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CHAPTER 1.
AT THE MARINER'S Jov,

I was lazingon the rotten baleony |
wefore the busy front of the Mariner's |
Joy when I first saw Taras, He came
from Ferryboat alley, the passage!
running between the Joy and Baxter's |
wharf and Jeading to the steps wlu-rei
the steps where the old ferry used to]
ply between that part of Shadwell and |
Rotherhithe, and anether man was|
with him named Drigo, Taras 'vas o |
fine, big man, fair, with a long tawny |
mustache and a short beard. He was
dressed like a workman in a dark gray
suit, a funnel shirt and and a blue |
handkerchief for a tie, but he didn't|
look like a workman for all that—at
any rate not such as you see down
Shadwell way. He was too clean and
active for that. Drigo was not a bit
like him, being middle aged, meager,
with a stoop in his shoulders, and hav-
ing a yellow face with high cheek
bones, a sparse black beard and slant-
ing eyes. Men like him are common
euough about Wapping and the High-
way.

They walked down the stairs, nnd
Drigo peinted across toward the Com- |
mercial docks, but I eould not make
out what he sald.  Taras nodded, and
they turned around and looked atten-|
tively at the Mariner's Joy and then at
Baxter's wharf on the right and John- |
son's yard at the left, Drigo talking
with great earnestness in alow voice
all the while, and Taras listening
gravely ax he sioked his pipe and re- |
plying only with a word or
head from time to
couldn't make out what they found to
interest them, for Baxter's wharf was
shut up—and had been =hut up for
years—and there was nothing in Jahn- |
son's yurd but a great heap of rusting |
boilers and old iron. As for the Mar-
iner's Joy, with its broken windows, |
the gaping planks of its bay front and
the rotten baleony projecting over the
mday foreshore, there was nothing in |
that to attract They —u\v!
mie, and Drigo made a joke at my ex-
[ense, 1 bhelieve, for he chuckled ns he |
stared at me, but Taras smoked gravely
on and never smiled

of his time, 1

attention,

At length they quitted the steps aud
came up Ferryboat alley, and » min-
ute or twe later I heard them open the
door in Sweet Apple lane and enter
the sanded bar. T went through the
bar parlor to serve them |

“iiive us some gin, miss," said Drigo, |
speaking with an odd accent,

“We ain't got no gin, We're Jost
our license,” | answered,

SThat's a good sign,"" =aid Drigo in a
volee, nudging Taras,

“What do you people drink here?™ |
Turas asked, |

“SPongelo—four halfl gen'lly.”

They decided to have
half,” and while T was
Taras said:

“Can we have s room here for a few

some four

drawing i

days.
Taint likely.
ain't furnished, "ceptin the parlor, and |
the bloke sleeps in that.”
YW here is the bloke?”
“Gorned out,”
“When will he be jn?” .
“Don't know. Preaps five minutes,
preaps not afore shuttin up time.”

Noue of the rooms

| money |

| Here, 1
| ’
what 1 do your pardner's, mate.

| their country for certain reasons,

S ——— ————————

step in the alley and turning wy eyes came my fear. Then 1 o sw ity up | Uhined s i some one haed thrown  him.

(saw Dirigo comiog back. Just before |
he reached the Mariner's Joy he stop- |
ped and facing about waited a couple |
of mioules or so, loeking up the alley |

| w8 If to make sure he was not followed. |

| Then ke dived quickly down the two
steps nud entered the house. 1 had
| taken a dislike to the man from the
| first, There was an evil, wicked I\uik;
in his face. There was treachery in |
his furtive glances, in the very stoop |
of his shoulders. Why had he come |
back alone? What further business

