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SYNOPSIS.

Challis Wrandall is found murdered into
a road house near New York. Mrs. Wran-
dall is summoned from the city and iden-
tides the tbody A .'oung woman who so-
companied Wrandall to the inn and sub-
sequently disappeared. is suspected.
Wrandall, it appears. had led a gay life
and neglected his wife. Mrs. Wrandall
starts ba-.k for N-w York in an auto dur-
Ing a blinding snow storm. On the way
she meets a young woman in the road
who proves to he the woman who killed
Wrandall. Feeling that the girl had done
her a servlce in ridding her of the man
who though she loved him deeply, had
caused her great sorrow. Mrs. Wrandall
determines to shield her and takes her to
her own home. Mrs. Wrandall hears the
story of Hetty Castleton's life. except that
portion that relates to Wrandail. This
and the story of the tragedy she forbids
the girl ever to tell. She offers Hetty a
home, friendship and security from peril
ae account of the tragedy. Mrs. Sara
Wrandall and Hetty attend the funeral
of Challis Wrandall at the home of his
parents. Sars Wrandall and Hetty re-
turn to New York after an absence of a
year is Europe. Leslie Wrandall. brother
eo Challis, makes himself useful to Rara
and becomes greatly interested In Hetty.

CHAPTER VI.-Continued.
Sara and Hetty did not stay long In

town. The newspapers announced the
return of Challis Wrandall's widow
and reporters sought her out for inter-
views. The old interest was revived
and columns were printed about the
murder at Burton's Inn, with sharp
editorial comments on the failure of
the police to clear up the mystery.

of shall ask Leslie down for the
weekend." said Sara. the third day
lfter their arrival in the country. The
hee was huge sad lonely, and time
hiar rather heavily despite the glori-
ous uplift of spring.

lrtty looked up quickly from her
book. A look of dismay fickered in
her pos for an tnstant sad then gave
way to the calmness that had come to
dwel in their depths of late Her lips
parted in the sudden Impalse to cry
out silast the plan, but she checked
the words. Per a moment her dark.
qeteailng eyes studled the face of
her beaneaetress; then, as itf nothing
had been revealed to her, she allowed
her Som to drift pensively out toward
the suet sea.

They were sittling on the broad
verandah overlooking the sound. The
dusk of evelnng was beginning to steel
over the earth. She laid her book
aside.

"Will you telephone In to him after
dinner, Hetty?" went on Sara, after
a long period of silence.

Again Hetty started. This time a
look of aetual pain lashed in her eyes.

"Would not a note by post be more
certain to fnd him in the-" she be.
gan hurriedly.

"I dislike writing notes," said Sara
calmly. "Of course, dear, if you feel
that you'd rather not telephone him,
I can-"

"I dare say I am Ilcky, 8ara4' apol-
.egied Hetty in quick contrltlod. "Of
course he Is yeor brother. I should
zreme-"

"My brotbeb.law, dear," said Sara,
trfle too literally.
"He will come ofte to your house,"

weat on Hetty raidly. "I must make
the best of t."

"He is your fred, Hetty. He ad-
mires you."
"1 annt so him trough your

ores, ar."
"Bat he is charming and agreeable,
na'1l admit," persisted the other.
"He is very kind, and he is devoted

to you. I should like his for that."
"You have no se ar disliking

him."
"I de not dislike him. Ie-I am-Oh,.
Salway• have been so theoughtful,

se csmsiderate, Sara, I an't under-
stbd yeur falling to se bow bard It
is for me ti -well to endure his-aee "nhi

Sara was silent fAr a memeat "You
drew a pretty ne li, Hettry," she
eaid patly.

Hetty fushed. "You mea that
there is little to cheese between wife
and brother? That Is't quite fair.
You know everything. he knows noth-
lag. I wear a mask or him; yeou have
seer into the very heart of me. It
isn't the came."

Sara cam over sad stoaod beside the
girl'e ohair. After a moment of Lade'

Hoey Lsked Up Quikly From the

elb she lad her hand n Hetty'
ahulder. The girl looked up, th evu
rerring qrton n her epyes.

"We have•t spoke of-of theseo
things ma•y months, Hetty."

"Not sntce Mrs. Wrandall aqd Vvr-
las em to Nie. I was uopset-dread'
tully upeet the, Bara I don't know
bow I mlanaged to get through with
It."

