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BICKEL’S

MONTHLY STORE NEWS.

A grand clearance sale in a!l lines now going on.

MEN’S FINE SHOES.

Men's five box-calf, enamel, vici-kid and cordovan, hand sewed soles, exten-
sion edges—all the latest styles to be closed out at half their :egular price.

500 pair Boys' fine shoes.

432 pair Youth’s fine shoer.

To be closed out at a big bargain.

ket The koss Be What It May.

Lades’ fin- shoes, latest style lasts, more than h_a".f are .
tom in vici-bid, ersmel, petent Jeatter snd box (»1f shees that a e styhis

hand sewed, lace or but-
h and will

wear well—ali gond sizes and will close them out at 2 byg recuction.
500 peir Ladi-s’ warm lined shoes go at less than half price.

Big Bargains In

MISSES’ AND CHILDREN'S
SCHOOL SHOES,

Felt and Rubber Goods.

We bave a large stock of Men's, Boys’ and Youth's fe
we do not wish to carry over and will be ¢l :
<% of Rubber Boots and Shoes to be includ=d

Large »'+
Children’s fine rubbers 10c.

csed out at a b

It hoots and overs which
g reduction
in this sale.

Ladies’ fine rubbers 20c.

Men’s fine rubbers 45c.

Also biyg «1-ck Men's and Boys’ working shoes a= away down prices.
High Tron Stands with four Jasts for repai:ing.
Sole l~ather cut to any amount you wish to purchase.

Shoe findings of a1l kinds at reduced prices
We have made reductions in all lires an<

grods and we can suve you money.

1 ask you to call and examine cur

JOHN BICKEL,

2t SOUITH MAIN STREET

FTITLER, PA

Mrs. J. E. ZIMMERMAN.

18th

att«nding them in the past.

make us a personal visit.

acrifice

Prices on

Sacrifice prices for cash only.

Sale begins WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 8th, 1g902.

Semi-Annual
Sacrifice Sale.

Our Semi-Annual Sacrifice Sale Takes Place as Usnal
Beginning Wednesday, Jan. 8tb, and contipuing
Throughout the entire month of Jannary.

The many inquires we are receiving daily askingif we in-
tend to have our sale testifies to the popularity of these Sacri-
fice Sales among our many patrons who have been bencfited by
We are anxious to make this sale

the biggest success of all previous sales, and shall do so by
ofiering our goods at prices you connot resist.
quote all prices—enly a few—consequently it will pay you to

All Wraps, Suits and Furs.
All Waists, Wrappers and Dressing Sacques.
All Millinery—trimmed and untrimmed.
All Dress Goods, Silks and Satins.

All Muslins, Calicoes and Ginghams,

All Underwear, Hosiery and Gloves.

Ail Laces, Embroideries & Dress Trimmings.
All Blankets— woolen and cotton,

All Lace Curtains and Portiers.

:
:
¢

We cannot

Come easly to secure first choice.

!

Mrs. J. E. Zimme

Less Than 30 Days

OF OUR REDUCTION
Sale Now Remains

We s1e determined to 1educe our etcck geveral thonsand dollars

within this time.

R emember it’s the entire stock—very little odds and ends— new goods
ull round—at astonishingly LOW PRICES.

$25 Sewing Machine
Cabinet case—onk—warrant-
e¢d ten years. Price $20,
Red uction on all hines.

$12 Extension Table
Golden osk, polished—round
top—extends 8 feet. Regu-
lar price $15.00.

All Couches
At veduced prices
in leather or velour.

$22.00 Velour Couch........ $18

Covered

$20.00 Velonr Couch........ 16
$12 Folding Bed
Full size—oak —golden oak

finish Reduced from $15 00,

$4 Rocking Chair
Flemish oak—covered velour
seat—slat back, and a beauty.
Rednced from $6.50.

$40 Leather Suite
Four-piece Leather Snite—
mahogany finish-—-worth $60
of uny wan’s money

Look out for our Carpet Advertisement.

BROWN & CO,,

136 North Main Btreet, (dcross from Duffy’s store,) Butler, Pa.
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Fall and Winter Weights,

- N
’ E Have a nattiness about them that E

mark the wearer, it won't do to
wear the last year's output, You
won't get the latest things at the
stock clothiers either. The up-to
date tailor only can supply them,
if you want not only the latest
things in cut and fit and work-
manship, the finest in durability,
where else can you get combins-
tions, you get them at

E
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G. F. KECK, Merchant:Tailor,

4 North Maing Street

All Work Guaranteed.

Butler,Pa

Subscribe for the CITIZEN
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pure. heavy bodied ofl, es-
pecially prepared to with-
stand the weather.

g
Made by STANDARD OIL CO.

CGATARRH

In all its stages.
Ely’s Cream Balm

cleanses, soothes and heals
the diseased membrane.
It cures catarrh and drives
away & cold in the head
quickiy.

