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Complete External and
Internal Treatment.

(uticura

THE SET, consisting of CUTICURA

- SOAP,to cleanse the skin of crusts
and scales, and soften the thickened
cuticie, CUTICURA OINTMENT, to
instantly allay itching, irritation,
and inflam: , and soothe and
heal, and URA RESOLVENT,
10 cool and cleanse the blood, and
expel humour germs. A SINGLE
SET is often sufficient to cure the
most torturing, disfiguring skin,
scalp, and blood humours, rashes,
itchings, and irritations, with loss
of hair, when the best physicians,
.and all other remedies fail.

Millions of People Use Cuficura Seap

Aseisted by CoTicURS OTNTMENT, the grest skin
cure, for preserviog, putifying, snd beautifying
the skin, for cicansing the scalp of crusts, scales,
sud dandruff, and the stopving of falling hair,
for sofiening, w bitening, and soothing red, rough,
and sore baods, Tor baby rashes, itchings, and
chafioge, and for ail the purpeses of the tollet,
bath, and nursery, Miillons-of Women use Cu.
“TicoRs Boar in the form of baths for sonoying
irritations, infl i and excoriations, or
00 free or offensive perspiration, in the form of
washes for ulcerative wesknesses, and for many
suostive, antiseptic purposes which readily sug-
geet themsc!ves 10 women, snd especially moth-
ers. Noamount of persussisn can induce those
who bave ooce used it 10 use asny other, eape-
cially for preserviog and purifying the skin, scalp,
sod bair of infasts sod children. Noother medée
cated sosp is 0 be compared with it for preserv.
ing, purifying, sad beautilying the skin, sealp,
bair, and bacds, No other foreign or domestic
toilet soap, Bowever expeoeive, is to be com.
pared with it for all the purposes of the toliet,
bath, sod nursery. Thue it combines in OXE
Bo.P st ONE Prics, the sesT skin and complex.
jon soap, and the BEST wilet and baby sosp in
the worid.,

fold threughout the world. British Depot: 2-28
Chariertouse bg., Londos. Porrse Dxve Coxr. Props
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“Land of gracious,” another exclaim-
ed, “if that bad ’a’ been me in pjace of
Jim Thorn, I'd 'a’ been skeered plumb
out of my skin, an I'd jest 'a’ tor® the
earth up an knocked the bark offen all
the trees round thar a-gittin -out of
them woods.”

1f the truth had been known, the only
reason Jim Thorn didn't knock the
bark off the trees getting out of those
woods was because the bark was too
tight to be knocked off. But that was
something no one save Thorn kmew,
and be had no idea of mentioning it.

Then Jim Thorn bad to go out to Sim
Banks’ ' woods and show where the
body had been found and explain in
detail just bow it bad lain. He had
to show the exact position of the bead,
the feet and the hands and describe in
full the precise attitude of the whole
body.

After that he had to show just hew
he had made the discovery and how
be had acted and what be bad done and
everything about it. All this be did by
going through a rehearsal of his move-
ments,

He placed a stick across the path
where Melvin bad fallen to represent
the corpse. Then he went a little way
off and, turning, walked back slowly,
with his head down, just as he had
been walking that morning. At a cer-
tain point be raised his head. His eyes
fell on the stick, and be stopped short
in bis tracks. For a minute or 80 he

stoed there, looking calmly on the stick,
then quietly walked by it on his way
to the village.

All these things the curious crowd
drank in with open mouthéd wonder,
leaning eagerly forward and craning
their necks in order to catch the small-
est and most unimportant detail of the
movements.

Then, having absorbed the last par-
ticle of Information Jim Thorn possess-
ed, the crowd fell to speculating re-
garding such things as Thorn could net
explaip. Sam Morgan started it by
saying:

“l1 wonder whar the feller that done
the killin was when he fired the shot.”

