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“Say,” whispered the warden, “it
you don't want to leave your oell
sgain to.day, you needn't. You look

“ ”

“Thank you,” replied Hal, in weak
tones. “I'd like to stay in Captain
Hines's ocell, for it get's the morning
supn.”

“Very well,” said the warden, and
he permitted the young man to pass
on.

A few minutes later, in Captain
Hines's cell, Hal'stunbuttoned coat
revealed the rusty spade.

“Lieutenant Todd,” said the Cap-
tain, gravely, “you deserve ‘haonor-
able mention and promotion!' The
way you took possession of the
enemy’'s arms was the neatest thing
I ever saw.”

“It wasn’t the most pleasant I ever
experienced,” remsrked Hal, dryly.
%] reckoned it up during breakfaet,
and not less than a thousand pounds
were rolled over me this morning.”

With the spade in their possession,
the work of tunnelling became com-
paratively essy. But now, with the
prospect of escape almost a cer-
fainty, another d:fficulty loomed be-
fore them—they had no money. By
bribery Hal managed to send a letter
to Virginia, telling her of their in.
tention, and dire need of funds 40
ocarry i to a success, After a period
of waiting, her reply came in a pair
of beautifully embroidered slippers.
But the authorities were fully as
shrewd as the fair sender, and when
Hal received them the slippers
showed how severe was the scrutiny
to which they had been subjected.
The lining of cherry silk was ripped
apart, and red roses and green leaves
had been siashed scross; even the
soles were cut in places, and Hal
smiled bitterly as he saw how com-
pletely Virginia's scheme bad mis-
oarried.

“ Wonder where they found the
money ?" said Captain Hines, as they
quzod upon the mutilated footwear.
“Gad! 1 don't envy the one who had
no more manliness than to destroy a
lady's handiwork.”

Hal patched up the slippers and
found them so comfortable he grew
almost reconciled to the loss of the
gold. The tunnel was now finished,
but the hearts of the daring plotters
sank lower each day, for all would be
in vain unless they could provide
themeelves with citizen’s clothes and
transportation. General Morgan
never lost hope, and finally set the
day for their escape, trusting to good
fortune to carry them in safety to
their friends in Kentucky.

One morning, with other of the
officers, he was engaging the warden
in convegeation, as had been his
wont for weeks, to prevent that keen-
eyed martinet from making a tco
oareful survey of the vacant cells.
Suddenly he turned to Hal, who was
playing chess nearby, and said :

‘“Lieutenant Todd, will you con-
firm a statement of mine ? Ihold
that it is possible for & man, pro-
vided he is agile and a good climber,
to escape from this prison through
the skylight, by means of the
balconies. The warden thinks it
codld not be done, but is willing that
you should make the trial.” .

Hal sprang to his feet. As he
moved quickly forward, the heel of
one of the slippers got caught on the
edge of & small ladder that was lying
on the floor. The outer piece of
leather gave way, and Hal Todd's
heart seemed to cease its pulsations,
a8 his fine ear caught the faint ring
of gold. Virginia had secreted the
money in the heels of the slippers !
To move even an inch was to entire-
ly loosen the slight hold of the few
remaining tacke, thereby betreying
the secret; while not to obey his
chief's command was equally as dan.
gerous. He knew, moreover, that
this command was a part of Morgan's
scheme, ae he desired to obtain some
knowledge of the yard into which
the tunnel would open and the
height of the wall that rose between
it and the street below. Hal threw
a despairing glance at General
Morgan, who looked with wonder on
the hesitating officer. But before a
word could be uttered, the ever-
ready Hines called : &

“Get out of your slippers, Todd,
and show us how good Scott County
boys can olimb 1"

And as Hal obeyed, he mentally
questioned why, of late, his wits
seemed to be wool gathering. While
the others watched the agile Lieuten-
ant as he sprang from one of the iron
balconies to another, thus proving,
tc the warden's discomfiture, that at
least one of the confederate prison-
ers could go to freedom by the sky-
light, if he eo desired and fate were
propitious. Captain Hines walked
carelessly to where the discarded
slippers, with their hoarded treasure
lay. He drew the one from under
the ladder, quickly and firmly press-
ing the loosened tacks back into
their places ; then, as he caught the
eyes of one of the subsltern officiale
tastened upon him, he quietly re-
moved his own sboes and thrust his
feet into hie friend's slippers. Lift
ing hie glance and meeting that of
the guard, he smiled and whispered :

“I'll lave me brogans here for the
youngster. Don't give away the
joke. He will think the corporal has
them, and there will be a row to
brighten up the atternoon.”

