. Y l ‘ ‘. .
-4 -writing in the otiver.—I'watched

her

_saw her steal up tlhe stairs anéeﬁﬁerﬁ
-room where she eoncesledthe plstol in
the bottom of her trunk, and it-+is' there|

L4

Then he tried the bullet in The pistol.
There was no lenger a doubt,
The bullet fitted the plstol pertectly.

DOW.. ... R

and the guard moved on muffering at
the loss of afee. . "

Judith had-come to visit her brother,
and a turnkey who was esoorting the
party of visltors of which she was af
member, admitted her to Levi’s cell, andj
brother and sister were left alone,
| “Oh, my affectionate brother; you can

be . friendly enough when you are imi
trouble, .¢an’'t you. I knew you'd be
captured when you left Oakburn’s last|
night,” she said. ‘

“What do you mean? I have not'eall-s
ed dt Oakburn’s since I.fled?” sald Levi
in amazement. -

An explanation ensued, and great was
Judith’s . wrath when.she . understood
how, the detective had deceived her.-

“But to business!” cried Levi, interq

ting her 88 she was heaping maledic:
e Paxton’s_davoted |
In ha)
akburn’s murder, and the detectivd

CHAFPTER XXVIL 7
eapite hi8 resolution to appear bravg,
[age utteréd terrible ery. - - -
fit's a lie! It's & lie! ‘_I know neth-v
about John Oakburn’s .murder!” he

,',mn answered calmly.
We know where you were every mo-,
|t on the night of the murder, and

hore!”

hus king, the detective suddenisJ
< from his pocket the eoi which-
[ i found in the closet of Kredge's

- “Afterthat she came to my room, and]

with pretended anxiety about her father
tnduced me to go down to the office,]
the old mandesd. - Newl I

“We havefound

Oakburn was EKilled,” said Paxton; now
fully convinced on this point. .

“I told you so,” sald Judith, triumph-

| _where wa found
you know why I think Marion Oakburnj
8 guiity.”- . -

Thus concluded Judith Kredge. - .
“It 18 all a cléver invéation, no doubt,,
and if there is a pistol in Marion Qak-:
burn’s trunk I suspect you put it there,”
-taid Paxton. . - .
I t bay
th

“This {s no more than I migh
a:l_tlcipated,” answered Judith, wi
T. .

tion, 8tuart Harland was intensoly ag
tated.

Thus far he had kept the secret thg
e had seen Marion leave the office.d
the night of the murder,bat now since th
truti was revealed by the janitor’s sig
ter he felt that it was his duty to rela
what he knew.
“One moment, Mr. Paxton, [ bellev
{you are too hasty. I, too, have.cod
cealed s certain item of knowledg
}vﬂsh’
upen-one-who; be
‘despite the evid of my own sigh

ent. i?"” ' | has a terrible arra; t ci t
Do you recognize this, Levi? hGA' b y ol cir
i e ba, for Kredge's vidence to bring against me. .
od, holding th gtfp g | Wi )

heotiont.
e prisoner’s knees shook, and there

b an awful expression of terror on his
[t faco. " : .
1h, I see you do recognize this money-
'shall ‘I tell you where it came
"5 "It was in dohn Oakburn’s litfle
te safe until the night before his
der. Since Oakburn’s murder I
2d thie ¢oin-bag in your room. You
, Levi, denial is useless. The proof
[verwhelming.” . )

L Kredge enumerated the points-Paxton
ad mentioned in support of his accusad
tlon with two epti He itted
to mention the ‘coin-bag which had been
found in his apartment, and the ten
thousand dollars.