Then everybody looked around In
search of what might be considered a
likely place, and two or threée were on
the point of hazarding a reply, but it
was Jason Roberts who spoke.

“Thar's ounly one place,” he sald,
“whar the feller that done the shootin
could 'a’ likely stood, accordin to my
way of figgerin it out.”

“Whar's that? somebody asked.

“Beéhind that big tree whar Pap
Sampson killed the six squirrels §s” =

“Seven squirrels, Jason Roberts,”
Pap quickly correctéd; “seven squir-
rels if thar ‘was one.””

It was a curious fact, but in the ex-
citement of the moment no one notiged
it, that was the first and the only time
Pap Sampson took any part in the talk
that day. He, the oracle of the village,
the first always to give an opinién,
lapsed into a silence from which noth-
ing esave the old force of habit of op-
posing Jason could arouse him. It was
strange, passing strange.

“Behind that tree whar Pap Sampson
killed. the squirrels,” Jason repeated
compromisingly, “is the only place
whar the feller could 'a’ been.”

Then he took a stick, to represent a
gun, and went Lehind the tree and
demonstrated just how the murderer
bhad hid there and how when Melvin
came along down the path the gun had
been thrust out and the fatal shot fired.

Everybody saw and readily admitted
the wisdom of Jason’s conclusions, and
two or three hastened to assure the
others that they had formed that same

Watte listencd with interest.
conclusion the moment they artived on
the ground. Thege last belonged to
that class of ready liars who abound in

every community, that large family of

“I told you sos.”

While the interested crowd was still
talking a stranger appegred ‘among
them. It was Mr. Waite. No one there

knew bim, for none of th¢m had ever '

seen him, and the moment be appear-
ed all converdation cea and every-

4 body stood with his eyes fixed Inquir

ingly on him. Looking coolly around,
Le asked:

“What's the occaslop of all this ex-
citement 7’ T

There was a momentary silence, dur- |

ing which every one turned his eyes on
Jim Thorn. That worthy, understand-
ing what was expected of him, stepped
forwird and said in turn:

“Why, stranger, alo't you hearn?’

“Heard what?” Waite asked.

“Why, Lord, "bout the murder.”

The stranger shook his head and look-
ed surprised.
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“Murder!” he exdlaimed. “Why, have
you been having a murder bhere?’

“My land, I'd sesso! I'd "lowed ev-
er'body knowed ’bout it before this.
An you ain’t hearn a word of it?”

“How should I when I just arrived In
the neighborhood?”

“Oh, yon jest now come, did you?”

“Just this moment. 1 passed through
here a few days ago and engaged
board with Mr. Jenkins. Then I went
on down the coulitry.and am just now
getting back. But about this murder.
Who was It that was killed?”

“It was a feller named Melvin,"”
Thorn answered.

“One of your citizens, 1 prespme?”

“No, be was a stranger. He'd only
been here a few weeks. Btopped over
to Jopéithan Turner's ap claimed be
was a-prospectin for mineral”

“Oh, that's the man, eh?”’

“Yes. Did you know bim?’

“No,'1 didn't know Mr. Melvin, but
that day 1 passed tbrough bere I stop-
ped at Mr. Turner’s, and 1 remember
bearing bhim speak of him. 8o that's
the man that was killed ?’

“That’s the man.”

“Well, welll Do you know anything
of the particulars of the murder?”’

Then Thorn embraced the opportuni-
ty for which be bad heen waiting and
proceeded to repeat the story he bad
been telling all day. He even went
tbrough the pantomime of his discov-
ery of the body, not forgetting to show
how calmly be bad viewed it and bow
fearlessly he bad passed by it on his
way to the store. -To all this Waite lis-
tened with seemingly the greatest of
interest, and Jason Roberts was en-
couraged by that to demonstrate for
his benefit just bow the murderer must

have fired the fatal shot from the shel-

ter of the big tree.

