be a gemius.
Bertie—Thank heaven we have met!

IN AGONY WITH ECZEMA.
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could, but 1 got worse and worse.
condition wasawfil. I did not
1 could live, and wanted death to
come and end my frightful sufferings.

“In this condition my motherin-law
begged me to try the Cuticura Rem-
edies. I sald I would, but had no hopa

:

d to him. How

hould have bel

hould have brok 1 then; God
knows what suffering it has cost me
to keep sllent as 1 did, only——" Hia
volee suddenly rose: “I don't try to
justify my silence; only there are
things & man cannot do! Try to put |
yourself In my place—for three weeks
I bad guarded this secret before you
were arrested: 1 had planned to save
her, 1 belleved 1 had saved her—and
then your arrest brought downm the
house of cards. My duty was clear,
no doubt: but to reveal what I knew
was to strike at her, the womean I
loved! And I felt that there was ne
case against you—could be mo case;
tbat the magistrates would dismiss the
charge. Bo | did not speak. You say
the law would not have punished her,
tut there was something I was even
wore afraid of for her.”

He paused—no one spoke; Hilda's
eyes as they rested on him were still
passionately alight and unrelenting,
but the hard, stern lines about La-
thom's mouth had suddenly softened,
as though in spite of himself the ap-
pealing cry bad touched his pity.

“Something else; before any sus-
pleion fastened on you,” the low volce
went on, “this woman was slowly find-
Ing her way back from her delirlum
to life and reason, and with returning

! she asked for me. La

of recovery. But coh, what bl d re-
Lief 1 experienced after applying Cutl-
cura Ointment. It cooled the bleeding
and {tching flesh and brought me the
first real sleep I had had in weeks. It
was as grateful as ice to a burning
tongue. 1 would bathe with warm
water and Cuticura Soap, then apply
the Ointment freely. I also took Cutl-
cura Resolvent for the blood. In &

thom, I learnt almost from her first
words then that she had forgotten—
forgotten that night as though it had
never been—forgotien anger and hat-
red against the man who had wronged
her—that she still loved the man who
had stolen her from me, never dream-
Ing that he was dead,”

For a moment Stephen Ruthen
p d: then he cried, almost passion-

short time the sores stopped r

the flesh began to heal, and I knew I
was to get well again. Then the halr
on my head began to grow, and in &
short time I was completely cured.
I wish I could tell everybody who has
eczema to use Cuticura. Mrs. Wm,
Hunt, 135 Thomas St., Newark, N. J,
Bept, 18, 1908

Fotter Drug & Chom. Corp, Bole Frope. Boston.

Getting at the Root.

Fair Patient—Oh, doctor, I'm posi-
tively &ll run down and I'm 80 miser
able, I have that tired fesling all the
time.

Physiclan—~No doubt. Let me see
your tongue.—Cleveland Leader.

Indigestion takes wings when the
refreshing perfume of WRIGLEY'S
EPEARMINT is flying arcund!

All a Matter of Comparison,
In blind man’s land a one-eyed man
is a celebrity —Baltimore Sun.

Teach the little ohes their A B C's
and to look for the spear on WRIG-
LEY'S BPEARMINT.

When a woman gets really slck she
begins to wonder if she will look good
in a halo.

THE FINEST FABII?
In conres oom P with ihe lini of the bowsls
When irritated we have pains, diarrhea, crampe.
W br toter Le sk, mﬁnhu« (Perry Davie').

Our mistakes of yesterday are re-
sponsible for our worries of to-day.

Mam.l’a; mm;r::fmam l“l:’.':ﬂﬁw -
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Time will tell
beat it under the wire.

Fall In line for better digestion!
WRIGLEY'S SPEARMINT,

Wise is the man who closes his face
before he says too much.
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SICK HEADACHE

Positively cared by
theaw Little Pills.

ately:

“Was I to tell her then what I sus-
pected—wrongly suspected, as 1 am
sure now—that the man she spoke of
g0 wistfully lay under his shroud of
snow, dead by her act? Could any
man with a grain of pity have told
her? Think what the shock must have
meant for her, weak and ill as she
was; it might have killed her or
wrecked her reason; at the least the
horror of it must have blighted all
her Tuture.

“Then the final blow of your arrest
fell. T couldn't epeak; I was caught
between two terrible alternatives—
but I felt there was no real case
against you; and to speak would be
to doom the woman I loved. No doubt
the law would not have exacted her
life, but almost assuredly it would
bave exacted her liberty, since the
purpose that had seemingly impelled
her to steal out as she did might ar-
gue by ita very accomplishment that
she was sane then. And 1 did not
know at that time what 1 know now.”

