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SYNOPSIS.

George Anderson and wife see a re-
markable looking man come out of the
Clermont hotel, look around furtively,
wash Ills hands In the biiow and pass on.
Commotion attracts them to the Clermont,
where it la found that the beautiful Miss
Edith Challoner has fallen dead. Ander-
son describes the mun he suw wash his
hands In the snow. The hotel manager
declares him to be Orlando Brotherson.
Physicians And that Miss Challoner was
■tabbed and not shot, which seems to
clear Brotherson of suspicion. Grvcc, an
aged detective, and Sweetwater, nls as-
sistant, take up the case. They believe
Miss Challoner stabbed herself. A paper
cutter found near the sceno of tragedy Is
believed to be the weapon used. Mr. Chal-
loner tells of a batch of letters found In
his daughter's desk, signed "O. B.” All
are love letters except one which shows
that the writer was displeased. This let-
ter was signed by Orlando Brotherson.
Anderson goes with Sweetwater to Iden-
tify Brotherson, who Is to address a meet-
ing of anarchists.

CHAPTER Vlll.—Continued.
But before an answer could be

■houted back, this man was drawn
fiercely inside, and the scramble was
renewed, amid which George heard
Sweetwater’s whisper at his ear:

“It’s the police. The chief has got
ahead of me. Was that the man
we’re after—the one who shouted
down?’’

“No. Neither was he the speaker.
The voices are very different."

“We want the speaker. If the boys
got him, we’re all right; but if they
don’t—wait, I must muko the matter
■ure.”

And with a bound he vaulted
through the window, whistling In a
peculiar way. George, thus left quite
alone, had the pleasure of seeing hiß
eole protector mix with the boys, as
he called them, and ultimately crowd
In with them through the door which
had finally been opened for their ad-
mittance. Then came a wait, and then
the quiet re-appearance of the detect-
ive alone and in no vory amiable
mood.

“Well?" inquired George, somewhat
breathlessly. “Do you want me? They
don’t seem to be coming out.’’

“No; they’ve gone the other way. It
was a red hot anarchist meeting, and
no mistake. They have arrested one
of the speakers, but the other escaped.
How, we have not yet found out; but I
think there’s away out somewhere by
which he got the start of us. He was
the man I wanted you to see. Bad
luck, Mr. Anderson, but I’m not at the
end of my resources. If you’ll have pa-
tience with me and accompany me a
little further, I promise you that I’ll
only risk one more failure. Will you
be so good, sir?"

CHAPTER IX.

The Incident of the Partly Lifted
Shade.

The two took a car which eventual-
ly brought them into one of the oldest
quarters of the Borough of Brooklyn.

The sleet which had stung their
faces in the streets of New York had
been left behind them somewhere on
the bridge, but the chill was not gone
from the air, and George felt greatly
relieved when Sweetwater paused in
the middle of a long block before a
lofty tenement house of mean appear-
ance, and signified that here they were
to stop, and that from now on, mum
was to be their watchword.

What kind of haunts were these for
the cultured gentleman who spent his
evenings at the Clermont? A tene-
ment —such a tenement as this—meant
home—home for himself or for those
he counted his friends, and such n
supposition Beemed inconceivable to
my poor husband, with the memory of
the gorgeous parlors of the Clermont
in his mind.

“An adventure! certainly an adven-
ture!" flashed through poor George’s
mind, as he peered, in great curiosity
down the long hall before him, into
a dismal rear, opening Into a still
more dismal court. Should he be ex-
pected to penetrate Into those dark,
ill-smelling recesses, or would he be
led up the long flights of naked stairs.
bo feebly illuminated that they gave
the impression of extending indefinite-
ly into dimmer and dimmer heights of
decay and desolation?

