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Lieutenant Jarvis Ho
the United States nav
tigate and report his findings on the in-
wention of Dr. Ralph Burke, which urvea
to bring the submarine to & =tate of
hcl:lon. The lisutéenant arrives in V) d.n-

and s welcomed by the inventor and
daughter, Cleo. On the trial trip of
inventnur.‘-tmm & Japanese helper is

Bct o
mechu.n!-m of

f examining the
the wventillating device.
B~ Hope reports favorably on the new de-
’ vice but tnm are others interosted in it
An attempt to burglarize Doctor Burke's
h.bm-nl.ory tnﬂi. but later Cleo finds him
murdered In his bedroom.

THIRD INSTALLMENT.

- The murder of Ralph Burke provid-
b ed the public with a 10 days' mystery.
' Newspaper readers, satiated with the
European confllet and the crisis in
Mezxlco, eagerly devoured fits details.
The great newspapers of the country
hurried thelr cleverest correspondents
to Valdavia. At Hope's suggestion
the navy department, which was vi-
K tally interested in recovering the lost
i formula, detailed a secret service
iy operative on the case, but he met
- with no better success than the po-
lce. On the theory that Burke had
been murdered by Satsuma out of re-
venge, a fresh search for the Japanese
was started, only to be abandoned
when it was reported, with much cir-
cumstantial deteil, that a man tallying
with his desceription had shipped, twe
days before the murder, on a wvessel
bound for South America. But, though
this apparently eliminated Satsuma, it
only served to deepen the mystery.

i» As the days passed and no solution

' was forthcoming, newspaper readers
. began to turn thelr attention to other
g events,

; Olga Ivanoff, who had hurried to
Valdavia in order to be on the scene
of action, prepared to return to her
luzurions apartment in San Francisce,
though Sextus was to remain behind

R in order to keep in touch with any
potential developments. Hope and
Morton still remained, the former be-
canse he had received instructions
from Weashington to stay in Valdavia
ag long as there was & possibilily of
recovering the lost formula; the latter
because of similar instructions from
his uncle, Calvin Montgomery, who
wrote that if the formula could be
found he could sell it on his own
terms to one of the European belliger-
ents. It was not the fllusory hope of
recovering the formula, however, that
kept Hope and Morton in Valdavis;
the real magnet wes Cleo.

Her father's tragic death welghed
heavily upon Cleo, and it was often
far into night before ghe fell asleep
upon her tear-sozked plilow, but her
days were seldom lonely, for Jarvis
Hope and Gerald Morton were con-
stant callers. But, though she frankly
welcomed the visits of the suave.-man-
nered yvoung New Yorker, and listened
with wrapt attention to his gossip of
! Fifth avenue and Broadway, she never
| g gave him her entire confidence.
Though sne never admitted it, even to
herself, she did not entirely trust him.
There was no question in Hope's mind
as to his feelings for Cleo. He was
whole-heartedly, desperately, madly in
love with her, but. though he felt in-
tuitively that Clec reciprocated, his
fnnate delicacy led him to refrain
from telling her of his love at this
time.

In his will Burke had left every-
thing that he possessed to Cleo. Yet
“everything” consisted of harely $1.000
in the ULsnk, the furniture of the
house, his extensive sclentific library
—and the vanished secret of the sub-
marine. Cleo was under no illusions
regarding the state of her finances.

“I must go to work, Jarvis," she told
Hope, with whom she discussed her
financlal diMculties and her future as
she would with an old family friend.
*“I must find something to do, for at
this rate what little money I have will
soon be gone. Perhaps I can get a
position as a secretary, or in a library.
I vscd to write all daddy's letters and
keep his accounts.” Her voice trem-
bled, ns it always did at mention of
her father, for her grief wss still very
new.

“Why don’'t you dispose of your
father's library, Cleo?" he asked cne
evening when they were sitting on
the vine-covered verandah discussing
ber affairs. ‘“You ought to realize a
considernble sum from {t—enough,
certainly, so that you will not need
to worry about mcney matters for
some time to come I'm going over
to San Francisco tomorrow. and, if
you care to have me, 1 will make
some inguiries astothabutnym
dispose of it.”

