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/{Up From the Death Cell

BY JOHN W. KANE

ne Escapes Lynching by a Clever|

olice Ruse and

Spends His First

Night in the Cells.

. YNOPSIS.

This is a stoyry from life—a recital
of facts, not a §piece of fiction. Only
the names havé, been changed to
ghield the authok} from recognition.
No. 1666 is now # free man, with a
family, and a pface in the world.
He hag made goo@ through his own
efforts. He won emption while he
was in prison for k{illing two carmen
in an att’empted holld-up in a West-
ern State.

The action so far

John W. Kane—Cuygly, a youth of
26—takes to his dinlgy bedroom a
newspaper describingl how a few
hours before he kill the carmen.
His partner, waiting i13 the room, has
had no part in the afffair. The paper
mentions the finding Jof the bandit's
hat at the scene of tthe crime. The
two discuss flight; they are in the
Rocky Mountain coun§ry, with moun-
tains on one side gfd desert on the
other—and they héive no money, The
next day Curl ':‘;'éadlng posters which
offer $2,200 for his arrest, sees the
partner apptoach. Behind him are
police. Curlly, betrayed, is booked;
the partner,{ls detained. A mob sur-
rounds the{jail; its leaders enter.

HAPTER III

The noise} from the mob had sub-
sided into a imurmur; through it there
. came an occrlonal yell, and some-

times an answer. I knew they weye
waiting outside to see the vanguar
lead me out. T/he trample of feet along
the opposite corridor from where
1 was told me &here were half a dozen
. or more men'approaching. I heard
them turning the corner of the cell-
block. 1 waiteld, every mnerve drawn
tight. \

A rattling of I"gvers and lever-box

- Had an Awful
. Cold and Cough

“ “Was Confined to Bed

Some coughs and colds seem hard
to shake off—stick right to you in
spite of all you do to get rid of them.
These are the kind that are danger-
sus—tho kind that weaken the lungs
so that the germs of consumption
find a ready foothold.

Obstinate coughs and colds yield
to the grateful soothing properties of

DR. WOOD’S
NORWAY PINE SYRUP

It soothes and heals the irritated
lungs and bronchial tubes, cuts the
phlegm, and aids nature clear away
the morbid accumulations,

Mrs. Geo. D. Langdale, Barton, N.
S., writes: “In the year of 1920 1 was
taken with an awful cold and cough,
and was confined to my bed for some
time. I thought I was going into
consumption. I commenced to use
Dr. Wood's Norway Pine Syrup and
found it to be an excellent remedy.
I can highly recommend it to every
sufferer from coughs and colds.”

Price 36c and 60c; put up only by
ronto, Ont.—Advt.

To-

70 DARKER HATR
APPLY SAGE TEX

Look Young_!—ﬁr_ing Back Its
Natural Color, Gloss and
Attractiveness, |

Common garden sage brewed into 3, |
heavy tea with sulphur added, will
turn gray, streaked and faded hair
beautifully dark and luxuriant. Just
a few applications will prove a revela-
tion if your hair is fading, streaked
or gray. Mixing the Sage Tea and
Sulphur recipe at home, though, is
troublesonie. An casier way is to get
& bottle of Wyeth's Sage and Sulphur
Compound at any drug store all ready
#or use. This is the old-time recipe

, improved by the addition of other in-
gredients.

While wispy, gray, faded hair is not
sinful, we all dcsire to retain our
youthful appearance and attractive-
ness. By darkening vour hair with
Wyeth's Sage and Sulphur Com-
pound, no ene can tell, because it
does it so naturally, so evenly. You
just dampen a2 sponge or soft brush
with it and draw this through your
hajr, taking one small strand at a
time; by morning all gray hairs have
disappeared, and, after another ap-
plication or two, your hair becomes
beautifully dark, glossy, soft and
luxuriant.—Advt.*
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Try D. Soap, too,

Strong’s Drug Store, Standard Drug Co.,
. Limited,

Trial bottle will be sent for
10¢ to cover ete,

doors from the other end of my cor-
ridor and the light inside of my ceil
was switched on,

The first man of those approaching
was standing in front of my cell. The
lever was shot back, my door swung
open.

I arose.

“Here,” said he, throwing what
appeared to be a smit of clothes on
the cot. “Take these and get into
them as quick as you can. Leave
your coat, vest and hat here—you
can get them later.”

