gel one,

The Smithy of Creation.

ARYE a L;rgo opera glass, or a small telmwpc if you can
ad look at the little misty speck, in a row of
minute -».mr- directly under Orion's Belt.
most dramatically interesting spots in the universe, for
there cosmic forces are forging new suns.
brated Orion Ncbula, the most conspicuous in the sky.

It is one of the
It 15 the cele-

_ﬁ

Imagination Seems to Make the Other Faculties Lovelier

TthayhOm’HMﬁ

THIS is the anniversary of the departure, in 1861, d

Ammummmm.hwm
ton to prepare to take up the arduous duties of Presideat |
at a time when .revolt was in the air over. the slavery

question. He never saw Springfield again. !

‘When a Girl Marries

A Story of

_ Early Wedded Life
“Anne Tries to Draw Out Jim on the State of Virginia’s

Feelings Toward Her Ex-Husband, Pat Dalton.

By Ann Lisle.
CHAPTER LXXXIII
O you had tea with Pat Dal-

(‘S

ton! You funny little old-
fashioned child, I believe
- you're fessing up lo make sure 1
won't act like the Sultan of Tur-

key and behead you when I dis-
cover you fair but false,” chuckled
Jim when I got home from my tea
at the Clinsarge and found him
walting for me.

“Please don’t joke that way, Jim,
dearest. As if 1 could ever see an-
other man when you're on earth,”
1 declared with complete faith in
my own wordse. I went—because
he¢ seemed to think he needed some
help 1 covld give him, 1 didn't
even tell Father Andrew, because
we have stanaards at home that
“Ivou might think old-fashioned.
"Whatever my motive, I knew

¥ather Andrew wouldn't like my

going to tea with another man .

“Say, Princess Anne—I pause to
remark right here that your Father
Andrew is about the wcalest, big-
gest individual who has come my
way in a long time. If our Neal
doesn't make a wonderful man
some day, then there's no such
thing as heredity—for he must alro
have inherited a few of the sweel
qualities my girl probably got
from her mother.” Then Jim Kiss-
ed jne lightly, dismissing the suyb-
jact of Pat Dalton. But even at the
risk of boring my resitless boy 1

“hsad to revert to it.

“Jim,” 1 persisted, “I'm pretty
sure that Pat Dalton still cares for
Virginia a

“You are?
Jim broke in excitediy.

“he say?™
“It wasn't =6 much what he sald.

What do you mean?”
“What did

It was that he couldn™ say—any-
thing —**
Jid Is Impatient.

“0%., nonsense!” Jim explained
fmpatioently. Then he laughed.
“Tiny dreaming again, Princess
Anne.”

“No—not day droaming He told
me over the phone that he wanted
to me there primarily to talk
about himself. Then when he had
hiz ¢hance he talked whole para-
graphk= about Evvy and Phoebe and
Nesl and yvou—"

“Precisely, And

“about Jennle, Prov
“ isn't thinking much about her.
Anne, 1 hate the idea of divorce.
Bul 1 hate the position Jeanie’s in
now still worse, She's neither tied
-—mnor {ree.”
“It's a bad position, Jim. I'm com-
ing to =ee that. So I try to forgive
—~lher when out of her bitterness she
huris me—and perhaps ruins Neal's
happiness—and Phoebe's.™

Jim =hoolk his head with patient

jmduigence when 1 said that—and
“ reaching across the couch, drew me
= roughly to him—and held me close
ror u second. 1 could see from the
superior, triumphant expression on
his fsce when he freed me that he

zet

gaid nothing
ving that he

liad little belief in my power to
draw conclusion=s and was—in the
flush of his first success—coming
bacl: to his inherent belief in mas-

In a moment he

sHae superinrity,

put into words the thing that 1
i
~  *Listen to me, 1ittle girl,. When

vou're reporting a conversation,
your memory and vour vivid inter-
est in people give every word you
repeat a great deal of.charm and
vaiue. RBut don't try to figure out
whalt is going on in people’'s minds—
because you're not much of a judge
of human nature. That's why I
forgive you when you're horrid to
my Jeanle.”

