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To Our Readers!
We have made arrangements with the NOVEL MAGAZINE
whereby our readers will receive this new, splendid illustrated,

interesting monthly magazine

The 3
NOVEL Months for

Magazine lOc
This is a trial price. The publishers are anxious to have our
readers become acquainted with this new publication which
promises to be one of the snappiest, brightest and best maga-

zines ever published on the Pacific Coast.

Ifyou will send 10 cents to The Colville Examiner, you will
receive the NOVEL MAGAZINE for March, April and May
—all for 10 cents. Don't delay, but send for itat once as this

offer willbe withdrawn in a short time.

The NOVEL MAGAZINE is a4B page illustrated monthly. It
is full of stories. It will be read with great interest by every
member in the family. Its pictures are well produced on good
paper. The printing is of the highest character, the type large
and readable. The subjects, though fullof facination and in-
terest, are clean, wholesome and moral. The magazine is espec-
ially adapted for every member of the family and once you read
it, you will be a permanent subscriber. This paper by special
arrangement with the publishers is enabled to make this offer.

Insures Good Crr *
Campbell's Scientific Farmer

An Illustrated MonthlyMagazine, per year, $1.00. Devoted toScion- f£ 4
tific Soil Tillage—the only exponent of successful soil culture— "^P I
regardless of rainfall or irrigation.

Campbell's 1905 Soil Culture Manual
A Hand Book and Treatise on the Campbell System of Soil Rift
Culture. Tells how. Illustrated, 50c u+J\Jf

The Colville Examiner one year $1.50
Acombination ofall CO 9, Sthree publications as above for only *tt
By special arrangements with the Campbell Soil Culture Co. ot
Lincoln, Nebr., we are enabled to make the above liberal offer,
which holds good only until September 1, 1909.

'Every farmer in this section is interested in this proposition. The
Campbell System is an insurance of good crops year after year; the result of
25 years of careful painstaking observation and experiment by Prof.
Campbell. Not a theory, but a proven fact. You ought to at least
investigate it for yourself.

HERE IS SOME EVIDENCE_
Judge L. Cough, Hereford, Tex., says, whul IkM gave a net profit of over $16.00 pet acre.

years and find that it more than doubles the yield." AtNorth p|,tt«, N.br., at lh» Sranch e»-J. W. Foreman, Alexander, N. Dak., perirnental (arm of the Stale Agricultural Cullege.
says. ' think well of your system and by applyingIt by following the Campbell method uf tillage to the
here believe wewiltrank withthe best in agriculture." letter in 1907, 62 bushels of winter wheat were

InHitchcock County, Nebr., In 1904 a grown per acre, and in 1908. 67 bushels.
field cultivated by the same scientific princi- Near Cuymon, Okie., in 1908,* a marvelous

total failure of fully•>»% of allwheat'planted in that as outlined by Mr. Campbell does brim; r.Ults, was

iwenty-lhreedays. was a lailute because of droulliyconditions beginning
W. 8. Bailey, Lamar, Nebr., says. "Ithink In August, 1907, and continuing until af.er wheat

Mr. Campbell is doing more for the western farmer harvest, yet this field produced 48 bushels luthe acre.
than any man living." Wheat at the nearest station was worth 90 cents.

AtOrainfield, Kama*, In tbe dry year of Smi?i&
1904 tbe Campbell plan of tillage produced a cop of £",',' '̂^^Zcw,TtTey did not know how. "
You can cat a sample copy of the Scientific Farmer and Soil Culture literature freeby writing the Soil Culture Co., Lincoln, Nebr. Send your aubtcription for the com \u25a0

bination direct to this office.

