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This new 6-
shot model is the
simplest, surest,
and fastest 12-

- gauge repeater
c.
It has the solid top, side ejec-
tion and double extractors—
special Mardin features of com-
fort and convenience. The
closed-in breech keeps the action
clean and the shells dry—keeps
out rain, snow, dirt, leaves,
twigs and sand.

The new take-down construc-
tion allows you to take gun apart
in ten seconds for cleaning or
packing, yet the joint is always
as firm and rigid as in a solid
frame, non-take-down gun.

The fat forearm fits your hand
and helps quick operation.

The full choked guns are guar-
anteed close-shooting, hard-hit-
ting guns, and are unequalled
for ducks, geese, foxes and all
long-range work.

A circular giving large illustra-
tion, with full description of this
handsome new gun, sent free on

request or with our complete
136-page catalog for 3 stamps.

T ZWardire
Lerearms Co.

Motor

Only 4 movable
parts. Bore 3%,
stroke 8%, turn-
ing 12 in. pro-
ler, 17 pitch,
to800revolutions
a minute. Every
one fully tested and
. guaranteed for two
years. Write for
atalog and address
of nearest agent.

Thrall-Fishback Metor Co.
45 Fort St., E., Detroit, Mich., U.S.A.
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TusSCOLA, 1LLS.,—1 had a horse with a bony growth on knee,
the leg was stiff, he moved side ways to go. Asking my druggist
for something to cure it, he called my attention to your guarantee.
Fearful it was too long standing, | La him write the company.
In a short time got letter to sell me on the guarantee. So |
bought it and used it. Within ten days a diminishment could be
be seen, and before I used all the medicine could not notice a
particle of lameness, and the enlargement had nearly all %
Have been using the horse all the time since, and notice no e-
mess in that ley whatever. | would not have believed any medi-

cine could have done the work so effectually. P. |. GATES.
w a bottle, with signed contract. Send for copy,
° booklet and letters from business men and trainers

on every kind of case. cures vin, Ther-

Ringbone (except low), € Splint, Hock,
wmulmm and all Lamewness. No scar or
boss of hair. Horse works as usual. Dealers or Fapress Paid.
Troy Chemienl Company, 111 Commereial Ave,, NY.

If so, take advant-
age of today'sop-
portunities for the
merchant, farmer,
fruit grower and
business man along
the Pacific Coast
Extension of the

>, Mik o0 & St. Paul
tive Books Free F.A.Miller,G.P.A., Chicagd
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mistake, but she quietly looked her wonderinto
the eyes of the man who had bent down to her.

“My own heart,” said he in a voice that
shook, “I am Van Buskirk. [ tried to tell you
vesterday: but sometimes a man’s precon-
ceived determinations are stronger than his
loving impulses, and when 1 saw your pride
and ambition— I was a fool; but n-w, ah
Heaven!” He knelt and gathered her ¢ 1se to
him, and neither found need for words, since
eyes and heartbeat made language in that
supreme moment.

: “It was so mean of vou!"’ she whispered at
ast.

“It was! It was dreadful; but oh, sweet-
heart, if you knew the curse of suspicion that
the money has brought to me, and could know
how I longed to be sure of my love—" He
didn't finish, for she had laid her hand lightly
across his lips and was smiling up at him.

“Didn't Ftell you yesterday that the dell
was lucky for this, and didn’t you observe that
I led you right down into the very heart of it?

"Aiwem?' A discreet cough sounded from a
remarkable distance away, and the two sat
regarding each other with innocent admiration
from a respectable distance, when the butler,
obsequious and wooden, said from the door-
way:

“ Begging vour pardon, the lady at the door

savs to please come on, as how she 1s afraid you
will miss vour boat.”

Van Buskirk laughed and held out his hand
to Roberta. * It does seem a little hard to have
to shout out the announcement at the top of
my own voice.” he said; “but it must be done,
and after zall I have no quarrel to make with
yvour aunt’s deafness.”

" “How is vour secretary,” asked Roberta,
hanging back shyly. “I came to inquire, you
know."”