Saying which, the wily Captain
strolied leisurely to his cell. When
alone, he quickly detached the oufer
piece of leather from the wide and
somewhat high heels. This revealed
 oavity in which were stored several

gold eagles and banknotes of large
denominations.

“Trust & woman's plan never to
tail1” he cried exultantly to himself,
a8 he seoured the money. Then he
oarefully replaced the ocover of
leather and again slipped his feed
into the slippers, while in the corri.
dor without Hal was causing, aa it
seemed to General Morgan and the
other men, an unnecessary amount
of confusion because of the disap-
pearance of his footwear.

Thus the last dificulty had been
removed. They had now but to make
their esoape. The night was sed for
the 26th of November; the hour,
that atter the sentry had passed on
his midnight round. An opening
had been cut from the mir-chamber
into the floor of each cell, a covering
as thin as an eggshell having been
left to screen the aperture from the
detection of the wardens. Insnxious
dread, that litthe band of grimly
determined men waited until the
sentry's footfalls echoed down the
still corridor that November night.
Then at the signal they roee, quickly,
quietly. Placiog the previously pro-
vided dummy on their beds, and
striking the thin coating of stone
that concealed the opening, they let
themselves down into the air
chamber. One by one they passed
through the tunnel, and when the
leader bad cut the sod which had
been left untouched to screen their
work from the eyes of passers through
the yard, they stood once more on
earth, free men Ah,not yet! Beyond
were the kennels, with the savage
dogn; before them, the high wall to
be scaled. The old device was theirs
—a rope made of bed-clothes.
Swittly, noiselessly, they crossed the
yard—it would not have been well
for man or brute that would have en-
countered them in fhat moment—
reached the wall, climbed to its top,
let themselves down again to aarth,
and—were free! A long hand-clasp,
a whispered God-speed, and they
separated into small parties o make
their way, by various routes, to Ken-
tucky. General Morgan, with Cap-
tain Hines and Hal, went to the
Union station and took the train for
Cincinnati. When the train slowed
up st a surburban station of that city
the three man gquietly dropped them-
selves from the stepe of the train and
struck acroes the country for the
Ohio River. The end of their walk
brought them, at day-break, directly
opposite the long, low house where
dwelt General Morgan's friend.
They found a boat waiting for them.
With a cheer Hal snatched up the
oars, and in & few minutes his feet
were set on Kentucky poll. His boy-
ish spirits mounted with the occa-
sion, and as his companion moved to-
ward the house he took off his hat.
and waving it toward the opposite
shore, sung out :

“Adien! Adieu! Ohio Shore!
I hope I'll never see thes more!
How's that for impromptu verse-mak-
ing, Captain ?” and he slapped the
tall Captain Hines enthusiastically
on the shoulder.

*‘Not as striking, by any means, a8
your manner of emphasizing it,” was
the Irish soldier's dry comment,

A glad welcome awaited the Gen-
eral and his two officers from the
hospitable Kentucky gentleman, but
Hal's eyes often wandered toward the
door, and greatly he wondered why
Virginia was not there to greet him,
with their host and his beautiful
wife. When breakfast wae over, the
lady drew Hal aside, and said to
him :

“Miss Castleton is not with us.
To our deep regret, she has refurned
to Georgetown. But she left aletter
for you,” and she laid an envelope in
his hand. Hurriedly Hal broke the
seal, and what he read on the small
sheet of paper made him catoh the
table for support. He re read the
words, then, like one in a trance, he
orossed 8o General Morgan and
handed him the note. Then the
young heart that had endured #o
much gave way, and throwing him-
self on a chair, Hal hid his face in his
hands and sobbed aloud ; for this was
what Virginia had written :

“I have received this morning a
letter from Mr. Howard Dallas.
Colonel Powell, who we thought was
safein the South, has been in prison
in Georgetown since July; and"—
the letters here betrayed how the
band had trembled that penned those
diretul words—" yesterday General
Burbridge sentenced him to be shot
af the Park gate.”

The date of the letter showed that
it was written five days previously.

