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XBheerest .ba'ste or bandkerchlef linen is required for the completion of this embroidery, strongly guggestive of Madeira or nun's eyelet. Transfer the design-ana puncturée each eyelet just as it is.being made, but one at a time. Use a woodél

‘meat skewer and drive the point through the right side of the goods into a hard cake of white soap. The hole
tnleu with a running thread. Use the finest fioss, a fine needle and have thread short, as'it‘tangles easily,

erfal.
Floish the cap with a soft fril)

of lace and hemstitchéd strings.

will be perfectly round, the soap will stiffen the edges and thread will pass easily through the fabric, and it will not be necessary to outlind

Whip edges very lightly and evenly, and never draw threads too tightly. Hold fabrie over the forefinger of left hand as better resuits are obtained in this manaer.

and flaws are readily detected In eyelet. Make no knots and do not pass the thread from one eyelet to another, as it .shows back of sheer mas
As the goods wrinkles easily, press it Wwith g warm iron from time to time,

taking.
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TO TRANSFER THIS DESIGN

PATENT PENDING.

a

World Color Printing Co., St. Louis, Mo.

Put a cake of scap (laundry soap will do) In a pint of hot water, stir vigorously aad remove the soap. Saturate.this Design with the soap end water mixture, then remove the exe
a sheet of blotting paper. Place the materia] or fabric te which the design is to be transferred on a hard, flat surface and lay thf Desl.hn. t:ce d%wn, upon the mtm:ut. i .. St b
tow} of a tablespoon rub, pressing hard, until the Design is entirely transferred, belng carefu]l to rub from, Tather tham toward you.
Do not wet the material nor rub the face of the Design with.-damp fingers. To remove the Design lines after the article
perfect. transfers to any kind of goods.

_Cover with a dry sheet of thick paper or twe fo
When rubbing. You can see {Y enough pressure Is being applied by liftin

is completed, wash in warm water, with spap. The entits piocess is

Unafthorized use of this process by any publication or firm, either directly or Indirectly, is strictly fordidden. i

y partially drying the saturated Design or by 2pplying
lds of newspapér, and with the

g a corner of the Design to note K
very simple and with a littje - o

tare you can €asily make

WHEN A MAN MARRIES

The Novel from Which the Play “Seven Days” Was Made.
By MARY ROBERTS RINEHART,

Author of “The Circular Staircase’

*and “The Manin Lower Ten.”

Copyright, 1908, The Bobbs-Merrill Company.
Cmm xxn tamined again the place where he had
et | been found. I know, for I was in the
It Was a Delirium. | upper hall, outside the studlo, I staved

I was sure he was dead. He 44 not%
move, and when I caught his hands and
called him frantic he did not hear
me. And so, with the horror over me, I
half fell down the stairs and roused Jim
in the studio.

They all came with lights apnd biank-
ete. and they carrisd him into the tent
and put him on the couch and tried to
put whisky in his mcuth, DBut he could
not swallow. And the silence becamse
mors and more ominous until finally Anns
got hysterical and cried, “He is dead!
dead!” and collapsed on the roof,

But he was not. Just as the lights in;
the tent began to have red rings around
them and Jim's volce came from away |
&cross the river, somebody sald, “Thare.;
he swallowed that,” and soon after, he
opened his eyes, He muttered something
that sounded Illke “Andean pinnacle”
and Japsed into unconscliousness again.
But he was not dead! He was not dead!

When the doctor came they made a
stretcher out of one of Jims six-foot
canvases—it had a plcture en it, and
Jim was angry enough the next day—
and took him down to the studio. We
made It as much like a sgick room as we |
could, and we tried to make him com- |
fortable. But he lay without npenlng}
his eyes, and at dawn the doctor brought |
8 consultant and a trained nurse.

The nurse was an offensively capable
person. She put us all out, and scolded
Anne for lighting Japanese incenses in
the room-—although Ange explained that
ft is very reviving. And she sald that
it was unnecessary to have a dozen peo-
pie breathing up all the oxygen and
asphyxiating the patient. She was good
looking, too. I disliked her at once. Any
one could see by the way she took his
pulse—just letting his poor hand hang,
without any support—that she was a
purely mechanical creature, without
heart.

Weil, as I said@ before, she put us all

lly,

out, and shit the door, and asked us
not to whisper outside. Then, too, she
refused to allow any flowers in the

room, although Betty had got a florist
out of bed to order some.