Cream Balm is placed into the nostrils, spreads
over the membrane and is absorbed. Relief is im-
mediate and a cure follows. Itisnot drying—does
not produce sneezing. Large Size, 50 cents at Drug-
giste or by mail; Trial Size, 10 cents.
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Johnston’s

E1 Beef, Iron and Wine

15 the

Best Tonic
and

Blcod Purifier.
Price, s0c pint

Prepered and
sold only at

Johnston’s
Crystal
Pharmacy,

R. M. LOGAN, Ph. G,

Manager.

106 N. Main St., Butler, Pa
Both 'Phones

Everything in the
drug line.

New Liverv Barn

W. J. Black

Is doing business in his new bain
which Clarence Walker has erected
for him All boarders and team-
sters guarranteed good  attention®
Barn just across the street from
Hotel Butler,

He has room for fifty horses.

People's Phone. No. 250.
EB=== = ——

DEALER 1™

LUMBER.

Now is The Time to Have

Your Clothing

CLEANED OR DYED

If you want goou and reliable
cleaning or dyeing done, there is
place in town where you
and that is at

just one
Can get it

The Butler Dye Works

216 Center avenue.

B8, We do fine work in out
door Photographs. This is the
time of ycar to have a picture ot
your house. Give us a trial.

Agent for the Jamestown Slid ng
Biind Uo.—New York.

R. F'SHER & SON.

A.M BERKIMER,

Funeral Director.

45 S. Main St. Butler PA
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CHAPTER IIL
CAPTAIN NEALE RESENTS AN IMPUTA-
TION.

to the lock of the
front door, and the
faint sound of it was
distinctly audible in
that room. Thegrowl-
ing volice of a police-
man in the ball said:
“Hold on! You can’t go”—

And seemingly in the same Instant a

old of the room.

facing him.

Ile was one of those men whose tre-
mendous vital energy declares itself
unmistakably. As he stood there, per-
fectly still, the power within him seem-
ed to affect the air. It was as when one
fecls the temsion of an engine that is
at rest, but ready. When such a man
advanges, neither the ordinary obsta-
cles nor even his own will can stop
him.

“Brenda!” bhe sald In a singularly re-
strained voice, very Ill suited to his
words. “Why In the name of heaven
are you here?”

“If I know.” she answered, “it was
because 1 wanted to help her, because
I couldn’t have her die like this. I"—

“Where is she?”

“They have taken her to a hospital—
8t. Winifred's.”

The young man snatched up his hat,
which had fallen to the floor.

“Wait a minute!” exclaimed Neale.
“You're Alden—Clarence M. Alden?”

nxon.”

“Well, 1 want to talk to you. Walit!
If you go down there, you can’t get in
nor find out anything; that’s orders.
You’ll get more icformation here.”

“Is she living?’ demanded Alden.

“Yes,” replied the captain. “If she
dies, I shall know of It within five min-
utes, and that's quicker than you could
learn of it anywhere else. Let me man-
age this. I'll take good care of you.
I'll see that you get every word of
news. Meanwhile let's get down to
business. You sent that note to her?”

“1 did.”

“With $500 In it?”

“Ten”

“When?”

“At ten minutes after 2 I sent It by
John Robinson, a clerk in my office.”

“Where ‘s he now?”’

“I don’t know,” answered Alden. “l1

didn't wait for him to come back.
Now, answer my question. Who did
this thing?”
. Neale spread his hands abroad with
a grotesque gesture Intended to dis-
claim the possession of the Informa-
tion. .

“We're all at sea.” he said. “Some-
body got Into this room and stabbed
the girl with this knife.”

He suddenly lifted a newspaper that
had lain on the table and disclosed
the weapon beneath It. The long
blade was open and visibly stalned
with blood. Brenda's hand bhad been
within six Inches of it, and at the
sight she started back with such alarm

that Dr. Blair stretched out his arm
to support her. She did not fall, how-
ever, but stood rigid, staring at Alden.

The color rushed to his face. He put
up his hand and pushed back the tan-
gle of light brown hair that was lying
molst upon his forehead.

“Recognize 1t?’ sald Neale, with his
mirthless grin.

“It 18 mine,” replied Alden In the
same repressed and steady tone that
he had used throughout this scene.
“I gave It to her.”

“When?”

“A few days ago,” sald Alden. “I
don’t exactly remember.”

“Queer present,” rejoined the cap-
tain, “for a girl.”

“She was cutting some plctures out
of the magazines,” replied Alden. “I
happened to have the knife Iin my
pocket. Bhe used it, and I didn’t take
it back.”

The captaln slowly nodded his head,
as one who has reached the end of a
topic and is prepuring for the next.

“And now,” sald he, “how long have
you known this young lady?”

