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AN OLD STORY BOBS UP«*\ 
A few years ago it was ^practice 

ip Iowa for cheap politicians to go P 
and down the state declaring that the 
railroads owned the ncwspfipers. 
These politicians sometimes e*Pr®®®®J 
a doubt whether the railroads owned 
the newspapers, or the n®w.spj^r® 
owned the railroads. These statements 
were so ridiculously false that th 
newspapers properly ignored them and 
when the politicians saw that the 
press and the people ignored such 
statements they changed their tune. 
It seems that the east is now being 
initiated into this sort of cheap cam
paigning. In a recent speech in ex

pended in organization and pre
liminary work—leaving all that coBtly 
work or organizing a staff and map
ping out the ground to be done over 
again at some later day; for if this" 
tariff board doesn't do it some future 
tarifi board will. The country will* not 
be content until it has a tariff inquiry 

[of this scope and nature. 
Congress, of course, is not iiv the 

least bound by the board's conclusions. 
In the woo(Jpulp and wooi reports the 
board presents a body of facts that are 
above the suspicion of party bias. Dif
ferent conclusions may be derived 
from these facts, according to the 
tariff leanings of the concluder; but 
there is a basis of fact to begin with. 
No.one can attack the board without 
giving occasion for a suspicion that 
he prefers conclusions first and facts 
afterward. 

E-ess, Representative Humphrey who
ever he may be, made the charge .hat 
"no newspaper favoring 

^There were intimations after the 
confessions of the McNamaras that 
the Los Angeles authorities intended 
dropping the investigation of the jury 
bribing that contributed to clearing 
up the dynamiting cases, but the in
dictments just returned shov that this 
matter will be sifted to the bottom. 
It is well that this is so. Every angle 
of the dynamiting cases should be 
probed to the bottom, the entire rami-
fications of the plots traced to their 
source. Only the McNamaras have 
been punished, and manifestly they' 
could only have been a part of the 
plot. The men who aided tbem in 
planning the explosions, the men who 
appropriated the money for this* pur
pose and the tools who aided in the 
hundred, or more dynamite, "jobs" 
should 'be traced down and punished. 
It is as important that the men who 
had a part in the attempts to bribe the 
jury at Los Angeles in the interest of 
the McNamaras should ,be punished. 

A NEW NOVEL b y  
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CHAPTER XVI. (Continued.) (When it;s soft you can mold it any 
"My dear Fortune," said Ryanne, whjch -way; when it's hard, it 

calling into life that persuasive sweet-[ crumbles. Will you trust a man like 
ness which upon occasions he could that?" 
put into his tones, "have you ever 
thought how beautiful you are? No, 
I don't believe you have. Some an
cestor of your father's has been re
incarnated in you. You are without 
vanity and dishonesty; and I have 
found that these usually, go together. 
Well, at Metytone you had a little ex
perience with men. You were under 
protection then; protection it was of 
a sort. I£ you go out into the world 
alone, there will be no protection; 
and you will find that men are wolves 
generally, and that the sport of the 
chas« is a woman. Must I make it 
plainer?" 
."I understand," her chin once more 

resolute. "I shall become a clerk in a 
shop. Perhaps I can teach, or become 

It is doubtful if the convention of 
u„ _ 4 |the United Mine Workers, in passing 

w nf the American merchant marine favorably on a resolution calling for 
iub V- . . „t„omohln adver-
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could get any toretgn steMtl»hlp adver 
tisine." It .seems that Mr. Humpnrey 
once had an article in 1VJJSJ 
jine dealing with the merchant Jiar ne 
question which did not attract as much 
attention as he thought it should, so 
he called attention in conf r®®f , ° 
article he had written, and said on its 
account the magazine had been denied 
Bteamship advertising. . p 

Frank Presbrey, head of the Pres 
brey advertising agfency of New^ York, 
one of the leaders in its fleI£.pr°™!jSj 
answered Mr. Humphrey. His £igency 
has handled the I 
steamship line's advertising lor a 
number St years. "During that entire 
period," he says, "f have never re-

r - ceived, either by direct word or by i°-
fi ference, any instruction from,t^f-t^0^ 
1 h Dany or any official connected with it, 

to ply the least particle of attention to 
the editorial attitude of any newspaper 
or other publication on the ship-build-
ing question or any other. It has been 
my invariable rule to submit to the 
company a list of such publications aB 
from my experience I felt 
would be most productive from the 
standpoint of securing passengers. 
Never has a single newspaper 
magazine been cutoff this list because 
of Its editorial bias one way or an-

°Aliurferring particularly to Pearson's 
Magazine, Mr. Presbrey says that 
magazine regularly solicited steamship 
advertising and had pu.bll^®.J ®uc Thfs 
vertisements in recent issues. This 
particular magazine was cited-be
cause Mr. Humphrey had Pointed it 
out as having been denied advertising 
after publishing his article. 

