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SYNOPSIS.

Hii\* rrl Jeffries, banker's son, under
tli ? :1 Influence of Hubert Cnderwood,
« fell. -student at Yale, leads n life of
dissipation, marries the duughter of a

nibler who died in prison, and Is dis-
owned by his father. He tries to get work
and fails. A former college chum makes
H baslne:.* proposition to Howard which
requires $:,(*«) cash, and Howard Is broke.
Robert t'nd( rwood, who bus been re-
fills' d by Howard's wife, Annie, in his
college days, and had once been engaged
to Alicia. Howard's stepmother, lias
cpartments at the Astruria. Howard de-
cides to ask Underwood for the JL'.IKK) he
needs. Underwood, taking advantage of
his intimacy with Mrs. Jeffries, Sr., be-
comes a sort of social highwayman. Dis-
covering his true character she denies
him the bouse. Alicia receives a note from
Underwood, threatening suicide. Art
dealers for whom he has been acting as
commissioner, demand an accounting. He
cannot make good. Howard .Jeffries
calls in an intoxicated condition. He asksI nderwood for 12,000 and is told by the
latter that he Is In debt up to his eyes.
Howard drinks himself into a maudlin
condition, and goes to sleep on a divan.
A caller Is announced and Underwood
draws a screen around the drunken
sleeper. Alicia enters. She demands a
promise from him that he will not takehis life, pointing to the disgrace that
would attach to herself. Underwood re-fuses to promise unless she will renewlu-r patronage. This she refuses to do.
Underwood kills himself. The report of
the pistol awakens Howard. He stumbles
over the dead body of Underwood. Reali-
sing his predicament he attempts to (lee
and is met by Underwood's valet. How-ard is turned over to the police.

CHAPTER IX.?Continued.

"Hut what's the good of sitting here
in this death house?" protested How-
ard. "Take me to the station if I
must go. It's intolerable to sit any
longer here."

The captain beckoned to Maloney.
"Not so fast, young man. Before

we goto the station we want to ask
jou a few questions. Don't we, Ma-
loney?"

The sergeant came over, and the
captain whispered something in his
ear. Howard shivered. Suddenly
turning to his prisoner, the captain
shouted in the stern tone of com-
mand:

"Get up!"
Howard did as he was ordered. He

felt he must. There was no resisting
that powerful brute's tone of authori-
ty. Pointing to the other side of the
table, the captain went on:

"Stand over there where I can look
at you!"

The two men now faced each other,
the small table alone separating
them. The powerful electrolier over-
head cast its light full on How-
ard's haggard face and on the cap-
tain's scowling features. Suddenly
Maloney turned off every electric
light except the lights in the elect-
rolier, the glare of which was inten-
sified by the surrounding darkness.
The rest of the room was in shadow.
One saw only these two figures
standing vividly out in the strong
light?the white-faced prisoner and
his stalwart inquisitor. In the dark
background stood Policeman Delaney.
Close at hand was Maloney taking
notes.

"You did it, and you know you did
it!" thundered the captain, fixing his
eyes on his trembling victim.

"I did not do it," replied Howard
slowly and firmly, returning the police-
man's stare.

'You're lying!" shouted the captain.

"I'm not lying," replied Howard
calmly.

The captain glared at him for a
moment and then suddenly tried new
tactics.

"Why did you come here?" he de-
manded.

"I came to borrow money."

"Did you get it?"
"No ?he said he couldn't give it to

me
"

'Then you killed him."
"1 did not kill him," replied Howard

positively.
Thus the searching examination

went on, mercilessly, tirelessly. The
same questions, the same answers, the
same accusations, the same denials,
hour after hour. The captain was
tired, but being a giant in physique,
ho could stand it. He knew that his
victim could not. It was only a ques-
tion of time when the hitter's resist-
ance would be weakened. Then he
would stop lying and tell the truth.
That's all he wanted ?the truth.

"You shot him!"
"I did not."
"You're lying!"
"I'm not lying?it's the truth."
So it went on, hour after hour, re-

lentlessly. pitilessly, while the patient
Maloney, in the obscure background,
took notes.

CHAPTER X.

The clock ticked on, and still the
merciless browbeating went on. They
had been at it now five long, weary
hours Through tht blinds the gray
daylight ouh-id> was creeping its way
In All the policemen were exhaust-
ed. The pi i-oner was on the verge of
col la pile Maloney and Patrolman
Delaney were dozing on chairs, but
Capt. Clinton, a marvel of iron will
Hnd pby ical strength, never relaxed
fui UK-int-nt Not allowing himself
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Hp kept pounding tho unhappy youth
with searching questions.

