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their troubles, they will find in this

staft to finish.

FAMOUS neurologist sald recently i
our patients much medicine any mor
to think abdut, If wewan make a man put
constructive and shift the focus of his mind from his badily ills, we
can give him a good start on the road to Health” And this is the blg
1dea out of, which the story of “The Destroying Angel” is woven.
any of our teaders need to get their minds

magnet. For Louis Joseph Vance, you kno
yarn. "He keeps your mind electrified an

a lecture: “We don't give
. We give them something
his thoughts on something

"
ntirely off themselves and
few serial an uncommonly strong
lv, never wrote a tiresomo
I your interest eager from
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CHAPTER |

* Doom.
“Then I'm to understand there's no
hope for me?”

heard
vivid Qetail.

“Sedms to be the open season for
runawpys,” Hamtiton was saylog. “It's
only q few duys slnce Thurlow Ladis-

zn( afterwards remembered In

“I'm afraid not...” Grey sald
reluctantly, sympathy in his cyes.

“None whatéver,” The verdict was
s brusquely emphasized by Hartt,
one of the two consulting speclulists.

Havirg spoken, he glanced at his
watch, then @t the face of hls col-
league, Bushnell, who contented him-
self with a folerant waggle of his
bend, apparectly meant to imply that
the subject ‘of heir deliberations
renlly. must be, reasonuble.

Whitnker looked quickly from one

to the other: of his three Jjudge
acutely sel jve to the dread si
ficance to be detected in the expres
of cach. !
Failing to extract the least glimmer-
ing of hope fram the atiitude of wny
one of them, he drew a lo breath,
uneonsciously bracing himself in his
chair.

“It's funny.” he sald with his nerv-
ous smilo—"hard to reallze, I mean.
You seo. T fedl so fit—"

“Between attacks,” Hartt Interjected

<ion

Whitaker had to admit,

‘sald Bushnell, heavily,
wrecurrent ot Intervils  constantly
more brief, cach a trifle more severe
than lts predecessor.”

Evidently Bushnell co
Just word his prerogatly

There was 2 brief uneasy silence in
the gloomy consulting room.  Then
“Whitaker rose. ,

“37ell, hiw, long will you give me?"
he asked In.n strained veice.

“Six months,” said Greyerson, mis:
erubly avolding his eye.

“Dliree,” Hurtt corrected ol

“Perha » The proprietor of the
Jast word §troked his chin with a con-
tempiutive alr.

sidered the

“Thack: spid  Whitaker, without
irony. e stood for an instant with
his hend bowed {n thought. “What a

i outrnge,” he observed thought-
Anil ‘suddenly he turned snd
fung out Gf tlie room. .

Greyerson Jumpud to follow him, but

poused as_he heard the crash of the
“street dodr. - He turned with a twiteh-
ing, apologetic smile.

“Poor dgvil!” he sald, sitting down
at his desk and fishing a box of cigars
from one of the drawers.

“Married?" Hartt inquired.

arxp. That's the only mitigating clr-
cumstance,”. said Greyerson, distribut-
fng glasses. “He's quite alone la the
world, as far as I know—no near rel-
atives, at least. FHe's junior partner
in a young law frm down-town—senior
a friend or_classmate of his, I under-
stand: Druwmond & Whitaker, Moves

with the right sort of people. Young
Stark-——Peter  Stark—Is Ris  closet
friead.”

« s % s * 2 =

Hugh Whitaker stood for a long
tine—how long he never Lnew—hure-
headed on @ corner, just as he had
Jeft Greyerson's office: scowll at
nothing, considering tie enormity of
{he wrong that had beea put upon
Later, realizing that people were
ing, lie clppgit-on his hat to .
them and strbde uimlessly down Sixth
Avenue. . ‘

He turned acress own toward Fifth |
Avente, cume to his ¢iub, and went in. |
Pascing through the office, force of *
Bhabit swung his zaze to the letter-rack. !
“There wns n:square white envelope.loj
the W plgeonkale, ond It proved to be
addressed to him. Ile kaew the haud-
writing very well—too well; his heart
gave u gheat jump as he recogntzed it,
and then sonk like a siéne; for not
only must: he die, but he must give
up. the girl he loved, and had planned
to marry. ‘The first thing he méant to
do was to'irlte to her and explain and
release het from her promise. -The
next thing... .