"But you maaged It," pronounced
USr. Her angers seemed to tighte
sddeily oa the girl'es shoulder. "I
tlhink we were quite wondertfl, both
ofus. It was't easy for ma"

"Why did we come back to New
York. naraF" burst out Hetty, elasp
tug her red''si hand as If siddenly

spred by terror. "We were happy
ever ther Ad hsei"

"Listen, my dear," said Sara, a
hard note growing in her voice: "this
is my home. I do not love It, but I
can see no reason for abandoning It.
That is why we came back to New
York."

Hetty pressed her friend's hand to
her lips. "Forgive me," she cried Im-
pulsively. "I shouldn't have com-
complained. It was detestable."

"Besides," went on Sara evenly.
"you were quite free to remain on the
other side. I left it to you."

"You gave me a week to decide,"
said Hetty in a hurried manner of
speaking. "I-I took but twenty-tour
hours-less than that. Over night.
you remember. I love you, Sara I
could not leave you. All that night
I could feel you pulling at my heart
strings, pulling me closer, and holding
me. You were in your room, I in
mine, and yet all the time you seemed
to be bending over me in the dark-
ness, urging me to stay with you and
love you and be loved by you. It
couldn't have been a dream."

"It was not a dream." said Sara,
with a queer smile.

"You do love me'?" tensely.
"I do love you." was the firm an-

swer. 8ar was staring across the

"Good God, Saral" Cried the Girl In

water, her eyes big and as black as
night Itself. She seemed to be looking
far beyond the misty IIghts that bob-
bled with nearby schooners, far be-
yond the yellow mass on the opposite
shore where a town lay cradled in the
shadows, far into the fast darkening
sky that came up like a wall out of
the east.

Hefty's fingers tightened in a
warmer clasp. Unconsciously perhaps,
Sara's grip on the girl's shoulder
tightened also; uneonselously, for her
thotglhts were far away. The younger
woman's pensive gase rested on the
peaceful waters below, taking in the
slow approach of the tog that was
soon to envelop the land. Neither
spoke for many minutes: inscrutable
thinkers. each a prey to thoughts that
leaped backward to the beginning and
took up the puzzssle at its inception.

"I wonder--" beaa Hetty, her eyes
narrowing with the intensity of
thought. She did act complete the
sentence.

ara answered the unspoken quse-
tia. "It will never be diferent from
what it is now, unless you make it so."

Hetty started. "How could you have
known what I was thinkingl T she
cried in wonder.

"It is what you are always think.
in, my dear. Yo are always asking
yourself when will I tarn against you."
"Mars!"
"Your own intelligence should sup

ply the answer to all the questions you
are askin of yourself. It is too late
for me to turn against you." She ab'
rptly removed her hand from Hettys

nshoulder and walked to the edge of
tbhe veranda. rFbr the first time, the
English girl was conscious of pain.
She drew her arm up and rtnlged. She
pulled the light scarf about her bare
shoulders.

The butler appeared in the doorway.
"The telephone, If you please, Miss

Castleton. Mr. Lesle Wrandall Is
callia&"

The girl etared. C"Por me, Watsone"
"Yes, miss."
Hetty had risen, visibly agitated.
"Whst shall I say to him. Sara"

she cried.
"Apparently it is he who has some-

thing to say to yeou," said the other,
still smiling. "Walt and see what it
is. Please don't negieet to say that
we'd Jike to have him over Sunday."

"A box of flowers has Just come up
from the station for you, miss," said
Wetson.

Hetty was very white as she passed
into the house. Mrs. Wrandall re

inmed her conatemplation of the fog-
eorrned sond.

"Shall I feth you a wrap, ma'am?"
asked Watson, bettWetn

"I am comig tn. Watson Open the
bo of Dowere for Miss Castleton. Is
there a fare a tnhe library "

"Yes, Mrs. Wrandall"
"Mr. lAsle will be out oen Satrday.

