
ELEVENTH EPISODE
In the Clitch of the Rive t Thieves.

CHAPTER I.

mETERE was a wild clanging of
bells on the yacht Hilarity as
the sun pushed its scarlet rim
up into the edge of dawn. At

the foot of the landing stairs beautiful
June |Warner, her big, lustrous eyes
widened in terror, had cast off the
swift little motor tender, and the dark,
handsome face of the black. Vandyked
man, peering over the deck rail, was
distorted with rage. He shouted again
his Impatient commands to the officer
on the quarterdeck.

Sleepy sailors were on deck now
fumbling with the davits on each side.
From-one swung a little covered cutter
and from the other a long, narrow
racer. Blythe sprang to assist the
sailors lowering1the racer.

On the dock as the sun pushed Its
scarlet rim up into the edge of the
dawn-stood the well known and Justly
famous private detective Bill Wolf, his
short, thick body stiff wit'i the chill of
the long night,( and by fcim stood an
overcoat and cap Bill Wolf’s round
face and the visor of the cap were

edge. In the skiff were three rough
looking men and a roughly dressed
woman, who sat hudcMed in the bow.
All four were silent, but their furtive
eyes roved.constantly over every ves-
sel around which they crept, in the
bottom of the boat were a huge bundle
of celery and a loosely piled tarpaulin.

Suddenly tne woman leaned forward
and toucaed the nearest man on the
knee. He was a big. rawboned man
with a bronzed face and a deep scar
on bis cbin. The woman pointed, and
the man turned his evil eyes in that
direction. by blqck coal
barges was a shining houseboat with
brass rails, mahogany cabin and all
the fittings and appointments whicH
extravagance could devise.

The man at the stern, a lean, wiry
fellow with a hooked nose and a. lean
jaw which ended in a big knob on each
cheek, slowed down the engine until
it was noiseless. They completely
circled the two adjoining before
they came back to the slip where coal
barges lay; then the skiff glided in
beneath the overhang of the barges,
aad the big man with the scar on his
chin knocked on the hull. No noise
from within. The man picked up a
eub and pounded. No stirring.

There was not a living creature in
sight except these four early morning
birds of prey.

“All right. Babe,” growled the man
with the scar on his chin.

The woman looked up at the house-
boat as if she were estimating for
herself its plan, arrangement and all
the mysteries which it might contain.
She slowly rose and cast aside her
shawl. She had been beautiful once.
She still bore traces of it, would have
shown more traces had she not been
unkempt and in frowsy clothing.

“It’s a wonder Jake wouldn’t take a
chance on the break-in once in awhile,”
she complained. “He’s as light on his
feet as I am.”

"But I ain’t so quick in the head.”
hastily complimented Jake.

“That’ll do!” growled the leader of
the party. “Up with you, Babe.”

The woman shrugged her shoulders
and put her roughly shod foot Into the
big mao'soutstretched palm. He raised
slowly and lifted the woman straight
up so that she could draw herself on
board.

She disappeared. The three men sat
silent

“All right, Ben.” The woman's face
peered over the rail. "Say, it’s a nes-
selrode!”

The lean Jake stepped forward
promptly and climbed up over the big
man’s back, perfectly contented now
that he knew the silken hung house-
boat to be empty. The third man with
little patches of half formed beard on
his face took the rudder; then the huge
Ben jumped up, caught the deck rail
and drew himself upward.

For the hundredth time Ned put his
head out of the window. At last they
were coming! He seized his coat and
hat. hurried down to the street and
Jumped into the mechanic’s seat of
Bobbie Blethering’s roadster before it
had come to a full stop; then they
turned and whirled away toward the
docks. Honoria Blye in her electric
coupe was headed for that destination,
too. and on the yacht Gilbert Blye was
superintending with Impatient energy
the loading of the gasoline tanks in
the two small boats.

The thoughts of all these people
were bent upon the poor little runaway

The Escape of June.

turned toward theriver, where in mid-
stream streaked the speedy little mo-
torboat Flash, which had been stolen
from that dock while the overcoat and
cap peacefully slumbered. In the boat
at the wheel sat a natty little figure
with a chauffeur’s cap and a tiny mus-
tache. Upon his face was a beatific
smile, and his eyes sparkled and snap-
ped with the exhilaration of this divine
moment Behind him sat stiff as a
Tamrod, a woman with high cheek
bones and an expression of grimly pa
tient determination on her lips.

“Voila, MUe. Marie!” cried the little
chauffeur as he cut a long, graceful
curve between two slow moving barges.
“Did I not say we would swish ?”

Marie’s stiff lips worked for a mo-
taent, so that she could enunciate.

“Volla!” she hoarsely uttered. “Voila,
Henri!”

