."‘

Geo.

Blight,”

Allan England

Author of “Darkness and Dawn,*
Oblivion,” “The h:sll‘ fa the Alr”
“The AfterGlow," “The Crime-Detector,”, eta.

“Berond the Great
“The Goldea

Within, a conviet was standing. A
conviet—the conviet. The boy that
he himself, WWalter Slayton, had put
there f.r the term of his natural life

At Iirst Slayton could hardly recog-
nlze him. The clipped head, the form-
less striped clothing, the wan and yel-
lowed facc—already tinged with the
unmistakable marks of priscn pallor
had aitercd Arthur almost beyond re-
cognition. Mental angulsh, wretched
food, lack of exercise, and the depri-
vaticn of licit aad alr had all taken
their toll of him,

But his shculders were still erect
and strong. The fine, broad bLrows
had not altered. The wide-set eyes
were stiil the same. No, not quite—
for now as they peered out at ay-
ton, standing there immaculate and
trim; th glowered with a light the
cashier never yot had seen there—a
smoldering flame eloquent cf hate
that nothing shcrt of death could
ever catisfy

For a pregnant moment the
men gazcd at each other, while the
guard looked on with only an indif-
ferent interest. Life for him held far
too many such scenes for them to
possess any meaning. The very air
he breasthed was blended with numan
tragcdies and sorrows past all tell-
ing.

Arth

r gave no sign and made no
sound. He simply stood there at the
inner grille, did No. his fingers
hooked over the wires, peering mzz\nl
Slayton with silent hate 3

ly and gl
not

“What do you wa here?" asked
the Loy suddenly, his voice trembling
a little,

“My duty—compels me—'

our —Christian duty, !
My ty to my fellow
brother in disiress.””
Arthur turned toward the wa
“Have ! got to listen to
demanded. “On i{cp of all I have to
suffer here, have 1 got to see this fel-
low and hear his ccnfounded hypoce-

guard shot him an ugly look
V' that Slayton had so wisely
slipped to him was potent
“Cut it, cut [i!” he retoried. “You
ich a much to throw upa h
nobody, much less }
2 2265 made no answer, because
he knew that nothing he could s

would possess any welght. Once r
he pes out at Slayten silently
a strange. terse quietude
enemies, nOw so un-

l Slayten broke ¢
*Arth 1 he fn his most unc-
tucus tcees, “this is a most painful
occasion, but highly necessary 1t
grieves me to the heart to see you
here. Sut duty demands it Where
duty leads I follow. I am here to

to you without animus cr il

‘I cannot fcrgive ycu your crime
¢ Cod can do that. But whatever
u have done me personally,
accusations you have made,
tever violence you have in-
flicted ¢n me, 1 can and do forgive.”

Arthur laughed—a shuddering and
terrible lauvgh.

IN MISERY
FUR YEARS

Mrs. Courtney Tells How She
Was Cured by Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound.

Oskaloosn, Jowa.—** For years T was
simply in misery from a weakness and
awful pains—and
nothing seemed to
do me any
friend advised me
to take Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vege-
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did so and got re-
lief right away. I
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commend this valu-
able medicine to
other women who
suffer, for it has
done such food
-‘;rk f{:‘r &w nnd"lﬂkm;w lmvl:ﬂhflg

ers ey will give it a fair trial.
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est, Oskaloosa, lowa.

Why will women drag from day
to day, ycar in and year out, suffering
such misery as did Mrs. Oocﬂae{. when
such letters as this are continually being

blished. Every woman who suffers

displacements, irregularities, in-

flammation, ulceration, ache, ner-
et T 7o shocha give this

() ve amous

and herb -E. Pink-

root remedy, Lydia

h-‘le-ubhc«n atrial. For
= rdnl vice write g Tﬂnkhn-
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You--forgive me?” he asked
"l do," anawered Slayton, feeling
the sweat start on his forchead, al-

though the air of the room hung dank
and chiily despite the July heat with-

out. “Fuliy and freely 1 forgive you
But that's not what 've come to talk
with you abeut, Arthur. I'm here to
ask you reasonably and honestly to
repalr what damage you can, and to
make good whatever can be meade
good now."”

“What do Judas?" de-

you mean,
5

manded No.

