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attired like a lady. She has a remark­
ably thick nose, with eyes which are, 
set close upon either side. She has a 
puckered forehead, a peering expres­
sion, and probably round shoulders. 
There are indications that she has had 
recourse to an optician at least twice 
during the last few months. As her 
glasses are of remarkable strength, 
and as opticians are not very numer- 
ous, there should be no difficulty in 
tracing her.”

Holmes smiled at the astonishment, 
of Hopkins, which must have been re­
flected upon my features.

"Surely my deductions are simplicity 
itself," said he. "It would be difficult 
to name any article which aftord a.! 
finer field for inference than a pair of 
glasses, especially so remarkable a. 
pair as these. That they belong to a 
woman I infer from their delicacy, and 
also, of course, from the last words of 
the dying man. As to her being a per­
son of refinement and well dressed.' 
they arm, as you perceive, handsomely 
mounted in solid gold, and it is in-• 
conceivable that anyone who wore 
such glasses could be slatternly in 
other respects, you will find that the 
clips are too wide for your nose, show­
ing that the lady’s nose was very 
broad at the base. This sort of nose 
is usually a short and coarse one, but 
there is a sufficient number of excep­
tions to prevent me from being dog- 
matic or from insisting upon this point 
in my description. My own face is a 
narrow one, and yet I find that I can­
not get my eyes into the center, nor 
near the center, of these glasses. 
Therefore, the lady’s eyes are set very 
near to the sides of the nose. You will 

perceive, Watson, that the glasses are 
concave and of unusual strength. A|
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could only have been the murderer, 
since neither the gardener nor any­
one else had been there that morning 
and the rain had only begun during 
the night."

“One moment,” said Holmes. “Where 
does this path lead to?”

“To the road.”
“How long is it?”
“A hundred yards or so."
“At the point where the path passes 

through the gate, you could surely pick 
up the tracks?”

“Unfortunately, the path was tiled 
at that point."

“Well, on the road itself?”
“No, it was all trodden into mire."
"Tut-tut! Well, then, these tracks 

upon the grass, were they coining or 
going?”

"It was impossible to say. There 
was never - any outline."

immediately below her. She did not 
see him, but she says that she could 
not be mistaken in his quick, firm 
tread. She did not hear the study 
door close, but a minute or so later 
there was a dreadful cry in the room 
below. It was a wild, hoarse scream, 
so strange and unnatural that it might 
have come from either man or woman. 
At the same instant there was a heavy 
thud, whicli shook the who! house, 
and then all was silence. The maid 
stood petrified for a moment, and 
then, recovering her courage, she ran 
downstairs. The study door was shut 
and she opened it. Inside, young Mr. 
Willoughby Smith was stretched upon 
the floor. At first she could see no in­
jury, but as she tried to raise him she 
saw that blood was pouring from the 
underside of his neck. It was pierced 
by a very small but very deep wound, 
which had divided the carotid artery. 
The instrument with which the injury 
had been inflicted lay upon the carpet 
beside him. It was one of those small 
sealing-wax knives to be found in old- 
fashioned writing tables, with an ivory 
handle and a stiff blade. It was part 
of the fittings of the Professor’s own 
desk.

“At first the maid thought that young 
Smith was already dead, but on pour­
ing some water from the carafe over 
his forehead he opened his eyes for 
an instant. ‘The Professor.’ he mur­
mured—‘it was she.’ The maid is pre­
pared to swear that those were the 
exact words. He tried desperately to 
say something else, and he held his 
right hand up in the air. Then he fell

Did you see anything of the Yoxley 
case in the latest editions?"

"I've seen nothing later than the 
fifteenth century today."