Lad he with the bloke which he could
ot have done when Taras was with

just now?"’ he asked. him?  These questions aroused my fae-

“Ciarm aw'y,” | replied, turning on ulties into unwented energy. Onee

him spitefully. Who d'ye think y're | more I slipped round to the back of the
a-getting at? D'ye think 1 don't know | Bouse and up the baleony inte the
yer game? D'ye think I'm going te|reom behind the bar,
stand for you to make fun of me?| Drigo was talking to Putty, but in
I'mi as ugly as sin and not so pleasant— | Such a low key that I could make noth-
[ know whatl am.” |Ingef the sounds that reached me. 1
with an sceent of | caught a glimpse of them through the
crack of the door—their two villainous
heads close together over the bar—and
drew as near as 1 dared, yet still |
could distinguish no words,

there y're are,
“Ugly!™ he said,
astonishment.
“Yes, ugly.
me the kKipper?"”
“The Kipper! That is the fish w ith1
warm, reddish brown eolor—the eolor| ‘“‘But what are you going to do with
of your hair.” him?" Putty asked, and his voice,
"'_\'n, it ain't. They eall me ‘goldin though low, was distinet enough—per-
surrup’ and ‘treacle’ when they're get- haps because 1 was more used to it.
I could not gather the reply: but,
| raising his voice to give emphasis to

Flse why do they call

tin at the color of my hair, and they
call me ‘Kipper’ becanse 1'm so skinny
and flat. They can eall me anything the ofter; | heard this clearly:

they likes to lay their tongue to—I “He eoffered you £5; I'll give you
don’t mind, but T mn’t going to be|double, and you can betray us to the
diawed and stuck up for all the lot to police if we don’t pay up.”

laugh at—not me!" “And atenner won't pay me to be a

Just then 1T heard the front door|haccessory to murder” ——
open, and going inte the bar | met the Drigo silenced him with a long *hist,’
bloke—Putty was his name—who had and stepping sideways to cast a glance
returned . He was all right—quite so-| into the parlor he caught sight of me,
ber—for a wonder. I He gave the alarm to Putty in a hur-
ried tone of terror, and the next mo-
ment a pewter pot Hew at my head, |1
was quick enough to duek and avoid
the missile, but [ only eseaped falling
into the savage hands of the bloke Ly
flinging myself over the balcony and
falling into the mud below.

“Don’t let me get nigh you this side
of next month, you ——, or I'll pull|
ed from the passage, treated him to a the weazand out of you,” he cried,
long stare shaking his fist down at me as I slunk

“We want to know if you ean let us | off around a stranded barge.
have the use of a 1
nights,”

gave him the
had taken, amd nodding st
Dirigo said:

“I'hese parties is a-waitin to see you."” |

He had not yet noticed Drigo, who
sat np in a dark corner watching him
as il to find out what sert of a man
they bad to deal with. Mottty now ex-
amined him in the same way, and
then turning to Taras, who had enter-

|
CHAPTER 11 i
A MYSTERY,. |

I lodged in Baxter's wharf, 'l'llvl‘e'I
was o hole in the side of the wall, un-|
der the stairs, for ventilating the cel-|
lars, closed with an iron grating. One
=ald, “Hook it,”" as he took down a pot B I_’MT‘ ‘T“" Jilall:'.ll\'ll!l :i".“““h 'Eh.
N Ny 'I';lmii““rm“ opening I could ju “"“f’_‘t" to
: squeeze—thanks to being a Kipper,
gave me a pleasant ",”.d as I slunk out !“"'.‘. inside T had the whole run of the
by the front door I'hat altered my | warehouse. It was quite empty, but
A unCOIMOn | .., the top floor some olil sacking had

thing for me to be sent out of the room |, ...\ 1o and this served me for a bed.
It was dry and good enough for an

| outeast like me, who knew nothing of
comfort and less of luxury., [ slept
there that night, and the next mnru.-!

£ " ing I was lucky enough to get work |
of Interest in my f " t s =i
. “ | (sail mending) at a ship chandler’s in |
mind, which mnde me carions to know |, g A

