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High, high up in the clear opaline
alr was a broad, golden gleam. Near
er it came, and broader it grew, and
‘as it grew, and as it caught more ful-
y slanting beams of the low-hang-
ing arctic sun, it shone with prismatic,
{iridescent celor among the gold, like
{an archasgel’'s wings. The shining

towered at last right above the
but high, high up in the

new arrival. “Woa't you come aboard, |
sir?” Jeanne heard him call. “T’ll sead !
the dinghy for you.” !
: “Thank you,” they heard him an-!
swer. ““There wasn't much room for
alighting on the deck or I could have
spared you the trouble.” \
Jeanne stole a glance into Tom Fan.
shaw’'s stern, set face, wondering if
the tone and the inflection of that
voice would impress him a» it had her. |
“Don't you find it hard to believe that
he could have done such a thing?”.
she asked; “a man with a voice like
that?” H
“I only wish I found it possible to
believe he hasw't. Not every villain
in this world looks and talks like a
ithug. If they did, life would be sim-
ipler.” He paused a moment, then
{added: “And we know he did the other |
thing—out there in the Philippines.”
| Her face paled a little at that, stif-'
fened, somehow, and she did not an-
.swer. They sat silent, listening to
the receding oars of the dinghy as it
imade for the icefige. Suddenly the
igirl saw an expression of perplexity ;
come {into Tom Fanshaw's face.
“When you talked with him, Jeanne,
'last night, 414 you tell him our mame? |
‘Mine and father’s, I mean? Did you!
give him any hint who we were, or
.that we were people who might know
him " y
*“No, only my own; and who father
;was. He asked me about that” '
“Ah,” he said. “Then that accounts
his coming back.” :
.» She bad hoped that in some way
or other the trend of her answer

|
|

| answer—spoke with a
. laugh,

| man's throat!” he cried.

! ley in that quiet voice, not lcoking to-
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Very well,” Ba Bald, “b's’, unfortunate-
ly, there are some stories of your sub-
sequent career which I remep or al.
together too well.”

The girl did not need the sudden
look of incandescent anger che saw in
Philip Cayiey’'s face to turn the sud.
den tide of hor sympathy toward him.
It was not for this old wrong of his
that they had summoned him, as to a
bar of justice, to the Aurora’'s deck,
but to meet the accusation of the mur-
der of Porry Hunter. Whether he
.was guilty of that murder, or not, this
raking up of an old, unproved cffense
'was & plece of unnecessary brutality.
She could pot understand how kind-
bearted old Tom could have done such
a thing. Thinking it over afterward,
she was able to understand a 1ittls
‘better.

From behind Tom's chair she could
sae how heavily this blow he dealt
bad told. For ore instant Philip Cay- !
ley’s sensitive face had shown a 100k '
of unspeakable pain. Then it stiffen-
ed into a mere mask—icy; disdainful. |

It was a moment before he spoke. !

| When he 414, it was to her. “I don't !

know why this gentleman presumes to |

keep his seat,” he sald. “If it is as & !
precaution against & blow, perhaps, be :
need mnot let his prudence interfere :
with his courtesy.” |

“He has just met with an accident,” :
she sald quickly. “He can't stand— .
No, Tom: Sit still,” and her hands !
upon his shoulders enforced the com- |
mand. i

Cayley bowed ever so slightly. *1|
suppose,” he continued, ‘‘that since
last night you also have heard the |
story which this gentleman promu!
he remembers so much too well?” {

“Yes,” she said.

At that, he turned to old Mr. Fan-
shaw: “Will you tell me, sir,” he|
asked, “for what purpose I was in-
vited to come aboard this yacht?"

Tom spoke before his father could
short, ugly |
“You weren't invited. You !
were, as the police say, ‘wanted.’ ™

“Be quiet, Tom!” his father com-
manded. “That's not the way to talk
—to anybody.”

Cayley's lips framed a faint, satir-
ical smile; and again he bowed slow- |
ly. But he sald nothing, and stood,
walting for the old gentleman to:
g0 on.