CHAPTER XXVIII

A reign of terror existed in Ken.
tucky, Guerilla warfare was ram-
pant on both sides ; military murder
was the order of the day; robbery
and imprieonment, even of those
whose loyalty was unquestionable,
were conetantly perpetrated ; and
every man who held a grudge againet
another was free to avenge it under
the iniquitous regime of General
Burbridge and his ocabal. Thie
“Council of Evil,” as it was ocalled,
had its headquarters at Lexington,
and was composed of three members

| of the military and two citizens ; of

the latter, one was Howard Dallas.
They controlled the actions of Gener-
al Burbridge, and their motive, in the
great majority of cases, was purely
personal, The men of wealth and
influence secured his safety by pur-
chasing their goodwill, while an
enemy was lost once he fell under
their power. It was in vain that
Governor Bramlette uttered proclama.
tions against the “Council of Evil”
and its tool, General Burbridge ; in
vain were 'his appeals to President
Lincoln to interpose the strong arm
of his power and save incorruptible

patriote and innocent citizens from

condemnation and punishment be-
stowed without even the pretence of
atrial. The military authorily was
in the ascendent, and before it the
civil was rendeted helpless.

Howard Dallas had drunk his cup
of sweet revenge. With her father
sleeping in his soldier's grave and
her brother marching South with
Sherman, Lucy Menetes was wholly
ad the mercy of the man she had
made her enemy, and, with her in.
valid aunt, was sent by him to the
woman's prison in Louisville ; while
by a method peculiar to the time, the
great plantstion and valuable person-
sl estate of the dead Union officer
fell into his hands. A strong Union
{st, but prevented by ill-health from
bearing arms in defence of his oause,
her brother-in-law had been torn
trom his home snd ordared into the
“Rebel lines,” while the young wife
was compelled to fly to friends in the
far North to save herself from shar
ing the fate of her aunt and sister.
Oupe still remalned unpunieched, Vir
ginie, and her time came when the
wily Clariese brought about the cap-
ture of Clay Powell. Twice during
that lorg summer had Dallas sent
Mrs. Powell word that the opportunity
she desired had come ; but each time
she stayed the sentence of the cabal,
and instead of Clay Powell, another
Confederate prisoner lost his life be-
cause somewhere in the State a loyal-
it had suffered from the guerillas or
the hatred of a secret foe of his own
party.

“ You will wait until it is too late,”
he said to her ome October day.
““While he is practically without a
friend—for those he possesses are
sither prisoners themselves or be-
lieve thatshe is safe in the South—
still you do not know when Mr.
Davidson will mysteriously turn up,
and—"

“But 1 do!” said Mrs. Powell, in
her sharpest tones. ‘‘ Mr, Davidson
is now in his fool's retreat—"

“ What ! at Willow-wild "
Dallae, springing to his feet.

“ Not at Willow-wild,” she replied
calmly ; “ he will not be there for
several weeks.”

“ Will you explain ?” he asked,
seating himeelf. * Who is Mr. David-
son ?"

‘“ A fool I"” she utumnd\

“ Was he always one ?” aeked he,
with a smile.

“ From the hour he saw Mary
Clay,” she answered, and her eyes
seemed to send out sparka of fire.

Her listener knew that he had now
touched upon dangerous ground, but
he resolved to make a bold dash
acroes it.

“Oh! Clay Powell's mother ? She

must have been a most fescinating
lady.” .
“Lady ?” said Mrs. Powell, elevat-
ing her eyebrows, though her voice
quivered with the heart's suppressed
hatred. “ Lady ?" she repeated.

“Was she not one ?” asked he,
with aesumed oarelessness ; and his
hearer laughed bitterly.

“ Ladies do not, as a rule, come out
of log houses and go from one planta-
tion to anothar to help sew for slaves,
dothey ? That was Mary Clay! Born
in wretchedness, nursed in poverty,
ignorance, and toil, she proved her-
self the worthy result of such condi-
tions.””

“ And paid for daring to set her-
selt up ss the rival of Angie Kert:
ridge |” threw in Dallas, with a
smile in his cruel eyes. She turned
upon him flercely, stung out of her
habitual stern silence.