TeU Mrs. CokMlag-
"The eveans gtradtn, anamt"
"No. The evethlrty. He rwll

be here for luncheon."
Whim Hetty hurried into the library

a few miutes Iater, her manner was
that of one coosiderably distrbed by
eomethlng that has transpired ealmost
on the moment Her hebks were

eshod and her eyes were rflectors
of a no unaertain distress of mind.
Mrs. Wrandall was standins before
the fireplace, an exquisite figure in the
alnky black evening gown which she
aected in thee days. Her perfectly
modelled neck and shoulders lieemed

hike plnk marble a the redected galow
of the brnntag lop. She wre so Jew-
aeky ut there wm a asnl white rene

in her dark hair. where it had been
placed by the whimsical Hetty an hoar
earlier as they left the dinner table.

"He is coming out on the eleven-
thirty, Sara," said the girl nervously,
"unless you will send the motor in for
him. The body of his car is being
changed and it's In the shop. He must
have been Jesting when he said he
would pay for the petrol-I should
have said gasoline."

Sara laughed. "You will know him
better, my dear." she said. "Leslie is
very light-hearted."

"He suggested bringing a friend,"
went on Hetty hurriedly,. "A Mr.
Booth, the portrait painter."

"I met him in Italy. He is charm-
ing. You will like him. too, Hetty."
The emphasis did not escape notice.

"It seems that be is spending a fort-
night in the village, this Mr. Booth,
painting spring lambs for rest and
recreation, Mrn Leslie says."

"Then he is at our very gates," said
Sara, looking up suddenly.

"I wonder if he can be the man I
saw yesterday at the bridge," mused
Hetty. "Is he tall?"

"I really can't say. He's rather
vague. It was six or seven years ago."

"It was left that Mr. Wrandall is to
come out on the eleven-thirty," ex-
plained Hetty. "I thought you wouldn't
like sending either of the motors in."

"And Mr. Booth?"
"We are to send for him after Mr.

Wrandall arrives. He is stopping at
the inn, wherever that may be."

"Poor fellow!" sighed Sara, with a
grimae. "I am sure he will like us
immensely if be has been stopping at
the inn."

Hetty stood staring down at the
blasing logs for a full minute before
giving expression to the thought that
troubled her.

"Sara." she said, meeting her
friend's eyes with a steady light in her
own, "why did Mr. Wrandall ask for
me instead of you? It is you he is
coming to visit, not me It is your
hbouse. Why should-"

"My dear," said Bara glibly, "I am
merely his sisterin-alaw. It wouldn't
be necessary to ask me if he should
come. He knows he is welcome."

"Then why should he feel called up-
on to-"

"Some men like to telephone, I sup-
pose," said the other coolly.

"I wonder if you will ever under-
stand how I feel about-ebout certain
things, Sara,"

"What, for instance?"
"Well, his very evident interest in

me," cried the girl hotly. "He sends
me fowers-this is the second box
this week-and he is so kind, so very
friendly, Sara, that I can't bear it-I
really can't."

Mrs. Wrandall stared at her. "You
can't very well send him about his
business." she said, "unless he be-
comes more than friendly. Now, can
you?"

"But it seem so-ao horrible, so
beastly.," groaned the girl.

Sara faced her squarely. "See here,
Hetty," she said levelly, "we have
made our bed, yeu and I. We must lie
in It-together. If Leslle Wrandall
chooses to fall in love with you, that
is his affair, not ours. We must face
every condition. In plain words, we
must play the game."

"What could be more appalling than
to have him fall in love with me?"

"The other way 'round would be
more dramatic, I should say."

"Good God Sara!" cried the girl in
horror. "How can you even speak of
such a thing?"

"After all, why shouldn't-" began
Sara, but stopped in the middle of her
suggestion, with the result that it had
its full effect without being uttered ton
so many cold-blooded words. The girl
shadded.

I wish, Sara, you would let me en-
burden myself completely to you," Abe
pleaded, seining he ri Mend's hands.
"Yeou have forbidden me-"

Bare erked her hands away. Her
eyes hued. "I do not want to hear
it," abed cried Largely. "Never, never!
Do you undewstand? It is your secret
I will not share it with you. I should
hate you if I knew everythling. As It
is, I love you bcause you are a wom-
an who sIffered at the hand of one
who made me sufrer. There is noth-
ig more to say. Don't bring up the
subject again. I want to be your
•end for eover, not your confdanta
Th-e is a distaction. Yen may be
able to see how very marked it is in
our case Hetty. What one does not
Iknow, seldom hurts."

