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SYNOPSIS.

A curious crowd of meighbors invade
the mysterious home of Judge Ostrander,
county judge and eccentric recluse, fol-
lowing a wvelled woman who has galned
entrance through the gates of the high
double barriers surroundirug the place,
The woman has disappeared but the judge
Is found in a cataleptic state, The Judge
awnkes. Miss Weeks explains to him
what has ovcurred durlng his selzure, He
secretly discovers the whereabouts of the

& velled womun, Bhe proves to be the wid-
ow of a man tried before the judge and
electrocuted for murder years before, Her
daughter is engaged to the judge’s son,
from whom he is estranged, but the mur-

—— der I8 Letween the lovers. She plans to
vlear her husbund's memory and asks the
Judge's ald, Alone In her room Deborah
Scoville reads thie newspaper clippings
telling the story of the murder of Alger-
non Iitherldge by Jolhn Beoville In Dark
Hollow, twelve years before. The judge
and Mrs, Scoville meet at Spencer’'s Folly
and she shows him how, on the day of
the murder, she saw the shadow of a
man, whittling a stick and wearing a long
peaked cap. The judge engages her and
her dpughter Reuther to llve with him In
his mysterious lhome. Deborah and her
luwyer, Black, go to the police station and
#ee the stick used to murder Etheridge.
8he discovers a broken knife-blade point
embedded in it. Deborah and Reuther go
to live with the judge,

CHAPTER Vill—Continued.
Already had she stepped several
times to ler daughter's room and
looked In, only to meet Reuther's un-
quiet eye turned toward hers in silent
inquiry. Was her own uneasiness in-
fectious? Was the child determined

to share her vigil? She would wait a

little longer this time and see.

Their rooms were over the parlor,

" and thus as far removed as possible

from the judge's den. In her own,
which was front, she felt at perfect
ease, and it was without any fear of
disturbing either him or Reuther that
she finally raised her window and al-
lowed the coel wind to soothe her
heated cheeks. The moon emerged
from scurrying cloude as she quietly
watched the scene.

b Perched, as she was, In a window
overlooking the lane, she had but to
lift her eyes from the double fence
tthat symbol of sad seclusion) to light
on the trees rising above that unspeak-
able ravine, black with memories she
felt strangely like forgetting tonight.
Beyond how it stood out on
the bluff! it had never seemed to stand
out more threateningly! ., ., . the
bifurcated mass of dismal ruin from
which men had turned their eyes
these many vears now! But the moon
loved it; caressed it; dallied with it,
lighting up Its toppling chimney and
empty, staring gable, .

Spencer's Folly! Well, it had been
that, and Spencer's den of disslpation,
too! There were great tales—but it
was not of these she was thinking, but
of the night of storm—(of the greatest
storm of which any record remained
in Shelby) when the wind tore down
‘branches and toppled down chimneys;
when cattle were smitten in the field
and men on the highway; and the
ibluff towering overhead, flared into
flame, and the house which wasg its

T glory was smitten apart by the de-

! scending bolt a8 by a Titan sword, and

blazed llke a beacon to the sky.

This was long before she herself
had come to Shelby; but she had been
told the story so—often that it was
quite vivid to her. The family had
‘been gone for months, and so no pity
mingled with the excitement. Not tlll
the following day did the awful nature
of the event break in its full horror
upeon the town. Among the ruins, in
a closet which the flames had spared,
they found hunched up in one corner
the body of a man, in whose seared
throat & wound appeared which hed
not been made by lightning or fire.
Spencer! Spencer himself, returned,
they knew not how, to die of this seif-
inflicted wound, in the dark corner of
his grand but neglected dwelling.

But as she continued to survey it the
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his long-neglected rooms. He had sald
on riging from the breakfast table—
(the words are more or less impor-
tant) :

“I am really sorry to trouble you,
Mrs. Scoville; but if you have time
this morning, will you clean up my
study bufore 1 leave? The carriage
is ordered for half-past nine."”

The task was one she had long de-
sired to perform. Giving Reuther the
rest of the work to do, she presently
appeared before him with pall and
broom and a pile of fresh linen. Noth-
ing more commonplace could be imag-
ined, but to her, If not to him, there
underlay this special act of ordinary
housewifery a posslble enlightenment
on a subject which had held the whole
community in a state of curiosity for
years. She was going to enter the
room which had been barred from pub-
lie sight by poor Bela's dying body.

The great room before her pre-
sented a bare floor, whereas on her
first visit it had been very decently,
if not carefully, covered by a huge car-
pet rug. The judge’'s chair, which had
once looked Immovable, had been
dragged forward into such a position
that he could keep his own eye on the
bedroom’ door. Maunifestly ehe was not
to be allowed to pursue her duties un-
watched. Certainly she had to take
more than one look at the every-day
implements she carried to retain that
balance of judgment which should pre-
vent her from becoming the dupe of
her own expectations.

“I do not expect you toclean up here
as thoroughly as you have your own
rooms upstairs,” he remarked, as she
passed him. “And, Mrs. Scoville,” he
called out as she slipped through the
doorway, “leave the door open and
keep away as much as possible from
the side of the room where I have
nailed up the curtain. I had rather
not have that touched.”

