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bhelp me God!™ Weakly he replied: ing a lesson:
; “This constant questioning -is ma-| *“I did It!"
The coroner looked at him sternly q : ' _
and made mo reply. Ne one could king me dizzy., Good God! What's Quickly Capt. Clinton gignaled to
ever reproach him with sympathizing | the use of questioning me and ques-| Maloney to approach nearer with his
: 1 tioning me? I know nothing about  note-book. The detective “gergeant
" ~ took his place immediately back of
“Why did you come here?” thune| Howard. The captain turned to his
dered the captain. \ | prisoner: £ vy and other irr Yatities of thie system which e o

o o Underwood!"” kidney - . = : . Metimes
T've told you over and over again. Yo‘;hzt:"tnig‘;::t Uzderwood." re- | considered of no importance. This uric acid causes an inflamed and ; r:iqu-'f:'
condition of the blood, and the ctr:l:ulatnpn IPISteathl: of nourishing the dificrens
i 7 i o ortions of the body, continuall_ y deposits into the nerves, muscles, B
dollars when we were at college to- You quarreled! gn d joints, the irritating, -producing acid with which it is filled, llu:f

e cam onty be cured by a.thorongh eleansing of the blood, aud this
: " s stwhat S. S. S. does. Tt goes down into tue circulation, and by e bt
I demand to be taken before a magis-| 1leve me. My brain is tired. I'm thor- =7 came here for money. izing e Sric acid and driving it from the bl  efiectually 'lir:Ae.;l,r(ltL

. B . 3 “ it to you!” _ o )
ILLLTSTRATIONS BY ]31“' “’ALT trate at once. oughly exhausted. Please let me gO. He refused to give oy Temoves the cause. S. Q. 8. strengthens and invigorates the blood g that
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to get away. ‘That's the truth, so| Howard chools his head helplessly.]ehining plstol, repeated, as It recit- | ©
S.

with ‘eriminals, Waving his hand at
Capt. Clinton, he said:
“Good-night, captain.”
“Good-night, Mr. Coroner.”
The door slammed and Capt. Clin- BUCE Sl v 2o - g %,
h of his powerful arm, e e riends. came to borrow
o s bzck into his| money. He owed me a few hundred peated Howard mechanically.

Rheumat:{sm is causgd by an excess of uric acid in the blooq, sohics
nally gets jnto the circulation because of indigestion, constipation, “eﬂ
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| ' ' seat. Howard protested. I

' “You've got mo right to treat *me | gether, and I tried to get it. I've told| “We quarreled.” = ‘
i v | ' like this. You exceed your powers. vou so many times. You won't be- “You came here for money!l

AND
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COPYRIONT, 1909, BY GWV. DILLINGHAM COMWANY, The ecaptain grinned, and pointed to M*"[ peas wife won't know what's the :ggeigtfﬁg ;oqi!:;::.! s instead of a weak, sour stream, causing pain and agony thoughout the g

warply ad P loe o i invi i nourishing fluid, furnishing healith ot

SYHOPSS. L ‘ f:;z‘:;lt::’c:ri!."dde.d. PR e thf"s;-}_ﬂtf E:sung feller, see what time it “Never mind about your wife,” :There'W&B - qua.rrel.l':. ’;eit;lérztobgoerymepms anoifntvllgobodmu;g;nd relie Viﬂg the ;uﬁzﬁéﬁnﬁr_ilil&? in‘[i

CHAPTER 1 —1{—n:\-_,;—‘1 Jeffries, bank- l i “I've done nothing I'm ashamed of,” | i8? Tweo-thirty a. m, Our good mag- growled the captain. “We've sent for “Iou drei: :halt;;la'fol. b b 58 being apurely veg‘etable bLood puriﬁer, B the ;iz:'e}ét :;“13