This Mr. Fanshaw seemed to find it
rether difficult to do. At last, how-
ever, - he appeared to find the werds
he wanted. “When Miss Fielding gave
us an account, this morning, of the
strange visitor she had receiwed last
night, we were—I was, at least—in-
clined“to think she had been dream-

& vision, she showed me a material
and highly interesting souveair "of
your call. It was an Eskimo throwing- '
stick, Mr. Cayley, such as the Alaskan

| and 8iberian Indians use to throw

| darts and harpoons with.

It happens

' that I've had a good deal of exper-
| fence among those people, and that I
i know how deadly an implement it is.”

He made a little pause there, and

' then looked up suddenly into Cayley’s

: face.

“And I imagine,” he continued '

{ very slowly, “that you know that as

{ well as I do.”

|
i
|
!

i
|
|

goverse was true.
She had to repress a sudden impulse !

even
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Cayley made mo answer at all, but |
it Mr. Fanshaw hoped to find with
those shrewd eyes of his, any look

| of gullt or comsternaticn in the pale
| face that confronted him, he was dis-

appointed.
Suddenly, he turned to his son: |

| “SWhere is that thing that Domovan

brought aboard with him just now?”
he asked.

The blood-stained dart lay on the
deck beside Tom's chair. He picked |
it up and held it out toward his fa- |
ther, but the elder man, with a ges-
ture, indicated to Cayley that he was |
to take it in his hand; then: “Jeanne, !
my dear,” he asked, “will you fetch
out from the cabin the stick which |
dropped from Mr. Cayley's belt last '
night?”’ I

When she had departed on the er- |
rand, he spoke to Cayley: “You will |
observe that the butt of this dart is

| not notched, as it would have to be if

it were shot from a bow.”
He did not look at Cayley’s face as

:he spoke, but at his hands. Coeuld it |

be possible, he wondered, that those |
hands could hold the thing with that |
sinister brown stain upon it—the stain '
of Perry, Humter’s blood—without
trembling? They were steady enough,
though, so far as he could see. {

When Jeanne came out with the’
stick, he banded that to Cayley also.-|
“You will notice,” he said, “‘that that
dart and the groove in this stick were |
evideatly made for each other, Mr.
Cayley.”

The pupils of Jeanne's eyes dilated
as she watched the accused maa fit

; them together, and then balance the
stick in his hand, as it trying to dis-
| cover hew it could be put to so dead-

ly & use as Mr. Fanshaw had indl
cated. He seemed preocecupled by
nothing more than a purely fiatel !
lsctual curiosity.* i

His coelaess ssemed to anger Mr.
Fanshaw, as it had formerly angered '
his son. For a momeat this suddea
anger of his rendered him almost in-
articulate. Then:

“We don't wan't a demonstration!”
came like the explosions of a quick-
fire gun. “Aund you have mo meed for
trying experiments. You knew how
nicely that dart would fit in the
groove that was cut for it. You |
know, altogether too well, what the
stain Is that &izcolors it You know
where we found that dart. You're
only surprised that it was ever found
at all—it and the body of the man #t

slow.”
perfostly

| and this dart, which you feumnd trans-

' he seemed to be

{ her hand upon his forearm.
: dMdn't do it,”” she repeated, “but you

Surprised that the body of the man was
ever recoversd. I'm a little surprised,
also, that you should think, bDecause
this stick feoll from my belt last night,

fizing a man’'s throat this moraing—"

Tom Fanshaw interrupted him. His
oyes were blazing with excitement,
“It was not from us that you learned
that that dart transfixed the murdered

“] knew it nevertheless,” said Cay-

ward the man he answered, but still
keeping his eyes on old Mr. Fanshaw.
“And also a little surprised,” he went
on, as if he had net been Interrupted, |
“that you should think, because this |
stick and this dart fit together, that I
am, necessarily, a murderer.”

