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ly two hours before they let me alone.

“Where did you live before
came to the Granddeck?”
“Where did you work?”
*Where Is Rufus Gaston?”
 #Where do your people live?”
“Why did you kill Daisy Lutan o

*Where did you get the money you |

have?”

“We've got the goods on you.
don’t you confess?”

These were the sort of questions
that were flung at me, first by one and
then the other. Evidently at first
they had had hopes of breaking me

down.
“] have nothing to say,” had been

my unvarying answer to all their ques-
tions. '

Finally they gave it up and locked
me In a cell for the night, leaving me
thankful that the honor of being a sus-
pected murderer relieved me from
gharing a cell with some of the frowsy
prisoners I saw brought past my
barred door.

“Haven’t you any friends you would
like to have notified?” was the last
guestion they asked as they left me.

“] have nothing to say,” I repeated

once more.
Nor was this answer this time mere

stubbornness. Who was there that ]

Why

eould netify of my plight? Birge and
Roller, my two intimates, were SOm<-
where on the high seas. The men
whom I had known in the office where
I had worked, for obvious reasons,
were not to be called on. I had ne
fdea of the whereabouts of my aged
relatives beyond the fact that they
were somewhere In Maine.

I had no intention whatever of com-
municating the fact of my arrest to
my mother. Indeed, I was hoping that
she would not hear of it until after my
fnnocence was established.

I thought of Gorman. I would have
been glad of his counsel, but I remem-
bered that I did not know where he
lived. He had told me he was giving
up his position at the hotel. It would
be useless to try to find him until
morning.

Yet in spite of my apparent friend-
lessness, although to all appearances
there was no. one in New York to
whom I could turn In this time of
trouble, it was a wonderful comfort
to feel that I was sure of one stanch
friend—Barbara Bradford.

Although we had been acguainted
but a few days, and although hardly a
word of love had passe® between us,
I knew that her feeling for me already
was something greater than friendship.
I knew that she trusted me and that
she would remain faithful in her af-
fection for me, no matter what -ac-
cusations were brought against me. 1
had been madly in love with her from
almost the first time I saw her. What-
ever happened, I must keep her out
of it. I must find some means of
warning her to say nothing to any one.
I knew that her first impulse as soon
as she heard of my arrest would be
to come to my rescue, regardless of
the fact that in establishing an alibil
for me she would be blasting her own
reputation. Under no circumstances,
even if I was convicted, must she be
permitted to speak. No explanation
can account for the presence of
a young girl alone in a man’s rooms
at eleven o'clock at night, even
though she and I both knew how ut-

terly undeserving of censure her |
- presence there was and how important

had been her motive in coming there.

Mention of Barbara’s name in any
way in connection with a murder case
would be certain to wreck her sister’s

onial plans. It would mean
the ruin of her mother’s ambitions and
the unmasking of the parlous condi-
tion of their finances. It would mean
that the reproaches of her mother and
gister would be heaped on my Bar
bara’s poor head.

I was still unsatisfiled in my own
mind as to just what part Claire Brad-
“¢ord was playing In the web of mys-
tery about us. She was emotional and
flighty, given to doing rash things. i
felt that there was a strong possibil-
ity that relations with her ex-husband
had been In some way re-established.
I felt at times that she was being used
as a tool by the conspirators in the
Granddeck mysteries. If Claire was
involved in any way, it behooved me
to move carefully lest she should be
betrayed in my efforts to clear my-

self.
There was nothing for me to do but

to sit tight and take my plight as

philosophically as I could until I could
get In touch with Gorman. As soon

as it was morning, I bribed a jall at-

tendant to bring me a morning news-
paper. On the first page I found an

account of the murder under glar-
ing headlines and read it with in-
tense interest, my conviction growing
with each line that I read that the
police case against me was far better
backed up than I ever imagined it

could be.

Then and there I made up my mind

pever again to believe anything on
No

one knew better than I how utterly
fnnocent I was of that crime, how up-

right my conduct in New York had

purely circumstantial evidence.

| rimonial

you |

| he know that?

| rived at the Granddeck.

