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SYNOPSIS. 

Miss Patricia Holbrook anil Miss Helen 
Rolbrook. lier niece, we're entrusted to 
the care of Laura nee Donovan, a writer, 
summering near Port Annandale, Miss 
Patricia confided to Donovan that she 
feared her brother Henry, who, ruined by 
a bunk failure, had constantly threatened 
her for money from his father's will, of 
which Miss Patricia was guardian. They 
camc to Port Annandale to escape Henry. 
Donovan sympathized with the two 
women. He learned of Miss Helen's an
noying suitor. Donovan discovered and 
raptured an intruder, who proved to be 
Reginald Gillespie, suitor for the hand of 
Miss Helen Holbrook. Gillespie disap
peared the following morning. A rough 
Jailor appeared and was ordered away. 
Donovan saw Miss Holbrook and her fa
ther nioft on friendly terms. Donovan 
fought an Italian assassin. He met the 
man he supposed was Holbrook, but who 
taul he was Hurtriilge, a canoe-maker. 
After a short discussion Donovan left 
surlily. Gillespie was discovered by Don-
jvan presenting a country church with 
tl.000. Gillespie admitted he knew of Hol-
brook's presence. Miss Pat acknowledged 
to Donovan that Miss Helen had b»en 
missing for a few hours. While riding 
In a launch, the Italian sailor attempted 
to molest the trio, but failed. Miss Pat 
announced Iter intention of fighting Henry 
Holbrook and not seeking another hiding 
place. Donovan met Helen in garden at 
night. Duplicity of Helen was confessed 
Bv the young lady. She admitted conniving 
with her father despite her aunt's 
precautions, in a night meeting with Don
ovan. The three went for a long ride the 
following day. That night, disguised as a 
nun. Helen stole from tlie house. She met 
Reginald Gillespie, who told lier his love. 
Gillespie was confronted by Donovan. 
Helen's lover escaped. At the town post 
office Helen, unseen except by Donovan, 
slipped a draft into the hand of the Ital
ian sailor. Site also signaled her father. 
Miss Pat and Donovan "took in" the 
ranoc carnival. A young lady resembling 
Miss Helen Holbrook was observed alone 
In a canoe, when Helen was thought to 
hnvn been at home. Donovan met Gil
lespie. 

CHAPTER XII—Continued. 
"I, myself," lie continued, taking a 

clialr near me and placing his feet in 
an open window, "am cursed with 
rugged health. I have quite recovered 
from those unkind cuts at the nunnery 
—thanks to your ministrations—and 
am willing to put on the gloves with 
yon at any time." 

"You do me great honor; but the 
affair must wait for a lower tempera
ture." 

"As you will! It is not like my 
great and gracious ways to force a 
light. Pardon me, but may I inquire 
for the health of the ladies at Saint 
What's-her-name's ?" 

"They are quite well, thank you." 
"I am glad to know it;"—and his 

tone lost for the moment its jaunti-
ness. "Henry Holbrook has gone to 
New York." 

"Good riddance!" I exclaimed, hear
tily. "And now—" 

"—And now if I would only follow 
suit, everything would be jov plus for 
vou!" 

He laughed and slapped his knees 
at my discomfiture, for he had read 
«ny thoughts exactly. 

"You certainly are the only blot on 
the landscape!" 

"Quite so. And if I would only go 
aence the pretty little idyl that is be
ing enacted in the delightful garden, 
under the eye of a friendly chaperon, 
would go forward without interrup
tion." 

He spoke soberly, and I had ob
served that when he dropped his chaff 
a note of melancholy crept into his 
talk. He folded his arms and went 
on: "She's a wonderful girl, Donovan. 
There's no other girl like her in all 
the wide world. I tell you it's hard 
for a girl like that to be in her posi
tion—the whole family broken up, and 
that contemptible father of hers hang
ing about with his schemes of plunder. 
It's pitiful, Donovan; it's pitiful!" " 

"It's a cheerless mess. It all came 
after the bank failui'e, I suppose." 

"Practically, though the brothers 
never got on. You see yny governor 
was bit by their bank failure; and 
Miss Pat resented the fact that he 
backed off when stung. But the Gil-
lespies take their medicine; father 
never squealed, which makes me sore 
that your Aunt Pat gives me the icy 
aye." 