: 0 [ Cable street, for which he gave me din-
what business he had to teansact with | . |
ner and tea and paid me sevenpence

i " halfpenny into the bargain,
I slipped down Ferryboat alley to =Y — ' .
|}l¢' -Illif'.‘ l'“lll‘u‘ll mp the II-I“‘l | ES N S “hl.” I l(.“ lhl.“‘ 'Iil.
. . 1 N pween 7and &, and feeling safe with re-|
timbers on to the baleony and edged | ; > T N . = 3
wolf into the bar 1 | I | gard to Putty I hurried down to Ferry- |
my rl I g "" ""I |I"_" ":' “”'"r'; | boat stairs as quickly a= I could, run-|
no ur . = Sy 3 g . % |
s ." i e ety Al thal ning part of the way. 1 was anxious
wis said in the bar, . e ;
Dri ki bot d e to know what was going on at the
I WS = e X w [} - MHORE + '] T
. I,“‘ e A '_" . A | Mariner's Joy. 1 had been Illlllklnz|
Fanglish and the low, erafty tone of his| . g A
1 hat 1 id i Higibl |of it all day long—feeling a ulr:mgr1
Volle nae wing - * M 1 "
: "l . '“ . |.: - llllllllllt tltgl 'r'emutinn within me such as I had never |
0 e, ey “y ) Y » + g le & - &

: . PERPELIRER Nt I “. ¥ A felt before, accompanied with a vearn- |
s, for peesently interrupting him he | T s " . |
b itk Tideation: ing tosee Taras again—to get another
. : leok froma him. I resolved if I could

! - " to tell im of Drigo's second visit to the |
being so cussed sly over this here busi-|
¢ : Joy and all I bhad overheard, that he
ness, 1 mnst know all the particulars : 5 "
ST might be warned against ehe treachery
straightforward * . oy %
i - 4 which it seemed pretty clear his friend
likes your better 'an ‘ intended.
Lem-|  puity was lounging against the door-
b ; | post of the front doorof the Joy, in
“The matter's simple edough, re-| Qywpeet Apple lane, under the flickering
i T 1 w i s £ g N 3| 1
plied Taras, Phree friends have left | jjoht of the gas lamp at the corner of
I'o| Ferryboat alley. He had a long clay |

room  for a few
said Turns, [
“For a private purpose,”” added  Dri-
g0, rising, and dropping his voice as he
came cleser said, with a wink, “unbe-
known to outsiders, you understand.”
I'utty nodded, and addressing me, |

Limsell somwe

destiny. It was not an

when PPatty had business with his cus-
tomers acros= the bar of the Joy, and 1
never troubided myself even to wonder

what his secret dealing= were, hut that
Kindly look in the fuee of Taras exeited

a strange feeling

"-‘l"ll i |'.I"-l'.'l| n= the l‘t"l\'l'.

“Here! It's no manner of use your

afore 1 go into It

looks

me hear what you've got to say.,"”

All that T know now has [been ac-|do so they engaged themselves as sai- pipe in his mouth, and I judged that |
synired since that time. Then I spoke | lors on board a vessel bound for Lon-| he was looking ,"“Ir,,r Taras and Drigo
like a savage and was littie better than | don,  Their contract binds them to re-| who had not vet arrived. 1 waited “;
a savage in any way, baving lived | turn with the ship to their country, | (he shadow of an archway until he
from ey childhood friendless and ut- and they cannot openly break the con- | knocked the ashes out of his pipe and
terly neglected. | tract without rendering themselves lin- tarned into the house, yawning and

Taras and Drigo spoke togetherin s |ble (o be taken back hy force. Bul | soratehing the back of l;l; nead. Then
fongue that was unknown to me, and | they intend to desert, and our object is | slipped down the alley to the stairs,

vel unity of looking | ovide ace . hie .
Ill:mtf:t: '::::“I::::]:'"i .“'l'ﬂl'-:u \\'nli | h.‘ (s "lh. < .I‘I:"-‘h'.“r I"Irlvlga to which | here was no light to be seen at the
L o y. " | We may convey them by night from | yeck of the house. The passage door
about 32 then, and as I have said, atheir ship as soon as it arrives, and | wuo shut, and the rickety shutters ef
fine, large man. There were resolu-|where they may change their seago-| (he hav window were closed also for |

tion and strength in hiz chin and nose, ing clothes for the dress we shall have | {he first time in my remembrance |
but great Kindness in his mouth auod .

