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SYNOPSIS.
s

The yuchi Lola narrowly eicupes wroek
“In Leghorn harbor. Gordon Gregs, lecum
1enens for the British consul, s cailed
upon by Hornby, the Lola's owner, nnd
dines abourd with him ond his friend,
Hylton Chater, Aboard the yacht he ac.
chdontally sees & poom full of arms and
ammunition and a \prn photograph of &
young girl. That night the consul's site
fa rohbed and the Lola puts suddenly to
sed. The polloe find that Hornby Is o
fraud and the Lolw's name a false one

Gregg visits Capt. Jack Durnford of the
marincg  abe al, nn s sur-

rised (o d knowas,
vt will not 3 yvstory of the |
Lola. 1t concerns a woman' In Lon-
sdon Oregg in trapped nearly to his death
by a former servant, Olinto, who repents
in time 10 save him, but not o give a rea- |
son for his treschery. Visttlog In Dum-
fries Gregg nieets Murlel Lelthcourt,
who Is strungely affecied at the mentlon
of the Loln. Hornby appedrs. Muriel in-
troduces Hornby as Martin  'WoodrofTe,

her futher's friend
Is ongaged to W
thons and o
mywstarious,
torn photogrs

Grogg fnds that sl
oodroffe.  Leltheourt's ac- |
otlon with Woodroffe are |
IreRR aees A copy of the
ph on the Laola and finds

that the young girl 18 Muriel's feiend
Woodroffe disappears. Gregie discovers
the body of a murdered woman in Ran-

noch wood

CHAPTER V—Continued.

And Muriel, a pretty figure in a low-
cot gown of turquolse chiffon, stand-
Ing behind her father, smiled secretly
at me. | smiled at her in return, but
it was o strange smile, 1 fear, {or with
the knowledge of that additional mys-
tery within me—the mystery of the
woman lylng unconscious or perhaps
dead, up in the wood—held me stupe-
fled.

I had suspected Leithcourt because
of hig constant tryste at that spot, but
I had at least proved that my sus-
picions were entirely without founda-
tion. He could not have gone home
and dressed in the time, for 1 had
taken the nearest route to the castle
while the fugitive would be compelled
to make a wide detour.

I only remained a few minutes, then
went forth into, the darkness aguin,

utterly undecided how to act. My first
impulse was to return to the woman's
ald, for sho might not be dead alter
all.

And wet when [ recollected that

hoarse cry that rang out in the dark.
ness, I knew too well that she had
been atruck fatally. It was this latter
conviction that prevented me from
turning back to the wood. You will
perbups blatie me, but the fact i |
feared that if 1 went there suspiclon
might tall upon me, now that the real
culprit had so Ingeniously escaped.

Whether or uot 1 aeted rightly lu re-
muining away from the place, 1 leave
it to you to judge in the light of the
amazing truth which afterwards tran
apired.

1 decided to walk stralght back to
my uncle's, and dinner was over hefore
I had kad my tub and dressed. Next
duy the body would surely be found;
then the whole countryside would be
filled with horror and surprise. Was
it possible that Leltheourt, that calm,
wall-groomed, distinguished looking
man, held any knowledge of the ghaat- |
Iy truth? No. His manner as he
stood in the ball chatting gayly with
me was surely not that of a man with
a gullty gecrét. | became firmly con-
vinced that although the tragedy af-
fected him very closely, and that it
had occurred at the spot which he had
each day visited for some mysterious
plirpose, yet up to the present he was
in ignorance of what had transpired.

But who was the woman? Was she
young or old?

A thousand times 1 regrotted bitter-
Iy that I had no matches with me so
that 1 might examine her features,
Was the victim that sweet-faced young
girl whose photograph had been so
ruthlessly cast from Its frame and de-
stroyed? The theory was a welrd one,
but wus it the truth? [ retired to my
room that night full of fevered appre:
hension. Had 1 aeted rightly in not
returniog to that lonely spot on the
brow of the hill? Had 1 done as a
man should do in keeping the tragle
=ocret to myself?

At six [ shaved, descended, and
went out with the dogs for a short
walk; but on returning I heard of
nothing unusual, and was compelled to
roamain inactive until near midday,

1 was crossing the stable yard whare
1 had gone to order the carriage for
my aunt, when an English groom, sud-
denly emerging from the harness room,
touched his cap, saying:

"Have you ‘eard, slr, of the awful
affalr up yonder?"

