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"l suppose," he said, ingratiatingly 
"you often get spoken to by men?'1 

"Yes," she replied, "and by monk 
eys. But to-night there don't seem to 
be any men about!" 

Position Had Drawbacks. 
Poet (to his practical friend)—Is 

there anything more beautiful than to 
see those magnificent swans float 
upon the lake's silver surface? How 
I would love to be like them!" 

"What! Go around with one's 
stomach on that cold water all the 
day? Not for me, thank you." 
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Food 
Products 

LSbby's Cooked 
Corned Beef 

There's a marked distinc-
t i o n between Ubby's 
O o o k e d  O o r n e d  
Beet and even ;the best 
that's sold in bulk. 

Evenly and mildly cured 
and scientifically cooked in 
Ubby'a Oromt White 
Kttohen, all the natural 
flavor of the fresh, prime 

.beef is retained. It is pure 
wholesome, delicious and 
ready to serve at meal time, 
Saves work and worry in 
summer. 

Other Libby "Healthful" 
Meal-Time-Hints, all ready 
to serve, are: 

Peerless Dried Beef 
Vienna Sausage 

Veal Loaf 
Evaporated Mttk 

Baked Beanm 
Ohow Ohow 

Mixed PtoMoe 

"Purity goes hand in hand 
with Products of the Libby 
brand". 

Write for free Booklet,— 
" H o w  t o  m a k e  G o o d  
Things to Eat". 

Insist o  n  
U b b y ' s  a t  
your grocers. 

Libby, *cNeHI 
&. Ubby 

Ohio mgo 
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\ Enjoy the1,1 

4 delicious I, 
juice of fresh 
I 44 crushed « 
I w 'r" * a • 
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leaves. 
sweet 
4' diOestion,i 
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Famous English Detective 
Tries to Catch the French 

Gentleman Criminal l •' •= " 

Ars&ne Lupin is bold. He announces 
beforehand in the papers what his next 
move is going to be. His atony begins in 
the August number of 

Short Stories 
The first instalment is "No. 614— 

Seriep 23." It is a stay that will hold your: 
infant The French.Police finally give up' 
In their attempt to trip the wfly Lupin 
and send to England ior>He?k>ck Sholmes. 
Then follows a battle of wits. -The clever 
French rogue against' tte keen lessoning 
English detective. £ '% 

Send us $1.50 fear a year's subscription 
to "Short Stories'' and follow the fascinat-

¥ Short flteries Cospwr laid. 
IU~ 

a 
Woman's Heart 

By Sidney Warwick. 
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CHAPTER XXXI.—(Continued.) 
"Thank yon very much, Mr. Hume," 

said Hilda, in low, not quite steady 
tones, with a warmth she had not 
shown him since his implied accusa
tion of Jack Lathom weeks ago. The 
girl's voice suddenly faltered and 
broke; she turned to hide the uncon
trollable emotion that had swept over 
her and walked quickly away, leaving 
her brother and Mr. Hume together 
as the inspector from Fellsgarth po
lice station came up. 

"I hope you will pardon my inter
rupting you, gentlemen," the inspect
or said, with a salute, "but I have just 
come from your house, Mr. Hume. I 
heard you had returned home, and I 
drove over expressly to see you this 
afternoon. No need for,you to run 
away, sir," he added, parenthetically, 
to the rector. "The fact is, Mr. Hume, 
I want to ask you " 

The inspector paused abruptly; the 
faint sound of a small object shivering 
to atoms on the pavement arrested 
his words. 

Mr. Hume had been smoking a 
cigarette through a mouthpiece; his 
teeth had suddenly closed with a snap 
on the amber, biting through it; the 
broken holder fell to the ground. Bon-
holt Hume's face, drawn with a dis
composure that at first he was beyond 
power of controlling, had gone blood
less to the lips; his eyes were staring, 
as if fascinated by it, at something 
that the inspector had, whilst speak
ing, taken froth his pocket. 