“Oh, doing beautifully, thank you,” he re-
plied politely, and then with sudden warmth,
* Dear old chap! Itisn't such a very bad crack
in his skull, and vou must help me make it
worth his while. Come, though., we must
break the news to Mrs. Layson. I am anxious
to begin getting acquainted.”

She picked nervously at the gloves which
she was holding in her hand, and they passed
out of the room.

“Aunt Ella has been so anxious to meet Mr.
Van Buskirk.” she said hesitantly, “that I be-
lieve she will understand if you speak in your
ordinary tone of voice. In fact, she isn't half
so deaf as she ought to be, and not at all
duTbA" Her eves met his in a disconcerted
look.

“You mischievous child!" he exclaimed in
a flash of understanding.
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Continued from page 10

to vou, sir, for once. though I'd always be
glad of your help. This one's a girl who done
Re2

Astro and Valseka looked at each other. “A

irl?"
g‘“\'es. sir. They'll be bringing her down
presently. It's only fifteen minutes ago we
got her. She was hiding out in a back closet
where nobody thought to look at first. She
was in a dead faint.”

“What does she look like?” J

“Paith, I don't know that myself. I've
only just got here with the reserves. But if
vou stand here, you'll see her come down.
There's the wagon already. Stand back there!

The crowd scattered, and the patrol wagon
drove up with a clatter. Several officers
jumped out and ran up stairs. 1
" Astro turned to Valeska and spoke under his
breath. “What time did you see her last?

“1 got up about midnight, and she was lying
on the couch.” !

She put her hand on his arm. “Oh,
couldn’t have been she!” she exclaimed.

it

risoner down stairs. It was indeed the

irl that had been in the studio the night be-

ore, and had gone home with Valeska. Just

as the group passed, Astro touched McGraw’'s
shoulder.

“Let me speak to her a moment.
this girl.” _ 1444

McGraw stared: but his faith in the occult
powers of the seer were so great that he de-
laved the officers. They stopped for a mo-
ment. Astro addressed the girl in Turkish.

““ Let me help you,” he said. 3

She looked at him sulkily. But it was not
with the blank. expressionless face of yester-
day. Her brows drew together.

“1 don’t know you,"” she said at last.

Valeska pushed forward and took her hand.

“Don’t you know this lady?”" Astro asked.

The girl stared. Some half-forgotten mem-
ory seemed to stir within her. Her IIES moved
silently as she stared hard at Valeska's face.
Then she shook her head, and said, "I don’t
know." _

“I can't keep 'em waiting,”” McGraw whis-

red. “Let her go. and you can call at the
}l?:)mbs to see her again. I'll see that you get
in. Go on, now!”

“The girl was escorted to the wagon and took
her seat, facing the crowd stolidly, an officer
on each side of her. Once before they drove
away her eyes turned to where Valeska stood
in the doorway. and the same puzzled expres-
sion crossed her face.

“McGraw,” said Astro, after the wagon had
gone, ““how’d you like to get a captain’s com-
mission? "’ 3

McGraw hastily took him aside. *You
don't mean to say you know about this job
already?'’' he asked excitedly. )

“I know one thing. A man you want lives
at 543 Washington-st., and I think his name
is Garbon Soumissin. At any rate. I'd ad-
vise you to get right down there immediately
and run in everyone you find in the house.
Hurry up before they've gone!”

McGraw's eves gleamed. ‘" And vou'll coach
me then"what to do?”" he asked.

AT that moment the officers brought their
P

I know

“Yes.
“All right.” Hastily summoning a police
sergeant, he gave him a few orders, and then

hurried to the station.

“Where was the wounded man taken?"”
Astro asked of the sergeant.

*“To the receiving hospital.”

“We'll go over there first, then.” And
Astro and Valeska made their way to the
brougham and ordered the driver to the place.

“But,” said Valeska, '‘how queerly she
acted. I'mso disaﬁpoint.ei.l that she didn't rec-
ognize me, after all I'd done for her. I don't
know what to make of it."”

