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Synopsis. == Dr, John Michelson,
just béginning his career, becomes
resident physiclan and companion
of Homer Sidney at Hartley house.
Mr. Sidney is an American, a semi-
invalid, old and rich and very de-
glrous to live. Nrs. Sidney is a
Spanish woman, dignified and rati.
cent. Jed, the butler, acts like a
privileged member of the family.
Hartley house is a fine old isolated
country place, with a murder story, F'
a ""haunted pool,” and many watch-
dogw, and an atmosphere of mys-
tery. The ‘‘haunted pool” is where
Richard Dobson, son of a former
owner of Hartley house, had killed
his brother, Arthur Dobson. Jed
begins operations by locking the
doctor In his room the very first
night.

CHAPTER II.
—=L—

That evening Y had dinner with Mrs.
Sldney and her daughter Isobel. I had
been in the house tweaty-four hours
and did not know there was a daugh-
ter until dinner brought the three of
us together.

Mrs. Sidney was Spanish. She was
a lovely woman, gracious and charm-
fng, but I thought there was a great
deal of steel hidden in her disposition.
She did not scem to nsk that life be
soft or to expect to find it so. She
had a Roman dignity of self respect
which did not, I could be sure, permit
moaning. It would not have taxed any
one's perceptions to recognize in Mrs.
Sidoey a human being living an ex-
traordinary life. The fact wus so ap-
parent that it seemed a part of her
personality.

It must be remembered that T had
come to Hartley house prepared for
abnormalities. There wus first, the
man with the wonderful will to live
vhich had interested Dr. Brownell.
There was the alien beauty of the
house, the strange servant Jed, the
haunted pool—insignificant as it was,
to a rational being—the lovely woman
who was so apparently a tragic figure.
‘There was the fact of my being locked
In my room the first night. There
were the forbidding defences of the
place—wulls, dogs and keepers. I may
be excused for taking a fanciful view
of my new surroundings.

Then there was Miss Sidney-—Isobel,
She came into the dining room an un-
expected if not astonishing phenoine-
non to me, who did not know that
there was a daughter in the family.

Mrs. Siduey presented me,

“How do you do?" suid Miss Sidney,
and she seemed to fid it tiresome that
@ stranger had taken a place at the
table.

Jed served us, and the dinner was
excellent. Although the ladies had
only a glass of sherry each, T was of-
fered a variety of liquors. My habit
Is abstemious except upon rure occa-
slons, but I was so embarrassed by
Misg Sidney's boredom that I took two
glasses of champagne, and they made

Bhe Seemed to Find It Tiresome That
a Stranger Had Taken a Place at the
Table,

e a more tolerable dinner compunlon.
It was some champagne stimuluted re-
mark on feminisin which caused Miss
Bidhey to stare at me as if I were an
animal which, being smooth skinned,
suddenly had grown a coat of fur.

She stared for un Instant and then
faughed. She was quite frunk. She
had been bored; she had become in-
terested. I could see that she dis-
tressed her mother. Mrs. Sidney, any
one could know, held to conventions
as the sulvation of life; Miss Siduey
did not.

Isobel Sidney was a very atiractive
girl. I guessed her age to he twenty-
three. I also guessed that candor and
honesty were outstanding points in her
disposition. Her youth and her beauty
were magnetic, and I must co:fess that
my romanticism was touched instantly.
I had seen just enough of Mr. Sidney
fo understand how this girl could be
the.daughter of Mrs. Sidney.

By the time dinner was over we had
found’ a pleasant sagreement In ideas
Sud teste. I was [ un ecstaey, full of
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the sensation which comes to a diffi-
dent man, unaccustomed to women,
when he dares to think for the first
time that he has been interesting to a
young and beautiful girl. It is one of
the Elysian emotions. We grow old
and bald, and women are adventures
dismissed from our lives. \We know
we do not igterest them. We do not
thiak of interesting them. \We become
pantalooned lay-figures too scared of
scandal or too confirmed in propriety
to break out of the narrowed way.
There is an age which comes to a man,
a condition In which he finds himself,
to which he submits if he have any
morals, and when it comes and when
he submits, the gates are closed upon
fanciful, romantic adventures. If he
has been fortunate, he is content. He
sits at the west window, and his pros-
pect is the sunset. He no longer asks
the great question of youth: “Could 1
make that girl like me?"