in readiness for them. We chose this| {rpder the stairs 1 found a dry timber
clear, deep blue eyes. T could see then |inn for that purpose it is conveniently | where 1 could sit secure from observa-
that he was to be loved and feared as

near the dock and is not open to ob=| tjon. and there I waited for Tarns.
well. Not so Drigo. There was noth-| servation. 11 you do not choose to let | e was not likely to come for five or

ing to love in his tace. His deep sunk | us use your house, we must find some | g hours having fixed the hour for the
black eyes were crafty: his mouth was|other. That is the whole matter.” -p-a;-:uu- of his friends at 2, but T did not
brutal; his mustache was clipped, and | “Now I tumble to it right enough,” r‘ulml that, It was a u.l';ld still night,
bristling out added to the ferocity of | said Putty. I see yon're a gen'leman, | | had nu!l;illg else to do nf;m‘ dark but
the lower part of his face. Two front | sir, and I allers likes to deal with gen- | 1o think, and 1 might just as well sit

teeth were missing, and the rest were | ‘lemen,  But you will understand, sir, | there and dream as anywhere else. 1

black, His face was deeply marked by | that all this nere is agen the Jaw, and | heard Putty put up the shutters about
the smallpox. That type of man was| | lay myself open tolose my ticense |13 and when I went up the alley an
not unknewn te me. " | .nd get o month or two of hard 9"“"|lu;||r later 1 saw by the glimmer of
1 suppose we can wail here till the ! for lettin of parties into the house nﬁor! light through the dirly fanlight over
—the bloke retarne®’ sald Taras. | closin hours.” the side door that he was still sitting
“You ken if you like."” i “1 will pay you for your risk.
|

How | up.
“Ishe your father™' asked Drigo, set- | mueh do you want?"” A little after the clock had struck 2 1
ting himself on the bench facing the

. “1"ts more risky than you think. ll'u'nllghl sight of a boat coming across
bar, | looks like a dead and alive hole, a< no | the river from the Rotherhithe side. |
“WNo" one comes anigh onee in a blue moon, | As it drew into the steps [ made out |
“Your husband® but the coppers keep a bloomin sharp one man at the oars and two men in |
“No." {eye on us all the same. When do you | the stern seat. Then my heart bLeat |
“What then"’ | expect this here vessel to arrive?”’ quicker, for I felt that Taras was there |
“What's that to you?"" | replied. “Tomorrow. Buat it before 1 heard his voice, |
“What is it toanyone?’ I asked my- | layed till Saturday, “We shan't want you any more to-|
self ax 1 made my way throungh the bar|  ““That means o sitting up on the night,” he said as the boat ran ashore, |
parler to my former seat on the bal- | look out three or four nights OFf course | “but you will be at the same place to-
cony. “What does it matter to any | the job would be pulled off when ne-| morrow at the ssme time.,"” !
one who [ am or what I am? A home- | hody much ain’t about?” SN e there master, never fear. |
less dog would find  more friends than |  “RBetween 2 and 3 in the morning, if Gomd night, gentlemen.”™ |
I; a drowning eat would get more pity. | possible.” “Gicod night,” |
What good am I toany one?  What | «“Phat’d de.” Then after a little con- . The boatman pushed off, while Taras
gowd is life to me?™” | sideration Putty sald: “Here, 1'll tell | and Drigo groped their way up the
Such thoughts as these were passing | you what 1'll do.  You shall have the | dark and slippery steps over my head.
through my mind as I lelled upon the | yeo of my room fora dellar a night |1 knew the otk r was Drigo by the |
sodden handrail of the platform, look- | while you're on the lookeut, and you | sound of his harsh, guttural voice 1"1!1“-!
ing out at the thick, dun water that |ahall hand over a five quid the night | ing as he stumbled. I
sluggishly lapped the slimy shore, | (he job is pulled off and your mates | A% =oon as | dared | slipped from my |
when feeling the presence of soie one | gof clear. Now | ean't say fairer than | hiding place and ran up the stairs like |
1 turned my head and  perceived Tarms | (hat, can 17" acat, When | reached the top, | saw |
stanling near with a notebook and & Tams aceepted these terms, and after | their figures standing up sharp and |
pencil in his hands. He had found his | some further discussion ke and Drigo black against the light fartber up the
way out there by the passage and was | e} the Joy, saying they would return | alley—Taras square and erect, Drigo|
amusing himself by sketching me, lean- | the fellawing afternoon. with his head buried in his shoulders |
Ing against the wall, with his pipe in| T slipped out of the Joy Ly the way 1| They stopped at the side door of the
his mouth. | thought he was “taking | had entered it and burried round to! Joy and mpped lightly. The light
me off,” finding =omething in my face | the front, impelled. T think, by seme from within fell upon Taras' fair beard
w ridicule like everyone else, and 1| gurecognined hope that Taras would | as the door opened. A few words were
tarned my back on Rim.  Not that 1| pod to e again. [ know that 1 sank  nterchange in a low tone, the door
minded whether he made sport of me | down on the steps of Raxter's wharfl closed, turning the corner under the
or not—I1 was too accustomel to =erve | disconsolate when | saw him 1n the gas lamp into Sweet Apple lane. [ did
s the butt of coarse jest and beartless distance turn the corner of Ferryboat not attempt to follow them, dreading
saronsm to heed another shall, more or glley and disappesr without looking te pass the door where Putty might
less, even from one who scemied less pack. «till be standing, but stood there with
wrutal than the rest—but T had no de-| | had been sitting theve in dull apa- a feeling like the cmving for food in
sire to add to the amusement of my thy, my elbowsou my knees and my my breast until the impule to over-
natural enemies. chin in my palms, a quarter of an take Taras and speak to him, sven
“Do you mind standing as you stood | hour or 3 minutes, when | heard a though Drigo were still with him, over-

