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CHAPTER IX.~Continued,

“Mon of Wall street, it is impossible
to prevent the repetition of those acls
by which in five years 1 have accumu-
Inted a billion dollarg, impossible so
long as a short sale or a repurchase
aud vesale, I8 allowed. When short
sales, and repurchases and resales, are
made Impossible, stock speculation will
e dead. When stock speculation is
dead, the people ean no longer be
robbed by the ‘System.” In leaving
you, the exchange, and stock-gambling
forever, as 1 shall when I leave this
platform, I will say from the depth of
a heart that has been broken, from the
profoundity of a soul that has been
withered by the ‘System’s' poison, with
a full sense of my responsibility to my
fellow-man and to my God, that 1 ad-
vige every one of you to do wimt 1
haye done and to do it quickly, before
the doing of it by others shall have
made it impnssible, before the doing
of it by others shall have blown up the
whole stock-gambling structure., In
accepting my advice you can quiet
your consclence, those of you who
have any, with this argument: ‘If I
start, 1 am sure of success. If I sue-
ceed, no one will be the wiser. The
millions I gsecure 1 will take from men
who took them from others, and who
would take mine. The more 1 and
others take, the sooner will come the
day when the stock-gambling struc-
ture will fall.’

“The day on which the stock-gam-
bling structure falls is the day for
which all honest men and women
should pray.” :

Bob Brownley paused and let his
eyes sweep his dumfoundedraudience.
There wias not ¢ murmur. The crowd
was gpeechless.,

Again his eyes swepl (he room.
Then he slowly raised his right hand
with fist clenched, as though about to
deal a blow,

“Men of Wall street''—his voice was
now deep and solemn—"to show that
Robert Brownley knew what was fit-
ting for the last day of his career, he
has revealed to you the (trick—and
more.

“Many of vou are desperate. Many
of you by to-morrow will be ruined.
The time of all times for such to put
my trick in practice is now. The vie-
tim of victims is ready for the experi-

ment. I am he. I have a billlon dol-
lars. With this billion dollars I am

able to buy 10,000,000 shares of the
leading stocks and to pay for them,
even though after I have bought they
fall a hundred dollarge a share., Here
i3 your chance to prevent your ruin,
yvour chance to retrieve your fortune,
your chance to secure revenge upon
me, the one who has robbed you."

He paused only long enough for his
astounding advice to connect with his
listeners’ now keenly sensitive nerve
centers; then deep and clear rang out,
“Barry Conant.” The wiry form of
Bob's old antagonist leaped to the ros-
trum.

“l authorize you to buy any part of
10,000,000 shares of the leading stocks
at any price up to 50 points above the
presenlt market. There is my check-
book signed in blank, and I authorize
you to use it up to a billlon dollars,
and | agree to have in bank to-morrow
sullicient funds to meet any checks
you draw. You have failed to-day for
seven millions, and, therefore, cannot
trade, but 1 herewith announce that 1
will pay all the indebtedness of Barry
CUonunt and his house. Therefore he
is now in good standing.,” Bob had
kept his eye on the great clock; as the
last word passed his lips, the presi-
dent's gavel descended.

With a mighty rush the gamblevs
loaped for the different poles, Barry
Conant with lightning rapidity gave
his orders to 20 of his assistants, who,
when Bob Brownley called for Conant,
had gathered around their chief, In
less than a minute the dollar-battle
of the age wias on, a battle such as no
man had ever seen belore, It required
no supernasiral wisdom for any man
on the floor to see that Bob Brownley's
seed had fallen in superheated soll,
that his until now secret hellite was
nbout to be tested, It needed no ex
pert in the mystie art of deciphering
the wall hieroglyphies of Old Hag Fate
fo see that the hands on the clock of
the "Syvstem' were approaching 12, It
needed no ear trained to hear human
heart and soul beats to detect the ap
proaching sound of onrushing doom to
the stock-gambling structure, The
deafening roar of the brokers that had
broken the stlliness following Robert
Brownley's fateful speech had awak-
ened echoes that threatened to shake
down the exchange walls. The surg
ing mob on the out=ide was roaring

like a million hungry lions in an Ar
bestan run at slanghter time.
CHAPTER X.

The Instant aflter the gong sounded
Bob Lirownley wax alone on the floor
at the foot of the president's desk
| His form was swaying like a reed on
the edge of the cyclone's path, |
jumped to his side. His brother, who
had during Bob's harangue been vain

ly endeavoring to beat his way
through the crowd, was there first.
“For God's sake, Bob, hear me. Word

came from your house half an hour
ago of the miracle: DBeulah has awak-
encd to her past. Her mind is clear;
the nurses are frantic for you to come
to her.”