Sweetwater seemed to decide for
the rear, for leaving George, he
stepped down the hall into the court
beyond, where George could see him
casting inquiring glances up at the
walls above him. Another tenement
similar to the one whose rear end he
was contemplating, towered behind,
but he paid no attention to that. He
was satisfied with the look he had
given and came quickly back, Joining
George at the foot of the staircase, up
which he silently led the way.

It was a rude, none-too-well-cared-
for building, but it seemed respectable
enough and very quiet, considering
the mass of people it accommodated.
One flight—two flights—three—and
then George’s guide stopped, and. look-
ing back at him, made a gesture. It
appeared to be one of caution, but
when the two came together at the
top of the staircase, Sweetwater
spoke quite naturally as he pointed
out a door/in their rear:

.“That’s the room. We’ll keep a
sharp watch and when any man, no
matter what his dress or appearance,
comes up these stairs and turns that
way, give him a sharp look. You un-
derstand ?”

“Yes; but—’’

“Oh, he hasn't come In yet. I took
pains to find that out. You saw me
go into the court and look up. That
was to see if his window was lighted.
JWell, it wasn’t.”

George felt non-plussed.
“But surely,” said he, “the gentle-

man named Brotherson doesn’t live
here."

“The Inventor does.”
“Oh!”
“And—but I will explain later.”
The suppressed excitement con-

tained in these words made George
stare. Indeed, he hud been wonder-
ing for some time at the manner of
the detective, which showed a curious
mixture of several opposing emo-
tions. Now, the fellow was actually
in a tremble of hope or impatience—-
and, not content with listening, he
peered every few minutes down the
well of the staircase, and when he
was not doing that, tramped from end
to end of the narrow passage-way sep-
arating the head of the stairs from the
door he had pointed out, like one to
whom minutes were hours. But when,
after some half hour of this tedium
and suspense, there rose from below
the faint clatter of ascending foot-
steps, he remembered his meek com-
panion and beckoning him to one side,
began a studied conversation with
him, showing him a note-book in which
he had written such phrases as these:

Don’t look up till he is fairly in
range with the light.

There's nothing to fear; he doesn’t
know either of us.

If it is a face you have seen before
—if it is the one wo are expecting to
see, pull your necktie straight. It’s a
little on one side.

The man they were waiting for was
no further up than the second floor,
but instinctively George’s hand had
flown to Ills necktie, and he was only
stopped frbm its premature re-ar-
rangement by a warning look from
Sweetwater.

“Not unless you know him," whis-
pered the detective.

Suddenly the steps below paused,
and George heard Sweetwater draw in
his breath in irrepressible dismay.
But they were immediately resumed,
and presently the head and shoulders
of a workingman of uncommon pro-
portions appeared in sight on the
stairway.

George cast him a keen look, and
his hand rose doubtfully to his neck
and then fell back again. The ap-
proaching man was tall, very well-pro-
portioned and easy of carriage; but
the of it as could be seen
between his cap and the high collar he
had pulled up about his ears, con-
veyed no exact impression to George’s
mind, and he did not dare to give the
signal Sweetwater expected from him.

“You're not sure?” he now heard,
oddly interpolated in the stream of
half-whispered talk with which the
other endeavored to carry off the sit-
uation.

George shook his head. He could
not rid himself of the old Impression
he had formed of the man in the
snow.

"Mr. Dunn, a word with you,” sud-
denly spoke up Sweetwater, to the
man who had just passed them.
"That’s your name, isn’t it?"

“Yes, that is my name,” was the
quiet response, in a voice which was
at once rich and resonant. "Who are
you who wish to speak to me at so
late an hour?”

“Well, we are—you know what,”
smiled the ready detective, advancing
half-way to greet him. “We’re not
members of the Associated Brother-
hood, but possibly have hopes of be-
ing so. At all events, we should like
to talk the matter over, if, as you
say, it’s not too late."

“I have nothing to do with the
club—”

“But you spoke before it”
"Yes."
"Then vou can give us some sort

of an idea how we are to apply for
membership."