"Well, it was only a paragraph, and

HEN I look at 
the three mas­
sive manuscript 
volumes which 
contain our

all wrong at that, so you have not 
missed anything. I haven't let the 
grass grow under my feet. It's down in 
Kent, seven miles from Chatham and 
three from the railway line. I was 
wired for at three-fifteen, reached Yox­

work for the 
year 1894. I con- 
fess that it is 
very difficult for 
me, out of such 
a wealth of ma-

ley Oid Place at five, conducted my in- 
vestigaton, was back at Charing Cross

terial, to select 
the cases which:
are most inter- by the last train, and straight to you
eating in them- 
selves, and at

by cab.”
"Which means, 1 suppose, that you 

the same time are not quite clear about your case?" 
most conducive: "It means that I can neither make 
to a display of head nor tail of it. So far as I can see, 
those powers for it is just as tangled a business as I 
which my friend ever handled, and yet at first, it seemed 

so simple that one couldn't go wrong. 
There's no motive. Mr. Holmes. That's is good Tea

T. H. Estabrooks
St. John, N.B., Toronto, Winnipeg

was famous. As 1 turn over the pages. “A large foot or a. small?" 
"You could not distinguish.”I see my notes upon the repulsive story 

of the red leech and the terrible death Holmes gave an ejaculation of im- lady whose vision has been so extreme­
ly contracted all her life is sure to

what bothers me—I can't put my hand 
of Crosby, the banker. Here also I find on a motive. Here's a man dead- Gpatience. / , •

“It has been pouring rain and blow­
ing a hurricane ever since," said he. 
“It will be harder to read now than 
that palimpsest. Well, well, it can’t 
be helped. What did you do, Hopkins, 
after you had made certain that you 
had made, certain of nothing?"

“I think I made certain of a good

have the physical characteristic of such 
vision, which are seen in the forehead, 
the eyelids, and the shoulders."

/ "Yes," I said, “I can follow each of 
your arguments. I confess, however, 
that I am unable to understand how 
you arrive at the double visit to the 
optician.”

Holmes took the glasses in his hand.
“You will perceive,” he said, "that 

the clips are lined with tiny bands of 
cork to soften the pressure upon the 
nose. Ono of these is discolored and 
worn to some slight extent, but the 
other is new. Evidently one has fallen 
off and been replaced. I should judge 
that the older of them has not been 
there more than a few months. They 
exactly correspond, so I gather that

an aco unt of the Addition tragedy, there’s no denyng that—but. so far as 
and the singular contents of the an- I can see no reason on earth why any- 
oient British barrow. The famous , one should wish him harm.” 
Smith-Mortimer succession case comes j Holmes lit his cigar and leaned back 
also within this period, and so does in his chair
the tracking and arrest of Huret, the "Let us hear about it.” said he.
Boulevard assassin-an exploit which "I’ve got my facts pretty clear," 

said Stanley Hopkins. “All I want 
now is to know what they all mean.

“Not more than a minute, sir. I for­
got to tell you that Mrs. Marker, the 
housekeeper, had been in there tidy­
ing not very long before—about a quar­
ter of an hour, she says.”

“Well, that gives us a limit. Our 
lady enters this room, and what does 
she do? She goes over to the writing 
table. What for? Not for anything 
in the drawers. If there had been any­
thing worth taking, it would surely 
have been locked up. No, it was for 
something in that wooden bureau. 
Halloa! What is that scratch upon the 
face of it? Just hold a match, Watson. 
Why did you not tell me of this, Hop­
kins?”

The mark which he was examining 
began upon the brasswork on the 
right-hand side of the keyhole, and 
extended for about four inches, where 
it had scratched the varnish from the 
surface.

“I noticed it, Mr. Holmes, but you’ll 
always find scratches round a key- 
hole.”

"This is recent, quite recent. See 
how the brass shines where it is cut. 
An old scratch would be the same col­
or as the surface. Look at it through 
my lens. There’s the varnish, too, like 
earth on each side of the furrow. Is 
Mrs. Marker there?”

A sad-faced, elderly woman came In­
to the room.

"Did you dust this bureau yesterday 
morning?"

"Yes, sir.”
“Did you notice this scratch?”
“No, sir, I did not.”
"I am sure you did not, for a duster 

would have swept away these shreds 
of varnish. Who has the key of this 

[bureau?"
“The Professor keeps it on his watch 

chain.”
“Is it a simple key?”
“No, sir, it is a Chubb’s key.”
“Very good. Mrs. Marker, you can 

go. Now we are making a little pro­
gress. Our lady enters the room, she 
advances to the bureau, and either

doubt the lady went out the way she 
came. I understand that this other 
passage leads only to the Professor's 
room. There is no exit that way?"