Shof in her Luxurious ApaTi-
ment in the Granddeck,

\farks on Throat Where
Murderer Had Choked Her

Police Arrest John S. Nelson, a Clerk,
Out of Work, in Whose Rooms
They Found a Revolver,

Daisy Lutan, an actress, whose mat-
affairs recently brought her
much notoriety, was found last night
murdered in apartment in the
Granddoeck. had been instantly
killed by a bullet wound through the
there marks on her
throat her assailant had tried
to choke her. John 8. Nelson, a clerk
out of work, who had been acting as
~aretaker for one of the tenants in
the building, was arrested.

There was blood on his coat when
Detectives Cullen and Edwards took
him prisoner, and they found in his
with chamber
a pile of shirts

hos
'.'.":]h‘
and were
where

heart,

revolver one
hidden under

(Mressoer.

room a
empty
in the

The apartment Nelson is oecupying
i directly above that of Miss Lutan.
The police theory is that Nelson let
himself into the apartment by swing-
ing down from his window, and that
Miss Lutan, returning unexpectedly,
found him ransacking her rooms,

The crime was discovered by James
Wick, superintendent of the apart-
ment house, who was in the elevator

when he heard screams followed by a |

shot. Getting out of the elevator to
investigate he found Nelson at the

door of the Lutan apartment.
Nelson glibly explained that he had

neard a shot and was. trying to se& |

where it had come from. Mr, Wick’s

suspicions were aroused by his man-
ner, and he made Nelson come wiih
him into the apartment and kept him
there until the arrival of the police.

Little is known at the Granddeck
about young Nelson, and he stubborn
ly refuses to make any statemeni
about himself. He was employed only
a few days ago by Rufus Gaston as
caretaker for his apartment. As Mr.
Gaston is absent from the city it can-
not be learned how he happened to
give Nelson employment. The police
believe he may have obtained the po-
sition through false references in oOr-
der to gain an opportunity to loot the
apartments in the building.

Superintendent Wick had ascer-

| tained that Nelson was once employed

by a shipping firm in the Wall street
district but had been discreditably
discharged. His former employer con-
firmed this, but would say nothing
about Nelson bevond stating that he
had been discharged for cause.

Although Nelson was not over well
supplied with money he had been seen
recently ordering elaborate meals in
some of the most expensive restau-
rants. Miss Nellie Kelly, the telephone
«irl at the Granddeck, reported that
only the night before Nelson had taken
her to dinner, ordering champagne and
hiring taxicabs, and had tried to pump
her about the tenants in the building.

The one fact that stuck out in the
whole article that seemed of vast im-
portance to me was the fact that Wick
had informed the police that 1 had
heen discreditably discharged from my
last place of employment. How did
Certainly I had not
told him. I had told no one of the
occurrence except Barbara Bradford,
and 1 was sure she had not revealed
it to anyone.

It was Indubitable proof to me that
Wick, or someone with whom he was
conniving, had been having me shad-
owed. Even my great-uncle Rufus
did not know where my place of em-
plovment was. Evidently the plot to
discredit me had begun the day I ar-
I had been
discharged on account of some myste-
rious note my employer had received.
I began now to believe that Wick
must have had me followed to my
place of business and to have sent
that note for the express purpose of
bringing about my discharge. But
why? That was the puzzle.

As I pondered over it 1 decided that
my chance meeting with Barbara Brad-
ford in the park had upset the plans
of a blackmailing band, and that they
were avenging themselves on me for
my unwitting part. I was certain that
Wick and Lefty Moore's wife were in
connivance with them, and that the
gang possibly included Claire Brad-
ford’s ex-husband. Wick had a pass-
key that enabled him to enter the Lu-
tan apartment. Undoubtedly he could
also enter mine as well. But Wick
could have nothing to do with the
planting of the revolver in my rooms.
[ was positive about that. He had
not been out of my sight for a single
moment from the time that we had dis-
covered the body. The only way that
it seemed possible to involve him in
that was on the theory of a prear-
ranged plot to make me appear the
murderer. Was it possible that Claire
Bradford had participated in this? I
tnew she had been in my rooms after
the murder. It must have been she
who put the revolver there.

One of the detectives who had ar-

rested me appeared at my cell door.

“Come along,” he commanded
eruflly.