By this time Howard's condition was
pitiable to witness. His face was
white as death. Ills trembling lips
could hardly articulate. It was with
the greatest difficulty that he kept on
his feet. Every moment he seemed
about to fall. At times he clutched the
table nervously, for fear he would
stumble. Several times, through sheer
exhaustion, he sat, down. The act was
almost involuntary. Nature was giv-
ing way.

"I can't stand any more," he mur-
mured. "What's the good of all these
questions? I tell you I didn't do it."

He sank helplessly onto a chair. His
eyes rolled in his head. He looked as
if he would faint.

"Stand up!" thundered the captain
angrily.

Howard obeyed mechanically, al-
though he reeled in the effort. To
steady himself, he caught hold of the
table. His strength was fast ebbing.
He was losing his power to resist.
The captain saw he was weakening,
and he smiled with satisfaction. He'd
soon get a confession out of him. Sud-
denly bending forward, so that his
fierce, determined stare glared right
into Howard's half closed eyes, he
shouted:

"You did it and you know you did!"
"No?l?" replied Howard weakly.
"These repeated denials are use-

less!" shouted-the captain. "There's

out being seen. You hadn't eVpn

stopped to wash the blood off your
hands. All you fellers make mistakes.
You relied on getting away unseen.
You never stopped to think that the
blood on your hands would betray
you." Gruffly he added: "Now, coine,

what's tho use of wasting all this
time? It won't go so hard with you
if you own up. You killed Robert
Underwood!"

Howard shook his head. There was
a pathetic expression of helplessness
on his face.

"I didn't kill him," he faltered. "I
was asleep on that sofa. I woke up.

It was dark. I went out. I wanted to
get home. My wife was waiting for
me."

"Now I've caught you lying," inter-
rupted the captain quickly. "You told
the coroner you saw the dead man and
feared you would be suspected of his
murder, .and so tried to get away un-

seen." Turning to his men, he added:
"How is that, Maloney? Did the pris-

oner say that?"
The sergeant consulted his back

notes, and replied:
"Yes, Cap", that's what he said."
Suddenly Capt. Clinton drew from

his hip pocket the revolver which he
had lound on the floor near the dead
man's body. The supreme test was
about to be made. The wily police
capt:;in would now play his trump
card. It was not without reason that
his enemies charged him with employ-

mm m
"Why Did You Come Here?"

already enough evidence to send you

to the chair!"
Howard shook his head helplessly.

Weakly he replied:
"This constant questioning Is ma-

king me dizzy. Good God! What's
the use of questioning me and ques-
tioning me? 1 know nothing about
it."

"Why did you come here?" thun-
dered the captain.

"I've told you over and over again.
We're old friends. I came to borrow
money. He owed me a few hundred
dollars when we were at college to-
gether, and I tried to get it. I've told
you so many times. You won't be-
lieve me. Mybrain is tired. I'm thor-
oughly exhausted. Please let me go.
My poor wife won't know what's the
matter."

"Never mind about your wife,"
growled the captain. "We've sent for
her. How much did you try to bor-
row?"

Howard was silent a moment, as if
racking his brain, trying to remem-
ber.

"A thousand ?two thousand. I for-
get. 1 think one thousand."

"Did he say he'd lend you the mon-
ey?" demanded the inquisitor.

"No," replied the prisoner, with hesi-
tation. He couldn't-?he ?poor chap?-
he ?"

"Ah!" snapped the captain. "He re-
fused?that led to words. There was

a quarrel, and ?" Suddenly leaning
forward until his face almost touched
Howard's, he hissed rather than
spoke: "You shot him!"

Howard gave an involuntary step
backward, as If he realized the trap
being laid for him.

"No, no!" he cried.
Quickly following up his advantage,

('apt Clinton .shouted dramatically:
"You He! He was found on the

floor In this room -dead. You were
trying t<: get out of the house with-

ing unlawful methods in conducting
his inquisitorial examinations.

"Stop your lying!" he said fierce-
ly. "Tell the truth, or we'll keep you
here until you do. The motive is
clear. You came for money. You
were refused, and you did the trick."

Suddenly producing the revolver,
and holding it well under the light,
so that the rays from the electrolier
fell directly on its highly polished
surface, he shouted:

"Howard Jeffries, you shot Robert
Underwood, and you shot him with
this pistol!"

