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SUFFRAGE IN COLORADO. 
Advocates of woman's suffrage 

should find something cheering in an 
editorial comment made t by the Den
ver Times on the recent elections in 
Colorado in which women were elected 

. io taaany important offloes in that 
state. "Eighteen years have passed, 
says the Times, "since by an amend-

\ ment to the constitution the women ol 
^Colorado were granted the elective 
franchise. Following that day, many 
triumphs have been won for good gov
ernment through the efforts of the 
women; many,laws for the protection 
of the weak and dependent have been 
incorporated in the statutes because of 
their tireless zeal, and many a candi
date, holding to the theory that poli
tics and morality need not companion 
one another, has moved to the far rear 
to meditate before seeking the woman 
vote. Woman's suffrage, so far as 
Colorado is concerned, has long since 
left the experimehtal stage; it has 
moved out of the political arena; it is 
become part and parcel of the econ
omic problem and can no more be 
eliminated than the sun can be wished 
out of the heavens." 

Dr. Charles W. Eliot, president 
emeritus of Harvard university, ad
dressing the Massachusetts Federa
tion of Women's clubs, criticised th'j 
"shocking appointments made by 
President Lincoln for purely political 
reasons." He could not "think of any
thing so shocking done by recent 
president;," and added that "at that 
ime the moral sense of the community 

had not been aroused and it was the 
custom of the time to make appoint
ments for political purposes." The 
'Moral sense" of the days of '61 prob

ably was not brought to attention so 
frequently by platform speakers as is 
the case today, but there is a record of 
deeds during that period that speak 
louder than words. As for President 
Lincoln's war time administration, his: 
tory has given it a place where it can* 
not be questioned, by even as eminent 
an authority as Dr. Eliot. , ; 

The Window at 
The White Cat 
By Mary Roberts-Rinehart 

Copyright 1910 - The Bobbs-Merrill Company 

^ Paul Stillman some day in the far 
future, the Sioux City Journal ob
serves, can dandle his grandchildren 
on his knee and tell them the story of 
how he came within seventy-five votes 
of being elected United States senator 
on the fifty-seventh ballot away back 
in April, 1911. 

The Journal might have added our 
own Nick Reed. He got as near to 
the senatorship on the fifty-ninth joint 
ballot as Stillman got on the fifty-
seventh. 

"In England," says the Christian 
Register, "it is reported that the drink 
bill has been reduced to a wonderful 
extent in the ten years between 1900 
and 1910. This change seems to have 
been brought about not by law, but by 
the increase of a tendency towards 
moderation and the idea that physical 
health is not increased or maintained 
by the drifLking of alcohol. When 
young men refuse to drink at bars, the 
saloon will have to go. There can be 
no stable reform that does not rest 
upon the power of the individual to 
resist temptation." 

-+ 
RICHLAND. I 

<•-
The Owl club held their regular 

meeting Tuesday night and took in a 
candidate and transacted important 
business. 

Mrs. Leota Rice whv has been visit
ing friends here for several weeks re
turned to her home in Chicago. 

Aubrey Northcut of Kansas City 
stopped off here and spent a few days 
with relatives before going to Chicago. 

Zear Hinshaw who spent several 
weeks in Florida has arrived at home. 

Mrs. L. G.,Limby and children of 
Grinnell are guests of her parents Mr. 
end Mrs. Aaron Stalker. 

Mr. and Mrs. Paul Sandell of Salina 
were guestB of Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Hol
lo-well" Tuesday and Wednesday. 

Miss Vera Payne was here from Mt. 
Pleasant visiting her parents, Dr. and 
Mrs. Payne. 

Lorain Trigg came down from Os
kaloosa Monday to spend a few days 
with his father and mother. 

Miss Minnie Hacock went to Ackley 
Monday afternoon to spend a couple of 
weeks with her friends Mrs. Anna Fin
ney. 

Mrs. Mary Ann Davis of this city 
has been Informed that a pension has 
been granted her. 

A pound party was given the Christ
ian minister and family Monday night 
by the members and others. 

Miss Bessie Kime. has returned from 
a pleasant visit with friends near Veo. 

Linneus McCracken came home from 
Penn college at Oskaloosa a few days 
ago seriously ill. 