“You have admitted it now, at all
events,” Mr. IFamshaw replied. Hia
volice grew quieter, too, as the In-
tensity of his purpose steadied it. “I
suppose that is because, upon thig
‘No-Man's-Land,’ you are outside the
pale of law and statute—beyond the
jurisdiction of any court. I tell you
this: 1 think we would be justified
in giving you a trial and hanging you
from that yard there. We will not do
ft. We will not even take you back to
the states to prison. You may live
outlaw here and enjoy, undisturbed,
your freedom, such as it is, and your
thoughts and your conscience, smch
&8 they must be. But if ever you try
t0 return to the world of men—"

Cayley interrupted the threat before !
it was spoken: “I have no wish to re- !
turn to the world of men,” he sald. “I |
wish the world were empty of men,
as this part of 1t is, or as I thought
it was. I abandoned mankind once be-
fore, but yesterday when I saw men,'
here, I felt a stirring of the blood— |
the call of what was in my own veins. |
Last night whea I took to the air:
again, after the hour I ha  spent on
that ice-flos yonder, I thought I want- i
ed to come back to my own kind;
wanted, in spite of the pas’, to be cne
of them again. Perhaps 3 is well that |
I should be rid of that delusion 80 |
quickly. I am rid of it, and I am rid
of you—bloody, sodden, stupid, blind.

“Yet, with all my horror of you, my |
disdain of you, I should not expect one
of you to do murder, without some
sort of motive, some paltry hope of
gain, upon the body of a stranger. It |
is of that that you accuse me—" )

“A stranger!” Tom Fanshaw echoed.
“Why, when you confess to so much,
do you try to lie at the end? You
can't think we don't know that the
man you murdered was once your
friend—or thought he was, God help
him! Why try to make us believe
that Perry Hunter was a stranger to
you?”

The girl's wide eyes had never left
Cayley’s face since the moment of her

| Teturn to the deck with the throwing

stick. Through it all—through Fan-

; shaw’s hot accusation, and his own

reply—through those last words of
Tom's, it had never changed. There
had been contempt and anger in fit,
subdued by an iron self-control; no
other emotions than those two, until
the very end. Unatil the menmtion of

i that name—'‘Perry Huater.”

But at the sound of that mame—
Just then, the girl saw his face go

; bloodless, not all at once, slowly, rath-
ing i1t without knowing it. To con- !
vince me that you were real and not |

er. And then after a little while he
uttered a great sob; not of gric?, but

; such a sob as both the Fanshaws had
, heard before, when, in battle or skir

mish, a soft-nosed bullet smashes its
way through some great, knotted nerve
center. His hands went out in a con-
vulsive gesture, both the stick and
the dart which he held, falling frem
them, the stick at the girl's feet, the
dart at his own. Then leaning back
against the rall for suppert, he cover-
ed his face with his hands. At last,
while they waited silently, he drew
himself up straight and looked dazed-

i ly into her face.

Suddenly, to the amazement of the
other two men, she crossed the deck
to where he stood. “I'm perfectly
sure, for my part, that you didn't do
it; that you are not the murderer of
Mr. Hunter. Won’t you shake hands?”

He made no move to take hers, and
though his eyes were turned upon her,
looking through,
rather than at her, so intense was his
preoceupation.

Seeing that this was so, she lald
“You

| know something about it, don’t you?

You saw it done, from a long way oft

{ about.

who ita viotim was.™

“1 might have saved him,” he mun
mured brekealy, “If I had not hung
aloft there too long, just out of curie
osity; if they bad been men to me
instead of puppets. But when li

AT o
to his s

When she returmed to the deck she
found that Mr. Fanshaw had goae
around to the other side of it to see
the sky-man tako to the air.

But Tom sat, rigid, where he was.

| For the first time that she could re

member, he was regardiag her with
open anger. “I knew,” he said, “that

! yon mever llked Hunter, though I never

Threw It Far Out Into the Water.

guessed what thelr intent was, guonsod‘
that it was somothing sinister, it was
done befcre I could interfere. 1 saw
him going backwards over the brink
of a fissure in the ice, tugging at a
dart that was in his throat. And
when they had gono—his murder
ers—"'

“They?” she
more than one?”