Ir's son, under the avil influence of Rob-| replied Howard calmly. *“I married | istrates are all comfy in their virtu-| her. How much did you try to bor "I grew ampw i safest cure for Rheumatism in any of its forms. Book on Rheumatisy g

st Underwood. fellow-student at Yale. | ipe gir]  She’s walfing my return now. | ous beds. We'll have to wait till I'm\”i'.’" . o “i‘;g :‘;}g: hlﬁ‘" any medical advice desired sent free to all who write, -5 and
jesds a life of dissipation. MAarHe® " | wwon't you please let me send her a morning.” Howard was silent a moment, a8 ‘ iu PECIFIC :

daughter of & gambler who 4ied J8 BC . “But what's the good of sitting here| racking his brain, trylng to remem: Capt. Clinton smiled triumphantly - THE SWIFT 8 co., ATLANTA, CA,

son. and is dlsowned by his father. | message?”
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Forced to leave coliege, he 1TiES 1w ket
work and fails 1ilea wife, Annle, 15
straight 8s & die, and has a heart of
gold. A former collexe chum makes a
business nropos tion to !—‘-‘-\\.:F-l which
requires 32,000 cash, and Howard is broke.

CHAPTER IL—Rotert Underwood, who
had made love to Annle

his college /

The captain eyed Howard sus-
piciously for a moment, then he turned

! to his sergeant:

“Maloney, telephone this man's wife
What's the number?”’

“Eighty-six Morningslde.”

Maloney again got busy with the

in this death house?” protested How-
ard. '“ITake me to the station if I
must go. It's intolerable to sit any
longer here.”
The captain beckoned to Maloney.
“Not so fast, young inan. Before
we go to the station we want to ask

“A thousand—two thousand. I for
get. 1 think one thousang,” {

“Did he say he'd lend you the mon-
ey?”" demanded the inquisitor.

“No,” replied the prisoner, with hesi-
tation. He couldn't—he—poor chap—

ber. “That's all,” he sald.

Howard collapsed into a chalr. His
fhead dropped forward on his breast,
as if he were asleep. Capt. Clinton
yawned and looked at his watch.
Turning to Maloney, he said with a
chuckle:

R. D. Moore.

—-—W
G494+ + OO+ O+ 0404040400044

\ W. El Prl:‘l

“By George; it's taken five hours
to get it out of him!™

Maloney turned out the electrj_c
Iights and weni & pgull up ths windew
shades, letting the bright daylight
stream into the ToOmIM. Suddenly
there was a ring at the front door.
Officer Delaney opened, and Dr. Bern-
stein entered. Advancing Iinto the ;
| room, he/ shook hands with the cap- Phone No, 307.
. tain. ;

“I'm sorry I.couldn’t come before, P+O+E+ 04040+ 04040+ 01040 £ 25 00 a0 et 00 A0 S AR AR as sl
captain. I was out when 1 got the N
call. Where's the body?”

“The captain pointed to the inner EONONCH*EOR*HOECEHC *ROH R oM R OR R Romey
room, -

“In there.” .

After glancing curfously at How-
ard, the doctor disappeared into the
infer room.

Capt. Clinton turned to Maloney.

