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f CHAPTER X. (Continued.) 
"No, I haven't," snapped Bob. That 

truth pact made it necessary to an
swer the most silly questions. 

"Well, I didn't know tout you had," 
murmured the temperamental young 
thing. "I heard a dog barking and 
that made me think you might have 
them. You're sure you didn't let any
body into the house?" 

"I didn.t," 
Miss Dolly snuggled herself togeth

er more cozily. She seemed about to 
Mk some more questions. Perhaps 
she would want to know if he had let 
anybody out, and then he would have 
to tell her— 

"Look here," said Bob desperately. 
"Maybe it hasn't occurred to you, but 
—this—this isn't exactly proper. Me 
here, like this, and you—" 

"Oh, I'm not afraid," answered Miss 
Dolly with wonderful assurance. "I 
can quite take care of myself." 

"But—but—" more desperately—"if 
I should be discovered?—Can't you 
•ee, for your own sake—?" 

"My own sake?" The big innocent 
eyes opened wider. "In that case, of 
course, I'd tell them the truth." 

"The truth!" How he hated the 
word! "You mean that I—?" Glanc
ing toward the brooch. 

"Of course!" Tranquilly. 
Bob tried to consMw- He could see 

what would happen ft© him. if they 
were interrupted. Etr ff*rtainly was a 
most preposterous ewawrsation, any
how. Besides. It mat the place or 
the time for a conversation .of any 
kind He had Just about made up his 
mind that he would go, whether she 
screamed or not, and take the con
sequences, however disagreeable they 
might be, when— 

"Well, trot along," said Miss Dolly 
graciously. "I suppose you've got a 
lot of work to do tonight and it's rath
er unkind to detain you. Only pick 
tip the brooch before you go." He 
obeyed. "Now put it on the dresser 
and leave it there. Hard to do that, 
Isn't It?" 

"No, it isn't." Savagely. 
"Well, you can go now. By the way, 

Mrs Vanderpool has a big bronze-
colored diamond surrounded by won
derful pink pearls. It's an antique 
an4_would adorn a connoisseur's col
lection." 

"But I tell you I am not— 
"My! How stupid, to keep on saying 

that! But, of course, you must really 
be very clever. Society highwaymen 
always are. Good night. So glad I 
was thinking of something else and 
forgot to lock the door!" 

Bob went to the door and she con
siderately waited until he had reach-

i ed it; then she put out a hand and 
' pushed a convenient button which 
, shut off the light. Bob opened the 
i door but closed it quickly again. He 

fancied he saw some one out there 
i In the hall, a shadowy form in the 

* distance, but was not absolutely sure. 
•'Aren't you gone?" said the tem

peramental young thing. 
"8-sh!" sale* Bob. 
'For some moments there was si-

? lence, thrilling enough, even for her. 
' Then'Bob gently opened the door once 

more, though very slightly; and peer
ed out of the tiniest crack, but he fail
ed to see any one now, so concluded 
he must have been mistaken. The 
shadows were most deceptive. Any
how, there was more danger in stay
ing than in going, so he slid out and 
closed the door. At the same moment 

-i he heard a very faint click. It seem-
'«d to come from the other side of the 

hall. He didn't like that, he told him
self, and waited to make sure no one 
Was about. The ensuing silence re
assured him somewhat; and the 
"click," he argued, might have come 
from the door he himself had closed. 

The temperamental young thing, 
holding her breath, heard him move 
softly but swiftly away. She listened, 
nothing happened. Then she ptretch-
ed her young form luxuriously and 
pondered on the delirious secret that 
was all hers. A secret that made Bob 
her slave! Abjectly her slave! Like 
the servant of the lamp! She could 
compel him to turn somersaults if she 

- wanted to. 
Bob awoke with a slight headache, 

which, however, didn't surprise him 
any. He only wondered his head 
didn't ache more. People came down 
to breakfast almost any time, and 
sometimes they didn't come down at 
all but sipped coffee in their rooms, 
continental fashion. It was late when 
Bob got up, so a goodly number of the 
guests—the exceptions including Mrs. 
Dan and Mrs. Clarence—were down 
by the time he sauntered into the big 
sun-room, where breakfast was served 
to all with American appetites. 

The temperamental little thing man* 
aged accidentally (?) to encounter 
him at the doorway before he got into 
the room with the others. He shivered 
slightly when he saw her, though she 
looked most attractive in her rather 
hizarre way. Bob gazed beyond her, 

.[however, to a vision in the window. 
?'Vision!" That Just described vrhat 
Miss Gwendoline looked like, with the 
sunlight on her and making an aureole 
of her glorious fair hair. Of course 
one could put an adjective or two be
fore the "vision"—such as "beautiful," 
or something even stronger—without 
fteing accused of extravagance. 