As I came out I was again shackled
and led to the patrol wagon that was
waiting. 1 had supposed that I was
being taken to court to be arraigned,
but such was not the case. I found
myself at police headquarters, where
hoth my photograph and my finger-
prints were taken. I refrained from
giving any Information about myself,
beyond giving my name and age, be-
ing careful to have my name recorded
as John 8. Nelson. Out in my home
town everybody for years had known
me by my middle name “Spaulding,”

| and 1 was hopeful that they might

fail to identify me if they read any-

| thing about me.

When evervthing that might serve to
identify me had been recorded, I was
tnken into a large room where perhaps

half a bundred men were assembled,
I looked

|
1 manner.

my teatures In case It should ever be
necessary to arrest me again.

“Never saw him before,”
one of them gay.
a western crook.”

“He’'s no amateur,” said
“That job up at the Granddeck wuas

| done by a professional.”

}1;'11}' slichting comments were
made, too, on my ;wl'*HTI:Z? appearance,
| learned for the first time that I had
a- “bad ear,” and that my eyes were
shitty.
pity, for mvself but for all
anfortunates who fall afoul of the
aw. Even though a man is presumed
to be innocent until he has been con-
vieted 1 had observed that since the
first moment of my arrest everybody
1ad taken it for granted that I must
ye guilty and had treated
ittle respect or consideration,

not

From headquarters I was taken to |

the police court and without further
delay bronght bhefore a magistrate,

“John S. Nelsan, for the
murder of Daisy Lutan,” said the de-
ective,

“Have you counsel?” asked the mag-
istrate,

“No,” I replied.

arrested

oner's counsel,” he announced.
A voung chap, evidently just out of

' reputation and the scandalizing of all

~ her acquaintances.
I heard |

“Guess he must be | : : .
- while I was in prison.

another., |

She must not be
permitted to talk,

She must not even try to see me

The one way—the only wav—I saw

" by which I could escape from the law’'s

 tolls

without implicating her was

- through the speedy rounding up of the

band of criminals who I was positive
were responsible for Miss Lutan's

- murder as well as for all our troubles.

The llh!}.' enmotion these coms- |
nments aroused in me was a feeling of |

poor . chain of thought.

Croom.” he said.

s 1"

[ was relving on Gorman to do this.
A keeper's voice interrupted my

“You're wanted down in the counsel
“There is a visitor for
you.”

“A visitor,” I eried exeitedly. “Who

I thought of ecurse it must be

- Gorman come to my rescue,

me with

course it could not be my sister.

“It's vour sister,” he announced.
My sister! A thrill shot through
me at his announcement. I knew of

of them were mere children far away
in the West.

- Undoubtedly she had resorted to this

law school. stepped forward, and drew

me a little to one side.

“Plead ‘Not guilty,’” he directed,
“and be careful to say nothing more.”

“Of course,” I replied.
guilty. I had nothing to do with "

I could see by his face that he did

| not believe me and as [ turned again

- to know

“T will assign Mr. Myers as the pris- | qyight and that my confidence in her

at the same time concealing her own
identity.

Overjoyed at her coming, delighted
that I had read her heart

at

|

- plied.

Both

trust in me was justified, I hastened 1

with the keeper to meet her.
Delighted as I was at her coming, I

- was formulating in my mind how best
' to make it clear to her that she must
leave at once and that no matter wha:t

“I'mm not |

to the court I made up my mind that |

even If the court had assigned him
as my counsel I would tell him noth-
ing.

“How do you plead?’ asked the
court. .

“Not guilty,” I replied.

“Remanded without bail for further
examination until Thursday morning,”
snapped the court, and I was led back
into an anteroom, Mr. Myers and the
detective accompanying me. The lat-
ter there surrendered me to some offi-
cial, presumably a prison keeper.

“Looks pretty bad for you,” sald
Myers, as we were left alone for con-
sultation,

“l suppose it does look that way,” 1
laughed.

“No chance to make it self-defense,”
he went on, plainly amazed at my
“No jury'd ever stand for a
burglar shooting in self-defense.”

“No.” 1 admitted, “I suppose they

| wouldn't. Fortunately I'm no bur-

glar.” g
“If we could make out It

lovers' guarrel,” he suggested.

“If 1T had ever known Miss Lutan,”
[ admitted, “that might not make a
bad defense.”