I tore myself from hi= lingering
arms and sprang to my feet

“So I'm mo judge of human na-
ture! I didan't make [riends with
your Terry at once, I didn't recog-
nize the splendid qualities of An-
thony Norreys™

“Sure you did,” agreed Jim, com-
placently; “couldn’t miss them if
vou tried, little innocent. But you
fell down on Betty, who's the salt of
the carth. And you don't ‘get’
Jeanle at all.™

Trifle Belittied.

His superiority hurt. I felt belit-
tled, and I turned away. Here I
had been trying to do something big
and constructive and helpful for
Virginia—and Jim only laughed at
me as if 1 were a cunning kitten,
whose antics amusred him. And ina

moment he seemed to forget that I
haed once been a successful business
woman, and that 1'd stood by him
fn his hour of need. 1f a day or
two of Euccesa was going to make
him assume this patronizing atti-
tude toward me, what could I hope
for if he ever really made himself
felt in, the business warld?

*Then you don't care 1o know what

Mr. Dalton sald about your sister?”
1 asked, in a tone that I Jdidn’t bave
to struggle very hard to make cold
and aloof.

Jim rose and sauntered over to
me with a tolerant and pleased air
of possession. He put his hand un-
der my chin and tilted my face up
for his kiss. Then with a secure
alr of certainty and leisure, he ran
his fingers through my hair,

“Pretty little lilac princess—what
vast plece of evidence have you ex-
tracted from Pat this day?" he
usked, indifferently.

Across my mind there flashed a
picture of Pat Dalton leaning across
the tea table and murmuring with
gn eager note 1'd never heard before
in his reckless voice:

“yirginia—what does rhe say
about me ¢ * ® Jeanle never
mentlons me * * * Jeanle—well,

1 might 'have known that. She
wouldn't.”

1 knew that meant something.
But if I told Jim (n his present
mood he would only laugh at me.

“Jt really doesn't matter what he
sald. Virginla isn’'t the least inter-
ested in him any more, is she?" 1
asked, with seeming innocence.

Jim's eyes darkened to green—
the remote green that marks the
moments of. reserve when he goes
inte himse!f and will reveal nothing
of what he thinks and feels. I
couldn't read his eyes.

At Iast he answered coldly:

“When Jeanie wants to give you
her confidence, Anne, ehe will do so,
1 suppose.”

(Te Be Continmed.)

Advice to the Lovelorn

BY BEATRICE FAIRFAX,

Says He Is Fascinated.
Dear Miss Fairfax:

I was recently introducad to a
young girl who fascinated me very

much, [ wae invited to her houso
and was treated most cordially.
Later we went out And spent =a
most enjovable evening. By her
actions and words 1 felt ceriain
that she cared for me.

As | said good night to her in

front of her house 1 made a4 %3~
ture to kiss her. It was purely
a spontameous outburst of love.
She, however, turned away.

Do you think T assumed the right
attitude? 1 love this girl dearly
und would like to know what at-
itude to assume in the fuiure.

F. A. C,

Try to let your acquaintag:® wue-

velop naturally, even thouzxh you
are In 5 state of fasrcination. And
by all means drop kissing for ihe

present. You endanger Your

chances by forcing matlers.

Her Rival Wears Curls.

Pear Miss Fairfax:

I am a girl of sixteen, and T
know % bhoy of seventeen who is
considered wery pretty. I @liso
have a girl friend who I kave
noted is paying =trict attention to
my boy. Now this annoy: me,
Miss Fairfax, and T wish your ad-

i

vice. She always wedrs cuns now,
to attract this boy's altention,
though before this she uszd to
wear her hair up. She is not nretty
at all. ANXTONU =,

1t is because You are S0 youn:,
no doubt, that 1 am obliged o :e-
mind you that you meke a mistiue
in cultivating a s=ense of posres-
gion in regard to your boy friend.
And you are a foolish child to be
annoycd by your friend’s ‘mpulse
to curl her hair. It is quite legiti-
mate for her to try to incrouase
her attractiveness.

