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the laws regulating safety appliances 
for the protection of labor; the crea
tion of a bureau of mines—theBe and 
similar laws, backed up by executive 
action, reflect high credit upon all who 
succeeded in putting them In their 
present shape and upon the statute 
books; they represent an earnest of 

|the achievement which is yet to come; 
and the beneficence and farreacbing 
importance of this work done for the 
whole people, measure the credit which 
is rightly due the congress and to our 
able upright and distinguished presi
dent, William H. Taft. 

During the present campaign Roose
velt has not ventured into criticism 
of President Taft or his administration. 
He has confined himself merely to 
stating ibat he waii'-H the job. Ke 
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gress, of March 3, 1879. 
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TRYING TO FOOL THE FARMER. 
> The Roosevelt headquarters ln 

r.__ 
Washington and some of the farm sjonai( political and social life of the 

A Fascinetftyj Mysteiy 5t6ry-

WILLIAM JOHNSTON 
COPYRIOHT I9II-THE BOBBS-MERRILL CO. 

(CHAPTER VIII.—(Continued.) 
"You lose," he responded tersely. 

With one finger he began to trace an 
almost invisible line on the goods 

been a seam. performed the feat of eating tbe 
words spoken In stating that under no ^ere t'iere on(;e

0„ 
circumstances would he again be a Do >r°u se® t^at mark, 
candidate for president, but these 
words only formed a small paragraph. 
It is doubtful- If even Roosevelt fools 
his d;?:estion is ^qual to :.he task of 
masticating the volumes in which he 
has spoken words of praise of Taft and 
his administration. 

DR. D. A. LA FORCE. 
Death closed an active and fruitful 

life when Dr. Daniel A. LaForce was 
called to his reward yesterday. For 
more than a quarter of a century Dr. 
LaForce was prominent in the profes-
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community. Before coming to Ottum-
wa, and just after ljls graduation from 
medical school, he enlisted for service 
in the civil war and served through
out the civil war as an army surgeon 
with the rank of major. During his 
long residence in Ottumwa Dr. La-
Force has held an honored place in 
his' profession. He was one of the lead
ers in the Wapello County Medical so
ciety and for a period served as its 
president. He was mayor of Ottum
wa for two terms and served one term 
as representative in the house of the 
Iowa legislature. He has been post 
commander of the G. A. R., a member 
of the Loyal Legion and prominent in 
the Masonic fraternity and other fra
ternal orders. 

Three of the four son^ who, with 
the widow, survive, are physicians — 
Drs. W. B. and B. D. LaForce of Ot
tumwa and Dr. Frank LaForce of Bur
lington. 

Senator Dixon had been counted 
upon up to tiu time of voting on the 
arbitration treaties as a friend of the 
president's plan for universal peace be
tween nations. But the day before the 
vote was taken he visited Col. Roose
velt, of whose campaign Dixon is man
ager, and then came back to Washing
ton and voted against it. Bristow, 
Borah and Lorimer also voted against 
it. The New York World (Dem.) says 
"these men by such action, have not 
in the least hurt President Taft, but 
they have struck a blow at civiliza
tion." . 

The Cedar Rapids Republican serves 
notice that if there is a south pole con
troversy and they "try to rob Amund
sen as they tried to rob Dr. Cook" of 
the credit, it is for the man who reach
ed the pole first, even if he is the un
der dog in the controversy". Just to 
show that it is still for Doc Cook the 
Republican adds: "It took some work 
to establish the claims of Dr. Cook, 
against the powerful naval and news
paper cabal, but he is now generally 
given the credit, among men who 
ought to know about such things." 

"Savages do not like an independ
ent and upright Judiciary. They want 
the judge to decide their way and if 
he does not they want to behead him." 
—Theodore Roosevelt. 

The Des Moines Capital, in quoting 
this utterance, of Col. Roosevelt, has
tens to add that Roosevelt "penned 
those words in 1896 when he was lam
basting the wicked democratic party 
for breathing a word against the 
courts. It seems to be quite a far cry 
from the 1896 letter to the 1912 Colum
bus speech," the Capital adds. 