Mr. Dunn met the concentrated gaze
of his two evidently unwelcome vis-
itors with a frankness which dashed
George's confidence in himself, but
made little visible impression upon
his daring companion.

“I should rather Bee you at another

time,” said be. “But—” his hesitation
was inappreciable save to the nicest
ear—"if you will allow mo to be brief,
I will tell you what I know—which is
very little."

Sweetwater was greatly taken
aback. All he bad looked for, as he
was careful to tell my husband later,
was a sufficiently prolonged conver-
sation to enable George to mark and
study the workings of the face he was
not yet sure of. Nor did the detect-
ive feel quite easy at the readiness
of his reception; nor any too well
pleased to accept the invitation which
his man now gave them to enter his
room.

The room, like many others in these
old-fashioned tenements, had a jog
Just where the door was, so that on
entering they had to take several
steps before they could get a full
glimpse of its four walls. When they
did, both showed surprise.

The man who lived here was not
only a student, as was evinced by a
long wall full of books, but he was an
art-lover, a musician, an Inventor and
an athlete. So much could bo learned
from the most cursory glance. A more
careful oue picked up other facts
fully as startling and impressive. The
books were choice; the invention to
all appearance a practical one; the art
of a high order and the music, such as
was in view, of a character of which
the nicest taste need not be ashamed.

George began to feel quite conscious
of the intrusion of which they had
been guilty, and was amazed at the
ease with which the detective carried
himself In the presence of such mani-
festations of culture and good, hard
work. He was trying to recall the ex-
act appearance of the figure he
had seen stooping in the snowy street
two nights before, when he found him-
self staring at the occupant of the
room, who had taken up his stand be-
fore them and was regarding them
while they were regarding the room.

He had thrownaside his hat and rid
himself of his overcoat, and the fear
lessness of his aspect seemed to daunt
the hitherto dauntless Sweetwater,
who, for the first timo in his life, per-
haps, hunted in vain for words with
which to start conversation.

"You seem to have forgotten your
errand,” came in quiet, if not good-na-
tured, sarcasm from their patiently
waiting host.

"It’s the room," muttered Sweetwa-
ter, with an attempt at his old-time
ease which was not as fully successful
as usual. "What an all-fired genius
you must be. I never saw the like.
And in a tenement house too! You
ought to bo in one of those big new
studio buildings in New York where
artists bo and everything you see Is
beautiful. You’d appreciate it, you
would.”

The detective started, George start-
ed, at the gleam which answered him
from a very uncommon eye. It was a
temporary flash, however, and quickly
veiled, and the tone In which this
Dunn now spoke was anything but an
encouraging one.

“I thought you were desirous of join-
ing a socialistic fraternity,” said he;
"a true aspirant for such honors don’t
care for beautiful things unless all
can have them. I prefer my tenement.
How is it with you, friends?"

Sweetwater found some sort of a
reply, though the thing' which this
man now did must have startled him,
as It certainiy did George. They were
so grouped that a table quite full of
anomalous objects stood at the back
of their host, and consequently quite
beyond their own reach. As Sweet-
water began to speak, he whom he
had addressed by the name of Dunn,
drew a pistol from his breast pocket
and laid it down barrel towards them
on this table top. Then he looked up
courteously enough, and listened till
Sweetwater was done. A very hand-
some man, but one not to be trifled
with in the slightest degree. Both
•recognized this fact, and George, for
one, began to edge towards the door.

"Now I feel easier,” remarked the
giant, swelling out his chest. He was
unusually tall, as well as unusually
muscular. "I never like to carry arms;
but sometimes it is unavoidable. Damn
it, what hands!” He was looking at
his own, which certainly showed soil.
“Will you pardon me?” he pleasantly
apologized, stepping towards a wash-
stand and plunging his hands into the
basin. "I cannot think with dirt on
me like that. Humph, hey! did you
speak?"