A Californian Pest

Tarantulas are plentiful In the
rough, broken country in the south-
ern part of California. They are re-
pulsive looking creatures, with fat,
hairy bodies, over-plentiful wiry
legs, -and <cruel poison mandibles,
They stay in their burrows during
the dry season. but as soon as the
rains begin they sally forth. The
tarantula constructs g very skilful
burrow and nest in the ground. It
has a cover so nicaly fitted that It

can scarcely be detected from the
surrounding soil. The covar opens
and shuts upon a hinge, and on the
ingide are holes into whiceh the oc-
cupant thrusts its mandibles, and
thus “holds the fort” against in-
truders.

The Kid Who Fell With a Pocket Full of Candy Which He Was Keeping Secret

From the Rest of the Gang.

By FONTAINE FOX.

Yalll Al
c‘ “1;¢‘.
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Pussin Boots,

Jr.

By David Cory.

CLL, Puss, Jr., didnt slay
long with the miler, fo
our little travelier was anx-

fauther, Puss in Boots,
miller good-day and

Jris
S0 he badg the

fous Lo see

trotted off on his goad gray horse

and by and by he came acros:

Peter, the PumpKkin Later

Now you must remember FPuss,

Jr., was still t(raveling in New
| Mother Googe Land, =o that if |

write you a Mother Goose Melody
| it will be samething different, al-
i thoughk =uomecthing ke the Ol
I Mother Gouose Rhymcs Well, as he
:l rode along, he hieard that same
! littlz bhird, wha had =0 olion =ung
| before, singing this song.

Peter, Peter, pumphkin fater,

Had a wife and couldn’t Keep her
i And that's causc when he wns a boy

He never would hils times employ,

|
Aud just then Deter eame in gight,
He was aquite an clderiy man, wilh
gray whiskers and Kind bluse ey e-
| But, uh., dear e’ 1 walked wila
| such n lazy step. and his hands dan-
| gled 2t his sides n [ they couldn™
! tiake hold « any thinge with a geod,
hard grip, all of which showed that
Peter wasn't of muclh accaunt, you
Know, and a man who can’t provide
for his wife i= a poor sort of o
human being, for mesn must work,
pithough women don't have to wesp
unless they want o, although the
old saying is that they mast
o T | M OTN . Proter,™ eried
Puass, J Lindly, for aue ittle trar
| clee telt serry fov L “How
evervihnng
“Nerv bad, my good Fir Cat,” e
plied Peter, taking «ff b hat and
rubbines Li: B¢ hanud over hex halr
“Aly zood wife is lving with her
mather, apdd, of conrse. she ool th
baby with her, and I'm lonesgome]
yves, 'm sery lonesome.” and I'eter
rubbed hiis nope and winlked his blus
Y s, I think thers was a tear In
them. but he Jdidn't want Duss, Jr.,
Lo see 1t
“Whs don't you get work?" azked
Puss. “The man nt the Wind Mil
| vonder in vory busy. ITe might
| Eive rou a joub |
| Well after n few minutes' talic,
| Pliss tursed his hor about and
| ook Pote baclk ta the mill And
| In a =hort time he had persnnded
the miller to hire eter, Wasn't
| that kind of Pu=ss, Jr.?
i nll ey Peter worked at the
mill. grinding the corn and filling
l the sa ks, and that night he went
to 2Bee hils wife and baby, for the
had told bt af L wanld

] milier
work well he we

- ald let him have a
| littke

hiut near the amll
| And 1M'viey wife wius =0 happy
when she heard what Peter hadd
| done thut she picked the baby up
| In her arms and followed Peter to
| the mill hut. and pretty soon she
: Lad a fire going in the stove At
' while she was doing this Kind, gen-
erous little J*uss, Jr vent to the
grocery store and Lought a lot of
things to eat and brought them to
her,

And then they ! had supper and
Muss spent the night in Veter's now
e, And ip the nexr story T will
Il you whnt Lappe todd after that
if any L .tt} i w i pelined to
he Jazy will proa hiiz mother Lo
Ty o Zrow tige Tt h SO G sl man.
Cu slit, 1919, I
Ty Be t ontinued. )

avid ey

A Necnssary Part.

i ¥ dil s

1 . i
Y LIS e s d i ‘

¢ sl

a4l erine! Ilerv™= o Jrit §: Tl =i
“YNessjr, vess|

lraperturbalids

| dressing, sir!”

awied the

“Thal a lld."t of the
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Turquoise
Blue
Straw Hat
of
Pineapple
Straw
Decorated
with
Straw-
berries.

