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CHAPTER VI—Continued..

This leader of the haut ton, this

. queen of soclety, who rarely indulged in
demonstrations of any kind, leaped
from her easy chair and kissed her
daughter tenderly. She was happy.
With Lawrence Harding's departure a
mighty load seemed lifted from her
heart. She could now remain in peace
and safety at Lucerne to awalt the
count’'s reappearance, and the questjon
he wished to propound to her. Indig-
nant as she would have felt had any
one dared whisper that Ethel was cap-
able of o mesalllance she yet experi-
enced a lvely rellef In finding that
this troublesome lover had taken him-
self out of her way at last. RAE

A few days of comparative gulet fol-
lowed. The ‘Bradfords departed for
Italy, and Alice, in bidding adieu to her
school friend, sald, with the spite pe-
culiar to her age and sex:

“Sans doute, I shall soon hear Im-
portant news from you, ma chere. I
hope the count is not'mercenary—these
foreign noblemen usually are. Poor
Larry Harding! Fred says he is sure
to.go to the dogs now—whatever that
may mean. Your rejection of him in
the midst of his other troubles was
like Pelion plled upon Ossa. Well, adlen
dearest, till we meet again in Paris.”

On the evening following the Brad-
fords’ departure, BEthel stood albne at
her window, looking listlessly out on
the lake. She had just come up from
dinner to write letters to her father
and Bee. Day was dying. A crimson
light, ke a sheet of fire, rested on the
distant snow peaks, streamed along the
hroken ampitheatre of hills and flung
its splendor over the blue water. Adown
the promenade In fronmt of the hotel
people were strolling, laughing talking
in a dozen different languages. Boat's
flashed hither and thither; a steamer
had just arrived from Weggls, and
fresh tourists poured into the house.
The shrill American voice was audible
abwe all others—Miss Sardis wondered
why the tones of her countrywomen
should seem so much like their native
northeast winds. Lovingly the sunset
fell upon her as she stood framed In
the window—Ilovingly it flashed adown

___ p=Jer rich dinner dress, touched a jewel

at her throat, kissed the pale Greek
face, with its wide, shining eyes and
disdainful mouth, and glanced off" the
ripples and waves of her chestnut hair,
marvelously dressed by Finette's skill-
ful French fingers. It was amall won-
der that Mrs. Sardis courted a coronet
for that matchless beauty.

The room grew dim. The flery light
died away on the distant peaks that
thrust their mighty alabaster walls up
against the purple of the eternal heav-
en. Out on the lake some boatmen
were singing a wild, sweet Swiss alr.
She could hear no words, but the mu-
gsic was full of pain and passion—the
old, old story, forever new.

“Ethel!"

She started and turned, to find Mrs.
Sardis standing at her side, calm and
-cool indeed, for who ever saw her oth-
er-wise? but with her thin, haughty
face—yea, her extended hand the very
rustle of her gros-grain dress full of
suppressed triumph.

“Ethel, go to the saloon—go at once
—the count is there, I have given him
permission to speak to you."

A certain startled expression over-
swept Ethel Sardis’ pale face. She had
scarcely expected to be called upon so
soon to decide her own destiny.

At once! That was imperative, and
brooked no delay. Mother and daugh-
ter exchanged one look; then Mrs, Sar-
dis' jeweled fingers closed around
Fithel's. She led her to the door.

“You will be envied beyond measure,
at home and abroad,” she whispered.
“¥You will be the star, not of watering
places, but of courts. You will take
yeumplace among the great ones of
earth—

“Go! You know my heart; he is all
that I can desire. I shall order your
trousseau in Paris before we start for
home. Go."

She had obeyed that voice all her life.
She walked straight across the thresh-
old of tha door, which closed softly be-
hind her, and entered a little salon, ple-
turesque with the bare, waxed and pol-
fshed floor the tinted walls, the wide
windows and flower-hung balcony pe-
culiar to Swiss hotels. Ataround table
in the center of the room stood the
count, pile, handsome, his right arm in
a sling, the dying light giving to his
blond face a sad, romantic look. He ad-
vanced to meet Miss Sardis, and led
her to a seat with an air eager and
adoring. :

I fear you have been ill,” she began,
looking hard at his disabled arm.

“Yes,” he answered; “nothing les
than {llness could have kept me from
you for six interminable days; they
have seemed to me llke so many cen-
turies.”

She did not answer. The scent of
flowers floated in from the balcony;
outside the stars were already coming
out above the Righi.

«Tell me,” sighed the count, “have
vou thought of me once in my absence : ol
’ “Once?" she echoed, with a sweet,
sglow smile; “oh yes, many times."

He flung himself into an attitude of
devotion seldom seen of late years, ex-
cept upon the stage—that is, he fell at
Fthel Sardis' feet.

“Madame, your mother, has given me
permission to lay hare my heart,” he
cried. “I love you—I ask you to be my
wife. Do you remember our first meet-
ing In ghe forest at Baden-Baden?
vowed that day that, if it were possible
1 would win you for my own. I fol-
lowed you to Lucerne for that sole pur-
I desire nothing so much as the

pose.
heart and hand. Tell

possession of your

e, may 1 hope?”
His blue eyes, uplifted to the tace of

the American girl, glowed with eager
passion. His kneeling figure was full
of grace and strength and utter ador-
ation. Verlly, he was in earnest! With
‘1 his soul he desired to have this girl.
And she? What did her heart say?
what did her ambition say? Would she
be a countess or not? Would she at
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this moment turn traitor to the school
in which she had lteen so carefully
reared?

“Speak!"” implored the count; “do not
keep me in suspense, I lay my heart
at your feet, and with it my anclent
name, my ancestral estates, my hotel in
Paris, my honors, my wealth, my all!
Speak! Tell me that I am the most
blessed of men—say that you will mar-
ry me!u

For a moment the little salon seemed
whirling before her eyss. A face came
between her own and the count's—a
brown. handsome, clear-cut face, full of
stern anger and reproach. And then it
was over; her fate, for evil or for good.
was sealed. She held cut her hand, and
4he count seized and carried it to his
lips.