Journals are making strenuous an l ter-
&,-i rible efforts to prejudice the fanners 
' v - against President Taft on account of 

the reciprocity measure. Appeals 
1' are being circulated among the farm-

§ era asking them to support Roosevelt 
• because he did not take up the reci-

'ic••'''• proclty matter and Taft did. 
In this connection the New York 

t-p Tribune says: 
A determined effort will be made, ae-

' cording to those who claim to be in 
touch with the plans of Mr. Roosevelt 
and his llelutenants, to secure delegates 

' for him in all those sections, includ
ing Northern New York, North Da-
kota and other boundary states, in 
which President Taft's advocacy of 
Canadian reciprocity proved unpopn-

v- lar. It has been suggested that those 
^ who entertain this hope have prob-

ably overlooked Colonel Roosevelt s 
' own advocacy of this policy and his 

' j unequivocal statement, made at the 
f dinner of the Republican club in New 

York City, on February 13, 1911, in 
T which he said: "I want to say how 

glad I am at the way in which 
the members of the club here 
tonight, responded to the two appeals 
made to them to uphold the hands of 

- President Taft, both in his effort to 
s1 - secure- reciprocity with Canada and in 

his efforts to secure the fortification 
of the Panama canal. And, in addi
tion to what has been said about reci
procity with Canada, I would like to 
make this point: It should always be 
a cardinal point in our foreign policy 
to establish the closest and most 
friendly relations of equal respect and 

• advantage with our great neighbor on 
the north. AND I HAIL THE RECI-

l PROCITY ARRANGEMENT BE
CAUSE IT REPRESENTS AN EF
FORT TO BRING ABOUT A CLOSER, 
A MORE INTIMATE, A MORE 

i FRIENDLY RELATIONSHIP OF MU-
' TUAL ADVANTAGE ON EQUAL 

; TERMS BETWEEN CANADA AND 
THE UNITED STATES." 

ThuB it will be seen that whatever 
reason a farmer may have for sup
porting Roosevelt against Taft, the 
colonel's position on reciprocity can
not be one of them ln fact. Reciproc
ity with Canada was an issue during 
Roosevelt's administration, but he did 
not tackle it. President Taft had tbe 
courage to take it up and get it set-

' tied and removed as an issue for agita
tion. President Taft supposed the 
termers of the middle west wanted 
reciprocity, because even here in 
Iowa, we elected Cummins governor 
and United States senator while he 
was talking for reciprocity and at the 
same time defeated Hepburn and 
Lacey who were and are protectionists. 
The records Indicated that the west-. 
env farmer was in favor of reciproc-
ity. President Taft had the courage 
to take hold of the reciprocity mea
sure and put it to the test. The man 

> who is against reciprocity should be 
grateful to Taft for getting it out of 
the way. 

ROOSEVELT IN 1910. 
A short time ago the Courier pub

lished an address given by Theodore 
Roosevelt during the time of his oc
cupancy of the white house ln which 
he spoke glowing words of praise of 

^ William Howard Taft, who then was 
governor of the * Philippines. The 

' Courier also published on another re
cent occasion a reproduction of the 
whole-souled tribute Roosevelt paid to 
Taft in 1908 when Taft was a caarffe 
date for president. Today we present 

- another tribute paid to Taft in the 
"< speech which Roosevelt gave as chair

man of the New York state convention 
- in 1910. On that occasion Col. Roose-
] velt said; 

We come here feeling that we have 
'l the right to appeal to the people from 
I the standpoint alike of national and 
j state achievements. In the last eigh-
teen months a long list of important 

;< legislation most heartily to be recom-
>• mended as combining wisdom with pro

gress has been enacted by congress 
..'and approved by President Taft. The 

it \ amendment to the interstate commerce 
law; the beginning of a national legls-

•tH'latlve program for the exercise of the 
4*" < power in connection with the 
'La big corporations doing an interstate 

business; the appointment of a com-
mission to frame measures that will 

V1 do away with the evils of overcapitali
se' satlon and improper and excessive is-
Hr> sues of stocks and bonds; the law pro-

Tiding for publicity of campaign ex-
penditures; the establishment of a 

* S; TO*Trimnm and minimum tariff pro-
vision and the exceedingly able nego
tiation of the Canadian and other 
treaties in connection therewith; the 
inauguration of the policy of providing 
for a disinterested revision of the 
tariff schedules through a high class 
commission of experts which will treat 
each schedule purely on its own merits 
with a view to protecting the con
sumer from excessive prices and to 
securing to the American producer, 
and particularly the American wage 
worker, what will represent the dif
ference of tis cost of production here 
aB compa?ed with the cost of produc
tion in countries where labor is less 
liberally raVF^ed; the extension of .. . •A* (."J. 

Lincoln refused to recall Grant even 
when delegations of people called upon 
him daily urging him to do so. Lin
coln was studying the matter and the 
people were not—that's the difference. 
That is what the people of the country 
must do right now. They must give 
unprejudiced investigation and study 
to the matters that are now before 
them. Thought, not talk, is what is 
needed at this time. 