“Of what?' 1 asked quickly.

“Well afr, there seams to have been

. & murder last night up in Rannooh

wood,” sald the man quickly. “Holden,
the gardener, has just come back from
that village and says that Mr, Leith-

¥

court’s under gamekeeper as he was
going heme at five this moming came
upon a dead body."

“Call Holden. I'd like to know all
he's heard” | sald. And presently,
when the gardener omerged from the
grapehouse, 1 sought of him all the
particulars he had gathered.

“l don't know very much, sir,” was
the man‘s reply. *“I went into the inn
for a glass of beer st eleven, as 1 al-
ways do, and heard them talking about
it. A young man was murdered last
night up in Rannoch wood."

“The body was that of a man?" I
asked, trying to concenl my utter be-
wilderment.

“Yes—about thirty, they say. The
police have taken him to the mortuary
at Dumfries, and the detectives are up
there now looking at the spot, they
say."

A man! And yet the body I found
was that of a woman—that I could
SwWear,

After lunch I took the dogeart and
drove alone into Dumfries.

The polive constable on duty at the
town mortuary took me up a Dorrow
alley, unlocked a door, and T found my-
self In the cold, gloomy chamber of
death. From a small dingy window
above the light fell upon an object
lylng upon a large slab of gray stone
and covered with a solled sheet,

The policeman lifted the end of the
sheet, revealing to me a white, hard-
get face, with closed eyes and dropped
jaw. 1 started back as my eyes fell
upon the dead countenance. [ was en-
tirely unprepared for such a revela-
tion. The truth staggered me.

The vietim was the man who had
acted as my friend—the Itallan waiter,
Olinto,

1 advanced and peered into the thin
Inanimate features, scarce able to real-
ize the actual fact. But my eyes had

| affair?™ he sald, with a strong High-

| he came to Londom and obtained an

not deceived me.

him i
“You recognize him, gir?" remarked
the officer, “Who g le? Our people

are very anxious to know, for up to the
present moment they haven't sueceed-
ed in estahlishing his ldentity,

“1 will see your Inspector,” 1 an-
swered with as much ealmness as 1
eould muster, “Where has the poor
fellow been wounded?"

“Through the heart,” responded the
constable, as turning the sheet farther

wound which had penetrated the vie-
tim's jacket and vest full in the chest. |
“This is the weapon,” he added, tak- |
Ing from a shelf close by a long, lhln]
poniard with an lvory handle, which
he handed to me.
In an instant I recognized what it
was, and how deadly, It was an old
Florentine misericordia, with a hilt
of yellow lvory, the most deadly and
fatal of all the daggers of the middle
ages, It wag still blood-stalned, but as
I took the deadly thing in my hand 1
saw that its blade was beautifully dam-
ascened, a most elegant specimen of a
medieval arm. Yot surely none but
an lalian would use such a weapon,
or would aim so truly as to penetrate
the heart. And yet the person struck
down was & woman and not a2 man!

1 looked again for the last time upon
the dead face of the man who had
served me so well, and yet who had
enticed me so nearly to my death. In
the latter incident there was a deap
mystery. He had relented at the last
moment, Just in time to save me from
my secret enemies,

Could it be thal my enemies were
his? Had he fallen a vietim by the
same hand that had attempted so fn-
geniously to kill mue?

Why had Lelthcourt gone so regu-
larly up to Rannoch wood? Was it in
order to meet the man who was to be
entrapped and killed? What was
Olinto Santinl doing so far from Lon-
don, If he had not come expressly to
meet someone in secret?

With my own hand I re-covered the
face with the sheet. [ accompanied
the constable to the inspector's office
some distance across the town.

Having boen introduced to the big,
fair-halred man In a rough tweed suit,
who was apparently directing the in-
quiries into the affair, he took me
eagerly into a small back room and
began to question me. | was, however,
wary not to commit myself to any-
thing further than the |dentifieation of
the body.

“The fact is," 1 saia confidentially,
“you must omit me from the witnesses
at the Inquest,”

“Why?" asked the detective sus-
plelously.

