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S8YNOPSIS.

Ho Jeffries, banker's wson, under
Iu avil influence of Robert Underwood,
fellow-student at Yale, leads a life of dis-

tlon, marries the daughter of a gam-
who died In prison, and is disowned

his father. He Is out of work and In
d-'ponu straits,. Underwood, who had
been engaged to Howard's step-
-other. Allcla, s apparently In prosper-
ous clroumstances. aking advantage of
his Intimacy with Allcla, he beocomes a
sort of msocial highwayman, Discovering
his true character, Allcia denlea him the
He sends her a note threatening
sulelde, Art dealors for whom he acted
as commlissloner, demand an accounting
cAnnot make good. Hownrd calls at
apartments in an Intoxicated condl-
tion to rﬂt.lﬂt a loan of 52,000 to enable
him to take up a business proposition.
Howard drinks himself Into a maudlin
condition, and goes to sleep on a divan,
A caller Is announced and Underwood

?

wa a escreen around the drunken
sleeper., Allcla enters. 8She demands a
ise from Underwood that he will not
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e his life, He refuses unless she will
NM" her patronage. This ahe refuses,
and takes her leave, Underwood kills |

If. The report of the plstol m.-:--l

ns Howard, He finds Underwood dead.
oward Is turned over to the poliee |
Capt. Clinton, notorlous for his brutal
treatmunt of prisoners, puts Howard |

through the third degres, and finally gets |
an alleged confession from the harassed

man. Annle, Howard's wife, declares her
bellef In her husband's Innocence, and
calls on Jeffries, 8r. He refuses to help |
anlesn ahe will consent to a divaree, To

save Howard she consents, but when she
finds that the elder Jeffries does not In-

terd to stand by his son, except finan-
elally, alie scorns his help. Annle appeals
to Judge Brewster, attorney for Jeffries,

Br., to take Howard's ease. He declines

it Is reported that Annle Is golng on the |
stage. The banker and his wife call on

Judge Brewster to find some way to pre-

vent It

CHAPTER XV.—Ceontinued.

“You're golng on the stage?”

She nodded.

*I've had a very blg offer.”

The judge leaned forward, and In a
fow volce, so that no one In the outer
office might hear, he sald:

, “Well, I'll give you twice as much
if you refuse the engagement.”

Bhe laughed ironically.

“You mean that my fatherin-law
will give it," she sald, lightly. Then
she went on: |

“You know it's no use your asking
me to concede anything unless you
agree to defend Howard.”

t The lawyer shook hig head.
t *1 ean't—it's Impossible.”

“Then nelther can 1" she exclalmed,
geflantly.

Judge Brewster could not refraln |
from smiling. This young woman
had actually enveigled him into an
argument. Almost mockingly, he sald:

“So you're determined to have me."”
iy *Yes,"” she sald, simply,

*“*Put 1 don't argue criminal cases.”

“That's Just It,” she exclaimed,
eagerly; “my husband {8 not a crim-
fnal. He ls Innocent. | don't want a
lawyer who ls always defending erim-
foals. | want one who defends a man
because he Isn't a criminal”™

Judge Brewster waved his hand con
temptuously

*Go and see some other lawyer—
there are plenty of ‘em.”

She leaned eagerly forward, Her
face was flushed from excitement, her
weyes flashed.

“There's only one Judge Brewster”
she exclalmed. “He's the greatest
lawyer In the world, and he's golng
to help us. He I8 golng to save How-
ard's life”

The judge shifted uneasily on his

|

chalr. He didn't like this forceful,
peralatent young woman, Almost
fretfully, he sald:

“You always say that Upon my

word, | shall begin to belleve it soon.”
+ “1 shall say It again,” she exclaimed,
fand again every time | see you"

The lawyer turned round. There
was a comle look of despalr In his
tace which would have amused his
visitor had her errand not been so
sarious,

“How often do you Intend that shall
be

“Every day,” she replied, calmly. “1
ahall say It and think It until—until
it comes true.”

Judge Prewster tried to feel angry,
although Inwardly he had hard work
to keep from smiling. With pretend
ed Indignation, he sald:

“You mean that you Intend to keep
at me untll I give way—through
sheer exhaustion?

8he nodded.

“That's It exactly”

The lawyer gasped

she sald

“Well, 1 must say you—you—you're
very brave.”

