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You will scarcely be-

lieve a soda cracker can
be so perfect until you
taste the one perfect Soda
Cracker

By KATHERINE CECIL THURSTON,
Author of "The Circle." Etc.

"What is the" toy for?" he asked
again.

She looked up slowly. "How cruel
of you, Jack! It Is my very latest
hobby."

It was part of her attraction that the
was never without a craze. Each new
one was as fleeting as the last, but to
each she brought the same delightfully
insincere enthusiasm, the same pictur-
esque devotion. Each was a pcxse, but
she loosed so sweetly that nobody lost
patience.

"You mustn't laugh!" she protested,
letting the kitten slip to the ground.
"I've had lessons at 5 guineas each
from the most fascinating person a

professional and I'm becoming quite

an adept. Of course I haven't leea
much beyond the milky appearance
yet, but the milky appearance is every-
thing, you know. The rest will come.
I ara trying to persuade Blanche to let
me have a pavilion at her pirty in
March and gaze for all you dull politi-
cal people." And she smiled.

Chilcote smiled as well. "How Is It

needa

Instinct that filled rnlM and body.
Scarcely knowing what he did he rose
and leaned forward to whisper in
Fralde's ear.

Fraide was seen to turn, his thin
face interested and concerned, then he
was seea. to nod once or twice ia ac-

quiescence, and a moment later Chil-

cote stepped quietly out of his place.
One or two men spoke to him as he

hurried from the house, but he shook
them off almost uncivilly, and, making
for the nearest exit, hailed a cab.

The drive to Grosvenor square was a
misery. Time after time he changed
from one corner of the cab to the other,
his acute internal pains prolonged by
every delay and increased by every
motion. At last, weak in all his limbs,
he stepped from the vehicle at his own
door.

Entering the house, he instantly
mounted the stairs and passed to his
own rooms. Opening the bedroom
door, he peered in cautiously, then
pushed the door wide. The light had
been switched on, but the room was
empty. With a nervous excitement
scarcely to be kept in check, he enter-
ed, shut and locked the door, then mov-

ed to the wardrobe and, opening It,
drew the tube of tabloids from the
shelf.

His hand shook violently as he car-

ried the tube to the table. The strain
of the day, the anxiety of the past
hours, with their final failure, had
found sudden expression. Mixing a

larger dose than any he had before al
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i So deliciously baked so
tender and flaky so won-
derfully preserved by a
moisture proof package.
It is the only real Soda
Cracker.
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LOTS IN QA
$150 Each and Upwards

In the new steel city, Gary, Indiana, $75, 000,000 now being
expended in building the largest steel plant in the world; by
the United States Steel Co. Twenty-fiv- e thousand men will
be employed which means a city of over 100,000 inhabitants.
Lots will double in value many times. Send for large map and
particulars. W. A. PRIDMORI5, 134 Monroe st., Chicago.

C. 5 WARD, Local Agent. Office onpcs;to
depot, Tolleston.
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nTHen. 3xu GIES that my my im-

agination has been playing me tricks?"
"My dear boy! Nothing of the kind.

Come back to your place and tell me
the whole tale?" She smiled again, and
parted the couch invitingly.

But Chilcote's balance had been up-
set For the first time tie saw Lillian
as one of the watchful, suspecting
crowd before which he was constantly
on guard. Acting on the sensation, he
moved suddenly toward the door.

"I I have an appointment at the
house," he said quickly. "I'll look in
another day when when I'm better
company. I know I'm a bear today.
My ierves, you know." He came back
to the couch and took her hand. Thea

he touched her cheek for aa instant
with his fingers.

"Goodby," he said. "Take care of
yourself and the kitten," he added
with forced gayety, as he crossed the
room.

That afternoon Chilcote's nervous
condition reached its height. All day
he had avoided the climax, but no
evasion can be eternal, and this he
realized as he sat in his place on the
opposition benches during the half
hour of wintry twilight that precedes
the turning on of the lights. He real-
ized it In that half hour, but the appli-
cation of the knowledge followed later,
when the time came for him to ques-
tion the government on some point re-

lating to the proposed additional dry
dock at Talkley, the naval base. Then
for the first time he knew that the suf-

ferings of the past months could have
a visible as well as a hidden side could
disorganize his dally routine as they
had already demoralized his will and
character.