It was the revolver that the iron 
teeth Of the drags had brought up 
from the bed of the river. 

At the sound of the tinkling crash 
the inspector glanced up from the re
volver he was handling to Mr. Hume, 
and probably attributed the startled 
expression on the elderly man's face 
to the accident. But, if so, the rector 
knew better. Stephen Ruthen had 
seen the strange look of fear flash into 
Bonholt's face, driving out every 
.vestige of color, at the instant the po
lice officer produced the weapon—fear 
unmistakably caused by the sight of 
the revolver which the rector at least 
knew for the weapon that had carried 
death to Philip Hume—and the vague 
suspicions that Stephen Ruthen had 
tried to fight against were back with 
a rush in his mind, immeasurably 
deepened. 

"Now that's unfortunate, Mr. 
Hume," said the inspector, in respect
ful condolence, looking at the splinter
ed fragments of amber; and Bonho!t 
Hume,' pulling himself together with 
an effort from the momentary agita
tion that from some cause seemed to 
have swept over him, stooped down 
with a forced laugh. 

"Yes; I don't know how I managed 
to do it. That's the worst of a brittle 
thing like amber." 

"And too badly broken to be mend
ed, I'm afraid. But this revolver—I 
wanted to ask you if you recognize it, 
sir," said the inspector, holding out 
the weapon toward him 

Mr. Hume seemed to shrink back 
from it, as though averse from even 
touching it. 

"I—I What should I know of 
it?" His tones were shaking and 
strained, utterly unlike his natural 
voice. 

"It was dragged from the river yes
terday, Mr. Hume. We have had in
formation that it belonged to you. 
Ana your servant, Matthew Bland, 
told me " 

"Matthew Bland! What did he tell 
you?" There seemed to be a feverish 
excitement behind the startled ques
tion that,' as if involuntarily, broke 
from Mr. Hume. 

The inspector looked surprised at 
the speaker's manner. 

"Oh," he declared unhesitatingly that 
the revolver was yours. It was found 
in the river yesterday; it was loaded 
in five chambers; one chamber had 
been discharged. Not only does' ,the 
bullet that killed Mr. Pfiilip Hume 
correspond with the bullets in the oth
er, five cartridges, but it looks uhcom-
monly suspicious, the weapon having 
been found in the river." 

"But you don't mean-!—" Bonholt 
Hume checked himself suddenly; the 
pallor of his face was marked, and 
there was a nervous vehemence in his 
words. "Even if the revolver were 
mine—and that's impossible — what 
could it have to do with Philip Hume's 
death? ' It's ridiculous, utterly ridicu
lous! It has already been shown that 
it was Lathom's revolver that killed 
my nephew—the revolver he was 
proved to have carried that night— 
why, you compared a bullet from the 
cartridges it took with the bullet tak
en from the dead man. And since you 
know it was lathom's revolver fhat 

"But that's what weH dpn!t knbw," 
said the'' inspector, dryly! He could 
not qjtite understand Mr*. Hume's ex
cited ;veh?^encfe, and Ms ,prfife|aipnal 
dignity was a little piqued. '"The find
ing of this revolver has a suspicious 
look, and may put a different complex-

.6, whole case. One chamber 
the owners of costly 

t'tliii dont as a rule drop; 
them into a river without a very good 

have thought they recognised it as 
being your nrtdrw. Then you say 
that it Is not yours, Mr. Hume?" 

Bonholt Hume's lips were still 'C<ri> 

"SSJ. ' _ ' 

brless, but he tried to speak with a 
careless lightness. To Stephen Ruth
en, standing by without a word 
watching the man, and with that sus
picion deepening, deepening, moment 
by moment, the effort seemed very 
palpable. And why had he virtually 
repeated his accusation against La
thom? Not five minutes ago the man 
had said that he had come to the 
conclusion that his judgment had 
been hasty. 