“Yes,” he sald, ‘thcre was a party.
There must have heen ton or twelve
at least. When they had gone | flew
down and picked up that stick, which
one of them had dropped—And to
‘think I might have saved him!"™

Her hand still rested on his arm.
“I'm glad you to!d m»s,” she said. She
felt the arm stifen suddeanly at the

cried. “Was there

{ sound of Tom Faushew'’s voice.

“Jepnne, tnxe your hand away! Can
you touch a man lika that? Can you
believe the lles—" but there, with a
‘peramptory gesture, his father si-
lenced him.

Put even he exclaimed at the girl's
inext action, for she stooped, picked up
‘the blood-stalned dart which lay at
Philip Cayley’s feet, and bandod It to
him. “Throw it away, please’-—she
said, “overboard, and as far as you
can.”

Even before the cther men cried
out at his doicg the tking she had |

! asked him to, he hesitated and looked |

at her {n some surprise.

*“Do it, please,” she commanded; “1
ask it seriously.”

Tom Fanshaw startsd out of his
from bhis ankle stopped him, he'
dropped back again. His father moved
quickly forward, too, but checked him-
self, the surprise in his face giving
way to curiosity. At a goneral thing,
Jeanne Flelding knew what she was

Phillp Cayley took the dart and
threw it far qut into the water.

There was .one more surprise in
store for the two Fanshaws. When
Cayley, without a glance toward eith-
or of them, walked out on the upper
landing of the accommodation ladder,
the girl accompanied him, and, side
by side with him, descended the little
stairway, at whose foot the dinghy
walted.

“You are still determined on that
resolution of yours, are you, to aban-
don us all for the second time—all
humarkind, I mean? This later accu-
sation against you was so easily dis-

proved.”

‘“Disproved?” he questioned. ‘“That '
beautiful faith of yours can't be called
proof."”

“l meant just what 1 said—dis-
proved. They shall admit it when I go
back on deck. Won't you—won't you
give us a chance to disbelieve the old
story, too?"” |

“I caa nevor explain that now,” ho
said; ‘“can never lay that phantom, |
never in the world.”

“l am sorry,” she said holding out
bher hand to him. “I wish you'd give
us a chance. Goodby.”

This time he took the hand, bowed
over it and pressed it lightly to his
lips. Then, without any other fare- |
well than that, he dropped down m,Lo]

{ the less

| on

could see why you should dislike him; |

and it didn't take two minutes to sce

that this man Cayley, with his winzs |
and his romance, had fascirated you. |

But in spite of that 1 thought you had
& bettor sonse of jestice than you
showed just now.”

She flushed a little. “My sense of
Justice sesms to be better than yours
this morning, Tom,” she answered
quietly. Then she unslung her bin-
oculars again and, turning her back
upon him, gazed out shoreward.

“l am getiing worrled about pur

shore party,” she remarked, as iIf by |
o { g
|

way of discontinuing the quarrel.
there are ten or twelve men living
there, in hiding from us, willing to do

unprovoked murder, when they can |

with impunity—"
“So you believad that part of the
story, too, did you?”’ Tom interrupted.
She did not answer bis question at
all, but turned her attention shor«

{ ward again.

A moment later she clozed her bin
oculars with a snap, and walked
around to the otber side of the deck,
whero Mr. Fanshaw, Ilcaning his
bows on the rall, was lookiug out
rcross the ice-floe.

“Well,”” he asked briskly, as she
came up and la!d an affectionate armn
across his shoulder, “l suppose you've
beon tesling Tom why you did {t—why
you made Cayley throw that dart
away, I mean; but you'll have to tell
me, tco. [ can't figure it out. You
had sometbing in mird, I'in sure.”

“T haven't
eald. “He doosn't secwm
reagonable mood this morning. But 1
dld have gomething In mind. 1 was
proving that Mr. Caoyley conidu’i pos-
sibly be ths man who had committed
the murder.”

“l suspected it was that,” he sald.