The consultant came, stayed an hour,
and left. Aunt Selina, who proved her-
pelf a trump in that trying time, way-
Jaid him in the hall, and he sald it might
be a fractured skull, although it was pos-
sihiy only concussion.

The men spent most of the morning in
the den, with the door shut. Now and
then one of them would tiptoe upstairs,
@sk the nurse how her patient was do-
ing., and creak down again. Just before
poon they all weant to the roof and ex-

there almost all day, and after a while
the nurse let me bring her things as she
needed them. I don’t know wiy mother
di let me study nursing—1 always
»d to do 1t. And I felt helpless and
childish now, when there were things
10 be done.

Max came down from the roof alone,
and I cornered him in the upper hall

“T'm going erazy, Max,'” I said. *'No-
body will tell me anything, and I can't
stand it. How was he hurt? Who hurt
nim?"

Max locked at me quite & long time,

“I'm darned if I understand you, Kit,"
he sald grave “You said you disliked
Harbison.”

“80 1 do—I did,” I supplemented. “But
whether I Jike him or not has nothing te
do with it. He has been injured—per-
haps murdered”—I choked a Iilttle,
“Which—which of you did it?™

Max took my hand and held it, looking
down at me.

“l wish you could have cared for me
Hke that,”” he sald gertly. ‘Dear little
girl, we don't know who hurt him. I
didn’t, it that's "nat you mean. Per-
haps a flower pot="

I bezan to cry then, and he drew me to
him and let me ery on his arm. He stood

3
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| very quietly, patting my head in a broth-

erly way and behaving very well, save
that once he said:

“Don’'t cry too long, Kit; I can stand
only a certain amount.”

And just then the nurse opened the
door to the studio, and with Max's arms
still around me, I raised my head and
looked in.

Mr, Harbison was conscious, His eyes
were open, and he was staring at us both
as we stood framed by the doorway,

He lay back at once and closed his
eyes, and the nurse shut the door. There
was no use, even if I had been allowed
in, In trying to explain to him. To at-
tempt such a thing would have been to
presume that he was interested in an ex-
planation. I thought bitterly to myself
as I brought the nurse cracked ice and
struggled to make beef tea In the Kkitch-
en, that lives had been wrecked on less.

Dal was allowed ten minutes In the
sick room during the afternoon, and he
came out looking puzzled and excited.
He refused to tell us what he had learn-
ed, however, and the rest of the after-
noon he and Jim spent in tha cellalr.

The day dragged on. Down stairs peo-
ple ate and read and wrote letters, and
outside newspaper men talked together
and gazed over at the house and photo-
graphed the doctors coming in and the
doctors going out. As for me, in the in-
tervals of bringing things, I sat in Bella's
chair in the upper hali, and listened to
the crackle of the nurse’s starched skirts.

At midnight that night the doctors
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made a thorough exam!ination. When
they came out they were smiling. “‘He
well,” the younger one
sald—he was hairy and dark, but he was

1l to me. “"He is entirely con-
sclous now, and in about an hour you
can send the nurse off for a little sleep.
Don’t let him talk.”

And so at last I went through the fa-
miliar door into an unfamiilar room, with
basins and towels and bottles around, and
a screen made of Jim's largest canvases.
And some one on the improvised bed
turned and looked at me He did not
speak, and I sat down beside him. After
a whila he put his hand over mine as it
lay on the bed.

“You are muet better to me than I de-
serve,” he said softly. And because his
eyes were disconcerting. I put an ice
cioth over them.

“Much better than you deserve,” I said,
and patted the ice cletlh to piace gently,

doing very

beaut

He fumbled around untll he found my
hand again, and we werg quiet for a
long time. I think he dozed, for he rous-

ed suddenly and pulled the cloth from
his eves.

“The—the day is all confused,” he sald,
turning to look at me, “but—one taing
seems to stand out from everything else:
Perhaps it was delirium, but I seemed
to see that door ¢ver there open, and
you, outside, with—-with Max. His arms
wera around you."”

“It was delirtum,” I said softiy. It was
my final lie in that house of mendacity.

He drew a satisfled breath, and lifting
my hand, held it to his lips and kissed it.

“l can hardly believe It Is you,” he
said. “I have to hold firmly to your hand
or you will disappear. Can’'t you move
your chair closer? You are miles away.”
So I 44 it, for he was not to be ex-

| cited.

After g little=

“It's awfully goed of you to do this.
I have been desperately sorry, Kit, about
the other night. It was a ruffianly thing
to do—to kiss you, when I thougnt—""

“You are to koep very still,” I reminded
him. He kissed ny hand again, but he
persisted.