“Don’t you see? She has waked up. Yes-
terday she was quite another person. a dis-
sociated personality. She had no memory,
and had even lost the power to talk or write.
That is often the case. Owing to some severe
mental shock, her normal personality was
broken up into parts. so to speak. She had
just enough of the functions ot her mind syn-
thesized to have volition, and that part-selt

resembled a crazy person. She had been tor-
tured and starved. no doubt in order to force
her to commit this crime, by Soumissin. Some-
how she managed to escape from that house,
and then her reason left her. You found her
what she was, half-witted, with only sense
enough to appeal to your protection. She had
forgotten everything,—everything, that is, ex-
cept something concerning the number 13
Now the question is, When did she come to
herself and her full rationality? Was it when
she Sot up in your room to leave you—"'
“Or was it when she got into the rug store?”’
Valeska added, with a look of horror in her eves.
“That's the question. Let's hope that Dy-
orian is conscious by the time we reach the
hospital. Evervthing depends on that!"

ARRI\-'ED at the hospital, Astro entered the

office and asked for the house physician.
A few words only were necessary to explain
the palmist’s right of inquiry. and his descrip-
tion of the Syrnian girl's mental condition was
of great professional interest to the doctor.
He promised to go to the Tombs and see her
as soon as possible. Dyorian, it seemed, lay
at the point of death; but, finding how impor-
tant it was to have the exact time of the shoot-
ing determined. the doctor consented to go ;xﬁp
to the ward and attempt to revive him sufh-
ciently to answer the question. Astro and
Valeska waited for him in the office.

It was fifteen minutes before he returned.
“I could just barely make him understand,”
he said: “but I am sure that he did at last.
With almost his last breath he whispered,
‘Ten o'clock.” adding that he didn't know
who shot him. He died before I left the bed-

.‘iil‘t‘."

CTING on Astro’s hint, McGraw not only

succeeded in capturing a half-dozen Turks
and Armenians in the Washington-st. den, but,
exercising the “third degree'’ in a manner for
which he was famous, extorted a confession
from one of the prisoners. It was the more
easy because the man, who had honestly be-
lieved himself to be working for the cause of
Armenian freedom, discovered that he was
merely the tool of a band of blackmailers and
murderers. He had witnessed the cruel torture

of the young Svnman girl: but had been told
that she was a 'I'urki.51 spy who was plotti
to betray the Armenian cause to the Imperia
Divan.

On hearing her alibi, sworn to by Valeska,
the girl was released: but it was ten days
under the care of the hospital doctor before
her nerves were recovered enough for her to be
brought to the studio. She had been told of
Valeska’s kindness: but could remember
nothing that had happened since her mind
first began to wander under the effects of pain
and starvation. But her intuition recognized
her protectress without the aid of reason, and
she fell on her knees like a slave at Valeska's
feet. She could not speak a word of English ;
but her eyes were sufficiently eloquent to

rove her gratitude. She treated Astro as if

e was her lord and master, watching him con-
tinually.

After she had told of her awakening to her
full reason in Valeska's room, she described
the terror that had come over her at the thought
of Dyorian. The thirteenth was the day set
for his murder. Her tormentors had in vain
tried .o force her to do the deed; but, when
they found she was intractable, they had told
her that, whether she did it or not, Dyorian
should surely die on the thirteenth. It was
with the idea of saving him from his fate that
she made more strenuous attempts to escape,
and, after her memory had gone. the number
13 still inspired her with terror and dread.
Awakening at Valeska's, this thought had been
her first, and she dressed quietly and stole out
of the house to warn him. She had found the
rug merchant already shot, and the horror of
the scene had in her weak state again deprived
her of reason. She had run from the body—
and that was all she could remember until she
was restored to consciousness by two police-
men. Then, her fear of being accused oFl-::eing
the murderess had nearly distraught her wits
again.

She looked curiously now at the pictures she
had drawn while in the state of abstraction,
and identified the sign. the fez, the Turkish,
ﬂag. and the number 13.