For only a moment the well known
and Justly famous private detective Bill
Wolf looked after the swiftly swishing
Henri; then he turned and poumled up
the dock, racing for the nearest tele-
phone. First of all he called the Eagle
Eye Detective agency and secured a re-
port from its wireless department;
then he roused out of slumber n sharp
faced, long nosed woman with high
arched brows, who caught up her bed-
side telephone with nstant alertness In
her beady eyes.

“Well, I got him!’ came the hoarse
vole® of Bill Wolf. “He’s on board the
yacht Hilarity, and, say, with the
girl!”

Immediately Honoria moved very
swiftly.

Th® sleepy eyed steward stepped out
upon the deck of the Hilarity with ids
uniformed Jacket buttoned askew.

“Beg your pardon, sir,” he said.
“Don’t lower the boats for a moment.”

“What!” shouted Gilbert Blye.
“The gasoline sir. It did not arrive

until an hour ago.”
“And there’s no gasoline in these

tanks?” roared big T. F. Edwards,
pushing forward.

“No. sir.”
"Ton infernal idiot!” yelled Orin Cun-

ningham.
“Lower those boats”’ shouted Gilbert

Blye. “Wilkins, get downstairs. You
can fill those boat* In the water.” And
he looked out across the waves. The
escaping beauty was rounding the
point.

In the pretty apartments which Ned
and June Warner had fitted up to be
their nest Ned rose from the couch
where he had fallen asleep with the
miniature of June In his hand and rec-
ognized the rasping voice of Honoria.

“Well we’ve located your darling!”
And there was a shrill cackle. "She’s
on board the Hilarity with my lius
band. And the yacht Is anchored out
side the bay. Good iporulng.”

Ned wasted no time. Bobbie Bleth-
ering had a stanch little boat, and Bob-
ble was routed out of bed immediately,
yawning and wondering why the world
could never be at peace. But he was
ready, though it took his agitated wife.
Iris, seven mlnut.'S to make him com-
prehend that the Hilarity was a boat.
She had to suppress all her ebullient
emotions to do It, but she relieved her
self somewhat by telephoning June’s
mother and father at their beautiful
borne In Brynport.

As the sun pushed. Its scarlet rim up
into the edge of the dawn and stared
in pleased surprise at the beautiful
girl who was speeding toward the
marshy shore a low. gray skiff with a
portable motor attached to its stern
skipped in and out of tae dimness
among the black hulls at the river s
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Hunting a Place, No Matter How Deso-
late, In Which to Hide.

bride, who was at that moment skirt-
ing the marshy shore and hunting a
place, no matter how desolate, in
which to hide.

There was an inlet among the
marshes. She ventured into it a short
distance, but it led to nowhere, and
she hurried out again to the open wa-
ter. A small boat rounded the point,
and for a moment June’s eyes dis-
tended. Involuntarily she crouched.

CHAPTER 11.

mHE three river thieves in the ex-
quisitely furnished houseboat
worked with deft rapidity. It
was the woman's swift, intui-

tive part to discover hiding places: the
lean Jake's to discriminate in values:
Big Ben's, with nippers and hammer
and screwdriver, to rip off brasswork.
to open drawers, to rend and tear and
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splinter if need be. Within an incredi-
bly short space of time they had the
skiff piled high with the richest and
the best which the houseboat had eon-
iained; then they spread the tarpaulin-
over their plunder and disposed their
bunches of celery so that the green

leaves protruded in a fringe from un-
der the edge of the tarpaulin: then the
heavily laden skiff, with its four pas-
sengers and its loot, wormed its way
clumsily from amid the barges, look-
ing like an innocent farmer boat.

The sun. now a golden ball in the
eastern mist, looker! down upon a
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“Well, Babe, you sliced me, all right.”

harborage busy with the pursuers of
the little runaway bride. and
Marie were swishing swiftly; Ned and
Bobbie and Iris were leaving the dock
in Bobbie's speedy little cruiser; llouo-
ria Blye and the well known and just-
ly famous private detective, Bill Wolf,
were putting out into the river in the
Eagle Eye Detective agency's steam
yawl. Its stovepipe stack rolling black
smoke and cinders and hot sparks
back over the already blackening pas-
sengers: Gilbert Blye and the heavy
lidded Edwards were Just leaving the
Hilarity in the keen little nicer; Cun-
ningham had been slow and below
decks when they put off. but he fol-
low now in the cutter. The racer and
the cutter speeded straight for the
point around which June had disap-
peared. Tommy Thomas waved a scarf
after them and shouted absurd in-
structions to them, but Mrs. Villnrd
stood quietly by the rail, her eyes fixed
somberly on tlmt distant point..

Slowly June raised from her crouch-
ing position. The cling of the small
boat which she had sighted seemed to
lie fainter rather than more distinct.
It was fading into the distance when
she looked, and from its red stern she
knew that it was not one of the Hilar-
ity's boats. Once more she breathed a
sigh of relief, but even as she did so

she heard a familiar sound—the siren
whistle of the Hilarity’s cutter! And
it was near!