He turned quickly on George who
had certainly uttered an ejaculation,
but receiving no reply, went on with
his task, completing It with a care and
a disregard of their presence which
show-ed him up in still another light.

But even his hardihood showed
shock, when, upon turning round with
a brisk, “Now I’m ready to talk,” he
encountered again the clear eye of
Sweetwater. For, in the person of
this none too welcome intruder, he
saw’ a very different man from the one
upon whim he had just turned his
back with so little ceremony; and
there appeared to be no good reason
for the change. He had not noted in
his preoccupation, how George, at
sight of his stooping figure, had made
a sudden significant movement, and
if he had, the pulling of a necktie
straight, would have meant nothing to
him. But to Sweetwater it meant
everything, and it was in the tone of
one fully at ease with himself that he
now dryly remarked:

"Mr. Brotherson, if you feel quite
clean, and if you have sufficiently
warmed yourself, I would suggest
that we start out at once, unless you
•prefer to have me share this room
with you rill the morning."

There was silence. Mr. Dunn thus
addressed attempted no answer; not
for a full minute. The two men were
measuring each other—George felt
that he did not count at all—and they
were quite too much occupied with
this task to heed the passage of time.

"Brotherson?" repeated their host,
after the silence had lasted to tht
breaking-point. "Why do you call me
that?”

“Because it is your name.”
“You called me Dunn a minute

ago.”
"That is true.”
"Why Dunn if Brotherson Is my

name?”
"Because you spoke under the name

of Dunn at the meeting tonight, and
if I don’t mistake, that is the name
by which you are known here.”

“And you? By what name are you
known?”

"It Is late to ask. Isn’t it? But I’m
willing to speak it now, and I might
not have been so a little earlier In our

conversation. I am Detective Sweet-
water of the New York Department
of Police, and my errand here is a
very simple one. Some letters signed
by you have been found among the
papers of the lady whose mysterious
death at the hotel Clermont is just
now occupying the attention of the
New York authorities. If you have
any information to give which will
in any way explain that death, your
presence will be welcome at Coroner
Heath’s office in New York. If you,
have not, your presence will still be
welcome. At all events, I was told to
bring you. You will be on hand to
accompany mo in the morning, I am
quite sure, pardoning the unconven-
tional means I have taken to make
sure of my man?”

The humor witli which this was said
seemed to rob it of anything like
attack, and Mr. Brotherson, as we
shall hereafter call him, smiled with
an odd acceptance of the same, as he
responded:

*‘l will go before the police certain-
ly. I haven’t much to tell, but what
I have is at their service. It will not
help you, but I have no secrets. What
are you doing?”

He bounded towards Sweetwater,
who had simply stepped to the win-
dow, lifted the shade and looked
across at the opposing tenement.

“I wanted to see if It was still snow-

ing,” exclaimed the detective, with
a smile, which seemed to strike the
other like a blow. "If it was a liberty,
please pardon it.”

Mr. Brotherson drew back. The
cold air of self-possession which he
now assumed, presented such a con-
trast to the unwarranted heat of the
moment before that George wondered
greatly over it, and later, when he
recapitulated to me the whole story
of this night, it was this incident of
the lifted shade, together with the
emotion it had caused, which he ac-
knowledged as being for him the most

inexplicable event of the evening and
one he was most anxious to hear ex-
plained.

CHAPTER X.

A Difference of Opinion.
At an early hour the next morning,

Sweetwater stood before the coroner’s
desk, urging a plea ho feared to hear
refused. He wished to be present at
the interview soon to be held with Mr.
Brotherson, and he had no good rea-
son to advance why such a privilege
should be allotted him.

The coroner, who had had some
little experience with this man, sur-
veyed him with a smile less forbid-
ding than the poor fellow expected.

“You seem to lay great store by it,”
said he; "if you want to sort those
papers over there, you may.”

