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"Nothing doing," he sneered. "Any 
crook Jaaing enough to steal those 
pearls, once he 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 
lie hustied with them right away to 
the safe deposit vaults and did not 
rest until he had them safely locked 
up. He took both 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 I told 
him that in my opinion there was 
nothing to it. After he recovered the 
pearls he was too excited to think 
about anything else. It seemed to 
break him all up, and I took liira back 
to his hotel and left him there. He 
said 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 turned 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 
®yself despondently on my little iron 
sot, and closing my eyes, tried to 
concentrate my thoughts on an at­
tempt to soive this new mystery, 
which I could plainly see had all but 
destroyed Gorman's faith in iny hon­
esty. I must solve it if I was to re­
tain him in aiding me to get free, yet 
the whole thing seemed inexplicable. 
1 could hardly blame him for doubting 
me. The great value of the pearls 
had been motive enough for their 
theft, but what possible motive could 
there hav® been for the thief 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 I 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 secret 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: pur 
knowledge of the identity of the tele­
phone 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 I 
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 
liar^ly 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 |j[ prisoner I" had learned* all'too 
well the bitter fact that once a man 
Is discredited, henceforth no one 
trusts him. If Rufus Gaston failed 
me at this juncture-1 did notf^efe how 
I could possibly extricate "myself uri-
aratbed from the . web that -up^eeen 
hands had so 'skillfully' antf 'niall-' 
ciously woven around me. , Thjp ; only 
ray Jof comfort that I equip, find, any­
where in the^'whole Wttiation '^a's rin 
my firm belief that though old Rufus 
and'^Gorman and the whole world 
doufted me, Barbara Bradford—my 
Barbara, I ventured to call her In my 
Innermost heart—would continue to 
belL&e In me. She would be sure, n*» 
matter how much appearances went 
agal§st t&e.tbfit I > was < felliiigU'the^ 

; truth* Qajtoara and I tyofcw, 
,,.. , ahe yad "toot known that 

possibly have fired the shot that killed 
Lutan, I was certain that she 

•tilHwonld have trusted, me. v 
Tpking about Barbara.! racked 

Jratft was the <la; of 
ding*. 1 bad one of the prison attend-
anttfapet me the evening papers to seer 
wlla* they t? My about It, for 
I «ga fearful,,^ 
scandal at the fast moment-Involving 
the ^Bradfords . might-
postamiement. -.Eagerly I.'Was hoping 

Ibaft happened; to prevent 

. /... • ^osslb 

nm J/'mttn « 

V, Even, if 
'<ro3ifd li'of 

taking place* 

smoother sailing, provided of course 
that I 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 
Gaston 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. Unquestionably 
it would mean that I would be found 
guilty of murder and sentenced to 
death In the electric chair. As soon 
as I could sufficiently compose myself 
I read every word there 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 
luid informed lier 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 
apartment. 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 
apartments. Together they had gone 
to Mr. Gaston's rooms. 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 Spinion tha't 
the murderer had gained access in the 
guise of i a 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
ings in stocks, bonds and real estate, 

of the gang tc which young Nelson,) 
now tn prison charged with the mur-? 

der of Miss Lutan, undoubtedly bet" 
longed. Their theory was that a bur­
glar gang succeeded In planting Nel­
son in 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 ybung Nelson, the police, 
say. is ! established beyond question, 
and they are hopeful of being able to 
round up his asso'clates.-

There was also a brief Interview 
with Wick, In which he was quoted I as 
saying: 

"1 was suspicious of Nelson from 
the start and tried to keep an eye on 
him. He was very secretive about his 
comings and goings 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." 

I sniffed indignantly as I read this. 
I knew that Wick was deliberately t^ry* 
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, I was morally 
certain. I was inclined to agree with 
Gorman that Wick himself was not the 
murderer. The fact that he was of a 
cowardly and cringing nature seemed 
to argue against associating 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. I 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 
required organization and employees. 
'I was convinced that Wick and the 
telephone gii^l were only two—more 
than likely two minor members—of a 
powerful body of criminals. That it 
was this same sinister force that had 
caused my discharge from the oflice 1 
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 so, fully understood how 
thoroughly an itorilbcent man could be 
damned by circumstantial evidence. I 
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? ; 

Went to attend lila funeral and*ha* 
\fcMM»alittMd alarmed ty pot find* 
Ing me there *AiMfettlii)e'rl bad Msto 
to prison I bad been .writing b«r jw' 
usuni weekly letter, affecting a cheer­
fulness lwa» far; from feeilng'and teU 
" ^ ̂ tMog 
?Her letjers 'to tie,1 'iiddriisaei WHtier 
Granddeck;bad peea forwarded by the 
potf office* ad thai4 until after she ar* 

