¢

¢ el of weakness she had shown,

S8YNOPSIS.

Lawrence Nlakeloy, Ilnwyer, joes to
tinburg with the forged notes In the
ranson case 0 got the depostilon of
ohn Glilmore, milllonalrs, A lady  re-
&.l_.il Hinkeley (o by her a Pullman
He Eglves htier lower 11 and re-
talns lower H.'L Ho finds o drunkon man
{n lawer and  rotires  In _ lower
o nwukm In fjower 7T nu-i
finde lin clothes and bag missing. The
man in lower 10 ts found murdored. Cir.
cumriantial  evidence points to bath
Blokeloy and the man who stole hin
Clothen. The train I8 wrecked and Blake-
ley In resvued from s burnjng car by a
®irl in blue, iy arm is broken. The girl
Moves to be Allson Went, his partners
sweetheart. RBlakeley roturns home and
Ands he le under survelllance. Moving
ctures of the traln taken Just before
he wreck revesl to Blakeley a man loap-
ne from the teain with his stolen grip,
nvestigation proves that the man's name
Hullivan . Conway, the woman for
whom Blakeley bought & Pullman tloket,
trien to make a bargain with him for the
forged notes, not knowlng that they are
misning., Blakniey and an nmatmr doee
tective Inveatigate the home of Bullivan's
ainter,

CHAPTER XXIV.—Continued,

Hotehkisa felt certaln that it had
been Sullivan, but | was not so sure.
Why would he have crawled like &
thief Into his own house? If he had
crossed the park, ns seemed probable,
when we did, he had not made any
attempt to use the knocker, | gave it
up finwdly, and made an effort to con-
ollinte the young woman in the tower,

We had heard no sound slnce our
epectacular entrance into her room.
I wus distinetly uncomfortable, as|
alone this time, 1 elimbed to the tower
ataircase. Reamoning from  be fnrp.]
she would probably throw a chalr at|
I wtopped nt the foot of the rl:nr-l

me,
cane and called.

“Hello up thers,” 1 aald, In as de
bonnalr a manner as 1 could summon,
“Good morning, Wle geht os Ini
thnen?

No reply

“Bon  jour, mademolselle,” 1 tried!|
aguin. This time thers was a move-
ment of some wort from above, but

nothing fell on me.

"J—we want to apologize for rwn—i
fug you so—er—unexpectedly this|
morning,” I went en. “The fnct s, we
wanted to talk to you, and you—you
were hard to waken, We are travel
ern, lost In your mountains, and we
crave a breakfast and an audience.” |

She came to the door then. [ could
feol that she was investigating the top
of my head from above, “ls Mr, Sul-
Hvan with you?"' she asked. It “nl
the first word from her, and she was
pot sure of her volee.

“No. We are alone, 1If you will
come down and look at us you will
find us two perfectly harmless people,
whose horse—curses on him-—depart-
el without leave Inst night and left
us at your gate.”

Bhe relaxed somewhat then and
eame down a step or two, "l was
afrald I had kiled somebody,” she|
sald. “The housekeeper lelt yestor
day, and the other maids went with)
her”

When slie saw that 1 was com-
paratively young and lacked the ear
marks of the highwayman, she un!l
greatly relleved. She was Inelined to
Mgkt shy of Hotehkiss, however, for
some reason. She gave us a breakinat
of a sort, for there was littla in the
phouse, and afterward we telephoned
o the town for a vehicle, While
Hotchklss exnmined scratches and re-
pinced the Bokhara rug, | engaged
Jennie In conversation. |

“Can you tell me,”" I asked, “who |s
managing the estate since Mra. Cur-
Ris was killed?"

“No one,” she returned shortly

“Hag—any member of the famdly
been here sinee the accldent?”

“No, gir. There was only the tgo,
and some think Mr. Sulllvan was

Ned as well as his slster.”

“You don't?

“No,” with conviction,

“Why?

Bhe wheuled on me with quick sus
picion.

“Are you a detectlve?
manded,

IINB-OO

“You told him
esnted the law.”

“l amy a lawyer. Bome of them mis-
vepresent the law, but I-—-"

She broke In impatiently,

“A shoriff's officer?”

“No, Look here, Jennle; I am all
that 1 should be. You'll have to be-
Ueve that. And I'm in a bad positéon
through no fault of my own. 1 want
you Lo answer some questions, If you
will help me, 1 will do what I ean for
you. Do you live near hera?”

