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SYNOPSIS. 

Cnrrinßtnn loved Kate Cavenaugh, 
daughter of Multi-Millionaire Henry Cav-
onaugli. Tlic latter liked Carrington, but 
refused lilm as a son-in-law. Young Car-
l'iiiKton, a lawyer, held evidonee of élim
i n a !  f i n a n c i a l  o p e r a t i o n s ,  o f  w h i c h  C : i v e -
n a u g l i  w a s  g u i l i y .  I t  w a s  C a r r i n g t o n ' s  
< l u l v  t o  p r o s i  r u l e  t i l e  r i e i i  m a n .  b u t  l i e  
d e r i d e d  I , ,  l a v  l l i e  w h o l e  m u t t e r  l i e  f o r e  
K a t e .  M . ,  d i d  s o  t h e  n e x t  d a y .  T h e  y o u n g  
w o m a n  d e c i d e d  t h a t  t o  d r o p  t h e  e a s e  
w o u l d  h e  c o w a r d l y  e v e n  t h o u g h  t h e  u e -
c u s r d  w a s  l i e r  f a t h e r .  C a v e n a u g h  o f f e r e d  

$17,000 a year, 
b i d  h i s  e v i d e n c e  i n  t h e  

a f t e r  b e i n g  i n t r o d u c e d  
s  f a t h e r .  T h e  e v i d e n c e  

n i g h t .  K a t e ' s  s i s t e r  
t h . i t  s h e  h a d  t o l d  h e r  
o m b i n a t i o n  t o  t  h i  

] ii 
a r r i n g t o n  a  p o s i t i o n  a t  

i t .  1 !  
i g h  s a f e ,  
n i l l i o n a i r e '  
i i l e n  t h a t  
c o n i i i K ' d  

upon  I .  

a n d  K a t i  
• n a u g i i  i ' i  
m  f o r  Ä W  

ati  
w e n t  r i d i n g ,  

a p p e a r e d .  1 1  

I  h e r  I  i r  J  lif( 

• a n d -
a l i e d  

t u r n  f o r  t h e  
i e n  f r o m  C a r -
l v e n a u g h  r e -
i r r i n g t o n  w a s  
n e e  a n d  t h e  
s t o r y .  

I l\< 

CHAPTF.Ti III.—Continued. 
,•  • >Ieying Carrington's F. 
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a f r a i d  

• ;v r .uister,  after a fnshion," 
, ] t]>• • old man, satisfied with 
! v. ' ir ,"in"nt.  "I committed a 

. i '  r .did burglaries.  I never left  
I h hind. The police sought for 
ai did not know me either by 
o: by si^hi.  This was the sword 
:i Hi -! :  over my nock. The slight-
. • I i ion, and he threatened to ex-
li! ' . ' .  Oh, I know the boy well 
h; he would have done it in 
days. Once extradited to Eng-

".0 years ap,o, no one would have 
(,;ed our names. Yet he was 

me; he wasn't  stire that at  
•,ui\ ttin • the old desire would spring 
up i-f newod. 1 robbed to gratify my 
era-, ing for excitement rather than to 
til] my purse. 1 made an unhappy 
marriage; something Kate nor Nor ah 
shall do while I live. Henry was 
clever. He made me an allowance of 
two hundred a month. And how do 
you suppose he arranged the pay
ment? On the lirst day of the month 
he placed the cash in a safe in the 
house and changed the combination. 
If 1 got the money without being 
caught it was mine; otherwise I went 
hungry. Ingenious idea, wasn't it? 
For I had all the excitement and none 
of the peril of a real burglary. Henry 
forgot yesterday that it was the first 
of the month." 

The millionaire found it Impossible 
to remain seated. He rose and paced 
the lloor, his brows knit, his hands 
clenched. He was at bay. Carrington 
felt as if he were in the midst of some 
mad dream. 

"Sometimes I succeeded in opening 
the safe; and sometimes, when luck 
went against me for two or three 
months, Norah tipped me the combina
tion. She dared not do it too often. So 
the months went on. Once a month I 
was permitted to visit my grandchil
dren. My son grew richer and richer; 
for myself, 1 remained in the valley of 
humiliation. I had no chance. I had 
never met any of my son's friends; he 
took good care that I did not; so they 
were in total darkness as to my exis
tence. But the ball and chain were 
knocked off last night. Your papers 
are, after all, only an incident. Caliban 
revolts. Mr. Carrington, my son! Oh, 
1 am proud of him. I believed the 
genius for robbery was mine. I am a 
veritable tyro beside Henry. Half a 
dozen millions from the pookets of the 
poor at one fell swoop! Where's your 
Kobin Hood and his ilk? Hut it isn't 
called robbery; it is called high fi
nance." 

