
SYNOPSIS. 

The story opens at Harvard where Col. 
Rupert Winter. U. S. A., visiting, saw the 
suicide of young Mercer. He met Cary 
Mercer, brother of the dead student. 
Throe years later, in Chicago, in 1906. 
Col. Winter overheard Cary Mercer ap- 
parently planning to kidnap Archie, the 
colonel's ward, and to gain possession of 
Aunt Rebecca Winter's millions. A Miss 
Smith was mentioned apparently as a 

conspirator. A great financial magnate 
was aboard the train on which Col. Win- 
ter met his Aunt Rebecca, Miss Smith 
and Archie. Col. Winter learned that the 
financial magnate is Edwin S. Keatcham. 
Winter, aided by Archie, cleverly frus- 
trated a hold-up on the train. He took a 

great liking to Miss Smith, despite her 
alleged kidnaping plot. Archie mysteri- 
ously disappeared in Krisco. Blood in a 

nearby room at tlie hotel caused fears for 
the boy's life. The lad's voice was heard 
over the telephone, however, and a min- 
ute later a woman's voice—that of Miss 
Smith. Col. Winter and a detective set 
out for the empty mansion owned by 
Arnold, a Harvard graduate. They were 

met wltli an explosion within. Mercer 
appeared. He assured Winter that Archie 
had returned. The colonel saw a vision 
flitting from the supposedly haunted 
house. It was Miss Janet Smith. Col. 
Winter to himself admitted that he loved 
Miss Smith. Mercer told Winter that 
Archie had overheard plans for a coup 
and had been kidnaped. One of Mercer's 
friends on returning tlie boy to his aunt 
had been arrested for speeding and when 
he returned from the police station to his 
auto the lad was gone. Mercer confessed 
lie was forcibly detaining Keatcham. 
Mercer told his' life story, relating how 
Keatcham and his scoundrel secretary, 
Atkins, had ruined him, the blow killing 
his wife. Mercer was holding him prison- 
er in order that he could not get control 
of a railroad which was the pet project of 
the father of Ids college friend. Endicott 
Tracy. Aunt Rebecca saw Archie in a 
cab with two men. Then he vanished. 
She followed in an auto into the Chinese 
district and by the use of a mysterious 
Chinese jade ornament she secured a 

promise from an Influential Chinaman 
that the boy would be returned. Archie 
returned and told his story, Atkins, for- 
mer secretary to Keatcham. being his 
second kidnaper. Col. Winter and Tracy 
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found Keatcham, apparently stabbed to 
death. Keatcham was not dead, how- 
ever. Cary Mercer appeared on the scene, 
Winter believing his actions suspicious 
and observing blood on his cuffs and 
trousers. 

CHAPTER XIV.—Continued. 
Casa Fuerte, San Francisco, Cal, 

Wednesday.—Dear Husband: This 

heading may surprise you. But we are 

making a visit to Mr. Anthony Arnold 

(the Arnold's son) in his beautiful 
house in the suburbs of the city. It 
was far more convenient for me at 
the Palace where I found Mrs. Wig- 
glesworth most attentive and congen- 

ial and found some great bargains; but 

you know I can not be false to my 

Trust. To watch Aunt Rebecca Win- 
ter (without seeming to watch, of 

course, for the aged always resent the 
care which they need) is my chief 

object in this trip; therefore when Mr. 
Arnold (whose father she knows, but 
the old gentleman is traveling in Eu- 

rope with his married daughter and 
her family) when the young Arnold 

urged us all to come and spend a 

couple of weeks with him, I could not 

very well refuse. Though a stranger 
to me, he is not to auntie or Bertie. 
The house is his own, left him by his 

molher, who died not very long ago. 
At first, I remained at the Palace with 
Bertie and Archie; Bertie seemed so 

disturbed at the idea of my going and 
Aunt Rebecca was very liberal, in- 

sisting that I was just as much her 

guest as before, it was only she who 
was running away; and the end of it 
was (she has such a compelling per 

sonality, you know) that she went 
with Randall and J. S. to Casa Fuerte 
(Strong House—and you would call 
it well-named could you see It; it is a 