might be de-

| had all filed into the Joy.

the alley and along the lane, -tmining‘l

my eves with mad desire to see him |
nguin.

They were gone; the lane was emp- |
ty. When I reached High street and
stopped there, panting for bireath, not
a soul was (o be seen to the right or
left; not a sound hroke
lenee. [ gave up the pursuit in de-
spair and returned slowly in dejection.
The light was out in the Joy when 1
passed. | crept into the cellar, felt wy
way through the storerooms to my
corner in the loft and lay down 1o
sleep, comforting myself with the re-|
flection that I should eertainly see
Taras again the next night.

When I looked out in the morning, 1
saw Drigo and Putty on the baleony,
giving directions to a earpenter whe
was patching the shutters.  When that
Job was done, the man put soune serews
in the bolt of the passage door, Drigo
and Putty looking on all the while.
Taras was not with them, vor did [ see
anything of him all day, though 1
only left the =pot once to buy some
food with the money 1 had earned the |
day before, creeping under the stairs
and behind the barge and so round by
Johnson's yard into Sweet Apple lane
that I might not be seen f.om the Joy.
When the carpeater had done his
work they all wentin by the passage,
bolting the doeor after, and | saw no
more of them.

As soon as it was dark 1 went to my
hiding place under the stairs, but 1 was
less patient than I had been the night
before, and 1 eould not control my agi-
tation as the time drew near for Taras
to eome again. My teeth chattered,
my body and limbs trembled and |
shook with feverish exeitement, yet 1
knew not why. As the clock struck |
2 the police boat passed by, About |il'|'l
minutes later another boat came out of |
the murky distance and drew toward |
the stairs. As it pulled into the stairs
I counted five men in the stern, and |
knew by the number Taras had found
his friends, My beart sank in bitter!
disappointment, for I had made up my
mind to speak to him if he came alone
with Drige. Now there was no pre-
text for speaking to him—he was not
in danger. With his three friends he
was more than a mateh for Drigo and
Putty, suppesing they had evil inten-
tions toward him.

They landed, and having discharged
the wateriman, groped their way up the
dark stairs to the landing
where they stopped, talking together
in a low volce and in their own tongue. |
Eventually Drigo left them and went
to the Joy to =ee that the const Was
clear, Meanwhile, made reckless by

the dead si-

above,

| by unsatistied longings, | had left my

place, and following them nolselessly
up the steps stood now almost withino
arm’s reach of Taras,

the profile of his face
against the faint light beyond as he |

I distinguished
quite  clearly
turned to speak a few cheering words
to one of his friends—the bold, hand-
some outline of his aquiline nose, the |
eurve of his mustache and his sharp,
pointed beard.  Almost |
could see in his Gee the expression of

fancied 1

happiness in having rescued his friends,

I was envious of that kindly regard be- |
stowed upon another, and drawing a|
step nearer, by an instinetive impulse,

raised my hand and Jakd it on his

arm. The act was not intentional, 1]
could not help doing it.