"But I want to Justify myself-"
"It isn't necessary," cut in the other

so peremptorily that the girl's eyes
spread into a look of anger. Where-
upon Bar Wrandasll threw her arm
about her and drew her down beside
heor in the chalse-lounge. "I didn't
mean to be harsh," she cried. "We
must not speak of the pest, that's alL
The future is not likely to hurt us,
dear. Let us avoid the past."

"The futare!" sighred the girl, star
tnlag blankly before her.

"To apprecate what it is to be,"
said the other, "you have but to thlnk
of what it might have beeu."

"I know,"' aid Hetty, i a low
voib "And yet I sometimes weeder
If-"

ar Iaterrupted. "You are paydng
mae, dear, instead of the law," she sad
gently. "I am not a harsh creditor,
emit"

"My life belongs to you. I give it
cherully, evu Slgdly."

"So you have aid before. Well, if
It belongs to m, you mliht at least
permit me to develop it as I would any
other possessio I take it us an ti-
vestment It will probably Suetuate."

"Now you are JestlaSl"
"Perhaps," said Sar8e laeonically.
The next morning Hetty set forth

for her accustomed tramp over the
roads that woad through the estate.-
Sara, the American, dawdled at home,
reseting the chill spring drissle that
did not in the lest dibourae the

She came to the bridge by the mill.
long since deserted and now a thing of
ruin and decay. A man in knicker-
bockers stood leaning against the rail.
idly gasing down at the trickling
stream below. The brier pipe that
formed the circuit between hand and
lips sent up soft blue coils to float
away on the driszle.

She passed behind him, with a sin-
gle furtive, curious glance at his hand-
some, undisturbed profile, and in that
glance recognized him as the man she
had seen the day before.

When she was a dozen rods away.
the tall mak turned his face from the
stream and sent after her the long-
restrained look. There was something
akin to cautiousness in that look of
his, as if he were afraid that she
might turn her head suddenly and
catch him at it. Something began
stirring in his heart, the nameless
something that awakens when least
expected. He felt the subtle, sweet
femininity of her a she passed. It
lingered with him as he looked.

She turned the bend in the road a
hundred yards away. For many min-
utes he studied the stream below
without really seeing it. Then he
straightened up. knocked the ashes
from his pipe, and set off slowly in
her wake. although he had been walk-
ing in quite the opposite direction
when he came to the bridge--and on
a mission of some consequence, too.

There was the chance that he would
meet her coming back.

CHAPTER VII.

A Faithful CraveoPonlt.
Leslie Wrandall usae out on the

eleven-thirty. Hetty was at the station
with the motor, a sullen resentment
in her heart, but a welcoming smile
on her lips. The sun shone brightly.
The sound glared with the white of re-
flected skies.

"I thought of catching the eight
o'clock." he cried enthusiastically, as
he dropped his bag beside the motor
in order to reach over and shake
hands with her. "That would have
gotten me here houam earlier. The dif-
ficulty was that I didn't think of the
eight o'clock until I awoke at nine."

"And then you had the additional
task of thinking about breakfast,"
said Hetty, but without a trace of sa-
asm in her manner.

"I never think of breakfast," said
he amiably. "I merely eat it Of
course, it's a task to eat it sometimes,
but-well. how are you? How do you
like it out here '

He was beside her on the broad
seat, his face beaming, his gay little
mustache pointing upward at the ends
like oblique brown exclamation points,
so expansive was his smile.

"I adore it," she replied, her own
smile growing in response to his. It
was impossible to resist the good na-
ture of him. She could not dislike
him, even though she dreaded him
deep down in her heart. Her blood
was hot and cold by turns when she
was with him, as her mind opened and
shpt to thoughts pleasant and unpleas-
ant with something of the regularity
of a fish's gills in breathing.

"When I get to heaves I mesa to
have a place in the country the year
round," be said conclusively.

"And if you don't get to heavet?"
"I suppose I'1% take a furnished fat

somewhere."
Sar was waiting for them at the

bottom of the terrace as they drove
up. He leaped out sad kissed her
hand.

"Much obliged," he marmured, with
a slight twist of his head in the dire
tion of Hetty, who was giving orders
to the chaufeur.

"You're quite welcome," said ara,
with a smile of understandig. "She's
lovely, Isn't she?"

"EnchantiagI" said he, almost too
loudly.

Betty walked up the long ascent
ahead of them. She did not have to
look hack to know that they ware
watching her with unalterinlg inaterest.
She could feel their gaas.