* She lied, and knew she lied, your
mother, when she gave you that
version of my story!” she cried.
“ J—why, I would no more have
stooped to take revenge on a creature
like Mary Clay than I would beat the
dust that chances to lie in my path |
She cculd no more have helped her
base nature than the worm can its
vileness. No! no! no!” her voice
rising into a wild note, “ not on her,
but him! him! To be cast off by
him for a thing like her ! And after
what I}had done forhim! Oh, Christ,
men are merciless!” Then she
turned to Dallas and half closed her
eyelide, and thus looking at him
seemed like a snake ready for a
gpring. ‘' I said men are merciless,”
she began, ‘' and you are & man, and
I have known few to whom the
epithet is more applicable. You have
only to speak and smile to inflict
torture.”

“Thank you |" he said, sarcastio-
ally. “ I wish all were as suscepti-
ble to that easily inflicted torture ae
you geem to be. I shall make it a
point to frequently talk to and smile
upon my enemies."” ‘

She looked at him, at the hand.
some, delicately cast features and
tall, graceful figure ; then with a sar-
donio smile turned her eyes toward
the window, which showed her the
late, brilliant autumn flowers ; and
Howard Dallas smiled, too. Affer a
while, he said :

“This is not business, however.
I have always found that delays are
dangerous. I recommend that the
next time the Georgetown prisoner
is selected by—General Burbridge,
to be shot in retaliation "—and the
smile again crossed his fane with the
marked emphasis on the last worde
—*“ you enter no opposition. I am
tast beginning to think that you have
it in your heart to yet save the hand-
some gon of your—"

“ Former lover,” she supplied.
“ Don't hesitate, my dear Howard !
My ears are nol accustomed fo the
phrase, it is true, for your parents’
generation and mine were refined
and delicate. I knew that I should
have to pay for coming to the young,
but I was willing. You are mistaken,
however, in your belief. I might,
indeed, have liked young Powell, were
he not his father's son. This is only
October ; I have still several weeks,”

cried

“ How are you able o state the
exact time of Mr, Davidson's return ?"
he pmud.

‘“He will not be here before the
last week in November,” she said.
“ And when he comes he will find
that I was again $o0o quick for him,
I do mot wait for the stars to guide
me. He is a fool.”

“ 80," snld Howard Dallas, musiog-
ly, " he loved Clay Powell's mother,
Why did they not marry ?"

For a moment she looked at him
thoughttully, as“if his question had
given & new aspect to the atory;
then said, oarelessly :

“ I wae never interested enough in
—Mr, Davideon—to inquire.”

“But I am interested enough to
want to find why this mysterious
man has set himself to act the part
of guardian to Clay Powell, and why
it ie that he hae the knack of turn.
ing up at the right time."”

‘I have already answered the firet
question : kecauss he is a fool ; and
1 mesure you, for the second time,
that be will come too late when he
comes in November,” she continued.

A few weeks later he thought she
would make good her words, for a
servant brought him a messsge that
one of her negroes had been shot the
night before while keeping guard
over his mistress’s place. Nightly
she had stationed the old man on the
front lawn, and faithful in freedom
a8 he had been in slavery, he kept
watch while the bousehold slept in
security. Sometimes a prowling dog
would cross the 'awn, often the rab-
bite would steal out from their nests,
but never a human being had come
to disturb the simple thoughts of the
old negro as he marched to and fro
under the &tars, until that night
when, turning unexpectedly in his
walk, be saw a figure, bent under a
heavy weight, stealing away from the
" quarters.”

“Halt!” he cried. The surprised
thief dropped his burden, turned, and
the moonlight fell on the face of the
“blue-gummed” negro. Before the
old man could raise his gun, the
other drew out his pistol. The next
inetant, a long, quivering cry rang
out and Joe's long watch was over,
whila the aseassin litted his sack of
stolen meat and continued his way
to Georgetown. The next morning
one of the children situmbled over the
stark body that was partially hidden
in the long, brown grass., Mra.
Powell was hastily summoned, and
when she oame to the place and
looked down on the calm, black tace,
the etiff hande still clasping the un-
availing gun, & smile of exultation
lighted her eyes, and turning to the
group of frightened servants she
bade one go for Mr. Dallas ; then she
ordered the others to carry the dead
man to his cabin and@ meke him
ready for burial. Clarisse, who had
been arcused by the cries and con
fusicn, was waiting for her couein in
the second parlor.

