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CHAPTER 1.

Back and forth, back and forth a
man was paclng the floor, caught in |
the tolls of the Inexorablg catastrophe

that mow impended close. Lashod by
fear, hounded by fate, up and down
the room he turned, hemmed by walls
of disaster. His feet, now impacting
on the polished floor. now noiseless
over the rugs, kept tinfe to the me-
chanieal repetition of the thought: !
“"Ruin, rufn. ruin!” that ebbed and !
flowed in his racked brain.

Haggard and wan he paced with
rumpled hair and eyes whose blood-
shot glance bespoke long vigils. Save
for his footfall and the busy imper-
tinence of the clock that would soon
toll mdduight, the house—the house
of Walter Haynes Slayton, cashier,
Wwas still. A numbing silence “gripped
it—a silence that could almost be
heard, so deep it was. Outside hardly
& sound: disturbed the frosty Novem-
ber night, now moonlit,” now cloudy,
that brooded over the suburban soli-
tude of Oakwood Heights.

Stillness without, sllence within.
The nulght seemed waiting, big with
woe, Yet through all the man's stress
and torment passed a flicker of relief
that his wife had not yet returngd. In
view of the approaching disaster, her
absence on a visit was a signal blese-
ing. His one wish now was that she
might remain away till something
could be done to stem the
ruin,

Back and forth — up and down —

| thousand,"”
‘Assoty—"*
He snapped his trembling fingers.
"Not worth that! And

he huskily articulated

to-night! Jarboe's note—"

Walter Slayton cast a despairing
look about his Ilibrary, a Jook that
Minded ohe of the hunmted glare of a
lugp«d, prisoned animal.

“Jar

ed his limit at last. He's surely going
to put me through this time!"

With a curse he turned toward his
desk, all covered with neatly arrauged
papers. One of the supreme rules of
life for the cashier of the Powhatan
National Bank was perfect order in gl
things. Not even this crisls could dis-
turb his method. the habit of a life-
time.

Now even in the arrangement of
the very papers that spelled complete
annibilation, irreparable disaster and
in all probability a frightful term in
Sing Sing, his orderly arrangement ,of
the data in chronological sequence was
perfect. Month by month and year by
Year.the horrible llabilities were sort<
ed and tabulated, forming a trap, a
web, a network of catastrophe,

He knew them all by heart, every
smallesi one. How long he had lived
with them ever in his thoughts, seen
them In his dreams, found them cb-
truding between his vision and every

| other thing—even between him and
tides of, his wife's face! Yes, right well 244
|

he know those papers on that (leak.
And best of all, he knew the Jarboe
Then suddenly the man stopped, liwkl, | letter, keystone of ' he infamous arch.
and dashed his fist against his brow | Once that arch should break no power
and groaned. Chill though the house | on earth could avert o hideous col-
had become he feit no cold. He | lapse of the whole stracture, burying
burned with inward fires. A fever ' him ferever beneath the ruins.
parched hie lips and ravaged his In fingers that shook as with ague,
blood. For to-morrow—to-morrow was under the glow of the electric lamp
bis last day of grace. Slayton picked up the trial balance he
“Liabllities. a hundred

and eight

ble involvement, the sum-total of dis-
g G S T L L
e » “This is the end,” sald he.in a dull,
PA!.E, llb'ttss G'Rls flat tone. “The end of eleven years
s of torment! The note I owe Jarboe
will be the bomd thac wili blow the
Wwhole structure into the air. This
thing mustn't happen! It can't it
shall not!™
Again he fell to pacing with the
monotonous regularity of a prisoner
in & cell. His tortured mind reverted
to the firast mistake, years and vears
#go, the first miscalculation, then
swiftly ran along the well-rer eniber-
ed ways of progressive disaster, cov-
ered Dy deeper and still deepet in-
volvement in the mire. Every strug-
gle to free himaelf had only sunk him
farther and more hopelessly. At times
there had been hope; then fresh mis-
fortunes had swamped him
And all those weary years the hide-
ous farce of respectabllity, of outward
calm and prosperity; of impeccable
rectitude had bad to be lived through.
Worst of all, he bad been obliged to
face his wife with a smile when the
heart had long since uied In him
Agaln the man groaned In angulsh
Better anything now, even the ulti-
mate catastropher, than such a life!
Better anything? Kven the prison
cell, the striped garb of infauy? The
living death of the penitentiary? No,
no, not that! Never that! Iie fell
that come what might, he would bat-
tle on wnd on forever If he could be-
fore he would submit to that!
Yet the Jarboe note was due to-mor-
row. It wust ba met In the morning
Eighty-four thousand dollars in cash
must be pald. The last stand-off had
been exhausted. No extension was |
possible. Cush was ueeded now —
hard, cold, setual cash |
A shudder gripped him. His loun |
and rather clgrical-looking race — [
plous-scoming face that bad long boen
Of sovereign value to him in his pecy-
lations—twitched norvously, Its pallor |
no | bore a ghastly tinge in the greemish
light that through the electric-
fo blinked ominously.
Sliat in Lis eyes spoke volumes |
of evil. |
This, he realized, was the crucial |
moment, the end of everything unless
some bold play were made. In a kind
Of dase he stared at the merciless fig-
ures. Hp struck them with his fist.
Nothing of all this must be known! '
The lle must still be lived;
His tation, he Imew, still stood
ted him

Are In a Condition That May Lead
to a Hopeless Decline.

