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- chserver bad been quite uncon-

oy of something experienced some-
L]

" ip his brain.

1agnched into the recital of a story
-.i thoogh the stern charge of a
thop bad kept him silent as to name
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the heels of the circile
to inquire casual

pders as if

v zglva o .
2 were swelling DOW, and

r, shaking back his
i w a premonitory, waver-
mrhdrgmm his melodeon and
‘c gp 8 gospel song. The song
B mounted his camp stool to
gual fiery texL

his 1
fiaiguher by the steps Was gazing

g Strange, alert in
- in th
e ifgn jones knmew the
-;4 valoe of coG frast.

B pe passed abruptly from exhor-
-Edﬂ. song, from prayer 10 fulmina-

tentness. Some-
¢ scene held him enthralled.
melodra-
As his mood

he embellished his harangue
- drawn from his lifelong

" n;ﬁins ‘
of what he had said the soli-
1t was the ensemble—the repe-

s hefore—that appealed to him.
iy, however, a chance phrase

b to his understanding.
r moment and he was leaning

- his eyes fixed, his breath
-ae gt his breast. For each word
2 speaker now was knocking a
» hammer blow upon the blank
Hallelujah Jones

wealify, vet, possessing the vivid-

i

s of 20 actual experience, had lost

1 ip the telling. It was the tale of
gyeainz when he had peered through
s tiited window of a chapel and seen
Fesolnte rector gambling on the ta-
p of the Lord.

me wirds shrieked themselves
st Harry's brain, Harry Sander-
son, not Hugh

(< Stires! Not an
=2 outcast! Not
- ? eriminal, thief

and forger! The
ot B curiain was reat,

‘5. The dead wall in
{ bis brain was
N down, and the
real past swept
over him in an
: | ungovernable
=311 flood. Hallelujah

| | Joenes had fur-
nished the clew
to the maze,
i story was
¥
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'. * 7 last great wave,

t the arch enemy of ‘

' halted at the side of the road.
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UESETied street. A passerby would
f hi

T these months be, the Rev. Henry
: ‘disgm’:&d, had suffered
4 Déen sunk out of sight and

4 hearing Jike 1 stone in a
- For these months—through an
*atal facial resemblance and a
*'D'L COncurrence of circom-
~=3¢ bad owned the name and
ZY of Hueh otires. And Jes-
e less he, dat-

—--u3 Iror from that mis-
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Woment wher

i & sbe had torm the
q:; 44 0eT eyes on her wedding
= ....-{rt-’:'.'-_-r Seen the real Hugh
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: -T:_fh.uut...-, >0e must Jearn
. L Bow to tell her? How
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- ':""'E."1I Yesterday, hard as the
= ] A TE O wy
.- I*N ¢ been, he could have
“* LSt night the hon 3
S . tie hour passed.
a = @l her now? Yet she
B Np man ;
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He h; 3 Wile by law and
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Sl could

Soia ot marry her.
b ang o Ot TUrD back the wumi-
bk him yesterday!

Lwi::f‘r“ggiﬂg as though from
"'Mbed the mountain road

Eed kK .
it gy o0 fTom bis pocket
! ith&mr -:m:-ﬂs:: and his fingers,
b guary 1 4°d It to his thong
~ Docket - 2ad been only a bag-
or j:u;fI ¢ acquired he kmew
20ge of ‘E‘i‘_ :":'W' he knew it for
s Calling. He rememe-

 WIites they have

Dered now that, pressed a certain way,
it would open, and engraved inside
were his name and the date of his or-
dination,

He might shut the ealbin door, but
he could not forbid the torturer that
came with him across the threshold.
He might throw himself upon his
knees and bury his face in the rough
skin of the couch, but he could not
shut out words that blent in golden
lettered flashes aeross his throbbing
eyeballs. “Thou shalt not covet thy
neighbor’s wife.”

So he crouched, a man under whose
feet life had crashed, leaving him pin-
ned beneath the wreck to watch the
fire that must creep nearer and nearer,
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Curiesity held Jessica until the evan-
gelist closed his melodeon preparatory
to a descent upon the dance hall, Then,
thinking of the growing dark with
some trepidation, she started toward
the mountain.

Abead of her a muffled puff-puff

sounded, and the dark bulk of an auto- |

mobile was moving slowly in the same
direction, and she quickened her pace,
glad of this quasi company.