‘“Whet has happened, Cousin
Angie ?” she eaid.

“Joe was shot last night,” she re-
plied.

“Oh, heavens !" exclaimed the girl.
“Who could have done it? The
Rebels ?”

“I suppose #0,” returned Mrs.
Powell, and began to pace the floor,
nervously awaiting the coming of
Dallas. When he arrived, she eaid :

“Have I lost anything by the de-
lay ?"

“I believe that you have gained,”
he said; then he bowed over
Clarieee’'s extended hand, saying
golicitously : "It is dreadful that
thl: bad to happen to disturb you so
early.”

“Isn't it awful |” she cried. '‘Poor
old Joe! Who would have the heaxt
to harm him ?”

“This ie a specimen of what the
Rebels are doing throughout the
State,” he remarked. '‘You are to be
congratulated,” he went on to Mrs.
Powell, “that they contented them-
selves with killing your servant.”

“But I demand reparation!" she
cried, her glittering eyes fastened on
him. “The wrong that has been
done to me must not be passed un-
noticed. The Rebels have killed my
servant while he was fulfilling his
duty as guard over my house. The
next time they will kill me, if this
murder is not made an example of,
it an illustration is not given them
that the government is determined
to proteot the lives and fortunes of
its supporters. I send for you to lay
the wrong that I last night suffered
before General Burbridge, and say
for me that, as a loyal Unionist, I
look to him for a vindication of my
right, nay, demand it of him. He
will not refuse me,”’ she added, “and
—well, I can trust the rest to you.”
With these words she left the room.

“That means, I suppose,” said
Clarisee, "that Mr, Powell must be
selected as the viotim ? Oh,” with
an affected shudder, it is horrible !"

“The fortunes of war,” he said,
lightly.

A gilence fell, and atter a minute
he went to her side, and drawing her
hand ander his arm, he laid it on his
breaet.

“Have you no greeting for me ?"
he said, slightly bending his head
toward her. She flashed him a look,
with a laugh, and attempted to draw
her hand away; but he held her
closer to him, She again looked aty
him, but without laughing this time,
and be bent and kissed her.

“I have not seen you for an age,”
he eaid, as he went with her to the
window.

“Whose fault was it? I was at
home,” she remarked.

“The last time I was here you
treated me 8o badly I swore I would
punish you for it.”

“And stayed away ¢ Do you think
that was & punishment?” She
leaned her head against the window-
sill as she regarded him with her

large lustrous eyes, and the white
lace curtain threw out into bold re-
lief the rather heavy beauty of the
dark face. He met her look with a
smile,

“Yes, I think 80,” he said, answer-
ing her question. “Own up I am
coreect. "Didn't you look for me yes-
terdayevening? Didn'tyouwanime?”

“What makes you think so ?" she
asked, with romething like a curl at
the corner of her lips.

‘I felt is,” he replied.

“Then your feelings deceived you
very much, I read to Cousin Angie
for an hour after supper, and then
went to bed and to sleep.”

“That is not so !" and he set his
small, even teeth and looked down
on her in silence. ‘“Perhaps you did
read to your cousin,” he continued,
but after she went upstairs you
stayed for half an hour, and then—
Thomas Todd came.”

“You must have a magician's
tube,” she said, with a laugh. Then:
“How do you know 8o much ?"

“No matter,” he d. But he
laughed again and ghew silent.
“Clarisse,” he said, ‘you look pale
this morning. What did Thomas
Todd eay to you last night ?"

“He said that you are an artful,
merciless man. That you loved
Mattie Menefee, and because she
wouldn't marry you, you gave ouf
it was you who broke the engage-
ment , that you have never ceased to
pursue her and hers, and cruelly
destroyed their happiness ; that you
have nos spared Miss Castleton, and
will not stop your persecution of her
while she lives ; $hat I should, as he
warned me long ago, avoid you, for
once you gained power over one you
are relentless, it she or he dare croes
you "

“ Nice and friendly of Captain
Thomae, I declare!” said Dallas, with
his smile. ‘S0 much for what he
said of me. Now wha did he say to
you ?"

“TLat he loves e now as he loved
me three years ago,” she answered,
her eyes on his, her smile deflantly
meeting his smile ; and her expres
sion of pleasure grew more pro-
‘nounced as« she saw the blood run up
and color his white brow.