Any advertiser, whether he is a 
merchant advertising his wares, or an 
individual advertising for the purchase 
or sale of a home, knows that he pub
lishes bis advertisements as a strict 
business proposition in the pnbHca-
tion that he thinks .will do him the 
most good. He is not interested in the 

golltics of the paper, but solely in its 
uslness getting abilities. 
Here in Iowa we have not con-

eidered the ranting* of the politicians 
worthy of notice, but the east seems 
to take these things more seriously, as 
Mr. Presbrey's prompt answer to Mr. 
Humphrey's untruthful statement in
dicates. • 

"STARVING" THE TARIFF BOARD. 
The democratic majority in the 

house of representatives last night 
passed th© iron aiid steel tariff re-
vision bill after defeating a motion to 
recommit the bill to the committee 
with instructions to hold it until the 
tariff commission reports on its pend
ing investigation of the metal 
schedule. In taking this action the 
house played politics and did not dis
play. statesmanship. The appointment 
of the tariff commission and the de
cision to base future revisions of the 
tariff on investigations made by tftiis 
non-partisan body marked a long step 
forward In the. solution of the tariff 
question. There was a popular demand 
for some action that would take the 
tariff out of politics and give congress 
a basis of fact upon which to base re
visions of the tariff. The democratic 
bouse sees fit to disregard this com
mission and is proceeding to rip up 
the tariff schedules indiscriminately. 
They go further and threaten the ex
istence of this tariff board by refus-
ing to make an appropriation to con
tinue its work. By persisting In this 
course, the democratic house leaders 
will lose some of their strong sup
porters. An Indication of this Is given 
by the Saturday Evening Post, a paper 
tfint is a pronounced advocate of free 
trade. The Post serves notice on the 
bouse that it cannot afford to "starve" 
out the tariff board in the following 
editorial: 

The democratic house cannot afford 
to starve the tariff board. It should, 
on the contrary, support it liberally. 
The country has had more than 
enough of superficial, partisan, ex-
parte tariff investigation. It wants 
something different—a comprehensive, 
disinterested, intelligent, inquiry into 
the important facts. There is no good 
reason to doubt that the tariff board 
is willing and able to supply this want. 
No such inquiry was ever before un
dertaken in this country. To organize 
its staff and map out the ground-work 
cost the board months of time and a 
great deal of money. It is now in good 
running order and, as must alwayB be 
the case with every similar body, it 
gains in efficiency with experience. To 
check the board now would mean to 
throw away, in good part, the time, 
effort. 
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the government ownership of in
dustries, fully considered what the re
sult of such ownership would be to 
the men employed in such industries. 
Government ownership of industries 
takes away from the young people-em
ployed in such work the possibilities 
of advancement. No one ever heard of 
a man working up from mail carrier 
to postmaster. The most. of the rail
road officials in this country starred at 
the bottom of the ladder and worked 
up. If the government owned the rail
roads a man who started as a switch
man, or brakeman, or telegraph 
operator, would remain in the same 
position unless he quit the business. 

"I might," says Col. • Watterson, 
"have asked Gov. Wilson how he could 
reconcile his objection to Ryan money, 
which had not y^t been offered him, 
with his demand for Carnegie pension 
moneyy which had been denied him. 
But, although growing a little impa
tient under his sudden change of de
meanor, I did not wish to be dis
agreeable." - ' 

President Taft's record In accom
plishing things in less than < three 

Yes. Out there you'll be away from 
temptation." 

"jperhaps. Well, I accept. And if one 
day I'm missing, think kindly of the 
pocir devil of an outcast who wanted 
to be good and couldn't. I'm fagged. 
I'm going to turn, in. Good night." 

He picked up his blanket and saddle
bags and made his bed a dozen yards 
away. 

George set hiB gaze at the fire, now 
falling in places and showing incan
descent holes. A month ago, in the rut 
of commonplace, moving around In the 
oiled grooves of ..mediocrity. Bang! 
like a .roqket. Why, newer had those 
liars in the smoke-rooms recounted 
anything half so wild and strange as 
this adventure. Smugglers, card-

a nurse, wnaiever i uo, i simn 8harpS) an ancient -rug, a .caravan- in 
g«3 back to Mentone And all men are ^ ̂ ert\ He turned fiis head, and 
not bad. You re not all bad yourself, looked iong an(j earnestly at the little 
Horace; and so far as I am concerned, Lq ^ love that had put into 
I believe I might trust you anywhere. i hig dlffident beart : ; thrill, and 