“Well, Mzloney, 1 guess our work
12 done here. We want to get the

days end was repulsed. and was once ef- telephone and the wearying wait be- | yon a few questionms. Don't we, Ma-| he—"
gaged to Howard's F'-='v}rn"ij‘;‘;}_i"‘“-“-t;’;;n % | gan once more. The clock soon struck | loney?” “Ah!" snapped the captain. "“He re-
-~ visitor at the irie ome. =
?..:;n}.hm: e j‘,,“:r-“,_...,,; in the As-|two. For a whole hour he had been The sergeant came over, and the| fused—that led to words. There was
truria, an pxatusive ,nartment honse | subjected to this gruelling process, | eaptain whispered something in his
Howard recalls a £250 Toan to Underwded { apg  still « the' lynx-eyed captain sat| ear. Howard shivered Suddenly
that remais prnaid aml Gecldes to ass there “_;‘._(.!.!”g his qQuUArTyY i .'.I‘:it'l;: to !':.-= ,_-: SREY. the .’}}1\1?"_‘:1‘1
If Capt. Clinton had begun to have | chouted in the stern tone of com
SITADTER IIL—Mrs. Jeffries. St.. foo'-  any doubts when Howard told him | mand:
!sl_'-.'l‘:.' l(::z---‘-‘.::--'snx--:. g -".:'.!‘.’::"'.“l-l'..‘i“?:ﬂ:‘r‘l;{l‘ A5 ho his father was, Maloney's infor-| . “Get up!’
it nderwopa which the ialie (AR . = ) ’ { i . . :
_‘: Saihe “’ il ma hecomes a sort of | mation immediately put him at his| Howard did as he was ordered. He
| v h T . . i i 1 2 B L~ T DT v g -;:—!7 o |
_ : Discovering his true | ease. It was all clear to him now. | felt be must, There was no resisiing|
charicter, Al effiries denies him the | The youth had never-been any good. | that powerful brute’s tone of authori-|
ROweS llis own father had kicked him out.| t¥. Pointing to the other side of the
CHAPTER IV.—Alicia receives a note He was in desperate financial stralts. | table, the captain went on:
from 1 nderwood threatening syiclde un- | He had come to this man's rooms to “Qtand over there where I can look
o h revokes er enliance v anish- | - S | " v
i-?i-prs"?‘:“"fpa;. ":s"f r‘;_‘--;;{ ‘.,;Tj-':-n- make a demand for money. Under-| at you!
nent. She decid to 1d se wood had refused and there was a The two men now faced each other,
CHAPTER V.—Underwooed is in desper- quarrel, and he shot him, There was | the small table alone separating
ate financial straits. Merchants for wWhow | probably & dispute over the woman.| them. The powerful electrolier over
as acted as commlission the sale . - : 3
:-: I;;-'-‘ :‘F‘J.t:-"l—ecL"ilo';ii-'-nn:r ah.;-‘w-:-‘tr-.: | Ah, yes, he remembered now. This head cast its light full on How
I'r.der_w;»'-:‘_d _-".‘JL!'..:‘,':"{ r,:,.a;\:- good -Howar'ﬂ girl he married was formerly a sweet- ard’'s hafzga_rd face and on the cap-
Yaffries calls nat Underwpod’s apartments | heart of I.‘nder“'o{)d‘ﬂ. JealO'.!E_\' Wwas | tain's SC("«'Hng features. SI!ddPﬂl}’
in an intoxicated condilion. behind it as well. Besides, wasn't he | Maloney turned off every electric
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CHAPTER VI.—He asks UInderwoond for |

$2.000 and is told the latter is in debt up
to his sves, Howard drinks himself into
2 maudlig condition and finally goe= to
sleep on a divan. A caller is announced
and T nderwood Araws a Screen around
the drunken sleeper. Alicia enters.

CHAPTER VII.—She demands from
Tnderwood a promise that he will not
taka his life, pointing to the disgrace

that would attach to herself from having |

been associated with a sulclde. Under-
wood refuses to promiss unless she will
renew her patronage. This she refuses
to do. and takes her leave. Underwood
turns out the lights, places a pistol at
his temple, and fires

CHAPTER VIIL.—The report of the ple-
tol awakens Howard from his drunken
slumber. Ha stumbles over the dead
body of Underwood. Realizing his seri-
pus predicament he starts to leave the
room and is met by Underwood's valet.
The latter discovers ihe body, ralses an
alarm and Howard is turned over to the
police.

CHAPTER IX.
Fifteen minutes passed without a
word being spoken. There was deep

sllence in ths room. It was so quliet
that once could have heard a pin drop.
Had a disinterested spectator begn
there to witness it, he would have
been at once impressed by the dra-
matic tableau presented—the dead
man on the fioor, his white shirt front
gpattered with blood, the cringing,
frightened boy crouching in the chair,
the towering figure of the police cap-

tain sitting sternly eyeing his hapless,

prisoner, and at the far end of the
room Detective Sergeant Maloney
busy sending hurried messages
through the telephone.

“What did vou do it for?" thundered
the captain suddenly.

Howard's tongue cloyve to his palate.
He could scarcely articulate. He was
innocent, of course, but there was
something in this man’s manner which
made him fear that he might, after all,
have had somethipz to do with the

tragedy.  Yet he was posittve that he |

was asleep on the bed all the time.
The question iz, would auybody believe
him? He shook his head pathetically.
“1 didn't do it. Really, I didn't."
“Shut your mouth! You're lying,
and you know you're lying. Wait till
the coroner comes, We'll fix you."”
Again there was silence, and now be-
gan a long, tedious walt, both men re-.

taining the same positions, the cap-'
tain watching his prisoner as a cat|

watches a mouse.

