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By Sidney Warwick. 

Hi*—what's the best way to neve* 
settle a taestion?  ̂

Dix—(So to law about it * 

.CHAPTER )£XXIV—Continued 
Pro 

BOILS. 
And Suffered Annually with a Red 

8eakM.lke Humor on Har Haad. 

Troubtea Cured by Cutlcura. 

"When my little Vlvian was about 
•1* months old her head broke out In 
bolls. She had about sixty In all and 
X used Cotieura Soap and Cutlcura 

'Ointment which cured her entirely. 
Some tfaae later a humor broke out be
hind her ears and spread up on to 
her head until It was nearly half cov
ered. The humor looked like a scald, 
very red with a sticky, clear fluid tam
ing from It. This occurred every 
spring. I always used Cutlcura Soap 
and Ointment which never failed to 
heal It up. The last time It broke 
out It became so bad that I was dis
couraged. But I continued the use of 
Cutlcura Soap, Ointment and Resol
vent until she was well and has never 
been troubled in the last two years. 
Mrs. U. A. Schwerln, 674 Spring Wells 
Ave., Detroit, Mich., Feb. 24, 1908." 
Bott"r T * Otaa. <)«», Soto Props* 

Unite to Fight-the White Plague. 
Confirming the recent statement ot 

Dr. William Osier that the anti
tuberculosis campaign 1b no longer a 

-battle for the doctors only, the Na
tional Association for the Study and 
Prevention of Tuberculosis Issues 
statement in Which it Is shown that 
45 per cent, of those enlisted In the 
white plague war are laymen. 

Important to Mother*. 
•xamgne carefully every bottle'of 

CA8TOR1A a safe and sure remedy lor 
Infants and children, and see that It 

Bears the 
Signature of. 
In Use For Over SO ?eanT 

The Kind You Have Always Bouxht 

Reprehensible to Allow It. 
Husband (reading from his paper) 

—Here, they say, is a comet coming 
towards the earth, traveling at the 
rate of a million miles a minute, 

Wife (awaking from a doze)—Why 
don't they enforce the speed law* 

•better? 

A Parting in High Life. 
"What were the terms of the 

vorce?" i 
"She keeps the poodle." 

di 

Sore throat is ao trifling It 
will sometimes carry infection to tbe en* 
tire system through the food that is eaten. 
Hnmlins Wizard Oil is a sure, quick cure. 

When you hear a gift speak of 
young man as being a bear—well, you 
can draw your own conclusions. 

. mW DAVIS* PAINKILLER 
"the best, safest and sorest remedy for cramps, 
colic and diarrhea. Aa a liniment for woaadsaJM 
sprains it U unequalled. 26c.ateand.t0o. 

A malicious truth may do more 
harm than an innocent lie. 

KM. Wlaitow'i Soothing Sjnn. 
For children teething, softens the gums, redoces 
damnation, all*?* pain, cures wind oollo. Xoabottla. 

An easy beginning doesn't always 
Justify the finish. 
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HER 

LIFE TO 
Lydia E. Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound 

Vienna, W. Va. — "I feel thatIowe 
the last ten jean ot my life to Lydia 

IE. Pmkham's Vege-table Compound. 
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was a walking 
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m the threshold of the drawing-
room Hilda Watched-through >the hall 
door the lithe, graceful figure of . Mar
garet 8trangways pass down, the path 
In the gathering grey of the twilight; 
then the man who had been sitting in 
the car In the heavy coat came to
wards the house, leaning on her arm 
with the air of an Infirm, elderly man, 
through the hall, to where Hilda 
stood, with moist, shining eyes, in the 
doorway of the drawing-room, white, 
and scarcely able to control the emo
tion that had swept over her. He 
caught her two little hands in his and 
they passed into the room. Miss 
Strangways, remaining outside in the 
hall, considerately closed the door 
softly on them. ^ ,, 

"Hflit! HUda!" - " 
8he Was in his arms, held close to 

his heajrt, as so often in the days be
fore the shadow had fallen across their 
happiness,, with the masses of her 
dark hair brushing his cheek and 
making his blood tingle at their soft 
caress; the girl was laughing and 
crying for very joy on his shoulder. 

"Jack! You have come back to me, 
my poor, wronged love! If only it 
were opt to leave me again!" There 
was an infinite tenderness and pity in 
the grey eyes that looked into his face, 
dimmed with a rain of tears, in the 
low voice that was sweet as no other 
woman's could ever be to him. "And 
only this afternoon, I was so miser
able, thinking—thinking Oh, I am 
ashamed now of the wicked doubts 
that crept into my mind in spite of 
myself, Jack!" 