The n~xt evening be called again.
“When 1 was in town today,” he sald,
“I looked vp a friend who Is interested
in bookn, and he put me in touch with
a man named Dmwson, the proprietor
of the Dawson Auction rooms. [ went
to see Dawson, who seems to be &
very dacent fellow, and explained that
you wished to dispose of your father's
library. He tells me that he is hoid-

ing en important sale next week and

that, if you wish the books to go into

it. they must be shipped to him at
once.'”

“It breaks my heart to part with
daddy's lbrary,” sald Cleo, “but, of
course, It's the wisest thing to do. 1
don’'t need the books and I do need
the money. Oh, Jarvis, I don't know
how 1 would have got through these
terrible days if I had not had you to
lean on and advise with.”

The following morning found Cleo
in & gingham apron and Hope in his
ghirt slseves hard st work listing and
packing the hundreds of dusty vol-
umes, the ubiguitous and good-natured
Hook nailing up the cases. Hope was
in the act of placing the much-worn
Bible which had belonged to Burke
when Cleo snatched it from him.
“That mustn't go,” she cried. *“It
was given to daddy by his mother,
and the wvery night he—he died he
asked me to keep it always. I shall
never part with it."

The sale, which included the Burke
library, so Mr. Dawson wrote Cleo,
would take place on the following
Wednesday. As it had been widely
advertised he anticipated & large at-
tendance and good prices. On Wednes-
day aftermoon Cleo, who, on Hope's
advice, was preparing to give up the
house, began the formidable task of
sorting the nfass of papers—Iletters,
gclentific data and memoranda—which
had belonged to her father. The re-
ceipted bills she placed in one pile,
the unpaid bills—there were but few
of these, thank goodness!—she placed
in another; the papers relsting to his
patents in a third. As she lifted the
leather-covered blotting pad which had
lald on her father's desk almost as
long as she could remember, there
slipped from between its folds and
fluttered to the floor a letter. Pick-
ing it up, she glanced at it carclessly
to ses on which of the piles it be-
longed. To her surprise it was ad-
dressed to herself. Tearing it open,
she drew out the single sheet of note
paper that it contzined. No wonder
that the message, scrawled thereon in
her father's cramped handwriting,
brought to her lips a cry of astonish-
ment and consternation. This is what
she read:

My Dear hter—

In the event of my death you will find
the socret of the submerine in the books
over my desk. One book contains the
cryptogram and the other the key.
DADDY.

For n long moment she stood speech-
less, staring at this message from the
dead. “The bhookas over my desk.”
That could refer only to“the dozen
treasured volumes which, from her
earliest recollection, her father had
kept In his workroom that they might
be near him. Now she recalled their
last conversation, as she sat beslde
him in the laborstory. 1 want you
to remember, Cleo,” he had said, with
unusual solemnity, “that when I am
gone there is a fortune for my little
girl in those old volumes." She had
supposed that he referred to their in-
trinsic value. And those were among
the books which she had sent to San

through her fingers! But perhaps it
was not too late:

“Hook!™ she cried, excitedly, wav-
ing the letter. “see what T've just
found!
blotting sheets When I was cleaning
daddy’s desk! The formuia Is hidden
in one of those books which we sent
to the auction sale in San Francisco.
They are being sold today
e there isn't a minute to lose.
You ruz down to the hotel and get
Lieutenant Hope and I'll go over to
the drug store and try to get the aue-
tion rooms on the phone.”

Before Hook, whose faculties were
none too alert at any time, had recov-
ered from his astonishment, Cleo was
fiying down the garden path. As she
dashed through the gate she almost
ran Into the arms of Gerzld Morton.

“Oh, Mr. Morton,” she gasped, “I've
found the formula! That is.” she ad-
ded, “I've found where it is hidden.”

“Great heavens!"” he exclaimed, and
with avarice in his volce, “where ia it?"

“] haven't time to stop and explain
now,” she panted. *1 must get to a
telephone. The gecret iz hidden in
one of those old books which daddy al-
ways kept in his laboratory—and they
are being sold today at Dawson's Auc-
tion rocm In Sarn Francisco, I'm go-
ing to telephone to try to stop their
sale.” The last words she filung over
her shoulder as she hastened onward.
For a moment Morton stood ponder-
ing. ‘Then he also dashed madly
down the street—in the direction of
the railway station.