Bert Day has returned from a visit 
in Martinsburg with relatives. 

TWO CHILDREN IN ONE CASKET 

Young Members of a Family Living 
s Near Perry Die of Scarlet 
.. Fever. 
Perry, April 8.—The two small chil

dren of Mr. and Mrs. Harry Paul, who 
live near Dallas Center, will be buried 
In the same grave, a special casket 

(CHAPTER VII.—Continued.) 
Whereupon I obediently went out 

and helped Miss Leitia into the room. 
"I think I know where Jane is," she 

said, putting down her cane with a 
jerk. "I don't know why" I didn't 
think about it before. She's gone to 
get her new teeth; she's been talkin' 
of it for a month. Not but what her 
old teeth would have done well 
enough." 

"She would hardly go in the middle 
of the night," I returned. "She was 
a very timid woman, wasn't she?" 

"She wasn't raised right," Miss 
Leitia said with a shake of hfer head. 
"She's the baby, and the youngest's 
always spoiled." 

"Have you thought that this might 
be more than It appears to be?" I 
was feeling my way: she was a very 
old woman. "It—for instance, it 
might be abduction, kidnapping—for 
a ransom." -

"Ransom!" Miss Leitia snapped. 
"Mr. Knox, my father made his money 
by working hard for it: I haven't 
wasted it—not that I know of. And 
if Jane Maitland was fool enough to 
be abducted, she'll stay a while before 
I pay anything for her. It looks to me 
as if this detective business was going 
to be expensive, anyhow." 

My excuse for dwelling with such at
tention to detail on the preliminary 
story, the disappearance of Miss Jane 
Maitland and the peculiar circum
stances surrounding it, will have to 
find its justification tn the events that 
followed it. Miss Jane herself, and 
the solution of that mystery, solved 
the even more tragic one in which we 
were about to be involved. I say we, 
because it was borne ,in on me at about 
that time, that the ' things that con
cerned Margery Fleming must concern 
me henceforth, whether I willed it so 
or otherwise. For the first time in my 
life a woman's step on this stair was 
like no other sound in the world. 

CHAPTER VIII. 
Too Late. 

At nine o'clock that night things re
mained about the same. The man 
Hunter had sent to investigate the 
neighborhood and the country just out
side of the town, came to the house 
about eight, and reported "nothing 
discovered." Miss Letltia went to bed 
early, and Margery took her up-stairs. 

Hunter called me by telephone from 
town. 

"Can you take the nine-thirty- up?" 
he asked. I looked at my watch. 

"Yesi I think so. Is thiere anything 
new?" 

"Not yet; there may be. Take a 
cab at the station and come to the 
corner of Mulberry Street and Park 
Lane. You'd better dismiss your cab 
there and wait for me." 

I sent word up-stairs by Bella, who 
was sitting in the kitchen, her heavy 
face sodden with grief, and taking my 
hat and raincoat—it was raining a 
light spring drizzle—I hurried to the 
station. In twenty-four minutes I was 
in the city, and perhaps twelve min
utes more saw me at the designated 
corner, with my cab driving away and 
the £ain dropping off the rim of my 
hat and splashing on my shoulders. 

I found a sort of refuge by standing 
under the wooden arch of a gate, and 
it occurred to me that, for all my years 
in the city, this particular neighbor
hood was altogether strange to me. 
Two blocks away, in any direction, I 
would have been in familiar territory 
again. 

Back of me a warehouse lifted six 
or seven gloomy stories to the sky. 
The gate I stood In was evidently the 
entrance to its yard, and in fact, some 
uncomfortable movement of mine just 
then struck the latch, and almost pre
cipitated me backward by its sudden 
opening. Beyond was a yard full of 
shadowy wheels and packing cases; 
the street lights did not penetrate 
there, and with an uneasy feeling that 
almost anything, in this none too 
savory neighborhood, might be wait
ing there, I struck a match and looked 
at my watch. It was twenty minutes 
after ten. Once a man turned the 
corner and came toword me, his head 
down, his long ulster flapping around 
his legs. Confident that it was Hunter 
I stepped out and touched him on the 
arm. He wheeled instantly, and in the 
light which shone on his face, I saw 
my error. 