The thing came upon him with ex-

traordinary lack of preparation. He sat
through the twilight with tolerable
calm, his nervousness showing only in
the occasional lifting of his hand to
his collar and the frequent changing
of his position, but when the lights
were turned on and he leaned back in
his seat with closed eyes he became
conscious of a curious Impression a
disturbing idea that through his closed
lids he could see the faces on the op-

posite side of the house, see the rows
of eyes, sleepy. Interested or vigilant
Never before had the sensation pre-
sented itself, but once set up It ran
through all his susceptibilities. By an
absurd freak of fancy those varying
eyes seemed to pierce through his lids,
almost through his eyeballs. The cold
perspiration that was his daily horror
broke out on his forehead, and at the
same moment Fruide, his leader, turn-

ed, leaned over the back of his seat
and touched his knee.

Chilcote started and opened his eyes.
"I I believe I was dozing," he said
confusedly.

Fraide smiled his dry, kindly smile.
"A fatal admission for a member of
the opposition," he said. "But I was
looking for you earlier In the ' day,
Chilcote. There is something behind
this Persian affair. I believe it to be
a mere first move on liussia's part.
You big trading people will find It
worth watching."

Chilcote shrugged his shoulders. "Oh,
I don't know," he said. "I scarcely
believe in it. Lakely put a match to
the powder In the St. George s, but
'twill only be a noise and a puff of
smoke."

But Fraide did not smile. "What is
the feeling down at Wark?" he asked.
"Has it awakened any interest?"

"At Wark? Oh, I- -I don't quite
know. I have been a little out of
touch with Wark In the last few
weeks. A man has so many private
affairs to look to" He was uneasy
under his chief's scrutiny.

Fralde's lips parted as if to make re-

ply, but with a certain dignified reti-
cence he closed them ngain and turned
away.

Chilcote leaned back In his place and
furtively passed his hand over his fore-
head. His mind was possessed by one
consideration the consideration of
himself. He glanced down the crowd-
ed, lighted house to the big glass
doors; he glanced about him at his col-

leagues, indifferent or interested; then
surreptitiously his lingers strayed to
his waistcoat pocket.

Usually he carried his morphia tab-
loids with him, but today by a lapse
of memory he had left them at home.
He knew this, nevertheless he contin
ued to search, while the need of the
drug rushed through him with a sense
of physical sickness. He lost hold on
the business of the house; unconscious
ly he half rose from his seat.

The man next him looked up. "Hold
your ground, Chilcote," he said. "Ray- -

forth is drying up."
With a wave of relief Chilcote drop

ped back into his place. Whatever the
confusion in his mind it was evident-
ly not obvious la his face.

Rayforth resumed his seat there was
the usual slieht stir and pause; then
Salett the member for Salchester, rose.

With Salett's first words Chilcote's
hand again sought his pocket, and
again his eyes strayed toward the
doors, but Fraide's erect head and stiff
back just in front of him held him
quiet With an effort he pulled out
his notes and smoothed them nervous
ly; but though his gaze was fixed on
the pages, not a line of Blessingtoa's
clear writing reached his mind. He
glanced at the fflce of the speaker,
then at the faces on the treasury
bench, thea once more be leaned back
in his seat

The maa beside him saw the move-
ment. "Funking the dry dock?" he
whispered jestingly.

"No" Chilcote turned to him sud-

denly "but I feel beastly have felt
beastly for weeks."

The other looked at him more close-

ly. "Anything wrong?" he asked. It
was a novel experience to be confided
in by Chilcote.

"Oh, it's the grind the infernal
grind." As he said it it seemed to
him suddenly that his strength gave
way. He forgot his companion, his
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seat, and the cigarette was scarcely
burned out when he rose, paid his
small bill and left the shop.

Outside on the pavement he halted,
pulled out his watch and saw that two
hours stretched in front before any
appointment claimed his attention. He
wondered vaguely where lie might go
to, what he might do, In thoe two
hours. In the last few minutes a dis-
taste for solitude had risen In his
mind, giving the close street a loneli-
ness that bad escaped him before.

As he stood wavering a cab passed
slowly down the street. The sight of
a well dressed man roused the cab-
man. Flicking his whip, he passed
Chilcote close, feigning to pull up.