The little dark thing, uttering some 
platitude, followed Bob's look, but she 
didn't appear Jealous. She hadn't 
tjulte decided how much latitude to 
give Bob. That young gentleman no
ticed that the hammer-thrower, look
ing like one of those stalwart, mas
culine tea-passers in an English nov
el. was not far from Miss Gwendoline. 
His big fingers could apparently 
handle delicate china as well as 
mighty iron balls or sledges. He com
ported himself as if his college educa-

a.' y Vy<\£ vJ'tf 
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• tion had included a course at Tuller's 
in Oxford street, in London, where six-
foot guardsmen are taught to maneuv
er among spindle-legged tables and 
to perform almost impossible feats 

.without damage to crockery. 
j Miss Dolly now maneuvered so as 
(to draw Bob aside in the hall to have 
a word or two before he got to bacon 
and eggs. What she said didn't im
prove his appetite. 

"I'm so disappointed in4 you," she 
began in a low voice. 

He asked why, though not because 
he really cared to know. 

"After that hint of mine!" she ex
plained reproachfully. ^ "About Mrs. 
Vanderpool's bronze diamond, I 
mean!" 

"I fear I do not understand you," 
said Bob coldly. 

She bent nearer. "Of course, I 
thought it would disappear," she mur
mured. "I expected you to execute 
one of those clever coups, and so I 
went purposely to Mrs. Vanderpool's 
room on some pretext this morning 
to learn if it was gone. But it wasn't. 
I cleverly led the conversation up to 
it and she showed it to me." 

"Great Scott!" he exclaimed. "Did 
you think she wouldn't have it to 
show you? That it had found Its way 
into my pockets?" 

"Of course," she answered. "And 
you are quite sure you haven't it after 
all?" she asked suspiciously. 

"How could I when you saw—" 
"Oh. you might have substituted a 

counterfeit brooch Just like It for—" 
Bob groaned. "You certainly have 

absorbed those plays." he remarked. 
"I expected a whole lot ot things 

would be gone," she went on, J'and, 
apparently," with disappointment, 
"no one has missed anything. It's 
tfiite tame. Did you get discouraged 
because you» failed to land the 'loot'— 
is that the word?—in my case? And 
did vou then just go prosaically to 
bed?" _ ^ 

"I certainly went to bed, though 
there was nothing prosaic about the 
procedure." 

"And yet what a dull night it must 
have been for you!" 

"I shouldn'l call it that.'^ 
"No?" She shifted the conversation. 

"Who do you suppose has come? 
Dickie Donnelly. Said he had arrived 
in town on some business and took 
advantage of the opportunity to make 
a little call on me. Incidentally, he 
seems interested in you. Said he 
would make it a point to see you af
ter you got down. He's out on the 
veranda smoking now, I guess. He 
wanted to talk to me but I made an 
excuse to shoo him away. He isn't 
half so exciting as you are, you know. 
I'm quite positivei now I couldn't mar
ry him and annex his old chimneys to 
ours, for all the world. Chimneys are 
such commonplace means to a liveli
hood, Mr. Bennett, don't you think? 
They are so ugly and dependable. Not 
at all romantic and precarious! They 
just smoke and you get richer. There 
isn't a single thrill in a whole forest 
of chimneys. But I mustn't really 
keep you from your breakfast any 
longer," she added with sudden sedu-
lousness. "I've quite planned what 
we're going to do today." 

"You have?" With a slight accent 
on the first word. 

"Yes," she assured him quietly. "So 
run along now." 

The slave, glad to get away, started 
to obey, when—"One moment!" said 
Miss Dolly as if seized with an after
thought. "Dickie asked about you so 
particularly that it occurred to me 
that—Well, do you think he harbors 
any suspicions?" 

"Suspicions?" 
"Yes; do you imagine he, too, by 

any chance, may have guessed—you 
know ?" tAnd Dolly again drew closer, 
her eyes beaming with new excite
ment. 

Bob looked disagreeable, but he had 
to reply. "I'm sure he doesn't think 
what you do," he answered ill-humor
edly. 

Dolly looked relieved, but still 
slightly dubious. She didn't appear 
to notice that lack of appreciation in 
Bob's manner for her interest in his 
welfare. "Well, you'd better see him," 
she said in the tone of one who has 
already established herself to the post 
of secret adviser. . "He's bent on an 
interview with you. Says it's busi
ness. And speaking about business, 
what business could he possibly have 
in that dinky little town? Unless he 
wanted to buy the whole village! His 
conduct is, to say the least, slightly 
mysterious. Dickie may prove a fac
tor to be reckoned with." 