To me, after that first dinner with
Mre¢, Sidney and her daughter, the
ecstacy was a romantic folly. Isobel
had captured me, my sense, my ra-
tionality, my judgment, my miad, fancy
and emotions. Beuuty and youth alone
are enough to do this for an imagina-
tive young man, and when attractive
aspects of character are back of beauty
and youth, and when the young man
looks forward to a probubility of that
conquering circumstance, propinquity,
he may be excused if his feet lightly
touch the floor. 1 was captured and
knew ft after that first dinner—knew
it, and both loved and dreaded It. I
was about to muake a fool of myself
and be at once a happy and a miser-
able fool.

In the exalted state of egoistic emeo-
tions which I have outlined, I wemt te
Mr. Sidaey’s room after dinner and sat
with him for two hours. 1 began teo
appreciate how charmingly his life was
decorated. A reually rare subtlety of
art was used to bring a warm color
into this indomitable but feeble man's
winter of life. I did not fully appre-
clate until later what thought and care
lay behind the unstudied comforts and
sensations Hartley house offered.

Mr. Sidney was white haired and
very graclous. Hi® manner was a
warm cordiality. It was not precise.
It was robust, but it was benignant,
Later I saw how his presence pervaded
the place.

We had a cheerful talk. What he
said suggested to me that my world
could not have been more than a hun-
dred years old at the most, and that
his included the period of inorganie
evolution in which the period of or-
ganic evolution is but a pin prick.
Youth is startled by such conceptions
of life, but I had an interesting evea-
ing.

Before I said good night, Jed came
in with two bottles of wine. e stood
and looked at me unpleasantly, I
arose to go, and Mr. Sidney said:

“I think we shall like each other.
At least, T hope you will be comfort-
able, even happy. And don’t be dis-
tressed about the wine. I don’t drink
it any more. Jed drinks it, and I en-
Joy seeing him do it.”

L ] L ] - L] . L] L]

A whippoorwill was reiterant in the
woods at night, and its call came from
dark recesses odorous and myste-
riously veiled. Having said good night
to Mr. Sidney, T had gone to my room
with a book from the library. The
night was fresh, sweet-smelling and
cool. I had read for several hours
when I heard the cut bolt in my door
thrown against the piece of metal
which had been left in the socket,

There was no transom above the
door, and evidently the threshold kept
light from uppearing beneath it. T had
been reading, as I said, for three hours
at least, and whoever tried to bolt me
In had good reason to think I was
asleen.

I knew who the person wus. It was
Jed. Knowing I was not locked in,
I was undisturbed and continued read-
ing.

Shortly afterward I heard a woman's
volce in expostulation far down the
hall. It arose abruptly to a sharp cry,
and I had to lay aside my book aad
expose the fact that my door was not
locked, a thing I had not wanted to
do until the secret of its being locked
could be discovered by revealing thut
it was not.

I hurried out and down the hall.
Jed had a woman by the wrist. Both
of them saw me coming. She released
herself from his reluxing grip by a
quick jerk and ran. He stood until I
came up.

“Whaut is the matter?”’ I asked.

“What makes you think anything is
the matter?' he asked.

“Dox’t tuke me for a fool,” I sald.
“That was Mrs, Sidney who sereiimed.
You were holding her. It seems to
we it needs an explanation.”

“Who are you that you need an ex-
plunation?’ said Jed.

“You are drunk agzain.”

“I know I am. If that's satisfuctory
to my employer, why should it bother
you?"

“I doubt that It is satisfactory to
your employer that you should he mak-
ing his wife screamn at midnight. Look
here: you're a servaat in this house,
What have you to suy for yourself? I'm
going to have an explanation of this”

Jed hud been surly und angry, but
now he grinned

“All right,” he said, “but if you want
to be decent about it, ask Mrs. Sidney
first whether she wants your help and
your asking. That's my advice, young
fellow. And while we're asking, how
did you get out of your room? You're
not supposed to he out. We doa’t want
people in this house running around
the halls at this time of night.”

“I opened the door and came out.
Why shouldn’t T come out. I heard a
scream and came,” :

He looked at me as if he were doubt-
ing himself, I think he was uncertain
whether he had thrown the bolt or nof.
It transpired later that I was right,
but for the time I was worried.