massive structure!) while we others 
remained until Sunday. On account 
of what I have hinted in regard to the 
designs of a certain lady I was not 
sorry to have Bertie under another 
roof. He has a fortune of his owr., 

you know, and a reputation as well. 
Wealth and position at one blow cer- 

tainly would anneal to her. an obscure 
dependent probably of no family (it is 
not a romantic name), and Bertie is 

very well-bred and rather handsome 
with his black eyebrows and gray hair 
and aquiline nose. I have been very, 
very worried, but I feel relieved as to 
that. Melville, she is flying at higher 
game. In this house is a multimillion- 
aire, in fact the fourth richest man 

in the United States, Edwin S. Keatch- 
ain. He is ill—probably with appendi- 
citis, which seems to be the common 

lot. I asked the doctor—of course, 

very delicately—and he said: “Well, 
not exactly, but—” and smiled very 

confidentially, and begged me not to 
mention Mr. Keatcham’s illness or 

even that he was in the house. “You 
know,’’ he said, “that when these great 
financiers sneeze, the stock-market 
shakes; so absolute secrecy, please, 
my dear madam.” Don’t mention it to 
a soul, will you? Of course I haven’t 
seen the invalid; but I’ve seen his 
valet, who is very English; and I have 
seen his nurse. Who do you suppose 
she is? Janet Smith! Yes; you know 
she has been a trained nurse. Was 
there ever a more artful creature! But 
Mr. K. is none of my affairs; he will 
have to save himself or be lost. Once 
she is his wife we are safe from that 
designing woman. I am quite willing 
to admit his danger and her fascina- 
tion. Now, Melville, for once admit 
that I can be just to a woman whom I 
dislike. 

This house is sumptuous; I’ve a love- 
ly bathroom and a beautiful huge 
closet with a window. It must have 
cost a mint of money. I have been 
told that Arnold pere made a present 
of it to his wife; he let the architect 
and her draw all the plans of it, but 
he insisted on attending to the con- 

struction himself; he said he was not 
going to have any contract work or 

“scamping,” such as I am reliably in- 
formed has been common in these tow- 
ering new buildings in San Francisco; 
he picked out all the materials him- 
self and inspected the inspector. It 
has what they call “reinforced con- 
crete” and all the beams, etc., are 

steel and the lower story is enormous- 

ly thick as to walls, in the genuine 
Mission style. He said he built for 
earthquakes. The house is all in the 
Spanish hidalgo fashion. I wish you 
could gee the bas-reliefs and the 

carved furniture with cane seats of the 
seventeenth century, all genuine; and 
the stamped leather and the iron grille 
work—rejas they call it—all copied 
from famous Spanish models from To- 

ledo; you know the ancient Spaniards 
were renowned for their rejas. The 

pictures are fine—all Spanish; I don’t 
know half the names of the artists, 
but they are all old and imposing and 
some of them wonderfully preserved. 
The electric lights are all in the shape 
of lanterns. The patio, as they call 
the court around which the house is 
built, reminded me of the court in Mrs. 
Gardiner’s palace in Boston, only it was 

not sO crowded with objects and the 

pillars are much thicker and the trop- 
ical plants and vines more luxuriant 
—on account of the climate, I suppose. 
It is all certainly very beautiful. 

There is a great arched gateway for 
carriages—which reminds me, do be 
sure to send the horses into the coun- 

try to rest., one at a time; and have 
Erastus clean the stable properly 
while they are gone. You can keep 
one horse for golf; but don’t use the 
brougham ever; and why not send the 
surrey to be done over while I am 

gone? Is the piazza painted yet? 
How does the new cook do? Insist 
upon her cooking you nourishing food. 
You might have the Bridge club of an 

evening—there are only the four of 
you—and she might, with Emily's 
help, get you a nice repast of lobster 
a la Newburg, sandwiches and chicken 
salad; but be sure you don’t touch the 
lobster! You know what happened 
the last time; and I shan’t be there to 

put on mustard-plasters and give you 
Hunyadi water. If Erastus needs any 
more chamois skins Emily knows 
where they are, but admonish him to 
be ca»eful with them; I never saw 

mortal man go through chamois skins 
the way he can; sometimes I think he 
gives them to the horses to eat! 
Good-by. Your aff. wife, 

M. 
• 

CHAPTER XV. 
“The Light That Nevfjr Was.” 