- - - - - - -

Fellowing Olga's instructions Sextus
had mada it his business, ever since
the night 6t the murder, to keep the
Burke home under surveillance and to
watch those who entered or left it
As he was unknown tc Cleo or her
friends he was enabled to observe

Francisco to be sold at auction. She | |
had unwittingly let a fortune sup{ |

It fell out from between the |

sidewalk, it was the most natural
thing in the world that, his curiosity
aroused, he should turm and follow
her. The chase did not lead him far,
for a block below she burst into a drug

}

May 1 use your telephone, Mr.
Smith?™ she asked the druggist. “I
must get word instantly to San Frao-
cisco.”

“Certainly, Miss Burke,” was the an-
swer. "“There's the phone—over in
the corner. Ask the operator to give
you long distance.”

Sextus, following Cleo into the
store, selected a cigar, lighted it, and.
leaning negligently against the coun-
ter, had no difficulty in overhearing
the ensuing conversation, or, rather,
Cleo’s end of it

*“] wish to speak to Mr. Dawson of
the Dawson Auction room in San Fran-

cisco,” she said, “and pleass hurry,
For ten minutes she walted. “Is
this Mr. Dawson? ) This is

Miss Burke of Valdavia speaking.
You remember that last week
I sent you my father’s library to be

sold? . . Yes, the library of Dr.
Ralph Burke, the invemtor. , . .
The books musn't be sold =
i8 very, very important, . .

What? . You have just anld
them? . . . But the twelve big vol-

umes with the leather bindings?
They have been sold, too?
Can you get them back again?
I will pay you anything if you

. .

can recover them. . It's too
late? . Do you know who
bought them? 7 They went to
different parties? . But you
have a list of the purchasers? .

Thank God for that! m mn

for San Francisco &t once—on the
first train.”

As Cleo, very discouraged, hung up
the receiver, Sextus quietly left the
store. The moment he was out of
sight, hbowever, he broke into & rum.
Ten minutes later he was knocking
at the door of Olga Ivanoff's room.
Briefly he told her his story.

“We musin't lose a moment,” he
concluded. "That Burke girl and her
frilends won't let any grass grow un-
der their feet in getting to San Fran-
cisco. Our only chance of getting the
gecret is to reach Dawson's place
shead of them and obtain possession
of the list.”

“You're quite right, Sextus,” said
Olga, who was already pinning on ber
bat. “We must get there before they
do, When does the next train leave?”
“*There's a train in thirty minutes,™
he replied, “but they'll be on it. They
would get there as soon as we would.
But thera's a ferry leaving in five min-
utes. If we can catch it we will get to
San Francisco before the train.”

If Olga and Sextus, standing on the

out a heariy
white and penitent.

“It’'s all my fault,” she said, “I'm so,
8o sorry—but I just couldmn't go with
you to San Francisco looking like a
fright, could 1, Jarvis?

“You need never worry aboul your
looks, Cleo,” he answered. “You are
always beautiful, no matter what you
wear. And there is another train at
six-twenty.”

“Qh, Jarvis,” suddenly exclaimed
Cleo, & few minutes later. “I almost
forgot to tell you. [ caught a glimpse
of someone we know on that train.™

“Who was it?" inguired Hope.

“Gerald Morton,” was the answer.
“I saw him swing abcoard the last car
just as the train was puiling out.”

“Yes,” said Hope carelessly, “Mor-
ton has been running up to San Fran-
cisco quite frequently of late.”

“1 wonder,” Cleo observed thought.
fully, “if his going to San Francisco
on that train could have any connec-
tion with the secret of the submarine.
He must hava dedlded very suddenly.
When I saw him half an hour ago he
said nothing about going to the city
today.”

“You saw Morton this afternocon?”
Hone asked sharply.

“Yes, | almost ran into him when I
wos on my way to the drug stors to
telephone.”

“But you didn‘t tell him about find-
ing the latter, did you?" anxiously in-
quired Hope.

“I—TI'm afraid 1 did,” admitted Cleo,
T was 80 excited, you ses, that I told
bim about the letter &nd the books
without thinking. It didn't do any
harm did it, Jarvia?”

“I hope not,” was the answer, “but
I don't know. Several things that
have come to my attention lataly have
made me a little suspiclous of Mister
Gerald Morton. He's a young man
that wiil bear watching.”