-dyed tn the <pty shekfiew nothlngrof 
my plight. It had been my hope that 
I would be able to conceal 'everything 
from her^untll after l^had been trium­
phantly acquitted. If I were^ not she 
would know the worst soon enough; 
; When she first learned, or from 

what source, of my predicament I was 
unaware. I did not even know of her 
presence In the city until the day after 
m/ great-uncle's funeral, when—just 
twenty-fottr hours before my trtul was 
to begin—a keeper brought me wora 
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 

CHAPTER XIII. 

from wh i gb-*4t-«tipeared*"tha<*-hig' for-

prlae that I learned • that a score or 
orfore of yaawi 'ago^iie-'otd^aima- appar­
ently hqd been a powerful flgtire in 

in its baflness^ind sodal life. 
Whit lnterested Ule lDo^t' wai tfi* 

attention paid to the remarkable 
incidence •HMt only few weeks be^ 
fort> * JPQ'^er hadK token place' in the. 

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 It 
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 
relative apd myself^n^ fact, I bad 

hliii.jonly]!;or four times; in 
my whole life, and then only for brief 
periods—st^ll ; , uh^ert^f (and 
dreadful end ti^d bereft me of practi­
cally eVery hopie^'of being acquitted of! 
the absurd charge agai^sjt mev ; WickJ 
'it wi»s" plaint intended to disclaim' all 
knowledge of my r^latfbnshi{)'~£o( Mr. 
Gaston, and now there was no one 
else to explain how I happened to be 
living In the building at the time of 

.MtastXutan's murder. Unfortunately 
I Kid destroyed both Mr. Gaston's let­
ter to me., and thje npte ,from my 
EboWeH^lilcfe'Hk^ 'Br^iidU' tpe of the< 

f 
I learned from the newspapers, had, 

tragedy and had,been una^leito gpm£< 
to the funeral. The shock of the ttews'' (ichof>! 
flf, J^r toad's ,ylelent end Jad leftf i^ti 

•- cond^ttoo^'it 
seemed to have; whoUy deMogedVtaei'f oat 
aged..; auip-

'•feiHc thift' the least 
excitement :0f.;any^•j*w%ld;-W,3i^l. 
to hive fatal results. V 

To be aura 

L « 

"Oh, My Boy, My Boyl"She Had Cried 
as.She Saw Me, "I Know You Didn't 
Do It." 

New York that I felt certain that she 
would insist that my conduct must be 
responsible for my being where I now 
was. E^or 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 anv 

unkind word nor the suggestion of a 
reproachful thought came from her 
Ups. 

Oh, my boy, my boy," she had cried 
as she saw me, "I knrfw you didn't do 
it. 1 know my boy is innocent I 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 understanding^ than 
ever before In our lives. Freely and 
fully I told her everything, even to my 
wonderful hut hopeless love for Bar­
bara Bradford. She was willing, anx­
ious, eager to aid 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
tempt to battle against such powerful 
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 guiiied by what they Sug­
gested. 

When the morning of my trial actu­
ally arrived I entered the courtroom in 
a state of dull apathy. The night be­
fore I 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 ajnd 
how ̂ miserably everything, had turned^ 
out ;for me. Step by '6tep'. i had re-
vie#>»d the events that had brought 
me, discredited, all but friendless, all' 

.but penfilless, Into this'dismal court­
room accused of a horrible, cowardly.' 
deerf, seeking to see wherein 1. might 
have altered my recent actions ^ or 
changed the course of my life to avoid 
havtog arrived at this' shameCul :goal. 
Yet,t strange to say; 1 found myself 
aftef mature reflection convinced that 
had il this last year to live over again 
not in one lota would I have done dif­
ferently—no, not evens if k opuld have 
fore|olid^^^lMliiBreliy ll^Wtotfl 
for pie. 
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84ea Much '• Bitnafit lm,.iii« NaeaaiNy 
to Work-Mi.Alao In tHe Worry 
" Which P*lila Co the Lit 

said Mr. Goslington, .^propounds • the 
theory that botn poverty and worry 
are conducive to longevity; and I 
think there is something in that. 1' 
am not so sure , about the worry, and 
yet I think even that ^iay be true. I 
can see, for instance, that if a man 
worried bard enough .he would keep 
himself lean and so escape thje ills and 
inconveniences' attendant upon obesi­
ty;, but that poverty tends to lengthen 
life I have no doubt whatever. 

"The man who is poor, as we most 
of us are, has to work for a living. 
Surely ft is 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 ; 
we find a, pleasure In labor and a joy 
in accomplishment; and It makes me 
smile to think bow in Sul*h work we 
forget our worries entirely. 

"So we don't really need to consid­
er whether worry is a life prolonger 
or not; all we want to lengthen our 
days Is to be poor, poor enough so 
that we have to work and\keep plug­
ging; but 1 do wonder ihat Glimmerby 
did not mention along with poverty 
and worry, as among the things that 
might tend to prolong life, our physi­
cal ailments. 