His arm drew-her closer and closer 
to him, as they stood there in the old-
fashioned room where the shadows of 
the dusk were already stealing, speak
ing in low, eager whispers; there was 
so much to be said—whispered words 
'and brief—falling silences that were 
even more eloquent;. the silence that 
"has many voices" for youth and love. 
In those moments of supreme joy it 
suddenly seemed impossible to him 
that he could be the John Lathom, 
who for weeks had walked in the 
shadow of fear, , his feet set in the 
path of exile; that Jack Lathom of 
yesterday had been Jiopeless and de
spairing, and he was surely the hap
piest man on earth. 

Even though their parting must in
evitably come soon;, for a little while 
he had found his love again; was hold
ing her tight—ah, so tigfct—in his 
arms, with the tender .music of her 
voice in his ears, the beautiful face 
near his; a memory for this hunted 
man to carry away .into his exile. 

"How can I ever express all I feel 
after your wonderful kindness?" said 
Hilda earnestly to Margaret, when 
presently she and Jack had remem
bered that Miss Strangways had been 
left standing in the hall, and Jack had 
opened the door and brought her into 
the room, "not only for helping Jack 
as you have done, but for having faith, 
too, in his innocence," and a little 
'catch of breath broke her voice for a 
moment. "Words are such poor things 
tor so deep a* debt—only I thank you 
from the bottom of my heart." . 

In his study Stephen Ruthen, as 
he sat talking to the blind man, was 
Wondering a little about the two vis
itors, both strangers to him, who had 
come to the house by motor-car. He 
had heard Miss Strangways speaking 
to his sister in the hall; he had seen 
her. a few minutes later returning up 
the path with an elderly man learning 
on her arm. ^Evidently they had come 
to see Hilda, since the servant had 
brought no message to the study. 

. Five: minutes or so later the rector's 
visitor rose to take his leave. 

Stephen's interview with Mr. Grale 
tonight-had been purely in connection 
with matters "relating to the church 
choir; Lathom's name had. never once 
been mentioned. Since the blind or
ganist's appeal to Stephen Ruthen on 
the day Lathom was committed for 
trial a sense of constraint had existed 
between the two men that, forbade any 
words passing between them except 
of a formal nature. But Lathom's 
name leapt to -Mr. Grale's lips now 
with a sudden unexpectedness that 
startled the rector. 

As the latter was opening the study 
door for his departing visitor, the 
faint murmur of voices reached them 
from the drawing-room; and the blind 
vinand passed abruptly In the middle 
|of something he was saying, in an in
tent, listening attitude, and he 
clutched at Stephen Ruthen's arm. 
i, "Parson," he whispered, excitedly, 
"so Jack Lathom's in your house, in 
yon room!" 

Stephen stated at - him in amaze
ment ' 

The sound of the voice speaking ha* 
i rfv-e 

hind the closed door had been too faint 
for him to distinguish.;the tones; b&t 
he, was sure that it must be an hallu
cination on the. other's part. 

"It's impossible," he said, 
"No, it's trueV; that was Jack Lath

om's voice!" the blind, man Bald, in 
a tone of conviction. "Jack Lathom's 
in that room!" 

The door of the drawing-room had 
opened suddenly, and the two- men 
standing on the threshold of the study 
beard Hilda's voice saying: 

"I will go and tell Stephen that " 
Then, as the girl appeared at the 

doorway and saw her brother and Mr. 
Grale in the hall, she checked herself 
abruptly in the middle of the sentence. 

The blind man walked across the 
hall to her and said, quietly: 

"You may trust me. Miss Hilda. I 
heard his voice just now, and I know 
who's in that room. I'd do anything 
in my power for Jack Lathom, that 
I've known from a lad. You may trust 
me!" 

The words, low as they were, had 
been distinctly audible in the room. 
Lathom came forward, and at the 
sight of him Stephen's face went 
white. 

"I know, of course, that I can trust 
you, Mr. Grale!" Lathom said, grip
ping the «blind man's hand. "Ruthen, 
you see I've turned up again like a 
bad shilling, after being hunted from 
pillar to post. I owe it to this lady 
that I escaped the clutches of the 
police sent to arrest me two nights 
ago. Miss Strangways"—and he turned 
to the girl—"this is Mr. Ruthen, one 
of my many good loyal friends, who 
helped me weeks ago to make my es
cape from Wildfell," he said, warmly. 