A little way up the ascent a ecum-
brous shadow startled her. She saw in
a4 moment that it was the automobile,
Her
footsteps made no sound, and she was
close upon it when she saw the three
men it had carried standing near by.
She made to pass them and had eross-
ed half the intervening space, when
some instinct sent her to the shade of
the trees. They had stopped opposite
the hydraulic concession, where a side
path left the main road. It was the
same path by which she and August

Prendergast had taken their wuncon-
scious burden on a night long azo,
leading along the hillside, overlooking
the snakelike flume and forming a
steeper short cut to the cabin above.
They were conversing in low tones, and
as they talked they pointed, she

thought, toward it.
Jessica had never in her life been an
eavesdropper, but her excited senses
A &Y A

o
1

“It was Stires killed him.”

made bher anxious. Moreover, she was
in a way committed, for she could not
now emerge without being seen. As
she waited a man came from the path
and joined the others. The sky had
been overcast and gloomy, but the
moon drew out just then, and she saw
that the newcomer, evidently a patrol,
carried a rifle in the hollow of his arm,
She also saw that one of the first three
was the avtomobile’s owner,

For some minutes they conversed in
undertones, whose very secrecy in-
flamed ber imagination. It seemed to
her that they made some reference to
the flume. Had there been another rob-
bery of the sluice boxes and counld

: they still suspect Hugh?

Dread and indignation made her
bold. . When they turned into the path
she followed, treading noiselessly, till
she was close behind them. They had
stopped again and were looking intent-
Iy at a shadowy gray something that
moved in the bottom below.

She heard the man who carried the
rifle say, with a smothered langh:

“It’s only Barney MecGinn’s old white
horse faking a drink out of the slalce
box. He often does that.”

Then the sheriff's voice said: *“Me-
Ginn’s horse is in town tonight with
Earney on her back. Horse or no
horse, I'm going to””— The rest was lost
in the swift action with which he
snatched the firearm from the first
speaker, sighted and fired.

In the still night the eoncussion
seemed to rock the ground and roused
a bhundred echoes. It startled and
shocked the listening girl, but not so
much as the sound that followed it—
a ery that had nothing animal-like and
thal sent the men running down the
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- slope toward an objeet that lay hwd-

dled by the sluice bex.

In horrified curiosity Jessica folipw-
ed, slipping from shadow to shadow.
She saw the sheriff kneel gown and
draw a collapsed: and empty herse-
skin from a figure whose thieving eun-
ning it would never cloak again,

“So it was you, after all, Preader-
gast!” the sheriff said contemptuocasly.

The white face stared up at them,
venomous and writhing, furning about
the circle as though searching for some
one who was not there,

“How did—you guess?" :

The sheriff, who had been making a
ewift examination, answered the pant-
ed question. “You have no time to
think of that now,” he said.

A sinister look darted Into the flm-
‘=~ vellow eyes, and hatred amd cer-

;ﬁh:tg Tekindled them. Prendergast
|struggled to. a sitting posture, then

ifell back, cenvulsed.

it was done. He’s clever, but he can't
jget the best of Prendergast!” A spasm
distorted his features. “Wait—wait!”

He fumbled in his breast, and his
ifingers brought forth a cru mpled plece

of paper. He thrust it into the sher-
| 1ff’s hands.
“Look! K™ he gasped. *“The

man they found murdered on the claim

" there”—he pointed wildly up the hill-

Eide—“Dr. Moreau.
Jng! Stires”—

Strength was fast failing him. He
tried again to speak, but only inarticu-
Jate sounds eame from his throat

A blind terror had clutched the heart
'‘ef the girl leaning from the shadow.
“*Dr. Moreau”—*“murdered.” Why, he
had been one of Hugh's friends! Why

L found him—dy-

“Hugh Stires!
He was the only—one who knew—how |

Sight and human presence; and Hugh,

The impudent swagger of imu::icaﬂonl

had slipped over him again, and his
boisterous laugh broke with a hic.
‘cough.
was about played out that’ might in
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““Y o were something of a hewling
as a parson.”
the chapel. And now you are willing
to take a hint from the predigal. How
did you find my nest? And perhaps
you can tell me who has been making
himself so-at home here-lately?”
“I have,” sald Harry evenly.