"Absolutely adorable," he added, en-
larging his estimate without ra4ally
ins aware that he voiced it

Sar shot a look at his ript faoe,
and turned her own away to hide the
queer little smile that flickered briefly
and died away>

Hetty, pleading a sudden headache,
declined to accompsny them later on
in the day when they set forth in the
car to "pick up" Brandon Booth at the
Inn. They were to bring him over,
bag and baglage, to stay till Tuesday.

"He will be wild to paint her," do-
clared Leseile when they were out of
sight around the bead in the road. He
had waved his hat to Hetty ulast be
fore the trees shuat off their view of
her. 8he was standing at the top of
the steps beside one of the tall Italian
vases.

"I've never seen such eyes," he ex-
claimed.

"Bhe's a darllng," said BSar and
chasnsed the subject, knowing full well
that he would ome bhck to it before

"I'm mad about her," he aid sm-
ply, sad then, tfor same uaseeutale
reass, gyv over belng loquaiousa
and lapse into a satot o almost
lugubrios qulet,

She giaseeud at his ace frtively
pt frst, - if unertain of his mod,
then with a prolonged stare that was
frankly uaris and amuased.

"Don't le yeour head. I•ell" she
said softly, almost purringiy.

He started. "Oh, I say,8nr Fm
not likely to-"

"Stranger things have happened,"
she inaterrupted, with a shake of her
head. "I an't asBrd to have you
makItag love to her sad getting tired
of the gam as you always do. dear
boy, just uas soon as you fid she's
in love with you. She is too dear to
be hurt in that way. You muast't-"

"Geod lrdi" be cried; "what-a
h•-uner menmmt take me forl Wh,

if I thought she'd- But nonsense!
Let's talk about something else.
Yourself, for Instanoe."

She leaned back with a smile on
her lips, but not In her eyes; and
drew a long. deep breath. He was
hard hit. That was what she wanted
to know.

They found Booth at the inn. He
was eitting on the old-fashioned porch.
surrounded by bags and boys. As he
climbed into the car after the baegs
the boys grinned and Jingled the coins
In their pockets and ventured, almost
in unison, the intelligence that they
would all be there if he ever came
back again. Big and little, they had
transported his easel and canvasses
from place to place for three weeks
or more and his departure was to be
regarded as a financial calamity.

Leslie, perhaps in the desire to be
alone with his reflections, sat forward
with the chauffeur, and paid little or
no heed to the unhappy person's com-
ments on the vile condition of all vil-
lage thoroughfares, New York city In-
cluded.

"And you painted those wretched
little boys Instead of the beautiful
things that nature provides for us out
here, Mr. Booth?' Sara was saying
to the artist beside her.

"Of course I managed to get a bit

"Enehamtigl" Said He, Almost Tee
Loudly.

of nature, even at that." said he, with
a smile. "Boys are pretty close to
earth, you know. To be perfectly hon-
est, I did it in brder to get away from
the eminently beautiful but unnatural
things I'm required to paint at home."

"I suppose e will see you at the
Wrandall place this summer."

"I'm coming out to pit Leslie's
sister in June, I believe. And that
reminds me, I came upon an uncom-
monly pretty girl not far from your
place the other day-ead yeterday,
as well--some one I've met before, un-
less rm vastly mistaken. I waoder
if you know your neighbors well
enough-by sight, at least-to venture
a good guess as to who I mean."

She appeared thoughttuL
"Oh, there are douas of pretty

girls In the noighborhood. Can't you
remember where you met-" She
stopped suddenly• swift look of ap-
preheansion n her eyes.

He failed to nete the look or the
broken sentence. He was searehtng
Into his cost pocket r somethlon Se
leating a letter from the middle of a
smal pocket, bhe held It out to her.

"I sketched this rem memory. She
posed all too brily fhe me," he said.

On the back of the envelope was a
remarkably good likeness of Hetty
Casteto, done broadly, sketchily.
with a crayon point, evidestly drawa
with haste while the tImpression was
fres, but long after she had passed
out of range of his vision.

"I know her," said Sara quetly.
"Ith very clever. Mr. Booth."

"ThIere is something hauntingly fe
mtillar rheut 1St," he went em, looknlg
at the shetch with a •own o• prmlem-
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ALMOST PERFECT IN SYSTEM
Modern Hotel a Wonderful Improve.

ment Over Its Predecessor of Only
a Few Years Age.