The words stabbed the rector guilti
ly. A "loyal friend"—he who had been 
screening at this man's expense the 
woman whom at that time he had be
lieved to have been Philip Hume's 
slayer! 

Miss Strangways' name hardly sur
prised him, aB he bowed at the intro
duction. Bonholt Hume had said that 
it was at the house of Anthony Strang' 
ways' cousin that Lathom was be 
lieved to have sheltered—Anthony 
Strangways, who had not yet an
swered his letter asking for the ad
dress of Olive Vanstone. 

The rector averted his gaze from 
Lathom; the blind man's sightless 
eyes seemed to be bent on his face, 
almost as though they could see and 
read the self-accusing thoughts pass
ing behind it. He remembered Mr. 
Grale's impassioned appeal: 

"I haven't betrayed you, parson; but 
aren't you going to speak now?" 

Though the blind man stood silent, 
Stephen Ruthen could read that ap
peal again, dumbly expressed in his 
face. 

"Aren't you going to speak now? If 
only you would speak!" 

There was a sudden heavy knock 
on the front door, startling everyone. 
A swift look of fear crossed Hilda's 
face. 

"Quick, out of sight!" she whispered 
breathlessly, to her lover, almost push 
ing him back into the room. "Fly 
by the window, if it should be the 
police!" 

Stephen himself went to the door 
before old Martha could come out of 
the kitcti&n to answer the knock. 
With a rush of relief Hilda saw that ft 
was merely a telegraph boy. 

The telegram was from Anthony 
Strangways—his answer to the rec-
tor'B urgent letter. He curtly de
clined to furnish Olive Vanstone's ad
dress. 

There was a queer light in Stephen's 
eyes as he crushed the strip of buff 
paper fiercely in his hands and walked 
back to the drawing-room, where the 
blind- man still lingered, speaking to 
Lathom and Hilda. Margaret Strang-
ways„was not there; feeling that Jack 
might wish to speak alone with his 
friends, she had told Hilda that she 
would wait in another room, and had 
slipped quietly into the study. 

"Anthony Strangways refuses, to 
give me her address; no doubt this 
woman I have shielded, and whom I 
still would have warned, has forbid
den him to tell me where to flnH her. 
I might have been her worst enemy 
that she treats me so—this woman 
for whose sake I've fastened this mill
stone round my neck! I've been silent 
too long!" Stephen muttered fiercely 
to himself, his face twitching with the 
stress of the pent-up emotions he was 
fighting with. Then he made a sud
den swift movement towards Lathom, 
flinging out his hands in a wild gw-
ture'as of appeal. 

"Lathom; I have a confession to 
make. I can't keep silent any longer!'* 

The tones were hoarse, scarcely re
cognizable as the'rector's voic^ m 

0'Flannigan*s8orrow. 
OTIannigan came home one night 

with a deep band ot black crape 
jutiund -fcift til • v t • 

"Why, Mike," exclaimed his "wife, 
"tint are /ou wearing that mournful 
twmtorr 
'm H fo ,̂ yo^r ̂ t̂ hjwf 
-WwpSdWilko f&rmly; "m sorry 
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Playfully 8peaking. 
Mrs.' Wabash-»-She'B had six wed* 

dings in her life. 
Mrs. Dearborn — What! Been a 

bride si; times? ' 0 " * 
• "Yes; what do you think of 

"I think yon might call bn^a well 
4x99med woman.*  ̂
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,|*ft;coburi*eftr . 
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eould kefcp silent no longer. The long 
torture of his sin, that had been the 
blackest of wrongs to this Injured man' 
whom his sister loved, this man who' 
had just called him his "loyal friend,", 
was become' a burden too heavy and 
intolerable tq be borne. He must 
speak. 

He had meant to keep silence yeL 
a little longer, till he could have seen' 
Olive and warned her; but the sight of 
the man he was injuring, the poig
nant realization of hiB own treachery 
and sin, personified in this hunted 
man's plight, broke down that resolve 
reslstlessly as a wave beats down a 
child's castle of sand. 

Not another hour, not another mo
ment, would he bear that burden of 
conscious treachery that be had tak
en on his Bhoulders for the sake of a 
woman. He must speak now. 

"A confession, Ruthen? Why, what 
do you mean?" cried Jack Lathom, 
startled by the strange, excited man
ner and the wild eyes of the man con
fronting him, with unconcealed agita
tion traced as with a brand on the 
haggard face; and Hilda caught her 
breath, conscious that the atmosphere 
had suddenly become electrical. 