Howard gazed at the shining sur-
face of the metal as if fascinated. He
spoke not a word, but his eyes be-
came riveted on the weapon until bis
face assumed a vacant stare. From
the scientific standpoint, the act of
hypnotism had been accomplished.
In his nervous and overfatigued state,
added to his susceptibility to quick
hypnosis, he was now directly under
the influence of Capt. Clinton's
stronger will. Ho was completely re-
ceptive. The past seemed all a blur
on his mind. He saw the flash of
steel and the police captain's angry,
determined-looking face. He felt he
was powerless to resist that will any

longer. He stepped back and gave
a shudder, averting his eyes from the
blinding steel. Capt. Clinton quickly
followed up his advantage:

"You committed this crime, Howard
Jeffries!" he shouted, fixing him with
a stare. To his subordinate he
shouted: "Didn't he, Maloney?"

"lie killed him all right," echoed
Maloney.

Ills eyes still fixed on those of Ills
victim, and npproaching his face
close to his, the captain shouted:

"You did it, Jeffries! Come on, own
up! Let's have the truth! You shot

, Kobert Underwood with this revolver.
I You did it, and you can't deny It! You

know you can't deny it! Speak!" h«

thundered. "You did It!"
Howard, his eyes still fixed on the

shining plstix, repented, as If recit-
ing a lesson:

"I did it!"
Quickly Capt. Clinton signaled to

Mnloney to approach nearer with his
note-book. The detective sergeant

took his place immediately back of
Howard. The captain turned to bis
prisoner:

"You shot Robert Underwood!"
"I shot Robert Underwood," re-

peated Howard mechanically.
"You quarreled!"
"We quarreled."
"You came here for money!"
"I came here for money."

"He refused to give it to you!"
"He refused to give it to me."
"There was a quarrel!"
"There was a quarrel."
"You drew that pistol!"
"I drew that pistol."

"And shot him!"
"And shot him."
Capt. Clinton smiled triumphantly.

"That's all," he said.
Howard collapsed into a chair. His

head dropped forward on his breast,
as if he. were asleep. Capt. Clinton
yawned and looked at his watch.
Turning to Maloney, he said with a
chuckle:

"By George; it's taken five hours
to get it out of him!"

Maloney turned out the electric
lights and went to pull up the window
shades, letting the bright daylight
stream into the room. Suddenly
there was a ring at the front door.
Officer Delaney opened, and Dr. Bern-
stein entered. Advancing into the
room, he shook hands with the cap-
tain.

"I'm sorry I couldn't come before,

captain. I was out when I got the
call. Where's the body?"

The captain pointed to the inner
room.

"In there."
After glancing curiously at How-

ard, the doctor disappeared into the
inner room.

Capt. Clinton turned to Maloney.
"Well, Maloney, I guess our work

is done here. We want to get the
prisoner over to the station, then
make out a charge of murder, and
prepare tli*e full confession to submit
to the\magistrate. Have everything
ready bV o'clock. Meantime, I'll
go down\and "see the newspaper boys.
I guess tVere's\a bunch of them down
there. Oft course, it's too late for the
morning pVipers, but it's a bully good
story for the afternoon editions. De-
laney, you're responsible for the pris-
oner. Better handcuff him."

The patrolman was just putting the
manacles on Howard's wrists when
Dr. Bernstein re-entered from the in-
ner room. The captain turned.

"Well, have you seen your man?"
he asked.

The doctor nodded.
"Found a bullet wound in his head,"

he said. "Flesh all burned ?must have
been pretty close range. It might
have been a case of suicide."

Capt. Clinton frowned. He didn't
like suggestions of that kind after a

confession which had cost him five
hours' work to procure.

"Suicide?" he sneered. "Say, doc-
tor, did you happen to notice what
side of the head the wound was on?"

Dr. Bernstein reflected a moment.
"Ah, yes. Now I come to think of

it, it was the left side."
"Precisely," sneered the captain. "I

never heard of a suicide shooting him-
self in the left temple. Don't worry,

doctor, it's murder, all right." Point-
ing with a jerk of his finger toward
Howard, he added: "And we've got

the man who did the job."
Officer Delaney approached his chief

and spoke to him in a low tone. The
captain frowned and looked toward
his prisoner. Then, turning toward
the officer, he said:

"Is the wife downstairs?"
The officer nodded.
"Yes, sir; they just telephoned."
"Then let her come up," said the

captain. "She may know something."
Delaney returned to the telephone

and Dr. Bernstein turned to the cap-

tain:
"Say what you will, captain, I'm

not at all sure that Underwood did
not do this himself."