“I don't like the looks of it, Cleo!”™
he burst out at last. "It is curious, to
say the least, that, as soon as Morton
learns from you that the formula is
hidden in the books. he should take
the first train for the city. My sus
picions may be gquite unfounded, of
course, but there is too much st stake
to take any chances, We mustn't
walt for the next train—it may be tco
late. We must go up to town in my
car. It isn't a very big one, but if you
will trust yourself to my driving Il
get you there as soomn, or nearly as
soon, as the train.”

“TI want to eee this business through
to the finish.” broke In Hook. “Though
I ain't said pothin' I've had my sus-
picions o' that faller Morton ever since
he first come sa-snoopin' round the

upper deck of the ferryboat, had

house. Ef it comes to a scrap with

chanced to glance shorewards, their
attention might have been attracted
by a cloud of yellow dust moving rap-
idly slong the highway which links
Valdavia with San Francisco. The
dust cloud weas caused by a recklessly
driven motorcycle which was careen-
ing along at sixty miles an hour. Bent
over the handlebars, like a rider in
a race, was the Japanese, Satsuma.

Bo incoherent was Hook Barnacle
from loss of breath and excitement
that even after he found Hope it was
some moments before he could de-
liver Cleo's message. No sooner, how-
ever, did the naval officer grasp its im-
port than, with the seaman panting at
his heels, he dashed downstairs to
where the light c¢ar, which he had
hired during his stay in Valdavia, was
standing. They overtook Cleo just as
she was entering the gate.

“We mustn't waste a minute in get-
ting <n the track of those books,” gaid
Hope, after he had listened to her
story and had examined the letter,
"There's a train leaving for San Fran-
cisco &t three-forty. Jump into my
car and we'll just about be able to
make it. I'm going with you, of
course.”

“But I can't go as [ am,” exclaimed
Cleo, locking down at the ginghars
dress which she had been wearing
while housecleaning. “1t will only
take a minute to dress, though.- Il
hurry.”

Ten minutes elapsed, however, be-
fore she rejoined Hope and Hook, who
were walting {mpatiently, but the love-
ly face under the black veil was so
pathetically childish that ceither of
them had the heart to scold her. Hope

The Car Shot Out Into Space.

only remarked. as he started the car,

him I may come in useful even ef I
have lost one o' my spars. Kin I go
with you, looctenant?”

He paced up and down the platform,
deep in thought.

“Yes," sald Hope, “you had better
come along., 1 don't think there is
much chance of our having any trou-
bie with Morion, even if he is after
the books, but you are so fat, Hook,
that if you sit in the tonneau you will
make the car ride easler.”

Cleo settled herself in the seat be-
side Hope; he threw in the clutch &nd
etepped on the throttle and the car
shot down the road which leads to San
Francisco. The chase of the books
had begun.

-

Within ten minutes after the boat
carrying Olga and Sextus docked at
the Ferry bullding, a taxicab dropped
them at Dawson Auction rooms. Mr.
Dmwson, the head of the firm, & digni-
fied man well past the half-century
mark, was at his desk in an office in
the rear of the salesroom.

“l am a friend of Miss Cleo Burke,”
explzined Olga. "“You will remember
thst she telephoned you this afternocon
regarding certain booka belonging to
her father's library which, I under-
stand, was sold eounly this morning.
These books were put into the sale
by mistake and she is extremely anz-
ious to regain possession of them. As
Miss Burke was prevented, at the last
moment, from coming to San Francis-
co today, she asked me to obtain from
you the names of the purchasers ™

*1 am very glad toc be of service to
Miss Burke,” said ths auctionser, evi-
_dently impressed by Olga’s distinc-

ing. You will notice that the twelve
books comprising Lot 32 were sold
separately, so I'm afraid that it will
require considerable time and trouble
for you to run down all of them."

“] see that the leaves of this ledger
are detachable,” remarked Olga. “As
we are greatly pressed for time | won-
der if you could not let me take the
page which has the names we wish., 1
will have them copied and return the
pages to you in the morning.™

*“l am very sorry, madam,” said Mr.
Dawson respectfully, “but the city or-
dinances require us to keep a list of
those to whom we' lave mads sales
always in our possession. The police
are very strict about this, ss it cften
gsgists them in tracing articles that
have been stolen. Not that we are
accustomad to deal with thieves,” he
added, smiling. -~ “If you will wait but |
five minutes, madam, my aecrela.ry
will copy the names for you.” |
Within a quarter of an hour me.r|
Olga snd Sextus left the auction
rooms with the liat in their posses-
sion, & second taxicab drew up before
Dawson's door. Gerald Mortpn en-
tered.