° r'f t had 1 courage of a Bayard1. Love! He saw li i nau , . „„ ot«,v«TV£»rt h 
"And God knows you 

uinely. "But I can't help you 
a sister or a woman relative, I could 
send you to her. But I have no one 
but my brother, and he's a worse 
scoundrel than I am .1 at least work 

her again as she stepped down from 
the carriage; in the dining-room at 
his side, leaning over the parapet; in
effably sweet, hauntingly sad. Would 
she accept the refuge he had offered ? 

cut in the open. He transacts his j He knew that old Mortimer would take 
villainies behind closed doors. 1 

George listened, sitting as motion
less as a Buddhist idol. Why couldn't 
he think of something- Why couldn't 
he come to the aid of the woman be 
loved in this, her hour of trial? A fine 
lover, forsooth! To sit there like a his soul for ^la 
yokel, stupidly! Could he offer to lend , mayhap her8 He < n * iltAnnnnH rimAQ T1H' i _ 

her without question. Would she ac
cept the shelter of that kindly roof? 
She must! If she refused and went her 
own way into the world, he would lose 
her forever. She must accept! He 
would plead with all the eloquence of 

for his own happiness, and 
rose, faced the tent, 

her money? A thousand, times, nQ \ j an(f; w"nh a gesture not/unlike that of 
And he could not ask her to marry; pagan in prayer, registered a vow, 
him; it would not have been fair to. that never should she want for pro-
either. She would have misunaer-; tectionf never should she want for the 
stood; she would have Seen not love, j comfort8 of life How he was going toi 
but pity, and refused him. Neither she 
nor Ryanne suffered more in spirit 
than he did at that moment. 

"Jones, for God's sake, wake up and 
suggest something! You know lots of 
decent people. Can't you think of 
some one?" , 

But for this call George might have 
continued to grope in darkness. In
stantly he saw a way. He jumped .to 
his feet and seized her by the hands, 
boyishly. • . 

"Fortune, Ryanne is right, lve 
found a way. Mr. Mortimer, the presi
dent of my firm, is an old man, kindly 
and lovable. He and his wife are child-

years shows that he is, in fact, very jess They'll take you. Why,. it's as 
progressive. He is a man of deeds. 

I "It is a mistake for democrats to 
act upon the theory that they have a 
cinch on the presidency. Every day 
Mr; Taft Is growing stronger in the 
estimation of both his party and the 
country."—Harper's Weekly. 

All parties are <• without further 
notice requested forget the cocked 
hat letter—Mr. Wilson desires it. 

The wicked walked in slippery 
places yesterday. Some people didn't 
go out of doors all day. 

Wall street financiers who are con
nected with the trusts are working 
overtime trying to prevent the nomina
tion of President Taft. , 

You are helping yourself by helping 
the city when you join the Commercial 
association. 

•"Senator Kenyon has wobbled 
again," the Spencer Herald observes. 

SIXTH DISTRICT CONVENTION. 

To the republicans of the Sixth Con
gressional district of Iowa: 

A delegate convention of the repub
licans of the Sixth Congressional dis
trict of Iowa is hereby called to meet 
at Oskaloosa in said district on the 
sixth day of March, 1912, at 1:30 p. 
m. of said day for the purpose of 
nominating two delegates and two al
ternates to represent the Sixth con
gressional district at the national re- the same way I do, 
publican convention to be held in Chi- j b^re." touching his heart;-"and she is 
cago on the eighteenth day of June, right." 

easy/as talking." \ 
She leaned back against the drawing 

of his hands. She was afraid that in 
his eagerness he was going to take her 
in his arms. She Wondered why, of a 
sudden, she had become so weak. 
Slowly she withdrew her hands from 
his. 

"I'll cable the moment we reach 
port," he said, as if reaching port 
under the existing conditions was a 
thing quite possible. "Will you go to 
them? Why, they will give you every 
care in the world. And they will love 
you as * * as you ought to be 
loved!" 

Ryanne turned away his head. 
Fortune was too deeply absorbed by 

her misery to note how near George 
had come to committing himself. 
"Thank you, Mr. Jones; thank you; I 
am going to the tent. I am tired. And 
I am not so brave as you think I am." 

"But will you?" 
"I shall tell you when we reach 

port." And with that she fled to the 
tent. . * V i 

Ryanne folded his arms and stared 
at the sand. George sat down and aim
lessly hunted for the stub of the cigar 
he had dropped; a kind of reflex 
action. 

The two men were all alone. The 
camel boys were asleep. Mahomed had 
now ceased to bother about a gu^rd. 

"I can't see where she gets this 
ridiculous sense of honeBty," said 
Ryanne gloomily. 

George leaned over and laid his 
hand upon Ryanne's knee. "She gets it 

Ryanne — from 

keep such a vow was a question that 
did not enter his head. Somehow he 
was going to accomplish the feat. 