The ColvilleExaminer

Poultry Secrets— Disclosed! I i~~
' I"*HERE are secrets in the poultry business, as JSP
* in any other ; the best methods and newest \u25a0^Ha-d?'

discoveries seldom reach the amateur poultry raiser .^^^^^ *r
and the general public for years after they are origi- i^^^L
nated. A new method of absolutely insuring the
fertility of setting eggs, for example, has iiid^B«V&''

Enormous Cash Value e)H t
and its discorerer is not to be blamed for keeping it to himlelf. Now,for the N

Obtained in an Honorable Way "

(1) by outright POrchu*! (2) by l,ee permission (ItMthe aulh.r. Michael K. \u25a0\u25a0

Boyer; (.5) by collcciiiiE old, valuable, but littleknown methods; (4) byMt. ),',,,"',,,,,,", ,',,lh „„'/ ,, Buyer's own experience covering 30 busy yeitl. Since Ihilbook waa first ad- '\u0084„", "/"'
i i c i 'Lt i i l jii lif itirtts flit nial/ Jtlipot-

Termed tmir or nve months ago, ithas been neceisary to print eight editions, , , t i ti. > t *, and many new and valuable secret, have been added to the ordinal book. """"'"' '""""""»>cv""'d-

I . A Few of the More Important Secrets
Read What Purchaaers Say lloy ĝ

5

s
sew systeln f"r to™** ttttiHj of setting

Wood's"lnKenlouß method for saving the weak mc.--
art w..rtlillie.rormlil in j.'ld. Why. I |,n,l |5 oatur Clucks.
furtlie ii.i.ut. I\u0084,,i. ii. ih .1. v.ni ceruinlj |i.. I.K. Kplch's System of In-lirpeiliiiKwithout the least• Ml.'Wcircrlilm.nnKy'twxrlh. loss of vitality.

»NDKtW r. 0. MOKI.KV.I'tica, N. Y. Selecting the l«ylnK hens-the central thotnht of the
Recked y<.url..nkof 'T.^llrySerr.ti." It'ian so-called llogan, I'olter anil l'alin.T Sy-t.-ms.

.ireirtmnullj..to.*.. ». rk »,i.l «..,tli %\« 1.. The Phllo Syntem, a brief outline lelliiißwhat it Is and
•"'HSPJ" 1" '"\u25a0>\u25a0""" I«""l'l\u25a0'"' "'• 1" for what It Isvaluable.
lake tli»li"r itiyr"|)T iT I nuili!iml(rtKimtlifL ti— «| t A t I *»i_ ,

HOBT. V m.Nusi.AMi.Hi.ntville. N Ir several new lona tormiilns, many of them the same asexpensive "patented "foods.
'\u25a0 J^MSSEir l".t:'JX™o, The "15-cents.a.bushel •- method of producing green

tin. itata f..r the \u0084ut liftren y»n. and ha.c
\u0084

\u25a0 al»mte>..,rl«.ktliiUiM.iil.l.,,h«lr.nthiiiiihject C.remer's Corn Feeding System ; and other new rules
InmrlitirarT.tn<l Imnaiilir tln> i...k ..f > iihe for feeding corn and Rraln.
u,»uv.1.,1,1. 11k,,,,.i,,«., ,„.1,. |««lp^4k. Truslow's Secret of obtaining high market prices for1. A.Ml MAltlJNI.V HarilK, Ml. poultry stock,

Tour li~>k "Poultry Secret." recel.ed. .1... The Angell method, admirably adapted to the small* the rrlinmrv and March nntnhitri of the Farm flock In villageor suburb.
»T"!re Sll?SFmS!2rtw&mJt7!* Orundy's method of obtaining bulkyfood at a enst of

' ***°r "l. ti^dkrburii'h. Hereford, Teiaa. Dr. Wood's Secret of Laying Food for producing eggs.
; I

_
1 Professor Uice's Fat lien Secret explaining why lean

hens don't lay.