BUSINESS PICKING UP. 

Louisville Courier-Journal.—It be
gins to look as if Col. Roosevelt will 
have to establish a bureau of denial, 
explanation, hair splitting and side 
stepping, with an alibi department 
added. 

CAN WE EXPLAIN IT? 

Sioux City Journal.—How can we 
explain to Europe that petty domes
tic political jealousy has given a tem
porary quietus to President Taft's 
broad and beneficent plan for promot
ing world peace? How can we resent 
the scorn that must come if we make 
Great Britain and France understand 
the actual pusillanimity of the facts? 

DcBnlls 

Yes," I replied. "I noticed that 
long ago. It simply means that the 
skirt has been lengthened or shortened 
but what of it?" 

"It means more than that," he an
swered almost severely, as if reproach
ing me,for my lack of observation. "It 
means that a thirty-eight skirt has 
been lengthened an Inch and a half. 
Look at this coat. The sleeves have 
been lengthend two inches. It Is a 
thirty-eight coat. Can't you see how 
simple the problem has become?" 

"I confess I can't see it at all." 
"Let me state it for you: A woman 

from somewhere in Connecticut buys 
a black suit of a rather peculiar tex
ture from a cloak and suit house that 
receives a great many mall orders. 
She requires a thirty-eight coat with 
the sleeves lengthened two inches and 
a thirty-eight skirt let down an inch 
and a half. That's enough to identify 
any person." 

"I must confess I still don't see how 
that knowledge will help you." 

(To be Continued.) 
"In these days of system every 

house that sells women's garments has 

tlon of sympathy of my anxiety, Baid 
slowly: 

"Harding, I told you that one of the 
reasons for my success was that I 
never undertake anything that I can 
not, accomplish. I came out here to 
find the man who has been using the 
mails illegally to terrorize people to 
such an extent that they are driven to 
suicide. I am confident that we will 
quickly locate him and his accomplice 
in crime. Rest assured that you can 
safely leave the plan of action to me." 

"But-but," I stammered, "what is 
your plan of action? What are going 
to do now?" 

"I'm going to bed," he replied, yawn
ing as he rose from his chair. "There's 
nothing more that can be done to
night." 

Impatient as I was, and anxious 
though I was Lo alleviate Louise's 
at the earliest moment possible, I 
could not but feel that he was right. 
There was nothing that could be done 
that night. I showed him where the 
room was I had engaged for him—next 
to mine—and, feeling much depressed 
and preplexed, was preparing to turn 
in when I was startled by a sharp rap 
on my door. 

"Come In," I called, thinking, of 
course, it was Davis with some new 
theory to suggest. 

Instead it was the clerk from the 

Influenced her to make such a strange 
request?'' I concluded. 

"A woman doesn't have to have a 
reason," he answered—flippantly, it 
seemed to me. 

"You don't understand!" I cried. 
"Louise is not the ordinary flighty girl. 
She has the finest, best balanced mind 
of any woman I ever knew. She never 
acts on impulse." 

Davis looked at me with that ex
asperating smile of his. 

"Kent," he replied, "when you have 
been married as long as I have, when 
you know women as well as I do, you 
will realize the folly of trying to find 
reasons for the things women do. 
Their minds are not governed by rea
son, but by Impulse. Every sane worn-
an knew that the hobble skirt was an 
absurdity, yet when fashion decided in 
favor of the hobble skirt it was worn. 
I doubt very much if Miss Farrish her
self could tell you why she asked you 
to discontinue your investigation. 
Probably she acted on impulse. By 
this time she undoubtely is just as 
eager as she ever was for you to go 

Sidewalk Sketches 
By Howard L. Rann 

elaborate card indexes. The greatest; office below. , . , ^ „ 
is in alterations. | You re wanted on the telephone, 

he said. 

COUGH SYRUP 
Have you a cold with 

a hacking or racking 

Kr^n^lHs^ri^oe^oraa 1 until we ao. mere is no aoum in my 
o[?wlflnrou^nonary mlnd that he is th? anthor ot those 

letters. We've got fo flml Mm. Davl,. 