"Their affairs are certainly mixed," 
I replied, non-committally. 

"They are indeed; and I have studied 
the whole business until my near 
mind is mussed up, like scrambled 
eggs. Your own pretty idyl of the 
nunnery garden adds the note pi-
quante. Cross my palm with gold and 
111 tell you of strange things that lie 
in the future. I have an idea, Dono
van; singular though it seem, I've a 
notion in my head." 

"Keep it," I retorted, "to prevent a 
cranial vacuum." 

"Crushed! Absolutely crushed!" he 
replied, gloomily. "Kick me. I'm only 
the host." 

We were silent while the few sounds 
of the village street droned in. He 
rose and paced the floor to shake off 
liis mood, and when he sat down he 
seemed in better spirits. 

"Holbrook will undoubtedly return," 
I said. 

"Yes; there's no manner of doubt 
•bout that." 

"And then there will be more trou
ble." 

"Of course." 
~ '"But I suppose there's no guessing 

. iprfcen he will come back." 
* /*He will come back as soon as he's 
JWOBt bis money." 

I.felt „a delicacy about referring to 
* Aft. transaction the pier. It was 

|sl m ffretehea bliiil&'eas, add I - now 
realized that the shame of it was not 
Mat on Gillespie.. 

does Henry come to have that 
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"What the Devfl Did You Bring Me Up Here For?" 

Italian scoundrel with him?" I asked 
after a pause. 

"He's the skipper of the Stiletto," 
Gillespie replied, readily. 

"He's' a long way from tide-water," 
I remarked. "A blackguard of just his 
sort once sailed me around the Italian 
peninsula in a felucca, and saved me 
from drowning on the way. His hero
ism was not, however, wholly disinter
ested. When we got back to Naples 
he robbed me of my watch and money-
belt and I profited by the transaction, 
having intended to give him double 
their value. But there are plenty of 
farm boys around the lake who could 
handle the Stiletto. Henry didn't need 
a dago expert." 

The mention of the Italian clearly 
troubled Gillespie. After a moment he 
said: 

"He may be holding on to Henry in
stead of Henry's holding on to him. Do 
you see?" 

"No; I don't." 
"Well, I have an idea, that the dago 

knows something that's valuable. Last 
summer Henry went cruising in the 
Sound with a pretty rotten crowd, 
poker being the chief diversion. A 
man died on the boat before they got 
back to New York. The report was 
that he fell down a hatchway when he 
was drunk, but there were some ugly 
stories in the papers about it. That 
Italian sailor was one of the crew." 

"Where is he now?" 
"Over at Battle Orchard. He knows 

his man and knows he'll be back. I'm 
waiting for Henry, too. Helen gave 
him $20,000. The way the market is 
running he's likely to go broke any 
day. He plays stocks like a crazy 
man, and after he's busted he'll be 
back on our hands." 

"It's hard on Miss Pat." 
"And it's harder on Helen. She's in 

terror all the time for fear her father 
will go up against the law and bring 
further disgrace on the family. There's 
her Uncle Arthur, a wanderer on the 
face of the earth for his sins. That 
was bad enough without the rest of it." 

"That was greed, too, wasn't it?" 
"No, just general cussedness. He 

blew in the Holbrook bank and 
skipped." 

"You told me that Henry Holbrook 
found his way here ahead of you. How 
do you account for that?" 

He looked at me quickly, and rose, 
again pacing the narrow room. 

"I don't! I wish I could!" 
"It's about the last place in the 

world to attract him. Port Annandale 
is a quiet resort frequented by western 
people only. There's neither hunting 
nor fishing worth mentioning; and a 
man doesn't come from New York to 
Indiana to sail a boat on a thimbleful 
of water like this lake." 

"You are quite right." 
"If Helen Holbrook gave him warn

ing that they were coming here—" 
"Don't you dare say it! She couldn't 

have done! She wouldn't have done 
it! I tell you I know, independently of 
her, that he was here before Father 
Stoddard ever suggested this place to 
Miss Pat." 

"Well, you needn't get so hot about 
it" 

"And you needn't insinuate that she 
is not acting honorably in this affair! 
Iv should think that after making love 
to her, as . yen. have been doing, and 
playing the role of comforter to Mtan 
Pat, you would- have the" decency not 
to accuse her of connivance with Hen
ry Holbrook." 