Slayton blinked angrily, as if about
to repel the epithet, but thought bet-
ter of it and made no retort. Instead,
adopting a meeak, conciliatory tone, he

answered

I mean just this, Arthur: Glve
back the money!"”

The—money 2"

“Yes; the cne hundred and fifty
thousand dollars. You can't restore

poor old Mackenzie to life again, but
you can make restitution of the stolen
funds. The bank has felt the loss,
Arthur; no denying that. In spite of
it,” he could not refrain from adding,
the directors have materially in-
creusea iy salary and bettered my

This is one of the many allments
for which Zam-Buk s needed at the

fromt, foet,
heal » tronch
feot.” Regular applications of this
balm will keep the feet In perfect
condition,

Pte. Frank Gaskin, of the 4th
Canadian Infantry, writing from
says: " After heavy maroh.
nd nothing so ,ood s Zam-
Duk for sore and tired feet.”

Your soldler friends need Zam-
Buk also for cu burns, barbed
wire scratches, and sores of all
kinds. Be sure to put some In your
next parcel, All de or Zam-
Buk Co, Toronto, B0c. box, 3 for

: v
m .B“

llll noothes tired, achi

ce,
1A

you'd be reasonable. I knew you'd
{isten to argument!’

He smiled with a glint of teeth,
Fhings were breaking well for him
that day, Against all expoctation Ar
thur was about to make a statement
which would absolutely elinch the case
wnd make Rlaylon's p on forever
secare Just to get rid of him,
thought the murderer, Arthur wae
willlng to tell any fa'sehond, no mat
ter how damaging to himself. 1'es-
perate and nopeless, he was about to
drive the last nall in his own coffin

“Where is the

mone)
gueried Siayton, eagerly, *
“I don't

prospects. 1 am grateful, naturally,
for this recognition of my services at

the time of the—er—tragedy. I want
to do my duty by the institution. I
the bank a great dea!l, Arthur; a |

deal-
re camned wei. right you do!
and fifty

know whzie
answered the boy, In
strained volce that shock

rom a raging outburst of passion, *1
can't tell you where it all is. Butl
know about a part of it

“Part will be betier thun none, Ar

thur, Tell me!" Where §
“Well,” sald Arthur, s
cf it has gone into those

words shot acr
winged bolts of
What?" stammered

» puckering s

repeated “that
You owe the Powhatan National Bank |
one hundred and fifty thousand dol- |
lars. ‘And 1 add that the man who |
killed Mackenzie with my gun s |
standing in front of me now. And on |
top of that, Slayton, I tell you that

I'm going to get out of here some day;
and when 1 do—when I do — look
out!

Slayton, gasping, turned toward the
warder

You hear him?” he demanded

“Sure ! hear him! He's woody—
bugs, you know! Mus throw
that kind o' bull. Maybe ¢ h o
the cooler might bring of it.
He's llable to get it, all
wur laughed again
it me in  the cooler a!l you
" he retorted. “'1I'm giving you

to

lacts.”
“Arthur!” cried Slayton, strangly

shaken Your conduct
every limit of tolerance Mr. Copam-
be in had intended to interest him-
self in your behall, and so had I; but
now—
“Now you know that T know all
about the inwardness of the case,” in-
terrupted the hoy ve got the whole
thing on you, Slaytcn. You got away
with the money, you kiliad the old
man, you framed me, and seat me up
for life!

“Safe now. aren't
me fed’? Guess again! The
story’s not finished, Slayton, It's not
done yet. There's going to be another
chapter some of these days, and the
ending will be different from anythin”
you've doped out

“I'll wait fer it, Slavtcen!
fifty vears to ge. my fin
windpipe! So now you
coming. I've sald all T'm
Cet outgand let me alone!’

The cashier holding on to the oute
erille to steady himself, mada po 1m-
me?'=*a apgwer; but stood there, pal-
er avw than his vietim, with a
stranaa look in his eves —-those biink-
Ing e7é2 that never held true

“Artaur,” he managed to say at
lengea, while the hoy still fixed a look
of ¢ Intense malignity upon him-— |
‘Arthar, my duty forces me to for-
glve you these slanders and overlook
these wareats, Nothi that you can
say about me can matter {a the least
Your idle vapurings are impotent to
harm me. My only concern now I8
the recovery of those funds

1 know your better judgment will
not wish to see the bank hampered In
any way, which must react upon—"

“Not a word about her! Don't you
dare to speak her name, you skunk!"