Though death dis- | |f
torts the faclal expression of every | \ \
man, I had no dificulty In identifying |

down he showed me the small kn!fe‘ )

keen oyes of his, and sald:

“Becuuse 1f It were known that
have identified him all chance
getting at the truth will st once

" | answered. “1 have come
to you in strictest confidence who
the poor fellow really 18"

*“Then you know something of the

it

land accent

“l know mothing,” 1 declared. “Noth.
ing except his name.”

“H'm. And you say he's a forelgner
—an lalian—eh?™

“He was In my service In Leghorn
for several years, and on leaving me

engagement as walter in a restaurant,
His father lived In Leghorm; he was
doorkeaper at the prefecture”™

“But why was he here in Scotland?"

“How can I tell?™

"You know something of the afair,
I mean that you suspect semebody, or
you would have no ohjection to giving
evidence at the Inguiry.”

“I have no suspiclons. To me the
affair Is just as much of an enlgma
as to you,” I hastened at once to ex-
plain. “My only fear is that {f the
assassin knew that 1 had' identified
him he would take care not to betray
himself.” ‘

“You therefore think he will betray
himsgalf 1"

“I hope s0." \

"By the fact that the man was at-
tacked with an Itallan stiletto, it would
gpem that his assallant was a fellow-
countryman,” suggested the detective.

“The evidence certainly points to
that,” I replied.

“Someons who walted for him on the
edge of that wood and stepped out and
killed him—that's evident,” he sald,
“and my bellef is that it was an Ital-
fan. There were two foreigners who
slept at & common lodging house two
nights ago and went on tramp towards
Glasgow. We have telegraphed after

them and hope we shall find them.
Scotsmen or Englishmen never use n
knife of that pattern.”

“lI kmpw not whom to suspect,” 1
declared, ®It is a mystery why the
man who rla once my faithful servant

i = e

Revealing to Me a White, Hard, Set
Face With Closed Eyes and Dropped
Jaw.

should he entlced to that wood and
stabbed to the heart.” .
“There {8 no one in the viclnity who
knew him?”

“Not to my knowledge."

“We might obtain his address in
London through his father in Leg-
horn," suggested the officer,

“1 will write today if you so desire,"
1 said readily, “Indeed, 1 will get my
friend the British consul to go round
and gee the old man and telegraph the
address if he obtains it."

“Capltal!” he declared. *If you will
do us this favor we shall be greatly
indebted to you, It Is fortunate that
we have established the victim's iden-
tity—otherwise we might be entirely
In the dark. A murdered foreigner 1a
always more or less of a mystery."”
Therefore, then and there, 1 took a
sheet of paper and wrote to my old
friend Hutcheson at Leghorn, asking
him to make lmmediate inqulry of
Olinto’s father as to his son's address
In London,

We sat for a long time discussing
the strange affalr. In order to be-
tray no eagerncéss to get away, | of-
fared the big Highlander a cigar from
my case and we smoked togother. The
inquiry would be held on the morrow,
he told me, but as far as the public
was concerned the body would remain
as that of some person “unknown."

“And you bnd better not come to
my uncle’s house, or send anyone,”"
I said. “If you dbsire to see me, send
me a line and 1 will meet you here
in Dumfries, It will be safer.”

The officer looked at me with those

“Really, Mr, Gregs, I can’t quite
make you oul, | confess. You seem
to be apprehenslve of your own salety.
Why ™ )

“One pever knows whom ond of-
fends when living in Italy.” T laughed,
ns lightly as | comld, endoavoring to
allay his susplelon, “He may have
fallen benenth the aseassin's knife by
giving a smal!l and poseibly lnnocent
offense to somebody. Itallan methods
are not English, you knaw."”

“By Jove, sir, and I'm jolly giad
they're not!™ he said. 1 shouldn't
think a police officers life ls a very
safe one among all those secrel mur
der socleties I've read nbout™

“Ah! what you read about them Is
often very much exaggerated,” 1 as
sured him. “It 1s the vendetta which
is such n stain upon the character of
the modern Italian; and depend upon
It, this affair in Rannoch wood 14 the
outcome of some revenge ot other—
probably over a love affair.”

“But you will mssist us, 8ir?” he
urged. "You know the Itallan lan-
guage, which will be of great advan-
tage; besides, the victim was your
aervant.”

“Be discreet,” I gald. “And n reéturn
1 will do my very utmost to assist you
In bhunting down the nssassin.”