“No, sir.”
"We shall go down it and make the 

acquaintance of the Professor. Halloa, 
Hopkins! this is very important, very 
important indeed. The Professor's cor­
ridor is also lined with cocoanut mat- 
ting."

"Well, sir, what of that?”
“Don’t you see any bearing upon the 

case? Well, well, I don't insist upon 
it. No doubt I am wrong. And yet 
it seems to me to be suggestive. Come 
with me and introduce me."

We passed down the passage, which 
was of the same length as that which 
led to the. garden. At the end was a 
short flight of steps ending in a door. 
Our guide knocked, and then ushered 
us into the Professor’s bedroom.

It was a very large chamber, lined 
with innumerable volumes, which had 
overflowed from the shelves and lay 
in piles in the corners, or stacked all 
round at the base of the cases. The bed 
was in the center of the room, and in 
it, propped up with pillows, was the 
owner of the house. 1 have seldom seen 
a more remarkable-looking person. It 
was a gaunt aquiline face which was 
turned towards us, with piercing dark 
eyes, which lurked in deep hollows un­
der overhung and tufted brows. His 
hair and beard were white, save that 
the latter was curiously stained with 
yellow around the mouth. A cigarette 
glowed amid the tangle of white hair, 
and the air of the room was fetid with 
stale tobacco smoke. As he held out 
his hand to Holmes, I perceived that 
it was also stained with yellow nico­
tine.

“A smoker, Mr. Holmes?" said he 
speaking in well-chosen English, with 
a curious little mincing accent. "Pray 
take a cigarette. And you, sir. I can 
recommend them, for I have them es­
pecially prepared by Ionides, of Alex­
andria. He sends me a thousand at a 
time, and I grieve to say that I have 
to arrange for a fresh supply every 
fortnight. Bad, sir. very bad. but an 
old man has few pleasures. Tobacco 
and my work—that is all that is left 
to me.”

Holmes had lit a cigarette. and was 
shooting little darting glances all over 
the room.

"Tobacco and my work, but now only 
tobacco," the old man exclaimed. 
“Alas! what a fatal interruption! Who 
could have foreseen such a terrible ca­
tastrophe? So estimable a young man! 
t assure you that, after a few months’ 
training he was an admirable assist­
ant. What do you think of the matter, 
Mr. Holmes?” . ,,

“I have not yet made up my mind.
"I shall indeed be indebted to you if 

you can throw a light where all is so

won for Holmes an autograph 1e tier of 
thanks from the Frenc h President and 
the Order of Legion of Honor. Each

deal, Mr. Holmes. I knew that some- 
one had entered the house cautiously’ 
from without. I next examined the 
corridor. It is lined with cocoanut 
matting, and had taken no impression 
of any kind. This brought .me into 
the study itself. It is a scantily-fur- 
nished room. The main article is a 
large writing table with a fixed bureau. 
This bureau consists of a double col­
umn of drawers, with a central small

so far as I can make itThe story.of these would furnish a narrative.; 
but on the whole 1 am of the opinion ! 
that none of them unites so many sin-| 
gular points of interest as the episode “ 
of Yoxley Old Place, which includes 
not only the lamentable death of young 
Willoughby Smith, but also some sub-

this 
was

out, is like this. Some years ago 
country house. Yoxley Old Place,
taken by an elderly man. who gave the 
name of Professor Coram. He was an
invalid, keeping his bed half the time, 
and the other half hobbling round the. - 1 back dead.
house with a stick OT being pushed , : ta.catoenor