"That's true enough," assented Bob, 
and went in to breakfast. 

The temperamental little thin^g gaz
ed after him approvingly; she quite 
gloried in her big burglar. It was so 
nice to know something no one else 
knew to be a little wiser than all the 
rest of the world, including the police 
and the detective force! Bob must be 
terribly resourceful and subtle, to 
have deceived them all so thoroughly. 
He only seemed a little dense at times, 
just to keep up the deception. It was 
a part of the role. He wouldn't even 
let her. who knew his secret, see un
der the surface and she liked him all 
the better for his reticence. It lent 
piquancy to the situation and added 
pest to the game. Dickie's manner 
had certainly seemed to her unduly 
sober. He appeared to have some
thing on his mind, though of course he 
was awfully eager and joyous about 
seeing her. 

At the breakfast table Bob only dal
lied with his hot rolls and took but 
| a few gulps of coffee. The monocle 

j man who sat nearby noticed that want 
.of appetite. 
I "Don't seem very keen for your feed 

this morning," he observed jocularly. 
"No, not over-peckish," answered 

Bob. 
"Why not? You look—aw—fit 

enough!" Reaching for one of those 
racks for unbuttered toast which Mrs. 
Ralston had brought home with her 
from London. 

"Headache, for one thing," returned 
Bob. It was the truth, or part of the 
truth. No one looked sympathetic, 
however. In fact, with the exception 
of the monocle man (Mrs. Ralston 
hadn't yet come down), every one in 
there made it apparent he or she de
sired as little as possible of Mr. Ben
nett's society. Bob soon got up. cast
ing a last bitter glance at Miss Gerald 
who seemed quite contented with her 
stalwart, honest-looking hammer-
thrower. And why not? His charac
ter, Bob reflected, was unimpeachable. 
He looked so good and honest and so 
utterly wholesome that Bob, who him
self was tainted with suspicion, want
ed to get out of his presence. So Bob 
went out to the porch to hunt up 
Dickie and ascertain what was the 
matter with him? 

It didn't take Bob long to learn what 
was worrying Dickie. He was carry
ing the weight of a new and tremen
dous responsibility. He had now be
come an emissary, a friend in need, to 
Clarence and the commodore, who 
certainly needed one at this moment. 
It seemed that Mrs. Clarence and Mrs. 
Dan had set detectives searching for 
Gee-gee 'and Gid-up and they had suc
ceeded in locating one of the pair, 
partly by a freckle and a turned-up 
nose. The detectives must have work
ed fast. They were assisted by the 
fact that foolish Clarence had kept up 
an innocent and Platonic friendship 
with "Gee-gee's chum, after that mo. 
mentous evening when Bob had been 
along. Now when a young man be
gins to hang around the vicinity of a 
stage door in a big car. he is apt to 
make himself a subject for remark 
and to become known, especially to 
th© doorkeeper who takes a fatherly 
interest in his Shetland herd. As Gid-
up and Gee-gee were inseparable, it 
was but a step to place one by the 
other. , „ . . . 

Detectives, Dickie informed Bob. had 
already interviewed the ladies. They 
may have offered them money in ex
change for information. Mrs. Dan 
was very rich in her own name. She 
could outbid the commodore. Gid-up 
might hesitate or refuse to Supply or 
manufacture Information for filthy 
lucre but Gee-gee was known to be 
ambitious. She longed to soar. And 
here was a means to that end. Quite 
a legitimate and customary one! 

"Why that girl would do anything 
to get herself talked about," said 
Dickie sadly, thinking of Dan, and in
cidentally, too. of Clarence. 'Shed 
manufacture information by the car 
load. Out of a little, teeny-weeny rem
nant of truth, she'd build a magnifi-
cent divorce case. Think of the glori-
ous publicity! Why, Gee-gee and one 
of the manager-chaps would sit up 
nights to see how many columns they 
could fill each day in the press. They d 
make poor Dan out worse than Nero. 
They'd picture him as a monster. 
They'd give him claws. And Clarence 
would come crawling after him like a 
slimy snake. Incidentally, they d 
throw in a few weeps for Gee-gee. And 
then some more for Gid-up! Why, 
man, when I think of the mischief 
you've done—" 

