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(BY MARY E BRYAN,^IN *THE HALT HOÜR.’)

A south-bound train on a Georgia rail
road slacked its speed before stopping at 
a small town in the ‘piney’ woods. • . , .

“Shipley!’' shouted the leather-lunged 
man. "

A young woman in one of the day 
•coaches got up, took her leather hand-bag 
from the seat and moved toward the dpor.{ 
Notwithstanding her evident youthful
ness, hef bearing was dignified, and the 
■expression of her face earnest and noble.

She «tas the only passenger for Ship- 
ley, it apiieared; and after * mail-bag had. 
been’ thrpwn from the car to the plat-. 
form and another mail-bag. on board after 
the mail agent had unhooked it from,the 
projecting beam to which it, was suspend
ed, the train moved off and disappeared 
around a curve., "o

The young woman looked forlornly 
about her There was no one here, p> 
meet her; thuVkas ni> one even at thé 
station. The groups usually to be seen 
lounging about'-the-platfofrnX when a trSih 
was due were conspicuously absent:

But the little cdwn was ht* nfeléafk ' 6m
the contrary, signs of something unusual
and exciting were apparent^ ■

In front of a-tdw, flat-fwifcd brick store 
about fifty 'yardp fnrtrf-t^e" t(iej-ç
was a little, groij’p, of men, boys and’dogs,- 
gathered about a half dozen h<>r«eimui 
armed with gunis. These ... ,vlw.
just ridden up to the stpop^ apd wer^ be- 
ing questioned and listeeed tO with eagbr 
interest. - . "• --- ‘n -,t i--d - » -<

eoflVeyance came in eight alpng the road 
tiia| had- been pointed out to her, winding 
jjU»«*n froih the pine hill on the other side 
of<the railway. Not had hiiy crtme in 
*%ht when the widow’s math,; bridled 
\fl3^s»ddled, came off the scene, ’fed by a 
little negro boy, and accompanied1 by 
mtMr boys, white.as well a»-black.After a While a young piàn. .ih,,a' blue

railway, enifqrm-ÿ^eei^ 'tjj&f sLri'fesA TThq horse was led up to the platform, 
agent - left *e group sbrnt tbe hoihemen >^bnna Harte sprang into the saddle
and came toward the railway, folloWM by 
the burly negro paf tot. He hpprpsched

seat in the‘waiting-room, and trunk 
taken to $he baggage-oÉçe.-. jf r-o 

“I hardly, know what todd,” %hë an
swered, hesitatingly,1 “I expected to tie 
met here by Mr. ' Woodbridge, or one of 

, hi» household. 1 am to boaid in his", 
home. '1 wrote that I wnuld.be herb'to
day; but no One1‘hns come, it seems.”''

You are Miss Harte, the new teacher 
for the Woodbridgè School?” h? said. , ! 

“Tes, I am Miss Harte. ’’
“Harley WoodjwMgfi toM me yo«j ;'W,et£

to come i kV;*4d he or hie father

ment 
minds.” "

“The etditcmentr 
“Over thp- murder, ,-Oar 1 

mightily stirred up1 over a 
was committed last night, 
who’s been store-kdepÀ1 heire 
twenty years, *M killed and

'2

before tliis.”
“Are you sure I can’t get a horse!”
“I don’t know of one. Yes, there’s 

Mrs. Wilby’e old mare. The widow 
wouldn’t let the hoys have her; she’d dead 
against bangin’. But, then, her buggy’s 
lost a wheel.’

“I could ride the horse if I had a bridle 
and saddle.”
,, VI can get a bridle and saddle, right 
enough. I can get ’em from the store, I 
thinkt I’ll see about it, and about the 
hprae too,”

“Thank you; it will oblige me very 
much.”

• “You’ll have to have someone to go 
with you;"’ he said, turning around to 
speak to her after he bad started off.