"Thank you. I don’t understand the
Job, but I promise you not to increase
the confusion. If I do; If I rattle the
leaves too loudly, it will mean, ’Press
him further on this exact point,’ but
I doubt if I rattle them, sir. No such
luck.”

The last three words were uttered
sotto voce, but the coroner heard him,
and followed his ungainly figure with
a glance of some curiosity, as he set-
tled himself at the desk on the other
side of the room.

“Is the man—” he began, but at this
moment the man entered, and Dr.
Heath forgot the young detective, in
his interest in the new arrival.

"Mr. Brotherson, I believe,” said he,
as he motioned his visitor to sit.

“That is my name, sir.”
"Orlando Brotherson?”
"The same, sir.”
"I’m glad we have made no mis-

take," smiled the doctor. “Mr. Broth-
erson, I have sent for you under the
supposition thaf you were a friend of
the unhappy lady lately dead at the
Hotel Clermont.”

"Miss Challoner?”
“Certainly; Miss Challoner.”
“I knew the lady. But—” here the

speaker's eye took on a look as ques-
tioning as that of his interlocutor—-
"but in away so devoid of all public-
ity that I cannot but feel surprised
that the fact should be known.”

At this, the listening Sweetwater
hoped thut Dr. Heath would ignore
the suggestion thus conveyed and de-
cline the explanation It apparently de-
manded. But the Impression made
by the gentleman’s good looks had
been too strong for this coroner’s
proverbial caution, and, handing over
the slip of a note which had been
found among Miss Challoner’s effects
by her father, he quietly asked:

"Do you recognize the signature?”
"Yes, it is mine.”

‘‘Do you remember the words of this
note, Mr. Brotherson?”

“Hardly. I recollect its tenor, but
not the exact words.”

‘‘Read them.”
“Excubo me, I had rather not. I

am aware that they were bitter and
should bo the cause of great regret.
I was angry when I wrote them.”

"That is evident. But the cause of
your anger is not so clear, Mr. Broth-
erson. Miss Challoner was a woman
of <lofty character, or such was the
universal opinion of her friends.
What could she have done to a gen-
tleman like yourself to draw forth
such a tirade?”

"You ask that?”
“I am obliged to. There Is mystery

surrounding her death—the kind of
mystery which demands perfect frank-
ness on the part of all who were near
her on that evening, or whose rela-
tions to her were in any way peculiar.
You acknowledge that your friendship
was of such a guarded nature that it
surprised you greatly to hear it recog-
nized. Yet you could write her a let-
ter of this nature. Why?”

“Because—” the word came glibly;
but the next one was long in follow-
ing. “Because,” he repeated, letting
the fire of some strong feeling disturb
for a moment his dignified reserve,
“I offered myself to Miss Clialloner,
and she dismissed me with great dis-
dain."

“Ah! and so you thought a threat
was duo her?”

"A threat?”
"These words contain a threat, do

they not?”
“They may. I was hardly master of

myself at the time. I may have ex-
pressed myself in an unfortunate man-
ner.” .

"Read the words, Mr. Brotherson. I
really must insist that you do so.”

There was no hesitancy now. Ris-
ing, he leaned over the table nnd read
the few words the other had spread
out for his perusal. Then he slowly
rose to his full height, as he an-
swered, with some slight display of
compunction:

"I remember it perfectly now. It
is not a letter to be proud of. I
hope—”

“F*ray finish, Mr. Brotherson.”
“That you are not seeking to es-

tablish a connection between this let-
ter and her violent death?"

“Letters of this sort are often very
mischievous, Mr. Brotherson. The
harshness with which (his is written
might easily rouse emotions of a most
unhappy nature In the breast of a
woman ns sensitive as Miss Chal-
loner.”

“Pardon me. Dr. Heath; I cannot
flntter myself so far. You overrate
my influence with the lady you name.”

"You believe, then, that she was sin-
cere in her rejection of your ad-
dresses?”