Not touch the curtain! Why, that
was the one thing in the reom she
wanted to touch; for in-it she not only
saw the carpet which had been taken
up from the floof, but a possible
screen behind which anything might
lurk—even his redoubtable secret.

“There {8 no window,"” she observed,
looking back at the judge.

“No,” was his short reply.

Blowly she set down her pail. One
thing was settled. It was Bela's cot
she saw before her—a cot without any
gheets. These had been left behind
in the dead negro's room, and the
judge had been sleeping just as she
had feared, wrapped in a rug and with
uncovered pillow. This plllow was his
own; it had not been brought down
with the bed. She hastily slipped a
cover on it, and without calling any
further attention to her act, began
to make up the bed, :

Consclous that the papers he made
a feint of reading were but a cover for
his watchfulness, she moved about In
a matter-of-fact way and did not spare
him the clouds of dust which presently
rose before her broom. But the judge
was Impervious. to discomfort. He
coughed and shook his head, but did
not budge an inch. Before she had
begun to put things in order the clock
struck the half-hour., _

“Oh!” she protested, with a plead-
ing glance his way, “I'm not half
done."

“There’s another day to follow,” he
remarked, rising and taking a key
from his pocket.

The act expressed his wishes; and
he was proceeding to carry out her

catch a plcture which. had alipped its
cord end was falling to the floor,

A shout from the judge of “Stand
aside, let me come!” reached her too

Deborah wondered as much at her own
uplomb as at that of Judge Ostran-
der. Not only had she succeeded in
suppressing all recognition of what
had thus been discovered to her, but
had carried her powers of self-repres-
slon 8o far as to offer, and with good
‘grace, too, to assigt him in rehanging
the pioture. This perfection of act-
ing had ite full reward. With egual
composure he excused her from the
task, and, adding some expression of
regret at his wellknown carelessness
In not looking better after his effects,
bowed her from the room with only a
slight increase of his usual courteoue
reserve,

But later, when thought came and
with it certain recollections, what sig-
nificance the incident acquired in her
mind, and what a long line of terrors
It brought in its train!

It was no casual act, this defacing
of a son’s well-loved features. It had
a meaning—a dark and desperate
meaning. It bhad played its heavy part
in his long torment—a galling remind-
ér of—what?

It was to answer this question—to
face this new view of Ollver and the
bearing it had on the relations she
had hoped to establish between him
and Reuther, that she had waited for
the house to be silent and her child
asleep, :

Unhappy mother, just as she saw
something like a prospect of releasing
her long-dead husband from the odium
of an unjust sentence, to be shaken
by this new doubt as to the story and
character of the man for whose union
with her beloved child she wae so
anxiously struggling!

There was a room on this upper
floor into which neither she nor Reu-
ther had even stepped. She had

once looked in, but that was all. To-
night—because she could not sleep;
because she must not think—she was
resolved to enter it

Oliver's room!
!
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It Was a Highly Finished Portrait of
Oliver in His Youth,

left as he had left it yvears before!
What might it not tell of a past con-

sured?

The father had laid no restrictions
upon her, in giving her this floor for
her use. Rights which he ignored she
could afford to appropriate. Dressing
sufficlently for warmth, she lit a
candle, put out the light in her own
room and started down the hall to
this long-closed room.

A smother of dust—an odor of de-
cay—a lack of all order in the room's
arrangements and furnishings—even
a general disarray, hallowed, if not
affected, by time—for all this she was
prepared. But not for the wild confu-
slon—the Inconceivable litter and all
the other signs she saw about her of
a boy's mad packing and reckless de-
parture.

There was an Inner door, and this
some impulse drove her to open. A
small closet siood revealed, empty
but for one article. When she saw

back and flung o the door. But she
opened it again. 8he had to, One
cannot live in hideous doubt, without
an effort to it. BShe must look
at that ~black article :
-at it with candle in hand: see
for herself that her fears were with-
the door. Be-
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cerning which she longed to be reas~
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Then she found herself looking into |
a drawer hs)f drawn out and Slled
with all sorts of heterogeneous ar
ticles—senling wax, a roll of pins, &
penholder, a imife—a knifel Why
should ehe recoll again at that? Noth-
ing conld be more ordinary than to
find a knife in the desk drawer of a
young man! The fact was not worth &
a thought; yet before she knew it her by morning.
fingers were creeping towards this SRR
knife, had picked it up from among | Get a 10-cent box now.
the other scattered articles, had closed | Turn the rascals out—the headache,
upon it, let it drop again, only to | billousness, indigestion, the sick, sour
seize hold of It yet more determfnedly | stomach and foul gases—turn them
and carry it straight to the light. out to-night and keep them out with

The knife was lylng open on her | Cascarets.
palm, and from one of the blades the | Mlillions of men and women take &
end had been nipped, just enough of | Cascaret now and then and never
it to match—- . know the misery cauged by a lazy

Was she mad! She thought so for | liver, clogged bowels or an upset stom-
a moment; then she laid down the |ach.
knife close againat the cap and con:
templated them both for more minutes
than she ever reckoned.