"Me?" said Bob miserably, almost 
overwhelmed by this pathetic picture 
Dickie had drawn. "But it wasn't L It 
was Truth." Dickie snorted. What 
do you want me to do? Commit sui
cide? Annihilate truth? That would 
be one way of doing it. I'm sure I 
shouldn't much mind. Shall I poison 
Truth or blow its brains out? Or 
shall I take it down to the lake and 
jump in with it? Do you think It has 
made me very happy? What am I? 
What have I become? Where is my 
good name?" He was thinking of what 
the temperamental little thing consid
ered him. "Say. do I look like a crim
inal?" he demanded, confronting 
Dickie. The latter stared, then shrug
ged. Of course, if Bob wanted to rave 

» "Or a crazy man? Do I look 
crazy?" he continued almost fiercely. 
"Well, there are people in there," in
dicating the house, "who think I am." 
Dickie started slightly and looked 
thoughtful. "You ask the judge, or 
the doctor, or—a lot of others. Ask 
Miss Gwendoline Gerald!" he conclud
ed bitterly. 

Dickie shifted a leg. "It might not 
be a bad idea," he said in 11 peculiar 
tone, whose accent Bob didn't notice, 
however. For some moments the two 
young men sat moodily and silently 
side by side. 

"Where are Dan and Clarence 
now?" asked Bob in a dull tone, after 
a while., 

(To be continued.) 
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Children's Evening Storg 
Well Sammie seemed to get worse 

FT. MADISON SHOE 
FACTORY BURNS 

"Uncle Wiggily, come here — quick". _ . ia 

called Nurse Jane Fuzzy Wuzzy, the and worse. Every morning, when his flestroyed Dy jlre 
muskrat lady, to Mr. Longears, the rab-' mamma or papa called him, he would 
bit gentleman, one morning, when she say: "All right, I'm getting up, ana 
was out in the kitchen putting bows of then he would turn over, for just one 
ribbon on the carrot pancakes ao they more nap, and, before he knew it, ne 

would be almost late for school 
"Oh, I don't know what to do with 

him!" sighed Mrs. Littletail. "Sam
mie doesn't mean to be bad, but he is 

would look pretty when they came to 
the table. "Hurry, Uncle Wiggily!" 

"Why, whatever is the matter?" ask
ed the rabbit gentleman, who had Just 
come down the stairs of his hollow getting very lazy. He will nev®J" 
stump bungalow. "Did the tea kettle up to be a smart, quick rabbit. Ilk© his 
bite the coffee pot or have you burned papa, if he doesn't get up out of bed 
yourself?" i better than this." 

"Neither one, I'm glad to say," an-1 "That is very true," said Uncle Wlg-
swered Nurse Jane, laughing, "but I gily, who had come over to ca,ll on 
think something must be the matter Mrs Littletail. "And I think, if you 
over at Sammie Littletail's house," and will let me, I can play a little trick on 
she pointed across the snowy fields to Sammie that will at least make him 
the burrow where lived another rab- get up early tomorrow morning." 
bit family. "Oh, can you? Then please do! 

Uncle Wiggily looked and through cried the rabbit lady, arid Uncle Wig-
the window he could see Susie Little- ^ily said he would. t, man 
tail, the rabbit girl, running about, Mrs.1 That night the 
Little-tail, the mamma rabbit, was stayed all night at the Littletail house. 
hopptaf here and there, and Mr. Little- Sammie .nd Susie were M to see 
tail, the papa rabbit, with a spoon, was him, and had a Jolly evening. Finally, 

Evening Story 

A VISION IN VIOLET. 

BY HOPE AINSLEE. 

(Copyright, 1915, by the McClure 
Newspaper Syndicate) 

Jack Borden had three clews to her 
identity; he knew her father's tele
phone number, he had a package that 
belonged to her and he knew the 
perfume she used. 

He had been standing in a public 
telephone tooth in a drug store on 
Thirty-fourth street, between which 
and the other booths there were glass 
partitions. He had been trying to 
call one of his friends who was a stu
dent at Princeton college, and had 
found it necessary to hold the phone 
for some minutes while the young 
man was being searched for. While 
he stood in the booth a girl had 
come hastily into the adjoining com
partment, had called a number and 
had held a short conversation with 
some one she called "papa." She had 
been dressed in violet shades from 
head to foot, even to the dainty leather 
party bag she had carried. Borden 
thought he had never beheld so lovely 
a vision. 

A moment after she had gone Bor
den heard his friend at the other end 
of the line and entered into conver
sation with him. As he talked he 
noticed that the girl had left a small 
package on the shelf in the booth 
next to him. As soon as ne was fin
ished he stepped into the compart-

pounding on the bottom of the tin wish-
pan, as though it were a drum. 

"The house must be on fire!" cried 
Nurse Jane. 

"Oh, I hope not!" exclaimed Uncle 
Wiggily, and he ran across the snowy 
fields without stopping to put on his 
fur overcoat. "What is the matter, 
Susie?" he cried to the rabbit- girl. 

