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“Nothing doing,” he sneered. “Any
crook Jaring enough te steal those
pearls, once hé had got his hands on
then,, never would return them.
Pearls are too easily disposed of.
You've got to dig up a better expla-
nation than that.”

“What did Mr. Gaston think? What
did he say when he found them
there?”

“He had nothing to say. He was
so tickled at finding them again that
he hustled with them right away to
ghe safe deposit vaults and did not
rest until he had them safely locked
up. He took bhoth jewel cases with
him and made me go along with him
to protect them.”

“Didn’t you look at all for the secret
passageway I told you about?”

“Still dreaming about that, are
you?" scoffed Gorman. “No, we didn't.
On the way up to the Granddeck the
old man, spoke about it and 1 told
him that in my opinion there was
nothing to it. After he recovered the
pear!ls he was too excited to think
about anything else. It seemed to
break him all up, and I took him back
to his hotel and left him there. He
sald he had some writing to do, and
that he would meet me at my office
at noon today.”

“How do you account for the re-
turn of the pearls?” I cried desperate-
ly. “What's your theory about them?"

“I haven't any,” he replied. *“It's
up to you to explain it. Maybe by
the time I come to see you tomorrow
you'll have thought up a new yarn
to spin.”

“Please, please,” I called after him
as he turmed away, “do look tomor-
row and see if that secret passage is
not where I said it was.”

He walked away without answering.
Back once more in my cell, I stretched
myself despondently on my little iron
cot, and closing my eyes, tried to
concentrate my thoughts on an at-
tempt to soive this new mystery,
which T could plainly see had all but
destroyed Gorman's faith in my hon-
esty. I must solve it if 1 was to re-
tain him in atding me to get free, yet
the whole tking seemed inexplicable.
1 could hardly blame him far doubting
me. The great value of the pearls
had been motive enough for their
theft, but what possible motive could
there have been for the lhlet return-
ing them?

With a shock It came to me, too,
that the restoration of the pearls
practically upset the whole theory of
my defense. If 1 could have. estab-
lished the fact of this theft, a jury
might be persuaded to believe my tale
of anonymous notes, mysterious whis-
pers, and a pgecret passageway by
which the thief had gained access to
the apartment, but without the motive
of theft, my story, unsupported by
witnesses and uncorroborated by oth-
er evidence, surely would be incred-
ible of belief.

I had just one hope left. Old Rufus
must find that secret passageway and
see whither it led. That, with our
knowledge of the identity of the ‘tele-:
shone girl and the possibility of prov-
ng Gorman’s belief that Wick was
an ex-convict, seemed likely to be my
only salvation. Old Rufus must find
that passageway. He must! He must!

For hours I lay there racking my
brains over the unsolvable problems.
My luncheon was brought in. but 1
waved it away untouched. Wearily
I wondered whether the recovery of
the pearls had destroyed my aged rel-
ative's faith in me, as it seemed to
have destroyed. Gorman's. I could
hardly blame him if he doubted me
after finding that my story of the dis-
appearance of the pearls was appar-
ently untrue. In my brief experience
as a prisoper I' had learned” all’
well the bitter fact that once a man
is discredited, henceforth no one
trusts him. If Rufus Gaston failed
me at this juncturi 1 did not! igee how
1 could possibly extrfcate myself un-
scathed from the web that Anseeen
hands had so ‘skilifully * and mali-’
clously woven around me. ; The  only
ray jof comfort that I (-ould find, apy-
where in the ‘whole sitdation ‘was ‘in
my firm belief that though oild Rufus
and“Gorman and the whole world
doulfed me, Barbara Bradford—my
Bsrbara. 1 ventured to call her in my
innegmost heart—would continue to
bel
matter how much appearances went
agaffist mie, that. I wasiteling)the')
truth. Barbara and I knew, . Even If
she $ad not known that'T could’ hot
208sibly have fired the shot that killed
Misg Lutan, 1 was certain that she
still‘would have trusted, me. N
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smoother sailing, provided of course
that 1 was acquitted. In the few
chats I had had with her, I had real-
ized that wealth and luxury and social
position meant nothing to Barbara's
happiness. She was the sort of girl
who for a man she loved gladly would
brave poverty, hardship, everything—
a sincere, true-hearted woman with a
clear vision of'the real values of ex-
istence.