Howard's mental anguish was al-
most unendurable. He thought of his
poor wife who must be waiting up for
him all this time, wondering what had
become of him. She would imagine
the worst, and there was no telling
what she might do. If only he cculd
get word to her. Perhans she would
be able to explain things. Then he
thought of his father. They had quar-
reled, it was true, but after all it was
his own flesh and blood. At such a
critical situation as this, one forgets.
His father could hardly refuse to come
to his assistance. He must get a
lawyer, too, to protect his interests.
This police captain had no right to de-
tain him like this. He must get word
to Annie without delay. Summoning
up all his courage, he egald boldly:

“You are detaining me here without
warrant In law. I know my rights. I
ym the son of one of the most in-
Euential men in the city.”

“What's your mame?”" growled the
saptain.

“Howard Jeffries.”

“Son of Howard Jeffries, the bank
o

Howard nodded.

“Yes.™

The captain turned to his sergeant.

“Maloney, this feller says he's the
son of Howard Jeffries, the banker.”

Maloney leaned over and whispered

i

| eaught red-handed, with blood on his |
hands, trying to escape from the|

apartment? Oh, they had him dead
to rights, all right. Any magistrate

| would held him on such evidence,

“It's the Tombs for him, all right,
all right,” muttered the captain to

| himself; “and maybs promotion for

me."”

Suddenly there was a commotion
at the door. The coroner entered,
followed by the undertaker. The two
men advanced quickly into the room,
and took a look at the body. After
making a hasty examination, the cor-
oner turned to Capt. Clinton.

“Well, captain, I guess he's dead,
all right.”

“Yes, and we've got our man, too.”

The coroner turned to look at the
prisoner.

“Caught him red-handed, eh? Who
is he?"

Howard was about to blurt out a re-
ply, when, the captain thundered:

“Silence!”

To the coromer, the captain ex-
plained:

“He's the scapegrace son of How-
ard Jeffries, the banker. No good—
bad egg.~ His father turned him out
of doors. There is no question about
his guilt. Look at his hands. Wa
caught him trying to get away.”

The coroner rose. He believed in
doing things promptly.

“1 congratulate you, captain. Quick
work like this ought to do your repu-
tation good. The community owes &
debt to the officers of the law If they
succesd Iin apprehending criminals
quickly. You've been getting some
pretty hard knocks lately, but I guess
you know your business.”

The captain grinned broadly.

“] guess I do. Don’t we, Maloney?”

“Yes, cap.,” salid Maloney, quietly.

The coroner turned to go.

“Well, there's nothing more for me
to0 do here. The man is dead. Let
justice take its course.” Addressing
the undertaker, he said:

“You can remove the body."

The men set about the work im-
mediately, Carrying the corpse into
the inner room, they commenced the
work of laying it out.

“] suppose,” said the corcmer, “that

you'll take your prisoner Immmediately |

to the station house, and before the
magistrate to-morrow morning?”

“Not just vet,” grinned the captain.
“l want to put a few questions to him
first.”

The coroner smiled.

“You're going to put him through
the ‘third degree,’ eh? Every one's
heard of your star-chamber ordeals.
Are they really so dreadful?”

“Nonsense!" laughed the captain.
“We wouddn't harm a baby, would we,
Maloney?”

The sergeant quickly indorsed hiz
chief's opinion.

“No, cap.” ’

Turning to go, the coroner said:

“Well, good-night, captain.”

“Good-night, Mr. Coroner.”

Howard listened to all this like one
transfixed. They seemed to be talk-
ing about him. They were discussing
some frightful ordeal of which he was
to be a victim. 'What was this ‘third
degree’ they were talking about? Now
he remembered. He had heard of in-
nocent fnen being bullied, maltreated,
deprived of food and gleep for days,
in order to. force them to tell what
the police were anxious to find out.
He had heard of secret assaults, of
midnight clubbings, of prisoners being
choked and brutally kicked by a gang
of ruffianly policemen, in order to
force them into some damaging ad-
mission. A chill ran down his spine
as he realized his utter helplessness.
If he could only get word to a lawyer.
Just as the coroner was disappearing
through the door, he darted forward

light except the lights in the elect-
rolier, the glare of which was inten-
gified by the surrounding darkness,
The rest of the room Was in shadow.
One saw only these two figures
standing vividiy out in the strong
light—the white-faced prisoner and
his stalwart inquisitor. In the dark
background stood Policeman Delaney.
Close at hand was Maloney taking
notes.