The cab suggested civilization. Chil-cote'- s

mind veered suddenly, and he
raised his hand. The vehicle stopped,
and ho climbed In.

"Where, sir?" The cabman peered
down through the roof door.

Chilcote raised his head. "Oh, any-
where near l'all Mall," he said. Then,
as the horse started forward, he put
up his hand and shook the trapdoor.
"Walt!" he called. "I've changed my
mind. Drive to Cadogan gardens, No.
f ooo.

Tho distance to Cadogan Gardens
was covered quickly. Chilcote had
hardly realized that his destination
was reached when the cab pulled up.
Jumping out, he paid the fare and
walked quickly to the hall door of No.
33.

"la Lady Astrupp at home?" he ask-
ed sharply as the door swung back In
answer to his knock.

The servant drew back deferentially.
"Her ladyship has almost finished
lunch, sir," he said.

For answer Chilcote stopped through
the doorway and walked halfway
across the hall.

"All right." he said. "But don't dis-
turb her on my account. I'll wait in
the white room till she has finished."
And, without taking further notice of
the servant, he began to mount the
stairs.

In the room where he had chosen to
wait a pleasant wood fire brightened
the dull January afternoon and sof-
tened the thick white curtains, the gilt
furniture and the Venetian vases filled
with white roses. Moving straight
forward, Chilcote paused by the grate
and stretched his hands to the blaze;
then, with his usual instability, he
turned and passed .to a couch that
stood a yard or two away.

On the coach, tucked away between
a novel and a crystal gazing ball, was
a white Persian kitten, fast asleep.
Chilcote picked up the ball and held it
between his eyes and the fire, then he
laughed superciliously, tossed it back
into its place and caught the kitten's
tail. The little animal stirred, stretch-
ed Itself and began to pur. At the
same moment the door of the room
opened.

Chilcoto turned around. "I particu-
larly said you were not to be disturb-
ed," he began. "Have I merited dis-

pleasure?" He spoke fast, with the
uneasy tone that so often underraa
his words.

Lady Astrupp took his hand with a
confiding gesture and smiled.

"Never displeasure," she said llnger-Ingl- y,

and again she smiled. The smile
might have struck a close observer as
faintly artificial. But what man in
Chilcote's frame of mind has time to
be observant where women are con-

cerned? The manner of the smile wjis
very sweet and almost caressing, and
that sutHced.

"What have you been doing?" she
asked after a moment. '"I thought I
was quite forgotten." She moved
across to the couch, picked up the kit-
ten and kissed it. "Isn't this sweet?"
she added.

She looked very graceful as she turn-
ed, holding the little animal up. She
was a woman of twenty-seven- , but she
looked a girl. The outline of her face
was pure, the pale gold of her hair
almost ethereal, and her tall, slight
figure still suggested the suppleness,
the possibility of future development,
that belong to youth. She wore a lace
colored gown that harmonized with
the room and with the delicacy of Ler
skin.

"Now sit down and rest or walk
about the room. I shan't mind whic h."
She nestled into the couch and picked
up the crystal ball.

14What is the toy for?" Chilcote
looked at her from the mantelpiece,
against which he was resting. He had
never defined the precise attraction
that Lillian Astrupp held for him.
Her shallowness soothed him; her in-

consequent egotism helped him to for-

get himself. She never asked him
how he was, she never expected im-

possibilities. She let him come and go
and act as he pleased, never demand-
ing reasons. Like the kitten, she was
charming and graceful and easily
amused. It was possible that also like
the kitten, she could scratch and be
spiteful on occasion, but that did not
weigh with him. He sometimes ex-

pressed a vague envy of the late Lord
Astrupp, but even had circumstances
permitted It is doubtful whether he
would have chosen to be his successor.
Lillian as a friend was delightful, but
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Once alone Chilcote walked slowly
back to the table, drew up his chair
and sat down with his eyes on the
white cloth, the paper lying unheeded
beside him.

Time passed. A servant came into
the room to remove the breakfast.
Chilcote moved slightly when neces-

sary, but otherwise retained his atti-
tude. The servant, having finished his
task, replenished the fire and left the
room. Chilcote still it on.