' AND MANYOTHERS, NOT ENUMERATED HERK
\u25a0 It would he absurd toexpect every bit of this information to he unknown to everyone I we make• no such claim. Hut to the great majority of poultrymen It willhe absolutely new, andof gi^eat value.
, ABOCT FARM JOCKNAL l-Parm Jcrnal hu forthirtyy«rt mul. a apecMtyof poultry I thl. department

U ahly e.liled and mere valuable than maoy .peclaliied poultry papera. Thlt I.only one urtlorT however, of> remarka-ble ma(aaiiii>-» monthlywith (00.000 aubaeribara. HOT a dreary, technical f«rm paper, badly printed on cheap paper,
fullof mediral and traihyadrertlMmeaU. but a maraaiae for the home — lowa, village or omiotry ; well printed and
Illustrated, clean, rlerer. quaint, and always cheerful I loUnaely practical : equallyat homeon • thousand acre farm oron a suburban back (ardeo ; and iva douo ways UNLIKEiHI OTHER PiPEB.

OUR OFFER: {^H£Z^}AU3 for $2
(H'« Caassot aell "l'onltry NerrcU " .y lUolf-oailr la tkla o*KbUMiaa.)

SEND OR BRING YOUR ORDER TO I
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A RACE FOR
A WIFE

The Girl (iave Answer In Lapland

Fashion to a Proposal

Ly ELEANOR L. BRITTON

Cipyi'lKht. 1911, by American Press
Association

Spltebur«er was a greut truveler.
He l::.d vlsiti-d every country on th«
globe, and I verily believe that if
aviation had come up in bis day he
would have sailed up beyond the
clouds to find others. When 1 made
his acquaintance he hud settled down
in a place lie called by a Jawbreaking

name signifying "dwelling" that he
had picked up among the Eskimos
or some other benighted people. It
was in the country situated on the top
of a hill and looked more like a Chi-
nese pagoda than any other structure.

Bpltsburger was a widower, with
one child, a daughter. She was twen-
ty years old and for half her life had
traveled during half of each year—the
Rummer season—with her father. He-
redity and travel had made her as
odd as he. ltather she was unique.
She wiis of medium height, lithe, wiry
—indeed, a feminine athlete of the
featherweight type. Her hair was black
and straight as an Indian's; her eyes
large black ones, with lashes of the
Spanish type. I wondered if her moth-
er had not been some dusky semlclvi-
lized creature her father had picked up
on the underside of the world. But
he told me his wife had been an Amer-
ican rreole.

The inside of the house in which
these two lived was as curious as the
outside. The furniture and ornamen-
tal articles had apparently been gath-
ered from all points of the globe, rang-
ing from the south sea islands to
Greenland. There was a mill for
grinding from the Holy Land similar
to those used in Bible times, a wheel
from India to spin flax on, and the
bathtub hnd been the sarcophagus of
an Egyptian mummy.

The reason for my making the Spitz-
burgers' acquaintance was this: I was
taking a postgraduate course at the
time, studying the customs of differ-
ent races of men, the causes and ef-
fects which shape them and their re-
lationship. Desiring some informa-
tion as to the people of Tibet, a land
forbidden to foreigners and therefore
little known, I was recommended to
Spltzburger as one who had penetrat-
ed to the interior of that country. I
went to see him, and my visit led to
my studying with him.

How long I remained there doesn't
matter, but it was suf&clent for my
enthrallment by that "little savage,"
as I called his daughter, Irene. Not
that there was any outward intima-
tion on my part that I was coming un-
der a spell, and, as for the girl, I had
no idea that I was any more to her
than anotlor man. Indeed, I some-
times fancied that she might have left
her heart in New Zealand, Kamchatka
or some other barbarous land. Wheth-
er Spitzburger suspected the drift of
my inclinations I don't know, but one
day he took occasion to mention with
approbation the marriage customs in
Lapland, where one who marries a
girl without her parents' consent Is
adjudged guiltyof a crime next below
murder and is punished accordingly.
I thought that he looked at me very
hard, but "a guilty conscience needs
no accuser," and 1 may have attached
more meaning to his words than they
covered.