What mattered the ragged beard 
upon his face, the ragged clothes upon 
his body, the tattered cloths upon his 
feet, the grotesque attitude and en
semble? The Lord of Life saw into his 
heart'and understood. And who might 
say with what Joy Pandora gazed upon 
this, her work, knowing as she did 
what still remained jvithin her casket? 

From these heights, good occasion
ally for any man's soul, George came 
down abruptly and humanly to the 
prosiac question of where would he-
make his bed that night? To lie down 
at the north side Of the fire meant a 
chill in the morning; the south side 
meant, the intermittent, acrid breath 
of the fire itself, so he threw his 
blanket and bags east of the fire, 
wrapped himself up, and sank, Into 

A. D. 1912. and to transact any other 
business that may properly come be
fore the convention. The ratio of 
representation will be one delegate for 
each 200 votes or fraction thereof of 
not less than 100 cast for the republi
can presidential electors at the gen
eral election held November 3, 1908, 
and one delegate at large for each 
county in the district. The representa
tion by counties Is as follows: 
Davis county 8 delegates 
Jasper county 19 delegates 
Keokuk county 15 Relegates 
Monroe county , 14 delegates 
Mahaska county 18 delegates 
Poweshiek county 15 delegates 
Wapello county 

'I believe I've missed everything 
worth while, Percival. Till I met you I 
always had a sneaking idea that 
money made a man evil. The boot 
seems to be on the other foot." 

"Ryanne, you spoke about becoming 
honest, once you get out of this. Did 
you mean it?" 

"I did, and still do." % , 
"It may be that I can give you a lift. 

You worked in your father's bank. 
You know something about figures. I 
own two large fruit farigs in Cali
fornia. What do you say to a hundred 
and fifty a month to start with, and 
begin life over again?" 

Ryanne got up and restlessly paced 

By order of the congressional com 
mittee. } * 

* • • C. C. Porter, chairman,, 
Horace Barnes, secretary. 

.,..24 delegates, Nonchalance had been beaten out of 
him; the mercurial humor which had 
once been so pleasant to excise, which 
had once given him foothold in such 
moments, was gone. He had only one wvv 1UU1J1BU19, woo 6UUC. iic uau vuy vu*; 

The temporary organization of the j feeling, a keen, biting, bitter shame, 
convention selected by the committee At length he stopped in front of 

C. Mabry, ~ Monroe 

-Wapello 

Hoffman, 

Dunn,. 

is as follows: 
Chairman—J. 

county. 
Secretary—W. T. Harper* 

county. 
Assistant secretary—Phil 

Mahaska county. 
Reading clerk— James A. 

Davis county. 
- The congressional committee recom

mends that the county chairmen call 
the county convention for Saturday, 
March 2, 1912. 
General Strike in Queensland Town. 

Sidney, Australia, Jan. 30.—A gen
eral strike of all trades unionists has 
been ordered in Brisbane, Queensland, 
in support of the street car employes, 
who demanded that they be allowed 
to wear union buttons. The demand 
was refused by the board of manage-

aj>d lTmaT that have been, ex- ment of the street railways. 

George, who smiled and looked up ex
pectantly. 

"Jones, when you stick your finger 
into water and withdraw it, what hap
pens? Nothing. Well, the man who 
gives me a benefit is sticking his 
finger into water. I'm just as unstable. 
How many promises have I made and 
broken! I mean, promises to myself. 
I don't know .This moment I swear to 
be good, and along comes a pack of 
cards or a bottle of wine, and back I 
slip. Would it be. worth while to trust 
a man so damned weak as that? Look 
at me. I am six foot two, normally a 
hundrpd and eighty pounds, no fat. I 
am as sound as a cocoanut. There 
isn't a boxer In the states I'm afraid 
of. I can ride, shoot, fence, fight; 
there isn't a game I can't take a credit
able hand in. So much for that. There's 

Mahomed, "what have you to say for 
yourself?"' , W-i** r % 

"Nothing!" 
"Take care! It wouldn't come hard 

to put a bullet into your ugly hidft. 
You can't abduct white women these 
days, you beggar! Well, what hava 
you to say?" 

Mahomed folded his arms; hiB ex
pression was calm and unafraid. But 
down in his heart the fires of hell 
were raging. If only he had brought 
his rifle from the tent; even a knife; 
and oh6 mad moment if he died for 
it! Ane he had been gentle to the 
girl; he had withheld the lash from 
the men; he had not put into action 
a single plan arranged for their misery 
and humiliation! Truly his blood had 
turned to water, and he was worthy 
of death. The white man, always and 
ever the white man won .in the end. 
To have come this far, and then to be 
cheated out of his revenge by chance! 
Kismet! There was but one thing left 
for him to do, and he did it. He spoke 
hurriedly to his head boy. The boy 
without hesitation obeyed him. He 
ran to the racing camel, applied, a 
kick, flung on the saddle bags, stuffed 
dates and dried fish and two water-
bottles into them, and waited. Ma
homed walked over to the animal and 
mounted. 