The movement was seen by his com-
panion, who gave a ery of alarm. Tar-
as, seeing me, spoke a few low worids of
remongtrance to his friend that seemed |
to say: “What are you afraid of? It's
only a poor, miserable wail."” Then
recognizing me at a second glanee, he |
exelaimed softly in Foglish: |

“AD, it is you?"'

“Yes, itis me—the kipper,” 1 (ried
to say, but my voice was thick with fe-
verish agitation and my words unin-
telligible.

“You have come to tell us that it is
all right,” he said, adding, after he had |
given this explanation to his friends, |
“it's very good of you," and he nodde |
at me again with that kind smile that
had wrought such a mysterious eftect
upon my nature.

Just then Drigo whistled softly from |
the side door of the Joy, and Taras hur-|
ried his friends forward, leaving me |
there with more bappinessin my heart |
than I had felt in my whole life.

I waited on the landing uwntil they
Then 1
slipped past the closed door and ran
across to the archway in Sweet Apple
lane opposite the house. 1 knew there |
was no accomodation for the party at
the Joy, and that as soon as the escap-|
ed wen had changed their clothes they
would come away. As there was no
other way but through Sweet Apple
lane they must pass me and [ should
see Taras once more, !

I had stood there not many minutes
when [ heard a glass crash in the Joy, |
and the next moment there was a deep

| him, but rather n savage exultation in
| the thought that

| to the door,

| ment within ceased after awhile, lend- |

| Tuwrns  Killad

=elf against the door, then there follow-
e a stifled ery, the shuMing of feet sud
the soumd of hlows.
sounds left me o no doubt as to what

heavy These
was golng on in the bar of the Joy,. In
=hadwell ane hears the noise of fight-
ing every night. But | ceald hardly
believe that Drigo and Putty were  the
attacking party. The latter I knew o
be a coward and feeble as well, hIll‘gI e AR NN A
soddiden with drink. Taras 1 felt sure
could defend himsell against balf o
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Dirigo's treachery
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and was now giving him a lesson not |
to be forgotten, and with a burning de- |
sire to hear him howling for mercy |

ran weross the road and put my ear |
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The fight was over already . 1 could ‘
hear no sound save a faint whispering |
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and oceasionally the shuffling of feet,
and even these indieations of move-
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ing me o believe that the whole party NN
hail retired to the room beliind the bar. |

I vould not make it out. There was no
swearing, no altercation, nothing but

silence. It was the strangest way of |

| concluding a fight or quarrel that T ev- |

What did it mean? Had |
some terrible |
blow of that strong arn and were they
all silenced by the fear of alarming the |
police?  That seemed to me the most i
plausible explanation.

er heard,
Drigo by
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lock in the side door of the Joy, aml nl-
most immediately afterward I saw the
three escaped friends of Taras conie np |
from Ferryboat lane. They walked in |
haste. | thought then that they might |

| e tn search of a docter, but they wever| s 1 NOW RUNNI

There was no light Lo
light of the|
ns the

down the alley.
be seen through the fan

side door, and all was silent

66
night. T hung about the place in vague
perplexity, unable to leave it, l'\|-m'l-.
ing every minute some further develop- |
ment of the mystery.