When I went back to my room. I was
restless, as one naturally would be, a
stranger in so strange a house. It was
impossible to sleep and difficult to
read. 1 sat by the window and alter-
nately dozea and read until day broke
and the woodthrush began to sing.
Then, quieted, I went to bed and had
two hours’ sleep.

I thought it wise to spenk to Mrs.
Sidney about the incident of the night.
She had seen e, she knew I had talked
to Jed, she mighr or might not know
that I recognized her. 1 might add to
her perplexities by speaking to her,
but I might obtain an insight into mat-
ters which would enable me to act
discreetly and usefully. If 1 remained
ignorant of motives prevailing in the
house, I might at any time blunder
into a serious mistake. It seemed best
to speak to Mrs. Sidney.

I could see whea I spoke to her, she
had been greutly disturbed, but she
was Roman,

“It was nothing serfous or important,
docter,” she suid. “I'll not say that it
was pleasant or that T llked it, but it
had no significance. Jed is a faithful
amd invaluable servuant. lie has a vice
for which he Is not responsible. He
was a perfectly sober man when he
came to us, and if he isn't now, it is
our own fault. My husband corrupted
him without intending to do se. My
hushand, when he was well and strong,
loved to drink wine. He drank It in
great quantities and without any dis-
turbance of his sobriety or good na-
ture. It mellowed aad at the time in-
tensified life for him. He cannot use
It now, on account of his health, but
he enjoys seeing the use of it, and
Jed has been made the victim of Mr.
Sidney's viearious enjoyment. Jed is
not alwuys considerate of hig position
when he Is not sober, but he never is
dangerous, not even when, like last
night, he is exceedingly annoying.”

I admnired the lady's resolution and
fortitude, but I did not think she was
telling the truth—not all of it.

“That was the first time anything
of the kind ever occurred,” she said.
“I am sorry it disturbed you. I met
Jed in the hall. He was not sober, and
he had a preposterous request to make.
When he has spent such an evening
with Mr. Sidney, he resents being a
servant in the fumily. He wants to
be accepted as u member of the fum-
”y.n

“I have had something to do with
that,” I suggested.

“No dount It has inflamed his ego-
tism to have you enter the family. The

sitnation with hiin Is difficult. His
pride was hurting him last night. He
had lost all sense of proportion. He

was like a child. He remonstrated with
me: he was too important as Mr. Sid-
ney's crony to be merely our servant!
It was only a drunken mood, but he
forgot himself and grasped me by the
wrist. 1 had been trying to control
him uand restore his common sense,
Then I became indignant, and you
heard my voice. I am afraid it was
shrill, but I was not alarmed. [ wag
merely indignant.”

“You speak of Jed, Mrs. Sidney,” 1
sald, “as if he were merely an annoy-
ing alcoholie, tolerated when he is an-
noying, because of his general useful-
ness but thut does not explain why he
tries to lock me In iy room while he
is sober und before these disturbances
begin. That showsx design and intent
to have a free hand when he makes
the disturbance. I do not like being
locked in my room.”

“It Is outrageous,” sald the lady ner-

vously. “I did not know that it wag
done. 1 shall see that it Is not re-
peuted.”.

“I am not so sure you can,” I said,
“and 1 wish you would not try. I have
protected myself against it, und I'd
rather Jed did not glve me any more
thought thun he thinks is necessury
now."”

“I am sure, doctor.” said Mrs. Sid-
ney, “that you will understand Jed and
the situation better when you have
been here loager. It way be annoying
to you now, but we all here live for
the pleasure and comfort of Mr. Sid-
ney, who is worthy of all we can do
for him. He did everything he could
for us while he was active, and |If
thoughts would benefit us, he would
be working for us now.”

Mrs. Sidney was determined to pro-
tect the secret of the situation, and 1
had no right to cross examine her. The
next time I went to town I bought my-
gelf a forty-five caliber pistol.
L] L . L £ . - L ]

Although I was prepared for recur-
rent disturbances, there were none.
Within a week I had found my way
Into a pleasant routine. Jed seemed
to be conscivus that he hud over-

steppea his bounds. He was not ap
purently contrite. but he was cautious.