"Stop!" The white man leveled his 
rifle. "Get down from there!" 

Mahomed, as if he had not heard, 
kicked the camel with his heels. The 
beast lurched to its feet resentfully. 
Mahomed picked up the guiding rope 
which served as a bridle, and struck 
the camel across the neck. 

Click! went the hammer of the rifle, 
and Mahomed was at that moment 
very near death. He gaye no heed. 

"No, no!" cried Fortune, pushing up 
the barrel. "Let him go. He was kind 
to me, after his fashion." 

Mahomed smiled. He had expected 
this, and that was why he had gone 
about the business unconcernedly. 

"What do you say?" demanded the 
stranger of Ryanne. 

Ryanne, haying no love for Ma
homed, shrugged. 

"Humph!" And you?" to George. 
"Oh, let him go." ' 
"All right. Two to one. Off with you, 

then." to Mahomed. "Bilt wait! What 
about these beggars of yours? What 
are you going to do with them?" 

"They have been paid. They can go 
b&clc" 

The moment the camel felt the sand 
under his pads, he struck his gait east
ward. And when the - mists and 
shadows crept in behind him and his 
rider, that was the last any of them 
ever saw of Mahomed-EI-Gebel, keeper 
of the Holy Vhlordea in the Pasha's 
palace at Bagdad. 1 

"Now then," said the leader of the 
strange caravan, "my name is Acker-
man, and mine is a carpet caravan, in 
from Khuzistan, bound for Smyrna. 
How may I help you?" 

"Take us as far as Damascus, 
-answered Ryanne. "We can get on 
from there well enough." 

"What's your name?" directly. 
"Ryanne." "'. • . • 
"And yours?" 
"Fortune Chedsbye." 
"Next?" ..,f. ... ... • ...., 
"Jones." . \ . .•. 
The humorous bruskness put ' kind 

of spirit into them all, and they 
answered smilingly. 

"Ryanne and Jotie? are familiar 
enough, but Chedsoye is a new one. 
Here, you!" whirling suddenly upon 
the boys who were pressing about. He 
volleyed some Arabic at them, anu 
they dropped back. "Well, I've heard 
Bome strange yarns myself In my time, 
but this pne beats them all. Shang
haied from Cairo! Humph. If some 
one had told me this, anywhere else 
but here, I'd have called him' a liar. 
And you, Mr. Ryanne, went into Bag
dad alone and got away with that 
Yhiordes! It must have been the 
devil's own of a Job."' ' 

"It was," replied Ryannei laconically. 
He did not know this man Ackerman; 
he had never heard, of him; but he 
recognized a born leader of men when 

Sidewalk Sketches 

" By Howard L. Rann 

•/ 
slumber, light but dreamless. 

What was that? He sat up, alert, 
straining his ears. How long had he 
been asleep? An hour by his watch. 
What had*awakened him? Not a sound 
anywhere, yet something had startled 
him out of his sleep. He glanced 
over the. camp. That bundle was 
Ryanne. He waited. Not a movement 
there-. No sign of life among the camel 
boys; and the flaps of the two tents 
were closed. Bah! Nerves, probably; 
and. he would have lain down ajgetn 
had his gaze not roved out toward the 
desert. Something moved out there, 
upon the misty, moonlit space. . He 
shaded his #yes from the fire, now 
but a heap of*glowing embers. He got 
up, alid shiver after shiver wrinkled 
his spine. Oh, no; it could not be a 
dream; he was awake. It'wae a living 
thing, that long, bobbing camel-train, 
cdming directly toward the oasis, no 
doubt attracted by. the firelight. Fas
cinated, incapable of movement, he 
watched the approach. Three white 
dots; and these grew and grew and at 
length became • * pith-helmets! 
Pith-helmets! Who but'white .men 
wore pith-helmets . in. > the desert ? 
White men! The temporary paralysis 
left him. Crouching, he ran, over to 
Ryanne and shook htm.,. -

"What * * * " 
But George smothered the question 

with his hand. "Hush! For God's sake 
make no noise! Get up and stand 
guard over Fortune's tent. There's a 
caravan outside, and I'm going out to 
meet it. Ryanne, Ryanne, there's a 
white man out there!" 