"Excuse me," I mumbled, 'I mis
took my man." 

He went on again without speaking, 
only pulling his soft hat down lower 
over his face. I looked after him until 
he turned the next corner, and I knew 
I had not been mistaken; it was War-
drop. 

The next minute Hunter appeared, 
from the same direction, and we walk
ed quickly together. I told, him who 
the man just ahead had been, and he 
nodded without surprise. But before 
we turned the next corner he stopped. 

"Did you ever hear of the White 
Cat?" he asked. "Little political 
club?" -

"Never." ( " 
"I'm a meihber of it," he went on 

rapidly. "It's run by the city ring, or 
rather it runs itself. Be a good fellow 
while you're there, and keep your eyes 
open. It's a queer joint." 

The corner we turned found us on a 
narrow, . badly paved street. The 
broken windows of the warehouse still 
looked down on us, and across the 
street was an ice factory, with two 
deserted wagons standing along the 
curb. As well as I could see for the 

laving been constructed for the little darkness, a lumber yard stretched^be-
hodles. The children, who were five yond the warehouse, its piles of boards 
and three years of age, have been sick I giving off in the rain the aromatic 
for some time with scarlet fever, and odor of fresh pine. 
the home has been under quarantine. 
One of them died Monday night' and 
the other Tuesday night. 

At a gate in the fence beyond the 
warehouse Hunter stopped. It was an 

with a thumb latch. Beyond stretched 
a long, narrow, brick-paved alleyway, 
perhaps three feet wide, and lighted 
by the merest glimmer of a light 
ahead. Hunter went on regardless of 
puddles in the brick paving, and I 
stumbled after him. As we advanced, 
I could see that the light was a single 
electric bulb, hung over a second gate. 
While Hunter fumbled for a key in 
his pocket, I had time to see that thia 
gate had a Yale lock, was provided, at 
the side,'with an electric bell button, 
and had a letter slot cut In it. 

Hunter opened the gate and pre
ceded me through it. Th^ gate swung 
to and clicked behind me. After the 
gloom of the passageway, the small 
brick-paved yard seemed brilliant with 
lights. Two wires were strung its 
length, dotted with many electric 
lamps. In a corner a striped tent 
stood out in gortesque relief; it seemed 
to be empty, and the weather was an 
easy explanation. From the two-story 
house beyond there came suddenly a 
burst of piano music and a none too 
steady masculine voice. Hunter turned 
to me, with his foot on the wooden 
steps. 

"Above everything else," he warned, 
"keep yotor temper. Nobody gives a 
hang in here whether you're the mayor 
of the town, t^e champion pool-player 
of the first ward, or the roundsman on 
the beat." 

The door at the top of the steps was 
also Yale locked. We stepped at 
once into the kitchen, from which I 
imagined that the house faced on 
another street, and that for obvious 
reasons only its rear entrance was 
used. The kitchen was bright and 
clean; it was littered, however, with 
half-cut .loaves of bread, glasses and 
empty bottles. Over the range a man 
in his shirt sleeves was giving his 
whole attention to a slice of ham, 
sizzling on a skillet, and at a table 
near-by a young fellow, with his hair 
cut in a barber's oval over the back 
of his neck, was spreading slices of 
bread and cheese with mustand. 

" How are you, Mr. Mayor?" Hunter 
said, as he shed his raincoat. "This 
is Mr. Knox, the man who's engineer
ing the Star-Eagle flght." 

The man over the range wiped one 
greasy hand and held it out to me. 

"The Cat is purring a welcome," he 
said, indicating the frying ham. '.'If 
my cooking turns out right I'^l as'.: you 
to have some ham with me. I don't 
know why In thunder it gets black in 
the middle and won't cook around the 
edges." 

I recognized the mayor. He was a 
big fellow, handsome in a heavy way, 
and "Tommy" to every one who knew 
him. It seemed I was about to see 
my city government at play. 

Hunter was thoroughly at home. He 
took my coat and his own and hung 
them somewhere to dry. Then he went 
Into a sort of pantry opening off the 
kitchen and came out with four bottles 
of beer. 