"Come, inspector, I hope you don't 
wish to suggest that I hid this weap
on where you say it was found—had 
cause for wanting to dispose of it?" 
And Mr. Hume laughed, as if to dem
onstrate that he felt quite at his ease. 
"If it is mine—as I said, I don't see 
how it can be—I shall be very much 
surprised. Though I certainly have a 
revolver not unlike this, the only re
volver I ever possessed " 

"And this revolver you speak of is 
still in your possession?" said the in
spector. "When did you see it last?" 

"Ah, I can scarcely say offhand." 
In spite of his first apparent reluc
tance, Mr. Hume had taken the re
volver and appeared to be examining 
it carefully. "Now I look at it more 
closely it certainly does look rather 
like mine; only how could mine pos
sibly have got to the -bottom of the 
river? I don't think I have seen my 
revolver for quite six months, when I 
put it away in a drawer " 

"Are you not mistaken in thinking 
it is six months, if, as you say, you 
have only one revolver?" broke in the 
rector, speaking for the first time. 
"It is not more than three months 
ago—it was, in fact, just before Philip 
Hume's death—that you took part in 
a shooting contest at the club in 
Fellsgarth. I believe?" 

A muscle in Bonholt Hume's fore
head was twitching; be dirl not look 
at either of the two men, and his 
mouth and lips seemed parched. 

"Yes, yes, of course. I—I had for
gotten that. The 'Winans contest.,' to 
be sure! Yes, I used my revolver 
then. But still I think it could not 
have been this—for who could have 
stolen it and flung it into the river?" 

"I should have thought a gentle
man would have known definitely 
whether it was his property or not— 
especially something so put of the 
common as this," said the inspector, 
dryly. "Perhaps you won't object, sir, 
when you so back home, to ascertain 
if your revolver is still in the drawer 
where you placed it?" 

"Oh, by all means." acquiesced Mr. 
Hume. "If you like, inspector, we'll 
go there at once. Of course, I am as 
anxious as ycu to throw any light I 
can on the affair—anything that can 
clear up this mystery of my dear 
nephew's death and bring the scoun
drel to justice." 

Mr. Hume and the inspector drove 
back to the hall. in the latter's dog 
cart. Stephen Ruthen walked away 
in thought, haunted by the mental 
picture of a man suddenly arrested 
by a paralysis of terror. 

Even without the vivid recollection 
of a man he had caught prying into a 
drawer that had been locked, Stephen 
would have been convinced that the 
revolver was Bonholt Hume's—and 
that Hume had known' it from the 
first, in spite of his denial. Why had 
the man been so startled at the sight 
of the thing? Would a man who had 
nothing to fear, who had never seen 
the revolver before, have displayed 
such vehemence in denying the own
ership of it? 

In that strange drama of tangled 
mystery and horror—that drama 
which was being played as it were on 
a darkened stage—one figure, hither
to moving dimly in the background 
like a mere'super in a play, had in 
his thoughts suddenly been thrust 
into a prominent sinister role. Sus-
picions/Were%triking deeper and 
deeper roots in* his mind; Hume's 
very assertion that he had aided Jack 
Lathom to escape, when on the previ
ous day thepplice had traced the 
fugitive's whereabouts, helped to 
foster their growth. A guilty man 
w;ho believed-that he bad covered his 
own traces inight have enough con
science left tb ,jrish to help an inno
cent man who was his scapegoat. 

If, as he said, be had given'Lathom 
warning of danger, certainly it waB 
he whq had first set the ball of sus
picion railing. Long before the crime 
was discovered, and subsequently on 
the day when the dead man liad been 
brought home to the great house to 
which his death had made Bonholt 
Hume the heir—the heir ijrhd had 
manifested so strange a repugnance 
to looking on the dead face' of the 
man he professed to have loved in 
life almost like, a son—this laift of the 
Hwges 'had spogen in vehement im-
pUgfl acciiteatioit^of Lathom. J| . 
' (TOis attepnoo^ Hume had gfyen it as 

II^JreaBop for fjkrning the suspected 
man that he had revised pis first 
judgment; and yet within a ftw min
utes, under the influence that 
swiftli 
eling ine a« 
to t&*J«lc«W(i! 
point: Did his.man servant 

in lev-
bom 

other 
iottura 

ything? 
Why had Hnme started at the refer
ence of Matthew Bland? ^ a 

On an impulse scarcely to be de
fined the rector turned hla stepsto-

ifif 

ward the grim stone that stood sentl< 
nel by the Cross Ways, where an evil 
life had come to an evil end. 