The changes which Mrs. Melville 
naa accepted so pniiosopmcauy, tne 

metamorphosis of the tragic and lone- 
ly house of mystery into a luxurious 
country villa, the tinging open of the 
shutters, the marshaling of servants, 
the turning, one may say, of the lime- 
light on a rich man’s ordinary life— 
all this had occurred as swiftly and 
with as little warning as a scene shifts 
on the stage. 

Mrs. Rebecca Winter may have the 
credit for this bouleversement of 
plans. By an astonishingly early hour 
the next morning she was awake and 
downstairs, where Kito and Tracy 
were making coffee, toasting bread 
and admiring the oatmeal which had 
cooked, while they slept, in the Fire- 
less Stove. Tracy had planned a sur- 

prise of brown bread, but through no 

fault of the Fireless, owing solely to 
his omitting what he called “the pick- 
me-up,” commonly known as soda— 
an accident, as he truly said, which 
might happen to any lady—the bread 
was “rather too adhesive.” The break- 
fast, notwithstanding, was a cheerful 
one, because Miss Smith reported the 
patient a shade better. She looked 
smiling, although rather heavy-eyed. 
Mercer and the colonel had taken 
turns sitting in the adjoining room to 

bring her ice or hot water or be of 
service outside. 

The colonel had suggested calling 
a doctor, but Aunt Rebecca had de- 
murred: “Janet can do everything; it 
is just a question of his heart; and 
she has digitalis and nitroglycerin and 
strychnine, the whole outfit of whips. 
She has dressed the wound with anti- 

septics. To-morrow will be soon 

enough for the medical talent.” It 
was she, however, who, as soon as 

DreaKiast was over, iook nrsi iviercei 

and Tracy, then the colonel, apart and 

proposed calling up Keatcham’s apn- 

fldential associates on the long dis- 
tance telephone. “Strike, but hear 

me, nephew,” she said, languidly, smil- 

ing at his bewilderment. "Our only 
chance now is to exhaust trumps. Yes- 

terday the game was won. Keatcham 
had surrendered, he had his partners 
in the deal to make no fight on Tracy’s 
election; they could get what they 
wanted without the Midland; he ad- 
vised them to cover their shorts and 
get ready for a bull market—” 

“How did he do all that when he had 
lost his private code book?” 

“How would you do it? You would 
use the long distance telephone. We 

caught them at Seattle, where his men 

had gone for the meeting. I don’t un- 

derstand why they needed me to sug- 
gest that. There the poor man was, 
as your Harvard stove agent calls, 
rubbering about the library, trying to 
find ’The Fortunes of Nigel’ in the 
edition Darley had illustrated; of 
course, it wasn’t there. He had lost 
it just before he came to the Palace, 
he thought. It seems his old cipher 
needs a particular book, that kind. No 
doubt in my mind that your theory is 
right and that Atkins stole it and 
perhaps thought he stole the key, but 
didn’t get it. He took a memorandum 
of ciphers which looked like a key. 
There Keatcham was, with millions 
hanging on his wires and his modem 
substitute for the medieval signet- 
ring that would enforce the message 
quite lost. What to do? Why, there 
was nothing to do but get another 
cipher! They made up a temporary 
one, right in that library, yesterday 
afternoon.” 

“But how could Mercer be sure 

Keatcham would not play a trick on 
him? Did he hear the conversation?” 

“Certainly not. He took Keatcham’s 
word. Whatever his faults, Keatcham 
has always kept his word. Mercer was 

sure he would keep it He went out 
of the room. He was in the library 
when Keatcham was stabbed.” 

The colonel drew a long, difficult 

m__ 
Mercer Sent Three or Four Telegrams a Day to Seattle and New York. 

breath. “Then you don't believe Mer- 
cer did it?” 