The only thing to indicate that Irene
and I were drifting together as lovers
was that we took long walks together.
I made an excuse for this that in her
company I could both exercise and
study. This was true. I could get
from her certain information of the
domestic habits of the people she had
visited that 1 could not get from her
father. One day while we were on
one of these walks I said lo her:

"Your father tells me that in Lap-
land to marry a girl without her par-
ents' consent is punished as a crime
Please tell me how a man in that coun-
try does his courting."

"He doesn't do any courting."
"Then how does he proceed?"
"He goes to her parents and asks

for her. If he is refused there la no
hope for him. Ifthey approve of bis
suit they tell the girl of it She may
or may not have seen the .lover, but
the process Is the same In either case.
Her parents give a feast at which
they, the girl, her suitor and mutual
friends are present. The two princi-
pals are placed opposite each other at
table, where they can observe and
talk with each other all they like."

"Well, then what? I suppose the
girl has something to say In the mat-
ter, else this looking over her suitoi
would be useless."

"Yes, she has a good deal to say
about it, but she doesn't yet make it
known. She Indicates her decision
later. After tbe feast all go to an open
space suitable for running a race. A
course Is marked off—a quarter of a
mile usually—and the girl is given a
handicap of a third of tbe distance.
The handicap Is Intended to enable her
to win the race easily If she wishes,
and if she wins that indicates her re-
fusal of the offer. But If. on the con-
trary, she purposely lags and her suitor
cat. tics her. that indicates she accepts
him for her husband."

When Irene finished giving me this
bit of a lecture on Lapland customs I
walked for some distance without
speaking.

"What are you thinking of?" the
\u25a0sked.

"I am thinking how popular this
method would be at our universities,
where athletics are so much in vogue.
Every undergraduate would be mar-
ried before the end of his course."

It was a mi>nili after this that, hav-
ing got all out of Spitzburger In the
line of my studies that I desired, I be-
gan to think of leaving. A singular
something there was in Irene had con-
tinued to grow upon me, and—well I
wanted her. Remembering what her
father had said on the subject, I went
to him and asked him for his daughter.

"I will inform her of the honor you
do her," he said.

I waited a day for a reply, and as 1
received none the suspense threw me
Into au awful fret. At the end of the
si" \u25a0Mill day, the situation being the
same, 1 was almost demented. On the
morning of the third, determined to
have the matter out with Irene, I
\u25a0sited her to go for a walk with me,
the last we would take together before
my departure. She assented and went

ui> to her room for her wraps. She
wns some time getting them, and when
she came down what was my surprise
to see that she had put on a skirt
reaching but little below the knees, and
Instead of a hat she had wrapped a
veil about her head.

I didn't dream for awhile what this
in i Miit, but when she led me along a
path and across a stile to a space used
In season for pasture I suspected at

once that she proposed to satisfy a

whim by giving me an answer to my
proposal after the Lapland custom. I
was too hungry for it to object to the
terms and was quite ready to run for
my answer. Indeed, so impatient was
I that Iopened the subject myself.

"A good place for a race," I re-
marked.

"Splendid."
"And a fine morning for it too. The

air is crisp and full ofozone."
"I love to snuff It In and get the

odor."
"Do you see that tree yonder?"
"The oak split Into two trunks near

the ground?"
"Yes. I have a mind to race you for

it."
"How much advantage will you give

me?"
"What you like."
She pulled offa fur jacket and threw

it on the ground, and I saw at once
that she had divested herself of her
corsets—indeed, there was nothing to

interfere with any movement. Her
short skirt, a tight fitting jersey and
the veil about her head made an ex-
cellent racing costume.

But these preparations appalled me.
What could they mean but that she

desired every advantage that she might
surely beat me in the race?

"Iwish no handicap," she said. "I
think I can beat you on equal terms.