My messenger returned with the
newspapers, and as I picked them up,
everything went black. *“Millionaire
vaston Found Murdered,” was the
startling headline that flashed before
me, right there in the column next to
the account of the Bradford wedding.

The sinister effect of this terrible
news dawned on me instantly. With
my great-uncle Rufus dead, without
the possibility of his corroborating
any part of my story, my case was
hopeless, desperate. Unquestionahly
it would mean that I would be found
gullty of murder and sentenced to
death in the electric chair. As soon
as I could sufficiently compose myself
1 read every word theré was in the
newspapers about this new tragedy,

smiling grimly at the thought that at

least they could not blame this mur-

der on me.

Mr. Gaston, it appeared, had come
to the Granddeck about ten o'clock in
the morning and had gone at once to
his apartment. On his arrival he had
been greeted by the telephone girl and
had informed her that he was only in
the city for a few days and was stay-
ing at a hotel. He had added that he
would not be occupying the apartment
for several weeks until his wife's re-
turn to the -city. About half-past
twelve there had come a telephone
call for him. The girl had been un-
able to get any response from the
Knowing that he had not
gone out, and fearing that he might
have had a sudden attack of illness,

she had become alarmed and notified

Mr. Wick, the superintendent,
The superintendent, the account

continued, had summoned Mr. Henry

Kent, the owner of the Granddeck
Together they had gone
Being unable
to get any reply to repeated rings and
knocks they had finally let themselves
in with a pass key in possession of
the owner of the building.

In his study in the rear of the
apartment they were horrified to find
old Rufus Gaston, fully clad, lying on
the fioor, face down, stone dead. A
great wound on the back of his head
showed that he had been killed, prob-
ably Instantly, by a terrific blow from
some sort of a blunt instrument. A
search of the rooms failed to show
any sort of a weapon.

The police theory was that the crime
was undoubtedly the work of a bur-
glar who had been trapped by the re-
turn of Mr. Gaston so unexpectedly
to his apartment. How the murderer
escaped after attacking Mr. Gaston
was a puzzle to the detectives at work
on the case. The superintendent of
the building expressed the dpinion that
the murderer had gained access in the
guise of 1a meter inspector. Attend-
ants In the hall recalled that there
had been such a man in the building
that morning. As he wore the usual
uniform and presented the customary
credentials, he had been permitted. to
enter and leave the building unmo-
lested.

There followed a long review of Ru-
fus Gaston's business career and an
estimate of some of his extensive hold-
lngs in stocks, bonds and real estate,
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of the gang tc which young Nelson,
now in prison charged with the mur-
der of Miss Lutan, undoubtedly be-
longed, Theilr theory was that a bur-
glar gang succeeded In planting Nel-
son I the. apartment as a caretaker,’
and that this ehabled them to get
their bearings in the building and pro-
vide themselves with false keys for’
ransacking the rooms at their leisure.
The guilt of young Nelson, the police,
say, Is,established beyond question,
and they are hopeful of being able to
round up his assoclates:

There was also a brief interview
with Wick, in which he was quotedias
saying:

“l1 was suspicious of Nelson from
the start and tried to keep an eye on
him. He was very secretive about his
comings and golngs and was always
prying about trying to learn some-
thing about the other tenants. How
Mr. Gaston came to employ him as
caretaker I never learned, but it would
be no hard matter for a slick young
crook like him to impose on so old a
man as Mr. Gaston with a cock and
bull story.”

1 sniffed indignantly as I read this.
I knew that Wick was deliberately try-
ing to still further discredit me. I
recalled that he himself had told me
that Mr. Gaston had mentioned our
relationship. It was obvious that he
was deliberately withholding this in-
formation with a sinister purpose.