Frantically now she scanned the
shore. There was another inlet just
ahead of her. and in desperation she
steered into it. It was a narrow but
distinct channel, winding about amid
a tangle of shrubbery and marsh grass
and stunted trees, with here and there
a larger tree rising from a mound of
solid earth. There were high banks
presently and then a tiny island, in the
center of which was a decrepit hut
June was about to step ashore when
she heard the low purring of a motor
The cutter! From the sudden shut-in
ness of the sound it had entered the
inlet. In terror June Jumped back Into
the boat. The hut seemed deserted.
There was no smoke rising from the
chimnej ami no one to protect her if
she were foui>u there alone. She was
away in a flasii, circling the island.
From the other side she saw that the
channel led away into the marshes,

probably to another Inlet, and she had
started to dart down th s lonely water
way when suddenly she spied a rope
failing out Into the water from.under
some bushes matted with marsh weeds
The whir of the motor was rapidly ad
vancing. She could scarcely hope to
escape unseen. Her wits sharpened
by her peril, she steered with swift de-
cision toward the overhanging bushes.
They parted as her prow ran into
them, and, bending low, she found her-
self shot into entire concealment. The
whir of the approaching motor grew
loud. Quick as a flash June reached
for the telltale rope which had be-
trayed this hiding place and drew it
under cover of the matted bushes.

Louder and louder grew the whir. It
was just - upon her. With her tieart
beating so that her ears were full of
the sound of it. June peered out through

her leafy screen. Orin Cunningham!
He circled the island in Ids swift little
cutter, his keen eyes searching every-
where. He passed within ton feet of
her. She held her breath lest he might
hear it. and once as his eyes turned
full in her direction and she thought he
had certainly detected her hiding place
she almost screamed.

He passed on. however, and, running
his light little boat ashore, stepped out
and went up to the hut. the only pos-
sible place of concealment on the is-
land. June had a swift debate with
herself. Should she leave her conceal-
ment and. running her motor at its
quietest speed, slip away down that
other channel while Cunningham was
in the hut? That debate was settled in
an instant, for up the other channel
slipped the swift little speed boat car-
rying Edwards and Gilbert Blye!

Blye's dark, handsome face was with-
out its usual suave smile, and it wore
a look of concern as. making a quick
landing, he hurried up to the hut, fol-
lowed by the plodding Edwards.

It seemed ages before they came
away, and they had apparently made a
thorough search, for they even siooped
down as they came outside to peer un-
der the stilted foundation amid the
rubbish which had accumulated there.
When they had gone away June re-
mained for a long time in her hiding
place, bui finally she stepped from her
boat and rapt f*om her concealment.
Thirst, inspired by the fever of her ex-
citement. had driven her forth in
*erch of drinkable water.

There was a cask of water in the hut
brackish and stale, but it was water,

and she drank of it from a rusty old
tin cup which hung to it- She bad just
set down the cup when her quick ears
detected a low, steady hum. She step-

ped to the door, ready to make a dash
for her boat, but as she set her foot
upon the threshold she saw the dark
gray prow of a skiff protruding its
point around the bend of the lower
channel! She darted back out of sight

and. looking through a crack in the
board wall, saw in the skiff three

rough looking men and a rough looking
woman. The skiff rode low in the wa-
ter. and from under its tarpaulin flaunt-
ed a fringe of celery leaves.

June laughed in relief. It was good
to see human beings who were not in
pursuit of her. who would befriend and
protect her. and she bad almost run
down to meet them when suddenly
loud, angry voices came from the frail
little craft. There was a bitter quarrel,
in which the woman took a shrill part,
and as the boat .landed the woman
jumped out and stooped swiftly. The
man with the scraggly mustache and
the scattered tufts of beard on his face
jumped ashore, cursing. The woman
raised up swiftly and. with a shriek
like a cat, jumped for the man with a
long knife glittering in her hand. The
knife flashed down, and the man stag-
gered back. The gleaming blade was
raised again, but before it could de-
scend the huge, rawboned man. who
had jumped from the boat, caught the
woman's arm.

June saw no more. She ran wildly
around the little hut, looking vainly
for some place ofconcealment. A rusty
stove, a rickety table, some rule bench-
es, two straw pallets—that was all.
There was no other room, not even a
cupboard. Iu the celling June's fran-
tically riving eyes found a trapdoor,
one of its boards loose. On the wood-
en wall beneath it was a series of
cross sticks, and without hesitation
June ran up this rude ladder, shoved
the trapdoor aside and scrambled into
the attic.