“] am = friend of DXMiss Cleo
Burke's,” he explained to the auction-
eer. "“As ghe has been detained in|
Valdavia she asked me if I would drop
in here and get the names of the peo-
ple who bought some books sabout
which she telephoned you.™

“But some other friends of Miss
Burke's have just been here after the
same list,” said Dawson. 'I‘hey left
with it not fifteen minutes ago.”
“Other friends of Miss Burke? ex- |
claimed Morton, plainly startied.
“Who were they? What were their
names?”

“lt never occcurrad to me to ask
their names,” sald Dawson. “There
were two of them; a slender, foreign-
looking man and a tall, dark, hand-
somely dressed woman. I imagine
that she was & forelgner, too.”

“A tall, dark woman and & foreign- |
looking man,” repested Mgrion, mk-r
ing no efort to hide his perplexity.
“] haven't the vaguest idea who they
could be. Perhsps someone to whom
Miss Burke telephoned after | left Val- |
davis. I'm =fraid I've = reputstion |
for being very careless and she was
probably afraid that | would forget all |
about the list. Still, you had better let
me have a copy of it so that I can
prove to her that I'm not as forgetful |
as she imagines.”

When he departed a few minutes la-
ter, with the list in his pocket, Ger-
ald Morton was a much-puzzled man.
Who could they be, thess toreigners]
who had so suddenly obtruded them-
selves?

At five minutes to six there stopped
before the Dawson establishment a
snorting motorcycle. Entered Batsu-
ma, dust-covered and perspiring.

“I bave come to Inquire about some
books belonging to Misa Burke—" he
began, In the precise spesch of an ed-
ucated Orilentzl, when Dawson inter-
rupted him.

“You're another friend of Miss
Burke's, 1 suppose?” he shouted. "I
suppose you've come to teli me that
Miss Burke has been unavoidably de-
tained and that she has ssked you to
obtalg the names of the purchasers of
the books, eh? I've stood for that
story twice this afternoon but you
can't come in here and put it over on
me a third time.”

“What do you mean?" asked Satsu-
ma, in undisguised astonishment, “1
do not understand.”

“l mean exactly what 1 say,” shout-
ed the exasperated auctioneer. “Half
an hour sgo in come a girl and s man
who say that they are friends of Miss
Burke and that she's sent them to get
the nemes of the people who bought!
her father's books. I give them the|
pames. Ten minutes later & young
fellow arrives in a taxi and in a tear
Ing hurry and tells me the same story.
So I give the names to him. Now you
come gslong and try to give me the
same song and dance. It's too thin,
my friend, it's too thin¥ !

“l am not a friend of Miss Burke,"
said Satsumsa quietly, “and I know
nothing of these other people. 1 wish
to obtain the books for privete res-
sons. If you will give me the pames
of the people who bought them I am
quits willing to pay you for your trou-
ble,” and he displayed a twesnty-doliar
bill.

“Well, money talks,” said Dawson,
abruptly altering his tone, “and hanged
it!mmwhathamthmhin\
giving you the names. Sit down =
minute while 1 copy them.”

When Satsums left he was so ab-
sorbed in his speculaticns as to the
identity of the mysterious strangers
who hsd preceded him, that he failed
to put out his cigarettestub which he
absent-mindedly tossed into the waste- |
basket standing beside Dawson's desk. |
And, it being closing time, Dawson fol- |
lowed the Japaness out, and cicmd1
the door, and locked it, and betook |
himseil homeward without nnﬁctnn
that from the wastebasket rose a thin,
faint wisp of smoke.