George ran as fast as he could 
toward tH6 incdmfng caravan. He met' from"'worry Are you Henry Acker-
it two or three hundred yards away. mann of the oriftital Co, In Smyrna?" 
The broken line of camels bobbed upi "Yes* why?" < 
and doyn odd-ly., -"I'm* George P. A. Jones," of 

"Are you white men?" he called. ! Mortimer & Jones, New York. I've 
"Yes," seed a deep, resonant voice, heard of you; and God bless you for 

v. DIOGENES. . ; ' 
Diogenes was a college professor who has reverberated through his

tory, accompanied by a pleasing wood cut, as the Inventor of the practical 
joke and the tubular lantern. He was chiefly distinguished for having a 

keen sense of humor, being the only college professor 
extant or extinct who was ever accused of concealing 
any of that commodity about his person. Diogenes is 
said to have been the author of two of our most side
splitting jokes—rocking the boat and pulling a chair 
out frpm under a stout party, and this endeared him 
to all with whom he came in contact. When Diog
enes ' got to the age when nobody but a hailstone mu
tual would accept him as an Insurable risk, he bit off 
an allotment of stock in an uplift magazine and lost 
his home and a new safety bicycle, which embittered 
him to such an extent that he turned around and 
stung a number of confiding friends and relatives by 
selling them the patent rlghtB to his lantern. As 
this was the same lantern with which Mrs. O'Leary's 
cow kindled the Chicago fire, a few years later, it will 
be seen that Diogenes did not strengthen his standing 
in the church to any great extent. Diogenes never 

married anybody, and history relates that this was due to a fear that the 
marriage certificate would turn out to be an assignment of stock in some 
promising enterprise guaranteeing 60 per cent dividends. He was passion
ately fond of music and after making a popular hit as slide trombone in 
the opera house orchestra was engaged)by a wealthy family as tutor. Dia-
gones died at a ripe old age, without being interrupted by anybody, 
queathing a choice collection of fireproof judgments and most of the jolfes 
now in use on the vaudeville stage. ' 
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"Mighty handy when you're thirsty," 
Flanagan advised. 

They built up Ihe fire and sat round 
it cosily. They were all more or less 
happy, all except Fortune. So long as 
she had been a captive of Mahomed, 
she had forced the thought from her 
mind; but now It came back with a 
full measure of riilsery. Never, never 
would she return to Mentone, not even 
for the things that were rightfully 
hers. Where would she go and wha£ 
would she do? She was without money, 
and the only thing she possessed of 
value was the Soudanese trinket 
Ryanne had forced upon her that day 
in the bazaars. She heard the men 
talking and laughing, but without 
sensing. No, she could not accept 
charity. She must fight out her battle 
all alone. * * * The child of a 
thief; for never would her clear mind 
accept smuggling as pther than thiev
ing. * * * Neither could she accept 
pity; and.she stole a glance at George, 
as he blew clouds of smoke luxuriantly 
from his mouth and nose, his eyes 
half closed in ecstasy. How little It 
took to comfort a man! • 

Ryanne suddenly lowered his pipe 
arid smote his. thigh. "Hell!" he mut
tered . 

"What's up?" asked George. 
" Iwant you to look at me, Percival; 

I want you to take a good look at this 
thing I've been carrying round as a 
head." 

"It looks all right," observed George, 
puzzled. 

"Empty as a dried cbcoanut! I never 
thought of It till this moment. I won
dered whoy he was In such a hurry to 
get out. I've let that copperhlded devil 
get away with that nine hundred 
pounds!" ; , 

, CHAPTER XVII. 
' Mrs. Chedsoye retired to her .'room 
early that memorable December night. 
Her brother could await the return of 
Horace. She hadn't the least doubt as 
to the result; a green young . man 
pitted against a seasoned veteran's 
duplicity. She wished Jones no harm 
physically; in fact, she had put down 
the law against it. Still, much de
pended upon chance. But for all her 
confidence of the outcome, a quality 
of j restlessness pervaded her. She 
tried to analyze It, Ineffectually at 
first. Perhaps she did not look deep 
enough; perhaps she did not ?are 
thoroughly to examine the source of 

! it.. Insistently, however, it recurred; 
and by repeated assaults It at length 
conquered her. It was the child. 

Did she possess, after all, a latent 
senBe of motherhood, and was It 

he saw him. Gray-haired, lean, bearded, j stirring to establish Itself? She really 
sharp of word, quick of action, rude; 
he saw in this carpet hunter the same 
indomitable qualities of the Ivory-
seeker. "Y6u did not stop at Bagdad?" 
he asked, after the swift Inventory. 

"No. I came direct. I always do," 
grimly.. "Better turn in and sleep; 
we'll be on the way at dawn, sharp." 

"Sleep?" Ryanne Ipughed. 
"Sleep?" echoed George. , , " 
Fortune shook her head. - * 
"Well, an hour to let the reaction 

wear aw&y," said Ackerman. "But 
you've got to sleep. I'm boss now, and 
you won't find me an easy one," with 
a humorous glance at the girl. 