“You are mine!” he cried,

Her eyves did not droop before his,
nor her cheek redden. In a sweet, even
voice that had in it nelther tremor nor
embarrassment, she answered. “I am
yours!™ b )
L] -
That night, when the placld moon
was shining over the Righi, the lake
and the two spires of the old Cathedral,
Ethel sat alone in her own chamber,
and wrote as follows to Beatrix Sardls:
“l am engaged to Count Stahl, and
mamma {8 very, very happy. Does not
your prophetic heart already hear her
talking grandly to her dear five hun-
dred friends of ‘My daughter the coun-
tess?” And think of all those belles with
whom 1 disputed laurels at Saratoga
and Newport last season—how piqued

they will be, ma chere, at my good
fortune. Shall I like to be a countess,
do you ask? Yes, verily!—what girl

would not? I am mo better than the rest
of my kind. If one does not live for
soclety, mamma says, one may as well
be out of the world; and she ought to
know. I°like distncton and homage
—1 like to fill people with envy and ad-
miration. Think of me as the wife of
a poor man! Would not you pity the
man, Bee? Moreover, it would not be
safe for mamma’s daughter to make an
imprudent marriage. Often she has
frankly declared that she would leave
me to starve-without remorse or com-
passion—that she would direct papa to
bequeath his wealth to charities, and
disown me altogether, should I dare to
disgrace her In that way. Ugh, it was
no ddle threat, either, for ghe is a wo-
man of character—capable of muny
hard and unpleasant things. Now, how-
ever, my future is settled to her entire
satisfaction. She 1is abserbed, heart
and soul, in the thought of my pros-
pective honors, my trousseau, and the
splendor with which she means to sol-
emnize my wedding, Congratulate me,
darling Bee. How can I fail to be hap-
py in the possession of a title, a hotel
in Parls, and old castles and estates in
Saxony? Of course, vou are now at
Newport with Miss Vann, catching
yvour first glimpse of fashionable life,
and waliting impatiently for your de-
but. Unsophisticated darling! Take
care that you do not lose your little,
warm heart to any of Charlotte Vann's
male friends, for she particularly af-
fects poor young men of genius, and
papa has full control of your person
and your fortune till you are twenty-
one, vou know. I warn you, mamma
would oppose a mesaalllance in your
case quite as determinedly as in mine.
A marriage de raison, Bee, is the prop-
er thing, the only thing, fer both of us.
Ethel.
CHAPTEEL VIL
A New Lodger.

Five steady, solemn strokes rang out
from the clock on the mantel. Valentine
Black, humble clerk it the Boston bank-
ing house of Sardis & Co., started out
of a maze of troubled thought, and

pushing back hls chair, rose up from
the round table, like a man waking
from sleep. But he had not slept.

Somewhere in the wee sma' hours,
after a long, a very long, talk with her
nephew, Aunt Affry had hobbled away
to take a little repose, but not Val. He
had been listening to a strange revela-
tion, to the unfolding of a secret, kept
religiously for years, and his head was
in a whirl, his mind full of amazement
confusion, perplexity. All night long he
had sat there, unmindful of the pass-
ing hours-——a most uwnusual eircum-
stance, for this happy-go-lucky fellow
was not given to solitary viglls or
midnight meditations, His habits were
regular, his conscience clear.

Ag he arcese now from the table, his
eyves fell on the newspaper, folded at
the parugraph which had agitated Miss
Affry so much on the preceding even-
ing. He caught it up in a hurried,
guilty way, tore it In strips and tossed
it into the fireless stove; then went
over to the window, drew up the white
shade and gazed out Into the morning.

“Strange! I cannot comprehend it
yet!” he muttered, and his rugged,
good-natured face looked five years

older, at least, than on the preceding
night. “Can I go back to my desk to-
day, as if I did not know this thing?
Can 1 keep my secret as falthfully as
Aunt Affry has kept it all these years?
God help me! Have I strength, or have
1 not to be the same man still—to for-
get all that I have heard, and act as if
it was still unknown to me?—ah!™

The door that opened on the narrow
hall was standing ajar. Miss Black’s
lodgers were scarcely astir, as vet, but
down the stair Val saw a stealthy fig-
ure creeping—a forlorn, miserable,
hagiard figure—Moll Dill.  Over her
unkept, black hair an old hood was
tied. a tattered shawl covered her
shoulders., She unbarred the door and
like an unclean thing, stole out Into the
«arly day. He watched her vanish
down the couri—watched the last flut-
ter of her ragged shawl in the dis-
tance, and something very like a shud-
der shook his stalwart figure. Mercy’s
mother!—his own prospective mother-
inflaw!

“Mercy is beautiful and good,” Aunt
Affry had #aid to him on the previous
night, “but you will never marry her—

never!"
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The omnious words rushed back anew
to his memory. Did any truth dwell in
them? Had the night's meditation
wrought any change in his heart to-
ward Aunt Affry's fair young lodger?
The telling of Aunt Affry’s secret had
altered all his life in a moment—it
made him look at the world this morn-
ing with changed eyes, but did it over-
turn his “1dol—did it lead him to al-|
ready wish to recall the words spoken
only a few hours before? And just then
he heard a second step on the stair,
and this time it was Mercy herself de-
scending with a little cracked pitcher
in her hand—going out, as he knew
well enough, for the milk for her hum-
ble breakfast. 1