. t-“No; I will not need anyone.” *
,- Ha looked at her with surprise and 
curiosity.- The sun was getting low, the 
copB try and Unpeople were w holly bttange
to the-girl, and to the woods somewhere 
hear was ft desperate criminal, and bands 
of men pursuing him; yet she proposed to 
ride three'miles, along a strange road 
alone.

1‘You'd best stay in Shipley, Miss 
said the station agent. “We 

haven't» Hotel, but—” ■ ■
“'ÿhank yon; I think I willgri on to iny 

destination/. The school opens day after 
tom<irrotr. ’

She still hoped Mr. Woodbridge who
iras one of the School directors," would 
come or setid someone for he#; but no

jjjth an ease that showed her to hé no 
unprocticed horsewoman.

the young . woman, and. ..lifting , hie. hate ticket agent gave her instructions
politely, asked if she would like to Have a-; gg to the wav.

— ii—i—,. ~~ uàâSP * - iiklték a plain road—no forks,” he qaid.
Cross .the creek on the right hand; it 
wqp’t be flank deep to the mare. The 
(usKfwo-storey white bouse you comp, to 

-is Squire Wood bridge’s place. . ,,
*fter she had reached the top of fhe

lliil he suddenly exclaimed, to those 
•awwed hiiq: “I declare! .I forgot to tell, 
heÿ about the short road from the., old 
iWiiby house, that comes into this road
(Qfe, 0|$er. Tlf the creek- file Widow
i Wilby’8 been having hauling ,4006 . from 

."(.suit’s tjje mayo's old home, and-
would meet you.r;;I suppose the exchç- ;6*he.’s sure to take the road to it. But I 

tiff fytt' ^entirely out of drew ifegUon the girl will find out she’s wrong

at 
too
be

t in
his store—that brick’biii6ni^S>^g.J Hie 
throat was cut as he sat at his desk post
ing his books, and his watch and his 
money taken, the boys have, been ont 
in squads , hunting the murderer. One 
squad has just come; they haven’t found 
him. When they do; t guess fhey'll make 
short work of J) - f'Tj'j

“Do you mean-thsy- wM-badg hitifl* 1-9
“That’s what they’ll do.” ..
“Is it right, do .you .think,, to hang à 

man without giving him a trial by 'the 
laws of his country!!’

“The law now-a-days is too ’slow for" 
justice. ThereV too many tricks.and 
twists in it» What willy^nistrials»; and 
new trial, and flbdge, nlui'lqrf
era oost the statMhoiisimds of dollars and 
then get off free nine times oui of ten. 
When a man’s kmwn. toe be guilty, I say 
string him up âtfbnoeî - fe saves time utij 
money. Ther&d Hob* Wt of doulA abl5|rt 
who killed the old Cap’n. The fellow 
dropped his bloody* knife, with his If «toe 
carved on the handle, on the floor close 
to the body, I ’spo-sg hé couldn’t find it 
in his hurry. Then he’d been heard to
threaten that he’d kill Captain Brown for 
pressing his father for some money he 
owed him, and he was seen ccming from 
the store late last night. The evidence is 
strong as eyesight—and stronger, too. 
He comes from bad stock, the young fel
low does. His grandfather was hanged 
for killin’ a man, and his brother got shot 
in a fight. He himxelf is an idle, rovin’ 
chap, good for nothin’ except to fish and 
bunt rabbits.”

“Still, I hope they will let the man 
have his chance in a court of justice,” re
marked the girl. . .

She was beginning to look anxious. 
She was warm and fatigued; she wanted 
to get to her-temporary home.

“How far is Kockbridge from here?" 
she inquired.

“About three miles. It’s over in that 
direction—across the pine hills.”

“I am afraid they did not get my letter 
or they have forgotten about my coming 
today. I think I will leave my truuk 
here and walk to Mr. Woodbridge’s house 
if you will kindly give me directions as to 
the way.”

“You couldn’t get across ' the creek. 
"The big rain last night washed away the
footbridge."