“I'm sure he didn’t. He didn’t hurt 
him. Why should he kill him after 
he had surrendered? He had nothing 
to gain and considerable to risk, if 
not to lose. We want that bull mar- 

ket.” 
“But who did, then? Atkins? But 

he is trying to rescue him.” 
“Is he? How do we know? The 

rescue was only our supposition. I’m 

only certain none of our crowd did it." 
“Kito?” 
“No, Kito keeps absolutely within 

his orders; he knew how things stood 
when he went away. Mercer saw him 

go. He couldn’t get in, either; he had 
to signal to be let in. They were as 

careful as that. Now, assuming they 
are all innocent, isn’t it the best plan 
to telephone to Seattle to Keatcham’s 
next friend there?” 

“He hasn't any family, has he? His 
wife died and there were no children, 
I think.” 

“No, and if he ever had any brothers 
or sisters they died when they were 

little; his business associates are the 

only people Cary knows about; He is 
anxious to have word sent at once, be- 
cause there are important things to do 
in Keatcham’s own interest; he came 

to California and he has employed 
Cary in a big Portland cement invest- 
ment; Cary has been working all the 
time on it for him—I beg your par- 
don—” for the colonel had raised his 
hand with a little gasp. 

“Do you mean,” said he, “that Mer- 
cer has been acting as Keatcham’s 
agent, working in his interest all the 
time he was holding him a prisoner 
and ready to kill him rather than let 
him go?” 

“Why not? Cary is a man of honor. 
This cement deal is a perfectly fair 
one which will give a fair price to the 

present owners and make a great busi- 
ness proposition. There are other 
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need the man at the wheel. Now, I 
have talked with Cary and Endicott 
Tracy and my plan Is to call up 
Warnebold, his next friend, who knows 
his voice and knows he is a trusty 
man (for Mercer has done some in- 

quiries for him and saved him once 

from buying a water-logged steel 

plant) to call him up and—tell him the 
truth. We can say Mr. Keatcham was 

mysteriously stabbed; we can ask 
what is best to do. By that time we 

can report that we have the best med- 
ical assistance—young Arnold will get 
his family physician, who can be 
trusted. Warnebold will instruct Mer- 

cer, I reckon, to keep the fact of the 
assault a secret, not even mention 
that Mr. Keatcham is ill; and very 

likely he or some one else will come 

straight on here. Meanwhile, young 
Arnold can open the house, hire some 

servants who won’t talk—I can get 
them for him; we all say nothing of 
the magnate’s presence. And the bull 
market will come all right.” 

After a little reflection the colonel 

agreed that the bold course was the 
safest. Thus it came about, with 

amazing rapidity, that the haunted 
house was opened; that sleek, smiling 
Chinamen whisked brooms and clean- 

ing cloths at open windows; and Haley 
and Kito frankly told any curious in- 

quirers who hailed them over the lawn 
and the flower-beds that young JUr. 
Arnold was coming home and going to 
have a house-party of friends. The 
servants had been carefully selected 

by Mrs. Winter’s powerful Chinese 
friend; they had no dread of white 
Bpooks, however they might cringe 
before yellow ones. Mrs. Winter and 
Randall left their hotel, after all the 
appropriate ceremonies, amid the lav- 
ish bows and smiles of liberally paid 
bellboys and porters. They gave oiit 
that they were to visit friends; and. 
the colonel, who remained, was to take 
charge of their mail: hence, with no 

appearance of secrecy, the trail took 
to water and was lost, since the motor 
car which carried them was supplied 
by Birdsall and driven by a safe man 

of his own. 

Regarding the detective, Rupert 
Winter had what he called “a stiff 
think;” he could not afford even the 
remote risk of his going with the pic- 
turesque assortment of information 
which he had obtained about Casa 
Fuerte and Mercer, into Atkins’ em- 

ploy; therefore he hired him, still, 
himself. He made a partial but ab- 
solutely truthful statement of the 
case; he said frankly: ‘Birdsall, I'm 
going to treat you fair, for I'm not go- 

ing to tell you all I know, because— 
well, for one thing, I don’t feel sure 
how much I do know myself. But all 
I’m going to ask of you is to watch the 
house, day and night, without seeming 
to watch it. You will oblige Mr. 
Keatcham as well as me. There is a 

big game going on, but it isn't what 
you thought. Mr. Keatcham’s best' 
helpers are right in that house. Mer- 
cer and I and young Fireless and 
Arnold are doing our best to guard 
him, not hurt him. Now. there is big 
money for you if you will watch out 
for us.” 

