden
bowed his thanks llke a polite slephant.
I followsd the pair down.the stalrs.

It was growing late, and the narrow
streeta of the stodents’ guarter were
well nigh deserted, A moon, llke a pol-
ished shield, hung over the old castle
above us, picking out each turret and
parmapet In siiver grey agalnat the slesp-
ing woods that swept upward to the
sky-line. Across our path the gabled
bouse cant broad, fantastie pools of
shadow. A wind had risen with the
moon, and slghed and guiversd In the
roofs and archways. Onee, from & dis
tant tavern, came the f(alpt motter
of a rousing chorus, but scon It was
swpliowad and carried away by the
midnight breddee

We bad oot far to walk, and la Bve
minutes the professor was tapplng dis
crestly with sn ugly devil-face of a
knocker on Voo Btockmar's door. Pres
ently the bolt was drawn, and Hanos, the
grey-baarded servant of the dead wmaa,
stood (o the dovrway, a lamp held high
above his head. He bllnked uvpon us
moodily, with eyes dimmed by old age
apd recent tearw, til, catehing sight of

Graden's huge bulk, ha stepped fmuhl'
with & soort of surpries, fasbing lhc:

light in his face as he did wo.

“Ah! Goodness! but It is Helnrich der
Grosse!" he stammered. “Ach! Herr
Helnrich, bat have yoo forgotten Flaus
of the Schlagers, servant of the bovor
able corpe of the Saxa Borusen?"

“No, no" sald Graden, shaking the
veteran by the hand. “'Bo our little Her-
mann took you for his servant, as he
promised? This is & sad day for us both,
old friend. Tell we, how did it happent"

“Do not ask me, Hetr Heinrich. My
mind wanders—1. who served him nigh
on twenty years and was as & father and
mother to him,

The worthy fellow put down the lamp
in the HNttle hall late which he had
led us, and mopped his eyes with a hand
that trembled with emotion

But Gradea persisted lu his qulet way
and soou extracted the detalls, [t seemed
that it wan the custom of the dead pro-
fessor to take a nap after his midday
meal, That afternoon, bowever, his
sleep was unduly prolonged, and at four
Hans, who koew he had an eagagement
about that hour, slipped lo to wake him
His master was lying on the couch In hia
hedroom, where bhs was wout to take his
slesta. Hut be was o a curlous, hod-
dled poeition and bLreathing stertoromaly.
Hans falled te rouse him, became
alarmed, and harried off for a pelghber-
ing doctor, That gentleman dJdisguosed
the cane an a sudden and severs chill
which had settied on the lunge, causlng
violent luflammation. Everrthing poasi:
ble wae dune, but by =ght he was dead
Beyoud the remarkalile violeucy of the
selzure, the doctor had sald, thers was
pothing lo the symptoma. Overwork had
doubtiess undermined the constitution
and rendered It volusrable to & sudden
atiack.

“And while be was asleep—had he
visltora ¥ asked Graden,

“The strewt door s uever locked dur
Ing tha day."

“But would you not have heard the
sepa ™

“It was my custoin to sleep too. Elere
professor allowed it."

“Ho. 1 should llke to take a last look
At your poor master, friend Flans. By
the way, Cousin Hobert, where ls our
guide, the learnsd Marnae? 1 did pot
ses him leave the bouss."

“Parbaps the Professor Maroac has al-
ready gons to my master’s room, the
second to the right om the first Soor,"
suggested the old servant.

(To be contloued.)
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Yellow Peril

“More startiing news from Bhang-
bal,"” exclatmed the man with the pa-
per, excitadly. “1 tell you it Is only
a matter of time when the Chinese will
try to do us up”

“Well" suld the peaceful mau ln the
soorched shirt, “at present we will he
satinfiod If they only do up our shirts
and collars, 1 can't even get them to
do that right.”

An Off Year for Travel
“My husband won't go to Europe this

year."

“What's hls excuse?”

“He says all would
wonder why, Dealen,

They may kil the muen, but they caanot desiroy the spirit of liberty

Chicago Inter (vean

RUBSELL BAQGE.

ke Midas, Everyihing the Finan-
eler Toached Necame liold,

Lacking but a few days of 0 years
of age. Russell Bage passed away st his
sumimer hotne at Lawrence, Long Isl
and. For two or three years his health
had been falling. owing to his extreme
age. and for balf a year he had oot
twen In hls offlee but he onfidently ex
pectald a summwer (o the country woeald
rmtore him to vigor, Ba long as he
rvlalned consctonstiens be (hought he
was gnining In bealth and he planned
o1 celebrating his birtikiay anniversary
as usunl  Iwath eame gquietly after a
period of cotua and was solely dus to

| vonstantly

lnvested

his acvumuoisted years.