Annle shook her head

“No, I'm not.," she sald, earnestly. |

“I'm an awful coward, but I'm fght
ing for him. Howard Jeffries lifted
me up when | was way down in the
world. He gave me his name. He
gave me all he bhad, to make me a
better woman, and I'm grateful. Why,
even a dog has gratitude, even a dog
will Mek the hand that feeds him.
Why should I hesitate to express my
gratitude? That's all I'm dolng—just |
paying him back a bit of the debt 1
owe him, and I'm golng to move
Heaven and earth to bring his father
around to my way of thinking. I've
already—"

Judge bounded to his
his

3
E

feet.

ears have heard aright?
me already?™ he exclaimed.

His father thinks he Is gullty and, |
| well—you don't like to disobey him.
It's very natural., He's an influential

d4i¢

do you mean by that?™
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Annle returned his angry look with
the utmost calm., She was playing
her cards well, and she knew It. She
had hit the old man In a sensitive
place. Quietly, she went on:

“You'd say 'yes' In a minute If It
wasn't for Mr. Jeffries."

“Oh, you think so, do you?! he
gasped.

“I'm sure of It,” she replied, confl-

dently. Boldly she went on: “You're
afrald of him."”
Judge Brewster frowned. He did

not like the Inslnuation that he was
afrald to do the right thing because
it might interfers with his emolu-
ments, Yet, secretly, he had to ad-
mit to himself that she had almost
guessed right. Now he came to think
of it, he had taken this stand In the
matter because he knew that any

other course would displeasa his
wealthy client. After all, was he do-
Ing right? Was he acting In conform-

ance with his professional oath? Was
he not letting his material Interests
Interfere with his duty? He was sl
lent for several minutes, and then, in |
an absent-minded kind of way, he
turned to his visitor.

“So you think I'm afrald of him, do
you?"

“1'm sure of It,” she said, quh-kl:.'.[
“You Uked my husband, and you'd
Just love to rush in and fight for him.

man, a personal friend of the presi
dent and all that, You know on which
slde your bread 1s buttered, and—oh,

dled In—8ing Sing—and the rest are
not worth—"

“Yes, yes, 1 know,” replied the
judge, hastily. “I got your family his-
tory from Mr. Jeffries after your mar-
riage. It is flled away among the
family archlves.”

She smiled sadly,

“It's a wonder you don't burn ‘em
up—my folks were not a very bril-
liant lot.” Earnestly she went on:
“But my father was all right, judge.
Blood was thicker than water with
him. He'd never have gone back on
me In the way Howard's father has
on him.”

The lawyer looked at her [fixedly
without speaking. Thelr eyes met,
and the sllence continued until it be-
cameé embarrassing. Judge Brewster
shook his head.

“It's too bad.
really, I—"

Annile laughed, and he asked:

“Why do you laugh?"

“What's the use of crylng?” she
sald. “Ha! Ha! It's almost a joke.
You're sorry, my father-in-law {8 sor-
ry, and | suppose my mother-in-law |s
shedding tears for me, too. You're
all sorry and you're all wearing crape

for us, but why can't some of you
do something?”

The lawyer sald nothing. He still
stared at her in & strange, absent-

minded kind of way, until finally she

lost patlence Boldly she sald:
“Well, you sent for me. What do

you want to see me about, judge?”

“] want to tell you that you mustn't
come here again,” he

answered.

“You Take Too Much for Granted.”

it's very natural—you're looking out
for your own Interests—"

Judge Brewster Interrupted her Im-
patiently.

“Cirecumstances are against How-
ard. His father judges him guilty
from his own confession. It's the con-
clusion I'm compelled to come to my-
self. Now, how do you propose to
change that conclusion?™

“You don't have to change It." she
sald, quietly. “You don't Dbelleve
Howard gullty.”

“1 don't?" exclalmed the lawyer.

“No, at the boettom of your heart
You knew Howard when he was a boy,
and you know he is as Incapable of
that crime as you are.”

“Mrs. Jeffries, how do you know
that your husband did not kill Robert
Underwood ™

“l know It,” she sald, confidently.

“Yes," persisted the judge, “but how
do you know 1t

Annje looked steadily at him, and
then she sald solemnly: .