"Oh, it's just my brother Sammie," 
Susie said. "We want him to wake up 
and come down to breakfast, so he 
won't be late for school." 

"What! All that fuss just to awaken 
Sammie?" asked Uncle Wiggily. 

\"Yes," said Mrs. Littletail. "I am 
sorry to say that, of late, Sammie does 
not get up as quickly as he should. I 
have to call him several times. He 
wakes up and seems to go to sleep 
again. His father and I have a terrible 
time getting him off to school." 

"That is too bad," said Uncle Wig
gily. "Is there anything I can do?" 

"No, he'^ up now," said Susie, and 
Sammie came down stairs rubbing his 
pink eye* with his paw. 

"Oh. but I didn't want to get up," he 
yawned, sort of lazy like. 

"Hum," said Uncle Wiggily to him-
the 

It-was time to go to slumberland 
"Come on!" cried Uncle Wiggily. 

"Up to bed, Sammie, so you will arise 
early in the morning!" 

"All right," Sammie said. "And I'll 
not be lazy tomorrow morning." he 
promised. 

But, alas, when his papa called him 
next day, just as usual, Sammie an-
swered * 

"All "right. I'm getting up." Then 
he turned over for one more little nap, 
meaning to stay only a few minutes. 

"Now is your time. Uncle Wiggily," 
said Mrs. Littletail. The rabbit gentle
man went out on the porch and broke 
off a big icicle. Taking this in his 
paws he went softly up to Sammie's 
room. The rabbit boy was fast asleep. 
Uncle Wiggily put the icicle in Sam
mie's bed, under the covers, and went 
out in the hall. 

Then he pounded on the bedroom 
door, and called. 

"Sammie! Sammie! Get up! Get up! 
"All right, I'm getting up!" Sammie 

said, sleepily, and then he turned over 
for Just one more nap. 

But — presto chango! 
As Sammie turned over he rolled on 

the big cold and clammy icicle in his 
bed. Then he gave a sudden yell, leap-self as he hopped back across 

fields to his bungalow, while Sammie1 jDg up 
ate his breakfast. "I do hope that rab-1 "Ouch! Wow! What is this? Oh, 
bit boy is not going to grow up 3low kow coid; What is it?" Sammie cried, 
and careless." And Mr. Longears "just a little trick of mine to make 
brushed a snowflake off his whiskers. | yOU get up early," said Uncle Wiggily 

'Was the house on fire," asked with a laugh, poking his head in the 
Nurse Jane, when the rabbit returned. 

"No, they were Just getting Sammie 
up," Uncle Wiggily said. 

"Well, eat your breakfast," the 
muskrat lady went on. "It's a queer 
thing— so much excitement over a 
rabbit boy." 

The next morning, as Uncle Wiggily 
was wondering whether he should go 
over and play a game of French fried 
carrots with Grandfather Goosey Gan
der, or take a walk in the woods, he 
heard quite a noise over at the Little
tail rabbit house. This time Susie was 
blowing on a tin whistle, Mrs. Little-
tall was ringing a bell and Mr. Little
tail was drumming on the dishpan 
again, using an egg-beater. 

"Oh, I'm sure it's a fire this time," 
said Nurse Jane. 

"No, they're only getting Sammie up 
to go to school," spoke Uncle Wiggily, 
and so it was. 

door, "Do you want to go to sleep 
again Sammie?" 

"Oh, no! No!" cried the rabbit boy, 
and he jumped up and dressed in a 
hurry, he was so cold. 

"Well, after this, whenever you want 
to turn over and take another nap, 
there'll be an icicle in your bed," said 
Uncle Wiggily. "It's a little trick of 
mine." 

But he never had to play that trick 
on Sammie a second time, for the rab
bit boy, ever after that, arose the first 
time he was called and didn't go to 
sleep again until night. 

So you see icicles are very useful — 
almost as useful as a player piano — 
and in the next story I'll tell you about 
Uncle Wiggily and the carrot soup. 
But if you can do anything to stop the 
cups and saucers from jumping up and 
down when the teapot wants to pour 
coffee into them, I wish you would. 

