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8YNOPSIS.

Richard Lightnut, an American with an
Affacted English accent, receives a pres-
ent from a friend in China. The present
ea to be - letter
ints of surprise to the wearer, Lightnut
dons the pajamas and late at nlsht ots
up for a smoke. His servant, Jenkins,
to recognise Light-
him out. Thinking
ghtnut changes his
1o summon hel%. ‘When
he reappears Jenkins falls on his
oonﬂrmin{ Lightnut's bellef
that he is crasy. Jenkins tells Lightnut of
encounter he had with a hideous
Chinaman dressed In ajamas, In a
measage from his friend, Jack Billings,
Lightnut is asked to put up “the kid’
’of the night on his way home from col-
ege. Later Lightnut finds a beautiful
#irl In black pajamas In his room. Light-
nut is shocked by the girl's drinking,
smoking and slangy talk. Bhe tells him
name is Francis and pusszsles him
with a story of her love for her sister’s
to, ed Frances. Next morn-
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~ BEYOND LIMIT OF PATIENCE

 Users of the Telephone WIIl Be Apt
te Condone Mr. Busiman’s Brief

- ifw_'. Lul of Temper.

; :He 'was just about exasperated with
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Ing the girl s missing and Lightnut hur-
ries to L o b?'.t ':o IE?I her gorr. Hﬂ is .i‘l:;
costed a husky college boy, who ca
him "Di’éky." but he xoeu not see the
. Jack Billings calls to spend the
with Lightnut. They discover
f{dden in the buttons of
Billings dons the pajamas

CHAPTER X.—(Continued.)
“He, he!" he giggled. *“Woke up
and remembered had promised Flos-
sle Fandango of *The Parisian Broil-
ers’ a box of steamer flowers. Gad,
she salls at ten; so I piled out and
shot off A note to my florist, special
delivery. Been trying to find out
from that Infernal card back there
when'’s the first collection from the
box below. You don’t know, do you?t”
By Jove, one of those foot-in-the-
grave old stage-door Johnnies! The
surprise took my breath.
‘“Why, the cheesy old sport!” 1
thought disgustedly. And I answered
rather coldly: “Sorry, you know; no
idea.” And I opened the door wide.
But the old rascal never moved;
just stood there, chuckling horribly.
‘“Well, she'll be back in the fall,”
he cackled. “And see here, old chap,
will introduce you if you like. You
need waking up!”

And here I gave a jump and yelled
“Ouch!”
For the old fool had dug his thumb
fnto my ribs. Only then dld it dawn
on me that he was drunk, Of course
that was it, and unless I got rid of
"him the old bore would stand and
twaddle the rest of the night 1|
reached for his hand and shook it.
“We'll have a talk about it some
time,” I sald pleasantly. “Just now,
don’t you think we'd better each get
to bed? BSo devilish late, you know.”
. He slapped me on the shoulder with
almost brought me to the
struck me with a

Kkeep you up an-
Believe I'd like a drink
if you don’t mind.”

bored as I was, I decided
the easiest escape was to humor bim.
- “All right,” I said, leaving the door
open And stepping into the room; “I'll

 “Water!” he exclaimed, following
me in. “Say, don’t get funny; it's not
becoming to you.” He leered at me

| get you a glass of water.”

| He went right to the corner where

stood my cellarette. By Jove, give
you my word I was so devilish stupe-
fled 1 couldn't bring‘ out a word., 1
wasn't sure what was coming, and as
I didn’t want Billings’ rest disturbed,
.quietly closed the door of his room.
5 cock in the black pajamas
| uncorked a bottle and was smell-
contents. He grimaced over
der.
's infernally rotten Scotch, 1
1”. he exclaimed with a sort of
“Regular sell, by George!”
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‘“That ought to
. I thought, “if he's a gen-
matter how jolly corked he

|

his hand felt like a.
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as I jolned him and we stepped aside.
“Hadn’t 1 better ring up the janitor
on my house ‘phone?”

“By Jove, the very thing;” I agreed.
“For he'll know where this chap be-
longs. A fiver, tell him, If he gets a
move on. Hurry!”

I slipped back Into the room as
Jenkins disappeared. The Jjolly old
barnacle had discarded his cigarette
and was critically selecting a cigar
from my humidor,

“I don't see why the devil you don’t
g0 to bed,” he sald, fixing himself
comfortably with two chairs and light-
ing up.

“I—I'm mnot sleepy,” 1 stammered,
perching on the cormer of a chafr.