Charming. indeed, is this evening gown.

Phate by Dnaerwoo? & Daaueed

A stunning effect

is obtained by a spangled hluv net over cloth of silver.

Women and the Club

By Eleanor Gilbert.

T isn't many years ago that an

“advertizinzg womuan" wa=2 =0
that was regarded
awe and solemnity, Ad
there w n-plenty
course—but
quites a

rare she

with

I

Yot ore

EiNE men
-all immensely rich. of
an advertising WwWoman wWha:
i #ort of crozsg helween a

a lit-

Caro=ity.

vommercigol-minded poet and
eriuy plutocrat
Advertising men came
open were
itors, buyers, Butl advertising w»
en were hidden in noonks and
departmoent

w0 leal

the

solle=-

ouk In
the g managers,
wein-
RWRY

and
el

crannies of lores
oo nmed
Lisll= %o I'e

waorlidl b

thet: rhe fu
L oupen o
uns=ean handz,

Wwve riisZImE Wik yorl=

betiel tos b eyt el ws
WoiLs y determined creature =l
heard her chief and other pdvertis.
ine men talk gavly of intleresting
mevting nt advertising “1ub-
w here technical dizcussilons proviesd
s helpiul and stimulating, So =she
boldly asked permission to visit the
clubs of professton —and was
grectedd withh a4 gasp refusal in
mo=l nacs

LU'nddet
pleasantly
the advertis
had shed
it a4 ciuly of
did:

New York started the first ad-
vertising olub, and Jater was fol-
fowed by Boston, Philadelphia, san
Franciveo, aml today the are doz-
ens af clubs in the large cities of
the countrs Women who are ad-
vertising manngzers of manufactur-
ing plants, department stores, puh-
hishers v [orth nre among the
well as thos who

tharu walting

T BT .

eEl dn =i

her

ing

ermuned, she
that if =h
ing clulis,
jolly well

heg

announced
couidnt go to
that the men
el busy pnd
uwn And she

I'e

md
members, as
sperialize

Aidvertising women come from the

same bhranches of the profeszjon ns
met soliciting writing “eopy.”
buying =pace aml =ome of thes~
women boast Jobs of unusual in-
terest and responsgibility

In the New Yurk eclub, far sxam
ple, there are gseventy members, each
in jobhsz of speeinl interesd The
president of Lhe ~lub is responsible
for ti advertising of & large trad-
Ing stamp orgunization.  In® meme-
her ia in charee of the export de-
i tment of o 1 %1 5 o -
M 0 of 1l woemen are hesidd
f adverilainge neinch umdhie 1ik
Tull Lhe fiadveg n ol several Eires
corporation analher woman | i
owner of o newspu end ithere
AR PN Woeelhie 9 VR i wRilow
nitinnalls « T whoeits mive-
e counsel o Aome the bl de-
pAartGent More:

Thete = n wond ~timnia
NE WL Sptiere abowt s mroun of
ey A ' l
wenlily ool Fypye by nt w iy
SO PrOIGinent womaa perali, Yuls
lowed by gencral weslon,  and

at their monthly evening mectings

may hbhe heard men and women
prominent in commercial life,

Certainly there is mnothing that
helps the business woman quite so
much as this kind of frequent con-
tact with other women in similar
great hapdicap of business women
in the past that they have not
been quick to follaw the example
of men in forming business organ-
izationg where they counld meet reg-
uiarly, dizcuss problems of mutual
interest and get heip and sugges-
Liohs,

As soon ax a man becomes a law-
ver, or a doctor, or an engineer, or
# plumber or uan accountant. he
gets in touch with hi=s fellows by
ioining a eclub or a union of his
hind, KEvery business woman who
wan!s 1o get on should go and do
Jiliew fum,

Recipes With
Oysters

‘The folliowing recipes have been
texted by Good Housckecping amd gre
Tecomng ndr .}

OYSTER SALAD,

Oyster salad 13 unique. Prepare
tvio oyvsiers for euch persons to be
served Cook in  their own Jjulice
until *he edges curl: drain and
chill l.ay two oystera on white
lettuee leaves on each plate [or In-
dividual servings, sprinkle each
with a little lcmon julce and very
finely chopped parsley, and  sur-
round with & ring made of smal,
inch-long julienne strips of white
celery.,  ut a2 whirl of mayonnalse
in the middle of #ach and serve
witl: thin, brown-brewd sandwiches,

