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Millions for a 
New Stomas i 
OM of tli* freatest American million
aires atiid to his physician, "A million 
dollars, Doctor, spot cash and no grum
bling, for a new stomach," and then 
the sick man groaned and turned away. 
All his wealth could not make him 
happy or contented, for happiness large* 
)y depends upon digestion. Without 
health where does happiness come inf 
After all the stomach plays a great 
part in everyday life. Without a 
healthy stomach and good digestion our 
blood is thin, watery and poor, our 
heart action is weak, our liver does not 
do its duty, and man is miserable and 
unhappy. Prevent disease by putting 
the house in order and strengtheuing 
the system against the germs of disease. 

Dr. Pierre, of the Invalids' Hotel and 
Surgical Institute, at Buffalo, N. Y., 
years ago understood diseases and their 
prevention, and he discovered certain 
roots and herbs which were nature's 
remedies, ard succeeded in putting tbera 
up in a form that could be easily pro
cured at the drug store (liquid or 
tablets). This he called Dr. Pierce's 
Gojden Medical Discovery. This Dis
covery gives no false stimulation be
cause it contains no alcohol or any nar
cotic. It helps digestion and the as
similation of such elements in the food 
M are required for the blood. It gives 
to the blood the food elements the tis-
sues require. For over fifty years it 
has enjoyed the confidence of the 

9 American public Try it now! 
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As One Raised 
From Dead 

STOMACH PAINS GONE 
Emtonio Made Him Well 
"After suffering ten lonff month? 

With stomach pains, I havo taken 
ESatonic and niu now without any pniii 
whatever. Am ns one rnlsed.fronj the 
dead," writes A. Perclfleld. 

Thousands of stomach sufferers re
port wonderful relief. Their trouble 
la too much acidity nnd gas which 
Eatonlc quickly takes up and carries 
out, restoring the stomach to n 
healthy, active condition. Always car
ry a few Entonics, tuke one after eat
ing, food will digest well—you will 
feel Jine. Rig box costs only a trifle 
with your druggist's guarantee. 

Check That Cold 
Right Away 

Hr. King's New Discovery 
toon breaks a cold and 

checks a cough 
A SUDDEN chill—sneezes—stuffy 
£\ feeling in the head—and you have 
the beginning of a hard cold. Get right 
after it, just ae soon as the sniffles 
start, with Dr. King's New Discovery. 
For fifty years a standard remedy for 
colds, coughs and grippe. 

You will soon notice a change for 
the better. Has a convincingv healing 
taste that the kiddies like. Good for 
croupy coughs. All druggists. 60c 
and $1.20 a bottle. 

ftr colds aodcoaghs 

DnKing's 
New Discovery 
Pat "Pep" in Your Work 
Many a man has. been a failure in 
business, many a woman in her home, 
because constipation has clogged the 
whole system, storing up poisons that 
enervate and depress. Dr. King's 
PiUs act mildly and make bowels act 
naturally. Same old price, 25 cents. 

T\jPrompf/ Won't Gripe 

UrKinO* Pffls 

""TOO 
LATE • 

tMflolfa matter of short time. 
Don't wait until pains and aches 
beoonyincorable diseases. Avoid 

GOLDtSML, 

rp| TT e By WILLIAM The House of JOHNSTON 

Whispers Oapfrtffct by 
-IT Little. Brown A Co. 

far kidney » 
threr, MwMer snil wte •cfcl ttooblee—the 
MaHaHl Rismly of Holland since 16961 

Md. Thras rfMa, all droygiam 

Watered Stock. 
^ Jlmmle (vUdtlng his uncle In the 
" ee—it»—Oh, Uncle George. your 
:* |in< man Is net boniest He let th' 

ami 4rtak t whale lot of water Just 
ha milked them. 
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"Nothing doing," he sneered. "Any 
rrook Jarlng 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. (Joston think? What 
did he My when he found them 
there?" 

"He had nothing to say. Fie was 
so tickled at finding them again that 
he hustled with thern right away to 
the safe deposit vaults and did not 
rest until he had them safely locke'l 
up. He took both Jewel cases with 
him nnd inide me go along with him 
to protect them." 

' i.Mdrrt you look at all for the secret 
passageway 1 told you about?" 

"Sti»l dreaming about that, are 
you?" a* offed (iortnan. "No, we didn't. 
On the way up to the OJrnnddeck the 
old man spoke about it and I told 
h im tha t  In  my  op in ion  the re  W J I S  
nothing to It. After he recovered the 
pearls he was too excited to think 
about anything else. Tt seemed to 
break him all up. and 1 took him back 
to bis hotel nnd 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 .vou account for the re
turn of the pearlsf 1 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 huve thought up a new yarn 
to spin." 