He applied a match to his dead 
<?igar and thoughtfully eyed his son. 

"And there is a good joke on me, 
weaving in and out of all this. I reg 
ularly invested half my allowance in 
buying shares in my son's company, to 
insure my old age. It jarred me when 
1 read tho> truth last night. I hate to 
be outwitted. Henry, sit down; you 
make me nervous." 

"Well, what are you going to do?" 
asked the son. As he faced his fa
ther there was something lion-like in 
his expression. 

"Sit down, my son, and I will tell 
you," answered the old man, quietly. 
He knew that his son was a fighter, 
and that to win he would have to 
strike quick and hard. 

Cavenaugh flung himself into his 
chair. At that moment he did not 
know which he hated the most, his 
father or Carrington. 

"First, you will write out that 
check for fifty thousand." 

"Blackmail!" 
"Nothing of the sort. For 20 years 

you have kept your heel on my neck 
I could do nothing; opportunities 
came and I dared not grasp them; my 
«outline ability was allowed to rust 

It is simply compensation. Blackmail? 
I think not. I could easily force a mil
lion from you. But I am and have 
been for years an honest man. And 
heaven knows how well I have paid 
for my early transgression," bitterly 
"This hour is mine, and I propose to 
use it." 

"What guaranty have I of your 
good faith?" fiercely. 

"My word," calmly. "I have never 
yet broken it." 

Carrington gazed longingly toward 
the door. It was horribly embarrass
ing. He began to realize that Kate's 
father would hate him bitterly, indeed, 
and that his own happiness looked 
very remote. 

Cavenaugh turned to his desk, filled 
out the blank, and passed it to his fa
ther, who, with scarcely a glance at 
it, passed it. back -vith a negative 
shake of the head. 

"The official certifying stamp lies 
on your desk; use it." 

There was no getting around this 
keen-eyed old man. He knew every 
point in the game. 

"You will live to regret this," said 

ton. For myself, I shall return to 
England. I have always had a horror 
of dying in this country. Like father, 
like son; the parable reads truly. It 
was In the blood, Mr. Carrington; it 
was in the blood. But Henry here 
went about it in a more genteel man-

"What else?" with • cold fury. | us will be forgotten by Mr. Carrlng* 
Again the old man gave Carrington 

the paper. 
"It Is perfectly Intelligible," he said. 

He began to feel a bit sorry for Cave
naugh, junior. 

"Now, those papers," said Cave
naugh, sharply. 

"I believe they belong to me," in
terposed Carrington. 

Grandpa smiled. "It all depends." 
"I could easily force you," sugges

tively. 
Grandpa smiled again. "Of that I 

haven't the least doubt. Of course, 
what I have is only a copy?" 

"It is the only copy in existence," 
replied Carrington, anxiously. And 
then a flush of shame mantled his 
cheeks. Where was his legal cun
ning? 

"Ah!" The ejaculation came from 
Cavenaugh, junior. 

"There is but one thing more," said 
grandpa, urbanely. "I am determined 
that Kate shall be happy. She shall 
marry Mr. Carrington before the snow 
flies. It is an excellent policy to keep 
valuable secrets in the family." 

"Give your papers to the attorney 
general. I'll see you all hanged before 
I'll give my consent!" Cavenaugh 
roared out these words. His patience 
had truly reached the limit of en
durance. 

"Softly, softly!" murmured grandpa 
"I mean it!" con agitata. 
"Ah, well; what will be, will be. 

Son, I came down here yesterday 
with altogether a different piece of 
business in mind. The documents I 
discovered last night changed these 
plans. You own rich oil lands in 
Texas; or, rather, you did own them 
before you sold out. to the company. 
The land you sold was not, and never 
had been, legally yours: you owned 
not a single tuft of grass. Govern
ment land-grab, I believe they call it. 
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Cavenaugh Turned to His Desk, Filled 
Out the Blank. 

"William, 
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"And You Still Wish to Marry Me?" Asked the Girl. 
Cavenaugh, his eyes sparkling with 
venom. 

"I have many things to regret; prin
cipally that fate made me a father." 
The old man passed the check over 
to Carrington. "You're a lawyer; does 
that look legal to you?" 