~ Hugh's glance, that had been waven
ing about the neat interier, returned to
Harry, and knowledge and anger leap-
ed into it “So it was youn, was it?
You are the one who bas been trying
his hand as a claim jumper!” He
lurched toward the table and leaned
upon it. “I’ve always heard that the
devil took care of his own. The run-
Aaway rector stumbles on my manor,
and, with- his usual lmek—Satan’s luck

| 'we called it at college—steps in just in
| time to strike it rich.”

|

He stretched his hand suddenly and

‘canght a tiny object that glittered
against Harry’s coat—the little gold

-did this man couple Hugh's name with

jthat worst of crimes?
'thing was he trying to tell? She hard

1y repressed a desire to scream aloud.
! “Be careful what you say, Prender-
” said the sheriff sternly.
The wretched man gathered force

for a last effort. His voice came in a
Fcroa.k:lng whisper:
“It was Stires killed him. Morean

' it down—and I—kept the paper.
ell Hogh—we break—even!”
' a

HILE the man whom
the town knew as Hugh
Stires listened to the
tale of the street
preacher, another, un-
like yet curiously like

him in feature, had slowly climbed the

‘hilly slope from the morth by the san-

dtariom road. He walked with a jaun-

ity swagger bred of too frequent appli-
eations to a flask in his pocket.
As he walked unsteadily along Hugh

drank more than once from the flask |
. he said, “but the night we played in

to deaden the superstitious dread of
.the place which was stealing over him.
On the crest of the ridge he skirted the
#anitarium grounds and at length
.gained the road that twisted down to-
tward the lights of the town. In the
«dubious moonlight he mistook the nar-
‘row trail to the Enob for the lower
path to the cabin. As he turned into
4t the report of a rifle came faintly
ifrom the gulch below.

. He quickened his steps and stumbled
all at once into the little clearing that
held the new made grave and Jessica’s
statne. The sight terrified his intoxi-
«cated imagination. His hair rose. The
mame on the headstone was Stires, and
there was himself—no, a ghost of him-
self—sitting near! He turned and

What dreadful .

tross which the ether had tied to his
‘watch guard. The thong snapped, and
Huogh sent the pendant rattling across
the doorway. '

“You were something of a howling
Bwell as a parson,” he said insolently,

 “bat you don’t need the jewelry now!”

| nwa}--

broke into a run down the steep slope. |
In his fear—for he imagined the white !

figure was pursuing him—he tripped
@and fell, regained his feet, rushed
mecross the level space, threw his
'weight against the cabin door and
:burst into the room.

A dog sprang up with a growl, and
In the light of the fire that burned on
the hearth a man sitting at the rough
hewn table lifted a haggard face from
‘his arms, and each recognized the
‘other.
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you pald me those days of decent Iiv-
ing you staked, and lost?” |
“But I willl” he exclaimed desper-
ately. “If you'll only help me out of
this I'll live straight to my dying day!
You don't know how I've suffered,

. Harry, or you'd have some mercy on

me now! Let me go, Harry, for my
father's sake!”

“Your father is dead,” said Harry.

“Then for old time's sake!” He tried
to clasp Harry’s knees. “They may be
here at any minute! I must have been
seen as I earossed the mountain! J
thought it would never come out or I
wouldn’'t have come! I'll go far enough
I'll go to South America, and
you will never see me alive again,
neither you mor Jessica! For God's
sake, Harry, listen! Jessica wonldn't
want to see me hung! For her sake!

It was the Harry Sanderson of St.
James' parish, of the scrupulous con-
science—whose college career as Satan
Sanderson had come to be a fiery sore
In his breast—who now spoke.

“Get up!” he said. “Have you any
money "

Hugh rose, trembling
“Hardly $10,” he answered.

Hearry considered hastily. He was
almost penniless. Nearly all his share
of the strike had gone to repay the
forged draft. *“I have no ready cash,”

and ashen.

the chapel I left a thousand dollars in
my stady safe. I have not been there
since.” He took pencil and paper from
his pocket and wrote down some fig-
ures hastily. “Here is the combina-
tion. You must try to get that money.”

“Wait,” he added as Hugh's hand
was on the latch. He must risk noth-
ing. He could make assurance doubly
“A half mile from the foot of
the mountain, where the road comes in
from Iuneral Hollow, wait for me. I
will bring a horse there for you.”

Hugh crushed the paper into his
pocket and opened the door. *“T’ll
wait,” he said. He darted out, slipped
around the corner of the cabin and
stealthily disappeared.

Harry sat down upon the doorstep.
The strain had been great. In the re-
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“I thought the - gospel game

before his eyes. The die was cast.
Hugh could easily escape. Until he
himself spoke he would not even: be
hunted. He, Harry Sanderson, was
the scapegoat, left to play his part.

How long he sat there he did not
Enow. He sprang up at a mufied
sound. He had still a work to do be-
fore they came—for Hugh! He saw o
an instant, however, that it was Jessi-
ca, leading her horse by the bridle.

“I could not wait,” she breathed:
“You did not come, and I was afraid!™

Mounting, he leaned from the saddle
and took both ber hands in his. Still
he did not kiss: her.
. “Jessica, you believe I am innocent?”’
he asked anxioumsly.

“TEE""FEE!"

“Will you believe what I am doing.
is for the best?”