At last, feeling numbed, he rose and
crossed to the fireplace. The clock on
the mantelpiece stared him la the face.
He looked at It, started slightly, then
drew out his watch. Watch and clock
corresponded. Each marked 12 o'clock.
With a nervous motion ho leaned for-

ward and pressed the electric bell long
and hard.

Instantly a servant answered.
"Is Mr. Blesslngton In the study?"

Chilcote asked.
"He was there, sir, five mlnute3

back."
Chilcote looked relieved.
"All right Tell him I havo pone out
had to go out Something important

Tou understand?"
"I understand, sir.
But before the words had been prop-

erly spoken Chilcote had passed the
man and walked Into the hall.

CHAPTER III.
EATING his house, Chilcote

walked forward quickly andL aimlessly. With the sting of
the outer air the recollection of

last night's adventure came back upon
tiim. Since the hour of hl3 waking It
had hung about with vague per-
sistence, but now In the clear light of
day It seemed to stand out with a full-
er peculiarity.

The thing wa3 preposterous, never-
theless It was genuine. He was wear-
ing the overcoat he had worn the night
before, and, acting on Impulse, he thrust
his hand Into the pocket and drew out
iho stranger's card.

"Mr. John Loder!" He read the name
over as he walked along, and It me-

chanically repeated Itself In his brain,
falling into measure with his steps.
Who was John Loder? What was he?
The questions tantalized him till his
pace unconsciously Increased. The
thought that two men so absurdly
alike could Inhabit the same city and
remain unknown to each other faced
him as a problem. It tangled with his
personal worries and aggravated them.
There seemed to be almost a danger In
Euch an extraordinary likeness. He be-

gan to regret his impetuosity in thrust-
ing his card upon the man. Then,
again, how he had let himself go on
the subject of Lexington! How nar
rowly he had escaped compromise!
lie turned hot and cold at the recollec-
tion of what he had said and what he
might have said. Then for the first
time he paused in his walk and looked
about him.

On leaving Grosvenor square he had
turned westward, moving rapidly till
the Marble arch was reached. There,
still oblivious to his surroundings, he
had crossed the roadway to the Edg-iwar-e

road, passing along it to the
labyrinth of ehabby streets that lie be-

hind Taddington. Now, as he glanced
about him, he saw with some surprise
bow far he had come.

The damp remnants of the fog still
hung about the housetops in a filmy
veil. There were no glimpses of green
to break the monotony of tone. All
was quiet, ding-- , neglected. But to
Chilcote the shabblness was restful,
the subdued atmosphere a satisfaction.
Among these sad houses, these passers-by- ,

each filled with his own concerns,
he experienced a sense of respite and
relief. In the fashionable streets that
bounded his own horizon if a man
paused in his walk to work out an idea
be instantly drew a crowd of inquisi-
tive or contemptuous eyes. Here if a
man halted for half an hour It was no-

body's business but his own.
Enjoying this thought ho wandered

on for close upon an hour, moving
from one street to another with steps
that were listless or rapid, as Inclina-
tion prompted, Then, still acticg with
vagrant almlessmess, he stopped in his
wanderings and entered a small eating
house.

The place was low ceiled and dirty,
the air hot and steaming with the
smell of food, but Chilcote passed
through the door and moved to one of
the tables with no expression of dis-

gust and with far loss furtive watch-
fulness than he used la his own house.
By a curious mental twist he felt
greater freedom, larger opportunities
lu drab surroundings such as these
than in the broad issues and weighty
responsibilities of his own life. Choos-

ing a corner seat, he called for coffee;
and there, protected by shadow and
wrapped in cigarette smoke, he set
about imagining himself some vagrant
unit who had slipped his moorings and
was blissfully adrift.

The imagination was pleasant while
It lasted, but with him nothing was
permanent Of late the greater part
of his sufferings had been comprised
In the irritable fickleness of all his
alms the distaste for and Impossibili-
ty of sustained effort In any direction.
He bad barely lighted a second cigar-
ette when the old restlessness fell
tjpoa him. He stirred nervously ia hla

tricet '

lowed himself, he swallowed it hastily
and, walking across the room, threw
himself, fully dressed, upon the bed.

To be Continued.

OFFICIALS NEED MORE ROOM.

Consented Condition In County Trean- -
nrrr nul Iteoorderh4 Office

SuKKt'Nt Plant.