I have sald that the stalir at No. 10
Seedy Court was narrow and dingy,
and poorly carpeted with oil-cloth; but
as that girl appeared upon it, it seemed
all at once to become something beau-
tiful and grand. There she was, with
her perfect, statuesque figure and glor-
fous young face, her. deer-like head,
crowned with rippling masses of gol-
den hair, her violet, velvet eyes looking
darker, sadder than ever under thelr
splendid, night-black lashes. Rich she
was in beauty, though so poor in every-
thing else. She might be the child of a
drunken outcast, a woman who had
been before the police court, and served
one sentence at least in a reformatory,
but what lady in all the length and

dth of the city could match her
loveliness, her strange unconscious
alr of breeding, the cold, white Inno-
cence of her herolc young face? He
had time to look at her well—
a 01 all tha
parriers, present and future, which
might thrust them apart—as she glid-
ed softly down the stalr, What did he
mean to do? Did he still choose her
from all the world—this poor, young
banking-house clerk, who had pretend-
ed to love the girl a few hours before?
The blood rushed like fire through his
veins, flashes of light burned under his
eyelids, He stepped oul into the hall
and met her face to face, just as she
put out her hand to open the outer
door.

“Mercy—darling!"

The two words burst from his lips in
a great, involuntary cry.

The color surged Into her beautiful
shy face, She looked at him with a
surprised, half timid air. Haggard,
sleepless, worn—it was plain that some
thing had happened to Val. In a dry,
hot clasp he held her hand as If he
would never let it go.

“What Is the matter?" sald Mercy,
quickly, “are you il1?7 i8 anything
wrong with Miss Affry?”

“No, to both questions,” answered
Vval, how early you are up! Good
heaven! what a hard life it is, sewing
from dawn till midnight. Is it always
so?"

“Usually—but I don't mind it,” she
replied, evasively, “at ledst, not much.”

He took up his hat and followed her
ott. = -

The pavement glistened with last
night's rain. Seedy Court was very still,
but in the distance the rumbling of
milk wagons could be heard over the
stones of the street. As Mercy glanced
up at her lover—at his broad shoulders
and red hair, and strong, unhandsome
face, it seemed to her that he had put
on a grave dignity, a certain solemn,
reflective air, as strange as it was new.

“Mercy,” he sald, before he had gone
half a dozen steps, "I wish you would
tell me that you love me Here in open
daylight—I want to make sure that I
have not been dreaming.”

Pursuing a milkman at half-past five
in the morning may not be a favorable
condition under which to talk senti-
ment; but these humble young folks
did not think of that. Romance had
little to do with elther of their lives,
Mercy's violet eves fell, and her low
volce faltered:

“I love you," she answered sadly,
golemnly; “it {8 no dream."”

“Blessings on you!" cried Val, witha
tremor of his strong, square mouth.
“And I—If I loved you last night, [
adore you this morning! It's a bless-
ed wonder how you, with your dainty
beauty, should ever come to think of an
ugly clown llke me—a fellow who has
no earthly right to any such good
luck.”

She made a little gesture.

“Don't! you hurt me when you talk
like that—exalting me when I have
cause—such cause!—to be the lowllest
of women. Did vou tell Miss Affry?”

“Yes."

She kept her eyes on the wet pave-
ment along which they were walking—
very slowly.

“What-—did—she—say?"

The unbecoming blood fled into his
rugged face and out again.

“It's all right,” he answered hastily—
“it's all quite right, darling. Did I not
say we had nothing to fear from Aunt
Affry? She will not meddle with usin
the least. She wants me to be happy
above all things, and trusts perfectly
my judgment to decide how I can best
compass that end.”

She gave him a qulet, searching look.

“You do not tell me what she said,
Val?"

“I really don't remember the exact
words,” replied Val, with great effront-
ry, “they were of no importance I as-
sure vou—she wished me to do as I
thought best. Have no fear; we shall
meet with no opposition from Aunt Af-
fry. Some other time I'll think up ev-
ery syllable of her conversation on the
subject and repeat it to you faithfully.
Now, however, give me your hand-—no-
bodv is looking—the court i{s quite de-
gerted. It's an odd place for a be-
trothal, but we do not care for that, do
we? There! now you are pledged to me,
Merey, and as God is my witness I will
never give you up, come what may."

He slipped upon her finger a plain,
old-fashioned gold band—the very ring
that Aunt Affry had glven him the pre-
ceding night.

“It was once my mother's,” sald Val,
simply: “it Is now my betrothed wife's.
Wear it, and remember that you are
mine. Mercy—whatever happens, You
are mine.,”

How oddly he spoke. Clearly he was
thinking of something unpleasant.
Merey wrinkled her brows in a perplex-

ed way.

“I am yours,” she said thoughtfully,
“till vou grow ashamed of me—till you
cease to care for me, Val."”

“Then you are mine forever” he
erled. “Ashamed of you! How dare
vou speak of such an impossible, out-
rageous thing? Cease to care for you!
Let me tell vou that I am a very plain,
hoorish sort of a fellow, but there I8

some wmanhood in me, after all—some
tenacity of feeling and of purpose, I
can no more help loving you than I
can help breathing. I could no more
resist your beauty and youth, your in-
nocence and loneliness when you came

to us here, than steel can resist thej
magnet that draws it, And once giving |4
up to you my whole heart, how can I

ever recall {t? I could not If I would,
I would not if T could. I love you! that
tells the whole story, and—I sald as
much to you last night—I count myself
uncommonly fortunate in winning
you,” 5

They had now reached the end of the
court, and the appearance of a milk
wagon there, cut short the conversa-
tion. Mercy, made her humble pur-
chase and retraced her steps. Val
bearing the cracked pitcher and walk-
ing by her side as proudly and loyally
as If she were a princess. He did love
her with a power and passion that
startled even himself. ;

“I cannot let you go on as you are,”
he sald, as they reached the door of

No. 10—"working day and night for|

bare subsistence. It is true I have not
much to offer you, but I can save you
from actual hardship, and by and by
better times are sure to dawn for me.
With you to work for, there {8 nothing
I cannot do. You'll not be afrald to
take up life with me, even at my pres-
ent salary—will you darling?”
“Afraid? oh, no!” she answered in a
low, steady volce; “but don't talk of
that—yet—don't! You must have time
to think well of what you are doing;

uie tnat | am welcome in her honie;
and—and my mother—I must have time
to think about her, and to do something
for her. There! let me take the pitch-
er now—I hope no one has seen you
with it.”