“It's theo stick thal proves it really,”
she sald. “You remember how puz

in a very

. sled ycu were bocauso the ond of it

which you hsld {t by wouldn't fit your
hand? 1 discovered why that wr

wren you scut e in to oot It a sho

while ago. It's a ieft hundod stick. |
fits the palme of your lett hand per-
fectly. You'll find that that is o
when you try it. And Mr. Cayley Is

| right-handed.”

The old man nodded rather dub
ously. “Caylsy may ba ap bhidextron:
for anytbing you kno'w,” he abjocis

She had ber rejoinder rezdy: i
this stick, Uncle Jerry. denr, w:
made for a man who cculdn't thro

! with his right hand, and Ar. Cayl
chair; then, as an intolerable twinge |

can. He d!d it perfectly ezaily, ar

; without suspecting at all why I wai

oed him to.
clear?**

“It's quite clear that the hraius o
this expedition are in that pretts
head of yours,” ho sald. *“Yes, }
think you're right' Then, after a
pause, he added, with an enigmatical
look at her: “Don’t be too hard on
Tom, my dear, bocause you see the
cireumstances are bard enough or
him salveady.”

She made a little gesture of im
patience. “They'ro not half as har
of him as they are on Mr. Cayley.”

“Oh, 1 don’t know." the old gent!
man answernd. “Take {t by an
large, I should say that Cayley was
playiog in luck.”

(To Pe Coutinned.)
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The quicker a cold Is gotten rid of
danger from pneumonlia
and other serious diseases. Mr. B. W
L. Hall, of Waverly, Va., says: I firm

the

Iy belleve Chamberlain's Cough Remedy
{
to be

absolutely the best preparation
the market for colds I have
recommended it to my friends and they
all agree with me” 1%r sale by all
dealers,

Not by Aesop.
Mrs. Hen was in tears; one of her

little ones had been sacrifced to make

A repast for a visiting clergyman

| “Cheer up, madam,” said the rooster,
! comforting!ly.

“You should rejoive
that your son s entering the ministry
He was poorly qualified for
member, anyhow."

{ —saw the murder, without knowing
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Ask your dentist.
recommend 3

and especially in

“Berything you eay is
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You may need his attention first.
voris in any case. Dentists use it and recommend it because
it is the only preparation available for home use containing chloride of zinc.
Other mouth washes and preparations of an antiseptic character fall short of
their full purpose because they lack this essential ingredient.

Be sure and always keep a bottie i
cases of emergency.
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Lavoris is the favorite antiseptic preparation among

hysicians also. For cleaning and dressing cuts, burns,
insect bites, wounds of all kinds. It removes the danger of
infection—blood poisoning—at the same time soothing
and healing the affected parts. Invaluable for douching
purposes. Ask your doctor.

Get a bottle of Lavoris today—

At Your Druggist

n the houss 52 tha dailw nen of the whole family
Sold by the best druggists everywhere.

lightful

The Guardian of
eeth, Gums «»d General Health

Lavoris used daily will keep Jour mouth and
and free from germs and gases

the gums and delicate throat tissues and keep them firm and healthy

to resist colds, catarrh and all other infections.

If your gums are receding, indicating Pyorrhea or Riggs Disease; if your

" teeth are loose or your gums soft,

you notice an unpleasant, acid-like taste in the morning—

Start the Regular Use of Lavoris Today.

1at cause decay

spongy or swollen;

Mouth Wash

E2 Ay

throat always sweet, clean
and bad breath. It will
if tartar forms rapidly, or if

he will

i

bean telling Tom," shn‘

a lay |

LAVORIS CHEMICAL COMPANY, Minneapolis, Minn.

