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«V4 inir arscriprion ana presenting 
.satisfactory proofs of identification 
will please apply at the oflice of Fen­
wick Brown, attorney at law, 11% 
Broadway.

After rereading this Item the young 
man fell into a brown study which 
completely held him until City Hall 
station was called, when he rose and 
stumbled out of the car in the wake 
of thé crowd, still thinking deeply.

It was almost too simple to trace the 
workings of liis ingenious mind, for 
the double of. Alexander Potts, Jr:, 
folded his newspaper carefully, after 
once more noting the address of Fen­
wick Brown, attorney at law, and 
tucked it into his coat-pocket.

Drifting with the crowd, he came to 
one of the chocolate penny-in-the-slot 
machines; topped by its alluring bit 
of glass, and here he stopped and, un- 
annoyed l^y the facetious remarks of 
passers-by, proceeded to give his face 
a lengthy and critical examination.

He counted his assets proudly, one 
by one—the sleek, neatly parted blond 
hair, coupled with one wavering and 
one steady pale-blue eye, the cast in 
the right eye—ah. it was the right 
eye!—his proudly tlirown-out chest— 
all were as the advertisement said.

As for the rest of it. our young gen­
tleman (whose real name Is whplly im­
material) thought he could satisfy 
Mr. Fenwick Brown. He hadn’t herd­
ed sheep under old Alexander Potts 
for nothing. Wholly satisfied with his 
inspection, he strode out proudly, al­
beit with a beatinj

reunion, mm wnouy mysnnea at me* 
subordinate's unwonted agitation. i 

“What's the matter, Geary7* bel 
said. “What’s wrong?”

“You'd never guess," began tbe* 
wildly anxious to spring his! 
“You'd never guess in a mil-1 

to tell yon.” 
means." said)

The Case of 
Alexander PottsCÂST0RIA clerk, 

news.
lion years, so 

“Dear me.
Mr. Brown, laying aside his glasses andij 
leaning back in his chair, resigned to* 
the interruption. '

“Who do you suppose is 'outside?'*’ 
“You said Pd never guess, so you'd 

better tell me." j
“Who’ve we been advertising for—! 

for—ten years—eh?"
“Great Scott—not—”
“YTes, sirree. as sure as you live.** 
“Not Alexander Potts?"
“As sure ns you live, Mr. Browns 

that’s who it. is.”
“Are you Sûre. Geary, you’ve made 

no mistake? This is a serious matter, 
you know. Big estate. Does the de*
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The little Englishman, riding down- 
| town on a cross-seat of a crowded sub­

way express, forgot where he was, and 
j proceeded to pound his knee with a 
j fist expressive of rapture.
. “Like a glove!” he exclaimed for 
: the benefit of all who chose to heed, 
j “Like a bloomin’ nice glove, too. Who’d 
[ ’a* thort it! Who/d ’a1 thort it were 
i possible! Not me, not me!” 
j He paused and gazed reminiscently 
j up at the lurid advertisements which 
| formed a highly interesting and deco- 
' rative frieze on both sides of the car;
! then he nodded his head and went on, 
j in a somewhat more Subdued tone:

"OP man Potts, eh? An’ me workin’
| like hell for ’im, ’erdiu’ sheep on the 
I Princess Beatrice ranch and countin' 

them dear ol’ Australia days jolly 
well wasted. . . . H'ra ! Well, you nev­
er can tefl wot'll stand you in stead 
and wot won’t.

The excited and pleased young man 
plunged anew into the newspaper 
which was the source of his unusual 
inspiration and read all over again the 
“Personal'
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“I must greet my client and congrat* 
ulate—"

He got no further, for as he pushed! 
through the swinging door to meet the 
heir to the Potts estate he gave aj 
startled exclamation that was almost! 
a gasp of dismay.

“Why* why—” he said weakly. “I' 
—where— Is tills Alexander Potts?**' 

“It is," said the clerk solemnly. “El 
see. Mr. Brown, the remarkable resem-i 
blance startles you, as it did me. It IS! 
remarkable, isn’t it ?"

“Under the circumstances, I should? 
say it was," said Fenwick Brown whettj 
he had sufficiently recovered his breathj 
to answer. “Weil, sir, I suppose yott) 
are prepared to give us satisfactory 
evidence of your relationship to the' 
old gentleman, eh?"

"Yes. sir. I think I can satisfy yoot| 
orl right ’bout uncle," said the “heir**1 
modestly. “Wot’ll you he askin’ lue?^' 

“H'm !" said Fenwick Brown, frowns 
imr importantly. “As a matter of fact* 
we really know very little about the 
old gentleman. We depended entirtelyi 
upon the description to identify the 
heir—which you must admit is almost 
sufficient in itself."

The “heir" nodded wisely. / |
Mr. Brown said : ~ ■ '
“Yen fit the description in the paper,' 

as my clerk said, “like a glove ’ I have 
never in all my life seen anyi* hig more 
remarkable.

“And your name is?" said the law* 
yer blandly. .

“W’y, sir, the pyper! Surely you 
knows my nyrae. It's the svme aar 
his’n. Alexander Potts."

“Tlemarkable, remarkable! That, I? 
believe, is the most remarkable part of 
it all. That your name should he the 
same."

The clerk was puzzled and coughed: 
deprecating'y ns he looked at his su* 
perior. Tim “hen*” smiled on. not see*' 
ing the point, if any there was.