He waved his band toward Brenda.
“I have known Miss Maclane a long
time,” sald Alden. “Why do you ask?”
“Miss Maclane, eh?’ sald the cap-
tain, elevating the strange tufts of
partl colored hair that were his eye-
brows. “I understood that her name
was Willlams.”

“l have done an absurdly foolish
thing,” sald Brenda, addressing Alden.
“I was afrald my name would be pub-
lished, and so I tried to dececive these
people.”

“Big mistake,” rejolned Captain
Neale, shaking his head solemnly.
“This whole story will have to come
out, and if the facts are known to the
police at the start it will come out
straight; otherwise there’s no telling
what the reporters will do with it.”

“There Is no reason whatever,” sald
Alden, “why Miss Maclane should be
brought into this affair.”

“There isn’t, eh?’ sald the captaln.
“Why is she here? Sympathy for a
woman that she says she never saw?
No; 1 guess we'll have to have some-
thing better.”

“If you don't get it,” sald Alden,
“what then?”

“I’ll bave to hold her as a witness.”

“You mean that you will put me un-
der arrest?”’ demanded Brenda, her
face and even her lips absolutely color-
less.

“I'll have to,” sald the captain.

“And suppose that I answer all your
questions now 7’ she asked.

Neale struck his band down upon the
table.

“You can go home just as soon as
you've done It,” he declared, and at
that moment & man in plain clothes,
but with the unmistakable stamp of
the police upon him, entered the room
and saluted his superlor.

“Excuse me for a minute,” sald
Neale, and, accompanied by the man
who had just appeared upon the scene,
he stepped out into the hall

Brenda turned to Dr. Blalr, who was
leaning against the mantelplece.

“Dr. Blair,” she whispered, “you will
not say that it was I whom you saw
leaving this house?”

“No,” replled the physiclan slowly;
“I will not.”

“What does this mean?” demanded
Alden.

Dr. Blair regarded Alden steadily for
some seconds before he sald with that

careful measuring of words that doc-
tors legrn:

|

“I have Informed the police that as 1
was passing this Louse, very near to
the time when this deed was done, |
saw a person—a woman—come out and
walk away hurriedly toward Broad-
way.” -

“A woman!" repeated Alden, as If
speaking without volition.

“She cannot be accounted for,” con-
tinued the doctor. “No one knows who
she Is or why she was here or how she
got Into the house. As to the last

| point, however, I will say this: I bad a
! room In this house for a few weeks

young man appeared upon the thresh- |
He took two steps |
forward and then halted, the others |

while repairs were In progress at No.
160, where I live,and I then noticed that
the spring lock on the front door did

He took two steps forward and then
haw!d.

not always hold. If the lock has not
been repaired, there may be an expla-
nation of some mysterious points in
this case.”

If there had been an eye upon De-
tective El dorf at this t, it
would bave noted that he was much
interested, but no one was looking at
him. He bimself was observing Bren-
da closely.

Alden had begun to pace the floor,
his hand upon his forehead.

“I can’t stay here any longer,” he
said suddenly. “I must see Elsie. 1
must know— Jack! How came you
here?”

The question was addressed to a
young man who entered with Captain
Neale. He was In his normal state a
rather handsome fellow, with the ox
eyes that the Greeks admired (for wo-
men) and 8 broad forehead above them,
but in this moment his face was dis-
torted with excitement and striped
with perspiration *that trickled from
bis forehead. The total effect was
somewhat grotesque, especially be-
cause the man was inclined to fatness
and was a trifie conspicuous In the
matter of attire.

“This is dreadful, dreadful!” he cried.
“I can’t belleve it.”

“You're Mr. Robinson, who carried
the note to Miss Miller,” sald Neale.
“That’'s why I sent a man to your
ouse.”

“Yes,” sald Robinson, turning to Al-
den. “I didn’t go back to the office im-
mediately. 1 went over to the place
where I live. 1 was just going down
town again when a policeman met me
at the door.”

“Did you know what was In that
note?” asked Neale.

“l knew there was money,” was the
reply, “but I didn't know how much.
It was sealed when Mr. Alden gave it
to me. He sald there was money in it.
That was why I brought it instead of
giving it to 3 messenger boy.”

“What happened here?’ the captain
asked.

“Nothing,” answered Robinson. “I
gave the note to Elsle”—

“To whom ?” said the captain.

“T'o Miss Miller; that is what I said.
1 gave the note to Miss Miller, and she
opened It by the window. I didn’t see
any money. I wasn't in the room ten
seconds—merely long enough to ask if
there was any answer, and she said no.
Then I went away.”

“Meet anybody 7"

“The servant who let me in was pass-
ing through the hall as I went out.”

“That’s important,” sald the captain.
“It fixes you all right. The servant
stopped at Miss Miller's door, knocked,
asked a question and got an answer.
Then she went along down stairs.”