“you did it, and you know you did
11" thundered the captsin, fixing his
eyes on his trembling victim.

v did not do it,” replied Howard
slowly and firmly, returning the police-
man's stare.

“You're lving!” shouted the captain.

“I'm not lying, Teplied Howard
calmly.

The captain glared at him for a
moment and then suddenly tried new
tacties.

“Why did you come here?” he de-
manded.

“l came to borrow money.”

“Did you get it?"

“No—he said he couldn't give it to
me."”

“Then yvou killed him.”

“1 did not kill him,” replied Howard
positively.

Thus the searching examination
went on, mercilessly, tirelessly. The
same questions, the same answers, the
game accusations, the same denials
hour after hour. The capiiin W

tired, but being m giant In physique,
he could stand it. He knew that his
viciim could not. It was only a ques-
tion of time when the latter's reasist-
ance would be Weakened, Then he
would stop lying and tell the truth.
That's all he wanted—the truth,

“You shot him!"

“I 1id not.”

“You're lying!™

“I'm not lying—it's the truth.™

So it went on, hour after hour, re
lentlessly, pitilessly, while the patient
Maloney, in the obscure background,
took notes.

CHAPTER X.

The clock ticked on, and still the
merciless browbeating went on. They
had been at it now five long, weary
hours. Through the RKlinds the gray
daylight outside was creeping its way
in. All the policemen were exhaust-
ed. The prisoner was on the verge of
collapse. Maloney and Patrolman
Delaney were dozing on chairs, but
Capt. Clinton, a marvel of iron will
and physical strength, never relaxed
for a moment. Not allowing himself
to weaken or show signs of fatigue,
he kept pounding the unhappy youih
with searching questions.

By this time Howard's condition was
pitiable to witiness. His face was
white as death. His trembling lps
could hardly articulate. It was with
the greatest dificulty that he kept on
his feet. HEvery moment he seemed
about to fall. At times he clutched-the
table nervously, for fear he would
stumble. Several times, through sheer
exhaustion, he sat down. The act was
almost involuntary. Nature was giv-
ing way.

“1 ecan't stand any More,” he mur-
mured. “What's the good of all these
questions? T tell you I didn’t do it

He sank helplessly on to a chalr. His
eyes rolled in his head. He looked as
if he'would faint.

“Stand up!” thundered the captain
angrily.

Howard obeyed mechanically, al
though he reeled in the effort. To
steady himself, he caught held of the
table. His qtrensth was fast ebbing.
He was losing his power to resist
The captain saw he was weakening,
and he smiled with satisfaction. He'd
soon get a confession out of him. Sud-

“Why Did You Come Here?”

a quarrel, and—" Suddenly leaning
forward until his face almost touched
Howard's, he hissed rather than
spoke: “You shot him!"™

Howard gave an involuntary step
backward, as if he realized the trap
being laid for him.

“No, no!” he cried.

Quickly following up his advantage,
Capt. Clinton shouted dramatically:

“You lie! H¥He was found on the
floor in this room—dead. You were
trying to get out of the house withe
out being seen. You hadn't even
stopped to wash the blood off your
hands. All you fellers make mistakes,
You relied on getting away unseen,
Yon never stopped to think that the
klood on your hands would betray
voun.” Gruffly he added: “Now, come,
shat's the use of wasting all this
i~e? It won't go so~hard with you

vou own up. You killed Robert
'I\Et:"E'“'OOd e

Howard shook his head. There wae
a pathetic expression of helplessness
on his face. :

“I didn't kill him,” he faltered. “1
was asleep on that sofa. I woke up.
It was dark. I went out. I wanted to
get home. - My wife was walting for
me."”

“Now I've caught you lying,” inter-
rupted the captain quickly. *“You told
the coroner you saw the dead man and
feared you would be suspected of his
murder, and so tried to get away un-
seen.” Turning to his men /he added:
“How {is that, Maloney? Did the pris-
oner say. that?”

The sergeant consulted his back
notes, and replied:

“Yas, Cap’, that's what he sald -

Suddenly Capt. Clinton drew frori
his hip pocket the revolver which he
had found on the floor mear the dead
man’s body. The supreme test Was
about to be made. The wily police
captain would now play his trump
card. It was not without reason that
bis enemies charged him with employ-
fng unlawful methods in conducting
Bis Iinquisitorial examinations.