"It is wonderful to appreciate the
difference i hotel system. of today
and 1 years ago. And still, with all
the conveniences that are ofered to
guests at practleally the same rates
there is the man who inda tault

"Today guests have telephones In
their room, whereas several years
ago they had asythlng from a ew-
bell to a row of brass cheeks operab
ed with a eod.

"At the old Gobsos hbess about
twelve years ago, we Installed a de
vise for losstag lab• r whse was
calle a teleseme It was a sort t
posth buttoe abir which was ra
posed to sigal for a0ythng fiem a
laha ramaseo anewpger to a bag of
peanuts. You'd psh the button s
many times asd disres• t ligh wouol
bob up oa the beard In the ee after
the lerk had released the tinlcator.

"O day I palled eat the indicator
on a certain room and the lights
lared up. The sigal showed a very
diseult drink and I aste"ed to notify
the cae.

"A boy took the drink upstairsr but
could ind no one. After a lttle In
vestgaption we blad the room had
not been occupied for two weeks and
that the signal had been gives wheo
a mai had paste the bed against
the -leL btes

Ity. "I've seen her somewhere, but
for the life of me I can't place her.
Perhaps in a crowded street, or the
theater, or a railway train--ust a
feeting gltmpse, you know. But to
any event I got a lasting impression.
Queer things like that happen, don't
you think so?"

Mrs. Wrandall leaned forward and
spoke to Leslle. As he turned, she
handed him the envelope, without
comment.

"Great Scott!" he exclaimed.
"Mr. Booth is a mind reader," she

explained. "He has been reading
your thoughts, dear boy."

Booth understood, and grinned.
"You don't mean to say-" began

the dumfounded Leslie, still staritn
at the sketch. "Upon my word, it's a
wonderful likeness, old chap I didn't
know you'd ever met her."

"Met her?" cried Booth, a amilable
conspirator. "I've never met her."
"8ee here, don't try anything like

that on me. How could you do this
if you've never seean-"

"He is a mind reader," cried Sara.
"Haven't you been thinking of her

steadily for-well, we'll sy tea main
utes?" demanded Booth.

Leslie reddened. "Neasease!"
"That's a mental telepathy sketch."

said the artist, complacently.
"When did you do that?"
"This instant, you mlght eay. See!

Here it the orayon point. I always
carry one around with me for just
sunoeb-"

"All right," said Leole blandly, at
the same time putting the envelope In
his own poeket; "well let it go at
that. It you're o elever at rbad pie•
tars pyen can go to work and make
another for yourself. I mean to keep
this one."

"I say." began Booth, dismayed.
"One's thoughts are his own," said

the happy possessor of the sketch. He
turned his back oa them.

Sara was contrite. "He wll never
give it up." she lamented.
"Is he really ard ht?" asked Booth

taIn surprise.
"I wonder," mused Sara.
"Of course he's weleome to the

skeath, confound him."
"Would you like to paint her?"
"Is this a commission "
"Hardly. I know her, thats all.

She is a very dear riend."
"My heart is set pa palting some

one else. Mrs. Wrundall."
"Oh!"
"When I know ye better I'll tell

you who she Is."
"Could you make a sketch of this

other one from memory?" she asked
ltdhtly.

"I think so. I'll show you aoe this
evening. I have my trusty erayon
about me always, as I said betore."

Later In the afternoon Booth came
face to face with Betty. He was de-
scending the stairs and met her eom.
ing up The streamed tin through
the tall windows at the turn a the
stairs, shniaag full Ia br uplifted Bfe
as she approached him from below.
He could not repress the start of

amasement. She waes carrying a be
of roses ti her arms-red res whose
stems protruded far beyod the end
of the pasteboard hba and reeked of
a tragraq t dsmpas,

She gave him a shry. startled smile
as she passed. He had steed to
make oom or hr e the tar. som
what da~s4, he retImed ea his wah
down the step to sddesly reomember
with a twinge oat dismay that he hb
not returned her polite smil, but hd
stared at her with most unblklang
fervor. Ih no little shame ad em
barrasement he set a swift glree
over his sheuldar. She was walkig
lose to the banister rail on the aor

above. As he gsesed up their eyes
meot, tr sh too had turnse to pear.

