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SYNOPSIS.

—

Howard Jeffries. banker's son, under
th1 evil Influence of Hobert Underwood,
fellow-student at Yale, leads a life of dis-
slpation, marries the daughter of & gam-
bler who dled in prison, and Is disowned

¥ his father. He in out of work and in

eaperate stralts, Underwood, who had
once been engaged to Hownard's step-
mother, Alicla, Is apparently fn prosper-
ous circumstances. Taking advantage of
his Intimacy with Alicia, he becomes a
ort of soclal highwayman, Discovering
is true character, Alicia denies him the
house. He sends her a note threatenin
suicide. Art dealers for whom he aoted
a8 commissloner, demand an accounting,
He cannot make good. Howard calls at
his npartments In an Intoxicated condi
on to request a loan of §2,000 to enable
him to take up a business proposition.
Howard drinks himself into a maudlin
condition, and goes to sleep on & Alvan,
A caller {8 announced and Underwood
draws & screen around the drunken
mleeper. Allcia enters, She demands o
rromlu from Underwood that he will not
ake his life. He refuses unless she will
renew her patronage. This she refuses.
and takes her leave, Underwood kills
himaelf. Tho report of the pistol awa-
kens Howard. He finds Underwood dead,
Howard is turned over to the police.
Capt. Clinton, notorlous for his brutal
treatment of prisoners, puts Howard
throufh the third degree, and finally gots
an ulleged confession from the harassed
man. nnle, Howard's wife, declares her
bellef In_her husband's innocence, and
calls on Jeffries, Sr. Ho refuses to help
unless she will consent to a divores. To
save Howerd she consents, but when she
finds that the clder Jeffries does not in-
tend to stand by him son, except finan-

ly, she mcorns his help. Annle appeals
to Judge Brewster, attorney for Jeffries,

Py to tuke Howard's case. He declines.
It'ls reported that Annle Is golng on the
stage. The banker and his wife call on
Judge Brewster to find some WaYy to pre-
vent It. Annle again pleads with Brew-
ster to defend Howard. He consents,
Allcia In  greatly alarmed when she
learns from Annle that Brewster has ta-
ken the case. She confesses to Annle
that she called on Underwood the night
of his death and that she has his letter
In which he threatened sulclide, but begs
for time before giving out the Informa-
tlon. Annfe premises Brewster to produce
the missing woman at a meeting at his

ome. Brewster accuses Clinton of
foreing a confesslon from Howard. An-
nle appears without the witness and re-
fuses 1o give the name. Allcia arrives
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CHAPTER XVIil.—Continued.

“It does stun one, doesn't 1t?” went
on Annle. “You can't think when it
comes all of a sudden llke this. It's
Just the way I felt the morning they
showed me Howard's confession.”

“Prison! Prison!” walled Alicla.

Annfe tried to console her.,

“Not for long," she sald soothingly:
“you can get ball. It's only a matter
of favor—Judge Brewster would get
¥You out right away.”

“Get me out!™ crled Alicla distract-
edly. “My God! I can’t go to prison!
I can't! That's too much. I've done
nothing! Look—read this!" Handing
over Underwood’s letter, she went on:
“You can see for yourself, The wretch
frightened me Into such a state of
mind that I hardly knew what I was
dolng—I went to his rooms to save
him. That's the truth, I swear to
God! But do you suppose anybody
will belleve me on oath? They'll—
they'll—"

Almost hysterical, she no longer
knew what she was saying or doing.
She collapsed utterly, and sinking
down in a chalr, gave way to a pas-
slonate fit of sobbing. Annle tried to
quiet her:

“Hush!" she sald gently, "don’t go
on like that. Be brave. Perhaps it
won't be as bad as you think" Ske
unfolded the letter Alicia had given
through.
When she had finished her face lit up
with joy. Enthusiastically she cried:

“This 1s great for Howard! What
& blessing you didn’t destroy It] What
& wretch, what a hound to write you
like that! Poor soul, of coursge, you
went and begged him not to de it!
I'd have gone myself, but I think I'd
have broken an umbrella over his head
or something— Gee! thege kind of fel-
lows breed trouble, don't they? Allve
or dead, they breed trouble! What
can we do?*

Allcla rose. Her tears had disap-
peared. There was a look of fixed re-
solve In her eyes,

“Howard must be cleared,” she sald,
“and I must face it—alone!”