Birdsall reflected a moment before 
he did answer, screwing up his face: 
“I don't like these jobs in the dark; 
but I like you, colonel, and it’s a go.” 

Keatcham’s valet was next sum- 

moned from his vacation and became, 
in Tracy’s phrase, ‘‘a dandy subnurse.” 

The Tracys' .amily physician came 

twice a day. He was known to be 
visiting one ol the guests who had 
fallen ill. Mercer sent three or four 
telegrams a day to Seattle and to New 
York, to Keatcham's associates. Sev- 
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importance >ve the telephone with 
the man who 1 as distributor of 
intelligence. Wa >old, himself, came 

on to San Frr .01 ■. from Seattle, and 
was received vith every courtesy. He 
questioned Kito, questioned Mercer, 
questioned the colonel. Tracy had 
effaced himself and was in Pasadena 
for a day or two. 

The colonel was the star witness (at 
least this was young Arnold’s verdict). 
His narrative was to the effect that 
he had gone out to see Mercer, who 
was a family connection; no, he was 

not alone, he had a young friend with 

him; confidentially, he would ad&iit 
that the friend was Mr. Tracy’s son; 

and, while he could not be sure, he 
had reason to suspect that he, “young 
Tracy,” had been conducting some 

delicate negotiations with Mr. Keatch- 
am. At this point the interlocutor 
nodded slightly; he was making the 
deductions expected and explaining to 
himself Keatcham’s astonishing com- 

munication over the telephone. So, he 
was surmising shrewdly, that was the 

clew; the old man had been making 
some sort of a deal with Tracy 
through the son; well, they were pro- 
tected, thanks to Keatcham’s orders. 

Likely as not they never would know 
all the reasons for this side-stepping. 

“I understand, then,” he said, as one 

who holds a clew but has no notion of 

letting it slip out of his own fingers, 
“you and young Tracy got here and 

you found Mr. Keatcham? How did 

you get in? Did Mr. Mercer let you 
In? How did it happen he didn’t dis- 

cover Mr. Keatcham instead of you, 
or did you come in on the side?” 

Mrs. Winter, who was in the room, 
had a diversion ready, but it was not 

needed; the colonel answered unhesi- 

tatingly, with a frank smile: “No, we 

came in ourselves; young Tracy had a 

key.” 
“Oh, he had, had he?” returned 

Wamebold, with a shrug 6f the shoul- 
ders. 

"He is a great friend of young 

Arnold's; they were at Harvard to- 

gether, belonged to the same soci- 
eties.” 
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"Yes, I understand; well—” 
The rest of the interview was clear 

sailing. Mrs. Winter’s presence was 

explained in her very own words. “Of 
course I was put out a good deal at 
first,” added the colonel, “by the wom- 

en getting mixed up in it; but Miss 
Smith undoubtedly saved Mr. Keatch- 
am’s life. I never saw any one who 
seemed to think of so many things to 
do. Half a dozen times, that first 
night, he seemed to be fading away; 
but every time she brought him back. 
I was anxious to have a doctor called 
in; but Mercer seemed opposed to 
making a stir—” 

“He knew his business thoroughly,” 
interjected Keatcham’s confidant, “he 
undoubtedly had his instructions to 

keep Keatcham’s presence here a 

secret.” 
“He had,” said Mrs. Winter; "be- 

sides, Miss Smith is his sister-in-law’ 
and he knew that she could be trusted 
to do everything possible. And, really, 
it didn’t look as if anything could help 
him. I hardly believed that he could 
live an hour when I saw him.” 

“Nor I,” the colonel corroborated. 
Warnebold, plainly impressed by 

Mrs. Winter's grand air, assured them 
both that he felt that everything that 
could be done had been done; Miss 
Smith was quite wonderful; and he 
would admit (of course, confidential- 
ly) that Mr. Keatcham did have a 

heart trouble; Mr. Mercer had recalled 
one or two fainting fits; there was 

some congestion; and the doctor found 
a sad absence of reaction; he believed 
that there had been a—er—syncope of 
some sort before the stabbing; Mr. 
Keatcham himself, although he was 

still too weak to talk much, had no 

recollection of anything except a very 
great faintness. Mr. Mercer’s theory 
seemed to cover the ground. 

