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H- - S. GIVLER, Pub. Suffered Over Nine Months, Nothing
WAKEENEY KANSAS Relieved Me Untili Took PE-RU--N A. .
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In Cleveland the meat boycott that

Isn't It funny that one gets so much
ILLLkSTRATOrtd Y

GAY WALTE7?S

"You have nothing to fear, Henry. - i
jsj, mo.

I JOSEPH

I Have Killed Him!"

man me nrst lew days of a month?
When a man raises his own hens
can laugh at the cold-storag- e periL

Speaking of universal favorites.
npring could be elected to anything It
auignx go arter.

Except for the fact that spring
languor will not pay for the baby's
BuueB, ii is all right.

What would the correspondents In
Washington do If some one was not
uuucr ure au me timer

No baseball team is so weak at
present that It does not consider itself

iKjssiDie pennant winner.
Word comes that hens In Indiana

are laying a superior quality of eggsror a paltry 18 cents a dozen.

The mollycoddle tendencies of the
age are apparent In the appearance of
near-wome- n s nats worn by men.

Pickled horse meat masqueradingas human food Is even worse than
some of the things oleomargarine has
Deen doing.

A new h gun at Sandy Hook
Jars the earth six miles away. A 16--
loot gun would create an earthquakein jne effete east.

Some recent estimates place the
population of the Chinese empire at
only about 250,000,000, but that oughtto serve In a pinch.

A newspaper describes a young man
who "lighted a cigarette nd went
whistling down the alley." He must
have had a versatile mouth.

In France It is proposed that no alr--
snip be permitted to fly over a town'
without permission. Here is much
work for the sky constables.

Boiled alligator meat, according to
those who have tried It, tastes like
veal. But this only shows that veal
iasr.es UKe boiled alligator meat.

Statistics prove that it Is better
to take care --of the boys before they
go to prison than to keep detectives
on their trail after they come out

A Peoria preacher.has resigned to
become a baseball umpire. Havingtaken precautions for saving his soul,he probably believes he can afford tc
risk his life.

It Is reported that a great Italiantenor has been the object of "black
hand" attentions. Only a careless
press agent would have overlookedthl3 Idea so long.

There was a riot at Montselice,
Italy, recently because Bruno was
burned at the. stake some 400 years
ago. News travels slowly in some
parts of the old world.

Rodents have been accused of trans-
mitting the bubonic plague, and now
rats are said to be giving two St. Louis
girls leprosy. But they were th"rats" made of Asiatic hair. And,
naturally, any spread of the plaguewill be laid to feminine vanity, the
convenient scapegoat for most hu-
man ills.

The American public has got accus-
tomed to calling an automobile stationa garage with 'more or less variety of
pronunciation, but when It comes to
calling an aeroplane shed a "hangar,"Just because the English call it that,the good old English word "shed" will
have to do. "Hangar" in French isn't
eo easy to pronounce as it looks.

The bureau of Indian affairs at
Washington is also helping along the
cause of progressive agriculture. Dem-
onstration farms are to be established
with a view to teaching the wards of
the nation how to till the soil to the
best advantage. Making a good farmer
out of a good Indian would seem to bea very effective form of conservation.

On the other hand, it might be thatto pass through the tail of the comet
would disinfect the atmosphere and
the world in general. There is no
need or looking for trouble. There
may be stuff in that comet which will
cure" a cold in the head, cause hair
to sprout on bald spots, knock out
rheumatism . and reduce gas bills.
Cheer up.

It seems quite wonderful to read of
the proposal of a Harvard student bywireless in Honolulu and his accept-ance by the lady in midocean. But It
loses all the romance of the good old
way of settling the matter face to
face with 6oft whispers on one side
and sweet blushes on the other. Be-
sides, there Is always the danger of
wireless proposals being Interceptedand the wrong girl getting the fateful
message. .

New Jersey has a noble Roman of a
father in a Brutus-lik- e magistrate who
sent his own son to JaiL Evidentlythe New Jersey magisterial brand is
of the stern stuff of which parentalheroes are made. -

Two men are to attempt the pas-
sage of the whirlpool at Niagara In a
motor boat. The navigation of the
whirlpool Is of no practical benefit to
anybody, but It seems to have exer-
cised the same hypnotizing fascina-
tion 'for adventurous minds as , tha
.north pole.