I will go over to that stump, which Is
about the same distance from the tree

as we are here. One race would be
little fun. Let us make itthe best two
in three. You give the signal."

"Agreed," I said, and she went off to
the stump.

"One, two, three—go!" I cried.
She ran like a deer; but, spurred by

love, I kept an equal pace with her.

I won that race.
The second race was very different.

Irene permitted me at first to gain a
few yards on her, but before we had
traversed two-thirds of the distance
she forged ahead and reached the tree

full ten feet ahead of me.
I knew now that she could beat me

Ifshe wished. Nevertheless I deemed
it my proper part to do the best I
could in the third and deciding race.
Burning to know my fate, I wished to
start at once. But she declined to go
until she got her breath. While we
waited 1 endeavored to see something
encouraging in her eyes—something to

' indicate that these races were the an-
swer I was expecting. But there was
nothing in her expression to Indicate
that we were running forany purpose
except pastime. She studiously Ig-
nored every other consideration.

Finally, when my patience was near-
ly exhausted, she signified a willing-
ness to start I gave the signal, and
for the first half the distance she
seemed determined to win. Surely she
could not have put forth greater ef-
fort. I saw her glance aside to see
where Iwas, and she dashed on, seem-
ingly bound to reach the goal before
me. But when within ten yards of it,
my distance being twenty, she tripped
and fell. I ran on to the tree, touched
It and then back to her. Raising her.
Isaid impatiently:

"I suppose we must try this one
over."

"No," she said; "I couldn't run
again."
I still held her in my arms, and,

taking this for tbe answer Icraved, I
wound them about her. covering her
face with kisses.

Supposing, that my love bad been
injured by her fall, I proposed to car-
ry her borne, but she stepped out quite
readily.

"How about that tripping?" Iasked.
She looked at tbe ground, but made

no reply, and Iknew she had tripped
on purpose.

When we returned to the hous* Spitz-
burger looked at us both curiously. I
knew at once that be was aware that
his daughter bad given me my answer
and that she had given it in accordance
with the Lapland custom. He first

\u25a0canned her face, but receiving no sat-
Ufactlon there bent his gaze upon
mine.

He did not require a long examina-
tion of my features to know that I had
been made very happy, and the cause
was evident. I took Irene by the hand
and, leading her to her father, told him
the story.

When I came to tbe part where Irene
•tumbled and fell he burst Into a laugh,
saying that she could run for boors
without a stumble or a mlssstep.

A Newspaper
Serial

It Was Written For One Purpose,
But Accomplished Two Purposes

By F. A. MITCHEL

Copyright. 1911. by American Press
Association.

"What we want," said the manag-
ing editor. "In our serials is plot. We
must have our characters or some one
of them ut the end of 1111 installment
huufrtng over a precipice a thousand
feet deep, to be rescued in the next,
tumbled overboard in rnidocean, left
to drown, rescued again, etc. And you
needn't bring it all out happily In the
end. Kill the hero If you like. There's
Toss of the D'Urliervilles, who was
strung up at the end of the story, and
the whole world rend it and wept over
It. Big sales, large profits."

"You want it true to life, don't you?"
"Truth is stranger than flction. If

you'll strike a plot that every one says
Couldn't possibly have happened you'll
get a soiling story. The critics will
rail It 'rot, 1 but the people will want
to rend it. Try to do something
startling. My object is to put the
paper on its feet. Many a newspaper
has been mudc by an ingenious serial."

I hud no confidence in the paper's
being established by any serial I could
write, however improbable I should
make it, and I told Heaton so, but he
told me to get out and do as he had
instructed. He had no more time to
talk about the matter. "You know
what we want," he said; "go and do
It."