And thus we made our attempl
Half an hour after I was driving In
the dogeart through the pouring rain
up the hill out of gray old Dumfries
to my uncle's house,

As 1 descended from the cart and
gave it overito a groom, old Davis, the
butler) came forward, saying In a
low wolce:

“There’s Miss Leithcourt walting to
see you, Mr. Gordon. She's in the
morning room, and been there an hour!
She asked me not to tell anyone else
she’s here, sir™

I walked across the blg hall and
along the corridor to the room the old
man had indicated. E

And as 1 opened the door and Mu-
riel Leitbeourt in plain biack rose to
meel me, 1 plainly saw from her white,
haggard countenance that something
hnd happened—that she had been
forced by circumstances to come to
me In strictest confidence.

Was she, 1 wondered, about to re-

“There may have been A struggle at
that spot, and the man may have stag:
gered some distance before he fell
dead.”

“Not it he had been struck in the
henrt, as they say. He' would fall,
would he not?™ she suggested. “No.
The police seem very dense, and this
plain fact has not yét oecurred to
them, Thelr theory is the same as
what you suggest, but my own 18 some-
thing quite different, Mr. Gregg. I be-
lieve that a second person also fell
A vietim,” she added in a low, distinet
tone,

1 gazed at her open-mouthed. Dl.d
she, 1 wondered, know ths actual
truth? Was she aware that the woman
who had fallen there had disappesred?

“A second person!” 1 echoed, as
though In surprise. “Then do you be-
lieve that & double murder was com-
mitted 1"

“] draw my coneclusion from the fact
that the young mau, on belng struck
in the heart, could not have gone such |
u distance as that which separates the ]I
one mark from the other.'

“Bul he might have been ull;htly]
wotinded—on the hand, ot in the face— |
st first, and then at the spot where
he wae found struck fatally,” I sug-|
gested,

She shook her head dublously, but !
made no reply to my argument, Hari
confidence in Her own surmises made | Bey
it quite apparent that by some un—l
known means she was aware of the
second victim. Indeed, a few moments
later she aaid to me:

“1t I5 for this reason, Mr. Gregg, that |
1 have sought you in confidence, No-
body must know that | have come here
to you, or they would suspect; and if
guapicion fell upon me it would bring
upon me a fate worse than death. Re-
member, therefore, that my future 18 |
entirely in your hands."

“I don't quite understand,” 1 sald,
rising and standing before her in the
veal to me the truth? fading twillght, while the rain drove | roy and corded materials, are also

CHAPTER VI upon the old diamond window panes. | shown In basket weaves, They are
T ) “But T can only assure you that what- | all used for the popular sport skirts
The Gathering of the Clouds. ever confidence you repose in me, 1| and summer coats that are featured

The weavers of cotton cloths have
betome expert in making fabrics much
1lke the heavier weaves of wool in ap-
pearance, as well as some novelties
that appear only in cotton. These
heavy weaves, including cotton cordu-

Coat of Heavy Cotton Cloth

“Mr. Gregg," exclaimed the girl with
agitation, as ghe put forth her black
gloved hand, “I—I suppose you know
—yon've heard all about the discoyery
today at the wood? 1 need not tell
you anything about it."

“Yes, Miss Leltheourt, 1 only wish
you would tell me about it I eald
gravely, inviting her to a chalr and
seating mysell. Who is the man?”

“Al! that we don't know," she re-
plied, pale-faced and anxious. "I
warnted to see you alone—that's the
reason 1 am here. They must not
know at home that I've been over
here.”

“Why, is there any service 1 can
render you?"

“Yeg., A very great one," she re
sponded with quick engerness, “1—
well—the fact is, I have summoned
courage to come to you and beg of
you to help me, I am in great dis-
tress—and I have not a slngle friend
whom I can trust—in"whom I can con.
fide.”

Hep lips moved nervously, but no
sound came from them, so agitated
wis she, s0 eager to tell me some-
thing; and yet at the same time reluo:
tant to take me Into her confidence,

“It eoncerns the terrible dlscovery
made up in Rannoch wood,” she sald
in & hoarse, nervous voice at last
“That unknown man was murdered—
gtabbed to the heart. 1 have suspl
clons."

“Of the murdered man's Identity?"

“No. Of the assassin, I want you
to help me, If you will.”

