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CHAPTER IX.

THE
moment of strained silence

that ensued upon Horrlgan’* en-

trance was broken by tbe Irre-

pressible Perry, who. having
rescued Cynthia from Gibbs at tbe

dose of their dance, was escorting her

triumphantly from the ballroom.

“This is my dance.” he remarked

happily to Aiwyn as be came np, “and

we’re going to sit It out If Mrs. Ben-

nett In her capacity of chaperon should

ask for Cynthia, you can tell her we’re

going into tbe glass bouse to stroll

among tbe romantic vegetables.”
And he departed with bis prize in the

direction of the conservatory. Tbe mo-

ment’s interruption had sufficed for

Walnwrlght to whisper an admonitory
word in Horrigan’s ear. Dallas, too.

fearing a clash, took Bennett’s arm.

"It’s so warm in here!” she murmur-

ed. "Perhaps we can find better air in
one of the other rooms. Shall we try?"

“Walnwrlght.” exclaimed Horrlgan.
as the portieres closed behind the may-
or and girl. “I don’t like that! Is your
niece on his side or with us?”
- “I don't know,” answered Watn-

wrigbt discontentedly, “and I don’t

like to force an Issue by asking her.

It doesn’t especially matter, I suppose.
In any case, I can trust her.”

"You’re In luck!” sneered Horrlgan.
"That makes two people you say you
can trust—first your secretary, Thomp-
son, and then— Hello!” he broke off

as a swarthy middle aged man hurried

in. “Looking for me, Williams? What’s

op?”

The newcomer was visibly excited,

and at first glance Borrlgan had seen

that something was amiss.

"What’s up?” repeated the boss.

“Ellis has gone—deserted 1“cried Wil-

liams.

“Ellis!” echoed Wainwright in dis-

may, for the man of whftm Williams

spoke was one of the aldermanic "solid

thirteen” on whom Horrigan counted.

The boss made no comment, but wait-

ed impatiently for bis henchman to

continue.

“Ellis has gone,” repeated Williams.
“He left a note for me saying bis wife

Is very 111 and the doctor's ordered him

to take her south. So he can’t attend

Friday’s meeting."
“Can’t attend the meeting'!” gasped

Wainwright “But everything depends

“Oh, he’ll -be on hand, the cur!”

growled Horrigan. “The rest are stand-

ing solid of course?”

“I think so.” hazarded Williams, "but

some of ’em are pretty scared. We’ve

never bad such a fight before as Ben-

nett’s putting up against us now,

"and’”—
“I’ll strengthen ’em up so os to

knock out any weakening!” declared

Horrigan confidently. “It’s Ellis we’ve

got to look after now. Go after him,

Williams, on the first train south and

haul him back. Have him here by

Friday If you have to kidnap him

I'll stand for any damage or expense.

Only see he’s here for that meeting
It’s up to you. Now Jump!"

As Wllllums hastened toward the

door Horrigan called after him:

“On your way out send word to Rob-

erts that 1 want to see him here. Well.

Wainwright,” he resumed, turning

back into the rooni, "it looks bad.”

“Do you think”—

“I think we're in a tight place. If

our aldcruicn found out about Ellis'

quitting, there's no knowing bow many

of ’em would bolt If we could only

work Beuuett!”

“Out of the question. He can’t be

turned.”

“There’s no man who can’t be turn-

ed. I’ve one card up my sleeve yet

that ought to land him. But I’d rath-

er try something else first I wish we

cduld get a line on bis price."
“He can’t be bought! He”—

“Hot! Everybody can be bought

Only there’s some that can’t be bought

with cash. I’m wondering what there

is'that'll buy him if money won’t”

Gibbs, in search of an elusive part-

ner, crossed the foyer and paused to

greet them.

“What news?” be asked.

Wainwright surveyed the broker’s

well groomed figure with less approval
‘than usual.

“You seem to be industrious enough

tonight” said he. “It’s a pity some of

(tonight’s dancing energy couldn’t have

been devoted to your work this morn-

ing.”
Gibbs flushed at the reproof in words

and tone.

“I don’t understand," be replied

•tuny.