“Then tell me whose I can got a con
veyance. Have you any public stable 
here!’’ ~

“No; and I-am afraid you will not be 
able to get a horse. Every horse in the 
village has been pressed into service by 
the men who are after Dick Boyle. He’s 

• tidin’ in the woods somewhere. The 
rain washed away the scent of his tracks,
or the doge would have found him long

as soon as she sees the road ‘ stops' *t thé 
bouté, and she’ll turn back. She’s a 
.smfe^one, she is. . ^
., It., took placé as he foresaw. Miss 
Harte rode on without mishap, forded 
the creek, and went on half a mile be
yond. Then she stopped, perplexed. 
There were'two roads coming together at 
an obtuse angle. Which should she take! 
She hesitated a moment, then decided to- 
tak*‘the one the mare seemed to prefer. 
It had marks of hoofs and wheels indica
ting that it had been lately travelled. 
’iS__ :__s-é " “ 'After ascending a hill she saw at », little 
distance the roof of a house nearly hid- 
déh by large trees. À horse neighed. 
The mare quickened her pace to a brisk 
trot, As she approached the house, Miss 
Hdrte'heard the sound of horses gallop
ing off. When she came nearer she saw 
that the house was "deserted and partly 
dismantled. She rode around to the side 

building where some great -oaks 
grow; but she saw no one.

"PercStving that, die hadT taken the 
wrong road, she was turning back, when 
her horSe * started and snorted as with 

, She lookdS abodt to ÿnâ J|he 
cause. All at oncdaKe saw tÂe figuré of- 
a roan standing," as it seemed, in the 
gloom erf a tree, with his hands behind 
him, , Ip (mother breath she saw that the 
man was not standing; he was swinging 
from the epd of a rope that _was fastened
to a limb above him. .

The ghastly sight made her reel in the 
saddle for a second. Then she realized 
that this was the fugitive murderer; that 
he had juat been hanged by the men who 
galloped off when they heard her ap
proaching—fearing, no doubt, that it was 
the officers of the law. .

She gazed with shuddering fascination 
at the purple f»ce. Suddenly the feu-; 
tures writhed in a spasm of agony; the 
legs drew up, a gurgling groan escaped 
the livid lips. The man was alive. <

Instantly fright aijd horror were over- 
cfnhe by pity and the strong impulse tq 
save a lire. She urged her horse- up to 
the swaying, figure. The mare trembled 
and held Hack, but her rider’s "soothing 
words and firm band reassured her.

The instant the animal, touched the 
hanging man he instinctively struggled to 
gain a foothold upon her. Drawing up 
hi» legs, he succeeded in getting his knees 
upon the neck of the$mare. Miss Harte 
dropped the bridle, grasped the man, and 
drew him to her. Holding him against 
her with one arni, she began to unfastën 
the rope around his neck with the other 
hand. Fortunately it was tied in a slip 
knot. She quickly loosened it, and drew
'the rope over his head. Then, still hold
ing him, so as to break his fill, she let 
him drop to the ground. Immediately 
she jumped from the saddle and threw 
the bridle over a broken limb. She got 
on her knees beside the prostrate figure. 
He was breathing at intervals in oonvul. 
sive gasps. She lifted bis head to a bet- 
ter (Kwition, and rubbed hie throat gent
ly. She took a stout clasp-knife from her

pocket and cut the cord that bound hie 
hands. By this time his breathing was 
less labored. In another moment he 
opened his eyes and stared about him be- 
wilderedly.

“Did the rope break?” he gasped. It 
was as though he asked himself the ques
tion. * r , V, '

“No," quietly answered Miss Harte. 
“The rope has been unloosed. You are 
free.”

He turned his eyes in the direction of 
her voice and saw her for the first time.

“Did you do it?" he asked.
She told him’.“Yes.” ’ ’
“Where are the others?’!.
“They rode away just before I came 

up. I was going to Woodhridgé and lost 
hiy way.”