, “I am in mortal dread. This evidencd
will hang me, I fear, unless you can save
me. You sald you could. You told me
you could name the assassin, Wiil yo
do s0? Will yousave me, Judith?” iﬁ
conclusion, Levi said, earnestly.

from my knowledge of her oharacter,
Isaid Stuart e
| “This is becoming intéresting,”
Paxton. -

, . “Do you confirm this woman’s story?
.demanded Stanmore. E

(. “Listen, sir,” answered Stuart, and
then he went on to relate how on thd
night of the murder, as he wax leaving]
the house just after the crime must have
been committed, he saw Marion step]
-hand, and something from which the|
Eght gLintfdJas though it might have

You jeering devit™—crled—Kredge:
fdenly leaping up from the couch on
L side of which he had been seated.

t secmed that in the agony and mad-
s of the moment he was about to at-.
he detegtive. | -
paxton did not recoil; but his glitter-
 stecly eyes met the prisoner’s blaz-
['orbs, and involuntarily Kredge sank:
[k cowed by the power of the detect-
's gaze. . X
Look here, Paxton,” he eaid pres—:
y, with o desperate effort at calm-
s. “You have me in a tight place,
b admit, but I didn’t kill Oakburn, I
ear I didn't; I'll take my oath I'm in--
ent, even on the gallows.” . .
Fo the detective’s mind there returned:
b memory of the conversation he had|
prh-ard between Judith and the jani-;
;. when the former said she believed.
had nothing to fear in consequence.
Oukburn’s murder, because he was:
guilty. .
he detective thought Judith was sin-!
vin thinking thus, but the janitor's
bt andall Paxton’s clews seemed to.
cate tho fellow’s connection with the’
me.

1t is folly for you.to thus protest,
innocence. Your only hope is in a
S fossion,” Paxton said. :
I I tell you, once and for all, I have
t John Oakburn’s blood on my hands,”
plied the janitor, again repeating his
J/ lal. .
“Then it is useless to waste time with’
bu; the law must take its course. But,
b the way, Levi, where did you get the
¢ thousand dollars you thought of in--
sting in Nowburgh real estate?” asked
paton. .

The junitor's jaw fell. He tried to
peak, but only an inarticulate sound
anated from his lips. He was mo-
ontarily stricken dumb, it eeemed, by
8 sudden revelation that the detective
hew what he must have regarded as a
vfound secret. s
Paxton saw the impression he had
tde, and he followed it up.

4 You little dream how well informed
sm regarding your private affairs,
vl," ho said. s
Idon't know what you mean. Iam
poor man. I méver had- any money,”
apswered Kredge, at last. :

ith Tknow all about that. But tell me,
b r?:'/ have you done with Marion Oak-

T “Yes; T mean to get you out of —thi
difficulty.” i
“I'll not forget youif you do.” i
“The time has come when I must re-
eal who the guilty one is,” said Judith
, They  continued to converse for some
time, but when Judith finally left him;
Levi was more reassured aad hopeful.
« “Judith really believes she knows the|
sssassin. She will save me. But she
does not even suspect the truth,” mut-
tered Kredge, when he was alone.
. That very morning Paxton had caused|
the city to be flooded with notices offer-
ing a reward for any information as to
the whereabouts of Marion Qakburn.
: When Judith left Levi’s cell and took
her departure from the prion she saw
and read with seeming interest one of]
‘Paxton’s reward notices.

Judith had resolved not to delay in|
naking the revelation which she be-|
lieved would result in exculpating her
brother, and she proceeded directly tof
Paxton’s office.

At the detective’s office Paxton him-|

elf, 8tanmore and Stuart Harland were
tn council when Judith Kredge appeared.
. At the sight of the janitor's sister
Paxton anticipated the motive of hen
visit, and he felt an exultant t]u;ﬂ{t
traverse his nerves. —_— . i

“I am Judith Kredge, as you doubtlegs|
know, and I have something important]
to tell about John Oakburn’s murder,”|
¢aid the woman, abruptly, :
. “We shall be glad to receive any
formation,” replied Paxton, ealmly.