“Fixes me!" gasped Robinson. “Is
anybody crazy enough to think I did
this?”

“No,” sald the captain. *“You're out
of it. And now, Mr. Alden, let me tell
you that I've just had a report from the
hospital. The girl is alive, and the doc-
tors think she has a fair chance.”

“What does she say 7’ exclaimed Rob-
inson.

“She hasn’t said anything yet,” re-
plied the captain. “And now let's get
on with our little affairs here. I guess
you can’'t help us any, Mr. Robinson,
80 If you'll just take a seat in the par-
lor”"— He walted till the young man
bhad passed out of the room. “Now,
Miss Maclane, I'd like to know a little
more about you if it's perfectly agree-
able.”

“I am the daughter of Duncan Mac-
lane,” sald Brenda.

At the mention of this wealthy and
widely known man Neale softly whis-
tled.

“It ain’t possible,” he sald, “that you
are the young lady with a lot of money
and a high social position that you
mentioned awhile ago as belng engag-
ed to our friend here?’

“I am the woman,” replied Brenda.

“And the engagement's been broken
off? When?”

“Captain”— began Alden, but the of-
ficer ralsed his hand.

“A bargain’s a bargain,” he sald. *“1
was to have the truth. When was the
angagement broken off 7

“This afternoon,” answered Brenda
firmly. “I went down to Mr. Alden's
office at balf past 1. I had expected te
see him last evening, but”"—

“He dldn't come?”

Brenda Inclined ber head.

“I went to his office,” she sald, “and
in the conversation between us there
1 released him from his engagement.”

“That must bave been a bard blow
tor you, Mr. Alden,” said the captaln.

“What do you mean?’ demanded
Alden. “If you bhave the delicacy to
appreciate my feeling”—

“] was thinking especially about
your business,” said Neale. “I'm told
your firm is in the last ditch, and that
your engagemgnt to Duncan Maglane's

daughter is about all that holds you
up. That's what my man told me just
now."”

“He told you a lie,” said Alden, but

with the same monotonous tone, as If
his utterance was mechanical-and his
mind upon another matter. “My aairs
were never befere so prosperous as
they are today.”

“That won't do,” responded the cap-
tain. “l1 have positive proof”—

“You know nothing about It.” sald
Aiden. *“1 have other Interests than
those of my firm.”

“What other interests?”

“I decline to answer.”

“Where did you go when you left
your office after sending that note?”

“I will not tell you.”

“Why not?’ queried the captain In
bis most persuasive tome. “Oh, per-
haps you don't know these other gen-
tlemen. They'll step into the hall er
out on to the balcony, I've no doubt.”

“It will make no difference” replied
Alden.

“What you say will be confidential,
»f course.”

“Captain Neale.” sald Alden, “this is
a business secret that Is worth a good
deal of money. If 1 should tell it to
any man, he could force payment for
his silence.”

“You don't mean to say that I'd doa
thing like that?’ demanded Neale.

~1 have uo wish to offend,” said Al
den, “but you want the truth, and you
shall have it Your reputation. llke
that of many another man high up in
the department, I8 bad—as bad as it
can be. Remembering that this busi-
ness matter Involves others than my-
self. | won't trust you with a hint of it.
That Is my last word en that subject.”

Neale's face turned red and white in
strange, Irregular spots.

“Now hear a word from me,” he
sald. “I've Been looking you up. You
are a ruined man. You were engaged
to this girl, and It was all that saved
vou. But you couldn’t be honest even
with her. You made love to this Elsle
Miller, and you neglected MIiss Mac-
lane, and she wouldn't stand for it.
But by that time you were so involved
with Miss Miller that you couldn’t
break away. So what did you do?
Why, you wrote her a note telling a
fairy story about a lot ef money, know-
ing that the note would be found and
would make the case look like robbery.
You told her how busy you were, and
five minutes afterward you quit work
and came up town. You bhad a key to
this house; you came here”—

* “Do you mean to accuse me of this?”’

The words came from between Al-
den’s teeth, and he strode toward Neale,
who put the table between them and
drew his revolver.

“Wallace!” he called.

A policeman entered from the hall.

“That man Is under arrest” sald
Neale. “Take him in.”

“This is monsirous,” sald Alden, but
he spoke coolly. “You shall answer
for it.”

“We'll talk about that later,” re-
joined the captain. “You go with that
man.”

Brenda crossed the room quickly and
took Alden’s hand.

“I will do everything that I can for
you,” she said, “and for her.”

“You're coming along, too,” sald
Neale. “No; V1l stand by what I said.
Go home.”

Alden opened his mouth to speak and
then closed it again. He turned and
went out of the room with the police-
man, Brenda fqllowing immediately
and Dr. Blair a moment later. Elmen-
dorf and Neale remained.