"Ain't you? Well, I am," replied
the captain with a sneer. Pointing

again to Howard, he said:
"This man has just confessed to the

shooting." 1
At that moment the front door

opened and Annie Jeffries came in es-

corted by an officer. She was pale

and frightened, and looked timidly at
the group of strange and serious-look-
ing men present. Then her eyes went
round the room in search of her hus-
band. She saw him seemingly asleep

in an armchair, his wrists manacled
in front of him. With a fright-
ened exclamation she sprang forward,

but Officer Delaney intercepted her.
Capt. Clinton turned around angrily
at the interruption.

"Keep the woman quiet till she's
wanted!" he growled.

(TO 810 CONTINUED.)

As You Like It.
The aged, worn, and guileless-look-

ing individual sauntered up to the
desk of the clerk in a southern hotel,

and quavered, as he drew from his
wallet a yellow bill, "Friend, will you
kindly give me five silver dollars in
exchange for this memento of the
good old confederate days?"

The clerk glanced quickly at the
proffered bill, smiled to himself, tossed
it Into the drawer, and counted out
the five dollars. When the guileless-
looking individual had gone, tho clerk
examined the bill he bad just taken
in. He found that it was, or was not, ;
a good U. S. bill. Either way you ;

take it, it makes a story. It has never i
been decided which is the better way.
?Puck.

FREE
ADVICE

TO WOMEN
'Women enfforlnp; from any form of

Illness aro invited to promptly com-
municate with Mrs. Pink ham at Lynn,
Mas", All letters aro received, opened,
read and answered by women. A wo-

niun can freely talk
°' lier private ill-

([// Jr ness to a woman;
7/ Wiv ißlsa\ thus has been ea-
I 17 II tablished this con-
II Iv* jj I fldenco between
M /n rs " Pinkham and
lo\ f&rfM ifll tho women of
\V\(( America which has

nover been broken.
t/?sia Never has she pub-

lished a testimonial or used a letter
without tho written consent of the
writer, and never has the Company
allowed these confidential letters to
pet out of their possession, as tho
hundreds of thousands of them in
their files will attest.

Out of the vast volume of experlenco
which Mrs. Pinkham has to draw
from, it is more than possible that aha
has gained the very knowledge needed
In your case. She asks nothing in re-
turn except your good will, and hel
advice has helped thousands. Surely
any woman, rich or poor, should bo
glad to take advantage of this gener-
ous offer of assistance. Address Mrs.
Pinkham, care of Lvdla E. Pinkhan
Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass.

Every woman onpht to have
Lydla E. Pinkham's 80-pago
Text Book. It Is not a book for
general distribution, as it is too
expensive. It is free nnd only
obtainable by mall. 'Write for
It today.

Blemishes
On the Face
Don't go about with a face full of
blotches or other skin eruptions.
Clear off these disfigurements in a
short time at little expense. These
unsightly blemishes come from im-
pure blood and a disordered sys-
tem but will all disappear after a
few doses of

tßeeehamZ
8m

which do the work quickly and
thoroughly. Salves, ointments and
washes never cure a pimply face.
You must get the poison out of the
system. This is what Beecham's
Pills do. They move the bowels,
start the bile, carry offthe impurities,
cleanse and vitalize the blood and

Beautify the
Complexion
Sold Everywhere. In boxes 10c. «nd 25*.

Splendid Crops
In Saskatchewan (Western Canada)

Bushels from 20 acres
of wheat was the thresher's

fliUIItJy,yreturn from a Lloyd-
minster farm in the

I seanon of 1910. Many
1 >IpiI fields in that as well as

Il.ilv I other districts yield-

C* fk I e<* fr°m *° 3 5 bu-
|J#VC | fIMJ shsle of wheat to the

fjk acrc - otll*r grains inl
Wf proportion.

/AffffiGjlUßGE PROFITS
ore thus derived

"112 i'jijj from the FREE
tig?Vsr/* homestead lands

d>2a Western (Inntidn.
Thlß ®*cellent showing rouses.v; prices to advance. Land vulueß

should double in two rears* time.
* Grain growing,mixed farm-

*nff,cattle raising and dairy-

*,,K: nre ull prolitable, tree
*T©y Homesteads of 1 <>o acres are

TJL Vs> to he had in the very best
districts: 1 r»<) acre prc-emo-

# /«* i!m ; tions at ttCi.OO per acre wltfi-
In certain area®. Schools and
ehurches In every settle*

'M- incut, climate unexcelled,
?tP J<. 'Ate soil tho richest; wood, waterand building material

I Plentiful.
®r°r Particulars as to location,

*nw KO,t l f rs' railway rates and
( it. descriptive Illustrated pamphlet.