:... . . about the grounds hv "the gardener in In the meantime the houseke p
curious a light upon the causes of the a bath chair. He was well-liked by
( , . . : L the few neighbors who called uponIt was a wild, tempestuous night, to- him. and he has the reputation down

there of being a very learned man. 
His household used to consist of an 
elderly housekeeper, Mrs. Marker, and 
of a maid. Susan Tarlton. These have 
both been with him since his arrival, 
and they seem to be women of excel­
lent character. The Professor is writ­
ing a learned’ book, and he found it 
necessary, about a year ago, to engage

sequent developments which .threw so
had also arrived upon the scene, but 
she was just too late to catch the the lady went back to the same estab-cupboard between them. The drawers

were open, the cupboard locked. The lishment for the second, 
drawers, it seems, were always open, I "By George, it’s

young man's dying words. Leaving 
Susan with the body, she hurried towards the close of November. Holmes 

and I sat together in silence all the 
evening, he engaged with a powerful 
lens deciphering the remains of the 
original inscription upon a palimpsest, 
I deep in a recent treatise upon sur­
gery. Outside the wind howled down 
Baker street while the rain beat fieri ely 
against the windows. It was strange 
there, in the depths of the town, with 
ten miles of man’s handiwork on each 
Bide of us, to feel the iron grip of na­
ture, and to be conscious that to the 
huge elemental forces all London was 
no more than the molehills that dot 
the fields. 1 walked to the window 
and looked out on the deserted street. 
The occasional lamps gleamed on the 
expanse of muddy read and shining 
pavement. A single cab was splashing 
its way from the Oxford street end.

"Well. Watson, it’s as well we have 
not to turn out tonight," «aid Holmes, 
laying aside his lens and rolling up the 
palimpsest. “I’ve done enough for one 
sitting, It is trying work for the eyes. 
So far as I can make out, it is nothing

marvelous!” cried
the Professor’s room. He was sitting 
up in bed horribly agitated, for he had 
heard enough to convince him that 
something terrible had occurred. Mrs. 
Marker is prepared to swear that the 
Professor was still in his nightclothes, 
and indeed it was impossible for him 
to dress without the help of Mortimer, 
whose orders were to come at twelve 
o'clock. The Professor declares that 
he heard the distant cry, but that he 
knows nothing more. He can give no 
explanation of the young man's last 
words, ‘The Professor—it was she,’ but 
imagines that they were the outcome 
of delirium. He believes that Wil­
loughby Smith had not an enemy in 
the world, and can give no reason for

Door
Professors 
bed room

Desk eB

a ômiths
a secretary. The first two that he 
tried were not successes, but the third, 
Mr. Willoughby Smith, a very young 
man, straight from the university, 
seems to have been just what his em­
ployer wanted. His work consisted in 
writing all the morning to the Profes­
sor's dictation, and he usually spent 
the evening in hunting up references 
and passages which bore upon the

Professors Study

Corridor

àthe crime. His first action was tonext day's work. This Willoughby 
Smith has nothing against him, either 
as a boy at Uppingham or a young 
man at Cambridge. I have seen his 
testimonials, and from the first he was 
a decent, quiet, hardworking fellow, 
with no weak spot in him at all. And 
yet this is the lad who has met his 

death this morning in the Professor's 
study under circumstances which can 
point only to murder.

The wind howled and screamed at the 
windows. Holmes and I drew closer to 
the fire, while the young inspector slow- What sort of a job did you make of 
ly, and point by point, developed his it?” 
singular narrative.

“If you were to search all England,”

send Mortimer, the gardener, for the 
local police. A little later the chief 
constable sent for me. Nothing was 
moved before I got there, and strict 
orders were given that no one should 
walk upon the paths leading to the 
house. It was a splendid chance of 
putting your theories into practice, 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes. There was real­
ly nothing wanting.”

“Except Mr. Sherlock Holmes," said 
my companion, with a somewhat bit­
ter smile. “Well, let us hear about it.

more exciting than an Abbey’s ac­
count dating from the second half of 
the fifteenth century. Halloa! halloa! 
halloa! What’s this?'

Amid the droning of the wind there 
had come the stamping of a horse’s 
hoofs, and the long grind of a wheel 
as it rasped against- the kerb. The 
cab which I had seen had pulled up at. 
our door.

"What can he want?” I ejaculated, 
as a man stepped out of it.

"Want? He wants us. And we, my 
poor Watse u. want overcoats and cra­
vats and goloshes, and every aid that 
man ever invented to fight the wea­
ther. Wait a bit, though! There’s the 
cab off again! There's hope yet. He'd 
have kept it if h had wanted us to 
come. Run down, my dear fellow, and 
open the door, for all virtuous folk 
have been long in bed.”