Upon Miss Chamberlain — Enid

~as | was saying,"” persisted the cash-
fer, smiling with coid malice. “There-
fore, I beg you again, juy dear boy,
let us have the truth. Nothing can
mwatter to you now. You are here, un-

surpasses

you? Safe, with

I'd wan
8 cn you.
w what's
going to

fortunately, for life. You have done
much evil, Do what good you can
now; tell me where that money 8"

Arthur pondered a moihent, press-
ing his forehead to the grille. Slayton,
meanwhile, regarde. bhim with cold
and eruel pleasure.

Suddenly the boy raised his head
again,

“All rigit, Slayton! I'll tell youw,”
he exclaimed, “if you'll promise to go
then and g3t out of my sight—and not
come back. Never come back here
again; you understand?”

demanoved

{ and he

“You—you'll tell me?"
the cashier, surprised. “Ah, that's
fine, my boy—that's fine! [ knew

clothes of vours, Slayton,
is in your pocket-book there,

javbed a forefinger at

cashler., “Some you've probably salied
has most
oney

And the rest
to square up

ikely

away,
! and

gor sharks

otliers that you must e got mixed
up with before ‘ak.
“Now you' Siayton

You've got
se and get out of

Dazed by

ieft attack

with shattc

for a long, s
Hd fac

right.-and
e on him
stared

aute at th
od thre
ted in a grimuc

of hate

gri

cont

and lcathing,
Then, shaking his head, he tumed to
guard
You hcar G, “'No
taiking to aist be
Crazv ‘s right! We'll soon cool
I im off, belleve me!"
“No viole

low's mind s
ress and attentio
The guard grinned
“Thats our only
he swered,

“Kindne

tention is Sing Sing's middle
I'ak: me out, please, I've
encugh,
“All right, sir. This way, pie
Aua the door of the recepiion-room

jened to let Slaytun out, the voice of
Arthur snarled after h.m!
Don't forget! You owe
thing something that
colllect some day!"”
CHAPYVER
Chamberlain

me
I'm comin

some

XX

heard

combatied and overthrown

“You mean to he refused to

say

@ive any information coneerning the
stolen funus?' asked Chamoeriain,
when ho and the cashler had seatod
themaeliea with tobacco in the Hbrary
of tue president's house oa  Kiverside
Drive., “lle wouldn't tell ;o8 any
thing?

“Not a word, not a word,”

“itm! Taats baw, very, very bad,
I'm afrald the loss s going to be
total, | waa hoping he might be will
ing to make some pardal statement
for his crime by restoring at least u
fart of the money.

“e tsn't, und  probably never will
be willlng to say & word, Perbaps it
wos a mistake to have me see him at
all. He seems to entertain tho most
doop-seated antipathy for me. If you'dl
been able to go, perhups

“No, no, no!' And Chamberlain
ralsed a negatlving hand,

I'm wure | couldn't have done n
thing with him, He knows | belleve
nim gullty, He probably figured that
I've tried (o turn Knld againet him
wiileh 18 perfectly true, | know he'd
never talk tc me. You, Slayton, have
consistently befriended him. ke owes
you adebt of ddepest gratitude, If ha
won't tell you, then the money's gone
torever,”

“I'm afrald  you're right
‘hamberlain, Very. very much &
yvou're right, But don't,| beg you,
of gratituda in connection with that
follow, Hea doesn’t know the meaning
of the word, Instead of being graie
ful to me ne'd like to kill me If he
could I tell you. sir, there's a hard
vicious type for you, An old, evll head
on young shoulders

got what he de

“If ever a man
stived it Mansfield. Nothing saven
me from assault and probably murder

except a steel grill-work between us
You know now he struck me down at
the bank. Well, he'd have killed me
this morning right there in the prison
if ke could have got at me| There's
the man you used to receive into your
noine, Mr, Chamberlain, There's the

m your daughter’s still defending!"”
“pear, dear, dear!” exclaimed the
distressed. ““How very

much

ng! You

say he threateney |
ore to kill me
e to get out,
You won't say!™

do say! | can prove every
of it by the guard who stood b 1
me ail during the interview, The
felloww got so abusive 1 had to with-
raw

word

|

i clucked Chamberls
““This certainly puts
light c¢n the whole

at his cigar and gazen ol
with wrinkled brows
l:at a viper 1 did cherish |

y som, so to speak! i'm afraid |
| we've all bean very grievously de |
j ceived in  Man 1d from the very |
| beginning.” |
{ ) Ar |

eived {sn't the word for

field. The can . ie a ina
from the word go. His father was a
crook beiore him, He's of bad stock. |
Rotten, ¢ through.”
oy of course. Odd though,

and fine he managed la!
|
|

minal; smooth,

ayten

A finished
s all,” sa £
propositions alive.