"You let your jealousy get the better 

of your good sense. I have not been 
making love to Miss Holbrook!" I de
clared, angrily, and knew in my heart 
that I lied. 

"Well, Irishman," he exclaimed with 
entire good humor; "let us not bring 
up mine host to find us locked in mor
tal combat." 

"What the devil did you bring me up 
here for?" I demanded. 

"Oh, just to enjoy your society. I 
get lonesome sometimes. I tell you a 
man does get lonesome in this world 
when he has nothing to lean on but a 
blooming button factory and a step
mother who flits among the world's ex
pensive sanatoria. I know you have 
never had 'Button, button, who's got 
the button?' chanted in your ears, but 
may I ask whether you have ever 
known the joy of a stepmother? I 
can see that your answer will be an 
unregretful negative." 

He was quite the fool again, and 
stared at me vacuously. 

"My stepmother is not the common 
type of juvenile fiction. She has never 
attempted during her widowhood to 
rob the orphan or to poison him. Bless 
your Irish heart, no! She's a good 
woman, and rich in her own right, but 
I couldn't stand her dietary. She's 
afraid I'm going to die, Donovan! 
She thinks everybody's going to die. 
Father died of pneumonia and she said 
ice-water in the finger-bowl did it, and 
she wanted to have the butler ar
rested for murder. She had a new 
disease for me every morning. It was 
worse than being left with a button-
works to draw a stepmother like that. 
She ate nothing but hot water and 
zweibach herself, and shuddered when 
I demanded sausage and buckwheat 
cakes every day. She caught me one 
day clearing up a couple of chickens 
and a mug of Bass with the gardener, 
and it was all over. She had noticed, 
she said, that I had been coughing of 
late—I was doing a few cigarettes too 
many, that was all—and wired to New 
York for doctors. She had all sorts, 
Donovan—alienists and pneumogastric 
specialists and lung experts. 

"The people on Strawberry Hill 
thought there was a medical conven
tion in town. I was kidnaped on the 
golf course, where I was about to win 
the eastern Connecticut long-drive 
cup, and locked up in a dark room at 
home for two days while they tested 
me. They made all the known tests, 
Donovan. They tested me for dis
eases that haven't been discovered 
yet, and for some that have been ex
tinct since the days of Noah. You can 
see where that put me. I was afraid 
to fight or sulk for fear the alienists 
would send me to the madhouse. I 
was afraid to eat for fear they would 
think that was a symptom, and every 
time I asked for food the tape-worm 
man looked intelligent and began pre
scribing, while the rest of them were 
terribly chagrined because they hadn't 
scored first. The only joy I got out 
of the rumpus was in hitting one of 
those alienists a damned hard clip in 
the ribs, and I'm glad I did it. He was 
feeling my medulla oblongata at the 
moment, and as I resent being man
handled I pasted him one—he was a 
young chap, and fair game—I pasted 
him one, and then grabbed a suit-case 
and slid. I stole away in a clamboat 
for New Haven, and kept right on up 
into northern Maine, where I stayed 
with the Indians until my father's re
lict went off broken hearted to Bad 
Neuheim to drink the waters. And 
here I am. by the grace ot God. in 

perfect health and In full control of 
the button market of the world." 

"You have undoubtedly been sorely 
tried," I said as he broke off mournful
ly. In spite of myself I had been en
tertained. He was undeniably a fellow 
of carious humor and with unusual ex
perience of life. He followed me to 
the street, and as I rode away he 
called me back as though to impart 
something of moment. 

"Did you ever meet Charles Dar
win?" 

"He didn't need me for proof. But
tons.'" 

"I wish I might have had one word 
with him. It's on my mind that he 
put the monkeys back too far. I 
should be happier if he had brought 
them a little nearer up to date. I 
should feel less lonesome, Irishman." 

He stopped me again. 
"Once I had an ambition to find an 

honest man, Donovan, but I gave it up 
—it's easier to be an honest man than 
to find one. I give you peace!" 