-

- L J -
Though the car in which Cleo, Hope
and Hook were racing citywards was
nct a large ome, it made up for its|
lack of size by the extrsordinary
speed which Hope managed to coax
from it Leaving Valdavia behind
ithem, they sped into the open coun-
“try; past truck farms and vineyards
and blossoming orchanis they shol:
past neat, white {armhbhouses, peeping
coyly out from amid their blazing gar-
dens; past great ranches whoss roll-

tion of manner, “This,” throwing

across!

ing acres were dotied with live oaks

downgrade where, for & dozen miles,
the highway parsliels the shore. As
the empty road opened out belore him,
Hope stepped on the throttles and the
car leaped forward like a therough-
bred which f[esls the jockey's Epur.
The speedometer-nesdle showed that
they were Uraveling at 6ty miles an
hour, The scenery was but & Sying
haze of green. The teiegraph poles
sped by so quickiy that ther looked
like the palings in a picket femce.
Abead of them there suddenly ap
peared, extending across s portion of
the read, a rode barricade with a red
flag and the sign “Danger!™
“They're repsiring the road shead
but I guess that we can get through ™
Hope shouted in response to Cleo's |

warning as they shot by the barrier. |

Down the smooth-paved grade they |

thundered and then, as unexpectedly

83 & slap in the face, there yawned |

before them & chasm, three-score feet

The bridge was gone—evi- |

dently swept away by the spring
*

Her Father's Tragic Death Weighed
Heavily on Cleo. 'I
floods. The road ended in a sheer |
precipice, and at the bottom of the |
precipice, forty feet below, swiried the
river which had done the damage.
Hope, his mind trained for smergen-
cies, instantly realized that it was im- |
possibly to stop. The brakes wouid
not work in time to prevent the car
and its occupants from golng over
the brink into the stream below. To
turn the car to one side was equally
impossible, for the road was bordered
by steep banks, to go down which
meant certain death for all of them.
Their caly chance—a chance in a mil
lion—was to kesp straight ahead in the
slira, slim hope that the cer, now trav-
eling at terrific speed, would have suf-
ficienot momentuin to clear the chasm.
Tightening his grip upon the wheel,
Hope jammed his foot against the sc-
celerator. The light car was gZoing
g0 fast that it seemed as though its
wheels no longer touched the ground.
Hope could hear Hook screaming in
kis ear: out of the corner of his eye
bs caught a glimpss of Cleo, with
blanchaed face and tight-clenched l
hands, beside him. Her lips were
moving. Now only & score of feetl
separated them from the brink.
ten feet. five . a.nd ]
the car sailed out into space as though |
fastened to the end of a mighty pen-
dulum. Though the flight across the
gulf occupled only a moment of time,
td the three in the car it seemed in-
terminable. And when the car reached
the opposite bank it was ten feet
above the level of the highway,
it landed &s smoothly as a leaping
grevhound., Like a tennis ball it re-
bounded once, twice, thrice, and then,
guite uninjured, but with three white-
Jfnced and shaking passengers, want
taaring down the road in the direction
of the distant city.

The clock hands on the campanile
of the Ferry building in San Francisco
pointed to a quarter after six when
Hope, now traveling with more re-
spect for the spesd laws, swung the
car Into Market street. He started to
turn into Kearney street but stopped,
at the signal of a trafic officer, to let
a fire engine pass. It tore up Kearnsy
street, its siren hooting 2 hoarse warn-
ing, and bhe followad it. Ahead dense
ciouds of smoke poured from the win-
dows of & corner bullding. More fire
apparatus was coming. Everyone
was running. A policeman balted
them with peremptory hend, “You
can't come any farther in your car,”™
he ordered.

“Well have to walk the rest of the
way,” sald Hope, “but It isn't very far.
Dawson’'s place is somewhere in the
next block. By Jove; it must be close
to whera the fire i3'" Pushing their
way through the crowd, stumbling
over the lines of fire hoss, the three
made their way forward until they
were opposite the burning buiiding.
S0 dense was the =moke, however,
that the buflding wss totally obscured.
Suddenly & gust of wind blew the cur-
tain of smoke momentarily aslde. As
it did so Cleo, Hope and Hook gave a
groan of despair. For across the face
of the doomed structurse, in jetters
four feet high, they read: “Duwson's
Auction Rooms.” Even as they looked

of flame, the walls toppled and fell in.
Somewhere amid that msss of smok-

GDABSE ‘lOKE IS FUHISI'IED

mmﬂﬂammw
and placed on the scaffold beside his

here, I was curious to see how much
such a funny fellow would lsugh un-
der simnilar eircumstances himself.”