“I belleve you're lying,” he growled,
scowling at me; “but if you're mnot
sleepy, listen to this joke here—it's a
chestnut, but it's infernally good.”

I never did know what the joke
was, for I was listening for other
sounds as he read. Buddenly I heard
s whistle far down in the street; and
I . thought it was followed by a pat-
ter of running feet,

Then came the gquivering rhythm of
the elevator rapidly ascending, and
while the anecdote was still being
droned out between chuckles, I slipped
out again into the hall and rejoined
Jenkins,

“Janitor says there's no such tenant
in this building as I described,” Jen-
kins imparted hurriedly. *“Might be a
guest, of course; but he doesn’t re
member ever seeing him. So he whis-
tled for a cop, to be on the safe side,
and caught two. Here they are, sir.”

Out from the elevator sprang the
janitor, half-dressed and looking ex-
cited. Close on his heels came two
big policemen.

I stepped Into the outer corridor
and explained the situation. The of-
ficers nodded reassuringly.

“’Nough said,” one of them com-
mented. ‘“We'll have him out, sir.”

The janitor, who had been cautious-
ly sighting through the door within,
came running out.

“He shifted around, while 1 was
looking, and I got a good look at him,”
he said with some excitement, “and 1
never saw him before. I wouldn't for-
get that mugl!”™

“Suppose you take & squint at him
yourself, O'Keefe,” suggesied the tall-
er of the coppers. “You've been on
this beat so long.”
slipping back hurriediy, He drew his
companion aside.

*Tell you what, Tim,” I heard him
say, “do you know, I'm after thinking
it looks Ilike old Braxton, known in
the perfesh as ‘Foxy Grandpa. He's
a swell con man, but has just finished
a stretch at Copper John's for going
through a flat in the Bronx. He's
done murder once.”

The other turned to me.

“May save a muss in your rooms if
you'll just kinder call him out, sir,”
De suggested. “It will be simpler.”
He grinned significantly and glanced
at his night stick, k
“By Jove!” I ejaculated, looking at
Jenkins. “By Jove, you know!”
Jenkins coughed. ‘*“Just say you
want to speak to him a minute, sir,”
he sald. “They’ll do the rest—h'm!"

" They all followed me into the ball,
‘and I stepped to the doorway. And

then I almost pitched forward, I was
%0 devilish startled. :
as a crowning example of his

| 0ld reprobate was emerging from Bill-

room, his fingers overhauling the

ed ir w hoavy sigh

Ah!” he

“Oh, You Go to Bed.”

In a minute or two O’Keefe came |

_gee his customer rap hard on the arm

and out came his fin-

W“J‘Eej‘

I'd ever seen a real burglar or jolly
hold-up man, and he looked so differ-
ent from what I had expected.

But I knew now, of course, that the
policeman was right and that the re-
spectable-looking old gentleman was
no other than the desperate criminal
described as “Foxy Grandpa.” But
for the intervention of outside assist-
ance doubtless Billings and I might
have had our throats cut by the con-
sclenceless old geezer.

He was 80 absorbed that he did not
see me, nor the two helmets piking
above my shoulder.

“Up to his old tricks,” O’Keefle

whispered. ‘“We've got him in the
act, Tim!"”
“Great!” breathed Tim. *“What

won’t the captain say!”

O’Keefe’'s breath tickled my ear
agaln and swept my nose. I['ve never
seen beer or sauerkraut since but
what I think of it!

“Got your stick ready?” he was say-
ing. “Best not take any chances;
Braxton’s a quick shooter, they say.
When we jump him, better give him
the club right off.”

Tim whispered an impatient demur.
“That's all right; but I'm for coaxing
him out here first. I don’t want to
tap him on the gentleman’s rugs; if
I do, I can tell you, it'll ruin ‘em,
that's all.”

He swept his hand across his
tongue and gripped his stick tighter.

Jenkins, at one side, bobbed his
head up and down and smiled his ad-
miration of this sentiment. He leaned
nearer to me. g

“Just beckon him out, sir,” his whis-
per advised. “Just tell him you want
to show him something In the hall—
cat, or anything will do. Just so you
get him past the furniture and rugs,
sir.”

I advanced a step into the room. 1
expected the old knave to be a bit
dashed, don’t you know. Not he; it
never disquieted him a bit. Just gave
me a careless leer and went back te
the ruby. Somehow I began to feel
riled. I'm not often taken that way,
but this old scamp’s persistent au-
dacity and impudence went beyond
anything I had ever heard of.