I had learned some things from the 
young button king, but much was still 
opaque in the affairs of the Hol-
brooks. The Italian's presence as
sumed a new significance from Gilles
pie's story. He had been party to a 
conspiracy to kill Holbrook, alias 
Hartridge, on the night of my adven
ture at the houseboat, and I fell to 
wondering who had been the shadowy 
director of that enterprise—the cow
ard who had hung off in the creek and 
waited for the evil deed to be done. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

The Gate of Dreams. 
In my heart I was anxious to do 

justice to Gillespie. Sad it is that we 
are all so given to passing solemn 
judgment on trifling testimony! 
self am not impeccable. I should at 
any time give to the lions a man who 
uses his thumb as a paper-cutter; for 
such a one is clearly marked for bru
tality. My prejudices rally as to a 
trumpet-call at the sight of a girl 
wearing overshoes or nibbling bon
bons—the one suggestive of predatory 
habits and weak lungs, the other of 
nervous dyspepsia. 

The night was fine, and after re
turning my horse to the stable I con
tinued on to the Glenarm boathouse. I 
was strolling along, pipe in mouth, 
and was half-way up the boathouse 
steps when a woman shrank away 
from the veranda rail, where she had 
been standing, gazing out upon the 
lake. There was no mistaking her. 
She was not eyen disguised to-night, 
and as I advanced across the little ver
anda she turned toward me. The lan
tern over the boathouse door suffused 
us both as I greeted her. 

"Pardon me, Miss Holbrook; I'm 
afraid I have disturbed your medita
tions," I said. "But if you don't 
mind—" 

"You have the advantage of being 
on your own ground." she replied. 

"I waive all my rights as tenant if 
you will remain." 

"It is much nicer here than on St. 
Agatha's pier; you can see the lake 
and the stars better. On the whole," 
she laughed, "I think I shall stay a 
moment longer, if you will tolerate 
me." 

I brought out some chairs and we 
sat down by the rail, where we could 
look out upon the star-sown heavens 
and the dark floor of stars beneath. 
Helen bent forward with her elbows 
resting on the rail, her hands clasped 
under her chin. The lamplight fell 
full upon her slightly lifted head, and 
upon her shoulders, over which lay a 
filmy veil. She hummed dreamily for 
a moment while I watched her. Had 
she one mood for the day and another 
for the night? I had last seen her 
that afternoon after an hour of ten
nis, at which she was expert, and she 
had run away through Glenarm gate 
with a taunt for my defeat; but now 
the spirit of stars and of all earth's 
silent things was upon her. I iooked 
twice and thrice at her clearly 
outlined profile, at the brow with its 
point of dark hair, at the hand where
on the emerald was clearly distin
guishable, and satisfied myself that 
there could be no mistake about her. 

"You grow bold," I said, anxious to 
hear her voice. "You don't mind the 
pickets a bit." 

"No. I'm quite superior to walls 
and fences. You have heard of those 
East Indians who appear and disap
pear through closed doors; well, we'll 
assume that I had one of those fel
lows for an ancestor! It will save the 
trouble of trying to account for my 
exits and entrances. I will tell you 
in confidence, Mr. Donovan, that I 
don't like to be obliged to account for 
myself!" 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) . * . 

Most Obstinate Things. 
A bachelor says a mule is the most 

obstinate thing on earth, but married 
men know better.—Chicago Daily 
News. 

S3£0 RECIPE CURES WEAK 
KIDNEYS, FREE 

• ' 

HELIBVE8 UR NARY AND KIDNKY 
T R O U B L E S ,  B A C K A C H E ,  

8TRAINING, SWELLING, ETC. 

Itops Pain In the Bladder, Kidneys 
and Back. 

Wouldn't it be nice within a week or 
to to begin to say goodbye forever to 
the scalding, drlbblirg, straining, or too 
frequent passage of urine; the fore-
tead and the back-of-the-head aches; 
he stitches and pains in the back; the 

growing muscle weakness; spots be
fore the eyes; yellow skin; sluggish, 
bowels; swollen eyelids or ankles; leg 
eramps; unnatural short breath; sleep
lessness and the despondency? 

I have a recipe for these troubles 
that you can depend on, and if you 
want to make a quick recovery, you 
ought to write and get a copy of it. 
Many a doctor would charge you $3.50 
Just for writing this prescription, but 
I have it and will be glad to send it 
to you entirely free. Just drop me a 
Mne like this: Dr. A. E. Robinson, 
5-270 Luck Building, Detroit, Mich., 
and I will send it by return mail in a 
plain envelope. As you will see when 
you get it, this recipe contains only 
pure, harmless remedfes, but it has 
great healing and pain-conquering 
power. 