Character In

.

difficulty tell s erook from an honest
person by handwriting. Character or
lack of it {8 essy to detect upon the
written psge.

“But what no expert can yet do Ia
to distinguizsh a dull man from s smart

THE EI.IBOI’EAH WARA

YEAR AWTI’I“E‘WEEX" EK,

September 4, 1915 -

Artiliery duelizs on the west
front.

Austrians began movement
against [taliand at Monte Nero.

Allan liner Hesperian sunk
without warning by German sub-
marine; 25 lost.

September 5, 1815
Czar assumed supreme com-
mand of Russian armies.
Austrians advance on Dubno.
Biocdy fighting on Gallipoli
peninsula.

September &, 1915

Discovery of documents car-
ried by James Archibaid, Am.f-
ican correspond
ing Doctor Dumba, lustrtan am- . :
bassador to Washington. 2F

Austrians attacked Iitalian po- '
sition at Monte Nero. i

Forty French Asroplanes bom-
barded Saarbrucken.
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September 7, 1915 -
italians repuised Austrian at- |
tack at Monte Nero.

British sguadron bombarded
German batteries on Beigian
coast

Cerman submarines sank Brit-
ish, French and Norwegian ves.
sele

German =airships raided east
coast of England, killing ten.

French aviators attacked Frei-
burg.

September 8, 1915

Russian Grand Duke Nicholas
shifted to the Caucasus

Russians recaptured old posi-
tions in Galicia, near Tarnopol,

Germans began new offensive
on western approaches to Ver-
dun.

Zeppeiina raided cast coast and
London district, kilfing 20.

Dutch sentries fired on Zeppe-
lin fiying over Holland.
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September 8, 1915
Austrians captured Dubno.
Russians won another victory

southwest of Trembowla.

German crown prince’s army
gained in Argonne district.

United States asked Austria
to recall Ambassador Dumba.

Germany sent note defending
sinking of Arabic.

Saptember 10, 1915,

Germans won trenches at
Schratrmaenneile, on west front,
with asphyxiating sheilis

Italians again repulsed at
Telmina.

Germans made further prog-
ress in the Argonne.

Anglo-French financial com-
mission landed in New York

BRIEF INFORMATION

if a baby bad the sppetite of a young
potato beetle it would eat from 50 to
100 pounds of food every 24 hours. 1If
& borse ate as much as a caterpiliar,
in proportion to its sire, it would com-
sume 2 ton of hay every 24 hours. A
caterpillar ests twice its weight of
leaves every day, but 2 potato beetle
devours every day at least five times
its welight of foliage.

A converted schooner of 250 tons
burden is soon to =ail from New York
for Coilumbla on an old-fashioned bar-
tering expedition, the vegetable Ivory
nut, extensively. used In botton mak-
ing, belng sought In retorm for =
varied cargo of American goods. The
promoters hope from such small be-
ginnings to develop a continuous and
profitable trade.

One W. H. Young, who has written
8 bumorous book on his sdventures as
& business man In Bouth America, tells i
of & Brazilian, S8enor Don Jose de Bra-
ganza, whose eagerness for a title went v
8o far that he had printed on his cards
“Ex-passenger, first-class, R. M 8. P.
C." He had once tsken a trip, first
cabin, on & Royal Mall Steam Packet
company bont.

Vincent, an Alredale terrier owned
by C. M. Wilson of Pawtacket, R. L,
hes been serving the family for some
time ns 8 newsboy, a job which he se-
lected himself and has filled faithfully.
Etery day Vincent goes to the train
with bis master, who fastens s paper
vo his collsr, after which the dog trots
home. He has slipped uwp on culy one
morning.

A shell right Inches long and three
inthes In dismeter, which was fired
Into Atlapta, Ga., by General Sherman,
was found In an excavation in =
street. The shelli has the mppesarance
of a solld shot and pot an explosive
sheil and (s now belng wsed by H. H.
GCodfrey, who found 'it, as & peper

Denver Is to issne a mililon color
post csrds, a quarier of & million guide-
books, half & miilion oneday trip pams
phiets and much other matter, ta be
by a tourists’ buresa, un-
der, the direction of the city, with the
alm of attracting summer visitors

Mrs. F. W. Tiison of Bennington, V&,
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