I puzzled for a considerable time
over a plot, but (mild invent nothing
original. Then it occurred to me that
there is nothing original except in real
Incidents that occur from time to time,
and even these repeat themselves.
After nil, the novel Heaton had quoted
had nothing startling in the plot. It
was the writingof it and the tragedy
at the end. I determined to be con-
tent with a commonplace plan and
rely on hanging somebody to do the
rest. I would drag In all the horrid
details of an execution, and I hoped
In this way to serve the managing edi-
tor's purpose to a limited extent. In
order to make the story more harrow-
ing I determined that the man who
dangled at the end of a rope should
be the innocent victim of circum-
stances.

Haycroft was my hero, Gwendolln
Montclaveries my heroine. They
loved. Haycroft was a distant con-
nection to a millionaire who was a
bachelor, and, since Haycroft was the
only child of several generations of
older children descending from the
millionaire's only brother (or sister,
for that matter), in case the million-
aire died without will Haycroft would
Inherit all his property. Pitblado, the
villiiiuof the story, also loves Gwen-
dolin, and I must invent some plan for
him to get Haycroft out of the way.
It was very easy for me to kill the
rich man under suspicious circum-
stances—at least I had Pitblado manu-
facture the circumstances—which went
to show that Haycroft had poisoned
the old gentleman to get his money.
The ingenuity required was to weave
a lot of circumstances that would con-
vict Haycroft and yet he must be in-
nocent.

Nothing very original about that, you
say. Well, if there is any originality
in the matter at all I didn't supply it
Fate lays all the plot*for stories, and
nil we scribblers do is to write them
up. Nevertheless, though I didn't
know it, I was doing the biggest job
of my life. And do you know while 1
thought I was writing a blood and
thunder love tragedy I was turning
bitterness and gall in a real household
into a great happiness.

The story was coming out, the In-
stallment* appearing once a week. I
had convicted the hero, and he was
waiting the result of an appeal which
I intended to have denied by a mer-
ciless judge. I was writing the de-
scription of the hanging and Intended
as soon as it was over to drive the
heroine insane and conclude with her
shrieks dying away gradually as doors
were closing behind her in a mad-
house. The Issue of the paper had ap-
peared containing an explanation of
that chain of circumstances which had
convicted the murderer. Though they
were not to save him, I felt bound to
show my skill in finding a key to them
which If brought to light would save
the victim. But, relying as I did on a
double tragedy at the end, I proposed
to bring out the key when it was too
late to do any good. You see, Ididn't
Intend to spoil the tragic effect by be-
ing chicken hearted, especially as the
people involved were merely creatures
of my own brain. Besides, I remem-
bered the instructions of the manag-
ing editor, and I was to attract the
attention of the reading public, which
increases the circulation of the paper
and brings in the advertisements, the
ultimate object of the whole thing.

About a week after the appearance
of tbe Issue containing the explana-
tion of tbe Incidents that had proved
Haycroft guilty, while I was engaged
writing the removal of Gwendolin to

a inn (Ukiuse, a servant knocked at my

door to say that a man was downstairs
who wished to see me.

"Get out of here," I cried, "and tell
the man to get out too! I'm doing
work that must not be Interrupted."

The maid went away and returned
to say that she thought the man was
having n fit It required something of
the sort to cause me to break off from

my work, and, throwing down my pen,
'. hastened away. The man hnd burled
bis face In the lounge pillows und was
giving way to violent spasmodic con-
tortions. Hearing me enter, he arose
and faced me. I never saw greater

agony on any face. He looked from
me to the maid and pointed to the

door. I told her to leave us and closed
the door behind her. Then I turned
to my visitor.

"How did you get on to it?" he asked,

his eyes starting out of his head.
"Get on to what?"
"My making up that prescription

wrong."
"What prescription?"
"That killed the man In your story."
"Killed the man in my story!" I re-

pented, my eyes bulging with astonish-
ment. I had been writing of an Imag-

inary lunatic, and my first Impression
was that I had a real one before me.

"You called him Chesterton."
"Well?"
"Oh, my God! He was Middleton.