When the light of the hall lamp fell 
upon our midnight visitor. I had no 
difficulty in recognizing him. It was 
young Stanley Hopkins, a promising 
detective in whose career Holmes had 
several times shown a very practical 
interest.

"Is he in?" he asked, eagerly.
"Come up, my dear sir." said Holmes’

and nothing of value was kept in them. 
There were some papers of importance 
in the cupboard, but there were no 
signs that this had been tampered 
with, and the Professor assures me 
that nothing was missing. It is certain 
that no robbery has been committed.

“I come now to the body of the young 
man. It was found near the bureau, 
and just to the left of it, as marked 
upon that chart. The stab was on the 
right side of the neck and from behind 
forwards, so that it is imposible that 
it could have been self-inflicted."

"Unless he fell upon the knife,” said 
Holmes.

"Exactly. The idea crossed my mind. 
But we found the knife some feet away 
from the body, so that seems impos­
sible. Then, of course, there are the 
man's own dying words. And, finally, 
there was this very important piece of 
evidence which was found clasped In 
the dead man's hand."

From his pocket Stanley Hopkins 
drew a small paper packet. He un­
folded it and disclosed a golden pince- 
nez. with two broken ends of black 
silk cord dangling from the end of it. 
"Willoughby Smith had excellent 
sight,” he added. “There can be no 
question that this was snatched from 
the face or the person of the assassin.”

Sherlock Holmes took the glasses in­
to his hand, and examined them with 
the utmost attention and interest. He 
held them on his nose, endeavored to 
read through them, went to the window 
and stared up the street with them, 
looked at them most minutely in the 
full light of the lamp, and finally, with 
a chuckle, seated himself at the table 
and wrote a few lines on the sheet of 
paper, which he tossed across to Stan­
ley Hopkins.

“That's the best I can do for you,” 
said he. “It may prove to be of some 
use.”

“The astonished detective read the 
note aloud. It ran as follows:

“Wanted, a woman of good address,

IS YOUR CATARRH
REMEDY CURING YOU

Hopkins, in an ecstasy of admiration. 
“To think that I had all this evidence 
in my hand and never knew it! I had 
intended, however, to go the round of 
the London opticians.”

"Of course you would. Meanwhile, 
have you any thing more to tell us 
about the case?”"I must ask you first, Mr. Holmes, to 

glance at this rough plan, which will 
give you a general idea of the posi­
tion of the professor's study and the 
various points of the case. It will help 
you in following my investigation."

He unfolded the rough chart, which 
I here reproduce, and he laid it across 
Holmes’ knee. I rose, and, standing 
behind Holmes, studied it over his 
shoulder.

“It is very rough, of course, and it

opens it or tries to do so. While she is 
thus engaged, young Willoughby Smith 
enters the room. In her hurry to with­
draw the key, she makes this scratch 
upon the door. He seizes her, and she, 
snatching up the nearest object, which 
happens to be this knife, strikes at him 
in order to make him let go his hold. 
The blow is a fatal one. He falls and 
she escapes, either with or without the 
object for which she has come. Is 
Susan the maid, there? Could anyone 
have got away through that door after 
the time that you heard the cry, 
Susan?”

“No. sir, it is impossible. Before I 
got down the stair, I'd have seen any­
one in the passage. Besides, the door 
never opened, or 1 would have heard 
it." •

"That settles that exit. Then no

"Nothing, Mr. Holmes. I think that" 
you know as much as I do now—prob­
ably more. We have had inquiries 
made as to any stranger seen on the 
country roads or at the railway sta­
tion. We have heard of none. What 
beats me is the utter want of all ob­
ject in the crime. Not a ghost of a 
motive can anyone suggest.”

“Ah! there I am not in a position to 
help you. But I suppose you want us 
to come out tomorrow ?"

“If it is not asking too much. Mr. 
Holmes. There’s a train from Charing 
Cross to Chatham at six in the morn­
ing, and we should be at Yoxley Old 
Place between eight and nine.”