“Except as to who did the stabbing,” 
said the colonel. 

“Has Mr. Keatcham any bitter ene- 

mies?” asked Aunt Rebecca, thought- 
fully. 

“What man who has made a great 
fortune hasn’t?” demanded Warnebold 
with a saturnine wrinkle of the lips. 
“But our enemies don’t stab or shoot 
us, nowadays.” 

“They do out west,” said the colonel, 
genially; “we're crude.” 

“Are you in earnest?” 
“Entirely. I know a man, a mine 

superintendent, who got into a row' 

with his miners because he discharged 
a foreman, one of the union lights, for 
stealing ore. In consequence he got a 

big strike on his hands, found a dyna- 
mite bomb under his front piazza, and 

was shot at twice. The second time 
he was too quick for them; he shot 
back and killed one of them. He 
thought it was time to put a stop to 
so much excitement, so he sent for the 
second assassin—” 

“And had him arrested?” 
“Oh, dear, uo; he wasn’t in Massa- 

chusetts; I told you he wanted the 
thing stopped. No, he sent for him 
and told him that he had no special 
ill feeling toward him, but that the 
next time anything of the'kind hap- 
pened he had made arrangements to 

have not him, or any other thug who 
was doing the work, but the two men 

who were at the bottom of the whole 
business, killed within 24 hours. They 
took the hint and kind feeling now 

prevails.” 
Warnebold grunted; he declared it 

to be a beastly creepy situation; he 
said he never wanted to sit down with- 
out a wall against his back; and he 
intimated that the president of the 
United States was to blame for more 

than he realized. “I hope you have 
some one watching the house,” he 

fumed, “and that he—well, he doesn't 

belong to the police force." 

“No, he’s an honest mercenary,” 
said the colonel; “I’ll introduce him 
to you.” 

“And you haven't found any method 
of entering the house?” fumed the 
financier. 

“No,” said Aunt Rebecca. 

“Yes,” said the colonel. 

He laughed as they both whirled 
round on him. “You speak first, my 

dear aunt,” he proposed, politely; “I'll 

explain later.” 
Mrs. Winter said that a most care- 

ful examination had been made not 

only by Mercer and the colonel to- 

gether, but also by young Arnold. 

They found everything absolutely se- 

cure; all the windows were bolted and 
all the cellar gratings firm and impos- 
sible to open. 

“Now, you?” said Warnebold. 
“I only found out to-day,” apologized 

the colonel, “or I should have spoken 
of it. I got to thinking; and it oc- 

curred to me that in a house built, as 

I understood from Arnold, by a very 
original architect, there might be 
some queer features, such as secret 

passages. With that in my mind, I 
induced the young gentleman to hunt 

up the architect, as he lives in San 
Francisco. He not only showed us 

some very pretty secret passages 
about the house, but one that led into 
it. Shall I show it to you?” 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

COST OF BEING LATE 
-3*- 

Young Kentuckian Got Lesson in the 

Value of Promptness. 

A young Kentuckian has lost a big 
fortune by being 20 minutes late in 

keeping a business engagement. The 

cheerless old fellow with the scythe al- 

ways gets all that is coming to him. 

And there is many a bhd scar on our 

fortunes where he has had to prod us 

up to the mark. Time is cheap, and 

we are apt to think we can filch it as 

we will. But it is always ourselves we 

rob, not Time. There are few, if any,! 
rules of conduct more important and 

yet more lightly neglected than that of 

promptness in keeping appointments. 
Maybe you can waste your own time 

by being late in keeping engagements 
and feel that the loss, if any, is your 
own affair. But it is also the affair of 

the man you keep waiting. You waste 

his time, too. If your time is worth- 
less, maybe his is not. He may con- 

clude that his tlmq is worth more to 

him than you are. In many cases it 

may not matter much. But one never 

knows until afterward whether it mat- 

ters or not. And through false polite- 
ness we are usually assured that it 

does not matter, even when it does. 