He got no further. With a mad bel-
low and a bound, like a tortured bull
that sees the arena walls go down, Bolb
rushed out through the nearest door
which, I thanked God. waa a side one

was thinnest.
around.
auntomobile whoge chauffeur had de-
‘serted to the crowd., It was the work
or a second to erank it; of another to
jump into the [ront seat,
had been his movement, | was behind
him in the rear seat. With a bound
the great machine leaped through the
crowid,

“In the name of Chrigt, Bob, be care-
ful, I yelled, ag he hurled the iron
monster through the throng, scatier-
ing it to the right afd left as the

He cast a wild look

whenat fields.
neath its wheels,

Sands ahead ol his body. His teeth
were sel, and as 1 had jumped inlo
the machine I had noted that his eyes
were those of a maniace, who saw
sanity just ahead if he could but get
to it In time. His ears wore deaf not
imly to the howl of the terrified throne
nd the curses of the teamsters whi
rantleally pulled thelr horses to the
urb, but o my warnings as well., H:
wing the machine around the eorne
t New street and into Wall as thoug!
it had been the broadest boulevard Iy

he park. He took Wall street at o
wund I was sure would land us
through the fence iInto 'Trinity’s
churchyurd, But no. Again he turned

the corner, throwing the Juggernaut
i its outslde wheels from Wall stree!
uto Broadway as the crowds on the
ildewvralk held thelr breath in horror

I, too, wns on my feet, but crouching

Beulah Sands Was Dead,

leading to the sureel where the erowd | could

|
|
|
|

Quick as |

' Then a dizzying whirl

mower scatters the sheaves In the : passengers and lines
Some were crughed be- | hacks and teams?
Bob Brownley heard | be clear.

as I hung to the sldes. Thank God, |
that usually erowded thoroughfare was |
free from vehicles as far up as 1 could
gee, on bevond the Astor housge. What |
conld it mean? Was that divinity
which ‘tls sald protects the drnnkurnl}
and the idiot about to ald the mad |
rugh of this love-frenzied crveature to
his longlost but newly returned r|('tll‘1l
one? 1 heard the frvantic clang of
gongs, and as we shot by the World
huilding, 1 saw ahead of us two plung:
ing automobiles filled with men. "T'was
from them the gong clamor sonnded,
Ag we drew nearer | saw that these
were the cars of the fire chlefs answer.
ing a call. I thanked God aezuin and
again as 1 yelled into Bob's ear, “For
Beulah's sake, BDob, don't pass; if you
do, we'll run into a blockade. If we |
keep in the rear they'll clear our way, |
and we may get to her allve” | do|
not know whether he heard, but Im'
held the machine In the rear of nml
other cars and did not Lry (o puss,
Away we went on our mad rush|
through erowded Broadway. AL Unlon
Square we lost our way-cleatcrs,  As
our automobile jumped across Four
teenth street into Fourth aveuue, Bob |
must have opened her up to the last
notch, for she seemed to leap through
the alr. We sent two wagons crash:
ing acrogs the sidewalks into the bufld-
ings. Cries of rage arose above the
din of the machine, and seemed (o fol-
low in our wake. Bob was dead to all
we passed. His entive beinz seemed
get on what was ahead. 1 lnew he
was an expert in the handling of the
antomobile, for since his misfortune,
automobiling with Beulah Sands had
been his favorite pastime, but who

|

more agonized than before,

| Sands-Brownley's office,

expect to carry ‘hat plunging, !
swaying car to Forty-sccond atruut!'

His eyes lighted on an empty | Bob scemed to be perforiing the won-

drous task, We shot rom curb to
curb and around and in front of vehl
cles and foot passenge as though
(he driver's eyes and h.nds were in- |
spirad. :
Across the square at list and on up
Fourth avenue to Twen! gixth street. |
ito Madison. |

Was he going to keep to | until he got |
to Forty-second street ard try to make
Fifth avenue along th.t congested
block with its erush of Grand Central
vpon lines of |
No. (I8 head must |
Agidin he thiew the great

]

not their screams, heard not the | machine around the coner and into
curses of those who escaped. He was | Fortleth street, For part of 1hc|
on his feet, his body erouched low | bloek our wheels rode the sldewalk
over the steering wheel, which hel|and 1 awalted the erash, It did not
grasped in his viceldlke hands. His 1' come. Surely the new world Ilob was
hatlese head was thrust far out, as | speeding to must be a ind one, else
though it strove to get to Beulah ,l why shounld Hag Fate o had been

wheel of
nvi

at the steering
during the last
safely throwgh what tooked a dozen |
sure deaths? Withow slacking H]li't'lj:
a Jot we swung asround the corner nf‘