SUNDAY NIGHT OYSTERS

The chaling-dish ¢can be u=ced to
advantage many times when pra-
paring ovsaiters, especially for an
evening “spread.” To make Sun-
day night oysters placs  in the

chafing-dish a tabl. spoonful of but-
ter or margarin and one of flour.
Ilend together and add w-faurth
teaspnonful eaech of paprika and
salt. a teaspronfual ot letaone Jwice,

tahlesp omful of catchup and «
£ dropz: of table =auce Dlend
well weldd pint of prepared and
dvaiaed o Le and cook until
Hot erackers.

-
ra,

oaimp. Nerve on

Mendeg on the Mend

lerstond say the
that 3 war Wwas 1l
supposs N bells I san
e by the
ity Lis
anoth “hita 1 L plivd the
other, “As you obsorvad

is on the mend!”

I, luday she

l
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THE STRANGEST STORY YOU EVER READ.

Is Unable to Carry Through
His Plans.

By GUY DE TERAMOND.

Synepaia of Preecding Chapters.

Lucien Delorms, so bucollc that even
the cabby whe dreve him teo Mme
Armelin's family boaprding houss Ia
Paria points out the pilaces of note Lo
Iﬂ& preca=nte I?:tcrn of introductien te
t cautious landiady
At dimner, he makes the m-.lr':tul
of his fellow boarders These are
Mrs. Tankery, a rich American widow,
whose room adjoins that of Delorma,
and a Guatemalan general, Dominge ¥
Lopes, a man of mystery.

Mra. Tankery, aboot sixty, carries
about with ber a fortume in jewals.
Delorme sttracts attention by reasen
of Jarge dark-lensed glasses he wears
The opinlen prevalis that lis eyes are
woak and that he has come to Paris
to consult am eminent eye specialist.
Mre. Tankery, & fortnight after De-
lorme’s arrival, |s found dead in her
room—murdered. Afier an ;nn-llu-

Later Delorme is relessed by polics.
his do!amtnuon of
leaving the “Family H

Early in the morning, Iu formulated
a very circumstantial theory of the
crime, and the muuam
as marshaled in kis brain, sesmed to
point o the young provincial as the
perpetrator,

The baron meets Delorme and re-
veals details of transaction he intends
Lo carry out.

Meanwhile, the fame of the Tare
Jewels of the Comte D'Abazoli-Viscoss
excites considerable comment through-
out Paris, and a clever
of thieves, the “A™ Hand, plots to g=t
them. They lease an adjoining spart-
ment.

“Pardon me, sir,” replied the
yoyng wnan, removing his glasses
and placing them on the desk by his
side. “You misunderstand me. I am
only saying that they are nof, at
this moment, in the safe.”

“And on what do you base this
supposition?”

“Allow me not to answer your
question, It is Impossible to give
you any explanation at this mo-
ment. Rest assured, however,” he
added, “that perhaps 1 shall soem
tell you things which will amaze
you still more!”

“Indeed, sir—and who are you?

“My name is Lucien Delorme.”

On leaving the baron's houss he
had gone downstairs in a mood of
great perplexity. Had not his cyes
deceived him? Had he really been
in the presence of one of the indi-
viduals whom he was seecking? It
was difficult for him to admit, a
priorl, that Comte d'Abazoli-Vis-
cosa, the charming society man to
whom every drawing-room stood
open, could be a murder! Ard vet
—yet—he had seen—it was impoe-
sible for him to be mistakea—un-
less there was some extraordinary
coincidence that could be compared
only with the ue¢cident which had
made him suddenly encountar the
man who had a bullet in his skall!

Then, after having hesitated for
a whole day over the means (o
use in order to obtain certainty, he
had telephoned to Baron Flucke
that the comte, feeling slightly i1,
had requested him to defer hia
vizsit until some other day. and had
gone bravely to the comie’s house.

“Lucien Delorme?" cried she
comte, searching his memory for
the association recalled by the
name.