“Look here,” he replied indignantly,
“voung fellow, you are up against it
harder than vyou seem to realize,
They've got the goods on you, and it'll
be the chair for yvours if you're not
careful. You've got no chance proving

an alibi.”
“Why not? I never saw Miss [Lutan

was a

'until 1 saw her body in her roomes,. i

Jbest method of procedure.

never was in her rooms until I went

' in there with Mr. Wick after we had

heard the shot. What'’s more, 1 never
owned a revolver in my life and never
saw the one the detectives found until
they pulled it out of my dresser

drawer.”
Increduleusly he listened. 1 could

see that he did not believe a word 1
was sayving.

“You don’t look like a dope fiend,
either,” he observed scathingly.

“ILook here,” 1 retorted, “it 1s bad
enough to have the police take it for
granted that T am a criminal and a
murderer, but when the counsel the
court assigns me starts out on the
same course, we quit right now. Tll
get a lawyer of my own when I need

one.”
“T'11 come around this afternoon and

see you again,” he said coolly. A few
hours in the Tombs will make you see
things differently.”

A few minutes later I found myself
ensconced in a cell again, still confi-
dent of my speedy release, but some-

what puzzled as to what would be my
I was un-

acquainted with any lawyers; in fact,

| with any one in the whole city with

whom I could consult. My immediate

’hope lay in my friend, Detective Gor-

man. There was nothing for me to do
hut to wait until I heard from him,
Fortunately I had had the fore-
thought when the detectives were ar-
resting me to take from its hiding-
place In the bookcase my little hoard

| Stood There Astounded. It Was Not
Barbara; It Was Her Sister Claire.

of money. This enabled me to send
brought in. Making myself as com-
fortable as possible, T sat down to wait
for Gorman, occupying my mind mean-
while with thinking of Barbara Drad-
ford.

:ly toward her.

happened she must keep her
closed about the events of last night.
Under no circumstances would 1 per-
mit her to sacrifice herself to save me,

In the counsel room a veiled figure
awaited me. [ sprang forward eager-
The woman standing

there put up one hand in a repelling

L
|
|
|
|
i

gesture and then flung back her veil.
I stood there astounded. It was
pot Barbara. It was her sister Claire.

CHAPTER X,

For a full minute Claire Bradford

‘and 1 stood there observing each oth-

- er.,
'_l think we both sensed our mutual |
distrust. As I studied her, I was try- |
ing

Even before a word was spoken

to conjecture what could have
been the motive so impelling that she

'had dared to come even within prison

‘her? 1 doubted Iit.

Had Barbara sent
I was sure that
visit was to

walls to see me.

more than likely her

plead with me to keep silent about

“her part in the tragedy.

I was cer-
tain she was going to ask me to pledge

'my word to tell no one of her second
' visit to the Gaston apartment

Yet as I studied her weak, beautiful

face, so like Barbara's and yet so dif-

ferent, with its sensuous mouth and |

roving, brilliant eves, I still was won-
'dering how it was possible for a girl

of her refinement and social position

to have become enmeshed with such

common criminals as the two

the telephone girl.
“To what am | indehted for the
honor of this visit,” I asked at length,

adding with some sarcasm, “ifrom my

out of the prison and have a luncheon |

The thing uppermost in my mind |

sister?”

Never for a second had 1 imagined
that other than a selfish motive couid
have brought her thither, and the con-
versation that followed was all the
more surprising to me on that ac-

count.

“I had to say I was your sister,”
she answered quickly. *“I wanted to
be sure of sceing you and I did not
wish anvone to recognize me. You
know, 1 believe, who I am?”

“You are Barbara's sister,”
plied.

“That’'s why 1 came,” she cried, “for
Barbara's sake. [ have come to plead
with you for her.”

“To plead—with me—for her,” I
echoed in astonishment.

“Yes,” she cried passionately.
“She’s young. She’s little more than
a child. She did not realize what she
was doing. You must not let anyone
know you even know her.
never, never tell.”

“Never tell what?” I answered non-
committally.

She answered with a convulsive sob.
I thought for a little that she was
going to break down completely. Her
manner and the pallor of her face
attracted the attention of the keeper
who was in the room with us, and he
started forward as Iif expecting her
to fall in a faint. Resolutely she
pulled herself together and went on
in calmer tones.