“l was mad-crazy." ; tried to give
him some medicine, but“he pushed the
spoon aside. “You wiil have to listen,”
he said. “I am in the depths of seif-
disgust. I—I can't think of anything eise.
You see, you seemed so convinced that
I was the blackguard that somehow
nothing seemed to matter.”

“I have forgotten it all,” I declared
generously, “and I would be quite willing
to be friends, only, you remember you
sajd—"

“Friends!” his voice was suddenly
reckless, and he raised on his elbow.
“Friends! Who wants to be friends?
Kit, I was aimost delirious that night.
The instant I held you in my arms it
was all over. I loved you the first time
I saw you. I-I suppose I'm a fool to
talk like this.”

And, of course, just then Dallas had
to open the door and step into the room.
He was coversd with dirt and hse had &
hatchet in his hand.

“A rope!” he demanded, without paying
any attention to us and diving into cor-
ners of the room. “Good heavens, isn't
their a rope in this confounded house!"

He turned and rushed out, without any
explanation, and left us staring at the
door.

“Bother the rope!” I found myself
forced to look intd two earnest eyes.
“Kit, were you very angry when I kissed
you that night on the roof?” -

Very,” T maintained stoutly.

‘“Then prepare yourself for another at-
tack of rage!" he said. And Betty open-
ed the door.

She had on a fetching pale blue dress-

Ing gown, and one braid of her yellow
hair was pulled carelessly over her
shoulder., When she saw me on my

knees beside the bed i{oh, ves, 1 forgot
to say that, quite unconsclously, I had
slid into that position) she stopped short,
just inside the door, and put her hand to
ker throat. She stood for quite a per-
ceptible time looking at us, and I tried

to rise. But Tom shamelessly put his
arm around my shoulders and held me
beside him. Then Rerty took a step

back and steadied herself by the door
frame. She’ had really cared, I knew
then, but 1 was too excited to be sorry
for her.

“I—1 beg gour pardon for coming in,”
£he sald nervously. “But-—they want you
down stairs, Kit. At least I thought you
would want to go, but—perhaps—"

Just then from the lower part of the
house came a pandemonium of nolses:
women screaming, men shouting, and the
sound of hatchet strokes and splintering

wood. I seized Betty by the arm, and
together we rushed down the stairs.
CHAPTER XXIII
Coming.
~ The second floor way empty. A table

lay overturned at the top of ths stalrs,

and a broken flower case was waltering
in its own ooze. Part way down Betty
stepped on something sharp, that prov-
ed to be the Japanese paper knife from
the den. I left her on the stairs exam-
ining her foot, and hurried to the lower
floor.

Here everything was in the utmost con-
fusion. Aunt Selina had fainted, and
was sitting in a hall chalr with her head
rolled over sidewise and the poker from
the library fireplace across her knees,
No one was paying any attention to her.
And Jim was holding the front door open,
while three of the guards hesitated in the
vestibule. The noises continued from the
back of the house, and as I stood on the
lowest stair Bella came out from the din-
ing-room, with her face streaked with
soot, and carrying a kettle of hot water.

“Jim,” she called wildly. “Whilo Max
and Dal are below, you can pour this
down from the top. It's boiling."

Jim glanced back over his shoulder.
“Carry out your own murderous de-
signs,” he said. And then, as she start-
ed back with it, “Bella, for heaven's
sake,” he called “have you gone stark
mad? Put that kettle down.”

She did it 'sulkily and Jim turned to
the policeman.

“Yes, I know it was a falso alarm be-
fore,” he explained patiently, “but this
is genuine. It i3 just as I tell you. Yes,
Flannigan s in ths houss somewheres,
but he's hiding, I guess. We could man-
age the thing very well ourseives, but
we have no cartridges for our revol-
vers,”” Then as the noise fram the rear
redoubled, “If you don't come in and
help, 1 will telephone for the fire depart-
ment,” he concluded emphatically.

I ran to Aunt Sellna and tried to
straighten her head. In a moment shs
opened  her eyes, sat up, and stared
around her. She saw the kettle at once.