"i'lease, plense," 1 called after hlrn 
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 
myself despot dently on my little Iron 
cot, and closing my eyes, tried to 
concentrate my thoughts on an at
tempt to solve this new mystery, 
which 1 could plainly see had all but 
destroyed Gorman's faith In my hon
esty. 1 must solve it if I was to re
tain him In aiding me to get free, yet 
the whole thing seemed Inexplicable. 
I vVUid hardly blame him for doubting 
nns. The great value of the pearls 
had been motive enough for tfcelr 
theft, but what possible motive could 
there have been for the thief return
ing them? 

With a shock It came to me, to >, 
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 arid 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
phone girl and the possibility of prov
ing Gorman's belief that Wick was 
an ex-convlct, seemed likely to be ray 
snly 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 agei rel
ative's faith lu 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 prisoner 1 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 I did not see how 
1 could possibly extricate myself un
scathed from the web that unseeen 
bands had so skillfully and mali
ciously woven around me. The only 
ray of comfort that I could find any
where in the whole situation "was In 
my firm belief that though old Rufus 
and Gorman and the whole world 
doubted ma, Barbara Bradford—my 
Barbara, I ventured to call her in my 
innermost heart—would continue to 
believe In me. She would be sure, no 
matter bow much appearances went 
against me. that I was telling the 
truth. Barbara and I knew. Even If 
she had not known that I could not 
possibly have fired the shot that killed 
Miss Lutan, I was certain that She 
still would have trusted me. 

Thinking about Barbara I recalled 
that It was the day of her sister's wed
ding. 1 had one of the prison attend
ants get me the evening papers to see 
what they had to say about It, tor 
I was fearful lest some breath of 
Kendal at the last moment Involving 
dw Bradfords might bring about a 
jMtponetneut Eagerly I waa hoping 
hat nothing had happened to prevent 
tie marriage taking place. With the 
'ortunes of her slater assured and 
er mother's future safe. I realised 
let the couraa of my relations with 
**>*» —""M Ittaly to bo owh 

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 so< ial 
position meant nothing to Barbara's 
happiness. She was the sort of girl 
who foe a man she loved gladly would 
brave poverty, hardship, everything— 
a sincere, true-hearted woman with a 
clear vision of the real values of n-
Istence. 

My messenger returned with the 
newspapers, and as 1 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. Wirii 
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 1 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 blam« this mur
der on me. 

Mr. Gaston, it appeared, had come 
to the Granddock about ten o'clock in 
the morning and bad gone at once to 
his apartment. On his arrival be had 
been greeted by the telephone girl and 
had informed her that lie 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 
cull 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 noiitied 
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 uuable 
to get any reply to repeated riugs und 
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 floor, 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 pu/.zle to the detectives at work 
on the case. The superintendent of 
the building expressed the opinion that 
the murderer had gained access in the 
guise of a met€»r 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 nnd an 
estimate of some of his extensive hold
ings in stocks, bonds and real estate, 

"Millionaire Gaston Found Murdered," 
Was the 8tartllng Headline f!hst 
Flashed Before Me. 

from which It appeared that his for
tune was likely to run to over ten 
million dollars. It was with some sur
prise that 1 learned that a score or 
more of years ago the old man appar* 
entlj had been a powerful figure In 
the life of the metropolis, active both 
iaJta business and social life. 

What Interested me most was the 
Attention paid to the remarkable co-
ncldence that only a few weeks be
fore a murder had taken place in the 
ipartment Juet below, und;r practl-
•ally the same circumstances. The po» 
Ira, the account stated, were Incllnod 
ro"heHe?e that the morderar waa oaa 

of the gang to which young Nelson, 
now in prison charged with the mur
der of Miss Lutan, undoubtedly be
longed. Their theory was that a bur
glar gang succeeded in planting Nel
son In the apartment as a caretaker, 
nnd that this enabled 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 Neison, the police 
say. la established beyond question, 
and they are hopeful of being able to 
round up his associates. 

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

"I was suspicious of Nelson front 
the start and tried to keep an eye oil 
him. He was very secretive about hi* 
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 bard matter for a siick 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 try
ing to still further discredit me. 1 
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 
Rtifus 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 cringing nature seemed 
to argue against associating him ac
tively with i crimes of violeuce. 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 Lufau bad 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 
required organization and employees. 
I was convinced that Wick and the 
telephone girl 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 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 so fully understood how 
thoroughly an innocent man could be 
damned by circumstantial evidence. I 
kuew—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 XIII. 