“Most cortainly,” I responded. “But
if you balieve you know the nssassin
you probably know something of the
victim?"

“Only that he looked like a for
eigner.'"

“Then you have seen him?" 1 ex-
elalmed, much surprised.

My remnrk caused her to hold her
breath for an Instant. Then sghe an-
gwered, rather lamely, it seemed to
me:

“From his features and complexion 1
guessed him to be an Italinn. 1 saw
him after the keapers had found him.*

“Besldes,”" she went on, “the stiletto
was evidently an Italian one, which
would almost make it appear that a
foreigner wns the assassin,”

“Is that your own susplcion?"

"Nn‘ll

“Why 1"

She hesltated a moment, then in a
low, eager volce she sndd:

“Because 1 have already seen that
knife in another person's possession.”

“Then what I8 your theory regard-
ing the afair?" 1 inquired.

“It seems certain that the poor fel-
low went to the wood by appointment,
and was killed.  The affalr interested
me, and a8 soon as I recognized the
old Itallan knife in the hand of the
keeper, I went up there and looked
about. 1am glad I did so, for 1 found
something which seems to have es-
caped the notice of the detectives.”

shall never abuse, Miss Leithcourt." | so strongly for street and outing wear.

“1 know, I know!" she sald quickly.
“1 trust you in this matter implicitly.
1 have come to you for many reasons,
chief of them being that If a second
viotim has fallen beneath the hand
of the assasin, it is, | know, & woman.”

“A woman! Whom?"

“At present 1 cannot tell you. 1
must firat establish the facts. I this
woman were tenlly stricken down,
then her body lies concealed some-
where In the vielnity, We must find
it and bring home the crime to the
guilty one.”

“But if we succeed in finding It
could we place opur hand upon the
agsassin?” ‘. usked, looking stralght at
her, |

“1f we find it, the crime would then
tell its own tale—it would convict the

person in whose Land I lave seen that |

fatal weapon,” was her clear, bold
AN8War.

“Then vou wish me to sssist you in
this search, Miss Leithcourt? My
gearch may bring susplelon upon me.
It will be difficult to examine the whole
wood without arousing the curlosity of
samebody—the keeper or the police.”

“] have already thought of that,” she
said. I will pretend tomorrow to lose
this watch bracelet in the wood,” and
¢he held up her slin wrist to show
ma the little enameled watch set In
her bracelet. “Then you and I will
gearch for it diligently, and the police
will never suspect the real reason of
our investigatlon. Tomorrow I shall
write to you telling you about my
loss, and you will come over to Ran-
noch and offer to help me.”

1 was silent for & moment.

“ls Mr. Woodroffe back at the
pastle? I heard he was to return to-
I'.I.a}‘."

“No. I had & letter from him from

Bordeaux a week ago. He ls sti]l on
the continent.
has gone to Russin, where hs some-
times hag business.”

“1 asked you the question, Mlss Mu-
riel, because I thought if Mr. Wood-
roffe were here he might object to
our senrching In company,” | ex-
plained, smiling,

Her cheeks flushed slightly, as
though confused at my reference to
her engagement, and she sald mls
chievously:

“I don't see why he should object in
the leant. If you are good cuough to
assislt me to search for my bracelet,
he surely ought to be much obliged to
you."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Depends on the Man,

Any woman can have any man she
llkkes it she pursues him vigorously
enpugh or eludes him—elther doen.
There are two ways for & woman
to get what she wants, Either chase
it for all she ls worth, or run from it
in the same mamner. It depends on
the man—"Time o' Day" by Dorls
Egerton Jones.

HEARD AT DELIVERY DESK

Librarian s Frequently the Recliplent
«of Confidences That Are Distinct-
ly of Private Nature.

“My husband’s been

Pyramids;"” the description of & paint-
fng by “Remembrance” was, after a
little thought, produced—although the
artist was Rembrandt; a natural his
tory book on “Knowing, Inveterats
and Cavernous Anlmals” was inter

# thrillng tale entitled,
“Fighting With the Hi-Hos” was not
tlnmlnud:' He recelved “Riflemen

_*'Cause,” sald Joe, "I'll get a bath
it 1 do"—Youth's Companion.

West Africans Use Boap Freely.