There were voices below. The quar-
rel, whatever It had been about, bad
evidently been settled, for the woman

was laughing, and so was the big, raw-
boned man. June peered down through
a crack iu *the ceiling boards. These
two and the lean fellow with the
hook uose were loaded with all they
could carry. The big man with the
scar on his chin dropped his heavy
bags on the floor with a clatter, and
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“You done it o’ purpose.”

the brass stopcock of a washbasin
rolled out of one of them. The woman
carried silks and fine linens iu her
bundles, and the lean little fellow was
loaded with silverware. As they de-
posited their burdens on the floor the
other man came in and sat heavily on
a bench.

“Well, Babe, you sliced me, all right,”
he grinned, and, throwing off his coat,
he loosened his shirt at the neck and
bared his left shoulder. There was an
ugly wound near his armpit, and it was
bleeding profusely.

June clapped her hand over her
mouth to prevent a hysterical outcry,
while her senses swam. She was see-
ing phases of life that she little dream-
ed existed.

The woman made a laughing reply
and after the people exhibited differ-
ent articles of jewelry, elothiug. etc.,
they started cooking a meal.

The men were at the table an in-
credibly short time. They gulped their
food, and then, tired and sleepy, they
lay down on straw pallets for a few
minutes of honest rest, while the cold
and starved little runaway bride in the
attic looked down with ravenous eyes
on what they had left. The odor of the
hot coffee made her feel faint. Only

terror kept her on the alert.
The important thing to June in her

predicament "was to devise some mode
of escape, but the opportunity to do
so was terrifyingly remote.

CHAPTER 111.

mHE woman below was acting
strangely as she cleared away
the remains of the breakfast
and washed the dishes. From

time to time she passed near her hus-
band, bending over slightly, and Anally
she stopped beside him and listened to
his breathing, but she shook her head
and went away. Big Ben was quite
plainly fast asleep, sprawled in com-
plete relaxation, while lean Jake was
snoring with great energy. The wo-
man stooped and touched her hus-
band's shoulder. He moved slightly,
and she went baclt to her dishes. The
next time she came he did not even’
twiten at the touch, and with deft fin-
gers she reached into his est pocket
and exTacted a little chamois bag.

So that was how one woman solved
her money problem, and her burning
eyes told with what bitterness she had
resorted to this bold step. Of more
value than her husband, even in his
low profession, she was still his supine
inferior in the rights of possession.

-

Down th# Channel Sped the L'ttie
Cutter.

What she had was a gift from him,
ao<i. as June had heard him put It him-

self, he gave her what was good tor
her.

WAUSAU PILOT.

The woman! She was coming up the
Ladder! The fugitive hidden in the at-
tic was stunned by this unexpected ac-
tion

Nearer and nearer came the woman's
head, and nearer and nearer to the
edge of the trapdoor extended June’s
strong young hands!

“Babe?” Flub stirred uneasily.
The woman was down the ladder like

a eat
“What?”
No answer. The man was still sound

asleep. The woman 6tood over him for
awhile to make sure of this and started
for the ladder again. Halfway across
the room she hesitated, turned, walked
swiftly to the end of the hut and hid
tte little chamois bag beneath a 'oose
stone behind the stove.

She was putting away the last of the
dishes when suddtnly she stopped,
turned. ..nd a slow smile spread upon
her lips. Her eyes burned with u som-
ber fire. She went over to Big Ben
and deftly secured a long, slender
cigarette holder. She crossed swiftly
to her husband and inserted the holder
in his top vest pocket, so that its
shining tip protruded. The water cask
stood by Big Ben's head. With a
gleam in her eye the woman went
over, filled the rusfy tin cup and de-
liberately poured a fourth of its con-
tents over Big Ben’s face.

“Excuse me,” she laughed as he
jumped up and with the same motion
jerked a revolver from his pocket.

He grinned at her sheepishly as he
saw the sparkle of mischief in her eye,
and he wiped his face with his sleeve.

“You done it o’ purpose.” he speculat-
ed. chuckling.

“Think so?” she dimpled.
Big Ben’s eyes brightened.
“I believe you’re after that shawl.”
“Tlub'd sell It.” And she glruced

across at the sleeping man with vin-
dictive hatred.

“Take it.” urged Big Ben, “and if
Flub sells it tell me.” He picked up the
shawl and clumsily threw it around
the woman's shoulders. She looked
dovrn at the shawl and toyed with its
long, delicate fringe. She took it off
slowly and gave it back to the man.

“Nothing doing,” she sadly decided:
then she slowly turned and looked at
her husband and walked away. There
was a softening iu Big Ben’s eyes as
she walked away, and then he. too,
glanced at the sleeping Flub. He stroll-
ed to the door and came back. Sudden-
ly te stopped. The gleam of something
yellow had caught his gaze. He walked
close and bent low. He pulled the cig-
arette holder out far enough to identify
it and pushed it back; then he gave the
sleeper a kick.