Coming as it did as a dire climax to 
all my other troubles, the shock of old 
Rufus Gaston's murder sent me luto 
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 and myself—in fact, I had 
seen him only three or four times in 
my whole life, and then only for brief 
periods—still his unexpected and 
dreadful end had bereft me of practi
cally every hope of being acquitted of 
the absurd charge against me. Wick. 
It was plain. Intended to disclaim all 
knowledge of my relationship to Mr. 
Gaston, and now there was no one 
else to explain how I happened to be 
living in the building at the time of 
Miss Lutan's murder. Unfortunately 
I had destroyed both Mr. Gaston's let
ter to me and the note from my 
mother which had first told me of the 
old man's Intention. Mj great-aunt. 
1 learned from the newspapers, had 
been completely prostrated by the 
tragedy and had been unable to come 
to the funeral. The shock of the news 
of her husband's violent end had left 
her In a very critical condition. It 
seemed to have wholly deranged her 
aged brain, and the physicians sum
moned to the Maine camp where sh« 
was refused to permit her to be re
moved from there or to let anyone 
talk with her, declaring that the least 
excitement of any sort would be apt 
to have fatal reaulta. 

To be sure there was my mother 
who could prove my relationship, but 
I felt there waa little use of dragging 
her Into It On reading of her uncle' 
death *ho had hastened on from 

West to attend his funeral ai.<. . 
been puzzled and alarmed by not find 
ing me there. All the time I bad been 
in prison I had been writing her my 
usual weekly letter, affecting a cheer 
fulness I waa far from feeling and tell
ing her nothing of what had happened. 
Her letters to me, addressed to the 
Granddeck, had been forwarded by the 
post office, so that until after she ar
rived In the city she knew nothing of 
my plight. It had been my hope that 
I would be able to conceal everything 
from her until after I 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 
my great-uncle's funeral, when—just 
twenty-four hours before my trial was 
to begin—a keeper brought me word 
that she was waiting downstairs to 
see me. 

I steeled myself for the interview 
with her. Naturally 1 expected that 
she would be terribly horror stricken 
and shocked at my plight, but what 
her attitude toward nie would be 1 
could not conjecture. I fully expected 
nothing but reproaches from her. She 
had been so opposed to my coming to 

"Oh, My Boy, My Boy!" She Had Criec 
as She Saw Me, "i Know ¥•« Didn'1 
Do It." 

New York that I felt certain that sh« 
would insist that my conduct must be 
responsible for my being where 1 now 
WHS. For years, it seemed to me, thf 
relations between my mother and my
self had been nothing but continuous 
misunderstandings. To my greal 
amazement and bewilderment not ar 
udkind word nor the suggestion of r 
reproachful thought came from hei 
lips. 

"Oh, my boy, my boy," she had crie<! 
as she saw me, "I know you didn't d< 
it. I know my boy Is innocent! Wha' 
can I do to help you?" 

In that glorious, wonderful inomem 
of reaction all resentment I had fell 
toward her forever vanished. I hac 
one sacred, unforgettable glimpse o) 
the eternal greatness of the Mother 
heart, ever ready to forgive, ever quiet 
to comprehend, ever prompt to aid 
For one sweet hour we talked to 
gether, more uiiderstandiugly thai 
ever before in our lives. Freely anc 
fully I told her everything, even to mj 
wonderful but hopeless love for Bar 
bara Bradford. She was willing, anx 
ious, eager to aid me—but what wsi 
there that she could do?—what wai 
there that anyone could do? 

It was hopeless for a lone woman ol 
limited means, unacquainted with th« 
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 tt 
make me the scapegoat of their heii* 
otis misdeeds. I could only advist 
her that she see McGregor and Gol* 
man and be guided by what they sujf 
gested. 

When the morning of my trial acta 
ally arrived I entered the courtroom ie 
a state of dull apathy. The night be-
fore I had not slept at all. I had speal 
all the black hours reviewing my life 
especially the last year, thinking witk 
what high hopes and great expecta
tions I had come to the metropolis a^<l 
how miserably everything had turned 
out for me. Step by step 1 had re
viewed the events that had brought 
me. discredited, all but friendless, all 
but penniless. Into this dismal court
room accused of a horrible, cowardlj 
deed, seeking to see wherein 1 mlghl 
have altered my recent actions oi 
changed the course of my life to avoid 
having arrived at this shamefu' goat. 
Yet, strange to say, 1 found myself 
after mature reflection convince! thai 
had 1 this last year to live over aguin 
not in one iota would 1 have done dif
ferently—no, not even if 1 could hr.v* 
foretold what the future had In stor« 
for ate. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

"Tempus Fugit." 
The teacher gave Margaret some 

yarn and cardboard, and after showing 
her how to work a design, told her to 
finish It at home. When she came to 
school the next day with the half-fln-
'shed work, the teacher asked her why 
she had not finished It; If she had run 
out of yarn. "Oh, no," answered Mai* 
garet; "I just run'd out of time." 