“I don't care if the whole city sees
me‘ll

They were in the shadow of the door,
and he gathered her to him, regardless

MARRIAGE LIGENSE RECORD.

Total Issue from Begianing to Date
Fools Up 690.

RUSH DURING THE HOLIDAYS.

mplete iList of All the Licenses Is-
*sued by the Probate Court Buring
the Past 8ix Months.

Up to the last publication on July 18,
the list of marriage licenses Issu
the probate court for York county,
number stood at 436. Since then up
January 1, the number has been in-
to 690, The list is as follows:
.4 July 18—Ernest 8. Dreher and Caro-
e Bell Hyde.
. July 18—Marcellus Nivens and Fran-
Bush.

J July 19—James Robinson and C. Lu-

genia Sawyer (colored).

' July 20—Otto Starr and Georgla A.

Erwin (colored). :
July 20—Luther Bechter and Cora

Lee Btarnes, ;
Nance and Mary

July 20—James
Burris (colored).
| July 20—Wlllle Gettys and Marie
‘Fewell (colored.) .

July 20—James McDonald and Ber-
tha Hall (colored).
c:‘nly 22—Stralt C. Camp and Ethel

tman,
~July 24—Thos, Vance and Catle Bur-
s (colored).
July 27—Dock 8. Mosteller and Rll-

Craige.
~July 27—Thos. L. Perry and Ida
‘'ooten.
~July 27—Thomas Mliiler and Della
‘atson (colored).
July 30—Henry M. Robins and Mag-
gle Lee Erwin.
J —John Sadler and Marle
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August 1—John Adam# wns Toniga
Walker (colored).

August 1—Adam A. Lentz and Beu-
lah E. Wilson,

August 2—Jas. A, Latham and Mat-
tie Burgess.

‘August 3—Thos. S8ylvanus Montgom-
ery and Mary Kelly (colored).

August . 6—Edward A. Turner and
Bertha Mae Pruett.

August 9—Charlle W, Wilkle and Ja-
nle Robinson.

‘August 9—Jess Lanler and Mar)

of the splashing lactea fluld and kissed | Moss.

her fervently,

A moment after, Mercy was decor-
ously ascending the stair with her
breakfast, and Val walked into Miss
Affry's sitting room, humming deri-
alvely:

“When Adam delved and Eve span °

Who waa then the gentleman?”

Miss Affry was spreading the table
for breakfast. She had not slept eith-
er, a8 her weary eyes and anxious face
showed plainly. She gave her "boy" a
quick, questioning glance.

He went stralght up to her and lald
his hand on her rheumatic shoulder,

“I have thought it all over, as you
bade me, Aunt Affry, I have been all
night thinking of it, and this is the
conclusion I have reached: I love her,
and every consideration I have been
able to think of, falls dead before that
one fact. Whether I could live without
her or not I do not know, but I shall
not make the experiment. I shall mar-
ry her—1'shall take the gobds the gods|
provide
future,”

A little shadow flitted across her old
face, then she smiled brightly up at him
from her vastly inferior helght.

“Just as you think best, laddie! I
shall not meddle In the matter at all,
only consider well what you are doing
—there may be much, very much in-
volved In it that you cannot foresee
now."”

He made an impatient gesture,

*I know—1I ghall marry her, my mind
Is made up."

“Very well,” returned Miss Affry, In
a volee of calm resignation, “I have
had good reason {n my day, God knows,
to. distrust love-matches, but I say,
very well! whatever you do, you are
sure of Aunt Affry's blessing, boy—and
of her devotion to you and yours.”

He knew that well enough. He gave
her a grateful glance, as if casting
away from him a burden—the burden,

‘perhaps, of the secret he held with her.

He made a hasty breakfast and went
away to his daily toll—to the famillar
desk In the banking house of Sardis &
Co., where his fellow clerks would snulk
him, jest with him, and exchange com-
monplaces; never dreaming that the
blg, loutish fellow who had once been
an office boy In the establishment, and
was the shabblest of all the clerks,
could have anything mysterious In his
life, past, present or to come,

Val had always been the butt of his
companions at the banking house., He
worked the hardest of them all, and re-
ceived the poorest pay. He wore thread-
bare coats, and was the unresisting vic-
tim of all sorts of Impositions from his
associates. His poverty was well-
known among them; also the fact that
he lived with a decrepit aunt who kept
lodgers in a wretched part of the city.

Though he had risen from the post
of effice boy, no favor had ever been
shown him In the establishment. Jacob
Phillips, the head clerk, called him the
lrast efficlent man there,

“Black Is an honest fellow,” he was
wont to say, “but dull—abominably
dull, He'll be nothing but a poor plod-
der as long as he lives"

As for Cullen Sardis, that great capi-
talist never interested himself in his
employees nor pretended to know them
—always excepting Phillips himself,
who had long been the banker's confl-
dant and friend. It is probable that he
had never heard the name of Valentine
Black—ecertainly he knew nothing of
his faults or his merits.