“Always, always!” she whispered,

her voice vibrating. *“Only go!”
He released ber

quickly up the grassy path.

As she stood looking after him a !

dog’s whine came from the eabin. She
ran and released the spaniel and took
bim up in her arms.

As she did so a sparkle caught her
eve. It came from the tiny gold cross
Iying where Hugh had flung it near the
lighted doorway,
looked at it a rsement abstractedly angd
thrust it into her pocket searce con-

sciously, for her heart was keeping |

time to the silenced hoof beat that was

bearing the mamr she loved from dan- '

Zer.
*® - B ® - * -
Where the- way opened into the

gloomy cut of Funeral Hollow, Harry

dismounted and went forwaré slowly
afoot, leading the horse, till a #irure
stepped from.a.clump of bushes toc meet
him with an exclamation of relief

IMugh had waited at the rendezvous

skivering apprehension and dismal sus

picion of Harry's imtentions and had
not approached till he had convinced-
himself that the other came alone.

He wrung Harry’s hand as he said:
“If 1 get out of this, I'll do better

the rest of my life, I will, upon my

soul, Haery!™

“You may not be able to get into the
chapel,” said' Harry; “my rooms”—bhe
felt his cheek burn as he spoke—“may

be oceupied. On the chance that you |

fail, take this.”” He took off the ruby
ring, whose interlaced initials had once

fortified him 'in his error of identity. |
“The stone is worth a good deal. It !

should be enough to take you any-
where.”
Hugh nodded. slipped the ring on
To be continoed.

e

hands and rode |

She picked it up, |

Prevent ai«l
Relieve Headack=

“It gives me great pleasure to
be able to refer to Dr. Miles
Anti-Pain Pills as the best rem-
edy we have vet had in our
house for the prevention ansl
cure of headache. My wife who
has been a constant sufferer Tor
a number of vears with above
complaint joins me in the hope
that they may fall into the hands
of all sufferers.”

JOHN BUSH.
Waterviei:, Me.

Used Them Four Years.

“Dr. Miles’ Anti-Pain Pills
are the best I ever tried for
relief of headache. I have used
them for nearly four years and
they never fail to give me relief.
I have tried many other rem-
edies, but have never found anv
better.” 3

JOSEPH FRANKOWICK,
854 Trombly Av., Detroit, Mich.

There is no remedy that will
more quickly relieve anv form
of headache than

Dr. Miles’ Anti-Pain Pills.

The best feature of this r
markable remedy is the fact thar
it does not derangu the stomach
or leave any disagreeabic aiter-
effects.

Price 25¢c at your druogist. He shouvid
supply you. If he does not, send price

to us, we forward prepaid.
OR. MILES MEDICAL CG:, Torc=*s
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Business Apherisms

advertisers and advertise-
are - benefitted by

Both

ment readers

| sharpening their wits now and tihen

on  the whetstone- of an: aphorism.

Here from System are some good
ones—good and new:

A great man, is one who Enows
{ the times.

Many go out for woel and come
Home shorn.

Men are not offended by a  Tittle

exXtra courtesy.

The  thairless: lip- in- meanaginge af

' fairs is apt to slip:
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| g@ Every thing to be seen
E@?@ centres of fashion will be found @E
' In our collection. Not any great
one thing, but
everything tastefully appealing

to good dressers.

rafts of any

tans, etc., for per vard

Silks

Dainty Wash

effects.

300 yards of Santoy Dress Goods in all the new and staple
shades, including navy, brown,

.......................................

The rough featured Oriental Silks are strongly in evidence
for this season’s wear. also complete range of Tokio,
La Tosea, in spots and figured, at per vard....50 and

These are something to see, being the finest aud most
tasteful aggregation ever brought into town.
printed fabrics, chambrys, ete., combine the prettiest pat-
terns with the best wearing qualities and reliable colorings,
| the Linen Shantung and the Fine French Foulard creations
are really masterpieces of Fabric and shading, making a most
artistic serviceable wash costume.

- Women'’s Corset made of coutils and batiste, with med-
ium and high bust, long hip and back, hose supporters and
ribbon trimming, size 18 to 36, prices from 35¢ to 2.75.

Novelties in Men's 7=
Spring Wear

‘We are making a special good showing of Men's New
Spring Hats. Shirts and Neckwear, all the best and newest

Cambries, Zephyvrs and Oxford Shirts in all $1 00
the newest designs fOr.......c..cccvriecsniessansesasscssannnes s

Loughlin & Mclntyre

CASH AND ONE PRICE

New Dress

Fabrics....
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wisteria, eatabaw,

50c

15¢
Fabrics S
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