"We take care of ourselves here," 
he explained, as the newly barbered 
youth washed some plasses. "If you 
want a sandwich, there is cooked ham 
in the refrigerator and cheese—if our 
friend at the sink has left any." 

The boy looked up from his glasses. 
"It's rattrap cheese, that stuff," he 
growled. 
. "The other ran out an hour ago and 
didn't come back," put in the mayor, 
grinning. "You can kill that with 
mustard, if it's too lively." 

"Get some cigars, will you?" Hun
ter asked me. "They're on a shelf 
in the pantry. I have my hands full." 

I went for, the cigars, remembering 
to keep my eyes 9pen. The pantry 
was a small roorft: it contained an ice
box, stocked with drinkables, ham, 
eggs and butter. On shelves above 
were cards, cigars and liquors, and 
there, too, I saw a box with an indorse-, 
ment which showed the "honor sys
tem" of the Cat Club. 

"Sign checks and drop here," it read, 
and I thought a^out the old adage of 
honor among thieves and politicians. 

When I etime out with the cigars 
Hunter was standing with a group of 
new arrivals; they included one of the 
city physicians, the director of public 
charities and a judge of a local court. 
The latter, McFeely, a little, thin Irish
man, knew me and accosted me at 
once. The mayor was busy over the 
range, and was almost purple with 
heat and unwonted anxiety. 

When the three new-comers went 
up-stairs, instead of going into the 
grill-room, I looked at Hunter. 

"Is this where the political game 
is played?" I asked. 

"Yes, if the political game is poker," 
he replied, and led the way into the 
room which adjoined the kitchen. 

No one paid any attention to us. 
Bare tables, a wooden floor, and almost 
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as many cuspidors as chairs, comprised 
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The following article by Dr. George P.Eckman, pas
tor of St. Paul's Methodist Episcopal church - of New 
York appeared in the Editor and Publisher: 

Vicious literature may have slain its thousands, but 
good literature has redeemed its tens of thousands. The 
most influential literary product of our day is the news
paper, and whoever pronounces impartial judgment up
on its moral quality must acknowledge that, with some 
notorious and flagrant exceptions which will diminish 
incumber as society rises in dignity, newspapers are 
to be reckoned among the most potent forces making 
for righteousness in modern times. The pulpit may well 
look upon the press as its most important and helpful 
ally, and the press may with equal propriety regard the 
pulpit as an institution of society deserving of its most 
cordial respect and its warmest support. 

In the strictest sense there can be no such thing as 
a secular newspaper. Religion is so fundamental to hu
man life, and enters so fully into all the occupations 
of mankind, that it is impossible for anything which 
ministers so constantly to human needs as does the 
newspaper to divest itself of moral and religious 
aspects, even though its promoters should wish this to 
be done. The newspaper can be profane, but it can 
never be secular. It can be irreligious, but it can never 
be unreligious. Consider the three conspicuous func
tions of the newspaper, and observe the proof of this. 
It is a record of the world's activities, an exponent of 
the world's thought, and an advocate of ,the world's 
policies. In other words, it tells what people are doing, 
what they are thinking, and what they ought to do and 
think . In not one of these functions is it possible to 
avoid moral and religious considerations. The narrative 
of current events is simply the marking of the suc
cessive stages in the evolution of human society. The 
devout man detects herein the tokens of the presence of 
God in the history of the world.; The same i£ true with 
regard to public opinion, which is both stated and 
moulded by the newspaper. The press is in one sense a 
weather vane. It shows the drift and direction of pop
ular thought and feeling. It indicates either the moral 
and intellectual progress or the temporary decline of 
society. All public questions in their last analysis are 
religious questions. They make their ultimate appeal 
to the consciences of men. They are judged as right or 
wrong by the moral sense of the people. For this rea
son the newspaper must take on a religious complexion 
even when it stoutly refuses to discuss religious topics. 