How often Stephen Ruthen had re-
traversed that road in his thoughts, 
waking and sleeping! It was a bright 
spring day; the hedgerows were 
green, the trees almost In full leaf; 
but this man never thought of the 
place now except as he had seen it on 
that, wild, snowy night when this 
monolith had flung its deep shadow, 
like a pointing finger, across the 
white, wintry roadway at a figure ly
ing there with the last darkness seal
ing its eyes—a figure in whose stiff
ened clutch was a playing-card, a blot 
of crimson against the white paste
board and the winter snow—a "mark
ed" ace of hearts, that was like the 
undecipherable key to a riddle no 
man could reed. And even now. on 
this spring day, with the birds twit
tering cheerfully on hedgerow and 
bough, the horror of the place—the 
atmosphere of dread that seems 
strangely to linger like a tangible, in
visible presence about the scene of 
an evil deed—struck upon Stephen 
Ruthen like a child in the broad sun
light. 

Down one of the roads that radiat
ed from the sentinel stone stood the 
small house, shuttered and empty 
now, that in Philip Hume's lifetime 
had been occupied by Bonholt and his 
man, Matthew Bland; the only other 
house in sight was the great rambling 
old place, shut in by wide grounds and 
trees, where the man who was dead 
had lived. 

Stephen had only once been within 
those walls since Bonholt had become 
its master; he had noticed then the 
blank space on the wall where hung 
the portrait that the new tenant hai 
caused to be removed. 

The rector thought of it now as he 
passed the Hall—another seed of 
suspicion to germinate among that 
swift growth of suspicion filling his 
mind. Bonholt Hume professed to 
have regarded the man who was dead 
almost as a son; but he had shrunk 
from looking on the white, still face— 
had shrunk from being confronted by 
that pictured face from the wall. 

More than ever it was his duty to 
inform the police what he could tell 
them about the revolver—that belated 
confession which should have been 
made long ago, which yesterday he 
had at last determined to make as 
soon as he had seen Olive and ac
quainted her of his intention; 

He had kept silent so long for the 
sake of the woman he had once 
loved; he would keep silent a little 
longer till he had seen her, warned 
her, questioned her. He would find 
out Anthony Strangways' address to
day and write to him at once, de
manding information respecting Olive 
Vanstone. No time should be lost. 
And Strangways must tell him.. Un
til his confession had been made he 
would not know a moment's peace. 

As he was walking along the sound 
Of wheels made him turn. 

It was the chief inspector of police 
driving away from the Hall. The 
rector paused, and as the man ap
proached him he put a question: 

"Perhaps I have no right to ask, in
spector—but has Mr. Hume made up 
his mind whether it is his revolver or 
not?"' 

"Yes, it's his revolver; Mr. Hume 
admits now that it must be his," said 
the inspector, in a non-committal 
tone. 

But even before that first shaking 
denial of Bonholt Hume's the rector 
had known that the revolver was his 
—the revolver that in some inexplica
ble way Hume had learned was in his, 
Stephen Ruthen's, possession. 

He walked back to the rectory. He 
found Hilda in a restlessly excited 
mood after the news of Jack Lathom. 
The white, troubled face struck at 
him like a reproach. 

(To Be Continued.) 