expense they have 
They figure that a roll of cloth that 
costs so much will make so many suits 
of a certain pattern which they will 
sell for so much In a certain length of 
time. They figure on making so much 
profit on the suits. If the cloth is all 
right, the pattern popular and the price 
reasonable, they can figure to a cer
tainty on their profits, except for one 
factor—alterations. Alterations re
quire the time of skilled work people 
and also correspondence and frequent
ly extra express charges. The aim of 
the manager of every such establish
ment is to reduce alterations to a min
imum. For that reason he keeps a 
record of every alteration made. This 
particular dress happened to come 
from a store where I know the man
ager well. It is their busy season just 
now, and I took a chance on finding 
him in his office. I described the goods 
in the suit, gave him the size and the 
sort of alterations that had been made 
on it and asked him to have his card 
index looked up. I told him in all prob
ability the woman I wanted to know 
about came from Bridgeport, Conn., or 
near there. It happened that only 
three of the eight suits they had made 
from this piece of goods—at least the 
only ones entered on the alteration 
cards—had gone to Connecticut. Of 
the three, two were thirty-six coats, 
so they could be eliminated at once. 
The third one had had the sleeves 
lengthened and also the skirt. The 
sizes corresponded, so there was very 
little doubt that it had been this wom
an who had bought it, Miss Sarah 
Sackett, the woman wno commltiw 
suicide here." 

"But even so," I protested, still 
marveling at his revelations, "how did 
you get the rest of your information 
about her so quickly?" 

"The address she had given was "in 
care of the express agent' at Bridge
port. Such an address In a large city 
would mean nothing, but in a place 
the size of Bridgeport the inference 
was plain that the agent was probabiy 
an acquain snce. If she lived in 
the suburbs near Bridgeport. I called 
up the express agent, and he gave me 
the rest of my facts." 

"Did he tell you she committed sui
cide?" 

"He doesn't dream that she haB," 
the inspector replied. "I put my 
questions In a guarded way and he 
happened to be a garrulous fellow, who 
readily followed my leads. All I ask
ed him was where a letter would reach 
Miss Sarah Sackett, saying I had for
gotten which rural free delivery route 
it was that she lived on. He told me 
that she and her brother were still 
living on the old Sackett place, Route 
No. 1. I explained that I wanted to 
make sure of an important letter 
reaching her at once. He told me she 
was away, explaining that he had seen 
her come down to the station with her 
brother, and suggested that it might 
be a good idea to send the letter in her 
brother's care, and told me the address 
of the bank where her brother could 
be reached. So you see it is all quite 
simple when you know how." 

"I don't see, though," I objected, 
"how anything that you have learned 
in any way connects this womaji with 
the Farrish mystery." 

"I told you there would be other 
suicides, didn't I?" 

"It looks to me li*e a mere coin
cidence." 

"How about the yellow letter she 
was reading?" 

I started. For a moment I had for
gotten the strange, tinted link that 
seemed to bind the Farrish tragedy, 
the Elser case and the Sarah Sackett 
suicide together in the terrible chain 
of mystery. 

"We've got to find Hugh Crandall!" 
I exclaimed. "I will not be content 
until we do. There Is no doubt in my 

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

reliable Db. Bull's 
Cotioh Syrup, free. 

Thud a (Sjh 

and make him explain. I promised 
the girl I love I would not rest until 
I had cleared away the mystery, until 
I had lifted the cloud that is hanging 
so heavily over her father and her 
sister. Nothing, nothing shall Btand 
in the way! Think what it means to and seeking a solution. What reason 

I had already taken off my coat and 
waistcoat'and I did not wait to put 
them on. Just as I was I sped through 
the hall to the telephone booth. Who 
could it be that was calling me at this 
hour? It must be long after ten. I 
could think of only two persons who 
knew of my being in this hotel, Louise 
and Hugh Crandall. I felt that it 
must be Louise. Why should Crandall 
call me up? True, he could have 
learned my name from the hotel reg
ister, and from my question about the 
yellow letter he must know that I was 
on his trail, but having escaped from 
the village, why should oe communi
cate with me? No, it could not be he. 
It must bte Louise. She would not 
call me at this time unless something 
had happened. That was it. Some
thing terrible had happened! Kath
arine was dead, or perhaps her father. 
Perhaps both of them. Or maybe 
Katharine had spoken again. Perhaps 
she had given some information that 
Louise felt would aid me in the inves
tigation that meant so much for both 
of us. 

Isn't strange how fast we can think? 
I could hot ha,ve taken, me mor§ "than 
thirty seconds to race from- room tb 
the telephone booth in the hall below, 
yet in that brief period all these 
thoughts and a hundred other queries 
and fears pursued each other in raad 
tumult through my brain. 

Breathlessly I rushed into the both 
and grabbed the receiver. It was 
the voice of Louise that I heard. Faint 
though it was, I recognized it at once, 
and was overjoyed to note that there 
was nothing in it of the sadness there 
would have been if the worst had 
come to her father or Katharine. 