At 7 o'cloek, when it was broad doy-
light, the front door of the Mariner's
Joy opened, aud Putty came out and |
took down the shutters. He had not a |
sgratch on his fuce. While he \\:l-l
thus engaged Drigo appearved, and he
also showed no sign of having been in
the fight. He spoke to Putty and then |
walked oft Apple lune, |
Putty went in and reappeared, sweep- |
ing away the fragments of broken
glas=. ‘Then for the first time a lerri- |
Ile fear that Taras had been Killed in
the tight took hold of me and shook
me ke an ague. Bot T did not know
I was like one paralyzed—

along Sweet

what to do,
incapable of anetion, I never thought
What use if
Besides; from the ear- |

of going to the police,
Tarus was dead?
lest days of my  reeollection, I had re-
garded the police as my natural ene-
my—the enemy of all outeasts and |
homelesss wretehes like me,

But after a time |
Drigo
lane with a loaf under his arm and ot h-
er provisions in his hands. Then, des- |
perate with this new born fear, I step)e-
ed into the
where I had been erouching, and stopp- |
ed him, |

“Where is h
fair beard?'" 1 asked.

“Why,"” hesaid, in his broken En-
glish, with a grin on his hateful face,

caught sight of

returning down NSweel

Apple

road  from the doorway

s—the big man with the

,].ri-t--. Yhe went away with his friends

but not a sign of embarrassment or -u|‘-1
|

hours ago.”
“That's a lie,” said 1; only three

men have come out of the Joy in the |

The Trouble to

| night, and those are the three \\-im|

went in with you and the man with
the fair beard.”
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didn't go away with his [friends he is
in the house now, and if you are still in |
doubt you had better come in and see.' |
The words 1 have underlined he |
whispered with such a fiendish grin |
there was no mistaking his ||n':|||im;.|
|

Is ONE DOLLA
Feature is the |

If he had =aid plainly, ‘Come share the
fate of the man with the fair beard,’
the threat would not have been more
olwvious,

SWill you eome, Beauty?" he added
with a sneer, {

I made no reply, and he went on to |
the Joy with a derisive chuckle,

It wns not the fear of death that
made a coward of me; my life was too
wretched and hopeless to be cherished.
It was the dread of personal violence
and physical suffering; that’s all.  But |
in the course of the morning I grew | emme— — "
apathetic under the sense of weariness
and dejection. “If the man with the HAVE Ynu
fair beard is killed,”" 1 said to myself, | n
“1 may as well be Killed, too, and be
done with it fer good and all.” |

And with this thought 1 erossed the |
lane and pushed open the door of the |
Joy, |

[To be continned. ] |

HARD

With the only complete bicycle plant in the world,

art of the machine is made from Ato Z,is it |

t Victor Bicycles are acknowledged leaders? |

There's no bicycle like a Victor, and no plant so grandly
as the one devoted exclusively to the man

where every
any wonder

com
of this king of wheels.

OVERMAN WHEEL CO.

BOSTON,

E\s Crewma Bak
THE, O%
o

°'~

WASHINCTON,

500G i Srrich 55 Wam s fich Vohi, 0G

, > Ot S

More Beits Made

and Sold and
More Sufferers
Cured than by
all other Electric K
Belts combined. %

The

DENVER, SAN FRANCISCO.

M. Imm Patented Appliance
.4 D'
ness of Men, Free with all I.I:t:: bk

Electricity nl’l\i ;T:M ﬂ_dh '.(
elements thus dralned, whic

robist bealth and v % is no e
cnaes throughout 1h ﬁ't:;':f' all other trentmen
strong letters bearing

young, m
S Rives test) Tom #enL aenbed,
?l’l?lﬂl‘l’ly-inmﬂh;-hw"'nﬁ ; ,.'““ "'%mmm from all parts of the country,

o post Jola
lite :'Ml “:rlull‘ for it,

Mnnn&hnﬂlﬁlﬂ%

R Per Year, if paid in advance, and outside the Serial
-iveliest Newspaper published in the County.

Subscribe at once and Read every line of the Serial,

“Out of the Jaws of Death.”

Sample Copies will be sent to everyone wishing to read the opening chapters

Send in your address.

ING & HEATH, McMinnville, Or.

DRUSS AND FAILED TO FIND A CURE?

Thousauds of Cures by our Felis are rersons who have done so.

DR. SANDEN'S ELECTRIC BELT

EW ELECTRIC SUSPENSORTY. !