“What in thunder’s the matter with
you, son?” he murmured, squinting
hideously at the jewel. *“You prowl
around like you had a pain” Then
he weunt right on:

“Say, did you ever see anything B0
corking fine?” He looked up, holding
the ruby in the light. “And to think
how little I dreamed of scooping any-

thing like that when I came In here
tonight!”

By Jove, this was a little too much,
even for an easy-going chap like my-
self! The jolly worm will turn, you
know.

Dash me, before I knew what I was
doing even, I had moved to his side
and jerked the ruby from his hand.
My face felt 1ike a hot-water bottle as
I did f1t.

“You haven't got it yet,” I =saild,
“and I'll take devilish good care you
don't get it.”

He fell back as though from a blow.

“Why—why, old chap! Why, Light-
nut!” he gasped. “What's the mat-
ter—what makes you look at me like
that?”

“Your liberties have gone just a bit
too far, don't you know,” I sald, look-
ing steadily in his fishy old eye. “I've
bhad enough of you, by Jove, that's
alll”

He stared at me, and I could hear
him breathing like a blacksmith’s bel-
lows. I would never have thought he
had such lungs.

Slowly his hand came out, and dash
me If it wasn’t shaking llke he had
the delirfum what’'s-its-name. But for
his tan, his face would have been as
white as his hypocritical old whiskers.

“Is this some infernal joke?” His
face summoned a sickly smile that al-
most instantly faded. His hand fell
back to his side. *“Why, old fellow,
you don’t think that way about me, do
you? As for the ruby, I—I don’t want
it now—I just want you to accept my
apology for anything I've done, and—
and let me get away.”

There was a short laugh from the
doorway.,

“Likely enough,” sald Officer
O’Keefe, his big figure swinging for-
ward with long strides. “Keep him
covered, Tim!”

He planted himself between us with
a grin.

“You're ‘it’ again, Foxy!
Will you go quietly?”

It did me good to see how complete-
ly the old scoundrel was taken back.
His wide distended bleary eyes shift-
ed from O’Keefe to me and back again.
It was a perfect surprise.

I motioned to Jenkins to close the
door of my friend’s bedroom, So far,
he had evidently slept serenely
through all the trouble, and, if pos-
sible, I wanted to avoid arousing him
now. For a fat man, Billings had the
-deuce of a temper when stirred up
over anything like an imposition upon
him, and it would only add to the con-
fusion for him to appear on the scene
and learn about his wallet and his
treasured ruby that I had rescued.

Foxy Grandpa’s face had been rap-
idly undergoing a change. From pal-
lor to pink it went; and then from
pink to-red. Now It was becoming
scarlet. He threw his head back and
faced me angrily.

“Lightnut, will you tell me what the
hell this means?” And his heavy voice
thundered. 3

“Here! Here! That'll be enough
o' that,” crled Officer O’Keefe sharp-
ly. “None of your grandstand play
here, or it'll be the worse for you.
And no tricks, Braxton, or—"

He clutched his stick menacingly.

“Braxton!”™ snorted the old fellow.
“Why, you born fool, my name’s not
Braxton!"

“Not now,” grinned O’Keele. “Say,
what is your name now, Foxy?”

“My name—" roared Foxy Grandpa,
and paused abruptly. He looked rath-
er blankly from one officer to the
other.

“See here; do I understand I'm un-
der arrest?” he inquired.

“You certainly are talking, Foxy,”
chuckled O’Keefe.

“Then my name’s Doe—John Doe,”
and I thought the fellow’s quick glance
at me held an appeal. Of what sort,
I had no idea.

“And what, may [ ask, 1is the
charge?” he asked again, with what
was apparently a great effort at calm.
ness.

Jig's up.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Superstitious Customer iIn Modern
Barber 8hop Had Hard Time to
Find the Object Desired.
*“Well, how’s the neuralgia?” queried
the barber, sympathetically, as he
poised the razor over Thompson’s
lathered face in & tonsorial emporium.
“Haven't had any since last”—and
then the barber was dumfounded to

of the chair. He was further aston-
{shed when Thompson sat up, jumped
to the floor and ran to the marble
wash bowl, where another customer
was in process of being shampooed.

Thompson reached under the. stool
on which the customer was sitting,
and rapped it Then, with a look of
‘dismay ke turned wildly and e a
sprint to the cigar counter at thos:

Frantic Seargh for Wood

and I do believe the only thing in
your shop made of wood is that cigar
counter frame.”