Carrington signified that it did. 
"Now, then. Henry, you will write 

down on official paper your resigna
tion as president and director of the 
General Trust Company of America. 
You will give orders for the restitu
tion of the millions that were fraudu
lently added to your capital. I am 
not the least interested in what man
ner the restitutions are made, so long 
as they are made. I am now repre
senting the investors. As for your 
partners, it will be easy for you to im
press them with the necessity of the 
action." 

"And if I refuse?" 
"Nothing less than the attorney 

general. I intend to make this busi
ness as complete as possible." 

Cavenaugh turned again to his desk. 
He knew his father even as his father 
knew him. He wrote hurriedly, the 
pen sputtering angrily. 

ner." He struck the bell. 
send Miss Kate here. 

William bowed. He recognized the 
change; grandpa's voice was full of 
confident authority. 

Kate entered the study shortly aft
er. She had been weeping; her eyes 
were red. Seeing her father's bowed 
head, she sprang to his side like a 
lioness. 

"What have they been doing to 
you, father?" 

"Nothing but what is just," softly 
answered her parent. The little dukes 
and princes faded away as a dream 
fades. 

"Grandpa—" she began. 
"Child, it is all settled. The hatchet 

is buried in frozen ground. Your fa
ther consents to your marriage with 
Mr. Carrington. It has been a heated 
argument, but he has come around to 
my way of thinking. 'All's right with 
the world,' as Browning says. Bless 
you, my children, bless you!" with 
tender irony. 

"And now, my papers," said Carring
ton, smiling up at the girl, reassur
ingly. 

"And you still wish to marry me?" 
asked the girl, her face burning and 
her eyes moist. 

"I'd marry you if your grandpa was 
Beelzebub himself!" 

"Here's your papers, young man," 
said grandpa. He passed the envelope 
across the table. 

"What's this?" cried Carrington. 
"It means, my boy," said grandpa, 

"that blood is thicker than water, and 
that I really intended no harm to 
Henry. And then, besides, I like to 
win when all the odds are against 
me." 

Carrington gently turned the envel
ope upside down. Nothing but burnt j 
paper fluttered upon the table. 

THE END. 

BABY'S FIRST SHOES 
SHOULD BE 

Baby Pla=Mates 
It 1b most essential that when Baby Is ready to 
take Its first steps it should have shoes that 
will assist and not retard the little toddler. 
Baby Pla>Mate Shoes have features 
found in no other shoes—note the extreme 
width and flatness of outsole which allows 
the little one to step out so confidently. These 

cute little shoes are made 
with a genuine Goodyear 
welt; broad, flat, non-slip 
sole; full extension heels, 
and are as flexible as a 
hand-turned shoe. Made 
In button and lace styles 
in patent, tan and black 
leather of finest quality. 
Ask your dealer for Baby 
Pla-Mate Shoes» if 
not in stock, send us his 
name and style and size 
desired and we will sea 
you are supplied. 

Williams, Hoyt & Co. 
Rochester, N. Y. 

WESTERN CANADA 
Senator Dolliver, of Iowa, says:— 

i stream of emiprranta from the United States 
> Canada will continue." 

benator Dolliver recently paîa a 
visit to Western Canada, 

I and 6 ay a: •• There is a 
I land hunger in the hearts 
of Enulish speaking peo
ple; this will account for 
the removal of so many 
Iowa farmers to Canada. 
Our people are pleased 
with its Government and 
the excellent adminis
tration of law, and they 
are coming to you in 
tens of thousands, and 
they are still coming." 

Iowa contributed large
ly to the 70,000 Ameri

can farmers who made Canada 
tlielr homo during 1909. 
Field crop returns alone 
duriziffyear added tothe wealth 
of thocountry upwards of 

£170,000,000.00 
Grain prowlnir, mixed farm-

ins. cattle raising and dairying 
arc nil profitable. Free liomc-
Htead* of 100 acres are to be 
had in the very best districts. 
100 acre pre-emptions at $3.00 
per aero witliln certain areas. 
Schools and cliurches in every 
settlement, climate unexceUed, 
sollthe richest .wood, water and 
building material plentiful. 

B'or particulars as to location, low 
settlers' railway rates and descrip. 
tive illustrated pamphlet, "Last 
Best West," and other informa
tion, writo to Sup't of Immigra
tion. Ottawa, Can., or to Cunuuian 
Government Agent. 

CHAS. PILLING 
Clifford Block Grand Forks, N. Dak. 