A week was without incident. Then
Miss Sidney went away to make a visit,
Her abseince was a spiritual disaster.
Sestatic and morose youth! The beau-
ty of Hartley house became a hollow
and dark melancholy, making sad
sounds. Vibrant life had gone from it
Its perfume was lost.

I cannot now tell quite what it was
that made Hartley house, a place so
comfortable and genial, at the suame
time a place so threatened. The threat
could not be ignored : it was there. The
story of the ghost at the haunted pool
could have nothing to do with it. The
threat had tangible aspects. Mrs. Sid-
ney's worry, uaspoken hut graven in
her resolutely Roman face, was one
evidence. The extraordinary behavior
of Jed was another. The atmosphere
of the pluce was one of mystery.

During the pleasant, peaceful, odor-
ous summer months, when our life wag
one of undisturbed routine, I never es-
caped the sense of dread. 1 hoped the
intangible would take shape; surely
something intangible that would be em-
bodied, hung over the house.

I may not be able to make this cer-
tainty appear so vividly to you as it
did to me. It permeated; it was in the
atmosphere; It hung over the woods;
it filled the house. It came with the
odors of blossoms; it was expressed in
the summer winds: it was threatened

S$he Had Been Greatly Disturbed, but
She Was Roman.

in the lightning which flashed over the
river. T could net reconcile this effect
to such a cause as that feeble ghost
story of the pool. 1 could not dread
that ghost or feel its presence. It
was a benevolent ghost needed for
decoration.

I asked the people of the house, the
servants, and found that for them it
was largely a superstition. They all
had been brought from the city, and
only a few, such as Jed, a gardener, the
housekeeper and the cook had been
long enough in the house really to be
associated with it.

Jed was the only one that willingly
would be in the vicinity of the pool at
night. The others might laugh at the
suggestion of terror, but they would
aot willingly test their superiority to
superstition. If they hLad been really
frightened, they could not have been
kept in service. They were not. The
place was large, comfortably inhabited
and genial. There was a touch of
dread at one spot. They avoided the
spot, and it was negligible so long as
they did avoid fit.

In the small town of Hartley there
was more of the legend than there was
at Hartley house. To the people who
lived at a distance and came in con-
tact with the place only on occasions,
it had an alien, exotic air. Mr. and
Mrs. Sidney had come from South
America, from Montevideo, where they
had lived many years. The circum-
stances of their selection and purchase
of the place were normal, but the vil-
lagers spiced a great deal of gossip
with notions of the alienismn, wealth,
aloofness and odd habits, concerning
which gossip ran from our servants to
the Hartley householders.

I have mentioned that my first morn-
ing at Flartley house a gardener asked
me to see oane of his children, which
had a bad cough. The man had a
good deal of sickness in his family in
the next few months, and I was of
considerable service.

“l shall not hesitate to kill
you.”

(10 Br, CONTINU )

Varnish to Imitate Ground Glass.

To make a varnish to lmitate ground
glass dissolve 90 grains of sandarac
and 20 grains of mastic in two ounces
washed methylated ether, and add, in
small quantities, sufficient benzine to
make it dry with a suitable grain, too
Iittle making the varnish too transpar-
ent and an excesy making !t crapy,
The quantity of benzine required de-
pends upon the quality, from one-half
to ‘one and one-half ounces, or even
more. The best results are obtained
from a medium quality. It Is impor-
tant to use pure washed ether, free
from spirit.

Safeguarding the Goat.

In Switzerland the goat Isx nlared
aheud of all other animais. If a boy
plugues a gout he can be fined and
sent to prison. If a person meets u
goat on a path and drives him aside
he ean be arrested. If a goal enters
the yard of a person not hls owner,
and Is hit, the person gullty must pur
a flne

SILAS’ MEMORIAL

By MARJORIE PIERCE.

\@. 1920, by McClure Newspaper Syndicate,)

Susan Deborah Mills Fisher Treng
was exceedingly proud of her new hus,
band, her third, as her name attested,
She wias a middle-aged woman. tall,
thin, <hrill of volce and scant of hair.
What little of woman’s crowning glory
she did possess she drew to a tight
little knob at the back of her narrow
head. She knew all there was to be
known about men, according to her
own judgment, and felt that at last she
had chosen aright,

The poor deceased Mr. Mills had
been a young, rather good-looking fel-
low when Susan wedded him. That
was when Susan was also young and
her hair was not drawn so tightly
back from her thin face. Mr. Fisher
had been an older man, perhaps forty-
five. Susan had ensnared him in the
gooey net of a lemon pile when she
was running a boarding house at
Green Hill. Fisher simply could not
resist Susan’s lemon pies, and when
Susan threatened to depart for Howe's
Center to work at the hotel, Fisher
decided that the wisest course for
him to take was to marry Susan and
the lemon pies, which he did forth-
with.