The responsibilities of the press are measured by the 
influence which it exerts upon the public mind; and its 
power in this direction can hardly be stated in terms 
too large. Said Thomas Carlyle long years ago, "The 
journalists are now the true kings and clergy. Hence
forth historians, unless they are fools, must write not 
of Bourbon dynasties, and Tudors and Hapsburgs; but 
of stamped broad-sheet dynasties ,and quite new suc
cessive names, according as this or the other able, or 
combination of able editors, gains the world's ears." 
Wendell Phillips was accustomed to say that the press 
virtually furnished the entire reading matter of the 
masses, to whom it stood as literature, church and col
lege, and who regarded the information and instruction 

which it contained as not only accurate but infallible. 
Such power as this brings vast obligations to the pos

sessors of it. The question is sometimes raised whether 
the novel and the play should have any obvious moral 
purpose, whether it is not the exclusive function of 
these products of literary genius to amuse and enter
tain. The truth is that neither the drama nor fiction 
can avoid making an effect which has a distinct moral 
quality. No portray of life can pass out of the sphere of 
preaching, however frantically its author may protest 
that he has no homiletical intention. By the same token 
the press is perpetually influencing the moral character 
of its readers. It is impossible for it to escape this office*' 
The barest chronicle of events, without a single com
ment, becomes a power for good or ill in the lives of 
those to whom it is sent. There will be a sharp differ
ence among journalists as to the proportion of conscious 
effort an editor should make to incline his sheet to the 
side of virtue. James Bryce has said concerning the, 
American newspaper, which he warmly commends in 
some particulars, "It does not even confine itself to 
events that have happened, but is apt to describe others 
which may possibly have happened, however slight the 
evidence of them." In some instances rectitude suffers 
a worse collapse than this. / The newspaper which at
tempts to redeem a dozen pages of putrid gossip by a 
column or two of respectable matter has, to say the 
least, forgotten its responsibility to place good ethical 
standards before society. Addison viewed the multipli
cation of newspapers in his time with some degree of 
alarm. He said that the people were being made poli
ticians by the publication in the press of state matters 
and he affirmed, "One cannot be sorry that such a 
pernicious machine is erected among them." That dis
mal moan finds no response among those who see that 
one of the finest safeguards of liberty in a democratic 
form of government is that freedom of popular discus
sion which constitutes the newspaper the voice of the 
people. It is not difficult to discover that^ in the same 
way, the press is a mighty aid to religious liberty and 
to the diffusion of broad philanthropic and moral ideas. -

The pulpit, therefore, can only regard the presses v* 
its most potent helper in forwarding the interests of . 
righteousness., Its public disclosures of wickedness in r-i* 
high places, its constant battle for improved social con-
ditions, its ready espousal of the causes which are close ^ 
to the hearts of the oppressed, its determination to '(4 
brace men for the hard tasks of life, make it an agency v? 
for good almost beyond the reach of adequate descrip-
tion. Through its assistance the audiences of the Chris- A 
tian ministers are extended far beyond the walls of the 
edifice in which he speaks. The relation of the pulpit 
and the press should be that of mutual encouragement. 
He must be a presumptuous clergyman, indeed, who un
dertakes to tell journalists how to conduct their news
papers; and he is an editor of undue temerity who as
sumes to instruct the pulpit in the discharge of its 
peculiar functions. The requirement is for such moral 
support of the pulpit by the press, mingled with ju
dicious criticism, as shall make the church increasingly 
fruitful in good works, and for such recognition and use 
of the press on the part of the pulpit as shall dignify 
and exalt that marvelous institution of society. 
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is, 'If you • t too noisy, and the patrol 
wagon comes, make the driver take you 
home.'" 

Tie crowd was good-humored; it 
paid little or no attention to us, and 
when some one at the piano began to 
thump a waltz, Hunter, under cover of 
the noise, leaned over to me. 
, "We traced Fleming here, through 
your cornerman and the cabby, he 
said carefully. "I haven't seen him, 
but it Is p. moral certainty he is skulk
ing in one of the up-stairs rooms. His 
precious private secretary is here, too." 

I glanced around the room, but no 
one was paying any attention to us. 

"I dcn't know Fleming by sight," the 
detective went on, "and the pictures 
we have of him w.re taken a good 
while ago, when he wore a mustache. 
When he was in local politics, before 
he went to the legislature, he practic
ally owned this place, paying for fa
vors with membership tickets. A man 
could hide here for a year safely. The 
police never come here, and a man s 
business is his own." 

"He is up-stairs now?" 
"Yes. There are four rooms up there 

for cards, and a bath-room. It'8 an 

old dwelling house. Would Fleming 
ftnow you?" 