"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 hfe had never 
had this ailment at all. 

"I might add that this friend has 
now regained several of his lost 
pounds, lie 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 cities slums are rare. On the 
streets there is a healthy, bustling 
population of a type more like, the 
dwellers In the cities 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 their 
own problems to solve, and are pe­
culiarly ready to accept innovations. 
There is a great fondness for sports, 
football, tennis, surf bathing, which Is 
possible ail the year round in portions 
of Australia, and, most of all, for 
horse racing, in connection wifri which 
there is a .great amount of gambling, 
which the state sanctions by taking a 
certain percentage of the,, sales in the 
.pool rooms.—Exchange. ' 

Touch-and-p visitors may be tb* 
sort who never want to find out wheth­
er you are wearied of them or not. 

Lift off Corns! 
Doesn't hurt a .bit and FreMOM 
O costs only a few cents. / 
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Old Rome Has Paper Shortage. 
Le Figaro of Paris has unearthed 

for Its readers what It believes is the 
world's first recorded paper shortage. 
It quotes from the "Causeries du 
Lundi" where Sniute-Beuve, translat­
ing from Pliny, says that under Tibe­
rius there was such a scarcity of pa­
per In the Roman empire that it was 
necessary to appoint senators Jo regu­
late distribution; .in other, words, a 
congressional board of control. ~ • 
; Sainte^Beuve, grown cynical In his 
day of excessive erudition, books, Ink 
and paper, abided: 

"How welcome'. such a : shortage 
would be now! • But such things hap­
pened only under. Tiberius. -XVe cao-
ndt-.»hope for llkfe happiness today." 
. Le Pigaro finds Siilnte-Beuve re-
fresHIng reading, but In view of the 
situation' in-1900, unduly' appreciative 
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"-A^yMently.'. published;book':dea1ijp.g» 
^th|.ApoMti<^i"hnd 'social; a^fthris in 
JEngtknd is ..called "Tliie Island 
Sheep." whose authors (<pe of who*m v 

Is a prominent British statesman) are 

tl^Englisii ana^the^^M Great 
ifi^ln." The Butcher's Advoimt^Llv^RffM^lHlttPi^^ tfafcham 

i fjf WMsed by the happy tbouftbt pf ai^ ««„"F*mm? 
•>l|dand filled with muttons, writes :fo|, 
«0cppy of "Cadmus; H. Barmonia" ti 
jtevfiew, "it being," tbey ^dalm, 
exceptional interest ' ito the 

we^tly/^K 

she M wrt finished I t ; lf^lfiatf 
y^rn. "Oh, no/* answered 

; "I Juat rtin'd^tttt o: 

^be'Mme';tOv ^rttithed by, our 
;'4% 

*£ Some athletKJ enthusiasts"of «* 
ahire. England,- have recently revived 
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 ̂The success ; of Lydia EL Rnkbam'a^pV 
vegetable \3ompouna, made firdm* roots i. 
ana herbs, is unpar l̂eled. It may be-} 
used with perfect confidence by women 'Tf. 4". 
who suffer from nervous prostration, ̂  
displacements. Inflammation, ulcera* %' " 
tion,irrfegiJ t̂!es, periodic pains, back- s.i', 

standard reme3y for femaTeills. 
: If there are any complications aboot > 

which you need advice write in con- i f 
fidence to Lydia E. Finkham Medicina 
Co., Lynn, Mass. 

BIG 4 
yuvw 

Keep the vital organs Wealthy by 
regularly taking the world's stand­
ard remedy for kidney, liver, 
bladder and uric acid trouble 

GOLD MEDAL A:=-' 

Th» National Remedy of Holland for 
canturiea and endorsed by Queen Wilhal-
mina. 'At all. druggists, threa sixes. 

(a* »»«w Gold Madal w «twf kaa 
aad accept no Imitation 

After you eat-—always use 

(FOR YOUR STOMACH'S SAKE") 

—rpne or jtwo tablets—eat like candy. 
Instiintly relieves Heartburn, jBloated 
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 get 
well. Tens of thousands wonderfully 
benefited. Guaranteed- to satisfy or 
money refunded by your own drug>-
£ist. Cost a trifle. Please try it I 

The Language. 
' "I tell you, young Smith is a com­
ing man," ' 

"Yes, I notice he is going some." 

Important to Mothers 
Examine carefully every bottle at 

CASTORIA, that famous old remedy 
for Infanta and children,and see thatic 

Bears the 
Signature ofj 
In tJse for Over .30 Years. 
Children Cry for Flfetcher's Castoria 
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With your fingers 

e toes, 

One way - tb flatter : w<l 