“I have never allowed myself to
think otherwise. I have seen no rea-
son why I should. The suggestion
you would convey by such a question
is hardly welcome, now. I pray you
to be careful In your judgment of such
a woman’s impulses. They often
spring from sources not to be sound-
ed even by her dearest friends.”

Meantime, the coroner had collected
his thoughts. With an apology for the
extremely personal nature of his in-
quiry, ho asked Mr. Brotherson if he
would object to giving him some fur-
ther details of his acquaintanceship
with Miss Challoner; where he first
met her and under what circumstances
their friendship had developed.

“Not at all,” was the ready reply.
"I have nothing to conceal in the mat-
ter. I only wish that her father were
present that he might listen to the
recital of my acquaintanceship with
his daughter. He might possibly un-
derstand her better and regard with
more leniency the presumption into

which I was led by my ignorance of
the pride inherent in great families.”

"Your wish can very easily be grat-
ified,” returned the official, pressing
an electric button on his desk; "Mr.
Challoner is in the adjoining room.”
Then, as the door communicating
with the room he had mentioned
swung ajar and stood so, Dr. Heath
added, without apparent conscious-
ness of the dramatic character of this
episode, "You will not need to raise
your voice beyond its natural pitch
He can hear perfectly from where he
sits."

"I first met Miss Challoner in the
Berkshires,” he began, after a mo-
ment of quiet listening for any pos-
sible sound from the other room. “I
had been on the tramp, and had
stopped at one of the great hotels for
a seven days’ rest. The panorama of
beauty spread out before me on every
side was sufficient in itself for my en-
joyment,and might have continued so
to the end if my attention had not
been very forcibly drawn on one
memorable morning to a young lady—
Miss Challoner—by the very earnest
look she gave me as I was crossing
the office from one verandah to an-
other. It was an overwhelming blush
which could not have sprung from any
slight embarrassment, and, though I
hate the pretensions of those egotists
who see in a woman's smile more
than it by right conveys, I could not
help being moved by this display of
feeling in one so gifted with every
grace and attribute of the perfect
woman. With less caution than I usu-
ally display, 1 approached the desk
where she had been standing and.
meeting the eyes of the clerk, asked
the young lady’s name. He gave it.
and waited for me to express the sur-
prise he expected it to evoke. But
I felt none and showed none. Other
feelings had seized me. I had heard
of this gracious woman from many

sources, in my life among the suffer-
ing masses of New York, and now that
I had seen her and found her to be
not only my ideal of personal loveli-
ness but seemingly approachable and
not uninterested in myself, I allowed
my fancy to soar and my heart to be-
come touched. A fact which the clerk
now confided to me naturally deep-
ened the impression. Miss Challoner
had seen my name in the guest-book
and asked to have me pointed out to
her. Perhaps she had heard my name
spoken in the same quarter where I
had heard hers. We have never ex-
changed confidences on the subject,
and I cannot say. I can only give you
my reason for the interest I felt in
Miss Challoner and why I forgot, in
the glamour of this episode, the aims
and purposes of a not unambitious |
life and the distance which the world
and the so-called aristocratic class
put between a woman of her wealth
and standing and a simple worker like
myself.

"I must be pardoned. She had smiled
upon me once, and she smiled again.
Days before we were formally pre-
sented, I caught her softened look
turned my way, as we passed each
other in hall or corridor. We were
friends, or so it appeared to me, be-
fore ever a word passed between us,
and when fortune favored us and we
were duly Introduced, our minds met
in a strange sympathy which made
this one interview a memorable one
to me. Unhappily, as I then consid-
ered it, this was my last day at the
hotel, and our conversation, inter-
rupted frequently by passing acquaint-
ances. was never resumed. I ex-
changed a few words with her byway
of goodby but nothing more. I came
to New York, and she remained in
Lenox. A month after and she too
came to New York.”

"This goodby—do you remember
It? The ex£ct language, I mean?”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

George Cast Him a Keen Look.