With the denth of “Uncle Huosesll™
Kage there passed awny Lhe greatest
private money lender In the workd, a
man who for many years has had from
B2 000 006 e 00000 | cold cash
lent out st gl literest,
st of It on call loans, No other man
i the world possessed as uch cash
eaplinl as did be, but be alse hnd great
wenlth, principally In rall

BUNKSELL MAGE

ronds. It had been thought that s
denth would create o panle on Wall
street, owing 1o the money he had loan
ed, but be coustderately had made pro
vislon that In case of his death there
should be no sudden call for the loans

Hussell Hage started out @ 8 poor
boy countrolled by a dread of the pov
erty which be saw all about bin and
determined that he would become a rieh
man,  Deht was a thing be abliorred. »
wenkness which bhe knew wos the cyrse
of men who otherwise wottld have bheen
successful and happy, He carly re
solved to live well within hls Incotne,
to save bis money in times of prosper.
ity so nw to be always ready for thoss
periods of sudden stress and adversity
which come to all men. From the first
he was successaful. He saved the firmt
dollar he ever sarned and early learn-

ol how o make lls mouey work for
b, He started when a boy on the

hunt for gold and as long as life lasted
be never gave up the chinse
ok a vaeation becuuse he felt that

he could snjoy nothiug so well as the

constant accumulation of wealth, It
was not the enjoyinent of wedlth and

what it would procure for nlm, but the

ile never

secumulation of the money, which kept
bim econtinually in the barness, He wan
A Juoyous over saving 8 cefits at a lunch
counter or In getilng two years' wear
out of a ready4auade sult of clothes us
other men would be over an European
trip.

Hussell Bage was born in the town
ship of Yerona, Onelda County, N. Y.,
on Auvgust 4, 1814, his father having
come to central New ¥York In an ox
wagon, When Russell was an fufant
the famlly woved te Durhamville, at

the head of Ouelda Lake  Like his
brothers, Huossell left the farm at o very
early age

He began tradlng 'n horses.  Refors
e was 1 e had accumulated tearly
B2, then he left hia brother's sm
play and opened A store for hlnself
This he sold at & proft and engagel o
the alilpplug businesa Al the age of
22 he wan worth FEO Kl At 29 be was
sole proprietor of u wholesale groscery
and coouniasion busioess o Troy aond
was ratod st B, He was elocted
aiderinnn and was sent to Congress for
one fero

In INOT, when 41 years old
to New York, seeking a wihder fivid for
bls trading activities, [l bought the
La Crosse ropd, part of the Milwankes

he wetit

THE LATE LADY CURION.

Amerionn Uirl Wha Was the Fient
Lady of Indis.

The death revently at her beautiful
home In Bugland of Lady Curson, of
Kedlenton, brought goief e thres nae
thonm Englnnd, where ahie hnd  en
Beared hermelf by her charm ug shinplic
Ity nnd womnnly sweetness, and [udiy,
where for so many years alia relgned as
the wife of the viceray, unlie with the
Polted Btates 1o mourniog the deomlse
of an American girl whose slevation o
Peitiah aristocratie and oitloinl clrclies
hind pot cauned hior to forget the repub
e in which she was boru amd for
which she retaloed the deopent affer
ton

Lally (furson's health falled while 1o
Tudin, but 1t was suppossd that her re
turn to Eagiand would spesdily restore
her strength amd  activity. The ex
troone hont, however, Increassd the gen
ernl debitlity fromn which she sufferwd
aid death resalted from beart fall
ure

Mary VYictoria Lelter was born o
Chicago, davnghter of Tevl £ Lelter, n
milonnire business man. Bome years
age the family moved to Washington

LADY CT'REON

and pesided I s magulfioent bome, en
tertaining largely and with a lavish
hews sich an obly gresat weslth per
mite. While on & visit to England Mise
Leiter met Lord Usorge Nathanlel i yr
son, sloee made Baroa Kedleston, and
bis lordslilp followsd her o Washing
tol. The wedding ook place In April,
INKG, oue of the guests belog M Cleve
land, of whom the hride was & ciose

A& St Paul system, for 25000, kept 1t
six mouths wond sold It for §1,000 (800 |
From that tline forward he was 8 fac |
tor ln Wall street. always looklug for

n osure thing and always getting it |
For a tiuw he and Jay Gould were
Chomoly  amsoc]nted He never specu- |

Intes), as that term Is generally under
stamsl. Ve preferred to buy stocks oyt
rlght, after stwdying thesn oarefilly
but he ppade st of his egormops for
tune by loaning wones At bls dewnth
bis fortunie was estiinted nt B100 (0x0
(L]