“Oh, I know all about it. I know
that she is completely fascinated by
you. I know that she has been meet-
ing you in the park. I know that
she has lunched with you at the
Astor.” She hesitated and her face
crimsoned—*1 know that she has even
visited you In your rooms late at
night. Oh, please, please, I beg of
you, if there is a spark of manhood
in you, do not take advantage of a
silly girl’s weakness. Please help me
protect my little sister’s name; proms-
ise—you will, won’t you?”

“Why should I?” I replied careless-

I re-

ly, repressing my desire to leap at |

once to Barbara’'s defense and explain
how pure and honorable her conduct
had been and how lofty the motive
that had governed her actions.
Tempted though I was to defend her,
[ realized that this might be an op-
portunity to learn something of Claire
Bradford’'s associates, and I deter-
mined to make the most of #& How
else could she know of all my meet-
ings with Barbara unless she was in
league with the persons who had been
having me shadowed? How the
knowledge that Barbara had been in
my apartment could have come to her
was a mystery bevond me. I would
have sworn that that was a secret sa-
cred to our two selves.

“Listen to me,” she commanded,
speaking in low tones, “Barbara

of the world.
herself, and her heedlessness.

You must

1
!

|

' had
e,

lipS | or from someone whom he told of our |

e — — = TE——

FE e

ton.” but she paid no aftention.

“T pan away from school and mar
ried him and learned too late that he
had a wife and child already.

hoGgI 1t meant the 10Ss of Mer own | v« . = e .
wStising of & [* smmed” maignabfly af the “he, |

|
|
[

Whei 2
All mvy I,

life- ever since, that terrible thing has |

followed me.

risine to confrent me. Even if T have
to kill you, I am |
tle sister from following

“NWNhere M:
asked. “lIave you scen

oning to save my iit-
in my steps.”
1S Gaston \urice
him recently?”
She gasped and shuddered, looking
me incredulousliy,

“You.” she breathed excitedly, “who
are How do you know his

name?”

}'Htl?

“Never mind how I know it,” I re- |

want to know is
When did yvou see

“What 1
where is he now?
him last?”

“Not for
fore my father's death—not since the
marriaze was annulled.”

“Nor heard from him,”

yvears—nof since long he-

“nmless—"

“TI'nless what?” 1 insisted, as she

| . ' stopped abruntly.
' ruse to miake sure of seeing me while | - = -

“] can't tell you,” she said firmly.
“1 don't know. Theyv must have come

It’s like a specter over |

10N ?“ ] |

SIDEWALK !S THEIR MARKET

All Sorts of Coods Are Dis
posed of by New York’s
“Down and Outs.”

At the Dowery approach to the Wil-
Hamshurge bridee may be witnessed an
rhi af hour of the

e Times. Th:s
is the eathering of near down-and-ouis
IHH[HH?T*L‘S of left of their
wardrobes and who, being poor Qi jes-

Interestinye sj

any

day, says~ the York

1<

wint

" men. usually take what is offered and

| on

fronsers

 Ing

1 persisted. | cents a garment.

“No. nor heard from him,” she hesi- |

1tﬂt*‘fl.
It must be DBarbara. |

- wasn't
' tried his best to get £5 for it and held

from him. from someone that knew—

the letters.’

“What letters?
them.”

“I ean’t tell what I don’t know. 1
haven't the least idea where Gaston
Maurice is. I had hoped he was dead
in the war. Yet he can't be. 1 have
anonvmous letters
They must have come from him

Tell me about

marriage? How else could they know?”
Her distress was so real and her

' manner so convincing that 1 decided

' that she must be telling the truth.

“Well,” said I, “if you
me where to find Gaston
there is one thing that you can
me.” .

“What is that?”

“Why did you visit my apartment

late last night? Why did you put that |
 vagaries and queer complications.

revolver in my dresser?”

. tan

elll-
ployees of the Granddeck, Wick anil |

is |
my baby sister, innocent of the ways |
I must save her from
Never, |

' “What do yvou mean by that?

- ent
dering over her statements, my cell

“Revolver.,” she queried in a puzzled
tone, “what revolver?”