SYNOPSIS.

Miss Patricia Holbrook: and Miss Helen
Hoi brook, her niece, were entrusted to
the care of Laura nee Donovan, a writer,
summering jiear Port Annandale. Miss
Patricia confided to Donovan that she
feared her brother Henry, who, ruined bya bank failure, had constantly threatened
her. Donovan discovered and capturedan Intruder, who proved to be Reginald
Gillespie, suitor for the nana or ieien.
Donovan saw Miss Holbrook and her fa-
ther meet on friendly terms. Donovan
fought an Italian assassin. He met the
man he supposed was Holbrook, but who
said he was Hartridge, a canoe-make-r.

Miss Pat announced her intention of
fighting Henry Holbrook and not seekinganother hiding place. Donovan met Helen
in garden at night. Duplicity of Helen
was confessed by the young lady. At
night, disguised as a nun, Helen stole
from the house. She met Reginald Gil-
lespie, who told her his love. Gillespiewas confronted by Donovan. At the town
postofhee Helen, unseen except by Dono
van, slipped a draft for her father into
the hand of the Italian sailor. A young
lady resembling Miss Helen Holbrookwas observed alone in a canoe, when
Helen was thought to have been at home.
Gillespie admitted giving Helen 20.000 for
her tatner, who had then iert to spend it.
Miss Helen and Donovan met in the
night. She told him Gillespie was nothingto her. He confessed his love for her.
Donovan found Gillespie gagged and
bound in a cabin, inhabited bv the vil
lainous Italian and Holbrook. He released
him.- - Both Gillespie and Donovan adfmitted love for Helen. Calling herself
Rosalind a "voice" appealed to Donovan
for help. She told him to go to the canoe- -
maker's home and see that no injury be--
ieii mm. e went to ted Gate.At the canoe-maker- 's home. Donovan
found the brothers Arthur and HenryHolbrook who had fought each other, in
consultation. "Rosalind" appeared. Ar-
thur averted a murder. Donovan return-
ing, met Gillespie alone in the dead of
night. On investigation he found HenryHolbrook, th saflor. and Miss Helen en-
gaged in an argument. It was settledand they departed. Donovan met thereal Rosalind, who by night he had sup-
posed to be Miss Helen Holbrook. She
revealed the mix-u- p. Her father, Arthur
Ho'brook, was the canoe-make-r, whileHelen's father was Henrv Holbrook: the
erring brother. The cousins, Helen and
Rosalind, were as much alike as twins.Thus Helen's supposed duilcKy was ex-
plained. Helen visited Donovan, askinghis assistance in bringing Miss PatriciaHolbiook and Henry Holbrook togetherfor a settlement of their monev affairs.which had kf-p- t them apart for manyyears. Donovan refused to id TT m&t
Gillespie and planned a coup. By makingru!f ive a 'i;inrr of rorepfl notesto Rosalind, who he supposed was
Helen, so cioselv did thev resmhlp nrhother. Donovan cleared the way for asettlement rf the Holhrook trnnh'ioa nil.
lespie had the only evidencesof the Holbrooks" dissrrace. The evidenceIs securely hidden. Helen sudrlpnlv dis
appeared. Donovan prepared to substi-tute Rosalind for her. For a time the ruseworked admirably.

" CHAPTER XXIII. Continued.

Presently, as the dark gathered
about us, the candles were lighted, and
their glow shut out 'the world. To
my relief the three women carried the
talk alone, leaving me to my . own
thoughts of Helen and my plans for
restoring her to her aunt with no
break in the new confidence that Rosa-
lind had inspired. I had so completely
yielded myself to this undercurrent of
reflection that I was startled to find
Miss Pat with the coffee service before
her.

"Larry, you are dreaming. How can
I remember whether you take sugar?"

Sister Margaret's eyes were uponme reproachfully for my inattention,and my heart-beat- s quickened as eightstrokes of the chapel chime stole ly

through the quiet-air- . I had
half-raise- d' ray cup when I was
startled by a question from THiss Pat

. a request innocent enough' and
spoken, it seemed, utterly without in-
tention.

"Let me see your ring a moment.
Helen."