“Why didn’t you notify ms of the

i

big block of Borough stock that was

bought up just before noon?”

“I hadn’t heard about it," answered

Gibbs, with not quite all bis custom-

ary assurance.

“Everybody else heard of it You'll

have to keep better tabs on the murket

than that if you’re to be any use to us

Do you know who bought it?”

“No,” returned Gibbs, with growing
uneasiness. “Of course I don’t How

should I know? What are you driv-

ing at?”

“This Is what I'm driving at: Several

big blocks of the stock have been un-

loaded on tbe market during the past
few dnys and have been quietly snap-

ped up. Somebody’s evidently tailing
on to our game. You don’t know

who?”

“I've told you twice that I didn’t

know.” blustered Gibbs, masking bis

concern under a show of virtuous In-

dignation

The effort called forth all the astute

young broker's nerve, for a certain

shrewd scheme of bis showed signs of

fulling through. By his original ar-

rangement with Walnwrlght he was to

have manipulated all the Borough
stock purchases bn the exchange floor

and to receive 20 per cent of the profits

on the condition that he Invest not one

dollar In the stock on bis private ac-

count

Having strong faith In tbe deal’s suc-

cess and having no equally strong in-

centive to keep faith with bis partners,
Gibbs bad sought to swell his own

profits by secretly buying up quantities
of tbe stock for himself until every

penny of his capital was Involved. His

troubled mind could not now deter-

mine whether or not Walnwrlght sus-

pected him. Gibbs, while possessing

all the ambition, selfishness and lack

of conscience that go toward the mak

ing of a great financier, lacked the one

chief essentials for the part—namely.
a cold and un-

shaken nerve. It

was this defect

that now threat-

ened to expose

him.

“Well,” resum-

ed Walnwrlght

as though dis-

missing the top-

ic. “you should

have made It

your business to

know wbo is do-

ing this private
buying. That’s

what we brought you Into the deal for.

Anyhow, the mysterious purchaser is

liable to find himself in hot water be-

fore long."
“Why?" queried Gibbs in a voice he

tried to make Indifferent

“Only because the deal will probably
fall through."

"Fall through!" cried Gibbs, dismay-

ed. “What do you— Why, you told me

Mr. Horrigan could win over a four-

teenth alderman, and that with his

solid thirteen"—

“Yes,” drawled Horrigan, who had

been unobtrusively eying Gibbs from

the moment of his entrance, “we bad
some such notion, as you say. But my

'solid thirteen’ didn't happen to be as

solid as he looked. He’s bolted.”

“Bolted 1 Then we—we will lose!

We”—

“Say, Mr. Gibbs,” observed Horri-

gan, “you seem to take this thing pret-
ty hard for a man with only 20 per

cent at stake. Mr. Wainwright stands
to lose some millions. I’m Interested

to the extent of almost a million. Yet

you don’t see us getting pale and

shaky, do you? If a man can’t pay for

the chips he has no right In a poker
game. Brace up and act like a man.

can’t you? We haven’t lost yet I’ve

sent after the fellow that bolted, and 1

think I cau land the fourteenth aider-

man too.”

“Good!" exclaimed Gibbs In wild re-

lief. “And you’ll do your very best to

pull the deal through, won’t you?”
“No!" snarled Horrigan in elephan-

tine sarcasm. ‘,Tm going to spend the

time playing pingpong and diabolo

with the kids or taking a course of les-

sons in fancy knitting. Oh. buck up,

can't you. and quit acting like n baby!
Judge Newman's out there on the other

side of the ballroom. Chase over and

tell him to come here.”

Too coufused to resent the boss’

words, Gibbs meekly set out on his er-

rand.

“That chap's got a streak of yellow a

yard wide.” commented Horrigan, gaz-

ing after him.

“Not as bad as that,” replied Wain-

wright. '‘He’s young and not used to

reverses. You’ll find he Is game, all

right, when It comes to a pinch. What

did you want of Newman?”

“You’llsee. Here he comes.”