ment and took the package. And as tleman s keen ®yes. 
he did so he was conscious of the < "Mr. Borden . ' the senior partner 
faintest suggestion of sweet English said politely, ^hat can I do for you. 
violets. Perhaps she had worn a Sit down.' 
cluster of them; perhaps it was per- • Borden sat down. My errand is 
fume . In any case the perfume and peculiar it may be important; it may 
the memory of her remained in his not." drew from his pocket the 
senses, and he wondered how he could violet beribboned package and a guilty 
find out who she was. , He even re- flush spread over his face. t—a 
membered her smile as she had lis- young woman who called this office 
tened to something her father had and spoke with some one she called 
said over the telephone arid the girl's 'pape'." Borden laughed as he]pro-
eyes had caught his own for one brief nounced the word left this parcel in 
instant as they stood so close to- the telephone booth. 1• j"*ve not .°Pen-
gether, with only the glass partition ed It. hut I have felt that I should re-
and conventionality separating, them, turn it if possible 

Being thoroughly a practical man, 
Jack Borden set out at once to find 
out who the girl's father was, since 
he knew the telephone number she 
had called. He realized that it was 
only a chance in a hundred that he 
could find out the man's name in this 
way, but if he were a man who had 
a phone in his own name, a lawyer, 
doctor, merchant, broker, then it 
might be possible. If he were only 
one of a firm; if he merely worked 
for a corporation—then it would be 
like looking for the proverbial needle 
that was lost in the haystack. 

He had not opened the package, for 
it was daintily tied with violet ribbon 
and wrapped in tissue paper. It 
looked like a gift to some one, and 
he felt that he had no right to open 
it. He would do so only if he could 
find out who she was in no other way 
than by advertising his find. 

After some difficulty he learned 
that the telephone number the girl had 
called was the number of the firm of 
Dorn & Dolittle, with offices in Ex
change place, in the lower end of the 
city. Dorn & Dolittle were commis
sion brokers, and Borden wondered 
how he was going to find out which 
partner had a beautiful daughter who 
had called him on the telephone on 
Wednesday afternoon, and who wore 
pastel shades of violet to match her 
eyes. His was not a very tangible 
piece of business, and yet he knew he 
must seek out the partners and find 
out which was the one he wanted to 
know. 

He reached the office and was con
fronted by the usual type of New 
York office boy. Borden had rather 
hoped to find a human being instead 
of one of those boys. 

"Dorn & Dolittle, I believe?" Bor
den said, as he entered the small but 
well appointed outer office. 

"That's what it says on the door. 
Who do you want?" asked the office 
boy, continuing the mechanical process 
of stamping letters and chewing gum. 

"Give my card to Mr. Dorn," said 
Borden suddenly, taking a card from 
his case. 

The boy disappeared. "All right 
Step in," he said on returning a mo
ment later. 

Jack Borden felt very conscious ol 
his sentimental mission as he stepped 
into the office of Mr. Dorn and stood 

Mr. Dorn smiled and took the 
package. He untied the violet bow 
and unwrapped an exquisite bit of old 
lace. "Why—it's my wife's grand
mother's wedding veil," he exclaimed. 
"How could it have been lost!" 

"You have a daughter?" Borden 
asked* 

"No, but Doolittle has—a beauty, too. 
Was it her, do you think?" 

Borden smiled and nodded. "I sus
pect that it was. The young woman 
was very beautiful " 

"And that's why you have been so 
solicitous about the package," laughed 
Mr. Dorn. "I see it all now. But how 
Hilda got this treasure—and then lost 
it—I don't see," he said, looking again 
at the bit of yellowed lace. 

Borden heard voices in the adjoin
ing office. He heard the girl's voice 
—the girl he had heard in the tele
phone booth. Mr. Dorn helard them, 
too. He rose to go into hisi partner's 
room. "Just a minute, please. I hear 
Miss Doolittle now." 

And In a moment Borden found 
himself face to face with the girl he 
had been seeking. She had come to 
her father's office in great distress to 
urge him to leave no stone unturned 
in his effort to find the borrowed bit 
of lace. 

"I borrowed it to exhibit at the 
'Made in the U. S.' exposition — for 
that veil was made in this country by 
Mrs. Dora's grandmother herself, one 
hundred years ago. Oh, I've been so 
worried! I hope you won't tell Mrs. 
Dorn—please don't," she implored of 
her father's partner. "And you, Mr. 
Borden—you have been too good to 
take, such care of it," she told Borden. 
"I did see you in the booth next to 
IPP " she added flushing. 
"'.u. doolittle, feeling that something 
momentous in his life was taking 
place, looked Borden up and down 
politely but decidedly. "It was most \ 
thoughtful of you, Mr. Borden,'' he 
said, "most thoughtful. Many would 
have left the package at the desk in 
the drug store in case anyone called 
for it—I think. Eh, Hilda?" he asked 
his daughter, laughingly. 

"I'm sure most men would never 
have gone to so much trouble as 
this," she said, simply and not look
ing at Borden. 