Only the idle and careless, whose time 
is of the least value, can afford to 

waste it by looseness in keeping en- 

gagements. It may be hard to acquire 
the fixed habit of always being on 
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time, but it can be done, and it is 
worth while to do it. Great business 
men have this habit. Napoleon would 
not have been Napoleon but for his un- 

failtng promptness. Men of great af- 
fairs whose time is most completely 
taken up are usually on time. It is 
they who know best the value of time 
and the importance of saving it by 
being prompt.—Wilkesbarre Times. 

Delicate Way of Putting It. 
“I met a relative of Bill Jones thv 

other day, and he told me Bill had 
gone into business where he was mak- 
ing money so fast that he had to give 
it up and go into seclusion for a 

while.” 
“So he did.” 
“Is he at a sanitarium for his 

health?” 
“No; he's in the penitentiary for 

counterfeiting.” 

The New Policeman. 

“Upon what ground did you arrest 
this man?” the judge asked the new 

policeman. 
“On the ground of suspicion,” re- 

plied the policeman. 
"What was the evidence?” inquired 

his honor. 
“I suspected everybody, and this 

was the first one I met.”—New York 
Herald. 

NERVES OF LEARNED PEOPLE 
May Be Calmed by Silence, Solitude 

and Sleep, Saya One Writer. 

In an article on "Herves,” published 
In Harper’s Bazaar, the story is told 

of one of our noted scientists who went 

to Dresden to consult the famous spe- 
cialist for broken-down nerves. On 

hearing his symptoms the great phy- 
sician said, indifferently: 

“Ach, so? It is probable that you 
have—yes, all the gelehrten (learned) 
have neurasthenia naturally.” The 

remedy suggested was “Play golf and 

go to Egypt. You can get Munich 
beer in Cairo, though it is disgusting- 
ly expensive there.” 

Silence, solitude1 and sleep are the sov- 

ereign remedies suggested for jagged 
nerves. Slight daily doses of the three 

“S’s,” it id claimed, will prevent a 

nervous breakdown, and may be ob- 
tained by even the moBt busy peogje. 
But "All the learned have neuras- 

thenia” is at once a warning and a 

consolation to the brain worker. To 
“drive the machine” with skill and 
care is the problem of the successful 
American. 

The wrietr of this antiole urges that 
we ought to thank God that we be- 
long to the most nervous, restless, all- 
pervading race the world has seen 

r 

since the days of Julius Caesar. It is 
our “nerves” that make us what 
we are. 

He Meant Well. 
The soda-fountain clerk was en- 

gaged in vigorously shaking up a choc- 
olate-and-egg when suddenly the glass 
broke in his hands, and the ensuing 
deluge made him look like a human 
eclair. 
'The horrified customer leaned over 

the counter, trying to be sympathetic. 
Not knowing exactly what to say, he 

finally blurted out: 
“Oh!—er—too bad—did the glass 

break?” 
Dripping chocolate from head to 

foot, the clerk looked at him wither- 
ingly. 

“Did the glass break?” he roared. 
“Did the glass break, eh?” And then, 
with freezing sarcasm: “Oh! no— 

not at all, not at all. Tou just hap- 
pened to step in while 1 was taking 
my morning shower.” 

Claims Valuable Invention. 
Under the name of “lithoderm,” a 

Scotch chemist has invented a wash 
for stone that he claims will preserve 
its surface from the effects of mois- 
ture for an indefinite length of time, 

To Enjoy 
the full confidence of the Well-Informed 

of the World and the Commendation of 

the most eminent physicians it was essen- 

tial that the component parts of Syrup 
of Figs and Elixir of Senna should be 

known to and approved by them; there- 

fore, the California Fig Syrup Co. pub- 
lishes a full statement with every package. 
The perfect purity and'uniformity of pro- 

duct, which they demand in a laxative 

remedy of an ethical character, are assured 

by the Company’s original method of man- 

ufacture known to the Company only. 
The figs of California are used in the 

production of Syrup of Figs and Elixir of 

Senna to promote the pleasant taste, but 
the medicinal principles are obtained from 

plants known to act most beneficially. 
To get its beneficial effects always buy 

the genuine—manufactured by the Cali- 
fornia Fig Syrup Co. only, and for sale 

by all leading druggists. 

NOT A MATTER OF LOYALTY. 

Simple But Insuperable Reason Why 
Subject Could Not Kneel 

Before His King. 