*You'll be alone all right,” sald An-
nié thoughtfully, “Mr, Jeffries will do
a8 much for you as he did for his
son.” '

Notleing that her companion seemed
hurt by her frankness, she changed
the tople.

“Honest to God!” sne exclalmed
good-naturedly, “I'm broken-hearted—
I'll do anything to save you from this
—this public disgrace, I know what it
means—I've had my dose of it. But
this thing has got to come out, hasn't
i

The banker's wife wearily
assent.

“Yes, 1 mll:o‘unt." she said, "but

nodded

the disgrace or arrest—I can’t stand
it, Annle! [ can't go to prison even
it it's only for a minute.” Holding out
a trembling hand, she went on: “Give
me back the letter. I'll leave New
York to-night—I'll go to Europe—I'l
send it to Judge Brewster from Paris."
Looking anxiously Into her compan-
lon's face, she pleaded: “You'll trust
me to do that, won't you? Give It to
me, pleagse—you can trust me”

Her hand was still extended, but
Annle Ignored it

“No—no,” she gald, shaking her
head, "I can’t give It to you—how ecan
1?7 Do you understand what the let-
ter means to me?" -

“Have pity!" crled the banker's
wife, almost beside herself, “You can
tell them when I'm out of. the coun-
try. Don't ask me to make this saec-
rifice now—don't ask me—don't!”

Annfe was beginning to lose pa-
tience. The woman's selfishness an-
gered her. With firritation, she said:

“You've lost your nerve, and you
don't know what you're saying. How-
ard’s life comes before you—me—or
anybody. You know that!”

“Yes—yes,"” cried Alicla desperate-
Iy, *I know that. I'm only asking you
to wait. I—I ought to have left this
morning—that's what 1 should have
done—gone at once. Now (t's too
late, unless you help me—"

“I'll help you all I can,” replied the
other doggedly, “but I've promised
Judge Brewster to clear up this mat-
ter to-night.”

Suddenly there was a commotion at
the door. Capt. Clinton entered, fol-
lowed by Detective Sergeant Maloney.
Alicla shrank back in alarm.

“lI thought Judge Brewster was
here," sald the captain, glancing sus-
piclously round the room.

“I'l send for him,” said Annie,
touching a bell.

“Well, where's your mysterious wit-
ness?" demanded the captain sarcas-
tically.

He looked curiously at Alicia.

“Thls 1s Mrs. Howard Jeffries, Sr.”
sald Annle, “my husband's step-
mother."

The captain made a deferential sa-
lute. Bully as he was, he knew how
to be courteous when it suited his
purpose, He had heard enough of the
wealthy banker's aristocratic wife to
treat her with respect.

"Beg pardon, m'm; I wanted to tell
the judge 1 was going.”

The servant entered.

“Tell Judge Brewster that Capt.
Clinton Is golng,” said Annle.

Alicla, meantime, was once more
on the verge of collapse, The long
threatened expose was now at hand.
In another moment the judge and per-
haps her husband would come in, and
Annle would hand them the letter

“Howard's Life Comes Before You—
Me—or Anybody.”

which exculpated her husband. There
Wwas & moment of terrible suspense.
Annle stood aloof, her eyes fixed on
the floor. Suddenly, without uttering
a word, she drew Underwood's letter
from her bosom, and quickly approach-
ing Allela, placed It unnoticed in her
hand. The banker's wife-flushed and
then turned pale. Bhe understood.
Annle would spare her. Her lips
parted to protest. Even she was taken
back by such an exhibition of unself-
Ishness as this. She began to stam-
mer thanks.

“No, no,” whispered Annife quickly,
“don't thank me; keep it.”

Capt. Clinton turned round with a
Jeer. Insolently, he gald to Annle:

“You might as well own up—you've
played a trick on us all."”

“No, Capt, Clinton," she replled
with quiet dignity; “I told you the
slinple truth. Naturally you don't be-
lieve it.”