That Wick knew well who had killed
Rufus Gaston, just as he knew who
had shot Daisy Lutan, 1 was morally
certain. 1 was inclined to agree with
Gorman that Wick himself was not the
murderer. The fact that he was of a
cowardly and eringing nature seemed
to argue against assoclating him ac-
tively with crimes of violence. Yet
the virulent way in which he was
adding to the evidence against me
showed plainly that he was industri-
ously engaged in masking the real
murderer,

Who could the murderer be? I was
confident that the same person who
had killed Miss Lutan had killed my
great-uncle. 1 could only conjecture
as to the motive. The police theory,
that it -was burglary seemed as logical
as any. The more I pondered over the
matter the more firmly I became con-
vinced that there was a numerous
criminal band at the back of it all.
No one man or two men could carry
out all the deviltry, even with the help
of the telephone girl.

I recalled, too, how I had been skill-
fully shadowed, work that evidently
requlred organization and employees.
1 was convinced that Wick and the
telephone girl were only two—more
than likely two minor members—of a
powerful body of crimjnals. That it
was this same sinister force that had
caused my discharge from the office I
was equally sure. This sort of thing
took brains—far bigger brains than
Wick gave any evidence of possessing.

A peculiar apathy came over me as
I finished reading the account. Never
before had I 8o fully understood how
thoroughly an ihdocent man could be
damned by circumstantial evidence., |
knew—Barbara knew—that I was ab-
solutely innocent. I doubted much if
we could get anyone else to believe it,

The cunning web had been woven '
with such malicious thoroughness that
escape seemed Impossible, What was
the use of my fighting further?

CHAPTER XIIl.

Coming as it did as a dire climax to-
all my other troubles, the shock of old
Rufus Gaston’s murder sent me into
an apathetic state from which 1t
seemed impossible for me to arouse
myself. Without hope and even with-
out interest I dully awaited the ap-
. proach of my. trial for murder.

While there never had been an op-
portunity for any bond of affection to
become established between my aged-
reh;;vo and myself—in  fact, I had’
seen, him onlylt.lu'ée ar four times in
my whole life, and then only for brief
perlods—still - bis/ ", ‘unexpectpd’ fand
dreadful end had bereft me of practl- §

jthe absurd charge against me, | ‘Wick, 4
‘It was’ plain; ‘intetided to diselalm all* p
knowledge of my relatfonship ¥ MM
Gaston, 'and now there was no one]
else to explain how I happened to be
living in the building at the time of
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post office, so that until after she ar-
riyed in the dity she kpeéw nothing-of
It had been my hope that
1 would be able to conceal everythlu
from her:until after | had been. trium-
phantly ‘acquitted. If ] were. not she
“would know the worst soon enough.’

When she first learned, or from
what source, of my predicament | was
unaware. I did not even know of her
presence In the city until the day after
my’ great-uncle’'s funeral, when—just.
twenty-four hours before my 'trial w:3
‘to begin—a keeper brought me wo!
that she was waiting downstairs to
see me.

1 steeled myself for the Interview
with her. Naturally I ‘expected that
she would be terribly horror stricken
and shocked at my plight, but what
her attitude toward me would be I
could not conjecture. 1 fully expected
nothing but reproaches from her. She
had been so opposed to my coming to
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“Oh, My Boy, My Boy!"” She Had Cried
as.She Saw Me, “lI Know You Didn't
" Do It”

New York that I felt certain that she
would insist that my conduct must be
responsible for my belng where 1 now
was. Kor years, it seemed to me, the
relations between my mother and my-
self had been nothing but continuous
misunderstandings. To my great
amazement and bewilderment not an
unkind word nor the suggestion of a
reproachful thought came from her
lips.

*“Oh, my boy, my boy,” she had cried
as she saw me, “1 kn('w you didn't do
it. 1 know my boy is innocent! What
can 1 do to help you?”