"Suppose we all go to lunch together 
to celebrate—shall we Dorn? Put the 

Fort Madison, April 27.—The Fort 
Madison shoe factory was totally 

believed to have,-
been caused by spontaneous com bus- j 
tion. The loss was estimated at be- • 
tween $15,000 and $20,000 and was cov
ered by Insurance. 

This factory was the first of five 
new Industries secured by the Fort 
Madison First club during the past 
year. A great deal of labor and money 
had been spent in locating this factory i pjve 
here and the destruction of the plant; 
by fire last night was greatly regret
ted. 

The factory has been in operation 
for three or four months and was do
ing a very nice business. The build
ing, a two story brick structure 150 by 
200 feet was new and was equipped 
with practically all new machinery. 
Some of the machinery had been pur
chased and installed in the building 
very recently. 

Directors of the company and of 
the Fort Madison First club held a 
meeting Monday to determine upon 
plans for rebuilding the factory- It is 
believed the plans will materialize and 
that the plant will be rebuilt at once. 

When In • 
S*\ • 

Ottumwa : 

Eat at The 
Iowa Cafe 
doors west of the Courier. 

WEST POINT MAN 
SERIOUSLY INJURED 

Ft. Madison, April 27—Chris Pom-
berg, who resides two miles east of 
West Point on the West Point-Den
mark road, was seriously Injured in an 
accident which occured one-half mile 
from the Pitman bridge, when the car 
he was driving went over the bank and 
and turned partly over, pinioning Mr. 
Pomberg between the steering wheel 
and a tree. v 

The machine was a large car and 
the force of the Impact crushed Mr. 
Pomberg'a chest; the left lung filled 
with blood and the heart was pressed 
to one side. The car would have turn
ed clear over, had it not struck a tree 
as it did and the man's body received 
the entire force of the blow. 

Mr. Pomberg had been in Fort Mad
ison to have some defect In the ma
chine repaired and the car was still 
not working right. At the time of the 
accident he waB trying the car on the 
road near his home and was watch
ing the car more than the road. He 
dropped several feet before striking 
the tree in the descent. Medical at
tention was obtained at once and a 
Fort Madison i surgeon called in con
sultation. The physician stated that 
the injured man had an even chance 
of recovering. He was removed to 
his home nearby. He is a young man, 
about 25 yeare of age, and single. 

CONTINUE TILLOTSON 
UNTIL SEPTEMBER 

Fairfield, April 27.—The last.week 
of the April term of the .district court 
of Jefferson county will bring to trial 
no jury cases, as the members of the. 
jury were dismissed for the remainder 
of the term Monday afternoon by 
Judge C. W. Vermilion shortly after the 
opening of court. 

The criminal cases against H. R. Til-
lotson of Stockport -which were set 
for trial Monday afternoon were con
tinued until the September tern, owing 
to the fact that attorneys for Tillotson 
were ill. 

Court adjourned until Thursday 
morning when the cases of Shirk vs. 
Downey; Pence vs. Brandall will be 
heard. The cases of Miller vs Miller, 
and Hornell vs. Pumphrey were set for 
trial Friday morning and after the 
hearing of these cases it is likely that 
this term of court will be ended. 

BLOOMFIELD WOMAN 
DIES AT RYAN HOME 

Bloomfield, April 27.—May. daughter 
of Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Stokes, passed 
away at the home of her aunt, Mrs. 
L. H. Ryan, wast of Bloomfield, Sat
urday afternoon of Bright's disease. 
The deceased, who was in her 24th 
year, was born in Davis county and 
moved with her parents to Colorado 
about thirteen years ago, where they 
lived for several years. When her 
father preceded her In death and since 
that time she and her mother have 
made their home there until last No
vember when they came to Iowa. 

The funeral was held at the Ryan 
home Monday, conducted by Rev. H. 
B. Scoles of Bloomfield, the remains 
were taken to Trop for burial. 

TOOK FATAL POTION 
Traer, April 27.—Miss Vernonica 

McKenna 17 years old, daugter of Mr. 
and Mrs. J. P. McKenna living east 
of Blessing church, is dead from the 
effects of carbolic acid poisoning. The 
motive is a complete mystery. Wheth
er the poison was taken through mis
take or with suicidal intent does not 
seem to be known. 

FIRE DESTROYS HOME. 
Hillsboro, April 27.—The residence 

of S. C. Boley, southwest of town, 
caught fire Sundayx about noon and 
was completely destroyed. The fire 
was first noticed by Mr. Mathlng, a 
neighbor. Most of the household goods 
on the first floor was saved, but near
ly everything upstairs, including all 
beds and bedding, was destroyed. The 
fire started in the flue. 