Something like a cry of relief broke 
from the blind man. 
> "God help me, Lathom, for the 
wrong I've done you; but from the 
first I've had proof that the revolver 
from which the shot was fired that 
killed Philip Hume was not yours. I 
have allowed you to suffer to screen 
a woman!" 

A dead pause followed Stephen's 
words. 

A startled, almost incredulous look 
had flashed into Lathom's face, as 
into Hilda's; but the former's tones 
were restrained and quiet, as he said: 

"You mean that you know—have 
known all along—who killed Hume? 
That it was a woman?" 

"At the time I thought it was a wo
man," said Stephen Ruthen, finding 
words with difficulty—"a woman I had 
once loved, who had promised to be 
my wife." 

"Olive Vanstone!" broke in Hilda, 
realizing from the last allusion what 
woman he must mean. "But that iB 
impossible; she was ill in bed on the 
night Philip Hume is believed to have 
met his death!" The statement seem
ed so wild that she thought her broth
er's mind must be wandering. 

"No, she was out on the moor road 
that night," he answered, slowly; "I 
know it, for I found her there, bending 
over the dead man in the snow—this 
woman whom Philip Hume had 
wronged as deeply as a man can 
wrong a woman." 

"The woman who was in the ves
try!" the blind man whispered to him
self. "I knew she was there—I knew 
it!" 

The rector's voice went on. The 
twilight was deepening in the room 
and the white, drawn face was in shad
ow as he spoke, at first falteringly, 
with shame mingling in the tones with 
a certain fierce relief that the confes
sion of what had been like a millstone 
about his neck was being made at 
last 

Phrase after phrase, sentence aftei 
sentence threw fresh colors on to the 
canvas of the dramatic story that 
came with a strange, shuddering thrill 
to the listening audience of three in 
the room. Now he was recounting 
how he had found Olive 'Vanstone, 
dazed and dumb, like a woman whose 
mind was sleeping, grasping the wea
pon whose polished barrel glittered 
evilly in the faint light of the stars; 
now of his desperate resolve to get 
her away from the fatal spot unseen, 
when the muffled tapping of the blind 
man's stick had grown out of the dis
tance, bringing its sudden menace to 
the woman he meant at all coBt to 
save, forcing him to drag the lifeless 
figure out of the roadway to the drift
ed snow at the foot of the stone cross; 
of the journey back, won in safety as 
by a miracle; of the sleeping nurse, 
whose lie would establish an alibi. 

"And you let Jack suffer! You 
knew this—yet you let him suffer! 
broke in Hilda, passionately, her voice 
charged with the hostility that had 
leapt into her eyes with this confes
sion by her brother of a wrong she 
had never dreamed of. 

He made a movement as of appeal 
towards her. 

"But that night I speak of was near
ly three weeks before the dead 
was found, before suspicion fell on 
anyone. I thought then that I hurt no 
one by my silence. And she was a 
woman I had loved—loved still. My 
sin was not in shielding her then, with 
his blood on her hands as I then be
lieved—for she was in a state when 
Bhe was not morally responsible for 
her acts—a woman who had been 
brought almost to the verge of mad
ness by the wrong she had suffered," 
he said, in a low voice. 

And you would have let me be 
found guilty and sentenced, to screen 
this woman—though the law would 
hot have-punished a woman who at 
the time was not responsible for her 
actions?" Lathom said, quietly and 
coldly. There was no hint in his voice 
of the passionate resentment he felt 
against this man he had regarded as 
his friend. His eyes were hard and 
contemptuous. »' ̂ 

To Be Continued. 

Lost Ring Pound After 4a Years. 
The gold baud ring which Theodora 

Geissel found while digging in m« 
garden recently has been claimed' by 
Mrs. Anna Wolf, widow of Joseph 
Wolf of Woodbury, who is now eighty* 
a!x yeaitf old. She says 1* waa hit 
wadding ring, which ah* lost forty*wo 
yearn ago as she was milking a oow 
while ltyiag on the piaoe. At that 
time diligent search failed 
W 1 i i " ", 

night «f thio felAMt iiMm 
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Pleasant for Mr. Bennett. '*•' 
William 8. Bennett, a representa-

4ve from New York city, went to ad-
iress a political meeting In his dis
trict one night, when he was mUch 
rounger than he is now. 