The Crowning Triumph in Medico-Electrical Science
It cures all digcascs curable by Electricity:
It is a complete battery, as used by the fore:
most physicians, made into a Belt, so as 10
easily worn during work, or at rest. It
soothing, prolonged currents, which can
carried to any part of the body where there it
pain, and will give instant relief, as Elect
permeates the entire system with a na
glowing heat, rejuvenating every weak orga
or part of the body. .

from Nervous Debility, Seminal Wenknoss, Im
Eleeplessness, Lame Back, Kidney of
g from o\dl r-ta :l&fll;lﬂ
b excosses, worry or expoture, will find nspe
I' rament cire in this marvelous fnvention, which requires but & trial to 88
Vo thﬂml.“l‘p"ﬂ} In your “urmmr by exoe
in nerve force and

4 of
:;:;ﬂql“kln"eﬂ-fm ok of force., If y i repince iuto y oul
" or vigorousstrength, you will remove tiy
streugthand v will follow st ouce inanatural way, Thisisourplssand

Dr. Sanden’s Electric Bel xperiment, as we have restored 50“"“:

ta rm-&. a8 can be ghown by hund
who would gladly testify, and from many of whom w8
¥ to their recovery after using our Belt.

book “Three Classes of Men,” should be read b’ég
i

Our 200

and old man, free. It explnins our plan of t

hom we ryelous work st
showing our marvelous \ng you
L)

w
1t will cost you nuthing, and mey bo the means of reos

Strength, It brings wealth, happiness and fruitful marriag

READ WHAT CENTLEMEN WRITE us mMm—
~——YOU MAY
CENERAL DEBILITY CURED, pLE e S . R e

Dr. A. T. Handen, Dear Sir — et

rizor vieal wenk ness, and almeost mrampiete ioss of jower

Ty tired fosling, Lomes aching, ot nes
snsn of if . | now enjoy lile b"ﬂfu:l‘h'lll T haw

othere write or eall sn me Truly Fours,

RHEUMATIEM AND LAM L ]

Bt i Innd, Creg. » |3 :
P A T fon. Damr Kir—1 got ane <f your beits two e by ag for L, HO2 it

1. fen which |

barn abl thw rh ot

wolkr | bars ased 1-...;-..5.- + fenl
Pr

NERVOUS DESILITY AND LOSS OF VICOR CuRED - &. 1
D, A T Senden, Desr Siy ] hore et Oﬂ-‘-:'“‘ b oy :
i I L R T de R i | B e
cure grate'uily, CHAR ‘,llﬁ'“_ | -t b, = y

la vigor dally, sad am ranT n every

parc.
Applied into the nostrils it ia Pr. Sanden's Electric Rel

Jour bait I & v,

stmost conlidecce in your Urestment. You have tan poars past,
"1 "ToW)

EN, % and 3 Turk it eet

safferel | .
3 ,"-:..::;‘:":'m:'-’:th-m- 1% mor the | hed & ot o hi, | awm 'oceted Rees
H

£ad we warrant it to cure any of the .:.:." '.-"""::'Hntm

. LAM .
‘mkm}&m E RACK AND lHlU.ATI.ﬂﬂ CUR!D.

. M go upwitha | Dr. A, T Banden,

ard & new }‘. stratn coming frv
have the | (o™ which | enfersd
ths statement aiso have -‘. Y thowss it

CURED,

L
20 | aver was inm
g hped cured "ﬂ
Id find it the "'."'TT'. Lad 1o ikt
- L » -
Rt <t hoal b in fhe tua one whs wanteto Lnanire atent 1, R0, ERT BURKEL, Kagioser otsl
Tatersctional ll:‘:’l_ LOST VITALITY AND 'm? CU"D;‘ Jane
bl rorete, Wash,
; Bands , Doar My .~ {uce wearing oar belt | hor
and aft r e mo
. My memory ls pow nes
£ moch o ronger than bl E
Yours truly, H

oy would

AW En guer

bue slrenwil o meet all
cur Boc k st onoe, sent

. % ot l-t-my in the ———
“g‘:':'""‘-l Ton Loung, middle-aged e taranken limbe or m@'ﬂ'.., Refunded.

SANDEN ELECTRIC CO

ver given (o weak
They are

en, and will cure easen In two or three monthe

" 172 First Street, PORTLAND, ORECON.

v