"No, but of course Wardrop would. 
As If in answer to my objection, 

Wardrop appeared at that moment. 
He ran down the painted wooden 

corner was a 
and there were two fireplaces with 
old-fashioned mantels. Perhaps a 
dozen men were sitting around, talk
ing loudly, with much scraping of 
chairs on the bare floor. At one table 
they were throwing poker dice, but the 
rest were drinking beer and talking in 
a desultory way. At the piano a man 
with a red mustache was mimicking 
the sextette from Lucia and a roar of 
applause met us as we entered the 
room. Hunter led the way to a corner 
and put dowp his bottles. 

"Tt's fairly quiet tonight," he said. 
"Tomorrow's the big night—Saturday." 

"What time do they close up?" I 
asked. In answer Hunter pointed to 
a sign over the door. It was a card, 
neatly printed, and it said, "The 
White Cat never sleeps." 

"There are only two rules here," he 
ordinary wooden gate and it opened explained. "TMt i~ one: and the other 

without looking to right or left. The 
piano kept on, and the men at the 
tables were still engrossed their 
glasses and one another. Wardrop 
was very pale; he bolted into a man 
at the door, and pushed him aside 
without ceremony. 

"You might go up now," Hunter 
said, rising. "I will see where the 
young gentleman is making for. Just 
open the door of the different rooms 
up-stairs, look around for Fleming, 
and if any one notices you, ask If Al 
Hunter is there. That will let you out. 

He left me then, and after waiting 
perhaps a minute, I went up-stalrs 
alone. The second floor was the 
ordinary upper story of a small dwell
ing house. The doors were closed, 
but loud talking, smoke, and the rattle 
of chips floated out through open 
transoms. From below the noise of the 
piano came up the staircase, unmelodi-

ous but rhythmical, and from the street 
on which the house faced an automo
bile was starting its engine, with a 
series of shot-like explosions. 

The noise was confusing, discon
certing. I opened two doors, to find 
the usual poker table, with the winners 
sitting quietly, their cards bunched in 
he palms of their hands, and the losers 

growing more voluble as the night 
went on, buying chips recklessly, 
drinking more than they should. The 
atmosphere was reeking with smoke. 

The third door I opened was that 
of. a dingy bath room, with a zinc tub 
and a slovenly wash stand. The next 
however, was different. The light 
streamed out through the transom as 
in the other rooms, but there was no 
noise from within. With my hand on 
the door, I hesitated—then, with Hun
ter's injunction ringing in. my ears, I 
opened it and looked in. 

A breath of cool night air from an 
open window met me. There was no 
noi6e, no smoke, no sour odor of stale 
beer. A table had been drawn to the 
center of the small room, and was 
littered with papers, pen and ink. At 
one corner was a tray, containing the 
remnants of a meal; a pillow and a 
pair of blankets on a couch at one 
side showed the room had been serv
ing as a bed chamber. 

But none of these things caught my 
eye at first. At' the table, leaning 
forward, his head on his arms, was a 
man. I coughed, and receiving no 
answer, stepped into the room. 

"I beg your pardon," I said, "but 
I am looking for—" 

Theii the truth burst on me. over
whelmed me. A thin stream was 
spreading over the papers on the table, 
moving slowly, sluggishly, as is the 
way with blood when the heart pump 
is stopped. I hurried over and raised 
the heavy, wobbling gray head. It 
was Allen Fleming and he had been 
shot through the forehead. 

CHAPTER IX. / 
Only One Eye Closed. 

My first impulse was to rouse the 
house; my second, to wait for Hun
ter. To turn loose that mob of half-
drunken men in such a place seemed 
profanation. There was nothing of the 
majesty or panoply of death here, but 
the very sordidness of the surround

ings made me resolve to guard the 
new dignity of that figure. I was 
shocked, of course; it would be ab
surd to say that I was emotionally un
strung. On the contrary, I was con
scious of a distinct feeling of disap
pointment. Fleming had been our 
kev to the Bellwood affair, and he had 
put himself beyond helping to solve 
any mystery. I locked the door and 
stood wondering what to do next. I 
should have called a doctor, no doubt, 
but I had seen enough of death to 
know that the man was beyond aid of 
any kind. 