He raised himself to a sitting posture 
»Bd saw the dangling rope. A look of 
torpor came into his eyes.
“They will caiüe bacic and hang me 

again,” he said.
She looked at him steadily.
“Was it you that killed the storekeeper 

last night?" khb .-tsked.
“No.it wasti’r.;" he s-iid simply. ‘ “I 

didn’t know the cap’n was dead until this 
mornin’. I was on my way to the store 
to get some fish-hobka. I met a boy that 
my mother nursed with the fever last 
summer, and he told me Çap’n Brown
had been killed in his etcre last night,
and they’d found triy knife, all bloody, 
lyin’ 00 the floor, and they were gettm1 
their horses to lynch'me, and ! had' bet
ter take to’*khe woods. I came here and 
hid in a whole in the side of’the old cel
lar that’» half fall o’ water. They found 
me awhile ago." <'W i i i - .
j ‘‘‘What made you hi le?"
“Why, things was black against me, 

and I knew they wottldn’t wait'till they 
were cleared up. They’re down on- os in 
this neighborhood somehow. I had 
threatened thé cap’n because I was mad. 
He’d charged pap twice tor thé same 
goods, and tglhed hard to the old man. 
But he’d found out he' was Wiring', arid he 
sent for me to come'to see him. I went 
last night, and we talked it over and part
ed friendly:’’

, “And the knife—was it yoursr
“I s’posa it was. : ."I loaned my knife'to 

a,follow yesterday,1 and he never give it 
backtoeae. :•! was fishin' in'the creek, 
and he come up—a sort o’ tnWnphe WAs 
—and h*asked me for my knife to cut's 
çane for ai fiahinhpole. He toe* it and 
went in the csne6r.de, and I never sa# 
him again. He was * bad loolrih' chap,1 
and I îeclttidn ’twas him that cut the eap’n’s 
throat, Md ’twas my krato he did it 
with.”

“Did yue. tell this'to the men that 
found you?”
“I tried to, but they wouldn’t Bsten 

They said it «hi lie:- But it’« the God’s 
truth lady, though I reckon you won’t 
behave it neither.”

“I do believe it, and will help you to 
save yourself all I can. Hare you got *
homer’

“I’ve got a pony at home—about a mile 
from here.”

“Have you got any money?1
“Nothin’ but a quarter.the Cap’ii: give 

me for my fish last night.”
“I have twenty dollar». I will give 

yçu half of ,itr,- When it gets ’dark, go 
home and mount jour poay and travel as 
far out of thii neighborhood as y Ou can 
before morning. iTake the back roads, 
and go until you think it may be safe to 
stop. Got work in the country; keep your 
secret; tell nobody; work faithfully; and 
wake anew start, a hew life for yourself. 
It may be yotfr innocence of this ' efiinie 
will come out._ I must go now, and'' so 
must you. They may come back. This 
B the money; it is in two dollar bills; the 
hiore convenient fcr yon.” - >

He had got on his feet with « little ef
fort, and he stood leaning against a tree 
—the tree on which he hak been hanged 
He took the bills and stood still, looking 
at her, the tears coming into his wistful,
dog-like eyes.

“You must a-been sent to me by the 
Lord,’-he said. “You are an angel on 
thé earth. Won’t you' tell me your 
name?”

•‘My name is Anna Harte,” she answer
ed.

“Will you shake hands with me. Miss 
Anoa-.Harte?’

He put out his hand timidly, 
tended her own without hesitation arid 
grasped his hand cdrdially.

“I promise I will do as you ask hie to, 
or I’ll die a-tryin’,” he said. “You’ve 
saved my life, and I’ll do with it as you 
say. I’ll start a new row, and I’ll hoe it 
straight.”

“I believe you will. May God help 
and strengthen you,” she answered, earn
estly.