Stuart Harland was very much ex-|
bited, and Stanmore showed his emotion |

“I have always been devoted to Marion|
Oskburn, and I have loved her and|
gerved her faithfully for many years.
For her dear sake I would cheerfully
Inake any personal sderiflce,” -began!
Judith. -

“You loved her 80 well you even con-|
bented to take care of all her money for
her,” Paxton commented, sneeringly,

Judith looked frightened, for she hadl
not suspected Paxzton had the knowl-|
edge his words implied.

She did not resume her statement un-|
tii Paxton gpid: :

“If you know anything to help your
brother's cause, or to explain the mur-|
der mystery, do not delay in making iY
known. I assure you Levl's neck is in|
danger.”

Then Judith continued:

“Much as I love Marion, when iff
comes to choose between her and my!
own flesh and blood, nature rules. Had|
not Levi been wrongfully arrested, and|
did not circumstances unjustly awaken|
{ & suspicion against him, I _would noY
now betray my dear Marion.” 5

“What do you mean, woman?” thun-|

in—i

‘L know nothing about the girl.
ould 1" .

“Look here, Levl, your lies are wast~
k. 1 am the man who attempted to
oo Marion Oakburn - from Malvin’d
olel. Now, mark my words, you in-
mal seoundrel, it that poor girl 18
med in any way, I shall exact a fear-

How

from-a polished metallia
'surface in the other. °

He also told how frightened Marion
-looked, and how she had fled up the rear
sta‘rs,

In conclusion he said:

“After -all; I'have so much-confidence
in l. arion; as I have said, that I be-
lievé there Is some explanation of her
conduct yet to. be made which will
leave us all without doubt of her inno-
cence, " ‘

As Sianmore listened to Stuart Har-
land’s :tory he uttered & groan and
buried li+ face in his hands.

Both Stuart and Paxton regarded
him wond ringly, and they asked them-
gelves:

“What is Marion Oakburn to Mr, Stan-
more?”

As Stuart concluded, Stanmore arose
and he looked as though the room was
stifling him, as though he could not
breathe, and he went out reeling like a
drunken mar. -

- “Have I dune right in telling all this?®
asked Stuart of Paxton. .

“You have. Justice demands that all
possible light <hould be cast upon this
case,” answerd i the detective.

Judith Kred:e seemed delighted at
Stuart’s unexpcoted confirmation of her
statement.

“Now you will believe me!” she eried.,

“Yes, we believe your statement that
you saw Marion Oakburn as deseribed,
but we do not yet admit her guilt as
proven,” answered Paxston.

“If more evidence is wanted, it is fur-
nished by her flight. She ran away be-
cause she became alarmed and feared
she would be arrested,” comtinued Ju-
dith. ot

“And 80 .you are guilty of compound-
ing a felony, Miss Judith,” said Paxton
suddenly.

“J—I don’t comprehend.”

“I presume not. Let me refresh your
memory. Marion Oakburn bribed you
10 keep it & secret that you saw her
leave the office on the night of the mura.
der.” .

“No! No!” i ;

“I know it is true, You wrung the
last dollar'she possessed from that poor
girl, and I also suspect you compelled
her to give you her jewelry.™ .

“It is false.”

“We have a facnlty for making discov-
eries. I know all about your bank ac-
count, snd I have seen Marion Osak-
burn’s locket which was pawned by

ou.”

“I deny it.”

“It will do you no good to deny what
we can prove. It is s eriminal offense
to compound & felony, or in other words
to conceal a crime. If you expect any
wmercy at my hands, truthfully answer

rotribution.” deredls’tann%ore. " 3 ishedl | my 1 Do you know where
Levl tiahnddered, but he protested his Paxt:m . Lovi was at the time of the murder?”
ereabgn &rmee rogarding Marion's | "5, i, Kredge did not heed Btanmore’s| “No, sir,” answered Judith. i
P uts. . oxolted words.. . *Do _gwou ¥now where Marlon Oak-
axton could not prolong this inter- | ™~ ghe continued ealmly: burn 1s?” :
% further, and he believed he had, “Neo.”