“(Jet up. you thief!” he roared.
Flub sprang up, dazed.
“What’s that?"
“I said get up. you thief!” roared Big

Ben as lean Jake abruptly stopped
snoring and jumped up. He was half-
way to the ladder before he realized
that this was not a raid, and June, di-
vining his intention, rose swiftly and
put her hands on the loose clapboards
of the roof. Ben jerked the cigarette
holder from Flub’s pocket. “You stole
it!”

Flub seemed dazed by the accusation,
but suddenly he let out a yell. Me-
chanically he had reached in his vest
pocket, as was his habit when the
chamois bag was there, and had discov-
ered his loss.

“My diamond!” he yelled. “It’s
gone!” And his face turned white as
ho looked around the tense group.
Slowly comprehension came to him.
“You framed me'” he suddenly shout-
ed, pointing a trembling finger at Big

June Rc>;ued.

Ben. “You copped my diamond; then
you planted this cigarette holder so
you could”—

“You're a liar:” bellowed Big Ben
and sprang for his accuser.

A knife gleamed in Flub's hand, and
he slashed savagely at his onrushing
opponent. With a roar of rage Big
Ben caught the descending wrist,
wrested the weapon from it and plung-
ed it to the hilt in Flub's breast.

There was a piercing shriek from
the attic and a tearing of boards. The
woman, quick of mind as she was of
body, was the first to comprehend
what that might mean. She sprang to
the ladder, but as she went she cast a
backward glance at the lifeless man
on the floor. There was no shudder in
her, only cold triumph.

“It's a girl! She's on the roof!" cried
the woman as she gained the attic.

Lean Jake was the first out of the
door, and Big Ben just after him.
They rounded the corner of the hut
just in time to see June jump from
the roof and dart for her boat. It was
the woman who caught her.

“Let me go!” Implored Ju->e. “I
won't tell T*

Those last three words seal
her fate in the mind of any murderous
thief. Big Ben had caught her roughly
by the arm and now he looked in*
quiringty at the others.

“Drown her,” advised Lean Jake,
w ho was more full of fear than a thief
should be. “She knows too much "

AH three of them looked at the wa-

ter. It spread far into the marshes,
and It held Its secrets well and long.

Without a work Big Ben swung June
up in his arms and started with her to
the water's edge, while she uttered
shriek upon shriek.

A shot and then another answered
June's piercing shrieks, and down the
channel from the inlet swiftly sped the
little entter, with Orin Cunningham at
the wheel, revolver in hand.

"•Hands up!” yelled a strong voice,
and another shot startled tne air of the
marshes. Gilbert Blye! He stood op
in his racer, and orer the wheel bent
heavy Edwards, his eyes narrowed and
hi* thick lips firmly set.

Big Ben had dropped Jana at the

DEATH OF E. D. GLENNON.
Proprietor of the Stevens Point Gaz-

ette Passed Away Sunday, April 4.

Edward D. Glennon. proprietor of
the Stevens Point Gazette, died at
7:30 o’clock Sunday morning at the
Sacred Heart Sanitarium, Milwaukee.
Mr. Glennon had not teeh well for
several years and recently suffered a
stroke of paralysis and was taken to
Milwaukee. He received another
stroke on Friday from which he did
not regain consciousness Mr. Glen-
non was born iri Stevens Point on
the 3d day of Sept., 1857. He com-
menced his app-enticeship in the Ste-
vens Point Journal otlice when he was
fourteen years of age. In 1878, with
others, he started ;he Gazette, and
became sole proprietor of the same
in 1883. The paper has always es-
poused the cause of democracy. Mr.
Glennon turned out one of the best
papers in northwestern Wisconsin,
and while never pushing himself for-
ward or seeking notoriety, he was in
every particular a very able man and
very highly esteemed, lie wes mar-
ried to Miss Annie Krembs, daughter
of the late Charles Krembs of Ste-
vens Point, March 31st, 1880, who sur-
vives him as also do six children.

Relatives in this city who will at-
tend the funeral are Mr. and Mrs. J.
C. Gebhart, Mr. and Mrs. F. M.
Deutsch, the Misses Hoetlinger, Mr.
and Mrs. Chas. M. Klein and Mr. and
Mrs. Henry Gross.

The remains were brought to Stev-
ens Point yesterday afternoon and it
is thought that the funeral will take
place on Wednesday.

Y. PI. C. A. NOTES.
The visits to the various industries

of the city were well worth the time
of those several young men who ac-
cepted the opportunity. It is a val-
uable thing for one to know the in-
dustries of his town and to be able
to explain concerning their output.
Six places were visited last week. On
Tuesday the young men visited the
Badger Bag & Paper factory and Mur-
ray’s Foundry, both visits of which
were especially interesting. The
Badger Bag & Paper factory is. theonly
one in this part of the state and
Murray’s Foundry is noted through-
out the state. On Wednesday two
other concerns, the Marathon Shoe
Company and the Marathon Motor
Works, were “i ited. Thursday the
Curtis and Yile plant was inspected.
C. S. Curtis conducted the young
men through the entire factory. On
Friday afternoon the street car was
taken to Rothschild where the Mara-
thon Paper Mills were the attrac-
tion.