The captain dropped into a chalr.

“I don’t know as I done right,” he
sald.

Elmendorf walked across the room
and looked at a picture on the wall be-
tween the windows. It was a photo-
graphic copy of Nelerstein’'s painting
of “Tantalus.” The unfortunate king
who divulged the secrets of Zeus was
represented chained to the rock starv-
ing while the fruit laden boughs waved
just beyond his reach. It was a pain-
ful picture, quite out of keeping with
all else In the room, and Elmendorf re-
garded it curiously. A few lines, tell-
ing the legend, were printed below,
and the detective read them.

“Well, he looks it,” he sald, glanc-
ing up at the face of Tantalus. “And,
by the way, Neale, you don’t think Al-
den did this thing, do you?”’

“Not on your life!” sald the captain.
“The case is perfectly plain. It may
be that I didn’t do the smart thing.”

Elmendorf turned away.

“Arresting a man for murder just be-
cause he calls you a thlef when you
know you are one,” said be, “isn’t ex-
actly my idea of wisdom.”

Neale sprang to his feet and faced El-
mendorf angrily.

“Not with me, Joe Neale,” sald the
detective. “It won't work.”

CHAPTER IV.
THE EASY WAY.

OLICEMAN WAL-
LACE did not consid-
er it necessary to sub-
ject hig prisoner to
the indignity of hand-
cuffs, but he kept a
firm hold on Alden’s
left arm just above

the elbow as they left the house. Al-
den seemed to be entirely Indifferent
to this attention. When he reached
the sidewalk, he paused, bringing his
eaptor to a halt. The cab in which he
had come was beside the curb, and Al-
den, using his free hand, helped Bren-
da into the vehicle.

It 1s not customary for New York po-
licemen to dally while thelr prisoners
perform the gentle courtesies of polite
soclety, but Alden’s deadly calmness
prevailed in this instance.

“Home?” he asked.

“St. Winifred’s,” replied Brenda.
“Please tell him to drive fast.”

Alden gave the order and then, ad-
dressing the young woman, sald: “I
shall be there soon. They dare not
hold me.”

Brenda would have spoken, but the
horse suddenly started under the whip,
and the cab lurched on the rough pave-
ment. The last gllmpse of Alden lift-
fng his hat while the huge policeman
gripped his left arm remalned with
Brenda llke a persistent nightmare that
survives the dawn., The conventional

courtesy stuck in ber mind. It was a
little plcture of the old days, the time
of small pleasures and easgy living, so
sharply brought to an end. Every-

thing In life had suddenly become dif-

fieult. Words must be welghed and
one’'s conduct guided by a plan, not left
to mold Itself into the forms of mere
usage. And thus sbe came to think of

what she should do and say at the hos-
How meet the emergencles that

pital

might arise? llad Elsie regalned her
sensex?  Had she spoken, or did she lle
deand at that moment in some small,
bare room. watched by a stolld nurse

who yawned and stretched herself as
the day's work drew to a close? A por-

tralt In a velvet frame- Elsie’s mother
beyond a lonbt - recurred sharply to
Brenda's memory, and she shuddered.
It had xtood on the dressing table—a
womun not yet old: a pretty, smiling
face 11 was dreadful to think of that
face sniling there all that afternoon,

the eyes looklug., yet seelng nothing,
the lips unable to utter a cry.

“I must put it out of my mind,” sald
Brenda to herself.

At the hospital there was little to be
learned; nothing to be done. An elder-
Iy man who seemed to be in authority
sald: “The child is still living. We
cannot predict the ultimate result of
the injury as yet. You cannot see her
nor send any message. Leave your ad-
dress, and we will communicate with
you In accordance with the event,
whatever it may be. It will be useless
to wait. If you are able to see her at
all, there will be no great pressure of
time.”

Brenda rode to her home, and as the
cab drifted through the clamoring
whirlpools of the Avenue she was
thinking that the white haired man
had spoken almost tenderly of Elsle as
“the child.”

There was no mother in the Maclane
mansion. She had been dead ten
years. Tl.ere was an aunt, an amiable
old lady for whom Brenda entertained
no little affection, but in the gerious
affairs of life she would as readily
have taken counsel with her brother,
who was not yet 12. Her father, for
s0 strong a man as he was In the
world of finance, was a weak man at
home. He had no gift of sympathy, a
deficiency which may have accounted
for both the strength and the weak-
ness. Brenda told him the story of
her adventures as it has been here set
forth, and he received it with painful
surprise and lively alarm.

“Why did you go there?” he ex-
claimed. “Wkat possible interest
could you have in this wretched girl?”

“My dear father.” she replied, with
an excellent counterfeit of a smile,
“let me remind you that my affection
for Mr. Alden has been the one sin-

cere emotion of a sadly artificial life.”