I  hesitated. The man was in
plain clothes, and by his side stood a
small fellow erpectantly watching me.
Could these be members of the mob?
If so, why were they asking me to
change clothesg? R

“Don’t lose any time,” the larger
man urged. “The chief is palavering
with some of them out in the office.
He told 'em you had already been
taken away. This is our only chance.”

I glanced down at the clothes and
caught sight of a large, bright but
tcn. Then quickly came an under-
standing. I was to don a police uni-
form.

I slipped out of my own coat ard
vest.

“You fold these up,” the plain-
clothes officer instructed that smaller
man—a trusty prisoner. “Take them
and his hat to the office after we're
gone.”

1 Am Told To Ul: My Wits.

A moment later 1 was walking
along that corridor in the uniform of
a “harness bull.” While in front and
hbehind walked several detectives.

“Listen now.,” one of them ad-
dressed ‘me just before we entered
the corridor leading to the outer of-
fices. “If you act with good senmse
and follow along after the man in
front of you, we'll pass out right by
that crowd without any troublo; but
if you get excited and think of mak-
ing a getaway, that will only attract
attention to you, and that gang might
get you then in spite of all we can
do.”

“r'd rather take my chances with

the law than with them,” I returned.
“Which man am I to follow?”
‘““This man right here.” He pointed
to the same rough-spoken fellow that
had tried to scare me into answer-
ing questions. “Just walk along in
an unconcerned manner.”

I had been handéd a regulation
patrolman’'s hat, and with the full
rig on I was perhaps the very last
person the lynchers would suspect as
the dgsired victim. We filed out and
adk the corridor, passing close by
where members of thé mob wero
waiting.

“Step back a bit, you fellows,” the
man in front of me said to the
crowd. “We've got to get out of here
on duty.”

The crowd began giving way to one
side.

“Better stay and see the fun!” one
of them called”out.

“No, go ahead to your duty some
place else,” interposed another, look-
ing me squarely in the face; “there’'ll
be enough here to watch the show.”

What. are they doin’ in there?”
inquired a third.

The man next behind me answered:

“Your committee is talking it over
with the chief—you fellows weren’t
fast enough: The two men you want
were taken away a half-hour ago.”

“We're Goin’ To Get Them!”

The answer came from the street:
“They're right in there now!eeand
we're goin’ to get them, too.”

By that time we were out on the
sidewalk and turning to the right.
I glanced back at ‘the mass that
reached entirely across the stireet,
but the policeman behind me spoke
low and bade me look straight ahead.

A half-block from the station en-
trance we turned a corner, and a
moment later walked diagonally
across that street, then up an alley
for a distance, and there three of the
officers and I entered a carriage and
were driven swiftly away.

As we drove in silence I was think-
ing of that mob. At that day I
scarcely knew there was such a word
as psychology. Now I know there
is a mob psychology just the same
as there is a psychology of the in-
dividual. A mob bent upon killing
is devoid of reasoning power. It
has an aggregate emotional condi-
tion. One mind plays upon another
until thero is a tension that nothing
but blood will relax.

Five years prior to that day 1
had sat upon a horse on the out-
skirts of a mounted mob that hanged
two cattle thieves to an elm limb in
Oklahoma. That, however, was not
a noisy mob looking for “the fun’”
or “the show.” But, after it was
over, those lynchers of the cattle
thieves were for the most part SOrTy.
They found that one of the victims
had taken no part in the thievery.
For my vart I was there like the
schoolboy who had joined in the plan
to help rob an orchard, yet all the
time pitied the man who was to be
robbed. Be that as it may, five years'
time had shifted the scenery in vari-
ous ways, and there I was, the de-
sired victim.

My Partner Breaks Down.

The voice of one of the officers
broke my train of thought.

“You stood it better than
partner did.”

“How s0?” I questioned.

“He broke down when he found
they wanted to lynch .him. We had
to carry him out through a basement
and tear off a ceuple o bars over a
window.”

“He causkd
trouble, then.”

“Yes, but trouble’'s a part of our
work, I reckon—!sn't it, Bill?”_ He
turned to another of my conductors.