A puzzled look bad crept into La-
thom’s face. He broke in suddenly:

“But why did you say—and you had
hinted before—that you had changed
vour opinion mbout this woman's
guilt?”

lLathom's voice had lost its hard
ring; the poi y of the feeling
suddenly stripped naked to him ha
not been without their strong appeal
to his pity.

“] didn’'t know then that I had been
fighting shadows, after all, Lathom, I
had resolved at lasi to break silemce;
the burden of my secret had grown
too intolerable, and 1 had resolved to
speak. On that day I learnt that in
all probability Olive Vanstone was as
guiltliess as myself of Philip Hume's
death.”

“What do you mean?" cried Lathom.

“The revolver 1 foind grasped im
ner hand that night—4he revolyer that |
almost beyond gquestion was the wea-
pon from which the fatal shot was
fired—was not hers. And that one dis-
covery changed, in my eyes, the whole
aspect of the case,” saild Stephen.
“Finding her with that weapon In her
hande, 1 had mssumed it to be hers;
that she had had it in her possession
uonknown to us at the rectory; had
stolen out armed with this. But the
revolver was not hers; it could not
have been in her possession when
that ipexplicable impulse of the sick
brain made her steal out that might.
That revolver was identified only a
few days ago as belonging to some-
one in the village. 1 have mo doubt
now that Olive Vanstone found the
man lying dead with the pOn near

was It discovered that it was hia?"
Stephen told Lathom how the wea-

pon had lain for weeks In the drawer

of his writing table; that st last he

had thrown it into the river. Of the
suspicious interest that the man he
now knew to have been the owner of
the revolver had manifested In that
iocked drawer, the rector did not
speak. When he made his statement
to the palice, it would be his duty to
tell them; but no good purpose could
be served by telling it now,

“So it seems after all, Ruthen, that,
though you suppressed these facts, it
would hardly have cleared me If you
bad made » clean breast of every-
thing,” Lathom sald at last, looking
at the rector's face. It was almost
lost in the shadow, but Lathom saw
that there was an agony of shame and
remorse written there,

“Jack!" ecried Hilda, swiftly—"but
won't this discovery about the revol-
ver clear you of suspicion?"

He shook his head.

“im afraid not, though no doubt it
will help my case. You see, If Misa
Vanstone came upon Hume lying dead,
we have still to discover who his ms-
sassin was. Probably the police, who
don’t like to be proved wromg, will
persist that 1 was the gulity man;
possibly thelir line of argument now
will be that Donholt Hume's revolver
was Im Philip's possesslon—that 1
wrested it from him In & struggle
and shot him, Still, Ruthen, you will
tell them what you know?"

“Yes; 1 bhve only walted that 1
might see Misa Vanstone. It meems
only fair to her that 1 should tell her
—what she 18 as yet unconsclous of
—how 1 found her on the sceme of
the tragedy, and warn her of my in-
tention. Tomorrow 1 go to London
to see her; then immediately 1 shall
tell the police all I know."”

“0Odd that it should be Bonholt
Hume's revolver,” Lathom said,
thoughtfully. “If it wasn't that we
know how devoted Bonholt was to the
dead man " He did not finish the
sentence, Suddenly, on an impulse,
he held out his hand to Stephen,
“Ruthen,” he went on, quietly, “less
than five minutes ago 1 thought I
ghould never touch your hand again
only—well, 1 think I understand how
you must have felt. “I don't know
that I shouldn’'t have acted just the
same If | had been In your place.”

Stephen took the outstretched hand;
he could not speak—something caught
in his throat. Hilda still stood aloof,
with hostile eyes, She could not for-
give her brother so easily, and some-
thing of her feelings Lathom divined
from her face. Still holding Stephen's
hand in hig, he held out his other hand
to Hilda in the deepening dusk of the
room—and in the shadows he jolned
their two hands together.

They had almost forgotien the pres-
ence of the blind man, who had stood
a sllent listener throughout the rec-
tor's confesaion. Ife was the first to
break the silence now.