1

|

|
|
his life-car ‘|

vears, carry him |

Fortieth into Fifth avenue. The road
was clear to Forty-sccond; there a
lense jam of cars, teamns and ecarrlages
blocked the ¢rossing. !'ob must have

seen the solid wall I heard his!
ew miuttered curse, Nothing else to |
inaiecate that we were blocked with his |
goal in sight. He never touched Uu-L
speed controller, but took the twu!

blocks as though shot from a catapult,
The two? No, one, and thrée-quarters
of the next, for when within a score of
vards of the black wall he jammed
down the brakes, and the Iron mass
ground and shook as though it would
rend itself to atoms, but it stopped
with its dasher and front wheels

| had

wodged in between & car and a dray,
It had not stopped when Bobh was off
and up the avenue like o honnd oun the
end-dn-gight frall. T was after him

| whille the astonighed hystanders stared

in wonder, As weo npeared Hob's house
I could gee people on the stoop, |1
heard HBob's secretary shout, “Thank
God, Mr. Itrownley, von have come.
She is In the office, 1 found hor there,
quiet and recovered. She did not ask
a question. She said, “Tell Mv. Brown-
ley when he comes that 1 should like
to see him.' Then ghe ordered me to
get the afternoon paper., 1 handed (t
to her an hour ago. | think she be-
Heves herselfl In her old office. 1 shut
off the floor as you instruected, | did
not darve go to her for fear she would
ngk question®, 1 have"—but Bob was
up the stairs two and three steps at a
time.

My breath was almost gone and It
took me minutes to get to the second
luor. My feet touched the top stalr,
vhen, O God! that sound! For five
leng yvears | had been trying to get It
ont of my ears, but now more guttural,
it broke
upon my tortured scnses. [ did not
need to seek itg direction, With a
bound | was at the threshold of Beulah
In that brief
time the groans had stilled. For one
Instant | closed my eyes, for the very
atmosphere of that hall moaned and
groaned death, 1 opened them., Yes,
I knew it. There at the degsk was the
beautiful gray-clad fignre of five vears
ago. There the two arms resting on
the desk. There the two beautiful
hands holding the open paper, but the
eyes, those marvellous grav-blue doors
to un immortal soul-—they were closed
forever. The exquisitely beautiful
face was cold and white and peaceful,
Beulah Sands was dead. The hell-
hounds of the “"System” had overtaken
its maimed and hunted victim; it had
wdded her beautiful heart to the bags
and barrels and hogsheads stored away
in its blg “business-is-business” safe-
deporit vaults. My eyes in sick pity
sought the form of my old schoolmate,

my college chum, nly partner, my
friend, the man [ loved. He wuas on
his knees. His agonized ([ace was

turned to his wife. HIs clasped hands
had been raised in an awful, heart-
crushing prayer as his Maker touched
the bell. Hob Brownley's great brown
eves were closed, his clasped hands
had dropped against his wife's head,
and in dropping had unlooged the
glorious golden-brown waves untll in
fond abandon they had colled around
his arms and brow as though she for
whom he had sacrificed all was shield-
ing his beloved head from the chlills
nud dark mists of the black river that
laps the brink of the eternal rest. The
“System” had skewered Robert Brown:
ley's heart, too. 1 staggered to his
side, As | touched his now fast-icing
brow my eyes fell upon the great black
headlines spread across the top of the
paper that Beulah Sands had been
reading when the all-kind God had cut
hor honds:

FRIDAY, THE THIRTEENTH.
And beneath in one column:

TERRIBLE TRAGEDY IN VIRGINIA,

The Richest Man in the State, Thomas
Reinhart, Multi-millionaire, while
Temporarily Insane from the Loss
of His Wife and Daughter, and of
His Enormous Fortune, Which Was
Shattered in To-day's Awful Panle,
Cut His Throat. His death was
Instantaneous.

In another calumn;

Robert Brownley Creates the Most
Awful Panic in History and Spreads
Wreck and Ruin Throughout the
Civilized World,

THE END.

Where He Saw a Crowd.