If any one had been observing the
stranger’s face closely, he must bave
noticed that it becanse quite pale as Ja-

son proceeded with his explanation,
but Jason was claiming everybody's
«.tention at that moment, 80 no one
saw,

“What do you think?’ Jason asked
‘when he had finished. “Don’t you
b'lieve I'm right, stranger?”’

Walite gave a little start.

“Eh?’ he exclaimed. “Obh, yes, very
likely you are right; yes-s, very likely.”

“Bound to be,” Jason said., “Ain't no
oOther way it could 'a’ been done.”

“I guess that's so,” Waite admitted,

“But what was the object of the mur- |

der, do you think 7’

Pap Sampson; who had followed the
crowd about all day in silence, listen-
ing to .all that was said, leaned for-

ward and waited expectantly for the

answer to this question.

“l don’t know,” Jason sald.
no notion.”

“Do you suppose it was robbery?”

“No. His money an his watch an ev-
er'thing was found in his pockets un-
touched.”

“Humph! He couldn’t bave had an
enemy in this section. He was a stran-
ger here, 1 bellieve you said?”

“Yes.”

“It seems to be mather a strange case,
You bave no jdea who the murderer
could be?’

Sam Morgan looked down at the
ground and trembled, while Pap S8amp-
son leaned forward again and waited
breathlessly for the reply.

“I ain’t no idea iz the world,” Jason
said; “not a ghost of an idea.”

There was a short pause, Then Jim
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McConnell, the euf-rate grocer, Is
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beavily on his cane, murmuring:

“It's come at last! Ob. my
 come! I was afeared of it all
Pore Sim! Pore Sim™

LOUISA.

misery was full, but there was more,
much more, to be poured in yet.

fast next morning, she went up to his
room to see if he was there. It was
then she discovered the little pile of
money and the papers be bad left on
the table. With a premonition of what
was to come she pushed the money
aside and eagerly took up the first pa-
per and unfolded it. It was the poor
little note Sim had written to ber. She
read it through, then sank into a chair
and, pillowing ber bead on the table,
burst into tears.

It would have been a hard beart that
would not have been affected by the
simple pathos of Sim's words, and Lou-
isa was not bard hearted. She was
touched, deeply touched, by the manly,
generous manner in which be absolved
ber from all blame and bravely took It
' all on his own shoulders. That note
| presented him to her in & new and a
far more favorable light than she bad
ever seen him. It showed how truly be
could love, how good and generous his
heart was and bow grand and noble his
nature.

She realized now that In losing bhim
she had lost one of the purest and tru-
est souls that ever lived, and she re-
gretted, deeply and sincerely, that she
coyld pot love bim.

“But'I tried,” she told herself, “God
knows 1 tried, to love him and wanted
to love him, but I couldn’t. Yet 1 was
not worthy of such a man of of such
Jove as he gave me.”

Presently she took up the deeds and
read them over. The tears started
afresh to ber eyes.

“More of his goodness,” she thought.
“No other man would have done sucb a
thing. Oh, Sim! Poor, beartbroken
Sim! How I pity you!”

Later in the day sbe went out and
stood by the gate, looking down to-
ward {he wood, the way she had seen
Sim go the previous .evening. Her
beart was heavy, and ber thoughts
| were all of him. Before he went she
had always thought she could never be
happy except with Frank Shelton, but
pow she felt that she could never be
happy again under any circumstances.

Presently Mary Mann came down
i the street on her way home from the
store, where sbe bad gone to view Mel-
vin's remains and to learn all the news
about the tragedy. Louisa bad not
been from home all day, and no one
had visited her, so she was entirely ig-
norant of all that bad transpired to sct
the community in a tumult of exeite
ment. Mary Maon knew this, and,
glad of an opportunity to tell the news
and at the same time Inflict a cruel
wound on one sbe bated, she stopped
when she reached Mrs. Banks and ac
costed her sweetly, very, very sweetly,
with:

“Howdy, Loueésy? I'm right glad
to see you. You rale well?’