Saturday morning a good sized
group hiked for Rib Hill. There they
spent the day, cooking their meal
and securing all the practice in scout
activities possible. W. R. Boorman,
who has had a great deal of work in
the woods at different times, knows
scouting from the beginning and is
able to aid a great deal these scouts
who are working for advancement.

The annual Y. M. C. A. demonstra-
tion will be held at the Y Thursday
evening. It is sure to be most inter-
esting and will show the public ex-
actly what excellent work is being
done by the physical department of
the Y. The demonstration program
is quite long, as more events have
been planned for this year than ever
before. The classes have been train-
ing for this annual affair for some
time and it has required a great dea 1
of effort on the part of the physical
director, Russell Starke.

On Friday evening the Y. M. C. A.
circus with its wonderful trained
animals under Prof. Schobenlield,
with its sideshows and their dare-
devil stunts will occur. The circuses
in the past have i.lways been well
worth the amount asked and from
the reports issued the entire show
will be a laugh. Thursday forenoon
there will be a big parade.

GOT A DUCKING.

A couple of men, working for the
Wausau Box & Lumber Cos., who
have been crossing the river on the
ice to reach their work, went through
into the river the other day and had
a hard time getting out. The men
working in this factory use boats in
the aum.iier time and the ice in win-
ter to reach the factory. They can
go by bridge and land but it is a long,
round about way. There is a crying
need for a bridge up in that part of
the city.

Miss Blanche Armstrong, Special
Magazine Representative. Subscrip-
tions taken for all magazines at low-
est clubbing rates. 510 McClellan St.
Phone 1671. n24-tf

Urst shot and had reached tor his re-
volver. Lean Jake had dropped -at
on the ground behind a bowlder, but
before Big Ben could return the tire of
tbe oncoming boats from the Hilurity
be was confused by a shot from an-
other quarter, and through the reeds
of tbe marsh there pushed a narrow
steel gray motorboat, in which stood a
tall man with a soft hat and a loosely
knotted cravat.

A stranger! And be was nearer to
the helpless June then her pursuers
from the Hilarity! She ran toward
him like a deer, and as his driver drew
close inshore June sprang into the
boat

“Hurry!” she cried. “Please hurry!”
The man. evidently an artist, from

the canvases and folding easel in his
boat, followed her terrified gaze as she
glanced back, her terror divided be-
tween the murderers on the island and
the men in the boats. The artist lower-
ed June to a seat beside bta. and, with
a word to the driver, they darted away
towaiu the channel. A shot whizzed
over their heads as they started, and
shot after shot resounded from the np-
per channel.

The man with the white mustache
paid no attention to Big Ben as he
steered his swift little cutter arouud
the island and struck into the lower
channel after the artist and the beauti-
ful young girl who had escaped from
the attic. Nor did the man with the
black Vandyke waste any time upon
the astonished thieves as his boat. too.
whizzed around the curve. Lean Jake
raised up from behind his bowlder as
the boat shot by. and tbe three—Babe.
Big Ben and Jake—looked at each
other in bewilderment. Another boat
came swishing down past tbe island.
It was driven by a blaziug eyed little
chauffeur with a tiny mustache, and he
was shouting at the top of his voice.
Behind him sat stiffly a woman with
high cheek bones and a wilderness of
gums, and she. too. was shouting:

“Voila! Voila! Voila!"
Another boat! In it were two men

and a woman, the driver a plump faced
litri**man with deep concern upon his
brow, the woman hysterical and tbe
other man with his teeth aDd fist*
clinched.

For ten minutes Babe and Big Ben
and Lean Jake stood there in dumb
stupefaction, waiting for another boat.

(Continued next week.)

litis story is being illustrated by
moving pictures at the Grand Opera
House every week.

PERSONALS.
—Talbot Montgomery, who had teen

home for Easter, returned to Carroll
college on Monday.

Master Clifford Mennen returned
to his home in Milwaukee this morn-
ing after a visit with his cousin,
Master L. John Bern.

—Mrs. W. W. Alters who had teen
visiting in Manitowoc and other
places in Wisconsin f?“ ** month past,
returned home on Friday.

—Mr. and Mrs. C. C. Yaw key and
Mr. and Mrs. A.'P. left
Sunday evening for Chicago, on a
business and pleasure visit.

—Mrs. J. E. Goodrickof Antigo,spent
Thursday in Wausau, returning home
in the evening. She was the guest
of her father, Leander Swope.