Her chin quivered. It was the frst

she de-

to say you repre-

“My home Is In Pittsburg,” she aald,
*and | haven't enough money to get
there. They hadn't pald my wages for
two months. They don't pay any-
body.”

“Very well,” 1 returaed. “I'll send
you back to Pittsburg, Pullinan in-
eluded, if you will tell me some things
1 want to know."

She agreed eagerly. Outaide the
window Hotchkigs was bending over,
examining footpriuts in the drive,

“Now.,” 1 began, “there has been a
Miss West staying hore?

“Yes."

“Mr. Sullivan wnas attentive to
her?

“Yes, She was the granddaughter
ol & sealthy wen in Pittsburg. My

| haired people are easy going, but 1

ceould not pry deeper

AT~

L

b/

—

o
'-~_‘_\5-L-\""

“lI Was Afraid | Had Killed 8ome body,"” She Said,

aunt bhas been In hin family for 20
years. Mre. Curtls wanted her broth-
or to marry Miss Weost™

“Do you think be did marry her?”
I could not keep the excitement out
of my volce

“No. There
stopped abruptly

“Do you know anything of the fam-|
Hy? Are they—were they New Yosk-
erst"

“They came from somewhere in the |
south. | have heard Mrs. Curtis say
her mother was a Cuban. 1 don't
know much nbout them, but Mr, Sulll-
van had a wicked temper, thoagh he
| didn’t look it. Fuixs say big. light-

wore reasons”—she |

don’t belleve It, sir.”

“How long was Mlss West bere?”

"Two weeks,"

1 hesitated about further question-
Ing. Critical as my position wog, 1
Into  Alison
West's affairs. 1f she had got into the
hands of adventurers, as Sullivan and
his sister appeared to have beon, she
was safely away from them aganin, But
something of the situntion in the car

Ontarfo was forming Itself In my
mind: the Incldent at the farmhouse
lacked only motive to be complete.

Was Sullivan, after all, a rascal or a
criminal? Was the wmurderer Sulll
van or Mre. Conway? 'The lady or Lthe
tiger aguin.

Jennle was speaking,

“I hope Miss West was not hurt?”
she nsked. “"We liked her, all of us,
Bhe was not ke Mrs. Curtls.”

I wanted to say that she was not
like anybody In the world, Instead—
“She escaped with some brulses,” 1
sald. .

She glanced at my arm,
on the train?"

“Yea."

She walted for more questions, but
none coming, she went to the door.
Then she closed it softly and came
back.

“Mra. Curtls Is dead?
of it?" she asked.

“She was killed Instantly, 1 be.
lieve. The body was not recovered.
But I have reasons for belleving that
Mr, Bullivan is living."

“I knew It," ghe sald, “—I1— think
he was here the night before last
That Is why 1 went to the tower room.
I belleve be would kill me if he could."”
Aa nearly as her round and comely
face cwuld express It, Jennle's ex-
presslon was tragic at that moment.
I made a quick resolution, and acted
on it at once,

“You nre not entirely frank with
me, Jennje,"” 1 nrotested. “And 1 am
going to tell you more than | have,
We are talking at cross purposes,

"1 was on the wrecked train, in the
gsame car with Mrs. Curtls, Miss Woest
and Mr. Sullivan, Durlpng the night
there was a crime committed In that
car and Mr. Sulllvan disappearcd.
But he left behind a chaln of clreum-
stantial evidence that Involved wme
completely, so that 1 may, at any
time, be arrested.”

Apparently she did not comprehend
for » moment. Then, as If the mean-
ing of my words had Just dawned on
her, she looked up and gasped:

“You mean~—Mr, Sulllvan committe
the erime himself?"

“1 think he did."”

“What was t?"

“It was murder,” I sald deliberately,

Her hands clenched Involuntarily,
¢ ' she shrank back. "A woman?"
She could scarcely form her words.

“No, & man; a Mr. Simon Harriug
ton of Plttsburg”

“You were

You are sure

a!

Her effort to retaln her self-control
wna pitiful. Then she broke down and
erled, her head on the back of a tall
chalr,

"It was my fault," she sald wretch-
edly, "my fault I should not have
sent them the word.”

After a few minutes she grew quiet
She seemed to hesitate over some.

| thing, and finully determined to say it

“"You will understand better, sir,
when 1 sny that I was ralsed in the
Harrington family. Mr. Harrington
ware Mr. Sulllvan's wife's father!”

CHAPTER
At the Station.