1 know there's a God, but I can't|
tell you how I know it that's all!|
Howard didn't do It 1 know he|
| didm't.” I

The lawyer smiled.

“That's a very falr sample of fem- |
inine logle.”

“Well, it's all 1 have,” she retored,
with a toss of her head. “And It's a|
mighty comfort, too, because when |
you know a thing you know It and It
makes you happy.” |

Judge Brewsater laughed outright

“Feminine - deduction!™ he cried.
“Think a thing, believe It, and then
you know it!” Looking up at her, he |
asked:

“Haven't you any relatives to whom |
you can go?™

She shook her head.

“No," she sald, sadly.

: further.

| the suspicious redness In his

“My tather |

“Anything else?” ghe exclaimed.

The judge began to fuss with the
papers on his desk, as he usually did
when embarrassed for words.

"Of course,” he stammered,
will be amply compensated.”

“Of course,” she cried. Rising
from her chalr, she shrugged her
shoulders, and sald:

“Oh, well, this Is not my lucky day.
They wouldn't let me into the prison
to see Howard today. Capt Clinton
doesn’t llke me. He has always tried
to prevent my seeing Howard, but
I'll see him to-meorrow, captaln or no
captain, He can make up his mind to
that!™

The lawyer looked up at her,

“Poor girl—you are baving a hard
time, aren't you?™

“Things have been better,” she re
plied, with a tremor In her volce.
“Howard and 1 were very happy when
we first—" A sob choked her utter-
ance, and she forced a laugh, saying:
“Here, 1 must keep off that subject—"

“Why do you laugh? demanded
the lawyer.

Already hysterical, Annie had great
difficulty in keeping back her tears.

“Well, if I don’t laugh,” she sobbed,
“I'll ery; and as 1 don’t want to ery—
why—1 Just laugh. It's got to be one
or the other—see—1"

He sald nothing, and she continued:

“Well, 1 gueas I'll go home—home
—that's the worst part of it—home—"

She stopped short, she could go no
Her bosom was heaving, the
hot tears were rolling down her
cheeks. The old lawyer turned away
his head so that she might not see
eyes.
Moving toward the door, she turned
around.

“Well, you have your own troubles,
judes I'll g0 now, but I'll come agaln

“you

| didn't confess. 1

I'm sorry for you, |

to-morrow.

Perhaps you'll have bet
ter news for me.”

The lawyer waved her back to her
seat with a commanding gesture she

could not resist. There was deter-
mination around his mouth; in his
face was an expression she had not
seen there before.

Sit down again for a moment,” he
sald, sharply., "1 want to ask you a
question, How do you account for
Howard's confessing to the shooting?”

“1 don't account for it,” she replied,
as she resumed her seat. “He says he
don't belleve he
did.”

“But three witnesses—"

“Who are the witnesses?"
rupted, contemptuously. “Pollcemen

“That makes no difference,” he sald.
“He made a confession and signed—"

Annile leaned forward. What did
this question mean? Waa the judge
becoming Interested after all? Her
heart gave a leap as she answered
eagerly:

“He confessed
mean—he dldn't know
doing at the time.
with the
—Dr. Bernstein. He says that Capt.
Clinton is a hypnotist, that he
compel people to say what he wants
them to say. Well, Howard is—what
they call a subject—they told him he
did It till he belleved he did.”

“Oh, well, what's the use—1?

The judge

she Inter

[ o

what he
I've had a

was
talk

|

against his will, 1|

|
physician who was called in !l

can |

quickly put out his hand |

and partly pushed her back In the
chalr.

“Don't go,” he sald. Then bhe
added:

“Who told you he was a hypnotic|
subject?”

Her hopea revived once more.
Quickly she sald:

“Dr. Bernstein. Besides, Howard

told me g0 himself.

A friend of his|

at college used to make him cut all|

sorts of capers.”
“A Irlend at college,
remember his name?"
“Howard knows It."
“Um!" ejaculated the

eh? Do you

lawyer. He

took up a pad and wrote a memoran- |

dum on It.
lilke to have
Bernsteln.
come and see me.
address is—"

342 Madlison
claimed, eagerly.

The lawyer jotted the address down,
and then he looked up

*So you think I'm afraid of Mr, Jeft
ries, do you?"