"We are all very happy to be bossed 
by you," she said. 

"Twenty days," Ackerman. mused. 
"You're a plucky young woman. No 
hysterics ?" 

"Not even a sigh of discontent," put 
in George. "If it hadn't been for her 
pluck, we'd have gone to pieces just 

"And stop where you are; there's no 
hurry." 

"Thaiik God!" cried George, at the 
verge of a breakdown. 

"What the devil * * * Flanagan, 
here's a white man in a dress suit! 
God save us!" The speaker laughed. 

"Yes, a white man; and there's a 
white woman in the camp back there,! time. You couldn't- fool him 
a white woman! Great God, don't you jje -wrote me when you came 

into this world of sin and tribulation. understand? A white woman!" George 
clutched'the man by the foot desper
ately. "A white woman!" 

The man kicked George's hand away 
and slashed at his camel. "Flanagan, 
and you, Williams, get your guns in 
shape. This doesn't look good to me, 
twenty miles from the main gamelieh. 
I told you it was odd, that fire. Lively, 
now!" 

George Pan after them, staggering. 
Twice lie fell headlong. But he 
laiughed as. he got up; and it wasn't 
exactly human laughter .either. When 
he reached camp he saw Mahomed 
and the three strangers, the latter 
with-theirv rifles held menacingly. 
Fortune stood-before'the flap of ner 
tent, bewildered at the turn In their 
affairs. Behind the leader of the new
comers was Ryanne, and he was talk
ing rapidly. 

the other side. Morally, I'm putty. 'j^el£*C the Jeader demanded of 4 dubious accomplishment. 

did not know. Was it not fear.rather 
than motherly instinct? She paused in 
front of the mirror, but the glass 
solved only externals. She could not 
see her soul there in the reflection; 
she saw only the abundant gifts of 
nature, splendid, double-handed, prodi
gal. And in contemplating that reflec
tion, she forgot for a space what she 
wits seeking. But that child! From 
whom did she inherit her peculiar 
Ideas of life? From some Puritan 
ancestor of her father's; certainly not 
from her side. She had never bothered 
her head about Fortune, save to house 
and clothe her, till the past forty-eight 
hours. And now it was too late to pick 
up the thread she had cast aside as 
not worth considering. To no one is 
gl^en perfect wisdom; and she recog
nized the flaw in hers that had led her 
to Ignore the mental attitude of the 
girl. She had not even made a friend 
ofjher; a mistake, a bit of stupidity 
absolutely foreign to her usual keen
ness. The child lacked little of being 
beautiful, and in three or four years 
she would be. Mrs. Chedsoye was with
out jealousy; she accepted beauty In 
all things unreservedly. Possessing as 
she did an Incomparable beauty of her 
own, she could well afford to.be gen
erous. Perhaps the true cause of thte 
disturbance lay In the knowledge that 
there was one thing her daughter had 
Inherited from her directly, almost 
identically; indeed, of this* pattern the 
younger possessed the wider margin 
of the two: courage. Mrs. Chedsoye 
was afraid of nothing except wrinkles, 
and Fortune was too young to know 
this fear. So then, the mother slowly 
began to comprehend the spirit which 
had given life to this singular per-

George laughed, turbatlon. Fortune had declared that 
she would run away; and she had the 
courage to carry out the threat. 

Resolutely Mrs. Chedsqye rang for 
her maid Celeste. Thoughts like these 
only served to disturb the marble 
smoothness of her forehead. 

The two te?an to pack. That Is to 
say, Celeste began; 'Mrs. Chedsoye 
generally took charge of these 
maneuvers from the heights, as be
came the officer in command. Bending 
was likely to enlarge the vein in the 
neck; and all those beautiful gowns 
would not be worth a soldi without the 
adtied perfection of her llneless throat 
and neck. She was getting along * In 
years, too, a fact which was assuming 

No, Fortune did not possess that the proportions of a cross;. and more 
more she must huBband that* linar. 

this night's work!" 
"Mortimer & Jones? You don't say! 

Well, if this doesn't beat the Dutch! 
Why, If you're Robert E. Jones' boy, 
I'll sell you every carpet In the pack 
at cost." He laughed; and it was a 
laugh good to hear, dry and harsh 

.though it was. "Your dad was a fine 
i gentleman, and one of the best Judges 

a 

Didn't they call ybu Percival Algernon, 
or something like that?" 

"They did!" And 
too. 

"You're a sight. Any one sick? Got 
a medlcine-ctteBt Aboard." 

"No, only banged up and discour
aged. I say, Mr. Ackermann, got an 
extra pipe or two and some 'baccy?'' 