1'nele Constantine, from Fighkill
Landing, was in town recently, for the
first time in 30 years, according to the
New York Times. His relatives were
#ndustrions In showing him the slghts,
but it was extremely difficult to get
him to express surprise at anything.
Hae even made disparaging comments,
now and then, upon what he saw, and
drew comparisons Tfavorable o his
own town., One afternoon they al-
tended a crowded performance at the

clrevws, “Unele Constantine,” asked hia
niece, “did you ever see such a num-
| ber of people gathered together be-
fore?' “Well,” said the old man slow-

lv, as his eye ran critically over the
thousands that filled the garden, “I
don’t know as 1 ever did in a boildin’,

Ll |

but I have to a bush meetin'!”
Easily Explained,

Her name was Marvjorle and she was
the sweetest child In the world, with
all a child's wonderful thirst for
mosgt out-of-the-way information,
nsked her mother
her what wilreless telegraphy was
Marjorle had often heard her father
talking of wireless telegraphy, and she
wauted to know all about It, So her
mother tried to make it cloar and ex
plained how there were Lwo long sticks
gstanding high up in the air a very long
way from each other, and how & mes
snege was sent from the one stick
and— “Oh, 1 know,” broke in Mar
jorie, “then God hears sad tells the
other people”

Lo
t‘!m

to explain to

The Worst Was Yet to Come.

A southern pulpit orator, one Sun-
day morning, was describing, the ex-
perience of the prodigal son. In his
endeavor to impress his hearers with
the shame and remorse that this
young man felt and his desire to cast

away his wicked dolngs, he spoke
thus:
“Dis young man got to thinking

about his meanness and hisa misery,
and he tuk off his coat and frowed it
away. And den he tuk off his vest
and frowed dat away, And den he tuk
off his shirt and frowed dat away too,
And den he eome to hisself.”

NIGHT SWEATS,
NO APPETITE,
USED PE-RU-NA.

RS. LIZZIE LOHR, 1156 W. 1ith

St., Chicago, 111, writes:

*I take pleasure in writing you
these foew lines, thinking there may be
other women suffering the same as haid.

*I had my complaints for overa year,
night sweats all winter and noappetite.
1 was run-down so far that 1 hod to
sit down to do my cooking, 1 was so
weak,

1 tried many different medicines and
dootors also. Nothing seemed to do me
any good. The doctors wanted to eper-
ale on me.

“Atlast I wrote to Dr. Hartman, I
told hiim just exactly how I was, and he
told me what siled me and how Ishould
take Poruna.,

“1 did as he told me for four months,
and mow J am all cured,

“Noone can tell how thankful I am
to him, ns I had given up all hopes of
ever getting well ngain.,

“1 am a widow and the mother of six
small children who depend on my sup-
port. 1 work all day and seldom get
tired,

“I took five bottles of Peruna in all.

“Any woman wishing to know more
about my case may write to me and I
will gladly tell all about it.

“[ thank Dr. Hartman for what he

FREE

has done for me,"”

FARMS st

160

Acre

Typical Farm Scene, Showing Stock Raising in

WESTERN CANADA

Some of the choleest lands for grain growing,
stock ralsing mod mixed fnrming in the new dis
tricts of Sashkatchewnn and Alberta have ve:
cently been Opened for Bettlement under the

Revised Homestead Regulations

Entry may now bemade by proxy (on certaln
conditions), by the tather, mother, son, dnugh-
ter, brother or sister of an Intending home-
steader, Thousands of homestends of 100 acres
ench are tius now easily avallanble In these
grent grald-growing, stock-raising and mixed
farming seotlons,

There you will find healthful elimate, good
nelghbors, churches for family worship, sehools
for your children, good lnws, splendid ¢rops,
and rallroads convenlent to morket,

Eutry fee in eacl case ls $10.00, For pamph
1et, “Last Best West,"” particulars as L0 ristes,
routes, best time to o wnd where to locate,
apply to

W. V. BENNETT,

801 New York Life Bullding, Omaha, Nebrasks.

SICK HEADACHE
CARTERS

ITTLE

IVER
PILLS.

these Little Pills.

They also relleve Dis-
tress from Dyspepsin, In-
digestion and Too Hearty
Eating. A perfect rem-
edy for Dizziness, Nau-
sen, Drowsiness, Bad
Taste ln the Mouth, Coat-

ed Tongue, Puin o the
l_ s e B 1d ¢, TORPID LIVER.
They regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE,

“Genuine Must Bear
Fac-Simile Signature

SHoeu R oawl

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

of this paper de-
siring to buy lnr-
thing advertised In

READERS

its columns should Insist upon haw

what the
tutes or

ask for, refusing all su
mitations.

Positively cured by -