“It’s nearly all trouble,” that one
replied. And then, true to the tactics
of the police when they want a con-
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you quite a bit of

Who Won a Fight
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fession, he went on: “Buyt that other
chap's got a big streak of yellow in
him: The thing I'm sorry about is,
this man is just goin’ to fool around
and let his partner get in on the
safe side~while he will have to take
the worst of it. Of course, you know
your own business, old man’—I
knew he mefint me—"but if I were
in your place I'd do a little bit of
talking myself. Everybodw knows
you're guilty, but we know, too, there
might be circumstances about the
matter that, if brought out, would
make it a lot easier for you.”
I made no answer,

I had begun to wonder whére we
were going, but decided to wait and
see. For ten minutés more our car-
riage wheels creaked over the frozen
snow; then we came to a stop. One
of the officers got out and talked
with someone; a moment later the

in front of a large, well-lighted
building that had a high stone wall
jolning it on the right and the left.
We were in front of the State prison.

Inside the front office I came face
to face with my f)ar'mer again. He
had arrived a few minutes ahead
of us. He would not look at me.
The handcuffs that had been placed
on my Wwrists as soon as we were
away from the mob were removed
and T was told to occupy a certain
seat.

The officers on duty there seemed
to accept iy as a matter of course
that we were brought to the peni-
tentiary.

S. K. Put After Name.

“Let’'s see—your name is Kane?”
The man at the desk by which I
was sitting addressed me. “What
{s your first name, please?”

“John W. Kane,” I answered, sur-
prised at his manner. I had heard that
state prison officials were always
gruff.

*And your age, Mr. Kane?’ ke
went on, writing in a ledger as he
spoke.

I gave him my age.

“We'll have to take a fulfl descrip-
tion of you tomorrow,” he explained,
“but T'll enter this much now.” Ang
out at the end of that descriptive
line I saw him write two letters, *S.

“May Y ask what the ‘S. K.’ means?”
I questioned.

‘‘Safe keeping,” he replied prompt-
ly. “And no doubt you'll be safe up
here.” This smilingly.

“No doubt,” I returned.

Then my city police escorts pre-
pared to take their leave. v

“We'll see you tomorrow, Kane,”
one of them turned back to tell me
“In the meantime you think it over
carefully—and look to your own in-
terests.”

I knew what he mant by that: 1t
was but another way of urging me to
come clean, as the chief of detec-
tives had said. I merely nodded to
him. The large outer door was
swung to and locked.

“Now you boys want to sleep, 1
suppese,” observed the man at the

desk, rising, “and we'll go through

door was, opened and I stepped out’

the formalities of taking you inside.
Our duty to make sure you haven't
anything contraband on you. Mr.
West!"” and he nodded toward an of-
ficer present.

Mr., West searched us carefully.
There was nothing left in my pockets,
however, not even a handkerchief—
the city police had taken care of that
part—and the searching process did
not take long.

“This way, boys.”
We both rose.
“They've Got It in for Me.”

\ “Now just a word,” saidemy part-
ner; “am I to be locked up, too?”

“You certainly are. The desk man
frowned at him. :

“I'm not even accused of any
crime,” my partner pleaded, and I
knew he was merely making an ass of
himself. *“If I have to go inside there,
those prisoners will have it in for me,
and—"'

“Why will they have it in for you?”
questioned one of the officerss

“Well,” returned he, showing in
every line of his face the fear that
squealers have of convicts in the ag-
gregate, “they might think that I'm
a witness against him, and I'm not.”

“You will be though,” I interposed,
“and you'd just as well begin now to
take your medicine.” :
Almost with the words, however,
1 felt I had blundered. I knew that
while those officicls were treating me
considerately, they were watching my
every move and anything incriminat-

been quite a newspaper reader and
remembered well how the papers, in
their desitre to give the public all the
news, were always wont to set forth
each little item of news bearing in
any manner upon the character of
one accused of a crime. I knew that
my words to my partner savored in-
directly of a threat. Then and there
I declded that in the future I would
be on my guard against impulsive
statements,

“So far as we are informed,” saild
the man who had made thoce ledger
entries, “neither of you men stands
accused officially of any crime. But
this record here shows’—he turned,
facing my pantner—*“that you, too,
are to be held by the state prison
authorities in safe keeping for the
city police; and that means actual
safety. You'll have to go inside.”