very
“One cf the
In a way

es!

|
| )
’ € |
s vou got out of it cheaply. If |
|.. In't made this break and got |
| he'd have gone on and on !
| deceived vou, He'd have inevitably
{ continued hoodwinking your daughter,
| He'd have induced her to marry him. |
“Then he'd have entangled you in |
for imagination. He |

v wrecked the bank

away with a million or rwo,
And {f 1'd stood in the way he'd
have shot you down like a dog—or

maybe given vou *he more subtle treat
ot a slow poison in your own

use.”
“Quite likely,
Slayton

assented the banker
there's a silver lining
There's good in eyery
agedy. after all |
saved tha
on, spared my life

Vell

k from destrue

promising attitude of blind faith In

scoundrel, Her

on the Interview taat t
wfinite  sadness and rescued Enid from a Iiv_:- of an
cashier, great ahiaken ' 1 and appalling di.«'gr_m-n_ e
voyant precis.c of Arti . | gazing at the smoke (.»f h;q cigar. “It's
ticns—most dangerous in 1 for the best. “It's show s us v'lr'p‘
sibllitica—even thon a | fupiicity '“r human ll”-‘ ‘:1"1‘:
by nobody—und by the thre Wy ll,‘ a 4’]“.|.‘(4‘.- m‘ dn._ ar '.‘r:
knew Arthur would try (o L ween for all of for
if ever the boy recovered liberty, re- | YO  GaarBhch AN S tEa s tas
turned to New York ina state of ex ‘mu‘u A ;’m Drwhl-:n(:.ht.« riox L ine
SAmS SADTEAROL, DRI CO8R KN with sudden emotion-for senility was
stood clearly fevth Arthur n us creeping fast upon him. “This affair
all hazards Le kept behind bars, Every | has taken hold more desply on me
attempt to win & pardon, now In the ‘ than 1 can possibly tell vou V,npr-‘
distant future. taust bo undermined { clally Enid’s sorrow and her uncom-

|

|
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At home—no sPecial equipment
~—from our pure and popular

Hop-Mall Beer Exiracl
Conforming to Temperance Act
This ls & food Deer, more de-
liclous  nourishing  and better
than any malt beverage you can
buy bottles Drink  all ou
want of It Ensy to make he
drink that “cheers but does not
inebriste.” _.Rich, creamy foam,
ural color, snap and sparkle,
r friends  will  conilrm your
pinton=""The beat I ever tasted.”
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Sample can, makes 1 . 80¢
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Prepald throughout Can-
ntsa wanted everwhere,
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Dept. W.R.10, 92 King 8. West
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“You den't mean to tell me she still
clings to him?" demanded Slayton, |
| leaning forward with mock surprise

| The fact was perfectly well known |
{ to him; but it suited his purpose to
| b d ignorance thercof
| I'm afraid she does,” admitted
| Chamberlain
| In spite of everything? All these
| oceans of proof?”

In epite of everything Nothing

| has had the slightest weight with her.
Not even what you've just told me
’ would have any effect, I'm sure. She's
| formed a certain herole concept of him
that nothing cam change —nothing
whatsoever. Looks unpon him as a
martyr, a victim of some kind of al
plot; h all kinds of fantastical |
vapors and {deas, you know.” l

He spread his tremblinz hands,
palms outward, in despair,

“You cont tell me!" wondered
Slayton with. arch-hypocrisy.
it's the truth. Women

“Yes, yes;

are like that, you know, at times.
They get an idea and worry It to
death; hang on iike a bulldog; noth-
ing can ever make them let go. Enid

absolutely obsessed by her bellef

1y

| rise in salary.

| tuted

Heals Skin Trouble With
One Cake Soap and Two

Boxes Ointment,

Soap and | { not 80
bad after using mﬂum
From s of Mrs. Wil
liam Quigley, Windsor, N, 8,

did no more then scothe

dress post-card: ‘‘Cuticura, Dept. A,

Boston, U. 8, A.” 8old everywhere.
in Mansfield.