- b I have|
4o an Impresalon on the mind of the To shield Marlon Oakburn, {07

georet,

Oakbura was guilty, common dence
:lgalfbl;md to:ld“her not to Igar:e the
ind when she left her home,”
Ba.l‘d 8tanmore, T home
ning that she was abducted, she
bad no opporiunitankes b

. “Th!svl—svarll:;conép.i;;;;- It Marion |

® —t-ke—s*l-ver_hght,'th‘

“TTAS T gazed, thé Mmool ¥y T

upon the solemn forest; and peaetrated
the far recesses pf the hills, trailing 8

shadows of the mountain.
As if dmwn by some.spell, I walked .

Hslowiy—towar

st on a rising ground that overlooked
the bread still sheet of water. There, -
to the right. between the mountain
and the shore, lay the ruins
of the loiig dead past. , Flooded by the
moonlight, it swam in;& 0T,
each mound of decaying stome crowned -
witl: trees, each crangbling wall clothed.
with a garment of nattire’s own provid-
ing. It was the very iapothecsis of de-
cay, P
- 1t had been no pq‘ny city, Far up
the-mountain's lower ‘slope, far back to .
where the hills drew down to_§he shore,
the long succession 'of-its ridis. .ex-

that stood alone, a few broken shafts
and shattered pedimlents still standing
out, clear. sha , and angulay, In
in the lokg rahges

the sky, a_burnished sbield-of Hquid-—

light. Her_long white rays glitteved

L tHL it was ldét at last in the distant o

tended—here in great;shapeless momids - ‘

axton was folding the bank note to
place it in his pocket-book, when he

»\ made a discovery that was.a complote

surprise. He saw the bill was marked
i oracisely like the money which had dis-
appeared from Garrison’s office on the
night of the murder.

Paxton concealed the excitement this
discovery naturally occasioned him,
-and, by diot of skillful inquiries, he
succeeded in eliciting the information
that the marked bank note had been re-
ceived from Marion Oakburn, who free
quently made purchases at the little
shop.

“How is it that you are able to say
positively from whom you received this
particular note?” asked the detective,
when the little old shop-kceper had told
him he had it from Marion.

“Becauso when I received it I gave it
to my wife, and this morning I bor-
rowed it back from her. She will tell
you the same. Is it not so, Sarah?” an-
swered the little old man.

Thus appealed to the aged shopkeep-
er’s wife at once confirmed her husband.

Paxton left. the shop with his mind
burdened with this new source of per-
plexity.

“The case grows stronger and stronger
against Marion, When shall I get at
the real truth of the affair—when shall
I know who murdered the old cashier?”
he said in monologue.

Paxton was seated in his office that
same night when a messenger boy called
and delivered a note, which the detect-
ive hastily read and as he perused it he
seemed to be somewhat excited.

“This matter must be looked to at
once!” he exclaimed, and he hurriedly
left the office.

Paxton went directly to Judith Kredge,
whom he found at the apartments lately
tenanted by John Oakburn and his
daughter.

He had received a surprising com-
munication from the woman, but he sus-
pected a plot, and he was on his guard.

The detective was about to hear a
disclosure which he most desired, and
Judith Kredge had resolved upon a bold
move, A crisis was impending.

{TO BE CONTINUED.|

The Coming Frait Country. :

Oregon fruit-growers say that Ore-
gon is to be the greatest fruit-grow-
ing State of the Union. One fruit
expert says that Italian prunes
grown in the Willamette Valley are
superior to those grown in Italy.
The climate, he says, is like thegreat
fruit region of Asia Minor. One
grower has planted about 15,000
prune trees in 150 acres- ir the Willa-
mette, and it is said that prunes and
other fruits are being planted in
thousands of other farms. That

avenue which went on and on dil it
lost itself in the ' white distance.—~

1 Tippincott’s. o

Curious Accident.