* But what is this one?”" Astro asked, point-
ing to the one drawing he had not identified

e girl shuddered. and reached for Valeska's
l:n\and. hen she could speak, she explained to
Astro:

“It was awful,—you can’t know how awful
it was till you have tried it. I was ten days
strapped to that chair, and on the wall right
opposite my head was a mirror. [ had to look
at myself all day. It grew more and more hor-
rible, till I couldn’t stand it. By turning my
head I could see the sign. but always my own
face was in front of me. staring, staring, star-
ing. It grew hideous, sinister, diabolic. After
awhile it wasn’t [, at all. It was a devil leering
at me, and I knew he was inside of me looking
through myowneyes. Oh. God!" She paused,
and looking up at Valeska said simply, * She
is lucky. She can look at her face in the glass.
I (.‘a!:l't ever use a mirror any more. It frightens
me.

Astro nodded his head slowly. Then he said,
with a faint smile, ** Yes. I can fancy no more
exquisite torture for a woman to bear.”

hen. before he translated the speech to
Valeska, he turmed to her with a whimsica!
expression.

*What would vou do if you were to be de-
prived of mirrors of any kind for the rest of
vour life?"”

“1 think I'd commit suicide.” she replied,
blushing.

“There’d be no need for that. [ shall al-
ways be able to tell you how pretty vou are
But now we must cure this little girl. [I'm
sure that a hyvpnotic treatment will soon con-
vince her how pretty she is. and she won't Le
afraid to prove it."”

The next Master of My sizries story. " Why Mrs. Bur-
bank Rarn Away.' w:il appear August 16,

FEATS OF THE INSANE

HERE 15 a deal

from the New York

By George Bancroft (._'i__}_:ifﬁth

of sound sense at
times in the remarks
of insane persons; indeed, it is to be borne
in mind that great keenness is closely allied to
madness.

An inmate of a Wisconsin lunatic asylum
escaped a few years ago and went to Racine,
where he presented himself before a civil ser-
vice examining board for a position in the
municipal service requiring exceptional qual-
ifications of an intellectual character. He
came out of the examination at the top of the
list, and was duly certified for the appoint-
ment before his identity was discovered. Then
he was returned to the asylum.

While one of the patients of the State lunatic
asylum at Utica, New York, who was formerly a
physician, was taking his accustomed stroll for
air and exercise, he was attracted to a house
not far from the asylum by the cries of a young
girl, who in climbing over a fence had fallen
and broken her arm. On entering the door he
ascertained that the poor, decrepid, bedridden
mother and the unfortunate girl, whose labor
was the only support of the two, were the only
occupants. A boy had been sent for a phy-
sician or surgeon. The doctor at once set and
splinted the broken limb.

The old lady with tears of joy and gratitude,
exclaimed, * Doctor, what's to pay?"

“Oh, nothing,” he replied; “1 am amply
repaid in the satisfaction this opportunity has
aftorded me to relieve your daughter's distress."

“Thank vou, dear doctor, and God bless you!
But when the doctor we have sent for arrives,
who shall we sayv set the arm,—what name and
address,*”

*Tell him,"” said oar doctor, *that a potient

State lunatic asylum
did it."”
Dr. Bjornstrom. superintendent of a lunatic
asylum at Stockholm, introduced a printing
ress and some type into the establishment
or the benefit of an insane compositor. The
other patients became interested in printing,
and the doctor soon gave them a more ex-

nsive apparatus. The result was the pub-
ication of the doctor’s book on “ Disease of the
Mind.” which was set up, printed, and bound
bv the patients. and is pronounced a very good
piece of work in every respect.

Now and then after Dean Swift's splendid
intellect had fallen into ruin, there were gleams
of its original brightness. Taking a walk ore
day with his physician, he noticed a new build-
ing he had not seen before, and asked what it
was.

*That, Mr. Swift, is the magazine for arm-
and powder for the security of the city of
Dublin."”

*Oh, oh!" said Swift, pulling out his pocket-
book, *“let me take an item of this; it is wort!
remarking. ‘My tablets,” as Hamlet say-,
‘my tablets; memory, put down that,""” which
led to the following epigram, supposed to le
the last verse he ever wrote:

*Behold a proof of sense .
Here Irish wit is seen:
When nothing's left that's worth defense,
We build a magazine.”

A friend was once talking with a crazyv
woman, when a stingy man passed by. “D,
vou see that man.' said she, with cunning smil..
* You could blow his soul through a humming-
bird'a- quill, into a mosquito’s eve, and the

mo-quits woulds't wink.”