It will quickly show you its power 
once you use it, so I think you had bet
ter see what It is without delay. I will 
send you a copy free—you can use it 
and cure yourself at home. 

SURE THING. 

. A Blfl de... , 
From almost all̂ secttons comes the 

port of frifhtful sboftages In seed gonw • 
atoo in sous varieties ot barley? -
oats, rye, wheat, flax. CUrrtrs andt&S 
earl* varietleeof potatoes. 

This Is particularly noticeable in the 
treat corn and oat and potato mwioi 
Stftt€0e • 

Thus: The great states of Nebraska int 
Iowa are.suffering from a dearth of stoa -
corn as never before. * 

The wide-awake farmers In these *M 
other'states are placing their .orders early 
for above seeds m order to be on the safe " 
side, and we can but urge farmers to 
write at once to the John A. Salter Seed 
Co., Box 182, La Crosse, Wis., for tbdc 
farm seed and corn catalogue. 

The magnitude of the business ot this 
long established firm can be somewhat 
estimated when one knows that in ordi* 
fcary years they sell: 

,50,000 bushels of elegant seed corn. 
100,000 bushels of seed potatoes. 
100,000 bushels of seed oats. 
.60.000 bushels of seed wheat. 
100,000 bushels of pure clover and timo* 

thy seeds, together with an endless 
amount of other farm seeds and vege
table seeds, such as onions, cabbages, car-
rots, peas, beans, lettuce, radishes, tojn&* 
toes, etc. 

There is one thing about thf Salzer Arm 
—they never disappoint Thfl always fill 
your order on account of the enormous 
stocks they carry. 

Send tjhemS cents for a package of their 
great $500 prise Corn and Catalogue. Ad
dress, John A. Salter Seed Co — 
La Crosse. Wis. 

/! 

Box 184 

Optimism. 
Kicker.—Look how easy it is for 

flies to get in through these screens! 
Landlord.—Yes, but look how easy 

it is for them to get out again! 

Boy—Papa, is it moths that goes 
through your clothes? 

Papa—Yes; it's ma—s all right. 

Follow this advice. 
Quaker Oats is the best of all foods; 

I my- It is also the cheapest. When such 
men as Prof. Fisher of Yale University 
and Sir James Crichton Browne, 
LL.D., F.R.S. of London spend the 
best part of their lives in studying 
the great question of the nourishing 
and strengthening qualities of differ
ent foods, it is certain that their ad-
ilce is absolutely safe to follow. 

Professor Fisher found in his ex
periments for testing the strength and 
endurance of athletes that the meat 
eaters were exhausted long before the 
men who were fed on such food as 
Quaker Oats. The powers of endur
ance of the non-meat eatero were 
about eight times those ot the meat 
eaters. 

Sir James Crichton Browne says— 
tat more oatmeal, eat plenty of it and 
Wt it frequently. 69 

River's Immense Traffic. -
In the River Lek, HoDand. and its 

connecting canal to Amsterdam the 
traffic amounts to over 60,000 vessels 
of all kinds oer annum. 

The Simple Life. 
Hungry Guest—Afraid I'm a bit late, 

but hope I haven't kept breakfast wait
ing-

Hostess—Oh, I forgot to mention 
that .we're trying the "no breakfast" 
plan, and feel so much better for it. 
We do trust it will have the same ef
fect with you. 

Beware of Ointments for Catarrh 
that Contain Mercury, 

aa mercury will surely destroy the sense ot smell 
and completely derange the whole system when 
entering It through the mucous surfaces. Such 
articles should never be used except on prescrip
tions from reputable physicians, as the damage they 
will do 1s ten lold to the good you can possibly de
rive from them. Ball's Catarrh Cure, manufactured 
by F. J. Cheney £ Co., Toledo. O., contains no mer
cury. and Is taken Internally, acting directly upon 
the blood and mucous surfaces ot the system. In 
buying Hall's Catarrh Cure be sure you get the 
genuine. It Is taken internally and made in Toledo* 
Ohio, by F. J. Cheney ft Co. Testimonials tree. 