Assisrau:t Mé}mﬁger A. R. Dupel;n,
of the Alameda, Oaklagd and Pied-
mont Street Railway Company. bad

| his eyebrows, eyelnshes and hair burn-

ed off. the result ¢f a curious accident.
— Mr. Dupern wad explaining to one of

| the employees in fhe company's power- -
house on Webster sireet, Alameda, & ]

plan, the drawing of which he had in
his hand. He refprred to some changes
to be made in the wires which conduct
electricity- in.-the. cars. Mr. Dupern
dropped a brass rule which be had Iix

A flash of lightning instantly issued
from the wire. It flamed up with such
force as to set fire to the paper which
Mr. Dupern was poring over. - The
workman fled.

A yell of agony from the assistant
manager called the attention of other
employees to the scene. They found
Mr. Dupern writhing in pain. His
eyebrows. eyelashes and portions, o
the bair around his face had been burn
ed away. He could not see. and for a
while he feared that his eyesight had
been destroyed.

Mr. Dupern's assistants put him in 8
carriage and brought him to the Re-
ceiving Hospital. There remedies
‘Wwere applied to the suffering man,
and be soon found some relief.

Sitk Manufacture.

The manufacture of »silk in the
United States began less than forty -
years ago at Paterson. N. J., in a small
roomn over a machine shop. The indus-
try has grown to immense propor-
tions, the factories occupying hundreds
of acres. and their annual output of
finished goods now amounts o $20,-
000,000. The raw silk market of the
world amounts to $400,000,600 an-
nually, onc-quarter of which is im-
ported into this country.

From the small beginning of two de-
¢ades ago there are now 400 silk manu- -
facturing establishments in operation.
The 400 factories employed 51,000 peo-
ple. and the annual wages paid was
$19.000.000. There were alse fifty-two -
establishments for dyeing and finish-
ing goods, with a capital stock of about
$2.500,000, paying $1.254,798 in wages.
""We are now -manufacturing every
article . made in older silk countries,
and our goods are classed as_fully
equal to the foreign product. Ameri-
can inventive genius has wrought
marvelous improvements in mec]
ism, speed and artistic effect.
proved machinery for the man
ture of silk, Invented and made
Connecticut firm, is being shipped to
England, -Russia, Switzerland and
Japan, and is accorded a high standard
of excellence;

I

cp.mﬂun Spidon..

his hand. It fel apon a “live” wire,- -

kept a-tarribl To 8a¥0- WMY-OWD)
brother I will confess it.” She paused,
‘snd there was & moment of breathless
silence. : -

h Which would result as he desired.”

e dotective counted upon Kredge's
1ing for his elster Judith, and im«
Hing her to. gave him by the revela-

Paxton reflected for a moment in this

wise: .

“Since she has a powerful motive in |
"seeking to place the orime on some one

besides her ‘brother, were it not that

Stuart was on his-feet;-and he d
to awalt the woman’s next words with
such anxiety as only.one in his situation
gould feel. “He thought her revelation|
wmight be his own vindloation, )
‘hangs “How shall I say it? 1 know who
8 or & long term of im; jont. |- ¥illed Jobn Oskburn,” Judith went on.
T oan save myasit from the gallo ] “Who {8 -the assassin? -The namel
1t comog to that, I think, atthe costo] .ibe namel” demanded Paxton, eagotly.
tenfosnlon which will surely condemn| - Marion Oskbum! She killed her|
T e meatg of ]| B, e L o
|, oAt was . ore Bprang - 8 feet,.
duld [t by m.ﬂﬁaré wu“foﬁg s::::' ] soarcely knowing what he did In thé ex-
W8 daric :&”W whick no msa '“:3 I -oblwtr:_ent of the ,?oﬂgx:dhe sofzed Judith
Wed ook %.the arm, as he : .
bdgo? In the heart of Ly | “It's & Ue! an infamous e!”