How to Get Rid of Your
Constipation—Trial Fres

Tt is too long a story to tell of all the different methods resorted to for

! the cure of constipation, ranging, as they do, from massage to stomach pads

TWaste no further time on them but try
a sclentific preparation, one that has some
basis In reason and fact, and then watch
] results. The remedy for the intelligent,
| who are striving for permanent not tem-
porary results, and do not want their
intestines nearly strangled by the average
violent cathartie, 1s Dr. Caldwell's Syrup
Pepsin, which has been on the market
for 50 many years that its stabllity Is as-
sured.
| Any druggist will sell you a bottle—
it Is n lguid remedy and not a pill—
at fifty cents and one dollar, but If you
hesitate about buying, even In spite of
numberless testimonials, then write Dr.
Caldwell for a free sample bottle, which
he will gladly send you on receipt of your
name and address. Thousands of per-
sons have recovered the perfect use of
thelr stomach and bowel muscles by first

and from simple salts to powerful cathartics.
tried thesc makeshift methods that he begins to realize how futile they are.

It is only after a person has

being introduced to Byrup
form of & free sample
to the home. Mr. J. A.
homa City and Mrs
Canton, IIL, both
constipation of many years’
now publicly report cures. You
find anything better for comsti
trouble, sick headache,
gestion and similar complaints.

Dr. Caldwell does not feel that the
purchase of his remedy ends his oblf
gation. He has specialized in stomach,
liver and bowel diseases for over forty
years and will be pleased to give the
reader any advice on the su free
of char All are waelcome to
him. Whether for the maedical advice
or the free um&I‘. address him
W. B. Caldwell, Caldwell b
Monticello, 1lL

-] <g
I
i1

|

:
g
i

)

Go to California in
Flying Palace
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Ride through America Beautiful in
Sunlight—through the great plains to

the date
hang thic

velar
an

alms—to cities where roses
upon the trellis—where the
strects arc swecet with

f ce
the eye finds joy at every g;ance.

See Nature’s gardens—hillsides brilliant with

““Cups of Gold’’—blue mountains cap
crowns of snow, while bclow, the

with
1elds are

carpeted with living rugs of blossoms.

Go to California b
best train; go on

the best route and on the
e all year ’round de luxe

Golden State Limited

—daily from Chicago, St. Louis and Kansas City—

Ride over the road of constant comfort.

The

most superb service on the continent, for first
class travel exclusively. Only Pullman standard
and compartment cars and every conceivable

comfort.

Big berths, perfect ventilation. Ex-

quisite meals. Barber and valet to serve you.

The new fast “Californian’’ and other good
trains every day from Chicago, St. Louis, Kansas
City, St. Joseph and Omaha with standard and
tourist sleeping cars through to the Pacific Coast.

Write me and let me tell you all about the trip

and the trains.

for the asking. Address

Beautifully illustrated booklets free

J. G. Farmer, Division Passenger Agent,

4th Street and 1st Avenue

Cedar Rapids, Ia.

Special Rates for Winter Season
From November 1, 1910 to May 1, 1911

Rates on American Plan, (which means Room and Board)

$2.50 per day and up

IDEAL
PLACE

We intend to im-
prove in every
way possible the
high standard we
have sct in both
meals and service.
We aim to make
this the groatest
and most popular
REST and WA.
TER CURE RE-
SORT In the
country.

COLFAX
WATER

"ﬁ from the old M.

bl O. Bprings has no

F equal i{n the world
for treatment of

4
>~ RHEUMATISM

' and complete dath
d rooms by skilled
attendants.

ECT YOUR HEALT

Take o Rest for a week or two and Tone ap your system-
Do not walt until 1t is too late----Yhis is the ideal place.

L COLFAX la located on
B R lieates Reached by frequent traine en the Rook

Grounds, 24 miles east of Des Moinea.

Island lines, or by Interurban line from Des Moines.
Open all the year.

week-end and Sunday parties.

160 acres of beautiful Park

The Idea! place for

HOTEL COLFAX, Coliax, lowa

-,

Why Not Buy That Uoal Now?

—

Scranton Anthracite,
Virginia Splint,
Indiana Hocking,
Jasper County Lump.

W. T. SCOTT

Phone 554.

502 South Center.

All Kinds of Feed.

WOODMANSEE

STORAGE FOR HOUSEHOLD
GOODS AND MERCHANDISE

SAFES AND

SOUTH FIRST AVENUES