"Is that you, Mr. Kent?" she asked. 
"Yes, yes," I cried. "What is it?" 
"This Is Louise Farrish speaking. I 

want you to promise me that you will 
drop your investigation at once and re. 
turn to the city." 

"What's that?" I cried, not believing 
my ears. 

"If you love me"—she was speaking 
slowly and enunciating with labored 
distinctness that there might be no 
mistake—"you will drop all Investiga
tion at once without any questions, dj 
you hear me? Repeat what I have 
said so I can be sure, you understand." 

Word for word I repeated her mes
sage, amazed beyond thought at its 
import. As I finished repeating it , I 
cried, "Why, tell me why—" but I 
hoard the thud of the broken connec
tion. 

Frantically I called central. I plead
ed, urged, demanded that she get the 
person at the other end of the wire 
again. It was no use. I called for the 
Farrishs' number. Central reported, 
"Don't answer." I said that I had 
been called just now from there. After 
weary, Impatient minutes of waiting 
and wrangling, she told me the call 
had come from another number, from 
a pay station. I demanded that num
ber at once and she finally got it for 
me. It was a drug store near the Far-
hish home. The druggist's clerk said 
tbat the young lady who had been 
telephoning had left the store. I 
tried to get him to send a messenger 
around to the Farrishs' to ask Miss 
Louise Farrish to come to the tele
phone. He refused. It was useless. 
I was forced to give it up. 

I emerged from the telephone booth 
perspiring, frantic, puzzled beyond 
measure at the sudden startling turn 
in affairs. 

What could have induced Louise to 
send me Buch a message? What could 
have happened? 

CHAPTER IX. 
I was up with the dawn the next 

morning and down stairs to find a 
train schedule. The only thought In 
my mind was that I must go to Louise 
at once. I could not understand her 
sudden amazing change of front. Why, 
after pledging me to solve the mys
tery, shiould she all at once be as in
sistent that I should immediately stop 
all inquiry? I had lain awake the 
whole night, pondering the situation 

me! The one I love, the one who is 
dearer to me than anything else in 
the world, is living in constant dread 
of an unknown terror. I feel that 
Crandall is responsible. I am positive 
that he is guilty. Help me find him, and one bottle of Dr. BuUs U!aL Ilt, 1B ^ 

Symp cured me enttreiu. , Davis! We must find him." 
Frances E. Loane, SndgevUle, DeL ^ £ ^ reg] 
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could she have? Who could have in 
fluenced her to such action? 

The first train, I found, left two 
minutes before six. I ordered break
fast, though in no mood for eating, 
and went to Davis' room. I felt that 
I needed his advice. I found him 

spoke Davis sat regarding me | awake, smoking a cigarette in bed. 
with unmoved countenance. He l Briefly I related to him the amazing 
puffed leisurely at his cigarette two or I telephone conversauon I had had with 
three times, and then, with ' cutting J Louise th$ night before. 
asperity, without the slightest lndlca-» "What possible reason could have 

on. 
"Wbat would you advise?" 
"I'd go on," said Davis laconically, 

as he lighted another cigarette. 
For a moment I was almost shaken 

in my determination to do nothing 
more until I had seen Louise. It 
seemed as if Davis might be right. 
Perhaps she had acted only on im
pulse. Perhaps her love for me had 
made her feel that the investigation 
might lead me into danger. But I re
considered. She had given me her 
love and trust and confldenoe. She 
surely was entitled to full confidence 
from me. I could not honorably con
tinue the investigation without first 
seeing her. 

"I am going to town on the first 
train," I Baid decisively. "I shall do 
nothing more until I have seen her." 

"And I shall go on with the investi
gation," said Davis with that exasper
ating smile of his. 

Impatiently I turned and left him. 
I choked down a cup of coffee and 
hurried to the station. The journey 
seemed miles and miles long, though 
the train made few stops. As soon as 
the ferry landed me in New York I 
Bprang into a taxi and ordered the 
driver to take me at once to the Far
rish house. Not until we had turned 
into their street did I realize that it 
was still too early for me to try to see 
Lcuise, even on such an urgent mis
sion as mine. A few doors away from 
the house I slopped the chauffeur and 
bade him drive up th/s avenue to the 
entrance of Central ps rk. 

I dismissed him thore and strolled 
aimlessly into the park. I would wait 
until 10 o'clock before I tried to see 
Louise. Still pondering the situation, 
I strolled along one ol' the park walkB 
and flung myself on a bench by the 
little lake where the swan boats are. 
There was no one abc ut at that early 
hour and I was glad of it. I wanted 
to be alone and think. 