(To be continued.)
e e —————————

Ancestry of The Revolver—Since
the introduction of gunpowder as a
propellant and the general use of fire-
arms in warfare and hunting, there
has been a more or less insistent de-
mand for mechanisms that would give
the soldler or hunter a number of shots
at his command without reloading and
enable them to be rapidly discharged,
writes 8. J. Fort In Outing. The first
patent for a firearm of this descrip-
tion seems to have been issued by the
British patent office In 1718, to James
Puckle, a citizen of London, for a gun
mounted upon a tripod, having a sin-
gle barrel and a revolving cylinder.
Strangely enough, one of the claims set
forth in this patent appears almost
verbatim, 130 years later, In a patent
taken out by Rollin White, an Ameri-
can Inventor of a revolving pistol. An-
other curious claim of the patent was:
“The mechanism permits the use of
square bullets against the Turk and
round bullets against the Christians;
moreover, so great I8 the rapldity of
fire that ships armed with the gun can-
not be hoarded by any attacking

force." a

and ask no questions of the}l

August 10—Henry G. Neely and Fan-
nie L. Sheek.

. August 14—Terrell H. Wilkinson and
Alace E. Beckham.

August 17—John Mobley and Mamle
Willlams (colored).

August 17—Henry White and Mary
‘Caldwell (colored).
+August 17—David McNab Mackin-
 togsh and Mary Harley Peacock.

_August 19—Tom White and Eunice
Partlow (colored).

. August 21—Willie Garvin and Fran-
cis Jol (colored).

_Auw 21—Elliott Gettys and Pear-
lie McCulloh (colored).

"August 22—Arthur L. Sturgis and
Mary Jane McFadden.

August 24—C. Fred Rogers, Jr. and
Nina Barnett. ,
 August 24—Eugene Scott and Lizzle
Wright.

_August 24—Bruner Hartsell
BEthel Belk,

August 24—Fred Easters and Julla
Edwards (colored).

August 27—Hugh B. Jones and lda

Allen.
tﬂnnt Powell and Mar-

and

A

ugust
garet Ann :
w%ﬁ C. Whitesides and
am L. esides.

August 29—John P. Robinson and
Mary Cauthrin.

August 30—Rasmus McGlll and An-
nie Belle Davias (colored).

August 30—Alley Hopper and Janle
Ager (colored),

August 31—Lawrence Godfrey
Maggle Drury.

August 31—Will Wilson and Lil'la:
Sexton.

Sept. 2—John McMackin and Budle
King (colored).

Sept. 3—David M. Parrott and Mar-
garet Barnett.

Sept. 4—Vander Robinson and Car-
rie Wilson.

Sept. 4—David Miller and Martha
Lindsay (colored).

Sept. 7—Colonel Mayfleld and Mamie
Woodward (colored).

Sept. 7—Hugh Jackson and Venia
Armstrong (colored).

August 7—Samuel P. Benner and
Myra B. Workman.

Sept, 7—John Floyd and Nola John-
son {(colored).

Sept. 7—Andy Boyd and Lonle
Thomasson (colored).

Sept 7T—West Pagans and Annle
Crawford (colored).

Sept. 9—Fred Blackwelder and Lula
Gosman.

Sept. 9—Jos. Sanders and Mary Brat-
ton (colored),

Sept. 9—Knox D. Phagan and Annie
Roddey Miller. ’

Sept. 10—Will Biggles and Aanle Ja-
mison (colored).

Sept. 10—Fred Springs and Anna
Glenn (colored).

Sept. 11—Wm. Sadler and Nannle
Bell Erwin (colored).

Sept. 13—Jesse W. Willlams and Sal-
lle Ramsey,

Sept. 13—Robert
Rosa Gill (colored).

Sept. 17—Will Jamison and Janie
Watson (colored).

Sept. 17—Lee White and Burnett
Henderson (colored).

Sept. 18—Thos., Crawford and Relna
Davie (colored).

Sept. 19—John Watson and Annle
Lindsay (colored).

Sept. 21—Sam Carothers and Fannie
Erwin (colored),

and

McClinton  and

Sept. 21—Walter Ratchford and
Mary Lindsay (colored).
Sept. 23—Robt. Gilmore and Jessle

Latta (colored).

Sept. 23—John O. Ormand and Pearle
Thomasson,

Sept. 24—David McNeel and Fannle
Fewell (colored).

Sept. 24—Alonzo Reeves and Lizzle
Hood (colored).

Sept. 2—Wm. L. Robinson and
Blanche Barr.

Sept. 27—Claude Johnson and Mary
Lee Moore,

Sept. 28—Johnnie Moore and Pearl
Lawrence (colored).

Sept. 286—S8am Miller and Sallle Mas-
gey (colored).

Sept, 30—John Russell, M. D, and
Gertrude Crawford (colored).

Oct. 1—Luther Danlel and Minnie
Willlams (colored).

Oct. 2—A. W. Whitey and Pearly
Wilkerson,

Oct, 2—Tillman Phillips and Mary
Phillips.

Oct. 5—Jack McClure and Mima Big-
gers (colored).

Oct. 5—Will Barber and Ada Hutchi-
son (colored).
Oct. 5—Israel Erwin and Mary Join-

er (colored).

Oct. 9—Brison Surratt and Pearle
Gill (colored).

Oect. 10—John Floyd and Lula Wood
(colored).

Oct. 11—0. Wallace McCarter and

Zora Deal.

Oct, 12—Sam M. Jenkins and Queen
Esther Watson (colered).

Oct, 12—Campbell Berry and Orphe-
lia Good (colored).

Oct. 15—Edmund O, Hull and Sarah

8. Cralg.

Oct, 15—John T. Gibson and Josie F.
Knight.

Oct. 16—Pearl Parham and Sarah
Jones,

Oct, 17—Richard Nelson and Cynthia
Speers (colored).

Oct. 19—Arthur Davidson and Ida
Hagins (colored).

Oct. 19—Walter G. Jullan and Fossle

Leazer.

Oct. 21—Benj. J. Black and Josle
Jolly.

Oct. 21—Jas. E. Merritt and Mary

Denton. }
Oct, 22—Henry L. Hancock and Lula
Taylor.