“Stop your lying!” he gald fierce-
ly. “Tell the truth, or we'll keep you
here until you do. The motive ia
eclear. You came for money. You
were refused, and you did the trick.”

Suddenly producing the revolver,
and holding it well under the light,
go that the rays from the electrolier
fell directly on {its highly polished
gurface, he shouted:

“Howard Jeffries, you.-shot Robert
Underwood, and you shot him with
this pistol!”

Howard gazed at the shining sur-
face of the metal as if fascinated. He
spoke not a word, but his eyes be-
came riveted on the weapon until his
face assumed a vacant stare. From
the scientific standpoint, the act of
hypnotism had been accomplished.
In his nervous and overfatigued state,
added to his susceptibility to guick
hypnosis, he was now directly under
the influence of Capt. Clinton's
stronger will. He was completely re-
ceptive, The past seemed all a blur
on his mind. He saw the flash of
steel and the police captain’s angry,
determined-looking face. He felt he
was powerless to resist that will any
longer. He stépped back and gave
& shudder, averting his eyes from the
blinding steel. Capt. Clinton quickly
followed up his advantage:

“You committed this crime, Howard
Jeftries!” he shouted, fixing him with
& stare. To his subordinate he
shouted: “Didn't he, Maloney?”

prisoner over to the station, then
make out a charge of murder, and
prepare the full confession to submit
to the magistrate. Have everything
ready by nine o'clock. Meantime, 'l
go down and see the nmewspaper boys.
1 guess there’s a bunch of them down
there. Of course, it's too late for the
morning papers, but it's a bully good
story for the afternoon editions. De-
laney, you're responsible for the pris-
oner. Better handcuff him.”

The patrolman was just putting the
manacles on Howard's wrists when
Dr. Bernstein re-entered from the in.
per room. The éaptain turned.

“Well, have you seen your man?”
he asked.

The docter nodded.

“Found a bullet wound in his head,”
he said. “Flesh all burned—must have
heen pretty cloge range. It might
have been a cace of sulcide”

(TO BE CONTINUED TOMORROW).

A WARNING AGAINST WET FEET.

Wet and chilled feet usually affect
the mucous membrane of the nose,
throat and lungs, and la grippe, hron-

/| chitis or pneumonia may result. Wateh

carefully, particularly the children, and
for the racking, stubborn coughs give
Foley's Honey and Tagy Compaund. it
soothes the inflamed membranes. -nd
heals the cough quickly. Mrs. A. A,
Swagel, Kroh, Wis,, says: "I always
give Foley's Honey and Tar Compound
to my children. It cures theff cougas
and colds and they like to take It.'—
Bowen's.

meml

How to Make
Better Cough Syrup than
You Can Buy E

A Family Supply, Saving $2 and

Fully Guarantéed.
e = —— = IJ

A full pint of cough syrup—as much
as you could buy for $2.50—can easily
be made at home. You will find not.hing
that takes hold of an obstinate eoug
more quickly, usually ending it inside gf
24 hours. Excellent, too, for croup,
whooping cou{fh, sore lungs, asthma,
hoarseness and other throat troubles,

Mix one pint of granulated sugar with
14 pint of warm water, and stir for 2
minutes, Put 214 ounces of Pinex (fifty
cents’ worth) in a pint bottle, then add
the Sugar Syrup. It keeps perfectly.
Take a teaspoonful every one, two or
thres hours.

This is just laxative enough to help
cure a cough. Also stimulates the appe-
tite, which is usually upset by a cough.
The taste is pleasant.

The effect of pine and sugar syrup o1
the'inflamed membranes is well known,
Pinex is the most valuable eoncentrated
‘compound of Norway white pine extract
rich in guaiacol and all the natural

tio:{'iﬁ w%lmnot %oré: in tiéis formula. %
e ex and Sugar Syrup recipe
now used by thousands of gousewivea
thmn%t he United States and Can-
ada. plan has been imitated, but
the old successful formula has never
been equaled. %

A guaranty of absolute satisfaction, or

pe. Your st has Pinex, or will
t it for wou. If not, send to The
Eainex Co., Ft. Wayne, Ind.