He refused to Tet the idea of the next
step form In his wind. But be knew
-very well ‘what 1t would be. - In the
backwards ©of his understanding It

ar-,

las’ g vhat's her name?—
Mary--took the bit between ber teeth
and bplted with the old man's chauf-
feur”

Son
they
P
“He
kind.
low ed
in

far did
slas caught

cbody asked: “Mow
bt before old Ladi
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didn't give chase, ¥o's not that
If he was put to it, old Thur-
the unforgiving parent
e without any make-up

Gracey
distas bad a down
id,
was

med, and hey've no
wuching a penay of the

o P
antwil

prompily
hope hf ever
Luligjas coin
“mft what became of them—Mary
and the stoker-person?” .
“Nborty  kuows; escept possibly
themgelvs
“What's she like, this Mury-quite-

contehiry ¥ inquired George Breaton's
votee,

“0Oh. nothing but a kid," said little
Pisky

pt over eizhteen.
P elevater E
but Whitaker

Thi
time,
teforle taking it. chiefly because the

aiting by this
nused an lpstant

soun
iiam

of his own name, uttered by
Iton, had roused him out of the

abstiaction in which he had overheard
the ppreceding conversation.

“Al v, I'm sorry for Hugh Whit-
aker] going to take this hard,
migl'y hard.

Geprge Drenton asked, as If sur-
prisd: he

“What? T dida’t know

was [interested in that q;

“You must Le blind.  Allee Carstalrs
fias had Bl golog for a year. -
Doty thought she was only waiting for
i |10 make Some big money—he as
much as noyhody, T faney.”

ot

nton added  the ¥
Us tough,” he said soberly
s n white man, and Alice Cure
s dido't deserve him.  But

dn't blame any man for feeling
ip to be thrown over for an out-
ut rotter Uke FPerey Grim-

cut-

and
shay. .

Whitaker heard no more. At the
first mention of the name of Alice Lar-
staifs he had sontched her letter from
his [pocket and was reading. Nobody
will| ever know just what Allce Car-
stalps saw fit to write to Hugh Whit-
akef. The blood ebbed from his face
and| left it ghastiy, and when he had
torg the paper to shreds and let them
fiutfer about his fect, he swayed per-
ceptibly—so much so that one of the
pages took slarm and jumped to his
sid

3 =

The page now stood heslde him with
a tray. “Open i," he told the boy,
haif-bottle of .

and- then to Peter: “Fm. luing 0
bath. Won't you jump in?"
Peter whistled, watching the wine

gloss, “King’s peg, eh?" he sald, with
& lft of dlsnpproving eyebrows. “Here,
boy, bring me some Scotch and plain
water for comnmon people.”

The hoy disappeared as Whitaker
lifted his glass.

“I'm not waitin|
I need this now.”

“I hope," Peter sald thoughtfully,
“that the man who statted that lic
about drink making o fellow forget
died the denth of a dog. He deserved
to, anyway." He stopped at Whituker's
slde and dropped a hand on his
shoulder.  “Hugh," he sald, “you're
one of the best. Don't. . .

Whktever he had meant to suy, he
left unfinished hecause of the return
of the page with his Scotch; but he
Tad said enough to let Whiteker under-
stand that e knew about the Carstairs

" he said bluntly.

“That's all right,” sald Whlitnker
“P'm not going to makeia fool of w;
self, but T nm in a pretty bad wa,
Boy—" L

“Hold on!" Peter interrupted.
“You're not going to drder another?
What you've had Is enough to gal-
vanize a corpse

“Barring the negligible difference of
a few minutes or months, that's me,”
returned Whitaker. .

“I'd like to know what you mean by
that,” Peter remarked, obviousiy wor-
ried. “What's the matter with you?

“Ask Greyerson., I can't remember
the name—it’s too long—+und I couldn’t
pronounce it if T dd.”

Peter's eyes nurrowed, “What fool-
ishness has Greserson been putjing
into your head? he demanded. “I've
a gaod mind to go punch his—"

“fu isn't his fault,” Whitaker as-
serted, *IUs my own—or rather, It's
something In the natare of a posthu-
RONs L From My Progenitor:
of “em died of it, und wow it

t]
everad
cems I

“you Look as If You'd Secn a Ghost”

must. Greyerson says so, at least, and
when I ¢idn't helleve Tim he called in
Hartt and Bushnell to hold my ante-
wortem. They made it uneaimous. If
I'm uncommonly fucky I may tve to
seb nest Thanksgiving.”