Oct. 22—Walter Neal and Mattie
Rayfield.

Oct. 26—Joe Simpson and Annle
Ratchford (colored).

Oct. 26—Jas. Walker and Maggie

« Oct. 26—John L. Floyd and Ida Hen-
ry (colored).

Oct, 28—Geo. Rawlinson and Hattle
Boyd (colored).

Oct. 28—Sam Willlams and Mary
Castles (colored).

Oct. 28—J. R. Gﬁ'xu and Lizzie Mis-
enheimer,

Nov. 2—Frank Adams and Annie
Plexico.

Oct. 20—John W. Anderson and An-
nie L. Johnson.

Oect, 20—Will Smith and Winnle
Sterling (colored).

Oct. 30—Charlle H. Anderson and
Alma Lesslie. :

Nov. 2—8mith R. Bigham and Nan-

ed | nle Hammond.

Nov. 2—Frank Adams and Annle
Miller (colored).

Nov, 2—Lewis Davis and Miss Col-
lins (colored). *

Nov, 2—Rufus M. London and John-
nie T. Moore,

Nov. 3—John Nash and Ella Black
(colored).

Nov., 4—Edward Robinson and Irena
Massey (colored).

Nov. §—Charley F. McGraw and
Emiiy E. Norman.
Nov., 7—Palmer M. Roach and Fan-

nie L. Duncan.

Nov. 8—Ernest Good and Azlee
Montgomery (colored).

Nov. 8—Charlie M. Steele and Lottie
Conrad.

Nov. 9—Jas, Archie and Rosle Reld
(colored).

Nov. 12—Geo. L. Lambert and Sallle

mer.
Nov. 16—Jas. Doster and ln‘ Ram-

BEYy.

Nov. 16—Mance Miils and Francis
Hicks (colored).

Nov. 18—Dock King and Lizale

Horseley (colored).
Nov, 16—Lum Cralin and Della Wil-

liams (colored).
Gladden and Mary

Nov. 16—Joe
White (colored). »
Nov. 16—Fred Murray and Lula Mil-

ler (colored).
ov. 16—Alonzo Adams and Fannle
Nov iG—Ln'u'lA‘I L. Ddimett_gnd Bllz-

abeth D. Clinton.

Nov. 16—Walter G. Wallace and
Margaret E, Faris.

Nov. 16—Wm. Rinehart and Irene
Hemphill (colored).

Nov. 18—Alexander Turry and Callle
Wright.

Nov. 18—Perry Chisolm and Mary J.
McCullogh (colored).

Nov, 19—Rlich Tims and Lula Carter
(colored).

Nov, 20—Newton Burris and Annie
Crawford (colored).

Nov, 20—Martin L. Smith and Lon-
nie Miller.

Nov. 20—Jos. Cunningham and Caro-
line Dee (colored).

Nov. 21—Jas. F, Faris and Dalsy
Burton.
Nov. 22—Dave Miller and Sarah

Boyd (colored).

Nov. 22—Richard Smith and Annle
Walker (colored),

Nov. 23—Ralph 8. McKeown and
Flonnie V. Sullivan.

Nov. 23—Amsi Gaston and Mary Ge-
ter (colored). '

Nov. 23—Samuel R. Mitchell and
Rena Mickel.

Nov. 23—Clarence ¢ White and
Daisy Klser.

Nov. 28—Jno. F. Love and Emma
Fe n

Tguson.
Nov. 26—8Sam Sibley and Lessie Mc-
Nell (colored).

Nov. 26—Thos. A. Bratton and Ma-
mie Ramsey.

Nov. 25—Pat Robimson and Barby
Pharr.

Nov. 26—Algernon P. Guess and Rosa
B. Strajt,

Nov. 26—John M. Robingon and Le-
ona Knox (colored).

Nov. 26—Arthur W. Thomasson and
Parline Lowry (colored),

Nov. 26—John Meadors and Allce
White (colored).

Nov. 27—WiIll Hunter and Francis
Burris (colored)

Nov. 27—Wm.

E. Hayes,
Nov. 27—Oney Grier and Alice Thom-

'N. Simril and Tammie

-asson (colored).

Nov. 27—Franklin Jackson and Dalsy
Alexander (colored).

Nov. 27—Charley Garvin and Tilda
Hemphill (colored),

Nov, 28—@Gillus C. Clyburn and Mat-
tie Strait.

Nov. 29—Jas. A. Reed and Mary Tur-
ner.

Nov. 20—Ralph Pride and Loulza

_Belton (colored).

Nov. 30—Devonia Gibson and Tricol-
la Rippy.

Dec. 3—Zeb B. McGuirt and Minnle
L. Ronyan,

Dec. 3—Otis Kee and Lillie Culp
(colored).

Dec. 4—Tom Hardy and Virginla
King (colored).

Dec, 4—James Hall and Ella Cur-
rence (colored).

Dec, ~—Walter Currence and Mattle
Wright (colored).

Dec, 5—Taylor Alexander and Mary
Joy.

Dec, 6—A. J. Pruett and Vashte B.
Yarborough.

Dec. oe QGather and Sadle Mec-
Clure (colored). .

Dee. 7—Ollle Cook and Ada Sanders.

Dec. 7—Willle Thompson and Belle
Crawford (colored).

Dec. 7—Russell Beaty and Mary Mc-
Clenen (colored).

Dec. 7—Frank Montgomery and Ma-
mie Stowe (colored).

Dec. 7—Willlam Alexander and Jes-
sie Brown (colored).

Dec. 8—Mattoon Garvin and Irene
Caldwe!l (colored).

Dec, 9—Albert T. Mosley and Otto
Anderson,

Dec. 9—John Herndon and Agnes
Jackson (colored).

Dec. 9—Wade Buchanan and Lonle
Hemphill (colored).

Dec. 9—Martin 8. Whitesides and
Sallie C. Turner.