Sister Margaret flashed a glance
of inquiry at me, but Rosalind met the
situation instantly. -

Certainly, Aunt Pat" and she
slipped the ring from her finger,
passed It across the table, and folded
her hands quietly upon the white
cloth. She did not look at me, but I
saw her breath come and go auicklv.
If the rings were not the same then
we were undone. This thought grippedthe three of us, and I heard my cup
beating a tattoo on the edge of mysaucer in the tense silence, while Miss
fat bent close to the candle before her
and studied the ring, turning It over
slowly. Rosalind "half opened her lipsto speak, but Sister Margaret's snowy
hand clasped the girl's fingers. The
little circlet of gold with its beautiful
green stone had. been to me one of the
convincing items of the remarkable re
semblance between the cousins: but
t there should be some differentlatlne

mark Miss Fat was not so stupid as to
overlook it.

Miss Pat put down the ring abrtrotly.and looked at Rosalind and then
smiled quizzically at me.

"Ton are a clever boy, Larry."
Then, turning to Rosalind. Miss Pat

remarked, with the most casual air
Imaginable: - -

'Helen pronounces either with the
long e. I noticed at luncheon that
you say eyether. Where's your father,Rosalind?"

My- - eyes were turning from her to
Rosalind when, on her last word, as
though by prearranged signal, far
across the water, against the v dark
shadows of the lake's remoter shore, a
rocket's spent hall broke and flung its
stars against the night. -

I spoke no word, but leaped over the
stone balustrade and ran to the boat- -
house where Gillespie waited.

CHAPTER XXIV. .. .

"With My Hands."
Gillespie was smoking his pine on I

the boat house steps. Ke had come
Ter frcra ttaa inlaws i t hia own

i snail tell her nothing.""But" Henry glanced uneasily from
vuiespie to me "Gillespie's notes.
They are here among you somewhere.
You shall not give them to Pat. If
she knew " -

"If she knew you would not get a
cent," I said,, wishing him to-- know
that I knew.

He whirled upon, me hotly.- "You tricked Helen to get them, and
now, ny uod! I want them! I want
them!" And he struck at me crazily.
I knocked his arm away, but he flung
himself upon me, clasping me with
his arms. I caught his wrists and held
him for a moment. I wished to be
done with him and oft to Glenarm with
Arthur; and he wasted time.

"I have that packet you sent Helen
to get I have it still unopened! Your
secret is as safe with me, Mr. Hol-
brook, as that other secret of yours
with your Italian body-guard- ."

His face went white, then gray, and
he would have fallen If I had not kept
hold or him.

I was beside myself with rage and
impatient that time must be wasted
on him. I did not hear steps on the
deck, or Gillespie's quick warning, and
I had begun again, still holding Henry
Holbrook close to me with one hand.

"We expect to deceive your sister
we will lie to her lie' to her lie to
her"

"For God's sake, stop!" cried Arthur
Holbrook, clutching my arm.

I flung round and faced Miss Pat
and Rosalind. They stood for a mo
ment in the doorway; then Miss Pat
advanced slowly toward us where we
formed a little semi-circl- e, and as
dropped Henry's wrists the brothers
stood side by side. Arthur took a step
rorward, half murmuring his sister's
name; then he drew back and waited
his head bowed, his hands thrust into
theside pockets of his coat. In the
dead quiet I heard the babble of the
creek outside, and when Miss Pat
spoke her voice seemed to steal off
and mingle with the subdued murmur
of the stream.

"Gentlemen, what is it you wish to
lie to me about?"

A brave little smile played about
Miss Pat's lips. She stood there in
the light of the candles, all in white
as I had left her on the terrace of
Glenarm, in her lace cap, with only a
light shawl about her shoulders.
felt that the situation might yet be
saved, and I . was about to speak when
Henry, with some wild notion of jus
tifying himself, broke out stridently:

"Yes; they meant to lie to you!
They plotted against me and hounded
me when I wished to see you peace-
ably and to make amends. .They have
now charged me with murder; theyare ready to swear away my honor.
my life. I am glad you are here that
you may see for yourself how theyare against me.

"Yes; father speaks the truth, as
Mr. Donov&n can tell you!"

I could have sworn that it was Rosa
lind who spoke; but there by Rosa
lind's side in the doorway stood Helen.
Her head was lifted, and she faced us
all with her figure tense, her eyes
blazing. Rosalind drew away a little,
and I saw Gillespie touch her hand.
It was as though a quicker sense than
sight had on the instant undeceived
him; but he did not look at Rosalind;
his eyes were - upon the angry girl
who was about to speak again. Miss
Pat glanced about, and her eyes rested
on me.