"Flanagan, see what's in the chest." 
Shortly Flanagan returned. He had 

half a dozen fresh corn-cob pipes and 
a thick bag of tobacco. George and 
Ryanne lighted up, about as near con
tentment as two men in their condi
tion could possibly be. 

Said Flanagan to Fortune: "Do you 
chew?" 

Fortune looked horrified. 
"Oh, I mean gum!" roared Flanagan. 

ering (not to say beguiling) evidence* 
of youthfulness. ' 

"We might as well get Fortune's * 
things out of the way, too, Celeste." 

"Yes, madame." v 
"And bring my chocolate at half 

after eight in the morning. It is quite 
possible that we shall sail tomorrow : 
night from Port Said- It not from ' 
there, from Alexandria. It all depends 1 

upon the booking, which can not be 
very heavy going west this time of 
year." | 

"As madame knows!" came from 
the depth of the cavernous trunk. 
Celeste was no longer surprised; at 
least she never evinced this emotion. 
For twelve years now she had gone 
from one end of the globe to the other, • 
upon tie shortest- notice. WhlU- sur
prise was lost to her or under such 
control as to render it negligible, she 
sril] r.hivered with pleasurable excite* 
ment at the thought'of entering a port, • 
Madame was'bo clever, so trancend-
ently clever- If she, Celeste, had not 
been loyal, she might have retired 
Ion? ago, and owned a shop of her own 
in the busy Rue de RiVoll. But that 1 

would have meant a humdrum exist
ence; and besides, she wotild have 
grown fat, which, of the seven horrors 
confronting woman, so madame said, 
was ilrst In number. 

"Be very caietul how you handle 
that blue ball gown." 

"Oh, madame!" reproachfully. 
"It is the silver braid. Do not press 

the rosettes too harshly." 
Celeste looked up. Mrs. Chedsoye 

answered her inquiring gaze with a ' 
thin smile. 

"You are wonderful, madame 
"And so are you, Celeste, In your 

way." 
At ten o'clock Mrs. Chedsoye wrts 

ready for her pillow. She slept fitfully; • 
awoke at elevein and again at twelve. 
After that she kneW nothing more till 
the maid roused her with the cup of 
chocolate. She sat up and sipped 
slowly. Celeste waited, at the bedside 
with the tray. Her admiration for her 
mistress never waned. Mrs. Chedsoye 
was just as beautiful in dishabille as 
in a ball gown. She drained the cup, 
and as she turned to replace it upon ( 
the tray, dropped it with a clatter, a 
startled cry coming from her lips. 

"Madame?" 
"Fortune's bed!" 
It had not been slept in. The 

steamer-cloak lay across the counter
pane exactly where Celeste herself 
had laid It the night before. Mrs. Ched
soye sprang out of bed and ran bare
foot to the other. Fortune had not 
been in the room since dinner time. 

"Celpste, dress me a* quickly as pos
sible. Hurry! Something has happened 
to Fortune." 

Never, In all her years of service, 
could she recollect such a toilet as 
madam<! made that morning. And 
never before had she shown such con
cern over her daughter. It was amaz
ing! 

"The little fool! The little fool!" 
Mrs. Chedsoye repeatedly murmured 
as the nimble flngerB of the maid flew 
over her. "The silly little fool; and at 
a time like this!" Not that remorse of 
any kind stirred Mrs. Chedsoye's con
science; she was simply extremely an
noyed. 

She hastened out into the corridor 
and knocked at the door of her broth
er's room. No answer. She flew down 
stairs, and there she saw him coming 
in from the street. He greeted her 
cheerily. 

(To Be Continued.) 
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South Dakota Bank Closed. -
Sioux City, Jan. 30.—A dispatch 

from Washington, D. C., says the 
Henderson state bank has been placed 
in the bands of a South Dakota bank 
examiner. The bank Is capitalized for 
$25,000. It is said depositors will not 
lose. " 
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DKBOIES 
COUGH SYRUP 

Have you a cold with 
a hacking or racking 
cough, hoarseness, 
bronchitis, grippe; or an 
asthmatlo or pulmonary 
cough with sore chest ? 

Has the baby croup, . 
whooping cough or 
measles cough? 
SAMPLE. FREE, .f; 
Then test the old ^ 

reliable Db. Bull's 5 
Couoh Sybup, free. 
Write to A. C. Mrnta A Co., Bal
timore. Ud. Mention this paper. 

J had a very bad cold and cough •>. 
and one bottle of Dr. Bull's Cough 
Syrup cured me entirely." 

Frances E. Loane, Bridgeville, Bel 4 

RCGVLAR bottle, 35 
Dr. Bnll'sCoughSyrupcontaina no morphine 
or chloroform. It is safest and best. 
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