Jerhaps you have noticed that your
daughter in her “tcens” has develop-
ed a ftful temper, is often restless and
excitable without apparent cause. in
that case remember that the mareh
of years is leading her onto woman-
hood, and that at tais time a great re-
sponnihqm' rests upon you as a
luother. i your aaughter is pale,
complains of weaknese and depres-
slon, feels tired out after a listle ox-
ertion: if she tells you of beadaches
and backaches, or pain in the side do
rot disregard these warnings. Your
daughter needs the help that only
new, rich blood can give for she s
anaemic—that is bioodless.

Should you notice any of these rigns,
lose no time, but procure for her Dr,
Willlams' Pink Plils, or, her un-
healthy girlhood is bound to lead to
unhealthy womanhood. Dr. Willlams'
Fink Plls enrich the :mpoverished
blood of girls and women, and by so
doing' they repair ths waste and pre-
vent disease. ‘They gmive to siokly,
drooping girls heeith, brightness and
charm, with color in the oheeks,
sparking eyes, a light step and high
aspirits, It our daughter shows any
signe of anaen .o insist that she beging
to-day to curc herself by the use of
Dr. Willlams' Pink Pllls.  Miss Grace
K, Haskins. Latohford, Ont.. says:—
*It would be impossible for. me to
Speak too highly o&'l:r. Williams' Pink

“Pills. A few y ago my health
Was such that my parents were ser-
fously alarmed. [ was pale, )lstleos
and constantly tired, | suffered
muck from headaches, and my trouble
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Jarboe— |,
confound him. I wish I had him here

!" he muttered. “He's reach- |

had struck, the reckoning of his terri- i

e}
‘.'l
e |

the morrow. It luvalved tuking
“ chanee, bul nothing else now
remnined to do

®ond light remalped In him.  Notore
R w20uid collupse and they
shenld diag bim “up the River" they
| $aould yo! tiad how good a flght he
{toud give them!

’ He ahivered suddenly und drew
| Vaek, glaneing furtively about him ws
I tue very walls had eyes. Close-
drawn though the ehades
fearad Joot somebody might be spying
on hm. Goilog to the windows he
| pallad the curtalns down a little more
Then Lo ratuenod agnin to his desk.
His thougata were beginning to
tlariiy theinselves a little.  Ha roatisss

| tuat tarvoe note
HEve nia pound of fles™, The last step
!nrulu Lo taken and the lust card
i played, Then it he lost, the crush he
weuld make In going down  wouid
| Prove him at jeast no petty thief

| Slayton flung down the balance
Kain, and with a steadier hand un-
wkod und opened a Iittle drawer at
tie right of the line of plgeonholes
1oa* roppod his desk. From this draw-

er he took an envelope, and from the |

cerbon-copied (ypewriting
I'nis paper he studied 4 moment
| Wider tue light It was one of twe
copies which alone existed in all the
| world, Chumberlain, president of the
| Puwhatan, had the other one. Doubt-
'lu. thought Slayton, Chamberlain
‘ell entireiy safe. Tae cashier nodded
| satiricaliv, and for the first tiwe that
| night smiled. A wan, thin-lipped smile
{ ! was, saturnine and terrible to match
hig thoughte, as he studied the Open
Serame tpat would smooth his path,
“Now we're getting down to busi-
ness.” he murmured “It's & long

’ Guvelope a paper with a few fi sures n
|

|
I
|
|

He still knew that n

ware, he |

{thet he woul'l go to any length to pay |
‘I'he Shyloek shounld |

Then, turning to »

Peane, 0o (Uok down & bottle and a
®lass

st ho poured.no liquor. Mis wiser
SMGEWBAL IM0ILly wane und Guicaly
o vaedrod et

"Alsolutely no!" he esclaimed.

A Giowr beain and a steady hand
Wault wo nedded td-aight If over In bis
Lte, . /

. What's that?

Byl he tuced round. This time
Lo hone pomtive ne had Loard o a opoon
e walx,
1 but 6 human footstep bad upniis-
tiinuly tallen on the concreto

\vhat the 1"

I Lasa-quicl,
|

1 Jurkoed cpen the big top drover
i shopt wll tae damning papers [uto
| I ! an he shut und jocked It Lthe
| ulo bell beperer rer-d stridently i
P tae hullvay, making an astonishing
J tacket fn the tomblike stiliners of the

honse

igely Lo faced the door with a
lagun take you!" on his lipa.

Agaiu the bell burst Into violent
olarm. With an oath more than half
of fear—[or Slayton's nerves, despite
all be could do, were jumpy as a
colt’'s—ne stepped Into the hall, lis-
tened ceutely for a moment, and then
appreached the door.