You intent as well have given the real

name as one so like it."
Istood staring at the man for awhile,

then said to him:
"My friend, you must pardon me for

excusing myself, but I have no time to
devote to cranks. I am putting the
finishing touches to the serial you

speak of, and the copy must be ready
this afternoon. The hero has been ex-
ecuted, the girl who loved him has
gone mad, and"—
I didn't finish the sentence, for the

fellow fell in a fit true enough. I pick-
ed him up and laid him on the lounge.

As soon as he quieted down a bit he
started up and began to talk in a
hoarse whisper just as people on the
dramatic stage do when they have

something harrowing to communicate.
"I'm a drug clerk. One day a pre-

scription came in and I put It up.
Hours after It had gone out I found a
small vial of deadly poison standing
on the board where I had mixed the
medicine. I had taken it up by mis-
take and put enough to kill any one
into the mixture. Idarted out to stop
the patient from taking It. A boy
rushed past me selling newspapers
and crying, 'Sudden death of Banker
Middleton!' That was the name giv-
en when the medicine was called for.

"I went back to the store, told my

employer that my mother was dying
and left town within an hour. My
secret has preyed on me, but I never
dreamed it would involve another
life."

The man had given the key to the
circumstances that had convicted an
innocent man as I had concocted It

for my novel. I saw at once that it
was fate and not I who had been writ-
ing a detective story, the parts of
which fate had evolved in Its way,
not mine.

11l a distant town the drug clerk
had picked up a copy of our paper
containing that Installment of my sto-
ry which gave my concocted key. It
being Identical with his own act.
Later his eye met a newspaper item
that the man who bad poisoned Mld-
dleton for his money would be exe-
cuted In three weeks. He had come
to me as the author of the story, sup-
posing that I had his secret.

In this sequel to the product of my
brain I saw what the story Itself
would not produce. lam a newspaper
man, and my newspaper instincts
came to the front.

"You come with me," I said. "Put
yourself In the hands of our paper,
and we'll give you the best outcome

to your fatal mistake one can secure
for you."

He assented, and, taking him to the
office, I told the story to Heaton.

"Shake!" he said, thrusting out his
hand and grasping mine in an iron
grip. "The paper's made!"

Then I called the drug clerk in and
Introduced him to the managing editor.
Heaton gave him what money he
wanted and told him to go where he
liked—leaving his address, of course—
and keep his mouth shut. The next
morning out came scare heads an-
nouncing that a remarkable combina-
tion detective-fiction exploit had led to
the discovery that George Barton, the
man who had been convicted of the
murder of Banker Middleton, was in-
nocent. This set everybody agog for
the next issue.

In the morning we announced that
the paper had produced a drug clerk
whose mistake had caused the poison-
ing of Middleton. A hint was thrown
out that an author-detective who wrote
exclusively for the paper had built a
theory of his own as to the cause of
Middleton's death and had written the
story with the intent of bringing out
the real oalprit.

And so It came about that an inno-
cent inun was saved from a hanging
because people like to read about such
tragedies and because I was instruc-
ed to hang an imaginary character.
But, after all, did it not come about on
the principal of an ad.?

We got the drug clerk off with light
punishment and had Barton up in our
editorial rooms, where I was intro-
duced to him as the man who had
saved him from a felon's death. He
asked me if I bad really written the
story on the theory that Middleton had
been poisoned by the mistake of a
drug clerk. The look of noncommittal
wisdom I put on was a stroke of
genius. It claimed nothing for me, but
helped the paper.

There was another coincidence which
I have left to the last, for it Is the
touching part Barton wits engaged to
a very lovely girl. She had stood by
him during his trial, confident In hist
innocence. Burton asked me to go to
see her, and I did so. The Interview
was very affecting. She told me that
if her fiance had been executed she be-
lieved she would have gone mad, as
did the heroine of my story. Then I
realized that better things had been
accomplished by my serial than the
building up of a newspaper.