The candle fluttering low In its
socket roused her at last from her ab-
straction, Catching up the two an
ticles which had so enthralled her, she
restored the one to the closet, the
other to the drawer, and, with swift
but silent step, regained her own
room, where she buried her head in
her pillow, weeping and praying until
the morning light, breaking In upon
her grief, awoke her to the obligations
of her* position and the necessity ol
gllence concerning all the experiences
of this night.

Cascarets cleanse your gtomach;
remove the sour, fermenting food;
take the excess bile from your llver
and carry out all the constipated
waste matter and polsom In the
bowels. Then you will feel great.

A Cascaret to-night straightens you
out by morning, They work while
you sleep. A 10-cent box from
any drug store means a clear head,
sweet stomach and elean, healthy liver
and bowel action for months, Chil
dren love Cascarets because, they
never gripe or sicken. Adv.

No Doubt About It.
Railroad Attorney—You are sure It
was our Flyer that killed your mule?
CHAPTER IX, What makes you go positive?
e Rastus—He dun licked every other
Unwelcome Truthe. train on de road.

Silence. Yes, sllence was the one
and only refuge remaining to Deborah, DRINK LOTS OF WATEH .
TO FLUSH THE KIDNEYS

Yet, after a few days, the constant
self-restraint which it entalled ate

Eat Less Meat and Take Saits for
Backache or Bladder Trouble—

like & canker into her peace and un-
dermined a strength which she had
always considered inexhaustible. Reu-
Neutralize Acidas,
Urie acld in meat excites the kid-

ther began to notice her pallor, and
the judge to look grave. She was
forced to complain of a cold (and in
this she was truthful enough) to ac-| Neys, they become overworked; get
count for her alternations of feverish | Bluggish, ache, and feel like lumps of
impulse and deadly ldssitude. The | lead. The urine becomes cloudy; the
trouble she had suppressed was hay- | bladder is firritated, and you may be
ing its quiet revenge. . obliged to seek relief two or three
Wes there no medium courge? Could | times during the night. When the kid-
she not learn where Oliver had been | NeY8 clog you must help them flush
on the night of that old-time murder? | ©ff the body’s urinous waste or you'll
Miss Weeks was a near neighbor and | De# real sick person shortly. At first
eaw everything. Miss Weeks never | YOU feel a dull misery in the kidney
forgot; to Miss Weeks she would go, | Téglon, you suffer from backache, aick
She had passed the first gate and headache, dizziness, stomach gets sour,
was on the point of opening the sec- | ton8ue coated and you feel rheumatie
ond one, when she saw on the walk twinges when the weather is bad.
before her a small slip of brown pa Eat less meat, drink lots of water;
per. Lifting it, she perceived upon it | 120 8et from any pharmacist four
an almost illegible scrawl which she | 0UNces of Jad Salts; take a table-
Made D0t b0 TERE thian: spbonful in a glass of water before
breakfast for a few days and your
kidneys will then act fine. This fa-
mous salts is made from the acld of
grapes and lemon juice, combined
with lithia, and has beén used for
generations to clean clogged kidneys
and stimulate them to normal activity,
also to neutralize the aclds in urine,
80 It no longer is a source of {rrita
tion, thus ending bladder weakness.
Jad Salts is inexpensive, cannot in-
Jurg; makes a delightful effervescent
lthla-water drink which everyone
should take now and then to keep the
kidneys clean and active Drugglsts
hers say they sell lots of Jad Salts to
folks who belleve In overcoming kid-
::r trouble while it 18 only trouble~=
V.

For Mrs. Scovllle:
Do not go wandering all over the town
for clues. Look closer to home.

And below:

You remember the old saylng about
Jumping from the frylng pan into the fire,
Let y daughter be warned. It Is bet-
ter t0 be singed than consumed,

Because Deborah's mind was guick
it all fiashed upon her, bowing her in
spirit to the ground. Reuther had
been singed by.the knmowledge of her
father’s ignominy, she would be con-
sumed If inquiry were carried further
and this Ignominy transferred to the
proper culprit. Oliver alone could be
meant. The doubts she had tried to
suppreass from her own mind were
shared by others—others!

In five minutes she was crossing the
road, her face composed, her manner
genial, her tongue ready for any en-
counter. The truth must be hers at
all hazards. If it could be found here,
then here would she seek it. Her long
struggle with fate had brought to the
fore every latent power she possessed.

Miss Weeks was ready with her
greeting, A dog from the big house
across the way would have been wel-
comed thers. The eager little seam-
gtress had never forgotten her hour
in the library with the, half-uncon.|
scious judge. ' -

“Mrs, Scoville!” she exclaimed, flut- | eation of Danderine you cannot find &

Heard on the Train.
“Do you catech cold easily 7"
“Easlly? Why I catch cold if I trim
my finger nails too close.”

TAKES OFF DANDRUFF
HAIR STOPS FALLING

Giris! Try This! Makes Halr Thick,
Glossy, Fiuffy, Bsautlful—No
. More ltching Scalp,
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No sick Imdldlo,uur stomaoh,
biliousness or oon_atipatlmﬁ ‘

Don't put in another day of distress.
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