“Then we shall take it. Your case 
has certainly some features of great in­
terest, and I shall be delighted to look 
into it. Well, it's nearly one, and we 
had best get a few hours’ sleep. I dare 
say you can manage all right on a sofa 
in the front of the fire. I'll light my 
spirit lamp, and give you a cup of 
coffee before we start.”

The gale had blown itself out next 
day, but it was a bitter morning when 
we started upon our journey. We saw 
the cold winter sun rise over the dreary 
marshes of the Thames and the long, 
sullen reaches of the river, which I 
shall ever associate with our pursuit 
of the Andaman Islander in the ear­
lier days of our career. After a long 
and weary journey, we alighted at a 
small station some miles from Chat­
ham. While a horse was being put 
into a trap at the local Inn, we snatch­
ed a hurried breakfast, and so we were 
all ready for business when we at last 
arrived at Yoxley Old Place. A con­
stable met us at the garden gate.

“Well, Wilson, any news?"
"No, sir—nothing.”
"No reports of any stranger seen?"
“No, sir. Down at the station they 

are certain that no stranger either 
came or went yesterday.”

“Have you had inquiries made at 
inns and lodgings?”

“Yes, sir; there is no one that can­
not be accounted for."

"Well, it’s only a reasonable walk to 
Chatham. Anyone might stay there 
or take a train without being observed. 
This is the garden path of which I 
spoke. Mr. Holmes. I’ll pledge my 
word there was no mark on it yester­
day."

“On which side were the marks on 
the grass?"

“This side, sir. This narrow margin 
of grass between the path and the 
flower bed. I can't see the traces now, 
but they were clear to me then.”

"Yes, yes; someone has passed 
along." said Holmes, stooping over the 
grass border. “Our lady must have 
picked her steps carefully, must, she 
not, since the one side she could leave 
leave a track on the path, and on the 
other an even clearer one on the soft 
bed?”

“Yes. sir, she must have been a cool 
hand.”

I saw an intent look pass over 
Holmes’ face.

"You say that she must, have come 
back this way?"

"Yes, sir, there is no other."
“On this strip of grass?” 
“Certainly. Mr. Holmes."
"Hum! It was a very remarkable

said he, "I don't suppose you could 
find a household more self-contained or 
freer from outside influences. "Whole 
weeks would pass, and not one of them 
go past the garden gate. The Profes­
sor was buried in his work and existed 
for nothing else. Young Smith knew 
nobody in the neighborhood, and lived 
very much as his employer did. The 
two women had nothing to take them
from the house. Mortimer, the gar- only deals with the points which seem 

to me to be essential. All the rest you 
old Crimean will see later for yourself. Now. first

dener, who wheels the bath chair, is
an army pensioner—an
man of excellent character. He does 
not live in the house, but in a three- 
roomed cottage at the other end of 
the garden. Those are the only people 
that you would find within the grounds 
of Yoxley Old Place. At the same 
time, the gate of the garden is a hun­
dred yards from the main London to 
Chatham road. It opens with a latch, 
and there is nothing to prevent anyone 
from walking in.

“Now I will give you the evidence of 
Susan Tarlton, who is the only person 
who can say anything positive about 
the matter. It was in the forenoon, 
between eleven and twelve. She was 
engaged at the moment in hanging 
some curtains in the upstair front bed- 
room. Professor Coram was still in 
bed. for when the weather is bad he

of all, presuming that the assassin en­
tered the house, how did he or she 
come in? Undoubtedly by the garden 
path and the back door, from which 
there is direct access to the study. 
Any other way would have been ex­
ceedingly complicated. The escape 
must have also been made along that 
line, for of the two other exits from 
the room one was blocked by Susan as 
she ran downstairs and the other 
leads straight to the professor's bed­
room. I therefore directed my atten- 

ition at once to the garden path, which 
was saturated with recent rain, and 
would certainly show any footmarks.

"My examination showed me that I 
was dealing with a cautious and ex­
pert criminal. No footmarks were to

Cherry Pectoral. Doc­
tors have prescribed this medi­
cine for over sixty years, They 
heartily endorse it for all diseases 
of the throat and lungs, coughs,

voice from above. "I hope you have 
night asno designs upon us on such 

this?"
The detective mounted

a

the stairs,
and our lamp gleamed upon his shin­
ing waterproof. I helped him out of 
It. while Holmes knocked a blaze out 
of the logs in the grate.