“Tou can't muke me believe that,”
Peter insisted. “It just can't be so.
A man like you, who's alweys llved
clern . % . Why, look at your athletic
record! 1 won't belteve it!"

His big, red, gencrous fist described
a large and incooclusive gesture of
vlolence.

“well,” he grosvled finally,” grons all
this—whlch I don’t, not for one little
minute—what do you mean to do?” |

“Beg pardon, Ar. Whitaker—did you [ “I don't mind telling you,” said
enl{ me? © }ihitaker: “I don't know. Wish I
steadled himself aod]did. At the sume time, I've got to do

he recogalzed the boy. get away somewhere.”

Giy,

T
i
dey
bra

e boy produced the printed form
Whitaker hastily seribbled his or-
on it. “Bring that up to the Ji-
ry,” he said, “and be qulck about

He stumbled into the. elevator, and
prosently found himsclt'in the library.
Thpre ‘was go one clse about, and
wifizaker was s glad of that us 1t was
in [bim to e glad of anything just
thdn. e dropped heasily Into a big
arthehale and ‘Walted, his brai whirl-
inif aml secthing, his nefves on edge
an{t screeching. In thlg state Peter
st4t§ found him. :
eter sauntered Into the room with
manner eclaborately carcless. Be-
th that mask he was anything but
Just as his appes was
anlthing. but . fortuitous.: Morcover,
Peler fad niready heard ‘about Aliee
Carstairs and Percy Grimshaw.

al
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Abrupt Inspiration sparked the imng-
inution of Peter Stark, and he begun
to sputter with enthustasm,

“T've got It!" ke cried, jumping to
Lls feet. “A sea trip's just the thing.
Chances are, it'1] turn the trick—bring
vou round al right-Q, and prove what
asses dnctors are. I'can have the Ad-
venturess put in commlssion within
three days. We'll try that South Seas
thing we've talked gbout so loog.
What ¢'you say?”

A warm light glowed in Whitaker's
sunken eyes. He nodded slowly.

Just suppose ‘now that 'In
Whitaker's battered ‘mind the
seed thought of suicde has
started to swell and sprout—do
you believe that the anticipation
of a sea trip wlil Kill the seed?
There's a hint I thls question.

‘Hel-10"” he §ald, by mere
Ident to catch sight of Whitaker,
o was almost invlsible in the big
chhir with its back: to the body of the
ropm. “What you dotog up here, Hugh?

a¢|

Jurked—n - gray, grisly, ~shameful
shadew. .
The elevalor kept him waillng o

foomwment or two, just round the corner;
trom the grill-room door, whence came |
and of volees tolkirg and Jaughing.
wjtaker heard what was'being sali
aut,

=
=1

at  first, | compreliending—!

What's up?”

It's all 'up” sald Whitaker, trying
pull himsel? together, “Everything's
™

Don't belleve It,” sald Stark, coolly.
“My feet are on the ground; but you
k as if you'd‘seen a ghost.”

to|

"I have—my own,” sald Whitaker-

(TO BE CONTINUXD.)
-

. Not a Thief.

* Man who broke Into the house while
{he owner was away and took nothing
bat a sbave could scarcely be called
a thief, because he went out with less
than he came fn Wwith.

-
Fine fenthers often make the old
man wear his sul.another season.—
apsas Clty Jour .

creatn over the brandy In the lonyg’

flistoric
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M. HENRI QUITS DRINKING.

Eighty senrs ago Madame Heor! had
no idea that her fame would extend
from the village of Brittany in which
she lived to nll corners of France, or
that her name would ever be spoken
In whispers.by o natlon’s story-tellers.
She fully expected to lead a quiet and
useful life, and in the end be burled
with her forbears in the charchyard.
She was a qulet, practical women, 8
fine housekeeper and an excellent man-
ager, and everybody respected her.

When she was married most of the
girls of the viliage envled her and per-
haps a tew hted her; for divers dam-
sels had made strenuous efforts to
capture the young man who beeame
her husband, M. Henrl was extremel
handsome, and had a hundred ch
and grace:
the countrsside, he was full of witty
~fories, and the way he could dunce
was a caution, Eversbody tdmired the
young man. Well, it is true that the
old cure shook his head now and then,
when Henri was mentioned. The young
man was too flighty, sald that reverend
man. Bur the cure was hopeful when
he heard the nome of Henri's bride.