Russell Nage hind no hobbies e
rared pothing for the things  that
weanlth conld bay I'hings that other
milllonalres sre wont o spend  wde
oty o6 hiad o charms for bln. lie
cared wothing for art, musho, pletares,

Meain yaohts, social entertalnmenta or |
boka of travel

An wealthy an Crowsus, his tastes to |
the last remaloed ss sliple as those |
ul n 820 n woelk clerk wha strives to
live within bis Inomme.  Flis Dusiiess
apparently absorbed his whole Hfe Ae |
tuirding to the popular estimate of him
I pepresented the most perfect devel
opumetit of the woney making wachine
In human form

Russell Hage wan twice married. hut
he had no children, s Nest wilfs was
Mise Marin Winne, daughter of Moses
L. Winne, of Troy Bhe disd In New
York ln 1807, Two yeuars later he mar
rled Miss Margaret Olivis  Kloeum,
daugliter of Jusepl Blocut, & tuerohanit
of Ry racuse

His friends declared that of &l the
good bargaios he had wade o his Jife
his marringe 1o this estimable womnn |
wir by long odds the best. What he
Incked whe possessed,  Her charitabile
dowdn wore many. With her Mr Nige
bome 1ife was 0 very bappy one,

How MHe Kuew,

In u Kansas Clty court recently, a
negro on the witnessstand was belng
questioned about a slek horse,

“What was the matter with
borse " asked the lawyer,

“He was allin',” repliod the witness.

“Yen, I know," sald the guestioner,
"but what was the matter

“Ho wan jon nilin'.”

“But what was wrong?
dinsease was he suffering?”

“Jea allin’" persistad the negro,

The Inwyer was qulet a moment.
Then he had a bright ldea. He would
try t get at the horse's sy mptoms,

“Well, how do you know he wis all
Ing?" he asked,

®'Cause he dled” roplied the wil.
noss— Kanses Oity Tles,

the

With what

lawn,

Clown was at first a tattooed ersop,
In Britnln and France the ountry
people retained the habit of taitooing
or of paluting the faces ln imitatlon of
tattoolng long after It bad bess aban.
doned In the cities,

‘mu-l- for her sister, the

| Worda

| The extrn ones wre bo e to U

pernanal friend
The beautiful Amwrican gir] was wel
o] to thie most exolisive luner clp

||'|ﬂ of Fogliah soclety amnd st onee st

berselif the task of mastering Neitiak
poiithem In order (o be an ald o her
able and ambitious husband  In 15
lLord Corson was made viceray of In-
retaluing the ofMoe until  August
10 of lust your, Mis sucosss sl jopiy
Iarity ma wlewing was largoly attriboted
to the gl Juslgruenl. gracionsness aud
wormanly worth of hils Amserican wifes
Her Bomibay, Caleutts, anpd
Nimln was smong the uont mngindfoent
in the workd and the Todlan poteniates
necvpted her socinl sway as thes wonid
that wf the Bmpress of the emplre. 11
e o exaggeration o say that no En
Klish mpeaking wouian ever squalid her
I The Infuetiw she wislded In Tndia or
it the affection which the miillons of
that oontinental  peninsnis  showersd
wyrst her

At e Hime There was talk that 1ol
Cyrmon wopld e K aeeTiar  geh
aral of Canada, 1u which cuse wi Amer
lean givl would have been the Indy of
Kidean Mall

Lady Curson was left B3.000000 |1
her aown right on the death of her faith
or.  An squslly liteeal provislon was
Cotuntess of
Huffolk wnd Berkshire. Bhe leaves thres
children, the yonngest but & few inodths
whd

dia,

uirt at

taide

Wards Laed hat Rarely,

A putlologint talking about
“Thiere are over 2000 words
I the English Innguage.” he sald. “buot
we only use a feve thousand of thein
Aly
man codbl =it down with a diethunary
mid wirite Tu goasd Koglish u story that
o one to the worll would anderstand,
Here, for Instance | enn you make head
or tall of thiay*

And the philologist pattersd off gl
Iy

WaAm

"I will againbuy the atabal. You are
Aswayed, Yot this s no bDlushet's bob.
anow nor am I a eudden, elther, Though
llha atabal lx dern, still will I againbuy
L

Then be transluted |

“1 will recover the drum, * You are
Amared? Yot thia in no young girl's
boasting nor am 1 a fool, either, Though
the drom s bidden, still will [ recover
IL"—Loulsville Courler Journal,

A Nirong Line,

Judge -~ With what lustrument or ar-
ticle 14 your wite lufllet those wounds
on your face aud head?

Micky—Wil a motty, yer honor.

Judge—A whatt

Micky—A  molty—wan sy thim

, frimes wid “God Bllss Our Home" In

L Judge,

Wheu n boy likes to go awimming
and bunting, his mother's senson for
worry lastu all the year ‘round,