“And what did you say to him ?”
he asked, slowly, his eyes and emile
emphasizing the words. But she did
not anewer, and then he laughed a
low, long laugh,

“Shall I tell you what you eaid?"”
he asked, quickly.

“No!"” she eaid, without thought,
but added inetantly : “Tell me what
you think, You can not know what I
said to him.”

“He sald I was pitiless, didn't he ?
Well, I am, and 1'll no} spare you,
tor I know that you sent for him,
thinking to punish me! You told
Thomas Tedd, Clarisse, to prove his
love in the surest way a man does—
by offering to make you hie wife.
And he told you $hat he cculd not,
for he congiders bimeelf still bound
to Bessie; that mnothing but her
death or marringe with another
could absolve him from his promise
to her. You ran againet the honour
ot a Tcdd, my Olarisse, and found
that it could be broken, but never
bent !"

The colour left her face, but she
said when he ceased :

“You have a very vivid imagina-
tion!”

He studied her for a while, then re-
morked, with a laugh :

“How like a woman to attempt a
denial of her defeat ! Ou, Clariese, I
didn’t learn shat from my imagina-
tion, but—shall I tell from whom ?”

“Yes,” she said, an angry light in
her dark eyes.

“Yourself I” and again he laughed.

She turned her head quickly and
gazed out of the window. For a
time he regarded her half averted
face; then he stepped to her gide,
and leaning an elbow on the &ill,
took one of her hands and laid it on
his lipe.

“Are are sngry, Clarisse ?" he
asked, still clasping her hand. “You
look so hsndsome when you have
that fire in your eyes and that curl
on your lips that I half wish you
would be angry all the time.” But
she c8ldly drew away her fingers, and
continued to gaze pmst his face
toward the flowers.

“Clarisse,” he said, after a thought-
tul pause, ‘‘look at me and listen to
me!” When, at last,'she brought
her eyes back to his, he went on:
“I am what Thomas Todd told you
—a cruel man and a revengeful one.
Some women can overlook and for-
give even thal in a man, when they
love him as a woman ought to love ;
but no woman ever loved me as I
wanted to be loved.” He searched
her face but it was not less cold and
still than that of the marble Diana
that stood in & niche above her.
“When the woman I loved threw me
over for a foolish notion,” he went
on, “well, all the latent cruelty and
revengefulness of my nature were
tully and forever aroused. Why did
you draw it upon yourself by treat
ing me as you did the last time 1 wae
here? Why, then, when you did,
couldn't you bear with a little of it,
and not wake all the devil in me by
sending for that young fool ? What
did you gain by it? Only to hear
from him what you ought’'to have
known, and make me prove to you
that I am o]l he eaid I was. Am I
entirely to blame ? You say that a
man ought to be generous and noble
in his treatment of a woman ; that
he should forgive it that she will de-
liberately do the things that hurt his
love and pride, that shake his con
fidence in her, that disappoint him.
But that is not the man I am. Who-
ever gets anything over me paye for
it. Did I make you pay so dearly for
orossing me, Olarisse ?"

He bad raised himsell, and was
looking at her, a passionate gleam in

Mu.d.’”' bud she mel i§ calmly and
said :

“I am not the.woman who forgives
for the mere asking.”

“A woman always gets the worsd
of any conflict with a man,” he said.
“Olarisse, I'll buy your forgiveness.
I'll give it to you to yet show Thomes
Todd that small hands cen deal
stinging blows.” And with the
words, he lett the Park,

Late that afternoon he went to
Lexington to lay Mrs. Powell's griev
ance before General Burbridge. He
found that military leader in one of
his bad moode, for the Confederates
bhad won a decided victory over a
part of his command that was
stationed near Mt. Sterling ; so, with
out inquiring into the case, he wrote
an order that two ol the soldiers
then confined in the Georgetown jail
should be taken to the Park gate and
shot in retaliation for the murder of
Mzrs. Powell's negro servant. At the
suggestion oi Howard Dallas, the
Union soldiers commissioned to exe-
cute the order were to be under the
command of Captain Thomas Todd

Mr. Dallas sought his private
office and wrote a lettexr to Virginia
Cestleton, He held the winning
card now, he told her, and as she bad
been scornful, he would be pitiless.
She had thrust herselli between him
and, his bappinese in her desire to
warn her friend ; now he could ruin
her life-joy and he would not
hesitate. '‘Clay Powell's death-war
rant has been signed,” he wrote
“No power on earth can avert its
execution unless I will it. 1 bear
the man no hatred, and though Mrs.
Powell has long waited for this cul-
mination of her many revenges
against his father, I will brave even
her anger and lasting hatred, and
save him from the ignominy of being
shot at her gate, for a negro, and
will do it on one condition—that you
become my wife.”