This girl eame of & thrifty family,
and she abhorred waste, witheut being
0 ious. She was distinguished for
her beautiful complexion, which re-
minded people of ercam and roses;
her face was framed by i

s of

Every Night, Till the Whole Body Was Disposed Of, She Carried a Bundie to

last wild ont. She belleved hlw, ang
negotlated for a farm she 4ad had her
eyea on for a long tithe, Then one day
she handed him some money to take to
the notury who was conducting the
negotiation.

Ie didn't tuke the money to the no-
tary. e took it to the Horn of Plen-
ty. Late at night he returned to
is abode !n merry humor. He opened
the door and entered, weering a vcu-
ous grin. Madame Hearl rose from
her chair and faced him, and o lot
wave of anger swept over fer, She
forgot her plienomerial streagth when
che struck him. He fell to the floor
like a sack of meal, and she realized
that he had taken his iast drini,

On  succeedlng = days nelghbces
pansed, as usual, at Mademe Henris
garden gate, to gossip a bit, and she
volunteered the Information to all of
them that her husbaod had quit drink-
ing and was golng to settle dowo. He
had gone away to look at several prop-
ertles which were for sale, and she
dido’t know when he'd be back. Aftor-
wards_the oelghbors remetnbered that
she had harped upon this matter in-
sistently, bringlog it up every time she

| talked wlith them,

A quarter of a mile away from the
Henrl cottage there wns-a stream, and
upon the bank of this stream there
stood a gristmill, One mornlng as the
miller was golng to his daily task, he
observed a queer-looking object on one
of the blades of the waterwheel. With
the help of a long pole, hooked at the
end, he pulled’the thing off the water-
wheeland brought it to land. It was
o coarse sack, contalning something
heivy. He opened the sack and beheld
a part of & human body. With his
dusty hair on end, he went to the vil-
lage police statlon, and the officer in
charge accompanied him to the river
bank und fospected the gbastly discov-
ery.
*This was done Iy 2 “foman,” sald
thé village sleatk, “Only a woman
woutd have used a needle and thread
on a sack. A mun would have tied it.”

The slarm was given, and the vil-
Ingers helprd to comb the strear, and
ing the day various similar s
were found, all containlng fragments
of a human bady, and all sewn with
needle and -thread.  The head alone
couldn’t be' found, tnd the head waz
nee ¢ to the identification of the
victim, and the solution of the my:
tery. The days went by and no prog.
T was made, but the viilage sleuth
studied and worried over it day and
night. and finally concluded that the ab-
sence of M. lienrl would bear investiga-
tion. So he disguised himself after the
manper of Vidoeq end managed to be
come well szcqueinted with Madame

e M

the River and Threw It In. -

curling brown balr. And she was cele-
brated in her own nelghborhood for
her physleal strength. Without being
bulky or awkward, she had the power
¢f two ordinnry men In her muscles.
The strongest wan in the village was
s an infant fa her hands when, to lend
interest to the evening sports, she con-
sented to demonstrate her strength.
So Henrl married this lovely and at-
treetive girl, and they went to house-
keeplbg, and for a while the husband
was n success. He worked dlligently.
and spent his evenlngs at home, and
his wife managed so successfully that
money was being saved. But nll the
time the young man hungered and
‘thirsted for the bright lights fn the
tavern wipdows. And before long he
Vegan ninking frequent trips to the
grog bazaur, and when he returned
home his breath spoke volumes. It
went from worse to worse, as It usu-
ally dovs In such cases, and in & few
months Madame Henri had to speod
Ter evenings alone. The husband was
holding high wassail at the Horn of

Plenty inn.

It was breaking her heart, and she
pleaded and argued with him, and even
threatened, and all to no avail. Henri
came reeling home. scazly avery Light,
a spectacle for the gods,

Then a relative vf hers died and lelt
her a comfortable legacy. She had
long koown that this money - would
come to her, and when she was mar-
ried she and her husband had made
beautiful plans as to what they would
do with it. They’d buy a little farm
and lve happy ever after. And now that
the legacy was hers, Madame Heorl
mude one last effort to areuse a sane
ambition In her husband. She implored
him to quit his foolishness and help
her carry out the original plans. He
seerned to be rouscd by her eatreaties,
and promised her to refrain from the,
Aowlng bowl forever, He had sown bis

Heari, and soon conciuded that her sto-
ries about her husband were false.
Then he accused her of his murder in
so many words.