(Special to I.nke County Tim ex).
Crown Point, Iml., Dec. 11. A prob

lem that confronts the county commis-
sioners at present and asks for an im-

mediate solution Is the crowded con-

ditions in the county court house, and
especially in Treasurer Bailey's oPice.
The incorporation of Gary has added
another tax duplicate book and there
are now six instead of five. Mr. Bail-
ey has room for only five at the best
and is at a loss to kno,v where to put
the other. Conditions are so crowded
that business Is seriously hampered.
Recorder Jones is in no better condi
tion and must have room in which to
store the records and for the accom
modation of his working force. Sev-
eral plans have b-e- suggested, amoni;
which are the fitting ip of rooms in
the bapomer.t. but this is impracticable
owing to the unhealthy conditions that
would prevail. It has rlso ten sus- -

ested that the commissioners' room
on the f.econu noor be ntted up, hut
tiiis would necessitate the carrying- up
and down of the heavy record books
and consequent danger of loss or in-

jury to them. An addition could be
built to the court house but this would
seem to expensive.

Belding Bros, embroidery silks and
stamped linens at the Singer Store,
State street. 12-8-- tf.
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dou( he asked, lnomentarilv amused.
"Oh, the doing is quite delicious. You

sit at a table with the ball In front of
you. Then you take the subject's
hands, spread them out on the table
and stroke them very softly while you
gaze into the crystal. That get up
the sympathy, yuu know." She looked
up innocently. "Shall I show you?"

Chilcote moved a small table nearer
to the couch and spread his hands upon
It, palms downward. "Like this, eh?"
he said. Then a ridiculousness seized
him, and he moved away. "Some other
day," he said quickly. "You can show
me some other day. I'm not very fit
this afternoon."

If Lillian felt any disappointment she
showed none. "Poor old thing!" she
said softly. "Try to sit here by me
and we won't bother about anything."
She made a place for him beside her,
and as he dropped Into it she took his
hand and patted it sympathetically.

The touch was soothing, and he bore
It patiently enough. After a moment
she lifted the hand with a little ex-

clamation of reproof.
"You degenerate person! You have

ceased to manicure. What has become
of my excellent training?"

Chilcote laughed. "Bun to seed," he
said lightly. Then his expression and
tone changed. "When a man gets to
my age," he added, "little social luxu-
ries don't seem worth while. The so-

cial necessities are irksome enough.
Personally I envy the beggar in the
street exempt from shaving, exempt
from washing"

Lillian raised her delicate eyebrows.
The sentiment was beyond her percep-
tion.

"But manicuring." she said reproach-
fully, "when you have such nice hands.
It was your hands and your eyes, you

r n i rn in
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"'Other Men's Shoes,'" he rend.
know, that first appealed to me." She
sighed gently, with a touch of senti
mental remembrance. "And I thought
it so strong of you not to wear rings.
It must be such a temptation." She
looked down at her own fingers, glit-

tering with jewels.
But the momentary pleasure of her

touch was gone. Chilcote drew away
his hand and picked up the book that
lay between them.

" 'Other Men's Shoes,' " he read. "A
novel, cf course?"

She smiled. "Of course. Such a fan-
tastic story two men changing identi-
ties!"

Chilcote rose and walked back to the
mantelpiece.

"Changing identities," be said, with
a touch of interest.

"Yes. One man is an artist the oth-

er a millionaire. One wants to know
what fame is like, the other wants to
know how it feels to be really sinfully
rich. So they exchange experiences
for a month." S'..e laughed.

Chilcote laughed as well. "But how?"
he asked.

"Oh. I told you the idea was absurd.
Fancy two people so much alike that
neither their friends nor their servants

I see aiwr uinerence! Such a thing
couldn't be, could it?"

Chilcote looked down at the fire.
"No," he said doubtfully. "No. I sup-
pose not"

"Of course not There are likenesses,
but not freak likenesses like that."

Chilcote's head was bent as he spoke,
but at the last words he lifted it.

"By Jove! I don't know about that!"
he said. "Not so very long ago I saw
two men so much alike that I I"
lie stopped.

Lillian smiled.
He colored quickly. "You doubt me?'

he asked.
"My dear Jack!" Her voice was del-trefe- iv
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