When I saw that terrible story, the
[ =N

1

“Permit me to consiler the legal aspect
of the case.”

first feeling I had was sympathy for

Clarence. I wanted to do something

for him, and I couldn’t think of any-

thing else but to go to her.”

“The papers will be full of it!” he
groaned. “I have always been afraid
of Alden. You knmow I could never
reconcile myself to him.”

“I remember that you always ad-
mired him,” said she.

“A good many people admire him,”
exclaimed the old gentleman impa-
tiently, “and they're all afraid of him.
He i1s a headlong, reckless, unsafe
man, and I never should have per-
mitted you to become engaged to
him.”

Brenda smiled without effort this
time. She knew that her will would
dominate her father’s in any conflict,
and that he would permit ber to have
her own way to the end of the story.

“I am not engaged to him any more,”
said she, and her father admitted cor-
dially that that was something to be
thankful for.

“He has behaved most dishonorably
to you,” he added.

“I have no complaint to make of Mr.
Alden’s conduct,” said Brenda. “I
shall not break my heart for him, but
I wish he might have loved me. Let
us go In to dinner.”

Mr. Maclane was considerably sur-
prised to observe as the meal progress-
ed that his daughter ate with a good
appetite. Having a shrewd faculty of
observation, he percelved at last that
Brenda’s body was attending to the
whole matter of its own sustenance
and that her mind was elsewhere. As
anxiety rises in intensity the thinking
part of us Interferes more and more
with the grosser envelope and the
processes of enlightened selfishness
therein implanted by nature, but there
comies a point of separation whence
the mind goes its own way and the
body llkewise, to the great betterment
of the latter temporarily.

After dinuer Brenda and ber father
went into the library, & room of which
he made great use for smoking, much
preferring It to the apartment especial-
ly designed for the indulgence of that
perniclous habit.

Brenda fell at once into deep thought,
and her father, after several futile at-
tempts to talk with her, sat down by a
desk and endeavored to occupy himself
with certaln household accounts. He
was a man of large frame and little
flesh, rather handsome in a mlildly
aquiline style and with eyes like Bren-
da’'s, but gentler and with more of the
blue tint in them. There was some-
thing womanish about him, hard to
trace, but probably In his manner al-
together and not in his looks. A nerv-
ous irritability made utter trifles tragle
for him. Everything worrled him more
or less. At the desk there, as he put-
tered with the accounts, his pen fell
from the rest where he had placed it
pnd he picked it up, with a groan.

His pleasures were few. His home
was something to him; his pride, of va-
rlous kinds, a staff to lean ypon. He
had considerable affection for his son
and rather more for Brenda. He
thanked God dally that her health was
so good; but, even so, he was always
afraid that it might fail.

His chief joy in life was a business
journey. He could get nothing out of &
pleasure trip because of the obvious
waste of time. But to be one of three
or four moderately congenlal men ab-
solutely forced to travel, preferably in
some one's private car, perhaps to see
a bit of Industrial property in the west
or even no farther than Washington
when there was a bill affecting busi-
ness Interests before congress—that
was genulne relaxation. It was neces-
sary to go, and the responsibility for
getting there was on the engineer In
the cab ahead. One might smoke a
good cigar meanwhile and speak of
small matters. When one has reached
a certain stage of nervousness, it is
more tranquilizing to ride 65 miles an
hour under another man's guldance
than to sit still at home as a result of
one’s own volition.

To Brenda and her father in the Ui-
brary entered Willett, the butler, with
a troubled countenance. It appeared
that two men desired to see Miss Mac-
lane and that their nuil were Barnes
and Haggerty.

“They mentioned a Captain Neale,
miss,” sald the butler, “presuming to
say that you'd understand.”

Brenda rose hagtlly.

“They have come to take me to the
hospital,” she sald. “Tell them [ will

be ready im a few minutes, and see
about the carriage.”

“Are these people policemen?" de-
manded Mr. Maclane.

“Well, sir, I took them to be what
they call ward detectives,” ventured
the butler, “and I dropped the hint to
James thut he’d do well to kegp an eye
on them. There’s things in The small
reception room, sir, as would go into a
man's pocket.”

“You did quite right, Willett,” said
Mr. Maclane. “Brenda, my child, I
suppose it's entirely useless”—

“Absolutely. I must go,” she said.

“Then I must go, too,” he groaned.
But Brenda put a firm veto upon this
proposal.

“It is wholly unnecessary,” she said.
“With my maid and James I shall not
be afraid, even If these men are all
that Willett says they are. There will
be the coachman and groom besides.”

Her father came up to her and touch-
ed the din.eeed ornament which she
wore at Ler theast.

“I would me$put unnecessary tempta-
tion in the way of the weak,” he said,
with an attempt at levity. “Some of
these fellows are said to be very ex-
pert.”