“I'm very well, Mrs. Manp,” Loulsa
replied coldly without looking up.

“I'm glad to hear it Mrs. Mann sald
in her suavest tones, ignoring Loulsa’s
coldness. “I'm rale glad to hear it
Loueesy, but 1 must say you aln’t
* a-lookin very well”

“I'm very well, 1 thank you.”
“Yes? And Simh~1 suppose he's

i well?”
L3 2

“] presume s0.”

“Is he at home today?”
- “No”

“Where is he, Loueesy ¥’

Mrs. Banks, remembering all she bad
heard of the relationship existing be-
tween this woman and Sim, flasbed an-
gry in an instant,

“I don't know,” she replied scornful-
ly, “that It's particularly any of your
business where he 1s.”

Mrs. Mann did not allow her feclings
to be ruffied by this curt answer. Her
time to deal a deadly thrust was com-
ing, and then her revenge would be so
full that shie could well afford to wait
Quietly she said:

‘ “Oh, you feel that way ’bout it, de
you?”

ul do."

“Waal, I s’pose it's nat'ral, Loueesy,
that you should. I reckon it's even
nat'ral that you should feel that it

{ ain’t nobody’s business.”-

“Whether it's natural or not, Mrs,
Mann, that is just how I feel.”

“Jest so. But, for all that, Loucesy,

! there’'s many as will feel different

'bout it. There's a heap of people, an
'sp«vlal)y the officers, who will think
it's a right smart of their business.”

Louisa raised her head and gave Mrs,
Mann a look of scorn,

“l Know of no reason why they
should,” she replied, “nor do I presume
you know of any.”

. “La! Ip that so? Then you've not
héard 'Bout all that's been goin on-to-
day?"’ .

“I have heard nothing.”

Now had the time of Mrs. Maun's
revenge arrived—revenge for the loss
of 8im and all she had suffered in con-
sequence of it. Bluntly, almost brutal-
ly, she said: .

“Then youn didn’t know that your lov-
er, James Melvin, had been found dead
with a bullet hole through his heart.

It was a cruel blow cruelly dealt,
and Louisa staggered under it. Her
eyes opened wide, her face became
deathly white, and for a moment her

would have fallen had she not clung to
the fence for support, Her lips moved
as if ‘in speech, but no sound escaped
them,

Her suffering was intense, It was
pitiful, Even a heart of stone must
have been touched by it. But Mary
Mann was impervious to pity. In her
beart there was no compassion. She

heart stopped beating. She reeled and -

unmnanhte!tmtmapot.

When Sim did not appear at break-

villagé, was saying:
“No, sir, men, I've got nothin on
, earth ag’in Sim Banks, an thar's not a
, man in the world I'd befriend quicker
‘tbanlwouldh!m.‘bnthmtcotw
! that I can't shut my eyes to the plain
fact that ever'thing goes to show that
Sim Banks fired the shot that killed
, Melvin.”
’ “] bate moughtily to think Sim could
do gich a thing,” Hicks remarked,
; “but I'm afeard I'll have to own that
ever'thing seems to point pow'ful
strong ag’in him.”

“Of co'se it does,” Thorn agreed.
“Lord, Jake, as much as I bate to say
it, 1 got to own that it’s a plumb plain
case. In the fust place, Sim had a rea-
son for killin Melvin, an thar wa'n't
nary another soul in this whole section
that did bave a reason. You know
that’s so, don't you?'

“I'm afeard it is, Jim,” Hicks ad-
mitted.

“Then yistedy evenin, jest before
Melvin must ’a’ been killed,” Thorn
went on, “Sim was seen goin down
i{nto them woods with his gun on his
shoulder. He. knowed Melvin was at
the store here, no doubt, an would be
a-passin through them woods on his
way to Turper's. What more likely
than that be went down thar an hid
behind that tree till Melvin come along,
then uped an drapped bim?’