S0 It had been the tiger, not the
lady! Woell, I had beld to that theory
all through. Jennie suddenly be-
came & valuable person; If necessacy
she could prove the sonnection be-
tween Sullivan and the murdered man,
and show a motive for the erime. |
was triumphant when Hotchkiss came
in. When the girl had produced a
photograph of Mra. S8ulllvan, and 1 had
recognized the bronze-hnired girl of
the train, we were both well satisfied
—which goes to prove the ephemeral
nature of most human contentments.

Jennle elther had nothing more to
suy, or feared she had sald too much,
She was evidently uneasy before
Hotehkiss, 1 told her that Mrs. Sulll-
van whs recovering fn a  Baltimore
hospital, but she already knew (t,
from some source,
She made a few preparations for leay-
ing, while Hotchkiss and 1 compared
notes, and then, with the cat In her
arms, she climbed into the trap from
the town. 1 sat with her, and on the
way down she told me a little, not
much,

“If you see Mrs, SBullivan,” she ad.
vised, “and she js consclous, she prob-
ably thinks that both her husband and
her father were killed in the wreek.
She will be in a bad way, sir"”

“You mean that ghe—still
wgout her husband

The ecat crawled over on my knee,
and rubbed its head against my hand
invitingly. Jennle stared at the un-
dulating line of the mountain crests, a
colossal surf ngainst a blue ocean of
sky. “Yes, she cares” she said soft-
ly. “Women are made like that They
say they are cats, but Peter there In
your lap wouldn't come back and lck
your band if you kicked him. 1f—if
you have to tell her the truth, be as
gentle as you can sir. She has been
good to me—that's why 1 have played
the spy here all summer, It's a thank-
less thing, spying on people.”

“It ts that,” I agreed soberly.

Hotchkiss and 1 arrived in Washing-
ton Iate that evening, and, rather than
arouse the household, I went to the
club. 1 was at the office early the
next morning and admitted rmyself.
McKulght rarely nppeared before half
iafter ten, and our modest office force
some time after nine. 1 looked over
my previous day's mail and walted,
with such patience as 1 possessed, for
MoKnight. In the interval 1 ealled
up Mra. Klopton and announced that |
I would dine at home that night. W hal.
my houschold subsists on during my
numerous absences | have never dis-
covered. Tea, probably, and crackers,
Dilligent search when 1 have made nl
midnight arrival, never reveals any-
thing more substantial. Possibly I im-|
agine It, but the announcement that
I am about to make a journey always
soems to create n general atmosphere |
ol depression throughout the house,

XXV.

cares

us though Euphewla and Eliza, udiuwer.“

and merely nodded, |

Thomas, the stableman, were already
subsisting, in Imagination, on Mrs.

Klopton's meager fare.

S0 I enlled her up and announced
my nrrival. There was something un-
usual in her tone, ns though her
throat was tense with Indignation. Al |
ways shreill, her elderly volee rnnpvdl
my ear palnfully through the rt‘
colver,

“1 bave changed the butcher, Mr.
Lawrence,” she announced portentouns- |

“The last roast was
and his muttonchops—any self-re
specting sheep would refuse to ac
knowledge them."

Ag 1 sald before, I can always tell |
from the voleo in which Mra Klopton |
conveys the most indifferent matters, I
If something of real significance hu|
occurred.  Also, through long habit,
I buve lenrned how quickest 1o bring |
her to the point.

"You are pessimistic this morning.”
I returned. “What's the mattor, Mrs
Kiopton? You haven't used that tone !
since Euphemin baked a ple for the|
leeman, What is it now? '-tmunbouly
polson the dog?"

She cleared her throat |
“The house has been broken Into,
Mr. Lawrence,” she sald “1 hmel
lived In the best families, and never |
have 1 stood by and seen what 1 saw |
yesterday —every bureau drawer
opened, and my-—my most sacred be |

longings—" she choked

“Did you notify the police? |
asked sharply.

“Poliee!” ghe sniffed. “Pollce! It
was the police that did Il—two detee
tives with s search warrant | o |

wouldn't dare tell you over the tel
phone what one of them sald when
he found the whisky and rock eandy
for my cough™

“Did they take anything?™ 1
manded, every nerve on edge

“They took the cough medicine,
she returned indigunantly, “and they
sald—"'

“Confound the cough medicine!" |
wus frantic. “Did they take anything

o=

else? Were they In my dressing
room
“Yes, [ threatened to sue them,

and 1 told them what you would do
when you came back. But they
wouldn't listen, They took away
that black secalskin beg you brought
home from Plitaburg with you!"