“You wished to speak to me. Mr

Horrigau?" piped the little Judge, hur-

rying into the foyer. “Good evening.
Mr. Wainwright. What a success the

ball isl My daughters have been danc-

ing all eveniug. And Mrs. Newman

is so”—

“Never mind Mrs. Newman Just

now,’’ broke In Horrigan. “There’s

something important I want you to dq
for me.”

He spoke, as be always did to New-

man, iu the' manner of one addressing
an incompetent servant The Judge,
for ail bis pomposity, deemed it wise

to Ignore the politician’s mode of ad-

dress.

“i want you u» uunt up Bennett.”

went on the boss, “and persuade him

to atop fighting tbe Borough franchise

bill. Tell him”—

"Oh.” gasped the Judge in genuine

alarm. "I really don’t think I could pre-

sume to”—

“Yes. you can.” contradicted Horri-

gan. “You can do it and. wbat’s more,

you will. You don’t feel shy about ask-

ing favors of me. and when it's the

other way around you’ve got to come

down or”—

"I know! 1 know!” protested the

frightened little Judge soothingly. “But

you don’t understand how”—

"I got you the nomination last Call.

Are you going to be a white man or

a welcber?" v

"But I’m sure tha* airs. Newman”—

"To blazes with Mrs. Newman! Now

listen to me. Go to Bennett and do

what you can to make him keep his

hands off our Borough bill. If he’s dif-

ficult offer him. In my name, tbe nom-

ination for governor next year. If you

can get him—well, there’s a vacancy

next year In the supreme court and”—

“I’lldo what. 1 can.” assented the

judge. “I’m sure you are right, Mr.

Horrlgan. even if your way of putting
matters is just a little ragged. I’llsee

Mr. Bennett tonight and use all tbe

persuasion In my power. I’m quite
sure civic welfare will be best served

if be willcease bis unseemly opposition
to tbe Borough bill. Thank you. Mr.

Horrlgan. I'm very 'sure that Mrs.

Newman”—

“I’mBure.too.” cut In Horrlgan. “Now

run on. We’re busy. Remember, now

—the very next supreme court va-

cancy”—

“Do you really think he has any In-

fluence with Bennett?" asked Wain-

wrigbt as the judge vanished.

“Can’t do any harm to try. They’re

neighbors in the country and in the

same crowd in society and all that. If

it fails. I’ve another card that’s even

stronger. Roberts ought to be here by
now. You found out about those notes

of his?”

“Yes; both of them. One for $7,000,
one for $15,000. Both secured by

mortgaging bis factory. Roberts can’t

meet them. They’ve been extended

twice, though the security must have

been fairly good or' the Rturtevant
Trust company wouldn’t have lent”—

“Williams said you wanted to speak
to me, Mr. Horrigan.” said a nervous

voice from the door, and a pale, middle

aged man came forward. He wore

worry’s stamp between his perplexed

eyes, and care had bent his narrow

shoulders.

“Yes. Good evening, Roberts,” re-

plied Horrigan cordially. “See yon

later, Wainwright”

The financier took the hint and walk-

ed toward the ballroom, on his way out

nearly colliding with Phelan, who was

entering the foyer. At sight of Horri-

gan and Roberts together Phelan’s

eyebrows went upward, with a Jerk,
and he tiptoed out in the opposite dP

rection as fast as his stout legs could

carry him in search of Bennett. Mean-

time Horrigan bad come directly to the

point, as usual, in bis appeal to Rob-

erts.

“Look here, alderman.” said he,

"you’ve been trying for years to get

through a park bill for your ward.

Still want It?”

"Yes,” returned Roberts. “My con-

stituents are at me all the time about

that park. They”—
"It would make your ward’s property

values go up 50 per cent and It would
make yon solid there forever, hey?”

"Yes. but”—

"Introduce that bill again, and I’ll

guarantee it willgo through.”
"Are you in earnest?" —-

"There's my hand on it. Only, of
course. It’s understood that your park

bill won't come up until after the Bor-

ough Street railway franchise is pass-

ed. Understand?”

“I’m afraid 1 do,” said Roberts after
a panse. "but 1 voted against that bill,
and”-

"You voted against the xjblll in its

original form,” Borrigan interrupted

reassuringly, “and you were right too.