One fancies that few types of men, 
onn rti Hmo H mp havp affnrripH 

royalty more amusement of a quiet 
sort than provincial mayors of Eng- 
land. From the. Foreland to Pen- 

zance,” by Clrve Holland, contains the 

story of a mayor of Weymouth who, 
during one of the visits of King 
George to the town, was destined to 

afford ‘‘comic relief” to a ceremony of 
some importance. 

The occasion was the presentation 
of an address of welcome to the king, 
and we are told that the mayor, on ap- 
proaching to present it, to the aston- 

ishment and dismay of all, instead of 

kneeling, as he had been told to do, 
seized the queen’s hand to shake it 
as he might that of any other lady. 

Col. Gwynne, the master of the cere- 

monies, hurriedly told him of the 
faux pas, saying: ‘‘You should have 
kneeled, sir.” 

‘‘Sir, I cannot,” was the reply. 
“Everybody does, sir,” hotly asserted 

the colonel. 
The mayor grew red, and evidently 

much upset, exclaimed: "Confound it, 
sir, but I’ve got a wooden leg!” 

History records that “a smile suf- 
fused the face of her majesty, and the 
king laughed outright."—Youth’s Com- 
panion. 

TENDER, BUT NOT LOVING. 

Waiter (to customer, who had com- 

plained that his st^ak is not tender 

enough)—Not tender enough! D'you 
expect it to kiss you! 

Same Thing? 
Mosie was a typhoid convalescent 

He had been in the hospital seven 

weeks, but in all that time no one 

had succeeded in winning even the 
faintest smile from the little fellow 

Perhaps the sorrows of Russia were 

still too vivid a memory. 
And then one day the nurse tickled 

him playfully under the chin. He 
looked up with a pitiful little smile. 

“Oh, so you are ticklish,’’ said the 

nurse, laughing. 
“No, ma’am,” he replied, the smile 

Instantly vanishing, “I'm Yiddish.”— 

Everybody's Magazine. 

The Captain’s Repartee. 
The captain of a trans-Atlantic liner, 

having become irritable as a result of 

some minor troubles in the ship's 
management and the unusually large 
number of ridiculous inquiries made 

by tourists, was heading for the 

“bridge" when a dapper young man 

halted him to inquire the cause of the 
commotion off the starboard side of 
the ship. Being on the port side, the 

captain politely replied, with some 

sarcasm, he was not certain, but 

thought it possible that a cat fish had 

Just had kittens.—What-to-Eat. 

OVER THE FENCE 

Neighbor Says Something. 

The front yard fence is a famous 
council place on pleasant days. Maybe 
to chat with some one along the street, 
or for friendly gossip with next door 

neighbor. Sometimes it is only small 
talk but other times neighbor has 

something really good to offer. 
An old resident of Baird, Texas, gai 

some mighty good advice this way 
once. 

He says: 
“Drinking coffee left me nearly dead 

with dyspepsia, kidney disease and 
bowel trouble, with constant pains in 
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weak I could scarcely walk. 
"One day I was chatting with one of 

my neighbors about my trouble and 
told her I believed coffee hurt me. 

Neighbor said she knew lots of people 
to whom coffee was poison and she 

pleaded with me to quit it and give 
Postum a trial. I did not take her 
advice right away but tried a change 
of climate, which did not do me any 
good. Then I dropped coffee and took 

up Postum. 
“My improvement began immediate- 

ly and I got better every day I used 
Postum. 

"My bowels became Tegular in two 

weeks, all my pains were gone. Now l 
am well and strong and can eat any- 

thing I want to without distress. All 
of this is due to my having quit cof- 

fee, and to the use of Postum regu- 
larly. 

"My son who was troubled with indi- 

gestion thought that if Postum helped 
me so, it might help him. / It did, too, 
and he is now well and Strong again. 

“We like Postum as well as we ever 

liked the coffee and use it altogether 
in my family in place of .coffee and all 

keep well.’* “There’s a Reason.” Read 
“The Road to WellvilleJ" in Pkgs. 

Ever read the above .letter? A net* * 

oae appear* from time to time. They 
are seaulne, true, aad) Cull of humaa 
latereat. 
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