I knew then that my hours of free
dom were numbered. To have found
Sullivan and then, In support of my
case against him, to have produced
the bag, minus the bit of chain, had
been wmy intention. But the police
the bag, and, beyond knowing some-
thing of Sullivan’s history, 1 was prac.
tically no mearer his discovery than
before. Hotchkiss hoped he had his
man in the house off Washington
Circle, but on the very night he had
seen him Jenunie claimed that Sulll
van had tried to enter the Laurels, |
Then—suppose we fourd Sulllvan

and proved the satebel and its con-

“The House Has Seen Broken Into,
Mr. Lawrence.” |

tents his? 8Since the police hnd the
bit of chaln It might mean lnvoiving
Allgon In the story. 1 sat down and
buried my face In my hands. There
wihs no escape, I figured It out de
spondingly,

Agalnst me was the evidence of
the survivors of the Ontarlo that |
bad been accumed of the murder at the
time. There had been blood-stalus on
my pillow and a hidden dagger. lInto
the bargain, In my possession had
been found a travellng-bag containing
the dead man's pocketbook.

In my faver was McKnight's theory
ngainst Mrs, Conway. She had a wo
tive for wishipg to secure Lhe notes,
she belleved | was In lower ten, and
eha had collapsed at the discovery of
the crime In the morning.

BE CONTINUED.)
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The Boy Critia.

Richard Crowe, wi we vpenalr lunch
econ at Palm Deach, told a George |
\\ m.hilmlnu mm)

‘A teacher,” he hegan,
ducting a lesson in histore,

‘Tommy Jones,'” she sald, ‘what
was there about George Washlngton
which dlnllngululwd him from al) other |
:\rm ricans?’ 1

*‘He didno’t le,” was the prompt an

“was con

| arrrluﬁrru e thiny
lays

| Interview, you know,

| Easlly Prepared Medicine Which
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Bovs' Bnoxs, $2.00, #2.6

JR thl.t AR, I dt‘uuu-rzl-' ny
t bottar any other §3.00,
u can by i‘
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will be pioassd when

“nl.hn palr, you will be more than p
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It tin't every ball player who can
maoke n hit on the stage,

Mra. Winslow s Sooining Syrp.
, s fLens e guens, redures (B
Slres wind colic. A s botlie

How would you ke an unbossed and
lobbyless lnuillntura for a change?

Lewin' Single Binder cigar s never
doped - onl; tobaceo in its natural state.

The days of chivalry are noj past. A
1y entored our ofMee the other day
and wo took our feet off the desk

* Re v Dnes ta th
I,- " h'ltn"ﬂ. r{n.«u‘lraﬂw anfd r':t‘lnt.r.

o llealihfpl Uierglstion Promoung Normal
Condiiione Try Murine o your Kres

Made Him Ridloculous.
Joseph Leiter, In an Interview on

' bis yacht Chantecler, sald, with a
| amlie: )
“Mease quote me aceurately. In an

the slightest in.

accurncy can make a man ridieulous

It s like the Frenchman, who thought |

he had » vory falr knowledge of Eng-
llsl: nevertheless, sald to u father:
“*Abn!  You son, he resemble you.
A chip off the old blockhead, heint ™
—Exchangn.

UNSIGHTLY COMPLEXIONS

The constant use of Cuticura Soap,
assisted by Cutloura Olntment,
tollet, bath and nursery purposes not
only preserves, purifies, and beautifies
the skin, scalp, balr and hands, and
prevents Inflammatlon, {rritation and
clogging of the pores, the common
cause of plmples, blackheads, rednosa
and roughness, yollow, olly, mothy and
other unwholezome conditions of the
complexion and skin.  All who delight
in a clear skin, soft, white hands, a
clean, wholesome sealp and live, glossy
hair, will find Cutleura Soap moet suc-
cesaful in realizing every expectation

Cuticura SBoap and Olntment are ad-
mirably adapted to preserve
health of the skin and sealp of In-
fants and c¢hildreg, and to prevent

minor blemishes or Inherited skin hu- |

mors becoming chronle, and may be
used from the hour of birth. Cuticura
Remedios are gold throughout the colv-
lized world, Send to Potter Drug &
Chem, Corp., sole proprietors, Roslon,
for thelr free Cutleura book, 12 pnges
of Invaluable advice on care and treat-
ment of the skin, scalp and halr.