“The simple truth may do for Judge
Brewster,” grinned the policeman,
“but it won't do for me. I never ex-
pected this mysterfous witness, who
was golng to prove that Underwood
cominitted suicide, to make an ap-
pearunce, did 1, Maloney. Why not?
Because, begging your pardon for
doubting your word, there's mo such
person.”

“Begiging your pardon for disputing
your word, captain,” she retorted,
mimloking him, “there is such a per
son.”

“Than where is she?” he demanded
angrily. Annie made no answer, but
looked for advice to Judge Brawater,
who &t that Instant entered the room.

The captain glared at her viclously,
and unable to longer contain his
wrath, he bellowed:

“I'll tell you where she is! She's
right here in this reom!"™ Pointing
his finger at Annie In theatrical fash-
fon, he went on furfously: “Annie Jeft-
rles, you're the woman who visited
Underwood the night of his death! I
don't hesitate to say so. ['ve sald so
all along, haven't I, Maloney?*

“Yes, you told the newspapers so,”
retorted Annie dryly.

Taking no notice of her remark, the
captain blustered:

“I've got your record, young wom-
an! 1 know all about you and your
folks. You knew the two men when
they were at college. You knew Un-
derwood before you made the ae-
quaintance of young Jeffries. It was
Underwood who Introduced you to
your husband. It was Underwood who
aroused your husband's jealousy.
You went to his rooms that night.
Your husband followed you there, and
the shooting took place!” Turning to
Judge Brewster, he added, with a sar-
castle grin: “False confession, eh?
Hypnotism, eh? 1 guess it's interna-
tional and constitutional law for yours
after this.”

“You don't say so?” exclaimed An-
nie, Irritated at the man's Intolerable
insolence.

Judge Brewster held up a restrain-
ing hand.

“Please say nothing,” he sald with
dignity.

“No, I guess I'll let him talk. Go
on, captaln,” she sald with a smlile,
as If thoroughly enjoying the eitua-
tion,

Allcia came forward, her face pale,
but on it a look of determination, as
if she had quite made up her mind as
to what course to pursue. In hey
hand was Underwood's letter. Ad-
dressing Annie, she sald, with emo-
tlon:

“The truth must come out sooner or
later."

Seeing what she was about to do,
Annie quickly put out her hand to
stop her. She expected the banker's
wife to do her duty, she had Inslsted
that she must, but now she was ready
to do it, she reallzed what It was cost-
ing her. Her position, her future hap-
piness were at stake. It was too great
a sacrifice. Perhaps there was some
other way.

“No, no, not yet,” she whispered.

But Allcia brushed her aside and,
thrusting the letter into the hand of
the astonished police captain, she
sald:

“Yes, now! Read that, captain!”

Capt. Clinton slowly unfolded the
letter. Alicla collapsed In a chalr.
Annfe stood by helpless, but trying to
collect her wits. The judge watched
the scene with amazement, not under-
standing. The captain read from the
letter: ]

“'Dear Mrs. Jeffrles.,” He stopped,
and glancing at the eslgnature, ex-
claimed. “Robert Underwood!” Look-
ing significantly at Annle, he exclaim-
ed: " ‘Desr Mrs. Jeffries!’ Is that con-
clusive enough? What did I tell you?"
Continuing to peruse the letter, he

read on: “Shall be found dead to-
morrow — sulelde —'" He stopped
short and frowned. “What's this?

Why, this s a barefaced forgery!"

Judge Brewster quickly snatched
the letter from hls hand and, glancing
over it guickly, said:

“Permit me. This belongs to my
client.”

Capt. Clinton's prognathous Jjaw
snapped to with a eclick, and he
squared his massive shoulders, as he
usually did when preparing for hos-
tilitles:

“Now, Mrs, Jeffries,” he sald sharp-
ly, “I'll trouble you to go with me to
headquarters.”

Annife and Alicla both stood up.
Judge Brewster quickly objected.

“Mrs. Jeffries will not go with you,”
he sald quietly. “She has made no at-
tempt to leave the state

“She's wanted at police headquar-
ters," sald the captain doggedly.