FROM FORTY-FIVE 
TO SIXTY 

A Word of Help to Women 
of Middle Age From 

Mrs. Raney. 
Morse, Okla.—"When I was 45 ynn 

old LydiaE. Pinkham's Vegetable Com
pound carried m e 
through the critical 
periodof the Change 
of Life in safety. I 
am over 60 and nave 
raised a family of 
eight children and 
am in fine health. 
M y daughter and 
da u gh te r s-i n-1 a w 
recommend your 
Vegetable Com
pound and I still take 
it occasionally my

self. You are at liberty to use my 
name if you wish. "—Mrs. ALICE RANEY, 
Morse, Oklahoma. 

Change of Life la one of the moat 
critical periods of a woman's existence. 
This good old-fashioned root and herb 
remedy mcy be relied upon to overcome 
the distressing symptoms which accom
pany it and women everywhere should 
remember that there is no other remedy 
known to carry women so successfully 
through this trying period as Lvdia E. 
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound. 

If you want special advice write to 
Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co., (con
fidential), Lynn, Mass. Your letter 
will be opened, read rnd answered by a 
woman and held in strict confidence. 

1 'mbab ly  the  mos t  se rene  s i tua t ion  
In is not to ha\e to "manage" any
body. 

BOSCHEE'S SYRUP 

For the Poor. 
The Revenue Collector—You can't 

.on that tent show and pocket tbe 
oroceeds without paying the war tax 
That's not a benevolence, as you claim 

The Owner Manager—My fk-lend. if 
rou were familiar with my dream 
tanres and my show you'd constd«' 
he purcbasa of every ticket a raa« 

ctenty. i 

Allays Irritation, Soothes and Heale 
Throat and Lung Inflammation. 

The constant irritation of a cough 
keeps the delicate membrane of the 
throat and lungs in a congested con
dition. Boschee's Syrup has been a 
favorite household remedy for colds, 
coughs, bronchitis and especially for 
lung troubles, in thousands of homes 
oil over the world, for the last iifty-
four years, giving the patient a good 
night's rest, free from coughing, with 
easy expectoration In the morning. For 
Bale everywhere.—Adv. 

A barking dog was never a good 
hunter.—Portuguese proverb. 

Makes Hard Work Harder 
A bad back makes u day's work twice 

as hard. Backache usually comes from 
weak kidneys, *nd if headaches, dizzi
ness or urinary disorders are added, 
don't wait—get help before the kidney 
disease takes a grip—before dropsy, 
gravel or Brigbt's disease sets in. 
Doan's Kidney Pills have brought 
new life and new strength to thousands 
of working men and women. Used and 
recommended the world over. Ask your neighborI 

A South Dakota Case 
J. 1'. Macumber, re

tired farmer, 703 Jen
nings Ave., Hot 
SprinKS, S. D.. says: 
"I had kidney trou
ble. It began with a 
duH, heavy feeling 
all over and my head 
ached. I had fre
quent dizzy spells 
and a nagRtng pain 
In my back. 1 was 
so lame I couldn't 
bend. Doan's Kidney 

Pills soon relieved me and before long 
1 was over the trouble." 

Get DMB'I «t Any Stor«, 60c • Bos 

DOAN'S 
FOSTER.MILBURN CO.. BUFFALO. N. Y. 

Vaseli 
ARt£LA 

Vaseline 
Red U. S. Pat. Off 

Carbolated 
PETROLEUM JELLY 

A convenient, safe 
antiseptic fernome 
use Invaluable tor 
diessiqg cuts and 
sexes. A time-tried 
remedy: 

REFUSE SUBSl'ITUm 

Stoic Street Vcw York 

Cuticura Soap 
Imparts 

The Velvet Touch 
Ssap 25c, Oatmat 25 sad 50c, Tikn 25c. 

Honey—Choice quality White Clover. Baaa-
wood. Buckwheat. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Price llat. ltd. Swenaon, Spring Valley. Mlna. 

FBEIKLESg£S3gii 

Stop Your Coughing 
Ho Deed to let that coach peraiat. Stop thf 
irritattoo, and remove tacknaa end hoareo 

by anwthhn the iaflamca throat wttH 

W. N. U„ 8'OUX FALLS, NO. 4t~1«20. 
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