Outside he could hear an frregular
tutioo of feet on the poreh, sure sign
of nervousness. Whoever it might
be, the visitor lacked in calm self-pos-
rasion
Slayton's fear lessened. If the other
man was nervous that was all the more
reason why he should not be, After
«1l, nobody in the world had anything
n him, He had always managed to
cover his tracks perfectly. Boldness
and easurance were now Invaluable
»nesets for him, A grim smile curved
I his lips as be shot back the bolt and
| 1vosed theichain.

Ho pressed a button The porch-
light flooded down a sudden radiance.
hen he swung wide the door

At sight of the man standing there
before him a sickening apprekension
rolzed him His “h sagged open.
ke fell back a pace. his hand
pping the hig brass door-knoh,

“Yeu. Manefield?” he stamiaerea
‘What-— what is it What on earth
id> vou want here at this time of
hight?

shot. but there's a chance at least. I']]

have a chance to run; | shan't be
trapped and done to death like a caged
Fat. A chance—-that's all ! want!”
He smote tne table with decision
It he could only tide things over for
4 month or two all might yet be well
Hope revived in his face. A bolder
icok came into his eyes. He glanced
round again, holding his breath to lis-
ten. Out on the front walk he scem-

Gave ear. Nothing.

He sncered asavagely at himsell.
Could it be that he was getting nerv-
ous? With a strong effort he collecced
his forces. He
slip of paper and tucked it into his

folded the precious !

CHAPTFR 11.
* newcomer, obviously agltated
very highest degree, made no
but stood in the doorway re-
be other's stare.

“Thank Heaven. you
home!"” he cried thickly
Heaven!"

Under the downpour of lig
we they formed a singular pi
thev stood there, eye looking i
. While the ‘frosty vapors of

you're

ure

breath idled upward toward the |
A striking I
cash!

pletnre—'}h

le
trim. in balmac
hat. Different

imr ulate ana
nd olive-zreea felt
types in every way

poaketbook little
Cupovurd in the cortter- by the fire

It sosmed heaitan, ana tim- |

Clayston aprapg to the \

“Oh, thank |

it from |

. wrinkled and 3 in |
king-jacket and slippers; the |

|

l

} L

e ——
. Thousends Testily to

| Beaslil Sscured Prom .

CATARRHOZONE
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CURES WITHOUT DiUGS!

One of the finest discoveris Is
medicine was given 1o the
when Catarrhosone was pl o
tho market about fifteen years ago.
{ Binco then thousands have beem eured
| of asthma and eatarrh. An interesting
Caso Is reported from Calgary In »
letter from Crelghton K. Thompson,
who says:

“Nothing (00 strong can be said
for Catarrbosone, 1 suffered four
Years from asthma in & way that

would beggar description. | wemt
through everythiag that man conid
suffer. 1 was told of Catarrbosone
by a clerk in Findlay's drug store,
and purchased a dollar package. h
Was worth hundreds to me m a
week, and | place a priceless valse
on the benefit I have since derived.
! [ strongly urge every sufferer o wse
Catarrhozone for Asthma, Bronehitis
and Catarrh."

The one-dollar package lasts twe
months; small elze, 50c; sample sine,
! 26c; all storekeepers and druggists, or
{ the Catarrhozone Co.. Kingston,
| Canada
|

:_\'('l the community of some wousea)
| emotion drew them both into the smmwe
| category

i Slayton, a nerve-seasoned and rase
| tul man, pulled himself together imme-
| diately. He thrust out a hamd of

welcome
ejaca-

“Come in, Mansfield!” he
'ated, cloaking hls alarm behind a very
nutural astonishment. “You certainly
did surprise me What's the row?
! Anything gone wrong?"’

f The young man nodded, gulped and
! tried to speak. Words would pot

come. He secized Slayton's hand fa a
J1.';'|p that, though trembling, stil} hans
| good beef behind it. Slaylon wineed.
|
|
{

“Here, here, Arthur!" he protest-
ed, trying to force a laugh that rasg
wholly falee. “Don’t
If! What's up anyhow

“I—I want to see you; want to tal¥
to you a—a few minutes!” Mansfiele'
succeeded in articulating. “I beg yowr
pardon for intruding at this this
stly hour and all that, but—bat--~
Don't mention it, my dear fel-
iow,” Blayton returned with something
] f his usual suavity,

{ (To be continued,)

take my arm

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
i
;ld to have heard a sound. Keenly he
|
|
|
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"g Economy in painiin

¢ Senour *“100% Pure” 1" .t—the

¥ The use of chee - g vaste of moncy=—a waste of time,

- LARTIN-SENOU
" *100% PURE” PAINT

wears longest, covers the greatest surface (900
and because ¢l i even (ox.
1

Zine Oxide and l’.'ghes't gut
most economical paint on the market.
T2'2 ro chances.
=+ bulldings, inside and g
Scnour *“100% Pure” Pain
Write for “Iarmer’s G
you'l

The Practical Economy
of Good Paint

Geod paint is never an expense, but a saving. By its use you
save your buildings fiom a steady deterioraticn in value,

demands the use of Quality
sint thot protect
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Cu ko
y Linseed Qil,

Make your inve

Paint—Martin-
s and preserves,