“The revolver with which Miss Lu-
was killed.” ]
She eved me in shocked surprise.
“Why this to me? 1

do you say

' never saw the revolver.”

“You cannot deny that you were In
my apartment last night.”™”
“But the revolver,” she protested.

“You Cannot Deny That You Were in
My Apartment Lact Night”

I know
nothing of any revolver.,”

“Last night, a few minutes
Miss Lutan was murdered,” [ said
sternly, “some man or woman entered
my rooms and placed a revolver with
one chamber discharged in the dresser
in my bedroom. It
placed there for the purpose of throw-
ing suspicion on me, of making me
out the murderer. The detectives
found it there and arrested me. If
vou did not enter my apartment to
hide the revolver, why then were you
there?”

“] knew nothing about the murder,”
she answered irrelevantly, “until this
morning—until I read about it in the

papers.”
“What about Wick?” 1 hurled at

her. “Didn't Wick tell you?”
“Wick.,” she repeated in a puzzled

way. “Oh, Mr. Wick, the superintend-

ent. No. I have not seen him for sev-

eral days.”
“Did yvou do nothing yesterday at
his direction?”
“How absurd! Of course not.”
“Why, then, did you go into my

rooms?”
She looked at me with a frightened

face. and her manner became more
confused.

“I really believe you are trying to
implicate me in your crime,” she ejac-
ulated. *“It's absurd for you to try

' to question me this way.”

keeper,
Time's

“Lady,” Interrupted the
“you’'ll have to be going now.
up.”

“pPromise me,” she begged hastily
in an undertone, as she departed,
“whatever vou think about me, you'll

keep my sister out of it.”
“I'll promise nothing, unless you con-

fess evervthing,” 1 repeated,
mined. if 1 could, to drag her secret
from her, even though I, as well as

' she. was eager to shield Barbara’s

name,
(Maire Bradford’'s attitude,
confess, puzzied me greatly.

I must
Her de

nial that she had seen the revolver.,

or that she had been working in con-
junetion with Wick seemed to ring

deter- |

- low
razor but wasn't willing to pay the

threatening

cannot tell
Mauride |
tell

not what they expected to get.
The other morning there were four

hand. One had three frayed silk
ghirts, two [r:li:‘.:
trousers and three sets of silk under-
He asked 50 cents each for the
shirts and took §] the thuee,
hrought 55 the pair,
while he had much trouble in dizpos-
of the underclothing at

weaur.
or
CEeNnts

‘)=

<itk iy
Another had a fur-lined coat which
so very awful looking. He
n for nearlv an hour, Finally a mo-
torman came along and, after diggingZ
in every crevice of his pockets, pro-
dneed £4.78. This won the coat.

A raceced fellow had three razors,
for which he asked 81 each. A big fel-
with wiry whiskers wanted a

price. He offered 45 cents, then 50. He
bought for 60,

This “market” is held in the open,
on the sidewalk, and the police do not
appear to care, for there Is never any
interference.

GECRGE HAD ANOTHER GUESS

i
Old Gentleman Had Also Been Doing
Some Thinkina About the High
Cost of Living.

B

A congressman who IS investigating

the high cost of living said to a Wash-
ington correspondent:

“The h. e¢. 1. is responsible for many

“A voung chap who had got en-

' gaged to a girl was talking over the
- future with her.

|
|
|

““With prices what they are, said
the girl, ‘we must be content, George,

the most. two servants.’
“George coughed.

“It’s my idea,’ he said, ‘to.live with
man the first couple of

vour old
vears.’

“‘Bnt, George—'

“ “That's my idea,’ he interrupted.
“Think of the money we can save. No
rent. no licht, no grub bills, no coal’

“ Put—

terrupted again. ‘I tell you, -
“Then the door opened softly and

the eirl’s father entered the room.

: decided that

“ sChildren. he said tenderly, ‘1 have
when you get married

I'' come and live with you for the
rest of my life.””

#

Salmon Saved Queen.
The salmon with a ring in its mouth,

of more or less waorn |

' that. this new capital

- bosom,
- hollow

- stift

i

— - = = —

MUCH LIKE WESTERN CITY

Tiflis. Cap'tal of New Georgian Re

pubiic, by No Means Typical
of the East.