“Hark! What's that?™

The window of the drawing-room,
at the back of the house, framed a
vista of the dim garden, from which
the blind man’s quick ears had sud-
denly caught the sound of a cautious
footstep. The mext moment a figure
appeared outside the window, and
gave a low familiar whistle,

“It's Freddy Thornton!" cried La
thom; he felt a little surprised that
Thornton should have made his ap-
pearance im this fashion, almost as
though he had known that the fugitive
was here in this room. “What luck
that he should have turned up to-
night!™

Lathom went out quickiy to open
the garden door to admit his friend;
1t was several minutes before he came
back imto the room with Thornton:
they had p i ide, speaking in
hurried whispers,

“We have been neglecting Mies
Btrangways shamefully,” said Lathom.
“And she must be growing impatient
to be starting with so long a journey
before her. Btephen, may I run up to
your room for a wash—Jove, I need it!
—before I go, whilst you return to
Miss Btrangways?™

Az the men went to rejoin Miss
Strangways Lathom drew Hilda back
into the room; he held her Im his
arms for & moment close to him.

“Sweetheart,” he whispered, “we
may not be able to snatch another

bim, and had mechanically picked It
up”

“But the revolver—to whom did it
belong?" broke in Lathom, in uncon-
cealed impatience,

Eailong. A perfect l-"
edy for

“To Benholt Hume.”
“To Bopholt Hume!™ echoed La-
aw | thom, in surprise. “It is strange it

pr t together before we
have to part; but after this revelation
of Stephen’s I leave you with s new
hope that our parting Is not for long—
that happiness is waiting for us at
some not far distant bend of the road!
This clue may lead to the tracing of
the real criminal”

They stood for s space in the dim,

known from the papera that he was
being inquired for. I shall go over
myself to Lendal tomorrow.”

He turned to Margaret Strangways.
“By the way, Miss Strangways, La-
thom Is rather comcerned about you—
about the long journey before you at
s0 late an hour"—he glanced at the
clock; he seemed to be watching the
minute-hand rather ‘imtently all the
time he spoke—"that your kindness to
him bas let you in for.”

Miss Strangways laughed.

“Oh, that is nothing. Though 1
think we ought to be making a start
soon, as 1 have td drive Mr. Lathom
round to Westham on my way—"

“No,” sald Thornton, quickly; he
was still watching the clock; "as &
matter of fact, Miss Btrangways, La-
thom and I have another plan. He is
awfully grateful to you, but at the
Iast moment he and I bave decided
on an alternative plam; &nd under
these circumstances you may prefer
to return by train, in which case [
would drive your car over for you in
the morning."

Miss Strangways looked surprised.
Hilda cried quickly:

“Do you say Jack Is not golng to
Westham tonlght in Miss Strangways’
car? You and he were only together
a few minutes; you must have decided
on your plans very quickly” She was
puzzied, but Thornton did not spesk.
“Then mince it Is geiting late, wom't
you stay for the night with us, and
gend a telegram home, Miss Birang-
ways? she added.

“That would be a astill better plan
than going by train,” said Thornion,
quickly.

“But about Mr. Lathom—"

“You must ask him about the new
plan when you see hjm,” responded
Freddy, enigmatically.

The blind man, who had lingered
listening to what Freddy was saying,
rose to go; he had already said good-
bye to Lathom in the other room.

“] am glad you spoke, Mr. Ruthen,”
he gaid, in & low voice, as he walked
to the door with Stephen; and there
was & warmth in his hand-grip, as
the two men parted, that there had
not been for weeks.

Stephen stood looking after him
thoughtfully, as the other tapped his
way down the garden path, Thank
God, he had found the courage to
make his confession! It was like a
load off his mind that Lathom knew
the worst of him; and Lathom's gen-
erosity had touched him beyond tell-
ing. Tomorrow he would seek out
Anthony Strangways and compel him
to give Olive's address; no time must
be lost in acqualating the police with
what he knew about the revolver—and
about its owner; it was & stronger—
clue than Lathom suspected. Tha
rector was just closing the door, with
these thoughts in his mind, when the
voice of the blind organist reached
him from the gate.

“Parson—one  minute! There's
something 1 forgot to say to you."

Mr. Grale had turned and was com-
ing back up the path. Stephen went
forward to meet him.

“Just remembered in time, parson,
to save me another journey to the
rectory!” said the older man, in &
louder volce than he usually used;
and it suddenly struck Stephen—why
he coud scarcely have sald—that the
words were Intended to reach other
ears than his own.