The p^thos in his eyes, and his pitiful 
swollen face touched her heart. .She got 
upon her" horse and! rode away. He 
watched her until she disappeared among 
the trees. Then he wiped his eyes on his 
patched sleeve, and slunk away into the 
tangled depths of a plum thicket to wait 
for the fast coming twilight.

The sun had set, but the golden after
glow bathed the green hills and russet 
fields when Miss Harte drew rein before 
the two-storey white house of her destina
tion. With a fe# other dwellings, scat
tered like sentinels about a church, a 
school house, and a jiostoftice, it formed 
the litde.eettlement of Woodbridge—nam
ed for tbfl most important man of the 
neighborhood.

A negro boy, who had seen her ap
proach from a distance, got down from 
the stablelot fence and came to take her

horse.
Mrs. Woodbridge, who was in the gar

den cutting late roses, came to the gate to 
meet her.

“Goodness me! You have come by 
yourself and on horseback!" she exclaim
ed, in surprise, “Where is Harley—my 
son? He went to Shipley in a buggy to 
bring you. How did you happen to miss 
him?’

“I took a wrong road and went a little 
riut of my way,” answered Anna.

She felt weary and exhausted after the 
strain of the last hour.

“Come right in,” said her hostess 
warmly. “You look tired and worried. 
Supper will be ready soon. A cup of hot 
tea will do you good. I am sorry you 
had to wait at the station. 6jr.. Wood- 
bridge had a chill to-day and Harley was 
to meet you. He went to Shipley to 
hear the news of the men-who were hunt- 
irig the murderer, and: tie didn’t come 
back to get ttie buggy until about an hour 
or two ago. They talked about lynching 
Boyle; hut. T hope and pray they won’t.

We are law-abiding folks ourselves; 
Haaley will do his best to prevent any 
violence. I know.”

Miss Harte slid little. She was glad 
to be left alone for a while in the pleas 
ant room that had beon assigned her. 
She was looking pale when she came 
down to supper, and she had little appe
tite for the meal when she sat down at 
the table with Mrs. Woodbridge and the 
younger children —three girls, ' the eldest 
a bright faced girl of fifteen. Mr. Wood- 
bridge was “sweating off his fever," his 
wife said, and Harley had returned, but 
was at the stable superintending the feed
ing of his horses.

He came in after supper when they 
were in thé parlor, and Miss Harte had 
seated herself at the piano, in response 
til the children’s entreaty that she would 
play.

The mother introduced her son to the 
young teacher w,ith pride. He se’emed a 
sen to be proud of—an athlete in build, 
with a candid, manly face and eyes full of 
mingled-tire and sweetness.

Miss Harte was extremely anxious to 
hear what was believed concerning Dick 
Boyle; whether it was known that he had 
been hanged, and whether it was sus
pected that his life had been saved; but 
she did not dare to enquire.

Presently Mr. Woodbridge came in, 
and immediately questioned his son.

“All I can hear, sir, is that he was 
captured by one of the parties who were 
out hunting for him—and he got away.”

“Ah! then he waslynrhed. ‘Got away’ 
is slang for hanging." I am sorry. I be
lieve" the man was guilty, but he ouvht to 
have had a trial. If I had not been seiz
ed with that, confounded chill I would 
have used every effort to prevent this out- 
l-agu."

(To Be Continued.)

Mrs. McGorry—Oi niver was so 
fvoighteoed in ahl me loife! Sure, dhe 
car-r-r missed mu be less than six inches.