Sold by Druggists. Price, 75c. per bottle. 
Take Hall's Family Pills lor constipation. 

Hold fast to the present. Every po
sition, every moment of life,, is of un
speakable value as the representative 
of a whole eternity.—Goethe. 

__ PERRY DAVIS' PAINKILLER 
Wlten thoroughly rubbed in relieves strains and 
sprains in Joints or muscles from any cause. All 
druggists, 25,86,60c six©*. Large bottles the cheapest. 

It's diflicult to convince a woman 
that other women are as good as they 
want her to think they are. -

TO CPBE A COLD IN ONE DAT 
fake LAXATIVE BttOMO Quinine Tablets. 
Druggists refund money If It falls to cure. B. W. 
SBOVH'S signature is on each box. So. 

Hope is a fine thing, but it doesn't 
always enable a man to deliver the 
goods. * 

Dr. Reree's Pleasant Pellets regulate and lnrlg-
eiBte stomach, liver and bowels. Sugar-otetea. 
Uoy granules. Easy to take as candy. 

.Father Time was probably, nursed 
in the lapse of ages. 

Guar* 

The Army of 
Constipation 
Is "Crowing Smaller Every P«y, 
CARTER'S LITTLE 
LIVER PILLS ate 

Cunze 

, Sick Haaiaefct, Sallow Skfa. i 
SHALL PILL SMALL DOSE. SMALL FRICgl 
GENUINE must bear signature: 

»t«m» 

Cored Right at Home 
by ELECTROPODES. New Electric Treatment. 
Galvanic Insoles--copper and zinc—won inside 
shoes. Invigorate entire body. Nerves become "live 
wires." Fontlve cure tor Rheumatism, Neuralgia, 
Backache. Kidney and Liver complaints. Price 
only $100. Your money returned if not satisfactory. 
Guarantee stjped with each sale. Electropodes are ailGbWV|SIUn MS 
— -J not at your Druggist's, send us ft,00. 
State whether lor man or woman. 

WESTERN ELECTBOPODE CO. 
MS Los Alaska 8t» Los Aasdw, CaL 

BABY'S FIRST SHOES 
SHOULD BE 

Baby Pla-Mates 
It Is mpst essential that when Baby is ready ts 
take Its firat steps It should hare shoes'that 
will assist and not retard the little toddler. 

Shoes have features 
in no other shoes—note the extreme 

Hi«.B of outsole which allows 
the little one to step out so confidently. These 

cute little shoes are made 
with a genuine Goodyear 
welt; broad, flatt non-slip 
sole; full extension heels, 
and are as flexible as a 
hand-turned shoe. Made 
in button and lace styles 
in patent, tan and black 
leather of finest quality. 
Ask your dealer for Baby 
Pla*Mata Shoes> M 
not in stock, send us nis 
name and style and giza 
desired and we will see 
you are supplied. 

Williams. Hoy t & Co* 
Rochester. N. Y. 

FREE Buy three resident lots in 
Doran, Minnesota and get a 
business lot absolutely free. 

Write for plat and paper called Land In
vestments. It contains list of over "200 farms 
in Minnesota and full information regard
ing homestead and deeded land in Colorado. 

JOHN QROVE 
SIS Pioneer Press Bids.. St. Paul, Minn. 

DEFIMOE STUM 

PATENTS  ̂~-ijS.CelMBa%Waab. 
•P.O. BootafiSij 

A RICH, FRAGRANT TEA 
Fresh from die Garden! of 

-r* not quite satisfied with tbe quality « . _ ~ 
of toe tea yon are naing—4t is a *-©ylon, tbe finett tea-growing 
sign, and implies that yoa know . .  ̂
tea when you've tried ft COUlltry in the WOlid. 

a drawing of "Salada"— — • 

neit in an Then try a drawing of "Salada*— __ 
<»}oy apnre, frsgrsnt and II 

folMlavorcd Tea, use half the usual N 
quantity, boil the water (not the teak 

mmmmimtiid T»,farii*fcip'th?fi5 sees* much further and 
Tea Gardens of the ivtorUL Preoired bv * * * . . 

^-co#t# 110 
«>•<** «*, the price or any price I F* 

sn t̂a f̂flprtw,- ASK YOUR GROCER 

\ 