“Now. my dear Hopkins, draw up 
and warm your toes," said he. "Here’s 
a cigar, and the doctor has a prescrip­
tion containing hot water and a lemon, 
which is good medicine on a night like 
this. It must be something important 
whicli has brought you out in such a

J. C. Ayer Co..
Lowell. Mass.colds, bronchitis.

be found on the path. There could be 
no question, however, that someone 
had passed along the grass border "Deranged 

Liver"

seldom rises before midday. The house­
keeper was busied with some work in which lines the path, and that he had 

done so in order to avoid leaving a 
track. I could not find anything in

the beck of the house. Willoughby 
Smith had been in his bedroom, which
he uses as a sitting-room, but the maidgale."

“It is, indeed, Mr. Holmes. I’ve had
the nature of a distinct impression, 

heard him at that moment pass along but the grass was trodden down and 
bustling afternoon, I promise you. the passage and descend to the study someone had undoubtedly passed. Ita

-This disease is increasing with alarming rapidity. 
Large numbers of people are its victims. It is no respecter of 
persons—young, old and middle aged, arc numbered in the 
long list of sufferers. Worry, anxiety, overwork, and general 
debility are the main causes. The symptoms are : S cllow eyes 
—yellow skin—pains in shoulders—irregular bowels—bad Liste 
—shortness of breath—a dry, hacking cough—languor— 
depressed spirits. The nervous system is disturbed and a 
disinclination for work. These are a few of the symptoms of 
a deranged liver.,

« PSYCHINE" is an invaluable remedy in any of the above 
symptoms. It is the tonic you need to tone up the system. It 
will steady the nerves, set the liver in proper working order 
and cleanse all impurities from the blood. “PSYCHINE ’ will 
banish insomnia, dispel depression, and revive all the dormant 
energies. After using one or two bottles there will be no more 
trouble with the liver. Just try and see the results.

If You Are Unconsciously Using 
An Alcoholic Liquid Remedy 

Stop At Once.

People soon learn that the true test of a 
catarrh remedy is whether it cures to stay 
cured. Have you ever inquired why a liquid 
catarrh remedy makes you feel better for a 
time ? It is because the alcohol in the liquid 
remedy makes the mucous membranes drunk, 
it deprives them of sensation, it inspires false 
hopes and always leads to alcoholic deceits. 
A permanent cure by any liquid dyspepsia or 
catarrh remedy is simply impossible. The 
alcohol used in liquid preparations makes it 
almost a travesty to call them remedies. 
They incite the worst forms of catarrhal 
trouble rather than cure such troubles. Can 
a physician be found who will truthfully say 
that any liquid catarrh remedy is worthy of 
use? Every physician knows that it is an 
absurdity for anyone to claim that catarrh, 
dyspepsia or any form of blood disease can be 
cured by a so-called liquid catarrh cure. In 
this connection it is wise to consider carefully 
the best means for relief. Smith’s Triple Cure, 
that grand old remedy, consisting of four sep­
arate preparations, three of which are in tab­
let form, and used internally and another in 
the form of a catarrh cream, contains no 
alcohol and never leads to false hopes. It 
makes you feel better the first day, and each 
day following is but a repetition of the first
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performance—very remarkable. Well, 
I think we have exhausted the path. 
Let us go farther. This garden door i 
is usually kept open, I suppose? Then 
this visitor had nothing to do but to 
walk in. The idea of murder was not 
in her mind, or she would have pro­
vided herself some sort of weapon, in­
stead of having to pick this knife off 
the writing table. She advanced along this / corridor, leaving no traces upon 
the cocoanut matting. Then she found • 
herself, in this, study. How long was

day’s experience. It restores the mucous 
membranes in every part of the body. It posi­
tively cures catarrh, dyspepsia and all blood 
diseases. If you have long been a slave to a 
liquid catarrh remedy, break away from the 
babit. Use Smith’s Triple Cure, and health, 

abundant, full and complete, will be yours.: Four, separate "preparations, lasting a full two 
lytit forthe 
-pin
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