The madam, strong as she was, fell
fa a swoon, and when she recovered
consclousness  confessed  everything.
After Suding that ber husband was
dead, e carried his body to the cel-
lar, and there chopped him into con-
venient chunks with an ax. The
pleces she sewed up in sacks, and ev-
ery night, until the whole body was dls-
posed of, she curried o bundle to tie
river and threw it fo.

Even when this was known most of
the people sympathized with the wom-
an, knowing how much she bnd en-
dured. The terrible story was carrled

ait over Europe, and for weeks to-|
gether the newspapers were full of 1t. |

and wany years afterwards tourists
went out of thelr way to visit the eor-
ner of Brittany where Madam= Henr!
induced her husband to sign the
pledge.

The wowan was tried nnd convicted
in due season, and wns seuten wd- to
twenty years at hard labor.

Her Expansive Hat.

A.woman entered a car rather out
of breath acd presented a ngular
appearance, fer instend of a hat she
was balancing a huge basket on her
hend with as much grace and ease as
If it had been her Sunday bonnet. She
could just manage to get through the
doorway, but she sat down with the
basket gracefully poised on her head

“All fares, please,” sald the con
duetor. “And I shall'want twopenr
for that tkere basket, mum.”

“Get awuy with yer,” she sald. v
charge anything for ladles' fure™

“Ne, mu!
“Thin git on with yer wor-

‘er basket I8 u-golng to be iy
Pittsburzh Chronlcle-Telegrat.
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SPECULATE!!

—provided you ean afford to lose.

Dut it Is well to remémber that
5% of the people die rich, ¥3% die
poor, 665 die pennifes:

WIHY?

95%

Much of this 93¢ must have had
money some time during their lives.
It is beyond pussibitity that they
were always poor. What did they
do with thelr mon thut  they
shoultt die poor—G6% penniless?

Government records wil reports
of hmsiness failures, collupsed stoek
promotions, the
fuke schiemes, cte., etc., furnish the
strongest of proof th: thousands
every year losc thelr all—all their
doney and alt thelr hopes—in 8
vain struggle for blg profits—te get
rich quick! .

Any established, substantinl bust-
ness man will tell you that safety
of principal and surety of reasona-
ble veturas are chiefiy responsible’
for the 5% of successes 45 aguinst
the 955 of fallures.

Safety of principal and surety of
reasonable returns are offered you
in’ our 5% GUARANTEED Firsi
Mortgage Bond Certificates
$100, $H00 and $1,000
of-value First Mortgug
proved Detroit Neal E
S1 of investment secured by more
than £2 of actunl income-prodicing

ivn and
refercnces

and
nteed

apon ast,
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by

Urban Realty’
Mortgage Company

$200,000.00 Paid-up Capital
46.48 W. Congress St., Detroit

Pulp for Paper.

1t is reported that the department
of “ngriculture Is experimenting with
wire zras source of supply £or
pulp for waking p:

e manules
tured from the proved as
satisfac first-
fe machine-finisherl printed paper.
In appe: i in focliog the paper
praduced is Towever, the
el that mord
requived in the
W in the case of

bleaching proces
puplar stol

This Is No Joke.

They graduated in June.

“What are you doing now?”
the ear girt Iii the dialozue.

“Newspaper  work,"  replied  the

voung man. I have el ¢ of the

“Hints to Mothers’ columu on the Daily

asked

And )‘151?"

imilac stunt,” ane
swered the dear girl. T write the
about Town' urtlcree fur the
ily Gusher."

An Unwelcome Variety.
Bliggins an optimist?”

Bt he's ane of the kind that
reminds you of all your troubles aud
then tells you ta cheer ap.”

“Another Article
Against Cofiee”—

In spite of broad publicity,
many people do not realize
the harm the 2} grains of
caffeine in the average cup
of coffee does to many
users, until they try a 10
days’ change to

. POSTUM

Postum satishes the de-
sire for a hot table drink,
and its users generally sleep
better, feel better, smile
oftener and enjoy life more.

A fair trial—off coffec
and on Postum—shows .

“There's a Reason’
|- /