Shortcake. 
The strawberry shortcake, I love it, 

I love it! I prize it more dearly than 
ongue dare to tell! No sherbet or pud-
ling or pie is above It; there's nothing 
.n pastry I like half so well. Just give 
ae a section as large as a platter, 
Kith, freshly crushed berries spread 
sver the lot, and I am contented and 
happy, no matter what ailment or 
trouble or sorrows I've got. Ho, bring 
on the shortcake, the strawberry 
ihortcake, and always and ever I'm 
Iack-on-the-Bpot!—Los. Angeles Ex
press. 

TOILET ANTISEPTM 
; -r - NOTHING LIKE IT TON—— 

DR. J. H. RINDLAUB (Specialist), 
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat. 

Fargo, N. D. 

Let us not seek to alter our destiny, 
iut let us try to make the best of our 
sircumstances.—C. H. Spurgeon. 

Imitations are all bought by careless 
folk. Yet one glance shows you the 
jpear of real Wrigley's Spearmint. 

One trouble with the habitually 
crooked man is that be never knows 
which way he is turning. 

Din, Wlnelow's Soothing? Syrnp. 
'or children tccthlnii, softens the prtirur., reduced in* 
lamination, allays pula, curcu vlad coiiu. 23ca bottle. 

fup TEVTU ocdmi 
I VlEa I •• I n in cleansing, wlMtaflg •! 
Removing tutu from the teeth, bendes < 
all germs of decay and disease which 
tooth pteparmioos cannot do. 
VUp UAimi Paxtine used aaa• 
Int MUUIn wash disinfects thai 
and throat, purifies die breath, and kills I 
which collect in the mouth, causing m 
bad teeth, bad breath, grippe, and much i 

TilF FVK when inflamed, tiled. mUm 
I fit b I bw and- bum, may be 
lelieved and strengthened by Paxtine, 
ft ATABBU Pwtine will destroy foam 
VAI All fill that cause calash, W m* 
Bammation and stop the discharge, k mmmmm 
remedy for aterine catarrh. 

| Paxtine is a harmless yet powerful 
> *erniicide,disinfectant and deodorizer. 
i Used in bathing it destroys odors and 
; leaves the body sntuepiically clean. 
! FOR 8ALE AT DRUG STORES,SOc. 

OK POSTPAID BY MAIL. 

LARGE SAMPLE FREE! 
; THE PAXTOPi TOILET CO.. BOBTOH. 

The battle without goes as goes the 
battle within. 

What flavor lasts? The real mint flavor 
m Wrigley's Spearmint. 

Only a putty life is afraid of being 
worn out. 

Guar#1* 

Bad Taste 
in your mouth removed wfaiki 
you wait—that's true. A Q»> 
caret taken when the toogne it 
thick-coated with the nasty 
squeamish feeling in stomach, 
brings relief. It's easy, natural 
way to help nature help you. «* 

CASCARETS—IOC box—week's tre»-
nicnt. All druggists. Biggest setter 
in the world. Million boxes a i 

WRIGLEY'S w 

I V  R , G <  £ Y  ' S  2SPEA RM INT 

DAISY FLY KILLER attnrtrSluS 
all fltea. 

notuptl) »r es 
over, will snt.nl oriniuDOMCTtMnc. 
BnMMtiM iSw tlvo. UWMhH 
nrm»|iiw«H|W 'JOe. HMMlMMh liskui lmHl»,lwl 

SICK HEADACHE 
CARTERS 

ITTIE 

Positively cured by ! 
these Little Pills, j 
Tliey also relieve Dis- j 

tress from Dyspepsia, In- | 

P
I diffoatioiiauU Too Hearty j 
I If 1" H Eating. A pevfect rem-
|| | n <'<ly for Dizziness, Kan* 
I LL9a sea. Drowsiness, Bad 

Taste in the Month, Coat
ed Tonprue, Pain In the 
Side, TOF.riD LIVER. 

I tbey regulate tha Bowels. Purely Vegetable. 

' SMALL PILL. SMALL DQSE. SMALL PRICE. 