Perhaps the ples shortened Fisher's
mortal coil. At any rate, Susan was
soon ready for a third attempt at
matrimony. She did not even feign
love to Mr. Trent. He needed a
housekeeper and she needed a home,
Thus the two were married.

Silant Trent was about sixty vears
old, slim like Susan, and somewhat
bent from long hours of hoeing and
weeding. He chewed tobacco and
smoked.  Susan did not know that he
chewed, which fact only goes to show
that even & woman of Mrs. Mills Fishe
er Trent’'s experience does not know
all there is to be known about men.
She did know that he smoked, but
never was the “filthy odor” of to-
baceo sinoke to be found in the farm-
house.  Toor Silas smoked in the
vast out-of-doors. and only the pure
mountain air was tainted.

He was afraid of his wife, not of
her physical person as a whole, but
he was desperately afraid of her
tongue, and she made his life nt home
very unhappy. He was glad to es-
cape, if possible, for a short holiday.

After about six months of married
life Mr. Trent decided that he was
due for a holiday and., as the circus
was to visit the adjoining town, he
harnessed up the colt and went to the
“show."”

At the cireus Silas enjoyed his free-
dom to his heart’s content.

There was a refreshment booth at
the circus, so he betook himself in-
side and ordered a supper consisting
of “hot dogs” and a gzlass of pink lem-
onade.  When the frankfurters and
lemonade had disappeared Silns was
still hungry and thirsty. so a second
order of three “hot dogs™ and a pink
lemonade followed the first and finally
a third took the same trail. Silas was
at Iast “refreshed” and he started
home to Susan.

On the way he felr rather sick. When
he arrived home he felt sicker, and
soon Susan in terror called the doe-
tor, for Silas was writhing and groan-
ing in agony. [I'aing seemed to be
in every part of his poor thin bhody
at the smme instant,

The doctor arrived, but Silas died.
Even a doctor could not overcome nine
hot dogs attacking at once.

Susan  was, to  all appearances,
stunned by grief, How she mourned!
Black crepe was not enough, Tears
continually drowned her eyes till after
Silas was buried,  She talked of what
a great love had been taken from her,
and as proof of her loyalty to his mem-
ory she showed her friends a small
box in which, she explained. she had
placed a “memorial” of her poor dear
hushand. This box she wore sus-
pended from a cord around her
serawny neck, and tucked carefully
under her black alpaea  waist,

All the countryside was interested
in that “memorial.” Everyone was
curious.  What could old Mrs, Trent
he wearing in that hox as a remew-
brance of her departed third?

And =0 on ran the raumors. The
newspapers in the nearest city heard
of “Mr. Trent’s memorial,” and re-
porters, eager for copy. rushed to Su-
san's humble cottage for information,
They returned with snapshots of the
much discussed box, but no informa-
tion as to its contents,

No one was able to satlsfy his ever
fnereasing curiosity, and so the box
with Its “memorial” was the wonder
and mystery of the village until the
day on which Susan Deborah Mills-
Fisher-Trent revealed its seeret.

It was not many moons after Silas
Trent's denth that Susan was sorely
stricken with a toothache. She has-
tened to a dentist. She had only seven
of her own teeth in her mouth, and he
advised their extraction. Suosan at
first objected.  She claimed that she
was minus the necessury funds for the
purchase of a set of the manufac-
tured variety. She was ahout to leave
the office when suddenly she stopped.
fumbled at the front of her walst and
produced the box in which was known
to be the “memorinl” of Silas Trent.
Turning to the dentist she handed him
the box which she had loosened from
the cord, and In a matter-of-fact tone
eaid :

“Land sakes, T clean forgot that ‘me-
morial.” 1 saved them old teeth of
Stias’ a-purpoge to have '‘em made over
some day If I ever hud need of ‘em.”

Thus was the “memorinl” mystery
solved.