Then Thompson’s barber and the
other barbers went on shaving.

It Grows Nicotineless Tobacoco.

Gloucestershire, England, whers
nicotineless tobacco is now grown,
used at one time to supply the genu-
ine article. Both James I and his
successor issued proclamations pro-
hibiting tobacco growing, but in 1652

the state papers of that year there is
a report from an officer sent to de-
stroy the tobacco crops around Chel-

men guarding the fields.
*“Ten men,” he added, “could not in
four days destroy all the tobacco that

’l' growing around Cheltenham.”

_ Hoepital Service for Dogs. -
A special ambulance service has

HAD THE BANDMASTER GOINGE

Governor Suffered Because His Re-
quest Was Not Couched in Plain
Enough Language,

Mr. Melvil Dewey, state librarian
of New York, sald recently that libra-
ries would do well to furnish free mu-

sic rolls for player-planos, Jjust &as
they now furnish books.
“In Toledo,” said Dr. Dewey the

other day, “my project has been late-
Iy Inaugurated. It will accomplish
much for the musical art.”

Then, apropos of music and igno-
rance, Dr. Dewey told a story.

“A certain governor,” he sald, “was
being lunched at a seaside town. Dur-
ing the repast the local band played
on the beach outside the hotel. The
drum was in charge of a blackemith,
and he beat it so resonantly that at
last this message was sent out:

“‘The governor requests the drum-
mer to desist.

“The bandmaster was puzzled by
this message for a moment; then his
face brightened in a smile, and he
sald:

“‘More drum,
likes it.”

FACE A SIGHT WITH TETTER

Moberly, Mo.—"My trouble began
with a small pimple on the left side of
my face and it spread all over my
face and to my neck. It would be ecar-
let red when I got warm. My face
was a sight. It looked very unpleas-
ant, and it felt uncomfortable. My
face was something awful; it just kept
me in agony all the time. Some said
it was tetter, and some gald it was
that awful eczema, but I rather think
it was tetter. I had been troubled
with it for about two years and tried
many remedies, but got no relief until
I used Cuticura Soap and Ointment.

“When I would wash my face with
the Cuticura Soap and apply the Cuti-
cura Ointment it would cool my skin
and draw great big drops of matter
out of the skin. You would think 1
was sweating; it would run down my
face just as though I had washed fit.
It itched and smarted and I suffered
in the day time most. I used the Cuti-
cura Soap and Cuticura Ointment for
a month and I was cured of it.” (Sign-
ed) Mrs. J. Brooksher, April 15, 1918,

Cuticura Soap and Ointment sold
throughout the world. Sample of each
free, with 32-p. Skin Book. Address
post-card “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston.”

Joe; the governor

He Was Willing to Work,

The Democratic members of the
house of representatives have been
besleged ever by a horde of office
poekers, willing to serve their coun-
try. :

“It is refreshing,” said one repre-
sentative in discussing the office ques-
tion, “to hear of an aspirant for pub-
lic office who frankly admits his ambi-
tion, yet disdains to seek a position
in which he will have nothing to do
but to draw his salary.

“Two wayside pilgrims were talking
over things when one of them asked:

“‘Dick, you ain't a-hankerin' after
no government place, are ye?"

*‘l don’t mind sayin’ I'd take omne
of ‘em ef 1 could git it,’ responded the
other, but I don’t want no job that's
all fat. I'm willin’ to earn my wages.’

“‘An’ what sort o' job would be
about your size?’

“‘Well, I'd like to fill fountain pens
fur some assistant secretary of the
treasury.’ "—Judge.

Telling the Truth.

On little Arthur’s birthday, he re-
ceived a present of a very large furry
toy monkey.

Two days later his father found it
lying in a corner with both eyes miss-
Ing.

“My boy,” asked father, more in sor-
row than in anger, “why have you
spoiled that beautiful monkey by pull-
Ing its eyes out?”

“Didn‘t,” replied Arthur briefly.

“Don’t tell any untruths,” snorted
father, more in anger than in sorrow
“or Il punish you! Why did you
pull the monkey’s eyes out?”

“Didn't!” repeated little Arthur defl-
antly. Then he hurried on, as father
took off his slipper. “I—I pushed them
In!”

The New Sport.

“These here New Yorkers is bound
to have their sports, I gee,” sald Uncle
Bilas.

“In what way?” asked the boarder.