Brenda gave the pin to her father
and also removed a ring of more than
ordirary value, which she knotted up in
2 handkerchief and thrust Into the
bosom of her dress. Her maid entered
at this moment with such things as
were necessary to prepare Brenda for
the ride.

After his daughter’s departure Mr.
Maclaue paced the floor of the library
for a lonz hour In restless anxiety.
Then he reccived a telephone message
from Brenda informing him that she
bad learned that Mr. Alden was still
detained at the police gration. which
was an injustice not to be overlooked
by his friends. The financier then un-
derstood why he had been left at
home. As a result of Brenda's pres-
entation of the case Mr. Maclane call-
ed upon his lawyer, who was a near
neighbor, and the two men rode down
to the station house In a cab, stopping
at a club on the way to cash a check.

¥pon gliving their names to the ser-
geant at the desk In the station they
were ushered iuto the captain’s room,
where, to their surprise, they found
beth the officer and his prisoner. Neale
was sitting by a desk o the corner.
He had the cramped look and the dull
eye of 2 man who has neither moved
por spoken In a lopg time. Half a
clgar with a ragged end was between
bis lips, and it seemed to have been
driven In with a hammer. Any one
who had knowm Neale for ten- years
would have sald that this was the
same cigar he had always been smok-
ing. There was a tradition that- he
had never been meen to light a fresh
one.

Alden was standing by a barred win-
dow looking out into a narrow, dark
court, with a dead wall on the op-
posite side. There was nothing to at-
tract a rational man's eye, but Alden
continued to stare even after Maclane
and the lawyer entered the room. He
turned, however, when Captain Neale
greeted the two men by name. At the
sight of Alden’s face Maclane, who
was advancing toward him, stopped
short. It is not the barrier between
them which keeps the spectator in the
menagerie from Iintruding upon the
privacy of the caged tiger; it Is the
look In the creature’s eye.

“Good evening, sir,” sald Alden
quietly. *“I am surprised to see you
here.”

Maclane started at the sound of the
voice; it was so different from what he
expected.

“My daughter told me there was
some sort of trouble,” he began.

“It was very kind of her,” sald Al-
den.

“You probably heard that Mr. Alden
was under arrest,” sald the captain.
“That Isn’t so. He’s held as a witness.
There's no charge against him. He
and I had a little disagreement about
what was the right thing for him to do.
You see, he doesn't understand my po-
sition. I'm held accountable In these
cases. But I don’t want to make no
trouble for no man,” he went on, with
that profusion of negatives which is
often an ornament of his language in
moments of earnestness, ‘“and If 1
could see & decent way of letting him
yo without getting myself into trouble,
why, I'd be glad to oblige bim and his
friends.” .

“Permit me to consider the legal as-
pect of the case,” sald the lawyer, sit-
ting upon a corner of the table that
was in the middle of the room and fac-
ing Neale, while the others were be-
hind him.

There was silence of half a minute,
and then the lawyer got upon his feet.

“It secems to be perfectly simple,” he
sald at last.

“If you say so, that settles It,” re-
plied Neale, rising and walking toward
the door. “Sorry to have troubled you,
Mr. Alden. Good night.”

And he bowed as the three men
walked out, Maclane weak and trem-
bling with excitement, Alden perfectly
mechanical. As they passed the ser-
geant’s desk the lawyer discovered
that be had left his cane In the cap-
tain’s room, and he returned. He was
absent about five minutes, at the expi-
ration of which time he joined Maclane
upon the sidewalk. Alden was ‘not
there.

“He has gone to Lhe hospital in our
cab,” sald Maclane. “The wan is in a
trance. He scarcely spoke ten words.
What detained you?’

“The captain was showing me a
present that he had just bought for his
little boy,” replied the lawyer. “It's
one of those iron banks. ‘That’ll make
him thrifty, like his fatber,’ sald the
captain. 8o, to encourage the child,”
sinking his volce to a whisper, “I put
$300 into the bank while the captain
was looking out of the window. Per-
haps you didn’t notice that I counted
some of my fingers as I sat on the cor-
per of the table; not so many as I bhad
expected, but Neale was really glad to
get rid of him. It's the easy way all
around.”

“Only $300!" exclaimed Maclane.
“Well, that was easy.”
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[To nE coNTINUED.]

A Pecp Into the Future.

John B. Clark expresses his belief
In The Atlantic Monthly that a bhun-
dred years hence Manhattan Island
will have streets In several storles and
that rifles, cannon, warships and the
wasteful burning of coal to make
steam will be things of the past.

A Pecuniary Fatigue,

“Don't forget,” sald the wlilling
worker, “that money talks."

“Yes,” answered Sénator Sorghum
a little glumly, “but I ean’t help wish-
ing that you boys would select anoth-
er phonograph occasionally.” — Ex-
change.

His Last Venture,

“What is our old friend Hardup doing
nowndays?