ASPIRIN

Name “Bayer” on Genuing

“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” is genu-
Ine Aspirin proved safe by millions
and prescribed by physicians for over
twenty years. Accept only an unbroken
“Bayer package” which contains proper
directions to relieve Headache, Toothe
ache, Earache, Neuralgia, Rheumatism,
Colds and Pain. Handy tin boxes of 12
tablets cost few cents. Druggists also
sell larger “Bayer packages.” Aspirin
s trade mark Bayer Manufacture Mon-
oaceticacidester of Salicylicacid.—Adv.

“Ragtime” War.

“So you've bhought a phonograph?”

“Yes,” said Mr. Dubwalite.

“I thought you didn't care for
‘canned’ music.”

“I don’t but there are about 20 oth-
er phonographs in my neighborhood.
I'm just going to start a little opposi-
tlon, that's all.”—Birmingham Age-
Herald.

Father and Daughter
Get Relief by Eatonic

" R. J. Powell, Sweetwater, Texas,
says, “Eatonic helped me at once,
but it was my daughter who got the
marvelous benefits. She could not
even take a drink of water without
awful misery, but it relieved her; she
is feeling much better. All this from
one box, so send me four more at
once."”

Hundreds of people now take.
eatonic; one or two tablets after each
meal keeps them in good health,
feeling fine, full of pep. Eatonic
simply takes up the excess acidity
and polsons and carries them right out
of the system. Of course, when the
cause of the misery is removed, the
sufferer cannot help but get well.

You will find it a quick, sure relief
for heartburn, indigestion, sour, acilq,
gassy, bloated stomach. It costs but
a trifle and your druggist will supply
you. If you don't feel well, you give
eatonic a test. Adv.

A Leading*Clue.

“What made the pohibition enforce-
ment agents suspect a staid, respect-
able elderly woman of having whisky
bottles concealed about her?”

“I'm sure I don’t know, unless it
was her corkscrew curls.”

Cuticura Soothes Baby Rashes
That itch and burn with hot baths
of Cuticura Soap followed by gentle !
anointings of Cuticura Ointments
Nothing better, purer, sweeter, espe-
clally If a little of the fragrant Cuti-
cura Taleum is dusted on at the fin-
ish. 25c each everywhere.—Adv.

Enthusiastic Approbation.
“Did you think my speech was fine,
Mrs. Comeup?” “Fine? It was more
than that. It was grandiloquent.”

Some animals are so fretful that
captivity in zoological gardens short-
ens their lives considerably.

Back Lame and Achy?

Do you get up mornings tired and
lch{? Evening find you “all worn-
out?”’ Likely your kidneys are to
blame. Hurry and worry, lack of rest,
and eating too much meat, throw a
strain on the kidneys. Your back gives
out; you are tired and likely suffer
headaches and dizzy spells. Take things
easier and help the kidneys with Doan’s
Kidney Pills. Doan’s have brought
new strength to thousands. Ask your
neighbor!

A North Dakota Case

F. B. Bales, farm-
er, RR F. D
Carrington, -
says: ‘I used a box
of Doan’s Kidney
Pills and they cured
me of an attack of
kidney trouble. My
back was aching for
about two weeks and
I blame hard work
shoveling grain for
the trouble. I had to
pass the kidney se-

cretions quite fre-
at,xemly and I had a tired feeling all
e time. Doan's Kidney Pills

reached my trouble at once and one
box cured me.”

Get Doan’s at Any Store, 60c a Box

DOANOS KEIDNEY

PILLS

WATCH
THE BIG 4

Stomach-Kidneys-Heart- Liver

Keep the vital organs healthy b
. y
regularly taking the world’s stand-
ard remedy for kidney, liver,
bladder and uric acid troubles—

GOLD MEDAL

S Oy

The National Remedy of Holland for
centuries and endorsed by Queen Wilhel-
mina. At all druggists, three sizes.
Look for the name Cold

~ -u.u on every bem
SWEET CLOVER EXTRACTED
In 60 Ib. cans. 28c 1b.
Aplary, Moville, lowa.

HIGHEST MARKET PRICES PAID
Poultry, Horse Hides, Cow Hides,
McEay Produce Ceo., 8t. Paul

HONEY
SBample 20c. Beals

for
Wool
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