TO BE OONTINUED

THE LOAN FROM GOD

It was almost midnight, but with
the wild applause still puleating in
her ears sra knew the quivering
nerves would not permit sleep.
There was nothing for it but to lie
back in the easy chair to ruminate
happily behind closed eyelids while
ber maid flitted about unobtrusively
in her retiring preparations. Every
success paled before the one of this
night, achieved betcre her most criti.
cal audience since coming back to
America. She knew it for the in.
delible stamp of approval. It was
the apex of her struggle for recog-
nition—the bitter fight for the life
of her talent was over.

The comfortable room, redolent of
her favorite perfume, almost home
like in its appointments (even to the
pretty canary twittering uneasily in
its ocage), gave no intimaticn of the
bleak winter night outside. She
closed her happy reverie by suddenly
rising and slipping across to the win
dow, drawing the heavy curtains to
look out at the forbidding scene. A
few belated pedestrians still forced
their way through the storm in the
white glitter of the equare beneath.
She smiled in a self satisfled manner
a8 her mind reverted to tbe many
magnificent rooms and brilliant cafes
in which she was at this moment the
topic of conversation—she who but a
year sgo had been poor, lomely,
almost friendless. Ah, her wonder
tul genius had forced thir tribute !

A door in the rear creaked faintly
a8 she turned to give a new instruc-
tion %o Madeline—the words died on
her lips, for it was a men she con-
fronted, sfanding on the rim of the
velvet light from the pedestalled
lamp. Her first frightened glance
showed her a precisely garbed indi-
vidual in evening clothes, a far lined
coat hanging over one arm, the ex-
pansive shirt front centered by a
flaming jewel throwing an almost
phosphorescent tint on the pallid
features, mustache and imperial.
Even in the shadowy, illusive light
he revealed himself — Frederick
Maurepas, her old music teacher.

“Le petid maitre!" she gasped.
The waxen features wrinkled in the
old, inscrutable smile—a trifle sadder
than of yore.

“You have not forgotten me, then?"’
in mingled cynical surprise and hope.

“Forgotten you ?' sinking dazedly
into the cushioned seat without once
removing her eyes from the mag
netic ones. “But who ocould ? Be
seated.”

“Merci, mademoiselle.” He com
plied only to the extent of leaning a
trifie more comfortably against the
chair near which he stood. Thus
the former associates, strangers since
she started on her conguering course
and he slipped back into his sodden
existence, renewed their intimacy.

His mere presence mirrored for her
again the crude, ugly, struggling slip
of femininity she had been, battling
the nipping courtesy of the artistic
Parie. She saw again the barrack-
like pension, the surly, ungracious
old concierge, the leering native stu-
dents. Maurepas was not, indeed,
the great master who had flailed the
voice out of her (he was too yielding,
too debased, to head anytinstitution),
but in the days when his genius did
assert itself between the abeinthe de-
bauches, lucky the student admitted
into his magic ocircle. She, the
gritty, plunging little American, had
been one. How she had begged him
to try to conquer his foe with prayer
—he scorned the suggestion in his
infidel style. Bub he loved her all
the more for her tense religion.

“I heard you to-night,” he munr-
mured in some conatraint,

“I didn't shame you ?"

“You were magnificent!” with a
rare smile toning the monotonous in-
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LUX

is a unique
washing preparation
that actually adds to the soft-
ness of garme and prevents
all loosely woven fabrics from
ghrinking and hardening in the
wash, It's the essence of pure
Adds anew note
of refinement to wash-day.

{
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soap in flakes

Won't Shrink Woollen:

E
’E LUX—10c. everywhere—

Made in Canada by Lever
Brothers Limited, Toronto.