Dec. 10—R. B. Price and Sarah Har-
grett.

Dec, 10—8am Philips and Janie Pres-
ley (colored).

Dec. 10—Edward B. Austin and Ber-
tie Yandle.

Dec. 10—Ephriam Harris and Slivie
Bell (colored).

Dec. 11—Harvey L. Steelman and
Alma Reece.

Dec. 12—Leroy Lowry and Ivory
Currence (colored).

Dec. 12—Hope Setzer and Bonny
Cralg (colored).

Dec, 13—Jake
Smart (colored).

Dec. 13—Raleigh Brown and Janle
Alexander (colored).

Dec. 14—Charley Clark and Margar-
et Helms.

Dec. 14—Jas. E. Goddard and Lena
Blanche Love.

Dec, 16—Jos. Howard Patrick and
Mabel Brandon.

Dec. 16—Claude
White.

Dec. 16—Horton Thomas and Bessie
Ashe,
Dec. 16—Willle Grier and Pearl By-
ers (colored). .

Dec, 16—Caesar Duniap and Belle
Gist,

Dec. 17—John Witherspoon and Ve-
nle Hughes (colored).

Brown and Antentt

Harris and Annie

Dec. 17—George Shehan and Docla
Cornwell,

Dec, 17—John MecCameron and Belle
Denton,

Dec.” 17—Mert Love and Christine
Campbell (colored).

Dec. 17—Alfred Roberson and Annie
Saunders (colored).

Dec. 18—J. Johnson Hunter and
Nancy W. Cralg.

Dec. 18—Jason Hartsell and Mary
Wallace,

Dec, 18—Jesse J. Crawford and Car-
rie Sadler (colored). _

Dee. 18—S8amuel E. Sturgis and Mary
E. McCarter,

Dec. 19—Fate Barnett and Adeline
Gist (colored).
Dec. 19—Wm. Hoyles and Carrle

Robin'son (colored).
Dec. 19—Robt. J. Brown and Mary

Allce Clark, :
Dec. 20—Hazel Wright an@l Lizale
Bpake.

Dec. 20—James Kee and Mary Me-
Cree (colored).

Dec. 20—Arthur Fewell and
Watson (colored). :

Dec. 21—Ben 1. Williford and Carrle

Amanda

Dec, 21—Fraser Johnson and Luclen-
da Cornwell (colored).

Dec. 21—Paul Bigger and Jeanneite
Harris (colored).
Dec. 21—M. D. Ratchford and Clari-
bel Harper. g
Dec, 21—Lawson GIll and Gussle
Nichols (colored). -

Dec. 21—Brooks Smarr and Casrie

Good.

Dec. 21—Isalah Thomasson and Ma-
mile Burris (colored).

Dec, 21—Andy Mills and Mary Jane

Grier (colored).
Dec. 21—Walter L. Good and Mary
Meek (colored). . TR W
Dec, 21—Homesly Roseborough and

Rosa House (colored). .

Dec. 21—Arthur Stewart and Eunice
Robinson. . :

Dec. 21—Jas. R. Warmouth: and
Fannie Belle Campbell.

Dec. 21—Andrew Hill and Frankle
Rinehart (colored).

Dec. 21—James E. Youngblood and
Ida J. Johnson. T

Dec, 21—Walker Dunlap and Mary
Jane Mobley (colored).

NO. 1.

ean Bridge company wre stopping at
that hostelry at the time, ”_

The conspirators, however, did not
confine ml'm operations to ks
On May 31 of the same year i

dynamiie’ explosion at.Detroit in
June, 1907. brought to the forefront two

largely In the labor cons . The
job was engineered by Ortie McMani-
gal, the subsequent informer, and Her-
bert 8. Hockin, designated by United
Miller as the " Lptain

.

petrated ‘having been the products’

segregated malcontents among- loeal

unions, -

The four years aftel the plot took un
& hundred

uDec. 22—David Allen and Effle Et-
TS,

Dec. 23—Wm. Gaines and Sallle
Grier (colored).

lle Miller (colored).
Dec. 23—Charlie Black and Mary

Couser (colored).
Dec. 23—Mouitrie Bowens and Annle

Belle Parks (colored).

Dec. 28—Lee and Mary
Williams (colored).
Dec. 28—Charlle Thomson and Mary

Craig (colored).
Dec, 23—Jullus Dickson
Tléo; (colored).

ﬁilelaeWm

Dec. 26—Arthur Haley and Jessle

Ross.
4 Dec. 26—Wm. R. Belk and Ella Sut-
on.

Dec. 28—James Barpett and Laura
Ferguson (colored), i

Dec. 28—Thos. Miller and Clarice
Wilkes (colored).

Dec. 28—=Chas, H. Smith, Jr, .and
Mary R. Davidsan.

Dec, 28—James Gwin and Lula Good
(colored).

Dec. 38—Haskell Cobb and Cora Go-

bel.

Dec. 28—Jas. D. McConnell and Jes-
sie Lee Latham. :

Dec, 28—Jas. F. Gardner and Helen
A. Roach

‘Dec. 28—Wm. O. Brown and Bernie

Belle Wright. -
Dec. 30—John Short and Nettle

Springs (colored). -

Dec, 30—Charley Woodward and
Mary B. Blake (colored). .

Dec. 30—Harry Willlams and Sallle
Davis.(colored). A

Dec, 30—Hamp Mackay Adelalde
Krich (colored),” ~ -
Dec. 31—Craig Philips and Mary 8.
Anderson (colored).
Dec. 31—Sam McKnight and Lizzie
Sanders (colored).
Jan.
Boyd (colored).

GREAT DYNAMITE GON!PIRAGY.
One of the Most Important Trials in
2 Criminal Annals.