“The man who occupled the next
room to JMrs. Tankery * * *”
The other leaped to his feel.

“Mrs. Tankery?™

“Murdered one night by two men
~—the taller one had a bullet in his
skull * * * and the shorter one in
his lég. Shall T go on, sir?”

The comte, in g tone of quiet sar-
casm, answered:

“It seems to me that T do re-
member all that naw. Are not you
the young man who gave the pelics
such fantastic detalls about the
crime in the Ayenue Mozart, and
whom the newspaper callxd a
dreamer. You were even arrasied,
and then released as a madman.”

“Certainly.” replied Lucien De-
lorme emphatically. “But those
muyrderers who carried a revolver
in each pocket—and who still carry
them,” he added, looking intentiy at
his companion,” “one of whom lad a
ring on the ring finger—the other
a watch in his jeft vest pockef, and
who still have them-— would vou
like to have me tell you whe they
ars?™

“I was going to ask, sir!™

Lucien Delorme had put his gray
feit hat on the table, his chestnut-
colored overcoat and his yellow kid
gloves on the armchair, and.stand-
ing erect, with folded arms, ha sald:

“One, sir, is2 vourself! The other
is the man hidden behind that hnru:-
ing. holding the fagal wire whicl
he used to strangle Mrs Ta"l!\*ry
and Baron Plucke-Strohe.”

For an instanf the comte starsd
at Lucien Delorme in bewilderment.
seeming 10 wonder how he could
know a!l this,

“Hr." be said, haughtily, at last,
“1. agree with the police and the
press thal you are a lunatic. You
don't know what you are saying—1I
will- not discuss the matter with
vou. Accuse me, Comte d’Abazoll-
Visvoza, of being a eriminal?—Come,
come. that wounid make all my aec-
quaintances langh. But I do not
wish Lo retain the title of swindler

which you =0 gratuitousiy bestow
upon me.—If it i= imposible for me
to prove that I have murdered no
one, I intend, at lesast, to give you
£ proof thst the cems exist, and
that thev are in thi= rafe.—1 intend

tn 4o for you what T have never yat
done for apyone in the world: T am
going to show them ta you!"

He aspoake with sucfh assurance
e, fo- an instant, Lurcicn Delorme
o't Jomtherfnd

What if ho yere mistuken?

they W32 no error—he
had enly to look sreupnd him-—that
ALy saf those men who carried
1t =i very bodie« an irrefutable

Jescripthion—tl revolvers wity

Alelr*they were armvd-—-the ]
tha hands of the nman
hind yonder portiere,

taey aware

stee
208~

T ikl
s oyt nudoubt-
two vills T

askli=, CAFloid s

gL
ealed be
Wursg srimes

Withh a rapid, ¢outions movemenst
a =1t for the revwiver in his
Meanwlhile the comte had quiet!ly
taken a key from one of the draw-
ers in hiz desk. Then, after going

¢ Just

to the safe and carefuliy turniag
the knobs several timea, he put It
in the lock.

The heavy door turned om iI»
hinges.

Lucien Delorme took a step for
ward and, looking Into the deep
chest, exciaimed triumphantly:

“There's nothing in 1t

“No,” sald the comte, In & loud
voice, "but dom’t be troubled, sir,
it will not always be emply!™

Then the young man reallzed the
full extent of his imprudence.

Suspecting the Individual whom
he had seen in Baron Plucke's
drawing room to be the man he
sought, ha had come to his home to
make sure of the fact without
thinking of the danger he was run-
ning: he had gone with bowed head
hu? a snare he had set for him-
el
Now he was at this man's m

He rapidly tried to grasp the re-
volver in his pocket, detérmined to
seil his life dearly.

Thero was no time to do so. The
Hindoo had leaped fram his hiding
place and seized his arms In = vise,
completely paralyzing him.