How long I sat therft I do not know. 
I was so deep in thought that there 
waB neither sight in my eyes nor hear
ing in my ears. Yet the eyes will not 
be denied their rights. A feeling 
came over me that some part of my 
brain was trying to tell me something. 
It came more and more forcefully. My 
eyes were seeing something which 
they were trying to compel me to n<F 
tlce. 

• Whflt was it? 
I pulled myself together with a start, 

and looked about me. 
With an exclamation of horror I 

sprang from the bench and gazed into 
the lake Just in front of me. Float
ing on the surface, not fifty feet from 
where I had been sitting, was the 
body of a woman. 

"Otner suicides, other suicides"— 
Davis' remark of two days before kept 
jigging through my brain. Other sui
cides! Katharine, iiiiser, the woman 
at Ardway—his prophecy had been 
right—and was this another in the 
terrible chain ? 

I ran like a madman toward the park 
entrance, where I remembered I had 
passed a policeman. It was a relief 
that I found him still there. 

"There's a woman—drowned—in the 
lake!" I gasped, pointing over my 
shoulder. 

He ran back to the lake with me and 
together we waded out into the shal
low water where the body lay. In my 
horror at the unexpected sight I had 
not stopped to note her Appearance, 
nor could I have told whether she was 
young or old, dark or fair. 

I looked at her now with more than 
Interest—with a feeling of soYrow, of 
understanding. The deed of Katharine 
Farrish had brought me to a closer 
sympathy with unfortunate persons 
Influenced to seek death. As I saw 
that this poor girl was young and fair 
I sadly wondered what tragedy had 
driven her to drowning. 

Never shall I forget the impression 
the picture of this Buicide made on 
me! She lay on her back, with long 
blonde tresses of well-kept hair float
ing out on either side of her shapely 
head. Her eyes were closed, but her 
shapely browp and lohg dark lashes 
made her face comely even in death. 
Her clothing, I observed, was well-
made, and though wet and soiled as 
it was by the water, It still gave the 
impression of neatness. 

We grasped the body gently by the 
arms and drew it in to the bknk, where 
we lifted it to the park bench on which 
I had been sitting. 

"I wonder If there is anything about 
her to identify her by?" said the po
liceman, and together we looked. 

Apparently there was nothing. 
There were no rings on her hands, 
though the fingers were those of a 
woman of. refinement. The officer 
turned back the collar of her coat, but 
the name of the maker had been cut 
away. 

"She didn't want nobody to know 
who she was, I guess," he said after a 
hapty examination. "They generally 
try to hide their names." 

"Yes, I suppose they do," I said 
apathetically. 

"I've got to go over to the arsenal 
and report this and send for the wag
on. Will you wait till I come back? 
I won't be long." 

"I'll wait," I said. 
He disappeared up the path and I 

was left alone with the body. As 1 
sat there, meditating on the mystery 
that had caused so many other trag
edies. I became conscious of the fact 
tbat one of this girl's hands was clos
ed, as if, even in death, she was striv
ing to conceal something. 
' Stooping over, I gently pressed back 

the stifi*?ing fingers. ^ 

THE TRAVELING SALESMAN. 
The traveling salesman is a ray of light projected along life's dark high

way by means of a mileage book and a stern sense of duty. He is engaged :: 
mainly on account of his taste ln dress and his ability to jolly a juicy order • 

out of a customer who is nursing a grouch against all 
^ mankind. The only man who knows human nature better 

than the traveling salesman is the driver of an ice 
wagon. In years past, when trade was scarcer than ' 
jabots in the' South Sea IslandB, some weak-minded : 
punster called the traveling salesman a "drummer," 
and the name has stuck to him ever since, causing him 
the loss of considerable piety. After the chores are done, 
the traveling m^n usually employs his time trying to 
beat the game of solitaire into an insensible condition. , 
If it were not for the traveling salesmen, the hotels of 
this country would have to cut out the round steak and 
put corn meal mush on the pastry course. You can al
ways tell the traveling salesman by his grip, for he 1 

can slip you the working sign of every order on earth, 
from the A. O. TJ. W. to the Buffaloes. Society some
times condemns the traveling salesman because he has 
more than one change of hose and shaves every week, . 

but thiB is a miscarriage of justice. As a class, he scatters more sunshine' 
and domestic cigars along life's rough way than any other branch of our 
citizenship. Here's to his good health. 
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VI 