It had a lot of clauses that you thought
weren’t square. But *1) those have

been cut out”

"But I still”—

‘‘Bat you’ll be doing what’s best for

your own constituents by looking aft-

er their Interests fa tte matter of me

pa ft You’ll be their hero for that Of
course if. 1 wanted to put it another

way I could remind you that your

business is in a bad way and that a

friend of mine has bought up your

notes at the Bturtevant Trust company

and means to send them to you tomor-

row. But that has nothing to do with

the case. So 1 Just”—
“I’mhonest, Mr. Horrlgan,” faltered

Roberts. “I” '

“Sure you're honest! That’s why

you’ll have the courage to vote for the

bill when you see it’s been amended

so as to be a good thing for the city.
That’s being honest, isn’t it?”

“I—l suppose so. And the notes—-

the”-

“Tbey’ll be sent you by registered
mail tomorrow if you want them. Do

you?”

"Y-yes. That is. I”-

“That’s settled, then. You’ve got n

level head. Good night.”
The boss strode qut. a grim smile of

victory on his big face, leaving Rob-

erts standing confused, doubtful, his

brain awhlrl How long the tempted
alderman stood thus—oblivious to tbe

music, bis surroundings and all wise—-

he could never remember, but a voice

at bis elbow brought him to his senses

-with a start that was. followed by a

thrillof fear as he wheeled and recog-

nized tbe speaker.

(To be continued.)

“Fallthrough!” cried
Gibbs, dismayed.

Judge Newman.

THE MIGHTY POWER OP MI-O-NA

Mi-o-na, that extraordinary gnd
perfect stomach tonic, will relieve

dyspepsia in twenty-four hours.

It will cure, and is guaranteed by
B. F. Fendig to the readers of The

Democrat to cure the most pitiful
cases of dyspepsia, if taken accord-

ing to directions.

Mi-o-na tablets not only cure dys-

pepsia, but all stomach disturbances,

such as vomiting of pregnancy, sea

or car sickness after excessive in-

dulgence.
Mi-o-na cures by strengthening

and invigorating the flabby stomach

walls, and after a course of Mi-o-na

treatment, constipation, if there Is

any, will entirely disappear.
Read this from the president of a

New York corporation:
“I have been a terrible sufferer

from dyspepsia and gastritis for two

years. The most eminent physicians
prescribed for me with no effect. I

have been absolutely cured by Mi-o-
na tablets. The first one gave me

relief almost incredible.”—Herbert

H. Taylor, 501 West 143 Street,
New York City.

Mi-o-na is a most economical

treatment—a large box of tablets

only costs 50 cents at B. F. Fen-

digs, and the dyspeptic, nervous or

otherwise, who does not give them
a trial, is losing an opportunity to
regain health.

CONTINENTAL INSURANCE CO.

The largest and one of the best

American companies writing fire

and wind-storm insurance on city
and farm property. Farmers, be-

fore renewing your insurance see

the Continental’s most liberal con-

tract. Any limit you wish on horses

and cattle. In case of loss we pay

on adjustment without discount, all

at the same price that smaller com-

panies will ask you. See that your

insurance is written in the Contin-

ental. Call at my office any time

and let me show you. The same

office the Continental has been rep-

resented in for years, Room 4, 2nd

floor, I. O. O. F. building.

A. J. HARMON, Agent.
Successor to J. F. Bruner.

Yes, The Democrat has a few

of those Wall Charts left, and the

price remains at 35 cents additional

when sold with a year’s subscrip-
tion to The Democrat, 45 cents If

to be mailed.

%WHO 13 JOHN W. KERN f”

{Albany (N. Y.) Daily Press-Knlcken

bocker, Ind. Republican.]

"Who is John W. Kern?” asks Wil-

liam E. Corey, the multimillionaire

steel magnate, who gained notoriety

by marrying 'Mabelle Gilman, the ac-

tress.

In the first place, John W. Kern is

an old fogy. He has such old-fash-

ioned notions that he despises a man

who would divorce his wife and the

mother of his children In order to grat-

ify an insane passion for an actress.