“3coundrels’™ he cried

“Be kind enough to sit down™
sneered the comte, “so that we can
have a little conversation.™

Then. after lighting a cigaretis,
he continued:

“Don’'t you think, sir. that, after
all, life is a queer thing? One day
we do not know each other, the neaxt
we meet, ready to rush at e=ed
other's threoats How much meore
guletly we should live, however. if
we did not have the Irresiniidle
mania for troubling ourselves
about what does not concern ug?—
1 do not yet understand your me-
tive for meddling with our affalrs!
Are you a policeman?—Neo, you
are too clumsy for that. Are you
the baron's adviser?™Not that
either’—your are not even his sec-
retary .though you, told me so just
now. You see, sir, that T am well
informed. Then by what right de
you come to prevent me frem car-
rying to a successful end the specu-
lation I had undertaken?—I don't
know that you represent publis
honegty? Se you are acting from
a purely personal standpoint!-—And
why™

Then, as Lucien Delorme did not
answer. he went on:

“In some way. of which I am ig-
norant, you were informed ol cer-
tain peculiarities copcerning the
murdérers of Mrs. Tankery. You
knew  detalls of the crime so per-
fectly accurate that it might have
been supposed you had witnessed
the whale scene, hiddén somewbars
in the room itself. What did yon
do?T Instead of prudently keeping
silent, you had nothing more press-
ing than to tall the whole story Lo
to police—first mistake! TYou werse
arrested and, let me tell you, that
you were in Juck to have been re-

so casily. Innocent men
have been condemned for less than
that! Second mistake—you 'lent
yoor assistance, wilhout any nec-
essity, to Baron Plucke. whe could
not console himself for having.
thanks to us, inherited a large for-
tune, in order to permit him to
take up an old affalr that every-
body had Tforgotien. Third mis-
take—finally., you came here, to my
residence, to brave me and deliver
yourself to my vengeance with =&
boldness that. undoubtedly, pro-
ceeds wholly from lgnerance! Have
you never thought, sir. that there
are secretls whose welght is heavy
1o carry, afrd whose revelation may
cost those who betray them very

dearly ™™

*I know,” replled Lucien De-
iorme vehemently, “that you are
murderers and, besides, I need, for
that discovery, only the steel wire
in your hands.'

“You have nothing to fzar frem
it,” sald the comte In a Jeering
tone., . “It ia used only for the
unfortunates whom it is hu-
mane to make suffer as little as
possible! A different punishmest
awaits the indiscreet—Ah! Yeu see
that safes do not contaln jewals?

Well, =ir, you will look wmore
closely still and reflect opon the
danger of meddiing with what
dpes not concern you—Yyour sacrat
will remain shut up there through
all gtermity = = & ™

Lucien Delorme could no longer
donbt, the kind of horrible death
which awaited him.

“Help!"

But his cries were stifled in his
throat. The Hindoo's fingers were
pressed upon his mouth like a tight
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'Man With X-Ray Eyes

Delorme Calls Upon the Comte, But

'»

'Ope Woman to Another

By Frances Moore

When I went home for Christmas
last year., T found the bi st sa
prise of my life. Inste of fas
nating everybody, as | thought to
do, people left me unnoticed. And 1
couldn’'t wunderstand, until
mother explained it

“Frances,” she =aid the d.a,r' after
the dance, “1 don't know whether

you're aware of Lthe fact. but yul
have unpleasant body odars 've
noticed {olks avoid you. . Now, don't
fuss. Use the Amolin vou'l! tind on
| Your dressing-table, [I{ will destror
the odors almost instantly.”

If 1 hadn’t had proof that some-
thing was the matter with v (hst
evenping, T wouldn't have believed
mothe But | thought \nd § M-
memberad simiar cnseqg when men
didin't seem egper Tor Jov comipan
T hicvitaied no longer, 1 used Amo-
lir

Did it heln® Whv it fust mide
a different gicl af me, [ feit bedler.
taora o ihident of my =15, The vdors
vanished ind now at parties and
daneesg—~well, my program Ls always
tuor full

Sdmeilin is ealled the per=onal da-
valorant powder, It's unscenisd con-
gt "" tnleun: and = ah-mm--iy
armiess [t has many intimte
uees and Iz o ntisepiic » J‘ vunder-
it h-nlu; and =oothing qualities

Al drug and de partniept stores gell
Vit 4L comes fn ¢ oz cAns (01
-0, utll wle size [ ] e 1 Amo-
T L, T,l\\. N, T, wil) seud _1 (ree
SAMPLE OL  TEguy -L. Most wonmen
5= AVE Trig olin ~onal ..cr it
“nlial reuisite,
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