WANT WOMAN POLICE. 
Mason City, April 27—A petition is 

being circulated at Charles City ask
ing the city council to appoint a wom
an on the police force. The argument 
1b that a good many women need at
tention as much as men and a: woman 
is best fitted to do this part of the 
work. There are several women in 
Charles City eminently fitted for the 
position. The overseer of the poor of 
Mason City is • a woman and she has 
police power given her. 

Equipment and 
Experienced Men 

enable us to do your upholstering • 

and repairing of furniture, as it 

should be'done. Don't trust your 

work <o inexperienced men. 

H.W.Suechting Co 
128 W. Sectatf. New Phone M7-Y 

HANSELL 
EVE, EAR, NOfeE 

AND THROAT 
SPECIALIST 

Glasses Fitted and 
' FurnlsHed. 

Office over Wool-
worth 5c and 10e 

Store. • 

Dr.D.E.Graham 
Hours—• to 12 a. m.; 1 to • p. nv 

Ennls Office Sldg, Ottumwa, Iowa, 

The Best Way 
Is to have ye»r clothes matie 

to order. 

The Best Place 
to have them made is 

The Glasgow 
Po More $15!Vo Less 

Glasgow Woolen Mills Co 
224 East Main St. 

the momentary scrutiny of that gen- precious veil in your bag this time, 

Q &u£ht©r.'f 
After iunch Borden was permitted 

to travel home with Miss Doolittle and 
during that time the two made plan to 
meet again 

role in their lives. 
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SCHOOL TROUBLE 
SETTLED FOR GOOD 

Iowa Falls, April 27.—The school 
question which agitated a considerable 
portion of the pdpulation of the city 
early in the spring, has been dropped 
and oil poured on the troubled waters. 
An appeal was taken to the county 
f iperintendent seeking to over rule an 
action of the local school board in clos
ing two grades in the north ward. The 
county superintendent sustained the 
local board in its action and an appeal 
was taken from her decision to the 
state superintendent but the matter 
seems to have been dismissed by the 
parties making the appeal and seems 
to have passed into history for the 
present at least. 

LAWMAKER IS NOW 
VERY SERIOUSLY ILL 

Mason City, April 27.—Representa
tive George H. Purdy of Rockford is at 
a local hospital, with very little hopes 
of recovery. He is conscious only at 
times. Two weeks ago he went to 
Rochester to be examined by the 
Mayos. Pressing duty at Des Moines 
called him there before they fully de
termined as to the trouble. Last Fri
day he came from Des Moines and has 
been getting worse ever since. A Chi
cago specialist is here for consultation 
with local physioians. His condition 
is now so critical that it is not thought 
an operation can be performed. If he 
rallies it may be undertaken. 

KEOKUK WOMAN IS 
STRUCK BY AUTO • 

Keokuk, April 27.—Miss Cecilia 
Griffin of this city was fatally in? 
jured Saturday afternoon when struok 
by an automobile at Fifth and Mala 
streets. The car was driven by Perry 
Anderson, aged 15 years, of Croton. 
Eye witnesses state that he was mov
ing at a very slow rate of speed when 
the accident occurred. Miss Griffin, 
who was about 50 years of age, stepped 
in front of the approaching car and 
was knocked down and dragged for a 
distance of twenty-five feet. Her skull 
is supposed to have been fractured, a 
deep wound being inflicted on the 
back of the head. Miss Griffith was 
conveyed to the Graham hospital 
where she died later. 

WILL OIL STREETS. 
. Nichols, April 27.—That the streets 
of Nichols will be oiled this summer 
is assured. The complete amounl 
needed for this improvement has been 
subscribed and the Reiley Oil Co. of 
Burlington have been let the contract 
for the furnishing of 8,000 gallons ol 
oil. The streets were oiled last sum
mer and the results were so pleasing 
that little difficulty was experienced in 
securing the amount necessary thia 
spring. 

GETS LIFE SENTENCE 

DeB Moines, April 27 — Joseph 
Heathcote, a coal miner, who killed 
his wife during a drunken frenzy a* 

And it did not take many meetings • their home near Oralabor, a mining 
to show the family of the girl that town near here, ten days ago, and then 
the wedding veil which had played pleaded guilty to second degree mur-
so important a part in the meeting der, was sentenced to life imprison-
of two young people hlght have a ment at Fort Madison by District 
chance to play a still more important i Judge Dudley. He was taken to Fort 

I Madison Monday. 

J 

B"j~F i R n IT! ii II'ii. ;<RA»R »INIH>I>w:IIMFTI,IVI;M'" trn T NINAIRVRIIVRRTI-IIRIRR.-1 —nr. -m-TR-