“Oh, he's gone Into real estate.”

“That’s the very last thing I should
have supposed he'd do.”

“It was. He's dead.”—New York
Times.

A FARM ICEHOUSE.

A Small, Inexpensive Building That
Wi llold a Good Supply.

At very little expense an icehouse

can be constructed that will hold and

Feep well all the ice needed for any

cheap building that keeps the ice as
well as one we built twenty years ago
that cost four times as much, says &
Rural New Yorker correspondent. Some
farmers have an idea that they must

FRAME OF ICEHOUSE.
forego this luxury, when almost any
kind of a shed will preserve the ice
very well, provided it is properly pack-
ed. Our present icehouse is built as
cheaply as possible and took less than
a day’s work in construction. The fig-
ure shows the plan of the framework.
We used white oak poles set into the
ground about two feet. Some cheap
hardwood bill stuff of 2 by 4 and 2 by
G pleces were used for plates, nail ties,
braces and rafters. A fair grade of
ploe stock boards 12 inches wide was
used for siding. The siding was nall-
ed on the inside of the poles horizontal-
Iy, better to resist lateral pressure from
the packed ice and sawdust. A better
grade of stock boards one foot wide
furnished a good roof. Such a board
roof should be made quite steep to
shed water and, with kerfs cut on each
edge, makes almost a perfect roof.

The figure shows how the kerfs are
cut, one-half inch wide and three-
eighths of an Inch deep. The roof
boards should be dressed on their upper
surface, and the kerfs should be cut at
least three-fourths of an Inch from
each edge. The mill operator séts the
buzzsaw out of line on the mandrel
shaft just right to make a half inch
wabbie. Nail the roof boards on
each edge, outside the kerfs, and drive
one nail in the center of the board.
Our icehouse cost us less than $15 and
will last as long and keep ice just as
well as oune costing $100 or more.

Device For Cutting Kindling.

The following device for a wood cut-
ting hi dapted to h holds
where a great deal of old boards, box-
es, lids, ete., are used for kindling is
very prominent in German American
homes in the northwest, according to
an Ohio Farmer correspondent:

On a strong, heavy base is raised
horizontally a strong, thick board about

A WOOD OUTTING MACHINE.

forty inches in height, with four or
more cuts on the one side, as the ac-
companying cut shows. From the top
there is suspended a heavy, swordlike,
knife shaped ax, with a handle, with
which the wood is split. The pleces
which are desired to be broken cross-
wise should be laid across the upper-
most “step” and hacked with the ax a
few times, whereupon they.are easily,
broken into small pleces.

Crops That Resist Salt.

The easlest method of reclaiming salt
marsh is to make the best use possible
of the native salt grasses and to allow
the tame grasses to come in as the salt
is removed by dralnage. This process
can be accelerated by seeding with
small quantities of tame grass—timo-
thy and redtop clover are both good—
on the parts of the marsh which con-
tain the least salt. Three years will
probably be required to get a stand of
tame grass. If the time needed to com-
plete this natural reclamation is too
long, the process can be hastened by
irrigation to assist in washing out the
palt, or salt resisting crops may be
planted. Asparagus, onlons, sorghum
and beets withstand large quantities of
salt in the soll, and if the soll is such
as to be acceptable to any of these
crops they will prove profitable.

Club Root of Cabbage.

The treatment of this disease with
funglicides has not proved successful
up to the present time, and until some
better means of combating this pest is
found the best plan will be to starve it
out of the soll by growing other crops
upon which It cannot thrive. The same
land should not be used for cabbage
and allied specles oftener than once in
three or four years. All materials, such
as stumps of cabbage and root trim-
mings of turnips, which are capable of
spreading the disease should be de-
stroyed. Halsted of New Jersey has
obtained good results from the use of
lime at the rate of seventy-five bushels
per acre. :

No Cause For Care.

A Welsh editor had misspelled the
pame of a famous poet of Wales.

“Why do you spell Llywarch Hen's
nam> Llwyarch?’ asked a friend of
the editor.

“Why? Does he object?” asked the
editor.

“Object!” echoed the other. “Why,
be has been dead 1,200 years.”

“Oh, then, I don’t care a toss,” said
the editor,

Studied Indifference.

“Why daid we arrive late and leave
before the opera was over?” asked
the youngest daughter. “It was very
enjoyabie.”

“Of course it was,” answered Mrs.
Cumrox; “but, my dear, we had to
show people that we didn't care
whether we got our money’s worth or
not.”"—Exchange,

Satisfactorily Explained,
“John, when you came home last
night you talked and acted very queer-
ly. You were lifting your feet endeav-
oring to step aver imaginary obstacles.”
“Oh, yes, my dear. All the evening
I felt as If I were walking on clouds.
You remember we had angel cake for
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farmer’s family. We are using a small, -