“Yes," went on Mr. Brown, “the 
whole ease is remarkable. Yon see 
we’ve been handling this estate for, 
ten yours, .and -nothing could give us1 
more complete satisfaction than to* 
find the missing heir. It’s been the 
dream of my life to locate that party»** 

“And now," said the clerk, “you’ve 
done it, Mr. Brown." |

‘‘Yes. it would seem so," mused the, 
lawyer. “But there’s one thing we 
overlooked. Geary. That advertise* 
merit we’ve been printing will have te 
be revised." j

"Revised? Why—why—” l'
“It will have to be revised.” contfn* 

lied Fenwick Brown stubbornly. “Here* 
after, Geary, please see that it says* 
'Alexander Potts is a lady; no gentle­
men need apply.’ "

The outer office-door slammed and 
th£ missing “heir" to the Potts estate 
was down all of three flights of stairs» 

No elevators for him. He needed the 
bracing tonic of the out of doors, and 
he needed it quick.

For Over heart, through the 
city hall entrance, across the park 
toward Broadway.

There was a beatific smile on his 
face, and his slant eye glistened with 
a fearful joy as he marched briskly 
along.

“I must get it straight, now," he was 
saying to himself. “It’s all of fifteen 
years since I was workin* on the 
Princess Beatrice. I never ’card of no 
missin’ heir in them days. I that the 
old man ‘adn’t nobody to leave ’is 
millions to.

“He never did settle with me for 
this." He passed his hand over the 
scar on his forehead. “I got it the day 
we ’unted the cattle thieves for ’im. 
’E was a stingy old cuss, all right! An’ 
I’m poor, so forgive me; it ain’t my 
fault if I looks like ’is missin’ rela­
tion. It’s the doin’s of Fyte, that’s 
what it is. So ’elp me. I’m poor; w’y 
shouldn’t I make a grab for ’s pile? 
’E’ll never need it w’ere Vs goin’."

In the matter of a few moments the 
missing heir to the Potts estate stood 
in the outer office of Fenwick Brown, 
attorney at law, parleying with an ob­
tuse clerk, who was endeavoring' testi­
ly to discover his business.

“Yur name, sir?" said the clerk. 
“It’s really impossible for you to see 
Mr. Brown unless you give your name 
or some hint of your business."

“I’ll ’ave you tyke a look at me," he 
said, smiling. “Tyke a look and think 
it over. Wot d’ye guess, eh?"

But the clerk guessed nothing. He 
was beginning to believe that he had a 
lunatic to deal with, and was wonder­
ing if he could do it alone.

“Oh, I’m not crazy," said the little 
blond man, commencing to lose some 
of his good humor. “But it’s a poor de­
tective you’d make, sonny. I suppose 
if John Roekyfeller ’Iraself walked in 
’ere you wouldn't know ’m unless he 
took off 'is wig and signed a check— 
wot ?"

“Your business?" said the clerk 
stiffly.

“M.v business, young feller, is with 
Mr. Brown.” ,

“Mr. Brown is busy, and we don’t 
take criminal cases.”

«‘Well, tyke a look at that—for 
your impudence!" He thrust his paper 
under the clerks’ nose. “Did von or

which had claimed his at­
tention and had been the cause of his 
jubilation.

There was nothing about it to pro­
voke violent emotion in the ordinary 
citizen. It was dignified simplicity it­
self :

Information Wanted—Of Alexander 
Potts, namesake and heir of the late 
Alexander Potts of Warwick, Austra­
lia. Heir is the offspring of Alexander 
Potts’s brother. James Potts, and is be­
lieved on good authority to be in the 
United States. Description—Blond, five 
feet, five inches tall, erect carriage, 
faint scar over left eyebrow, and slight 
cast in flm riirhf eve. Pnrtv answer-

Thirty Years

CASTORIA
Exact Copy of Wrapper. THE CENTAUR COMPANY, NEW YORK CITY.

See the New Style Wedding Stationery at The Guide-Advocate.
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Clean-Up
Paint-Up

Let your home show the pride that is 
— within you. Plant flowers and grass seed. 

Trim up the shrubbery and vines. Paint 
your house with Lowe Brothers High Stand­
ard Liquid Paint.

You can always bank on the quality of the paint 
bearing the Little Blue Flag trademark on the 
label. It may cost a little more per gallon than 
other paints, but it spreads further and easier, so 
you’ll save money at the start on both your ma­
terial and labor bills.

This paint also holds its color and lasts longer 
than most other paints. That means you will not 
have to repaint as often as formferly.

We will be glad to show you that the difference 
between Lowe Brothers and other paints is more 
than a mere difference of opinion. Ask for color 
card and interesting literature.

Might Mob Him.
“My landlord has voluntarily re* 

ducéd my rent.”
“There’s a man for you !"
“But he doesn’t want his name 

known.6"
“What’s the nin’ter? Is he afraid 

he von’t be safe among other land* 
lords?"—Birmingham Age-HeralcL

SEND IN THE NEWS

T. DODDS & SON

rURELYtiERBAl—No paisonous Matter. 
AîiT.7 EPÎiC—Stops LIooJ-poison. 
£33Yi«.,îS—Ends fain and smarting, etc. 

éP.t—Best far baby's rashes 
«mi all sores.

50c box—All dealer*.
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