“She’ll be there to-morrow morn-
in'."

“She’ll be there to-night.”

He looked steadlly at the judge, and
the latter calmly returned his stare.
There Tollowed an awkward pause,
and then the captain turned on his
heel to depart.

“The moment she attempts to leave
the house,” he growled, “I shall ar-
rest her. Good-night, judge.”

“Good-night, captaln!” cried Annle
mockingly.

“I'll see you later,” he muttered.
“"Come on, Maloney."

The door banged to. They were
alone.

“What a sweet disposition!" laugh-
ed Annle,

Judge Brewster looked sternly at
her. Holding up the letter, he sald:

“What Is the meaning of this? You
are not the woman to whom this let-
ter i{s addressed?”

“No,"” gtammered Annie, “that fs—"

The Judge Interrupted her, Sternly
he asked:

“Is it your Intentlon to go om the
witness stand and commit perjury?”

“I don't know. I never thought of
that," she faltered.

The judge turned to Allela.

“Are you golng to allow her to deo
80. Mrs. Jeffries?"

*No, no,” erled Allcla, quickly; "1
never thought of such a thing."”
“Then I repeat—is it your Intention

to perjure yourself?" Annie was si-
lent, and he went on: “I assumse it
I8, but let me ask you: Do you ex

pect me, as your counsel, to become
particeps criminls to this tissue of
lles? Am I expected to bulld up a
false structure for you to swear to?
Am I

“I don't know; I haven't thought of
It” replied Annie, “If it can be done,
why not? I'm glad you suggested it

“I suggest 1t?" exclalmed the law-
yer, ecandalized.

“Yes," cried Annle with growing
exaltation; “it never occurred to me
till you spoke. Everybody says I'm
the woman who ealled on Robert Un-
derwood that night. Well, that's all
right. Let them continue to think so.
What difference does It make so long
as Howard Is set free?" Golng to
ward the door, she sald: “Good-night,
Mrs. Jeffries!"

The judge trled to bar her way.

“Don't go," he said; "Capt. Cln:
ton’s men are walting outside.”

“That doesn’t matter!” she cried.

“But you must not go!" exclaimed
the lawyer In & tone of command. *1
won't allow it. They'll arrest you!
Mrs, Jeffries, you'll please remain
here.”

But Annle was already at the door.

“I wouldn't keep Capt. Clinton
waiting for the world,"” she ecried
“Good-night, Judge Brewster, and God
bless you!"

The door slammed, and she wat
gone,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

DELICATE WORKS OF ART

Wonderful Ingenuity Displayed In
Turning Out Microscopic Articles
of Great Value,

In 1578 a London locksmith con-
structed a lock made up of 11 differ-
ent pleces of metal, and when it was
finished and the key attached the
whole weighed but ona grain. Fur-
thermore, he made a chain of gold,
consisting of 43 links, and when he
bad fastened this to the lock and key
he put one end of the chaln round
the neck of a flea, and found that the
Insect was able to draw with ease
both chaln and lock.

Sixteen hundred ivory dishes were
mada by one Oswald Northingerus,
and exhibited before Pope Paul V.
These dishes were perfect In every
respect, but were so emall as to be
scarcely visible to the naked eye, and
were all Inclosed In a basket of the
size of an ordinary peppercorn,

The art of dellcate microscopic
workmanship has not, however, been
conflned to other times, It is not yet
dead, as is evidenced by the marvel-
ous production a few years ago by a
jeweler of Turin of & miniature tug-
boat.

This little craft Is fashloned out of
a single pearl. The sall of the boat
is of beaten gold, studded with dia-
monds, and the binnacle light at the
prow is a perfect ruby. An emerald
forms the rudder, and the stand upon
which the boat Is mounted is a slab
of the whitest Ivory.

The entlre welght 1s less than half
an ounce, but when we come to the
question of value we find we have got
beyond the microscople. The maker
values hls work at $5,000.

Ralsing Standard of Health.