AMr. Melville Chater, recording Im-
pressions in the National Geographic
\Vaceazine, admits that he Was sur-
priced when he arrived in Titlis, cap-
ital of the He
had exnected a city more suggestive
of the East, as the Western mind pic-
fures it : but the Golovinsky prospekt,
the main through the
heart of the city, stretched hefore him,
“as hand<ome a bit of modern metro-
politanism as can be found anvwhere,”
and its restaurants, shops, opera, and

new Georgian republice.

thoroughfare

The | what used to be the viceregal palace

hut which now files the sfandard o’

the now nation, sugzested at once the

French adjeetive “chie.” More than.
was brilliant
with uniforms, Russian, Georgian, Ar-
men‘an British. and most piecturesque
of all the Caucasian costume, with its
wash-waisted eoat,
and astrakhan
the load of

broad-shonldered,
hich. boots.
cap.

heelless

One marveled at

 weanons that completed it; a sword

rottling and elanking with the wear-
er’s martinl stride. a hrace of pistols,
a pa'r of daggers, and a collection of
what looked like enormous fountain
pens hung across the Caneasian
but which turned out to he
tubes intended to he loaded
with powder and shot. One must add
mustaches and a eclose-shaven

' skull to picture this Georgian in al.
' his glory on the Golovinsky prospek

" of his national capital.

- Tiflis,

Clothing for
oivilians is searce and expensive in
but the cast-off uniforms of
military officers are for sale, and many

A citizen in need of a new suit had

|
I

|
|

is estimated, came from farms.

dear, with a small flat and one or, at ords in the bureau of war-risk insur-

bought himself an old nniform.

ARE RETURNING TO FARMS

Not Many of Uncle Sam’s Fighters
Have Succumbed to the Lure
of the City.

| —

Of America’s mighty war forces of
more than 4.500,000 men, 1.200,000, it
Rec-

' ance in Washington indicate that these

farm-bred or farm-raised boys carried

government life insurance amounting

to over $£10,000.000.000,
During the earlier demobilization it

was so difficult to keep track of the

discharged service men that it seemed
as though a very large proportion ef

them did not return to their former

addresses or homes,

“ insist on this thing,’ George in. | service men who had come from the

So many of the

farms scemed to be listening to the

' back to the farms.

' that figures in the arms of the city of |

Glasgow, Scotland, which

' those of the ancient see, is. said to
record a miracle of St. Kentigern, the
' founder of the see, and the fonrth

- bishop of Glaszow.
- gave a soldier, with whom she had

have
was evidently

true. and I was also inclined to be- |

lieve her statement that

whereabouts. While I was pon

door opened and Gorman was let in.
“Well, voung fellow,” he said, “this
sleuthing business didn’'t turn out ex-

EY"
“You
i 'lll lfil-

| waited

den't think P'm  guilty,

1D agony

'
actly the way we expected it to, did
- serene and happy, no matter whether

do

score and ten.

for his auswer. | ment

A certain queen

fallen in love. a ring that had been
presented to her by her consort: but

havine obtained the ring, threw it info

- his disloyval lady. .

after | |
' Qt. Kentigern, and he., proceeding to |

In her alarm she sought help from

the river. forthwith eaught a <almon,
which. on being opened, was found to
swallowed the

jewel, The queen recained the good

oraces of the king, and lived a better +

life afterward.

Believed Victims of Indians.

Three skeletons, believed to be those
of early American sefilers were un-
earthed at Kennebunkport, Me., by
workmen leveling some land near an
old fort erected during the war of
1812. Two apparently were victims of
Indian massacres or wars, Embedded
in the skull of one of the skeletons
was-an Indian arrow.
skull of the second was chipned off
cleanly, as if done by a tomahawk
held in a well-trained hand.
<keleton was that of a man seven feet
tall.
were buried in an old cemetery on this
spot, and that the graves were COV-
ered over by earth thrown up when
the fort excavations were being made.

About the Dead Sea.
Swimming in the Dead sea Is re-
freshing sport, but swimmers have to
be careful not to get water into their
eyes. In a ton of water from the Cas-

pian sea there are 11 pounds of salt,

in a ton from the Atlantic ocean there

are 31 pounds, from the Mediterranean,
{5 pounds; but in a ton of the Dead
sea there are 187 pounds.
to a prevailing belief, there are plains
on the shores of the Dead sea that are

' so fertile and well watered that as

<soon as one crop is harvested anothef
ean be planted; but as a whole, the
hasin is a dreary region.—Youth's

Companion,

Girl Studies to Be Blacksmith.