Leslie Wrandal was steanding sear
the fest of th stairs. Thre was as
eager, exalted look In his f e that
slowly gave way to wessiuned us.
ooncern as his brind s upon him
and rappd his arm.

(TO 33 meTwrUnan )

"Aaother de•vlo was the old aen
la the room at the Grand hotel.
certain number of palls would rlea..
brass checks on whlch was scheduled
the desire of the gest. Whenever a
ull came on this Indicator It sounded

as though some one had dropped a
couple of hundred brass checks on a
marble foor.

"This aailr was a nusauce, for we
get to sewading e water to a room
every t time t worked. Many tme a
guest would reoelve three or four
pitehers of water.

"Thea some one eaem along and
put It the telephone for hotels. The
modern day hotel i•s a woderful In.

elal Tribuea

Laua Tangle
The day was drawing Ia a eless

edge, Jerer, wiNesses and lawyers
were growing weary, w the Taeses

l Path. Pally the esumsel for
the presesliusa rw to eaminm e the
defendant.

"asactly how for is S betweed the
two towns. aske the lawyer, Is a
weary vol.

The defendat yawned, and replied:
"tAbt ouer miles a the wr ews."

"No doubt," samid the man of la
"you mean as the Saw erbs."

The Judge leaned forward. "No," he
remarked, wassel, "he -mes as the
l rows."

The all three lashed at one ran
other, steng that sameihl s was
weem managan s -Hc r

HaveYou aBad
Does your back ache ad

work a brden and rest
blao? you sufer tab -bi -

when stoop•i or likiig~
sd backs are due to hiddee

the kidnaeys and if the kidney
are scant or too frequent of
proof of kidney trouble is mpsa

lay may pathe tway to serious
ills For bad backs and weak
use Doans Kidney
the world over.

A KANSAS CAS
Charles Cole. 304

N. Buckeye Street, -w -
iola. Kasu. seays: y~a

and limbn swelled

scant and tilledwith wedimeot. I
was in awful
shape. when a
friend recommend-
ed Doan's Kidney
Pills They helped
me from the first
and I kept oa na-
tU o I wee cured

The Wretchedcne
of Constipation

rCARnRS rLfrEi
LVER PIl3S.
-- act srel and
achedy the

Di-ss
Sand adigestion. The do

aa tom.s u h LOW Me td
Gemaie aet bar sgn

Just Nelsee.
"Look here!" shouted the

farmer. "What are you doing
In my lake when Wt s posted!

"Aw, g o o ,!" saneered the teigh
lad. "Make a nolse like a beep
roll away."

The old efarmer took out •s
and cut of a section of btrh.

"8onay," he bald solemaly, h
yeop'd be better making a nisee

wao Wrk oA"Like a locomotve, old al ve
swlt sed."

emaaated from the claump ofa
made a noise like a bead of
oa the warpath, that eeuld be
fo• miles away.

SKIN TORTURES WILL
YIELD TO

It youee have easmese,
-other then!:, brn , ueasd g r
eruptions, try' res eo elament
resnaol s soa se heow
Itching steps and the trouble
pare, eves to the severest,
eat Gase. Uelnol olatmnt is
woderful housebld resedy for
pLes. dandru, ares burnla
boils piles , and for a seeres m
uses where a seedtlgbe hating
estion is needed.

Resinol esta, s aae ag t a
or tlnurious mature ean n e
with perat safety en the
or most lr.aeed whtssie mely
get .alt resl chhen t
$1), sad rwealau ioap (u•).
worthies.h, hameal

The.ut" sM ealig .
Misther Mwl Igeh -,o that
ful tane, hean d er. - •le
Wato, sew esa' 1et the wnd-
tIe thro gh ya w r i eisr
ike, ah *1. a oeli tom
ua-there rlook oat that t

"As' what, aMsther U ll

that sew?"
'Wel, Mr. Htsma," sdda

thao m- what
pa if tho thda aIsse ae.
SI am."

George Ade eji amI a
at the Chicage Athitlet eug:

hard for the averuge grle to
secret as it would he or he to

tamed up wham sh hada sew

ti a prmesrlptem prepen

Fever. lve a els desis Si
say ease, and if takes them as
the ever will net retrn.

low can we love our
ourselves If he decllnes to piSl5
virtues or overlook our faults?
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