"The chairman," said Bennett, "was 
very literal person. He looked at 

the gallery, where o^e woman was sit-
(ing,.and said: 'Lady and gentlemen, 
this is a most momentous campaign. 
There are grave issues to be dis
cussed. Later we will hear from our 

oest speakers, but, for tbe present, we 
will listen to Mr. Bennett.'" 

Praises American Woman 
Alfred East says that American 

women, like American machines, need 
but little man power. The American 
woman, he says, Is the most chum-
mable woman In the world, therefore 
she is the most charming. Our excel
lent educational system, he thinks, is 
responsible for the fact that American 
women are such "good fellows." 

Free for 30 Days Only. 
A full size bottle of Dickey's Old Reli

able eye water to any minister or moth-
ir. It cures sore eyes or granulated lids. 
Don't burn or hurt. It advertises itself 
R'hen tried. Dickey Drug Co.. Bristol. Tenn. 

Among Women. 
•Why worry about the children?" 
'I can't help it." 
'But, my dear, you are hurting your 

game of bridge." 

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

Fargo, N. D. 
Faith. 

Faith makes us, and not we it; and 
faith makes its own forms.—Emerson. 

Guar*" 

COCCTEXASeilDK. Wrlie todu. Owners names, prices, 
I nut farms, ranches, colonization tracts. Buy from 
owners. Save commissions. I.TnUrdiaWr,!'! T.k. 

91.00 
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nominee anyone that W. L. DoniSw IkwI OHr •fiflpft. lit better and wear tapr 
than other makea. -. W. I- n l̂xareymtathmforthe M 
that can ho modncMl for .the pftne tai 
wide. He nando huk of ever* art 
|niaratite«i full value to the »una. 
: CAWioir.—sm am w. u DonrtH m TO retail wfe* la •tampMI wjlwbattem. 

TAKI SO OUMTIVIflBa 
Shoes for KTerjr Member of Um 
Hen, Boy, Women, Ml—«• and I 

Wherever m live, W. L. Dooidaa ahow aa« 

Constipation 
"POT over nine yeara I differed '111 ifcnwfc 

constipation and during this time I had to »-*• 
an injection of warm water once every aa keen 
before I could have aa action oa my 
Happily I triedCaacareta, and today lam a wall 
man. During the nine years before I naod 
Caacareta I Buffered untold miaery with faitaaal 
piles. Thanks to you, I am free from all tht 
this morning. Wa can use this in of 
Suffering humanity. & p. Fisher. iv, 

Pleasant, Palatable, Potent, Taste Good. 
lo2 'X?' Sicken,Weaken or Grip*. • 
10c,2Sc,S0c. Never sold in bulk. Tbe gen
uine tablet stamped C C C. TTnarantawl hi • 
care or yonr money back. gga 

FOR SALE W°-Bbl- Ftarnui l u l l  VRhk  Prac t i ca l ly  new and 
in first class condition. Run by elee* 
tricity. Located in the thriving town 
of Plains, Mont., six miles from tba 
great Flathead Indian Reservation soon 
to be opened for settlement. Prices 
and terms on application. Address . 
First National Bank( Plains, Monk 

A COMBINED BUSINESS AND SHOKTHAMD 
COURSE FOR $1.00 A WEEK 

QooU board 11.% a week. Do not pay ntomaM 
school bills. The largest private Instltntlon Intfea 
Northwest. Text books rented. No aatanw** 
oza-slnatlons. 

OTHER COURSES 
Teachers, Mnslc, Civil Service. Art,MiiuislTialnl—L 
Steam Engineering. Agricnlfnre and Tjpewittlns. 

8end for free catalogue. Address— 
SOUTHERN MINN. NORMAL. COULBGM 
940 West College St. A as tin, -

PATENTS£» Wttiii RCile—n >Wjs*» 
n.D.C. Booksfi 

NO. 33-1909. 
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Let Send Yoa a Package of 

Defiance Starch 
with your next aider of groceries and I will guarantee 

that you will be better satisfied 
with it than with any starch yoa 
have ever used. 

I claim that it has no superior 
for hot or cold starching, and 

it win 
Not 

Stick 
to the 
Iron 

miums ara 
JH 

No cheappremiums ara rhran 
with DEFIANCE 8TAROH, 
but tov ear ohc-thtbd mm 
sob votm xajnBY than of any 
other brand. 

DEFIANCE BTARCH 
lQo for package, and I 
will refund: your money If |fc 
s t i c k s  t o  t h e  I r a n . .  ' '  

..Truly your* 
Bomnrr Jonr, 

15 U -k 
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