—Mis Ruth Alters who has teen
visiting during tlie Easter holidays at
her home in this city returned to the
Stale C Diversity yesterday.

—Mrs. Finlay MacDonald and grand-
son, Gordon Patterson, w ho had teen
visiting with the Misses Armstrong,
returned to Msnneapolis on Satur-
day.

—•Miss Lydia Getert of Merrill,
came to the city Saturday and re-
mained over Sunday w ith her grand-
parents, Mr. and Mrs. Jacob Gens-
raan.

Wayne C. Gilbert of Grand
Rapids, Minn., who is attending
Beloit college, spent Ills Easter vaca-
tion in Wausau, the guest of rela-
tiues and friends.

—Geo. M. Winne and family of Chi-
cago, arrived in tne city Saturday to
make this city thete permanent home.
They will occupy the home of Mrs.
T C. Ryan on Grant street.

—Miss Phoebe Jones and Miss
Marie Bird who visited at the home
of their parents during the week-end,
returned to Madison yesterday where
they are students at the university.

—Miss Helen Lewis of Rhinelander,
spent Wednesday with relatives in
Wausau, on her way home from Poi
tage where she gave a reading. Miss
Lewis gave an entertainment in Wau-
sau during the holidays.

—Miss Allie Pitts of Waukesha,
who was a guest at the home of Mr.
and Mrs. B. A. Benson, returned to
her home yesterday morning. Miss
Pitts is a sister of Mrs. W. O. Car-
rier, a former Wausau resident.

—Air. and Mrs. B. Ueinemanu ami
daughter, Miss Belle, who have teen
in Chicago for the past few months
for the benefit of Mr. Ileinemann’s
health have returned to Wausau.
The latter is considerably improved.

—F. Seehafer, Wm. Koenig and 11.
Beilke, three of the progressive young
farmers of the town of Stettin,' were
in Wausau Saturday. They report
the maple sugar season this spring
very poor on account of the cold
weather. They hope to begin
seeding in about two weeks.

—Mr. and Mrs. W. A. W’ilson have
rented rooms at the home of Dr. and
Mrs. A. W. Trevitt on Fourth street.
They took possession on Friday and
are now nicely located in their new
quarters. Mr. and Mrs. Wilson have
recently occupied one of the Mc-
Eachron houses on Warren street.

WAUSAU SHARPSHOOTERS.

The score of the regular Sunday
shoot was as follows: *

CLASS A.
King Union

F. Mathie 215 63
Paul Weinkauf 215 68
O. Mueller 211 57
Otto Mathie 20 J 57
'

CLASS B.
Chas. Wegner 184 34

Can Uncle Sam
Preserve Neutrality?

Our foreign relations hnvo boon strained aimout
to the breaking point. The United States him
been led down tothe very brink ofwar. The Car-
toonist*of thecon11try have interpreted the spirit
of the time*, and are recording with tin ir pern*this spirited chapter in the nation's history.

CARTOONS MAGAZINE
(Published by H. H. Windsor, Publisher of Posula’ Mechanics Machine)

Presents every month the cream of caricature
both in America und Europe, it is u veritable
panoramaof thewar. What the nation* think of
euch other is I*st told by the cartoon which got**
under the surface and echoes the very thought* of
the people. Cartoon* .Magazine s the most fas-
cinating continued story of world event* everwritten. The pictorial pags are supplemented
by well-selected editorial comment and special
article*. Invaluable to the library, the buaiucst*
man, the student of current event*.

AT ALL NEWSSTANDS
$3.00 A YEAR 2S CENTS A COPY
A dollar bill and the coupon will bring a four

trial üb*Gripi:ionißaßßaaa >

CARTOONS MAGAZINE, 6 N. Mtehiraa Av*. CHICAGO
anti i 1.00 fur which mum kltaguaiaw ut

toy adore** fur four tuuulha.

Wane

Hlmt I

Cl tar ... I

Dancing
Cornelia McCrossen

Phone 1778

THE HEART
IS THE DYNAMO

OF LIFE
It is the perpetual motion of exist-

ence.
One of the commonest symptoms of

heart disease is shortness of breatli and
weakness upon the slightest exertion,
with swelling of the feet and sometimes
abdomen. Many cases of heart disease
exist in persons who are apparently ro-
bust and who are not supposed to have
anything the matter with them. 1 leart
disease occurs as a complication of
Bright’s disease, the heart becoming very
much enlarged and gradually weaker, as
life advances. Rheumatism is also one
of the commonest causes of heart dis-
ease.

If you are conscious that your heart
is any more a part of you than your
foot, it is a matter for immediate con-
sultation with Dr. Turbin, the expert
specialist and surgeon. Prompt at-
tention oftentimes saves serious after
trouble and possible death. The
chances for recovery depend largely
upon to what extent the disease has
progressed. With the aid of suitable
heart tonics which will act on the
muscles of the heart and enable it to
perform its functions, patients are en-
abled to live to an old age with com-
parative ease and freedom from pain.