"Larry, what were the lies you were
going to tell me?" she asked, and
smiled again.

"They were about father; he wished
to involve him in dishonor. But he
shall not. he shall not!" cried Helen.

"Is that true, Larry?" asked Miss
Pat.

"I have done the best I could," I
replied evasively.

Miss Pat scrutinized us all slowly as
though studying our faces for the
truth. Then she repeated:

"But if either of my said sons shall
have been touched by dishonor through
his own act, as honor is accounted,
reckoned and valued among, men "
and ceased, abruptly, looking from Ar-tfi-

to Henry. "What was the truth
about Gillespie?" she asked. . '

And Arthur would have spoken.. I
saw the word that would have saved
his brother formed upon his lips.

Miss Pat alone seemed unmoved; I
saw her hand - open and shut at her
side as she controlled herself, but her
face was calm and her voice was
steady when she turned appealingly to
the canoe-make- r.

"What is the truth, Arthur?" she.
asked, quietly.

"Why go Into this now? Why not
let bygones be bygones?" and for a
moment I thought I had checked the
swift current. It was Helen I wished
to save now, from herself, from the
avalanche she seemed doomed to bringdown upon her head. '(TO BE CONCIX'DED.)

The Balkan Situation.
"Nations are a good deal like men."
"How so?" .

'Always willing to rush, at each
other if there's a fair chance of
being held apart.

Mrs. Joseph Lacelle, 124 Bronson St.,Ottawa, East, Ontario, Canada, writes :
"I suffered with backache and bead'ache for over nine months and nothingrelieved me until I took Peruna. Thismedicine Is by far better than any othermedicine for these troubles. A few bot-

tles relieved me of my miserable, half-dea-
half-aliv- e condition.'

Another Instance.
- The Fiji cannibal reluctantly pro-

duced a quarter in response to the
Lightning - Calculator's pathetic pleaat the psychological moment.

"If you would only cut out the
booze," he growled, "and pass up the
crap and dice and the handbook thing,
you wouldn't have to be touching yourfriends for a grub-stak- e so regularly.""Ah! You're like somany others,
my Philistine friend," sighed the
Lightning Calculator; "it seems im-
possible for you to understand the ec-
centricities of genius!" Los AngelesHerald.

It's Pert it's Eye Salve,thai: oi'vm ...imctm 1 :.. r . ......i. ic.ici kj eyes, irritatedfrom dust t - ; i .- 1- , ,
gists or Hojrard Bros, Buffalo," N. Y.

In the London streets there Am
nearly 10,500 boy traders under 14
years of age, and over 900 girl traders.

na wetla the Hrst step to Pneumonia. Take Prrrm
equaled for colds, sore throat, quinsy, 25c, 35c and 50c!

Country people make their own Inm
but people in the city get theirs in
the street cars.
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launch, which tossed placidly beside
mine.- - Iiima stepped forward nrorrmt- -

ly with a lantern as I ran out upon the
planking of the pier.

"Jump into my launch, Gillespie, and
be in a hurry!" and to my relief he
obeyed without his usual parley. Ijimacast us off, the engine sputtered a mo-
ment, and then the launch got away.
I bade Gillespie steer, and when we
were free of the pier told him to head
for the Tippecanoe.

The handful of stars that had bright-
ened against the sky had been a real
shock, and I accused myself in severe
terms for having left Arthur Holbrook
alone. As we swept into the open
Glenarm House stood forth from the
encircling wood, marked by the bright
lights of the terrace where Miss Pat
had, with so much composure and in
so few words, made comedy of uy-at-te-

to shield Helen. In throwing
off my coat my hand touched the en-
velope containing the forged notes
which I had thrust into my pocket be-
fore dinner, and the contact sobered
me; there was still a chance for me to
be of use. But at the thought of what
might be occurring at the houseboat
on the Tippecanoe I forced the
launch's speed to the limit. - Gillespie
still maintained silence, grimly
clenching his empty pipe. He now
roused himself and bawled at me:

"Did you ever meet the coroner of
this county?"