It was not until I had bolted the 
door that I discovered the absence of 
any weapon. Everything that had 
gone before had pointed to a position 
so untenable that suicide seemed its 
natural • and inevitable result. With 
the discovery that there was no re
volver on the table or floor, the thing 
was more ominous. I decided at once 
to call the young city physician in the 
room across the hall, and with some
thing approximating panic. I threw 
open the door—to face Harry Wardrop, 
and behind him, Hunter. 

I do not remember that any one 
spoke. Hunter Jumped past me into the 
room and took in in a single glance 
what I had labored to acquire in three 
minutes. As Wardrop came in, Hunter 
locked the door behind him, and we 
three stood staring at the prostrate 
figure over the table. 

I watched Wardrop; I have never 
seen so suddenly abject a picture. He 
dropped into a chair, and feeling for 
his handkerchief, wiped his shaking 
lips; every r -rticle of color left his 
face, and he was limp, unnerved. 

"Did you hear the shot?" Hunter 
asked me. "It has been a matter of 
minutes since it happened." 

(To Be Continued.) 
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EDDYVILLE. 

The Reliable society of the Christian 
church held an interesting meeting on 
Thursday afternoon at the home of 
Mrs. Ida Barnett north of Eddyvilli. 
The subject of the program was "Na
tional Benevolent Association Work of 
the Church" and the following persona 
responded: Mrs. John Koontz, Mrs. 
Adam Embling, Mrs. W. Smith and 
Mrs. C: E. Hatchitt. A two course 
luncheon was served. Mrs. Barnett was 

* r -a 

assisted in serving by Mrs. C. E. 
Hatchitt and Mrs. J. Linderman. A de
lightful time was had by all present. 
On account of the bad oondltlon of the 
roads a number were not able to attend 
who otherwise would have been pres
ent. 

At the meeting of the M. W. A. held 
in Ottumwa Wednesday for the pur
pose of choosing delegates for the state 
convention, Geo. Chord of Eddyville 
was elected as a delegate to attend the 
state meeting. 

Miss Emma Nye and Miss Julia Sim
mons attended an educational meeting 
at Albia Thursday. 

Mrs. Ida Osborn died at the home ot 
her daughter Wednesday afternoon at 
3 o'clock. Death was caused by a 
stroke of paralysis from which the 
aged lady had been suffering for about 
a week. Mrs. Osborne was well known 
in this vicinity, having lived for a num
ber of years on the Osborne farm west 
of Eddyville. The place was sold this 
spring and Mrs. Osborne has slnco 
been making her home with her 
daughter. She was 78 years old at the 
time of her death. • She leaves to 
mourn their loss four children, Mrs. 
Wm. Free, Fred, William and Harry 
Osborne. Funeral services will be cbn-
ducted Sunday afternoon at 2 o'clock 
from the home of her daughter. 

Mrs. R W. Boyd who has been 
spending the winter with relatives In 
Ohio and Indiana, returned to her 
home in Eddyville Wednesday. 

Evan Williams of Avery was a 
business caller in Eddyville Wednes
day. 

James Wylle was transacting busi
ness in Des Moines this week. 

The union meetings held in Eddy , 
ville this week under the management 
of Rev. Warren J. Smith and the gos
pel team of Qrinnell are being well at
tended. On Wednesday- evening excel
lent sermons were delivered at the 
Congregational church by H. Esllck of 
Grinnell and Rev. Smith. Music w*s 
furnished by a union choir of the dif
ferent churches. v 

The District Library association will 
be held in Eddyville today at the Con
gregational church. A number of dele
gates will be present from the sur
rounding towns. Two programs havo 
been arranged for the day. The morn
ing session will be held from 9 till 12 
and the afternoon session from 2 till 5. 

A number of old soldiers from here 
are in Oskaloosa attending the state 
reunion. Among the number are Boss 
Phillips, G. W. Stevens and John Mil
ler. Erra Stevens of Dudley, who is 
visiting his brother G.'W. Stevens at
tended the reunion in Oskaloosa on 
Thursday. ....; -T. f 

VM 

'gfkr 

» >  

* *if $ \ 

\'s 