DISCOURAGEMENTS OF LITERA:
TURE.

Mra. Quin-—l{nu ,onr huntmnd ever
been accused of plaglarism?

Mrs. Bpacer—No; and It dlsco ura;en
bim, too. It shu\u he has never writ
ten anything that's so good other peo-
plo would like to elaim It.

—,

' AN EFFECTIVE HOME MADE

KIDNEY AND BACKACHE CURE |

Il
Bald to Regulate the Kidneys
and End Backache.

To make up enough of the “Dande-
Mon Mixture™ which I8 clalmed to be
A prompt cure for Hackache and Kid-
ney and Bladder trouble, get from any
good Prescription Pharmacist onehalf |
ounce fluld extramct Dandellon, one

ounce Kargon Compound and three |

ounces Compound Syrup of Sarsapa-
rilia. Bhake well In a bottlo and take
in teaspoonful doses after each meal
and again at bedtime

Those who have tried it say It acta
gently bot thoroughly on tho Kidneys
and entire urinary system, relleving
the most severe Backache at once

A well-known medieal authority ree-
ommends the prescription to be taken
the moment you suspect any Kldney,
Bindder or Urinary disorder or feol a

eonstant dull Backache, or if thoe urlne |
| s thick, clondy,

offensive or full of
gediment, frregular of passage or at-
tended by a scalding sensation; o for
froequent urination during the
night

This Is a real
mixture which could not cause injury
to anyone and the rellef which Is sald |
to immedintely follow its use is a rev.
elation to men and women who suffer
from Backache, Kidney trouble or any |
form of Urinary disorder.

This Is sureiy worth trying, as it is |
| easily mixed at home or any druggist
| will do 1t for you,
| much.
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vt TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE

The Wretchedness
of Constipation

Can quickly be overcome by

CARTER'S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS.

Small PO, Semall Dose, Small Prica,
Genuine muwbe Signature

e
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Chatterbox

Improved and eularged. Sire Bait, 419
pages. Original stories, skotches and
jrreme, -lm uver 250 Full Page lilsstre-
tions and Eight Colored Plates, price
$1.28. Cloth, full gold edges, peice §1.78
Wll fl TO PUBLISHERS TOR PRICE
ONTHLY PARTS FOR 1911

| DANA ESTES & CO., BOSTON |

The Farmer's Son’s
- @reat 0 pportunity

Why WI lm' l.ln ok l‘-m.‘-m Breme

[l
rmv A Wreal uppor-
L uum you in
r Al ru, . Fou
[ o ]ruu
uh-mnlh
l-muhrlml (1Y 8

Now' mTIm

-—Nll your from no

oy
hat oy u||mlw|' of settlers
uirrn l -wi.\ fmm

IDIU lc.ll tll.

;u-ru .i.uu'.‘ p.bd

on it
Fine cllmnio
ereellrut rm

:: Tow 'I'rr‘l.rl L,

9 Last Host Woet "
pa sultably 1m-|tlu|1
and Jow seithors’ mte, &

sap of lmml r‘lmll.

Can,, of 1o Canadian Govy Agent’

Con Gt gt 125 W Nlath 5L, asuas Oy, Mo,
) Bowagiitng, 411 Meschanty |41 Sidg. Chicage

Uue pddress nearest you, M

RAW FURS

' TH!OM'I’NIIWIHHM

~ JOSEPH ULLMANN,

18-20-22 West 20th Street, mvorl

| Branch Establishments uader SAME NAME st

LEIPZIG, Lﬂllﬂl". I'l!.ll.
| Germany Engls
Nuying and selling n-prvunutltu la lll l-
| portant Fur Markets of the Warld, dlthull.l.
ench articis whers best resulis are ained, eo-
| alde us (o pay bighest market pﬂcu for aw
furs st all times
| Owr Raw Fur Quotations, Snipping Tags, ele.,
will be wnl to auy address on reqoest,
| Roferences: Aty Mercaotlle Agen. ; or Bank,

mu MENTION THIS PAPER WHEN mm

Constipation—
! Nearly Every One Gets It

The bowels show first sign
of things img wrong. A
Cascarel taken every night
as needed keeps the bowels
working naturally without
. grip, gripe and that upset
sick feeling. o

Ten cent box, week's treatment.
All drug stores. Biggoest seller in
teworld—millon bunes » month.

ROOSEVELT'S GREAT BOOK
“African Game Trails”
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