“Why,” sald Uncle Silas, “sense
they give up hoss-racin’ they've gone
in heavy fer the turkey trot. Don't
seem to me’s if thet could be very
excitin’.”—Harper's Weekly.

Important to Mothogo
e carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for
infants and childrea, and see that it
Bears the
Bignature of
In Use Fer Over 30 Years.
Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

% In Practice.
Husband—Your extravagance is aw-
ful. When I die you'll probably have
to beg.
Wife—Well, I should be better off
than some poor woman who never had
any practice.—London Opinion.

Trouble’s Way.
“He always climbed a tree when he
saw trouble coming.”
“And what did trouble do?”
“Set fire to the tree and
him out again.”

A Dare.

To the Editor—Why do the most
worthless men often get the best
wives? =

Answer—I don't know. Ask your
husband.—Smart Set.

smoked

Ps:tmol uttoegtle mayuo.?n hl;b the
nasa P‘"“" & surp suo-
cesaful remedy for catarrh.
gists, ::o a box or sent postpaid on re-

w price by The Paxton Toilet
Boston, Mass.

WHERE DOCTORS
FAILED T0 HELP

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta-
ble Compound Restored
Mrs. Green’s Health—
Her Own Statement.

Covington, Mo.—** Your medicine has
done me more good than all the doc-
tor’'s medicines. At
everymonthly period
g I had to stay in bed
four days because of
d hemorrhages, and
il my back was soweak
il I could hardly walk.
i I have been taking
il Lydia E. Pinkham'’s
HVegetable Com-
pound and now I can
stay up and do my
work. I think it is
the best medicine on earth for women.,””
—Mrs. JENNIE GREEN, Covington, Mo.

How Mrs. Cline Avoided
Operation.

Brownsville, Ind.—‘‘I can say that
Lydia E.Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound
has done me more good than anything
else. One doctor said I must be opera-
ted upon for a serious female trouble
and that nothing could help me but an
operation.
“] had hemorrhages and at times
could not get any medicine to stop them.
I gotin such a weak condition that I would
have died if I had not got relief soon.
“Several women who had taken your
Compound, told me to try it and I did
and found it to be the right medicine to
build up the system and overcome
female troubles.
] am now in great deal better health
than I ever expected to be, so I think I
ought to thank you for it.”’—Mrs. O. M.
CLINE, 8. Main St., Brownsville, Ind.

Your Liver
Is Clogg

Sorts

will put you right
in a few days.
They do
their duty.
CureCon
stipation, - »
Biliousness, Indigestion and Sick Headache
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,

Genuine must bear Signature

LIVE STOCK AND
MISCELLANEOUS

Electrotypes

IN GREAT VARIETY
FOR, BALE AT THE
LOWEST PRICES BY ¢

WESTERN NEWSPAPER UNION
821-581 W. Adams 8t, Chicago
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Sioux Gltz_!)lrector;

“Hub of the Northwest.”

Pool & Billiard Tables

iceless Fountains
@ N, Jenkinsen Co., 421423 Peari 5t., Sioux CHy, la.

ELECTRICITY fi8 }¥tk

on the farm. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Ask your local gas engine dealer or write
ELECTRIC ENGINEERING CO., 320 Dougias Street, Sioux Ciy, las

XUIAO'I"IJ'N‘NV(.)’(,:glﬁm
MACHINERY DOGLORS

B e T s

¥F.P. HOLLAR & SON, Printers,
417 Fourth Street, Sloux City, JIows

RUBBER STAMPS, SEALS, STENCILS

of all kinds, Dating Stamps, Marking Out~
fits, Bto, Write or call for what you want,

AUTOTIRE REPAIRING

Dry Dhm Vuloanizing. ts for Kell
Springfl Tires, Reliners, Auto Aceeuoﬂ:{

HALLER BROS., 621 Peari Strect, SIOUX CITY, IOWA

Electric, Light Plants
for farms and towns. All kinds
of electric fixtures and supplies.

Elsctric Sepply Co.; 525 5th, Sieux City, la.

CASH BUYER OF

POULTRY

Stock Yards, Sioux City, la.

M.AQ L. DENTISTS
431 4th Stireet
Sioux City, Ia.

——————————
Gold or Porcelain

per
Painiess Extraction.
All work guaranteed.
Best equipped Dental Offices In Bloux City.

Yeou Get Valwe Received When You Buy
R SOAP
The kind with the

YELLOW BAND

by all grocers, the bands are valushle

IT DIDN’T HURT A BIT