“What are you doing with bolling wat-
ar on the floor?" she said to me, with her

i

returning voice. “Don’'t you know you
will spoil the floor?" The ruling passion
wasg strong with Aunt Selina, as usual

I could not find out the troubkle from
&ny one; people appeared and disappear-
ed, carrying strange articles. Anne with
a rope, Dal with his hatchet, Belia and
the kettle, but I could get a coherent ex-
planation from no one. When the guard
finally decided that Jim was in earn
and that the rest of us were not crawling
out & rear window walle he heid them at
the door, they caire in, three of them
and two reporters, and Jim led them to
the butler’s pantry.

Here we found Anne,
shaky, with the pantry table and two
chairs piled against the door of the
kitchen slide, and clutching the chamois-
skin bag that held her jewels. She had
a bottle of Burgundy open beside her,
end was pouring herseif a glass with
shaking hands when we appeared. She
was furious at Jim.

“I very nearly fainted,” she said hys-
terically. “I might have been murdered,
and no one would have cared. I wish
they would stop that chopping, I'm so
nervous I could scream.”

Jim took the Burgundy from her with
one hand and pointed the police to the
barricaded door with the eother,

“That is the door to the dumb-waiter
shaft,” he sald. ‘“The lower one Is fas-
tened on the inside, in some manner,
The noises commenced about I1 o'clock,
while Mr. Brown was on guard. There
were scraping sounds first, and later the
sound of a falling body. He roused Mr.
Reed and myeelf, but when we exam-
ined the shaft everything was quiet, and
dark. We tried lowering a candle on a
string, but—it was extinguished from
below."”

The reporters were busily removing the
table and chairs from the door.

“If you have a rope handy.” one of
them said, “T will go down the shaft.’

{Dal says that all reporters should have
been policemen, and that all policemen
are natural news gatherers.)

“The cage appears to be stuck, half-
way between the floors,” Jim sald. “They
are cutting through the door in the kit-
chen below.” :

They opened the door then and cau-
tiously peered down, but there was noth-
ing to he seen. I touched Jim gingerly
on the arm.

“Ts it—is it Flannigan,” I asked, "shut
in there?”

‘“No—yes—] don't know,” he returned
absexntly. “Run along and don’t bother,
Kit. He mAy take to shooting any min-
ute.”

Anne and I went out then and shut the
door, and went into the dining-room and
sat on our feet, for of course the bullets
might come up through the floor. Aunt
Selina joined us there, and Bella, and the
Mercer girls, and we sat around and
talked in whispers, and Leila Mercer told
of the time her grandfather had had a
struggle with an escaped lunatic.

In the midst of the excitement Tom
appeared in a bathrobe, looking very
pale, with a bandage around his head,
and thoe nurse at his heels threatening
to leave and carrying a bottle of medi-
cine and a spoon. He went immediately
to the pantry, and soon we could hear
him glving orders and the rest hurrying
ground to obey them. The hammering
ceased, and the silence was even worse.
It was more suggestive.

In about fifteen minutes there was a
thud, as if the cage had fallen, and
the sound of feet rushing down the cel-
lar stairs. Then there were grocns and

1

very white and

|
|

loud oaths, and everybody talking at
once, below, and the sound of a strug-
gle. In the dining-room we all sat bent
forward, with straining ears and quick-
ened breath, until we distinctly heard
some one laugh., Then we knew that,
whatever it was, it was over, and nobedy
was killed.

The sounds came closer, were coming
up the stairs and into the pantry. Then
the door swung open, and Tom and a po-
liceman appeared in the doorway, with
others crowding behind. Between
they supported a grimy, unshaven
object, covered with whitewash from the
wall of the shaft, an object that had its
hands fastened together with handcuffs,
and that leered at us with a pair of the
most villainously crossed eyes I have
ever seen.

None of us had ever seen him before.

“Mr Lawrence MeGuirk, better known
as ‘Tubby,”” Tom sald cheerfully. “A
celebrity in his particular line, which is
gecond-story man and ali-round rascal
A vistim of the quarantine, like our-
selves.”

“Wa've missed him for a week,” one
of the guards sald with a grin. ‘“We've
been real anxious about you, Tubby.
Ain't a week goes by, when you're In
health, that we don't hear something of
you.”

Mr. McGuirk muttered something un-
der his breath, and the men chuckled.

“It seems,”” Tom said, interpreting,
“that he doesn’t like us much. He doesn’t
likefthe food, and he doesn’t like the beds.
He'says just when he got a good place
fixed up in the coal celiar, Flannigan
found it, and is asleep there now, this
minuts.”

Aunt Selina rose suddenly and cleared
her throat.