Saves Time—Saves Money 
NO STROPPING NO HONING 

KNOWN THE WORLD CVE* 

CARTERS 
ITTLE 
IVER 
PILLS. 

Genuine Must Bear 
Fac-Simiie Signature 

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES. 

Dr. McINTOSHfelflbntoa 

instrument dealers iluiKffiBtB in i'nited Catalog, price Put and i«trtiealat»Mi*StaS 
— o n  a p p l i c a t i o n .  

THE HASTINGS & McINTOSH TKBHS OT, 
U12 Walnut St., Philadelphia, Pa., 
manufacturers of trusses and 
solo makers of the ijemitoe 
stamped "Mcintosh" Supporter. 

Barkers 1 

HAIR BALSAM Cleao«e# tad feeaalilUa b Promote! a feruxinnl anife. Never Pails to Bate* dm Hoir to ita YoothJfal CMmSt Cores ftcalp disaue** batrHta, SOc, »nd 41.00 a Drsnfcla ~ 

WRia LEY'S! 
LAND — IRBIG ATKn — LAND. Pefpetua: 

water right: lino wator; productive soil: crop 
1;M-,rps unknown; 50 bn. wheat pnracre; to A tons 
alfalfa; healthful climate; free timber; easr icrms: ItrlNs now. UNWOOU LANU CO., Iloek Springs, Wjuming. 

II afflicted with \ ThnmnennV* < 
N. D. N. (J., NO. 30-1909. sore eyes, use 

A CUSTOMER WON. 

Shirt Bosoms, Collars 
and Cuffs 

The Obliging Merchant in the Side 
Street and the 12-cent Purchase. 
"I have often wondered," said a 

man who rambles all over town look
ing for bargains, "how the email 
merchants in the streets off Broad
way and out of the retail districts up 
town manage to make their living. I 
know something about it now. 

"A year ago I went into a little, 
store in Greenwich street to buy an 
article that cost me 12 cents when I, 
finally got it. The first time I made?, 
my want known the merchant said; 
that he had never kept the article, al-; 
though it was in his line. He thanks 
ed me for calling his attention to it;. 
He supposed that would not do me, 
9ny good, but he would get it, for the 
chances were that some one else 
.would ask for it. 
' ;"I did not call again for several 
;day8, and when I did I went out of 
my way ten blocks. He knew me as 
soon as I entered the store. He said 
lie ordered the article and expected it 
any day. He asked me to leave my 
jaddress, saying that he would send 
,the article as soon as he received it. 
' "I went into his place several days 
after, still going out of my way in 
doing so. The article was ready, 

?"What was the result? I have been 
going out of my way ever since for 
anything in hie line just because the 
merchant had been so obliging. We 
became very well acquainted and one 
d|[y I told him how I bad become one: 
pf his customers. 
i if? *Why,' he replied, 'tliat is the way. 
r'aret my trade. If I didn't try to ac
commodate people I would, have had 
t o  c l o s e  u p  l o n g  a g o . '  •  •  V , . . .  : . V .  ^  
\'$'I supposes that |s the key, to the 
wfceess of all t̂ e little merchants in 
t^ off streets/ It pays to be gr&v 

LAUNDERED WITH 

Defiance 
never crack nor be
come brittle. 
Jast twice as knesa 

those laundered with other 
starches and give the , 
er much better satisfiictna. 
If you want your bnshdadl ! 

brother or son* to ' look 
dressy, to feel comfortaH* J 

« e °  h l J E F I A N ^  
STARCH in tie I 
laundry. It is sold by all > 
good grocers at xoe a peck-
age—x6 ounces. TiiTiaii'M >1 
starches sell at the 
price per package bat 
tain Only xfe ounces, 
the difference. AA year h 

grocer for DEFIANCE STABCH. ; 
Insist on getting it and yon will mm* 
use any crther brand. 

Defianca Staroh Company, Omaha, Hah. 
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Duluth lots of men make fools ot 
themselves by doing the tool thing# 
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