(Use address nearest you.) (3) 
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i t  is not now a question of refunding 
money; it is a question of avoiding 
prison. The supreme court at Wash
ington can not lie purchased. It cost 
me five hundred, which I could ill 
afford, to get a copy of the original 
transfer. The real owner mistook me 
for you, son; that is how I learned. 
Your consent,  to tl i is marriage; or,  my 
word for it, I'll put you where you 
would have put me, had you dared. 
Quick! My patience is quite as tense 
as yours." 

The collapse of Cavenaugh was to
tal. He saw the futility of further 
struggle. Ah! and he had believed 
all these transgressions securely hid
den and forgotten, that the fortress 
of his millions would protect him from 
all attack. Too late he realized that 
he had gone too far with his father. 
There was no mercy in the old man's 
eyes, and Cavenaugh knew in his 
heart that he deserved none. 

"Very sensible.'' said the retired 
burglar. He folded the check and put 
it in his wallet, while his son covered 
his face with his hands. "Murder will 
out, even among the most pious. I 
know that what has passed between 

Holiday Lavishness. 

"Spending money is a thing that 
does not appeal to me much," remark
ed the man of simple tastes, "except 
just before a holiday. If there is any
thing I need in the way of what you 
might call a luxury, then is the time I 
get it, although on most other days of 
the year I think of the things my fam
ily needs always before 1 do my own. 
I'm always freer with tips on the eve 
of a holiday than at any other time, 
and on those days they never seem to 
me like a kind of blackmail, but I al
ways give them liberally both as to 
amount and spirit. And the curious 
part of it is that when I look at the 
things I've bought under that influence 
1 always have pangs of conscience, as 
I am now over a set of totally unneces
sary mother-of-pearl waistcoat buttons 
and sleeve links that are the result of 
an ante-Thanksgiving present to my
self." 
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The Utmost in Stencils 

How To Secure Them Free 
Write for booklet of CUmIc Wall ljeroratloai con
taining stencil designs for Period r înishing done 
i n colors—full of information and ideas lorusers 
of Alabaatlm», the Stvllsh Wall Coating. 

The Alahasline —with two room desigrnsln 
color tells why Alabastine is best for wall deco
ration and how to Secure the Hassle Stencils Free. 
Write today for the two books—enclose2-cent 
U. 8. stamp, please. Alalmstine Company, 
Uernrathe Dept,,H«l ranch!lie Ave., lîran.d Itapiri*.Sieh. 

A Good Inheritance. 

Xo boy or girl can ever come to ba 
utterly bad who remembers only love 
and tenderness and unselfishness and 
sweetness as associated with father 
and mother in the old-time home. Give 
them manly and womanly examples, 
give them training, give them the in
spiration of devoted lives, give them 
these higher, deeper things. Do not 
care so much as to whether you are 
accumulating money, so that you can 
leave them a fortune. I really believe 
that the chances are against that's be
ing a blessing for a boy. But leave 
them an accumulated fortune of mem
ories and inspirations and examples 
and hopes, so that they are rich in 
brain and heart and soul and service. 
Then, if you happen to leave them the 
fortune besides, if they have all these, 
the fortune will be shorn of its possi
bilities of evil, amd will become an 
instrument of the higher and nobler 
good.—Minot J. Savage. 

DYSPEPSIA 
"Having taken your wonderful 'Gasca-

rets' for three months and being entirely 
cured of stomach catarrh and dyspepsia, 
I think a word of praise is due to 
'Cascarets' for their wonderful composi
tion. I have taken numerous other so-
called remedies but without avail, and I 
find that Cascarets relieve more in a day 
than all the others I have taken would in 
a year." James McGune, 

ioS Mercer St., Jersey City, N. J. 
Pleasant, Palatable, Potant, Taste Good. 
Do Good. Never Sicken,Weaken or Gripe. 
10c, 25c, 50c. Never sold in bulk. The gen
uine tablet stamped C C C. Guaranteed to 
cure or ygur money back. 919 

BROWM'S 
BRONCHIAL TROCHES 

Instantly relieve Sore Throat. Hoarseness and 
Coughs. Unexcelled for clearing the voice. Abso
lutely free from opiates or anything harmful. 
Price, 25 cents, 50 cents and $1.00 per box. 
Sample cent on request. 

JOHN I. BROWN & SON, Boston, Mass. 

Hides JiirssPeifs 
to BOLLES & ROGERS, FARGO, N. D. 

TAKE A DOSE OF 

CURE „ m ust limn TOR 
It will instantly relieve that racking cough. 1 
Taken promptly it will often prevent I 
Asthma, Bronchitis and serious throat and |fl 
lung troubles. Guaranteed safe and very n 
palatable. I 

All DruggUta, 25 cents. I 