Greatly Reduced Rates to Chaéanooga.
Tenn., and Return via Southern Rail-
way On Account of Laymen's Mis-

rian Church in the United States,
February 6-8th, 1912, .
On account of the above -occasion,

trip tickets from all points tqo Chatta-
nooga, Tenn., at greatly redu rates,
tickets on sale February 4th-5th and
6th with final return limit February
13th, 1912.
The following round trip fares will
apply from points named:
Charlotta sansew .-..--.-.-'11.80
Conc(!rﬁ -.'g_..co NIRRT R 12-35 ¥
sanﬁbury ;-tt...b -CI.'l..o-l 11:70

uu'n." !

healing qna elements. Other prepara- |

Many times the Proper repairs w il double the life of a good stove. The
most important thing is that it be repaired in time.

Whenever your stove needs repairs, see us. If we can’'t fix Iit, no
one can, and when we do, it will be fixed right.

Charlotte Hardware Company
B<==You will see the “Big Key” at our front door.

FCHE B HCE N HOHOEO cHoE CHoH ol *HoE*HED

A Delighted Purchaser of one of out

tells us “I am heating seven 005"
with the amount of coal ! would OF
dinarily consume in one grate” (S€¥
en times the space heated on
game coalconsumption.)

He is just ome of the many PEC
users of this wonderful stove, L& are
deolng llkewlse.

:n‘_(‘f]?:'?i

THE FIVE RADIATING FRONT

FLUES is what does the work. N0 ?::
er stove has them. Let us sio%:

J. N. McCausland
& Cg_n_l_pan)’

“THE STOVE MEN’
{

‘ 221 South Tryon Street

—

__’____’__/

money promptly refunded, goes with this
i f %
ey drugs soe P el

Is Your Shirt
Comfortable:

sionary Movement of the Presbyte-|

Tt will fit right, set right and feel right if Jaundered b "%

the Southern Railway will sell round| and iron them by the “pressing =

starch shirts carefully,
TRY US.

Samt;n'y Stéam Laundry.'
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denly bending forward, so that his| “He killed him all right,” echoed | Hish Point .............. 12.70 Get the K'mg Stamp Of O“ﬂhty Colel

something in the captain’s ear. The |00 laid a hand on his arm. GreensShoTO «sve seve evee.. 13.157 |Oon your business education. It insures success. King's Busines® el
eaptaln smiled xrlmlf. 2 Mr. Coromer, won't you listen to flerce, determined stare glared right .Mﬁ““""- DAVIASON +.cuse esvensanes iﬁ.g was established over sixteen years ago; under the safic j‘;;"’;;mr-l?ff
“So you're a bad chgracter, eh? Fa.| ™1 he exclaimed. into Howard's half closed eyes, he {s eyes still fixed om those of his | Siatesville .......... ...... 10.90 |nearly eleven years. TFinancial responsibility over $50,000: [NCL !t
ther turned you out of doors, eh? :I"he coroner startled, drew back. ahgut_ef Seg T Victim, a2 - Approashing ° las !,u. Winston-Salem ...... ....1255° school in the Carolinas; -absolutely_thorough. e exlre\l\t' .,.1 ZALEE
Where's that girl you ran away with?” I cannot interfere,” he said coldly. You did it and you know you did! 0.1980 to his, the captain shouted: Rock Hill ...oecevseeeees. 9.95 |ited demand for graduates; 4,000 successful students.
. “Mr. Underwood was & friend of| “No—I—" replied Howard weakly. - “You did ft, Jeffries! Come om, own | Hickory ...... .......... 1160 Il information. Address
- mine,” explained Howard. “I came “These repeated demials are use-|Up! Let's have the truth!\ You shot | ' Low round trip tickets from all oth- > : .
here to borrow money. 1 fell asleep| less!” shouted the captain. “There's Robert Underwood with this revolver. | € points on Southern Railway, Forj (- :

If some wives would only shut up|on that sofs. When I woke uwp he already enough evidence to send you You did it, and you cap’t deny it! You further .m‘_’%‘ schedules, Pull-
when their husbands tell thém to, &| was dead. 1 was frightened. I tried| to.the chairi® know you can’t deny it! Speak!” he hﬂw (UHORE. - BLO:s Agply. o} >
lot of divorce judges would have to _ thundered. ‘“‘You did it!” SO BT EM‘* ‘Il!i% i NSRS 21 (T8
hunt other jobs.—Chicago News.. Howard, his eyes still fixed on the | 25.ta