She smiled.

a little talk with Dr,
Let me see. His

avenue,” she ex

“Oh, no, not really afrald,” she an
swered, “but Jjust—scared. 1 didn't
mean—"

Judge Brewster was enjoying the
situation hugely. He had quite made

Then aloud he sald: *“I'd|

1 think I'll ask him t(;

[ |

up his mind what to do, but he liked |
to quiz this bold young woman who!

had not been afrald to show him
where his duty lay. Striving to keep
a serious face, he sald:

“Oh, yes, you did, and I want you
to understand I'm not afrald of any
man. As to allowing my personal in
terests to Interfere with my duty—"

Anunle took alarm. She was really
afrald she had offended him.

“Oh, 1 didn’t say that, did 1™ she
exclaimed timidly.

Judge Brewster forced his face into
& frown,

“You sald I knew on which side my
bread was buttered!"™

“Did I?" she exclaimed
sternation.

“You say a great many things, Mrs
Jeffries,” sald the lawyer aolemn]y
“Of course, I realize how deeply you |
feel, and I make excuses for you. But|
I'm not afrald. Please understand|
that—"

He rapped the table with his eye
glasses as If he were very much of
fended Indeed.

“Of course not,” she sald apologetie
ally. “If you were you wouldn't eren
see me—let alone talk to me—nnd—-
and—" Polinting to the plece of pn
per he held In his hand, she added:
“And—"

“And what?
amused,

Half hysterical, now
crying, she went on:

“And—and take the names and m!
dresses of witnesses for the defense
—and—think out how you're going te
defend Howard—and—and all that—'

in con

demanded the jud;a

laughing, now

The lawyer looked at her and
laughed
“So you think I'm going to help
Huwud" he sald. “You take toc
much for granted.”
(TO BE (CONTINUED.)

Bee Culture in Switzrerland.

The flora of Switzerland possesses
qualities that produce delicious honey,
and thousands of colonles of bees may
be seen In the country, being utilized
by the people to lncrease the food sup
ply and commercial products; In fact
the production of honey and wax con
stitutes an Industry of considerable
importance to the confederation, as I
shown by statistics furnished by the
Swiss Soclety of Aplculturista
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'W. M. Langley & Son

Lawyers
Forest Grove, Ogn.

W. P. Dyke
Attorney-at-Law

and
Notary Public
Forest Grove

Hollis & Graham
Alttorneys-at-Law

Oregon

Forest Grove, Ogn.

J. N. Hoffman
Attorney-at-Law
EQUITY AND PROBATE ONLY
Office Hoffman Bldg. Pacific Ave.
Ind. Phone 502 Forest Grove

H. W. Vollmer, M. D,

Physician and Surgeon
Office in Abbott Bldg.
Both Phones Forest Grove, Ogn,

Ind. Phones
Residence 0332 Office 0331

DR. C.E. WALKER

Osteopathic Physician

Treatment by Special Appoint.
ment Only

W. Q. Tucker, M. D.
Physician and Surgeon

Calls answered promptly day or night
Phone: Office 271, Residence 283,

C. W. MERTZ

J. C. LATTA

MERTZ & LATTA

Forest Grove Steam Laundry

Ice, Cold Storage, Wood and Coal

Both Phones

e

Central Livery Barns

Mc Namer & Wirtz, Proprietors

General Livery

and Tillamook Stage Lines.

PEERLESS CAFETERIA

Corner Fifth Avenue and Second Street

1M FIF

THY STREET
Between Wash. and Stark
P ORTLAND

E4 and 88 FIFTH STREET
Between Stark and Oak

’ OREGON

The Best Place in Portland to Eat and at
Most Reasonable Prices

Fancy.

Phone 701

When in Need of Groceries

When in need of GROCERIES don’t forget
that we carry a full line of both Staple and

THE RIGHT PRICE AND QUALITY |

H. T. GILTNER

Main Streed

o

Commercial

Printin

E are in a better position than ever to
do all kinds of Fine Commercial Print-
ing on short notice, having just recently
installed new machinery and ‘a com-

BILL HEADS, LETTER HEADS, STATEMENTS,
LEGAL BLANKS, POSTERS, BRIEFS, ENVEL-
OPES, CALLING CARDS, ETC. Up-to-date work

on short notice.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

plete line of the latest styles of type faces I
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