A girl junior at the University of
Washington is learning the black-
smith’s trade. Jazz is no lure to her,
for the anvil chorus fills her ear and
she looks forward to owning and oper-

' ating a forge and a farm of her own.
blacksmithing |

she knew | frose from her resolve to be a farmer,

nothing of her former hushand’'s pres- | and as such to know something of ma-

The desire to master

chinerv. So she studies the fashion-

lug of bolts and bars and the pointing |

of plowshares.

Happiness in Serenity. |
The thing for us all to do is toe b

we are four and twenty or three
To take disappoint-
philosophically, as something

are” also | ] g
' to life-as a resnlt of the silver boom.

all-important |

The third | o con moss, and hidden there is a dish

eall of the city that it was feared more
‘han one-half of them were not going
Later the tide of
migration set in toward the country,
and now it is believed that the loss in

man power to the farms, as the resuit

of former service men settling else-
where, may not be more than 500,000.

Dead Towns Awaken., |
Dead towns of the West are coming

There were towns in Colorado and Ne-
vad: and Arizona, which, under the in-
fnence of silver in those days after
: ‘he (Yivil war, burst into wild, rich life
' that has no paraliel in history.

: . 1 Ctrails
. the king discovered the intrigue, and, |

Clouds of dust are rising along the
that lead soeebrush
The mining engineer, present-

ACTOSS

plains,

(dny successor of the prospector anda
the Clvde. and then demanded it of

his burro, is astir in the silver coun-

1y

- douhle
The tip of the |

They are going back to the old
chafts that vielded wealth when silver
was ahove a dollar. With the advance
in mining processes in the last four
decades the chances of profits are
many times multiplied.

Keeps Windows Free From Frost.

In these davs, when Jack Frost is
busy drawing pictures on the windows
many beautiful works appear over
night, but when he completely covers
the glass, he is not so welcome, The
Russians have a very effective way of,
preventing the obscuring of the win-
dows by frost. In Russia the walls of
the buildings are very thick, and
windows are fitted to the
houses. set ahont 13 inches apart. The
window sill between the outer and in-

' ner windows is decorated with bright

' filled with ealeium chloride. which ab-

It is believed that the bodies |

Contrary

sorbs all the meisture and thus efTec-
tually prevents the formation of ice
during the long, cold winter, :

— ————————————————————

And Save Shce Leather,

1 a mile bhefore breakfast to
sot ' an appetite,” says a doctor.
“har'-s! Now we know how to keep
down an appetite.—Doston Transcript.
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MICKIE SAYS

WERE WORKW' WARD T GAT :
OuUT A GOOD ,NEWSN PAPER AW
& NOU 'PRECIATE 1T, TELL SOME-

200N WHAT A GOOD PAPER.
THIS 1S N THEW NMANSE WELL
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been, and how honest my motives for * _ ) : : i
most of them wearing masks. was how to prevent her from being in never, if I can help it, shall she suffer that ean't be cured and therefore to
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recent actions had been, yet
what I read in the newspaper:

MURDERS WELL-

about with curiosity. I had read of
this ceremony. I was being “lined up”
hefore the members of the city's detec-
tive force to see if any of them could
identify me and to give them an oppor
emee— o FEiiaTIZE, tlicselves Witn

Getsc . "=

any way involved. She must never

know that only by her testimony would
I be able to prove an alibi. Should
she ever realize this, I knew that her
sense of justice would make her come

¢orward end tell the truth., even

the agony and shame and disgrace

that I have known. Years ago I, just
as she is now, became infatuated with
a man far below me in the social

scale., He. too. was a crimipal.”

If he failed me, there was no eone
ahsolutely no one, to whom 1 could
urn.

“It looks like you were guilty from

reading the morning papers,” he an-

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc2929_scm3543-0180.jpgd

be endured. To bhe kind and gentle
and generous and forgiving—if we

' ghall resolve upon all that, something

better than youth will be ours,—Ex-