‘What probably has proved to be one
of the most important criminal trials
ever held in America—a trial which ex-
posed the intricate machinery of a band
of labor leaders organized for the dis-
semination of violence—comes to a close
with the verdict of the jury sitting In
Indianapolis in the dynamite case.” Or-
ganized laber was not on trial—a fact
which was pointed out many times in
the course of the trial by Judge Ander-
son and the agents of the United States
government, but the hands of justice
was raised against those men in high
places who had abused the trust re-
posed In them by the millions of labor-
ers whom they misrepresented.

The government’s exposure of a con-
spiracy which resulted in the wrecking
of bulldings, bridges and construction
machinery in nearly every state in the
Union, a destruction which carried with
it a considerable loss of life, had been

months, Legal talent of national prom-
inence was arrayed on both sides, and
every point In the case was contended
bitterly.

The dynamite conspiracy  hinged
about the operations of the McNamara
brothers who confessed to their master
part in the dynamiting of the Los
Angeles Times building and other simi-
lar operations. Fifty-two other men
were indlcted as partners In the great
labor conspiracy, and it was the part
of the Indianapolis court to determine
which of those on trial were guilty of
the charge preferred Insthe [ndict-

ments, '
Operations in New York.

Twelve of the men Indicted were
ellminated from the case before the
jury's verdiet was brought in. Ortie
McManigal and Clark pleaded guilty
and McManigal was used as one of the
government's strongest witnesses in the
McNamara trial and the other trial just
finished In Indianapolis. . One man in-
dicted never was found; another was
incapacitated by a broken leg and
elght men were discharged in the course
of the trial for lack of evidence against
them. In this muster was included
Clarence E. Dowd, general organizer
of the machinists’ union, It was upon
the gullt of the remaining two-score
that the jury was forced to pass,

The heavy hand of the labor conspir-
ators first was manifested In the course
of the strike against the American
Bridge company in 1905, As the result
of trouble between the company and a
New Haven union’local a general strike
was called by Frank Buchanan, now a
congressman, but at that time interna-
tlona! president of the iron workers.

Dynamite first appeared in the con-
filct in December, 1905. The American
Bridge company was constructing a
bridge at Miller's Falls, Mass,, and at
this spot thirteen sticks of the explo-
slve were found. A fuse attached evi-
dently had gone out and saved a gi-
gantic explosion.

Early In the same month a series of
attacks was begun in New York as a
result of the strike, - The number of
these had run to th score before the
end of 1906 and murder had been In-
rluded in the crimes committed. The
violence went on almost unabated, als
though several iron workers were con-
victed and sent to Sing Sing.

Newark Has Taste of It.

Eight times in 1806 dynamite was
put into service as a result of the tre-
mendous struggle to force the Ameri-
can Bridge company to give up its
“open shop” policy and to unionize its
entirs operations.  The outbregks of
violence extended as far west as Cleve-
land, where an attempt was made to
dynamite the Hotel Frankfort on March

Rell Wilson (colored).

Lee Cralg.

13, Several employees of the Ameri-

Dec. 23—Lafayette Harrls and WIil- |,

Dec. 24—Willle Wilson and Carrie} °
White (colored).

Dec. 24—Elza A. Putman and Vi

Dec, 24— Robt, Saye Riddle and Sefa
Virginia Barnett, /

Dec. 26—Geo. W. Pleasants and Car-
rie Adams,

Dec. 25—Jessie Braszel and Mamlie
Anderson.

1, 1913—Jim Wood and Alice}

before the court more than three|about

ith larger scope saw

Mobley (colored). ‘ ed

Dec. 28—Anthony Nash and Mary
White (colored).

Dec. 23—Ossian McMillian and
Pearly Hensly, Los

Dec. 283—Alex Archle and Lilly Reed
(colored).

Dec. 23—Andrew Hinton and Cynthia
Hemphill (colored).

Dec, 23—Walter Bratton and Mary

aad_Martha o

2, md Henrfereed thi
Miller mm
Dec. 24—John and Ma- | &

39 of the :
Other items called to the attentionof
the jury included the $1000 a month oA
which John J. McNamara drew from
the union from the latter part of 1908

than “expended for organization pur-
poses by order of the executlve board.”

No money could be drawn from the.
coffers of the {ronworkers without the
signature of Frank M. Ryan on the
checks. No denial was made of
fact that his
used in providing dynamite funds, but
Ryan contended In defence that he
signed the checks In blank without
knowing for what use the money was
to be put. Every other member of the
executive board who went on the stand
made absolute denial of any knowledge
of the use to which the funds were put.

Dramatic interest increased as the
trial neared |its end. Unien men all
over the country were In a fever of ex-
pectancy. Little else was talked of in
Indlanapolis and those citles where the
:vo::xd of the outrages had been perpe-
rated.

Had Given Him Wrong Banner—
Charles R. Holden told the following
story at a banquet given to some law-
yers and their wives at Chicago:

“A prominent educator of a co-edu-
cational Institution told with evident
appreclation the following experience
of a prominent professor of a celebrat-
ed university in New York city:

“The professor Is biessed with a par-
ticularly energetic and progressive
wife, who is a leader in the suffra-
gette movement, When the recent de-
monstrative procession was organized
in New York she Insisted upon the
professor adding his influence to the
movement by participating in the pro-
cession. He ylelded and set out. The
wife’s prominence In the movement
gave her a place in the reviewing
stand and she was mortally chagrined
to see the professor, shame faced,
straggling alone,.carrying his banner
in such a drooping and careless way
that she could not even see what was
upon It. , §

“At the: first opportunity her re-
proaches fell flerce and fast on the
professor, who finally managed to
break in with, ‘But my dear, my dear,
you really must not blame me; I had
an awful time. What do you . think
that banner was?. Imagine! It was
a most horrible cartoon of a whisky-
poaked and bedraggled bum with the
motto, “This man can vote, why can't
5 oo :