If the alarm were not quite a famil
lar one by this tlme, 242,000 physic-
ally defective school children out of
323,000 examined would be enough to
send even a mlld magazine editor into
hysterice. New York's population,
however, Is not golng so rapldly to
the dogs as a hasty glance at the fig-
ures would seem to Indicate, Defec-
tive teeth claimed no less than 183,
000 victims, nasal trouble accounted
for 73,000 and poor eyesight for 38
000, We would not minimize the im-
portant work that is being done In
calling the dentist and the surgeon to
the ald of the school teacher. But, as
a precaution against the professional
alarmist, it Is well to point out that
it ix our standards of public health
that are being ralsed and not our
children are deteriorating.—New York
Evening Post.

He Was Prepared,

Blanche Ring, the actress, Is alway
preaching caution—whether she prac-
tices It or not ls, as Kipling says, an-
other story. "If everyone was only as
cautlous as a man I once knew,” she
sald the other night, “nobody would
ever go broke. He called at the
money-order window of the local post-
oftice and asked permlission to send an
order for $100 to the ‘old country.
Then the man with the money gave
his own name as payee,

“I'm golng over next week,” he vol-
unteered, ‘and 1 want to have the
money walting for me on the other
slde, so that I can give It to my
mother.'

“*Why don't you take It with you?'
asked the clerk. ‘You would save 40
cents.

“"Well, suppose the ship sinks and
I drown? "—Young's Magazine.

London, In monetary value, is worth
two and a half times a8 much as
Parls.

BOX FOR PRINTING PICTURES

Handy Device for Amateur or Pro-
fessional Photographer Who Wants
Home Made Apparatus.

A very handy device for the ama-
teur or professional photographer
who wants a home-made and simple
apparatus for printing pictures ean
be made in a few minutes’ time,

The drawing shows the scheme,
which consists of a small store box
about 12 Inches square and an elec-
tric light of any candlepower desired

Box for Printing Photographs.

attached to a drop cord running
through the end of the box, says the
Fopular Electricity,

The hole should be made In the top
of the box a little larger than the
plate or film which {5 to be used.
This hole should be covered with a
plece of glass. The negative can then
be lald on the glasa face upward, and
the printing carried on in the usual
way. A llat weight should be placed
on the print and plate to hold them
securely in place while printing.

NEW DOLL IS QUITE USEFUL

Little Girls Can Uee It as Muff to
Keep Their Hands Warm—In-
vented by New Yorker.

A doll that 18 also a muff, or a muft
that §s a doll, whichever way you
llke, has been Invented by a New
York man, The doll has the outward
semblance of others of its kind, but
Inslde the skirt Is a soft body with
hand-openings on each side. This
dollle, of course, is a winter child and
wears a long coat like her owner, the
coat having wide side pockets, so that
the little girl carrying It can slip her
hands through into the soft muft in-
slde. To enhance the effect the doll
also carries a muft. But it Is not only
children who may be looked for to
carry this doll mufl. In these faddish
days when young women carry teddy
bears, etuffed dogs and even dolls on

Use Doll for Muft.

the street, there Is no reason why they
should not carry one of these child's
toys a8 & hand-warmer and achleve
the double success of atiracting atten
tion at the same time.

Ethel's Halr Was Hitched .
Mamma—Do stop crying, Ethel
You never hear me crying when my
halr Is combed.
Ethel—B-but your h-halr ain't
h-hitched to your h-head llke m-mine
is.

What Is the Anawert?
Why might you be justified in
plcking the pockets of a photogra-
pher?
Because he has plet-ures (plcked
yours).
Which of the planets has the most
specle?
The moon; because he s constant-
ly changing quarters,
When does a caterplllar Improve {n
behavior?
When he turns over a new leaf,
Why should & quill pen never be
used In Inditing secret matters?
Because it is apt to split,
What trade does the sun regularly
follow ?
Those of a tanner and a portrait
palnter,
Why
clouda?
Because he holds the relngs,

I8 & coachman Illke the

. Also Had a Temper.
Willle, aged three, had accidentally
cut ons of his shoes with a hatchet
and his father scolded him at great
length. Finally the little fellow
sald: “Papa, If you don't quit talk-

ing like that I'll get mad, too,”