"'? usl Hast West," and other ln-
fir & formation. wrhe to Sup't of Imml-

gratlon, Ottawa, Canada, or to

J
ttDa(*ian Uoverainent Agent.

> CANADIAN GOVfRNMtNT AGENT
> *

oar<ner 3ulldlno lolcd# ' oh,#

(Use adilrc«B nearost you.) 88

The Wretchedness
of Constipation
Can quickly be overcomo by
CARTER'S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS,

?act surely and riTPKrf
geutly on the UlßitKs
liver. Cure BfITTLE
Di! iousnew, 'iigifflZT iIVER
Ht-arJ- |PIUS.
nczr t and Irdigestioiu They do ihclr duly.

Small Pill, Small Dtme, Small Price.

Genuine «nu.tb«r Signature

yv':- -V.

Iwisi remember
i» you need a remedy

COUCHS »nd COLO^l)

S Tb« riM U Bif Cknp }

j J. F. PARSONS' ?

S VB

CIIIESI
RHEUMATISM
LUMBAGO, SCIATIC!
NEURALGIA and
KIDNEY TROUBLE
"WHOM"taken lsternally. rids the blood
of the polsoaoua matter and acids which
are the direst causes of these rtlieaews.
Applied exteraally It affords almost In-
stant relief from pain, while a permanent
ours Is being effected by purifying the
blood, dissolving the poisonous sob-

\u25a0tanoe and removing it from the >7stem.

DR. 8. D. BLAND
Of Brewton, Ga, writes!
"ibad been a aairarer fora number et yaare

wlta Lumbago and Khaataatlaoa la my arma
ud lags,aad triad all tba remadlna taat Iooold
gatbar from medical worka, and alao conaultad
with a number ef tba baal pbyalalana. bat found
nothing that gave the relief obtained from
"t-DROPS. 1 aball craaorlba It Inmy pcaetlee
far rhaumatlam and kindred djaaaiwe ?'

FREE
If yon are suffering with Rhoumatltm,

Neuralgia, Kidney Trouble or any kin- H
dred disease, write to us for a trial bottle \u25a0
Of "t-DROPS." and test It yourself.

"\u25a0-DROPS" can be used nny length of \u25a0
time withoutacquiring a "drus habit," \u25a0
as It Is entirelyfree of opium, oocaloe. K
aloohol. laudanum, and other olmllarS
Ingredients. 'V

E3 Large Size Battle, "WMPI" ( «0e Deeea) ftEX SI.OO. Far B.alo by l>r«sgfata.
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Kg Dept. I0« ICO Lukm Itnat, cm

THIS ad. is directed at the
man who has all the
business in his line in

this community.
?J Mr. Merchant ?You say
you've got it all. You're sell-
ing them all they'll buy, any-
how. But at the same time
you would like more business.

Make this community buy
more.
<J Advertise strongly, consist-
ently, judiciously.
?J Suppose you can buy a lot
of washtubs cheap; advertise
a big washtub sale in this pa-
per. Putin an inviting pic-
ture of a washtub where
people can see it the minute
they look at your ad. Talk
strong on washtubs. And
you'll find every woman in
this vicinity who has been
getting along with a rickety
washtub for years and years
will buy a new one from you.

<i Thafs creative business
power.

OUPo AD. RATES ARE RIGHT
?CALL ON US

'Copyright, ISXM. by W. N. U.»
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Word-of-Moaith
Advertising
Passing encomiums, only over
your store counter, about the
quality of what you've got to
sell, results in about as much
satisfaction as your wifewould
get if you gave her a box of
cigars for Christmas.

Advertising in This Paper
talks to everybody at once and makes

them talk back with money.

(Cop r rip hi. 190». hr W N TJ.)

sAim the C.
Ad. Gun *+

JTRUE \
B If It's hot weather, ad- I
B vertisecocl things, Mr. B
Q Merchant. When it's B

boost warmth. B
B You know what people B
B want; when they went B

B Profit thereby Send B
your copy to-day for B

B your ad. in this paper. B

(UopjrlcU., UJK kj W. K
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