"No!" I shouted. v ,
Well, you will coming down! Ton

will blow up in about three minutes
I did not slow down until we reached

Battle Orchard, where it was neces-
sary to feel our way across the shal
low channel. Here I shut off the pow-
er and paddled with an oar.

We were soon creeping along the
margin of the second lake seeking the
creek, whose intake quickly lay hold
of us.

"We'll land just Inside, on the west
bank, Gillespie." A moment later we
jumped out and secured the launch. I
wrapped our lantern in Gillespie's
coat, and ran up the bank to the path.At the top I turned and spoke to him.

"You'll have to trust me. I don't
know what may be happening here,but surely our interests are the same

He caught me roughly by the arm.
"If this means any . injury to

Helen "
"No! It is for her!" And he followed

silently at my heels toward Red Gate.
The voices of two men in loud de-

bate rang out sharply upon us throughthe open windows of the house-boa- t
as we crept down upon the deck. Then
followed the sound of blows, and the
rattle of furniture knocked about, andas we reached the door a lamp fell
with a crash and the place was dark.
We seemed to strike matches at the
same instant, and as they blazed upontheir sticks we looked down upon Ar-
thur Holbrook. who lay sprawling with
his arms outflurtg on the floor, and
over him stood his brother with hands
clenched, his face twitching.

"I have killed him I have killed
him!" he muttered several times in a
low whisper. "I had to do it. There
was no other way." - .

My blood went cold at the thoughtthat we were too late. Gillespie was
fumbling about, striking matches, and

was somewhat reassured by . the
sound of my own voice as I called
him. - -

"There are candles at the side-m- ake
a light, Gillespie."

And soon we were taking account
or one another in the soft candle
light. .

"I must go," said Henry huskily,
looking stupidly down upon his broth-
er, who lay quite still, his head restingon his arm.

"You will stay," I said; and I stood
befHde him . while Gillespie filled a
pail at the creek and laved Arthur's
wrists and dimples with cool water.
We worked a quarter of an hour be-
fore he gave any signs of life; but
when he opened his eyes Henry flunghimself down in a chair and moppedhis forehead.

"He is not dead," he said, grinning
foolishly.

"Where is Helen?" I demanded.
"She's safe," he replied cunningly,

nodding his head. "I suppose Pat has
sent you to take her back. She may
go, if you have brought my money."
Cunning and greed, and the marks of
drink had made his face repulsive.
Gillespie got Arthur to his feet a mo-
ment later, and I gave him brandyfrom a flask in the cupboard. "His
brother's restoration seemed now to
amuse Henry.

"It was a mere love-ta- p. You're
tougher than you look. Arthur. It's
the simple life down here In the woods.
My own --nerves are all gone.". He
turned to me with the air of dominat
ing the situation. glad you"e
come, you and our friend of button
fame. Rivals, gentlemen? A friendly
rivalry for my daughter's hand flat-
ters the house of Holbrook. Between
ourselves I favor you, Mr. Donovan;
the button-makin- g business is profit-
able, but damned vulgar. Now,
Helen "

"That will do!" and I clapped my
hand on his shoulder roughly. "I
have business with you. Your sister
is ready to settle with you; but she
wishes to see Arthur first."

"No no! Khe mmit not sm him'"
He leaped forward and caught hold of
me. "She must not see him!" and
his cowardly fear angered me anew.

"You . will do, Mr. . Holbrook, very
much as I tell you in this matter. I
Intend that your sister shall see her
brother Arthur t, and time flies.
This last play of yours, this flimsy trick
of kidnaping, was sprung at a very un-
fortunate moment. It has delayed the
settlement and done a grave injury to
your daughter."

"Helen would have it; it was her
idea!"

"If you speak of your daughter
again in such a way I will break your
neck and throw you I to the creek!""

He stared a moment, then laughedaloud.
"So you are the "one are you? I

really thought it was Buttons."
"I am the one, Mr. Holbrook. And

now I am going to take your brother
to your sister. She has asked for
him, and she is waiting."

. Arthur Holbrook came gravely to-
ward us, and I have never been an
struck with pity for a man as I was
for him. There was a red circle on
his brow where Henry's knuckles had
cut, but his eves showed in mnr- -

they were even kind with the tender
ness, mai lies in the eyes of women
Who have suffered. Ha arivlnrail 9
step . nearer his brother and spoke
slowly and dislinrlls- - I