What They Cured

Here's the remarkable experience of
a Nova Scotian: —

“I was once a terrible sufferer with
kidney and bladder troubles, and at
times I would lose the use of my legs,
and could not go away from home with-
out some one with me. I was treated
by different doctors for 3 years, and only
got temporary relief. My son advised
me to take Gin Pills,and after taking the
first 2 or 3 doses I got relief. I continue
ed to take them until I got completely
cured, I owe my life to Gin Pills.

Yours very truly,
P. M. KEMPTON,
Port Medway N, S!*
GIN PILLS are 50c. a box or 6 boxes for
$2.50 at all druggists, sample treatment rree
if requested.
National Drug & Chemieal Co. of Canada
Limited, Toronto
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Do youwant toearn
$10 a week or more

in your own home ?

Reliable persons will be furnished with

profitable, all-year-round employment
on Auto-Knitting
Machines, $10 per
week readily earn-
ed. We teach you
at home, distance
is ro hindrance.
Write for particu-
lars, rates of pay,
send 2c. stamp.

AUTO-KNITTER HOSIERY CO.

Dept. 5 257 CollegeSt. - Toronto
(Also at Leicester, England)

Send for the 1915-16 Edition of our

FUR STYLE BOOK

34 pages, illust ated of beautiful f 1 sets and
fur garments for men, women and child:en.

IT IS FREE. Address :
JOHAN HALLAM, LIMITED
Room 167, Hallam Building TORONTO

THIS WASHER
MUST PAY
FOR ITSELF

MAN tried to sell me a horse once. He soid it

was a fine horse and had nothing the matter with

it. 1 wanted a fine horse, but, I didn't know
anythingabout horses much.
And I didn’t know the man
veg well either.

0 I told him I wanted to
try the horse for a month.
He said “*All right, but pay
me first, and I'll give you
back your money if the
horse isn't alright.”

Well, I didn't like that. I
was afraid the horse wasn't
“alright” and that I might
have to whistle for my mon-
ey if I once parted with it.
So I didn’t buy the horse,
although I wanted it badly.
Now this set me thinking.

You see I make Washing
Machines—the "1900 Grav-
ity” Washer,

And I said to myself, lots
of people may think about
my Washing Machine as I
thought about the horse,
and about the man who
owned it.

gives greatest convenience,
as well as ease of operation
with quick and thorough
work. Do not m-rrlockusu
detachable tub feature.

But I'd never know, because they wouldn't write and
tell me. You see, I sell my Washing Machines by
mail. 1 have sold over half a million that way. So,
thought I, it is only fair enough to let people try my
Washing Machines for a month, before they pay for
shem, just as I wanted to try the horse.

Now, I know what our "1900 Gravity” Washer will
do. Iknow it will wash the clothes, without wearing
or tearing them, in less than half the time they can be
washed by hand or by any other machine.

T know it will wash a tub full of very dirty clothes
in Six minutes. I know no other machine ever in-
vented can do that without wearing the clothes. Our
*1900 Gravity” Washer does the work so easy thata
child can run it almost as well as a strong woman, and
it don't weer the clothes, fray the edges nor break but-
tons, the way all other machines do.

It just drives soapy water clear through the fibres of
the clothes like a force pump might.

So, said I to myself, I will do with my "1900
Gravity” Washer what I wanted the man to do with the
horse. Only I won't wait for people to ask me. I'll
offer first, and I'll make good the offer every time.

Let me send you a “1900 Gravity” Washer on a
month’s free trial. I'll pay the freight out of my owx
pocket, and if you don’t want the machine after you've
wed it a month, I'll take it back and pay the

wight, too. Surely that is fair enough, isn’tit.

Doesn't it prove that the “1900 Gravity” Washer
must be all that I say itis?

And you can pay me out of what it saves for you.
It will save its whole cost in a fow months in wear and
tear on the clothes alone. And then it will save 50 to
75 cents a week over that on washwoman's wages. If
you keep the machine after the month's trial, I'll et
you pay for it out of what it saves you. If it saves you
60 cents a week, send me 50¢ a week #ill paid for, T'll
take that cheerfully, and I'll wait for my money until
the machine itself earns the balance.

Drop me a line to-day, and let me send you a book
about the 1900 Gravity™ Washer that washes clothes
in six minutes.

Address me personally, M. O. Morris, Mgr,,
Nineteen Hundred Washer Co., 357 Yonge St,
Torcnto, Ont. ( Factory: 79-81 Portland St
Toronto)
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