Then as he came up to the rector
the blind man whispered, in a low,
troubled volce:

“Parson, there are men out in the
road watching the gate—close by the
gate; 1 heard them, and I've come
back to warn you. The police—I'm
afraid it's the police that have tracked
young Jack Lathom here!™

Stephen stood appalled by this whis-

What is Castoria.
is & harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paregorls, Drops and
Soothing Syrups, It is pleasant. It contains neither Opium, Morphine noe -
fother Narcotio substance, Its age is its guarantes, It destroys Worms and allays
Foverishness, It oures Diarrhea and Wind Colic. It relieves Teething Troublss,
oures Constipation and Flatulency. It assimilates the Food, regulates the Stomach
and Bowels, giving healthy and naturel ‘sleep, The children’s Panacea—The
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Mothe’s Friend,

~ \The Kind You Have Always Bonght, and which has been in use for over
80 years, has borne the signature cf Chas, H. Fletcher, and has been made under
his personal supervision sinoce its
All Counterfbits, Imitations and “ Just-as-good” are but Experiments that trifle with
health of Infants and Children—Experience against Experiment.,
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infancy, Allow no one to deceive you in this.

Letters from Prominent Physicians
addressed to Chas. H. Fletcher.

Dr. F. Gerald Blattner, of Duftalo, N. Y., says: “Your Castorin in good
for children mod I frequently prescribe it, always obtaining the desired
resulta.”

Dr. G A T ber, of St Paul, Minn., sayst “I Nave ueedl
your Castorla repeatedly ln my practice with good results, and can recoms
mend it &3 an excellent, mild and barmless remedy for children™
Dr. I J. Dennls, of Et. Louts, Mo, says: “I have used and prescribed
your Castoria In my sanltarium and outsid ioo for & ber of years
and find it to be an excellent remedy for children.”

Dr. 8. A. Buchanan, of Philadelphis, Pa, says: “1 have used your Cas-
taorla In the case of -y own baby and find It pleasant to take, and have
obtalned excellent results from {ts use™
Dr. J. B. Bimpeon, ¢f Chicago, 1L, says: *I have used your Castoris i
ensos of colle 1a children and have found it ihe best maedicine of its Mind
on the market.”

Dr. R. H. Eskildson, of Omaha, Nebi,, says: *T find your Castoria to be 88
standard family r dy. It is the best thing for infants and children B
bhave ever kngwn and 1 recommend IL*

Dr. L. R. Robinsoa, of llansas City, Mo, says: *Your Castoria certainlp
has merit. Is not its age, Its continued use by mothers through all these
years, and the many attempts to Imitate it, suflclent recommecdation®
What can a physiclan add? Leave It to the mothers.™
Dr. Edwin F. Pardes, of New York City, says: “For several years I lave
recommended your Castoria and shall always continus to do so, as it hag
Invariably produced beneficial results.”

Dr. N. B. Stzer, cf Brooklyn, N. Y., says: “T ohiject to what are called
patent medicines, where maker alons knows what ingredients are put in,
them, but I know the formula of vise its use.”
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in_Use For Over 30 Years.

TOILET ANTISEPTIO |
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ond throst, purifies the breath, and kills the
which collect im the mouth, causing
badl teech, bad breath, grippe, snd much
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per of sudden unlooked-for 4
Men watching the gate—it must be the
police!

“Don’t lose a moment; go In and
warn young Lathom! Every minute's
precious!™

Stephen turned to obey. He went
hack into the house, to the room
where he had left the others. Jack
had not yet come downstairs. Hilda
saw the moment that he entered how
white her brother's face was in the
lamplight and she started up with a
little ery.

“What are we to do? Stephen
cried. “The police must have traced
you here, Miss Strangways; they are
walching outside the gate now."

To B¢ Continued.

About Housec!saning.

High finance is making two shares
of stoek grow where but one grew be-
fore, but woman's crowning achieve-
ment while cleaning house is to leave
two rocking chairs in the dark spot
where one was never known before.

A Gllmgpss of the Past.

The glant—his name of no conse-
gquence—was puiting om his seven
league boots.

“Including, of ™ be i d
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ra. Malaprop—Young Sharp
bave to apologize before I'li .m'E
bim again,

“both the major leagues and perhaps
the Three Eye. I've forgoiien the
of the others.”

Esuaping by a Teshnicality.
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Tommy — You dont ‘spect me to
mentien it “fore all thess pecple, do

Havieg slready put on his Box, be
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and starts first in
Liver; CASCARETS cure these ills.

It's so to try—why not start to-
night l:d‘il‘e help in’!.ht morning?
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