In that glorious, wonderful moment
of reaction all resentment 1 had felt
toward her forever vanished. 1 had
one sacred, unforgettable glimpse of
the eternal greatness of the Mother-
heart, ever ready to forgive, ever quick
to comprehend, ever prompt to aid.
For one sweet hour we talked to-
gether, more understandingly than
ever before in our lives. Freely and
fully I told her everything, even to my
wonderful but hopeless love for Bar-
bara Bradford. She was willing, anx-
fous, eager to ald me—but what was
there that she could do?—what was
there that anyone could do?

It was hopeless for a lone woman of
limited means, unacquainted with the
big city and unused to its ways, to at-

and desperate criminals as were con-
cerned In the far-reaching plot to
make me the scapegoat of their heln
ous misdeeds. I could only advise
her that she see McGregor and Gor-
man and be guided by what they sug-
gested.

When the morning of my trial actu-
ally arrived 1 entered the courtroom in
a state of dull apathy. The night be-
fore 1 had not slept at all. I had spent
all the black -hours reviewing my life,
especially the last year, thinking with
what high hopes and great expecta-
tions 1 had come to the metropolis and
how miserably everything had turned.
out for me. Step by ‘étep. 1 had re-
viewed the events that had brought
e, discredited, all but friendless, all
_but penfiless, into this' dismal court-
room accused of a horrible, cowardly,
deed, seeking to see wherein 1. might
have altered my recent actions.or

1 changed the course of my life to avofd | .

having arrived at this shameful goal.
Yet,: strange to say, 1 found myself;
after mature reflection convinced that |
shad /1 this last year to live over again
not in one lota would | have done dif--

vea muld have

liﬂtoli
%% (TG/BR-CONTINUED) /1 1

>,
at gl

for

rore;(;M

i

JANETE 1
2 %9 .ld"l‘l’“lf‘ﬂ"q;
The x)?“:?.

‘W’

ya
her

i )Bﬂuln.

to Waork lnd Also in the WOl‘l"
Whlell Fllﬁ ‘to ‘the Lot 0!
Majority of. Mankind; .

i ke B R

"Gllmmerby. my frlend Gummerby.
sald Mr, Gosll n, “proponnds the.
theory that bot
are conducive to longevity; and' I

am not 8o sure about xhe worry, and

life I have no doubt whatever.

“The man who Is poor, as we most
of us are, has to work for a living.
Surely It 18 in work that we are most
blessed ; and if we have work to do In
which we are Interested, that appeals
to us, then are we fortunate indeed;

in accomplishment; and it makes me
smile to think how ip suth work we
forget our worries entirely.

“So we don’t really need to censid-
er whether worry is a life prolonger
or not; all we want to lengthen our
days s to be poor, poor enough su
that we have to work and\keep plug-
ging; but 1 do wonder that Glimmerby
did not mention along with poverty
and worry, as among the things that

cal allments.

“Some years ago a friend of mine
began to lose weight and he kept on
in that way until he had lost 25
pounds. Then he consulted a doctor.
It was something that could be check-
ed, controlled and perhaps entirely
cured if the patient would follow faith-
fully the prescribed treatment; and
then he was told that the general bene-
fits he would derive from the treat-
ment were such that his life might be
prolonged to a greater limit than it
would have reached If he had never
had this allment at all,

“I might add that this friend has
now regained several of his lost
pounds, he Is feeling yery chipper and
cheerful and he fully expects to live
to be a very old man.

“The fact is that many things that
we may look at, when they come upon
us, as drawbacks are in reality bless-
ings' in disguise.”

Australians Well Off.

In no part of the world is there a
population apparently better fed and
better provided with the ordinary
necessaries of life than In Australia
and New Zealand. There Is an ab-
sence of indications of poverty, and in
the citles slums are rare. On the
streets there is a healthy, bustling
population of a type more like, the
dwellers in the citles of the middle
West than those of London or Liver-
pool. The visitor recognizes the self-
reliant spirit of a people detached from
the rest of the world who have thelr
own problems to solve, and are pe-
culiarly ready to atcept Innovations.
There I8 a great fondness for sports,
football, tennis, surf bathing. which (s
possible all the year round in portions
of Australia, and, most of all, for
horse racing, in connection with which
there is a great amount of gambling,
which the state sanctions by taking a
certaln percentage of the sales in the
.pool rooms.—Exchange.