P1 which we know she had Informed
@ sho conld make,

h%x: x&ra;d‘; found hi‘melt alone,
" n's departure, he gave vent
Us thoughte inr these words: . :
1t Judith falle me, 16_ls—elther

Btuart Harland has confirmed her story,
I ghould-not.oredit it. And yet if. Ma-
rion Oakburn 1s:innocent, why did she
bribe Judith to keep her secret?”
Prosently e sald to Judith:
“We will scooispany you home. I
want to see the pistol you say ie con-
cesled in Marion Oakburn’s trunk.”
Judith assented. - .
As they were leaving the office, Btan-
more re-entered, and being informed of
their contemplated mlzedmhf)lk‘bﬁm's
apartment, he accompanied them.

Upon thelr arrival at the house, Judith
led the way directiy etg hMarion’s Toom,

er,

NI an hour “You o2 ! T Entering
s coll, - Lovi Kradge oatiod 6 bl | Gooner ; % aror] |4eatd, polntin :
o g o | g to a trunk:
A ugh;xm &nt oell door, &u‘s’l&d ea:xd teallzing his conduct be re 1 §£oh for yourselves:” -

n“ 8 the ' demanded - * o ame—— .+ | +The trunk was locked, but Paxion
is m‘g&&giggel’a len w < .,;'- . OEAPTEE IXVIR . ;ftmmtgrud[mtm?e;rlﬁ-ék-
. & HEBkage 0 guy slsd | “Mr, Stanmore, you forget yourss! covered s strapge-lovkng plstol of larg

! "g:g;qg-l to deliver i4," answer< | said Paxton, and then to udlti o caliber at the bottom of the trunk.

Y

“@o on, glve us the proot of this-

¥ "orodl le aoqusation of yours,” .
of || Pl ol 7ou all.” Taplied tho
d) |-gi—*Op-the 2ight-of the. murd®

ht,” sald the gn
n veh g

Tt was Indesd the. very weapon that
Marion Oakburn concealed there on the
pight of the murder. '

. i R X8

partof the State promises fo_bea
vast fruit orchard in the near future.

N Improving Honey.

Honey could be immensely im-
proved by the planting of the flowers
known to yleld a fine flavored nectar.
Bveryone knows the difference in the
quality of the comb contents in dif-
ferent parts of the same country and

honey obtains its fine flavor by being
harvested chiefy from labiate plants,
such as rosemary, etc., and though it
appears that the Maltese hongy does
not, a8 is often stated, owe its dne
aromsa t0 orange blossoms, the latter
Yodsalabily perfumas Grask hovas.

' Undied Mtaies Tl Fear 18
8,547,270,000 bushels, an.increess over
the yleld of 1804 of 1,001,360,000 busn-
olé. - ‘Einglish farmers. may ~weil cem.
olude that thelr best pian is to emigrate

posaible in thelr occupation.
e ad

: supply of bresa If ne. Would d&
B8 gore on his mnscle, '

in different reglons.” The Narbonne

DR &t

 Aperich, for competitie is nolonger

“Tha AR WEo undertakes to get alfv.
"| tig BY his Wita wonld bavs s mors reg:

An Tateresting Instance of . colored

fn the south.of Erance. The spiders.

that region when in gearch of prey hit

fn the convolvulus flowers. It has
been noticed that a white varlety of _
spider frequented the white flowers, a
greenish, colovred varfety -made the
green flofers his home, and & pink one
Hved principally in the pink flowers.

The colors of the thiree varietles werd
at first supposed to be permanent, but’
it han racently heen discovered that the .
color of any of these spiders changes

within a few days If the Insect be plac-"
.ed In the convolvulus of a-different
colored flower to

hornie OHr EDid

were all pu’tln a box together,
within three days all were! White,

ALE
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Doty, of De-

.~ 8ix years ago W, 8.
|- tpoit-wiad cohbal oL B3
some cash. The other day he bought '
a second-hand matiress, and Mra, .
- Doty, while on a hunt _mothas,

found the. wateh concenled in the

mimicry in spiders has beem observed -

that which he has - -