“Am I to understand,” she asked se-
vereiy, “that from row ¢n we wiil have
to add two newspaper reporters, three
policemen and a burglar to the occupants
of this quarantined house? Because, if
that is the case, I absolutely refuse to
feed them.”

But one of the reporters stepped fore
ward and bowed ceremoniously.

“Madam,” he said, “I thank you for
your kind invitation, but—it will be im-
possible for us to accept. I had intended
to break the good news earlier, but this
littie game of burglar-in-a-corner pre-
vented me. The fact is, your Jap has
been discovered to have nothing more
serious than chicken-pox, snd—If you will
forgive a poultry yard joke, there iz no
longer any necessity for your being coop-
ed up.”

Then he retired, quite pleased with him-
self.

One would have thought we had ex-
hausted our capacity for emotion, but
Jim sald a joyful emotion was so new
that we hardly knew how to reeeive it.
Every one shook hands with every one
else, and even the nurse shared in the
excite t and gave Jim the medicine
she had prepared for Tom.

Then we all sat down and had some
champagne, and while they were waiting
for the police wagon they gave some to
poor McGuirk. He was stjil quite shak-
en from his experience when the dumb-
waiter stuck. The wine cheered him a
little, and he told his story, in a voice
that was creaky from disuse, while Tom
help my hand under the table.

He nad had a dreadful week, he said;
he spent his fays In a closet 1n one of
the maid's room®—-ihe one where we had
put Jim. It was Jim waking out of a
nap and declaring that the closet door
had moved Ly itself and that gomething

the

had crawled under his bed and out of
the door, that had roused the suspicions
of the men in the house—and he slept at
night or the coal in gthe celiar. He was
actually tearful when he rubbed his hand
over his scrubby chin, and said he hadn’t
had a shave for a week. He took some-
body's razor, he sald, but he couldn't
get hold of a portsble mirror, and every
time he lathered up and stood in front
of the glass in the dining-room side-
board, some one came and he had had to
run and hide. He told, too, of his at-
tempts to escape, of the board on the
roof, of the home-made rope and the
hole in the cellar, and he spoke feelingly
of the pear! collar and the struggle he
had made to hide it. He saild that for
three days it was concealed in the pocket
of Jim'e old smoking coat in the studio.

We were all rather sorry for him, but
if we had made him uncomfortable, think
what he had done to us. And for him,
to tell, as he did later in court, that if
that was high society he would rather be
a burglar, and that we starved kim, and
that the women had to dress each other
because they had no lady's maids, and
that the whole lot of us were in love
with one man, it was downright ma-
licious.

The wagon came for him just as he
finished his story, and we all went to the
door. In the vestibale Aunt Selina sud-
denly remembered something, and she
stepped forward and caught the poor
fellow by the arm.

“Young man,” she s=aid grimly, Tl
thank you to return what you took from
me last Tuesday night.”

McGuirk stared, then shuddered and
turned suddenly pale.

“Goed Lord!” he ejaculated.
stairs to the roof! You!”

They led him away then, quite brok-
en, with Aunt Selina staring after him.
She never did understand. I could have
explained, but it was too awful.

On the steps McGuirk turned and took
a farewell glance at us. Then he waved
his hand to the policemen and reporters
who had gathered around.

“Good-by, fellows.” he called feebly.
“I ain’t sorry, I ain’'t. Jail'll be a para-
dise after this.”

And then we went to pack our trunks.

Note from Max which came the next
day with its inclosure.

My Dear Kit—The inclosed trunk tag was used
on my trunk, evidently by mistake, Higgins dis
covered it when he was unpacking and returmed
it to me wnder the misapprehension that I had
written it, I wish I had. 1 suppose there must
be something attractive about & fellow who has
the courage to write a Jove letter on the back of
& trunk tag, and who doesn't give a tinker's damn

“On the

who/finds ’t. But for my peace of mind, ask him
not to leave another ome where [ will come
scross it. MAX.

Written on the back of the trunk tag.
Don't you know that 1 won't see you until to-
morrow! For beaven's sake, get away from this
crowd and come into the den. If you don’t 1
will kiss you before everybody. Are you coming? T,
Written below.

No, indeed, K.
This was scratched out and beneath,
Coming.
THE END.
'
Detween the Acts. pee

From the Yonkers Statesman,

“Will you post thif Jetter?”’ saild the
lady in the end seat at the theater to the
man who was crowding by héy,

“Certainly, ma'am. But why do you
ask me?” inquired the man.

“Because you seem to be the first out-
going male,” ~ g