In all parts of West Africa there
are evidences that for centuries be-
tore the native began to import or to
buy Buropean cotton goods from the
Furopean trader who came hither,
they grew their own cotton and wove
on hand looms thelr own catton goods.
They tlso -manufactured woap, and
have made free use of It In keeping
both thelr olothes and bodies clean,
as may be observed by thoda who
travel through the country. Bome
wash their bodles, ns a veligious cere-
mony, two and three Umes a. day,
This ls neceasary, as the natives oil

| thotr skine an & ' againat th b
g s o ot
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SORRY TO HAVE MISSED 'I:HIP

Traveler's Regrot la That He Passed
Up Opportunity to Cross the
Sinal Desert,

The difficulties of the Sinal deseft
seem (o & correspondent to be some-
what exaggerated. Ten years ago, he|

@ trip from Jaffa to Alexandria
by way of Gaza and the const. As the
result of local Inquiries (and

1ot unknown in Palestine, for 1 got |

a8 that was the exact time,
hand before my boat sailed from Alex-
andris, 1 came to the concluslon that
there was not enough margin to work

g .

I belleve, indeed, he |

All of a sudden cretonnes have sprung
into use in the making of apparel. Gay-
Iy flowered and quaintly flgured cre-
tonnes are used to make bright morn-
ing dregses and are called "garden”
dresses, Floppy-brimmed hats or
| beach bonnets (which are sunbonnets

parading under a new name) are worn
. with them and made of the same
cretonne,

One of the best models for & coat
of cotton corduroy, corded cloth, or
fancy weaves in colton, s shown in
| tha pleture given here. Like u lew of

the heavy Unen weaves, it Is unmus-

sable, For decoratlon it depends
| upon machine stitching and buttons
| made by covering button molds with
| the fabric. It is cut along the same
I linea as popular sport coats of wool,
with bigh, convertible collar, blg pock-

§ o ans

ets, and wide belt across the back.

Among other new wraps of cotton
for midsummer smocks made in whits
or blug or brown are commanding,
much attention. They are straight-
hanging garments with the fullness
taken up by old-fashioned “smocking”
at the neck and at the ends of the
slesves, Cretonnes {n small figures are
used for the collar sud. cuffs and are
chosen in strong color contrasts, The
white smocks are prettiest, but those
in Hght brown are equully smart. They,
are the something new in outer gar-
ments that women are all ready to
waleome,

Poke Bonnets.

Adorable poke bonnots in the same
pretty coloring show to advantage
atop Dblonde curls, for, unllke our
American kiddles, the bobbed hair el
fect 18 not being worn on the other
side of the waten. The little girls alll
have ‘their hair long and flowlng over
thelr shoulders and of course it curls
whether naturelle or a la kide or
poker, The British boy, no malter
how tiny, spurns the bobbed effect
nlso, and rvears a. closecropped little
bullet head proudly to the Infantilel

fashionable world.

Ostrich Boa In Enthusiastic Revival I

The ostrlch boa has met with an
unantieipsted byt entliuslastic revival
of popularity, and seems destined to
outdistance other kinds of fuffy and

alry neckwear, The ' unusually cool
weather of gpring has made some sort
of protection almost & necesaity, and
there s no denying the bepomingness
of soft feathers about the throat.
White fox, red fox and light gray or
tan fur neckpleces one seed with the
most summery of white turbans and
flowertrimmed hata, This vogue s
probably a reflection from the west-
arn coust, for vigltors to the Panama
ton have found the weather
cool and everyone Indulging in the
Ban Francisco privilege of wearlng
furs with summer gownas,
féather boa of today I
angth, long as to fiber, and liked
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Three bohs are shown hers, one in
white, one In the natural tan and
white color of the feathers, and the
third In black tipped with white. In
the Iast the white flue is tled or pasted
on to the colored flue, and there is
an endless variety in combinntiona to
choose from In boans made in this way.
But the boa may be had now In any
color, even the most unusual new tints
and shadea.

It Is to be remembared that a bit of

E
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second beadtrimmed hat shows n re
versal of color; white beads nre ap-
pligd to a biack hemp shape with fae-
ing of white crape,
JULIA BOTTOMLEY.
Pearl Ornamenta,

Pearl ornaments may be elegantly
polished by first rubbing the olive ofl
to ramove the dirty appearance, then:
| pplying any red nail polish, This
|and with n little fant rubbing the
pear] takes on a brilllant glow,