John W. Kern Is one of those back

numbers who place honor above dol-

lars. He would not sell his soul for

gold, even though the devil offered

him all the yellow metal there is In the

bowels of the earth. . He has remained

a comparatively poor man all his life

rather than enter a combine to rob the

people and drive competitors out of

business. He never, so far as we have

been able to learn, either founded a

public library or endowed a college.

Having lived an upright, wholesome,

God-fearing life all his days, he has

never felt the necessity of apologizing

to his Maker or offering penance in

the form of lucre for his sins.

William E. Corey is about as sharp

a contrast to John W. Kern as could be

found within the boundaries of the

United States, with the possible ex-

ception of James S. Sherman, the

other candidate for vice president

No man who holds dear the honor of

this country can contemplate the pos-

sibility of James S. Sherman becom-

ing, through an act of Providence, the

president of the United States with-

out shuddering, whereas, if John W.

Kern should be called upon to step

into the highest office he would grace

It.

“Who is John W. Kern?” asks the

faithless nabob who cast off his faith-

ful wife, the woman who had brave-

ly shared his days of poverty and had

struggled with him to build up his for-

tunes, as a man throws away a lemon

after he has squeezed the good out

of it. Such impertinence deserves no

answer, were it not for the sake of

calling attention to the brazen effron-

tery of men of Corey’s stamp who had,

through the medium of protected mon-

opoly, grown to be the greatest men-

ace that confronts this nation today.

Anarchy can be stamped out by force,

but the insiduous evil imposed upon

this long-suffering people by men

whom President Roosevelt designates

very forcibly as “malefactors of great

wealth," is even more to be dreaded

than anarchy.

“Who is John W. Kern?” Why, a

plain, honest American citizen of the

highest type, an unpretentious, clean-

livfng man. yet of scholarly attain-

ments and commanding intellect. Had

that purse-proud Pittsburg millionaire

read John W. Kern’s masterly reply

to the apology of James S. Sherman,

he would have no need to ask, “Who

Is John W. Kern?”

Poultry on tho Farm.

The farm provides the ideal environ-

ment for poultry. Th£ fine chickens

of the country should be produced on

the farm rather than on the city lot
There are no chickens so healthy and

so vigorous as those grown on the

farm. The fanner has opportunities
in rearing pure bred poultry which

are not afforded other breeders.

Whole Corn For Hon*.

After comparing the merits of who!t>

corn or cracked corn for laying hens

the Maine experiment station concludes

there is nothing lu the results to sug-

gest that it is necessary or advisable

to crack the corn for the hens kept for

laying eggs. .

An arm load of old papers for

a nickel ai the Democrat office.

FULL BLOOD SHORTHORN BULLS

FOR SALE.

One excellent 2-year-old and two

yearlings. Also farms to rent, pos-

session given either fall or spring.

S. P. THOMPSON.

’Phone 37. Rensselaer, Ind.

The Democrat for Job work.

Jasper Guy or Remington makes

farm loans at 6 per cent interest
with no commission but office

charges. Write him. ts
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I Millions to Loan! |
5 We are prepared to take care 5

J of all the Farm Loan buslnaaa In t
V this and adjoining countie* at t

5 Lowest Rate* and Beat Terms, (

J regardless of the “financial atrln- J
gsney." If you have a loan com- I

5 Ing due or desire a new loan It will |

5 not be necessary to pay the ax- J
I cesslva rates demanded by our j
S competitors. (

FIVE PER CENT.

|MI MM - Plow Sendee j

1 Irwin & Irwin \
jj Odd Fellows Bldg. Rensselaer. |

IlMlnl
. .................

, „

f We have a supply of mon* ; ?

| ey to loan on farms at <?

| Five Per Cent

f and a reasonable commis- ;¦

} sion, and shall be glad to

1 answer inquiries by mail

or by ’phone :
,

: :

jIkMIMMl
4 North Side Public Square < ?

?4*444 444444++444 44 4444 4 44'+

B‘
PACKER’S

M
HAIR BALSAM

ClauwM sad bwutMa* th« hair.

.

Hello! Hello!

Wk me a sack of flour
I fIKfUF please -

S*gold Medal

flour