Old Rome Has Paper Shortage.

TLe Figaro of Paris has unearthed
for its readers what it beljeves is the
world's first recorded paper shortage.
It quotes from the “Causeries du
Lundi” where Saiuie-Beuve, translat-
ing from Pliny, says that under Tihe-
rius there was such a scarcity of pa-
per In the Roman empire that it was
necessary to appoint senators.to regu-
late distribution; in other words, a
congressional- board’ of. control,

Sainte-Benve, grown cynlecal .In. his
day of excessive erudition, books, Ink
and paper. added: . .

“How welcome’, such a ‘shortage
would be now!: But such things hap-
pened only under Tiherius. ~We can-
not-shope for like hupplness today.”
. Le Figaro. finds 'Sainte-Beuve re-
tresthng reading, but In"view of the
lltuntlon: fn: 1920, unduly appreclatlve
ot 'rlbenus., e LSRR

Chouw ”g Ohoep.

¥

with' political”and 'social. affatrs in |
England’ is called ' “The Island * ot
Sheep.” whose authors (eme of whom'
is a prominent British muenman) are
disggised as “Cadp

. " 'KT
:: anlf;lf an!'.’e the
'rhe .Butcher’s

y apoused
Jigland filled with muttonl. writes *fq

tlonal - (nterest " to :the"

tragedy and llad been una ble to come
w the funeral, 'rhe shock of the news

i

seemed 10 ha

o have uui 'mum.

tore lmrdethldum laealnﬂw

mi’m,would;um”

fin

)f ‘yarn. “Oh, 0o, nnsvered Mar
3 “E just run'd out oiw o j b
LA,

to
"é_ “hiﬁbed by, our. weekly.,

1,!‘&;" Fee the B B3

2 RIIP F || lwmd.,
" 'Home ath)

‘shire, England,. have yecently nvlud

b

poverty and worry | 1§
think there is something in that. “1° Hif]

yet I think ever that Thay be true. 1| B
can see, for Instance, that If a man;
worrled hard  enough he would keep:
himself lean and 8o escape the ilis and
inconveniences attendant upon obesl- |
ty ;.but that poverty tends to lengthen .
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If there are any complications
which you need’adeg write ind::-‘
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“WATCH
THE BIG 4

Stomnch-K:dneya-HeartaLim

Keep the vital organs hsalthy by
regularly takihg the world’s stand-
ord remedy for kidney, liver,
bladder and uric acid troubles—

The National Ro;nody of  Holland for
centuries and endorsed by ‘Queen Wilhal-

mina. 7At -all. druggists, three sizes.
Leok for lh:.:-m Gol.l. Medal oa every bea

After you eat—always use

—one or two tablets—eat hke candy.
Instantly relieves Heartburn, Bloated
Gassy Feeling. Stops indigestion,
food souring, repeating, headache
and the many miseries caused by

Acid-Stomach

EATONIC is the best remedy, it takes
the harmful acids and gases right out
of the body and, ‘of course, you
well. Tens of thouund; wonderflsly
benefited. Guaranteed. to satisf
money refunded by your own
Zist. Cost a trifle. Please try it!
E— —-- —
The Language.

“I tell you, young Smith is a come~
ing man.” ° i

“Yes, I notice he is zZolng some.”

or

Important to Mothers
Hxamine carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA, that famous old re med‘y
for Infants'and children, and see

Bears the
Signature of
In Use for Over 30 Years.
Children Cry for Fletcher’s Cutoru

Touch-and-go visitors may be the

sort who never want to find out wheths
er you are wearied of them or not.

Lift off Corns!

Doesn’t hurt a bit and Freszone
costs only a few cents,
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