An exclamation of horror came «.o 
iny lips as I saw what had been con-

, It was a little scrap of yellow paper. 
I could hardly believe my eyes. It 

mUst be that this poor girl here was 
another of the victims in the baffling 
chain of crime I was seeking to, unrav
el. I held the water-soaked fragment 
up to the light, but there was nothing 
on it—not a word. Yet there was no 
mistaking the color and texture of the 
paper. It was undoubtedly the same 
that Louise and I had found in Kath
arine's room after sbe had tried to kill 
herself. It was the same that the po
lice had discovered in old Andrew 
Elser's room. There was no question 
in my mind but that it was the same 
that the woman in Ardway had torn 
up before she hanged herself in the 
little hotel. But what was the tie be
tween them? What could be the mys
terious import of this yellow letter 
tfyat drove its recipients to death? 

Here was on fragment. Perhaps I 
could find other scraps—perhaps the 
whole letter. I ran down to the bank 
of the lake and began a systematic 
search of the water along shore. Foot 
by foot I studied It carefully. For 
ten minutes I searched unavailingly 
and then caught a glimpse of some
thing yellow half hidden by an -over
hanging tree. Carefully I parted the 
branches. Sure enough, submerged in 
six inches of water, were more of the 
yellow scraps. I waded in and scoop
ing them up carefully In my hands, 
laid them on the grass to dry, for they 
were all but falling apart and I hardly 
dared handle them. Meanwhile I con
tinued my search for other yellow 
scraps—this time without avail. If 
6he had carried a torn-up letter with 
her as she sprang to death, the other 
pieoes had. floated away. 

At last, convinced that there was no 
possibility of recovering more of them, 
I gave up my search and returned to 
where I had spread the recovered 
scraps on the grass. One by one I 
Studied them. They were evidently a 
part of a type-written letter, but the 
ink bad run BO that it was impossible 
to read a single word on,them. From 
their shape, too, it appeared that they 
were not consecutive, so there was lit
tle hope of learning anything from 
them. 

Just two of the inky smears seemed 
to have a possible meaning. 

On one of them I was almost posi
tive that I could trace the word 
"youth." On another scrap was a 
word that a little stretch of the im
agination might decipher as "here." 

"Youth" and "here." 
They might mean much or nothing. 

They might have some bearing on the 
great mystery I was trying to solve. 
They might have none. Perhaps they 
were, after all, merely phrases from a 
letter that had brought disappointment 
to a loving woman. In all likelihood 
this suicide had no connection with 
the others. But why, then, the yellow 
letter? 

So intent was I on my thoughts that 
I did not observe the return of the po
liceman until I heard his voice. 

"What have you got there?" 
There was suspicion in his tone— 

the natural suspicion of the represen
tative of the law. It was on the tip of 
my tongue to say: "Another yellow 
letter." , 

For once prudence restrained me. I 
recalled how my too hasty speech at 
the coroner's Inquest had let me into 
trouble. I could hardly expect a 
twelve hundred dollars policeman to 
assist in. solving the mystery that was 
still perplexing Davis. 

"Just some scraps of paper," I said 
carelessly. "After you had gone! no
ticed that she was clutching a bit of 
paper in one hand. I searched around 
the lake to see If I could find more. 
I found these. It is evidently part of 
a letter, but the ink has run so you 
can make nothing out of them." 

"Let's see them." 
I handed him all of them. 
"This," I explained, "I found in her 

hand and the others were over there 
under those bushes." 

One by one the policeman examined 
them, turning them carefully over and 
over. 

"There's nothing to them," he final
ly announced. "The wagon will be 
here in a minute. I don't suppose 
you'll want to be claiming any credit 
for finding the body?" 

I had feared that he would insiBt on 
my accompanying him to testify to its 
finding. It was quite a relief to hear 
him take this view of it. 

"Of course not," I answered hastily. 
"Then," said he with utmost candor, 

"you might aB well beat it.. It don't 
do a cop no good to have other people 
finding things on his post. If you ain't 
here when the wagon comes, there an't 
nobody to say it wasn't me that found 
the body. I want to thank you, 
though, for coming and telling me 
about It. There's a lot of fools would 
have gone and telephoned the arsenal 
and then I'd been on the carpet for not 
covering my post properly." 