Dr. Turbin has specialized on the
heart for twenty years. He has seen
every phase of heart weakness; has
treated everything in the shape of a
weak heart, lie has .found that often
the so-called heart troubles are not
from the heart at all. He can show
you wherein your hope may lie.

Have you fluttering of the heart?
Have you skipping of tire heart?
Have you palpitation of the heart ?

Have you pain in the region of the
heart ?

Have you pain in side of shoulder-
blade ?

Have you shortness of breath?
Have you weak, sinking, cold or dizzy

spells?
1 lave you rheu-

matism ?

S throbbing of the
heart in excite-
ment or exer-

If any of these
questions apply
to your case, it
would he we 11
for you to take
immediate steps,

T u r h in. Dr.
pert or, health

DR. TURBIN
Who has visited Wausau for the past

twenty-one years, will again te in

Wausau, Thnrsday, April 8,1915
At the HOTEL BELLIS

Hours 9 a. m. to 8 p. m. and every
fourth Thursday thereafter.

FREE CONSULTATION
Are You Nervous, UVSS" d iaf.ii£KSs:
Tired Lifeless. Kaslly Fatigued,
Kvcitit.de. Irill aide. Hollow K.ved. Harvard
Looking. Sleepless V Have you Poor Memory.
Weak Hack, Sunken Cheeks, Foul Breath.
Heart Flutter, Catarrh Lack of Energy and
Confidence or Ambition ?

Urinary, Kidney and Bladder Diseases
Obstructions, Strainings, Pain In Back, Blad-
der and Kidneys, Enlarged tiland, Nervous-
ness. Swelling.

Blood Poison, Skin Diseases,
Mouth, or Throat, Swollen Clauds. Mueous
Patches. Copper-Colored Spots. Rheumatic
Pains, Eczema, Itching, Burning.Nervousness.
I Ahlf\ If you are suffering from persistent
L/tuiL*3 Headache. Painful Menstruation,
Uterine Olsplacemnts, Pains In the Buck, and
feel as it were Impossible for you to endure
your (rubles and still lie obligedto attend to
your household and social obligations, I will
cure you if your case is curable.
I treat Dropsy, Rheumatism, Fistula,
Piles, Constipation and all Rectal
Diseases.
Stomach Troubles,
Indigestion. Bad Taste or Breath, .sick Head-
ache. Bloated, Heartburn, Sour Belching,
Spitting Up, Catarrh, Gas, Gnawing. Nervous-
ness.
Ilparf U’pnlnpcc Fluttering, Skl pp I ng.
IlCdri nCdIUICSS, Palpitation. Pain iff
Heart, Side or Shoulder Blade. Short Breath.
Weak. Sinking, Cold or Dizzy Spells. Swelling.
Rheumatism, Throbbing in Excitement or
Exertion.
fatarrli Hawking, Spitting. Nose Running
Ldldl 111, Watery or Vellowish Matter or
Stopped Up. Sneezing, Dull Headache, Cough-
ing. Deafness. Pains in Kldcva, Bladder,
Lungs, Stomach or Bowels may be catarrh.

DOCTOR TIIRBIN
Schiller Building CHICAGO

We Advise the Use of

Rexall Liver Salts
for any liver ailment or other trouble caused by faulty
liver action, because we have faith that it will help to re-
lieve you —help to overcome your run down condition -

help to restore your health, strength and energy.

9oid irj 25c, 50c and
SI.OO Pottles

Schwaiiher#
Druggist and Optician

Phone 1105 Opposite Court House

Tilly Alcartra-World’s Record Dairy Cow
is owned by a Yolo County, California dairyman. She has a record of
30,452.6 pounds of milk in one year.
Tilly is not the only recqrd animal in Yolo County. This famous
county is the home of several other record holding cows, some of the
finest sheep In the Cnited States and several horses that have won
big honors.
Yolo Countv is a world beater in many ways It is located on the
Sacramento* Uiver just opposite Sacramento County where is Jocated
tht state capital. Yolo County is the home of the f’niverslty of Cali-
fo.nia Experimental Farm, a splendid institution which gives first
aid to tbe new settler.
We wi.l send a beautiful book describing Yolo County if you will ::zu*i
us your name arid address and a two-cent stamp. Better still send us
ten cents in stamps and we will send the oio Lounty book, a map of
California and a sample copy of Sunset Magazine, the big Pacific
Coast nat.icr.ai magazine

SUNSET MAGAZINE SERVICE BUREAU, San Francisco, California
Be Bare to mentkyn flue P°P* r •* foe the Yolo County book CTl23w3