“It 'pears to look like it mought 'a’
been that a-way,” Hicks replied. “It
does shore.”

“Then on top of all that” Thorn
added, “is the fact that 8im Banks is
gone or else is in hidin somewhar.
Now, why would be run off or hide if
be wa'n’t guilty of somethin? And
what could he be gullty of if it ain’t
this murder?”’

Hicks sighed and sbook his head.

“l reckon you must be right, Jim,”
he said, “though | hate wuss'n pizen
to have to say so. Yes, it looks liKe
Sim must "a’ done it. It does shore.”

“Of course he done it,” another said
emphatically. “Lord, that's jest as
plain to my mind as the nose on ycur
face. | don't see how anybody'd man-

“That is a lie, Jim Thorn.”

age to go 'bout doubtin with all that
evidence ag'ln Sim. It's too plumb
plain for doubtin.” 4

% "pig so,” agreed another. " hen he
udded, “My land, what you reckon
they’ll do with Sim for it?”

“Lord, they'll.hang bim, of course,”
some one replied. “They’re shore to.”

“1 dunno,” Hicks sald. “If Sim done
it. he had a right smart cause for it,
an | guess mebby the court would-find
gome of them extenuatin circumstances
to sorter help him out. Anybow, Sim
ain’t ketched yit, an ketchin comes
afore bnogin™

“Ny Iake, that are a fact! Sim
ain vit, an 1 bet be ain't
ketcked putber. No,

sir-ee! - He's got clear plumb away
'fore this,”

“Don't you go an fool yourse'f "bout
that,” Thorn said. “It takes a moughty
sight smarter feller than 8im Banks to
keep out of the way of the law, an If
be al't ketched in less’'n a week I'll be
pow'ful fooled.”

“Waal, if they do ketch him,” Hicks
remarked, “I hope they won't do noth-
in much to him.,”

“Oh, they won't do nothin more than
bang him,” Thorn observed, “an my
notion is they're most shore to do that,
Them kind of circumstances you spoke
of wlule ago ain't a-goin to cut much
figger in 8im’s tase, Anyhow they’ll
shore send him up to prisen for life at
the very best.”

“Gosh, Jim Thorn,” somebody sald,
*you 'pear to be dead sot ag'in Sim.
What makes you so pizen hard on
bhim ?” 5

“1 ain’t. 1'm jest talkin facts.”

“They're mig'able blame hard facta,
then.” ;

e ML bm‘t bolp that I M‘Q{:
v'm " 'u i
*“Waal, I hope they won't never ha
old Sim nohow. Gosh a-mighty, fel-
_iers, that’d jest be awful, wouldn't
i ;
“It would so,” Hicks agreed, “an 1
wouldn't have it done for a purty,”
“Say,” called Bam Morgan, “who you
all reckon that stranger was that come
*long over thar in the woods today ™
“Lord,” Thorn exclaimed, “if I
hadn’t gone an clear forgot all 'bout

fosh
Betoivd
19 he

him! But I ain’t no notion who he

was nohow.”
§1 @ - To Pe Ocmtigued. |+ ' |-
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harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, Drops
snd Soothing Syrups. (U contains neither Opium,
Morphine nor other Narcotic substance. It is Pleasant.

Its guarantee Is thirty years’ use by Millions of -

Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and allays Feverish-
ness. Castoria curés Diarrheea and Wiand Colic. Castoria
relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation and
Flatulency. Castoria assimiiates the Food, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels of Infants and Children, giving
healthy and natural sleep: Castovia is the Children's
Panacea—The Mother’s Friend.

Castoria.

“Castoria is an excellent medicine for

Castoria

L

——
« Cartoria Is so well adapted tc childres -

shildrew. Mothers have repeatedly told me | that I recommend it as superior to any pre

of its good effect upon their children.”
Da. G. C. 0scoop, Lowell, Mass, |
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