“What Are You Doing?”

Made a Good Suggestion
Possibly Other Husbands, Besides Mr.

Observation, Might Profit by
This Little Anecdote.

"Cook gone again?”, asked Mr. Ob-
servation, stopping short at the door
of the kitchen.

"Oh, yes.” Mrs. Observation lifted
her eyebrows as if she was tired of
the matter. "But then,” she added
quickly, "I'm not sorry to have a
chance to get the kitchen and pantries
cleared up before I get a new cook in.”

“Oh, indeed,” returned Mr. Obser-
vation. "I thought you hired women
to work, not to look at the way you

worked.”
“Margaret objected to my methods

of work,” she said. "She didn’t like
the way I made bread and said her
own bread was better. She decided to
leave this morning because she was
lonely, and when 1 refused to hire
another maid to keep her company
she went at once.”

"I wonder what I’d say to an office
boy who objected to working unless I
hired two of him,” commented Mr. Ob-
servation.

“Perhaps there are more boys wait-
ing to be hired than there are girls,”
replied Mrs. Observation.

"Suppose you get ill doing this
work?" suggested Mr. Observation.

“And if I do,” retorted the tem-
porary cook, “I’ll be glad there's no
one down here to muss up the kitch-
en.”

Mr. Observation retreated slowly to

the hall and began to take off hia
overcoat.

"Perhaps I’d better leave you to
work out your own problem,” he
grunted.

"That would be a splendid plan for
every man to follow,” said Mrs. Obser.
vation. “Are you ready? I'm just
about to dish the dinner.”

Got Gloriously Even.
Bilson, who is a stout man, was run

ning to catch a train the other day,
when his friend Jones called out. “Hal
loa, Bilson! In a hurry? Going
somewhere ?”

Keeping his breath for other pur-
poses, Bilson made no reply, but he
determined to take a terrible revenge.
About one o’clock next morning ha
called Jones up on the telephone
After a deal of ringing, a sleepy voice
at the other end of the wire tald him
Jones was there.

"That you, Jones?” queried Bilson.
"Who do you want?” asked Jones.

“I’ve beein in bed these two hours.”
"I’m Bilson,” went on the 4ther.

"Remember seeing me running this
morning, eh? Yes? Well. I was going
somewhere, and I was in a hurry.
Good night."

Then Bilson hung up the receiver
and got back into bed a happy man
Tit-Bits.

Dori’t worry about what the otherfellow is going to do. Let your supe-
rior activities worry him.

NOT YET THE SINLESS WORLD
Spanish Penology Expert Illustrates

Point With an Appropriate
“Watermelon” Story.

Senor Fernando Cadalso, Spain's in-

spector general of prisons, said re-
cently in New York that he thought
the time had not yet come for the
abolition of capital punishment.

"The world is not yet civilized
enough for this advance," he contin-
ued. "The world, you know, is still
a good deal in the state of the col-
ored people in the watermelon story.

"I heard this story from one of
your clever southern editors. He said
that a man was a good deal troubled
by thieves in his watermelon patch
and so he called up his old gardener
and began:

” ’Uncle Eli, I’m trying an experi-
ment with Doc Sawyer in the south
watermelon patch. The melons there
are a poison variety, and if. any of
your colored friends touch them
they'll be killed, sure. You'd better
warn them, hadn’t you?’

“ ’Sartenly I had. sah,’ said Uncle
Eli. ’l'll warn 'em. sail. Trust me.’

“ ’And do you think your; warning’ll
have any efTect? Do you think it will
protect the south patch from theft?’