McGurry — Av yez hod gone a si up
failhvi, (ihocliilUiuil nud Lu 
luothci.

hod .. stu..-
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AN EXTRAORDINARILY LIBERAL PROPOSITION.
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300 PAbE BOOK
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L'LRST, and properly, in making a cfioice of reading for tho homo yon Felecl votir own liome V*nx-r. However good may 
» be the reading of otiier papers, tlipre is none that, comes home wo ekwly tv'yutvfri vuur kte-il ivevkiy, 11 is t<« farther 
Increew this Interest by adding to our liste that the following liberal prop-mition is upulu Jtt subscribers. We have been 
careful to farïfi combinations'only where wc knew we were toriehfng safe grohn'd and could-thoroughly "recommend the 
pnblieations offered. Read carefully every word of this offer for it means n saving hf money to you.

i -y

-

■Cbt
**«

ifvk. -itiWi-jl A

5V
A GREAT METROPOLITAN DAILYr% »m.n. »«••• <:|l l

YV7E are pleased to announce that we have been able to 
W make most extraordjmarily Liberal arrangements 

, with the publishers of one of the greatest of Canadian 
dailies—The Montreal tiaily Herald.

The Herald has achieved a well-deserved reputation for 
its readers. It is one of the 

newspapers in the Dominion, and in 
ttoOBsands of homo circles is welcomed on account .of the 
greet interest it manifests in subjepta of special interest to 
the family. It is admittedly the favorite daily of the 
wemqn of Canada. To the farmer and business man, it 
appeals through its accurate market reports and business 
columns; TO tire young men, through the attention it 
beçtows On dean, manly sport. To the lover of fiction, 
through the excellent stories appearing regularly in its 
columns. To the politician, through the calm and moder
ate tone of its editorial expressions.

The only reaeon which prompted the publishers of The 
Herald to mttre us the offer, which enables us to club the 
tW^papem a* the extraordinarilylow price given below, is 

'“theirdesitetOtimmeffistelyintroduce the Daily Herald in 
i large numbers 1» this neighborhood. The offer they now 

make will hold good for a limited time only. 1
It should be mentioned that subscribers to The Herald 

during the next: few months, will enjoy -to the full the 
opportunity which that paper is offering to all readers to 
geenre valuable books at merely nominal figures.
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Dominion 
Cook Book

* ■

i Copy for 
Every 

Subscriber

read through the entire recipe and make 
handsome oilcloth covers. It would be a 
pieces in no time.

TN the best sense of the term this is an Ideal Cook Book—ideal in beings 
practical book—a book which the housewife will want to keep constantly 

by her side and can depend on, because of the simplicity and reliability of 
every recipe. Starting with a chapter on soups, naturally the first course,
throughout its three hundred pages and over there are to lie found more than 
1,000 recipes, winding up with an excellent chapter on sick room cookery. 
Following the cookery section there ie a department entitled lt The Doctor/* 
in which are recipes selected from eminent authorities, and which will be 
found invaluable where the doctor is not readily available. The recipes am 
numbered throughout the book, and each is prefaced with a list of tho in"ro- 
dients called for by the recipe, rendering it unnecessary for the housewife to 

calculation of what is wanted. Size of page is 5 inches bv 8 inches, bound in 
mistake to confuse this book with any paper-bound cook book that would go to

OUR BIG OFFER
an Ideal Local Paper, every week, from the present date 
to January 1,1901 ••«•••••.^ ( 00

THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD, One Year.........—...... a qO
The Dominion Cook Book, over 300 pages and more than

1,000 recipe* bound substantially in white eilclotto... ? OO

^ $G 00

ALL
THIS
FOR

rrr%

Wisdom euggests taking advantage of this offer quickly. If you are now a subscriber to either (paper, and tout tim» 
has not yet expired, by taking advantage of our Mg offer promptly, your subscription will be extended one year from date m 
expiry. Everything will go to yon at once. Tho Herald, during the closing months of 1899, will make some wondertniv, 
liberal offers to subscribers. The Cook Book is mailed to you promptly on receipt of order, and coming aWFW 
Thanksgiving Day, and later Christmas and New Year's, you want this book bmide you. Drop intTthe offiœ Z 
you are in town, or, if more convenient, sit down now and write a fetter, enclosing amount, and everything will have

obrompt. Attention.

Address all comtiiunications to

Jas. A. Stewart,
N B

é