Behind Six Doors.
That settled it, yet I could sce that
ny partner was undergoing a bit of
zgony. As we mpassed inside the
prison inclosure, I counted gates and
barred doors. And, including the door
between the prison offices and
court in front, we were, after being
finally locked in separate cells on
the same tier, behind six barred aadl
combination-locked steel doors. Truly,
all indications were that we were
then, so far as any escape was con-
cerned, perfectily safe.
“Say,” the cellhouse custodian ad-
dressed me through the bars of my
nLrrow steel-walled cell, “you’ll have
five minutes more in which to wun-
dress and get settled on your cot;
then I'll switch the lights off.”
“All right,” I answered. And ir
five minutes more I was lying, for the
first night, in the darkness of a peni-
tentiary cell.
(“CHARITY FROM A YEGG,”
CHAPTER FOUR QF KANE'S

LIFE STORY, TOMORROW.)
(Copyright, 1923, in U. 8. and
Canada, Great Britain and South
America, by the North American
Newspaper Alliance. All Rights
Reserved.)
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Measure Your Room, Bring the Size
to Thomas’—Select the Pattern |
You Like Best and It

Will Be Delivered
i., for Only
Il ¥

ALL :
SERVICEABLE
PATTERNS

'l

Warm Weather Is Promised
Better Start Off
Now With a

REFRIGERATOR

We're really enthusiastic about Brantford
Refrigarators—best by government and hos-
pital test—and besides, we've featured them
for fifteen years and in that time have not
had one complaint.

each refriger-

| FREE i

$ Delivers
Refrigerator
Wee ;
Pays For It. gurable finish.

Here’s Values For You In Groéeries

DOVE CORN,

large tins, 2 FOR.....23C

PORK AND BEANS,

large tins, 2 Fon...._23c

Weelkly
Delivers
Room Size.

Whole wnk;a
supply Crystal
Lake lce, with

A size for every
home. Top, side
or front icers,

CHOICE OF

P.&G., Gold,
Sunlight,
Surprise and
Comfort Soaps
15 CAKES FOR $1.00

ONLY
CASCADE SALMON,
sgnall .........9c

Don’t Swat
the Fly—

Keep the pesky things out.

WINDOW
SCREENS

WILL DO IT.

DOVE PEAS,

lirge tis, 2 FOR.....25c
e e
PINEAPPLE .... .... 24€
.
18¢c
13¢

DOVE PEARS,
Isrgs tin ...... i...

Three sizes—fit any window.

BANGUET FEa”" THOMAS
»
Eiv B 50(:’ 65c, 69c por pound ........... 9c
COFFEE, d
while you gwr;oi.t‘r‘...u,...55c

SOUPS, tin ..... ....

-
Groceries
i
the
Basement.

Grocery
Orders of $3
or Over
Delivered.

Swap Now!

SWAPADS

These are sample ads.

Swap the things you
have and don't want.

Ads like these will
do the trick,

- it

Try writing one of your own.

OVERCOAT—Size 42: Salts silk pluzh
lined, large fur collar; suitable for
driving: will swap for 3-door ice hox
or anything of equal value. 1737 Wyche.
wood St,

SWAP—Hali-Marvin time lock safe,
Ford, 1921, with starier; typewriter:
Elgin, 12 size, 15 jewe! gold case
watch, for equal values. What have
you? B-%9,

GENDORN reed stroller, hrge size, with

. artllery wheels, cost $50 new, in
perfect condition; wil} swap for large
leather sult case in good condition,
Main 248.

FOUR-BURNER oll stove, very good
condition, value when new $50; wiif
swap for dresser, walnut or mahogany,
H, P. Park, 2649W,

AMERICAN a2dding machine—WwWill swap
for good radio outfit. Ford touring
body for truck body. Wm. R. Davls,
414 Main Bt.

DAVENPORT, buffet, bed and kitohen
stove; will swap for carpenter work
or house painting, furnish material.
Box 41,

HUGHES electric, water tank heater;
will swap for boy’s bicycle in good
:ondltlon. Jimmy Smith, 314 Third

ve, -

WILL SWAP $40 ilbrary tablg for good
Collie dog. 565 Fernwood; lower apt.

Phone yours in toe
day. Just call num.
ber 3670,

Be a swapper. Save
money !