I was glad Indeed of tbe opportun
ity to get away. It was nearing 10 
o'clock. My trousers and shoes were 
in such condition that I wanted to get 
to my apartments for a change before 
seeing Louise. I hastened to the park 
entrance and hailed a taxi. By the 
Ltim« I left my rooms and reached the 

the Farrish home it was ten:minutes' 
after 10. I 

As my taxi turned into the street X 
saw another one stop before the Far* 
rlsh door. At first I thought it must 
be the doctor or one of his assistants, 
but as the front door closed behind a 
the tall figure of a man who had been 
admitted to the house I realized that 
it was some one I had seen before. 
There was something reminiscent in 
the broad shoulders, ln the walk. It 
was some one I knew, or ought to hav« 
recognised, yet who it was or where I 
had seen him I could not at the mo* 
ment reu:M. 

I was not three minutes behind him' 
in reaching the door. Though the oth
er visitor had been admitted at once, . 
there was no immediate response to 
my ring. I waited a while and rang 
again. It: seemed minutes before any 
one answered, then one of the maids 
opened the door a trifle and peered 
out. 

"Mr. Kent to see Miss Louise," I 
said. 

To my great amazement she did not 
open the door to me, but still holding 
It just barely enough to enable her 
to talk to me, said: "I'm sorry, but 
I have orders to admit no one to th* 
house." 

(To Be Continued.) 

T. R. TURNS A TRICK. 

St. Louis Globe-Democrat..—When 
Mr. McKinley, Taft campaign mana
ger, asked Mr. Dixon, RooBevelt cam
paign manager, by what authdrity he 
demanded presidential primaries in all 
the states, Mr. Dixon answered that 
it was by authority jf Mr. Roosevelt's 
letter to the seven governors. Mr. 
Dixpn may not think that this is au
thority enough, but he doesn't say so. 
He understands that, in states with 
presidential primary lawB In force, no 
action of campaign managers is need-' 
ed to bring the primary on. Equally, 
of course, he understands that,-in the 
the states where presidential primar
ies are not provided by law, the heavy 
expense attendant upon holding them, 
to be raised only by the private sub
scription of funds, and Involving the 
disarrangement and dislocation ot 
existing machinery in the districts, 
would tend greatly to increase the op
portunities of special Interests in the 
financing of presidential campaignsJ 

Such priiharieB being without au* 
thority of law, unregulated and uncon
trolled by statute, the opportunities 
for fraudulent voting they would afford 
would be enormous. There could be no 
penalties imposed for illegal voting. 
Democrats might, in many districts, 
dictate the selection and instruction 
of republican delegates. Apparently It 
is enough for Senator Dixon to know 
that it is Mr. Roosevelt who proposes 
the plan. Law or no law, the flat has 
issued for him. "If the prince at noon
day should swear it is night," says 
the grand chamberlain in Lalla Rookh, 
"I will swear I behold the moon and 
stars." We congratulate Mr. Roose
velt on the mobility and adaptability 
of his organization. He himself is' in 
supreme command, and needs no law 
but his own will. Four years ago there 
was as much law for holding presiden
tial primaries as there is now. The 
law was in the word of "Teddy." But 
the word was not spoken by him then. 
He had made his choice. And sitting 
on the seat of power elevated above 
the steam roller, it never occurred to 
him that the voice of the people is the 
voice of God. He intended making it 
the voice of "Teddy." He may have 
thought that the voice of "Teddy" and 
the voice of God are one. , 

Nor does it disconcert him now that 
holding presidential primaries without 
force of law behind them would raise a 
roar of ragtag and bobtail which, in its 
complete venality and mercenary char
acter would be anything but an echo 
of a divine voice. This is a de nco, a 
diversion. Mr. Roosevelt is not lining 
for presidential primaries. The pro
posal Is a trick to cover up the em
barrassment of his flounderings in a 
quagmire of contradictory and incon
sistent expressions touching his candi. 
dacy for a third term. It is an atv?mp' 
to turn the flank, to change the issue. 
No doubt it will greatly increase the 
admiration of such of his followers as 
regard him with reverence as a second 
edition of Joey Bagstock, who was 
"Tough, sir; tough, and devilish sly." 

ONE CHANCE NEGLECTED. 

MUSIC IN POLITICS. 

New York Tribune.—Gov. Harmon's 
favorite hymn, "Blest Be the Tie that 
Binds," is all very fine, but it is the 
'ttioun' dog" song that is winning th« 
delegates. 
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8AFE TO BET ON IT. 

Springfield, Mass., Republican.—"If 
the time comes to distinguish, I will 
name my preference," said Mr. Bryan, 
touching the choice of a democratic 
candidate for president. That hour 
will arrive. 

Washington Post.—The Panama 
canal having been nearly completed 
by a quiet man working without inter
ference, it's about time for congress 
to butt in and snarl thingB up. • £ 
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