“ 'What I thinks, sah,’ said Uncle
EH, scratching his head, ’is dat
there'll be a lot o' dade niggers round
dat patch, dat's what I thinks, sah.’ ”

BADLY BURNED ON BACK
15 North Ash St., Spokane, Wash.—

“My baby was sick and I had to give
him baths and rub him with alcohol
and one evening by mistake in the
dark I grabbed the bottle that con-
tained carbolic acid and rubbed some
on before I noticed my mistake. Baby
was burned on the back from shoul-
ders to the ankles. The skin was red
nnd blistered. Ho suffered quite a
little. A neighbor told me about the
Cuticura Ointment, so I purchased a
box at once. I just put the Cuticura
Ointment on twice a day and the
burnt skin all came off and left no
scar. It was only two weeks before
he was cured.” (Signed) Mrs. J. H.
Langlot, Mar. 28, 1913.

Cuticura Soap and Ointment sold
throughout the world. Sample of each
free,with 32-p. Skin Book. Address post-
card “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston.” —Adv.

Juvenile Tact.
Small Thomas heard his mother tell-

ing his older brother that it was a
tactful thing to appear to think peo-
ple younger than they were.

His sister’s French teacher arriv-
ing shortly after, it fell to Thomas
to entertain her until his sister ap-
peared.

Thomas decided to do it up
brown.

"How old are you. Miss Grey?" he
asked politely.

"I’m dreadfully old, Thomas," she
answered. “I’m twenty-three!”

"Oh!” said Thomas, gulping a lit-
tle with the unusual effort. "I—l nev-
er thinked you was more’n s—seven.”
—Lippincott’B.

Mr».Window's Booming Syrup for Children
teething,Moftens thegums, reduces •

1flam hia-
tion,allays pain,cures windcollc.SSca bottle.Uv

His Business.
“The watchmaker you recommend-

ed is a regular sycliophant.”
“Well, naturally, he’s a time

server.”

If you wish beautiful, clear white
clothes, use Red Cross Bag Blue. At all
good grocers. Adv.

Body That Does the Work.
“Who presents people at court,

pop?"
"In this country, my son, it is gen-

erally done by the grand jury.”

BLUE AND
DISCOURAGED

Mrs. HamiltonTells How She
Finally Found Health in

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound.

Warren. Ind.—“I was bothered ter-
reakness. 1had pains
and was not regular,
my head ached all
the time,I had bear-
ing down pains and
myback hurt me the
biggest part of the
time, I was dizzyand had weak feel-
ings when I would
stoop over, it hurt
me to walk any dis-
tance and I felt blue
and discouraged.

“ I began taking Lydia E. Pinkham'a
Vegetable Compound and am now in
good health. If it had not been for
that medicine Iwould have been in mygrave a longtime ago.’’—Mrs.ArtieE.
Hamilton, R.F.D. No. 6. Warren, Ind.

Another Cose.
fesmond,R.I.—“I write to tell you

how much good your medicine has done
me and to let other women know that
there is help for them. I sufferedwith
bearing down pains, headache,was ir-regular and felt blue and depressedall
the time. I took Lydia E. Pinkham'a
VegetableCompoundand commenced to
gain in a short time and I am a wellwo-
man today. lamon myfeet from early
morning until late at night running &

boardinghouse and doall my own work.
I hopethat many suffering women will
try your medicine. It makes happierwives and mothers. ”—Mrs. Anna Han*
BEN, Esmond,Rhode Island.

DAISY FLY KILLER p“ e* 4W1 * K» IMU.LStrsets and kills all
lias. Neat, dmo, or-

BfrtSSNfflWHßsSgfnß Lasts all
ssaton . Made
metal. <-an't«i-11lor tip

Cfcv u,tx X’" <>r
Injure anythin*.
Guarantee.l
All clsilern
empress paid for *l.OO.HAKOLD SOMEKI. IK DsSalb Asa.. Brooklyn. H. T.

STAMMER ?°™ oro - lean our© yon. Convincing*■ testimonials.llt.-ratnr*andvnlunlilsAdvice free. Alb.rt V. Illm. IMICburaM.. llranr.Cml
W. N. U., DENVER, NO. 31-1913