“And what can 1 do about it?
Nothing, eir; absolutely nothing.

She's of age: has her own independent
fortune; 18 a free agent. I can advise,
plead, appeal; but beyond that —noth-

ing.'

Very unfortunate, I'm sure”
agreed the cashier. “Too bad she's
not a minor."”

“Too bad, indeed. But she {sn't,

and I'm helpless."

The old mar looked it indeed as he
sat there in the huge leather chalr,
sucking feebiy at his cigar.

“I've tried to get her to go South or
West or over to Europe, but she wont'
stir, In spite of the fact that she's
got downright nervous prostration
and is a sick woman she still remains
here. Clings to some sort of idea that
somchow in one way or another some-
¢ vet turn up to free Mans-

aven forbid!" exclaimed S'ay-
rting

ms the ‘conspiracy’ will yet

break down. and— and all kinds of

notions of that sort, you understand

{1 don't know, Slayton; [ don't know
| what to do, indeed I don'L"

He relapsed into silence. For a mo-
ment or two the men smoked, each
peering at the other across the library
table Old Chamberlain shook his
white mane cespondently. Hil face,

now much mora deeply wrinkied than
t had becn six months befare, drooped
impotentlv. Slayton enjoyed the glis-
ter of te in the old man's eyes. A
keen, hard, malicious look of calcula-
tion came into his own

He was thinking

Chamberlain can’t last long at
this rate. Even if he doesn't die he'll
have to retire. 1 don't give him five
years more at the outside. And then
—a new president! Why not Walter
Haynes Slayton?”

Slayvton's terror of old Jarboe had
probably caused him more acute suf-
fering than any Chamberlain had ex-
perienced. Then, too, the cashier's
continued thefts to meet the &£ aylock's

| demands had given him many a sleep-

less night, taken flesh from his bones,
and put wrinkles in his face. Yet after
all Slayton was a younrg man and
could stand the gaff infinitely better
than Chamberlain

Fate might yet be kind. It might
strike down Chamberlain and exalt
Slayton. And once In the president’s
chair, Jarboe's leechings would no
longer be serious—unless, indeed (the
chill dread sometimes came upon
Slayton), the blackmaliler should raise

s ‘“Insurance-rates”’ to meet the

All this and more passed through his

mind as he sat facing the old man,
smoking there in the library And
in the thought recurred

“Jarboe 1s very old. Jarboe will

{ dle before long. The real and vital
| danger is Mansfield!"

Mansfield, at all hazards, must be
kept in durance Cnly through one
gency might he ever be set free— and

at was Knid

then, at last analysis ccnstl-

His
fact,

Slayton's greatest
prehensile mind, grasping
wurned It and analyzed it with preci-
slon. Something must be done at
once to forestall any continued action
on the girl's part in Arthur's behalf
In some way, at all hazards, her mind
must be poisoned against him

('lI'o He Continned)

CONSTIPAIED CHILDREN

Childhood constipation can be quick:

peril
this

| 1y banished through the use of Laby s
uwn Tablets These Tablets are o
id but 1orough  laxative whiecl
ver [Ial to regulate the bowels,

W the stomach and in this way

eve all the minor [iis of littie oney,
them Mrs. kugene Cou
ture. Knox Bridge, Que, writes:—
“Baby's Own Tablets have been mar
velloua (u tiae case of my baby. 8ha
was constipated and feverish but the
Tablets soon tegulated her bowels
and made ner well.” The Tablets are
gold by medicine dealers or by mall
at 26 cents a 0ox from The Dr. Wil
liems' Medieina Co.. Brockville, Ont.
“Christian Sclence Monitor."”

r
Concerning

— e .

Old Gent'eman (viewing the Niag-
ara cataract)—Belleve me, my friend,
the Falls aren't what they were 30
years ago. Veteran Hackmaa--No-
body knows it better'm me,  boss,
Why, there's lots o' days when I 1oy
turn a wheel at all!~~Buffalo

AT




